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shook his bead.

“Besn dead for hours. When did
you find him?"

*Tweaty minutes back,” sald the ola
woman. *“1 guess he died last night
He never would be called In the morn
ing. BSald he liked to sleep on. Well,
he's got his wish.™

“What did he die of, doc?' _sked
the policeman,

“Impossible to say without an ex-
amination. It looks like apoplexy, but
it isn't. It might be heart disease, but
I happen to know the poor fellow's
heart was as sound as a bell, H
co'led In to see me only a week ag
and I tested him thoroughly Lord
knows what it is! The coroner's in
quest will tell us.”

He eyed the body almost resent-
fully.

“It beats me*” he sald. “The man
had no right to drop dead like this. He
was a tough old sallor, who ought to
have been ullml for )
years. If you ask me, though T can’t
possibly be certaln till ufter
quest, 1 should say he had been pol-
soned.”

“For the love of Pete!
Officer Grogan.

“How would he be polsoned?” asked
Mre. Pickett,

“That’s more thin I can tell you
There's no glass about that he could

nbuilier venty

the in

exclalmed

have drunk it from. He might have
got it In capsule form But why
ghould he have dome it? He was al-
ways a pretty cheerful sort of old
man, wasn't he?”

wgure!” said Ofcer Grogan, *“He

bad the pame of beiug a champion
Josher in these paris. I've had guys
eome to me all raw from being mixed
op in argunments with him. He had
a way with him, Kind of sarcastic,
though he never tried it on me.”

“This man must have died quite
early last pight,” sald the doctor
“What's hecome of Captain Muller?
If he shares this room he ought to be
able to tell us pomething aboul it.”

“Captain Muller spent the .iight
with some friends at Brooklyn,” said

Mra. Pickett,
after supper.”
The doctor looked round the room
frowning. ‘
*] don't lke it.

“He wasn't here from

I can't understand

it. 1If this had happened in India |
should have sald the man had died
from some form of snake-bite, I was

out there two years, and I've seen a
hundred cases of It, They all looked
just like this. The thing's ridiculous
How could a man be bitten by a snake

in a'water-front boardimg house? .The
whole thing's mad. Was the door
locked when you found him, Mrs

Pickett "

Mrp. Pickett nodded.

" pppued It with my own key 1
had beeb calling to L, and he didn't
answer, 80 I guessed something waus
wrong,"”

The policeman spoke:

"rhl 4in't touched anything, ma'am?
They'te  always mighty particular
pbowut that. If doe's right, and there's
peefl any funny work here, that's the
fisst thing they'll ask.”

“Everythiog & just as I found it.”

“What's that on the floor beside
him?"

“That's his harmonica. He liked to
play it of an evening .In®hig room. I've
had complalhts about It fiom some of
the gentlemen; but I never saWw any
harm, so as he didn't play too late”

“Seems as If he was playing it when
—it happéned. That dou't look much
like sulcide, doc.”

#] dido’t say It was sulcide”

Offieer (rogan whistled.

“You don't !hink-'"

“l don't think anything—till
the inquest. ‘All 1 say Is that
gueer.”

Another aspect of the
seemed to strike the policeman.

“] guess this ‘ain’t
the Excelsior any, ma'am,” he sald
sympathetically.

Mrs. Pickett shrugged ber shoulders
gflence fell upon the room

»] syppose 1 had better t« lephone to
the coroner,” said the doctor

He went out, and after a8 momentary
pause the policewan followed him

Officér Grogan was not greatl
bled With nerves, byt he felt a decided

after

matter

going to help

trou

Aesl to be somewhere where he
sovei Of Lep \NNee staring eyes
Mra. Pickett remalned where she

- looking down at the des

§IM face was still express<ionless, but
inwarflly she was In a fen This=
was the first time such a thing as 1
had happened at the Excels |
a8 Officer Grogan had hinted ne
not likely to Increase the

ness of the house In the eyes of |
sible boarders,

However well established the repu
tation of & house may be for comfort
and the sscellence of its culsine, If it

1 L4 "

Is a bouse of tragedy, people, f '
time at any rate, will look askance
at it .

It was mot the possible pecu
loss which was troubling Mrs, Picke
As far as money Was concermed, s
ould have retired from business yeurs
pefore and lived comfortably om I
mviogs. She was richer than ti
rho knew her supposed.

It was the blot on.the es
f the Excelsior—the staln on the BX
elsior's reputation—which
senting bLer

e .

The Excelsior was her life. Start)
hg many years before, beyvoud the
sy i *  +) 1dnet hoarder cehe

had bullt up this wodel establishment

the fame of which had been carried
to every corner of the world

In salogns and places where sallor
nen gathered together from Liverpool
to Yokoharua, f Cape Town ft
Marsellles, the re tation of Pickett's
was of pure gold, Men spoke of it as
A Place you Y vell fed
leanly 1 , and where petty rob
LS s 1

. i rus of praire from

1 1 that it is not

[ L 1 &
I fett's 1 a = yst on
leath but Mother Pickett was not
onsoling herself with such reflections

She was wounded sore Pickett’s
had had a clear ate; now it had not
I'hint was the s ) of her thoughts,

She it the dead man witlh
nleg grim eyes. From down the pas
g came the doetor's voice as he
spoke on the tele pne.

CHAPTER I

Detective Oakea,
The office of the Paul J, Snyder De
“Tive | had v oin the coursd

f half a dozen yeal from a

i i ial suite full of pol
1 wooid g typewriters, o
r o p W
nre M T 1 and waiter
Fot n ind attended to thoss
jents on the rare occasions wher
they arrived in person, he now sal It
s private office and directed a corps
f nsslstants
His cap was no longer in his hand
and his time at the disposal of anjy
who would pay a modest fee. He wa:
an nutocr who accepted or refused
nees at his pleasure,
‘He had just accepted a case, I
seemed to a case that might be
wthing at a r vomething exceeding

ly big: and on the latter possibility he
had gumbled

The fee offered was, judged by his
present standards of prosperity, small;

but the bizzare facts, coupled with
something in the personality of the
client, had won him ove and he
touched the bell and desired that Mr
Oakes should he sent in to him,
Elllott Oakes was a vyoung man whe
amused and interested Mr, Snyder
He was so intensely confident. He

had only recently joined the =*aff, but

he made very NHifle secret of his In
tention of electrifying and revolotion
lz#ing. the methods of the agency,

Mr. Snyder himself, in common |
with most of his assistants, relied for
esnlts on hard work and plenty of
WMIMon sens He had never geen a
letective of the ghowy (ype Hesults
ad justified his methods, but he was
wrfectly aware that young Mr. Oakes
noked on h as a dull old man whe
ind been miraculously favored by luck

Mr. Snvder had selected OaRes for
%e case in hand princinally because

coUin

LE S WhYTe IneIpenence
oe harm, ore where the brilliant
guesswork which the latter called hi®

nductive reasoning might achieve an
mexpoected success,

It was one of those bizarte cases
vhich eall for the dashing amateur

ather than the dogged rule-of-thumb
profesgional,

Mt. Snyder had, moreover, a kind
¢ superstitious faith in the luck of
the beginner

Another motive actuated Mr. Sny
jer in his cholce He had a strong
suspleion that the conduct of this case

as go'ng to have the beneficigl result

wering Onke aeif-esteem

il illure hieved | end, Mr
avder felt that failure though It
would pot help the agency, would oot

e an unmixzed ill
The door opened snd Oakes en
ed t H | evervthing tepse
y, partly from a natural Dervous
eryy DA s A pose He
TEN 13 g N Ith dark eyes
nd th ind lookea
i n ve as M
i Ay il'l
Mr. 8Sn r had never hothered him-
- 1T the \ L r .I‘l Il: Ir"].'
gion. One could Linagine Mr, Snyder
. his moments of leisure watching &
hall game or howll Oakes gave the
I of ha g po moments ol
eisure
“Sit down, Onakes zald Mr. Sny-
der. “I've ot a b for you
Oak like n
1 pia t tipe
f h s Ha nodded
1 Pad } pose to be
na =ilent
“] want you to go to this address
he har 1 hi ] envelops and
ook aroun Whether vou will fin
mt anvthing, or whether there's any-
thing to i 1t @ than I can
Ay When the old lady was telliny
me the story 1 own I was carried away
“he mnaie It convineing She thinks=
it was murder I don't know what to
think."

The facts?’ sald Oakes briefly

Mr. Snvder smiled quietly to him-
self

“The address n that envelope |s
W a bes 2 oy the water
front I g Island. You know
" - f place * | sea-captalps
- - r

“all most resptetable. Don't run|
away with the idea that I'm sending !
vou to some melodramatic hell's-kitch
en where the guests are drugged aund
shanghaled on the day of thelr arrival |

“As far as 1 can gather, this place |
is a sort-of male Martha Washington. |
In all ita history nothing more sensa
tional has happened than a case of
suspected cheating at pinocle, Well, a
man has died there.”

“Murdered "

“I don't know, That's for you to
find out, The coroner left it open. I
lon't see how it could h‘\'v bevn mur
der. The door was locked; nobody
could have got in.”

“The window?"

“The window was open. But the
room is on the first floor. And, any-
way, you may dismiss the window. 1
remember the old lady saying there
was & bar across it, and rhat nobody
could have squeezed through.”

Oakes' eyee glistened. He was in-
terested,

“What was the cause of death?”

Mr. Snyder coughed.

“Spake-bite,” he said.

Oakes' careful calm deserted him.
He uttered a cry of astonishment.

“What "

“It's the literal truth. The medical
examipation proved that the fellow
had been killed by snake poison. To
be exact, the polson of & Fnake known
as the krait. In thie Long Island
boarding house, in a room with a
locked door, this man was rtung hy a
krait, It's a smal! snake, found prin-
cipally in India.

“To add a little mystification to the
limpid simplicity of the affair, when
the door was opened there was no
klgn of any snake

“It couldn't have got out throungh
the door, becanse the door was locked
It couldn't have got up the chimney,
becanse there was no chimney, And
it couldn’t have got out of the window,
hecause the window was too high up,
and snakes can't jump. So there you
have It.”

He looked at Oakes with a certain
quiet satisfaction, It had come to his
ears that Oakes had been heard to
complain of the infantile slmplicity,
unworthy of @ man of his attainiments
f the last two cases to which he had
heen aesigned, and had sald that he
hoped some day to be given a problem
which should be beyond the reasoning
powers of a child of six.

It seemed to Mr, Snyder that he had
got what he wamted, *

“1 should like further detalls,” sald
Oakes a Httle hreathlessly,
“You had better apply to Mrs

Pickett, who owns the boarding-house
It was she who put the case In my
hards, fhe convinced me that it 1s
wmirder. But, efcluding ghosts, I
don't see how any third party could
have taken a hand in the thing at all
However, she wanted a man from this
agency, and was prepared to pay for
him, so 1 sald 1 would send one, It's
not for me to turn business away
“So, as 1 sald, 1 want you to g
ind ovt up at Mra. Pickett's Exceislus

Boarding-House and do your hest to
put things stralght. 1 would suggest
that you pose ns a ship's chandler or
something of that sort. You will have
to do something maritime or they'll
get on to you.

“And If your visit produces no other
results, it will at least enable you to
make the acquaibtanee of a very re-
markable woman, | commend Mrs.
Pickett to your motice. By the way,
she says she will Lelp you In your In-
vestigations,”

Oakes laughed shortly,
amu=ed him.

“Don't you seoY at amateur as
sistance, my boy,” sald Mr. Snyder o
the fatherly manoer which bhad made
a score of crimiouls refuse to belleve
him a detective wuntil the moment
when the handeuffs snapped on their
wrists. “Detection Isn't an exact
science, It's a question of uweing com-
mon sense and having a great deal
of special Informatien, Mr= Plckett
probably knows a great deal which
neélther you nor T know, and it's just
possible that she may have some trivial
piece of knowledge which will prove
the key to this mystery.”

Oukes laughed aguin,

“It Is very kind of Mrs Pickett,
but 1 think 1 prefer to trust to my
own powers of deduction.”

“Do just what you please, but rec-
ollect that a detective l= only a man,
not an encyclopedia. He doesn’t know
evervthing and 't may be just some
small thing »hich he does not know
which turns ont to be the missing let.
ter In the combination™

Oakes rose, His face was keen and
purposefual,

“l had better be starting at once
he sald. “1 will wall you reports from
time to time.”

“] sha!l be Interested to read them.™
sald Mr., Boyder "Iﬂl“}'. “I hope
your visit to the Excelsior will be
pleasant. If you run acro=s a man with
a broken nose, who used to rejolice In
the name of Horse-Face Simmons
give him my hest, 1 had the pleasure
of sending him up the road some vears
ago for highway Pobbery, and [ under
stand that he has settied In those
parts. And cultivate Airs. Pickett
is worth while.”

The door closed,

lighted a fresh claar

The idea

she

and Mr. Boyder

e ———
*L—i{] Young heé murmured
'0d turped his mind to otHer matters

CHAPTER Il

Flat Up Against It

A day later Mr. Snyder sat in his
office reading a typewritten manu
script. It appeared to be of a humorous
nature, for as he read chuckles es
caped him. Finishing the rst sheet
he threw back h head and laughed
heartily.

The manuscript had not been intend |
ed by its autl for a humorous effort
What Mr. Snvder had been reading
was the first of Ellott Oakes' report:
from the Excelsior. It was as follows

“l am sorry to be unable to report |
any real progress, 1 have formed sev
eral theories, which I will put forwar 1
ater, but up to the present 1 cannot
say that I am hopeful

“Directly 1 arrived here 1 sought out
Mrs. Pickett, explained who I was, ar
requested her to furnish me with ar
further information which might b
of service to wme

“She is a strange, silent woman, whe
impressed me as haviog very little
ntelligence. Your suggestion that 1

myself of her

in unraveling this mystery seems more

should savail assistance

curions than evér now that I hav
seen her
“She f& o hard-working woman, whe

s boarding hous
but
with brains

certainly conducts tl
with
should not credit her
never
and even then is curt to the point of
unintelligibility

“However, 1
from her a

remarkahle efficiency
Shi

speaks except when spoken to

managed to extrac
informatior

prove

good deal of

which may or may not useful
“The me al
the moment of inexpli

cable. Assuming that this Captain Gun

whole affair seems to

writing quite

ner was murdered, there appears o
have been no motive for the crime
what=oever,

“l] have made careful inquirie
about him, and find that he was a mal
of fitty-five; had spent nearly fort)

years of his life at sea, the last dozer

in command ,of his own ship; was of

somewhat overbearing and tyrannous
dispo=ition, though with a fund of
rough humor; had traveled all over
the world ; and had been an inmate of
the Excelsior for about ten months

“He had a small annpuity, and ne
other money at all, which disposes of
money us the motive of the crime,

“Iln wy character of James Burton,
a retired ship's chandler, 1 have mixed |
with the other boarders, and have
heard all they have Lo say about the
affulr,

“1 gather that the deceased was by |

“I have seen a good deal of the man
who shared his
sea-captain, by

III'
Muller, He is a
18 not easy

room too, Is A

nume

no means popular. He appears to have |
had a bitter tongue, and was not spar i
ing in its use, and I have not met one |
man who seems to regret his death i
“On the other hand, I have hear [
nothing which would suggest that b Il
had any active and violent enemy. Hi |
was slmply the unpopular boarder |
there is alwaye one in every boarding |
huuse—but nothing wore, |
|

|

|

|

big, silent German, and it

to zet him to talk on any subject

“As regards the death of "|||l:|'l|i
Gunner, he can tell me nothing, It
seems that on the night of the tragedy |
he was awany at Drooklyn with some |
friends. All I have got from him Is
qome Information as to Captain Gun i
night, when he would take some whis-

ky. His head and a

MHttle of the spirit was enough to make

wias not strong

him semi-intoxicated, when he would !
he hilarions and often insulting

“1 gather that Muller found him a
difficult roommate, but he is one of
those placid Germans who can put up
with anything. He and Guoner were
in the habit of playing checkers to
gether every night in their rqom, and |
Gunoner had a harmonica which he |
played frequentl I

“Apparently, he was playing it very
soon hefore he died, which is signif

cant, as of the idea
of suicide

“But #f Captain Gunner did not kil
himself, |

who did kill him, or why he

ceming to disy

ent Imaging

was killed

cannot &t pre

or how

“As I gay, 1 have one or two theo
ries, hut they are in a very nebulous
state. The most plgusible s that on
one of His visits to India-—I have as
certained that he made several voy
ages there—Captain Gunner may in
some way have fallen foul of the pa
Hive

Kipling's story ‘The Mark of the
Peact nggestive, Is it not poesihle
that Capiain Gunner, a re ugh, over
bearing man, easily intoxicated, may

in & drunken frolle have offered some
insult to an Indian god?

“The fact that he certainly died of
the polson of the krait, an Indlan
snake, supports this theory

“l am making inquiries as to the
movements of several Indian sallors
who were here in thelr ships at the
time of the tragedy

“I have another theory., Does Mre
Pickett know more about this afair
than she appears to?

“I may be wrong Iin my estimate of
her mental qualities Her apparent
stupidity mav be cunnine

]

| told

. 2 e —

“But kere aguln the absence of mo-
ive brings me up ngalost a dead wall,
I wust coufess thal at present 1 do
ot see my way clearly. However, I
will write again shortly.”™

Mr. Snyder derived the utmost en-
joyment from the report., He liked the
matter of it, and he liked Uakes’' liter-
iry style

Above all, he was tickled by the ob-
vious querulousness of it. Oakes was
baffed, and knowledge of Oakes
him that the sensation of belng
baffled was gall and wormwood to that
high-spirited young gentleman.

Whatever might be the result of this
investigation, it would at least have
the effect of showing Oakes that there
was more in the art of detection than
he had supposed. It would teach him
the virtue of patience.

He wrote his assistagt a short note:

“Dear Oakes:

“Your report recelved, You certaluly
seem to have got the hard case which,
I hear, you were pining for. I wish
you luck.

“Don't build too much on plausible
motives in n case of this sort. Fauntle
roy, the London murderer, killed a
woman for no other reason than that
she had thick ankles. Many years ago
I myself was on o case where a man
murdered an Intimate friend because
of a dispute about a ball.game.

My experience is that five murder
ers out of ten act on the whim of the
moment, without anything which, prop-
erly speaking, you could call a motive
at all

his

“Yours,
“Paunl Soyder,
“P. 8.—~1 don't think much of your
Pickett theory However, it's up to
you. Enjoy yourself.”

CHAPTER IV,

Baffling Clues.

Young Mr. Oakes, however, did not
enjoy himself,

For the firet time In hig life he was
beginning to be conscious of the pos
sesslon of nerves. He had gone Into
this investigation with the self-eont
dent alertness which characterized all

his actions, He believed in himself

CAUreuglL Y.

The fact that the case had the ap-
pearance of presentiug unusual dim-
culties had merely stimulated bhim. He
waus tired of belug assigned to investl-
gutions which offered no scope for the
inductive genius which he considered
that he possessed

Hitherto he had been a razor cut-
ting wood. Now, however, he told him-
self, he could really show Mr. Buyder
the difference between modern weth-
ods and the stupid rule-of-thumb
which seemed to be the ageucy's only
form of mental expression.

This mood had lasted for some
hours, Then doubts hiad begun to ereep
in. The problem begun to appear ip-
souluble

True, he had only just taken It up,
but something told him that, for all
the progress he was likely to make, he
night just as well have been working
wi it for a month, He was baffled.

And every moment whieh he spegt

1 the Excelsior boarding house made

clearer to him that that infernal old
vomun with the pale eyes thought him

o Innocent fool,

It was this, more than saythiog,
which had brought to Elllott Oukes'
potice the fact that he had nerves.
Those uerves were belng sorely trou-
bled by the quiet scorn of Mrs. Pick-
ett's gaze

He began to think that perhaps he
had heen a shade too self-confident and
hrusk in the short Interv!. ~ which he
had had with her on his arrival.

She had struck Mm as a thoroughly
stupld old woman, and his maoner had
shown It

He had been keen and abrupt during
that Interview., He had cut In on her
remurks. He had exnmined her with
the facts which he needed
to supplement those which he had had
from Mr Snvder with a curt supeeetl-
intieness which now he wa= beginning
to regret

Such un nttitude ax he had assumed
eould only be justified by results, and
the fear was creeplng over him t(hat
he could not produce those resifits.

regard to

! Fallure was staring him in the face.

Since his arrival he had not ceased
to brood over this problem, but he
ould see no light.

Mr=, Pickett's pale eyes somebow
made him feel very young

Filiott Oakes’ first act after his brief
lew with the proprietress  had
hoen tn examina the room where the

Inters

tragedy had taken place. The hody
bad gone, but, with that exzception,
wthing had been moved,

Oakes belonged to the magnifying-
glazs school of detection The first
thing he did on entering the room was
to make a careful examination of the
floor, the walls, the furniture, and the
window- =il

He wonld have hotly denled the as-
sertion that he did this bhacanse "t
looked well, but he would have beern
yard put to it to advance any other

(Tl

R
(To be continued. )
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