
her upstairs to the room Mr. Bag-le-y

used as a study. There all
was confusion. Books and papers
were lying about in juxtaposition
with pails of soapy water and
cleaning rags. Mr. Bagley groan-
ed to himself. How often he had
begged his wife to leave this one
room alone even he could not
have counted, but all to no pur-
pose. Mrs. Bagley did not hear
the groan, for it did not leave his
throat, but she knew it was there,
and a triumphant expression be-

gan to spread over her face, a lit- -,

tie dirty, if the truth be told.
"I think you will be glad that I

have insisted on cleaning this
room," she said coldly, moving
ponderously toward the closet,
and motioning her husband tp
stand upon a chair just within the
door.

Wondering, yet obedient, Mr.
Bagley climbed on the cane seat,
hoping he would not go through,
peered at the shelf at the top, then
cried out loud:

"Rodgers," he said sharply,
jumping down.

"Yes, what is it?" Rodgers
asked, springing forward.

"You get up there and look,"
Mr. Bagley gasped, narrowly es-

caping one of the pails of soapy
water in his exdtement.

Rodgers in his turn clambered
up on the chair, and incidentally
he did go through, but managed
to save himself and balanced on
the edge, then forgot everything
at what he saw, for there on that
shelf, mixed up with discarded
half-tor- n envelopes, newspaper
clippings and the odds and ends

which had accumulated from the
last house cleaning, were neat
packages of bills, and gold and
silver.

"Jumping wild cats!" he ex-

claimed, only he did not say ex-

actly those words.
"Can either of you explain?"

Mrs. Bagley asked in a cold voice.
"I can't," Mr. Bagley admitted,

wiping his face with one of the
cleaning rags he picked up in his
confusion, and thereby decorat-
ing his face with some streaks of
dust.

Rodgers did not say anything,
but raked off the money and then
sat down on the bare floor and
began counting it. It was all
there to the last roll of 25 pennies,
all that had been stolen from the
safe on the two occasions when it
was Tobbed.

Mrs. Bagley folded her arms on
her ample bosom and watched un-

til she saw that the detective had
finished counting,"and then .fired
at him :

"And now will you solve this
mystery?"

Rodgers looked up at her,
smiled a little and asked quietly:

"Does Mr. Bagley. walk in his
sleep?"

"Of course not," Mr. Bagley
snapped, rubbing, his nose vigor-
ously and distributing the dust
pretty evenly over his red face.

Mrs. Bagley smiled in a way
Mr.N Bagley had always found
very irritating, and said coldly:

"Yes, he has for years."
"Matilda," Mr. Bagley began,

but his wife gave him a look and
he subsided. "Ever since he h;id
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