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Chapter1
THE INVALID

Looking back on events by the light of experience I perceive clearly that
the thunder-cloud which burst on me and on those who were dear to me
had not gathered unseen. It is true that it had rolled up swiftly; that the
premonitory mutterings, now so distinct but then so faint and insignific-
ant, gave but a brief warning. But that was of little consequence,since
whatever warnings there were passedunheeded, aswarnings commonly
do, being susceptible of interpretation only by means of the subsequent
events which they foreshadowed.

The opening sceneof the tragedyÑif I had but realized itÑwas the ar-
rival of the Reverend Amos Monkhouse from his far-away Yorkshire
parish at the house of his brother Harold. I happened to be there at the
time; and though it was not my concern, since Harold had a secretary, I
received the clergyman when he was announced. We knew one another
well enough by name though we had never met, and it was with some
interest and curiosity that I looked at the keen-faced, sturdy, energetic-
looking parson and contrasted him with his physically frail and rather
characterlessbrother. He looked at me, too, curiously and with a certain
appearance of surprise, which did not diminish when I told him who I
was.

"Ha!" said he, "yes, Mr Mayfield. I am glad to have the opportunity of
making your acquaintance. I have heard a good deal about you from
Harold and Barbara. Now I can fit you with a visible personality. By the
way, the maid tells me that Barbara is not at home."

"No, she is away on her travels in Kent."
"In Kent!" he repeated, raising his eyebrows.
"Yes, on one of her political expeditions; organizing some sort of

women's emancipation movement. I dare say you have heard about it."
He nodded a little impatiently. "Yes.Then I assumethat Harold is not

so ill as I had supposed?"
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I was inclined to be evasive; for, to be quite candid, I had thought
more than once that Barbara might properly have given a little lessatten-
tion to her political hobbies and a little more to her sick husband. So I
replied cautiously:

"I really don't quite know what his condition is. You see,when a man
has chronically bad health, one rather loses count. Harold has his ups
and downs, but he always looks pretty poorly. Just now, I should say he
is rather below his average."

"Ha! Well, perhaps I had better go up and have a look at him. The
maid has told him that I am here. I wonder if you would be so kind as to
show me the way to his room. I have not been in this house before."

I conducted him up to the door of the bedroom and then returned to
the library to wait for him and hear what he thought of the invalid. And
now that the question had beenraised, I was not without a certain uneas-
iness. What I had said was true enough. When a man is always ailing
one gets to take his ill-health for granted and to assumethat it will go on
without any significant change.One repeats the old saying of "the creak-
ing gate" and perhaps makes unduly light of habitual illness. Might it be
that Harold was being a little neglected? He had certainly looked bad
enough when I had called on him that morning. Was it possible that he
was really seriously ill? Perhaps in actual danger?

I had just asked myself this question when the door was opened ab-
ruptly and the clergyman strode into the room. Something in his expres-
sionÑa mingling, as it seemed,of anger and alarmÑrather startled me;
nevertheless I asked him calmly enough how he found his brother. He
stared at me, almost menacingly, for a second or two; then slowly and
with harsh emphasis he replied: "I am shocked at the change in him. I am
horrified. Why, good God, Sir! the man is dying!"

"I think that can hardly be," I objected. "The doctor saw him this morn-
ing and did not hint at anything of the sort. He thought he was not very
well but he made no suggestion as to there being any danger."

"How long has the doctor been attending him?"
"For something like twenty years, I believe; so by this time he ought to

understand the patient'sÑ"
"Tut-tut," the parson interrupted, impatiently, "what did you say your-

self but a few minutes ago?One losescount of the chronic invalid. He ex-
hausts our attention until, at last, we fail to observe the obvious. What is
wanted is a fresh eye. Can you give me the doctor's address?Because,if
you can, I will call on him and arrange a consultation. I told Harold that I
wanted a second opinion and he made no objection; in fact he seemed
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rather relieved. If we get a really first-class physician, we may save him
yet."

"I think you are taking an unduly gloomy view of Harold's condition,"
said I. "At any rate, I hope so. But I entirely agree with you as to the ad-
visability of having further advice. I know where Dr Dimsdale lives so if
you like I will walk round with you."

He acceptedmy offer gladly and we set forth at once, walking briskly
along the streets,eachof us wrapped in thought and neither speaking for
some time. Presently I ventured to remark:

"Strictly, I suppose,we ought to have consulted Barbara before seeking
another opinion."

"I don't seewhy," he replied. "Harold is a responsible person and has
given his free consent. If Barbara is so little concerned about him as to go
away from homeÑand for such a trumpery reason, tooÑI don't seethat
we need consider her. Still, as a matter of common civility, I might as
well send her a line. What is her present address?"

"Do you know," I said, shamefacedly, "I am afraid I can't tell you ex-
actly where she is at the moment. Her permanent address, when she is
away on these expeditions, is the head-quarters of the Women's Friend-
ship League at Maidstone."

He stopped for a moment and glowered at me with an expression of
sheer amazement. "Do you mean to tell me," he exclaimed, "that she has
gone away, leaving her husband in this condition, and that she is not
even within reach of a telegram?"

"I have no doubt that a telegram or letter would be forwarded to her."
He emitted an angry snort and then demanded: "How long has she

been away?"
"About a fortnight," I admitted, reluctantly.
"A fortnight!" he repeated in angry astonishment. "And all that time

beyond reach of communication! Why the man might have been dead
and buried and she none the wiser!"

"He was much better when she went away," I said, anxious to make
the best of what I felt to be a rather bad case."In fact, he seemed to be
getting on quite nicely. It is only during the last few days that he has got
this set-back. Of course, Barbara is kept informed as to his condition.
Madeline sends her a letter every few days."

"But, my dear Mr Mayfield," he expostulated, "just consider the state of
affairs in this amazing household. I came to see my brother, expect-
ingÑfrom the brief letter that I had from himÑto find him seriously ill.
And I do find him seriously ill; dangerously ill, I should say. And what
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sort of care is being taken of him? His wife is away from home, amusing
herself with her platform fooleries, and has left no practicable address.
His secretary, or whatever you call him, Wallingford, is not at home.
Madeline is, of course, occupied in her work at the school. Actually, the
only person in the house besidesthe servants is yourselfÑa friend of the
family but not a member of the household at all. You must admit that it
is a most astonishing and scandalous state of affairs."

I was saved from the necessity of answering this rather awkward
question by our arrival at Dr Dimsdale's house; and, as it fortunately
happened that the doctor was at home and disengaged, we were shown
almost at once into his consulting room.

I knew Dr Dimsdale quite well and rather liked him though I was not
deeply impressed by his abilities. However, his professional skill was
really no concern of mine, and his social qualities were unexceptionable.
In appearanceand manner he had always seemedto me the very type of
a high-class general practitioner, and so he impressed me once more as
we were ushered into his sanctum. He shook hands with me genially,
and as I introduced the Reverend Amos looked at him with a politely
questioning expression. But the clergyman lost no time in making clear
the purpose of his visit; in fact he came to the point with almost brutal
abruptness.

"I have just seenmy brother for the first time for several months and I
am profoundly shocked at his appearance.I expected to find him ill, but
I did not understand that he was so ill as I find him."

"No," Dr Dimsdale agreed, gravely, "I suppose not. You have caught
him at a rather unfortunate time. He is certainly not so well today."

"Well!" exclaimed Amos. "To me he has the look of a dying man. May I
ask what, exactly, is the matter with him?"

The doctor heaved a patient sigh and put his fingertips together.
"The word 'exactly'," he replied, with a faint smile, "makes your ques-

tion a little difficult to answer. There are so many things the matter with
him. For the last twenty years, on and off, I have attended him, and dur-
ing the whole of that time his health has been unsatisfactoryÑmost un-
satisfactory. His digestion has always been defective, his circulation
feeble, he has had functional trouble with his heart, and throughout the
winter months, more or less continuous respiratory troublesÑnasal and
pulmonary catarrh and sometimes rather severe bronchitis."

The Reverend Amos nodded impatiently. "Quite so, quite so. But, to
come from the past to the present, what is the matter with him now?"
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"That," the doctor replied suavely, "is what I was coming to. I men-
tioned the antecedents to account for the consequents. The complaints
from which your brother has suffered in the past have been what are
called functional complaints. But functional diseaseÑif there really is
such a thingÑmust, in the end, if it goes on long enough, develop into
organic disease.Its effects are cumulative. Each slight illness leaves the
bodily organs a little less fit."

"Yes?"
"Well, that is, I fear, what is happening in your brother's case. The

functional illnesses of the past are tending to take on an organic
character."

"Ha!" snorted the Reverend Amos. "But what is his actual condition
now? To put it bluntly, supposing he were to die tonight, what would
you write on die death certificate?"

"Dear me!" said the doctor. "That is putting it very bluntly. I hope the
occasion will not arise."

"Still, I suppose you don't regard his death as an impossible
contingency?"

"Oh, by no means. Chronic illness confers no immortality, as I have
just been pointing out."

"Then, supposing his death to occur, what would you state to be the
cause?"

Dr Dimsdale's habitual suavity showed a trace of diminution as he
replied: "You are asking a very unusual and hardly admissible question,
Mr Monkhouse. However, I may say that if your brother were to die to-
night he would die from some definite cause,which would be duly set
forth in the certificate. As he is suffering from chronic gastritis, chronic
bronchial catarrh, functional disorder of the heart and several other mor-
bid conditions, these would be added as contributory causes.But may I
ask what is the object of these very pointed questions?"

"My object," replied Amos, "was to ascertain whether the circum-
stances justified a consultation. It seems to me that they do. I am ex-
tremely disturbed about my brother. Would you have any objection to
meeting a consultant?"

"But not in the least.On the contrary, I should be very glad to talk over
this rather indefinite case with an experienced physician who would
come to it with a fresh eye. Of course, the patient's consent would be
necessary."

"He has consented, and he agreed to the consultant whom I pro-
posedÑSir Robert DetlingÑif you concurred."
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"I do certainly. I could suggest no better man. Shall I arrange with him
or will you?"

"Perhaps I had better," the parson replied, "as I know him fairly well.
We were of the same year at Cambridge. I shall go straight on to him
now and will let you know at once what arrangement he proposes."

"Excellent," said the doctor, rising with all his suavity restored. "I shall
keep tomorrow as free as I can until I hear from you, and I hope he will
be able to manage it so soon. I shall be glad to hear what he thinks of our
patient, and I trust that the consultation may be helpful in the way of
treatment."

He shook our hands heartily and conducted us to the street door,
whence he launched us safely into the street.

"That is a very suave gentleman," Amos remarked as we turned away.
"Quite reasonable,too; but you seefor yourself that he has no real know-
ledge of the case. He couldn't give the illness an intelligible name."

"It seemedto me that he gave it a good many names, and it may well
be that it is no more than he seemsto think; a sort of collective illness, the
resultant of the various complaints that he mentioned. However, we
shall know more when Sir Robert has seen him; and meanwhile, I
wouldn't worry too much about the apparent neglect. Your brother, un-
like most chronic invalids, doesn't hanker for attention. He has all he
wants and he likes to be left alone with his books. Shall you see him
again today?"

"Assuredly. As soon as I have arranged matters with Detling I shall let
Dr Dimsdale know what we have settled and I shall then go back and
spend the evening with my brother. Perhaps I shall see you tomorrow?"

"No. I have to run down to Bury St Edmunds tomorrow morning and I
shall probably be there three or four days. But I should very much like to
hear what happens at the consultation. Could you send me a few lines? I
shall be staying at the Angel."

"I will certainly," he replied, halting and raising his umbrella to signal
an approaching omnibus. "Just a short note to let you know what Sir
Robert has to tell us of poor Harold's condition."

He waved his hand, and stepping off the kerb, hopped on to the foot-
board of the omnibus as it slowed own, and vanished into the interior. I
stood for a few moments watching the receding vehicle, half inclined to
go back and take another look at the sick man; but reflecting that his
brother would be presently returning, I abandoned the idea and made
my way instead to the Underground Railway station and there took a
ticket for the Temple.
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There is something markedly infectious in states of mind. Hitherto I
had given comparatively little attention to Harold Monkhouse. He was a
more or lesschronic invalid, suffering now from one complaint and now
from another, and evidently a source of no particular anxiety either to
his friends or to his doctor. He was always pallid and sickly-looking, and
if, on this particular morning, he had seemedto look more haggard and
ghastly than usual, I had merely noted that he was "not so well today."

But the appearance on the scene of the Reverend Amos had put a
rather different complexion on the affair. His visit to his brother had res-
ulted in a severeshock, which he had passedon to me; and I had to ad-
mit that our interview with Dr Dimsdale had not been reassuring. For
the fact which had emerged from it was that the doctor could not give
the disease a name.

It was very disquieting. Supposing it should turn out that Harold was
suffering from some grave, even some mortal disease, which ought to
have been detected and dealt with months ago. How should we all feel?
How, in particular, would Barbara feel about the easygoing way in
which the illness had been allowed to drift on? It was an uncomfortable
thought; and though Harold Monkhouse was really no concern of mine,
excepting that he was Barbara's husband, it continued to haunt me as I
sat in the rumbling train and as I walked up from the Temple station to
my chambers in Fig Tree Court.
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Chapter2
BARBARA MONKHOUSE COMES HOME

In the intervals of my business at Bury St Edmunds I gave more than a
passing thought to the man who was lying sick in the house in the quiet
square at Kensington. It was not that I had any very deep feeling for him
asa friend, though I liked him well enough. But the idea had got into my
mind that he had perhaps been treated with something less than ordin-
ary solicitude; that his illness had beenallowed to drift on when possibly
some effective measures might have been taken for his relief. And as it
had never occurred to me to make any suggestions on the matter or to
interest myself particularly in his condition, I was now inclined to regard
myself asa party to the neglect, if there had really beenany culpable fail-
ure of attention. I therefore awaited with some anxiety the letter which
Amos had promised to send.

It was not until the morning of my third day at Bury that it arrived;
and when I had opened and read it I found myself even less reassured
than I had expected.

"Dear Mayfield," it ran. "The consultation took place this afternoon and
the result is, in my opinion, highly unsatisfactory. Sir Robert is, at
present, unable to say definitely what is the matter with Harold. He
states that he finds the caseextremely obscure and reserves his opinion
until the blood-films and other specimens which he took, have been ex-
amined and reported on by an expert pathologist. But on one point he is
perfectly clear. He regards Harold's condition as extremely graveÑeven
criticalÑand he advised me to send a telegram to Barbara insisting on
her immediate return home. Which I have done; and only hope it may
reach her in the course of the day.

"That is all I have to tell you and I think you will agree that it is not an
encouraging report. Medical sciencemust be in a very backward state if
two qualified practitionersÑone of them an eminent physicianÑcannot
between them muster enough professional knowledge to say what is the
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matter with a desperately sick man. However, I hope that we shall have
a diagnosis by the time you come back.

"Yours sincerely,
"AMOS MONKHOUSE."
I could not but agree, in the main, that my clerical friend's rather

gloomy view was justified, though I thought that he was a trifle unfair to
the doctors, especially to Sir Robert. Probably a less scientific practition-
er, who would have given the condition some sort of name, would have
beenmore satisfying to the parson. Meanwhile, I allowed myself to build
on "the blood-films and other specimens" hopes of a definite discovery
which might point the way to some effective treatment.

I despatched my business by the following evening and returned to
London by the night train, arriving at my chambers shortly before mid-
night. With some eagernessI emptied the letter-cage in the hope of find-
ing a note from Amos or Barbara; but there was none, although there
were one or two letters from solicitors which required to be dealt with at
once. I read these through and considered their contents while I was un-
dressing, deciding to get up early and reply to them so that I might have
the forenoon free; and this resolution I carried out so effectively that by
ten o'clock in the morning I had breakfasted, answered and posted the
letters, and was on my way westward in an Inner Circle train.

It was but a few minutes' walk from South Kensington Station to Hil-
borough Squareand I covered the short distance more quickly than usu-
al. Turning into the square, I walked along the pavement on the garden
side, according to my habit, until I was nearly opposite the house. Then I
turned to cross the road and as I did so, looked up at the house. And at
the first glance I stopped short and stared in dismay: for the blinds were
lowered in all the windows. For a couple of secondsI stood and gazed at
this ominous spectacle;then I hurried across the road and. instinctively
avoiding the knocker, gave a gentle pull at the bell.

The door was opened by the housemaid, who looked at me somewhat
strangely but admitted me without a word and shut the door softly be-
hind me. I glanced at her set face and asked in a low voice: "Why are all
the blinds down, Mabel?"

"Didn't you know, Sir?" she replied, almost in a whisper. "It's the mas-
terÑMr Monkhouse. He passed away in the night. I found him dead
when I went in this morning to draw up the blinds and give him his
early tea."

I gazed at the girl in consternation, and after a pause she continued:
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"It gave me an awful turn. Sir, for I didn't see, at first, what had
happened. He was lying just as he usually did, and looked as if he had
gone to sleep, reading. He had a book in his hand, resting on the coun-
terpane, and I could seethat his candle-lamp had burned itself right out.
I put his tea on the bedside table and spoke to him, and when he didn't
answer I spoke again a little louder. And then I noticed that he was per-
fectly still and looked even paler and more yellow than usual and I
began to feel nervous about him. So I touched his hand: and it was as
cold as stone and as stiff as a wooden hand. Then I felt sure he must be
dead and I ran away and told Miss Norris."

"Miss Norris!" I exclaimed.
"Yes, Sir. Mrs Monkhouse only got home about an hour ago. Shewas

fearfully upset when she found she was too late. Miss Norris is with her
now, but I expect she'll be awfully glad you've come. She was asking
where you were. Shall I tell her you are here?"

"If you please, Mabel," I replied; and as the girl retired up the stairs
with a stealthy, funereal tread, I backed into the open doorway of the
dining room (avoiding the library, in caseWallingford should be there)
where I remained until Mabel returned with a messageasking me to go
up.

I think I have seldom felt more uncomfortable than I did as I walked
slowly and softly up the stairs. The worst had happenedÑat least, so I
thoughtÑand we all stood condemned; but Barbara most of all I tried to
prepare some comforting, condolent phrases,but could think of nothing
but the unexplainable, inexcusable fact that Barbara had other own
choice and for her own purposes, gone away leaving a sick husband and
had come back to find him dead.

As I entered the pleasant little boudoirÑnow gloomy enough, with its
lowered blindsÑthe two women rose from the setteeon which they had
beensitting together, and Barbara cameforward to meet me, holding out
both her hands.

"Rupert!" sheexclaimed, "how good of you! But it is like you to be here
just when we have need of you." Shetook both my hands and continued,
looking rather wildly into my face: "Isn't it an awful thing? Poor, poor
Harold! So patient and uncomplaining! And I so neglectful, so callous! I
shall never, never forgive myself. I have been a selfish, egotistical brute."

"We are all to blame," I said, since I could not honestly dispute her self-
accusations;"and Dr Dimsdale not the least. Harold has been the victim
of his own patience. Does Amos know?"
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"Yes," answered Madeline, "I sent him a telegram at half-past eight. I
should have sent you one, too, but I didn't know that you had come
back."

There followed a slightly awkward silence during which I reflected
with some discomfort on the impending arrival of the dead man's broth-
er, which might occur at any moment. It promised to be a somewhat un-
pleasant incident, for Amos alone had gauged the gravity of his brother's
condition, and he was an outspoken man. I only hoped that he would
not be too outspoken.

The almost embarrassing silence was broken by Barbara, who asked
me in a low voice: "Will you go and seehim, Rupert?" and added: "You
know the way and I expect you would rather go alone."

I said "yes" as I judged that she did not wish to come with me, and,
walking out of the room, took my way along the corridor to the well-re-
membered door, at which I halted for a moment, with an unreasonable
impulse to knock, and then entered. A solemn dimness pervaded the
room, with its lowered blinds, and an unusual silence seemed to brood
over it. But everything was clearly visible in the faint, diffused lightÑthe
furniture, the pictures on the walls, the bookshelves and the ghostly
shapeupon the bed, half-revealed through the sheetwhich had been laid
over it.

Softly, I drew back the sheet, and the vague shape becamea man; or
rather, as it seemed,a waxen effigy, with something in its aspectat once
strange and familiar. The features were those of Harold Monkhouse, but
yet the face was not quite the face that I had known. So it has always
seemed to me with the dead. They have their own distinctive character
which belongs to no living manÑthe physiognomy of death; impassive,
expressionless,immovable; fixed for ever, or at least, until the changesof
the tomb shall obliterate even its semblance of humanity.

I stepped back a pace and looked thoughtfully at the dead man who
had slipped so quietly out of the land of the living. There he lay,
stretched out in an easy,restful posture, just as I had often seenhim; the
eyes half-closed and one long, thin arm lying on the counterpane, the
waxen hand lightly grasping the open volume; lookingÑsave for the
stony immobilityÑas he might if he had fallen asleep over his book. It
was not surprising that the housemaid had been deceived, for the sur-
roundings all tended to support the illusion. The bedside table with its
pathetic little provisions for a sick man's needs:the hooded candle-lamp,
drawn to the table-edge and turned to light the book; the little decanter
of brandy, the unused tumbler, the water-bottle, the watch, still ticking
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in its upright case,the candle-box, two or three spare volumes and the
hand-bell for night use; all spoke of illness and repose with never a hint
of death.

There was nothing by which I could judge when he had died. I
touched his arm and found it rigid as an iron bar. SoMabel had found it
some hours earlier, whence I inferred that death had occurred not much
past midnight. But the doctors would be able to form a better opinion, if
it should seem necessaryto form any opinion at all. More to the point
than the exact time of death was the exact cause. I recalled the blunt
question that Amos had put to Dr Dimsdale and the almost indignant
tone in which the latter had put it aside. That was less than a week ago;
and now that question had to be answered in unequivocal terms. I found
myself wondering what the politic and plausible Dimsdale would put on
the death certificate and whether he would seekSir Robert Detling's col-
laboration in the execution of that document.

I was about to replace the sheet when my ear caught the footsteps of
some one approaching on tip-toe along the corridor. The next moment
the door opened softly and Amos stole into the room. He passed me with
a silent greeting and drew near the bed, beside which he halted with his
hand laid on the dead hand and his eyes fixed gloomily on the
yellowish-white, impassive face.He spoke no word, nor did I presume to
disturb this solemn meeting and farewell, but silently slipped out into
die corridor where I waited for him to come out.

Two or three minutes passed,during which I heard him, onceor twice,
moving softly about the room and judged that he was examining the sur-
roundings amidst which his brother had passedthe last few weeks of his
life. Presently he came out, closing the door noiselessly behind him, and
joined me opposite the window. I looked a little nervously into the stern,
grief-stricken face, and as he did not speak, I said, lamely enough: "This
is a grievous and terrible thing, Mr Monkhouse."

He shook his head gravely. "Grievous indeed; and the more so if one
suspects,as I do, that it need not have happened. However, he is gone
and recriminations will not bring him back."

"No," I agreed, profoundly relieved and a little surprised at his tone;
"whatever we may feel or think, reproaches and bitter words will bring
no remedy. Have you seen Barbara?"

"No; and I think I won'tÑthis morning. In a day or two, I hope I shall
be able to meet and speak to her as a Christian man should. Today I am
not sure of myself. You will let me know what arrangements are made
about the funeral?"
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I promised that I would, and walked with him to the head of the stairs,
and when I had watched him descend and heard the street door close, I
went back to Barbara's little sitting-room.

I found her alone, and, when I entered shewas standing before a mini-
ature that hung on the wall. Shelooked round as I entered and I saw that
she still looked rather dazed and strange. Her eyes were red, as if she
had been weeping, but they were now tearless, and she seemed calmer
than when I had first seenher. I went to her side, and for a few moments
we stood silently regarding the smiling, girlish face that looked out at us
from the miniature. It was that of Barbara's step-sister, a very sweet,
loveable girl, little more than a child, who had died some four years pre-
viously, and who, I had sometimes thought, was the only human
creature for whom Barbara had felt a really deep affection. The miniature
had been painted from a photograph after her death and a narrow plait
of her gorgeous, red-gold hair had been carried round inside the frame.

"Poor little Stella!" Barbara murmured, "I have been asking myself if I
neglected her, too. I often left her for days at a time."

"You mustn't be morbid, Barbara," I said. "The poor child was very
well looked after and ashappy asshe could be made. And nobody could
have done any more for her. Rapid consumption is beyond the resources
of medical science at present."

"Yes,unfortunately." Shewas silent for a while. Then she said: "I won-
der if anything could have been done for Harold. Do you think it pos-
sible that he might have been saved?"

"I know of no reason for thinking so, and now that he is gone I seeno
use in raising the question."

She drew closer to me and slipped her hand into mine.
"You will be with us as much as you can, Rupert, won't you? We al-

ways look to you in trouble or difficulty, and you have never failed us.
Even now you don't condemn me, whatever you may think."

"No, I blame myself for not being more alert, though it was really
Dimsdale who misled us all. Has Madeline gone to the school?"

"Yes. She had to give a lecture or demonstration, but I hope she will
manage to get a day or two off duty. I don't want to be left alone with
poor Tony. It sounds unkind to say so, for no one could be more devoted
to me than he is. But he is so terribly high-strung. Justnow, he is in an al-
most hysterical state. I suppose you haven't seen him this morning?"

"No. I came straight up to you." I had, in fact, kept out of his way, for,
to speak the truth, I did not much care for Anthony Wallingford. He was
of a type that I dislike rather intensely; nervous, high-strung, emotional
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and in an incessantstate of purposeless bustle. I did not like his appear-
ance, his manners or his dress. I resented the abject fawning way in
which he followed Barbara about, and I disapproved of his position in
this house; which was nominally that of secretary to Barbara's husband,
but actually that of tame cat and generally uselesshanger-on. I think I
was on the point of making some disparaging comments on him, but at
that moment there came a gentle tap at the door and the subject of my
thoughts entered.

I was rather sorry that Barbara was still holding my hand. Of course,
the circumstanceswere very exceptional, but I have an Englishman's dis-
like of emotional demonstrations in the presenceof third parties. Never-
theless, Wallingford's behaviour filled me with amazed resentment. He
stopped short with a face black as thunder, and, after a brief, insolent
stare, muttered that he was afraid he was "intruding" and walked out of
the room, closing the door sharply after him.

Barbara flushed (and I daresay I did, too), but made no outward sign
of annoyance. "You seewhat I mean," she said. "The poor fellow is quite
unstrung. He is an added anxiety instead of a help."

"I see that plainly enough," I replied, "but I don't see why he is un-
strung, or why an unstrung man should behave like an ill-mannered
child. At any rate, he will have to pull himself together. There is a good
deal to be done and he will have to do some of it. I may assume, I sup-
pose, that it will be his duty to carry out the instructions of the
executors?"

"I suppose so. But you know more about such things than I do."
"Then I had better go down and explain the position to him and set

him to work. Presently I must call on Mr Brodribb, the other executor,
and let him know what has happened. But meanwhile there are certain
things which have to be done at once. You understand?"

"Yes, indeed. You mean arrangements for the funeral. How horrible it
sounds. I can't realize it yet. It is all so shocking and so sudden and
unlooked-for. It seems like some dreadful dream."

"Well, Barbara," I said gently, "you shan't, be troubled more than is un-
avoidable. I will see to all the domestic affairs and leave the legal busi-
ness to Brodribb. But I shall want Wallingford's help, and I think I had
better go down and see him now."

"Very well, Rupert," she replied with a sigh. "I shall lean on you now
as I always have done in times of trouble and difficulty, and you must
try to imagine how grateful I am since I can find no words to tell you."
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Shepressedmy hand and releasedme, and I took my way down to the
library with a strong distaste for my mission.

That distaste was not lessenedwhen I opened the door and was met
by a reek of cigarette smoke. Wallingford was sitting huddled up in an
easy chair, but as I entered, he sprang to his feet and stood facing me
with a sort of hostile apprehensiveness.The man was certainly unstrung;
in fact he was on wires. His pale, haggard face twitched, his hands
trembled visibly and his limbs were in constant, fidgety movement. But,
to me, there seemedto be no mystery about his condition. The deep yel-
low stains on his fingers, the reek in the air and a pile of cigarette-ends in
an ash-bowl were enough to account for a good deal of nervous derange-
ment, even if there were nothing moreÑno drugs or drink.

I opened the business quietly, explaining what had to be done and
what help I should require from him. At first he showed a tendency to
dispute my authority and treat me as an outsider, but I soon made the
position and powers of an executor clear to him. When I had brought
him to heel I gave him a set of written instructions the following-out of
which would keep him fairly busy for the rest of the day; and having set
the dismal preparations going, I went forth from the house of mourning
and took my way to New Square,Lincoln's Inn, where were the offices of
Mr Brodribb, the family solicitor and my co-executor.
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Chapter3
A SHOCK FOR THE MOURNERS

It was on the day of the funeral that the faint, unheeded mutterings of
the approaching storm began to swell into audible and threatening rum-
blings, though, even then, the ominous signs failed to deliver their full
significance.

How well do I recall the scenein the darkened dining room where we
sat in our sable raiment, "ready to wenden on our pilgrimage" to the
place of everlasting rest and eternal farewell. There were but four of us,
for Amos Monkhouse had not yet arrived, though it was within a few
minutes of the appointed time to start; quite a small party; for the de-
ceased had but few relatives, and no outsiders had been bidden.

We were all rather silent. Intimate as we were, there was no need to
make conversation. Each, no doubt, was busy with his or her own
thoughts, and as I recall my own they seem to have been rather trivial
and not very suitable to the occasion. Now and again I stole a look at
Barbara and thought what a fine, handsome woman she was, and dimly
wondered why, in all the years that I had known her, I had never fallen
in love with her. Yet so it was. I had always admired her; we had been
intimate friends, with a certain amount of quiet affection, but nothing
moreÑat any rate on my part. Other I was not so sure. There had been a
time, some years before, when I had had an uneasy feeling that she
looked to me for something more than friendship. But she was always a
reticent girl; very self-reliant and self-contained. I never knew a woman
better able to keep her own counsel or control her emotions.

Shewas now quite herself again, quiet, dignified, rather reserved and
even a little inscrutable. Seatedbetween Wallingford and Madeline, she
seemed unconscious of either and quite undisturbed by the secretary's
incessantnervous fidgeting and by his ill-concealed efforts to bring him-
self to her notice.

From Barbara my glance turned to the woman who sat by her side not-
ing with dull interest the contrast between the two; a contrast as marked
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in their bearing as in their appearance.For whereas Barbara was a rather
big woman, dark in colouring, quiet and resolute in manner, Madeline
Norris was somewhat small and slight, almost delicately fair, rather shy
and retiring, but yet with a suggestion of mental alertnessunder the dif-
fident manner. If Barbara gave an impression of quiet strength,
Madeline's pretty, refined face was rather expressive of subtle intelli-
genceBut what chiefly impressed me at this moment was the curious in-
version of their attitudes towards the existing circumstances;for whereas
Barbara, the person mainly affected, maintained a quiet, untroubled de-
meanour, Madeline appeared to be overcome by the sudden catastrophe.
Looking at her set,white faceand the dismay in her wide, grey eyes,and
comparing her with the woman at her side, a stranger would at once
have assumed the bereavement to be hers.

My observations were interrupted by Wallingford once more dragging
out his watch.

"What on earth can have happened to Mr Amos?" he exclaimed "We
are due to start in three minutes. If he isn't here by then we shall have to
start without him. It is perfectly scandalous! Positively indecent! But
there, it's just like a parson."

"My experience of parsons," said I, "is that they are, as a rule, scrupu-
lously punctual. But certainly, Mr Amos is unpardonably late. It will be
very awkward if he doesn't arrive in time. Ah, there he is," I added as the
bell rang and a muffled knock at the street door was heard.

At the sound, Wallingford sprang up as if the bell had actuated a hid-
den spring in the chair, and darted over to the window, from which he
peered out through the chink beside the blind.

"It isn't Amos," he reported. "It's a stranger, and a fool at that, I should
say, if he can't see that all the blinds are down."

We all listened intently. We heard the housemaid's hurried footsteps,
though she ran on tip-toe; the door opened softly, and then, after an in-
terval, we heard some one ushered along the hall to the drawing room.
A few moments later, Mabel entered with an obviously scandalized air.

"A gentleman wishes to speak to you, Ma'am," she announced.
"But, Mabel," said Barbara, "did you tell him what is happening in this

house?"
"Yes,Ma'am, I explained exactly how things were and told him that he

must call tomorrow. But he said that his businesswas urgent and that he
must see you at once."

"Very well," said Barbara. "I will go and seewhat he wants. But it is
very extraordinary."
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She rose, and nearly colliding with Wallingford, who had rushed to
open the doorÑwhich was, in fact, wide openÑwalked out quickly,
closing the door after her. After a short intervalÑduring which Walling-
ford paced the room excitedly, peered out of the window, sat down, got
up again and looked at his watchÑshe came back, and, standing in the
doorway, looked at me.

"Would you come here for a minute, Rupert," she said, quietly.
I rose at once and walked back with her to the drawing room, on en-

tering which I becameaware of a large man, standing monumentally on
the hearth-rug and inspecting the interior of his hat. He looked to me like
a plainclothes policeman, and my surmise was verified by a printed card
which he presented and which bore the inscription "Sergeant J Burton."

"I am acting as coroner's officer," he explained in reply to my interrog-
atory glance, "and I have come to notify you that the funeral will have to
be postponed as the coroner has decided to hold an inquest; I have seen
the undertakers and explained matters to them."

"Do you know what reason there is for an inquest?" I asked. "The cause
of death was certified in the regular way."

"I know nothing beyond my instructions, which were to notify Mrs
Monkhouse that the funeral is put off and to serve the summonses for
the witnesses. I may as well do that now."

With this he laid on the table six small blue papers, which I saw were
addressed respectively to Barbara, Madeline, Wallingford, the house-
maid, the cook and myself.

"Have you no idea at all why an inquest is to be held?" I asked as I
gathered up the papers.

"I have no information," he replied, cautiously, "but I expect there is
some doubt about the exact cause of death. The certificate may not be
quite clear or it may be that some interested party has communicated
with the coroner. That is what usually happens, you know, Sir. But at
any rate," he added, cheerfully, "you will know all about it the day after
tomorrow, which, you will observe, is the day fixed for the inquest."

"And what have we to do meanwhile?" Barbara asked. "The inquest
will not be held in this house, I presume."

"Certainly not, Madam," the sergeant replied. "A hearse will be sent
round tonight to remove the body to the mortuary, where the post
mortem examination will be carried out, and the inquest will be held in
the parish hall, as is stated on the summons. I am sorry that you should
be put to this inconvenience," he concluded, moving tentatively towards
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the door, "butÑerÑit couldn't be helped, I suppose. Good morning,
Madam."

I walked with him to the door and let him out, while Barbara waited
for me in the hall, not unobserved by Wallingford, whose eye appeared
in a chink beside the slightly open dining room door. I pointedly led her
back into the drawing room and closed the door audibly behind us. She
turned a pale and rather shocked face to me but she spoke quite com-
posedly as she asked: "What do you make of it, Rupert? Is it Amos?"

I had already reluctantly decided that it must be. I say, reluctantly, be-
cause,if this were really his doing, the resigned tone of his last words to
me would appear no less than sheer, gross hypocrisy.

"I don't know who else it could be," I answered. "The fact that he did
not come this morning suggeststhat he at least knew what was happen-
ing. If he did, I think he might have warned us."

"Yes, indeed. It will be a horrid scandal; most unpleasant for us all,
and especially for me. Not that I am entitled to any sympathy. Poor
Harold! How he would have hated the thought of a public fuss over his
body. I suppose we must go in now and tell the others. Do you mind
telling them, Rupert?"

We crossedthe hall to the dining room where we found the two wait-
ing impatiently, Madeline very pale and agitated while Wallingford was
pacing the room like a wild beast.Both looked at us with eager interrog-
ation as we entered, and I made the announcement bluntly and in a
dozen words.

The effect on both was electrical. Madeline, with a little cry of horror,
sank, white-faced and trembling, into a chair. As for Wallingford, his be-
haviour was positively maniacal. After staring at me for a few moments
with starting eyesand mouth agape,he flung up his arms and uttered a
hoarse shout.

"This," he yelled, "is the doing of that accursedparson! Now we know
why he kept out of the wayÑand it is well for him that he did!"

He clenched his fists and glared around him, showing his tobacco-
stained teeth in a furious snarl while the sweat gathered in beads on his
livid face.Then, suddenly, his mood changed and he dropped heavily on
a chair, burying his face in his shaking hands. Barbara admonished him,
quietly.

"Do try to be calm, Tony. There is nothing to get so excited about. It is
all very unpleasant and humiliating, of course, but at any rate you are
not affected. It is I who will be called to account."
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"And do you suppose that doesn't affect me?" demanded Wallingford,
now almost on the verge of tears.

"I am sure it does, Tony," she replied, gently, "but if you want to be
helpful to me you will try to be calm and reasonable.Come, now," she
added, persuasively, "let us put it away for the present. I must tell the
servants. Then we had better have lunch and go our several ways to
think the matter over quietly each of us alone. We shall only agitate one
another if we remain together."

I agreed emphatically with this sensible suggestion. "Not," I added,
"that there is much for us to think over. The explanations will have to
come from Dimsdale. It was he who failed to grasp the seriousnessof
poor Harold's condition."

While Barbara was absent,breaking the news to the servants, I tried to
bring Madeline to a more composed frame of mind. With Wallingford I
had no patience. Men should leave hysterics to the other sex. But I was
sorry for Madeline; and even if she seemed more overwhelmed by the
sudden complications than the occasion justified, I told myself that the
blow had fallen when she was already shaken by Harold's unexpected
death.

The luncheon was a silent and comfortless function; indeed it was little
more than an empty form. But it had the merit of brevity. When the last
dish had been sent away almost intact. Wallingford drew out his cigar-
ette case and we all rose.

"What are you going to do, Madeline?" Barbara asked.
"I must go to the school, I suppose, and let the secretary know

thatÑthat I may have to be absent for a day or two. It will be horrid. I
shall have to tell him all about itÑafter having got leave for the funeral.
But it will sound so strange, so extraordinary. Oh! It is horrible!"

"It is!" exclaimed Wallingford, fumbling with tremulous fingers at his
cigarette case."It is diabolical! A fiendish plot to disgrace and humiliate
us. As to that infernal parson, I should likeÑ"

"Never mind that. Tony," said Barbara; "and we had better not stay
here, working up one another's emotions. What are you doing, Rupert?"

"I shall go to my chambers and clear off some correspondence."
"Then you might walk part of the way with Madeline and see if you

can't make her mind a little more easy."
Madeline looked at me eagerly. "Will you, Rupert?" she asked.
Of course I assented, and a few minutes later we set forth together.
For a while shewalked by my side in silencewith an air of deep reflec-

tion, and I refrained from interrupting her thoughts, having no very clear
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idea as to what I should say to her. Moreover, my own mind was pretty
busily occupied. Presently she spoke, in a tentative way, as if opening a
discussion.

"I am afraid you must think me very weak and silly to be so much up-
set by this new trouble."

"Indeed, I don't," I replied. "It is a most disturbing and humiliating af-
fair and it will be intensely unpleasant for us all, but especially for Bar-
baraÑto say nothing of Dimsdale."

"Dr Dimsdale is not our concern," said she,"but it will be perfectly hor-
rible for Barbara. For she really has been rather casual, poor girl, and
they are sure to make things unpleasant for her. It will be a most horrid
scandal. Don't you think so?"

To be candid, I did. Indeed, I had just beenpicturing to myself the pos-
sibilities with an officious coronerÑand he would not need to be so very
officious, eitherÑand one or two cross-grained jurymen. Barbara might
be subjected to a very unpleasant examination. But I did not think it ne-
cessaryto say this to Madeline. Sufficient for the day is the evil thereof. I
contented myself with a vague agreement.

There was another interval of silence.Then, a little to my surprise, she
drew closer to me, and, slipping her hand under my arm, said very earn-
estly: "Rupert, I want you to tell me what you really think. What is it all
about?"

I looked down, rather disconcerted, into the face that was turned up to
me so appealingly; and suddenlyÑand rather irrelevantlyÑit was borne
in on me that it was a singularly sweet and charming face. I had never
quite realized it before. But then she had never before looked at me quite
in this way; with this trustful, coaxing, appealing expression.

"I don't quite understand you, Madeline," I said, evasively. "I know no
more about it than you do."

"Oh, but you do, Rupert. You are a lawyer and you have had a lot of
experience. You must have formed some opinion as to why they have
decided to hold an inquest. Do tell me what you think."

The coaxing, almost wheedling tone, and the entreaty in her eyes,
looking so earnestly into mine, nearly conquered my reserve. But not
quite. Once more I temporized.

"Well, Madeline, we all realize that what Dimsdale has written on the
certificate is little more than a guess,and quite possibly wrong; and even
Detling couldn't get much farther."

"Yes, I realize that. But I didn't think that inquests were held just to
find out whether the doctors' opinions were correct or not."
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Of course she was perfectly right; and I now perceived that her
thoughts had been travelling along the same lines as my own. An in-
quest would not be held merely to clear up an obscure diagnosis. There
was certainly something more behind this affair than Dimsdale's failure
to recognize the exact nature of the illness. There was only one simple
explanation of the coroner's action, and I gave itÑwith a strong suspi-
cion that it was not the right one.

"They are not, as a rule, excepting in hospitals. But this is a special
case.Amos Monkhouse was obviously dissatisfied with Dimsdale, and
with Barbara, too. He may have challenged the death certificate and
asked for an inquest. The coroner would be hardly likely to refuse, espe-
cially if there were a hint of negligence or malpractice."

"Did Mr Amos say anything to you that makes you think he may have
challenged the certificate?"

"He said very little to me at all," I replied, rather casuistically and sup-
pressing the fact that Amos had explicitly accepted the actual circum-
stances and deprecated any kind of recrimination.

"I can hardly believe that he would have done it," said Madeline, "just
to punish Barbara and Dr Dimsdale. It would be so vindictive, especially
for a clergyman."

"Clergymen are very human sometimes," I rejoined; and, as, rather to
my relief, we now came in sight of Madeline's destination, I adverted to
the interview which she seemedto dread so much. "There is no occasion
for you to go into details with the secretary," I said. "In fact you can't.
The exact causeof death was not clear to the doctors and it has beencon-
sidered advisable to hold an inquest. That is all you know, and it is
enough. You are summoned as a witness and you are legally bound to
attend, so you are asking no favour. Cut the interview dead short, and
when you have done with it, try, like a sensiblegirl, to forget the inquest
for the present. I shall come over tomorrow and then we can reconstitute
the history of the case,so that we may go into the witness-box, or its
equivalent, with a clear idea of what we have to tell. And now, good-bye,
or rather au revoir!"

"Good-bye, Rupert." She took my proffered hand and held it as she
thanked me for walking with her. "Do you know, Rupert," she added,
"there is something strangely comforting and reassuring about you. We
all feel it. You seemto carry an atmosphere of quiet strength and secur-
ity. I don't wonder that Barbara is so fond of you. Not," she concluded,
"that she holds a monopoly."
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With this she let go my hand, and, with a slightly shy smile and the
faintest suspicion of a blush, turned away and walked quickly and with
an air quite cheerful and composed towards the gateway of the institu-
tion. Apparently, my society had had a beneficial effect on her nervous
condition.

I watched her until she disappeared into the entry, and then resumed
my journey eastward, rather relieved, I fear, at having disposed of my
companion. For I wanted to thinkÑof her among other matters; and it
was she who first occupied my cogitations. The change from her usual
matter-of-fact friendliness had rather taken me by surprise; and I had to
admit that it was not a disagreeablesurprise. But what was the explana-
tion? Was this intimate, clinging manner merely a passing phase due to
an emotional upset, or was it that the special circumstances had allowed
feelings hitherto concealed to come to the surface? It was an interesting
question, but one that time alone could answer; and as there were other
questions, equally interesting and more urgent, I consigned this one to
the future and turned to consider the others.

What could be the meaning of this inquest? The supposition that
Amos had suddenly turned vindictive and resolved to expose the neg-
lect, to which he probably attributed his brother's death, I could not en-
tertain, especially after what he had said to me. It would have written
him down the rankest of hypocrites. And yet he was in some way con-
nected with the affair aswas proved by his failure to appear at the funer-
al. As to the idea that the inquiry was merely to elucidate the nature of
the illness, that was quite untenable. A private autopsy would have been
the proper procedure for that purpose.

I was still turning the question over in my mind when, as I passedthe
Griffin at Temple Bar, I became aware of a tall figure some distance
ahead walking in the same direction. The build of the man and his long,
swinging stride seemed familiar. I looked at him more attentively; and
just as he turned to enter Devereux Court I recognized him definitely as
a fellow Templar named Thorndyke.

The chanceencounter seemeda singularly fortunate one, and at once I
quickened my pace to overtake him. For Dr Thorndyke was a medical
barrister and admittedly the greatest living authority on medical juris-
prudence. The whole subject of inquests and Coroners' Law was an open
book to him. But he was not only a lawyer. He had, I understood, a pro-
fessional and very thorough knowledge of pathology and of the science
of medicine in general, so that he was the very man to enlighten me in
my present difficulties.
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I overtook him at the Little Gate of the Middle Temple and we walked
through together into New Court. I wasted no time, but, after the prelim-
inary greetings, asked him if he had a few minutes to spare. He replied,
in his quiet, genial way: "But, of course, Mayfield. I always have a few
minutes to spare for a friend and a colleague."

I thanked him for the gracious reply, and, as we slowly descendedthe
steps and sauntered acrossFountain Court, I opened the matter without
preamble and gave him a condensed summary of the case;to which lie
listened with close attention and evidently with keen interest.

"I am afraid," he said, "that your family doctor will cut rather a poor
figure. He seemsto have mismanaged the caserather badly, to judge by
the fact that the death of the patient took him quite by surprise. By the
way, can you give me any idea of the symptomsÑas observed by your-
self, I mean?"

"I have told you what was on the certificate."
"Yes.But the certified causeof death appears to be contested.You saw

the patient pretty often, I understand. Now what sort of appearancedid
he present to you?"

The question rather surprised me. Dimsdale's opinion might not be
worth much, but the casualand inexpert observations of a layman would
have seemedto me to be worth nothing at all. However, I tried to recall
such details as I could remember of poor Monkhouse's appearance and
his own comments on his condition and recounted them to Thorndyke
with such amplifications ashis questions elicited. "But," I concluded, "the
real question is, who has set the coroner in motion and with what
object?"

"That question," said Thorndyke, "will be answered the day after to-
morrow, and there is not much utility in trying to guessat the answer in
advance. The real question is whether any arrangements ought to be
made in the interests of your friends. We are quite in the dark as to what
may occur in the course of the inquest."

"Yes, I had thought of that. Someone ought to be present to represent
Mrs Monkhouse. I suppose it would not be possible for you to attend to
watch the case on her behalf?"

"I don't think it would be advisable," he replied. "You will be present
and could claim to represent Mrs Monkhouse so far as might be neces-
sary to prevent improper questions being put to her. But I do think that
you should have a complete record of all that takes place. I would sug-
gest that I send Holman, who does most of my shorthand reporting, with
instructions to make a verbatim report of the entire proceedings. It may
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turn out to be quite unnecessary;but if any complications should arise,
we shall have the complete depositions with the added advantage that
you will have been present and will have heard all the evidence. How
will that suit you?"

"If you think it is the best plan there is nothing more to say, excepting
to thank you for your help."

"And give me a written note of the time and place to hand to Holman
when I give him his instructions."

I complied with this request at once; and having by this time reached
the end of the Terrace, I shook hands with him and walked slowly to my
chambers in Fig Tree Court. I had not got much out of Thorndyke ex-
cepting a very useful suggestion and some valuable help; indeed, as I
turned over his extremely cautious utterances and speculated on what he
meant by "complications." I found myself rather more uncomfortably
puzzled than I had been before I met him.

28



Chapter4
"HOW, WHEN AND WHEREÑ"

It was on the second day after the interrupted funeral that the thunder-
bolt fell. I cannot say that it found me entirely unprepared, for my reflec-
tions during the intervening day had filled me with forebodings; and by
Thorndyke that catastrophe was pretty plainly foreseen.But on the oth-
ers the blow fell with devastating effect. However, I must not anticipate.
Rather let me get back to a consecutive narration of the actual events.

On the day after the visit of the coroner's officer we had held, at my
suggestion, a sort of family committee to consider what we knew of the
circumstances and antecedentsof Harold's death, so that we might be in
a position to give our evidence clearly and readily and be in agreement
as to the leading facts. Thus we went to the coroners court prepared, at
least, to tell an intelligible and consistent story.

As soon as I entered the large room in which the inquest was to be
held, my forebodings deepened. The row of expectant reporters was
such as one does not find where the proceedings are to be no more than
a simple, routine inquiry. Something of public interest was anticipated,
and thesegentlemen of the Presshad received a hint from some well-in-
formed quarter. I ran my eye along the row and was somewhat relieved
to observe Mr Holman, Thorndyke's private reporter, seatedat the table
with a large note-book and a half-dozen well-sharpened pencils before
him. His presenceÑas, in a sense,Thorndyke's deputyÑgave me the re-
assuring feeling that, if there were to be "complications," I should not
have to meet them with my own limited knowledge and experience,but
that there were reserves of special knowledge and weighty counsel on
which I could fall back.

The coroner's manner seemed to me ominous. His introductory ad-
dress to the jury was curt and ambiguous, setting forth no more than the
name of the deceased and the fact that circumstances had seemed to
render an inquiry advisable; and having said this, he proceeded
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forthwith (the jury having already viewed the body) to call the first wit-
ness, the Reverend Amos Monkhouse.

I need not repeat the clergyman's evidence in detail. When he had
identified the body as that of his brother, Harold, he went on to relate the
events which I have recorded: his visit to his sick brother, his alarm at
the patient's appearance,his call upon Dr Dimsdale and his subsequent
interview with Sir Robert Detling. It was all told in a very concise,
matter-of-fact manner, and I noted that the coroner did not seekto amp-
lify the condensed statement by any questions.

"At about nine o'clock in the morning of the 13th," the witness contin-
ued, "I received a telegram from Miss Norris informing me that my
brother had died in the night. I went out at once and sent a telegram to
Sir Robert Detling informing him of what had happened. I then went to
number 16 Hilborough Square, where I saw the body of deceasedlying
in his bed quite cold and stiff. I saw nobody at the house excepting the
housemaid and Mr Mayfield. After leaving the house I walked about the
streets for several hours and did not return to my hotel until late in the
afternoon. When I arrived there, I found awaiting me a telegram from Sir
Robert Detling asking me to call on him without delay. I set forth at once
and arrived at Sir Roberts house at half-past five, and was shown into his
study immediately. Sir Robert then told me that he had come to the con-
clusion that the circumstances of my brother's death called for some in-
vestigation and that he proposed to communicate with the coroner. He
urged me not to raise any objections and advised me to say nothing to
anyone but to wait until the coroner's decision was made known. I asked
him for his reasonsfor communicating with the coroner, but he said that
he would rather not make any statement. I heard no more until the
morning of the fifteenth, the day appointed for the funeral, when the
coroner's officer called at my hotel to inform me that the funeral would
not take place and to serve the summons for my attendance here as a
witness."

When Amos had concluded his statement, the coroner glanced at the
Jury, and as no one offered to put any questions, he dismissed the wit-
ness and called the nextÑMabel WithersÑwho, at once, came forward
to the table. Having been sworn and having given her name, the witness
deposed that she had been housemaid to deceasedand that it was she
who had discovered the fact of his death, relating the circumstances in
much the same words as I have recorded. When she had finished her
narrative, the coroner said: "You have told us that the candle in the
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deceased'slamp was completely burnt out. Do you happen to know how
long one of those candles would burn?"

"Yes. About four hours."
"When did you last see deceased alive?"
"At half-past ten on Tuesday night, the twelfth. I looked in at his room

on my way up to bed to seeif he wanted anything, and I gave him a dose
of medicine."

"What was his condition then?"
"He looked very ill, but he seemed fairly comfortable. He had a book

in his hand but was not reading."
"Was the candle alight then?"
"No, the gas was alight. I asked him if I should turn it out but he said

'no.' He would wait until Miss Norris or Mr Wallingford came."
"Did you notice how much candle there was in the lamp then?"
"There was a whole candle. I put it in myself in the afternoon and it

had not been lit. He used to read by the gas as long as it was alight. He
only used the candle-lamp if he couldn't sleep and the gas was out."

"Could you form any opinion as to how long the candle had been
burnt out?"

"It must have been out some time, for there was no smell in the room
as there would have been if it had only been out a short time. The win-
dow was hardly open at all; only just a small crack."

"Do you know when deceased last took food?"
"Yes,he had his supper at eight o'clock; an omelette and a tiny piece of

toast with a glass of milk."
"Who cooked the omelette?"
"Miss Norris."
"Why did Miss Norris cook it? Was the cook out?"
"No. But Miss Norris usually cooked his supper and sometimes made

little dishes for his lunch. She is a very expert cook."
"Who took the omelette up to deceased?"
"Miss Norris. I asked if I should take his supper up, but she said she

was going up and would take it herself."
"Was anyone else present when Miss Norris was cooking the

omelette?"
"Yes, I was present and so was the cook."
"Did deceased usually have the same food as the rest of the

household?"
"No, he usually had his own special diet."
"Who prepared his food, as a rule?"
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"Sometimes the cook, but more often Miss Norris."
"Now, with regard to his medicine. Did deceased usually take it

himself?"
"No, he didn't like to have the bottle on the bedside table, as it was

rather crowded with his books and things. The bottle and the medicine-
glass were kept on the mantelpiece and the medicine was given to him
by whoever happened to be in the room when a dose was due. Some-
times I gave it to him; at other times Mrs Monkhouse or Miss Norris or
Mr Wallingford."

"Do you remember when the last bottle of medicine came?"
"Yes. It came early in the afternoon of the day before he died. I took it

in and carried it up at once."
When he had written down this answer, the coroner ran his eye

through his previous notes and then glanced at the jury.
"Do any of you gentlemen wish to ask the witness any questions?" he

enquired; and as no one answered, he dismissed the witness with the re-
quest that she would stay in the court in case any further testimony
should be required of her. He then announced that he would take the
evidence of Sir Robert Detling next in order to releasehim for his prob-
ably numerous engagements. Sir Robert's name was accordingly called
and a grave-looking, elderly gentleman rose from near the doorway and
walked up to the table. When the new witness had been sworn and the
formal preliminaries disposed of, the coroner said: "I will ask you. Sir
Robert, to give the jury an account of the circumstances which led to
your making a certain communication to me."

Sir Robert bowed gravely and proceeded at once to make his state-
ment in the clear, precise manner of a practised speaker.

"On Friday, the 8th instant, the Reverend Amos Monkhouse called on
me to arrange a consultation with Dr Dimsdale who was in attendance
on his brother, the deceased.I met Dr Dimsdale by appointment the fol-
lowing afternoon, the 9th, and with him made a careful examination of
deceased.I was extremely puzzled by the patient's condition. He was ob-
viously very seriouslyÑI thought, dangerouslyÑill, but I was unable to
discover any signs or symptoms that satisfactorily accounted for his
grave general condition. I could not give his diseasea name. Eventually,
I took a number of blood-films and some specimens of the secretions to
submit to a pathologist for examination and to have them tested for
micro-organisms. I took them that night to Professor Garnett's laborat-
ory, but the professor was unfortunately absent and not returning until
the following nightÑSunday. I therefore kept them until Sunday night
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when I took them to him and asked him to examine them with as little
delay as possible. He reported on the following day that microscopical
examination had not brought to light anything abnormal, but he was
making cultures from the secretionsand would report the result on Wed-
nesday morning. On Wednesday morning at about half-past nine, I re-
ceived a telegram from the Reverend Amos Monkhouse informing me
that his brother had died during the night. A few minutes later, a mes-
sengerbrought ProfessorGarnett's report; which was to the effect that no
disease-bearingorganisms had been found, nor any thing abnormal ex-
cepting a rather singular scarcity of micro-organisms of any kind.

"This fact, together with the death of the patient, suddenly aroused my
suspicions. For the absenceof the ordinary micro-organisms suggested
the presenceof some foreign chemical substance.And now, as I recalled
the patient's symptoms, I found them consistent with the presencein the
body of some foreign substance.Instantly, I made my way to Professor
Garnett's laboratory and communicated my suspicions to him. I found
that he shared them and had carefully preserved the remainder of the
material for further examination. We both suspected the presence of a
foreign substance, and we both suspected it to be arsenic.

"The professor had at hand the meansof making a chemical test, so we
proceeded at once to use them. The test that we employed was the one
known asReinsch'stest. The result showed a very appreciable amount of
arsenic in the secretions tested. On this, I sealed up what was left of the
specimens,and, after notifying Mr Monkhouse of my intention, reported
the circumstances to the coroner."

When Sir Robert ceased speaking, the coroner bowed, and having
written down the last words, reflected for a few moments. Then he
turned to the jury and said: "I don't think we need detain Sir Robert any
longer unless there are any questions that you would like to ask."

At this point the usual over-intelligent juryman interposed.
"We should like to know whether the vesselsin which the specimens

were contained were perfectly clean and free from chemicals."
"The bottles," Sir Robert replied, "were clean in the ordinary sense.I

rinsed them out with clean water before introducing the material. But, of
course, they could not be guaranteed to be chemically clean."

"Then doesn't that invalidate the analysis?" the juror asked.
"It was hardly an analysis," the witness replied. "It was just a prelimin-

ary test."
"The point which you are raising, Sir," said the coroner, "is quite a

sound one but it is not relevant to this inquiry. Sir Robert's test was made
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to ascertain if an inquiry was necessary.He decided that it was, and we
are now holding that inquiry. You will not form your verdict on the res-
ults of Sir Robert's test but on those of the post mortem examination and
the special analysis that has been made."

This explanation appeared to satisfy the juror and Sir Robert was al-
lowed to depart. The coroner once more seemedto consider awhile and
then addressed the jury.

"I think it will be best to take next the evidence relating to the examin-
ation of the body. When you have heard that you will be better able to
weigh the significance of what the other witnesses have to tell us. We
will now take the evidence of Dr Randall."

As the new witness, a small, dry, eminently professional-looking man,
stepped briskly up to the table, I stole a quick, rather furtive glance at my
companions and saw my own alarm plainly reflected in their facesand
bearing. Barbara,on my left hand, sat up stiffly, rigid asa statue, her face
pale and set, but quite composed, her eyes fixed on the man who was
about to be sworn. Madeline, on my right, was ghastly. But she, too, was
still and quiet, sitting with her hands tightly clasped, as if to restrain or
conceal their trembling, and her eyes bent on the floor. As to Walling-
ford, who sat on the other side of Barbara, I could not seehis face,but by
his foot, which I could seeand hear, tapping quickly on the floor as if he
were working a spinning-wheel, and his incessantly moving hands, I
judged that his nerves were at full tension.

The new witness deposed that his name was Walter Randall, that he
was a Bachelor of Medicine and police surgeon of the district and that he
had made a careful examination of the body of deceasedand that, with
Dr Barnes, he had made an analysis of certain parts of that body.

"To anticipate a little," said the coroner, "did you arrive at an opinion
as to the cause of death?"

"Yes. From the post mortem examination and the analysis taken to-
gether, I cameto the conclusion that deceaseddied from the effectsof ar-
senic poisoning."

"Have you any doubt that arsenic poisoning was really the causeof the
deceased's death?"

"No, I have no doubt whatever."
The reply, uttered with quiet decision, elicited a low murmur from the

jury and the few spectators, amidst which I heard Madeline gasp in a
choking whisper, "Oh! God!" and even Barbara was moved to a low cry
of horror. But I did not dare to look at either of them. As for me, the blow
had fallen already. Sir Robert's evidence had told me all.

34



"You said," the coroner resumed, "that the post mortem and the ana-
lysis, taken together, led you to this conclusion. What did you mean by
that?"

"I meant that the appearanceof the internal organs, taken alone, would
not have been conclusive. The conditions that I found were suggestive of
arsenic poisoning but might possibly have been due to disease. It was
only the ascertained presence of arsenic that converted the probability
into certainty."

"You are quite sure that the conditions were not due to disease?"
"Not entirely. I would rather say that the effects of arsenical poisoning

were added to and mingled with those of old-standing disease."
"Would you tell us briefly what abnormal conditions you found?"
"The most important were those in the stomach, which showed

marked signs of inflammation."
"You are aware that the death certificate gives old-standing chronic

gastritis as one of the causes of death?"
"Yes, and I think correctly. The arsenical gastritis was engrafted on an

already existing chronic gastritis. That is what made the appearances
rather difficult to interpret, especially as the post mortem appearancesin
arsenical poisoning are extraordinarily variable."

"What else did you find?"
"There were no other conditions that were directly associatedwith the

poison. The heart was rather fatty and dilated, and its condition prob-
ably accounts for the sudden collapse which seems to have occurred."

"Does not collapse usually occur in poisoning by arsenic?"
"Eventually it does, but it is usually the last of a long train of symp-

toms. In some cases,however, collapse occurs quite early and may carry
the victim off at once. That is what appears from the housemaid's evid-
ence to have happened in this case.Death seemsto have been sudden
and almost peaceful."

"Were there any other signs of disease?"
"Yes, the lungs were affected. There were signs of considerable bron-

chial catarrh, but I do not regard this as having any connection with the
effects of the poison. It appeared to be an old-standing condition."

"Yes," said the coroner. "The certificate mentions chronic bronchial ca-
tarrh of several years' standing. Did you find any arsenic in the
stomach?"

"Not in the solid form and only a little more than a hundredth of a
grain altogether. The stomach was practically empty. The other organs
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were practically free from disease, excepting, perhaps, the kidneys,
which were congested but not organically diseased."

"And as to the amount of arsenic present?"
"The analysis was necessarily a rather hasty one and probably shows

less than the actual quantity; but we found, as I have said, just over a
hundredth of a grain in the stomach, one and a half grains in the liver,
nearly a fifth of a grain in the kidneys and small quantities, amounting in
all to two grains, in the blood and tissues. The total amount actually
found was thus a little over three and a half grainsÑa lethal dose."

"What is the fatal dose of arsenic?"
"Two grains may prove fatal if taken in solution, as it appears to have

been in this case.Two and a half grains, in a couple of ounces of fly-pa-
per water, killed a strong, healthy girl of nineteen in thirty-six hours."

"And how long does a poisonous dose take to produce death?"
"The shortest period recorded is twenty minutes, the longest, over

three weeks."
"Did you come to any general conclusion as to how long deceasedhad

been suffering from the effects of arsenic and as to die manner in which
it had been administered?"

"From the distribution of the poison in the organs and tissues and
from the appearanceof the body, I inferred that the administration of ar-
senic had been going on for a considerable time. There were signs of
chronic poisoning which led me to believe that for quite a long
rimeÑperhaps monthsÑdeceased had been taking repeated small doses
of the poison, and that the final dose took such rapid effect by reason of
the enfeebled state of the deceased at the time when it was
administered."

"And as to the mode of administration? Did you ascertain that?"
"In part, I ascertained it quite definitely. When the bearerswent to the

house to fetch the body, I accompanied them and took the opportunity to
examine the bedroom. There I found on the mantelpiece a bottle of medi-
cine with the name of deceasedon the label and brought it away with
me. It was an eight ounce bottle containing when full eight doses, of
which only one had been taken. Dr Barnes and I, together, analyzed the
remaining seven ounces of the medicine and obtained from it just over
eleven grains of arsenic; that is a fraction over a grain and a half in each
ounce dose. The arsenic was in solution and had been introduced into
the medicine in the form of the solution known officially as Liquor
Arsenicalis, or Fowler's Solution."
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"That is perfectly definite," said the coroner. "But you said that you as-
certained the mode of administration in part. Do you mean that you in-
ferred the existence of some other vehicle?"

"Yes. A single dose of this medicine contained only a grain and a half
of arsenic, which would hardly account for the effects produced or the
amount of arsenic which was found in the body. Of course, the preced-
ing dose from the other bottle may have contained the poison, too, or it
may have been taken in some other way."

"What other way do you suggest?"
"I can merely suggest possibilities. A meal was taken about eight

o'clock. If that meal had contained a small quantity of arsenicÑeven a
single grainÑthat, added to what was in the medicine, would have been
enough to causedeath. But there is no evidence whatever that the food
did contain arsenic."

"If the previous dose of medicine had contained the same quantity of
the poison as the one that was last taken, would that account for the
death of deceased?"

"Yes.He would then have taken over three grains in four hoursÑmore
than the minimum fatal dose."

"Did you see the otherÑthe empty medicine bottle?"
"No. I looked for it and should have taken possessionof it, but it was

not there."
"Is there anything else that you have to tell us concerning your

examination?"
"No, I think I have told you all I know about the case."
The coroner castan interrogatory glance at the jury, and when none of

them acceptedthe implied invitation, he releasedthe witness and named
Dr Barnes as his successor.

I need not record in detail the evidence of this witness. Having de-
posed that he was a Doctor of Scienceand lecturer in Chemistry at St
Martha's Medical College, he proceeded to confirm Dr Randall's evid-
enceas to the analysis, giving somewhat fuller and more precise details.
He had been present at the autopsy, but he was not a pathologist and
was not competent to describe the condition of the body. He had ana-
lyzed the contents of the medicine bottle with Dr Randall's assistance
and he confirmed the last witness's statement as to the quantity of arsen-
ic found and the form in which it had been introducedÑFowler's
Solution.

"What is the strength of Fowlers Solution?"
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"It contains four grains of arsenicÑor, more strictly, of arsenious
acidÑto the fluid ounce. Sothat, as the full bottle of medicine must have
contained just over twelve and a half grains of arsenious acid, the quant-
ity of Fowler's Solution introduced must have been a little over three flu-
id ounces; three point fourteen, to be exact."

"You are confident that it was Fowler's Solution that was used?"
"Yes; the chemical analysis showed that; but in addition, there was the

colour and the smell. Fowler's Solution is coloured red with Red Sandal-
wood and scented with Tincture of Lavender as a precaution against ac-
cidents. Otherwise it would be colourless, odourless and tasteless, like
water."

On the conclusion of Dr Barnes'evidence, the coroner remarked to the
jury: "I think we ought to be clear on the facts with regard to this medi-
cine. Let Mabel Withers be recalled."

Once more the housemaid took her place by the table and the coroner
resumed the examination.

"You say that the last bottle of medicine came early in the afternoon.
Can you tell us the exact time?"

"It was about a quarter to three. I remember that becausewhen I took
up the new bottle, I asked Mr Monkhouse if he had had his medicine and
he said that his brother, Mr Amos Monkhouse, had given him a dose at
two o'clock just before he left."

"Did you open the fresh bottle?"
"I took off the paper wrapping and the cap but I didn't take the cork

out."
"Was the old bottle empty then?"
"No; there was one dose left in it. That would be due at six o'clock."
"Do you know what became of the old bottle?"
"Yes. When I had given him his last doseÑthat was out of the new

bottleÑI took the old bottle away and washed it at once."
"Why did you wash the bottle?"
"The used medicine bottles were always washed and sent back to Dr

Dimsdale."
"Did you send back the corks, too?"
"No, the corks were usually burned in the rubbish destructor."
"Do you know what happened to this particular cork?"
"I took it down with me in the morning and dropped it in the bin

which was kept for the rubbish to be taken out to the destructor. The
cork must have been burned with the other rubbish the same day."
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"When you gave deceased that last dose of medicine from the new
bottle, did you notice anything unusual about it? Any smell, for
instance?"

"I noticed a very faint smell of lavender. But that was not unusual. His
medicine often smelt of lavender."

"Do you know if the previous bottle of medicine smelt of lavender?"
"Yes, it did. I noticed it when I was washing out the bottle."
"That, gentlemen," said the coroner, ashe wrote down the answer, "is a

very important fact. You will notice that it bearsout Dr Randall's opinion
that more than one dose of the poison had been given; that, in fact, a
number of repeated small doses had been administered. And, so far as
we can see at present, the medicine was, at least, the principal medium of
its administration. The next problem that we have to solve is how the
poison got into the medicine. If none of you wish to put any questions to
the very intelligent witness whom we have just been examining, I think
we had better call Dr Dimsdale and hear what he has to tell us."

The jury had no questions to put to Mabel but were manifestly all agog
to hear Dr Dimsdale's evidence. The housemaid was accordingly sent
back to her seat, and the doctor stepped brisklyÑalmost too briskly, I
thoughtÑup to the table.
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Chapter5
MADELINE'S ORDEAL

I was rather sorry for Dimsdale. His position was a very disagreeable
one and he fully realized it. His patient had been poisoned before his
very eyesand he had never suspected even grave illness. In a sense,the
death of Harold Monkhouse lay at his door and it was pretty certain that
every one present would hold him accountable for the disaster. Indeed, it
was likely that he would receive lessthan justice. Thosewho judged him
would hardly stop to reflect on the extraordinary difficulties that beseta
busy medical man whose patient is being secretly poisoned; would fail to
consider the immense number of casesof illness presented to him in the
course of years of practice and the infinitely remote probability that any
one of them is a caseof poison. The immense majority of doctors pass
through the whole of their professional lives without meeting with such
a case;and it is not surprising that when the infinitely rare contingency
arises, it nearly always takes the practitioner unawares. My own
amazement at this incredible horror tended to make me sympathetic to-
wards Dimsdale and it was with some relief that I noted the courteous
and considerate manner that the coroner adopted in dealing with the
new witness.

"I think," the former observed, "that we had better, in the first place,
pursue our inquiries concerning the medicine. You have heard the evid-
ence of Dr Randall and Dr Barnes. This bottle of medicine, before any
was taken from it, contained twelve and a half grains of arsenious acid,
in the form of just over three fluid ounces of Fowler's Solution. Can you
suggest any explanation of that fact?"

"No," replied Dimsdale, "I cannot."
"What should the bottle have contained? What was the composition of

the medicine?"
"The medicine was just a simple, very mild tonic and alternative. The

bottle contained twenty-four minims of Tincture of Nux Vomica, sixteen
minims of Liquor Arsenicalis, half a fluid ounce of Syrup of Bitter
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Orange to cover the taste of the Nux Vomica and half an ounce of Com-
pound Tincture of Cardamoms. So that each dose contained three min-
ims of Tincture of Nux Vomica and two minims of Liquor Arsenicalis."

"Liquor Arsenicalis is another name for Fowler's Solution, I
understand?"

"Yes, it is the official name; the other is the popular name."
"Who supplied this medicine?"
"It was supplied by me."
"Do you usually supply your patients with medicine?"
"No. Only a few of my old patients who prefer to have their medicine

from me. Usually, I write prescriptions which my patients have made up
by chemists."

"This bottle, then, was made up in your own dispensary?"
"Yes."
"Now, I put it to you, Dr Dimsdale: this medicine did actually contain

Fowler's Solution, according to the prescription. Is it not possible that
some mistake may have occurred in the amount put into the bottle?"

"No, it is quite impossible."
"Why is it impossible?"
"BecauseI made up this particular bottle myself. As my dispenser is

not a qualified pharmacist, I always dispense, with my own hands, any
medicines containing poisons. All dangerous drugs are kept in a poison
cupboard under lock and key, and I carry the key on my private bunch.
This is the key, and as you see, the lock is a Yale lock."

He held up the bunch with the little flat key separated, for the
coroner's and the jurymen's inspection.

"But," said the coroner, "you have not made it clear that a mistake in
the quantity was impossible."

"I was coming to that." replied Dimsdale. "The poisons in the cupboard
are, of course,powerful drugs which are given only in small doses,and a
special measure-glass is kept in the cupboard to measure them. This
glass holds only two drachmsÑa hundred and twenty minims, that is, a
quarter of an ounce. Now, the analysts found in this bottle three fluid
ounces of Fowler's Solution. But to measure out that quantity, I should
have had to fill the measure-glasstwelve times! That is impossible. No
one could do such a thing as that inadvertently, especially when he was
dispensing poisons.

"But that is not all. The poison bottles are all quite small. The one in
which the Liquor Arsenicalis is kept is a four ounce bottle. It happened
that I had refilled it a few days previously and it was full when I
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dispensed this medicine. Now, obviously, if I had put three ouncesof the
Liquor into the medicine bottle, there would have remained in the dis-
pensing bottle only one ounce. But the dispensing bottle is still practic-
ally full. I had occasion to use it this morning and I found it full save for
the few minims that had been taken to make up the deceased's medicine.

"And there is another point. This medicine was coloured a deepish
pink by the Tincture of Cardamoms. But if it had contained three ounces
of Fowlers Solution in addition, it would have been a deep red of quite a
different character. But I clearly remember the appearance of the bottle
as it lay on the white paper when I was wrapping it up. It had the delic-
ate pink colour that is imparted by the cochineal in the Tincture of
Cardamoms."

The coroner nodded as he wrote down the reply, and enquired:
"Would any of you, gentlemen, like to ask any questions concerning

the bottle of medicine?"
"We should like to know. Sir," said the foreman, "whether this bottle of

medicine ever left the doctor's hands before it was sent to deceased?"
"No, it did not," replied Dimsdale. "As the dispenser was absent, I put

up the bottle entirely myself. I put in the cork, wrote the label, tied on the
paper cap, wrapped the bottle up, sealedthe wrapping, addressed it and
gave it to the boy to deliver."

The foreman expressedhimself as fully satisfied with this answer and
the coroner then resumed: "Well, we seemto have disposed of the medi-
cine so far as you are concerned, Doctor. We will now go on to consider
the condition of deceasedduring the last few days. Did no suspicion of
anything abnormal ever occur to you?"

"No, I neither perceived nor suspected anything abnormal."
"Is that not rather remarkable? I realize that poisoning would be the

last thing that you would be looking for or expecting. But when it oc-
curred, is it not a little strange that you did not recognize the
symptoms?"

"Not at all," replied Dimsdale. "There was nothing to recognize. The
classical symptoms of arsenic poisoning were entirely absent. You will
remember that Sir Robert Detling had no more suspicion than I had."

"What are the classical symptoms, as you call them, of arsenic
poisoning?"

"The recognized symptomsÑwhich are present in the immense major-
ity of casesÑare acute abdominal pain and tenderness, intense thirst,
nausea,vomiting and purging: the symptoms, in fact, of extreme irrita-
tion of the stomach and intestines. But in the case of deceased, these
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symptoms were entirely absent. There was, in my opinion, nothing
whatever in his appearance or symptoms to suggest arsenic poisoning.
His condition appeared in no way different from what I had known it to
be on several previous occasions; just a variation for the worse of his
ordinary ill-health."

"You do not doubt that arsenic poisoning was really the cause of his
death?"

"The analysis seemsto put the matter beyond question; otherwiseÑI
mean apart from the analysisÑI would not have entertained the idea of
arsenic poisoning for a moment."

"But you do not dispute the cause of death?"
"No. Arsenic is extraordinarily variable in its effects, as Dr Randall

mentioned, both on the dead body and on the living. Very anomalous
casesof arsenic poisoning have been mistaken, during life, for opium
poisoning."

The coroner wrote down the answer and having glanced over his
notes, asked: "What was the condition of deceasedwhen his wife went
away from home?"

"He was much better. In fact his health seemed to be improving so
much that I hoped he would soon be about again."

"And how soon after his wife's departure did his last attack begin?"
"I should hardly call it an attack. It was a gradual change for the

worse. Mrs Monkhouse went away on the 29th of August. On the 2nd of
September deceasedwas not so well and was extremely depressed and
disappointed at the relapse. From that time his condition fluctuated,
sometimes a little better and sometimes not so well. On the 8th he ap-
peared rather seriously ill and was no better on the 9th, the day of the
consultation with Sir Robert Detling After that he seemed to improve a
little, and the slight improvement was maintained up to the 12th. His
death came, at least to me, as quite a surprise."

"You spoke just now of several previous occasions on which at-
tacksÑor, if you prefer it, relapsesÑof a similar kind occurred. Looking
back on those relapses by the light of what we now know, do you say
that they were quite similar, in respect of the symptoms, to the one
which ended in the death of deceased?"

"I should say they were identically similar. At any rate, I can recall no
difference."

"Did any of them seem to be as severe as the fatal one?"
"Yes; in fact the last of themÑwhich occurred in JuneÑseemed to be

more severe,only that it was followed by improvement and recovery. I
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have here the section of my card-index which relates to deceased.In the
entry dated June 19 you will seethat I have noted the patient's unsatis-
factory condition."

He handed a small pack of index-cards to the coroner, who examined
the upper card intently and then, with a sudden raising of the eyebrows,
addressed the jury.

"I had better read out the entry. The card is headed 'Harold Monk-
house' and this entry reads: 'June19. Patient very low and feeble. No ap-
petite. Considerable gastric discomfort and troublesome cough. Pulse 90,
small, thready. Heart sounds weak. Sending report to Mrs Monkhouse. '"

He laid the cards down on the table, and, looking fixedly at Dimsdale,
repeated: "'Sending report to Mrs Monkhouse?' Where was Mrs
Monkhouse?"

"Somewhere in Kent, I believe. I sent the report to the headquarters of
the Women's Freedom League in Knightrider Street, Maidstone, from
whence I supposed it would be forwarded to her."

For some secondsafter receiving this answer the coroner continued to
gazesteadily at the witness. At length he observed: "This is a remarkable
coincidence. Can you recall the condition of deceasedwhen Mrs Monk-
house went away on that occasion?"

"Yes.I remember that he was in comparatively good health. In fact, his
improved condition furnished the opportunity for Mrs Monkhouse to
make her visit to Maidstone."

"Can you tell us how soon after her departure on that occasion the re-
lapse occurred?"

"I cannot say definitely, but my impression is that the change for the
worse began a few days after she went away. Perhaps I might be able to
judge by looking at my notes."

The coroner handed him back the index-cards, which he looked
through rapidly. "Yes,"he said, at length, "here is an entry on June11 of a
bottle of tonic medicine for Mrs Monkhouse. So she must have been at
home on that date; and as it was a double-sized bottle, it was probably
for her to take away with her."

"Then," said the coroner, "it is clear that, on the last two occasions,the
deceasedwas comparatively well when his wife left home, but had a ser-
ious relapse soon after she went away. Now, what of the previous
relapses?"

"I am afraid I cannot remember. I have an impression that Mrs Monk-
house was away from home when some of them occurred, but at this
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distance of time, I cannot recollect clearly. Possibly Mrs Monkhouse, her-
self, may be able to remember."

"Possibly," the coroner agreed, rather drily, "but as the point is of con-
siderable importance, I should be glad if you would presently look
through your casecards and see if you can glean any definite informa-
tion on the subject. Meanwhile we may passon to one or two other mat-
ters. First as to the medicine which you prescribed for deceased;it con-
tained, as you have told us, a certain amount of Fowler's Solution, and
you considered deceased to be suffering from chronic gastritis. Is
Fowler's Solution usually given in cases of gastritis?"

"No. It is usually considered rather unsuitable. But deceasedwas very
tolerant of small dosesof arsenic. I had often given it to him before as a
tonic and it had always seemed to agree with him. The dose was ex-
tremely smallÑonly two minims."

"How long have you known deceased?"
"I have known, and attended him professionally about twenty years."
"From your knowledge of him, should you say that he was a man who

was likely to make enemies?"
"Not at all. He was a kindly, just and generous man, amiable and even-

tempered; rather reserved and aloof; not very human, perhaps, and
somewhat self-contained and solitary. But I could not imagine him mak-
ing an enemy and, so far as I know, he never did."

The coroner reflected awhile after writing down this answer and then
turned to the jury.

"Are there any questions that you wish to put to the witness,
gentlemen?"

The jury consulted together for a few moments, and the foreman then
replied: "We should like to know, Sir, if possible, whether Mrs Monk-
house was or was not away from home when the previous relapses
occurred."

"I am afraid," said Dimsdale, "that I cannot be more explicit as the
events occurred so long ago. The other witnessesÑthe members of the
householdÑwould be much more likely to remember. And I would urge
you not to detain me from my professional duties longer than is abso-
lutely necessary."

Hereupon a brief consultation took place between the coroner and the
jury, with the result that Dimsdale was allowed to go about his business
and Barbara was summoned to take his place. I had awaited this stageof
the proceedings with some uneasiness and was now rather surprised
and greatly relieved at the coroner's manner towards her; which was
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courteous and even sympathetic. Having expressedhis and the jury's re-
gret at having to trouble her in the very distressing circumstances, he
proceeded at once to clear off the preliminaries, eliciting the facts that
she was 32 years of age and had been married a little over three years,
and then said: "Dr Dimsdale has told us that on the occasionof the attack
or relapse in June last you were away from home, but he is not certain
about the previous ones. Can you give us any information on the
subject?"

"Yes" she replied, in a quiet, steady voice, "I recall quite clearly at least
three previous occasionson which I went away from home leaving my
husband apparently wellÑas well as he ever wasÑand came back to
find him quite ill. But I think there were more than three occasionson
which this happened, for I remember having once accused him, fa-
cetiously, of saving up his illnesses until I was out of the house."

"Can you remember if a serious relapse ever occurred when you were
at home?"

"Not a really serious one. My husband's health was always very un-
stable and he often had to rest in bed for a day or two. But the really bad
attacks of illness seem always to have occurred when I was away from
home."

"Did it never strike you that this was a very remarkable fact?"
"I am afraid I did not give the matter as much consideration as I ought

to have done. Deceasedwas always ailing, more or less,and those about
him came to accept ill-health as his normal condition."

"But you see the significance of it now?"
Barbara hesitated and then replied in a low voice and with evident

agitation: "I seethat it may have some significance, but I don't in the least
understand it. I am quite overwhelmed and bewildered by the dreadful
thing that has happened."

"Naturally, you are," the coroner said in a sympathetic tone, "and I am
most reluctant to trouble you with questions under circumstances that
must be so terrible to you. But we must find out the truth if we can."

"Yes, I realize that," she replied, "and thank you for your
consideration."

The coroner bowed, and after a brief pause, asked: "Did it never occur
to you to engage a nurse to attend to deceased?"

"Yes. I suggested it more than once to deceased,but he wouldn't hear
of it. And I think he was right. There was nothing that a nurse could
have done for him. He was not helpless and he was not continuously
bed-ridden. He had a bell-push by his bedside and his secretary or the
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servants were always ready to do anything that he wanted done. The
housemaid was most attentive to him. But he did not want much atten-
tion. He kept the books that he was reading on his bedside table and he
liked to be left alone to read in peace.He felt that the presenceof a nurse
would have been disturbing."

"And at night?"
"At night his bell-push was connected with a bell in the secretary's

bedroom. But he hardly ever used it. If his candle-lamp burned out he
could put in a fresh candle from the box on his table; and he never
seemed to want anything else."

"Besides deceased and yourself, who were the inmates of the house?"
"There was my husband's secretary, Mr Wallingford, Miss Norris, the

cook, Anne Baker, the housemaid, Mabel Withers, and the kitchenmaid,
Doris Brown."

"Why did deceased need a secretary? Did he transact much business?"
"No. The secretary wrote his few business letters, kept the accounts

and executed any commissions, besidesdoing the various things that the
master of the house would ordinarily have done. He is the son of an old
friend of my husband's, and he came to us when his father died."

"And Miss Norris? What was her position in the household?"
"She lived with us as a guest at my husband's invitation. Shewas the

daughter of his first wife's sister, and he, more or less informally, adop-
ted her as he had no children of his own."

"Deceased was a widower, then, when you married him?"
"Yes. His wife had been dead about two years."
"What was his age when he died?"
"He had just turned fifty-seven."
"On what sort of terms was deceased with the members of his

household?"
"On the best of terms with them all. He was an undemonstrative man

and rather cool and reserved with strangers and distinctly solitary and
self-contained. But he was a kind and generous man and all the house-
hold, including the servants, were devoted to him."

"Was deceased engaged in any business or profession?"
"No, he had independent means, inherited from his father."
"Would you describe him as a wealthy man?"
"I believe he was quite well off, but he never spoke of his financial af-

fairs to me, or to anybody but his lawyers."
"Do you know how his property is disposed of?"
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"I know that he made a will, but I never enquired about the terms of it
and he never told me."

"But surely you were an interested party."
"It was understood that some provision would be made for me if I sur-

vived him. That was all that concerned me. Deceasedwas not a man
with whom it was necessaryto make conditions; and I have some small
property of my own. Mr Mayfield, who is present, of course, knows
what the provisions of the will are as he is one of the executors."

Once more the coroner paused to look over his notes. Then he glanced
inquiringly at the jury, and, when the foreman shook his head, he
thanked Barbara and dismissed her; and as she walked back to her chair,
pale and grave but perfectly composed, I found myself admiring her
calm dignity and only hoping that the other witnesses would make as
good a figure. But this hope was no sooner conceived than it was
shattered. The next name that was called was Madeline Norris and for a
few moments there was no response. At length Madeline rose slowly,
ashen and ghastly of face, and walked unsteadily to the table. Her ap-
pearanceÑher deathly pallor and her trembling handsÑstruck me with
dismay; and what increased my concern for the unfortunate girl was the
subtle change in manner that I detected in the jury and the coroner. The
poor girl's manifest agitation might surely have bespoken their sym-
pathy; but not a sign of sympathy was discernible in their facesÑnothing
but a stony curiosity.

Having been swornÑon a testament which shook visibly in her
graspÑshe deposed that her name was Madeline Norris and her age
twenty-seven.

"Any occupation?" the coroner enquired drily without looking up.
"I am a teacher at the Westminster College of Domestic Science."
"Teacher of what?"
"Principally of cookery and kitchen management, especially invalid

cookery."
"Are you, yourself, a skilled cook?"
"Yes. It is my duty to demonstrate to the class."
"Have you ever cooked or prepared food for the deceased?"
"Yes. I usually cooked his meals when I was in the house at meal

times."
"It has been stated that you prepared the last meal that deceasedtook.

Is that correct?"
"Yes. I cooked an omelette for his supper."
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"Will you describe to us the way in which you prepared that
omelette?"

Madeline considered for a few moments and then replied in a low,
shaky voice: "It was just a simple omelette. I first rubbed the pan with a
cut clove of garlic and put in the butter to heat. Then I broke an egg into
a cup, separated the yolk from the white, and, having beaten them up
separately, mixed them and added a very small portion of pounded an-
chovy, a pinch or two of finely chopped parsley and a little salt. I cooked
it in the usual way and turned it out on a hot plate winch I covered at
once."

"Who took it up to deceased?"
"I did. I ran straight up with it and sat and talked to deceasedwhile he

ate it."
"Did you meet anyone on your way up or in the bedroom?"
"No. There was nobody on the stairs, and, the deceased was alone."
"Did deceased take anything to drink with his supper?"
"Yes. He had a glass of chablis. I fetched the bottle and the glass from

the dining room and poured out the wine for him."
"Did you meet anybody in the dining room or coming or going?"
"No, I met nobody."
"Can you think of any way in which any poison could have got into

the omelette or into the wine?"
"No. Nothing could possibly have got into the omelette. As to the

wine, I poured it from the bottle into a clean glass. But the bottle was
already open and had been in the cellaret since lunch."

"Now, with regard to the medicine. Did you give deceasedany on the
day before his death?"

"Yes. I gave him a dose soon after I came inÑabout six o'clock. That
was the last dose in the bottle."

"Did you notice anything unusual about the medicine?"
"No. It was similar to what he had been taking for some days past."
"What was the medicine like?"
"It was nearly colourless with the faintest tinge of red and smelled

slightly of lavender and bitter orange."
"Was there anything that causedyou to notice particularly, on this oc-

casion, the appearance and smell of the medicine?"
"No. I noticed the colour and the smell when I opened the bottle on the

previous morning to give deceased a dose."
"Did you examine the new bottle which had just been sent?"
"Yes; I looked at it and took out the cork and smelled it and tasted it."
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"What made you do that?"
"I noticed that it seemed to contain Tincture of Cardamoms and I

smelled and tasted it to find out if the other ingredients had been
changed."

"And what conclusion did you arrive at?"
"That they had not been changed. I could taste the Nux Vomica and

smell the orange and the Liquor ArsenicalisÑat least the lavender"
"Did you realize what the lavender smell was due to?"
"Yes. I recognized it as the smell of Liquor Arsenicalis. I knew that de-

ceasedwas taking Liquor Arsenicalis becauseI had asked Dr Dimsdale
about it when I first noticed the smell."

The coroner wrote down this answer and then, raising his head,
looked steadily at Madeline for some secondswithout speaking; and the
jury looked harder still. At length the former spoke, slowly, deliberately,
emphatically.

"You have told us that you examined this medicine to find out what it
contained, and that you were able to recognize Tincture of Cardamoms
by its colour and Liquor Arsenicalis by its smell. It would seem, then,
that you know a good deal about drugs. Is that so?"

"I know something about drugs. My father was a doctor and he taught
me simple dispensing so that I could help him."

The coroner nodded. "Was there any reason why you should have
taken so much interest in the composition of deceased's medicine?"

Madeline did not answer immediately. And as she stood trembling
and hesitating in evident confusion, the coroner gazed at her stonily, and
the jury craned forward to catch her reply.

"I used to examine his medicine," she replied at length, in a low voice
and a reluctant and confused manner, "becauseI knew that it often con-
tained Liquor Arsenicalis and I used to wonder whether that was good
for him. I understood from my father that it was a rather irritating drug,
and it did not seem very suitable for a patient who suffered from
gastritis."

There was a pause after she had spoken and something in the appear-
anceof the inquisitors almost as if they had been a little disappointed by
this eminently reasonable answer. At length the coroner broke the si-
lence by asking, with a slight softening of manner:

"You have said that the change in colour of the last medicine led you
to taste and smell it to ascertain if the other ingredients had been
changed. You have said that you decided that they had not been
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changed. Are you sure of that? Can you swear that the smell of lavender
was not stronger in this bottle than in the previous ones?"

"It did not seem to me to be stronger."
"Supposing the bottle had then contained as much Liquor Arsenicalis

as was found in it by the analysts, would you have been able to detect it
by the smell or otherwise?"

"Yes, I feel sure that I should. The analysts found three ounces of
Liquor Arsenicalis; that would be nearly half the bottle. I am sure I
should have detected that amount, not only by the strong smell but by
the colour, too."

"You are sure that the colour of this medicine was due to Cardamoms
only?"

"Yes, that is to cochineal. I recognized it at once. It is perfectly unmis-
takable and quite different from the colour of Red Sandalwood, with
which Liquor Arsenicalis is coloured. Besides,this medicine was only a
deepish pink in colour. But if three ounces of Liquor Arsenicalis had
been in the bottle, the medicine would have been quite a dark red."

"You have had some experience in dispensing. Do you consider it pos-
sible that the Liquor Arsenicalis could have been put into the medicine
by mistake when it was being made up?"

"It would be quite impossible if a minim measure-glasswas used, as
the glass would have had to be filled twelve times. But this is never
done. One does not measure large quantities in small measures. Three
ounceswould be measured out in a four or five ounce measure,asa rule,
or, possibly in a two ounce measure, by half refilling it."

"Might not the wrong measure-glass have been taken up by mistake?"
"That is, of course, just possible. But it is most unlikely; for the great

disproportion between the large measure-glassand the little stock-bottle
would be so striking that it could hardly fail to be noticed."

"Then, from your own observation and from Dr Dimsdale's evidence,
you reject the idea that a mistake may have beenmade in dispensing this
bottle of medicine?"

"Yes,entirely. I have heard Dr Dimsdale's evidence and I examined the
medicine. I am convinced that he could not have made a mistake under
the circumstances that he described and I am certain that the medicine
that I saw did not contain more than a small quantityÑless than a
drachmÑof Liquor Arsenicalis."

"You are not forgetting that the analysts actually found the equivalent
of three ounces of Liquor Arsenicalis in the bottle?"

"No. But I am sure it was not there when I examined the bottle."
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The coroner wrote down this answer with a deliberate air, and, when
he had finished, turned to the jury.

"I think we have nothing more to ask this witness, unless there is any
point that you want made more clear."

There was a brief silence. Then the super-intelligent juryman
interposed.

"I should like to know if this witness ever had any Liquor Arsenicalis
in her possession."

The coroner held up a warning hand to Madeline, and replied:
"That question, Sir, is not admissible. It is a principle of English law

that a witness cannot be compelled to make a statement incriminating
himÑor herself. But an affirmative answer to this question would be an
incriminating statement."

"But I am perfectly willing to answer the question," Madeline said
eagerly. "I have never had in my possessionany Liquor Arsenicalis or
any other preparation of arsenic."

"That answers your question, Sir," said the coroner, as he wrote down
the answer, "and if you have nothing more to ask, we can release the
witness."

He handed his pen to Madeline, and when she had signed her
depositions-a terribly shaky signature it must have been-shecame back
to her chair, still very pale and agitated, but obviously relieved at having
got through the ordeal. I had taken her arm as she sat down and was
complimenting her on the really admirable way in which she had given
her evidence, when I heard the name of Anthony Wallingford called and
realized that another unpleasant episode had arrived.
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Chapter6
THE VERDICT

I had not been taking much notice of Wallingford, my attention being oc-
cupied with the two women when it strayed from the proceedings. Bey-
ond an irritated consciousnessof his usual restlessmovements, I had no
information as to how the soul-shaking incidents of this appalling day
were affecting him. But when he rose drunkenly and, grasping the back
of his chair, rolled his eyes wildly round the Court, I realized that there
were breakers ahead.

When I say that he rose drunkenly, I use the word advisedly. Familiar
as I was with his peculiaritiesÑhis jerkings, twitchings and grim-
acingsÑI saw, at once, that there was something unusual both in his face
and in his bearing; a dull wildness of expression and an uncertainty of
movement that I had never observed before. He had not come to the
Court with the rest of us, preferring, for some reason, to come alone.
And I now suspectedthat he had taken the opportunity to fortify himself
on the way.

I was not the only observer of his condition. As he walked, with delib-
erate care, from his seat to the table, I noticed the coroner eyeing him
critically and the jury exchanging dubious glances and whispered com-
ments. He made a bad start by dropping the book on the floor and snig-
gering nervously as he stooped to pick it up; and I could seeplainly, by
the stiffness of the coroner's manner that he had made an unfavourable
impression before he began his evidence.

"You were secretary to the deceased?"said the coroner, when the wit-
nesshad stated his name, age (33) and occupation. "What was the nature
of your duties?"

"The ordinary duties of a secretary," was the dogged reply.
"Will you kindly give us particulars of what you did for deceased?"
"I opened his business letters and answered them and some of his

private ones. And I kept his accounts and paid his bills."
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"What accounts would those be? Deceased was not in business, I
understand?"

"No, they were his domestic accounts; his income from investments
and rents and his expenditure."

"Did you attend upon deceasedpersonally; I mean in the way of look-
ing after his bodily comfort and supplying his needs?"

"I used to look in on him from time to time to see if he wanted any-
thing done. But it wasn't my businessto wait on him. I was his secretary,
not his valet."

"Who did wait on him, and attend to his wants?"
"The housemaid, chiefly, and Miss Norris, and of course, Mrs Monk-

house. But he didn't usually want much but his food, his medicine, a few
books from the library and a supply of candles for his lamp. His bell-
push was connected with a bell in my room at night, but he never rang
it."

"Then, practically, the housemaid did everything for him?"
"Not everything. Miss Norris cooked most of his meals, we all used to

give him his medicine, I used to put out his books and keep his fountain
pen filled, and Mrs Monkhouse kept his candle-box; supplied. That was
what he was most particular about as he slept badly and used to read at
night."

"You give us the impression, Mr Wallingford," the coroner said, drily,
"that you must have had a good deal of leisure."

"Then I have given you the wrong impression. I was kept constantly
on the go, doing jobs, paying tradesmen, shopping and running
errands."

"For whom?"
"Everybody. Deceased, Mrs Monkhouse, Miss Norris and even Dr

Dimsdale. I was everybody's servant."
"What did you do for Mrs Monkhouse?"
"I don't see what that has got to do with this inquest?"
"That is not for you to decide," the coroner said, sternly. "You will be

good enough to answer my question."
Wallingford winced as if he had had his ears cuffed. In a moment, his

insolence evaporated and I could seehis hands shaking as he, evidently,
cudgelled his brains for a reply. Suddenly he seemed to have struck an
idea.

"Shopping of various kinds," said he; "for instance, there were the
candles for deceased.His lamp was of German make and English lamp-
candles wouldn't fit it. So I used to have to go to a German shop at
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Sparrow Corner by the Tower, to get packets of Schneider's stearine
candles. That took about half a day."

The coroner, stolidly and without comment, wrote down the answer,
but my experience as a counsel told me that it had been a dummy ques-
tion, asked to distract the witness's attention and cover a more significant
one that was to follow. For that question I waited expectantly, and when
it came my surmise was confirmed.

"And Dr Dimsdale? What did you have to do for him?"
"I used to help him with his books sometimes when he hadn't got a

dispenser. I am a pretty good accountant and he isn't."
"Where does Dr Dimsdale do his bookkeeping?"
"At the desk in the surgery."
"And is that where you used to work?"
"Yes."
"Used Dr Dimsdale to work with you or did you do the books by

yourself?"
"I usually worked by myself."
"At what time in the day used you to work there?"
"In the afternoon, as a rule."
"At what hours does Dr Dimsdale visit his patients?"
"Most of the day He goes out about ten and finishes about six or

seven."
"So that you would usually be alone in the surgery?"
"Yes, usually."
As the coroner wrote down the answer I noticed the super-intelligent

juryman fidgeting in his seat.At length he burst out: "Is the poison cup-
board in the surgery?"

The coroner looked interrogatively at Wallingford, who stared at him
blankly in sudden confusion.

"You heard the question? Is the poison cupboard there?"
"I don't know. It may be. It wasn't any business of mine."
"Is there any cupboard in the surgery? You must know that."
"Yes, there is a cupboard there, but I don't know what is in it."
"Did you never see it open?"
"No. Never."
"And you never had the curiosity to look into it?"
"Of course I didn't. Besides I couldn't. It was locked."
"Was it always locked when you were there?"
"Yes, always."
"Are you certain of that?"
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"Yes, perfectly certain."
Here the super-intelligent juror looked as if he were about to spring

across the table as he demanded eagerly: "How does the witness know
that that cupboard was locked?"

The coroner looked slightly annoyed. He had been playing his fish
carefully and was in no wise helped by this rude jerk of the line. Never-
theless, he laid down his pen and looked expectantly at the witness. As
for Wallingford, he was struck speechless. Apparently his rather
muddled brain had suddenly taken in the import of the question, for he
stood with dropped jaw and damp, pallid face,staring at the juryman in
utter consternation.

"Well," said the coroner, after an interval, "how did you know that it
was locked?"

Wallingford pulled himself together by an effort and replied: "Why, I
knewÑI knew, of course, that it must be locked."

"Yes; but the question is, how did you know?"
"Why it stands to reason that it must have been locked."
"Why does it stand to reason? Cupboards are not always locked."
"Poison cupboards are. Besides, you heard Dimsdale say that he al-

ways kept this cupboard locked. He showed you the key."
Once more the coroner, having noted the answer, laid down his pen

and looked steadily at the witness.
"Now, Mr Wallingford," said he, "I must caution you to be careful as to

what you say. This is a serious matter, and you are giving evidence on
oath. You said just now that you did not know whether the poison cup-
board was or was not in the surgery. You said that you did not know
what was in that cupboard. Now you say that you knew the cupboard
must have been locked because it was the poison cupboard. Then it
seems that you did know that it was the poison cupboard. Isn't that so?"

"No. I didn't know then. I do now becauseI heard Dimsdale say that it
was."

"Then, you said that you were perfectly certain that the cupboard was
always locked whenever you were working there. That meant that you
knew positively, as a fact, that it was locked. Now you say that you
knew that it must be locked. But that is an assumption, an opinion, a be-
lief. Now, a man of your education must know the difference between a
mere belief and actual knowledge. Will you, please, answer definitely:
Did you, or did you not, know as a fact whether that cupboard was or
was not locked?"
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"Well, I didn't actually know, but I took it for granted that it was
locked."

"You did not try the door?"
"Certainly not. Why should I?"
"Very well. Does any gentleman of the jury wish to ask any further

questions about this cupboard?"
There was a brief silence. Then the foreman said: "We should like the

witness to say what he means and not keep contradicting himself."
"You hear that, Sir," said the coroner. "Pleasebe more careful in your

answers in future. Now, I want to ask you about that last bottle of medi-
cine. Did you notice anything unusual in its appearance?"

"No. I didn't notice it at all. I didn't know that it had come."
"Did you go into deceased's room on that dayÑthe Wednesday?"
"Yes, I went to seedeceasedin the morning about ten o'clock and gave

him a dose of his medicine; and I looked in on him in the evening about
nine o'clock to see if he wanted anything, but he didn't."

"Did you give him any medicine then?"
"No. It was not due for another hour."
"What was his condition then?"
"He looked about the same as usual. He seemedinclined to doze, so I

did not stay long."
"Is that the last time you saw him alive?"
"No. I looked in again just before eleven. He was then in much the

samestateÑrather drowsyÑand, at his request, I turned out the gas and
left him."

"Did you light the candle?"
"No, he always did that himself, if he wanted it."
"Did you give him any medicine?"
"No. He had just had a dose."
"Did he tell you that he had?"
"No. I could see that there was a dose gone."
"From which bottle was that?"
"There was only one bottle there. It must have been the new bottle, as

only one dose had been taken."
"What colour was the medicine?"
Wallingford hesitated a moment or two as if suspecting a trap. Then

he replied, doggedly: "I don't know. I told you I didn't notice it."
"You said that you didn't notice it at all and didn't know that it had

come.Now you say that you observed that only one dose had beentaken
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from it and that you inferred that it was the new bottle. Which of those
statements is the true one?"

"They are both true," Wallingford protested in a whining tone. "I
meant that I didn't notice the medicine particularly and that I didn't
know when it came."

"That is not what you said," the coroner rejoined. "However, we will
let that pass. Is there anything more that you wish to ask this witness,
gentlemen? If not, we will release him and take the evidence of Mr
Mayfield."

I think the jury would have liked to bait Wallingford but apparently
could not think of any suitable questions. But they watched him
malevolently as he added hisÑprobably quite illegibleÑsignature to his
depositions and followed him with their eyesas he tottered shakily back
to his seat. Immediately afterwards my name was called and I took my
place at the table, not without a slight degree of nervousness;for, though
I was well enough used to examinations, it was in the capacity of exam-
iner, not of witness, and I was fully alive to the possibility of certain pit-
falls which the coroner might, if he were wide enough awake, dig for me.
However, when I had been sworn and had given my particulars (Rupert
Mayfield, 35, Barrister-at-Law, of No. 64 Fig Tree Court, Inner Temple)
the coroner's conciliatory manner led me to hope that it would be all
plain sailing.

"How long have you known deceased?" was the first question.
"About two and a half years," I replied.
"You are one of the executors of his will, Mrs Monkhouse has told us."
"Yes."
"Do you know why you were appointed executor after so short an

acquaintance?"
"I am an old friend of Mrs Monkhouse. I have known her since she

was a little girl. I was a friend of her fatherÑor rather, her stepfather."
"Was it by her wish that you were made executor?"
"I believe that the suggestion came from the deceased'sfamily solicit-

or, Mr Brodribb, who is my co-executor. But probably he was influenced
by my long acquaintance with Mrs Monkhouse."

"Has probate been applied for?"
"Yes."
"Then there can be no objections to your disclosing the provisions of

the will. We don't want to hear them in detail, but I will ask you to give
us a general idea of the disposal of deceased's property."
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"The gross value of the estate is about fifty-five thousand pounds, of
which twelve thousand represents real property and forty-three thou-
sand personal. The principal beneficiaries are: Mrs Monkhouse, who re-
ceives a house valued at four thousand pounds and twenty thousand
pounds in money and securities; the Reverend Amos Monkhouse, land
of the value of five thousand and ten thousand invested money;
Madeline Norris, a house and land valued at three thousand and five
thousand in securities; Anthony Wallingford, four thousand pounds.
Then there are legaciesof a thousand pounds each to the two executors,
and of three hundred, two hundred and one hundred respectively to the
housemaid, the cook and the kitchen-maid. That accounts for the bulk of
the estate. Mrs Monkhouse is the residuary legatee."

The coroner wrote down the answer as I gave it and then read it out
slowly for me to confirm, working out, at the sametime, a little sum on a
spare piece of paperÑas did also the intellectual juryman.

"I think that gives us all the information we want," the former re-
marked, glancing at the jury; and as none of them made any comment,
he proceeded: "Did you see much of deceased during the last few
months?"

"I saw him usually once or twice a week. Sometimesoftener. But I did
not spend much time with him. He was a solitary, bookish man who pre-
ferred to be alone most of his time."

"Did you take particular notice of his state of health?"
"No, but I did observe that his health seemed to grow rather worse

lately."
"Did it appear to you that he received such careand attention asa man

in his condition ought to have received?"
"It did not appear to me that he was neglected."
'Did you realize how seriously ill he was?"
"No. I am afraid not. I regarded him merely as a chronic invalid."
"It never occurred to you that he ought to have had a regular nurse?"
"No, and I do not think he would have consented.He greatly disliked

having anyone about his room."
"Is there anything within your knowledge that would throw any light

on the circumstances of his death?"
"No. Nothing."
"Have you ever known arsenic in any form to be used in that house-

hold for any purpose; any fly-papers, weed-killer or insecticides, for
instance?"

59



"No, I do not remember ever having seenanything used in that house-
hold which, to my knowledge or belief, contained arsenic."

"Do you know of any fact or circumstance which, in your opinion,
ought to be communicated to this Court or which might help the jury in
arriving at their verdict?"

"No, I do not."
This brought my examination to an end. I was succeededby the cook

and the kitchenmaid, but, as they had little to tell, and that little entirely
negative, their examination was quite brief. When the last witness was
dismissed, the coroner addressed the jury.

"We have now, gentlemen," said he, "heard all the evidence that is at
present available, and we have the choice of two courses; which are,
either to adjourn the inquiry until further evidence is available, or to find
a verdict on the evidence which we have heard. I incline strongly to the
latter plan. We are now in a position to answer the questions, how, when
and where the deceasedcame by his death, and when we have done
that, we shall have discharged our proper function. What is your feeling
on the matter, gentlemen?"

The jury's feeling was very obviously that they wished to get the in-
quiry over and go about their business, and when they had made this
clear, the coroner proceeded to sum up.

"I shall not detain you, gentlemen, with a long address. All that is ne-
cessary is for me to recapitulate the evidence very briefly and point out
the bearing of it.

"First as to the cause of death. It has been given in evidence by two
fully qualified and expert witnesses that deceaseddied from the effects
of poisoning by arsenic. That is a matter of fact which is not disputed
and which you must accept, unless you have any reasons for rejecting
their testimony, which I feel sure you have not. Accepting the fact of
death by poison, the question then arisesas to how the poison cameto be
taken by deceased.There are three possibilities: lie may have taken it
himself, voluntarily and knowingly; he may have taken it by accident or
mischance;or it may have been administered to him knowingly and ma-
liciously by some other person or persons. Let us consider those three
possibilities.

"The suggestion that deceasedmight have taken the poison voluntarily
is highly improbable in three respects.First, since deceasedwas mostly
bed-ridden, it would have been almost impossible for him to have ob-
tained the poison. Second,there is the nature of the poison. Arsenic has
often been used for homicidal poisoning but seldom for suicide; for an
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excellent reason. The properties of arsenic which commend it to poison-
ersÑits complete freedom from taste and the indefinite symptoms that it
producesÑdo not commend it to the suicide. He has no need to conceal
either the administration or its results. His principal need is rapidity of
effect. But arsenic is a relatively slow poison and one which usually
causesgreat suffering. It is not at all suited to the suicide. Then there is
the third objection that the mode of administration was quite unlike that
of a suicide. For the latter usually takes his poison in one large dose, to
get the business over; but here it was evidently given in repeated small
dosesover a period that may have been anything from a week to a year.
And, finally, there is not a particle of evidence in favour of the supposi-
tion that deceased took the poison himself.

"To take the second case,that of accident: the only possibility known
to us is that of a mistake in dispensing the medicine. But the evidence of
Dr Dimsdale and Miss Norris must have convinced you that the improb-
ability of a mistake is so great as to be practically negligible. Of course,
the poison might have found its way accidentally into the medicine or
the food or both in some manner unknown to us. But while we admit
this, we have, in fact, to form our decision on what is known to us, not
what is conceivable but unknown.

"When we come to the third possibility, that the poison was admin-
istered to deceasedby some other person or persons with intent to com-
pass his death, we find it supported by positive evidence. There is the
bottle of medicine for instance. It contained a large quantity of arsenic in
a soluble form. But two witnesses have sworn that it could not have con-
tained, and, in fact, did not contain, that quantity of arsenic when it left
Dr Dimsdale's surgery or when it was delivered at deceaseds house.
Moreover, Miss Norris has sworn that she examined this bottle of medi-
cine at six o'clock in the evening and that it did not then contain more
than a small quantityÑless than a drachmÑof Liquor Arsenicalis. She
was perfectly positive. She spoke with expert knowledge. She gave her
reasons,and they were sound reasons.So that the evidence in our pos-
session is to the effect that at six o'clock in the afternoon, that bottle of
medicine did not contain more than a drachmÑabout a teaspoonfulÑof
Liquor Arsenicalis; whereas at half-past ten, when a dose from the bottle
was given to deceased by the housemaid, it contained some three
ouncesÑabout six tablespoonfuls. This is proved by the discovery of the
poison in the stomach of deceasedand by the exact analysis of the con-
tents of the bottle. It follows that, between six o'clock and half-past ten, a
large quantity of arsenical solution must have been put into the bottle. It
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is impossible to suppose that it could have got in by accident. Somebody
must have put it in; and the only conceivable object that the person could
have had in putting that poison into the bottle would be to cause the
death of deceased.

"But further; the evidence of the medical witnesses proves that arsenic
had been taken by deceasedon several previous occasions.That, in fact,
he had been taking arsenic in relatively small doses for some time
pastÑhow long we do not knowÑand had been suffering from chronic
arsenical poisoning. The evidence, therefore, points very strongly and
definitely to the conclusion that some person or persons had been, for
some unascertained time past, administering arsenic to him.

"Finally, as to the identity of the person or persons who administered
the poison, I need not point out that we have no evidence. You will have
noticed that a number of persons benefit in a pecuniary sense by
deceased'sdeath. But that fact establishes no suspicion against any of
them in the absenceof positive evidence; and there is no positive evid-
ence connecting any one of them with the administration of the poison.
With theseremarks, gentlemen, I leave you to consider the evidence and
agree upon your decision."

The jury did not take long in arriving at their verdict. After a few
minutes' eagerdiscussion, the foreman announced that they had come to
an unanimous decision.

"And what is the decision upon which you have agreed?" the coroner
asked.

"We find," was the reply, "that deceaseddied from the effects of arsen-
ic, administered to him by some person or persons unknown, with the
deliberate intention of causing his death."

"Yes," said the coroner; "that is, in effect, a verdict of wilful murder
against some person or persons unknown. I agree with you entirely. No
other verdict was possible on the evidence before us. It is unfortunate
that no clue has happened as to the perpetrator of this abominable crime,
but we may hope that the investigations of the police will result in the
identification and conviction of the murderer."

The conclusion of the coroner's address brought the proceedings to an
end, and as he finished speaking, the spectators rose and began to pass
out of the Court. I remained for a minute to speak a few words to Mr
Holman and ask him to transcribe his report in duplicate. Then, I, too,
went out to find my three companions squeezing into a taxicab which
had drawn up opposite the entrance,watched with ghoulish curiosity by
a quite considerable crowd. The presence of that crowd informed me
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that the horrible notoriety which I had foreseen had even now begun to
envelop us. The special editions of the evening papers were already out,
with, at least, the opening scenesof the inquest in print. Indeed, during
the short drive to Hilborough Square,I saw more than one news-vendor
dealing out papers to little knots of eager purchasers, and once, through
the open window, a stentorian voice was borne in with hideous distinct-
ness, announcing:

"Sensational Inquest! Funeral stopped!"
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Chapter7
THE SEARCH WARRANT

The consciousnessof the horrid notoriety that had already attached itself
to us was brought home to me once more when the taxi drew up at the
house in Hilborough Square. I stepped out first to pay the driver, and
Barbara following, with the latch-key ready in her hand, walked swiftly
to the door, looking neither to the right nor left, opened it and disap-
peared into the hall; while the other two, lurking in the cabuntil the door
was open, then darted across the pavement, entered and disappeared
also. Nor was their hasty retreat unjustified. Lingering doggedly and
looking about me with a sort of resentful defiance, I found myself a focus
of observation. In the adjoining houses,not a window appeared to be un-
occupied. The usually vacant foot-way was populous with loiterers
whose interest in me and in the ill-omened house was undissembled;
while mucous voices, strange to those quiet precincts, told me that the
astute news-vendors had scented and exploited a likely market.

With ill-assumed indifference I entered the house and shut the
doorÑperhaps rather noisily; and was about to enter the dining room
when I heard hurried steps descending the stairs and paused to look up.
It was the womanÑthe cook's sister. I thinkÑwho had been left to take
care of the house while the servants were absent; and something of
eagernessand excitement in her manner causedme to walk to the foot of
the stairs to meet her.

"Is anything amiss?"I asked in a low voice asshe neared the bottom of
the flight.

She held up a warning finger, and coming close to me, whispered
hoarsely: "There's two gentlemen upstairs. Sir, leastways they look like
gentlemen, but they are really policemen."

"What are they doing upstairs?" I asked.
"Just walking through the rooms and looking about. They came about

a quarter of an hour ago, and when I let them in they said they were po-
lice officers and that they had come to search the premises."
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"Did they say anything about a warrant?"
"Oh, yes, Sir. I forgot about that. One of them showed me a paper and

said it was a search warrant. So of course I couldn't do anything. And
then they started going through the house with their note-books like auc-
tioneers getting ready for a sale."

"I will go up and seethem," said I; "and meanwhile you had better let
Mrs Monkhouse know. Where did you leave them?"

"In the large back bedroom on the first floor," she replied. "I think it
was Mr Monkhouse's."

On this I began quickly to ascend the stairs, struggling to control a
feeling of resentment which, though natural enough, I knew to be quite
unreasonable. Making my way direct to the dead man's room, I entered
and found two tall men standing before an open cupboard. They turned
on hearing me enter and the elder of them drew a large wallet from his
pocket.

"Mr Mayfield, I think, sir," said he. "I am Detective Superintendent
Miller and this is Detective-Sergeant Cope. Here is my card and this is
the search warrant, if you wish to see it."

I glanced at the document and returning it to him asked:
"Wouldn't it have been more in order if you had waited to show the

warrant to Mrs Monkhouse before beginning your search?"
"That is what we have done," he replied, suavely. "We have disturbed

nothing yet. We have just been making a preliminary inspection. Of
course," he continued, "I understand how unpleasant this search is for
Mrs Monkhouse and the rest of your friends, but you, Sir, as a lawyer
will realize the position. That poor gentleman was poisoned with arsenic
in this house. Somebody in this house had arsenic in his or her posses-
sion and we have got to see if any traces of it are left. After all, you
know, Sir, we are acting in the interests of everybody but the murderer."

This was so obviously true that it left me nothing to say. Nor was there
any opportunity, for, as the superintendent concluded, Barbara entered
the room. I looked at her a little anxiously as I briefly explained the situ-
ation. But there was no occasion.Paleand sombre of face,shewas never-
theless perfectly calm and self-possessedand greeted the two officers
without a trace of resentment; indeed, when the superintendent was dis-
posed to be apologetic, she cut him short by exclaiming energetically:
"But, surely, who should be more anxious to assist you than I? It is true
that I find it incredible that this horrible crime could have been perpet-
rated by any member of my household. But it was perpetrated by some-
body. And if, either here or elsewhere, I can help you in any way to drag
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that wretch out into the light of day, I am at your service, no matter who
the criminal may be. Do you wish anyone to attend you in your search?"

"I think, Madam, it would be well if you were present, and perhaps Mr
Mayfield. If we want any of the others, we can send for them. Where are
they now?"

"Miss Norris and Mr Wallingford are in the dining room. The servants
have just come in and I think have gone to the kitchen or their sitting
room."

"Then," said Miller, "we had better begin with the dining room."
We went down the stairs, preceded by Barbara, who opened the din-

ing room door and introduced the visitors to the two inmates in tones as
quiet and matter-of-fact as if she were announcing the arrival of the gas-
fitter or the upholsterer. I was sorry that the other two had not been
warned, for the announcement took them both by surprise and they
were in no condition for surprises of this rather alarming kind. At the
word "search," Madeline started up with a smothered exclamation and
then sat down again, trembling and pale as death; while as for Walling-
ford, if the two officers had come to pinion him and lead him forth to the
gallows, he could not have looked more appalled.

Our visitors were scrupulously polite, but they were also keenly obser-
vant and I could see that each had made a mental note of the effect of
their arrival. But, of course, they made no outward sign of interest in any
of us but proceeded stolidly with their business; and I noticed that, be-
fore proceeding to a detailed inspection, they opened their note-books
and glanced through what was probably a rough inventory, to see that
nothing had been moved in the interval since their preliminary
inspection.

The examination of the dining room was, however, rather perfunctory.
It contained nothing that appeared to interest them, and after going
through the contents of the sideboard cupboards methodically, the su-
perintendent turned a leaf of his note-book and said: "I think that will do,
Madam. Perhapswe had better take the library next. Who keeps the keys
of the bureau and the cupboard?"

"Mr Wallingford has charge of the library," replied Barbara. "Will you
give the superintendent your keys, Tony?"

"There's no need for that," said Miller. "If Mr Wallingford will come
with us, he can unlock the drawers and cupboard and tell us anything
that we want to know about the contents."

Wallingford rose with a certain alacrity and followed us into the lib-
rary, which adjoined the dining room. Here the two officers again
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consulted their note-books, and having satisfied themselves that the
room was as they had left it, began a detailed survey, watched closely
and with evident anxiety by Wallingford. They began with a cupboard,
or small armoire, which formed the upper member of a large, old-fash-
ioned bureau. Complying with Miller's polite request that it might be un-
locked, Wallingford produced a bunch of keys, and, selecting from it,
after much nervous fumbling, a small key, endeavoured to insert it into
the keyhole; but his hand was in such a palsied condition that he was un-
able to introduce it.

"Shall I have a try, Sir?" the superintendent suggested, patiently,
adding with a smile, "I don't smoke quite so many cigarettes asyou seem
to."

His efforts, however, also failed, for the evident reason that it was the
wrong key. Thereupon he looked quickly through the bunch, picked out
another key and had the cupboard open in a twinkling, revealing a set of
shelves crammed with a disorderly litter of cardboard boxes,empty ink-
bottles, bundles of letters and papers and the miscellaneous rubbish that
accumulates in the receptaclesof a thoroughly untidy man. The superin-
tendent went through the collection methodically, emptying the shelves,
one at a time, on to the flap of the bureau, where he and the sergeantsor-
ted the various articles and examining each, returned it to the shelf. It
was a tedious proceeding and, so far as I could judge, unproductive, for,
when all the shelves had been looked through and every article separ-
ately inspected, nothing was brought to light savean empty foolscap en-
velope which had apparently once contained a small box and was ad-
dressed to Wallingford, and two pieces of what looked like chemist's
wrapping-paper, the creasesin which showed that they had been small
packets. Thesewere not returned to the shelves, but, without comment,
enclosed in a large envelope on which the superintendent scribbled a
few words with a pencil and which was then consigned to a large hand-
bag that the sergeant had brought in with him from the hall.

The large drawers of the bureau were next examined. Like the shelves,
they were filled with a horrible accumulation of odds and ends which
had evidently been stuffed into them to get them out of the way. From
this collection nothing was obtained which interested the officers, who
next turned their attention to the small drawers and pigeonholes at the
back of the flap. These,however, contained nothing hut stationery and a
number of letters, bills and other papers, which the two officers glanced
through and replaced. When all the small drawers and pigeonholes bad
been examined, the superintendent stood up, fixing a thoughtful glance
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at the middle of the range of drawers; and I waited expectantly for the
next development. Like many old bureaus, this one had as a central fea-
ture a nest of four very small drawers enclosed by a door. I knew the ar-
rangement very well, and so, apparently, did the superintendent; for,
once more opening the top drawer, he pulled it right out and laid it on
the writing flap. Then, producing from his pocket a folding foot-rule, he
thrust it into one of the pigeonholes, showing a depth of eight and a half
inches, and then into the caseof the little drawer, which proved to be
only a fraction over five inches deep.

"There is something more here than meets the eye," he remarked pleas-
antly. "Do you know what is at the back of those drawers, Mr
Wallingford?"

The unfortunate secretary, who had been watching the officer's pro-
ceedings with a look of consternation, did not reply for a few moments,
but remained staring wildly at the aperture from which the drawer had
been taken out.

"At the back?" he stammered, at length. "No, I can't say that I do. It
isn't my bureau, you know. I only had the use of it."

"I see," said Miller. "Well, I expect we can soon find out."
He drew out a second drawer and, grasping the partition between the

two, gave a gentle pull, when the whole nest slid easily forward and
cameright out of its case.Miller laid it on the writing flap, and, turning it
round, displayed a sliding lid at the back, which he drew up; when there
came into view a set of four little drawers similar to those in front but
furnished with leather tabs instead of handles. Miller drew out the top
drawer and a sudden change in the expression on his face told me that
he had lighted on something that seemed to him significant.

"Now I wonder what this is?" said he, taking from the drawer a small
white-paper packet. "Feels like some sort of powder. You say you don't
know anything about it, Mr Wallingford?"

Wallingford shook his head but made no further reply, whereupon the
superintendent laid the packet on the flap and very carefully unfolded
the ends-it had already been opened-when it was seenthat the contents
consisted of some two or three teaspoonfuls of a fine, white powder.

"Well," said Miller, "we shall have to find out what it is. Will you pass
me that bit of sealing-wax, Sergeant?"

He reclosed the packet with the greatest care and having sealed both
the ends with his signet-ring, enclosed it in an envelope and put it into
his inside breast pocket. Then he returned to the little nest of drawers.
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The second drawer was empty, but on pulling out the third, he uttered
an exclamation.

"Well, now! Look at that! Somebody seemsto have been fond of phys-
ic. And there's no doubt as to what this is. Morphine hydrochlor, a
quarter of a grain."

As he spoke, he took out of the drawer a little bottle filled with tiny
white discs or tablets and bearing on the label the inscription which the
superintendent had read out. Wallingford gazed at it with a foolish ex-
pression of surprise as Miller held it up for ourÑand particularly
Wallingford'sÑinspection; and Barbara, I noticed, cast at the latter a
side-long, inscrutable glance which I sought in vain to interpret.

"Morphine doesn't seem much to the point," Miller remarked as he
wrapped the little bottle in paper and bestowed it in his inner pocket,
"but, of course, we have only got the evidence of the label. It may turn
out to be something else, when the chemical gentlemen come to test it."

With this he grasped the tab of the bottom drawer and drew the latter
out; and in a moment his facehardened. Very deliberately, he picked out
a small, oblong envelope, which appeared once to have contained a box
or hard packet, but was now empty. It had evidently come through the
post and was addressed in a legible business hand to "A Wallingford
Esq., 16 Hilborough Square." Silently the superintendent held it out for
us all to see,as he fixed a stern look on Wallingford. "You observe, Sir,"
he said, at length, "that the post-mark is dated the 20th of August; only
about a month ago. What have you to say about it?"

"Nothing," was the sullen reply. "What comes to me by post is my af-
fair. I am not accountable to you or anybody else."

For a moment, the superintendent's face took on a very ugly expres-
sion. But he seemed to be a wise man and not unkindly, for he quickly
controlled his irritation and rejoined without a trace of anger, though
gravely enough: "Be advised by me, Mr Wallingford, and don't make
trouble for yourself. Let me remind you what the position is. In this
house a man has died from arsenic poisoning. The police will have to
find out how that happened and if anyone is open to the suspicion of
having poisoned him. I have come here today for that purpose with full
authority to search this house. In the course of my search I have asked
you for certain information, and you have made a number of false state-
ments. Believe me, sir, that is a very dangerous thing to do. It inevitably
raises the question why those false statements should have been made.
Now, I am going to ask you one or two questions. You are not bound to
answer them, but you will be well advised to hold nothing back, and,
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above all, to say nothing that is not true. To begin with that packet of
powder. What do you say that packet contains?"

Wallingford, who characteristically, was now completely cowed by the
superintendent's thinly-veiled threats, hung his head for a moment and
then replied, almost inaudibly, "Cocaine."

"What were you going to do with cocaine?" Miller asked.
"I was going to take a little of it for my health."
The superintendent smiled faintly as he demanded: "And the

morphine tablets?"
"I had thought of taking one of them occasionally toÑerÑto steady

my nerves."
Miller nodded, and casting a swift glance at the sergeant, asked:
"And the packet that was in this envelope: what did that contain?"
Wallingford hesitated and was so obviously searching for a plausible

lie that Miller interposed, persuasively: "Better tell the truth and not
make trouble"; whereupon Wallingford replied in a barely audible
mumble that the packet had contained a very small quantity of cocaine.

"What has become of that cocaine?" the superintendent asked.
"I took part of it; the rest got spilt and lost."
Miller nodded rather dubiously at this reply and then asked:
"Where did you get this cocaine and the morphine?"
Wallingford hesitated for some time and at length, plucking up a little

courage again, replied: "I would rather not answer that question. It really
has nothing to do with your search. You are looking for arsenic."

Miller reflected for a few moments and then rejoined, quietly:
"That isn't quite correct, Mr Wallingford. I am looking for anything

that may throw light on the death of Mr Monkhouse. But I don't want to
press you unduly, only I would point out that you could not have come
by thesedrugs lawfully. You are not a doctor or a chemist. Whoever sup-
plied you with them was acting illegally and you have beena party to an
illegal transaction in obtaining them. However, if you refuse to disclose
the namesof the persons who supplied them, we will let the matter pass,
at least for the present; but I remind you that you have had these drugs
in your possessionand that you may be, and probably will be compelled
to give an account of the way in which you obtained them."

With that he pocketed the envelope, closed the drawers and turned to
make a survey of the room. There was very little in it, however, for the
bureau and its surmounting cupboard were the only receptacles in
which anything could be concealed, the whole of the walls being occu-
pied by open book-shelves about seven feet high. But even these the
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superintendent was not prepared to take at their face value. First, he
stood on a chair and ran his eye slowly along the tops of all the shelves;
then he made a leisurely tour of the room, closely inspecting eachrow of
books, now and again taking one out or pushing one in against the back
of the shelves. A set of box-files was examined in detail, each one being
opened to ascertain that it contained nothing but papers, and even one or
two obvious portfolios were taken out and inspected. Nothing note-
worthy, however, was brought to light by this rigorous search until the
tour of inspection was nearly completed. The superintendent was, in
fact, approaching the door when his attention was attracted by a row of
books which seemed to be unduly near the front edge of the shelf. Op-
posite this he halted and began pushing the books back, one at a time.
Suddenly I noticed that one of the books, on being pushed, slid back
about half an inch and stopped as if there were something behind it. And
there was. When the superintendent grasped the book and drew it out,
there came into view, standing against the back of the shelf, a smallish
bottle, apparently empty, and bearing a white label.

"Queer place to keep a bottle," Miller remarked, adding, with a smile,
"unless it were a whiskey bottle, which it isn't." He drew it out, and after
looking at it suspiciously and holding it up to the light, took out the cork
and sniffed at it. "Well," he continued, "it is an empty bottle and it is la-
belled 'Benzine.' Do you know anything about it, Mr Wallingford?"

"No, I don't," was the reply. "I don't use benzine, and if I did I should
not keep it on a book-shelf. But I don't see that it matters much. There
isn't any harm in benzine, is there?"

"Probably not," said Miller; "but, you see,the label doesn't agree with
the smell. What do you say, Mrs Monkhouse?"

He once more drew out the cork and held the bottle towards her. She
took it from him and having smelled at it, replied promptly: "It smells to
me like lavender. Possibly the bottle has had lavender water in it, though
I shouldn't, myself, have chosen a benzine bottle to keep a perfume in."

"I don't think it was lavender water," said the superintendent. "That, I
think, is nearly colourless. But the liquid that was in this bottle was red.
As I hold it up to the light, you can seea little ring of red round the edge
of the bottom. I daresay the chemists will be able to tell us what was in
the bottle, but the question now is, who put it there? You are sure you
can't tell us anything about it, Mr Wallingford?"

"I have never seen it before, I assure you," the latter protested almost
tearfully. "I know nothing about it, whatsoever. That is the truth, Super-
intendent; I swear to God it is."
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"Very well, sir," said Miller, writing a brief note on the label and mak-
ing an entry in his note-book. "Perhaps it is of no importance after all.
But we shall see.I think we have finished this room. Perhaps, Sergeant,
you might take a look at the drawing room while I go through Mr
Monkhouse's room. It will savetime. And I needn't trouble you anymore
just at present, Mr Wallingford."

The secretary retired, somewhat reluctantly, to the dining room while
Barbara led the way to the first floor. As we entered the room in winch
that unwitnessed tragedy had been enacted in the dead of the night, I
looked about me with a sort of shuddering interest. The bed had been
stripped, but otherwise nothing seemed to be changed since I had seen
the room but a few days ago when it was still occupied by its dread ten-
ant. The bedside table still bore its pathetic furnishings; the water-bottle,
the little decanter, the books, the candle-box, the burnt-out lamp, the
watchÑthough that ticked no longer, but seemed, with its motionless
hands, to echo the awesome stillness that pervaded that ill-omened
room.

As the superintendent carried out his methodical search, joined
presently by the sergeant, Barbara came and stood by me with her eyes
fixed gloomily on the table.

"Were you thinking of him, Rupert?" she whispered. "Were you think-
ing of that awful night when he lay here, dying, all alone, andÑOh! the
thought of it will haunt me every day of my life until my time comes,
too, however far oft that may be."

I was about to make some reply, as consolatory as might be, when the
superintendent announced that he had finished and asked that Walling-
ford might be sent for to be present at the examination of his room. I
went down to deliver the message,and, as it would have appeared in-
trusive for me to accompany him, I stayed in the dining room with
Madeline, who, though she had recovered from the shock of the detect-
ives' arrival, was still pale and agitated.

"Poor Tony seemed dreadfully upset when he came back just now."
she said. "What was it that happened in the library?"

"Nothing very much," I answered. "The superintendent unearthed his
little stock of dope; which, of course, was unpleasant for him, but it
would not have mattered if he had not been fool enough to lie about it.
That was a fatal thing to do, under the circumstances."

As Wallingford seemed not to have said anything about the bottle, I
made no reference to it, but endeavoured to distract her attention from
what was going on in the house by talking of other matters. Nor was it at
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all difficult; for the truth is that we all, with one accord, avoided any ref-
erenceto the horrible fact which was staring us in the face,and of which
we must all have been fully conscious So we continued a somewhat
banal conversation, punctuated by pauses in which our thoughts stole
secretly back to the hideous realities, until, at length, Wallingford re-
turned, pale and scowling, and flung himself into an arm-chair.
Madeline looked at him inquiringly, but as he offered no remark but sat
in gloomy silence, smoking furiously, she asked him no questions, nor
did I.

A minute or two later, Barbara came into the room, quietly and with
an air of calm self-possessionthat was quite soothing in the midst of the
general emotional tension.

"Do you mind coming up, Madeline?" she said. "They are examining
your room and they want you to unlock the cupboard. You have your
keys about you, I suppose?"

"Yes," Madeline replied, rising and taking from her pocket a little key-
wallet. "That is the key. Will you take it up to them?"

"I think you had better come up yourself," Barbara replied. "It is very
unpleasant but, of course, they have to go through the formalities, and
we must not appear unwilling to help them."

"No, of course," said Madeline. "Then I will come with you, but I
should like Rupert to come, too, if he doesn't mind. Will you?" sheasked,
looking at me appealingly. "Those policemen make me feel so nervous."

Of course, I assentedat once; and as Wallingford, muttering "Damned
impertinence! Infernal indignity'" rose to open the door for us, we passed
out and took our way upstairs.

"I am sorry to trouble you, Miss Norris," said Miller, in a suave tone, as
we entered, "but we must seeeverything if only to be able to say that we
have. Would you be so kind as to unlock this cupboard?"

He indicated a narrow cupboard which occupied one of the recesses
by the chimney-breast, and Madeline at once inserted the key and threw
open the door The interior was then seen to be occupied by shelves, of
winch the lower ones were filled, tidily enough, with an assortment of
miscellaneous articlesÑshoes, shoe-trees, brushes, leather bags, card-
board boxes, note-books and other "oddments"Ñwhile the top shelf
seemed to have been used as a repository for jars, pots and bottles, of
which several appeared to be empty. It was this shelf which seemed to
attract the superintendent's attention and he began operations by hand-
ing out its various contents to the sergeant, who set them down on a
table in orderly rows. When they were all set out and the superintendent
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had inspected narrowly and swept his hand over the empty shelf, the ex-
amination of the jars and bottles began.

The procedure was very methodical and thorough. First, the sergeant
picked up a bottle or jar, looked it over carefully, read the label if there
was one, uncovered or uncorked it, smelled it and passedit to the super-
intendent, who, when he had made a similar inspection, put it down at
the opposite end of the table.

"Can you tell us what this is?" Miller asked, holding out a bottle filled
with a thickish, nearly black liquid.

"That is caramel," Madeline replied. "I use it in my cookery classesand
for cooking at home, too."

The superintendent regarded the bottle a little dubiously but set it
down at the end of the table without comment. Presently he received
from the sergeant a glass jar filled with a brownish powder.

"There is no label on this," he remarked, exhibiting it to Madeline.
"No," she replied. "It is turmeric. That also is used in my classes;and

that other is powdered saffron."
"I wonder you don't label them," said Miller. "It would be easy for a

mistake to occur with all these unlabelled bottles."
"Yes," she admitted, "they ought to be labelled. But I know what each

of them is, and they are all pretty harmless. Most of them are materials
that are used in cookery demonstrations, but that one that you have now
is French chalk, and the one the sergeant has is pumice-powder."

"H'm," grunted Miller, dipping his finger into the former and rubbing
it on his thumb; "what would happen if you thickened a soup with
French chalk or pumice-powder? Not very good for the digestion, I
should think."

"No, I suppose not," Madeline agreed, with the ghost of a smile on r,
her pale face. "I must label them in future."

During this colloquy I had beenrapidly casting my eye over the collec-
tion that still awaited examination, and my attention had been almost at
once arrested by an empty bottle near the end of the row. It looked to me
like the exact counterpart of the bottle which had been found in the lib-
rary; a cylindrical bottle of about the capacity of half a pint, or rather less,
and like the other, labelled in printed characters 'Benzine.'

But mine was not the only eye that had observed it. Presently, I saw
the sergeantpick it upÑout of its turnÑscrutinize it suspiciously,Ñhold
it up to the light, take out the cork and smell both it and the bottle, and
then, directing the latter, telescope-fashion,towards the window, inspect
the bottom by peering in through the mouth. Finally, he clapped in the
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cork with some emphasis, and with a glance full of meaning handed the
bottle to the superintendent.

The latter repeated the procedure in even more detail. When he had
finished, he turned to Madeline with a distinctly inquisitorial air.

"This bottle, Miss Norris," said he, "is labelled 'Benzine.' But it was not
benzine that it contained. Will you kindly smell it and tell me what you
think it did contain. Or perhaps you can say off-hand."

"I am afraid I can't," she replied. "I have no recollection of having had
any benzine and I don't remember this bottle at all. As it is in my cup-
board I suppose I must have put it there, but I don't remember having
ever seen it before. I can't tell you anything about it."

"Well, will you kindly smell it and tell me what you think it con-
tained?" the superintendent persisted, handing her the open bottle. She
took it from him apprehensively, and, holding it to her nose, took a deep
sniff; and instantly her already pale face becamedead white to the very
lips.

"It smells of lavender," she said in a faint voice.
"So I thought," said Miller. "And now, Miss Norris, if you will look in

at the mouth of the bottle against the light, you will seea faint red ring
round the bottom. Apparently, the liquid that the bottle contained was a
red liquid. Moreover, if you hold the bottle against the light and look
through the label, you can see the remains of another label under it.
There is only a tiny scrap of it left, but it is enough for us to seethat it
was a red label. So it would seem that the liquid was a poisonous li-
quidÑpoisonous enough to require a red poison label. And then you no-
tice that this red poison label seems to have been scraped off and the
benzine label stuck on over the place where it had been,although, as the
lavender smell and the red stain clearly show, the bottle never had any
benzine in it at all. Now, Miss Norris, bearing those facts in mind, I ask
you if you can tell me what was in that bottle."

"I have told you," Madeline replied with unexpected firmness, "that I
know nothing about this bottle. I have no recollection of ever having
seen it before. I do not believe that it ever belonged to me. It may have
been in the cupboard when I first began to use it. At any rate, I am not
able to tell you anything about it."

The superintendent continued to look at her keenly, still holding the
bottle. After a few moments' silence he persisted: "A red, poisonous li-
quid which smells of lavender. Can you not form any idea as to what it
was?"
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I was about to enter a protestÑfor the question was really not admiss-
ibleÑwhen Madeline, now thoroughly angry and quite self-possessed,
replied, stiffly: "I don't know what you mean. I have told you that I know
nothing about this bottle. Are you suggesting that I should try to guess
what it contained?"

"No," he rejoined hastily; "certainly not. A guess wouldn't help us at
all. If you really do not know anything about the bottle, we must leave it
at that. You always keep this cupboard locked, I suppose?"

"Usually. But I am not very particular about it. There is nothing of
value in the cupboard, as you see, and the servants are quite trust-
worthy. I sometimes leave the key in the door, but I don't imagine that
anybody ever meddles with it."

The superintendent took the key out of the lock and regarded it attent-
ively. Then he examined the lock itself, and I also took the opportunity of
inspecting it. Both the lock and the key were of the simplest kind, just or-
dinary builder's fittings, which, so far as any real security was con-
cerned, could not be taken seriously. In the absenceof the key, a stiff
wire or a bent hair-pin would probably have shot that little bolt quite
easily, as I took occasion to remark to the superintendent, who frankly
agreed with me.

The bottle having been carefully wrapped up and deposited in the
sergeant'shand-bag, the examination was resumed; but nothing further
of an interesting or suspicious character was discovered among the
bottles or jars. Nor did the sorting-out of the miscellaneous contents of
the lower shelves yield anything remarkable with a single exception.
When the objectson the lowest shelf had beenall taken out, a small piece
of white paper was seen at the back, and on this Miller pounced with
some eagerness.As he brought it out I could seethat it was a chemist's
powder paper, about six inches square (when Miller had carefully
straightened it out), and the creaseswhich marked the places where it
had been folded showed that it had contained a mass of about the bulk
of a dessert-spoonful. But what attracted my attentionÑand the
superintendent'sÑwas the corner of a red label which adhered to a torn
edge in company with a larger fragment of a white label on which the
name or description of the contents had presumably been written or
printed. Miller held it out towards Madeline, who looked at it with a
puzzled frown.

"Do you remember what was in this paper, Miss Norris?" the former
asked.

"I am afraid I don't," she replied.
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"H'm," grunted Miller; "I should have thought you would. It seemsto
have been a good-sized powder and it had a poison label in addition to
the descriptive label. I should have thought that would have recalled it
to your memory."

"So should I," said Madeline. "But I don't remember having bought
any powder that would be labelled 'poison.' It is very odd; and it is odd
that the paper should be there. I don't usually put waste paper into my
cupboard."

"Well, there it is," said Miller, "but if you can't remember anything
about it, we must see if the analysts can find out what was in it." With
which he folded it and having put it into an envelope, bestowed it in his
pocket in company with his other treasures.

This was the last of the discoveries. When they had finished their in-
spection of Madeline's room the officers went on to Barbara's,which they
examined with the sameminute careas they had bestowed on the others,
but without bringing anything of interest to light. Then they inspected
the servants' bedrooms and finally the kitchen and the other premises
appertaining to it, but still without result. It was a tedious affair and we
were all relieved when, at last, it came to an end. Barbara and I escorted
the two detectives to the street door, at which the superintendent paused
to make a few polite acknowledgments.

"I must thank you, Madam," said he, "for the help you have given us
and for the kind and reasonablespirit in which you have accepteda dis-
agreeable necessity. I assure you that we do not usually meet with so
much consideration. A search of this kind is always an unpleasant duty
to carry out and it is not made any more pleasant by a hostile attitude on
the part of the persons concerned."

"I can understand that," replied Barbara; "but really the thanks are due
from me for the very courteous and considerate way in which you have
discharged what I am sure must be a most disagreeable duty. And of
course, it had to be; and I am glad that it has been done so thoroughly. I
never supposed that you would find what you are seeking in this house.
But it was necessarythat the searchshould be made here if only to prove
that you must look for it somewhere else."

"Quite so, Madam," the superintendent returned, a little drily; "and
now I will wish you good afternoon and hope that we shall have no fur-
ther occasion to trouble you."

As I closed the street door and turned back along the hall, the dining
room doorÑapparently already ajarÑopened and Madeline and
Wallingford stepped out; and I could not help reflecting, as I noted their
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pale, anxious facesand shaken bearing, how little their appearancesup-
ported the confident, optimistic tone of Barbara's last remarks But, at any
rate, they were intensely relieved that the ordeal was over, and
'Wallingford even showed signs of returning truculence.

Whatever he was going to say, however, was cut short by Barbara,
who, passing the door and moving towards the staircase,addressed me
over her shoulder.

"Do you mind coming up to my den, Rupert? I want to ask your ad-
vice about one or two things."

The request seemeda little inopportune; but it was uttered as a com-
mand and I had no choice but to obey. Accordingly, I followed Barbara
up the stairs, leaving the other two in the hall, evidently rather discon-
certed by this sudden retreat. At the turn of the stairs I looked down on
the two pale faces.In Madeline's I seemed to read a new apprehensive-
ness, tinged with suspicion; on Wallingford's a scowl of furious anger
which I had no patience to seek to interpret.
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Chapter8
THORNDYKE SPEAKS BLUNTLY

When I had entered the little sitting room and shut the door, I turned to
Barbara,awaiting with some curiosity what she had to say to me. But for
a while she said nothing, standing before me silently, and looking at me
with a most disquieting expression. All her calm self-possession had
gone. I could read nothing in her face but alarm and dismay.

"It is dreadful, Rupert!" she exclaimed, at length, in a half-whisper. "It
is like some awful dream! What can it all mean? I don't dare to ask my-
self the question."

I shook my head, for I was in precisely the same condition. I did not
dare to weigh the meaning of the things that I had seen and heard.

Suddenly, the stony fixity of her face relaxed and with a little
smothered cry she flung her arm around my neck and buried her faceon
my shoulder.

"Forgive me, Rupert, dearest, kindest friend," she sobbed. "Suffer a
poor lonely woman for a few moments. I have only you, dear, faithful
one; only your strength and steadfastnessto lean upon. Before the others
I must needs be calm and brave, must cloak my own fears to support
their flagging courage But it is hard, Rupert; for they see what we see
and dare not put it into words. And the mystery, Rupert, the horrible
shadow that is over us all! In God's name, what can it all mean?

"That is what I ask myself, Barbara, and dare not answer my own
question."

Sheuttered a low moan and clung closer to me, sobbing quietly. I was
deeply moved, for I realized the splendid courage that enabled her to go
about this house of horror, calm and unafraid; to bear the burden of her
companions' weakness as well as her own grief and humiliation. But I
could find nothing to say to her. I could only offer her a silent sympathy,
holding her head on my shoulder and softly stroking her hair while I
wondered dimly what the end of it all would be.
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Presently she stood up, and, taking out her handkerchief, wiped her
eyes resolutely and finally.

"Thank you, dear Rupert," shesaid, "for being so patient with me. I felt
that I had come to the end of my endurance and had to rest my burden
on you. It was a great relief. But I didn't bring you up here for that. I
wanted to consult you about what has to be done. I can't look to poor
Tony in his present state."

"What is it that has to be done?" I asked.
"There is the funeral. That has still to take place."
"Of course it has," I exclaimed, suddenly taken aback; for amidst all the

turmoils and alarms, I had completely lost sight of this detail. "I suppose
I had better call on the undertaker and make the necessary
arrangements."

"If you would be so kind, Rupert, and if you can spare the time. You
have given up the whole day to us already."

"I can manage," said I. "And as to the time of the funeral, I don't know
whether it could be arranged for the evening. It gets dark pretty early"

"No, Rupert," sheexclaimed, firmly. "Not in the evening. Certainly not.
I will not have poor Harold's body smuggled away in the dark like the
dishonoured corpse of some wretched suicide. The funeral shall take
place at the proper time, if I go with it alone."

"Very well, Barbara. I will arrange for us to start at the time originally
fixed. I only suggested the evening becauseÑwell, you know what to
expect."

"Yes,only too well! But I refuse to let a crowd of gaping sight-seersin-
timidate me into treating my dead husband with craven disrespect."

"Perhaps you are right," said I with secret approval other decision,
little as I relished the prospect that it opened. "Then I had better go and
make the arrangements at once. It is getting late. But I am loath to leave
you alone with Madeline and Wallingford."

"I think, perhaps, we shall be better alone for the present, and you
have your own affairs to attend to. But you must have some food before
you go. You have had nothing since the morning, and I expect a meal is
ready by now."

"I don't think I will wait, Barbara," I replied. "This affair ought to be
settled at once. I can get some food when I have dispatched the
business."

Shewas reluctant to let me go. But I was suddenly consciousof a long-
ing to escape from this house into the world of normal things and
people; to be alone for a while with my own thoughts, and, above all, to
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take counsel with Thorndyke. On my way out I called in at the dining
room to make my adieux to Madeline and Wallingford. The former
looked at me, as she shook my hand, very wistfully and I thought a little
reproachfully.

"I am sorry you have to go, Rupert," shesaid. "But you will try to come
and seeus tomorrow, won't you? And spend as much time here as you
can."

I promised to come at some time on the morrow; and having ex-
changed a few words with Wallingford, took my departure, escorted to
the street door by the two women.

The closing of the door, sounding softly in my ears, conveyed a sense
of relief of which I felt ashamed. I drew a deep breath and stepped for-
ward briskly with a feeling of emancipation that I condemned as selfish
and disloyal even as I was sensible of its intensity. It was almost with a
senseof exhilaration that I strode along, a normal, unnoticed wayfarer
among ordinary men and women, enveloped by no cloud of mystery,
overhung by no shadow of crime. There was the undertaker, indeed,
who would drag me back into the gruesome environment, but I would
soon have finished with him, and then, for a time, at least, I should be
free.

I finished with him, in fact, sooner than I had expected, for he had
already arranged the procedure of the postponed funeral and required
only my assent; and when I had given this, I went my way breathing
more freely but increasingly conscious of the need for food.

Yet, after all, my escape was only from physical contact. Try as I
would to forget for a while the terrible events of this day of wrath, the
fresh memories of them came creeping back in the midst of those other
thoughts which I had generated by a deliberate effort. They haunted me
as I walked swiftly through the streets, they made themselves heard
above the rumble of the train, and even as I sat in a tavern in Devereux
Court, devouring with ravenous appreciation a well-grilled chop, accom-
panied by a pint of claret, black care stood behind the old-fashioned,
high-backed settle, an unseen companion of the friendly waiter.

The lighted windows of Thorndyke's chambers were to my eyesas the
harbour lights to the eyesof a storm-beaten mariner. As I emerged from
Fig Tree Court and came in sight of them, I had already the feeling that
the burden of mystery and vague suspicion was lightened; and I strode
acrossKing's BenchWalk with the hopeful anticipation of one who looks
to shift his fardel on to more capable shoulders.
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The door was opened by Thorndyke, himself; and the sheaf of papers
in his hand suggested that he was expecting me. "Are those the depos-
itions?" I asked as we shook hands.

"Yes," he replied. "I have just been reading through them and making
an abstract. Holman has left the duplicate at your chambers."

"I suppose the medical evidence represents the 'complications' that
you hinted at? You expected something of the kind?"

"Yes. An inquest in the face of a regular death certificate suggested
some pretty definite information; and then your own account of the ill-
ness told one what to expect."

"And yet," said I, "neither of the doctors suspected anything while the
man was alive."

"No; but that is not very remarkable. I had the advantage over them of
knowing that a death certificate had been challenged. It is always easier
to be wise after than before the event."

"And now that you have read the depositions, what do you think of
the case? Do you think, for instance, that the verdict was justified?"

"Undoubtedly," he replied. "What other verdict was possible on the
evidence that was before the court? The medical witness swore that de-
ceaseddied from the effects of arsenic poisoning. That is an inference, it
is true. The facts are that the man died and that a poisonous quantity of
arsenic was found in the body. But it is the only reasonableinference and
we cannot doubt that it is the true one. Then again as to the question of
murder as against accident or suicide, it is one of probabilities. But the
probabilities are so overwhelmingly in favour of murder that no others
are worth considering. No, Mayfield, on the evidence before us, we have
to accept the verdict as expressing the obvious truth."

"You think it impossible that there can be any error or fallacy in the
case?"

"I don't say that," he replied. "I am referring exclusively to the evid-
encewhich is set forth in these depositions. That is all the evidence that
we possess.Apart from the depositions we have no knowledge of the
case at all; at least I have none, and I don't suppose you have any."

"I have not. But I understand that you think it at least conceivable that
there may be, after all, some fallacy in the evidence of wilful murder?"

"A fallacy," he replied, "is always conceivable.As you know, Mayfield,
complete certainty, in the most rigorous sense,is hardly ever attainable
in legal practice. But we must be reasonable.The law has to be admin-
istered; and it certainty, in the most extreme, academic sense, is
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unattainable, we must be guided in our action by the highest degree of
probability that is within our reach."

"Yes,I realize that. But still you admit that a fallacy is conceivable.Can
you list for the sake of illustration, suggest any such possibility in the
evidence that you have read?"

"Well," he replied, "as a matter of purely academic interest, there is the
point that I mentioned just now. The body of this man contained a lethal
quantity of arsenic. With that quantity of poison in his body, the man
died. The obvious inference is that those two facts were connected as
causeand effect. But it is not absolutely certain that they were. It is con-
ceivable that the man may have died from some natural cause over-
looked by the pathologistÑwho was already aware of the presenceof ar-
senic, from Detling's information; or again it is conceivable that the man
may have been murdered in some other wayÑeven by the administra-
tion of some other, more rapidly acting poison, which was never found
becauseit was never looked for. Theseare undeniable possibilities. But I
doubt if any reasonable person would entertain them, seeing that they
are mere conjectures unsupported by any sort of evidence. And you no-
tice that the second possibility leaves the verdict of wilful murder
unaffected."

"Yes, but it might transfer the effects of that verdict to the wrong
person."

"True," he rejoined with a smile. "It might transfer them from a poison-
er who had committed a murder to another poisoner who had only at-
tempted to commit one; and the irony of the position would be that the
latter would actually believe himself to be the murderer. But as I said,
this is mere academic talk. The coroner's verdict is the reality with which
we have to deal."

"I am not so sure of that, Thorndyke," said I, inspired with a sudden
hope by his "illustration." "You admit that fallacies are possible and you
are able to suggest two off-hand. You insist, very properly, that our opin-
ions at present must be basedexclusively on the evidence given at the in-
quest. But, as I listened to that evidence, I had the feelingÑand I have it
stillÑthat it did not give a credible explanation of the facts that were
proved. I hadÑand haveÑthe feeling that careful and competent invest-
igation might bring to light some entirely new evidence."

"It is quite possible," he admitted, rather drily.
"Well, then," I pursued, "I should wish some such investigation to be

made. I can recall a number of casesin which the available evidence, as
in the present case,appeared to point to a certain definite conclusion, but

83



in which investigations undertaken by you brought out a body of new
evidence pointing in a totally different direction. There was the Hornby
case,the caseof Blackmore, deceased,the Bellingham caseand a number
of others in which the result of your investigations was to upset com-
pletely a well-established case against some suspected individual."

He nodded, but made no comment, and I concluded with the question:
"Well, why should not a similar result follow in the present case?"

He reflected for a few moments and then asked: "What is it that is in
your mind, Mayfield? What, exactly do you propose?"

"I am proposing that you should allow me to retain you on my own
behalf and that of other interested parties to go thoroughly into this
case."

"With what object?"
"With the object of bringing to light the real facts connected with the

death of Harold Monkhouse."
"Are you authorized by any of the interested parties to make this

proposal?"
"No; and perhaps I had better leave them out and make the proposal

on my own account only."
He did not reply immediately but sat looking at me steadily with a

rather inscrutable expression which I found a little disturbing. At length
he spoke, with unusual deliberation and emphasis.

"Are you sure, Mayfield, that you want the real facts brought to light?"
I stared at him, startled and a good deal taken aback by his question,

and especially by the tone in which it was put. "But, surely," I
stammered, in reply. "Why not?"

"Don't be hasty, Mayfield," said he. "Reflect calmly and impartially be-
fore you commit yourself to any course of action of which you cannot
foreseethe consequences.Perhaps I can help you. Shall we, without pre-
judice and without personal bias, take a survey of the status quo and try
to see exactly where we stand?"

"By all means," I replied, a little uncomfortably.
"Well," he said, "the position is this. A man has died in a certain house,

to which he has been confined as an invalid for some considerable time.
The cause of his death is stated to be poisoning by arsenic. That state-
ment is made by a competent medical witness who has had the fullest
opportunity to ascertain the facts. He makes the statement with complete
confidence that it is a true statement, and his opinion is supported by
those of two other competent professional witnesses. It is an established
fact, which cannot be contested, that the body of deceased contained
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sufficient arsenic to causehis death. So far as we can see,there is not the
slightest reason to doubt that the man died from arsenical poisoning.

"When we come to the question, 'How did the arsenic find its way into
the man's body?' there appears to be only one possible answer. Suicide
and accident are clearly excluded. The evidence makes it practically cer-
tain that the poison was administered to him by some person or persons
with the intent to compasshis death; and the circumstances in which the
poisoning occurred make it virtually certain that the arsenic was admin-
istered to this man by some person or persons customarily and intim-
ately in contact with him.

"The evidence shows that there were eight persons who would answer
this description; and we have no knowledge of the existenceof any oth-
ers. Those persons are: Barbara Monkhouse, Madeline Norris, Anthony
Wallingford, the housemaid, Mabel Withers, the cook, the kitchenmaid,
Dr Dimsdale and Rupert Mayfield. Of theseeight persons the police will
assumethat one, or more, administered the poison; and, so far as we can
see, the police are probably right."

I was rather staggered by his bluntness. But I had asked for his opin-
ion and I had got it. After a brief pause, I said: "We are still, of course,
dealing with the depositions. On those, as you say, a presumption of
guilt lies against these eight persons collectively. That doesn't carry us
very far in a legal sense.You can't indict eight persons as having among
them the guilty party. Do you take it that the presumption of guilt lies
more heavily on some of these persons than on others?"

"Undoubtedly," he replied. "I enumerated them merely as the body of
persons who fulfilled the necessary conditions as to opportunity and
among whom the police willÑreasonablyÑlook for the guilty person. In
a sense,they are all suspectuntil the guilt is fixed on a particular person.
They all had, technically, a motive, since they all benefited by the death
of deceased.Actually, none of them has been shown to have any motive
at all in an ordinary and reasonable sense.But for practical purposes,
several of them can almost be put outside the area of suspicion; the kit-
chenmaid, for instance, and Dr Dimsdale and yourself."

"And Mrs Monkhouse," I interposed, "seeing that she appears to have
been absent and far away on each occasion when the poison seems to
have been administered."

"Precisely," he agreed. "In fact, her absencewould seemto exclude her
from the group of possible suspects.But apart from its bearing on her-
self, her absencefrom home on these occasions has a rather important
bearing on some of the others."
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"Indeed!" said I, trying rapidly to judge what that bearing might be.
"Yes, it is this: the fact that the poisoning occurredÑas it ap-

pearsÑonly when Mrs Monkhouse was away from home, suggests not
only that the poisoner was fully cognizant other movements, which all
the household would be, but that her presence at home would have
hindered that poisoner from administering the poison. Now, the differ-
ent persons in the house would be differently affected by her presence.
We need not pursue the matter any further just now, but you must see
that the hindrance to the poisoning caused by Mrs Monkhouse's pres-
ence would be determined by the nature of the relations between Mrs
Monkhouse and the poisoner."

"Yes, I see that."
"And you seethat this circumstance tends to confirm the belief that the

crime was committed by a member of the household?"
"I suppose it does," I admitted, grudgingly.
"It does, certainly," said Thorndyke; "and that being so, I ask you

again: do you think it expedient that you should meddle with this case?
If you do, you will be taking a heavy responsibility; for I must remind
you that you are not proposing to employ me as a counsel, but as an in-
vestigator who may becomea witness. Now, when I plead in court, I act
like any other counsel; I plead my client's casefrankly as an advocate,
knowing that the judge is there to watch over the interests of justice. But
as an investigator or witness I am concerned only with the truth. I never
give ex parte evidence. If I investigate a crime and discover the criminal,
I denounce him, even though he is my employer; for otherwise I should
become an accessory.Whoever employs me as an investigator of crime
does so at his own risk.

"Bear this in mind, Mayfield, before you go any further in this matter. I
don't know what your relations are to thesepeople, but I gather that they
are your friends; and I want you to consider very seriously whether you
are prepared to risk the possible consequencesof employing me. It is ac-
tually possible that one or more of thesepersons may be indicted for the
murder of Harold Monkhouse. That would, in any case,be extremely
painful for you. But if it happened through the action of the police, you
would be, after all, but a passive spectator of the catastrophe. Very dif-
ferent would be the position if it were your own hand that had let the
axe fall. Are you prepared to face the risk of such a possibility?"

I must confess that I was daunted by Thorndyke's blunt statement of
the position. There was no doubt as to the view that he took of the case.
He made no secret of it. And he clearly gauged my own state of mind
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correctly. He saw that it was not the crime that was concerning me; that I
was not seeking justice against the murderer but that I was looking to se-
cure the safety of my friends.

I turned the question over rapidly in my mind. The contingency that
Thorndyke had suggested was horrible. I could not face such a risk.
Rather, by far, would I have had the murderer remain unpunished than
be, myself, the agent of vengeanceon any of these suspects.Hideous as
the crime was, I could not bring myself to accept the office of executioner
if one of my own friends was to be the victim.

I had almost decided to abandon the project and leave the result to
Fate or the police. But then came a sudden revulsion. From the grounds
of suspicion my thoughts flew to the persons suspected; to gentle, sym-
pathetic Madeline, so mindful of the dead man's comfort, so solicitous
about his needs, so eager to render him the little services that mean so
much to a sick man. Could I conceive other as hiding under this appear-
anceof tender sympathy the purposes of a cruel and callous murderess?
The thing was absurd. My heart rejected it utterly. Nor could I entertain
for a moment such a thought of the kindly, attentive housemaid; and
even Wallingford, much as I disliked him, was obviously outside the
area of possible suspicion. An intolerable coxcomb he certainly was; but
a murdererÑnever!

"I will take the risk, Thorndyke," said I. He looked at me with slightly
raised eyebrows, and I continued: "I know thesepeople pretty intimately
and I find it impossible to entertain the idea that any of them could have
committed this callous, deliberate crime. At the moment, I realize cir-
cumstancesseemto involve them in suspicion; but I am certain that there
is some fallacyÑthat there are some facts which did not transpire at the
inquest but which might be brought to the surface if you took the casein
hand."

"Why not let the police disinter those facts?"
"Becausethe police evidently suspect the members of the household

and they will certainly pursue the obvious probabilities."
"So should I, for that matter," said he; "and in any case,we can't pre-

vent the police from bringing a charge if they are satisfied that they can
support it. And your own experiencewill tell you that they will certainly
not take a caseinto the Central Criminal Court unless they have enough
evidence to make a conviction a virtual certainty. But I remind you, May-
field, that they have got it all to do. There is grave suspicion in respect of
a number of persons, but there is not, at present, a particle of positive
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evidence against any one person. It looks to me as if it might turn out to
be a very elusive case."

"Precisely," said I. "That is why I am anxious that the actual perpetrat-
or should be discovered. Until he is, all thesepeople will be under suspi-
cion, with the peril of a possible arrest constantly hanging over them. I
might even say, 'hanging over us'; for you, yourself, have included me in
the group of possible suspects."

He reflected for a few moments. At length he replied: "You are quite
right, Mayfield. Until the perpetrator of a crime is discovered and his
guilt established, it is always possible for suspicion to rest upon the inno-
cent and even for a miscarriage of justice to occur. In all casesit is most
desirable that the crime should be brought home to the actual perpetrat-
or without delay for that reason, to say nothing of the importance, on
grounds of public policy, of exposing and punishing wrong-doers. You
know these people and I do not. If you are sufficiently confident of their
innocence to take the risk of associating yourself with the agenciesof de-
tection, I have no more to say on that point. I am quite willing to go into
the case so far as I can, though, at present, I see no prospect of success."

"It seems to you a difficult case, then?"
"Very. It is extraordinarily obscure and confused. Whoever poisoned

that unfortunate man, seemsto have managed most skilfully to confuse
all the issues.Whatever may have been the medium through which the
poison was given, that medium is associatedequally with a number of
different persons. If the medicine was the vehicle, then the responsibility
is divided between Dimsdale, who prepared it, and the various persons
who administered it. If the poison was mixed with the food, it may have
been introduced by any of the persons who prepared it or had accessto
it on its passagefrom the kitchen to the patient's bedroom. There is no
one person of whom we can say that he or shehad any special opportun-
ity that others had not. And it is the same with the motive. No one had
any really, adequate motive for killing Monkhouse; but all the possible
suspectsbenefited by his death, though they were apparently not aware
of it."

"They all knew, in general terms, that they had been mentioned in the
will though the actual provisions and amounts were not disclosed. But I
should hardly describe Mrs Monkhouse as benefiting by her husband's
death. Shewill not be as well off now as she was when he was alive and
the whole of his income was available."

"No. But we were not including her in the group since she was not in
the house when the poison was being administered We were speaking of
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those who actually had the opportunity to administer the poison; and we
see that the opportunity was approximately equal in all. And you see,
Mayfield, the trouble is that any evidence incriminating any one person
would be in events which are past and beyond recall. The depositions
contain all that we know and all that we are likely to know, unless the
police are able to ascertain that some one of the parties has purchased ar-
senic from a chemist; which is extremely unlikely considering the cau-
tion and judgment that the poisoner has shown. The truth is that, if no
new evidence is forthcoming, the murder of Harold Monkhouse will
take its place among the unsolved and insoluble mysteries."

"Then, I take it that you will endeavour to find some new evidence?
But I don't see, at all, how you will go about it."

"Nor do I," said he. "There seems to be nothing to investigate.
However, I shall study the depositions and seeif a careful consideration
of the evidence offers any suggestion for a new line of research.And as
the whole casenow lies in the past, I shall try to learn as much as pos-
sible about everything and everybody concerned. Perhaps I had better
begin with you. I don't quite understand what your position is in this
household."

"I will tell you with pleasure all about my relations with the Monk-
houses,but it is a rather long story, and I don't seethat it will help you in
any way."

"Now, Mayfield." said Thorndyke, "don't begin by considering what
knowledge may or may not be helpful. We don't know. The most trivial
or seemingly irrelevant fact may offer a most illuminating suggestion.
My rule is, when I am gravelled for lack of evidence, to collect, indis-
criminately, all the information that I can obtain that is in the remotest
way connected with the problem that I am dealing with. Bear that in
mind. I want to know all that you can tell me, and don't be afraid of irrel-
evant details. They may not be irrelevant, after all; and if they are, I can
sift them out afterwards. Now, begin at the beginning and tell me the
whole of the long story."

He provided himself with a note-book, uncapped his fountain pen and
prepared himself to listen to what I felt to be a perfectly uselessrecital of
facts that could have no possible bearing on the case.

"I will take you at your word," said I, "and begin at the very beginning,
when I was quite a small boy. At that time, my father, who was a wid-
ower, lived at Highgate and kept the chambers in the Temple which I
now occupy. A few doors away from us lived a certain Mr Keene,an old
friend of my father'sÑhis only really intimate friend, in factÑand, of
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course, I used to seea good deal of him. Mr Keene, who was getting on
in years, had married a very charming woman, considerably younger
than himself, and at this time there was one child, a little girl about two
years old. Unfortunately, Mrs Keene was very delicate, and soon after
the child's birth she developed symptoms of consumption. Once started,
the diseaseprogressed rapidly in spite of the most careful treatment, and
in about two years from the outset of the symptoms, she died.

"Her death was a great grief to Mr Keene,and indeed, to us all, for she
was a most lovable woman; and the poor little motherless child made the
strongest appeal to our sympathies. She was the loveliest little creature
imaginable and as sweet and winning in nature as she was charming in
appearanceOn her mother's death, I adopted her as my little sister, and
devoted myself to her service. In fact, I becameher slave; but a very will-
ing slave; for shewas so quick and intelligent, so affectionate and so ami-
able that, in spite of the difference in our agesÑsome eight or nine
yearsÑI found her a perfectly satisfying companion. She entered quite
competently into all my boyish sports and amusements,so that our com-
panionship really involved very little sacrifice on my part but rather was
a source of constant pleasure.

"But her motherless condition causedMr Keenea good deal of anxiety.
As I have said, he was getting on in life and was by no means a strong
man, and he viewed with some alarm the, not very remote, possibility of
her becoming an orphan with no suitable guardian, for my father was
now an elderly man, and I was, as yet, too young to undertake the
charge. Eventually, he decided, for the child's sake, to marry again; and
about two years after his first wife's death he proposed to and was accep-
ted by a lady named Ainsworth whom he had known for many years,
who had been left a widow with one child, a girl some two years young-
er than myself.

"Naturally, I viewed the advent of the new Mrs Keene with some jeal-
ousy. But there was no occasion. She was a good, kindly woman who
showed from the first that she meant to do her duty by her little step-
daughter. And her own child, Barbara, equally disarmed our jealousy. A
quiet, rather reserved little girl, but very clever and quickwitted, she not
only accepted me at once with the frankest friendliness but, with a curi-
ous tactfulness for such a young girl, devoted herself to my little friend,
Stella Keene, without in the least attempting to oust me from my posi-
tion. In effect, we three young people becamea most united and harmo-
nious little coterie in which our respective positions were duly
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recognized. I was the head of the firm, so to speak, Stella was my adop-
ted sister, and Barbara was the ally of us both.

"So our relations continued as the years passed; but presently the
passing years began to take toll of our seniors. My father was the first to
go. Then followed Mr Keene, and after a few more years, Barbara's
mother. By the time my twenty-fifth birthday came round, we were all
orphans."

"What were your respective ages then?" Thorndyke asked.
Rather surprised at the question, I paused to make a calculation. "My

own age," I replied, "was, as I have said, twenty-five. Barbara would then
be twenty-two and Stella sixteen."

Thorndyke made a note of my answer and I proceeded: "The death of
our elders made no appreciable difference in our way of living. My fath-
er had left me a modest competence and the two girls were fairly
provided for. The houses that we occupied were beyond our needs, re-
duced as we were in numbers and we discussed the question of sharing
a house. But, of course, the girls were not really my sisters and the
schemewas eventually rejected as rather too unconventional; so we con-
tinued to live in our respective houses."

"Was there any trustee for the girls?" Thorndyke asked.
"Yes, Mr Brodribb. The bulk of the property was, I believe, vested in

Stella, but, for reasons which I shall come to in a moment, there was a
provision that, in the event of her death, it should revert to Barbara."

"On account, I presume, of the tendency to consumption?"
"Exactly. For some time before Mr Keene'sdeath there had been signs

that Stella inherited her mother's delicacy of health. Hence the provisions
for Barbara. But no definite manifestations of disease appeared until
Stella was about eighteen. Then shedeveloped a cough and began to lose
weight; but, for a couple of years the diseasemade no very marked pro-
gress,in fact, there were times when sheseemedto be in a fair way to re-
covery. Then, rather suddenly, her health took a turn for the worse. Soon
she became almost completely bed-ridden. She wasted rapidly, and, in
fact, was now the typical consumptive, hectic, emaciated, but always
bright, cheerful and full of plans for the future and enthusiasm for the
little hobbies that I devised to keep her amused.

"But all the time, she was going down the hill steadily, although, as I
have said, there were remissions and fluctuations; and, in short, after
about a year's definite illness, she went the way other mother. Her death
was immediately caused, I understand, by an attack of hemorrhage."

"You understand?" Thorndyke repeated, interrogatively.
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"Yes.To my lasting grief, I was away from home when she died. I had
beenrecently called to the bar and was offered a brief for the Chelmsford
Assizes, which I felt I ought not to refuse, especially as Stella seemed,
just then, to be better than usual. What made it worse was that the tele-
gram which was sent to recall me went astray. I had moved on to
Ipswich and had only just written to give my new address, so that I did
not get home until just before the funeral. It was a fearful shock, for no
one had the least suspicion that the end was so near. If I had supposed
that there was the slightest immediate danger, nothing on earth would
have induced me to go away from home."

Thorndyke had listened to my story not only with close attention but
with an expression of sympathy which I noted gratefully and perhaps
with a little surprise. But he was a strange man; as impersonal as Fate
when he was occupied in actual researchand yet showing at times unex-
pected gleams of warm human feeling and the most sympathetic under-
standing. He now preserved a thoughtful silence for some time after I
had finished. Presently he said: "I suppose this poor girl's death causeda
considerable change in your way of living?"

"Yes, indeed! Its effects were devastating both on Barbara and me.
Neither of us felt that we could go on with the old ways of life. Barbara
let her house and went into rooms in London, where I used to visit her as
often as I could; and I sold my house, furniture and all and took up res-
idence in the Temple. But even that I could not endure for long. Stella's
death had broken me up completely. Right on from my boyhood, she
had been the very hub of my life. All my thoughts and interests had re-
volved around her. She had been to me friend and sister in one. Now
that she was gone, the world seemedto be a great, chilly void, haunted
everywhere by memories of her. She had pervaded my whole life, and
everything about me was constantly reminding me of her. At last I found
that I could bear it no longer. The familiar things and places becamein-
tolerable to my eyes.I did not want to forget her; on the contrary, I loved
to cherish her memory. But it was harrowing to have my loss thrust
upon me at every turn. I yearned for new surroundings in which I could
begin a new life; and in the end, I decided to go to Canada and settle
down there to practise at the Bar.

"My decision cameasa fearful blow to Barbara,and indeed, I felt not a
little ashamed of my disloyalty to her; for she, too, had been like a sister
to me and, next to Stella, had been my dearest friend. But it could not be
helped. An intolerable unrest had possessionof me. I felt that I must go;
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and go I did, leaving poor Barbara to console her loneliness with her
political friends.

"I stayed in Canada nearly two years and meant to stay there for good.
Then, one day, I got a letter from Barbara telling me that she was mar-
ried. The news rather surprised me, for I had taken Barbara for an invet-
erate spinster with a tendency to avoid male friends other than myself.
But the news had another, rather curious effect. It set my thoughts ram-
bling amidst the old surroundings. And now I found that they repelled
me no longer; that, on the contrary, they aroused a certain feeling of
home-sickness,a yearning for the fuller, richer life of London and a sight
of the English countryside. In not much more than a month, I had
wound up my Canadian affairs and was back in my old chambers in the
Temple, which I had never given up, ready to start practice afresh."

"That," said Thorndyke, "would be a little less than three years ago.
Now we come to your relations with the Monkhouse establishment."

"Yes;and I drifted into them almost at once. Barbara received me with
open arms, and of course, Monkhouse knew all about me and accepted
me asan old friend. Very soon I found myself, in a way, a member of the
household. A bedroom was set apart for my use, whenever I cared to oc-
cupy it, and I cameand went as if I were one of the family. I was appoin-
ted a trustee, with Brodribb, and dropped into the position of general
family counsellor."

"And what were your relations with Monkhouse?"
"We were never very intimate. I liked the man and I think he liked me.

But he was not very approachable; a self-contained, aloof, undemonstrat-
ive man, and an inveterate book-worm. But he was a good man and I re-
spected him profoundly, though I could never understand why Barbara
married him, or why he married Barbara. I couldn't imagine him in love.
On the other hand I cannot conceive any motive that anyone could have
had for doing him any harm. He seemedto me to be universally liked in
a rather lukewarm fashion."

"It is of no use, I suppose," said Thorndyke, "to ask you if theseremin-
iscenceshave brought anything to your mind that would throw any light
on the means, the motive or the person connected with the crime?"

"No," I answered; "nor can I imagine that they will bring anything to
yours. In fact, I am astonished that you have let me go on so long drib-
bling out all these trivial and irrelevant details. Your patience is
monumental."

"Not at all," he replied. "Your story has interested me deeply. It enables
me to visualize very clearly at least a part of the setting of this crime, and
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it has introduced me to the personalities of some of the principal actors,
including yourself. The details are not in the least trivial; and whether
they are or are not irrelevant we cannot judge. Perhaps, when we have
solved the mysteryÑif ever we doÑwe may find connections between
events that had seemed to be totally unrelated."

"It is, I suppose, conceivable as a mere, speculative possibility. But
what I have been telling you is mainly concerned with my own rather re-
mote past, which can hardly have any possible bearing on comparatively
recent events."

"That is perfectly true," Thorndyke agreed. "Your little autobiography
has made perfectly clear your own relation to thesepeople, but it has left
most of themÑand those in whom I am most interestedÑoutside the
picture. I was just wondering whether it would be possible for you to
amplify your sketch of the course of events after Barbara's marriageÑI
am, like you, using the Christian name, for convenience. What I really
want is an account of the happenings in that household during the last
three years, and especially during the last year. Do you think that, if you
were to turn out the garrets of your memory, you could draw up a his-
tory of the house in Hilborough Square and its inmates from the time
when you first made its acquaintance?Have you any sort of notes that
would help you?"

"By Jove!" I exclaimed. "Of course I have. There is my diary."
"Oh," said Thorndyke, with obviously awakened interest. "You keep a

diary. What sort of diary is it? Just brief jottings, or a full record?"
"It is a pretty full diary. I began it more than twenty years ago asa sort

of schoolboy hobby. But it turned out so useful and entertaining to refer
to that I encouraged myself to persevere.Now, I am a confirmed diarist;
and I write down not only facts and events, but also comments, which
may be quite illuminating to study by the light of what has happened. I
will read over the last three years and make an abstract of everything
that has happened in that household. And I hope the reading of that ab-
stract will entertain you; for I can't believe that it will help you to unravel
the mystery of Harold Monkhouse's death."

"Well." Thorndyke replied, as I rose to take my leave, "don't let your
scepticism influence you. Keep in your mind the actual position. In that
house a man was poisoned, and almost certainly feloniously poisoned.
He must have been poisoned either by someone who was an inmate of
that house or by someonewho had some sort of accessto the dead man
from without. It is conceivable that the entries in your diary may bring
one or other such person into view. Keep that possibility constantly
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before you; and fill your abstract with irrelevancies rather than risk omit-
ting anything from which we could gather even the most shadowy hint."
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Chapter9
SUPERINTENDENT MILLER IS PUZZLED

On arriving at my chambers after my conference with Thorndyke, I
found awaiting me a letter from a Maidstone solicitor offering me a brief
for a caseof some importance that was to be tried at the forthcoming as-
sizes.At first, I read it almost impatiently, so preoccupied was my mind
with the tragedy in which I was involved. It seemedinopportune, almost
impertinent. But, in fact it was most opportune, as I presently realized, in
that it recalled me to the realities of normal life. My duties to my friends
I did, indeed, take very seriously. But I was not an idle man. I had my
way to make in my profession and could not afford to drop out of the
race, to sacrifice my ambitions entirely, even on the altar of friendship.

I sat down and glanced through the instructions. It was a caseof al-
leged fraud, an intricate casewhich interested me at once and in which I
thought I could do myself credit; which was also the opinion of the soli-
citor, who was evidently anxious for me to undertake it. Eventually, I de-
cided to accept the brief, and having written a letter to that effect, I set
myself to spend the remainder of the evening in studying the instruc-
tions and mastering the rather involved details. For time was short, since
the casewas down for hearing in a couple of days' time and the morrow
would be taken up by my engagements at Hilborough Square.

I passover the incidents of the funeral. It was a dismal and unpleasant
affair, lacking all the dignity and pathos that relieve the dreariness of an
ordinary funeral. None of us could forget, as we sat back in the mourn-
ing coach as far out of sight as possible, that the corpse in the hearse
ahead was the corpse of a murdered man, and that most of the bystand-
ers knew it. Even in the chapel, the majestic service was marred and al-
most vulgarized by the self-consciousnessof the mourners and at the
grave-side we found one another peering furtively around for signs of
recognition. To all of us it was a profound relief, when we were once
more gathered together in the drawing room, to hear the street door
close firmly and the mourning carriage rumble away down the square.
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I took an early opportunity of mentioning the brief and I could seethat
to both the women the prospect of my departure came as a disagreeable
surprise.

"How soon will you have to leave us?" Madeline asked, anxiously.
"I must start for Maidstone tomorrow morning," I replied.
"Oh, dear!" she exclaimed. "How empty the place will seem and how

lost we shall be without you to advise us."
"I hope," said I, "that the occasionsfor advice are past, and I shall not

be so very far away, if you should want to consult me."
"No," said Barbara, "and I suppose you will not be away for very long.

Shall you come back when your caseis finished or shall you stay for the
rest of the assizes?"

"I shall probably have some other briefs offered, which will detain me
until the assizesare over. My solicitor hinted at some other cases,and of
course there is the usual casual work that turns up on circuit."

"Well," she rejoined, "we can only wish you good luck and plenty of
work, though we shall be glad when it is time for you to come back; and
we must be thankful that you were here to help us through the worst of
our troubles."

The general tenor of this conversation, which took place at the lunch
table, was not, apparently, to Wallingford's taste; for he sat glumly con-
suming his food and rather ostentatiously abstaining from taking any
part in the discussion. Nor was I surprised; for the obvious way in which
both women leant on me was a reproach to his capacity, which ought to
have made my advice and guidance unnecessary.But though I sympath-
ized in a way with his displeasure, it nevertheless made me a little un-
easy.For there was another matter that I wanted to broach; one in which
he might consider himself concerned; namely, my commission to Thorn-
dyke. I had, indeed, debated with myself whether I should not be wiser
to keep my own counsel on the subject; but I had decided that they were
all interested parties and that it would seemunfriendly and uncandid to
keep them in the dark. But, for obvious reasons,I did not propose to ac-
quaint them with Thorndyke's views on the case.

The announcement, when I made it, was received without enthusiasm,
and Wallingford, as I had feared, was inclined to be resentful.

"Don't you think, Mayfield," said he, "that you ought to have consulted
the rest of us before putting this private inquiry agent, or whatever he is,
on the case?"

"Perhaps I ought," I admitted. "But it is important to us all that the
mystery should be cleared up."
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"That is quite true," said Barbara, "and for my part, I shall never rest
until the wretch who made away with poor Harold is dragged out into
the light of dayÑthat is, if there is really such a person; I mean, if
Harold's death was not, after all, the result of some ghastly accident. But
is it wise for us to meddle? The police have the casein hand. Surely, with
all their experience and their machinery of detection, they are more
likely to be successfulthan a private individual, no matter how clever he
may be."

"That," I replied, "is, in fact, Dr Thorndyke's own view. He wished to
leave the inquiry to the police; and I may say that he will not come into
the caseunless it should turn out that the police are unable to solve the
mystery."

"In which case,"said Wallingford, "it is extremely unlikely that an out-
sider, without their special opportunities, will be able to solve it. And if
he should happen to find a mare's nest, we shall share the glory and the
publicity of his discovery."

"I don't think," said I, "that you need have any anxiety on that score. Dr
Thorndyke is not at all addicted to finding mare's nests and still less to
publicity. If he makes any discovery he will probably keep it to himself
until he has the whole casecut and dried. Then he will communicate the
facts to the police; and the first news we shall have on the subject will be
the announcement that an arrest has been made. And when the police
make an arrest on Thorndyke's information, you can take it that a convic-
tion will follow inevitably."

"I don't think I quite understand Dr Thorndyke's position." said
Madeline. "What is he? You seem to refer to him as a sort of superior
private detective."

"Thorndyke," I replied, "is a unique figure in the legal world. He is a
barrister and a doctor of medicine. In the one capacity he is probably the
greatest criminal lawyer of our time. In the other he is, among other
things, the leading authority on poisons and on crimes connected with
them; and so far as I know, he has never made a mistake."

"He must be a very remarkable man," Wallingford remarked, drily.
"He is," I replied; and in justification of my statement, I gave a sketch

of one or two of the casesin which Thorndyke had cleared up what had
seemed to be a completely and helplessly insoluble mystery. They all
listened with keen interest and were evidently so far impressed that any
doubts as to Thorndyke's capacity were set at rest. But yet I was con-
scious, in all three, of a certain distrust and uneasiness.The truth was, as
it seemedto me, that none of them had yet recovered from the ordeal of
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the inquest. In their secret hearts, what they all wantedÑeven Barbara,
as I suspectedÑwas to bury the whole dreadful episode in oblivion. And
seeing this, I had not the courage to remind them of theirÑof our posi-
tion as the actual suspectedparties whose innocence it was Thorndyke's
function to make clear.

In view of my impending departure from London, I stayed until the
evening was well advanced, though sensibleof a certain impatience to be
gone; and when, at length, I took my leave and set forth homeward, I
was conscious of the same senseof relief that I had felt on the previous
day. Now, for a time, I could dismiss this horror from my mind and let
my thoughts occupy themselves with the activities that awaited me at
Maidstone; which they did so effectually that by the time I reached my
chambers, I felt that I had my caseat my fingers' ends. I had just set to
work making my preparations for the morrow when my glance
happened to light on the glazed bookcasein which the long seriesof my
diaries was kept; and then I suddenly bethought me of the abstract
which I had promised to make for Thorndyke. There would be no time
for that now; and yet, since he had seemedto attach some importance to
it, I could not leave my promise unfulfilled. The only thing to be done
was to let him have the diary, itself. I was a little reluctant to do this for I
had never yet allowed any-one to read it. But there seemed to be no al-
ternative; and, after all, Thorndyke was a responsible person; and if the
diary did contain a certain amount of confidential matter, there was
nothing in it that was really secret or that I need object to anyone read-
ing. Accordingly, I took out the current volume, and, dropping it into my
pocket, made my way round to King's Bench Walk.

My knock at the door was answered by Thorndyke, himself, and as I
entered the room, I was a little disconcerted at finding a large man
seated in an easy chair by the fire with his back to me; and still more so
when, on hearing me enter, he rose and turned to confront me. For the
stranger was none other than Mr Superintendent Miller.

His gratification at the meeting seemed to be no greater than mine,
though he greeted me quite courteously and even cordially. I had the un-
comfortable feeling that I had broken in on a conference and began to
make polite preparations for a strategic retreat. But Thorndyke would
have none of it.

"Not at all, Mayfield," said he. "The superintendent is here on the same
businessasyou are, and when I tell him that you have commissioned me
to investigate this case, he will realize that we are colleagues."
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I am not sure that the superintendent realized this so very vividly, but
it was evident that Thorndyke's information interested him. Neverthe-
less he waited for me and Thorndyke to make the opening moves and
only relaxed his caution by slow degrees.

"We were remarking when you came in," he said, at length, "what a
curiously baffling case this is, and how very disappointing. At first it
looked all plain sailing. There was the lady who used to prepare the spe-
cial diet for the unfortunate man and actually take it up to him and
watch him eat it. It seemedas if we had her in the hollow of our hand.
And then she slipped out. The arsenic that was found in the stomach
seemedto connect the death with the food; but then there was that con-
founded bottle of medicine that seemedto put the food outside the case.
And when we came to reckon up the evidence furnished by the medi-
cine, it proved nothing. Somebody put the poison in. All of them had the
opportunity, more or less,and all about equally. Nothing pointed to one
more than another. And that is how it is all through. There is any
amount of suspicion; but the suspicion falls on a group of people, not on
anyone in particular."

"Yes," said Thorndyke, "the issues are most strangely confused."
"Extraordinarily," said Miller. "This queer confusion runs all through

the case.You are constantly thinking that you have got the solution, and
just as you are perfectly sure, it slips through your fingers. There are lots
of cluesÑfine ones;but as soon as you follow one up it breaks off in the
middle and leaves you gaping. You saw what happened at the search,
Mr Mayfield."

"I saw the beginningÑthe actual search; but I don't know what came
of it."

"Then I can tell you in one word. Nothing. And yet we seemed to be
right on the track every time. There was that secret drawer of Mr
Wallingford's. When I saw that packet of white powder in it, I thought it
was going to be a walk-over. I didn't believe for a moment that the stuff
was cocaine. But it was. I went straight to our analyst to have it tested."

As the superintendent was speaking I caught Thorndyke's eye, fixed
on me with an expression of reproachful inquiry. But he made no remark
and Miller continued: "Then there were those two empty bottles. The one
that I found in the library yielded definite traces of arsenic. But then,
whose bottle was it? The place was accessibleto the entire household. It
was impossible to connect it with any one person.

"On the other hand, the bottle that I found in Miss Norris' cupboard,
and that was presumably hersÑthough she didn't admit itÑcontained
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no arsenic; at least the analyst said it didn't, though as it smelt of lav-
ender and had a red stain at the bottom, I feel convinced that it had had
Fowlers Solution in it. What do you think, Doctor? Don't you think the
analyst may have been mistaken?"

"No," Thorndyke replied, decidedly. "If the red stain had been due to
Fowlers Solution there would have been an appreciable quantity of ar-
senic present; probably a fiftieth of a grain at least. But Marsh's test
would detect a much smaller quantity than that. If no arsenic was found
by a competent chemist who was expressly testing for it, you can take it
that no arsenic was there."

"Well," Miller rejoined, "you know best.But you must admit that it is a
most remarkable thing that one bottle which smelt of lavender and had a
red stain at the bottom, should contain arsenic, and that another bottle,
exactly similar in appearanceand smelling of lavender and having a red
stain at the bottom, should contain no arsenic."

"I am entirely with you, Miller," Thorndyke agreed. "It is a most re-
markable circumstance."

"And you seemy point," said Miller. "Every discovery turns out a sell.
I find a concealed packet of powderÑwith the owner lying like Anani-
asÑbut the powder turns out not to be arsenic. I find a bottle that did
contain arsenic, and there is no owner. I find another, similar bottle,
which has an owner, and there is no arsenic in it. Rum, isn't it? I feel like
the donkey with the bunch of carrots tied to his nose. The carrots are
there all right, but he can never get a bite at 'em."

Thorndyke had listened with the closest attention to the
superintendent's observations and he now began a cautious cross-exam-
inationÑcautious becauseMiller was taking it for granted that I had told
him all about the search; and I could not but admire his discretion in
suppressing the fact that I had not. For, while Thorndyke, himself,
would not suspect me of any intentional concealment, Miller un-
doubtedly would, and what little confidence he had in me would have
beendestroyed. Accordingly, he managed the superintendent so adroitly
that the latter described, piecemeal, all the incidents of the search.

"Did Wallingford say how he came to be in possessionof all this co-
caine and morphine?" he asked.

"No," replied Miller, "I asked him, but he refused to say where lie had
got it."

"But he could be made to answer," said Thorndyke. "Both of these
drugs are poisons. He could be made to account for having them in his
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possessionand could be called upon to show that he came by them law-
fully. They are not ordinarily purchasable by the public."

"No, that's true," Miller admitted. "But is there any object in going into
the question? You see, the cocaine isn't really any affair of ours."

"It doesn't seem to be," Thorndyke agreed, "at least, not directly; but
indirectly it may be of considerable importance. I think you ought to find
out where he got that cocaine and morphine, Miller."

The superintendent reflected with the air of having seen a new light.
"I seewhat you mean, Doctor," said he. "You mean that if he got the

stuff from some Chinaman or common dope merchant, there wouldn't
be much in it; whereas, if he got it from someone who had a general
stock of drugs, there might be a good deal in it. Is that the point?"

"Yes. He was able to obtain poisons from somebody, and we ought to
know exactly what facilities he had for obtaining poisons and what pois-
ons he obtained."

"Yes, that is so," said Miller. "Well, I will see about it at once. For-
tunately he is a pretty easy chappie to frighten. I expect, if I give him a
bit of a shake-up, he will give himself away; and if he won't, we must try
other means.And now, as I think we have said all that we have to say at
present, I will wish you two gentlemen good night."

He rose and took up his hat, and having shaken our hands, was duly
escorted to the door by Thorndyke; who, when he had seen his visitor
safely on to the stairs, returned and confronted me with a look of deep
significance.

"You never told me about that cocaine," said he.
"No," I admitted. "It was stupid of me, but the fact is that I was so en-

grossed by your rather startling observations on the casethat this detail
slipped my memory. And it really had not impressed me as being of any
importance. I acceptedWallingford's statement that the stuff was cocaine
and that, consequently, it was no concern of ours."

"I don't find myself able to agreeto that 'consequently', Mayfield. How
did you know that the cocaine was no concern of ours?"

"Well, I didn't see that it was, and I don't now. Do you?"
"No; I know very little about the caseat present. But it seemsto me

that the fact that a person in this house had a considerable quantity of a
highly poisonous substancein his possessionis one that at least requires
to be noted The point is, Mayfield, that until we know all the facts of this
casewe cannot tell which of them is or is not relevant. Try to bear that in
mind. Do not select particular facts as important and worthy of notice.
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Note everything in any way connected with our problem that comesun-
der your observation and pass it on to me without sifting or selection."

"I ought not to need these exhortations," said I. "However, I will bear
them in mind should I ever have anything more to communicate. Prob-
ably I never shall. But I will say that I think Miller is wasting his energies
over Wallingford. The man is no favourite of mine. He is a neurotic ass.
But I certainly do not think he has the makings of a murderer."

Thorndyke smiled a little drily. "If you are able," said he, "to diagnose
at sight a potential murderer, your powers are a good deal beyond mine.
I should have said that every man has the makings of a murderer, given
the appropriate conditions."

"Should you really?" I exclaimed "Can you, for instance, imagine either
of us committing a murder?"

"I think I can," he replied "Of course, the probabilities are very unequal
in different cases.There are some men who may be said to be prone to
murder. A man of low intelligence, of violent temper, deficient in
ordinary self-control, may commit a murder in circumstancesthat would
leave a man of a superior type unmoved. But still, the determining
factors are motive and opportunity. Given a sufficient motive and a real
opportunity, I can think of no kind of man who might not commit a
homicide which would, in a legal sense, be murder."

"But is there such a thing as a sufficient motive for murder?"
"That question can be answered only by the individual affected. If it

seems to him sufficient, it is sufficient in practice."
"Can you mention a motive that would seem to you sufficient?"
"Yes,I can. Blackmail. Let us take an imaginary case.Supposea man to

be convicted of a crime of which he is innocent. As he has been con-
victed, the evidence, though fallacious, is overwhelming. He is sentenced
to a term of imprisonmentÑsay penal servitude. He serves his sentence
and is in due course discharged. He is now free; but the conviction
stands against him. He is a discharged convict. His name is in the prison
books, his photograph and his fingerprints are in the Habitual Criminals'
Register. He is a marked man for life.

"Now suppose that he managesto shed his identity and in some place
where he is unknown begins life afresh. He acquires the excellent charac-
ter and reputation to which he is, in fact, entitled. He marries and has a
family; and he and his family prosper and enjoy the advantages that fol-
low deservedly from his industry and excellent 'r moral qualities.

"And now suppose that at this point his identity is discovered by a
blackmailer who forthwith fastens on him, who determines to live on
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him in perpetuity, to devour the products of his industry, to impoverish
his wife and children and to destroy his peaceand security by holding
over his head the constant menace of exposure. What is such a man to
do? The law will help him so far as it can;but it cannot savehim from ex-
posure. He can obtain the protection of the law only on condition that he
disclosesthe facts. But that disclosure is precisely the evil that he seeksto
avoid. He is an innocent man, but his innocence is known only to him-
self. The fact, which must transpire if he prosecutes, is that he is a con-
victed criminal.

"I say, Mayfield, what can he do? What is his remedy? He has but one;
and since the law cannot really help him, he is entitled to help himself. If
I were in that man's position and the opportunity presented itself, I
would put away that blackmailer with no more qualms than I should
have in killing a wasp."

"Then I am not going to blackmail you. Thorndyke, for I have a strong
conviction that an opportunity would present itself."

"I think it very probable," he replied with a smile. "At any rate, I know
a good many methods that I should not adopt, and I think arsenic pois-
oning is one of them. But don't you agree with me?"

"I suppose I do, at least in the very extreme casethat you have put. But
it is the only caseof justifiable premeditated homicide that I can imagine;
and it obviously doesn't apply to Wallingford."

"My dear Mayfield," he exclaimed. "How do we know what does or
does not apply to Wallingford? How do we know what he would regard
as an adequate motive? We know virtually nothing about him or his af-
fairs or about the crime itself. What we do know is that a man has appar-
ently been murdered, and that, of the various persons who had the op-
portunity to commit the murder (of whom he is one) none had any intel-
ligible motive at all. It is futile for us to argue back and forth on the in-
sufficient knowledge that we possess.We can only docket and classify all
the facts that we have and follow up eachof them impartially with a per-
fectly open mind. But, above all, we must try to increase our stock of
facts. I suppose you haven't had time to consider that abstract of which
we spoke?"

"That is really what brought me round here this evening. I haven't had
time, and I shan't have just at present as I am starting tomorrow to take
up work on the Southeastern Circuit. But I have brought the current
volume of the diary, itself, if you would care to wade through it."
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"I should, certainly. The complete document is much preferable to an
abstract which might leave me in the dark as to the context. But won't
you want to have your diary with you?"

"No, I shall take a short-hand note-book to use while I am away. That
is, in fact, what I usually do."

"And you don't mind putting this very confidential document into the
hands of a stranger?"

"You are not a stranger, Thorndyke. I don't mind you, though I don't
think I would hand it to anybody else.Not that it contains anything that
the whole world might not see,for I am a fairly discreet diarist. But there
are references to third parties with reflections and comments that I
shouldn't care to have read by Thomas, Richard and Henry. My only fear
is that you will find it rather garrulous and diffuse."

"Better that than overcondensed and sketchy," said he, as he took the
volume from me. He turned the leaves over, and having glanced at one
or two pagesexclaimed: "This is something like a diary, Mayfield! Quite
in the classical manner. The common, daily jottings such as most of us
make, are invaluable if they are kept up regularly, but this of yours is im-
measurably superior. In a hundred years' time it will be a priceless his-
torical work. How many volumes of it have you got?"

"About twenty: and I must say that I find the older ones quite interest-
ing reading. You may perhaps like to look at one or two of the more re-
cent volumes."

"I should like to see those recording the events of the last three years."
"Well, they are all at your service. I have brought you my duplicate

latchkey and you will find the volumes of the diary in the glazed book-
case.It is usually kept locked, but as nobody but you will have accessto
the chambers while I am away, I shall leave the key in the lock."

"This is really very good of you, Mayfield," he said, as I rose to take my
departure. "Let me have your address,wherever you may be for the time
being, and I will keep you posted in any developments that may occur.
And now, good-bye and good luck!" He shook my hand cordially and I
betook myself to my chambers to complete my preparations for my start
on the morrow.
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Chapter10
A GREEK GIFT

The incidents of my life while I was following the Southeastern Circuit
are no part of this history, and I refer to this period merely by way of
marking the passageof time. Indeed, it was its separateness,its detach-
ment from the other and more personal aspectsof my life that specially
commended it to me. In the cheerful surroundings of the Bar Mess I
could forget the terrible experiences of the last few weeks, and even in
the grimmer and more suggestive atmosphere of the courts, the close at-
tention that the proceedings demanded kept my mind in a state of
wholesome preoccupation.

Quite a considerable amount of work came my way, and though most
of the briefs were smallÑso small, often, that I felt some compunction in
taking them from the more needy juniorsÑyet it was all experience and
what was more important just now, it was occupation that kept my mind
employed.

That was the great thing. To keep my mind busy with matters that
were not my personal concern. And the intensity of my yearning for dis-
traction was the measureof the extent to which my waking thoughts ten-
ded to be pervaded by the sinister surroundings of Harold Monkhouse's
death. That dreadful event and the mystery that encompassed it had
shaken me more than I had at first realized. Nor need this be a matter for
surprise. Harold Monkhouse had apparently been murdered; at any rate
that was the accepted view. And who was the murderer? Evade the an-
swer as I would, the fact remained that the finger of suspicion pointed at
my own intimate friendsÑnay, even at me. It is no wonder, then, that
the mystery haunted me. Murder has an ominous sound to any ears;but
to a lawyer practising in criminal courts the word has connotations to
which his daily experiences impart a peculiarly, hideous vividness and
realism. Once, I remember that, sitting in court, listening to the evidence
in a trial for murder, asmy glance strayed to the dock where the prisoner
stood, watched and guarded like a captured wild beast, the thought
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suddenly flashed on me that it was actually possibleÑand to the police
actually probableÑthat thus might yet stand Wallingford or Madeline,
or even Barbara or myself.

It would have been possible for me to run home from time to time at
weekends but I did not. There was nothing that called for my presencein
London and it was better to stick close to my work. Still, I was not quite
cut off from my friends, for Barbara wrote regularly and I had an occa-
sional letter from Madeline. As to Thorndyke, he was too busy to write
unnecessary letters and his peculiar circumstances made a secretary im-
possible, so that I had from him no more than one or two brief notes re-
porting the absenceof any new developments. Nor had Barbara much to
tell excepting that she had decided to let or sell the house in Hilborough
Square and take up her residence in a flat. The decision did not surprise
me. I should certainly have done the same in her place; and I was only
faintly surprised when I learned that she proposed to live alone and that
Madeline had taken a small flat near the school. The two women had al-
ways beenon excellent terms, but they were not specially devoted to one
another; and Barbara would now probably pursue her own special in-
terests. Of Wallingford I learned only that, on the strength of his legacy
he had taken a set of rooms in the neighbourhood of Jermyn Street and
that his nerves did not seem to have benefited by the change.

Such was the position of affairs when the Autumn Assizes came to an
end and I returned home. I remember the occasion very vividly, as I
have good reason to doÑindeed, I had better reason than I knew at the
time. It was a cold, dark, foggy evening, though not densely foggy, and
my taxicab was compelled to crawl at an almost funereal pace (to the ex-
asperation of the driver) through the murky streets, though the traffic
was now beginning to thin out. We approached the Temple from the east
and eventually entered by the Tudor StreetGate whence we crept tentat-
ively acrossKings Bench Walk to the end of Crown Office Row. As we
passed Thorndyke's chambers I looked up and had a momentary
glimpse of lighted windows glimmering through the fog; then they
faded away and I looked out on the other side where the great shadowy
mass of Paper Buildings loomed above us. A man was standing at the
end of the narrow passagethat leads to Fig Tree CourtÑa tallish man
wearing a preposterous wide-brimmed hat and a long overcoat with its
collar turned up above his ears. I glanced at him incuriously as we ap-
proached but had no opportunity to inspect him more closely, if I had
wishedÑwhich I did notÑfor, as the cab stopped he turned abruptly
and walked away up the passage. The suddenness of his retirement
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struck me as a little odd and, having alighted from the cab, I stood for a
moment or two watching his receding figure. But he soon disappeared in
the foggy darkness, and I saw him no more. By the time that I had paid
my fare and carried my portmanteau to Fig Tree Court, he had probably
passed out into Middle Temple Lane.

When I had let myself into my chambers, switched on the light and
shut the door, I looked round my little domain with somewhat mixed
feelings. It was very silent and solitary. After the jovial Bar Mess and the
bright, frequented rooms of the hotels or the excellent lodgings which I
had just left, these chambers struck me as just a shade desolate. But yet
there were compensations. A sense of peace and quiet pervaded the
place and all around were my household gods; my familiar and beloved
pictures, the little friendly cabinet busts and statuettes, and, above all,
the goodly fellowship of books. And at this moment my glance fell on
the long range of my diaries and I noticed that one of the serieswas ab-
sent. Not that there was anything remarkable in that since I had given
Thorndyke expresspermission to take them away to read. What did sur-
prise me a little was the date of the missing volume. It was that of the
year before Stella'sdeath. As I noted this I was conscious of a faint sense
of annoyance. I had, it is true, given him the free use of the diary, but
only for purposes of reference. I had hardly bargained for his perusal of
the whole series for his entertainment. However, it was of no con-
sequence.The diary enshrined no secrets. If I had, in a way, emulated
Pepys in respect of fullness, I had taken warning from his indiscretions;
nor, in fact, was I quite so rich in the material of indiscreet records as the
vivacious Samuel.

I unpacked my portmanteauÑthe heavier impedimenta were coming
on by railÑlit the gas fire in my bedroom, boiled a kettle of water, partly
for a comfortable wash and partly to fill a hot water bottle wherewith to
warm the probably damp bed, and then, still feeling a little like a cat in a
strange house, decided to walk along to Thorndyke's chambers and hear
the news, if there were any.

The fog had grown appreciably denser when I turned out of my entry,
and, crossing the little quadrangle, strode quickly along the narrow pas-
sagethat leads to the Terrace and King's Bench Walk. I was approaching
the end of the passagewhen there came suddenly into view a shadowy
figure which I recognized at once as that of the man whom I had seen
when I arrived. But again I had no opportunity for a close inspection, for
he had already heard my footsteps and he now started to walk away
rapidly in the direction of Mitre Court. For a moment I was disposed to
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follow him, and did, in fact, make a few quick steps towards
himÑwhich seemed to causehim to mend his pace; but it was not dir-
ectly my business to deal with loiterers, and I could have done nothing
even if I had overtaken him. Accordingly I changed my direction, and
crossing King's Bench Walk, bore down on Thorndyke's entry.

As I approached the house I was a little disconcerted to observe that
there were now no lights in his chambers, though the windows above
were lighted. I ran up the stairs, and finding the oak closed, pressed the
electric bell, which I could hear ringing on the floor above. Almost im-
mediately footsteps becameaudible descending the stairs and were fol-
lowed by the appearance of a small gentleman whom I recognized as
Thorndyke's assistant, artificer or familiar spirit, Mr Polton. He recog-
nized me at the same moment and greeted me with a smile that seemed
to break out of the corners of his eyes and spread in a network of
wrinkles over every part of his face;a sort of compound smile inasmuch
as every wrinkle seemed to have a smile of its own.

"I hope, Mr Polton," said I, "that I haven't missed the doctor."
"No, Sir," he replied. "He is up in the laboratory. We are just about to

make a little experiment."
"Well, I am in no hurry. Don't disturb him. I will wait until he is at

liberty."
"Unless, sir," he suggested, "you would like to come up. Perhaps you

would like to see the experiment."
I closed with the offer gladly. I had never seenThorndyke's laboratory

and had often been somewhat mystified as to what he did in it. Accord-
ingly I followed Mr Polton up the stairs, at die top of which I found
Thorndyke waiting.

"I thought it was your voice, Mayfield," said he, shaking my hand.
"You are just in time to seeus locate a mare's nest. Come in and lend a
hand."

He led me into a large room around which I glanced curiously and not
without surprise. One side was occupied by a huge copying camera, the
other by a joiner's bench. A powerful back-geared lathe stood against
one window, a jeweller's bench against the other, and the walls were
covered with shelvesand tool-racks, filled with all sorts of strange imple-
ments. From this room we passed into another which I recognized as a
chemical laboratory, although most of the apparatus in it was totally un-
familiar to me.
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"I had no idea," said I, "that the practice of Medical Jurisprudence in-
volved such an outfit as this. What do you do with it all? The place is like
a factory."

"It is a factory," he replied with a smile; "a place where the raw materi-
al of scientific evidence is worked up into the finished product suitable
for use in courts of law."

"I don't know that that conveys much to me," said I. "But you are going
to perform some sort of experiment; perhaps that will enlighten me."

"Probably it will, to some extent," he replied, "though it is only a
simple affair. We have a parcel here which came by post this evening
and we are going to see what is in it before we open it."

"The devil you are!" I exclaimed. "How in the name of Fortune are you
going to do that?"

"We shall examine it by means of the X-rays."
"But why? Why not open it and find out what is in it in a reasonable

way?"
Thorndyke chuckled softly. "We have had our little experiences,May-

field, and we have grown wary. We don't open strange parcels
nowadays until we are sure that we are not dealing with a 'Greek gift' of
some sort. That is what we are going to ascertain now in respect of this."

He picked up from the bench a parcel about the size of an ordinary
cigar-box and held it out for my inspection. "The overwhelming probab-
ilities are," he continued, "that this is a perfectly innocent package. But
we don't know. I am not expecting any such parcel and there are certain
peculiarities about this one that attract one's attention. You notice that
the entire address is in rough Roman capitalsÑwhat are commonly
called 'block letters'. That is probably for the sake of distinctness; but it
might possibly be done to avoid a recognizable handwriting or a pos-
sibly traceable typewriter. Then you notice that it is addressed to 'Dr
Thorndyke' and conspicuously endorsed 'personal.' Now, that is really a
little odd. One understands the object of marking a letter 'personal'Ñto
guard against its being opened and read by the wrong person. But what
does it matter who opens a parcel?"

"I can't imagine why it should matter," I admitted without much con-
viction, "but I don't seeanything in the unnecessary addition that need
excite suspicion. Do you?"

"Perhaps not; but you observe that the sender was apparently anxious
that the parcel should be opened by a particular person."
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I shrugged my shoulders. The whole proceeding and the reasonsgiven
for it struck me asverging on farce. "Do you go through theseformalities
with every parcel that you receive?" I asked.

"No," he replied. "Only with those that are unexpected or offer no
evidence as to their origin. But we are pretty careful. As I said just now,
we have had our experiences.One of them was a box which, on being
opened, discharged volumes of poisonous gas."

"The deuce!" I exclaimed, rather startled out of my scepticism and
viewing the parcel with a new-born respect, not unmixed with appre-
hension. "Then this thing may actually be an infernal machine! Confound
it all, Thorndyke! Supposing it should have a clockwork detonator, tick-
ing away while we are talking. Hadn't you better get on with the X-
rays?"

He chuckled at my sudden changeof attitude. "It is all right, Mayfield.
There is no clockwork. I tried it with the microphone as soon as it ar-
rived. We always do that. And, of course, it is a thousand to one that it is
just an innocent parcel. But we will just make sure and then I shall be at
liberty for a chat with you."

He led the way to a staircaseleading to the floor above where I was in-
troduced to a large, bare room surrounded by long benchesor tables oc-
cupied by various uncanny-looking apparatus. As soon as we entered,
he placed the parcel on a raised stand while Polton turned a switch con-
nected with a great coil; the immediate result of which was a peculiar,
high-pitched, humming sound as if a gigantic mosquito had got into the
room. At the same moment a glass globe that was supported on an arm
behind the parcel becamefilled with green light and displayed a bright
red spot in its interior.

"This is a necromantic sort of business, Thorndyke," said I, "only you
and Mr Polton aren't dressed for the part. You ought to have tall pointed
caps and gowns covered with cabalistic signs. What is that queer hum-
ming noise?"

"That is the interrupter," he replied. "The green bulb is the Crookes's
tube and the little red-hot disc inside it is the anti-cathode. I will tell you
about them presently. That framed plate that Polton has is the fluores-
cent screen. It intercepts the X-rays and makes them visible. You shall
see, when Polton has finished his inspection."

I watched PoltonÑwho had taken the opportunity to get the first in-
ningsÑholding the screen between his face and the parcel. After a few
moments' inspection he turned the parcel over on its side and once more
raised the screen, grazing at it with an expression of the most intense
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interest. Suddenly he turned to Thorndyke with a smile of perfectly in-
credible wrinkliness and, without a word, handed him the screen;which
he held up for a few seconds and then silently passed to me.

I had never used a fluorescent screenbefore and I must confessthat I
found the experience most uncanny. As I raised it before the parcel be-
hind which was the glowing green bulb, the parcel becameinvisible but
in its place appeared the shadow of a pistol the muzzle of which seemed
to be inserted into a jar. There were some other, smaller shadows, of
which I could make nothing, but which seemed to be floating in the air.

"Better not look too long, Mayfield," said Thorndyke. "X-rays are un-
wholesome things. We will take a photograph and then we can study the
details at our leisure; though it is all pretty obvious."

"It isn't to me," said I. "There is a pistol and what looks like a jar. Do
you take it that they are parts of an infernal machine?"

"I suppose," he replied, "we must dignify it with that name. What do
you say, Polton?"

"I should call it a booby-trap, Sir," was the reply. "What you might ex-
pect from a mischievous boy of tenÑrather backward for his age."

Thorndyke laughed. "Listen to the artificer," said he, "and observe how
his mechanical soul is of fended by an inefficient and unmechanical at-
tempt to blow us all up. But we won't take the inefficiency too much for
granted. Let us have a photograph and then we can get to work with
safety."

It seemedthat this part also of the procedure was already provided for
in the form of a large black envelope which Polton produced from a
drawer and began forthwith to adjust in contact with the parcel; in fact
the appearance of preparedness was so striking that I remarked:

"This looks like part of a regular routine. It must take up a lot of your
time."

"As a matter of fact," he replied, "we don't often have to do this. I don't
receive many parcels and of those that are delivered, the immense major-
ity come from known sourcesand are accompanied by letters of advice.
It is only the strange and questionable packages that we examine with
the X-rays. Of course, this one was suspect at a glance with that dis-
guised handwriting and the special direction as to who should open it."

"Yes,I seethat now. But it must be rather uncomfortable to live in con-
stant expectation of having bombs or poison-gas handed in by the
postman."

"It isn't as bad as that," said he. "The thing has happened only three or
four times in the whole of my experience.The first gift of the kind was a
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poisoned cigar, which I fortunately detected and which served as a very
useful warning. Since then I have kept my weather eyelid lifting, as the
mariners express it."

"But don't you find it rather wearing to be constantly on the lookout
for some murderous attack?"

"Not at all," he answered with a laugh. "It rather adds to the zest of
life. Besides, you see, Mayfield, that on the rare occasions when these
trifles come my way, they are so extremely helpful."

"Helpful!" I repeated. "In the Lord's name, how?"
"In a number of ways. Consider my position, Mayfield. I am not like

an Italian or Russian politician who may have scoresof murderous en-
emies. I am a lawyer and an investigator of crime. Whoever wants to get
rid of me has something to fear from me; but at any given time, there
will not be more than one or two of such persons. Consequently, when I
receive a gift such as the present one, it conveys to me certain items of in-
formation. Thus it informs me that some one is becoming alarmed by
some proceedings on my part. That is a very valuable piece of informa-
tion, for it tells me that some one of my inquiries is at least proceeding
along the right lines. It is virtually an admission that I have made, or am
in the way of making a point. A little consideration of the casesthat I
have in hand will probably suggest the identity of the sender. But on this
question the thing itself will, in most casesyield quite useful information
aswell as telling us a good deal about the personality of the sender. Take
the present case.You heard Polton's contemptuous observations on the
crudity of the device. Evidently the person who sent this is not an engin-
eer or mechanician of any kind. There is an obvious ignorance of mech-
anism; and yet there is a certain simple ingenuity. The thing is, in fact, as
Polton said, on the level of a schoolboy's booby-trap. You must seethat if
we had in view two or more possible senders,thesefacts might enableus
to exclude one and select another. But here is Polton with the photo-
graph. Now we can consider the mechanism at our leisure."

As he spoke, Polton deposited on the bench a large porcelain dish or
tray in which was a very odd-looking photograph; for the whole of it
was jet-black excepting the pistol, the jar, the hinges, and a small, elong-
ated spot, which all stood out in clear, white silhouette.

"Why," I exclaimed as I stooped over it, "that is a muzzle-loading
pistol!"

"Yes," Thorndyke agreed, "and a pocket pistol, as you can tell by the
absenceof a trigger-guard. The trigger is probably hinged and folds for-
ward into a recess. I daresay you know the kind of thing. They were
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usually rather pretty little weaponsÑand useful, too, for you could carry
one easily in your waistcoat pocket. They had octagon barrels, which
screwed off for loading, and the butts were often quite handsomely orna-
mented with silver mounts. They were usually sent out by the gunsmiths
in little baize-lined mahogany cases with compartments for a little
powder-flask and a supply of bullets."

"I wonder why he used a muzzle-loader?" said I.
"Probably becausehe had it. It answers the purpose as well as a mod-

ern weapon, and, as it was probably made more than a hundred years
ago, it would be useless to go round the trade enquiring as to recent
purchases."

"Yes, it was safer to use an old pistol than to buy a new one and leave
possible tracks. But how does the thing work? I can seethat the hammer
is at full cock and that there is a cap on the nipple. But what fires the
pistol?"

"Apparently a piece of string, which hasn't come out in the photo-
graph except, faintly, just above that small mark-string is not dense
enough to throw a shadow at the full exposureÑbut you see,about an
inch behind the trigger, an elongated shadow. That is probably a screw-
eye seen end-ways. The string is tied to the trigger, passed through the
screw-eye and fastened to the lid of the box. I don't seehow. There is no
metal fastening, and you seethat the lid is not screwed or nailed down.
As to how it works; you open the lid firmly; that pulls the string tight;
that pulls back the trigger and fires the pistol into the jar, which is pre-
sumably full of some explosive; the jar explodes andÑup goes the don-
key. There is a noble simplicity about the whole thing. How do you pro-
pose to open it, Polton?"

"I think, Sir," replied the latter, "we had better get the paper off and
have a look at the box."

"Very well," said Thorndyke, "but don't take anything for granted.
Make sure that the paper isn't part of the joke."

I watched Polton with intenseÑand far from impersonalÑinterest,
wishing only that I could have observed him from a somewhat greater
distance. But for all his contempt for the "booby-trap," he took no unne-
cessaryrisks. First, with a pair of scissors,he cut out a piece at the back
and enlarged the opening so that he could peer in and inspect the top of
the lid. When he had made sure that there were no pitfalls, he ran the
scissorsround the top and exposed the box, which he carefully lifted out
of the remainder of the wrapping and laid down tenderly on the bench.
It was a cigar-box of the flat type and presented nothing remarkable
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excepting that the lid, instead of being nailed or pinned down, was se-
cured by a number of strips of stout adhesive paper, and bore, near the
middle, a large spot of sealing-wax.

"That paper binding is quite a happy thought," remarked Thorndyke,
"though it was probably put on becauseour friend was afraid to knock in
nails. But it would be quite effective. An impatient man would cut
through the front strips and then wrench the lid open. I think that blob of
sealing-wax answers our-question about the fastening of the string. The
end of it was probably drawn through a bradawl hole in the lid and fixed
with sealing wax. But it must have been an anxious business drawing it
just tight enough and not too tight. I suggest,Polton, that an inch-and-a-
half centre-bit hole just below and to the right of the sealing-wax would
enable us to cut the string. But you had better try it with the photograph
first."

Polton picked the wet photograph out of the dish and carefully laid it
on the lid of the box, adjusting it so that the shadows of the hinges were
opposite the actual hinges. Then with a marking-awl he pricked through
the shadow of the screw-eye,and again about two inches to the right and
below it.

"You are quite right, sir," said he as he removed the photograph and
inspected the lid of the box. "The middle of the wax is exactly over the
screw-eye. I'll just get the centre-bit."

He bustled away down the stairs and returned in less than a minute
with a brace and a large centre-bit, the point of which he inserted into
the secondawl-hole. Then, as Thorndyke grasped the box (and I stepped
back a pace or two), he turned the brace lightly and steadily, stopping
now and again to clear away the chips and examine the deepening hole.
A dozen turns carried the bit through the thin lid and the remaining disc
of wood was driven into the interior of the box. As soon as the hole was
clear, he cautiously inserted a dentist's mirror, which he had brought up
in his pocket, and with its aid examined the inside of the lid.

"I can see the string, Sir," he reported; "a bit of common white twine
and it looks quite slack. I could reach it easily with a small pair of
scissors."

He handed the mirror to Thorndyke, who, having confirmed his obser-
vations, produced a pair of surgical scissors from his pocket. These
Polton cautiously inserted into the opening, and as he closed them there
was an audible snip. Then he slowly withdrew them and again inserted
the mirror.
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"Its all right," said he. "The string is cut clean through. I think we can
open the lid now." With a sharp penknife he cut through the paper
binding-strips and then, grasping the front of the lid, continued:

"Now for it. Perhaps you two gentlemen had better stand a bit farther
back, in case of accidents."

I thought the suggestion an excellent one, but as Thorndyke made no
move, I had not the moral courage to adopt it. Nevertheless, I watched
Polton's proceedings with my heart in my mouth. Very slowly and
gently did that cunning artificer raise the lid until it had opened some
two inches, when he stooped and peered in. Then, with the cheerful an-
nouncement that it was "all clear," he boldly turned it right back.

Of course, the photograph had shown us, in general, what to expect,
but there were certain details that had not been represented. For in-
stance,both the pistol and the jar were securely wedged between pieces
of corkÑsections of wine-bottle corks, apparentlyÑglued to the bottom
of the box.

"How is it," I asked, "that those corks did not appear in the
photograph?"

"I think there is a faint indication of them," Thorndyke replied; "but
Polton gave a rather full exposure. If you want to show bodies of such
low density as corks, you have to give a specially short exposure and cut
short the development, too. But I expect Polton saw them when he was
developing the picture, didn't you, Polton?"

"Yes," the latter replied; "they were quite distinct at one time, but then
I developed up to get the pistol out clear."

While theseexplanations were being given, Polton proceeded method-
ically to "draw the teeth" of the infernal apparatus. First, he cut a little
wedge of cork which he pushed in between the threatening hammer and
the nipple and having thus fixed the former he quietly removed the
percussion-cap from the latter; on which I drew a deep breath of relief.
He next wrenched away one of the corks and was then able to withdraw
the pistol from the jar and lift it out of the box. I took it from him and ex-
amined it curiously, not a little interested to note how completely it cor-
responded with Thorndyke's description. It had a blued octagon barrel, a
folding trigger which fitted snugly into a recess,a richly-engraved lock-
plate and an ebony butt, decorated with numbers of tiny silver studs and
a little lozenge-shaped scutcheon-plate on which a monogram had been
engraved in minute letters, which, however, had been so thoroughly
scraped out that I was unable to make out or even to guesswhat the let-
ters had been.
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My investigations were cut short by Thorndyke, who, having slipped
on a pair of rubber gloves, now took the pistol from me, remarking: "You
haven't touched the barrel, I think, Mayfield?"

"No," I answered; "but why do you ask?"
"Becausewe shall go over it and the jar for fingerprints. Not that they

will be much use for tracing the sender of this present, but they will be
valuable corroboration if we catch him by other means; for whoever sent
this certainly had a guilty conscience."

With this he delicately lifted out the jarÑa small, dark-brown stone-
ware vesselsuch as is used as a container for the choicer kinds of condi-
mentsÑand inverted it over a sheet of paper, upon which its contents,
some two or three tablespoonfuls of black powder, descended and
formed a small heap.

"Not a very formidable charge," Thorndyke remarked, looking at it
with a smile.

"Formidable!" repeated Polton. "Why, it wouldn't have hurt a fly!
Common black powder such as old women use to blow out the copper
flues. He must be an innocent, this fellowÑif it is a he," he added
reflectively.

Polton's proviso suddenly recalled to my mind the man whom I had
seen lurking at the corner of Fig Tree Court. It was hardly possible to
avoid connecting him with the mysterious parcel, as Thorndyke agreed
when I had described the incident.

"Yes," exclaimed Polton, "of course. He was waiting to hear the explo-
sion. It is a pity you didn't mention it sooner, Sir. But he may be waiting
there still. Hadn't I better run across and see?"

"And suppose he is there still," said Thorndyke. "What would you pro-
pose to do?"

"I should just pop up to the lodge and tell the porter to bring a police-
man down. Why we should have him red-handed."

Thorndyke regarded his henchman with an indulgent smile. "Your
handicraft, Polton," said he, "is better than your law. You can't arrest a
man without a warrant unless he is doing something unlawful. This man
was simply standing at the corner of Fig Tree Court."

"But," protested Polton, "isn't it unlawful to send infernal machines by
parcel post?"

"Undoubtedly it is," Thorndyke admitted, "but we haven't a particle of
evidence that this man has any connection with the parcel or with us. He
may have been waiting there to meet a friend."
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"He may, of course," said I, "but seeing that he ran off like a lamplight-
er on both the occasionswhen I appeared on the scene,I should suspect
that he was there for no good And I strongly suspecthim of having some
connection with this precious parcel."

"So do I," said Thorndyke. "As a matter of fact, I have once or twice,
lately, met a man answering to your description, loitering about King's
Bench Walk in the evening. But I think it much better not to appear to
notice him. Let him think himself unobserved and presently he will do
something definite that will enable us to take action. And remember that
the more thoroughly he commits himself the more valuable his conduct
will be as indirect evidence on certain other matters."

I was amused at the way in which Thorndyke sank all considerations
of personal safety in the single purpose of pursuing his investigations to
a successfulissue.He was the typical enthusiast. The possibility that this
unknown person might shoot at him from some ambush, he would, I
suspected, have welcomed as offering the chance to seize the aggressor
and compel him to disclose his motives. Also, I had a shrewd suspicion
that he knew or guessed who the man was and was anxious to avoid
alarming him.

"Well." he said when he had replaced the pistol and the empty jar in
the box and closed the latter, "I think we have finished for the present.
The further examination of these interesting trifles can be postponed un-
til tomorrow. Shall we go downstairs and talk over the news?"

"It is getting rather late," said I, "but there is time for a little chat,
though, as to news, they will have to come from you, for I have nothing
to tell."

We went down to the sitting room where, when he had locked up the
box, we took each an armchair and filled our pipes.

"So you have no news of any kind?" said he.
"No; excepting that the Hilborough Squarehousehold has beenbroken

up and the inmates scattered into various flats."
"Then the house is now empty?" said he, with an appearanceof some

interest.
"Yes, and likely to remain so with this gruesome story attached to it. I

suppose I shall have to make a survey of the premises with a view to
having them put in repair."

"When you do," said he, "I should like to go with you and look over
the house."

"But it is all dismantled. Everything has beencleared out. You will find
nothing there but empty rooms and a litter of discarded rubbish."
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"Never mind," said he. "I have occasionally picked up some quite use-
ful information from empty rooms and discarded rubbish. Do you know
if the police have examined the house?"

"I believe not. At any rate, nothing has been said to me to that effect."
"So much the better." said he. "Can we fix a time for our visit?"
"It can't be tomorrow," said I, "becauseI must seeBarbara and get the

keys if she has them. Would the day after tomorrow do, after lunch?"
"Perfectly," he replied. "Come and lunch with me; and, by the way,

Mayfield, it would be best not to mention to anyone that I am coming
with you, and I wouldn't say anything about this parcel."

I looked at him with sudden suspicion, recalling Wallingford's obser-
vations on the subject of mare's nests. "But, my dear Thorndyke!" I ex-
claimed, "you don't surely associatethat parcel with any of the inmates
of that house!"

"I don't associate it with any particular person," he replied. "I know
only what you know; that it was sent by someoneto whom my existence
is, for some reason,undesirable, and whose personality is to some extent
indicated by the peculiarities of the thing itself."

"What peculiarities do you mean?"
"Well," he replied, "there is the nature and purpose of the thing. It is an

appliance for killing a human being. That purpose implies either a very
strong motive or a very light estimate of the value of human life. Then,
as we have said, the sender is fairly ingenious but yet quite unmechanic-
al and apparently unprovided with the common tools which ordinary
men possessand are more or lessable to use.You notice that the combin-
ation of ingenuity with non-possession of tools is a rather unusual one."

"How do you infer that the sender possessed no tools?"
"From the fact that none were used, and that such materials were em-

ployed as required no tools, though thesewere not the most suitable ma-
terials. For instance, common twine was used to pull the trigger, though
it is a bad material by reason of its tendency to stretch. But it can be cut
with a knife or a pair of scissors,whereas wire, which was the really suit-
able material, requires cutting pliers to divide it. Again, there were the
corks. They were really not very safe, for their weaknessand their resili-
ency might have led to disaster in the event of a specially heavy jerk in
transit. A man who possessedno more than a common keyhole saw, or a
hand-saw and a chisel or two, would have roughly shaped up one or
two blocks of wood to fit the pistol and jar, which would have made the
thing perfectly secure.If he had possesseda glue-pot, he would not have
used seccotine.But every one has waste corks, and they can be trimmed
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to shape with an ordinary dinner-knife; and seccotine can be bought at
any stationer's. But, to return to what we were saying. I had no special
precautions in my mind. I suggestedthat we should keep our own coun-
sel merely on the general principle that it is always best to keep one's
own counsel. One may make a confidence to an entirely suitable person;
but who can say that that person may not, in his or her turn, make a con-
fidence? If we keep our knowledge strictly to ourselves we know exactly
how we stand, and that if there has been any leakage, it had been from
some other source. But I need not platitudinize to an experienced and
learned counsel."

I grinned appreciatively at the neat finish; for "experienced counsel" as
I certainly was not, I was at least able to realize, with secret approval,
how adroitly Thorndyke had eluded my leading question.

And at that I left it, enquiring in my turn: "I suppose nothing of in-
terest has transpired since I have been away?"

"Very little. There is one item of news, but that can hardly be said to
have 'transpired' unless you can associate the process of transpiration
with a suction-pump. Superintendent Miller took my advice and applied
the suctorial method to Wallingford with results of which he possibly ex-
aggeratesthe importance. He tells meÑthis is, of course, in the strictest
confidenceÑthat under pressure, Wallingford made a clean breast of the
cocaineand morphine business.He admitted that he had obtained those
drugs fraudulently by forging an order in Dimsdale's name, written on
Dimsdale's headed note-paper, to the wholesale druggists to deliver to
bearer the drugs mentioned. He had possessedhimself of the note-paper
at the time when he was working at the account books in Dimsdale's
surgery."

"But how was it that Dimsdale did not notice what had happened
when the accounts were sent in?"

"No accounts were ever sent in. The druggists whom Wallingford pat-
ronized were not those with whom Dimsdale had an account. The order
stated, in every case, that bearer would pay cash."

"Quite an ingenious little plan of Wallingford's," I remarked. "It is
more than I should have given him credit for. And you say that Miller at-
taches undue importance to this discovery. I am not surprised at that.
But why do you think he exaggerates its importance?"

Thorndyke regarded me with a quizzical smile. "Because," he
answered, "Miller's previous experienceshave been repeated. There has
been another discovery. It has transpired that Miss Norris also had deal-
ings with a wholesale druggist. But in her case there was no fraud or
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