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A NEW BOOK-LENGTH DETECTIVE THRILLER—

featuring J. G. REEDER.

Chapter 1.
DOPE !
N the dusk of the evening the waterman
I brought his skiff under the overshadow-
ing hull of the Baltic steamer and rested
on his oars, the little boat rising and fall-
ing gently in the swell of the river. A
grimy, unshaven, second officer looked down
from the open porthole and spat thought-
fully into the water. Apparently he did not
see the swarthy-faced waterman with the
tuft of grey beard, and as apparently the
waterman was oblivious of his appearance.
Presently the unshaven man with the faded
gold band on the wrist of his shabby jacket
drew in His head and shoulders and disap-
peared.
i A few seconds later a square wooden
case heaved through the port and fell with

a splash in the water. For a moment one
sharp cormer was in sight, then it sank
slowly beneath the yellow flood. A small
black buoy bobbed up, and the waterman
watehed it with interest. To the buoy was
attached a stout cord, and the cord was
fastened to the case. He waited, moving
his oars slowly, until the buoy was on the
point of being sucked out of sight; then,
with a turn of his wrist, he hooked an oar
under the cord—literally hooked, for at the
end of the short blade was a little steel
crook.

Pushing the boat forward, he reached for
the buoy and drew this into the stern
sheets, fastened the cord round a wooden
pin, and, lifting his oars, allowed the tide
to earry him under the steamer’s stern.
Anchored in midstream was a dingy-looking

barge and towards this he guided the skiff¥
A heavily built young man came from the
aft deck of the barge, and, reaching down
a boathook, drew the skiff alongside. The
swarthy man held on to the side of the
barge, whilst the boathook was transferred
to the taut line astern. The younger man
did no more than fasten the soaking cord
to a small bight. By this time the occupant
of the skiff was on board. :
“Nobody about, Ligsey?” he asked
grufily. -
“Nobody, cap’n,” said the younger man.
The eaptain said nething more, but
walked to the deck-house astern and disap-
peared down the companion-way, pulling
the hateh close after him. There he stayed
till the estuary was a black void punctured
with dim chips’ lights.
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When Mr. Reeder arrived at Shadwick Lane, he found
a police cordon keeping back the crowd. Inspector
Gaylor conducted him to the scene of the murder.

INCRIMSON

"EDGAR. WALLACE

. Ligsey went forward to where his youth-
ful assistant sat on an overturned bucket,
softly playing a mouth-organ. He stopped
being musical -long enough to remark that
the tide was turning.

“We going up to-night?’’ he asked.

Ligsey nodded. He had already heard
the chuff-chuff of the motor in the stern of
the barge, where the skipper was starting it.

“What we hangin’ around here for?”
asked the youth curiomsly. “We’ve missed
one tide—we could have been up to Green-
wich by mow. Why don’t Captain Atty-
mar

“Mind your own business!”
mate.

He heard the swarthy man
and went aft.

growled the

calling him

“We'll get that case in and stow it,” he
said in a low voice. “I left a place in the
bricks.”

Together they pulled gingerly at the cord
and brought the square, soaked packing-
case to sight. Ligsey leaned over and
gripped it with an instrumeat like a pair of
Luge ice-tongs, and the dripping case was
brought to the narrow deck and stowed
expeditiously in the well of the barge.

The Allenuna invariably carried bricks
between a little yard on the Essex coast and
Tenny’s Wharf. Everybody on the river
knew her for an erratic and a dangerous-
steering craft. The loud chuffing of her
engine was an offence. Even nippy tug-
boats gave her yawing bows a. wide berth.

The boy was called aft to take charge of
the engine, and Ligsey took the tiller. It

was five o’clock on a spring morning when
she came to Tenny's Wharf, which is at
Rotherhithe.

As a wharfage it had few qualitics attrac-
tive to the least fastidious of bargees. It
consisted of a confined space with room for
two builders’ lorries to be backed side by
side (though it reguired some manceuvring
to bring them into position), and the shabby
little house where Joe Attymar lived.

Through the weather-beaten gate, which
opened at intervals to admit the builders’
carts, was Shadwick Lane. It had none of
the picturesque character of the slum it
used to be, when its houses were of wood
and water-butts stood in every back-yard.
Nowadays it conmsists of four walils, two on
either side of the street. Bridgiang each
pair is an inveried “V ” of slate, cailed
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2 roof, and at frequent intervals there are
four red chimney-pots set on a small, square,
brick tower. These denote roughly where
lateral walls divide one hutch from another.
Each partition is called a ‘“house,” for
which people pay rent when they can afford
it. The walls which face the street have
three windows and a doorway to each divi-
sion,

Joe Attymar’s house did not properly stand
in the lane at all, and Shadwick Lane was
only remotely interested in the barge-
master, for the curious reason that he could
reach his house and yard by Shadwick
Passage, a tortuous alley that threaded a
way between innumerable back-yards and,
under the shadow of a high warehouse, to
Tooley Street. Year after year the swarthy
man with the little iron-grey beard and the
shaggy eyebrows brought his barge up - the
river, always with a cargo of bricks. And
invariably the barge went down empty and
without his presence; for, for some reason,
there was mneither passenger mor skipper on
the down-river trip.

This fact was unknown to the people of
Shadwick Lane. They were even unaware
that Joe Attymar did not sleep in his house
more than one night every month. - They
knew, of course, from the muddy old motor-
car that he drove through the wide gates
occasionally, that he went abroad, but
guessed that he was engaged in the legiti-
mate business of lighterman.

There are certain minor problems, which
from time to time cause the chiefs of Scot-
land Yard to move uneasily and impatiently
in their padded chairs and say to their
immediate subordinates “Do something.”
Mr. Attymar, though he was blissfully un-
aware of the fact, was one of those minor
problems.

There are gaming houses which harass
the police, queer little clubs, and other
sstablishments less easy to write about in
1 reputable magazine, but Mr. Attymar was
not associated with one of these. Such
problems are, in one shape or another,
perennial; occasionally they grow acute;
and just at that moment the question of
systematic smuggling was worrying Scot-
tand Yard considerably.

Chief Constable Mason sent for Inspector
Gaylor.

“They’ve pulled’ in a fellow who was
peddling dope in Lisle Street last might,”
he said. . “You might see him after his
remand. I have an idea he will squeak.”

But the man in question was no squeaker,
though he had certainly given that impres-
sion when he was taken red-handed. He
said enough, however, to the patient detec-
tive to suggest that he might say more.

“All that I could find out,” said Gaylor,
‘“is that this selling organisation is nearly
fool-proof. The gang that we rushed last
year isn’t handling the output, but I'm
satisfied that it still has the same governor.”

“Get him,” said the chief, who was in
the habit of asking for miracles in the same
tone as he asked for his afternoon tea.

And then a thought struck him.

“Go along and see Reeder. The Public
Prosecutor was telling me to-day that
Reeder is available for any extra work. He
may be able to help, anyway.”

Later, when Mr. Reeder heard the request,
he sighed, and shock his head.

“I'm afraid it is rather—um—outside my
line of business. Dope? There used to be
a man named Moodle. It may not have
been his mame, but he had associations
with these wretched people—"’

“Moodle, whose name was Sam Oschki-
linski, has been dead nearly a year,” said
Gaylor.

“Dear said Mr. in the

me !”’ Reeder,

A grimy, unshaven, second officer
peered suspiciously from the porthole.

hushed voice appropriate to one who has
lost a dear friend. “Of what did he die?”

“Loss of breath,” said Gaylor vulgarly.

Mr. Reeder knew nothing more that he
could recall about dope merchants.

“Haven’t you some record on your files?”
suggested Gaylor.

“I mever keep files, except—um—nail-
files,” said Mr. Reeder.

“Perhaps,” suggested Gaylor, “one of
your peculiar friends 5

“I have no friends,” said Mr. Reeder.

But here he did not speak the exact truth.

He was cursed with a community spirit
and he had a tremendous sense of neigh-
bourly - obligations. = Especially would he
give up valuable time to diagnosing and
curing the mysterious diseases which
attacked the chickens in Brockley Road.

Mr. Reeder was an authority on poultry;
he knew exactly why hens droop and
cockerels combs go pink. He had a mar-
vellous chicken farm in Kent—mnot large,
but rare. Noble lords and ladies consulted
him before they exhibited their birds. He
could wash and dry living chickens for the
bench; the Poultry Show at the Crystal
Palace was an event to which Mr. Reeder
look]:,d forward for eleven months and two
weceks.

He would stand in his back garden for
hours discussing with the man next door
the. eccentricities of laying hens, and his
acquaintance with Johnny Southers began
in a fowl-house. Johnny lived three doors
from Mr. Reeder. He was rather a nice
young man, fair-haired and good-looking.
He had in Mr. Reeder’s eyes the overwhelm-
ing advantage of being a very poor' con-
versationalist.

Anna Welford lived in the house oppo-
site, so that it may be said that the scene
was set for the curious tragedy of Joe
Attymar on a very small stage.

It was through the unromantic question
of a disease which attacked Johnny
Southers’ prize Wyandottes that Mr. Reeder
met Anna. She happened. to be in the
Southers’ back garden when Mr. Reeder
was engaged in his diagnosis. She was a
slim girl, rather dark, with amazing brown
eyes. Her father was a retired fish mer-
chant, who had made a lot of money, and
had sent her to a high-class school at
Brighton, where ladies ave taught to ride
astride, use lipstick and adore the heroes
of Hollywood.

- In some respects

Lier education had been
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neglected, for she returned to the dullness
of Brockley a very same, well-balanced
young lady.

She did not find Brockley a “hole.” She
did~not smoke or do anything which made
life worth living, but settled down to the
humdrum of a stuffy home as though she
had never shared a room with an earl’s
daughter or played hockey against an all.
England team.

Johnny did not fall in love with her at
first sight. He had known her since she
was so high; when he was a boy she was
endurable to him. As a young man he
thought her views on life were sound. He
discovered he was in love with her as le
discovered he was taller than his father. It
was a subject for surprise.

It was brought home to him when Mr.
Clive Desboyne called in his glittering
coupé, to take Anna to a dinner-dance. He
resented Mr. Desboyne’s easy assurance, the
proprietorial way he ki Anna into the
car; he thought it was appalling bad
manners for a man to smoke a cigar when,
he was driving a lady. Thereafter Johnny
found himself opening and examining
packing-cases and casks and barrels at the
Customs House with a semse of his in-
feriority and the hopelessness of his future.

In such a mood he consulted his authority
on poultry, and Mr. Reeder listened with
all the interest of one who was hearing a
perfectly novel and original story that had
never been told before by or to any human
being. :

“T know so very little—um—abeut love,”
said Mr. Reeder awkwardly. *“In fact—er
—nothing. I would like to advise you to
—um—Ilet matters take their course.”

Very excellent, if vague, advice. But
matters took the wromg course, as it hap-
pened.

»
REEDER’S INVESTIGATIONS,

N the following
Saturday night,
as Mr. Reeder

was -returning home,
he saw two men fight-
ing in Brockley Road.
He had what is
called in Portuguese,
a  repugnancio  to
fighting men. When
the hour was midnight and the day was
Saturday, there was a conmsiderable weight
of supposition in favour of the combat being
between two gentlemen who were the worse
for intoxicating drink, and it was invariably
Mr, Reeder’s practice to cross, like the
priest, to the other side of the road.

But the two young men who were engaged
in such a short, silent and bitter contest
were obviously no hooligans of Lower Dept-
ford. They were both wearing evening
dress, and gentlemen in evening dress do not
as a rule wage war in the streets of
Brockley. Nevertheless, Mr. Reedgr hardly
felt it was the occasion to act either as
mediator or timekeeper.

He would have passed them by, and did in
fact come level with them, when one came
up to him, leaving his companion—though
that hardly seems the term to apply
to one who had been so bruised and ex-
hausted that he was hanging on to the rails
ings—to recover as best he could. It was
then that Mr. Reeder saw that one of the
contestants was Mr. John Southers. He was
husky and apologetie.

“I'm terribly sorry to have made a fuss
like this,” he said. “T hope my father didn’$
hear me. This fellow is intolerable.” |

The intolerable man, who had evidently
recovered, was moving slowly towards where
a car was parked by the sidewalk. They
watched him in silence as he oot in, and,
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turning the car violently, went off towards
the Lewisham High Road, and, from the
direction he took, London.

“I've been to a danece,” said the young
man, a little inconsequently.

“I hope,” said Mr. Reeder with the
greatest gentleness, “that you enjoyed your-
self.”
Mr. Southers did not seem disposed at the

moment to offer a fuller explanation. As
they neared Reeder’s gate he said: -
“Thank God Anna was inside before

it started! He has been beastly rude to me
all the evening. As a matter of fact, she
asked me to call and take her home, other-
wise I shouldn’t have met him.”

There had been a dance somewhere in the
City at a livery hall. Anna had gone with
Mr. Clive Desboyne, but the circumstances
under which Johnny called for her were only
vaguely detailed. Nor did Mr. Reeder hear
what was the immediate cause of the quarrel
which had set two respectable young men at
fisticuffs in  the reputable suburban
thoroughfare. h

To say that he was uninterested would not
be true, The matter, however, was hardly
pressing. He hoped .that both parties to
the little fracas might have forgotten the
cause of their quarrel by the following
morning.

He did not see Johnny again for the
remainder of the week. Mr. Reeder went
about his business, and it is doubtful
whether Johnny occupied as much as five
minutes of his thoughts, until the case of
Joe Attymar came into his purview,

I
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Pushing open the \
door with his um- {
brella, Mr. Reeder
directed a strong
beam of light into
Ligsey’s cubby
hole.

He was again called to Scotland Yard on
a consultation. He found Gaylor and the
Chief Constable together, and they were
examining a very dingy-looking letter which
had come to the Yard in the course of the
day.

“Rit down, Reeder,” said the chief. “Do
you know a man called Attymar:”

Mr. Reeder shook his head. He had never
heard of Joe Attymar.

“This is a thing we could do ourselves
without any bother at all,” interrupted the
chief; “but there are all sorts of compli-
cations which I won’t bother you with. We
believe there’s a member of the staff of one

A DdQ
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of the Legations in this business, and,
naturally, we want this fact to come out
accidentally, and not as the result of any
direct investigation by the police.”

Mr. Reeder then Ilcarned about Joe
Attymar, the barge-master, of the little
wharf at the end of Shadwick Lane, and the
barge Allanuna that went up and down
the Thames, year in and year out, and
brought bricks.  He did not hear at that
moment, or subsequently, what part the
Legation played, or which Legation it was,
or if there was any Legation at all. In
justice to his acumen it must be said that
he doubted this part of the story from the
first, and the theory at which he eventually
arrived, and which was probably correct,
was that the part he was called upon to play
was to stampede Attymar and his associates
into a betrayal of their iniquity. For this
was at a period when Mr. Reeder’s name and
appearance were known from one end of the
river to the other, when there was hardly a
bargee or tug-hand who could mnot have
drawn, and did not draw, a passable carica-
ture of that worthy man who had been in-
strumental in breaking up one of the best
organised gangs of river thieves that had
ever amalgamated for an improper purpose.

Mr. Reeder scratched his nose and his lips
drooped dolefully.

“I was hoping—um—that T should not see
that interesting stream again for a very
long time.”

He sat down and listened patiently to a
strifig of uninteresting facts. Joe Attymar
brought bricks up the river—had been
bringing them
for many years

—at a price
slightly lower
than his com--
petitors. He
carried - f o r
= four builders,

I * and apparently
= did a steady, if
not too pros-
perous, trade.
He was be-
Heved  locally
" to be rolling in
mouney, but
that is a repu-
1 tation which
' Shadwick Lanc
§ applied to any
1l man or woman
who was not
forced at fre-
quent intervals
to make a call
at the local
ﬂawnshop. He
ept himself to
himself, ‘was
%, unmarried, and
had no ‘ap-
parent intercsts
outside of his
brick lighter-

age.

N
=

“ Fascin a t-
ing,” murmured Mr. Reeder. ‘It sounds
almost like a novel, doesn’t it?”

After he had gone——

“I don’t see what there is fascinating
about it,” said Mason, who did not know
Mr. Reeder very well.

“That’s his idea of being funny,”
Gaylor.

It was a weéek later, and the Allanuna lay
at ahchor off Queensborough, when a small
boat, rowed by a local boatman, cariying a
solitary passenger, came slowly out, under
the watchful and suspicious eye of Ligsey.
The hoat rowed alongside the barge, and
Ligsey had a view of a man with a square

said

.should have no bricks.

" paler.
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hat and- lop-sided pinee-nez, who sat in the
stern of the boat, an umbrella between his
legs, apparently making a meal of the big
handle; and, secing him, Ligsey, who knew
a great deal about the river and its scandals,
started mp from his seat with an exclama-
tion.

He was blinking stupidly at the occupant
of the boat when Mr. Reeder came up to
him.

“Good-morning,” said Mr. Reeder.

Ligsey said nothing.

“I suppose I should say
continued the punctilious Mr. Reeder.
the captain aboard?”

Ligsey cleared his throat.

“No, sir, he isn’t.”

“I suppose you wounldn't object if 7 came
aboard?®”

Mr. Reeder did not wait for the answer,
but, with surprising agility, dvew himself
up on to the narrow deck of the barge. He
looked round with mild interest, the
hatches were off, and he had a good view of
the cargo.

“Bricks are very interesting things,” he
said - pleasantly. “Without bricks we
should have no houses; without straw we
It seems, therefore,
a very intclligent act to pack bricks in
straw, to remind them, as it were, of what
they owe to this humble—um—vegetable.”

Ligsey did not speak, but swallowed
something. .

“What I want to know,” Mr. Reeder went
on, and his eyes were never still, “‘is this.
Would it be possible to hire this barge?”

“Youwll have to ask the captain about
that,” said Ligsey huskily.

His none too clean face was a shade
The stories of Reeder that had come
down the river had gained in the telling.
He was credited with supernatural powers
of divination; his knowledge and perspicuity
were unbounded. For the first time in years,
Ligsey found himself confronted with tho
slowly-moving machinery of the law; it was
a little terrifying, and igiemotions were not
at all what he had anfi@ipated. He uscd to
tell Joe Attymar:

“If they ever come to me I'll give ‘em
a saucy answer.”

And here “they ” had come to him, and
no saucy answer hovered on his lips. He
felt totally inadequate.

“When are you expecting the captain?”
asked Mr. Reeder, in his blandest manner.

“To-night or to-morrow—I don't know,”
stammered Ligsey. *“He’ll pick us up, 1
suppose.”

“Gone ashore for dispatches?” asked Mr.
Reeder pleasantly. *Or possibly to wire to
the owners? No, no, it couldn’t be that—he
73 the owner. How interesting! He’ll be
coming off in a few moments with sealed
orders under his arm. Will you tell me "—
he pointed to the hold—*‘why you Ileave
that square aperture in the bricks? Is that
one of the secrets of spacking, or shall I say
stowage?”

Ligsey went whiter.

“We always leave it like that,” he said,
and did not recognise the sound of his own
voice.

Mr. Reeder would have descended to the
cabin, but the hatch was padlocked. He did
invite himself down to the little cubby-hole
in the bow of the boat where Ligsey and the
boy slept; and, strangely enough, Mr. -
Reeder carried in his pocket, although it
was broad daylight, a very powerful electric
hand-lamp which revealed every carner of
Ligsey’s living-place as it had neter been
revealed before.

¢ afternoon,” ”

e
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“Rather squalid, isn't it?” asked Mr.
Reeder. A terrible thing to have to live in
these circumstances and conditions. But, of
course, one can live in a much worse place.”

He made this little speech after his return
to the fresh air of the deck, and was fanning
himself with the brim of his high-crowned
hat.

“One can live, for example,” he went on,
surveying the picturesque shcre of Queens-
borough vacantly, “in a nice clean prison.
I know plenty of men who would rather live
in prison than at—um—Buckingham Palace
—though, of course, I have no knowledge

that they’ve ever been invited to Bucking-
But not respectable men, with -

ham Palace.
wives and families.”

Ligscy’s face was a blank.

“With girls and mothers.”

Ligsey winced.

“They would prefer to remain outside.
And, of course, they can remain outside if
they’re only sufficiently sensible to make a
statement to the police.” \

He took from his pocket-book a card and: -

handed it almost timorously to Ligsey.

«1 live there,” said Mr. Reeder, “and I'll
be glad to see you any time you're passing.
Are you interested in poultry?”

Ligsey was interested in nothing.

Mr. Reeder signalled to the boatman, who
pulled the skiff alongside, and he stepped
down into the boat and was rowed back to
the shore.

There was one who had seen him come
and had watched him leave by train. When
night fell, Joe Attymar rowed out to the
barge and found a very perturbed lieutenant.

“Qld Reeder’s been here,” blurted Ligsey,
but Joe stopped him with a gesture.

“Want to tell the world about it?”
snarled. “Come aft!” ‘

v

he

The thick-set young man followed his

commander. ;

“I know Recder’s been here—I’ve
him. What did he want?”

Briefly Ligsey told him quite a number ¢
unimportant details about the visit. It
was not remarkable that he did not make
any reference to the card or to Mr. Reeder’s
invitation.

“That’s done it,” said Ligsey, when he
had finished. “Old Reeder’s got a nose like

seen

a hawk. Asked me why we left that hols-

in the bricks. I’ve never had to deal with
a detective before——"

“You haven’t, ch?” sneered the other.
“YWho was that waterman who came aboard
off Gravesend the other night? And why did
I drop half a hundredweight of good stuft
overboard, eh? You fool! We’ve had half
a dozen of these fellows on board, all of ’em
cleverer than Reeder. Did he ask you to tell
him anything?”

“No,” said Ligsey instantly. :

Joe Attymar thought for a little time, and
then:

“We'll get up the anchor. I'm not wait-
ing for the Duteh boat,” he said.

Ligsey’s sigh of relief was audible at the
other end of the barge.

DEATH. :
H1s visit of
T Reeder’s was
the culmina-
tion of a series of
inquiries he had con-
ducted in the course
of a few days. He
turned in a short
report to - Scotland
Yard, and went home
to Brockley Road, overtaking Johuny
Southers as he turned from Lewisham High
Road. Johnny was not alone.
“Anna and I were discussing you,” he
said, as they sunited their steps to match

g

the more leisurely pace of Mr. Reeder. Is
it possible for us to see you for five
minutes?” _

It was possible. Mr. Reedcr ushered them
up to his big, old-fashioned sitting-room,
inwardly hoping that the consultation would
have no reference to the mysterious work-
ings of the young and human heart.

They were going to get married.

“Anna’s father knows, and he’s been
awfully decent about it,” said Johnny, “and
T’d like you to know, too, Mr. Reeder.”

~ Another
Book-length
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appears in next
week’s number.

Mr. Reeder murmured something con-
gratulatory. That matter of love and
loving was at any rate shelved.

“And Desboyne has been awfully decent.
I told Anna all about that rather unpleasant
little scene yom witnessed—he never told
her a word. He wrote apologising to Anna,
and wrote an apology to me. He has offered
me a very good position in Singapore, if I
care to take it. He’s terribly rich, and it
sounds very good.”

“It doesn’t sound good to me.”

Anna’s voice was decisive.

“I appreciate Clive’s generosity, but I
don’t think Johnny ought to give up his
Civil Service work except for something
better in England. I want you to persuade
him, Mr. Reeder.” v

Mr. Reeder looked from one to the other
dismally. The idea of persuading anybody
to do anything in which he himself was not
greatly absorbed filled him with dismay. As
a mentor to the young he recognised his
limitations. He liked Johnny Southers as
he liked any decent young fellow. He
thought Anna Welford was extraordinarily
pretty; but even these two facts in econ-
junction could not arouse him to en-
thusiasm.

“I don’t want much persuading,” said
Johnny, to his relief. “I've got something
else up my sleeve—a pretty big thing. T'm
not at liberty to talk about it; in fact, Pve
been asked not to. If that comes off, the
Singapore job will be refused. It isn’t so
very difficult mow. The point is this, Mr.
Reeder: If you were offered a partnership
in a thriving concern, that could be made

into something very big if one put
one’s heart and soul into it, would you
accept?”

Mr. Reeder looked at the cciling and
sighed.

“Hypotheses ~ always worry me, Mr.
Southers. Perhaps, ‘when the moment

comes, if you could tell me all about the
business, I may b: able to advise you,
although I confess I .iave never been
regarded as a man whose advice was worth
two—um—hoots.” .
“That’s what I wanted to sce you about,
Mr. Reeder.” Anna nodded slowly. “I'm
so terribly afraid of Johnny leaving the
service for an uncertainty, and I do want
him to talk the matter over with you. T

' status equivalent in rank to a

ty 23/3/29
don’t want to know his secrets "—there was
the ghost of a smile in her eyes—“1I think
I know most of them that count.”

Mr. Reeder looked round miserably. He
felt himself caught and entangled in a net-
work of dull domesticity. He was, if the
truth be told, immensely bored, and, had he
been more temperamental, he might have
screamed. He wished he had not overtaken
these loitering lovers, or that they would
apply to one of those periodicals which
maintain a department devoted to advising
the young and the sentimental in the choice
of their careers. It was with the greatest
happiness that he closed the door upon
their small mystery and devoted himself to
the serious business of high tea.

Mr. Reeder had many anxieties to occupy
his mind in the next few days, and the fact
that he had added Joe Attymar to the list
of his enemies, even if he were aware of the
fact, was not one of these.

In the gaols of a dozen countries were
men who actively disliked him. Meister, of
Hamburg, who used to sell United States
bills by the hundredweight; Lefere, the
clever wholesale engraver of lire notes;
Monsatta. who specialised in English fivers;
Madame Pensa, of Pisa, who for many years
was the chief distributor of forged money
in Eastern and Southern Europe; Al
Selinski, the paper maker; Don Leishmer,
who printed French milles by the thousand—
they all knew Mr. Reeder, at least by
name, and.none of them had a good word
for him except Monsatta, who was large-
minded and could detdch himself from his
personal misfortunes.

Letters came to Mr. Reeder from many
peculiar sources. It was a curious fact that
a very large number of Mr. Reeder’s
correspondents were women. A number of
the letters which came to him were of a
most embarrassing character.

His name had been mentioned in many
cases that had been heard at the Old Bailey.
He himself had, from time to time, stood
up in the witness stand, a lugubrious and
unhappy figure, and had given evidence 1n
his hesitant and deferential way against all
manner of wrongdoers, but mostly forgers.

He was variously described as “an
expert,” as “a private deteetive,” as “a
bank official.” In a sense he was all these,
yet mome of them entirely. Judges and
certain barristers knew that he was at the
call of the Public Prosecutor’s Department.
It was said that privately he enjoyed
superin-
tendent of police. He certainly had a hand-
some ini fee from the Bankers’
Association, and probably drew pay from
the Government, but nobody knew his busi-
ness. He banked at Torquay, and the
manager of the bank was his personal
friend.

But the net result of his fugitive appear-
ances in court was that quite intelligent
women were seized with the idea that he was
the man who should be employed to watch
their husbands, and to procure the evidence
necessary for their divorces. Business men
wrote to him asking him to investigate the
private lives of their partners; quite a few
commissions were offered by important com- -
mercial concerns, but none of these appealed
to Mr. Reeder, and with his own hand he
would write long and carefully-punctuated
letters explaining that he was not a private
detective 1 the real sense of the word. Ile
was not surprised, therefore, when, some
four days after his talk with Johnny
Southers, he received a letter addressed:
from -a Park Lanc flat, requesting his ser-
vices. He turned first to the signature,
and, with some difficulty, deciphered-it as
“(Clive Desboyne.” For 2 moment the name,
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whilst it had a certain familiarity, was
difficult to attach, and then he remembered
the quarrel he had witnessed, and realised
that this was the other party to that un-
happy conflict

The letter was typewritten, and ran:

“Dear Sir,—I happen to know your
private address because Miss Welford
pointed it out to me one evening when
I was visiting her. I am in rather a
delicate position, and I am wondering
whether I could employ your services
professionally to extricate myself? Since
the matter affects Southers, whom I think
you know (I have learned since that you
were a witness of a certain disgraceful
episode, for whick I was probably mors
to blame than he), I thought you might
be willing to receive me. I want you
“to undertake this task on a professional
basis aad charge me your usual fees. I
shall be out of town until Friday night,
but there is no immediate urgency. If I
could call some time after ten on Friday
I should be -eternally grateful.—
Yours, ete.” -

Mr. Reeder’s first inclination was to take
out a sheet of paper and write a firm, but
polite, note of refusal to see Mr. Desboyne,
however stringent might be his predicament.
He had written the first three words when
one of those curious impulses which came to
him.at times, and which so often urged him
to the right course, stayed his hand. In-
stead, he took a telegraph form and sent
a laconic message agreeing to the young
man’s suggestion.

The day of the appointment was a busy
one for Mr.- Reeder.  Scotland Yard had
made two important discoveries—a small
garage in the north of London which con-
tained nearly 400 lbs. of saccharine had
been raided in the early hours 6f the morn-
ing, and this was followed up by a second
raid in a West End mansion flat, where
large quantities of heroin and coczine were
unearthed by the police.

“It looks as though
we've found one of
the principal dis-
tributing a gents,”
said Gaylor. “We've
got the barge under

: \

observation, and

we're taking the

chance of arresting

Attymar as soon as

he steps on board.”

“Where is it?”
—
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“Off Greenwich,” said Gaylor.

Mr. Reeder dived down into his pocket I
and produced an envelope. The paper was
grimy, the address was a scrawl. |
from this as dingy a letter and laid it on the
table before Gaylor.

He took

As the waterman brought his boat
under the hull of the steamer a wooden
case was heaved through a porthole.
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“Dear Sir,—I can give you informacion.
will call at your howse on Sunday

morning.—From a Frend.”

Gaylor inspected the envelope. The date-
stamp was ‘‘Greenwich.”
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“He had some doubt about sending it at
all. The flap has been opened and closed
again—I vgresume this is Ligsey; his real
name is William Liggs. He’s had no con-
vietions, but he hasn’t been above suspicion.
You’ll see him?”

“If he comes,” said Mr. Reeder. “So
many of these gentlemen who undertake to
supply information think better of it at the
last moment.”

“It may be too late,” said Gaylor.

It was at the end of a very heavy and
tirinF day that Mr. Reeder went back to
his house, forgetting the appointment he
had so rashly made. He had hardly been in
the house before the bell rang, and it was
then that he realised, with bitter regret,
that he had robbed himself of an hour’s
sleep which was badly needed.

Mr. Desboyne was in evening dress. He
had driven down from his club, where he had
bathed and changed after his long journey
from the West of England, he explained.

“I feel very ashamed to bother you at
this hour of the night, Mr. Reeder,” he said
with @n apologetic smile, **but I feel rather
like the villam of the piece, and my vanity
has made me put matters right.”

Mr. Reeder looked round helplessly for a
chair, found ome, and pointed to 1t, and
Desboyne drew it up to the table where the
detective was sitting.

He was a man of thirty-three or thirty-
five, good-looking, with a very pleasant,
open face, and a pair of grey eyes that
twinkled good-humouredly.

“You saw the fight? Gosh! That fellow
could punch! I thoroughly deserved what
I got, which certainly wasn’t very much." T
was very rude to him. And then, like a
fool, I went to the other extreme, and have
got him a job in Singapore—of cqurse, he’ll
take it—and I'm most amxious get out
of my offer.” ‘

Mr. Reeder looked at him in astonishment,
and the young man laughed ruefully.

“I suppose you think I'm a queer devil?
Well, I am. I’'m rather impetuous, and I’ve
got myself into a hit of ‘a hole. And it’s a
bigger hole than I know, because I’'m
terribly foud of Anna Welford, and she’s
terribly unfond of mel! Southers is rather
in the position of a successful rival, so that
everything I say or do must be suspect.
That’s the awful thing about it

“Why do you wish to cancel the appoint-
ment?” asked Mr. Reeder.

He could have added that, so far as he
could recall, the appointment had already
been cancelled. :

Clive Desboyne hesitated.

“Well, it’s a difficult story to tell.”

He rose from his seat and paced up and
down the room, his hands thrust into his
pockets, a frown cn his face.

“Do you rcmember the night of the
fight? I don’t suppose that’s graven on
your memory. It arose out of something 1
said to our friend as we left the City hall.
Apparently—I only discovered this after-
wards—there was a man out there waiting
to see Southers, but in the excitement of

our little fracas—which began in the City, .

by the way—Southers didn’t see the man,
who either followed him to Lewisham or
came on ahead of him. He must have been
present in the street when the fight took
lace. When I got home that night the
Eall-porter asked me if I would see a very
seedy-looking 1ndividual, and, as T wasn’t
in the mood to see anybody, I refused. A
few days later I was stopped in Piccadilly

by a man who I thought was a beggar—a-

healthy-iooking beggar, but most beggars
are that way. He started by telling me he’d
seen thy fight, and said he could tell me
something about Southers. I wasn’t feeling

-]
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so very savage then as I had been, and I'd
have hoofed him off, but he was so in-
sistent, and in the end I told him to call
at my flat. He came that night and told me
the most extraordinary story. He said his
name was —Clive Desboyne frowned—* the
name’s slipped me for the moment, but it
will come back. He was a mate, or
assistant, on a barge run by a man named
Attymar » :

“ Ligsey?” suggested Mr. Reeder, and the
other nodded.

“That’s the mame—Ligsey. I'm cutting
the story short because it took a tremendous
long time to tell, and I don’t want it to
bore you as it bored me. They’ve been
running some kind of contraband up the
river on the barge, for, apparently, Attymar
is a smuggler on a large scale. That was
a yarn I didn’t believe at first, though,
from the things he told me, it seemed very
likely that he spoke the truth. Certain
articles were smuggled up the river on the
barge, and others were passed through the
Customs by Southers.”

Mr. Reeder cpened his mouth very wide.

SNow I'l tell you the truth.” Clive
Desboyne’s voice was very earnest. “I
wanted to believe that story. In my heart
of hearts I dislike John Southers—I'd be
inhuman if I didn’t. At the same time 1
wanted to play the game. I told this fellow
he was a liar, bnt he swore it was true. He
thinks the police are going to  arrest
Attymar, and when they de Attymar will
spill the beans, to use his own expression.
In the meantime I have recommended
Southers to a very important and respon-
sible job in Singapore, and naturally, if
this story comes out, I'm going to look
pretty foolish. I don’t mind that,” he
added quietly, “‘but I do mind Anna Wel-
ford marrying this man.”

Mr. Reeder plucked at his lower lip.

“Do you know Attymar?”

The young man shook his head.

“I can’t even say that I know Ligsey, but
if he keeps his promise I shall know
Southers to-morrow morning.”

“What was his promise?”
Reeder.

“He says Attymar has “documentary
proof—he didn’t use that expression, but
that is what he meant—and that he was
going to Attymar’s house to-night to get
it.)) =

ésked Mr.

Again Mr. Reeder thought, staring into
vacancy.

“When did you see him last?”

“The morning I wrote to you, or rather
the morning you received the letter.” He
made a little gesture of despair. “Whatever
happens, Anna’s going to think I'm the
biggest cad—"

The telephone-bell

rang sharply. Mr.

“ably be sufficient.
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Reeder, with a murmured apology, took up
the receiver and listened with a face that
did not move. He only asked “What time#”
and, after a long pause, said “Yes.” As he
was hanging up the receiver, Desboyne

went on:
“What I should like to do is to seé
Attymar » |

Mr. Reeder shook his head. : : I
“I'm afraid you won’t see Attymar. He
was murderes between nine and ten to-

night.”

THE ARREST.
T was half - past
l twelve “when M.
Reeder’s taxi
brought him into
Shadwick Lane,
which was alive with
people. A police
cordon was drawn
across the gate, but
Gaylor, who was wait-
ing for him, conducted him into the yard.
“We're dragging the river for the body,”
he explained. ;
“Where was it committed?”
Reeder. :
“Come inside,” said the other grimly,
“and then you will ask no questions.”

It was not a pleasant sight that met Mr.
Reeder’s eyes, though he was a man not
easily sickened. ~The little sitting-room
was a confusion of smashed furniture, the
walls splashed with red. A corner table,
however, had been left untouched. Here
were two glasses of whisky, one full, the
other half-empty. A half-smoked cigar was
carefully laid on a piece of paper by the
side of these.

“The murder—or perhaps I should say
murders—were committed here and the
bodies dragged to the edge of the wharf and
thrown into the water,” said Gaylor.
“There’s plenty of evidence of that.  Seems
that Ligsey was outed as well as Attymar.”

“We’ve taken possession of a lot of
papers, and we found a letter on the mantel-
piece ‘from a man named Southers—John
Southers. No address, but evidently from
the handwriting a person of some education.
At nine-twenty-five to-night Attymar had a
visitor, a young man, who was admitted
through the wicket-gate and who was seen
to leave at twenty-five minutes to ten, about
ten minutes after he arrived.” =

Gaylor opened an attache-case and took
out a battered, cheap silver watch, which
had evidently been under somebody’s heel.
The glass was smashed, the case was bent
out of shape. The hands stood at nine-
thirty.

“One of the people here recognised this
as Ligsey’s—a woman who lives in the
street, who had pawned it for him on one
occasion. It’s important, because it prob-
ably gives us the hour of the murder, if you
allow the watch to be a little fast or slow.
It’s hardly likely to be accurate. We have
sent a description round of Southers, though
it isn’t a very good one, but it will prob-
I'm having a faesimile

asked Mr.

of the writing——"

“I can save you the trouble; here is the
young man’s address.”

Mr. Reeder took a mnotebook from his
pocket, -seribbled a few lines, and handed
it to the detective. He looked glumly at
the bloodstained room and the evidence of
tragedy, followed the detective in silence.
whilst Gaylor, with the aid of a powerful
light, showed the tell-tale stains leading
from the wharf, and—— 7

“Very interesting,”” said Mr. Reeder.
“When you recover the bodies I should like
to see them.” T

He stared out over the river, which was
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covéred by a faint mist—not sufficient to
impede navigation, but enough to shroud
and make indistinct objects thirty or forty
yards away. ]

“The barge is at Greenwich, I think,” he
said, after a long silence. ‘Could I borrow
a police launch ?”

One of the launches was brought into the
crazy wharf and Mr. Reeder lowered him-
self gingerly, never losing grip of the
umbrella, which no- man had seen unfurled.
It was a chilly night, an easterly wind
blowing up the river, but he sat in the bow
of the launch motionless, sphinx-like, star-
ing ahead as the boat streaked eastwards
towards Greenwich

It drew up by the side of the barge, which '

was moored close to the Surrey shore, and
a quavering voice hailed them.
“That you, Ligsey?”

Mr. Reeder pulled himself on board before’

he replied.
““No, my. boy,” he said gently, “it is not
Ligsey. Were you expecting him?”

The youth held up his lantern, surveyed
Mr. Reeder, and visibly quailed.

“You're a copper, ain’t yer?” he asked
cremulously.  “Have you pinched Ligsey?"’

“I have not pinched Ligsey,” said Mr.
Reeder, patting the boy gently on the back.
“How long has he been gone?”’

“He went about eight, soon after it was
lark; the guv'nor come down for him.”

“The guv'nor come down for him,” re-
seated Mr. Reeder in a murmur. “Did you
see the governor?”

“No, sir; he shouted for me to go below.
Ligsey always makes me go below when him
and the guv’nor have
a talk.”

Mr. Reeder drew
from his pocket a
yellow carton of
cigarettes and lit one
before he pursued his
inquiries.

“Then
pened ?”

“Ligsey come down
and packed his ditty
box, and told me I
was to hang on all
night, but that T
could go to sleep. I
was frightened about
being left alone on
the barge.”

Mr. Reeder
already making his
way down the com-
‘panion = to Ligsey’s
quarters.  Evidently
all the man’s kit had
been removed; even
the sheets on his bed
must have been folded
and taken away, for
the bunk was
tumbled. .

On a little swing
‘table, which was a
four-foot plank sus-
pended from the deck
above, was a letter.
It was mnot fastened,
and Mr. Reeder made
uo scruple in opening
and reading its con-
tents. It was in the
hand-print which, he
had been informed,
was the only kind of
writing Attymar
knew. 5

what hap-

was'

“Dear Mr.
Southers. — If you
come aboard, the

/ :
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stuff is in the engine-room. I have got
to be careful, because the police are
watching.”

When he questioned the boy, whose name
was Hobbs, he learned that Ligsey had
come down and left the letter. Mr. Reeder
went aft and found the hatchway over the
little engine-room unfastened, and de-
scended into the strong-smelling depths,
where the engine was housed. It was here,
evidently, that Attymar remained during
his short voyages. There was a signal bell
above his head and a comfortable armchair
had been fixed within reach of the levers

His search here was a short one. Inside
an open locker he found a small, square
package, wrapped in oiled paper, and a
glance at the label told bim its contents,
even though he did not read Dutch.

Returning to the boy, he questioned him
closely. It was no unusual thing for Atty-
mar to pick up his mate from the barge.
The boy had once seen the launch, and

described it as a very small tender. He
knew nothing of Mr.
Southers, had never seen .

him on board the ship,
though occasionally
people did come, on
which occasions he was !
sent below. it

At his request, Mr. ]
Reeder was put ashore
at Greenwich and got on
the telephone to Gaylor.
It was now two o’clock
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in the morning, and much had happened.

“We arrested that man Southers; found
his trousers covered with blood. He admits
he was at Attymar’s house to-night, and
tells a cock-and-bull story of what he did
subsequently. He didn’t get home till nearly
twelve.”

“Extraordinary,” said Mr. Reeder, and
the mildness of the comment evidently irri-
tated Inspector Gaylor.

“That’s one way of putting it, but I think
we've made a pretty good capture,” he said.
“We've got enough evidence to hang him!
Attymar’s left all sorts of motes on his
invoices.”

“Amazing,” said Mr. Reeder, and
gathered from the abruptness with which
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When ~ Reeder ap-
proached, the two men
stopped fighting. One
was so exhausted that
he was hanging on to
the railings, but the
other came forward to
offer an explanation.
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he was cut off that, for some mysterious
reason, he had annoyed the man at Scot-
land Yard.

He sent back a short report with the
documents and the drugs to Scotland Yard,
and drove home by taxi. It was three
o’clock by the time he reached Brockley
Road, and he was not surprised to find his
housekeeper up and to hear that Anna Wel-
ford was waiting for him.

She was very white and her manner was
calm.

“You've heard about Johnny being ar-
rested——"" she begam.

Mr. Reeder nodded. -

“Yes, I gave them the necessary infor-
mation as to where he was to be found,”” he
said, and he saw the colour come and go
in her face.

10,

“I—I suppose you—you had to do your
duty ?” she said haltingly. “But you know
it’s not true, Mr. Reeder. You know Johnny
—he couldn’t—-" Her voice choked.

Mr. Reeder shook his head.

“I don’t know Johnny really,” he said
apologetically. = “He is—um—the merest
acquaintance, Miss Welford. I am not say-
ing that in disparagement of him, because,
obviously, quite a number of people who
aren’t my friends are respectable citizens.
Did you see him before he was arrested ?”

She nodded.

“Immediately before?”

“Half an hour before. He was terribly
disappointed; he had gone to see about this
partnership, but he had a feeling that he’d
been tricked, for nothing came of it. He
had arranged to see me, and I waited up
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< RESUMING you have already perused
'5 the long complete story in this issue
of The THRILLER, 1 venture to
suggest you have never read anything more
exciting from the pen of Edgar Wallace,
the most popular author of mystery stories.
True you have had to wait a few weeks for
this latest adventure of Mr. Reeder, but I
feel sure you will agree that patience has
2 brought its own reward.

“ The Crook in Crimson’” is a typical
. Edgar Wallace vyarn. 1t provides full
measure of drama, thrill, mystery and

humour of a kind unique to the ingenuity
and personality of the Master of Mystery.
Only Edgar Wallace could have produced
the amazing adventures of J. G. Reeder
in search of The Crook in Crimson, just
as only Leslie Charteris could have told
¢ The Story of a Dead Man, or Hugh Clevely
produced Lynch Law. So we must add
this week’s gripping story to the many“suc-
cesses of both its talented author and The
THRILLER. This is the third novel
especially contributed to this paper by Mr.
Wallace. There is no denying, that to place
in your hands a novel-length story by the
premier thriller author of the day, at the
cost of ‘twopence, is an achievement never
previously considered possible. We are
proud of what we have done. Proud, too, of
the gigantic circulation by which you have
shown your appreciation.

It will interest you to know that the
S manuscript of * The Crook in Crimson”
came to hand when No. 7 of The
¢ THRILLER was about to be printed.
Regardiess of cost incurred by the re-
arrangement, necessitating the holding up
of printing machines and rush work for
all concerned, everything was put aside, in
order to put Edgar Wallace’s latest story
in your hands at the earliest possible date.

We now await the word from Mr. Wallace
that another story for this paper is being

S AN "

AAAAL AAAAANL

AANAN

VU VANANANAAANAN

ABOUT THIS RED.ROBED

VANV v (4

-

GREETS YOU.

Letters 1o the
Editor should be
addressed to
“The Thriller”
Office, The
Fleetway House,
Farringdon
Street, London,

E.C4. b

prepared.  You will understand_that the
preparation of a novel takes time, and
requires much careful thought and construc-
tion, until it gives complete satisfaction.
However, it is hoped that definite news will
come along soon.

In launching The THRILLER, our pro-
ject was highly ambitious, but 1 believe
we have already proved to you that stories
of the highest standard can be maintained 3
week by week. An exceptionally large $
number of letters have come to hand asking
for more stories like ‘‘ The Croucher” in
last week’s issue. 1 was so confident that
the long complete novel by Gwyn Evans
would be enthusiastically received, that 1
promptly commissioned further stories from
him.

Next week you will enjoy “ The Silent
Six,” a splendid story by T. Arthur
Plummer. This author is already recog- g*
nised as a leader in the world of thriller
fiction, and | have not the slightest hesi-
tancy in presenting his work to you as
first-rate thriller fiction. It is bound to
please you, so make it the foremost thought
of the week not to miss reading * The
Silent Six.”

in the meantime, don’t forget to keep a
sharp lock-out for announcements of future
stories by Edgar Wallace and other star
authors.  Every effort has been made to
keep The THRILLER on the top note of
quality, and you may rest assured that this
standard will be maintained, hecause | have
a stock of stories in hand, every one of
which | can quarantee first-class thrillers, <

Yours sincerely,

R. REEDER’S
: h o u sekeeper
had, since his
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for him—he was crossing the road to his
own house when he was arrested.”

“Did he wear a blue suit or a grey suit?’

“A blue suit,” she said quickly. f

Mr. Reeder looked at the ceiling.

“Of course, he wore a blue suit; other-
wise—um- »  He scratched his chin irrit-
ably. - “It was a cold night, too. I can’t
understand until I have seen his—um-——
trousers.”

She looked at him in bewilderment, a
little fearfully. = And then suddenly Mr.
Reeder gave one of his rare smiles and
dropped a gentle hand on her shoulder.

“T shouldn’t be too worried, if I were
you,” he said, with a kindly look in his eyes.
“You’ve got quite a number of good friends,
and you will find Mr. Desboyne will do a
lot to help your Johnny.”

She half shook her head

“Clive doesn’t like Johnny,” she said.

“That I can well believe,”’ said Mr.
Reeder good-humouredly. “Nevertheless,
unless I'm a bad prophet, you will find Mr.
Desboyne the one person who can clear up
this—um—unpleasantness.”

“But who was the man who was killed?

It’s all so terribly unreal to me. Attymar
was his name, wasn’t it? Johnny didn’t
know anybody named Attymar. At least,

he didn’t tell me so. I'm absolutely stunned
by this news, Mr. Reeder T can’t realise
its gravity. It seems just a stupid joke that
somebody’s played on us. Johnny couldn’t
do harm to any man.”

“T’m sure he couldn’t,” said Mr. Reeder
soothingly, but that meant nothing.

THE RED STAINS.

arrival, behaved with
a certain secretiveness
which could only
mean that she had
something important
to communicate. It
was after he had seen
the girl to her house that he learned what
the mystery was all about.

“The- young gentleman who came to see
you last night,” she said in a low voice.
“I’ve put him in the waiting-room.”
«“Mr. Desboyne?”’

“That’s the name,” she nodded. “He
said he wouldn’t go till he’d seen you.”.

In a few seconds Clive Deshoyne was
shown in.

“I’ve only just heard about Southers’
arrest—it’s monstrous! And I was being so
beastly about him to-night. Mr. Reeder,
T’ll. spend all the money you want to get
this young man out of his trouble. It’s
awful for Anna!”

Mr. Reeder pulled at his long mose and
said he thought it was rather unpleasant.

“And,” he added, “for everybody.”

“Théy say this man Ligsey is also dead.
If I'd had any sense I’d have brought over
the note I had of our conversation.”

“I could call up for it in the morning,”
said Mr. Reeder, and his voice was surpris-
ingly brisk. i ; :

Mr. Desboyne gazed at him in startled
astonishment. It was as though this weary
man with the drooping lips and the tired
eyes had suddenly received a great mental
tonic.

“You made notes? Not one man in ten
would have thought of that,” said Mr.
Reeder. “I thought I was the only person
who did it.

Clive Desboyne laughed.

“T’yve given you the impression that I'm
terribly methodical,” he said, ‘“and that
isn’t quite exact.” 2
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He looked at the watch on his wrist.

“It’s too late to ask you to breakfast.

“Breakfast is my favourite meal,” said
Mr. Reeder gaily.

Late as was the hour, he was standing
before the polished mahogany door of 974,
Memorial Mansions, Park Lane, at nine
o’clock next morning. Mr. Desboyne was
not so early a riser, and indeed had doubted
whether the detective would keep his
promisc. Mr. Reeder was left standing in
the hall whilst the servant went to inguae
exactly how this strangely appearing gentle-
man should be disposed of.

There was plenty to occupy Mr. Reeder’s
attention during her absence, for the wide
hall was hung with photographs which
gave some indication of Desboyne's wide
sporting and theatrical interests. There
was one interesting photograph, evidently
an enlargement of a snapshot, showing the
House of Commons in the background,
which held Mr. Reeder’s attention, the more
so as the photograph also showed the corner
of Westminster Bridge; across which motor
buses were moving. He was looking at this
when Clive Desboyne joined him.

“There is a piece of detective work,” said
Mr. Reeder triumphantly, pointing to the
photograph.  “I can tell you almost the
week that picture was taken. Do you sce
those two omnibuses bearing the names of
two plays? I happen to know there was only
‘one week ‘in the year when they were both
running together.”

“Indeed,” said Desboyne, apparently not
impressed by this piece of deduction as Mr.
Reeder had expected. .
| He led the way to the dining-room, and
Reeder found by the side of his plate three
| foolscap sheets covered with writing.
¢ “I don’t know whether you'll be able to
read it,” said Desboyne, “but you’ll notice
there one or two things that I forgot to
tell you at our interview. I think, on the
whole, they favour Southers, and I'm- glad
I made a note of them. For example, he
said he had never seen Attymar, and only
knew him by name. That in itself is rather
curious.”

“Very,” said Mr. Reeder. “Regarding
that, photograph in the hall—it must have
been in May last year. I remember somec
years ago, by a lucky chance, I was able

”

to establish the date on which a cheque was.

passed as distinct from the date on which
it was drawn by the fact that the drawer
had forgotten to sign one of his initials.”

It was surprising how much Mr. Reeder,
who was not as a rule a loquacious man,
talkéd in the course of that meal. Mostly
he talked about mnothing. When Clive
Desboyne led him to the murder Mr. Reeder
skilfully edged away to less unpleasant
topics.

“It doesn't interest me very much, I con-
fess,” he said. “TI am not a member of the
—um—Criminal Investigation Department.
I was merely called in to deal with this
man’s smuggling—and he seems to have
smuggled pretty extensively. It is distress-
ing that young Southers is implicated. He
seems a nice boy, and has rather a sane
view of the care of chickens. For example,
he was telling me that he had an incubator

»

At the end of the meal he asked permis-
sion to take away the notes for study, and
this favour was granted.

He was at the house in Shadwick Lane
half an hour later. Gaylor, who had ar-
ranged to meet him there, had not arrived,
and Mr. Reeder had two men who had had
semi-permanent jobs on the wharf. It was
the duty of one to open and close the gates
and pilot the lorries to their positions. He
had also (as had his companion) to assist
at the loading. ,

They had not secn much of Attymar all
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The bargee blinked stupidly

at the man in the square hat

and lop-sided pince-nez, who

persisted in climbing aboard
to search the vessel.

the years they had been there. He usually
came in on one of the night or early-morn-
ing tides. Ligsey paid them their wages.

“There was never any change,” said one
mournfully. “We ain’t had the gates
painted since I've bin here—we’ve had the
same little anvil to keep the gate open—"

He looked round, first one side and then
the other. The same littl> anvil was not
there.

“Funny,” he said.

Mr. Reeder agreed. Who would steal a
rusty little anvil? He saw the place where
it had lain; the impression of it still stood
in the dusty earth.

Later came Gaylor, in a hurry to show
him over the other rooms of the house.
There was a kitchen, a rather spacious
cellar, which was closed by a heavy door,
and one bed-room,' that had been divided
into two unequal parts by a wooden parti-
tion. The bed-room was simply but cleanly
furnished. There was a bed and bedstead,
a dressing-fable with a large mirror, and
a chest of drawers, which was empty. In-
deed, there was mno article of Attymar’s
visible, except an old razor, a stubbly shav-
ing-brush and six worn shirts, that had
been washed until they were threadbare.

From the centre of the ceiling hung an
clectric light with an opalescent shade; an-
other light hung over a small oak desk, in
which, Gaylor informed him, most of the
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documents in the case had been found. But
Mr. Reeder’s chief interest was in the
mirror and in the greasy smear, which ran
from the top left-hand corner almost along
the top of the mirror. The glass itself was
supported by two little mahogany pillars,
and to the top of each of these was attached
a piece of string.

“Most amusing,”’ said
ing his thoughts aloud.

“Remind me to laugh,” said Mr. Gaylor
heavily. ‘“What is amusing ?”

For answer Mr. Reeder put up his hand
and ran the “tip of his finger along the
smear. Then he began to prowl around the
apartment, obviously looking for some-
thing, and as cbviously disappointed that it
could not be found.

“No, nothing has been taken out of here,’
said Gaylor, in answer to his question,
“except the papers. Here’s something that
may amuse you more.”

He opened a door leading to the bed-room.
Here was a cupboard—it was little bigger.
The walls and floor were covered with white
tiles, as also was the back of the door.
From the ceiling projected a large mnozzle,
and in one of the walls were two taps.

“How’s that for luxury? Shower-bath—
hot and cold water. Doesn’t that make you
laugh ?”

“Nothing makes me laugh except the
detectives in pictures,” said Mr. Reeder

Mz:. Reeder, speak-

]
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calmly, returning to the bed-room. “Do you
ever go to the pictures, Gaylor?”

The inspector admitted that occasionally
he did.

“I like to see detectives in comic films,
because they always carry large magnifying
glasses. Do they make you laugh?”

“They do,” admitted Mr. Gaylor with a
contemptuous and, reminiscent smile.

“Then get ready to howl,” said Mr.
Receder, and from his pocket took the largest
reading-glass that Gaylor had ever seen.

Under the astonished eyes of the detective
Reeder went down on his knees in the
approved fashion, and began carefully to
gerutinise the floor. - ‘Inch by inch he
covered, stopping now and again to pick up
something invisible to the Scotland Yard

man, and placed it in an envelope, which.

he had also taken from his pocket.

“Qigar-ash?” asked Gaylor sardonically.

“Almost,” said Mr. Reeder.

He went on with his search, them sud-
denly he sat back on his heels, his eyes
ablaze, and held up a tiny piece of silver
paper, less than a quarter of an inch square.
Gaylor looked down more closely.

“Qh, it is a cigarette you’re looking for?”

But Mr. Reeder was oblivious to. all
sarcasm. Inside the silver was a scrap of
transparent paper, so thin that it seemed
part of the tinsel. Very carefully, however,
he separated the one from the other, touched
it’s surface and examined his finger-tips.

“Where’s the fireplace?”’ he asked sud-
denly. I

“There’s a fireplace in the kitchen—that’s
the only one.”

Mr. Reeder hurried downstairs and ex-
amiiied this small apartment. There were
ashes in the grate, but it was impossible to
tell what had been burnt.

“¥ should like to say,” said Gaylor, “that
your efforts are wasted, for we’ve got
enough in the diary to hang Southers twice
.over. Only I suspect you when you do
things unnecessarily.”

“The diary?” Mr. Reeder looked up:

“Yes, Attymar’s.”

“8o he kept a diary, did he?” Mr.
Reeder was quietly amused. “I should have
thought he would, if I had thought about
it at al.”

Then he frowned.

“Not an ordinary diary, of course? Just
an exercise-book. It begins—let me, see—-
shall we say two weeks "ago, or three
weeks ?”

To Inspector Gaylor’s
astonishment, Reeder
went down on his
knees, and hegan care-
fully to scrutinize the
floor through a large
reading glass.
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Gaylor gazed at him in amazcment.

“Mason told you?”’ 5

“No, he didn’t tell me anything, partly
because he hasn’t spoken to me. But, of
course, it would be in a sort of exercise-
book. An ordinary printed diary that began
on the first of January would be unthink-
able. This case is getting so fascinating
that I can hardly stop laughing !”

He was not laughing ; he was very seriaus
indeed, as he stood in the untidy yard
before the little house and threw his keen
glance across its littered surface.

“There is no sign of the tender that
brought Ligsey here? The little boy on the
barge was much more informative than he
imagined ! T’lIl tell you what to look for,
shall I? A black, canoe-shaped motor-boat,

which might hold three people at a pinch.

Remember that—a canoe-shaped boat, say
ten feet long.” ;

“Where shall I find
fascinated. Gaylor.

“At the bottom of the river,” said Mr.
Reeder calmly, “and in or mear it you will
find a little anvil which used to keep the
gate open !’

Mr. Reeder had asvery large acquaintance
with criminals, larger perhaps than the
average police officer, whose opportunities
ave circumscribed by the area to which he
is attached; and he knew that the business
of detection would be at a standstill if there
were such a thing in the world as a really
clever criminal. By the just workings of
Providence, men who gain their living by
the evasion of the law aie deprived of the
eighth semse which, properly functioning,
would keep them out
of the hands of the
police.

He made yet an-
other survey of the
house before he left,
pointed out to Gaylor
something which that

it?” asked the

officer had already
noticed, namely, the
bloodstains = on , the

floor and the wall of

’/
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a small lobby. which connected the main
living-room with the yard. 3
“Naturally I saw it,” said Gaylor. who
was inclined tos be a little complacent.
“My theory is that the figcht started in the
sitting-room; they struggled out into the
passage——"" <

“That would be impossible,” murmured
Mr. Reeder,

MYSTERY.

ouN SourHERS made a brief appearance af
the Tower of London Police Court—a
dazed, bewildered young man, so over-
whelmed by his position that he could do no
more than answer the questions put tc him
by the magistrate’s clerk.
Gaylor had

morning.

.
seen him earlier in the

“He said nothing, except that he went
to Attymar’s house—oh, yes, he admits
{hdat—by appointment. He says Attymar
kept him waiting for some time before he
opened the door, and then only allowed
him to come into the lobby. He tells some
yambling story about ‘Attymar sending him
to meet a man at Highgate. In fact, it’s
the usual man story.”

Mr. Reeder nodded. He was not uns<
acquainted with that mysterious man who
figures in the narratives of all arrested
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persons. Sometimes 1t was a man who gave
the prisoner the stolen goods, in the
possession of which he had been found;
sometimes it was the man who asked an-
other to cash a forged cheque; but always
it was a vague somebody who could never
be traced. Half the work of investigation
which occupied the attention of the detec-
tive force consisted of a patient search for
men who had no existence except in the
imaginations of prisoners under remand.

“Did he see him?” asked Mr. Reeder.

‘Gaylor laughed.

“My dear chap, what a question!”

Mr. Reeder fondled his bony chin.

“Is it possible to—um—have a little chat
with our friend Southers?”

Gaylor was dubious, and had reason for
his doubt. Chief-Constable Mason, and the
high men at headquarters, were at the
moment writhing under a periodical wave
of criticism which sweeps across Scotland
Yard at regular intervals; and their latest
delinquency was the cross-examination of a
man under suspicion of .a serious erime.
There had been questions in Parliament,
almost a Royal Commission.

“I doubt it,” said Gaylor. “The chief
is feeling rather sick about this Hanny
business, and, as the kick has come down
from your department, it isn’t likely that
they’ll make an exception. I'll ask Mason,
and let you know.” :

Mr. Reeder was home that afternoon when
Anna Welford called. She was most
amazingly calm. Mr. Reeder, who had
shown some hesitation about receiving her,
was visibly relieved.

“Have you scen Johnny?” was the first
question she asked.

Mr. Reeder shook his head, and explained
to her that in the strictest sense he was not
in the case, and that the police were very
jealous of interference.

“Clive has been to see me,” she said when
he had finished, “and he has told me every-
thing—he is terribly upset.”

“Told you everything?” repeated Mr.
Reeder. :

She nodded.

“ About Ligsey, and the story that Clive
told youw. I understood—in a way. He is
doing everything he can for Johnuy; he has
engaged a lawyer and briefed counsel.”

For the second time Mr. Reeder motioned
her to a chair, and, when she was seated,
,continued his own restless pacing.

“If there was any truth in that story,
your Johnny should be rather well off,” he
said.” “The wages of sin are rather—um—
high. Yet his father told me this morning
—1 had a brief interview with him—that
young Mr. Southers’ bank balance is not an
excessive one.”

He saw her lower her eyes and heard the
quick little sigh.

“They’ve found the money—I thought you
knew that,” she said in a low voice.

Mr. Reeder halted in his stride and peered
down at her.

“They’ve found the money?”

She nodded.

“The policc came and made a search
about an hour ago, and they found a box in
the tool-shed, with hundreds of pounds in
it, all in notes.”

Mr. Reeder did not often whistle;
whistled now.

“Does Mr. Desboyne know this?” he asked.

She shook her head.

“Clive doesn’t know.

he

It happened after
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ne had feft. He's
been terribly nice
—he’s made one
confession. that
isn’t very flatter-
ing to me.”

Reeder’s
twinkled.

“That he is—um
—engaged to some-
body else?”’ he
suggested, and she
stared at him in
amazement.

“Do you know ?*

“One has heard
of such things,”
said Mr. Reeder
gravely.

((I

eyes

was ve%ty
glad,” she went
on. “It removed
the’ — she hesi-
tated — “personal
bias. He really is
sorry for all he
has said and done. |
Johnny’s  trouble ||
has shaken him I
terribly. Clive ] ‘
thinks that the
murder was com-
mitted by this man '
Ligsey.”

“Oh!” said Mr.
Reeder. “That is
interesting.”

He stared down at her, pursing his lips
thoughtfully.

“The—um—police rather fancy that Mr.
Ligsey is dead,” he said, and there was u
note of irritation in his voice as though he
resented the police holding any theory at
all. “Quite dead—um—murdered, in fact.”

There was a long pause here. He knew
instinctively that she had come to make
some request, but it was not until she rose
to go that she spoke her thoughts.

“Clive wished to see you himself to make
a proposition. He said that he did not think
you were engaged on the—official side of
the case, and he’s got a tremendous opinion
of your cleverness, Mr. Reeder; and so, of
course, have I. Is it humanly possible for
you to take up this case—on Johnny’s side,
I mean? Perhaps I'm being silly, but just
now I'm cluteching at straws.”

Mr. Reeder was looking out of the window,
his head moving slowly from side to side.

“I'm afraid not,” he said. “I really am
afraid not! The people on your—um—-
friend’s side are the police. If he is inno-
cent, I am naturally on his side with them.
Don’t you see, young lady, that when we
prove a man’s guilt we also prove everybody
else’s innocence?”

It was a long speech for Mr. Reeder, and
he had not quite finished. He stood with
his hands deep in his pockets, his eyes half
closed, his body swaying to and fro.

“Let me see now—if Ligsey were alive?
A very dense and stupid young man, quite
incapable, I should have thought, of—um—
so many things that have happened during
the last twenty-four hours.”

After Anna had left, he went to Southers’
house and interviewed Johnny’s father.
The old man was bearing his sorrow remark-
ably well. Indeed, his principal emotion
was a loud fury against the people who
dared accuse his son.

He led the way to the tool-shed in the
yard and showed the detective just where
the box had been hidden.

“Personally, I never go into the shed.
It’s Johnny's little cubby hutch,” he said.

i “Look here,”’
“] can tell you about Southers, and the
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said the tough looking seaman.

smuggling game that’s going on.”’

“The boy is fond of gardeming, and, like
you. Mr. Reeder. has a fancy for poultry.”

“Is the shed kept locked?”

““No; I've never seen it locked,” said old
Southers. .

The place from which the box had been
extracted was at the far end of the shed.
It. had been concealed behind a  bag of
chicken-seed.

Mr. Reeder took a brief survey of the
garden—it was an oblong strip ot ground,
measuring about a hundred yards by twenty.
At the further end of the garden was a
wall which marked the boundary of the
garden which backed on to it. The garden
could be approached either from the door
leading to a small glass conservatory, or
along a narrow gravel strip which ran down
one side of the house. Ingress, however,
was barred by a small door stretched across
the narrow path.

“But it’s seldom locked,” said Southers.
“We leave it open for the milkman ; he goes
round to the kitchen that way in the morn-
ing.”

Mr. Reeder went back to the garden ani
walked slowly along the gravel path which
ran between two large flower-beds. At the
farther end was a wired-in chicken run.
Mr. Reeder surveyed the flower-beds medi-
tatively. : g

“Nobody has dug up the gardent” he
asked, and, when the other replied in the
negative: ‘““Then I should do a bit of
digging myself if I were you, Mr. Southers,”
he said gently; ““and whetheér you tell the
police what you find, or do not tell the
police, is entirely a matter for your own
conscience.”

He looked up at the sky for a long time
as though he were expecting to see an acro-
plane, and then:

“If it is consistent with your—um—con-
science to say nothing about your discovery,
and if you removed it or them to a safe
place where it or they would not be found,
it might be to the advantage of your son in
the not too distant future.”
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Mr. Southers was a little agitated, more
than a little bewildered, when Mr. Reeder
took his leave. He was to learn that the
ban on his activities in regard to the
Attymar murder had been strengthened
rather than relaxed, and he expericnced a
gentle, but malignant, pleasure in the
thought that in one respect he had made
their task a little more difficult.

It was Gaylor who brought the news.

“I spoke to the chief about your seeing
Southers in Brixton, but he thought 1t was
best if you kept out of the case until the
witnesses are tested.”

Mr. Reeder’s duties in the Public Prose-
cutor’s Department were to examine wit-
nesses prior to their appearance in court, to
test the strength or the weakness of their
testimony, and he had been employed in this
capacity before his official connection with
the department was made definite.

“At the same time,” Gaylor went on, “if
you can pick up anything we’ll be glad to
have it.”.

“Naturally,” murmured Mr. Reeder.

“I mean, you may by accident hear things
—you know these people, they live in the
same street—and I think you know the
young lady Southers is engaged to?”

Mr. Reeder inclined his head.

“There’s another thing, Mr. Reeder.”
Gaylor evidently felt he was treading on
delicate ground, having summarily declined
and rejected the assistance of his com-
panion. ‘“‘If you should hear from Ligsey

“A voice from the grave,” interrupted Mr.
Reeder. :

“Well, there is a rumour about that he’s
not dead. In fact, the boy on the barge,
Hobbs, says that Ligsey came alongside last
night in a skiff and told him to keep his
mouth shut about what he’d seen and heard.
My own opinion is that the boy was dream-
ing, but one of Ligsey’s pals said he’d also
seen him or heard him—I don’t know which.
That’sea line of investigation you - might
take on for your ewn amusement——"

“Investigation doesn’t amuse me,” said
Mr. Reeder calmly; “it bores me. It wearies
me. It brings me in a certain—um—income,
but it doesn’t amuse me.”

“Well,” said the detective awkwardly, “if
it interests you, that’s a line you might
take up.”

“I shall not dream of taking up any line
at all. It means work, and I do not like
work.” : :

Here, however, he was permitting him-
self to romance

That afternoon he spent in the neighbour-
hood which Ligsey knew best. He talked
with carmen and van-boys, little old women
who kept tiny and unremunerative shops,
and the consequence of all his oblique ques-
tioning was that he made a call in Little
Calais Street, where lived an unprepossess-
ing young lady who had gained certain
social recognition — her portrait would
appear in the next morning’s newspapers—
‘because she had been engaged to the miss-
ing man. She had, in fact, walked out with
him, amongst others, for the greater part

.of a year.

Miss Rosie Loop did not suggest romance;
-she was short, rather stout, had bad teeth,
and a red face; but for the moment she was
important, and might not have seen Mr.
Reeder but for the mistaken idea she had
that he was associated with the Press.

““Who shall I say it is?” asked her blowsy
mother, who answered the door.

“The Editor of ¢ The Times,” ” said Mr.
Reeder without hesitation.

In the stuffy little kitchen where the
bereaved fiancée was cating bread and jam,

14

Mr. Reeder was given a clean Windsor
chair, and sat down to hear the exciting
happening of the previous night.

“I haven’t told the Press yet,” said Rosie,
who had a surprisingly shrill voice for one
so equipped by nature for the deeper tones.
“He come last night. I sleep upstairs with
mother, and whenever he used to anchor ofi
the erik he used to come ashore, no matter
what time it was, and throw up a couple ef
stones to let me know he was here. About
’arf past two it was last night, and, lord,
it gave me a start!”

“He threw up the stones to let you know
he was there?” suggested Mr. Reeder.

She nodded violently.

“And was it-Mr. Ligsey?”

“It was him!” she said dramatically. “I
wouldn’t go to the windowgfor a long time,
but mother said  Don’t be such a fool, a
ghost carn’t hurt yer,” and then I pulled
up the sash, and there he was in his old
oilskin coat. I asked him where he’d bin,
but he was in a 'urry. Told me not to get
worried about him, as he was all right.”

“How did he look?” asked Mr. Reeder.

She rolled her head impatiently. 5

“Didn’t I tell yer it was the middle of

“the night? But that’s what he said—‘ Don’t
get worried about anything *—and then he -

popped off.” <

“And you popped in?” said Mr. Reeder
pleasantly. “He didn’t have a cold, or any-
thing, did he?”

Her mouth opened.

“You've seen him? Where is he?”

“I haven’t seen him, but he had a cold?”
. “Yes, he had,” she admitted; “and so
would you ‘ave if you ’ad to go up and down
that river all day and night. It’s a horrible
life. I hope he’s going to give it up. He’s
bound to get some money if he comes
forward and tells the police the truth. It
was very funny, me thinkin’ he was dead.
We'd bin to buy our black—hadn’t we,
mother?” :

Mother offered a hoarse confirmation.

“And all the papers sayin’ he was dead,
an’ dragging the river for him, an’ that
Captain Attymar. He used to treat Ligsey
like a dog.”

“He hasn’t
written to you?”

She sh oo k her
head

“He was never a
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with food and had arranged to relieve him
that evening.

He was very emphatic about the visita-
tion of Ligsey. He had rowed alongside
and whistled to the boy—the whistle had
wakened him. From under the companion
steps he had looked over and seen him
sitting in the boat, a big white bandage
round his head. Miss Rosie had said
nothing about the white bandage, but, call-
ing on his way home, Reeder had con-
firmation.

“Yes, I forgot to tell you about that,”
said Rosie. “I see it under ’is ’at. I said:
* What’s that white round your head?’
Fancy me forgettin® to tell you that!” -

As a matter of form Mr. Reeder, when he
got home that night, jotted down certain
sequences.

At some time after eight on the night of
the murder Attymar had come in a launch,
had collected Ligsey and taken him towards
London. At nine-thirty Johnny Southers
had called at Attymar’s house, and, accord-
ing to his story, had been sent on a fool’s
errand to Highgate. At some time about
eleven o’clock the murder had been dis-
covered.

Mr. Reeder put down his pen and frowned.

“I am getting old and stupid,” he said,
reached for the telephone, and called a
number to which he knew Gaylor would
certainly be attached at that hour.

It was Gaylor’s clerk who answered him,
and, after four minutes’ wait, Gaylor him-
self spoke.

“Have you found anything, Mr. Reeder?”

“T find T am suffering from a slight
softening of the brain,” said Mr. Reeder
pleasantly. “Do you realise I never asked

“how the murder was discovered?”

‘He heard Gaylor laugh.

“Didn’t T tell you? It was very simple. ’
‘A policeman on his beat found the wicket

door open, saw the lantern on the ground

and the other lantern burning in the lobby .

of the house. What’s the matter?” 7
Mr. Reeder was laughing.

“Pardon me,” he said at last. “Are you

90

sure there avasn’t an alarm-bell ringmg?’

one - for writing.”

“What time was
this ?”

She could tell
him exactly, be-
cause she Thad
heard Greenwich
clock striking the
half-hour.

Mr. Reeder -
might - be bored
with investigation,
but he found some:
satisfaction in
boredom.

The Al%anuna
still lay off Green-
wich, and he hired:
a boat to take him.
to the barge. The
disconsolate
Master Hobbs was
still on board, and
even the fact that
he was now com-
mander did not
compensate him
for his loneliness,
though, appar-
ently, the police
had supplied him
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“I didn’t hear of any alarm-bell—in fact,
I don’t know that there is one.”

Mr. Reeder ecxchanged a few eommon-
places, denied that he was making any
inquiries about Ligsey, and hanging up tho
receiver, sat back in his chair, his hands
clasped about his middle, and real amuse-
.ment in his eyes.

Later he had a call from the solicitor
engaged to defend young Southers. He also
suggested that Mr. Reeder should place his
gervices at the call of the defence; but
again he refused.

Opening the telephone directory, he found

the number of Mr. Clive Desboyne, and it

was that gentleman who answered his call.
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“'Fhat’s queer; I was just going to ring
you up,” said Desboyne. “Have you taken

up the case?”

“I am wavering,” replied Reeder. “Before
e
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I veach a decision I'd like to have another
talk with you. Could I call at your flat to-
night about—nine?” =

There was a little pause.

It was not a
pleasant sight
that met their
eyes. The
room was a.,
confusion of
smashed furni-
fure, and blood
was spattered
about the place.
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“Certainly. I was going out, but I'll

wait in for you.”
At the conclusion of this call Mr. Reeder
again leaned back in his chair, but this time
he was not smiling; he was rather puzzled.
Perhaps he was thinking of Ligsey; possibly
he was impressed by the generosity of this
man who was rcady to spend a considerable
part of his fortune to prove the innocence
of a man he disliked.

‘Whatever trains of thought started and
slowed, switched into side-tracks, or ran oft
into tributary lines, they all arrived at one
mysterious destination.

“It will be spring cleaning,” said
Reeder as he got up frem his chair.

Mr.

THE REVOLVER CLUE.
EEDER spent the
R rest of the
afternoon in
the West End of
London, calling upon
a succession of
theatrical agents.
Some were very
important personages
: who received him in
walnut-panelled salons; a few were in
dingy offices on third floors; one, and the
most important of these, he interviewed in
the bar of a public-house in St. Martin’s
Lane—a fat and seedy man, with. a fur
collar and frayed cuffs, a half-stupid tippler
with no business but many reminiscences;
and, as he proudly claimed, ““the best col-
lection of old theatrical programmes - in
London.”

Mr. Reeder, who was a good listener and
very patient, heard all about the agent’s
former grandeur, the amount of commission
out of which eminent artistes had swindled
him, and at last he accompanied his bibu-
“lous companion to his lodgings off the
_Waterloo Road, and from seven till eight

was engrossed in masses of dog-eared
literature.
Mr. Reeder had a meal in a Strand

restaurant and drove to Park Lane. - As the
lift carried him to the floor on which Des-
-boyne’s flat was situated

“I’m sure it’s spring cleaning,” murmured
Mr. Reeder to himself.

He rang the bell of the flat and waited.
Presently he heard the sound of footsteps
echoing hollowly in the hall. Clive Des-
boyne opened the door with an apologetic
smile.

“I hope you don’t mind the place being
in confusion?” he said. “We’ve started our
spring cleaning. The truth is, I'd arranged
to go away to-day if this wretched business
hadn’t turned up.”

The carpet had been taken up from the
floor of the hall, the walls had been stripped,
and the crystal pendant which lit the hall
showed through a gauze covering. Clive
Desboyne’s own study had, however, been
left untouched by the decorators.

“I’'m going to clear out to an hotel to-
morrow. It'll probably be the Ritz-Carlton,
but if you want me urgently my solicitors
will be able to put us in touch. Now, Mr.
Reeder, you're going to do this for Anna and
me?”

Mr. Reeder shook his head feebly.

“You've got to do it,” insisted the other
energetically. “You're the only detective
in London in whom I've any confidence. I
know you're attached to the Public Prose-
cutor’s Department, but I've been making
a few inquiries, too,” he said with a little
smile, ‘‘and I hear that you take outside
commissions.”

. “Banks,” said Mr. Reeder reverently.
{‘Banks—not private work.”
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“I shall insist!” Clive was very earnest.
“I've told Anna everything — about my,
beastliness in regard to young Southers.
Honestly, I still-think that Ligsey’s story
was true, and that Southers was making
something on the side: A lot of decent
fellows, otherwise perfectly honest, do that
sort of thing, and I'm not condemning him.
In fact, when I expressed my—what’s the
word for being shocked?”

“Horror, amazement?”
Reeder. S

“Well, whatever it was—I was being a
hypocrite. I mysclf have not always been
rich. T’ve known what it is to be devilishiy
poor. If T hadn’t made good speculations
when I was quite a kid, I should probably
be worse off than Southers.” :

“You're rather fond of the young lady?”
said Mr. Reeder, after an interregnum of
silence.

Again Desboyne laughed.

“Of coutse T am! The fact that a man s
engaged to another girl—and the sweetest
girl in the world—doesn’t prevent him
philandering. Of course, it’s a caddish thing
to do, and it's got me into quite a lot of
trouble, but the fact remains, I am terribly
fond of Anna. I won’t say I love her like
a brother, because I'm tired of being a
hypocrite. I'm going to try to get Southers
out of the mess he’s in; and that doesn’t
mean I love Zim like a brother, either!
Now, Mr. Reeder, what do you want to see
me about, if it isn’t to tell me that you're
taking up this case?”

All that Mr. Reeder wanted to see Clive
Desboyne about was spring cleaning, but he
could not say this. He had, however, a good
excuse for calling: Ligsey was apparently
alive, he explained. Clive Desboyne was not
impressed.

“I didn’t worry whether he was alive or
dead,” he said frankly. “Naturally, I do
not know what theory the police have, but T
understood from the newspapers that they
were concentrating on the murder of
Attymar—that is the charge against John
Southers. If Ligsey is alive I'm hardly
likely to meet him, unless, of course, i
feels, as so many of these crooks do, that
once one has given them money they're
entitled to a pension! If I hear from him
I'll let you know.”

As. they came out into the hall Mr.
Reeder’s eyes wandered up and down the
bare walls. 5

“You will have this repainted, Mr. Des-
boyne?” he asked. ‘‘At present it is rather
a delicate cream. If I were you I should
have it painted green. Green is a very

suggested Mr.

-restful colour, but possibly my views arc—

um—suburban.”

“I think they are,” said the other good-
humouredly.

Mr. Reeder had made an appointment to
sce the bibulous agent at ten o’clock. The
agent knew where certain photographs were
to be obtained, and had promised to be
waiting at the corner of St. Martin’s Lane
at that hour. Mr. Reeder arrived as St.
Martin’s Church clock was striking, "but
there was no sign of Billy Gurther. He had
not appeared at half-past ten, and Mmr.
Reeder decided to go to his house, for he was
very anxious to complete his dossier.

The landlady at Mr. Gurther’s lodgings
had a surprising and disconcerting story to
tell. Mr. Reeder had hardly left (she had
witnessed his departure) before a messenger
came, and Billy had gone out. He had
returned in half an hour, very voluble and
excited. He had been given a commission
to collect’ cabaret turns in Spain. He had
to leave London some time after nine, travel
all night, and catch the Sud Express in the

23/3/29

morning. He was plentifully supplied with
money.

“He was so excited, he was nearly sober,”
said the uncharitable landlady. 3

The sudden departure of an obscure music-
hall agent, of whose existence he had been
unaware until that afternoon, did not at all
distress Mr. Reeder. It was the circum-
stances which attended - his leaving, 1ts
rapidity, and, most important of all, the

‘knowledge that was behind that sudden

move, which made him alert and watchful.
He might not be persona grata at Scotland
Yard, but little things hke that did not
trouble Mr. Reeder. He drove immediately
to the big building on the Thames Embank-
ment, sought, nay, demanded, an interview
with the Chief Constable, who should have
been at home and in bed, but was in fact
in consultation with his five chiefs when
the detective arrived.

The first message sent to Mr. Reeder was
cold and unpromising. Would he call ia
the morning? It was Gaylor who was de-
tached from the conference to carry this
message. :

“@Go back to your chief, Mr. Gaylor,” said
Reeder acidly, “and teil him I wish to see
him this evening, at once. If I see him to-
morrow it will be at the Home Office.”

This was a threat—nobody knew it bettcr
than Gaylor, The exact extent and voiume
of Reeder’s power was not known. One
thing was certain—he could be extremely
unpleasant, and the consequences of his dis- .
pleasure might even affect a man’s carecr.
Gaylor returned instantly, and summoned
him to the conference, and there Mr. Reeder
sat down, and, quite uninvited, expounded a
theory, and supported his fantastic ideas
with a considerable amount of grimy litera-
ture.

“We can stop Gurther at Southampton,”
suggested Gaylor, but Reeder shook his
head.

“I think not. Let him soak into the Con-
tinent, and then we may pick him up with-
out any trouble. Send a man to South-
ampton, and let him shadow him to Paris.
In Paris he can blanket him.”

Mason nodded.

“If your theory is correct, there must be
a method of proving it,” he said; “not a
simple one, perhaps——"

“QOn the contrary, a very simple one,” said
Mr. Reeder.

He turned to Gaylor.

“You remember the bed-room above the
one where the murder took place, or where
we think it was committed? You probably
got a photograph.”

“I’ll get it right away,” said Gaylor, and
left the room.

He was back with a sheaf of photographic
enlargements which he laid on the table.

“There it is,” said Reeder, and pointed.

“The clock? Yes, I noticed that.”

“Naturally,” said Reeder.

“But most people who go to sea, or even
bargees, have it put there.”

The little clock was fastened to the ceil-
ing, immediately over the bedstead, so that
anybody lying in bed could look up and tell
the time. It had luminous hands, Reeder
had noticed.

“I want you to have that clock removed
and the “ceiling plastered. I want you to
take away the bed and put a table and chair
there. In two days I think I will make the
further prosecution of young Southers un-
necessary.”

“You can do as you like,” said Mason.
“You're well in the case now, Mr. Reeder.
T’'ve put out a special call to get Ligsey, and
the river police are searching all the-
reaches.”
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“The river police are more likely to get
Mr. Ligsey than any other section of the
Mctropolitan Police Force,” replied Reeder.

Big Ben was striking eleven as he
mounted a tramecar ‘that carried him from
Westminster Bridge to the end of his road.
In the days, and particularly the nights,
when Mr. Reeder was heavily engaged in
his hazardous occupation, his housekeeper
remained on duty until he was ready to go
to bed. She met him at the door now with a
telephone message.

“Mr. Gaylor called up, sir. He says he is
sending you a lacquered box which he wishes
you to examine, and will you be careful not
to touch it with your fingers because of the
prince? He didn’t say which prince it was.”

“I think T know his Highness,” said Mr.
Reeder, who was a little ruffled that Gaylor
should find it necessary to warn him against

/
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sense of weight—and he remembered some-
thing that weighed just as heavy as this.
He put the package carefully on the table

and rang through to Scotland Yard. Gaylor
had gone. He tried him at his house, but

he bad not arrived.

“Tell him to ’phone the moment he comes
in,” he said, and went to his desk to
examine, for the third time that day, the
old music-hall programmes and play-bills,
photographs, cuttings from the “Era ” and
the “Stage,” the data which he had col-
lected in the course of the day.

At one o’clock his housekeeper came 'in
and asked if anything more would be re-
quired.

“Nothing at all,” said Mr. Reeder.
then a thought struck him.
sleep?”

“In the room above, sir.”

And
“Where do you

i

Intent ﬁpon what was happening outside, Mr. Reeder did not feel the
sudden impact of the truncheon that thudded dully upon his head.

over-smearing finger-prints. “Has the box
arrived?”

“Ten minutes ago, sir.”

“When did Mr. Gaylor telephone?”

She was rather vague as to this; thought
it might have been half an hour before. In
that case, thought Reeder, it must have
been immediately after he left the Yard,
and the box must have come on by eyelist
messenger. { .

He found it on his table in a service
envelope, and took it out—a heavy, oblong
box, about six inches long and three inches
square. Pen-printed on the lid, which was
tacked down, were the words: ‘“Mr. Reeder
to sec and return. Room 75, New Scotland
Yard.” Reeder weighed the package in his
hand,.

Some people remember by smell, some
trust-to their cyesight, and the recollections
of vision. Mr. Reeder had a remarkable

“Above this?” said Mr. Reeder hastily.
“No, no; I think you’d better stay in the
kitchen until I hear from Mr. Gaylor. If
Yyou could make yourself comfortable there,
in fact, if you could sleep there, I should
be very much obliged. There is nothing to
be alarmed about,” he said, when he saw
consternation dawning in her face. “It is
merely that I may want to—um—send a
detective upstairs to—er—overhear a con-
versation.” ™

It was a lame excuse. Mr. Reeder was a
poor liar; but his housekeeper was a very
simple soul, and, except that she insisted
upou - going up to make the room tidy,
agreed to retire to the basement. She had
hardly gone when Gaylor came through, and
for five minutes he and Reeder spoke to-
gether. After this the detective settled
down to await his coming, ahd Inspector
Gaylor did mot arrive alone, but brought

. explosives ; I
delicate spring balance, and with this the .
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two expert officials from the
department. One of them had a

with him

package was weighed.

“ Allow for the weight of the wooden box,”" -
said the expert; “that leaves the exact
weight of a Mills bomb. I'm sure you’re
right, Mr. Reeder.”

He held the package to his ear and shook
it gently.

“No, nothing more complicated.”

He took a case of instruments from his
pocket and removed a slither 6f wood from
the lid.

“Yes, there’s the lever, and the pin’s
out,” he said, after examining it under a
strong light.

He cut away the side, and revealed a
black, segmented egg shape, grinning as hie
recognised an old friend.

“You see that?” He pointed to a little
hole at the end of the box. “The fellow"
who brought this was taking no risks; he
kept an emergency pin through until it was -
delivered. I'll have this out in-a jiff.”

It was no idle promises. Mr. Reeder
watched with interest as the skilful fingers
of the man removed the lid, catching the
lever at the same time and holding it firm
against the swelling side. From his pocket
he took a steel pin and thrust it home, and
the bomb became innocuous. ?

“You've kept every scrap of paper, of
course?” said Gaylor. ‘“There was no other
packing but. this?”

Every piece of paper was carefully folded
and put 1 an envelope, and the two explo-
sive experts went doyn to pack away Mr.
Reeder’s dangerous gift. :

“There was a lot you didn't tell the
chief,”” said Gaylor_ at parting.. “That'’s
the trouble with you, you old devil I*

Mr. Reeder looked pained.

“That is not a very pleasant expression,”;
he said.

“But it is,” insisted Gaylor. “Youn
always keep back some juicy bit to spring
on us at the last moment. It’s either your
sense of drama or your sense of humour.”

For a second Reeder’s eyes twinkled, and
then his face became a mask again. -

“I have no—um—sense of humour,” he
said.

He had, at any rate, a sense of vanity,
and he was irritated that his little idiosyn-
crasy had been so crudely exposed " to
description.

He was up at six the next morning, and
by half-past seven was on his way fo the
Thames Valley. On the previous day he had
telephoned to eight separate boathouses
between Windsor and Henley, and he was
satisfied that he had found what he wanted
in the neighbourhood of Bourne End. He
had telephoned to the boathuilder on whom
he was calling, and he found that indus-
trious man at work in his yard.

“You're the gentleman who wanted to
know about the Zaira? I was going to send
one of my boys up to see if she was still
tied up. but I haven’t been able to spare,
him this morning.”

“Fm rather glad you haven't,” said Mr.,
Reeder.

“It was a fununy thing you telephoning to
me when you did,”” said the builder. “She’d
just gone past on her way to Marlow. No,
I've never seen her before, but I caught the
name; in fact; it was because she was new
in this part of the river that I noticed her.
She’s a forty-foot cruiser, nearly new, and
I should think she’s got pretty powerful

]

engines.  As it was, she made a bit of a
wash.”

He explained that, after Mr. Reeder’s
inquiry he had telephoned through to

Marlow, had learned that the boat had mot
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passed, and had sent one of his assistants

“up the towpath to locate her.

“She’s lying at a private quay that runs
in from the river to a big red house, which
has been empty for years. There’s nobody
on board her, and I suppose the owner’s had
permission from the agents. Are you think-
in% of buying her?”’

That view had never presented itself to
Mr. Reeder. He thought for a long time,
and gave the boatbuilder the impression
that it was only a question of price that
prevented him from ownership.

“Yes, it’s quite usual for people to tie

_up and leave their boats for months at a

time, especially at a private quay like that.
It’s not safe; you get a craft full of rats,
especially in the winter months. These big
boats cost a lot to keep up, and you couldn’t
afford to have a caretaker on board.”

Mr. Reeder made a very leisurely way
along the towpath, stopping now and again
to admire the lovely reach. Although he
had explicit instructions, he might have

. passed the narrow canal which runs in from .

tlhe river, in spite of the brick bridge across;
for the stream was choked with weeds, and
ran apparently into a tangle of trees and
undergrowth, With some difficulty. Mr.
Reeder reached its bank. He then saw that
the canal was brick-lined. Nevertheless,

* though he had this indication of its edge,

e walked gingerly. 2
It opened to a larger pool, a sort of back-

water. Passing a clump of bushes, he came

suddenly upon the boat. The bow lay
almost -within reach of his hand. It was
tied up fore and aft, and had a deserted
appearance. Acrocas the forepart of the boat

" was drawn a canvag cover, but he was pre-

pared-for this by the description of the boat-
builder. Mr. Reeder slipped his hand in

" his pocket and went cautiously along the

length of the boat. He noted that all the

. portholes were not enly closed but made

opague with brown paper.

“Is anybody there?” he called loudly.

There was no answer. In midstream a
moorhen was paddling aimlessly; the sound
of his voice sent it scurrying to cover.

The foremost part of the ship was evi-
dently the engine-room, and possibly accom-
modation for a small erew. The living
saloon was aft. Tt was these that had their
portholes covered. Both cabins were ap-
proached from the well deck amidships, and
he saw here a canvas-covered wheel. The
doors were padlocked on the outside.

Mr. Reeder looked around, and stepped
on to the boat, down a short ladder to the
well. He ‘tried the padlock of the saloon
door. It was fast: but it was a very simple
padlock, and if fortune favoured him, and
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the boat he sought was really discovered.
he had prepared for such an emergency as
this

H;e tried three of the keys which he took
from his pocket before the lock snapped
back. Hec unfastened the hasp, turned the
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handle, and pulled open the door. He could
see nothing for a moment; then he switched
on an electric hand-lamp and sent its rays
into the interior.

The saloon was empty. The floor of it
lay possibly eightecn inches below the level
of the deck on which he was standing. And
then— ;

Lying in the middle of the floor, and
glittering in the light of his lamp, was a
white-handled, silver-plated revolver.

“Very interesting,” said Mr. Reeder, and
went down into the saloon.

He reached the bottom of the steps and
turned, walking back with his face to the
door through which he had come; the muzzle
of his Browning covering the opening.

Presently his heel kicked the pistol.” He
took another step back and stooped to pick
it up.

RED ROBE.

R. REEDER was
conscious of a
lheadache and

that the light shining
in his eyes was pain-
ful. It was a tiny
globe which burnt in
the roof of the cabin.
Somebody was talk-
ing very distressedly;
a falsetto voice which Mr. Reeder loathed.
His senses came back gradually.

He was shocked to find himself ore of the
figures in a most fantastical scene, some-
thing which did not belong to the great
world of reality in which he lived and had
his being. He was part of an episode, torn
bodily from a most imaginative and impos-
sible work of fiction.

The man who sat in one corner of the
lounge, clasping his knees, was—— Mr.
Reeder puzzled for a word. Theatrical, of
course. That red silk robe, that Mephisto-
phelian cap, and the long black mask with
the lace fringe that even hid the speaker’s
chin. His hands were covered with jewelled
rings, which scintillated in the feeble light
overhead. A

Mr. Reeder could not very well move; he
was handcuffed, his legs were strapped pain-
fully together, and in his mouth was a piece
of wood, lightly tied behind his ears. It
was not painful, but it could be, he realised.
At any rate, he was spared the necessity of
replying to the exultant man who sat at
the other end of the settee.

“Did you hear what I said, my master of
mystery ?”. 1

He spoke with a slightly, foreign accent,
this man in the red robe.

“You are so clever, and yet T am more
clever, eh? All of it I planned out of my
mind. The glittering silver pistol on the
floor—that was the only way I could get
you to stoop and bring your head into the
gas. It was a very heavy gas, which does
not easily escape, but I was afraid you
might have dropped a cigarette, and that
would have betrayed everything. If you had
waited a little time the gas would have
rolled out of the open door; but no, you
must have the pistol, so you stooped and

e

picked it up, and voila!

His hands glittered dazzlingly.

“You are used to criminals of the stupid
kind,” he went on. “For the first time,
my Reeder, you meet one who has planned
everything step by step. Pardon me.”’

He stepped down to the floor, leaned for-
ward and untied the gag.

“T find it difficult if conversation is ome-
sided,” he said pleasantly. “If you make a
fuss I shall shoot you, and that will be the
end. At present I desire that you should
know everything. You know me?”
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“I'm afraid I haven’t tha{ pleasure,” said
Mr. Reeder, and the man chuckled.

“If you had lived, I would have been
your chief case, your chef d’ceuvre, the one
man of your acquaintance, who could plan
murder and—what is the expression?—get
away with it! Do you know where you
are P”

“I'm on the Zaira,” said Mr. Reeder.

“Do you know who is lier owner?”

“She is owned by Mr. Clive Desboyne.”

The man chuckled at this.

“Poor fellow.! The love-sick one, eh?
For him this boat is—where do you think?
—at Twickenham, for its spring repairs.
He told you perhaps he had been mad
enough to let it for two months? No, he
did not tell you? Ah, that is interesting.
Perhaps he forgot.””

Mr. Reeder nodded slowly.

“Now tell me, my friend—my time is very
short and I cannot waste it here with you
—do you know who killed Attymar?”

“You are Attymar,” said Mr. Reeder, and

i

-was rewarded by a shrill chuckle of de-

lighted laughter.

“So clever, after all! It is a good thing
I have you, eh? Otherwise “—he shrugged
hig shoulders lightly. “That is the very
best joke—I am Attymar! Do I speak like
him, yes? Possibly—who knows?”

He slipped from his seat and came
stealthily towards Reeder and refixed the
gag a little tighter. :

“Where shall you be this night, do you
think, with a big,. heavy chain fastened
around you? I know all the deepest holes
in this river, and years and years will pass
before they find your body. To think that
this great London shall lose its Mr. Reeder !
So many people have tried to kill you, my
friend, but they have failed because they
are criminals—just stupid fellows, who ecau-
not plan like a general.” A

Mr. Reeder said nothing; he could not
raise his hand far emnough to relieve the
pressure on his mouth, for, attached to the
centre link of the haundcuffs, was a ecord
fastened to the strap about his ankles.

The man in the red cloak bent over him
his eyes glaring through the holes in the
mask.

“Last night I tried you. I say to myself,
¢ Is this man stupid or is he clever?’ ” He
spoke quickly and in a low voice. “So I
send you the little bomb. I would have
sent 1t also to Desboyne—lie also will die
to-night, and our friend Mr. Southers will
be hanged, and there will be the end of you
all! And I will go sailing to the southern
seas, and no man will raise his hand against
me, because I am clever.”

Mr. Reeder thought he was a little
monotonous. In spite of his terrible posi-
tion, he was intensely bored. The man in
the red cloak must have heard something,
for he went quickly to the door and listened
meore intently, then, mounting the stairs,
slammed the door behind him and put on
the padlock. Presently Mr. Reeder heard
liim mount the side of the boat and guessed
he had stepped ashore to meet whatever
interruption was threatened. Tt was, in
truth, the boatbuilder, who had come to
make inquiries, and the grey-haired man
with the stoop and the white moustache and
twisted face was able to assure him that
Mr. Reeder had made an offer for the boat,
that it had been rejected, and that the
detective had gone on to Marlow.

The prisoner had a quarter of an hour to
consider his unfortunate position and to
supply a remedy. Mr. Reeder satisfied him-
self -that it was a simple matter to free his
hands from the steel cuffs. He had peculiarly
thin wrists, and his large, bony hands were
very deceptive.
gag to a less uncomfortable tension, and
brought himself to a sitting position. He

He freed one, adjusted the.
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With an oath Desboyne looked
round at the figure in the doorway.
“Put up your hands,”” said Mr.
“ I shall shoot if you

Reeder gently.

do not.”
ﬁ\;é 72
2 S
£ A
&7
3
eI T |
p l -
f' |
' \

T

swayed and would have fallen to the floor
but for a stroke of luck. The effort showed
him how dangerous it would be to make an
attempt to escape before he recovered
strength.

His pistol had been taken from him; the
silyer-handled revolver had also been re-
moved. He resumed his handcuffs and had
not apparently moved when his captor
opened the door, only to look in.

“I'm afraid you will have to do without
food to-day—does it matter?”’

Now Mr. Reeder saw that on the inside of
the saloon door was a steel bar. It was
painted the same colour as the woodwork,
and it was on this discovery that he based
his hope of life. For some reason, which
he never understood, his enemy switched on
two lights from the outside, and this
afforded him an opportunity of taking stock
of his surroundings.

The portholes were impossible—he under-
stood new why they had been made airtight

——
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with brown paper. It would be as much as
he could do to get his arms through them.
Having decided upon his plan of campaign,
Mr. Reeder acted with his customary
cnergy. He could mot allow his life to
depend upon the caprice of this man. Evi-
dently the intention was to take him out
late at night, loaded with chains, and drop
him overboard; but he might have cause to
change his mind. And ihat, Mr. Reeder
thought, would be very unfortunate.

His worst forebodings were in a fair way
to being realised, did he but know. The
man who stood in his shirt sleeves, prodding
at the centre of the backwater, had suddenly
realised the danger which might follow the
arrival of a curious-minded policeman. The
boatbuilder would certainly gossip. Reeder
had something of an international reputa-
tion, and the local police would be only too
anxious to make his acquaintance,

Gossip runs up and down the river with a
peculiar facility. He went into the engine

>
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cabin, where he had stowed his fantastic
robe and hat, and dragged out a little steel
cylinder. Unfasten that nozzle, leave it on
the floor near where the helpless man lay,
and in a quarter of an hour perhaps.

He cold-bloodedly pulled out two links of
heavy chain and dropped them with a crash
on the deck. Mr. Reeder heard the sound;
he wrenched one hand free of the cuff, not
without pain, broke the gag, and, drawing
himself up into a- sitting position, un-
fastened the first of the two straps:

His head was splitting from the effect of;
the gas. As his feet touched the floor he
reeled. The second cuff he removed at his
leisure. He was so close to the door now
that he could drop the bar. It stuck for a
little while, but presently he drew it down.
It fell with a clatter into the socket.

The man on the deck heard, ran to the
door and tugged, drew off the padlock and
tried to force his way in.
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“I'm afraid you’re rather late,” said Mr,

Reeder politely.
! He could almost feel the vibration of the
man’s fury. His vanity had been hurt; he
had %een proved a bungler by the one man
in the world he wished to impress, whilst
life held any impressions for him.

Then the man on the bridge heard a smash
and saw some splinters of glass fly from one
of the ports. There were five tiny airholes
in the vent port of the door, but four of
these had been plugged with clay. Taking
the cylinder, he smashed the mnozzle end
through the obstruetion. A wild, desperate

=

B idea came to the harassed man. Reeder
= heard the starting wheel turn, and presently
AR the low hum of machinery. He heard the

tter of feet across the deck and peered
- through the porthole, but it was below the
“level of the bank.

He looked round for a weapon hut conld
find none. Of one thing he was certain:
Mr. Red Robe would not dare to run for
the river. There was quite enough traffic
there for him to attract attention. He could

not afford to wait for darkness to fall; his
: })osition was as desperate as Reeder’s own
1ad been——

¢ Bang!

It was the sound of a pistol shot, followed
by another. Reeder heard somebody shout,
then the sound of a man crashing through
the bushes. Then he heard the deep voice
of Clive Desboyne.

“Reeder—are you there? How are you 2.

Mr. Reeder, a slave to politeness, put his
mouth up to the broken porthole.

“T am well, T thank you,” he responded.

It was some time before Desboyne could
knock off the padlock. Presently the door
was opened and Mr. Reeder came out.
# “Thank God, you're safe !"” said the other
breathlessly. “Who was the old bird who
shot at me?”

{
A
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He pointed towards the place where the
backwater turned.

“Is there a house there or a road or some-
thing? That’s the way he went. What has
happened ?”

Mr. Reeder was sitting on a little deck-
chair, his throbbing head. between his hands.
After a while he raised .is face.

“I have met the. greatest criminal in the
world,” he said solemnly. “He’s so clever
that he’s alive. His name js Attymar!”

Clive Desboyne opened his mouth in
amazement.

“Attymar? But he’s dead o

“I hope so,” said Mr. Reeder viciously,
“but I have reason to know that he isn’t.
No, no, young man, I won’t tell you what
happened. I'm rather ashamed of myself.
Anyway, I am not particularly proud of
being caught by this” -—he paused —
“amateur. Why did you come?”’

“It was only by luck. I don’t know why
I came. I happened to 'phone through to
Twickenham about some repairs to the boat
—by the way, yon must have seen a picture
of it hanging in my hall. In fact, it was
in that picture where you were so smart as
to tell the date. I lend the Zaira at times;
I lent it a few months ago to an Italian
or Serbian fellow, but he so ill-used it that
I sent a message that it was to be sent back
to the yard. They telephoned along the
river for mews of it, and that’s when I
learnt you were down here—you look
rotten.”

“I feel rotten,” said Mr. Reeder. “And
you came——"" -

“I drove down. T had a sort of feeling
in my mind that something was wrong.
Then I met a man who'd seen the builder,
and he told me about this little old fellow.
Until then I didn’t know that he was in
the boat, and I came along to make in-
quiries. For some reason, which T can’t
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understand, he no sooner saw me than he
pulled a gun and let fly at me, and, turn-
ing, went like mad through those bushes.”

“Have you a gun?” asked Mr. Reeder.

Desboyne smiled.

“No, I don’t carry such things.”

“In that case it would be foolish to
pursue my ancient enemy. Let one of the
Buckingham Constabulary carry on the good
work. Is your car anywhere handy?”

There was a road apparently within fifty
yards.

“By Jove !” said Desboyne suddenly. “I
left it outside the Fates of an empty house.
I wonder whether that’s the place where the
old bird went--and whether my car is still
there ?”’

It was there, in the drive of a deserted
house; the two-seater coupé which had so
excited the disgust of poor Johnny Southers.
With some difficulty Clive started it up,
and the action recalled something to him.

“Did we leave the engines of that boat
running ?” he asked suddenly. “If you
don’t mind I'll go back and turn them off;
then T'll notify the police and I'll send a
man to bring the Zaira into Maidenhead.”

He was gone ten minutes. Mr. Reeder
had an opportunity of walking round the
car and admiring it. -

Rain Lad fallen in the night; he made
this interesting discovery before Desboyne
returned.

“We’ll run up to Marlow and I'll get a
man to go down and collect the boat,” he
said, as he climbed in. “I’'ve never heard
anything more amazing. Tell me exactly
what happened to you?”

Mr. Reeder smiled sadly..

“You will pardon me if T do not?” he
asked gently. “The truth is, I have been
asked by a popular newspaper to write my
reminiscences, and I want to save every per-
sonal experience for that important
volume.” : : :

He would talk ahout other subjects, how-
ever; for example, of the fortunate circum-
stance that Deshoyne’s car was still there,
though it was within reach of the enemy.

“I've never met him before. T hope I'll
never meet him again,” said Desboyne.
“But I think he can be traced. Naturally,
I don’t want to go into court against him.
I think it’s the most ridiculous experience,
to be shot at for no apparent reason.”

“Why bother?” asked Mr. Reeder. “I
personally’ never go into court to gratify
a private vendetta, though there is a possi-
bility that in the immediate future I may
break the habit of years!”

He got down at the boat-house, and was
a silent listener whilst Clive Desboyne rang
up a Twickenham number and described the
exact location of the boat. :

“They’ll collect it,” he said, as he hung
up. ‘‘Now, Mr. Reeder, what am I to de
about the police?”

Mr. Reeder shook his head.

“I shouldn’t report .it,”” he said. *They’d
never understand.”

On the way back to town he grew more
friendly to Clive Desboyne than he had
ever been before, and certainly he was more
commuiiicative than he had been regarding
the Attymar murder.

“You've never seen a murder case at first
hand?®”

“And I'm not very anxious to,”
rupted the other.

“I applaud that sentiment. Young people
are much too morbid,” said Mr. Reeder,
“But this is a crime particularly ianterest-
ing because it was obviously planned by

inter-
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one who has studied the art of murder and
. the methods of the average criminal. He
had studied it to such good purpose that
he was satisfied that if a crime of this
character were committed by a man of in-
telligen¢e and acumen, he would—um-—-
escape the consequence of his deed.”

“And will he?” asked the other,
terested.

“No,” said Mr. Reeder, rubbing his nose.
He thought for a long time. ““I don’t think
80. I think he will hang; I am pretty
certain he will hang.”

in-

Seizing the cylinder of escaping
he crashed the nozzle
through the ventilation panel of
the cabin door.

gas,

L[}

il

Another long pause.

“And yet in a sense he was very clever.
For example, he had to attract the attention
of the policeman on the beat and estanlish
the fact that a murder had been committed.
He left open the wicket gate on the—umni-—
wharf, and placed a lantern on the ground
and another within the open door of his
little house, so that the policeman, even if
he had been entirely devoid of curiosity,
could not fail to investigate.”

Clive Desboyne frowned.

*“Upon my life I don’t know who is muz-
dered! It can’t be Attymar, because you
saw him to-day; and it can’t possibly be
Ligsey, because, according to your state-
ment, he is alive. Why did Johnny
Southers go there?”

“Because he’d been offered a job, a part-
nership with Attymar Attymar had two or
three barges, and, with vigorous manage-
ment, it looked as if his business might
grow into a more important concern.
Southers didn’t even know that this man
Attymar was the type of creature he was.
An appointment was made on the telephone;
Southers attended. He interviewed Atty-
mar or somebody in the dark, during
which time I gather he was sprinkled with

blood—whose blood, we shall discover.
There was a similar case in France in
cighteen forty-seven. Madame Puyeres——~

He gave the history of the Puyeres case
at length.

“That was our friend’s cleverness, the
blood-sprinkling, the lantern-placing, the
removal of Mr.—um—I forget his name for
the moment, thé theatrical agent of wum-
savoury reputation. But he made one
supreme error. You know the house—no,
of course, you've never been there.”

“Which house?” asked Clive curiously.

“Attymar’s house It’s little more than

oyer Attymar’s house this afternoon?
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a weighing shed. You haven’t been there?
No, I see you haven’t. If you would like a
little lecture, or a little demonstration of
criminal error, I would like to show you at
first hand.” <
“Will it save Johnny Southers—this
mistake?” asked Desboyne curiously.

Mr. Reeder nodded.

“Nothing is more certain. How amazing
are the—um—vagaries of the human mind!
How peculiar are the paths into which—
um—vanity leads us!”

He closed his eyes
and seemed to be com-
muning with himself
all the way through
Shepherd’s Bush. Mr.
Desboyne put him
down at Scotland
Yard, and they ar-
ranged to meet at the
end of Shadwick Lane
that same afternoon.

“There is no fur-
ther news of Ligsey,”
said Gaylor when
Reeder came into his
office.

“I should have
heen surprised if
there had been,” said
Mr. Reeder cheer-

fully, “partly because
he'’s dead, and partly
because — well, I
didn’t expect amny
communication from
him.”

“You know he tele-
phoned to the -chief
last night?”

: “T shouldn’t be sur-
prised at that,” said Mr. Reeder, almost
flippantly.
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ever, arise. She had some shopping to de
that afternoon; and he went alone with Clive
Desboyne to what the latter described as
“the most gruesome after-lunch entertain-
ment ” he had ever experienced.

THE SECOND TRAP.

‘¢cAR dropped
A them at the
end of Shad-

wick Lane, which had
already settled down
to normality, and had
grown accustomed to
the notoriety which
the murder had
brought to it.

There was a constable on duty on the
wharf, but he was inside the gate. Mr.
Reeder opened the wicket and Clive Des-
boyne stepped im, He looked round the
littered yard with disgust visible on his
face.

“How terribly sordid!” he said. “I am
not too fastidious. but I can’t imagine any-
thing more grim and miserable than this.” |

“It was grimmer for the —um—gentle-
man who was killqd,” said Mr. Reeder.

He went into the house ahead of his com-
panion, pointed out the room where the
murder was committed, “as I feel perfectly
sure,” he added; and then led the way up
the narrow stairs into what' had been
Captain Attymar’s sitting-room.

“If you sit at that table you'll see the
plan of the house, and I may show you one
or two very.interesting things.”

Mr. Reeder switched on a hand-lamp on
the table, and Clive Desboyne sat down,
and followed, apparently entranced, the
recital of J. G. Reeder’s theory.

“1If you have time—what is the time?”

They talked about Johnny Southers and - Clive Desboyne looked up at the ceiling,

the case against him, and of the disappoint-
ing results of & careful search of the garden.
They had dug up every bed and had done
incalculable damage to Mr. Southers her-
baceous borders.

“Our information was that he had a
coupie of thousand pounds cached there in
real money, but we found nothing.”

“How much was there in the box you
discovered in the tool-shed?”

“‘Oh, only a hundred pounds or so,” said
Gaylor. “The big money was hidden in the -
garden, according to wlat we were told.
We didn’t find a cent !

“Too bad,” said Mr. Reeder sympa-
thetically. Then, remembering: “Do you
mind if 1 take a young—um—friend of mine
He
is not exactly imterested in the crime of
wilful murder, but as he is providing for
the defence of young Mr. Southers 4 :

“I don’t mind,” said Gaylor, “but you
had better ask the chief.”

The Chief Constable was out, and the
opportunity of meeting him was rendered
more remote when Clive Desboyne rang him
up, as he said, on the off-chance of getting
him at Scotland Yard and inviting him out
to lunch.

Anna Welford is coming. I have told her
you think that Johnny’s innocence can be
established, and she’s most anxious to meet
you.”

Mr. Reeder was in something of a predica-
ment, but, as usual, he rose to the occasion.
He instantly cancelled two important
engagements to meet this, and at lunch-
time he sat between a delighted girl and a
rather exhilarated benefactor. The one
difficulty he had anticipated did no%, how-

stared at it for a while.

“Let me guess,” he said slowly.
o’clock.”

“Marvellous,” murmured Mr. Reeder. “It
is within one minute. How ecurious you
should’ look up at the ceiling! There used
to be a clock there.”

“In the ceiling?” asked the other incredu-
lously.

He rose, walked to the window, and stared
out on to the wharf. From where he stood
he could see the policeman on duty at the
gate. There was nobody watching at a lLittlo
door in the ragged fence which led to Shad-
wick Passage. Suddenly Mr. Clive Des-
boyne pointed to the wharf.

“That is where the murder was
mitted,” he said quietly.

Mr. Reeder took a step towards the window
and cautiously craned his meck forward.
He did mnot feel the impact of the rubber
truncheon thiat crashed against the base of
his skull, byt went down in a heap.

Clive Desboyne looked round, walked to
the door, and listened, then stepped out,
locked the door, came down the stairs and
on to the wharf. The policeman eyed him
saspiciously, but Mr. Desboyne turned and
carried on a conversation with the invisible
Reeder.

He strolled round to the fromt of the
house. Nobody saw him open the little gate
into the passage. . The end of Shadwick
Lane was barred, but Gaylor did not remem-
ber the passage until too late. Tt was he
who found Reeder and brought him back to
consciousness.

“I deserve that,” said Mr. Reeder, when
he became articulate. “Twice in one day}
T am getting too old for this work.”

“Four

com-
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THE FINAL PLUNGE._
of those
amazing things

m O which so mrely

happen, that fifty-
thousand - to - one -
against chance, had
materialised, and the
high chiefs of Scot-
land  Yard grew
apoplectic as they
asked the why and
the wherefore. A man
wanted by the police on a charge of murder
had walked through a most elaborate cor-
don. River police had shut off the water-
way; detectives and uniform men had
formed a circle through which it was im-
possible to escape; yet the wanted man had,
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by the oddest chance, passed between two
detectives, who had mistaken him for some-
body they knew.

Whilst Reeder was waiting at Scotlani
Yard he explained in greater detail the
genesis of his suspicion.

“The inquiries I made showed me that
Attymar was never seen in daylight, except
by his crew, and then only in the fading
light. He had established buying agencies
in a dozen Continental cities, and for years
he has been engaged in scientific smuggling.
But he could only do that if he undertook
the hardships incidental to a bargemaster’s
life. He certainly reduced those lmldshlpi
to a minimum, for, except to collect the
contraband - which was dumped mnear- his
barge, and bring it up to the wharf he had
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first hired and then bought in the early
stages of his activity, he ~peut few mights
out of his comfortable bed.

“I was puzzled to account for many
curious happenings. If Clive Desboyne had
not taken the trouble to appear in Brockley
at almost the hour at which the crime would
be discovered—he knew the time the police-
man came down Shadwick Lane—my sus-
picions might not have been aroused. It was
a blunder on his part, even with his clever
assumption of frankness, to come along and
tell me the story of what Ligsey had told
him; for as soon as the crime was discovered
and I examined the place, I was absolutely
certain that Ligsey was dead, or he would
never have dared to invent the story.

“Desboyne prides himself on being a
clever criminal. Like all criminals who
have that illusion, he made one or two
stupid blunders. When I called at his flat
I found the walls covered with photo-
graphs, some of which showed him in cos-
tume. It was the first intimation I had that
he had been on the stage. There was also a
photograph of the Zaira when it was going
upstream, with the House of Commons in the
background. Attached by the painter at the
stern was a small, canoe-shaped tender,
which had been faithfully described to me
that day by the boy Hobbs. Desboyne knew
he had blundered, but hoped I saw no signi-
ficance in those two photographs, especially
the photograph of him dressed as a coster,
with the identical make-up that Attymar
wore.

“I started inquiries, and-discovered that
there was a Clive Desboyne wito worked in
music-halls, giving imitations of popular
characters and making remarkably quick
changes on the stage. I met people who re-
membered him, some who gave me the most
intimate details about his beginnings. For
ten years he masqueraded as Attymar, sunk
all his savings in a barge, rented the wharf
and house, and eventually purchased it. He
is an extraordinary organiser, and there is
no doubt that in the ten yecars he has been
working he ‘has accumulated a pretty large
fortune. Nobody, of course, associated the
bargemaster ‘with this elegant young man
who lived in Park Lane.

“What Ligsey knew about him I don’t
know. = Personally, I believe that Ligsey
knew very little, and could have told us
very little. Attymar discovered that Ligsey
was ('ommunlcatum with me. Do you re-
member the letter he sent to me? I told you
the envelope had been opened—and so it had,
probably, by Attymar. From that moment
Ligsey was doomed. And his vanity was
such that he thought he eould plan a re-
markable crime, throw the suspicion upon
the man he hated, and at the same time
remove Ligsey, the one danger, from his
path. I should think that he had been
planning Johnny Southers’ end for about
three weeks before the murder. The money
that was found in the tool-house was planted
there on the actual night of the murder,
and the money in the garden "

“Money in what garden?”
“The garden was searched,
found.

Mr. Reeder coughed.

‘*At any rate, the money in the tool-house
was put there to support the suspicion. It
was clumsily done.” The message on the piece

asked Mason
but none was

of paper, the old invoices, as well as the
story that Desboyne told me with such
charming effect, were designed with two

cbjects. One was to cover thc disappearance
of Attymar, and the other fo ruin Southers.
“But perhaps his cleverest and most
audacious trick was the onc he performed
this morning. He had me in his boat—he
had been waiting for me—probably had
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watched me from the moment 1 arrived at
Bourne End. Then, wearing his fantastic
get-up, and jealous to the very last that I
should suspeet him, he planned his scheme
for my—um—unpleasant exit. I give him
credit for his resourcefulness. As a quick-
change artist he has probably few equals.
He could go on to the bank and deceive the
boat-builder from Bourne End. Who eould
believe that he was a little old man with a
humped shoulder? He could equally come te
my rescue when there was no other way of
throwing suspicion off himself. Unfortu-
nately for him, I saw not only that the car
had been in the grounds all night, and that
his story of having driven down from t,wn
was a lie, but—um—certain other things.”

The telephone-bell rang, and Mason took
up the instrument.

“She went out a quarter of an hour ago—
you don’t know where? It was Desboyne,
was it? She didn’t say where she was meet-
ing him?*

Reeder sighed and rose wearily.

“Do I understand that Miss Anna Wel-
ford has been allowed to leave her houser”
There was a quality of exasperation in his
tone, and Mr. Mascn could not but agree
that it was justified. For the first request
that Reeder had made, and that by tele-
phone from Rotherhithe, was that a special
guard should be put over Anna Welford.
Certain of Mr. Mason’s local subordinates,
however, thought that the least likely
thing that could happen would be that
Desboyne would come inte the neighbour-
hood, and here they were right. Matters had
been further complicated by the fact that
the girl had gone cut that day, and was
still out when the police officers called.
She had rung up, however, a moment before
Desboyne had telephoned, and had given her
transferred to him.

number, which was
Later, when she was called up at the
address she had given, it was discovered

that she had gone out to meet him, nobody
knew where,

“So really,” said Gaylor, “nobody is to
blame.”

“Nobody ever is,” snapped Mr. Reeder.

It was Mr. Clive Deshoyne’s little conceit
that he should arrange to meet the girl at
the corner of the Thames Embankment,
within fifty yards of Scotland Yard. When
she arrived in some hurry, she saw nothing
that would suggest that anything unusual
had happened, except the good news he had
passed to lier over the telephone.

“Where is Johnny?” she asked, almost
before she was within talking distance, and
he was amused. .

“I really ought to be very jealous,” he
bantered her. ;

He called a taxicab as he spoke, and
ordered the man to drive him to an address
in Chiswick.

“Reeder hasn't been on to you, of course?
I'm glad—I wanted to be the first to tell

ou.”
! “Is he released?” she asked, a little im-
patiently. :

“He will be released this evening. I
think that is best. “The authorities are very
chary of demonstrations, and Scotland Yard
have particularly asked that he should give
no mewspaper interviews, but shall spend
the night, if possible, out of town. I have
arranged with my cousin that he shall stay
af his place till to-morrow.”

It seemed all very feasible, and when of
his own accord he stopped the cab aund,

getting out to telephone, returned to tell.

her that he had ‘phoned her father that she
would not be back before eight, the thought
of his disinterestedness aroused a littla
warm glow of friendship towards him.

“I have been beseiged by reporters my-

self, and I’m rather anxious to avoid them. .
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These wretched papers will do anything for
a sensation.”

The swift express van of one of these
offending newspapers passed the taxi at that

.moment. On its back doors was posted a
placard.
“ALLEGED MURDERER'S DARING

ESCAPE.”

Later the girl saw another newspaper
poster.

“POLICE OF METROPOLIS SEARCHING
FOR MURDERER.”

The taxi drove up a side street, and, as
he tapped on the window, stopped. There
was a garage a little further along, and,
leaving Anna, he went inside and came out
in a few moments with a small closed coupé.

“I keep this heresin case of emergency,”
he explained to her. “One never knows
when one might need a spare car.”

Exactly why he should need a spare car
in Chiswick he did not attempt to explain.

Avoiding the_Great West Road, he took
the longer route through Brentford. Rain
was falling heavily by the time they reached
Hounslow. 2

She was so. grateful to-him for all the
services he had rendered, and which, though
she was unconscious of the fact, he had
particularised, that she did not resist his
suggestion that they should go on to Oxford.
She wondered why until they were on the
outskirts of the town and then he explained
with a little smile that Johnny had been
transferred to Oxford Gaol that morning.

“I kept this as a surprise for you,” he
said. “‘Only about three people in London
know, and I was most auxious that you
should not tell.”

They went into a teashop on the other side
of the city, and she was puzzled why he
should choose this rather poverty-stricken
little café to an hotel, but thought it was
an act of consideration on his part—part of
the general scheme for avoiding reporters.
They lingered over tea until she grew a
little restless.

“We’'ll, go to the prison and make in-
quiries,” he told her.

Actually they did go to the prison, and
he descended and rang the bell. When he
came back he was grinning ruefully.

“He was released half an hour ago. My
cousin’s car picked him up. We can go
on.”

It was getting dark now, and the rain
continued to fall steadily. They took an-
other route towards London, passed through
a little town which she thought she recog-
nised as Marlow, turned abruptly from the
main road, and as abruptly again up a dark
and neglected carriage drive. She had a
glimpse of the sheen of a stagnant back-
water on her left, and then the car drew
up before a forbidding-looking door, and,
stepping down, Clive Desboyne opened the
door with his key.

“Here we are,” he said pleasantly, gave
her his hand, asnd, before she realised what
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had happened, she was in a gloomy hall
smelling of damp and decay.

The door thundered close behind her.

“Where are we? This isn’t the place,”
she said tremulously, and at that sccond all
her old suspicions, all her old fears of the
man returned

“It is quite the place,” he said.

From the pocket of his mackintosh ne
took an.electric lamp and switched it on.
The house was furnished, if rotting carpets
and dust-covered chairs meant anything.
He held her firmly by the arm, walked her
along the passage, them, opening a door,
pushed her inside. She thought there was
no window, but found afterwards that 1t
was shuttered. =

The room was fairly clean; there was a
bed, a table, and a small oi! stove. On a
sideboard were a number of packets of fooil-

f;-lKoep quiet, and don’t make a fuss,” he
said.

Striking a match, he lit a parafin lamp
that stood on the table. :
_““What does this mean?” she asked. Her
face was white- and haggard.

He did not answer immediately, and
then :

“I am very fond of you—that's what it
means. I shall probably be hanged in about
six weeks’ time, and there’s a wise old say-
ing that you might as well be hanged for a
sheep as for a lamb. You for the moment
are the lamb.”

The bright, shining eyes were fixed on
hers. She almost swooned with horror.

“That doesn’t mean I'm going to murder
you, or cut your throat, or do any of the
things T tried to do to Mr. Reeder this morn-
ing—oh, yes, I was the fantastical gentic-
man on the Zaira. The whole thing hap-
pened a few yards away from where you're
standing. Now, Anna, you're going to be
very sensible, my sweet—there’s nobody
within five miles of here who is at all con-
cerned——"

The hinges of the door were rusty; they
squeaked when it was moved. = They
squeaked now. Clive Desboyne turned in
a flash, fumbling under mackintosh and’
coat.

“Don’t move!” said Mr. Reeder gently.

It was his conventional admonition.

“And put up your hands. I shall cer-
tainly shoot if you do not. You're a mur-
derer—I could forgive you that. You're a
Har—that, to a man of my high moral code,
is unpardonable.”

The dozen detectives who had been wait-
ing for three hours in this dank house came
crowding into the room and snapped irons
on the wrists of the white-faced man.

“See that they fit,” said Mr. Reeder
pleasantly. ‘I had on a pair this morning
which were grossly over-size.” :

THE END.

(A4 book - length novel of Bafling Myslery
entitled *“ The_Silent Siz,” by T. Arthur Plummer,
appears in next week’s issue of “ The Thriller.”
Do not miss the opportunity of reading yet another
brilliant story.. Order your copy to-day.)
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Brightsea police was found last year in
the circumstances of the-so-called ‘ highway

interesting
ever confronted

most
that

NE of the
_ problems

killings >” in the country outskirts of Brightsea.
The police were first informed of the tragedy
by Henry Carter, a local milkman. Carter,
while driving round a bend in the main Lon-
don Road at 6 a.m. to call on a customer
living some little way out of Brightsea, “dis-
covered the roadster on the side of the lonety
road with its strange pair of dead men in
the front seat.

Strange companions, indeed, thought the
Brightsea police when they arrived upon the
scene, for the body sprawled over the steering-
wheel was that of none other than ‘ Whisper
Malloy,” invaluable stool-pigeon of the London
authorities for several years. And the body
-next it was that of “Long Dan” Shutz, .a

notorious Kast IEnd yeggman, and sworn
enemy of the stool-pigeon. It was “ Whis-

per’s ”’ car.

““Whisper ” had been shet in the forehead,

just above the left eye, with a bullet from an
Enfield rifle The coroner established that he
must have been rendered unconscious imme-
diately, and that he must have died a very few
seconds later. On the road at the right side
of the car (see accompanying diagram) lay an
Enfield rifle. The bullet found in Malloy’s
skull at the autopsy was later identified by
rifle experts as having been fired from this
rifle.
' The police were amazed to observe that the
tall, pock-marked youth, known as ‘Long
Dan ” Shutz, had been shot from the right side,
two bullets having entered his neck. A Win-
chester rifle lay between the two bodies, close
beside “Whisper’s ” sprawled form. The stock
of the Winchester rested on the leather
cushioned seat. almost touchings the right hip
of the stool-pigeon; its barrel point rested
on the low screen. The autopsy on the body
of Shutz identified the two bullets which had
‘slain him as having come from this Winchester
rifle.

Just what had happened? A duel? -How
came the enemy of the murdered stool-pigeon
into the car? And which died first? ‘ Whis-
per ** had on gloves; “Long Dan *’ had none.

The Brightsea detectives were able to make
out—on the surface of the highway and its
neighbouring  fields—many footprints  (see
diagram) which aided in a partial solution of
the mystery. The car tracks were also studied.

Then followed the discovery that Malloy was
a member of a gang of car thieves which had
been operating over the south. coast recently.
For some wecks the police concerned in the
case had been baffled by a series of daring car
robberies in and around Brightsea. New cars,
as well as used ones, had vanished, and
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He SHOOTING of
R MALLOY

PROBLEM No. 7 OF

Award yourself marks

: exact wording, that counts.

THE RULES.

:  The rules are simplicity itself. On this page you are given details of Baffler Problem No, 7—
: there will be another next week. Briefly, you are told the story of a crime and given ALL
: the clues necessary for its solution, Be your own detective. Read the problem through
: 'very carefully, giving consideration to every detail, then try to answer the questions at the end.
: as indicated after comparing your answers with those given on
: page 20. These answers are printed upside down so that they may not catch your eye before
: you have had a chance to test your skill,

Remember, it is the sense of your solution, not its

:  Try a baffler on your friends. Read the problem to them and see what they can make of :
it, awarding a small prize—if you like—to the first to give the correct solution. g

police had not been able to find even a clue—
until a week before,. when one of the thieves
had been caught. Stubborn as he had becen,
cnough information was dragged from him
which enabled them to connect the robberies
with a large and notorious gang which, until
some months ago, had been working up in the
north.

Although most of the police were engaged
on the new murder problem, men were still
keeping in touch with the efforts to round
up the car thieves. And it was they who
discovered that Whisper Malloy was a mem-
ber of the gang. Suspicions were first aroused
by certain queries which arose about the car
which was supposed to belong to Whisper.
It was ithen identified as one of three which
had been stolen some six weeks before from
a garage on the outskirts of Brightsea. What
did this new factor mean? Had this anything
to do with the murder? At once, exhaustive
inquiries were made all over the country.
Thinking they had a new clue, the police
worked Tfeverishly. It was discovered that
Malloy had joined the gang in Birmingham,
and that for some time, while being, to a

certain extent, under the protection and in the
confidence of the police, he had been acting
as informant and decoy to the gang, by putting
the police on wrong scents.” And yet, in spite
of this new turn, it seemed to be nothing but
a strange coincidence, and in no way could
a link with the murder be found. Disappoint-
ing as it was, Inspector Hammond, in charge
of the investigation, decided to abandon that
line of inquiry and revert to the original
state of affairs. :
Once more following-the meagre clues mn his
possession, Hammond, by a brilliant piece of
detective work, at length brought the problem

to a successful conclusion. What do you
deduce ?

The questions to be answered are:

1. Who killed “ Whisper ” Mailoy? (Marks

2).
2 2. Who killed “Long Dan ” Shutz? (Marks

3. Which was shot first? (Marks 1).
4. How came “Long Dan” in the
pigeon’s car? (Marks 3).

5. Why did the unknown owner of the foot-
prints go to the car? {[Marks 2).
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The scene of the tragedy, reconstructed according to data in the possession of the Police.
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. YOU CAN COMMENCE READING THIS ASTOUNDING SERIAL NOW.

"

INTRODUCTION.
HE Trapper, a wealthy but dangerous
: fanatic, was under the impression that he
was performing a very necessary and
wanted service to the community at
large by independently dealing with eriminals
where he considered the police powerless or in- .
competent to deal with.

Entirely ruthless in his methods, he is trying
fo orgamse a gang, one of the first members
of which is Dick Estrehan, an ex-clerk of the
firm of Hint, Hint, Sons & Barter.

Estrehan, after embezzling £20,000 of his
employers’ money, had hit the high spots in
the West End, and fallen vietim to the wiles
of Stella Cliffe and Velvet Grimshaw, two
crooks who, ignorant of his real position, fleece
him of the money.

In the hands of the Trapper, Dick is pro-
mised that the £20,000 shall be paid back in
payment for one year of his life. For that
period he must give his life and reputation
to the Trapper. The alternative being prison
and disgrace, - There being no option, he is
disguised as an Eurasian named Thompson,
and interred as clerk to the sham firm of
Maule, James & Co., of Farringdon Street.

Meanwhile, Velvet Grimshaw is murdered
under strange ecircumstances at a West End
night club. On his coat is found a wire noose
such as is used for trapping rabbits.

This was not the first appearance of the wire
noose. Several previous crimes had borne this
trade-mark, and Chief Constable Winter, of
the C.ID., is dectermined to get the
mysterious criminal known as the Trapper.
The job is given to Detective Martin Wilde.

Wilde is obliged to accept the assistance,
although in only an unofficial capacity, of

uenton Thorold and Patricia Langton.
Thorold, an American millionaire, was already
known to the Yard on account of valuable
services he had previously rendered. On the
night that Grimshaw was murdered at the
Gnomes Club, it was Thorold who handed to
Detective Wilde a flash-lamp belonging to the
murderer, and curiously enough Thorold was
the only person present that night who pos-
sessed a revolver., The following day Wilde
called at Thorold’s flat, and while there dis
cussing the situation with the American and
Patricia Langton, an envelope is delivered to
each of them—and each contained a wire noose.

Through following Stella Cliffe, Wilde traces
the Trapper and Estrehan to a bogus firm
in Farringdon Street, but fails to make an

rrest.  Circumstances lead him to suspect

horold, but the American is able to prove
his innocence, and soon after decides to go to
America.

Wilde, when on one of his expeditions, finds
that he is being followéd by an habitual erook
known as Paddy the Ghost. " Events lead him
to suspect that Paddy is in league with the
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Trapper, and manages to get him arrested for
his complicity in a burglary.

He is brought for trial at the Old Bailey,
but when the case is reaching a climax, thers

is a sudden dramatic turn. The court is
**held up >’ by the Trapper and his gang and
Paddy is rescued.

(Now continue the story.)

A FLYING SQUAD CHASE.

8 the marauders disappeared, a dozen
determined, angry men—detectives,
lawyers, journalisti—rushed at each

door. - But the retreat had been well organised,

and a couple of shots drove them back. The
bandits had rallied in a compact little group,
and with ready weapons thrust themselves
through the loiterers in the corridors and down
the big main staircase. OQutside, in the Old
Bailey, a large, powerful car was waiting with
engine running. They sprang to their places
and the car began to move, taking the corner
into Holborn Viaduct at breakneck speed, and
threaded its way westwards through the traffic
at a pace that promised speedy disaster, nnless
the uncanny skill of the driver was reinforced
by the favouritism of all the gods of luck.

-The precincts of the Central Criminal Court
buzzed like a disturbed and angry hive of bees
as the success of the audacious enterprise be-
came apparent. Men rushed wildly into the
street to gaze vainly in the direction taken by
the fugitives. A few detectives and uniformed
police chartered taxicabs, in the forlorn hope
that traffic delays or some accident might
enable them to come up with their quarry.

Wilde himself, outwardly composed, had
managed to detach a wire noose. which he had
found attached to the door of the court-room,
before it had attracted attention, and, leaving
the immediate pursuit to others, was in carnest
conversation over the telephone with Winter,
at Scotland Yard. A City detective-officer was
in similar communication with his headquarters
at the Old Jewry. Both conversations were in-
terrupted as, at the farther end of the wires,
swift instructions were passed on.

The complex machinery of the Metropolitan
Police was speeded to meet the unexpected
emergency. The fast Flying-Squad cars, each
hastily filled with armed men, were rushed
out to intercept or pick up the trail of the
fugitives. Each of these cars was fitted with
wireless, so that it might be always in touch
with Scotland Yard, for, although the occa-
sions for central directions are few, they are
of vital iinportance once in a while

A DRAMA
OF THE NIGHT-HAUNTS
OF LONDON
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Within five minutes an “all-station ”

message had conveyed the alarm to the two
hundred police-stations scattered over the
seven hundred square miles of London.
London police officers of all ranks have an
inherent objection to carrying arms as a
rule, but in this case the small armouries
kept for contingencies were soon denudad
of their weapons. Instructions had been
given that every man on duty. who couid
be reached, was to be provided with a firearm
of some sort. Where the stock in tho
armouries failed, other sources were drawn
upon. .

If a man could not have the latest pattern
of automatic-pistol, he was provided with a
double-barrelled shotgun, or even with a
Morris-tube rifle from the miniature ranges.

Little bodies of men were available at all
police-stations in motor transport of all kinds,
from the ordinary police tenders to private
motor-cars, hastily borrowed.

Winter issued orders thaf every man of the
Criminal Investigation Department—there were
nine hundred of them—was to be armed, and
drop 2ll other affairs till the fugitives were
captured. He was applying the same police
principle as that used when two big constables
arrest a_small drunken man. One is plenty,
but two make sure. Wherever the desperadocs
were run to bay, there would almost certainly
be a fight, unless the police could display over-
whelming force.

To all the local police forces within a hun-
dred miles of London, insistent telephone and
telegraph messages were sent, urging them to
be on the alert for a number of men in a racing
ear. But the chief hope of the authorities was
that the net which had been so quickly amd
widely spread would enmesh the fugitives
before they could get out of London.

Wilde’s conversation with Winter had not
finished when one of the Flying-Squad cars
drew up in the Old Bailey. With an abrupt
farewell he made a dash for the street. As
he jumped aboard, the car whirled in the direc-
tion taken by the Trapper and his confederates.

- It was already known that they had turned at

Hatton Garden, eseaping collision with a taxi-
cab and a furniture van by the margin of an
inch, and leaving a traffic policeman, who had
attempted to stop them, with a broken leg in
the middle of the road. They had wheeled to
the left at Clerkenwell Road, and in less than
half a mile were known to have swerved into
some of the by-streets of Bloomsbury. The
supposition was that they were trying to break
through some of the less congested thorough-
fares 'into one of the main north or west roads.

Hooting wildly the Flying-Squad car dashed
in fierce pursuit. A man with ear-phones over
his head was listening intently to'the chatter-
ing Morse of the wireless from Scotland Yard—
experience had shown that this was less liable
to interruption than telephonic communication
—and now and then scribbled a message on a
pad of paper, which he handed to Wilde, who
directed the driver. Thus for a while thev
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steadily pressed forward, following through a
series of strects roughly parrallel with Oxford
Street to the north,

But here the wireless directions, which had
hitherto permitted a more or less direct pur-
suit, began to falter. Quick as had been the
alarm, 1t had been outstripped by the fugi-
tives somewhere between Portland Place and
Edgware Road. = This had been the *blind
spot ” of the pursuit. Up to the point where
the fugitives’ car had crossed Portland Place
it had been remarked for its terrific speed.
But none of those who saw it, knew at that
moment of the affair at the Old Bailey.

The news had not had time to reach the
men in the street. So it secemed as if the car
had melted into air, although there was still
a_faint hope that it might be heard of if the
flight was being continued. =~ There seemed,
however, little chance that that was the casc.
The probability was that ence the bandits had
outdistanced their immediate pursuers, that
they had slowed down to avoid attention, and,
in-all likelihood, had abandoned the car, now
an obvious source of danger to them, at the
first convenient point.

This crossed through Wilde’s mind as the
Flying Squad car came to a halt.
a message from the Yard, had, already been
ordered to take up a search among all .garages
in the vicinity. The district was to be raked
clean, and other Flying Squad cars had been
recalled to be at hand, in case of any dis-
covery, 3

The chief detective-inspector did not feel
optimistic. The job was one likely to take
some time, cven 1i the car was found, he did
not believe it would help matters immediately.
He decided to leave matters for the time, and
get back to Scotland Yard and have a word

with Winter. He held up his hand to a passing -

taxi,
"A passer-by halted and
his head in greeting:.

“So T've fallen in with
said Quenton Thorold.

Wilde wheeled abruptly and signalled the
cab to go on. 7

“Think of the devil!” he muttered aloud.

“1 appreciate the compliment,” declared
Thorold. “What are you doing down in this
direction 7" -

™A question I was about to put to you,”
said the other. His tone was light, but all his
suspicions of the American had recurred. It
was, to say the -least, confoundedly odd that
Quenton Tgorold should have appeared at that
moment at about the spot where the Trapper
had vanished. But Thorold wore a-light grey
suit, and the leader at the Old Bailey had been
attired in brown. There was, however, the
possibility that a very quick change had been
made. A man with the audacity and wit to
carry through that affernoon’s exploit, would
be prepared for all contingencies. On the other
hand, it was at least equally possible that the
encounter was a mere coincidence.

He thrust a hand through the millionaire’s
arm.

“What have you been doing during the last
hour or 50 ?”” he demanded.

Thorold raised his eyebrows.  *

*Ah, I recognise that official tone. You're
on the warpath again, old chap. Tomahawk
all ready for my scalp. Something gone wrong
with the works, eh? Tell papa your trouble.”

“1 suppose you
funny,” said the detective stiffly. “Anyway,
vou'll see it all in the evening papers soon—
if you don’t know it already. The Old Bailey
has been held up, and a prisoner has been
helped to escape.”

“Yon don’t say!” ejaculated Thorold.

Wilde went on:

“The gang got away by car, and they have
been traced to this neighbourhood. We're
searching for them at this moment. T won’t
beat about the bush. It's darned queer I
should meet you here, and I want to know
something about your movements.” .

The millionaire thrust his free hand into a
trousers pocket and pursed his lips in a low
whistle,

“Say, this Frapper johnny of yours is a
swift little worker,” he commented. “I guess
the prisoner will be Paddy Whodoyoucallhim.
The newspapers kind of hinted that he was
mixed up with the Gnomes’ Club murder. And

grinned-as he jerked

you again, Wilde,”

Men, said,

think that you're being .
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now you find me almost on the spot. I seem
to be unlucky. You’ll nab me one of these
days, Wilde, if I’'m not careful.”

“T'm waiting,” said the other grimly.

“Did you notice the fellow's ears?” gibed
Thorold gently. “Oh, I'm sorry. You want
my movements. I don’t think you’d believe
me if T told you. But I think I can satisfy
you.” He waved a hand, and shouted a sum-
mons to a newspaper man who was fiddling
with his sheaf of newspapers, fifty yards away,
on the other side of the road. ‘Here he
comes.. Scems to me -he’s been playing tag
with me ever since I came out for a constitu-
tional, OFf course, he may be hoping to sell
me a paper. But he looks to me uncommonly
like a C.ILD. man. Had it slipped your mind
that you've put some of your best shadows on
to me. I expect he’s got a complete diagram
and report of everything I've done to-day.”

« Wilde bit his lip.

“Have you been keeping this gentleman
under observation ?” he asked as the man
approached. -

The man looked doubtfully from one to the
other. Thorold laughed.

“Don’t be shy, my man. Mr. Wilde is not
quite so innocent as he seems. Tell him about
our outing.” & -

Gently disengaging his arm, he strolled away.

THE YARD BECOMES ANNOYED.
EFORE the day was out they bad found the
car. Indeed, it almost found itself. for
it had been left at a small garage in a
turning off the Edgware Road, and the man-
ager had phoned. through to Scotland Yard
when he had seen an account of the escape in
the evening papers.
covery. - The car had been casually left by two
men, like dozens of others, in the normal way
of business. No particular notice had been
taken of the men. They had promised to be
back within an hour, but had left no name.

The only thing that was certain was that some .

of the passengers had been dropped ere it
reached the garage. :

Nor did an examination of the car itself
help in any degree. It was easy to trace its
antecedents. Built originally- as a racing
model, it had been sold second-hand a week
or two before by a firm in Belgravia. A
peculiar feature of the purchase had been that
the price—several hundred pounds—had been
paid in Treasury notes, which cannot be
traced like a cheque or Bank of England
notes. The buyer, who, said the salesman,
appeared to besan American, had asked that
a car and a driving licence should be procured
for him. This bad been done, and the follow-
ing day he called for them, and drove the car
away.

“What name did he give for the licences?”
asked Wilde.

“He called himseif Martin Wilde, and gave
an address at the Regal Hotel.”

The corner of the chief inspector’s mouth
twitched. He could appreciate the sardomic
flavour of the joke.

“That happens to be my name,” he declared
dryly. “I’ll be obliged if you do not mention
that little detail to the newspaper men.”

In fact, every precaution scemed to have
been taken by the Trapper. He had overlooked
nothing.  Not the glimmer of an opening
presented itself. Wilde felt that he was
battling with some uncanny and elusive being
who was playing a game with the power and
omniscience of a master. The ordinary crook,
however clever he may be, makes here and
there some small mistake on which a shrewd
and observant man might fasten. Such few
errors as the Trapper had made he covered
with illimitable resource.

It is axiomatic among the police of London
that a known fugitive never escapes. An un-
known man may, but a person marked by
Scotland Yard is sooner or later enmeshed in
the gigantic police web which covers the
country. So far the Trapper had contrived
to show that this rule was not invariable. He
had managed to keep Estrehan in hiding.
Would he be able to do the same for Paddy?
* There was no question in Wilde's mind that
every device at his disposal was being em-
ployed to pick up Paddy if he attempted to

But it was a barren dis-.

23/3/29

break out of town. But it had been easier to
lock the gates of London before the advent of
the motor. The railway-station and the docks
then alone offered the fugitive a speedy means
of exit, and they were comparatively simple
to watch. But now there were the roads, and
there were a thousand -ways by which vigilaneé
could be brought to nought. He shook his
head doubtfully as he climbed the back stair-
way into Scotland Yard.

Winter was still in his office, and leaning
over his shoulder as he concentrated on a
paper lying on his desk was the tall, lean
Assistant-Commissioner, who was the adminis-
trative chief of the Criminal Investigation
Department.  Before Wilde could withdraw
the Chief Constable called to him.

“Come in, Wilde! This affects you.”

He handed over the typewritten sheet which
he had been examining,

“This is a circular letter which has been
delivered to all the London newspaper offices
this evening,” he said. “It will be published
to-morrow morning.”

“Quite cheap typewriting paper,” com-
mented Wilde, testing the sheet between his
fingers, and holding it to the light to examine
the water-mark.  “Delivered by hand, of
course. There wouldn’t be time to mail it.”

“We know all that,” interrupted Winter
testily., -~ “It was sent round by the District
Messenger service. Read it. We're in for a
fine time. - The newspapers are boiling over.”

Wilde smoothed the sheet out on the desk,
and read:

“To the Lditor of the ¢ Daily Wire’

“8ir,—The little affair at the Old Bailey
to-day may attract an attention that will prob-
ably be directed to only one aspect of the
matter. As one of the principals concerned, .
I am anxious to appeal to the public not to
misconstrue the motives that have made it
necessary to take so drastic a step.

“Those motives have been well known to
the authoritics at Scotland Yard for some-
time. A policy of fatuous and futile secrecy
has so far operated to prevent them from
becoming known. To-day’s event was not, as
may be supposed, carried through simply in
order to save a criminal from punishment. The
prisoner, on the face of things, was a common
robber. Actually, as Chicf Detective-inspector
Wilde and his colleagues well know, he was
simply an instrument used for carrying out
the higher justice—a justice too often obscured
by the technicalities of so-called law.

““ A receiver was fattening on his spoils. The
ordinary processes of the law left him immune.
I took measures to deprive him of some of
those spoils to which he had no shadow of
right, and to apply them for the good of the
world at large. When my-agent was about
to be condemned, I had a moral right to inter-
vene, I regret that the circumstances made
it necessary slightly to injure a couple of
innocent persons, but steps will be taken to
afford them some financial compensation. -

“The incident will have value if it brings
home to the public the fact that I have the
intention and the means to carry out my pur-
-poses to the end, whatever it may cost. All
those whose minds have not been perverted or
blinded by legal sophistries will admit that rat
of the underworld, Velvet Grimshaw, deserved
no mercy. Murraystein, a ruthless blood-
sucker, and Markwell, a callous blackmailer,
have had a punishment that will save many
lives from misery. Thus I have shown that
there is at work an organisation by which
logical punishment will descend upon wrong-
doers, Let others beware. In particular, let
those men who call themselves the emissarics
of the law beware how they try to hindér me
or terrify those who work with me!

“1 accept full responsibility for my acts.
every case in which 1 have been concerned
have taken care that my direction should be
known. Why has Scotland Yard suppressed
the fact that I have always marked my work
by a memento such as is herewith enclosed ?”

i % suppose he sent along another wire
nooc.l:o'.’ commented Wilde. “Mad—completely
mad.”

b
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“Mad or not mad, he’s holding us up as a

- gang of incompetent idiots,” declared Winter,

““There’s a score or more of journalists wait-

ing out there to hear what we've got to say
about it.”

“We've got to tell ’em something,” inter-
posed the Assistant-Commissioner. “We
daren’t say this letter is a fake. It’s a darned
nuisance, Wilde!”

The chief detective-inspector felt an atmo-
sphere of covert irritation. Scotland- Yard
chiefs are only human, and it would be a
delicate business to avoid a newspaper outcry
that would stir the mandarins at the Home
Office and in Parliament to be unpleasant.
Wilde foresaw that if a kick came it was
likely to be passed along to him. He caressed
his chin meditatively.

“T'm doing all I can,” he declared quietly.
“If you want to pass the job on to someone

else—»

| “Now don’t fly off the handle,” ad-
;monished Winter., “No one’s blaming you.
iWe know you'll get this man. But we don’t
know how long it’s going to take. Meanwhile,
all the comic men will be raising a laugh at
us—at us!” He jammed a fist savagely on his
desk. “T wouldn’t give a tinker’s curse what
they said in the ordinary way, but this is out
of the ordinary. Why, they might even stir
up a Parliamentary Committee to sit on the
Department.”
.dire calamity.

“Can you think of any way

to hold off the newspapers until we've cleaned

up?”

He spoke as though of some g

27
knows something about the case. That isn’t
to say he’s the head cook and bottlewasher.
There may be a little behind it, Tl bet some
of you have noticed that it contains one or
two raw libels. I can imagine a pretty action
for damages cominﬁ along when you call men

receivers, or blackmailers, or bloodsuckers,
merely on the say-so of some anonymous
correspondent.”

“You're trying to scare us off,” laughed one
journalist. “ You suggest that the letter was
written by one of the persons it mentions as
part of a scheme to extort money.”

“I suggest nothing,” retorted the detective.
“I don’t believe I could scare the papers if I
tried. Whoever wrote that letter, it’s liable
to provoke libel actions if it’s published. Suit
yourselves. T'll freely admit that, all other
things apart, we’d rather you didn’t mention
it. It’s not too complimentary to us.”

Winter laughed as they returned to the
sanctuary of his room.

“You carried that off well, Wilde. They
have been told just as much as they’d find out

! *You might take a bone from a hungry %

tiger,” observed Wilde, “but that would be
.simple to holding a big story from the news-
papers, We might persuade them to soften it
down a bit. Why not see em now ?”

" The Assistant-Commissioner rose hastily.

“T’ll be going,” he said.
it too official.”

His subordinates conferred together for
another five minutes, and then strolled into
the room where the “crime . merchants ” of
the London Press were assembled. Imme-
diately a babel of questions were shot at them.
‘Wilde flung up his hands laughingly.
= “TFor the love of Mike, boys, give a fellow
‘a chance! T can’t answer you all
No, there isn’t any inside story to this. ¥
know pretty well as much as we do. T've ori
just seen the letter.”

_ ‘“Is that letter true?” demanded one man.

“T’d hate to take my oath about it,” said
}Winter. “Still, you never know.”

. “Do you mean to say that there’s some
person pulling off these stunts just as he
likes 27

“Look here, you boys,” said Wilde suavely.
We'll hold as little as we can help back from
you, but we don’t want all we say published.
And what you write doesn’t come from us.
Is that clear?” He paused an instant, and,
taking silence for assent, went on with an air
of complete candour. “We have some idea of
one or two people who may be at the bottom
of this, and, quite frankly, we didn’t expect
that they would go so far as they have to-day.
The thing was a complete surprise to us. At
the same time, it may be the best thing that
could have happened. We know that they
didn’t get out of London, and it may enable
us to getat the big men behind Paddy. By
the way, we've got photographs of Paddy
and several interesting little points about him,
which we’ll give you.”

He gave some details of the chase, and the
name and address of the dealer from whom the
car had been purchased.

“You can say that we’re going through the
West End of London with a fine toothcomb,”
he added. “Directly we get on to anything
we’ll let you know.”

A number of embarrassing questions, ranging
over the murder and the other incidents in
which the Trapper had been concerned, wera
skilfully parried by both Winter and Wilde.
At last someone reverted to the subject of the
letter.

Wilde spread his hands and shook his head
dubiously. :

“You’ve read it,” he said.
genuine, or it may not.

(3
t

“It may be
Whoever wrote it

“Better not make 3§

at oron. :
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there isn’t a dictaphone in the room—nobody
hidden in one of the filing cabinets?”

She laughed, and made a little gesture of
denial,

He breathed an exaggerated sigh of relief.

“Honestly I'm getting afraid of Wilde.
Every step I take is trailed, every bite I eat
is watched. I am suspicious of everyone—
particularly of waiters, and taxi-drivers, and
newspaper sellers. I've got a notion that my
telephone is tapped; and I wouldn’t swear
that my letters are not read before they reach
me. That man Wilde has sure got a sus-
picious mind. It’s hampering me, Pat.”

“And you’re thoroughly enjoying yourself,”
she retorted crisply. “You didn’t come here
to cry on my lap.”

“Don’t be so abrupt with me,” he com-

plained. “Can’t you see that I'm thoroughly
unnerved—that the strain is telling. I’m not
sure that 'm enjoying it so much. Fact is

that I told Wilde some time ago that T was
going back to the States. I'm a man of my

word, I want to clean up.”

The stranger behind the pillar brought the sandbag down upon the detective’s head

with terrific force.

in any case.
do the trick.”

“They’ll suppress it as a favour to us,” said
the other gravely, but with the suspicion of a
twinkle lurking in his deep-set eyes. “No
reputable journal is to be terrorised into
silence.”

I believe your hint of libel may

STELLA VANISHES AGAIN.
UENTON THOROLD sat with one leg crossed
Q over the other, a foot swinging idly to
and fro. Patricia Langton with swift
fingers sorted a batch of papers and laid them
to one side of her desk,

“Now !” she said.

“Dear lady,” declared Thorold, “I have
many things to say.” He glanced meaningly
at the door from beyond which came the
clatter of many typewriters. “If your excel-
lent staff—"

“They won’t interrupt,” she asserted, and
pushed a box of cigarettes towards him. “I
have given instructions.”

His foot stopped swaying, and he languidly
lit one of the cigarettes.

“Forgive this caution. I know now how a
rabbit feels when it is hunted by a persistent
stoat. Outside in the rain—and, I hope, get-
ting thoroughly soaked—is one of Mr. Martin
Wilde’'s myrmidons, You’re quite surc that

Stella Cliffe dashed towards the car and made her escape.

“Ah!” She tapped her  lips thoughtfully
with a small gold pencil, and her grey cyes
clouded.

He leaned forward and put a hand gently
on her knee.

“This is becoming deep water. I'm half-
inclined to cut it all out. Why not come
back with me, Pat?* Let Scotland Yard stew
in its own juice,, We’re not children to keep
on playing with fire.” {

She twisted the pencil between her fingers,’!
and was silent for a few moments.

“No,” she said with sudden decision. “TIt
can’t be done. We can’t drop out half-way.’
We've got to go through to a finish. Besides;i
as you say, we're under suspicion. If either,
of us put foot on the gangway of a bhoat T!
wouldn’t be surprised if we were immediately
arrested.”

“Wilde is capable of anything,” he com-'
mented. “But he’d find it hard to prove—"".

“Even if we got clear there would be a nasty
taste left.” {

Ho tossed the remains of his cigarelte away.

“Fairest and wisest of your sex, you said a'
mouthful. I'm getting senile—an exploded
fallacy. I want a woman like you by my side
for always.”

She held up a warning forefinger. S

“Let that pass,” he said. “Do you know

i
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yow'd iake a fing Lady Macheth? <Oh,
infirni?of "purpose ‘give me’the dagger !’ he
guoted. dramatically.  “Now let’s take stock
Where do we stand 2.

She smlled do“ n at him.

noout

. “Quite s small mmtor,, he snid y “I"
_Stclla Cllﬂc A e
Neither the. .man nor the woman he addleSsed
showed. any sign of .the surprisc. that they felt,
beyond the exchangc of one smft inv oluntary

“y suppose you know that I'm being wafched  glance. ,
qmtn as closely as you are?”- “Stella?” mmarl\ed Patricia, with calm
Thorold’s face stiffened. interest, I saw- her last night.”

“That darn liar. T
whale the hide off him ‘for this!

Pafricia Langton gave an infectious lntle
chuckle.

“Don’t be almud Quenton!  You'll do
nothing of . the sort. - If you meet him you’ll
be as swcet to him as—as I-am to you, It .
doesn’t hurt. me, and a row will do no. good
There’s nothing at all obtrusive, and they’re
very considerate. . Even when they searched
thh office last night ceverything was put, back
more or less  in its place. A lijtle™ less
obscrvant person tharn 1 am might not” have *
known that anything had happcned e

“You don’t tell mo—-7 5

“Oh, 1 know they had no right. - They just
used a duplicato key and went qunet]\ through
my papers. 1 had been expecting coﬁmthlnv
of the sort, and had attached o “small piece of

He promised me——

192

“I know. you did,” said the detective. “You
“were \uth ‘her - for. ‘half- an “hour—from ten_ to
half-past. * That’s the reason 1 have come to
you. For, so far as we know, you were the
“last person to see her- before she disappeared
again.’

Tharold Ju,mpt'd to his foet.

- “You dén’t’ mean’ to say that that darned
“little erook has’ disappearéd arram'”’ oL

pnsr.] “said “Wilde, with the famtect‘ posmblo
stress on- the. word ““appear.”

The. mn.lllonaue 1cgamed hlS pmse und
laughed >

“Now how in the “mld could that happcn
Wilde?  If Miss Langton” coyld ‘not * pay
casual” call without you®knowing all about it,:
I guess you had \omobod\ therc with his e§es

black thread to the door, \\hin]n was broken - on the girl?”
when T arrived €his morning.- But T should- “She ~ was bcmg \mt(hed » ageentcd thb

worry.  As if the high-class crook-that 1 anr

detective.  #A car drew up at her rooms “at
supposed to be would * leave anything “lying

two this morning. Oné of my men who inter-

about!- TLet them amuse {hemselves. - My _vened:-was ~m1db.lt_zg0d and -before the oth(\r

immediate problem is Stella.” cculd get assistance she was spirited: away.”
“What about her?” - Pat- Langion’s grey ecyes were wide -and
“She’s” getting reéstloss.  Wants “to  know 1 xmwnt B s

what has lwappu:od to: Dick I ~hohcn Amaang, A shc dcclarod. .“I’ni sorry about
“That’s simple. You don’t- know.’ vour man. * Did you want me to do anything
“No: but she believes you do. And she about it ?” - s

2\ ilde “.xtched her C'n(-fullv

ok You found her before,” ke ventured.
+he s “3““ So 1 dl( i {
ay - “Porhaps you could find her ugamV”
z “ Perhaps: I “could.” There was a hint of
_amusement - in: her tone. © “But you forget,
‘M#> Wilde, that “at that time T was acting
undor the auspices of Scotland Yard. T gathc)
that - since. then” cuuumtancos hayve changed,
A—-like Ml Thorold-~have come .under official
suspicion. I.conféss T should find it a little~
diffienlt to-double the rdles of the cat and the
mouse, So I think I .will stick to my type
writing and become.a blameless. citizen. Of
couise, -any ‘information’ I. can give you——"
She madu a s»\eopmg ge<ture with - a slim
hand. - -

Iis cyes. met hers dourly.

“You're a (1\’\(‘1 woman; Miss Lun"ton

“Waoild “you l\mdl\ put that in writing ?
shie (h'l“(‘ll""(u X

e wetit “on ‘1: thou"h sl'c had not mtcx

thinks that T can induce vou to tell hLer.”
He helped himself to another gigarette.
“And that’s an ecrroncous’ -notion,”
ohserved calmiy. © “ You don’t mcan to
that that little handful of red pepper is re
struck on that boy ? \\hv she tummod hiny
like a pelfoct little Jody 2o =
“All in “tlic way of business, fmm lmr point
nf yiew. ' But it is a.fact that, in her way, she
igerazy. about him. I know it is dlmcnlt o
believe:-that  {hat stonv hearted: little  evnie
sheuld be hit-that way.  Maybe it's being
1(]10—-—plent\ of money and nothing fo do-but
think. ~If sho dldut look on the police as
hei tradmcnﬂl cnemies  she would be gonlq
to-Scotland Yard to-morvow.  As it is she.may
lm\u a mood some.time and falk to.one of the
men' wlio are \\ai(hmg hor That would” be
awkward,”
<=1t _.would,” agreed Thorold “It \\ou!d' bo
particularly -awkward - at* this point:- \\"lmf
abeut-sending her-away—a [ittle trip- abroad ?

“But we ma\ want her dt- any mmulc

99

St ulptod e v e
“Paris 1s no dm.mco from L(mdon b\ air.? o e
“rfhere o bicclionssts that o &1 “1- am - not. going to dose -my. h_mpm
ere_are 1o objedtions” to thia 10 doclared the detective: “““This may not “be 0

wight ‘refuse 10 go; and if she did -hc nught

not stay there.”: "
Defore Thorald conld”

discreet tap at the deor

funny as you think. Now, Miss_ Langtom, . ¥
want you to tell me the reason for your visit
1'0})1,\" ”101‘0 was a  last, night, andv what “passed llLt\\LC[) you and
A girl entered and

“laid "a caid beélere Patr Langton. - She “I’w akon an interest in Ste]lu, sald
i glanced ‘at it nnd, \\Hh a Snll](‘, hnndml it’ (o Patticia, “ever.sinee 1 retrieved her for you,
the anan. Mr. Wilde.  She’s-an- interesting study. I’ve

“Qh.l” T stay??’

“It will be'a
< And to the "nl

« “Wildé;” he e\olmrne(]
“Please,” she r¢ >Ilod
phnsanl surpr 1;.0 for him.
“Send: himoup.” @ woo &
The detective-inspector bO\\ed mme]y as ll(‘
camo into the room. c

Leen to see her and she to sce me several times,
I had no special reason_for calling on her last
night. -- We dizcussed: various ways by which
a gul of luxurious habits, with a tasto for_ tho.
‘high colours® of life, 'Illlélll settle down -and
become a decent member of Society. I regret

“(ood-morningy Miss Langton.  Al,- Mr, fo_say that she.itook most of my proposals
Thorold! .1 heard you weve here.” - <" ‘coldly.  Her view scemed to be that some.
“7Thé gentleman outside;” of ‘course,” said wealihy person should dic and leave her a

foxtune although she had some idcas of win-_
ning thc (,alcutr'l Sweepstake.”

“ Nothing was: said that would lead you to

,Ihomld with a slight lift of the oxcblc\u

“T hope he is not g(ttmp; wet.”

. “0h, he has found shelter, thank’ ‘uu,

_torted Wilde imperturbably.. ) ;
‘“Won’t you sit down?” ns.;cd 1’ntr1cm. “Not a syllable. "We discussed - hats, and, if.
“What can I do-for you?” . I remember” rightly, there.was some little talk
Martin Wilde hitched a (hau to an anglc on co‘omch l"‘&”f’“ e—but don’t -let me bore:

which afforded an’ adeguate .view of both of ~you, Mr. Wilde.” -

them, and geated himself with delibération.- ¢Not. in, the  lcast,?”

1‘G_~ "

. ho aswu,d hcr, aird -

"« Darr. it sho” “exploded, * a%

: &p(plung for _somgone, you

believe she contomplated going away?” =

23/3/29 -

ross ;m.l 4(:..5,,;(.(1 rox hxs h&h “I am sorry o
have tloublcd you. 1 see that you ¢an’t help -

YRR

me.
Dot misunderstand the lady?> mterposed
Thoreld. “She could—but ‘she “won’t.” -
“I.° quite undecrstand,” agreed* \Vxlde.
“Thank you so much. Good: bye I, .=
-‘The door closed: : Thorold nglcd somo coms
in his pocket wgotously
= “We've déclared opesi war, I’at Heres a
pretty kettle of fish, I wonder what the deuce
has happened to Stella 2

- A DEFIANCE! .
O one knew better than Stella C‘hffc how .
-closely her every: action was scrutinised,
For that reason she, since her 1etum 40

finly unngmed that you would appear sur- ‘London, had~behaved with a rigid circum-

spection with \\hxch the mmst severe Puritan
could find no “fault, but which was entircly
ahen to her temperament Always, of course,
she had been wary of the’ pohc(‘ but that had
in no great degree mtclhred with her h'\blts X
or amusemcnls

Biit  she had never before had _detectives
m"essanf]\ upon her. heels for_ecks on end,
and she feund ‘the’ surveillance troublesome.
" She had .that complex cout(,mpt of the police-
uetcctlve _together ‘with a dread .of his' hick
and “cunning  which luzks in the breast of
most denizens of the underworld. i

‘Somehow sher mind dwelt upon Dick Estre-
han. ‘'He was a boob.of a youth. . She despised
his_ intelligence, but, all the same, there was
something about him ‘which she liked. Tt may
have been a mere maternal inclination to
protect him from his own folly that possessed
“her, but she herself maintained an anxiety -
for .him.  What had become of him?.. Why
“didn’t she have some word?~ -Miss Langton
and. Quenton Thorold knew. more: than they -
would say, V\hv \wu]dnt they tcll hm ubout
Dxcl\" : - -t -

She sat on hm bnd :md, 1ehklosq of thou'
fragility, tugged \lcxousiv at one of "horsilk "
‘stockings. joShehoted “going to: Bed sdtscleven

-o’clock—why; the day “had =('!11'ch bog‘l(n' 3

hor ﬁ')gers

burst ﬂnough ‘the frail” fa.‘mu y %

- Downi beloyy a to]epi‘onn rang, ‘md tnn ;ﬂ
was still”examining the- damaged hose when
-her Iandladv summoned.ber to Jthe instrument, -
With .onc bare foot thrast. mto ‘a acaﬂeﬁ
slipper, - she descended. : . ety

“ Miss, (‘hﬁo?” said a xoxce and ak s}re "»
answered in tlu, aﬁumatwc wcnf on': “Listen.
T“don't *want* to mont’mn nambos, --but ‘T'm "~
know. C'u; you
pack “a’ siit-case Jn('l bo maﬂ} fox a car, m
the next hotir or so0?”

*Stella’s mmblo \ufs wo re mstant]y ou the
alert,

““What's- thp’ bnnht 1dua 2. she askcd
"u.irded = g &

From- the otlei end of tlxe wire thero came -
an impatient oath: - > :

“Cut that stuﬂ' out’ I\e got no hme fo
argue "= =

The “girl hesitated an mstant beforo 1cplv-
ing. - She lad® no’ doubt from whom: tho °
nicssage came.  Bit she could not  make up -’
her mind. Recent events-had showi“her that”
she would be playing \\1th hu, .1nd \\lmt énd
lmd she to* gain?: °

“Tut, tut!” she lelO\cd ]Iﬁhﬂ) “pull out
Cthe soft “stop? . I"want to know what' it’s all
about: I’'m tiot going gal]nantmg around in
the ‘middle of the mght \\1tn any * gontleman )
vnless-I know..what it's for.” . =

““Sorry. - 'That’s all right; Stella. You can
beat it back 4o hcd if you like,” my -dear.”
We ]L\St thought you *d like fo-know-that Dick
was’ anxious to- sce: you, fhat’s all.: If you
don’t care’ to. turn’ out; Iet it go:’

Hor gnp on the 1cc01vcr tlghtex,ed
(Anclh “long’ instalment of !hzs poucrful_ a_nal "

appears next week in The THRILLEER. Avoid i
disappointment. by ord:rmg Yo Lopy - 10—1)4) LB

’
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