The Andy Hose Mystery.

A LEAF FROM THE AUTOBIOORAPHY or
A POLICE OFFICER

By EDWARD HEINE

Th"‘ Ards House Mystery,” as it was
lled, made some noise at the time, but
the circumstances are now, I dare say
rett¥ well forgotten, so 1 mav as “'r.Ii
t down here what 1 know £1i~\|:t the
matter. This is, indeed, all that is to
kpow, agd more than anyvbody else
gnows, fdr 1 happened 1o be intimately
mized u§l in it '
“The Ards” is the name of a small es-
ate in the neighborhood of Ashbury,
there 1 was stationed for a number of
-ﬁrﬁ. and Ards house, where the pro-
brictor and his family resided, a mod-
te Hir.ml('ulltllr_\’ nansion, was situast-
diabout a hy wired yards off the Lon
ofi rond  When the remarkable ocour-
ices | am about to varrate took place
he family consisted of Mr. Austin, the
Were,” a8 he was sometimes called by
puntry people of the old fashioned l\'[u:.
grandson, a granddaughter and « more
slant relative, a young man to whom
iss, Willoughby, the granddauginer,
ns m_r_l.‘m] to be engaged. The do
hesticN_ o ars of the family were, as
st h"trin'ts not thickly peopled,
sty well known to their neighbors;

t pfuch of what I will here mention by
ay of ‘introduction to my narrative was
arned after events had brought me into
ser contuct with some of its mem-

rs.

Till within eighteen months of the
me when these events occcurred the
ustin family had consisted only of Mr.
ustin and his two grandehildren. Hor-
Austin was the only son of an only
nand had lived with Mr. Austin from
ildhood us e recognized as well as
ghtful heir tothe estate. He had grown
b amid country vccupations, and iuighl
ve #at 1o a character painter as a
odel for the ideal country gentleman.
gutly made, a healthy, florid complex-
, merry brown eves, & omass of light,
Iy hair and a frank, pleasant smile
every one he met. Manners rather
Iy than refined, and more given to
Id sports than what nre called “intel-
tua) pursuits.”  His relations with his
andfather had hitherto been under-

bod) to be of the most cordial kind,
florence Willoughby was the child of
laughter who had married well, and,
8 Horace, was now an orphan.  She
s heiress in her own right to consider-
e wealth, and it was understood that
future provision would form no bur
von the estate. Whon | first saw her
powas 19 (Llorace being about half o
pen yoenrs older), and a nicer young
v than she was then | never elapped
s upon, aod 1 have seen a few in my
Mr Austin's ehoerizshed wish was
t tho two cousins should  marey, and
engagement hald secmed  likely
glbout faur as | ecould
jle Horace almost worshiped his young

Lo
0 S “ learn,
begeutilel cousin, on the side of Flop-
¢ there had beon little reciproeation
the sentiment Shie Horace,
ever, and seemed willing in time to
tify the desite of her grandfather,
But the introduetion inte the house of
W inmate sliered matters entirvely,
erald Lowe was the son of o distant
poor connection of the family, to
o @t one timie Mro Austin believed
had been under deep obligation. By
Foof repaving this debt he had taken
rgeof Gerald's educntion, earried him
ard in preparation for the legal pro-
lon, and just before starting him on
ndependent career had invited him to
o long wvisit at Ards house. His
les had been prosecuted in London,
pre his home was, and this was his
introduction o the family of his
factor.  Handsome, rather refined
pppearance, and of insinuating ad-
bS8, the new comer seetms to have se-

lileed

in a short time the good opinion of
and more especially of the young |

esi.  The heart which had stood out
nst the solid merits of Horace Austin
ed o the more attractive accom-
wents of Gerald Lowe.  Horace was
and “fleshy:"
stingly pale, and spirituel (as they
in novels). Horace was neither liter-
nor musical; Gerald was both, and
fuvordble impression made by his
t exterior was deepencd by an in-
purse  which discovered common
8 and sentiments, Whether Lowe
A victim to the beauty of the girl or
wllured by the weulth of the heiress
ird o tell, but he was soon Miss
oughby's declared and aceepted
It could npot but be that he
d now fall in the estimation, or at
in the favor, of the two Austins;
ter some opposition on the part of
dfather, and a "last appeal” on
art of her cousin, the inevitable was
psced in, and an engagement grudg-
sanctioned.
ald Lowe was, of course, no match
vorldly sense for the young heiregs,
his having availed himself of the
unity afforded by his patron's
lcence to entrap the affections of
nddaughter was considered by
to prove him unworthy of her in
respects. Mr. Austin, however, as
ied from a friend of his to whom
in the habit of unburdening him-

ndesvored to take « more favor |

view of the matter. *l1 am, of
¢, deeply grieved by the turn affairs
taken" he said, “but Gerald be-
to the same family stock, has been
educated, is of good character so
1 know, and she Las money
b for both,  And love, you know,
laws—at Jeast, none but its

S was how watters stood when at |

ly bour gne summer wmorniog (it

uly 8, 18—)a man rushed into our

with the intelligence that Mr. Aus
been murdered during the night
Ves, who had ot the same tituwe
away some valusble property

WO minutes | was hureying, secom- |

by Blapkine (uy trusty sulsddi-
arda Ards bouse,

Wrrived b the house slipost sl

with e Gaylen, o wbow

CGerald was dark, iu- |

——
|8180 & hasty susonoms
patehed We were ushiornd into the
room where the bodv lav ns §t lisd been
If‘\lml} A short exsimination sssured
| Dr. Gaylen that life
gone

“He hascertainly died from vi. Nence,”
he said,

WL irrecovernlily

I should sav from strangiln
tion, by the grip of Lwman hands: the
marksof the tingers are but Loo A pparent
\ blow has also been given with some
blunt weapon on the temple

been dead some hours

e has
You must cowm
municate with the coroner nt onee.

I now procevded to examine and ques-
tion, and the resuly, shortly stated, was
s follows

The servant on going to call his master
at the usual hour found the bedroom
door locked—an unusual cireumstance,
Wnppears—and, failing to obtain & reply
after repeatedly knocking, had given the
alarm, been obtained
another way, Mr. Austin was discovered

Access having
s we saw hitag his eves glazed and star
ing, his hands clenched and the marks
alluded to by the doctor on his temple
und nedk.  The window was up, and a
search proved that a gold wateh with
vauluable appendages, and two silver cups
with inseriptions, which had stood under
gluss covers on a side table, had been car-
ricdd away  These were the only valu-
ubles misging, but it seemied enough to
suggest— burglary

I thoroughly serutinized the room, the
window, the doors. It was a large room,
which Mr. Austin had used for an even-
Ing sitting room. The door which had

| been locked inside opened on the corri-
dor, the other, by which entrunce had

| been gained, communicated through a
dressing room with another bedroom, in
which Horace Austin slept.
keeper, o portly dame, who seemed half
dazed by the horrille occurrence, thought
the doors between the two badrooms
usually stood unlocked. The dressing
routn was shared between the two men,
and had been so since Horace was a
boy.  Horace in  the habit of
locking hig bedroom door, the one that
opened on the corridor, but thought he
had found it open that morning, still
could not be certain No one, she told
e, had heard any noidse during the night,
nor had any suspioious characters, so
far as she knew, been lately noticed
prowling about the premises.  The win-
dow, she thought, wis usually fustened
by Mr. Austin whea Lie went to bed —she
had often found it so next morning—but
he certainly might forget
She sometimes fougd it open in the
morning. She supposidd it must have
been left unfastenad the previous night,

thore no panes Lroken, We

next went outside, measured  the height

of the window, which was not great, and

might easily hove been sealed, and care

fully examined the ground underneath.
I was puzzlod

WHaSs

It sometimes,

ins W

Leaving Simpking below 1 re-ontered
the bedroorm amd ok another ook at
the window sill  Nether thore nor on

rec thivre any marks
to indicate entrancoor retrbat. Musingly
I approached the Led the dead
man lav, and in an absent manner Lfted
one of the elenchmd  hands ."-rlm'lhﬂl;
dork, but hardly visitide, protruded  be-
twoeen two of the togzers It had evi-
dently escuped notiee hitherto.  With
gentle and patient endeavor 1 opened
the fingers a lLittle, nml released from
their grasp a smull piece of silk, which,
after looking a1 it sttentively, 1 placed
carefully in my pocketbook,

thie grownd  below we

whiere

It had evidently excaped notice hitherto

In another room the thres relatives
were anxiously awaiting the result of
my inquiries. When | entered Miss
Willoughby was half extended on a sofa,
and Gerald Lowe (whom | knew well
enough by sight) was bending over her.

' Young Mr. Austin came forward hur-
riedly
“What do you make of it, Mr, —,

My, —F

*Denham.”

“What do you make of this borrible
business, Mr. Denhuwin?"

] can't way | wuke much yet."

[ wThe villain or villaius cannot yet have
' got far away. There must be no time
lost. Offer a reward—any amount—if
necessary. Spareno money " _

“Not a moment will be lost, sir, you
may depend, in following up whatever
clew we get the end of "
| wNothing can be plamer,” broke in
Lowe impetuously. “Some scoundrels
have got in by the window and my dear
old friend baving awakened while they
wera getting hold of their booty, has
been silenced—in the way you see.

| looked st each alternately before
answering, and then merely sald 1 would
like to see the servanis

1 sat in & room, and the domestics were
one by cne sent in Lo me. | made ashow
of quﬁuoning them; they could tell me
no more than | had already learned, but
my object was hardly infuriation. The
fact was that I suspected this job had not
been done from the outside at all, and |
wished to sew if any of e underings
were likely persons o be L plicated in
such an affair.  Aa the last went | shiouk
my head and sald o wysell, “Nothing

there, Denbiam’
| pext sunounced that we wolld look

uver Lthe holse.

o L you gean Lhe pri
paked the lady
| Y™

wiWhai!® said lLowe, Wwih ;
pouldi't belp tiuking & Seitiod Buss

Vil ajw Uik bt

wliul

———

e dis !

The house- |

" watch.

Willoughby's dressing room and—and
bedroom?

“l am sure they are quite at liberty.”
raid she

*Uertainly, they are quite at liberty te
soarch any room in the house, ™ said Hor-
ace Austin

“What fa your object™ asked Lowae
‘Do you suspect any one here?

“Well.," 1 said evasively. *it is usual
in such cases.”

We went over the servants apart-
ments hurriedly, but | lingered long in
Horace Austin’s  turned over every-
thing, had boxes unlocked, and ward-

robes opened. Miss Willoughby's | mere
Iv scanned, but agnin lingered in Lowe's,
Here I thought once 1 had found some-
thing—a silk cravat of a particular pat-
tern. | furtively compared it with the
scrap in omy pocket book, and laid &t
down agnin with a sigh. At the close of
the search 1 had really found nothing
“Well." said Horace as 1 was going
away
“1 have nothing to communicate at
present, Mr Austin, be sure you will
hear from me as soon as | have Here
is my private address, in case you should
want me.”
On getting back to town [ took one of
my colleagues into counsel (Simpkins
always agreed with me, 0 was of no
use).  We agreed that there was room
| for suspecting that the erime had been
committed by some Inmate of Ards
House, but not sufficient ground to go
upon for an arfest; that it was possible
1 was mistaken—that the window might
have been left unfastened, and that a
catlike burglar might have crept in and
Lout without leaving any marks behind
him: and that there was no presump-
tion against any one in particular—the
servants 1 had settled to be out of the
question, Miss Willoughby was equally
80, and Gerald Lowe
nothing to gain by the old man's death.
Horaco, who alone seemed to have ac-
cess at night to hls grandfather's room,
came into his fortune, bf course, a year
or two sooner—but—no, it would not do.
Accordingly, no time was lost in com-
municating to the police over the coun-
try the facts of the ecase, and a Heserip-
tion (which 1 bad taken down from Miss
Willoughhby) of the missing articles. In

due time the coroner held his inquest, |

but nothing new was broughtout. What
I and others bad to tell veally bore hard
against Horace Austin

For one thing, the housckeeper was
made to recollect having heard high
words in her master's room as she passed
the door on the evening before the mur-
der, and having seen Horace come out
some time thereafter. It would not have
,uu|'|;|'|'-r|| me though he had been com-
mitted: but an open verdict was re-
turned of willful murder agalnst some
PErSOn Or persons unknown 1 did not,
for obivious reasons, produce on this oo-
casion the g of silk 1 had found tn the
dead man’s hand. [t could serve no pur-
pose then, and to be of future use wmy
L MUST renaan n secret.

All effores on the part of the police in
Lotdon and elsew here to get on the track
of the culprit or stolen articles proved
vain There were one or two arrests on
suspicion, only to be followed by libera-
tion of the suspects. This kept publie
expectation on the stretea, and very soon
the usual‘impatient and severe remarks
on the “iefliviency of our police of-
Heials" began (o be made, The *Ards
House Mystery” formed a staple para-

Prossess1an Of

graph in all the papers, and someof them

could not be min-
Austin should

hinted, in terms that
understood, that Horace
be brought to trial

An oflicial came down from Lendonto
investigate, and wentaway agrecing that
a prosecution in the present state of our
information would only lead to a dis-
graceful breakdown,

Going backwards and forwards to the
house, 1 became in a sort of way inti-
mate, and was treated by no one with
more appearance of friendliness than by
Gerald Lowe. | must confess, however,
that it was on this lust mentioned per-
son that my suspicions bad from the
first turnedl  Looks and words, of little
value when rgporied twa third party,
had turned my attention in this direc-
tion.  And 1 must further confess on wmy
own pocount | had him watched from
the first, and his doings quictly notad.
Horace was theonly one who had gained
anything by the old waun's death, yet I
felt somehow that he was innocent,

Two or three weeks had gone past,
and nothing bhuad resulted from the
Gerald had wandered a good
deal about, had taken todiving into tree
clumps, and standing gozing dreamily
into s little stream which ran through
the grounds, but had never gone many
miles from the house, Horace had rid-
den out occasionally for exercise; and
Miss Willoughby had only left the house
twice, when she called at my private
office for “pews.”

Things were in this position when—It
was Lhe day after the London man had
been down—| had occasion to call at the
Ashbury bank on a piece of business
which necessitated a prolonged inter-
view with the manager. At the close
our talk turned, as & watter of course, on
the “mystery.”

“Mr. Austin was here only one day be-
fore it happened,” the manager re-
marked

*“Ah! he was an exact man of business,
I believe.”

“Yes; butdo you know . thought I
obeerved some falling off on that occa-
siou—soine confusion of mind not usual
to bim. In checking bis account he ob-
Jjected to one drafi—was positive he had
not drawn that day, and supported him-
self by reference to his note book. [
showed him the check. On Jooking as
it first he declared it was a forgery, bus
alterwards drew o bis words aond admis-
ted hlmsell mistaken

My wars folt like growing wider every
word he uttered,

“May | sak you." | sald, “to give me
the particulars of (hat loterview?”

“That bs all,” be snswered; “when |
twhd i whe preseyted 6 be sald bo
ust biave wade & wistake, and weus
sway abruplly, weking his preperstions
b hurried, nervous menner.”

“And who presculed W

had absolutely |

| Lwets yod of the erinis
lwwmnﬂnm‘llﬂm

messenger otten pefore.”

“Hormee Austin’

“No no—Mr Lowe "

“W hat wis the amount ph-r\-:nf’"

“Two hundred, and it was paid in four
l‘lfh-w :

I notesd
wns cashed and the numibwr of the notes,
with the readily fur
nished me. thankad him and took my
leave

Mad | at ast pot

the date on which the cheek

whieh manager

hold of one end of
the clew?” What should | do next? After
thinking the ibatter I wrote to
them in Lomdon o find out among the
liw people what were Gerald
character mind hpbits, who were his nsso
clates, when he was lnst in town, and if
I hined then  puadd any money. |
could not trust our people to find out as
much as that easily I wua not disap
pointed. 1n I learned that
Lowe had been *fast™ in a sly way, had
in betting transactions
had much with Iennis
Prabois had been last in London on June
15 (the cheek had been presented on the
Hthy, and had  then paid money o said
ubois

I determined 1o go up Lo town my welf
and while preparing for the journey was
startled by n visit from  Horace Austin
His looks were gloowmy and depressed in
the extreme

“Denhah,” he saild, “1 am going to
demand o be put on trinl.”

“No, no, don't do that, sir”

“1 must. | know what is being said,
and | will be tried and cleared. | would

uwver
'

Laowe's

nwny

two  davs
been engnged

s b tand one

not have hurt a hair of his head—my |

dear grandfuther,” and he fairly broke
down

“1 believe you, Mr. Austin®"—and so 1
did="and 1 beseech yon, do nothing in
that direction.”

“1 must,” he repeatesd.

“Promise me it least that you will de-
lay for a few days 1 have good reasons
for insisting.”

He looked at me wistfully and inquir-
ingly

“f ean say nothing more.”™ 1 said: “but
FOU MUSt protuise,”

After a little he sequiescod, and went
ll\\'“'\'

I was not long in London before 1 was
in the presence of Mr. Dubois. 1 found
fim in a stable yard, and nothing loth
to share & quuart of beer. He was a
small, swarthy, dapper fellow, markedly
| “horsey.” ¢ '

*“You know one Goeruld Lowe? was a
question J soon put
“Oh, yves, | know Lowe."

| ways seemed  withheld
As often have | resolved to give |

‘do you mean vou will search my—Miss I i youny relative, who had been hia | TOW that somwoody inust hiwve broken in

by the wimlow?  What were the peopls
maving? amd so on

When she Lifted her veil as T entered
the room into which she had been shown
I was shosked to see how il she looked, |
Cheveks pale and sunk, hps contracted ns
if in pain, eves weary like and yeot rest-
liss

she rose atdd lald a morocco bound
brazen elaspod colume on the table

“There,” 1 cannot hide it
lomger, et the worst come of "

“My dear I said, layving
my hand upon the “what is this®"
*1 will tell you
after that happein 1|
myv  gramiinther’s drawers, 1
recogiized 1t at onve ns what he called
his dinry, in which he was in the habit

she wald, *

voung baly ™
15

A\ few duve after—
I found it in one of

e
private

of jotting sumething ulmost every night
I knew it well, for | often saw him writ-
ing in it. and he frequently referred to it
when any question arose as to the date of
particilnr demestic CCurmences 1 took
it to my own room, promising mysell a
aad sort of pleasure o looking over some
of his sanple entries. 1t opened, when 1
unclasped it at the last written page. It
was dated at top July 1, the very night
before his—his death. 1 turned back a
leal to June 30, and began to read,
What 1 read shocked me very much, but
it was not for a day or two that 1
began to connect it with my grand-
father's end. Gradually, however, the
horrible idea of this connection crept
into my ménd, and then began a strug-
gle which has nearly torn me to pieces.
You wonder at my speaking thus to
you, almost a stranger, but I have no
one else to gpeak to, except lorace,
and 1 could not speak on this matter to
him.  Twenty times 1 have had that
book in my hand to destroy it, but al-
by an unseen
power,
it up to you. but my lmbs as well ns my
heart failed me. 1 bogan to have terrible
dreamnsnightly, It was always my grand-
father urging me to something, and al-
ways some one else, whom you will find

pamed there, struggling with him and |

dragging him away. At length | could
bear it no longer. There it is, let the

| worst come of it. 1 cannot help it.  Read

“He paid you some money on June 15 |

fast™

“1 don’t know as to the date, but he
paid me about that time what | had a
deuced deal of trouble to gut out
b, ™

“How did yvou manange to get it out of
Bim® -

“1 threatened to blow bim up with his
fine friends

“Aml that did At?™

“Well, nov at tirst. e staved me off

with talk about & rich marringe coming |

on. But Ldida't believe him — Lowe wns
always a shuliler—and 1 couldn’t wait,
being pressed mysell. So 1 wrote him to
pay up at once, or next post 1 would ap-
ply for the money o Mr. Austin
cople of duys he came through and paid
me the money.'

“Waould it be o much o ask you to
name the sum®

“Not at all—two hundred.”

“How. paid?”

“In four tifties ™

“Did you wake the numbers of the
notes?”

He laughed at that, saying notes didn't

usually stuy so long with him as to re- | fore and not after!

quire such precautions
I looked disipoointed.

of |

In a |

It: perhaps.” sghe added, wistfully, “you
may think there is not much in it after
all."

I opened the book, and this is what
found:

I opened the book, and this 4s what I found.
“June H0—1 have received a great
shock today, It is always painful to dis-
cover that you have been deceived by
those you have trusted and benelited. In
luny cuse it wonld have been a great
grief to me to find that Gerald Lowe was
a base fellow; as it is, the griefl is perhapa
more, but it is tempered by the feel-
ing of a danger esoaped, 1 was
‘ about to give him my dearest Florenco.
What a moerey that he is found out be-
I never liked him
| from the heart.  When at the bank this
[ morning 1 found that my name had been

“But I'll tell you what,™ he said, after | forged to a checl for £200. 1 repudiated

| a pause: 1 shouldn't wonder but the | the transaction, but after hearing it waos

[ skinflint to whom | passed them over
| does that kind of thing. He's the sortof

fellow. Come over w hisoffice und see.” | mittod . mistake,
The “gkinflint” was a middle aged, | take. The check was from my book and

| Gernld whio presented it 1 drew baclk,
||Il‘l'l..«ni.|t'd o recollect myself and ad-
But it was no mis-

‘ .
| cadaverous individual, seated behind a | the signature was well imitated, but e

| desk, with spectacles on his nose, over | was not mihe.

Horace and Gerald are

} which he lovked at us scrutinizingly as | the only persons who have access to my

we entered My business being stated,
and seemingly pronounced inwardly not

without hesitution,
clsely with those in my note book.
ba far, so gosed

to be dangerous, a book was turned over | up my mind what to do,
and the numbers of the notes read off |
They coincided pre- |

As | traveled home- | him it was useless,

desk. 1 knew it could only be Gerald.
‘ “In the course of the afternoon I made
I took an op-
srtunity of speaking to him privately,
told him what I had discovered. He
made an attempt at denial, but 1 showed
He then pleaded for

- - ret
ovidence  of the forgery—was, in
fact, in London taday nbout it—so, what=
ever happens, you need not look on your-
self as having materially contributed to
the result.”

“1 do not eare what happens now,” she
sald wearily

“You are still interested in Mr. Lowe?

“Not in the way [ was, [ will never
marry him now. "™

“Have you told him so?™

“Noi but he sees | am changed, ™

“Dows he suspeet the cause!”

“Not in the least,™

“Pardon me for using the freedom;
but do you still love him®™

Nhe shaddered “1 feel instead n sors
of repulsion whenever he approaches me.™

“Then | have less hesitation in nsking
you not to oppose another effort 1 intend
making to get nearer the truth,.  Where
is Mr. Lowe now

“I left him preparing to start on o long
ride with Horgee ™

“Then do not oppose our forcing an
entrance into his room during his ab-
sence.”

She agreed in the same weary tone,
and in less than half an hour Simpkine
aund 1 were once more in Lowe's poome
turning things out and over as only pro-
fessionals can, 1 had learned, a fow days
before, through cautiously questioning
one of the domestics, that Lowe, since
the murder, took the key of his apart-
ments with him when he went out,
which he was not previously in the habis
of doing, and felt convinced there was
something still there to find out which
had escaped us on our former visit. The
situing and dressing room, entered from
the passage, wus a large, old fashioned
looking apartment, with a wide fireplace
and narrow window. The bedroom led
from this and had no other outlet. In
these two rooms our business lay.

Wa overhauled the bedroom firse,
without result, and returned to the outer
room. Here we examined every hole,
corner and receptacle,

“I'm blowed!" said
must have hid them outside.’

*1 don't think 80," 1 said, and was
crossing the room to make another dive
into the wardrobe, nmong some loose
gloves, ties, ete., when | felt my fook
sink slightly on a plank of the flooring.

“Confound it!" 1 exclaimed. *“What
are we thinking of?”

In a few moments we had the ecarpet
| fastenings torn up—and | thought they
| came away astonishingly casy—the car-
pet rolled back, and the floaring bare.

In front of the hearth we found a small
tround hole, into which, when I put my
[ hand and pulled, a trap door.rose easily

on hinges. 1t was such a contrivance as

I had scen before For stowing AWny con-

veniently a small supply of coals [
| learned afterwards that such, in fact,
[ had been the purpose of this construc-

tion, the rooms having been for many
[ years occupicd by an old and valned re-
[ tainer of the fanuly, On looking in L

saw nothing but a heap of black dust;

but Simpking thrust his hand in, groped
[ nbout, and pulled out n wateh and chain,
My heart bounded—we had him now.
The reproach would be taken away from
my order and its character vindieated,
He next brought out one silver cup, then
another, and finally a silk necktie. L
pelzed on ghis last, shook it free from
dust, and hald itup. A small piece had
bieen torn off from one end; that piece I
had in my pocketbook, 1 had seen a tie
of the samwe pattern on my first visit,
but it was intact—he had bad a pair of

Simpkins, *“he

[them, We had  just gathered our
| prizes  together when o key was
| thrust into the door, which we

had fastened within. 1 quietly une

L did the fastening. and Uerild Lowe
came in. It was now dusk, and he did
not ot first observe the state of his room.
He came in and closed thedoor. Wehad
come prepared for all contingencies.
“You are wmy prisoner,” 1 said, laying
my hand upon his shoulder, and Sim
kins quietly slipped a pair of handeuffs
on his wrikts, By this time his eye had
caught the open trap, and he sank on &
chair speechless,  He volunteered no re-
murk, and we nsked him no questions,
but took him away quietly in a wachina
belonging to the house which was placed
at our service.
| I need not prolong my story: the result
many will remember, Lowe asserted his
| innocence till after the trial, at which the
evidence was strong enough to obtain &

[ ward 1| cogitated my next step. The | forgiveness, said it was to pay a debt of | ynanimous verdict of *willful murder,”

| check had evidently been forged, and
| Mr. Austin had known it to be so, though
he had withdrawn his statement to that
effect at the bunk.  But how to prove
| that? Lowe might say he got the money
! from Mr. Austin to pay the debt. What
| took place after Mr, Austin got home on
June 80f Did he tax Lowe with the
fraud? What was the secret of the loud
words, heard by the housekeeper on the
following night, proceeding from Mr,
| Austin's room? Lowe might have lefs
|and Horace gone in while she was away
from the door. Lowe, I sald to my-
self, must have scaled the window in
' the mnight, murdered the old man to
prevent exposure, and taken away the
valuables to throw everybody the
scent. PBut how did he get out and in at
the house doors without being seen or
heard? Btop—he might have gone into
Mr. Austin’s room by the door, which,
by all accounts, stood usually unlocked.
But how did he get out again? He might
' have got through the dressing room and
| Horace's bedroom, but hardly without
detection, | had it sll pretty distinetly
sot out in my own mind, but where were
the probative facts? It looked pretty
dark as yet. Ap unexpected light was
to be thrown on the matter that very
'evéuing.
| was sitting st tem enjoying the sensa-
tion of rest after eazertion, when | had
again a visitor from Ards House,  This
timo it was oot Horace, but Miss Wil
luughby.
| Binece the event which firss brought e
| in contact with s lady | had seon and
spoken w her severnl times On the lirsk
or the first two ccoasione she seemed
merely prostrute with f and horror,
but ufterwards had exhibited & nervous
exciteanent, painful W witess.  ‘The
burdes of her ik with e had been;
“Had po trace

| honor and save him from disgrace, and
that he had intended to pay it back (with
Florence's toney), [ said that I would
not only refrain from prosecuting him,
but fultill my promise of starting him in
business, if he would relinquish Florence
and disappear at once from Ards House
for good and all. He flatly refused
to do this. Florence loved him and
he would not give her up, She
would ‘stick to him," whatever I did.
I told him Florence would never marry
him when his conduct was made known
to her, 1 gave him a day to think of it,
and he left me in sullen silence. This is
a long entry: it is not often I have any-
thing so disturbing to write about, 1
am tired and must be off to bed.

“July 1. Gerald is still stubborn. He
seems to think that in the affection of
Florence he hasa mainstay of safety, In
pressing that point he showed himself in
& worso light than ever. His past life
must have been different from what I
thought, 1 tried to show him that her
love was founded on a delusion; that
when she saw him as he was my prohi-
bition of the marringe would be unneo-
essary. [ again put the alternative be-
fore him—to give up Florence or be pub-
licly prosocuted for forgery. | am
Ilost my temper and spoke loudly; he
did the same. At the end he asked an-
Florence

but, unlike many of his class, againss
whom the only evidence is circumstan=-
tinl, he did not persist in falsebood to the
end.

By his own account he had gone ipto
Mr, Austin’s room at a late hour to make
a final appeal, and had found him partly
un . preparing for bed. Mr. Aus-
tin had ordered Lim out of the room,
when in & gust of passion he struck the
old man on the head, and to prevent him
crying out had grasped him by the neck
and throttled him. After killing his
victim he had coolly undressed him, put
on his night clethes and laid him
in bed, had shen locked the door im-
wide, opened the window and oar
ried off the watch and cups to throw
off the scent. Making hime

had (as 1 surmised) stolen out that way,
leaving of necessity the door ot Horace's
bedroom unlocked. When he reached
his own room the qu-uo:dhlc:lt'odb
of his booty presen A
msumahmomhndﬂuhoshm
floor. He hud discovered it one day dur

must bo saved at all hazards, 1t is ber | ghings, His design was 10 remove them
wealth, snd not herself,"he s so miuch in | 4y goon as possible and hide thew away
love with. Horace has just been in 10 somewhers slse, but day after day went
sy ‘good night.' T was strongly moved pag and he never could summon vour
(o tell Ll all, but relfrained,” | nge to take them out, or 0 on & suitasle
The fu v Mlhh“mhh:: place for disposing of them safely
handwrl of the decessed (w | prolensiing repented
sould no bo sworn ) | uw ot “u::‘::. snd & ,:,h::;w :
wow, but Lo soothe Mise Willoughby's ey wae sunounosd of ;
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