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Chapter 1.
ACQUITTED—BUT—

oLLowinGg two days of confident thrust
F by the prosecution, hopelessly - des-
perate parry by the defence, and a

cold and impartial summing-up by Mr.
Justice Farmer, the jury had left the box
to consider their verdiet. A mere formality
this; the result was a foregone conclusion.

For one of the most brutal, cruel, and
deliberately-calculated murders in eriminal
history—that of the wife who, in the long
years in which he had built up his fortune,
had sacrificed her all to his advancement—
mest indubitably Sir Marcus Potsinzer
would hang.

In the corridor outside, Chief Constable
Parrot waited grimly for the jury to set
the seal upon his own four months’ anxious
and intensive work. For while the last
clement in the make-up of this gaunt and
lazy-eyed officer was vindictiveness, it was
his considered belief that the best kind of
world for the rest of humanity was omne in
which Sir Marcus Potsinzer was not.

There was a stir among the officials in the
corridor, so Parrot went back inte eourt.
On the public benches within was a still
more significant stir as the usher demanded
silence for the judge to take his seat. Theve
was the tread of heavy, and, in one instanece,
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As, gun in hand, Hilary parted the curtains, he started with a ery of horror.

Separated from the helpless girl by a sheet of glass, Mr. Sainter sat at
his desk, his hand hovering over the switch which would send Sally

to a swift and terrible death.

IR
faltering feet, om the wooden steps.
Bscorted by grave-faced warders the

prisoner took his place in the dock.

As his pudgy fingers clasped feverishly
about the rail, he stood so abjectly there,
he presented only a pitiable mockery of the
aggressive and loud-mouthed braggart who,
until his apprehension, had been so con-
spicuous in the more expensive hotels and
less exelusive night elubs of London’s West

End. His old sleek polish had gone. The
once immaculate morning-ccat fell in
dishevelled folds about hi?“g‘ross body ; his
once ecrimson face was the colour of

plumber’s lead, with the dry, thick-lipped
mouth half-open and trembling. 2

As he stood he swayed ; and those near by
could hear the strangulated breathing.
When, slowly, the jury filed back, his
clazed, terror-filled eyes followed agonis-

“ingly their every movement.

The voice of thie Clerk of Arraigns, cold
and impersonal as freezing water, addressed
the jury.

“. . . Have you considered your
verdiet ?”

The foreman, a thin, unwholesome man
of late middle-age, with a sharp decision of
manner that was badly negatived by eyes
that were shrinking and uncertain, said in

rather too loud a voice;

“Wa have.”

“And are you agreed

If the reply came with the same quick
confidence as before, it had in it now a trace
of uncertainty.

“We. are.”

As though striving to adjust the steel-
proof armour of his detachment, the eclerk
paused. From the tide of keyed-up emotion
in which the court was flooded came neither
sound nor movement.

“De you find the prisomer guilty or not
guilty ?»

Now, indeed, the pause before that lean
foreman spoke was perceptible. Only after
inward struggle did hé seem able to force
the words from between his whitened lips.

Then, hoarsely :

“Not guilty!”

Instantaneously, so shatteringly un
expected was the verdict, it was as though
each one present was struck to immobility.
An acquittal was the absolute negation of
every shred of evidence that throughout
the trial had been brought to bear. And
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beneath this hammer-stroke of surprise not _

the least interesting phenomenon was the
reaction of the prisomer.

After a moment in which he seemed in-
capable of assimilating the words that
would return him teythe world on which he
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had battened, the leaden face reverted to
something of its old purple. The drooping
shoulders straightened ; the protiuding eyes
became once more avid; the thick, dry lips
tightened to a moist and exultant smile.

A moment, however, and his face re-
transformed to something of its former
terror. -Following that amazing verdict,
from the public benches swelled and eddied
a murmur that seemed likely to resolve
immediately into action against the obese
figure that travesty of justice was destined
to benefit. Clenched fists upraised, men
leapt furiously to their feet; women shrilled
hysterical protests.

In vain the usher called for silence. Only

the stern rebuke of Mr. Justice Farmer,:

reinforced by police intent action,
stilled the clamour.

Icily the judge turned to the trembling
figure in the dock.

“You are discharged!” he said.

upon

Even
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judicial impartiality was powerless to
suppress the contempt in his voice.
With a smilesfthat was a mixture of

triumph and app.chension, Potsinzer turned
and, raked by hostile eyes, half-cringed,
half-swaggered below.

Among those who had been present from
the opening of the trial was a chubby,
rubicund figure of middle age and height,
who, in the clamour following upon that
preposterous verdict, slipped unobtrusively
from his seat. In the crush about the swing-
doors to the corridor he was hustled some-
what abruptly against a tall, gaunt man
with eyes that, lazy as a rule, were blazing.

“Sorry, Mr. Parrot,” the little man said
apologetically.

“That’s all right,” the detective replied
in a preoccupied fashion. ‘“How do you
know my name, anyway?” he asked when
they were outside.

The chubby man laughed deprecatingly.
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“You don’t realise your—er—reputation,
Mr. Parrot,” lhe returned courteously.
“Your photograph was in the ° Daily Broad-
caster ’ only yesterday.”

The Chief Constable nodded gloomily.

“That’s right,” he admitted. “°Readin’
from left to right, the accused, an’ Chief
Constable Parrot, in charge of the investi-
gations.””  They had to put that so’s people’d
know which was which. You’re Mr. Oliver,
of course, the property-owner who’s behind
that slum-clearance scheme. Good work,
that, Mr. Oliver; F'm: all for it”

“One does what one can,” the other man
replied modestly. “What’s your expert
opinion of the verdict we've just heard, Mr.
Parrot?” he went on to inquire.

The detective shook his head.

“I’'m the original parrot who was such
a beggar to think,” he s2id, and hesitated.
There was something about this mild and
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courteous man that rather appealed to him.
“Qnly—he’s a lucky feller,” he added.

The other nodded, and in his rather
bustling fashion, turned away. Perhaps by
reason of the slight delay the chat had
caused, he seemed in rather a hurry.

“Qh, I don’t kmnow,” he said over his
shoulder, and Parrot wondered what he
meant.

Parrot went into the ante-room, where
the prisoner would be waiting. The public,
now pouring out of court, were mnot in
pleasant mood, and the crowd outside was
definitely ugly. Whatever the justice or
otherwise of the verdict, however, the man
was entitled to protection.

He discovered the millionaire sprawling

upon a bench that ran beneath the high
barred windows. As his eyes rested on the
detective his expression was not engaging.

“Enter the bafiled sleuth !” he cried, and
Parrot looked at him without enthusiasm.

“Any more from you,” he said coldly,
“and I'll turn you into the street!”

Potsinzer went pale. So far as comncerned
his own person he was all for © safety first.’

“That was only fun!” he said in quick
reproach. ‘“What else could it be?”

*“Malice !” said Parrot, and meant it.

The fat man’s eyebrows shot upward.

“Me? What for should I bear malice?”
he ecried, shocked, “when as much as any-
thing it’s through you I've had justice?”

Parrot stared at him. .

“I wonder you don’t choke,” he said in a
strained voice, but the acquitted man
ignored the insult.

“No,” he said, in the same silky tone as
before, “it” was the fairness you used all
through that turned the scale in my favour.
T’d be guilty of the blackest ingratitude if
I didn’t pray for you every night of my
life.” o

“I don’t mind you prayin’ for me,”
Parrot said unpleasantly, “as long as you
don’t cook for me !”

Potsinzer was something of an amateur
chef, and it was through the medium of a
specially prepared vol-au-vent that his wife
had met her death. 2

A few minutes later a constable came in
with a pareel. There was outspread upon
the table the gold watch and chain, dia-
mond ring, pocket-knife, small change,
Russian leather wallet, jewelled lighter, and
gold cigar-case Potsinzer had carried at the
time of his arrest.

He reached an eager hand for this last;
with an affluent gesture proffered the case
to Parrot, who shook his head. .

“Then you don’t need a smoke so badl
as me,” Potsinzer remarked easily.

His bulk propped negligently against the
wall, he selected the first cigar of the row;
with the golden cutter at the end of his
watch-chain snipped the Corona. Then
luxuriously he inhaled his first tobacco in
six weeks and began to strut backwards
and forwards.

And instantaneously, as it seemed, they
saw the gross jaw stiffen; the protruding
eyes remained suddenly and dreadfully
fixed ; the whole frame of the man froze to
terrible rigidity.

With a stifled exclamation, Parrot started
forward.

“What’s the matter, man?” he cried, his
voice unsteady. “Feelin’ ill or something ?”

Stiffly the body collapsed sideways, stag-
gered against the bench and pitched over.

i AN ASTONISHING DISCOVERY.
‘ or three yecars Hilary John Fortescue
F had been a wanderer upon the face
of the earth. ~ In his last term at
Cambridge—where his only academic dis-
tinction was an abnormal capacity to give
and receive punishment that gained him the
inter-University middle-weight champion-
ship, and a plase as wing three-quarter in
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the Fifteen—his father died suddenly and
in wholly unexpected poverty that, apart
from an expensive wardrobe, left his son as
sole possession a small, but heavily-encum-
bered estate in Sussex.

Since when he had been successively long-
shoreman in Brisbane, pearlfisher in the
West Indies, lumberjack in Quebec,
prospector in Northern Ontario, and cattle-
herder in Wyoming. Then the sea and
England called, and he “rode the rails ” to
New York. There, through the good offices
of a steward he had befriended in Yoko-
hama, he smuggled himself on a homeward-
bound liner.

It was in a three weeks old “Times ” that,
during the voyage, he read that his late
mother’s brother, Fenner Hammersley, had
died, and left him sole residuary legatee to
an estate that ran into six figures. =

Upon the late afternoon when Hilary
landed at Waterloo he had exactly seven-
pence—fourpence of which he spent at a
coffee-stall. Then he walked to the offices
of Bentham, Halliday & Crewe, his late
unele’s solicitors, in Bedford Row, to find
that the premises were closed for the day.
And as he had no desire to appear before
Prout—the old family butler who now was
managing a set of bachelor chambers in
Ryder Street—looking like the last day of
a jumble-sale, he decided to tramp about
until morning. :

Besides, after six days of cramped stolen
quarters on board ship, he felt he needed
exercise—than which - there is no better
method of promoting hunger.  Half-past
nine found him, on Hampstead Heath, as
hungry as a healthy cormorant. And he
rather thought he’d like to go to sleep.

Near him was a pair of gates that re-
minded him rather startlingly of those of
his own much-mortgaged estate in Sussex.
From curiosity to see if the same resem-
blance applied to the house itself, he passed
through and into the drive.

Fifty yards, and with  the house and
gardens in full view, he stopped. Across
the lawn to his left stood an old thatched
summer-house—and Hilary had slept in far
less comfortable quarters than a weather-
proof summer-house on a Hampstead lawn.
Also, except for the narrow ribbon of light
that streamed between the curtains of a
bow-window, the house itself, which was
large and old-fashioned, was in darkness.

Cautiously he left the drive and made his
way across the lawn. Outside the door of -
the summer-house he stopped, listening
intently. No sound came from within. He
tried the door. It yielded.

He made no sound as he entered. Nor-
when, the flame shiclded by cupped hands,
he lighted a match.

He found himself in a summer-house de
luze; Indian matting on the floor, table
with magazines, wide deck chairs.

“And very mnice, too,” murmured Hilary
John Fortescue.

An old campaigner, he loosened his shoes
and the bedraggled remnaf$ks of collar and
tie. The next moment he «.'s curled up on
a deck-chair as snugly as a doormouse in a
nest. =

It was just as, fighting down his hunger,
he was drowsing off, that he became aware
of a sudden lessening of the darkness about
him. He opened his eyes to discover that a
faint light had penetrated the window.

He sat up, blinking, and with a curious
sense of uneasiness. Odd that; nothing un-
usual in the switching on of another light
from the house. So why should he be
seized with this compelling curiosity?
Apprehension almost. :

He heaved himself from the chair and
went to the window. He was wrong about
there being a fresh light. What had hap-
pened was that someone had drawn the
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curtains from the big bow-window across the
way. Now he had an uninterrupted view of
the interior of the room.

At what he saw he let forth a subdued,
but agonised groan.

A dinner-table, beautifully appointed,
softly lighted, and, on the sideboard,
decanters of wine from which the shaded
candles struck tints of .gold and ruby.

Though no enthusiast in the cause of Pro-
hibition, at that moment it wasn’t the wine
that interested him. It was the food; the
silver tureen of soup; the cold dishes—
chicken and a great surloin of beef, and the
golden-brown of perfectly baked bread.
Hilary John Fortescue’s mouth watered.

There was a servant there; one who most
obviously knew his job. A Chink, too, by
Ginger !

Two minutes manipulation of the serving-
table and the Chink left the room—and all
that wonderful food ! And there was Hilary,
only a few yards away.

Almost without his own volition he opened
the door and crossed the lawn. Anything
he “won ” he’d send a postal-order for after
he’d seen his lawyers and had all the money
he needed. Easy enough to discover who
was the owner of the house.

He rcached the window, open to the soft
night breeze. Noiselessly he passed through
and into the room. Just a couple of those
rolls that, on their heavy silver salver,
looked so imviting, and a hunk of that
Stilton. 5

Half-way across the room, and from out-
side came the slurr of feet. Like a lizard
into a crevice Hilary darted back behind the
curtains.

The door opened and the Chink came in.
Preceding him, as Hilary had no difficulty
in observing through a peep-hole he made
for himself in the curtains, was his master.

Hilary’s first impulse was to step out and,
with a convincing résumé of his history,
declare himself.. An old chap with a face
like that, so kind and pink and blooming,
with such gay and candid eyes and soft,
benevolent voice, simply couldn’t fail to
understand.

For, in spite of his nondescript clothing,
Hilary knew himself to look unmistakably
what he was. In which, as not invariably
is the case, he paid himself no more than
his due. Those of discernment could not
fail to recognise that broad-shouldered,
slim-waisted - figure with the cheerfully
arrogant earriage of head and body, or,
when he spoke, his accent, as anything but
Public School and Camibridge.

Later Hilary had cause to marvel at the
change in his life engendered by his re-
jection of that impulse to make his presence
known. Only, ragged to the skin as he was,
with face and hands unwashed for hours, the
strong probability existed that instead of
hospitality the old chap’d only show him
to the mnearest policemen. And his late
uncle’s solicitors being the only people in
London with the least idea of his identity,
the idea of his first interview taking place
in a cell failed materially to appeal to him.

No. The only thing was to wait until,
the room being clear, he’d be able to move
without detection, and then 'make an
unostentatious fade-out.

Only, with a foot-wide vacuum  inside
him, it was going to be more interesting
than amusing to watch that old boy tucking
into that dinner. :

Decent-looking chap he was. Clean, and
pink, and chubby. Dinner-jacket cut by an

- artist, too.

An adequate setting, too, this oaken-
panelled room with the perfect appointments
of linen and silyver, the shining mahogany
of the table sublimating the amber-and ruby
wines to an ever-richer mellowness.

At last as, with a sigh of contentment,
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the chubby gentleman sat back in his chair,
stretching out to full extent his rather
plump but immaculate legs, somehow the
unseen watcher conceived the mnotion that
not only was it the excellence of the dinner
that brought this obvious sense of well-
being. For in that gesture not only was
repletion, but a sense of achievement.

At last, and, curiously, for the first time
since his entry into the room, the old
gentleman spoke. When with delicately
manicured hand he poured himself a glass
of port in tune with the rest of that
engaging personality, his voice was both
cultured and courteous.

“With which, to-night, I shall be vandal
enough to smoke a cigarette, So Yan,” he
said in cheery apology, and chose a Sullivan
from the tortoiseshell box the servant
handed him. ’

Momentarily the emotionless face of the
Chinese softened. Then, quite suddenlys
and even though behind it was something,
as it were, withheld, his expression became
charged with a hint of commiseration.

“Master’s nerves need extra sedative to-
night,” he remarked quietly.

Whereupon ensued a conversation se
grotesque, so starkly incredible, that to the
silent eavesdropper behind the curtain it
was for all the world like one of those worst
kind of nightmares when, throughout all the
shadowed terrors of his dream, the sleeper
realises that he is not awake.

In the act of lighting his Sullivan, the
chubby gentleman paused.

“You mean, I'm disturbed «n account of
—Potsinzer ?” he inquired, and to the other’s
all but imperceptible nod of acquiescence :

“On the contrary, I am in process of
realising that to reverse a verdict that in
itself constitutes a supreme and unanswer-
able impeachment of our whole syscem of
criminal jurisprudence, brings an extremeiy

satisfying sense of well-being,” he said
quietly.
He paused for a moment, smoking

thoughtfully. When he resumed, his voice
contained  the impersonal enthusiasm of a
scientist considering an unusually choice
specimen of his craft.

Nor, and most emphatically, was the old
chap talking for the sake of it. For, as his
theme developed, gradually the kind and
smiling eyes grew thin and compressed, the
cheery sparkle in his eyes flickered and died
down, leaving them cold and implacable as
chilled steel. To those with experience of
the type the expression was unmistakable.
This ~sleck a2nd chubby man was the
complete and authentic killer.

“The man Potsinzer was a homicide of a
particularly far-seeing type,” he proceeded ;
“a mass-murderer who, with practice, had
rendered himself almost immune from dis-
covery—except, if I may say so, from one
as fervent in humanitarianism and as expert
in criminology as myself. Also, through a
paid agent of his own, he had heavily bribed
the foreman of the jury who tried him.
Thus it became necessary that his punish-
ment should be taken over by—er—private
enterprise. And excellent staff work it was,
So Yan !”

Silently the Chinese nodded.

His master made a gesture of satisfaction.

“That transaction completed,” he went
on, “what of those others—Theodore Brand,
for instance?”

Before the butler could reply, however,
the master continued. His cheerful mouth
drawn to an expression of almost fanatical
purpose, his face was that of a visionary—
but a visionary of homicidal tendencies.

“Nor, in his infamy, is Brand alone,” he
said quietly. “Everywhere is the tiger, the
snake, and the shark.”

He paused, and, watching him intently
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with veiled the Chimaman said
nothing.

“You and I, So Yan,” his master con-
tinued, his voice vibrant with enthusiasm,
“are getting on in years. A few more or
less—what matter? We have money—more
than we need. In the past, subtly, swiftly,
humanely, we have dealt with some sixteen
of those without whose presence the world
is a sweeter, cleaner place—cheats, ex-
ploiters of the poor, preyers upon the weak
and defenceless—carrion whom the law
could not, or would not, touch. Do you find
any reason why we should cease our activi-
ties?” His voice lowered to a strange and
awful tensity. “That we should stop at an
associate of Potsinzer, for instance, who has
been too self-inflated to heed our warning?”

Face and voice bore the inspiration of the
devotee. It was an enthusiasm So Yan had
no object in quenching. His whole life and

eyes,

i

murder plot imaginable.

being were at the service of this strange
man.

“As master wills,” he said gently, and the
other’s face lighted to an intenser purpose
still.. The cigarette smouldering in his
fingers, he rose to his feet.

“In my study,” he said, “I have data—
collected since first ‘I began to explore—
possibilities. Come 4

The closing of the door left Hilary
stunned and momentarily impotent—won-
dering blankly what in the name of fortune
he was to do about it.

One thing was certain to Hilary. He
could not mnow spend the night in the
summer-house. He must get away—quickly.
And now that he knew the character of the
house, he had no compunction in helping
himself to a spot of food. Y

Soft-footed, he tiptoed to the serving-
table; swiftly purloined the leg of a
chicken and a couple of rolls.

It was as he was stuffing his prize into
his pocket that from the corridor outside
came the soft shuffle of feet. So soft,
indeed, and so close to the door, that they
could not be more than a dozen feet away.
Actually the door was swinging open as the
bedraggled figure of Hilary John Fortescue
shot through the open window. As he sped
down the drive, in fear of pursuit, he
glanced more than once over his shoulder.
None came. Obviously, then, his presence
in the room had not been detected.

And as, munching his stolen provender,
he plodded down the road, it came to him

Hiding behind the curtain, the watcher
stood listening to the two men in the
room discussing the most diabolical
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with something of a shock that he, who
was not of the windy type, was more closely
approximating to the condition known as
“breeze up 7 than was altogether good for
his soul. And though it was a condition
to which he was not accustomed, there had
been something about that smooth and
chubby man. . . .
* Obviously the only thing to be done—and
at once—was take the story to Scotland
Yard.

Even had he not been so absorbed it is
doubtful if he would have heard that soft
padding of feet behind him, so that the
blow came with shattering surprise. One
moment, quite calmly he was considering
the situation; the next, his brain dissolved
into a searing red flame that, bursting intc

a fountain of sparks, lurid and agonising,
glowed for a moment excruciatingly white-
hot.  Then, as if suddenly a shutter had
descended to cut off all unconsciousness, he
knew only a blank and numbing darkness.

His knees turned to water. Soundlessly
he pitched face forward to the road.

THE THOUGHTFUL MR. SAINTER.
ONSCIOUSNESS returned by very slow
C stages. The pain in his head was
like a jagged saw in his brain.
making all about him hazy and uncertain.

Because the slightest movement was
agony, he lay for a little while motionless.
Gradually, however, the pain wore down,
and he found himself able to move.

At last, with returning animation, re-
collection flooded. He remembered his sur-
reptitious - landing from the Sceptic, the
train journey from Southampton, his long
tramp through London and across Hamp-
stead Heath, his claiming the summer-
house for his night’s lodging, his sneaking
into that luxurious room in search of food.

And then he remembered, and only too
vividly, the conversation that, cowering
behind the window curtains, he had over-
heard; the manner in which the genial and
friendly eyes of the chubby man at the
table had changed slowly to a cold and
malignant hatred; the Chinese servant who,
in his blank inscrutability, appeared only
a little less dreadful than his master, that
awful, appalling discussion. . .
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Opening his eyes, he discovered himself
in bed in a room that was bright but old-
fashioned; heavy mahogany furniture;
thick carpet, four-poster bed,
wallpaper. Where in the name of fortune
was he? And what in the name of fortune
had happened to him?

The door opened. As, painfully, he
turned to see who it was, his pain left him
—instantly, as though it had never been.
In all his life he had not seen anyone so
lovely as this girl with the lustrous brown
hair and eyes and utmost perfection of
teeth and figure. What was more—or at
least an mteﬂml and indissolvable part of
that lovelmess was the wholly unself-
conscious charm that, like an aura, in-
vested her. There was in the quiet grace
of her movements and the peeping imp of
humour that lurked in the depths of her
eyes and at the corners of her tender lips,
something that seemed immeasurably both
to stimulate and soothe him.

And yet, as their eyes held, something he
was able to read in hers caused his heart
distressingly to quicken. Resolutely fought
down as quite obviously it was, super-
1mposed above that gay and gallant spirit

was -present “and all-em-
bmcmo
There was a man with her. They ap-

proached the bed. Lookmor down upon
him :

“So you’ve come to, have you?” the girl
said, and her voice was golden.

Hllmy grinned dublously

“I was Just wondering if I were still
dreaming—or dead and—rewarded,” he
replied, “and she coloured.

“Well, you must wake up now, anyway,”
she said. Adding: “Because I've brought
a doctor.”

The examination was soon over.

“A pretty bad bump,” the doctor pro-
nounced. ‘Fortunately your head’s thick
enough for two. Keep quiet for a day or
two, and yowll forget all about it. The
bump, I mean, not the head.”

“Good enough !” Hilary said, and almost
before they were out of the room was in a
healthy sleep. When he awakened the girl
was beside him with a breakfast-tray.

“If that’s what the doctor ordered,”
Hilary exclaimed, 51tt1nnf up “it is a good
prescription. By the way, I should simply
hate to be inquisitive, but. do you mmd
confiding exactly what happened to me.’

She.looked at him for a moment. Had
he but realised it she was trying to recon-
cile those deplorable clothes of his with a
Public school aececent and a savoir fazre she
found rather stimulating.

“X was driving home from a dance, she
told him. “At what awful hour of the
morning I’d be ashamed to say. Anyway,
it was qmte light, and I saw something
in the middle of the road ahead. I pulled
up, and it was you. Apparently you’d been
hit on the head with something large and
knobby.  Fortunately there’s very little
traffic about there, othmwxse you'd cer-
tainly have been run over.

He stared at her incredulously.
clothes like the discard of a rag-and-bone
merchant, exactly threepence in his. pocket,

3

and not a soul with the slightest. .idea he -

was in  England, what possible motive
could anyone outside a lunatie asylum have
for putting him out of business?

He said fervently:

“I'm not -sorry about that absence “of
traffic.
really desired to experience “with any., en-

thusiasm is to be thoroughly run .over. :

And then what did you do?” he asked,

after a pause in which the imps of mis- -
chief that lurked in her eyes. danced very..
near the surface. She told herself there was .

flowered -

- heard such hitherto unimagined things.

Wlthi :

One of the few things I've never .
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something about this youth with the keen,
unshaven face and poverty-stricken ward-
robe that she rather liked.

“What would you expect me to do?” she
said simply. ‘“Jump on your face and drive
on? There was only one thing to do—lug
you into the car—and mlcrhty heavy you
were, too!—and bring you home. One of
the servants helped me to get you upstairs.
Then, when he'd goft you out of your
clothes, I sent for the doctor. Incidentally,
my name’s Moreland, Sarah of that ilk,
whatever an ilk may be. Sally to my
friends,” she added, and was glad when his
breeding rose superior to thie unintended
invitation. . :

“Then all I can say, Miss Moreland,”
Hilary returned, “is just—thank you. I
know it’s frightfully inadequate, only it
happens to mean rather a lot more than
it sounds.”

The sound. of fee‘c in ‘Lhe corudor outside
interrupted her reply; it was a quiet, con-
fident step that yet in some odd fashion
succeeded in suggesting benevolence and
good will. A moment and, very quietly,
the door opened.

“And how is the patient?” a gentle and
cultured voice inquired softly.

But it was. a moment before Hilary could
bring himself “to reply.

Before, on the previous mght the shat-
tering dalkness closed in ' upon him,
Hilary’s most poignant recollcction was of
those same eyes that now beamed with such
lively concern for his well-being.  Although
then they had shene with the flame of cold,
implacable purpose, most unmistakably the
owner of this pink and chubby face was the
master  of the house  wherein he had over-
By
some ironic gesture of the gods he had been
taken back to the very house from which
only a short while before he had escaped !

He pulled himself together. "He had seeit
that face %ufﬁcmntly, as it were, in the
raw—without its self-defensive mask *
benevolence—to realise how extremely un-

“wise it would be to arouse susplclon

“Thanks to a skull Qf solid ivory and a
constitution of reinforced concrete, quite
merry and bright again, thank you, sir,”
he replied quietly.

As if reassured by frood tidings, his host’s
smile widened.

“Not quite all right as yet, I'm afraid,”
he said.. There was genuine kindness in
the tone. as, with a. bird-like jerk of the

.soon as he’d spoken
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head, he turned to the girl. “And so,
my dear,” he added, “now that in great
measure our anxiety is allayed, perhaps
it would be as well to allow Nature to
complete, in quiet, the work of restora-
tion.”

Though the tone was that of a father
addressing an idolised daughter, Hilary
observed with surprise that the girl’s reply
was lacking in warmth.

“Probably you’re right,” she said,
nodded in careless, friendly fashion to
Hilary, and without another word went out
of the room. But in opening the door, for
an infinitesimal moment her eyes met
Hilary’s. And amazingly, in that moment-
ary glance, he read something of warning.

The name of his host, it appeared, was
Mr. Septimus Sainter. In response Hilary
gave just sufficient account of himself as
he considered necessary.

“Dear! Dear!” murmured Mr. Sainter
sympathetically at last. “Am I to take it,
then, Mr. Fortescue, that you're quite alone
in the world? Or at least in this country?
No relatives or friends to—er—extend the
glad hand of -welcome to the rcturned
wanderer ?’’

“Not a soul who knows even tllat I'm
back in England,” Hilary replied, and as
regretted the ad-
mission. °

Both the voice and expression of his host
radiated only kindly interest as he said
quietly :

“Not- even your—er—solicitors?”

Hilary shook his head.

“I didn’t know my uncle was dead until,
crossing from America, I read in  The
Times * tllat the trustees were advertising
for me,” he admitted. “When I anwed'
in London yesterday I went straight to
the solicitors, but their office was closed.”

Obviously intrigued. by the romance of .
the situation, Mr. Sainter ascertained
further, not only the name and address of
those solicitors, but that, " having neither
notepaper nor stamps, Hilary had been un-
able to advise them of his arrival.

“Well, well, well?” Mr. Sainter ex-
claimed cheerfully, for ome of his years
sliding with surprising agility from the
bed upon which he had been seated. “We
can soon put that right. Suppose you
drop Mr. Crewe a line? He happens to be
a personal friend of mine, and the only
active partner still in the business.” He
thought for a moment. ‘“And as, after
your unfortunate experience of last mnight
it is so essential you should recuperate,
perhaps you’d better make the appointment
for to-morrow afternoon,” he went on to
suggest. “So, if you’ll allow me, I’ll bring
pen “and paper.’

Hilary wrote the note only with diffi-
culty; his head still confused and his brain
uncertain. When it was finished he handed
it over to the solicitous Mr. Sainter, who,
with rather obvious good breeding, re-
frained from glancing at the onntents
before ca refully fo]clmcr the sheet and
placing it in the envelope

“Splendid !” he exclaimed cheerfully, ard
slipped the letter into his pocket. “Some-
thing accomplished, something dome, has,
it is fervently to bc hoped, earned you a
—er—Ilong repose.’

The last word in kindly ~ solicitude as

was this speech, there was an intonation
of the voice, .subtle and indefinable, that
Hilary found vaguely disturbing. :

“I don’t know about ‘long ’ repose,” he
said. - “I want to be up and about in a
couple of hours’ time, anyway. After all,
I can’t trespass on your hospxtallty in-
definitely.”

Mr. Sainter couohed gently. .

“I promise you,” he said; “that you w1]l
not be allowed to outwear your welcome.”
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And with a friendly smile he slid noise-
lessly from the room.

Curiously, for all the silence of the
house, Hilary was unable to sleep.
Usually, even in the best-ordered establish-
ments, there are the little sounds of cheer-
ful everyday life—passing footsteps, the
rattle of china, the subdued tinkle of a
bell, maids sweeping. But - here, in
Yangtse Lodge—this name had headed the
notepaper he had just used—the silence was
utter and complete.

And as he lay back among his pillows
he discovered, stealing over him, a strange
sense of unease. It may have been that,
apart entirely from the amazing conversa-
tion he had overheard the previous night,
Mr. Sainter struck him as just a shade
too good to be true. ;

He felt that, on the whole, the sooner
he was out of the house and treading the
open road to London, the better.

And yet

RETREAT.

RADUALLY and amazingly it came to
< ; him that, despite this urgency,
there was at least one element that
made him reluctant to leave. @~ When he
came to analyse the source of that doubt
it was to discover it founded wupon the
presence of the girl who, in all good faith,

had brought him there. ;

Who was she, anyway? In the ordinary
way, of course, he would have taken it
for granted that the chubby man was her
father. Yet, looking back on the brief con-
versation between them, Hilary had diffi-
culty in accepting this relationship.
There had been that look of fear at the
back of her eyes; in addressing the chubby
Mr. Sainter, a cold aloofness of voice and
manner. Hilary determined that before
saying good-bye to Yangtse Lodge he was
going to have a little talk with that girl.
A private one, if possible.

Then he went to sleep,
awakened it was night.

Lying with his back to the door, Hilary
was conscious of a subdued click—fol-
lowed by a second. Instantaneously before,
with the second of those sounds, the room
flooded to light, he knew not only that no
longer was he alone, but that whoever
his visitor was had locked the door.

He jerked into a sitting position, to find
himself staring into the inscrutable eyes
of a Chinaman, and never in his life had
Hilary looked upon a face so utterly devoid
of animation. From any impulse or human
emotion to be gathered from his expression,
this creature with the yellow, flattened face
and veiled, shallow eyes might have been
a body without a soul.

Nor did it require any sixth sense to
inform him of danger—danger deadly and
urgent. For in a flash of intuition he knew
that this slab-sided Chink who, the pre-
vious night had waited upon the benign
Mr. Sainter, was that same assailant who,
with muffled feet, had trailed him down the
road, savagely and expertly “coshed ” him,
and left him for dead.

He understood Oriental character suffi-
ciently not to be surprised = that, while
betraying no knowledge of the presence of
an intruder, the Chink should have taken
precaution against the stranger disclosing
any dark secrets he might have overheard.
And here to hand was proof that, those pre-
cautions having been ineffectual, the job
was forthwith to be completed.

Hilary tensed his muscles—and his fight-
ing spirit. He’d never shown funk before
a Chink yet, and, weak as a half-drowned
kitten though he felt, he wasn’t going to
show it now.

“Hallo! What do you want ?” he inquired
in just the correect tone between guest and

and when he
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servant. And if, his pulse quickening, ne
recad the answer in the sheer blankness of
the other’s eyes, he was careful not to betray
that knowledge.

Then, as that deadly inscrutable figure

made mno reply, artistically stifling a syn-
thetic yawn: “Well, whatever it is, get
about it quickly. I need sleep, and plenty
of it,” he said irritably.

He stretched luxuriously, and, as though
to relapse once more to his pillows, feinted
to turn sideways—a position he judged to
be what the Chinaman needed for his pur-
pose—and with a frantic ecall upon his
muscles and the fraction of a split-second in
hand, shot himself feet foremost to the
floor.

With a single reservation the move was
admirable tactics. Not only did it transfer
the element of surprise to the opposition,
but actually put the bed between them.
What he had failed to consider was the effect
of such sudden movement on that damaged
head of his.

For a moment after his feet touched the
floor: he thought it impossible to retain the
upright. With his own swaying form as
axle, the bed revolved like a merry-go-
round, the walls swung wildly in the oppo-
site direction, and he stood helpless and
impotent, awaiting the inevitable.

He had not long to wait.

Silently as a panther, with one incredib'y
lithe movement, the Chinese vaulted "the
bed. As his list-covered feet met the floor,
he clutched Hilary in a ju-jitsu grip that
bore him shatteringly backwards. His head
struck the carpet almost on ‘the exact spot
where, the previous night, the Chinaman’s
cosh had landed. A flash of light, blinding
and crimson, leapt within his brain as the
garotter’s hands fastened about his throat
Iike a band of steel. Then he plunged into
intense and ultimate darkness.

It scemed an incredible time before, with
the sudden relaxation of that pressure, the
darkness faded gradually to uncertain lumi-
nous grey, and from grey to a quivering
haze.

A moment, however, and he was able to
read that as well as the withdrawal of that
cold band about his throat, the weight upon
his body had lifted, so that he was able to
breathe with comparative freedom.

Uncertainly, from somewhere invisible, a

The THRILLER

voice that miraculously had power to pene-
trate the mists of his brain, said :

“And now, So Yan, youw’ll lift him up.
Gently, because if you happened to be rough
I'd so quiver with indignation it’s likely

-the tremor would spread to my trigger-

finger——”

A second voice,
said :

“As missy wills!”

Arms, thin but teak-hard, were thrust
beneath Hilary’s body; with neither strain
nor jar he was raised to a sitting position.
With the movement, the pain of white-hot
arrows shooting through his head, he swayed
so uncertainly that it was a moment before
the supporting arms were withdrawn.

In a few moments, however, the attack
passed ; the uncertainty dissolved, leaving
all clear about him. It took him a moment
to realise that this was not another fan-
tastic illusion ; that actually, a darker flush
on her face than had been there in the
morning, the cold light of battle in her
eyes, and a quite steady hand and automatic
directed undeviatingly at the Chinaman’s
mid-section, it was The Girl who stood
there.

Blinking uncertainly, he watched her in
sheer amazement. She sensed rather than
saw his glance.

“Sorry I can’t look at you when I speak,”
she said quietly. “Only, in dealing with
friend So Yan, it doesn’t do to let your
eyes wander. He moves too quickly and too
suddenly. Incidentally, I call him ¢ friend ’
because I think he needs one. There’s some
cord on the bed. If you're good at knots
and lashings, perhaps you wouldn’t mind

E2d

sibilant, unemotional,

Dazed, under the protection of her pistol,
Hilary complied with the suggestion.
Absolutely inert, So Yan submitted without
protest or demur. Then, with a little sigh
of weariness and satisfaction, the girl sub-
sided into a big basket-chair.

“And that’s that!” she exclaimed. Add-

ing : “And now, what?”
The query came as something of a
startler.

“Me to get out of here one-time !” Hilary

As the girl covered So Yan with her automatic, Hilary leapt forward and
firmly lashed the Chinaman’s wrists together.
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answered. “The air’s not healthy for the
young and innocent.” A thought struck
him. “What about you?” he asked quickly,
and she looked at him very directly.

“I'm not very old, either,” she
quietly.

More staggering still, this. If, of course,
he’d properly understood. His heart beat
more rapidly at the possibility.

“Does that mean that—er—objection—
will be taken to your treatment of the
Yellow Peril here?” he inquired, indicating
the prostrate So Yan, and saw with what
weariness she shrugged her shoulders.

“It was my uncle’s last desire you should
leave here—alive,” she said, schooling her-
self. “I overheard his definite instructions.
Apparently, in some way, you -kmow too
much.” ; :

He would have spoken, but she gestured
him to silence.

“Listen,” she urged. “If we're to get
away without trouble of the worst kind, we
must get a move on. My uncle went out,
leaving So Yan, to—deal with you.”

Hilary nodded understanding.

“On the principle that it’s no use keeping
a dog and doing your own biting?” he
suggested. “The gentle art of passing the
buck reduced to the Nth degree. And very
nice, too, from the point of view of your
amiable relative. Only I’'m rather in-
terested to know what’s likely to happen
when he discovers the whole thing’s a
merry wash-out. Also—and  what’s of
greater importance—what’ll be his reaction
towards yourself—who not only introduced
the danger into the house, but actually
turned it loose again to run wild?”

She shrugged delicate shoulders.

“He can send me a letter about it,” she
said. “I shan’t be here.” She glanced with
hurried fearfulness through the window.
“At least, I hope I shan’t. Only if we’re
to make our getaway we must be moving.”

“We?” he said, his heart accelerating.

She nodded decisively.

“Yes. This is where I pull out for the
wide spaces. And the wider any space is
that separates me from Septimus B. Sainter
the better T’ll like it.”

“Missy I”

The interruption came from So Yan.
Propped helplessly in his corner, he was
gazing at her with eyes from which, for the

said

Closely pressed by
the gangsters,
Hilary stumbled
frantically on.
They drew nearer.
Next moment
came a shot and
a bullet whistled
viciously past his
head.
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first time in her experience, the veil had
lifted. Now, the pupils dilated, they were
filled with uncontrollable fear. .

“What is it, So Yan?” she demanded
shortly.

“ Missie—not going ?” The question came
in a high-pitched wail.

“Watch me!” she said decisively, and
turned to the door. There she paused.

“Please get into your clothes,” she in-
structed Hilary, “while I put a few things
together.”

THE CLASH ON THE COMMON.

case, he was ready, and together they
slipped out of the back door to the
But
it was

‘BY the time she was back with her suit-

garage, the door of which was ajar.
when they came to start the car
locked.

“I should have thought of that,” Sally
said. “ Uncle never leaves the car, even for
five minutes,  without taking that pre-
caution. He keeps the key on his chain
for the purpose.”

Hilary’s mouth set grimly:

“Following a slosh that would have put
among the permanent discards anyone whose
head wasn’t solid ivory from thé teeth up-
wards, a tramp to London carrying a heavy
suit-case doesn’t appeal ‘to mie,” he ' said
quietly. “Wait here while I persuade your
relative to part with the doin’s.”

He passed out of the garage and into the
drive. Half a dozen paces, however, and,
like a lizard in a hole, he darted back ;
pressed her sharply behind the half-opened

-door.

“Look I he whispered, and as she obeyed
caught the quick catch of her breath and
saw the blood recede from her cheeks. For,
passing through the drive-gates from the
road, were three men. Fven at this distance
their character was obvious.

One—the middle of the trio—was, without
exception, the biggest man Hilary had ever
seen ; six-feet-six, if an inch, and with  a
colossal breadth of shoulder and gorilla-like
length of arms and huge tree-trunks of legs.
As they drew ncarer he saw that the coun-
tenance of the man was at one with the
body ; a hugely-broad, high check-boned face
with the faintly transparent blue tinge of
the guarter-bred Oriental. A Pathan half-
breed, probably—or Anglo-Sikh, he thought.

In the other two
was no suggestion of
“seventy-five annas to
the rupee.” They
were pure-bred Chink,
and, for that race,
unusually massive
specimens.
had it not been that
they. were so over-
shadowed by their
companion, they
would have been ac-
counted plug - uglies
of an extremely for-
midable type. Verit-
able Jack Johnsons of
men, each a good six-
feet-two.

Hilary felt a small
hand clutch desper-
ately at his. sleeve,

and that the hand

was trembling.
“Chimp Fargus,”

she breathed fear-

fully, and shrunk fur-
ther into the shadows.
“If we get away now
-we shall be lucky.”
“I certainly don’t
like: his face,” Hilary

lessly. than he felt.

Indeed,

said, far more care-.
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“I know which s his face, too, because it’s
just under his hat,” he added, and slowly
drew the automatic from his pocket. “And,
speaking about luck,” he went on quietly,
“if he attempts to interfere with us now
that’s just what he won’t have any of,
because I'm in what’s known as a nasty
mood, and me trigger-finger’s all of a doo-
dah.”

Perhaps because the open garage was not
an unaccustomed sight, the three passed the
door with only a casual glance. The angle
of the drive sloped backward there, and
the direct line to the house-entrance was
shut off by a high box-hedge. And the
instant the trio passed out of sight, those
fingers about Hilary’s arm urged him
forward. i

“Not a sound !” she whispered tensely,
and because he would not risk her safety,
Hilary followed.

For about twenty yards they stole down
the grass that bordered the drive. Then,
like one possessed, Sally broke into a run
and, though he had represented Cambridge
in the inter-University steeplechase, Hilary
was forced almost all out to keep pace.

The drive-entrance faced one of the wilder
and less frequented parts of the Heath. It
was down one of the paths that here and
there intersected it that Sally turned.

A quarter of a mile away, parallel to the
road they had left, was a broad-lit path
backed on the further side by trees and
breast-high shrubs, and for this cover she
made: Within a hundred yards of sanctuary
she tripped over a loose stone, and, with a
low moan, sank helplessly to the ground.
In the livid sheen of the moonlight Hilary
could see the pallor of her pain-racked face.

“My ankle !” she gasped through twisted
lips. ““Sprained all out of shape.”

From behind came the blare of a horn as
the big car turned out of the drive of
Yangtse Lodge.

Hilary watched the car pull up immedi-
ately opposite the path down which they
hurried; saw them climb out—the whole
five of them—Sainter, So Yan, Chimp, and
the two Chinamen. And, against the white
glare of the moon, he knew that their own
figures stood out sharply as silhouettes on
paper.

Hurriedly, but tenderly, he raised Sally
to the-upright, only as he did so to realise
the hopelessness of their position. For imme-
diately her injured foot touched ground, she
winced in agony from the pressure.

Without a word, he slid his hand beneath
her knees, lifted her in his arms, and
streaked desperately for the trees at the
further side of the road ahead. With his
unique gift for silent movement, once he
could reach their "cover, it would take
cleverer men than he judged his pursuers
to trace him.

It was when they had reached within a
hundred yards of his objective, but with the
pursuit gaining rapidly, that a sharp de-
tonation crashed into the stillness; the
high-pitched drone of the bullet passed
within a couple of inches of his ear.

Adjusting Sally’s position so that at least
his own body would cover her, he stumbled
frantically forward. Now he could hear the
heavy pound of feet behind. A hurried
glance over his shoulder confirmed his im-
pression that this leader was the enormous
Chimp, and in the giant’s hand was a long-
barrelled automatic which, even at that
moment, he had checked himself to level.

It was his instinctive lightning swerve
that saved Hilary’s life; even as it was the
bullet swept a sliver of cloth from his
shoulder,

Diagonally, and from far down. the road
ahead, two faint lights appeared. Even in
the almost subconscious glanee he gave them
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it seemed that their speed increased. Push-
bikes, it struck him, or the twin dim lamps
of a horse-drawn vehicle.

He stumbled forward. It was his only
chance. By the time he could set down
Sally and grope for his own automatic,
the giant would be upon them. Even in the
more than doubtful event of being able to
cope with that colossal man, the ethers
would be upon him.

Then, within an inch of his ear, came a
detonation that both deafened and caused
him to stumble in his stride.

A voice said, quivering with excitement :

“Missed/ But—he's not coming on quite
so fast, anyway !”

A sccond shot cracked against his ear;
another bullet whined past in reply.

“For the love of Pete,” Hilary breathed,
“if you haven’t pinched my automatic !”

“Snatched it -out of your pocket,” gasped
Sally. “It’s checked him, anyway. I guess
he doesn’t like bullets any more than we
do.”

From the tail of his eye Hilary saw that
the twin - lights had drawn perceptibly
closer, and that they travelled one behind
the other.

“Keep your head down !” he gasped, and
because the bullet that crashed into his
shoulder pitched him face forward, never
completed the warning.

He had a nightmare impression of huge
pounding feet surging from behind; of
other feet, swifter but less heavy, coming
from the opposite direction; of a colossal
form stooping near by where, in his fall,
Sally had been thrown ; of hoarse shouting ;
struggling, straining bodies; of a further
shot ; another; of the slump of a second
body beside his own; of heavy feet retreat-
ing.

Then everything went suddenly grey
about him, as if irresistibly the whole
world was being swept away. Then, sud-
denly, the grey rolled back, to be replaced
by a sable-black pall that closed down upon
him, enveloped him, shut out all conscious-
ness of time and space and life itself.

When he came to himself it was to find
his head supported by two hard projections
that, when he turned to discover their
origin, he found enclosed in blue uniform
cloth. Above was a brass-buttoned tunic,
and over that the face and helmet of the
policeman by whose knees he was supported.
Bending over him, a rather strained look
about the eyes, was another face, lean and
keen, that belonged to a man approximately
of his own age, who was clad in most im-
maculate and vivid plus-fours.

Still dazed from his wound, the crashing
head blow of the previous night, the
equally devastating fall in his bed-room,
and the exertions of the day, it was a
moment before Hilary’s memory functioned.

Then, cagerly, he craned his head.

He did not find what he sought.

“Miss Moreland—the lady who was with
me?”’ he gasped faintly, and there was a
pause before the reply.

Then :

“I'm sorry to say she’s gorn, mate,” the
policeman said.

Witli a jerk that racked his shoulder in
a white-hot stab of pain, Hilary sat up.

“D’ye mean they’ve got her?” he cried;
and when the large hand of the policeman
would have forced him back to his old
position, thrust it aside and staggered to
his feet.” And it was not to the officer, but
to that other in the plus-fours to whom he
turned.

“Tell me about it,” he said shortly; and
despite his scarecrow clothing, the patch
of blood on his shoulder, and that he
swayed dizzily as he stood, there was that
in his voice which caused the other to obey.
A tribute this, for that other was less

I
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. Before the detectives could do anything, their charge suddenly gave a low,
whimpering cry, staggered, and ecrumpled limply to the pavement.

accustomed to receive orders than to give
them.

“I was cycling along the road here,” he
said. “An archaic pastime, I know, but
one that helps to keep me fit, and just as
I caught up with our friend here there was
the sound of ordnance by night.  Sher-
lock junior pricked up his ears so high they
lifted his helmet. ¢ What’s that?’ said he.
I replied ° I hear the sound of guns.’

“Uncertainly, because we were some
distance away,” he continued, “we could
see running figures and more’ flashes and
crashes. ‘I'm a bit inquisitive myself,” I
said, and we bent to the pedals. Just as
we pulled up on the road, opposite to and
about a hundred and fifty yards from the
tumult and the shouting, we saw somebody
fall. I guess that was: you. = Then some
feller who looked like Goliath’s big brother
Alf broke ahead from_his two pals, rushed
forward, and gatherd® someone—the lady
you're inquiring after, I presume—into his
arms, and, escorted by said pals, started
hareing back for all he was worth in the
direction he’d come from.”

As though assembling his narrative into
correct sequence, the stranger paused.

“Get on, man! Get on!” Hilary cried,
and after a quick scrutinising glance the
other obeyed.

“We gave chase, but, bless your sweef
life, Little Snowdrop ahead could run faster
carrying the lady than we could unen-
cumbered ; the two others weren’t slow
movers, either. When they reached the car
that was waiting, with engines running,
they just piled in and were over the hills
and far away before we could get even
within speaking distance.”

This time as he paused, in spite of the
caleulated lightness of his tone, his eyes
were searching.

“So what do we do now?” he demanded.

“ After, of course we’ve taken you to hos-
pital, I mean.”
Something ice-cold and sickening seemed

to close like long-dead fingers about
Hilary’s heart.  Nothing «that had hap-
pened hitherto possessed one-half the knock-
out qualities of this, the most devastating
blow that could have fallen. Sally had
gone, recaptured by the half-crazy fanatic
from whose awful clutches he had rescued
her.

“Hospital nothing I” he said from be-
tween set teeth, and then everything went
black; the whole world rocked and swayed
dizzily beneath him; he seemed to be fall-
ing through illimitable space.

P.-c. Apps, gazing down at the prostrate
form, said doubtfully :

“Well, this is a do, m’lord. Maybe you’'d
allow me to use -your ’phone to call the
ambulance an’ get the poor bloke to
’ospital.” ¢

It was a moment before the other replied.
Instinet for adventure urged that here was
something  which penetrated far more
deeply than, at the moment, he was able to
follow. Besides, the poor chap had made
it so desperately clear that hospital was the
last place he wanted.

He produced his wallet; extracted from it
a note.

“Find a home for this,” he said, and
P.-c. Apps obeyed instructions.

“Listen, officer,” the stranger said
quietly ; “instead of a hospital, what about
taking him to my own house? It’s only
a hundred yards away, as you know, and
the doctor only a quarter of a mile down
the road.”

P.-c. Apps looked officially doubtful.

“You’ll be responsible for ’im, m’lord?”
he inquired.  “See he’s there to answer
questions, an’ all that?”

The stranger stooped to Hilary’s feet.
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“Take his head, officer, and don’t jolt or
_]abbel more than you can help,” he said.

SUDDEN DEATH.
ONFIRMATION of his conviction that -in
C the unceasing war against crime there
was being brouoht to ‘bear a new,
unofficial and, from the police point of view,
extremely unwelcome force came to Cliief
Constable Parrot in his office at New Scot-
land Yard with the card that was brought

in by a uniformed messenger.

Tel. Mayfair 00122.
MR. THEODORE BRAND.
1,110, Bruton St., W.

Bohemian Club.

Parrot, that gaunt and sleepy-eyedf
sleuth, made a characteristic but .unte-
fined noise intimating that he was mot im-
pressed. + - The quality' of the card was
excellent, of course, and the address all
right—quite’ a number of those whom he
epoke of as the ‘real ” people lived in
Bruton Street... Only. the Bohemian was nab

a club with which the real “real ” people
would be so keen to identify themselves.
Nothing oxactly wrong with the place, of .
course. But

It was just that, with a membershlp con-
sisting  indiseriminately = of ‘peers’ and
]ockeys, actors and - bookmakers, stock-
brokers and other varieties, the establish-
ment conformed a little too closely with its

name. Also, apart from the club, the gaunt
inspector had considerable knowlcdwe of
the man who was so keen to advertise his
membership. Part at least of that know-
edge was that Theodore Brandt—to em-
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ploy the pre-war spelling—was a share-
pusher of the most unconscionable type.
‘Show him up I’ he growled.

In the ordinary way, a beaming man this
Mr. Brand, with a vchemently optlmlstm
voice and wide . and cxpansive gestures.
The kind you trusted instinctively—until
you looked into his eyes and read all he
hoped was buried there.

For those eyes were small and shallow,
with too little space between them, except
when he remembered that to look your
man in the face. inspires conﬁdence, when
they were rather too obviously ,ingenuous;
on the rare occasions he returned your
glance ’chey were ra,thcr too qmckly turned
away again.

He was not mO'enuous, however, as, his
face mottled and sweat-ridden, he dashed

« headlong into the chief constable’s office.

“You're the gentleman for protection to
“appeal | to, ain’t it ?” he, gasped. In

. ‘moments of excitement he was apt to lapse

a little from the well of pure English.

16 depends on from what . you want
protection,”. Parrot grunted, his lazy eyes
taking in every line of the man.

For a moment, except that his breath
came gustily,  Brand was silent. He
seemed deliberately to be steadymd him-
self. Then he sprang a surprise.

“You remember my * friend Schumm,”
he said, ‘who—who——"’

When Mr. Brand was obhrred to refer
to death he always tried to find another
and .less attractive name for it. Now that

.inspiration” failed him, the guttural voice

trailed off.

Parrot helped him out. Isidore Schumm,
whom in connection with a series of long-
firm frauds that had put into bankruptcy
a number of struggling manufacturers only
the lack of the Tast link of evidence had
saved from appearing "at the Old Bailey,
had not been one of his favourites.

“I remember a whole lot about him,”
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¢ ERE’S great news! I've just

secured a hrilliant new author for

The THRILLER. Barry Perowne
is a great favourite with the magazine -
world, and 1 consider myself very fortunate
in getting hold of his latest * thriller”’
novel for your consumption. He is a
pewerful and convincing writer, and has
the happy knack of making you feel that
you are actually standing behind his amaz-
ing hero, Rick Leroy, throughout all the
astounding adventures which he comes up
against. Thig story is calied ‘* The Black
Ace,”” and from the word ‘go” you are
plunged into the thick of an amazing night
¢lub raid, an eerie and terrible death duel
in the dark passageways ahove the club,
and a succession of thrills which will hold
you breathless to the very end. Then
there is the Black Ace, that mysterious,
shadowy figure whose sinister passing left
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a trail of death, swift and ‘devastating.
Who is he? |Is he Rick Leroy him-
self? Intrigue, mystery, adventure! You'll
be sorry if you miss this gripping yarn.

Here are one or two brief replies:

William Sanders, Caulfield, Melbourne.—
Many thanks for your Ietiel and sugges-
} tions. I am afraid the idea of a Crime
. Club has been suggested before and found
to be impracticable, So you have taken
st Phatls
splendid—keep it up. The Old Paper is
getting more and more popular each week.

John Bridgewater, Southsea.—Glad you
like L. C. Douthwaite’s stories. He’s a
great favourite, and his stories are in great
demand. How do you like this one?
Leslie Charteris has been away, but
it will not be long before his next yarn
appears in The THRILLER. You  can
be sure I shall put it through ds soon as
possible. John G. Brandon, Gwyn Evans,
whom you admire so much, and other
favourites are all hard at work on
THRILLER stories. Look out for them.

Yours sincerely,

Wt

Letters to the Editor should be addressed to :
“The Thriller” Office, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C 4.
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he said slowly. “Includin’ that when,
about three weeks ago, he handed in his
dinner-pail, neither Mayfair nor White-
chapel went into mournin’.”

Expelling a long-withheld breath, Brand
nodded a head that had too little back
to_it.

When Parrot spoke again his eyes were
more closely veiled than usual.

- “Died of heart failure, I belicve?” he
remarked carelessly, and saw Brand’s
narrow forehead bespangled suddenly with
sweat.

“Heart failure nothing !” he cried, and
his_voice was loud and uncertain.

“What do you mean—heart
nothin’ ?’ Parrot demanded quietly.

Brand wiped his dampened brow with a
movement that was almost epileptic in its
suddenness.

- “Schumm was murdered |” he jerked at
last.

. Parrot half-closed his deceptively lazy
eyes. There were certain features in the
passing of the dead swindler that had
aroused his professional interest. Actually
it was only following wupon  consultation
with Sir Redvers Conquest the Chief Com-
missioner, that it had been decided ro
action should be taken. Parrot had con-
soled himself with the thoucrht that
Schumm was better dead, anyway, and let
it go at that.

“ What makes you say he was murdered,
Mr. Brand?” he  asked. “Any definite
grounds, or just plain guesswork, and a
desire to butt in?”

“Butt in!” Brand had a habit of
registering protest by repetition. “No, sir,
I never butt into anything that has to do
with death.” His gross lips trembled.
“What’s worrying me is that it looks like
butting into me.”

Parrot thrust his gaunt frame more com-
fortably into his chair.

“I’'m a busy man, Mr. Brand,” he said,
“and your mouth’s too full of words.”

The fat man continued to breathe
heavﬂy

“Maybe you ’I1 be a bit more interested
in a minute,” he replied. “What would
you say if I was to tell you that a fort-
night before they—found him—Schumm
had a letter threatening to kill him—on the
very day he—he died?”

The detective reached for his:shoxrt and
blackened pipe.

“I'd say,” he quoted “that ‘ I’'m from
Missouri; you gotter show me.””

Brand’s thick lips drew back into a sneer.

“You needn’t worry about that,” he said.
“T’ll show you all right. Because, soon’s
he got that letter Schumm came to me 5

He broke off, his face suddenly grey. It
is not uncommon for men in the grip of
fear to say more than thcy intended.

““No meed to be coy,” Parrot said en-
couragingly. “I know ‘you were together
in that swindle all right. I can’t prove
it, of course; not lerrally, anyway. But
that doesn’t stop me from knowin’.”

Brand’s face became a little less putty-
coloured. Parrot heard his quick sigh of
relief.

“Schumm was just a friend—socially, not
business at all,” he plotested “That was
why he showed me the letter.” He groped
in his pocket. “I have it with me.’

Parrot took it from the other’s spa,tulate
hand. Headed simply “London,”’ it was
typed on a machine that had no single
peculiarity of lettering, upon paper with-
out distinctive feature or watermark.
Dated exactly fourteen days before
Schumm’s death, it was headed by a list of
names, the smaller proportion printed in
red. Against each name was set an
amount in figures.

failure
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Parrot read:

“ Within fourteen days from this date you
will refund to each of the firms enumerated
above the sum set against those names,
this being the amount of which you swindled
them, together with interest at ten per
cent. for one year.

“In connection with the mnames typed
in red, in which you will recognise those
who through your defalcations were forced
into bankruptey, you will remit to whom-
ever 1is administering the estate the
amount stated, plus five per cent. interest
from the date the swindle was perpetrated.
In addition you will send to the hospital
nearest to .the firm concerned a similar
amount to that which you have remitted
to the Trustees in Bankruptey.

“In each case, as a fine for dishonesty,
and as working expenses for this campaign
of retribution, you will pay to the writer
a further fifty per cent. of the gross amount
in Bank of England notes in the manmner
according to which, later, you will receive
instructions.

“Failure to follow out these demands wili
result in your sudden and violent death at
some period during the fourteenth day from
the receipt of this letter. -

“FiaT JusTITIA.”

“And how was the money to be paid—
to this Fiat feller, I mean?” Parrot in-
quired.

“Schumm’s motor yacht was to sink it,
buoyed up in a water-tight case, at a
certain time and place in the North Sea,”
Brand replied. “The blackmailer would be
there—at a convenient distance to guard
against what he called °treachery’—in a
seaplane.”

With  professional appreciation  for
criminal genius, Parrot whistled softly to
himself.

“And
asked,
quiver.

“He laughed at it,” he replied; “said
it was just a bluff from one or other of
the—er—creditor firms. Trying to scare
him into giving back ” he checked him-
self hastily.

“I see; some of the loot.” The detec-
tive’s voice was non-committal. “And on
the fourteenth day?” he demanded.

Brand’s voice was tremulous.

“Schumm just—died !” he said. “He'd
finished dinner and gone to the library. On
the point of lighting a cigar he pitched face-
forward to the hearthrug. When they
picked him up he’d 1

“Handed in his dinner-pail !” broke in
Parrot brutally. “And no cause could be
found. No external wound of any kind, and
the post-mortem showed no sign of poison-
ing. Only that he had something of a C3
heart.”

“It wasn't his heart that—caused it.”

The assertion came raspingly from some-
where far back in Brand’s throat. His
groping hands produced a further letter in
the same immacuiate type and on paper
similar to the one that, a moment pre-
viously, Parrot had laid down. It was
dated exactly fourteen days previously.

He read :

did
and watched Brand’s

he—Schumm—obey ?” = he
thick - lips

“If you will examine the cigar-lighter
the swindler Schumm was using at the
moment of his death, you will ascertain
exactly how that retributive end was accom-
plished. I would suggest that you en-
deavour te use it also. There is no danger—
it was charged only with sufficient poison
for the immediate purpose in view. Even
should any minute quantity have remained
unused, by now it will have evaporated.

This letter, then, is at once an explanation,
a warning, and—a demonstration.

“If at the expiration of fourteen days
from its receipt you have not fulfilled the
instructions, for the ignoring of which
Schumm was called to his account, the same
retribution—though on slightly different
lines—will be meted out to yourself. -

“Within the next few days you will
receive instructions informing you of the
method to be employed in handing over my
own proportion of the amount.

“Fi1ar JUSTITIA.”

His face expressionless, Parrot laid the
letter beside the first.

“I was to leave the cash in notes,” supple-
mented Brand, “at a certain time, on the
top of a certain sarsen stone on the Wilt-
shire Downs.” He gave the exact location.
“If I advised the police, not only myself,
but my wife and daughter would be—dealt

with.” He hesitated. “I didn’t carry out
the instructions,” he added at last.

Again the detective mnodded reluctant
admiration.

“I know the spot,” he said. “Not an
inch of cover and you can sec for miles.
The money, of course, would have been

picked up by someone landing from an aero-
plane.” He paused. “That cigar-lighter?”
he asked at last. “Have you seen it?”

Brand thrust an unsteady hand into his
pocket.

“I'm Schumm’s trustee,” he explained in
the same abject tone as before, and pro-
duced the gold and diamond-studded trinket
from his pocket.

Taking mno risks, before handling the
lighter Parrot put on a pair of gloves.

When he pressed the catch that, releasing
the cap, brought the flame into being, he
felt, thrust through the protecting chamois,
something minute but of an incredibly fine
point. When he came to make an examina-
tion he found that the glove had been neatly
but infinitesimally punctured.
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Barely had the
detectives crossed
the threshold than
a square of the
floor opened be-
neath them. With
a cry of terror,
Inspector Brodribb
flung up his arms
and - disappeared
into the darkness
below.
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“Lucrezia *orgia stuff, this!” he
muttered, and, pressing the catch of the
lighter again, but this time ‘with his pen-
knife blade, saw, like the tongue-stroke of
a tiny snake, the needle shoot out and as
instantaneously return.

He laid the®lighter carefully upon the
desk.

“I’'ll keep this, mister,” he said officially.
He looked narrowly at Brand. Obviously,
besides being a crook of a particularly
abject order, this was one to whom his own
personal safety was the only thing that
mattered—a combination that in Parrot’s
extensive and peculiar experience was not
uncustomary.

“Why didn’t you come to sec me before?”
he asked curiously, and saw the pulse of
sheer terror that, like tiny hammer-strokes,
throbbed in the other’s forchead.

“It was only this morning I was able to
find the' lighter,” Brand explained. “Until
then I thought Schumm’s death was only
coincidence—that there was nothing at all
to those letters.”

Parrot’s smile was entirely unofficial and
without sympathy.

“I accept that, Mr. Brand,” he said.
“Otherwise you’d have left the law to run
round in little circles, and parted with the
cash.”

Watching him, Brand swallowed hard,
fighting for the normal and not attaining it.

“You don’t think there’s any—any
danger, do you, Mr. Parrot?” he stammered.
“TPe me, I -meand”

And because of all types of crook this was
the one he most despised, Parrot refused to
compromise.

“If I was an insurance company, he
replied, “an’ someone asked me to write a
policy on your life, I’d do it like a shot,”
and watched the quick relief that flooded,
like a swift tide, into Brand’s gross face;
heard, too, the sigh of long-withheld breath.
““At ninety-nine and nine-tenths per cent.
premium,” he added; “and even then I'd
re-insure. Do you want protection ?”
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Brand’s face had turned leaden. To
support shaking knees he leaned his hands
heavily on the desk.

“I’d like one of your men to—to keep me
in sight,” he stammered.

“Have a couple. You'll need ’em,” said
Parrot, and detailed two plain-clothes men
for the work. :

“T’ll call on you myself to-night,” Parrot
promised, as Brand lumbered heavily to the
door. “If that feller with the Spanish name
means business—which he does—it’ll be
about that time he’ll get down to it.
There’s no danger till then.” ‘

But even a Chief Constable of Scotland
Yard cannot invariably be right, and this
was one of the times Parrot proved very
wrong indeed. For as the three men passed
into Whitehall, the middle one of that trio
gave a sudden whimpering cry, clapped a
hand to his face, and crumpled, an obese
and motionless heap, to the pavement.

The passing of a metal-laden lorry
drowned the discharge of the silencer-fitted
air-pistol. - Except that, judging by its posi-
tion, it must have been from the road, none
knew from whence had come the tiny tufted
dart that, when they turned the dead man
over, they found adhering to his lip.

None, that is, but the pink and gently-
smiling man lolling in the back seat of one
of the half-dozen taxis that were speeding
towards Parliament Street.

A TERRIBLE DEATH.
AVING made his examination,
H dispatched the body to the mortuary,
and arranged for the post-mortem,
- Parrot went back to his office in the father
and mother of a temper. Even Sir Redvers
Conquest, the Chief Commissioner, who was
the best and most understanding of his kind,
had said a few things at speed about a man
who had been granted police protection
being murdered within ten minutes of that
responsibility being accepted, and on the
very portals of Scotland Yard itself. But
as the Chief Constable knew that the Com-
missioner in turn would have to listen to
much the same wail from the Home Secre-
tary, he bore his own share with more or less

fortitude.

He sat thinking hard, and with no
prospect of inspiration. Of course, he’d set
in motion the usual machinery, but, how-
ever eficient and well-tended, no machine is
able to make goods unless fed with the
necessary raw material. And of raw
material Parrot had not so much as a shred.

Behind the long-drawn-out series of
murders, each one instantaneous, without
apparent motive, and the victim one of
those worst types of criminals who are
beyond the law, was an organisation far too
brilliant to make one of the stereotyped
mistakes by which ninety-nine per cent. of
depredators are brought to the dock.

Improbable as, in Parrot’s experience it
was, in all that chain of dead men, there
had been left behind not one shadow or
suggestion of clue as to their slayers. Indeed,
it was only since his conversation with
Brand, the latest victim, and his inspection
of the letters, for the ignoring of which the
man had come- to his death, that he had
reason to suspect some half-dozen recent
cases of sudden death were murders at all.

There was a knock at the door. Entered
his own immediate assistant, Imnspector
Brodribb, looking puzzled but interested.

“T've a couple of—er—gentlemen here I'd
like you to have a word with, sir,”he said
seriously.

Parrot cocked an eyebrow.

“In regard to—what?” he questioned, and
the inspector hesitated.

“I’'m not sure, sir, that what they have
to say doesn’t bear on that Fiat Justitia
feller,” he replied
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“Optimist !” Parrot said pessimistically.
“However, go bring ’em in. They can’t
know less than I do, anyway, and I’'m not
even a good guesser.”

In one long glance Parrot’s deceptively
lazy eyes took in the lithe figure of Hilary
Fortescue, clad now in clothing belonging
to his host of the previous night; the trans-
parent pallor of his face, the dark rings
beneath his eyes, the shoulder surgically
bandaged.

From Hilary his glance wandered to the
man who half-supported - him. A more
immaculate figure this, of about Hilary’s
own height and build. Savile Row suited,
Burlington Arcade shod, and with linen
from  Duke Street, Reginald Boult
d’Avington FitzRalph, Eleventh Marquis of
Ralph, of Ralph Hooton in the county of
Huntingdonshire, and Virginia Lodge,
Hampstead, was no more a stranger to
Parrot than by sight and repute he was to
half the population of the country. For in
amateur boxing, polo, and rugger,'“ Lord
Reggie ” was as well known as the Bell-
man.

But Parrot, whose profession it was to
penetrate further below the surface of men
and circumstances than is given to mosi,
was able to read qualities in this debonair
young man that, bowever necessary to the
typical sportsman, as a foundafion for
character are more valuable still. He read
in the grey eyes
that looked so
steadily into his
own a clean and
gallant courage
that for a cause he
made his own
would fight to the
last ditch and to
the ultimate milli-
metre of strength;
from The firm lines
of the jaw found
a roore than aver-
age steadfastness
of purpose; from
the shape of the
forehead a by no
means inactive
brain; from the |i|
set of the mouth a
gay and irrepres-
sible humour.

Tarrot rose and
shook hands.

“What’s  your
trouble, Lord Fitz-
Ralph ?” he asked.

“And who’s our
wouynded friend
here?”

“A Jad that, in-
stead of at Scot-
land Yard, you
should be inter-
viewing in hos-
pital,” Lord Ralph
said. “However,
the bullet passed
clean through and
out the other side.
The wound closed up nicely behind it, so I
allowed him to disobey the doctor’s in-
structions in order that you may hear his
bed-time story.”

Parrot sat back.

“Shoot ! he said.

Hilary shot. Categorically, in detail, but
without elaboration, he told of all that had
happened since his arrival at Waterloo.
And though even to himself the story seemed
wild and incredible as a dream of delirium,
he refused to allow hesitation to creep into
his voice. All that counted or mattered was
to hammer home the stark necessity of find-

With a sudden movement, the detective pulled e =

the projecting knob and, with scarcely a sound, —/ L

the whole of the range swung outwards disclosing
the secret entrance to the crook’s get-away.
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ing the girl, at the thought of whose
probable suffering his voice broke and his
heart trembled.

And throughout the progress of that

story he was conscious, probing into his
own, searching, analysing, of the veiled and
lazy eyes of Chief Constable Parrot. And
as his narrative progressed, he thrilled to
the realisation that moment by moment
those veils lifted, until the eyes shone clear
and cold as polished agates, and that the
large and tolerant mouth had become a thin
straight line above a chin of steel.
. “Let me have the description of the man
Sainter again,” Parrot said quietly at last.
“In detail, as if you knew every hair of his
head by its middle name.”

Hilary drew acutely upon his recollection,
to discover that the persomality of Mr.
Sainter was stamped as in-
delibly upon his memory as
an engraving upon steel.
And when that word-picture
had been rounded off by in-
sistence upon all those tiny
peculiarities that are the
soul of personality, Parrot,
as a diver emerging to the
surface, expelled audibly
his long-withheld breath.
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“One of these days, mister, I shouldn’t
wonder but what you’ll receive a silver tea-
pot and an illuminated address on vellum,”
he said slowly. “It’ll be from Scotland
Yard and countersigned by the Home Secre-
tary, for ° services rendered.” ”

For, in the photographic description to
which he had listened, Parrot had recognised
the chubby and cheerful gentleman who, at
the conclusion of the trial of Sir Marcus
Potsinzer, had expressed doubt as to the
good fortune of the prisoner at the verdict.
And within half an hour Sir Marcus Pot-
sinzer had been a very dead man indeed—
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of a pellet of cyanide of potassium intro-
duced into the end of a Corona Corona by a
newly-appointed warder who had been put
in charge of “Prisoners’ Effects,” and of
whose whereabouts, since five minutes follow-
ing the return of those belonging to the
dead man, there had been no trace.

“Sainter, you say his name is?” Parrot
went on to repeat inquiringly. “It was
¢ Oliver ° when he bought that slum pro-
perty near Greenwich, turned the tcnants
out and housed ’em in a block of workmen’s
model dwellings he put up for the purpose.
At that time he was living in Artillery
Mansions, Victoria Street.”
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“Two minutes after I lay hands on him
he’ll be lucky if he’s living anywhere,”
Hilary said.

Parrot glanced at him reproachfully.

“If you're not a good lad,” he said, “I
won’t take you with me to call on Yangtse
Lodge. Not that you’d miss a whole lot of
that,” he added pessimistically.

“How’s that?” Hilary asked quickly.

“Because by this the place’ll be as bare of
crooks as a billiard-ball of feathers,” said
Parrot, and reached for the telephone.

Within ten minutes the two cars were
waiting. Parrot was in charge of the first,
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Inspector Brodribb of the second. Seven
plain-clothes detectives accompanied them,
and in their journey to Hampstead the
speed-limit didn’t count. The only circum-
stance slightly to retard them was that,
towards the end of the short journey, the
engine of the rear car began rather badly
to kmock.

Nothing more innocent imaginable than
the appearance of Yangtse Lodge, as, having
left the cars on the
turned the angle of the drive to the shallow
terrace that fronted the house. The day was
sunny, the lawns closely trimmed and
shaven, the flower-beds in full bloom.

the garden’s

“Everything in
Parrot remarked dryly.
same applies inside?”

The state of the building itself was
equally immaculate; fine lace curtains in
the windows; paint spick and span; meti-
culously polished door-handle and whitened
steps. It was the typical Georgian mansion
of the rather more than well-to-do merchant
or professional man.

And yet, regarding it, to Hilary it was
as though behind that appearance of well-
ordered prosperity overshadowing it, trans-
forming its brightness to brooding and its

lovely,”
‘I wonder if the
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road outside, they-
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prosperity to evil, so that to him the whole
house was a whited sepulchre, with an air
that was wholly sinister. Instead of smiling
upon him, the house leered as mockingly
as a hyena over a carcase.

Parrot neither knocked nor rang; ob-
viously he did not intend that those who
might be within should have time.for pre-
paration. Instead he turned the handle of
the door.

It yielded and, swinging it wide, he stood
aside for the others to enter. As befitted his
position, Brodribb was the first to cross the
threshold.

Never afterwards was Hilary able with
any sense of clarity to reconstruct what
instantaneously followed; it was too night-
marish; too unutterably horrible. Ono
second there, at the head of the file, keen,
alert, purposeful, was the broad form of
Inspector Brodribb. The next instant, like
an 1nexpert diver, the bulk of the man
seemed to shoot forward; there was a fal-
tering shuffle of heavy-soled shoes. Then,
as though the novice diver had clumsily
over-balanced, the sweeping are of head and
shoulders disappeared from sight. Simul-
taneously, mingling inextricably with the
frenzied unearthly scream of the victim,
came a hollow reverberating clang as the
trap-door that opened beneath the in-
spector’s weight crashed against the founda-
tion wall below.

Hilary never knew how long it was before
any one of them moved; did anything;
indeed, but stare with numbed horror each
}'n’co the face of the other. Then, at last,
1t was Parrot who made the first move, and
his voice, hoarse and dry and uncertain,
came from lips that were uncertain, too.

“Stand  back,” he ordered
“while I see!”

He produced an electric toreh, and, kneel-
ing at the edge of the opening, shone the
beam directly below. And as he so knelt, in
the bright noon sunshine that streamed
through the open door from the garden, as
though from a severed artery the blood
drained from his face, leaving it grey and
sweat-bespangled.

For the collapse of that trap-door had pro-
jected Inspector Brodribb a full twenty feet
—on to a chevaux-de-frise of spikes, each
ground and pointed to a razor keenness.

Parrot turned to his men a stricken face.

“Dead !” he pronounced  hoarsely.
“There’s nothing else he can be.. Hand me
a rope, someone.”

Supported by their full strength, they
lowered him through the opening. A
detective-constable followed, and gently
they released the body from his imprison-
ment. Mercifully, one of the longer and
keener spikes had penetrated the heart, so
that Brodribb’s very shriek must have been
bitten off by death.

They raised the dead man to the hall,
and there on a settee reverently placed
him.

And as Parrot turned away, he said to
Lord FitzRalph and Hilary :

“There’s a commission sittin® right here
in London to-day on whether to abolish
capital punishment. In some cases I'm all
against hanging, and this is one cof ‘em.”

He spoke so quietly, and yet with such
supremacy - 0f self-command, that for a
moment Hilary was deceived.

“What would you substitute?” he asked.

“I’d be ashamed to tell you,?” the chief
constable replied. “Besides, it’d make you
sick. What I could think out for the man
who did that “—he gestured towards the
still figure on the settee—“would make
death by dislocation of the vertebre seem
like a day at a fun city I’

hoarsely,
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BAFFLING MYSTERY.

AUTIOUSLY, testing each door, each step

C they took, they continued to explore.

And everything about the house was

as one left only for an hour or so; clothes

still’ in the wardrobes, food in the larder,

wine and spirifs in the cellar. Everything
in apple-pie order.

There were, indeed, signs of riisarrange-
ment in but one apartment, a smaller room
on the first floor that had been built out
of the east wing as a sort of annexe, and
used, obviously, as a study.

A comfortable room this, and a handsome
one; the walls panelled in mellow
mahogany, with a red pile carpet, open
fireplace, carved bookshelves on each side
wall, and a huge Jacobean writing-table.

But here were signs of confusion and the
flurry of departure. . Drawers pulled out
and not replaced, the contents tossed care-
lessly here and there as discarded. Blanks
in the bookcases left by abstracted volumes ;
the door of the burcau filing cabinet swing-
ing open.

From the doorway Parrot silently sur-
veyed - the disorder. :

It was evident that to gain an exact
idea of what this room stood for would
take some time, and in investigations of
the kind he liked to be alone.

He turned to the sergeant in charge of
the constables.

“Take all but Adams and Porter to

- search the grounds,” he instructed; and to
those named, who were the motor drivers:
“Bring the car into tle garage here and
give it the once over for the knocking there
was all the talk about on the way down.”

As the tattered, dishevelled figure shambled up, Parrot

whispered quickly :

shall be.”’

‘¢ Beat it about twenty yards ahead,
and don’t look round to-see if we’re following, because we
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After the men had left, Parrot continued
standing by the door for a moment, taking
in every detail of the room. He could not
have told why, but he was impressed with
the conviction that there was a secret here
that was his for the finding. Also, judging
by the supreme disorder, and according to
his luck, the search might be long or short.

The room, which was long and narrow,
was lighted only by skylights let into the
roof. The two sides were taken up entirely
by ceiling-high bookshelves. - At one end
was. the door; the other end was panelled
in mahogany, with at the angle of each
square a magnificently-carved Tudor rose.

His inspection was interrupted by Lord
FitzRalph. ,

“If . you don’t mind I’ll scoutr around on
my own for a spell,” he said. “There’s
more in this place than meets the eye, if
I’'m not mistaken.”

“Just as you say,” Parrot agreed ab-
stractedly, and bent to stroke the cat which,
having made friends with the party outside,
had followed them throughout the house.
As if satisfied by the attention, the animal
stalked over to the hearthrug, curled up,
and went to sleep.

Lord FitzRalph left, and Parrot went
over to the desk. Commencing from the
top right-hand drawer he began con-
sistently to go through the contents.

“Why not take a look at the books, Mr.
Fortescue?” he suggested to Hilary, who
was standing wuncertainly by. “Begin
from the left of the top shelf and work
gradually downward. Examine each volume
in turn. It’s only a chance you’ll find any-
thing worth while, of course, but I’ve

known funny things between the
leaves of books.”

There was a library ladder
propped up in the corner.

As Hilary mounted it, he
heard the defective car chug into
the yard upon which the room
abutted. Two or three minutes
later, from immediately behind
the mahogany panelling at the

L “end of the room, came the sound
i of the engine again, footsteps,
and the sound of voices.

From the desk Parrot looked

up alertly, i

“Suffering Saul!” he
claimed. ‘““That’s the garage
behind there — just separated
from us by that screen.” He
thought for a moment, his face
intent. “Now why in
Sam Hill did Oliver, or
Sainter, or whatever
his crook name is, want
to build his garage
next to his library?”

There was more than
wonder in his tone; a
measure of suspicion
also, as if he was con-
sidering a problem the
answer to which lay
deeply beneath the sur-
face

From the ladder, his
head within six inches
of the angle of the ceil-

exX-

in g, systematically
Hilary took the books
from the shelves,

opened each in turnm,
ran his fingers through
the leaves.

A curious collection,
this library of Mr.
Sainter. All solid stuff,
and of the same type;
sociology and inter-
national philosophy.
Karl Marx, Nietzsche,
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Tolstoy, Kropotkin, Rousseau, Mrs. Besant;
works by Oriental mystics; by Eastern
dreamers; by Chinese theorists—many
dating back from before the era ot
Christianity. And each one an indictment
of individual wealth and a rebellion against
the social order of his time.

A man of curious mentality, this fanatic
who at this very moment had in his power
the woman whom Hilary loved as he knew
that, come what might, he would never
love another. A mass murderer, reformer,
philosopher, philanthropist; unscrupulous
as one possessed of demons; cruel as the
Inquisition; cunning as Machiavelli. And
even then Hilary did not kmnow how cun-

. ning.

The library contents showed an attitude
of mind he thought it might be as well to
bring to the attention of Parrot. As he
turned his head to speak, the shock he re-
ceived was such that only by a wild and
instinctive clutch. at the shelves was he
able to prevent himself from falling.

For Chief Constable Parrot, arms out-
flung, was slumped face downwards over
the desk. And what of his face was visible
was of a ghastly leaden hue, the glazed
eyes staring unseeingly and fixedly at
nothing.

For a moment, stricken to his soul with
horror, Hilary stared motionlessly—expect-
ing to see, protruding from face or hands,
the deadly tufted dart that had brought
death to the crook financier, Theodore
Brand. Then, with an inarticulate cry he
began to stumble down the ladder.

Two steps, and in a flash of inspiration
he paused—in that momentary hiatus
caught sight of that which indubitably
saved his life. It was the cat—still curled
immovably on the hearthrug.

But even in that quick glance he was
able to recognise in the attitude that
which arrested him; a stiffness, a rigidity,
a lacking of that sinuocus pliability that in

the feline species is the predominant
characteristic. And looking more intently,

he saw from what that strange impression
of immobility was derived.

The cat had ceased to breathe.

Irresistibly he checked himself. There
was no tiny tufted dart adhering to Parrot
or to the animal. Nor, when he came to
think of it, was that surprising. The sky-
lights overhecad were closed, as was the
door. In the whole room was no cover by
which a murderer could be conceaied. Be-
sides, in the absorbed stillness of the room,
and however adequately equipped with
silencer, would not the discharge of the
pistol have been audible ?

Also, why in the name of sanity, besides
killing Parrot, did the murderer want to
destroy the cat?

And yet, the stark fact remained—the cat
was dead.

Even when he reached this blank wall of
speculation some lingering residue of those
conclusions remained; pricking him, goad-
ing him. It was the one concerned with
the detonation caused by the shot that was
most persistent. If in this quiet room a
pistol had been discharged, he must have
heard it. Over and over again this con-
viction hammered at his brain.

Then, suddenly and instantaneously like
a lightning stroke flashed solution. He
would not have heard because the discharge
would have been drowned by the throbbing
of the engine at the further side of the
screen.

Poised there on the ladder, Hilary lis-
tened intently. Only the monotonous
throb, throb, throb of the Wellesley-
Twelve came to him. No sound of the
drivers’ voices. It came.to him then that
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it was a few minutes since he had heard
them.

Why were they so silent? It might be,
of course, that having finished their repairs
they had left the garage and rejoined their
comrades. :

But that wouldn’t do, either. Parrot’s
instructions had been definite. Once the
repairs were finished, the car was to be
driven back to the road. Also, since the
car cntered the garage not for a moment
had that throbbing ceased—and you can’t
repair an engine while it is still running.

Something wrong there evidently. Why,
in leaving the garage, had the drivers not
switched off the engine? Like a hammer
stroke, insistently, the question came again
and yet again. He turned his head to-
wards the partition, staring as though his
glance could penetrate to the . garage
beyond. a2 S

And as his eyes remained riveted, sud-
denly - his breath caught sharply in his
throat, his heart pounding. Over one por-
tion of the panelling was a filmy Indian
curtain, and so rhythmieally slightly to and
fro did the lower portion of that curtain
sway, it was as though behind it a pulse
was beating.

That tiny circumstance brought solution

of the mystery. More, the probability is it
saved his own life as, indubitably, it saved
the life of Chief Constable Parrot.
. Now there was no question of hesitation.
With quickly indrawn breath he filled _his
lungs: to bursting-point. Then, removing
his feet from the rungs, he slid incontin-
ently down the ladder. Still retaining
what was left of that one long inhalation,
despite the. pain of his wound, he slung
the limp form of Parrot across his
shoulders, staggered to the door, opened
it, hastily lowered the detective to the
further side, and slammed the door behind
him. Then, and only then, he expelled the
uged air from his lungs; breathed in grate-
fully a fresh supply. A moment later he
‘had dragged Parrot down the short corri-
dor and into the open air.

It was while feverishly he was engaged
in the work of artificial respiration that
behind him a startled voice exclaimed :

. “Ceesar’s knapsack! What’s happened
. to_Parrot?”

It was Lord FitzRalph, his voice alive
~with - consternation.

. “Gassed ! said Hilary curtly.
hand !

It was a good twenty minutes before the
chief constable began to show signs of life;

. a further ten before, dazedly, but with
something of the old humour in his eyes,
he sat up.

“Except that I've the deuce of a head,
what might happen to be the matter with
me?” he demanded.

Hilary told him.

“But where in Sam Hill did the gas
come from?” Parrot protested, still a
little uncertainly.

“If you’re able to walk, I'll show you,”
Hilary said grimly.

“T could walk ten miles,” lied Parrot,
and assisted by the others stumbled to his
feet.

They made their way to the garage where
the engine still throbbed. Without hesita~
tion Hilary peered at a point about nine
inches from the floor at the rear end of the
car. The expression came into his face
that comes only to the man who vindicates
the accuracy of a long shot theory.

“Look !” he said, and pointed.
Comprehension on his face, Parrot
dropped to his haunches. And he saw then
"that to the exhaust-pipe of the car was at-
tached a length of tubing that, threugh 2
hole some inch and a halt in diameter,

“Lend a
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passed through the
panelling and to the
library beyond.

For a moment, because
his brain was working
under forced draught, he
was silent. When he
spoke they gathered it
was not so much  the
method employed in his
attempted murder that
exercised him, as how
that attempt had been
engineered.

“Diverting. the carbon
monoxide from the ex-
haust to the library
shows pretty good staff-
work,” he said quietly.
“So good that if Mr.
Fortescue hadn’t been on
the ladder—a point to
which that unusually
heavy gas was unable to
rise—it wowuld have
accomplished his. pur-
pose; because carbon
monoxide, being both
tasteless and odourless, .
we should have sunk into
unconsciousness without
any warning, and a few
minutes . later have
handed in our dinner-
pails.” He paused,
frowning.

“But what I'm more
the moment is to find

interested in for
> the bloke who
switched on the blinkin’.’fluence,” he con-

tinued. “Also, and incidentally, where are
those two drivers, Porter and Adams ?*’

He went to the door and sounded his
whistle. =~ Under the direction of the ser-
geant the search-party returned.

“Have you seen anything of Adams or
Porter?” Parrot asked, observing that
neither was of the party.

“I’ve seen mnothing of either, sir,” the
sergeant said promptly.

Parrot turned sharply at a strangled cry
that came from Hilary. Stepping on to
the footboard of the car to switch off the
engine, he had happened to glance into the
tonneau. The chief constable turned to
find him supporting himself by a grip upon
the door with a hand from which the
knuckles stood out with the same deathly
pallor as the white mask of his face. With
his injured hand he pointed mutely to the
body of the car.

“Look !” he cried hoarsely. “ Look!”

His own face blanched, Parrot stumbled
to the car; swung open the door. . Within,
two crumpled heaps, lay the bodies of the
two drivers, and protruding from the cheek
of each was a little, tufted dart.

For a long moment Parrot stood frozen
to stark rigidity. Then by a supreme call
upon his reserves he had himself in hand.
But when at last he spoke his face was
ice-cold ; implacable ; relentless.

“First aid, and quick about it!” he
snapped. “One of you ’phone for a doctor.
Not that it’ll be any use—they’re dead
enough, poor chaps!” He turned to the
sergeant. “You saw no trace of strangers
—in the grounds or elsewhere?”

The sergeant shook his head.

“Not a trace, and we searched the whole
place like a hen scratching for corn,” he
replied convincingly. i

Parrot said, savagely: - )

“They were there or here/” He jerked
his head in the direction of the victims.
“And not so many minutes ago at that,”
he added. His eyes turned from one to the
other of the group.: “You're one short,” he
said suddenly. “ Where’s Lord FitzRalph?”

“I haven’t seen him, sir,” the sergeant

Gazing down at Parrot,
Hilary was horrified.
chief constable, arms out-
flung, was slumped face
downwards over the desk.

-
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said promptly, and the
him. . - . :

“I sent.you to search the grounds—not
play: blind man’s buff,” Parrot said un-
pleasantly. “Get a move on—put every
blade of grass through a fine tooth-comb.
And have your guns ready,” he jerked.

From the house to the wall that abutted

the road they subjected the whole grounds
to the minutest possible search; flower and
kitchen-gardens, orchards, summer and
glasshouses;” outbuildings, shrubberies. By
the time . they were back at their starting-
point no square inch remained unexamined.
But neither of Lord FitzRalph nor of any
intruder had they found trace. ~ - -
" Parrot’s chin projected and his eyes were
agate-hard. His men were his father and
his. mother and his children; harm to any
one of them was a direct attack upon him-
self.: And since he-had passed through the
lodge gates-a little less than an hour ago
10 :less than.three of them had been done
to.death, . '

“Guard every door and window,” he in-
structed  curtly, and with Hilary at his
heels, re-entered. the house.

Systematically, room by room, corridor by
corridor, they searched it to ' discover—
nothing. - Nor, though expertly he tested
walls and flooring, was there any sign of
secret room or passage. All of moment
they discovered, indeed, was in the library
—now clear of the deadly poison-gas that so
nearly had succeeded in its mission of
murder. One of the Tudor Roses of the
panelling was lying on the floor, and
through the space thus left projected the
exhaust-pipe of the car.

In the open-air again, Parrot detailed the
sergeant and two constables to remain in
the house. Two of the remaining constables
he detailed to drive the defective car. He
himself, and a constable who happened to be
an expert driver, were to use the car that
had been left outside the gate.

But when at last they reached the place
where it had been, Chief Constable Parrot,
trained to a rigid self-suppression, needed
all the self-command there was going. For
a full minute he stood, staring goggle-eyed
at a road as blank as his own amazemsent.

The car had gone.’

others confirmed
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Gripping their guns, the three men paused for a moment,
then, with Parrot in the lead, they plunged into the dark-
ness of the secret passage.

But when at last slowly he turned to
Hilary, he had himself in hand again.

“I'd give a couple of months’ pay to
know which of ’em swiped my car,” he said
quietly.

Hilary, no less surprised, said :

“Which two do you mean?”

“The one who murdered my officers—or
Lord FitzWhoppit,” Parrot answered irre-
verently.

The second car came through the gates
and they climbed aboaxd.

“Stop at the nearest cali-office,” Parrot
instructed, and from there gave certain in-
structions.

And, like all that had becn done that day,
these proved wuscless. On the Finchley
Road, with a muffled exclamation more ex-
cusable than printable, Hilary seized the
Chief Constable’s arm.

“Look !” he shouted, pointing.

Pulled in neatly to the kerb was
missing police-car—empty.

Parrot ordered his driver to stop; got out.
The abandoned car was perfectly in order —
the sclf-starter responded at once. Thought-
fully he climbed into the driving-seat.

“I think I'd better take the wheel my-
self,” he explained. *“After my ’phone call
just now every officer in London is on the
qui_vive for just this very car -

Between Finchley Road and Whitehall he
was, indeed, stopped not less than half a
dozen times.

the

A CAPTURE.

ack in Parrot’s room at Scotland Yard

Hilary gave way to something closely

approximating  despair. At  the

thought of what, even at that moment,

might be happening to Sally, he felt the

call upon his endurance was beyond reason-
able limit.

And then, when depression was its
height, Parrot’s telephone buzzed. The
receiver pressed to his ear, the detective
became suddenly alert. He was listening
to a monologue in which he spoke only to
jerk out some curt question or other.

“We’ll be with you straight away,” he
said quictly at last. “Until then, do pre-
cisely nothing.”

at
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He replaced the re-
ceiver and turned to
Hilary.

“This is where we
get busy, my lad,” he
said, a gleam in his
eye. At the telephone
once more he gave
practical evidence to
that effect. Then, as
he rveplaced the re-
ceiver : g

“The one who mur-
dered my two drivérs
and tried to gas us off

the ‘earth was a
Chink.”

“So Yan,” Hilary
gasped.

“T shouldn’t won-
deriiiia @bit, 2 ¥ Parrot
replied acridly.

“Anyway, Lord Mac-
Waffles saw him sneak
out of a summer-house
in the far corner of
Yangtse Lodge
garden—the one
against the boundary
wall, but farthest
from the gates,” he
explained. “His first
impulse was to put it

across -him straight
away. Then, like a
sensible bloke, he

thought better of it.
As by a stroke of luck the Chink hadn’t seen
him, it struck his lordship that if he could
follow wunobserved, probably the Chink
would lead him to the new headquarters.”

Hilary, some part at least of the dead
weight ‘of impotence lifted from his heart,
beamed appreciation.

“Stout feller I” he cried. “And thent”

“On the farther side of the wall So Yan
had a motor-cycle cachéd,” Parrot con-
tinued. “The only thing, then, was to
follow in our car, that, fortunately, was out
of sight around the curve of the wall. Also
it’s a standard make with nothing to dis-
tinguish it—at any rate outwardly—from
thousands of others.”

Hilary interrupted.

“Then why in Sam Hill
FitzRalph abandon it?” he
quickly, and Parrot smiled.

“Because orice or twice So Yan had looked
round rather suspiciously,” he explained.
“Lord FitzDoodah waited until he came to
a cab-rank where he knew every driver by
his middle name—bit of a lad, his lordship,
in a quict way, let me tell you! By a stroke
of luck the one at the head of the queue
happened to be a partic’lar pal of his—Lord
FitzCoughdrop had paid for his wife to go
to the sca when she was sick or somethin’.
I don’t know how he explained, but in about
ten seconds he’d collared the driver’s cap
and badge, taken his seat in the taxi, and
was on the road again.”

The Chief Constable paused. Apparently
their new acquaintance was a man after his
own heart.

“TI tell you, Mr. Fortescue,” he went on,
“that feller may be a member of our effete
aristocracy, but in brain he’s outsize, and
he’s owner of seven different varieties of
guts.” ;

For the moment Hilary was not interested
in character delineation. What he wanted
was actiqn, and plenty of it.

“What became of the Chink?” he de-
manded, but poring over a map of London
outspread on his desk, Parrot did not im-
mediately reply. And as the point of his
pencil came to rest at the end of the route
that had been given him through the tele-

did Lord
demanded
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phone, his expression was that of one con-
fronted by a problem the solution of which
lies maddeningly an inch beyond his grasp.

“He turned into a house between the New
Cross Road and Griffin Street, Greenwich,”
Parrot said slowly.

“Then, for the love of Mike, let’s go and
get him,” Hilary cried.

Parrot held up a large, but soothing hand.

“One more word from you and I shall say
something original, like ‘° More haste, less
speed,” or-© Look before you leap,” or some-
thin’,” he warned, and for a moment was
silent. - Then his face lighted, and he
brought his fist to the desk with a bang
that almost upset the inkpot.

“I’ve got it !” he exclaimed.
© “Got what?” Hilary questioned eagerly.

“What was lurkin’ around what in
moments of enthusiasm I like to think of
as my brain,” Parrot replied. His pencil
touched a point on the map. ‘Here’s where
the Chink went to earth, and here "—the
pencil-point moved a fractional quarter-
inch—“is Oliver’s Model Dwellings—on the
same side of the road in the same street.”

He brooded for a moment, eyes and face
intent.

“And what I'd like to know,” he said at
last, “is why—after to all outward appear-
ances the dwellings were completed—it was
a couple of months before a single tenant
was accepted. And why, in the interval,
Oliver—who is, of course, your old college
friend Sainter—should have imported a
squad of artisans from Albania to work on
the interior of the building, and, immedi-
ately the job was finished, shipped ’em off
home again. And why, while they were
here, they were housed in the dwellings and
never allowed outside ?”

Hilary sat up more alertly still. Parrot’s
manner was both singular and impressive.

“What work were they doing there?”
Hilary demanded, and reaching a large
hand for the telephone, Parrot gave his
instructions.

‘“And that,” he said, “is precisely what I
propose to find out.”

This time he made his sclection with the
extremity of care. As second-in-command,
on whom he could rely in any emergency,
protégé of his own, Detective-inspector
Oakes filled the bill; the rank and file were
the pick of the plain-clothes men of London.

It was dark by the time the two cars
pulled up at the corner of High Street and
Douglas Street—which is on that drab
borderland between Deptford and Greenwich
—and the crews trickled from them with the
minimum of ostentation.

Parrot had drawn a rough sketech of what
he called “the areca of occupation,” and
alrcady cach man had His own specified post
and duties.

“In dealin’ with a feller that keeps a
tame assassin like that Chink,” Le said, “it
don’t pay to take chances. An’ when I say
that at the first hint of trouble you’re tc
shoot, an’ go on shootin’, I mean just that.
Because if I have to make this another
Sidney Street affair I'm goin’ to put Sainter
and that Chink where the dogs won't bite.
It’s no use tryin’ to destroy a wasp’s nest
with warm milk an’ lovin’ words.”

A man lounged up to them—a scrubby
man with unclean face and hands and dis-
hevelled hair—a man whose cap was like an
oil-rag, with what was left of his boots
open at the toes, and his rags but the
greasy relic of a suit. And until he spoke
Hilary’s astonishment that Parrot accepted
his advent without comment was consider-
able.

“Beat it about twenty yards ahead,” the
Chief Constable instructed the tatterde-
malion' stranger, “an’ don’t look round to
sce if we’re followin’, because we shall be.”

“That’ll be splendid,” ILord FitzRalph
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replied, and cast a complacent look down his
appalling person. “As a matter of fact I
came up less for instruction than admira-
tion.”

“Where d’ye get the Savile Row outfit?”
Parrot growled.

. “Immediately before I telephoned to you
put a call through to my own man at
Virginia Lodge,” Lord FitzRalph explained.
“He got here one time, and I changed in
the car. To enable me,” he explained, “to
make a call upon our Celestial friend.”

“And I bet six to four you found no one
at home,” Parrot said with confidence,
though Hilary observed -how eagerly he
awaited the reply.

The tatterdemalion peer raised soiled eye-
brows. T

“Your deduction is masterly, Mr.
Holmes,” he said. “My knock at the door
was wholly disregarded.”

“ What was there -to prevent the Chink
or anyone else leaving the house while vou
were away gettin’ into fancy dress?” Parrot
asked.

The peer retained his cheerfulness.

“Nothing,” he admitted, “except that the
moment I reached the car I sent Jelks, my
man, to watch until I joined him. And
that whoever was in the house didn’t leave
in ‘the interval I assured myself by the
simple expedient of tying a thread of black
silk across both the front door and the back
entrance. Up to five minutes ago both were
unbroken.” .

Parrot looked at him grimly, but at the

back of the lazy eyes was a new respect.
. “There are times, m’lord,” he observed
quietly, “when you appear to be threatened
with intelligence. So, if you feel like comin’
in with us, well—just keep your eyes
skinned.” :

The dejected figure of the peer shuffled
off. When he was about fifty yards ahead
Parrot, Hilary, and a young detective-ser-
geant named Bird, strolled casually after
him. The rest of the squad Parrot posted
according to the method previously
arranged. :

From the incredibly squalid and un-
savoury street, at the corner of which Lord
FitzRalph had accosted them, and that was
bordered on the one side by the high brick
‘wall of a railway goods yard, ran three
other narrow and reeking lanes, designated
‘respectively—and ironically—Garden Street,
Floral Street, and Arbour Street. In each
of these festering - by-ways of slumdom
leant crazily the one against the other,

- four-roomed tenements of the back-to-back
order; crumbling, unclean, insanitary, un-
safe, and unfit for human habitation ; brick-
work crumbling, woodwork either dis-
‘integrated or pilfered for fuel; plaster
rotted by time and damp ; veritable decayed
corpses of dwelling-places.

It was down the first of these—Garden
Street—that they were led by the bedragsled
heer.
l,.At the corner Parrot stopped.

“Sainter bought the whole of #his pro--

perty,” he told Hilary. ‘“The houses, to
use a laughable expression, were then in-
habited. - Sainter turned out all the teriants
and put them at less rent elsewhere. Then,
when thé Albanians had breezed back to
“wherever they came from, he transferred the
tenants—there.” -

. He pointed to the end of the row on the
left. Check by jowl with the last of those
crazy hovels, plainly distinguishable by the
high electric standard that fronted the
entrance, was a six-storey block of tene-
ments ; clean, airy, and a little more than
.weather-proof. There were lights in the

various windows; over the rails of the fire-’

escapes hung wisps of washing. Sometimes
a shadow passed across a blind.

~ “If Sainter mever did another good thing
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in his life,” Parrot stated, “at least he’s got
that to his credit.” ‘
“Omnce let me lay hands ¢n him, and h2'il
have something to his debit,”
growled.
“All T need from you—and everyone
here,” Parrot said acidly, “is silence.”
Having reached the sixth door on the
left, Lord Fitz Ralph paused; then, ghost-
like, he shuffled to one side. Noiselessly
the others,. keeping within the shadow of
the crazy building, joined him before the
door. And though in that uncertain light
that door looked erazy and unsubstantial,
running his hand over the surface Hilary
discovered that the appearance was - de-
ceptive ; it was both solid and immovable.
Without comment Parrot took from his
pocket a small oilcan and a skeleton key.

From the one he squirted lubricant into’

the interior of the lock; with the other
noiselessly turned the cateh; followed by
the others as silently passed into the house.

The door opened directiy into the main
room. Parrot swept the beam ‘of his torch
comprehensively around ; he discovered that
in the apartment was some semblance of
furniture—an uncovered deal table of the
kitchen variety, three or four elm chairs
and, on the high mantelpiece, candles in
greasy candlesticks. The room was not as
dirty as might have been expected.

The door closed and locked behind them,
they stood for a moment, noiseless as
wraiths, listening intently. No sound
came to break the complete and utter
silence.

“Wait 1 .

The word was formed by Parrot’s lips
rather than whispered. He glided through
into the room beyond, and in view of the

Hilary
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danger to the girl who was the one woman
either to count or matter in his life, to
Hilary the calm deliberation of his methods
was sheerly maddening. :

. Not until later was he able to realise
that without consideration of each phase
of the game as it arose, the outcome would
have been -inevitable disaster. - Of all
Parrot’s * professional ~principles the one
which forbade a leap in the dark was the
most deeply founded.

““No cellars,” the latter whispered, re-
turning te the others. " “I'm going up-
stairs.” Alone—so if there’s a rough house
you can aect as rescue-party.”

A strong arm deterred him.

“No—me !” * whispered = Hilary, and
before the detective could protest, pistol at
the ready, and in swift and utter silence,
was: four treads up the flight.

At the top was a tiny landing, with
doors on either hand. From helow the one
to the left strcamed a ribbon of light.

His ear at the keyhole, Hilary listened.

From within came the sound of voices
and the occasional eclink of glasses. And
though he waited for what seemed an un-
conscionable time, not once in'these growl-
ing exchanges could he  distinguish either
the smooth tones.of Mr. Sainter or the
sibilant clack of the Chinese.

With incredible suddenness he burst open
the door.

At a table upon which were whisky and
glasses, three men were seated. One, un-

“questionably, was “Chimp,” the leader of

the three who, on the previous might, had
retrieved Sally Moreland for Mr. Sainter
—a fact that did not contribute to Hilary’s
good will towards him. The other two, of
slightly lesser girth, and, he suspected,
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ruffianism, obviously were the giant’s com-
panions in that raid.

The surprise was complete.

As the dishevelled apparition who, blood-
encrusted, wild-eyed and wild-haired, long-
barrelled revolver poised, thus staggeringly
confronted them, their jaws dropped and
their eyes boggled.

*“Keep quite still,” Hilary said, his
voice shudderingly pleasant, “until I say
the word. Because every little movement
will have a meaning of its own, and I shall
say it with bullets. Got that?”’

From their expressions it was evident
they had.

Hilary nodded satisfaction.

“Good !” he said, speaking as a sergeant-
instructor on the parade ground. *Now,
all together, taking your time from the
right: Ha-a-a-nds—up !”

The arms of the two smaller ruffians
ascended; with a lightning dive the hand
of the giant shot forward to an automatic
that lay just beyond his grasp.

It was destined to remain outside his
grasp; the bullet from Hilary’s pistol that,
after carrying away the tip of his sausage-
like finger, crashed through the table,
deterred him from any extension of reach.
With a bellow of mingled rage and agony
the huge arms shot upwards. :

T H-I11 ” he spluttered, but at
what he read in Hilary’s eye broke off
abruptly.

“If you're wise—and you’ll have to be
very wise indeed—you’ll do just exactly

His pistol at the ready, Hilary pressed his
ear against the door of the crook’s private
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room and listened cautiously.

what you’re told—and quickly!” Hilary
said, and even when, stung into action
by the sound of the automatic’s discharge,
Parrot and Lord FitzRalph joined him,
never for an instant took his eyes from
his victims.
IN THE UNDERGROUND CELLAR.

L3 ND very nice, too !” Parrot remarked

A complacently, and stepped into

the room. At sight ‘of the trio
at the table his brows shot upwards.
“Why—who have we here? Chimpy
Fargus, Tuppy Wang, and Dido Foo—heads
of the Corner Boys Gang.” He regarded
the giant reproachfully. “I’'m surprised
at you, Chimp,” he observed. ‘“Never knew
you do anythin’ more reprehensible than
‘ knock off > an odd car or two before—a
thing anyone might do just on the spur
of the moment—absent-minded like—"
Suddenly his voice changed; there was
something steel-like and implacable in it.

“But now, m’lad, you’re in for trouble.
Trouble with a big T, all wool and a yard
wide !’

Fargus, a veritable Colossus of a man
with a huge, high-cheeked face and tiny,
vindictive eyes, scowled ferociously.

“You’ve nothin’ on me, Mr. Parrot,” he
growled.

“Only these—for the moment,” the
detective said, and slipped handcuffs about
the upraised wrists. “The same to you,
Tuppy,” he added, “and to you, Dido,"”
and performed a similar rite upon them.
“Cord, sergeant,” he instructed, and neatly
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and ethcientiy his subordinate bound the
ankles of the two last-named.

Almost inarticulate with rage, the giant
shouted :

“What you got on us, Parrot?
your warrant ?”

“I don’t need a warrant to pull in a
quadruple murderer,” Parrot said in a deep
voice, and, finger and thumb closing vice-
like about the giant’s colossal ear, jerked
him to his feet.

And, standing, the giant was abject and
trembling, his face ashen.

“Murder?” he repeated huskily. “I done
no murder, Mr. Parrot. Other things,
mebbe; but I'm no killer!”

Parrot regarded him sourly. Hilary
knew there was something he wanted from
the big man.

“Accessory after the fact,” Parrot said.
“That’s about fifteen years—with your
record.” He paused. “TUnless,” he began
doubtfully, and stopped again.

The giant snapped at the tentative hope
held out.

“Unless what, Mr.
eagerly.

“Unless,” the detective said, “you help
us to. prev#nt another. Murder, I mean
That’d count in your favour, I shouldn’t
wonder.”’

Where's

Parrot?” he cried

The giant’s gross face shone with
eagerness.
“Just tell us what we can do, Mr.

Parrot,” he said fervently.

“You can show us how to reach Sainter
from here,” Parrot said quietly, and seeing
the terror return to the huge face, pressed
home his point.  “And you needn’t be
afraid to open out, either,” he added, ‘ be-
cause once we lay hands on that bird he’ll
be put in a place where he can’t harm any-
body.”

The argument told.
giant every time.

“Pull out the damper above the kitchen
oven,” le said.

Parrot turned purposefully to the plain-
clothes man.

“Tie his feet,” he instructed.

Downstairs he made directly for the
huge, old-fashioned range. On. the left of
it was the hot-water boiler. The middle
was the fireplace . itself; to the right, the
oven. And a foot above the oven was the
damper.

Parrot’s hands closed about the knob.

“Stand  back !”- he said, pulled, and
jerked sharply aside to avoid the sweep of
the whole range as it swung outwards.

Parrot flashed his torch down the steps
disclosed by the opening.

His face alive with the relief that
gripped him, Hilary would have dashed
headlong down  the flight, but Parrot’s
large hand checked him.

“In a minute, mister,” he said sooth-
ingly, tiptoed to the door, unlocked it, and
peered into the reeking alleyway that was
Garden: Street. . Like a substantial shadow
Sergeant Oakes detached himself from the
gloom.

Parrot propelled him noiselessly into the
room ; showed him the opening.

“Telephone particulars of this to the
Yard,” he said. “If you hear nothing of
us in half an hour bring your men and see
what’s doing. If you bump against any
of the gang, treat ’em rough.”

Oakes saluted and left.

His pistol poised and ready, Parrot dis-
appeared through the opening. On a hair-
trigger of expectancy Hilary followed.
Lord FitzRalph and Sergeant Bird took
up the rear.

The shaft was sixteen or eighteen feet
deep. At the bottom a passage ran to the
right. And the first thing Hilary observed

Safety first for the
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was that while the walls were damp and
loose, underfoot was pressed hard with
continued wuse. Except that from the
furtier end came a faint and intermittent
glimmer which, but that it came from the
wall, was suggestive rather of standing
water, they were in darkness. It was this
faint guide that enabled them to grope for-
ward without the aid of torches.

To Hilary it was an eerie experience.
The drip, drip of the damp from the walls,
the uncertain forms ahead looming only a
shade darker than the surrounding gloom,
and, above all, the sense of something im-
pending that from the moment they en-
tered the crazy tenement above had closed
upoir  him; insistent, compelling; a
spiritual warning ‘from some inner sixth
sense.

But to rescue Sally from the demoniacal
maltreatment of Sainter he would have
faced a battalion of fiends.

And as so often is the case, the prelude
to climax came prosaically. The medium
was a loose stone against which he stubbed
his’ toe and lurched him stumblingly for-
ward so that, unable by reason of his in-
jured arm to save himself, he fell. By
the time he had picked himself up he
was half a dozen paces behind the party.

Actually, it was just as he had regained
the upright that the sound came—a low
swoosh from above and perhaps sixty feet
ahead.

Instantly the others checked in their
stride—startled and speculative. He had
hurried forward to join them when, from
immediately overhead, that sound a(rain,
but louder. Dull, but someliow high-
pitched and whining.

And then it was that instinct clamoured
a warning.
as one possessed he flung himself not for-
ward, but backward.

An infinitesimal fraction of a second’s
further delay and he would have been too
late. Even as it was he felt ‘the disturb-
ance of air as, swift and smooth as the
blade of a guillotine, something brushed
past his face, came to ground, and there,
motionless, remained.

He had then the sensation of being con-
fronted by some  impassable barrier.
Gropingly he advanced his hand. His
fingers closed round the thin steel bars of
the grille that entirely cut him off from
his companions.

In that instant was shatteringly revealed
from whence had come the intermittent re-
flection that from time to time had been
apparent.

For now mo longer was that reflection
either dull or intermittent; it shone
harshly from the illumination turned upon
it, revealed as an arrangement of scientific-
ally adjusted mirrors that enabled those in
the passage to see what transpired within
the ehamber into which, at right angles,
the passage turned. It enabled Hilary to
see that as well as the grille that cut him
off from his companions, thoy, in turn, were
enclosed by a further grille, twenty feet or
s0 in advance of the first.

The scene within the chamber itself, that
to Hilary was as clearly reflected as if
actually he had been standing within the
room where it took place, was one in which
all' other' considerations were swamped in
the flood of horror that like a tidal wave
engulfed him. e

Backed against the high, dark curtains
that covered the further wall was a huge
rrIaSS case, within the right-hand portlon
of “which, - feet clamped firmly to the
ground, was Sally Moreland. She was
gazing in benumbed terror at'that which,
immediately facing her, was the supreme
and- ultimate-horror.

A split second of pause, and
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Even Hilary, who had lived where snakes
abound, never had seen a boa-constrictor
so huge as that writhing, unclean monster
which, its lower extremity curled about an

iron column, so obviously was suffernw the

extreme limits of rage and hunger.

Seated comfortably in an armehair im-
mediately  confronting _.that = frightful
spectacle, a smile of incffable pleasure on
his * pink and °chubby -face, was Mnr.
Sainter. ' In a smaller chair,
tionless, and detached as a carven Buddha,
was the Chinaman, So Yan.

While still Hilary was within that first
icy grip of horror, the maniac spoke. Some
peculiarity of acoustics in that narrow
tunnel-like passage rendéred his voice as
clear if they.had been face to face.

“And so, gentlemen,” he was saying,
“you have been clever enough to discover
my retreat.” e half turned his head, so

that in.the mirror, exuding a horrible
benevolence, his face shone three-quarter
profile.-  “Well, oentlemen I hope you

appreciate your wclcome

The only reply came from Sergeant Bird
—a burly man- with an abnormal fighting
spirit. His large hands were clasped about
the bars that stood between himself and
their quarry; the veins in his forehead like
cords with the strain he brought to bear
upon the obstruction.

And observing these efforts,

smile became - more bland, even, than
before.
“For your sake, gcntlemon I beg you

to refain from any attempt to force your
way forward,” he said pleasantly. “For
though the barrier itself is strong, the
matotnl into which it is set, alas, is more
liable to breakdown. Hence, if you care
to cast your eyes overhead, you may gain
an inkling as to the method I have adopted
to plowde against that contingeney.”

Inqtmctlvely they cast their eyes up-

wards. From the top bars of the gates in-
sulated wires ran the length of the passage
and into the room boyond, terminating in
a switch within reach of Mr. Sainter’s
hand.

“T’1l give you exactly thirty seconds to
remove your hands from those bars, Ser-
geant Bird,” Sainter said quietly, and
there was that in his voice which led even
that fighting spirit to obey, -

It was as well he did so. For stretch-
ing out a delicate hand, Mr. Sainter pressed
tlm switch, and immediately came the low,
ominous hum of the dynamo.

“QOver a thousand volts, gentlemen,” he
said complacently. “Even a single finger
upon those bars and, from your pomt of
view at least, the result WOUId be more in-
teresting than pleasant.” And he smiled
triumphantly as they drew quickly away.

Delicately, almost daintily, Mr. Sainter
raised his hand, and between thumb and
forefinger was a rubber bulb that, by
means of a tube, communicated with what,
by slightly changing his position, Hilary
perceived to be the pair of glass doors that
separated Sally from the selpon’c

“A slight - demonstration of my—
methods,” Mr Sainter said, and slightly
pressed the bulb.

The result was of a stark, unmitigated
horror beyond anything of which hitherto
Hilary -had heard or dreamed.  Where
before the two halves of the dividing gate
had met so minutely as to render the join
almost ~ imperceptible, ‘with that faint
pressure they drew the fractlonal portion
of an inch apart.

That sight was- the one elrcumstancc
necessary to rouse his benumbed brain to
action. - The moment he had sated himself
with cruelty, Sainter’s “intention was to
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widen that breach—so that between Sally
and that ravening serpent would be no
barrier at all.
HORROR—AND AFTER.
IN a sudden flash to Hilary Fortescue came
inspiration. .

His plan was the more feasible because,
owing to the position in which the others
were crowded, it could not be seen from
within the room that he had been left outside
the grille.

Keeping within the shadow of the wall,
Hilary darted swiftly back to the steps. Two
minutes later he was in the room where the
other prisoners still lay impotent. Without a
word, incontinently he removed the gag from
the mouth of the giant Chimp Fargus; dug
his pistol-barrel a good two inches into his ribs.

“T’ll give you just two minutes,” he said,
and there was a note in his voice that brought
panic into the eyes into which he glared, “to
tell me the other way into that underground
room of Sainter’s.”

With the knowledge conveyed by his own
presence and manner, Hilary could realise the
struggle in which the other was engaged;
knew that the giant was between the devil of
Sainter’s future vengeance and the deep sea of
this more immediate peril. In view of Hilary’s
frame of mind at the moment, his terror of
the plump and smiling Sainter must have been
appalling.

“Nothin’ doin’,” the giant muttered at last.

Hilary’s reply was to glance at his wrist-
watch. - Already since he first put the question
half a minute had passed. And, in the mean-
while, that dividing gate would be opening—
opening:

“On second thoughts, I can’t give you two
minutes,” he snapped; “only thirty seconds.
After that, one of two things’ll happen.
Either you speak or I shoot——"

Though there was fear in his eyes the giant
remained mute.

“Time!” Hilary shouted at last, thrust the
pistol-muzzle into the muscles of the man’s
arm, pressed the trigger.
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Shot twice within the same hour.
this wasn’t Chimp’s lucky day.

He screamed—a high-pitched bellow of pain
and terror.

Hilary lowered the pistol-muzzle an  inch
further down the scorched and already blood-
stained sleeve.

“TRive seconds,” he said quietly, “and I shoot
aguin.”’

“QOliver's Buildings,” the giant sobbed.
“Cellar. Second peg on left behind the stove.
Press it.”

Hilary jerked upright.

“@Good!” he said, and his voice was more
ominous than before. “But if you've sold me
a pup, youw'd better occupy the interval until
I’'m back in saying your prayers.”

“It’s right, guv’nor, what I said, s’welp
me!” the man moaned, but already Hilary was
half-way down the stairs.

A moment later he was in the street. He
cast a quick glance for Oakes, but the detective
had not returned from his telephoning.

Beyond the lamp above the entrance, Oliver’s
Buildings was in darkness, but to his relief
the entrance door was open. In the far corner
of the vestibule was a further door to the base-
ment, and this, too, yielded. Further relief it
was, also, that the steps downward corre-
sponded exactly in number with those from the
kitchen to the underground passage.

At the bottom of the steps he struck a match.
To his left was a switch, and when he pressed
it the electric light functioned.

The cellar was large and cold. Towards the
further side was the furnace that provided the
building with central heat. The right wall was
divided into two bins, one filled with anthracite
coal, the other with coke. On the floor was
a long iron rake, used apparently for clearing
the furnace of ashes and clinkers. Upon the
wall immediately to the rear of the furnace
was a row of other implements—a sieve, a
saw, an axe. Hilary’s heart pounded when
he saw that of the row of pegs from which
these were hanging, the second was vacant.

He went over to it; pushed it violently
inward.

Evidently
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As smoothly as a theatre curtain, the whole
section of wall slid gently but swiftly upwards.
And there, not six teet away, were the heavy
dark curtains he knew must be the backing
for those dreadful cages, in one of which was
imprisoned the woman he loved, in the other
the deadliest of all the larger serpents—
famished, furious.

And even as he approached, Mr. Sainter’s
voice, cultured, suave, but with an underlying
malevolence that was sheerly demonic, was
crawing to an end.

“Thus, while in the early period of my
campaign against those robbers and oppressors
without the law, it was with the extremity of
reluctance 1 took life, with the passage of
time and the accumulation of those—er—re-
prisals, my distaste for this necessary phase of
my activities became cumulatively less. To my
surprise, indeed, it was not long before I found
myself looking forward to the actual disposal
of my victims with even greater satisfaction
than to the work of repairing the wrong they
had accomplished.”

Tensely, palpitatingly Hilary peered between
the curtains. A note had crept into the smooth
voice that was immeasurably wild and un-
disciplined.  His first glance told him, also,
how mnear crisis was to hand.

For that face, formerly so jolly and smiling,
was now a veritable mask of evil; eyes burn-
ing redly, lips pale and tight-drawn - to the
display of white and gleaming teeth.

“Thus,” the voice continued, “1 found in
killing my only joy, a joy that, because the
operation had necessarily to be so curtailed
and death so swift, never could wholly be
sated L

The strained voice paused; into the face of
the madman beamed a new and more terrible
malignancy.

“Then my niece brought back to my house
a man whom inadvertently So Yan had omitted
to despatch—the one man living who, through
overhearing a conversation, was In possession of
my -secret. It was. but a day later that I
discovered her deliberately planning, not only
to turn that man loose to disclose my secret
to the world, but to accompany him. It was,
of course, essential that they should -be
recaptured.”

He laughed, the thin, high-pitched cackle of
the demoniac.

“But while our failure to regain possession
of the male busybody constitutes the inevitable
finish of our activities—for with the informa-
tion they have in their possession, my own
suppression by the police is a foregone con-
clusion—at Jeast we can stage a dramatic, and
to myself, at least, most satisfactory curtain,”
he said.

He waved a white and frembling hand
towards the cage. The gates had separated
now by almost two inches; the cold eyes of
that swaying head were gazing unblinkingly,
avidly, into the deathlike facé of Sally More-
land. And then, to his inexpressible relief,
Hilary saw that sho had fainted.

During the few moments in which. Sainter
had been speaking, Hilary bad been paralysed
to inaction. Now, with cold deliberation,
he came to his decision. Climax was here.
Not for many more moments would that de-
mented man be content merely to gloat upon
his victim. At any second the fingers might
close about the bulb in his hand.

Steadying himself, Hilary® took deliberate
aim with his automatic at the coldly hypnotic
eyes of the serpent. Then he pressed the
trigger—and with the blankness of the ensuing
failure thought he would have fainted.

For the cartridge was defective. And when
furiously he attempted to clear the breech,
the weapon jammed. He was left then with a
pistol entirely useless, and with every passing
second the barrier between Sally and death
opening ever wider.

Frenzy scized him. He himself must fight

that menace—divert at any cost that fury
from Sally to himself.
Like one crazy, he rushed back into the

cellar. Frantically his hands closed about the
heavy iron furnace-rake. Bearing it, he rushed
frenziedly back to the curtain and flung it
aside.

Wounded shoulder forgotten, with a strength
derived from some hidden well of energy now
for the first time revealed, he swung that heavy

(Continued on page 192.)
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YOU CAN'T AFFORD TO MISS THIS SERIAL. THERE'S NEVER BEEN ANYTHING LIKE—

““LOOK AT CHICAGO!”

FOREWORD.

TARTING as an expert safe-blower, Dion
S O’Banion was one of Chicago’s earliest
highjackers and rose to fame wunder
the wing of Johnny Torrio, Al Capone’s
former boss. But even as a gang-chief,
O’Banion’s highjacking tendencies got the
better of him, and eventually led to his
sudden and dramatic demise in his own
flower-shop. With O’Banion out of the way,
Capone .and Torrio held sway in Chicago
until Hymie Weiss, O’Banion’s licutenant,
set out on a campaign of vengeance. So hot
did he make things for Torrio that that
getnitleman found he had had enough, and
decided to clear. He handed over the gang
Jeadership and all that accompanied it to
Al Capone, and left post haste for Italy.

It was not-long after this that Weiss died
—swiftly—his body full of machine-gun
slags.

In 1928 racketeering cost Chicago about
one hundred and thirty-six million dollars,
and a special court became necessary to
deal with it.

Racketeering is the term wused for the
enforcing of any scheme by threats of
violence—usually in connection with the
booming of some particular trade or the sale
of any special article. Many sudden deaths
were the outcome of this new departure and
included the notorious gunmen, William
Clifford and Michael Reilly, who, after beat-
ing up a garage, the proprietor of which had
failed to comply with their demands, shot a
policeman who interfered. They met their
end, however, not at the hands of the
authorities, but by gangster bullets.

NINE PRISONS.

INE prisons, usually loaded to capacity,
N empty into Chicago. By that I mean
that when prisoners are released from

these institutions, Chicago is the first big
town where they can “make their stake,”
and get on their way. Briefly, when they
are released from prison with an average of
twenty dollars- apiece, and = have nodded
patiently while the warden casually outlines
the value of going straight, the first loca-
tion for their mew criminal operations, that

have now become economically necessary, is
Chicago. :

Prohibition, however unconsciously, has
bettered a condition brought about by this
proximity of many prisons. Prohibition,
also, has materially decreased the number
of stick-up men, pay-roll robbers, jewellery
thieves, burglars, and safe-blowers resident
in Chicago.
have gone into booze running. It pays
more and the penalties are less severe. The
murders and violence committed by these
criminals who have gone into bootlegging
are now confined almost exclusively to rival
gangsters in the booze trade.

As has been explained before, Dion
O’Banion was originally a safe-blower.
Pete and Frank Gusenberg, slain in the St.
Valentine’s Day massacre, were pay-roll
bandits. Hymie Weiss was known as the
“perfume burglar.”
hold-up man. All the better-known leaders
had some association with crime before they
entered: the liquor field.

Crime’s death list has eliminated count-:
less leaders in every type of criminality.”
Other important factors still alive have.

forsaken the old “graft,” and now are pro-
hibition business men, rendered at least a
little less harmful by opportunity.

The man released from prison nowadays

and coming to Chicago has wusually been

informed by prisoners who have tried it

that he can get a lift out of Chicago by
applying to any of the various gangs. The
gangs don’t want any upset in their tre-
mendously remunerative occupation. A

“crime wave ” usually leads to a public

demand for a clean-up, and, in most cases,
a general shifting around and transfer of
police officers. The gangs don’t like that,
particularly since many of the police officers
are useful just where they’re located. -

As Al Capone has so frequently stated :
“We don’t want any trouble.”

So the convicts, who, by their desperate -

situation and their very number, would
create intermittent and almost

many years, usually pass through Chicago
harmlessly, travelling on gang funds,

But in the six months following ~my

The great majority of them.

Schemer Druceci was a |

perpetual
crime waves in Chicago, as they did " for~

The real authentic#history
of the gang wars and
racketeering in the world’s
most crime-ridden city,
dramatically told by

EDWARD D.
SULLIVAN

arrival in Chicago, in 1919, there was a
terrific wave of crime. One of the first
cases I remember was that of a man who
was driving at nine o’clock up Sheridan
Road in a Rolls-Royce runabout. It was
November, and he wore a large fur coat.
He was held up four blocks from his home,

.and, when the bandits got through with

him, he ran the four blocks in his under-
clothing. The bandits of those days were
very thoroughgoing.

They had not only taken the man’s car,
but his hat, his clothing, money, and other
trinkets that Rolls-Royce owners are likely
to have. In those days it was nothing un-
common to have two hundred hold-ups re-
ported nightly at the newspaper offices.
From twenty to thirty of these weould be
detailed - briefly. ~ The-remainder would not
cven be printed. Some man with a foreign
name, for instanee, would -be robbed of a
dollar and a quarter and a silver watch.:
Perhaps he would sustain ‘a broken nose and;
a slight ‘bullet’ wound. It wouldn’t be im-i
portant ‘as news, but the broken mnose and.
the slight bullet .wound would, of course,;
hurt the man with the foreign name just as:
much as if he were a leading citizen. - After
describing a eouple of hundred hold-ups and
throwing - away notes  on & -couple of;
thousand, I began to feel that it might be
a good idea’to have a revolver handy when
léaving work ‘at about’ one o’clock edch
morning, or leaving' the Press Club three
hours later. s ’ {

The activities of criminals at that time
in; direct and indirect ways cost Chicago
millions of dollars a month. The vast
transient population of the city, staying at
the hotels, would within a day o two learn:
about the numerous hold-ups " over the
city. .The result”would. besthat cautious
visitors from Indiana, Towa, Nebraska, and -
states adjacent to Illinoisswonld - deposit
their valuables and money in the safes of
the hotels at which they stopped. HE

.Bitying or shopping is largely a matter of
impulse, and the shopper who fails to buy.
a specific article to-day may not think of
buying it again’ for many years. ~All over
Chicago. sauntered these potential buyers
with insufficient” money in their pockets.
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The attractive windows of the stores, the
vast array of merchandise gathered by the
great stores of Chicago, might interest them,
but they would lack the necessary funds to
make the purchase. Signboards of the
theatres and motion picture houses might
prove alluring, but, if a trip back to the
hotel were required for the necessary money,
the patron was usually lost to the Chicago
entertainment purveyors.

Prohibition  corrected this situation
materially. It’s one of the few things that
it ever helped, and it’s one of the few
things that was never claimed as a virtue
of prohibition.

To alteriany such situation in the city is
infinitely more difficult than the layman
can imagine. - People who have had ex-
perience with police authority and city
government are constantly bafled about
what to do in a situation which seems simple
to a layman. E 3 :

I’ll demonstrate with a suggestion I made
myself to Chief of Police John J. Garrity,
following an especially atrocious hold-up
and murder in 1920. Two young fellows,
university undergraduates, had borrowed a

* felow-student’s car to take two co-eds for
an evening ride.

Along about ten o’clock they had stopped
on a dark road in the park, and were frolick-
ing and talking when two bandits appeared.
The bandits relieved the young men of their
college finances, amounting to about twelve
dollars, took some minor jewels from the
girls, and finally told them all.to get out
because they were going to take the car.
The student who had borrowed the car,
knowing it was worth a couple of thousand
dollars, and alarmed at his responsibility
for it, protested. He was killed.

I looked up the list of unsolved crimes -

over a period in Chicago, and, armed with
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these and encouraged by one of my editorial
superiors, I went over to tell Police Chief
John J. Garrity, a most competent and
honest official, where he got off. He was
decently patient.

There had been several bandit slayings in
so-called love lanes throughout the parks
and in nearby suburbs, and the city was
genuinely aroused. My suggestion, to put
it in the briefest possible way, was that
automobiles containing two detectives,
accompanied by two other detectives dressed
as women, should go to these centres of
bandit attacks and wait for their oppor-
tunity. When the bandits got half way
through their speech the detectives would

let them have it. It would be a good lesson. '

It would avoid the nonsense of trial which
usually resulted in a vicious bandit slayer
going free.

I liked that idea. I was rather glad that
I had worked it out personally. I remem-
ber that the Chief in his first observation
seemed to like it, too. I was not a bit
amazed. :

“Yes, sir,” he said, “that is a great idea.
It would be a great lesson. The only
objection that I can see to it is that it’s
been tried before, and resulted in a great
mistake.”

He then related the story of a police
chief in Minnesota, who had for years been
effective in keeping general criminals from
working in his city.” Lots of crooks lived
there. But they commuted. They worked
elsewhere. ~He had a whip-hand over
known and experienced criminals. He had a
big reputation. i

But a group of stick-up boys suddenly
developed in the town. They were young-
sters. They were nervous, and in three
stick-ups they killed two people. There was
a public outery. When six hold-ups had
been accomplished, all in cafés and road-
houses, the Chief decided to put a firing
squad of detectives in a café which would
be normal “pickings ” for hold-up men.

During the nights the' detectives were
stationed there two other hold-ups occurred.
Finally the boys appeared in the doorway
of the protected saloon.” There were four
in the group. Two of them fell where they
stood. There was considerable ado imme-
diately and the Chief was the toast of the
town.

But only for a day. One of the slain boys
had nothing to do with the group. The
other had joined them for the first time and
was unarmed. It was just one of those
things. The Chief was fired.

“Yes, indeed,” said my Chief, “it’s a
good idea. But it’s been tried before.”

Earlier in this chapter I mentioned the
conclusion I slowly developed, in view of the
innumerable Chicago hold-ups, that a news-
paper man moving about late at night or
early in the morning should include a
revolver in his equipment.

I got one. It was a big one, and I'll tell
you how useless and even dangerous it
proved to be.

The station at which I left the “L ” had
before it a little park, with many trees and
a fountain. David Belasco couldn’t provide
a more perfect setting for a hold-up. From
the point of view of the stick-up man, it
had everything. After many months of
brave indifference, I got the gun, and, when
I had it in my possession, I developed all
the characteristics of a Chinese hatchet-
man. In other words, anyone could teli
that I had a revolver. I acted like a man
with a weapon. I left my office every night
conscious that I was about to commit a
murder, even though it would be justified.

The matter of reading a paper as I rode
towards home in the early morning really
meant little. My mind was on the gun.
Now and again I would picture the situation
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in which it was to be used, and, on more
than one occasion, when I murmured “Stick
’em up !” some quiet fellow-reader in the
“L” would register amazement, and then
apparently become convinced that he had
been hearing things. :

On leaving the “L » station, I would put
the newspaper over my arm with the gun
in it. It was really a big gun—too large
for the ordinary city shooting.

For a long time the gun was just a
nuisance, but finally the moment came. As
I walked out of the station at three o’clock
on a rainy morning, two young men walked
diagonally towards the little park and me.

“Got a match?” growled one.

“Stick ’em up !” I said.

I have never seen four go
more quickly.

Now that I had them, I hadn’t the
slightest idea what to do with them. I
thought medium-fast.

“Walk up to that cormer,” I said, “and
keep ’em up.”

The young men obeyed.

A block away was Sheridan Road, and
two hundred feet north of it was my home.

As we walked along, it occurred to me
that anyone in an upper window seeing
this parade would be likely to take a shot
at me. Furthermore, as I observed the legs
walking before ‘me, they seemed altogether
too weak and irresolute for banditry.

When we got to the corner I was
stumped. First, I was. convinced by this
time that the trembling young men were
not bandits. Second, I had no desire to¢
take them home with me, no matter whe
they were.

“Cross that street,” I said, upon reach-
ing the corner. ‘“And keep ’em up.”

hands up

*,

They went in one direction and I walked

rapidly up to my home. When I got therz
I looked around and saw the two young
men standing on the cormer with theix
hands in their pockets looking after me. 1
have never felt more foolish.

I sat on a hall chair for about half an
hour, expecting that the young men would
arrive with reserves to find out what was
the matter with me, but apparently they
had gone on their way.

It’s more than likely they gave
smoking.

up

DEATH COMES TO AN ASSISTANT
STATE’S ATTORNEY.
ost physicians with the proper bed-
M side manner have an emphatic way
of saying: “Forget it!” even if
it’s pretty well established that you have
it. Thus Chicago with crime. At regular
intervals there developed symptoms and
events which indicated that something was
very unhealthy in the body politic. Powder
burns, crooked joints and alcoholism led to
straight, outright murder, but, having
called in prohibition doctors, local police,
and antiquated legal bandaging, the town
did its best to forget it.

In 1926, however, things developed in
such flagrant and bombastic fashion that
public feeling was aroused which led to
drastic political action in 1928.

The two outstanding developments which
exposed the criminal and political hook-up
in Chicago were the murder of State’s
Attorney William MecSwiggin and the trial
and conviction of Alderman Titus A. Haffa
and four others charged with the operation
of a huge liquor syndicate. These events
were coupled with countless definite occur-
rences pointing in the same direction, and
Chicago was at last aroused to action, as
will be related subsequently.

On the mnight of April 27th, 1926,
Assistant State’s Attorney William H.
McSwiggin was mowed down by machine-
gun bullets in Cicero, the Capone strong-

%
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hold. In his company were James
Dougherty and John Duffy, two beer-run-
ning gangsters. A year before this murder
Dougherty had been tried for the murder
of Eddie Tancl, of Cicero. He was
aequitted. The man who had prosecuted

‘him, unsuccessfully, was State’s Attorney

William H. McSwiggin, his present com-
panion in death.

Even State’s Attorney Crowe, that source
of long and gallant statements, could only
say, “ Well, wellI” wiien he heard of this
development. After a period of thought he
issued a statement to the effect that
MecSwiggin had been very active in prose-
cuting gangsters, and was probably in
Cicero on business. But this sat very
lightly with the people of Chicago, especi-
ally when Al Capone, who had been in-
dicted for the murder, surrendered him-
self four months later under conditions dic-
tated by himself. When the officers took
him info custody af the Indiana line and
asked him what he knew about the death
of MeSwiggin, he made a brief statement.
It contained dynamite. :

“I am no squawker,” he said. “But get
this straight. - I was no foe of McSwiggin.
I knew him in a business way. I paid him
—and I paid him plenty.”

What a deliberate earful that
Chicago.

“Ten days before McSwiggin was bumped
off,” Capone said later, “I met him as usual.
I had some of my men with him. If we
wanted to bump him, that was the spot.
We didn’t kill him. We didn’t want to
kill him, then or later.

“I blew out of this town on the night
after that murder because I've been accused
of every death except the casualty list of
tha World War. I didn’t want some fat-
headed cop to shoot me on sight, just to
make a snappy entry on his record.”

Capone was free three days after he
surrendered.

It is the general consensus of those “in
the know ” that the slaughter of MeSwiggin
and his two gangster pals, Dougherty and
Duffy, was a mistake only in so far as
MeSwiggin was concerned. On that April
evening they had pulled up in front of
Madigan’s saloon in. Cicero. They were
getting out of the car when another closed
car drove slowly by and swept the three
men to their death in a hail of machine-
gun bullets. ;

Less than a week before this occurrence
an attempt had been made on the life of
Capone. It was reported that at that time
Capone had seen Hymie Weiss, his arch
enemy from the North Side, in the auto-
mobile from which bullets poured. With
him were four men, and Capone is said to
have recognised Duffy and Dougherty,
whom he had believed loyal to him.

Weiss was capable of any recklessness, as
has been shown heretofore, and the theory
is that when Duffy and Dougherty came
into Cicero with McSwiggin, who looked not
unlike Weiss, a car of death went out to
meet them.

At any rate, there remained ample public
interest as to why McSwiggin was with two
gangsters in Cicero.  State’s Attorney
Crowe promptly stated that he was there
seeking evidence. But this as promptly
became nonsense when early investigation
showed that Duffy, a barber and bootlegger,
and Dougherty, a beer hustler and thug,
had very often visited the Madigan saloon
with McSwiggin.

The previous relation between McSwiggin
and Dougherty has been explained. Duffy,
the barber, was precinct captain for State’s
Attorney Crowe’s organisation in the pre-
ceding election.

Five special Grand Juries were used in
an cffort to find the answer to this mure

was for
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derons, political-crime tangle.
got exactly nowhere.

Silence sealed the lips of .all gangsters—
this thing was vital. The conditions are
best set forth by the report of one of the
grand juries :

“A conspiracy of silence is evident among
the gangsters, and intimidation of all wit-
nesses is clearly evident, also. Any.one who
aids the public officials by giving needed
facts is very likely to suffer for it. It is
clear to this jury from what we have seen
and heard in this court-room during the
last five weeks that the prosecutors have a
most difficult task before them.”

The father of McSwiggin, Sergeant
Anthony McSwiggin, of the Chicago Police
Department, named as the slayers of his son
Al Capone, and the latter’s henchmen, Bob
McCullough, Frank Reo, and Frank
Diamond. He declared that he had posi-
tive information, but he did mnot disclose
what this was nor how it had been obtained.

The final word of the last Grand Jury’s
effort was offered by Judge Charles A.
McDonald, who directed a phase of the
inquiry. He said:

“I know who killed McSwiggin, but I do
not know it legally, and am unable to
present it conclusively. Neither Sergeant
MeSwiggin nor anyone else has at any time
given me the name of a witness who would
appear before the Grand Jury to identify
Al Capone or any other person as the mur-
derer. It has been mnecessary to keep the
name of every witness secret. The moment
they are wanted they vanish.”

It may charitably be assumed that
MecSwiggin was innocent in his contact with
the murderous company in which he was
found; at any rate, the gramd juries very
definitely and finally stated that his visit
to Cicero on the mnight of his murder had
nothing to do with the legitimate functions
of his office.

Many another official and judge of
Chicago has found it hard, when some
crisis developed, to explain the company he
has kept. :

Jim Colosimo, definitely known to be a
leader in Chicago’s vice system, was for
years on intimate and semi-social terms
with city officials and people of social pro-
minence. Diamond Joe Esposito, slain in
Chicago’s gang tangles, made a particular
boast of whom he knew and how well he
knew them. He was useful, and though he
could mnot read or write, he moved on
occasion in exceedingly important company.

Although Joe was a staunch supporter of
almost everything the law forbids, dabbling
in booze, labour rackets, and joints, he
surrounded himself with ambitious com-
panionship as he smiled and bowed his
path through life on the way to his bullet.
Senator Charles S. Deneen, Roy O. West,
Edward R. Litzinger, and other men of
similar status in Illinois politics for years
attended the ornate dinners that “Diamond
Joe 7 held to prove ssomething or other.

Within forty hours of his death, he was
shot down on March 20th, 1928, he
given a huge dinner to his friends, in-
cluding some of the best-known men in
Cook County, with a liberal representation
of judges and officials.

Joe was an amiable old fellow who knew
just emough to glide by politically with
the aid of a vast and ignorant group of
supporters. His boast was that he was
always doing something for somebody, and
in the gemeral excitement he managed to
get a lot done for himself. He was a presi-
dential elector one “year, ran for County
Commissioner at aunother time, and as ward
committeeman could just about deliver the
old “Bloody Nineteenth * Ward any way he
wanted.

But they

(Continued on next page.)

had’

The THRILLER

___ NOTHING TO PAY

A until after approval,
A WONDERFUL

: QOPPORTUNIT
¢ TENNESEE *’ | L
3 UKELELE B 0.
£2 10s. Value for 15/6.
AND A COMPLETE
JAZZ OUTFIT GIVEN
FREE.

The most fascinating of
modern music,
Write for Illustrated
% Musical Instrument list

¥ You can play this de-
It lightfulin; ent with

4 very littl tice with

e aid ur_ free

lightning Excep-

4 iz tionally 1 con-

structed, a sweet

and mellow tone., Brass Fretted Finger , Nickel
Polished

‘Adjustable Brackets, non-slip Pegs, High

finish, Send 6d. to cover part cost of "postage, and
we will send you one of these Real Ukelele Banjos on
approval. If entirely to your satisfaction you send
2/- on receipt and 1/6 fortmightly until 16/9 is paid.
Full cash with order, org@alance within seven days,

absolutely Free of Charge
bcymba)’: Triangle, Clog

e a

PAY. Offered for
i only.

URE AT ONCE.

J. A, DAVIS & CO, (Dept,
T. 80), 94-104,
DENMARKSE
HILL, London, %
S.E.5.

2
wEORH

3

=

o

=]

ROSE’S, LUDCATE CIRCUS, LONDON
FOOTBALL JERSEYS &
15/6 per doz.

All Colours and Designs
SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED LIST
POST FREE,

GEO. GROSE & CO0., 8, New Bridge St., Londcn, E.C.2

TO SMOKERS.

You can conquer the tobacco habit easily in three
days. Improve your health. Prolong your life. No
more stomach trouble, no foul breath, no heart weakness.
Regain Manly Vigour, Calm Nerves, clear eyes and
superior mental strength. Whether you smocke a pipe,
cigarettes, cigars, take snuff, or chew, get my interesting
tobacco book—worth its weight in gold. Posted free.
Write to-day.—_EDWARD J. WOODS, Ltd., 167,
Strand (731.T.D.), London, W.C.2.

|\ Y
(B — N

i NO DEPOSIT REQUIRED
‘We will send for your free appro-
val upon receipt of a postcard

f our famous ‘ Southern Hawi’
Ukulele. If satisfactory. you
pay 1/- fortnightly until 11/9
is paid. Every Musical Instru-
ment supplied on equally attrac«

ive rms, Write for Fully

k Illustrated Oatalogue.  Seven
days’ Free Trial allowed.—J. A.
DAVIS & CO. (Dept. W.T.

94-104, Denmark

Hill, London, S.E.5.

SHYNESS. For FREE particulars

Bl'us"l“c' Simple home cure write Mr. Hughes,

7, Southampton Row (Box 187), London, W.C.1.

¥ STAMP OUTFIT & v
FREE =B “‘BOY KING’’ PKT. EE -
Album, Pocket Case, Gauge, Mounts, 2 ohcmia,
Set of the world’s youngest King, ifferent
stamps. All free. Send 2d. posta fo provals.
LISBURN & TOWNSEND ( LIVERPOOL

STOP STAMMERING !

free. —FRANK B. HUGHES,
Row, London, W.C.1. i

re yourself as
did. Particulars
Southampton

All applications for rtisement
space in this publication to be
addressed to Advertisement Manager,
“The THRILLER,” The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London,
RIS U AT IR PR AL AT,



_ The THRILLER _
xwmmmmxmxmmw

-~ “CROOK LAW.

% " (Continued from page 188.) .
K
iron bar as if it had been a reed; smashed
shatteringly through, not only the glass ncarest
to him, but the panc on the further side. A
piece  four feet ™ squarce crashed outward,
scattered to a thousand pieces at the feect of
Mr. “Sainter—who, as one trausfixed, raised
~the’, upuuht took one dazed step
cage.
1 "mtly transpired was too quxd\»fm
* the cye @ follow; too shecrly terrible for the
brain” tod@ssimilate. e

To TIilary “it " seemed that, With (h(- gld%
falling and (mshmg about that evilly-swaying
head, the 'serpent, confused, blinded on thoe one
s)(lc‘bv a splinter, ddérnied. with “the twin
goads:of pa jger, seized Instinctively
upon that*3vh oL at -hand. 2 Some-
thing like a & ik of light &hot'forward;
there, was a \\11‘rhmn scething convulsion. © A
fraction of asplit '&moml an(l M Septimua
Sainter, ])lnhm‘rhloplst ammdmm and maniac.
was fast within-those irresistible coils.

Even  now Tthicre  are - times when in thc
w“tchea thn\ awakens to those hideous

soun: .
And pudomnmnt in thdt confusion, fmntlc‘,
wailing,..was . the. lithe _.figure of 8o Yan.

Simultaneo ~as it seemed to” Hilary, with
the “potince ™ of- tlie: snake! came-the crash of
his ovarturncd chaivas he, too, ldaped forward;
the i sharp- detoniations:- of ‘lus?pl\tol as ho
“pumped shot after shot into those ever more
'losd\ contmctuw colls.  ~eur s

But® for” any practical use this attempt to
save his master,
-His “hand was. unsteady; -the ~bullet neither
severed the $pinal cord nor entered the *biain.
.And . by the time the magazine was emph M.
Sainter was beyond human aid.

Leaping through the opening at tlmt cage
sthem, Hilary  had no diflicwlty«in securing -the
L‘hnmm'm, the man was stricken limp and

‘11)]0(1 -

This (kmlt with, TIilary switchied, off the
cuirent that fed the grille, and 'with_the.in-
valnable ivon rake smashed down the barrier

Not until
‘the reinforcements pouring down the
inadvertently,

llm! confined Parrot and the others.
he saw

passage did he remember that,

i LOOK AT CHICAGO.”

(sztmued f/om p/euzous pnge)

WX&%&%WW“&W

He was studdcd vuth diamonds, * had
moncy loose *in all -+ his, pockets, couldn’t
\ultc talked “with a dialect,

- what a“joke w as; and was’ about as greasy
“a neighbour as -you ever’set cycs - upon.
* Virtual Iy all “of hlb business activities were
against the:law. & L mgvi oox
* But—at"one of thc last (llllllﬂlb ho qa\e
there was a ceremony of presenting .a bust
of “Mr.” Esposito’ to. Sciator” Charles " S.
‘Deneen, and nmonn the qukmb who® burst
out.aboug.the bust, and . Mr. _Esposito’ were :

.Tudtrc 7 Hugo ~ M. Fllend > Judge Ldn‘u
3 drrc V:. P Anlold founm Judncs
v‘ly, Charles Willianis;* Charles N.

“Judoe W. F. Helander, “Judge

Joseph Schulhan, Judge John A. Buocv
‘Judge Georg@ A. Curran, Judge Wllham
‘Morgan, Judge .H. B. Miller, Judwc F. B.
<Allegretti, Jhdge William Fetzor, Judge
(zooloc B nes, and u(ndm Joscph

: Hms

Amonn the ]udom who were nowliere near
th(\. bust was Federal:Judge Adam C. Cliffe.
It ‘W:;(s".Judcrg Cliffe who _ undermined

- little sound from *behind" the (1001

it might not haveé -been' inade:’;

di d n’'t know"

city.
‘ing facts and -breath-taking ~excitement.
You mns‘tn t-miss a word of this astounding

'umtulrwnf of "Look at Clncago P in The
“THRILLER ) ~

s
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in that rush to secure information from the

93-8-30

-Imant he had not closed the gmte d001 behind
111N 3

He was ]uet in tlme to 1eleasc Sa115 before
he, too, fainted.

Thus he did not see Pauot his hand as
steady as at target practice, deliver -with his

automatic the deathstlol\e to the already
wounded scrperit.

It was three days later. Hilary was lying on
a chesterfield in the house of that cheery
sportsmaini, Lord FitzRalph, who, following a
somewhat
“abruptly” had left him.- - = :
= BSounds of whispering came. Then the door
opened and Sally came in, restored to the vital,
vivid girl she had been upon that first morning
at “Yangtse Lodge. S e

They talked for a little, but between them
was a curious constraint. Suddenly, and with
exemplary vesolution, Hilary cast that restraint
aside.” It may have been that he read some-
‘thing in her eyes that encouraged lnm to do
0.

“T wani fo ask you a question,” he said.

She met his glance, held it, and the colour
came’ into ‘her face.

“ Ask,” she said. &

“Didn’t ‘you realise, the first moment I saw
you, that T 10\(1. you?” he said. :

Something new came into her eyes; ex-
tended also to her mouth, zmd it was very,
very tender. -

“Well,”, she smded “I’ll_own up it dldnt
need a gipsy to tell me I X\Lls going to ha\o
trouble with a dark man .

The .door opened; " a idco, “lean, and with
deceptively lazy ‘eyes, protruded for a moment
into thc room. 'lheu hashly the (1001 Closca
again: '

Oumdc ]’anot turned a qo]vnm c\\plesmom
l(‘ss countenance -to. Lord I<1t/1\alph ke

“What’s ythe “matter ?”  demanded-+his lord-

‘
ship; his face-as devoid of expression as that
of the de[o(in o.

“1 .guess,”  Parrot— said, - “they’ve bocn

taking lessons from ‘that snake.” ; :

(Be sure to read “The Black Ace2 by our
brilliant new author, Barry Perowne, next
week. ~ A . sinister mystery, ~an amazing
.adventure - and—thrills. - Youw'll- be en-
Athralled all. the ime. - Book your copy of
The TrriLLEr NOW.)

i F

‘Diamond Joo Esnoslfo trick powcr
‘when lie slapped a I)‘idl()(’l\ on Joec’s galidy
Bella ™ l\apoh Café at 850, *South “Halsted
Street## For years Joec had delighted” His
inferiors and annoyed his pohtnml supcums'
by his claims of power. -There was alegend
that all anyone who found hunsclf in’ any .
difficulty had to do was to se.""Joe, ‘Who™
would pr omptly apoal\ 10 the l’l(‘\ld(‘nt if
TGCCSSATEYS = nie Bl ke &oven o T
But Joc got hoarse c\])anno tlmt pad-
lockl  Thirsty Neapolitans ((\\}]dllt ‘quite
get his drift,. and’finally he xtoppod all “lii
v\lhnatmns on thé“day after’ his sixticth -
birthday, " \\hon ifty-cight® ‘bullets  were
Todged in""his body, via a Thomp.son
machine- gun ok ¢
=<'he q\socmtmn\ of Es])oslt() '\chwxwmn,
Colosimo ‘and’ lesser. figures were not Tost
Tupon -tlie- poopl(, ‘of Clncaoo = With- . the
underworld ~or ganjised and’ Wlth dcccncy
futilely 1)11“C(“1110 fuound there “was” need
of somic “overt< act” to concentrate - the
Jndwn(\tl(\u of thc decent clements  of ‘the
That  “overt act”—a pmcapplc
message—eame in April; 1928, -
(Ume and more su;pnses_more astonish-

Look “out for next week’s gripping

. blood-red
* spring ended.

on his b

. . . .a whirring noise from the
further “wall. It was the old grand-
father’s_clock, about to strike. The hands
stood at midnight—midnight of -St,
John’s Eve !,

The first booming note rolled out.

Sexton Blake felt the bloodhound
stiffen.

Then, with the crack of a gun-shot,

the stone of the coffin canted from the
wall and crashed down flat.
_Like a bullet, Pedro leapt, his eyes
with fury. In mid-air the
The hound hung checked
“four ‘feet above the floor, as it guppod
by invisible hands.-

With. a  throttled gaﬁp Pedro - fell,
snaked round and, - whining " feebly,
slunk towards the door, . His 1jaws were
frothing. = By the threshold he gave ' a
flitrh‘tened whimper, - rolled = over, and
lay still and rigid.- - % :

Blake “recovered from - his astonish-
ment and sprang ‘to “him.. Around “the
bloodhound’s tlncaf were the marks’ of fwo
monstrous “hands. .o X i

Blake rose to his. feet, an IC) sweat
W, 2 &

‘St John’s " Eve . seven centnneq.
. Jehaneof the Flame . . . walled up.
He * stumbled over the coffin-stone.

Bones ! It had thrown forth scattered
bones. g ‘
« Bewilder od almost panic-stricken,

Blake felt his throat contracting with the
need for air; for-need of the:sight of
somethino‘ that .was mot unealthly

He- draggcd himself to the window
and flung it wide. As he did so, the
night . went - wild in a riot of: 'sound
Overhead a devil’s tattoo beat furiously
upon the roof.

From —

FEAR'

Maurder, — mystery ancl magic.
Thrills - incessantly. = Do “you
like a real, creepy story 2~ Then
you miust get this one—tense with
the “fear of the Unknown, the
weird, yet a_first-class’ detvrme
story - just _the'"same. “It's” by
GILBERT  CHESTER ; cele-
" brated thrill-writer. - And  this
time he’s written a tlmllm “with-
“oiit @ gun from first to"last. * Ask
your mewsagent for- this weel’s—
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shod, and with linen
t, Reginald Boult
1, Eleventh Marquis of
oton in the county of
nd Virginia Lodge,
more a stranger to
; and repute he was to
f the country. For in
o, and rugger,'“ Lord
11 known as the Bell-

e profession it was to
ow the surface of men
han is given to most,
lities in this debonair
wever necessary to the

R K T SR G (i Py A T 2
“In detail, as if you knew every hair of his

head by its middle name.”

Hilary drew acutely upon his recollection,
to discover that the personality of Mr.

Sainter was stamped as in-
delibly upon his memory as
an engraving upon steel.
And when that word-picture
had been rounded off by in-
sistence upon all those tiny
peculiarities that are the
soul of personality, Parrot,
as a diver emerging to the
surface, expelled audibly
his long-withheld breath.

)
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With a sudden movement, the detective pulled

the projecting knob and, with scarcely a sound, ,,./{ / 7—77'7 / =
the whole of the range swung outwards disclosing / ! | el
the secret entrance to the crook’s get-away. B X :



