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Yours,
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CHAPTER 1

The Assgant Commissioner of Police pressed a bell on his table, and, to the
messenger who entered the room a few seconds after:

“Ask Ingpector Wembury if he will be good enough to see me,” he said.

The Commissioner put away into a folder the document he had been reading.
Alan Wembury’s record both as a police officer and as a soldier was
magnificent. He had won a commisson in the war, risen to the rank of Mgor
and had earned the Didinguished Service Order for his fine work in the field.
And now anew digtinction had cometo him.

The door opened and a man drode in. He was above the average height. The
Commissioner looked up and saw a pair of good-humoured grey eyes looking
down a him from alean, tanned face.

“Good morning, Wembury.”

“Good morning, Sir.”

Alan Wembury was on the sunny sde of thirty, an ahlete, a cricketer, a man
who belonged to the out-of-doors. He had the easy poise and the refinement of
gpeech which comes from long association with gentlemen.

“l have asked you to come and see me because | have some good news for
you,” said the Commissoner.

He had a red dffection for this sraight-backed subordinate of his. In dl his
years of police service he had never fet quite as confident of any man as he had
of this soldierly detective.

“All newsis good newsto me, sir,” laughed Alan.

He was danding Hiffly to attention now and the Commissoner motioned him
to achair.
“You ae promoted divisona inspector and you take over ‘R’ Divison as

from Monday week,” sad the chief, and in spite of his sdf-control, Alan was
taken aback.

A divisond inspectorship was one of the prizes of the C.I.D. Inevitably it
mus lead in a man of his years to a centrd ingpectorship; eventudly inclusion
in the Big Four, and one knows not what beyond that.

“This is very surprisng, gSr,” he sad a last. “I am teribly grateful. | think
there must be alot of men entitled to this step before me—"

Colond Walford shook his head.



“I'm glad for your sake, but | don’t agree,” he said. And then, briskly: “We're
making considerable changes a the Yad. Bliss is coming back from America;
he has been attached to the Embassy a Washington — do you know him?’

Alan Wembury shook his head. He had heard of the redoubtable Bliss, but
knew little more about him than that he was a capable police officer and was
cordidly didiked by dmost every man a the Y ard.

“ ‘R Divison will not be quite as exciting as it was a few years ago,” sad
the Commissioner with a twinkle in his eye, “and you a any rate should be
grateful.”

“Was it an exciting divison, sr?’ asked Alan, to whom Deptford was a new
territory.

Colond Wadford nodded. The laughter had gone out of his eyes, he was very
grave indeed when he spoke again.

“I was thinking about The Ringer — | wonder what truth there is in the report
of his desth? The Audrdian police are dmogt certain that the man taken out of
Sydney Harbour was this extraordinary scoundre.”

Alan Wembury nodded dowly.

The Ringer!

The very name produced a little thrill that was unplessantly like a shiver. Yet
Alan Wembury was without fear; his courage, both as a soldier and a detective,
was inxribed in golden letters. But there was something very sniger and
deedly in the very name of The Ringer, something that conjured up a repdlent
spectacle... the cold, passionless eyes of a cobra

Who had not heard of The Ringer? His exploits had terrified London. He had
killed ruthlessy, purposdedy, if his motive were one of persond vengeance.
Men who had good reason to hate and fear him, had gone to bed, hde and
hearty, sngpping their fingers a the menace, safe in the consciousness that ther
houses were surrounded by watchful policemen. In the morning they had been
found stark and dead. The Ringer, like the dark angel of desth, had passed and
withered them in their prime.

“Though The Ringer no longer haunts your divison, there is one man in
Deptford | would like to warn you againgt,” said Colond Waford, “and he -’

“Is Maurice Meger,” sad Alan, and the Commissioner raised his eyebrows
in surprise.

“Do you know him?" he asked, agtonished. “I didn't know Meger's
reputation as alawyer was so widespread.”

Alan Wembury hesitated, fingering his little moustache.

“I only know him because he happens to be the Lenley’s family lawyer,” he
sad.

The Commissioner shook his head with alaugh.



“Now you've got me out of my depth: | don't even know the Lenleys. And
yet you spesk ther name with a cetan amount of awe Unless” he sad
suddenly, “you are referring to old George Lenley of Hertford, the man who
died afew months ago?’

Alan nodded.

“I used to hunt with him” mused the Commissoner. “A hard-riding,
hard-drinking type of old English squire. He died broke, somebody told me.
Had he any children?’

“Two, gr,” sad Alan quietly.

“And Meder is ther lavyer, eh? The Commissoner laughed shortly. “They
weren't well advised to put their fortune in the hands of Maurice Meigter.”

He gared through the window on to the Thames Embankment. The clang of
tram bels came faintly through the double windows. There was a touch of
soring in the ar; the bare branches dong the Embankment were budding
greenly, and soon would be displayed dl their ddicate leafy splendour. A
curious and ominous place, this Scotland Yad, and yet human and kindly
hearts beat behind its grim exterior.

Wadford was thinking, not of Meger, but of the children who were left in
Meister's care.

“Meger knew The Ringer,” he sad unexpectedly, and Wembury's eyes
opened.

“Knew The Ringer, sir?’ he repeated.

Walford nodded.

“I don't know how well; | suspect too wdl — too wel for the comfort of The
Ringer if he's dive. He Ieft his sger in Mede’s charge — Gwenda Milton. Six
months ago, the body of Gwenda Milton was taken from the Thames” Alan
nodded as he recdled the tragedy. “ She was Mester’s secretary. One of these
days when you've nothing better to do, go up to the Record Office — there was a
great ded that didn’'t come out at the inquest.”

“About Meister?”’

Colonel Walford nodded.

“If The Ringer is dead, nothing metters, but if he is dive’ — he shrugged his
broad shoulders and looked oddly under the shaggy eyebrows at the young
detective — “if he is dive, | know something that would bring him back to
Deptford — and to Meister.”

“What isthat, Sr?’ asked Wembury.

Again Wdford gave his cryptic amile.

“Examine the record and you will read the oldest drama in the world — the
dory of atrusting woman and avile man.”



And then, dismissng The Ringer with a wave of his hand as though he were a
tangible vidon awating such a dismissa, he became suddenly the practica
adminigrator.

“You are taking up your duties on Monday week. You might like to go down
and have alook round, and get acquainted with your new divison?’

Alan hestated.

“If it is possble, dr, | should like a week’s haoliday,” he sad, and in spite of
himsdlf, his tanned face assumed a deeper red.

“A holiday? Certainly. Do you want to bresk the good news to the girl?’
There was a good- humoured twinkle in Walford' s eyes.

“No, gr.” His very embarrassment seemed to deny his satement. “There isa
lady | should like to tell of my promotion,” he went on awkwardly. “ She is, in
fact — MissMary Lenley.”

The Commissioner laughed softly.

“Oh, you know the Lenleys that much, do you?" he sad, and Alan's
embarrassment was not decreased.

“No, dr; she has dways been a very good friend of ming” he sad, dmost
gently, as though the subject of the discusson were one of whom he could not
speak in more drident tones. “You see, | sarted life in a cottage on the Lenley
edate. My father was head gardener to Squire Lenley, and I've known the
family ever snce | can remember. There is nobody dse in Lenley village” — he
shook his head sadly — “who would expect me — |-’ He hestated, and Waford
jumped in,

“Take your holiday, my boy. Go where you jolly wdl please! And if Miss
Mary Lenley is as wise as she is beautiful — | remember her as a child — she will
forget that she is a Lenley of Lenley Court and you are a Wembury of the
gardener’s cottage! For in these democratic days, Wembury” — there was a quiet
eanesness in his voice — “a man is what he is, not what his father was. | hope
you will never be obsessed by a sense of your own unworthiness. Because, if
you are¢’ — he paused, and again his eyes twinkled — “you will be a darned fool!

Alan Wembury left the room with the uneasy conviction that the Assdant
Commissioner knew agresat ded more about the Lenleys than he had admitted.



CHAPTER 2

It seemed that the soring had come earlier to Lenley village than to grim old
London, which seems to regret and resst the tenderness of the season, until,
overwhelmed by the rush of crocuses and daffodils and yelow-hearted narciss,
it capitulates blandly in ablaze of ydlow sunshine.

As he wdaked into the village from the rallway dation, Alan saw over the
hedge the famous Lenley Path of Daffodils, blazing with a golden glory.
Beyond the tall poplars was the roof of grey old Lenley Court.

News of his good fortune had come ahead of him. The bad-headed landlord
of the Red Lion Inn came running out to intercept him, agrin of ddight on his
rubicund face.

“Glad to see you back, Alan,” he said. “We've heard of your promotion and
we'redl very proud of you. You'll be Chief of the Police one of these days”

Alan amiled a the spontaneous enthusasm. He liked this old village; it was a
home of dreams. Would the grest, the supreme dream, which he had never
dared bring to itslogica conclusion, be fulfilled?

“Are you going up to the Court to see Miss Mary?’ and when he answered
yes, the landlord shook his head and pursed his lips. He was regret personified.
“Things are very bad up there, Alan. They say theré's nothing left out of the
edate ether for Mr. John or Miss Mary. | don't mind about Mr. John: he's a
man who can make his way in the world — | wish he'd get a better way than
he'sfound.”

“What do you mean?’ asked Alan quickly.

The landlord seemed suddenly to remember that if he was spesking to an old
friend he was dso speaking to a police officer, and he became ingtantly discreet.

“They say he's gone to the devil. You know how people tak, but there's
something in it. Johnny never was a hgppy sort of felow; he's forgotten to do
anything but scowl in these days. Poverty doesn't come easy to that young
man.”

“Why are they a the Court if they're in such a bad way? It must be an
expengve place to keep up. | wonder John Lenley doesn't sdll it?”

“Sdl it!” scoffed the landlord. “1t's mortgaged up to the last leaf on the last
twig! They're daying there whilst this London lawyer settles the edtate, and
they’ re going to London next week, from what | hear.”

This London lawyer! Alan frowned. That must be Maurice Meger, and he
was curious to meet the man about whom so many strange rumours ran. They
whispered things of Maurice Meger a Scotland Yard which it would have
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been libe to write, dander to say. They pointed to certain associations of his
which were unjudifidble even in a caimind lawyer, whose work brought him
into touch with the denizens of the underworld.

“l wish you'd book me a room, Mr. Griggs. The carier is binging my bag
from the gtation. I'll go to up the Court and seeif | can see John Lenley.”

He said “John,” but his heart said “Mary.” He might deceive the world, but he
could not deceive his own heart.

As he walked up the broad oak-shaded drive, the evidence of poverty came
out to meet him. Grass grew in the gravelled surface of the road; those fine yew
hedges of the Tudor garden before which as a child he had stood in awe, had
been clipped by an amateur hand; the lawn before the house was ragged and
unkempt. When he came in sight of the Court his heart sank as he saw the sgns
of generd neglect. The windows of the east wing were grimy — not even the
closed shutters could disguise their state; two windows had been broken and the
panes not replaced.

As he @me nearer to the house, a figure emerged from the shadowy portico,
walked quickly towards him, and then, recognising, broke into arun.

“Oh, Alan!”

In another second he had both her hands in his and was looking down into the
upturned face. He had not seen her for twelve months. He looked at her now,
holding his bresth. The sweet, pade beauty of her caught a his heart. He had
known a child, a lovey child; he was looking into the crystd-clear eyes of
radiant womanhood. The dim, shapdess figure he had known had undergone
some subtle change; the lovely face had been moulded to anew loveiness,

He had a sense of dismay. The very fringe of despair obscured for the
moment the joy which had filled his heart a the sght of her. If she had been
beyond his reach before, the gulf, in some incomprehensble manner, had
widened now.

With a dnking heart he redised the gulf between this daughter of the Lenleys
and Inspector Wembury.

“Why, Alan, what a plessant d9ght!” Her sad eyes were brightened with
laughter. “And you're burdsing with newsl Poor Alan! We read it in the
morning newspaper.”

He laughed ruefully.

“I didn’t know that my promotion was a matter of world interest,” he said.

“But you're going to tel me dl about it.” She dipped her am in his naturdly,
as she had in the days of her childhood, when the gardener’s son was Mary
Lenley’s playmate, the shy boy who flew her kite and bowled and fielded for
her when she wielded a cricket bat dmogt astall as hersdlf.

“There is little to tdl but the bare news” sad Alan. “I’'m promoted over the
heads of better men, and | don’'t know whether to be glad or sorry!”
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He fdt curioudy sdf-conscious and gauche as they paced the untidy lawn
together.

“I've had a little luck in one or two cases I've handled, but | can't help
feding that I'm a favourite with the Commissoner and that | owe my
promotion more to that cause than to any other.”

“Rubbish!” she scoffed. “ Of course you' ve had your promation on merit!”

She caught his eyes looking a the house, and indantly her expresson
changed.

“Poor old Lenley Court!” she sad softly. “You've heard our news, Alan?
We're leaving next week.” She bresthed a long sigh. “It doesn't bear thinking
about, does it? Johnny is taking a flat in town, and Maurice has promised me
some work.”

Alan stared at her.

“Work?" he gasped. “Y ou don’t mean you' ve got to work for your living?’

She laughed at this.

“Why, of course, my dear — my dear Alan. I'm initiing mysdf into the
mysteries of shorthand and typewriting. I’ m going to be Maurice s secretary.”

Meister’s secretary!

The words had a familiar sound. And then in a flash he remembered another
secretary, whose body had been taken from the river one foggy morning, and he
recalled Colond Walford's ominous words.

“Why, you're quite glum, Alan. Doesn't the prospect of my earning a living
gppedl to you?’ she asked, her lips twitching.

“No,” he sad dowly, and it was like Alan that he could not disguise his
repugnance to the scheme. “ Surely there is something saved from the wreck?’

She shook her head.

“Nothing — absolutdy nothing! | have a very tiny income from my mother's
edate, and that will keep me from garvaion. And Johnny’s redly clever, Alan.
He has made quite a lot of money lady — that's queer, isn't it? One never
suspected Johnny of being a good business man, and yet he is. In a few years
we shall be buying back Lenley Court.”

Brave words, but they did not deceive Alan!
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CHAPTER 3

He saw her look over his shoulder, and turned. Two men were waking
towards them.

Though it was a warm day in early summer, and the Royd Courts of justice
forty miles away, Mr. Meiser wore the conventiond garb of a successful
lawyer. The long-tailled morning coat fitted his dim figure faultlesdy, his black
cravat with its opa pin was perfectly arranged. On his head was the glossest of
slk hats, and the ydlow gloves which covered his hands were spotless. A
slow, thin-faced man with dark, fathomless eyes, there was something of the
arigocrat in his manner and speech. “He looks like a duke, talks like a don and
thinks like a devil,” was not the most unflattering thing that had been said about
Maurice Megter.

His companion was a tdl youth, hardly out of his teens, whose black brows
met a the Sght of the vigtor. He came dowly across the lawn, his hands thrust

into his trousers pockets, his dark eyes regarding Alan with an unfriendly
scowl.

“Hdlo!” he sad grudgingly, and then, to his companion: “You know
Wembury, don’t you, Maurice — he' s a sergeant or something in the police.”

Maurice Meigter amiled dowly.

“Divisond Detective Ingpector, | think,” and offered his long, thin hand. “I

understand you are coming into my neighbourhood to add a new terror to the
lives of my unfortunate clientd”

“I hope we shdl be able to reform them,” sad Alan good-humouredly. “That
isredly what we are for!”

Johnny Lenley was glowering a him. He had never liked Alan, even as a boy
and now for some reason, his resentment at the presence of the detective was
suddenly inflamed.

“What brings you to Lenley? he asked gruffly. “I didn't know you had any
relations here?’
“I have afew friends,” said Alan steadily.

“Of course he hasl” It was Mary who spoke. “He came to see me, for one,
didn't you, Alan? I'm sorry we can't ask you to say with us, but there's
practicdly no furniture left in the house”

John Lenley’s eyes snapped &t this.

“It isn't necessary to advertise our poverty al over the kingdom, my dear,” he
sad sharply. “lI don't suppose Wembury is paticularly interested in our
misfortunes, and he’' d be damned impertinent if he wad!”
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He saw the hurt look on his sgter’s face, and his unreasonable annoyance
with the vistor was increased. It was Maurice Mester who poured oil upon the
troubled water.

“The misfortunes of Lenley Court are public property, my dear Johnny,” he
sad blandly. “Don’t be so stupidly touchy! I, for one, am very glad to have the
opportunity of meeting a police officer of such fame as Ingpector Alan
Wembury. You will find your divison raher a dull spot jus now, Mr.
Wembury. We have none of the excitement which prevailed when | firg moved
to Deptford from Lincoln’s Inn Fdds”

Alan nodded.

“Y ou mean, you're not bothered with The Ringer?’ he said.

It was a pefectly innocent remark, and he was quite unprepared for the
change which came to Meider's face. He blinked quickly as though he hed
been confronted with a brilliant light. The loose mouth became in an indant a
draight, hard line. If there was not fear in those inscrutable eyes of his, Alan
Wembury was very wide of the mark.

“The Ringer!” His voice was husky. “Ancient history, eh? Poor beggar, he's
dead!”

He sad this with dmogt datling emphasis. It seemed to Alan that the man
was trying to persuade himsdf that this notorious crimind had passed beyond
the sphere of human activity.

“Dead... drowned in Audrdia”

The girl waslooking a him wonderingly.

“Who isThe Ringer?’ she asked.

“Nobody you would know anything about, or ought to know,” he said, dmost
brusquely. And then, with a little laugh: “Were dl taking ‘shop,’ and crimind
justiceisthe worst kind of ‘shop’ for ayoung lady’s ears.”

“I wish to heaven you'd find something else to talk about,” growled John
Lenley fretfully, and was turning away when Maurice Mester asked

“You are a present in a West End divison, aren’'t you, Wembury? What was
your last case? | don't seem to remember seeing your name in the newspapers.”

Alan made alittle grimace.

“We never advertise our falures” he sad. “My lagt job was to inquire into
some pearls that were solen from Lady Darnleigh’s house in Parks Lane on the
night of her big Ambassador’s party.”

He was looking a Mary as he spoke. Her face was a magnet which lured and
held his gaze. He did not see John Lenley’s hand go to his mouth to check the
involuntary exclamation, or the quick warning glance which Meiger shot a the
young man. There was alittle pause.

“Lady Danleigh?’ drawled Maurice. “Oh, yes, | seem to remember... as a
matter of fact, weren’t you at her dance that night, Johnny?’
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He looked at the other and Johnny shook his shoulder impatiently.
“Of course | was... | didn't know anything about the robbery till afterwards.

Haven't you anything else to discuss, you people, than crimes and robberies and
murders?’

And, turning on his hed, he douched across the lawn.

Mary looked after him with trouble in her face.

“I wonder what makes Johnny so cross in these days — do you know,
Maurice?’

Maurice Megter examined the cigarette that burnt in the amber tube between
hisfingers.

“Johnny is young; and, my dear, you musin't forget that he has had a very
trying time.”

“So have I,” she sad quietly. “You don't imagine that it is nothing to me that
| an leaving Lenley Court?” Her voice quivered for a moment, but with a
resolution that Alan could both undersand and appreciate, she was indantly
amiling. “I’'m being very pathetic; | shdl be weeping on Alan’'s shoulder if 1 am
not careful. Come along, Alan, and see what is left of the rosery — perhaps when
you have seen its present condition, we will weep together!”
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CHAPTER 4

Johnny Lenley looked after them until they had disgppeared from view. His
face was pde with anger, hislips trembled.

“What brings that swine here?’ he demanded.

Maurice Mester, who had followed across the lawn, looked at him oddly.

“My dear Johnny, you're very young and very crude. You have the education
of agentleman and yet you behave like a boor!”

Johnny turned on him in afury.

“What do you expect me to do — shake him cordidly by the hand and bid him
welcome to Lenley Court? The fdlow's risen from the gutter. His father was
our gardener—"

Maurice Meger interrupted him with a chuckle of malicious enjoyment.

“What a shob you are, Johnny? The snobbery wouldn’'t matter,” he went on in
amore serious tone, “if you would learn to conced your fedings.”

“I say what | think,” said Johnny shortly.

“So does a dog when you tread on his tail,” replied Maurice. “You fool!” he
snaled with unexpected madignity. “You hdf-witl At the mention of the
Danleigh pearls you dmos betrayed yoursdf. Did you redise to whom you
were taking, who was probably watching you? The shrewdest detective in the

C.I.D.! The man who caught Hersey, who hanged Gogtein, who broke up the
Flack Gang.”

“He didn't notice anything,” sad the other sulkily, and then, to turn the
conversation to his advantage: “You had a letter this morning; was there
anything about the pearlsinit - are they sold?’

The anger faded from the lawyer’ s face; again he was his suave sif.

“Do you imagine, my dear lad, tha one can <dl fifteen thousand pounds
worth of pearls in a week? What do you suppose is the procedure — that one
puts them up at Chrigti€' s?’

Johnny Lenley’s lips tightened. For a while he was slent. When he spoke his
voice had logt some of its querulous qudlity.

“It was queer that Wembury was on the case — gpparently they’ve given up
hope. Of course, old Lady Darnleigh has no suspicion’

“Don’'t be too sure of that,” warned Meister. “Every guest a No. 304., Park
Lane, on that night is suspect. You, more than any, because everybody knows

you're broke. Moreover, one of the footmen saw you going up the man dairs
just before you left.”
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“I told him | was going to get my coa,” sad Johnny Lenley quickly, and a
troubled look came to his face. “Why did you mention that | was there to
Wembury?’

Maurice laughed.

“Because he knew; | was watching him as | spoke. There was the faintest
glint in his eyes that told me. I'll set your mind a ease; the person a present
under suspicion is her unfortunate butler. Don’'t imagine that the case has blown
over — it haav't. Anyway, the police are too active for the moment for us to
dream of digposng of the pearls, and we shdl have to wat a favouradle
opportunity when they can be placed in Antwerp.”

He threw away the end of the thin cigarette, took a gold cigarette-case from
his waistcoat pocket, sdected another with infinite care and lit it, Johnny
watching him envioudy.

“You're a cool devil. Do you redise that if the truth came out about those
pearls it would mean pend servitude for you; Maurice?’

Maurice sent aring of smoke into the air.

“I cetanly redise it would mean pend servitude for you, my young friend. |
fancy that it would be rather difficult to implicate me. If you choose for your
amusement to be a robber baron, or was it a Duke of Padua? — | forget the
historical precedent — and engage yoursdlf in these Rafllessh adventures, thet is
your funerd entirely. Because | knew your father and I've known you since you
were achild, | take alittle risk. Perhaps the adventure of it gppeals to me-"

“Rot!” said Johnny Lenley brutaly. “You' ve been crook ever since you were
ableto walk. You know every thief in London and you've ‘fenced' "

“Don’'t use that word!”

Maurice Meister’ s deep voice grew suddenly sharp.

“As | told you just now, you are crude. Did | ingtigate this robbery of Lady
Darnleigh’s pearls? Did | put it into your head that thieving was more profitable
than working and that with your education and entry to the best house you had
opportunities which were denied to a meaner — thief?”

This word was as irritating to Johnny Lenley as “fence” had been to the
lawyer.

“Anyway, we are in the same boat,” he said. “You couldn't give me away
without ruining yoursdlf. | don't say you indigaied anything, but you've been
jolly hepful, Maurice. Some day I’ [l make you arich man.”

The dark, doe-like eyes turned dowly in his direction. At any other time this
patronage of the younger man would have infuristed Meigter; now he was only
piqued.

“My young friend,” he sad precisdy, “you ae a little over-confident.
Robbery with or without violence is not S0 Smple a maiter as you imagine. You
think you're clever—"’
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“I'm alittle bit smarter than Wembury,” said Johnny complacently.
Maurice Mester concealed asmile.

It was not to the rosery that Mary led her vistor but to the sunken garden,
with its crazy paving and battered statuary. There was a cracked marble bench
overlooking a gill pool where weter-lilies grew, and she dlowed him to dugt a
place for her before she sat down.

“Alan, I'm going to tel you something. I'm taking to Alan Wembury, not to
Ingpector Wembury,” she warned him, and he showed his astonishment.

“Why, of course...” He stopped; he had been on the point of caling her by
name. “I’ve never had the courageto call you Mary, but | fed — old enough!”

This dam of age was a cowardly expedient, he told himsdf, but a least it
was successful. There was redl pleasure in her voice when she replied:

“I'm glad you do. ‘Miss Mary’ would sound horribly unred. In you it would
sound amogt unfriendly.”

“What is the trouble?’ he asked, as he sat down by her side.

She hesitated only a second.

“Johnny,” she said. “He tadks so oddly about things. It's a terrible thing to
sy, Alan, but it dmost seems as though he's forgotten the distinction between
— right and wrong. Sometimes | think he only says these things in a spirit of
pervergty. At other times | fed that he means them. He taks harshly about
poor, dear father, too. | find that difficult to forgive. Poor daddy was very
cardess and extravagant, but he was a good father to Johnny — and to me,” she
said, her voice breaking.

“What do you mean when you say Johnny talks oddly?’

She shook her head.

“It isn't only that: he has such strange friends. We had a man here last week —
| only saw him, | did not spesk to him — named Hackitt. Do you know him?’

“Hackitt? Sam Hackitt?” sad Wembury in surprise. “Good Lord, yes! Sam
and | are old acquaintances!”

“What ishe?’ she asked.

“He's a burglar,” was the cam reply. “Probably Johnny was interested in the
mean and had him down-"

She shook her head.

“No, it wasn't for that.” She bit her lip. “Johnny told me a lie; he said that this
man was an atisan who was going to Audrdia. You're sure this is your Sam
Hackitt?’

Alan gave avery vivid, if brief, description of the little thief.

“That is he” she nodded. “And, of course, | know he was — an unpleasant sort
of man. Alan, you don't think that Johnny is— bad, do you?
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He had never thought of Johnny as a possible subject for police observation.

“Of course not!”

“But these peculiar friends of his—?’

It was an opportunity not to be passed.

“I'm afraid, Mary, you're going to meet a lot of people like Hackitt, and

worse than Hackitt, who isn't a bad soul if he could keep his fingers to
himsdf.”

“Why?" she asked in amazement.
“You think of becoming Meister’ s secretary — Mary, | wish you wouldn't.”
She drew away alittle, the better to observe him.

“Why on earth, Alan...? Of course, | understand what you mean. Maurice has
a large number of clients, and I'm pretty sure to see them, but they won't
corrupt my young mind!”

“I'm not afrad of his dients” sad Alan quietly. “I'm afrad of — Maurice
Meister.”

She gared at him as though he were suddenly bereft of his senses.

“Afrad of Maurice?” She could hardly believe her ears. “Why, Maurice is
the dearest thing! He has been kindness itsdf to Johnny and me, and weve
known him al our lives”

“I've known you dl your life, too, Mary,” sad Alan gently, but she
interrupted him.

“But, tell mewhy?’ she perssted. “What do you know against Maurice?’

Here, confronted with the concrete question, he lost ground.

“I know nothing about him,” he admitted frankly. “I only know that Scotland
Yard doesn't like him.”

She laughed alow, amused laugh.

“Because he manages to keep these poor, wretched criminds out of prison!
It's professond jedousy! Oh, Alan,” she bantered him, “I didn't believe it of
you!”

No good purpose could be served by repesting his warning. There was one

gleam of comfort in the Stuation; if she was to work for Mester she would be
living in hisdivison. He told her this.

“It will be rather dreadful, won't it, after Lenley Court?” She made a little
face a the thought. “It will mean that for a year or two | shdl have no parties,
no dances— Alan, | shal die an old maid!”

“l doubt that,” he smiled, “but the chances of meeting digible young men in
Deptford are dightly remote,” and they laughed together.
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CHAPTERS

Maurice Meigter stood at the ragged end of a yew hedge and watched them.
Strange, he mused, that never before had he redised the beauty of Mary Lenley.
It needed, he told himsdlf, the visble worship of this policeman to simulate his
interest in the girl, whom in a moment of impulse, which later he regretted, he
had promised to employ. A bud, opening into glorious flower. Unobserved, he
watched her; the contour of her cheek, the poise of her dark head, the supple
line of her figure as she turned to raly Alan Wembury. Mr. Meider licked his
dry lips. Queer that he had never thought that way about Mary Lenley. And
yet. ..

He liked far women. Gwenda Milton was far, with a shingled, golden head.
A supid girl, who had become rather a bore. And from a bore she had
developed into a sordid tragedy. Maurice shuddered as he remembered that grey
day in the coroner’s court when he had stood on the witness stand and had lied
and lied and lied.

Tuning her head, Mary saw him and beckoned him, and he went dowly
towards them.

“Where is Johnny?’ she asked.

“Johnny a this moment is sulking. Don't ak me why, because | don't
know.”

What a wonderful skin she had — flawless, unblemished! And the dark grey
eyes, with their long lashes, how adorablel And he had known her dl her life
and been living under the same roof for a week, and had not observed her
vaues before!

“Am | interrupting a confidentia tak?’ he asked.

She shook her head, but she did not wholly convince him. He wondered what
these two had been speaking about, head to head. Had she told Alan Wembury
that she was coming to Deptford? She would sooner or later; and it might be
profitable to get in firgt with the information.

“You know, Miss Lenley is honouring me by becoming my secretary?’

“So I've heard,” sad Alan, and met the lawvyer's eyes. “I have told Miss
Lenley” — he spoke ddliberately; every word had its sgnificance — “that she will
beliving in my divison... under my paternd eye, asit were”

There was a warning and a threat there. Meister was too shrewd a man to

overlook ether. Alan Wembury had condituted himsdf the girl’s guardian.
That would have been rather amusing in other circumstances. Even as recently

19



as an hour ago he would have regarded Alan Wembury’'s chaperonage as a great
joke. But now...

Helooked a Mary and his pulse was racing.

“How interesting!” his voice was a little harsh and he cleared his throat.
“How terribly interesting! And isthat duty part of the police code?’

There was the faintest sneer in hisvoice which Alan did not miss.

“The duty of a policeman,” he sad quietly, “is pretty wel covered by the
inscription over the door of the Old Bailey.”

“And what isthat?’ asked Meister. “I have not troubled to read it.”

“ ‘Protect the children of the poor and punish the wrongdoer’,” sad Alan
Wembury gernly.

“A noble sentiment!” said Maurice. And then: “I think that is for me.”

He walked quickly towards a telegraph messenger who had appeared at the
end of the garden.

“Is Maurice annoyed with you?' asked Mary.

Alan laughed.

“Everybody gets annoyed with me sooner or later. I'm afrad my society
manners are deplorable.”

She patted the hand that lay beside hers on the stone bench.

“Alan,” she sad, hdf whimdcdly, hdf serioudy, “I don't think | shal ever
be annoyed with you. Y ou are the nicest man | know.”

For a second their hands met in a long, warm clasp, and then she saw Maurice
walking back with the unopened telegram in his hand.

“For you,” he sad jovidly. “What a thing it is to be so important that you
can't leave the office for five minutes before they wire for you — what terrible
deed has been committed in London in your absence?’

Alan took the wire with afrown.

“For me?’

He was expecting no telegram. He had very few persond friends, and it was
unlikely that his holiday would be curtailed from headquarters.

He tore open the envelope and took out the telegram. It was closdy written
on two pages. He read:

“Very urgent $op return at once and report to Scotland Yard stop be
prepared to take over your divison tomorrow morning stop Austrdian
police report Ringer left Sydney four months ago and is believed to be
in London at this moment message ends.”

Thewire was sgned “Walford.”
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Alan looked from the telegram to the smiling old garden, from the garden to
the girl, her anxious face upturned to his.

“Isanything wrong?’ she asked.
He shook hishead dowly.
The Ringer was in England!

His nerves grew taut at the redisation. Henry Arthur Milton, ruthless dayer
of his enemies— cunning, desperate, fearless.

Alan Wembury's mind went back to Scotland Yard and the Commissioner’s
office. Gwenda Milton — dead, drowned, a suicide!

Had Maurice Meigter played a part in the creation d that despair which had
sent her young soul unbidden to the judgment of God? Woe to Maurice Meister
if this were truel
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CHAPTERG

The Ringer wasin London!

Alan Wembury fdt a cold thrill each time the thought recurred on his journey
to London.

It was the thrill that comes to the hunter, a the fird hint of the man-daying
tiger he will presently glimpse.

Wel named was The Ringer, who rang the changes on himsdf so frequently
that police headquarters had never been able to circulate a description of the
man. A mader of disguise, a ruthless enemy who had dain without mercy the
men who had earned his hatred.

For himsdlf, Wembury had neither fear nor hatred of the man he was to bring
down; only a cold emotionless understanding of the danger of his task. One
thing was certain — The Ringer would go to the place where a hundred bolts and
hiding places were ready to receive him.

To Deptford...?

Alan Wembury gave a little gasp of dismay. Mary Lenley was dso going to
Deptford — to Meigter's house, and The Ringer could only have returned to
England with one object, the destruction of Maurice Mester. Danger to Meister
would inevitably mean danger to Mary Lenley. This knowledge took some of
the sunlight of the soring sky and made the grim fagcade of Scotland Yad just a
little more Snigter.

Though dl the murderers in the world were at large, Scotland Yard preserved
its equanimity. He came to Colond Wadford's room to find the Assdant
Commissoner immersed in the particulars of aminor robbery.

“You got my wire?” sad Waford, looking up as Alan came in. “I'm awfully
sorry to interrupt your holiday. | want you to go down to Deptford to teke
charge immediately and get acquainted with your new divison”

“The Ringer is back, Sr?’

Walford nodded.

“Why he came back, where he is, | don’'t know — in fact, there is no direct
information about him and we are merdly surmising that he has returned.”

“But | thought—"
Walford took along cablegram from the basket on histable.

“The Ringer has a wife. Few people know that,” he said. “He married her a
year or two ago in Canada. After his disgppearance, she left this country and
was traced to Audrdia That could only mean one thing, The Ringer was in
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Audrdia — she has now left Audrdia jus as quickly as she Ieft this this
country; she arrives in England tomorrow morning.”

Alan nodded dowly.

“I see. That means that The Ringer is ether in England or is making for this
country.”

“Y ou have not told anybody?’ the Commissioner asked.

“I’d forgotten to warn you about that. Meister was at Lenley Court, you say?
You didn't tell him?’

“No, gr,” sad Alan, his lips twitching. “I thought, coming up in the train, that
it was rather apity | couldn’'t — I would like to have seen the effect upon him! “

Alan could undergand how the news of The Ringer's return would flutter the

Whitehall dovecotes, but he was unprepared for the extraordinarily serious view
which Colonel Waford took of the pogition.

“I'll tel you frankly, Wembury, that | would much rather be occupying a
place on the pendon lig than this chair a Scotland Yad when that news is
published.”

Alan looked at him in astonishment; the Commissioner was in deadly earnes.

“The Ringer is London’'s favourite bogy,” Colond Waford said, “and the
very suggestion that he has returned to England will be quite sufficient to send
al the newspaper hounds of Fleet Street on my track. Never forget, Wembury,
he is a killer, and he has neither fear nor appreciation of danger. He has caused
more bolts to be shot than any other crimind on our list! The news that this man
is a large and in London will arouse such a breeze that even | would not
westher it!”

“You think he'll be beyond me?” amiled Alan.

“No,” said Waford surprisngly, “I have great hopes of you — and great hopes
of Dr. Lomond. By the way, have you met Dr. Lomond?’

Alan looked a him in surprise.

“No, gr; who is he?’

Colond Walford reached for abook that lay on histable.

“He is one of the few amateur detectives who have impressed me” he sad.
“Fourteen years ago he wrote the only book on the subject of the crimind that
is worth studying. He has been in India and Tibet for years and | think the
Under- Secretary was fortunate to persuade him to fill the gppointment.”

“What appointment, Sir?

“Police surgeon of ‘R Divison — in fact, yowr new divison,” sad Waford.
“Y ou are both making acquaintance with Deptford at the same time.”

Alan Wembury turned the closaly- set pages of the book.

“He is a pretty big man to take a fiddling job like this” he said and Walford
laughed.
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“He has spent hs life doing fiddling jobs — would you like to meet him? He is
with the Chief Congtable a the moment.”

He pressed abell and gave ingructions to the messenger who came.

“Lomond is rather a character — terribly Scottish, a little cynicd and more
than alittle pawky.”

“Will he help us to catch The Ringer?” amiled Alan and he was astonished to
see the Commissioner nod.

“I have thet feding,” he said.

The door opened at that moment and atal bent figure shuffled in.

Alan put his age & something over fifty. His hair was grey, a little moustache
drooped over his mouth and the par of twinkling blue eyes that met Alan's
were dancing with good-humour. His homespun suit was badly cut, his
high-crowned felt hat belonged to the seventies.

“I want you to meet Ingpector Wembury who will be in charge of your
divison,” said Waford and Wembury’ s hand was crushed in a powerful grip.

“Have ye any interesting specimens in Deptford, ingpector? I'd like fine to
measure afew heids”

Alan’s smile broadened.

“I'm as ignorat of Deptford as you — | haven't been there since before the
war,” hesaid.

The doctor scratched his chin, his keen eyes fixed on the younger man.

“I'm thinkin' they’ll no' be as interesting as the Lolos. Man, theres a
wonderful race, wi' braci-cephdic heads, an’ a que-er devdopment of the right
parietd...”

He spoke quickly, enthusiastically when he was on his favourite subject.

Alan seized an opportunity when the doctor was expounding a view on the
origin of some myserious Tibetan tribe to sed quietly from the room. He was
not in the mood for anthropol ogy.

An hour later as he was leaving Scotland Yard he met Wdford as he was
coming out of his room and walked with him to the Embankment.

“Yes — | got rid of the doctor,” chuckled the colonel, “he’s too dever to be a
bore, but he made my head achel” Then suddenly:

“You're handing over that pearl case to Burton — the Darnleigh pearls | mean.
Y ou have no further clue?’

“No, dr,” sad Alan. He had amost forgotten that there was such a case in his
hands.

The Commissioner was frowning.

“I was thinking, after you left, what a queer coincidence it was that you were
going to Lenley Court. Young Lenley was apparently a Lady Danlegh's
house on the night of the robbery,” and then, seeing the look that came to his

24



subordinate's face, he went on quickly: “I'm not suggesting that he knew
anything about it, of course, but it was a coincidence. | wish we could clear up
that litle mysery. Lady Danleigh has too many friends in Whitehdl for my
liking and | get a letter from the Home Secretary every other day asking for the
latest news.”

Alan Wembury went on his way with an uneasy mind. He had known that
Johnny was at the house on the night of the robbery but he had never associated
“the Squirés son” with the myserious disgppearance of Lady Darnleigh's
pearls. There was no reason why he should, he told himsdf soutly. As he
waked across Westminger Bridge he went over again and again that al too
brief interview he had had with Mary.

How beautiful she wasl And how unapproachable! He tried to think of her
only, but againg his will a dark shadow crept across the rosy splendour of
dreams. Johnny Lenley...

Why on eath should he, and yet — the Lenleys were ruined... Mary was
worried about the kind of company that Johnny was keeping. There was
something dse she had sad which bdonged to the category of unplessant
things. Oh, yes Johnny had been “making money” May told him a little
proudly. How?

“Rot!” sad Alan to himsdf as an ugly thought obtruded upon his mind.
“Rubbish!”

The idea was too absurd for a sane man to entertain. The next morning he
handed over dl the documents in the case to Ingpector Burton and walked out
off Scotland Yad with dmogt a feding of rdief. It was as though he head
sheken himsdf dear of the gridy shadow which was obscuring the brightness
of the day.

The week which followed was a very busy one for Alan Wembury. He had
only a dight acquaintance with Deptford and its notables. The grey-haired Scots
surgeon he saw for a minute or two, a shrewd old man with laughing eyes and a
fund of dry Scottish humour, but both men were too busy in their new jobs to
discuss The Ringer.

Mary did not write, as he had expected she would, and he was not aware that
she was in his digrict until one day, waking down the Lewisham High Road,
somebody waved to him from an open taxicab and turning, he saw it was the
girl. He asked one of his subordinates to find out where she and Johnny were
daying and with no difficulty located them a a modern block of flats near
Malpas Road, a building occupied by the superior artisan class. What a tragic
contrast to the gpacious glories of Lenley Court! Only his innate sense of
delicacy prevented his cdling upon her, and for this abgtention a least one
person was glad.
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CHAPTER 7

“I saw your copper this morning,” said Johnny flippantly. He has gone back
to lunch and was in a more amiable mood than Mary remembered having seen
him recently.

She looked a him open-eyed.

“My ‘copper’?’ she repeated.

“Wembury,” trandated Johnny. “We cadl these fdlows ‘buses and I've
never seen a busier man,” he chuckled. “I see you're going to ask what ‘busy’
means. It isathieves word for detective.”

He saw a change cometo her face.

“‘We cdl them?’ she repeated. “Y ou mean ‘they’ call them, Johnny.”

He was amused as he sat down at the table.

“What a little purist you're becoming, Mary,” he said. “We, or they, does it

matter? We're dl thieves a heart, the merchant in his Ralls and the workman
on the tram, thieves every one of them!”

Very wisdy she did not contest the extravagant generdisation.

“Where did you see Alan?’

“Why the devil do you cdl him by his Chrisian name?’ sngpped Johnny.
“The man is a policeman, you go on as though he were a socid equal.”

Mary smiled at this as she cut a round of bread into four parts and put them
on the bread plate.

“The man who lives on the other sde of the landing is a plumber, and the
people above us live on the earnings of a rallway guard. Sx of them, Johnny —
four of them girls”

Hetwiged irritably in hischair.

“That's begging the question. We're only here as a temporary expedient. You
don't suppose I’'m going to be content to live in this poky hole dl my life? One
of these days I’ Il buy back Lenley Court.”

“On what, Johnny?’ she asked quietly.

“On the money | make” he said and went back to his béte noire. “Anyway,
Wembury isn't the sort of felow | want you to know,” he said. “I was taking to

Maurice about him this morning, and Maurice agrees that it is an acquaintance
we ought to drop.”

“Redly?’” Mary’s voice was cold. “And Maurice thinks so too — how funny !”
He glanced a her suspicioudy.
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“I don't see anything amusing about it,” he grumbled. “Obvioudy, we can't
know—"

She was ganding facing him on the other sde of the table, her hands resting
on its polished surface.

“I have decided to go on knowing Alan Wembury,” she said geadily. “I'm
sorry if Maurice does't gpprove, or if you think I'm being very common. But |
like Alan-"

“I used to like my valet, but | got rid of him,” broke in Johnny irritably.

She shook her head.

“Alan Wembury isn't your vaet. You may think my taste is degraded, but
Alan is my idea of a gentleman,” she sad quietly, “and one cannot know too
many gentlemen.”

He was about to say something sharp, but checked himsdf, and the matter
had dropped for the moment.

The next day May Lenley was to dat her new life. The thought left her a
little bresthless. When Maurice had firda made the suggestion that she should
act as his secretary the idea had thrilled her, but as the time approached she had
grown more and more apprehensve. The project was one filled with vague
unpleasant possbilities and she could not understand why this once pleasng
prospect should now have such an effect upon her.

Johnny was not up when she was ready to depart in the morning, and only
came yawning out of his bedroom when she cdled him.

“So you're going to be one of the working classes” he sad dmogt jovidly.
“It will be rather amusing. | wouldn't let you go at dl, only—"

“Only?’ shewaited.

Johnny’s willingness that she should accept employment in Maurice's office
had been a source of wonder to her, knowing his curious nature.

“I shall be about, keeping an eye on you,” he said good-humouredly.
A few minutes later she was hurrying down crooked Tanners Hill toward a
neighbourhood the squalor of which gppaled her. FHanders Lane has few exact

padlds in point of grime and ugliness, but Mr. Meder's house was most
unexpectedly different from dl the rest.

It stood back from the street, surrounded by a high wal which was pierced
with one black door which gave access to a smdl courtyard, behind which was
the miniature Georgian manson where the lawyer not only lived but had his
office.

An old woman led her up the worn dairs, opened a heavy ornamenta door
and ushered her into an apartment which she was to know very well indeed. A
big pandlled room with Adam decorations, it had been once the drawing-room
of a prosperous City merchant in those days when great gentlemen lived in the
houses where now the poor and the crimina herded like rats.

27



There was an ar of shabbiness about the place and yet it was chearful
enough. The walls were hung about with pictures which she had no difficulty in
recognisng as the work of grest magters. But the aticle of furniture which
interested her most was a big grand piano which stood in an acove. She looked
in wonder at this and then turned to the old woman.

“Does Mr. Megter play this?’

“Him?’ said the old lady with a cackle of laughter. “1 should say he doed”

From this chamber led a little doorless ante-room which evidently was used
as an office, for there were deed boxes piled up agangt one wdl and a smal
desk on which stood a covered typewriter.

She had hardly taken her survey when the door opened and Maurice Meister
came quickly in, dert and amiling. He strode toward her and took both her
handsin his.

“My dear Mary,” he sad, “thisis ddightful!”

His enthusiasm amused her.

“Thisisn't asocid cdl, Maurice” shesad. “1 have cometo work!”

She drew her hands free of his. Had they adways been on these affectionate
terms, she wondered. She was puzzled and uneasy. She tried to reconstruct from
her memory the exact reationship that Maurice Meister had stood to the family.
He had known her since she was a child. It was stupid of her to resent this
subtle tenderness of his.

“My dear Mary, there’'s work enough to do — title deeds, evidence,” he looked
vagudy round as though seeking some stimulant to his imagination.

And dl the time he looked he was wondering what on earth he could find to
keep her occupied.

“Can you type?’ he asked.

He expected a negative and was amazed when she nodded.

“I had a typewriter when | was twelve,” she smiled. “Daddy gave it to me to
amuse mysdf with.”

Here was rdief from a momentary embarrassment. Maurice had never wished
or expected that his offer to employ the girl should be taken serioudy — never
until he had seen her & Lenley Court and redised that the gawky child he had
known had developed so wonderfully.

“I will give you an dfidavit to copy,” he sad, searching feverishly amongst
the papers on his desk. It was a long time before he came upon a document
aufficiently innocuous for her to read. For Maurice Meiger’'s dientde was a
peculiar one, and he, who through his life had made it a practice not to let his
right hand know what his left hand did, found a difficulty in bringing himsdf to
the task of handing over so much of his dubious correspondence for her
ingpection. Not until he had read the paper through word by word did he giveit
to her.
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“Wdl, Mary, what do you think of it adl?” he demanded, “and do, please, st
down, my dear!”

“Think of it al? This place?” she asked, and then, “You live in a dreadful
neighbourhood, Maurice.”

“I didn't make the neighbourhood. | found it as it is” he answered with a
laugh. “Are you going to be very happy here, Mary?’
She nodded.

“I think so. It is so nice working for somebody one has known for so long —
and Johnny will be about. He told me | should seealot of him.”

Only for asecond did the heavy eyelids droop.

“Oh,” said Maurice Megter, looking past her. “He said you'd see a lot of
him, eh? In business hours, by any chance?’

She did not detect the sarcasm in histone,

“I don't know what are your business hours, but it is rather nice, isn't it,
having Johnny?’ she asked. “It redly doesn't matter working for you because
you're so kind, and you've known me such a long time, but it would be rather
horrid if a girl was working for somebody she didn't know, and had no brother
waiting on the doorstep to see her home.”

He had not taken his eyes from her. She was more beautiful even than he had
thought. Hers was the type of dainty loveliness which so completely appeded
to him. Darker than Gwenda Milton, but finer. There was a soul and a mind
behind those eyes of hers, a latent passon as yet unmoved; a dormant fire yet to
be kindled. He fet her grow uncomfortable under the intengty of his gaze, and
quick to sense this, he was quicker to dispe the migt of suspicion which might
soon gather into a cloud.

“I had better show you the house” he sad briskly, and led her through the
ancient building.

Before one door on the upper floor he hestated and findly, with an effort,
dipped the key in the lock and threw open the door.

Looking past him, Mary saw a room such as she had not imagined would be
found in this rather shabby old house. In spite of the dust which covered
everything it was a beautiful apatment, furnished with a luxury that amazed
her. 1t seemed to be a bed and stting-room, divided by heavy velvet curtans
which were now drawn. A thick carpet covered the floor, the few pictures that
the room contained had evidently been carefully chosen. Old French furniture,
dlver light brackets on the wals every fuse and every fitting spoke of lavish
expenditure.

“What alovely room!” she exclaimed when she had recovered her bregth.
“Yes... lovey.”

He gared gloomily into the net which had once known Gwenda Milton, in
the days before tragedy had come to her.
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“Better than Mapas Mansions, Mary, en?” The frown had vanished from his
face, he was his old amiling sdf. “A little deaning, a little dusting, and there is
aroom for aprincess —in fact, my dear, | shdl put it entirdly a your disposa.”

“My disposd!” she stared a him. “How absurd, Maurice — | am living with
Johnny and | couldn’t possibly stay here, ever.”

He shrugged.

“Johnny? Yes. But you may be detained one night — or Johnny may be away.
| shouldn’t like to think you were done in that wretched flat.”

He closed and locked the door and followed her down the gairs.

“However, that is a matter for you entirdy,” he sad lightly. “There is the
room if you ever need it.”

She made no answer to this, for her mind was busy with speculation. The
room had been lived in, she was sure of that. A woman had lived there — it was
no man's room. Mary felt a little uneasy. Of Maurice Megter and his private
life she knew nothing. She remembered vagudy that Johnny had hinted of some
affair that Meister had had, but she was not curious.

Gwenda Milton!

She remembered the name with a dat. Gwenda Milton, the dster of a
cimind. She shivered as her mind drayed back to that gorgeous little suite,
peopled with the ghost of a dead love, and she had the illuson that a white face,
tense with agony, was peering a her as she sat a the typewriter. She looked
round with a shudder, but the room was empty and from somewhere near at
hand she heard the sound of a man humming a popular tune.

Maurice Megter did not believein ghosts.



CHAPTER 8

On the afternoon of the day that Mary Lenley went to Megter's house the
Olympic was warped into dock at Southampton. The two Scotland Yard men
who had accompanied the ship from Cherbourg, and who had made a very
careful scrutiny of the passengers, were the firgt to land and took up their dation
a the foot of the gangway. They had a long time to wat whilst the passport
examinations were taking place, but soon the passengers began to dtraggle
down to the quay.

Presently one of the detectives saw a face which he had not seen on the ship.
A man of middle height, rather dight, with a tiny pointed beard and a black
moustache appeared at the ship’'s sde and came dowly down.

The two detectives exchanged glances and as the passenger reached the quay
one of them stepped to hisside and said:

“Excuse me, gir, | did not see you on the ship.”
For a second the bearded man surveyed the other coldly.
“Are you making me responsible for your blindness?’ he asked.

They were looking for a bank robber who had crossed from New York, and
they were taking no chances.

“May | see your passport?’

The bearded passenger hestated, then dipping his hand into his ingde pocket
pulled out, not a passport but a lesther note-case. From this he extracted a card.
The detective took it and read:

CENTRAL INSPECTORBLISS. C.I.D.
Scotland Y ard. Attached Washington Embassy.

“I beg your pardon, sir.”

The detective pushed the card back into the other's hand and his attitude
changed.

“I didn’'t recognise you, Mr. Bliss. You hadn’'t grown a beard when you |eft
the Yard.”

“Who are you looking for?’ he asked harshly.

The second detective gave a brief explanation.

“He's not on the ship, | can tell you that,” said Bliss, and with a nod turned
avay.
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He did not carry his bag into the Customs, but deposting it a his feet, he
sood with his back to the wal of the Cusom House and watched the
passengers disembark. Presently he saw the girl for whom he had been looking.

Sim, svelte, immensdy capable, entirdy and utterly fearless — this was the
firs impresson Ingpector Bliss had received. He never had reason to revise his
verdict. Her olive skin was faultless, the dark eyes under delicatdy pencilled
eyebrows were insolent, knowledgeable. Here was a girl not to be tampered
with, not to be fooled; an exquiste product of modernity. Expengvely and a
little over-dressed, perhaps. One white hand glittered with diamonds. Two large
stones flashed on the lobes of her pink ears. As she brushed past him there came
to the sengtive nogrils of Mr. Bliss the dusve fragrance of a pefume that was
drangeto him.

She had come on board a Cherbourg, and it was, he thought, a remarkable
coincidence that they should have travelled to England on the same boat, and
that she had not recognised him. Following her into the Custom House, he
watched her thread her way through piles of luggage under the indicator M. His
own cusoms examination was quickly finished. He handed his bag to a porter
and told him to find a seat in the waiting train, and then he drolled toward
where the girl, now hidden in the little crowd of passengers, was pointing out
her baggage to the customs officer.

As though she were aware of his scrutiny she looked over her shoulder twice,
and on the second occasion their eyes met, and he saw a look of wonder — or
was it gpprehenson? — come into her face.

When her head was turned again, he agpproached nearer, so near that looking
round, she dmost stared into his face, and gasped.

“Mrs. Milton, | believe?’ said Bliss.

Again that look. It was fear, beyond doulbt.

“Surel That's my name,” she drawled. She had the soft cultured accent of one
who had been rased in the Southern States. “But you certanly have the
advantage of me.”

“My nameis Bliss. Centrd Inspector Bliss of Scotland Yard,” he said.

Apparently the name had no sgnificance, but as he reveded his cdling, he
saw the colour leave her cheeks, to flow back again ingtantly.

“Is't that interesting? she said, “and what can | do for — Centra Inspector
Bliss of Scotland Yard?’

Every word was like apistol shot. There was no doubt about her antagonism.

“I should like to see your passport.”

Without a word she took it from a little hand-bag and handed it to him. He
turned the leaves deftly and examined the embarkation stamps.

“Y ou' ve been in England quite recently?’
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“Surel | have” $e sad with a amile. “1 was here last week. | had to go to
Paris for something. From there | made the trip from Cherbourg — | was just
homesick to hear Americanstalking.”

She was looking hard at him, puzzled rather than frightened.

“Bliss?” she said thoughtfully, “I can’'t place you. Yet, I've got an idea I've
met you somewhere.”

He was dill examining the embarkation marks.

“Sydney, Genoa, Domodossola — you're a bit of a traveler, Mrs. Milton, but
you don’t move quite so fast as your husband.”

A dow gmile dawned on the beatiful face.

“I'm too busy to tel you the story of my life, or give you a travellogue,” she
said, “but maybe you want to see me about something more important?’

Bliss shook his head. In his sour way he was rather amused.

“No,” he said, “I have no business with you, but | hope one day to meet your
husband.”

Her eyes narrowed.

“Do you reckon on getting to heaven to0?" she asked sardonicaly. “I thought
you knew Arthur was dead?’

Hiswhite teeth appeared under his bearded lips for a second.

“Heaven is not the place | should go to meet him,” he said.

He handed back her passport and turning on his hedl waked away.

She followed him with her eyes until he was out of gght, and then with a
quick little sgh turned to spesk to the customs officer. Bliss The ports were
being watched.

Had The Ringer reached England? She went cold at the thought. For Cora
Ann Milton loved this desperate man who killed for the love of the killing, and
who was now an Ishmael and a wanderer on the face of the earth with the hands
of dl men againgt him and a hundred police packs hot on histrail.

As she walked dong the platform she examined each carriage with a cardess
eye. After a while she found the man she sought. Bliss sat in the corner of the
carriage, apparently immersed in a morning newspaper.

“Blissl” shesad to hersdf. “Bliss!”

Where had she seen his face before? Why did the sght of this dour-looking
men fill her soul with terror? Cora Ann Milton's journey to London was a
troubled one.



CHAPTER9

When Johnny Lenley cdled & Mester’'s house that afternoon, the sight of his
sger had a work with her typewriter was something of a shock to him. It was
as if he recognised for the firg time the dtate of poverty into which the Lenleys
hed fdlen.

She was done in the room when he came and smiled up a him from a mass
of correspondence.

“Where's Maurice? he asked, and she indicated the little room where
Meger had his more important and confidentid interviews which the peculiar
nature of his clientele demanded.

“That’sarottenjob, isn't it?’

He hoped she would say “no” and was relieved when she laughed a the
question.

“It is redly very interesting,” she said, “and please don't scowl, Johnny, this
isless boring than anything | have done for yeard”

He looked at her for a moment in slence; he hated to see her thus — a servant.
Setting his teeth he crossed the room and knocked at the door of Meister's
private bureav.

“Who isthere?’ asked avoice.

Johnny tried to turn the handle but the door was locked. Then he heard the
sound of a safe closing, the bolt dipped back and, the lawyer appeared.

“What is the secret?’ grumbled Johnny as he entered the private apartment.

Meister closed the door behind him and motioned him to a chair.

“I have been examining some rather interesing pearls” he sad meaningly,
“and naurdly one does not invite the attention of dl the world to dolen
property.”

“Have you had an offer for them?” asked Johnny eagerly.

Maurice said he had.

“I want to get them off to Antwerp tonight,” he said.

He unlocked the little safe in the corner of the room, took out a flat cardboard

box, and removing the lid he displayed a magnificent row of pearls embedded
in cotton wooal.

“There are a least twenty thousand pounds worth,” sad Johnny, his eyes
brightening.



“There is & least five years pend sarvitude” sad Maurice brutaly, “and |
tell you frankly, Johnny, I'm rather scared.”

“Of what?' sneered the other. “Nobody is going to imagine that Mr. Megter,
the eminent lawyer, is ‘fencing Lady Darnlegh’s pearls” Johnny chuckled as
the thought occurred to him. “By gad! You'd cut a queer figure in the dock at
the Old Baley, Maurice. Can't you imagine the evening newspapers running
riot over the sensationa arrest and conviction of Mr. Maurice Meger, late of
Lincoln’s Inn Fields, and now of Flanders Lane, Deptford.”

Not a muscle of Maurice's face moved, only the dark eyes glowed with a
sudden baleful power.

“Veay amusng,” he sad evenly. “I never credited you before with an

imagination.” He carried the pearls to the light and examined them, before he
replaced the cardboard lid.

“You have seen Mary?’ he asked in a conversationd tone.

Johnny nodded.

“It is beagtly to see her working, but | supposeitisadl right. Maurice—"

The lawyer turned his head.

“Wel?

“I've been thinking things over. You had a girl in your service named
Gwenda Milton?’

“Wdl?" sad Maurice again.

“She drowned hersdlf, didn’'t she? Have you any ideawhy?’

Maurice Magter was facing him squarely now. Not so much as a flicker of an
eydid betrayed the rigng fury within him.

“Thejury said—" he began.

“I know what the jury said,” interrupted Johnny roughly, “but | have my own
theory.”

He waked dowly to the lawyer and touched him lightly on the shoulder as he
emphasised every word.

“May Lenley is not Gwenda Milton,” he sad. “She is not the sser of a
fugitive murderer, and | am expecting a little better treatment for her than
Gwenda Milton received at your hands.”

“| don’'t understand you,” said Meigter. His voice was very low and digtinct.

“I think you do.” Johnny nodded dowly. “I want you to understand that there
will be very serious trouble if Mary is hurt! They say tha you live in
everlaging fear of The Ringer — you would have greater cause to fear me if any
harm came to Mary!”

Only for asecond did Maurice drop his eyes.

“You're a little hygtericd, Johnny,” he sad, “and you're certainly not in your
politest mood this morning. | think | called you crude a week ago, and | have no
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reason to revise that description. Who is going to ham Mary? As for The
Ringer and his Sgter, they are dead!”

He picked up the pearls from the table, again removed the lid and apparently
his eyes were absorbed in the contemplation of the pearls again.

“Asajewd thiei—"

He got so far when there came a gentle tap at the door.
“Who' sthere?’ he asked quickly.

“Divisond Inspector Wembury!”



CHAPTER 10

Maurice Meigter had time hadtily to cover the pearls, toss them back into the
safe and lock it before he opened the door. In spite of his iron nerve, the sdlow
face of the lawyer was drawn and white, and even his companion showed sgns
of mentd dran as Alan gppeared. It was Johnny who made the quicker
recovery.

“Hullo, Wembury!” he said with a forced laugh. “1 don’t seem to be able to
get away from you!”

There was evidence of panic, of deadly fear, something of breathless terror in
the atitude of these men. What secret did they hold in common? Alan was
staggered by an attitude which shouted “guilt” with atongue of brass.

“I heard Lenley was here,” he said, “and as | wanted to see him-"’

“You wanted to see me?’” sad Johnny, his face twitching. “Why on earth
should you want to see me?’

Wembury was wel awae tha Mese was watching him intently. No
movement, no gesture, no expresson was lost on the srewd lawyer. What were
they afraid of? Alan wondered, and his heart sank when, looking past them, he
saw Mary a her typewriter, al unconscious of evil.

“You know Lady Darnleigh, don’t you?’ he asked.

John Lenley nodded dumbly.

“A few weeks ago she lost avauable gtring of pearls” Alan went on, “and |
was put in charge of the case.”

“You? Maurice Meigter’s exclamation was involuntary.

Alan nodded.

“I thought you knew that. My name appeared in the newspapers in connection
with the investigations. | have handed the case over to Inspector Burton, and he
wrote me this morning asking me if | would dear up one little metter that
puzzled him.”

Mary had |eft her typewriter and had joined the little group.

“One little matter that was puzzing him? repested John Lenley
mechanicaly. “ And what was that?’

Wembury hesitated to put the question in the presence of the girl.

“He wanted to know what induced you to go up to Lady Darnleigh’ s room.”

“And | have dready given what | think is the naturd explanation,” snapped
Johnny.
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“That you were under the impresson you had left your hat and coat on the
firg floor? His information is that one of the footmen told you, as you were
going upstairs, that the coats and hats were on the ground floor.”

John Lenley avoided his eyes.

“I don’'t remember,” he sad. “l was rather ratled that night. | came

downgtairs immediately | recognised my midake Is it suggested that | know
anything about the robbery?” His voice shook alittle.

“Of course no such suggestion is put forward,” said Wembury with a amile,
“but we have to get information wherever we can.”

“I' knew nothing of the robbery until | read about it in the newspapers and—"

“Oh, Johnny,” Mary gasped the words, “you told me when you came home
there had been &~

Her brother stared her into silence.

“It was two days after, you remember, my dear,” he sad dowly and
deliberately. “I brought the newspaper in to you and told you there had been a
robbery. | could not have spoken to you that night because | did not see you.”

For a moment Alan wondered what the girl was going to say, but with a
tremendous effort of will she controlled hersdf. Her face was colourless, and
there was such painin her eyesthat he dared not look at her.

“Of course, Johnny, | remember... | remember,” she said dully. “How stupid
of me!”
A panful slence followed.

Alan was looking down at the worn carpet; his hand was thrugt into his jacket
pocket.

“All right” he sad a lagt. “That, | think, will satisfy Burton. | am sorry to
have bothered you.”

He did not look at the girl: his stern eyes were fixed upon Johnny Lenley.

“Why don't you take a trip abroad, Lenley?” He spoke with difficulty. “You
are not looking quite aswdl as you might.”

Johnny shifted uneasily under his gaze.

“England is good enough for me” he said sulkily. “What are you, Wembury,
the family doctor?’

Alan paused.

“Yes” he sad at last, “I think that describes me” and with a curt nod he was
gone.

Mary had gone back to her typewriter but not to work. With a gesture
Maurice led the young man back to his room and closed the door quietly.

“| suppose you understand what Wembury meant?’ he said.



“Not being a thought reader, | didn't,” replied Johnny. He was hovering
between rage and amusement. “He has got a cheek, that fellow! When you think
that he was a gardener’s boy...”

“l should forget dl that,” sad Mr. Meger savagdy. “Remember only that
you have given yoursdf away, and that the chances are from today onward you
will be under police observation — which doesn't very much matter, Johnny, but
| dhall be under observation, too, and that is very unpleasant. The only doubt |
have is as to whether Wembury is going to do his duty and communicate with
Scotland Yard. If he does you will be in serious trouble.”

“So will you,” replied Johnny gruffly. “We gand or fdl together over this
meatter, Maurice. If they find the pearls where will they be? In your safel Has
that occurred to you?’

Maurice Meister was unruffled, could even amile.

“I think we are exaggerating the danger to you,” he sad lightly. “Perhaps you
are right and the red danger is to me. They certainly have a down on me, and
they’d go far to bring me to my knees” He looked across a the safe. “I wish
those beadily things were a thousand miles away. | shouldn’'t be surprised if Mr.
Wembury returned armed with a search warrant, and if that happened the fat
would bein thefire!”

“Why not post them to Antwerp?’ asked the other.
Megter smiled contemptuoudly.

“If I am being watched, as is very likely,” he said, “you don’'t suppose for one
moment that they would fall to keep an eye on the post office? No, the only
thing to do with those wretched pearls is to plant them somewhere for a day or
two.”

Johnny was biting his nails, aworried look on hisface.

“I'll take them back to the flat,” he said suddenly. “There are a dozen places |
could hide them.”

If he had been looking & Maurice he would have seen a satidfied gleam in his
eyes.

“That is not a bad idea” sad the lavyer dowly. “Wembury would never
dream of searching your flat — he likes Mary too much”

He did not wait for his companion to make up his mind, but, unlocking the
safe, took out a box and handed it to the other. The young man looked at the
package dubioudy and then dipped it into hisinsde pocket.

“I'll put it into the box under my bed,” he said, “and let you have it back at
the end of the week.”

He did not stop to spesk to Mary as he made his way quickly through the
outer room. There was a sense of sdtisfaction in the very proximity of those
pearls, for which he had risked so much, that gave him a sense of possession,
removed some of the irritable suspicion which had grown up in his mind snce
Meigter had the handling of them.
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As he passed through crowded Flanders Lane a man turned out of a narrow
dley and followed him. As Johnny Lenley waked up Tanners Hill, the man
was gralling behind him, and the policeman on point duty hardly noticed him
as he passed, never dreaming that within reach of his gloved hand was the man
for whom the police of three continents were searching — Henry Arthur Milton,

otherwise known as The Ringer.



CHAPTER 11

Long after Lenley had taken his departure Maurice Megter strode up and
down his tiny sanctum, his hands clagped behind him.

A thought was teking shape in his mind — two thoughts indeed, which
converged, intermingled, separated and came together agan — Johnny Lenley
and hissger.

There had been no mistaking the manner in Lenley’s voice. Maser had been
threetened before and now, so fa from moving him from his hdf-formed
purpose, it needed only the youthful and unbaanced violence of Johnny Lenley
to dimulate him in the other direction. He had seen too much of Johnny latdly.
Once there was a time when the young man was amusing — then he had been
useful. Now he was becoming not only a bore but a meddiesome bore. He
opened the door gently and peeped through the crack. Mary was dtting a her
typewriter intent upon her work.

The morning sun flooded the little room, and made a nimbus about her hair.
Once she turned her face in his direction without redlisng that she was being
watched. It was difficult to find a fault in the perfect contour of her face and the
trangparent lovdiness of her skin. Maurice fondled his chin thoughtfully. A new
interest had come into his life, a new chase had begun. And then his mind came
uneasily back to Johnny.

There was a sife and effective way of getting rid of Johnny, with his
pomposity, his threats and his stupid confidence.

That last quaity was the gravest danger to Maurice. And when Johnny was
out of the way many difficulties would be smoothed over. Mary could not be
any more adamantine than Gwenda had been in the ealiet stages of ther
friendship.

I nspector Wembury!

Maurice frowned at the thought. Here was a troublemaker on a different plane
from Lenley. A man of the world, shrewd, knowledgesble, not lightly to be
antagonised. Maurice shrugged his shoulders. It was absurd to condder the
policeman, he thought. After al, May was not so much his friend as his
patroness. She was wholly absorbed in her work when he crossed the room and
went softly up the airs, to the little suite above.

As he opened the door he shivered. The memory of Gwenda Milton and that
foggy coroner’s court was an ugly one. A little decoration was needed to make
this room again as beautiful as it had been. The place must be cleaned out,
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decorated and made not only habitable but attractive. Would it attract Mary —
supposing Johnny were out of the way?

That was to be discovered. His firg task was to settle with John Lenley and
send him to a place where his power for mischief was curtailed.

Maurice was a wise man. He did not gpproach or spesk to the girl after the
interview with her brother, but alowed some time to eapse before he came to
where she was working. The little lunch which had been served to her was
uneaten. She stood by the window, staring down into Flanders Lane, and at the
sound of his voice she started.

“What is the matter, my dear?” Maurice could be very fatherly and tender. It
was his favourite gpproach.

She shook her head wesrily.

“1 don't know, Maurice. I’'m worried — about Johnny and the pearls.”

“The pearls?” he repeated, in affected surprise. “Do you mean Lady
Darnleigh’s pearls?’

She nodded.

“Why did Johnny lie?" she asked. “It was the firgt thing he told me when he
came home, that there had been a robbery in Park Lane and that Lady Darnleigh
had lost her jewels.”

“Johnny was not quite norma,” he sad soothingly. “l shouldn’t take too
much notice of what he said. His memory seemsto have gone to pieces lady.”

“It ig't that” She was not convinced. “He knew that he had told me,
Maurice: there was no question of his having forgotten.” She looked up
anxioudy into hisface. “You don't think—" She did not complete the sentence.

“That Johnny knew anything about the robbery? Rubbish, my dear! The boy
is a little worried — and naturdly! It isn't a pleasant sensation to find yourself
thrown on to the world penniless as Johnny has. He has neither your character
nor your courage, my dear.”

She dghed heavily and went back to her desk, where there was a nedt little
pile of correspondence which she had put asde. She turned the pages listlesdy
and suddenly withdrew a shest.

“Maurice, who is The Ringer?’ she asked.

He glared back at the word.

“The Ringer?’

“It's a cablegram. You hadn't opened it. | found it amongst a lot of your old
correspondence.”

He snatched the paper from her. The message was dated three months before,

and was from Sydney. By the sgnature he saw it was from a lawyer who acted
ashisagent in Audtrdia, and the message was brief:
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“Man taken from Sydney Harbour identified, not Ringer, who is bedieved to
have left Augrdia”

May was daring a the lawyer. His face had gone suddenly haggard and
drawn; what vestige of colour there had been in his cheeks had disappeared.

“The Ringer!” he muttered... “Alivel”

The hand that held the paper was shaking, and, as though he redised that
some reason for his agitation must be found, he went on with alaugh

“An old client of mine, a fdlow | was rather keen on — but a scoundrd, and
more than a scoundrel.”

As he spoke he tore the form into little pieces and dropped the litter into the
wastepaper basket. Then unexpectedly he put his arm about her shoulder.

“Mary, | would not worry too much about Johnny if | were you. He is & a
difficult age and in a difficult mood. | am not pleased with him just now.”

She sared a him wonderingly.

“Not pleased with him, Maurice? Why not?’

Maurice shrugged his shoulders.

“He has got himsdf mixed up with a lot of unplessant people — men | would
not have in this office, and certainly would not alow to associate with you.”

His arm was ill about her shoulder, and she moved dightly to release hersdf
from this parentd embrace. She was not frightened, only a little uncomfortable
and uneasy, but he dlowed hs arm to drop as though his gesture had been born
in a momentary mood of protection, and apparently did not notice the
movement by which she had freed hersdlf.

“Can't you do something for him? He would listen to you,” she pleaded.

But he was not thinking of Johnny. All his thoughts and eyes were for the
girl. She was holding his ams now, looking up into his face, and he fdt his
pulses bedting a little faster. Suppose Johnny took the detective's advice and
went off to the Continent with the pearls — and May! He would find no
difficulty in diposng of the necklace and would secure a sum aufficient to
keep him for years. This was the thought that ran through Meister’'s mind as he
patted the girl’s cheek softly.

“I will see what can be done about Johnny,” he said. “Don’t worry your
pretty head any more.”

In his private office Meiger had a smdl portable typewriter. Throughout the
afternoon she heard the click-dlick of it as he laborioudy wrote his message of
betraydl.

That evening, when Inspector Wembury came back to Flanders Lane Police
Station, he found a letter awaiting him. It was typewritten and unsigned and had
been ddivered by a didtrict messenger from a West Central office. The message
ran:
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The Countess of Darnleigh’s pearl necklace was solen by John
Lenley of 37, Madpas Mandons. It is a present in a cardboard
carton in abox under his bed.

Alan Wembury read the message and his heart sank within, him, for only one
course was open to him, the course of duty.



CHAPTER 12

Wembury knew that he would be wdl within his rights if he ignored this
typewritten message, for anonymous letters are a daly feature of palice life
Yet he redised that it was the practice that, if the information which came thus
surreptitioudy to a police station coincided with news dready in the possesson
of the police, or if it supported a definite suspicion, inquiries must be set afoot.

He went to his little room to work out the problem done. It would be a smple
matter to hand over the inquiry to another police officer, a even to refer it to...
But that would be an act of moral cowardice.

There was a amdl diding window in the door of his office which gave him a
view of the charge room, and as he pondered his problem a bent figure came
into his line of vison and, acting on an impulse, he jumped up from the table,
and, opening the door beckoned Dr. Lomond. Why he should make a confidant
of this old man who was ignorant of police routine he could not for the life of
him explan. But between the two men in the very short period of ther
acquaintance there had grown a queer understanding.

Lomond looked round the little room from under his shaggy brows.

“I have a feding that you're in trouble, Mr. Wembury,” he said, his eyes
twinkling.

“If that' saguess, it sagood one,” said Alan.

He closed the door behind the police surgeon and pushed forward a chair for

him. In a few words he reveded the problem which was exerciang his mind,
and Lomond listened attentively.

“It's verra awkward.” He shook his head. “Man, that's dmogt like a dramal It
seems to me there's only one thing for you to do, Mr. Wembury — you'll have
to treat John Lenley as though he were John Smith or Thomas Brown. Forget
he's the brother of Miss Lenley, and | think,” he said shrewdly, “that is whet is
worrying you most — and ded with this case as though it were somebody you
had never heard of.”

Alan nodded dowly.

“That, I'm d&frad, is the counsd | should give mysdf, if | were entirey
unprejudiced in the matter.”

The old man took a slver tobacco box from his pocket and began dowly to
roll acigarette.

“John Lenley, eh?” he mused. “A friend of Meister’d”

Alan gared & him. The doctor lad dgnificant emphasis on the lawyer's
name.
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“Do you know him?’
Lomond shook his head.

“Through my career,” he sad, “I have followed one practice when | come to
a drange land — | acquire the locd legends. Megter is alegend. To me he is the
mogt interesting man in Deptford, and I'm looking forward to meeting him.”

“But why should Johnny Lenley’s friendship with Mege—" began Alan, and
stopped. He knew full well the Snister importance of thet friendship.

Maurice Meister was something more than a legend: he was a sniger fact.
His acquaintance with the crimind law was complete. The loopholes which
exig in the best drawn dtatutes were so familiar to him that not once, but haf a
dozen times, he had cleared his cdlients of serious charges. There were
suspicious people who wondered how the poor thieves who employed him
rased the money to pay his fees There were ill-matured persons who suggested
that Meger pad himsdf out of the proceeds of the robbery and utilised the
opportunities he had as a lawyer to obtain from his clients the exact location of
the property they had solen. Many a jewd thief on the run had paused in his
flight to vidt the house in Flanders Lane, and had gone on his way, leaving in
the lawvyer's hands the evidence which would have incriminated him. He acted
asasort of banker to the larger fry, and exacted his tribute from the smdler.

“Let me see your anonymous letter,” said the doctor.

He caried the paper to the light and examined the typewritten characters
caefully.

“Written by an amateur,” he said. “You can dways tell amateur typids, they
forget to put the spaces between the words; but, more mportant, they vary the
spaces between the lines.”

He pursed his lips as though he were about to whistle.

“Hum!” he sad a lag. “Do you rule out the posshility tha this letter was
written by Meager himsdf?’

“By Meiger?’ That idea had not occurred to Alan Wembury. “But why? He's
a good friend of Johnny’s. Suppose he were in this robbery, do you imagine he
would trust John Lenley with the pearls and draw dtention to the fact tha a
friend of hiswas athief?’

The doctor was il frowning down at the paper.

“Is there any reason why Meister should want John Lenley out of the way?
he asked.

Alan shook his head.

“I can't imagine any,” he said, and then, with a laugh: “You're taking rather a
melodramatic view, doctor. Probably this note was written by some enemy of
Lenley’s— he makes enemies quicker than any man | know.”

“Meger,” murmured the doctor, and held the paper up to the light to examine
the watermark.
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“Maybe one day you'll have an opportunity, inspector, of getting a little of
Mr. Megter’ stypewriting paper and a specimen of |lettering.”

“But why on earth should he want Johnny Lenley out of the way?' indsted
Alan. “Theré's no reason why he should. HE's an old friend of the family, and
dthough it's possble that Johnny has insulted him, that's one of Johnny's
unpleasant little habits. That's no excuse for a civilised man wanting to send
another to pend servitude-"

“He wishes Mr. John Lenley out of the way” — Lomond nodded empheticaly.
“That is my eccentric view, Inspector Wembury, and if | am an eccentric, | am
aso afairly accurate man!”

After the doctor left, Alan puzzled the matter over without getting nearer to
the solution. Yet he had dready discovered that Dr. Lomond's conclusons were
not lightly to be dismissed. The old man was as shrewd as he was brilliant. Alan
had read a portion of his book, and dthough twenty years old, this treatise on
the crimina might have been written afew weeks before.

He was in a date of indecison when the telephone bel in his room shrilled.
He took up the instrument and heard the voice of Colond Walford.

“Is that you, Wembury? Do you think you can come up to the Yard? | have
further information about the gentleman we discussed last week.”

For the moment Alan had forgotten the existence of The Ringer. He saw now
only an opportunity of taking counsd with a man who had not only proved a
sympathetic superior, but avery red friend.

Haf an hour later he knocked a the door of Colond Walford's room, and
that moment was one of tragic Sgnificance for Mary Lenley.
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CHAPTER 13

John Lenley, after a brief vigt to his house, where, behind a locked door, he
packed away carefully a smal cardboard box, had gone to town to see a friend
of thefamily.

May came home to an empty fla. Her head was aching, but that was as
nothing to the little nagging pain a her heart. The little supper was a weariness
to prepare — amost impossible to digpose of.

She had eaten nothing since breskfast, she remembered, and if she had faled
to recdl the fact, the queer and sickly sensation of faintness which had come
over her as she was mounting the stone steps of Mapas Mandons was an
unpleasant reminder of her abstinence.

She forced hersdf to eat, and was brewing her second cup of tea when she
heard a key turn in the lock and John Lenley came in. His face was as black as
thunder, but she had ceased to wonder what drove Johnny into those al too
frequent tempers of his. Nor was there need to ask, for he volunteered the cause
of hisanger.

“I went out to the Hamptons' to tea,” he said, as he sat down at the table with
a digparaging glance at its meagre contents. “They treated me as though | were
aleper — and those swine have been entertained a Lenley Court times without
number!”

She was shocked at the news, for she had aways regarded the Hamptons as
the greatest friends of her father.

“But surely, Johnny, they didn't — they weren't horrible because of our — |
mean because we have no money?’

He growled something at this.

“That was a the back of it,” he said at lagt. “But | sugpect another cause.”

And then the reason flashed on her, and her heart thumped painfully.

“It was not because of the Darnleigh pearls, Johnny?’ she fatered.

He looked round at her quickly.

“Why do you ask that? — Yes it was something about tha old fool’'s
jewellery. They didn't say so directly, but they hinted as much.”

Shefet her lower lip trembling and bit on it to gain contral.

“Thereis nothing in that suggestion, is there, Johnny?’

It did not sound like her voice — it was a sound that was coming from far
away — a strange voice suggesting stranger things.
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“I don't know what you mean!” he answered gruffly, but he did not look at
her.

The room spun round before her eyes, and she had to grasp the table for
support.

“My God! You don't think | am athief, do you?’ she heard him say.

Mary Lenley steedied hersdlf.

“Look a me, Johnny!” Ther eyes met. “You know nothing about those
pearls?’

Again his eyes wandered.

“I only know they’'re lost! ... What in hell do you expect me to say? He
amog shouted in a sudden excess of weak anger. “How dare you, Mary...

cross-examine me as though | were a thief! This comes from knowing cads like
Wembury...!”

“Did you ged Lady Darnleigh’s pearls?’

The tablecloth was no whiter than her face. Her lips were bloodiess. He made
one effort to meet her eyes again, and failed.

“1-" he began.

Then came aknock at the door. Brother and sister looked at one another.

“Who istha?’ asked Johnny huskily.

She shook her head.

“I don't know; | will see”

Her limbs were like lead as she dragged them to the door; she thought she
was going to faint. Alan Wembury stood in the doorway, and there was on his
face alook which she had never seen before.

“Do you want me, Alan?’ she asked bregthlessly.

“1 want to see Johnny.”

Hisvoice was as low as hers and scarcdy intdligible.

She opened the door wider and he waked past her into the dining-room.
Johnny was ganding where she had left him, by the little round table covered
with the remains of the supper, and the clang of the door as Mary closed it came
to his earslike the kndll of doom.

“What do you want, Wembury?' John Lenley spoke with difficulty. His heart
was beating s0 thunderoudy tha he fet this man must hear the roar and thud of
it.

“I've just come from Scotland Yard.” Alan’s voice was changed and
unnatural. “I’'ve seen Colond Wadford, and told him of a communication |
received this afternoon. | have explained the’ — he sought for words — “the
relationship | have with your family and the regard in which | hold it, and just
why | should hestate to do my job.”

“What isyour job?’ asked Lenley . after amoment of silence.
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“Immediatdly, | have no business’ — Wembury chose his words deliberately
and carefully. “Tomorrow | shal come with a warrant to search this house for
the Darnleigh pearls”

He heard the smothered sob of the girl, but did not turn his head.

John Lenley stood rigid, his face as white as desth. He was ignorant of police
procedure, or he would have redised how sgnificant was Alan's statement that
he did not possess a search warrant. Wembury sensed this ignorance, and made
one last desperate effort to save the girl he loved from the tragic consequences
of her brother’ sfally.

“I have no search warrant and no right to examine your flat,” he sad. “The
warrant will be procured by tomorrow morning.”

If John Lenley had a glimmering of intdligence, and the pearls were hidden
in the flat, here was a chance to dispose of them, but the opportunity which
Alan offered was not taken.

It was sheer mad arrogance on Lenley’s part to regect the chance that was
given to him. He would not be under any obligation to the gardener’ s son!

“They are in a box under the bed,” he said. “You knew that or you wouldn't
have come. | am not taking any favours from you, Wembury, and | don't
suppose | should get any if | did. If you fed any satidfaction in aresting a man
whose father provided the cottage in which you were born, | suppose you are
entitled to fed it.”

He turned on his hed, waked into his room, and a few seconds later came
back with a smal cardboard box which he lad on the table. Alan Wembury was
momentarily numbed by the tragedy which had ovewhdmed this little
household. He dared not look a Mary, who stood iffly by the side of the table.
Her palid face was turned with an agonised expresson of entreaty to her
brother, and it was only now that she could find speech.

“Johnny! How could you!”

He wriggled his shouldersimpatiently.

“Itisno use making afuss, Mary,” he sad bluntly. “I was mad!”

Turning suddenly, he caught her in his ams, and his whole frame shook as he
kissed her pdelips.

“Wdl, I'll go,” he sad brokenly, and in another ingtant had wrenched himsdf
free of her kiss and her clinging hands, and had waked out of the room a
prisoner.



CHAPTER 14

Nether Alan Wembury nor his prisoner spoke until they were gpproaching
Fanders Lane Police Station, and then Johnny asked, without turning his head.

“Who gave me away?’
It was only the rigid discipline of twelve years police work that prevented
Alan from betraying the betrayer.

“Information received,” he answered conventiondly, and the young man
laughed.

“l suppose you've been watching me since the robbery,” he sad. “Wadll,
you'll get promotion out of this, Wembury, and | wish you joy of it.”

When he faced the desk sergeant his mood became a little more amiable, and
he asked if Maurice Meister could be intimated. Just before he went to the cdll
he asked, “What do | get for this, Wembury?’

Alan shook his head. He was certain in his mind that, though it was a firgt
offence, nothing could save Johnny Lenley from pend servitude.

It was deven o'dock a night, and rain was faling heavily, when Alan came
walking quickly down the deserted dtretch of Flanders Lane, towards Meigter's
house. From the opposite side of the road he could see aove the wal the upper
windows, one window showed a light. The lawyer was ill up, possbly was
interviewing one of his queer clients, who had come by a secret way into the
house to digplay his ill-gotten wares or to pour a tale of woe into Meser's
unsympathetic ear. These old houses near the river were honeycombed with
cellar passages, and only a few weeks before, there had been discovered in the
course of demalition a secret room which the owner, who had lived in the place
for twenty years, had never suspected.

As he crossed the road, Alan saw a figure emerge from the dark shadow of
the wal which surrounded the lawyer's house. There was something very
dedthy in the movements of the man, and dl tha was police officer in
Wembury’s composition, was aroused by this furtiveness. He chdlenged him
shaply, and to his surprise, indead of turning and running, as the Handers
Laner might be expected to do in the circumstances, the man turned and came
dowly towards him and stood reveded in the beam of Ingpector Wembury's
pocket lamp, a dight man with a dark, bearded face. He was a stranger to the
detective, but that was not remarkable. Most of the undesrables of Deptford
were as yet unknown to Alan.

“Hdlo! Who are you, and what are you doing here? he asked, and
immediately came the cool answer
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“I might ask you the same question!”
“I am a police officer,” sad Alan Wembury dernly, and he heard a low
chuckle.

“Then we are brothers in misfortune,” replied the stranger, “for 1 am a police
officer, too. Inspector Wembury, | presume?’

“That ismy name,” said Alan, and waited.

“I cannot bother to give you my cad, but my name is Bliss — Centrd
Detective Inspector Bliss— of Scotland Yard.”

Bliss? Alan remembered now that this unpopular police officer had been due
to arive in England on that or on the previous day. One fact was certain: if this
were Bliss, he was Alan’s superior officer.

“Are you looking for something?’ he asked.
For awhile Bliss made no reply.

“I don't know what I'm looking for exactly. Deptford is an old divison of
mine, and | was just renewing acquaintance with the place. Are you going to
see Mester?’

How did he know it was Meger's house, Alan wondered. The lawyer had
only gone to live there snce Bliss had left for America And wha was his
especid interest in the crook solicitor? As though he were reading the other’'s
thoughts Bliss went on quickly:

“Somebody told me that Meiser was living in Deptford. Rather a ‘come
down’ for him. When | knew him firg, he had a wonderful practice in Lincoln's
Inn.”

And then with an abrupt nod he passed on the way he had been going when
Wembury had called him back. Alan stood by the door of Mester's house and
watched the dranger till he was out of sght, and only then did he ring the bell.
He had some time to wat, time for thought, though his thoughts were not
pleasant. He dared not think of Mary, adone in that desolate little flat, with her
breaking heart and her despair. Nor of the boy he had known, dtting on his
plank bed, his head between his hands, ruin before him.

Presently he heard a patter of dippered feet coming across the courtyard, and
Meister’ s voice asked:

“Who isthat?’
“Wembury.”

A rdtle of chains and a shooting of bolts, and the door opened. Though he
wore his dressng-gown, Wembury saw, when they reached the dimly lit
passage, that Meister was fully dressed; even his spats had not been removed.

“What is the trouble, Mr. Wembury?’

Alan did not know how many people dept in the house or what could be
overheard. Without invitation he waked up the dairs ahead of the lawyer into
the big room. The piano was open; sheets of music lay on the floor. Evidently
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Meger had been spending a musical evening. The lawyer closed the door
behind him.

“Isit Johnny?’ he asked.

Weas it imagination on Alan's pat, or was the lawyer's voice strained and

husky.

“Why should it be Johnny?’ he demanded. “It is, as a matter of fact. |
arested him an hour ago for the Darnleigh pearl robbery. He has asked me to
get into communication with you.”

Maurice did not reply: he was looking down at the floor, gpparently deep in
thought.

“How did you come to get the information on which he was arested, or did
you know al the time that Johnny was in this?” he asked &t lagt.

Alan was looking a him keenly, and under his scrutiny the lawyer shuffled
unesdily.

“I am not prepared to tell you that — if you do not know!” he said. “But | have
promised Lenley that | will carry his message to you, and that ends my duty so
far asheis concerned.”

The lawyer's eyes were roving from one object in the room to another. Not
once did he look a Wembury.

“It is curious” he sad, shaking his head sorrowfully, “but | had a
premonition that Johnny had been mixed up in this Danleigh affar. Wha a
fool! Thank God his father is dead—"

“I don't think we need bother our heads with pious wishes” sad Alan
bluntly. “The damnable fact isthat Lenley is under arrest for ajewd robbery.”

“Y ou have the pearls?’

Alan nodded.

“They were in a cardboard box — there was als0 a bracelet stolen, but that is
not n the box,” he sad dowly. “Also | have seen a Sgn of an old labd, and |
think | shal be able to trace the origind owner of the box.”

And then, to his astonishment, Meister said:

“Perhgps | can help you. | have an idea the box was mine. Johnny asked ne
for one a week ago. Of course, | had no notion of why he wanted it, but | gave it
to him. It may be another box atogether, but | should imagine the carton is
mine”

Momentarily Alan Wembury was staggered. He had had a faint hope that he
might be able to connect Meister with the robbery, the more so since he had
discovered more than he had told. The haf-obliterated label had obvioudy been
addressed to Megter himsdlf; yet the lawyer could not have been aware of this
fact. It was one of the dips that the cleverest criminas make. But so quick and
glib was he that he has virtudly destroyed al hope of proving his complicity in



the robbery — unless Johnny told. And Johnny was not the man who would
betray a confederate.

“What do you think he will get?” asked Maurice.
“The sentence? Y ou seem pretty certain that heis guilty.”
Maurice shrugged.

“What else can | think — obvioudy you would not have arrested him without
the strongest possible evidence. It isatragedy! Poor lad!”

And then dl the dark places in this inexplicable betraya were lit in one
blinding flash of undergtanding. Mary!

Wembury had scoffed at the idea that Meister wished to get her brother out of
the way. He could see no motive for such an act of treachery. But now dl the
hideous possbilities presented themsdves to him, and he glared down a the
lawyer. He knew Meister’s reputation; knew the story of Gwenda Milton; knew
other even less savoury details of Mester’'s past life. Was Mary the innocent
cause of this wicked deed? Was it to gain domination over her that Johnny was
being set into a living grave? This time Meage me his eyes and did not
flinch.



CHAPTER 15

“I don't think you need trouble about Miss Lenley.” Alan’s voice was deadly
cold. “Fortunately she lives in my divison, and she truss me wel enough to
cometo meif sheé'sin any trouble”

He saw the dow amile dawn upon the lawyer’ s face.

“Do you think that is likely, Inspector Wembury?” Mester asked. His voice
had a quality of softness which was dmogt feine. “As | understand, you had the
unhappy task of arresing her brother: is she likdy to bring her troubles to
you?’

Alan’s heart sank. The thought of Mary's dtitude towards him had tortured
him gnce the ares. How could she continue to be friendly with the man who
was immediately respongble for the ruin and disgrace of her brother?

“The Lenleys are an old family,” Meger went on. “They have ther modicum
of pride. | doubt if poor Mary will ever forgive you for aresting her brother. It
will be teribly unjust, of course, but women are illogicd. | will do what | can
for Miss Lenley, jus as | shdl do what | can for Johnny. And | think my
opportunities are more obvious than yours. Can | see Johnny to-night?”

Alan nodded.

“Yes, he asked me if you would see him a once, though I'm afraid you can
do vey little for him. No bal will be granted, of course. This is a fdony
charge.”

Maurice Mager hurried to the door that led to his room, dipping off his
dressing-gown as he went.

“I will not keep you waiting very long,” he said.

Left done in the big room, Alan paced up and down the worn carpet, his
hands behind him, his chin on his breest. There was something subtly repulsve
in this atmosphere. The great piano, the faded paneling, the shabby richness of
the furnishing axd decoration. The room seemed to be over-supplied with
doors. he counted four, in addition to the curtain which hid the alcove. Where
did dl these lead to? And what stories could they tell, he wondered.

Particularly intereted was he in one door which was heavily bolted and
barred, and he was daring a this when, to his amazement, above the frame
glowed suddenly a long red light. A sgnd of some kind — from whom? Even as
he looked, the light died away and Meser came in, druggling into his
overcoat.

“What doesthat light mean, Mr. Meister?’
The lawyer spun round.



“Light? Which light?” he asked quickly, and following the direction of the
detective's finger, he gasped. “A light?’ increduloudy. “You mean that red
lamp? How did you come to notice it?’

“It lit up afew minutes ago and went out again.”
It was not imagination on his part: the lavyer’ s face had gone asickly ydlow.

“Are you sure?” And then, quickly: “It is a subdtitute for a bel — I meen, if
you press the bell on the outer door the lamp lights up; bells annoy me.”

He was lying, and he was frightened too. The red lamp had another
sgnificance. What was it?

In those few seconds Meister had become ill a ease, nervous, the hand that
drayed congtantly to his mouth trembled. Glancing a him out of the corner of
his eye, when he thought he was free from observetion, Alan saw him take a
andl golden box from his pocket, pinch something from its contents and sniff
a his thumb and finger. “Cocaine” guessed Wembury, and knew tha his
theory was right when dmost immediately the lawyer became his old buoyant
f.

“You mus have imagined it — probably a reflection from the lamp on the
table,” he said.

“But why shouldn’t there be somebody at the front door?” asked Alan coally,
and Meister made an effort to correct his error.

“Vey probably there is” He hedtated. “1 wonder if you would mind,
ingpector — would it be asking you too much to go down to the front gate and
see? Hereis the key!”

Alan took the key from the lawyer’s hand, went downdars across the
courtyard and opened the outer gate. There was nobody there. He suspected,
indeed he was sure, that the lawyer had asked him to peform this service
because he wished to be done in the room for a few minutes, possbly to
investigate the cause of and reason for that Sgndl.

As he went up the dtairs he heard a sharp click as though a drawer had closed,
and when he came into the room he found Meger pulling on his gloves with an
ar of nonchaance.

“Nobody?’ he asked. “It must have been your imagination, inspector, or one
of these dreadful people of Flanders Lane playing atrick.”

“The lamp hasn't lit snce | left the room?” asked Alan, and when Meser
shook his heed, “Y ou are sure?’

“Absolutely,” said the lawyer, and too late saw he was trapped.

“That 5 very curious” Wembury looked hard at him. “Because | pressed the
front door bel, and if the lamp was what you sad it was, it should have lit up
agan, shouldn’t it?’

Meser murmured something about the connections being out of order, and
amog hustled him from the room.
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Alan was not present at the interview at the police dation. He left Meger in
the charge of the dation sergeant, and went home to his lodgings in Blackheath
Road with a heavy heart. He could do nothing for the girl; not so much as
suggest a woman who would keep her company. He could not guess that at that
moment, when his heat ached for her, Mary had a companion, and that
companion awoman.
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CHAPTER 16

Long after Johnny Lenley had been teken away Mary Lenley sa numbed,
pardysed to inaction by the overwheming misfortune which had come to her.
She sat a the table, her hands clasped before her, staring down at the white
cloth until her eyes ached. She wished she could weep, but no tears had come.
The only reminder she had of the drama that had been played out under that
roof was the empty feding in her breast; it was as though her heart had been
taken from her.

Johnny a thief! It wasn't possble she was dreaming. Presently she would
wake up from this horrible nightmare, hearing his voice cdling her from the
lawvn... But she was not a Lenley Court: she was in a block of indudrid flats,
gtting on a chegp char, and Johnny was in a prison cell. The horror of it made
her blood run cold. And Alan — what vicious trick of fate had made him
Johnny’s captor? She had a vivid memory of that scene which had preceded
Johnny’'s arest. Every word Alan had spoken had been burnt into her bran.
Too well she redised that Wembury had risked everything to save her brother.
He had given him a chance. Johnny had only to keep slence and spend the
night in getting rid of those pearls, and he would have been with her now. But
his fatd hauteur had been his undoing. She had no bitterness in her soul againgt
Alan Wembury, only a great sorrow for him, and the memory of his drawn face
hurt her dmost as much as Johnny’s med folly.

She heard the bdl tinkle faintly. It rang three times before she understood that
somebody was a the front door. Alan perhaps, she thought, and, getting up
diffly, went out into the hall and opened the door. A woman stood there dressed
in a long black mackintosh; a black hat enhanced the fairness of her har and
skin. She was beautiful, Mary saw, and apparently alady.

“Y ou’ ve made some mistake-" she began.

“You're Mary Lenley, aren’'t you?’

An American, noted Mary, and looked her astonishment.

“Can | seeyou?’

The girl sood aside, and Cora Ann Milton walked into the room and looked

round. There was a faint hint of disparagement in her glance, which Mary was
too miserable to resent.

“You'reintrouble, aren’t you?’

Uninvited, she sat down by the hdf-opened drawer of the table, took a
jewdled case from her bag and lit a cigarette.



“Yes, I'm in trouble — great trouble,” sad Mary, wondering how this woman
knew, and what had brought her here a such an hour.

“| guessed that. | hear Wembury pulled your brother for a jewd theft — he
caught him with the goods, | guess?’

Mary nodded dowly.
“Yes, the pearls were in this house. | had no knowledge that they were here.”

She wondered in a dim way whether this American was Lady Darnleigh; so
many members of the aristocracy have been recruited from the United States
that it was possible.

“My names Milton — Cora Ann Milton,” said the woman, but the name
meant nothing to Mary Lenley. “Never heard of me, kid?’

Mary shook her head. She was weary in body and soul, impatient that this
intruder into her sorrow should leave her.

“Never heard of The Ringer?’

Mary looked up quickly.

“The Ringer? Y ou mean the crimind who is wanted by the police?’
“Wanted by everybody, honey.”

Despite the flippancy of her tone, Cora Ann’s voice shook alittle.
“By me more than anybody dse — I'm hiswifel”

Mary got up quickly from her chair. It was incredible! This beautiful cresture
the wife of aman who waked everlastingly in the shadow of the gallowd

“I'm his wife” nodded Cora Ann. “You don't think it's a thing to boast
about? That's where you're wrong.” And then, abruptly: “You're working for
Meister, aren’'t you?’

“I am working for Mr. Meigter,” said Mary quigtly; “but redly, Mrs—"

“Mrs. Milton,” prompted Cora.

“—Mrs. Milton, | don't quite understand the object of your vist at this time of
night.”
Cora Ann Milton was regarding the room with shrewd, appraising eyes.

“It's not much of an gpartment you've got, but it's ketter than that cute little
suite of Meigter's”

She saw the colour come into the girl’ s face and her eyes narrowed.
“He' s shown it to you eh? Gosh, that fellow’ s a quick worker!”

“I don't understand what you mean.” Mary was dow to anger, but now she
fdt her resentment merging into anger. At the back of her mind was a confused
idea that, but for Johnny’s misfortune, this woman would never have dared to
e her. It was as though his arest had qualified her for admisson to the
confidence of the underworld.

“If you don't know what | mean, | won't say much more about it,” sad the
woman coolly. “Does Meister know I'm back?’
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Mary shook her head. Mrs. Milton was gtting by the table, and was taking a
handkerchief from the little bag on her lgp: she was very ddiberate and
sdf-possessed.

“I don't think he's very much interested in your movements, Mrs. Milton,”
sad May weaily. “Do you mind if | ask you not to stay? I've had a grest
shock this evening and I'm not in a mood to discuss Mr. Megter or your
husband or anybody.”

But Cora Ann Milton was not easily abashed.

“I guess when dl this trouble is over you'll be working late & Meger’s
house,” she said, “and I’m wondering whether you' d like to have my address?’

“Why on earth-" began Mary.

“Why on earth!” mmicked the other. “I guess this is an age of freedom when
the only place you see a chaperon is a museum. But | should like you to get in
touch with me if... anything happens. There was another girl once... but | guess
you don't want any awful example. And, say, I'd be much obliged to you if
you'd not mention the fact to dear Maurice that The Ringer’ swifeisin town.”

Mary hardly listened to the latter part of the speech. She walked to the door
and opened it suggedtively.
“That means I've got to go,” said Cora Ann with a good-natured smile. “I'm

not blaming you, kid. 1 guess I'd fed tha way mysdf if some dame came
floating in on me with dl that guardian angd quff.”

“I don’t require guardianship, thank you. | have a number of friends-"

She stopped. A number of friendd Not in dl London, in dl the country, was
there any to whom she could turn in her trouble, except to — Alan Wembury.
And Maurice? Why did she hestate & Maurice? In the last day or two a subtle
change had come over ther reationship. He was no longer the naturd refuge
and adviser to whom shewould go in her distress.

Cora Ann was watching her from the doorway; keen, shrewd eyes seemed to
be reading her every thought.

“That man Wembury’s a decent fellow. | hope you're not going to be sore &
him for pinching your brother?’

Mary made aweary gesture: she had reached dmost the end of her tether.

Long after the girl had gone, she sat by the table, trying to undergand just
what this vigt of Cora Ann Milton's meant. Had she followed the woman down
the dairs, she might have discovered.

Cora turned into the dark, deserted street, walked a few paces, and then, as if
by magic from some mysterious underground trap, a man appeared by her sde,
s0 unexpectedly and sllently that she started and took a step away from him.

“Ohl... you scared me!” she breathed.
“Did you seethe girl?”



“Yes, | saw her. Arthur” — her voice was broken and agitated — “why do you
stay here? Don't you redise, you fool, what danger...”

She heard his low chuckle.

“Cora Ann, you talk too much,” he sad lightly. “By the way, | saw you this
afternoon.”

“You saw me?’ she gasped. “Where were you?’ Suddenly: “Arthur, how am
| to know you when | see you? I've got that spookish feding that you're round
me al the time, and I'm for ever peering into people’s faces as | pass them —I'll
be pinched for being too fresh one of these days!”

Again he chuckled.

“Surdy my own loving wife would know me?’ he sad ironicdly. “The eyes
of love could penetrate any disguise”

He heard her teeth snap in anger. Arthur Milton had the trick of infuriating
this beautiful wife of his.

“I'll know what you look like now,” she said.
Suddenly there was a dlick and awhite beam of light flashed in his face.

“You're a fool!” he said roughly, as he knocked the lamp down. “When you
can see, others can see.”

“I wish "em joy!” she whispered. For she had looked into a face that was
covered from forehead to chin by a square of black slk, through which a pair of
wide-set eyes stared down at her.

“Did you get my letter?’ he demanded.

“Yes — the code, you mean. | thought the newspapers did not publish code
messages?’

He did not answer and mechanicaly she felt in her bag. The envelope she had
put there was gone,

“What is it?" he asked quickly and when she told him: “Cora, you re a goop!
Y ou must have dropped it inthis girl Lenley’ sflat! Go and get it!”

Cora Ann hurried up the stairs and knocked at the door. It was immediately
answered by Mary.

“Yes, I've come back,” said the woman breathlessly. “1 dropped a letter here
somewhere: I've only just missed it.”

Mary turned back and together they searched the flat, turning up carpets and
shaking out curtains, but there was no sgn of the letter.

“You must have logt it elsewhere.”

The woman was so agitated that she was sorry for her.
“Did it have any money-"

“Money?No,” said Cora Ann impatiently. “1 wish it had.”
She looked round the room in bewilderment.

“I know | had it before | camein.”
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“Perhgps you left it a your own home?’” suggested Mary, but Cora Ann
shook her head, and after another thorough search she began to doubt whether
she had brought it out with her.

May Lenley closed the door upon her findly with heartfdt thanksgiving,
walked listlessy back to the table and sat down. Her tea was cold and bitter.
She pulled open a little drawer in the table where the spoons were kept, and
looked down in amazement. The letter for which they had sought lay on top of a
miscellaneous collection of spoons and forks. It was smply inscribed on the
envelope “Cora Ann”, and had no address. Perhaps the address was inside, she
thought, and after some hedtation pulled out its contents, a square white card
covered with groups of letters and figures, written in an dmost microscopic
hand. It did not need any very grest acumen on her part to know that she was
looking a a code: if she had been more experienced in such matters, she would
have redlised how ingenious a code it was.

She replaced the card, put it again in the drawer and waited for the woman to
return. What had happened was obvious when she had taken her handkerchief
from the bag, the letter had dipped into the drawer, which had been dightly
open, and in moving she must have closed the drawer, which ran very essly,
without noticing the fact.

That night, before she went to bed, Mary bok the letter into her room and
locked it away in one of the drawers of her dressing-table where she kept her
few trinkets, and, having locked it away, forgot al about it.
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CHAPTER 17

It was a month later that Mary Lenley sat in the marble hdl of the Centrd
Crimind Court and waited with folded hands and a s, tragic face for the jury’s
finding. She had gone into court and had heard the prdiminaries of the
evidence, but the sight of that neet figure in the dock was more than she could
bear, and she had gone out to wait with fatdistic resgnation for the find curtain
of the drama.

The door leading to the court opened and Alan Wembury came out and
walked over to her.

“Isit —ended?’ she asked huskily.

Wembury shook his head.

“Very soon now, | think,” he said quietly.

He looked as if he had not dept; he was hollow-eyed, haggard, a man
distracted.

“I'm sorry, Alan.” She put out her hand and gently touched his. The touch of
her hand almost brought the tears to his eyes.

“You don't know how | fed about this, Mary; and the horrible thing is that |
am getting the credit for the aret — | had a letter from the Commissoner
yesterday congratulating me!”

She amiled fantly.

In every tragedy there is a touch of grotesque comedy, and it seemed to be

supplied in this case by the unsought honour that had come to this reluctant
police officer.

He sat by her dde and tried to comfort her, and if his efforts were a little
awkward, a little gauche, she understood. And then Maurice came into the hall,
his old, immaculate sdf. His slk hat was more shiny than ever; his spats were
like the virgin snow. He might have come draight from a wedding party but for
his lugubrious countenance.

“The judge is summing up,” he sad. “I wish you'd go into court, Wembury,
S0 that you can bring news of what happens.”

It was a crude request, which Alan diagnosed as a wish on the pat of the
lawyer to be done with Mary.

“There goes a very clever young man,” sad Meder, as he watched the
broad-shouldered figure of the detective disgppear through the swing doors.
“Unscrupulous, but then al police officers are unscrupulous. A climber, but dl
police officers are ambitious.”



“I’ve never found Alan unscrupulous,” said Mary.

Maurice Meister smiled.

“That is perhaps a strong word to employ,” he agreed cardlesdy. “After dl,
the man had to do his duty, and he was very ingenious in the method he
employed to trap poor Johnny.”

“Ingenious? Trgp?’ She frowned at him.

“That did not come out in the evidence. Nothing tha is detrimentd to the
police force ever comes out in police court evidence, my dear,” sad Maurice
with a meaning smile. “But | am on the ingde of things, and | hgppen to know
that Wembury has been on Johnny’s trail ever since the robbery was committed.
That was why he came down to Lenley Court.”

She dared a him.

“Areyou sure? | thought-—"

“You thought he came down to see you, to get your congratulations on his
promotion?’ sad Maurice. “That is a naturd eror. My dear, if you think the
matter over, you will redise that a detective officer must always pretend to be
doing something other than he actudly is doing. If you were to tax Wembury
with hislittle act of duplicity, he would of course be indignant and deny it.”

She thought awhile.

“I don't beieve it,” she said. “Alan told me that he had not associated Johnny
with the crime until he received an anonymous | etter.”

“S-!” sad Meger warningly.

Alan had come out of the court and was walking towards them.

“The judge will be another ten minutes” he sad, and then, before Meister
could warn her, the girl asked:

“Alan, isit true that you have been watching Johnny for along time?’

“You mean in connection with this offence? No, | knew nothing about it. |
did not suspect Johnny until | had a letter, written by somebody who was in a
very favourable podtion to know al about the robbery.”

His eyes were on Maurice Meigter.

“But when you came down to Lenley Court—"

“My dear,” — it was Maurice who interrupted hagtily — “why ask the inspector
these embarrassing questions?’

“It doesn’'t embarrass me” said Alan curtly. “I went to Lenley Court to see
Miss Lenley and to tdl her of my promotion. You're not suggesting that my
vidt had anything to do with the robbery, are you?’

Maurice shrugged his shoulders.

“I was probably giving you credit that you did not deserve” he said, with an
atempt to pass the mater off humoroudy. “As a <olicitor | am not
unacquainted with these myderious letters which the police are supposed to
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receive, and which cover the operations of their — noses, | think is the word for
police informer.”

“You know it's the word for police informer, Mr. Meigter,” sad Alan. “And
there was nothing mysterious about the letter which betrayed Lenley, except the
writer. It was written on typewriting paper, Swinley Bond No. 14.”

He saw Meister art.

“I have made a few inquiries amongs the Sationers of Deptford, and | have
discovered that that particular paper is not supplied locdly. It comes from a law
dationer’s in Chancery Lane and is their own especiad property. | tell you that
in case you would like to take the inquiry any further.”

With anod he left them together.

“What does he mean?’ asked the girl, alittle worried.

“Does anyone know what any police officer means?’ asked Maurice, with a
forced laugh.

She was thoughtful for awhile, and sat for along time without spesking.

“He suggested that Johnny had been betrayed by — by somebody—"

“Somebody who did not live in Deptford, obvioudy,” sad Maurice quickly.
“Redly, my dear, | shouldn't take too much notice of that cock-and-bull story.
And it would be well if you did not see too much of Wembury in the future.”

“Why?" she asked, looking at him steedlily.

“There are many reasons,” replied Maurice dowly. “In the firgt place, | have
a clientele which would look a little askance a me if my secretary were a friend
of a police officer. Of course” he went on hurriedly, as he saw the look in the
girl’s face, “1 have no wish to dictate to you as to your friends. But | want to be
of hep to you, Mary. There are one or two matters which | would like to,
discuss after this unpleasant business is over. You can't live done in Mapas
Mansons”

“Johnny will be sent to prison, of course?’ she nodded.
It was not the moment for ddlicacy.

“Johnny will be sent to pena servitude,” sad Meister: you've got to get that
fagt in your mind. This may mean seven years for him, and you must reconcile
yoursdf to that possibility. As| say, you can't live done—"

“I can't live anywhere dse but Mapas Mansons” she sad. The note of
determination in her voice was unmistakable. “I know you mean to be kind,
Maurice, but there are some things which | cannot do. If you care to employ
me, I'll be pleased to work for you. | don’'t think I'm sufficiently competent to
work for anybody €lse, and I'm sure no other employer would give me the
wages you have offered. But I'm living & Mapas Mangons until Johnny
returns.”



There came a dramatic interruption. The swing door opened and Alan
Wembury walked out. He stood stock ill for a moment, looking at her, and
then dowly paced across the tiled floor.

“Wedl? she asked breathlesdy.

“Three years pend servitude” sad Alan. “The judge asked if anything was
known of him and | went into the box and told the Bench dl | knew.”

“And what did you know?’ asked Meister. He was on his feet now, facing the
detective.

“I know that he was a decent boy who has been ruined by associating with
criminds” said Wembury between his teeth; “and some day | am going to teke
the man who ruined Johnny Lenley, and put him in that court.” He pointed back
to the swing door. “And when | go into the box it will not be to plead for the
prisoner but to tell the judge a story that will send the man who betrayed John
Lenley to a prison from which he will never come out!”



CHAPTER 18

To Maurice Meigter, The Ringer was dead. He treated as a jest, or as one of
those supid legends which to the cimind mind is gospd, dl the dories of
Henry Arthur Milton's presence in England. The three months which followed
Johnny’s sentence were too full to dlow him time even to consder with any
seriousness the whigpered hints which came to him from his unsavoury clients.

Scotland Yard, which acts only on definite knowledge, had taken no step to
warn him, and that was the most comforting aspect of the Stuaion. Mary came
regularly to work, and from being an ornament to the establishment, developed
into a most capable typist. She often wondered whether it would not be far to
Maurice to tdl him of the interview she had had with Cora Ann Milton; but
snce The Ringer's name was never agan mentioned, she thought it wisest to let
the matter drop. If she had not savered dl association with Alan Wembury, she
saw very little of him. Twice she had dmost met him in the dregt, but he had
obvioudy avoided her. At firg she was hurt, but then she redised that it was
Alan's innate delicacy which was responsble. One day in the High Street she
saw him and before he could escape intercepted him.

“Alan, you're beng very unkind” she sad, and added. mischievoudy:
“People think that you will not know me because of my dubious relationd”

He went red and white a this and she was indantly sorry. There was
something childlike about Alan.

“Of course | meant nothing of the sort. But you're being rather a pig, aren't
you? Y ou' ve avoided me like the plague.”

“I thought | was being rather ddicate” he sad ruefully, and, grasping the
nettle firmly: “Have you heard from Johnny?’

She nodded.

“He is quite cheerful, and dready making plans for the future” she sad, and
added: “Won't you take me to tea somewhere on Wednesday — that is my ealy
day?’

It was a very happy man who went back to the station house. Indeed, he was
0 cheerful that old Dr. Lomond, busy at the sergeant’s desk writing a report
upon a drunken motorist, looked over his glasses and rdlied him in his dour
way.

“Have ye had money left ye?’

“Something better than that,” smiled Alan. “I've rid mysdf of adull ghogst.”

Lomond clucked his lips derisvely as he sgned his name with a flourish and
blotted the report.
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“That means that you've had a quarrd with a girl, and she's suddenly decided
to make it up,” he sad. He had an uncanny habit of getting into the mind of his
audience. “I'm no' saying that matrimony is no' a good thing for any man. But
it must be terribly risky for a police officer.”

“I'm not contemplating matrimony,” laughed Alan.

“Then | wonder ye're not ashamed of yoursdlf,” said the doctor as he shuffled
down to the fire and shook off the ash of his cigarette into the grate.

“You ought to be a happy man,” said Alan. “Colond Walford told me he had
written you aletter of thanks for the work you did in the Prideaux case.”

The old man shook his head.

“Man, I'm no’ proud of my work. But poisoners | abominate, and Prideaux
was the most cold-blooded poisoner | tave ever known. A srange man with a
queer occiput. Have you ever noticed the occiput of poisoners? It juts oot from
the back of the heid.”

As he was taking a stocky, poorly-dressed man had come into the charge
room. There was a grin on his unshaven face as he made his way to the sergeant
a the desk. He had dl the golomb of a man in familiar surroundings, and as he
laid histicket of leave on the desk he favoured the sergeant with afriendly nod.

“Why, Hackitt!” said Wembury. “1 didn’t know you were out.”

He shook hands with the ex-convict and Sam Hackitt's grin broadened.

“I got my brief last Monday,” he said. “Old Megter’ s giving me ajob.”

“What, Sam, are you going into the law?’

The ideatickled Hackitt.

“No, I'm going to clean his bootd It's a low job for a man of my ability, Mr.
Wembury, but what can you do when the police are "ounding you down dl the
time?’

“Hounding grandmotherd” sad Alan, with a gmile “You fdlows hound
yourselves down. So you're going to valet Meigter, are you? | wish you luck.”

Sam Hackitt scratched his unshaven chin thoughtfully.

“They tdl me Johnny Lenley’s been put away, Mr. Wembury? That's bad
luck.”

“Did you know him?’ asked Alan.

Sam Hackitt hesitated.

“Wdll, | can't say that | know him. | went down to the country to see him

once, when he was a swell. | knew he was on the crook then, and somebody put
up ajoke for him and me.”

Alan knew what “a joke’ meant in the argot of the crimina classes: it meant a
robbery, big or small.

“But | didn't take it on,” said Sam. “It wes a bit too dangerous for me, and |
don’'t like working with amachoors. They're bound to give you away if they're
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a bit too impetuous. Especidly as this gentlemen who was putting up the money
for the joke wanted us to carry a shooter — not for me, thank you!”

Alan was acquainted with the professond burglar’s horror of firearms. But
surely the man who had planned the robbery was as well aware of the dangers
of aburglar being captured with firearms in his possesson?

“Who is the Big Fellow, Sam?’ he asked, never for one moment expecting a
truthful reply; for only in a moment of diret necessty would a thief betray his
“big fdlow” or employer.

“Him? Oh, he's a chap who lives in Sheffidd,” said Sam vagudy. “I didn't
like the job, so | didn’t take it on. He's a nice boy — that young Lenley, | mean.
It'sapity he went crook, a gentleman of his education.”

And then he changed the subject abruptly.

“Mr. Wembury, what's this yarn about The Ringer being in London? | heard
about it when | wasin Maidstone, and | sent aletter to your boss.”

Alan was surprised. The Ringer belonged to another plane, and athough the
little criminds were grealy intrigued by the operaions of this super-crimind,
he had not connected any of them with the man for whom the police were
searching.

“He's drowned, as a matter of fact,” said Sam comfortably. “I read about it

) ”*

when | wasin ‘gir’.
“Did you know him, Sam?’
Again the ex-convict scratched his chin.

“I'm one of the few people who've seen him without his make-up,” he
grinned. “The Ringer, en? What a lad! There never was a bloke who could
disguise himsdf like that bird!”

The sergeant had copied particulars of Sam Hackitt's brief into a book, and
now handed the ticket of leave back to the man.

“We may be asking to see you one d these days, Hackitt, if the Ringer turns
up,” sad Wembury.

Sam shook his head.

“He |l never turn up: he' sdrowned. | believe the newspapers.”

Dr. Lomond watched the stocky figure disappear through the doorway and
shook his head.

“There goes a super-optimist,” he said, “and what a heid! Did you notice,
Wembury, the flattening of the skull? Man, I'd like to measure him!”

" Stir — Prison.
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CHAPTER 19

The days that intervened before Wednesday were very long days and each
seemed to condst of much more than twenty-four hours. Alan had a note from
the girl in the morning, asking him to meet her & a little teashop in the West
End, and he was at the rendezvous a quarter of an hour before she was due to
arive. She came a ladt, a trim, neat figure in blue serge, with just a little more
colour in her cheeks than was ordinary.

“I'm being a dutiful servant,” she sad. “I would have met you a Blackhesth,
only | was afrad that some of Mr. Meiger’s clients might have seen you and
thought | was in secret communication with the police over their gridy pastsl”

He laughed a this He had never seen her 0 light-hearted since the old
Lenley Court days.

The teashop was only sparsdly patronised. It was an hour before the rush of
shoppers filled each seat and occupied every table, and he found a quiet corner
where they could tak. She was full of hopeful plans for the future. Maurice (he
hated to hear her cal Meser by his Christian name) was going to start Johnny
on a poultry farm: she had worked out to a day the end of Johnny’s period of
imprisonment.

“He has three months remitted for every year if he is on his best behaviour,”
she sad. “And Johnny is being very sensble. When he wrote the other day he
told me he was going to earn his full marks. That will be wonderful, won't it,
Alan?’

He hesitated to ask the question that was in his mind, but presently he puit it to
her, and she nodded.

“Yes, he writes about you; and he has no resentment at dl. | think you could
be a very good friend to him when he comes out.”

Her own days were so filled, she told him, tha the time was passng rapidly,
more rapidly than she had dared hope. Maurice was most kind. (How often she
repested that very sentencel) And life & Madpas Mansons was moving
smoothly. She had been able to employ alittle maid-of-al-work.

“A queer little thing who ingsts upon teling me al the horrors of Deptford.”
She gmiled quietly. “As though | hadn’t enough horrors of my own! Her
favourite hero is The Ringer — do you know about him?’

Alan nodded.

“He's the hero of dl the funny-minded people of Deptford,” he said. “They
love the thought of anybody outwitting the police.”

“Heisnot in England, is he?’
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Alan shook his head.

“Are you teribly interested in The Ringer?” she went on. “Because, if you
are, | cantell you something — | have met hiswife.”

He opened his eyeswide at this.

“Cora Ann Milton?" he said increduloudy, and she laughed & the impression
her words had made on him.

She told him of Cora Ann's vist, and yet for some reason, which she did not
understand hersdf, she did not give a fathful account of that interview, or even
hint that Cora Ann had warned her against Meiger. It was when she came to the
code |etter that he was more interested.

“I've only just remembered it!” she sad penitently; “it is in my bureau and
ought to be sent to her.”

“A code card — that is very important,” said Alan. “Do you think you could
bring it to me tomorrow?’

She nodded.

“But why on earth did she come — the night Johnny was arrested, you say?’
sad Alan. “Have you seen her since?’

Mary shook her head.

“Don't let's tadk about The Ringer. It's shop to you, it it? It's shop to us
both — ugh!” She shivered.

They grolled through Green Park together and dined a a little restaurant in
Soho. He told her of his new béte noir — the black-bearded Inspector Bliss, and
was S0 vehement on the subject that she dissolved into laughter. It was the day
of days in Alan Wembury's life, and when he left her, after seeing her on a
tramcar bound southward, something of the colour of life went with her.

Meiger had asked the girl to cdl a his house on her way home, but mentdly
Mary had laid down a formula which was subsequently to serve her well. She
had fixed nine o'clock as the utmost limit she could work in the house, and as it
was past that hour when she reached New Cross, she went straight to Malpas
Mansions. One little luxury had been introduced into the flat: Maurice had
ingsted that she should be connected with the telephone system, and this was a
great comfort to her.

The bel was ringing as she unlocked the door, and, lighting the gas, hurried
to the little table where the instrument stood. As she expected, it was Megter.

“My dear girl, where have you been?’ he asked tedtily. “1 have been waiting
for you snce eight o' clock.”

She glanced at the watch on her wrigt: it was a quarter to ten.

“I'm sorry, Maurice,” shesaid, “but | didn’t definitely promiseI’d call.”

“Have you been to a thestre or something? he asked suspicioudy. “You
didn’t tell me anything about it?’

“No, I've beento seeafriend.”
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“A man?’

May Lenley possessed an dmost inexhausiible fund of petience, but the
persgence of this cross-examindion irritated her, and he must have guessed
this, for, before she could reply, he went on:

“Forgive my curiosty, my dear, but | am acting in loco parentis to you whilst
poor Johnny is away, and I'd like to know-"

“I went to dinner with a friend,” she interrupted shortly. “I’'m sorry | have put
you to any inconveniece, but | did not exactly promise, did 17?7’

A pause.

“Can’t you come round now?”’

Her “N0O” was very decisive.

“It ismuch too late, Maurice. What is it you want doing?’

If he had answered right away she might have believed him, but the pause
was jud alittle too long.

“Affidavitd” she scoffed. “How absurd, at this time of night! I'll come down
earlier in the morning.”

“Y our friend was not by any chance Alan Wembury?' asked Mester’ svoice.
Mary consdered that a very opportune moment to hang up the receiver.

She went into her little bedroom to change whilst the kettle was boiling, and
the draught from the open window dammed the door behind her. She lit the
gas, and closed the window with a thoughtful frown. She had given her servant
a holiday, and the girl had left before her. Because of a threatening rainstorm,
Mary had gone round the flat closng every window. Who had opened it? She
looked round the room and a chill crept down her spine. Somebody had been in
the room: one of the drawers in her chest had been forced open. As far as she
could see, nothing had been stolen. Then with agasp she remembered the code
letter — it was gone! The wardrobe had been opened aso; her dresses had been
moved, and the long drawer beneath had been searched. By whom? Not by any
ordinary burglar, for nothing except the letter had been taken.

She went kack to the window and, pulling it open, looked down. There was a
sheer drop into the yard of fifty feet. To the right was the tiny bacony jutting
out from her kitchenette, and by its Sde a baance lift by which the households
in Mdpas Mansons could obtain their supplies from the tradesmen in the yard
below. The lift was a the bottom, and she could see the long sted ropes
swvaying gently in the iff breeze that was blowing. A nimble man could dimb
to the levd of the badcony without any superhumaen effort. But what man,
nimble or otherwise, would risk his neck for the sake of turning over her few
poor possessions and extracting Cora Ann's letter?

She had an dectric torch in the kitchen, and she brought this to make a closer
ingpection. It was then she found the wet footprints on the carpet. It was a new
capet and had the disadvantage of showing every stain. Two muddy footprints
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were 0 clearly on view that she wondered she had not seen them when she
came into the room.

She made another discovery: the dressing-table where she had left a number
of brushes neatly aranged was dl disaranged. She found one of the clothes
brushes at the foot of the bed, and it had evidently been used to brush somebody
who was very untidy, for it was wet and had a smear of nud at the end of the
bristles. Nor had the cool intruder been satisfied with a rough toilet: he had used
her har-brushes; in the white bristles she saw a coarse black hair. She had seen
its kind before her father had a trick of draightening his beard with any brush
that was handy. Somebody with a beard, a black beard, had tidied himsdf
before the glass. She began to laugh, the idea was s0 absurd; but it was not long
before she was serious again.

She heard the bel ring in the kitchen, and opened the front door to find the
man who acted as porter to the block.

“I'm sorry to bother you, miss, but has anybody been in your flat whilst you
have been out?’

“That's just what | was wondering, Jenkins,” she answered, and led him into
the room to show him the evidence of the visit.

“There has been a man hanging around the block al the evening,” sad the
porter, scratching his head; “a felow with a little black beard. One of the
tenants saw him in the back courtyard just before dark, having a look at the
tradesmen's lift, and the lady who lives on the opposite landing says before that
he was knocking at this door for ten minutes, trying to make somebody hear.
That must have been about eight o' clock. Have you lost anything, miss?’

She shook her head.

“Nothing vauable” She could not explan the exact vaue of The Ringer's
code card.
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CHAPTER 20

A man with a beard! Where had she heard about a man with a beard? And
then she suddenly remembered her tak with Alan. Inspector Bliss That idea
seemed too fantastic for words.

She took the telephone directory, and turned the pages until she found the
Flanders Lane police dation. A gruff voice answered her. Mr. Wembury had
not returned. He had been out dl day but was expected a any minute. She gave
her name and tedephone number, and ingsted upon the private nature of the cal.
An hour later the telephone bell rang and Alan's voice greeted her. She told him
in afew words what had happened, and she heard his gasp of astonishment.

“I don't think it could possibly have been the person you think,” he said, and
she redlised he was probably speaking in a room where other people were. “But
if it’'snot too late, may | come round?’

“Do, please,” she said without hesitation.

Alan came after such a remarkably short interva that she suggested he must
have flown.

“A taxi,” he explained. “One doesn’'t often see them in High Street, Deptford,
but | was fortunate.”

It was the firg time he had been in the flat snce Johnny’s arrest. The very
arangement of the furniture aroused ugly memories She must have divined
this, for she led him draight to her room, and showed him the evidence of the
vidtor's presence.

“Bliss?’ he frowned. “Why on earth should Bliss come here? What on earth
did he expect to find?’

“That is what | should like to know.” She could smile now. It was rather
wonderful how comforting was the presence of Alan Wembury. “If it were the
letter, he could have come and asked for it.” But he shook his head.

“Have you anything here of Meister’s— any papers?’ he asked suddenly.

She shook her head.

“Keys?' he suggested.

“Why, yes, of course!” she remembered. “I’ve the keys of the house. His old

cook is rather deaf, and Maurice is sedom up when | arive, so he has given me
akey of the outer gate and the door.”

“Where do you keep them?’ asked Alan.
She opened her bag.

74



“I carry them about with me. Besides, Alan, why on earth should Mr. Bliss
want the keys? | suppose he can see Mr. Me ster whenever he wishes.”

But Alan's mind was on another tral. Did Bliss know of the vist of Cora
Ann Milton to this girl? Supposng he had set himsdf the task of hunting down
The Ringer — and Alan Wembury had not been notified that the Central Office
were playing a lone hand — would he make this difficult entry in order to test his
suspicions? And suppose he were fter the letter, how would he have heard of
it?

“Only one man would have come dfter that letter — and that man is The
Ringer,” he said with conviction.

He had |eft the front door open when he came in, and now, as they returned to
the dining-room, the porter appeared in the hall.

“Here you are, miss” he cdled eagerly.. “The fdlow's outsde. What about
cdling apoliceman?’

“Which fellow?” asked Wembury quickly. “Do you mean the bearded man?’

Evidently the porter did not know Alan for a police officer.

“Yes, gr. Don't you think we ought to cdl a policeman? There's one on point
duty at the end of the road.”

Wembury brushed past him and ran down the dars. Emerging into the night,
he saw a man standing on the opposite side of the road. He made ro attempt to
conced himsdf: indeed, he was standing in the full light of the Street lamp, but
drew asde as Wembury crossed the road, and long before he reached the
stranger he knew that Mary’ s surmise had been correct. It was Bliss.

“Good evening, Inspector Wembury,” was the cool greeting.

Without preliminary, Alan made his accusation.

“Somebody has broken into Miss Lenley’s flat to-night, and | have reason to
believeitisyou, Bliss”

“Broken into Miss Lenley’s fla, eh?” The centrd ingpector was rather
amused. “Do | look like aburglar?’

“I don't know what you look like, but you were seen in the courtyard just
before dark, examining the food lift. Theré's no doubt that the man who entered
Miss Lenley’s room gained admission by that means”

“In that case” sad Bliss, “you had better take me down to your funny little
police gation and charge me. But before you do so, | will make your job a little
esser by confessng tha | did climb that infernd rope, that | did force the
window of Miss Lenley’s bedroom, that | did inspect the flat. But | did not find
what | expected to find. The man who was there before me got that.”

“Is that your explanation? asked Wembury, when the other had finished
“that there was another man in the flat?”

“Exactly — a pefect explanation, though it may not stisfy you. | did not
climb the rope until 1 had seen somebody else go up that way, and open the
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window. It was just before dusk. Your friends will doubtless tdl you that |
immediately went up the dairs and knocked a Miss Lenley’s door, and,
recalving no answer, decided to make my entrance the same way as the
unknown intruder. Does that satisfy you, Mr. Wembury, or do you think that as
apolice officer | exceeded my duty in chasing aburglar?’

Alan was in a quandary. If the gtory the man told was true, he had perfect
judtification for his action. But was it true?

“Did you turn out the contents of the drawers by any chance?’

Bliss shook his head.

“No, I'm afrad our friend forestalled me there. | opened one drawer and
gathered from its confuson that my predecessor had made a search. | don't
think he found what he wanted, and that he will very likedy come again tonight.
That iswhy | am here. Have you any further questions, inspector?’

“No,” sad Alan shortly.

“And you're not thinking of inviting me to meet your superintendent? Good!
Then | think my presence for the moment is a little superfluous” And, with a

jek of his shoulder, he turned and drolled a a lesurdy pace dong the
sdewalk.

Going back to the girl, Alan told her of his interview, and loydty to his cloth
prevented his giving his own private views on the matter.

“He may be spesking the truth,” he said. “Of course it was his duty to follow
a burglar. If he is lying, we shdl hear no more of it, but if he is teling the truth
he will have to report the matter.”

He left her hdf an hour later, and as he went out of the flat he looked round
for Bliss, but there was no sgn of him. When he returned to the police station,
he was taken aback to learn that Bliss had indeed reported the burglary, given
times and full particulars, and had added a note to his report to the effect that
Divisond Inspector Wembury had charge of the case.

Alan was baffled. If Bliss's account was true, who could have been the first
men to dimb up the rope? And what other object had he in burgling Mary
Lenley's flat than a search for the code? It brought The Ringer too near for
comfort. Here was a mystery, which was never solved until that night of horror
when The Ringer cameto Magter's house.

Two little problems were recurring to Mary Lenley from day to day. Not the
leest important of these was contained in the formula, “Shal | tell Maurice?’
Should she tdl Maurice that she had been to tea with Alan Wembury... should
she tdl him of the burglary that had been committed the night before? On the
whole she fdt the least unplessant confesson, the one which would probably
absorb him to the exclusion, was the second of her adventures.

Maurice was not down when she arived, and Mr. Samud Hackitt, newly
inddled in the Meger household, was polishing wearily the window that
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looked out on to the leads. He had made his appearance a few days before, and
in gpite of his unpleasant past Mary liked the little man.

“Good morning, miss” He touched an invishle cap. “The old man's 4ill up
in bed, bless hisold heart!”

“Mr. Meigter had a heavy night,” she said primly.

“‘Thick’ is the word I'd use” said Sam, wringing out a leather cloth a his
leisure.

Very wissly Mary did not encourage any further revelations.

“Funny old house, this miss” Sam knocked with his knuckle a one of the
pandls. “Holler. It's more like arabbit warren than a house.”

Mr. Megter's resdence had been built in the days when Peter the Great was
dill living in Deptford. She passed this news of higoricd interet on to the
wholly unimpressed man.

“I never knew Peter... King, was he? That sounds like one of Megter’slies.”

“It'shigtory, Sam,” she said severdly, as she dusted her typewriter.

“I don't teke any notice of history — that's lies, too,” sad Hackitt, camly.
“Lor’ miss, you don't know dl the histry books I've read —'Ume, Macaulay,
Gibbons, the feller that wrote dl about Rome.”

She was astounded.

“You've read them?’

He nodded.

“Studied’em,” he said solemnly, so solemnly that she laughed.

“You're quite astudent: | didn’t redlise that you were such awell read man.”

“You have to do something in ‘gir',” sad Sam, and she redised that this
reading of his had whiled away some period of hisincarceration.

He had an extraordinay stock of knowledge on unlikely subjects. Possbly
this was gained under smilar circumstances. Once or twice he drayed to the
piano, adthough this had been dusted and polished, as she could see in her face
reflected in the black top; but the piano Bscinated him, and probably he had a
higher respect for Mr. Meser because of his mudca qudities than for his
knowledge of the law. He depressed a key that tinkled sharply and apologised.

“I'm going up to Scotland Yard tomorrow, miss” he sad, and she thought it
had something to do with his recent imprisonment, and expressed only a polite
interest. “Never been there before” said Sam complacently. “but | suppose it's
like every other busy’s office — one chair, one table, one pair of handcuffs, a
sergeant and forty-five thousand perjuring liardl”

The entrance of Meiger a that moment cut short his speculations. Maurice
looked sheky and ill, she thought. After he had gruffly dismissed his new
savitor, he told her he had dept badly.

“Where did you go—,” he began.



She thought it was an excdlent moment to tel him of her burglar. And
because she did not wish to tak of Cora Ann she made no reference to the
dolen letter. He ligened in amazement,, until she came to the interview which
Alan had had with Inspector Bliss.

“Blissl That's queer!”

He stod up, his eyestightened, as though he were facing a bright light.

“Bliss... | haven't seen him for years. He's been in America A cdlever
fdlow... Bliss... humph!”

“But don't you think it was extraordinary, Maurice, that he should climb up
into my flat, or that there should have been anybody there before him — what
profit can they find in burgling my poor little apartment?’

Maurice shook his head.

“I don't believe it. Bliss wanted to find something in your room. The yarn
about another man having gone up isal bunk.”

“But what could he find?" she indsted, and Maurice Meser was not
prepared to offer a convincing reason.

Blissl He had no right in Deptford, unless—

Maurice was both puzzled and apprehensive. The advent d a Centrd man to
Deptford could only indicate some extraordinary happening, and in his mind he
went over the various events which might be calculated to interest that exdted
policeman. Strangdy enough, Deptford a this moment was unusudly wel
behaved. There had been no serious charges in the divison for three months,
and Meger, who had his finger in more lawless pies than his worst enemy gave
him credit for, knew that there had been no sted of such importance that
Scotland Yard would send one who was reputedly its most promising officer to
conduct an independent examination.

By some extraordinary process, peculiarly his own, he decided that there was
nothing sniger in this atention. Probably Head-quarters were trying out the
new divisond inspector, and had sent this wise and experienced officer to
discover the extent of his acquaintance with the Lenleys.

Meigter's breskfast was not an eaborate med, and was usudly served in his
little bureau. This morning it congsted, as usud, of a cup of coffee, a smdl
plate of fruit and a biscuit. He unfolded the newspaper by the sde of his table
and glanced a it idly. His life was so full that he had little time for, or interest
in, the great events of the world, but a news item a the top of the columns
caught hiseye.

PRISON RIOT

CONVICT SAVESTHE LIFE OF DEPUTY GOVERNOR
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He glanced through the description, expecting to find a name with which he
was familiar, but, as is usud in these cases, a drict anonymity was preserved as
to the identity of the prisoner concerned. There had been ariot in a county jail;
the ringleaders had struck down a warder and taken possession of his keys, and
would have killed the deputy governor, who happened to be in the prison hal a
the time, but for the bravery of a onvict who, with the ad of a broom handle,
defended the officid till armed warders came on the scene. Maurice pursed his
lips and smiled. His regard for the crimind was a very low one. They were
hardly human beings, he speculated idly on wha reward the heroic convict
would receive. Something more than he deserved.

Opening the box of cigars tha was on the table, he bit off the end and lit a
long, black cheroot, and as he smoked his mind vacillated between Mary and
her peculiar experience. What was Bliss doing in Deptford, he wondered; he
tried to recdl the man as he had known him years before, but he was
unsuccessful.

Hackitt came in to dear away the breskfast things and, glancing familiarly
over Mester’ s shoulder, read the account.

“That deputy’s a pretty nice felow,” he volunteered. “I wonder what made
the boys get up against him. But the screws are bad.”
Meigter raised his cold eyes.

“If you want to keep this job, you'll not spesk unless you're spoken to,
Hackitt.”

“No offence,” said Hackitt, quite unperturbed. “I’'m naturaly chatty.”
“Then try your chattiness on somebody elsel” snapped Maurice.

The man went out of the room with the tray, and had gone a few minutes
before he returned, bearing a long ydlow envelope. Meder, snaching it from
his hand, glanced a the superscription. It was marked “Very Urgent and
Confidentid” and bore the stamp of Scotland Yard.

“Who brought this?’ he asked.
“A copper,” said Sam.
Maurice pointed to the door.
“You can go.”

He waited till the door had closed upon his servant before he tore open the
flap, and his hand shook as he drew out the folded typewritten paper.

SR,

| have the honour to inform you that the Deputy Commissioner,
Colond Wadford, C.B., wishes to see you at his office at Scotland
Yad a 11.30 in the forenoon tomorrow. The matter is of the
grestest importance, and the Deputy Commissoner wishes me to
say tha he trugs you will make every effort to keep this
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gopointment, and notify him by tdegram if you canot be a
Scotland Y ard at the hour named.

| have the honour to be, Sir, etc.

A summons to Scotland Yard! The first that Mester had ever received. What
did it portend?

He rose to his feet, opened a little cupboard and took out a long bottle of
brandy, and splashed a generous portion into a glass, and he was furious with
himsdf to find that his hand was shaking. What did Scotland Yard know? What
did they wish to know? His future, his very liberty, depended on the answer to
those questions. The morrow! The very day he had chosen to put into execution

certan plans he had formulated. Unconscioudy Scotland Yard had given May
Lenley aday of repite!



CHAPTER 21

At the lawyer's request, Mary came early to work the following morning, and
she was surprised to find Maurice up and dressed. He was one of those men
who usudly was meticuloudy careful as to his dress, and indeed was amost a
dandy in this respect. But he was usudly a dow dresser and liked to lounge
about the house in his pae green dressng-gown until the arivd of dients or
the necessity for a consultation with counsd, made him shed that garment.

When she came in, he was waking up and down the room with his hands
clagped behind him. He looked as if he had not dept very wel, and she
remarked upon this.

“Yes, | dept dl right” He spoke jerkily, nervoudy, and he was obvioudy
labouring under some very strong emotion. It never occurred to Mary Lenley
that that emotion might be fear. “I have to go to Scotland Yard, my dear,” sad
Meigter, “and | was wondering” — he forced a smile — “whether you would like
to come up with me — not into the Yard,” he added hastily, when he saw the
look of repugnance on her face. “Perhagps you would like to Stay & a — a a
tearoom or somewhere until | came out?’

“But why, Maurice?’ The request was most unexpected.

He was not patient to answer questions.

“If you don't wish to come, don't, my dear,” he said sharply, but dtered his
tone. “There are one or two things | would like to tak to you about — business
mattersin which | may need alittle— dericd assstance.”

He walked to her desk and took up a paper.

“Here are the names and addresses of a number of people: |1 wish you to keep
this paper in your bag. The gentlemen named should be notified if anything — |
mean, if it is necessary.”

He could not tel her that he had passed that night in a cold sweat of fear,
dternating snaiches of bad dreams with an endless cogitation on the unpleasant
possihilities which the morrow held. Nor could he explain that the names which
he had written down and chosen with such care, were men of substance who
might vouch for him in cetain eventudities He might have confessad with
truth that he wanted her company that morning for the digtraction he needed
during the hours that preceded his interview with the Commissoner; and if the
worst happened, for somebody to be a hand whom he could notify and trust to
work in hisinterests.
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“I don't know what they want me for a Scotland Yard,” he said, with an
atempt a lightness. “Probably some little matter connected with one of my
clients”

“Do they often send for you?’ she asked innocently.

Helooked at her quickly.

“No, | have never been before. In fact, it is a most unusua procedure. | have
never heard of asolicitor being sent for.”

She nodded at this.

“I thought s0,” she said. “Alan told me that they ask you to come to Scotland
Yard either to ‘pump’ you or catch you!”

He glowered & this.

“I beg of you not to give me a second hand the vulgarities of your police
officer friend. ‘To pump you' — what an expresson! Obvioudy they have asked
me to go because I've defended some rascd about whom they want
information. Possibly the man is planning to rob me.”

The point was such a sore one that May very wisdy refrained from carrying
it any further.

Maurice possessed no car of his own, and it was characteristic of him that the
locd garage could supply no mechine of sufficient magnificence to support his
date. The Rolls which came to him from a West End hirer was the newest and
shiniest that could be procured, and to the admiration and envy of the FHanders
Laners, who stood in their doorways to watch the departure, Mary drove off
with her employer. His nervousness seemed to increase rather than diminish as
Deptford was left behind. He asked her hdf a dozen times if she had the paper
with the names of his influentid friends Once, after an interregnum of gloomy
slence on his part, she had tried to make conversation by asking him if he had
Seen an item in the newspaper.

“Riot in a prison?’ he answered abdtractedly. “No — yes, | did. What about
it?

“It is the prison Johnny is in,” she said, “and | was rather worried — he is such
an impetuous boy, and probably he has done something foolish. Is there any
way of finding out?’

Meister was interested.

“Was Johnny in that jail? | didn't redise that. Yes, my dear, wéell find out if
you wish.”

He evidently brooded upon this aspect of the prison riot, for as the car was
crossing Westmingter Bridge he said:

“I' hope Johnny is not involved: it would mean the loss of his marks.”

She had hadly digested this ominous remark before the car turned on to the
Thames Embankment and pulled up just short of the entrance to Scotland Y ard.

“Perhaps you would like to gt in the car and wait?’
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“How long will you be gone?’ she asked.

Mr. Meiger would have given a lot of money to have been able to answer
that question with any accuracy.

“I don't know. These officid people are very dilatory. Anyway, you can
amuse yoursdf as you wish.”

As he was taking he saw a man drop nimbly from a tramcar and douch
across the road towards the arched entrance of police headquarters.

“Hackitt?” he sad increduloudy. “He didn't tedl me he was coming. He
served me my breakfast haf an hour before you arrived at the house.”

His face was twitching. She was amazed that so smdl a thing could have o
devadtating an effect.

“All right,” he nodded and scarcely looking at her, strode away.

He stopped at the entrance to the Yard as some creature of the wild might halt
a the entrance of a trgp. What did Hackitt know about him? What could Hackitt
say? When he had taken the man into his employ, he had not been actuated by
any sense of chaity — on the contrary, he fet he was securing a bargain. But
was Hackitt in the pay of the police — a “nose” sent into his house to pry
amongst his papers, unearth his secrets, reved the mysteries of locked cdlars
and boarded- up attics?

Setting his teeth, he waked down the gentle dope and turned into Scotland
Y ard.



CHAPTER 22

Mary dected to spend the first pat of her time of waiting in the car with a
newspaper, but the printed page was a poor riva to the pageant of life that was
moving past. The cdanging trams crowded with passengers, the endless
processon of vehicles crossng the beautiful bridge, the panorama of London
which was vigble through the front windows of the car. She wondered if
busness would cal Alan Wembury to headquarters, and had dismissed this
possibility when he made a very commonplace appearance. Somebody walked
past the car with long drides: she only saw the back of him, but n an indant
she was out on the sidewak. He heard her voice and spun round.

“Why, May!” he sad, his face lighting up. “ What on eath are you doing
this Sde of the world? Y ou haven't come with Mester?’

“Did you know they’ ve sent for him?’

Alan nodded.

“Isit anything very important? He is alittle worried, | think.”

Wembury might have told her that Meger’'s worry before he went to
Scotland Y ard was as nothing to what it would be after.

“You didn’t bring Mr. Hackitt by any chance?’ he smiled, and she $ook her
head.

“No, Maurice didn't know that Hackitt was coming — | think that rather
distressed him. What is the mystery, Alan?’

He laughed.

“The mydery is the one you're making, my dear.” And then, as he saw the
colour come to her face, he went on penitently: “I'm awfully sorry. That's
terribly familiar.”

“I don't mind redly,” she laughed. “I'm pretending that you're a very old
gentleman. Do you often have these important conferences? And who is that,
Alan?

A beautiful little coupé had drawn noisdesdy to the kerb just ahead of their
own car. The chauffeur jumped down, opened the lacquered door, and a girl got
out, looked up a the facade of Scotland Yard and passed leisurely under the
acch. Though it was ealy in the morning, and the place was crowded, a
cigarette burnt between her gloved fingers and she left behind her the eusive
fragrance of some eastern perfume.

“Shesaswdl, isn't she? And an old acquaintance of yours.”
“Not Mrs. Milton!” said the girl in amazement.
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“Mrs. Milton it is | must run after her and shepherd her into a nice ary
room.”

She digmissed him with a nod. He took her hand in his for a moment and
looked down into her eyes.

“You know where to find me, Mary?’ he said in a low voice, and before she
could answer this cryptic question, he was gone.

At the request of a policeman, the driver of her car moved the car beyond the
gateway and came to a hat a a place where she had a more comprehensive
view of the building. It did not look like a police headquarters. it might have
been the head office of some prosperous insurance company, or a Government
building on which a usudly stad architect had been dlowed to give full play to
his Gothic tendencies. Wha was happening behind those windows? What
drama or tragedy was being played out in those rooms which look upon the
Embankment? She thought of Johnny and shivered a little. His record was
somewhere in tha building, tabulated in long cabinets his finger-prints,
body-marks, colouring. It was dreadfully odd to think of Johnny as a number in
a cad index. Did they have numbers in jal dso? She seemed to remember
reading about such things.

She was suddenly conscious that somebody was daring in a the car, and,
turning her head, she met a par of humorous blue eyes that twinkled under
shaggy grey eyebrows. A tdl, bent figure in a homespun suit, with an
impossble brown fdt hat on the back of his white head, and he was obvioudy
wishing to spesak to her. She opened the door of the car and came ouit.

“Yéll be Miss Lenley, | think? My name' s Lomond.”

“Oh, yes, you're Dr. Lomond,” she smiled. “I thought | recognised you.”

“But, my dear Teddy, you've never seen me!”

“Alan —Mr. Wembury says you look like every doctor he has ever known.”

This seemed to please him, for his shoulders shook wit silent laughter.

“Yéereno curious, or you'd ask me how | knew you,” he said. And then he
looked up at Scotland Yard. “A sad and gloomy-faced place, young Teddy.” He
shook his head dolefully. “You' ve no’ been called here professondly?’

As he spoke, he fumbled in his pockets, produced a slver tobacco-box and
rolled a cigarette.

“They’'ve dragged me from my sudies to examine a poor wee body,” he said,
and a firgd she took him literaly, and thought he had been brought to identify

some drowned or murdered nan, and the look of antipathy in her face was not
host on the doctor.

“She's dive” he gurgled, “and no' so unattractivel” He held out his long
hand. “I'd like to be meeting you more often, Miss Lenley. Mebbe I'll come
along and see you one day, and we |l have abit chat.”

“| should loveiit, doctor,” she said truthfully.



She liked the old man: there was a genidity and a youthfulness in that smile
of his that went graight to her heart. She watched him shuffling |aborioudy, the
cigaette dill twising ad raling in his hand, until the grey pillars of the
gateway hid him for view. Who was the poor wee body? She knew that he
referred to a forthcoming cross-examination, for Alan had told her of his exploit
with the poisoner Prideaux. And then it flashed upon her — Cora Ann Milton!
She fdt rather sorry for Dr. Lomond: he was such a nice, gentle soul; he would
find Cora Ann Milton a particularly difficult lady.



CHAPTER 23

Mary did not see Central Detective Inspector Bliss walk quickly through the
stone doorway of Scotland Yard. He scarcdy acknowledged the sdute of the
constable on duty, and passed dong the vaulted corridor to the Chief
Congable’'s room. A dight, bearded man, pae of face, brusque of manner he
might hold the respect of his subordinates, but he had no place in ther
affections.

“That's Mr. Bliss” sad the officer to a younger congtable. “Keep out of his
way. He was bad enough before he went to America— he'sapig now!”

Mr. Maurice Meder, dtting on a hard form in one waiting-room, saw him
pass the open door and frowned. The walk of the man was oddly familiar.

Sam Hackitt, ex-convict, lounging in the corridor in charge of a plain dothes
police officer, scratched his nose thoughtfully and wondered where he had seen
the face before.

Mr. Bliss opened the door of the Chief Congable's room, waked in and
dammed the door. Wembury, gazing abdtractedly through the double windows
which gave a view of the Embankment, turned his head and nodded. Every time
he had met Centrd Inspector Bliss he had liked him less.

The bearded man made for the desk in the centre of the room, picked up a
sheet of paper, read it and grunted. A trim messenger came in and handed him a
letter; he read the address and dropped the envelope on the table. Turning his
head with an impatient growl, he asked:

“Why is the Assgant Commissoner holding this inquiry, anyway? It's not
an adminigration job. Things have changed pretty consderably since | was
here.”

Alan withdrew his atention from the new County Council building.

“The Chief Congable had the case in hand,” he sad, “but he's away ill, o
Colond Waford isteking it for him.”

“But why Wadford?" snarled Bliss. “He has about as much knowledge of the
job asmy foot!”

Alan was very patient. He knew that he would be meeting Bliss that morning
and had it in his mind to ask him about that myserious vist he had pad to
Mapas Mansions, but Bliss seemed hardly in a communicative mood.

“This is a pretty big thing. If The Ringer is redly back — and headquarters is
pretty certain thet heis—"
Bliss smiled contemptuoudly.
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“The Ringer!” And then, remembering: “ Who is this man who wrote from
Maidstone Prison?’

“Hackitt — afdlow who knew him.”
Bliss laughed harghly.

“Hackitt! Do you think that Hackitt knows anything about him? Youre
Qgetting pretty credulous a Scotland Yard in these days”

The whole dtitude of the man was offensve. It was as though he wished
deliberately to antagonise the other.

“He says he'd recognise him.”
“Bosh!” sad Bliss scornfully. “It's an old lag's trick. HEd say anything to
make a sensation.”

“Dr. Lomond says—" began Alan, and was stopped by an explosive snort from
the bearded detective.

“l don't want to know what any police surgeon says That fellow’s got a hell
of anerve. He wanted to teach me my business.”

It was news to Wembury that the pawky old police surgeon had ever crossed
swords with this querulous man.

“Lomond’ saclever fellow!” he protested.
Blisswas turning the leaves of abook he had taken from the table.

“So he admits in this book of hs | suppose this sort of thing impresses you,
eh? I've been two years in America, the home of dl this anthropology sort of
muck. I’'ve met madmen who could give points to Lomond. Suppose Hackitt
says he knows The Ringer, who dse is going to identify him?’ he asked,
throwing down the volume.

“You, for one. | understand you tried to arrest him after the Attaman case.”
Blisslooked a him sharply.

“1? 1 never saw the swine. He had his back to me the day | went to pinch him.
| jugt lad my hands on him when — bingo! | was on the ground with four inches
of good knifein me. Who's seen him?’

“Meger?’ suggested Alan.

The other man frowned.

“Meger! Will he ever have a chance of taking? That is what | want to
know!”

It was the second surprise of the morning for Wembury.
“Why shouldn’t he?’
But Inspector Bliss avoided the question.

“I'll bet Meiger never saw him plainly in his life. Too full of dope, for one
thing. The Ringe’'s clever, | hand it to him. | wish to God I'd never Ieft
Washington — | had a soft job there.”

“Y ou don't seem very happy,” smiled the younger man.
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“If you'd been there they’d have kept you there,” snapped the other. “They
wanted me back at the Yard.”

In spite of his annoyance Wembury laughed.

“I like your manners, but | hate your modesty,” he said. “And yet we seem to
have been catching 'em dl right. | haven't noticed very much depresson
amongst the crimina classes since you returned.”

But Bliss was not to be drawn. He was studying the title page of the book in
his hand, and was on the point of making some sarcadtic reference to Dr.
Lomond and his anthropologicd studies when Colone Waford came in and the
two men giffened to attention.

“Sorry, gentlemen, to keep you waiting,” he said chearfully. “Good morning,
Bliss”

“Good morning, Sir.”

“There saletter for you, Sir,” said Wembury.

“Yes” growled Bliss impdtiently. “The Assgant Commissoner can see that
for himsdf.”

“The man who wrote to you from Maidstone is here, Sir,” reported Alan.

“Oh, Hackitt?’

“You don't think he knows The Ringer, do you, dr?’ asked Bliss with a
contemptuous smile.

“Honedtly, | don't. But he comes from Deptford. There's just a remote chance

that he's spesking the truth. Have him up, Wembury — I'll go dong and tell the
Chief Commissoner | am taking theinquiry.”

When he had gone:

“Hackitt!” sad Bliss. “Huh! | remember him. Five — 9x years ago | got him
elghteen months at the London Sessions for housebreaking. A born liar!”

Two minutes laer, in response to Alan's teephoned indructions, the “born
lia” was ushered into the room.

Mr. Samuel Cuthbert Hackitt had the pert manner of the irrepresshble
Cockney. He stood now, in ho wise abashed by the surroundings or awed by the
imponderable menace of Scotland Yard.

Alan Wembury amiled agreeting.

“Hdlo, Mr. Wembury!” sad Sam cheafully. “You're looking bright an
"edlthy.”

He was looking hard a Alan’s companion.

“Y ou remember Mr. Bliss?’

“Bliss?” Sam frowned. “You've changed a hit, ain't yer? Where did yer get
your whiskers from?’

“Y ou shut your ugly mouth,” snagpped Bliss, and Sam grinned.
“That'smore like yer.”
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“Remember where you are, Hackitt,” warned Wembury.
The ex-convict showed hiswhite teeth again.
“I know where | am, sr. Scotland Yard. You don't af do yoursaves well,

don’t you? Where's the grand pianner? Meister’s got one! Look at the flowers —
love aduck, everything the ' eart can desire”

If looks could kill, the scowl on the face of Bliss would have removed one
law bregker from the world. What he might have said is a metter for conjecture
as the Commissioner came back at that moment.

“Good mornin’, dr,” sad Sam affably. “Nice pitch you've got here. All made
out of thieving and murder!”

Colond Waford concedled aamile.

“We have a letter from you when you were in prison, Hackitt.” He opened a
folder and, taking out a sheet of blue note-paper, read:

“‘Dear Sir: This comes hoping to find you well, and dl kind friends at
Scotland Yard—' "

“I didn’t know Blisswas back,” interjected Sam.

“‘There's a lot of tak about The Ringer,” ” continued the Colone, “ ‘down
here — him that was drowned in Audrdia. Dear gr, | can tel you a lot about
him now that he's departed this life, as | once see him though only for a second
and | knew where he lodged' .”

“Isthat true?’

“Yes, dr,” nodded Sam. “1 lodged in the same ' ouse.”

“Oh, then, you know what he looks like?’

“What helooked like,” corrected Sam. “He's dead.”

Colond Wadford shook his head, and the man’'s jaw dropped. Looking a him,
Alan saw his face change colour.

“Not dead? The Ringer dive? Good morning, thank you very much!” He
turned to go.

“What do you know about him?’

“Nottling!” sad Hackitt emphaticdly. “I'll tdl you the truth, sr, without any
madam whatsoever. Nosing on a dead man's one thing,” sad Sam earnedtly;

“nodng on a live Ringer is another, 1 give you my word! | know a bit about The
Ringer — not much, but a bit. And I'm not goin' to tel that bit. And why?

" Madam —telling the tale.
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Because | just come out of ‘gir and Meiger’s give me a job. | want to live
peaceable without any trouble from anybody.”

“Now don't be foolish, Hackitt,” said the Commissoner “If you can hep us
we may be able to help you.”

Sam’'slong lip curled in a sardonic amile.

“If I'm dead, can you help me to get dive?’ he asked sarcadticdly. “I don’t
nose on The Ringer. He' s a bit too hot for me.”

“| don’'t believe you know anything,” sneered Bliss.

“What you believe don’'t interest me,” growled the convict.

“Come on — if you know anything, tel the Commissoner. Wha ae you
afraid of-7’

“What you're afraid of,” snapped Hackitt. “He nearly got you once! Ah! That
don't make you laugh! I'm very sorry; | come up here under what is termed a
misapprehension. Good- bye, everybody.”

He turned to go.

“Here, wait,” said Bliss.

“Let him go — let him go!” The Commissoner waved Sam Hackitt out of
existence.

“He never saw The Ringer,” said Bliss when the man had gone.
Waford shook his head.

“I don't agree. Hiswhole attitude shows that he has. Is Meister here?’
“Yes, 9r — he'sin thewaiting-room,” replied Alan.
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CHAPTER 24

A few seconds later came Maurice Meigter, his debonair sdf, yet not wholly
a his ees=. He drode into the room, examined his wris-watch ogtentatioudy,
and looked from one to the other.

“I think there must be some mistake,” he sad. “I thought | was going to see
the Chief Constable.”

Walford nodded.

“Yes, but unfortunately he' sill; I'm taking his place.”

“I was asked to cdl at eeventhirty; it is now” — he consulted his watch —

“twelve-forty-nine. | have a case to defend a the Greenwich Police Court. God
knows what will happen to the poor devil if I'm not there”

“I am sorry to have kept you waiting,” said Colond Walford coldly. “Take a

As he went to git, putting his stick and hat on the desk, he looked at Bliss.
“Your faceisvagudy familiar,” he sad.

“My name isBliss,” replied the detective.

The eyes of the two men met.

So thiswas Bliss: Maurice averted his eyes from that defiant stare.

“I'm sorry — | thought | knew you.”

He seated himsdf carefully near the desk, placed his hat on the table and
drew off his gloves.

“It is a little unusud, is it not, to summon an officer of the Royd Courts of
Justice to Scotland Yard?’ he asked.

The Assgant Commissone sattled himsdf back in his char: he had dedt
with men far cleverer than Maurice Measer.

“Now, Mr. Meiger, | am going to spesk very frankly — that is why | brought
you here.”

Meister’ s brows met.

“ ‘Brought’ isnot aword | like, Mr.—"

“Waford.”

“Colond Waford,” prompted Alan.

The Colond took up a minute paper and read aline or two.

“Mr. Meder,” he began, “you ae a lawvyer with a lage dlientde in
Deptford?’
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Meister nodded.

“There isn't a thief in South London who doesn't know Mr. Meser of
Flanders Lane. You are famous both as a defender of hopeless cases — and — er
— asaphilanthropist.”

Again Meiger inclined his head as though a a compliment.

“A man commits a burglary and gets away with it. Later he is arrested; none
of the stolen property is found — he is goparently penniless. Yet you not only
defend him persondly in the police court, and through eminent counsd a the
Old Bailey, but during the time the man isin prison you support his relatives.”

“Mere humanity! Am | — am | to be suspect, as it were, because | — | hep
these unfortunate people? 1 will not see the wives and the wretched children
suffer through the faults of their parents,” said Maurice Meger virtuoudy.

Bliss had stepped out of the room. Why, he wondered, in some apprehension.

“Oh, yes, I'm sure of that,” answered the Colond dryly. “Now, Mr. Meger, |
haven't brought you here to ask you about the money that you digtribute from
week to week, or where it comes from. I'm not even going to suggest that
somebody who has access to the prisoner in a professond capecity has learnt
where the proceeds of the robbery are hidden, and has acted as his agent.”

“I am glad you do not say that, Colond.” Meister had recovered his nerve by
now; was his old urbane sdf. There was danger here, deadly, devastating
danger. He had need for a cool head. “If you had sad that, | should have been
extremely—"’

“I'm not inggsing on it, | tel you. The money comes from somewhere
Meder. | am not curious. Sometimes you do not support your clients with
money — you take their rdaives into your employment?’

“I help them in one way or another,” admitted Meiter.

The Colond was eyeing him closdly.

“When a convict has a pretty sder, for example, you find it convenient to
employ her. You have agirl secretary now, aMiss Lenley?’

“Yes.”

“Her brother went to prison for three years on information supplied to the
police — by you!”

Mester shrugged his shoulders.

“It was my duty. In whatever other respect | fal, my duty as a dcitizen is
paramount.”

“Two years ago,” sad Wadford dowly, “she had a predecessor, a girl who
was subsequently found drowned.” He paused, as though waiting for a
response. “Y ou heard me?’

Maurice sighed and nodded.

“Yes, | heard you. It was a tragedy. I've never been so shocked in my life —
never. | don't like even to think about it.”
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“The girl’'s name was Gwenda Milton.” Waford spoke ddiberately. “The
sster of Henry Arthur Milton — otherwise known as— The Ringer!”

There was something in his tone which was ggnificant. Mester looked a the
Colond drangdly.

“The mog brilliant crimind we have in our records — and the most
dangerous.”

Two spots of dull red came into the sdlow face of the lawyer.

“And never caught, Colond — never caught!” he amogst shouted. “Although
the palice knew that he was passng through Paris — knew the time to a minute —
he dipped through ther fingers. All the clever policemen in England and dl the
clever policemen in Audrdia have never caught him.”

He gained control of hisvoice; was his old urbane sdf in an indant.

“I'm not saying anything againg the police As a rae-payer, | an proud of
them — but it wasn't clever to let him dip. | don't mind saying this to you
because you' re new to the business.”

The Commissoner overlooked the implied insolence of this reference to his
recent gppoi ntment.

“He should have been taken, | admit,” he said quietly. “But that is beside the
point. The Ringer left his 9gter in your care. Whether he trusted you with his
money | don't know — he trusted you with his sger.”

“I treated her well,” protested Megter. “Was it my fault that she died? Did |
throw her into the river? Be reasonable, Colond!”

“Why did she end her life?’ asked Walford sternly.

“How should I know? | never dreamt that she was in any kind of trouble. As
God ismy judgel”

The Colond checked him with a gesture.

“And yet you made dl the arrangements for her a the nursang home” he sad
sgnificantly.

Meigter’ s face paled.

“That'salie!”

“It didn't come out at the inquest. Nobody knows but Scotland Yard and —
Henry Arthur Milton!”

Maurice Meister smiled.
“How can he know — he'sdead. He died in Austrdia.”
There was a pause, and then Walford spoke.

“The Ringer is dive — he's here” he said, and Meister came to his feet, white
tothelips.



CHAPTER 25

Maurice Megter faced the Assstant Commissioner with horror in his eyes.

“The Ringer here! Are you serious?’

The Commissoner nodded.

“I repeat — he sdive— he'shere”

“That can't be truel He wouldn't dare come here with a desth sentence
hanging over him. The Ringer! You're trying to scare me — hal hal” He forced a
laugh. “Y our little yoke, Colond.”

“He' s here—I’ve sent for you to warn you.”

“Why warn me?’ demanded Meder. “I never saw him in my life; | don't
even know what he looks like. | knew the girl he used to run around with —an
American girl. She was crazy about him. Where is she? Where she is, heis”

“She' sin London. In this very building at this very moment!”

Meister' s eyes opened wide.

“Here? The Ringer wouldn’'t dare do it!” And then, with sudden violence: “If
you know he€'s in London; why don't you take him? The man's a madman.
What are you for? To protect people — to protect me! Can't you get in touch
with him? Can't you tdl him that | knew nothing about his sster, that | looked
after her and was like a father to her? Wembury, you know that | had nothing to
do with this girl’s desth?’

He turned to Alan.

“I know nothing about it,” said the detective coldly. “The only thing | know
isthat if anything happensto Mary Lenley, I'll-"

“Don’'t you thresten me!” stormed Meister.

“I don’t know what women see in you, Mester! your reputation is foul!”

Meger s lips were trembling.

“Lies, more liesl They tear a man's character to rags, these scum! There have
been women — naurdly. We're men of the world. One isn't an anchorite. The
Ringer!” — he forced a smile. “Pshaw! Somebody has been fooling you! Don't
you think | should have heard? Not a bird moves in Deptford but | know it.
Who has seen him?’

“Meder, I've warned you,” said Waford serioudy as he rang a bell. “From
now on your house will be under our observation. Have bars put on your
windows, don't admit anybody after dark and never leave the house by night
except with a police escort.”



Inspector Bliss camein at that moment.

“Oh, Bliss — | think Mr. Meister may need a little care taken of him — | put
him in your charge. Watch over him like afather.”

The dark eyes of the detective fell upon the lawyer as he rose.

“The day you take him I'll give a thousand pounds to the Police Orphanage,”
sad Meiger.

“We don't want money s0 badly as that. | think that is dl. It is not my
business to pass judgment on any man. It is a dangerous game that you are
playing. Y our professon gives you an advantage over other recelvers-’

It was the one word above dl othersthat Meister hated.

“Receiver! You hardly redlise what you are saying.”

“Indeed | do. Good morning.”

Meister polished his hat on his deeve as he walked to the door.

“You will be sorry for that Statement, Colond. For my own pat, | am

unmoved by your hasty judgment.” He looked a his waich. “Five minutes to
one—"’

He had left behind his waking gick. Bliss picked it up. The handle was
loose, and with atwist he drew out along sted blade.

“Your swordstick, Mr. Meister — you seem to be looking after yoursdf pretty
wdl,” he said with an unholy grin.

Megter shot one baeful ook at him as he went out of the room.

He scarcdy remembered leaving the Chief Congable's office, but waked
down the corridor and into the yard like a man in a dream. It was not possible.
The Ringer back in London! All these stories a which he had scoffed were true.
A terrible miracle had heppened. Henry Arthur Milton was here, in this grest
city, might be this man or that... he found himsdf peering into the faces he met
between the Y ard and the sdewak where his car was parked.

“Is anything wrong, Maurice?” asked Mary axioudy, as she came to meet
him.

“Wrong? His voice was thick, unnaturd; the eyes had a queer, glazed
expression. “Wrong? No, nothing iswrong — why? What can be wrong?’

All the time he was spesking, his head turned nervoudy left and right. Who
was that man watzing towards him, swinging a cane 0 light-heartedly? Might
he not be The Ringer? And tha pedlar, shuffling dong with a tray of matches
and suds before him, an unkempt, grimy, dirty-looking old man — it was such a
disguise as The Ringer would love to adopt. Bliss? Where had he seen Bliss
before? Somewhere... his voice, too, had a familiar sound. He racked his brains
to recdl. Even the chauffeur came under his terrified scrutiny: a burly man with
along upper lip and asnub nose. That could not be The Ringer....

“What is the matter, Maurice?’

Helooked at her vacantly.
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“Oh, Mary!” he said. “Yes, of course, my dear, we ought to be getting home.”

He stumbled past her into the car, dropped on to the padded seet with a little
groan.

“Do you want to go back to Deptford, Maurice?’

“Yes— back to Deptford.”

She gave indructions to the chauffeur and, entering the car after him, closed
the door.

“Was it something awful, Maurice?’

“No, my dear.” He roused himsdf with a sart. “Awful?... No, a lie, that's
al! Tried to scare me... tried to scare Maurice Megter!” His laugh was thin and
cracked and wholly unnaturd. “They thought it would rattle me. You know
what these police commissoners are... jumped up army officers who have been
jobbed into a soft billet, and have to pretend they understand police work to
keepit!”

His face changed.

“That man Bliss was there — the fdlow you told me about. | can’'t quite place
him, Mary. Did your — did Wembury tdll you anything about him?’

She shook her head.

“No, Maurice, | only know what | told you.”

“Bliss” he muttered. “I’ve never seen a detective with a beard before. They
used to wear them years ago: it was quite the ordinary thing; but nowadays
they’re clean-shaven... he comes from America, too. Did you see Hackitt?’

She nodded.
“He came out about ten minutes before you and got on atram.”
He heaved a deep and troubled sigh.

“I wish I'd seen him. I'd like to know what they asked him about. Of course |
know now: they brought him there for an dtogether different reason. They're
dy, these fellows; you never know what they’re after. The truth isn’'t in them!”

He was feding in his pocket for the little cushion-shaped gold box, and Mary
pretended not to see. She had guessed the nature of the stimulant which
Maurice took at frequent intervals, and of late he had made no disguise of his
weekness. He snuffled a a pinch of white, glittering powder, dusted his face
with a handkerchief, and a few seconds later was laughing at himself — another
man. She had often wondered a the efficacy of the drug, not redisng that
every week he had to increase the dose to produce the desired effect, and that
one day he would be a cringing, crawling dave to the glittering white powder
which he now regarded as his servant.

“Wembury threatened me, by gad!” His tone had changed: he was now his
pompous saf. “A wretched hirding police officer threstened me, an officer of
the High Court of Justice!”

“Surely not, Maurice? Alan threatened you?’
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He nodded solemnly, and was about to tell her the nature of the threat when
he thought better of it. Even in his present mood of exdtation he had no desre
to raise the subject of Gwenda Milton.

“I took no notice, of course. One is used to dealing with that kind of creature.
By the way, Mary, | have made inquiries and I've discovered that Johnny was
not involved in the prison riot.”

She was 0 grateful for this news, that she did not for one moment question
its authenticity. Mary did not know that Scotland Yard was as ignorant of what
happened in the prison as the Agriculturd and Fisheries Board. But when he
was under the influence of the drug, Maurice lied for the pleasure of lying: it
was symptomatic of the disease.

“No, he was not in any way connected with the trouble. It was a man named —
| forget the name, but it doesn't matter — who was the ringleader. And, my dear,
I’ve been thinking over that burglary a your house” He hdf-turned to face her;
the drug had transformed him: he was the old loquacious, debonar and
care-free Meger she knew. “You can't stay any longer at Mapas Mansons. |
will nat dlow it. Johnny would never forgive meif anything hgppened to you.”

“But where can | go, Maurice?’

He amiled.

“You're coming to my house. I'll have that room put in order and the lights
seen to. You can have amaid to look after you...”
She was shaking her head aready.

“That is impossble” she sad quietly. “I am not & al nervous about the
burglary, and | am quite sure that nobody intended harming me. | shdl day at
Malpas Mangons, and if | get too nervous | shdl go into lodgings”

“My dear Mary!” he expostulated.

“I'm determined on that, Maurice” she said, and he was a picture of
resgnation.

“As you wish. Naturdly, | would not suggest that you should come to a
bachelor's edablishment without rearanging my housséhold to the new
conditions, but if you're st agang honouring my little hovd, by dl means do
asyou wish.”

As they approached New Cross he woke from the reverie into which he had
falen and asked:

“1 wonder who ison the rack at this moment?”’

She could not undergand what he meant for a moment.
“You mean a Scotland Yard?’

He nodded.

“Id give a lot of money,” he said dowly, “to know just what is hgppening in
Room C2 a this very second, and who is the unfortunate soul facing the
inquigtors.”
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CHAPTER 26

Dr. Lomond could neither be described as an unfortunate soul, nor the genid
Assgant Commissoner as an inquistor. Colond Waford for the moment was
being very informative, and the old doctor ligened, rolling one of his
interminable cigarettes, and apparently not particularly interested in the recitd.

Lomond was possessed of many agreesble qudlities, and he had the dour
humour of his race. Alet and quick-witted, he displayed the confidence and
assurance of one who was so much master of his own particular subject that he
could afford to mock himsdf and his science. His attitude towards the
Commissioner was respectful only so far as it implied the deference due to an
older man, but an equd.

He paused at the door.
“I'll not bein theway, will 17’
“Come dong in, doctor,” smiled the Commissioner.

“Poor old Prideaux!” he shook his head sadly. “Man, it's on my conscience
sending a man to be hanged in the suburbs There was a dignity about Newgeate
and an higorica vaue to being hanged a Tyburn. | wish | didn’'t know so much
about criminology. Have ye ever noticed Wembury's ears, Sr?° He exhibited
these gppendages of the embarrassed Wembury in the manner of a showman.
“A tee-picd crimind ear! In conjunction with the prognathic process of the jaw
uggests arabid homicide! Have ye ever committed a murder?”’

“Not yet,” growled Alan.

Lomond finished rolling his cigarette, and the Commissoner, who had been
waiting patiently for this operation to be concluded, spoke:

“I wanted to have alittle chat with you, doctor.”

“About awoman,” said Lomond, without looking up.

“How the devil did you guessthat?’ asked the surprised Walford.

“l didn't guess; | knew. You see, you're a broadcaster — most people are. And
I'm terribly receptive. Telepathic. It's one of the animd things left in me”

Bliss was weatching, hislipslifted in derison.

“Anima? he growled. “I dways thought telepathy was one of the signs of
intellect. That'swhat they say in America”

“They say so many things in America that they don't mean. Tdepathy is just
animd inginct which has been smothered under reason. What would you have
me do for the lady?’



“I want you to find out something about her husband,” said Waford, and the
doctor’s eyes twinkled.

“Would she know? Do wives know anything about their husbands?’

“I'm not so sure that he is her husband,” said Bliss.

The old man chuckled.

“Ahl Then she would! She'd know fine if he was somebody else's husband.
Who is she?’

The Commissioner turned to Wembury.

“What is her red name?’

“Cora Ann Milton— she was born Cora Ann Barford.”

Lomond looked up suddenly.

“Barford — Cora Ann? Cora Ann! That’ s a coincidence!”

“Why?’

“l was hearing a lot about a Cora Ann, a few months ago,” said the doctor,
lighting hislimp cigarette.

“You don't want me, dr?’ sad Bliss. “I’ve got some red work to do!” He

walked to the door. “Doctor, here's a job after your own heart. A man with your
wisdom ought to catch him in aweek.”

“I ignore that,” said the doctor, smoking placidly, and the sound of his
chuckle pursued Bliss down the corridor.

And now Lomond was to hear the police story of The Ringer. The
Commissioner opened adosser.

“The higory of this man is a most peculiar one, and will interes you as an
anthropologist. In the first place, he has never been in our hands. The man is an
assassin. So far as we know, he has never gained a penny by any of the murders
of which we suspect him. We know amog for certain that during the war he
was an officer in the Hying Corps — a solitary man with only one friend, a lad
who was afterwards shot on an ill-founded charge of cowardice made by his
colond — Chaffais-Wisman. Three months after the wa ended
Chafferis-Wisman was killed. We suspect, indeed we are certain, the murderer
was The Ringer, who had dissppeared immediady after the Armistice was
ggned — didn’t even wait to draw his gratuity.”

“He was no Scotsman,” interjected Lomond.

“He had refused the D.S.O. — every decoration that was offered to him,”
Wadford went on. “He was never photographed in any of the regimenta groups.
We have only one drawing of him, made by a seward on a boat plying between
Seettle and Vancouver. It was on this boat that Milton was married.”

“Married?’
Waford explained.
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“There was a girl on the ship, a fugitive from American judice; she had shot
a man who had insulted her in some low-down dance hdl in Sedttle. She must
have confided in Milton that she would be arrested on her ariva in Vancouver,
for he persuaded a parson on board to marry them. She became a British subject
and defeated the extradition law,” he continued. “ It was a foolish, quixotic
thing to do.”

Lomond's eyes twinkled.

“Ah, then, he must be a Scotsman. He sredlly aterror, en?’

“If people knew this man was in England, there would be trouble,” said the
Colond. “He certainly killed old Oberzhon, who ran a South American agency
of a very unpleasant character. He killed Attaman, the moneylender. Mester, by
the way, was in the house when the murder was committed. There has been
method in every killing. He left his Sgter in Meister’s charge when he had to fly
the country over the Attaman affar. He did not know that Meister was giving
us information about his movements. And, of course, Meister being the brute he
is...” He shrugged.

“The Ringer knows?’ Lomond moved his chair nearer to the desk. “Come
that' s interesting.”

“We know he was in Audrdia eight months ago. Our information is thet he is
now in England — and if he is, he has come back with only one object: to settle
with Meder in his own peculiar way. Meiser was his solicitor — he was dways
running around with Gwenda Milton.”

“You say you have a picture of him?’

The Commissioner handed a pencil sketch to Lomond, and the doctor gasped.

“You'rejoking —why — | know this man!”

“What!” increduloudy.

“I know hisfunny little beard, emaciated face, rather nice eyes— good Lord!”

“Y ou know him — surely not?” said Wembury.

“I don't say | know him, but | have met him.”

“Where — in London?’

Lomond shook his head:

“No. | met this fellow in Port Said about eight months ago. | stepped off there
on my way back from Bombay. | was saying at one of the hotels, when | heard
that there was a poor European who was very dsick in some filthy caravansera
in the native quarter. Naturdly | went over and saw him — the type of cresture
who pigs with natives interests me. And there | found a very sck man; in fact, |
thought he was going to peg out.” He tapped the picture. “And it was this
gentleman!”

“Areyou certain?’ asked Walford.

“No man with a scientific mind can be cetan of anything. He had come
ashore from an Audtrdian ship—"
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“That’s our man, sir!” exclamed Wembury.

“Did he recover?’

“I don't know.” Lomond was dubious. “He was ddlirious when | saw him.
That is where | heard the names ‘Cora Ann'. | saw him twice. The third time |
cdled, the old lady who ran the show told me that he had wandered out in the
night — the Lord knows what happened to him; probably he fdl into the Suez
Cand and was poisoned. Would he be The Ringer? No, it’s not possible!”

The Commissioner looked &t the sketch again.

“It dmost seems like it. I've an idea that he is not dead. Now you may be

useful, doctor. If there is one person who knows where The Ringer is to be
found, it is Mrs. Milton.”

“CoraAnn. Yes?

“Doctor, 1 was more than impressed by your examination of Prideaux. | want
you to try your hand on this woman. Bring her up, ingpector.”

When the door closed on Wembury he drew another paper from the folder.

“Here are the ascertainable facts about her movements. She returned to this
country on a British passport three weeks ago. Sheis staying at the Marlton.”

Lomond adjusted his glasses and read.

“She came overland from Genoa — British passport, you say. Is she —er —
married?’

“Oh, theré's no doubt about that; he married her on the boat, but they were
only aweek together.”

“A wek? Ah, then she may 4ill be in love with him,” sad the cynicd
Lomond. “If my Egyptian friend is The Ringer, | know quite a lot about this
woman. He was rather takative in his ddirium, and I’'m beginning to remember
some of the things he told me. Now, let me think! Cora Ann...” He turned
suddenly. “Orchiddl... I've got it!”
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CHAPTER 27

It was at that moment that Cora Ann was ushered in. She was brightly and
expensvely dressed, and for a moment she stood looking from one to the other,
poising the cigarette she held between her gloved fingers.

“Good morning, Mrs. Milton.” The Commissioner rose. “l asked you to come
because | rather wanted my friend here to have alittle talk with you.”

Cora scarcely looked at the shabby doctor: her attention was for the moment
concentrated on the military-looking Commissioner.

“Why, isn't that nicel” she drawled. “I'm just crazy to tak to somebody.”
She smiled round a Wembury. “What's the best show in London, anyway? I've
seen most of "em in New York, but it was such along time ago—"

“The best show in London, Mrs. Milton,” said Lomond, “is Scotland Yard!
Meodrama without music, and you are the leading lady.”

She looked at him for the first time.
“lan’'t that cute! What am | leading?’ she asked.

“Me, for the moment,” said the cheaful Scot. “You haven't seen much of
London lady, Mrs. Milton — it is Mrs. Milton, isn't it?’

She nodded.

“Y ou’ ve been abroad, haven't you?’

“I certainly have — dl abroad!” shereplied dowly.
Lomond' s voice was very bland.

“And how did you leave your hushand?’ he asked.
Shewas not smiling now.

“Say, Wembury, who isthisfellow?’ she demanded.
“Doctor Lomond, police surgeon, ‘R’ divison.”

The news was reassuring. There was a note of amusement in her voice when
shereplied.

“You don't say? Why, you know, doctor, that | haven't seen my husband in
years, and I'll never see him again. | thought everybody had read that in the
newspapers. Poor Arthur was drowned in Sydney Harbour.”

Dr. Lomond's lips twitched and he nodded &t the gaily ttired girl.
“Redlly? | noticed that you were in mourning.”

She was baffled: something of her sdlf-confidence left her.

“Why, that’s not the line of talk | like,” she said.
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“It's the only line of tak | have” He was amiling now. “Mrs. Milton, to
revert to avery painful subject—"

“If it hurts you, don't talk about it.”

“Your husband left this country hurriedly threg’ — he turned to Wembury —
“or wasit four years ago. When did you see him last?’

Cora Ann was coolness itsdf. She did not answer the question. Here was a
man not to be despised. A crafty, shrewd man of affairs, knowledge in the degps
of his grey-blue twinkling eyes.

“You were in Sydney three months after he reached there” Lomond
continued, consulting the paper which Waford had given him. “You caled
yoursef Mrs. Jackson, and you registered at the Harbour Hotel. You had suite

No. 36, and whil¢ you were there you were in communication with your
husband.”

The corners of her mouth twigted in a smile. Cord's sarcasm was a tantalisng
thing.

“Ian’'t that clever! Suite No. 36 and everything! Just like a red little deuth!”
Then, deliberatdy: “I never saw him, | tdll you.”

But Lomond was not to be put off.

“You never saw him; | guess that. He tdlephoned. You asked him to meet you
— or didn't you? I’'m not quite sure” He paused, but Cora Ann did not answer.
“You don't want to tell me, eh? He was scared that there was somebody trailing
you — scared that you might lead the police to him.”

“Scared!” she repeated scornfully. “Where did you get that word? Nothing
would scare Arthur Milton — anyway, he's dead!”

“And now has nothing to be scared about — if he was a Presbyterian;” said
Lomond — it was Lomond a his pawkiest. “Let’s bring him to life, shdl we?’
He snapped his fingers. “Come up, Henry Arthur Milton, who left Mebourne
on the seamship Themistocles on the anniversary of his wedding — and left with
another woman.”

Up to this moment Cora Ann had remained cool, but & the mention of the
name of the ship she diffened, and a his last words she came to her feet in a
fury.

“That’'s a lied There never was another woman.” Recovering hersdf, she
laughed. “Aw, ligen! You put a raw one over therel I'm a fool to get sore with
you! | don't know anything, that's dl. You've got nothing on me — | needn’t
answver a dngle question. | know the law; there's no third degree in England,
don’t forget it. I'm going.”

She moved towards the door, Wembury waiting to open it, his hand upon the
knob.

“Open the door for Mrs. Milton,” said Lomond, and added innocently: ‘It is
Mrs. Milton, isn't it?”
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She flung round & this.

“What do you mean?’

“I thought it might be one of those artistic marriages that are so popular with
the leisured classes,” suggested Lomond, and she walked dowly back to him.

“You may be a hell of a bg doctor,” she sad, a little breathlesdy, “but your
diagnosisisal wrong!”

“Redlly — married and everything?’ Scepticism wasin hisvoice,

She nodded.

“Firgt on the ship by a parson, and that's legal, and then a . Paul’s Church,
Deptford, to make sure. Deptford is a kind of home town to me. Next to an
ash-pit 1 don’'t know any place I'd hate worse to be found dead in. Folks over
home tak about Limehouse and Whitechapd — they're garden cities compared
with that hell-shoot! But | was married there by a red reverend gentleman.
There was nothing artistic about it — except my trousseaul!”

“Married, eh? The old Scot’s voice spoke his doubts. “Liars and married
men have very short memories— he forgot to send you your favourite orchids.”

She turned suddenly in a cold fury — a fury which had grown out of her
increesing fear of thisold man.

“What do you mean?’ she asked again.

“He adways sent you orchids on the anniversary of your wedding,” sad
Lomond carefully, and never once did his eyes leave hers. “Even when he was
hiding in Audrdia he in one town, you in another — when he was being
watched for, and you were shadowed, he sent you flowers. But this year he
didn’t. | suppose he forgot, or possibly he had other use for orchids?

She came nearer to him, amost incoherent in her rage.

“You think so!” She dmogt spat the words. “That's the kind of thought a man
like you would havel Can't get that bug out of your head, can you? Ancther
woman! Arthur thought of nobody but me — the only thing that hurt him was
that | couldn’t be with him. That's what! He risked everything just to see me —
just to see me. | must have met him on Collins Street but didn't know him — he
took the chance of the gallows just to stand there and see me pass.”

“And wel worth the risk. S he was in Mdbourne when you were there — but
he did not send you your orchids?’

Sheflung out her hand impatiently.

“Orchids What do | want with orchids? | knew when they didn't come—" She
stopped suddenly.

“That he had left Audrdia” accused Lomond. “That is why you came away
in such ahurry. I'm beginning to believe that you are in love with him!”

“Was |7’ she laughed. “1 kind of like him,” Cora took up her bag. “Well, tha
isabout dl, | guess.”

She nodded to the Colond and walked a step nearer the door.
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“You're not going to arrest me or anything?’

“You are a liberty to go out, when you wish, Mrs. Milton,” said Waford.

“Finel” said Cora Ann, and made alittle curtsy. “Good morning, everybody.”

“Love is blind” The hateful voice of the inquistor arrested her. “You met
him and didn't recognise him! You want us to believe that he was s0 well
disguised that he could venture abroad in Collins Street in daylight — oh no,
Cora Ann, that won't do!”

She was very near the end of her control. Rage shook her as she turned back
to her tormentor.

“On Callins Street? HEd walk on Regent Street — in daylight or moonlight.
Dae? If he fdt that way, he’'d come right here to Scotland Yard — into the lions
den, and never turn a har. That's the fool thing he would do. You could guard
every entrance and he'd get in and get out! You laugh — laugh, go on, laugh, but
he ddoit—heddoit—"

Bliss had come into the room.

Looking past the doctor, she might see him. Alan Wembury did not follow

the direction of her eyes — only he saw her face go white, saw her sway and
caught her in hisams as shefdll.
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CHAPTER 28

No woman is whally sant, or, in this enlightened age, innocent of the evil
which rubs dbows with men and women dike in everyday life May Lenley
had passed through al the stages of understanding where Maurice Meister was
concerned, beginning with the absolute trus which was a legacy of her
childhood, and progressing by a series of minor shocks to a clearer gppreciation
of the man as he redly was, and not as she in her childish enthusasm, had
pictured him. And with this understanding ran a nice baance of judgment. She
was neither horrified nor distressed when there dawned upon her mind the true
sgnificance of Gwenda Milton's fate. Nobody spoke to her plainly of tha
unhappy girl. She had peforce to piece together from extringc evidence, the
srgps of information so grudgingly given, and fill in the gaps from her
imagination.

It was a curious fact that she did not regard hersdf as being in any danger
from Maurice. They had been such good friends, ther earlier reationships had
been s0 peculialy intimate that never once did she suspect that the pulse of
Maurice Meigter quickened a the sight of her. His offer to place the suite
updtairs a her disposa, she had regarded merely as an act of kindness on his
part, which, had it been consdered, he would have made, and her own refusa
was largely based upon her love of independence and a distaste for accepting a
hospitdity which might prove irksome, and in the end, unworkable. Behind it
al, was the indinctive didike of the woman to place hersdf under too deep an
obligation to a man. Two days &fter the interview a Scotland Yard, she came
one morning to find the house filled with workmen who were fitting a new sash
to the large window overlooking the leads.

“Putting some bars up a the window, miss” sad one of the workmen. “I
hope we' re not going to make too much noise for you.”

Mary smiled.

“If you do I'll take my work into another room,” she said.

Why bars a the window? The neighbourhood was an unsavoury one, but
never once had Mr. Meister been subjected to the indignity of harbouring an
uninvited guest in the shape of a burglar. There was precious little to lose, so far
as she could see, though Mr. Meger's slver was of the finest. Hackitt was
never tired of talking about the Slver; it fascinated him.

“Every time | polish that milk jug, miss, | get nine months,” her told her, and
the mention of imprisonment brought her mind back to Scotland Y ard.

“Yes miss” sad Sam, “I saw the Chief Commissoner — it's funny how these
coppers can never find anything out, without applying to uslagd”
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“What did he want to see you about, Hackitt?’

“Wdl, miss’ — Sam hestated — “it was about a friend of mine, a gentleman |
used to know.”

He would tell her nothing but this. She was intrigued. She asked Meider a
the firs opportunity what the ex-convict had meant, and he aso evaded the
question.

“It would be wise, my dear, if you did not discuss anything with Hackitt,” he
sad. “The man is a liar and wholly unscrupulous. There's nothing he wouldn't
say to make allittle bit of a scare. Have you heard from Johnny?’

She shook her head. A letter had been due that morning but it had not arrived,
and she was unaccountably disappointed.

“Why are you putting these bars up, Maurice?’

“To keep out bad characters” he sad flippantly. “I prefer that they should
come through the door.”

The little jest amused him. His generd manner suggested that he had had
recourse to his old system of gimulation.

“It's terribly londy here a night,” he went on. “I wonder if you redise how
londy aman | am, Mary?’

“Why don’'t you go out more?’ she suggested.

He shook his head.

“Tha is the one thing | don't want to do — just now,” he answered. “I
wouldn't mind so much if | could get somebody to stay later. In fact, my dear
Mary, | won't beat about the bush, but | should be very greatly obliged to you if
you would spend afew of your evenings here”

He probably anticipated the answer he received.

“I'm sorry, Maurice, but | don't wish to,” she sad. “That sounds very
ungrateful, 1 know, after dl you have done for me, but can't you see how
impossbleitis?’

He was looking a her steadily from under his lowered lids, and apparently
did not accept her refusd in the light of a rebuff.

“Won't you come to supper one night and try me? | will play you the most
gorgeous sonata that composer ever dreamt! It bores me to play to mysdf,” he
went on, forestaling her reply. “Don’t you think you could be very sociable and
come up one evening?’

There was redly no reason why she should not, and she hesitated.

“I'll think about it,” she said.

That afternoon an unusud case came to Mr. Meder, the case of a drunken
motoris who was arrested whilst he was driving a car, and she was preparing to
go home tha night when Mr. Meder came hurrying in from a vidt to the
unfortunate.
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“Don't go yet, Mary,” he said. “I have a letter | want to write to Dr. Lomond
about this wretched prisoner. Lomond has certified him as being drunk, but |
am getting his own doctor down, and | want this old Scotsman to be present at
the examination.”

He dictated the |etter, which she typed and brought to him for his sgnature.

“How can | get this to Lomond's house?’ he asked, and looked up at her. “I
wonder if you would mind taking it? It is on your way — he has lodgings in
Shardel oes Road.”

“I'll take it with pleasure” said Mary with a amile. “I am anxious to meet the
doctor again.”

“Agan? When did you see him las?’" he asked quickly.

She told him of the little conversation they had had outsde Scotland Yard.
Meigter pinched hislip.

“Hes a drewd old devil,” he sad thoughtfully. “I'm not so sure that he
hasn't more brains than the whole of Scotland Yard together. Give him your
brighte smile, Mary: | paticulaly want to get this man off a very serious
charge. Heisavery rich stockbroker who lives at Blackheeth.”

Mary wondered, as she left the house, what effect her bright smile might have
in dtering the diagnogs the doctor had made; she very rightly surmised that the
police surgeon was not the type of man who was susceptible to outsde
influence.

Dr. Lomond's rooms were in a dull little house in a rather dull little road, and
the landlady who answered her knock seemed to have taken complete control of
the doctor’ s wellbeing.

“He sonly just comein, miss, and | don’t think he'll see you.”

But May indsted, giving her name, and the woman went away, to return
immediately to usher her into a very Victorian parlour, where, on the most
uncomfortable of horsehair chairs, sat the doctor, an open book on his knees
and apair of stedrimmed pince-nez gripped to the end of his nose.

“Wdl, well, my dear,” he said, as he closed the book and came cautioudy to
hisfeet. “What is your trouble?’

She handed him the letter and he opened it and read, keeping up a long string
of comment in an undertone, which she supposed was not intended to reach her.

“Ah... from Meder... the dimy scoundrd... About the drunk... | thought
50! Drunk he was and drunk he is, and dl the great doctors of Harley Street will
no’ make him sober... Verrawel, verrawe|!”

He folded the letter, put it in his pocket and beamed over his glasses at the
girl.

“He' s made amessenger of ye, hashe? Will yeno' st down, Miss Lenley?’

“Thark you, doctor,” she sad, “1 am due a my flat in afew minutes”

“Areye now? And ye d be awise young leddy if ye remained in your flat.”
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What made her tell the doctor, she did not know: before she redised what she
was saying, she was hdf-way through the story of her burglary.

“Ingpector Bliss?” he mused. “He was the man — yes, | heard of it. Alan
Wembury told me. That's a nice boy, Miss Lenley,” he added, looking a her
shrewdly. “I'll tdl you something. You wonder why Bliss went into your flat? |
don't know, | can't tell you with any accuracy, but I'm a psychologist, and |
baance sane probabilities againgt eccentric impulses. That's Greek to you and
amogt Greek to me too, Miss Lenley. Bliss went into your room because he
thought you had something thet he wanted very much; and when a police
officer wants something very much, he takes unusud risks. You missed
nothing?’

She shook her head.

“Nothing except a letter which didn't belong to me. It was left in my place by
Mrs. Milton. | found it and put it in the drawer. That was the only thing taken.”

He rubbed his stubbly chin.

“Would Inspector Bliss know it was there? And if he knew it was there,
would he think it worth while risking his neck to get it? And if he got it, what
would he discover?’

Lomond shook his head.
“It' saqueer little mystery which you've got dl to yoursdlf, young leddy.”
He waked out into the passage with her and stood in his carpeted feet on the

top gep, waving her farewel, a limp cigarette drooping from under the white
moustache.
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CHAPTER 29

One unplessant change had come over Maurice Meger since his vigt to
Scotland Yard: he was drinking heavily; the brandy bottle was never fa away
from his table. He looked old and ill in the mornings did what he had never
done before — wandered into his big room soon after breskfast, and, Stting
down at the piano, played for hours on end, to her great didtraction. Yet he
played beautifully, with the touch of a master and the interpretetion of one
ingpired. Sometimes she thought that the more dazed he was, the better he
played. He used to St a the piano, his eyes dtaring into vacancy, gpparently
seaing and hearing nothing. Hackitt used to come into the room and watch him
with a contemptuous grin, speeking to him sometimes, wel assured that the
mind of Meger was a million years avay. Even May had to wat by him
petiently for long periods before she could obtan any intdligible answer to her
questions.

He was afrad of things, jumped a the dightest sound, was reduced to a
quivering panic by an unexpected knock on his door. Hackitt, who was deeping
in the house, had dark dtories to hint a as to what happened in the night. Once
he came and found Maurice's table littered with brandy bottles, adl empty save
one. Two days after the workmen had left the house, Alan Wembury, dozing in
the charge room a Handers Lane, waiting for the arriva of a prisoner whom he
had sent his men to “pull in”, heard the telephone bell ring and the exchange
between the desk sergeant and somebody at the other end of theline.

“For you, Mr. Wembury,” sad the sergeant, and Alan, shaking himsdf
awake, took the instrument from his subordinate' s hand.

It was Hackitt at the other end, and his voice was shrill with apprehengion.

“...1 don't know what's the matter with him. Hes been rasn’ hdl snce
three o'clock this morning. Can't you bring a doctor adong to see him, Mr.
Wembury?’

“What isthe matter with him?’ asked Alan.

The scared man a the other end would not vouchsafe an opinion.

“l don't know — he's locked up in his bedroom and he's been shoutin’ an’
screamin’ like alunatic.”

“I'lll come dong,” sad Alan, and hung up the ’'phone, as Dr. Lomond
appeared from the cdlls.

This was the second time he had been cdled that night to ded with a case of
delirium, and his presence at the police dtation at that hour of the morning was
very providentid. In afew words Alan retailed Hackitt’ s report.
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“Drink it may be, dope it certainly is” sad Dr. Lomond, pulling on his cotton
gloves ddiberatdy. “I’ll go dong with ye. Maybe I'll save an inquest!”

But Alan was hdf-way out of the station-house by now, and Dr. Lomond had
to run to overtake him.

In a quarter of an hour Wembury was pressng the bdl in the black door. It
was opened immediately by Hackitt, dressed in shirt and trousers, his teeth
chattering, alook of genuine concern on hisface.

“This is a new gunt, isT't it, Sam?’ asked Wembury sernly. “Ringing up the
police dation for the divisona surgeon? Why didn't you send for Meder's
own doctor?’

Hackitt thought that this was a foolish question but did not say so.

“I didn't know who his doctor was, and he's been shouting blue murder — |
didn’t know what to do with him.”

“I’ll step up and see him,” said Lomond. “Where is his room?’

Going to adoor, Sam opened it.

“Up here, ar.”

Lomond looked up and presently the sound of his footsteps treading the dtairs
grew fanter.

“You were afrad youd be suspected if he died, en? asked Wembury.
“That’ sthe worst of having a bad record, Hackitt.”

He picked up a dlver saver from the table — Meger had surprisingly good
slver. Sam was an interested spectator.

“That's heavy, an't it? sad Sam with professond interest. “That'd <l
well. What would | get for that?”’

“About three years,” said Alan coldly, and Mr. Hackitt closed his eyes.

Presently he remembered that he had a communication to make.

“'Ere, Mr. Wembury, what’s Blissdoin’ on your manor?””

“Bliss? Areyou sure, Sam?’

“I couldn't make any mistake about a mug like that,” said Sam. “He's been
hanging about since I’ ve been here.”

“Why?’

“I don't know,” confessed the ex-convict. “l found him hiding updars
yesterday.”

“Mr. Bliss?” To say that Wembury was surprised is to describe his emotions
mildly.

“| said to him “What are you doin’ up here? ” said Sam impressvely.

Wembury shook his head.

“You'relying,” hesad.

" Manor — district.
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“All right,” retorted the, disgusted Sam. “All you fellers hang together.”
The feet of Lomond sounded on the stairs, and presently he camein.
“Ishe dl right, doctor?’ asked Wembury.

“Meger? O, Lord, yes. What a lad! Meger? Good old English family that.
Nearly came over with the Conqueror — only the Conqueror lost the war.”

Lomond smelt at the decanter that was on the table, and Wembury nodded.

“That' sthe poison thet iskilling him.”

Lomond sniffed again.

“It's no' poison, it's Scotch! It's the best way of poisoning yoursaf | know.
No!” — he took a pinch of snuff from an imaginary box. “Cocaine, Wembury —
that’ sthe stuff that's settling Meigter.”

He looked round the room.

“Thisisaqueer kind of office, Wembury.”

“Yes” sad Alan soberly, “and some queer things have happened in this
room, | should imagine. Have they put the window bars in? he asked,
addressing Sam, and the man nodded.

“Yes, d9r. What arethey for?’

“To keep The Ringer out!”

Sam Hackitt’ s face was a study.

“The Ringer!” he gasped. “That's what they’re for? Herel I'm through with
this job! | wondered why he had the bars put in and why he wanted me to deep
on the premises.”

“Oh — you're afraid of The Ringer, are you?' Lomond asked, nterested, and
Wembury intervened.

“Don’t beafoal, Hackitt. They're dl scared of The Ringer.”

“I wouldn't stay here a nights for a hundred thousand pounds” said Sam
fervently, and the doctor sniffed.

“It seems a fearful lot of money for a very doubtful service” was his dry
comment. “I’d like you to go away for awhile, Mr. Hackitt.”

He himsdlf closed the door on the perturbed Sam.

“Come up and look & Meger,” he said, and Alan followed the dow-moving
doctor up the dairs.

“He sdivedl right,” said Lomond, standing in the doorway.

Meger lay on his tumbled bed, breathing stertoroudy, his face purple, his
hands clutching a the slken coverlet.

A commonplace sordid ending to what promised to be high tragedy, thought
Alan.

And a tha moment something gripped his heart, as though an indinctive
voice whispered tremendoudy that in this end to his fird scae was the
beginning of the drama which would involve not only Maurice Meger, but the
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gil who was to him something more than the little carriage child who passed
and who swung on the gate of his father’s cottage, something more than the
sger of the man he had arested, something more than he dared confess to
himsdif.
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CHAPTER 30

Once or twice during the hour of strenuous work which followed, he heard
Sam Hackitt's gedthy feet on the dairs, and once caught a glimpse of him as
he disappeared in a hurry. When he came down it was nearly seven o'clock.
Sam, very busnesdike in his green baize goron, with a pal of water and a
wash-legther in his hand, was indudgtrioudy cleaning the windows, somewhat
hampered by the bars.

“How ishe, sr?’ he asked.

Alan did not reply. He was a the mysterious door, the bolted door that was
never opened and led to nowhere.

“Where does this door lead?’

Sam Hackitt shook his head. It was a question that had puzzled him, and he
had promised himsdf the pleasure of an inspection the fird time he was left
aonein the house.

“l don't know; I've never seen it open. Maybe it's where he keeps his money.
That fellow must be worth millions, Wembury.”

Alan pulled up the bolts, and tried the door again. It was locked, and he
looked round.

“Isthere akey to this?’

Sam hestated. He had the thief’s natura desire to appear in the light of a
fool.

“Yes, there is a key,” he sad at lagt, his anxiety for information overcoming
his inclination towards a reputation for innocence. “It's hanging up over the
mantelpiece. | happen to know because-"’

“Because you've tried it,” said Alan, and Sam protested so violently that he
guessed that whatever plan he may have formed had not yet been put into
execution.

Alan waked to the door leading to the room above and listened: he thought
he heard Meiger taking. By the time Lomond returned, Alan Wembury was
growing a little weary of a vigil which he knew was unnecessary. If he had
admitted the truth to himsdf, he was waiting to see Mary Lenley.

Lomond worried him a litle. This enthusasic amateur in crime detection
seemed to have come under the fascinaing influence of Cora Ann. He had seen
them together twice and had remonstrated.

“She' s a dangerous woman, doctor.”
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“And I'm a fearfully dangerous man,” sad Lomond. “I like her — I'm sorry
for the poor wee thing. That is my pet vice — being sorry for women.”

“Mind that you aren't sorry for yourself some day!” sad Wembury quietly,
and the doctor chuckled.

“Eh? What is that? A warning to young lads?’ he asked, and changed the
subject.

Wembury was standing outside the house when the police surgeon returned.

“I'll go up and see this poor laddie,” he sid sardonicdly. “Are ye waiting for
somebody?’

“Yes — no. I’'m waiting for one of my men,” said Alan, and the doctor grinned
to himsdf — he had a last succeeded in making a police officer blush.

Meger was dozing when he looked in a& him, and he came downdairs to
ingpect again the room which was both office and drawing-room of Meister’'s
establishment.

Sam camein and watched the doctor’ s ingpection with interest.

“I saw Wembury outsde” he sad, with the easy familiarity of his class “I
suppose he’ swaliting to see Miss Lenley.”

The doctor looked round.

“Who isMiss Lenley?*

“Oh, she' sthe typewriter,” said Sam, and the doctor’ s eyebrows rose.

“Typewriter? They have a sex, have they? What a pretty ideal” He lifted the
cover of the machine. “What' sthat one — mae or femae?’

“I'm taking about the young lady, sr — the lady who works it,” sad the
patient Sam.

“Oh, thetypist? Who is she?’

Lomond was interested.

“Oh, yes! She' sthe sster of the man in prison, isn't she?’

“Yes, sr—Johnny Lenley. Got three for pinchin’ a pearl necklace.”

“A thief, en?” He waked over to the piano and opened it.

“A gentleman thief,” explained Sam.

“Does she play this?” The doctor struck akey softly.

“No, sir —him.”

“Meigter?’ Lomond frowned. “Oh, so I’ ve heard!”

“When he's dl dopy,” explaned Sam. “Can't hear nothing! Can't see
nothing. He gives me the cregps sometimes.”

“Musical. That's bad.”

“He plays dl right,” said Sam with fine contempt for the dasscs “I like a bit
of musc mysdf, but the things he plays=" He gave a horrible imitation of
Chopin’s Nocturne — “Lummy, gives you the fair hump!”
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The front door bl cdled the ex-convict from the room, and Dr. Lomond,
dtting on the piano stool, his hands thrugt into his pockets, continued his survey
of the room. And as he looked, a curious thing happened. Above the door,
concedled in the architrave, the red light suddenly glowed. It was a sgnd —
from whom? What was its sgnificance? Even as he dared, the light went out.
Lomond went on tiptoes to the door and listened. He could hear nothing.

Just then Hackitt returned with half-a-dozen lettersin his hand.

“The post—" he began, and then suddenly saw Lomond' s face.

“Hackitt,” asked the doctor softly, “who ese is in this house besde you and
Meister?’

He looked at him suspicioudy.

“Nobody. The old cook’sill.”

“Who gets Meister’ s breakfast?’

“I do,” nodded Sam; “abiscuit and a corkscrew!”

Lomond looked up at the celling.

“What's above here?’

“The lumber-room.” Hackitt's unessness was increasing. “What's up,
doctor?’

Lomond shook his head.

“I thought — no, nothing.”

“Herdl You an't hdf putting the wind up me! Do you want to see the lumber
room, doctor?’

Lomond nodded and followed the man up the dairs, past Meister's room to a
dingy apatment stacked with old furniture. He was hardly out of the room
when Wembury came in with Mary Lenley.

“You're getting me a bad name, Alan,” she smiled. “I suppose | shouldn't
cdl you Alan when you are on duty? | ought to cal you Ingpector Wembury.”

“I"d be sorry if you didn't @l me Alan. Now it does require an effort to call
you Mary. Never forget that | was brought up to cal you Miss Mary and take
off my cap to your father!”

Mary sighed.

“lsn't it odd — everything?’

“Yes — it's queer.” He watched her as she took off coat and hat. “People
wouldn’'t believe it if you put it in a book. The Lenleys of Lenley Court, and the
Wemburys of the gardener’s cottage!”

She laughed doud at this.
“Don’t be stupid. Heavens, what alot of letters!”

There was only one which interested her: it was addressed in pencil in
Maurice Mester's neat hand. Evidently its contents were of such engrossng
interest that she forgot Alan Wembury’s presence. He saw the colour surge to
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her pae cheek and a new light come to her eyes, and his heart sank. He could
not know that Meister had repeated his invitation to supper and that the flush on
Mary’s cheek was one of anger.

“Mary,” he sad for the second time, “are you listening?’
She looked up from the letter she was reading.
13 Y$.”

How should he warn her? All thet morning he had been turning over in his
mind this most vital of problems.

“Areyou dl right here?’ he asked awkwardly.
“What do you mean?’ she asked.

“I mean — well, Meaiger hasn't the best of reputations. Does your brother
know you' re working here?’

She shook her head and a shadow came to her face.

“No — | didn't want to worry him. Johnny is so funny sometimes, even in his
letters.”

Alan drew along breeth.
“Mary, you know where | am to be found?’
“Yes, Alan, you told methat before.” She was surprised.

“Wdl — e — wdl, you never know what little problems and difficulties you
may have. | want you — I'd like you to — wdl, I'd rather like to fed that if
anything unpleasant occurred—" He floundered on, amost incoherently.

“Unpleasant?’

Did he guess, she wondered. She was panic stricken at the thought.

“And you were — well, distressed,” he went on desperately, “you know what |
mean? Well, if anybody — how shdl | put it?... If anybody annoyed you, I'd
like you to cometo me. Will you?’

Her lips twitched.

“Alan! You're being sentimenta!”

“I'm sorry.”

As he reached the door she caled him by name.

“You're rather adear, aren’'t you?’ she said gently.

“No, | think I'm a damned fool!” sad Alan gruffly, and dammed the door
behind him.

She stood by the table hinking; she had a vague uneasiness that dl was not
wdl; that behind the habitual niceness of Maurice Mede was something

gniger, something evil. If Johnny was only free — Johnny, who would have
sacrificed hislifefor her.
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CHAPTER 31

There was a way into Meister's house which was known to three people, and
one of these, Maurice hoped, was dead. The second was undoubtedly in prison,
for John Lenley had surprised the lawyer's secret. Meister’s grounds had at one
time extended to the bank of a muddy creek, and even now, there was a smal
ramshackle warehouse standing in a patch of weed-grown grass that was part of
Meger's demesne, dthough it was separated from the house in FHanders Road
by ahuddle of dum dwellings and crooked passage-way's.

That morning there walked adong the cana bank a young man, who stopped
opposite the factory, and, looking round to see if he was observed, inserted a
key in the weather-beaten door and passed into the rank ground. In one corner
was a tiny brick dweling which looked like a magazine, and the same key that
had opened the outer gate opened the door of this, and the Stranger dipped
indde and locked the door after him before he began to go down a winding
staircase that had been put there in recent years.

At the bottom of the dtairs was a brick-vaulted passage, high enough for a
short man to wak without discomfort, but not sufficiently elevated to admit the
sranger’s progress without his stooping. The floor was unlittered, and athough
there were no lights the newcomer searched a little niche hdf a dozen steps up
the passage and found there the four dectric torches which Meister kept there
for his own use. The passage had recently been swept by the lawyer's own
hands.

He expected that very soon a ddicious vistor would pass that way, escaping
the observation of the men who guarded the house, and he himsdf had
conducted Mary Lenley through the passage which held none of the terrors that
are usually associated with such subterranean ways.

The stranger waked on, flashing his light ahead of him. After three minutes
wak the passage turned abruptly to the left, and findly it terminated in what
had the appearance of a cdlar, from which there led upward a flight of carpeted
deps. The granger went cautioudy and noisdessly up these dairs. Haf-way up
he felt the tread give and grinned. It was, he knew, a pneumatic arrangement by
which a warning lamp was lit in Meiger's room. He wondered who was with
him now, and whether his forgetfulness of the sgnd embarrassed the lawyer.

He came to a long panel and listened. He could hear voices Meiger’s and —
Mary Lenley’s. He frowned. Mary here? He thought she had given up the work.
Bending his ear closeto the pand, he listened.

119



“...my dear,” Meder was saying, “you're exquisite — adorable. To see your
fingers move over that shabby old typewriter’s keys is like watching a butterfly
flit from flower to flower.”

“How absurd you are, Mauricel” said Mary.

Then came the dow sound of music as Meigter sat a the piano. Mary’s voice
again, and the sound of alittle struggle.

Meiger caught her by the shoulders and was drawing her to him when,
staring past her, he saw a hand come round the corner of the door.

He only saw this and in another second, with a scream of terror, Meister had
flown from the room, leaving the girl aone.

She stood rooted to the spot terror-gricken. Farther and farther dong the wall
crept the hand and then the pand swung open and a young man stepped into the
room.

“Johnny!”
In another ingtant, Mary Lenley was sobbing in the arms of her brother.
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CHAPTER 32

It was Johnny Lenley!

“Daling — why didn't you tdl me you were coming back?... This is a
wonderful surprise! Why, | only wrote to you this morning!”

He put her away a arm’s length and looked into her face.

“May, what ae you doing in Mese’'s office?” he asked quietly, and
something in histone chilled her.

“I'm working for him,” she said. “You knew | was, Johnny, before — before
you went away.” And then her hand went up to his face. “It's wonderful to see
you —wonderful! Let melook at you. Y ou poor boy, have you had a bad time?’

To the watchful and interested Mr. Hackitt, who had made an unobtrusve
entrance and with whom sentiment was a wesk point, this seemed an
unnecessary question.

“Not so bad as it might have been,” said Johnny cardlesdy. Then: “Why did
you go to work at al? | left money with Maurice and told him | didn’'t want you
to work any more. It was the last thing | told him at the Old Bailey.”

Hackitt dicked hislipsimpatiently.

“Left money with Meister? Y ou're mad!”

But Lenley did not hear.

“Did he stop the dlowance?’ he asked, his anger risng at the thought.

“No, Johnny, hedidn't... | didn’'t know there was an dlowance even.”

The brother nodded:

“I see” he said.

“You're not angry with me, are you, Johnny?’ She raised her tearful eyes to
his. “I can't believe it is you. Why, | didn't expect you home for an awful long
time”

“My sentence was remitted,” said Lenley. “A hdf-lunatic convict attacked
the deputy governor, and | saved him from a mauling. | had no idea tha the
authorities would do more than drike off a few days from my sentence
Yesterday at dinner-time the governor sent for me and told me that | was to be
released on licence.”

Agan Mr. Hackitt registered despair. Johnny Lenley’s actions had never been
as professond as he could have desred them, and here he was admitting
without shame that he had saved the life of one of his naturdl enemied
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The girl’s hands were on her brother’s shoulders, her grave eyes searching his
face.

“You're finished with that dreedful life, haven't you? she asked in a low
voice. “We're going somewhere out of London to live. | spoke to Maurice
about it. He said he'd help you to go draight. Johnny, you wouldn't have had
that terrible sentence if you had only followed his advice.”

John Lenley bit hislip.

“Meder told you that, did he?’ he asked dowly. “Mary, ae you in love with
Maurice?’

She giiffened, and he mistook her indignation for embarrassment.

“Do you love him?’

“He has been kind,” she sad coldly. She sruggled hard to think of some
favourable quality of Meigter.

“I redise that, dear,” he nodded, “but how has he been kind? And then,
seeing her digtress, he gripped her shoulders and shook her gently, and the hard
face softened, and into the grey, deep-set eyes came the old mother look she
had loved in him. “ Anyway, you'll work no more.”

“Then | must work at once.” She laughed, but there was a catch in her throat.
“And you must be very patient... if you want to see Maurice he'll be down
soon now — | think you scared him.”

He watched her as she went back to her table, and then caught Hackitt's eye
and jerked his head.

“Sam, what' sthe idea?’
Mr. Hackitt shrugged.

“I've only been here a few days. You're a man of the world, Johnny. Ever
seen a tiger being kind to a skinned rabbit? | don't know anything more than
that.”

Lenley nodded.
“Isthat s0?’ he sad.

He had come draight to the lawyer’s to liquidate old debts and make an end
of an unprofitable association. And then London and the sink and grime of
Handers Lane would know him no more: he would find fields where he could
work without the supervison of over-armed guards, and with the knowledge
that peace and comfort lay a his day’s end. He stood by the door, taking to
Sam, quedioning him, never doubting where Meder's “kindness’ would
ultimately end. And then the lawyer came into the room. His eyes were dl for
the girl: her nimble fingers flashing amongs the keys. He went round to her and
dropped his hands on her shoulders.

“My dear, forgive mel I'm just as jumpy as | can be, and I'm imagining dl
sorts of queer things.”

“Maurice!”
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The lawyer soun round, his colour coming and going.

“You!” he crosked. “Out!... | thought...”

Johnny Lenley smiled contemptuoudly.

“About two years too soon, eh? I'm sorry to disgppoint you, but miracles
happen, evenin prison —and I’'m one.”

With a tremendous effort the lawyer recovered his baance and was his old
genid f.

“My dear fdlow” — he offered a wavering hand, but Lenley gpparently did
not see it — “sit cown, won't you? What an amazing thing to happen! So it was
you a the pand... Hackitt, give Mr. Lenley a drink... you'll find one in the
cupboard... well, thisisasght for sore eyed”

Hackitt offered the drink, but the other shook his head.

“I want to see you, Maurice” He looked sgnificantly at Mary, and rising, she
left the room.

“How did you get your ticket?” asked Meiger, hdping himsdf to the ever
handy bottle.

“The remainder of my sentence was wiped out” sad Lenley curtly. “I
thought you' d have read that.”

The lawyer frowned.

“Oh! Were you the lag who saved the life of the governor? | remember
reading about it — brave boy!”

He was trying to get command of the Stuaion. Other men had come
blustering into that office, and had poured a torrent of threats over the table,
leaving him unmoved.

“Why did you alow Mary to go on working for you?’

Meister shrugged.

“Because, my dear fellow, | can't afford to be charitable,” he said blandly.

“I left you the greater part of four hundred pounds” Lenley’s voice was stern
and uncompromising, “the money | got from my firgt thefts”

“Y ou were well defended, weren’t you?’

“I know the fee” sad Lenley quietly. “When you had pad that, there was
gl the grester part of four hundred Ieft. Why did you stop the alowance?’

The lawyer sat down again in the chair he had vacated, lit a cigar, and did not
ek until he saw the match dmaogt burning his finger-tips.

“Wdl, I'll tdl you. | got worried about her. | like you, Johnny; I've dways
been interested in you and your family. And it ruck me tha a young girl living
adone, with no work to do, wasn't exactly having a fair chance. | thought it
would be kinder to you and better for her to give her some sort of employment
— keep her mind occupied, you understand, old man? | take a fatherly interest in
the kid.”
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He met the chalenging eyes and his own fdl before them.

“Keep your fatherly paws to yoursdf when you're taking to her, will you,
Maurice?’

The wordsrang like stedl on stedl.

“My dear fellow!” protested the other.

“And ligen!” Lenley went on. “I know you pretty well; I've known you for a
long time, both by reputation and through persona acquaintance. | know just
how much there is in that fatherly interest duff. If there has been any monkey

busness as there was with Gwenda Milton, I'll take that nine o'cdock wak for
you!”

Meister jerked up his head.
“Eh?’ he rasped.

“From the cdl to the gdlows” Lenley went on. “And I'll toe the trap with a
good heart. Y ou don’t misunderstand me?’
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CHAPTER 33

The lawvyer got up dowly. Whatever else he was, Maurice Meister was no
coward when he had to dedl with tangible dangers.

“You'll take the nine o'clock wak, will you? he repeated with a sneer.
“What a very picturesque way of putting thingd But you won't wak for me. |
shall read the account in bed.”

He drolled across to the piano and sat down, his fingers running swiftly over
the keys. Softly came the dirge-like notes of “Mort d'un Cosaque” — a dreary,
heart-tirring thing that Maurice Mester loved.

“I dways read those accounts in bed,” he went on, taking through the music;
“they soothe me. Ever go to the cinema, Johnny?’

“ *The condemned man spent a restless night and scarcely touched his
breskfast. He waked with a firm sep to the scaffold and made no
statement. A vulgar end to alife that began with so much promise’

Hanged men look very ugly.”

“I’ve told you, Maurice — any monkey business, and I'll get you even before
The Ringer.” Johnny’ s voice shook with suppressed passion.

“Ringer!” he laughed. “Y ou have that illuson, too? How amusing!”

The tune changed to “Ich liebe dich.”

“The Ringer! Here am |, dive and free, and The Ringer — where is he? That
sounds amost poetical! Deaed & the bottom of Sydney Harbour... or hiding in
some unplessantly hot little town, or in the bush with the sundowners — a
hunted dog.”

A man was danding a the barred window behind him, glaring into the room
— a bearded face was pressed to the pane.

“The Ringer is in London, and you know it,” sad Lenley. “How near he is to
you dl thetime, God knows!”

As though the eavesdropper heard, he suddenly withdrew. But for the
moment Maurice Mestler had no mind for The Ringer. The musc intoxicated,
enthraled him.

“Isn't that lovely?' he bresthed. “Is there a woman in the world who can exdt
the heart and soul of a man. as this — is there a woman worth one divine
harmony of the master?’

“Was Gwenda Milton?” snarled Lenley.
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The music stopped with a crash and Meder, risng, turned on Lenley in a
cold fury.

“To hdl with Gwenda Milton and Gwenda Milton’s brother, aive or dead!”
he roared. “Don’'t mouth her name a me!”

He snatched the glass of whisky he had put on the top of the piano and
drained it at a draught.

“Do you think she is on my conscience — she's not! Any more than you or
any other wesk whining fool, soaked to the soul with sdf-pity. That's what's
the matter with you, my dear boy — you're sorry for yoursdf! Weeping over
your own miseries. The cream of your vanity’s gone sour!”

Suddenly his tone changed.

“Achl Why do you annoy me? Why are you S0 inexpressbly common? |
won't quarrel with you, my dear Johnny. Now what is it you want?’

For answer the cdler took from his pocket a smal package and opened it on
the desk. Inside, wrapped in cotton wool, was alittle jewelled bangle.

“I don’'t know how much is due to me; thiswill make it more.”

Meigter took the bangle and carried the glittering thing to the light.

“Oh, thisis the bracelet — | wondered what you had done with it.”

“I collected it on my way here: it was left with a friend of mine. That is dl |
had for my three years” he said hitterly. “Three robberies and I've only touched
aprofit on onel”

Maurice stroked his upper lip thoughtfully.

“You ae thinking of your second exploit: the little afar a Camden
Crescent?’

“I don't want to discuss it,” sad Johnny impatiently. “I'm finished with the
game. Prison has cured me. Anyhow, in the Camden Crescent job, the man who
you sent to help me got away with the stuff. Y ou told me that yoursdf.”

In that second a plan was born in Meister’ s mind.

“I told you a lie” he said dowly. And then, in a more confidentid tone: “Our
friend never got away with it.”

“What!”

“He hid it. He told me before | got him off to South Africa There was an
empty house in Camden Crescent — where the burglary was ommitted — there
is dill. | didn't tdl you before, because | didn't want to be mixed up in the

busness after the Darnleigh affar. | could have got haf a dozen men to lift it —
but I didn’t trust them.”

Irresolution showed in Lenley’ s face; the wesk mouth drooped alittle.

“Let it day where it is” he sad, but he did not spesk with any great
earnestness.
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Meger laughed. It was the firg genuine laugh of his that the day had brought
forth.

“You're a fool,” he said in disdain. “You've done your time, ad what have
you got for it? Thid” He hed up the trinket. “If | give you twenty pounds for it
I'm robbing mysdf. There's eight thousand pounds worth of good stuff behind
that tank — yours for the taking. After dl, Johnny,” he said, adopting a tone of
persuasion, “you’ ve paid for it!”

“By God, | havel” said the other between histeeth. “I’ve paid for it dl right!”

Mege was thinking quickly, planning, cross-planning, organisng, in that
few seconds of time.

“Knock it off to-night,” he suggested, and again Lenley hesitated.

“I'll think about it. If you're trying to shop me—"

Agan Meger laughed.

“My dear fellow, I'm trying to do you a good turn and, through you, your
sger.”

“What is the number of the house? I’ ve forgotten.”

Meigter knew the number well enough: he forgot nothing.

“Fifty-seven. I'll give you the twenty pounds for this bracelet now.”

He opened his desk, took out his cashtbox and unlocked it.

“That will do to go on with.” Lenley was ill undecided; nobody knew that
better than the lawyer. “1 want full vaue for the res if | go after it —or I'll find
another ‘fence.”

It was the one word that aroused the lawyer to fury.
“ *Fence’ ? That' s not the word to use to me, Johnny.”
“You'retoo sengtive,” said hisdour client.

“Just because | help you fellows, when | ought to be shopping you...” The
lawyer's voice trembled. “Get another ‘fence, will you? Here's your twenty.”
He threw the money on the table, and Lenley, counting it, dipped it into his
pocket. “Going into the country, eh? Taking your little Sster away? Afrad of
my peculiar fascinations?’

“I’d hate to hang for you,” said John Lenley, riang.

“Rather have The Ringer hang, eh? You think hell come back with dl that
time over his head, with the galows waiting for him? Is he a lunaic? Anyway —
I’'m not scared of anything on God's Almighty earth.”

He looked round quickly. The door that lead to his room was opening.

It was Dr. Lomond: Hackitt had left him in the lumber room and had
forgotten that he was in the house. The doctor was coming into the room but
stopped at the sight of the young man.

“Halo—I'm awful sorry. Am | butting in on a consultation?’
“Comein, doctor — comein. This—is—afriend of mine. Mr. Lenley.”
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To Meigter’ s surprise the doctor nodded.

“Aye. I've just been having a wee chat with your gger. You've jus come
back from the — country, haven't you?’

“I've just come out of prison, if that's what you mean,” said the other bluntly,
as heturned to go.

His hand was on the knob when the door was flung open violently and a
white-faced Hackitt appeared.

“Guv'nor!” He crossed fearfully to Moister and lowered his voice. “There's a
party to seeyou.”

“Me?Whoisit?’

“They told me not to give any name” gasped Sam. “This party sad: ‘Just say

I’'m from The Ringer’.
Moister shrank back.
“The Ringer!” said Lomond energeticdly. “ Show him up!”
“Doctor!”
But Lomond waved him to slence.
“I know what | am doing,” he said.
“Doctor! Are you mad? Suppose — suppose—’
“It'sdl right,” said Lomond, his eyes on the door.
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CHAPTER 34

Presently it opened, and there came into view of the whitefaced Maurice — a
dim, perfectly dressed girl, mdicious laughter in her eyes.
“Cora Ann!” croaked Meister.

“Youve sad ittt Gave you dl one mean fright, eh? She nodded
contemptuoudy. “Hullo, doc!”

“Hullo, little bunch of trouble. Y ou gave me heart disease!”
“Scared you, too, eh?’ she scoffed. “1 want to see you, Meister.”

His face was dill pdlid, but he had mastered the panic that the name of The
Ringer had evoked.

“All right, my dear, Johnny!” He looked hard a Lenley. “If you want
anything, my dear boy, you know where you can get it,” he sad, and Johnny
undergiood, and went out of the room with one backward glance of curiogty at
the unexpected loveliness of the intruder.

“Get out, you!” Maurice spoke to Hackitt as though he were a dog, but the
little Cockney was unabashed.

“Don’'t you talk to me like that, Meister — I'm leaving you today.”

“You can go to hdl,” snarled Maurice.

“And the next time I’'m pinched I'm going to get another lawyer,” said Sam
loudly.

“The next time you' re pinched you' Il get seven years,” was the retort.

“That’swhy I’'m goin to change me lawyer.”

Maurice turned on him with aface of fury.

“I know a man like you who thought he was clever. He's asked me to defend
him & the Sessons.”

“I don't cdl that clever.”

“Defend him! I’d see him deed first.”

“And he' d be better off! “ snapped Sam.
Lomond and the girl made an interested audience.

“That's what you get for helping the scum!” said Meger, when his truculent
servant had gone.

Obvioudy he wanted to be adone with the girl, and Dr. Lomond, who had
good reason for returning, sad that he had left his bag updars in Meager’'s
room, and made that the excuse for leaving them. Maurice waited until the door
closed on the old man before he spoke.
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“Why — my dear Cora Ann. You're prettier than ever. And where is your dear
hushand?’ asked Mester blandly.

“| suppose you think that because you're dive, he's dead?’
He laughed.

“How clever of you! Did it take you long to think that out?’
She was gtaring round the room.

“So this is the aode of lovel” She turned fiercely upon the lawyer. “1 never
knew Gwenda — | wish to God | had! If Arthur had only trusted me as he trusted
you! | heard about her suicide, poor kid, when | was on my way to Audrdia
and flew back from Naples by airplane.”

“Why didn’'t you wire me? If | had only known-"

“Meiger —you're apdtry liar!”

She went to the door through which the doctor had passed, opened it and
listened. Then she came back to where Meister sat lighting acigar.

“Now ligen — that Scotch deuth will be coming back in a minute” She
lowered her voice to an intense whisper. “Why don't you go away — out of the
country — go somewhere you can't be found — take another name? You're arich
man — you can afford to give up — thishole!”

Maurice smiled again.

“Trying to frighten me out of England, en?’

“Trying to frighten you!” The contempt in her voice would have hurt another
man. “Why, it's like trying to make a nigger black! Hell get you, Meger!
That's what I'm afrad of. That is what | lie in bed and think about — it's
awvful... awful...!”

“My dear little gifl” — he tried to lay his hand on her cheek, but she drew back
—“don’t worry about me.”

“Youl Say, if | could lift my finger to save you from hdl | wouldn't! Get out
of the country — it's Arthur | want to save, not you! Get avay — give him a
chance that he wantsto kill you.”

Maurice beamed at her.

“Ah! How ingenious! He dare not come back himsdf, and he has sent you to
England to get me on the run!”

Cord sfine eyes narrowed.

“If you're killed — you'll be killed herel Here in this room where you broke
the heart of hissster! You fool!”

He shook his head.

“Not such afool, my dear, that I'd walk into a trap. Suppose this man is dive:
in London I'm sfe — in the Argentine he'd be waiting for me. And if | went to
Audrdia he'd be waiting for me, and if | stepped ashore a Cape Town... No,
no, little Cora Ann, you can't catch me.”
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She was about to say something when she heard the door open. It was the
“ Scotch deuth”; whatever warning she had to deliver must remain unspoken.

“Had your little talk, Cora Ann?’ asked Lomond, and in spite of her anxiety
the girl laughed.

“Now listen, doctor, only my best friends call me Cora Ann,” she protested.

“And I’'m the best friend you ever had,” said the doctor.

Mester was in eager agreement.

“She doesn’'t know who her best friends are. | wish you'd persuade her.”

Nether gave him encouragement to continue. He had the uncomfortable
feding that he was an intruder in his own house, and the arrival of Mary Lenley
gave him an excuse to wander to the little office acove where he was out of
sght but not out of hearing.

“I like meeting you, Cora Ann,” said the doctor.

She laughed.

“You'refunny.”

“I’ve brought the smile to the widow’ seye,” said Lomond unamilingly.
She shot a swift Sddlong glance a the man.

“Say, Scottiel That widow suff — forget it! There are times when | dmogt
wish | was— no, not that — but that Arthur and | had never met.”

He was ingantly sympathetic.

“Arthur was a bad lad, eh?’

She sighed.

“The best in the world — but not the kind of man who ought to have married.”

“There isn't any other kind,” said Lomond, and then, with a cautious look
round & Meger: “Were you very much in love with him?’

She shrugged.

“Wdl —1 don’t know.”

“Don’t know? My dear young person, you're old enough to know where your
heart is”

“It'sin my mouth most times,” she said, and he shook his head.

“Y e poor wee devil! Still, you followed him to Austrdia, my dear?’

“Sure i did. But that kind of honeymoon takes a whole lot of romance out of
marriage. Y ou don’'t have to be adoctor to know that.”

He bent over her.

“Why don't you drop him, Cora Ann? That heart of yours is going to wear
away from being in your mouth dl thetime.”

“Forget him?’ Lomond nodded. “Do you think he wants me to forget him?’
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“I don't know,” sad Lomond. “Is any man worth what you are suffering?
Sooner or later he will be caught. The long am of the law will stretch out and
take him, and the long leg of the law will boot him into prison!”

“Youdon't say!”

She looked round to where Meister was ditting by Mary Lenley, and her tone
grew very earnes.

“See here, Dr. Lomond, if you want to know — my Ringer man is in danger,
but I'm not scared of the police. Shall | tell you something?’

“Isit fit for meto hear?’ he asked.

“That'll worry mel” she answered sarcadticaly. “I'm going to be frank with
you, doctor. I've a kind of hunch there is only one man in God's wide world
that will ever catch Arthur Milton — and that man isyou!”
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CHAPTER 35

Lomond met her eyes.

“You'rejust daft!” he said.

“And why?’

“A pretty girl like you — hooking on to a shadow — the best part of your life
wasted.”

“You don't say!”

“Now, you know it's s0, don't you? It' sadog's life. How do you deegp?’

“Seep!” Shethrew out her armsin a gesture of despair. “Seep!”

“Exactly. You'll be anervouswreck in ayear. Isit worth it?’

“What are you trying out?’ she asked bresthlessly. “What's your game?’

“I'll tell you — shdll 1?1 wonder if you'll be shocked?’

She waslooking a him intently.

“Wouldn't it be a good idea for you to go away and forget al about The
Ringer? Cut him out of your mind. Find ancther — interest.” He laughed. “You
think I'm being unpleasant, don't you? But I'm only thinking of you. I'm
thinking of dl the hours you're waiting for something to happen — with your
heart in your mouth.”

Suddenly she sprang to her feet.

“Listen! Y ou've got some reason behind dl thisl” she breathed.

“1 swear to you-’

“You have — you have!” She was n a fury. “You're a man — | know what
men are. See here— I"'ve put mysdf in hdl and I'm staying put!”

She picked up her bag from the table.

“I’ve given you your chance” said Lomond, alittle sadly.

“My chance, Dr. Lomond! When Arthur Milton says ‘I'm tired of you — I'm
sck of you — you're out,” then I'll go. My way — not your way. You've given
me my chance — Gwenda Milton's chance! Tha's a hdl of a chance, and I'm
not taking it!”

Before he could speak she had flung from the room.

Meister had been watching, and now he came dowly to where the doctor was
danding.

“You've upset CoraAnn.”

“Aye,” nodded Lomond, as he took up his hat and bag thoughtfully. “Aye.”
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“Women are very drange” mused Meder. “I rather think she likes you,
doctor.”

“You think so?’ Lomond's manner and voice were absent. “1 wonder if shed
come out and have a bit of dinner with me?”’

“How marvellous it would be if she liked you wel enough to tel you a little
more about The Ringer,” suggested Maurice dyly.

“That’sjust what | was thinking. Do you think she would?’
Maurice was amused. Evidently there was no age limit to men’s vanity.
“Y ou never know what women will do when they’rein love — eh, doctor?’

Dr. Lomond did not reply; he went out of the room, counting the Slver in his
hand.

Meger's head was clear now. Johnny was a red menace... he had
threstened, and a young fool like that would fulfil his threat, unless... Would he
be mad enough to go to Camden Crescent that night? From Johnny his mind
went to Mary. His love for the girl had been a tropical growth. Now, when it
seemed that she was to be taken from him, she had become the most desirable
of women. He sat down at the piano, and at the first notes of the “Liebestraum,”
the girl entered.

He was for the moment oblivious of her presence, and it was through a cloud
of dreams that her voice brought him to redlities.

“Maurice...”

He looked at her with unseeing eyes.

“Maurice.”

The music stopped.

“You redisethat | can't stay here now that Johnny’ s back?’ she was saying.

“Oh, nonsense, my dear!” His tone had that fatherly qudity which he could
assume with such effect.

“Heisterribly suspicious,” she said, and he laughed.
“Suspicioud! | wish he had something to be suspicious about!”
She waited, a picture of indecision.

“You know | can't stay,” she said desperately.

He got up from the piano, and coming across to her, lad his hands on her
shoulder.

“Don't be slly. Anyone would think | was a leper or something. What
nonsense!”

“Johnny would never forgive me.”

“Johnny, Johnny!” he snapped. “You can't have your life governed and
directed by Johnny, who looks like being in prison haf hislife”

She gasped.
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“Let us see things as they are” he went on. “Theré's no sense in decelving
onedf. Johnny is redly a naughty boy. You don't know, my dear, you don’t
know. I've tried to keep things from you and it has been awfully difficult.”

“Keep things from me — what things?’ Her face had gone pae.

“Wdl-" his hedtaion was wel feigned — “wha do you think the young fool
did — just before he was caught? I’ ve been his best friend, as you know, and yet
—wall, he put my name to a cheque for four hundred pounds.”

She sared a him in horror.

1] Forge,y!”

“What is the use of cdling it names?” He took a pocketbook from his
dressng-gown and extracted a cheque. “I’ve got the cheque here. | don’t know
why | keep it, or what I’m going to do about Johnny.”

She tried to see the name on the oblong dip, but he was careful to keep it
hidden. It was, in fact, a cheque he had received by the morning post, and the
story of the forgery had been invented on the spur of the minute. Inspirations
such asthis had been very profitable to Maurice Meger.

“Can’'t you destroy it?’ she asked tremuloudly.

“Yes — | suppose | could” His hedtation was artigic. “But Johnny is so
vindictive. In sdf-defence I’'ve got to keep this thing.” He put the cheque back
in his pocket. “I shdl never use it, of course” he sad airily. And then, in that
tender tone of his “1 want to tak to you about Johnny and everything. | can't
now, with people waking in and out dl the time and these policemen hanging
round. Come up to supper —the way | told you.”

She shook her head.

“You know | can’t. Maurice, you don't wish people to tak about me as they
are talking about — Gwenda Milton.”

The lawyer spun round at the words, his face distorted with fury.

“God Almighty! Am | dways to have tha dimy ghost hanging round my
neck? Gwenda Milton, a hdf-wit who hadn't the brains to livel All rignt — if
you don't want to come, don't. Why the hel should I worry my head about
Johnny? Why should 17’

She was terrified by this sudden violence of his.

“Oh, Maurice, you're so unreasonable. If you realy want me—"

“l don't care whether you do or whether you don’'t,” he growled. “If you
think you can get dong without me, try it. I'm not going on my knees to you or
to any other woman. Go into the country — but Johnny won't go with you,
believe me!”

She caught his arm, frantic with the fear his haf-threat had roused.
“Maurice — I'll do anything you wish — you know | will.”
He looked at her oddly.
“Come a eeven,” he said, and: “If you want a chaperon, bring The Ringer!”
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The words were hardly spoken when there came three ddiberate raps a the
door, and Maurice Megter shrank back, his shaking hand at his mouth.

“Who'sthere?’ he asked hoarsely.
The deep tone of a man answered him.
“I want to seeyou, Meister.”

Meigter went to the door and flung it open. The dnister face of Inspector
Blissstared into his.

“What... what are you doing here?’ croaked the lawyer.
Bliss showed his white teeth in amirthless amile.

“Protecting you from The Ringer — watching over you like a father,” he sad
harshly. His eyes drayed to the pde girl. “Don’'t you think, Miss Lenley — that
you want alittle watching over, too?’

She shook her head.
“I am not afraid of The Ringer,” she sad; “he would not hurt me.”
Bliss smiled crookedly.

“I'm not thinking of The Ringer!” he sad, and his menacing eyes wandered
to Maurice Meigter.
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CHAPTER 36

The return of John Lenley was the most supremely embarrassng thing that
had ever happened within Maurice Megter’s recollection. If he had resented the
atitude of the young man before, he hated him now. The menace in his words,
the covert threat behind his reference to Gwenda Milton, were maddening
enough, but now there was another factor operating & a moment when it
seemed that al his dreams were to be redised, and Mary Lenley, like a ripe
plum, was ready to fal into his hands when even the fear of The Ringer had
evaporated in some degree, there must enter upon the scene this young man
whom he thought he would not see again for years.

Prison had soured and aged him. He had gone away a weakling, come back a
brooding, vicious man, who would stop a nothing — if he knew. There was
nothing to know yet. Mester showed histeeth in asmile. Not yet. ..

Maurice Meger was no coward in his dedings with other men: he had dl the
qualities of his class. Known dangers he could face, however deadly they might
be. He could have met John Lenley and without wincing could have told him of
his evil plan — if he were sure of Mary. Yet the Sght of a door opening dowly
and gpparently through no visble agency brought him to the verge of hysteria

The Ringer was dive the wors of Meger's fear died with the sure
knowledge. He was something human, tangible something againg which he
could match hisbrains

That afternoon, when they were done, he came in to Mary and, standing
behind her, dropped his hands upon her shoulders. He fet her diffen, and was
amused.

“You haven't forgotten what you promised this morning?’ he asked.

She twigted from his clasgp and came round to meet his eyes.

“Maurice, wasit true about the cheque? Y ou were not lying?’

He nodded dowly.

“We're done now,” she said desperately. “Can't we tak... is it necessary that
| should come tonight?’

“Very necessary,” sad Meister coolly. “I suppose you are aware that there
are three people in the house besides ourselves? Do, for Heaven's sake, take a
sane view of things, Mary; see them as they are, not as you would like them to
be. | have to protect mysdf against Johnny — an irresponsible and arrogant
young man — and | am very much afraid of—" he nearly said “fools’ but thought
better of it — “young men of his peculiar temperament.” He saw the quick rise
and fall of her bosom: it pleased him that he could stir her even to fear.
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How smple women were, even clever women! He had long ceased to be
amazed a their immense cgpacity for beieving.

Credulity was one of the weaknesses of humankind that he could never
understand.

“But, Maurice, isn't this as good an opportunity as we can get? Nobody will
interrupt you... why, you are here with your clients for hours on end! Tel me
about the chegque and how he cameto forgeit. | want to get things right.”

He spread out his hands in a gesture of mock hel plessness.

“What a child you are, Mary! How can you imagine that | would be in the
mood to talk of Johnny, or plan for you? Keep your promise, my dear!”

She faced him squardly.

“Maurice, I’'m going to be awfully plain-spoken.”

What was coming? he wondered. There was a new resolution in her voice, a
new courage in her eyes She was 0 unlike the wilting, terrified being of the
morning that he was for a moment staggered.

“Do you redly wish me to come tonight... just to tak about the cheque that
Johnny has forged?”

He was 0 taken aback by the directness of the question that he could not for
the moment answer.

“Why, of course” he sad at length. “Not only about the forgery, but there are
0 many other maiters which we ought to talk over, Mary. If you're redly going
into the country, we must devise ways and means. You can't go flying off into
Devonshire, or wherever it is you intend sdttling, @ a minut€'s notice | am
getting some catdogues from one of my — from a house agent | represent. We
can look over these together—"

“Maurice, is that true? | want to know. I'm not a child any longer. You must
tell me”

She had never looked more lovely to him than in that moment of chalenge.

“Mary,” he began, “ | am very fond of you-"

“What does that mean — that you love me?’

The cold-bloodedness of the question took his breath away.

“Doesit mean, you love me so much that you want to marry me?’ she asked.

“Why, of course” he sammered. “1 am awfully fond of you. But marriage is
one of the fdllies that | have so far avoided. Does it mean anything, my dear? A
few words mumbled by apaid servant of the Church...”

“Then you don't want to marry me, Maurice?” she sad quietly. “I am right
there, aren't |7’

“Of coursg, if you wish me—" he began hadtily.

She shook her head.
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“l don't love you and | don't wish to marry you, if that is what you mean,”
shesad. “What do you redly want of me?

She was ganding close to him when she asked the question, and in another
indant she was struggling in hisarms.

“l want you — you!” he breethed. “Mary, there is no woman in the world like
you... | adoreyou...”

Summoning dl her drength, she broke free from his grasp and hdd him
bresthlesdy a arm’slength.

“I seel” She could hardly aticulate the words. “I guessed that. Maurice, |
shdl not come to this house tonight.”

Meigter did not speek. The wild rush of passon which had overcome him had
left him curioudy week. He could only look a her; his eyes burnt. Once he put
up his trembling hand as though to control hislips.

“I want you here tonight.” The voice was scarcely audible. “You have been
frank with me | will be as frank with you. | want you: | want to make you
happy. | want to take away dl the dread and fear that clouds your life. | want to
move you from that squalid home of yours. You know what has happened to
your brother, don't you? He's been released on ticket-of-leave. He has two
years and five months to sarve. If | prefer a charge of forgery agangt him, he
will get seven years and the extra time he has not sarved. Nine and a half
years... you redise wha that means? You'll be over thirty before you see him
agan.”

He saw her red, thinking she was going to faint, caught her by the arm, but
she shook off his hand.

“That puts the matter in a different light, doesn't it?’

He read agreement in aface which was as white as degth.

“Is there no other way, Maurice? “ she asked in a low voice. “No service |
can render you? | would work for you as a housekeeper, as a servant — | would
be your best friend, whatever happened to you, your loydist helper.”

Mester smiled.

“You're getting melodramatic, my dear, and that is supid. What a fuss over a
little supper party, alittle flirtation.”

Her steady eyes were of his.
“If 1 told Johnny—" she began dowly.

“If you told Johnny, hed come here, and be. even more meodramatic. |
should telephone for the police and that would be the end of Johnny. You
understand?’

She nodded dumbly.
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CHAPTER 37

At five o'clock Meger told her she could go home for the evening. Her head
was aching; she had done practically no work that afternoon, for the letters were
blurred and illegible specks of black that swam before her eyes. No further
reference was made to the vigt of the evening, and she hurried from the house
into the dark dreet. A thin fog lay on Deptford as she threaded a way dong the
crowded side-walk of High Strest.

Suppose she went to Alan? The thought only occurred to be regected. She
must work out her own salvation. Had Johnny been a home when she arrived,
she might have told him, even if he had not guessed from her evident distress
that something unusua had occurred.

But he was out; had Ieft a note on the table saying that he had gone to town to
see a man he knew. She remembered the name after a while; it was a gentleman
farmer who had been a neighbour of theirs in the old days at Lenley. It was a
dismd thought that al these preparations of Johnny’swould come to naught if—

She shuddered. Either prospect she did not dare think abouit.

She went to her room and presently came her little mad-of-dl-work with the
announcement that a gentleman had called to see her.

“I can't see anybody. Who isit?’

“I don’'t know, miss. He' safellow with abeard.”

She waked quickly past the girl across the dining-room into the tiny hal.
“You don’'t know me, | think,” said the man at the door. “My nameis Bliss”

Her heart sank. Why had this man come from Scotland Yard? Had Maurice,
in one of those paroxysms of unreasonable temper, sent him?

“Comein, please.”

He waked into the room, a cigarette drooping from his bearded mouth, and
dowly took off his hat, as though he were rdluctant to pay even this tribute of
respect to her.

“I understand your brother's been released from prison today — or was it
yesterday?’

“Yederday,” she said. “He came home this morning.”

To her surprise, he made no further reference to Johnny, but took from his

pocket a morning newspaper and folded it to show a column on the front page.
She read the advertisement his finger indicated.
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“What does it mean?’ she asked.

“That is what | want to know,” said Bliss, fixing his dark eyes on her. “It isa
message either from The Ringer to his wife, or from his wife to The Ringer, and
it is in a code which was left a this flat last week. | want you to show me that
code.”

“I’'m sorry, Mr. Bliss’ — she shook her head — “but the code was stolen — |
thought by-"

“You thought by me? His lips twiged in a grim smile “So you didn't
believe that cock-and-bull dory | told aout my having seen a man cimbing
into the flat and going up after him? Miss Lenley, | have reason to bdieve that
the code was not taken from your house, but that it is dill here, and that you
know whereit is”

She had a feding that, insulting as he was, he was merdy testing her. His
attitude was that of a man who wished to be convinced.

“The code is not here)” she sad quietly. “1 missed it the night | came back
and found the flat had been burgled.”

She wondered if the peculiar look she saw indicated relief or scepticism.

“I'll have to take your word,” he said, and folded up the paper. “If what you
say istrue, no other person than The Ringer and his wife has this code.”

Mary was atrifle bewildered.

“Of course” she sad, “unless the person whom you saw climb into my
room-"

“My theory b that that was The Ringer himsdf,” said Bliss. He had not taken
his eyes off her dl the time he had been spesking. “Are you scared of The
Ringer, Miss Lenley?”’

In spite of her trouble she smiled.

“Of course naot. | told you today. Why should | be scared of him? | have done
him no harm, and from what | know of him he is not the kind of man who
would hurt any woman.”

Agan that flegting smile

“I'm glad you have such a high opinion of the scoundrd,” he sad, in a more
genid tone. “| am afraid it isone thet | do not share. How do you like Meister?’

Everybody asked her that question; it was beginning to get on her nerves, and
he must have seen this, for, without waiting for her answer, he went on quickly:

“You've got to look after that brother of yours, Miss Lenley. He's a pretty
foolish young man.”

“So Maurice Meigter thinks” she was stung into replying.
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“Does he?” The answer seemed to amuse him. “Thet is about dl. I'm sorry to
have disturbed you.”

He waked to the door and turned round.

“Rather a nice fellow, Wembury, eh? A bit of an impetuous young fool, but
rather nice?’

Agan he did not wait for an answer, but pulled the door close behind him,
and she opened it in time to see him shut the front door. She hersdf had to go
out again; the shops did not dose till seven, and the evening was the only time
she had for marketing. She made a lig of dl the things that Johnny liked;
deadfadtly kept out of her mind the pitiful posshbilities which might disurb this
housekeeping of hers.

With a basket on her am she went out into the Lewisham High Road and
shopped for an hour, and she was hurrying back to Mapas Mansions when she
saw a tdl man waking ahead of her. He wore a grey overcoat, but she could not
midake that shufliing gat and bent shoulders She intended passing him
without spesking, but amost before she came abreast, Dr. Lomond, without
turning his heed, hailed her.

“It's fine to see a lasse with a basket, but the eggs ye bought were no' so
good.”

She gasped a this and laughed. It was the first time that day she had been
genuinely amused.

“I didn’t know | was under police observation,” she said.

“It's a verra peculiar thing, that few people do,” he sad drily. “But | was
waiching ye in the egg shop — lasse you've a truging dispostion. Those
new-laid eggs you bought are contemporaneous with the eggs of the greet roc.”
And then, seaeing her rueful face in the light of a shop window, he chuckled. “I
tell ye this, Miss Lenley; I'm a verra good obsairver. | obsairve eggs and skulls,
jaws, noses, eyes and detectived Was Mr. Bliss very offensve? (He dways
referred to the ill-favoured ingpector as “Bluss’.) “Or was it merdly a socia
cdl?

“Did you know Mr. Bliss had been to see me?’ she asked in astonishment.

The old man nodded

“He's been around tere @ the afternoon. When he came to Mapas Mansions
| happened to be passing and gave him good night, but he's a sorry fdlow
wi’ oot any milk of human kindnessin his dour sysem.”

“Are you watching somebody now? she asked mischievoudy, and was
staggered when he pointed ahead.

“Yon'sthefdlow,” hesaid.

“Mr. Bliss?” She peered into the night, and a that moment saw in the fight of
astreet standard the dapper figure of the Centra Inspector.
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“He interests me, that body,” admitted Lomond. “He's mysteerious, and
mysteerious things are very atractive to a plan, matter-of-fact old man like
me.”

She left him to his chase and got back to the Mandgons just as Johnny
returned. He was in excdlent spirits, joked with her on her marketing, and
uttered gloomy forebodings as to the effect upon his digestion. She could not
remember when she had last seen him in that mood. And then he sad
something which gladdened her heart.

“That fdlow Wembury isn't such a bad chep, ater dl. Which reminds me
that | ought to call at Flanders Lane and register mysdlf.”

She heard thiswith alittle pang.

“You are on ticket of leave, aren't you, Johnny. If anything happened... |
mean, if you were slly again, would you have to serve the full sentence?’

“If I'm dlly agan?’ he asked sharply. “What do you mean?’ And then with
an ar of unconcern: “You're beng slly now, May. I'm going to lead a highly
respectable life.”

“But if you were-"

“Of course | should have to serve the unfinished portion of my sentence in
addition to any other | might get; but as I’'m most unlikely to be what you cal
slly, we needn’'t condder that. | suppose, Megter’'s finished with you for the
day? | hope in a week or two you'll be finished with him for good. | don’t like
you working there, Mary.”

“1 know, Johnny, but—"

“Yes, yes, | quite understand. Y ou never work there a night, do you, dear?’

She could say “Na” to thistruthfully.

“I'm glad. You'll be wise to see Maurice only in business hours.”

He lit a cigarette, blew a cloud of smoke into the ar. Johnny was trying to
frame the lie he must tell her.

“I may be late tonight,” he said eventudly. “A man | know has asked me to
go to supper in the West End. Y ou don't mind, do you?’

She shook her head.

“No. What time will you be back?’

He congdered this before he answered.

“Not before midnight probably alittle later,” he said.
Mary found her breeth coming more quickly.

“I = 1 may be late mysdf, Johnny. I’'ve promised to go to a party... some
people I’ve met.”

Would he be deceived? she wondered. Apparently he was, for he accepted
her gory of this mythica engagement without question.
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“Get as much fun out of life as you can, old girl,” he sad, as he dripped his
coat and walked into his bedroom. “I suppose it'll be a ghastly party after the
wonderful shows we had a Lenley Court in the old days. But wait till we get on
to our farm; we' re going to do a bit of hunting — keep a horse or two...”

He was in his bedroom now and she did not hear the remainder of his highly
coloured plans.

He left the house by eight o'clock, and she sat down to wait for the hours to
pass. How would this day end? And what would Alan think about it adl? Alan,
to whom she was as something sacred and apart. She closed her eyes tightly as
if to shut out some horrible vison. The world would never again be the same as
it was. She had thought that, the day Johnny went away, when she had walked
down the broad steps of the Old Bailey, her heart broken, her future wrecked.
But now she watched the minute hand of the little American clock move al too
quickly towards the hour of fate, she redised that her supreme hour of trid had
yet to come.
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CHAPTER 38

The fog which lay over Deptford extended to a wider area. An hour after
May had had her little tadk with Johnny, a powerful two-seater car came
whizzng through the mist which drouded the countrysde between Haifield
and Welwyn, turned from the main road into a bumpy cart track and continued
till, ahead of the driver, loomed the great arch of an abandoned hangar. The
place had been an aerodrome in the days of the war, but it had been sold and
re-sold so often that the list of its owners was of congderable length.

Stopping the car, he dimmed the lights and stepped briskly from the machine,
walking towards the hangar. He heard a dog bark and the chdlenge of a man's
voice.

“Isthat you, Colond?’

The motorist answered.

“I've got your machine ready and it's al tuned up, but you won't be able to
take your trip to Paris tonight. The fog's thick, and I've just been on the 'phone
to the Cambridge aerodrome. They say that one of their pilots went up and
found the fog was two thousand feet deep and extending over the channd.”

“What could be nicer? sad the man cdled “Colond Dane’ chearfully. “Fog
driving ismy specidity!”

The keeper of the hangar grunted something about every man to his taste, and
waked ahead, swinging a dim lantern. Using dl his strength, he rolled back the
soft squeaking door of the hangar, and a long propdler and a portion of the
fusdlage of a Scout machine were reveded in the flickering light of the lantern.

“She's a beauty, Colond,” said the man admiringly. “When do you expect to
come back?’

“Inaweek,” said the other.

The collar of his overcoat was turned up and it was impossble to see

anything save a par of keen eyes, and these were only visble a intervds, for
his soft felt hat was pulled down over his forehead and afforded a perfect shade.

“Yes, shes a beauty,” sad the man. “I've been tuning her up dl the
afternoon.”

He was an ex-Air Force mechanic, and was for the moment te tenant of the
garage, and the smdl cottage where he lived. Incidentaly, he was the best paid
aeroplane mechanic in England at the moment.

“The police were here today, dr,” he sad. “They came nosing around,
wanting to know who was the owner of the 'bus — | told them you were an
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ex-officer of the Flying Corps who was thinking of running a light arcraft club.
I’ve often wondered what you redly are, Sr?’

The man whom he caled “ Colond” laughed softly.

“l shouldn’'t do too much wondering, Green,” he said. “You're paid to think
of nothing but struts and stays, carburettors and petrol supply!”

“I've had dl sorts of theories” the imperturbable Green went on. “I thought
maybe you were running dope to the Continent. If you are, it's no busness of
mine” Then he went off a a tangent. “Have you heard about The Ringer, Sr?
There sahit in tonight’ s paper.”

“The Ringer? Who on earth is The Ringer?’

“He's a fdlow who disguisess himsdf. The police have been after him for
years.”

Green was the kind of man who had the police news a his finger-tips and
could give the dates of the conviction and execution of every murderer for the
past twenty years. “He used to be in the Air Force, from what they say.”

“I've never heard of him,” sad the Colond. “Just stand outsde, will you,
Green?’

He waked into the hangar and, producing a powerful dectric lamp from his
pocket, made a minute examination of the aeroplane, testing wires, and
eventudly climbing into the fusdlage to ingpect the controls,

“Yes, she's dl right,” he sad as he dropped lightly down. “I don’'t know what
time | shdl be going, but probably some hour of the night. Have her taken out
behind the garage facing the long fied. You've been over the ground — | don't
want to get her scratched before | start to rise”

“I’ve combed the ground, sir,” said Green complacently.

“Good!”

“Colonel Dane’ took from his pocket a flat wad of notes, counted a dozen
and placed them in the hand of his assgant.

“Since you ae 0 inferndly curious | will tdl you, my friend. | am hoping
tonight to be running away with a lady — that sounds a little romantic, doesn't
it?

“She' s somebody’ swife, en?” said Green, scenting a scandal.

“She's somebody’s wife,” agreed the Colond gravely. “With any kind of luck
| shdl be here either & two o'clock tomorrow morning or two o'clock the
folowing morning. The thicker the fog, the better | shdl like it. | shdl be
accompanied by a lady, as | have told you. There will be no baggage; | want to
carry asmuch juiceas| can.”

“Where are you making for, Colond?’

The Ringer laughed again. He was easly amused tonight.

“It may be France or Belgium or Norway or the North Coast of Africa or the
South Coast of Irdand — who knows? | can't tel you when | shdl return, but
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before | go | shdl leave you enough money to live in comfort for at leest a year.
If I'm not back in ten days, | advise you to let the garage, keep your mouth shut,
and with any kind of luck we shdl be meeting again.”

He picked his way back to the car, and Green, with dl the curiogty of his
kind, sought vainly to catch a glimpse of his face. Never once had he seen this
drange employer of his, who had engaged him by night, and by night had
vidted him, choosng adways those conditions which made it necessary to wear
elther along mackintosh or a heavy ulder.

Green was dways under the impresson that his employer wore a beard, and
in subsequent evidence that he gave adhered to this statement. Bearded or
clean-shaven, he could not have penetrated beyond the muffling collar even
now, as he escorted the “ Colonel” back to his car.

“Taking about this Ringer—" began Green.

“I wasn't,” sad the other shortly, as he stepped into the car and jammed his
foot on the sdf-garter. “And | advise you to follow my example, Green. | know
nothing about the felow, except that he's a dangerous man — dangerous to spy

upon, more dangerous to tak about. Keep your mind fixed on aeroplanes,
Green; they are less deadly!”

In another few seconds the rear light of his car was out of sight.
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CHAPTER 39

Sam Hackitt had other trids than were represented by a vigilant congtabulary.
There was, for example, a lady whom in a misguided moment he had led to the
dtar — an act he had spent the rest of his life regretting. She was a loud,
aggressve woman, who hated her husband, not for his offences against society
but for cetan wesknesses of his which led him to neglect his home — a
collection of frowsy furniturein adingy little room off Church Street.

Sam was as easy-going as mog criminds, a farly kind man, but he lived in
terror of his wife. Since his release from prison he had very carefully avoided
her, but the news of his return had spread, and there had been two scenes, one
on Meger’'s doorstep and one in High Street, Deptford, when a raucous virago
hed followed him aong the dreet explaining to the world a large the habits
character and ddlinquencies of Mr. Samue Hackitt.

One day, Sam in an off moment had strolled up west, and in a large window
in Cockspur Street he had seen many glowing booklets describing the wonder
of the life on the wedtern prairies of Canada; and though agriculture was a
pursuit which had never whally dtracted him, he became from that indtant an
enthusiastic pioneer. But to reach Canada, money was needed, and to acquire
property required more money. Sam Hackitt sat down cold-bloodedly to
congder the problem of transportation and sustenance. He had sufficient money
saved to buy his ticket, but this he did surreptitioudy, passng the emigration
doctor with flying colours. Sam decided that, dl being far in love and war, and
his rdaionships with Mr. Meser being permanently strained, it would be no
hurt to his conscience to help himself to afew portable and salegble souvenirs.

That which he most strenuoudy coveted was a svdll black metal cashbox,
which Mester usualy kept in the second drawer of his desk. The lawyer, by
reason of the peculiar cals made upon him, generdly had a large sum of money
in his casrbox, and it was this which Sam most earnestly desired. There had
been no opportunity in the past two days even to look at the box; and now, with
the return of Johnny and his own summary gection — Meger, as an act of
grace, had told him he could stay on for the remainder of the week — a moment
of crigs hed arisen.

He had no grudge aganst Mary Henley, but he had found a sense of bitter
resentment growing towards the girl that day when, after the sixth atempt to
wak into the room and make a quick extraction, he found her covering her
typewriter before going home.

“You are leaving us, Hackitt?’ she said on this occasion.
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Sam thought that he could leave with greater rapidity if she would be kind
enough to give him an opportunity of opening the second drawer of Mr.
Meister's desk.

“Yes, Miss. | can't s¢and Meister any longer. | suppose you're glad about
your brother coming back, Miss?’

“Very glad. We re going into the country.”

“Taking up farming, Miss?’ asked Sam, interested.

She sighed.

“I'm afraid we shan't be much use as farmers”

“l thought of going in for faming mysdf,” sad Sam. “I've had a bit of
experience- | worked in the fields down at Dartmoor.”

“Areyou going to farm in England?’ she asked, surprised out of her mood.

Sam coughed.

“I'm not exactly sure, Miss, but | thought of going abroad. Into the great goen
Spaces asit were.”

“Sam, you' ve been to the pictures,” she accused him, and he grinned.

“This is no country for a man who's trying to get away from the am of the
police,” he said. “I want to go abroad and make a fresh art.”

She looked at him oddly.

“Why are your eyes dways on Mr. Meigter's dek? Is there anything wrong
with it?" she asked.

“No, no, Miss” sad Sam hadily, “only | thought of giving it a rub up
tomorrow. Look here, miss’ — he walked nearer to her and lowered his voice to
aconfidentid tone— “you've known old Meister for years, haven't you?’

She nodded.

“l don't suppose you know very much about him except that he's a snide
lawyer,” said Sam outrageoudy. “Don’t you think it'd be a good idea if you had
another young lady in to help you? This may be my last word to you.”

She looked a him kindly: how wel he meant. “There isn't enough work for
two people,” she said.

He nodded knowingly.

“Yes, thereis, Miss. Y ou make enough work — do alittle bit of miking.”

“ *Miking'?’

“Sowing up, ca canny — it’s a Scottish expression.”

“But why should | do that? It wouldn't be very honest, would it?’ she smiled
in spite of hersdf.

The honesty of things never made any very grest gpped to Sam Hackitt.

“It mightn't be honesty, but it'd be safe” he said, and winked. “1 hope you
won't be offended, but if | had a 9ster | wouldn’t pass her within haf a mile of
Meigter's house.”
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He saw her expresson change and was ingtantly apologetic, and took the first
opportunity of getting out of the room.

There was only one way for Sam: the sted grille which protected the window
leading on to the leads was an effective barrier to the average thief, but Sam
was above the average. And, moreover, when he cleaned the windows that
morning, he had introduced a little gopliance to the lock, an appliance which the
maker had not foreseen.

If Alan Wembury had examined the bars carefully he would have seen a
piece of sted wire neatly wrapped round a bar, and had he followed the wire to
its end he would have discovered that it entered the lock in such a way that a
person outside the window had only to loosen the wire and pull, to force back
the catch. It was an ingenious contrivance and Sam was rather proud of it.

That night, after Alan Wembury had gone, Sam crouched on the leads. He
heard Alan come and go. It was an unpleasant experience crouching there, for
the fog was dternated with a drizzle which soaked him through and chilled him
to the bone. He heard Megter talking to himsdf as he paced up and down the
room; heard the rattle of knife agang plate, and then Sam cursed. Megster was
a the piano — he might be there for hours. And Sam hated music. But
gpparently the man was in a fitful mood: the music ceased, and Sam heard the
creek of a chair, and after a while his stertorous, regular breathing. The lawyer
was adegp and Sam wated no longer. A quick pull and the grille was
unfastened. He had greased the window sash and it rose noiselesdy.

Meger sat a the piano, his eyes wide open, an unpleasant sght. Sam no
more than glanced at the little table, near the settee, which was covered by a
cloth. Tiptoeing across the room, he reached for the switch and turned out the
lights

The fire burnt low; but he was a famous night worker, and by touch located
the drawer, fitted the little instrument he carried into the lock, and pulled. The
drawer opened, and his hand groped in the interior. He found the cash+box
ingantly, but there were other treasures. A smal cupboard under the disused
buffet held certan pricdess aticles of Georgian dlver. He went back to the
window, lifted ingde his portmanteau and packed until the case could hold no
more. Lifting the suit-case, he stepped softly back towards safety, and was
nearly oppodte the mysery door when he heard a fant click and stood,
petrified, al his senses dert.

It might have been a cooling cinder in the fire. He moved sedthily, one hand
extended before him, an indinctive gesture common to dl who work in the
dark. He was opposite the mystery door, when suddenly a cold hand closed on
hiswrid!

He st his teeth, difled the cry which rose, and then, with a quick jerk,
wrenched free. Who was it? He could see nothing, could only hear quick
breathing, and darted for the window. In a second he was on the leads and in
another he was racing across the courtyard. The fear of death in his heart.
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There could be only one explanaion for that cold and desthly hand — The
Ringer had come for Meigter!
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CHAPTER 40

Ealy that evening Alan Wembury made a hurried cdl a Mese’s house
The grl was gone but Mester was vishle He came down in his inevitable
dressng-gown and was s0 gloomy and nervous a man that Alan formed the
impression that he had been sent for so urgently to soothe the lavyer’s nerves.

But in this he was wrong.

“Sorry to bother you, ingpector...” Mester was, for the firg time in his life, &
aloss as to how he should proceed.

Alan waited.

“The fact is... I've got a very unplessant duty to perform — very unpleasant.
Totdl you thetruth, | hate doing it.”

Sill Alan sad nothing to encourage the coming confidence and Meister
hardly wanted encouragement.

“It's about Johnny. You understand my position, Wembury? You know what
the Commissoner sad to me? | am under suspicion — unjudly, it is true — but |
am suspect by police headquarters.”

Wha was coming next? Alan wondered. This was so unlike the Meister he
knew that he might be excused his bewilderment.

“I can't afford to take risks,” the lawyer went on. “A few weeks ago | might
have taken a chance, for the sake of Mary — Miss Lenley. But now | Smply dare
not. If 1 know of a felony about to be committed or contemplated, | have only
one course — to inform the police.”

Now Alan Wembury understood. But he still maintained his sillence.

Maurice was waking nervoudy up and down the room. He sensed the
antagonism, the contempt of the other man, and hated him for it. Worse than
this he was wel aware that Alan knew that he was lying: knew full wdl that
the betrayad was cold-blooded and deliberate.

“You understand?’ asked Meister again.

“Wdl? sad Alan. He was nausated by this prdiminary. “What fdony is
Lenley committing?’

Meister drew along breath.

“I think you should know that the Darnleigh affair was not Johnny’s firgt job.
He did the burglary at Miss Bolter’s about ayear ago. Y ou remember?’

Wembury nodded. Miss Bolter was an eccentric maiden lady of great wedth.
She had a house on the edge of Greenwich — a veritable storehouse of old
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jewdlery. A robbery had been committed and the thieves had got away with
£8,000 worth of jewels.

“Was Lenley in that — isthat the information you are laying?’

“I am laying no information,” said Maurice hadily. “I merdy tel you whet |
believe to be true. My information, which you will be able to confirm, is that
the jewels were never got away from the house — you will remember thet the
burglars were disturbed at their nefarious work.”

Alan shook his head.

“I ill don’'t understand what you're driving a,” he said.

Meister looked round and lowered his voice.

“I undergtand from some hint he dropped that he is going to Camden Crescent
tonight to get the jewds He has borrowed the key of the house next door,
which happens to be my property and is empty. My theory is that the jewes are
hidden on the roof of No. 57. | suggest — | do no more than sugges, that you
post a man there tonight.”

“| see!” sad Alan softly.

“I don't want you to think that | intend harm to Johnny — I’d rather have cut
off my right hand than hurt him. But | have my duty to do — and | am dready
under suspicion and deeply involved, so far as John Lenley is concerned.”

Alan went back to Handers Lane police station with a heavy heart. He could
do nothing. Meister would report to headquarters that he had given him the
information. To wan John Lenley would mean ruin — disgrace — probably an
ignominious discharge from the service.

He sent aman to take up a position on the roof of Camden Crescent.

Within an hour he had his report. He was standing moodily before the fire
when the telephone bell rang. The sergeant pulled the instrument over to him.

“Halo!” He looked up at the clock mechanicdly to time the cdl in his book.
“What's that? He covered the receiver with his hand. “The night watchman a
Cleavers reports there’' s aman on the roof in Camden Crescent.”

Alan thought for a moment.

“Yes, of course. Tel him not to worry; it is a police officer.”

“On the roof of Camden Crescent?’ asked the sergeant increduloudy.

Alan nodded, and the officer addressed himself to his unknown vis-avis.

“That's dl right, son. He's only one of our men... eh? He's sweeping the
chimney . . yes we dways have policemen sweep chimneys and we usudly
choose the night.” He hung up the receiver. “What' s he doing up there?’

“Looking round,” said Alan indifferently.

His men were searching for another crimind that night. Sam Hackitt had
disappeared from Meger's house, and the datternly woman who was known as
Mrs. Hackitt had been brought in earlier in the evening charged with fighting. It
was the old sordid story... a younger woman who had taken the erratic fancy of
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the faithless Sam. In her fury Mrs. Hackitt had “squesked” — the tory of Sam’'s
plans was told to the station sergeant’s desk — and two of Wembury's men were
looking for him.

Dr: Lomond had once sad tha he fet the police were very hard on little
ciminds, tha they sought crime, and grew cdlous to dl the sufferings
attendant upon its detection. Alan wondered if he had grown calous. Perhaps
he had not. Perhgos no police officer should. They came to be rather like
doctors, who have two persondities, in one of which they can dissociate from
themsdves al sentiment and human tenderness. And then the object of his
thoughts appeared and Wembury's heart legpt. John Lenley came into the
charge-room, nodding to the sergeant.

“I’'m reporting here,” he said.

He took some papers out of his pocket and laid them on the desk.

“My name's Lenley. I'm a convict on licence.”

And then he caught Wembury’ s eye and came over to him and shook hands.

“I heard you were out, Lenley. | congratulate you.”

All the time he was spesking, there was in his mind the picture of tha
crouching, waiting figure of justice on the roof of Camden Crescent. He had to
clench histeeth to inhibit the warning that rose to hislips.

“Yes, | came out yesterday,” said Johnny.

“Your dster was glad to see you?’

“Yes” sad Lenley curtly, and seemed disnclined to make any further
reference to Mary.

“Id like to find a job for you, Johnny,” sad Alan, in desperation. “I think |

John Lenley smiled crookedly.

“Prisoners Aid Society?’ he asked. “No, thank you! Or is it the Salvation
Army you're thinking of? Peper sorting a twopence a hundredweight? When |
get a job, it will be one that a waster can't do, Wembury. | don't want helping; |
want leaving done.”

There was asilence, broken by the scratching of the sergeant’s pen.

“Where are you going tonight?’ asked Alan. At al costs this man must be

warned. He thought of Mary Lenley waiting a& home. He was amos crazy with
the fear that she might in some way concelve the arrest of this man & a betrayd

on his part.
John Lenley was looking a him suspicioudy.
“I’'m going up west. Why do you want to know?’
Alan' sindifference wasill assumed.

“I don't wish to know particularly,” And then: “Sergeant how far is it from
here to Camden Crescent?’
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He saw Johnny start. The man's eyes were fixed on his.
“Not ten minutes walk,” said the sergeant.

“Not far, is it?" Alan was addressing the ticket-of-leave man. “A mere ten
minute swak from Camden Crescent to the station housa!”

Johnny did not answer.

“I thought of taking a londy stroll up west,” Alan went on. “Would you like
to come dong and have a chat? There are severd things I'd like to tak to you
about.”

Johnny was weatching him suspicioudy.

“No,” hesad quietly. “I've got to meet afriend.”

Alan picked up a book and turned the leaves dowly. He did not raise his eyes
when he said:

“I wonder if you know whom you're going to meet? You used to be a bit of
an ahlete in your ealy days Lenley — a runner, weren't you? | seem to
remember that you took prizes?’

“Yes, I’'vegot acup or two,” he said, in atone of surprise.

“If 1 were you” — gill Alan did not raise his eyes from the book — “I’d run and
not stop running until | reached home. And then I’d lock the door to stop mysdf
running out again!”

The desk sergeant was intrigued.

“Why?" he asked.

Johnny had turned his back on Wembury and was apparently absorbed in the
information he was giving to the sergeant. Then he walked to the door.

“Good night, Lenley, if | don't see you again,” said Wembury.

Johnny spun round. “Do you expect to see me again?’ he asked. “Tonight?’

“Yes—1 do.”

The words were ddiberate. It was the nearest to a warning that he could give
condstent with his duty; and when, with a shrug, Johnny Lenley went out into
the night, the heart of Alan Wembury was sore.

“What fools these people are!” he said doud.

“And a good job, too!” returned the sergeant. “If they weren't fools, you'd
never catch’em!”

Wembury would have gone out had it not been for his promise to meet Dr.
Lomond here. He did not want to be around when the inevitable happened and
Johnny Lenley was brought in — unless he had taken the hint. Had he? It seemed
impossble of bdief that he could have the Stuation so planly put before him,
and yet ignore the warning.

155



CHAPTER 41

Lomond had just shuffled in and was cursng the weather when there was a
heavy footfdl in the corridor outsde and the lawyer lurched in. His overcoat
was open, his slk hat was on the back of his head, an unaccustomed cigarette
drooped from his lips. The trandtion from the dark dreet to the wdl-lit
charge-room temporarily blinded him. He stared for along time at the doctor.

“The man of medicine and the man of lav!” he sad thickly and thumped
himself on the chest. “My dear doctor, thisis dmost an historic meeting!”

He turned to Alan.

“Have they brought him in? | didn’'t think he'd be fool enough to do the job,
but he' s better away, my dear Wembury, very much better.”

“Did you come to find out? You might have saved yoursdf the trouble by
telephoning,” sad Alan gernly.

The whole mien of Meister suddenly changed. The look that Alan had seen in

his eyes before regppeared, and when he spoke his voice was harsh but
coherent.

“No, | didn't come for that.” He looked round over his shoulder. The
policeman had come from the door to the sergeant, and was whispering
something to him. Even the doctor seemed interested. “Hackitt cleared out and
left me done— the dirty coward! Alonein the house!”

Up went the hand to his mouth.

“It got on my nerves, Wembury. Every sound | heard, the cresk of a chair
when | moved, acod faling from thefire, the rattle of the windows-’

Out of the dark beyond the doorway loomed a figure. Nobody saw it. The
three men taking together a the desk least of dl. Inspector Bliss stared into the
charge-room for a second and vanished as though he were pat of some
magician’s trick. The policeman a the desk caught a glimpse of him and
walked to the door. The sergeant and the doctor followed a a more lesurely
pace.

“Every sound brings my heat into my mouth, Wembury. | fed as though |
stood in the very presence of doom.”

His voice was a husky whine.

“I fed it now — as though somewhere near me, in this very room, degth were
a my ebow. Oh, God, it'sawful —awful!

Suddenly he swayed, and Alan Wembury caught him jugt in time. Fortunately
the doctor was a hand, and they sat him on a chair whilst Sergeant Carter
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delved into his desk for an ancient bottle of smelling-sdts that had served many
afanting lady, overcome in that room by her temporary misfortunes.

“What' s the matter with him?”’

“Dope” answered the doctor laconicdly. “Take him into the inspector's
room, sergeant, he'll be dl right in afew minutes!”

He watched the limp figure asssed from the charge-room and shook his
head. Then he grolled back to the main door and into the corridor. He was
peering out into the night.

“What isit, doctor?’ asked Alan.

“Thereheisagain!” Lomond pointed to the dark street.

“Whoisit?

“He's been watching the dation ever snce Meister came in,” said Lomond,
as he came back to the charge-room and drew up a chair to thefire.

“Who is the mysterious watcher?” asked Wembury, smiling.

“I don't know. It looked like Bliss to me” said Lomond, ralling a cigareite;
“he doesn't like me—1 don’'t know why.”

“Do you know anybody he likes— except Bliss?’ growled Wembury.

“I heard quite a curious thing aout him a the cub this afternoon,” sad
Lomond dowly. “I met a man who knew him in Washington — a doctor man.
He swears that he saw Blissin the psychopathic ward of a Brooklyn hospital.”

“When wasthis?’

“That is the absurd part of it. He said he saw him only afortnight ago.”
Wembury smiled.

“He has been back months.”

“Do you know Blissvery wel?’

“No, not very well,” admitted Wembury. “I never met him until he returned
from America | had seen him — hes a much older man than I, and my
promotion was rather rapid. He was a sub-ingpector when | was only a
constable — hdlo!”

A man drode into the charge-room and walked straight to the sergeant’s desk.
It was Inspector Bliss.

“I want agun,” he said shortly.

“I beg pardon?’ Carter stared at him.
“I want an automatic” — louder.
Wembury chuckled mdicioudy.

“That's right, sergeant-Centrd Ingpector Bliss from Scotland Yard wants an
autometic. What do you wart it for, Bliss? Going ratting?’

Bliss favoured him with a crooked smile.
“Yes, but you needn’'t be afraid, though. What' s it to do with you?’
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“Quite a lot,” sad Wembury, quietly, as the sergeant produced an automatic.
“Thisismy divison.”
“Any reason why | shouldn’'t have it?" demanded the bearded man.

“None,” said Wembury, and as the other made for the door: “I should sign for
it, though. Y ou seem to have forgotten the routine, Bliss”

Blissturned with acurse.

“I've been away from this damned country, you know that.”

The doctor’ s eyes were twinkling.

“Good evening, Mr. Bliss”

For thefirg time it seemed Bliss noticed the police surgeon’s presence.
“‘Evening, Professor. Caught The Ringer yet?’

“Not yet,” smiled Lomond.

“Huh! Better write another book and then perhaps you will!”

“We are amused,” responded Lomond dryly. “No, | haven't caught The
Ringer, but | dare say | could put my hand on him.”

Bliss looked at the other suspicioudy.

“Think s0? Y ou've got atheory, en?’

“A conviction, avery strong conviction,” said Lomond mysterioudy.

“Now you take a tip from me. Leave police work to policemen. Arthur
Milton’s a dangerous man. Seen hiswife latdy?

“No — have you?’

Blissturned.

“No; | don't even know who she' sliving with.”

The doctor’ s face hardened.

“Would you remember you're spesking of a particular friend of mine?” he
demanded.

Ingpector Bliss dlowed himsdlf the rare luxury of a chuckle.

“Oh, she's caught you, too, eh? She does find 'em!”

“Have you never heard of a woman having a disnterested friend?’” demanded
Lomond.

“Oh yes, theré's one born every minute” was the harsh reply, and, seeing
Wembury's disgpproving eye on him: “You're a bit of a sentimenta Johnny,
too, aren’t you, Wembury?’

“That’smy weakness,” said Alan coally.

“That girl Lenley — she'sin Meiger’ s office, isn't she?’

Wembury smiled his contempt.

“You've found that out, have you? There are the makings of a detective in
you,” he said, but Blisswas not perturbed by the sudied insuilt.
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“Sweet on her, they tell me. Very romantic! The old squir€' s daughter and the
love-sick copper!”

“If you must use thieves dang, cdl me ‘busy’. Were you ever in love,
Bliss?’

“Me ! Huh! No woman can make a fool of mel” said Inspector Bliss, one

hand on the door.
“It tekes a clever woman to improve on God's handiwork. What are you

doing down here, anyway?’ retorted Alan rudely.
“Your job!” sngpped Bliss, as he went out, banging the door behind him.
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CHAPTER 42

Carter was intrigued.

“It's curious that the ingpector does’t know station routine, it it, Sr?”

“Everything aout Mr. Bliss is curious” sad Alan savagdy. “Bliss Where
he got his name from I’d like to know!”

Lomond went to the door of the ingpector's room, where Meister lay under
the watchful eye of a “rdief”. He was rapidly recovering, the doctor said. As he
returned, a policeman came in and whispered to Wembury.

“A lady to see me? Who isit?’
“It's Cora Ann Milton,” sad Lomond, again displaying that uncanny ingtinct
of his. “My future bride!”

Cora Ann came in with an ar in which defiance and assumed indifference
were blended.

“Say, isthere something wrong with your date book, doctor?’

Alan regarded the old doctor suspicioudy as Lomond took the woman's hand
inhis

“There' s something wrong with you! Why, you're dl of adither, Cora Ann.”

She nodded grimly.

“I never wait longer than an hour for any man.”

Wembury looked up at this.

“Good Lord! | was teking ye to dinner!” gasped the doctor. “I was called
down here and it dipped out of my mind.”

Cora Ann looked round with every indication of distaste.

“I can't blame you. If | were cdled to a place like this my mind would dip a
cog. So this is a palice gation? My idea of hell, only not so bright!” She looked
at Wembury. “Say, where s your fancy dress? Everybody elseisin uniform.”

“I keep that for wearing at parties,” he smiled.
She shuddered.

“Ugh — doesn’'t it make you sick? How can you stay here — there must be
something wrong with aman’s mind who likes this sort of life”

“Theré' s something wrong with you,” said Lomond quietly. “Ther€'s a queer
vacant look in your eye.”

She eyed him steadily.

“The vacancy isn't in my eye— | haven't had anything to eet since lunch!”
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Lomond was dl remorse.

“Y ou poor hungry mite— could you not eat by yoursdf?’

“I prefer to take my meals under the eye of amedical man,” said Cora

“I’'m not so sure that it would be safe,” he bantered.

“Do you think I'll poison you?’

“Y ou might poison my mind.”

All the time Wembury was ligening with undisguised agonishment. What
was the doctor’ s game? Why was he making friends with this girl?

“Are you going to take pity on a poor hysterica femae?’ she demanded.

There was an dement of desperation in her tone; it was as though she were
meaking one lagt effort to... what? Alan was puzzled.

“I’d love to, Cora Ann, but—" Lomond was saying.

“But! But!” she mocked. “You're a ‘butter’, eh? Listen, Scottie, you won't
have to pay for the dinner!”

He grinned at this.

“That’s certainly an inducement, but I’ ve got work to do.”

In a second her face had grown haggard.

“Work!” She laughed hbitterly, and with a shrug of her shoulders walked
lislesdy towards the door. “I know the work! You're trying to hang Arthur
Milton. Thet's your idea of work! All right.”

“Where are you going now, lasse?’ asked the doctor, anxioudly.
She looked a him, and her smilewas alittle hard.

“It's too late for dinner. | think I'll go and have supper and a music lesson at
the sametime. I’ ve afriend who plays the piano very, very wdl.”

Lomond walked to the door and peered out into the fog after her.

“That sounds like a threat to me,” he said.

Alan did not answer immediately. When he spoke his voice was very grave.
“Doctor — | wish you wouldn’'t make love to The Ringer’ s wife”

“What do you mean?’

“I mean — | don’'t want the possibility of two tragedies on my mind.”

Carter, who had been into the room where Meister was lying, came back to
his desk at that moment.

“How ishe now?’
“He sdl right, dr,” said the sergeant.
Tramp, tramp, tramp!

Alan's keen ears had caught the sound of the measured march, the peculiar
tempo of a man in custody, and he drew a long breath as Johnny Lenley, his
am gripped by a planclothes policeman, came through the door and was
arayed before the desk. There was no preliminary.
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“I am Detective-Congtable Bell,” sad the tal man. “This evening | was on
the roof of 57, Camden Crescent, and | saw this man come up through a
trap-door in the attic of No. 55. | saw him searching behind the cigern of 57,
and took him into custody. | charged him with being on enclosed premises for
the purpose of committing afelony.”

Lenley stood looking down at the floor. He scarcdly seemed interested in the
proceedings, until he raised his head and his eyes found Wembury's, and then
he nodded dowly.

“Thank you, Wembury,” he said. “If | had the krain of a rabbit | shouldn't be
here.”

Carter at the desk dipped his penin theink.

“What isyour name?’ he asked automatically.

“John Lenley.”

Silence and a splutter of writing.

“Your address?’

“1 have no address.”

“Your trade?’

“I am aconvict on licence,” said Johnny quietly.

The sergeant put down his pen.

“Search him,” he said, and Johnny spread out his ams while the tal officer
ran his hands through his pockets and carried what he had found to the desk.

“Who put me away, Wembury?’

Alan shook his head.

“That is not a question to ask me” he sad. “You know that very well.” He
nodded to the desk to cal the prisoner’s attention to the man who was, for the
moment, in supreme authority.

“Have you any explanation for your presence on the roof of 57, Camden
Crescent?’ asked the sergeant.

Johnny Lenley cleared his throat.

“I went after some stuff that was supposed to be planted behind a cistern. And
it wasn't there. That's dl. Who was the snout? You needn't tell me, because |
know. Look after my sister; Wembury; she'll want some looking after, and I'd
sooner trugt you than any man-"

It was unfortunate for dl concerned that Mr. Meister chose that moment to
make his bedraggled appearance. He stared foolishly a the man in the hands of
the detectives, and Johnny Lenley smiled.

“Hallo, Mauricel” he said softly.

The lawyer was staggered.

“Why — why —it's — it's Johnny!” he stammered. “You haven't been getting
into trouble again, have you, Johnny? He raised his hands in a gesture of
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despair. “Wha a misfortune! I'll be down a the court to defend you in the
morning, my boy.” He ambled up to the sergeant’s desk. “Any food he wants,
let him have it a my expense” he said loudly.

“Meiger!” The word came like the clang of dted on ged. “There was no
swag behind the cigtern!”

Mr. Meger’s face was a picture of wonder and amazement.

“No swag behind the cisern? ‘Swag? | don't know what you're taking
about, my boy.”

Lenley nodded and grinned mirthledy.

“I came out too soon for you. It interfered with your little scheme, didn't it,
Meister? Y ou swine!”

Before Wembury could redise what was happening, Johnny had the lawyer
by the throat. In a second four men were struggling in a heap on the ground.

As they rolled on the floor, the door of the charge room flung open and
Inspector Bliss appeared. He stood for a second, and then with one legp was in
the thick of the scrum.

It was Bliss who flung the boy back. He walked to the prosirate Meister.
“Ishe hurt?’ he demanded.

White with rage, Johnny glared at the lawyer.

“I wishto God I’'d killed him!” he hissed.

Bliss turned his hard eyes upon the prisoner.

“Don’'t be so damned sdfish, Lenley!” he said coldly.
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CHAPTER 43

Alan Wembury had only one thought in his mind as he waked from the
police dtation, and that a supremdy wretched one. Mary had to be told. Again
he was to be an unwilling messenger of woe. A fog was blowing up from the
river, and lay 0 thick in some places that he had to grope his way feding dong
the ralings. In the dip of Lewisham High Road it was dearer, for some reason.
Being human, he cursed the fog; cursed John Lenley for his insensate folly; but
it was when he thought of Maurice Meiger that he found it mog difficult to
contral his anger. The base treachery of the man was dmost inhuman.

He dimbed up the stone daircase of Mapas Mansions and knocked at the
door of Mary’s flat. There was no answer. He knocked again; and then he heard
an inner door open the snap of alock as it was turned back, and:

“Isthat you, Johnny? | thought you had the key.”

“No, my dear, itisl.”

“Alan!” She took a step back and her hand went to her heart. “Is anything
wrong?’

Her face was twitching with anxiety. He did not answer until he had closed
the door behind him and followed her into the room.

“Isthere anything wrong?’ she asked again... “Isit Johnny?’

He nodded. She sank into achair and covered her eyes with her hands.

“Ishe... arested?’ she whispered.

“Yes” sad Alan.

“For the forgery?’ She spoke in avoice little above awhisper.

“For the forgery?’ He stared cbwn at her. “I don't know what you mean, my
dear.”
And she turned awhite, bewildered face up to his.

“lan't it for forgery?’ she asked, in wonder; and then, as she redised her
indiscretion: “Will you forget that | asked that, Alan?’

“Of course I'll forget, Mary, my dear. | know nothing about a forgery. Johnny
was arrested for being on enclosed premises.”

“For burglary — oh, my God!”
“I don't know what it's dl about. I'm a little & sea mysdf,” sad Alan. “I

wish | could tel you everything | guess perhgps | will, even if | am fired out of
theforcefor it.”

He dropped his hand gently on her shoulder.
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“You've got to stand up to this, Mary; there may be some explanation. | can’t
understand why Johnny should have been such a lundtic. | did my best to warn
him. | gill think there is a chance for him. After | leave here and have seen
Meder, I'm going to knock up a lawyer friend of mine and get his advice. |
wish he hadn’t gone for Meigter.”

And then he told her of the scene at the police station, and she was horrified.

“He druck Maurice? Oh, he's mad! Why, Maurice has it in his power—" She
stopped short.

Alan’s keen eyes searched her face.

“Go on,” he sad gently. “Maurice has it in his powe—?" And, when she did
not speak: “Isit the forgery you are thinking of 7’

Shelooked at him reproachfully.

“Alan, you promised-"

“I didn't promise anything,” he hdf amiled, “but I'll tdl you this that
anything you sy to me is to Alan Wembury the individud, and not to Alan
Wembury the police officer. Mary, my dear, you're in trouble won't you let me
help you?’

She shook her head.

“I can't. | can't! This has made things so dreadful. Maurice is so vindictive,
and he will never forgive Johnny. And he was going to be so nice... he was
getting us alittle farm in the country.”

It was on the tip of Alan’s tongue to tell her the truth about the betrayd, but
the rigid discipline of the police force was triumphant. The first law and the last
law of criminal detection is never to betray the informer.

“It's a mystery to me why Johnny went to this house. He told some story
about there being loot, the proceeds of an old burglary, hidden in a cistern; but
of course there was nothing of the sort.”

She was crouching over the table, her head on her hands, her eyes closed. He
thought for a moment she was going to fant, and his am went about her
shoulder.

“Mary, can't | hdp you?” His voice was huky. He found a difficulty in
bresthing. “I don’'t care how you think of me, whether it is as the son of your
old servant, as Inspector Wembury the police officer, or just Alan Wembury...
who loves you!”

She did not move; made no attempt to withdraw from his encircling arm.

“I've sad it now and I’'m glad,” he went on bresthlessy. “I’ve aways loved
you since you were achild. Won't you tel me everything, Mary?’

And then suddenly she pushed him away and came to her fedt, wild-eyed, her
lips parted as a some horrible thought.
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“I can't, | can't!” she said, dmost incoherently. “Don’t touch me, Alan... I'm
not worthy of you... | thought | need not go, but now | know that | must... for
Johnny’ s sake.”

“Go where?’ he asked gternly, but she shook her head.

Then she flung her hands out impulsively and caught him in afrenzied dasp.

“Alan, 1 know you love me... and I'm glad... glad! You know what that
means, don't you? A woman wouldn't say that unless she... she fdt that way
hersdlf. But I’ ve got to save Johnny — | must!”

“Won't you tdl mewhat it is?’

She shook her head.

“I can't. This is one of the hard places that I've got to go through without
help.”

But he was not to be silenced.

“Isit Meiger?’ he asked. “Isit some threet that heis holding over you?’

Mary shook her head weerily.

“l don't want to talk about it, Alan — what can | do for Johnny? Is it redly a
bad charge — | mean, will he be sent to pena sarvitude again? Do you think that
Maurice could save him?’

For the moment Johnny’s fate did not interest the police officer. He had no
mind, no thought for anybody but this londy girl, battered and bruised and
broken. His arms went round her; he held her to hs breast and kissed her cold
lips.

“Don't, please, Alan,” she murmured, and redising that she had no physica
strength to resst, he released her gently.

He himsdlf was shaking like an aspen when he moved to the door.

“I’'m going to solve a few myseries — about Johnny and about other things”
he sad, between his teeth. “Will you dsay here where | can find you? | will
come back in an hour.”

Dimly divining his purpose, she cdled him back, but he was gone.

Meder's house was in darkness when Alan struggled through the fog into
Flanders Lane. The police officer on duty a the door had nothing to report
except that he had heard the sound of a piano coming faintly from one of the
upper rooms.

The policeman had the key of the gate and the front door, and, leaving the
man on duty outsde, Alan gtrode into the house. As he mounted the dtairs, the
sounds of a Humoresque came down to him. He tried Megter's door: it was
locked. He tapped on the pand.

“What do you want?’ asked Meister’ s durred voice. “Who isit?’
“Wembury. Open the door,” said Alan impatiently.
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He heard the man growl as he crossed the room, and presently the door was
opened. He waked in; the room was in darkness save for a light which came
from one standard lamp near the piano.

“Wel, what's that young blackguard got to say for himsdf?” demanded
Maurice. He had been drinking heavily; the place reeked with the smel of
spirits. There was a big bruise on his cheek where John Lenley had struck him.

Without invitation, Alan switched on the lights and the lawyer blinked
impatiently a him.

“I don’'t want lights. Curse you, why did you put those lights on?’ he snarled.

“I want to see you,” said Wembury, “and | would like you to see me!”

Meger stared a him stupidly.

“Well,” he asked at lagt, “you wanted to see me? You seem to have taken
charge of my house, Mr. Wembury. You wak in and you go out as you wish;
you turn on my lights and put them off a your own sweet will. Now perhgps
you will condescend to explain your atitude and your manner.”

“I’ve come to ask you something about aforgery.”

He saw Maurice Sart.

“A forgery? What do you mean?’

“You know damned well what | mean,” sad Alan savagdy. “Wha is this
forgery you'vetold Mary Lenley about?’

Drunk as he was, the question sobered the man. He shook his head.

“I redly don't understand what you're taking about.” Maurice Meser was
no fool. If Mary had told the story of the forged cheque, this bullying oaf of a
police officer would not ask such a question. He had heard a little, guessed
much — how much, Meister was anxiousto learn.

“My dear man, you come here in the middle of the night and ask me
questions about forgeries” he went on in a flippant tone. “Do you redly expect
me to be conversationd and informative — after wha | have experienced
tonight? I've dedt with so many forgeries in my life that | hardly know to
which oneyou refer.”

His eyes drayed unconscioudy to a little round table that was set in the centre
of the room, and covered by a fine white cloth. Alan had noticed this and
wondered what the cloth concedled. It might be Mester's supper, or it might be
— Only for asecond did he dlow his attention to be diverted, however.

“Meiger, you're holding some threat over the head of May Lenley, and |
want to know what it is. You've asked her to do something which she doesn't
want to do. | don’t know what thet is either, but | can guess. I’'m warning you-"

“Asapalice officer?” sneered Maurice.

“As a man,” sad Alan quietly. “For the evil you are contemplating there may
be no remedy n law, but | tel you this that if one hair of Mary Lenley’s head
is hurt, you will be sorry.”
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The lawyer’ s eyes narrowed.

“That is a threat of persond violence, one presumes?’ he said, and in spite of
the effort to appear unconcerned his voice trembled. “Threatened men live long,
Ingpector Wembury, and | have been threatened dl my life and nothing has
come of it. The Ringer threstens me, Johnny threstens me, you thresten me — |
thrive on threats!”

The eyes of Alan Wembury had the hard brightness of burnished stedl.

“Meder,” he sad softly, “I wonder if you redise how near you are to
death?’

Mester’s jaw dropped and he gaped at the young man who towered over him.

“Not a my hands, perhaps, not a The Ringer's hands, nor John Lenley’s
hands, but if what | beieve is true, and if | am right in suspecting the kind of
villainy you contemplate tonight, and you cary your plans through, be sure of
onething, Maurice Megter — that if The Ringer fals, | shdl get you!”

Meigter looked at him for along time and then forced a smile.

“By God, you're in love with Mary Lenley,” he chuckled harshly. “That’s the
best joke I’ ve heard for years!”

Alan heard his raucous laugher as he went down the dtairs, and the echo of it
rang in hisears dl the way down Flanders Lane.

He had a cdl to make — a lawyer friend who lived in Greenwich. His
interview with that gentleman was very satisfactory.
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CHAPTER 44

Alan Wembury came into the charge-room and glanced at the clock. He had
been gone two hours.

“Has Mr. Blissbeen in?’ he asked.
Bliss had vanished from the station dmost as dramatically as he arrived.

“Yes, gr; he came in for a few minutes. he wanted to see a man in the cdls”
sad Carter.

Ingantly Alan was dert.

“Who?’ he asked.

“That boy Lenley. | let him have the key.”

What interest had the Scotland Y ard man in Johnny? Wembury was puzzled.

“Oh —hedidn’'t say long?’

“No, sr. Above five minutes.”

Alan shook his rain-soddened hat in the fireplace.

“No messages?’

“No, gr: one of our drunks has been giving a lot of trouble. | had to telephone

to Dr. Lomond — he's with him now. By the way, gr, did you see this anongst
Lenley’s papers? | only found it after you'd gone.”

Hetook a card from the desk and gave it to Wembury, who read:
“Hereisthe key. Y ou can go in when you like— No. 57.”

“Why, that's Meigter’ swriting.”

“Yes, dr,” nodded Carter, “and No. 57 is Meister's own property. | don't
know how that will affect the charge againg Lenley.”

As he read a great load seemed to roll from Alan Wembury's heart:
everything his lawyer friend had said, came back to him.

“Thank God! That lets him out! It was just as | thought! Mester must have
been very drunk to have written that — it ishisfirg dip.”

“What isthe lav?’

Wembury was no lawyer, but when he had discovered that the arrest had been
made on Meser’'s property, he had seen a loop-hole. Johnny Lenley went at
Meder's invitaion — it could not be burglay. Meser was the landiord of the
house.
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“Wasthere akey?’ he asked.

“Yes, ar.” Carter handed the key over. “It has Mester’s name on the labd.”

Alan Sghed hisrdid.

“By gad I'm glad Lenley is indde, though. If ever | saw murder in a man's
eyesit wasin higd”

Carter put aquestion that had been in hismind al the evening.

“I suppose Lenley isn't The Ringer?’ he asked, and Alan laughed.

“Don’t be absurd! How can he be?’

As he spoke he heard his name cdled, and Lomond ran into the charge-room
from the passage leading to the cells.

“Isanything wrong?’ asked Alan quickly.

“Wheat cdll did you put Lenley in?’

“Number eight at the far end,” said Carter.

“The door’ swide open —it's empty!”

Carter flew out of the room. Alan picked up the ’phone from the sergeant’s
desk.

“By God, Lomond, he'll be after Megter.”

Carter came into the room hurriedly.

“He's got away dl right,” he said. “The door is wide open, and o is the door
into the yard!”

“Two of my men, Carter,” said Wembury quickly, and, then the number he
had asked for came through.

“Scotland Yad?... Give me the night officer... Inspector Wembury
spesking. Take this for al dations. Arrest and detain John Lenley, who escaped
tonight from Handers Lane police dation whilst under detention. Age
twenty-seven, height six feet, dark, wearing &~

“Blue serge,” prompted Sergeant Carter.

“He's a convict on licence” continued Wembury. “Sort that out, will you?
Thank you.”

He hung up the receiver as a detective camein.

“Get your bicycle and go round to dl patrols. Lenley’s got away. You can
describe the man.”

To the second man who cameiin:

“Go to Mdpas Mansons — Lenley lives there with his sgter. Don't darm the
young lady, do you understand? If you find him, bring himin.”

When the men had hurried out into the thick night, Alan srode up and down
the charge-room. This danger to Meister was a new one. Dr. Lomond was going
and collecting hisimpedimenta.

“How the devil did he get away?” Wembury put his thoughts into words.
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“I have my own theory,” said Lomond. “If you alow Detective Inspector
Blisstoo near a prisoner, he'll get away easly enough.”

On which cryptic note he l€ft.

He had to wait a the head of the steps to alow Sam Hackitt to pass in — and
Hackitt did not come willingly, for he was in the hands of a detective and a
uniformed policeman.

Alan heard afamiliar plaint and looked over his shoulder.

“‘Evening, Mr. Wembury. See what they’ve done to me? Why don't you stop
"em ’ounding me down?’ he demanded in a quivering voice.

“What's the trouble?’ asked Alan testily. He was in no mood for the recita of
petty larcenies.

“l saw this man on Deptford Broadway,” sid the detective, “and asked him
what he had in his bag. He refused to open the bag, and tried to run away. |
arrested him.”

“That's a lie)” interposed Sam. “Now spesk the truth: don’'t perjure yoursalf
in front of witnesses. | smply said: “If you want the bag, takeit.”

“Shut up, Hackitt,” said Wembury. “What isin the bag?’
“Herel” said Sam, hadtily bresking in. “1 want to tell you about that bag. To

tell you the truth, | found it. It was layin' agang a wdl, an’ | says to mesdf, ‘I
wonder what that is? — judt like that.”

“And what did the bag say?’ asked the sceptica Carter.

The bag “sad’” many damning things The firgd thing reveded was the
cash-box. Sam had not had time to throw it away. The sergeant opened it, and
took out athick wad of notes and laid them on the desk.

“Old Meigter's cashrbox!” Sam’'s tone was one of horror and amazement.
“Now how did that get there? There's a mystery for you, Wembury! That ought
to be in your memories when you write them for the Sunday newspapers.
Strange and mysterious discovery of acadhbox!’ ”

“Theré s nothing mysterious about it,” said Wembury. “Anything else?’

One by one they produced certain slver articles which were very damning.

“It's a cop,” sad Sam philosophicdly. “You've spoilt the best honeymoon
I'm ever likdy to have — that's what you've done, Wembury. Who shopped
me?’

“Name?’ asked Carter conventiondly.

“Samud Cuthbert ' Ackitt — don’t forget the haitch.”

“Address?’

Sam wrinkled his nose.

“Buckingham Palace” he said sarcadticaly.

“No address. What was your last job?’
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“Chambermaid! ’Ere, Mr. Wembury, do you know what Mester gave me for
four days work? Ten bob! That's swedting! | wouldn't go into that house —
"aunted, | cdl it—’

The’phone rang at that moment and Carter answered it.

“Haunted?’

“I was in Meger's room, and | was just coming away with the stuff when |

fdt — a cold hand touch me! Cold! Clammy like a dead man's hand! | jumped
for the winder and got out on the leadd!”

Carter covered the telephone recelver with his pam.

“It's Atkins, gr — the man a Meger's house. He says he can't make him hear
— Meigter’ s gone up to his room but the door’ s locked.”

Alan went to the’phone quickly.

“It's Mr. Wembury spesking. Are you in the house?... You can't get in?
Can't make him hear?... You can't get any answer a dl? Is there a light in any
of the windows? Y ou're quite sure he' sin the house?’

Carter saw his face change.

“What's that? The Ringer's been seen in Deptford tonight! I'll come dong
right away.”

He hung up the recaiver.

“l don't know how much of that cold hand is cold feet, Hackitt, but you're
coming dong to Meger’s house with me. Take him dong!”

Protesting noidly, Mr. Hackitt was hurried into the Street.

From his hip pocket Wembury dipped an automatic, clicked back the jacket
and went swiftly to the door.

“Good luck, sr!” said Carter.
Alan thought he would need dl the luck that came hisway.
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CHAPTER 45

The car was worse than usdess — the fog was o thick that they were forced
to fed ther way by raling and wal. One good piece of luck they had — Alan
overtook the doctor and commandeered his services. The route led through the
worst part of Flanders Lane — a place where police went in couples.

Wembury’ s hand lamp showed a pae yellow blob that was dmost usdess.
“Isthat you, doctor?’ he asked and heard a grunt.
“What afearful hole! Wheream |7’

“In Flanders Lane,” said Wembury. He had hardly spoken the words before a
titter of laughter came from somewhere near at hand.

“Who isthat?’ asked Lomond.

“Don’'t move” warned Alan. “Part of the road is up. Can't you see the red
light?’

He thought he saw a pinkish blur ahead.

“I’ve been seeing the red light dl the evening,” said Lomond. “Road up, en?’

Some unseen person spoke hoarsaly in the fog.

“That's him that’ s going to get The Ringer!”

They heard the soft chuckle of many voices.

“Who wasthat?’ asked Lomond again.

“You are in Handers Lane, | tell you,” replied Alan. “It's other name is Little
Hdl!”

The doctor dropped his voice.
“1 can see nobody.”

“They are gtting on their doorsteps watching us,” answered Alan in the same
tone.

“What anight for The Ringer!”

Near a hand and from some miserable house a cracked gramophone began to
play. Loudly at first and then the volume of sound decreased as though a door
were shut upon it.

Then from another direction a woman’s voice shrieked:
“Pipethefly doctor! 'Im that’s goin’ to get The Ringer!”
“How the devil can they see?’ asked Lomond in amazement.
Alan shivered.
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“They’'ve got rats eyes” he sad. “Hark at the rustle of them — ugh! Halo
there!”

Somebody had touched him on the shoulder.
“They're having ajoke with us. Isit like thisdl the way, | wonder?’

Ahead, a red light glowed and another. They saw a grimy old man crouching
over a brazier of coke: a watchman. For a second as he raised his hideous face,
Lomond was startled.

“Ugh! Who are you,” he demanded.

“I'm the watchman. It's a horrible place, is Flanders Lane. They're dways
screaming — it'd freeze your blood to hear the things | hear.”

His tone was degp-sepulchrd.

“She' s been hangin’ round here dl night — the lady?” he said amazingly.

“What lady?’ asked Wembury.

“I thought she was a ghost — you see ghosts here — and hear "em.”

Somebody screamed in one of the houses they could not see.

“Always shoutin’ murder in Flanders Lane” sad the old watchman gloomily.
“They’'re like beasts down in them cdlas — some of 'em never comes out.
They’re born down there and they die down there.”

At that minute Lomond felt a hand touch hisarm.

“Where are you?’ he asked.

“Don't go any father — for God's sakel” she whispered, and he was
staggered.

“Cora Ann!”

“Who isthat? asked Alan turning back.

“There's degth there — death” — Cora's low voice was urgent — “I want to save
you. Go back, go back!”

“Trying to scare me,” said Lomond reproachfully. “Cora Ann!”

In another ingtant she was gone and a that moment the fog lifted and they
could see the street lamp outsde Meigter’ s house.

Atkins was waiting under the cover of the glass awning, and had nothing
more to report.

“I didn't want to bresk the door until you came in. There was no sound thet |
could hear except the piano. | went round the back of the house, ther€'s a light
burning in hisroom, but | could see that, of course, from under his door.”

“No sound?’

“None — only the piano.”

Alan hurried into the house, followed by the manacled Hackitt and his
custodian, Atkins and the doctor bringing up the rear. He went up the stairs and
knocked at the door heavily. There was no answer. Hammering on the pane
with hisfigt, he shouted the lawyer’ s name, but till there was no reply.
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“Where is the housekeeper?’ he asked. “Mrs. K.?7’

“In her room, gr. At least, she was there afew hours before. But she's desf.”

“Stone desf, | should say,” said Alan, and then:

“Give meany kind of key — | can open it,” said Hackitt.

They sood impatiently by whils he fiddled with the lock. His boast was
judtified — in afew seconds the catch snapped back and the door opened.

Only one big sandard lamp burnt in the room, and this threw an eerie light
upon the yellow face of Megster. He was in evening dress and sat a the piano,
his arms resting on the top, his yellow face set in alook of fear.

“Phew!” said Alan, and wiped his sreaming forehead. “I've heard the
expresson ‘dead to the world’, but this is certainly the firg time I've seen a
man in that sate.”

He shook the dazed lawyer, but he might as wel have shaken himsdf for dl
the effect it had upon the dumberer.

“Thank Gawd!” sad a voice behind. It was Hackitt's trembling voice. “I
never thought I’ d be glad to see that old bird divel”

Alan glanced up a the chanddier that hung from the celling.
“Put onthelights” he said. “ Seeif you can wake him, doctor.”

“Have you tried burning his ears?” suggested the helpful Hackitt, and was
sernly ordered to be quiet. “Can't a man express his emotions?’ asked Mr.
Hackitt wrathfully. “Theré's no law agang that, is there? Didn't | tell you, Mr.
Wembury? He' s doped! I"ve seen him like that before — doped and dizzy!”

“Hackitt, where were you in this room when you felt te hand?’ asked Alan.
“Take the cuff off.”

The handcuff was unlocked, and Hackitt moved to a place dmost opposte
the door. Between the door and the smal settee was a supper table, which
Wembury had seen the moment he came into the room. So Mary had not come:
that was an ingtant cause of relief.

“I was here,” said Hackitt. “The hand came from there.”

He pointed to the mystery door, and Wembury saw that the bolts were shot,
the door locked, and the key hung in its place on the wall. It was impossble that
anybody could have come into the room from that entrance without Mester's
assistance.

He next turned his atention to the window. The chintz curtains had been
pulled across Hackitt had noticed this immediady. He had left them
hdf-drawn and window and grille open.

“Somebody’s been here” he sad emphaticdly. “I'm sure the old man hasn't
moved. | |eft the bars unfastened.”

The door leading to Mary’s little office room was locked. So was the second
door, which gave to the private staircase to Meister’'s awvn bedroom. He looked
a the bolts again, and was certain they had not been touched that night. It was a
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dusty room; the carpet had not been beaten for months, and every footstep must
dir up a little dust cloud. He wetted his finger, touched the knob of te bolt, and
athough he had handled it that afternoon, there were microscopic pecks to tell
him that the doorway had not been used.

Atkins was working at the deeping Meider, shaking him gently, encouraged
thereto by the uncomfortable snorts he provoked, but so far his efforts were
unsuccessful. Wembury, standing by the supper table, looked at it thoughtfully.

“Supper for two,” he said, picked up a bottle of champagne and examined it.
“Cordon Rouge, '11.”

“He was expecting somebody,” said Dr. Lomond wisdly and, when Wembury
nodded: “A lady!”

“Why alady?’ asked Wembury irritably. “Men drink wine.”
The doctor stooped and picked up asmal silver dish, piled high with candy.
“But they seldom eat chocolates,” he said, and Wembury laughed irritably.

“You're becoming a deective in spite of yoursdf. Meser has — queer
tastes.”

There was a small square morocco case under the serviette that the doctor
moved. He opened it. From the velvet bed within there came the glitter and
sparkle of diamonds.

“Is he the kind of man who gives these things to his — queer friends?’ he
asked with aquiet amile.

“1 don’t know.” Wembury’ s answer was brusque to rudeness.
“Look, governor!” whispered Hackitt.

Meger was moving; his head moved restlessdy from sde to sde. Presently
he became aware that he was not alone.

“Hallo, people!” he said thickly. “Give me adrink.”
He groped out for an invisible bottle.

“I think you've had enough drink and drugs for one night, Meger. PRull
yourself together. I’ ve something unplessant to tell you.”

Meister looked at him stupidly.
“What' sthetime?’ he asked dowly.
“Haf-past twelve.”

The answer partidly sobered the man.

“Hdf-past twelvel” He staggered rockily to his feet. “Is she here?” he asked,
holding on to the table.

“Iswho here?” demanded Wembury with cold deliberation.
Mr. Mester shook his aching head.

“She said shed come” he muttered. “She promised fathfully... tweve
o' clock. If shetriesto fool me—"
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“Who is the ‘she, Meage? “ asked Wembury, and the lawyer smiled
foalighly.

“Nobody you know,” he said.
“She was coming to keep you company, | suppose?’
“You'vegotit... Give meadrink.”

The man was Hill dazed, hardly conscious of what was going on around him.
Then, in his fuddled way, he saw Hackitt.

“Y ou’ ve come back, en? Well, you can go again!”
“Hear what he says?’ asked the eager Hackitt. “He' s withdrawn the charge!”
“Have you lost your cash-box?’ asked Wembury.

“Eh? Lodt...7" He stumbled towards the drawer and pulled it open. “Gone!”

he cried hoarsdly. “You took it!"” He pointed a trembling finger to Sam. “You
dirty thief...!”

“Steady, now,” sad Wembury, and caught him as he swayed. “We've got
Hackitt; you can charge him in the morning.”

“Stole my cashrbox!” He was maudlin in his anger and drunkenness. “Bit the
hand that fed him!”

Mr. Hackitt' s lips curled.

“I like your idea about feeding!” he sad scornfully. “Cottage pie and rice
puddin’!”

But Megter was not ligening.

“Give meadrink.”

Wembury gripped him by the arm.

“Do you redlise what thismeans?’ he asked. “The Ringer isin Deptford.”

But he might have been talking to a man of wood.

“Good job,” sad Meger with drunken gravity, and tried to look at his watch.
“Clear out: I’ve got afriend coming to see me.”

“Your friend has a very poor chance of getting in. All the doors of his room
are fastened, except where Atkins is on duty, and they will remain fastened.”

Meger muttered something, tripped and would have falen if Wembury had
not caught him by the arm and lowered him again into the chair.

“The Ringer!...” Meider sat with his head on his hands. “H€ell have to be
clever to get me... | can't think tonight, but tomorrow I'll tell you where you
can put your hands on him, Wembury. My boy, you're a smart detective, aren’t
you?’ He chuckled foolishly. “Let’s have another drink.”

He had hadly spoken the words when two of the three lights in the
chanddier went out.

“Who did that? asked Wembury, turning sharply. “Did anybody touch the
board?’
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“No, dr,” sad Atkins, standing at the door and pointing to the switch. “Only |
could have touched it.”

Hackitt was near the window, examining the curtains, when the light had
diverted his atention.

“Come over this sde of the room: you're too near that window,” sad
Wembury.

“I was wondering who pulled the curtains, Mr. Wembury,” said Hackitt in a
troubled voice. “I'll swear it wasn't the old man. He was degping when | left
him and you couldn’t get any answer by telephone, could you?’

He took hold of the curtain and pulled it asde and stared out into a pale face
pressed againg the pane a pae bearded face that vanished ingantly in the
darkness.

At Hackitt' s scream of terror Alan ran to the window.

“What was it?’

“I don't know,” gasped Sam. “ Something!”

“| saw something, too,” said Atkins.

Danger was a hand. There was a cregping feding n Alan Wembury’s spine,
acold shiver that sent the muscles of his shoulders rippling involuntarily.

“Take that man,” he said.

The words were hardly out of his lips when dl the lights in the room went
out.

“Don't move, anybody!” whispered Alan. “Stand fast! Did you touch the
switch, Atkins?’

“No, gir.”

“Did any of you men touch the switch?’

There was a chorus of Noes.

The red light showed above the door.

Click!

Somebody had come into the room!

“Atkins, stand by Meiger — fed dong the table till you find him. Keep qui€t,
everybody.”

Whoever it was, was in the room now. Alan heard the unquiet breething, the
rustle of a soft foot on the carpet, and waited. Suddenly there was a flicker of

light. Only for a second it showed a white circle on the door of the safe, and
was gone.

An dectric hand lamp, and they were working a the safe. Still he did not
move, though he was now in a pogtion that would enable him to cut across the
intruder’sline of retregt.
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He moved dgedthily, both hands outstretched, his ears drained for the
dightes sound. And then suddenly he gripped somebody, and nearly released
his hold in his horror and amazement.

A woman! She was struggling franticaly.

“Who are you?’ he asked hoarsdly.

“Let mego!” Only awhispered voice, strained, unrecognisable.

“I want you,” he said, and then his knee struck something sharp and hard. It
was the corner of the settee, and in the exquisite pain his hold was released. In
another second she had escgped... when he put out his hands he grasped
nothing.

And then he heard a voice — degp, booming, menacing.

“Meiger, | have comefor you...”

There was the sound of a cough — along, choking cough...

“A light, somebody!”

AsWembury shouted, he heard the thud of a closing door.

“Strike a match. Haven't any of you men torches?’

And when the lights came on they looked a one another in amazement. There
was nobody in the room save those who had been there when the lights went

out, and the door was locked, bolted, had not been touched; the key ill hung
on the wall.

Alan dared; and then his eyes, travelling dong the wal, were arested by a
sght that froze his blood.

Pinned to the wal by his own swordstick drooped Maurice Meigter, and he
was dead!

From somewhere outside the room came a laugh: a long, continuous, raucous
laugh, as a a good joke, and the men listened and shivered, and even the face of
Dr. Lomond changed colour.
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CHAPTER 46

It was an hour after Meister’s body had been removed and Dr. Lomond was
making afew notes.

He was the reverse of nervous. And yet twice in the lagt hdf-hour he had
heard a queer sound, that he could not but associate with human movements.

“I’'m going to see Mr. Wembury,” he sad to the waiting constable. “I’ll leave

my bag here.”

“Mr. Wembury said he was coming back, sr,” if you care to wait,” Harrap
told him. “The sergeant’s going to make a search of the house. There ought to
be some queer things found here. Persondly,” he added, “I'd like to have the
job of searching the pantry or the wine-cedllar, or wherever he keeps the beer.”

Agan Lonond heard a sound. He went to the door leading to Meister’s room
and, pulling it open, stared. Alan Wembury was coming down the gairs.

“There are three ways into the house. I’ ve found two of them,” he said.

Atkins, who had been searching some of the lower rooms, came in a that
moment.

“Have you finished?” asked Wembury.

“Yes, dr. Meger was afence dl right.”

Alan nodded dowly.

“Yes, | know. Isyour relief here?’

“Yes, gr.”

“All right. Y ou can go. Good night, Atkins.”

Lomond was looking a Wembury narrowly. He waited until the man had
gone before he drew up a chair to the supper table.

“Wembury, my boy, you're worried about something — is it about Miss
Lenley?’

“Yes—I've beento see her.”

“And, of course, it was she who came into the room at that awkward
moment?’

Alan gared a him.

“Lomond, I'm going to teke a risk and tedl you something, and there is no
reeson why | shouldn’'t, because this business has dtered dl The Ringer Suff.
What happened tonight may mean ruin to me as a police officer... and 4ill |
don't care. Yes, it was Mary Lenley.”

The doctor nodded gravely.
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“So | supposed,” he said.

“She came to get a cheque that Meigter told her young Lenley had forged — a
pure invention on Meigter’s part.”

“How did she get into the room?’ asked Lomond.

“She wouldn't tdl me tha — she€'s heartbroken. We took her brother, and
athough I’'m certain he will get off, she doesn’t bdlieve that.”

“Poor kidl Stll, my boy — happy ending and dl tha sort of thing,” sad
Lomond with ayawn.
“Happy ending! Y ou're an optimi<t, doctor.”

“I am. | never lose hope” sad Lomond complacently. “So you've got young
Lenley? That laugh we heard — ugh!”

Wembury shook his head.

“That wasn't Lenley! There is no mystery about the laugh — one of the
Flanders Lane people going home — normdly tight. The policeman on duty
outside the house saw him and heard him.”

“It sounded in the house” sad Lomond with a shiver. “Wel, The Ringer's
work is done. There' s no danger to anybody else, now.”

“Therés dways danger enough—" began Wembury, and lifted his head,
ligening. The sound this time was more digtinct.

“What was that? Sounded like somebody moving about the house” sad
Lomond. “I’ve heard it before.”

Alanrose.

“There is nobody in the house except the fellow outside. Officer!”

Harrap camein.

“Yes, r?’

“None of our people upstairs?’

“Not that | know of, sir.”

Wembury went to the door, opened it and shouted:

“Anybody there?’ There was no answer. “Just wait here. I'll go and see”

He was gone quite a long time. When he returned his face was pale and
drawn.

“All right, officer, you can go down,” he sad shortly, and when the man
sauted and went out: “There was a window open upstairs — a cat must have got
in”

Lomond's eyes did not leave hisface.

“You look rather scared. What' s the metter?’ he demanded.

“| fed rather scared,” admitted Wembury. “This place stinks of death.”

But the answer did not satisfy the shrewd Lomond.

“Wembury — you saw something or somebody upstairs,” he challenged.
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“Y ou're a thought-reader, aren’t you?’ Alan’s voice was alittle husky.

“In a way, yes” sad the other dowly. “At this moment you are thinking of
Centra Ingpector Blissl”

Wembury darted, but he was rdlieved of the necessty for replying. There
was atap at the door and the policeman entered.

“It hes just been reported to me, gr, that a man has been seen getting over the
wal,” hesad.

Wembury did not move.

“Ohl... How long ago?’

“About five minutes, Sr.”

“Was that the cat?’ asked Lomond satiricaly, but Alan did not answer.

“You didn't seehim?’ he asked.

“No, dr; it happened when | was up here” said Harrap. “Excuse me, Sr; my
relief’ s overdue.”

Wembury snapped round impatiently.

“All right, dl right. You can go!”

There was along slence after the man had gone.

“What do you make of that?’ asked Lomond.

“It may have been one of the reporters; they’d Sit on agraveto get astory.”

Agan came the sound of footsteps — dedthy footsteps moving in the room
updtairs.

“That’s not a cat, Wembury.”

The nerves of Alan Wembury were at breaking point.

“Damn the cat!” he said. “I don't know what it is, and | am not going up to
see. Doctor, | am sick and tired of the case — heartily sick of it.”

“So am |,” nodded Lomond. “I am going home to bed.” He got up with a
groan. “Late hours will be the death of me.”

“Have a drink before you go.” Alan poured out a giff whisky with a hand that
shook.

Neither man saw the bearded face of Inspector Bliss a the window or heard
the grille open noisdesdy as the Scotland Yard man came noisdesdy into the
room.

“Do you know, doctor,” said Alan, “I don't hate The Ringer as much as |
should.”

Lomond paused with his glass raised.

“There are redly no bad men who are dl bad — except Meister — just as there
are no redlly good men who are al good.”

“I want to tdl you something, Lomond” — Alan spoke dowly — “I know The
Ringer.”
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“You know him — redly?’

“Yes wdl.” And then, with fierce intengty: “And I'm damned glad he killed
Meister.”

Bliss watched the scene from behind the curtain of the dcove, his eyes never
leaving the two.

“Why? Did he get Mary Lenley?” Lomond was asking.

“No, thank God — but it was only by luck that she was saved. Lomond, | — |
can tdl you who is The Ringer.”

Sipping from the shadow of the curtains, Bliss came towards Lomond, an
autométic in his hand.

“You can tell me, eh —then who is The Ringer?’

A hand stretched out and snatched &t his hat.

“You!” said the voice of Bliss. “I want you — Henry Arthur Milton!”

Lomond legpt to hisfeet.

“Whet the hd|-?’

No longer was he the grey-haired doctor. A draight, handsome man of
thirty-five sood in his place.

“Stand 4ill!” Alan hardly recognised his own voice.

“Search him!” said Bliss, and Alan stripped off the “doctor’s’ overcoat.

The Ringer chuckled.

“Bliss, en? It doesn't fit you! You're the fdlow who sad | knifed you when
you tried to arrest me three years ago.”

“Soyou did,” said Bliss.

“That'saliel | never carry aknife. You know that.”

Bliss showed his tegth in an exultant grin.

“I know that I’ve got you, Ringer — that's al | know. Come from Port Sid,
did you — atended a sck man there? | thought your woman knew | suspected
you when she was scared that day at Scotland Y ard.”

Henry Arthur Milton smiled contemptuoudly.

“You flater yoursdf, my dear fdlow. That woman — who happens to be my
wife — was scared not because she even saw you — but because she recognised
mel”

“That Port Said story was good,” said Bliss. “You saw a sck man there — Dr.
Lomond, a dope who'd been lost to sight for years and sunk to native level. He
died and you took his name and papers.”

“I dso nursed him — and | paid for hisfunerad,” added Milton.

“You tried to make people suspicious of me — you've got a cheek! It was you
who let Lenley out of the cdll!”

The Ringer inclined his head.
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“Guilty. Best thing | ever did.”

“Clever!” gpproved Bliss. “I hand it to you! Got your job as police surgeon
by smoodging a Cabinet Minister you met on the boet, didn’t you?’

The Ringer shuddered.

“ *Smoodging’ is a vulgar word! ‘Flattering’ is a better. Yes, | was lucky to
get the post — | was four years a medica student in my youth — Edinburgh — |
present you with that information.”

Bliss was besde himsdf with excitement.

“Wdl, I've got you! | charge you with the wilfu murder of Maurice
Meigter.”

Alan could bear the gloating no longer.

“I say, Bliss—" he began.

“I'm in charge of this case, Wembury,” said Bliss sourly. “When | want your
adviceI'll ask you for it —who'sthat?’

He heard the patter of footsteps on the stairs. In another minute Cora Ann had
flown into her husband’sarms.

“Arthur! Arthur!”

“All right, Mrs. Milton. That'Il do, thet’ll do,” cried Bliss.

“I told you — | told you — oh, Arthur!” she sobbed.

Blisstried to pull her awvay.

“Come on.”

“One minute” said The Ringer, and then, to the girl: “Cora Ann, you haven't
forgotten?”

She shook her head.

“Y ou promised me something: you remember?’

“Yes— Arthur,” shesaid.

Ingantly dl the suspicions of Bliss were aroused and he dragged the woman
avay.

“What' sthe idea? Y ou keep off and don’t interfere.”

She turned her white face to his.

“You want to take him and shut him away,” she cried wildly — “like a wild
animd behind bars, like a beast — like something that isn't human. That's what
you want to do! You're going to bury him dive, blot out his life, and you think
I'll let you do t! You think I'll stand right here and waich him dip into a living
grave and not save him from it.”

“You can’'t save him from the gallows!” was the harsh reply.

“I can’'t, can’t 17" she dmogt screamed. “I’ll show you that | can!”

Too late Bliss saw the pistol, but before he could snatch it from her hand she
hed fired. The Ringer collapsed into a settee,
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“You little brute — Wembury!” yelled Bliss.

Wembury went to his assstance and wrenched the revolver from her hand.
As he did o, The Ringer rose swiftly from the place where he had been lying
limp and apparently lifeless, and waked out of the door, locking it behind him.

“My God! He's gone!” roared Bliss, and threw open the chamber of the
revolver. “Blank cartridge. After him!”

Wembury rushed to the door and pulled at it. It was locked!

Corawas laughing.

“Smash in the pand,” cried Bliss. “The key's on the other sde” And then, to
the girl: “Laugh, will you — I'll give you something to laugh a!”

With a crash the pand plit, and in another few seconds Wembury was flying
down the gairs.

“Clever — clever; aren't you clever, Miger Blisd” Cord's voice was shill and
triumphant. “But The Ringer’s got you where he wants you.”

“You think so0—" said Bliss, between his teeth, and shouted for the officer on
duty in the hall below.

“Therés a car waiting for him outsde,” taunted Cora, “and a new disguise
which he kept in the little room downgtairs. And an aeroplane ten miles out, and
he' s not afraid to go up in the fog.”

“I've got you, my lady!” howled Bliss “And where you are, he'll be. | know
The Ringer! Officer!” he shouted.

A policeman came through the door.

“I'm Inspector Bliss from the Yard. Don't let her out of your sght, or I'll
have the coat off your back.”

He ran out, stoppiung only to lock the door. Cora flew after him, but he had
taken the key, and she turned, to see the policeman opening the long pand by
the door. Then in a flash off came hdmet and cape, and she was locked in the
arms of this strange man.

“Thisway, Cora,” he said, and pointed to the pand. “LaVia Amorosa.”

He kissed her and lifted her through the pand. Presently it closed upon them.
No man saw The Ringer agan that night or for the many nights which
followed.

THE END
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