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Arthur Conan Doyle's 'British Mysteries Boxed Set: 560+ Thriller Classics, Detective Stories & True Crime Stories' stands as a comprehensive digital tome, masterfully formatted for modern e-readers. It brings together not only the canonical Sherlock Holmes series, which ushered in a new era of the detective fiction genre, but also expands to include a corpus of works by distinguished contemporaries like Edgar Wallace, Wilkie Collins, and G. K. Chesterton among others. These stories, steeped in the atmosphere of Victorian and Edwardian Britain, showcase a range of narrative techniques from the suspenseful whodunit to the courtroom drama, offering an insightful study into the shifting perceptions of crime and justice during that time. Doyle's works particularly are celebrated for their intricate plots, memorable characters, and the ability to enthrall readers through the extraordinary deductive prowess of his legendary protagonist, Sherlock Holmes. Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, himself a physician by profession, was remarkably influenced by his medical training under Dr. Joseph Bell, whose keen observational skills served as the model for Sherlock Holmes. This collection exemplifies Doyle's remarkable versatility beyond the Holmes saga, presenting other standalone mysteries and early forays into true crime, a genre he helped to pioneer. The breadth of Doyle's narratives that suffuse this anthology reflect his profound understanding of human psychology and his unabated interest in the societal implications of crime. This anthology is a literary trove, not only for aficionados of Arthur Conan Doyle's work but also for patrons of the mystery genre at large. Within its digital pages, readers will encounter the quintessential tales that have shaped the detective narrative and continue to resonate with audiences today. Recommended for both newcomers and seasoned readers of classic detective fiction, 'British Mysteries Boxed Set' promises an arresting journey into the shadowed alleyways and fog-laden landscapes of mystery and intrigue that have captivated readers for over a century. It remains a benchmark of genre-defining literature that is essential for any comprehensive digital library.
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E. Phillips Oppenheim's anthology, 'Whodunit Murder Mysteries: 15 Books in One Edition,' presents a masterclass in the conventions of early twentieth-century detective fiction. His stories, dense with plot twists and high-society intrigue, remain quintessential examples of the whodunit genre, showcasing Oppenheim's ability to weave complex narratives with elegant prose. The stories included range from 'The Evil Shepherd,' an exquisite foray into psychological suspense, to 'The Cinema Murder,' which combines elements of romance with a piercing murder investigation. Each tale is embedded in the literary context of its time, providing a rich tableau against which the play of mystery unfolds with extraordinary detail and precision. E. Phillips Oppenheim, known as 'the Prince of Storytellers,' had an uncanny knack for capturing the zeitgeist of the early 1900s through his thrillers and espionage subjects. His prolific output was shaped by his keen observation of contemporary society and politics, which is evident in his labyrinthine plots and sharply drawn characters. These elements are especially pronounced in this collection, mirroring the tension and uncertainties of the interwar period which may have informed his creative process, and propelled his fascination with the darker aspects of human nature and the complexities of crime. The 'Whodunit Murder Mysteries' collection is an essential volume for aficionados of classic crime fiction. These 15 stories are both a homage to and an exemplar of the genre, blending suspenseful narrative with intricate character studies. Scholars and enthusiasts alike will appreciate the opportunity to delve into Oppenheim's world, where every page turn reveals a new clue or twist. It is not merely an invitation to revisit the charm of golden-age mysteries but to understand the foundation upon which modern mystery literature stands. This compendium is a tribute to Oppenheim's legacy, offering readers a chance to explore the depths of human deception and the timeless pursuit of truth.
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Edith Wharton's 'The Custom of the Country' is a scathing social critique wrapped in a novel. It follows Undine Spragg, a relentless social climber with ambitions to conquer New York City's elite society. As Wharton dissects the intricacies of societal norms and the transformative power of wealth and status, she uses a sharp, Realist narrative style to lay bare the hollowness at the core of the American Dream. This work is set in the broader context of early twentieth-century literature, where it stands out for its incisive examination of gender roles and the commodification of marriage and personal relations. Wharton's prose is at once luminous and foreboding, heralding the complexities of modern American life. As an author, Edith Wharton was uniquely positioned to pen such a novel. Hailing from the very upper class worlds she critiques, Wharton's insider knowledge lends authenticity to her narratives. Her acerbic wit and penetrating social insights might be informed by her own experience as a woman navigating the restrictive norms of her tier in society. This personal vantage point enriches 'The Custom of the Country', making it both a highly personal work and a universal exploration of societal machinations. 'The Custom of the Country' is recommended for readers seeking to understand the American aristocracy's psyche while enjoying a richly textured narrative. Wharton does not merely entertain; she educates, providing a window into the perennial contest between societal expectations and personal ambition. Its core themes resonate with contemporary social dynamics, making it a timeless critique and an essential read for those interested in the evolution of societal mores and the deep currents that shape human behavior in the quest for status and fulfillment.
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In 'A Noble Woman,' Ernest Protheroe pays tribute to the profound legacy of Edith Cavell, providing an intimate glimpse into the life and times of the courageous World War I heroine. Through careful narrative reconstruction, Protheroe delivers not merely a biography but a poignant human portrait, steeped in the moral complexities of wartime Europe. The work is adroitly contextualized within its literary epoch, drawing upon historical documentation to craft a narrative that is as informative as it is emotionally resonant. The prose is reverential, reflecting the gravity of Cavell's sacrifice, and is artfully presented by DigiCat Publishing with a reverence that upholds the dignity of world literary heritage. Ernest Protheroe's personal compulsion to chronicle Cavell's life-story may well be drawn from a shared zeitgeist—a profound respect for the valor and integrity displayed by individuals during times of conflict. Protheroe, as an author, evinces a clear dedication to the meticulous preservation of historical truth, ensuring Cavell's deeds are enshrined in collective memory. His dedication to this endeavor mirrors DigiCat Publishing's commitment to revitalizing and disseminating classic literature, cementing Cavell's narrative as an integral part of our cultural tapestry. 'A Noble Woman' is recommended for readers who seek a deeper understanding of the human condition against the backdrop of war. It will particularly resonate with those interested in the history of World War I, tales of heroism, and the enduring power of integrity. In recasting the story of Edith Cavell for a contemporary audience, Protheroe has rendered an essential service, enabling reflection upon the virtues that compel individuals to noble action, even in the bleakest of circumstances.
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Anthony Trollope's 'Orley Farm' delves into the complexities of legal battles and moral dilemmas in Victorian England, etching a powerful narrative steeped in the realist tradition. Illustrated by Pre-Raphaelite artist John Everett Millais, the novel presents a gripping tale that centers on Lady Mason and the disputed inheritance of the titular estate. Trollope's meticulous prose combined with Millais' evocative illustrations create an interplay of visual and textual storytelling, offering a nuanced exploration of social and personal ethics against a backdrop of legal intrigue. The novel, therefore, is not merely a work of legal drama, but a study of character and a commentary on the rigid societal structures of its time. The author, Anthony Trollope, was a prolific Victorian writer known for his keen observations of the British judiciary and gentry. His insights were undoubtedly shaped by his experience as a civil servant coupled with a meticulous eye for the subtleties of social conduct and class distinctions. Within 'Orley Farm,' Trollope anchors a scintillating narrative in extensive legal knowledge, synthesizing it with the 19th-century zeitgeist to create a compelling commentary on the human condition and the ambiguous nature of justice. 'Orley Farm' is recommended for readers who relish intricate narratives that unfold within the penumbra of moral ambiguity and societal pressures. Educationists, students of law and literature, and enthusiasts of Victorian fiction will find in Trollope's novel an enriching experience that resonates with contemporary themes of legitimacy, inheritance, and reputation. This scholarly tapestry of litigation and legacy invites one to contemplate the evergreen implications of 'truth' in the face of societal constructs and personal interest.
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  A slight, delicate-looking man, with pale face and refined features, light red hair, and dreamy blue eyes.


  Such is a brief description of Thorpe Hazell, book-collector and railway enthusiast, a gentleman of independent means, whose knowledge of book editions and bindings was only equalled by his grasp of railway details.


  At least two railway companies habitually sought his expert advice in the bewildering task of altering their time tables, while from time to time he was consulted in cases where his special railway knowledge proved of immense service, and his private notebook of such "cases" would have provided much interesting copy to publishers.


  He had one other peculiarity. He was a strong faddist on food and "physical culture." He carried vegetarianism to an extreme, and was continually practising various "exercises" of the strangest description, much to the bewilderment of those who were not personally acquainted with his eccentricities.


  With this brief introduction of the man, it is proposed to set forth, for the first time, a selection of railway "cases" in which he played a more or less prominent part.

  


  "I tell you I only paid fivepence each for them."


  Harry Brett took the cigar from his customer's hand, looked critically at it, smelt it, and then shook his head decidedly.


  "Can't be done!" he said, "must be a fake."


  "Unroll it—you're welcome."


  The young tobacconist broke the cigar in half, rubbed the leaves between his palms, and examined them carefully.


  "Ye—es," he admitted, "it's right enough. Same leaf all through."


  "What did I tell you?"


  Harry Brett turned round, reached for a box on a shelf, took it down, and selected a cigar, which he compared with the fragments lying on his counter.


  "Same brand," he said at length. "But I can't make it out at all. Now, I can't afford to sell these under sixpence each, or sevenpence from a broken box, and even then the profit's a mere nothing. You must have got these over the water Mr. Wilson?"


  "No, I didn't."


  "You couldn't have bought 'em retail at the price."


  "I did, though."


  "What, at a shop?"


  "Yes."


  "Where?"


  "In this town."


  "In Netherton?"


  "Exactly."


  "By George! Who was it, Mr. Wilson?"


  "Well, at Crane's, if you want to know. There's no secret about it." Harry Brett brought down his fist on the counter with a bang that made the scales rattle. The mention of Crane's name had evidently upset him.


  "It's all very well," he said, "but I tell you it can't be done. Either Crane's a bigger fool than I took him for, or he means having you in the end, and is only running this sort of thing to advertise his business. Why, he hardly knows anything about the trade; he's only been in it six months. You're welcome to buy them, Mr. Wilson, of course. I can't do them at the price."


  "Well," returned the customer, "I'm a bit of a judge of a weed, and if he begins palming off inferior stuff he won't impose on me. But till then I'll save my money and deal with him. But, as he makes no reduction in other goods, I'll take a tin of my usual mixture from you."


  "Oh, go and get your baccy where you buy your cigars," exclaimed Harry Brett, who had been working himself up into quite a rage. "I don't hold with all this underselling business, nor with those who encourage it. Good morning, sir!"


  Mr. Wilson smiled slightly at the young man's outburst of passion, shrugged his shoulders, and walked out of the shop.


  Harry Brett leant on the counter with his elbows, gazing angrily at the fragments of the object which had upset him so much. He had been a tobacconist from his boyhood upwards, having begun to work in his father's shop ever since leaving school, and since his father's death, three years previously, he had come into the business. It was not a very large one, but it was well established, and had many old customers. And Harry himself had been calculating for some little time that there was profit enough out of the shop to support two, besides which he had a very distinct notion of the choice of a partner.


  But for the last three months certain things had troubled him. His takings had grown distinctly less, and certain customers had become irregular. And it was a curious coincidence that these troubles had begun to date from the time when Peter Crane had opened a rival business in Netherton, with an announcement that during the first week he would give away a "tip-top cigar" with every quarter of a pound of tobacco purchased.


  It was galling, inasmuch as this Peter Crane had nothing to recommend him. Netherton knew him as a ne'er-do-well, turning up every now and again at his widowed mother's, who kept a small confectionery shop in the town. He had cleared one window of this shop of its contents, and substituted the fragrant weed in its various forms, and, as often as not, his mother dispensed these goods, for there were intervals during which Peter Crane himself seemed to abandon his new trade.


  "Well, Brett," said a quiet voice, suddenly, "you seem wrapped in thought. What is puzzling you? Half a minute, please, before you answer. It is time for my mid-day exercise."


  Brett looked up at Thorpe Hazell, who had entered without noise, and now stood before him twirling his arms rapidly round his head and then suddenly thrusting them out in front. Hazell lived at Netherton, but had a little bachelor flat in town, where he spent a good deal of his time. He was a regular customer of Brett, who knew his little eccentricity.


  When he had finished Brett told him about the cigar and his suspicions. Hazell leant on the counter and listened attentively.


  "I know this young Crane," he remarked, "and I'm afraid he doesn't bear the best of characters. Of course, this affects your trade?"


  "It does, sir, to a certain extent."


  "Do you suspect anything?"


  "Well, sir, I hardly like to say. This particular brand of cigar can be picked up very cheaply in Holland or Belgium, and if they could be got over without the duty I could understand it."


  "You think it's a question for the Revenue officials?"


  "Oh, I'm not going to put them on his track," said Brett scornfully. "There's honour in trade as in other things. Besides which, if there were nothing in it I should pose as a spiteful sort of chap, and it would be all the worse for me."


  "I see. You've excited my curiosity, Brett. Well, I want some cigarettes of the usual brand—thank you. If you hear anything about Crane's movements you might let me know. And, by the way, don't talk about the thing. Good morning."


  On his way home he called in at Crane's shop. Here he made a trifling purchase. Mrs. Crane served him.


  "H'm," he muttered to himself as he regained the street. "That collarette of hers was genuine Brussels lace. I wonder whether Brett's suspicions are correct. It may be a case worth investigating."


  Netherton was about twenty-five miles from London, on the Mid-Southern and Eastern Railway, and Thorpe Hazell constantly ran up to town. On this particular evening he was due at a meeting at Kensington.


  He had scarcely taken his seat in the train when a young man came in and sat opposite. Hazell glanced at him over his paper, and recognised him as Peter Crane. He remembered Brett's little difficulty for a moment, but dismissed the subject as he resumed his paper.


  Now, when the train drew up at the London terminus of the Mid-Southern and Eastern Railway, Hazell did not hurry himself in the least. He was not due at Kensington just yet, so he determined to wait till the departure of the Continental train. There were many things to interest him. The type of engine running, the number of coaches—dozens of details that are only apparent to the enthusiast of railway matters.


  He was standing on the platform, taking in these various things, when he suddenly caught sight of Crane going into the Continental booking-office. An impulse seized him, and a moment or two later he was standing close behind the tobacconist, overhearing him ask for a return ticket to Gantes. He began to be interested.


  "Now," he reasoned to himself as he went out of the station and took a hansom, "there's evidently a bit of clever smuggling going on here. Let's think. A return ticket. How does he get the cigars through? How does he bring them back? Seems to me there's a chance of a railway mystery here. Of course, it may be on the boat, but I shouldn't think so. I'll have a look into this. There's any amount of frontier smuggling on Continental railways, I know. I once saw half a hundredweight of tobacco fixed under a passenger coach on the St. Gothard, and beautifully run through Chiasso. This may be well worth investigating."


  Once having made up his mind, Hazell lost no time in making further inquiries as soon as he returned to Netherton, the result being that he ascertained that Crane had a regular date in the month for absenting himself from home.


  And so it happened that the next time the latter took a return ticket to Gantes, Thorpe Hazell, disguised in a black wig, and looking very much like a commercial traveller, was already seated in the Continental train, booked through to the same destination. He had his eyes wide open, and had already taken in the fact that Crane's luggage consisted of a fair-sized brown Gladstone, and a very large black kit bag.


  Hazell kept well out of Crane's way all the journey, for he knew very well that it was the return trip only that demanded careful scrutiny. So he snatched what sleep he could. They reached Gantes in the small hours of the morning, and Hazell noticed that Crane put the kit bag in the cloak-room, after which he proceeded to an adjacent hotel, a porter carrying his Gladstone.


  Hazell, whose luggage was quite small, looked about him, noticed a hotel just opposite, rang up the sleepy night-porter, and took a front room, so that he could command the entrance of Crane's hotel. Instead of undressing, he opened his bag, changed into a tourist's knickerbocker suit, and then lay down on his bed with a determination not to sleep more than a couple of hours.


  At daybreak he was at his window, keeping careful watch. An hour or two passed, and then his patience was rewarded. Crane came out of the hotel, smoking a cigar and suspecting nothing.


  The next minute Hazell was in the street, following his prey to the station. He lounged into the booking-office in time to hear Crane take a return ticket to Antburg.


  Then he inquired of the booking-clerk casually whether one could take a return to Antburg and come back the next day.


  "No, monsieur, tickets are only available for one day."


  He shrugged his shoulders lazily, for he never believed in taking too much trouble over anything. It was clear that Crane would be back in Gantes that day. The only thing was to find out whether he took his black bag with him. He did.


  "Now," said Hazell to himself, as he went back to his hotel, "that young man is precious shrewd. It's pretty clear he's gone over to Antburg to get his goods—there isn't a better place in Northern Europe for getting them—probable out of bond, too. But why does betake this route? It's a roundabout way to get to Antburg. I know. He works the trick on the Mid-Southern and Eastern, and the other line won't do. It's well worth finding out, but I can't do anything yet."


  He had his breakfast, strolled round the town, and finally came back to his room. He had jotted down the times of trains returning from Antburg.


  Then he settled himself to perform a "nerve-strengthening" exercise, which consisted of lying down on the flat of his back and holding a tumbler of water, filled to the brim, over his head for ten minutes at a time, the object being not to spill a drop of it. He entirely abstracted himself from the object in hand, except at such times as Antburg trains were due, when he got up and carefully watched the street leading from the station.


  In the afternoon Crane appeared once more and entered his hotel. Then Hazell paid his bill, went to the station, and waited for the train back to England. He was keen and alert now. If that black bag, which he surmised was in the cloak-room, contained cigars, he was particularly anxious to see how the Customs were evaded.


  Exactly in accordance with his surmises, Peter Crane came down to the station in time for the afternoon boat train.


  And this is what he did. He took the black bag out of the cloak room and registered it through to London. That meant that until the bag reached London he could not possibly get at it, and then he would have to open it in the presence of the Customs' officials, through registered luggage being examined there, and not at Dovehaven. The brown bag, which appeared to be heavy, he took in the train with him.


  Thorpe Hazell began to be mystified. Assuming the bag to be filled with cigars, he could see no way in which they could be brought through free of duty. He watched the luggage being taken on the boat at Ozende, but Crane was absolutely regardless, and had thrown himself on a saloon berth, and was sleeping almost immediately, his brown bag beside him.


  At Dovehaven the examination of hand luggage took place, and Hazell had squeezed himself close beside Crane in order that he might see what was in the brown bag. There was nothing suspicious. It contained quite a pile of books and articles of clothing, a pink shirt being rather conspicuous.


  As soon as the examination was over Crane turned to the porter who was carrying the bag.


  "Put that in the van," he said. "Label it for London. I shan't want it in the carriage with me."


  Hazell, still wondering, now went up to the guard's van and watched the luggage being put in, both of Crane's bags being among them. The guard himself was busily engaged helping the porters, as the boat was rather late, and he was anxious to get off.


  "Now then, sir, are you going on? Take your seat, please. Right away!"


  A shrill whistle, a wave of the green lamp, and the train was off, the next stop being the London terminus.


  "Curious," said Hazell to himself as he took a packet of plasmon chocolate, and a flask of milk out of his bag and proceeded to "dine." "Perhaps I'm wrong, after all. Ah!"—as a thought struck him—"well, we'll wait till we get to town."


  A couple of hours later that night the train drew up at the London terminus, having, of course, run through Netherton without a stop. Behind the long barrier stood a number of Custom House officials waiting to examine the registered luggage before it was passed through. Hazell watched by the guard's van until Crane's two bags were deposited on the platform. Crane took charge of the brown one himself, and a porter followed him with the black one to the examination counter. Hazell stood a little behind, eagerly awaiting the result.


  "Anything to declare, sir? Tobacco, scent, cigars?"


  "No—nothing."


  "Open your bag, please."


  "Certainly."


  He unlocked the large black bag and threw it open. Hazell bent forward. And he caught a glimpse of a pink shirt—and books.


  The black bag contained the identical articles that he had seen in the brown bag at Dovehaven.


  A solution struck him. Glancing round he saw a platform inspector whom he knew. Rushing up to him he exclaimed, in a whisper: "Jarvis—I'm Mr. Hazell—look here."


  "Lor', sir, I shouldn't have known you. I—"


  "Hush. Don't let on, man. Quick; you see that fellow in the light overcoat doing up his bag. Get one of those officers to examine the brown bag by his side. Sharp!"


  The next moment Jarvis was behind the counter and had spoken a word to the official. Crane had just strapped up his bag and was moving off. Hazell had darted away.


  "Sir—one moment."


  "What is it?"


  "That other bag. I want to see it."


  "It's not registered luggage. It was examined at Dovehaven. Here's the chalk mark on it."


  "Never mind. Open it, please."


  "Oh! very well," cried Crane with a laugh, laying it down on the counter and unstrapping it. "Here you are."


  The official looked inside, his face burst into a smile. "All right, sir!" he exclaimed, "that's soon settled."


  Jarvis, who was standing by, smiled too. A minute later Hazell accosted him.


  "Well," he asked, "what was inside that bag?"


  "Nothing, sir. It was empty!"


  "Empty was it? Oh! please say nothing about this, Jarvis."


  He went into the refreshment-room, ordered a cup of coffee, lit a cigarette, and sat down to think it over. For once in his life he was completely baffled. It had seemed quite simple to him as he came up in the train, and he had thought that the opening of the brown portmanteau would prove the solution of the enigma. Alter a while a plan of action developed in his mind, and he went out of the refreshment-room. Jarvis was still on the platform.


  "Jarvis," he said, "I don't want it known that I came up by the boat train to-night."


  "Very well, sir."


  Jarvis knew of more than one railway mystery in which Thorpe Hazell had been involved, and was to be trusted.


  "Thought you'd caught a bit of smuggling, sir?" he asked. "Oh!" drawled Hazell, "I was a little suspicious, that was all. Capital run up to-night."


  "Yes, sir. Bob Nobes is a good driver."


  "Ah! The guard was smart with the luggage at Dovehaven."


  "John Crane, sir? Yes. He's one of our best guards. Runs this train in regular shifts."


  Hazell's eyes sparkled for a moment.


  "You—er—didn't see what became of that young man?"


  "Yes, sir. Got into the train on No. 2 platform."


  "Ah, that's mine, I believe, to Netherton. Goodnight, Jarvis."


  He got into the train, a smile of satisfaction on his face. He meant to master this little mystery.

  



  A couple of days later he was buying cigarettes.


  "Oh, by-the-way, Brett," he said, "I think I can promise you that your hated rival will shortly shut up shop."


  "Indeed, sir! Well, I shouldn't be sorry. I've lost half my trade in cigars."


  "Ah! Oh, I say, Brett, there's a fellow named John Crane—something on the line. Know him?"


  "Peter's cousin, sir."


  "I see. Well, keep your mouth shut, and let me know when Crane goes away from home. I think we might have quite a little bit of fun then."


  Three or four weeks later Thorpe Hazell received a note from Brett. In answer to it he wrote:


  "Come round to my house to-morrow at about 8 p.m. Bring a great coat."


  The tobacconist duly turned up, and found Hazell in his study. "Sit down, Brett. Have some toast and water. No? Well, then, take one of your own cigarettes."


  "Thank you, sir."


  "I ordered the dog-cart for 8.30," went on Hazell. "We have quite a drive before us. That's why I mentioned your great coat."


  "What are we going to do, sir?"


  "You'll see all in good time."


  They were soon bowling along the high road in the opposite direction from that of London. Hazell had the reins, and was not disposed to be communicative. After they had gone about seven or eight miles, Hazell turned down a by-road.


  "You know where this leads, Brett?"


  "Across Pinkney's Common, sir."


  "Exactly."


  Presently he said:


  "There are the lights of the main line signals?"


  "Yes, sir."


  A couple of red lights stood out in the blackness of the sky. "And there's the level crossing?"


  "Yes, sir."


  "All right. We'll put our lamps out."


  He drew up to perform the operation.


  "Good, and now we're going to drive on the grass across the common. And don't speak above a whisper, please."


  They drew nearer the line. On their left, where the road crossed the railway, the bright light of the gatekeeper's-box was discernible. Presently Hazell pulled up.


  "We'll tie the cob to this tree," he whispered. "That's right. We shan't have long to wait."


  "It's a lonely place," said Brett.


  "Quite so. We don't want to go close up to the line. This will do. It's the up-train we want."


  Wondering what was going to happen, Brett waited.


  Presently Hazell said: "Here she comes. Those are her headlights. Now you watch what happens. Keep your eyes open."


  A white light above a green appeared in the distance, and grew brighter every moment. Then there was a roar as the approaching express bore down upon them. The train was running on a slight embankment, and they could see along its whole length.


  "Look!" said Brett suddenly, "one of the doors is open—in the last carriage."


  "Exactly. The guard's van, Brett. There he stands. Look out! Ah! There's a pretty little smuggling dodge for you."


  As the train swept by they could distinctly see the guard silhouetted against the light in his van. He appeared to be leaning out of his door, holding some large and heavy object. The next moment he had dropped this on to the soft turf of the embankment. As the train rushed by the crossing, a green light appeared for a moment, held out of the guard's van, and turned towards the rear of the train.


  "Now," exclaimed Hazell, "we'll just wait and see what happens. First of all, we'll get as close as we can to that package—ah!—here it is. A convenient bush to hide us, too. He's coming, Brett!"


  A man, carrying a lantern, came with a limping gait from the box at the level-crossing. Every now and then he paused, as if looking for something. Presently he gave a grunt of satisfaction as the light fell on a package lying on the grass.


  He was just about to pick it up when Hazell stepped forward and said, very quietly:


  "How much do you get for your share in this little transaction, my man?"


  "Good Lord!" exclaimed the other, dropping his lantern in his fright. Hazell picked it up and turned it on him.


  "Ah, you've a wooden leg, I see. No use to try to run. I suppose you were to keep this little lot till Crane came for them?"


  "Don't—don't be hard on me, sir. I don't know nothin' about the contents—I—I—if you split to the company, sir, I'd lose my post."


  Hazell laughed.


  "Answer my first question, man. How much do you get out of this?"


  "Ten bob a time," faltered the delinquent.


  "Poor pay for the risk! How long has Crane been running this?"


  "Six or seven months, sir."


  "I see. Well, I'm afraid he won't find this little lot to-morrow. You can tell him when he comes for them that we've forestalled him. I should advise you to get your half-sovereign out of him before you tell him. And you can also add that if he wants to get them again he'd better call at Somerset House. Good-night—here's your lantern."


  "I shall lose my post, sir."


  "Not this time. You may think yourself lucky, though. Here, Brett, give me a hand with this parcel."


  They carried the bundle, which was securely corded in thick American cloth, to the trap, and drove home. An hour or so later they were sitting in Hazell's study.


  "I think we're entitled to one each before I send them to the Customs," said Hazell, selecting a cigar. "Now, how much do you think he cleared out of this lot?"


  Brett looked at the four dozen boxes.


  "Well, sir, if he got them, as you say, at Antburg, I can pretty well guess the price he paid. He ought to have saved quite twenty-five pounds in duty—very likely more. Altogether, the run was worth at least fifty pounds. But how did you find it out, sir?"


  Hazell told him of his journey to Gantes and of the Customs examination in London.


  "I own I was baffled for the moment," he said, "but, of course, I knew that he wouldn't have taken that journey to bring back an empty bag. Inquiry confirmed my suspicions that the guard was in it, possessing a duplicate key to the black bag, and I saw where the solution was. Undoubtedly the cigars were in the country, the only question was their whereabouts.


  "The problem was very simple. I had only to keep a watch on Crane. He didn't notice the cyclist who followed him when he took a trap from here the next day, nor did he see that same cyclist lying behind a bush on Pinkney's Common with a field-glass watching him get a parcel from the level-crossing box. The rest you know. I guessed pretty accurately where the guard dropped them, and here they are."


  "There's one thing I don't understand, sir," replied Brett, "and that is, why the guard didn't put the cigars in the brown bag and throw that out—or, in fact, why he took two bags at all."


  "Oh, but that was where his greatest artfulness came in—the subtlety of the whole thing. The black bag was weighed at Gantes, and its weight registered. It was necessary to have a corresponding weight to it when it arrived in London. That's why he carried those heavy books and used the other bag for them.


  "Then he and the guard knew perfectly well that detectives are pretty sharp in these matters, and if it had been noticed that he started back with two bags and only one arrived, especially as he was doing this more than once, suspicion would have been aroused. That's why the other bag was not thrown out. The whole thing was beautifully planned. Now we'll pack up—stop, though—I want three or four more of those cigars. That's right."


  He packed up the cigars, and directed them to H.M. Customs.


  "There," he said, "we'll send it anonymously. I expect, after his little visit to Pinkney's Common crossing, Master Crane will take a holiday. I must really thank you, Brett, for having given me an interesting little problem. I don't think we need take any further action. The three of them will have quite fright enough to stop them. Good night!"


  Hazell was right. Peter Crane suddenly disappeared from view, and the tobacco window was devoted to confectionery again. Harry Brett's prospects so increased with the return of custom that he made a formal proposal for the partnership, which was duly accepted, and the deed signed in the vestry of the parish church. Some weeks after the incident Thorpe Hazell was on the platform of the London terminus of the Mid-Southern and Eastern Railway, watching the incoming of the Continental express. As soon as the bustle was over, he strolled up to the rear guard, who was standing by his van.


  "Have a cigar, guard!" he said, offering his case.


  "Thank you, sir."


  "Take three or four. They're more yours than mine."


  "What, sir?"


  "I believe you dropped them out of your van—some weeks ago—just by Pinkney's Common crossing. Good-night!"


  He turned his head when he reached the end of the platform. There was Guard Crane, standing like a statue, gazing at him with a paler face than was caused by the electric light.
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  Thorpe Hazell opened his paper lazily as he breakfasted on boiled rice and wholemeal bread in his little West-end flat one very cold winter's morning in January. His interest in passing events was not very much excited until in turning a page he found himself confronted with the headlines:


  SHOCKING ACCIDENT ON THE RAILWAY

  SAD FATALITY


  Folding the paper and shifting his seat so that the electric light fell better upon it, for it was rather dark, and his breakfast was an early one, he read as follows:


  "A terrible occurrence took place on the London and Mid-Northern Railway last evening. As the express from London, due at Manningford at about a quarter past eight, was entering the station, those on the platform noticed a man leaning out of one of the windows, apparently in the act of opening the door of his compartment, and more than one porter shouted a warning to him to wait until the train stopped.


  "When, however, the carriage had come to a standstill, he remained motionless, and those who were near noticed to their horror, that the well-known white panels adopted by this company were stained with an ominous colour, while blood was trickling from the man's head.


  "Assistance was rendered at once, but it was soon seen that the unfortunate passenger was quite beyond the reach of recovery, although it was the opinion of a doctor who happened to be on the platform that life could only have been extinct for a few minutes.


  "The victim of this terrible tragedy was, as has been described, leaning out of the window, his arms and head hanging over the door, which had to be unlocked before he could be taken out. There was a bad wound in the back of his head and neck, as though he had received a violent blow, and a piece of one of his ears had been torn off.


  "He had been travelling alone in a first-class compartment, and held the return half of a ticket to Manningford. All Manningford tickets are collected at Bridgeworth, about ten miles up the line, the last stopping station before Manningford, and INQUIRIES have shown that the inspector on duty there had duly taken his ticket, so that he must have met with his death during the last ten miles of the journey.


  "The guard of the train states that, on his own request, he locked the compartment at the London terminus just before the train started, and declares that the unfortunate passenger was quite alone during the whole of the journey. His identity has not yet been proved, but, apparently, he is a foreigner. He is tall and dark, with a military-looking moustache, is about fifty years of age, and has a slight scar on his right cheek.


  "He had no luggage, and the few papers found upon him were, we hear, written in French, but give no clue to his identification. These papers are in the hands of the police, and the body has been removed to one of the company's offices pending the inquest.


  "As to the cause of death, the authorities are inclined to the belief that it was an accident caused by his own carelessness, but nothing definite is yet known. Between Bridgeworth and Manningford there are several bridges over the line, and it is conjectured that his head must have come into collision with the brickwork of one of these structures while looking out of the window.


  "It will be remembered that a similar fatality took place near Liverpool some years ago, resulting in the death of a prominent citizen.


  "On some of the Continental lines the windows are wisely barred, and in view of the liability to such unfortunate accidents, the railway companies would do well to adopt some means for the prevention of passengers leaning out of windows.


  "The inquest will probably be held to-morrow."


  Hazell laid down the paper, and sipped his lemonade thoughtfully. It was one of his fads always to take lemonade with his breakfast. Then he read the article through again, and pondered yet more.


  "Struck his head against a bridge, eh?" he said to himself. "That's very curious. Wound on back of head and ear torn oft. Umph, I'd like to know a little more about this. Let's have a look at Bradshaw—ah! I can catch that easily. It is not very far down to Manningford, and I know something of Rolfe, the divisional superintendent. It's worth the journey—and there's plenty of time for ten minutes' dumb-bell exercise first."


  Half an hour later he was in an express running down to Manningford. As soon as he had passed Bridgeworth he opened the window and kept a careful look out.


  "Let's see," he said, "ah, of course, it would be the left side of the train—here's the first bridge—" and he put his head out and looked back—"plenty of space there. Well, we shall see presently."


  Altogether he counted four bridges between Bridgeworth and Manningford. Arrived at the latter station, he made his way to the office of the divisional superintendent and sent in his card. Five minutes later he was talking with Rolfe.


  "Ah," said the latter, "I expect I can easily guess what brings you down here, Mr. Hazell. But I assure you it's not worth the trouble of a journey. The thing's as plain as daylight."


  "Oh, you think so, do you?" replied Hazell.


  "Why, we've found out everything. There's no doubt that the poor fellow put his head out of the window, and that the bridge caught it as he ran through."


  "Which bridge?"


  "The second one from here."


  "Indeed. And what makes you so certain about it?"


  "Why, we've found all the necessary traces."


  "And what were they?"


  "Several bloodstains on the ballast of the permanent way and sleepers. Just where one would have expected them to be; that is to say, about ten to twenty yards this side of the bridge. The train was running about fifty miles an hour, and the blood wouldn't drop at the actual striking-place."


  "Was there any trace on the bridge itself?"


  "Not a bit. But that's not at all necessary. Just the corner would have struck him, you see."


  "How about the missing piece of his ear?"


  "That's been found, too. I tell you there is no mystery about it. It's not in your line at all, Mr. Hazell."


  "Ah, well—have you found the reason why he put his head so far out of the window? For he must have stretched it out pretty well to strike it against the bridge."


  "Oh, really, Mr. Hazell, that's a mere detail. There are hundreds of reasons why silly persons put their heads out of a train window. You see it done every day."


  "I daresay, but I'd like to know this reason. By the way, have you found out who the man is yet?"


  "Well, no. But there's been a police detective down, and I fancy he has an inkling of something. The rumour is that the poor chap was a Russian—used to travelling on the Siberian line, where there are few bridges, I should think."


  "Can I see him?"


  "If you like. It's rather a gruesome sight. Come along." He took Hazell to an office and unlocked the door.


  "I'd rather not go in, if you don't mind," he said. "I've seen enough already, and I'm squeamish about these things."


  Hazell nodded, and went up to the table where the dead man lay, covered with a sheet. He removed the sheet from his head, and looked carefully at the wound. Then he seemed satisfied, and rejoined his friend.


  "Now," he said, "I want to have a look at the bridge itself. May I walk up the line?"


  "Certainly, if you want the trouble. Stop a moment, though—there's a goods train just starting—you can have a lift in the brake, and I'll tell 'em to slow down for you to get off. But you'll have to walk back."


  "All right. When's the inquest?"


  "To-morrow."


  When Hazell got off the goods brake he found a young man standing by the side of the line making a sketch of the bridge. "Good-morning," said the latter. "Represent a paper?"


  "No."


  "Oh! I'm on the Midland Courier. We shall have a block in tomorrow. Terrible thing. Seen the bloodstains?"


  He was very young at his work, and Hazell, with a slight smile at his impulsiveness, replied in the negative.


  "Come along then, and I'll show them to you. They're quite plain. Got a bit frozen, and it hasn't thawed to-day."


  He took Hazell some twenty or thirty yards beyond the bridge, and pointed out, on the frosty track, a few dark stains on the ballast and ends of the sleepers.


  "Must have been killed instantly," he went on, garrulously. "I draw a bit, you see, so I'm making a sketch of the affair—just at the moment when he struck his head against the bridge."


  "When he struck his head against the bridge," echoed Hazell, thoughtfully. "Well, don't let me interrupt you. Look out, young man, though, or there'll be a second accident!"


  They had gone back to the up side of the bridge, and the young reporter was standing on the line. Hazell had heard a signal fall, and knew a train was coming. The other thanked him for his warning.


  "Just what I wanted," he said. "I shall get an impression of the thing now."


  Hazell carefully watched the train as it ran beneath the bridge. Then he shook his head, and muttered to himself:


  "Just what I thought. He'd have to lean out a tremendous distance. And yet he must have been killed here. It's very strange."


  Here he looked at his watch, ate a plasmon biscuit, and solemnly proceeded to go through an "exercise," for which purpose he took off his coat. Having finished his little performance he set to work to examine the edge of the brickwork. This proved unsatisfactory. Then his gaze fell on the metals as he stood, just at the entrance to the bridge, wrapped in thought.


  Suddenly he appeared to catch sight of something on the line. The next moment he was down on his hands and knees beside the track. Close to the end of one of the sleepers, outside the left hand rail, he had noticed a hole. That was all. Nothing very curious, perhaps, but he knew very well that holes are never bored in such places.


  This one had evidently been done with an auger, for a few shreds of wood were beside the sleeper. It was large enough for him to insert his little finger, and he felt that there was a thread inside. Something had been screwed into that hole.


  "Found some more blood?" shouted the sanguinary-minded youth.


  Hazell shook his head as he stood up and looked overhead. The sleeper with the hole in it was immediately below the edge of the bridge. He looked long and intently at the bridge, marking with his eyes an imaginary line straight up the brickwork from the hole in the sleeper.


  Apparently unsatisfied, he found his way to the top of the bridge, and carefully examined the parapet. An exclamation of triumph escaped him. About a foot above the roadway an exceedingly strong staple had been driven into the brickwork, the fragments of dislodged mortar lying on the ground. He measured a straight line up from the staple to the top of the parapet, looked over, and found the line would drop exactly perpendicular to the hole in the sleeper. A careful examination of the staple revealed a tiny shred of tow attached to it.


  He waited patiently till another train was signalled, and then, watching from the top of the parapet, he convinced himself that the imaginary perpendicular line down to the sleeper would just clear the sides of the carriages, as they ran by, by a few inches.


  "Good!" he said. "I was certain it wasn't an accident."


  He stood on the bridge, thinking, and taking in the surrounding country. A farmhouse and a few scattered cottages stood a little way back from the line and about a couple hundred yards from the bridge. One or two other houses were in the distance. Then he looked at the roadway, which was hard with the frost.


  Suddenly he whistled softly to himself. There were tracks of a bicycle coming up the bridge. The machine had evidently been leaned against the parapet. And the rider had returned by the same road by which he had come. There was his second track frozen into the road, and not a sign of it on the other side of the bridge.


  Few bicycles of any wear lack some distinguishing mark in the tyres, and Hazell was soon satisfied, after a little examination, that the ones in question were Clipper Reflex, and that a small bit had been chipped out of the back tyre, making its mark plainly in the road.


  "How are you getting on?" he shouted to the reporter presently.


  "Just finished."


  "Where does this road lead to?"


  "It's only a bye road, and not much used. But you can get back to Manningford by taking the first turning to the right. If you go straight on it leads to Sandfield."


  "Thanks. Nice frosty morning for a walk. I say, do you happen to know when the frost set in in this part of the country?"


  "Yes. It wasn't freezing at eight last night, when I went round to my office for some late work, but it was quite hard at ten or so when I came back."


  "Thanks. Good morning."


  "Good morning!"


  "Well," said Hazell to himself, as he walked quickly away, "he was a clumsy beggar to ride a soft road. The whole thing's as plain as daylight, except just one point. How did he know the fellow would put his head out of the window just in the right place? There's a mystery in this, and I'd like to solve it before I say anything to the police. At present we'll try the only clue there seems to be."


  The bicycle track did not branch off to Manningford, and Hazell traced it for over eight miles along the road to Sandfield. He broke the journey at a farmhouse, where he begged for a glass of milk and a dry crust of bread. When he had partaken of this he astonished the woman who had given it to him by lying down flat on his back and rubbing his chest violently; after which he gave her half-a-crown, and explained that "chest massage" was one of the best aids to digestion. As he drew near Sandfield it became difficult to follow the track, on account of the increased traffic, but the frost was his best friend, and he persistently recovered the traces.


  At length they led him down a street on the outskirts of the town, and stopped abruptly opposite a terrace of small houses. He waited a moment or two in hesitation, not being quite sure which house might prove the right one, and also wondering whether it were not his duty to go straight to the police and tell them his conjectures. But at that moment, a woman, who had been observing him through one of the windows, came to the door and accosted him.


  "This is the house you're looking for, I think, sir?"


  He turned towards her in surprise.


  "The young man's very ill, sir, and I thought I'd better send for you, me not knowin' anything about him, and feeling if so be as anything was to happen to him it wouldn't be right not to have no one to give a certificate, he bein' without friends, leastwise he do get letters, but when I asked him to send for someone as knows him he wouldn't hear of it, which I says I'd post a letter or even write it for him. But he's obstinate, though I told him I'd send for you, which they said you was out, sir, and would call when you came home."


  The woman paused to take breath, and Hazell fell in with the situation.


  "A lodger of yours, I suppose?"


  "Which he's only been with me a short time, and pays his rent reg'lar, sir, though he is, seemingly, a furriner, which I never could a-bear, sir, though he do speak the King's English quite as good as you nor me."


  Hazell smiled at her idea of grammar, and asked casually as he went into the house:


  "What's the matter with him?"


  "It ain't for me to say, sir; but I lost a boy of my own with conjecture of the lungs and browntitis, and I know what the symptoms is, which he wouldn't take no care of hisself."


  "Ah, been riding his bicycle in these cold east winds, eh?" went on Hazell as his eyes fell on a machine in the hall.


  "Only last night, sir, did he go out, which I told him was arunnin' against Providence with his cough so bad as the neighbours could hear it over the street."


  "Well, I'll go up and see him."


  "Do so, sir—the first room on the left."


  A sound of coughing struck upon his ears as he opened the door. On the bed lay a young man with fair hair, slight moustache, and hectic cheeks. He turned to Hazell and said feebly, and with a foreign accent:


  "Ah, you are the doctor, I suppose. Mrs. Bull insisted on sending for you, but I'm afraid you can't do me very much good."


  Hazell locked the door very quietly on the inside, and came up to the head of the bed.


  "I'm not the doctor," he began, "though your landlady mistook me for him."


  The glow faded from the sick man's cheeks as he raised his head from the pillow. "Who—who are you?" he asked.


  "I can hardly explain. I'm scarcely a detective, being only a private individual."


  "What do you mean about being a detective?" gasped the other.


  "I mean that somewhere in this room—unless you threw them away on the road—you have an auger, a hammer, a large staple with a screw, and a length of very strong rope."


  "Good God!" exclaimed the sick man, "how did you find that out?"


  "By your own clumsiness. It was a clever thing to stretch that rope from the bridge to the sleeper, but it was foolish to ride your bicycle there in the mud with a frost about to set in."


  A violent fit of coughing seized the man for a minute or two. Hazell poured him out a drink of water, and looked at him critically.


  "You are very ill," he said.


  "I know I am. I don't expect to get over it. What are you going to do? Have me hanged if I live long enough?" he asked bitterly. Hazell was silent.


  "Perhaps you don't know who the man was who was found dead at Manningford last night?"


  Hazell shook his head.


  "Let me tell you before you do anything. You say you're not a detective, but I suppose you'll tell the police. I don't care. Murder, was it? No, no, no. It was a just judgment and punishment. If ever a man deserved his fate he did. Have you ever heard of Paul Gourchoff?"


  "No."


  "That was his name. One of the cruellest and most bloodthirsty of all the Russian Police Agents, a man whose life was stained with the foulest crimes. Shall I tell you about him?"


  Hazell nodded.


  "I will—and then I'll leave the issue in your hands, and you can do as you please. I am a Pole—yes, you can understand something of what I am by the mere word. It is enough for a Pole to be loyal to his country and to labour for the cause of freedom, and then he becomes—if he is fortunate enough to escape Siberia, or prison, or death—an outcast, like myself.


  "My father had a little estate; he was one of the old nobility—we are of the Radziwill family, and he plotted, secretly, as every patriot has to plot. This man, Gourchoff, was one of us, trusted with all our plans, but in the pay of the accursed Tsar all the time."


  He waited his opportunity, and then—well, I will spare you the details. My father died on the way to Siberia, a brother and sister are there, somewhere, lost to name even—mere numbers, being slowly done to death. One sister was killed before my eyes—a brutal cossack cut her down with his sword. I was the only one of the family that escaped, and that by a miracle.


  "This was five years ago, and since that time I have devoted my life to the cause here in England. There are many of us. Some come over, secretly, from Poland, to keep in touch with those who work in our country. We can do much here, but it is difficult.


  "Two months ago a tremendous blow was struck at our organisation. Paul Gourchoff came to England. He is like a sleuth hound, and we knew that if he once tracked our meetings it would mean death or exile to many of our friends in Poland.


  "Can you wonder that we determined to take strong measures? Can you wonder that I sought my opportunity for revenge? But he was wily. He knew the danger, and it was impossible at first to do anything, although every day he was discovering more and more and running us down. Then I devised the plan which you seem to have fathomed. And it was successful. Gourchoff is dead. Bah!"


  Another fit of coughing succeeded. Then Hazell asked:


  "But how did you make him put his head out of that window just at the right spot?"


  "I am coming to that. I came down here and took rooms, and he was allowed to find out that I was in the neighbourhood. That was the first step. His great plan was to discover the secret rendezvous where we met our compatriots who came over.


  "That remains a secret still!


  "But it was not in London, and he knew it. So then we went to work carefully. We had discovered that one of us, a man we had never really trusted, was in his pay. Through this man we arranged that he should receive information, which we apparently allowed to leak out. At first the disclosure was made to him that we met in a house somewhere near the London and Mid-Northern Railway in this locality. This, of course, was false.


  "Then we let it be known that our friends came to this rendezvous in various ways, and that signals were arranged to show them if it were safe. He fell into the trap beautifully. So we led him to believe that a meeting was to be held last night, and that two of our number were going from London. Between Bridgeworth and Manningford they were to give a signal by holding a lantern out of the window for a moment. This signal was to be answered by a green light in the window of a certain house near the side of the line if all was well, by a red light if there was danger. These lights were to be flashed, and not stationary.


  "Now we knew his object was simply to discover the house, with a view to a raid on some subsequent occasion—oh! you little know of the secret raids that are made by Russian police in England—so that he would journey down alone.


  "Our two friends were to get in the back of the train, and of course he was to be allowed to see them get in. That insured that he should go towards the front, and crane his head out of the window between Bridgeworth and Manningford. We let it be thought that the flash should take place from a window at the side of the house, so that he would be looking back.


  "Heaven knows how I managed that ride last night—it has put the finishing stroke to a long illness.
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