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10 HOME CIRCLE MAGAZINE SECTION
"And endangered an innocent man,"

said the inspector.
"Well, well, you couldn't have proved

it against him, and I might have escaped.
The whole affair was an accident. I
had no intention even of wounding him."

"Exactly, Mr. Bulstrode no more
than the excursionist who throws out a
glass bottle intends to brain the man
walking by the line."

The truth was clear enough now. In
some strange fashion this man had killed
his brother. I stepped back a pace in-

stinctively.
"You sec," he continued, "brother

William had, under circumstances of
no immedatc importance, appropriated
my jade spear. I made up my mind
to get it back. I knew the, hour at which
he lunched, and leaving my motor in
the road I walked down the avenue,
hoping to find the front door open and
no one about. I had a successful
start. The front door was ajar.
1 went in, took the spear from the wall,
and set off back to my car. I was some
fifty yards down the drive when I heard
a yell, and there was brother William
tumbling out of the porch, revolver in
hand.

"It startled me, for he had the most
devilish of tempera; but though I was the
elder man 1 knew I had the pace of him,
and set off running. When I reached
the entrance gates and looked back he
was nowhere to be seen. 1 took it that
he had thought better of it and gone
back to lunch.

"I was driving the car myself, having
left the chauffeur behind, as I did not
wish him to know what I was about.

started up the engines, jumped into the
Beat, put the spear beside me, and let

"There were many points in the favor
of Boyne," he said. Miss Sherrick's
story not only coincided with that told
us by Cullen, but it also explained much
that the butler considered suspicious.
The young man left the drive hoping to
meet Miss Shcrrick. Cullen told me
that Boyne asked where she was as he left,
and was informed somewhere in the upper
garden. He failed to find her, however,
anil probably concluded she had gone in
to lunch. Boyne said he was walking
down through the Wilderness when he
heard the scream. Suppose this were a
lie, then how could he have obtained the
spear? Was he a man of such phenome-
nal strength as to use it in so deadly
a fashion? You observe the difficul-
ties.

It was w hen I was upstairs examining
the body that the idea occurred to me.
The force used in throwing the spear
was abnormal. Kit her the murderer must
have been a man of remarkable physique,
or he must have thrown the spear from
a rapidly moving vehicle. You remember
the notices that are displayed in railway-carriag-

begging passengers not to throw
bottles from the window which will
imperil the lives of plate-layer- s. It is
not in the force of the throw but in the
pace of the train that the danger lies.

a possible parallel.
"And here I made a remarkable dis-

covery. On closely inspecting the shaft
of the spear, 1 found a smear of lubri-
cating oil such as motorists use. It
suggested that a man who had lately
been attending to the machinery of a
car had been handling the weapon. Had
one of the group under possible suspicion
anything to do with motors or machin-
ery? Not one.

"I had noticed the jade collections in
the hall. This spearhead was of unusual
beauty. Could it have come from the
colonel's own collection? He had not,

taken it with him when he ran roward
the Wilderness, had inn his revolver.
W hy did he so run thus armed? Ibid
he been robbed?

"Yet the thief had not passed that
way. Cullen would have seen him if he
had done so. Was the colonel endeavor-
ing to cut him off?

"I found the motor-track- s in the drying
mud unusual tracks, mark you, for the
driver had run off the road circling the
place where the colonel had stood. I
traced them easily by the chain murks
on the tires. They led to the front gate,
and just beyond it the car had stopped
for some time close to the hedge. Lu-

bricating oil had dripped on the road
while it waited. The case was becoming
plainer.

"My talk with Bulstrode's chauffeur
made it The information
of Miss Shcrrick and her uncle's own ex-

planation as to his quarrel with his
brother over the spear swept away any
last doubt. Do you understand?"

"Yes," I said. "It seems simple now.
Bulstrode has had bad luck, though.
Things look black against him."

"I think he will be all right," said

Addington Peace. "His story has the
merit, of being not only easily under-

standable, but true."
"And Boyne?"
"I saw him meet Miss Shcrrick. It

was enough to make an old bachelor
repent his ways, Mr. Phillips. Believe
me, there is a great happiness of which
we cannot guess we lonely men."

her go. We came around that corner at
a good thirty miles an hour, and there
was brother William in the road, waving
his revolver and cursing me for a thief,
lie had run down through the Wilderness
to cut me off.

"I give you my word I was frightened,
for I knew him and his tempers. I
look up the spear, and as I passed I threw
it at him anyhow. Let him keep it,
and be d d to him, I thought. 1 wasn't
going to have a hole drilled in me for
any jade ever carved. I never saw what,
happened, for in that second 1 was off
the roail and only pulled the car straight
with difficulty. The spear must have
struck him end on, and I was traveling
thirty miles an hour.

" My niece sent me a wire. When" I
received it, I understood what had hap-
pened. I was in a blue funk about the
business. I meant to get out of it if I
could. Vou sec I am hiding nothing.
1 told mv man to take the chains off the
motor i had a thought for the tracks
I might have left and came back to
find out, how the land lay. Well, you
know the rest."

" You have done yourself no harm Mr.
Ilulstrode, by this confession," said
Inspector Peace.

"Thank you. And now, if you will
jump in, I will drive you to the police
station. You will want to get Boyne out
and put me in, eh, Inspector?"

He was still laughing in that
voice of his when the car faded

into the night.

It was not until the next day that
Peace gave me his explanation over our
pipes in my studio. It is interesting
enough to set down, if briefly.

By Alvah Jordan Garth
"A dreary prospect," observed Rob-

ert Bliss, gravely.
"But peaceful, dear, you must ad-

mit that, and a desert may be made
a paradise with love, you know."

They had been married nearly a
quarter of a century, but as Mrs.
Bliss wound her arms about him and
looked into his eyes, loyal, confiding
and affectionate, he drew her closer to
him and his heart went out towards
her with a new thrill, as in those far
days when she was a bonny, winsome
girl.

"It's worth the fighting for. the fu-
ture, with such a wife as you! he cried,
his eyes brightening magically. "One
blessed thing Winnie does not
know."

"Sweet dear, no," replied Mrs.
Bliss, a dim mist in her eyes. "I hope
she will not know till her future is
assured."

It was a dreary prospect, indeed,
that upon which husband and wife
gazed. They had just come into pos-
session of an eight-acr- e hillside farm.
The house was well enough at least
quaint, roomy and comfortable, but
the soil was somewhat sterile, the out-
buildings were dilapidated, the fences
broken and down in places. At the
best the rambling expanse suggested
disuse and poverty.

Mr. and Mrs. Bliss stood at the
threshold of a new life. The old one
had ended disastrously. The hus-
band's business had become involved.
He gave up to his creditors all he had
except the legacy of an aunt, which
was to be used to educate the daugh-
ter of the house, Winnie. When the
last tfebt had been paid the creditors
had deeded over to Mr. Bliss the little
abandoned farm, at which they had
just arrived, with their two younger,
children, Artie and Will.

When the parents spoke of Winnie
there was an undercurrent of mingled
anxiety and interest in the situation.
They had carefully kept the truth from
her. The college she was attending

feited his allegiance to her by atten"
tions to the daughter of a millionaire.

"No," she answered almost smilingly
to the questioning look in her mother's
eyes, my heart is not broken! I
fancied I loved him, but his despicable
act has changed all that to contempt,''
but there was a latent bitterness and
resentment in her mind. "Oh, mother"
she continued fervently, "it is so good
to be at home with true loving hearts.
And you are all looking so strong and
well and happy."

The next day Winnie met Ned
Dover, and the next, and innumerable
days after that. It might have been
the pure fresh air, or home comfort,
but the bloom came back to her cheeks,
and the dear delightful evenings which
the young farmer passed with the Bliss
family began to be looked forward to
with genuine appreciation by Winnie.

One day who should drive to the
farm from the village but Ernest
Vaile. In the meantime Winnie had
learned by letter of his dismissal by
the young lady of wealth he had vainly
courted. Vaile took up his quarters
at the village hotel and called three
times a week.

One afternoon he arrived with a firm
determination in his mind to "patch
up" their "little tiff," believing him-
self irresistible. Winnie tolerated him.
She was not revengeful, but she still
smarted under the memory of his mean
perfidy.

She neither encouraged nor discour-
aged him, but she patiently awaited
her opportunity. Vaile was getting
sentimental moment by moment. As
they passed the Dover farm, its young
owner, grubbing with a hoe, lifted his
cap.

Who is that clodhopper friend of
yours, may I ask?" questioned Vaile.

The answer sent him back to town
instantly, and thence forthwith back
to his friends in the East, for Winnie
had replied, promptly and proudly.

"That is the man 1 honor and re-

spectmy future husband."

was over fifteen hundred miles away
and she came home only once a year.
She would finish her education the
present fall and they did not wish to
break upon that program. They knew
that if Winnie learned of their distress
and impoverishment, she would at
once hasten to their side. They were
aware, too, that Winnie was engaged
to a wealthy young man in the college
town named Ernest Vaile. More than
ever, therefore, they did not wish to
disturb Winnie's plans and hopes.
They led her to believe that on account
of her health they had removed to a
new home.

Thus they had taken up a new bur-
den of life. Of course the children
were delighted with the novelty pf
new surroundings. To the anxious
husband and wife, however, there was
a difficult practical situation to face
and work out.

"I hardly know where to begin,"
observed Mr. Bliss, as he and his wife,
after walking about the barren stretch,
rested on a slanting fence rail under a
shady tree. "You see, I know so little
about farming."

"Suppose you let a willing neighbor
help you?" suggested an unexpected
voice, and a bright-eye- d, clever-lookin- g

young fellow of about twenty-fiv- e

leaped the fence and stood before them,
hat in hand and smiling in a friendly
way that mitigated the solitude about
them. "I'm from a mile up the road,"
he explained. " It seems so good to hear
voices around the old deserted place
here, that I found myself an eaves-
dropper before I realized it."

Bluff, hearty, honest Ned Dover!
What an angel of helpfulness and en-
couragement he proved to the lonely
exiles. He took the new neighbors
to view his own farm, to show them
what industry, patience and persever

ance had wrested from the wilderness.
Left an orphan at sixteen, he had
helped his aged grandfather get out
of the land all it would produce. Now
he had a model farm and a com-
petency.

Dover helped them buy a horse and
wagon, a cow and a litter of pigs. He
showed them how to lay out a vegetable
garden and a field of oats and corn.
The boys were delighted to take horse
and wagon and go into the timber
and cart the whole winter's fuel to
the woodshed. When harvest came
Mr. Bliss was bronzed, rough-hande- d,

but was full of new vigor and hope.
There was genuine comfort in know-

ing that the cellar was stocked with
fruits, vegetables and home-raise- d bacon;
that they need not spare feeding the
broad, fireplace all the
winter through; that there was ample
fodder for the cattle, and comfort and
contentment in that thrift promised a
happy future where at least peace and
plenty would abound.

Young Dover was a constant visit-
or. The Bliss people almost welcomed
him as a member of the family. Never
was there such a loyal, helpful friend.
The children loved him, the parents
day by day increased their esteem of
his hopeful, sterling character, and
then one cold evening, unexpectedly,
without a word of warning, Winnie
came home.

Amid the fond welcome of loving
hearts Winnie broke down in tears.
Then, alone with her nother, she
narrated a pitiful story of disappoint-
ment and suffering. She had found
her supposed friends capricious and
treacherous. Her high ambition had
been daunted by the hollowness and
superficiality of those who should have
set a higher example. Ernest Vaile, to
whom she had been engaged, had
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