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Behind the big fron gate, Jimmy and the girl were prisoners of a madman. They could expeet no merey. The
reom was rapidiy filling with gas.
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CHARTERIS

A ‘BAFFLING MYSTERY NOVEL

Chaptler 1.
TEAL OF THE * YARD."

. deN Long Harry came out of Penton-
W ville Prison, he was not expecting to
be welcomed hy n cohort of friends.
At the worst, he had reckoned an emissary
of the Prisoners’ Aid Society would be the
most he would have to deal with, and con-
scquent%g the sight of the plump and pon-
derous Inspector Teal lounging lently
against a lamp-post a few yards from the

prison gates was an unwelcome surprise.
Pulling his hat down over his eyes, Harry
tactfully began to stroll in the opposite
direction, but Insxm:tot Teal was not so
lightly to be deprived of the pleasure of
renewing his acquaintance with an old
customer. -
He hitched himself off his lamp-post, and
came up with L‘mti Harry in a few slothful
strides that nevertheless managed to convey
him over the intervening ground in a sur-

prisingly short space of time.

whose sense of humour was sometimes lack-
iu%l in good taste.
arry shuffled his feet.

“You've got nothing on me, Mr. Teal,” he
said defensively.

“I want you, Harry,” repeated Mr. Teal
sleepily, “to come along to the Corner
House and have some breakfast with me, and
then we'll have a little talk.”

Harry said that he had had breakfast,
but Mr. Teal was not so easily to be put off.

“If you won't eat yourself,” he said, “you
can watth me—and listen,” he added, with
unconscious humour. S

“As he spoke, he was gently shepherding
Harry back past the prison gates to a
diniinulive car that was drawn up by the

erh.

They passed down Caledonian Road in
silence. Mr. Teal had the gift of investing
his ‘silencés with a peculiarly disturbin,
quality, and Long Harry became more an
more unhappy as the miles ticked over on

His hand fell on Harry's lder, and
the yegg pulled up and faced about uneasi'y.
“I want you, Harry,” said Mr, Teai,

the sp in front of him. .
“I suppose,” said Harry, breaking a
period ufp almost intolerable suspense as they
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‘turned round Park Crescent into Portland
Place, “I sup you aren’t thinking I Liad
anything to do with that Regent Street

job?

“I’ve stopped thinking about that,” said
Mr. Teal, “sinee I became certain.”

“That's like you. flatties,” complained
Harry bitterly. “Let a man do his time and
not sday & word, and then wait for him out-
side the prison to shop him for another
streteh.” ~

Mr. Teal said nothing. They whizzed
down' Regent Street in another spell of
silence.

“It isn’t cven a fair charge,” said Harry
g:esently with an injured air. “I've got a
autiful alibi for you.” y

““You always have,” said Mr. Teal, with-
cut resentment. “I've never known you dis-
appoint me yet!”

They sat over bacon and eggs in Coventry
Street, and I Teal then cond: ded
to relieve some of Harry's apprehensions by
explaining the reason for lliagmspitshly.

- “I want you,” said Mr, Teal, in his sleepy
way, “to tell me a little story about a man’




Th: THRILLER

named Connell. I've got
ticular friend of yours.

The other’s face twisted up in a vicious

vin,

*Counell,”snarled Long Harry, “is a

“Yes?? prompted Mr. Teal drowsily.

Harry's clenched fist opened slowly. His
vicious grin beeame cunning, then mask-
lxk'-

“Conuell,” said Harrvy :ofii_}. ‘is 2 man
T've met oceasionally.” I can’t tell you more
about him than that, Mr. Teal”?

The detective mghud

“Sure you can’t:”

Harry shook his head.

“You know I'm always ready to help y
when I can, Mr. Teal,” he said speciously,
“but 1 don’t know anything about Connell.

.Ir Teal looked snephml
copt,” said Harry slowly, “that I've
@ goodidea he was the sques alet who shot
me for the Bayswater joke.”

“You let me down over Bny;\r:;lvr,"‘ said
My. Teal reproachfully. “I never Hmught
you earried a cosh around wlth you.

*Nor do 1,” said Harry. “Listen!”

He leant forward across tle table.

“You and me, Mr. Teal,” he said, “haye
met pretty often—on business, as you might
say. Now, you know I'm a respumlnn
burglar. You've never caught me with a
i), let alone a gun, yet. “You've put me
times, and T den’t mind admitting
now that 1 asked for the whole hal dozen,
but T swear to you I never went near Bays-
water that night.’
ought to have told that to the

an idea he's a par-

Court,” said Mr. Teal. .
““Look luu' 2 per ted Harry with charm-
ing sim ou rememlicr puiling mo

in, duni N\U Well, had I got an alibi?
Did L say anything about an alibi?  Yeu
know I didu’t. Now, I ask _vcm, Mr. Teal
haye you ever known me to be pulled in for
a job of work that T rveally did and me uut
have an alibi ready#”

Mr, Teal's eyes were half clnnell and he
appeared to be taking no notice. That pose
ot lazy Doredom was  his one affectation.
= “The whole thing was a fram -up from
start to finish,” d Har “and you
oughf to know Teal. 1 never used
a cosh in my life, nutl I never did a porch
job, a ay. And the man might lave
died, from what the papers said. Then 1'd
have been hanged. Maybe I was meant to
be hanged. But Connell—-"

Ir. Teal’s eyes suddenly opened very wide.

“What are you going to do to Connell?”
he asked.

Harry relaxed.

“Well, when I see him,” he said, “maybe
I'll stand him a drink, and maybe T won't.
Who knows:”

“And when T take you again,” said Mr.

Teal, “maybe you'll get a lifer, and maybe
yowll hang. = Who kuows about that,
cither?”

It was an unsatisfactory interview from
all points of view, and Mr. Teal, who had
dragged himselt ot of bed at half-past five
that morning in order to bring it abont, was
pardonably annoyed.

He got back to his room at Seotland Yard "

about half-past nine, and his assistant found
him in an unpleasant mood

“T've been thinking,” began the recently-
promoted Sergeant Barrow, and Mr. Teal cut
Irim shwort with a ferocious glare.

“Why?” demanded Mr. Teal unkindly.
“I'm sure it hurts you, and you know I've
alw told you fo take eare of yourself.”
T've been linukmg abeut the Camberwell
Post Ofiice huldvup ingisted the younger
man aggrievedly. “Now, couldn’t that man
Horring in\'e been in it:”
+He could,” ngreed Mr.

Teal carcfully, “if -
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they bhadu't hanged him at Wandsworth the
week before. Go away and rest.  You'll be
getting brain fever it you go ou thinking
like this.”

After that, Mr. Teal felt better,

“And on your way down,” e ealled after
the retreating sergeant as the door closed,
“tell Sergeant Jones I want him 1"

There 1s a special department at Scotland
Yard whose sole funection is to indulge its
curicsity, and the facts which it brings to
light are strange and various. Some of
them are gleaned from the reports of
patrolling constables, who are instructed to
note down any unusual happenings which

they observe on their beats. Others are
gleaned by painstaking subterranean ins
vestigation.

No plain van draws up outside a house at
night and proceeds to discharge its cargo
without the fact being reported; no man
meves suddenly from a bed-sitting-room in
Bermondsey to a service flat in Jermyn
Sfreet without arousing the interest of this
inquisitive department; mo man hecomes a
regular frequenter of the hotels and
restaurants in the West End, which are
shared as o meeting-ground hy London
society, foreign millionaires, crooks, both
Lome-bred and imported, and that curious
fraternity which, without coming into con-
flict with the law, contrives to live in luxury
by its wits and the generosity of its rela-
tives, without this prying department in-
teresting itself in hum.

Of this department, Sergeant Jones was
an esteemed ornament. He spent his life
in a maze of card indexes, turning over the
disjointed and apparently insignific:
which came in to him from tim
ing the wheat from the chafl, filing
redited information, and requesting
“further investigation of those facts
W mrsh seemed to Lim to require it.

Sometimes the threads he followed led
nowhere. Sometimes, by devious means,
they were linked up with other {hreads,
which in their turn tangled up again with
vet more threads,  And then, perhaps, a
house would be surrounded, a couple of
detectives would enter, and in a few
moments some very surprised men would be
hustled unostentationsly into a waiting taxi
and removed to a place where they would

rey

have leisure to wonder how the scemingly
undetectable had lieen detected.
“git down, Jom saidd  Mr. Teal,

ing himself comfortably in the big
ivel chair behind his desk and closing his
es, “and sing me a little song about
Vaunney's.”

Sergeant Jones sat down.

He was a long,

lanky man, with sandy hair and a large
nose.
“Directors,” said Sergeant Jones, “as

follows: President and managing dirvector,
James Arthur Vanney, 48, of 52, Half Moon
Street; seeretary, James Traill, Esquire, 26,
of 113, Cheyne Walk, dircctor, Malcolm
Standish, 324, Soliciter, of Lincoln’s Inun.”
“Do we know anything about these men®”
“Not much. Standish we know. He's
behind half the eriminal cases that are de-
fended at the Old Bailey—a lot more than
Jiis mame appears in. If any big erovk gets
landed he sends for Standish at once. We've
never had anything on him, Lut I shouldn’t
be eurprised if he’d made a tidy pile out of
some of the cases he's worked on. Vanney
built that new house at the bottom of Half
Moon Street about nine months ago. Two
cars—a Rolls and a Daimler. Four servants,
Docs himzelfl pretty well on the whole.”
“Where was he before he moved into Half
Moon Strect?”
“He stayed at the Savoy while the house
His address was regis-

was being built.
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tered there ws BMelbourne, Victoria. Traill
commissioned the architect’ and got the
building job in hand a couple of months
before V anney arrived. Traill is a man we'd
like to know a Jot more about. Stenning
took him on as his private secretary about
six months before he was killed in that
motor smash. Traill was one of tho wit-
nesses at the inquest, if you remember.
Before that he divided his time between the
West End of London, Paris, and the Riviera.
He always had plenty of money, but nobody
knew where if came from, and he certainly
used to go around with a bunch of pretty
doubtful characters. The French police
wanted him for a big jewel robbery at Nice
three years ago Before that his name was
mentioned in” connection with a big bunk
fraud in Paris. A few months befora
Stenning took him on you were after him
yourself for the Gregory case.”

“I know all that,” said Mr. al. “The
French police wanted him, and I wanted
him, and we're all still wanting him. He's
lad, is Jimmy.”

Teal fingered his chin thenghttully.
taft:” he queried.

“Very small.  Girl secretary, n
Pamela Marlowe, and two clerks.
Marlowe was Stenning’s ward.”

Mr. Teal nodded faintly to signify that
the interview was at an cml, .mfl ‘-cn;:e.mt
Jones rose.

He was leaving the room
brought in a small parcel.

“One moment,” murmured Mr,
the sergeant stopped by the door

In~pocmr Teal examined the packet care-
fully and then beld it to his ear. Then he
blinked, and the ghost of a smile erossed
his face.

‘How surprisingiy unoriginal,” remarked
Mr. Teal mildly.

Sergeant Jones came back to the d
Mr. Teal held out the packet to him.
took it doubtfully.

“Walk that round to the Explosives De-
partment,” said Teal, “avd mind you don't
drop it. You can also spend your spare time
praying that it doesn’t go off before you get
there !”

when a

man

Teal, and

and
Jones

THE MYSTERIOUS OFFICES.

ANNEY'S, Lrp.,
V who were
. vaguely  de-
scribed on the glass

nel of their deor as
gents,” oceupied a
suite of offices in a
new block of build-
ings opposite Charing
Cross Station.

There were four rooms looking out on to
the Strand. A private corridor ran the
length of the suite, and each room opened
separately on to it, while a system of com-
municating doors permitted access to any
reom from any of the other rooms without
entering the passage. The first room was a
waiting room, in the second room worked:
twa clerks, and in the third were Traill end
Miss Marlowe. The fourth was the sanctum
of James Arthur Vanney himselt.

Vanney was a thick-set man of medinm
height, though he actnally looked short by
reason of nupptmn.}l breadth of shoulder.
He was dark and bearded, sparing of speech, -
and gruff in manner.

Tnspector Teal knocked on the door marked
“Inquiries ” one afternoon, and was told
Tiy the clerk who opered it that Mr. Vanney
was busy.

“T'Il wait,” said Mr. Teal philosophically,
and the elerk appeared to be nonplussed.

The door communicating the clerks’ reom
with  the secretary’s office was  open
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Through it Mr. Teal perceived a familiar
back. He flowed irresistibly past the clerk,
passed through the communicating door, and
tapped Mr. Traill's shoulder.

“Good-morning, Jimmy,” said Mr. Teal
drowsily.

“(Good-afternoon to me,” said Mr. Traill
easily, and rose. “I'm sorry you've had
this journey for-nothing. Didn't the clerk
tell.you that Mr. Vanney was engaged?”

Mr. Teal nodded.
- “He did,”. admitted Mr- Teal, “and I
said T'd wait.”

“Mr. Vanney,” persisted Traill, “will be
etigaged all the afternoon.”

“T’'ve got a lot of time to spare,” said
Teal calmly, “and, when I get bored with
waiting, you can come and talk to me.”

“Mr. Vanney,” continued Traill pointedly,

“will not be able to sce you until to-morrow
morning.”
“Teal extracted from his pocket a small
packet done up in pink paper. From it le
took a smaller packet, from which he took
a thin wafer of chewing gum. With his
jaws moving rhythmically, he cast a
sleepily speculative eye round the room.

“I can doss down in a corner,” he said.
“Qr have you a camp bed?”

' Traill inspected a row-of buttons on his
desk, selected one, and pressed it.

Mr. Teal masticated in silence until a
knock on the door answered the bell.

“In,” said Traill briskly.

The door opened, and a man in a plain
blue serge suit and a bowler hat stood
framed in the aperture.

“George,” said Traill, in the same brisk
tone, “show this gentleman the way out.”

Mr. Teal shifted nis gum round so as to
give the other side of his face its full share
of exercise.

“Suppose,” he suggested languidly, “that
I jast[;md a word with you in private first?”

Traill shrugged.

*“T can give you two minutes exactly,” he
‘said. “You can wait outside the door,
George. Miss Marlowe, would you mind#”

Mr. Teal lounged into a chair.

“Nice girl that,” he remarked.

“Yery,” agreed Traill. “I'm sure you're
not a friend of hers!”

Teal stretehed his arms lazily.

“Ever heard of the Duc de Mondemont,
Jimmy?” asked Mr. Teal

“An old friend of mine,” said Jimmy.
“We met in Nice some years ago.”

“His wife has never found her necklace
ce you said good-bye,” said Teal to the

s

ng.
Anyway,” said Jimmy Traill composedly,
“she was a mean old camel, and as for the
duke—well, he was never a very nice man.
Possibly they deserved it.”

“Possibly,” agreed Teal. “But what I
really came to tell you was that they got
hold of a floor waiter who left the hotel the
next day before the theft was discovered,
and he says that he saw someone extra-
ordinarily like you coming out of the duke’s
room the night before the necklace was
taken.”

Traill permitted himself to smile.

“That’s intercsting,” he said, “and so 1
suppose the Sirété are clamouring for my
extradition?”

Teal nodded.

“That’s about the idea.”

Traill shook his head.

“It won't wash, Teal,” he said sadly.
“You know T can't be extradited from
England. You ought to know better than
to try to put a bluff like that ever on me.”

“You could be tried here,” said Teal.

“Even that won’t wash,” said Traill re-
gretfully, “because I'm sure that if T just
said a little word to the duke khe'd be only

]

too pleased to tell me that I had his full
permission to keep the necklace, if I hap-
pened to have it in my possession I know
a lot of things about His Grace which
would make him awfully sorry to get me
into trouble.”

“Have it your own way.” said Teal lan-
guidly. “Now can I see your boss?'

“I'm afraid, mot,” said
Jimmy. “I've told you he’s
engaged.”

Teal looked across at the
opposite communication door.
The wupper panel was of
frosted glass, and across this
was painted the word
“Private.” .

“Does he always
visitors in the dark
Teal gently.

“Always,” said the
Mr. Traull. “It's ome of his
many peculiarities.”

Mr. ‘Teal's eyes were haif-
closed.

“And does he,” pursued
Mr. Teal, in the same tired
voice, “always hang his hat
and coat up in the eclerks’
room? I can see your hat and
coat hanging up in the corner
there, and there were three
hats and eoats in the room 1
came through.”

“That,” said Jimmy
fluently, “is another of his
cecentricities. He says he hates to have his
hat and coat hanging up in his own room.”

Mr. Teal nodded, and then he moved.

It has already been mentioned that, for
such a large and slothful man, he could,
when he so désired, cover ground with a
surprising turn of speed.

He had flung open the communicating
door marked *Private ” before Jimmy could
stop him, and the lights clicked up uader
his thumb as Jimmy reached his side.

The room was empty.

It was sparsely, but comfortably furnished,
with a big knec-lole desk set crosswise in
the corner by the window, a safe in the
opposite corner, and a filing cabinet against
one wall. There were two armchairs uphol-
stered in leather, and a plain wooden arm-
chair behind the desk. Facing the com-
municating door was a fireplace, and on
either side of this was a tall cupboard built
into the wall.- There was ne sign of Vauney.

Teal leaned back against the jamb of the
door, looking at Jimmy’s blauk face and
chewing unemotionally.

“And,” said-Mr. Teal, without changing
the bored tone of his voice, “does Mr.
Vanney automatically vanish, together with
his visitor, when this door is opened?”

Traill put his hands in his pockets and
settled himself comfortably in t?u.- doorway.
He looked quizzically at the detective.

“T’'ve never known him do it before,” Le
replied calmly. “But great men are always
slightly erratic in their habits. It will be
an interesting little problem for you to take
home with you.”

Mr. Teal removed a speck of dust from
his bowler hat

“On second thoughts,” he said, “I don't
think T'll spend the might here. Bye-bye,
Jimmy. See yon later, I expect.”

“T'm afraid so,” said Jimmy affably.

Mr. Teal opened the door to find the porter
standing patiently outside.

“You mizy go, (reorge,” said Teal.
find my own way out.”

He was sanntering down the corridor whes
a thought struck lum, and he returned. e
opened the door a few inches without the

see his
ked

“I'n
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When Long Harry emerged
from Pentonville Prison, he

i found Inspector Teal wait-
Lk ing for him.

formality of knocking, and poked his head

m.

Mr. Traill was writing at the desk, and
the girl was tapping the typewriter in the
corner.

“ Good-bye, Teal,” said Jimmy pleasantly,
without looking up.

“When Mr. Vanney comes back,” drawled
the imperturbable Inspector Teal, “you
might tell him, with my compliments, that
jf he makes any move childish attempts tc
kill me, T shall be seriously mmmoyed.”

He closed the door again and resumed
his leisurely progress towards the stairs,
humming gentty to himself.

* Mr. Teal had never been able to overcome
u weakness for playing the magazine
detective.

CRIMINAL NONSENSE.

muy TRaILnL put the finishing touches te

the letter he was drafting. Then,

settling himself back in his chair, he
reached out a long arm to the neat row of
bell-pushes which occupied one corier of
his desk. Selecting one with a thoughtful
air, he pressed it. The small brass
plate beside the knob was engraved
with the word “Secretary,” and the bell
rang in the opposite corner of the same
room, over Pamela Marlowe's head. The
outsider wonld have failed to see the point
of this arrangement, but Traill had not
been in business long enough to get tired
of playing with the mechanical gadgets
provided in all up-to-date offices for the
amusement of the staff.

Mr. Traill lighted his cigarette and gazed
reflectively at the ceiling. '

“Take a letter,” he said. “This is to
Stanforth and Watson: Dear Sirs,—With
reference to our telephone conversation this
morning. Stop. Something seems to be eat.
ing you.”

Pamela Marlowe looked up from her pad
in surprise. i

;Do you want me to put that down?” she
asked.
< No,” replied Jimmy, taking his eyes off
the ceiling. “The remark was addressed {o
you.”
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He was regarding her keenly, and after a
few seconds silence she looked away.

“You may tell me all,” remarked Jimmy
gently, "1 am a Grand Master of the Order
of Father Confessors.” 2

She met bis eyes, again, and the question
with which she took advantage of his invita-
tion did not come as & surprise to hir.

“Who was that man who came in just
now £’

“That,” said Mr. Trail, “was the worthy
Inspector Claude Eustace Teal, of the
Crimmal Investigation Department, New
Scotland Yard. He has a prying dispesition,
and he isn’'t anything like the fool Le looks,
I grant you that would be difficult.”

‘The girl hesitated, fidgeting with her
pencil. © But Mr. Traill, unrutifed himself,
made no attempt to fluster ber.

* Mr. Traill,” she said at length; “ 1 wasn't
trying to hear the conversation that went on
after you'sent me out of the rcom, but the
partition wall is very thin.”

“It’s these jerry-building methods,”
sighed Mr. Traill. “T’ll dictate a letter to
the ‘ Times ’ about it in a moment.”

The gul’s lips tightened a little.

“T couldn’t help hearing what Mr, Teal
said.”

Jimmy said nothing.

He, who should by
one to show embarrassment,
nothing of the kind.

“Yon didn't deny his charges,” said the
girl.
* ' Naturally net,” said Jimmy. “George
Washington was an ancestor of mine, and I
cannot tell a lie.”

“Well,” said the girl
bluntiy, “*I suall hate doing
ity but doesn't it occur to
you that it is my duty tu
say  something ~to  Alr
Vanney about.it? That is,
if you can't give me somc
sort of explanation.”

rights have been the
registered

Jimmy smiled without |
mockery.
“Of course it is” he

agreed cheerfully; “and I
should like to say that I
appreciate the nobility of
your impulse. I shall draw

Mr. Vauney's attention 1o
it. But as for the other
matter, -1'm afraid you

won't be able to tell him

anything that le docsn't, proof shelter for
know. Try it to-morrew  the doorkeeper,””
morning, if you don’t he explained.

believe me.”

He dictated a number of letfers, waited
while she typed them, and took them into
Mr. Vanney's private office. He was back
in u few moments with the sheaf duly
signed.

" You can go as soon as you have addressed
them,” he said. ‘‘George will take them
down to the post.”

She ventured to be inguisitive. .

“Why do we need a special porter for this
office?” she asked. :

“One should always,” said Jimmy im-
pressively, “surround omeself with all the
evidences of prosperity that one can afford.
It creates a good impression. George will
have his nice new uniform with brass
buttons to-morrow, amd 1 shall expect to see
an immediate jump in our turnover.”

It was an invariable rule at Vanney’s that
Mr. Traill was the last to leave the office.
On. that particular eyening, however,
Pamela Marlowe, with her hat and coat on,
appeared to be uncertain whether she should
take Mr. Traill at his word . g

“I've told vou you can go,” said Jimmy,

“This is a bullet-

6

without looking up from the letter he was
perusing.

She made a demur.

“*Are you sure Mr. Vanney won't want me
.'lgﬂln?"

Vanuey,” suid Traill carefully,
“never wants you: You know that perfectly
well.”

It was true.. All instructions to th: office
staft were given by Mr. Traill, and he
dictated all the letters that were sent out,
and opened all that came in” The rest of
the staff were never allowed to pass through
the dour marked “ Private.”

“I've told you that I shall not want you
any more this evening,” said Jimmy, “and
you may take that as official. Mr. Vanney
hias already left.”

She stared.

“He hasn't come throngh for his hat and
coat,” she objected.

“He left by his private entrance,” said
Jimmy shortly, “without a hat and coat.
He has just joinéd the Ancient Order of
Kangaroos, and one of their rules is that no
member is allowed to take his hat and coat
home with him on Friday.”

There was nothing for her hut to leave
without further argument, but the incident
found its place in her memory beside a
number of other extraordinary things which
she had noticed during the few months that
she had worked under Traill.

Mr. Traill was in every way an ideal
employer His wmanuer, without being
brusque, was at all times irreproachably im-
personal, hut she had never been able to
understard his mentality. Whenever she

ventured to comment en any unusual hap-
pening, he was never at a loss for an ex-
planation, bui the reasons he gave so glibly
wauld have been an iusult to the intelligenca
of an imbeeile.

There had been a time when she had wou-
dered if Jie fancied himself as a wag and
was expecting lier to laugh, but he made the
most outrageous statements without smiling,
and if he showed any cmotion at all it was
one of concealed delight at bLer annoyed
perplexity. "

She fouml another enigma to interpret
when she arrived at the office the following
Monday, for Mr. Traill, with his coat
was siipe g the finishing touches whic
were being put by two workmen to a curious
ercetion which had appeared at the far end
of the private corridor.

Jimmy greeted her in his usual affable
manner, and invited her to admire it.

“This is George's new home,” he said.

It was, in fact, no more than a partition
which turned into a sort of cubicle the blind
end of the passage beyond the door that
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opened intoe Vanney's private room. It
would have been nothing but am ordinary
janitor’s box but for an unusual feature in
ats desigu. The partition reached all the
way to tue ceiling, and there were only two
small windows—one in the partition itself,’
and one in the door which the workmen werg
at that moment engaged in putting in posi-
tion. Furthermore, each window was
chscured by a row of steel bars set close
together.

Comuing closcr she made another sur-
prising discovery. -

“But why is it lined with steel?” she
asked 1 amazement.

“ Because,” eaid Jimmy, “a kalf-inch deal
board is not much protection against a
bullet. We should hate to lose our onc and:
ouly George.”

‘Lhe girl was silent, but Jimmy was per-
fectly at his ease.

“*Qbserve, too, the strategic position,” he
prattled on, with the enthusiasm of an
artist. “No one can reach George without
baving to cover the whole length of the
suite, either through the offices or down the
corridor. Consequently, it’ll be his own
fault if he doesn't hear them coming.
Besides, we've got another liitle safety
device. I'll show you if you wait here a
moment.” .

He went down the corridor, and as he got
near the door a low, burring noise came to
her ears. Staring Dblankly about her, she
eventually located its source in a emall
metal box screwed to the wall inside the
cubicle. :

Jimmy passed on to the door, and the
buzzing stopped. He turned, and it recom-
menced ; then he came back down the corri-
dor, and it stopped again.

“What is it?* she asked, “a burglar

e

“The very latest,” said Jimmy. *Come
and have a look.”

He led her down the passage, and when
they were within a yard of the door the low
buzzing made itself heard again. She
stopped and gazed round puzzledly, but she
could sec notiung.

“1 saw it demonstrated in a shop the
other day,” explained Jimmy, “and
promptly ordered one. It's worked by a ray
that shines across the corridor on to a
selenium cell. It's invisible, but if you get
in its path the buzzer gives tongue. It's
impossible to put it out of action until it's
too late, because only James Traill and the
electrician who fitted it know exnetly where
it is.” g

He was amused at her bewilderment.

“Don't you think it's rather neat:”
asked. i

“It seems a lot of trouble to take over a
porter.”

Jimmy smiled.

“George,” he said virtuously, “is a
member of Vanney's just as mrach as you or
I. Isn’t it the duty of the firm to sce that
he is thoroughly protected against the
dangers of his position?”

In bLer astonishment she forgot ile lesson
which experience should have taught her.

“But why should George be in any
danger?” ghe eaid, and Jimmy's face in-
stantly assumed its gravest expression.

“H you read about all these armed
robleries®” he demanded severely. “Haven't
you ever heard of the Black Hand; and do
you mean to say that I never told you that
the Union of Porters, Commissionaires, Care
takers, Undertakers, and Glue Refirers have
threatened to do George in for allowing us
1o put {wo more than the regulation number
of buttons on his uniform?” i

She turned away in despair, and went into
the office.

he
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Jimmy follewed her, and resumed s
coat. Then he leaned back in his chair, put
his feet on the desk, and pressed the bell
marked “Secretary.”

“Take a letter to the * Times,” ” he said.
“To the Editor of the * Times." Dear Sir,—-
The scamping of work at present practised
by the building trade is a disgrace. Stop.
In the house which I have recently taken,
the walls are so thin that a nail ‘which I
drove into the wall last night, in order to
hang a picture, was distinctly felt by the
occupant of the next room. Stop nse-
quently, my wife has been compelled to

take her meals off the mantelpiece ever.

since, with the result that our domestic
arrangements have been seriocusly disor-
ganised. Stop. I am, etcgtera, Licut.-
Colonel, Retired. And just remember, Miss
Marlowe, that (ieorge is one of the most
important people in this office; and if any-
body happened to shoot at him successfully
- the firm would probably go into liquidation,
and you and I would be looking for mew
jobs.”

UNDER POLICE OBSERVATION.

HE  memory of

- / | Inspectoy Teal's
% vistt had occu-
7, pied a  prominent

part in Pamela Mar-
lowe’s thoughts ever
since the afternoon
when Jimmy Traill
bad so shamelessly
. acknowledged t he
truth of that lethargic detective’s accusa-
© tions. ~But when Mr. Traill arrived one
- morning and told her that he had arranged
for her to carry the tale to Vanney, she felt
a ‘paradoxical reluctance to go to her em-
- ployer.with a charge against his manager’s
ll::unest_y. even while she welcomed the dp-
- portunity "of testing the truth of Jimmy's
statement that Vanney -knew the whole
story of his misdeeds. 4,

Mr. Traill, however, appeared to have no
doubts as to what the outcome of the inter-
view would be.

_“Tell him everything you heard,” he en-
. couraged,” when the bell rang from " Mr.
Vanney's office to summon her. ““He will be
_ interested ”? - )
She took Jimmy at his word, but it was'a
* profitless conversation.

Vannéy listened attentively to her story,

but ‘when she had finishedl she conld have
* sworn that he was smiling behind his beard.
. His voice, however, was quite serious.

“I appreciate your high sense of duty,
Miss Marlowe,” he said, “but what Mr.
Traill told you iz quite correct. I know
everything about him, and in spite of that

" he has my complete confidence.”

He had a stiff manner of speaking, and
appeared to think each sentence out care-
fully before he uttered it. He did not once
look directly at her, but kept his eyes fixed
on a point in space a foot or so away from
her left shoulder. .

“T didn’t wish to do Mr. Traill any harm,”
she felt compelled to explain. “But I had

" to remember that you were the one who was
employing me.” :

“I quite understand,” said Vanney.

He continued to gaze past her in silence
for some seconds, stroking his beard. Then
he said: . .

“Did you know that your late guardian’s
last reqliest to me was that, if anything
happened to him, T should look after yous*

“But you were in Australia:”

- "I know,” said Vanney, rather testily.
- “He wrote to me.”

The girl nodded.

...“1 gee. But I never knew mmeh about
Lim, and T never heard him speak of any

of his friends. My
father knew him a
long time ago—
they were boys to-
gether, but they
hadn’t met for
over twenty gcnm
Just before father
died, he happened
to meet Mr. Sten-
ning again, quite
by accident; and
since I had mo
other relatives liv-
ing, and father
and Mr. Stenning
had been such
clese friends
before they lost
touch with each
other, it was fairly
natural that he
should appointMr,
Stenning my
guardian. But I
only saw Mr. Sten.
ning three times,
and that was when
I was quite young.
He discharged all
his duties through his solicitors.”

“He often mentioned your name to me
when he wrote,” said Vanney. “I believe
that, behind the scencs, he took a great
interest in yow.”

He began to fidget with a pencil on his
desk, and she could not help noticing his
hands. They were rough and ill-kept, and
not at all the hands that one would have
associated with a millionaire—for Vanney
was reputed to be no less.

He appeared suddenly to become aware of
their defects, for he dropped the pencil and
hid his hands in his pockets.

“I had a very rough life in ‘Australia
before I made my fortune,” he volunteered.
“And I fear that, as guardian, I should be of
very little use to you. Now, of course, you
are old cnough -not to need looking after.
But if you would honour me with your
company at dinner one evening, Miss Mar-
lowe, I should appreciate the compliment.”

Bhe hesitated.

“If you want me to—-"

“You don't seem very keen,” he said.

She had to panse to think of a reply.

“I hardly go out at all,” she said at
length, nudyw:ls conscious of the flimsiness
of the excuse as soon as she had uttered it.

But Vanney did not appear to be at all
put out. He pulled a book towards him and
began to turn the pages.

“Very well, Misas Marlowe,” he said, with
a return to the gruffness of tone whick had
softened for a moment. *“That will be all,
then. You may go back to your work.”

She returned to Mr. Traill's room feeling
vaguely uncomfortable. She knew that her
refusal of Vanney's invitation had not been
an example of perfect tact, and that realisa-
tion was not a congenial one. There was no
logical reason that she could see why she
should have been so perverse, and she was
annoyed with hierself for having given way
so readily to an unaccountable feeling of
revulsion.

Mr. Traill was scribbling away indus-
triously, as usual. She had never discovered
what it was he wrote whem he was not
closeted with Vanney or dictating letters to
herself. The sheets were stowed away in a
drawer of his desk, which he locked when-

*ever he left-the room.
* “You are subdwed,” remarked Jimmy,

without taking his eyes of his work
“Therefore I deduce that' vou have been un-

Evidently Traill feared arrest.
He was packing his trunk
when Inspector Teal arrived.
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c !
willingly forced to admit that I am morc
truthfu fb_y nature than you had believed.”

She smiled, but he was not looking at her.

“1 owe you an apology,” she said. “You
warned me that I was making a fool of
myself, but I refused to be convinced.”

* Your apology is accepted,” said Jimmy
amiably.

He covered half a page of manuseript
while she transcribed a letter. :

‘' But,” said Jimmy, “if youre thinking
that one day I shall be revealed as the
brilliant and noble detective who, masquer-
ades as a criminal, caring nothing for his
own reputation and matrimonial prospects,
in order to nab the crook of crooks, it is my
duty to warn you that nothing so romantic
will happen. T'm all that Teal could call
me, and more, and the fact that I love you
will never alter that.” - E AL

He said this without the least chaige of
tone, so that it was fuily a minute before
she realised the meaning of the declaration
contained in his last senténce. When the
astounding point dawned upon her she
stopped tapping the typewriter and staréd
at Inm. = = =

Mr. Traill seemed blissfully ignorant of
the fact that he had in any way departed
from his usual style of conversation. While
she watched him in amazement, he wrote
three more lines, and then laid down his
pen and gazed at the ceiling with an air of
furious concentration.

8he did not know what to say, and so said
nothing. This was not difficult, for he did
not appear to-be expecting her to make any
comment. After a short period of scowling
ramination, he picked up his pen-again and
continued writing.

Pamela gazed hopelessly at a blank sheet,
of paper. The situation was impossible, but
Jimmy gave no sign that lie perccived any
incongruity in it.

“You are still subdued, Miss Marlowe,”
lie murmured, laying a closely-written page
aside and drawing a fresh sheet towards
kim. “I hardly imagine that the discovery
that I am in love with you would affect you
so decply, so I am left to conclude that
Vanney has asked you to meet him in a
social sort of way.”

“I don’t think it’s any business of yours,
Mr. Traill,” she began, and then he fooked
up at her.

“Did_he or did he not?”,

She finshed resentfully at bhis insistence.
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“What if he did?” countered a stubborm
Pamela

Jimmy fingered his chin.

“I was afraid he would,” he said. “The
morals of the modern employer are appall-
ing. You might remind me to dictate a
letter to the * Times’ about it. But I}l
Just a!.‘sk Mr. Vanney not to annoy you any
more. -

To her astonishment, he rose at once from
his desk and went into the next office. This
time she had no compunction about eaves-
dropping. But, strain her ears as she might,
she could make nothing of the faint, almost
inaudible murmur of voices.

In s few minutes Jimmy returned, and
his mormally unwrinkled brow wore a frown
that was not one of concentration.

“‘Mr. Vanney is inclined to be obstinate,”
he said. . “I hope I've convinced him of the
error of his ways, but if it occcurs again you
will let me know.”

8

QEORGE IN- EVENING DRESS.
-wE lot of a police-
man has become
- a happler wune
since some restless
brain discovered that
crimes can be classi-
fied according to 1ue
method of their com-
mission.

. There are men win
are aceustomed to enter houses other than
their own by way of the first floor window,
having scaled the pillars of the portico,
while others are wont to elamber up =
drain-pipe and admit themselves on the
same level at the back. Confronted with a
closed and fastened window, one man will
force back the catch with a thin-bladed
knife, while another will cut out a pane of
glass and insert hiz hand for the same pur-
pose. For opening locked drawers and cup-
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uses firearms in his work means that com-
paratively few burglars' go armed. From
the list of these men were climinated those
known methods of entering a house
ot correspond with the method used m
that case. The list was reduced again by
removing the names of those who, without a
serious divergence from their old habits—a
rare phenomenon among habitnal criminals
—would have solved the problem of the
locked till in a way other than that in
which it had been solved. The list
diminished steadly as the names it con-
tained were in turn tested by other charae-
teristics of the crime in question. .

Even with these precise methods, it is
usual for several names to be left over fcr
further serutiny, but in this instance the
accumnlatell evidence pointed with -the most
convineing certainty to one man.

*You menticned his name to me o’y the
other day,” said the man from the Records

EDGAR WALLACE has written another—

Thereatter he ignored her existence until
lunch time, but when &he had put on her
bat she found him holding her coat for her
—a courtesy which he had never offered
before.

““Miss Marlowe,” he said, “will you put
me in the same category as Vanney if I ask
you to lunch with me?”

She looked at him.

“I'd rather you explained yourself now,
she answered. “Am I intended to take that
remark of yours as a proposal or not?”

She had not meant to speak so curtly, and
the hurt that showed for an instant in his
eyes was an enforgettable reproach. Then
he smiled wryly.

“You are mot,” he said shortly. - “I
decline to give you the pleasure of refusing
me. And, on second thoughts, I'll withdraw
my invitation—for the same reason.”

He went back to his desk and took up his
pen. She opened her mouth to speak, but
Jimmy’s head was bent over his writing,
and Le had ceased to take any notice of Ler.

She left the room without another word.

Sergeant Jones, who was loitering incon-
spicuously on the corner of the block, saw
her come out. An hour later he saw her
return, but he wasted ancother sixty minutes

boards an instrument, known to the lay
public as a jemmy, and to the trade as a
“stick,” is used, and this may be of many
patterns, according to the ingenuity of the
owner, ranging from a simple chisel to a
beautifully-finished collapsible claw-ended
lever of tension ateel.

A glorified and super-efficient “stick,”
designed on the principle of the tin-opener,
has been successfuily employed to cpen the
flimsier kind of safe. Other safe experts
favour the wedge system; others, ‘n suitable
circumstances, will blow out Lhe lock witi
small charge of nitro-glycerine; a number
of skilled and painstaking individuals are
able to solve the riddle of a combination
lock with -the aid of a stethoscope; and the
potentialitics of the oxy-acetylene blow-
lamp have not been overlooked by the
élite of the profession.

Having skilfully entered certain premises,
there are men who work cautiously in ‘the
hope that they will not make enough noise
to disturb the rightful - inhabitant, while
others prefer to knock him on the head, tie
him up, and gag him. There are many who
always include an expedition to the pantry
in their raid, and they arc knowu by their
taste in food and drink; more than onte a
marked fancy for marmalade or cheese has

Office. “So I thought you would be in-
terested.”

“I am,” said Mr. Teal. *But I'd be still
mote interested if you could tell me where
he is.”

It was in a pessimistic apirit that he tele-
phoned an inguiry through to the inspector
in charge of F Division, ard therefore he
was not disappointed when it proved {ruit-

s8.
“‘The last time anything was seen or heard
of Counell,” F Division informed him con-

cisely, “was in July, two years ago.”

Mr. Teal, remembering his breakfast of
a fortnight ago, took his hat and coat and
went for a walk.

He ran his vietim to earth in a pubhe-
house near Victoria Station, and took the
next place at the bar.

“This is a pleasant surprise, Harry,” said
Mr Teal untruthfully, for ke had drawn
blank at several coverts before he found
his fox. “What’ll you have?”

“A bottle of champagne with you, Mr.
Teal,” said Long Harry.

“Two bitters, please, miss,” said Mr.
Teal.

He picked up his tankard and nodded
towards a vacant {able in a corner.

‘*Buppose we get out of the erowd, and
have a little talk,” he suggested, and Long

—gripping book-length novel for
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waiting for Mr. Traill to make a similar
excursion.

Inspector Teal, to whom the most trivial
details were always a matter of the most
tremendously absorbing interest, had posted
him there to report on the habits of the
clients and stafl of Vanney's, Ltd.; and
Sergeant Jomes was beginning to feel that
he had a personal grievance against Jimmy
Traill, for it was the fourth day in succession
that Mr. Jones had saerificed his own mid-
day meal in the hope of getting a chance to
observe Mr. Traill at lunch.

“He’s either dieting to keep his figure, or
he’s on hunger strike,” ‘Mr. Teal was told
that night. ‘“Anyhow, he's never heen out
for a bite during the day since I started
tailing him.”

Inspector Teal blinked once; but inwardly
he was chalking up Jimmy’'s mysterious fast
among the many other peculiar facts which
were catalogued'in his mind against the firm
of Vanney’s

been the clue that has sent a man away for
a compulsory sojourn in the country.

Accordingly, when a grocer in South
London was found lying, shot through the
heart, behind his counter, when the
assistant came to open up the shop in the
morning, with the till broken open and the
previous three days' fakings missing, the
man in charge of the case, before he allowed
anything to be moved, sent for the police
photographers. The pictures they took
were developed and printed in a few hours;
and these, together with the inspector’s own
copious notes, were sent immediately to that
department of Scotland Yard known as the
Records Office, where are catalogued in one
gigantic eard index all the known forms,
variations, and trimmings of crime, with
cross-references to the men who are known
to prastise them.

There then began a scientific process of
elimination.  The extra heavy sentence
which is alwavs re¢eived by a criminal who

Harry knew of old that when Mr. Teal made
such a request it was useless to refuse.

He followed the portly detective to the
secluded spot he had indicated, and they sat
down.

* Now ‘tell me about Connell,” said Mr.
Teal.

Long Harry scowled.

“I told you once I don’t know anything
about him.”

“But he did a job in Battersea last
night,” said Mr. Teal. “I thought- you'd
have heard—it's in the lunch editions.”

Long Harry shook his head.

“I don't know anything about it, Mnr
Teal,” he said.

“Now, I theught you would,” said Teal
dreamily. “The lunch editious didn’t say
Connell did it, but I was expecting you to
come along and tell me that. Either
Connell did it, or someone who knew his
methods inside ont arranged it so that
everything would point to Comnnell.”
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Harry grinned.

“If you're thinking I pulled that job to
frame Conuell, you're right up the spout.
I've got an alibi.”

The torpescent Mr. Teal felt in his waist-
coat pocket for a fresh bar of chewing gum.

“Then,” he remarked pensively, it seems

as if you must have done it.”
- “But this,” said Harry, “‘is a copper-
bottomed alibi. I spent last night in Marl-
borough Street Police Station. I'd been
entertaining some. friends, and we’d had
what you might call a sticky evening. It
took three policemen to get me there.”

Mr. Teal raised a reproving eyebrow,

“Drunk, I suppose,” he murmured,

““All three of them,” said Harry.

Inspector Teal ruminated in silence for
some moments, and then he said:

“Do you get drunk easily, Harry?”

“I can knock back a tank full and not
show it,” Harry bragged.

“Entertaining friends, were you?” said
Teal slumbrously. “Then you must have
come inte some easy money. I know how
fond you are of work, and you haven’t been
out of stir long enough to earm that much
honestly.”

“I got a remittance,” said Harry glibly.
“An uncle of mine, who went out to
Australia years ago, suddenly remembered
his poor, persecuted nephew in the old
country, and sent me a tenner.”

Mr. Teal went back to Scotland Yard very
little wiser than he had been when he left
it.

That afternoon an idea struck him. He
walked up the Embankment to Charing
Crocs, and lie was standing by a tobacco
kiosk when Pamela Marlowe left the offices
of Vanney’s, Ltd., and crossed the road to
the Strand Tube Station.

“Excuse me, miss,” said Teal, catching
hier up at the entrance to the subway.

It was not the first time she had been
spoken to by a stranger, and she would have

9

Hurried on, but something in the business-
like tone of his address -stopped her, and
she looked round.

She saw a big, red-faced, sleepy-eyed man,
of considerable girth, wearing a rather
noisy tweed suit, with a soft felt hat tilted
to the back of his head.

“I am Inspector Teal, of Scotland Yard,”
said that same, “‘and you might be able
to help me a lot, Miss Marlowe, if you'd just
step into that tea den with me and Lave a
chat.”

Over a cup of tea, at his request, she
repeated the history of her association with
Stenring and Vanney, in much the same
way as she had told it to Vanney himself.
Mr. Teal appeared to doze during the recital,
but as soon as she had finished he was ready
with a question.

“How did you get your job at Vanney'ss”

“Mr. Vanney wrote to me off his own bat.
He Lnew Mr. Stenning, aud he says that
Mr. Stenning had often spoken of me.”

!

Jimmy Traill advaneed
threateningly on the
driver of the other car.
“Clear off ! ** he ordered,
“and don’t come here

again.** ]

“What were you doing before that?”

‘Nothing. Father was always pretty well
off, and he left me everything he had.”

“And something went wrong?”

She nodded.

“Most of the monmey was in Claravox
Gramophoncs. Father put all his eggs in
that basket just before he died. The shares
were at about 450, but the promised divi-
dends were coloseal.” She smiled ruefully.
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' “If you remember, the fraud
I l was shown up two years ago,
y when Stenning died, and the
company went smash."”

! “I' remember,” said Teal.
“Claravox Gramophones was
oune of Stenning’s companies. I
guess that man must have held the
dud company record for this
country.”

He drank some tea, and cogi.
tated, with his eyes closed; and
his next query was a surprising
one.

“Does Jimmy ever make love to
you?”

“No,” she replied at once, and
wondered how she came to lie so
spontaneously, .

leal, however, seemed to have been anti-
cipating that answer.

“He “wouldn't,” he said. “Jimmy's a
clean crook. But what about Vanmey?*

“I've only seen him once, and then he
asked me to have dinner with him.”

“Is that so?” Teal opened one eye. “Did
you go?”

She shook her head. i

“It was only the other day. I put him
off, and he hasn’t mentioned it since.”

With that he seemed to have come to the
end of his intended interrogation, and she
took advantage of his silence to make an
inquiry of her own. a

“What did you mean when you said that
Jimmy is a clean crook?” she asked.

“Well,” said Mr. Teal judicially, “he’s a
crook all right. He doesn’t make any bones
about it. The reason he’s at large is because®
on the few occasions when le's left any evi-
dence behind him that could be used in
court, the injured parties have refused to
kick. Jimmy always makes pretty sure of
his man.before he robs him. To give him
his due, none of them have been particu-
larly desirable citizens, as far as one can
make out, but that doesn’t make him an
honest man.”

“Why do you think he does it?”

““For fun, I suppose. There are men with
a kink that way. Certainly not for money—'
he’s got a very good income of his own.”

Rhe was astonished at this revelation.

“Then why dees he work at Vanney's?”
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The girl put her ear to the door. In the
circumstances she had no compunction
about eavesdropping.

«And why, for that matter, did he work
for Stenning?” said Teal. ~“If you could
answer thosc questions, Miss Marlowe, you'd
save my mind a lot of hard wear. All I
know 15 that I smell trouble wherever
Jimmy's hanging around.” .

The implication did not make itself plain
to her at once, but when she had grasped it,
she stopped with her cup half-way to lher
lips, and etared. Z

“Do you mean Vanney's isn't straight?”
she said. N

“I've a good idea,” said Teal, “that
Vanney's is oue of the crookedest. shows in
the history of commerce. ~If Vanney's is
straight, I'm going to ask the Commissioner
to call in all the rulers in Scotland Yard,
and supply the clerical department  with
corkscrews.” =

He gazed at her in his drowsily placid
way while she digested this startling piece
of information, and his air of heavi—iiddcd
weariness did not prevent him ta ing - in
every detail. of her appeazance. She was
pretty—Mr .Teal, whe by mo. stretch of
imagination  could have heen called a
connoisseur of feminine beauty, would have
been blind if he had not tecognised that
fact. Nice cyes and mouth. A trim figure,
and well-chosen clothes  that suited her ta

perfection.  Mr. Teal thought that therc
would liave been some excuse for Jimmy,
anyw

ay. e
He 5:0113]11 of Jimmy.- Jimmy was dark
and pood-looking, an entertaiping com-
panion and a personality, Jimmy knew how,
{o wenr clothes, and he had a most engaging
smile. Maybe there would have been someq
cxcuse for Pamela Marlowe, Coe

“You scem to be rather interested in
Jimmy,” murmured Mr. Teal. “Are you in
love with him, by any chance?”

“No.” she replied promptly.
made_ you ask that?” . @

“It just eccurred to me,” said Inspector
Teal vaguely- %

‘After. n fow minutes more desultory con-
versation he left her. -

Those were turbulent. days for her under
their .superficial calm, and she was  be-
ginning to feel the strain. Consequently, it
Sas a most welcome relief for her when,
after dinner, the girl who occupied the next

“Whatever
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room in the house where she lived came in,
and suggested a visit to the pictures.

They went Ly bus to Piccadilly and
walked up Regent Street.

As they passed the back entrance of the
Piccadilly Hotel, two men in evening dress
came out, and one of {hem hailed a passing
taxi. They stepped ixf and were driven
awa;

One of the men she had recognised at
once, for it was none other -than Jimmy
Traill. His compamon had been a big,
heavy-featured man, with a small military
moustache, whose face scemed curiously
familiar

It required some minutes of concentration
before she could place him, but when she
had done so her involuntary gasp of amaze-
ment, startled her companion.

It was not surprising that she had not
been able to identify him at once, for the
Jast time she had secen him he had been
wearing a purple uniform decorated with

. buttons and braid of gold, and he answered

to the name of George.

A TRAP—A THREAT.
aupra walked on with her brain in a
P forment. She felt strangely dis-
imclined to embark on a lengthy
explanation of what had startled her, and
the other girl, after some futile altempts to
draw her, n\}apsccl into an offended silence.
1t seemed that she was destined to become
more and more lost each day in the network
of mystery of which Vanney's was the
centre, and no added complication seemed
to lead ncarer to a solution.

\What was the closely guarded secrct of
Vanney's, and what part was Jimmy Traill
playing in it? Everything she had scen ov
heard pointed to the secret being a sinister
one, and yet, however suspicious a character
Jimmy Traill might e, he had onc of the
least sinister personmalities that she had
ever met. But why did so many irregular
things mark the conduct of the office which
was-under-his supervision, and why, to cap
it all, had he been dining at the Piceadiily
with the porter—Ceorge?

‘Pamela’s brain seethed with unanswerable
questions for the rest of the evening, and
{he entertainment, which should have been
« means of forgetting the perplexities which
had worried lier for days, was spoilt for
her; but her adventures. were not yet
finished for that night.

She got home to find a note on the hall
table informing her that a man had_rung
her np twice while she had been out. While
she was rcading it, the telephone bell rang
again.

‘She went to the instrument with am in-
stinetive certainty that the call was for her,
and she was right.

“I am speaking for Mr. Traill,” said a
masculine voice. “An important deal has
heen concluded this evening, and, since the
other parly is leaving for the Continent
early to-morrow morning, Mr. Traill wishes
you to come round at once and make out the
necessary papers.”

“But— , .

«Mr. Traill asks me to say that he is very
sorry to trouble you ab this hour, but he
must ask you to come immediately. A closed
car is waiting for you at the corner of the
strect. Please come at once!”

Before she could reply, a click from the
receiver told her that the man at the other
end of the line had rung off. .

Pamela put the_ telephone down slowly,
biting her lip. In one sense there was
nothing , very estraordinary about  the
request. The circumstances were plausible,
and it was not unusual for impertant busi-
ness negotiations to be concluded over
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dinner, although such a thing had never
happened before while she had been at
Vanney’s. And Inspector Teal had said that
Traill 'was a clean crook, She might easily
have left without further deliberation, buf
she did not.

There were one or two things which she
could not understand, and they made her
pause. First, the messago which awaited her
when she got in told her that she had been
called at 9.30 and 10.30. If it was so im-
portant that papers should be made out
without delay, would they have waited so
long for her? Another stenographer should
have been obtainable; and, besides, Traill
was perfectly capable of working the type-
writer efficiently himself—she had seen him
do so more thau once. Secondly, when she
had last seen him, he had been with
George; and whatever the reason for that
intimacy, it was not likely that the janitor
would be present when business was being
discussed. And then, what was the reason
for the car? Apparently it had been sent
much earlier in the evening, so that its
arrival would coincide with the first attempt
to get her on the telephome, and yeb there
was no reason for Traill to have suspected a
sudden dearth of taxis’ in Kemsington.
Fillil‘.:l]y, why had he not spoken to her him-
self?

Making wp her mind, she picked up fhe

- telephone book and found Traill's number.

She called it, and his voice answered her

_almost immediately.

“Yes?”

“It's Miss Marlowe speaking, Mr. Traill
Did you ring up just now?™

“Certainly not,” said Jimmy.

She told him about the message she had
received, and he whistled.

“You can take it from me, it was a fake,”
he said. *'I don’t know who sent it, but I’ll
try to find out. You say a car is supposed
to be waiting for you at the corner?”

" Yes. - s

“g it still there?”

“Plk go and see.”

Ter room was in the front, on the first
floor, and she ran.quickly up the stairs.
Crossing to the window, she looked down,
disturbing the curtains as little as possible.
There was a car drawn up by the kerb two
doors away—a racy-leoking saloon.

«Tt's still there,” she said, retirming to
the telephone. L

“Good,” said Jimmy briskly. *Now, you
run aleng off to be(i., Misa Marlowe, and
forget it. And if you get any more mes
sages like that, give yourself {he benefit of
the doubt and don’t” make a move until
yow've confirmed them.. Incidentally, 1
don't know how you go to the office in the
mornings, but I should stick to the tube ot
bus if T were you. Funuy things have hap-
pened to taxis before mow. Good-night.”

She went upstairs, but she did mot un-
dress at once. Instead, she put on a heavy
coat, opened the window a little at the
bottom, and sat down beside it with a book.
She read inattentively, with one eye on the
car in the street helow.

Ten minutes later, a sports coupé droned
ronnd into the street, passed the waiting
car, and pulled in to the pavement directly
under her window, A man stepped out, and
stood for a moment lighting a cigarette,
and she recognised Jimmy Traill.”

He sauntered up to the other car and
opened the door. "

«Marmaduke,” said - Jimmy clearly,
“you're a bad boy. Go right home and
don't do it again.” =

The driver’s reply was inaudible, but she
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heard Jimmy speak again, and there was a
hard, metallic note in his voice.

““You lie,” said Jimmy. “You are afraid
of me, because you know that if I get
annoyed there isn’t a graft in the world

that’ll stop me showing it—unpleasantly.

Do what you're told.”

There was a muttered colloquy which she
couldu’t hear, and then Jimmy closed the
door and stepped back.

He watched the saloon out of sight, and
then walked back to his own car.

He stood beside it, scanning the windows
above him, and Pamela leaned out.

“It's all right, Miss Marlowe,” called
Jimmy cheerfully. “You won't be disturbed
again. Good-night, for the second time.”

He climbed into his car and drove off,
and she closed the window.

The next morning he seemed to have for-
gotten the incident, and when she thanked
him for disposing of the mysterious driver,
he appeared to have to concentrate intensely
before he could place the reference.

“Oh, that!” le said at length. “Do you
know you've broken a recordr”

She showed her bewilderment, and he
smiled.

“If'T put you in a book,” he said, “you'd
be the first heroine in the history of thick-
car fiction who has not cantered blithely
into the first trap that was set for her.
Tell me how you did it.”

She told him, ending up with the informa-
tion that she had seen him leaving the
Piccadilly with George, but he did rot
seem at all upset by this discovery.

_ “George and I are great friends,” said
Jimmy airily. ¥But perhaps you didn’t
know that I was a practical Socialist?”

“But he was in evening dress!”

It was no accident. They

sought Teal’s life. The big

car forced him into the
smash.
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Jimmy raised his eyebrows.

“Why not?” he demanded. “The only
difference was that mine was paid for,
whereas so far George has only beer able
to cough up the first instalment on his.
The hire-purchase system is really a fine
gift to democracy. George will own that
suit in three years, and the dicky and cufis
will be his very own in a couple of months,
Who are we to discourage George's efforts
to better himself#”

Presently he asked:

“Have you seen Teal lately?”

“He spoke to me in the street the other
day, when I was going home.”

“What did you talk abouts”

“Nothing in particular,” ehe said.
told me ore or iwo things about you.”

“T call myself something in particular,”
said Jimmy brightening,” “even if you
‘don’t. What did he say:”

““Oh, things.”

Jimmy looked at her.

“And do yeu wish to give notice!” he
asked.

“T don't think s0.”

“Good,” said Jimmy. “For those kind
words I'll be more gentle with Teal when
I see him again.” .

That afternoon there was a’ecaller, and
Jimmy frowned thoughtfully over the
cheaply printed card ~which the elerk
brought in. “Mr. Harold Garrot,” it said.

He went through to the waiting-room,
and a sallow, lanternjawed man, with
shaggy eyebrows and a blue chin, slowly un-
coiled his six feet six inches of lanky
length from a chair.

“git down, Harry,” said Jimmy affably,
“and shoot us the dope in your own time.
Also, you might whisper the important

“He
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passages, because the walls in this office are
very thin.”

Long Harry sat down, and put his hands
on his knees.

“Mr. Traill,” he said, “ you know who I'm
looking for ”

“I don’t,” said Jimmy.

“Connell,” explained Harry tersely.

Jimmy frowned.

“Is there a catch in this?” he demanded.

*“Am I supposed to say: © Who is Connell?"
ereipon. you sa ¢ Connellady eat
asparagus without dripping the melted

“butter down her neck? '—or something soft

like that. Because, if so, I'll buy it—but
let’s get it over guick.”

Long Harry leaned forward. .

“Traill,” he said, “you know me, and I
know you, and we both know Connell. But,
did you kmow that I'd just come out of
stir?”

“I read in the papers a couple of. years
ago that youw'd just gone in,” said Jimmy.
“How’s the old place looking®”

But Harry was not fecling conversational.

“Connell put me there,” he said ol ¢
never did that Bayswater job. Connell
shopped me, and I'm looking for Connell.”

Jimmy rose.

“Well,” he said briefly, “I'm afraid T
can't help you. Nobody's seen Conaell for
two years. Good-afternoon.”

He held out his hand, but Long Harry
ignored it.

“Next time you see Counmell,” said Mre.
Garrot, rising, “you can tell him I'm lay-
ing for him.”

“Good-afternoon,” said Jimmy again, and
opened the door. “Call in any time youlre
passing, but don’t stay long.”

He returned to his desk with a worried

/ (R
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air, for the return cf Long Harry seemed
to him to presage the beginning of
Vanney's,

tronblous times: for the firm of
Ltd.

A LIAR—AND DEATH!
& arEive of dis-

T 4 ppearances,

Mr. Teal,”
said Sergeant Barrow
—“I've been think-
ing. £

Inspector Teal fixed
his subordinate with
a basilisk eye.

‘“Not again?”
drawied with heavy sarcasm.

“What's more,” said Barrow, “I've been
talking to Jones and Records Office, and
T've got on to something that might intevest
you.

Teal waited. i 4 A

“About the time that Connell dis-
appeared,” said Barrow . earnestly, “Red
Mulligan also vanished. The last thing we
heard of Red, he was supposed. to be dying
of pleurisy. Red was the man who worked
the Finchley bank job. He and Long Harry
used to run bogcdmr, and they shared a
room in Depticrd. Connell made a - trio
when it suited him. Well, Connell dis-
appears, and a few days after-that we stop
hearing anything ahout Red I went down
to Deptford and made a few inquiries, but
all they could tell me was that Harry gave
out a story that Red bad got better and
goue out to Australia. Since when, nobody’s
seen or heard of him. Now, does a ‘man
who's been given up for dead get better as
quickly as that, and would he f’ump right
off his bed into a steamer, and shoot off
without saying a word to anyome? It's not
as il there was anything against him at
that time—he had a clean sheet.”

Teal nodded. k7

“That's worth thinking about,” he con-
ceded.

But it was not Inspector Teal’s practice
o make his thought processes public, and
he switched off almost immediately on to a
new line.

“Go out into the wide world, Barrow,” he
wid, “and find me an Australian.”

he
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After some search an Australian was
found, and Teal tock him out, bought him
beer, and invited a geography lesson. Then
he bought the Australian more becr, and
left_him.

He weut to Vanney's, and Jimmy saw him
at once.

“Mr. Vanney is engaged,” said Jinimy,
“Pbut all my time is yours. What can I do
for you to-day?” .
““I'm looking for a man named Cennell,”
said Teal,

“Everybody seems to be doing it,” sighed
Jimmy. “Only yesterday, we hpd a man
looking for him.”

“Long Harryf”
nodded.

“It’s. surprising how popular a man can
become, all of a sudden.”

“Connell’s wanted for the Battersea
murder,” said Teal.

Clearly Jimmy was surprised at this itenr
of news, but his surprise did not make him
any more helpful.

“Connell iz the myslery man of the
twentieth century,” said. Jimmy. ‘‘Sorry;
Teal, but yow've come to the wrong shap.
We broke off our partnership with Maske-
lyne’s years ago.” ¢

“There's * another thing,” said  Teal.
“We've got a man in for a bit of work
Curzon Street, and he’s made a confession
that might put us on lo a man we've heen
looking for for years. I won't go into
details, but 1 will tell you that 'm tem-
porarily stuck, and you’ might be able to
help me.” B

“Anything  within
Eustace,” said Jimmy.
Teal winced.
he point is,”

asked Teal, and Jimmy

reason,  Claude

“that this case
lin. The trouble
ie, we haven’t got the name of the man whe
was robbed, and 1'm wondering if Mr.
Vanney could save me the trouble of eabling
out to Anstralia for it. 1 believe he spent
sonie years in Melbourne.” g

“That is so,” said Jimmy.

“Then he might know the name. He's
one of the richest men in Melbourne, and
I'm told he’s got the swellest house in the
place. The man I've got couldn’t remember
the name, but he thinks it began with an

said T

i |
links up with one in Aust

Before Stenning could fire,
the gun was sent flying by &
shattering kick.
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<% He remembers that it’s a big, white
stone building at the top of ‘Collilis Bireet,
about. five minutes from Brighton Beach.
The family used to-dash down to the sea for
a dip every morning before breakfast, and
it was while they were out ou one of those
early swimming parties that the jewels were
taken.” 4 )

Jimmy looked doubtful,

“1t’s some time since Mr, Vanney was in
Melbourne,” he said.

“He couldn’t help knowing the place,”
said Tep! persuasively. “Collins Street’is
one of the Eig thoroughfares, and cverybody
kuows Brighton Beach, and this man’s home
was a show feature of the city.” -

Jimmy shrugged.

“I'll ask him,” he eaid, “but T doubt if
he can help you. Shall I write and let you
know what he sags®™ |

“1 can get a reply tclegraphed from
Melbourne quicker than that,” said Teal,
“Couldn’t you ask him now?”

“I'l see,” said Jimmy, and went, =

He was back in two minutes.

“Mpy. Vanney is very sorry, but he can't
remember the rame of the man. He knows
the house, of course, but he thinks that the
man’s name began with an M. "

“Thanks,” said Teal, and heaved his vast
bulk ‘out of the chair. “Sorry to have
troubled you.”

“Sorry to have been troubled,” said Jimmy

enially

Teal stopped Iw; the door. 3

“By the way,” he said,"“why lave yon
gone off your feed lately? Are you in love:™

Timmy smiled appreciatively.

“That was clever of you, Teal,” he ad-
wmitted. “I didn’t find out till a couple of
days ago that you were watching the place.
No, L don't liave luncheon these days.”

“Why?" asked Teal.

“Because,” said Jimmy fluently, “it is
Lent. In Lent, I give up luncheon, lum-
bago, lion-hunting, and liguorice.”

“1,» said Teal, “givé up lorgnettes, lecks,
leprosy, lynching, lamentation, lavender, -
and life preservers.” :

It was' the first time that Mr. Teal had
held his own with Mr. Traill in a verbal
encounter, and that, in the auspicious cir-
cumstances, put him in a very good humour.

He returned to Scotland Yard, and sent
again for Sergeant Barrow. )

“Did you look out all the papers cou-
nected withh the Stenning case, as 1 ‘told
you?” he asked.

Barrow pointed to a bundle recently
placed on Teal’s desk, but Teal preferred to
cut his work down to a minimum. If he had
tald Jimmy that he gave up labour through
the year, irrespective of Lent, wherever
possible, he would have been very near the
truth,

He leaned back, clasped lifs hands in an
attitude of prayer, closed his eyes, and said:

“Have you studied the case?”

Sergeant Barrow intimated that he had

done g0.

“Tell me about it,” said Teal.

Stenning’s death had caused a cousider-
able sensation at the time. His name was
well known in the City, and the deroga-
tory rumours which cireulated persistently
among the cognoscenti were not printed in
the newspapers, which were restrained by
the law of libel, and therefore did not reach
the majority of the public. Tt was not
until after Stenning’s death that all the -
facts of his nefarious career. were made
public, and then there was & panic among
the small investors. i .

Stenning was clever., For years he had
sailed perilously mear the wind, and had
found it a profitable procedure. But, with
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the passing of time,
the encouraging re-
collection of past suc-
cesses and the temp-
tation to increase his
income still further
by risking sailing
manceuvres closer anc
eloser to the wind,
had led him to form
companies of inereas-
ing instability. He
had ended up by
organising and direct-
ing a project which,
for the first time in
his carcer, was flag-
rantly fraudulent.

The result had been
- to raise his con-

jectured profits to the
seven - figure  mark,
although at his death
his estate was valued
at no more than
£10,000.

“No man,’ said
Sergeant Barrow,
“ever died at a more
convement time.”

Stenmning had

ssed over with all
sins  when his
ast, angd more ambi-
tious, scheme was tottering' on the dizzy
pinnacle of success. Ultimate discovery
was inevitable—though whether Stenning
realised that, and was banking on being
able to leave the country before a warrant
was issued for his arrest, or whether he
was too swollen with vanity to see his
danger, would never be known. Cer-
tainly, drunk with confidence, he had
ended wp by over-reaching himself; but
then he had died. As Sergeant Barrow
remarked, he couldn’t have timed his death
for a more suitable moment.

One night he had set cut from London
in an open car, accompanied only by his
secretary and his chauffeur, to keep a busi-
ness appointment at Bristol. According to
the cvidence at the inquest, the chauffeur,
Arthur Wylie, had attempted to take a
corner too fast on a lonely stretch of road
between Basingstoke and Andover. The car
Tad skidded and overturned. The secretary
and chanffeur were flung clear, but Stenning
had been pinned underneath the wreckage,
and before either of the other two could go
to his assistance, the car had burst into
flames, so that it was impossible to approach
it. The car was reduced to a heap of twisted
scrap-iron, and of Stenning there remained
nothing but a corpse charred beyond recog-
pition, and identified only by a rting, a
wateh, and a bunch of keys. The chauffeur

leaded inexperience, and it was found that
Ee had only held a driving licence for six
months.

On the evidence of James Traill and the
chauffeur a verdict of “*Accidental death ”
was returned, and Stenning was buried in
dighonour, for upon his death the full story
of all his shady transactions was made
public. But, of the millions he was reputed
to have amassed. in the course of his career
as a swindler, no trace conld be discovered.

“That’s the story,” said Sergeant Barrow.
“But what's it got to do with Connell”

“Nothing, and at the same time overy-
thing,” answered Mr. Teal enigmatically.
“And now, if you will listen carefully, I'll
tell you a little joke.”

Sergeant Barrow produced a smile.

“The joke,” said Mr. Teal, “is about a
man who says that he lived several years in
Australia, and who gives Melbourne as his

last address. 1 asked him_ if he could
identify a house at the top or Collins Street,
five minutes from Brighton Beach, aud 1
told him how the people who owned the
louse used to run down to the sea for a
bathe before breakfast.”

Sergeant Barrow’s forehead puckered.

“I'm very sorry, Mr. Teal,” he said, ““but
I don’t see- it.”

“Suppose,” said Teal dreamily. “that I
told you that T'd got a beautiful louse in
Kensington Gardens overlooking the * Em-
bhaukment. What would you say then:”

“I should say you were a liar, Mr. Teal,”
said Sergeant Barrow diffidently.

Inspector Teal seemed. te smile "in  his
sleep. i

“I said nothing so insulting,” he mur-
mured. “In fact, i said nothing at all. But
since the Australian you found me gave me
his' word that Brighton Beach was at least
ten miles away from the top of Collins
Street, Melbourne, T think T was justified in
thinking a lot.”

DANGER LOOMING.

! AKE a letter,”
I said Jimmy.
“To the

Editor of the * Times.”
Sir.  The impudent
presumption of the
modern employer is a
menace to the morals
of the ' community.
Stop. The other day,
I was applying for the post of secretary
to an American business man who was
opening ‘a branch in London. Stop. Find-
ing my qualifications' and references satis-
factory, he then asked me how much I

wanted. Stop. ‘Four pounds a week,” I .
said. Stop. ‘< With pleasure,” he replied.
Stop. “ Certainly not,” I retorted. . Stop.

Can nothing be done about this? Stop. 1
am, etcetera, Harassed Stenographer. I
wonder why they never print my letters,”
added’ Jimmy. . %

“Because,” said Pamela Marlowe calmly,
“I never send them.” s ’

Jimmy regarded her seriously.

“*Why not:”
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Tralll found
the room in
complete dis-
order. Some-
one had made
a thorough
search.

“Because, although they are amusing, 1
don’t feel justified in waut'mﬁ Mr. Vanuey's
stamps sending out letters which the Editor

would certainly put in his waste-paper
basket.”

“Are you the manager?” inquired Jimmy
frostily.

“*No.”

“Well, don’t talk like a fool.”

Pamela said nothing, and he wondered
why. Five minutes later le caught her
smiling a smile of secevet delight, and dis-
covered the reason.

But towards lunch-time there was a slack
period, and during that she risked losing
the advantage she had gained.

“What did Mr. Teal mean by talking
abont Mr. Vanney making childish attempts
to kill him?" she asked, and Jimmy put
down his pen and leaned back comforiably.

“Owing to the recent boom in detecti
fiction,” he explained claborately,
public have come to regard it as essential
that their detectives should lead daugerous
lives, in imminent peril of crafty assassi-
nation. To meet the popular demand, the
proprietors of the leading newspapers have
been, compelled to organise privale squads
of thugs, who at intervals attempt the life
of a well-known detective, and thereby
provide headlines for the front page. The
detectives, of course, being publi: servants,
take this all in good part, but they do
insist on a certain standard of efficiency
about the murders, and when the attempt is
below par they feel annoyed. - Naturally,
any self-respecting “detective would object
to being killed in any of the crude, old-
fashioned ways.”

“Very amusing,” snid Pamela tartly, “but
I am not a child, Mr. Traill.”

“You deprive yourself of an excuse,” said
Jimmy. “Inquisitiveness is pardoned ir
children.”_

Pamela flushed.

“T suppose, then, you plead infancy as an
excuse for yourself #*

T am no ordinary man,” said Jimmy.

She raised het eyebrows,

“Does it occur to you that 7 may be ngq
ordinary girl?”
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“Tt had occurred to . me,” said Jimmy
coolly. “Exstraordinary is the word.”

e resumed his writing, and she regarded
him coldly for som2 moments. Then—

“1 don’t know what you are, Mr. Traill,”
she returned, “but I do kuow you're the
only one of it. If you lose your job here
you onght to be able to get a job from any
cireus manager.”

“Tt has ocourred to me,’ said Jimmy,
without looking up. “I've often wanted to
iravel around with a freak show. Will you
go into parinership with me and be the
exhibit £

Pamela Marlowe went back to her table,

slammed back the typewsiter carriage,
rattled in a sheet of paper, and began to
pound away with unnecessary violence.
. M. Traill finished the page e was work-
ing on, with a flourish, rcad it through,
and placed it at the end of a thick wad of
papers, which he disinterred from a drawer.
He ral‘lm‘ed the bundie, locked the drawer,
put his feet on the desk, as was his us
habit when he had nothing te do, lighted a
cigarette, and smdked meditatively.

" Miss Marlowe,” he said presently, “are
you very annoyed

“Ne,” said Pamela. “1 mever expected
anything better from you.”

Jimmy tfook his feet off the table sud-
denly and smiled. It has already been mén-
tioned that he lad & most engaging smile.
e left his chair and came and stood
beside her.  ©

«Pamela,” he said, holding out his hand,
“let’s call it a day.”

“Very well, Mr. Tra
went on with her work.

1,” snid Pamela, and

Jimmy looked at the hand she had
studionsly ignored, sighed, and returned to
his desk.

After that he did no more writing, and
spent his idie moments with his feet on the
table, smoking jnnumerable -cigarettes, and
staring at the ceiling with a frown indica-
five of furieus cerebration.

‘He had lunch that dag with two friends,
and the conversation was not pnrﬁcuiarly
inspiring. It was not tntil the end of the
mieal that he ehose to liven things up.

Then he pushed away his plate, lighted a
cigarette, and Dblew owk a long stream of
smoke.> o

“RBoys,” he said, “we have fortified our-
colves with an excellent lunch. Our friend
Connell has demonstrated a hidden talent
for cheffery which has been a most. delight-
ful surprise; and the brandy is on the side-
board, in case any of you want bracing up
another mnotch. Help yourselves, if you
{hink you need it, because T've got a shock
for- yon.” F

e paused, inhaling comfortably.

Connell accepted the suggestion, but the
other man did not move.

“The first .point,” said Jimmy, settling
bimeelf, “is that mow is the time for all
bad men and true to realise thaf this party
is liable to break up without notice. T knew
we were on to a big thing, bub I never saw
that it was going to turn out as big as this.
Frankly, I think we've bitten off a lot more
than we can clew, and this is where the
ise bird starts thinking about his get-
away.”

.
The othier two said nothing. Clearly,
Jimmy had only voiced their own thoughts.

“Tha zecond poinf,” Jimmy went on, is
that. after all the trouble we've taken, we
should go down to history as a set of prize-
pikers if we beab it now. The boodle
chould all be in within & week now, and if
we can only keep our nerve and hang on,
we've got a sporting chance of scooping_ the
kitty. The pool jsn’t as large as it might
pave been. but that’s not our fanlt. We're
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being rushed on the last lap, and we've got
te make the best of it.”

He blew two smoke rings and watched
them float npwards. )

“Maybe you haven’t realised how short
our time’s getting,” he said. “Teal's on to
ns—that’s a cert. He caught us all nicely
on the hop the other day over that Mel-
bourne inquiry. I had to let it go thro gh
because if I'd tried to stall him off it'd only
have made him hotter and it wouldn’t have
made any difference in the long rum.
was only a matter of turning a suspicion
into o certainty. Teal knows mnow that
Vanney's a fake as far as his Australian
carcer is concerned, anyway, but that's not
a crime in itself. But there ave one or two
other things.”

Jimmy ill stood up. He had taken
over thi chairmanship of the mecting quite
naturally.

“There's been some funny stufi about
Connell and Long Harry, and it's mew on
me. Harry was shopped for busting a house
in Bayswater. Anyway, Harry said he was
shopped, and he said it in a way that makes
me wont to believe him. Te's just out of
Pentonville, and he thinks Connell shopped
him, and he's looking for Connell.  And
Teal told me ‘the other day that Connell
was wanted for a iob in Battersea. Now,
T know Connell didn't do that job. There-
fore Conmmell’s been framed, too. Now,
what’s the point of all {his framing busi-
ness?”

Te looked siraight
nel}, growled.

PHarry must have shopped me,” he said.

(et {hat idea right out of your head,
Connell.” advised Jimmy. “ieal knew
Harry thought you shopped lim in Bays:
water, and the first thine he'd think of
swouid be that Harry might have tried to
return the compliment and sliop vou. Teal
must liave had something to make him quite
certain that Harry didn’t do the Battersea
job, or else he’d have had Harry inside in
a brace of shakes.”

Jimmy canted wp his
his lips, and get his hands
trouser pockets. e

“Even that” le remarked, “is mo
particular affair of mine. I just put
it up to you to think over in your spare
time. But the last two points are per-
sonal. First of all, this business of try-
ing to bump off Teal has got to stop. I
don’t know how it was arranged, hub
Teal said it had been tried, and Teal
doesn’t binff that way. 1 may be all
corts of crook, but T don’t fancy swig:
ing at dawi. Get that. If Teal makes
any more complaints of that sort, James
Traill goes out of this partnership at

at Connell, and Con-

cigarette between
deep in his

" 3
n"r[.‘(i[e oflier two said nofhing, bk
Ji had mot been

@ a reply. He

he said,
«gny monkeying about
with Miss Marlowe will
also stop. T've let you
off once, James Arthur
Vanney, but don’t
tmow if I made it quite
plain, then, that the
next time it happens
you will not be let off.
That’s all.”

Tho bearded man
came to his feet slowly.

“Are you running
this -show by yourself?”
he asked.

“At the moment—and
in this matter—yes,”,
said Jimmy.

He found MIss Marlowe
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James Arthur Vanney turned to the third
member of the party.

“And what have .you got to say?” h
demanded. you & s &

“I “agrce with Jimmy.
gerous.” £

The bearded man’s fist came down on the
table with a crash.

« And I say,” he blustered, “that if either
of you interfere with my private dealings
with that girl, I'll quit the show.”

The third man got to his feet also.

‘And if you quit the ghow,” he said
quietly, “I might have a little tale to tell
Tuspector Teal abont the mysterious Mr.
Vanney.”

Ti]u: bearded man looked vound, savage-
eyed.

“If it comes to telling tales,” lie eaid, “I
guess I could tell as many as anyone. You
wouldn't dare risk it.”

Jimmy flicked his cigarette into the fire-
place. B

“Nor would you dare tisk it, my man,”
he eaid smoothly. “Think it over, and
while you're thinking just remember that
it isn’t only Inspector Teal you've got to
be afraid of. I might get you first.”

Jimmy's tone was perfectly quict, but he
never took his gaze off the other’s face, and
the bearded man saw musder in Jimmy
Traill’s eyes. .

It's too dan-

A CUNNING MOVE.
2. Tear had dis-
covered long
ago that he
was the plaything of
a peculiar destiny. — A—
Whenever he was en- )
gaged on o big case. i
when once the pr
liminary trifling and
ferreting abomt was ,

R

He gripped his pistol 2



nell’s great arms. That was enough}
madly forward,

|
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done, things had a habit with him of mov-
ing with well-oiled precision and alarming
gwiftness. Mr. Teal, in his leisure moments,
attributed to this fact his ponderous and
gomnolent disposition—for, he pointed out,
nobody less stolidly constituted could have
stood the strain.

It was so with the Vanuey case.

There came a day when Mr, Teal felt that
he had disposed of every detail of the pre-
liminary investigation, and there was no-
thing left for him to do but
to sit down and wait for
the other side to make a
move, which would provide
him with a way oub of this
temporary impasse.

He said as much fo the
Chief Commissioner, Sir
Brodie Smethurst, and the
istant Commissioner, Mr.

conference

vate
Jasted until the
of the merning:
agreed with
Criminal In
partment is j

lons of its §
dence upon

Teputation.
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which a layman would act without hesita-
tion, is sifted and contemplated with a
suspicious and cautious eye, for Seotland
Yard prefers to bide its time aud take no
action until the possibility of failure has
been bronght down to an irveducible mini.
mum. The net is sprend, and it is
spread so effectively that only a genius
could find a way out of it. There have
been geniuses in the history of crime,
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but they are rare, and the police routine is
not designed 1o cope with du‘m.

“T think I've got Vanney's where I want
them,” said Teal. “If T have, they are
safe, anyway. I'd rather not risk making

a fool of myself and the Department by
acting before I've got all the threads in my
hands, and T can afford to lay a thousand
to one on getting my conviction.”

the moment?*

“YWhat's their graft at
asked Kennedy, and Inspector
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several typewritten sheets of paper which
he haunded over for perusal.

“That's a confidential- report from Stan-
forth and Watson,” he said. ‘Stanforth
and Watson are handling a lot of Vanney's
business. They'd had their doubts about it
for some time, and when T started making
ingniries they wanted to chuck it up alto-
gether. I asked them to carry on to help
us, and promised them we'd see that every.
thing was all right for them when it came
to the show-down. Eventually they agreed.
You will find all the particulars here—it’s
the old bucket-shop game, but done more
brilliantly than it's been donme for years.
Stenning was the last expert we had, and
this is in the old tradition.”

" The Chief Commissioner looked up from:
the report.

“It's very reminiscent of Stenning,” he
agreed. .

Teal nodded.

“It’s Stenning to the life,” he said.

“He died right on his cue, that man,”
put in Kennedy. )

“He did,” said Teal grimly. “It suited
some people I could mention, -down to the
ground. I've got a feeling that if Stenning
came to life again it’'d mean a lot of trouble
for the firm of Vanney.”

He left the Commissioner’'s house at
Regent's’ Park as the clocks were striking
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three, and drove away in his miniature car
towards his own medest lodgings near Vie-
toria.

The grotesquencss of the association of
his mammoth bulk with that microscopic
sutomobile had never struck him, but a
more practical argument against it was
forced upon his notice ten minutes later.

Piceadilly, at that hour, was almost de-
serted, and Inspector Teal, in defiance of
speed limits, betrayed his satisfaction with
the way the Vanney case was going, by
allowing the lightness of his heart to mani.
fest itself in the heaviness of his foot on the
accelerator. He was doing nearly thirty-
five miles an hour as he came level with the
Ritz, but even so a big limousine purred up
level and passed him effortlessly.

Inspector Teal had been cuilty of allow-
ing his thoughts to wander, and he was
brought rudeiy back to carth by a sudden
vision of the big car sheering in to the
kerb directly across his front wings.

Faced with the alternative of erashing
into the side of the car in front, Teal
wrenched the steering round to the left, for-
getting that he had no more than two feet
of road on that side in which to maneuvre
He realised his
columns, which carry the front of the hotel
over the pavement to the edge of the road,
leaping towards him. He tried to swing the

00D NEWS! Good news! Another
new noyel-length story by EDGAR
WALLACE is on its way to you! |

am delighted to be able te make this
announcement. Mr. Wallace’s work s
eagerly sought after by the world’s keenest
publishers, and even he—prolific writer that
he is—has his limit. For one cause and
another he has to refuse many commissions.

So it is good news for every reader of
The THRILLER that the Master af
Mystery is to be with us once more. Asa
matter of fact, Edgar Wallace has a soft
spot for our new journal., He feels it fills
a gap in the ranks of periodical publications,
and puts him in contact with a new and
wider public. Wider, without doubt! The
gigantic circulation figure reached by our
carly issues prove that it finds favour with
every section of the community.

Next week | hope to be able to give you
more details—possibly the actual date—of
the reappearance of Mr. Wallace. 1 will
ask J. G. Reeder to investigate the matter
and ascertain all the facts.

Meanwhile, how about this “ Story of 2
Dead Man ™7 lsa't it splendid? 1 have
just been lunching with Leslie Charteris,
and telling him that when this issue has
been perused By my readers he will have
secured a legion of friends and admirers,

GOOD NEWS!

Letters to the
Editor should be
addressed to
“ The Thriller "
Office. The
Flestway House,
Farringdon
Strezt, London,
EC4.

THE EDITOR
GREETS YOU

I do not ask you if I am right. 1 know
it! Nevertheless, 1 shall be glad to have
your exact opinions if you care to write
to me.

About next week. In our fifth issue |
am going to introduce yet another authar.
His name may be unknown to most of you,
but not to me. He has for years past
written mystery stories of consistently high
standard, but until now has hidden his
identity under a nem-de-plume. 1In * The
Man Who Quit™ you will find and appre-
ciate a book-length mystery story above
the average in quality. At the same time
th it

] is swift and and
will supply you with thrill upon thrill.

Many complaints have come to hand from
people who have not heen able to secure our
first three issues, This unfortunate state
of affairs could have been avoided had they
placed a definite order in advance for The
THRILLER with their newsagent.

Be wise. Order now.

Yours sincerely,

it

mistake as he saw the.
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car round again, but it was toc late; and
in an instant the near front wheel- tonched
the kerh and the steering wheel was
wrenched out of his hand. The car piled
itself up against the stone with a crash.

Shakily, Teal picked himself up out of
the road, where the force of the collision
had hurled him. By some miracle he was
unhurt, though the car was a wreck. The
car which had caused the accident was
\-nnishin% in the direction of Hyde Park
Corner, but the tail light was cut and it -
was impossible to see the number.

He saw his car_removed, with difficulty,
to a nearby garage, and went home in a
taxi. It was not the first time that an
atfempt had been made on his life, and he
was inclined to take these things philoso-
phically. But on this occasion he was
annoyed, for the accident, and the conse-
quent necessary arrangements for the dis-

sal of the ruins, had deprived him of two

ours’ sleep.

The next morning, however, found him in
a good humour, for his escape of the night
he?ow: seemed to him, by all precedent, to
mean that the case was entering on its last
hectic stages; and he was almost cordial
to the long-suffering Sergeant Barrow.

“T think most of the facts about Vanney’s
are taped out now,” said Teal. “I've mnde
a list of them in chronological order, and
the list spells something to me.”

He took a small notebook from his waist-
coat pocket, marked a place with his thumb,
and handed it over.

“Take a look at that.”

Sergeant Barrow read the mently tabu.
Iated entry:

1927 Traill wanted in Paris.
1927 Traili wanted at Nice.
1928 February. Traill engaged by Stenning,

1928 July. Conneli and Mulligan dis-
appeared.

1923 August. Stenning killed.

1929 April. Traill commissioned house
for Vanney.

1929 June. Vanney arrived from Mel-

bourne, took possession of
house, and opened the
firm of Vanney.

“You seem to conmect Vannmey up with
Stenning,” remarked Barrow, when he had
finished, and Inspector Teal closed his eyes,
and smiled beatifically. .

“T didn’t do that,’ he replied. “Sten-
ning did it himself.”

The next development came some hours
later.

Teal had returned to his office after
dinner, and he’ was still working at ten
o'clock, when a messenger entered.

“There's a question through from ‘C°
Division,” said the man. *“ Connell’s been
seen in Soho to-night, and they want to know
whether they’re to pull him in or tail him,
or what.” .

«Tail him till T arrive,” said Teal briskly.
“I've got an idea.”

He spent twenty minutes in nnother
room, and when he emerged the change in
his appearance was amazing. The modern
detective does not rely on auch crude dis-
guises as false beards. Instead he ping his
faith to the creation of atmésphere. In a
certain room at New Scotland Yard is kept
a file of photographs of representative men
of different trades, and the minutest details
of their babits and characteristics are
chronieled

Teal, suiting his disguise to the frame-
work on which he had to build, had adopted
the character of a shady racecourse hanger.
on. He changed his sober blue serge suit
for a loud check, hung a massive watch
chain across his middle. selected spats, and
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put them ou over a pair of pointed,
yellowisli shoes. On each hand he put a
ring, and fixed a diamond pin in the wrong
part of & flashy tie. To his face he did
little—a skilful darkening of the eyebrows,
a broadening of the face by the insertion
in the mouth of rubber pads designed ‘for
that purpose, and the attachment of a
bristly monstache, was sufficient.
Regretfully he discarded his chewing gum,
and put four cigars in, a pocket of his waist-
coat. He took a bowler hat of the wrong
kind, o pair of lemon-coloured gloves and a
silver-knobbed ebony  walking-stick, an
inspected the ensemble in a full-length
mirror. Certainly, he was transformed.
At Marlhnroug{ Street Police Station he
was told that the last report from the men
who were keepingi] track of Connell had
placed him in a public-house in Shaftesbury

Avenue. Arriving there, Teal was met by
a detective, who told him that their man
had moved on to a night club.

The other detective was lounging against

*] want every man yoh'va got, armed
and at the double,”” rapped Teal.

the side of a taxicab outside, talking to the
driver. The sign he gave Teal would have
been unnoticed by a casual observer, but it
was sufficient. Teal went. in. He had ne
difficulty in this, for in his pocket was a
collection of membership cards, which would
have gained him admittance to any night
club in London.

He saw his man as soon as he entered the
room and established himself in a corner a
few tables away.

Sipping the drink which was bronght him,
he watched Connell covertly.

Connell was there without any attempt at
disguise. Gathered together at his table
were three or four men whose appearances
were decidedly against them. Two of them
Teal recognised. ere was the wusual
leavening of “dancing partners.”

The party was a hilarious one, and
Connell was lcading every outburst of merri-
ment, Every drink was on him—one round
had hardly arrived before he was shouting
for another—and he paid for them from a
huge roll of Bank of England notes.

“Drink up!” he shouted at intervals.
“T'm on a good thing, and this is my night
out.”

Teal watched for an hour, and when the
party quictenedadown into a sodden stupor
lie judged that it was his turn to fake a
hand.

Taking a pencil and an envelope from his
pocket, he scribbled a mote: “If you want
to make some mere easy money, don't say
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anything to anybody, but follow me out of
here.”” % *: Eoiziia he k

“Slip-thet to the gentlemay over there,”
said Teal to a nassing waiter, and poiuted
cut Connell,

Connell read the note, and Teal - caught
his eye. Then the detective rosc'and walked
towards the exit. 5

Connell caught him up in the strect.

“What's this?’ he demanded thickly,
brandishing the envelope.

Teal took it from him. .

“T want you to do a job for mie,” he said.
“There’s o place just up the road where we
can talk without being disturbed. It's
wortl a hundred to you. Are you on?”

Connell swayed and steadied himself.

“Let’s hear,” he said, and Teal took his
arm and walked him up the road.

In half an hour Connell was back at the
club calling for more drinks, but Teal did
not return, He went back to Scotland
Yard, changed into his ordinary elothes and
went home to bed.

He retailed the encounter to Sergeant
Barrow the next morning.

“I asked.him if he “conld drive a car,
and he said e could. Then I asked himr if
he could do tricks with one, and he asked
me what T meant. I told him I'd got a
down on a man and I wanted him messed
up in an accidental sort of way. * This
man’s given his chauffeur notice,” I said,
“and I can get you the job, references and
all, in any name you like. If you're a fool,
yowll land yourself for dangerous driving ;
but if yowre clever, maybe, you can get
away with it and draw the hundred I'm
offering.” He was in a boastful mood, and
Tie said he could make a car cat out of his
hand and turn somersanlts, just when he
wanted to. I arranged to mect Jim at the
same place in two days’ time, with the
money, and that was that.”

“And?" prompted Sergeint Barrow.

« And,” said Mr. Teal, with languid satis-
faction, “I think that tells me all I want
to know about the past history of Mulligan;
and how Stenming managed to die sv
successinlly.” :

Altogether it was a successful twenty-
four hours for Mr. Teal, for a few minutes
later the man he had set to tail Connell
home arrived with his report, and another
mystery was well on its way to solution.

Mr. Teal now had a very good idea why
Jimmy had stopped going out to lunch, and
this further progress increased his convic-
Eon that things would shortly commence to
um,
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THE BREAK. '

1 twelve o'clock
A cna - certain
mornifig,

Jimmy Traill made
. & deersion.

He came {o thid,
decision at the end of
twenty - four  hours’
unbroken  delibera-
tion. The question

itsell had haunted him for eighteen of those
hours. In the office he had been moody,
going about his work with “his usnal
efficiency, but the air of devoting to it no
more attention than was absolutely ncces-
sary, while ali the spare cnergy of his mind
was simultaneounsly devoted to this far more

" important thing, of which Le said nothing.

Wien he was not working, he sat back in
his chair, lighting cigarette after cigarette
and scowling darkiy about him. His manner
had changed. Osmsiunnll{ he essayed a
jest after his old fashion, but most of the
time he was too preoceupied with this other
trouble to waste a moment in unnceessary
conversation.

Pamela  Marlowe  diagnosed  these

symptoms as the proof of a misspent night
Lefore; but in this she was wrong, for the
night before did not occur uutil the night
after., Jimmy had gone back to his flat in
Cheyne Walk, and covered miles of ground
pacing u{) and down his rcom until the sky
ontside his window was palely luminous
with the first light of dawn Then e had
bathed, shaved and changed, and gone out
for a walk. He arrived at a restaurant in ~
time for breakfast with the decision he had
to make theoretically made, but it remained
to' decide whether it was possible to carry
it out, &
" He spent more howrs deliberating this
point,” drawing futurist designs on a picce
of hlotting-paper, and occasionally making
a note, regarding it with a thoughtfnl and
eritical air, and carefully erasing it.

The decision was finally made at twelve
o'clock, and with the removal of nncertainty
and the arrival af a definite plan of cam-
paign - he ‘brightened perceptibly. The
pencil went flying- across the room into a
corner, the blotting-paper was screwed up
into a ball and hurled into the waste-paper
basket with ghe gesture of a challenger
throwing down the gauntlet, and his feet
returned to their usual position en top of
the desk. 4

“P've got it,” said Jimmy {riumphantly.

“Badly, I should say,”. agreed Pamela,
but he refused to be suppressed.

“Since lunch “time yesterday,” he ex-
plained solemnly, “I have been tormented
by visions of helpless orphans struggling to
make their way in the world, with no mother
to spank them, and no father to borrow
fivers from. It isn't only that, it’s the
neglect. I mean, think of the number of
orphans whose parents never. write to them,
and—and—well, T think something ought to
be done about it. Don’t you?” -

“Are you going to start an orphanage?”
she asked.

Jimmy stroked his chin.

“Not exactly,” he replied gravely. “I'm
starting a fund for distressed orphans, and
the fund will be used to help deserving cases
to end their days in the luxury to, whicly, the
hardships of their early years have entitled
them. I am an orphan,” he added absently.

Clearly he was bursting with some big
scheme, but he. was too intent upom it to
waste time claborating any more fantastic
explanations. - _—

“First,” he said-briskly, “T think T shall
require a lawyer. - How does ene find a good
lawyer#? - -

“There’s Mr. Standish,” she suggested. .
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“I said a good lawyer,” replied Jimmy.
“I've got to find 2 man who can tell me how
to be legally dishonest, if I have to knock
on every solieitor’s door in London.”

He chose his man by the simpie expedient,
of opeming the teicphone directory at
random, and scanuing the columus for the
name of a solicitor. He founu one very
yuickly, and telephoned for an appoiutment,

“Sing me a song about this and that,”
said Jimmy cheeriully, and the solicitor
was visibly shocked.

“Explain your business in terms that I
can understand,” suggested the solwitor
stiffily, “and I might be able to help you."

Jimmy sobered down and put his hypo-
thetical ease bricfly and cleal!]_y.

The lawyer expounded the law. Jimmy
listened carefully, made some notes, asked
one oF two questions, and was satistied. He
paid the fee in cash.

“Thanks very much for your heip,” saul
Jimmy, risiug {o go.

“Not at all,” sad the legal authenity.
“But "—a shght irown crossed his fore-
head as he looked at Jimmy—"if yeu will
forgive me saying so, your questions were
rather extraordinary. You appear to be a
most unusual young man, and I should be
sorry to sce you in trouble, I wonder if yon
will allow me to give you a word of advice,
Mr. Thomas?”’

“Carry on,” said Mr. Thomas, whom
Jimmy had found hefore to be a cenveni-
ently inconspicucus person.

“You appear te want to sail as near’the
wind as possible,” said the solicitor. *“In
thé question you have asked me, you have
given me some indication of your motive
for doing so. It is one that I can under-
stand and sympathise with; but at the same
time I feel that 1 ought to warn you that,
even with the best of moral justification,
the game is rarely worth the eandle. It
is s0 easy to makc mistakes, and if you
make a mistake you will be very much worse
off than you can possibly be at present.”

Jimmy nodded. i

“Thanks again,” he gaid frankly. *“I
know that I take a risk, and I think it
worth taking. I came to consult you in
order to eut down the chances of my making
such a disastrous mistake as you have
hinted at. If youw've got any more prac.
tical advice on the subject ® give, I shall
be glad to take another quarter of an hour
of your time.” g

“I've told:you everything there is to be
told,” said the scliciter. “The fate of your
enterprise now rests entirely with your-
self.” |

Jimmy went back to the office feeling
more light-hearted thau he had felt for
days. He entered the room whistling, spun
his hat adroitly to its p(‘i. plumped down
‘in his chair, and rang the bell marked
“Becretary.”

“Take a letter,” ho s#id.  “This is to
Roiands & Battersby, 240, Threadneedle
Street. Dear Sirs,—With refefence to your
advertisement of a thousand-tom ocean-
going motor-cruiser, in the current issue of
“Yachting,” I'll buy the darned thing at
the price mentioned. Paragraph. I under-
‘stand that the said hooker is at present
lying in Sowthampton Water. Stop. You
will kindly rake up a crew, shove them on
Board, and tell them to shoot the old tub
along to Gravesend. Stop. This must he
-done immediately, as T am likely to be
‘leaving with d party on short notice. = Stop.
Communicate these instructions to - South-
ampton by telephone, and drum it into the
‘fat heads of the big stiffs at the other end
_of the line that the barnacled barge afore-
said has got to arrive at Gravesend within
forty-cight hours of your receipt of .his
letter. Yours faithfully. Turn that into
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tespectable business English, and type it on
plain paper.”

She looked at him.

“Are you serious about this letter?”
asked.

“I was never more serious in my life,”
answered Jimmy. .

“Then you're leaving Vanuey's?”

Jimmy smiled.

“Certainly there's going to e a break
in the partnership,” he said. “But whether
I shall leave Vanney's or Vanney's will
leave me remains to be seen.”

Business had been getting brisker every
day, and that afternoon established a new
record. Jimmy spent the whole of his time
in a whitl of letters, telegrams, and tele-
phone conversations, and he had ne leisure
in which to give vent to the high spirits
which otherwise he would have enjoyed in-
dnlzing.

He was not sorry to leave the office that
night, for work was a thing in which he was
accustomed to indulge spasmodically, and
with the object of reaping sufficient profit
from it to render further work unnecessary
for a considerable period.

With a number of late nights behind him,
and the prospect of tiring days ahead, he
had intended to o to bed early that night:
but, unfortunately for that plan, when he
was half undressed he was smitten with an
idea. With Jimmy Traill, to conceive an
idea and to put it into execution were things
so closcly consccutive as to be almost
simultancous. He sighed, dressed again,
and went out.

The next morning, however, he showed no
trace of tiredness as he ran up the stairs to
the office.

He was always the first to arrive, as only
Vanney and himself. and one other man,
held keys, and the other two were invariably
late. He was feeling cheerful that morning
as he let himself in, but the gay humming
died swiftly on his lips as he endcavoured to
extract the key from the lock.

He twisted, pulled, and wrenched, and
eventually it came away. Then he looked at
the leck, and discovered the reason for the
jamb. It was a Yale, and it took him no
more than ten seconds’ expert investigation
to see and appreciate how neatly it had
been broken.

He- went’ quickly through the offices—
waiting-room, clerks'-room, his own room.
The communicating doors were all open.
He might have left them like that himself,
‘but one door was open which he had never
by any chance forgotten to close, and that
was the door between his own office and the
room marked “Private.”

He passed quickly through, and what he
saw made him pull up suddenly with his
[ gone strangely stern.
acing him, on either side of the fire.
plice, weré two tall cupboards, which, as
has Dbeén ~mentioned, " were kept locked.
Presumably they were used for storing the
private ‘Ale® of the company. But, since
nobody except himself and his partners ever
entered the room. the giiestion was never a
subject for curivsity and comment. Now

both the cupboards had been roughly

she

T.

‘broken open, and the doors sagged wide,
‘showing their interiors.

One’ was empty. The intruder, whoever
he was, had drawn blank with his first
uess.. The other” was also empty; but

instead of the wqoden back, which one might -

have ex]lmcted to see, there was clearly
visible the raw brickwork of the wall, and
this had been broken away so that there
was a.large gap through which a man
could easily pass. On the other side of this
gap was a curtain, which had been drawn
aside, and through the hole in the wall
could be seen a room.

2/3/20

Jimmy stood still for a long time. Then
he took out his cigarette-case and, very
slowly and calmly, selceted and lighted a
cigarette. 'With this in his mouth he
strolled forward, pushed through the doors
of the right-hand cupboard, ducked through
the aperture in the wall, and came out
into the room beyond. It was furnished as
a sitting-room, with a safe in one corner
and a writing-desk in another. The safe-
had been smashed by an expert, and its
heavy door stood wide open—a battered
and drunken-looking apology for a door.
Papers were strewn about the floor. The
writing-desk was in a similar state of dis-
repair. Every drawer had becn forced, and
the contents were scattered on it, around
it, and aeross the carpet.

After what he had already secn, thesc
catastrophes were of minor importance tc
Jimmy Traill, and even the litter failed tc
e.msi)erste his tidy instinets. Moving very
slowly and deliberately, he examined the
rest- of the flat, and found that no- part of
it which might constitute a hiding-place
had been overlooked.

Jimmy Traill smiled faintly, but it was
not beeause he was amused.

He weat back mto Vanney's office, pulled
the cupboard doors to, and returned to his
own room, closing the door marked
“Private " carefully behind him.

When Pamela Marlowe arrived he was
comfortably blowing smoke rings, and no
one would have known from his expression
what a jar he had received.

She sat down, and it was some time before
he became aware that she was . expecting
him to do something, and he pulled himself
together with an effort. ¥

“Oh, yes, the letters,” murmured Jimmy,
and swept the pile before him neatly into a
drawer. ‘‘I've already opened those, and
there’s nothing to attend to yet.”

He played a tattoo on the desk with a
pencil.

“By the way,” he said casually, “T'm
giving you a week's notice, though the,
necessity for your services may ¢ease tg
exist before then.” .

It was some moments before she could
recover from her surprise.

“Why?" she stammered. “Isn't my work
satisfactory?” i

“Perfectly,” said Jimmy. . “But the firm
you work for isn’t. Later on in the day I
shall be giving myseclf notice, so you needn't
think you are the only victim. - You will
receive three months’ salary in lieu of how-
ever much’ longer notice you thought you
were entitled to, and -a further three
months’ salary instead of a reference. The
procedure may seem strange to you, but it
is-dictated by my wishes for your welfare.
You could have a reference if you wanted
one, but it would be quite useless. The
money I spoke of has already been paid into
your bank account, and you will receive
confirmation of that from them as soon as
the cheque has been passed through.”

“But surely,” said Pamela blankly, “six

.months’ salary is not necessary in lieu of

notice and a Teference:”

“The firm of Vanney,” answered the old
Jimmy, “although eccentric to the point of
being crooked, has a reputation for

“generosity to maintain. I have just started

to give it that reputation, and you are tho
first beneficiary.” 4

She hesitated .

“It's very kind of you, Mr. Traill,” she
said at length.” “Buit, since the money has
already been paid overf@you must have
known that this was going to happen.”

“I did,” he replied. “But I wasn’t sure
exactly when. I discovered this morning
that it was going to happen to-day.

Pamela looked straight at him.




2/3/29

“Mr. Traill,” she said, ‘“‘since I am
leaving Vanney's, and this looks like being
the last cccentricity I shall have to puzele
over, is it any use asking you to give me
the real reason for it—and that would be
{he first serious answer you had made to me
ginee I met you.”

Jimmy stood up. He was quite serious.

“I'm sorry,” he said. “I've stopped
playing the’ fool, from this moment. So
T'Il just say that it’s impossible to answer
your gquestion.” p

The last words were spoken almost in a
whisper, and he was standing quite still
with his head . bent slightly forward, as
though listening.

“*One moment,” he said, and went quickly
into Vanney's office.

“George,” said Jimmy Traill quickly to
the porter, "yours not to reason why,
yours but to promptly fly. In English, pull
out of here right away. You also, my king
beaver—* this to Vanney.’ Go away and sit
down, and open your hearts to each ollier.
‘And wait till I eome back—it will be within
two hours.”

. He returned to his cwn office, taking no
notice of Pamela, jerked his hat down from
the rack, and went out.

A taxi topk him to his flat in Cheyne
Walk. It was there that Teal found him
an hour later. There was a half-filled suit-
casc on the table, and Jimmy, having
admitted the detective, retnrned wncon-
cernedly to the task of trying to close the

Flinging a blanket over
her head, they forced
Pamela Marlowe into the

(N

Teal picked up his hat.
OO ot il

19

1id of a trunk tlat was already crammed to
bursting point. A selection-of clothes was
Jaid out on the bed, and every chair in the
room was similarly loaded. - .

Teal surveyed the disorder thoughtfully.

“Where are you going, Jimmy:” he in-
quired.

“Where am I going? Well, it isn't
decided yet. I may be going abroad for a
long holiday, or I may be staying quite
near London, There’s a good selection of
prisons around London, T believe.”

“And what,” said Teal mildly, “do you
expect fo be going to prison for?”

“ Perjury,” said Jimmy cheerfully-

NO QUARTER.

“That's what
I came to see you
about,” he remarked.
It may not be neces-
_— - sary, or, at least,
= mayn't delay your de-
parture for ~ foreign
shores for very long.”

Jimmy nodded.
“King's Evidence?

*Zomething like that,” said Teal

«1']] remember. the suggestion,” said
Jimmy, smiling. “You're not a bad fellow
for a busy, Claude Eustace, and if thero
shonld be anything doing Tl let you know.
But by the time that chance comes there
may be another charge against me, and
fhen I'd have to think very carefully. So
would you."

zar did not scem’
I surprised.
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“There are some men who say © No,” ” he
observed, “and you wonder whether they
mean * Yes.” You don’t sgy yes or no, but
one always knows what you mean. Sorry to
have troubled you.”

“The last man who said that to me,” re-
marked Jimmy reminiscently, “is one of the
ouly two possible starters for the Great
Burglary Sweepstakes. Tell me, do the
police ever indulge in what you might call
judicially sanctioned crimet”

“Not that I know of.”

“1 just wondered,” said Jimmy. “Now I
know. It must have been Harry.” -

Teal put down his hat again. If he had
not been so obviously incapable of such con-
tortions one would have said that he pricked
up his ears.

* Harry#” he repeated.

‘_‘The same,” smd Jimmy. “But if you
think you're going to get anything out of
me before you've got me in the dock, you
may have another guess free. Good-morn-
ing, Claude—and don’t forget to close the
door as you go out.”

Obediently, Teal went to the door.

* By the way,” he said from the threshold,
“you were working late at the office last
night, Jimmy.” .

“I was,” saud Jimmy, folding a dinner-
jacket. “What about 1t?”

“T made some inquiries, and I found that
the rule in those offices is that everyoie
must be out of them by eight o'clock.”

“True,” said Jimmy. *But, since Mr.
Vanney owns uot only the offices, but the
whole block of flats also, and since he made
that rule, I think one may say that le and
hiis staff were allowed to break it. Good-
bye.”

*“See you again soon,” said Teal, and went.

The two hours which the gentlemen
known as George and the King Beaver had
been told to wait had expired to the minute
when Jimmy Traill returned. He knew that
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He had been followed frora Cheyne Walk
back to the office, but he was not bothering
about such trifling troublee.

He walked quickly down the corridor and
turned into his own office.

It was empty.

With a sick foreboding, Jimmy swung
round on his heel and flung open the door
leading into the clerks’ room.

“Anybody seen or heard cf Miss Mar-
lowe?” he observed.

They had not.

“You're an idle bunch, and 5'uu know it,”
Jimmy rapped back. *Don’t waste your
breath telling me you were so busy working
you couldn’t hear anything, because I shan’'t
believe it. She couldn’t have left the office
without your hearing the deer close. Have
you heard her go out?”

They had not.

“Right,” said Jimmy violently, and closed
the door with a contrasting gentleness.

He went through into Vanney's room,
closing the door behind him, passed through
the cupboard and the wall beyond, and
entered the fat. There was only one man

- there.

“Stenning,” said Jimmy, “I want to know
where Miss Marlows is, and I want to know
it guick!” :

“Miss Marlowe?” repeated the big man
blankly. "

“You heard me the first time,” enapped
Jimmy.

“I don’t know anything about her.”

Jimmy put his hands in his pockets.

“You're a liar and a dog, Steaning, my
man,” he said. “ But I'll settle that account
later. Where's your partner in crime:”

Jimmy looked rouud the room.

*“He was here when I left you,” he said.
“He can't have gone without your knowing
—-unless you weren't here yourself. Which
is it#”

Stenning rose.

“I left him,"” he eaid.

“I told you to stay here.”

“And I chose to leave.
anything to say?”

“A mouthful,” said Jimmy, *“‘but that'll
wait. Where did you go?”

“I went put to buy a bottle of whisky,
if you want to know.”

Jimmy's eye fell on the table.

“I see, ell,” we'll come to that in due
course. 1'm only putting it off because I
think that when I've finished my interview
with you you'll be more disposed to tell me
all the things I want to know about
Connell.”

He flung some papers on the table.

“Take a look at those,” he said.

Stenning looked.

“A cheque for twenty thowsand pounds,
which only needs your signature to make it
worth that amount, payable to Miss Pamela
Marlowe. That is the sum of twelve
thousand pounds which you swindled off her
father, plus a sum of interest which, I grant
you, is extortionate, but which you will puy
all the same. A receipt for that sum, signed
by Miss Marlowe. I know it'll pass in a
eourt of law, because I forged the signature
myself.”

Stenning’s mouth twisted.

“And how do you think you're going to
make me sign?”

“‘Moral persuasion,” said Jimmy. “Rein-
forced, if necessary, by physical: Take your
pen and follow the dotted line.”

Stenning langhed.

“You're mad,” he said.

“Absolutely,” agreed Jimmy cordially.
“Sign, plense.”

Stenning sneered.

“I refuse.”

Have you got

20

“Right,” said Jimmy. “If you maintain
your refusal, I shall be compelled to inflict
divers unpleasant forms of pﬁ;’dlﬂa] violence
on your person. But, before.I start, I'll
tell you something. Anything I can do to
you may not make yon sign  But if my
methods of persuasion fail to convince you,
I have one argument up my sleeve. Do
what you're told, and I'll fade out of the
picture and eay nothing. Without my
assistance the firm of Vanney will probably
be seriously handicapped, but I can't help
that. I'll get out, and nothing will be said.
But don’t sign, and the firm of Vanney wll
be shown up within an hour. Teal's on to
you already, but if he's got to make his
own way he can’t get going in time to stop
your getaway—if you're quick encugh. But
if I help him, there'll be a leng, long gaol
waiting for you, Stenuing.”

Stenning sat down. He seemed to be
enjoying the joke.

“Jimmy,” he said, “that's one tod old for
me. I know the game as well as you do,
and 1 tell you it won’t work. There are
two things to stop you squealing. One 18
that if you squeal you'll be in the same boat
with the rest of us. The other is that even
if you squeal, that won't make me sign.”

“Granted,” said Jimmy. *‘There are two
answers to that. Onpe is that I planned
this little meeting, and eve.\;ithi.ng is plutted
out on my time-table to the last minute.
Within one hour Teal could have all the
evidence he needs, and I can be away and
out on the high seas. Can you say the
same?” ¥

Stenning made no answer.

“The sccond,” said Jimmy, “is that, even
if putting you away for at least ten years’
penal servitude won't make you pay Miss
Marlowe back that money, 1t'll be the least
1 can do for her by way of compensation.
T'll do it cheexfully—don’t make any mis-
take about that!” .

The other showed his teeth.

“You rat!” he snarled.

“*Possibly,” said Jimmy coolly. “I've got
an idea lately that I'd like to go straight,
and I'm going to give it a chance. It's
eccentric and exceptional, I know, but I
can’t help that. This Vanney's game has
turned out a bit bigger than I ever wanted
anything to be. It looked a sporting prope-
gition to me once, and that’s why I came
into it, but I've changed my mind now.
For one thing, I bar murder.”

Stenning sat quite still.

“Murder,” said Jimmy again. “I haven't
got the proof, cr I'd offer to send that along
to Teal as well, but I'm not a fool. You've
got to remember that I fixed up your fake
death for you. I found Connell and Long
Harry for you, and they were able to rake
up Red Mulligan—wko, most fortunately for
our purpose, had just decided to die, and
who, still more considerately, had contrived
to end up his useless days with much the
same build as yourself, Then Long Harry
was of no further use, but he was dangerous.
He didn’t know much, but he might guess
a lot. You framed him for a job in Bays-
water, but it wasn't your fault that the man
didn’t die and so put Harry out of the way.
for ever. Connell stayed in the partnership,
but he was always a danger. Because he’s
a mug, it took him some time to realise how
important he was, but: you know as well as
I do that he was starting to realise that he
held the whip hand; and, what's more, he
had started to put the screw on, feeling his
way. - You disposed of that—by fixing him
for a joh'in Battersea. That time you made
no mistake about it being a murder job. I
expect you were feeling safer after that,
because if Connell started to get any more
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uppish, you could hold the threat of the
gallowe over him.”

Stenning remained motionless in his chair,
huncbed up.  His face had gone pale, and
in that set, pallid mask his eyes glowed
with hate, immy, lounged against the
table, went on speaking in the same calm,
level tones

“You were clever,” he admitted. “You
even reahsed that since Harry was out and
was known to be looking for Connell, Harry
might be pulled in by mistake for the Bat-
tersea job. - Knowing your man, you sent
Harry money, and, as you expected, he got
very tight on it, and was arrested, thereby
establishing s alibi beyond all dispute.
Biit I've seen through it, Stenning, and I'm
not in a game like that. Now sign!”

“You're a fool!” said Stenning harshly.
“Even if you mnde me sign, I could still
stop the cheque.”

“You wouldn't,” said Jimmy. “But in
case you thought of doing so I'd take care
that I put you in a place where you
woulda't have a chance of stopping it until
it had been paid.”

‘“And even then,” said Stenning, “I could
recover the money, because my signature
was obtained under duress.”

Jimmy smiled,

“You'll have a job proving it,” he mur-
mured. “In any case, it won’t be necessary,
because you're going to sign that cheque
voluntarily.”

“Am I

“You certainly are,” said Jimmy. " Be-
cause, if you don’t sign it voluntarily, I
shall now proceed to beat you up.”

Stenning came to his feet again.

“You're going to beat me up, are you?!

“I am,” said Jimmy, with a certain en-
thusiasm.  “And it will be no ordinary
beating-up. I'm an expert in the beating-
up game, and I may mention that the mercy
of a knock-out does not figure in my pro-
gramme until—oh, well beyond the thirtieth
round. It will be painful for you, and I'm
afraid your face will be rather cruaely
damaged ; but, unfortunately, I haven't any
more subtle instruments of torture than my
fists.”

Stenning came round the table, and
Jimmy, who was unarmed, but prepared for
a display of armoury, divined the nex: move
in the game before Stenning’s hand had
reached his hip pocket. The toe of his right
shoe caught the big man on the wrist as the

.automatic came into sight, and the force

of the kick was shattering.

Jimmy fell to the floor a second after the
gun, and his legs, flailing round in a
scissors motion, knocked Stenning’s feet
from under him. Stenning went down with
a crash, but Jimmy was up again in an
instant, with the automatic in his hand.
He slipped it into his hip pocket, and shed
his cont as Stenning scrambled up again.

““The show devolves on me now—what?”
murmured Jimmy. “That wrist of yours
won't help you a lot.”

The next instant Stenning was upon him,

It was not a pretty fight to watch, nor
would any boxing referee have allowed it to
continue for more than three geconds.
Jimmy Traill was giving at least three stone
away, ‘and he was not prepared to take
chances. The encounter lasted nine minutes
by the clock, and at the end of that time
Stenning went to the floor for the eleventh
time, and stayed there,

“Up, Jenkins!” encouraged Jimmy.
“You're not nearly out yet, so it's no good
shamming. The only Queensbury rule we
haven't broken yet is the one which forbida
rolling about on the floor fighting, but if
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you don’t come up again quickly I'll break
that rule, too.”

Stenning eame to o sitting position.

“T'll sign,” he gaaped.

Jimmy took him by the ° collar, yanked
him to his feet, and pushed him into a
chair.

“Here's your pen, and here’s the cheque,”
he said briskly. “Get on with it, because
I'm in a hurry. And mind you don’t drip
blood all over it, because the bank might
ask questions.”

LAUGHING DEATH.

_yimy examined the signature, folded the
J cheque carefully, and put it in his
pocket. His hair was tousled, and his
shirt torn, and he was breathing heavily;
but he felt ready to begin again any time,
and in spirits he was completely unrufiled.
“Now for Connmell,” he re- . ;

marked. “Where is le, Sten-

ning #”

The limp mess at the table
buried its pulped face in its
hands.

“You may as well know now
—he’s with Miss Marlowe.”

+ “And where’s that?”

“Downstairs. There are
vaults under the building that
T never told you about. The
only way into them is from
this flat. I had a private Lift
put in—T was going to use the
cellars to hide in if the police
got on to us and there was no
time to make a_bolt for it.
Connell was putting the screw
on—he said he must have the
girl, and I helped him take
her. They're down there now.”

Jimmy took the automatic
from his pocket, and thumbed
hack the safety catel. His
lips were set grimly.

“If anything’s happened to
her,” he said, “you're certainly
for a bullet, Stenning. Where
is this ft?”

Stenning gestured weakly to-
wards the wall.

“Press the panel next to
at picture,” le said.
Jimmy did so. The panel

slipped back a fraction of an

juch at his touch, and he
waited. For o few moments it
seemed as if nothing was going
to happen. There -was no
sound, but then & piece of

panelling swung open with a

elick, and in front of him was

a small lift. He stepped in,

and the panelling closed behind

him antomatically.

In the wall of the lift were
two switches. He tried one
without result, but when he clicked over
the other the lift began to move down-
wards.

Presently it stopped. In front of him was
a gap in the shaft, hardly distinguishable
in the darkness. He stepped out, and then
lic was able to see better.

A tunnel ran to left and right of him.
The paving, walls, and ceiling were of stone,
and the passage lost itself 1n darkness at
either end. But a little way down to his
yight there was a space in the wall from
which a faint light came. That must have
been a branch tunnel, and since light came
from it it seemed as if his scarch would not
have to be a long one. He began to creep
towards it, moyin% as silently as possible
.over the flags, but he had hardly taken two

_ steps before a low lum from behind made
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‘him swing round. He saw the lift by which

he had just descended commencing to move
upwards, and for an instant he weighed up
in his mind the possibility of reaching it
and checking its ascent, but the idea was no
sooner -formulated than it was discarded.
That was Stenning, of course—he should

have knocked him out completely or tied’

him up—hut it was too late to think of that
now. For a moment again he thought of
retracing his steps and waiting for Stenning
to arrive, but before he could figure out the
pros and cons of that scheme it was driven
out of his head by a scream that shrilled
and echoed hollowly down the passage. It
made him oblivious of his own danger, of
the possibility of attack from behind, of
every sane and cautious counsel of prudence.

He leapt towards the turning from which
the light came. Another shorter tunnel

stretched before him, dimly lighted by two
flickering gas jets. At the end it appeared
to open into a room so brightly lighted
that ‘at that point the gas jets must have
given place to electricity.
chair and the end of a table—nothing else—
but it was the only place from which the
scream could have come.

Jimmy Traill murdered the intervenming
distance of ten yards of tunnelling in a
blinding red mist of fury, and he was inside
that brightly illuminated room in a matter
of seconds.

Pamela Marlowe was there, and so was
Connell. . Connell was holding her in his
great arms. Pamela was struggling, but
she was a child in Connell's terrific embrace.

Jimmy never took in more than the bare
details of the scene.  His hand gripped

He could see a,
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Connell’s collar, and he wrenched the mau
round with homicidal violence.

“Connell, my man,” said Jimmy, his voice
coming shakily through his clenched teeth,
“that will be all from you.”

Conpell’s fist came up like lightning, but
Jimmy was even quicker, and the big man
went, sprawling agaivst the wall from a
mule-kick of a puneh that carried every
ounce of Jimmy's weight and strength and
concentrated hate behind it.

Connell reeled, and nearly fell. Then ke
came catapulting back to reply, like a
jack-in-the-box. Jimmy sidestepped coolly,
and landed an uppereut that started at his
kneces and travelled skywards with deto-
nating force to impact smashingly on the
point of Connell’s jaw, and Connell went
down like a log.

Through the locked
(| gates he watched
them help=
lessly to the floor.
Yet he was power=
less to aid them.

“We must get out of this in double-quick
time, Pamela!” said Jimmy briskly, and he
was just in time to catch her with his arm
as she staggered.

In those few moments ol sceing red, he

had forgotten everything else, and he was
brought back to reality with a jar that sent
a stream of cold air whistling down his
spine.

The sound was slight—no more than a
subdued rattle that told of a lock being
turned home. But Jimmy heard it, and
whipped round--a few seconds too late.

What had been an unguarded way out
Dack into the tunnel was now barred by a
solid iron gate, and on the other side of
the gate was Stenning—Stenning leaning
weakly against the wall, with his face
mashed to a jelly and his coat. spattered
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with blood, but Stemning, vindictive and
triumphant.

“Now will you squeal, Jimwy Traills”
lie croaked.

Jimmy made no answer.

The nearest gas jet was dirvectly over
Stenning’s head. Stenning reached up one
hand, and the flame was extinguished, A
faint hissing sound could be heard.
ou_know what I've done, Jimmy
aid Stenning shrilly.

s left arm was round the girl.
With his right hand he was fumbling behind
him.

But Stenning was taking mno notice.
Fercing his tortured body to obedience hy
the exercise of a tremendous effort of will,
he was reeling back down the corridor,
lurching from side to side like a drunken
man, keeping himself ereet half the time by
resting against the wall, but dragging him.
eelf, somehow, to the other end of the
orridor and the second gas jet. He reached

it.

**Shall T tell you what I've done, Jimmy
Traill?” Stenning’s voice came booming
hollowly down the tunnel, and as he spoke
his hand went up and found the tap ke
sought.

Jimmy knew then that the man was mad.

The last gas jet went out, and the hissing
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sound became londer. The only light in the
corridor now was that which came from
the electric bulb in the rcom in which
Jimmy and the girl were imprisoned.
“Ihave turned on the gas,” said Stenning.
And he laughed—a  harsh, strident,
demoniacal langh. He was still laughing
when Jimmy shot him dead.

After the shot the silence that followed
was so unbroken that Jimmy could hear his
own breathing. Stenning would never speak
again, and Connell was out for a long time.

Slowly Jimmy returned Stenning’s auto-
matic to his hip pocket. It was no use now.
One glance at the massive lock on the
barred gate, which went from the floor to
the top of the tunnel atch, told him that
any attempt to shoot away the fastening
wolld be wasted. Besides, with the gas
continuing to escape, even the flash of a
pistol would be enough to blow them all up.

He felt quite cool now. He had done
everything there was to do, and he had
failed. Violence would not help him now;
and, anyway, there was no ome to fight
unless Connell came to. Strength and skill
were of no use. He had been caught in a
trap, and he knew that it was the end.

He had thonght that the girl had fainted,
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but Ire saw that her eyes wero open, Even
s0, he did not let go of her.

“I am very sorry,” said Jimmy, and even
as he uttered the words he realised hLow
ridiculously inadequate they were.

She nodded.

“1 understand,” she said.

“They took you when I was away, of
course,” he said. “It doesn’t seem to have
been much use—my coming in the nick of
time. But T was tlinking of something
else.”

He told her of the cheque he had made
Stenning sign, and took it ouf of his
pocket to show her. Even then he could
not help smiling

“It may be of some use to your heirs and
legatees—ir you've made a will,” he said.

She looked up at him, steady-eyed; and it
was not only that he was holding her, but
she was holding on to him. At that moment
it seemed the most natural thing to do.

“Is there no chance?” she asked. .

“None,” said Jimmy bitterly. *Listen.
I'd planned out everything I was going to
do fo-day, but this was the one possibility
that I never foresaw. I wrote a eomplete
aceount of everything I knew about Vanncy
—or Stenning, as he really was—and what T
proposed to do to-day, and left it at a
District Messenger office, addressed to Teal.
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They were to send it straight round to him
when I instrueted them to do so by tele
gram. The motor-boat is at Gravesend, as
1 ordered it, and I should have wired from
there. That way, I could have given all the
information to Teal exactly when I chose to
without risking a delay in the post, and, at
the same time; le wouldn’t have received
it before I was beyond his reach. But until
they receive my wire, the letter will not be
delivered; and se I'm afraid—there is no
chance. The gas will spread; it'll have to
fill all the cellars. I don’t know how big
they are, but it will creep up all the same.™

There was a long silence, and then Jimmy
said:

“Will you believe me now, when death
is only a few minutes away, if I tell you
that I'd meant to make a fresh start because
—1I love you?" .

“1 know you do,” she answered. “‘It has

" taken me all this time to realise that 1
love you.”

“Kiss me,” said Jimmy.

She put up her lips, and he kissed Ler,
and held ber close,

Presently she seemed to grow heavier in
his arms, He was stronger himself, and his
mind was still clear, but his eyes felt
strangely Jeavy, and his chest was starting
1o ache with the labour of trying to extract
some life-giving oxygen from that poisoned
air. There was a rushing as of many waters
in his ears, and it seemed as if a thousand
trip-hammers were pounding on his brain.

He wondered if she was already gone, but
then she spoke. It was-no more than a
whisper, but her voice seemed to come from
a tremendous distance.

“Good-bye, Jimmy,” she said.

“Good-bye,” he said, and kissed bher
again.

She was quite still now.

“Good-bye, Pamela,” he said, and he could
not tell whether she heard him. **We never
belonged to each other in all our lives, but
at least we take the last adventure to-
gether.”

He was starting to feel very weak, and
the Toom was swaying dizzily before his
eyes. He leant agaiust the wall, but he
still held her with the last of his strength.
It scemed to be getting dark, and he know
that he could mot last much longer, but he
was not afraid.

W HERE'S a man
T to see  you,
sir,”  said
Sergeant Barrow, cn-

tering the. room.
Teal looked at the

card, and read the
note that accom-
paunicd it.

“Send him up,” he

said. .
He started a fresh piece of chewing-gum,
and waited as though asleep. He remained

in that attitude when the visitor was
shown in, for his party manners were not
his strong point.

“Go mght ahead,” said Teal, without
opening his eyes.

The man sat down.

“The circumstances are rather peculiar,”
he explained.  “At about-eleven o’clock
this morning a rather bulky letter was de-
posited at one of our branches, addressed to
you, with instructions that it was not to

delivered until we received a telegram
anthorising us to do so. It seemed a rather
extraordinary proceeding to me at'the time,
especially as the address on the envelope
told me that it was likely to be a message

with some bearing on your professional
activities. So, after thinking it over, and
taking the opimion of our lead office by
telephone, I decided that it was my duty to’
come round and see you at onee.”

“Have you the letter with yon®” asked
Teal.

Naturally I brought it along.”

Teal stretched out his hand.

“Let’s have a look at it,” lie suggested.

He had to open his eyes to _read tha
address, and then he was suddenly gal-
vanised into life. He sat up with a violence
that made his chair, solid as it was, crenk
protestingly. .

“Jimmy I'raill” he muttered. “I'd know
that writing in a million.”

“I hope I did right,”
stranger.

“You did one of the best things you're
ever likely to do in your life,” said ‘Teal,
and pressed a bell on his desk.

“Barrow,” saul Teal, as his subordinate
entered, “take this gentleman away, fill
him up with whatever he likes to drink, and
thank him as profusely as you know how.
I'm going to be busy?”

Left alone again, he sat down and ripped
open the envelope. [He read, and he read
quickly, and in five minutes he was leaping
down the stone s in the direction of
that wing of Scotland Yard which consti-
tutes Cannon Row Police Station.

“ Every man l{uu*ve got, armed and at the
double ! rapped Teal

And the sergeant in charge was so
astonished at this display of energy and
Iwstle ou the part of his normally drowsy
superior officer that the order was obeyed
in what must have come close to record
time. - 5
At about- half-past twelve, the keen
ohserver might have noticed a number of
burly men in plain clothes unostentatiously
taking up positions round the block 'in
which Vanney’s stood. Teal circumnavi--
gated the block himsclf, and made certain’
that every possible exit was watehed. Thén
he went in alone. o

A clerk met him in the waiting-room, but
Teal had pushed past him before his busi-
ness could be questioned. He went through
the clerks’ room, into Jimmy Traill's office,
took in the-emptiness of it ab a glance,
and went straight.across to'the door marked .
“Private.” His hand was on the gini in his >
pocket as he walked in. Rt

ventured the
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Fignting madly against
the overpowering {umes,
Teas searched trantically
for the key.

“Ah!” said Teal,

One cupboard was still open as Jimmy
had left it, aud Teal could see through inte
the disorder of the room beyond. He went
forward cautiously, and squeezed through
the hole in the wall

There was a man in the roem, and Teal
had hum in aw iren grip before the ether
conid be quite sure what was happening.

ATl take you for a start,.Harry,” sai
Teal. *Now tell me what you've done
the rest of the gang, and tell me quick!”

Long Horry straightened up.

“I've been 1n this place all day,” he said.
“1 bust 1. I don't mind telling you that
now. 1 was leokmg for Connell, or some-,
thing that wenld tell me where he was, but
I couldn’t tind lum. So I waited. T hid in,
the bath-room. Traill came in early in the
morning, saw the mess, and looked. round,
but he never saw me. Then Connell arrived,
but he wasu't alone, and I didn’t dare start.
anything with witnesses. I kedrd them
talking. - Then, presently, after Traill had
been in and speken to them, Copr and.
the other man went out into the office and
grabbed a girl who works in there. They
had a blanket over her head, so I conldn’t
see who it was, but I was watchimg rquud
the corner of the door, and I saw Conneli
take her down.” § S

“‘Down where?” snapped Teal. .- .

“T'1l tell you in a moment. Connell took-
her down, bnt the other man sfayed here,
and T didn’t dare follow. Then Jimmy came
in, and there was a fight. He knocked the
other man out, and made him tell whera
Connell had taken the girl, and he went.
after her. Presently. the other man fol-
lowed. I waited, hoping Connel] “would
come back alone. Then I heard something
like a shot.” ,

.“Can’t you get to_the point?” ' snarled .
Teal. “Where did they go:”

“There,” said Harry, and pointed.

Teal stared. .

I ean’t sec anything.”

“I'Il show yon,” said Harry.

He went across and. pressed a panel, ax
Jimmy had done: Presently a larger pieco

of thrﬂ]pnnqlling opened, and the lift was

revealed. S L
Tenl s héad inside, and stepped back.

quiekly. o F oo L = 4 o
“Ggs,” he muttered. “For the Jove of

mud, don’t-strike a match [

e came hack into the room. and stood’
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over Long Harry, who, taking the situation
philosophically, "had sat down comfortably
in a chair to await removal to his home
from home.

“Harry,” said Teal, “would you like to
improve your chances of getting off with a
light sentence?”

“Tell me how, Mr. Teal |” replied Harry
with alacrity.

“Go down out of here any way you like—
there are busies at every door. Send them
up after me, and tell them I've gone down
in that lift. There's been something funny
going on with all that gas about, and if
you only heard one shot it means someone’s
likely to be in trouble. Now jump!”

Long Harry jumped.

Teal went into the bath-room, sonked his
handkerchief under the tap, and tied it over
his nose and mouth. Then he went back
and entered the lift.

The door closed automatically behind him,
and he was fortunate enough to find tle
right switch at his first attempt. The Lift
started to go down. With every yard of
the descent the smell of gas, even through
his wet handkerchief, grew worse, and Teal
knew that he would not be able to live for
long in that atmosphere. But he was a man
without fear.

Presently the lift stopped, and he stepped
out. He saw a faint light coming from the
branch tunnel, and hurried towards it. At
the end was a lighted room, and in one
corner he could see Jimmy Traill sagging
against the wall with Pamela Marlowe in
his avms.  With the fumes already starting
to make their presence felt, Teal hurried
forward.

He tried the irom gate, but it was iwm-
movable.

“Jimmy ! he roared,

Jimmy's eyes half opened dazedly, but
Teal knew that he could see nothing.

“Jimmy [ he bellowed agaia. “Where's
the key?” .

Jimmy’s chest heaved, and Teal had 1o
strain his ears fo catch the reply. It came,
with a fearful effort.

“Stenning’s pocket—-"

Teal went stumbling back down the
corridor towards the inert figure (hat he had
uearly tripped over on his first journey, He
bent down, and fumbled with the man's
pockets. The gas lay more heavily near the

round, and Teal wondered if he could
%old ount. But he found the bunch of keys,
stryightened up, and went staggering back
down the tunnel. Somehow he found the
lock. The gate opened. He was in time to
catch the girl as Jimmy fell.

By this time his heart was pounding
furtously, and his head scemed to weigh a
ton. Few men could haye remained con-
scious and active for so long, but Inspector
Teal was a giant in strength.

He picked the girl up as if she were a
feather, and fireman’s-lifted her on fo liis
shoulder. He bent down again, and got an
arm round Jimmy. Csrrﬁing the girl, and
dragging Jimmy behind him, he began the
terrible journey back along the tunnel to
the Iift.” It was like a nightmare. At
ever step he seemed to grow weaker, and
it was ouly by a superhuman effort of grim
determination that he was able to move
at all. He never knew how he accomplished
the journey with lis double load; but after
what seemed an eternity of inefective
struggling lie found the Lift in front of
him. s

Lt would only hold two at a time. He
dragged the girl in, and pressed the switch.
The lift crept upwards.

At the end of a thousand years the bare
wall of the lift turned i’utn panelling, and
the panelling sprang open in front of him:
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and Teal fell out of the lift into the arms
of two of his men.

“Get her to a doector,” he gasped, and
somehow reached the bath-room. He felt
sick and weak and giddy, but he soaked his
handkerchief again, replaced it, and went
back to the 'ift. They tried to stop him,
and then he was eavage.

“Jimmy Traill's down there,” he said,
“and T owe him something. Let me go!”

This time the journey was not so difficult,
for his short relief in the purer air of the
room above had revived him a little, but
there was a limit even to his endurance.
He remembered l.lm(ngng Jimmy into the
lift; he remembered pressing the button
that started them on their upward journey ;
he remembered the beginning of the ascent.
Then everything went black.

When he opened his eyes again he was in
bed. Looking to right and left he saw a
row of beds in which other men lay motion-
less. The room was almost in darkness; but
in the dim twilight he saw nurses moving
about, aud a man in a white jacket was
bending over the mext cot. At the side of
Iiis own hed a uurse was sitting reading,
but she looked up as soon as he moved.

“1 gather that T am not going to die,”
drawled Teal. But this time he spoke
drowsily, because he really felt drowsy.

The nurse smiled.

“You'll be back at work in a couple of
days,” she said cheerfully. -

Teal sighed comfortably, and rolled over.
As he did so, the doctor moved away from
the next bed, and Teal saw who the patient
was.

“How are you, Jimmy:” said Teal.

“T'm going to be all right,” said Jimmy
weakly.

“Remind me to arrest you when you're
better,” said Teal, and went to sleep.

our days later,
F Mr. Teal, a
trifie pale, but
otherwise his old self,

rang the bell of 113,
Cheyne Walk, and

Jimmy answered the
door himself.
“Why, it's old

Claude Lustace,” said
“Come right in!”

Jimmy.
Teal came in.
“Say when,” murmured Jimmy.
Teal said when.
“Cheerio said Jimmy.
““Cheerio!"” said’ Teal.
“By the way,” said Jimmy, “before you

arrest me, I believe you saved my life,
and all that sort of thing. God bless you,
and so forth !”

 For the first time in his life Mr. Teal
looked embarrassed, but he shook the hand
which Jimmy offered.

“And before T arrest you,” said Teal pre-
sently, “why haven’t you tried to jump for
it on that boat yon've got iying at
Gravesend ?”

“Didn’t feel like it,” said Jimmy, *Por
one thing, Miss Marlowe's been taking
longer to get over the gassing, and T kind
of wanted to be around; but she’s going
ahead fine now, and we're going to be
married as soon as I come out of stir. I
don’t want her to spend her married life
being chased all round the world with me.
How long do you think I’ll get?”

Teal sat down, and unwrapped a fresh
packet of his favourite sweetmeat.

-“This is our one consolation for having
lost America,” he remarked, and then he
came back to the point. ““How long will
you get, Jimmy? Well, I should say six-
months in the second division, at the out-
side—no more than you'd have for making
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a fool of yourself in a car. You needn't
worry, we shan't put up much of a casp
against you. Of course, you shot Stenning,
but that will go down as seli-defence.”

“How’s Connell?" asked Jimmy.

“Enjoying a tropical climate, I should
say,” replied Teal dispassionately. “They
got him up later, when the firemen had
arrived with gas masks, but he was one of
the deadest men I've ever seen.” d

Jimmy lighted a cigarette.

“He was Vanney, of course,” he said.
“And at the same time he wasn’t. It would
have been toc risky to let Stenning inter-
view people that {m had probably done
business with before, although he had grown
a moustache and made one or two little
aiterations to his face. But dressed up in
livery, as George—n mere porter—nobody
ever noticed iim. There was a door opening
right out of the private office to the passage,
only a yard from his cubicle. When I went
through to speak to Vanney, I went further
through, and spoke to George. When
Vanney had to interview people I got my
instructions from Stenning, and conducted
most of the interview myself. Connell
simply said * Yes ' and * No 'as I tipped him
the wink.”

Teal nodded.

“I guessed all that,” he said. 2

“I don’t suppose you'd have sotted us so
soon if we had been able to keep Connell in
order. Ile looked great in a false beard,
but he started getting uppish. He had to
have money, and wanted more and more
money. We tried to keep him indoors in
case ﬁe got tight and spilled the beans, but
he got away the other night.”

“I found him,” said Teal. *‘He told me
a lot that I wanted to know. It was clever
the way you and Stenning arranged for him
to drive you and the body of Red Mulligan,
recently deceased, into the country at night,
upset the car, and have both you and
Connell to swear that it was Stenning who
had been killed. In fact-it was all very
clever, but it wasn't- good enough. You've

t to be a genius to beat the law fhese
g::ys, and if you are a genius y&m can make
an

money more honourable, less dan-

rously.”
ge.h'mm’:y smiled,

“Carry right on with the moral lecture,”
he said. “I've already decided that you're
right, so T won't argue.” . "

Teal got ponderonsly to his feet.

“Well,” he said, “I'm sorry to have to
do this, but I'm afraid you'll have to come
along with me and be arrested. You can
go into court and be committed for trial this
afternoon, so we shan’t keep you long. I'll
see that you get bail.”

Jimmy Traill rose also, picked up his hat,
and brushed it carefully. He adjusted it
carefully at a rakish angle on his head, and
turned to Teal with a smile

“You shall be the gnest of lonour at 'my
wedding,” he said.” “Lead on, Claude
Eustace!”

THE END.
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