
thirty inches high running across the

end. On this stood a square tin, which
on examination 1 found to be a picnic-
case, divisible into two portions. Save

for a few crumbs, it was empty. There

was a slight gathering of rust in the

corners of the bottom compartment,
but with this exception the tin had the

appearance of being in daily use.

I confess that each of my discoveries

so far had only succeeded in more com-

pletely mystifying me. That the stable
had been occupied recently—perhaps
was still in occupation—-was obvious;
but had this any connection with the
burglary of Dr. Gresham’s consulting-
room? My experience so far had not

brought me iu contact with criminals

who were in the habit of carrying ex-

pensive picnic cases along with the

other implements of their trade.

But the erux of the problem was yet
to come. J had replaced the picnic-
case on the bench, and was standing
back contemplating it, when my eye

was attracted to something white stick-

ing in the skirting-board below. 1

found this object to be an envelope, and

it had either been placed or, more prob-
ably, had fallen accidentally in such a

manner that it was held by one corner

against the front of the bench. It was

sealed, stamped, and directed, in what
seemed to me either a hurried or agitat-
ed manner, to—

ROBERT ASHER,
Solicitor,

High Street.

A further search of the floor in this

vicinity led to one more find, after

which 1 was able to discover nothing,
this was a worn leather pocket-ease,
empty, which, owing partly to the dark-

ness of the stable, and partly to the

similarity of colour between it and the

earth between the cobbles, 1 had not at

first noticed.

Leaving the picnic-case. 1 took posses-
sion of the other two articles, and fas-

tening the stable door as I had found

it, made my way back to the doctor’s
house.

As 1 entered the lane 1 caught sight
of the trap, now containing two figures,
disappearing over the hill at the other

end. I had evidently missed the doc-

tor, but I determined to go on, not-

withstanding, and see if I could elicit

any information from Miss Gresham.
The young lady seemed surprised to

see me back so soon, and 1 now noticed

what at first had eseaped me, that she

was dressed in mourning. Possibly, I

thought, the pallor and unhappiness of

her countenance might be due to the

loss of some near relative. Apologising
for my intrusion, 1 handed her the poc-
ket-ease, asking her if she could iden-
tify it as having belonged to her bro-

ther.

“Yes,” she said at once, "that is Dr.

Gresham’s. I know it by these silk

stitches at the back, which 1 put in my-
self.”

"And this,” I said, handing her the

letter; "but it is hardly likely ”

My words were arrested by a sudden

whiteness that swept across the girl’s
face; she swayed, and. but for my arm,
would have fallen. 1 assisted her to a

chair.
“Thank you,” she said, unsteadily. "1

have not been very well lately.”

"Perhaps,” I said, embarrassed, "it

will be more convenient if I call when

Dr. Gresham is back. Will you allow

me to ring for assistance?”

“Oh, no,” she said, rousing herself; ”1

assure you it is nothing. You were say-

ing—about this letter?”

"I found it with the pocket-book iu

the old stone stable across the road.

There is also a square picnic-case there,
divided into two compartments—have
you any knowledge of such a thing?”

"No,” she replied, "we have nothing
of the kind.”

"There is something peculiar about the

stable,” I said. "Is it supposed to be in

use?”

"It has not been used for the last

eighteen months,” she replied; "not since

we first came to live here.”
“To whom does it belong?” 1 asked.

Again the girl seemed to show agita-
tion. "To Mr Barrow,” she said, at last,
in a curious, hesitating voice.

"Does he reside in the neighbour-
hood?”

"He did,” she replied, "he boarded at
the third house from this; but he is

gone.”
"You think, then, the stable has not

been entered with his knowledge and

consent?”

"I feel certain of that,” she replied,
"but why do you ask these questions?”

She looked at me with eagerness, and

as it seemed to me a suspicion of dread.
"I hardly know,” 1 answered. “I am

puzzled by several things—the appear-
ance the place presents of having been

occupied. the presence of the picnic-case,
the pocket-book, and the letter. Are

you acquainted with Robert Asher?”

"No,” she said, "I do not know him.”

I turned and took up my hat, possess-
ed by a feeling of distrust, ft was quite
evident to me that something material
lay behind the girl’s agitation, some-

thing which she was desirous of conceal-

ing: that it was in any way connected
with the robbery I could hardly believe,
yet how otherwise was it to be account-

ed for? I resolved before returning to
town to pursue the matter a little fur-
ther by endeavouring to obtain the pre-
sent address of Mr Barrow.

Ihe third house from the doctor’s
proved to be a small villa standing elose
to the road. The door was opened to
me by an elderly woman in a widow's
cap. who. on hearing my business, in-
vited me inside.

"Are you a friend of Mr. Barrow’s?”
she asked.

I explained that I was unacquainted
with the gentleman, but desired to in-
terview him on a matter of business.

1 wish I <-ould tell you.” she re-

plied. \\e thought very highly of
All. Barrow. as indeed did everyone
who knew him. The only fault I ever

had Io find witi. his was his manner

of leaving my house.”

"And how was that?” 1 asked.
He gave me no r.otice,” she replied,

nor did hi- drop tin- slightest hint of

any desire to change his lodgings. He

just walked out one evening and never
came back: nor have I heard of him
since. It will be a month to-morrow
since he went. With other young men

one might be able to come to a con-

elusion. but Mr. Barrow was different,
lie was a gentleman, if ever there was

one. and his going away like that has

puzzled me more than I ean sav.”

The field of my investigations now

showed signs of enlarging with a ven-

geance; 1 made no effort to bring it
back into a narrower coni|>ass.

“ Perhaps yon can give me the in

formation I require,” 1 said. " There
is an old stone stable along the road
which am told belongs to Mr. Bar

row; have you any knowledge whether
he had given permission to anyone to

use it for any purpose?”
No,” she replied, looking puzzled.

“it was kept locked. He u»c<l to keep
a horse there at one time, but that
is months ago, and it has never been
used since. Were you wanting to rent

it? ”

“ 1 was making inquiries,” I said,

vaguely, as I rose. “By the way.
what became of Mr. Barrow's luggage?”

It is still here,” she replied, “just
as he left it. Nothing has been dis-
turbed.”

“And you have made no inquiries
whatever during the interval?”

“None,” she said, becoming agital
ed. “Oh, sir, do you think I have done

wrong? Is there more in this than we

think? Miss Gresham She stop-
ped suddenly and bit her lip.

“You were mentioning Miss tires-

ham,” 1 said. “As it happens, she was

the lady who directed me here.”

“Here!” sue exclaimed, ‘“to this
house! But Miss Gresham is here every

day, sometimes twice a day- surely you
must be mistaken. If anyone should

know where Mr. Barrow is now it is

Miss Gresham.”

1 pricked up my ears. ‘ How is that?”

1 asked.

"Because,” she said, “they were en-

gaged to be married. Poor, poor girl'.
This has been a terrible blow to her.”

I repeated my self. “Mrs. Cowan,” I

said. “1 may as well be frank with you.

I am a police detective sent to inquire
'.ito a robbery which has been com-

mitted at Dr. Gresham’s house. No

doubt you have heard of it?”

She assented nervously.
“Tell me.’' 1 contimu .1. “all you know

• bout this matter, and if I can help
you to ascertain the present where-
abouts of Mr. Barrow I will do so.

When Miss Gresham called here for the

first time after your lodger’s departure,
•lid she appear surprised?”

“Yes; she was struck speechless.”
"

\nd she called frequently after-

wards to inquire if you had any news

of him—every day. you tell me. and

some times more than once—did she

ever suggest any explanation?”
“No; she believed in him. and noth-

ing could shake her. But she told me

that her brother. Dr. Gresham, took a

different view-—that he thought Mr.

Barrow had run away to avoid the mar-

riage, and lie was very angry in conse-

quence. The doctor is very proud of his

sister. 1 have often thought that it

was a good thing for him that the

elder sister died instead of Agnes, for

1 believe it would have broken his heart

to lose her.’1*

"They are in mourning for an elder

“Yes; she died in November—four or

five months ago. She had never been
strong, but she went oil' very suddenly
at the end. Poor Annie, it was a great
shock to them.”

I rose, feeling nothing further was

to be gained from Mrs. Cowan. It was

natural, 1 thought, that a woman sbon

natural. 1 thought, that a woman

should be inclined to make a mystery
of a man's sudden disappt*ranee, but

my knowledge of human nature, led me

rather to side with the conclusion ar

rived at by Dr. Gresham, who had
doubtless had opportunities of judging
the character of his sister's lover which
were denied to both the women. Yet.

as I made my way l>ack to the offee.

I could not avoid speculating on the
agitation Miss Gresham had shown on

seeing the letter now in my pocket.
The inspector heard my report with a

mind evidently distracted by other busi-
ness. “1 fancy.” he said, when 1 had

concluded, “that the trail has been cross-

ed: there are probably two sets of cir-

cumstances here. No complaint has been
made of this man's disappearance, and
in the absence of that it is not a fact
of which the police can take cognisance.
I will put Moulton on to make inquiries
about the two large banknotes we shall

probably have to arrest someone; but
lie will see to that. Go to this Robert
Asher and give him the letter and ask
for an explanation. There is certainly
something that requires accounting for

there. Report to me again In twenty-
four hours, or sooner if you hear any-
thing important.”

1 turned into High Street, and a few

steps brought me to the doorway on

which the* name 1 sought was inscribed.
Asher's office, 1 found, was up a Hight
of narrow stairs at the back of the

building. I knocked, and was bidden to

enter. The room was small and dingy,
uncarpeted, with a few ordinary articles

of furniture. A table stood in the

centre, and at this a man was seated,
his face towards me.

"Sit down.’’ he said, pointing with a

quill to a chair opposite him; “1 will

attend Io you in a moment.”

I obeyed, and took stock of the

person before me, as he continued bus'll \

transcribing some document that lay be-
side him. He was probably not more

1 han t hirty live years of age. but was al

ready part ially bald. There wasawisp of
black hair in the centre of his narrow

forehead. His features were sharp and
his complexion darkly sallow’. His

eyes. 1 noticed present ly, when he raised

them to ask my’ business, were singular-
ly light, in colour, and offered an odd

contrast to the general tone of his hair
and complexion.

“I happened to be in Cave’s Road this

morning.” I began: "probably you know

1 he place?”
He laid down the pen he had been

holding, with exaggerated care, and

swung slightlyround towards me. “Yes.”
he said.

“My business,” 1 continued, feeling
in my pocket, "took me into the old

stable opposite Dr. Gresham's; while

there I came across a letter which

appears to be addressed to you, but has

never been posted.” I laid it down on
the blotting-pad before him as I spoke.

He did not immediately touch it, but

sat looking down at it In silence. "In

the stable.” he said at last, “that is

strange.”
“It struck me as being strange,” 1 re-

marked.
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REMOVAL NOTICE. ]

FRANK HARRIS & CO.,
MONUMENTAL SCULPTORS

AND IMPORTERS, —

Have transferred their Victoria Street Stock to i"n

WELLESLEY STREET EAST .

Yard at BMUEI awn.,
WAIKUMETE,

Adjoining ... Railway s.n.ion. wh.„ . s.ock
SHIP- YACHT AND BOAT BOILDBR AND DESIGNER,

ot Finished Memorials will be kept, and Orders CUSTOMS ST. WEST AUCKLAND
executed for work in any design.

*
*

We have a large stock of Finished Monuments
Opd»~ Vessels. Yachts. Launches and Boat. Promptly Exe.uß.tL

, on hand, and new shipments arriving regularly. ESTIMATES ON APPLICATION. VESSELS DOCKED AND REPAIRED.
TEkEPHONE ’*3o. Desiguer of the Intercolonial Champioa Yachts—Meteor, laurel, Thelma: also Bona tJlra

r—.-.a.-.-..-
. I<la. AtMant*, Viking. liangatira, Daisy, Cooya, Matua. Speedwell.

WELLESLEY STREEI EAST, Opposite Art Gallery, Launches Naomi I , Naomi 11., Union, Kuru, Milkmaid,and maay others.

And Branch WAIKUMETE. BEST WORKMANSHIP AND MATERIALS GUARANTEED.

Saturday, April 23, 1904. THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC.


