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A NEW BOOK-LENGTH DETECTIVE THRILLER—

featuring J. G. REEDER.

Chaptar 1.
DK !
N the dusk of the eveming the waterman
l brought his skiff under the overshadew-
ing hull of the Baltic stcamer and rested
on his oars, the little boat rising and fall-
ing gently in the swell of the river. XA
crimy, unshaven, second officer looked dewn
ifrom the open porthole and spat thought-
fully into the water. Apparently he did not
see the swarthy-faced waterman with the
tuft of grey heard, and as apparently the
waterman was oblivious of his appearanece.
Presently the unshaven man with the faded
gold band on the wrint of his shabby jaecket
drew im his head and sheulders a.n.g disap-
peared.

A few seeondsz [ater a square wooden

case heaved through the port and fell with

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

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

barge and towards this he guided the skiff.

A heavily built young man came from the
aft deck of the barge, and, reaching down
a boathook, drew the skiff alongside. The
swarthy man held on to the side of the
barge, whilst the boathoek was transferred
to the taut line agtern. The vounger man
aid no more than fasten the =eaking cord
to a small bight. By this time the occupant
of the skiff was on board.

“Nobody about, Ligsey?” he asked
grufity. .
“Nobedy, cap'n,” =aid the younger man.
The captain said nothine mere, but

walked to the deck-house asterm amd disap-
peared down the ceompanten-way, pulling
the hatch close after him. There he stayed
till the estunary waa a black veid pumctured
with dim ships’ lights.
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| When Mr. Reeder arrived at Shadwick Lane, he found

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

“We going up to-night?" he asked.

Ligsey nodded. He had alrveady heard
the chuff-chuff ‘of the motor in the stern of
the barge, where the skipper was starting 1t.

“What we hangin’ around here for?”
asked the vouth curiously. * We've missed
one tide—we could have been up to Green-
wich by now. Why don’t Captain Atty-

mar——
“Mind your own business !

mate. ; :
He heard the swarthy man ealling him

and went aft.

erowled the

a police cordon keeping back the crowd.

Inspector

Gaylor conducted him to the scene of the murder,
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“We'll cet that case in and stow it,” he
said in a low voice. “I left a place in the
bricks.”

Together they pulled gingerly at the cord
angl brought the square, soaked packing-
case to wsight. Ligsey leaned over and
cripped it with an instrumeut like a pair of
liuge ice-tongs, and the dripping case was
Lrought to the narrow deck and stowed
cxpeditionsly in the well of the barge.

‘he Allonuna invariably ecarried bricxs
hetween a little yvard on the Essex eoast.and
Tenny's Wharf. Everybody on the river
knew ler for an erratiec and a dangerous-
steering craft., The loud chuffing of her
engine was an offence. Even mippy tug-
boats gave her yawing bows a wide berth.

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

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

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

Through the weather-beaten gate, which
opened at intervals to admit the builders’
carts, was Shadwick Lane. It had none of
the picturesque character of the slug it
nszed to be, when its houses were of wood
and water-butts stood in every back-yard.
Nowadays 1t consists of four walls, two on
either side of the street. Brideing each
pair is an inveried “V ” of slate, called
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y reof, and at frequent intervals there are
four red chimney-pots set on u small, eguare,
orick tower. These denote roughly where
lateral,walls divide one huteh from another.
Each parctition is called a ‘“‘house,”’ for
which people pay rent when they can afford
it. The walls which face thé strect have
three windows and a doorway to each divi-
s1oil.

Joe Attymar’s house did not properly stand
in the lane at all, and Shadwick Lane was
ouly remotely interested in the barge-
master, for the eurious reascn that he conld
reach his house and yard by Shadwick
Passage, a tortwous alley that threaded a
way between inpumerable ‘back-yards and,
under the shadow of a high warchouse, to
Tooley Strect. Year after year the swarthy
man with the little iron-grey beard and the
~haggy eyebrows brought his barge up the
river, always with a cargo of bricks. And
invariably the barge went down emply and
without his presence; for, for some reason,
there was neither passenger nor skipper on
hie down-river trip.

This faet was unknown to the people of
~hadwick Lane. They were even unaware
that Joe Attymar did not sleep in his house
alore than one night every month. They
knew, of course, from the muddy old motor-
car that he drove through the wide gates
cecasienally, that he went abroad, but
cuessed that he was engaged in the legitl-
iate business of lighterman.

There are certain minor problems, which
flom time to time cause the chiefs of Scot-
~and Yard {e move uneasily and imint-imtliy
in - their: padded ' chairs and say-to their

immediate ‘subdrdinates ‘“‘Do something.”

Mr. Attymar, though he was blissfally un-
aware of the fact, was one of those minor
problems.

There are gaming houses which harass
tlie police, queer. little clubs, and other
stablishments lesa easy to write about in
1 reputable magazine, but Mr. Attymar was
not asseciated with one of these, Sueh
problems are, in one shape or  another,
serennial ; occasionally they grow acute:
aak just at that moment the question of
:yelematic smugeling was worrying Scot-
il Yard comsiderably, } -

Chief Constable Mason sent for Inspector
saylor.

“They’ve pulled’ in a fellow who was
peddling dope in Lisle Street last might,”
he said. “You might sce him after his
iemand. 1 have an idea bhe will squeak.”

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

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

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

Aund then a thought struck him.

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

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

“I'm afraid 1t is rather—um—outside my
line of business. Dope? There used to be
a man named Moodle. It may not have
been his name, but lhe had associatiens
with these wretched people—"*

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

Gaylor.
Reeder,

“DPear in the

me !" said Mr.

sug

hushed voice appropriate to one who has
lost a dear friend. *“Of what did he die?”
“Loss of breath,” said Gaylor vulgarly.
My. DNeeder kunew nothing more that he
could recall abeut dope merchants.
“Haven't you some record en your files "
ted Gayvlor,
“I never keep files, except—um—nail-
files,” said Mr. Reeder.
“Perhaps,” suggested Gaylor,
your peculiar friends—""
“I have no friends,” saidkeMr. DNeeder.
But liere he did not speak the exact truth,

“oune of

He was cursed with a community spirit.

and he had a tremendous sense of neigh-
bourly - obligations. Especially would he
give up valuable time (o diagnosing and
curing the mysterious diseases which
attacked the chickens in Brockley Road.

Mr. Recder was an authority on poultry;
he knew exactly why hens droop and
cockerels combs go pink. He had a mar-

vellous chicken farm in Kent—not - large,

but rare. Noble lords and ladies consulted
him before they exhibited their hirds. He
could wash and dry living chickens for the
bench; the  Doultry Show at the Crystal
Palace was an event to which Mr. Reeder
Iﬂukl?ﬂ forward for eleven menths and two
weeks.

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

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

It was through the unromantic qucstion
of a disease which attacked Johnny
Southers’ prize Wyandottes that Mr. Reeder
met Anma. She happened to be in the
Southers” back gur(}Pu when My, Reeder
was engaged in his diagnosis, She was a
slim girl, rather dark, with amazing brown
cyes. Her father was a retived fizh mer-
chant, who had made a lot of moucy, and
had seut her to a high-class school at
Briehton, where ladies are taucht to ride
pstride, use lipstick and adore the heroes
of Hollywood.

In some respects her education had heen

‘said Mr. Reeder awkwardly.
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neglected, fer ol refurned to the dullness
¢f Brockley a ve:y =aue, well-balanced
voung lady.

She did not find Brockley a “hole.” Bhe
did~not smoke or do anythiny which made
life worth living, but settled down to the
humdrum of a =tufly home as thourh she
had wmever shared a room with an earl's
daughter orv played hockey against an all.
England team.

Jolinny did pot fal! in love with her at
first sicht. He had knewn her since she
was s0 high; when e was a bey she was
endurable to him. As a youugy man he
thought lier views on life were sound. He
discovercd he was in love with her as he
discovered hie was taller than his fatbher. 1t
was a subjeet {or surprise,

It was brouzht home fo him when AMr.
Clive Desboyne called in his chittering
coupé to take Anua fo a dinuer-dance. He
resented Mr. Desboyne's casy assurancee, the
proprictorial way he handed Anna into tho
car; he thought it was uappalling bad
manners for a man te smoke a cigar whon
he was driving a lady. Thercafter Johnn¥V
found himself cpening  and  examining
packing-cases and casks and barrels at the
Custom= House with a sense of his in-
feriority and the hopelessness of his future.

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

“I know so very little-—um—about love.”
_ “In fact—er
—nothing. I would like to advise vou to
—um—Ilet matters take their course.”

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

REEDER'S INVESTIGATIONS.

N the following
O Saturday night,

as Mr. Recdor
was returning  home,
lie zaw two men fight-
ing in Brockley Road.
He had what i3
called in Portuzuese,
a  repugnaneio to
ighting men. When
the hour was midnigiit and the day was
Saturday, there was a considerable weight
of supposition in favour of the combat being
between two gentlemen who were the worse
for intoxicating drink, and it was invarialily
Mr. Reeder’'s practice to cross, like the
priest, to the olher side of the road.

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

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

“I'm teérribly sorry te lLiave made o fuss
like this,” Le said. T hope my father didn’t
hear me. This fellow is intolevable.”

The intolerable man, who had evidently
recovered, was moving slowly towards where
a car was parked by the sidewalk. They
watehed him in silence as e oot 1n, and,
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furning the car violently. went off towards
the Lewisham High Road, and, from the
direction he took, London.

“T've beern to a dance,” said the young
~nan, a little inconsequently.
“I hope,” said Mr. Reeder with the

ereatest gentleness, “ that you enjoyed your-
gelf.”

Mr. Southers did not scem disposed at the
moment to offer a fuller explanation., As
they neared Reeder's gate he sawd:

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

There had been a dance somewhere in the
City at a livery hall. Anna had gone with
Mr. Clive Desboyne, but the eircumstances
under which Johnny called for her were only
vaguely detailed. Nor did Mr. Reeder hear
what was the immediate cause of the guarrel

which had set two respectable young men at

fisticuffs in  the reputable suburban
thovoughfare.
To say that he was uninterested wounld not

Le true. 'The matter, however, was hardly
pressing.  He hoped that both parties to
the little fracas might have forgotten the
canse of their quarrel by the following
morning.

He did mnot see Johnny again for the
remainder of the week. Mr. Reeder went
ahout his business, and it iz doubtful
whether Johnny oceupied as much as five
minutes of his thoughts, until the ecase of
Joe Attymar came into his purview.
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Pushing open the [
door with his um=- ﬁ'l.ﬂ !
brella, Mr. Reeder R
directed a strong 30
beam of light into
Ligsey’s cubby

hole.

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

“2it down, Reeder,” said the chief.
vou know a man called Attymar:

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

“This i= a thing we could do ourselves
without any bother at all,” interrupted the
chief: “lut there are all sorts of compli-
cations which I won’t bother you with., \e
telieve there's a member of the staff of onc

* o

5

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

My, Reeder then learned about Joe
Attymar, the barge-master, of the little
wharf at the end of Shadwick Lane, and the
barze Allanuna that went up and down
the Thames, year in and year out, and
Lbrought bricks. Ile did not hear at that
moment, or subsequently, what part the
Legation played, or which Legation it was,
or if there was any Legation at all, In
justice to his acumen it must be said that
he doubted this part of the story from the
firat, and the theory at which he eventually
arrived, and which was probably correct,
was that the part he was called upon to play
was to stampede Attymar and his associates
into a betrayal of their iniguity. For this
was at a period when Mr. Reeder's name an-l
appearance were known from one end of the
river to the other, when there was hardly a
bargee or tug-hand who could not have
drawn, and did not draw, a passable carica-
ture of that worthy man who had been 1un-
strumental in breaking up one of the best
organised gangs of river thieves that had
ever amalgamated for an improper purpose.

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

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

He sat down and listened patiently to a
string of uninteresting facts. Joe Attymar

,hruuéht bricks up the river—had been

bringing them

=3 e for many years

: W R e —alt a price
o ' ﬁhghtlf_ lower
i “Na\%s . than his com-

e . amaa s petitors. He
LUl wass.. carried f o v

' four builders,

and apparently
did a steady, if
not too pros-
perous, trade.
He was  be-
Lieved locally
,. to be rolling 1n
b money, but
g that is a repu-
it tation which
¢ ' Shadwick Lane
applied to anv

el man or woman
e who was not
e forced at fre-
o gquent intervalsx

to make a call

at the local

S meualmp. He

' ept himself to

Lhimself, wa s

unmarried, and

had no ap-

. parent interests

/ outside of his

o f{‘;/ brick lighter-
W agc,

““ Faseln a t-
ing,” murmured Mr. Recder. “It sounds
almost like a novel, doesn’t 1£77

After he had gone— ’

“1 don't seec what there iz  fascinating
ahont it.,” said Mason, who did not know
Alr. Reeder very well.

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

It was a week later, and the AlHanuna lav
ot anchor off Queenshorough, when a small
boat, rowed by a local boatman, earrying a
solitary passenger, came slowly out, under
the watchful and suspicious eye of Ligsey.
The hoat rowed alongside the barge, and
Lig-cy had a view of a man with a squarve
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hat and lop-sided pince-nez, who sat in the
stern of the boat, an unibrella between his
legs, apparently making a meal of the big
handle; and, secing him, Ligsey, who knew
a great deal about the river and its scandals,
started up from his seat with an exclama-
tion.

He was blinking stupidly at the occupant
of the boat when Mr. Recder came up .to
iim,

“Good-morning,” said Mr. Reeder.

Ligsey said nothing.

“I suppose I should say * afternoon,’”™
continued the punctilions Mr. Reeder. *'Is
the captain aboard:"

Ligsey cleared his throat.

“*No, sir, he 1sn't.”

“I suppose vou wouldn’t object if 7 came
aboard*”

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

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

Ligsey did not speak, but swallowed
something.

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

“You'll have to ask the captain about
that,” said Ligsey huskily.

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

“If they ever come to me I'll give 'em
a saucy answer,’

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

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

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

“Gone ashore for dispatches?” asked Mr.
Recder pleasantly. " Or possibly to wire to
the owners? - No, no, it couldn’t be that—he,
is the owner. How interesting! He'll be
coming off in a few moments with sealed
orders under his arm. Will you tell me "—
he pointed to the hold—""why you leave
that square aperture in the bricks?  Is that

one of the secrets of packing, or shall I say
stowager”

Ligsey went whiter.

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

Mr. Reeder would have descended to the
cabin, but the hatch was padlocked. He did
invite himself down to the little cubby-hole
in the bow of the boat where Ligsey and the
boy slept; and, strangely enough, Mr.
Reeder carried in his pocket, although it
was broad daylight, a very powerful »lectric
hand-lamp which revealed every carner of
Ligsey's living-place as 1t had never been
revealed before.
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“Rather squalid, isn't it?" asked Mr
Reeder. * A terrible thing to have to live in
these circumstauces and conditions. But, ef
course, one can live in a much worse place.”

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

“One can live, for example,” he went on,
surveying the picturesque shcre of Queens-
horough vacantly, “in a nice clean prison.
I know plenty of men who would rather live
in prizon than at—um—Buckingliam Palacc
—though, of course, I have n: knowledge
that they've ever been invited to Bucking-
Lham Palace. But not respectable men, with
wives and famlies.”

Ligﬂ-.i’s face was a blank.

*With girls and mothers.”
Ligzey winced.
“ﬁﬂj’ would prefer to 1emain outside.
And, of course, they can remain outside if
they're only sufficiently sensible to make a
statement to the police.”

He took from his pocket-book a card and
Landed it almost timorously to Ligsey.

“1 live there,” said Mr. Reeder, “and F'll
be glad to see you any time you're passing.
Ave you interested in poultry:”

Ligscy was interested in nothing.
~ Mr. Reeder signalled to the boatman, who
pulled the skiff alongside, and he stepped
down into the boat and was rowed back to
the shore.

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

“01d Reeder's been here,” blurted Ligsey,

but Joe stopped him with o gesture. :
“Want to tell the world abomt it?” he

-

sparled. " Come aft'!”™ .
The thick-set ‘young man followed his
commander.
“J7 know Reecder's been here—I've secen

him. What did he want?

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

“That's done it,” said Ligs
had finished., “Old Reeder’'s
a hawk. ‘
in the bricks. I've never had to deal with
a detective before—"

“You haven't, eh?” _
“*Who was that waterman who came aboard

¢y, when fie
t a nose like

off Uravesend the other night? And why did.

I drop half a hundredweight of good stuff
uverboard, eh? You fool! We've had half
a dozen of these fellows on board, all of "em
cleverer than Reeder. Did he ask you to tell
him anything?”

* No,” said Li
- Joe Attymar t
thon: .

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

%..igsnj"ﬂ sich of relief was audible at the
other end of the barge.

ey instantly. _
onght for a little time, and

DEATH.
=218 visit of
Recder’s was
the cenlmina-
tion of a series of
inquiries he had con-
dueted in the ecourse
of a few days. He
turned in a short
report to Seotland
Yard, and went home
to  Brockley Road, m'urtakin%J Johnn
Southers as he turned from Lewisham High
Road. Johuny was not alone.
“Anna and T were discussing you,” he
said, as they suited their steps to mateh

T

-~

Asked me why we left that hoele:

sneered the ﬂtilﬂ!'. |

the more leisurely pace of Mr. Meeder. “1s
it possible for us to see you  for five

minutes”

It waz possible. Mr, Hecd.or u=hered them
up to his big, old-fashionzsd ~itting-room,
inwardly hoping that the cousultation would
Lhave no reference to the mysterious work-
ings of the young and huwman leart.

They were going to gel married.
“Anna’s father knows, and he's been

awfully decent about it,” said Johnny, *and
I'd like you to know, too, Mr. Heeder.”
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Mr. Reeder murmured semcibinge con-
gratulatory. That matter of love aud
loving was at any rate -helved.

“*And Desboyne has been awtully decent.
1 told Anna all about that vather vnpleasant
little sceme you witnessed-- he never told
her a word. He wrote apologizing to Anna,
and wrote an apolozy to me., He has offered
nie a very good pesition in Siigapore, if 1
care to take it. He's tervibly rich, and it
sounds very good.”

- “It doesn’t sound good to mie.”

Anna's voice wus decisive.

“1 appreciate Clive's generosity, but 1
don’t think Johuny ought to give up his
Civil Service work exeept for s=cmething
better in England. I want vou to persuade
him, Mr. Reeder.” ‘

Mr. Reeder looked from one to the other
dismally. . The idea of persuading aeybody
to do anything in which le himsclf was not
creatly absorbed filled him with dismay. As
a mentor to the young he recognised his
limitatioms, - He liked Johuuy Southers as
he liked any decent young fellow. He
thought Anna Welford was extraovdinarily
pretty; but even these two facts in con-
junction could not arouse him to en-
thusiasm.

-*1 don't want much I]']l."!l'ﬁlli"lt“llg‘,” said
Johnny, to his relief. *“I've got something
clse wp my sleeve—a pretty big thing., I'm
not at liberty to talk about it: in fact, I've
been asked not te. If that comes off, the
Singapore job will be refused. 1t isn’t so
very difficult now.” The point 1s this, Mr.
Reeder: If you were offered a partnership
in a thriving concern, that could he made

into something very hig 1f one put
one's heart and soul into it, would you
aceepts” s
Mr. Reeder looked at the t-l*lhilg and
sighed. |
“Hypotheses always worry me, Mr.
Southers. Perhaps, when the iuoment

comes, if you could tell me all about the
business, I may b: able to advi-e you,
although I confess I have never been
vegarded as a man whose advice was worth
two—um—hoots.”

“That's what I wantad teo see veu about,
Mr. Reeder.” Anna nodded =jowiy. “T'm
so terribly afraid of Johmny leaving the
service for an uncertaintv. and I do want
him to talk the matter over with you. 1
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don't want to kioew his secrets "—there was -
the ghost of a smile in her cyes—"1 think
I know most of them that count.” .

My, Reeder looked round miscrably. He
felt hims=clf caught and entangled in a net-
work of dull domesticity. He was, if the
truth be told, immensely bored, and, had Le
been miore temperamental, he mnght have
screamed. He wished he had not overtaken
these loitering lovers. or that they would
apply to one of thoze periodicals which
maintain a department devoted to advising
the young and the sentimental in the choice
of their careers. If was with the greatest
happiness that he closed the door upen
their small mystery and devoted himself to
the zerious business of high tea.

Mr. Reeder had many anxieties 1o acenpy
his mind in the next few days, and the fact
that he had added Joe Attymar to the list
of his enemies, even if he were aware of the
fact, was not one of these.

In the gacls of a dozen countries were
men who actively disliked him. Meister, ar
Hamburg, who used to =¢ll United States
Lills by the hundredweignt: Lefere, thc
clever whoelesale cugraver of lire notes;
Monszatta, who specialized i English fivers;
Madame Pen=a, of Piza, who for many years
was the chiet distribuator of forged money
in  Eastern and  Southern Europe; Al
selinzki, the paper maker; Dou Leizhmer,
who printed Prench milles by the thousand—
titey all kpew Mr, Reeder, at least Uy
mante, aid none of them had a good wernd
for lim except Monsatta, who was larg:-
minded and could detach him=clf from his
personal mizfortunes.

Letters came to Mr. Reeder from many
peculiar =ources. It was a curivus fact that
a very large number of Mr. Reeder's
correspoudents were women, A number of
the letters which came to him were of &
most embarrassing character,

His name Lad bheen montioned in many
cases that had beem heard at the Old Bailey
He himself had, fiom time to time, stocd
up in the witness stand, a Ineubrious and
unhappy firure, and had given evidence 1o
his Lesitant and deferential way against all
manuer of wrongdeers, but mostly forgers.

He was vanously described as “an
expert,” as “a private detective,” as “a
bank official.” In a sense he was all these,
yet none of them entirely. Judges and
certain harristers keew that he was at the
call of the Public Prosecutor’s Department.
It was said that privately he cnjoyed o
status equivalent in rank to a superin-
tendent of police. He cortainly had a hanal-
some retaining ice from the Bankeys'
Assoelation, and preobably drew pas from
the Government, hut nobody knew his busi-
ness. IHe banked at Torquav, and the
manager of the hank was his personal
friend.

But the net result of his fugitive appear-
ances i court was that quite mtelligeur
women ware seized with the idea that Le was
ithie man wiho sheuld be employed teo watch
their hushands, aud to procure the evidence
necessary for their divorees. Business mon
wrote to him asking him to investigate the
private lives of their partners: gquite a few
commizsionis were offered by important eom-
mercial coneerns, but none of these appealod
to Mr. Roeder, and with his own hand he
wonld write long aud cavetully-punctuat.:l
letters explaining that he was not a private
detective in the real sense of the word., He
was not  sarpeised, tharefore, when, =owe
four davs after his falk with Johnuy
southerz, he receivad a  Jetter addressed
from a4 Park Lane Hat, requesting his scr-
vices.  He tarned first to the signatury,
and, with =ome diffienity, deciphered it as -
“Chive Deshioyns” For a moement the name,
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whilst it had a certain famihiarily, was
dificult to attach, and then he rememberedd
the gquarrel he had witnessed, and realise:d
that thiz was the other party to that un-
happy conflict

The letter was typewritten, and ran:

“Dear Sir- 1 happen to know  your
private address becanse Miss Weltord
puointed it out to me one evening when
I was wvisiting her. I am in rather a
delicate position, and I am wondering
whether I ecould employ  your service-
prefessionally to extricate myself? Singe
tlie matter affects Southers, whom 1 thiuk
vou know (I have lcarned eince that you
were a witness of a certain disgracetul
cpizode, for whiel: T was probably mors
to blame than he), I thought you might
be willing to regeive me. 1 want vou
to undertake this task on a professional
basis and charge me yvour usual fecs. |
shall be ont of town until Friday night,
but there is no immediate wrgency. It 1
could call some time after ten on Fridav
I should be eternally grateful.—
Yours, ete”

Mr, Reeder’s first inclination was to take
out a sheet of paper and write a firin, hut
polite. note of retus=al to szee Mr. Desbovue,
however stringent might be his predicament.

7

“Off Greenwich,” said Gaylor.

Mr. Reeder dived down into his pocket
and produced an envelope. The paper was
grimy, the address was a scrawl. He took
from this as dingy a letter and laid 11 on the
table before Gaylor.

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

I will call at your howse on Sunday
s aa
morning.—From a Frend.

Gaylor inspected the envelope. The date-
stamp was ‘‘Greenwich.”

Ile had written the first {hivee words when
nite of 1hose curious impnlses which camne to P
Lhim at times, and which so often urged him R
to the right course, stayed his haml. In- ’ e
stead, he took o telegraph form and sent .
a lacomie messagc agrecing to the voune = sl
man's =uggestion. = D
The day of the appointment was o buss e |
one for Mr. Reeder  Scotlaud Yard had e ——
made two important discoverics—a =mal’ ————
varage in the north of London whiclh cou- i
tuined nearly 400 Iha. of saccharine had ——
heen ralded in the early hours of the morn- ——
ing, and this was followed up by a second =
ranil in a West End mansion flat, where s e
large guantities of heroin and cotaine were ——
unearthed by the police, } = —
“It looks as though —
we ve found one of o
t he prineipal dis- —
tributing agen ts,” —
sald Gayvlor. “ We've el F), —
oot the _hm-gﬂ under . )/ ‘_
obzervation, and = ~ it
we're taking the ) = —
chance of arresting
Attymar as soon as -
he steps on board.™ ' :
“Where 18 1t7” \
.
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“He had some doubt about sending it at
all. The flap has been opened and closed
ngain—I presume this is Ligsey; his real
name 13 William Liggs. He’s had no con-
victions, but he hasn't been above suspicion.
You'll see himp” -

“If he comes,” said Mr. Reeder. “So
wany of these gentlemen who undertake to
~upply mformation think better of it al the
last moment.”

“ It may be too late,” said Gaylor.

It was at the end of a very heavy and
tiring day that Mr. Reeder went back 1o
his house, forgetting the appointment he
had so rashly made. He had hardly L:en in
the house before the hell rang, and it was
then that he realizsed, with bitter repret,
that he had robbed himself of an hour's
slecp which was badly needed.

Mr. Desboyne was in evening dress. He
had driven down from his elub, where he had
bathed and changed after his long journey
trom the West :}% England, he explained.

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

Mr. Reeder looked round helplessly for a
vhair, found one, and pointed to it, and
Desboyne drew it up to the table where the
deteetive was sitting.

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

“You saw the fight? Gosh! That fellow
could punch! 1 -thoroughly deserved what
I got, which ¢ertainly wasn't very much. I
was very rude to him. And then, like a
fool, 1 went to the other extreme, and have
got him a job in Singapore—of course, he'll
take it—and I'm most anxious to get out
of my offer.” 3

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

“I suppose you think I'm a queer devil?
Well, I am. I'm rather impetuous, and I've
ot myself into a bit of a hole. And it's a
ngeer hole tham I know, beeause I’'m
terribly fond of Anna Welford, and she's
terribly unfond of me! Southers is rather
i the position of a successful rival, so that
cverything I say or do must be suspect.
That's the awful thing about it !”

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

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

Clive Deshoyne hesitated.

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

He rosze from his seat and paced up awl
tlown the room, his hands thrust into his
pockets, a frown cn his face.

"Do you rcmember the night of the
ight? I don’t suppose that’s graven on
vour memory. It arose out of something I
said to our friend as we left the City hall.
Apparently—I  ouly discovered this after-
wards—there was a man out there waiting
to see Southers, but in the excitement of
our little fracas—which began in the City,
by the way—Southers didn’t see the man,
who cither followed him to Lewisham or
came on ahead of him. IHe must have been
present in the street when the fight took
F]nm:n When I got home that night the
wall-porter asked me if I would see a very
seedy-looking individual, and, as 1 wasn't
in the mood to see anybody, I refused. A
few days later I was stopped in Piceadilly
by a man who I thought was a beggar—a
iealthy-iooking beggar, but most beggars
arc that way. He started by telling me he'd
seen thy fight, and said he could tell me
something about Southers. 1 wasn't feeling
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s0 very savage then as T had been, and I'd
have hoofed him off, but he was so0 in-
sistent, and in the end I told him te call
at my flat. He came that night and told me
the most extraordinary story., He said his
name was —Clive Desboyne frowned—* the
name’s slipped me for the moment, but it
will come back. He was a mate, or
assistant, on a barge run by a man named
Attymar——~

" Ligseyr” suggested Mr. Reeder, and the
other nodded.

“That’s the name—Ligsey. 1'm cutting
the story short because it took a tremeudous
long time to tell, and I don’t want it to
bore vou as it bored me. Tlhey've been
running some kind of contraband up the
river on the barge, for, apparently, Attymar
15 a smuggler on a large scale. That was
a yarn I dido't believe at first, though,
from the things he told me, it seemed very
likely that he epoke the truth.  Certain
articles were smuggled up the river on the
barge, and others were passed through the
Customs by Southers.”

Mr. Reeder cpened his mouth very wide.

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

Mr. Reeder plucked at his lowcer lip.

" Dosyou know Attymar?”

The young man shook his head.

"1 can’t even say that I'know Ligsey, but

if he keeps his promise I ghall know
Southers to-morrow morning.”

“What was his promise?” asked Mr,
Reeder. 2

“He says Attymar has documentary

proof—he didn’t use that expression, but
that is what he meant—and that he was
g::Lng to Attymar’s house to-night to get
it.

Again Mr. Reeder thought, staring into
vacaney.

“ When did you see him last?

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

The telephone-hell

-

rang sharnly. Nr.

Reeder, with a murmured apology, teok up
the receiver and listened with a face that
did not move., He only asked **What time?? -
and, after a long pause, said ““Yes.” As he
was hanging up the receiver, Deshoyne
went on:

“What T should like to do
Attymar—"

My. Reeder shook his head.

“I'm afraid veu won't see Attymar.
was murdercd bLetween nine and ten
night.”

iz to sce

He
to-

THE ARREST.
T was half - past
l twelve when Mr.
Beeder's taxi
brought him  into
~=hadwiek Lane,
/ which was alive with

———
|

. ra

' people. A policae
o cordon was drawn
I‘-"'l B | k% across the gate, but
¥, Gaylor, who was wait-

ing for him, conducted him into the vard.

“We're dragging the river for the body,”
he explained.

“Where was it committed:”
Reedcr.

“Come inside,” said the other erimly,’
“and then you will ask no questions.”

It was not a pleasant sight that met My,
Reeder’s eyes, though he was a man not
easily sickened. The little sitting-room
was a confusion of =mashed furniture, the
walls splashed with red. A cormer tahle,
however, had been left untouched. Hero
were two ‘classes of whisky, one full, tho
other half-cmpty. A half-smoked clgar wis
carcfully laid on a picce of paper by the
side of these.

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

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

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

“One of the people here recognised this
as Ligsey's—a woman who lives in the
street, who had pawned it for him on une
cecasion. It's impertant, because it probh-
ably gives us the hour of the murder, if you
allow the watch to be a little fast or slow.
It's hardly likely to be aceurate. We liave
sent a description round of Southers, though
it isn’t a very good ome, but it will prob-
ably be sufficient. I'm having a facsimile
of the writing——"

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

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

“Very interesting,”” saisl Mr. Reeder.
“When yvou reecover the bodies I should like
to see them.”

He stared out

asked My,

over the river, which was



23/3/20 ,

covered by a faint mist—not sufficient te
impede navigation, but enough teo shroud
and make indistinct objects tTlil!‘i‘F or forty
yards away.

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

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

It drew up by the side of the barge, which
was moored close to the Surrev shore, and
a ¢uavering voice hailed them.

“That you, Ligsey?”

Mi. Reeder pulled himself on board before
he replied. -

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

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

“You're a copper, ain’t ver?” he asked
:remulously. “Have you pinched Ligsey®"

“T] have not pinched Ligsey,” said Mr.

‘ceder, patting the boy gently on the back.
“How long has he been gone?”’ .

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

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

“No, gir; he shouted for me to go below,
Ligsey always makes me go below when him
and the guv’nor have

a talk.”

Mr. Reeder drew
from his pocket a
vellow carton of

cigarettes and Lit one
before he pursued his o il
inquirics, |
~ “Then what hap- \ |
pened 2 -_
“Ligsey come down
and packed his ditty
hox, and told me 1
was to hang on allj |l
night, but that I}
could go to sleep. I}}||
was frichtened aboutj

being left alone on}|| &
the barge.”
Mr. Recder was':t

‘already making his |
way down the com-
panion to Lagsey’s
quarters. Ev idently
all the man’s kit had
been removed; even
the sheets on his bed
must have been folded | |
and taken away,- for |
the bunk was 'r
Atumbled,

On a little swing
table, which was a
‘four-foot plank sus-
pended from the deck
above, was a letter.
It was not fastened,
aud Mr. Recder made
no scruple in opening
and rcading its con-
tents. It was in the
hand-print which, he
had been informed,
was thie only kind of
writing Attymar
knew.

SDear Mr,! -
Southers. — If you & oM

¢comoe aboard, the

se1t below,

O

stuffi 1s In the engine-room.
to be careful,
watching.”

I have got
because the police are

When he guestioned the boy, whose name

was Hobbs, he learned that ILageey had
come down and left the letter. IMr. Reeder

went aft and found the hatchway over the
little engine-room unfastened, and de-
scended into the strong-smelling depths,
where the engine was housed. It was here,
evidently, that Attymar remained during
his short voyages. There was a signal bell
above his head and a comfortable armchair
Lhad been fixed within reach of the levers

His search here was a short one. Inside
an open locker he found a small, square
package, wrapped in oiled paper, and a
vlance at the label told him i1ts contents,
cven thouegh he did not read Dutch.

Returning to the boy, he l.'{'il(?ﬁ'l_iﬂ]l{‘.d him
closely. It was no unusual thing for Atty-
mar to pick up his mate from the barge.
The boy had once seen the launch, and
described it as a very small tender.- He
knew nothing of Mr.

Southers, had never seen

him on board the ship, i
theugh occasionally :
people did come, on [
which occasions he was | |

At his reguest, Mr.
Reeder was put ashore
at Greenwich and got on
the telephone to Gaylor. | 1|
It was now two o'clock
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in the morning, and much had happened.

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

“Extraordivary,” sawd Mr Reeder, and
the mildness of the comment evidently irri-
tated Inspector Gaylor. _

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

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

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

She was very white and Ler manner waa
calm.

“Yon've heard about Johnny being ar-
rested——" she began.

Mr. Reeder nodded.

“Yes, I gave them the necessary infor-
mation as to where he was to be found,” he
said, and he saw the colour come and go
in her face.
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“I—1 suppose you—you had to do your
duty ?” she said haltingly. “But you know
it’s not true, Mr. Reeder. You know Johnny
— e eouldn’t—-" Her voice choked.

Mr. Reeder shook his head.

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

She nodded.

“Immediately before?”

“Half an hour before. He was terribly
disappointed ; he had gone to sec about this
artnership, but he had a feeling that he'd
Leen tricked, for nothing came of it. He
had arranged to see me, and I waited up

the
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“The Thriller”
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ABOUT THIS RED.ROBED VILLAIN

RESUMING you have already perused
the leng complete story in this issue
of The THRILLER, | -venture teo

suggest vou have never read anything more
exciting fram the pen of Edgar Wallace,
the most popular author of mystery stories.
True yvou have had te wait a few weeks for
this latest adventure of Mr., Reeder, but |
feel sure you will agree that patience has
hrought its ewn reward.

§
z “The Croek in Crimsen™ is a typical
Edgar Wallace yarn. It provides full
S measure of drama, thrill, mystery and
humour of a kind unigue to the ingenuily
and persoenality of the Master of Mystery.
Only Edgar Wallace could have produced
the amazing adventures of J. G. Reeder
in search of The Croek in Crimson, just
as only Leslie Charteris could have told
The Story of a Dead Man, or Hugh Clevely
produced Lynch Law. So we must add
this week's gripping story te the many suc-
cesses of both its talented author and The
THRILLER. This is the third novel
especially contributed to this paper by Mr.
Wallace. There is no denying, that te place
in your hands a novel-length story by the
premier thriller author of the day, at the
cost of twopence, is an achievement never
previously considered possible. We are
preud of what we have done. Proud, too, of
the gigantic circulation by which you have
shown your appreciation.
It will interest you te know that the
manuscript of * The Crook in Crimson ™

came to hand when Ne. T of The
THRILLER was about te be printed.
Regardless of cost incurred by the re-

arrangement, necessitating the holding up
of printing machines and rush work for
all concerned, everything was put aside, in
order to put Edgar Wallace's latest story
in your hands at the earfiest possible date.

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

VANANAAAAANANANAN

prepared, You will understand ihat the
preparation eof a novel takes time, and
requires much careful thought and _mnntfu:-
tion, until it gives complete satisfaction.
However, it is hoped that definite news will
come along seen.

In faunching The THRILLER, our pre-
ject was highly ambitieus, but 1 bhelieve
we have aiready proved to you that stories
of the highest standard can be maintained
week by week. An exceptionally large
number of letters have come to hand asking
for mere stories like * The Croucher” in
last week's issue. 1 was so confident that
the long complete novel by Gwyn Evans
would be enthusiastically received, that |
promptly commissioned further stories frem
him.

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

In the meantime, den't forget te keep a
sharp leok-out for announcements of future

stories by Edgar Wallace and ether star
authors. Every effert has been made 1o
keep The THRILLER on the tep nete of
quality, and you may rest assured that this
standard will he maintained, because | have
a stock of steries in hand, every ons of
which | can quarantee first-class thrillers,

Yours sincerely,

i
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for him—h2 was crossing the road to his
own house when he was arrested.”

‘“Did he wear a hlue suit or a grey suit f”

“A blue suit,” she said quicifl']'.

Mr. Reeder looked at the ceiling.

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

She looked at
little fearfully.

in bewilderment, a
suddenly Muyr.

him
And then

.Reeder gave one of his rare smiles and

dropped a gentle hand on her shoulder,

“1I shouldn’t be too worried, if I were
you,” he said, with a kindly look in his eyes.
“You've got quite a number of gcod friends,
and you will find Mr. Desboyne will do a
lot to help your Johnny.”

She half shook her head

“Clive doesn’'t like Johuny,” she said.

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

“But who was the man who was killed?

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

he didn’t tell me so. I'm absolutely stunned
by this news, Mr. Reeder 1 can’t realise
its gravity. It seems just a stupid joke that
somebody’s played on us. Johnny couldn't
do harm to any man.”

“T'm sure he couldn’t,” said Mr. Reedor
soothing'!y, but that meant nothing.

THE RED STAINS.

R. REEDER 'S
M h o u sekeeper
had, since his

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

“The young gentleman who came to see
you last night,” she said in a low veice.
“I've put him in the waitine-room.”

“Mr. Desboyne #”’

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

In a few scconds Clive Desboyne was
shown in, 5, 8

“I've only just leard about Southers’
arrest—it’s monstrous! And I was being seo
beastly abouf him to-night. Mr. Reeder,
I'll spend all! the money you want to get
this youngz mnian cut of s trouble. It's
awful for Anna!”

Mr. Reeder Fuiled at his long nose and
said he thought it was rather unpleasant.

“And,” he added, “for everybody.”

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

“1 eould call up for it in the morning,”
said Mr. Reeder, and his voice was surpris-
iniljl’ brisk. :

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

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

Clive Desboyne laughed.

“I've given vou the impression that I'm
terribly methodical,” he said, “and that
isn’t guite exact.”
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He looked al the watch on his wrist,
“It's too late to ask you to breakiast
“Breakfast is my favourite meal,” said
Mr. Tteeder gaily. |
Cate as was the hour, he waa standinz
before the polished mahogany door of 974,
Memerial Mansions, IPark Lane, at munc
o'elock next morning. Mr, Desboyne was
not sc ecarly a riser, and indeed had doubied
viliether  the detective wowld keep  his
romi=c. Mr. Reeder was left standing in
the hall whilst the servant went to 1ngt.a
exactly how this strangely appearing gentiv.
man should be disposed of. |
There was plenty to occupy Mr. Recder -
atleution during her absence, for the wid.

liall was Lung with plotographs wirich
vave some indication of Desboyne's wide
sporting and theatrical interests.  There

was ouc¢ intercsting photozraph, evidently
an enlamreement of a snapshot, showing the
House of Commons in the backeround,
whicl held My, Reeder's attention, the more
sy as the photorraph also showed the corner
of Westminuster Bridee, across which motor
buses were moving, Ife was looking at this
when Clive Desboyue joined him,

“There is a piece of detective work,"” sand
Mr. Recder triumphantly. pointing to the
photograph, “I can tell you almost the
‘week that picture was taken. Do vou see
those two omnibuses bearinge the names of
two plays? I happen to know tliere was only
one weck in the year when they were holh
riunning torether.”

“Indeed,” =aid Desboyue, apparvently nol
impressed by this picce of deduction as Mr,
fteeder had expected.

ITe led the way to the dining-rocm, and

reeder found by the side of lis plate three
foolscap sheels eovered with writing.
- Y1 don't know whether vou'll be able tn
read 1t,” said Desbovne, “but vou'll notive
ithere one or two things that I forgot to
tell vou al our interview., I think, cu the
whole, they favour Southers, and I'm glad
I made a note of them. For example, he
said he had never scen Attvmar, and only
Enew himw Ly name. That in itsclf is rather
curious.”

“Verv.,” said Mr. Reeder. “ Regarding
tliat pliotogravh in the hali —it must haye
been in May last year., I remember some
vears ago, by a lucky chance, 1 was able
to establish the date on which a cheque was
passed as distinet from the date on which
it was drawn by the fact that the drawer
had forgotten to sign one of his initials,”

[t waz surprising how much Mr. Recder,
who was not as a rule a loguacious man,
talked in the course of that meal. Mostly
e talked about mnothinz., When Clive
Desboyne led him to the murder Mr. Recder
skilfully edged away to less unpleasant
topics.

“It doesn’'t interest me very much, 1 con-
foga,”” he said. “I am not a member of the
—um—Criminal Investigation Department.
I was mercly called in to deal with this
man’'s smuggling—and he seems to have
smuggled pretty extensively. 1t is distress.
ing that young Southers is implicated. Ile
ceems a nice boy, and has rather a sane
view of the eare of chickens. For example,
lie was telling me that he had an ineubator

i

e el

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

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

Thev had not seen much of Attymar ail

11

The bargze blinked stupidly

at the man in the squaie hat

and lop-sided pince-nez, who

persisted in climbing aboard
to search the vessel.
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the wears they had been there. He usually
came in on one of the night or early-morn-
ineg tides. Ligsey paid therm their wages.

“There was uever any change,” said one
moeurnfullv. “We ain't had the gates
painted since I've bin here—we've had the
same little anvil to keep the gate open—"

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

“Funnyv,” e said.

Mr. Beeder acvrveed. YWho would steal a
rusty little anvil> He saw the place where
it had lain; the impression of it still stood
in the dusty earth.

Later came Gaylor, in a hurry to show
him over the other 1ooms of the house.
There was a kitchen, a rather spacious
cellar, which was closed by a heayy door,
and one bed-room, that lLad been divided
innto twoe unequal parts by 2 wooden parti-
tion., The bed-room was simply but cleanly
furnished. There was a bed and bedstead.
a dressine-table with a large mirror, and
a chest of drawers, which was empty. In-
deed, there was no article of Attymar's
visible, except an old razor, a stubbly shav-
ing-brush and =ix worn shirts, that had
Lbeen washed until they were threadbare.

From the centre of the ceiling hung an
¢ lectrie light with an opalescent shade; an-
other light hung over a small oak desk, in
which, Gayler informed him, most of the

documents in the case had beeu found, But
Mr. Reeder's chief interest was in the
mirror and in the greasy smear, which ran
from the top left-hand cormer almost along
the top of the mirror. The glass itself was
supported by two little mahogany pillars,
and to the top of each of these was attached
a E}iece of string.

‘Most amusing,” said Mr. Reeder, speak-
ing lhis thoughts aloud.

“Remind me to laungh,” said Mr. Gaylor
heavily. “What is amusing ?"’

For answer Mr. Reeder put up his hand
and ran the tip of his finger along the
smear. Then he began to prowl around the
apartment, obviously looking for some-
thing, and as obviously disappointed that 1t
could not be fouud.

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

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

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

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

¥
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calmly, returning to the bed-room. “Do yvou
ever-go to the pietures, Gaylor #” )

The iuspector admitted that occasionally
he did.

"I like to sce detectives in comic films,
because they always carry large magnifying
rlasses. Do they make you laugh?”

" They do,” admitted Mr. Gaylor with a
contemptuous and reminisecnt smile,

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

Under the astonished eyes of the detective
Receder went down on his knees in the
approved fashion, and began carefully to
gerutinise the floor. Inch by inch he
covered, stopping mow and again to pick up
something invisible to the Scotland Yard
man, and placed 1t in an envelope, which
e had alse taken from his pocket.

“Cigar-ash?” asked Gaylor sardouically.

“Almost,” said Mr. Reeder.

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

*“Oh, it is a cigarette you're looking for ?”

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

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

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

Mr. Reeder hurried downstairs and ex-
amined this small apartment. There were
ashes in the erate, but it was impossible to
tel! what had been burnt.

“T should like to say,” said Gaylor, “that
your ~efforts are wasted, for we've got
enough in the diary to hang Southers twice
over. Only I suspect you when you do

thines unnecessarily.”
© “The diary?” Mr, Reeder looked up.

“Yes, Attymar’s.”

“So he kept a diary, did he?” Mr.
Recder was quietly amused. * I should have
thought he wounld, if I had thought about
it at all.”’

Then he frowned.

“Not an ordinary diary, of course? Just
an exercise-book. It begins—let me see---
shall we say two weeks ago, or three
weeks 27

To Inspector Gaylor’s -
astonishment, Reeder
went down on his
Knees,and began care-

fully to scrutinize the
floor through a large

reading glass.
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Gaylor gazed at him in amazement,

“Mason told yom?"

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

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

“There is mo sign of the tender that
brought Ligsey here? The little boy on the
barge was much more informative than he
imagined ! I’'ll tell you what to look for,
shall I? A black, canoe-shaped motor-boat,
which might hold three people at a pinch.
Remember that—a canoe-shaped hoat, say
ten feet long.”

“Where shall I find itF" asked the
fascinated Gaylor.

“At the bottom of the river,” said Mr.
Reeder calmly, “and in or near it you will
find a little anvil which used {o keep the
rate open !

Mr. Reeder had a very large acquaintance
with eriminals, larger perhaps than the
average police officer, whose opportunities
are circumscribed by the area to which he
is attached; and he kuew that the business
of deteetion would be at a standstill if there
were such a thing in the world as a really
clever eriminal. By the just workings of
Providence, men who gain their living by
the evaston of the law are deprived of ‘he
eighth sense which, properly functioning,
wonld keep themn out |
of the hands of the
police.

He made yet an-
other survey of the
house hefore he left,
peinted ont to Gaylor
something which that

officer had  already
noticed, namely, the
bloodstaing on the

floor and the wall of
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a small lobby. which counccted the maim
living-room with the yard.

“Naturally I saw it,” said Gaylor. whe
was inclined to be a little complacent.
“My theory is that the fight started in the
sitting-room ; they strugeled out into the
passage——"

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

MYSTERY.

OHX =oUTHERS made a brief appeatance at
the Tower of London Police Court—a
dazed, bewildered young man, so over-

whelmed by his position that he could do no
more than answer the questions putl to him
by the magistrate’s clerk,

Gaylor had secen
mMorning,

him earlier ian the

“He said nothing, except that he went
to Attymar's hounse—oh, yes, he admits
that—by appointment., He says Attymar
kept him waiting for some time befuwre lie
opened the door, and then omnly allowed
liim to come into the lobby. He tells some
rambling story ahout Attymar sending him
to meet a man at Highgate, In fact, it's
the usual man story.”

Mr. RBeeder nodded. He was uno! une

acquainted with that mysterious man who
all

igures in the narratives of arrested
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persons. Sometimes it was a man wio gave
the prisoner the stolen goods, in the
possession of which he had been found:
sometimes it was the man who asked an-
other to cash a forged cheque; but always
it was a vague somebody who could never
be traced. Half the work of investigation
which occupied the attention of the detec-
tive force consisted of a patient search for
men who had no existence except in the
imaginations of prisoners under remand.

“Did he see him?” asked Mr. Reeder.
Craylor laughed.

“My dear chap, what a question!”

Mr. Reeder fondled his bony chin.

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

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

“T doubt i1,” said Gaylor. “The chief
is feeling rather sick about tlus Hanny
busincss, and, as the kick has come down
from veur department, 1t isn't likely that
they’ll make an exception. I'll ask Mason,
and let you know.”

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

“Have vou scen Johuny?" was the first
question she asked.

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

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

“Told you everything?” repeaied Mr,
Reeder.

She nodded.

“ About Ligscy, and the story that Clive
told you. I understood—in a way. e is
doing everything he can for Johnny; he has
engaged a lawyer and briefed counsel.”

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

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

ﬂ;_‘?w her lower her eyes and heard the

({1 ke ttle ﬂigh.
; :K%{r i i_hﬂ.t: found the money—1I thought you
knew thali” she said in a low voice.

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

“They've found the money:"

She nodded.

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

Mr. Reeder did not often whistle; he

whistled now.
“Does Mr. Desboyne know this?” he asked.
She shook her head. -

“(Clive doesn’t know. It happened after

- ¢losed, s b
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e had left. Hoe's
been terribly mice
—he's made one
confession that
isn't very flatter-
ing to me.”
Reeder s
twinkled.
*That he is—wum
—cengaged to some-
body else?” he
sugoested, and she
«tared at him in
amazement.

“Deo vou know ¥

“One has heard
of such things,”
sald Mr. Reeder
eravely.

“I was
clad,” she went
on, “It removed
the " — ghe hesi-
tated — ““personal
Lias. He really iz
sorry for all he
has said and done. |
Johuny's trouble
has shaken him |
terribly, Clive
thinks that the

cCVEeS

very

murder was com-
mitted by this man
Ligsey.” i ! 3

“Oh!” said Mr. pnk BN
Reeder. “That is a1
interesting.” ‘

He stared down at her, pursing his lips
thoughtfully.

“The—um—police rather faney that Mur.
Ligsey 18 dead,” he said, and there was o
note of irritation in his voice as though he
rescuted tlhie police holding any theory at
all. “Quite dead—um—murdered, in fact.”

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

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

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

“I'm afraid not,” he said. “I really am
afraid mnot! The people on your—um-—-
friend’s side are the police. If he is inno-
cent, I am naturally on his side with them.
Don't you see, young lady, that when we
prove a man’s guilt we also prove everybody
else’s 1nnocence?”

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

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

After Anna had left, he went to Southers’
house and interviewed Johnny's father.

—— T il s cmmm =
e B L )
o - =

"The old man was bearing his sorrow remark-

ably well. Indeed, his principal emotion
was a loud fury against the people who
dared accuse his son,

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

“Personally, I never go into the shed.
I1t’s Johinnv's little cubby hutch,” he said.

The THRILLER
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j- 2 Look hare;” said the tough looking seaman.
- B ““] can tell you about Southers, and the

smuggling game that’s going on.”’

“The boy is fond of gardening, and. like
vou. Mr. Reeder. has a faney for poultry.

“Is the shed kept locked?”

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

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

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

“But it's seldom locked,” said Southers.

“We leave it open for the milkman; he goes
round to the kitchen that way in the morn-
ing.” |

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

“Nobody has dug up the garden:” he
asked, and, when the other replied in the
negative: “Then T should do a bit of
digging myself if I were you, Mr. Southers,”
he said gently; ““and whether you tell the
police what you find, or do mot tell the
police, is entirely a matter for your own
conscience.”

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

“If it is consistent with your—um-—con-
science to say nothing about your discovery,
and if you removed it or them to a safe
place where it or they would rot be found,
it might be to the advantage cof your son in
the not too distant future.”

garden an:l

¥
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Mr. Southers was a little agilated, more
than a little bewildered, when Mr. Reeder
took his leave. He was to learn that the
ban on his activities in regard to the
Attymar murder had been strengthened
rather than relaxed, and he expericnced a
gentle, but malignant, pleasure in the
thought that in one respect he had made
their task a little more difficult.

It was Gaylor who brought the news.

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

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

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

“ Naturally,” murmured Mr. Reeder.

“ 1 mean, you may by accident hear things
—you know these pengle, they live in the
same street—and 1 think you know the
young lady Southcrs is engaged tof”

Mr. Reeder inclined his head.

““There’s another thing, Mr. Reeder.”
Gaylor evidently felt he was treading on
delicate ground, having summarily declined
and rejected the assistance of his com-

panion, “If you should hear from Ligsey”

e —

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

“Well, there i1s a rumour about that he's
not dead. In fact, the boy on the barge,
Hobbs, says that Ligsey came alongside last
night in a skiff and told him to keep his
meouth shut about what he'd seen and heard.
My own opinion is that the boy was dream-
ing, but one of Ligsey’s pals said he’d also
seen him or heard him—I don’t know which.
That’'s a line of investigation you might
take on for your own amusemen N

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

“TWell,” said the detective awkwardly, “if
it interests you, that’s a line you might

iake lﬁy;"

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

Here, however, hic was permitting him-
se to romance

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

Miss Rosie Loop did not snggest romance;
%ﬂ was short, rather stout, had bad teeth,
ANd o red face, but for the moment she was
important, and might not have scen Mr.
Reeder but for the mistaken idea she had
that he was associated with the Press.

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

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

In the stufly lhttle _
TDercaved fianeée was cafing bread and jam,

kitchen where the -
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Mr. Reeder was given a clean Windsor
cuair, and sat down to hear the exeiting
happening of the previous night,

“1 kaven’t told the Press yet,” said Rosie,
who had a surprisingly shrill veice for one
so equipped by nature for the deeper tones.
“He come last night. I sleep upstairs with
mother, and whenever he used to anchor oft
the crik he used to eome ashore, no matter
what time it was, and throw up a couple of
stones to let me know he was here. Aboul
‘arf past two it was last night, and, lord,
it gﬁvﬂ me a start!”

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

she nodded violently.

“And was it Mr. Ligsey?” :

“It was him !’ she said dramatically. “1I
wouldn’t go to the window for a long time,
but mother said * Don’t be such a fool, a
ghost carn’t hurt yer,” and then I pulled
up the sash, and there he was in his oli
oilskin coat. I asked him where he'd bin,
but he was in a 'urry. ‘Told me not to get
worried about him, as he was all right.”

“How did he look:” asked Mr. Reeder.

She rolled her head impatiently.

“Didn’t I tell yer it was the middle of
the night? But that’s what he said—* Don’t
get worried about anything '—and then he
popped off.” L nfe=

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

Her mouth opened.

“You've seen him? Where is he?”

“1 haven't seen him, but he had a cold?”

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

Mother offered a hoarse confirmation. -

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

“He hasn’t
written to you?”

She shook lLer
head

“He was never a
one .for writing.”

“What time was
this ?”

She counld tell

him exactly, be-
cause she  had
heard Greenwich

cloek striking the
half-hour.

Mr. Reeder
might be bored
with investizatioun,
but he found some
satils faction In
baredom.

The Al%anuna
still lay off Green-
wich, and he hired
a boat to take him
fo the barge. The
disconsolate
Master Hobhbs was
still on board, and
even the faect that
he was nmow com-
mander did not
compensate him
for his lonelineas,
though, appar-
ently, the police
had supplied him

23/3/29

with food and had arranged to relieve him
that evening.

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

“Yes, I forgot to tell you about that,”
said Rosie. 1 sce it under ’is 'at. 1 saud:
*What's that white round your head:?
Fancy me forgettin’ to tell you that ”

As a matter of form Mr. Reeder, when 1_1&
got home that night, jotted down certain
sequences.

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

Mr. Reeder put down his pen and frowned.

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

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

“ Have you found anything, Mr. Reeder?”

“I find T am s=suffering from a shght
softening of the brain,” said Mr. Reeder
pleasantly. “Do yeu realise I never asked
how the murder was discovered?”’

He heard Gaylor laugh.

“Didn’'t T tell {ﬂu? It was very simple.
A policeman on his beat found the wicket
door open, saw the lantern on the gzround
and the other lantern burning in the lobby
of the house. What's the matter:”

Mr. Heeder was langhing.

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

sure there wasn't an alarm-bell ringing:”
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“1 didn't hear of any alarm-bell—in fact,
I don't know that there is one.”

Mr. Reeder cxchanged a few common-
places, denied that he was making any
inquiries about Ligsey, and hanging up the
receiver, sat baek in his chair, his hands
clasped about his middle, and real amusc-
ment in his eyes.

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

Opening the telephone directory, he found
the number of Mr. Clive Desboype, and it
was that gentleman who answered his call.

P
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I reach a decision I'd like to have another
talk with you. Could I call at your flat to-
night about—nine?”

ere was a little pause.

15

queer; I was just going to ring
“Have you taken

“That’s
you up,” said Desboyne.
up the case?” _ }

“I am wavering,” replied Reeder. Eefnri

ul i
.......

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

wait in for you.

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

Whatever trains of thought started and
slowed, switched into side-tracks, or ran off
into tributary lines, they all arrived at one
mj'steriqu:s destination.

“It will be spring cleaning,” said 3Ar.
Reeder as lie got up Trom his chair.

THE REVOLVER CLUE.

y EEDER spent the
R rest of the
afternoon 1im

the West End of
London, calling upon
a succession of
{, * theatrical agents.

) SBome were very

important personages
_ who received him in
walnut-panelled ealons; a few were in
dingy offices on third floors; one, and the
most important of these, he interviewed m
the bar of a public-house in 8t. Martin’s
Lane—a fat ond seedy man, with a fur
collar and frayed cuffs, a half-stupid tippler
with no business but many reminiscences;
and, as he proudly
lection of old theatrical programmes in

London.”

Mr. Heeder, who was a good listener and
very patient, heard all about the agent's
former grandeur, the amount of commission
out of which eminent artistes had swindled
him, and at last he accompanicd his bibu-
lous companion to his lodgings off the
Waterloo Road, and from seven till eight
was eugrossed 1im masses of dog-cared
literature.

Mr. Reeder had a meal in a Strand
restaurant and drove to Park Lane. As the
Lift earried him to the floor on which Des-
boyne's flat was situated——

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

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

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

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

“I'm going to clear out to an hotel to-
morrow. It'll probably be the Ritz-Carlton,
but if you want me urgently myv solicitors
will be able to put us in touch. Now, Mr.
R.E%der, you're going to do this for Anna and
mEp”l
- Mr. Reeder shook his head feebly,
| “You've gut to do 1t,” insisted the other
energetically. *You're the only detective
in London in whom 1've anv confidence. [
know you're attached to the Public Prose-
cutor’s Department, but I've been making

a few inquiries, too,” he said with a little,

smile, ‘““and I hear that you take outside
commissions.”

| “Banks,” said Mr. Reeder reverently.
{ ‘Banks—not private work.”

clarmed, "“the best col-
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“I shall insist!” Clive was very earnest,
“I've told Anna everything — about my
beastliness in regard to young Southers,
Honestly, I still think that Ligscy’'s story
was true, and that Southers wes making
something on the side. A lot of decent
fellows, otherwise perfectly honest, do that
sort of thing, and I'm not condemning him.
In fact, when I expressed my—what’s the
word for being shocked ?”

“Horror, amazement®” suggested Mr,
Reeder. :

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

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

Again Desboyne laughed.

“Of course I am! The fact that a man !s
engaged to another girl—and the sweetest
girl 1 the world—doesn’t prevent him
philandering. Of course, it's a caddish thine
to do, and it's got me into quite a lot of
trouble, but the fact remains, I am terribly
fond of Anna. I won't say I love her like
a brother, because I'm tired of bheing a
hypocrite. I'm going to try to get Southers
out of the mess he’s in; and that doesn't
mean I love kim like a brother, either!
Now, Mr. Reeder, what do you want to sce
me about, if it isn't to tell me that youw're
taking up this case?”

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

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

As they came out iuto the hall My,
Heeder's eyes wandered up and down the
bave walls.

“You will have this repainted, Mr. Des-
Lovue:" he asked. " At present it is rather
a delicate eream. If 1T were you I should
have it painted green. Green is a very
restful colour, but possibly my views are—
um—snburban.”

“I think they ave.”
humouredly.

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

The landlady at Mr. Gurther's lodgings
liad a surprising and disconcerting story to
tell. Mr. Reeder had hardly left (she had

said the other gnr_r{l-

witnessed his departure) before a messenger:

came, and Billy had gone out. He had
returned in half an hour, very voluble and
exeited. He had been given a commizsion
to collect cabaret turns in Spaim. He had
to leave London some time after nine, travel
all night, and cateh the Sud Express in the
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morning. le was plentifully supplied with
money.

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

The sudden departure of an obscure music-
hall agent, of whose existence he had been
unaware until that afternoon, did not at all
distress Mr. Reeder. It was the circum-
stances which attended his leaving, its
rapidity, and, most important of all, the
kuowledge that was behind tlat sudden
move, which made him alert and watchful.
He might not be persona grata at Scotland
Yard, but little things like that did not
trouble Mr. Reeder. He drove immediately
to the bhig building on the Thames Embank-
ment, sought, nay, demanded, an interview
with the Chief Constable, who should have
been at home and in bed, but was in fact
in consultation with his five chiefs when
the detective arrived,.

The first message sent to Mr. Recder was
cold and unpromising. Would he call in
the morningr It was Gaylor who was de-
tached from the conference to carry this
message.

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

This was a threat—nobody knew it bettcr
than Gaylor. The exact extent and volume.
of Reeder's power was mnot known. One
thing was certain—he conld be extremely
unpleasant, and the consequences of his dis-
pleasure might even atfect 3 man’s career.
Gaylor returned instantly, and summoned
him ta the conference, and there Mr. Reeder
sat down, and, quite uninvited, expounded a
theory, and supported his fantastic ideas
with a considerable amount of grimy litera-
ture. |

“We can stop Gurthér at Southampton,”
suggested Gayvlor, but Reeder shook his
head.

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

Mason nodded.

“I1f your theory is corrcet, there must be
a method of proving it,” he said; “not a
simple one, perhaps——"

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

He turned to Gaylor.

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

“I'll get it right away,’
left the room. ;

He was back with a shieaf of photograplic
culargements which he laid on the table.

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

“The clock? Yes, I noticed that.”

“ Naturally," said Reeder. .

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

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

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

“You can do as you like," said Mason.
“You're well in the case now, Mr. Reeder.
I've put out a special eall to get Ligsey, and
the river police arc egearching all the
reaches.” -

said Ga ylor, ani
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“The river police are more likely to get
Mr. Ligsey than any other section of the
Metropolitan Pelice Force,” replied Beeder.

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

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

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

i, ! .::"._." f
v /
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sense of weight—and he remembered some-
thing that weighed just as heavy as this.
He put the packapge carefully on the table
and rang through to Scotland Yard. Gaylor
ltad gone. He tried him at his house, but
hie had not arrived.

“Tell him to ’phone the moment he comes
in,” he sawd, and went to his desk to
examine, for the third time that day, the
old music-hall programmes and play-hills,
photographs, euttings from the “ Era " and
the “Stage,” the data which he had eol-
leeted in the course of the day.

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

“ Nothing

at all.,” said Mr. Reeder. Andd

then a thought struck him. * Where do you
sleep?”
“In the room above, sir.”

Inteni upon what was happening outside, Mr. Reeder did not feel the

sudden impact of the truncheon that thudded dully upon his head.

over-=mcaring f£nger-prints. “ Has the box
arrived =¥

*Ten minutes ago, sir.”

“When did Mr. Gaylor telephone?”

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

e found 1t on Lis table in a service
envelope, and took 1t out—a heavy, ohlong
box, about six inches long and three inches
square. Pen-printed on the lid, which was
tacked down, were the words: ““Mr. Reeder
to see awd return., Room 75, New Seotland
Yard.,” Rewcider weighed the package in liis
hand.

some people remember by smell, some
trust to their eyesight, and the recollections
of viston., Mr., Reeder had a remarkabie

“Above this?” said Mr. Reeder hastily.
“No, no; I think you'd better stay in the
kitchen until T hear from Mr. Gaylor. If
von could make yourself comfortable there,
i fact, if you could sleep there, I should
be very much obliged. There is nothing to
be alarmed about,” he said, when he saw
consternation dawning in her face. “It is
merely that I may want to—um—send a
detective upstairs to—er—overhear a con-
versation.”

It was a lame exeuse. Mr, Reeder was a
peor har; but his hounsckeeper was a very
=imple soul, and, except that she insistéd
npon geing up to make the room tidy,
agreed to retire to the basement. She had
hardly gone when Gaylor came through, and
for five minutes he and Reeder spoke to-
gether. After this the detective settled
down to await his coming, and Inspector
Gaylor did not arrive slonme, hut brought
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with him two expert officials from the
explosives department. One of them had a
delicate spring balance, and with this the
package was weighed.

“Allow for the weight of the wooden box,”
said the experf; “that leaves the exact
weight of a Mills bomb. I'm sure you're
n%illt,. Mr. Reeder.”

Te held the package to lis ear and shook
it gently. :

“No, nothing more complicated.””

He took a case of instruments from his
poecket and removed a slither of wood from
the hd.

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

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

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

It was no idle promise.  Mr. Reeder
watched with interest as the skilfnl fingers
of the man removed the lid, eateling the
lever at the same time and heolding it firm
against the swelling side. From his pocket
he took a steel pin-and thrust it home, and
the bomb became innoeuous.

“You've kept every scrap of paper, of
course P** said Gaylar. “There was no other
packing but thiz?”

Every piece of paper was carefully folded
and put :m an envelope, and the two explo-
sive experts went down to pack away M.
Keeder’s dangerous gift.

“There was a lot you dida't tell the
chief,”” said Gaylor at parting. “That's
the treuble with you, you old devil!”

Mr. Reeder looked pained. .

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

“But it i:" insisted Gaylor. “Yon
always kecp bLack some juicy bit to spring
on us at the last moment. It's either your
sense of drama or your sense of humour.”

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

“I have no—uwm—sense of humour,” lis
said.

He had, at any rate, a sense of vanity,
and he was irritated that his little idiesyn-
crasy had been so erudely exposed to
deseription,

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

“You're the gentleman who wanted to
know about the Zaira? I was colng to send
one of my boys up to see if she was still
tied up, but I haven't been able to spare.
Ihm thig morning.*"

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

“It was a funny thing you telephoning to
ne when you did,”’ said the builder, “She'd
just gons past on her way to Marlow. No,
I've never scen lier before, but I eaughf the
name; in fact, it was because she was new
in this part of the river that I noticed her.
she’s a forty-foot cruiscr, nearly mew, and
I should think she’s got pretty pewerful
engines, - As it was, she made a bit of a
wash."”

He explained that, after Mr. Reeder's
inquity he kad telephoned thremgh to
Marlow, lLiad learned that the boeat had not
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passed, and had sent one of his assistants
up the towpath to locate her.

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

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

“Yes, it’s quite usmal for people to tie
up and leave their boats for months at a
time, especially at a private guay like that.
It’s not safe; you get a craft full of rats,
especially in the winter months. These big
boats cost a lot to keep up, and you conldn't
afford to have a caretaker on board.”

Mr. Reeder made a very leisurely way
along the towpath, stopping now and again
to admire the lovely reach. Althongh he
had explicit instructions, he might have
. passed the narrow canal which runs in from
the river, in spite of the brick bridge across;:
for the stream was choked with weeds, and
ran apparently into a tangle of trees and
- undergrowth, With some difficulty. Mr.

Recder reached its bank. He then saw that
the ‘canal was brick-lined. Nevertheless,
though he had- this indication of its edee,
he walked gingerly.

It opened to a larger pool, a sort of back-
water. Passing a clump of bushes, he came
suddenly upon the boat. The bow lay
almost within reach of his hand. It was
~tied up fore and aft, and had a dceserted

appearance. Across the forepart of the beat

was drawn a canvas cover, but he was pre-
pared for this by the deseription of the hoat-
builder. Mr. Reeder slipped his hand in
his
length of the boat. He soted that all the
portholes were mot only closed but made
opague with brown paper,

“Is anybody there?” he called loudly.

There was no answer. In midstream 2a
moorhen was paddling aimlessly; the sound
of his voice sent it scurrying to cover.

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

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

He tried three of the kevs which he took
from his pocket before the lock smapper
back. He unfastened the hasp, turned the

ket and went cauntiously along the

- kind,”
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handle, and pulled open the door. He could
sce nothing for a moment; then he switched
on an electric hand-lamp and sent its rays
into the interior.

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

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

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

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

took another step back and stooped to pick
it ups

RED ROBE.

BR. REEDER was
conscious of a
licadache and

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

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

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

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

“Did you hear what I zaid, my master of
mystery ?"

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

“You are so clever, and yet I am more
clever, eh? All of it I planned out of my
mind., The glittering silver pistol on the
floor—that was the only wav I could get
vou to stoop and bring yvour head into the
gas. It was a verv heavy gras, which does
not casily escape, but I was afraid yon
might have dropped a cigarette, and that
wonld have betrayed everyt] hing. If you had
waited a little time the gas would have
rolled out of the open door; but no, you
must have the pistol, so you stooped and
picked it up, and voila?’

Hiz hands glittered dazzlingly.

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

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

“I find it difficult if conversation is one-
sided,” he said pleasantly. “If you make a
fuss I shall shoot you, and that wiil be the
end. At present I desire that you should
know everything. You know me?"

‘So many people have tried to kill
- friend, but they
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“T’'m afraid 1 haven't that pleasure,” said
Mr. Heeder, and the man chuckled.

“If you had lived, I would have been
vour chief case, your chef d’ceuvre, the one
man of your acquaintance, who could plan
murder and—what is the expression?--get
uwap}r with it! Do you kmow where you
arer”

“I'm on the Zaira,” said Mr. Recder.

“Do you know who is her owner?”

“She is owned by My, Clive Desboyne.”

The man chuckled at this,

“Poor fellow! The love-sick one, e¢h?
For him this boat is—where do youn think?
—at Twickenham, for its spring repairs.
He told you perhaps he had been mad
cnough to let it for two months? No, he
did not tell you? Ah, that 1z interesting.
Perhaps he forgot.””

Mr. Reeder nodded slowly.

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

“You are Attymar,” said Mr. Reeder, and
was rewarded by a shrill chuckle of de.
lichted laughter.

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

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

“Where shall you be this night, do you
think, with a big, héavy chain fastencd
around you? I know all the deepest holes
i this river, and years and years will pass
before they find your body. To think that
this great London shall lose its Mr. Reeder !
you, my
have failed because they
are criminals—just stupid fellows, who cau-
not plan like a gemeral.” |

Mr. Reeder said nothing; e could not
raise his hand far enough “to relieve the
pressure on his mouth, for, attached to thie
centre link of the handenffs, was a cord
fastencd to the strap about Lis ankles.

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

“Last night I tried you. I say to myself,
‘ Is this man stupid or is he elever?’ ” He
spoke quickly and in a low voice. *“8o I
send you the little bomb. I would have
sent it also to Desboyne—Le also will die

to-night, and our friend Mr. Southers will

be hanged, and there will Le the end of you
all! And I will go sailing to the southern
seas, and no man will raise his hand against
me, because I am clever.”

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

The prisoner had a gquarter of an hour to
comsider his unfortunate position and to
supply a remedy. Mr. Reeder satisfied him-
sclf that it was a simple matter to free his
hands from the steel cuffs. He had peculiarly
thin wrists, and his large, bony hands were
very deceptive. He freed one, adjusted the
vag to a less uncomfortable tension, and
vrought himself to a sitting nosition. He
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With an oath Desboyne
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looked

round at the figure in the doorway.
“ Put up your hands,’’ said Mr.

Reeder gently.
de not.”? -
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swayed and would have fallen to the floor
but for a stroke of luek. The effort showed
hiim how dangerous it would be to make an
attempt te escape before he recovered
strength.

His pistol had been taken from him; the
silver-handled revolver had also been re-
moved. He resmmed his handcuffs and had
uot apparently moved when his captor
opened the deor, only to look m.

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

Now Mr. Reeder saw that on the inside of
ilie saloon door was a steel bar. It was
painted the same colour as the weodwork,
and it was on this discovery that he based
his hope of life. For some reason, which
he never understood, his enemy
two lights from 1the outside, and this
afforded him an eppertunity of taking stock
of his surreundings. |

The portholes were im
stood now why they had

sible—he undear.
en made airtickt

‘““ I shall shoot if you

switched on
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with brown paper. It would be as much as
he could do to get his arms through them.
Having decided upon his plan of campaign,
Mr. Reeder acted with his customary
cenergy. He ecould not allow his life to
depend upon the eaprice of this man. Evi-
dently the mtention was to take him out
late at night, loaded with chains, and drop
him overboard; but he might have cause to
change his mind. And ithat, Mr. Reeder
thought, would he very unfortunate.

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

tvossip runs up and down the river with a
peculiar facility, He went into the engine
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cabin, where Le liad stowed his fantastie
robe and hat, and dragged out a little steel
exlinder. Unfasten that noZzle, leave it on’
the floor near where the helpless man lay,’
and in a quarter of an hour perhaps.

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

His head was splitting from the effect of

the gas. As his feet touched the floor he
reeled. The second cuff he removed at his
leisure. He was so clcse to the door naow

ihat he could drop the bar. It stuck for a
little while, but presently he drew it down.
It fell with a clatter into the socket.

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

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

. Then the man on the bridge heard a smash
and saw some splinters of glass fly from one
-of the ports. There were five tiny airholes
in the vent port of the door, but four of
these had been plugged with clay. Taking
the eylinder, he smashed the mnozzle end
through the obstruction, A wild, desperate
idea came to. the harassed man. Reeder
heard the starting wheel turn, and presently
the low hium of machinery, He heard the
patter of feet across the deck and peered
through the porthole, but it was below the
level of the bank.

He lovked round for a weapon but could
find mone. Of one thing he was certain:
Mr. Red Hobe would not dare to run fer
the viver. There was quite cnough traffic
there for him fo attract attention. He could
not afford to wait for darkness to fall; his

osition wus as desperate as Reeder’s own
Eﬂd been—-

Bang! ;

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

“Reeder—are you there? How are your”

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

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

- It was some time before Desboyne could
knock off the padlock. Presently @ door
was opened and Mr, Reeder came out,

“Thank God, you're safc!” said the other
breathlessly. “Who was the old bird who
shot at me?”

i 1
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He poiuted towards the place where the
backwater turned.

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

Mr. Reeder was sitting on a little deck-
chair, his throbbing head between his hands.

After a while he raised «is face.

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

Clive Desboyne opened iz mouth in
amazement,

“Attymar? But he’s dead !”

“I hope s0,” saidd Mr. Reeder viciously,
“but I }mm reason to know that he isn't.
No, no, young man, I won't tell you what
happened. I'm rather ashamed of myself.
Anyway, I am not particularly proud of
heing caught by this” —he paused —
“amateur. Why did you comec?"’

“It was only by luck. I don’t know why
I came. I happened to 'phone through to
Twickenham about some repairs to the boat
—by the way, you must have seen a picture
of 1t hanging in my ball. In fact, it was
in that picture where you were so smart as
to tell the date. T lend the Zaira at times;
I lent it a few months ago to an Italian
or Serbian fellow, but he so ill-used it that
I sent a message that it was to be sent back
to the yard. They telephoned along the
river for mews of it, and that's when I

learnt you were down herc—yon look
rotten.”
“1 fecl rotten,” said Mr. Reeder. “And

s

you came—

“I drove down., I had a surt of feeling
in my mind that something was wrong.
Then I met a man who'd scen the builder,
and he told me about this little old fellow.
TUntil then I didn’'t know that he was in
the boat, and I came along to make in-
gquiries. For some reason, which T can’t

The Solution of the
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understand, he no sooner saw me than he
pulled a gun and let fly at me, and, turn-
ing, went like mad through those bushes.”

“Have you a gun?” asked Mr. Recder,
Deshoyne smiled.
“No, I don’t carry such things.”

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

There was a road apparently within fifty
yards,

“By Jove!” said Desboyne suddenly. "I
left it outside the gates of an empty house.
I wonder whether that’s the place where the
cld bird went--and whether my car is still
there 2"

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

“Did we leave the engines of that boat
running #° he asked suddenly. “1f yonu
don’t mind I'll go back and turn them off;
then I'll notify the police and I'll send a
man to bring the Zaira into Maidenhead.

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

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

“We'll run up to Marlow and I'll get a
man to go down and collect the boat,” he
said, as he elimbed in. “I've never heard
anything more amazing. Tecll me exactly
what happened to ;p-ml?”

Mr. Recder smiled sadly.

“You will pardon me if T do not?” he
asked gently., “The truth is, I have been
asked by a popular newspaper to write my
reminiscences, and I waut to save every per-
sondl  experience for that 1mportant
volume.”

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

“T've pnever met him before. I hope I°I
never meet him again,” said Desboyne.

“PBut T think he can be traced. Naturally,

I don’t want to go into court against him,
I think it's the most ridiculous expericnce,
to be shot at for no apparent reason.”

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

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

- exact location of the boat.

“They'll collect it,” he said, as he hung
up. “Now, Mr. Reeder, what am I to dc
a{:nut the police:”

Mr. Reeder shook his head.

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

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

“You've never scen a murder case at first.
hand?”

“And I'm mot very anxious to,”
rupted the other.

“1 applaud that sentiment. Young people
are much too morbid,” said Alr. Reeder,

“But this is a crime particularly interest-
ing because 1t was obviously planned by

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

“And will hes” asked the other,
terested.

“XNo,” said Mr. Reeder, rubbing his nose.
He thought for a long time. "1 don't think
s0. 1 think he will hang; I am pretiy
certain hie will hang.”

in-

Seizing the cylinder of escaping

he crashed the nozzle

through the ventilation panel of
the cabin door.

gas,
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Another iong pause. .

“And yet in n sense he was very ciever.
For example, he had to attract the attention
of the policemian on the beat and estanlish
the fact that a murder had been committedd.
He left open the wicket gate on the—um--
wharf, and placed a luntern on the ground
and another within the open door of his
little house, so that the policeman, even. if
he had been entirely devoid of curiosity,
counld not fail to investigate.™

Clive Desboyne frowned.

“Upon my life I don’t kgow whe is muz-
dered! [t can’t be Attvmar, because you
saw him to-day; and 1t ecan’t possibly be
Ligsey, because, according to your state-
ment, he is alive. Why did Joehnuy
Southers go there?”

“Beeause he'd been offered a job, a part-
nership with Attymar Attymar had two or
three barges, and, with vigorous manage-
ment, it locked as if his business might
egrow into a mere important eoncern.
Seuthers didn’t even know that this man
Attymar was the type of creature he was.

An appointment was made on the telephone;
Souther:s attended. He interviewed Atty-
mar or somebody in the dark, during

which time I pather he was sprinkled with
blood—whose blood, we shall diseover.
There was a similar ecase in France in
eighteen forty-seven. Madame Puyeres——"

He gave the history of the Puyeres case
at length.

“That was our friend's ecleverness, the
blood-sprinkling, the lantern-placing, the
removal of Mr.—um—1I forget his name for
the moment, the theatrical agent -of umn-
savoury reputation. But he made one
supreme error. You know the house—mo,
of course, you've never been there.”

“Which house?” asked Clive curiously.
“Attymar’s house It's little more than
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a woighing shed. You haven't been there?
No, I sce you haven’'t. If you would like a
little lecture, or a little demonstration of
eriminal error, I would like to show you at
first hand.”

“Will it save Johunny Southers—this
mistaker” asked Deshoyue curiously.

Mr. Reeder nodded.

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

He closed his eyes
and seemed to be com-
muning with himself
all the way through
shepherd’s Bush. Mr,

: Dosboyue put him
3 down at Scotland
Yard, and they ar-

ranged to meet at the
cnd of Shadwick Lane
that same afternoon.

“There iz no fur-

ther news of Ligsey,”
said Gaylor when

office.
“I should have
heen surprised if

there had been,” said
Mr. Reeder clieer-
fully, “ partly because
he's dead, and partly

hecanse — well, [
didn’'t expeet any
comimunication from
him.*

“You inow he tele-
phoned to the chief
last might #”

“I shouldn’t be sur-
prised at that,” said Mr. Rzeder, almost
Hippantly.

Tley talked about Johnny Seouthers amdl
the case against him, and of the disappoint-
ing results of a careful scarch of -the garden.

They had dug up every hed and had done
incalculable L%iﬂg& to Mr. Seuthers her-

baceous borders.

“Our information was that he had a
coupie of thousamd poamnds cached there in
real monew, but we found nothiwg.”

“How munch was there in the bex youm
discovered in the toel-shed®

“Oh, only a hundred or so,” said
CGaylor ‘'The big meney was hidden in the
carden, according to what we were fold.
We didn’t find a cemt!™ :

“Too bad;” said Mr. Reeder sympa-
thetically. Then, rememberimg: “ Do you
mind if I take a young—um—friend of mine
over Attymar's houwse this aftermoon? He
is not exactly intewested in the erime of
wilfnl murder, but as he Is ]Ilﬂ‘l'idilg for
the defence of young Mr. Sowthers——

“1 dom't mind,” said -Gaylor, “but you
had better ask the ehief.” ‘

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

Anna Welford is coming. T have told her
you think that Johnny's innoeence can be
established, and she’s most anxious to meet
you.”

Mr. Reader was in something of a predica-
ment, but, as usual, he rose to the occasion.
He instantly cancelled two important
engagements to meet this, and at lunch-
time he sat between a delighted girl and a
rather exhilarated benefactor. The one
difficulty he had anticipated did noi, how-

Beeder came into his
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ever, arise. =he had some shopping to de
that afternoon, and he went alone with Clive
Deshoyne to what the latter described as
“the most gruescme after-lunch enterfain-

ment ” he had ever experienced.

THE SECOND TRAP.

cAr dropped
A themm at the
end of Shad-

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

There was a constable on duty
wharf, but be was inside the gate.

on the
Mr.
Reeder opened the wicket and Clive Des.

hoyne stepped in.  He looked round the
littered yard with disgust visible on his
face. :

“How terribly sordid!” he said. “I am
not too fastidious, but I ean’t imagine any-
thing more erim and miszerable than this.”

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

He went into the house abead of his com-
panion, peinted eut the room where the
murder was committed, “as I feel perfectly
sure,” lie added: and then led the way up
the narrow stairs into what had been
Captain Attymar's sitting-room.

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

Mr. Reeder switched on a hamd-lamp on
the table, aud Clive Desboyne sat down,
sl followed, apparently entraneced, the
reeital of J. ;. Reeder’s theory.

“¥f you have time—what is the time?®”

Clive Deshoyue looked up at the ceiling,
stared at 1t for a while.

“Let me guess,” he said slowly.
o'elock.™

“Marvellous,” mmurmured Mr. Reedey. "It
is within ome minute. How curious you
should’ look up at the ceiling! There used
to be a cloek there.”

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

He rose, walked to the window, and stared
out on to the wharf. From where he stood
he counld seec the polieeman on duty 2t the
gate. There was nobody watching at a hittle
door in the ragged fence which led to Shad-
wick Passage. Suddenly Mr. Chve Des-
boyne pointed to the wharf. |

“That is where the murder was com-
mitied,” he daid quietly.

Mr. Recder took a sfep towards the window
and camwtriowsly cran his meck forward.
He did not feel the impaet of the rubber

truncheon that crashed against the base of
iz skull, but went down in a heap.

Clive Deshoyne looked round, walked to
the door, and listened, then stepped out;
locked the door, came down the stairs and
on to the wharf. The peliceman eyed him
suspiciouslv, bhut Mr. Desboyne torned and
carried on a conversation with the invisible
Reeder.

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

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

“Four
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THE FINAL PLUNQE,

XE of those

amazing things

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

Whilst Reeder was waiting at Scotlana
Yard bhe explained in greater detail the
renesis of his suspicion.

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

“1 was puzzled to account for many
curions happenings, If Clive Desboyne hadl
unot taken the trouble to appear in Brockley
at almost the Liour at which the crime would
be discovered—he knew the time the police-
man came down Fhadwick Lane—my sus-
picions might not have been aroused. It was
a blunder on his part, even with his clever
assumption of frankness, to come along an¢
tell me the story of what Ligsey had told
him ; for as soon as the erime was dizcovercd
and 1 examined the place, I was absolutely
certain that Ligsey was dead, or he would
never have dared to invent the story.

“Desboyne prides himself on  being a
clever eriminal. Like all eriminals who
have that illusion, he made one or two
stupid blunders. When I called at his flat
I found the walls covered with photo-
graphs, some of which showed him 1n cos-
tume. It was the first intimation I had that
he had been on the stage. There was also i
photograph of the Zaira when it was going
upstream, with the House of Commons in the
background. Attached by the painter at the
stern was a small, canoe-shaped tender,
which had been faithfully described to me
that day by the boy Hobbs. Desboyne knew
he had blundered, but hoped I saw no signi-
ficance in those two photographs, especially
the photograph of him dressed as a coster,
with the identical make-up that Attymar
wore.

"1 started inquiries, and discovered that
there was a Clive Desboyne who worked in
music-halls, giving imitations of popular
characters and making remarkably quick
changes on the stage. I met people who re-
membered him, some who gave me the nost
intimate details about his beginnings. For
ten years he masqueraded as Attymar, sunk
all his savings 1in a barge, rented the whart
and house, and eventually purchased it. He
14 an extraordinary orgauniser, and there i
no doubt that in the ten wvears he has bee
working hie has accumulated a pretty lara
fortune. Nobody, of conrse, associated tin
bargemaster with this elegant youug man
who lived in Park Lane. h

“What Ligsevy knew about him I don't
know, Personally, I believe that Ligsey
knew very little, and could have told us
very littie. Attymar diseovered that Ligsey
was communicating with me. Do you re-
member the letter Lo gent to me?® T told YOIl
the envelope had been opencd—and so it had,
]u_-nlmiﬂ}'. by Attymar. From that moment
Ligsey was doomed. And liis vanity was
such that he thought Lie could plan a re-
markable crime, throw the suspicion Upon
the man he hated, and at the same time
remove lLagsey, the one danger, from his
path, I should think that he had been
planning Johuny Southers' end for about
three weeks before the murder. The mones
that was fouud in the tool-house was }'Jllﬂllt-f!::l
there on the actual night of the murder,
and the money in the garden——"

“Money in what garden:” asked Mason
“The garden was searched, but wone was
found.

Mr. Iteeder coughed.

“At any rate, the money in the {fool-iouse
wias put there to support the suspicion. It
was clumsily done. The message on the piece
of paper, the old 1nvoices, as well as  the
story that Desboyne told me with suen
charming effect, were designed with two
chjects. One was to cover the disappearance
of Attvmar, and the other to rin Southers.

“But perbaps his cleverest and most
andacious trick was the one he performed
this morming. He bad me in his boat—he
had been waiting for me—prohably had
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watched me from the moment 1 arrived at
Bourne End. Then, wearimg his fautastic
cget-up, and jealous to the very last that 1
shoulidl suspeet him, he planned his schemc
for my—um—unplcasant exit. T give him
credit for his resourcefulness. As a quiek-
change artist he has probably few equals.
He could go on to the bank and deceive the
boat-builder from Bourne End. Who eould
Oelieve that he was a little old man with a
rumped shoulder? He could egually come te
ury rescuie when there was no ether way of
hrowing :uspicion off himself. Unfortu-
nately for him, I saw not only that the ear
"had been in the grounds all night, and that
his story of having driven down from t wi
was a lie, hut-—um—eertain other things.”

The telephone-bell cang, and Mason teuk
up the mstrument.

“She went out a gquarter of an hour ago—
vou don't know where? It was Desboyne,
was 1t?2 She didn’t say where she was meet-
ing him?#

der sighed and rose wearily.

“Do I understand that Miss Anna Wel-
ford has been allowed to leave her house:”
I'here was a quality of exasperation in his
tome, and Mr. Mascn could not but agree
that it was justificd. For the first request
that Reeder had made, and that by tele-
phone from Rotherhithe, was that a speecial
guard sheuld be put over Anna Welford,
Certain of Mr. Mason's local subordinates,
however, thouglit that the least likely
thing that could happen would be that
Preshoyne would come into the neighhour-
hoed, and here they were right. Matters had
been further complicated by the faet that
the girl lhad goue cut that day, and was
still out when the police efficers called.
=he had rung up, however, a moment betore
Desboyne had teleplioned, and had given her
namber, whiell was <ransferred to him.
Later, when she was called up at the
address zhe had gigen, 1t was discovered
that she had gone out to meet him, nobody
knew where,

“Zo really,” said Gaylor, **‘nobody 15 o
Llame.”

“Nobody ever is,” snapped Mr. Reeder.

It was Mr. Clive Dezboyne’s little conceit
that Le =heuld arrange to meet the girl at
thie corner of the Thames Embankment,
within fifty yavds ef Scotland Yard. When
<he arvived in some hurry, she saw nothing
that would suggest that anything unusual
liad happened, except the good news he ll
passed to lier over the telephone.

“Where is Jolmny?” she asked, almost
liefore she was within talking distance, and
he wus amused.

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

He called a taxicab. as he spoke, aud
ardered the man to drive him to an addiess
in Chiswick. -

“Reeder has=e't been on to you, of eourss?
I'm glad—I wuanted to be the first to tell
you.” _

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

“Ile will be released this evening. I
think that ig best. Tle authorities are veuy
chary of demounstrations, and Seotland Yard
have particularly asked that he should give
no  Hewspaper interviews, but shall spend
the night, if possible, out of town. I hava
arranged with my cousin that he shall stoy
at his plaee till to-morrow.”

It scemad all very feasible, and when of
his own accord he stopped the cab  andd,
gpetting out to telephone, returned to teil
her that hie bhad “phoned her father that shoe
would not Tie back before eight, the thonght
of hiz disinterestedness aroused a littls
warm glow of f{riendship towards him.

“I have been beseiged by reporters mye
self. and I’m rather anxious to aveid them.

23
These wretched papers will do anything for
a sensation.” -

The swift express van of enc of these
ofending newspapers passed the taxi at that

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

ESCAPE.”
Later the girl saw another newspaper
poster.

“ POLICE OF METROPOLIS SEARCHING
FOR MURDERER.”

.« The taxi drove np a side street, and, aa

he tapped on the window, stopped. . There
was a garage a little further along, and,
leaving Anna, he went inside and came out
in a few moments with a small clused coupe.

“I keep this here in case of emergency,”
e explained to her. “Om2 never knows
when one might need a spare car.”

Exactly why he should nced a spare car
iti Chiswick he did not attempt to explain.

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

She was so grateful to him for all the
scrviees he had rendered, and which, though
she was unconscions of the fact, he had
particularised, that she did pot resist his
suggestion that they should go on to Oxford.
<he wondered why until they were on the
outskirts of the town and then he explained
with a little smile that Johnny had been
transferred to Oxford Gaol that morning.

“1 kept this as a surprise for you,” he
said. ““Ounly about three people in Londou
know, and I was most anxious that you
should not tell.” : ; '

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

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

Actually they did go to the prison, ani
he descended and rang the bell. When Le
came back lhe was grinning ruecfully.

_“He was released half an hour ago.
cousin’s car picked him up. We ean

011,
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It was getting dark now, and the rain
continued to fall steadily. They took an-
other route towards London, passed through
a little town which she thought she recog-
nised as Marlow, turned abruptly from the
main road, and as abruptly again up a dark
and neglected carriage drive. She had o
climpse of the sheen of a stagnant back-
water on her left, and then the car drew
up before a forbidding-looking door, and,
stepping down, Clive Deshoyue opened the
door with his key.

“Ilere we are,” he said pleasantly, gave
Lher his hand, awsd, before she realized what

smelling
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had happened, she was in a gloomy bhall
of damp and decay.

The door thundered close behind her.

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

“It is quite the place,” he said.

From the poeket of bis mackintosh ne
toek am electric la amd switched it on.
The house was ﬁn‘!&i if rottizg carpets
and dust-eovered chairs meant anything
3& II!:H!.:H firmly by the arm, walked dnj:nﬂ

0 t passage, them, openi a I,
pu:ﬁi her inside. She t ugtm was
no windew, but found afterwards that 1t
was shuttered.

The room was fairly clean; there was a
bed, a table, and a small oil steve. Om a

sideboard were a number of packets of foorl-
siufls.

f:iﬂﬂp guret, and don't malke a fuse,” he
said.

Striking a° mateh, he lit a paraffa lamp
that steod on the table. -

" What dees this mean?” she asked. Her
face was white and haggar@l.

He did unot answer immediately, an:d
then : 2

"1 am very fond of you—that's what it
means. I shall probably be hanged in about
81X weeks’ tiume, and there's a wise old say-
ing that you might gs well be hanged for a
sheep as for a lamb. You for the moment
are the lamb.”

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

“PLat dossn't mean I'm going to murder
you, pr cut your throat, or do any of the
things 1 tried to do to Mr. Reeder this morn-
ing—oh; yes, I was the fantastical gentle-
man cn the Zaira. The whole thing hap-
pened a few yards away from where you're
standing. Now, Anna, you're going to be
very sensible, my ' sweet—there’s nobody
within five miles of here whe is at all con-
cerned——"

The hinges of the door were rusty; they
squeaked when it was  moved.  They
squeaked now. Clive Desboyne turned :n
a flash, fumbling under mackintesh and
coat. .

“Don't move!” said Mr. Reeder gently.

It was his conventional admonition.

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

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

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

THE END.

(A - book - length  novel of

Baffling Muyster
eiditled ** The Silent Six,” by o

1. Arthur Plummer,

appears in neat week’s issue of * The Thriller.”
Do not wmiss the opportunity of reading yet another
brilliant story. Order your copy to-day.)
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Se of the most interesting detective
O roblems that ever confronted the
ﬂrightaea police was found last year in

the circumstances of the so-called *lngnway
killings ’’ in the country outskirts of Brightseu.
The police were first informed of the tragedy

by Henry Carter, a local milkman. rter,
while driving round a bend in the m Lou-
don Road at 6 am. to call on a cystomer

living some little way out of Brightsea, dis-
covered the roadster on the side of the loney
road with its strange pair of dead men In
the front seat.

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

notorious Kast End yeggman, and sworn
ecnemy of the stool-pigeon. It was “ Whis-
per's T ocar,

“Whisper 7 had been shot in the forchead,
just above the left eve, with a ballet from an
Eunfield rifle  Thie ¢oroner l.-r-lah-l"ni!r_*ll H_mr b
must have been rendered unconscious lmmnic-
diatelv, and that he must have died a very few
scconds later. On the road at the right side
of the car (se¢ accompanying diagram) lay an
Fnficld rifle. The bullet found in Malloyv's
skull at the autopsy was later identificd by
rifle experts as having been fired from tlis
rifle. _

The police were amazed to observe that the
tall, pock-marked youth, known as " Long
Dan " Shutz. had been shot from the right side.
two bullets having entered his neck, A Win-
chester rifle lay between the two bodies, closc
beside * Whisper's ™ sprawled form., The stock
of the Winchester rested ou the leather
cushioned scat. ahinost touching the right bhip
of the stool-pigeon; its barrel point rested
on the low screen. The autopsy on ihe body
of Shutz identified the two bulleis which had
slain him as having come from this Winchester
rifle.

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

Tihie Brightsea datectives were able to make
out—on the surfuce of the highway and its
neichbouring  fields—many  footprints  (sec
diagram) which aided in a partial solution of
the mystery, The car tracks were also studiedq,

Then followed the discovery that AMalloy was
a member of a gang of car thieves which had
been operating over the south coast reeently.
For somr wecks the poliee concerned in the
caze bad been bafled by a =eries of daring car
robherics in and around Bright-ca, New cars,
as wiell = used anes, had vamz=hed, and EEII'
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police had not been able to find even a clue—
until a week before, when one of the thieves
had been caught. Stubborn as he had been,
cnough information was dragged from him
which enabled them to conneet the robberies
with a large and notorious gang which, until
some months ago, had been working up in the
north.

Although most of the poliece were engaged
on the new murder problem, men were still
keeping in touch with the efforts to round
up the car thieves. And it was they who
discovered that Whisper Malloy was a mem-
ber of the gang. Suspwions were first aroused
by certain gueries which arose about the car
which waz =upposzed to belong to Winsper.
It was then identificd as one of three which
had been stolen =ome six weeks before from
a garage on the outskirts of Brighisea., Yhat
did this new factor mean? Had this anvthing
to do with the murder? At once, exhaustive
imqguiries were made all over the country.
Thinking they had a new clue, the polico
worked feverishly, It waz discovered that
Alalloy lad jeined the gang in DBirmingham,
and that for some rime, while being, to a

. g THE RULES.
:  The rules are simplicity itself. On this page you are given details of Baffler Problem No. 7—
: there will be another next week. Briefly, you are told the story
: the clues necessary for its solution.
vug carefully, giving consideration to every detail, then try to answer the questions at the end.
ward yoursell marks ss indicated after comparing
These answers Are upﬂ.n.hd .ﬂﬁﬂﬂn down so that they may not catch your eye before
your .
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certain extent, under the protection and in the
confidence of the police, he had been -acting
as inforinant and decoy to the gang, by putting
the police on wrong scents, And yet, in spite
of thizs new turn, it scemed to be nothing but
a sirange coincidence,.and In no way could
a link with the murder be found. Disappoint-
ing as it was, Inspector Hammond, in l::mrgu
of the investigation, decided io abandon that
line of Inquiry and revert to the original
state of affairs.

Once more following the meagre elues in his

possession, Hammond, by a brillant piece of
detective work, at length brought the problem

to a successful conclusion,  What do you
ceduce ¥

The gue<tions ta be answered are:
5 1. Who killed “ Whisper ¥ Mailov? (Marks
s _
o 2. Who killed ¥ Long Dan ™ Shule? (Mark:
).

3. Which waz shot first? {Mark- 1).

4. How came *“Long Dan™ in the stool-
pigeon's car? (Mavks 3).

5. Why did the unknown owner of the [oot-
prints go to the car? (Marks: 2).

: ""_""--:____ = 4
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Foarerivurs of Unknown Man

——

The sr:.enﬂ nf the tragedy, remnstruct;;i aﬂmrﬁing to data in the pﬁﬁﬁessiun of the Police.
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YCIF CAN CCMMENCE REAGING THIS ASTOCUNDING SERIAL NOW.

il

INTRODUCTION.

EE Trapper, a wealthy bu' gangerous
T fanafie, was under the impression that he
was performing a very necessary and
wanted  service  to the  commumty  at
large by independently dealing with eriminals
where he considered the police powerlez: or in-

competent 1o deal with,

Entirely ruthless in his methods, he is rrying
fo organise a gang, onc of the first members
of which 15 ek Estrehan, an ex-elerk of the
tirm of Hint, Hint, Sons & Barter.

Istrehan, after cmbezzhng £20,000 of Lz
employers’ mroney, had it the high spots in
the West End, and fallen vietim to the wiles
af Stella Clilfe and Velvet Grimshaw, itwo
crooks who, 1gnorant of his real position, flecce
him of the money.

In the hands of the Trapper, Dick is pro-
mi=ed that the £20,000 shall be paid back in
payment for one year of his hfe. For that
period he must give his life and reputation
to the Trapper. $l"!‘n‘: alternative bemg prison
and dizsgrace. There being no option, he 13
disguized as an Eurasian named Thompsen,
and iuterred as clerk to the sham firm of
Maule, James & Co., of Farmingdon Street.

Meanwhile, Velvet Grimshaw is murdered
under strange circumstances at a West End
uight ¢lub. On hiz coat 15 found a wire noose
such as is used for trapping rabbits,

This was not the first appearance of the wire
nooszc. Several previonsz erimes had borne this
trade-mark, and Chief Constable Winter, of
the C.LD., 15 determined to et the
mystertons eriminal known as the Trapper.
The job is given to' Detective Alartin Wilde.

Wilde i1z obliged to accept the asststance,
afthough in only an uﬂoﬂi:'ia.‘ capacity, of
?}I:Eﬂtﬂtl Thorald and Patricia FLEangton.
Thorold, an American millionaire, was already
known to the Yard on aceeunt of valuable
services he had previously rendered. On the
night that Grimshaw was murdered at the
Gnomes Club, it was Thoreld who handed to
Petective Wilde a flash-lamp belonging to the
murdercr, and curiously enough orold was
the only person present that night who pos-
sesseddl a revolver. The following day Wilde
called at Thorold's flat, and while there dis
cussing the situation with the American and
Patricia Langton, an envelope is delivered to
each of them—and each contained a wire noose.

Through following Steila Cliffe, Wilde iraces
the Trapper and Estrehan to a bogus firm
in Farringdon Street, but fails to make an
arrezst. Circumstances lead him to svspeet
Fhorold, but the American is able to prove
his innocence, and soon after decides to go to
America.

Wilde, when on one of his expeditions, finds
that he is being followed by an habitual erook
known as Paddy the Ghost. Eventz lead him
to suspect that Paddv iz in league with the
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Trapper, and manages to get him arresied for
hrs complrtty in a burglary.

He iz brought for trial at the Old Bailey,
but when the caze iz reaching a c¢limax, there
!f! Hlld ﬁudr!-;nh dn]:”m’ii'iﬂ turn. d':%}im court ié.

wid up '’ tke 1rapper and his gan n
Paddy EE rcsc{lﬂd. . ey

(Now condinue the story.)

A FLYING SQUAD CHASE.

A 8 the marauders disappeared, a dozen
determined, angrv  men—dotectives,
lawyers, journalisis—rushed at each

door, But the retreat had been well organised,
and & couple of shots drove them back, The
ovandits had rallied in a compaet little group,
and with ready weapons thrust themselves
through the loiterers in the corridors and down
the big main stairease, Outside, in the Old
Bailey, a large, powerful car was waiting with
engine running. They sprang to their places
and the ear began to move, taking the corner
imto Holborn Viaduct at breakneck speed, and
threaded its way westwards through the traffic
at a pace that promised specedy disaster, unless
the uncanny :kill of the driver was reinforced
by the favouritism of all the gods of luck.

The precinets of the Central Criminal Court
buzzed like a disturbed and angry hive of bees
as the suecess of -the audaeious enterprise be-
came apparent. Men rushed wildly _inta the
gaze vainly in the direction taken bv
the fugitives, A few detectives and uniformed
police chartered taxicabs, in the forlorn h
that traffic delays or some accident might
enable them to eome uwp with their quarry.

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

The complex machinery of the Metropolitan
Police was speeded to mect the unexpected
cmergency. The fast Flying-Squad cars, each
hastily jiiled with armed men, were rushed
out to intercept cor pick up the trail of the
fugitives. Each of these cars was fitted with
wireless, so that it might be o'wavs in touch
with Scotiand Yard, for, although the occa-
sions for central directions are few, they are
of vital nnportance once in a while
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Within five minutes an “all-station™
message had conveyed the alarm to the twe
hundred police-stations scattered over the
seven hundred :=quare miles of London.
London police oflicers of all ranks have an
inherent objection to carrying arms as a
rule, but in this eaze the small armouries
kept for contingencies were soon denudad
of their weapons. Instructions had been
given that every man on duty, who could
be regrhed, was to be provided with a firearm

of ®me sort. Where the stock in  the
aruiozhics failed, other sourees were drawn
upon.

If a man could not have the latest patiern
of automatic-pistol, he was provided with a
double-barrelled shotgun, eor even with a
Morris-tube 11fle from the miniature ranges.

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

Winter i=sued orders that every man of the
Criminal Investigation Department—there were
nine hundred of them—was to be_armed, and
drop all other affairs till the fugitives were
captured. He was applyving the same police
principle as that vsed when' two big constables
arrest a small «(dranken man. One 1= plenty,
but two make sure. Wherever the desperadoes
were run. to bay, there would almost certamly
be a fight, unless the police eould display over-
whelming force. | .

To all the local police forces within a hun-
dred miles of London, insistent telephone and
telegraph messages were sent, vrging them to
be on the alert for a nimmber of men in a racing
car. DBut the chief hope of the authorities was
that the net which had been so quickly and
widely spread would enmesh the fugitives
before thiey could get eut of London.

Wilde's conversation with Winter had not
fimished when one of the Flyving-Squad ecars
drew up in the Old Bailey. With an abrupt
farewell he made a dash for sthe street. As
he jumped aboard, the car whirled in the direc-
tion taken by the Trapper and his confederates.
It was already known that they had turned at
Hatten Garden, escaping collision with a taxi-
cab and a furniture van by the margin of an
inch, and leaving a traffic policeman, who had
attempted to stop them, with a broken leg in
{lie niiddle of the road. They had wheeled to
the left at Clerkenwell Road. and in less than
half a mile were known to have swerved into
some of the byv-streets of DBloomsbury. The
supposition was that they were trying to break
through scme of the less congested thorongh-
farcs into one of the main north or west roads,

Hooting wildly the Flying-Sqiaad car dashed
in fierce pursnit. A man with car-phones aver
his hrad was listening intently to the chatter-
ing Morse of the wireless from Scotdand Yard—
experience had shown that this was less liable
to interruption than telephonic communication
—and now and then scribbled & message en a
pai of paper, which he handed to Wilde, who
directed the driver. Thus for a while thev
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steadily pressed forward, following throngh a
series of strect: roughly parral’el with Oxfoid
Strect to the north.

But here the wiveless dircetions, which lLad
hithierto peemitted a wmore or less direct pur-
eult, Legan to falter. Quick as had been the
slarm, 1t had been outsivipped by the fogi-
tives somewhere between Portland Mace and
Edeware Road. This had been the *blind
bEﬂT " of the pursutt, Up to the point where
the fugitives' car had erossed Portlund Dlace
it had been remarked for its terrific speed.
But pone of those who =aw it. knew at that
woment of the affair ar the Ol Bailey.

The wews bad not bad time o veaclh the
men in the street. So if seemed as f the car
had melted iote air, although there was still
a faint hope that it wmight be heard of if the
Hight was being continued.  There secmmed,
however, httle chanee that that was the casc.
The probability was that once the bandits had
outdistanced thely immediate pursuers, that
they had slowed down to avoid attention, and,.
in all hkelihood, bad abandoned the car, now
an pbvious source of danger to them, at the
first convenient point,

Thiz erossed through Wilde's mind asz the
Fiyving Squad car came 1o a halt. Men, =aid
n messags from the Yard, had already been
srdered to take up a scarcihh among all garages
i the vicinity, The district wa= 1o be raked
clean, and other Flying Squad cars had been
recalled to be at baod, i case of any dis-
SOVELY,

The chicl detective-inspector dig wot  feel
optimistic. ‘LIhe job was one bBRely 10 take
eore time, even U the car was found, he did
not believe it would help warters mmnediately.,
He dectded to leave matters for the time, and
goet back to Scotland Yawd and have a word
with Winter, - He held up his hand to awassing
taxi. &

A passer-by halted and grimned az ke jerked
Lis hivad 'n srecting

“Bo I've fallen in with vou again, Wilde,”
vald Quenton Thorold,

Wilde wheeled abvaptly and signalled the
cab to ga on,

“Think of the devil " he matteved alond.

“1 appreciate the compliment,” declared
Thorold. *“ What are vou doing down in this
clirection ¥

“A guestion 1 was about to put to yvou,”
said the other, His tone was hght, but all his
suspicions of the Amcrican bad recurred, It
wa-, to sayv the least, confoundedly odd that
Quenton Thorold should have appeared at that
woment at about the spot where the Trapper
had vaum=hed DBut Thorold wore a light grey
suit, and the leader at the Old Bailey bad been
attived in brown, There was, however, the
po=sibility that o very quick change had been
macde. A wan with the audacity and wit to
cariv through that afternoon’s exploir. would
Lie preparved for all coutingencies. (i the other
hand. it was at least egunally possible that the
CHCOUNTCT Was & mere coincidlence,

He thevst w hand through the millionaire's
alilu,

“What have vou been doing during the last
Lony or »0?" he demnanded.

Thorold raised his eyvebrows.

“Abl, I recornizse that official tone, You're
on the warpath again, old chap. Tomahawk
all ready for my scalp. Somethiug gone wrong
with the works, ch? Tell papa your tronble,™

“I suppos=: you think that you're being
funnvy,” said the detective stifflv. " Anvway,
vou'll see it all in the evening papers =oon—
if vou don't know it alrcady. 'The Old Bailey
has been held up, and a prisoncr hka:z been
helped to escape.”

“You don't say!” ¢jaculated Thorold.

Wilde went on:

“The gang got away by car, and they have

been traced to thiz neighbourhiood.  We're
scarching for them at thiz woment. I won't
beat about the bush. It's darbed gueer I

should meet vou here. and I wanr to know
something about your movements,”

The wmillionaire throst his free hand into a
trousers pocket and pursed his lips in a low
whistle,

“Bav. this 'l*m.p’Eur johinny of yours 1z a
swift fittle worker,” he commented. *“1 guess
thie prizoner will be Paddy Whodovoucalihim,
The newspapers kind of hinted that he was
mixed up with the Gnomes™ Club minrder. And

.

2
now vou find me slmesi on the spot. T seem
tn De wvulucky., You'll naby mie one of these
davs, Wilde, 1f T';n not carcinl.”

“1in o waiung,” s=atd the other grimly,

“"Iid vou notice the fellow's cavs?" gibed
Thorold geuntly, “Obh, T'm soriv, You want
my moverments, I don’t think you'd beheve
me if I told veu., But I ithink I can sahsfy
vou,” He waved a hand, and shouted a2 sum-
mous to s newspaper man who was fiddling
with his sheat of newspapers. fifty yvards away,
on the other side of the read. *“Here he
coines, ~ Seems ito me hie's been playing tag
with me cver sinee I came out for a constifu-
tional., Of conise, ke may be Loping to sell
e a paper. Butb he looks te we nneonunonly
like a C.LD. man. Had it slipped vour mind
that yon've put some of your fm-:-t shadows on
io me. I expect he's got a compleic diagram
ancd report of everything I've done to-day.”

Wilde bit s Lip,

“Have you been keeping this
under ohservation ™ he asked as
& pproached,

The man locked doubifully from one to the
orher. Thorold laughed.

“DPou't be shy, mv man. Alv. Wilde 15 not
auite o innocent as he seems. Tell him about
our guting.”

(rently disengaging his arm. he strolled away.

gentleman
the man

THE YARD BECOMES ANNOYED.
EFORE the day was out they had found the
car. Indeed, it almost found itseli, for
it had Leen left at a =mell garage 11 &
turning off the Edgware Road, and the man-
ager had phoned through to Scotland Yaud
when he had seen an account of the escape 1n
the evening papers. But it was a barven dis-
covery., The car had been easually left by two
wen, like dozens of others, in the normal way
af business. No particular notice had been
taken of the wmen. They had promised to be
back within an hour, but had left po name.
The oniy thing that was cervtain was that some
of the passengers had been drvopped ere 1t
reached the garage,

Nov did an examination of the ecar itself
help in any degree. Tt was ea=3y to trace 1ts
aniecoedents, Built orviginally a: a racing
model. it had heen sold second-band a week
or two before Ly a liom in Belgravia. A
peculiar feature of the purchase had been that
the price—aeveral hundred pounds—had been
paid in  Treasury unotes, which eannot be
traced like a cheque or Bank of England
notes.,  The buver, who. said the salesman,
appearcd to be an Ameriean, had azked that
a car and a driving licenee should be procured
for him, Thi= had been dane. and the follow-
ing day he ealied for them, and drove the car
awav,

“What name did he give for the livenees*”
a~kedd Wilde,

“He called himseif Martin Wilde, and gave

an address at the Regal Hotel”

The ecorner of the chief inspector’s mouih
twitched. He ecould appreciate the sardonic
flavour of the joke.

“That happens to be v name,” he declarved
devly. “T'll be obliged if you do not mention
that little detail to the newspaper men,”

In fact. everv peccaution scemed to have
been taken by the Trapper. He had overlooked
nothing. Not the ghouner of an opening
presented  itself,  Wilde felt fhat he was
battlhing with some uncanny and elusive being
who was plaving a game with the power and
omnniscicnce of a master. The ordinary erock,
however elever e mayv be, makes here and
there some small mistake on which a shrewd
and observaul man might fasten, Such few
errors as the Trapper had made lie covered
with illunitable resource,

It 1z axiowatic among the police of Lendon
that a known fugitive never escapes,  An un-
known man mav., but a person marked by
Seotland Yard is sooner or later enmeshed in
the gigantic police web which covers the

country. So far the Trapper had contrived
to show ithat this rule was not invariable. He
had managed to keep Istrehun in liding.

Would he be able to do the sume for Paddy?

There was no question in Wilde's mind that
every deviee at his dispo-al was heing em-
ploved to piek up Padde if e atiempted to
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Licak oui of town, But it had becn casier to
lock thie gates of Londen before the advent of
the motor, The railway-station and the docks
then alone offered the fugitive a speedy means
of exit, and they were comparatively simple
to watch. But now there were the voads, and
there were a thousand wavs by which vigilance
could be brought to nought. He shook his
head doubtfully a: he elimbed the back stan-
way iute Scotiand Yard,

Winter was sull in hi: olffice, and leaningz
over his shoulder a: he concentrated on a
paper lving on his desk was the tall, lean
Assistant-Commis=siouer, who was the adunnis-
trative chief of the Criminal lnvestigation
Depariment,. Before Wilde could withdrgw
ithe Chicf Clonstable called to him.

“Come 1, Wilde! This affecds vou.™

He handed over the trpewritten sheet which
Le had been examining.

“This 1s a circular letter which hasz been
delivered to all the Londen newspaper offices
this evening,” he said. "It will be published
to-morrow worning,’

“Quite cheap typewriting paper,™ com-
mented Wilde, testing the Eﬁiﬂﬂt between his
fingers, and holding it to the light to examine
the water-mark.  “ Delivered by hand, of

course. There wouldn't be time to mail it.”
“We kvow ail that,” interrupted Winter
testily, “ It was sent round by the District

AMessenger service,  Read it. We're in for a
fine tune. The newspapers are boiiing over.”

Wilde amootlhed the sheet out on the desk
and read;

“To the Iditor of the * Daily Wire.'

“Ewr—=The bLittle atfawe at the Old Batlev
to-duy may altract an attention that will prol.
ably be direcred to only one as=pect of the
matter. As one of the prinecipals concerned,
I wmn anxivus to appeal to the publdic neot to
misconstrue the motives that have made it
nccessary to take so dirastic a step.

“Those motives have been well known te
the authorities at Scotland Yard for some
time, A policy of fatuous and futile scerveey
ha: sn far operated to prevent them from
Lecoming known.,  To-dav's event was not, as
may be supposed, carvicd through simply in
arder to save a crivminal froin punishment. The
prizonct, on the face of things, was a common
robber, Actually, as Chicf Detective-insgector
Wilde and his colleagues well know, he was
simply an  instrument uwsed for carrving ou
the higher justice—a justice too often obscured
by the technicalities of so-called law.

* A receiver was fattening on his spoils. 'lho
ordinary processes ol the law left Liim immune,
I took meca-ures to deprive him of same of
tho:o gpoil: to which he had wno shadow of
right. and to apply them for the good of the
world at large.  When iy agent wasz about
to be condemuned, 1 had a moral right to inter-
vene, I regret thal the cireumstances made
It necessary slightly te injure a couple of
imnocent persons, bul steps wil be taken to
afford thewm some ﬁI]Eﬂtiilfl::'ﬂlupﬂn&ﬂﬁml.

“The meident will bave value if it Lrings
home to the public the fact that I have the
intention and the means to carry out my pur-
poses to the end, whatever it mav cost.  All
those whose minds have not been perverted or
blinded by legal sophistries will admit that rat
of the underworld, Velvet Grinshaw, desorved
no merey.,  Murravsicin, a 1uthless Dblood-
sucker, and Mackwell, a callous blackmailer,
have had a punishment that will save manvy
lives from miserv, 'Thus I have shown that
there 1= at work an organization by which
logical punishment will desecend upon wirong
docrs, Let others beware.  In particular, let
those men who call themselves the cinissarics
of the law beware how they trv to binder mie
or terrify those who work with me!

“I accept fuli responsibiiity for my acts. In
every case in which 1 have been concerned
have taken ecare that mv direction should be
known, Why has Scotland Yard suppressed
the fact that I have alwavs marked wv work
by a memnento such as 13 hevewith enclosed #

“1 suppose he sent along another wirs
neoxe ¥ commmented Wilde, © Mad—completely
tyaed. "
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“Mad or not mad, he's holding us up as a
gang of incompetent idiots,” declared Winter,
“There's a score or more of journalists wait-

ing out there to hear what we've got to say
_ﬂhﬂut i

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

nuisance, Wilde!”

The chief deteetive-inspector felt an atmo-
sphere of covert irritation. BScotland Yard
chiefs are only human, d@nd it would be a
delicate business to avoid a newspaper outery
that would stir the mandarins at the Home
Office ~and in Parliament to be unpleasant.
Wrldo  foresaw that if a kick came it was
Jikely to bp passed along to him. He caressed
higichin meditatively.

T doing all T can,” he declared quetly.
4“If you want to pass the job on to someone

e lne——s

. “Now don't iy off the handle,” ad-
monished Winter, “No one’s blaming you.
We know you'll get this man, But we don’t
Jknow how long it’s going to take. Meanwhile,
all the comic men will raising a laugh at
1115—&‘1: us!” He jammed a fist savagely on his
dosk. “T1 wouldn't

ive a tinker's curse what -

27

knows something about the case. That isn’t
to say he's the head cook and bottlewasher.
There may be a little behind it. I'll bet some
of you have noticed that it contains one or
two raw libels. 1 can imagine a pretty action
for damages ::uminﬁ along when you call men
receivers, or blackmailers, or bloodsuckers,
merely on the say-so of some anonymous
correspondent.””

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

“I suggest nothing,” retorted the detective.
“T don't belicve I could scare the papers if I
tried. Whoever wrote that letter, it’s liable
to provoke libel actions if it’s published. Suit
vourselves, I'll freely admit that, all other

A

things apart, we'd rather you didn't mehtten—

it. It's not too complimentary to us.”

Winter lauﬁl_led as they returned to the
sanctuary of his room.
“You carried that off well, Wilde. They

have been told just as much as they'd find out
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there isn't a dictaphone in the roem—nobody

hidden in one of the filing cabinets?™

Bhe laughed, and made a litle gesture of
denial. d

He breathed an exaggerated sigh of relief, *

“ Honestly »T'm geti-mi; afraid of Wikde.
Every step I take is trailed, overy bite I cat
is watched: 1 am- suspicious of everyonce—-—.
particularly of waiters, and taxi-drivers, and
newspaper sellers, I've got a notion that my
telephone is tapped; and I wouldn't swear
that my letters are not read before they reach
me, That man Wilde has sure got a sus-
picious mind. It's hampering me, Pat.”

“And you're theroughly enjoying wourself,”
she rctorted erisply., “Yom didn’t come here
to ery on my lap.”

“Tdon’t be so abrupt with me,” he com-
it “Can’t you sce that 1I'm thoroughly
unnerved—that the strain 1s t.elﬁﬁ%-‘. I'm not
sure that m exjoving it so much. Fact is
that 1 told Wilde Séie *'me. ago that 1 was
going back to the Statésr- I'mi w T dw-obm5i-
word. I want to clean up.” "

-

they said in the ordinary way, but this is out [ZEF 2
of the ordinary. Why, they might even stir S35
up a Parliamentary Committee to sit on the SEE—mr

iDepartment.” He spoke as though of some
dire calamity. “Can you thmmk of any way
to hold off the newspapers until we've cleaned

up?”

“You might take a bone from a hungry
tiger,” observed Wilde, *““but that would be
;simple to holding a big story from the news-
‘papers. We might persuade them to soften 1t 38
down a bit. Why not see 'em now 7"

The Assistant-Commissioner rose hastily.
“I'll be going,” he =aid.

it too official.”
conferred

His subordinates together

Imme-

the London Press were assembled.

diately a babel of questions were shot at them. 3

‘Wilde flung up his hands laughingly.

“Better not make §

for

another five minutes, and fhen strolled Into
the room where the “crimie mierchants ™ of §§

“For the lave of Mike, boys, give a fellow

T can’t answer wvou all at oreo

T

a chance!
No,
know pretty well as much as we do.
just seen the letter.”
“Ta that letter true?” demanded one man,
“T'd hate to take my oath about it,” zaid

F\‘Fintfr. “Btill, you never know.”

“Do you mean to say that there’s some
. person pulling off these stunts just as he
likes 7

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

¢ He gave some details of the chase, and th

name and address of the dealer from whom the
car had been purchased.

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

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

Wilde spread his hands and shook his head
dubiously.

“You've read it,” he =aid. "It may be
genuine, or it may not., Whoever wrote 1t

I've oniy

there isn't any inside story to this. %o ZZ5

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

Stella Cliffe dashed

I believe your hint of libel may

with terrific force.

in any case,

do the trick.”
“They’ll suppress it as a favour to us,” said

the other gravely, but with the suspicion of a

twinkle lurking in his deep-set eves. " No
reputable journal is to be terrorised into
silence.

STELLA VANISHES AGAIN.

vExTON THOROLD sat with one lep crossed
Q over the other, a foot swinging 1dly to
and fro. Patricia Langton with swift
fingers sorted a batch of papers and laid them
to one side of her desk.

“Now!” she said.

“Dear lady,” declared Thorold, *I have
many things to say.” He glanced meaningly
at the door from bevond which came the
clatter of many tvpewriters, “If vour excel-
lent staff—>

“They won't interrupt.” she asseried, and

ushed a hox of cigarettes towards him. "I
Ea‘rﬁ given instructions.”

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

“Forgive this cantion. I know now how a
rabbit feels when it 1s hunted by a persistent
gtoat. Outzide in the rain—and, I hope, get-
ting thoroughly soaked—is one of Mr, Martin
Wilde's myrmidons. You're quite sure that

towards the car and made her escape.

“Ah!* She tapped her hps thoughtfully
with a small gold pencil, and her grey ecyes
clouded,

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

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

She twisted the pencil between her
and was silent for a few moments.

“No,” she said with sudden decision. It
can't be done, We can’t drop out half-way.®
We've got to go through to a finish. Besides]!
as you say, we're under suspicion. If either,
of us put foot on the gangway of a boat I
wouldn’t be surprised if we were immediately,
arrested.” -9:

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

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

He tossed the remains of his cigareite away.

“Fairest and wisest of your sex, you said a
mouthful. TI'm getting s=enile—an exploded
fallacy. I want a woman like you hy my side
for always.”™

She held up a warning fﬂrcﬁn%ﬂ. L

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

fingers,’
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you'd make a fine Lar.:'g Mm.heth? ‘* Oh,
infirm “of “purpofe, give me the dagper!’ * he
gucted dramatically,

Where do we at:md e

Ehe smiled dmm at him.

“T suppose vou know that I'm being watched
quite as closely as you hre ¥
Tlorold’s face stiffened.
. “That darn liar. He promised me— Tl
whale the hide off him for this!”

Patricia Langton gave an infectious little
chuckle.

“Don’t be absurd, Quenton !
nothing of the sort. If vou meet him you'll

be as swmt to him as—as I am to you. olf

doesn’t -hurt nre, and a row will do no E‘ﬂﬂd-

There's noething

vary ::mmu]erﬂtﬂ Even when they Enﬂrl::h’&ﬂ

this ollice last night.everything was put back .
pia 'Pl ised,” said Wilde, with the hmtett pnﬁstb'

more or less in .3z place;s A little  less

~—gegervant person than 1 am might not have

known tnat auﬂhmg had llappuued i &
“You don’t tell me—»

“Oh, I know they had no right. Thev just
used a duplicate kev and went quietly thmug]n
my papers. I had heen cxpecting ﬂﬂlﬂi"fh!llg
of the sort, and had attachéd a small piece of
* black thread to the door, which was broken
when I arrived this morning. Bat I should

worry. As if the high-class crook that T am
supposed to be would leave anvthing lying
about! Let them amuse fhemselves. My
immediate problem is Siella.”™ '-';I_
~ *"What about her? :
- “Bhe’s gotting restless.  Wamts to  kuow
~what has kappeued to Dick Esi? Imn
*That's simple. You don’t know.”
“No: buat she helieves you .do.  And she

thinks fhat I can induco vou totell Ler”
He helped hitmiselt to another I‘."lgﬂ'l‘i"ﬂl"'.

“And that’s an  crroucous: notion,” he
observed calmiv.  * Yoiu don't mean to say
that that little handfu! el red Iltppﬂl is really
sfruck on that hov? W In she trimmed him
like a p&rf-.}r,t litile Jady." :

“AH in the way of business, from her point
of view. Dut it-is a fact that, in her wav. she
t5 crazy about him. T kuow it is diffienlt “io
believe that (hat stony-hearted, little evnice
should be hit that way. Alavbhe it's I_'l-l‘*lhp;
wlé—plenty of money and nothing to do it
think,  Tf she didw’t look on. the police as

licy traditional enemics. she' would “he goinir.

{o Scotland Yard tomorrow. As it is she nay
hax ‘¢ aancod some time and talk to one of the
wen wilo are waiching her.  That would he
awkward,” | % ¥

“* It “r‘HM ” agreed Thoreld.,  “It would he
particularly awkward at this -point.-
ulmuf: sending her away—a little trip ahmarl i

“But wo may want her at any minute.’
“Paris_ is no distance from London Ln nlr

‘“ll'u'ru_. are {wo objections to that.
anight reinse to go, and if she did she might
not stay there.”

“Before Thorold eould reply ”I'E'h‘”* was a
dlisercet tap at the dopor.
Jaid ” & card ‘Giefore Pafricia Langton.
gidnced at it and, with a ‘smile, Imm’lul it 1o

the man. -
-+ Wiide,”” he ﬂm]mrﬂeﬂ “Elmll I Siu]: '5’”
“* Please,™ ‘ﬂlﬂ l{zpimﬂ “Tt will Be:

“plEdzant t:unpull:-.«r'n for him.” And {o thé gﬂl |
“Boend Ml g’ s =
"~ The detective- IIh]H‘[:f.':}I‘ hmmd glﬂH}Ij" as' Ie

came into the room.

“Good-mornifig; Miss Laﬂgtm} Ah, M.
Thorold! I heard you were here.” :
- “The genileman outside,” of course,” said

Thorold, with a slight litt of the {:}{-hm\w.
g Impe he 13 not getting wet.”

“(h, he has found shelter, thank ‘vou,”
torted Wilde imperturbably.
“Wou’t you sit down?”
“What can I do for you?t”
Mavtin Wilde  hiiched a chair, tn an angle

which afforded an adequate view of both ﬂf
them, aud scalcd i:rmnelf with deliberation,

o

asked l’ntriﬁia.
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“Now let's taLa stock.

You'll do last person to see her before she disappeared

at all obtrusive, and t%“=Zre :
s 5 < - liltle crook has’ disappeared agmn’-"’ i

What

.. rupted,

Qe _

A gu] entered and -
Bhe -

“high @ololirs of life,

“eoldly.

3

“Quite a small matter,” he szid. s It's Hhﬂut

~Bi EIIa Cliffe.”

Neither the man nlnr the nﬂman he add: Eaaed
showed auy sign of the surprise that they felt,
bia-;. ond the exehangn of one swHt, mmlun!ar}r
glanee.

~ “Btella?? remarkﬂd Pntnma _with -calm
interest.  “I saw her last night.” -,

*“I know you did,” said the ﬂﬂtﬂﬂti‘-‘a. “You

- were with her for half an hour—from: ten to

hali-past.  That’s the reason I have come to
you. For, so far as we know, yon were the

arain.
Thorold jumped fto his t'eet :
“You don't mean’ to say that that dnrned

"leagumﬂ that vou would, uppmr SUT-

gtress on the word * “appear.’

+ .x The  millionaire r::gﬂumd his "pmae and
launghed.

“Now how in the \mrh! Eﬂuld HI.EEIZ Happﬂn,-

Wilde? - If Miss Laugton ‘could ‘not- pay a
casual esll without you knowing ‘all about if,
I guess you had somebody there with his eyes
onn~the girl 27 !

“Rhe - was boing nﬂhhﬂd 2 assented t-hL
detective. “A ecar drew up at her rooms ‘at
two this morning. One of my men who inter-
vened was sandbagged, and- before the other
ceuld get assistance she was spirited Emil:f i

I’at langton’s grey eves were
innecent.

“Amazing.” she declared. -“I*n; sorry abeut
your man,  Ihd you want me to do-anything
abiong it 7" ' ; '

Wilde watched her earelully.
“You found Imr before,” ke ventured.

-r-l.f'l B H"l:l I d]{] i c :

* Perhaps you could find hor again?”

L l’nri-upﬂ I cowdd.”™ Therd was a hink of
amusement.in  her tone, " “Dut you forget,
Mr. Wilde, that ai that time I ‘was actiiig

under the avspices of Seotland Yard., T gather

that sifice then eircums stances have changed.
[—like Mr. Thoreld—have come. under oflicial
suspicion, - I confess T should find 3t a little
diflienlt [ﬂ double the roles-of the cat and the
mouse. 8o I think T will stick to my type-
writing and become a blameless ecitizen.,  Of
course, an¥ 'information I ecan give you—"
flu*d nmﬂ& it mmﬂ:-mg gesture with a slim
1an ¥

His oy t"E med hl:-ra dmerj' .
“You're a clever woman, Miss Langton.”
“Woiild “you kindly put that in writing *”
51‘1_{- Lhﬂ“l_ngr.‘:d t:
He went on as Hll‘.:lll.l"'h tlm hnd :vnt mlnr

- - I' am- not - poing. -lu tese - my  temper,*
declared the defective.  *“'This may not. be so
funny as_you think.. Now, Mliss Lﬂllj.’;iﬂ-ﬁ 1

want vau to tell gre the re ason for vour visit

last ulnil[_ and 11.!11‘:1: paa&ﬂd IJ-E"[\.'-I'_'EII you and

Stella”

“I"\‘I:- taken an intercst in  Stella,” E.ﬂ_id
Patricia, **ever siice I retrieved her for you,
Mr. Wikde Sie’s- an interesting study. T've

.'LE““ to see her and she to see me several times,
I had no special reason i'-:u calling on her last

nmight. We discussed various wavs by which
a_girl of luxurious habits, with a taste for the
might settle down and
becomie a decent meniber of Society. I regroet
to say,that she tock most of my preposals
Her view scemed to be that some
wealthy person should die and leave lier a

i'mtmm although she had some ideas of win-

ning the Caleutia Sweepstake.”

“ Nothing was said that .would lead you to
believe she contemplated going away "

We diseussed hats. and, lf._

“Not a svilable.
I remember rightly. these was soine little talk

on coloured ]mgr-rt-:}—-l:»ul don't |Et me hore

yvou, -Mr. Wilde.” -

“Mot in the Iﬂ-nst * ‘he Elz:-iii:'tl her, ﬂ“d

and cunning

wide “and -

- burst through *the Trai

23/3/20

rose and reacked for his hat. “I am sorry to
kave troubled you. I sée that you can’t help
me." '
“Don’t misunderstand the lady,” interposed
Thorold. “She could—but she won’t.”
. quite understand,” agreed WWilde.
I'bank you so much. Good ‘bye!” .
The door closed. Thorold jingled some coins
in his p{}clr.ﬂt VIZOroUsiy. -
“We've declared open wap, Pat. Hems a

Pmtt:.r kettle of fish, I wnnder what the deuce
as happened to Stella 7 ?
*ﬁ...

A DEFIANCE ! T

O one knew betier than Stella B‘hﬁﬂ h-:m
closely her every aetion was scrutinised®

* .~ _ For that reason she, since her return to

'Lmt&uu, had behaved with a rigid eircum-
- spection “with which the most severe Puritan -

could find no fault, but which was entirely
alien to her tﬂmpera.ment Always, of course,
¢he had been wary of the police, l:.-ut that had
in no great degree mterfered with hr:r huhltﬂ
or .amusements.

- But_she had ‘never ]m ore had ﬂei&vhma

incessantly upon her heels for weeks on end,

and she found the surveillance troublesome.

| "-h'ﬂr had- that complex coufempt of the police-

datective, together with a dread of bis lick
which lurks in the breast of

miost denizens of the underworld,

Somchow her mind dwelt lim”
han. .He was a boaob of a vout

Dick Estre-
She despised

his intelligence, but, all {he same, there was
sofnething abont hlm which she liked. It may

Imre h-::en a mere maternal .inclination to
protect him from his ewn folly that possessed.

: her, but she herself niaintained an anxicty

for him. - What bad bécome- of him? . Why
didn’t she have some word? - Miss Laugtun
dnd Quenton Thorold knew more than. they.
wanld say, Why svouldn’t t.he:,- te!l her ahuut
BieEr- o =

She sat.en he:: bed and, H‘:Lk]ﬂﬂ of lhmr
Tragility, hrggerl'viniﬂ‘l'.iﬁlv at onc of her sitk
stockings" She hated going fo. bed2aireleven
urlm'-[-t—nht* the dav had “{IH’I'.'.E]}" begun +*

“Darn it!"” she ex Im‘-'--:] as her f'ﬂgﬂr:i
faln e

Down below P t-::!i:phcmr- rang, and the girl
was still examining the damaged hose when

-!‘H*r llundl'{ld y suinmoned her to th: instrument."
: th

one bare foot thrast into - a- *-mr'li.l:

slipper, she d-:a-*'-::emln-:]

““ Miss. Ehﬂ'ﬂ?” said o T{r]c’.&-ﬂ'
answered in the affirmafive, '.mni' on :
I'~dow’t “want to “mention names,
speaking for someone von !-mnw

. s
and as she
“Lislen,

but I'm
Can yon -

pick o siit-case and be I'E’Eﬁj. fr.ar & car in

‘|-l-..

the next hotr or so?”
Stella’s nimble “ﬂa Wero IIISIEI'I“} on the

tth.':li
“What’s  the ljnght idea?”  she -ElEu]iL'{l
guan!erj!;. e =

+From: the other end :}f t!m mrs:: thmﬂ eamu
an_ impatient oath, -

#Cut that stuff ﬂuf'
grgue ™ - - ¢ 2

The g.lrI healmieﬂ an mﬂtﬂnt hefcrrc, reply-

ing, sShe had no--doybt fromn -whom the
message came, Bat she could not make’ up
lier. mind. Recent events had shown: her that

shie would be plaving with fire,” and t-.lfni: end
had shc to gain?

“Tut, tut!” she reproved lightly.

the soft stop!
about.. I'in not go

I want to know what it's ‘all

going g

I've gut no tmm to

“ Pull nu[: =

gallivanting ‘dround in -

the middle of the night mtﬁ any gﬂntluumn %

vnless I konow what it’s for.”

- “8Borry. - That's all right, Btella. You can
beat it .back .to bed .if you like, my dear.
We just thought you'd I:k{.- to know that Dick
was anxious to sce vou, thnts all.  If yonm
don’t care to turn out, let it go.’ -

Her grip on the reeeiver tighiened.

f;-ti:m.‘fmr long instalm:nl of this powerful scrial
appears naxd week tn The ..E"HL’ILLFI."’ Avord
disappointinent by w-:i'enﬂg your {'upy 17 Iit_[ Y}
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