
nillS 11. YYII1 W " Tlie nnovc wouiu ue "i II llUI'lll- - III 111 VI ll'l n I'AllllUlllprogramFlvo Reasons Why Exceeeive Taxe at
merica to find marlly ns raw material for further mony with an approved scientific sys-

tem.
conflicts from which they had emerged

the Outset of War Are Disadvantago- -to enforce production. It will do away with almost all with Shorthorn sponsors and were
peace

HOME CIRCLE MAGAZINE SECTION
From that moment Skin o' My Tooth

was a transformed being. He always
is when he has got a case "well in
hand," as lie calls it. He certainly
possesses a weird faculty for following
up the trail of blood. Once he holds
what he believes to be a clue, his whole
appearance changes; his great, fat body
seems, as it were, to crouch together
ready for a spring, and there is a weird
quiver about his nostrils which palpably
suggests the blood-houn- d ; only his
eyes remain inscrutably hidden beneath
their thick and flushv lids.

It was twelve o'clock the next, day
when our train steamed into Pashet
station. Wc had a chaise from there
and drove down to Saltashe Park,
the lordly country seat of Mr. Kelly.

At the door, Skin o' My Tooth
asked for the master of the house; but
hearing that he was out, he requested
that his card might be taken in to
Mrs. Kelly. The next moment we
were ushered into a luxuriously fur-
nished library, full of books and
flowers, and with deep mullioncd win-

dows opening out upon a Queen Anne
terrace.

The mistress of the house an ex-

ceedingly beautiful woman received
us with every mark of eagerness and
cordiality.

She welcomed us or, rather, my
esteemed employer most effusively;
and when we were all seated, she asked
many questions about Mr. Edward
Kelly, to which Skin o' My Tooth
replied as often as she allowed him to
get a word in.

"0, Mr. Mulligan," she said finally,
"I am so glad that you asked to see
me. 1 have been positively ill and
devoured with anxiety about my
brother-in-la- My husband thinks
that I upset myself and only get hope-
lessly wretched if I read about it all
in the papers, so he won't allow me to
Bee one now; but I assure you, the un-

certainty is killing me, as I feel sure
that Mr. Kelly is trying to comfort
me, and to make Edward's case appear
more hopeful than it is."

Skin o' My Tooth gravely shook
his head.

"It could not very well be more
hopeless," he said.

"You cau't mean that?" she said,
while tears gathered in her eyes.
"He is innocent, Mr. Mulligan. I
swear he is innocent. You don't
know him. He never would do any-
thing so vile."

"I quite believe that, my dear lady;
but unfortunately, circumstances are
terribly against him. Even his dead
dog, 'Rags' speaks in dumb eloquence
in his master's condemnation."

"Hags!" she exclaimed in astonish-
ment; "what can the poor doggie have
to do with this awful tragedy? Poor
old thing! It lost its way the very
morning that the terrible catastrophe
occurred. M. de Kerhoet was staying
here that day, and 1 had taken him
for a drive to Hitching before luncheon.
On the way home I saw 'Rags' in the
road, looking very sorry for himself.
I took him in the carriage with me and
brought him home."

Skin o' My Tooth looked politely in-

terested, but 1 hardly liked to breathe;
it seemed to me that a fellow creature
life was even now hanging in the
balance.

" 'Rags' knew all here just as well
as it did its own master," continued
Mrs. Kelly; and "wheh my husband
went out with his gun in the afternoon
'Rags' followed him, while M. dc
Kerhoet and 1 went on to a garden
party."

"And what happened to 'Rags' after
that?" asked Skin o' My Tooth.

"To tell the truth, the awful tragedy
I heard of that afternoon drove poor
'Rags' out of my mind; then the next
day, I am thankful to say, M. de

quest. I got to Coults' just before
closing time, saw the chief cashier,
and explained my errand and its im-

portance to him, asking for his kind
help in the matter. He was courteous
in the extreme, and within a few
moments I had ascertained from him
that checks on Kelly A Co.'s account,
perfectly en regie, anil made out to
"E. de Kerhoet or Bearer," had been
cashed on certain dates which he
gave me. They were in each instance
presented by a commissionaire in
uniform, who brought a card "M.
Edouard de Kerhoet," with "Please
give bearer amount in 5 notes."
scribbled in pencil in the same hand-
writing as the endorsement on the
checks.

"The amounts varied between
1,200 and 3,000," continued the

cashier, still referring to his book.
"Being 'bearer' checks, and signed in
the usual manner, we had no occasion
to dotlbt them, and of course wc
cashed them. The first check was
drawn on July 3d, and the last on
August 29th."

Tlie cashier added one more detail
which fairly staggered me namely,
that the commissionaire wore a cap
with "Kelly & Co." embroidered upon
it. If necessary, there were plenty
of cashiers and clerks at the bank
who could identify him. He was a
tall man of marked foreign appearance,
with heavy black hair, beard and
mustache cut very trim. On one
occasion whcn he left he dropped a
bit of paper which contained the name,
"Van Wort, Turf Commission Agent,
Flushing, Holland."

I thanked the cashier and took my
leave.

When I got back to the office I found
Skin o' My Tooth placidly sleeping
in his big armchair. had had a hard
day and was dead tired, and for the
moment when I saw him there, looking
so fat, so pink and bo comfortable,
well I have a great respect for him,
but I really felt quite angry.

However, I told him what I had
done.

"Capital! capital, Muggins!" he
ejaculated languidly. "But, by jove,
that's a clever rascal. That touch
about the name on the cap is peculiarly
happy and daring. It completely al-

layed the suspicions of the cashiers
at Coutts'. Now, listen, Muggins,"
he added, with that sudden, quick-changi-

mood of his which in a
moment transformed him from the
lazy, apathetic Irish laywer to the
weird human bloodhound who scents
the track. "That foreign commission-
aire is a disguise, of course; the cap
hides the edge of tlie wig and shades
the brow, the black beard and mus-
tache concenl the mouth and chin,
the foreign accent disguises the voice.
Wc may take it, there "ore, that the
thief and his ambassador are one and
t he same person, a man, moreover,
well known at Coutts', since disguise
was necessary. Do you follow me,
Muggins? And remember, the motive
is there. The man who defrauded
Kelly & Co. is the same who mur-
dered Whadcoat later on. Whadcoat
was effectually silenced, the tell-tal- e

cheeks have evidently been destroyed.
There would have been silence and
mystery over the whole scandal, until
the defalcations could be made good,
but for Whadcoat's letter to the
coroner and his dying words: "The
letter . . . Kelly . . Edward . the
other, . . ." He paused suddenly and
seemed lost in thought, then he mut-
tered: "It's that confounded dog I
can't quite make out! . . . Did Edward
Kelly after all . . ."

It was that great "after all!" which
had puzzled me all along. "Was
Edward Kelly guilty, after all?" I
had asked myself that question a hun-
dred times a day. Then, as 1 was silent

lost in conjectures over this extra-
ordinary, seemingly impenetrable mys-
tery he suddenly jumped up and
shouted:

"By jove! I've got it, Muggins!
'The other.' What a fool I have been!
Go to bed, my boy; I want, a rest, too.
Tomorrow will be time enough to think
about the other."

He had been told of our likely visit,
by his brother. lie certainly looked
terribly ill and like a man overweighted
by fate and circumstances.

But' he did protest his innocence,
loudly ami emphatically.

"1 am the victim of t ho most dam-
nable circumstances, Mr. Mulligan,"
he said; "but I swear to you that I

am incapable of such a horrible deed."
"I always lake it for granted, Mr.

Kelly," said Skin o' My Tooth blandly,
"that my client is innocent. If the
reverse is the case, 1 prefer not to know
it. But you have to appear before
the magistrate on Monday. I must
get a certain amount of evidence on
your behalf jn order to obtain the
remand I want. .So will you try and
tell me, as concisely and as clearly as
possible, what passed between you anil
Mr. Whadcoat the day before the
murder? I understand that there was
a quarrel."

"Old Whadcoat saw fit to accuse me
of certain defalcations in the firm's
banking account, of which I wius totally
innocent," began Mr. Edward Kelly
quietly. And as you know, my brother
and I arc agents in England for M.
de Kerhoet's champagne. Whadcoat
was our cashier and bookkeeper. Twice
a year we pay over into M. dc Kerhoet's
bank in I'aris the money derived from
the sale of his wines, after deducting
our commission. In the meanwhile, we
have jointly the full control of the
money; that is to say, all checks paid
to the firm have to be endorsed by III
both, and checks drawn on the firm
must bear both our signatures.

"It was just a month before the
y settlement of accounts.

Whadcoat, it appears, went, down to
I he bank, got the passbook and can-
celed checks, and discovered that some
SlO.non. the whole of the credit balance
due next month to M. dc Kerhoet, ha.l
been drawn out of the bank, the
amounts not having been debited in
the books.

"To my intense amazement he
showed me these checks, ami then and
their accused me of having forged my
brother's name and appropriated the
firm's money to my own use. You
see, he knew of certain una vowed
extravagances of mine which had often
landed me in financial difficulties 'more
or less serious, and which are the real
cause of my being forced to live in
Wood Cottage while my brother can
keep up a fine establishment at Saltashe
Pane. But the accusation was pre-
posterous, and I was furious with
him. I looked at the checks. My
signature certainly was perfectly imi-
tated, that of my brother perhaps a
little less so. They were 'bearer'
checks, made out in a replica of old
Whadcoat'a handwriting to 'K. dc
Kerhoet,' and endorsed at the back
in a small, pointed, foreign hand.

"Old Whadcoat persisted in his
accusations, and very high words en-
sued between us. I believe I did
threaten to knock him down if he did
not shut up. Anyway, he told me
that he would go over the next after-
noon to Saltashe I'ark to expose me
before my brother and M. de Kerhoet,
who was staying there on a visit to
England for the shooting.

"1 left him then, meaning to go
myself that, same evening to Saltashe
Park and see my brother about it;
but on my journey home certain curious
suspicions with regard to old Whadcoat
himself crept up in my mind, and then
anil there J determined to try and see
him again and to talk the matter over
more dispassionately with him, in
what I thought would be in his own
interests. My intention was to make,
of course, my brother acquainted with
the whole matter at once, but to leave
M. dc Kerhoet out of the question
for the present; so I wired to Whadcoat
in the morning to make the assigna-
tion which has proved such a terrible
mistake."

Edward Kelly added that he left
Jeremiah Whadcoat, after his inter-
view with him by the pond, in as
excited a frame of mind as before.
Fearing that his own handwriting on
the checks might contain serious con-

sequence to himself, nothing would do

but M. de Kerhoet as well as Mr.
Kelly must be told of the whole thing
immediately.

When I left him," concluded the
young man, "he was sitting on a tree
stump by the pond, smoking Ids pipe,
and walked toward Wood Cottage."

"Do you know what became of the
checks?" asked Skin o' My Tooth.

"Old Whadcoat, had them in his
pocket when I left him. I conclude,
as there has been no mention of them
by the police, that they have not been
found."

There was so much simplicity and
straightforwardness in Edward Kelly's
narrative, that I, for one, was ready
to believe every word of it. But Skin
o' My Tooth's face was inscrutable,
lie sat in a low chair with his hands
folded before him, his eyes shut, and a
general air of polite imbecility about
his whole unwieldy person. I could
see that our client was viewing him
with a certain amount of irritability.

"Well, Mr. Mulligan?" he said at
last, with nervous impatience.

"Well, sir," replied Skin o' My
Tooth, "it strikes me that what with
your quarrel with the deceased, the
assignation in the woods, his posthu-
mous denunciation of you as his assas-
sin, and dying words, we have about as
complete a case as we could wish."

"Sir"
"In all cases of this sort, my dear

sir," continued Skin o' My Tooth
quietly, "the great thing is to keep
absolutely cool. If you are innocent
remember, I do not doubt it for a
moment then I will bring that crime
Inline to its perpetrator. Justice never
miscarries at least, when I have the
guidance of it in my hands."

It would be impossible to render the
tune of supreme conceit with which
Skin o' My Tooth made this last
assertion; but it hat! the desired effect,
for Edward Kelly brightened up visibly
as he said:

"1 have implicit faith in you, Mr.
Mulligan. When shall I see you
again"

"On Monday, before the magistrate.
I can get that remand for you, I
think, and then wc shall have a free
hand. Now wc had better get along.
I want to have a quiet think over
this affair."

On the Monday, Edward Kelly was
formally charged before the clerk;
and 1 muni say that when I then heard
the formidable array of circumstantial
evidence which the police had collected
against our client, I sadly began to
fear that not even by the skin of his
teeth would Edward Kelly escape from
the awful hole in which he was liter-
ally wallowing. However, Skin o' My
Tooth hammered away at the police
evidence with regard to the dog. The
prosecution made a great, point of the
face that Mr. Whadcoat and "Hags"
had been kill. by the same gun and
at the same time and place, and the
one point in Edward Kelly's favor was
that neither of his servants at Wood
Cottage, nor the witness who saw him
enter the wood, could swear that
the dog was with him on that day.
On "the strength of that, and for the
purpose of colled ing further evidence
with regard to the dog. Skin o' My
Tooth finally succeeded in obtaining a
remand until the following Friday.

Personally 1 thought that here was
quite sufficient evidence for hanging
any man without the testimony of
the dead dog, but I am quite aware
that my opinion counts for very
little.

"Now, Muggins," said Skin o' My
Tooth to me later in the day, "the
fun is about to begin. You do down
to Courts' this afternoon and find out
all about the checks which caused the
quarrel, and by whom they were
presented. Don t mix the police up
in our affairs, whatever you do. If
there is anything you can't manage, get
Gairburn to help you; he is discretion
itself and hates the regular force.
Beyond that, try and work alone."

I had done more difficult jobs than
that before now, and Skin o' My Tooth
knows he can rely on me. I left him
curled up in an armchair with a French
novel in his hand and started on my
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5. Excessive taxation at the outset of
I wish to state, for the benefit of the public, that I


