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    This volume gathers twenty-one mystery novels by Fergus Hume under the title The Collected Mysteries of Fergus Hume, bringing together a wide span of his detective and suspense writing in a single, continuous reading experience. The aim is practical as well as literary: to present complete, standalone narratives in one place, allowing readers to follow Hume’s recurring preoccupations and narrative methods across changing settings and casts. The selection is unified not by a shared series protagonist but by a shared commitment to puzzle, concealment, and revelation, expressed through Hume’s characteristic emphasis on plot momentum and legible, scene-driven storytelling.

The collection is confined to long-form fiction, and every item included is a novel. There are no short stories, essays, memoirs, letters, or other ancillary texts here; the focus remains on the sustained architecture of the mystery novel and the demands it places on pacing, misdirection, and the management of information. Read together, these books show how Hume repeatedly builds narrative pressure from ordinary social arrangements—households, workplaces, travel, and commerce—then introduces a destabilizing secret that forces characters into investigation, self-justification, and risk. The result is a body of work best approached as a sequence of self-contained cases.

Hume is widely associated with the classic mystery pattern: an initial enigma, a widening field of suspects, and a progressive clearing of confusion through inference and disclosure. The Mystery of a Hansom Cab stands at the head of this tradition within the collection, opening from a striking crime premise and pushing rapidly into questions of identity, motive, and opportunity. Across the other novels, Hume continues to rely on the steady accumulation of clues rather than extended introspection, often favoring crisp scenes, tightly plotted reversals, and a forward-driving sense that each conversation and object may matter. The pleasures offered are those of structure, timing, and earned explanation.

The titles themselves signal recurrent points of emphasis: secrets and hidden routes in Professor Brankel’s Secret, The Bishop’s Secret, and The Secret Passage; objects that act as catalysts in The Harlequin Opal, The Opal Serpent, The Mandarin’s Fan, The Pagan’s Cup, and A Coin of Edward VII; and domestic or architectural spaces that suggest enclosure and surveillance in The Silent House, The Red Window, and The Solitary Farm. These motifs are not merely decorative. They concentrate attention on what can be seen, what is withheld, and what must be interpreted, shaping mysteries that hinge on both material detail and social perception.

Another unifying thread is the collision between private life and public consequence. Novels such as Hagar of the Pawn-Shop, Madame Midas, Red Money, and A Woman’s Burden point toward the pressures of property, debt, and reputation, where personal decisions become entangled with legal and moral danger. Hume’s mysteries repeatedly test the reliability of appearances—respectability, authority, and even affection—without requiring elaborate theoretical framing. The narrative interest lies in the way everyday transactions and relationships can become instruments of concealment, producing plots that treat secrecy as a social practice rather than an abstract riddle.

The collection also demonstrates Hume’s range within the mystery form. Some books foreground professional or quasi-professional inquiry, while others place the burden of discovery on bystanders, families, or communities suddenly faced with an inexplicable event. The Expedition of Captain Flick, The Green Mummy, The Crowned Skull, and The Mystery Queen suggest, even from their premises and naming, an appetite for distinctive milieus and striking narrative hooks, while remaining anchored in the mechanics of detection and explanation. Throughout, Hume balances sensation with intelligibility, ensuring that the central question remains readable even as the stakes intensify.

Taken as a whole, The Collected Mysteries of Fergus Hume offers a sustained encounter with a novelist devoted to narrative clarity, suspenseful construction, and the enduring appeal of the solvable puzzle. These works persist because they dramatize a basic modern anxiety: that a coherent surface may conceal disorder, and that knowledge must be assembled piece by piece. By returning again and again to secrets, telltale objects, and decisive revelations, Hume refines a style of mystery storytelling that rewards attentive reading and invites comparison across plots. This collection is intended for readers who want breadth, continuity, and the cumulative force of many complete mysteries.
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    Fergus Hume (1859–1932) wrote at the high tide of late-Victorian and Edwardian popular print, when cheap reprints, railway bookstalls, and global distribution made sensation fiction a mass commodity. His breakthrough, The Mystery of a Hansom Cab (first issued 1886), aligned with rising appetite for urban crime narratives shaped by newspaper reporting and metropolitan anonymity. Across the later titles collected here, Hume returned to environments where strangers circulate—streets, boarding houses, shops, and rented rooms—reflecting a society increasingly organized by mobility, cash transactions, and impersonal institutions, conditions that also altered how readers judged plausibility and motive.

Hume’s early career in colonial Australia, especially Melbourne in the 1880s, provided a modern city without London’s long-established hierarchies but with comparable growth pressures. The post-gold-rush economy, rapid migration, and conspicuous speculation produced sharp contrasts between new money and precarity, a background that feeds recurring concerns with inheritance, hidden debts, and unstable respectability. Melbourne’s expanding police apparatus and fascination with forensic detail paralleled British trends, encouraging the procedural note that runs through multiple mysteries. Contemporary reception in Australia and Britain benefited from readers’ recognition that “new” cities could generate old crimes, and that empire-wide modernity shared patterns.

In Britain, the period from the 1880s to the early 1900s saw intensified public debate about crime and policing after the Whitechapel murders of 1888 and a broader boom in investigative journalism. Even when Hume’s plots avoid direct topical allusion, the cultural expectation of detection—clues, timelines, and the disciplined reconstruction of events—was strongly shaped by these news cycles. Coroner’s inquests, increasingly standardized policing, and a public hungry for orderly explanations helped make the detective figure credible and reassuring. Hume’s emphasis on concealed domestic spaces and respectable façades reflects a society anxious about what modern streets and crowded housing could hide in plain sight.

Rapid suburbanization and new transport networks underwrote the collection’s recurring use of transit and liminal spaces. The hansom cab itself symbolizes late-Victorian mobility, while expanded rail systems and urban lighting extended the hours and distances over which plots could unfold. Such infrastructure also created fresh opportunities for evasion, mistaken identity, and the crossing of class boundaries, themes that recur in narratives involving out-of-the-way farms, silent houses, and secret passages. The same developments encouraged readers to imagine crime as geographically dispersed and temporally compressed—events could be set in motion quickly, witnesses could vanish, and suspects could plausibly move across districts, all within the rhythms of modern commuting.

Financial volatility and the growing visibility of consumer credit shaped the moral economies of many Edwardian crime stories. Britain’s late-century cycles of speculation, the public presence of pawnbroking, and the social stigma attached to debt form a realistic substrate for plots built on forged papers, missing securities, and compromised inheritances. The appearance of Edward VII’s coinage after 1901 offered a contemporary marker of circulating money and shifting authority, while the era’s expanding clerical and commercial bureaucracies increased opportunities for fraud and document-based deception. Hume’s mysteries repeatedly treat money not merely as motive but as a system that entangles families, employers, and strangers, aligning with readers’ experience of an increasingly monetized everyday life.

Imperial expansion and the circulation of Asian, Middle Eastern, and antiquarian objects also informed the period’s mystery fiction. Late-Victorian “Oriental” commodities—fans, opals, cups, mummies, and other collectibles—entered British and colonial markets through trade, collecting, and museum culture, amid widespread fascination with archaeology and exotic display. This milieu made it plausible for narratives to pivot on rare artifacts and for characters to project fears and desires onto them. At the same time, contemporary reception was shaped by imperial attitudes that framed cultural difference as danger or temptation, a lens visible in recurring motifs of cursed objects and transnational intrigue, even when the underlying mechanics remain firmly grounded in domestic crime and property disputes.

Changing gender expectations across the fin de siècle shaped both characterization and audience response. The “New Woman” debates of the 1890s, the expansion of women’s paid employment, and intensified scrutiny of marriage, reputation, and legal dependency provided a charged context for stories centered on female agency, coercion, and sacrifice. Without turning into social problem novels, Hume’s plots often hinge on the vulnerability created by limited legal power, unequal access to income, and the catastrophic consequences of scandal. Readers in Britain and the colonies would have recognized these pressures in the era’s divorce discourse and moral journalism, which heightened interest in secrets lodged within seemingly respectable households and made “burden” and “midas” narratives feel contemporary rather than merely melodramatic.

Hume’s later popularity coincided with the solidification of genre expectations for detective and mystery fiction before the First World War. By the 1900s, readers had absorbed conventions advanced by earlier Victorian sensation writers and by Sherlock Holmes’s prominence in the 1890s, creating demand for puzzles that were both entertaining and logically resolved. Hume’s work, published across multiple markets, benefitted from this transnational genre literacy: audiences expected brisk plotting, recognizable investigative routines, and a final unmasking that restored order. Yet the collection’s persistent focus on hidden rooms, false identities, and tainted fortunes also reflects a period uneasy about modernity’s speed and anonymity, revealing how contemporary society supplied both the mechanics of mystery and the appetite for closure.
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    Early Breakthrough & City Intrigue (The Mystery of a Hansom Cab; Madame Midas; Hagar of the Pawn-Shop)
These early mysteries hinge on sensational crimes and social masquerade in a bustling city milieu, where money, reputation, and chance encounters pull strangers into peril. The tone is brisk and theatrical, mixing courtroom/press energy with street-level detail to spotlight class friction and moral compromise.
Recurring motifs include hidden identities, compromised respectability, and clues embedded in everyday urban spaces. Hume’s style favors fast turns, public scandal, and a detective-like assembly of testimony that emphasizes how society itself can obscure the truth.
Academic, Ecclesiastical, and Domestic Secrets (Professor Brankel’s Secret; The Bishop’s Secret; A Woman’s Burden)
These novels center on tightly guarded personal histories within respectable institutions and households, where authority figures and family ties complicate the search for facts. The atmosphere is more inward and psychological, emphasizing guilt, duty, and the cost of silence.
Across the group, Hume returns to the motif of a private transgression threatening public standing, with investigation functioning as moral pressure as much as puzzle-solving. The thematic focus leans toward responsibility and sacrifice, with suspense drawn from constrained settings and social expectations.
Stolen Gems, Exotic Objects, and Occult-tinged Puzzles (The Harlequin Opal; The Opal Serpent; The Mandarin’s Fan; The Pagan’s Cup; A Coin of Edward VII)
These mysteries revolve around coveted objects—jewels, curios, or artifacts—whose disputed ownership sparks deceit, pursuit, and violence. The tone blends adventure with detective procedure, using the object as a magnetic center that draws together unlikely suspects.
A recurring signature is the “talismatic” clue: an item that seems to carry fate, history, or superstition while remaining grounded in rational investigation. The group also highlights Hume’s flair for color and atmosphere, shifting the focus from pure whodunit to the social and symbolic power of things.
Hidden Rooms and Architectural Secrets (The Silent House; The Secret Passage; The Red Window)
These stories make place the engine of mystery, where houses and built spaces conceal routes, witnesses, and long-buried motives. The mood is claustrophobic and gothic-leaning, with suspense arising from what buildings remember and what occupants refuse to say.
Hume repeatedly uses thresholds—doors, windows, corridors—as both literal clues and symbols of partial knowledge. Compared with his more public, streetwise tales, these works stress atmosphere and spatial logic, turning investigation into a method of reading architecture.
Rural Isolation and Local Suspicion (The Solitary Farm)
A remote countryside setting amplifies mistrust as a small community’s routines are disrupted by a crime that forces outsiders and neighbors into scrutiny. The tone is tense and economical, using isolation to tighten the circle of suspicion.
Themes emphasize secrecy in plain sight and the fragility of rural respectability under pressure. Hume’s investigative method here favors patient accumulation of local detail rather than metropolitan spectacle.
Adventure-Forward Episodes (The Expedition of Captain Flick; The Green Mummy; The Crowned Skull)
These tales push toward brisk adventure, using perilous journeys and striking relics to propel mystery and confrontation. The tone is more swashbuckling and sensational, with puzzles unfolding through pursuit, discovery, and shifting loyalties.
Recurring motifs include the lure of treasure, the hazard of obsession, and the collision between curiosity and greed. The stylistic shift favors momentum and set pieces over courtroom-like reconstruction, while still anchoring suspense in clues and concealment.
Criminal Economies and Moral Corrosion (Red Money; A Son of Perdition)
These darker mysteries track how illicit wealth and compromised lives generate cascading consequences, pulling protagonists into morally ambiguous investigations. The tone is grimmer and more social-critical, emphasizing pressure, temptation, and the persistence of past wrongdoing.
Hume revisits his signature interest in respectability versus reality, but with sharper attention to systems—debt, blackmail, and underworld networks—that entrap characters. Compared with the object-centered puzzles, these works foreground character deterioration and the costs of survival.
Meta-Mystery and Series-like Play (The Mystery Queen)
This work foregrounds the appeal of mystery-solving itself, framing detection as performance, intellect, and a contest of interpretation. The tone is lighter and more self-aware, emphasizing ingenuity and the pleasure of unraveling appearances.
Motifs of disguise and staged perception return with an added emphasis on method—how clues are noticed, narrated, and tested. It reads as a pivot toward emphasizing the game-like structure of mystery alongside Hume’s ongoing social observation.
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  In its original form, “The Mystery of a Hansom Cab” has reached the sale of 375,000 copies in this country, and some few editions in the United States of America. Notwithstanding this, the present publishers have the best of reasons for believing, that there are thousands of persons whom the book has never reached. The causes of this have doubtless been many, but chief among them was the form of the publication itself. It is for this section of the public chiefly that the present edition is issued. In placing it before my new readers, I have been asked by the publishers thoroughly to revise the work, and, at the same time, to set at rest the many conflicting reports concerning it and myself, which have been current since its initial issue. The first of these requests I have complied with, and the many typographic, and other errors, which disfigured the first edition, have, I think I can safely say, now disappeared. The second request I am about to fulfil; but, in order to do so, I must ask my readers to go back with me to the beginning of all things, so far as this special book is concerned.


  The writing of the book was due more to accident than to design. I was bent on becoming a dramatist, but, being quite unknown, I found it impossible to induce the managers of the Melbourne Theatres to accept, or even to read a play. At length it occurred to me I might further my purpose by writing a novel. I should at all events secure a certain amount of local attention. Up to that time I had written only one or two short stories, and the “Cab” was not only the first book I ever published, but the first book I ever wrote; so to youth and lack of experience must be ascribed whatever was wanting in the book. I repeat that the story was written only to attract local attention, and no one was more astonished than I when it passed beyond the narrow circle for which it had originally been intended.


  My mind made up on this point, I enquired of a leading Melbourne bookseller what style of book he sold most of. He replied that the detective stories of Gaboriau had a large sale; and as, at this time, I had never even heard of this author, I bought all his works—eleven or thereabouts—and read them carefully. The style of these stories attracted me, and I determined to write a book of the same class; containing a mystery, a murder, and a description of low life in Melbourne. This was the origin of the “Cab.” The central idea i.e. the murder in a cab—came to me while driving at a late hour to St. Kilda, a suburb of Melbourne; but it took some time and much thought to work it out to a logical conclusion. I was two months sketching out the skeleton of the novel, but even so, when I had written it, the result proved unsatisfactory, for I found I had not sufficiently well concealed the mystery upon which the whole interest of the book depended. In the first draft I made Frettlby the criminal, but on reading over the M.S. I found that his guilt was so obvious that I wrote out the story for a second time, introducing the character of Moreland as a scape-goat. Mother Guttersnipe I unearthed in the slums off Little Bourke Street; and I gave what I am afraid was perhaps too vivid a picture of her language and personality. These I have toned down in the present edition. Calton and the two lodging-house keepers were actual personages whom I knew very well, and I do not think I have exaggerated their idiosyncracies, although many have, I believe, doubted the existence of such oddities. All the scenes in the book, especially the slums, are described from personal observation; and I passed a great many nights in Little Bourke Street, gathering material.


  Having completed the book, I tried to get it published, but every one to whom I offered it refused even to look at the manuscript on the ground that no Colonial could write anything worth reading. They gave no reason for this extraordinary opinion, but it was sufficient for them, and they laughed to scorn the idea that any good could come out of Nazareth—i.e., the Colonies. The story thus being boycotted on all hands, I determined to publish it myself, and accordingly an edition of, I think, some five thousand copies was brought out at my own cost. Contrary to the expectations of the publishers, and I must add to my own, the whole edition went off in three weeks, and the public demanded a second. This also sold rapidly, and after some months, proposals were made to me that the book should be brought out in London. Later on I parted with the book to several speculators, who formed themselves into what they called “The Hansom Cab Publishing Company.” Taking the book to London, they published it there with great success, and it had a phenomenal sale, which brought in a large sum of money. The success was, in the first instance, due, in no small degree, to a very kind and generous criticism written by Mr. Clement Scott. I may here state that I had nothing to do with the Company, nor did I receive any money for the English sale of the book beyond what I sold it for; and, as a matter of fact, I did not arrive in England until a year after the novel was published. I have heard it declared that the plot is founded on a real criminal case; but such a statement is utterly without foundation, as the story is pure fiction from beginning to end. Several people before and since my arrival in England, have assumed the authorship of the book to themselves; and one gentleman went so far as to declare that he would shoot me if I claimed to have written it. I am glad to say that up to the present he has not carried out his intention. Another individual had his cards printed, “Fergus Hume. Author of ‘The Mystery of a Hansom Cab,’” and also added the price for which he was prepared to write a similar book. Many of the papers put this last piece of eccentricity down to my account.


  I may state in conclusion, that I belong to New Zealand, and not to Australia, that I am a barrister, and not a retired policeman, that I am yet two decades off fifty years of age, that Fergus Hume is my real name, and not a nom-de-plume; and finally, that far from making a fortune out of the book, all I received for the English and American rights, previous to the issue of this Revised Edition by my present publishers, was the sum of fifty pounds. With this I take my leave, and I trust that the present edition may prove as successful as did the first.


  Chapter I.

  What the Argus Said


  
    Table of Contents
  


  The following report appeared in the Argus newspaper of Saturday, the 28th July, 18—


  “Truth is said to be stranger than fiction, and certainly the extraordinary murder which took place in Melbourne on Thursday night, or rather Friday morning, goes a long way towards verifying this saying. A crime has been committed by an unknown assassin, within a short distance of the principal streets of this great city, and is surrounded by an inpenetrable mystery. Indeed, from the nature of the crime itself, the place where it was committed, and the fact that the assassin has escaped without leaving a trace behind him, it would seem as though the case itself had been taken bodily from one of Gaboreau’s novels, and that his famous detective Lecoq alone would be able to unravel it. The facts of the case are simply these:—


  “On the twenty-seventh day of July, at the hour of twenty minutes to two o’clock in the morning, a hansom cab drove up to the police station in Grey Street, St. Kilda, and the driver made the startling statement that his cab contained the body of a man who he had reason to believe had been murdered. Being taken into the presence of the inspector, the cabman, who gave his name as Malcolm Royston, related the following strange story:—


  “At the hour of one o’clock in the morning, he was driving down Collins Street East, when, as he was passing the Burke and Wills’ monument, he was hailed by a gentleman standing at the corner by the Scotch Church. He immediately drove up, and saw that the gentleman who hailed him was supporting the deceased, who appeared to be intoxicated. Both were in evening dress, but the deceased had on no overcoat, while the other wore a short covert coat of a light fawn colour, which was open. As Royston drove up, the gentleman in the light coat said, ‘Look here, cabby, here’s some fellow awfully tight, you’d better take him home!’


  “Royston then asked him if the drunken man was his friend, but this the other denied, saying that he had just picked him up from the footpath, and did not know him from Adam. At this moment the deceased turned his face up to the light of the lamp under which both were standing, and the other seemed to recognise him, for he recoiled a pace, letting the drunken man fall in a heap on the pavement, and gasping out ‘You?’ he turned on his heel, and walked rapidly away down Russell Street in the direction of Bourke Street.


  “Royston was staring after him, and wondering at his strange conduct, when he was recalled to himself by the voice of the deceased, who had struggled to his feet, and was holding on to the lamp-post, swaying to and fro. ‘I wan’ g’ome,’ he said in a thick voice, ‘St. Kilda.’ He then tried to get into the cab, but was too drunk to do so, and finally sat down again on the pavement. Seeing this, Royston got down, and lifting him up, helped him into the cab with some considerable difficulty. The deceased fell back into the cab, and seemed to drop off to sleep; so, after closing the door, Royston turned to remount his driving-seat, when he found the gentleman in the light coat whom he had seen holding up the deceased, close to his elbow. Royston said, ‘Oh, you’ve come back,’ and the other answered, ‘Yes, I’ve changed my mind, and will see him home.’ As he said this he opened the door of the cab, stepped in beside the deceased, and told Royston to drive down to St. Kilda. Royston, who was glad that the friend of the deceased had come to look after him, drove as he had been directed, but near the Church of England Grammar School, on the St. Kilda Road, the gentleman in the light coat called out to him to stop. He did so, and the gentleman got out of the cab, closing the door after him.


  “‘He won’t let me take him home,’ he said, ‘so I’ll just walk back to the city, and you can drive him to St. Kilda.’


  “‘What street, sir?’ asked Royston.


  “‘Grey Street, I fancy,’ said the other, ‘but my friend will direct you when you get to the Junction.’ “‘Ain’t he too much on, sir?’ said Royston, dubiously.


  “‘Oh, no! I think he’ll be able to tell you where he lives—it’s Grey Street or Ackland Street, I fancy. I don’t know which.’


  “He then opened the door of the cab and looked in. ‘Good night, old man,’ he said—the other apparently did not answer, for the gentleman in the light coat, shrugging his shoulders, and muttering ‘sulky brute,’ closed the door again. He then gave Royston half-a-sovereign, lit a cigarette, and after making a few remarks about the beauty of the night, walked off quickly in the direction of Melbourne. Royston drove down to the Junction, and having stopped there, according to his instructions he asked his ‘fare’ several times where he was to drive him to. Receiving no response and thinking that the deceased was too drunk to answer, he got down from his seat, opened the door of the cab, and found the deceased lying back in the corner with a handkerchief across his mouth. He put out his hand with the intention of rousing him, thinking that he had gone to sleep. But on touching him the deceased fell forward, and on examination, to his horror, he found that he was quite dead. Alarmed at what had taken place, and suspecting the gentleman in the light coat, he drove to the police station at St. Kilda, and there made the above report. The body of the deceased was taken out of the cab and brought into the station, a doctor being sent for at once. On his arrival, however, he found that life was quite extinct, and also discovered that the handkerchief which was tied lightly over the mouth was saturated with chloroform. He had no hesitation in stating that from the way in which the handkerchief was placed, and the presence of chloroform, that a murder had been committed, and from all appearances the deceased died easily, and without a struggle. The deceased is a slender man, of medium height, with a dark complexion, and is dressed in evening dress, which will render identification difficult, as it is a costume which has no distinctive mark to render it noticeable. There were no papers or cards found on the deceased from which his name could be discovered, and the clothing was not marked in any way. The handkerchief, however, which was tied across his mouth, was of white silk, and marked in one of the corners with the letters ‘O.W.’ in red silk. The assassin, of course, may have used his own handkerchief to commit the crime, so that if the initials are those of his name they may ultimately lead to his detection. There will be an inquest held on the body of the deceased this morning, when, no doubt, some evidence may be elicited which may solve the mystery.”


  In Monday morning’s issue of the ARGUS the following article appeared with reference to the matter:—


  “The following additional evidence which has been obtained may throw some light on the mysterious murder in a hansom cab of which we gave a full description in Saturday’s issue:—‘Another hansom cabman called at the police office, and gave a clue which will, no doubt, prove of value to the detectives in their search for the murderer. He states that he was driving up the St. Kilda Road on Friday morning about half-past one o’clock, when he was hailed by a gentleman in a light coat, who stepped into the cab and told him to drive to Powlett Street, in East Melbourne. He did so, and, after paying him, the gentleman got out at the corner of Wellington Parade and Powlett Street and walked slowly up Powlett Street, while the cab drove back to town. Here all clue ends, but there can be no doubt in the minds of our readers as to the identity of the man in the light coat who got out of Royston’s cab on the St. Kilda Road, with the one who entered the other cab and alighted therefrom at Powlett Street. There could have been no struggle, as had any taken place the cabman, Royston, surely would have heard the noise. The supposition is, therefore, that the deceased was too drunk to make any resistance, and that the other, watching his opportunity, placed the handkerchief saturated with chloroform over the mouth of his victim. Then after perhaps a few ineffectual struggles the latter would succumb to the effects of his inhalation. The man in the light coat, judging from his conduct before getting into the cab, appears to have known the deceased, though the circumstance of his walking away on recognition, and returning again, shows that his attitude towards the deceased was not altogether a friendly one.


  “The difficulty is where to start from in the search after the author of what appears to be a deliberate murder, as the deceased seems to be unknown, and his presumed murderer has escaped. But it is impossible that the body can remain long without being identified by someone, as though Melbourne is a large city, yet it is neither Paris nor London, where a man can disappear in a crowd and never be heard of again. The first thing to be done is to establish the identity of the deceased, and then, no doubt, a clue will be obtained leading to the detection of the man in the light coat who appears to have been the perpetrator of the crime. It is of the utmost importance that the mystery in which the crime is shrouded should be cleared up, not only in the interests of justice, but also in those of the public—taking place as it did in a public conveyance, and in the public street. To think that the author of such a crime is at present at large, walking in our midst, and perhaps preparing for the committal of another, is enough to shake the strongest nerves. In one of Du Boisgobey’s stories, entitled ‘An Omnibus Mystery,’ a murder closely resembling this tragedy takes place in an omnibus, but we question if even that author would have been daring enough to write about a crime being committed in such an unlikely place as a hansom cab. Here is a great chance for some of our detectives to render themselves famous, and we feel sure that they will do their utmost to trace the author of this cowardly and dastardly murder.”
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  At the inquest held on the body found in the hansom cab the following articles taken from the deceased were placed on the table:—


  1. Two pounds ten shillings in gold and silver.


  2. The white silk handkerchief which was saturated with chloroform, and was found tied across the mouth of the deceased, marked with the letters O.W. in red silk.


  3. A cigarette case of Russian leather, half filled with “Old Judge” cigarettes. 4. A left-hand white glove of kid—rather soiled—with black seams down the back. Samuel Gorby, of the detective office, was present in order to see if anything might be said by the witnesses likely to point to the cause or to the author of the crime.


  The first witness called was Malcolm Royston, in whose cab the crime had been committed. He told the same story as had already appeared in the ARGUS, and the following facts were elicited by the Coroner:—


  Q. Can you give a description of the gentleman in the light coat, who was holding the deceased when you drove up?


  A. I did not observe him very closely, as my attention was taken up by the deceased; and, besides, the gentleman in the light coat was in the shadow.


  Q Describe him from what you saw of him.


  A. He was fair, I think, because I could see his moustache, rather tall, and in evening dress, with a light coat over it. I could not see his face very plainly, as he wore a soft felt hat, which was pulled down over his eyes.


  Q. What kind of hat was it he wore—a wide-awake?


  A. Yes. The brim was turned down, and I could see only his mouth and moustache.


  Q. What did he say when you asked him if he knew the deceased?


  A. He said he didn’t; that he had just picked him up.


  Q. And afterwards he seemed to recognise him?


  A. Yes. When the deceased looked up he said “You!” and let him fall on to the ground; then he walked away towards Bourke Street.


  Q. Did he look back?


  A. Not that I saw.


  Q. How long were you looking after him?


  A. About a minute.


  Q. And when did you see him again?


  A. After I put deceased into the cab I turned round and found him at my elbow.


  Q. And what did he say?


  A. I said, “Oh! you’ve come back,” and he said, “Yes, I’ve changed my mind, and will see him home,” and then he got into the cab, and told me to drive to St. Kilda.


  Q. He spoke then as if he knew the deceased?


  A. Yes; I thought that he recognised him only when he looked up, and perhaps having had a row with him walked away, but thought he’d come back.


  Q. Did you see him coming back?


  A. No; the first I saw of him was at my elbow when I turned.


  Q. And when did he get out? A. Just as I was turning down by the Grammar School on the St. Kilda Road.


  Q. Did you hear any sounds of fighting or struggling in the cab during the drive?


  A. No; the road was rather rough, and the noise of the wheels going over the stones would have prevented my hearing anything.


  Q. When the gentleman in the light coat got out did he appear disturbed?


  A. No; he was perfectly calm.


  Q. How could you tell that?


  A. Because the moon had risen, and I could see plainly.


  Q. Did you see his face then?


  A. No; his hat was pulled down over it. I only saw as much as I did when he entered the cab in Collins Street.


  Q. Were his clothes torn or disarranged in any way?


  A. No; the only difference I remarked in him was that his coat was buttoned.


  Q. And was it open when he got in?


  A. No; but it was when he was holding up the deceased.


  Q. Then he buttoned it before he came back and got into the cab?


  A. Yes. I suppose so.


  Q. What did he say when he got out of the cab on the St. Kilda Road?


  A. He said that the deceased would not let him take him home, and that he would walk back to Melbourne.


  Q. And you asked him where you were to drive the deceased to?


  A. Yes; and he said that the deceased lived either in Grey Street or Ackland Street, St. Kilda, but that the deceased would direct me at the Junction.


  Q. Did you not think that the deceased was too drunk to direct you?


  A. Yes, I did; but his friend said that the sleep and the shaking of the cab would sober him a bit by the time I got to the Junction.


  Q. The gentleman in the light coat apparently did not know where the deceased lived?


  A. No; he said it was either in Ackland Street or Grey Street.


  Q. Did you not think that curious?


  A. No; I thought he might be a club friend of the deceased.


  Q. For how long did the man in the light coat talk to you?


  A. About five minutes.


  Q. And during that time you heard no noise in the cab?


  A. No; I thought the deceased had gone to sleep.


  Q. And after the man in the light coat said “good-night” to the deceased, what happened?


  A. He lit a cigarette, gave me a half-sovereign, and walked off towards Melbourne.


  Q. Did you observe if the gentleman in the light coat had his handkerchief with him?


  A. Oh, yes; because he dusted his boots with it. The road was very dusty.


  Q. Did you notice any striking peculiarity about him?


  A. Well, no; except that he wore a diamond ring.


  Q. What was there peculiar about that?


  A. He wore it on the forefinger of the right hand, and I never saw it that way before.


  Q. When did you notice this?


  A. When he was lighting his cigarette.


  Q. How often did you call to the deceased when you got to the Junction?


  A. Three or four times. I then got down, and found he was quite dead.


  Q. How was he lying?


  A. He was doubled up in the far corner of the cab, very much in the same position as I left him when I put him in. His head was hanging on one side, and there was a handkerchief across his mouth. When I touched him he fell into the other corner of the cab, and then I found out he was dead. I immediately drove to the St. Kilda police station and told the police.


  At the conclusion of Royston’s evidence, during which Gorby had been continually taking notes, Robert Chinston was called. He deposed:—


  I am a duly qualified medical practitioner, residing in Collins Street East. I made a POST-MORTEM examination of the body of the deceased on Friday.


  Q. That was within a few hours of his death?


  A. Yes, judging from the position of the handkerchief and the presence of chloroform that the deceased had died from the effects of ANAESTHESIA, and knowing how rapidly the poison evaporates I made the examination at once.


  Coroner: Go on, sir.


  Dr. Chinston: Externally, the body was healthy-looking and well nourished. There were no marks of violence. The staining apparent at the back of the legs and trunk was due to POST-MORTEM congestion. Internally, the brain was hyperaemic, and there was a considerable amount of congestion, especially apparent in the superficial vessels. There was no brain disease. The lungs were healthy, but slightly congested. On opening the thorax there was a faint spirituous odour discernible. The stomach contained about a pint of completely digested food. The heart was flaccid. The right-heart contained a considerable quantity of dark, fluid blood. There was a tendency to fatty degeneration of that organ.


  I am of opinion that the deceased died from the inhalation of some such vapour as chloroform or methylene.


  Q. You say there was a tendency to fatty degeneration of the heart? Would that have anything to do with the death of deceased?


  A. Not of itself. But chloroform administered while the heart was in such a state would have a decided tendency to accelerate the fatal result. At the same time, I may mention that the POST-MORTEM signs of poisoning by chloroform are mostly negative.


  Dr. Chinston was then permitted to retire, and Clement Rankin, another hansom cabman, was called. He deposed: I am a cabman, living in Collingwood, and usually drive a hansom cab. I remember Thursday last. I had driven a party down to St. Kilda, and was returning about half-past one o’clock. A short distance past the Grammar School I was hailed by a gentleman in a light coat; he was smoking a cigarette, and told me to drive him to Powlett Street, East Melbourne. I did so, and he got out at the corner of Wellington Parade and Powlett Street. He paid me half-a-sovereign for my fare, and then walked up Powlett Street, while I drove back to town.


  Q. What time was it when you stopped at Powlett Street?


  A. Two o’clock exactly.


  Q. How do you know?


  A. Because it was a still night, and I heard the Post Office clock strike two o’clock.


  Q. Did you notice anything peculiar about the man in the light coat?


  A. No! He looked just the same as anyone else. I thought he was some swell of the town out for a lark. His hat was pulled down over his eyes, and I could not see his face.


  Q. Did you notice if he wore a ring?


  A. Yes! I did. When he was handing me the half-sovereign, I saw he had a diamond ring on the forefinger of his right hand.


  Q. He did not say why he was on the St. Kilda Road at such an hour?


  A. No! He did not.


  Clement Rankin was then ordered to stand down, and the Coroner then summed up in an address of half-an-hour’s duration. There was, he pointed out, no doubt that the death of the deceased had resulted not from natural causes, but from the effects of poisoning. Only slight evidence had been obtained up to the present time regarding the circumstances of the case, but the only person who could be accused of committing the crime was the unknown man who entered the cab with the deceased on Friday morning at the corner of the Scotch Church, near the Burke and Wills’ monument. It had been proved that the deceased, when he entered the cab, was, to all appearances, in good health, though in a state of intoxication, and the fact that he was found by the cabman, Royston, after the man in the light coat had left the cab, with a handkerchief, saturated with chloroform, tied over his mouth, would seem to show that he had died through the inhalation of chloroform, which had been deliberately administered. All the obtainable evidence in the case was circumstantial, but, nevertheless, showed conclusively that a crime had been committed. Therefore, as the circumstances of the case pointed to one conclusion, the jury could not do otherwise than frame a verdict in accordance with that conclusion.


  The jury retired at four o’clock, and, after an absence of a quarter of an hour, returned with the following verdict:—


  “That the deceased, whose name there is no evidence to determine, died on the 27th day of July, from the effects of poison, namely, chloroform, feloniously administered by some person unknown; and the jury, on their oaths, say that the said unknown person feloniously, wilfully, and maliciously did murder the said deceased.”


  Chapter III.

  One Hundred Pounds Reward
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  “Whereas, on Friday, the 27th day of July, the body of a man, name unknown, was found in a hansom cab. AND WHEREAS, at an inquest held at St. Kilda, on the 30th day of July, a verdict of wilful murder, against some person unknown, was brought in by the jury. The deceased is of medium height, with a dark complexion, dark hair, clean shaved, has a mole on the left temple, and was dressed in evening dress. Notice is hereby given that a reward of 100 pounds will be paid by the Government for such information as will lead to the conviction of the murderer, who is presumed to be a man who entered the hansom cab with the deceased at the corner of Collins and Russell Streets, on the morning of the 27th day of July.”


  Chapter IV.

  Mr. Gorby Makes a Start
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  “Well,” said Mr. Gorby, addressing his reflection in the looking-glass, “I’ve been finding out things these last twenty years, but this is a puzzler, and no mistake.”


  Mr. Gorby was shaving, and, as was his usual custom, conversed with his reflection. Being a detective, and of an extremely reticent disposition, he never talked outside about his business, or made a confidant of anyone. When he did want to unbosom himself, he retired to his bedroom and talked to his reflection in the mirror. This method of procedure he found to work capitally, for it relieved his sometimes overburdened mind with absolute security to himself. Did not the barber of Midas when he found out what was under the royal crown of his master, fret and chafe over his secret, until one morning he stole to the reeds by the river, and whispered, “Midas, has ass’s ears?” In the like manner Mr. Gorby felt a longing at times to give speech to his innermost secrets; and having no fancy for chattering to the air, he made his mirror his confidant. So far it had never betrayed him, while for the rest it joyed him to see his own jolly red face nodding gravely at him from out the shining surface, like a mandarin. This morning the detective was unusually animated in his confidences to his mirror. At times, too, a puzzled expression would pass over his face. The hansom cab murder had been placed in his hands for solution, and he was trying to think how he should make a beginning.


  “Hang it,” he said, thoughtfully stropping his razor, “a thing with an end must have a start, and if I don’t get the start how am I to get the end?”


  As the mirror did not answer this question, Mr. Gorby lathered his face, and started shaving in a somewhat mechanical fashion, for his thoughts were with the case, and ran on in this manner:—


  “Here’s a man—well, say a gentleman—who gets drunk, and, therefore, don’t know what he’s up to. Another gent who is on the square comes up and sings out for a cab for him—first he says he don’t know him, and then he shows plainly he does—he walks away in a temper, changes his mind, comes back and gets into the cab, after telling the cabby to drive down to St. Kilda. Then he polishes the drunk one off with chloroform, gets out of the cab, jumps into another, and after getting out at Powlett Street, vanishes—that’s the riddle I’ve got to find out, and I don’t think the Sphinx ever had a harder one. There are three things to be discovered—First, who is the dead man? Second, what was he killed for? And third, who did it?


  “Once I get hold of the first the other two won’t be very hard to find out, for one can tell pretty well from a man’s life whether it’s to anyone’s interest that he should be got off the books. The man that murdered that chap must have had some strong motive, and I must find out what that motive was. Love? No, it wasn’t that—men in love don’t go to such lengths in real life—they do in novels and plays, but I’ve never seen it occurring in my experience. Robbery? No, there was plenty of money in his pocket. Revenge? Now, really it might be that—it’s a kind of thing that carries most people further than they want to go. There was no violence used, for his clothes weren’t torn, so he must have been taken sudden, and before he knew what the other chap was up to. By the way, I don’t think I examined his clothes sufficiently, there might be something about them to give a clue; at any rate it’s worth looking after, so I’ll start with his clothes.”


  So Mr. Gorby, having dressed and breakfasted, walked quickly to the police station, where he asked for the clothes of the deceased to be shown to him. When he received them he retired into a corner, and commenced an exhaustive examination of them.


  There was nothing remarkable about the coat. It was merely a well-cut and well-made dress coat; so with a grunt of dissatisfaction Mr. Gorby threw it aside, and picked up the waistcoat. Here he found something to interest him, in the shape of a pocket made on the left-hand side and on the inside, of the garment.


  “Now, what the deuce is this for?” said Mr. Gorby, scratching his head; “it ain’t usual for a dress waistcoat to have a pocket on its inside as I’m aware of; and,” continued the detective, greatly excited, “this ain’t tailor’s work, he did it himself, and jolly badly he did it too. Now he must have taken the trouble to make this pocket himself, so that no one else would know anything about it, and it was made to carry something valuable—so valuable that he had to carry it with him even when he wore evening clothes. Ah! here’s a tear on the side nearest the outside of the waistcoat; something has been pulled out roughly. I begin to see now. The dead man possessed something which the other man wanted, and which he knew the dead one carried about with him. He sees him drunk, gets into the cab with him, and tries to get what he wants. The dead man resists, upon which the other kills him by means of the chloroform which he had with him, and being afraid that the cab will stop, and he will be found out, snatches what he wants out of the pocket so quickly that he tears the waistcoat and then makes off. That’s clear enough, but the question is, What was it he wanted? A case with jewels? No! It could not have been anything so bulky, or the dead man would never have carried it about inside his waistcoat. It was something flat, which could easily lie in the pocket—a paper—some valuable paper which the assassin wanted, and for which he killed the other.”


  “This is all very well,” said Mr. Gorby, throwing down the waistcoat, and rising. “I have found number two before number one. The first question is: Who is the murdered man. He’s a stranger in Melbourne, that’s pretty clear, or else some one would have been sure to recognise him before now by the description given in the reward. Now, I wonder if he has any relations here? No, he can’t, or else they would have made enquiries, before this. Well, there’s one thing certain, he must have had a landlady or landlord, unless he slept in the open air. He can’t have lived in an hotel, as the landlord of any hotel in Melbourne would have recognised him from the description, especially when the whole place is ringing with the murder. Private lodgings more like, and a landlady who doesn’t read the papers and doesn’t gossip, or she’d have known all about it by this time. Now, if he did live, as I think, in private lodgings, and suddenly disappeared, his landlady wouldn’t keep quiet. It’s a whole week since the murder, and as the lodger has not been seen or heard of, the landlady will naturally make enquiries. If, however, as I surmise, the lodger is a stranger, she will not know where to enquire; therefore, under these circumstances, the most natural thing for her to do would be to advertise for him, so I’ll have a look at the newspapers.”


  Mr. Gorby got a file of the different newspapers, and looked carefully through those columns in which missing friends and people who will hear “something to their advantage” are generally advertised for.


  “He was murdered,” said Mr. Gorby to himself, “on a Friday morning, between one and two o’clock, so he might stay away till Monday without exciting any suspicion. On Monday, however, the landlady would begin to feel uneasy, and on Tuesday she would advertise for him. Therefore,” said Mr. Gorby, running his fat finger down the column, “Wednesday it is.”


  It did not appear in Wednesday’s paper, neither did it in Thursday’s, but in Friday’s issue, exactly one week after the murder, Mr. Gorby suddenly came upon the following advertisement:—


  “If Mr. Oliver Whyte does not return to Possum Villa, Grey Street, St. Kilda, before the end of the week, his rooms will be let again.— Rubina Hableton.”


  “Oliver Whyte,” repeated Mr. Gorby slowly, “and the initials on the pocket-handkerchief which was proved to have belonged to the deceased were ‘O.W.’ So his name is Oliver Whyte, is it? Now, I wonder if Rubina Hableton knows anything about this matter. At any rate,” said Mr. Gorby, putting on his hat, “as I’m fond of sea breezes, I think I’ll go down, and call at Possum Villa, Grey Street, St. Kilda.”


  Chapter V.

  Mrs. Hamilton Unbosoms Herself
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  Mrs. Hableton was a lady with a grievance, as anybody who happened to become acquainted with her, soon found out. It is Beaconsfield who says, in one of his novels, that no one is so interesting as when he is talking about himself; and, judging Mrs. Hableton by this statement, she was an extremely fascinating individual, as she never by any chance talked upon any other subject. What was the threat of a Russian invasion to her so long as she had her special grievance—once let that be removed, and she would have time to attend to such minor details as affected the colony.


  Mrs. Hableton’s particular grievance was want of money. Not by any means an uncommon one, you might remind her; but she snappishly would tell you that “she knowd that, but some people weren’t like other people.” In time one came to learn what she meant by this. She had come to the Colonies in the early days—days when the making of money in appreciable quantity was an easier matter than it is now. Owing to a bad husband, she had failed to save any. The late Mr. Hableton—for he had long since departed this life—had been addicted to alcohol, and at those times when he should have been earning, he was usually to be found in a drinking shanty spending his wife’s earnings in “shouting” for himself and his friends. The constant drinking, and the hot Victorian climate, soon carried him off, and when Mrs. Hableton had seen him safely under the ground in the Melbourne Cemetery, she returned home to survey her position, and see how it could be bettered. She gathered together a little money from the wreck of her fortune, and land being cheap, purchased a small “section” at St. Kilda, and built a house on it. She supported herself by going out charing, taking in sewing, and acting as a sick nurse, So, among this multiplicity of occupations, she managed to exist fairly well.


  And in truth it was somewhat hard upon Mrs. Hableton. For at the time when she should have been resting and reaping the fruit of her early industry, she was obliged to toil more assiduously than ever. It was little consolation to her that she was but a type of many women, who, hardworking and thrifty themselves, are married to men who are nothing but an incubus to their wives and to their families. Small wonder, then, that Mrs. Hableton should condense all her knowledge of the male sex into the one bitter aphorism, “Men is brutes.”


  Possum Villa was an unpretentious-looking place, with one bow-window and a narrow verandah in front. It was surrounded by a small garden in which were a few sparse flowers—the especial delight of Mrs. Hableton. It was her way to tie an old handkerchief round her head and to go out into the garden and dig and water her beloved flowers until, from sheer desperation at the overwhelming odds, they gave up all attempt to grow. She was engaged in this favourite occupation about a week after her lodger had gone. She wondered where he was.


  “Lyin’ drunk in a public-‘ouse, I’ll be bound,” she said, viciously pulling up a weed, “a-spendin’ ‘is, rent and a-spilin’ ‘is inside with beer—ah, men is brutes, drat ‘em!”


  Just as she said this, a shadow fell across the garden, and on looking up, she saw a man leaning over the fence, staring at her.


  “Git out,” she said, sharply, rising from her knees and shaking her trowel at the intruder. “I don’t want no apples to-day, an’ I don’t care how cheap you sells ‘em.”


  Mrs. Hableton evidently laboured under the delusion that the man was a hawker, but seeing no hand-cart with him, she changed her mind.


  “You’re takin’ a plan of the ‘ouse to rob it, are you?” she said. “Well, you needn’t, ‘cause there ain’t nothin’ to rob, the silver spoons as belonged to my father’s mother ‘avin’ gone down my ‘usband’s, throat long ago, an’ I ain’t ‘ad money to buy more. I’m a lone pusson as is put on by brutes like you, an’ I’ll thank you to leave the fence I bought with my own ‘ard earned money alone, and git out.”


  Mrs. Hableton stopped short for want of breath, and stood shaking her trowel, and gasping like a fish out of water.


  “My dear lady,” said the man at the fence, mildly, “are you—”


  “No, I ain’t,” retorted Mrs. Hableton, fiercely, “I ain’t neither a member of the ‘Ouse, nor a school teacher, to answer your questions. I’m a woman as pays my rates an’ taxes, and don’t gossip nor read yer rubbishin’ newspapers, nor care for the Russings, no how, so git out.”


  “Don’t read the papers?” repeated the man, in a satisfied tone, “ah! that accounts for it.”


  Mrs. Hableton stared suspiciously at the intruder. He was a burly-looking man, with a jovial red face, clean shaven, and his sharp, shrewd-looking grey eyes twinkled like two stars. He was well-dressed in a suit of light clothes, and wore a stiffly-starched white waistcoat, with a massive gold chain stretched across it. Altogether he gave Mrs. Hableton finally the impression of being a well-to-do tradesman, and she mentally wondered what he wanted.


  “What d’y want?” she asked, abruptly.


  “Does Mr. Oliver Whyte live here?” asked the stranger.


  “He do, an’ he don’t,” answered Mrs. Hableton, epigrammatically. “I ain’t seen ‘im for over a week, so I s’pose ‘e’s gone on the drink, like the rest of ‘em, but I’ve put sumthin’ in the paper as ‘ill pull him up pretty sharp, and let ‘im know I ain’t a carpet to be trod on, an’ if you’re a friend of ‘im, you can tell ‘im from me ‘e’s a brute, an’ it’s no more but what I expected of ‘im, ‘e bein’ a male.”


  The stranger waited placidly during the outburst, and Mrs. Hableton, having stopped for want of breath, he interposed, quietly—


  “Can I speak to you for a few moments?”


  “An’ who’s a-stoppin’ of you?” said Mrs. Hableton, defiantly. “Go on with you, not as I expects the truth from a male, but go on.”


  “Well, really,” said the other, looking up at the cloudless blue sky, and wiping his face with a gaudy red silk pocket-handkerchief, “it is rather hot, you know, and—”


  Mrs. Hableton did not give him time to finish, but walking to the gate, opened it with a jerk.


  “Use your legs and walk in,” she said, and the stranger having done so, she led the way into the house, and into a small neat sitting-room, which seemed to overflow with antimacassars, wool mats, and wax flowers. There were also a row of emu eggs on the mantelpiece, a cutlass on the wall, and a grimy line of hard-looking little books, set in a stiff row on a shelf, presumably for ornament, for their appearance in no way tempted one to read them.


  The furniture was of horsehair, and everything was hard and shiny, so when the stranger sat down in the slippery-looking arm-chair that Mrs. Hableton pushed towards him; he could not help thinking it had been stuffed with stones, it felt so cold and hard. The lady herself sat opposite to him in another hard chair, and having taken the handkerchief off her head, folded it carefully, laid it on her lap, and then looked straight at her unexpected visitor.


  “Now then,” she said, letting her mouth fly open so rapidly that it gave one the impression that it was moved by strings like a marionette, “Who are you? what are you? and what do you want?”


  The stranger put his red silk handkerchief into his hat, placed it on the table, and answered deliberately—


  “My name is Gorby. I am a detective. I want Mr. Oliver Whyte.”


  “He ain’t here,” said Mrs. Hableton, thinking that Whyte had got into trouble, and was in danger of arrest.


  “I know that,” answered Mr. Gorby.


  “Then where is ‘e?”


  Mr. Gorby answered abruptly, and watched the effect of his words.


  “He is dead.”


  Mrs. Hableton grew pale, and pushed back her chair. “No,” she cried, “he never killed ‘im, did ‘e?”


  “Who never killed him?” queried Mr. Gorby, sharply.


  Mrs. Hableton evidently knew more than she intended to say, for, recovering herself with a violent effort, she answered evasively—


  “He never killed himself.”


  Mr. Gorby looked at her keenly, and she returned his gaze with a defiant stare.


  “Clever,” muttered the detective to himself; “knows something more than she chooses to tell, but I’ll get it out of her.” He paused a moment, and then went on smoothly:


  “Oh, no! he did not commit suicide; what makes you think so?” Mrs. Hableton did not answer, but, rising from her seat, went over to a hard and shiny-looking sideboard, from whence she took a bottle of brandy and a small wine-glass. Half filling the glass, she drank it off, and returned to her seat.


  “I don’t take much of that stuff,” she said, seeing the detective’s eyes fixed curiously on her, “but you ‘ave given me such a turn that I must take something to steady my nerves; what do you want me to do?”


  “Tell me all you know,” said Mr. Gorby, keeping his eyes fixed on her face.


  “Where was Mr. Whyte killed?” she asked.


  “He was murdered in a hansom cab on the St. Kilda Road.”


  “In the open street?” she asked in a startled tone.


  “Yes, in the open street.”


  “Ah!” she drew a long breath, and closed her lips, firmly. Mr. Gorby said nothing. He saw that she was deliberating whether or not to speak, and a word from him might seal her lips, so, like a wise man, he kept silent. He obtained his reward sooner than he expected.


  “Mr. Gorby,” she said at length, “I ‘ave ‘ad a ‘ard struggle all my life, which it came along of a bad husband, who was a brute and a drunkard, so, God knows, I ain’t got much inducement to think well of the lot of you, but—murder,” she shivered slightly, though the room was quite warm, “I didn’t think of that.”


  “In connection with whom?”


  “Mr. Whyte, of course,” she answered, hurriedly.


  “And who else?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “Then there is nobody else?”


  “Well, I don’t know—I’m not sure.”


  The detective was puzzled.


  “What do you mean?” he asked.


  “I will tell you all I know,” said Mrs. Hableton, “an’ if ‘e’s innocent, God will ‘elp ‘im.”


  “If who is innocent?”


  “I’ll tell you everythin’ from the start,” said Mrs. Hableton, “an’ you can judge for yourself.”


  Mr. Gorby assented, and she began:


  “It’s only two months ago since I decided to take in lodgers; but charin’s ‘ard work, and sewin’s tryin’ for the eyes, So, bein’ a lone woman, ‘avin’ bin badly treated by a brute, who is now dead, which I was allays a good wife to ‘im, I thought lodgers ‘ud ‘elp me a little, so I put a notice in the paper, an’ Mr. Oliver Whyte took the rooms two months ago.”


  “What was he like?”


  “Not very tall, dark face, no whiskers nor moustache, an’ quite the gentleman.”


  “Anything peculiar about him?”


  Mrs. Hableton thought for a moment.


  “Well,” she said at length, “he ‘ad a mole on his left temple, but it was covered with ‘is ‘air, an’ few people ‘ud ‘ave seen it.”


  “The very man,” said Gorby to himself, “I’m on the right path.”


  “Mr. Whyte said ‘e ‘ad just come from England,” went on the woman.


  “Which,” thought Mr. Gorby, “accounts for the corpse not being recognised by friends.”


  “He took the rooms, an’ said ‘e’d stay with me for six months, an’ paid a week’s rent in advance, an’ ‘e allays paid up reg’ler like a respectable man, tho’ I don’t believe in ‘em myself. He said ‘e’d lots of friends, an’ used to go out every night.”


  “Who were his friends?”


  “That I can’t tell you, for ‘e were very close, an’ when ‘e went out of doors I never knowd where ‘e went, which is jest like ‘em; for they ses they’re goin’ to work, an’ you finds ‘em in the beershop. Mr. Whyte told me ‘e was a-goin’ to marry a heiress, ‘e was.”


  “Ah!” interjected Mr. Gorby, sapiently.


  “He ‘ad only one friend as I ever saw—a Mr. Moreland—who comed ‘ere with ‘m, an’ was allays with ‘im—brother-like.”


  “What is this Mr. Moreland like?”


  “Good-lookin’ enough,” said Mrs. Hableton sourly, “but ‘is ‘abits weren’t as good as ‘is face—‘andsom is as ‘andsom does, is what I ses.”


  “I wonder if he knows anything about this affair,” thought Gorby to himself “Where is Mr. Moreland to be found?” he asked.


  “Not knowin’, can’t tell,” retorted the landlady, “‘e used to be ‘ere reg’lar, but I ain’t seen ‘im for over a week.”


  “Strange! very!” said Gorby, shaking his head. “I should like to see this Mr. Moreland. I suppose it’s probable he’ll call again?”


  “‘Abit bein’ second nature I s’pose he will,” answered the woman, “‘e might call at any time, mostly ‘avin’ called at night.”


  “Ah! then I’ll come down this evening on chance of seeing him,” replied the detective. “Coincidences happen in real life as well as in novels, and the gentleman in question may turn up in the nick of time. Now, what else about Mr. Whyte?”


  “About two weeks ago, or three, I’m not cert’in which, a gentleman called to see Mr. Whyte; ‘e was very tall, and wore a light coat.”


  “Ah! a morning coat?”


  “No! ‘e was in evenin’ dress, and wore a light coat over it, an’ a soft ‘at.”


  “The very man,” said the detective below his breath; “go on.”


  “He went into Mr. Whyte’s room, an’ shut the door. I don’t know how long they were talkin’ together; but I was sittin’ in this very room and heard their voices git angry, and they were a-swearin’ at one another, which is the way with men, the brutes. I got up and went into the passage in order to ask ‘em not to make such a noise, when Mr. Whyte’s door opens, an’ the gentleman in the light coat comes out, and bangs along to the door. Mr. Whyte ‘e comes to the door of ‘is room, an’ ‘e ‘ollers out. ‘She is mine; you can’t do anything; an’ the other turns with ‘is ‘and on the door an’ says, ‘I can kill you, an’ if you marry ‘er I’ll do it, even in the open street.’”


  “Ah!” said Mr. Gorby, drawing a long breath, “and then?”


  “Then he bangs the door to, which it’s never shut easy since, an’ I ain’t got no money to get it put right, an’ Mr. Whyte walks back to his room, laughing.”


  “Did he make any remark to you?”


  “No; except he’d been worried by a loonatic.”


  “And what was the stranger’s name?”


  “That I can’t tell you, as Mr. Whyte never told me. He was very tall, with a fair moustache, an’ dressed as I told you.”


  Mr. Gorby was satisfied.


  “That is the man,” he said to himself, “who got into the hansom cab, and murdered Whyte; there’s no doubt of it! Whyte and he were rivals for the heiress.”


  “What d’y think of it?” said Mrs. Hableton curiously.


  “I think,” said Mr. Gorby slowly, with his eyes fixed on her, “I think that there is a woman at the bottom of this crime.”


  Chapter VI.

  Mr. Gorby Makes Further Discoveries
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  When Mr. Gorby left Possum Villa no doubt remained in his mind as to who had committed the murder. The gentleman in the light coat had threatened to murder Whyte, even in the open street—these last words being especially significant—and there was no doubt that he had carried out his threat. The committal of the crime was merely the fulfilment of the words uttered in anger. What the detective had now to do was to find who the gentleman in the light coat was, where he lived, and, that done, to ascertain his doings on the night of the murder. Mrs. Hableton had described him, but was ignorant of his name, and her very vague description might apply to dozens of young men in Melbourne. There was only one person who, in Mr. Gorby’s opinion, could tell the name of the gentleman in the light coat, and that was Moreland, the intimate friend of the dead man. They appeared, from the landlady’s description, to have been so friendly that it was more than likely Whyte would have told Moreland all about his angry visitor. Besides, Moreland’s knowledge of his dead friend’s life and habits might be able to supply information on two points, namely, who was most likely to gain by Whyte’s death, and who the heiress was that the deceased boasted he would marry. But the fact that Moreland should be ignorant of his friend’s tragic death, notwithstanding that the papers were full of it, and that the reward gave an excellent description of his personal appearance, greatly puzzled Gorby.


  The only way in which to account for Moreland’s extraordinary silence was that he was out of town, and had neither seen the papers nor heard anyone talking about the murder. If this were the case he might either stay away for an indefinite time or return after a few days. At all events it was worth while going down to St. Kilda in the evening on the chance that Moreland might have returned to town, and would call to see his friend. So, after his tea, Mr. Gorby put on his hat, and went down to Possum Villa, on what he could not help acknowledging to himself was a very slender possibility.


  Mrs. Hableton opened the door for him, and in silence led the way, not into her own sitting-room, but into a much more luxuriously furnished apartment, which Gorby guessed at once was that of Whyte’s. He looked keenly round the room, and his estimate of the dead man’s character was formed at once.


  “Fast,” he said to himself, “and a spendthrift. A man who would have his friends, and possibly his enemies, among a very shady lot of people.”


  What led Mr. Gorby to this belief was the evidence which surrounded him of Whyte’s mode of life. The room was well furnished, the furniture being covered with dark-red velvet, while the curtains on the windows and the carpet were all of the same somewhat sombre hue.


  “I did the thing properly,” observed Mrs. Hableton, with a satisfactory smile on her hard face. “When you wants young men to stop with you, the rooms must be well furnished, an’ Mr. Whyte paid well, tho’ ‘e was rather pertickler about ‘is food, which I’m only a plain cook, an’ can’t make them French things which spile the stomach.”


  The globes of the gas lamps were of a pale pink colour, and Mrs. Hableton having lit the gas in expectation of Mr. Gorby’s arrival, there was a soft roseate hue through the room. Mr. Gorby put his hands in his capacious pockets, and strolled leisurely
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