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1 know that you are going to play the Philidor de-
fense to the King's Knight's Opening, I do not risk
being forced into the Petroff, which I dislike. But
in playing an unknown quantity, I must analyze
every position like a problem, and guard against all
possibilities. It takes a great genius and a lifetime’s
devotion to play the latter game. But so long as I
can read your motive in a move, so long I can con-
tent myself with guarding that one line. Should
you make a move whose object I cannot see, I am
compelled to take a fresh view of the board. and
analyze the position as if I were called upon to ac-
judicate an unfinished game.”

“That’s exceedingly interesting.
on my game, law.”

“I was about to venture a remark upon that point.
I was fortunate enough to be present at the trnal of
Ezra Robinson, and I cannot compliment you too high-
ly on the excellence of your defense. But, as you will
be the first to admit, his acquittal was no solution of
the question, “Who killed Marsden?’ Still less does
it tell us who killed Mrs. Robinson exactly one year
later.”

“Do you know the solution?”

“No; but I can show you on what lines to attack
the mystery.”

“I wish vou would.”

“T may be tedious.”

“Impossible. You have beaten me so abominably
at chess that T am all on fire to learn more from
watching the working of your intellect.”

“Intellect is our weakest weapon. This world is
run upon ‘inflexible intellectual guiders,’ as Zoro-
aster put it, but it was ‘the will of the Father,’ as
he also explained, which laid down those laws which
we call laws of nature, but, as Kant has shown, are
really no more than the laws of our own minds.
The universe is a phenomenon of love under will, a
mystic and poetic creation, and the intellect only
stands to it as mere scansion does to poetry.”

“It is at least a charming theory.”

“It works, Sir Richard. Let us apply our frail
powers to this Marsden mystery. Let us take the
second murder first, because it is apparently the
more abstruse. We have no clues and no motives to
mislead us. True, Robinson had a strong interest
in his wife’s death—yet not only does he prove an
alibi, but he vanishes for ever! If, as we might imag-
ine, he had hired a knave to do the job, he would
have kept in sight, pretended decent grief, and so on.
Of course, as has been suggested, he may himself
have come to some sudden end; but if that be so,
it is a marvelous coincidence indeed. No! We are
forced to believe him guiltless, of this second murder
at least. Consequently, having eliminated the only
person with a motive, we are thrown back upon the
master’'s way of playing chess, pure analysis. (Notice
how Tchigorin handicapped himself by his fancy for
that second move, queen to king's second, and
Steinitz by his pawn to queen’s third in the Ruy
Lopez, Their opponents got a line on them at once,
and saved themselves infinite trouble.) Pardon the
digression. Now then, let us look at this second
murder again. What is the most striking fact about
it? This, that it was committed by a person with a
complete contradiction in his mind. He is so astute
that he leaves no clue of any sort: there has not
even been any arrest. If he did the first murder
also, it shows that he is capable of turning the same

It bears rather

trick twice. In short, we see a man of first-class
mind, or rather intellect, for we must assume a lack
of moral sense. A man, in fact, with a mind like
your own; for since this afternoon’s exploit, I
imagine you will not claim to be scrupulous.”

*You saw through the trick?”

“Naturally ; you knew you had no case, so you pre-
ferred to lose on a foul, and claim a moral victory.”

*Good for you!"

“Well, this same first-rate intellect is in another
respect so feeble that the man takes pleasure, or
finds satisfaction, in arranging his crime on a sig-
nificant date. He must be the sort of man that takes
precautions against witches on Walpurgis Night!”

“Jove, that's a good point. Never struck me!”

“Well, frankly, it doesn’t strike me now. There
are men with such blind spots, no doubt; but it is
easier for me to think that the murderer, with plenty
of nights to choose from, chose that one in particu~
lar with the idea of leading people astray—of playing
on their sense of romance and mystery—of exploiting
their love of imaginative detective stories!”

“If so, the point is once more in favor of his in-
tellect.”

“Exactly. But now we are going to narrow the
circle. Who is there in whose mind the date of the
first murder was so vivid that such a stratagem
would occur to him?"”

“Well, there are many. Myself, for example!”

Iff began to set up the pieces for another game.

“We must eliminate you,” he said, after a few mo-
ments of silence, “you lawyers forget your cases as
soon as they are over.”

“Besides, I had no possible motive.”

“Oh, that is nothing in the case. You are a rich
man, and would never do a murder for greed: you
are a cold-blooded man, and would never kill for
revenge or jealousy; and these things place you
apart from the common run of men, Still, I believe
suclh: as you perfectly capable of murder; there are
seven deadly sins, not two; why should you not kill,
for example, from some motive like pride?”

“I take pride in aiding the administration of jus-
tice. My ambition is a Parliamentary career.”

“Come,” said Iff, “all this is a digression; we had
better play chess. Let me try at Blackburne’s
odds!" Iff won the game. “You know,” he said,
as Fioulkes overturned his king in sign of surrender,
“whoever killed Mrs. Robinson, if I read his type
of mind aright, has left his queen en prise, after all.
There is a very nasty gap in the defenses. He killed
the woman from no common motive; he has there-
fore always to be on his guard against equally un-
common men. Suppose Capablanca dropped into the
club, and challenged me to a game, how should I
feel if I had any pride in beating you? There may
be some one hunting him who is as superior intel-
lectually to him as he is to the police. And there’s a
worse threat: he probably took the precaution of
killing the old woman in her sleep. He could have
no conscience, no remorse. But he would have ex-
perience in his own person that such monsters as
himself were at large ; therefore, I ask you, how does
he know, every night, that some one will not kill
him in his sleep?”

Ffoulkes called the waiter, and asked Iff to join
him in a drink. “No, thank you,” returned the old
man, “playing chess is the only type of pleasure I
dare permit myself.”

At this moment Flynn came into the club, and greet-



