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BARRON l‘lALL

Being the First Story
of a Grand New Series:

‘« NELSON LEE'S GREATEST CASES.”

By the Author of *‘ The Black Wolf,’’ ¢‘c.

CHAPTER 1,
‘The Mystery of Barron Hall

T was on a morning in late September that Nelson Lee received an urgent
wire, which, as i1t “turned out, wasg the prelude to one of the most obatinal
cases which had ever come his way—at least, he himself has so stated in

his ¢ Case Index,”” meaning thereby that the application of the luws whic'
govern his profession had proved more difficult than ordinarily.

" The wire had been handed in -at a small village in Devon, the sending heur
heing stated as ecight twenty-one in the morning, and the hour of rece ipt
in London eight forty-blx

Nelson Lee and his assistant, Nipper, were at breakfast, when, a little
before nine, there came the rat-tat of the telegraph messenger at the tront
door. By nine o’clock the message was in Lee’s hands, and what he read
ran as follows:

‘“ Nelson Lee, Gray’s Inn Road, London.

“ Can you arrange to come herc on very grave matter? Police already
have in hand, and Scotland Yard has been communicated with, but fe.l
should like your presence as well. Vill pay whatever fee you feel com-
mensurate with time given. If you can come, please wire me at once Lo
Barron Hall here, stating what train coping by, and will arrange to mcet
you. Impossible to give more details by wire.

“ (Signed) GoprFrEY KINcsTON.

T.ce read the message fcr the second time, then, glancing across at Nipper,
he said:

““ My lad, would yon go into the consulting-room and bring me the latest
edition of ¢ Moore’s County Families and (:ently P

Nipper sprang up at once, and returned in a few seconds bearing the
green volume which Lee had asked for. It took Lecc very few mormnh to
find the name Kingston. There were a good many of that name, in fact,
but only one branch of the family which seemed to be located at 'merton m
Devon—Tamarton being the name of the village where the message had
been handed in. The partlculars were fairly compreheuslve_ and this is
what Lee was able to gather from them:

** Kingston, Godfrey Hmchley Hesketh, Squire of Barron Manor, Tamar-
ton, Devon. Residence: Barron Hall, Tamarton. Born on (he 22nd of
Kvptombel 1850; educated at Rugby and Cambridge. Author of ‘(‘.oins
ot the Roman mexre,’ “ Ancient Forms of Barter and Iixchange,” * What
the Incas Left Us,” * Gold Ornaments of the Aztecs,” etc., etc. Has travelled
widely, more paxhcuhuly in Italy, Egvpt. Palestine, Persia, and the Fast.
Made two expeditions {o Central and South America. Has contribnted
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largely to our knowledge of ancient forms of economics. A very keen
collector of ancient gold coins and ornaments, which is his chief hobby,
I'avourite sports: hunting and fishing. Has never been married. Heir: his
nophﬁw, Robert Kingston, Lorn in 1887. Clubs: Travellers’ and Interna-
tional.”

-That was all, but it was sufficient to give Lee a fairly good grasp of the
type of man he expected to meet. He finished his breakfast hurriedly, passed
into the consulting-room in order to scrutiniese his host of engag’cmente.
(tlc]cided that he could mapage to gect away, and made out the following
elegram ;

‘““To Godfrey Kingston, Barron Hall, Tamarton
I shall leave London on the eleven from Waterloo. Arrive at
Tamarton four forty-five.

5.

““ (Signed) NEeLsoN Lee.”’

He gave this to Nipper to send, and while the lad was gone set to work
to run through his morning mail. On Nipper’s return the lad packed a
couple of bags, and at cxactly half-past ten they climbed into a taxi and
drove to Waterloo. :

Of the journey down to Tamarton it is not necessary to speak in detail.
Suflicient is it to say that it was'of an uneventful nature, and that they
arrived at Tamarton only a few minutes late. Scarcely had Lee and Nipper
stepped out on to the small country station platform when a rather well-
built voung man of mediuin height approached théem and said to Lee:’

*“ Are you Mr. Lece?”” . .

" That is my name,"” replied Lee. ‘° Have you come to meet me?”’

‘““Yes. Allow me to introduce myself. I am Godfrey Kingston. It was |
who scnt you the wire this morning.”

Lec’s hrows went up in surprise. Already he was beginning to find that he
would have to readjust some of his ideas.

" Er—but I thought Mr. Godfrey Kingston was an elderly man,’’ he said.
. It 1s my uncle of whom you are thinking,” replied young Kingston.
*“It is on account of him that I wired you, Mr. Lee. A terrible thing has
happened down here, but if you will allow the porter to place your bags
in the trap I shall tell you about it as we drive out to the Hall.”

Iee paused only long enongh to introduce Nipper, then he followed the
other out to the platform’s edge, where a yokel was holding a spirited harse,
which was hitched to 2 high _dog-cart. Nipper climbed up behind with the
bags, while Lee sat in front beside Kingston; then the yoke] released his
hold of the bridle, and the horse dashed away.

Ou the way through the village there was no time for conversation.
Kingston’s attention was wholly absorbed by the borse, but once they had
left the village hehind them, and were bowling along a sweet country lane,
the horse settlod down to a steady pace, and, without turning his head,
voung Kingston said:

‘I have read and I have heard that criminologists like the facts of a case
"stated as briefly as possible, Mr. Lee, and that then they like to ask what
questions occur to them. Am I right?”

I.ce smiled slightly,

“You are not far wrong, Mr. Kingston,” he responded. ‘‘I should
surmise that you are a student of fiction dealing with the matter.”

““ I am,” admitted Kingston. ‘It is my favourite form of literature, but
I never thought I should be one of the principals myself. But I shall tell
you what has occurred, Mr. Lee., Dqgr uncle, Godfrey Kingston, has been
murdered. I rhall tell you nothing about the arrangement of Barron Hall,
for you will see all thut for yourself when you get there.”
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“ But-—pardon me¢ a moment,” said Lee quicklv. ‘I had no idea the
case was as serious as this. When. did the murder occur?’

“ Last night.” _

‘“ That was your uncle’s birthday, was it not?"

Kingston nodded, and looked surprisad.

““ How did you know that, Mr. Lee?"

‘““That was simple. Before coming down here I consulted ¢ Moore's
Directory.” But go on, please.”

" There were several of us at the house vesterday. I mvaelf live there.
for I have been acting as my uncle’s steward and agent. Then there was
my cousin, Dick Kingston, who came down from London, and another cousin,
Molly Cheseworth. It was my uncle’s custom to have us all down for h's
birthday, and yesterday passed off much the same as in former years.”

" Were there no other guests?’’ asked Lec.

““ There were no others staying in the house, but last evening several loral
friends came in for dinner and bridge. They left, however, about eleven.
and my uncle retired soon after. It was his custom to go up to his roo
about ten, and to spend an hour reading or examining some. of his treasurc-.
I should tell you, Mr. Lee, that he was a very enthusiastic collector of gold
coins and ancient gold ornaments.”’

““I already know that,”” remarked ILee.

Kingston paused for a moment as they turned into another lune, th-n
ha procceded:

" My cousin Molly went up to retire about half-past ¢leven, and stepned
1+ torsay good-night to him. He was all right then. My cousin Dick arl
myself were the last to retire. We went up together, but parted at the
top of the stairs, as I had to go along to the servants’ wing in order to speak
to the butler.

“When I came back, I passed my uncle's deor, and h2ncath it could s-»
the light still burning. I stopped and was going to enter, but I heard hi+
voice as though he were speaking to someone. I went on to mny room, ard
found my- cousin Dick waiting there. We talked for a few minutes and
then he left.

“This morning, about half-past scven, my uncle's valet rushed into mx
mom and woke me. I went with him to my uncle’s room, and there dis-
covered what had happened. My uncle was sitting in his faveurite easy chair
before the fireplace—the night before had been chilly, and there had been «
fire there,

““ He was fully dressed, and on the floor at his feet waa a liltle gold frog
which another cousin—Robert—who is in Socuth America at present, had
sent him. He was quite dead, and it was not difficult to discover what
hzd been used to murder him, for under one of the cases containing soume
of his collection was found what I think is called a life-preserver.

““My uncle had been struck from behind. It was a terrible blow, for it
had broken in part of the skull. My firet act was to send for the lecnli
constable and to have Scotland Yard and the County Police notified. Then
I wired you. |

*“I have left my cousin Dick in full charge of things, and have given
strict orders that nothing in the room is to be disturbed, not even by tho
local constable. The servants know, of course, but I do not know if my cousin
Mollv has been inforined yet, as she is a late riser, and I told Dick not to
disturb her until I returned.

““Thosc are the bare facts, Mr. Lee, and as we have arrived at the gates to
the Hall, you will soon be able to see things for yourself."

Nelson Lee gazed with intercst upon the piuce which had suddenly hecome
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the home of tragedy. That it was a large estate he could see by the wide-
spreading park lands on each side. A high stone wall ran in each direction
as far as the eye could see, and big, noble gates gave entrance to the drive-
way. :

l'xrom the road the Hall was not visible, but when the lodge-keeper had
opened the gates and the horse had dashed up between a fine row of
clins, the Lall suddenly appeared. It was a fine architectural effort, with
traces here and there of almost every period from the Elizabethan. The
general idea outside was a wide, pillared entrance in the centre, with two
towered wings, onc on each si‘é’e.

There were two flcors ahove the ground floor, and off beyond the left
wing another square portion of two floors only. This, Lee discovered later,
was the servants’ wing, of which Godfrey Kingston had spoken. The house
iteclf was necarly covered with ivy, and in front there was a lovely lawn,
in the midst of which had been placed a triple fountain.

To the right were the gardens, a medley of Dutch and Italian effect, while
beyond lay the deer park, stretching away through a vista of lovely trees
and soft greens into a dcep, trooding perspective. It was onc of the
lovehiest homes in a land of lovely homes, and it seemetl doubly shocking that
tragedy should have conie to visit in such surroundings.

(Godfrey Kingston brought the dog-cart to a stand before the pillared
entrance, and a groom suddenly appearcd to take charge of it. Lee’s eyes
were missing no single detail as he descended, and when the figure of a
young man appeared in the doorway he scrutinised him carefuily.

e was introduced {o Lee and Nipper as Dick Kingston, the other cousin,
and showed strong traces of the family in his looks. He had the same
well-built figure as Godfrey, was of medium height; but where Godfrey
Kingston was fair, the other was dark.

lle was, Lee judged, somewhat younger than Godfrey, and, as a matter of
fact, this surmisc was correct, for Dick Kingston was just twenty-six.” God-
{rey led the way through a darkened hall to a large library at the far end.
There, waiting for them, were wine and sandwiches, which Lee frankly
attacked, _

While Lec and Nipper ate, the two cousins talked in low tones, and
now and then Lee caught the name of the girl cousin, Molly. .

““1 had to tell her,” Dick'was protesting. ‘‘ She heard something going on
and got up. Almost the first person she saw was the village constable, and,
of course, I had to tell her the truth. She is in her room now, and the:
housckeeper is sitting with her.”

** It couldn’t be helped,”’ said Godfrey Kingston, with a shrug. ‘ If youn
are finished, Mr. Lee, perhaps you would like to go up to my uncle's rcom?”’

“* I should like to do so at once, if I may,’”’ replied Lee, rising.

*“ Rhall T come, sir?’’ asked Nipper.

N }:cs, my”lud, by all means. Have you your camera in your pocket?”’

cs, Sir.

“ I chall remain down here,” remarked Dick Kingston. ‘‘ You go up with
Mr. Lee, Godfrey.”

Godfrey Kingston led the way along the wide, hushed hall and up a
noble staircase to the floor aubove. There he turned to the right, and went on
past scveral doors, until he came to a door just at the corner, where the
corridor branched once more. He knocked gently, and the door was opened
by a man in the uniform of a constable.

. He stood aside to permit them to enter, and in a whizper Godfrey Kingston
informed hin who'Lee was. The constable glanced with some awe at the
famous criminologist, much as a small country doctor would have gazed
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upon the great London speciaiist who had Leen called in for a consultation.
Then Godfrey Kingston clesed the door gently, and Nelson Lec turned to
gaze at the huddled something in the easy chair before the dead fireplace.

CHAPTER 11.

The Mystery Deepens,

“ AVE ycu disturbed anything?”’ Nelson Lee spoke in a whisper to

H the constable.

‘“ No, sir, not a thing. I have made what examination I could,
but I have touched nothing.”

‘“ That is well,”’ -respgnded Lee. ‘‘ Get your camera ready, Nipper. We
may need to use it. We shall begin first on the body."

Carefully, and watching the floor closely as he walked. Nelson Lee crossed
the room until he was standing beside the easy chair (iazing down, he saw
a form, a bent and relaxed form, still garbed in dinner jacket and the
sombre black of a serious function. The head was drooping, and Lec had
to kneel before he could see the features with any success

He was a man well past middle age—a man with white hair and white,
neatly trimmed beard and moustache—a kindly man. he judged—a typical
Englhsh gentleman. On the floor beside the chair was the end of a cigar, with
little drifts of ashes about it, showing where the ash had broken when tha
cigar struck the carpet.

To the right was a tiny thing of gold squatting in a grotesque manner, as
though interested in the ash beyond. Bending carefully in order to disturh
nothing, Nelson Lee picked it up. It was a tiny golden frog, with, he
judged, about a sovereign’'s worth of gold in it. It was perfectly fashioned,
and the posture was exact in every way.

He knew what it was at once, for he had more than a passing knowledgc of
South America. He himself had been on the fringe of the Motillones country,
in Colombia, when a lost Indian village had been discovered, and there, deep
down in the stone-lined chambers, which it was the custom of these Indians
to build, his party had come upcn many strange things, stone jars, and
pottery; stone idolys, such as are to be found through all Central and Scuth
America ; stone implements for domestic use, and, finally, in the very lowest
chamber of all—there were ten, one upon the other—and about forty feet
from the surface of the ground, they had come upon several little gold frogs,
exactly similar to the one he now held in his hand.

With them had been the little green stone cylinder and tiny hainmer
used by the ancient Indian goldsmith. The thing was perhaps a thousand
years old, perhaps only five hundred years old.

It all depended on where it had becn found. It had been proven that
those found by Lee’s party had been buried by the Indians at the time
of the Spanish conquest, when the Spaniards drove the tribes inland. This,
it seemed, the dead man had been examining when he had been struck
down. It and the cigar had becn the last things he had held.

They lay just where they must have dropped from nerveless hands.  Death
must have been very sudden, for the attitude was not that of a man who
had risen against it—rather was it that of a man whom death had overtaken
almost before the brain could signal the fact to the many nerve centres of
the body.

Nelson Lee thrust the gold frog in his pocket, and on a clean picce of
paper collected the cigar end and the ash which lay about it. Placirg theso
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on the table near at hand, he next turned his attention to the wound which
it was thought had been the cause of death.

At this very moment there came a knock at the door, and the constable
opened it once more to admit a stout, bespectacled man, whom Godfre
Kinoston addressed as “ Doctor McDonald.”” He was introduced to Lee, and,
lwm?in’g over the chair with him, whispered :

‘1 have already made a certain examination. Here, let me show you the
head. It was the blow there which, in my opinicn, caused his death.”’

Lee examincd the spot just at the crown of the head where the blow had
been struck. It was a terrible blow, to be sure, for the skin gaped wide, and,
placing his fingers on the spot, he could feel that the bome had been
smashed 1n.

' Taralysed the brain instantly,”” murmured the doctor. ‘‘ He never krew
what struck him.”

*“ 1t has not bled,’”’ ~aid Lee, in a low tone.

‘“* No,”' replied the other quickly, ‘‘ and that has puzzled me a little; but
at the same time there may have been some physical condition which would
prevent that.” -

L.ee nodded and =aid nothing., He was examining the wound still more
closely,

** You will state this as the cauce of death when you give evidence at the
inquest, Isuppose?”’ he asked.

'I'he doctor nodded.

“* Of course. ’

‘*“ I should like to see the life-preserver which it is thought was used,”
went on Lee. _ -

''he constable crossed to a table, and picked up the article in question. It
proved to be a short length of lead pipe, covered with dark flannel. It was a
Jittlo over a foot in length, and could easily have been carried up the
slceve. Placiug it against the wound, Lee saw that without doubt it had
heen used for tTle blow, for it fitted the broken part of the skull easily, and,
I»esides, there were several white hairs adhering to the flannel.

““ Where was this found?”” he asked,, turning to Dick Kingston.

“ My uncle’s valet,” said he, ‘' found it in that corner, under tke case
where my uncle kept some of his collection.”

Jee glanced in the direction indicated ; then he said:

**T should like youn to send for the valet. I may wish to ask him some
questions.”’ . ~

Godfrey Kingston nodded, and made for the door. During his absence
Lce made a survey of the room, and certainly it was a strange apartment.
Firstly intended as a bedroom, it had undoubtedly been used by its owner
ac a sitting-room as well.

A huge apartment, it stretchéd for a good distance along the main part of
the building, at the back two high and wide French windows giving on to
a ~tonc balcony, which overlooked the gardens and the deer park. In the
corncr, to the right of the door, was a big mahogany bedstead of the
Gieorgian period.

The centre of the room contained a large, round table of the same period,
and the other cnd of’the room where the fireplace was had been fitted up
with scveral glaes cases containing gems from Godfrey Kingston’s collection
o: gold coins and ornaments—a sort of overflow of the main collection down-
stalrs, ’

At that end, too, there was a door, and it was by this way shat young
t1odfrcy Kingston appeared with the valet. | _

-+ -Now, gince a man’s valet knows his master more intimately than, perhaps,
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any other man—it is said that no man is a hero to his own valet—and .since
he'is in closer contact than any other, Nelson Lee shot a keen glance in tho
direction of the man. .

He saw a man well past middle age, a man of smooth lip and funerc:;
side-whiskers—a black-garbed product of a day gone by. He was ti-
quintessence of servant respectability, and it eeemed grotesque even to
think that he micht have had anything to do with the crime.

Yct the more he examined into the case, the more did Nelson Lee begin
realisoe that he was up against a big thing. So far only one cr two tiny points
had indicated this, but it had been sufficient. On the face of it, Godfrey
Kingston had simply been black-jacked as he sat in his chair. What the
motive micht have been was, of course, unknown then. That is what th-
case showed on the face of it, but Lee was only at the beginning—and very
much at the beginning, as he was soon to discover.

The valet advanced and stood before him respectfully.

‘“ What is your name?’’ asked Lee.

** Robert Dunn, sir,”’ replied the valet, in a toneless voice.

‘“ How long were you employed by vour late master?”

““ T have been with him for nearly twenty years, sir.”’

““When did ycu last sec him alive?”

*“ About eleven last night, sir.”

“ Tell me as well as you can remember what happened."’

““I was in this room, sir, when he came up. He was a little later than
usual, but always on his birthday he remained below for an hour or <o
cxtra. 1 had just finished preparing his bed for the night—you can sce, sir,
that it is still turned down, and that his pyjamas and dressing-gown are o
the chair beside 1t.

** He dismissed me for the night shortly after he came in. We talked fcr
a few minutes then before I went. It was always my custom, sir, and my
master always honours me, by permitting me to give him some slight token
of my respect on the occasion of his birthday. At these times he was gocd
enough to talk to me about my own affairs, sir, and we stood chatting then
until I said good-night to him. I went out through this door, sir "’—here
the valet indicated the door by whieh he had cntered—‘‘ remained in the
dressing-room for a few minutes, then went on to thec next rcom, which is
mine."’ '

““Was Mr. Kingston seated in the easy chair when you left?”

** Yes, sir. The little gift which he was kicd enough to accept fromn me
was always a box of his faveurite cigars. I opened them for him, sir, and
he lit one while I was here. The box is there on the table, sir. He then
sit down and was in the chair when I left.”’

“ Did you hear anything afterwards?”’

‘For the barest fraction of a minute the valet hesitated, then he said:

- ¢* No, sir, 1 do not think so.”

‘““ What do you mean by saying you do not think so?”

“Well, sir, I was busy in the dressing-rocom getting out his clothes fcr
the next day, and thought.I heard voices, but can’t be sure.”’

*“ That must have been my cousin Molly come in to say good-night,'’ put
1 Godfrey.

““ Do you think that was it?”’ asked ILee.

Again the valet hesitated, then ke said:

“ 1t could not have been that, sir, for Miss Mollv came in while I was
in the room.”

*“ Did you hear only Mr. Kingsten's voice or another as well?"

““I cannot be sure, sir. Mr. Kingston had received a small gold object
from Master Robert, who is in South America, and he was admiring it when

O
A
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1 tnid good-night. It may have been that he was rewmarking to himsclf
upon it. I did not attempt to ascertain, bowever, for I went on into my
own room almoest at cuee,”

‘““(io on,”’ raid Lee.

I got up as usual at six this morning. sir. I went down to the servants’
h:1l, and had my tea, after which I smoked a pipe. Then I came up to
swaken my master, and—and it was. then I discovered what had happencd.
1 ran at once for Master Godfrey, and that is all, sir.”

“Not all,”" said Lee, ‘' for it was yon who found this black-jack, was it
not '’

*“Yer, sir. T had forgotten about that for the moment. I found-it on
the floor under that case in the corner.”

“ That will do, Dunn,’’ =aid Lee. ‘‘ I wish, though, that you would remain
ncar at hand, for I may wish to speak with you agam.”

The valet bowed, and retired the way he had come. Then Nelson Lee went
hack to the body again., He and thé doctor, with the assistance of the
coustable, got it on to the bed, and some time was spent in a detailed
examination, which had been put off until Lee's arrival. In the meantime
Nipper got busy with his camera and photographed every detail of the
YOO,

It i3 not necessary to go into the details of the examination Lec and the
doctor made of the hody. Sufficient is it to say that Nelson Lee watched the
:ther's efforts with every cave, and when, at the end of it, he straightened up,
e was in povsession o1 ene more fact which he was certain the doctor had
mi-ed, and which but added to the mystery of the affair. |

At the base of the skull, just where the hair ended and the neck began,
there was a very small red spot, which may have been nothing but a slight
irritation of the skin. Lee called the doctor’s atiention to it, but the latter
cvidently considered it ¢f no importance, for he passed it over almost at
once, '

Lee, not -0 casily catisfied, opened the lids of the eyes and gazed at the
pupils. They revealed little, ¢xcept that, the iris seemed strangely lacking
i colour, leaving thein a pale grey.

When the examination was finished and the doctor had betaken himself
from the room in order to attend to details for the inquest, Lee turned to
Godfrey Kingston and said: - ‘

** What was the colour of your uncle's eyes?”

“ Deep blue,” responded the other promptly,

** You are yuite certain of thatr”’

** Absolutely. They were of a very deep blue indeed.”

““And now they are a pale grey,” muttered Lee to himself. °‘ Very well,
Mr. Kingston. Now I should like to make an examination of the windows.”’

Lee crossed at once to the nearest window, and glanced at it. It was
closed, and the catch fastened. Once more he found it necessary to send
for the valet. When Dunn had appeared he said: .

‘“ Was this winaow open last night?’’

The valet shook his head.

“* No, sir. It is very seldom opened. The other window was open, though.
Mr. Kingston had it open at nights, as a rule, unless. it were very stormy.”

Lee nodded, and moved along to the other window. Standing just in front
of it, he discovered that it was in a dead line with the casy chair, which
had been occupied by Godirey Kingston. He saw, too, that the man’s head
would come just above the back of the chair. |

If a man had been able to gain the balcony and to enter the room by the

-°
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window—if he were pussy-footed enough—he could eazily cross the room
and strike the man in the chair before he was heard.

With this thought in his mind, Nelson Lee stepped out on to the balceny,
and gazed about him. It wae still light enough for him to see the full
beauty of the scene before him, for the gardens and the deer park stretched
away in a mass of lovely colour.

The balcony itself was of stone, and stone-paved. It was as long as the
room itself, and about five feet wiae, with a stone. balustrade around it.
Stepping to the edge, Lee saw that the ivy grew thickly about the house
at that point, and that for am active man it would not be very difficult to
get on to the balcony by using the ivy stems as a ladder.

The curtains were now thrown back, but a question to the valet elicited
the fact that when he had left the room on the previous night they had been
drawn almost together, but not quite—had been left apart a little for the
nir to enter. He had thrown them back in the morning before he noticed
his master in his chair.

Then Lee came up with a sudden question:

‘“ Was the light still on when you entered the room?™ he asked.

The valet shook his head.

““ No, sir. The room was in darkness, and that is why I failed to see mv
master in the chair.”

Lee stood on the balcony thinking. It was certainly growing more mys-
terious every minute. Baldly, there was, so far, little to build a theory upon,
buf in a tentative way he went over what he himself had seen, what he hud
been told, and what seemed to suggest it-elf to him.

Godfrey Kingston had been sitting in that easy chair the night before
- when the valet had said good-night to him. Sq far, it appeared that the valet

was the last one to have seem him alive: e girl cousin, Molly Ches:-
worth, had come in to say good-night, but that had been while the valet w.3
in .the room. |

Some time after that young Godfrey Kingston had passed the rcom on
his way to bed. He had been about to enter, when he had heard voices. That
might have been the valet and the old man talking.

Lee decided to endeavour to settle that point then.

‘““What time did you leave the room*®'" he asked, turning again to Duan.

‘“ As nearly as possible, half-past eleven, sir.”

‘““ And vou, Mr. Kingston, what time was it when you passed the door of
the room?" :

*“ Nearly ten minutes to twelve, Mr. Lee.”

‘““Thank you.”

Once more Lee sank into thought. If the valet had left the room st hali-
1-ast eleven, and Molly Cheseworth had come in while he was there, then she
must have come in between twenty minutes after and half-past. Now
Godfrey Kingston said it was about ten minutes to midnight when he passed
the door of the room, and, hearing voices, had .not entered.

It could not have Leen the valet and his master talking if the valet were
teiling the truth. | :

Lee was not altogether satisfied with the whole of the answers he had
received from the valet, for twice the man had distinctly hesitated beforc
replying. ‘

'There was, of course, the theory advancad by the valet himself that
Mr. Kingston had been talking aloud in his admiration of the gold frez. He
had been in the dressing-room at the time, and had heard the mmzwmur of
voices. :

That tim¢ would about coincide with what Godfrey Kingston had euid, and
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thus it would sccm that he in the corridor outside and the valet in the
dressing-room adjoining had both heard the same voice or veices. ;

M‘oll)} Cheseworth had cone to bed, and Gedfrey Kingston said that, on
arrivine at his room, he had found his cousin Dick Kingston waiting fer
him. "Therefore, if he had been told the truth, it would scem that, whoover
had been talking with the old man—always supposing that he had not been
{alking to himself—it could not have been either of the four.

I'ien who could it have been at that time of night? And if it was somcone
clee, then how had that person gained entrance to the room. There was no
one staying as a guest in the house but the ccusins, and had anyone come
to the rcoin by the usual way that person must have been scen. :

Then how could he have come? By the window? It would net be difficult.
Yot it was hard to suppose that a man would cater the room with the inten-
tion of Mlack-iacking the old man, ard converse with his viclim before
carrying out his intention.

There was something wrong somewhere, and for the meinent Nelsen Lee
could not put his finger on it.

Yet, ncvertheless, he was certain of one thing in his own mind—a thing
which he kept locked wp in the inner recesses of his soul. He was certain
that the ¢!d man was already decad when he had been struck with the black-
jack!

For that tiny red spet oa the back of the neok and the faded colour of
the eyes told him a thing which very few men knew—and that was a writing
as clear as print—that Godfrey Kingston had died by poisoning before lLe
had been black-jacked'! '

Had the man who struck that blow known he was dead when he struck?

Was it the same hand which had administered the poison? Both wounds
were in the back of the head. Was the blow with the black-jack struck in
crder {o convey the impression that it, and it alone, had cansed death?

A dead man doesn’t hleed. There was no blood on the wound caused by
the black-jack, and that fact had heen the firet to suggest to Lee that he
should look deeper still for the rcal cause of death. And it told him, too, that
there was a far bigger mystery cn hand than there had at first appeared-
It was in a state of deep thought that he finally came iz from the halcony
and said to Godfrey Kingston: -

“I am sorry to put your cousin, Miss Cheseworth, under a strain, bhut I
must question her as eoon as possible. Also I should like to question yodur
cther cousin, and then I shall ask you to put me in poseession cf some facts
rclating to your late uncle’s affairs.”’

'‘“ Certaiuly, Mr. Lee.”” responded Godfrey Kingston. *‘I shall send fcr
my couein at once. Will you cee her in the library?”’

And with a sign to Nipper that he should remain in the room for the
present, Lce inclined his head, and followed Godfrey Kingston to the doo:.

CHAPTER III.
A Glimmer of Light.

ISS CHESEWORTH was a young woman who, shortly after her birth,
M, had been saddled with a Christian name which fitted in with her
nature and appearance about as harmoniously as the name ‘“ Charlie ”’
would have suited Napoleoun.
‘“Molly *’ is a name cminently suited to the softly rounded, feminipe
{ypc—-the type which delights in {ennis and golf and swimming, and is
beloved as & good pal by all and sundry. But not so Miss Cheseworth.
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True, she swam and tennised and golfed, but she did these things o .
way quite her own. Those whom &he knew most intimately had never on
any occasion dubbed her by a nickname, and usually it was simply Miss
Cheseworth.

She was neither tall nor short—she did not affect the masculine, nor had
t¢he uny of the fluffy feminine about her. She was intensely colourful, never-
theless. The unobserving thought she was just a little negative in character,
and that, simply because she did not think it werth while to convince them
to the contrary.

But the observant found her a good deal of an enigma. Hair and eycs
dark as night, with straight, level, almost Egyptian brows, she had a loox
of the mystic East about her. '

Her nose, small and straight and thinly nostrilled, but added to the
effcct, and her lips were the red bows which the ancient endeavoured vainly
to portray. Her figure was slim and lithc as the body of a tiger, her hands
long and supple. .

Long lashes usually hid the mystic dreaminess of the eyes, falling in an
almost startling contrast upon a creamy, pale skin. And her name was
“ Molly ! It was, indeed, incongruous, and Nelson Lece being of the
observing class, received something of a shock when she was ushered into
the library by Godfrey Kingston.

He took her hand when she was introduced, and as her long, slim fingers
restcd in his, he felt subconsciously that here, if ever in his life, he had et
a woman worth studying. Perhaps twenty-three or twenty-four, she carried
herself with the assurance which only a thorough knowledge of the world,
known as Society, could have given her. :

She responded to Lee’s conventional remark in a low, singularly melodious
voice, and then, releasing her hand, sat down in a low chair near the great
mahogany desk. Nelson Lee did not sit down. In truth, he was entirely

Iﬂntix\“n"ﬂiln":“ﬂ Lia “vl\n]n cﬂﬁm Ap ﬂ'\f\:.l;f]llnn
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When he had sent for Molly Cheseworth he had, for some reason or other,
expected to find her a young, unsophisticated, brown-haired little body, who
would be, if not in tears, at least on the verge of them. Instead, a most
remarkable creature had appeared, and the form of interrogation suitable
for the other type would certainly not apply in her case.

She was neither tearful or hysterical. On the contrary, she was cool and
almost impersonal. Of all the inmates of thc house she was casily the most
interesting and puzzling.

Finally Lee spoke.

““ Miss Cheseworth,’”” he said, ““I am sorry to have beea compelled to send
for you this evening, but I am sure you will understand the necessity, and
forgive me.’”

‘“ Certainly, Mr. Lee,”’ she renlied. ‘‘I am entirely at your service.”

““ Thank you,’” rejoined Lee. ‘I should like, Miss Cheseworth, to ask you
to tell me in detail exactly what you did last evening when you went upstaira.
There are one or two points which I am striving to ciecar up, and I think
that can only be done by the combined evidence of all those who were iu
the house last night.”

“I am quite willing to tell you all T can, Mr. Lee. Yesterday was, as
you probably know. my uncle’s birthday. For some years now, in fact, ever
since we were children, it has been his custom to have us all down for a
stay at that time. During the last thrce or four vears one of us, Robert, has
not joined in these visits, because he is in South America; but my othet two
cousins and myself have always come.

‘“ Perhaps you do not know that my uncle has never married, and that we
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are the children of hia brothers and sisters—-my mother was his only sister,
Robert is the aon of his elder brother, Dick the eon of his youngest brother,
and (Jodfrey the son of his second brother.

‘“ As usunl, there was a amall dinner party, composed of local friends.
After dinner we had bridge, and about eleven they departed. My uncle came
up firat, and I followed. 1 went to his room to say good-night, and stayed
there for perhaps five minutes or so. I might mention that Dunn, his valet,
was there at the time. Then I left him, and went straight to my own room.,
That was the last time 1 saw my uncle alive.”

As her rich voice trajled off, Nelson Lee took a step or two up and down
the room, then he aaid suddenly:

‘“ May I ask you one or two questions, Miss Cheseworth?"’

She bowed her head without speaking.

‘“ Did you remain in your room after you said good-night to your uncle?”

He wns rather surprised to see her hesitate before answering. It was as
though she replied reluctantly, when she finally said slowly:

*“ N-o, 1 did not remain there.’’ '

‘* Do you mind telling me what you did?”’

Once morc she paured, then:

‘““1 came out of my room again in order to go back to my uncle. There
wns somncthing I had forgotten to suy to him.. It was trivial. But when
1 was coming along the corridor I aaw my cousin Dick just going into my
uncle’'s ronm, and besitated. 1 decided to wait, and returned to my room."”’

' \h}'ns that the last time you left it®"’

0 o..il )

** When did you leave it again?”’

*“ About midnight.”’

** For what reason?”’

‘“ For the same reason as before,’”’

‘* {n order to zce your uncle?"’

" Yes."”

** Did you ace him?"’

‘** No.’

*“ Are you willing to tell me why?'’

** I would rather not.”

‘“ But, Miss Cheseworth, you must see that it is important that I be told
all that you know of the matter. It is especially important that you tell us
all you can of the time between ten minutes to midnight and midnight, and
you say it was just about twelve when you went along the second time.”’

Miss Cheseworth looked first at Godfrey Kingston, then at the floor. It
was Godfrey Kiugston who added his word to Lee's.

** Tell him all you know, Molly,”” he said quietly. ‘‘ It is important.”

The girl shot him u gneer look, then, gazing at Lee with her level brows
atraight as a dark line, sho said:

‘1 went along the corridor the second time, but did not enter my uncle’s
room, because there was someone else in the act of cither entering or
leaving— 1 could not be sure which. So I returned to my own troom and
stayed there.”’

‘“Did you recognise the person at the door of your uncle's room?’’ asked
Lee quickly.

0 “..0

"~

ou tell me whom you thiuk it was?’’

.B reler n:: to (Il::o.”

* But——" began Lee, when again Godfrey Kingston spoke,
"** You uve refaxring to me, are you not, H%\!j?’g - 880

L e
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‘vne girl bowed her head, as though with reluctant consent.

‘“ Yes,”’ she said, in a low tone. ‘ When I saw you I went back.

Nelson Lee transferred his attention from the gir! to Godfrey Kingston.

‘“ But, Mr. Kingston,”’ he said, ‘I do not understand this. You told
me that you had not seen your uncle after he went upstairsc You said you
had passed his door about ten minutes to midnight, but, hearing voices
inside, did not enter.” '

‘* And that was the truth, Mr., Lee,” replied the young man, flushing,
though his eyes did not falter. ‘“ It is so. I paesed his door aboui ten
miautes to miduight, and did not enter. I then went on to my rcom, as I
told you, where I found my cousin Dick waiting for me. He—he had just
been in to sec my uncle, and it was owing to something he told me which
corused me to go back to my uncle’s room.

‘“But when I got there, and was about to open the door, I heard iny
uncle’s voice raiscd to someone, and, after all, decided to wait untii the
1aorning. Miss Cheseworth says she saw me either entering or leaving the
room. That is not so; but she could easily have been mistaken. I had my
fingers on the handle, but I did not go in. I turned and went straight back
to my own room and to bed.”

‘““But what was it about your cousin Dick that caused you to go back?”
asked Lee curtly. ‘° Remember, Mr. Kingston, these half-truths won’t do.
You have sent for me to untangle the mystery of your uncle’s death, ared
you or anyone else must not endeavour to handicap me by not being
perfectly frank. Again I ask you the reason for your going back to your
uncle’s room?”’

“ Weil, Mr. Lee, I did not tell you about that second visit for the simplo
reason.{hat I did not wish to tell you the reason. My cousin Dick was in
trouble about money matters, and yesterday asked my uncle to help him
ou!. My uncle refused, and after he went to his room last evening Dick
went to himn to beg him to reconsider his decision. My uncle refused again,
and when I found Dick waiting for me in my room he was greatly upset.

“It was with a twofold purpose that I started for my uncle's room. I
wanted to smooth over matters between him and Dick, and also to try ‘o
persuade him to lend Dick the money he needed. It was a fairly large
-amount, and I could not raise it myself, otherwise I should have let him have
it. But, as I have told you, I heard my uncle’s voice raised, and I thought
it an inauspicious time."”’ -

““ Your cousin Dick had gone to his room when he left you?”

““ He said that was where he was going.”

““Do you think by any chance he returned once again to his uncle?”’

““ I do not know,” answerad Godfrey Kingston hesitatingly.

Nelson Lee leaned against the desk, and laid the forefinger of the right
hand in the palm of the left.

“ Now let us get all this straight,”” he said. “ Your uncle went upstaira
at eleven o'clock. Miss Cheseworth followed him soon after, and went into
his room to say good-night. The valet was in there at the time, and was
also there when she left.

““Then you and your cousin Dick came up, parting at the top of the
stairs, since it appears you had to go to the servants’ wing. In the mean-
time, it seems that your cousin Dick visited your uncle, and an unpleasant
interview followed. It must have been of a brief nature, for he was in your
. room waiting for you when you got there.

“ In the meantime, also, Miss Cheseworth left her room to go to. your
uircle, but did not do so when she saw Dick Kingston at the door. That was
waile vou were in the servants’ wing. Miss Cheseworth had returned to her

r»
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own room before you got back from the eervants’ wing, and apparently,
when she emerged again, it was at the moment when you were once more
at vour uncle’s door. .

‘* That leaves an appreciable time, say, five {0 tecn minutes, during which
snmecone clse may have entered the room. The question is, who was thz_lt
peréon? It seems reasonable to suppose that it must have been eomeone 1n
tho housc. For imstance, when you pasecd the room the first time after
returning from the servants’ rcom, you say you heard voices in there.
Werc you able to distinguish anything whatscever?’”’

(odirey Kingston waa silent for a moment, then he answered slowly: i

I cannot be sure, Mr. Lee, but it occurred to me that it might be the -
valct, because I thought I heard my uncle use his name.”

** How do you mecan?”

‘“Well, curiously enough, I thought I heard my uncle say ‘ Rob,’ yet he
never called the valet by that name. The vulet and my cousin in South
Amcrica both have the same (‘hristian name—Rocbert. My uncle always spoke
fo my consin and of my cousin a« Rob, while he nearly always addressed
the valet as Robert. ‘Therefore, I couctuded that he was speaking to Dunn—
bad culled him Robert—and that I had only heard the first syllable of
the word.”’”: -

"* Then you think it may have been the valet in the room?”’

“* That is all 1 could infer, because mmy cousin Dick was already in my
rcom waiting for e when I got there.”

“ And the second time -when you went back to see your uncle?’?

(iodirey shook his head. '

““There I am at a losi, Mr. Lee. Dick said he was going to his room,
aud I can only think he did so. But why not send for him and ask him?”’

"1 shall do so presently,’’ said Lee curtly. ‘I wish to get these facts
liuved up as well as possible Lefore I confuse the issue with too many bits of
cvidence. The valet says that when he left the room, at half-past eleven or
thereabouts, he did not return to it. If he is telling the truth, then it
could not Lave been he whom you heard your uncle speaking to on either
of the occasione whon you were at the door. This man Dunn—what is your
opinion about him?"’ '

“"He has been in my uncle's service for abcut twenty years,”’ replied
Uodfrey Kingston. '* He was most devoted to him, and I cannot think that
bhe would tell an untruth about what happened last night.”’

" And you, Miss Cheseworth,”” said Ice, turning to Molly Cheseworth,

who was sitting with a most detached air, ** what is your opinion of Dunn,
the valet?” |

Miss Cheseworth ehrugged.

"1 really do not feel competent to pass an opinion,’ she said languidly.

Nelson Lee felt as though he would like to take her by the shoulders and
shulko her. Hor attitude waus cither but the reflex of a naturally cold and
indifferent nature, or else studiously cxhibited for the present occasion—he
could not be sure which,

At any rate, he suw that beyond the bare statement of what she herself
had done the previous evening, and what she had seen, she was not prepared
to help him any further. 'Therefore, she wue as well out of the way, for by
her nssumed or genuine iudifference she but irritated him.

"* 1 shall not trouble you any further for the present, Miss Cheseworth,’’ ho

suid coldly. ** When you go, would it be too much trouble to ask your cousin
Dick ¢o come here?” ‘

" Not at all,”’ she replied, ris.ing. ‘“1 shall tell him on the way to my
room,’’ o -
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With that, she bowed slightly to Lee, nodded to Godfrey, an_d passed out
through the door which Icc held open. When he had closed it, he turned
to (iedfrey Kingston, and said: .

** Mr. Kingston, do you know anything about your uncle’s will?"’ .

‘““ Unless he has altered it lately, I know all the clauses, Mr. Lee,”’ replied
the other.

““ Would you te so gocd as to give me a rough idea what these clauses
are—how he has disposed of his estate?”’

““ Certainly.”’ .

As ke spoke, Godfrey Kingston went to the desk and <at down. Opening
a drawer, he took ont a box of cigarettes, which he offered to Lee. Lee
accepted one, and, lighting it, drew up a chair to the desk.

‘“ Now then, Mr. Lee,” said Godfrey Kingston, when he also was puffing
ot a weed, ““ I shall tell you all I know. Roughly speaking, my uncle was
“worth two hundred thousand pounds, not counting the Barron Hall estate.
Mv cousin Robert was my uncle’s favourite nephew, and he was the chier
heir cf the estate.

““*On his birthday preceding the departure of my cousin for South
America, my uncle called us all in here, and told us what he proposed doing.
It was his intention to leave the Barron Hall estate and one bhundred
.thousand pounds to iny cousin Robert. I was to receive twenty-five thousand
peunds, Miss Chesewcrth twentyv-five thousand, my cousin Dick twenty-five
‘thousand, and the balauce was to be divided among old servants and
charity. _

“ For instance, Dunn, the valet, was to receive five thousand pounds, and
citer a few smaller lezacies had been paid to servants the residue was
-to go to charities. On that day my cousin Robert was formally betrothed to
- Miss (‘heseworth—that was a condition of my uncle making him his heir.
I1{ anything happered to Robert before he was married, or befcre my
uncle died, then I was to become the heir, and, in any event, I was to retain
-the position as agent of the Barron Hall estate for as long as I might desire
to keep 1t.”

““ Then you all stoed to berefit by the will?”’

Godfrey Kingston nodded, and smiled slightly.

““ If you mean, did any of us have a motive for killing my uncle, then we
21l had that,” he said.

“1 bad not suggested such a thing,” said Lee slowly, ‘“ but in a case of
this sort everyone comges under suspicion. By the way, have you cabled to
your cousin in South America yet?"”

" Yes, but I shall not be surprised if it does not reach him for some time.
In a letter which my uncle received, together with a birthday present from
Bab, he said he was about to leave for a lcng expedition up the Orinoco, and
that he might be away for some months. He was the enly one who had my
uncle’s passion for archeology, and naturolly my uncle followed his work
with the keenest zest.”

““ Pardon me for asking a somewhat leading uestion, Mr. Kingston, but—
or-—;vere the two principals in the betrothal satisfied with the arrange-
meoent?”’

""If you mean were they in love with eaeh other, then I must confess
that the arrangement came as a slight surprise to me,” responded Godfrey
Kingston. “’I do know that my cousin Bob was very fond of Molly, but,
‘a3 far as that goes, so was Dick, and I always thought Dick and Molly wou!d

have made a go of it. My uncle, however, desired it the other way, and
Molly seemed quite satisfied with it.”’

‘“ How did your cousin Dick take it?V
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‘“ He was a bit broken up, I think, though he has never said anything
about it, and perhaps I was in error in what I thought. But, unless I am
greatly mistaken, here he comes now.”” .

There was a knock at the door, and the next moment it opened to admit

Dick Kingston.

‘“ Molly said you wished to speak to me, Mr. Lee,’’ he said, as he closed the
door after him,

Lee nodded..

‘“ Please sit down, Mr. Kingston,”” he said. ‘' There are one or two
questions I should like to ask you.” . . .

Dick Kingston rather sulkily threw himself into a chair and hLt a
cigarette. Lee, before speaking, scrutinized him slowly and carefully. He
saw in the face of the young man before him an explanation of the reasca
why he had been compelled to appeal to his uscle for funds.

Beneath his eyes were the dark circles which are the flags of dissipation,
and in the nervously trembling hand which held the cigarette the indicatien
of too much artificial stimulant. In other words, Lee guessed shrewdly that
when in town Dick Kingston went the pace far too much for a young man of
his age.

Gafing at the end of his own cigarette Lee said:

“I have been questioning Miss Cheseworth and your cousin Godfrey
about their movements and the movements of their unecle last evening, Mr.
Kingston. In their replics your name has arisen, and, since it seems you
saw your uncle alive later than either of them, I should like you, please,
to tell me as much as you can about it. You will realise, of course, that
every tiny point will be of value.”

““T am willing to tell you all T can, Mr. Lee,”” said Dick Kingston readily
cnough; ‘“though I say frankly that I am not in sympathy with your
presence here. I think the matter chould have been left to the police.”

Godfrey Kingston turned sharply to his cousin.

‘“ Such a remark is entirely unnecessary, Dick,” he said roughly. ‘“I told
both you and Molly this morning that in the absence of Bob I am in charge
of affairs, and, moreover, T am still my uncle's man of business—or, at least,
the man of business of the estate. "While I hold that position I shall take
such moves as may seem necessary to me. Kindly drop this question and
pive Mr. Lee the information he needs.” .

But Lee confined his attentioa to Gcdfrey Kingston. The cousins, for-
getting his presence, had unwittingly gives him a hin{ that they were uot
in accord with the idea of his presence there.

‘““Am T to understand, Mr. Kingston,” he said, addressing Godfrey, ‘‘ that
Mr..RDichard Kingston and Miss Cheseworth were not in favour of caliing
me in?”’ '

““Somcthing like that, Mr. Lee,” replied Godfrey. “ But it really did not
amount to anything.” - '

Leo gave a couple of puffs at his cigaretce, then, turning swiftly to Dick
Kingston, he said:

** I understand that you went upstairs last cvening with your cousin
Godfrey?”’ |

Dick Kingston nodded.

*“1 did,”’ he replied.

“ Will you kindly relate your movements from that moment until you
retired?”’

- ‘I left Godfrey at the head of the stairs—he was going on to the servant's
-wiirg to see the butler, I think. I went on:-down the corridor, and on the
way stepped-in to see my uncle about a eertaim.matter.”
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* Will yon tell me what that was?"’

“ Lr—well, I suppose it doesn’t make any difference. 1 was wp against
it for some money, and I wanted himn to make me an advance. [ had already
asked Godfrey, but he couldn’t manage it, and during the day my uncie
hiad also refused. I thought I might persuade him to my way of thinking.”

‘““And he refused?”’

“Yes. I didn’t stay long after that. He said some hard thinga te m~,
and T didn’t care for any further wigging, so I bade him good-night. I
- went along to Godfrey's room and waited until he came back. Then I told
him about the interview, and he promised to do what he could with my uncle
the next morning. Then I went along to my own room and to bed. That i3
all. T knew nothing about what happencd afterwards until this morning,
when Godfrey came to my room.”

“You did not return to your uncle’s room after leaving your counsin
(rodfrey?’’ asked Lee carelessly.

“I did not,”” replied Dick Kingston shortly. ‘““I have told you cxactiy
what I did—no more, no less.”

““When you were with your uncle, did the interview develop into a
quarrel?”’

Dick Kingston was silent for a moemeht, then he said:

““ Not exactly a quarrel, but my uncle did say some hard things to me, and
I answered him back; but if you are intimating that it was sufficient quarrel
for me to return to his room and kill him, you are mistaken. I did not
do so.”

He smiled sarcastically as he spoke, and Nelson Lee’s lips compressad
with anger that the youne man should attempt to take that tone with him.
. ‘““That will do, thank you, Mr. Kingston,”” he said curtly. * Until I

suggest such a possibility it is not necessary for you to demy it."”

Dick Kingston rose, and, tossing his cigarette into a tray, nodded.

‘“ All right. Anything I can do I shall be only too pleased, Mr. Lee. See
. you later, Godfrey.”

With that he left the rcom, and Lee was just turning to speak again to
(iodfrey Kingston when there came another tap at the door, and, in answer
to (rodfrey’s summons, Nipper entered.

.L ““May I speak to you alone for a moment, sir?”’ he asked, speaking to
ee.
““ Certainly, my lad. Will you excuse me for a moment, Mr. Kingston?"
He rose and followed Nipper out into the hall. There the lad drew him
. close, and, as Lee bent his Eead, he whispered:
““Guav’nor, someone has destroyed not only all the pictures I took of the
-room where Mr. Kingston was murdered, but they have ruined my camera
as well I’

e S

CHAPTER 1V,
) The Hidden Hand Still at Work.

NELSOl{‘;’ LEE drew Nipper still farther away from the door and whis-
pered:
*“Does anyone-else know thia?”’
‘“Not a soul, guv’'nor, except, of course, the person or persons who did it.”
‘““Then on your life say nothing about it. Now, tell me, my lad, all you
know about it.” '
““As soon as I had finished photographing the room, sir, I took the films
and the camera along to the room which has been given to me. I laid the
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film rolls on the tahls, intending to develop them as soon as I could. The
caroera ‘wan beside them. 1 went back to the room where the murder
oceurrcd, to stay on guard as yon had ordered, but while I was there, sir, I
' n huaneh that 1 had heen a little careleas with the camera and films.

] decided to go back to my room and lnck them away. \Vhen I got
there they were nowhere to be acen. Thinking perhaps a maid had been in
the room, and, sccing them, had put them in a drawer, I opened every
one in each table and bureau. They were not tn be found.

‘* Then, sir, I instituted a search of the room. In the waste-paper hasket
I found the films all unrolied and ruined untterly by the light which had got
o them. The camers I could mot find at all, so I came down here at once to
isform you. That is all, sir.”

Lee vodded do"{.

“ Nipper, go back to the reom and keep guard. 8ay nothing of this. I
shall think it over. It proves what I have feit for some time now—that
there is someone in the houze whom we must watch. I shall be upstairs
again in a few minutes.’’

Nipper nodded, nnd made his wav along the hall to the foot of the stairs.
YLee returned to the library. and, after a few unimportant remarks to
Godfrey Kingston, sauid:

**I think that is all I wish to ask you for the moment, Mr. Kingston. 1
wish to consider a few of the pointa which have come up, and this evening
afler dinner 1 may desire to talk things over with you again. But, first,
there iz one other guestion which I should like to usk of you.”

“What is it, Mr. Lee?"

“ You have scen your uncle's body. you lkave had time to comsider all

hases of the matter. Do vou -and 1 wai® you to apeak frankly, Mr.

ingston do you suspect nnvonme in poarticular?”’ °

Godfrey Kingston amk bis head.

*No, Mr. Iee, T do not. If you mean waa anyone under this roof
responsible fos the murder, then | say ‘no  with all conviction. I think—
and ] ocousider it the only possible theory—that my nncle was murdered
z & common burglar who cntered his room by way of the window. Why,

ore is the flannel-covered hlack-jack to prove it."”

Neloon Leo said nothing more on that point just then, but he was thinking
of his own discovery that Godfrey Kingston was already dead before he had
been struck with that hlack-jack! Yet ﬁw morv: he prebed into the affair the
moro complicated did it becomme, and he wanted more than anything just
then to get away alone and to place in clear array the facts and suggestions
which bad arisen.

Therefore, he left Godfrey Kingston in the library and made his way to
his room on the Hloor above. Closing and lccking the door, Lee threw lLim-
solf into a decp chair before the win:mv. and. with the dcep dusk of evening
ourtaining the lovely parkland beyond, he gave bimself up to a keen mental
snalysis of the atrange aflair.

What had be to go upon so far? Firstly, he must place his facts side by
alde, then surround them with the suggestions which Kad arisen, and finally

encircle tho whole with every personality with whom he had come in contact
or whom the case in any way included.

From the iuner grouﬁ. which, tco, would include the deed and the motive,
he must reach into the mass of su{gutiono and endeavour to fit them
together much as the brinkla{er fits his bricks; then to step ahead to the
association of the persons in the circle amd try to find either a concrete or

abatract suggestion which would rommneet up next stage of the fine web
he muet weave. '
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Then to the crossroads of the individual and general, and to decide which
Ttoad he must pursue to find that one, single, germaine fact which would
gsupport the thread of theory—thv silken shred of hypothesis which he
might follow along until somewhere in the maze he could come upon the
real thread which was connected up with the truth.

It was never an easy matter, and in the present instance it looked almost
hopeless. Yet, with all its uncertainty, it was the type of case which
delighted Lee more than any other. It was a real problem; it was a great
. test for the science which he had done more to develop than almost any
other man living. Very well, then, where had he to begin?

He had as his first and chief fact the murdered body of Godfrey King-
ston, and from that there must radiate lines of connection with many, many
snggestions. For instance, briefly and in concrete form, Lee placed the
known facts beneath that chicf fact. (Godfrey Kingston was a wealthy
bachelor with three nephews and oune niece, all of whom would benefit by his
death. In addition, there was his valet, Dunn, who would benefit to the
tune of five thousand pounds.

Beneath that again came the several old servants who had also been
mentioned in the will. Therefore, if one were to apply motive to all those
whb were concerned in the will, then oue must begin with Rebert Kingston,
then in South America, place next Godfrey Kingston, Dick Kingston, and
Miss Cheseworth; followed by Dunn, the valet, and the servants.

On the other hand, a first view of the crime seemed to suggest that it
had been committed by a burglar. There was the open window, the balcony
casy of access, the flannel-covered black-jack, and the wicked wound in the
back of the head.

Were any of the more educated and cultured persoas suggested concerned
in the crime, it scemed scarcely probable that any one of them would use
the black-jack, but, on the contrary, would have carried out his or her work
in a more subtle manner.

Subtlety! That was the first step in the problem, for it was just subtlety
which had been used. To Nelson Lee the use of that black-jack meant one
of two things—it meant either that the one who had sent Godfrey Kingston
to his death had afterwards applied the black-jack for the sole purpese of
causing it to be thought that was the ciause of death, and to cover up tho
real cause; or else it had been struck by a real burglar before he knew that
hia victim was already dead.

Supposing the first? Then what wou!d have followed? The black-jack
would certainly have been left in the room in order that the suggestion
might be still more obvious. |

And the second? There was a wide range of theory possible there. For

instance, if a burglar had entered—a burglar who would kill (and such a
thing 1s certainly much more rare than popular belief supposes), then he
might in a panic fling the black-juck to one side, and flee from the room,
or, on the other hand, he might take it with him.
- Now came the next two points. In his examination of the balcony and
the ivy, Nelson Lee had become convinced of one thing, and that was—that
someone had certainly climbed the ivy recently! Here and ther2 a broken
bit—a few leaves stripped and crushed—had heen sufficient to tell him that.
But, to destroy the theory that it might have been a burglar, there arose
on¢ very strong point which must not be overlooked."

The valet had said that when he left the room the light was still on.
All the other evidence had gone to show the same thing. Yet in the morning,
when the valet had come into the room, the light was out! It did not scem
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likely that Godfrey King<tcen had risen fron his chair, turned out the light,
and sat down again.

The fact that on the floor by the chair where they had fallen were the gold
fror and the cigar end was sufficient to negative that. A man doesn’t sit in
the dark emoking and admiring a golden curio. Therefore, the hight had
been turned out by someohe after the mnurder. ‘

Another thing -the light was «n when the murder was committed, for no
man could have seen in the dark to strike so perfectly as the blew with
the black-jack had been struck. « The more Lee locked at it, the more
convinced he became that the murder was no haphazard or sudden crime,
hut one well planned and theroughly executed.

Then who counld have sufficient motive to do it? Take the *‘ possibilities =’
oac by one, beginning with the chief heir to the estate, Robert Kingston.
His presence in Scuth Amgica scemed 1o eliminate him from the case
immediately. Supposing he” were left out for the nonce, then who came
next? Gedfrey Kingston, the nephew?

What was there for and against that thcory? For it, there was exactly
what there was ior the others. He was to benefit by the death of his uncle
to the extent of {wenty-five thousand and a position as agent of the estate
for as long as he wished. Trom what he could see, Lee reckoned the job
of agent under his uncle paid him excellently—pessibly a thousand a year
and his hving.

While Robert Kingsten appeared to have been his uncle’s favourite and
heir, Lee had detected no jealousy in Godfrey Kingston, and certainly it had
Ieen Godfrey Kingston who had insisted on Lee being called in, apparently
acainst the oppoesition of hoth Miss Cheseworth and Dick Kingston.

His present position wounld not be benefited by the death of his uncle,
though his capital po:-ecssions wonld. Was he capable of devising such a
crime as that, and of carrying it out? ILce had not seen sufficient of h'm
to feel absolutely pesitive im his own mind, though the young man struck
him as Weing perfectly frank in most things. Yet it was a fact that he had
dvccizlod I<¢ 1 his tirst statemeut of his movements on the night of the
trageay.

l%e had deliberately withheld the fact that he had gone back to his uncle’s
room o &econd time. That had only come oubt in Lee’s questioning of Miss
theseworth, and, when faced with it, Godfrey Kingston had acknowledged
it, thourh he had insisted that he had gone back on his cousin’s account,
and that he had not entered the room at all.

Had he done =0, or was he lying? Then, again, he had said—in fact, the
valet had said also—that he had heard voices in the room. At the time,
Godfrey Kingston had allowed it to be thought that it might have been

his cousin Dick in the room—that Dick Kingston had returned to his uncle’s
voom instead of going to bed.

Supposing Godfrey Kingston had committed the crime, would he have
heen subtle encugh to call in the most distinguished criminologist of the
day, trusting to that very action to eliminate him from suspicion? That
question couldn’t he answercd yet, and neither could Godfrey Kingston be
R]ucod outside the line of suspicion. Nor could suspicion be directed only at

im. IFor how about Dick Kingston?

Dick Kingston, it appeared, had had more than one disagreement with his
uncle. Uiven a fair running, it was possible that he might have been the
betrothed of Miss Cheseworth mstead of his cousin Robert. That he had
not won her was due to his uncle, and while he had apparently said littlo

about it, was it possible that, ever since, he had been nursing a decep anger
against bis uncle?
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Lee had heard a scraping and rustling just beneath the kalcony—he
had caught a single glimpse of a black shadow appearing over the

edge of the railing.—(8ez p. 22.)
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His face showed all the lines of dissipation. He had also got into deep
water financially, and had appealed first to his cousin Godfrey for assist-
ance, then to his uncle. Even on his birthday, when he would be in a
mellow mood, his uncle had refused him, and when approached again that
evening, a quarrel of greater or less magnitude had followed.

That much had been surlily acknowledged by Dick Kingston. Yet he
denied having gone back to his uncle’s room the second time. Had he done
s0, or was he lying? If he had done so, then to whom could his uncle havp
been speaking?

The valet had denied that it was he. If Godfrey Kingston had told the
truth, then it couidn’'t have been he. If Miss Cheseworth had not lied, then

it couldn’t have been she. And if it were none of the four, then whom could
it have been?

Was it the unknown person who might have entered the room by way
of the balcony? Scmeone had entered there, but if death had come to
Godfrey Kingeton from that somrce, it i3 hardly likely he would converss
with his would-be muvdcrer—unless, wnless that one was known to him us
o friend. ’

It seemed imnossible that Miss Cheseworth could have carried out the
crime, even if it were possible that she could conceive it. Very few women
could have struck that blow with the black-jack. And the valet? Where did
he enter into the scheme of the case? |

He had been with Godfrey Kingston for a score of years. It had been
said that Le was very much attached to his master. True, he benefited to
the tune of five thousand by the will, but, on the other hand, he had 2
comfortable home and all that he could possibly desire

The five thousand was simply a guarantee against want when his master
should dic. Could he have so tutned and bitten the hand which fed him?
Judging by the man himself, Lee did not think it possible, yet neverthele:s
he had given his evidence badly. On two distinet occasions he had hesitated
iz his replies.

He had cgiven Lee the impression, either rightly or wrongly, that he knew
more than he would tell. Did the valet suspect in his own mind who might
have committed the crime? And was he shielding the guilty person? It was
a point which must be followed up.

And lastly to be considcred came those other servants who would benefit
by their master's death. Lee did not think there was much in that. The
crime was not the crime of a servant—it was the crime of a man who
had morc tham a smattering of certain knowledge, for now, to cap all,
came the one point which Lee had deliberately avoided until the very last.
That point was the means by which Godfrey lz'ingston had actually died.

It has already been stated why Lee thought this, and how he knew it.
No man knew mcre of rare poisons that did Nelson Lee—no man had
studied more deeply the poisoning metheds of every country and every age
than had he. And in the present instance he knew that, instead of dying
by the blow from the black-jack, Godfrey Kingston had died by poison.

Once before Nelson Lee had come upon death by just such means. The
whole thing had been so novel to him then that he had at once seized

upon the opportunity to study it in all its phases, and he knew—/he knecw
what poison had been used!

In South America some of the native tribes, particularly the Motillones
and the Goajiras, make the poison for the tips of their arrows (their blow-

pipe arrows) by firat procuring the heart of a deer. When that has been
done, they take the heart into a snake-infested swamp and secure it to a
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peg. There they leave it for some time, and the snakes, attracted by the
scent of the fresh heart, come 1n scores to it.

Time after time it is struck by them, until the whole mass is actually
saturated with the poison from their fangs. The next step is to recover the
heart, and this is done by a native. chosen specially for the purpose. Should
e possess a wife and children, they are gent away for some days, and, after
gathering certain herbs and roots, the man sets to work to make the poison.

Into a great pit the heart is put, and with it water, the herbs, and roots.
For three-days and nights e sits watching the conglomeration boil, adding
water to the pot and wood to the fire as occasicn demands. At the end of
three ‘days sufficient of the extracts have been boiled from the roots, herbs,
and the heart, and now the liquor is poured into a large calabash.

When it has cooled and hardened it is ready for use, and when applied to
the end of arrows er spears there is no more deadly poison known. It was
this same poison which wrought such havoc with the Spanish Conquistadores
of old ; it was this poison which decimated the expedition once sent into the
Motillones distriet from Venczuela.

Its action is swift and sure. Some animals are able to live seventeen or
twenty seconds after it has entered the system, aml man a little longer; but
in every case it is fatal. Its signs are not many. but they are distinct, and
it was the sign of this poison which Nelson Lee had seen upon the body of
Godfrey Kingston. That poison had caunsed his death, and the black-jack
blow had simply heen struck upon the skull of a man already dead.

Taking that point or fact as the starting-place for a theory, then how did
it apply to those human clements which Lee had already considered? W ho-
ever had murdered Godfrey Kmgston had had a more than pasdsing
klrllowledge of poisons, and had known, moreover, how to procure and use
them. :

Could Godfrey Kingston the younger have posceszed this knowledge? Did
'Dick Kingston know the secret of such things? Was Miss Chesewortn able to
discover and apply such facts? Was it within the mental scope of Dunn, the
valet? If not, then who was there within the circle of ‘‘ possibilities ' poe-
gessing such knowledge?

There was Robert Kingston, who was in South America. On the face of
it, it would seem most likely that, of all the cousins, he would be the one
to know of such things. But he could not be in South America and at the
same time in England.

Not even the most subtle plot could kill, with the poison at such a
distance, without grave risk of miscarrying, and this plot had not miscarried.
It had worked cut absolutely to schedule:

Then, supposing, for the sake of argument, that Rebert Kingston had
conceived the plot, had it been carried out by an accomplice in England?
Such a supposition would at once destroy the possibility that any one of
the cousins or some unknown person had evolved the thing and carried it
out alone.

It would open up the wide vista of an accomplice or accomiplices, and, once
Lee embarked upon that wide sea of conjecture, he might limit it to two
persons or morce. Good heavens! Was it possible that the whole thing
was a deep-laid plot on the part of all the heirs?

Had the cunning brain of one of them conceived it? Had Robert King-
ston’s part been to secure the poison? Had it been, perhaps, the part of
Molly Cheseworth to administer the poison? Had, then, either Dick King-
ston or the younger Godfrey carried out the black-jacking? Was it all part
and parcel of the same plot to call in Nelson Lee after notifying Scotland
Yard? Did they feel so certain of the effectiveness of their subtlety that
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sicv had dared do this? Could they step into wealth over the murdered
bodv of their victim? Were they even then laughing together at the futility
of fmyono trying to discover the truth? Could people be so vile and vec
wear so fair a countenance? | .

In support of such a theory there was the unsatisfactory evidence from all
»f them—even the valet. Was he, too, a party to the affair? He had
hesitated twice during Lee’s questioning; Godfrey Kingston had deceived
‘T,ee in his original statements; Molly Cheseworth had been a most un-
satisfactory subject for intorro%at.ion.

She had adopted a most indifferent pose, and what she had told Lec hal
been practically cork-screwed out of her. She had scemed reluctant to
state whom she had scen at the door of her uuncle’s room when she said she
had gonc along the corridor the second time. Then, and then only, hal
it comce out that it was Godfrey Kingston.

On the other hand, suppose she bore Godfrey Kingston a grudge? Then
she could not have adopted a more effective means of casting a certain
suspicion in his direction. Following up such an idea as this, it could alsy
be said that Godfrey Kingston may have been casting svspicion on Dick,
for he had silently acquigsced in Lee’s suggestion that instead of returning
to his room when he said he was, Dick Kingston had gonc back still again
to his uncle’s room.

As for Dick Kingston himself, he had given very little informatioun, and
that iz a sulky manner. And the collective whole seemed not too deeply
regretful over the death of their uncle. If there were any evidence of that,
it had seemed mostly exhibited by Dunn, the valet, and GGodfrey Kingston.

Each point opened up a new suggestion, which in turn led to an unsus-
pected maze of conjecture, until Lee himself grew confused. But one thing
was clear to him—he had his work cut out to probe the mystery before himn,
and ha vowed then and there that he would not rest until he had done so.

Let the guilty person or persons laugh at him if they would. Before he
had finished it would be seen who might laugh. And with that grim resolvo

he was just rising from his chair—for the dressing-gong for dinner had
- just sounded—when there came a soft knock at the door.

He crossed to it silently, and, turning the key, drew it open. There
slipped into th¢ room a small brown-paper parcel which had been leaning
against the door. Lee disregarded it for the moment, and stepped out into
the corridor. '

Not a sign was there of the person who must-have knecked on the door,
but since it was only a short distance from Lee's room to the bend in the
" corridor there had been plenty of time for one to get onut of immediate
sizht, but perhaps not out eof reach.

Swiftly, and treading almost noiselessly, L.ee made for the turn in the
corridor. Up and down it he glanced. but not a soul was to be seen. 7Then
there came the sound of a distant door slamming, and, with a grunt of
disappointment, Lee went back to his room.

He closed and locked the door again; then, vicking up the brown-paper
parcel, he carried it across to the table. It was almost dark outside now,
so,hbefore opening the parcel, he drew the blind and turned on the electric
light. ~

As he untied it, the first thing to strike his oaze was a roll of dark-
coloured material; then, as he picked it up, a small sheet of paper dropped
out. A thrill went through him as he saw that the materia! was a dark
flannel, exactly the same as had been wrapped about the lead pipe black-
jack. What could it mean?

An unscen hand had destroyed the negatives which Nipper had lail on
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is table, and had also taken away the camera. Had the same unseen han
dcposited this bit of dark flannel outside his ewn door? He took up the
slip of paper, and, holding it beneath the light, read:

‘“ This should suggest a clue to you. Find where it came from.”$

That was all, and it had been printed in an obviously disguised hand.
What could it mean? Who was there in the house taking such a keen
interest in his doings and those of Nipper? Whoever it was, they seemed
‘to have a deep knowledge of the crime. .

Was it the same hand which had already been in evidence? Was it some-
one in the house trying to put him cn the right track? Or was it an attempt
to further bamboozle him? Yet there was no gainsaving the fact that tKe
flannel was the same sort, and, as be unrolled it, he saw a jagged end whero
a piece had been roughly cut off.

Who owned that picce of flannel? And whose was the unseen hand?

CHAPTER V.
In Which a Book Mysteriously Disappears.

: O stretch of the imagination could have called dinner that evening a
N cheerful affair. Miss Cheseworth, who occupied the scat of the hostess

at one end of the table, while presenting a vivid picture of beauty in
a black evening-gown, cut low and revealing the white pallor of her skin
in sharp contrast, might almost have heen a bheautiful statne for all she
contributed to the conversation. At the most she contented herse!f with
monosyllabic replies.

Dick Kingston ate moodily, saying nothing at all. Godfrey Kingston,
who now took the seat formerly occupied by his uncle, made some attempt
.at conversation with Lee, and the latter, with that rarc faculty which wag
his, put away for the time being all conjecture on the strange case which
he was investigating. ‘

Nipper seconded him loyally, and by the time the game had arrived they
were deep in a discussion of English laud laws. Not that Leo was not
using his eyes to good purpose. All the time he was surreptitiously study-
ing each one at the table, concetitrating more particularly on Miss Chesc-
worth and Dick Kingston.

So far he had kept to himself the mysteridus occurrence at the door of
his room just as the dressing-gong had gone. But when Miss Cheacworth
had risen to go, and the door had closed after hcer, Lee drew his chair
nearer to that of Godfrey Kingston, and, lighting a cigar, said:

“ Mr. Kingston, do you remember the Llack-jack which was found in your
uncle’s room?”’

Godfrey Kingston nodded.

‘“Yes, Mr. Lee, I remember it.”*

‘““Do you recall how it was covered?"’

“Yes—with a plece of dark flannel.’”

‘““That is quite right. And now, will you tell me if you have ever seen
this piece of flannel before?’”’

As he spoke, Lee thrust his hand into his pocket and todk out the piece
of flannel which had been left at his door. As it fell on the table he glanced
sharply at both Godfrey Kingston and his cousin Dick. .The latter was
sipping a glass of port, and beyond a casual glance in the direction of the
flannel paid no further attention. But (odfrey Kingston was gazing at it
with a puzzled frown. Slowly he picked it up and examined it, and when
he laid it down again his face had gone dead white.

v “Yes,” he whirpered, ‘I have seen it before. It is a piece whieh 1 bonght
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sonte time ago from which to have ﬂannel coverings made for some of tho
field mstrumcuts in use on the estate.’

““ How long ago was that?"" asked Lee quickly.

‘““ Three or four months ago.’

““ And when did you sec it last?"”

“1 don't rcmember cxactly, but I do not think I have seen it since tho

covers were made.”’

‘“ That would be?”’

‘“Say, two months ago.’

““ Do you know where it was then placed for kecping?™

““ Yes: in a chest in the estate office.”’

‘““ Where is that?”’

*“It is on this floor in the riecht wing.’

““ Who else but yourself had access to that room?"’

““ My uncle and the under steward.”

“Thn under steward. Who is he?’’

‘““ A young fellow who has been here for about six months. He lives at
the home farm.’ :

‘ Was the chest in whlch this flanncl was Le t lo cked?"’

‘“ Always. There are some valuable mstruments in it, and only my uncle
and myself had a key of it. But wheve dnd you get this flannel, Mr. Lee?"

prefer not to tell you just yet,”’ respondod Lee curtly. “ Bul un-
loubtedly it is from this piece which a portion was taken to cover the leal
pipe black-jack.”

Godfrey Kingston looked worried.

‘“T can see ynur point, Mr. Lee,”” he qald ““and the findine of this casts
a certain reflection upon me. But I swear to vou I have not seen that piecn
of flannel for weeks. I do not know how it has been taken from thr chest
in the estate office; I -h:ne not the remotest idea how a porticn of it conld
ha ve been used to cover the black-jack. I swear I know nothing qbout it

“And yet someone in this house left it at the door of my room,’’ thouzht
Lee, as he folded it up again. ‘“If I could only discover the unsecn hani.”

At this moment Dick Kingston rose.

“I am going into the library, Godfrey,”” he said. “*Tf vou want me later
vou will find me there.’

Godfrey Kingston nodded, and Lee watched with relief while the consin
departed. When he had gone Lee, puffing thoughtfully at his cigar, cou-
tinued his interrogation.

‘““There 1s somethmfr else T should like to ask you, Mr., Ki nvafml

““T am cntirely at your service, Mr. Lee.’

““I wish to ask you about your uncle’s hobby. ¥rown what vou hove
already told me and what I myself know I vather that he was a very Lkecen
collector of ancient gold coins and ornaments

‘““He was that,”” responded Godfrey Kingston. ‘““He wrote several
monographs, and his collection is, I ‘believe, one of the finest over gathered
together.”

““ It must be worth a lot of money?”’

‘“It is. He valued it at nearly twenty thousand pounds."

‘““ How did he dispose of it in his will?”’

“He left it to my cousin Robert. It gave him great pleasure that Robert
followed the same line of scieace as he himself did. It was that, I think,
which made him create Robert his chief heir—that, and the fact that
Robert’s father, my uncle’s brother, married the woman whom my uncle
also loved. Robert has always been his favourite. My uncle specified
chiefly in the East, although he had made expeditions to Clentral and South
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‘America. Robert took the Western Continent, and that is why he is now
in South Amecrica. He is investigating the old buried Indian villages on
thoe Orinoco.” .

" South America is a curious country,’” remarked Lee slowly. ‘It is a
country of vast remains and a dead history which may never be revived.
I know it very well myself, although, while therc, I was perhaps niost
" keenly inferested in the ethnological side of the uestion—that, and a study
of the poisons of the Indian ruaces.”

“ My uncle was also a student of those,”’ put in (Godfrey Kingston quickly.
““Ie intended, I think, to write a monograph on the poisous of primitive
races.’”’

““Then I suppose he would have a considerable library on the subject?"

‘“Yes; he has several technical works dealing with it."

‘““It would interest me to glance at them while I am here. I, too, have
written a modest monograph on the matter.” |

'“ Certainly, Mr. Lee, whenever you wish. And now can you tell me if
you have discovered anything of importance?"’

“Not yet,”” replied Lee—‘‘ not yet, Mr. Kingston. By the way, when
does the Scotland Yard man arrive?!’

*“I have heard this evening that he will arrive some time to-morrow. My
uncle has been moved to another room. and kis own room locked by the
village constable. The funeral will be in three days, though I do not know
tko exact time of the inquest.”

Godfrey Kingston rose as he finished speaking, and, followed by Lee and
Hipper, led the way along to the library. Dick Kingston, contrary to his
statement, wag not there when they entered, and when Godfrey had gono in
search of him Lee approached the great line of hookcases and began ruanuniag
his eye over the titles.

In one corner by themselves he found the series on poisons. The key was
in the door of the case, so there was nothing to prevent hiin from examining
the volumes. He opened the door, and, bending low, scrutinised the titles
more closely. It was in one corner that ho came upon the volume for which
he was searching. It was labelled, ‘‘ Pojsons of the South American Indians,
with a description of the method of manufacture,”’ and was the work of a
well-known scientist.

Lee removed the volume from the shelf, and, crossing to the light, opened
it. As he did so he noticed that a slip of paper was protruding cornerwise
from between the pages, and, turning to it, he spread the book wide. The
slip of paper had Y}een torn from a piece of blank writing-paper, and had
undoubtedly been used as a bookmark. Aud almost the first words which
net Lee’s gaze at the pages it marked were:

** The Poisoned Arrow-tips ¢f the Motillones and the Arawakans.”

Lec glanced hastily down the page, grasping the chief details of the article
as he went along. It was a dot’uilef deacription of the meauns of making
the poison which he, and he ounly, knew had been the true cause of Godfrey
Kingston’s death. Slipping the bit of paper in his pocket, he closed the
- volume and returned it to the shelf. Scarcely had he closed the door and
locked it when Godfrey Kingston and Dick Kingston entered.

‘““ Miss Cheseworth wishes to be excused for the rest of the evening, Mr.
Lee,”’ said Godfrey Kingston, as he closed the door. ‘‘ She ig $ired, ayd haa
gone to bed.”

“ Quite the wisest thing she could have done,”” murmured Lee convention-
ally, ““and what I mfself shall do m a few minutes, I think.”’ '

‘“ By the way, would you care to glance at any of the volumes now?’’ went
on Godfrey.
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¢+ Twv shook his head.

* Not now, Mr. Kingston. T shall have a browsc¢ through them bLefore I
leave. ‘1 think, with your permission, I shall retire. I have a little writing
‘0 do before I go to bed, and alao I wish to have a chat with my assistant.”

** Certainly, Mr. Lee. You will find your room quite ready.”

“Then what do you think, my lad?”" asked Lee, turning to Nipper.

“1 am ready when vou are, sir,”’ respouded Nipper, rising. :

They bade good-night to Godfrey Kingston, then to his cousin Dick, ani,
making their way to the floor above, stopped at Lee’s room. Once the door
was closed and locked behind them, Lee crossed swiftly to the table, and,
taking out the slip of paper, began to examine it closely.

The line where onc corner had heen exposed above the pages could boe
distinctly scen, for the exposed part had a yellowish tinge which the other

. poriion had not, proving that the slip had been in the book for some
;onsiderable time.

‘““It would take several months, at least, for the air to caus~ that dis-
colouration,”’ muttered Lee, as he drew out his pocket-glass and focussed it
upon the line of demarkation betwcen yellow and white. ‘“ Even longer, 1
think. I shouldn’t be surprised if that alip had been pluced in the book
A ¥Year or more ago.

“1 wonder how long ago it was published? It must be a fairly recent
vork. I should have noticed that. It is important. I think I sl{all just
tun down to the library agnin and have a look at it.”

Turning to Nipper, he said: ,

“Wait here, my lad. I am going downatairs again, and will be back in
a few minutes.”

He left the room abruptly, anl, making his way along the corridor, camo
to the head of the wide staircase. The hall below was now almonst in dark-
ness, a single light only having been left. Ita rags were swallowed un in
the vast shadows of the great apartment, and so dim was the light cf the
staircase itself that, as he began to descend, Lee did not at firet notice some-
one elre was coming up. He drew back as he heard the swish of glothing.
and then the black-gnwned fignre of Miss Cheseworth swept past him. She
murmured an almost inaudible * Good-night!’ as she passed, to which Lee
replied perfunctorily, then she was gone, leaving only a faint scent of some
sort behind her - n scent which crept with subtle persistence into the nostrils
and conjured up pictures of the vivid Iast.

“I thn:n‘ght she had alrendy gone to bed,”” murmured Lee, as he kept on
hix way. ! She is a strange beingz, is Miss Cheseworth.”

He found the library in darkness, but located the switoh by the door. and,
turning on the light, crossed at once to the bookecase in the corner. He un-
locked the door, and, opening it, bent down to get the baok he required.
His hand went up to the shelf, but suddenly he paused and gazed in sheer
amazement at the spot where the book had been.

It was no longer there! Romeone hnd removed it during the last hour!

Gy S cal ®

CHAPTER VL
What Happened in the Night.

ELSON LEE rcturned to his room in a very thoughtful mcod. If he
- had needed any further proof of the reality of the unseen hand he had
certainly veceived it with a vengeance. But the thing which puzzled

bim was how &is every move seemed to be anlicipated.
It was as though there were not only an unsecn hand, but-an unseen eye
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as well. Someone in that house was watching his very act—someone who
either wished to put him on the wrong scent or “to bafle him altogether. He
had quite discarded the idea that this same unseen person might be wishing
to help him surreptitiously. First the negatives which Nipper ‘had taken hai
been destroyed, and the camera—a very fine affair for indoor work—had
been stolen.

Next came the leaving of the parcel containing the flannel outside the
door of his room. This he had traced as the property of Godfrey Kingston.
Kingston had not even attempted to deny it, but the pallor of his face had
told Lee that he, too, saw where such a find on Lee’s part was intended to
point. \

Then followed that conversation about poisons. Lee had expressed a
desire to examine the late Mr. Kingston’'s books on the subject, and to his
knowledge only Nipper and Godfrey Kingston knew of that desire.

He had deliberately led up to the sub]ect after Dick Kingston had left
the room in an attempt to dlqcover if therec was anyone then resident in the
house who might have a knowledge of such things. With the technical
books there they were easy of access, and that the partxcular book dealing
with South American poisons had been of interest to someone was evndent
from the fact of the slip of paper between the pages dealing with the very
poison which Lee knew to have been the cause of Godfrey Klncrston s death.

In that he felt there was a definite clue, although it did not “bear the ear-
marks of being a recent consultation of the book. It would have taken a
considerable time for the exposed part of that slip of paper to turn yellow.
T hz:lt Iéleant that perhaps a year or two years had passed since it had been
studie

Was it possible that the plot to kill Godfrey Kingston had had its
inception that long ago? That it was a very carefully laid plot Lee felt
certain, and if he could prove that it really had vbeen initiated a year, or
even two years before, he would then be on a fairly hot scent. If he only
knew the age of that slip of paper; if he could only pin down to a definite
date the time when it was left in the book. Someone had consulted that
book and that particular article with a definite purpose in view.

Now it seemed that the purpost was to gain a thorough technical know-
ledge of strange poisons in general, and one deadly poison in particular.
Was Dick chraton the sort of man who could initiate such a plot and carry
it in his heart for two years before putting it into effect? He was certainly
nof gf the intellectual sort, and on that basis it did not seem possible that he
coul

Could Godfrey Kingston have done it? He was strictly a practical man of
affairs; he was not at all the learned, bookish type. Would it be beyond
Miss Cheseworth? She certainly had the brain for it, and the ablhty to
keep her own counsel for any length of time.

The more he saw of her the more did Lee' become puzzled with her
personality. She was unlike a woman of the present. She was more like an
incarnation of the past. A strange girl, with a deep, unfathomable nature,
was how he sized her up. Certamly Godfrey Kingston had said she was
tired, and had gone to her room, yet an hour later, when Lee had descended
to the library, ‘he had met her on the stairs—a black shadow which he had
scarcely heard in movement., What was she doing about the house at that
hour? '

Was it possible that she had been to the library and had taken the beok
from the shelf? Was she perhaps the unseen hand and the unseen eye?
Ii so, then how could she have known that Lee was interested im that
partl_quhr ‘book? That she had more brains than both of lrer ecousina
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combinea he felt sure, yet she was not clairvoyant and she could not read
his mind.

Could she have overheard them at the table after dinner? Had someone
clse overheard them and told her the subject of their conversation? Who
had entered the room? The butler had come in once for a few moments, but
while he was in the room Lee had paused in his talk. Then Dunn, the valet,
had come into the room to speak to Godfrey Kingston, but they had also
refrained from conversation then.

Now that he thought of it, Lee recollected that Dunn had appeared in
the room almost before he was aware that the door had opened and closed.
Was he the medium who had carried the hint to Miss Cheseworth? Was
{the valet, after all, mixed up in the whole ghastly business? Such a sup-
position would at once point the finger of suspicion at Miss Cheseworth, and
she did not seem the type of woman who would join forces in plotting with
a valet.

Something like the above passed through Lee’s mind on his way back to
his room, and continued for some minutes after he had closed and locked
the door. He did not at once notice that Nipper was bending over the table
studying the slip of paper under a powerful pocket-glass. Yt was the lad’s
voice that called his attention to the fact. |

‘“I say, guv’nor, this bit of paper was not torn from a perfectly blank
snecet,”’ said the lad, in a low tone. ‘‘I have been able to make out two or
three marks at the very top, where it was torn, that seem to be the lower
cinds of letters.” '

Lee was on his feet like a flash. Crossing to the table, he took the sheet
of paper and the glass. Then he bent low, studying the faint marks which
Nipper had indicated. There seemed little indeed to make of” them, and
from the loops which were visible Lee could not connect them up with any
particulars. But an idea came to him.

Laying the slip of paper down, he got a larger piece from the table and
laid it beneath the other. Then, taking a pencil, he continued the side-
lines by pencil marking until he had sketched in what he reckoned would
be about the size of the missing portion of the sheet. Instead of being torn
from the bottom of a sheet of writing-paper, as he had suspected, he found
byv this process that it must have becn torn from the top.

This brought the faint marks on the right and high up on the theorctical
piecce of paper, just about the spot where one would write in a date if ono
were about to begin a letter. Was it possible, then, that.the faint marks
Nipper had discovered were part of a date which had been written there—
the date of a letter started and never finighed?

Once more Lee studied the paper closely, striving to make out what figures
{hey might have been. Now he thought he had it, then he saw that his
surmise must prove incorrect, until he tried all the numerals from one to
nine, and at last, from a tiny little loop in the last mark, he felt sure he was
safe in placing the last figure at least.

And the figure he fixed on was one which would have made the date two
years before. It was hypothetical, to be sure, but at the same time it gave
a basis for conjecture. Two years before!

Two years before Robert Kingston had been at home in England. Two
years before he had become engaged to Molly Cheseworth. Two years before
Dick Kingston had been keenly disappointed in his hopes. And, above all,
the discolouration of the corner of the slip of paper proved that it had been
in the beok for some consjderable time. Lee placed the piece of paper care-
fully-iuaide his ,wallet, then, turning to Nipper, he said:

“ My.lau, I want you to keep your eyes and ears open for the slightest
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sign of anything out of the ordinary. . There is someone at work arainst nw
in this house. It began with the destruction of your neguatives ana tho
theft of your camera. It has been in evidence on two occasions since then,
And, because she will suspect you less quickly than she will me, I want you
to make Miss Cheeeworth your especial care.”

Nipper nodded wisely.

"*“That won’t Be hard, guv’'nor. She Las tried to talk to me several times
{c-day, but I did not give her an opportunity. I didn't want to be asied
(questions as to how things were going. Her room is right near minc, toc,
so I can listen for her to go out, then follow her, and get into eonversation
if she wishes.”

‘““That is the game, my lad. Begin it the first thing in the morning. And
now you had better get along to bed.”

When the door had closed after Nipper, Nelson Leg stocd for a few minutes
in deep thought, then murmuring:

' One never can tell—cach action hae its reaction. There micht bhe, on
aftermath.”

He unlocked his bag, and tock out a small steel irsirument, which looked
not unlike a metal spider.

This instrument was of Lee’s own designing, and as a means of opening
locks of which he had not the key it was a masterpiece. Slipping this into
his pocket, he next took off his dinner shoes and put on a pair of rubber-
soled shoes. That done, he removed his dinner-jacket, and put on a dark
lounge suit, turning up the collar and buttoning it to the ncck in order to
completely hide the white of his soft dinner shirt. ‘

A small automatic in the hip pocket completed his arramgemcnts, and
then, turning out his light, he opened the dcor very ruietly. He stood in
the.corridor listening intently for some time, but not a sound broke the night
slillness of the house. Somewhere in the far distance a dog was howling —at
the home farm, he judged.

When he felt secure, he hegan to creep along iz his rubber-soled sheoea
until he had turned the angle of the corridor and was in the main corridor,
leading to the head of the grand staircase. He reached that spot in safety,
hut did not continue until he had paused once more tc listen.

It must be understood that Lec’s room, Nipper’s room, and Miss Chesec-
vvorth’s roomn werc along the corridor to the right as one reached the top
¢f the stairs, while the room of the late Mr. Kingston, Godfrey Kingstan’s
room, and that of Dick Kingston were to the left, from the top of the
stalrs.

‘Therefore Lee, in continuing his couiree, was drawing always nearer to the
room where the elder Kingston had been murdered. He reached it in safety,
and, pausing just outside the locked door, listened again.

Still the house seemed quiet, €0, taking out the little metal ‘‘ spider,”’ he
inserted the flexible ‘“ claws ’’ in the lock. That done, he began to twist
cver so gently, insinuating a claw first in this break of the ?ock, then a
claw in that break of the lock, until he felt the instrument slip home. Even
the most modern and most intricate locks were child’s play to Lee with
that instrument, so it was nothing to open the lock of a bedroom door
which made no pretence of being difficult.

Withdrawing the *‘ spider,”” Lee turned the handle and slipped into the
rcom. It was in total,-utter darkness—black as the Stygian valleys. The
curtains had been left drawn after the body of the dead man had been
moved to another room, and there was a strange, heavy odour about, which
had a depressing cffect upon Lce. He closed the door after him, and crept
across to the window, which was the one in a direct line with tlwe eh
where Godfrey Kingston had been sittine when death had overtaken kim.
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As he neared it, a cold shiver ran down his spine as something swept acros3
his face, but the next moment he was arraigning himself, for it proved to
be nothing more than one of the heavy curtains moving gently from the
night breeze which came through the open window.

If the curtains had been drawn, at least the window had been left opcn.
Lce drew the curtain aside a little, and stepped out upon the stone halcony
outside. Or, it would be more correct to say, that he started to step out
upon the balcony, for the next moment he had drawn back into the room,
allowing the curtain to fall back into place.

Lee had heard a scraping and rustling just beneath the balcony—he had
caught a single glimpse of a black shadow appearing over the edge of the
railing. It had becn enough. Someone was climbing up the ivy. Silently
and with catlike stealth, he backed across the room until he was close
against the chair in which Godfrey Kingston had Leen sitting when he had
been murdered.

Around the chair he slithered, and, sinking into it ever so gently, worked
his hand into the pocket which held the automatic. For a full minute nothing
happened, then a direct influx of breeze struck his neck, and he knew that
the curtains over the window had been thrust aside. Not a muscle did Les
move. He might have been a corpse himself, so rigidly stiff did he sit.

He was trying to follow the mmovements of the person who had climbed
up the ivy. Who could it be? What purpose could anyone have in making
stcalthy entry to that room where death had been so recently? Now a aoft
footfall sounded near the window, and tho draught against the back of hu:
neck was cut off.

The other had entered the room, and the curtain had once more becn
drepped. Then silence—dead, utter silence, pregnant with a thousund
sinister suggestions. It needed all Lee’s power of control fo abstain from

movement during the next few minutes—minutes that dragged through theit
weary course as hours,

Wae the man who had entered the room creeping across towards the chairt
in which he sat? Was Death once more heing breathed into that room of
tragedy? A soft sigh answered the question, and, by the sound of it, Lec
knew the other was still by the window,

Then upon the silence of the room there broke a sound—a sound which,
though scarcely audible under ordinary conditions, snlit asunder the bianicet
of stillness like a pistol shot, and it did not come from the direction of the
window. It came from the door!

With every nerve keyed up, Nelson Lee strained his hearing to catch the
meaning of it., Click—click—click; scrape—scrape—scrape! Someone was
trying to fit a key into the door. Then a soft sluch, slush, as the curtains
came iuwards and returned against the open French window. A soft, a very
soft, sound as the door closed, and a continuing rustle as someone came
across th¢ room towards the window,

““’Ssh! Are you there?”

The soft, sibillunt hiss and the whispered question spread throughout
the room with the startling revelation the human voice always seeks for its -
accompamment in silence. Then there came:

““ Yes—Dbe silent !”

Another soft swish, swishing, and once more silenee. Nelson Lee was like
A graven image. That two persons were in that room with him, he knew;
Lut no more. One had come by the ivy on to the balcony, and so intc the
poote; the other had come by the door. One had come from the grouunda
outside—the other had come from within the house! ‘;
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¥or perhaps a minute deep silence reigned once more, then borne across
that chasm of blackness Lee heard a whispered sentence:

‘““ This is reckless. I feel that danger i1s abroad. 1 don’t like the man
Lee being here. He is no fool, and I fear for you.”

It was only a whisper—a whisper which might have come from man eor
woman; but somehow Nelson Lee knew that it had only emanated from
one person—Miss Cheseworth. Abruptly, almost brutally, came the answer.

‘““'I'here is nothing to fear—don't get hysterical. This man Lee is like
all his tribe. My plans have been laid too carefully. But I had to sce
you once more before I went. I shall rot remain to watch the progrese
of things as I intended. I shall go at cnce. It is for you to keep up your
nerve and play the game out here.”

Silence for a moment; then:

‘“ Do you remember the book in the library—the book which you con-
sulted?”’

‘“ Yes—what of 1t?’* )

‘““Only this. The man Lee must suspect comething, for this evening he
spoke of poisons, and after dinner he went to the library. I do mot know
if he has seen the book or not, but there was a danger. I have removed it
from the shelf.”

*“ Fool !’

Brutally the epithet was flung out, and for the first time Lee caught the
full masculine timbre of the voice.

‘“ Fool !I”” came the repetition. ‘“ It may be the one thing to make him
suspicious. Why did you do that?”

‘*“Don’t be angry,” came the pleading whisper in return. ‘1 did it to
protect you. And I cannot stand the strain much longer. I must go
away, too.”

Slowly, almost imperceptibly, the whispers had been drawing closer and
closer to Lee. The last words seemed to be close behind him. Then from
out of the darkness hc felt a soft thud against his chair. They had come
closo enough to touch it. His fingers tightened around his revolver. He
had heard more than he had dared to hope.

He felt sure of the identity of one. But it was the other—the man—whose
identity he did not know. Perhaps a few more whispered sentences would
reveal the truth; perhaps another few moments would rip asunder the veil
of mystery, and lead him swiftly to the wall of truth. Perhaps—and at that
very moment something touched the crown of his head.

So sheer—so utter, was the terror of the person who felt the human in
that chair, that the very silence seemed to vibrate with it, then, like the
sharp crack of a pistol, the silence was torn apart by a scream of the nost
poignant terror which it had ever been Lee’s fate to hear.

Scream upon scream went up, and up, and up, until he thought the
human voice had surpassed its limits, '

Terror—horror—what not, had inspired that seream, and now that the
crisis was reached, Nelson Lee krew the time for action had arrived.

Lven as he came to his feet, his automatic jerked free for action, he
heard a deep curse, and, lunging forth, he grasped something—a something
which he knew to be a man,

With the screams of terror ringing in his ears, Lee fonght for the mastery,
trying to club his weapon and strike hard. But with a frantic jerk the other
broke free, and before Lee could reach through the darkness to grasp him
again, there sounded the rush of feet, the curtains werc torn aside, aud he
caught one fleeting glimpse againet the silhouette of mnight of a figure
hurtling over the balcony,
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Lee made aller, but even, as he reached the edge, there came the spurt of
flame and a sharp crack, as a revolver bullet tore past him and riccchetted
from the side of the house. ILee laid his autcmatic on the railing of the
balcony, and pulled the trigger as quickly as he could, answering two
shots for onc; but, wheu the chp had emptied, only a smO'Ie mocking jeer
answered him, and then the sound of running footsteps that died away in
the night.

On the verge of attempting to climb over the railing and make chase,
e was arrested by the flare of light in the room behind h1m and, turning,
he ¢aw, through the opening between the curtains, the ﬁcrme of Dunn, the
valet, qhuﬂlmg towards him. The next moment the door was burst open,
and Godfrey Kingston appeared, followed by his cousin Dick.

I.ce pocketed hls weapon, and pushed his way back into the room, and,
as he entered it, he noticed that of Miss Cheseworth there was not the
faintest sion. Dunn. the valet. was there, with a dressing-gown thrown
over his night attirc. Gedfrey Kingston and Dick Kingston were there—
both fully dresscd.

Nelson Lec scrutinised them Dboth keenly. Was either of them out of
breath? * Was either of them the man whom he had struggied with in the-
dark? They secmed composed enough, vet in either case it may have becn
but good acting.

But of one thmcr he was dead sure—in some way, in some definite way,

the silent Miss Cheseworth was in league with the murderer of (rf‘dt'e\'
Kingston !

L 4

CHAPTER VII.
Nelson Lee Rips the Veil Asunder.

"HINGS had come to a head, and no one rcalised that any more clearly
than did Nelson Lee. He might secrete in the inner recesses of his
own soul the facts about the destruction of the negatives, the leaving

of the parcel of flannel at his doot, and the mysterious disappearance’ of
the book from the library, but he could not cover up those wild, terror-
stricken screams which had rung out-a few minutes before.

Nor could he easily cxplain the shooting which had taken place. As he
faced the others in the room his mind was working swiftly. He was deter-
mined that, whatever might be thought, he would give no explanaticn cf
any sort until he had had an opportunity of serutinising the footgear which
cach wore.

Dunn, the valet, wore slippers, which were dry and tlean. Both Dick
Kingston and Godfrey Kingston wore boots, and in ncither case could Lee
see that they showed signs of recemt contact with gravel or grass, as
must have been the case had they been out of the house.

On the face of it, it seemcd that neither of them could be the man whem
Lee had fought with. Then who cculd that onc be? Lee had a theory, but
he had not yet an opportunrity of working it out to a definite point.

As for Miss Cheseworth, she had managed in some way to get away befure
the others had entered the room. Which way she had gone—-why she had
not met them in the corridor—Lce did not yet know. Yet he saw that he
must say something if he were to ferestall awkward questions. He addressed
himself to Godfrey Kmrrst(m

*“ Mr. Kingston,’’ he said, “ T know that you are waiting for an explana-
tion of the remarkable scene which has just been enacted here, but I must
ask you to allow it to stand over until the morning. There are semo:
thmgs upon which I myseli- am not yet clear, and 1 Wish to think them



THE MYSTERY OF HBARRON HALL g

over. I promise you that I chall iay before ycu several matters early in
the morning.”’

Godfrey Kingston bowed. '

‘“ That is as you will, Mr. Lee,” he said quietly. ‘I heard loud screams. I
thought they were the screams of a woman, and 1 feared for my cousin.
Then the sound of firing followed, and I did not know what was afoot. I
feared another tragedy was being cnacted.”

‘“ Nothing of that sort has happened,’”’ responded Iee. 1 fired to wound,
not to kill, but none of my shots took effect. All I can say now is, that I
came upcn an intruder in this room. We struggled, and he got away. As
to the screams, I am afraid I have no explanation ready. But I think we
necd fear no repetition of the disturbance to-night, so, with your permission,
I shall return to my room.””

They could do nothing but acquiesce, though (iodfrey Kingston at lcast
must have noticed Lee’s rubber-soled shoes and the lounge jacket turned
up and buttoned close about the neck. At the door of his own room Lece met
Nipper.

'I‘)pWhaﬁ is it all about, guv’nor?’’ asked the lad in a whisper.

Lee took his arm and pointed along the corridor,

‘“ Return to your room, my lad. I shall explain matters in the morning.
In the meantime, your work is to watch Miss Cheseworth in the closest
manncr. Let no move of hers escape you.”

“I’ll be on the job, guv’'nor, never fear,”’ replied the lad, and, turning,
he sped silently along towards his own room.

Nelson Lee opened the door, and, closing it, locked it after him. Then,
lighting a cigarette, he sat down in the easy chair, and gave himself np to
thought. He sat there smoking until the early hours of the morning, but
when be finally rose he had threshed out the entire case, had sifted through
every tittle og evidence—had brought to bear his powers of analysis and
deduction as he bad never brought them to bear before. And the nct
result, so far as it was visible, was only a dry glhitter in the eyes, which a few
could have told foreboded ill for soneone,

He slept lightly, for it was only a few minutes past six when he was
dressed and downstairs. But there were others who slept lightly, tco, for as
he reached the lower hall he encountered Godfrey Kingston just emerging
from the library. The young man looked worn and haggard, as though,
indeed, he had not even retired during the might, and when he.gazed at
Lee there was a look of weariness and anxiety in his eyes. Lee's firat ques-
tion took him somewhat by surprise. :

‘““ Mr. Kingston,”” he said curtly, ‘“ have you vesterday’s ‘ Times ’ about?"’

““ Why—er—yes, I think sc, Mr. Lee. It should be in the library.”

‘“ Then I should like to have a look at it, please.’’

Without replying, Godfrey Kingston led the way back into the library,
and searched about ungil he found the copy of the paper which Lee desired.
Spreading it out on the table, L.ee turued the pages until he came to the
shipping sheet, and there he ran his eyes down the column of shipping dates
until he came to the name of a ship about half way down the column. Sud-
denly he crunched up the paper, and, turning once more to the other, de-
manded :

‘““ Have you a photograph of your cousin, Robert Kingston?’?

. ““ Yes, there are several about the place,’” replied Godfrey. ‘ One moment,
and I will find one.”

He picked up a small portfolio from a tabeurette near the bookcase, and,
opening it, revealed the fact that it contained several photographs. These
he thumbed over until finally he came to that of a young man taken in
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tropical clothing. He handed it silently to Nelson Lee, and the latter siudicd
it carefully for several moments.

‘“ Had your cousin any particular mark upon him?’" he asked; ‘‘ say, a
scar or tattoo mark of any sort?”

‘“ He has a coiled snake tattooed upon his right forearm,’
frey Kingston. ‘ But why these questions, Mr. Lee?”

‘““ I shall tell you later,” said Lee shortly. ‘‘ Now, Mr. Kingston, I want
you to arrange, please, to drive me to the village at once. I wish to send
an important telegram as soon as the office opens.”

Godfrey Kingston bowed his acquicscence, and, twenty minutes later, the
dog-cart dashed down the drive with- him at the reins and Nelson Lce
beside him. It was half-past eight by the time they once more reacheod
Barron Hall, to find breakfast waiting on the table. Dick Kingston was
there, but neither Miss Cheseworth nor Nipper had yet put in an appear-
ance.

Immediately after breakfast Lee made his way to Nipper’s room, but
found it empty. He could only conclude that the lad was off on the trail
of Miss Cheseworth, but, in order to assure himself, he requested Gedfrey
Kingston to send a maid to Miss Cheseworth’s room. The answer was as ke
cxpected—her room was empty. Then Lee, turning to Gcedfrey Kingston,
said :

* Mr. Kin%ston, I wish to postpone my explanation until I receive a reply
to the wire I sent. It should not take long. ILet us arrange to meet here
in the library at half-past ten, and I should like present yourself, Mr. Dick’
Kingston, Dunn, the valet, and, if she has returned, Miss Cheseworth.”

He strode from the room, and passed out to the grounds, where he paced
restlessly up and down until the appointed time. Lee had come to what
deduction told him was the only possible conclusion. He might be on the
wrong trail absolutely, but he was backing science to win, and had czast
all his wagers upon 1t.

By half-past ten he should know, one way or the other. And at twenty-
five minutes past ten he canght sight of a telegraph boy frcm the village,
making his way up the drive. Not one telegram did he have for Lee, but
two, and, tearing them open, Lee read the contents. His face betrayed
nothing as he thrust them into his pocket and made for the house.

In the library he found gathered those whom he had sent for. The big
chair before the desk had been left for him. Godfrey Kingston occupicd one
heside it. Dick Kingston sat across from his cousin, and Dunn, the valet,
stood near the door. Of Miss Cheseworth and Nipper there was no sign.

Lecc closed and locked the door after him. He strode leisurely to the seat
at the desk, and sat down. Lvery move was calm and methodical, until—
until he suddenly lifted his head and fixed the valet's eyes with his. One
long, slim finger pointed straight at the valet.

‘““ Robert Dunn,” he said sternly, *“ why have you attempted to conceal
the truth? Why have you lied to me as you have? Answer me, man, and
if you are wise, tell the truth.”

Godfrey Kingston gave a gasp of amazement as he heard Lee’s con-
demnatory words. LEven Dick Kingston sat up and gazed in round-cyed
amazement at the valet. Lee never removed his eyes from the terror-filled
orbs of the man.

‘*“ Answer me,’’ he repeated, °“ and be careful how you speak. 7 Inow all.”

No more fatal phrase is there in all the world than that—I know all! It
broke down the last barricr of the valet's reserve, and, with shaking knees,
he cried:

‘“I did not do it—I swear I did not! I was forced to keep silent! I was
in fear! I did not do it—J did not do it—I did not do it!”

’

ansiwvered Ged-
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HAis words degenerated into a whimper, and with a shrug Nelsow Leo
lowercd his arm.

** The last link is forged, Mr. Kingston,”' he said, turning to Godtrey
Kingston. ‘I will now tell you kow your uncle met his death.”

““* But—but Dunn did not kill him, surely?”’ stammered Godfrey Kingston.

Lee shaok his head.

‘“No,”” he said. *‘‘The man who killed yeour uncle was your cousin,
Robert Kingston, and he was aided and ahetted by Miss Cheseworth. Listen,
while I tell you the facts. Afterwards I shall explain hew I know they are
facts. And as I proceed you can confirm what I say by the valet, who, to
do him justice, was an unwilling accessory after the fact.

‘““ Two years ago your cousin, Robert Kingston, conceived the idea of kill-
ing your uncle, in order that he might the quicker enter into his inheritance.
Two years ago he made his plot, and that plot hc has elaborated, until finally
the opportunity he sought arrived. It is said that like attracts like. There
could be few men more evil than your cousin, Robert Kingston. And 1n
Miss Cheseworth there was a deep design which found its mate in him.

““ Together they planncd this crime, together they carried it out. They
became betrothed—two terrible natures. entering into complete cohesion.
And at last the day came when their plans were to be put into executiou.
Robert Kingston sent a letter and a gift to your uncle, which would arrive
either on or very near his birthday.

““ In this letter he said that he would be out of reach of news for some time,
as he was about to start on an expedition into the intericr. But instead of
doing that, he came to England under another name, and when you thonght
he was up the Orinoco, he was here close to Barron Hall.

‘“He knew who would be staying in the house for the birthday festivities.
He knew that this would enable him to cover up his tracks. He knew your
uncle’s customs in detail. Therefecre he knew at what time to creep into
the grounds and to climb the ivy to the balcony. He was probably there
when Miss Cheseworth was with your uncle.

‘“ Even as she kissed him good-night, she knew that his would-be murderer
—her lover—was waiting, waiting to strike him down. Then the valet left,
and, parting the window curtaing, Robert Kingston prepared to carry out
the dced. How did he do it, you ask? I will tell you.

*‘“ From up his sleeve or from beneath his coat he took a blowpipe, such as
is used by the Indians of South America. In this blowpipe he inserted a
poisoned arrow, and then, placing it to his lips, he blew the arrow straight at
- your uncle’s head. The tip of the arrow entered just at the back of the
neck, and within thirty seconds your uncle was dead.

“Then came the sccond step in the plot. How to cover up the traces of
the deed? He had prepared for that. A length of lead pipe covered with
flannel taken from the chest in the estate office—flannel which could be
identified as the property of you, Godfrey Kingston—was next brought into
play. He struck a terrible blow on the back of the head, smashing in the
skull and covering up the mark of the arrow.

““ But there he was clumsy, for that blow was struck upon a man already
dead, and a dead body does not bleed. The black-jack was then thrown
aside to be left as evidence—to start the investigation upon a wrong clue;
and as he turned to depart after his fearful work was finished, Dunn, the
valet, entered the room. He lied when he said he had not re-
turned to the room. Then he made his mistake. Long habit played
him false, for he wunthinkingly turned out the light. -

*“ When I discovered that fact, I knew that Dunn was lying#itc;-m.el Then
came the destraction of the negatives of the room, and the theft of Nipper's



38 1HE NELSON LEE LIBKRARY

camera. Who did that? Miss Cheseworth. At the door of my room there
was o mysterious parcel left. On opening it. I found it contained a length
of dark flannel, similar to that which had been wrapped about the black-
jack. Who left it there? Miss Cheseworth; and in order to throw suspicion
on you, Godfrey Kingston.

*“Yon spoke of hearing voices in your uncle’s room, when you stood at the
door. You thought he might have been speaking to your cousin Dick. Ie
was not speaking at all—he was for ever past epcaking. The voices you
heard were those of Robert Kingston, his murderer, and Dunn, the valet.

‘“ D)o you remember last cvening after dinncr, when I led the conversation
round to the subject of poisons, and you told me that your uncle had a
considerable library on the subject?”

(Godfrey Kingston bowed his head,

‘““ While we were speaking, Dunn came into the room, very quietly. He
must have overheard romething of what we said. It was enough., Ile
vepeated it to Miss Cheseworth. She knew what to do, and had the nerio
to do it. As soon as she could, she abstracted that volume from tihe
library, but not before I had examined it; and she did not know that
hotween two pages denling with the exact poison which was msed to kill
vour uncle I found a small slip of paper torn from a sheet of writing-
yapoer,

Pl My assistant, Nipper, di~cerned small marks upon it, and, by the aid of
a pocket glass, T discovered those marks to be part of a date which had
beon written upon it. I placed that date two years ago, and this surm'se

was strengthened by the dikcolouration on the part of the paper which had
ieen exposed to the air.

“Then T knew that the plot was laid months ago—that it was no hap-
nazard affair. And I remembered, too, that two years ago your uncle told
vou all for the first time how he had made his will. It was then, too, that
Robert Kingston became: betrothed to his cousin. ‘

‘* Last night T went to your uncle’s room in order to place myself in the
very atmosphere of the crimne. I hoped that it might aid me to a reconstruc-
tion of at least part of the affair. I bad no sooner got there than a inan
came up the ivy and entered the room. He waited by the window, and
goon the door of the room was opened, and someone c¢lse came in. .

*“ It was an agsignation, I soon found out, for when they met they spoke,
and, speaking, they knew not that I was in the room. I heard several
{hings. I heard enough to tell me that one at least was Miss Cheseworth,
and I heard her confess that she had taken the book from the library. But
ns they talked they unconsciously moved across the room, until they stood
by the chajr where your uncle sat when he was killed I was there then,
aud as her hand rested on the back it came in contact with my head.

““It was the fear of the dead—it was the vivid realisaticn of what had
been done —it was the terror of a guilty conscience—which caused her to
seveam out- -and then I sought to hold the man. But he escaped, and during
the scufic she managed to get away. She could not have gone by the door
which you enlered by, and 1 can only conclude that she escaped through the
dressing-room and the valet's room.” Is that correct, Dunn?”

The valet nodded his head dumbly. He could not speak.

“* When I examined your haoots aud those of your cousin, I knew that
neither of you was the man who had gone over the balcony. Then I knew,
beyond all doubt, thut Robert Kingston was in England—that he was the
murderer. This morning I looked np the steamship sailing in the paper. I
found that a ship was «ailing from Plymouth this morwing. I sent a long
wire to the captain, apd now I have rcccit@ two replics. You will notice
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that neither Miss Cheseworth nor my assistant, Nipper, is here. You will
understand why in a moment. I shall first read the captain’s message.’’
Nelson Lee drew out the two messages, and, cpening one of them, began to
read: 3
‘“ Nelson T.ee, Barron Hall, Tamarton, Devon.

‘“ Party described in your message on board. Serious results. Young
man claiming to be your assistant arrived also. Have turned the reply over
to him. ‘“ (Signed) BrouneE, Captain.”

““ That is the first telegram,” said Lee. *‘ Now listen to this one from
my assistant ’’:
*“ To Nclson Lee, Barron Hall, Tamarton, Devon.

*“ Miss C. left hall at five this morning, I after her. She caught
early morning train for Plymouth. Followed. Traced her to ship Santa
Barbara, bound for South America. She met man on deck and they went
below. Was about to wire you for instructions when captain of ship came
down frowm bridee. Saw him having consultation with officers, and three of
them went below. Kunow now that he had received wire from you; but ke
was too late. The man and woman had signed on as Mr. and Mrs. Kinz;
but were ready for emergencies, for managed to lock cabin door, and by
‘time -was broken in they were both dcad. Poison of very powerful nature.

Shall I remain here? (Signed) NIPPER.”’
‘“ That, gentleman, is the story,” said Lce, laying down the two
mcssages. ‘‘° Nemesis overtook the guilty one swiftly. And now, if there is

anything you care to ask, I shall do my best to answer 1t.”

Godfrey Kingston was silent for a moment, then, liiting his head, he
sald :

““ I should like to ask a question, but not of you, Mr. Lee. I should like to
ask Dunn why he has deceived us so?”’

The valet gazed imploringly at the man who was now his master, and,
after a supreme effort, whispered husxily: |

““ Mr. Godfrey, I did it because I lovcd her as my own child, thongh Heaven
knows, I always kncw her soul was black as night. And, sir, I should like
to say that they were man and,  wife. They had been married this two
years, for I was a witness of it.”” :

o ‘I'here the old man wavered and broke down, collapsing in a heap on the
oor. | :

““ I knew that, too,”” said Dick Kingston, as he rose to his feet. ‘“ And

she was black—black as night. But she is gone now, and I shall say no

more, though, with it all, I loved her.”

He stumbled to the door as he spoke, and as Lee and Godfrey Kingston
" bent over the unconscious figure of the old valet, Lce had a flecting glimpse
of the tortured face of Dick Kingston as he passed from the room. Thus
did Godfrey Kingston, the whitest and cleanest of the Kingstons, come
into his own, and thus did Nelson Lee begin one of his rare, warm friend-
ships, which was to last until death.

It had been one of the greatest cases of Lee’s career, yet, through all the
tortuous maze of mystery, he had come through to his g®&l borne alonc
by that remorseless wave called Science. °

THE END,

l_ll—ll—ll—lI_ll_ll—ll—I
I NEXT WEEK!—“The House in the Hollow.”—A |

Magnificent Extra Long Story of Nelson Lee and
Eileen Dare, the Girl Detective. i
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| THE ISLAND OF GOLD |

l A Story of Treasure Hunting in the Southern Seas

By FENTON ASH

You can begin this Story to-day /

Arcc MAcCrAY, the Lero of our story, with CLIVE LOWTHER, an old chum, and BEN
GROVE, a hearty old * sea dog,” are comrades in an expedition to the South
Seas 1n scarch of a supposed treasure island.

They meet with many adventures, but their original quest appears hopeless
until, one day, Alec and Clive are lost in a rocky and cavernous part of the island.
They sit down to tulk mallers over, but iminediately become the targets of a troop
of huge apes, who throw pebbles at them from the rocks above. Alec examines ore
of the stonesand finds il to be one of those for which the party is searching! On
their way back to the camp the chums espy two white men—strangers boliv —in
chasc of some blacks, at whom thcy are shooting. Alec and Clive follow.

(Now read on.)

escuing the Captives,

‘“ Y the way, we ought to take our bearings as weall as we can,” Ale

B obscrved. ‘‘ How are we going to get back to our camp a

night?”’

¢ 1t must be round on the other side of this mountain,’’ said Clive.
suppose that really we ought to be making our way there now as fast as we
can go. The doctor will be getting anxious. Perhaps he'll say we ought tc
havo gone straight back and not waited to try to do anything here. But-
weil, I don’t like the idea of letting those wretches down there work their
vile will on those poor darkies.”

“Nor do I,”” Alec agreed. ‘“As to finding our way through, I helieve 1
can see, over to the left, the very place where I had my Itttle adventure the
first night we arrived. I found my way back then all right, you remember,
so I dare say we can manage to do so again. It will be lighter, too, to-night,
for the moon is older. Ah! See that? I was right. Those beauties are
starting off again. They’re going on a fresh hunt, and it will take them
isomoiabl SR much farther aficld. Se now’s our time.

D 5 We'll just watch them well away from
3 U D AYS TRlAl the place and then start—eh 2
’ ' - “ Right'you are ! There they go, the
" lachd Free. Carriage Paid. MEAD wretches! And by the way they're
\

\"s mgo¥$yzgl;¥.5'§!dggia swinging along I fancy they know

\From 7/- Monthly. they've got a long jaunt before them
Immediate delivery. No delay. w%‘i{. and won’t be back just yet. So ncw,

4’\' '
)

for Free Art Catalogue and . .3 1
Special Offer of Sanple Machine. as you say, will be our time,”

MEA CYOLE CO., Dept. 130 A They wotched a litile longer to make
'V %eFU8 11 Paradise St., Liverpool. | quite sme, end saw tho two men

—
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‘marching along at a good pace in a straight line—or as near straight as I

nature of the (rlound “would allow. In and out among the rocks thoy wen
now- hidden by trees. bushes, or clumps of tall recds. then cmerginge o ¢iii.
on to open- ground. Finally they disappeared round a rocky hill in the
direction the four natives had taken.

Then the two chums started downwards in the direction of the &trange:s’
camp. At first the descent was very steep. pretty dangerous, in fact, i.:
places, and even when they finally Teached the lower ground they ~till foun .
the travelling anything but easy on acconnt of the rocks and pools thut
lay in their way.

Thus it took them longer than they had expected to reach the low hill fo-
which they were bound. By the time they approached it the sun had se!
and—as is the case in the tropics—night seemed to have fallen qut!:
suddenly. .

The moon was rising, hut it had not yet risen high cnongh to give much
licht, and for a little “while the two found themselves at fault.

“Then Alec suddenly caught the gleam of a light between the trees on
- Tising ground almost close at hand.

“ We've come right, after all,”” he whispered to Clive. ‘' Yonder’s the::
can-fire.”’

“rceeding now with increasing caution. they soon reached the font of th.:
hi!!. wnd then began the tedious process of wriggling in and out between th
trees and bushes which clothed its sides.

With infinite patience and no small amount of skill the two managed to
manceurve without making the slightest sound which might give the “alarm
or raise the suspicions of whoever had been left in charoe

At last they found themselves looking into a clearing where a fire wa-x
burning, with a man beside it smokma a pipe. He was a beetle-browed,
villainous- looking fellow, probably a sailor to judge by his dress and general
appearance, and evndently a foreigner of some kind. Beside him lay a rifle,
while scattered about on the oround were various articles which suggested
that the two whom the watchers had seen leave the camp were not the only
absent members of the party.

If so,*some of the others might return a% any moment, and it would

v:dentl be wge therefore, to act with promptitude.

As to the task which lay before them, that was now clear enough. On one
side, in the shadows, at some little distanee from the fire, there was a dark,
huddled mass which the young fellows could see consisted of natives lying
about in different attitudes. They were, in fact, tied together in pairs, and
so tightly and brutally that they were perforce compelled to lie just and
where t.hey had been thrown down.

Just then the man got up and went across to a store of cut wood which had
been placed in a pile ready for use when required. He left his rifle where it
‘'was lying, and, stooping down, filled his arms with the fuel.

Chve and Alec glanced at each other.

‘Now is the time.’

The man had let his load of wood fall, and had been on the point of mak-
ing a dash for his rifle, when Clive’s stern ‘“ Hands up!”’ had arrested his
movements.

He stood for a moment or two irresolute. But the two rifies pointed
straight at him, with the firelight gleaming on their polished barrels, made.
him ﬁna]ly decide that discretion wae his best course.

‘““ Who are you, and what d’ yer ‘want?’’ he growled sullenlv after first
relieving his feelmgs by a frm'htful oath. What er ye goin' t’ do to me?"’

(f' on'inaed ocserleal.)

"
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““ Who we are docsn’t matter,” Clive replied, quxet]y but ﬁrm]y' ‘“As td
what we do to you, that dqmnda on how~you bechave. ' If you take the
matter quictly, we shall not harm yon; but if you make any attempt at
resislance, I shall shoot yon thlmut further warning. Get some rope‘and
bind him,” he addcd to Alcc. ** But first put his rifle further away—well
out of his rc.nch g T e e

“Take care!”’ he ‘warned the man again, as he saw his eyes following
Alee’s movements, My finger 1s ¢n the trigger, and if “you do anythmfr
to startle me, the gun mwht go cll even l)olorc I 1nt0nd0d—=1t to.”” v

The fellow frow nvd, and his dark, m,m'.lmrr ecyes turned from Alec back
to Clive. Then he stood with his hands up mdeed but WIth the look of a
cat watching a mouse. SR

Alee meanwhile had placed both his own rifle and that of the man on the
ground behind Clive, and taking up a picce of rope—there was plenty lying
about ke advanced towards the fellow to bind hlm making a hhp nocse as
]lv \wnl : o

"Turn round,” he said coolly. *“T prefer to bave )our ba(.\ to look at,
sinee we must come to close gquarters.”” | ‘ . ‘

For_ay istant the man, scemed as if he meant to risk a rush. Ie
clenched his hands, his eyes seemed as 1f they would .:.tdl‘t from h'" head,

andansualy. contortion passed over his face. o e .
Seeing this, Alee stopped and eyed him warily, while Clive advanced a step,

lm {lllllr HI(' rifle steadily in a line with his head. - o « . 05 L9 2
cQuick 'Y he eried sharply: - Turn round, or I fire!” -7 7

Aml the man, smothering down an oath, slowly and sulkily lobeyed""‘ R
“Now drep your arms:” said Alee, and as tlwy droppod hc thlcw t

Jeo p over. his head and dl(‘“ it tight. - | N

A minute or two later the fellow was bmn‘d hand and. fcot ‘and was
lying on the ground like one of his own Juckless captives.

“1That's dnm- 7 murmured: \lo('. as he w c‘_nt and’ 1)1("{0(] up his rifle. ¢ And
now to look at those poor beggars over }nndor ' -7

‘The two stepped across tn \\lwro sAheublacks were lying, and they were
filled wilh anged .md mdnmmtmn at what they sawa Eight natives were
lying bound in co {ples In sue@ a manner: that. thov‘lqo]\ed more like tied-up
luy figures than Lifving human beings. - Onlis the sighs and low moans which,
h'oke forth ceverssnow aund then told that ‘they were really alive. - And even
Ahiese the poor Fatures blll)l)l(‘hbt‘d as-much as possible, Lnown‘m only too

well that greoans and cries of pain were likely to bring them blows frem

the man in charge of them. < sy e s -~ \
¢= (Anolher thrilling mstalmont of this grand yarn next week) '
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