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“Baron Steen,” he said, “met with
his death on an open path hetween &
shallow duck-pond and a little pavil-
ion. He had fought hard for life, had
rolled and struggled with hia enemy.
There were four or flve punctured
wounds {n his throat and neck, from
which he had bled profusely. And
now for the thing that killed him—
whatever It was. It could not have
fled down the cliff path, for the boat's
crew waltlng below had heard the
Screams, and had come running up by
that way. They wers with him when
We arrived, and assured me they had
#een nothing. It could not have turn-
ed to the right or left, for, though the
paths had been mwept clean—doubt-
leen by the baron’s orders, for he
would not deaire his way of escape
to bo ensily traced—ihe snow on
aither slde lay in unbroken levels. 1t
oould only have retired by the yew
avenus, and it did not break through
the hedgs. That, again, the snow
proved clearly. 8o, we may take it,
that whatever the thing may have
been which you saw—it killed Baron
Btesn; further, it escaped Into the
house—this, you will remember, we
deolded in the garden. Let us imag-
ine it wes a man—that you wera de
colved by the uncertaln light. Hie
clathes must of necessity have been
drenched in blood. He could not
have struggled so flercely with his
viet!m and escaped those fatal signs.
Yot, he cannot have burned his
clothes, for the fires are downstairs
where people were passing. Nor can
be have washed them, for neither the
bath rooms nor the bedroom baging
have been recently uged. I have
Bpent some time in searching boxes
and wardrobes with no result, Strang-
or stlll, as far as my limited informa-
tlon goes, every one In the houae can
iprove an alibl—eave two”

“And who are they? I asked
sagerly. -

“Mr. Henderson, the baron’s valet—
and yourself,”

“Inspector Perce—" | begun an-
grily.

“Tut, tut, my desr Mr. Phillips. I
‘'was merely atating the famects. Mr.
{Henderson's cage, however, presents
an interesting feature, for he has run
‘away.”

"*Run away.” 1 sald.
mettles it.”

“Not altogether, I'm afreid. I think
it 18 more a matter of theft than mur
der with Mr, Henderson.”

I stared at him In ellence am he sat
there, with hls little hands clasped
upon hls lsp, & plcture of irritating
cOmposure,

“Peace,” 1 gald, struggling to con-
trol my volee, ‘“What are you hiding
from me? It {8 something inhuman,
unnatural that has done thig dreadful
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“Then that

The little detective stretched him.
gelf, yawned, and then ross to his
foat,

“I have no opinlon except that I
think you had better go to bed. Don't
lock your door, for I may find time
for an hour's sleep on your sofa be-
fore morning”
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The news was out after breakfast—
the news that led to mild hysterics
and gcurrying of lady's-maide to the
packing of boxes, and the chagtened
sorrow of those gentlemen who owed
the baron money. Through all the
turmoll of the morning moved the lit-
tls detective, the most sympathetio
of men. It was he who apologized so
humbly for the locked dcors of the
bath-rooms; he who superintended
the lighting of fires, and the making
of the beds, and the packing of
trunks for the statlon so closely that
the housemalds were convinced that
be eutertained a secret passion for
oach one of them; it waa he who mn-
nounced Henderson's robbery of the
gold plate, following it by informa-
tion as to the culprit’s arrest. The
astablighment had by this time be-
oome convinced that Henderson was
the murderer, and breathed relief at
‘the news,

They had brought the body of Baren
Bteen to the house early In the morn-
Ing—it had been laid In the garden
pavillon on its first discovery.

With death In sc strange a form
present among us, I was disgusted by
ithe nolse and bustle, the gossip and
lsbatter amongst the guests of the
dead man. I wandered off in pearch
of the one person who had seemed
wincerely affected by the news, the

gacretary, Maurice Terry. He
nowhere to be found. A servant

"of whom T inquired told me that the

[ blood, the life's blood of a man.

gecretary had kept to his bed, belng
greatly unnerved by the tragedy, and
1 strotled up the stairs agaln on an
errand of consolation. The door was
locked, and there came mno.answer to
my continued tapping.

“Terry,” 1 called through the key-
hole. It is I, Phillips; won't you lat
me in?” /

“f have a key that will fit, it you
will kindly stand aside,” suggested a
modest volce.

I rose from my hkoees to find the
ingpector at my elbow.

“It would be & groes {ntrusion* 1
told him. *“If he wishes to be alone
with his eorrow, we have no right o
disturb him."

"He {8 meriously {i1."

“How did you discover that?”

“By borrowing a gardener's ladder
and lgoking through his window. He
1s unconsclous, or was tem minutes

A pkillful twist or two with & bit
of wire and the key was pushed from
the lock. The duplicate opened the
door, Peace walked Into the room,
and I followed at his heels.

On hia bed, fully dressed, lay poor
Terry, with a face paler than his pil-
lows. His breath came and went in
short, palnful gagps. One hand stray-
ed continuoualy about his throat,
Eroplng and plucking at his collar
with feverish unrest. It was a very
palnful spectaclae,

“I will gend for a doctor at once,” I
whispered, stepping to the bell, But
Feace held up a warning hand.

“Come here,” he sald, “I have some-
thing to show you."

With movements as tender as &
woman's he unfeatened the man's eol-
lar and slipped out the stud. Then
he prused. The eyes that watched
me had turned cold and hard,

- "It 1t 18 as 1 suspect, you may be
ealled ag a witnees. Do you objsct?

“Yes; but I shall not leave you on
that account.”

“Very well,” he sald, as he opened
tha shirt and the vest heneath it.

Smeared and patched In dark etch-
Ing upen the white skin wae a broad
stain of blood, of drled and clotted

“He 1a wounded, Peace,” I aried.
“Poar fellow, he must have mnearly
bled to death.”

“Do not alarm yourself,” sald ‘the
inspector, dryly. “It is the blood of
Baron Steen.”
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A week had gone by, and I was sit-
ting alone in my Keble Street rooms,
when Peace walked In, with a heavy
traveling coat over his arm.

“Thank Heaven, you have come at
laet,” I crled. “How is Maurice Ter
ry'l"

“Dead—poor fellow,” he gald, with
en honest sorrow in his volce, “Yet,
after all, Mr. Phillips, it was the best
that could have happened to him.”

“And his story—the causes—the
method?” I demanded.

“It hes taken some hard work, but
the bite of the puzzle are fitted to-
gether at last. You wigh to hear it, 1
supposa

“According to your promise,” I re-
minded him.

“It 18 & casd of unusual interest,”
he sald. “Though it bears a certain
gimilarity to the Gottstein trial at
Kiel in '88."

He paused to Hght his big nipe,
and then sat back in his chaly, with
his eyes fixed in abstract contempla-
tion,

. was convinced that the murderer
was In the house; and that he had
entered by the glde door, towards
which you had seen him pags, When
studying the spot I made a diecovery
of pome Importance., Steen had left
by the same exit. Alse he had reason
to fear some person in that wing, for
he had turned from the path and mada
& circult over the grass. I had al-
ready noted his broad-toed hoots when
examining his body—and the foot-
prints in the snow were unmistak-
gble, Who was his enemy In that
wing? It was a problem to be solved.

“I discovered mo stalned clothing,
and no slgns of its cleansing or de-
struction. From what information I
could gather, all the house party had
been in the roulette-raom save you
yourself; and all the servants had
been at the dance save Henderson
and a man walting on the guests. Bug
in the course of my eearch the foot-
man who accompanied me discovered
thet a quantity of gold plate was miss-
Ing. It was reasonable to imagine
that Henderson was the thief. Prob-
ably the confidentinl valet had learnt
of the Baron's projected flight and
of the warrant for his arrest. It was
& moment for judiclous robbery, the
traces of which would be covered by
the confusion of the news. But was
Henderson aleo & murderer? [ did
not think go. The death of his mas-
ter was the ome thing which would
wreck his secheme. In the early morn-
ing I interviewed the farmer on
whose car he had driven Into Nor
bridgs. He told me that, acting on
ordera he had received from Hender
gom, he met that person at the cor-
nér of the stables at eleven o'clock

OWNED HISTORIC OLD HOTEL

Proprietor of Structure Bullt Around
Cabin of Captured British Frig-
ate |s Dead.

Jacob Smith, hotel proprietor of
City Island, New York, died there at
the age of seventy-three years. Mr.
Smith's hotel has for years been one
of the show places on the island. It
was known as the Macedonlan hotel,
because it was bullt around the cabin
of the DBritlsh frigate Macedonia,
which was captured by the United
States frigate Decatur off Cape Verde
islands durlng the war of 1812, After
the engagement the Macedonls was
towed to what 18 known as Cow Bay,
City Island, and there Smith acquired
it in 1874, pulled it on land and etruc-

-

.ot sell,

preclaely—five minutes  before the
murder occurred. That finally ellmi.
nated the valet from the list,

“On my return from the farm I ex-
amined the gardens agaln with great
minuteness, At the corner of the Mt-
tle pavilion, about fifteen feet from
where the body had laln, there wasg n
patch of bloody snow. This puzzled
me a good deal, until the solution of-
fored itself that the murderer had
tried to wash his hands In the snow,
the water of the pond being frozen
bhard, Yet his clothing would nlso
bear the staln. What had hs worn
that showed so white to you In the
starlight? Could it have been that he
wors no clothes at all?

“A naked man! The suggestion
wap full of possibilities.

“It was fortunate that I had bronght
assistants to help me in Bteen's cap-
turs. Their presence gave me & wid-
@r mcope, for they were both good
men. [ left them to search the pavil
fon and laurels for the clothing,
which the murderer might have com-
cealed when he reallzed how fatal
was ita evidence. As I walked back
to the houre I began to understand
the situation more clearly. The main
drive, curving down the slope of the
park, was In view of a tall man com-
Ing up by the yew walk, The mur
derer might have noticed our ap-
proach. What more natural than that
he should have bent double as he ran,

thus obtalning the cover of the left- |

band hedge, which was not more than
four to five feet high? Did not this
anawer to your description of the
thing you had seen? It would have
been cold work for him. I made a
note to be on the look-out for chills.

“For a couple of hours I devoted
myself to spesding those guests who
caught the eleven-thirty train.
not think a trunk left for the station
of which I have not a complete in-
ventory. Indeed, the bharon's cred-
itors have to thank ma for the return
of several trifles of value, which were
included, accldentally, no doubt, in
the ladies' dreseing-bags.

“After the carriages had started I
went in ssarch of Terry, and diachw
eéred that he had mnot left his room.
Equally to the point, his windows
looked down upon the spot where the
baron mads his detour over the grass
while escaping. I became interested
[n thia young men. The scors was
creéeping up against him. A ladder
from an obliging gardener allowed me
to observe him from the window. A
vigit to the housekesper gave me &
duplicate key to his door. What hap-
pened In the room you know, Mr.
Phillips.”

‘“But, the motive—why d4ld ha kil
his patron?” I asked him eagsrly.

*“1 doubt it wa shall ever learn the
truth on that point,” he said. “As

far aa 1 can make out, Bteen was dl—i

rectly responsible for the ruin and
disgraca of Terry's father. Probably
the son did not fully realize this when
the baron, with & pity most unuasnal
in the man, give him the gecretary-
ghip. But of all partlcipatlon in the
flight he was certainly innocent, for
he was in bed at the time”

“In bed!” I ecrled.

“"Don't interrupt, if
lowe: Terry wae in bed when the old
man trled to creep past his window.
Somehow he heard him, and, looking
out, understood what was up. Per-
haps that raacal Henderson had told
him the truth about his father; per-
haps Steen had promised hlm com-
pensation—he had a mother and sis-
ter dependent on him—which prom-
ige the fipancler meant to avoid,
nlopg with many more serious oblizga-
tions, by running away. At any rate,
pagsion, revenge, the sense of injus-
tice—call 1t what you llke—took hold
of the lad. Ha caught up the frat
handy weapon; it chanced to be a
dagger paper-kinife—dangerous things,
1 hate them—and rushed down a back
ptalrcage and through the side door
in pursuit of his enemy.

“When that had happened, which
happened, the fear that comes to all
amateurs In crime took him by the
throat. He wiped his hands In the
gnow; he tore off his eleeping sult—
that 1s how 1 know he hed been in
bed—and thrust it, with Its terrible
evidences of murder, into the thatch
of the little pavilion. We found it
thers a day later. Then he atarted
back to the houge as naked ag & baby.

“He saw us running down the hill,
and made for the side door, bending
double behind the hedge. Who were
we?t Had we noticed him? Bellieve
me, Mr. Phillips, whether he had held
the murder righteous or no, it was
cnly the rope he saw dangling before
him. Might not the alarm he given at
any moment? He dared not wash
himself, and the sirine had drled
upon him. He hurried on his clothes,
ghivering {n the chill that had struck
home, and 80 to the safeat place he
could find—the roulette-tahle.”

“It is well that he died."’ I sald sim-
ply.
*“It paved the law some irouble”
remarked the {nspector, with a grim
1litle nod at the wall
(CHRONICLES TO BE CONTINUED)

turally added to it. In time he had
& bullding large snough to accommo-
dats B number of persons.

Three years ago a member of a his-
torical soclety in England, which had
learned of the existence of the Mace.
donia, came to City Island and offered
Mr. 8mith $30,000 for it, but he would
He Bald he wanted it to
remaln in the family, which consists
of seven daughters and two sons,

Assurad of Fresh Flsh.
Copenhagen has a model figsh mar
ket, built by the municipality, With
the exgeption of the larger varleties,
like cod and halibut, all the fish are
kept allve in tanks fllled with run-
ning water. There Is no other town
where nll the fish, whether cheap or

dear, are so beautifully fresh.

1 do|

you please. |
What happened I take to be as fol-|

dent.

nine,

HUGH DUFFY.

Hugh Duffy.

Veteran baseball star, former man-
ager of the Chicago White Sox and
the Milwaukes Brewera, has been
awarded the Fall River franchire in
the New England leagua. It ip ex-
pected that the team will be moved
to Portland, Maine.

.
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BILLIARDS

Charles McCourt of Pittsburgh de-
feated Charles Otls of Brooklyn in a
National Billlard league game, 60 to
8,

John Layton of 8t. Louls in a match
game with C. Lawton broke the
world’s record high run, with 78, un-
der the new style of scoring in com-
tinuous pool. -Martin Phillips of Chi-
cago ran T4,

[ wasesan |

Forrest Cady, the Red Sox star back
stop, 16 sald to be some wrestler.

Bert Shotion, the Browns' speedy
young outficlder, was given a hig
boost in his salary.

Great Falls of the Unlon association
In going to try ocut a young second
secker named Finout.

June 2 has been set as the date
when Toronto will raise the Interna-
tional leagua pennant.

Captaln McBrigde of the Senators
thinks the Athleticsa have the beat
chance in the 1912 race.

The “perfumed notes” are not re
eponsible for Art Shafer's retirement
from professional haseball,

Huggine says Silm Salles, his south
paw, will be the gensation of the
whole show the next seapon,

Cleveland fans pick Tuck Turner
A one of the club's brightest pros
pects for the coming campalgn.

The Fordham baseball scheduls this
Beason consgists of 27 gzames. Of this
number 20 will be played at home.

Pat Tebeau i8 urged by many St
Loulsans as the proper man for Mra
Britton to select ag the _ards’ presl-

Dr. Frank Sexton, Harvard's base-
ball coach for the past three years,
hag signed again to direct the Crimaon

Bert Shotton, the Brown's young
cutflelder, gays he i tired of playing
major league ball for & minor league
salary.

Artle Fletcher, tha Glant shortstop,
ranked the lowest among the National
league shortetops, making 66 errors
during the geason,

Beals Decker goes to Cinclanatl, the
first of the champions of 1912 to pass
from the National League elub. whoss
flag he helped win.

The Madison baseball directors are
after Harry Bay, once a member of
the Cleveland Napa, to act aa playing
manager for the 1913 team.

Wilbert Robinson has sold out his
businesa interests in Baltimore and
thia year will devote hig entire time
to coaching the Giant pitchers,

Eddle Willlems and Archer Retily
have been turned over to the Spring-
field, Ohio, team by the Indianapolis
club of the American asscclation.

Portland of the Pacific Coast leagua
has purchased Pitcher Stanley ot the
Atlantic City team. He was the lead.
ing pitcher in the Tri-State league last
£eason.

MISCELLANEOUS

The Federation of American Motor.
cycliste has 20,000 members.

Penn cricketers this season will he
peen In Canada, and next year will
meet the crack colieglate teams of
England during an European tour,

Jack MeDermott, the American open
golf champlon, will spend two weeks
ln the south before his Invasion of
Enpgland. At Plnehurst he will teat
his strength with Tom Me¢Namara, for
mer professional,

Swimming tralners apparently have
woes unknown to the men who have
to conditfon other athletes. Duke
Kabanamoka, the Hawailan swimmer,
has been bitten by an eel and is afraid
of resultant blood polsen.

Lee Humiston, the Denver pliot, is
the -new star to flash across the mo-
torcycle horlzon. Humiston cireled
the mile lap At the Plaza Del Rey in
Los Angeles in 30 seconds, clipping
four-fiftths of a second off Ray Soy-
mour's record.

“Hobey' DBaler, the gensational star
of the Princeton hockey team, was
tendered the re-election to the cap-
taincy of next ¥ear's team, but rafused
to accept, and endorsed W. 8. Kuhn,
the Plttsburgh boy, who was the unan-
Imous choilce,

The Krebs-Coburn tegm won the six-

INDING myself with two free

days to spend, I went down to
the docks and boarded one of
the little steamers which for
elgn residants here In Nagasaki
term the “Nomo liners,” probably be-
cause they have not the slightest re-
memblance to a liner, The two hours
of the journey I gpent drinking tea
with the "captainsan” and the “bos’n-
san” on what might, in & Plokwicklan
sense, he called the bride, writes C.
A Hibbard in the Chicago Daily News.
The litle steamer sputtered, aplaghed
and prunted through the waves most
Dobly axcept at those times when near-
Ing & port the captain was too free in
his use of the whistle. The “linera”
resent the indignity of having their
approach heralded in such a public
manner and etop during the opera-
tlons. Most admirable modasty!

At five in the afternoon we came to
anchor in a witohing little lagoon at
the villags of Nomo. Hers, with six
or elght other passengers, I was rowed
ashore in a sampan by a local Charon.
A step took me to the farther aide of
ths promontory, whers I embarked for
& half hour's gall to Kabashima, an
island lying wome thres miles off the
malnland,
Looking for an Inn.

The boatmen had directed ms to the
“Omi” inn as the best place in the
island. To find it In the one, long
BRrrow strest of the village seemed to
be easy enough. BDefore I realized it,
however, I had passed out through the
tawn to the other side of the 1sland,
snd quite missed anything that looked
Nka an inn. I mtarted back. The
streots wers degerted except for the
women taking their baths aleng tha
roadaide. Imagine a rhinoceros tak-

.

ing & bath In a tumbler of water; that
wad the lmpreselon I recelved from An
old matron- gomfortably ensconced In
& amall tub at the slde of the street.
Her years made my approach excus:
able to myself; I found afterward that
really it was only my own fear which
1 had to consult in the matter, as sven
younger women and maldens of the
community wera unruffied by my ap-
pearance under the game cireum-
stanees. Tipping my hat to the dame,
1 wentured:

“Condeacend to pardon me. I will
causs you honorable trouble, but kind-
1y tell me where I shall ind the ‘Omi’
inm.~

“No, pleases don't troubla to exouse
yourself, As for the lnn which you
are seeking, It 13 only necessary to go
on & littls farthar and you will find it
ot the right.. It has twa storles, so
you will easlly find it™

“But great thanks. You have been
mest kind.”

At the inn I changed my light
elothes for the more comfortable sum-
mer kimono of the Japanese and, es
vorted by the maid of the hotel as
gulds, I hunted up the public bath.

My visit to the bath was an event
of civlo importance. No wonder I had
boen obliged to Inquire my way a few
minutes ago from the women. All of
the men of the village were gathered
hare for their evening bath. Entering
the front room, I gave the old dame
in chargs a 5 cent piece, to recelve
back 8!4 cents In change, gtroda to
the back room, shedding my clothes
and wooden cloga as I went.

At tha Town Tub.

The town tub wags the meeting place
for the city fathers. Hare they all
were squatting up to their necks in
the bollilng water and lined up around
the aides of the bath. At the upper

end & grizzly old patrlarch held forth
&3 chalrman. He was one of that
skin and bones type of Japanesa and
had a long, scraggly beard of so few
hajra that one was tempted to count
them would his duties as presiding of-
ficer but let him be still long encugh
at B time. Fishing, which had heen
the subject of debats up to that time,
was droppad at the entry of the “man
of the went"”

With all the composure that one can
sssemble when tempted to laugh every
moment, I stepped up and begged their
pardon for intruding on a tub siready
filled. The hint was taken; a few
Iarge, wonder eyed children were
puehed out on the floor and room wam
made tor me.

But my politenesa had been my un-
doing. It gave them to think me far
more advanced io the language than I
am. [ passed over the prelimingries
successfully. “Yes, 1 came from
America.” "I was twenty-Beven years
old” (my age 18 different every time
I am asked). “I wam just six feet
tall” “No, I wesn't matrled.” But
when it came to the intricacles of lan-
guage Involved in a diecusslon of the-
coming preeidential election In Amer-
ica, the relative merits of “Tafto” and:
“Rusowelto,” I was swamped. I won-
der what Taft would have given to-
havs heard my exposition of his plat
form to the bolling tubful of naked
citizeana of the little fishing village.
The one maen—ha of the bheard—
ssemed to have won his position of’
respact In the community through the-
fnot that he could reed and was the
honored subecriber to an Osaka paper.

And then back to the inn. The

same good nature, the same innocence

DLARERS

and always the same curlosity s to
the foreigner. After & dinner, the
pleca de resiatance of which was raw
fish, I went to bed. In & country Inn,
though, there. 18 conslderahle differ-
ence between golng to bed and golng
to sleep. A necessary preliminary to
the latter I8 complete exhaustion from
trylng to wreak one's vengeance on
the fleas. I finally dropped off to the
drone of many voices chanting their
Buddhist prayers. Perhaps they were
praying for a good run of flah on the
morrow,

The next morning, after an early
breakfast on raw eggs and rice, I
hired s boat with two men to farry
ma acrosa & rather narrow stralt for
the sum of 115 cents. At Misakl, an-
other of the fishing villages here, I
visited the "Temple of Mercy,” a Budd-
hiat temple of the Zen persuasion, to
sea my friend the young abbot of the
sanctuary. A description of this tem-
pls and its history does not beleng
here. When I stopped there last the
head priest told me that 1T was the
only forelgner in the 1,200 years the
temple had exigted to have stayed
there over night. Later on, upon an
examination of his records, he correct-
ed himsalf: “No, 122 years ago a Chl-
ness priest rested here over the day.”
It was a Chinaman who got ahead of
mel

Farce of Habit

A poker game was In progress, and
Mr, MeCann called for ons eard, which
was passed to him by Mr. O'Grady,

Mr. O'Grady—How are ye fixed now
that ye have a spade?

Mr. McCann (suspiclously)—How
do ye know that I have a spade?

Mr, O'Grady—Because, when I gave
ye the cyard, ye spit In yer right
hand.




