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The Mystery of the Jade Spear
IRE you Inspector Peace, Sir?"

m He looked what he wan, a
gardener's boy, and he stood
on the platform of Richmond
station regarding us with a
if cherubic, countenance. The

Beyond him I could see the gate, with
two of our gardeners standing on the fur-

ther side and talking earnestly together.
"I asked Mr. Boyne what was the

matter, and for answer he took me by
the arm and led me back towards the
house. He looked very white and ill.

I still begged for an explanation, and at
last he told me the truth. My Uncle,
Colonel Bulstrode, had been found lying
in the road stabbed to death with a

solemn,

one o'clock. He was shown into the
library and "

"One moment," interrupted the in-

spector. "Where is the library?"
"That is the door, sir," answered

Halm, pointing to the room from which
he had emerged.

"Perhaps it would be easier to under-

stand if w go there?"
The library was a long, low room,

lined with shelves that were in a great
part empty. It projected from the main
building evidently It was of more recent
construction and this could be lighted
by windows on both sides. To our right
were two which commanded the drive;
to the left two more looked out upon a

plot of grass dotted with flower beds,
upon which several windows at the side

t he house, at right angles to the library,
also faced.

"Pray continue," said Inspector Peace.
"About ten minutes later, Cullen, the

butler, heard high words passing. A

regular fighting quarrel it sounded or

so he says."
"How could he hear? Was he listen-

ing in the hall?"
"No, sir; he was in his pantry, cleaning

silver. The pantry is the first of those
windows at the side of the house. The
library windows being open, he could
hear the sound of loud voices, though,
as he says, he could not distinguish the
words."

The inspector walked to an open lattice
and thrust out his head. He closed it
before he came back to us, as he did to
the second window on the same side.

" Mr. Cullen must not be encouraged,
he said, gently. "He is there now, listen-

ing with pardonable curiosity. Well,

Sergeant?"
"Presently there came a tre lendous

peal at his bell, and he hurried to answer
it. When he reached the hall, he found
the colonel and Mr. Bovnc standing
together. 'You understand me, Boyne,
the colonel was saying, 'If I catch you
lurking about here again after my nieces

vonev bags, I'll thrash you within an inch
of your life; I will, by thunder!' The
voung man gave the colonel an ugly

look, but he had seen the butler, who was

standing behind his master, and kept
silent. 'Show this fellow out, Cullen'
said the colonel. 'And if he ever calls

slam the door in his face.' And with that
he stumped back into the library, swearing
to himself in a manner that, as the bullet
declares, gave him the creeps, it was so

very imaginative.
"With one thing and another, Cullen

was so dumfounded for he thought
that Boyne and Miss Sherrick were as
good as engaged already that he stood
in the shadow of the porch watching the
young gentleman. Boyne walked down
the drive for a hundred yards or so,

looked back at the house, and, not seeing

the butler, as he supposes, turned off

mother's two brothers, Colonel Bul-stro-

and Mr. Anstruther BuLstrode.
Colonel Bulstrodewho had been in the
Indian Staff Corps, had retired the year
before my fathers death, and taken
this house. It was with him that I went
to live. Richmond suited him, for he
could spend the day at his London club
and yet be home in plenty of time for
dinner.

"My uncle Anstruther was also an
Anglo-India- n. He had been for many
years a planter in Celon. It was on
the Colonel's advice that he took a house
near us when he came home this spring.

"I first met Mr. Boyne last Christ-

mas, when we were skating on some
flooded meadows by the Thames. He
is a lawyer, and, though he is doing well,
is by no means a rich man. Unfortu-
nately, I am an heiress, Inspector
Poacc."

"I understand, Miss Sherrick.'
"Colonel Bulstrode expected me to

make what he called a first-ra- te mar-

riage. Mr. Boyne and I had been en-

gaged for two weeks, and at last we de-

cided to tell the Colonel. We knew
there would be trouble, but there was
nothing to be gained by continued post-

ponement. Mr. Boyne made an appoint-
ment, with him for one o'clock today.

"The morning seemed as if it were
never to end. As the hour approached
I could wait in my room no longer.
I slipped out of a side door into the upper
garden, which lien at the further side
of the house. I wandered about for
some time in great misery. When I
heard the stable clock chime the half-hou- r,

1 started back to the house. It
must have been decided between them
one way or the other.

"I had reached the drive and was
walking up to the front door when I
saw Cullen, the butler, come running
out of the Wilderness as we call the
shrubberies where we now arc and so
across the lawn towards me. He was
in an excited state, waving his arms and
shouting. Cullen is so stout and respect-
able that I could only conclude that he
had gone mad . When lie was some twenty
yards off, he caught sight of me, and
slunk away towards the front door as
if trying to avoid me

"'What is tho matter, Cullen?' I
called to him.

"He slackened his pace, and finally
stopped, with his eyes staring at me
in an odd fashion.

"'You come in with me, miss, he
stammered. 'It's no mischief of your
making. Eh, eh, but it's ugly work-bl- ack

and ugly work.'
"'What do you mean, Cullen? I

said as boldly as I could, for his manner
frightened me.

'"The colonel has come by an accident,
miss, down by the wicket-gat- e. I was
going for a doctor.'

"I did not wait to hear more. I was
very fond of my guardian, Mr. Peace.
Ho had a hot temper, but to me he had
ever been kind and considerate. As I

started, however, Cullen came panting
up and tried to turn me back, waving
his hands. Lunatic or not, I did not

mean to let him frighten me. bo I
avoided him, and set off running across
the grass to the Wilderness gate the
one through which we have just come.
I had almost reached it when I met

Mr. Boyne. I was surprised, for I
thought he had already gone home.

little inspector nodded hia head as he
felt in his pocket for the tickets.

"I have a cab waiting for you, sir."
"Are you from the Elms?"
"Yea, sir. Miaa Sherrick Bent me

to meet you, having heard as you were
coming."

We walked up the steps to the road-

way, climbed into the cab, and, with
the boy on the box, dragged our way
up the steep of the narrow street, past
the Star and Garter (the hostelry of
ancient glories), and so for a mile until,
at a word from our youthful conductor,
the cab drew up at a wicket-gat- e in a
fence of split oak. As we stepped out a
girl swung open the gate and stood
confronting us.

She was a tall and graceful creature,
with the delicacy of the blonde coloring
a beautiful face. There was fear in
her blue eyes, a fear that widened and
fixed them"; and a tremor of the full red
lipa that told of a great calamity.

"Inspector Addington Peace?"
"Yes, Miss Sherrick."
There was that about the little in-

spector which ever invited the trust of

the innocent, and also, to be frank, no
inconsiderable proportion of the guilty
to their special disadvantages. I have
noticed a similar confidence inspired
by certain of the more famous doctors.
So I was not surprised when Miss Sherrick
walked up to him, and laid her hand
on his arm, with a confident appeal
in her eyes.

"Do you know they have arrested
him?" she said.

"I had not heard. What is his name?"
"Mr. Doyne."
"The man who found the body?
"Yes. The man I intend to marry."
I liked that sentence. It was stronger

than any protestations of his innocence
that she could have made. Peace marked

it, too, for he smiled, watching her with
hia head to one side in his solemn fashion.

"You cannot think he is guilty," she
said quietly. "You are too clever for

that. Inspector Peace."
"My dear young lady, at two o'clock

I heard that a Colonel Bulstrode, of the
Elms, Richmond, had been stabbed to
death in a road near his house. That
was the single fact telegraphed to Scotland
Yard. Taking my friend here, I caught
the 2:35 from Waterloo station. It is

now half-pa- st three. As you will observe,
my work has not yet commenced."

"" I sent the boy to meet you. I wished
you to hear my story before you saw
the police up at the house. I should
like to tell you all I know."

"That will, doubtless, be very valuable,
said the little inspector. "Can you
find us a place where we shall not be
disturbed?1' .

For answer she led the way through the
wicket-gat- e. A couple of turns and the
winding walk brought us to an open
space on the laurels and rhododendrons.
On the further side was a garden bench,
and there we seated ourselves, waiting,
with great anxiety on my part at least,
for further details of the tragedy.

"My father was a widower," said
Miss Sherrick, "and when he died ho

left as my guardians and trustees my

spear. They had no wea wno tnc mur-

derer might be.
"They brought up the body to the

house. Afterwards they let me bcc

him. Even in death his face was con-

vulsed with passion. Oh, it is dread-

ful, dreadful!'1
Her reserve gave way all in a moment,

and she burst into a fit of sobbing, hiding
her face in her hands. It was some time
before she regained her and
when she spoke again it was with diffi-

culty and in detached sentences.
"It was about three o'clock," she said.

"Mr. Boyne cane into the room where
I was. He told me that my uncle had
spoken very bitterly to him in their
interview, and that there -- had been a
quarrel between them; but Mr. Boyne's
sorrow was sincere. I am sure it was
sincere. Afterwards he begged me not
to believe any rumors I might hear
about him. Then he went away. After-

wards, as I was looking from the window,
1 saw him walking down the drive with
a policeman. Several of the servants
were gathered at the front door watching
and pointing. I don't know how but
tho suspicion came to me perhaps it
was through what Cullen had said. I

ran down the stairs and ordered them to
answer. At last they told me he had
been arrested for the murder.

We waited for a while, and then the
little inspector rose, and, in his cour-

teous manner, offered her his arm. She
took it, looking at him through her tears.

"He is innocent, Mr. Peace," she said.
"I trust so, Miss Sherrick."
They moved off up the walk, I follow-

ing behind them. We emerged from the
shrubbery onto a broad lawn. The
house, a sprawling old mansion of red
brick, was before us. We crossed the
grass, and, turning an angle of the hou?e,
came to the porch, from which a drive
curled away amongst the foliage of an
avenue of elms.

The central hall was better fitted for
a museum than a habitation of comfort-lovin- g

folk. Bronze gods and goddesses
glimmered in the corners, dragons carved
m teak glared upon the Eastern arms,
and armor that lined the walls, the duller
hues of ivory and jade contrasted with the
brilliant turquoise of old Pekin vases.
It was here, among these spoils of the
East, that Miss Sherrick left us, walking
up the stairs to her room, as fair a figure
of beauty in distress as a man might see.

As she disappeared, a tall, thin fellow

in plain clothes stepped out of a door
on our right and saluted the inspector.

"Good afternoon, Sergeant Hales,"
said Addington Peace. "So you have
arrested Boyne?"

"Yes, sir."
"Upon good grounds?"
"The evidence is almost complete

against him."
"Indeed. I shall be pleased to hear

it."
"Well, sir, it stands like this. Mr.

Boyne called upon Colonel Bulstrode about

to the leit along a pain umi hm towuiun
the fruit gardens. Cullen did not know

what to make of it. However, it was

none of his business, and at last he went
back to his pantry. Sticking out his
head, he could see the colonel writing
at that desk" the sergeant pointed a

finger at a knee-ho-le table littered with
papers that was set in the further of the
windows looking out upon the grass plot
"and so concluded that he could not have
seen Boyne leave the drive, having had
his back to it at the time.

"About twenty minutes later Cullen
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