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Chapter 1.
LIMEHOUSE NIGHT.
amay PeTeErs strolled along Lameliouse
S Causeway with a jaunty stride, a
smirky smile, and a fecling of
hilarity. He had no reason to feel discon-
solate. His pocket  contained twelve
pounds. Attached to his right arm was
Elsic Meers, whose beauty was known from
Stepney to Tudal Basin.

“You're a great kid,” he told Elsie,
syueczing her arm tightly to indieate Lis

cithusiasm, his sense of proprietorship.
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The crooks in the cellar listened attentively

- / as the voice of the

Dropper, leader of

the gang, gave instructions through the

“You ro nol =0 bad :-,'um'w]r'," sald Ioisie.
The girl believed firmly that beanty never
cuthnses.  * Where are we going 77

“To the pictures, chierub.”

He wrong., A few vards farther
dlong the Causeway a man stepped irom
darkened doorway, apd strolled across the
pavement.,

Wils

“I want a word with you.” he ({old
SAmmy.
“Can't vou sece I'm busy?’ remarked
Sammy.
“Forget 1t!”  The man's tfone was

apparently solid wall,

offensively casual. *"When my boss wants
to meet people, their girl-friends jus{ walk
hhome. ™

“"Are yvou ltelling me——-"" started ILlsie.

“Yes, lady,” said the man easily. ' 1'm
cven telling you.  Good-night !

sammy  stretelhied to his  full
three.

“You're looking for trouble., stranger,”
lie snapped, amd if you don't beat it I'll
provide you with all you want.”

The man laughed nastily, He was {all
and bulky. A mnose spreading over a

iq '||I'|r_i' i .l..-_
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Sammy Peters, small-time crook, was found dead,
with the gun which fired the bullet that killed

him still gripped in his right hand. Suicide or

L L]

? That was the problem Detective-sergeant

bandersun of Scotland Yard, set out to solve, and
it started him on the trail of strange adventure
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quantity of his face indicated that somcone

had once hit him with greater force than

Sammy could possibly muster. But there

was a hard, icy light in his ]m,h: blue eyes

that made ""-funmv shiver. His girl- fricud
‘:f{ hed hLer escort closely.

“Are you going to let ‘this blfr stiff talk
to you like timt*’ * she shrilled. * Send hiim
on his way. He's making the pavement
look untidy.

The Etldll”[‘l grinned.
“Oue ﬂ-.-ﬁ", glrlw' Lo
round and tﬂkt" yvou for a milk mysclt.’

“ Look here,” said ‘-;ammv u*ahmuw that
he was losing prestige. “You can’t stand
there tryving to ride high and mighty over

P

JIE

said, “I’ll come
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Dropper is waiting to sce you'!

Sammy took a deep breath, and his pale
face grew even more pallid.  Slowly, he
released his grip on Elsie's arm. The girl

looked at him wonderingly, and her car-
wined lips started to curl scornfully.
“Elsie,” said Sammy, after licking lis

dry mouth,
I’'m sorvy.
“Think

“we'll have to call off the date.
I'll see you to-morrow!”

arain,” snapped the eirl. “I've
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was

no time for vallerlegz. [ though!
come ount with a man. The mis 1;akﬁ
mine. Take vour boy-friend with vou.

She spun round on her high 11U1-
strutted down the Lauamnn
starcd after the retreating hf_r;ur{
second, and then turned to the
il h} his side.

“That's caused it,
I wanted for?"

“Couldn't say.
:L'n‘{[_”

“I've mever set eves
How’d you know me?”

“1 didn’t. But I'd scen the girl hefore,
and I was told to colleet the fellow with
ber. Come on—this way "

Sammy was growing cowed. As his com-
panion turned off the Causeway and dived
into the criss-cross of narrow streets lead-
ing down to the West India Docks L
shivered.

Followed an
silence.  Then

ool

and
=il J'HHT
for n
siling
“ VW hat

" he said. am

I was only told to colleet

on you before

uncomfortable period of
the stranger turned off
down a street, passed into “the darkness of
an alley, threaded his way through, and
walked quickly under an arch into anothe:

alley. Peters was almogt running.  The
bhig man’s raking strides swallowed dis-

tance.

A dim lamp shone at one end of the
alley, breaking the darkness with a sickly
lieght. Sammy pulled the collar of his over-
cout closer about his neck. A cold, dank
river mist was eddying up from the nearby
Thames. At the far end of the alley a
small flagged passage turned to the Joft.
The g wide led the way round the corner.

"'tnnnn thought his knowledge of Iaxi
Fnd h_:-lmrfld}}h‘; was more than adequate.
But the stranger had defeated him on this
sudden walk. They reached the end of the
passage before the man turned to Sammy.

‘We dive in here,” he said.  “Watel
vour step. There are no lights on.”

SRammy gulped, felt a cold quiver
at the base of hiz spine, and scused the
hairs liftineg on the nape of his neck. They
ploughed lhruun‘h the darkness, turning to
the left, and hlldd"."lll_}' the big man opened
a door. He stumbled into o black passage,
Peters groping in the rear.

Hi:ll‘f

“Shut the door as soon as  you're
through,” came the loarse instruction,

Let me

way for

1o much noise.
and 1’1l lead the

[

“and don't make
orab your hand,
vou. Don't try to hurry!
Sammy closed the door, scized the exe
tended hand, and edged his way forward.
The air was damply musty, and the cold
seemed to grow more tense,  Sammy was
straining his hearing to cateh every sound,
but, n}mﬂ from the trivial shuffle of their
feet, there was none.
“Bend your head.
a low doorway.”
Sammy bent obediently, and, still led by
his left hand, trailed his right along { I
wall as a guide. He could fecl the E]:lnl[!—
ness of soddened plaster.  As they weni
along the passage "E(- counted scven paces.
’Hu: n his guide stopped, and turned to lnm
“We start down to the ceilar when we

We're

. o
coing through
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get, through this door. Be careful—the
steps are wel and slippery.”

Peters said nothing—there was nothing
for him to say. At odd seconds he thought
of Elsie, thought of the film he wanted to
see, tried to think of anything except the
Dropper.  The desecent to the cellar was
slow and dangerous. Twice Sammy felt his
feet sliding on the steps. He grew colder
and colder—and not only from the chilly
air,

When at last they reached level ground
acain, Sammy felt himself dragged round
to the left, aud led through a darkness so
definite that it could almost be felt. Poters
was bafled. e knew that under the old
Limchouse houses lay some very curious
cellars, relics of the days of the tong wars,
the heyday of smuggling, the peak period ot
dock robberies, aund hiding-places of a
multitude of ﬂrimrq but the onc throungh

which he stumbled now secemed more
ominous than anything he could have
imagined.

His mnostrils eanght the mugey smell of
river water. That added to his puzzles. IHis
cunide had led the way towards the river,
hut they should still he far away from it,
Again Sammy waited while his escort
opened o door.,  Once more they plunged
through darkness.

“ Where are we goine 77 whispered Peters.

“Never mind about that. We'll be there
in a few seconds,” came the hoarse reply.

“1 hope so,” said Sammy, speaking
{hirongh l?hn“lil‘llll‘-" teetl, '

A few more paces, and then he felt his
arm gripped, and he was pushed forward,
while the thug stood on one side to make
way. Sammy ‘extended his right hand, and
felt the face of a door. He waited, hesi-
tantly, for instructions.

“(Give three double knocks,”
onide,  “ Password is * Revel.” ”

Sammy raised a trembling hand, and
knocked. He heard a shar of movement, and
the squeak of a hinge. Then a voice spoke
—s0 close to his ear that Peters started
violently

“Who is it?"” asked the invisible man.

“ Revel,” stuttered Sammy.

There came the click of a
Sammy heard hinges whine
drew back. Still he could
There was no light beyond.

*Come this way,” said the unknown.

Peters, pushed from the vear, hurried
through the doorway, the guide holding his
left arm from 1he back. As soon as he
crossed the threshold someone held his
right wrist.

“Follow me,” said the newcomer, and
immediately started moving away. Peters
could feel blobs of perspirvation trickling
down his face. He clenched his 1eeth, tried
hard to appear unconcerned. The effort was
not a success.

The leader opened another door, and, for
the first time in five minutes, Sammy saw
a light. He closed his eyes for a second to
steady the effect of the sudden lieht, and
opened them again to discover that the
illumination was dimmer than he had
thought. Facing him was a long cellar, and
from the far end of the low ceiling hung an
acetylene lamp. The floor was flagged with
stone, and the walls were green with age
and damp.,

In the centre of the cellar was a
table, and around it sat four men. There
was no other furniture. Sammy advanced
tremulously, examining the men as he drew
nearver to them. The lines across his fore-
head deepened. He knew none of them.
He was led to a chair, and slumped into it
with relief.

The man who had opened the door walked
over to the far wall. It was then that

ordered the

lock, and
as the door
sce nothing.

long
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Saniny jumped again,
into the wall!

T

for the man sjoke

“They are all here now, siv,” he said
deferentially.,
Peters gulped, and took another look., He

could sec mnothing except the wall. It
seemed that the hpmku was talking te the
bricks.

“Very well,” came a deep, resonant voice.
“I am ready to start !”

Sammy blinked his eyes, and took an-
other look. The speaker was invisible, He

looked at the other men. They appeared
:pute unsurprised.
"Good - evening, gentlemen,” said  the

mysterious qu&Lf:r “This, as vou know. is
the Dropper—pleased to meet my East End
employees and friends again. P‘}lt]LHhI‘]T
am I delighted to note that our latest
arrival obeyed the message with such
promptitude. I will commence husiness
without any further waste f time.”

The men  bent their heads {orward,
staring towards the wall. Sammy was
dazed. It already scemaed a far cry to Lime-
house Causeway !

SECRET ORDERS.

“ T seven o'clock this evening,”

A Dropper  commenced, *'a
arrived in the Thames

It is now in Bugsby's Reach,
into Vietoria Docks.
Christina. Among a mixed ecargo is a con-
sienment addressed to the Pinakothek
(;;1]101? in "'.Iumch which is due for trans-

the
ship

from 0Oslo,
:‘:iﬁl]g to get
That hhlp is ‘rhc

<hipment. 1 do not intend that it shall
veaclhh Munich, althongh the cousignment
has, in fact, been dispatched by the

Christina for safety. It was thought that
such a cargo would never be expeeted on
such a boat. My agents provided me with
the information.”

The Dropper paused.  His speech was
metallie, incisive.  The men, their faces
himnwﬂ, continuned to stare at the wall.
Then the voice went on:

“The consignment is not consuderable in
size.  The length is eight feet, the width
five feet, and the t]f-pﬂl nine inches. The
total wvighi may be a hundred pounds, or
a trifle more. 'That article, I understand,
is being kept for safety in the captain’s
cabin. I want it, and I am going to have
it.”

Sammy raised his lhand, and ran his
fingers bhetween his collar and his throat

‘I have made most of the arrangements,
but certain matters will have to be left
to vou men It is to be hoped, for your
own sakes, that no faults will be made.
The consequences of any errors might he
very, very troublesome for all of you. I
hope I am making myself guite elear.”

The silent men nodded their licads.
They knew what the Dropper could do. He
was making himsclf quite elear—a little too

clear as far as the warning concerned
Sapimny.
“The most difficult  problem in  any

matter such as this is to vain access to the
boat. 1 have saved you the trouble. The
officer taking over during the middle wateh
will offer no opposition. 1 have made the
necessary arrangements with him.  That
watch, as you know, lasts ifrom midnight
until four a.m.

“Having said so much, it ouly vemains
for me to give instruetions to you indi-
vidually. I do not want to mention vour
names now., That is opposed to my policy.
I therefore want you to walk over to this
wall, one by one, and I will give directions
to each of you. Start from the head of the
table.”

A tall, burly man rose and stepped acrose
the ecellar. His face was yellow rather than
pale, and a long raincoat, swathed closely
vound his hody, aceentuate @ his height.
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“1 want every man in the room to pay
close attention to all the orders given,
sald the Dropper. “That will save un-
necessary repetition. You, my friend, will
find a motor-lanmeh waiting at the side of
Millex’s Wharf, Silvertown, af midnight.
All the other men here will join you there
at that time. You have from now until
midnight to discover the exact position of
the Christina. Take the launch along as
quietly as possible, and get enough way on
her for you to cut off the engine a fair
distance from the ship. Apart from that all
vou have to do is to wait in the launch
until the others rejoin you. Have 1 heen
thoroughly understood

“Yes, sir,” said the man.

“Next man,” ordered the Dropper

A middle-aged man with a swaggering
gait, and a general air of arrogance,
stepped across to the wall,

“Tn that laum:-h " said the Dropper, with-
out hesitating, “you will find a key hidden
under the third floorboard at the stern.
Open the locker with it. There you'll find
three automaties, all silenced, and a boltle
of butyl chloride. Far at the back of the
locker is an ether spray. I want you fo
board the ship first, and lead your other
men as an attacking party, I don't mind
whethier you shoot them, dope them, or leave
them alone—so long as I get that consigu-
ment. If the crew cause hﬂublv let. them
have thie works. Try to g2rab the captain
first, and dope him while you search his
cabin for that package. Get the consign-
ment down to the launch as best you can.
I leave that to you, but there should he
some very simple way., All clear?”

*“All cledy, sir!l”

“Very well. The next two men at the
table nvc-{lut rise from their seats, L leave
them to take their instructions from you
as occasion demands. But see that they are
armed hefore you board the Christina, Now
I'll speak to the next man.”

Sammy rose leisurely, trying to appear un-
concerned. But he could fecl a curious pain
in the pit of his stomach, a eingular dry-
ness in his mouth, an odd twitching of his
hngers, and a shaking tremor running down
his legs, making his walking balance un-
steady.

XY os, IR,
pitehed.

“You have worked for me before,” said
the Dropper, “but this is the first time we
have met. I have watched your work with
interest, Yomu have never let me down on a
job. You have always obeyed the orders
sent 1o you, and you have been suceessful.
For those reasons I feel that the time has
come for vou FTo receive more important
work. That is why I have sent for you to-
night, If I hadn’t trusted vou 1 would
never hiave promoted you to the work I am
giving you. Clear?”

“Quite, =ir!”?

“Right ! Well, you travel in the launch
with the other men, board the ship with
them, aud give such assistance as you can.
The important part of your job arises after-
wards., When the launch has returned to
Silvertown you will find a lorry waiting at
the rear of the wharf. Under vour instrue-
tions the men will assist you to put the
package in that lorry. The men will then
leave you, and go to their respective homes.
To you will be given the task of seeing that
the package is safely delivered 1o me. Is
that all clear®”

“Yer, sir,” eaid Sammy,
enthusiasm.

“You are to drive as though making for
Sevenoaks., Just before you come to the
town a man will put up his hand to stop
you. If he says: ‘Is this the way to Ton-
bridge? ’ reply ‘ Yes.” He will then give
vou further instruetions. Don’'t make any

Lhe said, voice unnaturally

without any



L
2-3-99

mitstaxes, Just as pay hmlvil_v for work
well done, so do I make those pay who
make mistales, Is ther any question you

wish to ask—any additional information youn
wfnl' =
I don’t think so.

ever say that to me

P

I employ only

{linao ﬁlm know what they're doing. 1
have no room for men who can only think

{hev know.’

“I am sorry, sir,” spluttered Sammy.

“That will do. I have finished with you.
I you are successtul you'll be more than
satisfied with my treatment of you. The
SAMC :lljpliw: to alt the men in the room.
The men T have not yet spoken to will
remain IIE‘II]lHl after the others have left. T
lave special work for them which doesn't
concern the remainder of you.”

Tlie men thus
ately, and started to file
Sammy turned to lus old gmde,
AEI0NS,

dismissed rose immedi-
ont of the cellar.
worried and

“Tell them to take me with them,” he
said, “I don't know my way out.”
The man cave the necessary mstructions,

ik as I tluh was hurrving out the Dropper
L._+'.1(d him back.

"You bLave more than ftwo hours yet
before vou necd start work., In the mean-
time colleet a map, and make certain that

vou'll be able to follow the road I gave you
r. ithout fumbling., And, for your guu,lam:'t*
the lorry w fulu]w for vou is a Morris Com-
mercinl.  You drove one before you joined
me—that's why I seleeted it. Good-night ™

Sammy arrived in the street more dazed
than ever, verging on panic at the thought
that he might have tforgotten, or misunder-
stood, some of the mstructions. His asso-
ciates left him immediately they reached
tiie street, and he walked ahmlv on his own
towards the Causeway. He was not happy.

In the davs when he drove a van, Sainmy
biad tllull"‘hl crime was exciting, lilDflt*‘lJ]l?
a “swell " existence. That, }1::1]111*». was

Liy he left his ‘-ut{‘L‘I‘ulf?-“ heel to commence
on a career as a Lm-{lrngger "—raiding
coods from merchants’ vans. At first it
scemed novel and thrilling, and it certainly
brought more financial gust to the mill
than mere lorry-driving. But at times he
found the stolen ]ldlf‘(!]b hard to fence,
had found it difficult to persuade men to
pav more than a tenth of the value of any
article hie stole. It was then that he found
a more reasonable fence—one of the many
men who worked for the Dropper. There-
after he found himself more and more in the
meshes. Instructions would reach him by
a dozen and one channels; instruetions
which sent shivers down his back, but
which he was afraid to disregard. The
Dropper had left a trail behind Thim in the
seamy side of the underworld that could
not he 1gnored.

‘I never wanted to Dbe a big-timer,”
Sammy teld liimself again and again as he
wandered back to the C ausceway, 1 wanted
to ecarry on in my own little way. And now
this happens | Oh, what’s the use ¥

iz memory vestored to him the conversa-
tion, the orders about the carrying of auto-
maties, the use of ether and butyl ehloride.

“Darn the Dropper!” he said bitterly.
But he whispered the words so softly that
even the awr didn't pick them up. It was
said that the Dropper had a million ears in
London. Sammy thought of FElsie Meers,
and his face became pathetic with misery
as he plunged on, his cold hands sunk 1in
his overcoat pockets,

THE PRICE OF KNOWLEDGE.

ipN1GHT chimed. A strong wind was
whipping across the Thames, and
the night was bitingly cold. The

the wharf huddled together in
blowing into their r:'npped hands,

men  on
silonce,

197
ready to make the move upstream. It was
ten minutes later when the launch slid
quictly into the water, engine just ticking

over, and moved away on the breast of thL
tide,
Before they left the wharf Sammy had

been handed his automatic. He sat back
nursing it with a horrible dread flooding his

mind. H{- didn’t want to hurt anyone. Blll-
what would the Dropper say afterwards if
he was told to fire and did not? The

thought made Sammy colder than the night
could ever do.

The launch was twenty yards from the
bank when the pilot opened up, and there
were a few dim chugs as the nose was turned
upstream. The men's faces were tensed,
their eyes  staring 1l!-’rht"l','il'llﬂl:'f over the
black water. After a time, the lights on
the lannch were extinewished, and the
cngine was switched oft,

“We're about seventv
1t,” whspered the pilot.

vards away from

Famg
.............
(=

£ "‘""‘“F%

- As the crooks’ launch bumped
against the Christina’s hull, a voice
called down : *‘* Who's there? ”’
‘“ Friends—as arranged,’’ came the

whispered response.

vight Lhey canght the
lirhts of a ship. A minufe later they could
sce the black shadow of the hulk limned
against the clouded skv. The man by the
side of the pilot bent over the side of the
launch, and groped with his hand as they
touched the side of the Christina with a
faint bump. It was some time before they
found a mooring-rope for small boats trail-
ing from the stern, The pilot held it,
steadied the launch by it, and onc of his
H"'-‘-'-Htidi'ﬁ-i raised a din voice
*“Ahoy there! Anyone aboard:®”

The men waited anxiously. For a short
time all they heard was the suckine vnrele
of the Thames swirvline round the o ArTo-
boat. Then a soft, cauntions voice called
from ahove :

“Who's there ="

“I'riends—as arranged.”

“Hnil 11=T||| for a
coming down.

j lw} waited until 1he end of a rope-ladder
appeared through the darkness. The man

Away on thelr

was {he reply.
momeont. Ladder

by the pilot’s side was the first to start

VOLUL.

sitting more crect.

that package is, or do I shoot?

The THRILLER

the ascent. Onc by one they made their way
up the swinging ropes. The passage was
slow and difficult. Sammy, his teeth chat-
tering, was the last to essay the climb.
When finally he clambered over the rails his
associates were wending thelr way aleng
the deck. He joined the procession. At the
head of a companion-way the man who ha:l
lowered the ladder stopped, and drew them
together.

“Bottom of the steps and turn right.
Fourth door along’s the captain'’s, and
vou’ll find what you want there. I'm going
to get into the launch.”

He slid away into the darkness, and the
men started the descent of the narrow,
steep stairs. Below they found a dim light
lnuumg, and tiptoed along the cmndm
Then they stopped, and the leader pointed
to a door. In his left hand he held a toreh.
in his right a gun. He nodded towards the
door, and whispered to the nearest man :

“Open it, and then stand back.”

The man thus bidden turned the handle
and slhid the door back quietly. Immedi-
ately their leader turned on his torch, and
stepped 1nto the cabin. The others crowded
in on his heels.

The torch shone its beam quickly round
the cabin, picking up the position of the
bunk just as the captain raised himself.

*What the he commenced,
no farther.

“IHoist those hands,”
“There are threce

and got

snapped the leader.
of us holding down on
We've come for that consignment for
Munich.”

“The heek you have,” said the captain,
1 Sammy backed away a
little and closed the cabin door.

“Where 18 1t 7?7 asked the Dropper’s man.

“I don’t know.”

“You soon will,
dic?”

“You ecouldn’t kill me—you'd swing.”
The man seemed quite calm now the first
shock of the visit had passed.

“Couldn’t, eh? You'd be surprised. I'll
count five—that's all. At the end of that
count either I know where that package is
or you're rubbed out. Take your choice.
T'his is no leg-pull. I'm starting. One——"

The captain blinked his eyes, and moved
as though to slip down from his bunk. The
Dropper’s leader *'-lt{‘]_lpf."tl forward and stuck
his gun into the man’s ribs. Sammy could
see the cabin swirling round him. The
automatic in his hand was swaying from
side to side.

“Two i

“Don’t be a fool
Ing mMOre UNeasy,

- Three———"

*You can 't murder me—not in England—
like this!

“Four

“No, no,
a whimper.

“For ﬂm last time,” gzaid the {thug,
grimly, “are you going to tell me where

I'll give
‘Five,” 1

Want to hand it over or

, said the captain, grow-

no!” The captain’s voice was

seconds, When 1

three

shoot !
The captain’s eyes protruded, and his

weatlier-beaten face began to grow pale.

His hands elutched lurht]} at the clothes.

say

Sammy saw the scene as though through
oauze.

“Five! Take it!

There was a faint, dull plop. An odd
expression flooded the captain’s face. Iiis
mouth opened, then sagged.  His hands
started to move towards his chest, but
dropped before they could reach it. A

spreading pateh ol red showed on the left
side of his pyjama coat. Then he reeled
over and flopped down, his head hanging
half over the bunk’s side.

The murdercr blew  calmly

down the
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nzzle of his gun before turning to the
1.

“Qbstinate swine,” he said, withoat a
cker of emotion. *“Start on the cabin
ys, and let’'s get out of here!”

They turned om the light, and Sammy
covered himself before his fright could
: discovered. He had been propping him-
If against the side of the cabin, waiting
itil the swirl of mist cleared trom his
res, until some strength came back to
s tottering legs, until waves of dumb fear
ased threatening to throw him into a
int. Without looking at the man in the
ink, he stumiled round with his associ-
cs, searching bere and there for the con-
anment.

It was soon found, lodged against the
all in the captain’s bath-room. 'The con-
gnment was light, but cumbersome. Once
¢ twice, on their way to the deck, a corner
{ the package eclicked against woodwork,
nd the men stood vigid, waiting until all
as silence again.

The betrayer of the Christina had left a
iral of rope on deck immediately above
he launch, and they sceured this rope
round the package. Then the leader sent
ammy down to the launch to assist In

teadyine the cousignment while 1t was
ywered.  Peters  thought he was more

kely to arrive in the Thames than the
oat. His heart was pounding into his
ibs with the forece—as it seemed to him—
f a trip hammer, and there were seconds
hen his limbs felt jellified.

Three or four minutes later the launch
mshed oft from the side of the Christina,
nd floated downstream for thirty yards
efore the engine burst into a gentle purr.
vs the boat ran down-river, two men
walanced the eargo while the remainder sat,
cuse and keen-eyed, guns in their hands,
carching for any sign of a police boat. But
hey reached Miller’'s Wharf safely, and at
ive minutes past one Sammy Peters started
he engine of his lorry, and turned the
‘chicle out on its journey.

He felt better now. 1t was more com-
ortable to be alone, even though his cargo
pelt a murder, and the night air bit into
iim. As he passed through Greenwich
Marshes, and on to Lee Green, it seemed
hat the events of the evening were too
stagoering to be true. ITis mind was dull-
mg, refusing to aceept that Sammy had
‘hat evening scen a man butchered in cold
blood.

So he drove on through Bromley, and
then to I"arnborough. Soon he would have
to search for the waiting man. He had not
long to wait. Shortly before he reached
Riverhead a man stepped into the road, and
Sammy trod on the brake.

‘“Is this the way to Tonbridge?” in-
quired the man.

“Yes,” said Sammy. stopping the lorry.

The man advanced and bent over the edge
of the driving seat.

“Then turn right to Brasted, then left,
and then left again to Leich., A man will
stop you this side Leigh, and ask for a lift
to some place. Ask him what he’ll give you.
If he says he’ll give you a bob, let him ride
with you. That’s all.”

Peters started again, fecling weary. He
wondered where this early morning drive
would end, how long it would be before a
policeman stopped him and asked awkward
questions. Ilis foot pressed down harder
on the accelerator, so that he almost missed
the man who hailed him when he reached a
spot a mile outside Leigh,

“Give me a lift to Maidstone, mister,”
said the man.

“What’ll you pay me?”

“A bob.”

“Jump in!”

The stranger had a black feit hat pulled
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down over his face, and a well-worn over-
coat was turned up round his chin. Imme-
diately Sammy engaged the clutch he re-
ccived further instructions:

“Turn right on the Tonbridge Road, pass
through the town, take the road to left at
Pembury, and carry on until you get the
other side Yalding on the Maidstone Road.
Stop when I tell you to. Get going!”

P’eters travelled along the road without

speaking. The stranger’s way of giving
orders was compelling. Peters sighed.

After what he had seen and done that night
a little extra trouble didn’t seem to matter.
They were a mile beyond Yalding when the
instruction was given:

“Slow down. Hundred yards on your left
you’ll see a house standing back. The drive
gate 1s open. Turn in there, and drive
straight into the garage facing you.
That's all.”

Peters swung the wheel, saw the laurel
beds Hanking the drive, and headed through
the open doors of a garage. He pulled the
lorry to a stop, and stretched himsclf, tlien
started to open the door.

“Wait,” said the stranger. “Stay where
yvou are for a while., I want to talk to you.
Did everything go off according to plan?”

“I think so.”

“Don’t you know whether it did or not?”
asked the man sharply.

Sammy started to twist round. A sudden
thought flashed across his mind—a thought
that froze him to the marrow.

“*Are you the Dropper?” he asked.

“Don’t ask questions. What happened
to-night? Tell me all about it.”

Sammy told the story falteringly. Once
again he was gripped by fear. The hidden
man by his side just listened, saying no-
thing. After Sammy had finished there was
silence, then his companion spoke :

““Are you quite certain that you have got
the right consignment in this lorry?”

“Quite sure. I saw it put in myself.”

“Hm! Aud are you glad that you’ve
been promoted? ¥  Peters thought he de-
tected a sneer in the voice.

“I think so, sir,” he said, and immedi-
ately corrected himself. “I mean, of
course, I am.”

His companion smiled.

“All right,” he said. “You'd betler
make your way back to London. Iave you
still got the automatic with you?”

“Yes, sir. Shall I give you a hand with
the package?”

“I'lIl have that taken out before you go.
I wouldn't risk going back with that gun
on you if I were you. If you're stopped
it’]1l make things awkward. Hand it over
to me, and I'll get rid of it for you.”

Without demur, Peters handed over the
weapon, glad to dispose of it.

“You were right about me, Peters,” said
the man with a curilous, sinister chance of
voice., “'I am the Dropper. Would yon like
to know why I promoted vou?”

“Yes, sir,” said Sammy, more frightened
than ever.

“I'll tell you. I wanted someone to take
the risk of bringing this package out of
London, but I didn’t want any member of
my organisation to know where it was left,
That was awkward. So I wondercd which
one of my employces 1 could hest afford to
lose.  Youa were only a small-time thief,
Peters, but you could drive a van. I
thought if you brought the package here I
could work on the policy that dead men tell
no tales. Your destination will die with
you.”

“What d’you mean——"" started Sammy,
sick, a lump filling his throat.

“I mean 1'1131: that,” commented the
1is trigger-finger flexed. The

Dropper, and
gun spoke. Sammy groaned slightly and
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pitched forward over the wheel, a bullet
lodged in his heart.
Sammy Peters,
ceased to live.
The Dropper placed the automatic in the
right band of the corpse.

small-time had

thietf,

MISSION OF DEATH.

INE men sat around a table at New Scot-
land Yard. They were the commissioner,
an assistant-commissioner, two chiet con-

stables, and detective-superintendents repre-
senting the central, north, east, west aud
rsuhnfl,l districts n;:.uf the metropolis. ‘
y I'm certain,” said Chief-constable Maling,
that you can’t leave this job to a divisional
detective-inspector. It isn’t a local job. You'll
find tentacles from that case spreading over
most of Britain. I'm eertain the Dropper
arranged 1t, and he's a job for the Yard—and
no easy jJjob, then. We've lost four mon
through him already.”
“The newspapers are screaming about the
Dropper, and the public are beginning to
wonder what they've paving a police force for,”
said the commissioner wearily. *“If we don’t
break this man, he'll hreak us. That’s certain.”
The men looked at one another gloowmily.
Four hours before they had learned of the
murder of Captain Osling, of the Christina.
Since then they had discovered that a Rubens
picture, valued at Munich as worth thirty
thousand pounds, had been stolen from ihe
ship. They knew that the man on the middle
watch was missing—whether associated with

the crooks or murdered they did not know.
And that was all.

It was true that a divisional detective at
Limchonse had had an inquiry put through
about a man named Samue]l Peters. Tt seemod
that he had commitied suicide under odd cir-
camstances In the garage of an empty house
near Maidstone. He had been found sittinz
in the seat of an empty commercial vehicle
which had been stolen on the previous evening
from Covent Garden. The man was a small-
time “van-dragger,” his own finger-prints were
on the gun, and on the previous evening he
had been “given the air ” by his girl friend.
It was, so said the police, an open-and-shut
case of suicide, not worth any further inquiry
—particularly when they were engaged on a
murder case of first importance.

‘*“Thn trouble 1s.”  said  Chief-constahle
(Conway, “that the Dropper is as hard to find
as any man we've known. IHe’s got a twisted
genmus for organisation, a pift for hiding be-
hind the folks who work for him, and more
than a faculty for frightening them. Every
time we find gome man connected with him the
job’s hopeless.  They’re so tight that you
couldn’t open them with a dynamite charwe.
They’d rather take the trip to the Moor than
open their mouths. The Dropper has tanght
them that yon can come back from the Moor,

but you can’t come back to this earth if you've
squealed on him,”

“But something has got to be done,” :=aid
the commissioner.,

““Naturally,” said the assistant., ““the in-
quiites into this murder will continue in the
ordinary way, but I'm certain the Dropper did
not. commit the murder himsclf, That means
that 1f the mmvestigation is successful we will
only collect a few dumb men, who dare not
point their finger at the Dropper—even if they
know him, which I doubt.”

“Wouldn't 1t be possible to start some man
working on the inside?” asked the commis-
sioner. I mean, a sort of under-cover man."

Supermtendent Walkley stared at his chief
and shivered. No one spoke. The commis-
sioner’s suggestion was not meetine with any
enthusiasm. It was not that the men were
nervonus. They would not have risen from a
beat to their positions at the Yard if their
yvellow streak had been the width of a pin.
But they knew more about the Dropper than
did their chief.

“Trouble 1s,” sanl Chief-ronstable Conway.
““that you could not give that job to any of
the higher oflicers at the Yard. Every one
must be very well known {0 a man like the
Dropper. And it’'s too big a task, and toe
dangerous, for any young officer to take on.”

“I can’t think that is so0,” said the com-
missioner. “Why not run throuch your men,
talk to some of them, and see whether there
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1s one smart enonzh, and with enough personal
courage, 1o do 1t *"

When the conference eventually broke up
thev had made no further progress. 'T'he prac-
ticat men hadn't expected that thev would.
Thev knew already how many hours had been
epent, how many risks had been taken, how
many hundreds had been interviewed i that
will-o'-the-wisp quest for the mysterious man

who Ldlh*d himself the Dropper.

whortly before luneh Chief-constable Maling
was walkine along a corridor to his oflice in
the Yard when a man called to him.

*“Sir, could I have a mwoment with yvou 77

“f’nf;unh Sanderson.  What is 1t ¥7

Maling looked at the young man curiously.
Somewhere he had a fund of aftection for
Deteciive-serzeant Sanderson. He admired the

poise, the smart, powerful figure, the decp-se
blue eyes, small mouth, resolute jaw., He
looked at the well-cut, davk grev suit. Others

at the Yard thought ‘*-':-nulmmn too much of a
dandy to make a good *“‘split.” But that was
not the view of those who knew his record.

“I brought in Snide Collins for that job
along at Holborn. He's come clean, and the

case 15 all open and shut., But Pyve got an
idea that he was working for the Dropper.”

“And what are you going to do about that,
Humif.*r.-:{m?”

‘Shall T trv to make him come througn wiih
the goods?™

Maling smiled sympatheticallv,
;Hllif_‘ son’s shoulder.

Take on that job when vouw’ve stopped the
’I"‘h:m'm.u flowmgz. You’ll never get one of the
Dropper’s men to squeal, They live if they
don’t, and they die if they do.”

and }H!.H{’d

Sanderson shrugoeed Ins wide =houlders, and
the chief-constable started to walk away., Sud-
denly he stop }u*d and wheeled round.  The
sergeant was walking along the corrvidor.

‘Banderson,” called Maling, “I want you

to see me 1in my oflice for a few minutes,”
"When, sir?”

“Now. TFollow me.”

Maling closed the door cautiously when they

reached his room, and bee Lunul to a chair.

“Sanderson.” he said, “we had a long
talk at ounr meeting this mm'ninp; about the
Dropper, and we all agreed that we’d never
catch him by nsmg ordinary methods. 1 don’t
want to talk about the time when you left the
Yard, but 1 know that before you were re-
mstated you worked on your own as a sort of
inder-cover man,  That’s when you caught
l.ees,  Have you got enough confidence 1n
vourself to imagine that yon counld try your
hand :ITHH_‘: the same hne with the Dropper’s
mob ?”

Sanderson  grinned, showing
umh’a even iecth, He was about to
when Maling raised a restraining hand.

*Wail one moment. You'd be running with
a crowd of murdervers, and vou could get no
support from the Yard. That would be im-
pnssible.  If you took that job yvou’d work as
a lone detective with every hand against you.
You'd start with none of the advantages and
all the disadvantages. Your rank wouldn’
count—hecause 1t wouldn’t exist. What d’vou
say 7" '

Detective-sergeant
tate for a second.

“Thuanks very much, chief,” he said.
job 13 Just my handwriting,”

“1 don’t feel very u:mfmmhlu abont landing
vou into it, but I can’t think of anvone else.
T’ll arrange for yon to make an mquiry for us
info tho=e msurance ramps af Hammersmith,
That will give you at least a week i which
to look around.”

“What’s the business ai Hammersmith, six

reply

£
L)L

sanderson did liesi-

“That

ALl

Maling rose to his feet and winked.

“T won’t tell anyvone at the Yard what
voll're doing. As a malter of fact, T'vo
finished the IHammersmith job nyself.  The
point 15 this—that sinece we don’t know the

ilentity ot the
that's almost 1mpossible—be
Yard, We'll take no risks.
the secret lies between us two.

mivht—although
someone at the
Remember that

I’ll stay dumb

Dropper, it

about 1t, and if you start talking—well, you

might as well shoot yourself to-day, before

someone daes 1t for you, {;r}nd-h}‘t‘—ﬂnﬂ :L‘.Tl{‘*{l

'l ]f".‘- Ll -
Thev shook hands i stlenee,

spread  of

““ I’ll count five—and then I’ll either

know where that package 1s, or

you’re rubbed out. I’'m starting.
One—_!!

FIND THE LADY!

ANDERSON sat in a restaurant reading the
cvening  paper.,  T'wiee his keen  eves
scanned  the story of the murder, and

cach time Ins gaze paused {o rest on the final
paragraph :

“1he I}H”-!"L"‘ helieve i]n}l'; have received in-
formnation whichh may lead themn to discover
how the pamting was removed after being
stolen from the Christina. A night watchman
from the Silvertown district has made a state-
ment with regard to a vehicle which he saw

at an carly hour thiz merning. The police
attach great 1mmportance to thiz information,
and mquiries are proceeding.”

the paragraph,
wineh was

LEach time after he had read
he turned to the centre page on
reported the story of Sanuny Peters’ tragie
death. In that report two paragraphs im-
pressed him,  The first announced bhavely that
the deceased was found at the driving-seat of
a stolen Morris Cominercial,  The second,
after statig that the dead man was well
known in the East End, followed with the
statemoent ;

“Miss Elsie Meers, an
67, Culbert Street,
Post” reporter that

altractive blonde. of
Stepney, told an * Evening
she was last with Peters

vesterday evening in Limehonse Causeway., IHe

then seemed Little distressed, She was not
cugaged to lm, and 1t was untroe that he
mieht have token Ins hife, following upon a

lovers' quarrel,”

The more Sanderson read hotls reports the
more slowly he consumed hizs coffee,  Peters
lived 1 Limehouse—he left his girl in the
Causeway—a vehicle was seen in the early
hours at Silvertown—DPetors was found dead
at the wheel of a eommereial lorry.

Ile collected Ius bill, paid.
The chance scemed remote,

and walked out,
very remote,  But
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a dim lead was better than nothung at all.
When plaving a hand agaimnst a man Like the
Dropper, chances had to be taken, and a blind
camble must be tried.

Sanderson strolled imto a firmm of ready made
tatlors in the Strand, tried hard to impress
upon the salesman that he did not want an
cxpensive suif, that he did not want one of
similar cut to tho one he wore. The sales-
man stared at him with some small contempt ;

he had no room for men of little taste, and
his  dissatisfaction was complete when the
customer walked out with a blue suit, pin-

striped,  possessed  of “lemonade-bottle ™
shoulders and a high waisthne. Thereafter

the Yard man purchased a Dblue shirt and
collar, a black tie, a cheap tie-pin, a pair of
black socks, and patent-leather shoes with

‘winkde-prcker 7 {oes. A hard hat completed
the outlit,

An hour later his original clothes were in
the cloak-room at Charing Cross Station, and
Sanderson was bound for the East Fnd. As
the tram rattled on, he looked at lis reflec-
tion 1 the dark window and smiled. llh
appearance was certainly curiously changed |

lils amazing rig-out,

He alighted at Stepnev, mngquired the wav,
and sauntered along 1n the divection of Cul-
bert Street. He found that the strect was
short, the houses all the same, the road
niarrow, As Le passed No, 67 he glanced idly
at the window. Ilis heart missed a jumbp.

The luek was with him. In the window was a
small printed ecard—*“ Apartments,”

sanderson walked over to the door, knocked,
and waited for a couple of minutes without
getting any responsc.  Again he knocked.
Suddenly the door swung back and he was
faced by a tall, scraggy woman, with a pale

face and an angry expression,

“1 don't want any more newspapermer
hanging round here,” she said, and immedi-
ately began to c¢lose the door. Sanderson

placed his hand on it and prevented it clozing.
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“It’s all right,” he said. “I'm no news-
paperman. Do I look like one? 1f you don't
want people to stay at your house, why the
devil do you put that sign in the window "

She softened with express speed, pulled back
the door, and waved the way into a narrvow
passage,

“TI'm sorry, sir.
by them.”

Sanderson elevated his evebrows, appeared
tremendously surprised,

“Really? What on earth is
then? Any trouble 77

“No, no, neo,” said the woman quickly,
visualising a vanishing client. “ My daughter
knew a man who ecommitted suicide, and
they’ve been trying to pester her about him.
They were at her all dinner-time.”

“Poor girl. That’s too bad. May I look
at the rooms you have 1" o

The woman led him round. The exhibition
did not last long. There was a room to let
at the front, another at the back. The differ-
ence between them in price was three shillings.
Sanderson plumped for the front room, and
paid his week’s rent of twelve shillings in
advance, explaining that he would not be
wanting any meals. For ten minutes they
talked. When occasion warranted, Sandy was
a convincing and most sympathetic talker,

At ten minutes past six he =aw a pretty
blonde pass under the street lamp opposite
and cross the road to the house. FElsie had
inot been in the kitchen more than five minutes
before she had heard ler mother Ilyricising
the appearance and virtues of tne mnew
boarder.

Elsie could transfer her interests as speedily
as she changed her emotions.  Although
Sammy had not long been dead, she considered
that grief had had its fair sharve of her young
life, She acted on the time-honoured phrase:
“The king 1s dead; long live the king!”

That was why Sanderson, descending the
stairs shortly before seven, had the good for-
tune to meet her in the hall. Elsie simulated
surprise with some ability, She had not heen
in the cinema three times a week for nothing.

“Are vou Miss Meers?? asked the Yard
man. “‘I'm the new boarder.”

Elsie, eveing him, came to the cencluzion
ihat he was good to look at—the sort of man
vou could lead along Commercial Road with
some sensation of pride. Thev commenced to
talk. She found him a facile talker, and a
sympathetie listener, Sanderson was a fast
worker. At half-past seven they were head-
ing for a cinema. At half-past ten he knew
all there was to be known about the nnfortu-
nate Sammy Peters, and, more particularly,
about the man who stopped Inm in the
(ansewav.

They talked ahout the strangenecss of the
aftair as thev walked back to Culbert Street.
She grew more and more communicative,

“You sav, Miss Meers, that he actunally had

I've been pestered all day

the matter,

ihe nerve to sayv he'd take you our one
evening 77 Banderson appeared painfully
astonished.

“"What's your Christian name 7 mquired

the girl. She also was a fast worker,

“Eddie—and I'm tired of calling you Aliss
Meers, I'm going to call you Elste. DBut did
he really say that?”

“Ie did—and a big, powerful fellow, too.”
She clung closer to s armm, felt the swerve
of muscle under the sleeve, and walked along
wondering what would happen fo the broken-
nosed man if he met her with her new boy
friend.

“Don’t vou know anything about him—his
name, or where he lives, or where he works 7"

“Why do you want to know 7”7 inquired the
girl artlessly,

Sanderson looked at her. The gir! was as
open as a barn door, as casy (o read as a
poster, e smiled at her.

“I'd just hke to tell him where he gets
off—that’s all.”

“Oh!” said Elsie, After that she continned
the walk with her Lhead well hack and her feet

mincing along the pavement. What it was
to have a he-man as a boyv friend!

“Well?7 Where do T find Lim?*

“T don't know his mname,” <¢he said

eventually, “but I've zeen him coming out of
the Crown and Sceptre, at Poplar, & few

200
times. But T wouldn't go near there if T were
you, He’s terribly strong.”

*“1 should worry.
him coming out ?”

“Oh, sometimes at dinner-time, sometimes
at mght.”

“Then you tell me exactly what he looks
like, and I'll have a few words with him.
Don't worry about that lout. I'll see him off.”

Klsie looked at him. Sanderson knew the
look. He had seen Janet Gaynor producing
the same one for the beneflit of Charles
Farrell. But one thing he found to admire
about the girl. She had a photographic
memory. By the time she had deseribed the
man, Sanderson felt that he would remember
him until Judgment Day.

Back at the house again, they stood in the
darkened hall till eleven o'clock, whispering to
each other about their enjoyable evening at the
cinema. When they parted Ilsie retired to
bed with glorious visions of a full future.
Sanderson also had vistons of a full future—but
not quite the same s=ort. He had brought in
with him a late edition of an evening paper.
Before undressing he sat on the edge of the bed,
and looked through for fresh news of the
(hristina tragedy, or of Sammy Petery
sudden end. He found something on the back
page and smiled.

What time bave you seen

“There was a dramatic scene 1n the House of
(‘ommons this afternoon at question time,” he
read. *““The eirenmstances of the murder on
tho Chrisiina had been raised earlier, and the
Home Secretary made a non-commiital reply.
Later, however, Mr. Martin Cross (Ind,,
Streatham) asserted that the House was being
misled by vague statements,

“Ho said that for nearlv a yvear London had
been terrorised by the eriminal known as the
Dropper, and that this callons murder is attri-
hutable to him. He then demmanded a statement
irom the Homo Secrclary explaming  why
nothing is being done, and why this man has
not been arrested.

“The Home Sceretarv's reply was that it
would be prejudicial to the interests ol justice
to make any statement at 1las stage.”

Sanderson rcad through to the end with a
sardonie smile playing round Ins lips. He was
<till grinning when he turned out the light and
jumped into bed.

“Nothing being done.” he mutiered to hiim-
<olf, adding ecausticallv: **Says them!”

Two minutes later he was soundly asleep. In
a back bhed-room Elsie was involved 1n a dream
which  included wedding-dresses, black eves,
Sanderson, Greta Garbo, and ithe laie Samy
Peters,

JOB WANTED.

ANDERSON met Elsie on the following morning
as she was leaving the house. He also was
readv to make a move., Together they

walked along towards Leman Street.

“Are yvou starting work v she asked.

“I certamly am, Flae, What d'vou do for a

living 77

“Work for a furrier’s near Mark Lane
~tation. And voun?"

“Me? Oh, T just iravel in—in books, all
sorts of books.”

“Maybe you'll be in when T get back

to-might 77

“1 certainly will, if T can finish my round by
then, Se long !V

When they parted, Sanderson strolled on untal
he reached a publie telephone box., He dialled
Whitchall 1212, asked for C(hief-constable
Maling, refused to give hiz name, and after two
subordinates had had an atiempt to speak to
him Maling came on the wire.

“TIs there any news, sir? You talked to me
vesterday, Remember ¥ ”

“Clortaanly I remember vou, Wilson. The
only news 1s that the boss has reernited nearly
evervone here on the job. And at your end 7"

“Can’t say. 1 may get a break. Good-

morning !’

Sanderson ate breakfast in a small café, and
then  walked towards Poplar, sauntering
leisurely, killing time. Eventually he arrived
at the Crown and Sceptre just as the doors
opened. Even then he was the third to reach
the counter in the saloon bar. A pert girl with
closely waved hair, bowed lips, a retroussé
nose, and a ring worth hundreds if it had been
vennine, shid a glass of beer acvoss the counter.
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“Hallo, Brighteyes!” Sanderson
“How’s trade?”’

The girl stared at him 1msolently. She was
not more than twenty-two, but behind that
glance was a mature sense of judgment, an
instinet for cunning beyond her years,

“Trade’s rotten. So i1s the name yon handed
out. That’ll be fourpence.”

He paid the money and slid on io a high
stool. The barmaid did not move. She was
still trying to place him.

“*What’s the {trouble?” Sanderson asked.
“Isn’t my tie straight, or is it that you just
don’t like my face 7"

* Does it matter ?”

“Well, yes. 1 can straighten my tie, but 1
can’t afford a plastic surgeon. Looks to me as
though you don’t like new ecustomers round
here.”

*““Any sort are befter than none,
seen you before, have 1%V

“Surely!  Didn’t we meet in the enclosure
at Ascot?”’

“Was i1t you, then, selling boot-laces along
that way?”

““Not me, lady. T was
dames peddling face-lifts.”

**1s that so!” snapped the girl, turmung io
face the mirror and pat her hair.

“It is. But listen! Listen. I'm lookime for
a man who uses this place. No, don't look so
startled. I don’t mean what vou look as
though vou think T mean. Do 1 look so bad
you've mistaken me for a spht?”

The barmaid was quick to notice the sudden
tone—Ifrom banter to questioning. She stared
at Sanderson with more interest, but averted
her glance to satisfy a clatter of glasses on the
counter farther along the bar. KEven while she
pulled more beer, and later returned to the
cash register, she cast occasional glances his
way. When she returned she stood with her
elbows on the bar, and her head cupped in the
palms of her hands. Sanderson withstood the
serutiny without a tremor. His hand holding
the glass was as steady as a monument.

“Who is this man vou want to sce?”
asked.

He gave Elsie's description of the man with
the broken nose.

“That's Mr. MacMichael,” she said.
be along soon, Comes in every morming about
this timme. What d'you want him for?”

“Lady. compared with me the Sphinx is a
lond-speaker. Still, what about having a spot
of something with me?”

The gil poured out a drink, and Sanderson
took another himself. Half an hour afferwards
they were still bantering when the swing-doors
opened, and before the Yard man counld turn
round the barmaid called:

“Mpr. Mace, there’s a gentlernan here wanls
to have a word with vou.”

Sanderson turned slowly to survey the new-
comer, wondering which would be the best
opening  gambit.  He saw a tall., broad-
shouldered man, deep in the chest, thick in
the neck, nose well broken, spatulaie hands,
small blue eyes, snarling lips, and square jaw.
Mace didn’t hesitate before walking across to the
bar, but all the way his piggy eves were sct
on Sanderson’s face. It was an uncomfortable
momént. Sanderson slid off his chair and
pushed out his hand.

“Howdy!” he said.
vou. What'’s ygurs #”

“Who the heck are vou? I don’t know youn.”

The man was arvrogant, and as he spoke he
turned to the girl with a smirk as ithough
pleased with his exhibition. Some of his
confidence—but mnot much—ebbed when he
noted that Sanderson still faced him with a
steady, unperturbed glance.

“1 didu't azk you to take some prussie aci-l
at my expense. I merely said, °‘what's
vours?’ "

Mac eved the man from head to foot, noted
that lie had an advantage of two inches in
height, and a good two stone in weight, and
swelled-his chest as he glared.

“Get out of my way, stranger,”” he snapped.
“I don’t drink with bovs.”

“And apparently,” said Sanderson quietly.
“vou're not used to drinking with men. |
came here to talk business with you.”

Mac’s neck grew like the chest of a ponier
pigeon. Sanderson lit a cigarette and turnec
to the barmaid.
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“Kill mine agam, and yours if yvou want
annther.”

Mac placed a great hand
shoulder, and spun him round.

“Where I come from,” he said menacingly,
“folks like vou just don’t walk around. Tha
world falls in on top of them, and then 1t's
lirrhtz-out V"

The Yard inan placed his hands on his hips.
and sitled coldly.

“Ig that so?"” The words were slow and soft.
“listen. vou may think you're the king of the
batliwick around here, but you're sixteen stonc
of very little to me. Don’t look so annoved.
I'm just telling vou.’

The girl behind the bar was gaping  at
ihet, her eves starry with astonishmeni. At
every molnent she expected to see the stranger
saonr throungh the air, and arrive on the pave-
ment via the window.

“T'Il take a bitter while I {alk to vou,” saud
:"I-II"H".

“That's the 1dea. A hitter, nuss, please.
sttt down, Mae. 1t costs no more.”

They sat Tacing cuch other. both cold-eyed.
hoth waiting to see which wayv the juimp would
Sanderson continued to sumle,

“1 hate the sight of your face,” sard Muae,
“hut I adnure gots when 1 come aecross 1i--
even if the man 13 a fool. What's the busi-
[1fvmm .-‘I'

111 talk to vou about that somewhere elsc.
It's not exactly saloon bar business. I came
liere as a preliminary so that 1 could meet you,
It seems a pity that you had (o start by gei-
ring fresh with me”

“Ih? Mac blinked his eyes unbelievingls.
11e thought he had misheard.

ol Sanderson’s

2

[ rvprye,

“You heard me.” Sanderson ratsed his
drink, and ecmptied some.

“Who the heck are you, anyway?” Mac
was retting worried.

“Something above  van-draggers,  slang
aippers, broadsmen, screwsmoen, and rhiat sort

of thing. Mow's frade with you?”

Mae replaced his drink on the counter, and
stared curiously,

“Yon secmn 1o
words,” he said.
LAY f‘l‘_‘lli!?g?"

Handerson grinned, swallowed the nsult, an-l
rosted lus elbow on the bar. The girl walked
to the other end to attend to customers. 'I'he
Yard man bent forward and tapped Mac o
the knee.

* Listen,”  he whispered. *““maybe T look
dumb, but if you get that 1dea into your head
vou're getting off with both feet in the wrong
place. Small-tiine stuff doesn’t interest me.
When I broke into town a certain party told me
vou knew yvour stuff. 1 came to see you because
mavbe I know a lot you've never even thought
of. Follow me?"”

Mae nodded seriously, and then noticed that
the girl had returned to her place behind then.
He nodded his head, slid forward his glass.

“We'll be having two more of those,” he
Eai:l.

['or twenily minutes theyv talked about every-
thing but crime. Then Mac shd from s
:-lr.mf and emptied his gplass.

“We'll be going, eh? OK. with you?”

“Yes, I'm with yon”

They walked through side streets for ien
minutes before Mac opened the door of a small
house tucked away at the end of an alley.
Sanderson followed him into a small {front
rOOIN. It was  well-furnished—ioo  well-
furniushed for that type of property. The Yard
man sat down in a chair worth the rent of the
hoitse for a couple of months. Mae pushed &
whisky boitle and a siphon over to him.

“Help vourself, and then tell me about
things.”

“1'H take miv own time, Mac. I reckon what
T tell vou goes no farther than this room, eh?
If T thought you were a snout I'd see vou off.”

“That's a bit of a joke! Can vou sece me
handing stuff to the splits?”

“Just so long as we know where we are.
Fact is, Mae, I'm on the run. I'm not going
to eive vou my history from the eradle to the
eiave, and I'm uot going to tell you what I'm
wanted for. You'll have to let that ride. But
"ve just got off a warm spot in a tough place.
I'll have to let a bit of water flow under the
bridges before I can work again round iy own
bailiwick. Al] elear?”

“Tt's a storvy I've heard before,
nan-committally,

“ave bought the book of
“What's your hme—snow

satd Mae,

2451

“But noi from me. At any rate, that’s the
history so far. I landed down these parts on
the run, and I didn't much care whether 1
worked on my lonesome or whether I weighe
im with a erush, but it scemed best to me that
I should fall mto line with some of the bovs
since I don't know mv wav around. That's
sense, isn'e ot "

“Sounds like 1t

“So I thought,

Y

Well, vesterday I drifted
around putting out feelers., The folks round
here give me a pain in tho neck. The firs
couple I contacted secined to think that smazh
and grab was the high-water mark.,. The next
man told me he worked with a partner as a
dip. The fourth said he was working the
deracs with the race maob. None of that was
any good to me.

“1 asked the last man af
about these parts who migh

he koew anvhody
Et-‘.l ViR {_r._*th*l‘ I:f:_',l.
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“Are weu on the run for aunvihing realls

serious ¥
“T call 1t gerions, but from what 1've seen

of the men round here thoev'd call 1t 4
Enropean War.” _
“H'm. Ever hurt anyvbodyv? TFollow what ]

mean, Kddie?”

“1 carry this 1n case I ever feel like beivz
nasty.” '

Sanderson slipped a Browning automatic
from his pocket, and laid it on the table, Mae
stared hard, licked his Lips, said nothing for a
Lime.

“You mean vou reallv wouldn't mind using
that if vou had to?”

..................
.................
......................
L it -1 P+, - -
Iet=la e TeteraEle

*“ If you scream I’ll plug you ! *»* Mac told the terrified nurse. ‘‘ Hand over the
key to Room 5.”’ The panic-stricken girl obeyed immediately.

of doing real stuff. e was a bhit cautious
about 1t, but after we'd had a few drinks
together he told me I et hud a man knowin
4s Mac who would have a talk 1o me 1f he
fancred me.

“After that T put out a feuw
till I found which pnb vou used. This bloke
told me you were dangerous. It made me
laugh. Heo gave me just the intro T wantedd.
All T want is heavy wetal, and T don’t mind
taking the risks to get 11, So I headed for
the Crown and’ Sceptre.  Seemed that oy
reception wasn't too good, but 1I'll forgive vaon
for that, Now, Mac, it's vour turn.  Make a
start.”

Obvionsly Mae had grown more inpreszed as
the story proceceded.

“Who gave voun my name ?"” he asked.

“Mace, would vou employ e if 1 spilled
people’s namoes?

“1 get you.
yvour best line ¥7

“Mostly safes, hat 1
crack at anything so
cood 7

“What's vour name *”

“Did T hear you?"  Sandevson sat hack
with mock astonishment. Az a matter of fact
I'm the Wandering Jew, but if vou call e

1 re fn‘H*Tq-t'-i

Mavbhe vou're right,  What's

el
{ e

(e’ t
longe as

E!-'l \ illf.r i
1[:'1I_i.r_:.'h 1=

Eddie Kell it'll be zood enough for me. Suil
}’[]l.l?” | , .
“All right, Iiddie. What part have you

come from?"
“The North.

all the places up there.

You can take vour pick ol

“I don't earry 1t so that I can stroke it firoo

time to time."”

“Wher® are vou stayving down heve?’

“Search me. T told you I don't kunow tha
place. What's good ?”

Muc rose and paced the room for a while.
Then he sar down again, and starcd at
sanderson across ihe table,

“1f your story s straight vou re the sao
of man I want. If 1t's phoney you go to the
cemaetery 1 top gearv. I ecan't tell vou what
L'l do till Uve had a word with oue or two
folks., This 12 the position—1'1l take vou alongz
to some digs vight awav where vou'll be all
right.  Later to-day I'll come along and tell
vou how things stand. Drink up, and we'll be
moving.”

“This sounds like sweet musie to me.” saind
Sanderson, shipping the gun back nto s
pocket, and heading towards the door.

“Don’t count vour chickens. We're a tong’
crowd.”

“TI'Il be glad to meet "em. Sounds like really
gr:flﬂ ['ntllllall-_\'.”

They walked out together.

]

FIRST CONMMISSION.

ANDERSON was lving on a bed 1 a zqualii
S back bed-room, when the owncer of thao
house entered to inform him that NMae
would be along mn an hour’s time. It was then
three in the afterncon. The Yard man nodded
casually and surveved his landlord. So far
he hadnu't found out exaectlv where the Liousa
was, but he judged that it lay somewhers
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The Man a Safety-
Pin Hanged

HE lips of the man starving into the wake
T of the transatlantic lincr twisted mto a
grim smile. That wide lane of frothing
water meant freedom—a new life 1n a new
land, where he could forget the erime that
had made his name a byword in the England
he had left. Therefore Crippen smiled; he
was safe at lastk,

Forgotten was the wife whose dismembered
body he had buried in flesh-destroying quick-
lime, Forgotten, too, was that wise old
saying that the law never forgets, But even
more disastrons was the third oversight, that
Marconi had given wireless to the world.

Crippen had a companion on that fateful
voyage—a woman, his accomplice, disguised
in boyish clothes. Sle was the fourth flaw
in his almost-perfect crime. And the reason?
Because, woman-like, she used a safety-pin
i{} keep up the trousers which hid her shapely
oS,

HAT safety-pin hanged Crippen. ,
Seen by one of the ship’s officers, it
attracted attention to its wearer. The
disguise was thin—good enough to pass
muster before a casual glance, but not to
hide 1ts awner's sex from a studied serutiny.
From the woman it was but a short step
to her companion. That straggling mous-
tache, those watery eyes, that weak chin—all
were familiar to men who, but a few hours
hefore, had stared aghast at the newspaper
details of the Crippen murder, and at the
photos of the man for whom the law sought.
Aboard the speeding liner, wireless crackled.
In London, at New Scotland Yard, the radio
message was spelled out anew. And a fast
transatlantic liner leaving England had a new
passenger. A passenger who carried hand-
cuffs in his luggage.

A few days later, those handcuffs ecircled
('rippen’s wrists as he left the liner in a
(‘funadian port, under arrest on a charge ol
murder. The law hanged him—hanged him
because a safety-pin accused him, wireless
arvested him, and twelve good men and true
pronounced him guilty,

ANY men have been brought to justice
M by the aid of wireless sinee Crippen’s
day, but Crippen will always be re-
membered in the annals of crime as the first
murderer whom radio helped to hang. Now
a new marvel of wireless science is on its way
to aid crime detection—television, pronused
by the radio prophets to be an accomplished
fact within the next few months.

Tn next weck’s issue of THE 'THRILLER,
Anthony Skene looks ahead to the possibilities
of television and crime in his new novel,
“The Crime Ring.”

A man looking into the ground-glass panel
of a television receiver seecs murder com-
mitted, sces the flash of the killer's gun, and
the vietim’s lifeless body falling to the tloor,
But ke does not sece the gunman’s face—only
1 strange ring an his trigger-finger., _

Round that intrigning situation is hlt up
a story that will grip you. Clue by clue. yon
follow the trail that leads to the killex’s
identity, and then beyond to the unravelling
of a web of international intrigue and the
stinggle between rival forces for the posses-
sion of a seeret worth a million pounds.

Next week, too, we have the start of a new
serial, “The Purple Tie.” by Richard Essex,
a murder-mystery story that is really different.
Tt is not merely the story of a thrilling and
baffling crime, but of what happens {o real
ordinary people when caught in the net of
the law—murder and its consequences as they
might happen to YOU!

There will also be another crime puzzle,
and a one-week competition with big cash
prizes. And don’t forget to keep your eyes
open for further great news of great authors
and great features in the future,

Letters to the Editor should be addressed to :
“The Thriller” Office, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C .4,
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Letween Bow and Poplar. Mae had made
all the arrangements with the landlord, and
had obviously told the man to remain dumb.

Except for one moment when he had been
brought some sandwiches, Sanderson had
neither seen nor heard anything in the house.
He had thought of looking round the premises,
but abandoned the idea. Mae was no fool,
and ne would certainly lay a guard on Sander-
=on—just in case of accidents. The landlord
<til]l stared at him.

“What'’s the matter, mate?” asked the
Yard man. “Have 1 changed colour since
you last saw me?"

“No, I was just wondering where I'd seen
you before.”

Sanderson’s heart performed a hop, skip
and jump, but the landlord saw no trace of
suarprise or anxiety on his face.

“Don’t remember vour face, mate. If I'd
lamped 1t once I wouldn't have forgotten it 1n
a hurry. Maybe yvou're mixing me np with
another bloke. Bdend somebody out for a
packet of fags, will you?”

He threw the man half-a-crown, and was
glad to sce him depart. It wonld be throwing
a spanner into the works, if the owner of the
place told Mae that he recognised the new
boarder. FEven the thought of such an
eventuality made Sanderson slip his hand into
his pocket and give his gun a reassuring pat,

Mac arrived, looking remarkably cheerful:
his greeting was almost effusive.  Sanderson
eyed him warily, wondered whether this was a
prelude to a storin. DBut Mac took one of his
iz}igdﬂrcttes and settled down on the edge of the

c - '

“Looks as though you’ve got a break,” he
csald. “I've had a word with a man who
counts, and he's had a talk farther up the
line, I told ’em all I knew about you, all

you'd told me, and you're one of the firm. What

d’you know about that 7%

DON’T MISS
THIS!

»

“Thanks, Mae,” Sanderson sent a
of smoke towards the ceiling.
get some action '’

spiral
“When do we
I'm tired of parking my
bodv on this bed. What's the first joh?”

“Blimey, vou believe m malking an carly
start, don't you?”

“1 don't expect to draw dough for nnking
round here, sleeping, smoking, and knocking
back beer. When do we make a start ?"

“Listen.  There's something m the wind
for to-mght, bhut I haven't got the goods on
the job vet. [l know about eizht o'clock. As
soon as I get the *off,” you'll hear about it.
That's honest.,”

“Let’s take a walk. Mae. This place is
giving me the pip. I'd make a darn bad
mvalid. Let’s go to the flickers, They nmaght
have something exciting on there. That'd be
a change for a bloke on the ran.”

“VYVou're a funny cove,” sand Aae,
that’s O. K, with me.”

At half-past seven thev cmerged from the
cinema. After walking along the road for a
while, Maec stopped outside a public 'phone
box,

di I"‘\_!_-..
tight.”

Sanderson waited outside the box. fretting
and anxious, wondering what number was
being ecalled. In less than a couple of
minutes Mac ecame ont with a smile.

“We've got a job,” he said. “1'll eall a
cab and tell vou all about it. This is a doings
after your own heart—the sort of thing you've
never done before i your hife.”

AMae colleeted a stray taxi, and they piled
in, ordering the driver to stop at Ludgate
Circus. On the way, Mae seized his new
recruit by the arm and explained matters:

“Ever _dgrﬂ a snatch, Eddie—a real kid-
napping job?

‘PE fgv;{” sald Sanderzon casually. “They're
nothing new.”

Mac sat back in the ecalb and chuekled.

“This one is,” he said. *“Iave you ever

“*but

gotta give a ring., mate.  Stand
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snatched a lunatio, Trom 4 private mental
home 1%

“Can’t say 1 have.
What’s the lay ?¥

“Don’t know for certain. We'll he mceting
one of the bosses in a while, and he'’ll hand
out all the dope on the job. Be patient.”

“Where—s the mental home? What's the
snatch? A millionaire, eh 17

“Lay low till we hear the
dump the cab at the Circus,
vou along to meet one of my bosses. Smoke '™

“Thanks.” Sanderson took a cigaretto and
lit it. *“How many handed will we be working
—any idea 1’

““Nope. My crowd never shout about the
works till we've got the decks clear.”

They had a drink together in Fleet Street,
and Mac led the way towards the Strand,
pausing before the Law Courts to find the
name of a labyrinthine passage before he took
his companion by the arm, and led him into
the semi-darkness. At the end of the narrow
entry a man was waiting for them, Ile was
tall and broad, and a reefer overcoat swathed
him, its deep collar encircling the lower part
of his face. As they walked under a bracket-
lamp, suspended over a door, the man lookedd
at them and 1mmediately turned to walk
away. They followed him a few yards until
he opened a door and mounted a flight of
rickety stairs.  Mac lunged after hin,
Sanderson close on his heels,

The tall man turned on the lLight in a
sparsely furnished olfice, waited until they sat
down, and then locked the door. Sanderson
held his right hand 1n his pocket. IHis index
finger was twirled round the trigger of lns
gun, and he eyed the man warily, but could
not remember having seen him before. The
stranger made no attempt to lower his coat-
collar, and Sanderson saw nothing beyond a
pair of staring brown eyes—eyes that seruti-
niged him with deadly care.

“This our new friend ?” the newcomer asked
Mac. His voice was low and well modulated,
the voice of an educated man,

“That’s s0,” replied Maec.

That one’'s new on me.

goods, W'l
and I'll take

““Been in this racket for long?” This to
Sanderson,

“About eight years. You been in for
long 17

“Never talk to your boss unless you're
azked to. Mac tells me that you don't mind

taking a risk or two. Is that so?”

“Should be. Try me and see for yourseli,”

“That's exactly what I'm going to do. Opon
the flaps of your ecars and listen to me. Andl
that goes for both of you. Two wecks ago u
man wanted to be without the pleasure of his
wife's company for a matter of three month-,
Sliec was an cccentrie, but far from being mad,
[low he arranged matters doesn’t concern us.
but the fact remains that he placed her in a
private mental home in Beaumont Street—
apparently as a case for observation.

“In her enforced absence he has left for ihe
South of France with another woman, If his
wife knew about this excursion on his part
she'd eertainly sue for a divorce, and she'd
undoubtedly get one.  That would not suii
Litm. He's a millionaire, but he’s terribly sen-
sitive about the purity of his reputation.
Sounds unusual, but it's true. If we get his
wife out of that nursing-home we can hold a
threat over him  that would mean heavy
money. In the first place we could threaten
to tell his wife where he was and whom he
was with. In the second place we could prove
that he faked aflairs to place her in that
mental home, '

“That's all clear. Tn any event, getting
money from the man has got nothing to do
with either of you. We're only employing you
to get her out of that home. She’s 1n a
private room, No. 5 on the second foor.
Beyond that we can tell yon nothing, except
that the mental home 1s at 56a, Beaumont
Street.  How vou get her out of there wo
Jeave to you. It only remains for me to sav
that she must be delivered to us at 459, Essex
Road, between Islington and Highbury, at any
time  between midmight and two @o'clock.
That’s all, but we'll meet again,”

The man rose from his seaty unlocked the
door, and ushered them out,
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SNATCH RACKET.

wwoenrsos and Mae strolled past the unpos-
ing pile of Broadcasting House as clocks

were pealing out midnight.  For threc
hoars they had sat making arrangements. Now
they were ready for action.  Sandersoun was

th.nin'l'.: miore aboul Essex Road than he was
about Beanmont  Street. 1t scemed unduly
aptimistic to think that on his first night with
the crowd he should meet the lhmp;wl. Dut
accidents do happen|

They turned off Portland Place into Devon-
shive Street, walking slowly. Both were silent.
Now that ricks faced them, Mac had lost some
of his ebullicuey and Sanderson had too much
to think about, At last they turned into
Deaumont Street, pausing at the corner for
fi: :.:1 word.

“Sure it wouldu't be better to try a climb
from the back ¥ asked Mae.

“Still sure. The backs of these houses are
too tricky by a mile. We'll bowl straight in
and see what happens.  Funuy Hml' your boss
tin’hnl put more men ou this job.’

‘Beemns so to me. It tlmnu L look
Casy t.wu-lmndvd business,”

“Well, we've burnt our boats. Tet's oet it
aver. I only hope that bloke will turn up in
time with the ambulance.’

“Don’t worry about that.
I'erey.”

The streef was deserled as they
wards the house.
fhie pavements
Then DMac
companton.

“T'll leave you to {]u your stulf,
i3 a tryv-out for vou.'

Sanderson nodded, and pressed the bell at
the side of the door. As soon as the rving
echoed through the house he slipped a gun
from Ins pocket and moved nearcr to the door.
Mac stood behind hin, 1t seemed  an in-
iolerable time before they heard footsteps in
the hall, waited while chain boliz were with-
drawn. Then the door opened, and a slecpy-
looking man peered at them  through the
darkness.

The Yard man prodded his gun info the
Ir"ﬂhn Flls.

“T've wol a gun on
“Keep your mouth shut,
shoot. Step back slowly

The man hesitated
muzzle prodded hiun

like an

You can rely on

walked to-
Both took a hual look along
before mounting  the steps.
twisted round to stare at lis

mate. This

vou,”  he snapped.
and mavbe T won’t
into the halll”
for a sccond, aud the
again, Then he moved
back, slowly and uncertainly. Mac followed
and closed the door. The hall was barely
illuminated with a dim light., The uight porter
—as they thought him to be—was quivering
az though afllicied with a palsy. Twice he
opened hie mouth to speak, and each time
no words came through his trembling lips.
“I want yvou to lead me to Room 5 on the
sccond floor,” whispered Sanderson, ““and if
vour raise any nowse 'l drill you. 1f we pass
any person on the way, try to look casual,
Dou't forget that though you can’t see tho
cun, I'l have it in my I]DLLE‘t, di:{l the business
end of it will be pointing at you.  Start
moving, and remember that lead poisoning is
a tervible thing to die from. Don’t twrn any
hights up as you go. We can both see you
all right.”
7’b"ﬁthnui}n word the man started towards the
the

foot of stairs. For some indefinable
veason Sanderson grew thoroughly uneasy.
The mrvut was slow, and the "‘tmd Tman

prodded his guide, order ed him to *
into 1.

‘put a jerk
The man inereased his pace without
any comment. For a short spell they paused
on the first landing, lstenmg for sound of
moventient.  The house was quiet, too quiet to
he comfortuble. A dim electrie lamp shone at
the far end of the passage. They paced up
the sccond flight of stairs; then they stopped.
A nurse =at on a chair at the far end of the

corriddor. She was reading a novel undey the
vellow glow of a night-light.

Sanderson  touched the gwide, placed liis
finger to hiz lips, and signalled for a etop.
Then he twrned to "‘sld!

“Look after her,” he whispered.  Mac

cripped his guu and pressed past Sanderson,
walking ..EIEHI"' the corridor silently. He was
not more than four yvards from the girl when
she looked up. Her lips parted as oJie stared,
and Mac waved the gun menacingly.

“If you seream I'll plug you. Bit still und
stav giet.’

The wmwwese cowered back in her chuae, her
body quivering.
Sanderson turned o the night porle

“Show me Room 5,7 he growled. '] he 1Nl
pointed to the door, :mr.] "':ulmh=|.~_~un pushed him
along towards the wmwurse. ' Look after both
of them for a few seconds, Mae, while 1 do
the necessary. Nuhl, give me the key to
Room 5. Hurey up.

The trembling rivl offeied no resistance, de-
taching a bunch of kevs from the chain
fastened to her belt.  Silently she separated
a Lkey and leld it towards Sanderson. The
Yard man inmediately rvetraced his steps along
the corridor and turned the key in the lock.
The room inside was dark, inkily dark, and
he groped around with his hand for some time
before he could find the light switch. Instantly
he took a quick look.

The room was small,
clean, and barely furnished.
single bed, the room held one chair, a emall
wardrobe, and a cabinet, The floor was
polished. A young woman lay in the bed, un-
awakened by the sudden intrusion. Sanderson
looked at her closelv., She had a  singular
beauty—a pale, oval face, features of astonish-
g regulartty, and raven hair.

On the door of the wardrobe hung a dressing-
cown. Sanderson took it down and .;ulmmc-fl
to the side of the bed. Then he bent over
and touched the girl's shoulder. The move-
ment was repeated before she moved. Her
evelids raised slowly, drowsily, to reveal eyves
of cinnamon brown. Tt scemed some seconds
before she appreciated what was happemng.
Abruptly she sal ereet, Sanderson swallowed
hard., Jobs like this were not much in his
line.

“Don’t be aiarmed,” he smid, “I've come to
fake you to some friends. Ship I.hi~ dressing-
gown on and I'll LLLL- yOou away.

“Who are you?" she whunpered.

“Just a friend—that's all. Come aloug.”

He threw the dressing-gown on the bed and

walked over to the door. The girl waited for
a while, staring blankly round the room. Then
she shid from the bed and wrapped the gown
round her, pausing to place a pair of mules on
her feet.,  Sandewwon took her by the arm,
walked mito the corvidor, Mac wus standing
over the porier and the nurse.

“Stay where you arve until 'm clear out of
here, and then follow me. Don’t leave those
people until 1'm clear of the house.”

Mae nodded, and the Yard 1man
along to the far end of the corridor,
back a curtaimn from the window to peer into
the street.  An anbulance was waiting outside,
and he hurrvied down the staivs. The gl paced
at his side hke a somnambulist. Sanderson
turned to look at her. MHe was puzzled. At no

altmost uncomfortably
Apart from the

walked

drawineg

-time had she offered the shightest remonstrance,

thoe most trivial resistance.  Yet she did not
give the impression  that  her mind  was
unbalanced,

He swung back the front door and hurrvied

across the pavemecnt. MHis brain was working
with disconcerting speed. By now he was

certamn that his carvlicr fears were not misplaced.
Evervihing had happened with too much case.
The -:Iriwr of the ambulance touched his cap,
and the Yard man walked round 1o the rearv
doors.  As he placed hizs hand on the haudle he
spoke to the girl:

“Don’t be nervous. You'll
richt.”

She looked at lum dumbly.
her face was expressionless. The Yard man
had more worries than one.  He knew that
whatever he was leading the givl 1nto, he would
have 1o lead her out of 1t aguin, and thar,
most {'Dilﬂi]:h would not bLe as casy az this
“snatch ’ ' from the nursing home,

The doors drew back, and he pressed the girl
forward. With the action of an automaton she
stepped 1uside.  There weie uno lights, The
Yard man chmbed in after her, then turned
to discover whether Mae was leaving the house.

He bit his lip, felt colonr draining from his
face, and then raised his hands slowly above
his lLead. FMomething havd pressed nto his
ribs.

“THoist thoze hands, friend,’ s_-...ui-.-i someone
unseen.  “I've got the drop on you.” A hand
eroped in his pocket and pulled out his gun.
The engime purred into life. The ambulance
started Lo move away.

soonn be  all

Tt seemed that
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DEATH SENTENCE.

ANDER2ON, lurching mn the darkness as the
ambulance turned a corner, felt the gl
bump against him.,  Suddenly a  hand

pushed himn, and he fell back on to a stretcher
bed. The girl sat beside him, still =ilent,

“ Looks to me as though you're standing on a

tough spot,” said the unseen muan.

“Maybe you're nght,” remarked the Yard
man, recovering from the shock. “ What's the
lav-out of this business?”

“You're going for a ride,
the ladv, Suit you?"”

“Can do. Who're you working for 2™

“T'he Dropper.”™

my friend. So's

“Sounds funny. I thought I wazs. D voun
know that Muce was left 7"

“Yealh. He can look after himself. Doun't
think that because vou can’t feel this gun

I know to an inch where
or youll take a stomach

vou're not covered,
you are. Sit tight
full.”

The Yard man was growing more composed.
He had expected that trouble would arise—
now he had walked into it. Ile pressed the
girl's arm, aunxious to console her, to protect
her from fright. He might as well have oftered
solace to Cleopatra’s Needle.,  Five minules
went by without a word being said. Sanderson
lost count of the number of corners they had
turned, had no wdea which divection they were
tuking.

“Where are we making for 7”7 he a:ked.

The man faciug him laughed.

“The driver l-.umn " was the anufr reply.

“Yo long as someone knows 1t’s O.K., wiii
me. Mind if I smoke?”

“I certainly do. You're striking no malches
in this ambulance.”

“You don't sound as thouzh you're very
proud of your face.”

“Stow that!” snupped the man. “If 1 told
the Dropper that you got fresh on the way and
I had to plug yvou he wouldn't worry.”

“Is that s0o? Sounds as though I've got &
funny sort of boss.”

“You've said it. XKeep vour mouth closed
for the rest of the trip.  DMavbe H}u’ll byer
wanting the use of your tongue later.’

“Are you feeling all 11frht'f ' Sanderson asked
the girl.

"1;1{3 made no movement, offered no response.
Again there was silence. For another twenty
minutes they passed through the silent strects.
It scemed to Sanderson that they must be well
clear of the suburbs. He had tried to work
things out, had abandoned the effort. Iiven
thing was too crazy too contradictory, to it
imito auy scheme.

He felt the amubulance shvdder a trifle as the
Lrukes were applied. Then the vehicle stopped.

Sanderson  felt some garment fall across  his
kit s, and the stranger sunapped out an
st ruction.

“That's a lady’s coat.
it on.”

Help the girl to put

The Yard man was not reluctant. Hoe had
felt the girl shiver by his side as the journey
was nearing its end. She rose I[II[hi.‘:’-bH{.I} anl
thrust her arms mto the coat,

“T'm going to step out first,” sard their
captor, “and I'm getting out backward= so tha:
I can hold the drop on vou. The girl come:
out next. 'Then yvou. Follow the driver when

yvou get out. T'll wualk behind yvou. And no
noise, mind. Get going.”
The doors opened, and Sanderson saw the

black outline of the man. He pushed the girl
forward, cursing the man for asking her to go
{irst. It blocked any action by making the ey
a bullet-shield. The stranger was certainly uo
fool !
They stood on the pavement in gloomy dark-
ness. At thewr side a huge hm]:hug‘ (owered
fowards a mackerel sky. The driver started
forward 1mmediately, and Sanderson led the
rirl after hiin, conscious all the tinme that a oo
was pressing under his left shoulder blade,
They groped their way throngh a nariow
alley, flanked ou both sides by high walls. A
biting wind cut into them. The girl trembled
with cold. At the end of the "1”11 the driver
wheeled round to the left, and soon turned
again, He held out a hand as though giving
a traffic signal, then stopped. Pulling a key
from his ];mlxet he opened a door, and the
Yard man found himself in piteh darkness.
The driver waited for them, gripped each by
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the arm, and moved forward again. Sanderson
tried to take his bearings without success, They
twisted and turned round sharp-angled passages,
walked down slopes, through rooms, until the
Yard man abandoned any hope of keeping
track of their direction. At last the driver
produced another key and unlocked a door
leading to a scantily lit room. It was a long
cellar, the floor flagged with stone, the walls
groen with age and dampness. In the centre
was a long table. The room was untenanted.

Sanderson heard the lock snap behind them,
tnrned to serutimse his captors in the  [aint
light. In the interval between opening the
door and locking it, both had slipped black
crepe masks over their faces,

“8it down,” said the man with the gun,
“and make yourselves at home.”

The Yard man looked round the cellar and
crinned mirthlessly.

“Comfort isn’t your strong point.”” he said.
“IDV’you mund if T ship my eoat off and hand
it to this gl ?  She needs it.”’

“Carvy on, Sir Galahad,” sneered the man.

“1 reckon youw’re getting too hot under the
collar 1o need an overcoat.”

“Mayhe,” satd Sanderson, slipping off  his
coat. ‘I reckon 1t's betier to be hot under

the collar than cold mside your shoes.”

The girl looked round the room dreamuly,
douned the coat without any acknowledgrent,
and =at down on the edge of the table. The
three men walked over and joined her.
Curtosity tempted the detective to look again
at.the girl, He found himself staring at her
left hand, and saw nnmediately that she wore
no weddme-ring,

Sanderson whistled softly, lounged in a chatr,
and smiled.

“Suppose you don’t mind me smoking now,
eh 7"

“All right,” said the driver. “Bat T'll get
the smokes from your pocket. We dou’t want
vou pulling any fast stuff.”

“Getting nervy 77 asked the detective., 0K,
Help yourself.”

He pulled at his cigaretie, watclied the Dblue
clouds mounting to the low ceiling, and
examined the room closelv.

“How much longer do 1 have to wair here "
he asked. “TI’ve finished my job for to-night,
and a spot of bed seems indicated.”

“You'll stay here until the Dropper has had
a word with yon.”

Sanderson almost dropped his cigarctie. 1t
seemed too good to be true that he could mect
the Dropper.

“And when is that likely 1o happen?”
inquired easily.

““Any time now.”

The man stopped speaking. Everyone in the
room—with the exception of the girl—turned
to face the far wall. It was from that direc-
tion that they had heard a sharp click, as
though a lock had been turned. But there
were neither doors nor windows there. Sander-
son thought he had been delnded, turned his
back on the wall, and replaced the cigaretie m
his mouth. But he drew no smoke. A voice
behind him caused him to whip round. e
blinked his eyes. There wias no speaker, but he
heard the words.

“So you brought the lady here quite success-
fully 17

Sanderson made no effort to reply. Ife was
waiting to see whether either of his gaolers
would speak. Apparently they were wating for
him. .

“Step {his way, vou., Come nearer to the
wall. I want to talk fo vou.”

The detective stood up, and sauntered
leisurcely across the fAoor. His keen eyes were
seanning the wall. e was not more than
five feet away when he solved the secret. A
sudden draught had arisen ouiside the cellar,
and a small square on the wall wavered in the
breeze. A block had been taken out, and the
aperture had been covered with a painted
canvas, coloured to resemble ihe stonework.
fashioned after the siyle of a theatrical back-
cloth, ,

“I want to learn something about you, young
man. I suppose you know who 1s talking ?”

“I imagine,” said the Yard man slowlr,
““that you are my employer.”

“You are right. I am the Diopper.”

The speaker paused as though to study the
effect ereated by his announcement. He must
have been very disappoivted,  Sanderson

he
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received the statement without turning a hair.

“That’s what I thought,” Sanderson replied,
deciding to take the offensive. * And there
are one or two things I want to ask you. Yon
gave me a job to do. I have done 1t. Why
have me brought hore as though I've done
wrong ? This is my first try-out with you, and
1 don’t think you’re treating me any too well.
What’s the trouble "

“People don’t ask me questions. They just
reply to mine. Why were you so anxious (o
join my crowd?”

“1t's pretty obvious, isn't
the run, and wanted a job.”

“Maybe vyou’ve got a job—one that vou
didn’t apply for, How did you establish
contact with Mac?”

‘“He’s explained all that already. Why
bring it up again?”

“1 want to hear the version from you.”

“Very well. Here are the facts.” Amnd
then, for two minutes, Sauderson recited his
story.  Afterwards there was silence for a
short spell.  The detective grew  uncoms-

fortable.

“"You tell the tale wvery well,” said the
Dropper, “but it doesu’'t ring true to me.
IlTave you stopped to tlunk (what wonld
happen to you if I thought vou were working
as an undercover man?”

Sanderson felt his mouth growing dry.

“1 certainly haven't. It doesn't concern
nie.  What time do I go?”

“Not for a while. I want to give you
another chance to show that yvou're gemmnne.
I'll send yvou on a job in such o way ﬁmi. VOl
cither come back completely i my confidence
—or you don’t eome back at all. How will
that suit you?”

Sanderson knew that hesitalion
fatal. He plunged:

“So long as the jol's not nmmpossible the
arrangement suits me.”

“It is just as well that wvou say that.
Otherwise i would have shot you now. Before
we talk about details, tell me—did vou have
any trouble along at the nursing home?”

“None. It was too easy to be comioriable.
I left Mac there.”

“1 intended that you should. Very well.
That part of your work is finished. If you
do your next job as well I'll sce that you're
rird accordingly. In ten minutes time I am
%caving here. Half an hour later I want you
to leave with two men. You'll meet them
after I've gone. A private car will drive the
three of you to Westbourne Terrace. You
must be there by three o'clock.

“You will have a loaded gun in your hand.
So will the other men. You will be looking
through the window at the front door of
345, Westhourne Terrace. At about that time
a man will leave that house. lmmediately
the car will drive alongside the pavement,
taking you within a few feet of the man. You
will empty your gun into him. Is that quite
c¢lear®”

“Quite clear,”
lipa.

“The other two men.” sand the Dropper.
“will point thewr guns at vov. 1T you don
give that man the works—they'll haud 1t to
}L.}l.l'[:l

“Sounds as though I'm 1 a tight spat.
Who 1s the man 've got to rab oud 7 1 nmmght
as well know.”

The Dropper
softly s

“The man you have got to murder i1s realiv
quite well known, It 15 Chief-constable
Maling, of New Scotland Yard!”

H:Lnﬁermn collected his scattered
clenched lus fists, and made no reply.
was a sound of movement from behind
wall.

The Dropper had gone.

it I was on

would bo

said Sanderson, licking dry

laughed, and announced

1NCrvVes,
'J Fie e
the

HIGH-STAKE GANBLE.

HE detective walked slowly back to the
table, both hands plunged in his trouscr
pockets. He felt like a rabbit in a snave.

Did ihe Dropper know him? If not, why
choose a newcomer for such a dangerous job ¥
Why send two professional murderers to ensure
the commission of a crime which they could
do themselves?

“Feeling happy now " asked the man with
the gun, sarcastically,

“* Perfectly. How's the girl 77

The gir]l looked at him listlessly, Ier face
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was even more pallid than it had been before,
aud there was a curiously bemused expression
playing  round her eyes. She  smiled
pathetically. Sanderson saw the gleam of
white, even teeth, and swore beneath his
breath. If lhe went out on this job what
would happen to the girl? Perhaps in his
absence she would be moved to some unknown
spot. But that, he reflected, would not matter
very much since he was even then unaware
of his whereabouts.

“You heard the Dropper say that I've
to Liave a gun,” he said.
of mine.
1]:‘1"1] t.l.]-.,:”|I

“You'll get that when the other bovs arrive
to escort you. Until then, have another
smoke and talk to vour girl-friend.”

The men scemed less belligerent. The Yard
man  smoked and  thought. It secmed
nupossible to find a wayv out of the impasse.
If he refused 1o visit Westbourne Terrace he
would be shot. There was no doubt about
that.,  Dut if he left the cellar the girl would

got
g “*Hand me that one
I'd rather handle something I'm
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be unprotected, and Chiel-con-
stable  Maling would  certainly
Lie put on the spot. He gave up
the struggle, and waited to sew
what would happen next. San-
derson had been born with great
faith 1n  lucky breaks., He
needed them badly.

He was sitting on the edge of
the table, swinging his  legs,
when the deoor opened, and two
men walked . One was Mae,
the other was a stranger. He
was small, fervet-faced, with eves
that twitched a trile. The Yard
nuan  diagnosed  the case 1n-
stantlyv, A "“coke ” snifler. 1t
was like the Dyropper to elevate
a man with “snow ” and then
<end hun onn a mwurder job.

“* Hallo,” Lhe detective greeted  Mae.
“What happencd to you? Why didn't you
tell me I'd got to come here on my solitary #”

Mae grinued. and waved a warning finger.
"Not thus cluld, Eddie. I'm very particular
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about  seemng  that my body doesn’™  get
ventilated. Looks as though we've got a busy
night. Meet one of the crowd—Albino
(‘assell”

I'he little man shuffled forwavd, gripped
~underson with a  cold, damp hand, and
nuittered sometlung  umintelligible. The

detective looked towards Mac and shrugged
lits shoulders expressivly.

“How’s the httle gl keeping?”
Mac, swaggering over to her. Sanderson
stood tense before he moved. Then he placed
a hand on Mac's arm and stopped him.

“('nt that out, Maec. Dames don’t mix with
murder,  When I walk out on a real man’s

asked
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job I don’t want to sit between a bloke with
women on the brain, and a lad who sniffs
everything except pepper.”

Albino stepped forward angrily.

“Are you trying to tell me——" he comn-
menced He got no further.

“ Brother,” commented the Yard man, “1T'm
just telling you to be a good Loyv. Don't srart
any rough stuff, You've got a busy night,
little man. Mae, hand me my . I feel
«ort of cold without it. That boy near the
door borrowed it from me.”

Maec took the gun, and passed it to Sander-
son. The detective examined 1t, and noted,
with relief, it had a full magazine. It would
not have surprised him if thev had sent him
on the ride with an unloaded weapon. 1e
slipped the weapon into his pocket, and took
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another look at the girl, noticing that she
seemed to be less dazed. In her eyes before
he had ouly read a story of apathy and numb-
ness. Now expressions of fear were fleeting
across them, and shie shivered as ehe pulled
her clothes nearer to her.

“Have you got another spare pun, Mac?”
he asked. *““This one of mine carries a release
to spring the bullets in a stream. If I use
that and I miss with the first pull the bloke
will have gone before I can have a second
crack, Let's bave one for the reserve fund.”
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Mac locked at him  with qguestioning
suspicion.  Then he drew a .45 frowm his
pocket, and passed 1t over.

“I wouldn’t advise vou to miss with your
own gun,” he said softly. * Becanse I won't
niss you.”’

-

“Thanks. What arrangemoents have von
made? Since I've got to do the rubbing out
I may as well know.”

“Come outside with me, and I'll tell vou
about 1t.”

Till.'r Eit?{l“:f'ii‘u't_' HIl‘f.!“i"i] to ‘I:FIL' daor. r}[ﬂ"lll'w.]
1t, atd passed into the darkness. He stood
with Mae 1n another cellar.

“IIverything's set. We've got the ecar wait-
e outside for ns. The driver 15 0K, Maliug
gets a bogus call telling him to report at ihe
Yard., He leaves the house, and we fall in

As Sanderson helped
the girl into the coat,
he pressed her hand
into the side pocket,
and her fingers touched
the cold, hard butt of a

revolver.
1;”"- 1r|m."'*--il.-ll. 1\'1;1] :n.‘!.-l}t_'.t 1].1" ‘ﬂli!'lx.-'_. _1";'.'|:11
that's the end of Maling. All very snnple.”

“ Not 1'31Iitl} =0 :-i!llll]}'ft_‘, Mac. The Ih‘i}p]'n'l'
michi be the big noise, but I'm not landing
mto anvthing like the last joh. What happens
to us after we've given Maling the works?
I haven't forgotten yet what happened after
our party in Beaumont Street. What about
the getaway 7"

“That’s easv. We just drive back here.”

“You're telling me? I dont faney a ride
all the way from Westbourne Terrace to here
after 1've drilled a chief-constable.  'They're
not quite like ordinary policemen, an:d we've
got a helluva way to come back.”

“It isn’t as far as all that. Don’t get nerves
about the joh.”

“But we're a long way from Westhourne
Terrace.”

“Never., It can’t be more than six or seven
miles from there to West India Docks.”  Mac
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stopped abruptly, and Sanderson smiled in the
darkness, That was something! He thought
for a while before he asked :

“And how do we let the boss know that the
job's been done, and that everything is O.K 7

“Oh, that’s easy enongh. We'll come right
back here. He'll be waiting for the news.
Are you about ready to make a start ?”

" Pretty well. Let's ect back and have
ancther simoke before we hit the trail. This is
a rotten cold place for a hang-out. It gives
ue the dithers.”

“That’s because it’s under river level, ani
ihese old places are full of draughts and damp.
Get mside.”

1They walked back inte the room. The
detective’s original guards sat at the far end
of the table plaving ecards.  Albino paced the
floor restlessly. The girl sat with her shoulders
bowed, looking up as they entered, obviously
friechtened. Sanderson walked over to her.

“Are you feeline warm enough, kid?” he
asked,.

It seemed to take a fow seconds Lefore she
:qjlili‘i'L'E-'lTl‘ti the (uiestion.

“Not very,” she said. “Why have T been
'!;l'tfn'-.lf-’,'f:t here? What's the matter *” Her voice
was tremulous, but the tone was that of a
cultured woman.

“Anvbodv got a rue haneing about # asked
the Yard man. *"Just because the girl’s here
<he hasn’t got to freeze.”

No one moved, and he turned to Mae -

“Lend the kid wvour coat, Mae, until vou
come hack. You won't be wanting it in the
car. Yon can see she's 1ll, and this cellar
1s no place for invalids. She's got mine
already.”

]

The girl looked np with & wan smile. Mae
hesitated, then peeled off his eoat. It was not
that he cared for the girl’'s health or feelings,
but at times Mae prided himself as a lady's
man, and he didn’t want to be defeated as a
cavalier. As he took off the coat Sanderson
helped him out of it, and then walked over
to the girl with the garment folded over his
armn.

She rosa from her seat, and as her riecht
hand e¢ame down the sleeve the Yard man,
as though straightening the sleeve, pressed
her hand through into the side pocket, facing
the g;irl so that her face eould not be scen.
Her fingers toueched somnething hard, and a
frown crossed her face. Sanderson gave a
slicht wink, and the girl felt again as she
settled back in her seat., She averted her face,
and stared at the floor.

Now she knew that she was holding the butt
of a revolver. Mae's .45 had soon L’]I:lll,ﬂ*{‘fl
hands. Some seconds passed before she raised
her eyes. :

“Thank vou very much indeed,” she said
to Mae. Buf the Yard man knew that she was
speaking to him.

“We're all ready for the road,” said Mae.
“Come along, yon two.”

“Wait for me,” said the Yard man. * Don’t
foreget that T don’t know mv wav out. This
place is an absolute lalwrinih.”

As thev threaded their wav through the
darkness Sanderson struggled to traee their
roite.  Mae waited for them at the exit, and
Sanderson fell in by his side. Albino. walking
at the back, hadn’t noticed the sudden moave
with which  Sanderson ground his  lighted
cigarvette into the wooden door.

After passing through the Stvgiafn blackness
of the cellars the detective fonnd that he eould
soe comparatively well outside. In fact, as
they turned the first corner, hizs keen eves
detected a water tap allixed to the left-hand
wall. As he passed he gave the tap a trivial
twist. In the road a saloon car, carrying no
lights, was parked against the kerb., Sander-
son opened the door, and stood on one side
wiitle Mae and Albino climbed in. His eyes
scanned every direction.  Three things he
saw which remained in his memory. The first
was a broken pane in a derelict warehouse ar
the head of the alley, the scecond was a sign
hanging over the door of a Salvation Army
Hostel, and the third was a packing case rest-
ing against the wall at the entrance to another
alley.

He climbed into his seat and slumped back,
wondering, with an odd detachment, whether
he was heading for death,
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TAKING THE RISK.
" YULT take things very cushily,” said Mac,
staring at Sanderson,

“What's the use of any other way!®
17 my boss wants a job done I just get on
withe it.  What's worrving me 1s the getawar
aftcr we've given Maling the works, and I'm
not fanesing my chance of hitting that man
through this window. It secems to e that the
Dropper hasn't got much 1dea of how to ruy
Lhese jfjl,'r:r.”

“1Have you done anything like it before?™
iguired Mae,

“I'm telling no stories.  But I'Il pass thas
tip to you for nothing—if ever you have to
handle a running murder, drive the car vour-
self.  It's the safest wayv of keeping out of
trouble.”

“TI can't see that it makes anv difference.”

“That's because you've never tried 1t. How
does the guyv sitting at that wheel know iy
methods? llow does he know whether I want
to shoot from the rear, the side, or the front?
How can he tell when I'm ready for him to ot
his foot down and seram? llow does he know
whether I'd rather take the inan with a turmng
car or with a car runuing alongside the kerh,
whether I'd rather he drove in the opposite
direction to Maling or towards him the other
way ? There's another half dozen reasons why
you make a better job if you're driving vour-
self.”

Mac appeared impressed, thumbed his chin
as though reflecting,

“I never thought there was all that in it.
Reckon yvou'ro right, and the Dropper haszn't
handled one of these jobs. before.”

Sanderson  saw  the opening, and
quicklv :

“It's all verv well to say that, Mac, but
vou've got fo remember that we're taking all
the risk. We're the ones who earry the can
back 1f anvthing goes wrong. I reckon the
Dropper has doubled our risks by letting that
othier bloke drive this bus.”

“Tt's no good arguing. If we altered the
plans now the boss would sit us on a warn
sent.”

“Why? He wouldu't know anything about
it. Assoon as I'd done my stuft T'd swing th.
car round, drive like blazes for five minute.,
and then hand the wheel over to the bloke
again. If we did it that way the Dropper
wouldn't know the first thing about 1t.  VWhat
d'vou sav about it, Albino?"

“Anvihing goes with me,” said the wman,

“In that case, Mae, 1 reckon we'll do 1t av
wav. One other thing—to make sure that
we've got hium, one of you can lean out of this
window, and slam him with a couple when |
firc. Tap the window, and tell the driver to
stop for a minute.”

Mac paused irresolutely. and then rappod
on the dividing glass.  The driver slowed
down and turned round. Catching the nessage,
he applied the brakes, slipped out of his seat.
and walked round to the rear of the car. Mac
acted as spokesman

“T've {-fu;mgml the arrangements,” he said.
“You get in the back with us, aud Eddie here
will drive the car.”

The driver appeared astonished, but he
pffered no opposition.  The Yard man climbed
nut of his seat, struggling to hide his trimanph,
He was in no hurry to start away., 1le had
aiecceded in obtaining the driving scat, but he
Lhad o idea what use he could make of 1. The
men behind could shoot quite easily through
the mlass, and he would be unable to preven
ther murdering both Maling and himself.

He turned up Gray's Inn Road and weaved
throuszh the streets lving alongside it.  Finally
he craised along  Dolsover Street, and  had
reached the junetion with Kuston Road when
he suddenly arvived at his decision.

Sandesou took a deep breath, his lips set
imoa firm, straight line, and he drove across
Fuston Road into Albany Street.  Someone
in the back of the car tapped the window.
He knew why. They thought he was taking
the wrong way. They were vight., Mae and
hig compations never knew quite what hap-
vened, The Yard man slammed his foot down
on the aceelerator pedal, threw himselt ou the

spoke

foor on the left of the driving seat, and
wrenched the wheel away from himself.  Then
he clenched his teeth and waited for the

smash.
He felt the car reel as the wheels struck the
Sierh, dive forward again, heard screams frow
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the gear, pinced his head on his arms, and
inen heard a tearing crash as the car struck.
e was flung forward with his arms aczainst
the door, and he rocked as the vehicle swayed
drunkenly. Then he almost stood on his head
as the car pitelied over on its side. 1t was
a second before he realised that he was not
hurt,  1le started to drag himself up, and at
that moment the door beside the driving-wheel

opened, and a policeman looked into  the
wieck,

“ Armed T 1 the hatﬂl{,” shouted
sunderson, ' (all for help™

The coustuble whipped a whistle from his

pocket and blew,  Almost as though produced
by the wave of a magician’s wand three more
policemen appeared.  Baunderson drew his gun
fromm his pocket and hauled himsel!lf out of
thoe car.

“All get vour ’cufls out,” ho
“ Arrest the three men n the back.
them while yvou get the bracelets on.’

The deteetive walked round to the other side
of the cav and wrenched at the door for some
e before he counld open it. Mae was the
first to cmerge.  Hiz face was covered with
bloud., The driver followed him out, holding
his shoulder and whining with pain.  Albmo
was Jving unconscious on the Hoor, and the
police dragged him out.

“What's the game®"
voleod with shock.

snapped.
I'll cover

¥

demanded Mae, weak-

“That's what I want to know,"” said the
seraeant. _
“1'll tell yvou plenty later on,” cut 1 San-

“Charge these three men with loiter-
There's plenty more to come,

derson.
ing with mlent.
but it can wut,”

“But who are vou?”

“ Detective-senzeant
land Yard."”

Mac gave him a stupefied stare.  Then he
groaned as he saw near by the blue Light ol a
police-station,

“You're seetne strateght” saad Sanderson,
“1 erashed the car into Albany Street Police-
station.

The men frailed into the station, and San-
derson seized the telephone, called for Chief-
constable Mahne's number,

“Nanderson here,” he announced. “Come
alone to Albany  Street DPolice-station rvight
awayv, sir.  Tell the operator on the exchange
to ot the number of any person who calls you
in the next half-hour and telephone it to the
Vard., Give ionstructions at the Yard to trace
ihat wmuanber and try to arvest the person whe
called vou. Do that before you come round,
bur for the love of Mike be quick!™

Maling was too old in the ways of the Force
to waste time asking questions. He slammed
down the recciver and started work, while
Sanderson telephoned the police in the West
India Doeks’ district and conneeted with  a
detective-sergeant,

Y Rergeant Sanderson, of the Yard, speaking.
I've got a very urgent and very inportant job
for vou. Somewhere in your distriet there is
a Salvationn Arviny hostel, and near it there 1s
a packing case Iving on the pavement, Ten
vards awayv from that case there 1s a broken
window in an empty warchouse. 1 want to
know in what street that s, Have you got
thar clear?” Whoever takes on the job must
not be seen. That's vital,  Tell them to report
hack to the station and wait for me to arrive.
Have four or five men ready to come with

asked the sergeant.
Sander-on, New Scot-

S11,

me,  Serve them out  with  revolvers,  All
cloar? Good! See yon soon.”

He stapped down the receiver and made
another eail,  This time hLe telephoned the

River Police at the West India Docks.

Sergeant Sanderson, of dhe Yard, speaking.
We're going to raid a place within the next
hour that backs down {o the water in your
histrict.,  Some of the people we're after may
iy to get away via the Thames. Tell your
pattol boats to eruise up and down that sireteh
of water uniil I give them the all-elear. "They
are to look out particularly for any boat in
which therve 13 a young woman; but any vessel
that staris moving within the next homr must
be stopped, whoever is in it. All clear?”

LOCKED DOORS.

ANDERSON was pacing to and fro across ihe
charvge-room floor when Maling burst 1nto
the station.  Tustantly he rushed over o

thie seraeant,

2"3" 3;;

“What's going wrong to-nigh: ¥ What's that
car piled up for outside? TPhew! I've never
had such a job in my life.  You'll have o
come buck to the Yard with me. Something
terrible has happened.”

“It ecortuinly has, sie.”

“But yvou can't have heard the news"™

“1've heard enough to-mzht to last me [or a
lifetime.”

“But the
mad. "’

" Maybe he'll be feeling better by the moin-
img.  1f you've got a car outside we'll jump
m and get down to the Bast End.”

“We certainly will not.  We'll go to the
Yard right away. You can forget your joh.
I've got something more unportant for you tn
help with—the worst erimme we'se had sinee the
Yard was built.”

“It's ot to be preliy bad if I can’t tell yvou
of any worse.”

“Don’t talk, Sandervson. ILet’s start mosing,
I'll tell you what's happencd as we go along.
Yon can drive.”

Maling scized the sergeant by the arm arcd
diagoed him oatside,

“But I've got a very unporiant job to do,
sty protested Sanderson.

“Lasten to me,” exploded Maling as tivc car
pulled away from the kerb, *“the  conms-
sioner’'s daughter has been kidnapped !

commissioner s stark, raving

“What *"" Sanderson slowed down, and
turned to gape at Maline.

“Can’t you hear? Sir Phillip Mason's
dauzhier has been snatched!  She was noa
nursimg  home, and someone sent a  dunminy
message, and had her transferred to another
home., She was abducted from there.”

“Where was the sccond home?” asied
Sandevson weakly.,

“Fifty-=six-u, Beaumont Street. Why ¥

The car stopped suddenly as  the  brakes
whined, Sanderson could feel globules of sweat
pouring down his face. Maling looked at him,

“What’s the matter? Are vou feeling ill¥"

“1 certainly am! I'm the man who  kid-
napped her!”

Chief-constable Maling sat up as if he had
been stuck with a pin. Ile stared at Sanderson
with eves that scemed about to burst,  Before
he had time i{o speak the sergeant took oft
the brakes, twisted the wheel, and plunged
along the road, drving like & maniae.

Py the time they reached Stepneyv the chief-
constable had heard the whoele story.

“We ought to have brought forty ar filty
men with us,” he said.

“No, sir.  If you took a regiment down
there vou'd get the crowd on the run. It can -
be done with half a dozen wen,”  1le whizzed
round a corner, teetering on two wheels, then
added, so softly that his chiel scarcely heawd
him: “I got the girl into the mess, and 'm
going to get her out of it.”

“1f anything happens to that zivl, Sanderson,
it'll be vonr last day with the Foree. 1 know
vou did it all for the best, but yvou'd never
be able to tell that to the commissioner.”™

“T know, sir. T wouldn’t tey 1o, 1
anything happens to that. gol 1 won't wait to
be sucked. Here's the station.”

Both men jumped out and ran across the
pavement, rI'|Iw:|.' found a voung divisional de-
teetive warting for them.,  Ho saluted the chiel
and wasted no time before he handed our his
imformation.

“You want Forbes Street, sir.
to take vou therve.”

defore Maling could veply, three men walked
from an mner ofhice. ‘The leader saluted,

“Rergeant Wayne, siv. We're ready when
yvou are.”

“Take your

U'm ready

istructions from  Sanderson, ™
said Maling. ““He's 1 charge of the rvaul.™

“Are vou all armed?” asked Sanderson,
The men nodded grimly.,  “Then Tl tell von
what 1T want you to do.” e explammed the
position of the alley at length, told them the
nosition of the entrance door, spoke of the
labyrinthine passages inside, of the false square
on the wall. “Does anvone know that place
well enouzh to tell me whether there is o
back way? T want to get to the spot bhehind
that ecellar. 1T want to get mmto the room from
which the Dropper spoke.”

“T think T ean take you,” sgaid Wayne.
“OF eourse, T don't know the room, but 1'vo
col a rongh idea of the back way. The place
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nsedd to be a bonded store for wines and spirits,
but 1t hasn’t been used for twenty years”

“That’s splendid. I want two of you to
stand gnard over the enirance to that place 1n
the allev. Don’t move from there, and it
anyone comes near, knock him unconscious
hefore he can raise any sort of warning. I
want yon, sir, to wait ountside with another
of the men for twenly minntes after your
arrival there. At the end of that time open
the door, and start working vour way through
to the back collar., Keep vour guns in your
hands, and dou’t be afrawd of using them.

“While you do that Wayne will show me
the back way into the place, and he can stand
fmard there while T work my way through.”

“DBut vou're not going in alone, Sanderson,”
protesied Maling.

“I certainly am, sir. It 1«n’t a
job, and in any case the 1lropper i3
pigeon. We'll start moving after 1've
phoned the River Police.”

Sanderson was soon s=atisfied. The Thames
Tolice were on the prowl, casting cagle eyes
over the range of black water fronting the
West India Docks. e led the way ont of the
station, stopping for an nstant on the door-
step.

“If you get into that ecellar all night, <ir,
shont to Miss Mason to press against the left-
hand wall, Otherwise she'll be in range from
that hole in the wall, and if T haven’t got
there by then the Diropper may shoot her out
nf spite. 1f [ have him pinned down by the
time you arrive, U'll let you knrow as soon as
I see you. All clear?”

“(Clertainly. It was a new experience for
Maling to take orders from a serreant, but he
felt that the leading of the raid was 1in zood
hands. 'Thev had not walked far before Wavne
touched the Yard man on the arm.

“This is where we part company,”
turnimg  down a narrow alley.
followed him.

Wayne twisted and turned along the narrow
alleys, bending all the time towards the lefr
Finally he arrived at the end of a cul-desac
and pointed to a high wall

“Climb on my back and get on the top of
{that. You can pull me up.”

It was not long before both men dropped
down into the yard of a factory, walked down
to the end of the yvard, clambered over another
wall. and arrived on a wharf. A night-
watechman emerved from the shadows and
challenged them., Wayne signalled him to be
quiet, and whispered:

“Quict. You know Have
sinall boat?"

The watchman had spent sa much time 1n
solitnde that he had learni the art of silence,
Without another word he led the way down to
the riverside, pointed {o a small rowing boat,
and walked awav.

‘ﬁ-ill",‘ltr' EIij:Fnl-ri the Il]l’]ﬂl‘iﬂj’.;' raje, Ijll!]ml ii':!:]

tWa-tniati
my
fe]e-

5 '
ne said.
Qanderson

me. you

:._’ut ek

the stream and rowed westward., e had nof
travelled move than twenty vards when they
heard the low hum of a moor, and a bwoar

<l :l!l'.'lll':L""?-:ltL".
“Who s that?” called a man, )
“Detectivo-soreeant Sanderson, of the Yard.

and Detective-sereeant Wawvne,  1s that the
River Police ?”

“Tt 1. A lamp shone i thewr faces,  ** Al
vicht.  The best of luek.” The police bouat

cdged away, to vanish in the darkness.  San-
derson walched 1t disappear and nodded his
head approvingly, It didn’t look as thongh
the Dropper would esecape by water, unless he
shot his way ih'l'i'}l_l}":,"h.

Two minutes later Wavne pulled in ia the
cdege of another wharf, fastened the boat and
clamberod ont.

“This 18 the river froniage to
of yours,” he told the Yard man. * Follow me
carcfully, or vou'll end up bv swinming.
There are cuis leading to this whart from the
river,”

Sanderson gripped the other man’s sleeve.
and was led along in silence. Now that the
moment for action was drawing near, the Yard
man was coldly resolute, Again and again his
mind conjured up a vision of the commis-
sioner’s daughter, pale-faced and trembling.
Wayne stopped ﬁmhrmﬂy before a large wooden
door. A steel bar ran across it, and in the
centre was a padlocked chain fastening.

Sanderson watched his companion draw a
picce of metal frem his pocket and force it

that place
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under the bolts secur-
ing the bar. Wayne,
faking no chances, had
bronght a jemmy with
him, and as the bolts
came adrift from their
fastening and the bar
:Il‘np 'ﬂ_'d, Smnlq}rsnn
L‘E'I.HH*{'IL it so that no
sound shonld be made.
Then Wayne started
work on the padlock,
It offered no obstacle
o a man who knew
how to handle 1t, and
<oon they pulled back
the doors and advanced

cautiously and slowly
through the dark in-

terior,

“I'in going to chance
a light,” whispered
Wayne, placing  his
handkerchief over the
glass of a torch. The
dimmed illumination
was switched on just in
time.  The men were
standing not more than
four feet from  the
r-}]g;j- of a narrow cut-
ting running from the
river up the wharf, and
into the shed. Sander-
son saw something else.
FFarther along the cut-
timg  stood a  small
launch—and he conid
hear the engine ticking
OVer, Obviously  its
owner was ready to
stage a rapid exit.
They walked over to
it, and fAlashed the light
Jdown.

Suddenly the Yard
man bent down and
ralsed the engine cover.

His fingers worked
deftly for a fow
goconds, then he rose

again with a smile.

“He won’t get that boat
night,” he whispered, “unless he nses a pair
of oars. Let’s walk on at the side of this
cutting, and see where it ends.”

After taking ten paces they found that the
water stopped against a brick wall, and to the
'eft was a small door. Wayne tried to force
it with his jemmy, found it impossible to get
proper leverage, and worked on it with skele-
ton keys for some time. Doth sighed with
velief when it swung back. Sanderson gripped
s gan i s right hand, tensed, expecting
1o meet trouble any moment. The nterior of
the warehouse was strangely quet. Even in
the dark, although they could not estimate the
<ize of the building, 1t gave the nnpression of
heing huge.

“T know theze
“There’ll only be one exit
that’]l be at the far end.
doorway leading down to the cellars.’

Hoe was right.  They found the doorway
fucked in a small alecove. Tt proved easier to
open than the entrance portal. Wayne was
moving  forward again when the Yard man
touched his arm and shook his head.

“No.”" he smd. *You've done your part
nf the job, The rest 13 up to me. Just stay
near this door and see that no person comes
in or out.”

Wiyne started to remonstrate, but before he
conld speak Sanderson had vanished into the
darkness.  He groped with his feet as  he
advanced. testing each foot of ground before
he placed his weight on 1t. It was as well
that he did. He was not more than five or
<six vards away from Wayne when his right
foot found no hold. He was at the head of

a theht of starrs,
Holding the wall with his left hand, he
The air was ecold and

«tarted the descent,
dank, chilling him. The steps were slippery
with moisture, and even the wall Exlll‘fﬂd a
cold shme,

At the foot of the stairs he fumbled his way
along a narrow passage., Then the path began

to swerve to the richt, Holding out the gun

out of here to-

sald  Wayne.
from here, and
Mostly there’s a

¥

places,”’
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The Dropper’s gun and Sanderson’s boomed out together,
and the master-criminal’s weapon clattered out of his hand.

in his right hand, and pawing the other wall
with his left, he searched for doorways as he
advanced, but could find none. It seemed that
the passage was interminably long. He had
counted forty-three paces before he was con-
fronted with another door. This one was not
locked. Again, after passing through the open-
ing, his way led along a path bending to the
right, and again there was no door on the wayv.

Suddenly g}lﬂ stopped, raised his head, and
gniffed the air. Either some person smoking a
cigar had walked along the passage, or some
cigar-smoker was necar him. He stepped for-
ward more cautiously. And just as he turned
another bend he saw the first glimmer of light
—a dim yellow flicker in the distance,

Sanderson slipped his gun into his pocket,
bent down, and took off his shoes. Silently he
continued his advance, waiting for action. At
the next bend he saw that the light was glow-
ing round a corner, and he edged his way along
the wall to peep round the angle. It was
fortunate for him that his approach wa:z
stealthy.

A man sat on a chair in the centre of the
passage not more than two vards away from
him, He was reading an evening paper.
Sanderson saw a revolver lying on the floor at
the man’'s side, and stole towards him on tip-
toe. He changed the gun round in his hand,
his arm rose in an arc. The watchman never
knew what hit him. Bone serunched, the man
groaned faintly, and Sanderson canght him as
he toppled from his chair.

He was walking away from the man when
another thought occurred to him, and he de-
prived him of his overcoat and cap, leaving his
own hat behind. The light, he discovered, came
from a small gas-jet farther along the passage,
As he passed that he saw a door facing him. It
was lined with green baize, and looked as
though it was erected as a sound-proof struc-
ture. He walked forward even more slowly,
The smell of cigar smoke was stronger.

Now that he was nearer to the door he
could see that a keyvhole broke the line of baize.
He bent to discover whether there was any key
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serted.  There was not,  But a light shone
ithin.  Sanderson cupped his fingers round
15 left eyve to throw oft the effect of the gas-
cht behind him, and peered into the room.

Ile had expected to see a dull, drab cellar
ith a stone-flagged floor, and dirty, damp
calls. Instead, the narrow ﬂng]e of his vision
isplayed a space of velvet curtains on the
i wall, a large gilt standard lamp, a damask
ivan fashioned in rich purple, the corner. of
luxurious fur rug flung over the end of the
ivan, and a coal fire blazing merrily in a brick
replace. Beyond that he conld see nothing.

He held his nose close to the keyvhole. Some-
ne in that room was smoking a cgar. He
laced his ear against the aperture, but heard
o sound. For a couple of minutes he hesi-
ated. It would be fatal to try the door 1!

he Diopper was inside. That would be one
qay to certain death. He stood wondering
‘hether it was locked or bayred.

Then he heard a sound of movement,
Liffened, and stared.

ACCORDING TO ORDERS.

HE noise was slight, just a gentle rustle
r like feet falling on a carpet of rich pile.
Then a fieure came into line with the
evhole. He had walked from some position
ear the door across the room, and his back
qas turned to Sanderson. The man wore an
mmaculate evening suit, and carried an amber
iecar-holder in a pale right hand. He had poise,
n air of complete contidence
Was this the Dropper? The man's action on
eaching the far side of the room was curious.
le placed his hand on a small water-colour,
ramed in ebony, and moved it to one side.
3ehind it was a small steel door, very similar

o an inset safe. He lmlgmdly took a key
rom his pocket and unlocked the door. Inside
vas a square opening about two feet long, &
oot wide, and eighteen inches deep. The

nan stood starving ito the opening.

Suddenly the man spoke. Sanderson sighed
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with velief when he dizeovered that he conld
hear him.
* Michael." he said., ““1s

news of Mac and the others

The veply could not be heard, but the delec-
tive had no doubt about the nature of it. e
saw the man snap his fingers 1rritably.

there still

i "

Ty

‘One of you get round to the back,”
ordered the man, **and make sure that my
launch 1s all right, I can’t wait much

longer."”

That settled it. Something would have to
be done, and done quickly, The Yard man
backed away along the corridor, gripping the
gun, then his thirreen stone of bone, sinew, and
muscle hurtled along the passage, crashed into
tho door with the foree of an avalanche, and
there was a tearing, splintering sound as the
door Hew open.

The Yard man did not loze balance, but
the man who wheeled to face him acted with
the speed of a striking adder.  His hand
streaked to his breast-pocket, a gun rose, and
Sanderson swerved and fired. The other's gun
boomed out also, and a hot stabbing pain
seared Sanderson'’s left shoulder.

The man facing hun grimaced horribly as
his gun elattered out of his hand., Then Lo
gripped Ins right arm, and they siared al
cach  other for seconds without moving.
pDanderson held the gun with an  unsteady
hand. Blood was coursing from his shoulder.

He had never seen this man before. Ho
examined the refined, aquiline features, the
cold grey eves, the {,mfulh toileted black
hair, This was no ordinary mnan.

“You're making a great
began the other loftily,
“So will you if

Sanderson.

Suddenlv, bothh men ztarted. A
cchoed 1n the adjoming eellar. Sanderson de-
cided to wart no longer. Walking over to the
T s I]um,f.-,"h L} imnt’it ufT hrm ]IF'.' dmw hP.r
hind hin, sreeck him on the base of the skull

ry

mistake

you move,”’ cut in

shot had

e ceee—
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with the butt of his gun, watched him fall, and
then hurried over to the hole in the wall,
Through the canvas he caunght a vision that
made him gasp with relicf.  One of Miss
Mason’s guards was lying on the floor, groan-
ing, and holding his ‘?-.i‘ﬂl‘ﬂd[,ll llm other
stood sullenly by the door. Maling and the
local man covered him. The commissioner s
daughter leant against the table, a revolver
in her hangl.

“Chief,” shouted Sanderson,
Dropper out here.”

“I've got the

Maling looked round, puzzled, until DMiss
Mason led him over to the wall. Sanderson
dropped his gun  and wrenched away the

canvas., He grinned cheerfully when the chief

=H ALY Elim,

“Who 15 he®” breathlessly.,

asked Maling

“I dunno hnn from Adam. I'Il Lift Lo
up and you can have a look.”
Maling peered through the opening, wlhile

Sanderson, wincing with pain, seized the nn-
conscions man by the shoulders and lifted hium,

"My hat!” shouted the cluef. “I can’t he
seetng  straight. That's MNartin  Cross, the
Independent Member of DParliament for

Streathamm—the man who attacked the Yard

for not finding the Dropper! Hold on, I'll
send someone round there.”
Sanderson  didn’t  have Jong to wail.

Maling’s prisoner volunteered the necessaryv in-
formation, and the local detective slid through
tho covered trapdoor in the corner of the
cellar, to reappear in the Dropper's private
room. Imnmediately Sanderson handed over
the prisoner, and made his way 1nto the cellar,
Maling stared at the blood soaking through

the sergeant's clothes, and shook his head
mournfully.

Miss Mason stood hack, ton surprisced 1o
speak. It was DMaling who elfected the
necessary introduction.

“Then yvou're not a criminal at all,” she

said.

“It's just that I've never been found out,
What happened to vou, Miss Mason, IHow'i
they come to kidnap you?"

“Daddy sent me to a nursing-home for an

operation—just glands. I got a message.
changing the Lome. It scemed genuine
enough. When I got to the other place they
gave me something to take, and I didn'
remember any more until 1 found mysell
here.”

“I thought yvou’d been doped,” said Sander-
son. ‘*'Reckon they gave you morphia.” Ie
turned to their conscious prisoner. “ Whai
was the 1dea of sending me along to murder

(‘hief-constable Maling 7"

“He told the others to buinp vou off,
whether yvou shot your hoss or not. Ha
thought it-was a good joke to force vou into

shooting your own boss. He was funny like
that "

“So he’d tumbled you,” said Maling.
“What an escape vou've had. But 'i.q::-ufi

betier get along and have that wound dressed.
(et someone to take vou in my car, I'll have
to stav on here to clear things up.”

“I'll see Miss Mason home, on the
then, if yvou don’t mind.”

“T shouldn’t trouble,™
at his shoulder,

“I may as well finish the joh.” remarked
the Yard man with a grin.  “ After all, 1
bronght you here, so I'm entitled 1o take von
back.”

Withont waiting for her answer. he walked
over to the local detective, palling his noteeaso
out of his pocket.

“I want yon fo do a job for me this morn-
ing. Do yvoun mind *”

“Not in the least.”

“Thanks. Take thiz pound, and buy a large
box of chocolates and a  bunch of fowers.
Take them along 1o 67, Culbert Street,
Stepney, and present them to a lady named
Elsiec Meers, Tell her thev come from Eddie,
who has been called to the North verv eund.
denly, but whe'll remember her with gratitude
and affection for the rest of his life. Thanks.”

The door slammed. Detective-sergeant
Sanderson was on his wav,

wayv,

said the giel, starving
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GRIPPING COMPLETE STORY OF “THE FOUR JUST MEN.”

TN |

b
Ty g
N el

i, W
L, N,

' "-:q ey

Before he could realise Fsss

what was happening, he [R5

was grasped in strong pSSa

arms, and a drug-soaked K

pad was clamped over
his mouth.

-
=7
o

o

._..-.—
e e T
-

o

O

H e

B
e T
— =

i
.
= -." -
p— £ o

—— -l-_;-.--f-.-f.'---—

CALLED ABROAD.
ES8LEY

R. paced up and down lis study
at Forest Hill. The table was a litter

~of opened letters, for the doctor was
paying one of his brief visiis to the practice,
He took up one of the letters and read it

again, It was written in French and bore
at 1ts head the stamp of the Ministry of
Justiee. The writer had the honour and
felicity to inform M. le Doecteur that the

Four Just Men had disappeared. as from the
face of the carth, and that they were certamly
not domiciled 1n France.

The doctar threw the letier down. They
had all sawd the same. No authority helped
him. The new Spanish writer, De la Monte.
whose work on erime had recently  bhecn

iranslated into IKnghish, made no mention of
the men. Yet he wrote with assurance, and
was a likely man to supply inf

information,
A thought struck lhhm. He turned the leaves
aof the telephone-book and found a mnnber.
[He asked for this, and im a few minutes lLie
was speaking with the publisher.

“T am Dr. Isslev,” he said. “1 am most
anxious to find the address of the author of a
hook you have recently published; 1t is called
*Modern Crime,” ™

“De la Monte's?”

“That’'s the man.”

“If you will wait, T will find out,” =aid the
Tn]{‘ﬁ.

The doctor held on t1ll the speaker returned.

“It 15 1n Cordova.”

A sudden light came to Dr. Essleyv's eves.

“Yes?” he saiwd eagerlv. *“(Can give
me the exact address?™

“Foriyv-one Calle Moreria.”

“Thank you!” The doctor hastily seribbled
the address and ]Llltlg._,_r L the receiver.

Cordova! Of all the providential things
in the world! Interest of another kind ealled
him to that citv. There was a certain Dr.
("aialos he wished to see.

He rang the bell, and the old woman wha
formed the domestic staff of little honse
answerced 1t.

Al

liis

-

“I am going away
sard. I have been called to Paris.”™

“If Mr. Black rings up, sir——"

“He won't ring up,” he said shortly : “and,
if he does, you may tell him that 1 an away
from town.”

Dr. Essley then left the house, walking
briskly to the rallway-station, VOTY
briskly for a grey-haired man, and the vigour
of his stride no less than the swing of lus

shoulders spoke of a strength which 1s nor
ordinarily possessed by a man of thifty.

Yet, for all the buovancy of his walk, he
was  uncomfortable. He had a hateful
suspieton at the back of his mind that he
was bemg watched., Twice hie looked round
charply, but saw nothing. Under Ins breath
he eursed his follv.

“I have got these nfernal Four Just Men
on myv nerves,” he gaid to himself.

He reached Victoria and took a taxi-cab to
(‘haring (Uross. He bad a aquarter of an hour

to wait, Standing before the hookstall, he had
that uncomfortable feecling agam. He was

He turned sharply and saw
nothing but unoffending passengers.  The mman
who had been watebhimg him had turned a
fraction of a second before, and Kssley only
saw his broad back as he stooped to fasten
the strap of his valize.

The daoctor, with a hitter
celf-disgust, returned 1o a contemplation of
the bookstall. A fHaming placard announced
the fact that Cresswell Black had gamed con-
trol ef the F. and B. Railway. He bought a
paper aud read:

'm_-ing watched,

hittle smile of

“We understand that all obstacles to the
amalgamation of the Finsburv and Darset
with the North-East London Railway have
disappeared with the death of My, George
Wallison, the late chairman of the F. & B.
line, Mr. Wallison, it will be remembered,
was taken suddenly ill at a City banquet,
and though attended bv a doctor, sucenmbed
from heart failure. Mr. Cresswell Black,
presiding at a meeting of the N.-E. L.

for a fow -.,.|..‘|j.'::._," L

e “A life for a life,” says the

" Law, but when Justice is
T blind who shall point the
= way ? So murder stalked
R unseen, until that final day

of reckoning ....

A New Series of Short Stories
by the Master of Mystery

expressed his 1';5-%1*:3#; that the realisation of
his plans had been made possible by so
sad & happening.”

Dy, Essley folded the paper under his arm
and walked thoughtfully aloug the platform
to s train.

. " & ] ] L L]

The man who sat at the marble-topped table
of the Café de la Gran Capitan, i Cordova,
was a man of leisure. A mh man was George
Manfred, with a trim beard and grave grev
eves that searched the street absently as though
not quite certain of his quest. He sipped a
coffee and deummed a H’[TL?‘- tune on the table
with his slender white hands,

He was dressed in black. His cloak was long
and lined with black velvet, and the decp
collar was faced with the same material. His
attire was conventional enough—for Cordova—
and, in spite of his grey eves, he might have
been a Spaniard,

ITis speech was flawless. He spoke with the
lisp of Andalusia, clipping his words as do
the folk of the South. Also, there was evidence
of his Soutnern origin in his response to the
whining beggar who shuffled painfully to him,
holding out crooked fingers for largesse.

“In the name of the Virgin, and the Saints,
and the God who is above all, T besecch you,
senor, to spare me ten centimos,”

The bearded man brought his
eves to focus on the palm.

“God will provide.” he said, i the Arabie
dialect of Spanish Morocco.

“Thonegh I hve a hundred vears,”
beggar monotonously, “I will never
pray for yvour lordship’s happiness.’

He of velvet-lined cloak looked at ihe
hPEEﬁT+

The mendicant was a man of medinum height,
sharp-featured, unshaven after the way of his
kind, terriblv-bandaged across his head, and
with one eye.  Moreover, he was lame. His
feet were shapeless masses of swathed
bandages, and his discoloured hands clutched
a slick ficreely,

far-secing

siid the

cense 1o
)

l]u.‘.
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READER WINS £50

THIS WEEK!

The £50 FIRST PRIZE offered in our third * Cash-
names ' Competition has been won outright by the
tollowing reader whose entry was all-correet :

Mrs. H. Wickham,
1, Gilchrist Cottages,

The Weald,
Sevenoaks, Kent,

sixfeen competitors came next in merit—all with

one-crror attempls—and  therefore share the 10
Second Prize. These winners are :
Mrs. A. Bennetf, * Muaretta,”  Sauzhton  Road,

Corstorphine, Edinburgl.

Mr. A. Carr, 183, Clepington Road, Dundee.

Mrs. Cheethiam, 5, Windsor Road, Denton, Man-
ehester, .

Mra. L. Chilton, 31, The Strand, Dawlizh, Devon.

~Miss Corcoran, 10, Queens Gardens, Anaitsford,
Northumberland,

Miss E. Davey, 76, Beckway Road, Norbury, SOW. 16,

Mr. R. Fairhurst, 19, Church Strect. Pemberton,
Wigun.

Miss N, Hamilton, 150, Butterbiggins Road, Glasgow,

Mrs, Hill, 73, Hawthorn Road. Chorlton-cum-Hardy,
Manchester.

Mrs, M. Macdiarmid, 4 Bawhirley Road, Greenock,
Mr. 15, Peach, 95, Winson Street, Birminghaim, 1%,
I, Sarney, Wood Street, Wallingford, Berks.
. IMI;'- V. Stokes, 15 Enmore Avenue. South Norwood,
1.thﬂ.
Miss Wells, Timberland, Lincoln.

Mrs, Wigging, 11, North Down Gardens, Swilly,
Devonport.

Mr. J. Williams, Derry House, Llandilo, Carm,

The correct solution was as follows :
2. Boston. 3. York. 4. Daventry.
6. Denby. 7. Leigh. 8. Barrow. 9.
Stone, 11. Garmouth, 12, Barlow.

- Thise  prizes
February 15th,

1. Glasgow.
5. Stretford.
Hereford. 10.

were  despatched on or before

e . . = e
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"HERE IS AN 8.0.5.”

Will all persons who appreciate a
really first - class detective - mystery
story—and have not yet heard that
they can obtain unsurpassed value
in thrilling reading entertainment
each week in Detective Weckly—
communicate at once with their
newsagent !

This week’s programme stars—

The dramatic solution of

“The VICARAGE
MURDER CASE”

by the master-steuth of Baker Street—

Sexton Blake. A long complete story

of tense incidents which build excitingly
{o a surprise climacx.

— and —

“The POOL of SECRETS”

An  up-to-the-minute thrill-story in-
frmfucfng a .sfﬂrn'fng new u,n*fﬂ#ffr&
minule deicctive characier.

There is no ‘fade-out’ with

DETEGTIVE WEEKLY

The Paper that is Always at its Best.
 Every Thursday Price 2d.
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“Sevor and prince,” he whined, * there 11
between me and the carsed pangs of hunger
ten eentimios, and vonr worship wonld not
sleep this mght 1o comfort thimkume of me
tossing 1n famine,”

The man at the table sipped lis
unmoved.

“Uo with God,” hLe said.

St the man hingered.

He looked helplesslv up and down the sun-
lit street, He looked iuto the cool, dark recess
of the café, where an apathetic watter sat
at a table readine the “1leraldo.” Then he
leant forward, strerchiing cut a slow haud to
pick a crumb of cake from the next table.

“Do vou know Dy, Issieyv?” he asked 1n
perfeet Knglish.

coffee

The cavalier at the table looked thoughiful,

“1 do not kuew lime,. Why #” he asked 1n
the same language.

“You should kunw him,” said the beggar:
“he 15 mteresting.”

He said no more, shuffling a pamful process
along the strect. The other watchied him with
some curiosity, then, standing up to his full
height—he was well over the six-foot mark—
he shook his cloak and began to walle slowly
in the direction taken by the beggar.

He overtook the man i the Calle Paraiso,
rasscd him, and finally came 0 the Bridge of

(‘alahorra. He reached the centre of the
bridge anud leant over, watchimg with 1dle
interest  the swollen yellow waters of the

Cuadalguivir.

Out of the corner of his eve he walched
the beggar come slowly ithrough the gate 1
his direction. He had a long time io wait,
for the man's progress was slow., At last
he came sidling up to him, hat in hand, paln
ontstretched,  The attitude was that of a
beggar, but when he spoke the voice was that
of an educated EKnghishman.

“Manfred,” he said carnestly, “vou must
e this man zsleyv. I have a special reasou
for asking.”

“What 15 he?”

The beggar smiled.

“I am denendent upon memory io a greaf
eatent,” he said, *the libeary at my humble
lodgings being semewhat lunted; but T have
a dim idea that he 1x a doctor i the suburbs
of London: rather a clever surgeon.™

“What 1s he dotug lhere?”

Gonsalez—for such was ihe beggar's name—
smitled again.

“There 13 1n Cordova a Dr. Cajalos. A
marvellons man, George, performing miracles
undreamt of in vour philozophy. Making the
Llind see, casting spells upon the gwlty, and
ereating  infallible  love philives  for the
tmnocent,”’

Manfred nodded.

“1 have zeen hin aud consulted him.”

The begear was< a hittle astonished.

“You're a wonderful man. George,” he zaud
with admiration in Lis voice,  *When ddid
Vo do 1t ?"

Mantred laughed zoftlyv,

“There was a covtamn night, vot many weeks
ago. when a begoar stood ontside the worihy
doctor’'s  door  patiently  warting  wll  a
myasterions visitor, cloaked to his wose, lad
fini=hed s business”

sl | IW“!ill'tii1r:‘r,1- sared the iif::i-r, I:f}[ll|i1|;:.
“e was a siranaer from Ronda, and T was
enrions,  Did vou see me following hun ™"

“T saw vou,” sandl Manfred gravely, 1

saw vou from the coruer of my eve.

¥ Wils nat  vou?"" asked Gousalez,
astoni=ned,

“Tt waz 1." =aid the other. T wenl out
of Cordova to come iuto Cordeva.”

(ionsalez was <ilemd for a maoment.

“I accept the bumiliation,” he said, * Now,
siiee von kuow the doctor, can von =ee any

reason for the vizit of a commonplace English
doctor to Cordova? He has come all the way,
without a halt, from kKngland by the Algeciras
txpress. He leaves Cordova to-morrow morn-
ing at davbreak by the same urgent svstem,
and he comes to consult Dr. Cujalos.”
“Porecart has written ¥ asked Manfred.
“Polceart 18 here: he has an interest in this

[ssleyv.,  So great an inferest that he comes
hlaudly to our Cordova, Baedeker in hand.
sceking information of tlie 1tinerant guide,

and submitting meekly 1o his inaccuracies.”
Manfred stroked his hitle beard with the
same grave thoughtful expression in his wise
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eves ax when he had watched Gonsalez
shaffling from the Café de la Gran Capitan,

“ Life would be dull without Poiccart,” he
satd.

“Dull, indeed. Ab, senor, my life shall be
your praise, and 1t shall rise like the smoke
of holy incense to the throne of heaven.”

He dropped suddenly into his whine, for
a policcman of the town guard was approach-
g with a suspicious eye for the beggar who
stood with expectant hand outstretched.

Manfred shook his head as the policeman
strolled up.

Yo 1n peace,” Le said.

- “"Dog,” said the policeman, his rough hand
descending on the begear's shoulder.  “ Thief
of a thicf, begone lest vou offend the nostrils
of this illustrious,”

With arms akimbo, he watclhied the man limp
avway, then he turned to Manfred,

“I1f I had seen this scum before, excellencer,
e sard fiercely, ““I should have relieved vour
presence of his company.” )

"1t 1s not important,” said Manfred con-
vehtionally.

The man walked by his side to the end of
the bridge, where they stood chatting ncar
the principal entrance to the cathedral.

“Your excellency is not of Cordova ™
the officer. '

"I am of Malaja,”
hesitation,

“I1 had a sister who married a fisherman of
Malaja,” confided the policeman.
~ Maunfred merely nodded. He was interested
in a party of tourists who were being shown
the glories of the Puerta del Perdomn.

One of the tourists detached himself from
the party and came towards them. He was
a man of middle height and strongly built.
There was a strange reserve in his air, and
a saturmine mmperturbability in his fuce.

g vou direct me to the Passco de la

¥

askedd

satd Manfred without

#iLI1
Gran Capitan?” he asked in bad Spanish.

"1 am going that way,” said Manfred
courteously. “If the senor would condescend
{o accompany me &

"I shall be grateful,” said the other.

I'hey raised their hats to the policeman—
Manfred with case, the other a little
awkwardly—and moved off.

They chatted a little on divers subjecis—
fue weather, the delightful character of the
Mosque Cathedral.

“You must come along and see Essloy,”
sald the tourist suddenly. He spoke in perfect
Spanash.

“Tell me about him,” said Manfred.
“ Between you, my dear Poiccart, you have
pryued my curiosity.”

“This 1s an important matter,” said
other carnestly. “Issley is a doclor in a
suburb of London. T have had him under
observation for some months. 1le has a =inall
practice—quite a little one, and he attends a
foew cases. Apparently e does no serious work
i his suburb, and his hisiory is a strange
e, : |

“He was a student at University College,
Loudon. and soon after getting his degree,
left with a youth named Black for Australia.
Black had been a liopeless failure, and had
been badly ploughed in his exams, but ihe
iwo were fast friends, which may account for
thetr going away together to try their luck
i a new country.  Neiwther of them had a
relation i the world.

“Arrtved in Melbourne. the two started off
np-country with some idea of making for the
new gold-chggings which were in full swing
ai that time. 1 don't know where the dig-
aings were: at any rate, it was three months
hefore Issley arrived—alone, his companion
having, it was reported, died on the road. This
report could not have been true, for Black
eventually  turned up after a  completo
disappearance,

“Jossley  does not scem o have staried
practizing for three or four vears. We can
trace his wanderings from mining camp to
mining camp, where he dug a little, gambloedd
a lot. and was generally known as Dr. 8.
probably an abbreviation of lssley., Not until
he reached Weoestern Anstralia did he attempi
io establish himself as a doctor. He had some
sorl of practice, not a very high-class one, it is
true, but certainly lucrative., He disappeared
from Coalgardie in 1900. He did not reappear
i England antil 1908."

{ he
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They had reached the Passeo by now. The
ttrects were better filled than they had been
when Manfred had followed th} bheggar.

“I've some rooms here,” said ‘.Lu*h ed.
“Come in and we will have some tea.’

Ho occupied a {lat over a jeweller's in the
Calle h‘rlﬂrtild. It was a well-furnished apart-
meint, anr] especially blessed in the matter
of light,” explained Manfred as he inserted
the key. He put a silver kettle on the electric

B i e e i i S e i S S e S e e T o o o = SRR SRS 4

“* CASHNAMES 7 CONTESTS.

We are informed that a Test Case under

stove, L ) , the New Act to determine the legality of
o I'he tabie 1s laid for two!?” questioned
olccart,

this type of competition may shortly come

before the Courts. Pending a decision in

that case we are suspending publication of
the “ Cashnames” Contests.

“1 often have visitors,” said Manfred with
a little smile. “Sometimes the begging pro-
fession becomes an intolerable bur iu m our
Leon, and he enters Cordova by rail, a most
respectable member of society, full of a de‘mf
for the luxury of life—and stories. Go on with
yours, Poiccart; I um intorested.”

The “ tourist” scated himself in a decp arn-
chair.

“Where was I7"” he asked. “Oh, yes, Dr. i e e e e i i S S S o T "R UL e S S S S S S
EEEJL‘Y disappeared from Coolgardie, and after - e e
an Jhtmm-m of cight years he reappeared | '
in London.”

“In any exceptional circumstances?” ’
“No, very orvdinarily. He seems to have -,

been taken up by the newest kind of "H.uu:rl' 1533

—that same conipanion whaose death had been

reported, but who was verv much alive,” | |
“Cresswell Black 7 asked Manfred, raising ',

his cyebrows,
Poiccart nodded.
“The same,” he said, At any rate, Issley |
thauks to what practice he conld steal from i
other practitioners 1 his own suburb—some- |
where 1n the neighbourhood of Forest Hill—
and what practice Napoleon's recommendation =

e A T e L
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gives him, seems to be fairlv well off. He hrst

13

attracted my attention
There came a tap at the door, and Manfred
raised his finger warmngly, He c¢rossed the
room and opened the door. The conecierge
«tood outside, eap 1in hand; behind him, and
a little way down the stairs, was a stranger—
-E.:hvlmniy an Englishman,
‘A senor to see your excellency,” said the
CONCINrEe,

“My house is at your disposal.” said
“\Iﬂ,nﬂml, addressing the stranger in """Ii‘lﬂﬂiﬁh
‘I am afraid I do not speak good Spanish,’

sard the man on tho .':-Ielllq

“Will you come up?” asked Manfred in
¥nglish.

The other mounied the stairs slowly. r

ANSWERS 1s the most *

I T W— ELH"HOUS OE all l‘:;fllﬂl'lll}*r PHPCI‘S?

E was a man of fifty, IHis hair was gicy - . . ‘
H and long. His eyebrows were thick “and containino so I]]J,I'ly intcerest- l
shaggy, and his underjaw stuck out and o '
gave his face an appearance which was shightly - . . , -
repulsive.  He wore a frock coat and carried 1No t]llllgg—llfthICS coverino l
a [i):uﬂ' soft wide-awake 1 his gloved hand. o o !_
He peered round the room from one to the i f . . E
aiker. such a variety of topics, as |
“My name,” he said, “is Essley. Isslev.

he repeated as though he derived some utma
faction [rom the repetition—*" Dy, Esslev.’

Maufred motioned him te a chair, but he
tehook his head.

“1'l stand,” he said harshly. “YWhen I have
bustness [ stand.”

He looked suspiciously at Pul-: cart.

“1 have private business,” he saiud pointedly.

“My friend has my complete contidence,™
gaid Manfred.

Essley nodded grudgingly.

“1 understand,” he said, “that ven are a
scientist and a man with considerable
knowledge of Spain.”

Manfred shrugeed his shoulders. In lis
present role he enjoyed some reputation as a
quasi-scientific literateur, and nnder the name
of “De la Monte” had published a book on
“Modern Crime.”

“Knowing this,” said the man, “I came
to Cordova, having other business also—but
that will keep.”

He looked round for a chair, and Manfred
offered one into which he szank, keeping his
back to the window.

“Mr. de la Monte,” said the doctor, leaning
forward with his hands on his knees and
speaking very dehimthI}?, “you have some
knowledge of crime.”

“I have written a book on the subject,” said
%Ianfred “which 18 not necessarily the same
thing.

well as stories by first-class
writers, pages of really funny

jokes, pictures, useful hints,

ctC. BLI}/ it 6"»’61"}/ ‘\-TCE‘[(-.
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very Friday 2d.

At all Newsagents and Bookstalls.

R e T ———

‘had that fear,” said the other bluntly. |
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“1 was also afraid that you might not speak
Iinglish.  Now 1 want to ask you a plain
grestion, and T want a plamm answer.”

“So far as I ean give you this, I shall be
most willing,” said Manfred.

The doctor twisted his face nervously, then:

“Have you ever heard of the Four Just
Men?”? he asked.

There was a little silence.

“Yes,” said Manfred calmly, “I have heard
of thenm.  Are there not only three now? Oune
vas killed, dou’t you remewmber?”

“Are they in Spain?”

The question was put sharply.

*“I have no exact knowledge,” said Manfred.
“Why do you ask ?”

“ Beeause " The doctor hesitated. O,
well, T am interested. It is said ithat they
unecarth villainy that the law does not punish;
thev—they kill—eh?”

His volee was sharper, his eyvelids narrowed
iill he peered from onc to the other through
slits,

“Such au orgauisation is known to exist,”
sard Manfred; “and one knows that they do
Lappen upon unpumshed crime—and punish.”

“Kven to—to killing¥”

“They even kill,” said Manfred gravely.

“And they go free!” The doctor leapt fo
Nis feet with 2 snarl and flung out his hands
i protest.  **They go freel All the laws of
all nations cannot trap them! A self-
appointed tribunal-—who are they to judge and
condemn?  Who gave them the right to sit
i judgment? There 1s a law, and if a man
chicats 1it——"*

He checked himself suddenly, shook lis
shoulders, and sank heavily 1uto the chair
Ao,

“So far as T can secure informalion upon
the subject,” he said roughly, **these men arc
no longer an active force; they are outlawed ;
thero are warrams for them in every country.”

Manfred nodded.

“That 1s very true,” he said gently; “ but
whether they are an active foree, time must
reveal.”

Dr. Essley twisted uncomfortably in lis
chair. It was evident that the information or
a-surance he expected to receive from this
cxpert i erime was not entively salisfactory
to him.

“And they are in Spain?” he asked.

“So ot s osaad.”

“They are not in France, they are not in
Ttaly, they are not in Russia, nor 1n Germany, ™
~aid the doctor resentfully. * They must be n
spain.”

lle brooded awhile 1 silence,

“Pardon we,” sard Poiceart, who had been
a silent listencr, “ but you seem very interested
i these men. Would 1t be offensive to you,
if I asked you to satisfy my curiosity as to
why vou should be auxious to discover their
“whereabouts v’

“Curiosity also,” said the other quickly. “1In
a sengse I am a modest student of crime, as
our friend De la Monte 1s.”

“An enthusiastic student,” Manfred
quictly.

“I hoped that you would be able to give me
some  help,” said I8ssley, unmindful of the
significant  emphasis  of  the other’s tones.
“Devoud the fact that they may be in Spain

which, after all, 15 conjectural—1 have learnt
nothing.”

“They may not ceven be in Spain,”” said
Manfred, as he accompanied lus visitor to the
door; “thev mway noi even be i existence;
vour fears may be entively groundless.”

The doctor wlhipped round, white to the lips.

“1ears?” he said, breathimg quickly.  * Did
von say fears?”

“T am sorev!”™ langhed Manfred easily.
“NMv Euglish is perhaps not good.”

“Why should 1 fear them?” demanded the
doctor agrressively,  “Why should 17 Your
words arve chosen very unwisely, sir. I have
nothing to fear from the Just Men—or from
any other source.”

He stood panting in the doorway hike a man
whe 15 suddenly deprived of breath.

With an effort he collected himself, hesi-
fated a moment, and then, with a stiff little
bow, left the room.

He weat down the sfairs, out to the street,
and turned into the Passeo.

There was a beggar at the corner who raised
a languid hand.

“Por dios-—" he whined.

said
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With an oath Iissley struck at the hand with
his canc, only to miss 1t, for tho beggar was
singularly quick, and, for all the discomforts
he was prepared to face, Gonsalez had no
desire to endure a hand seamed and wealed ;
those sensitive hauds of his were assets to
Gonsalez.

The doctor pursued a savage wayv to lis
Lotel.

Reaching s room, Lie locked the door and
threw himself into a chair to thunk., e cursed
his own follv; 1t was madness to have lost his
temper even before so insignificant a person
as a Spanish diletlante in science.

There was the first half of lus mission
finished—and 1t was a fatlure. He took from
the pocket of his overcoat, hanging belund the
door, a Spanish Bacdeker., 1le turned the
leaves till he came to a map of Cordova.
Attached to this was a smaller plan, evidently
made by somebody who knew the topography
of the place.

He had heavd of Dr. Cajalos first from a
Spanish anarchist he had met 1 some of his
curions nocturnal prowhngs in London. Under
the imfluence of good wine this bold fellow had
ivested the wizard of Cordova with something
approaching miraculous powers: he had also
sald things which had arousced the doctor's
mterest  to an extraordinary  degrece. A
correspondence had followed ; the visit was the
result.

Essley looked at hLits wateh., Tt was nearly
seven o'clock. e would dine, then go to his
room anud change.

He made a hasty toilel in the growing dark-
ness of the room—curiously cenougly, he did
not switch on the lhight —then he went to
dinner,

He had a table to himself, and buried lim-
self in an Englisli maguzine he had brought
with hunm. Now and again as he read he
would make notes i a hitle book which lay
on the table by the side of his plate. They
had no rcference to the article he read:; they
had little association with medical science. On
the whole they dealt with certain financial
aspects of a certain problem which came 1uto
his mind.

He finished his dinner, taking his coffec at
the table. Then he rose, put the little note-
book 1 lus pocker and the magazine under
his arvm, and made Jus wayv back to his room,
He turned on the light, pulled down the blinds,
and drew a hght dressing-table beneath the
lammp. He produced his notebook again, and
with the aid of a number of closely-written
sheets of paper taken from lhas valise, he com-
piled a hittle table. e was completely
cngrossed for a couple of hours.

As 1if some mmvisible and unheard alarum
clock warned him of his engagement he closed
the book, locked his memoranda in the valise,
and &trugﬁ-lod into his coat, With a soft felt

hat pulled down over his eyes, he left the
hotel, and without hesitation took tho path
which led down to the Calahorra Bridge. The

streets through which he passed were deserted,
but he had no hesitation, knowing well the
lawful character of these unprepossessing little
Spanwsh suburbs,

He plunged into a labyvrinth of narrow
streets—he had studied his plan to some pur-
pose—and only hesitated when he reached a
cul de sae which was more spacious than the
street from which 10 opened.  One oil lamp
at the farther end added rather to the gloom.

Tall windowless houses rose on either side.
Ilach was piereed by a door. On the left door
the doctor, after a moment’s hesitation,

kuocked twice.

Tustantly 1t opencd noisiessly.  He hesitated.

“Enter,” said a vowce o Spunmish,  “*The
senor need not fear,’
He stepped into the Dblack void, and the

door closed behind L.

“Come this wav.” said the voice.

In the piich darkness he could make out
the indistinet fignre of a lLittle man.

“The lantern went out,” said the voice,
with a chuckle.  “Doubtless Dlown out by the
spiries,’”’

He chuckled again.

“Spirits and devils abound,” he said.  “In
this patch of ground I have spoken with many
such. Pleasant enough and obedient, hut dis-
concerting to the stravger. Look”-—he stopped
EIIEI{II‘T]]}‘ and clutched the other ]}3‘ the arm—
“look ! he whispered. “That is the spirit
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of onue who died Ly poisen. He, he!" Hoa
gigelod horribly, and Essley felt a shiver run
down his spine. “A green devil!” the little
man went on—“and very sad,  T'las 1s the
way of green devils: they do not hop and
jumip as the others, but drag their feet and
sob great tears. Dios!” he muttered. “ Why
weep they when they died so easily 7

“In God’s name do not talk like that ! sarl
Kssley hoarselv,

“You must not be disturbed.” said the
other., They had come to the black bulk of
a house, and the doctor heard the furnble of
a key m the lock and the snick of it as 1t
turned. “Enter, my friend.”

The doctor stepped inside and surrept:-
tiously wiped the sweat from his forchead
The old man it a lamp, and Essley took
stock of him. He was very little; scarcels
more than four feet. He had a rough. white
beard and head as bald as an egg. His faco
and hands were both grimy, and his wholre
appearance bore evidence of his aversion to
waltcr.

A pair of black, twinkling eyes were sel
deep in his head, and the puckering linces
about them revealed hun as a man who found
humour in life.  This was Dr. Cajalos, o
famous man in Spuain, though he had no social
standing.

The room thev were in was vast and high.
It was furnished very poorly. On one big
table stood an unlidy retort, and there were

innumerable test-tubes. balances, scales, auwd
graduated measures 1n various stages ol

uncleanliness.

“Sit down,” said Cajalos. “We will talk
quietly, for I have in the next roomn a senora
of high quality to see me, touching a matter of
a lost affection.”

Issley took the chair offered to hun, and
the doctor seated himself on a high stool b
the table. A curious figure he made, with
his dangling little legs, his old, old face anl
his 5]:ining%mhl pate.

“I wrote to you on the subject of certain
occult demonstrations,” began the doctor, bui
the old man stopped him with a quick jJerk
of the hand.

“You eame to see me, senor, beecause of
a drug I have preparved,” he said—"a prepara
tion of physostymonine.”

Kssley sprang to lhas feet.

“1 -1 did not tell you so,” he stammered.

“The green devil told me.” said the othe:
seriously. “I have many talks with the foot-
draggers, and they speak very truly.”

“I thought——"

“Look,”. said the old man. e leapt down
from his high perch with agility. In the dark
corncr of one of the rooms were some boxes
to which he went. Essley heard a scuffling.
and by-and-by the old man came back holdirg
by the ears a wriggling rabbit.

With his disengaged hand he unstopperes
a little preen boitle on the table, Ho picked
a feather from the table, dipped the poim
gingerly into the bottle. Then very carefulls
he lightly touched the nose of the rabbit witl
the end of the feather, so Lightly ndeed thai
the feather hardly brushed the muzzle of the
animal. Instantly, with no struggle, the rabbit
went as limp as though the life essence had
been withdrawn from the bodv. (ajalos re-
placed the stopper and thrust the feather mio
a little charcoal fire that burut dully in the
contre of the room.

“ Physostymonine,”
my preparation.’”

He laid the dead animal on
the fect of the other.

“Senor,” he said proudly, “von shall take
that ammmal and examime 1t vou shall submit
it to tests bevond patience. Yet yvou shall not
discover the alkaloid that lalled it

“That 18 not so,” said Ksslev, “for there
will be a conlraction of the pupil, whichh 1+
an invariable sign.”

“Search also for that,” old
trinmphantly.

IEsslev made the superficial 1eals,
not even this im'uriu[}le S1Ern.

A dark figure pressed close to the wall out-
side, listening. e was standing by the
shuttered window., Hoe held to his ear a litile
chonite tube with a microphonie receiver, and
the rubber which covered the bell-like end waz
pressed against the shutter.

For half an hour he stood

he said brieflv; “but

the floor ar

sald the it

There was

thus, alinost
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maotionlesz, then ne withdrew silently and dis-
appearcd 1into the shadows of the orange grove
that groew i the centre of the Jong garden.

Ag he did =0 the door of the house opened,
and, with lantern i hand, Cajalos shovwed lus
visitor into the streef.

“The deovils are greener fthan  ever,”
chuckled the old man. ‘' Hey, there will he
happenings, my brother!”

Essley said nothing.,  IHe wanted to be in
the street again. He stood guivering with
nervous impatience as the old man unfastened
the heavy door, and when it swung open, he
almost leapt mio the street ontside,

“Good-bve!” he saud.

Yo with God,” sanl
door closed noisclessly,

the old man, and the

RECORD OF DEATH.
RESSWELL BILACK wa< a name to conjure
C with in certaim cireles,  In others it was
never menftoned.  The hnancial lerds of
ihe City, the Farines, the Wertheiners, the
Neott; Teasons, had no official Lknowledge of Lis
existence.

They read ol (‘resswell Black in their grave

way, because: there were days when he
dominated the financial cohwmns,  They read
of his maghty stock deals, of lus Argentine
olectriec deal, Lis vabber flotations, and his

Canadian copper 1nines, They read about
him, neither approving mnor disapproving.
’lheg regarded him with the dispassionate
interest that a rallway engie has for a motor-
car.

Blﬂ.(‘*—k cae to Hld ['.‘if}' of London one after-
noon to attend a board of directors’ meecting.
He had been out of town for a few days,
recrutting o advauce. as he mformed the
bhoard with a touch of facetiousness, for the
struggle that awalted him.

He was a man of mddle height, broad of
shoulder.  1lis face was thin and lank, lus
complexion sallow, with a curions wunform
vellowness. If you saw Cresswell Black once
vou would never forget him.  Not only
hecause of that vellow face of lus, that straight
black bar of cyebrow and the thin-hipped
mouth, but the very personality of the man
impressed itself indelibly on the mind of {he
observer

Hiz manner was quick, almost abrupt; his
replies brusque. .\ sense of finality marked
his decisions. 7 the financial lords knew himn
not, there were thonsands that did.  His name
was a houschold word in England. There
was Lhardly a nuddle-cluss faml]} that did not
hold his stack. The little ““street punters”
hung on lus word; his issues were subseribed
for twico over. And he had established him-
self in five vears. Unknown before that time,
he had risen to the dizziest heights i that
short space of time.

Punctual to the minute, lie entered ihe
hoard-room of the suite of ollices he occupied
m Mooreate Street.

The weeting had threatened fo be a stormy
one.  Again an amalgamation was in the ai,
and again the head of one group of iron-
masters—1t was an iron combiue he was form-
ing—had stood against the threats and
blandishineuts of Black and cunssaries.

“The others are weakenmg,” said Fanks.
“You promised us that yon would put Sand-
ford straight.”

“1 will keep sanl  Black
shortly.

“Widdison stood out, but he died,” con-
tinued Fanks. *““We can t. expect l‘fmulvnu,
to_help us all the time.’

Black's eyebrows lowered.

“1 do not like jests of that kind,” he said.
“"Sandford 1s an obstinate man, a proud man;
he unmls delicato handling. Leave him to
me.’

The meeling adjourned lamely enough, and

my  prouuse,’’

Black was leaving the room when Janks
beckone:d to him.

“By ithe wapy,” he said. “I met a man
?Estmday 'ﬁhn knew vour frend, Dr. Essley,

in Austm]m

“Indeed *”’

Cresswell Black’s face was cxpressionless.

“¥Yes, he knew lum in his very earvly days.
He was asking me where he could find him.”

The other shrugged his shoulders,

“Essley is abroad, I think., You Jdon't like
him1”

Angustus Fanks shook his head.

“T don’t like doetors who come to see me
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i the middle of the night, who @re never to
be found when they ave wanted, and ave
always Jaunting off to 1]1{: Continent.”
“Ile 15 a busy man,” excosed Black., DBy

the way, where s your friend staving "

“Tt 1sn’t a friend—he’s a sort of pm-[}utm,
naiwe of Weld, who has come to London with
a mining proposition. e 15 staying at
Verlet’s Temperance Hotel in Bloomshury,’

1 uali tell Isslev when he returns”
Black, nodding his head.

He returned to his privaie ollice 1 a
thonghtful mood. All was not well with Cress-
well Black, Reputed a millionaire, he was 1n
the position of mwany a financier who counts
his wealth m paper. 1le bhad got =o far,
clinbing on the 5]1&1;1(‘1\\'5. The substance was
still bevond his reach. ITe had organised
successful organisations, but the cosi Liad been
Lhieavy., Millions had flowed through his hand,
but precions htile had stuck.

He was in the niadst of an unpleasant veverie
when a tap on the door avouscd hin. 1t
opened to admit Fanks.

e frowned at the intruder,
D l”tll up a chaiv and sat down,

“Look here, Black,” he said,
say qnnwrhmg 1o l.nn

“Say it quickly.”
Fanks took a cigar from lhis pockel and lit

*You've Lhad a marvellous carcer,” he said,
“1 remember when you started with a little
bucket-shop 1n Copthall House—well, we won't
call it a bucket-shop,” he said hastily as he
saw the anger rising in Black’s face—" outside-
broker’s You had a mug—I mean, al
inex perienced partuer who found the money.”

i 1_,"!('5 23

“He died unexpeetedly, didn't he?”

“I believe he did,” %uld Black abrupily.

“Providence again, sald  1'anks slowly.
“T'hen you got the u.Im]u of the busimess. You
took over the flotation of a rubber company,

and 1t pauncd out, Well, after that you
ﬂm:[ed a tin mine or mnwiluu-* There was a
dealh there, wasn't there?”

‘T believe there was—one
I Em'gﬁt his name.”

Fanks nodded,

“He could have stopped the flotation: he
was threatening to resigu and expose some
methods of yours,’

“He was a very headslrong man.’

“And he died.”

“Yes'—a pause—*" he died.”

Fanks leoked at the man who sat opposiie
to him.

“Dr. lussley aitvn:lnd him.’

“T believe he did.’

“Yeobt still he died.”

Black leant over the desk,

“What do you mean?"” he azked.

“Nothing ; except that Providence 11.'u~ heon
of some assistance to you,” said Fanks, *The
li"‘f*ﬂll{l "]'f "'nt'li“ SUCCeSS ]""! ad ]E{‘Dtd H'{ l._h,‘dth,

hf.lltl

but the other

“1 want to

1t.

of the directors.

yvou sent Iksslev to see me onee.”
“You were 1ll.” |
“T was,” said Fanks nm]v. “and T was

also hﬂuhlmg ou a litile ‘11'13 Hicked the
ash from Iis cigar to the carpet. " Black, I'm
poing to resign all my directorships on your

companies,”’

The other man laughed nnpleasantly.

“You can Jaugh; but il 1s0’t healthy, Black,
I've no use for money that is bought at too
heavy a price.”

“My dear man,
Cresswell Black;
oxtraordinary suspicions are shared by
body else?”

Fanks shook lis head.

“Not at present,” he said.

They looked at one another
of half a minute,

“I want to clear right out,” Fauks con-
tinned.  *“T reckon my lmhhug-, are worth
£150,000. You can buy them.”

“You amaze me,” said Black harshly.

e opened a drawer of his desk and took
out a little green bottle and a fr}ather.

“Poor Essley.” he smiled, ‘‘wandering
about Spain secking the secrets of Moorish
erfumery. He would go off 511% head if he

:new what yon thought of him.”

“I'd sooner he went off his head than that
I should go off the earth,” said Fanks stolidly.
“What have you got there?”

Black unstoppered the bottle and dipped
in the feather,

vau can  resign,’” said
"‘hut might I ask if your
any-

for the space
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He withdrew it avd neld io elose to iiis nose.

“What 1s 187 asked Fanks curiously,

For answer Black held up the feather for
the man to smell,

“1 can smell nothing,” said Fanks.

Tilting the tip quickly downwards, Black
drew it acrosz the hips of the other.

“Here——"" cried Fanks, and went limply te
the ground,

Dr. Essley was in his sindy, making a very
careful microscopic examination. The room
was i darkness, save for rhe light which came
from a pmu:-il'ul electrie lamp directed on to

the reflector of the instrument. Wihat he
found on the slide was evidently satis-
factory, for by aud by lie removed the strip

of glass, threw it iuto the fire, and turned on
the hghts,

He took up a paper from the table and
1ead 1t
One item of news iuterested him. It was
an account of the sudden death of My
Aungustus Fanks, a well-known  company
divecior.
*The nlmt'aml gentleman,”  ran the
account, “was engaged with Mr., Cresswell

Black, 1he famous financier, discussing the
detatls of the new Iron Amalgamation, when

he suddenly collapsed, and before medical
assistance could be procured, expired.
Death was due, it 13 belicved, to heart
failure

There wonld be no inqguest, as Essley knew,
for Fanks had, m truth, a weak heart, and
had been under the care of a speeialist, who,
since his speclality was hc.tui trouble,  dis-
covered syviptoms of the discase on  the
shehtest pretext.

So that was the end of Fauks, The docior

nodded slowlyv.,  Yes, that was the end of
him, And now?
He took a letter from hLis pocket. Tt was

addressed to him in the round, sprawling

caligraphy of Sandford.

gsslev had met him in the carly dayvs when
Sandford was on friendly terms with Black.
e had been recommended to the ironmaster
by the hnancicr, and had treated him for
divers 1lls whenever the northerner had come
to London. *“My London dector,” old Sand-
ford had called him. The ironmaster was
staving in Loudon aud had written to him,

‘Though T am not seeing eyve to eve with
anr friend Black,” he wrote, “and we ave
for the moment at daggers drawn, I trnsi
ihat this will nov affect our relationships,
the more so since I wish you to see my
daughter who is staying with me.”

Fdith Sandford was the apple of the old
man's eye.  Esslev remembered having scen
hev onee—a tall girl, with eyes that danced
with laughter and a complexion of milk and
rOSOS,

ITe put the letter in his pocket, went into
lis hlt e surgery, and locked the door. When
he came ount he wore his_long overcoat and
carried a little satchel, He had just time to
catch a train for the City, and at eleven
o'clock he found himeself in the ironmaster’s
private sitting-room at the Grand South
(CCentral Hotel. i

(Continued overleaf.)
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“You are a weird man, doctor,” said the
iroumaster with a smile, as he greeted his
visttor, ‘Do you visit most of your patients
Le night?”

“Ay arvistocratic patients,” said the other
conlly.

“A bad job about
ironmaster, *“He an
together the other night.
that he met a man who knew
Anstralia 9”7

A shadow of annovance passed over the
other's face.

““Let us talk about your daughter,” he said
brusgquely,  *“ What is the matter with her?”

The ironmaster smiled sheepishly.

“Nothing, I hope. Yet you know, Essley.
she 13 my only child, and I sometimes imagine
sho ia looking ill. My doctor in Newcastle
tells me that there is nothing wrong with her.”

“I see,” sauid Essley. ** Where 18 she?”

“She is at the theatre,” confessed the father.
“You must think I am an awful fool to brin
vou up to town to discuss the health of a gir
who 1s at the theatre.”

“Aost fathers are fools,” said the other.
“1 will wait till she comes in.” He strolled
to the window and looked out on the
Feilliantly illuminated street.

“Why have vou quarrelled with DBlack?”
lie asked suddenly.

The older man frowned.

“ Business,” le esaid shortly. “He is push-
ing me into a corner. 1 helped him four years
ago—"’

“He helped
lI’."ll'"'T'l}T.

“*But not so much as I helped him,” said
ttie other obstinately. “I gave him lLis chance.
He floated my company, and I profited, but
he profited more, The business has now grown
to sneh vast proportions that it will not pay
e to come in. Nothing will alter my deter-
vuitihiation.”

“1 see.” Essley whistled a litlle tune as he
walked again to the window.

~uch a man as this must be broken, he
thought., DBroken! And there was ouly one

Eﬂﬂr Fanks,” said the
I were only dining
Did ho tell you
you 1n

you, too,” interrupted the
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way. That daughter of his. He could do
nothing to-night. That was evident—nothing.

“T do mot think I will wait for your
daughter,” he =aid. “Perhaps 1 will ecall in
to-morrow evening.”

“I am so sorry

But the doctor silenced him.

“There is no need to be sorry,” he said
with acerbity. “You will find my visit
charged for in my iL”

The 1ronmaster laughed as he saw him to
the door.

“You are almost as good a financier as
vour friend,” he said.

“Almost,” said the doctor dryly.

¥

THE JUST MEN'S WARNING.

SSLEY went straight to the nearest call-
office and rang up astemperance hotel in
Bloomsbury.

Ile had reasons for wizshing to meel that
Mr., Weld who knew him in Australia.

He had no difficulty in getting the message
through. Mr. Weld was 13 the hotel. He
waited whilst the attendant found him. By
aud by a voice spoke.

“1I am Weld. Do you want me?”

“Yes, my name is Cole. 1 knew you 1mn
Australia. T have a message for you from a
mittual friend. Can you see me to-night?”

“Yes, where?”

Dr. Iissley had already decided the place of
mecting.

“Qutside the main entrance of the British
Muaseum,” he said.  **'There are few people
about there at this time of night, and I am
lese likely to miss yvou.”

There was a pause al the other end of the
wire.

“Very good,” said the voice.
of an hour?”

“That will suit me admirably. Good-bye!”

He hung up the receiver. Leaving his
satchel at the cloak-room at Charing Cross
Station, he set out to walk to Great Russell
Street. e would take no ecab, 'There should
be no evidence of that description. Black
would not like it. He smiled at the thought.

Great Russell Street was deserted save for
a constant stream of taxi-eabs passing and
repassing, and an occasional pedestrian, He
found his man waiting. Rather tall, and
slight, with an intellectual, refined face.

“Dr. Essley ?” he asked, coming forward as
the olthier halted.

“My name is Cole” Essley said harshly.
“What made vou think I was Essley "

“Your voice,” said the other calmly. “ After
all, it does not matter what you call yourself.
I want to see vou.”

“And I vou,” said Issley. They walked
along side by side until they came to a side
street.

“What do vou want of me?"” asked the
doctor.

The other Jaughed.

“T wanted to sce vou—vou are not a bit like
the Iissley I knew. He was slighter and had
not your colouring, and 1 was always under
the impression that the Essley who went up
into the bush died.”

“It is possible,” said Essley in an absent
way. He wanted to gain tune. The street
was empty. A little way down there was a
gatoway in which a man might lie unobserved
until a policeman came.

In his pocket he had an i1mpregnated
feather carefully wrapped up in lint and eiled
silk. He drew it from his pocket furtively,
and, with his hands behind him, he siripped
it of 1ts covering.

“In fact, Dr. Essley,” the man was saying,
“IT am under the impression that you are
an impostor.”

Hssley faced him.

“You think too much,” he said in a low
“and, affer all, I do not recognise
you, Turn your face to the light.”

The young man obeyed. It was the moment.
Quick as thought Essley raised the feather.

A hand of steel gripped his wrist. As if
from the ground ftwo other men had appeared.
Something soft was thrust into his face. A
gickly aroma overpowered him. He struggled
madly, but the odds were too many, and then
a shrill police-whistle sounded, and he dropped
to the ground.

He awoke to find a policeman bending over

him. Instinetively he put his hand to his
head.

“In a quarter

reached his home.
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“IMurt, sir?” asked the man.
Ci Nniﬂ'l
Ho struggled to his feet
unsteadily.
“Did you capture the men?” _
“No, sir; they got away. 1 just spotted
them as they downed t;nu, but, bless your

heart, they seemed to be swallowed up by
the earth.”

Issley looked around for the feather. It had
disappeared. With some reluctance he gave
his name and address to the constable, who
called a taxi-cab.

and stood

“You're sure you've lost nothing, sir?”
asked the man,
“Nothing,” said Essley testily. * Nothing.

Look here, constable, do wnot report this.”
Ile slipped a sovereign into the man’s hand.
“I do not wish this matter to get into the
papers.”’

“*Very good, sir,” said the man, “but T
shall have to mention it. You see, I blew
my whistle, and my mato will report it even
if I didn’t.”

He

With that Essley had to be content.
drove home to Forest Hill, thinking, thinking.
inm were these three? What object had
they ?

He no necarcr the solution when he
He unlocked the door
and let himself in. There was nobody in the

house but himself and the old woman upstairs.

His comings and goings were so erratic that
Lhe had organised a systemm which allowed
him the most perfect freedom of movement.

There must be an end to Dr. Essley, he
decided. Iissley must disappear from
London. He need not warn Black—Black
would know,

He would settle the business of the iron-
master and his daughter, and then—there
would be a finish.

He unlocked his study, entered, and switched
on the lights.

There was a lelter on his writing-table, a
letter enclosed in a thin grey envelope. He
picked it up and examined it. It had been
delivered by a messenger, and bore his name,
written in a firm hand.

" II!:a looked at the writing-table and staried
rack,

The letter had been in the room
and blotted on the pad!

There was no doubt at all about it. The
Llotting-paper had been placed there fresh
that day, and the reverse of the bold hand-
writing on the envelope was plain to sec.

He looked at the envelope again.

It could pot have been a patient; he had
none, The practice was a blind., Besides, the
door had been locked and he alone had the
key. He tore the envelope open and took
out the contents, [t was a half-sheet of note-
paper. The three lines of writing ran:

“You escaped to-night and have only
forty-eight hours to prepare yourself for the
fate which awaits you.

“THE Just MEN.”

Wis

writlen

IIe sank into his chair, crushed by the

knowledge.
They were the Just Men—and lie had
He buried his face in his

escaped them.

The Just Men!
hands and tried to think, Iortv-eight hours
tlmf* gave hin. Much could be done in forty-
eight hours. The terror of death was upon
himi who had, without qualm or remorse, sent
so many on the long journev.

He clutched at his throat and glared round
the room. Essley the poisoner—the expert,
a specialist in death. The man who had
revived the lost art of the Medicis, and had
hoodwinked the lJaw. Forty-eight hours. Well,
he could settle the business of the ironmaster.
That was necessary to Black.

He began to make feverish preparations
for the future. There were no papers to
destrov. He went into the surgery and
emptied three bottles down the sink. The
fourth he would want. The fourth had been
useful to Black. A little green bottle with
a glass stopper. Ho slipped it into his pocket.

He let the tap run to wash away -a-.[If trace
of the drug he had spilt. The bottles he
smashed and threw into a4 waste bin.

He went upstairs to his room, but lie eould
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not sleep. He locked his door and put a
chatr aguinst it. YWith a revolver in his hand,
he searched the cupboard aud beneath the
bed, He placed the revolver under his pillow
and tried to sleep.

Nund muuung found him haggard and ill,
but none the less he wade his toilet with
cuslomary care.

Punctually at noon Lic presented himself at
the ironmasier’s hotel, and was shown 1nto the
g1t ILE-I 00N,

The girl was alone when he enterved. IHe
noted with approval that she was very beauti-

ful.  That Edith Saundford did not like him,
he knew by instinet. Ile saw the cloud come
to her preity face as he came into her

presence, and was :unusml in his cold way.

* My father is nut * she sand.
" Thul; is good,’ said Esslvy, “for now we
van talk.’

He scated himself without invitation.

“I thiuk it is only right io tell you, Dr.
ssley, that my Ltthﬂ s fears regarding me
are quite groundless.”

At that moment the ironmaster came 1
awd shook hands warmly with the doctor.

“Well, how do you think she looks?” le
asked.

“Looks tell you nothing,” smid the eother.
It was not the moment for the feather. He
had other things to deo, and the feather was
not the way., He chatted with ithe two for
a while, and then rvose. I will zend you
<some medicine,” he said as he rose.

She pulled a wry fTace,

“Cuan you come to dinner i asked Sand-
ford. ‘ | _
Essley considered.  1That would give him a

chance,

“Yes,” he <ard, “1 will come.”

He took a cab io =ome chambers near the
Thantes Embankment.,  He Lhad a most useful
room thore.

™ - - - L] L] L ]

Mr.

appointment  with
the final aterview

mandford  had  an
(‘resswell Bluck., It was
Lefore 1||| hreak.

rlli‘ L ll"l. wis Dusy with romonrs,
llﬂ.{l golne ihe lﬂlllul‘r—.iH was ol ".‘l.l_‘“ "l'L'iT.I]
the hnancter; the amalgamation on which
so much depended had not gone through.

A whisper

Black =at at his desk thar  afternoon,
iwiddling a paper-kuifv. He was more sallow
than n-ual; the hawd that held the knile
twitehed nervousiy,

“Esslev will have to wo.” Lhe muttered,
*He 1= too dapgerons—far too l!:idlgt'l‘tiiii. He
has outlived s uvscefulness, and a man who
ontlives las --a-TFH[IIr--;-', i-: El]t'l'i,lll_"l-' tlu;nlf?

He looked at hLis wateh, It was fime
Sandford came,  He poshed a bell by the
:-silli'!' Al s sk, and 2 lI'rlL rll"[""'ﬂi'i‘i]i

“Tlas My, sandford ﬂ.'l.‘il‘l.lf.]"’ he asked.

“He bhas Just como 1, sl satd the man,

“Show Luan ™

The two men exchanged formal grectings,

and Black pointed to a chalr,

“Rit down, Sandferd,”  he said  eurtly.
Y Now r_=1m;tl*,: how do we stand?”
“Where we  did,™ :.aunJ the 1roomaster

1|h-*nmi]muuamgh
‘You will not ecome mmto my scheme?”

“T will not,” said the other.

Mpr. Cresswell Black tapped the desk with
his knife. and Sandford ]l,:,_,_-,kml at him. He
scemed older than when Saundford had Jast
seen him. His yellow face was seamed and
lined.

“Jt means ruin for me,” lie said suddenly,

“I have more creditors than I can count.
If the wmalgamation went through 1 should
be estaliished.”

HThat 15 your fault,” said the other, “You

have taken on too big a joh—more than that,
you have taken too much for granted.”

The man at the desk looked up from under
his straight brows.

“It is all very well for vou to sit there
and tell e what I ghould de,” he said, and
the shakiness of his voice told the other some-
thing of the passion he concealed. “1-do not
want advice or homily—I want money. (Comeo
into my scheme and amalgamate, or &

“Ort” repeated the ironmaster defiantly.
“Do you think T am afraid of threats?”

“I do not threaten you,” said Black sullenly.
“1 warn you—you are risking more than you
know,”

“T'll take the rizk,” szaid Sandford. He
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got up on hiz [feet, “Have you anything
more to say?”

*Nothing.”

“Then I'l Lid you good-Lye.”

The door closed with a slam belind hLim,
and Black leapt wp, his face working con-
vulsively.

* Iussley shall do his best job!” he vowed.
There was no more work for him to do.
He drove back to the handsome flat e
occupied in Victoria Street and let himself in.
“There 1s 4 gentleman waiting to see you,

sir,” said his man, who came hurrying to help
him out of his coat.
“What sort of a man?”
"1 don’t know exactly, sir, but I have gol

i

a fur-hn" that he is a deteclive.
‘“A detwtnﬂ“

He found his hands trembling and cursed
his folly, He stood uncertainly i the eentre
of the hall. Tu a minute he had mastered his
fears and turned the handle of the door.

A man rose to meet hun.

He had a {feeling that he had iuet him
hefore. 1t was one of those impressions it
15 so difficult to explain

“ You wanted to see me?”’ he asked.
“Yes, sir,” said the man, a note of
deferenee in his voice. “1 have called to

make a few inquiries.’

[t was on the tip of Black's tongue to ask
him whether he was a police- niﬁcr-r but some-
how he had mnot the courage to frame the
words.

The clfort was unnecessary, as 1t proved,
for the next words of the man explained his
crrand.

“1 have been engaged,” he said,
of s=olicitors to LIIELUTLI- the
Dr. Essley.”

Black Jooked hard at hLim.

“Theve ought fo be no diffienlty,”™

“by a hi1m
H]tLll*;LlH]llt“ of

ln‘- said,

“in that. 'The doctor’s name is in the
directory.”

“That 1s =0, said the man, “and yet 1
have had the greatest difficulty in runming
him to carth, As a watier of fact,” explained

"1 was wrong when T said T wanied
It 1s lus sdentity

T]H_‘ Pt 8]l
tao discover his whereabongts.
I wish o estabhish.”

“1 da not follow you,™ Enia.l Black.
“Well,”  said the mwan, I don't know
exactly how to put it. If vou know Dr. Fssley,
vou ulll recall the fact that he was for somec
vears 1 Australia ?”
“That is true,” said Black. “He
went out together.”
“And you were there some years, siv?”
“Yes, we were there for o ninber of vears,
though we were not together all the time.”
“1 see,” said the man. ~“You eame home
ln:mgt*’[]mr, 1 believe ¥
*No,” replied the other sharply. “We
cate at -h erent periods,”
*Have you scen hun recently 77
“No. I have never seen him, although 1
have frequently written to him on various
matters.”  Dlack was trying hard not to lose
his patience. 1t would not do for this mar
lm sce how much the questions were irritating
1)1,
The man jotted down something in his note-
book. closed it, and put it in his pocket.
' he

“Would you be surprised to Jearn,’
asked quictly, “that the real Dr. Essley who
went out with you to Australia died there?”

Black’s tingers caught the edge of the table,
and he steadied himself.

“I did not know that,” he said.

and 1

“Is that

all you have to ask?” '
“Y think that will do, sir,” said the
- deteclive,

“Can I u:.lc vouu on whose Dbehalf vou are
inaoiring 1 dumnnded Black.

“That I am not at liberty to tell.”

After the detective had gone, Black paced
the apartment deep in thought. Assuredly
Esslev muzt go.

He took down from ihe shell a Conlinental

Baedeker and worked out with a  pencil
and paper a line of retivement. It might
well be that Cresswell Black would have to

it waz best to be prepared.
The refusal of Sandford
him was the c<¢rowning

g, {00, 1t a0,
His 'game was up.
to negotiate  with
calamity.

He crossed the room {o the safe which stood
in the corner. and opened it. In the insudo
drawer were three flat packets of notes. lle
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picked them out and laid them on the table.
They were notes of the Bank of France, each
for a thousand fraucs,

It would be well to take no risks.
themn in the inside pocket of his coat. If all
things failed, they were the way to freedom.

As for Essley—he smiled. He must go, any-
way.
C‘HE leit Lis fat and drove castwards to the
ity.

Aud as he

NVE R T

He put

weut, two men followed him,
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| ' ESELEY’E SEGHET v
T wai a pgay littlo party’ that assembled at
the Greast’ Sourth L{ulml [Totel . .Edith .

~Sandford had-iuvited a
Mr. Saudford had -
partner of.one of
business 1.\1tlz

Essley was in his workaday ‘elothes.
did not occasion any su lll,l!*-t because _he had
never ~beell *kngwn® to wear the tmn'[rntimml
garh of tiw Lngh*—-hm.m at-cdine

gicl friend, and
bronght bLack the janior
the City houses he cid

Lot that

i wis obviously  illcat-case nlni Nnervous,
The s.u:_.t::nml wivrning of the Just Men had
avrived that t.*x't_-n[ng as mwysteriously as had
the first. |

“Sit down, Eeaslev.™ sard Saudford.

There was o vacant chatr hetween the con-
master ~and s dawviehter, and into ths the
[{E.!It"_h]l"{Il‘l'ltpvf'f._ ey _ ., ~ u

s dand shook as he took up his sonp-
"‘]"UG’“ w Y o : O | - : "

He pal the spoon :Iuﬁl. 'J'..'.,'Elil] atid mef:-]ﬂu-{l
Briss govviette. i X

A detice dropped out. Hu ]mr W hmnv mm
“I_IEL‘]‘{II}EH now, and, crushied the letter ity
s pocket: hnimnr attempiing to read at.

JPromr thedi on, that 'lotter in | his pocket
shsessed lils every thought. A letier that lo
toiithed secretly from itnme to time {o make

certain that 1t was still therve,  One halk of
his brain was engaced 1 Lthis occupation, the
other half concerncd :itself with a glass, It
vas & bright unu_*z:luq'- on his lefi and on the

givl’s lII_.',‘rhf She "would  drink champagne
from this Iator. That was an  nmporvtant
matter.  She avould deink champagne from

i, and go shdmy tothe floor'like a marionette
ficure when the stvings were cul.  If he ecnld
—but he was losing his nerve. '

A week ago there 'would have been no
difficulty : he would have taken the bold stop

Now he fearcd. 1veey movement, ho felt, was
watched. That war the awfulness of it. ” Any
ono of these suave walters, wloving silently

feom giest 1o IIH;:;]H by ope uf tha Just

Alen.
hee plass, ~'Then hie had the conscionsness that
every eve was lived on hiw, -
It was neavly time; he saw one of
watters tu 1stineg Hw wires from

R b e e — e —————————— . —

guest,

I e
the

“Onece lres strotehed ont his hand to take
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chiampagne boliles. The table was In a roar
al some sally made sby the junior. parimer.
The waiters werc hmﬁ;-rmg ‘about the man

withe the bottle. 7 - *

In "o second the bottle of green fluid was
on Jssley’s lap—uncorked. HMe spilt a litile
on the eorner of his servietle, 1L-Iuppultd ‘the
bottle, axdd slipped it into dis pocket.
took the glass onto his lap. T uu:v e wiped
the drinkmg odge of it with the dawp napkiil.
ITe replaced tlm rlass unncticed.

Now it was done he felt better,
back in his c¢hair, his hands thrust deep into
his trousers’ pockets. It was an 1nelegant
attitude, but he derived a sonse of comtfort

“Fsslev! Wake up. omy  dear  fellow 1V
Sandford was talking to him, and he roused
humsolt utih a stavt, My friend here was

rude enougih fo comment on your haar,”

“1h v Bssley put s hand 1:.: s head.

“Oh, it's all Fight, and it isn't :llqmmnwu[
but vou're a ‘ml,x voung man to have wille
haie” |

' \“'{ £ 22 o

He {lll.l. net forther the disenz<ion,

The waiter filled the glasses. Fiest, the
vl s, i.wn hris ]

e varsed s own wiihh uneoneern and
drank it off. Tle saw the voung girl's ahm

witite fingers close lmmul the stem of the
saw  her half-raise it, still looking
paviner.

Exsslev pueshed his chair a Httle to one
as the glass reached her lips, - She drank,
mucis, h.tl cnough. |

The doetor held has breath.
the glazs, sl {alking with the
life.

Fssley eonuted the *-«Eu"ﬂ. seceonds.

f'_'.': ik,
to her

-"“-i.{]{.'
not

She
mat

replaced
o hier

sixty—ua handred. - oblivieus to the fact that
Sandford was talking H:- Lin.
The drug had failed ! -

§ BITE
He found tha bottle again. - With, a finder
iu removed the stopper and broggaot 1t ont.

“Whar 1s that over iherve?” he asked sud-
denly,  FEvery ove was divected to the corner
of the rvom to which “he ‘pointed.  Quickly
]y nnumltnl 1he contenls lh.,t] H!.P Er11] “ frl,]ﬁ'ﬂ

“1° s=eo nothmg. What is 1?7  asked
Sandford. .

— - - = —

Sl
Al l |

The light from Blake’s torch revealed the figure nt a dead man stretched acros:;
‘the bed. And then a sound drew his attention and he saw a dark form e¢limbing

through the window,

With a bound he leapt across the room, hot upon the

— ) B murderer’s trail.

'
a

This dramatic mmdcnt is taken fmm the arly chapters of a brilhant

detective story entitled THE VANISHED MILLION.

It 1s a novel of

bafﬂmg mystery and tense excitement, and 1 IS now on sale In Nn. 467 of

The SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY, price 4d.

at all Newsagents.

e

He leant

e counted

doctor searciied furtively i lus pocket.

.‘-""Hlll[‘l-' began thetr scarch:

ApPears
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Nothing—nothing, I am afraid I have
been overworking.” . ;
In two minttes he was normal. Laughing
awkwardly over his‘own. folly, he refused to
leave. ; tial &
Agmu lie w nlchr-d and t!..;uiu.i hul tLis tine
lic ‘took parte.in ‘the conversation. Somobody’
pmpm{-nl the health of the host. 1t was w
10sting toast, -but every glass xunt up. The
agirl's with the rest. - :
‘Nothing ]mppenm]
Swo Smintites - woent
not have-lost its
into his. pocket
took 1t out .
“Iixcense me,”’ he satd gruffy as he tore
open the letter; 51 fulf"ﬂt io read this.”
He tock out o half-shect of notepaper.
He smoothicd it carvefully and vead 1.

Yo will save yourself trouble if voen
know “that we "have replaced the poizon of
Dy, Cajalos with waltce.

pa=t. The Idrug' condd
poteney,  Ile put his hand
and touclhied the letter. He

l HE J UST "\!1-,._.

- : i - ML e T

T left the table  hurr wdh umI W .-
Dlundering blindly from the reonm., i

In tho corridor of the ]:lDttl he came

Iiis hasie -illl-ﬂ colliston wiih man, 1t wa-
the ian who had ealled upon H mh ”hl... after-
NON. i s

" }‘.Rc'nsan me,” sawd the man, (IH]HII“‘ bits
arm, - “1 am Detective- serpeant Kay, Trou
Scotland  Yard, aud shall take H’Jll 10
ciistody. ™ et
At the hivst hiot of danger the Jdoctor drew
back.  Suddenly his [fist ‘nllul' out and ecaught
the ollicer nuder the Mu It v as-n LLP}Fi«ﬁ{
blow, and the detective Wis ul spwpmml 111:
wont down like a luﬂ‘

The corridor was emply.: La-mlnf: the man

npon the floor, the foagitive .sped into sthe
lobby, e was hatless, but Lie shaded liis
face “with his hand., aml pussed lllmugh the
throng 1 the veztibule mif:.r the opeu air.
[Te signalled a taxi. _ -
“To New "Cross Station,™ e hh-:] i

He dismissed the deiver at the
tcok a ticker” tr.h' I.uhnilm':']hidq: The iratn
came 1 as e .uhul' thes platform. = He
fﬁmld an cmpty 11 st-class l‘._eii]'ltl}.!,'” auLl L‘lltﬂuti
1l

As the tramn moved out a mau came racing
down the stairs: He leapt on the footboard as
the trane moved | T et

In huas caremage Kssloy went rapidly to work.
He pulled down the Dlinds, Tt was by groul

station .au I

com) fortune o tem line tran. lhv‘l Was
wiashine wpparati - the lavatory.. He. went
1o work ILLIIlt“1 . - en - f

Jle had himshed before tli'i tunu cae 10

1. -nhlnn Bridg - He pulled the blinds up 7 come
face 10 Tage with a man sk anding on theé foot-
hoard—a wan with stern, grave eves, b
“Doola Moule ! bLe ‘:.-|.H'Il Led, and mnu:-d
~tvage blow ai the other. :
At never begched him, De la 1[untﬂ lmd
<lipped aloug the foethoard um, the open “door

of a carvidge, - Ksstey pulled ,up the, w indow
avain atd drew Joawin 'llu hlmrl Ilv tuak
revalver  frome his pockét and leoked ab 1t
senpidly. o T T T

i
- . * . . - 3 *

Cin the platiorm a group of ofhcers watted.
‘T had o telephone wessage,” explained a
panting ofhcer, "tu“lll*" e Onr Ian was on
thi.-a Lrain.’ - § e
*Have im: ..|11“-|'C‘n:1 tlm r.athu JAnan yek
askoed 1he ltl-ni!-l‘L-{hl g T
“Black? No, sir,” We bhave got-men 1y Ias
flat waitine fov 11i1n I wonder hlm -£:~nl Hn:
telephone moessage?’

The tram came to a standstill, ﬂuﬂ th,{: hhhn
Oue window had
They opencd the door..

a mau, a revolver ]_:;, e

tae blind down.
Ou the floor lay

<1, - -

S That's queer,” satd the Inspector, looking
af the dead man’s -face, “So that was
Essley’s socret!”. |

A colleague looked up sharply.

“This man isn't Fssley,” he %nappcd

“I'm afraid vou're wrong,’ -.mawemd i Lo

spector.  “It's Mssley—and Cresswell Black
as well. 'l'in*j;’re.‘ one and the same man 1"

THE EXND.

(I'he next adventure of the Four Just M
s the week after nexd.)
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