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Even as the masked man seized the terrified girl, Detective-inspector Street stepped through the heavy curtains with
levelled automatic. ‘‘Put up your hands, Mr Midnight ! ” he snapped.



A SENSATIONAL
MYSTERY NOVEL.

Lonald Stuart

Chapter 1.
THE CRIME IN THE THEATRE.
ar spacious foyer of the Orphcum
T Theatre of Varieties was crowded.
Groups of smartly-groomed men and
resplendent women laughed and chatted
among themselves, or passed from one to
another exchanging greetings as they recog-
‘nised friends and acquaintances among the
first arrivals.

A seemingly never-ending stream of cavs
and taxi-cabs was constantly discharging
its contents to add to the already densc
throng that filled the vestibule.

The Orpheum was world-famous for the
quality of its programme, but apart from
this the name of Betty Seymour, glittering
in electric "lights over the facia, was a
sufficient attraction to draw all theatre-
loving London. She was a male imper-
sonator, and her clever songs and mimicry
had taken the metropolis by storm. Six
months carlier she had been unknown; an

obscure artiste struggling for existence
among the innumerable small halls and
picture theatres with which the provinces
abound, and then she had been seen by

Delman, the variety agent, who, missing his
train, and having nothing better to do, had
spent the evening at a local music hall.
Betty’s act was just the type he was looking
for, and he had engaged her there and then
for a tour of the circuit that he represented.
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The girl’s success had been phenomenal.
She had awakened on the morning following
her London debut to find herself famous ; the
critics without exception were unanimous in
declaring that she was a “find.”

She had been inundated with offers from
nearly every theatrical agent on the night
of her first appearance in. London, but
Delman had been clever and got her tied up
on a three years’ contract before the curtain
rose on her “turn.”

The long' line of vehicles before the theatre
was beginning to thin when a small grey
coupé nosed its way slowly among the jamb
of traffic and sidled into a private car park
almost opposite the theatre.

The young man who descended from the
driving-seat and pushed his way through the
crowd to the entrance might have been any-
thing from twenty-two to thirty. In reality
he was thirty-five, but his smooth, boyish
face and clear, twinkling blue eyes gave him
a false appearance of extreme youth.

Superintendent Richard Street, known
throughout Scotland Yard, from the Chicf
Commissioner down to the youngest con-
stable as “One-way ” Street because of his

obstinate nature, had decided to take an
cevening off and enjoy himself—a rarity

since the advent of the Midnight Gang,
whose grim exploits had, for the past eight
months, occupied his attention to the ex-
clusion of all other matters.  Just lately,
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however, their activities had subsided, and
Dick was taking full advantage of the lull.

How much his sudden decision to attend
the Orpheum that evening was duec to Betty
Scymour’s. inclusion in the programme he
was unwilling to admit even to himself.

Hurrying up the steps to the rapidiy-
emptying vestibule, for the curtain was on
the point of rising, Dick paused and looked
about him. .Two men who had been
standing talking by the box-office saw him
and came forward.

The elder—a tall, red-faced  man with
greying hair and a humorous gleam in his
deep-set eyes, extended a hand in greeting.

“You're late,” he remarked in a pleasant

voice. ‘“We'd almost given you up.” .
Street smiled an apology as he shook
hands.

“From a most prosaic cause;” he replied,
“1 lost my collar-stud.”

Frank Tracey, crime reporter on the
“ Megaphone,” « chuckled, his round. face
g s

creasing into innumerable wrinkles.

Then, as a burst of music sounded from
inside the theatre, he said : “ Well, the over-
ture’s started ; we may as well go in.”

Dick Street had been lucky in securing =
box, for he had only made up his mind to 3o
that afternoon, and the Orpheum was
usually booked out in advance.

Unwilling to go alone, he had telephoned
Frank A'racey and Howard Carfax, and
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finding that they had nothing part.cular to
do that evening, had casily persuaded them
to joia him.

“How did you manage to tear yourseif
away from work, Dick?” asked Carfax, us
they took their seats. “ Whenever I’ve tried
to get at you lately, you've always put me
off with the excuse of being too busy.”

“I am still,” answered Street, raising his
voice so as to be heard above the blare of
the band. “But even a detective must get a
little amusement.”

" “Don’t you find the Midnight Gang
amusing enough ?” asked Frank. :

“Regarding them my semse of humour
utterly fails me,” replied the detective
grimly. -

“Any further news about them?” Frank
continued.

- “One-way ” Street shook his
“Nothing,” he said shortly.

“They’'ve been very quiet lately, haven't
they ?”" remarked Carfax, examining the end
of "his cigar. “What’s the reason, I
wonder ?” ]

“Too quict I” Dick’s smooth brow wrinkled
in a frown. “It’s a fortnight since they
raised Finnigan’s, in Regent Street; and got
away with close on £100,000  worth cf
jewellery.” 3 .

“I wonder if you fellows’ll ever catch
‘om ?” said Frank, crossing his legs and
tilting his chair at a more comfortable
angle. ““They’re jolly clever, or they
wouldn’t.have evaded capture for so long.”

“It’s not they who are clever,” corrected
Street. “It’s the man who controls them.
The fellow they call ¢ Mr. Midnight.” He's
the clever one, and he’s the one I'm after.
The others don’t count ”—he snapped his
fingers—“not that !

“Are you any nearer to discovering who
‘ he ’ is?” asked Carfax.

Dick shrugged his shoulders.

“Not more than we were eight months
ago,” he answered wearily. *“He's a nameo
and a brain—and npothing more. Even two
members we have caught have never seen

head.

him, if we can believe the story they tell. -

By the way, you're defending them, aren’t
ou?” ¢

- Howard Carfax, one of the cleverest

K.C.’s of the day, nodded slowly.

“Who retained you?” asked the detective
“curiously. “I've been going to ask you ever
since I heard about it.”

“Bockman, of Bockman & Keel,” answered
Carfax. “They are quite well-known
solicitors and thoroughly respectable.”

“But they must have received instructious
‘from someone,” persisted Street.

“Oh, they did!”
a cloud of smoke. “The money for all fees
and typewritten instructions to retain my
services were received by letter on the morn-
ing following that on which Gunter and
Larch were committed for trial. Needless
to say, the letter bore neither signature nor
address.” :

_Frank Tracey passed his hand ‘carefully
over the top of his shiny ‘fair hair. . “It
came from Mr. Midnight, of course,” he
said. ‘ :

“Of course,” agreed Dick. &

“You know, I’ve been given carte blanche
to ‘cover’ the Midnight Gang business,”
Frank continued. “Old ‘ Stuts * ” (the news
editor of the * Megaphone ' thus irreve-
renfly referred’ to, had a slight impediment
in his speech) “would give his head for an
“exclusive 'story about themi, so don’t forget
to let me know if you get a line on Mr.
Midnight.”
© “You’ll know,” answered Dick ' Strect
grimly, and turned his attention to 'the
auditorium. SRRy - >
- With a final blare of brass and drums, the

The barrister blew out
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orchestra died to silence, the lights dimmed,
and the curtain rose on the first turn.

Street watched perfunctorily, his thoughts
elsewhere; and it was not until the number
went up signalling that Betty Seymour was
next that he began to exhibit anything like
interest in the proceedings. But as soon as
she appeared, he leaned forward, his eyes
glued on the stage. ;

He forgot crime—forgot for the moment

-that there was even such a place as Scotland

Yard while he watched the tall, graceful
girl immaculately attired in male evening
dress, and listened to the musical cadence of
a voice that was never raised yet filled every
corner of the vast building. 2

Dick Street had first met Betty Seymour
two months ago. ;

That had been the beginning of many
meetings, and they had drifted into a friend-
ship. Twice he had taken her out to dinner
and discovered that she was companionable
as well as beautiful. o

His real feeling for her he refused to
allow himselt. to analyse, although more
than once he had found himself counting the
hours to the time when he could reasonably
make an excuse tc see her again.

Betty Seymour’s turn- conciuded the first
part -of the programme, and as the curtain
fell amidst a thunder of applause, Carfax
rose to his feet and stretched himself.

“Let's go and ‘have a drink,” he
suggested—a suggestion that was eagerly
seconded by Frank, who had sat throughout
with a somewhat bored expression on his
round, good-natured face

the crook

by the arm. ‘‘Good -evening,

colonel,”” he said. ‘* What are
you doing here ? *’

The detective gripped

As they made their way towards the
buffet, Dick suddenly caught sight of a
familiar face among the crowd. With a
muttered apology to his companicns, he
slipped after the stout man in evening dress
who had attracted his attention

He swung rcund as Dick caught him by
the arm, and his rather florid face went 3
shade paler.

“@ood-evening, colonel,” said “One-way ”
Street genially. * Enjoying the show?”
The other recovered himself, and raised his
eycbrows at the familiarity.

“I’'m afraid you’ve made a mistak-, sir,”
he began “I——" But something in Dick's
face stopped him completing the remark,
and he suddenly relapsed into silence.

“Now, now!” The detective shook his
kead chidingly. “It won’t do—it really
won’t do!”

“What won’t do?”

“This air of injured innocence.
use pretending.

It’s no
I never make mistakes!”
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He took the/stout man affectionately by the
arm. “Poor colonel,” he said sympa-
thetically. “It’s too bad!”

The colonel sighed heavily.

“See here, Mr. Street, I'm not doing any-
thing,” he said in an injured voice. “Surely
a fellow can enjoy himself without being
interfered with you ¢ busys ’?”

- Dick chuckled softly.

“Surely,” he agreed. “It all depends
upon how you intend to enjoy yourself. 1t
worries me to see a clever crook like you
having temptation put in his way.”

He glanced at the crowd of bejewelled
women moving around them.

The colonel followed the direction of his
eyes and shook his head. “You're wrong,
Mr. Street,” he declared. “I’'m running
straight now—I am, really.” ;

“Tell me another,” suggested Dick.

“It’s a fact,” returned the other. “At
least,” he paused cautiously, “I'm not here
on business to-night.”

“What are you here for, then?” inquired
“QOne-way ” Street. “You're not going to
make me believe that you've sudden!'y
become a lover of the music hall ?”

“No.” The colonel shook his head. “If
you must know, I'm here out of curiosity.”

Dick looked at him in astonishment.

The man was perfectly serious.

“1 want to see what’s going to happen,”
he said softly. “Something’s going to
happen, and I want-to know what.”

“What do you mean?”

The colonel drew a long breath and looked
about him.

“T don't know,” he muttered, “and even
if I did, T wouldn’t tell you—but I've heard

_things.”

“What things?” cried the exasperated de-
tective sharply.

“Just rumours,” answered the other
evasively.  “There’s something doing—1I
can’t tell you any more, Mr. Street,” he
added hastily. “Honestly, T can’t, because
I don’t know.”

Dick tried his best to get the man to say
more, but he either wouldn’t, or couldn’t,
and eventually he rejoined his companions,

‘and returned to his box with a vague feeling

of disquiet ;

The second half of the programme had
started as they entered softly, but the
detective could no longer have said what
was going on. His mind was groping to try
and find an explanation for the colonel’s
presence and his eryptic words.

Al Marks, known as the ‘colonel” on
account of his military appearance, was one
of the cleverest jewel thieves in London, but
he was far too clever to risk a chance haul.
What was it, then, that he expected to

“ happen?

Dick gave it up at last, and turned his
attention to the stage once more. - The
curtain had just fallen on a particularly
unamusing comedian, and he consulted his
programme to see what was to follow.

He found. that it was a pair of exhibition
dancers, and the lights went down while the
band softened into a lilting cadence.

Then it happened—the event that was to
set the whole of London talking. With
startling distinctness a shot rang out—the
sharp, whip-like crack of an automatic—
and it was followed by a shrill scream !

The band stopped suddenly, and an excited
murmur broke from the huge audience.

“What was that?” Dick heard Frank’s
breathless question from the gloom close at
hand, but before he could reply, the lights
in the theatre went on, and a man in
evening dress pushed his way hurriedly to
the orchestra rail.

“Will everycne please keep their scats!”
he cried clearly, raising his voice above the
chattering din. “And if there is a doctor
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present, I should be glad if he would kindly
come forward. The gentleman occupying
Box A has been shot!”

Dick Street drew in his breath quickly,
and his face went tense as he sprang to his
feet.

The colonel’s curiosity had
been satisfied !

““THE MAN WHO WAS KILLED.”
or nearly half a minute
F following the manager’s
words—for Dick recog-
nised the man in evening dress
as Quaront, the acting man-
ager of the Orpheum—there
was silence—a silence so in-
tense that it could almost be
felt, and then suddenly it was
broken by a woman’s hysterical
scream. Almost immediately,
as though it were a signal,
pandemonium broke out. Men
shouted and women sobbed.
There was a clatter of raising
seats as the vast audience
struggled to its feet.

The manager held up his
hand and shouted to make him-
self heard above the din.
“There is no cause for alarm,”
he cried. “The police have
alveady been sent for, and if
you will all keep your seats
you will be able to leave
quietly in a few minutes. The
performance will, of course,
be discontinued, but if you will present the
halves of your tickets at the box office to-
morrow, you will receive a fresh ticket for
any night you wish, or the value of your
ticket returned to you. This applies to all
parts of the house: For the moment, will
you kindly keep your seats?”

His calm, matter-of-fact voice had a
quietening effect, and the roar gradually
subsided to a subdued rumble, and the detec-
tive saw a short, rather stout man elbow his
way through the stalls and approach
Quaront. He spoke quickly to the manager,
who nodded, and taking him by the arm,
led him towards the exit.

“One-way ” Street turned and strode to
the door of the box.

“I'm going to find out what’s happened,”
he said to his companions. “You can come
with me if you like.”

Followed by Frank and Carfax, he maile
Lis way swiftly along the corridor and down
the stairs of the foyer. Standing at the

foot of the second staircase that led up to -

the other row of boxes was a uniformed
policeman talking to Quarant and the stout
man.

Dick went up to the group, and, explain-
ing who he was, inquired what exactly had
occurred.

The manager turned a worried face
towards him as he made known his identity.

“This is a dreadful business,” he ex-
claimed. “Terrible. The man has been shot
in the head.”

“Who was he?” demanded the young
superintendent.

‘Quaront shook his grey head.

“T don’t know,” he replied.
stranger to me.”

“Have you got the person who did it?”
asked Dick, and again the manager shook
bhis head.

“One-way ” Street turned to the constable.

“Telephone the Yard,” he ordered. * And
ask Inspector Lucas to come round here
right away.” He looked at Quaront.

“Please take me to Box A,” he
shortly.

The manager led the way up the stairs,
accompanied by “One-way ” Street and the

“He’s a

added

Doctor
They passed down the corridor and
A burly com-

stout man whom he introduced as
James.
found Box A at the far end.
missionaire in the uniform of the theatre
was standing outside the closed door, and

he stood to one side to let them enter. Dick
was the first to cross the threshold, and he
stood for a sccond taking in the scene with
one swift, comprehensive glance. The single
electric globe hanging from the centre of
the ceiling lit up the box brilliantly. The
solitary occupant, an elderly Jewish type of
man, lay crumpled up on the soft carpet,
his white, blood-stained face upturned, the
staring, sightless eyes fixed in a horrible
glare.

Dr. James dropped on to one knee beside
the sprawling figure, but Dick didn’t require
his verdict to know that the man was dead.
The bullet had hit him squarely in the
centre of the forehead, and death had come
upon him instantaneously.

The possibility of suicide flashed for a
moment across the detective’s mind, and he
looked rapidly round the small chamber for
any signs of the weapon, but without finding
it.

“Was there anyone with him ?” he asked.

“No,” replied the manager. “He was
alone.”

The young superintendent nodded shortly.

“Then the murderer must be among the
audience !” he &napped. “Listen! No one
is to leave the building until my men arrive.
You'd better see to that!”

“I’ll do my best,” answered Quaront, and
left them. A few seconds later Strect heard
him addressing the audience once more. He
turned his attention to the body and began
to make an examination of the man’s
pocket. A gold cigarctte-case, a thin watch
of the same precious metal, a handful of
silver, a bunch of keys, and a fat leather
note-case was all he found. The man had
evidently been smoking a cigar at the time
he was shot, for the smouldering half of it
had burnt a liole in the carpet beside his
chair.

Dick opened the Ieather wallet and glanced
through the contents. There was twenty
pound in notes, half a dozen visiting cards,
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Peering from the shadow of a
doorway the detective watched the
two figures disappear down the
street. It was Betty Seymour in
the company of a notorious crook,

and a letter. “One-way ” Street looked at
the cards first, and as he read the name
engraved on them his breath hissed through
his suddenly clenched teeth. “Alfred Rae-
burn.” Dick knew the name well for that
of a rather shady financier whose money-
lending business the police had long sus-
pected served as a cloak to hide the more
profitable one of a “fence.” But if the dead
man’s identity had given him a shock, the
letter which he next examined was to give
him a greater one.

It was typewritten, and began without the
preliminary of either date or address :

“For a long time you have been appro-
priating for your own use money which
should belong to me—a sum amounting {o
over seventy-five thousand pounds. Unless
this amount reaches me by twelve o’clock to-
morrow, you will pay the penalty which all
traitors receive.—Mg. MipN1GHT.”

Dick read the letter twice, and his mouth
set in a grim line. The Midnight Gang,

after a period of quiescence, had struck
again, and in their wusual spectacular
manner.

The motive for the murder was obviouss
Raeburn- had apparently been a member of
the gang, and had acted for them in his
capacity of a “fence.” Instead of handing
over the money that had accrued from this
dealing, he had kept it for his own use, and
had evidently ignored the warning sent
him by Mr. Midnight.

Dick Street glanced down at the stiil,
lifeless form at his feet. Where had the
shot come from? Certainly not from the
stalls, or the people sitting mnear the man
who had fired would have been aware of the
fact.

Dick raised his eyes and, pondering over
the problem, looked mechanically across to
the opposite side of the theatre. Facing him
was the other tier of boxes, and the one in
direct line with that in which he was stand-
ing was empty. He could see into it clearly,
for the light was on. A sudden thought
struck him, and he turned to Dr. James,
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who, after his brief inspection of the body,
had remained by the door silently looking
on.

“Whereabouts were you sitting?” he
asked.
“Fifth row of the stalls,” came the

answer promptly.

*“Did you notice the direction from whence
the shot came?”

Theé doctor shook his head.

“No,” he replied. It seemed to echo all
round the building. But it was fired from
somewhere above.”

The detective pointed to the empty box.

“Do you remember whether that was
occupied ?” he inquired.

“Yes, it was,” replied the doctor without
hesitation. “I remember distinctly, because
the man who occupied it came in during
Betty Seymour’s turn, and the disturbance
annoyed me.” :

“That, in my opinion, is where the shot
was fired from,” said Dick, and turned as the
constable who had gone to ’phone the Yard
entered. : =

“Inspector Lucas is on his way, sir,” said
the policeman, and Dick nodded. He re-
mained thoughtfully silent for a moment or
two, and then stepped across to the door.

“Stay here until I come back,” he ordered,
and went out.

He was making his way to the foyer
where he had left Frank Tracey and Howard
Carfax when somebody touched his arm.
He looked round. The colonel was by his
clbow. :

“Well,” asked the jewel thief, * what co
you think of it?” e
"« tell you presently,” replied “One-
way ” Street. “I shall want to hear quite a
lot from you.”

Al Marks lcoked pained.

“1 know nothing about it,” he protested.
“You surely don’t think it had anything to
do with me, do you? I wouldn’t do any-
thing like that.”

“I’m sure you wouldn’t,” retorted “One-
way ” Street sarcastically, and hurried off to
the vestibule.

He found on his arrival that the message
to the Yard had taken effect. A police
tender was drawn up outside the theatre,
and a tall, thin, melancholy-looking man
detached himself from a group of others and
approached Dick as he made his appearance.

“ Murder, isn’t it?” he said.

Street nodded, and told him what had
happened

“(lever !” Inspector Lucas remarked when
the young superintendent finished. “And
original, too!” He shook his head slowly,
as though it scarcely met with his approval.
“DPon’t think I’ve ever heard of a murder
in a theatre before.”

At that moment Quaront came up, and
said that the audience were getting restless,
and wanted to leave

“Let ’em go,” said Street, and then
added = “Who occupied the box on the same
level opposite Box ‘A?” ;

«T don’t know.” replied - the manager.
“T’11 see if T'can find out.”

He went over to the box-office, and Dick
once more addressed the tall inspector.

“Send a man up to that box, and tell him
to sce if he can find anything,” he ordered.
“ And also have Al Marks detained.”

Lucas looked surprised.

“Ts he here?” hé said softly.

The younger man nodded. ; _

“T don’t think he had anything to do with
it,” he said, “but he knows something, and
we may be able to make him talk.”

Lucas turned away and began to issue
instructions to the men he had brought with
him. = .

Dick was waiting for the return eof
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Quaront from the box-office when Howard
Carfax came up to say good-night.
“I think I'll be getting off home,” he said.

. “I’ve got rather a heavy day to-morrow.”

He shook hands. “Let me know if you dis-
cover anything further.”

“I'll ring you up in the morning.” Dick
promised, and, with a cheery wave of his
hand, Carfax took his departure.

Quaront eame back from the box-office.

“Can’t tell you who it was,” he said.
“The box was booked by telephone, and the
ticket called for by a messenger this after-
noon.” He wiped his forehead. “It all
seems to me like a nightmare. What the
directors’ll say I don’t know.”

The man whom Lucas had sent to examine
the box came up and rveported that he’d
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found an empty cartridge-shell on the floor.
Dick took the little brass cylinder, and
looked at it frowningly.

“Thirty-two calibre,” he  muttered.
“That’s conclusive proof where the shot was
fired from.” :

“How in the world was he able to aim?”
asked Quaront. “The theatre was in dark-
ness.”

“That’s the easiest of the lot to answer,”
replied Dick. “Racburn was smoking when
he was killed. He fired at the cigar ”

“And’ left the theatre immediately—
during the confusion,” put in the doleful
voice of Imspector Lucas from behind them.
“He drove away in a closed car—scveral
people saw_it drive off.” . =

“ Number ?” snapped Street.

Lucas shook his head. ;

“Nobody knows,” he replied bitterly.
“There was a whole string of cars outside.
It was only one among many.”

“Have you-got.on to Raeburn’s house ?”

asked Dick, and the inspector shook his head
again. =

““No, not yet,” he said.

“Do,” said Street, “and find out who sent
him the theatre ticket.” .

Lucas looked at him for a moment i
wonder, then his face slipped into a watery
smile. X :

“I get you,” he murmured. “Of course,
they would want to make sure of his comingy
to the theatre to-night, so that they could
lay their plans beforehand. What beats me
is. why they didn’t get him outside. Tt

~would have been much casier.”

“But not so spectacular,” said the young
superintendent. “Mr. Midnight wanted this
murder to be talked about. Tt was a lesson
for the_other members of the gang. None
of them will try any double-crossing after
this.”
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A sergeant came up and saluted.

“We've detained Al Marks, sir,” he said
to the superintendent. “ Do you want to see
him?” -

Street nodded

The only thing they could get the colonel
to say was that he had heard rumours that
something was to happen at the Orpheum
that night, but where, or from whom he had
heard it, he refused to divulge.

Street gave it up at length in despair.

“It’s impossible to make him talk,” he
whispered to Lucas.

“We can detain him as a suspect and try
again to-morrow ?” suggested the inspector.

But Street shook his head quickly.

“No, don’t do that,” he said. “Let him
go, and set a man to watch him. We're
more likely to learn something that way.”

The hour was getting late, and Dick, who
was almost dropping with weariness, was
considering going home, since there was
little more that could be done, when he
suddenly remembered Betty, and decided to
call round at the back and see her.

He found Frank Tracey outside as he
descended the steps of the entrance, on the
point of hurrying off to the “Megaphone ”
offices to turn in an account of the affair.

Street then made his way round to the
~tage door.

“Miss Seymour?” repeated the stage-door-
keeper in answer to Dick’s inquiry. *“She
left about an hour ago.”

Dick was disappointed, but not surprised.
Some time had elapsed since the murder,
and he had hardly expected to find the girl
still there.

He made up his mind to call round and
see her during the following morning, ard
went back to the front to find Inspector
Lucas and say “good-night.” That ficial,
looking more depressed than ever, was
standing on the steps of the main entrance
staring at the pavement.

He glanced up as Street approached.

“I’ve been on the ’phone to Raeburn’s
private house speaking to his wife.”

“I didn’t know he was married,” saii
Dick in surprise.

“Neither did I,” said the inspector. “ Auy-
way, she said she was Mrs. Racburn. The
ticket arrived yesterday morning—just stuck
in an envelope without any letter or any-
thing. She was coming, too, only she had
a headache. Thought a friend had sent it—
the ticket, I mean, not the headache.”

“I see,” Dick smiled grimly.
didn’t leave anything to chance.”
He chatted for a few minutes longer, and
presently  left, leaving Lucas still staring
at the pavement as if he expected to find

inspiration in the stone.

Dick lived in a little flat in a quiet
thoroughfare off Oxford Street, and because
his head ached and his eyes felt hot and
prickly, he decided to leave his car at a
garage in Wardour Street, and walk the re-
maining short distance home. It was at
that hour when London is at its quietest.
When the street cleaners are out swilling
down the roads, and the air was sweet and
cool te his throbbing temple.

Swinging out of Wardour Street, Dick
was in the act of crossing the road when
he saw two people—a man and a girl-—-
coming towards him engaged in earnest con-

“They

versation. Something in the girl’s appear-
ance attracted his attention. It scemed
familiar.

He drew back in the shadow of a shop
doorway and waited for them to pass. They
came on slowly, and as they drew almost
level with him, the light from a street
standard fell full upon their faces. Dick
choked back the startled exclamation that
rose to his lips. ;

For the girl was Betty Seymour, and the
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man she was talking to so earnestly was Al
Marks, alias the colonel!

THE PHOTOGRAPH.

T secraed to Richard Street that he had

l been asleep for about ten minutes when
Jennings, his servant, woke him and
brought his cup of tea.

The cvents of the preceding night came
crowding thick and fast into his brain, and
foremost amongst them was his chance
discovery of the intimacy that apparently
existed between Betty Seymour and Al
Marks.  The more he thought about it the
more puzzled he became. What could a
girl like Betty have in common with a
man of the colonel’s character—a known
jewel thief who had served more than one
sentence, and whose record took up a con-
siderable space in a certain index at Scot-
land Yard.

He pondered over the matter all through
his breakfast, but reached no satisfactory
conclusion except a determination to ques-
tion Betty about it at the first opportunity.

Having reached this decision, and also the
end of his meal, Dick turned his attention
to the morning papers.

Dick’s mouth set grimly when he caught
sight of the leader page and the article it
contained

It was a virulent attack upon the methods
of the police, and a demand for an inquiry
concerning what it termed : “The apparent
hopeless incompetence of Scotland Yard to
deal with this dangerous gang of despera-
does who are a menace to the lives and pros-
perity of the people. “Now is the time,”
the article concluded, *for the Home Secre-
tary to prove that he is the right man in the
right place. It is over eight months since
the Midnight Gang first came into existence,
and nothing has been done to check their
nefarious progress. Let Sir Robert Mallet
take the matter in hand, and, if necessary,
insist upon the infusion of mew blood at
headquarters. It is badly wanted.”

The rest of the papers were all in the same
strain, though not quite so vitriolic as tue
“Megaphone,” and Dick Street set off for the
“Yard ” with a feeling of acute depression.

The message that awaited him from the
assistant commissioner on his arrival at his
office did nothing to dissipate this feeling,
for it was terse and to the point. Dick
walked down the long corridor towards the
great man’s rcom with a heavy heart.

“Come in, Street,” said Colonel Allen,
looking up from a big table littered with
papers, when he tapped and entered. *I
suppose you've seen the papers this morn-
ing?”

The young detective assented, and
down on the other side of the desk.

“Something will have to be done,” went
on the assistant commissioner gravely,
helping himself to a cigarette. -“You’ve
been in charge of this matter for over seven
months, and up to the present you’ve failed.
You've fallen down badly on this casc.
Something had got to be done—and done
soon.”

“T hope to be able to supply some definite
information in the course of the next few
days,” said Dick. “Don’t think I'm trying
to excuse myself. I'm not. I'm stating a
fact. There was a message this morning
from Sergeant Collins.”

Colonel Allen looked interested.

“Oh! What does he say?” he inquired.

“Well, if there is any truth in his note,”
Dick replied, “he’s on the track of Mr.
Midnight. That’s the man we want to get,
sir. I’'m sure that if we can get him, the
rest of the gang don’t count. They’d go to
pieces in a week without the brains behind.”

The assistant commissioner removed his
cigarette from his lips before speaking.

sat
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“Why do you say ‘him ’?> he  asked
slowly. “ What makes you so certain that
Mr. Midnight is @ man?”

“One-way ” Street was so surprised that
for a moment he was incapable of speech.

“I don’t quite understand, sir,” he stam-
mered at last.

“There is no evidence to show that the
leader of the Midnight Gang isn’t a
woman !” The colonel leaned slightly for-
ward as he spoke. “It’s only a suggestion
of mine, but think it over !”

He nodded a dismissal, and Street re-
turned to his own office, his mind in a whirl.
The interview had not been as bad as he had
anticipated, but the assistant commis-
sioner’s concluding remarks had given him a
considerable amount to think about

Inspector Lucas was waiting for him, and
his greeting was sympathetic.

“Had a bad time?” he asked, and when
Dick replied in the negative: “I'm - glad.
Thought you would have. You've seen the
papers, of course. I'd like to put ’em in
our shoes and see what they’d do. By the
way "—he went off at a tangent—they
came for that cupboard this morning, ani
about time, too. It was a disgrace to a
Government office.”

Dick Street looked at the blank place
against one wall which had been occupied
by a dilapidated cupboard, the contents of
which were neatly stacked on the floor.

“We shall have to have something to put
those things in,” he murmured mechani-
cally, his mind elsewhere.

“They’re bringing a new one to-morrow,”
said Lucas. He turned to the desk. “The
reports have come in about last night's
murder.”

“ Anything fresh #”
to take an
was saying.

Lucas shook his head

“No. Did you expect anything? ” he
replied dubiously. “I didn’t. = Al Marks
gave the man who was tracking him the
slip at Piccadilly Circus. = I've given the
fellow who was following him a roasting.
Are you listening ?”

Street forced his mind
interest in what the inspector

_Carltonian at one o’clock.”
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The reference to Al Marks had switched
Dick’s thoughts back to the incident in
Oxford Street, and subconsciously he
coupled it with the assistant commissioner’s
astounding suggestion. Could  Colonel
Allen have been referring to Betty Seymour
when——

“It’s
remark aloud.
him curiously.

“I don’t know  what you're talking
about,” he said. “But I quite agree with
you. It’s all impossible. There was =n
fellow once who said that nothing was im-
possible, wasn’t there? He'd never heard
of the Midnight Gang.”

He sighed.

“They're the most impossible thing that
ever happened, and the more you think of
them the more impossible they become.”

Lucas took his departure soon after to
follow up an inquiry concerning the car n
which the man who had been seen to leave
the theatre hurriedly had driven off, and as
soon as he was left alone Street drew the
telephone towards him, and gave a Victoria
number.

In a few minutes he was connected, and
presently heard the low voice of Betty
from the other end of the wire. :

“Who is that?”

“Dick—Dick Street,” he replied, and his
heart beat a trifle faster at the sound of her
voice. “I thought I'd ring and see how
you were after last night.”

“Wasn’t it dreadful?” He thought her
voice trembled slightly, but put it down to
his imagination.

“Are you playing to-night?” he asked.

“Qh, yes. Mr. Delman says that the show
couldn’t have had a better advertisement.”

“There are a lot of people who won’t agree
with. Mr. Delman,” said Strect, a  trifle
grimly. “What are you doing this after-
noon? Would you carc to meet me for tea
somewhere 2"

“J should love to, but I've already pro-
mised to have tea with a friend.” She
hesitated. “I'm free at lunch this time to-
morrow, if——"

“All right, then, T’ll mect you at the
Street scribbled
the appointment on his blotting-pad. “I
came round last night to see you, but you'd
gone.”

impossible ! ”  Street made the
Inspector Lucas regarded

Followed by the crook, Dick burst into
the disordered room. On the floor lay
the body of a woman. It was Betty
Seymour.
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“Did you? That was kind of you. I got

away as soon as I could and went home. I,

was feeling terribly upset.” :

“Did" you go straight home?”: inquired
Dick. 2

“Of ‘course!” She sounded
“Why did you ask that?”
© “I—I thought I saw you in—Oxford
Street,” Dick stammered. :

“It couldn’t have been me,” she laughed,
“I was in bed and asleep. You made a
mistake. Good-bye till to-morrow.”

There was a click as she hung up the
receiver, and Dick pushed the telephone
away from him with a sudden feeling of dis-
appointment.

She: had been:lying, and tlie-. knowledge
hurt him.
ing-to Al Marks, he was certain. And the
fact that she had lied proved that there was
something she wished to conceal. '

The assistant . commissioner’s -curious
words that morning returned to him, and,
with a heavy sigh, Dick stretched out his
hand and pressed a bell on his desk.

To. the.  constable who answered
summons, he gave an order : :

“Go-along to Records, Smithson, and ask
them to let me have all the information
they’ve got concerning important women
criminals at present at liberty.” I.don’t want
the little shoplifters—I ~want the big
crooks.” 2

The constable saluted and hurried away.
Street rose to his feet and strolled over to
the window gazing moodily out on the rain-
swept Embankment. He remained there for
some time lost in thought until he

surprised.

his

That it was she he had seen talk- -

was
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Lying just inside
the door of the
bank, they found
the night watch-
man. . He was dead
—shot through the
head.

roused from his reverie by the return of the
policemen, his arms full of bulky folders.
He laid ‘them down on Dick’s desk, and
when he had withdrawn, “ One-way . Street
settled himself down to work.

Hour after hour went by while he waded
through the voluminous records containing
items of information regarding every known
female criminal. ;

He put aside those whom he thought were
capable of controlling an organisation like
the Midnight Gang for future investigatiou,
and they were few. It was late in.the after-
noon when he opened the last folder, and the
first thing he saw caused him to suddenly
sit bolt upright.’ On.the top of the file was
a photograph, and underneath on an official
blank the description relating to it

“Mary Drew,” read Dick. ~“Six months’
imprisonment with hard labour for theft,
Holloway Prison; released “June 8th, 1926.
Five previous convictions.”

There followed a long description, and
then in red ink: “This woman is dan-
gerous.”

Dick went white as he looked, for the face
in the photograph was the face of Betty
Seymour ! ;

MR. MIDNIGHT. v

£ man who lay sprawling in the corner

I of a third-class carriage was the type
who would have sent any respectable
person looking for a seat in the train, hurry-
ing to another compartment. It was
possibly for this reason that he had the
carriage to himseif. .He wore a faded brown
overcoat that had fallen half open, disclosing
the disreputable suit beneath, the mud-spat-
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tered trousers of which. ended in a ragged

fringe over the patched and broken boots.

It must have been at least three days since
his face had seen a razor, for his chin was
covered. by a stubbly beard which was
scarcely discernible through the grime that
engrained his skin  An unlit cigarette
drooped from the corner of the loose mouth,
and a shapeless cap was pulled down over
the ferrety and bloodshot eyes. :

He remained hunched up in the corner
until the train drew out of the station, and
then glancing quickly about him to assure
himself that there was mno danger of a
possible eavesdropper—a matter of habit, for
no one could possibly have overlooked him,
he took from the pocket of his overcoat an
automatic pistol. Jerking back the jacket
he examined it carefully, and presently
returned it to his pocket with a little nod
of satisfaction.

Searching among the rags that constituted
his clothing, he presently found a box of
matches, lighted the cigarette, and blowing
out a cloud of smoke, contentedly settled
back once more in the corner.

The train ran on through the night, the
rain ratthng against the windows in inter-
mittent bursts, for the coming of darkness
had brought with it a steady downpour. In
a short while it slowed and drew up ab
Clapham Junction. The man in the corner
leaned forward, rubbed a frayed cuff over
the glass and peered out through the blurred
pane. His searching eyes found the clock
he was seeking, and with difficulty he made
out the time—five minutes to eleven.

The hour mentioned in the letter that
reposed in his jacket pocket was 11.30. He
would be a trifle early, but that was all the
better. After a short interval, with_ a
banging of doors, the train moved on again,
and he heaved a sigh of relief to find that
he still had the carriage to himself, for ke
wanted to think. : _

From the expression of satisfaction that
now and then flitted across his face, his
thoughts appeared to be pleasant ones, and,
indeed, to a certain extent they were, for

the object that had occupied his mind for
the past four months had at last been
attained. It had taken him weeks to gain

the attention of the Midnight Gang, but in
the end he had been successful, and at that
very moment was on his way to make the
dgequaintance of the mysterious leader of
the gang, Mr. Midnight.

He took from his pocket a soiled envelope,
and for the hundredth time read the
crumpled sheet of paper it contdined. It
was typewritten, and began without pre-
liminary of any kind :

“It has come t6 my knowledge that you
are desirous of joiming the organisation
which I control. If this is true, take the
10.50 train from Waterloo on Wednesday
night and get out at Amley Halt.. It is
due there at 11.30. On the down platform
you will find a small waiting-room. Go in
and remain there until I come. The enclosed
will more than cover your expenses.”

The letter was signed in capitals, “Mr.
Midnight,” and the enclosure referred to
had been a five-pound note. The tramp
folded the shcet and stowed it carefully
away, experiencing a little thrill of excite-
ment.

The letter had arrived the day before yes-
terday at his dingy lodgings in Flanders
Lane, Deptford, and the tramp had spent
his time ever since its arrival by speculating
as to the identity of the sender.

Among the denizens of the crime-infested
district that lies in the vicinity of Deptford
Broadwrss the Midnight Gang and its un-
known and mysterious. leader weve a fre-
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quent topic of conversation, and the tramp
had more than once voiced a keen desire to
become a member of the group of crooks
that, under the brilliant direction of Mr.
Midnight, succeeded again and again 1in
pulling off coups in spite of all the efforts
of the police to check their activities. Now,
when he had almost given up hope, his oft-
expressed wish had been granted.
minutes he would be face to face with Mr.
Midnight.

At last, after stopping at every station on
the way, the train came to a standstill at
Amley Halt, and the tramp got out. He was
the only passenger to alight, and he walked
up the little platform glancing keenly about
him. It was a dreary place enough, and
eminently suitable for the interview that lay
ahead.

Two dim and smoky oil lamps that
flickered in the gusty wind were the soic
means of illuminatica, for Amley Halt was
not of sufficient importance to warrant the
installation of gas.

The station was built upon an embank-
ment, and beyond the microscopic shelter
that covered but a small portion of the plat-
form, lay a waste of rain-swept country,
glimpsed occasionally in the light of a
watery moon which appeared at infrequent
intervals from behind the scurrying wrack
of clouds that passed continuously across its
bleary face.

Altogether a depressing spot, thought the
solitary passenger, as he surveyed the scene
and waited for the train to move on. It did
so, having discharged two empty milk-cans;
and the single station official, who seemed to
combine porter, ticket-collector, and station-
master, disappeared through the barrier to
some unknown region below.

As soon as he was left alone, the tramp
made his way along the deserted platform
in search of the waiting-room. It was, he
discovered, a small wooden building at the
extreme end, and he walked quickly towards
it. The light from the lamps did not extend
as far as this, and the place was shrouded
in deep gloom.  His heart beat slightly
above the normal as he approached the
doorway:

The interior was in intense blackness, and
he paused on the threshold, hesitating before
centering. A musty, unused smell, like old
paper, greeted his nostrils, and then out of
the darkness came a voice—a husky, high-
pitched whisper :

“Is that Grant?”

The tramp replied in the affirmative.

“Come inside,” the voice continued, and
the ragged man advanced, striving to pierce
the Stygian gloom, but without result.

“Not fecling nervous, are you?” There
was a suspicion of a sneer in the tone.

“Not in the least,” replied the tramp
coolly.

“Good ! A mervous man is no use to me,”
said Mr. Midnight. “Now listen! I have
some work for you. If you carry it out
successfully, there’s a big reward. Do you
know Richard Street?”

The tramp started. The suddenness of the
question took him by surprise.

“I—I have heard of him,” he muttered.

“He is becoming a nuisance,” continued
the high-pitched voice, “and therefore must
be removed. I have decided to put the
matter in your hands. Every fresh recruit
to the Midnight Gang is expected to do
something to prove himself worthy. This is
your test. Are you willing to undertake the
job?”

“Yes,” answered the man without hesi-
tation.

“Very well, then,” said the other, “hold
out your hand.”

The tramp extended his hand, and felt an
envelope thrust into it. It almost conveyed

In a few.
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the impression that the mysterious unknown
could sce even in the blackness.

“You will find detailed instructions in
there,” went on the voice, “together with a
sum of money that will enable you to buy
some decent clothes. The instructions you
will follow to the letter. In addition, you
will go every day to a little tobacco kiosk
in the entrance to South Lambeth Tube
Station, and buy a packet of “Stardust”
cigarettes. Don’t forget the name.  Your
number is 34, and when you ask for the
cigarettes you will mention that number.
The detailed plan for dealing with Street is
in that envelope.” The speaker paused. “A
last word. There is only one penalty for
disobedience, and that is death. Do you
understand ?”

“Xes”

The tramp had located the direction of
the voice now, and, growing accustomed to
the darkness, guessed rather than saw the
bulk of the shadowy figure.

“Then go,” went on Mr. Midnight. “Pass
out through the barrier and give up your
ticket in the usual way, making some excuse
for the delay. When you reach the road turn
to the right. Two miles further on is
another station. - You can get a train from
there to take you back.”

The tramp slowly drew  out the automatic
from his pocket and thumbed down the
safety catcl, at the same time his left hand
closed round an electric torch.

“1'd like to know who I'm dealing with,”
he said suddenly, and, whipping out the
torch, pressed the button.

Even as the brilliant light flashed out it
was struck from his hand.

For a sccond there was dead silence, then
the tramp felt -his pistol-wrist seized by a
soft hand. The grip was not a strong one,
but an agonising pain shot through his arm
and the automatic dropped from his tingling
fingers.  He struck out with his other hand,
but the blow fell on empty air.

In desperation he closed. with his adver-
sary, and in so doing his face came in
contact with a fleecy coat.
of violets that wafted to his nostrils?
sudden suspicion flashed through his

Was it a smeil
A

mind. Was Mr. Midnight a man
or A searing pain in his back
caused him to release his hold.

He staggered back through the
door and across the deserted plat-

form, his hands groping blindly.
Again came the pain—a red-hot,
excruciating agony — something
warm welled up in his throat. He
felt an indescribable 5
sensation of ‘choking, !

and tried to breathe.
A myriad of lights
danced before his eyes, §
and toppling over on
his face, he lay still.

SERGEANT COLLINS
COMES BACK.

ETTY SEYMOUR
B finished dressing

with a pleasur-
able sense of anticipa-
tion. She was meeting
Dick Street in a little
over a quarter of an
hour.

The tall, good-look-
ing superintendent had
been oceupying a good
deal of her waking
thoughts lately, a
state of affairs that
filled her with dismay.

Across the theatre
rang the staccato
crack of an auto=
matic, and the
man in the box

She would have dis- 0pposite. slumped
missed this ecircum- back into the
stance if she could, for darkness.
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there was a secret iw her life—a secret kept
closely guarded—that rendered anything of
that pature, with its inevitable conclusion,
utterly. impossible. At the same time, she
never attempted to disguise from herseli
that she was looking forward to seeing him.

She slipped ¢n her coat and was picking
up her gloves when her maid entered witi
a letter.

Betty took the envelope, and at the sight
of the writing her face whitened.
looked so ill that the maid was alarmed.

“What’s the matter, miss?” she asked
anxiously.

“Nothing.” Betty found a chair and sat
down. “You might “phone for a taxi,
please.”

She waited until she was alone, and then
with trembling fingers ripped open the flap
of the envelope and extracted the contents,

and as she saw the serawled lines an ex-
pression of despair crossed her face.
She read the note twice, and then

crumpling it up in her hand, sat staring at
the floor in front of her, pale to the lips.
A grisly ghost had arisen out of the past,
and it was destined to cause Betty Seymour
many hours of mental anguish, and “Onc-
way ” Street no little loss of sleep before it
was finally laid

She

Her maid announced the arrival of the

taxi. Betty roused herself, and forcing her
shaking limbs to take her down the stairs
to the cab.

Street was waiting-in the lounge when she
arrived at the Carltonian, and rose to meet
her.  She noted the dark ecircles under his
eves and the lines about his mouth, and
wondered at the cause. Her wildest imagi-
nation, however, did not supply her with
the true reason. How could she guess that
the cause was a certain  photograph now
locked in a drawer of his desk.

After a few commonplace remarks he led
her into the big grill-toom, and an
obsequious head-waiter found them a table
by the window.

Dick Street
removed her

/A,

watched the girl as she
gloves, and wondered. It
scemed impossible that the
dainty figure before him
could ever have been a
criminal. And yet the photo-
graph was irrefutable evi-
dence. The girl was known
to the police, and however
incredible it appeared had
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been labelied a dangerous
sighed involuntarily.

Betiy locked up fiom a refractory button,
and met his eyes.

Dick

woman.

“What's the matter ?"-shg asked. “You
seem depressed.”

“1 am rather,” 'he ddmrt‘ted picking up the
menu. -
: “\Vhy7' And then as he made no reply:

“Is it the aﬁ air at the theatre that’s worrying
you ?”

*Partly.” He tned hard to prevent himself
bocom-ng monosyllabic, but failed.

“1t ywas ‘a ‘dreadful ffair, wasn’t it?” She
legted forward, oue slim.hand resting on the
table. % T suppo e you haven’t found out. “who
the identity ‘of those peéople responsnble”’

Qtmv:t :shook his head.” .=

“ Bevond knowmg it was; the work - of the'

Midnight Gangz, no,” he answered. - S

“Apd L1\avent you any 1dea who they are 22
she asked. k
“Not t.h.e sllghtest

_he, replied. * 1 d glve

a lot' to find .out, or. rather, Id give a lot. te.

find out* who theu' l-ader is.”
“Theiré leadel 27 She )ooked mte _ted.

“Yes; ‘the person whos krown ‘as M. Mid-
night.” The detective paused as'a waiter came

up to take their: order and‘ was ‘silent until:

after thetman had gone.  Then he continued :

“Mr. MddmghL is ‘the brain behind.
motive force.  Destroy that and the rest
autumatncqlly destroys, itself.” i

“And you ve no idea who it 13? éhe in<

quired. '+ “ Haven’t, . you auy clue to his
ldenthy”’ o e O ol

“No. Sometimes I begin to \vondu' lf we
ever shall.” ;

She lapsed . into silence, and Dick nohcmg
her pre-occupation wondered what it was that
had so suddenly made her so thoughtful.

The girl with the flawless features and soft
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THE CROOK’S GAME. -

EXPECT by the time you turn to this
briel chat of mine, you will have read
k the opening instalment of .our great
new serial, ‘‘ The ' Crook’s Game,” by
% George Dunot 1 was right, was 1 not, in
‘my prophecy’ of last week that you wou|d
soon discover what possibilities there are in
this fine tale. what thrills there are in store
for you.

detective story, showing the thrills of the
trail and the workings of a really astute
S detective in the seemingly everlasting war-
fare against the scheming and :cunning
crooks who in their ‘'way are just as cute
as the brightest brains of Scotland Yard, it
tight be interesting to see what the detec-
tives’ code really is.

From the scene of the’ crlme, trom the
moment that the first«clue to the identity
of the crook:is found, the most essential,
the most -important thing, is immediate
action ‘and the utilising of every -means
available to head-off - the criminal from
* " gscape, to get in advance of him both. in
S lhought and movement.- ;

,-‘casuallv— on

The

. THE EDITOR GREETS YOU! .

¥ as far as possible, and the detective must

greatest story. - P:

Seeing that this fine yam is essentially 3 “him shou!d keep open a wary eye and

ZAn e LA I AR AR AR

670

voice whom hé had met but half a dozen times
in his life meant more to him than he cared
to admit.. There niust be some explanation
for that photograph in the record department
other than appeared on the surface. Knowing
her, it was impossible to believe for a moment
that she .could ever have been a thief.

But as’ well as- the®photograph there was
the indisputable fact that on the night of the
murder -at- tiies Orpheum: Theatre she had met
Al Marks. There was: no .mxstake about that.
He -had seen_her-in the strong light of the
electric standard -with his own eres, and was
certain she was on terms.of intimate friendship
with :the . colowel, a- notorious crovk, and she
had lied . on - the telephone when Dick had
mentloned about her being in Oxford Street.

It was his duty to question her about that,
and he cast round in _.is'mind for an opéning.

e T was Betty herself \vho supphed him with
one.,

“What made you thmk 4 was in Oxford
Street the other night?™ She raised her eyes,
and meeting Dick’s steady gaze, blushed and
looked down agam TN

“1 thought I saw you —he tned to speak
my way home *-from the
theatre.”

“What timeZwas w when you—when you
thought you .saw me?” Her voice was low,
and he thought he detected a faint note of
Lmbarrassment in the.tone

“Nearly- three oclock—probably a
later,” he replied.

“It couldn’t have been ‘me. I was home
and in bed before twelve.” She smiled, but
her eyes avoided his.

' Street was silent for a‘ moment,. then lean-
ing forward he laid his hand gent]y on hers.
Her fingers quivered beneath his touch, but
she made no effort to draw her hand away.

“Betty, I'm gomg to ask you a straight
question. * Please don’t be annoyed.” He
paused. “Do you know Al Marks?”

little
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It is seidom that the crook’s line of escape §
is obvious to the detective, and it is up
to him first to discover in which direction
he has fled ‘befare he himself can follow.
Every possible route of exit must be blocked

exercise his foresight and quickness of
thought to their fullest extent, and it is
here that he must resort to the mest im-
portant line in crime deduction—that is to
put himself in the criminal’s place. If he
had committed the crime, how would he
escape? How would he set about avoiding
capture and turn his crime into profit
instead of loss in the form of a prison sen-
tence—or worse? From: this method, the ¢
detective will get his ideas, and at once he
must take immediate measures: to circum-
‘vent every possibte step. :

That is the general policy of what is
‘known as ‘“ The Police Code,”” and you will
be interested to follow its methods through-
out the gripping chapters of Mr. Dilnot’s

VWA ANANANANANS

How many of you have dlscovered ” The-
Thriller Man " with his Free Gifts? He.
is to be found at most of the seaside §
resorts, and those who ~have not yet met

advance their THRILLER. into. .a more
‘prominent position where he will be sure
to see it. 3 :

Yqurs smcere_ly,‘

Letters 1o lhe E&xtor shuutd e aibdressed: - io
o Tﬁe Thriller” Office, The Fleetway House,
Famngdon Street, London, EC4. .
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‘He saw' the stari she gave; saw her face
pale.

“Al Marks? ”
h,u ky whisper.

“More gene: dlly known as the °
<a|d Dock, “a jewel .aief.” 3

“What makes you think that I should know
hun7 Her voice was almost inaudible.

“Because you were talkmg to him when I,
saw you -in Oxford Street.”

A hint of defiance crept into her blue eyes

“Pve already told you that 1 was not in
Oxford Street that mnight,” she said coldly.
“You made a mistake.”

“1 made no mustake.”
steadily.  “ Betty, why don’t you tell me the
truth? You may have gone straight home
from the theatre, but you went out agam—-tu
meet Al Marks.” -

"I—I—" She stopped and rmade a gesture
of despair. “Why do you question me? Why
won’t you believe me?”

Before Dick could reply he waiter arrived
with the soup

“Is there anything else I can get you, sir?”
he asked deferentially, as he set the plates
before them.

“You can come’and order a wreath for your-
self1” said a lugubrlous voice. “I want you,
my. lad!”

Dick looked- up staxtled and saw the thin
form of Inspector Lucas standmg at his elbow.

The waiter was st.ring at him. with dropped
jaw, his eyes bulging. Lucas tapped him on
the arm.

“Ill come with you while you get your
coat, ' ne said., “You're going a little walk

She. re_ ~ated the name in a

Colo'nel,’ g

He looked at her

with me, and don’t try any tricks. I’ve got
a pistol in my pocket.”
“What is it, Lucas?” asked Street. “What’s

the 1dea?”

“The idea was a good one,” said Inspector
Lucas, tightening his grip or the waiter’s arm.
“Lu(klly, it hasn’t come off.. If I'd been a
minute or two later you’d nave been a dead
man by now, Mr. Stieet. . That" soup’s
pOISOIled

“Poisoned !” Betty breathed the ominous
word, norror in her eyes

“Yes miss, or it ~ught to be unless I’ve
made a bloomer.” The inspector regarded his
captive- sternly.

“What was it you put in that soup?” he
asked.

The tremblmv waiter was white and silent.

“Whatever it was,  the bottle’s still in your
pocket said Lucas. “I saw you put it back
there.” ;

The head-waiter, attracted by the scene,
came up to inquire  what was the matter.

His ‘eyes opened in horriﬁed amazement
when Dick explained.

“Good heavens this is terrible!”” he ejacu-
lated.

Street nodded

“It is,”” he agreed, “but it might have been
worse. How long has this man been employed
here 77’ 5 ¢

“He isn’t employed here,”” answered the

“I’ve never seen him until this
morning, and he ~ame Wwith a note from one
of our régular waiters saying that he was ill
and that thls man would take his place.”

“One-way ” Street surveyed the prisoner
thoughtfully.

‘““Who put you up to this ”* he inquired.

The man showed his teeth in an unpleasanb
smile.

“I’'m not talking,” he muttered.

Betty was white-faced and tremblmg, and
Street, who saw that the affair had given her
a terrible shock insisted on putting her into a
taxi and sending her home. He waited until
the cab drove’ of‘f and then returned to the
grill-room.

Had he remained a moment longer he would
havé seen a man who had been lounging out-
side - the Carltonian take a second taxi -and
follow in the wake of the one containing the
gyl L il ;

Dick “accompanied Lucas to Cannon Row
Police Station and saw his prisoner locked in a
cell, and then walked back with the mﬁpcctor
to ‘Scotland Yard. ‘A search of the man’s
pockéts ‘had revealed~a small -phial* labelled



3-8-29

“Poison,” and a sniff at the contents left no
shadew of doubt as to his murderous intention,
for it contained hydrocyanic acid. Dick had
carefully preserved a portion of the soup, and
when they reached headquarters he sent it
along to the research department to be
analysed.

“I was expecting something of the sort to
happen,” said the melancholy inspector a few
minutes later seated in Richard Street’s office.
“Had a kind of hunch—I do have them at
times—and when they tried to get me twice
this morning, I wondered how soon it would
be before they turned their attention to you.”

Street looked at him in amazement."

“Tried to get you twice?’”’ he repeated.

Lucas nodded.

“Yes,” he answered. ‘“Just as I was leav-
ing my lodgings, a car passed me and some-
body fired from the inside.”” He pulled up
the sleeve of his coat and showed a long, red
weal on his forearm. “That’s the bullet mark.
I got the number of the car—XY 1032, but
it was a fake. They’re not taking any chances,
these Midnight people. - Something’s” sent ’em
into a panic; probably they think we know
more than we do. They tried again in White-
hall. I was waiting to cross the road when
somebody lurched into me, and sent me sprawl-
ing into a bus. The driver was clever and had
good brakes, otherwise the papers ’ud have been
full of another street accident. I came along
o tl}? Carltonian to tell you about it and warn
you.

“How did you know I was there?” asked
Dick.

““‘Saw the note you’d made on your blotting-
pad,”’ said Lucas.

“I wonder how they knew I was going to
be at the Carltonian ?”’ said Street thoughtfully.
“They must have known, or they wouldn’t
have made such elaborate plans.”

‘““Ask me!” Lucas shrugged his shoulders.
“Did you tell anyone ?”’

The detective shook his head.

“No,”” he answered. ‘I made the appoint-
ment yesterday by ’phoning from this office.”
‘‘Perhaps Miss Seymour told somebody.”
““Who could she have told connected with the
Midnight Gang: ’* Street stopped suddenly
and was silent. He remembered that it had
practically been Betty’s own suggestion that

they should lunch together.

He felt a coldness round his heart at the
obvious conclusion to which his thoughts were
leading him.  Betty Seymour was the only
person besides himself who knew that he would
be lunching at the Carltonian that day. Had
it been she who had passed the information ‘on
to the Midnight Gang, or, alternatively, had
she been responsible for planning the whole
diabolical scheme?

He shrank from believing it, and yet common
sense pointed out that it was a possible solution.

And he loved her—he no longer tried to
disguise the real state of his feelings for her,
and the knowledge made him feel sick and
miserable. :

“I see they haven’t sent the new cupboard
yet.” The voice of Inspector Lucas broke. in
on his thoughts, ‘‘Dilatory, that’s what I call
it.  Procrastination—I think that’s the right
word—is the curse of the working classes.
When I was a boy at school, there was a
motto—"’

A tap on the door interrupted the inspector’s
reminiscences to Street’s relief, and a constable
entered.

“There’s a gentleman wants to see you, sir,”
he said.

“Who is it?"’ asked Dick.

“Mr. Tracey,” replied the policeman.

““Send him up,”” said the detective shortly.

“Now I wonder what he wants?’’ ruminated

~ Lucas. “Probably after copy for the ‘ Mega-

. phone,’ or maybe ‘he’s come on behalf. of. the
editor-in-chief to offer  apologies for that
article.”

Frank Tracey had come on neither errand
as they shortly found out, when he hurriedly
entered the office.

“Lord!”’ he "exclaimed, rushing across to
Dick and shaking the astonished superinten-
dant vigorously by the hand.. ‘“‘Fm jolly glad
to find it isn't true!”
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As the police were taking their

prisoner into Scotland Yard, they

suddenly felt him go limp between

them. °‘“Here, what’s the matter ?’’

one exclaimed as Hurgon slid. from
their grasp.

“What isn't true?” asked Dick in amaze-
ment.

“We had a message this morning at -the
¢ Megaphone ’ to say you were dead,” said
Tracey. - ““I was out when it came through,
and they sent me round to verify it directly I
got back. Phew!” .

He sat down and mopped his forehead.

“Tt gave me a bad turn, I can tell you.”

Lucas looked up - interestedly, or as near
interested as he had ever been known to look.

“Who sent the message?’’ inquired Street
curiously.

Frank shook his head.

“Haven’t the faintest idea,”” he replied. ‘It
came by ’phone.” : ¢

“Humph!”> The inspector scratched his chin.
“They must have been pretty sure, to have
sent the news beforehand. Didn’t say anything
about me, I &'pose ?”’

““No, nothing about you,’” said Frank.

Lucas. sighed.

“They wouldn’t,” said
sufficiently important. Did
’phoned you give any details?”’

“It wasn’t a -man,”’ was Frank’s startling
reply. ‘It was a woman!’

Dick felt a sudden sensation of dizziness, and
his heart beat thunderously, but looking across
the desk and seeing Lucas’ eyes fixed upon
him he made a supreme effort to control his
emotion.

Even if his ghastly suspicion was true he
must do his best to keep it to himself. Much
as it went against his professional instinct,
Betty Seymour must be saved from being con-
nected with the affair even if she was guilty.

“A woman, eh?”’ said Lucas softly. “Now,
I wonder who she could have been.” He
looked at Dick steadily. ‘The assistant ¢om-
missioner got an idea at the back of his mind
that the Midnight Gang might be controlled
by a woman. I never took it seriously before.
but it looks as if maybe he’s right. I wonder?”’
““ Anyway,” said Frank, ‘‘it was a woman’s
voice who supplied the information. She rang
up the news editor just before twelve.”

Dick was silent. He was trying hard to
think -of something to say. He felt at the
back of his mind that Lucas had read his
thoughts. : : -

sadly. “Not
the man who

he
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The fresh arvival of the constable saved him
comment, h[)“'(‘\'&'l"‘

“They’ve brought the new cupboard, sir,
said the constable, in answer to his query.

““Oh, all right, tell them to bring it in!"
“One-way ”’ Street welcomed the interruption,
for it gave him time to adjust his thoughts.

There was a bumping and banging in the
passage, and two men entered struggling under
the weight of a heavy wooden eupboard.
They set it against the wall, wipgd their per-
spiring foreheads, and handed Street a receipt
to initial. :

They departed.
them came back.

“I forgot to give you the key, sir,”” he said,
and laid it on the desk in front of Dick.

When the man had taken his departure,
Lucas surveyed -the new adornment to the
office admiringly.

“Looks good, don’t
“We're getting quite posh.
delivered it in a plain van?’ ~ After a pausc
he went off at a tangent as usual. “BEver
heard of Mary Drew ?” - Dick started, and his
eves strayed to a locked drawer in his desk
in which reposed the photograph of Betty
Scymour, So Lucas knew! ‘“She was a
wonderful woman—or, rather, a girl,” the in-
spector  continued - thoughtfully. * Pretty—
I don’t suppose you've ever seen a prettier.
Big blue cyes like a summer's sky—I always
get poetical when I think of her—and skin like
cream. She had the soul of a devil, but that
didn’t matter—nobody could see that. = She
looked -like an angel in the dock, but that
didn’t stop her gctting time. ¢ A dangerous
woman ’ the judge called her, but he was an
old man, and soured.” He paused and looked
at the ceiling. .

“What’s all this in aid of?” snapped Street
tersely—his nerves were in shreds.

Lucas took his eyés from the. ceiling and
gazed at him reproachfully.

“It isn't in aid of anything,” he said. ‘I
was just ruminating and wondering. No one
knew what became of Mary DPrew: She had
five convictions, and when she was released
after the last spell ‘she disappeared. Funny
if she’s come back and joined the Midnight
CGang, or maybe taken up a new profession.”

“If you.want fo wasté vour breath,” said

A few seconds later one of

it?”. he remarked:
I wonder - if they

9
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Street irritably, *“ why don't you do something
useful and put those things away?’ He in-
dicated the pile of books ana dccuments that
were stacked against the wall

Inspector Lucas rose from his chair with a
sigh.

*I might as well, I suppose,” he agreed. He
picked up the key frem the desk, and, crossing
to the cupboard, inserted it in the lock and
flung open the door.

His startled cry brought Dick and Frank to
their feet in alarm.

“What is it?” asked “One-way > Street.

“Look!” said Lucas, in a husky whisper,
and, looking, they shrank away in horror.

Slumped awkwardly in the bottom of the
cupboard, his ragged clothes filthy and blood-
stained, his head drooping forward on his
chest, was the body of a man!

Street stepped forward, and, stooping, raised
the limp head. One glance at the white face
and he understood. For the man was Ser-
geant Collins, and he was dead!

THE BROADCAST.

e NE-waY 7 STREET was the first to recover.
Crossing swiftly to the desk, he pressed
the bell, and then, with Lucas’ help,

proceeded to lift the body from the cupboard.
They laid all that remained of poer Collins
gently on the floor, and as they did so a sheet
of paper dropped from out of the ragged
clothing. Lucas picked it up, looked at it,
and without a word handed it to the young
superintendent.

It was a single sheet of ordinary writing
paper of the kind that can be purchased at any
stationer’s shop, and bore across the soiled
surface three lines of typewritten characters:

“This poor fool tried to pit his brains
against mine. Others who do the same will
suffer in a like manner. Be warned.

“Mg. MipNigHT.”

Street read the message, and his face set in
a grim mask. Suddenly he raised the paper,
and held it for a second to his nostrils. Tt
exhaled a faint perfume—the- merest trace of
violets. ' “One-way ” Street’s eyes narrowed
suddenly as he smelt it.

“He must have died almost instantly.”
Lucas, who had been bending over the body,
raised bhis head. ‘““He’s been stabbed twice in
the back, and from the look of the wounds I
should think either would have been fatal.”

“See if there’s anything in his pockets,”
ordered Street, in a low voice.

The inspector made a quick but thorough
search, and at the end shook his head.

“There’s nothing,” he said. “You didn’t
expect anything, did you? They don’t make
mistakes, these peonle. Thorough, that’s
what they are—thorough.”

The constable arrived in answer to Dick’s
summons, and stared in open-mouthed horror
at the scene.

“Go and arrange for an ambulance at once,”
snapped “One-way ” Street. “Don’t stand
there - gaping—hurry !”

The dazed constable departed to execute the
order, and the detective turned to Frank.

“There mustn’t be a word of this in your
paper,” he said. “ At least, not yet You’ve
got to keep it dark. Tt'll only demoralise the
public and cause them to loose faith in the
police, and that’s just what Mr. Midnight is
playing for. This hasn’t been done for the
sake of dramatic effect. It’s been done with
a purpose—to get us in a panic.”

He sat down at his desk as he finished spneak-
ing, and pulled the telephone towards him.

“What are you going to do?” asked Frank.

“Make a few inquiries,” said Dick shortly.

He spoke to the man at the private ex-
change, and was switched through to the stores

department. -
“Where was the cupboard for Superin-
tendant Street’s office ordered from?” he

inquired. ““Oh, Cooper’s, was it? Thank you.
No, it’s a very nice cupboard.” He waggled
the hook of the receiver. “They want to
know if there are any complaints. Hallo!
Get me Cooper’s, will you?”

Lucas stretched out his hand for the malches
and lighted a cigar while Dick was waiting
for the call.
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“Seems to me that we’ve got to do some-
thing, and mighty soon,” he remarked dole-
fully. *“This business of poor Collins is going
to stir up trouble. The people upstairs ’—
Lucas always referred to his superiors in those
terms—‘‘aren’t going to take this easily.”

Street made a gesture of despair with his
free hand.

“I know that as well as you do.
more can we do?

But what
We've done everything

that’s humanly possible. ~We can’t do
miracles.”
“They expect you to do miracles in the

police force,” growled Lucas as Dick returned
to the ’phone.

After a short conversation he hung up the
receiver, and rose to his feet wearily.

“This is getting me down,” he said.
“Cooper’s say that the cupboard is still at
their stores, and isn’t being sent until fo-
morrow. What do you make of that?”

Lucas raised his eyebrows.

“I don’t make anything of it,”” he answered.

|
4
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“What I'd like to know is how the Midnight
Gang knew that we were going to have a
fresh cupboard. There’s a leakage some-
where.”

“They know everything,” said Dick bitterly.
He stood for a moment, his brows knitted in
thought. Then suddenly he turned to the in-
spector. “Go round to Cannon Row and see
that waiter who tried to poison me. Threaten
him with what you like, but get him.  to
squeal.”

Lucas nodded and crossed to the door.

“T’ll make him talk,” he said grimly, and
went out.

Just after he had gone the ambulance
arrived with the divisional surgeon, and
when the usual routine had been gone through
all that remained of Sergeant Collins was
taken away to the mortuary to await the
inquest.

Dick Street turned to Frank when they were
alone.  The reporter was sitting silently by
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the window, his hands in his pockets, his
usually cheery face the picture of gloom.

“We don’t seem to get very far,” he ve-
marked. “I had a lot of farth in Collins. For
four months he’'d been living in Deptfora with
the object of picking up some chance word
that would put him on the track of the Mid-
night Gang, and now——"

“Poor chap!” said Frank, in a low voice.
“The Midnight Gang are devils, Dick. I'm
beginning to wonder if you’ll ever catch
them.”

“Are you losing faith in us, too?”  Dick
smiled without mirth.

“No, no! It isn’t that,” replied the re-
porter; ‘“but they’re so infernally clever, or,
rather, the brain that controls them is.”

“We're not getting quite deficient in intel-
ligence at the Yard,” Street remonstrated.
“We have our share of gréy matter.”

“So has Mr. Midmght.” answered Frank
grimly. ‘“More than his share, by the look of
things.,” He leaned forward. “Dick, during
the last eight -months the Midnight Gang have
got away with thousands. Their first crime
was: the smashing of the Central and Counties
Bank and the shooting of the night watchman.
Then there was the attack on Ridgway, the
secretary of the Consolidated Metal Works,
returning from the bank with the ‘week’s
wages. - That was followed by the hold-up of
Lady Crowhurst and the robbery of the C'Ix:ﬁw-

en

and sent the shares down to nothing.
The Midnight Gang were in that. I've
only quoted a few cases, and in not one
single instance did they make a mistake.

“You've caught one or two of the
smaller members of the gang, but you
can’t make them talk. They don’t know
anything, but even if they did, they
wouldn’t say a word, and I don’t blame
them. If a quarter that is said about
Mr. Midnight is true, they’d never live
te speak again.”

He paused, and Dick nodded silently.
He felt too weary and depressed to talk,
and shortly after Frank took his leave.

Left to himself, the young. superin-
tendent walked up and down the office,
turning over in his mind the events of
the past few hours,. and foremost in his
thoughts was the part that Betty
had played in it all.

For over an hour Street walked
up and down, trying to shape somo
coherent pattern from the chaos
that filled his brain. He gave it
up at last, and fecling worn out
and dispirited decided to go home.

Passing out through the
archway that leads into
Whitehall, the nearest exit
for his flat, he mechani-
cally hailed a taxi that was
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crawling past, and gave the driver instructions
to take him homewards.

He found Howard Carfax waiting for him
when he arrived, but immediately the subject
of the gang was raised, Street got somewhat
ill-tempered.

“Oh, give it a rest!” he exclaimed. ‘' For-
get it for a bit.”

He rose with a sigh, and, crossing to a
cabinet on the opposite side of the room, he
opened two small doors in the front.

“I've had enough of the Midnight Gang
for to-day,” he said. “Let’s have a little
musie.”

He turned a switch, and the strains of a

string orchestra filled the room playing
“ Leberstraum.”
“Thank goodness the B.B.C. have got

something worth listening to,” said Dick, re-
turning to his chair.

He pushed a cigar box across to Carfax,
and the K.C. took one and lit it.

For some time they smoked in silence.

Then suddenly in the midst of a bar the
music ceased. There was a harsh, grating
sound and then a voice, high-pitched and
squeaky came through the loud-speaker, and
at the first words Dick sprang to his feet, his
face tense. ¢ 3

“Mr. Midnight calling,” said the voice.
“To all whom it may concern. At twelve
o’clock to-night precisely, the Midnight Gang
will clear out the strong-room of the Southern,
Union and London Bank!”

There followed a loud clicking, an instant’s
silence, and then again the strains of the
orchestra.

THE RAID ON THE BANK!

N two strides Dick Street was across the

] room, and had picked up the telephone.
He gave a Treasury number, and a second

later was talking to Inspector Lucas who
luekily was staying late, writing a report.
~ He listened to Dick’s story without com-
ment. : s

“This is a new one on me,” he said at the
end.  “What do you.think their game is?
Bluff 7 ‘

“Maybe,” said Street; ‘“but I don’t think
so. Anyway, I’'m going to take precautions.
€Call out the Flying Squad and all reserves,
Tell them to throw a cordon round the bank,
T’ll meet you at headquarters in ten minutes.”
He hung up the receiver and turned to

rfax.

“You can come with me, if you like,” he
said, crossing to the door.

“I will,” answered the K.C.
miss it for the world.”

Followed by Carfax, Dick hurried down
the stairs, and out into the street.

Big Ben was striking half-past ten as they
swung . through the Whitchall entrance to
Scotland Yard.

“I wouldn’t

“I’ve just been on
the ’phone to Savoy
Hill,” TLucas said.
“One of the an-
nouncers has been
found unconscious.
Clubbed ! I don’t
know any details yet,
but I gather one of
the artistes, who must
have been one of the
gang, was responsible.
They caught him, of
course, but that won’t
help much.”

He looked at some
scribbled notes at his
side.

A searing pain in his back,
the tramp staggered
through the doorway of
unlit waiting -room and
across the platform, his
hands groping blindly,
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“Two hundred Central office men will be
leaving in police tenders for the Southern
Union Bank in five minutes, and I've already
notified the City police. They are all armed
and have received instructions to shoot if
nécessary. That’s all at the moment.”

*“You seem to have got a lot done in a little
time,” said Carfax.

Inspector Lucas took out his handkerchief
and wiped his forehead.

“We can move quickly enough when there’s
any cause,” he answered slowly. “People get
it into their heads that the police are only
good for controlling traffic, but they have
their other uses as well.”

They spent the next few minutes in a
council of war, and then Lucas’ ’phone rang
shrilly. He listened to a short conversation,
barked an order, and turned to Street.

“The first tender has just left,” he an-
nounced. “I’'ve reserved a fast car for our-
selves. I think if you're ready we’'d better
be going.”

He rose to his feet.

“Are you armed?” he inquired.

Street shook his head.

“Then you’d better take one of these.”
Lucas unlocked a drawer, and took out two
heavy automatic pistols, examined them care-
fully and handed one to the young super-
intendent. Street slipped it into his pocket.

“I think that’s all,” said Dick, looking
round before they left the room. ¢

The car, a powerful-looking open tourer,
was waiting for them at the Embankment
entrance and they got in. The driver had
apparently already received orders, for at a
nod from Inspector Lucas he drove off,

Lucas was silent during the journey, and
sat hunched up beside Dick, his cigar gripped
between his teeth, his shaggy brows drawn
together in thought.

At Blackfriars a long-bodied car whizzed
past them at full speed. - It was crowded with
men who were jammed into the secats or sat
upon one another’s knees. A few seconds
later another car dashed past similarly loaded,
and then, as they neared Lombard Street, they
struck a stream of cars and bicyecles, motor-
cycles, single and with sidecars, and all going
in the same direction as they.

The traflic was almost as dense as at mid-
day, and the pavements were crowded with
pedestrians. In a flash, Street grasped the
meaning. The broadcast message on behalf of
Mr. Midnight had reached millions, and not
a few of them were going to satisfy their
curiosity.

The car nosed its way among the string of
vehicles twisting in and out under the skilful
hand of the driver, and eventually drew. up
outside the Southern Union and London
Bank. Dick Street got out and gazed about
him. Never in his life had he seen so many
people congregated in one street. The pave-
ments, the roadway, every available inch of
space was thronged with a sea of moving,
pushing, struggling humanity. Special forces!
of police had been hurried to the spot, and
were doing their best to keep the enormous!
crowd in hand.

Lucas eyed them dolefully before going off
to see fhat his men were properly stationed,"
and the detective and Carfax stood for a
moment surveying the scene.

The police had succeeded in keeping a clear
ring round the bank, which occupied a corner
site, and, presently, Dick saw a little group
pushing their way through the multitude to-
wards the steps of the bank.

They consisted of a tall, soldierly-looking
man in evening dress, and a stout, rather red-
faced man in a bowler hat. A uniformed in-
spector was with them, and as they emerged
by the entrance Dick Street recognised the
tall man. With a word to Carfax‘he went
over and shook hands.

*“What do you think of all this, Street?”;
said Sir William Raynor, the managing direc-,
ter of the bank, “Of course, it’'s a fake—a!
hcax. It’s impossible to take it seriously.”

“One-Way” Street raised his eyebrows. 3

“I scarcely agree with you,” he replied/
“Pm inclined to take it very seriously.”

“But, my dear fellow,” protested the
banker, ‘““what can they possibly do—with all
these people about and the place surroundegd
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by detectives?
miracle.”

“The man who controls the Mlqu‘:r Gang
dooa nothing without a reason,” said Street.

“You can take it from me, Sivr William,
everything has been cmefully planned down
to the last detail. 1 don’t profess to be able
to  guess what they propose domg but what-
ever it is you may be sure they’ve left nothing
to chance.”

“Well, 1f they expect to take au\thm«r from
the bank,” put in the inspector, * the) don’t
stand a hop( 1 think it would be a good
idea if we scarched the premises. Have you
got the keys?”

“My manager has,” replied Sir William, and
introduced the stout man.

Tucas came up as they were ascending the

steps.

“T've got a cordon of plain pollce behind
them,” he said with sa'isfaction, “and now no
one without authority can get through.”

The door of the bank was opened by the
little manager and they passed inside. In
the entrance hall they ercountered the night-
watchunan,

-“ Kverything all right, Stevers?”
William, .lml the man nodded.

“Yes, sir.

Dick Street looked at his watch. , It was half-
past elevenr. The Midnight Gang ‘had half an
hour before them. He said something to the
uniformed inspector and he hurried away.

“Tve sent for some help,” he remarked in
a low voice to Lucas. “If there is anyone on
the premises we shall need it.”

They waited, and presently
returmed with six constables. They made a
careful - search of the entire building, but
found nothing unusual, and came back once
more to the vestibule.

“That's that,” said Dick. “I think we'll
leave you, mapector, and these six men inside
with the watchman and the manager. You
fellows armed?”

They nodded.

“Right!” Dick Street turned to th: in-
spector. “We'll keep watch from outside.

wt’s where -ho attempt will come from, if it

smes_at all.”

Hg paused as they reached the top of the
steps, and spoke to the uniformed inspector.
“You're  in
charge,” he
snapped. ‘‘Tell
the watchman
to lock up as
usual behind
us, and  station
a man at oue of
the upper win-
dows. At the
first sign of an
alarm tell him
to blow  his
whistle. You
understand ?”’
“Yes, sir,”
“Good !’
Street joined
the gaunt in-
spector and Sir
William at the
foot of the
steps, and
ordered the door of the bank to be closed.
They heard the bolt shoot as they moved away.

They’'d have to work a

asked Sir

the inspector

“X don t s'pose anything’ll happen,” said
Lucas. “I don’t see how any thing can
happen. Let’s inspect the cordon.”

They walked right round. At intervals of
six feet a ring of plain-clothes men surrounded
the block of buildings, and behind them a
<econd ring of uniformed policemen.
~ “Unless they can make themselves invisible,
they’ll never get through that,” said Luicas.

Coming back to their starting point, Dick
suddenly remembered Carfax, and looked
round for the K.C. As he did so he could
have sworn that he saw Betty Seymour among
the crowd. He looked again at the place

that’

674

where he thought he had seen her,
sho’d ever been there she’d gone now.

He saw Carfax standing by the side of the
bank where he had left him and beckoned
him over.

“Well,” said Carfax, as he
“anything happened ?”

Dick shook his head.

“Not yet,” he replied.

They had to raise their voices to make
themselves heard above the excited hum of
the crowd.

“They’ll have to be pretty quick to keep to
the time of that message.” Carfax looked at
his watch. - “It’s a minute to twelve.” .

He had scarcely spoken, when a breathless
constable came hurrying up. .

“ Inspector Lucas?" he askc-d.

“That’s me,” said Lucas. “What is it?”

“One of your men round the back wants
vou, sir,” the man panted. “They’ve arrested
a man “ho was trying to break through the
cordon.”

“All right!”
once.”

He hurried away at a run with the constable
following at his heels.

“It almost lool\s as though something were
going to happen after all—" Dick began,
but he never completed the sentence. The
door of the bank opened. suddenly and the
inspector who had been in- charge inside ran
lm:tl\xl) down the steps. He stopped on seeing
Dicl

b “lah you’d come inside, snr,' he saxd
jerkily, “there’s something queer going on.”

“Queer? What do you mean?” rapped
the detective.

“T don’t know, sir. The men say they can’t
breathe, and I begm to feel funny myself—"
He broke off.

Dick was already half-way up the steps,
closely followed by Carfax and Sir William.

The vestibule was empty, and Street was
hurrying through, when something in one
corner attracted his attention. He went over
to see what it was, and started back with a
cry. It was the mght\\atchman, and even
in the dim light Dick could see that he had
been  shot through the head. - He looked
round.

“Where’s that inspector ?” he asked sharply;
but the inspector had disappeared.

Lucas came running up at that moment.

“ Anything - happened here?” - he asked.

“There was no man trying to get through the
cordon. It was a trick to get me round ‘the
back!”

Dick pointed to the body.

. "“That’s what’s happened he said.
better search the bank.”

In a corridor leading off the vestibule they
found the bodies of two of the six policemen.
They had been treated in the same way as the
unfortunate watchman. Of the other four

but if

joined: them,

snapped Lucas. “I'll go at

“We'd

there was not a trace; neither could the
inspector be found. An inspection of the
vaults realised their worst fears. The lock
of the strong-room had been scientifically
burnt out and over £200,000 in paper
currency stolen. : :

“The. Midnight Gang have kept their
word,” said Street, as he surveyed the

wrecked door in company with Sir William
Raynor.

“But how on earth did they manage it?”
gasped the amazed banker.

“Oh, it was simple enough,” replied One-
Way Street bitterly. « “Every one of ‘them
was dressed in the uniform of a Metropolitan
policeman, and thé inspector who was with
them was also one of the gang!”

THE NIGHT VISITOR.

I'r was the evening following the sensational
raid on the Southern Union and London

Bank when Howard Carfax wearily

climbed the stairs—the lift was out of order—~

leading to his flat, and inserting his key in
the lock let himself into his comfortable
chambers. | -

He occupied a flat on the third floor of a
block in the Kingsway—a useful locality, since
it was within easy distance of the

Law
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Couris, au advantage to a man of his
profession.

Removing his hat and coat in the lobby he
walked into his sitting-room and sat down on
the chesterfield drawn up in front of the gas
fire with a sigh of relief.

He had spent a particularly lLard day, and"™
was feeling tired.-

For an hour he read and smoked, and it
was nearly midnight when he finally turned
out the light and went to bed.

He was a light sleeper, and he had not
been asleep for longer than an hour before he
was wide awake again. Silently he got out of
bed, felt in the dark for his slippers, and
pulled a dressing-gown around him. He took
something from a drawer in his dressing-table,
opened the door and crept out softly into ‘the
tiny hall.

The slight sound that had disturbed him had
ceased. His hand was on the knob of the
sitting-room door, and he had turned it when
he heard a faint click. Someone had turned
the light off within!

With a sudden motion he flung the door

. wide open, and reached out his hand for the

switch,

*“Touch that light and you die” A husky,
muffled voice came from the blackness of the
room. ‘‘And drop your gun—quick!”’

Carfax dropped the pistol which he had
taken from the dressing-room drawer, and it
fell ‘with a thud at his feet.
~**Now come inside, and step lively,”
on the voice.

He strained his eyes to pierce the gloom,
and saw the figure dimly. It was standing by
his desk.

“Ne\'er met me?’ The voice was a high
squeak. *‘1 don’t suppose you have. Ever
heard. of Mr. Midnight ?”’

“Mr. Midnight!”’ Carfax repeated the words.

“Yes.”” The unknown paused. “‘I want the
key of your desk.”

*1 haven’t the key here,”’ i ¢ A
in the bed-room.

**Don’t move!” warned the voice.

- Carfax swiftly kicked off a slipper and felt
about on the floor with his bare toes, for the
pistol he had dropped. Presently he found it,
and gradually drew it towards him.

“What do youw want?”’ he asked,
time.

“I want to see your papers—all of them.”

went

said Carfax,

to gain

“There is nothing here of any value,” said
Carfax.
The pistol was now at his feet. He keps

- his toes upon the butt ready to drop the in-

stant an opportumty presented itself.
‘Come nearer,”” said the unknown,
hold out your hands.”

He made a movement as
but dropped suddenly to his knees. Grabbing
the pistol he fired. He heard a cry, saw in the
g.nah a dark figure, and then something struck

im——

He regained consciousness to find the llght
oii and the room empty !

His desk was open, and the ﬁoor .was stle\\n
with papers it had contained. ~ Shakily ‘he
crossed to it and examined the lock. It had
been forced. His head ‘was aching badly, and,
going into the bath-room, he bathed his
temples, and gingerly felt the bump on the
side of his forehead. Improvising a rough
bandage, he returned to the disordered sitting-
room. The blind was flapping in the draught,
for the window opening on to the back and
overlooking an iron fire-escape, was open. .

Carfax looked round grimly and picked up
the telephone.

Lucas was in his office even at that late (or
early) hour, for he was preparing a report of
the bank raid. When the call came through he
listened attentively while Carfax explained what
had happened.

“T’ll come:along at once—don’t touch any-
thing,” he said.

By the time he had arrived Carfax  was
dressed.

“He didn’t treat you' any too- lightly,”” he
remarked, eyemg the bandage, “‘but it might
have been worse.’

“I expeeted him to shoot,” said Carfax,
“he must have struck at me as I fired.” :

“You say it was Mr. Midnight himself!”

€

and

though to obey,
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Lucas frowned. “If it was, it’s the first time
he’s appedred ‘in ‘person.”

“I’'m, sure it was,” said the K.C.
this,>" - 3 .
He picked up a square of paper and handed
it 'to the inspector.
scpawled across the surface:

“Look at

“This is your first warning. Take heed.”

It was signed ““Mr. Midnight.”” :

The detective twisted the paper about in his
ﬁu& rs.

> Tiumph!” he said, after a moment’s silence.
“-Iim:e you any idea what the meaning of this
is?”’

‘Not the least,”” answered Carfax, shrugging
hig;ghoulders.

ohicas surveyed the disordered desk, and the
litter of papers on the floor with a critical -eye.

_“He seems to have been search- !
ing for something,” he remarked
“Have you missed.anything 7

I haven’t looked 'yet,” said
Carfax.

SL wish you'd
Lucas,. commenced a brief but
thorough examination of the
ioom while the K.C. set to work
sorting the papers on the desk.

It was obvious to see the way
the nigthit visitor had got in. The
iron:dire-escape led down into a
little back yard, and the catch of
the window showed a long scratch
on the metal where it had been
foneed. back.

(&aught in a fold of the curtains
Lucas found a slip of paper. it
contained one line of typewritten
characters:

make sure.”

“47—report usual p'lac'e

Wedpesday. M.

.%ucas turned.

¢ MJs this yours #” he asked.
Carfax came over from ihe
desk and looked at it.
Y%No,” he said, shaking uis
Read . -
“The inspector put it away in his
pocket-book.: - . -
“ittIt’s’ evidently an instruction
from Mr. Midnight to one of the
ang;” "he said. “I'd’ like to
now who 47 is, and what he means by the
usual place. You didn’t see the man.”
4141 caught a glimpse of him as I fired. He
was-masked, I think.”

Lucas nodded, and continued his search of
the room. . -

The K.C. had got his scattered papers into
sotiething like order by the time Lucas had
eottipleted his investigations.

“t§*There’s nothing missing,”” he declared.
4oecas scratched his stubbly chin thought-
fully.

-’!{{-‘."%Vhat in the world did he come for?”’ he
muttered perplexedly.

nu%Ask me another!” answered Carfax.
sH{I’m as much puzzled as you.”

fgThe inspector left soon after, and turned
the matter over in his mind on the way back
¢t his lodgings, but he arrived at no satisfactory
eeonclusion.

;i In spite of the fact that he didn’t go to
-bed wuntil the early hours of the morning, _Lucz}s
.awas, up betimes, and was already seated in his
toffice when Dick Street put in an appearance.
The young superintendent looked hollow-eyed
and pale, for he had had but little sleep since
the affair at the bank.” * i

‘“Any news?” he inquired, and Eucas tcld
him' of Carfax’s adventure of the night.

* Dick” puckered his forehead. ; :

“I ‘wonder what his object was?’’ he said
uneonsciously paraphrasing the inspector’s own
comment of a few hours before. s

~#n‘He had an object, you can bet your life
on that,”” answered Lucas, ‘“an’ a pretty good
Sighe X %o, it-must have been; or he .wouldn’t
have taken the risk himself—he’d have allotted
sithe . job to one of the gang.”
igifi.et me see that slip-of paper you found,”
said Dick. & e
. :xs1THd inspector rose, unlocked .his safe and
rodfubed i, .~ .- .1 e ;
*Nleenms X

Lucas took it and read,
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“It’s always puzzled me,”” said Dick, carrying
the slip over to the window, ‘“hew Mr. Mid-
night communicates - with the members of the
organisation. He must..do so to issue his in-
structions,- and- yet. none of .them have ever
seen him.”’

“I've wondered about _that,
nodded slowly. :

“These are obviously instructions. to. some-
one,” Street went on, *“‘I should think the
number 47 referred to the .person it was in-
tended “for.”” He stood for some time lost in
thought.

“Lucas,” he said ‘suddenly, turning round,
“set men to watch all known. criminals at
present in Loudon. Tell them to report every-
thing . they do—whom they see—everything.
Quite a few of them must be members. of
the Midnight Gang, and if we can discover

too,” Lucas

AN
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how they receive their instructions it may give
us a clue to Mr. Midnight.”’ :

“I should think it was very unlikely,” said
Lucas despondently, ““but it’s worth trying.”
He walked over.to the telephone and issued
some orders.

‘“*What time’s this inquiry ?”’ he. asked, when
he had finished.

He referred to an urgent summons received
from the chief commissioner calling them to
be present at an inquiry on the bank raid.

“Ten-thirty,” answered Dick. “We’d better
get along.”

In the big room where all the important
conferences are held at Scotland Yard they
found every commissioner and chief-constable
awaiting them, seated round the long table.

“In -ordinary. circumstances,” said the chief
commissioner gravely, when he had read
Street’s report, ‘“the robbery of the bank
would be a matter calling for the severest
measures to be taken against those responsible.
It was carried out under the very eyes of the
police after they had been warned that it
would- take place. - But ‘with an organisation
of the description of the Midnight Gang we
are prepared for very unexpected develop-
ments, and I really cannot see how, in fair-
ness, anyone can be blamed.” . . e

Dick smiled to himself at Lucas’ audible
sigh of relief. 1 ;

“Every possible precaution was taken,” con-
tinued the chief eommissioner, “as far as I
can see to prevent:the affair.” . He, looked
across at Dick Street. “You say the men who
robbed the : bank , escaped by the back
entrance ?”’.

“Yes, sir,” replied-the young superintendent,
“and as they were -dressed in
uniforms they were, of course, allowed to pass
the cordon without  challenge. It
for the. man -who played the _part

»

!
“&\ : \!\\‘\
AN \‘}\

policemen’s

was, easy
of the
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inspector to attach himself to Sir William
Raynor, because we. couldn’c be expected to
know, among so many, that he was not the
genwne article; and it was a simple matter
for. him to pick out his own men when he

went, out to fetch the guard.” 3

The ~commissioner shook his head slowly.

“We are dealing with clever brains,” he
said. . ““The broadcast, was, of course, done
with the intention of getting as large a crowd
round the bank as possible. With so many
police about it was utterly impossible to
expect anyone to tell the genuine from the
imposters

“That may be,” broke in a grey-haired
chief-constable, “but the fact remains that
during the past week, to say nothing of what
has  occurred previously, two = audacious
robberies have been perpetrated, and a very

‘“Now ! Take what’s coming to you,
Mr. Midnight,”” snarled the crook
through the broken window, and
fired at the masked man.

able police-officer murdered without any of the
persons responsible being arrested or any clue
furnished as to the identity of the leader of
this gang of desperadoes. It’s bad, superin-
tendent, .it’s bad!”. .

“I know it sounds so, sir,” said Street.
“But. you must exercise the greatest patience,
and allow me a latitude bey .nd the ordinary.”

_For over an hour they questioned him as to
the methods he had used in dealing with the
Midnight Gang, and_Dick Street talked and
argued. At the end, just before the meeting
groke up, the chief commissioner turned to

im. - :
~“Well, then, Street,”:he said, “the best I
can do .is this. I’ll give yqu another weeck.
If before then you can show some results, all
well and good. If not, I shall have ‘to put the
case in charge of someone welse.. I hate saying
this, but I can’t_help myself.” .

Dick accompanied Inspector Lucas back to
his office, and they, fieither of them spoke until
they had reached the seclusion of that apart-

ment. Then Lucas drew a long breath.
“That was pretty hot while it lasted,” he
said. §

The telephone rang shrilly, and he stretched
out his arm  for the instrument.. After |a
moment’s conversation he hung up the receiver
and turned to Dick with a look of satisfaction,.
rubbing his thin hands. s

“That was Cannon Row calling,” he said
cheerfully, and with the nearest approach to a
smile that anyone "had seen on his long face.
“Hurgon has decided -to tell all he knows.”

Dick looked puzzled for a second, then his
face cleared: :

“Hurgon? You mean the waiter who tried
to poison me?” he asked,

Lucas nodded. X . ;

“Yes; his name’s Hurgon,”. he replied.
“I've been_trying to, make; him talk ever
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since we arrested him—promised him we’d let
him off lightly and .get him a free passage
to America.
If he’d thought he was staying in London
he’d have remained as dumb as an oyster.”

With a feeling of expectancy they awaited
the coming of the informer, but they waited
in vain.

In the company of two constables he
was taken from his cell, and with one on
either side marched round to Scotland Yard.
He looked nervous and apprehensive, and his
apprehension was justified. Turning in at the
Whitehall entrance his captors suddenly felt
thexr prisoner go limp between them.

“Here, what’s the matter?” exclaimed one
constable, as’ Hurgan slid gently to the pave-
ment. A second . later they both knew.
Hurgon was dead! Someone had shot him.

THE LISTENER!

» HEY must have used a silencer,” said
Inspector Lucas, when he was told.
what had happened;, “and probably

fired from the mteum of a closed car—same
as they did at me.’

“But how -did they knows
brought here?” asked Street.
made up his mind to talk
before.”

“How do they know anything?” replied
the inspector. bitterly. “How did they know
you were going to lunch at the Carltonian?”

Dick was silent. He had his own suspicions
regarding that, but Betty ecculd have had
nothing -to do with this affair.

Lucas was putting on L's coat.

“PIm going to make a few inquiries,”
said in answer to Dick’s question.

For some minutes after he had gone Dick
remained staring thoughtfully at his blotting-
pad. Then he unlocked a drawer in his desl\
hol\ out the folder containing the photomaph
of “Mary Drew,” and subjected. it to a long
and close scruting. Thesc was not the
bhghfe:* doubt that the girl in the photograph
and Betty mymom were one and the same.

he was being
He’d only
a few minutes

Do you
understand

your receiver ?

Can you keep it in tip-top con-
dition so that every station in its
range is at your service—to be
called up at the touch of a
finger ? Things you want to
know about your wireless set are
always cropping up, so that a
rehable source of information is
essential. You can have the
best advice if you buy PoPULAR
WiIReLEss—the paper that is
specially written to help you.
This bright weekly is more
closely in touch with home and
foreign radio progress than any
other paper in the world, and
the leading experts of all coun-
tries contribute to its pages.
¢ Buy a copy to-day and you’ll
want it every week.

ULH
RELESS

Every Thursday. At all Newsagenls.

I think that’s what did the trick.

he’
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The features were identical. Presently he
seemed to arrive at some kind of decision,
for he locked the picture away again, and
picking up the telephone called Betty’s number.

Her maid answered, and informed him in
reply to his inquiry that her mistress was out,
but that she expected her back to tea. Dick
said he would ring up again, and turned his
attention to a pile of documents and reports
that required seeing to.

He would see Betty at the first opportunity
and learn from her own lips the story concern-
ing the photograph and the reason for her
lapse into crime. That she had ever become a
criminal of her own free-will Dick refused
to believe. Somebody had a hold over her—
somebody who had forced her to do their
bidding against her own inclinatior.

The afternoon was half over when Dick
Street finished reading the last report and
appended his signature. He stretched him-
self, and was wondering whether he would find
Betty had returned if he ’phoned again, when
Lucas came into the office.

The - gaunt inspector was looking pleased

vnth himself.

“Pve made a* discovery,” he announced.
“Tve found cut how the Midnight Gang knew
that Hurgon was coming to put up a ‘squeak.” ”

Street looked at him in astonishment.

“When did you find this out?” lLe asked.

“Half an hour ago,” replied Lucas. “It
seemed. to me that there were only two ex-
planations for it. One was that someone in
the force had been got at; but that didn’t
seem reasonable when I came to think it
over, and the other was the telephonc!”

Richard Street stared.

“The telephone!” he repeated.

Lucas nodded.

“Yes,” he said. “Your appointment for
lunch with Miss Seyvmour was made aver the
telephone, and they ’phoned up from Cannon
Row telling us about Hurgon.”

“You mean the line’s been tapped?”
elaimed Dick incredulously.

“I do,” said Lucas. “As soon as I’d, got
the idea I went along to the telephone people
and told them my theory—I don’t like the
word, but I don’t know another that fits—and
we got busy.

“We found the whole bag of tricks in the
top oflice of a building not a stone’s throw
away. The lines pass straight over the roof,
and I tell you, Mr. Street, that there’s not a
word spoken over the telephone from Scotland
Yard that hasn’t been listened into and
reported to the Midnight Gang!”

“You got the operator?” asked the young
superintendent.

“You bet I did!” replied Lucas, “and he’s
safely locked up in a cell in Cannon Row
with a double guard, and there he’s going to
stop,” he added grimly. *“If there’s anything
to be got out of him we’ll get it out of him
there. I'm taking no more chances.”

“So that’s how they knew so much,” mur-
mured Dick softly, and a weight rolled from
his heart, for the discovery exonerated Betty
from bemg concerned in the attempt on his
life.

“We ought to stand a better chance now,
said Lucas. “It won't be such a one- sxdod
game with all the cards in the hands of the
other people. We may be able to keep a few
aces up our own sleeves.”

“What fools we were not to have thought of
it before,” said Dick. “It was so obvious.”

2 People never think of the obvious,” replied
the inspector. “I expect Mr. Midnight’s
obvious, only we can’t think of him. Bv the
way, I saw your friend, Miss Seymour, in the
park. I never knew she was married !

“Married!”” Diek almost shouted the word
in his startled surprise.

Lucas looked at him quickly.

“Dxdnt you know ?”’ he asked. ‘‘She never
told you, I s’pose. Women are funny lxke that
—some of ’em, especially stage people.”’ :

“How do you know she’s married ?”’ Dick’s
voice sounded strained and harsh.

“She was walking with a fellow, and as I
passed I heard her say, ‘I can’t. I'm going
to meet my husband.” Women don’t say that
as a rule unless they’re married.”” He seratched
his chin. “I ought to have warned her about

ex-
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the chap she was v xth ” he said. “ Hes one
of the biggest ‘con’ men in London.”

Dick Street was silent. Betty Seymour

married! He wondered why she hadn’t told
him. There was a mystery about the girl that
seemed to deepen every day.

With a stifled sigh, he rose to his feet. 'His
whole body ached with weariness, and his eyes
felt hot and tired. He had slept very little
during the past few days, and his very soul

called for rest.

“I’'m going home,” he said, putting on his
coat. “1f you want me, you can give me a
ring.

Walking up Piccadilly, he suddenly remem-
bered that he had promised to ring Betty
up again and turned into a call office. The
girl was still out, and coming out of the shop
in which he’d gone to ’phone, Street almost
ran into Al Marks. The ‘‘Colonel ”” was look-
ing extremely pleased with himself, and
ncdded genially,. He was 1mmaculately
dressed, and wore a flower in his buttorhole.

“How do you do, Mr. Street?”’ he greeted.

“This is an uue\pectcd pleasure!”’

“Then it’s all on your side,” said Dick
shortly. “What’s the game ? You look dressed
to kill!”

Al Marks looked at him reproachfully.

“Don’t be vulgar!”’ he remonstrated gently.
“There’s no game. Can’t a gentleman take a
little stroll-—-""

“‘Listen, Marks!” broke in Dick rudely.
“What were vou doing in Oxford Street after
the theatre murder?”’ (

The colonel’s smile faded.

“In Oxford Street?” he shook his head.

Al Marks saw it was useless denying it.

*“I was there to meet my wife!” he said
hastily, and, leaving Dick dumb with amaze-
ment, he turned on his heel and hurried away.

MURDER!

HE colonel walked rapidly along in the
direction of Piccadilly Circus, and every
now and again he broke into a little

chuckle. He had certaiuly scored off ““One-
way 7 Street, and the thought filled him with
satisfaction.

Atter twenty minutes in the West End he
decided to go home.

Al Marks possessed a small flat in Maida

Vale. It was a tiny place, but it was com-
fortably, even luxuriously, fuuushed and it
served his need.

There was no lift—the colonel had chosen
this particularly because he wanted privacy
and disliked his comings and goings to be
vunder the eye of a porter—and mounting the
stairs he opened the door with his latchkey,
and stepped into the hall.

The place was in darkness, which rather sur-
prised him, and he felt along the hall for the
switch. Pressing it down, he removed his hat
and coat and hunv them up. The sitting-room
door was ajar, and pushing it open, the colonel
flooded the place with light. The next mometit
he started back with a cry of horror.

Dick Street stared after the rapidly retreating
figure of Al Marks, incapable of movement, his
mind in a whirl.  Betty Seymour was this
man’s wife! It sounded incredible, and yet,
unless it were true, the colonel had had no
object in making the statement. Taken in
conjunction with what Inspector Lucas had
told him there seemed little room for doubt.
With a supreme effort the detective pulled his
shattered brain together and walked on. He
was feeling unutterably miserable. The whole
bottom had fallen out of existence, and there
seemed to be a leaden weight in his inside,

He moved unconsciously, hardly aware of his
surroundings—curiously dead and apathetic.
How long he walked about, up one street and
down another he never knew, but presently
he found himself outside the Orpheum Theatre.
A sudden intense desire to see Betty took pos-
session of him. The audience were already
going in, and, making his way round to the
stage door he mqmred for her at the keeper’s
box.

The man shook his head.

“Miss Seymour’s not here to- mght sir,”” he
said. “A deputy’s pla\mg She sent a mes-
sage to say she was ill.”

Dick thanked him and turned away. He had
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a vague idea of going along to her flat at
Victoria, but gave it up, and eventual]y decided
to go home
He was [eeling thoroughly ill, but he made
a. pretence of eatmg the appetising dinner
“Jennings had prepared, and he hdd just finished
ﬁybeu Frank Tracey arrived.
M‘,}‘he stout reporter was full of news.

%The ‘ Megaphone’s’ offering a reward of
ﬁve thousand pounds for any information thar
will lead to thc capture of Mr. Midnight,”” he
anqounced “We’re makmg a splash “of it i
all the ~editions " to-morrow.

“] hope somebody’ll win it,” said Street
shortly

Pm gomg to have a shot at it myself,”’ said
JFrank. “It’s a nice handy sum to have about
the house. Old ‘ Stuts’ seems to think that it
.nay have the eﬁect of making some of the
gang squeak

“It won’t,”” said Dick decidedly. ‘‘Not twics
the amount. Money’s no good to a dead man,
and they know the consequences of talking.”

“I suppose you’re right,”’ admitted the re-
porter, ‘‘especially after that affair with
-Hurgon. By Jove, what a nerve they’ve got!”’
. He chattered on ‘inconsequently, and Dick,
who would much rather have been alone,
answered in monosyllables, and wished his
‘friend in Jericho. Frank was on the point of
going when the telephone rang.

Dick felt so tired that he was half a mind
not to answer the call, and then, thinking that
it might be from headquqrters and something
important, he unhooked the receiver,

A hoarse, strained voice came over the wire.

‘“Is that Street? For Heaven’s sake, come
round to my place at once!’

“Who’s speaking ?”’ said Street sharply.

“Marks,” was the reply, and so changed was
his voice that Dick failed to recognise the
slightest resemblance to -the colonel’s usual
tones. . “A terrible thing has happened. You
wxll come ?”’
s1yi . Where are you? ?”” asked the superintendent.
o At 'my flat,”’ said Al Marks, “No, 14,
Imvexdale Mansions. Don’t waste time talking
“—come!”’
of ‘{ Why—what’s happened ?”’

“Murder I”’—the voice choked over the word.
“For the love of Heaven come quickly!”

Street heard the click as the receiver was
Jhung up.

He briefly explained the conversation to
Krank and dragged on his overcoat. .The re-
porter accompanied him as far as the street,
-where he said good-bye. Dick hailed a passing
taxi, and in less than twenty minutes was. de-
posited at the entrance to Inverdale Mansions.

Al Marks opened the door himself in response
to. Dick’s summons, and the young superin:
stendent thought he had never seen such a
whange in a man. The usually florid face was
.pale, and in some peculiar way seemed to have
iéaHen in. The skin drooped in lose bags ‘be-
jpeath the eyes, and round the heavy jaw.

The colonel looked like a man who had re-
ceived sentence of death.
uni®It. was good of you to come so quickly,”
sidid Marks huskily, as Street slipped into the
vphmafre and without further word he led the
Mgy ‘across to an open door on the right.
©1 “To0k!” he said, and -pointed a shaking
finger into the room beyond.

Dick looked, and drew in his breath with a
sharp hiss. The room was in the utmost dis-
ortler Drawers had been hurriedly pulled out
and their contents tipped in a heap on the floor;
even the carpet had been rolled back. Tha
‘place had been subjected to a thorough search.
And then the detective saw something else.
On the floor by the fireplace lay the body of a
woman |

With a heart that for a second almost stopped
beating, Dick walked quickly across the room
and bent down. The next moment hé started
hatk with a cry of distress.

The woman was Betty Seymour, and the
kmfs that had killed her lay by her side.
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'ICK’S face went livid, apd the whole room
swam beyond his eyes.  Betty

hadle stondied himself by clutching the back

said Al
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of a chair and for the
first fime in his life felt
almost on the ‘verge of
faintness, By a su-
preme effort of will,
however,” he managed
to  pull himself to-
gether and turned to
the eolonel.

“When did this hap-
pen?” he asked in a
voice that startled him
—it'was so unlike his
own. :

“While I was out,”
Marks in a
hushed “whisper.

“Great Heaven! How
dreadful!” Street
forced himself to look
again at the dead girl.

e reémembered the
first  night at the
Orpheum. How spark-
ling and full of vitality
she had been!

“She’ll never play
again,” he muttered
aloud,” and ~ his eyes

were “blurred.

“What do you
mean?” He heard Al
Mark’s voice as though
from a long way off.
“You're makmg a mis-
take, aren’t you?”

“A 'mistake?” said
Dick vaguely. “No,
there’s no mistake. 1
wish to Heaven there
were.”

“You think that it's
Betty' Seymour, don’t
you ?” asked the colonal
unsteadily. “Well,
you’re wrong?”

“Wrong?” Street

swung round a nd
gripped the man by ihe
arm. - “She s Betty
Seymour,”

The colonel shook his head sadly. .

“She isn’t,” he replied. “I'd give all I
possess if she were, but she isn’t.”

“But—" stammered Dick, and stopped
His throat was so dry that the words wouldn’t
come.

“She was my wife—Mary Drew—DBetty. Sey-
mour’s twin sister,” said Al Marks huskily.

A great light broke suddenly. on Dick.
Mary Drew—the original of the photograph in
the record department at the Yard—Betty’s
twin sister. He saw it all, and the intense
relief almost overwhelmed him. He lowered
his shaking limbs into a chair.

“Tt was Mary Drew I saw you with in
Oxford Street,” he -whispered, and. the colonel
inclined his head.. “I see.” He paused, and
seeing-the bowed head of the other, stretched
out hxs hand mlpulsn ely.. “I'm telubly sorTy,
Marks.”. .

Al Marks grasped the extended palm and
gripped it.

“Thank you,” he said simply.

For some time there was a dead sﬂence

“Tell me,” said Street at last, ‘“do you
know who was responsible for—this.” He
looked 1 the direction of the hearth.

“I do.” The colonel’s voice was harsh.
“ And if it takes me all the rest of my life
'l get him for it.”

“Who was it?”

“Mr. Midnight!” Al Marks breathed the
name from between set teeth. “I know him!
But 'm not going to tell you, Street, so it’s
no good asking me. You wouldn’t behevc e
if I did, and T’ve got no proof. He’s as clever
as the devil. But DI’ll get him ”—his throat
worked—* for what he’s done to \Luy—lf I'm
still ahvc"’ he ended grimly.

“If you’re still alive Pl repeated Dick
quickly. “Do you believe you're in" danger,
then ?”’

said the ecolonel,
but ’'m taking

“I know I'm in danger,”
“the greatest powble dangel
precautions ”

Dick tried to persuade him to say more, but
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As the saloon drew
to the kerb, a man
sprang out. Swiftly
something was
thrown over the
girl’s head, and she
was dragged back-
ward into. the car. |

A
Marks was adamant. He gave it up at last,
and turned his attention to the disordered flat.
The coloael had had to go out to a call office
to ring nim up, for the telephone was not
working, and Dick, discovered the cause when
he found the severed lead-in wire. It had
been cut close to the front door. There were
signs in_ the passage of a struggle, and it was
fairly easy to see how the murderer had gained
access to the flat. He had simply rung- tho
bell in the ordinary way, and when Mary
Drew had opened the door had forced his way
in.

Dick searched the -whole place carefully, but
without result—as usual, there was not the
vestige of a clue.

Al Marks had recovered a little from his
first shattering grief by the time he had
finished, and Street sent him out to ring up
the nearest police-station.

Wher ‘an inspector ‘and the divisional sur-
geon arrived,, he briefly explained the situa-
tion, and putting the man in charge, prepared
to take his leave. Al Marks accompanied him
to the door, and Dick paused on the threshold.

It was at that moment that Dick saw the
button. It was lying by the hall-stand close
up against the wall, and he would never have
noticed it but for the fact that he was stand-
ing in just the right position to catch the
1eﬂecied light from  its shining surface.

Going bacx he stooped quickly and picked
it up. :
“Is this—" he was beginning,
off sharply, for he recognised it!

It was an overcoat button with a peculiar
design stamped on the face—a clenched hand
—and Dick drew in his breath swiftly as he
looked at it.” For he knew that button, and
the last time he had seen it had been on the
overcoat worn by Frank Tracey, the reporter!

and broke

Street arrived “at hiis ()f'lce in’ Scotland Yard
early on the following morning, feeling more
relieved than he had doue for many days past.
The discovery that Betty Seymour had no
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connechon with the photograph and that all his
half-formed suspicions were without cause had
done much to bring about this more optimis-
tic outlook, and although he couldn’t have
given a reason, he was convinced at the back
of his mind that things were reaching a crisis.

His first action on reaching the Yard was to
lock the button in his safe. It was a damning
piece of evidence, and if it could be lehed
on, there was no need to look any further
than Frank Tracey for the unknown murderer.
Dick sat down at his desk, and gazed thought-
fully at the blotting paper in front of him.

1f it had been Tracey who had killed Mary

Drew, then he was also Mr. Midnight!
The young superintendent frowned. He
couldn’t bring himself to believe that the

cheery, round-faced reporter was the sinister
personality behind the Midnight Gang. And
vet the button required a lot of explaining
away. That it was Frank’s he was certain.
The reporter had been wearing the coat from
which it had come when he had called just
before Marks rang up with the news. Street
tried to remember if there had been a button
missing, but couldn’t. Of course, there was
always the possibility that the buttons were
duplicated.

He decided to make sure, and drew the
telephone towards him. There was a long
delay before a eleepy voice answered his call.

“Hallo!” said Frank, and Dick heard him
yawn loudly. “Who is it?”

“It’s I—Street,” replied the
“Come round to the Yard: 1
you.”

He rang off and turned to look through
some reports that had come in when Lucas
arrived. The inspector looked surprised to
see him so early, but his surprise turned to

detective.
want to see

amazement when Dick told him about the
events of the previous night.

“So Al Marks was married,”” he said. “Mary
Drew, too, ¢h? Well, well; you live and
learn. Some people learn and die,” he mut-
tered cryptically. W

Street looked at him.

“What do you mean by that remark?” h
asked.

“This Mr. Midnight,” the inspector went

on, without answering.
knows him.’

Dick nodded.

“I wonder if she knew him, too?”

Lucas was walking up and down, his shaggy
brows drawn together.

“1 see,” =axd Street.
her because she knew.”

“It seems possible. Maybe you can suggest
some other reason. Do you believe in hunches,
Mr. Street?” he asked suddenly.

“You mean pxomomtlons ?” said Dick.
sometimes. Why

“I've got a hunch that we’re going to meet
Mr. Midnight—and we’re going to meet him
soon,” said Lucas.

It was an hoyr later when Frank Tracey
was shown into Street’s office. His face was
glowing, for the morning was cold and the
air sharp.

“What's the great idea?” he asked with a

“You say Al Marks

“You think he killed

“ ‘YGS,

grin. :

“I thought I'd like to have a chat with
you,” replied Dick. “8Sit down, Frank.” He
pushed a box of cigarettes across the desk,
and the reporter took one. “What were you
doing last evening—before you came to see
me?”

Frank looked astonished.

“What was I doing? Why, I came straight
along from the offices of the * Moguphono =
he answered. |

He was wearing his overcoat unbuttoned,
and Dick noticed, with a little thrill, that
the second button was missing!

“Had you been there all the uftornoon'
he asked.

“Smce round ubout four, A
“Why ?*

Dick paused, rose to his feet,
ing the safe, took out the. button.

“Is this yours?” he inquired, holding it out
in his palm.

Tracey leaned forward and peered at it.

“Yes,” he said, obviously curprlsod “How
m the world did you come by it?”

“A woman was murdered last night,”

replied I‘rank

and, unlock-
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Dick quietly, “a woman named Mary Drew.”
He watched Frank keenly. “She was killed
in a flat belonging to Al Marks some time
between the hours of four-thirty and eight.
I found this button in the passage.’
The reporter’s face went pa.l
“Good  heavens, Dick!’
“You surely don’t suspect me ? "’
‘Its your button,”

cxclaimc(l.

glﬁub I lost it two days ago.’
Frank.

“Then how did it get ln Al Mark’s flat—
ha\e you ever been there?”

cher in my life,” said Dick emphatie:
ally. “Besides, I can prove that I -had no
hand in the affair. If this woman was killed
between the hours you say, I couldn’t have
had uthmg to do-with it. - T was at the

Mtgaphono offices from four until after
el% Ring up, old * Stuts.” He'll tell you.”

ick got through to the ‘““Megaphone,” and
spoke to the news editor. The conversation
was brief, and he hung up the receiver, and
turned to Frank.

‘“He’s borne out. all you su),” he said, with
a puuled frown. *“Your alibi’s cast iron, and
I'm very thankful. But how on earth did the
button get there?”

“1 suppose you Cdnt remember where you
lost it, Mr. Tracey,” said Lucas, who had been
a silent but interested listener.

Frank shook his head.

“I haven’t the least idea,” he replied.

“It seems almost too great a coincidence to
believe that the person who killed Mary Drew
could have been wearing a coat with uicnhcul

* protested

buttons,” said Dick thoughtfully.

“It’s totally impossible,” said Frank.
“When I found I'd lost it I went to the
tailor who made the coat, and asked him

to put on another. But he said he couldn’t
match it. It’s an American button, and there
are no others to be had. He used the last
few on mK coat.” He picked up the button
which Dick had laid on his desk, and looked
at it. “There’s no doubt about it being’
mine ”—he pointed to a bi
“1 remember that quite well.”

Frank left soon after that,
shortly followed.

As soon as he was alone,
Betty. The girl sounded particularly cheer-
ful, and he concluded that she had heard
nothing about the death of her sister. He
made an appointment to see her that cmnmg
before the theatre, and had just said “Good-
bye!” when Lucas returned.

“The reports have come in from several of
the men you put on to watch the movements
of known cmoks,” he said. “They're rather
interesting.”

He laid a sheaf of papers in front of Dick.

“About ten per cent. of them seem to have
developed a habit of getting their cigarettes
at a 1osk in Lambeth Tube Statlon—-seems
curious.’

Street glanced through the reports, nn,d
found the inspector was right. Men who lived!
in Soho, and even further  afield, had becn
followed to Lambeth where they had gomne
to the tobacco-shop in the station and bought
(lgarettes—nnd always apparently the same
brand, *Stardust.”

"They scem to have become popular nmong
the criminal classes,” said Lucas, when Dick
commented on this.

“1 think we’ll take a little journey over to
Lambeth, if you've got nothing eise to do.
I should like to try some of those cigarettes,
I've got an idea they’ll taste pretty good.”

A few seconds later they were walking
briskly over Westminster Bridge. As they
approached the tube station, Lucas noticcd
several men lounging near the ~ntrance, and
drew the deteetnes nttentlon to them.

“Detectives,” said  “One-way ’ Street
laconically. “Thought we might need then:.”

The little tobacconist’s kiosk was a replica
of those that are to be found at almost every
station, and are controlled by one firm. Lucas
went up to the tiny counter, and spoke to
the bald-headed man in charge.

“I want twenty “Stardust”
please,” he said, laying down half-a-crown.

The man looked at him, and hesitated "as
though waiting for something. Thon, hand-
ing ﬁllll the packet and searching in the till,
produced the change:

and

Street replied mean-

chip in the rim-'
Lucas ;|

Dick rang up

cigarettes;
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“This brand scems to be getting popular,”
said Lucas conversationally. *Sell many?”

“A fair amount,” replied the bald-headed
man.

“Must be something about ’em that appeals
to people,” the inspector went on. “I prefer
cigars myself.”

“Most people do—if afford
them,” was the retort.

“Yes, there's a lot in that,” said Lucas,
nodding. “Now this Midnight Gang—you’d
think they could afford cigars, wouldn’t you?”

Thésshopkeeper looked at him, a startled ex-
pression in his eyes.

“Don’t know what you mean,” he answered
gruffly.

“Never heard of the Midnight Gang, per-
haps,” said the inspector sadly. “ You will!
And this fellow they call Mr. Midnight—you
don’t know him, of course.”

The look of alarm in the bald man’s eyes
deepened. °

“It’s a funny thing,” continued Lucas, “but
half the crooks in London seem to buy this
cigarette from this stall—all ¢ Stardust’
brand, too. You must keép a large stock.”

“1 don’t know what you're talking about,”
muttered the tobacconist.

“Don’t you?” Lucas suddenly changed his
bantering tone. “Then P’ll tell you!” he
rapped. “I want to see all the ¢ Stardust’
cigarettes you've got—quick !”

The bald man went suddenl

“You've no right—" he
inspector cut him short.

“Yowll see what right I've got,” he said,
and ten seconds later the kiosk was in charge
of headquarters men, and the keeper under
arrest.  There were dozens of packets of
“Stardust ” cigarettes, and every one of them

they can
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white.

egan, but the

‘was carefully examined. Twenty-four packets

of “Stardust ” cigarettes, and every one of
them was carefully examined. Twenty-four
packets were marked with a different number
in  pencil, and in_ cach of these they dis-
covered a typewritten message. The first
ran;

“ 14—Street must be settled. He is getting
dangerous. Arrange with 20 and 17 to keep
constant watch on
hall“entrances to Scotland Yard.
van and silencer.—M. M.”

Use trade

Another read:

“5—Shadow Al Marks. His address is 14,
Inverdale Mansions, Maida Vale. At first
opportunity settle and clear.—M. M.”

There were many similar messages,
signed. with the initials M. M.

“Wé seem to have struck the general post-
office of the Midmght Gang,” said Street with
satisfaction. “This is how Mr. Midnight com-
munitates with his puppets. The number at
the beginning of the message is the same
as the pencilled one on the packet that con-
tained it. suppose cach member of the
gangiis known by a number.”

Tiecas nodded.

“Whis will about put paid to them, too,”
he 2#émarked. “For unless he has got an
altétnative method, he can’t get in touch with
angtsf them.”

The man in charge of the kiosk was sub-
jecttfd to a close examination, but maintained
a stolid silence, and was taken off to Carinon
Row under arrest. Lucas rang up the firm
who owned the tobacco shop, and explained
what had happened, and, leaving one of his
men .in charge, accompanied Street back to
Scotland Yard.

For the remainder of the day they spent
a busy time issuing instructions, and before
evening every man who had been tracked to
the kiosk in Lambeth Station and bought
“Stardust ” cigarettes was under arrest and
locked in a cell.

There were over forty in-all, and Tick
turned to Lucas, after he had inspccted the,
prisoners, with elation.

“That must be pretty nearly~all the lot,”
he cremarked,

“Yes, I think we’ve got the small fry,”
said fueas. “But we haven't got the big
fish,” he added dubiously.

"W(f‘_',ll get him,” answered Street con-
ﬁdoﬁ_’gly_i and sct off to keep his appointment
with - Betty with a cheerful heart. Had he
becn “able” to see into the near future, his

all

embankment and White- -
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cheerfulness would have turned to despair, for
at that moment a scheme was being hatched
in the mind of Mr. Midnight that  was
destined to. place the life of Betty Seymour
in the deadliest peril! :

= KIDNAPPED.
E had arranged to meet the girl at a little
H restaurant close to the Orpheum Theatre.
She was late, and he had to wait. He
occupied his time in trying to think out a way
in wiich he could break the news of her
sister’s tragic death, and he was still searching
in his mind for a good opening when Betty
arrived.

One glance at ‘her, and he knew that his
thoughts had been in vain. She had already
heard. Her face was white and strained-look-
ing, and her eyes showed unmistakable signs of
recent, tears. She greeted Dick with a wan
smile, :

“I'm sorry I'm late,” she said in a low
voice. “But I've had rather a terrible shock.”

“Yes, I know,” he answered gently.

She looked at him in astonishment.

“You know ?” she repeated, with wide eyes.
He nodded without speaking, and remained
silent until they were seated at a secluded
table in a corner of the restaurant, which was
almost empty, for the hour was early.

“How did you learn—about your sister?”
asked Dick, after a pause.

“It was in the papers,” she replied. “Oh,
it's dreadful! I can scarcely believe that it’s
true.”

“Why didn’t you tell me it was your sister,
that night in Oxford Street?” he said.

Betty lowered her eyes before his glance,
and looked at her plate.

“I don’t know,” she murmured. “You see,
I didn’t want anyone to—to know I had a
sister. She wasn’t—well—-"" she broke off.

“It would have saved me a terrible lot of
worry, perhaps her life, if you had told me,”
said Dick. “You see, I saw her photograph
at Scotland Yard, and I thought it was you.”

She was silent, and Dick Street watched her
with admiration in his eyes. She had allowed
the cloak she was wearing to slip off, and her
simple dress of black charmeuse, innocent of
eolour, except for a touch of gold at the waist,
set off the milky whiteness of her neck and
shoulders, and threw into vivid relief the spun
gold of her hair. He thought he had never
scen such a beautiful picture. Looking up,
she caught the expression on his face, and a
wave of colour tinged the paleness of her
cheeks.

“I hadn’t secen Mary for years,” she said
suddenly, “and then, a few days ago, I had a
letter from her, telling me she was in London.
It . worried me, because 1 was never quite
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were so exactly alike that if she had done
anything—well, you know what I mean—it!
would have been embarrassing.”

Dick’ said rothing, but almost subconsciously
he stretched out his hand, and it rested sympa-
thetically over hers. She did not attempt to
withdraw her own until 'a “waiter came in
sight, and then she drew it dway so slowly as
to suggest reluctance. ;

“I don’t pretend to have been particularly
fond of Mary,” she said when Dick had given
the order. “It’s the terrible way she died
that has given me such a shock. It was Mr.
Midnight who killed her, wasn't it ?”

Street nodded. i

“It's terrible!” Her large blue eyes held a
look of horror in their depths. *Surely some-
thing can be done to put a stop to the out-
rages of these dreadful people ?”

“I think we’ve got most of the gang,” said
Dick, and told her of the visit to the cigarette
shop and the result. It had the effect he had
hoped, ‘and took her mind off the other sub-
ject, for she listened interestedly.” He kept
up a running fire of conversation, so that by
the time they had reached the’ coffee stage,
Betty was almost her normal self.

“Do you think you will ever catch Mr.
Midnight himself ?” she asked, sipping her
coffee.

“I have the greatest hopes,” said Dick; and
then, before he had realised what he was say-
ing: “ Betty, when that is done, there’s some-
thing I want to tell you—may 17?77

His hand sought hers—under cover of the
table.

The colour came and went in her face, and
the hand that he held lightly closed so tightly
upon his fingers that they were numb when
she suddenly released her hold, but she kept
her eyes averted.

She did not speak for such a long time that
he began to be afraid he had offended her. |

“It may be a long time before you find Mr.
Midnight,” she ‘murmured at last. * Must—
must you wait until then before you tell me?”

She turned her face to him, and he saw the
expression in her eyes.

Dick Street never remembered quite what
he said then, but he poured out all that had
been pent up in his heart, while the girl
listened with shining eyes and glowing checks.

The time sped by, and it was with a start of
surprise that they both suddenly realised it
was time to go, if Betty didn’t want to be late
for the theatre.

Street walked with her as far as the stage
door, and stood talking for a minute or two.
At last Betty held out her hand.

“I must go, Dick,” she said softly. “I shali
be dreadfully late as it is. Ring me up in the
morning.”  She looked hastily round; there

certain what she was going 'to do next. We was no one in sight, and, bending forward,
/ S

2

The unconscious girl slumped back on the
seat of the car, while her masked captor
drove madly on through the night.
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kissed him. “(Good-night,
and, waving her hand,
the narrow doorway.

Street made his way homeward so enveloped
in the rosy clouds that had descended on him,
that he was unconscious of time or space or
direction, and it was purely mechanically that
he followed the right route to his flat. ~ It
scemed to him that a miracle had happened
that evening, and at any moment it was pos-
sible he might wake up and discover that the
whole thing was a dream.

He was so cheerful when he arrived, that
Jennings looked at him suspiciously, under a
momentary impression that hl= master had
been drml\mg

Having changed, he slipped on his dressing-
zown, and, going into the sitting-room, sat
down to write to Betty. - He told himself re-
provingly that it was barely half an hour since
he had left her and that he would be seeing
her again on the morrow, but he covered ten
pages and could easily have written ten more
beforc he realised that there was only five
minutes in which to catch the post. He
stamped the letter, sent Jennings out with it,
and settled down contentedly before the fire.

His contentment was to be short-lived. The
servant returned, and, coming into the room,
laid a flat package on the table.

dear,” she said,
disappeared through

“What's that?” asked Street, looking up.
Jennings shook his head with a puzzled
frown.

“1 don’t know, sir,” he answered. “ I found
it on the step when I came back from the
post. ~ It wasn’t there \\"mn I weirt out.”

Dick picked it up.

““It's addressed to me all right,” he said,
and began to tear off the wrapping. Insldo,
packed between two sheets of stout cardbeard,
was a gramophone record, but there was no
indication what the record was; song,
orchestral or recital—just a plain record.

“What an extraordinary thing!” said Dick

680
in amazement. “I suppose we'd better play
the thing and see what it's all about.”

He possessed a gramophone, a seldom-used
portable, and, fetching it from a corner, placed
the record in the turn-table and started the
motor. A voice, high-pitched and squeaky,
started speaking, and at the first words Street’s
face went livid.

“You have refused to leave me alone,” the
voice said, “and you have been lucky to have
escaped with your life. In future, you can
rest in peace, for I shall not attempt to kill
you again. I have thought of a better way.
I have taken someone who is very dear to
you, and if you ever wish to see her again,
you will cease all further efforts to track me
down. Betty Seymour is in my power. Unless
you agree to my terms, she will die. This is
no idle threat, so be wurnod.”

The voice stopped, and only the scratching
of the needle on the surface of the record
broke- the silence.

For a- moment the detective was stunned,
then he rushed to the telephone and rang up
the stage door of the Orpheum Theatre.

“Miss Seymour left ten minutes ago,” came
the reply to his question, and Dick banged the
receiver back in despair.

At that precise moment Betty Seymour was
lying back unconscious in the interior of a big,
luxurious car, and being driven she knew not
where by the masked man crouched over the
steering-wheel !

THE FINDING OF MR. MIDNIGHT.
1ck STREET, grey-faced and drawn, met
Inspector Lucas ten minutes later out-
side the theatre.
“We've got to find her,” he said brokenly.
“We've got to.”
The inspector nodded. He was talking to a
big man, hatless and wearing a rough bandage
round his head.
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“I've got a description of the car she was
taken in,” he said, and Dick looked be-
wildered. “This is Sergeant Hodgson,” Lucas
continued, ‘“and he saw the wkole thing hap-
pen, tried to prevent it as a matter of fact,
but was laid out.”

STt was a big limousine,” said the ser-
geant. 1 was tollmnnrr Miss Seymour——"

“Following her? * broke in Street.

“Yeu gir. buid the man. “I've been fol-

lowing her for days—on Inspector Lucas’ in-
structions.”
Dick caught Lucas’ eye and understood. He

also had seen the photograph in Records, and
mistaken Betty for Mary Drew.

“She left the theatre after the performance,
and was walking down a side street,” the ser-
geant continued, “when the car drew up to
the kerb. T'd seen it before, but hadn’t taken
much notice. A man sprang out, threw a
cloak over the young lady’s head and dragged
her.into the car. It was all done in a flash.
I ran forward to interfere when I realised
what was happening, but before I'd taken
three steps something came down on my head.
and I don’t remember any more.”

‘“We ought to be able to trace the car,’
Dick. “There aren’t many
road.”

He felt desperately ill, but was trying his
hardest to keep calm. He knew that the only
hope was to force himself to think as clearly
as possible. It was only by clear thinking and
quick action that he had the ghost of a chance
of finding Betty.

Lucas had telephoned to the Yard directly
he heard Sergeant Hodgson’s story, and a de-
scription of the car had been circulated to all
police stations with orders to hold and detain
the driver and occupants.  Considering that
barely fifteen minutes had passed since Dick
had rung him up with the story of the record,
the melanct 10ly inspector had certainly not
wasted his time.

Hodgson went off to have his head properly
dressed, while Street and Lucas drove to Scot-
land Yard. Sitting in Dick’s office, they
waited for news to come through.

“I didn’t tell you I'd put anyone on to
watch Miss Seymour,” said Lucas, breakiiig
a long xllonoo “I thought you might be

> said
Spanjes on the

annmod

“T'm glad you did as it turns out,” said
Street, rising and starting to pace up and
down. “Good Heavens, this waiting’s

terrible !”

“We can’t do anything else,”
p]nlo:ophmlly
in a panic.

aj replied Lucas
There’s no sense in getting
He fished in an inner pocket,

and-found one of the mevltable cigars. “I
know how you feel about it,” he said, as
Dick uttered an impatient exc]umation. ot |

don’t feel any too good myself. But we’ve just
got to believe that the girl’s all right. You
daren’t think otherwise.”

He was right, and Dick knew it.
went slowly by, and he still paced up and
down ceaselessly, staring at the-carpet with
eyes that saw nothmg but the picture of a
fair-haired, blue-eyed girl in a filmy dress'of
black charmeuse. There rose to his senses that
faint perfume of violets with which the letter
found on Collins’ dead body had been impreg-
nated. Good Heavens!- Why hadn’t he
thought of it previously? He Znew where he
had smelt that peculiar -scent before! It
suddenly broke on his brain like a bombshell.
It was absurd, incredible, but——

He turned to Lucas.

“You stay here and wait for any develop-
ments,” he said hurriedly. “I'm going to
follow a line of inquiry of my own. No, 1
can’t tell you any more,” he added, as the
inspector opened his mouth to speak. “I may
be going on a wild-goose chase, but it’s worth
taking a chance.”

A second or two later he was gone, leaving
the astonished Lucas to puzzle his brain
futilely as to his chief’s behaviour and wait for
the reports to come in.

The time

It was nearly two o'clock before the first
news came through. The call was from Dork-
ing Police Station. A~ black car'had

passed the constable on point duty, going at
full speed in the direction of Epsom, and had

(Continued on page 684.)
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Chapter 1.
ot RECOGNITION.

ST HE music swung on. But the Cat clumsily
, missed a step, and little beads of sweat
stood on his forechead. He had not
observed the nod of Detective-inspector Strick-
land, nor had he noticed the wink with which
the flame-coloured lady in his arms had taken
the greeting to herself. For his mind had
suadenly become absorbed with other matters,
even more immediately vital to him than a
fleeting heart affair, or the interest of a man
from Scotland Yard. He regretted that he
had not had the forethought to tuck an auto-
matic into the pocket of his dinner jacket.
He picked up the rhythin of the dance
again, but his eyes never left the chubby, im
perturbable face which had attracted his atten
tion among the group at-the side of the
qaoom until he was forced to turn by the
jekigencies of space. Was this coincidence
sofe— There is an even wider gap than miles
iof:sea between a night elub off.Piccadilly and
iadt penitentiary in Denver; between the
sloyenly, striped attire of an American convict
and_impeccable evening dress.
,{ There was nothing sinister about the ap-
ypearance of the man whose advent had caused
ithe Cat five minutes of concentrated apprehen-

siony. That very day a score of successful
American business men turned out on the
same model might have been found in

Liondon’s major hotels. A man he was, in the
neighbourhood of the fifties. a little on the
burly side, his determined mouth half hidden
by the semi-circle of a carefully groomed
moustache and shrewd, not unhumorous, grey
eyes.

yHe scanned the ranks of the dancers with
idle gravity, but without any prolonged atten-
tion to the Cat. Present!;y he thrust a hand
deep: into a trousers pocket. In a matter of
seconds the round of the dance would bring
:4he Cat and his partner within a few yards,
Gasially he swung his head to measure the
hdistance between himself and the door, and
twasssatisfied that there was a sporting chance
vefl making good his retreat.

Someone pressed close to his side. A hand
slid smoothly into pesition about his wrist, and

JA

a smooth voice remarked, as if carrying on a
conversation :

“I shouldn’t if I were you. They hang
people for murder in this country.”

Not a flicker of his face showed that he had
been interrupted almost in the act of calcu-
lated murder. He scarcely turned his head.

“Say, who in blazes are vou?” he asked, the
aggression of the words masked by a level
urbanity of tone. “What call have you to
butt in?”

The other man lifted his shoulders.

“Me? Oh, I'm just whkat you would call a
bull—Detective-inspector Strickland. - When I
sce a man with a bulge in his pocket and a
glint in his eye I always butt -in.. Saves a
deuced lot of trouble, Buck—you wouldn’
believe.” He shook his head gravely. “Clut-
tering up a night club with corpses isn’t done
in this country. The management don't like
it. Tt gives the place a bad name.”

“You know me?”

“Well, we haven't been formally introduced,
but we’ve got mutual . friends at Mulberry
Street.” He referred to the headquarters of
the New York detective service. “They let us
know that Buck Shang had been pardoned by
the governor of Colorado, and was paying a
visit to this country. So when vou registered
here as Mr. Earl Millard we had a line on
you. Come and have a smoke where we can
talk things over quietly. The Cat will have a
fit in a moment. He’s on to you.” -

“Yes. He's spotted me.” Buck Shang was
as nonchalant and poised as the detective.
“I should worry. T wonder how much you
really’ know?’ A grim smile glimmered be-
neath :the curved moustache. “Let up on my
wrist now, old son. I know when to pass a
pot. T’ll be a good little boy. Let’s go.” .

From the corner of his eyes the Cat, with
relief that smothered a lurking curiosity.
watched them move together out of. the club.
They sauntered idly towards the smoke-room
of the Regal Hotel, each man  tryirg .to
measure what lay beneath the calm exterior
of the other.

“You've got nothing on me,” declared
Shang, as dispassionately as one commenting
upon the weather. “I was railroaded in

The THRILLER
COMMENCING IN THIS ISSUE.

CROOKS CAME
: _

GEORGE
DILNOY

That cream-cheeked, sleek-haired
Here’s the Regal.
Come in, and I'll give
you a drink on the strength of the business.”

Strickland, whose business it was to notice

Denver.
toad knows all about it.
This is where I stay.

gs, observed that Shang did himself un-
commonly well. The Regal is not the least
expensive of London hotels, and the charge for
the suite of rooms on the first floor which his
companion occupied would be something more
for a week than the salary of the detective for
a couple of months. He accepted a whisky and
a cigar.

“Keep ’em for my friends,” said Shang.
“You like cigars dry and cigarettes green over
here. In the States it’s the other way about.
Now T'll give you the whole works if you want
it- I'm over here for a vacation, and don’t
want my rest spoiled by Secotland Yard men
playing tag after me—even .if they're as
decent birds as you seem ‘o be.”

Strickland .puffed appreciatively at his cigar.
Corona Coronas do n>t come the way of detce-
tive-inspectors every day in the-sweek.

“ Don’t ‘think that I was hanging round your
neck. Buck: I was at that place on another
bit of. business.  Sheer luck that I spotted the
Cat. getting worked up, and then I recognised
you from a portrait sent over: by Mulberry
Street If you want to have peace and quict
and stay in this countiry you’ll have to cut out
murder.” e 2 . !

Shang waved a large ‘hand in deprecatjon.

“Oh, that. The Cat can go to perdition his
own way for all of me.” I was a bit off my
balance ‘just. now. -Running across him sud-
denly like that made me sce red.- -I-was a fool
—I own it freely.. .I.owe you.something for
jumping in. Mind you, I don’t- say that
some time I won’t give him the father.and
mother of a whaling. He's got that coming
to him, No man ”—his face grew black—"can
do-what the Cat has done to me and'get away
5 ey, A b drcon ;

. “What T want to know . said Strickland,
“is why I should be sitting down here drink-
ing your whisky and smoking your "cigar?
From my point of view you're supposed to he
a Yankee crook. You've had some pull that's
enabled you to get intc this couniry, although

things
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you’ve never operated here before.”
narrowed as he scrutinised his host.
to do something about it.”.

“The answer to that,” observed Shang_
placidly, “is that you're here. That satisfies
me that you haven’t made up your mind.”

Strickland sipped at his whisky., -

* Don’t rely on that. You've got to tell me
something pretty convincing. All our prisons
are full of people who have been unjustly con-
victed, and I suppose it’s the same in America.
The difference is that you have been let
loose. More than that, you've got to Londoen,
and, believe me, that’s not so casy for a known
alien with a criminal record and a false
moniker. There’s moncy behind you, 1 sec”
—he made a significant gesture that embraced
the room—‘“but that .doesn’t explain every-
thing. Now, I'm not in the cenfidence of
State departments, but I can scent a wangle
somewhere. In view of the fact that we've
nad information about you, you didn’t get by
our men unless you were very clever, or unless
someone very high up put in a word for you.
All T want to know is why. I'm talking
straight, Buck—or shall I say Mr. Shang or
Mr. Millard??

“You can drop the °‘mister.’ ” Shang
sottled himself. more comfortably in his bi
divan chair. “You talk straight and I'll talk
straight back at you. I guess ”—he flicked the
ashi from his cigar—"“that you mean to have
it out of me or push me out of the country.
Don’t mind my feelings, Mr. Strickland, and,
dor’t trouble to lie—"

The detective shook his head smilingly.

His eyea
“I ought

“I never lis without a reason. You've
guessed it. That was in my mind.”
“T've been in the pen twice,” went on

Shang.  “Once because I deserved it, once
because I was a fool. The first time was in
New York somewhere about thirty years ago.
Like many another boy, I came up from a
farm, got a clerkship in a trust corporation,
and hit the high spots. I sure lived swiftly—
and there were plenty in the gang I ran to
carry me on. They were the wise boys. They
knew it all—and some. You’ll have guessed
part of what happened. I dipped my fingers
i the till pretty freely until I bad to put it
back, or was faced with the prospect of going
up the river. One or two of the gang were on
1o me, and to cut it short, I was roped in as
a recruit for a safe-busting trip. One thing
led to another, I had nerve, and some aptitude
for the game. It looked easy oney to me.
The main guy took me under his wing and
taught mg a lot. To cut it short, I threw up
my berth and became a professional crook.
But I didn’t know as much as I thought I
did, and within a year I was behind the bars
with a five years’ sentence in front of me.
They say that prison doesn’t reform people,
Mr. Strickland. I tell you, it cured me.”

“When I came out the first thing that I did

was to go to the head of the New York Detec-
tive Bureau. ¢They say you bulls won’t let a
guy go straight,” I told him. *I’ve come tc ask
if that’s so.” ‘They say that, do they? he
said, chewing on the end of a pencil. ¢ Well,
what are you going to do about it? ‘I'm a
bad-tempered man,” I answered. ¢ You, can
take it from me that I've had all that I want.
I don’t deviate one inch from the straight and
narrow hereafter. If any cop tries to put any-
thing across me I’ll kill him with these two
hands. That goes.”

“He looked at me and chuckled a little. ‘I
believe you mean it,” he said. ¢ What work are
vou going to do? ‘I don’t know,” said I,
¢ but nobody’s going to stop me doing it, what-
ever it is.” The chief wrote a note and passed
it to me. ‘ You get out of this city,” he said.
‘I don’t want you getting hasty with any of
my young men. There’s an introduction to a
friend of mine in Denver. He'll give you a
job and you’ll be away from any of your crook
pals. If you let me down I'll make it pretty
hot for you. Now get out.” He was a white
man, that fellow. :

“So I went to Denver. I made good there
and married a sweet little woman—I told her
everything. I got into the hardware business,
branched out on my own and built myself up.
I forgot that I'd ever worn the stripes. Then
one day at one of the hotels T met a man I'd
known in the old days in New York—a slimy
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little crook named Moses. He had the Cat
with him, and they were prospecting. Up to
that moment I’d never met the Cat. He was
after my time. Moses introduced me to him
with a smirk on his face as Mr. Solomon Stern.
It didn’t take me long to realise that I was in
for it. The saw a better game than that
which was in their minds. Of course, they
soon knew all about me. I ought to have told
them to go to hades, but I was something of
a big man in the city, and there was my wife
and Shirley—that’s my daughter, She was
growing up, and I didn’t want her to know
what her father had been. So I tried to buy
them off. I cught to have known better.”

Shang’s face grew grey and set. He paused
in gloomy thought.

“They bled you?”’ said Strickland.

_ “They bled me—bled me white. More than
that, T was forced to keep company with them.
I had to introduce them to my friends as old
business acquaintances. Heavens! They were
hungry. Tens of thousands of dollars were
swallowed up, and each time was to be tho
last. But. they hung on. It came to me that
I should never get rid of them while I had a
penny left.

“YI made a stand. I met them, threw them
a wad of notes, and told them that was the
finish. They laughed. = But when they ap-
proached me again I stood firm. I was mixed
up in one or two deals, anyway, and money
was tight. Stern told me that he’d see I went
back to the penitentiary again. I flung him
through the glass panels of my office, and he
and Moses cringed away, but shcwing their
teeth.

“That same night I was late at my factory.
I was the last person to leave. By mornmg it
was a gutter shell, and there was undeniable
evidente that the fire was not an accident. I
could say nothing about Moses and the Cat.
Anyway, they had left the city, and, think
what 1 would, I dared do nothing. I claimed
the insurance, but I could give no explana-
tion of why anyone should want to burn down
my premises. Then the insurance people, as
well as half a dozen prominent men in the
town, received an anonymous typewritten
screed advising them to look up my record, in
the name of Buck Shang, in the archives of
the New York police department.” It all came
out. I could do nothing. I was branded as
an ex-convict. I was known to be in a tight
corner for cash at the moment—although I had
plenty of funds tied up—and I had some per-
sonal, business and political enemies who
weren't disposed to weep at the chance to kick
at me. I had the rawest of deals. I was
arrested for arson, tried, convicted and
sentenced to ten years in the penitentiary on
evidence that would not have hung a dog.
The blow killed my wife.

“I fought—naturally I fought. I had good
friends as well as bad enemies. They con-
vinced the governor that my conviction was
wrong. He pardoned me and I came out—
after two years. Some oil property in which
I had been interested boomed during my
absence, and I found myself with more money
than I had ever had before in my life. I
collected Shirley, who had been looked after
by friends, and decided to travel for a time. I
went to Washington, got in touch with.one or
two . politicians whom I had known, and at
last got me an interview with the President. I
told him the whole story that I have now
told you. He believed me, and things were
smoothed out for me. That will explain how I
got enough backing to get this side of the
Atlantic. I don’t expect you to take all this
as gospel, but if you have any doubts" you
might apply to the Embassy.”

“So you weren’t on the warpath after the
Cat to-night?” asked Strickland.

Buck Shang finished his whisky at a gulp.

“No. I wasn’t looking for the Cat; and it
was sheer coincidence that T saw him at the
night club. Now is there anything else you
want to ask me?”

The detective rose and thrust out a hand.

“Not a thing,” he declared. I want to beg
your pardon, Mr. Millard.” He laid a little
stress on the name, for he had treated the
other with the familiar tolerance that a police
officer frequently assumes towards one who
has sojourned in the underworld, and he felt
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a little guilty about it. Shang nodded in silent °
understanding.  “You won’t neced to worry
about Scotland Yard,” Strickland went on.
“London is wide open to you so far as we
are concerned. But don’t deal with the Cat in
public, and forget your gun. That's all 1 ask.
I may not be at hand next time. Good-night,
sir.” | H

Shang returned his grip. byeas

“Good-night. I like you. Lcok ia some
night and have a bite of dinner and make the
acquaintance of Shirley. She's the daughter
of a crook, if you like, but she’s the whitest
and straightest kid in the world. We're louely
folk in this burg, and would like someone to
show us the town.” !

- . . . " . . .

Three hours later Strickland was aroused
from a dreamless sleep by the fierce ringing of
a telephone bell at his bedside.

“We’ve sent a man with a motor-bike and
sidecar to fetch you,” said a voice. “There's
a murder broken loose on Westminster
Bridge.” §

“What’s the matter with the divisional in-
spector?”’ queried Strickland with asperity.
“Why pick on me?”

“This is a friend cf yours,”
voice. “‘It’s the Cat.
shot off.”

answered the

He's had half his head

AT SCOTLAND YARD.

HOSE who believe a detective's calling to
be a romantic one would have been, per-
haps, a little shocked at.the remarks

passed by first-class  Dectective-inspector
Strickland as he slipped into his clothes and
heard a raw February wind blustering with-
out. He had all the resentment of a man un-
justly disturbed from a well-earned rest.

It was inconsiderate of the Cat to choose
such a time for his exit from the world. It
was a scandal that the Yard should haul him
from his bed when really the case was “ofie
for the divisional detective-inspecter. It waS'a
wicked piece of personal spite against him on
the part of the unknown murderer. No
murder should be allowed to happen between
two and three in the morning. There would
be difficulty, he knew, in gathering together
the men he would want to aid him in the
investigation, for detectives, like othcr honest
men, spend the night in bed unless there is
some special occasion for them to be up and
about. &

He rubbed his numbed fingers, and stole
downstairs on tiptoe for fear of arousing his
landlady as he heard a motor-bicycle stop with
engine running outside the door.

The cold night air stirred his clogged
faculties, and he forgot his grievances as they
sped towards Cannon Row Police Station,
which faces Scotland Yard itself. Strange, he
reflected, that he_should have saved the Cat a
few hours before. Was it possible that, aj_f,;’gr
all, Buck Shang had dealt out vengeance in
spite of his promise? There were unlikelier
things. In his twenty years of cxperiefnca
Strickland knew that, contrary to the acceptéd”
notion of the novel reader, the obvious solution
of a mystery is usually the right one. 2 o

“Wish I'd taken his gun away from him,” 'he
muttered to himself. i

But he also knew that it is dangerous for a’
detectite to make up his mind off-hand. No
man was better aware than Strickland that the
Cat, alias Solomon Stern, alias half a dozen
other names, was one of the best hated man in
London. There were many people, men and
women, who had good cause to wish him out of
thé way. TFor the Cat had earned the nick-
name conferred upon him as a tribute to his
smooth cheeks and ingenuous manners. He
was one of the wiliest rogues who have ever
infested a great city.  Strickland, like other
detectives on both sides of the Atlantic, had
long waited for him to make a mistake.
Blackmail, the dirtiest of all eriminal préfes-
sions, is also in many ways the safest, but'"for
such risks as that to which the Cat had even
now fallen a victim. Shds

A ruddy, plump, smiling man was at' the®
door of Cannon Row Police Station. Itwas"
Drake, the divisional detective-inspector of thé:
A Division, a veteran so close to the pension”
limit that the advent on his ground of a HiA®
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his official superior by-a hair’s breadth left
bim philosophie.

“Hallo, Frank?”’ he said.

“Hallo yourself, you big loafer!” grunted
Strickland. “What's the matter with the A
Division? Some of you old gentlemen want a
.dry nurse?” : )

He disencumbered himself of his heavy coat,
and Drake thrust his arm familiarly under his
and: led him to the rooms of the Criminal
Investigation Department. »

“Yeou'd ha’ been snoring yet for all of me.”
He''pushed Strickland into one of the hard
chairs affected by Lomdon police stations.
“The 'man on night duty at the Yard rang
up the chief and told him that the Cat had
beerr croaked. "He said that you’d been camp-
ing on that sweet lad’s trail, and that vou'd
bettét handle it. That’s all about it.
got a chance to do a bit now, instead of
swinging the lead over the way.” He jerked
his head towards the stone and red brick of
Scotland Yard opposite:

Strickland dropped the banter from his tone,

“Well, what’s the news, Stiffy?”

Therother unrolled a yard long tobacco
“pouch, and slowly filled his pipe.

“Queer business,” he said. ‘“Coastable on
beat saw a big saloon car draw up at the kerb
of Wastminster Bridge. Thought it was some
mechanical trouble. Next he knew a couple
of men had dragged something out of the car
and left it on the pavement. Then the car
made off. All happened in a matter of seconds.
He wouldn’t know the men again, couldn’t
spot- the number of the car, didn’t even notice
what make it was. The ‘hing they’d dragged
out was what was left of the Cat. Policeman
got help, and carried the body on an
ambulance to . the 1mortuary. Divisional
surgeon had a look at it.  Shot at close
quarters with a heavy calibred weapon. Dead
a . matter of an ‘hour or so.
searched.” He indicated a little pile of things
lying on the desk in front of him. *Decided
to, wait for you before going through them.
That’s all.”

_8trickland was thumbing a telephone direc-
tory. He found the number he scught, and,
seizing the telephone, breathed a number.

“Hallo, hallo! That the Regal Hotel? Put
me through to Mr. Millard. What's that?
All right. No, don’t worry her. This is

" Detective-inspector Strickland speaking. Tell
the manager I'll be round to see him later
on—yes, get him out of bed. It’s important.
T'll be there within ten minutes or a quarter
of "an’ hour.” :

He put down the telephore and stared at his
colleague.

“T shouldn’t be surprised if I could put a
name to the murderer,” he said quietly.
“Tet’s leave things for a while and go round
to the Regal. Tli explain while we are on the
move.”

One of the Flying Squad cars standing ready
at_Secotland Yard was requisitioned—Strickland
had had enough of the motor-bicycle—and as
“they: shot away on the short journey to the
Regal the Yard man gave a succinct recital
of , his ‘encounter with Buck Shang.

“Heo left the hotel almost on my heels,”
he said, “and he’s not in his bed-room now.
T.ooks odd—deuced odd. May be nothing to
do with the murder, but I've got a feeling
that the safest thing to do is to get Buck
_under lock and key as soon as we can.”

Drake nodded stolid agreement. This was
one of those cases familiar to all detectives,
when it was common sense to get a man first,
and acquire evidence against him afterwards.

“We'll have to detain him on suspicion,”
he said. ‘“There’s nothing we can charge him
with—so far.” . :

Even so important a personage as the
manager of a great hotel does not openly
resent. visits at unearthly hours from police
officers; There are many rcasons why it is
well to keep on terms with the police. ~The
reputation of a fashionable hotel is always
susceptible to the breath of slander, and it
pays to be civil to the police, who may some-
times, seep an awkward episode reasonably
quiet;

You've.

Body was -
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p “er. Millard come in yet?’ asked Strick-
and.” -3 I 0 i

The manager, with the sleep scarcely out of
his eyes, shoek his head. gy

“No. They told me you had been asking
for him. What can I do for you, gentlemen?
Miss Millard is in, but the night clerk said you
did not wish to speak to her.”

“Sorry to have disturbed you, Mr. Fulton,”
said Strickland suvavely. “There are one or

two things we wanted to ask Mr. Millard. We
may decide to wait for hin:. By the way,

when did he get here?” -

A short consultation with the night clerk
and the manager was able to answer the ques-
tion. :

“Arrived three days ago, about midday.
Came by the boat train from.Southampton.
‘Engaged his suite for an 4ndefinite time by
wireless.” He looked from one. detective to
the other, ‘ Anything wrong about lum?” he
asked. R ey

“I don't know,” said Strickland guardedly.
“There’s an acquaintance of his“in trouble.”
He did not deem it worth while at the moment
to say what the trouble was.” He always acted
on the assumption that there was no need to
say more than the eeccasion called for. “Has
he had any visitors while he has been here?”

“I can’t tell you that,” said the manager.
“Some of the day staff might answer that.”

“Better see the girl,- hadn’t we?” muttered
Drake, -and Strickland nodded acquiesecence.

With the manager and a chambermaid to
escort them, they rang the bell at the outer
door of Shang’s suite. 'Bhe summons had to
be repeated again and again before a shuffling
within told them that they had succeeded
in arousing someone. A drowsy maid opened
the door an inch or two. 3

“Miss Millard?” she exclaimed. “But she
is in bed—asleep.” -

“We can’t help that.” Drake had his foot
within the door. *‘‘Our business is imperative.
You tell her that she must see us at once.”

With a shrug the girl disappeared, and they
heard a whispered dialogue in one of the inner
rooms. Drake pushed open the doorgand they
walked into the private corridor.

“I don’t know that we need bother you any
more, Mr. Fulton,” said Strickland urbanely,
and the manager and the chambermaid taking
the hint left the officers to their own deviees.

In a few seconds a girl in a scarlet dressing-
gown which matched, her flushed checks was

Owing to the extra length of
the complete story, and . in order
to publish a special long opening
instalment of the new serial, it
has been found = necessary to

withold the ‘ Baffler” feature

from this issue. - Another of these
popular = problems will appear
next week.
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before them. She was not tall, yet somehow
she gave the impression ‘of being beyond the
average height of a woman. She held herself
with poise and dignity. What most impressed
Strickland was a pair of clear blue eyes, alert,
aggressive and self-possessed, but not without
some trace of anxiety. Her chin, too, had a
piquant hint of resolution. She was unques-
tionably a pretty girl, one might almost
have said a beautiful girl. >

“Who are you? What do you want?”’ she
demanded. Queerly enough, Strickland was
struck by the thought that the American
accent, spoken by a cultivated voice, could be
very captivating.

“Most terribly sorry to disturb you,” said
Dr,z’xke. “V/e want to krow where your father
She looked icily from one to the cther.
“This is a little informal, isn’t it?? she asked
with an inflection of frigid irony. “Two
strangers drag me from my bed in the early
hours of the morning, and hurl a demand at
my head as peremptorily as a hold-up man de:
manding a purse. Before we go any farther

The THRILLER

I want to know who you are, and why my
father’s whereabouts should concern you?”

This was scarcely the reception that they had
expected. Drake, however, grinned a trifle
truculently. He was an cld married man, and
even a prickly American beauty did not daunt
him. The younger man found himself admir-
ing the contour of her face, half in shadow
from the shaded electric light. For a man who,
was usually tolerably sure of himself he felt
an unwonted and guilty uneasiness. It was
ridiculous, of course. They were fully within
their rights in questioning her; but somehow
he did not hike it. » .

Drake, who had waited r.omentarily for his
colleague to reply, broke an awkward pausc.

“We are police officers, Miss Millard. There
is my card. This is Detective-inspector Strick-
land from Scotland Yard.” - 5.

She took the card and readwif. «The flush
upon her face faded. Her lipg et n fraction
closer together, L ey

“I was not aware that e‘vﬁ&;ﬂt}sh detee-
tives walked into a lady’s apastrgetit in this
way. Anyhow, I am still umﬁ]&;qyndorstand
why you want to see my father.” : .

A swift glance passed between the deteetives.
Strickland knew well cnough what was in his
friend’s mind; indeed, he found himself drift-’
ing to the same conclusion.

The girl was sparring with them. Whether
she had any inkling of the objcet of their visit
or not she was playing a calculated pare.
It was impossible that she could not be aware
of her. father’s early history, since, according
to Shang, it ‘was known to every person in
and about Denver.

Strickland’s chin jutted out a trifle. He

.was not going to. be baulked by any childish

nonsense. . Time was of importance in any case
of this kind. There were other ways of meet-
ing the sttuation than by polite fencing.

“Listen to me, Miss Millard,” he said
sternly. “This is no more pleasant for us
than for you. We are trying te do our duty
as decently as we can, and I'd advise you to
adopt a different tone. A very serious thing!
has happened in which your father may be!
concerned. If you have his real interests at
heart you will answer our questions.”

She shrugged her shoulders with an assump-
tion of indifference. “I never interfere with
my father’s affairs,” she countered. “Any
quest’ions you wish to ask you must put fo

i

him.’

This was exasperating.. Strickland clenched *

and unclenched the fingers of his right hand, a
trick that he had when he was annoyed. .

“Think.” His tone was persuasive. “You
may be able to help him.” /

Her lips parted in a contemptuous laugh.

“T have nothing more to say. Do you realise
that it is a cold night, and that you are keep-
ing me here shivering? From what I know of
my father he would not be likely to approve
of any discussion of his personal business with
two clumsy police spies. The door is behind
you, gentlemen. Good-night.” L
. She turned away abruptly, and her hand was
on the handle of her bed-rcom door. Strick-
land was stung by the scorn in her words,
although his impassive mask of a face showed
nothing. He took an impulsive step forward.
“One moment, Miss Millard.”

Shirley wheeled to confront him, drawing
the skirt of her dressing-gown about her as
though to preserve it from contact with some
loathsome thing. : i

“We want your formal pcrmission to search
this suite. I should hate to wuse extreme
measures, and it will be nicer if you are
reasonable. But, with or without your con-
sent, we propose to do 0.” Bag

“You arc making a mistake Mrerem=Strick-
land.” The anger in her efes halied the
serenity of her tone. A neat and.dainty.auto-
matic was displayed ostentatiously 1 her
hand. “You will do nothing of the;sort.”

1

(What was the result of Miss Millard's
hold-up of the police? Do not miss-next week’s
tong tnstalment of this powerful detective
story “The Crook’s Game,” in mext week’s
issue of The THRILLER.)
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“The Mldnlght Gang "

(Continued from page 680.) :
refused to pull up at the policeman’s signal.
It had been followed by a sports two-seater
Jess than two hundred yards behind.  The
two-scater’s lights were out, but it -also had
rofused to heed -the constablo’s warning. )

**Now, how ddes the two-scater come into
the gaulcf Lucas asked himself musingly.

There was another long wait, and then the
teleplione tinkled again. . This time the news
‘was - delitite. . A ‘biack limousine; a Spanje,
had been found by "a police putlol deserted
anid eipty on the Epsom road.

“That’s our c'u".

the uu\u‘mbspmnv to his feet ‘and made. a ¥
dash for the*door. - Two minutes later he was
tearing- .throtgh thc night, bound for the
place wher&; the limousine lrmd been found.

The ~Fastios «\that Lucas lmd had ".ready
and - wai the journey in_record "tinic,
and jus (he hotr he drew’ up outsld(
Epsome «Station: * The m~p(‘(t01 lll
charge cat ) mcct h\m

“The™ uu you want 1s about
the road.” hé said.
_guarding it. Would you l\xl\c.!nlc ?0 scnd"a
man with you?? .~ «

Lucas shook his head.

“No thanks,” ho aaul
casily.”

“It’s a strmght r0'1d ” lcphcd the inspector.
“You can’t miss it.’

He drove o(f again, and plcs%utl) sa\v the
linmousine he was 1n scarch of
up close to a straggly “hetlge. = A constable
who had been sitting on “the runmng -board
vost and saluted as Inspv.ctm Lli(aa mtmducod
hlmsc!f

“Thevother car’s farther on, sir,” hc s;ud >

“The other (ar——\\hat other car?” 1appal
Lucas sharply.

“A two-seater, sir,” mphod
almost before he had got - the
inspector went racing off. IHe found it tg
hundred yards along the road; so clgsc to t L
side that the bonnet was* “buried in the hedge.
Across the driving “seat lay a heavy coat.
Lucas picked it up and felt in the pocl\ch
There was nothing in the outer ones, but in
the breast pocket She fonnd a letter. Strikin
a match, he looked at tho name and uttmcﬁ'
an exclamation of surprise. - For the cn\olop(,
was addressed to Al Marks!

a n;{?o g]onﬂ

4T ought to find it

Betty Seymour = recovered comcwum(‘“
slowly, and her ﬁlst sensation -was one of
‘physical sicknéss.” * Her head ached yiolently,
and her throat felt dry and 1ough i

For some time she was too“*dazed to take
‘much notice of hor suuoundmtrs but “presently
her ‘head became “a” little * th‘alc {md she
started to look around her. - : ey

Her. brain -was gradually becoxmnrr more
steady, and she beg‘m to reme mbor thc cvents
of thie night: She had left the
the intention of walking homé’ to her flat in
Victoria. * What-had happened? #Shé recol-
Jected taking a’short cut” down the side strect,
and then vaguely” thé car that had dlnen up
beside hier.  She had vlunpso(l it for a momont
before everything went_&uddenly " black. | Shc
must have been dluggcd “she thought

Her ‘eyes were gotting accustomed to the

darkness now, and she ‘could dimly make out
through the glass: partition the shadowy figure
of the driver crouching over. the wheel.

“Who was the sunknown’man in front, and
\\hcro was - he: taking her? + Presently :lle felt
the speed:slacken, .lnd thcn the car slow down

and stop. The man in the driving secat got
dm\n{nr}d oponed the door. She shuddered
\mlu La_cold-draught of wind blew in.

Got! Q L‘%’ ordered the Unknown, in a
muﬁi(,dn ©:  He caught hér by the arm
and cuppﬁ‘ téd her as she descended, then led
her up wide® read for a considerable
distancey-and through a narrow ‘opening in
the hedge. ; &%

“Wait,” said the unknown, stopping sud-
denly.  “Don’t try to move or
the worse for you.” He released his grip”on

tHe ‘-an "mT
é;uu;l'gx out thv

cried Lucas to the man
who-had telephoned the news, and, lx.mgmg -up

“Phete’s’ ay, constaple |

t was draw n“

theatre with .

it will _be,

-4
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her armi, and Betfy became aware of a build-
ing that loomed out of the “darknéss  close
beside her. She heard the .click of a key and
the squeak of rusty hinges.
of her captor became silhouotte'd in the door-
way as he struck a match and lighted a candle.
He set it down on a table, came out again,
and, grasping her arm once more, dragged her
into the interior, bolting the door behmd her.

““How do you like your new home?’ asked

the man as he- turned from barring the door.”

He was wearing a pair of large mxca goggles
that concealed his face.
“My new home? she repeated mechanically,

“Yes, you're going to stop here for some -
time.” The man in_the goggles paused. and
surveyed :her.. “You may stop here for ever.
3% depeml\ % His meanmg was clear, and <ho
‘shuddered. 5 i

$<Who me &ou'f ,she managed to g'mp YL

“You# can, ca]l me Mr. Midnight,’- he
nm\\elg('l “ lio I really am, you w ill neve:
know." ey £
+ She sluani\ back .in terror. Tlus. was the'

man who had killed her sister, the -leader of

tht Gang, and she was alone “with
him miles away from anyone, completely ab
Jiis merey !

the Midr*,

“You‘ﬂéedut be afraid,” ho smd “You
are qu{te safe—at present!” ;
“Quite!”’ “said -a familiar voice.” “Put up

yvour hands, Mr., Midnight, or whateveér you
call yomself"’

Betty spun round withga' glad cry. as"“Onc-
way >’ Street stepped from b;}uud the long
curtains- that hu over the - windo the
automajlc m hesn‘and covering thefx asked

rt'Dxcl\"’ she breathed, and flew to his sxdo
For a second she came between the pistol and
Mr Midnight, -and in that <ec0nd he acted.

Taking dd\mltngb of “the- screen her ' body
Oﬂ'mod he took careful aim and shot -the auto-
matic f‘m Dick’s hand!

S Nowg’ ‘he snarled, “I. don’t 1\110\\ ]10\\ you
got:he®, but T can assure you that you \\ont
leave this: place alive I
o The 1@t word had barely ‘left Im lxps \\hen
there WM a crash of glass, as the tm\ \\mdo\\
shattered inwards.

“Tl’lats where you're
voice of Al Marks.
rou !’

Street tumed
girl.
\\lute face of tﬁo co
in damp wisps over his

\uong! cried the
“Take what’s coming to

his arm round the fu"htened»

el,

s tan' hanging
fmeh

adt: - In’ }ns hand

he held an ugly atitom®tié pMB pomted ~tend1]»-_

at Mr. Midnight.
“Keep back!” screamed the man in goggles,
“You know why I’ve come!’] eried A] Marks,
a look m his wild - eyes” that froze the. givl’s
blood. “You killed Mary—killed her because
sh(- I\new who you were I’2: o
s “keep back!” cried - Ml
raising his automatic. ;
¢ Two shots rang out almost togu‘her
Be“y screamed. Mr.

Mldmght af‘rain,

and
Midnight staggered, gave
his face. : >
- “Open the door, Street,” said.the colonel.
Dick went - R\\lft]y to the door and lifted the
heavy bar, and then Al ’\Iarlﬁ entered. *
There was a sound of voices outside, a serap-
ing of feet on the muddy path, and a moment
Tater Inspector Lucas and a coxMablc .lppcal('d
in the doorway.

The colone! looked round
as he moved into the room,
“You can take me, Lucas,”

“T killed him !’ -+~
“Who is it?” asked L'I.K‘as IIo crossed over
and knelt by the still figure, and: began to
unfaeten the gogglog concealing the face. &
“Mr. Midnight,” said Al Marks, and the
111\})(‘(/t01 publed away the mica nla:ae:
“Great Caesar!” he breathed softly
The face that stared up at him was the face

:lt the m:pccto:‘

he sai(l defian

of Howard Carfax!
- AFTER MIDNIGHT !
II was three hours later, and a little party of
$ people  gathered toqether in * Richard
Street’s flat doing full justice to the sub-
:t.mtlal breakfast that had been hastily pre-

Then the figure -

= NEp?

‘ them—and_killed \I‘alv 5 £

Framed - m,thg blql\en' \\lq.dow was “the |

- melancholy inspector.

a lnﬂe choking ery, :md pltchcd forward on',j
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They con-

pared by a sleepy-eyed Jennings. o

sisted of Dick himself, Inspector Lucas,
Marks, Betty Seymour and Frank Tracey,

““And that’s the end: of the Midnight Gang,"”
said Dick, handing his cup to the girl for some
more coffee.

“Fancy old Carfax being M. Midnight,”
said  Frank. “It’s the blgges’t surprise I've
ever had in my life.”’

“T ought to haye gneesed it ‘long ago,’
Dick leaned back in his chair—‘“directly [
caught the faint odour of violets on that paper
we found on poor Collins, Carfax always used
a- violet-scented hair-dressing,” a4nd- he was
.always brushing, it over with his hands.- 1
‘Con]dnt 1emembel : g I’(l smelt the same
perfume-before un uddenly flashed on me

while ‘we were \\ﬂmn" fox n'c\\a of the car.
“But who was the: cl)ap Sho bk rgled Carfax’s
flat 2”7 “asked *Prank. «‘}He mld“‘lfs name was
Midnight,* (hdnt he 77 Zorod w
Dick looked acress“at=Al Marks and smiled.
~“The colonel can_tell you all “about that, T
think,”” he nns“ere(f ¢ Can’t )ou Marks?”
Al Marks was for.a moment confuscd,
2o Y ra_thel “anteﬂ to look aty sOme, - papers

he had,” ]lC confé-se(l i and thele Was no
other way X F b Tl ST

“ You Quap(‘(,te(l lum ofybex‘ng My, Mid-
night,”s broke in Tacas, an(ﬂlﬁ%u' wanted. to

~muake sure.- When you fouud;tv inted b]l]’h
~of ‘nstructions. in his- desk you Wwere certain.
It was a mistake, Marks, to try, and blackmail
a man like- that.: You mxght have kn?\\n he
' black’

> wouldn’t - <xt quiet \\hlle you put the
on -him.” + :

“I mever evpe(ted h( d do \\}mt he. did,”
said the colonel huekily. £T’d <hidden the
~proofs I’d -discovered at~my .flat, and while 1
Lwas waiting -to<meéte lmn “he “ent'to look for
= ‘Leanng Frafk’ s“buﬁon ’nehuld <o that sus-
picion_should” fall "on him,” said' $t10€—t o 4
- was lucky he had su('h d good alibi, otheu\'leu
he nugnt have been in an awkwird position.”
4T ‘wonder where ‘he *found the. button '
Lucas remarked thoughtfn]ly Pl ol
the reporter. I remember, (‘4mng mund (O
see him about " three (ln)s .uf'o z
= Street nodded.’ * T
*’““What are you-going to d() .xbouf—nbont——-
the colongél ‘stopped. © *
=% About:’ kl"nlg C'ufu 22 mquned Dncl\

Al :Mazks modded: o

“Tdon’t think we’ll do au\thmr' ! the super-
intendent 1ep.led - You'wnduod’ the world
_rather a, service by ridding it of an unscrupu-
lous scoundrel, and I owe youTquife a lot for
saving my hfe What do you say, ‘Lucas?”’

“Let’s call it ' self- defence,” sixggestc(l the

The " colonel looked relieved. 2

“Thank you!” he said simply. =~ &IZshan’t be
giving you any more trouble. But how was it
‘you mauaged to find that cottage so quxokly"”

“When I first suspected - th.lt Calfnx was
. Mvr.” Midnight,”” replied’ Dick, Gy left Lucas
and hurried round to, his” ﬂat‘ It was empty,
‘which strengthened’ iy nll\},)lClOl] Then I re-
.membered i‘hat hé had "a (ottdge’] ist off the
Epsom Road; and 1 (lomded to t(ﬂ\e @ long shot

and go_there. PR

T got out my spmts car, and 'lnned two
mmutes before he dfd. 1- mlght have been
entirely wrong, but as luck had it I was nght 2
Frank rose to his-feet.
I must get along to the ‘[(*anﬁone ik ]1'
vud “*This is going to be tlm biggest . seoop ’
‘of my life. See you later.”” He paused on the

tlnosh.uld Of the room. ““By. the ‘way, Dick,”
e said, ¢ “hen can 1 my the we dm" will
‘take” place

&
“Just as soen. a8 ever you 111\0, ’ answered
“One-way ”’ Street; swand, mnled across. at - the

blushing girl,

(Do not miss next uu'l. 8 mm/nlﬁrcnt book
length “'THRILLER  story J‘Lnulentzﬁetl R 1)
Anthony .Sl.uw next week, Order your copy
to-day.)
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