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CHAPTER I
« On the Verge of Ruin.

T was a dull, depressing day, and London was wearing its least atlractive
aspect. Somewhere in the sky, uo doubt, the sun was shjning, but it
might as well have been non-existent for any glimpse of it thal

was vistble. It was dark nad cold and damp. The prvements were coaled
with a greasy film of grime, and the air was heavy with a misty drizzle
that was mpidlr developing into a fog. '

Gloomy and depressing as it was in the sireels, Lthere was an cven deeper
gloom and a blacker depression in the private oflice of Iervey & Foyl, the
well-known stockbrokers of Threadneedle Avenue.

John Mervey. the senior partner, was seated at his desk. staring moodily
at a litter of -books and papers. Gilbert Foyl. the junior member of the
fivm, was standing with his back to the fire, silently gnawing his moustache.
Both men’s faces were haggard and drawu, and in their eyes was a look of
ho‘peless despair.

‘The irony of the situatlion is enough to drive one crazy,” said Hervey
presently. “ Just think of it. We hold ten thousand shares in White
IBagles. At the present moment those shares are worth oxactl{ hali-a-crown
al:iccc. but from privale information in our possession we know—we arc
absolutely certain—that in a comparalively short time each of those shares
will be worth fifty pounds. In other words, if we can only hang on for a
Iew weeks we’ll be able to divide half a million between us! .

‘““In the mcantime,”” he continued, “ our balance at the bank is practically
cxhausted, we have raised all we can on our securities, and unless we can
lay our hands on fifteen thousand pounds by neon to-morrow. in order to
meel Salter’s claim, we shall be hammered on the Exchange and driven inté
bankruptey. Cruel, isn't it?"” . .

Foyl made no reply, but continued {o guaw his moustache in gloomy
silence. Hervey turned on him resentfully.

“Why don’t you sy something?’ he said irritably. “ Of course, 1 know
Lthis doesn’t hit you as hard as it hits me—"" _ _

‘“ How do you make that out?” interrupted Foyxl, breaking silence at last.
" Every peuny I bave is in Lhe firm, and if we are hammered. My run wil}
be as complete as yours.™ .

“‘I'rue,” said Hervey. **But you're a young man, and can easily make a
fresh start. I, on the other hand, am geltiug on in years, amd have neither
the Suergy nor the pluck to begin at the beginning again. Besidew, this
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1 founded it. and with pride and affeclion I've
It represents {o me my life’s work. and now
dragged down into the mire of dis-

i
!

firm i» mr child, as it were.
wutched it u'mwduml cx nn;::.“ o
o are it dextroved. bloited out, i
L:::“t and disgrace. J'll—ii, will break my heart, I think
There was u curious catch, almost a _sob, in his voice as he uttered these
words. Foyl., who was not easil mo\-_cd. was visibly affected. He came over

to his partner and laid hix hand on his shoulder. N _
1t's hard on you. old man, but it's cqually hard on me, he snid.
* ludeed. I'm not sure that it isn’t harder on me than on you. As yon know,
I"w not one who wears his heart on his sleeve, and I don’t oflc’n talk about
my private affairs; but, to show you what this means to me, I'll tell you a

weerel. . . . -

** About xix months ago I fell in love with a girl named Jessic Mualvern.
Khe's an orpbun, aud lives with ber guardian—Colonel Pryce. She’ll have
two thousand a year of her own when she comes of age; but at present both
«he and her money are cutirely under the colouel’s control. She’s very fond
of bim, aud thinks he is all that an English gentleman should be: and
ultbough she lovex me very dearly she would mever marry me, I know,
without the colonel’s consent. ’ . .

‘* Colonel Pryce bus a son, named Hubert, and I've no hesitation 1 saying
that there aren’t two bigger rotters in the country thnv the colonel and his
son. As I've already toF you, Jessie has no suspicion of the true character
of her guardiau, usud, of course, I haven’t enlightened her. As a malter of
fact, even if I told her my opinion of the colouel, I don’t suppose she’d
belicve me.

““* Now, I happen to know that before I appeared on the scenc the colonel
had made up bis mind that Jessic should marry his son—for the sake of her
mouey. of course. When he discovered that Jessie and I were falling in
love with each other, he did everything in his power to keep us apart. In
spite of ull his scheming, however, we managed to mcet from time to time,
nnd ouly lust week Jessic promised to be my wife on condition that I
obtained her guardian’s consent.

“I interviewed the colonel a coul:le of days ago,”’ conlinued Foyl.
* Although, no doubt, he would have liked to have poisoned me for upsettin
his plaps and winning Jessie's affections, he was outwardly polite and self-
possessed. Ile nsked me a lot of questions about myself and my family ond
my propects, and in the end he suiti he would talk the matter over with Jessie
und give me his answer next Monday.”’ '

ITe turned away with a gesture of despair, and resumed his former position
by tho fireplace.

" So mow'you know what it means to me if we are forced into bankruptcy,”
he concluded. ** In the first pluce, I should be a beggar, and, as an Lonour-
able man, ] could not hold Jessie to her promise; and in the second place,
rven if I did try to hold her to her promise, the colonel would refuse to
consent to his ward marrying a penuiless bankrupt. Jessie, I am sure,
would marry me—if I asked her—although I hadn’t a penny in the world,
but »hie would mever, mever marry me without her guardinn’s consent.
Unlens, therefore, this disaster can be averted, I shall not only lose my
meney und my position in the City, but I shall also lose what is dearer to
me than anything else in the world—the girt T love.”2

Hervey rose from his chair and held out his hand.

l :'UTG“'O we, Foyl,”” he said. “I'm a selfish brute! T had only looked
eune. tatler from iy own yoint of view.  T'iad only chonght of what 1¢
on you ne on Mot mit that if this Llow falls, it will fall as heunl_y

ol . . . o
But is it certain that the blow must fall #’2 said Foyl, making an obvious
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.;ll’fm-t;9 to shake off his deapondency. ‘“ Can nothing bie done to ward off the
blow?""

‘1 can think of notlhing,’’ snid Hervey.

‘“ How would it be,” sug%osted Foyl, ™ if one of us were Lo sce Salter this

afternoon, and frankly explain how matlers stand, and ask him to grant ua
a few weeka' grace?”

Hervey shook his head.
““It would bo useless,” he snid with conviclion. ‘‘ Saller, as you kuow, has
had his knife into us over since we bested him over that Romanza Rubber

affair, and now that he has got us in a tight corner Le’ll show us no mercy.
. It would be a waste of time to appeal to Salter.”

““ It might be worth while trying,” persisted Foyf.

‘Again Hervey shook hie hend. :

“ Well, I won’t try,'”” he said. ““Call it false pride, il you like, bul I
couldn’t bring mysclf to appenl to Salter for mercy. I'd sooner face ruiun.”

““ Would you mind if I appealed to him?*’ asked Foyl.

His partuer looked at him in surprise.

‘“ Are you serious?"’ he asked.

‘“ Perfectly,” said Foyl. ‘I wouldn’t do anything against your wishes,
but. if yow're agreeable, I'm quite willing to sce Salter, and explain the
~position, and ask him to grant us an extension of time.”

‘“ He wouldn’t do it,”’ snid Hervey.

“ No harm in asking him, anyhow," said Foyl. ‘It's our enly hope, and
~at the worst he can only refuse.”’

““I thought you knew Salter better Lthan that.”’ snid Hervey. “ He'll not
only refuse, but he’ll insult you into the bargain. The more yonu humble

ourself, the more he’ll taunt you and the more bLe’ll gloat over your
winmiliation.””

“ Tl(lieu you advise me not to go to him?"

€ I 0.'3

“ But you don’t forbid me to go aund see him?" .

T have no right to forbid you. I know it will be useless, but if you want
}:)o go—il yowro prepared lo expose yourself to his tanuts and insulls—go

all means.” :
y1“oyl hesitated for a moment. . If only he had known how much depended
on bis decision!

““I think I'll go,” hc snid at last. .

Saying which, he douned his hat and overcont and left the office, little
dreaming into what a pitfall of fate, into what a taugled web of tragedy.
he was innocently walking.

" CHAPTER IIL

“The Mu:der iu Penfold Lane.

O look at him, you would never have guessed that M:\rmm!uke Saller
was a member of the Stock Exchange. IHe was a short, thick-sel man
with a heavy, course-featured face avhich was nc!orncd by o snub nose,

a large mouth, and a pair of small, beady cyes. llis lower Jaw was very
square, and the hair on his bullet-shaped head was closely cropped.

At the best you would have taken him for a prosperous publican: at the
worst you might have set him down as 2 retired pugilist. o

Ilis "offices were in DPenfold Lane. a stone’s throw [rom I'hreadneedle
Avenue. They were sitnated on the ground floor of a handseme building
known as Caspian Chambers.
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The onter ofce. which was occupied by half a dozen clerks, fronted the
siret. Nalter's private office cverlooked a small courtyard at the back of

the buildiog. ' .
"l“h fog 5,, growing denser every winute whon Gilbert Foyl walked into

the outer offior, but it was not yet dark cmough to justify the clerks in
»witching on the clectric lighta.
]« Mr. Salter disengaged?”’ he asked of the clerk who camo forward to

snquire his businees. ' .
'.:I'.l"l‘l' inquire, sir,”” replied the clerk, who knew Foyl well both by sight

and mame. - _ . .

He tapped at the door of the inner office and disappeared into the room.
II~ resppeared s moment later and returned to F%!. . -

‘“ Mr. Salter iy discongaged, sir,”” he said. ‘““Will you please step this
WAY. .

h’cllor was scaled al a small knec-hole desk in the centre of the room,
Brhind him was the fireplace and in front of him was a bookcase.

On his Jeft was the door which led into the front office, and on his right
was the window which overlooked ihe courtyard at the back of the building.
In apite of the cold and damp, this window wae open a few inches at the

bottom,
“Come in. Glad to sece you,” he said, when (he clerk ushered Foyl into

the room,

He pointed to a chair.
“ Take a scot.” he continued. *‘I hope you don’t mind the window being

open, but the fact is when the wind is in this quarter the fire smokes if the
window is ehut. Bit of o nuisance, isn’t it?””

Foyl murmured somcthing in reply, and seated himself in the chair which
Salter had indicaled.

" I've called about our account with you,’’ he said, when the clerk had left
the room. “‘It’s duc to-morrow, I believe.’>

“That’s so,"” said Salter, pushing a box of cigars towards Foyl. * Have
e weed? No? Well, you won't mind if I have one, will you?"

e bil off the end of a cigar and Iightcd it.

“* Lel me nee, fiftecn thousand, isn’t it?”” le said. ‘“Not a largo sum for
a firm of the slanding of Hervey & Foyl.. A mere trifle, in fact. Have you
called to getlle now?

. ""No,” gaid Foyl. “The fnet is, we’ro raller hard-pressed for money
just now, and I've called to ask you if you can see your way to graut us an
extension of Lime.”

“Then you've called on & fool’s errand!” said Salter coarsely. * An
cxlension of time, forsooth! Not likely! The mouney is due to-morrow, and
it must Le paid to-morrow.”” ) '

- {lh_n[ﬁ that isn‘t your last word.”

- I8,

" At ony rale, you'll perhaps allow m i ition i i
my purtucr and n{ym" IP:O l!a 8 alls ¢ to cxplain the position in which
wypo €80 explain as much ns you like, but it won't alter my decision.’s
v ng  8re the holders of ten thousand shares in the White Eagle Mine.’2

" Muck! Worthlesa rubbigh !*

. i\""ll:;:‘:‘""’:““;ll';v'r_e uoted at half-a-crown apicce.”
. . ey re . N ’
paper o e e ST 2 80 Ve snon they woul b worth the
" That’s the general opinion, 1 admit, But we ) fidential inf
tion which leads us to Imlie\:e-—which. makes iel: m::c:?cl:ﬂll enci::tl:' l:l it
; in—that
the sharos will be up 1o ifty pounds apicce wil.mll): 8 »hm‘i‘;r time.”’
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gusﬂnt;:';ﬁl;l r%'l':ﬂ;ed ln: cigar [rom his mouth, threw back his head, and
“ at do you take me for?”" he jeered. ** Do i ) idi

that you can impose on me with o cgck-nnd-bull ta : tllﬂ:'(l-' lll.‘lrn[]? "'l n_':,':::::
zggon‘:ﬁ?ﬁ me to accept some of your roiltem shares in settlement of my

““ Not at oll,” said Foyl. “ We¢ have not i i
ing with a single alm,rey unless wo are [orm. rgl“;ro‘:;tjo:-'t‘.“i:ha:l?: Prou

. : g You
what I've told you is to make you understand that although we're sbort
o[em{::;ey ljlll:lt now, \}o shall ll:m'e plenty of money at our command—if we
are alone—in a few weeks” time. If, therefore, you will consent to
wait—m-""

“But I won’t! Not a day! Not an hour! Not-a minute! The money
must be gmd by noon, to-morrow, or—well, vou know what will happen.”

‘“Yes, I know what will happen,’”” said Foyl quietly. ‘“\We hall 'be
hammered on the Exchange ang forcod iuto bankruptey. DBut that won't
benefit you, will it?” If you drive us into the bankruptcy court—and ydu
can do 1t, I admit— you’'ll only get a fraction of the money we owe you.
The White Eagle shores wil] be sold before the rise takes place, and you'll
be lucky if you get a few shillings in the pound. On the other hand, if
you leave us alone, and grant us a few wecks’ grace, you'll get your
account in full, with added interest at five per cent. Surely, as a business
man, that must appeal to you?”

““ It docsn’t appeal lo me in the lenst. On the contrars, it leaves me
absolutely cold. Ei the first place, I don’t believe your fairy-tale about
the coming rise in White Eagles. And in the second place, even if T
did believe it, I should still iusist that you must sctlle my account to-
morrow, or take the comsequences.”

“ But why?"” asked Foyl. _

Saltér laid down hia cigar and looked his visilor full in the face.

“ You ask me why?” he enid, aud his voice trembled with au ppressed
assion. *‘ I'll tell yon. Have you forgotten that affair of the l‘ommua
tubber Fstates? You haven’t, I sce. Neither have I. You beat me over

that busincss, but I swore to have my revenge, and I've been working amd
waiting for revenge ever since.

““ You say you’re hard pressed for money just now.,”” he continued.” *“ Do
vou know whom you've to thank for that? Me! For months I've Leen
sccrotly working and scheming to drive you into a corner, to get you into
a hole. And at last I've dome it:" .

His face wne now transfigured with venomous hate, and his beady eycs
glowed with malignant triumph. N .

“ You and Hervey are absolutely under my thumb,” he went ou, * and
I'll show you no morc merey than I'd show to a couple of rals that I'd
;Mght in o trap. I can crush you—ruin you—brggor you—and, Ly Ileaven,

will !’ . - . .
‘““ Foyl was only human, after all. So far he had kept his temper with

commendable restraint, but this final outburst on Snlter’s part stung him
to the quick. , .

In scorching phrases he told Salter what hie thought of him. Salter
retorled with equal heat; and for 2 few moments the two men engaged
in an angry altercation, the sounds of which. though not the actual
words, were clearly heard by the clecks in the front office. _ .

While they were lhus slanging cach other, a man stole inlo the little
courlyard at the back of the building and glided towards the window
of Salter’s private oflice. .

lle was a youngish man, and was not wulike Foyl in general appearance.
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He wae not no well or 6o neatly dressed as Foyl. bul he was aboutl the
wme height and build, he had the came type of face, and, like Foyl, ho

. heavy dark-brown moustache, .
h‘:...lur:.&y mcntinoed; the window was open a few inches at the boltom.

Ou perceiving this fact, the new arrival chuckled softly o himself.

He glanced nervously to right and left, as if to m_nl:c sure that nobody
wan watching him: then, stooping down in a crouching attitude, he crept
1o Lhe ontaide of the window. . .

At that woment Saiter was sitting at his desk and Foyl was standing
m front of him, on the other side of the desk. Each man was glaring
ynto the other’'s face and talking at the top of his voice, 8o that they
neither suw nor leard the sinister figure outside the window.

Slipping his hand iuto his overcoat pocket, the man drow out an old-
fushion, long-barrelled revolver, and stealthily ingerted the muzzle into
the open space at {the boltom -of the window.

Crouching still lower, he squinted along the barrel, and was just about
to presg the trigger when Salter, for no reason whatever, happencd to
turn his head ang glance in the direction of the window.

ANl that was visible of the man from inside the room was the upper part
of his face afd the hand which held the revolver. It was more than
~nough for Salter. With a shout of alarm, he sprang io his feet, but
cven ns he did so a loud report rang through the room.

Crack ! -

One shot sufliced. The bullet struck Salter between the eyes and huried
itself in his brain. Decath was grobab!y justantancous, for he staggered
hack, knocked over the chair, and pitched to the floor like a pole-axed ox.

All this had taken place with such dramatic swiftness that Foyl was
too bewildered for a moment to realise what had happened. As the window
wax nol in his line of vision, he had never seen the man outside;. and he
had been utterly at a loss to understand why Salter had suddenly leaped
1o his feel with n shout of alarm.

When, however, the reporl of the revolver rang through the room, and
Sulter pitched (o the floor, it suddenly dawned on Foyl that somebody had
fired at Salter through the open window,

As. the truth burst on him, he glanced towards the window, and was
just in lime to sce the back of a man disappearing in the fog.

Without a sccond’s hesitation, carriecd away by his excitement and
his eager desire to capture the man, Foyl sprang to the window, threw up
the sash, and vaulted out inlo the yard.

As he alighted on hiy feet ontside the window, le slipped and fell, and
by the time he had picked himself up the man had vanished.

So far as Foyxl kmew there was only one way by which the fugitive
counld have esca from the yard, and that was b douhling round the
ll'llll of the building and down a narrow passage which led into Penfold

alne, ’ .

A the man had been making off in that direction whem Foyl had last
scen him, Foyl dashed away in that direction, teo, but had barely covered
# doxen yurds when something lying on the gronnd attracted bis attention.

It was an old-fashioned, long-borrelled revolver, from the muzzle of
which a winp of smoke was slowly dribbling. Apparently the fugitive had
(‘l“‘l(‘r dropped it or Lhrown ji away.

I 1-03-1 sloom and picked it up, and no sooner had he done so than he
,‘.':.':I'mtﬁ“;:e y running up the poesage which led into the yard from

“Ne's coming back to search for his revolver.” muttered Foyl.
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Wilh the revolver in his hand he dur
ran into Lthe arms of n constable,

“ You're in & mighty hurry, young man,” growled ihe constable,

Foyl by the arm and lixing his eycs on the smok Iver in 1 ripping
#* Now, what’s your littleg gamej.;" ing revolver in loyfn Ln.ml.

led into tho pamage, and liternll~

CHAPTER 1L

In the Grip of the Law.
HEN the clerks in the.outer office heard the report of the revolver

and the crash which followed, they jumped down from their stools
and gazed at cach other with frightened erves.

“ He’s shot him,” said one of them bhoarsely. He was Salter's head
clerk, and his name was Arnold.

.The words had scarcely crossed his lips ero the sound of on opening
window was heard.

‘““ Aud now he's escaping through the window,” enid Arnold excitedly,
#* Come on!”’ .

He darted to the door of tho inner office and flung it open. Then he
started back with a cry of horror, while Lhe other derEs. clustering behind
him, pecered into the room, over his shoulder, in shuddering silence.

Salter was lying on the floor beside the overturned chair, with a thin
strecam of blood trickling from a wound in his forehead. Even to their
untrained eyes, it was plain to be¢ socn that he was dead.

The window was wide open, and Foyl had disappeared, thougl: his hat
still stood on the end of the desk.

Arnold was the first to recover his wits.

‘ Brodrick and Smith—you stay here nnd sec that nobody moves any-
thing,” he said, turning to two of the terrified clerks. ‘ You '—turuing
to another—'‘ go for the police. You "—addressing a tnird—‘“ go for the
nearest doctor. I'm gojng after Foyl.”

And without waiting for their replies, he raced across the room and
vaulted through the window. ]

In the meantime, as already described. Forl had darted into the passage
leading to Penfold Lane, and had run into the arms of a police-constable.

““You're in a mighty hurry, young wman,” growled the latter, catching
Foyl by the arm and glancing meaniugly at the revolver in Foyl's hand.
#* Now, what’s your little game?”’ _ ) .

“Mr. Salter lins been shot—fatally. I'm afraid.” replied Foyl. apeaking
excitedly and nlmost incolerently. * While he and 1 wore talking in his
office, n man stole up to the outside of the window, which happened to
be open, and——"' . . _

Before he could say more, Arnold came running up through the fog.

*“ Ah, you’ve got him, I sce!”” he panted. y -

“ Yes, T've got him,” said the constable grimly. * Do you know vim?

““Ol, yes,” said Arnold. ** His name is Foyl—Gilbert Foyl, 1 belicve.
He’s n member of the firm of Hervey & Foyl, of Threadneedle Avenue.
He came to our place about a quarter of an hour ago and asked lo see Mr.
Salter. He was shown into Mr. Salter'a private ofice and very soon
wo heard him and Mr. Salter quarrelling. All at once we heard o shot.
followed by a crash. and when we rushed into the room we found that
Mr. Salter had been shot throngh the head and was lying dead on the floor.
Jhe window was wide open, and Mr. Foyl had vanished.
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Romething in the tone in which ke uttered these last words caused ilberg

1 to start.
F(f"-’,u‘: ;onur suggesting that it was I who shol Mr. Salter?” he demanded.

Arpold shrugged his shoulders and poiuted to the revolver in Foyl's
hand, N .

“"The facts apeak for themselves, I think.' he said. )

Foy! was not alarined—not yet. He was not even n:Ery with Arnold.
The iden that anybody could seriously believe that he had murdered Salter
wan too ridiculous lo cawse bhiln a moment’s uneasiness.

* You do not know what you are saying,” he said to Arnold. “‘ You are
exciteu tind upset by what has happened. When you've ca!mgd_ down a
bit. vou’ll be the first, I;n sure, to laugh at your absurd suspicions.”

le turned to the constable. ] ] ]

** I ndmit that Mr. Salter and I were :l\uarrclhng," he said. ‘ He insulted
me, and I—well, I Jost my temper, and told him what I tHought of liim.
Suddenly, to my surprise, Mr. Salter leaped to his feet with a ery of alarm.
Before 1 could ask him what was the matter, a shot rang out, and he
dropped to the ground. . .

. 'i‘hc shot appcared to come from the neighbourhood of the window, and,
on looking in that direction, I saw a man running away. He had evidently
stolen up to Lhe outside of the window while Mr. Salter and I were talking.
The window was open at the bottom, and although I didn’t sce him fire
the shot, it wans evident that he had fired througﬁ the open space at the
bottem of the window. )

“ With the object of catching the man Lefore he got clear away, I ran
1o the window, threw it open, and {'umped out juto the yard. Unfor-
tunately I slipped and fell, and by the time I had picked myself up the
man had vanished in the fog. I dashed off in the direction in which I had
lant seen bim, and found this revolver lying on the ground. As I picked
it up, I heard somehody coming up this passage. thought it was the
man coming back for his revolver. I ran into the passage—and ran into
your arms. And that’s all I know about the matter.”

Arnold locked at the coustable, and his lips hall parted in a derisive smile.
*“A very lame story, don’t you think?”’ he said.

_ ""It’s not for me to express an opinion,” said the constable. * My business

15 1o ascerlain the facts of the case, and the facts of the case, so far as I'm

concerned, are these. 1 was on duty in Penfold Lane, and was passing the

end of this paesage. when 1 heard o shot. It sccmed to come from this -
yard, so I ran up this passage, and collided with this gentleman, who was

kurrying down the passage with a smoking revolver in his hand.

" You saw nobody clse in the passage or in the yard?” queried Arnold.

" No,” replied the constable—""only this gentleman.”

A dim forehoding of bis danger now began to dawn on Foyl. At last he
began to realise what a cunning web of circumstantial evidonce the fates had
woven round him. .
3:1'1.| "‘:".Ii"?tl'\'(‘ to:;l you is the absolute truth.'” he said to the constable. * If
] in't meetl the mman 1 3
by sotc olher oo an in the passage, he must have escaped from thg yard
. l““!j‘"'._’ said the gon_stnhlo, in & noun-committal voice. * All I can say
%} hever saw him.  You're the only man I saw, and although I express no
al\|:?:::::: l:"; llo 'the truth or otherwise of four story, I'm bound to tell you that

|.~,,l>].|-' y lﬁn::":;.‘::;,t of my sight until I’ve made further inquir.ics.”

.. Does that mean that I'm to consider myself uuder arrest?”’ he asked

Ob, no!™ replied the constable, ** Noty)fcl., anvhow! DBut I must go to
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Mr. Saller’s office now, and pursue my inquiries there, and I must nak yo.
to accompany me. If you decline to accompany me——"

* But I don’t decline, of course,’” said Foyl. ‘‘ Lead the way!'"

e Bet.!:‘or give me that revolver first.,”” said the constable, halding out his
hand. “‘It’s an important clue, and if your story is truc—and I'm not say--
ing it is or it isn’t—that revolver may help us Lo discover the identity of the
murderer.”” . :

‘L hope it will,” eaid Foyl, as be handed the weapon over. * At any rate,
I'm sure of one thing. If you make inquiries. you’ll find that this revolver
isn’t mine, and’ wns never in my possession until a fews minutes agr

_ The constable bricfly examined the revolver, and saw that it contained five
live cartridges and onc spent one: He carefully placed it in his peckel.
Then he led the way to the open window, and he and li-‘oyl aud Arnold climbed
iuto the little room.

Mecanwhile, short as the time had been, one of the clerks had returned with
a doctor, nnd nnother with an inspector of police. The doctor was examining
Salter, and the inspector was talking in a low voico to one of Lhe clerks.

There was something of a scusation when Arpold climbed in at the window,
followed by Foyl and the constable. The last-named saluled the inspector,
and engaged in a whispered conversation with him, at the end of which he
handed him the revolver.

The inspector beckoned to Arnold, drew him aside, and questioned Lim.
Then he nodded his head, as though he had come to some decision, and
E!ault:ed dt;cross at Foyl, who had dropped inlo a chair and buried his [ace in

is hands.

Presently the doctor rose to bis feet. and announced that he had finished
his examination.

““ You can remove the body to the mortuary now,” he said. “I've scen
all 1 wish to see for the present.” :

“ Yon certify that life is extinct?’" asked the inspector, as a matter of form.

‘“ Absolutely! In fact, death must have beeu instantancous.”

“ And the cnuse of death?”’ o

¢ A revolver bullet which penetrated the skull and lodged in the brain.™

The inspector showed bhim the revelver. _

“Ts this a likely sort of weapon from which the bullet might have been
fired?”’ he asked. ]

The doctor examined it, and handed it-back.

““Yes,” he said. “‘I can’t be certain, of course, until the fatal bullet haa
heen removed nnd compared with those that still remain in the revolver. At
tho same time, I have very little doubt that this is the weapon with which
the crime was committed.  Where did you find it:™ :

The inspector smiled, and shook his head. = ] ,

““ You mustn’t question me!’”” he said. ** You Il be going now, I suppose:
Good-afternoon, and thank you. I'll let you know about the inquesl as soon
as I hear from the coroner.”

The doctor departed, and the inspector and the constable held another
whispered consultation. Tho inspector then walked over to Foyl, while the
¢lerks looked om in breathless Snspense. by

They guessed what was coming—especially wheu they heard the conslable
go to the front door and whistle for a (axi. )

““ Your name is Gilbert Foyl. I believer" said the inspector. ‘ I

Foyl looked up and nodded. Mis face was ashen grey. and he scemed to
have aged ten years in the last few minutes.

- *“ Yes,” he said wearily, ‘ that's my name.” . .

T nlse understand that you deny that this revolver is your properiy:
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*] meot cortamly do'’ mid Foyl. * If you donbt my word, you bave
«nly te make pguinice to watindy yoursell on the point.” :
“ Jaquitys ml' be made. you may depend on it,”” snid the inapector. “ Im
the meantime, 12 view of the information I have reccived from the constablo
. and thew: clerks, my duty is clear. Stand up, please!™
ke a man 1o a dream, Foy! dragged himself 1o bis feet. The inspector
laid one hand on hia sboulder.
* Gilbert Foyl.” he said, in cold and formal {ones, ‘“ I arrest you on tho
vharge of wilfully murdering Marmaduke Sulter at or about the hour of
three o’clock this afternovn. You nced not say anytlhing unless you wish,
Lut 11 1« my duty to warn you Lhat n‘l:i'tlling you eay will be taken down, and
may e uaed agninet you at your trial. Please hold out your hands!”’
As Foxl held out his hands, the inspeclor drew a pair of handcuffs from his
ru-k--i. A moment later the handcuffe snapped, and the Law had Gilbert

“oxl i als grip.

CHAPTER 1V,

Nelson Lee to the Rescue.

T was the following morning. Nelson Lee had just finished breakfast at
his reonik in Gray’s Inn Road, and was glancing through the morning
papers, when the door opened and Nipper bounced in. y

“ llere we are again ! he announced cheerfully. ““ Tho top of the morn-

ing to you! Tlope you've lefl me something to eat, for I'm as hungry as a
bunter!”

The detective looked up from the paper he was reading nnd glanced at the

clock, It was a quarter-past nine.,

" Thix in a nice time to come down to breakfast!” he sanid severely.

" A very nice time!”’ gaid Nipper, as he scated himself at the lnb{e. *“Tho

m_(:;sl time of theday! I always did think so, and I'm glad to find you agree
with me!'” )

Neleon Lee smiled and shook his head.

" You're incorrigible!”’ he said.

_ " Dunno what that means!” said Nipper. ‘ Bat if it's something flatter-
wg. I am. Anything startling in the papers this morning?”

Yen. A slockbroker was shot im the City yesterday aflernoon—Mr. Mar-
maduke Salter, of Caspian Chambhers, Penfold Lane.”

Who shot him?”

: "1t is nHeged that he was shot by another stockbroker named Foyl, but
oyl denies thin, and says that he was shot by some unknown man, who fired
a1 him through the office window, which happened to be open at the time.”

He picked up one of the papers which he had already rend and pushed it

Acreme Lo Nipper.
Ihut’s an good a report as any,” he snid. *“ Read it while I run throngh
‘|“r.i:l1- «ther papers.”
‘e rend the report and i i
'I'f[':;_""‘ mimton e l'md ﬁl:llils 1 el:]lel)(::,]]l:. I)reakm.sl, al the same time. In less
SOCIIN AN inleresll ”» . .
. a‘"' we likely |.:;rr:‘ :_1:1 lefln?::’?" he remarked, as he lolded up his napkin.
“'i|";'l"li“|;<‘il'_t::nl‘c(_ll at the ** we,” but made no comyent on it.
‘*‘_.l'-("_nli-iiliimul-d.:! l]:('oﬂlllli‘:lﬂ:mmo that my services—I mean our BCrvices—may

., oadd busineps " jnid N ST . 1 <

Yon've heard mc":lllicnk ltli)ll'mhll r. l{m!c? Hlakcs you thmk‘ ﬂc_». ,
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i " Yes.
isn't he?”

“Yes. And he's one of Lhe best and most (rastworlhy fellows in the world.
A year or two ago he took Foyl into partnership, um{

. an he's wure to want
to do the best he can for his partner, I think it's very likely—-"

The fronl-door bell rang.

‘“ Speak of angels!" said Nelson Tee. *“ Ten Lo one this ic he !

He was right, for a moment or two later his landlady. Mrs. Jonen. rapped
at the door and announced that a gentleman named 1lervey wished to see the
detective on urgent and important busincss.

- “ Clear Lhe table and show him up,’” said Nelson Lee.

The landlady whisked awa theL cakinst-things and ushered Herver into
the room. If he had looked {mggard and careworn the day before, he looked
ten times more haggard and careworn now.

“You can guces, no doubt, why I have come,” he said in a hollow vouice,
after shaking bands with Nelson Lee and Nipper. “ Gilbert Foyl is my
partaer, but he is more than that—he is my dcarcst friend. lle is n{wolulely
1mnocent of this terrible orime, and you must help us to prove his inmocence.”

“‘ 1 shall be only too glad to do what I can,’” said Nelson Lee. *‘ Pray bhe
scated. Am I to understand that Mr. Foyl has sent you to solicit my help:™

‘““No. I have come on my own responsibility. After Foyl was arrested,
he was taken to the police-station, from where he sent ap urgent mesange.
imploring me to come to bim at once. When I reached the station, he told
mo his story, and asked me to cugage a lawyer to defend him. I have
cngaged Mr. Booth, who will repregent him at the magisterial inquiry, which
opens this morning. - :

K Now. Mr. BoolEh is a very clever lawyer.”" he continued, “ and I havo
every confidence in him. At the same time, I feel we must have tho very
best help it is possible to secure, aud that’s why I've come to you. You will
help ws—won’t you, Mr. Lee?” _

‘T have already promised to do so,”” said Nelson Lee.

Te waved his hand towards the pile of newspapers on the table. )

“I have already rend the published reports of the afair,”” he said, ** but
thero aro ono or two points which the papers leave obscure. and which I
shall he glad if you can clear up. For instance, why did Mr. Feyl go to
Mvr. Saller’s office, and what did thc¥ quarrel about®"’ .

In reply to this question, Foyl told him of their financial embarrassment.
of the fifteen thousand they owed to Salter, and of the expected rise in White
E‘!!zllel';alwns only yesterday afterncon that we discovered what a hole we wore
in,”” he went on. ** Briefly, the posilion was this—Salter’s account was due at
woon to-day, and we conldn’t meet it. If he ingisted on payment, we should
be ruined, and foroed into bankruptey. On the other hand, if he would
agreo to wait a fow wecks—by which time the rise in White Eaglea would
havo materialised—we could pay him in full, and have half a million to divido
be‘t"“l'[e:nt‘l:;o circumstances,” he concluded, *“ Foyl volunteered lo go 1o
Salter’s office and ask him to grant us nn extension of time, I told lun:, |:
would be useless, and I was right. Salter not only rofused his request, bu
grossly insulted him. Stung by his taunts, Foyl lost his temper, and ;l e
while they were slanging each other that the unknown man crept up to the
outside o(yt,llo apen window and shot Salter through the head. )

The dotective pondered for n moment or {wo before he resumed his cross-
examination, . « ‘Lite Fagles

2 Yo:: are quito satisfied, I suppose.’” he said at last, “ that While Fagles

will be worth fifty pounds apiece iu a few weeks’ time?'s

HOe's the Slock Exchange man who invesls your money for vou,
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I+ 1» nm vertain as I'm sitting here,”” said Hervey. lil_lt tll!lt (loesn_'t.
smterest me pow,  Although Salter is dead, his account 18 & ill alive. It is
due ut novn to<day. and we cannot meel it.  We shall be declared bankrupt,
the shares will be mold before the rise takes place, and somebody else will reap

« W .
the ?..,::fdm. afternoon,”” he added, “ I could think of nothing but the
rmn which was staring us in the Iace. It scemed the most terrible thing
that could happen. But I care nothing for that now. Ruin, bankruptey—
nothing matters if only Foyl can be saved. And you will save him, won’t
you, M‘i lec?™’ . . g . .
“ -1 will do my best.” said Nelson Leo again. Meanwhile, therc's
unotker point on which I should be glad of information. Did Mr. Foyl see
the man who shot Mr. Salter?” . o

*“ He only saw his back as be wns disappearing in the fog.”

*“"I'lhen he can’t describo the man?”’

" No.”

“That’s a pity. It must have been someone who had a grudge agninst
Kalter. I must make inquirics on that Foinl:. And now for another
question.  Is it a fact that the only exit Irom the yard is through that
parsnge which leads inlo Penfold Lane?”

*“1 believe ro.”

* If that is =0. we are up against a very awkward fact; for the constable
declares, | see that nobody came down that passago except Mr. Foyxl.”

*“ Perhaps the murderer was in the yard all the time, and they never
rav him on account of the fog.”

“That's possible, but hardly probable. However, I'll go down to-
Penfoid Lane this morning, and have a look at the yard. And now ahout
the revoiver.  Mr, Foyl, of course, denies that it is his.”

“ And he speaks the truth. I know for a fact that he never owned a
revolver of any kind or deseriplion.”” . :

“The police will say that he may have bought a revolver without your
knowledge.  However, that’s another point on which I must make in-
quiries.  I'll get the police to allow me to take a photogriph of the
revolver: and then I'll interview all the gunsmiths in London, and find
out il any of them has recently sold such a weapon.”

* The police are already doing something of that kind, I understand.”

“ No doubt, bpt that necedn’t prevent me couducting an iuvestigation
op my own account. Do youn happen to know who’s in charge of tho case?”

* Inapector Mansfield.” ;

“ A pood man. T must see him some Ltime lo-day. At what time is Mr.
I'oy] 10 he hrought before the magistrate this morning?”’ .

* Eleven o'clock.” '

** Al Bow Street, of course?’”’

"You T

. \\_"cll._Nimmr and I will go down to Penfold Lane and explore that
yard,” said Nelson Lee, rising to his feet. ** We’ll then come on to Bow
Strect, and mcet you there. In the meantime, you have some shares of
mine in - the strong-room at your office—abont twenty thousand pounds’
worth, T helieve:” '

-:llmt 40,7 said Hervey, wilh o faint smile. *“ But you ncedn’t be

anxious ahowt them. Although the firm will ho driven into bankruptey,
your shaves will not bo seized Lo pay our debts!”’ -

" 1 never imagined they would,” said Nelson Lee. I wasn’t thinking

of that. T was Lthinking of Saller’s account wl i
) ol » Which Is due to be pnid at
noon to-day. 1f you'll bring the neeessary papers to BDow Street at? eleven
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.o'clock, L'll sign an order authorising you to
wor%l[ol' my sllrirou to scttle Salter's ﬁc(}:onnt. noe B
. course, I'm not thinkiug of makimg you ;
]Ic“lld:!cd with a lqugh'; “I’'m only lendini it to"y!;:-lc:':;:Laor[c\t-hfu:'l::‘?;
““lthout secl’l'rlty_? asped lervey, scurcely Lelieving his enrs.
L know you,” said Nelson Lee simply. “ ll? you eny that White Eagles
;_1:: {;tom 'llllglttglu‘:":f;eptullc‘ds nlplccc, ‘m quile conlent Lo take yonr word
. akes place yo —with interest,
-_it"ll! baso Tont comscience! place you cun pay me back—with interest, if
enrs streamed down Uervey’s face. Words failed him. AlL .
Jind affected to make light of the ruin which was staring him in It.‘;;:-gll!n::-c
}E._ !i,nd really .}:_orturﬁd him nlmorat_ as much as the fact of Foyl's arreal.
nd now, as if at the waving of a magician’s wand, } ; ise
pelled and tho sun was dlininigg again. & unds the clouds were dis
:: How—how ever can I thank you?” ho [allered.
By saying no more nbout it, said Neleon Lec. “‘Indeed, as a maller
of fact, we’ve wasted too much time in talk already. If you are to got
~tho papers prepared, and if Nipper and.I are to go to Penfold Lane, uud
meel you at Bow Street at cleven o'clock, we have none oi us any time to
sparc. Good morning!"’
“And before the 'be\\-lldcrcd stockbroker cowld finud his tongue, the detee
tive handed him his bat and bowed him out!

fleen thousrand prunds’

CHAPTER V.
A Smashing" Blow.
FTER Ilervey’s departure, Nelson Lee sent for-a taxi, in whith ho and
Nipper drove Lo Penfold Lane. Dismissing the taxi at the end of the -
_ prssage which lead to the rear of Caspian Chambers, they walked
down the passage, aud set to work to exploro the yard. :

By the light of what they had read in the papers, and what Hervey had
told them, they had no difficulty in locating the window of Salter’s office,
and the spot where Foyl bad picked up the revolver. .

They also satisfied themselves that there was no legitimate cxit from Lle
yard exoept through the passage which lead into Penfold Lane.

A few yards from the spot where Foyl had found the Yevolver, howaver.
thero was a rather high brick wall, which divided tne yard from a similar
yard at the back of the next block of bmidmia. From this sccond yard, a
narrow covered passage also led into Penfold Lane. .

“ That, no doubt, is how the murderer escaped.” said Nelson Lee, point-
ing to this wall. “It's o fairly stiff climb, I admit, but a desperate man,
flceing for his life, would make light of it. Probably his original intention
was to cacape down this passage, but just when he reached this spot he
heard the constable coming up the passage. so he dro‘)ped his revolver,
darted to this wall, leaped into the air, caught hold of the top of the wall
with his hands, and hauled himself over.” . . tonal

Nipper examined the brickwork of the wall with the aiv of a profesxiona
expert! . . . v aid
. ““hore are no signs of anybody having climbed over this wall, lie &ai
judicially., ‘I mean, there are no marks, or scratcies, or anylthing of that
kind."”’

_ ““There wouldi’t be,”” said Nelson Toe.
. “So we caunot prove that Lhat is how the man escaped?
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* Tywe® I'tn morally cerlain that that is how ho cscaped, Lut I l'rceiy

sdmit | 130t prove n.! '

] bonk hi« bead. o )
"'un:-l. bave no use for moral cerlainties!” lhe said. * They wand

preofs  definite cridence—something they can see and handle! ~ You’ll
weser mave Foxl from the gullows by presenting the jury with a moral
veriainty . . .

rll“:n: pot often that Nipper talked in this strain. The detective was
scerelly amused by his pupil’s solemn, and rather portentous air, but

to prescrve his groavity.

m?'ul.'f:]qn::ll well awnrcgol‘ that,” he said. “ But I hops to be able to
produce such proofs of Foyl's imnocenco as will satisfy even a British

u . -

. !?Aml where do vou hope lo find such proofe?*’ asked Nipper, glancing
round the vard. ** Here?’

* No." said Nelson Lee. “ All my hopes are based on tho revelver. If-
we can prove that it ien't Foyl's—better still, if we can find the real owner
of the weapon—1ihe case against Foyl will collapse like o house of cards.”

““ Ro rour next step will be to try to trace the owner of the revolver?™

“ Yes! As I told- Mr. Hervey, I shall ask Inspector Mansfield to allow
me 1o lake n photo of the weapon. I shall then interview all the gun-
smiths in London, show them the photo, and ask them il they recognise
. If one of them recognises the revolver, and can tell me to whom he
~old it —well, there yon are!”’ )

** And if none of them recognises it?”’ asked Nipper. Or, if one of
them recognires it, hut can’t remember to whom he sold it?”’

Nelwon Leo shrugged his shoulders.

* Kuflicient unto the day is the evil thercof!” he quoted. “ We've Seen
all there is lo be seen here. Lel us now go to Bow Street.”

Hervey had just arrived when they renched the famous police-court. leo
liad brought the necessary papers with respect to the detective’s shares:
and nfter Nelson Lee had appended his signature, Hervey introduced him
to 1he Jluwyer, Mr. Boolth—whom he had cngaged to defend his partuer.

“I'm glad we are to have your valnable help, Mr. Lee,” said the
lawyer. ** Helween you and me—there’s no wso in blinking the fact—the
case against Mr. Forl is very strong; and although I am comvinced that
he is innocent, I,am hound to confess we shall have all our work cut out
(o prove his innecence. I supposo you haveu’t had time to do anything
yel?”’ ]

“ Nothing worlh mentioning,” said Nelson Tee. “T sha’n’t be able to
Mart work in earnest uniil I've had a few words with Inspector Mausfield,
Do vou know il he's in conrt?”’ - -

" Not vet, but he'll bo here in a few minutes. Of course, you under-
stand that the proceedings ihis morning' will be purely formal—just
evidenco of arrest, ond then a remand to enable the police to complete
their_inquiries.” '

" Quite so!  You won't eppose & remand, I ussume?”

‘Oh, no! Like the police, we nlso need time to complete our inquiries.”

Ie hed keareely finished apenking ere the magistrate took his seat on the
beneh, and Foyl was placed in the dock.

‘:" ;ht‘ Inwyer had predicted, only formal evidence of arrest was given:
u;:::_ “1 :‘:‘Ie l:m application was made that the prisoner should be remanded
1 do not ohjecl,” said Mr. Toolk, rising u ing i

* Remunded for a week,™ waid the 'Inttergb:-li:;lll ;::owmg to the magistirate,
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IL was all over in less than five minulcs, and in five minutea mora, Foyl
was on his way, in a taxi-cab, to IHollowny Prison.
After his doparture, Nelson Lec sought an interview with 1 .
Mansfield, whom he ran to carth in one «fl‘ the corridors.e it Thepector

“Ah! Good-morning, Mr. Lee,” said the inspector cheerily. ™ Ia it
true—I've just heard a rumour to that eflecl—that I'm to havo you against
me in the Ponfold Lane case?”’

" Quito true,” said Nelson Lee. ““ We aroe to be rivals—not for the fiat
time—but that ncedn’t preveut us being friends, I hope.™

' It mover prevonted us being fricnds in the past,” said tho inspector,
.with a laugh, “ 80 I don’t see why it should now! I'm going to hang
'Foyllt.lr"l can—and I think I can—but I don’t want to hang him if he ian‘t
guilty.

“I know you don’t,” enid Nelson Lee. ‘“ That isn't sour way. Con-

?equent.ly, although I'm on the other side, 1 hope you'll grant me a small
avour.”’ :

““ Anything in reason. What do you want?"
., ** To photograph tho revolver.”

" Going to try to trace the owner?”

““Yes! With a man who plays the game as fairly as you do. I've no
objection to laying my cards on the table. If you'li allow me lo take o
'ph(cibograph of the revolver, I shall interview all the gunsmithe in Lozdon,
an _ll

“Then you'll wasle your Llime! 1It’s evident you haven't scen the
revolver. It's an old out-of-date pattern, such as no gunsmith stocks
nowadays.

‘“ Morcover, there's a private mark on it which shows that it has been
in pawn at some time or other. Instead of inlerviowing gunsmiths, there-
fore. you'd better de as wo are doing—moake a round of the pawmshops.™

“ Thanks for the tip,” said Nelson Leo. * YWhen may I photograph the
weapon?”’” i

Before the inspector could roply, a constable came up and beckoned him
aside. It was the constable who had captured Foyl in the passage leading
to the rear of Cnspian Chambers. )

His name was Dawson, and it was ovident from the look of cxcitement
on his [ace, that he wns the bearer of imporlant news.

Ho and the inspector conversed together in low tones for a moment or
two; and then tho iuvspector turned to Nelson Lee. . ) )

+ 4 You noedu’t troublc to photograph the revelver now,” he said quietly.
““ Wo have found the shop at which it waa purchasoed !’ ]

I( tho inspector could apeak quictly, in [face of this dramalic news, so
could Neleson Lee! ) i

“ And where was it purchased?” he asked in an even voice. o

“ At a pawnshop in Bermondsey—in Galling Rond, {o be precise.

Nelson Lee nodded. . o w . -

“That's a Poiut in our faveur,” he said. I mean, it's & poinl in
favour of Foyl's inn'?celllcet:" (o

“1I 4 that out?’

“ IY[g:r ﬂg\?cm;cg::‘ lgoy;." waid Nelson Iee. “ You know the sorl of man
he is. Is it likely that a man in hia social position, it he wished o Luy a
rovolver, would buy one at o pm\-nsh?pr v oaid the i o low

“ Murderers do queer things semetimes.’” agid the mspecior. fow-
-over, I nlllli;t now dtll'i\'o roundglt:) Gatlling Road and question the propricter
of the shop. Care to come wilh me?”

‘* Rather!” said Nelsoun lco.
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Nipper. wuch to his dirgust, wos sent back to Gray's Inn Roed,
while the inspeclor and Nelswa Icc drove lo tho sbop in Bermondsey. -

It was s thrd-rate pawpshop, next door to o jeweller’s, and the & -
prietor's name was Legg. lle was expecting his visitors, having ULeon
warned by telepbone that they were coming to see him, and he received
them in a sort of office at the back of the shop. '

* You've called nbout {hut revolver, I suppose?’’ he said to the ivspector.

“ Ye=,” repliad the Intter. ** You have scen the weapon?”

** Yos. The constahle showed it to e Lhis morning, and I recognised
it at once as a revolver which was pledged with me a few yeurs ago, and
which I sold acrors the counter on Tucaday night.”’ ' . .

* Tuesdoy night—the night before laust—the mnight before Mr. Salter
waa ahot "’ :

“ \".u-'. :

* Pleuse tell us what happencd?”’

* It wan iny nx=istant’s night out, so I was alone in the shop. About half-
past cight a young man came in ond asked if I had a sevond-hand revolver
to mell cheap. I showed him one or two. but the price was.- too high.
Fioslly, [ showed him an old-fashioned revolver which wns pledged with
me some vears ago, and which has never been redeemed. I told him he
could have it for seven-and-six, and he closed with the offer. He paid me
the money, ook the revolver, and left the shop—and that's all I know
ubout if.” '

** Did he purchase any cariridges?’”

““ No. I don't sell cartridges."”

** Did yon know the man?” :

* No_ He was a complete stranger tome.”, _

* Did he give any name?”’

* No. As il was a cash trapsaction, I didn’t think it necessary to ask
him his name.”” '

" What sort of o man wag he?"’

The pawnbroker described the man, and the inapeclor glanced triumph-
anmtly at Nelson leer The description certaiuly fitted Foyl very closely.

But Nclson Lee was not dismayed. The pawnbroker, he argued, had
proebubly seen a portrait of Foyl, and it had influenced his recollection of
the man {0 whom he had sold the revolver..

" ;\In'\- I rsk him one or two questions?’’ he inquired of the inspector,

* Certainly.”

The deteclive turned to Legg.

" Of courde, you hnve rcnf the newepnper accounts’of the murder in
Penfold Lane?™ he asked. :

* 1 have.” .

“ You know that a gentleman named Toyl is accused of having shot
M."-I ;“'_-'."-'r with the revolver which was purchased at your shop on Tuesday
mght*”

* Yen”

" Mave you ever scen Mr. Foyle?”

* Never.”

- Nux anyoue described him to you:”

0. .

"' Probably {here have been portrails of him published in some of the
newspapers. llave yon seen any of these porlraita?”

" No. There wax no portraits in any of the papers I bave read.”

" As a matler of fact,” said the inspeclor, '‘ no portrait bas been pub-
Viehedd in any of the newspapers. Is thet all yon want to ask him?’
Nelwon lee replied in ke aflirinative, and tﬁe inspector turned to l.egga
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-¥¢ About the man who bought th volver,” i “ W
know him aﬁgnin if you saw himg?” ¢ revolver.” he aaid. Would you
“ Oh, yecs?!” seid Legg. quite confideully.
‘“ Then plense put on your hat and coat and comc with me.”
Lc'Eg disappenred into an inner room.
‘“ You're going to take him to Holloway, I suppese?’” eaid Nelson [.co.

““Yes,” said the inspector. ““ I'm going ¢t it he can identi
man who bought the re\!:)lver." going (o &ce il he .cm identify the

‘“ May I come with you?”
‘* Certainly."”
A moment Jater the pawnbroker rcappeared and annnounced that he was

rendy. The three men then drove to Holloway Prison, where the inspector

left Nelson Lee and Le in an ante-room while he went off
matters with the chiof wgsdcr. ut off o arrange

He was absont about a quarter of an hour, at the end of which time he
returned to the ante-room and invited Nelson Lee and Legg to follow him
into the prison yard,

Standing in a line, with their backs to the wall, were fifteen men. Some
were tall and some were short; some well dressed and some in rags. Tho
fourth from the cud of the line was Gilbert Foyl.

“ Now, Mr. Legg,” said the inspector, “ I want you to look very care-
fully at these men and <ell me il you seo the man who bought the revolver
at vour shop on Tuesday uight. Take a good look, and don’t be ina
burry to answer.”

The pawnbroker put on his spectacles and glanced .along the line. When
his eyes fell on Foyl, he started and nodded his head.

“ “Phat’s the man,” ho said, pointing to Foyl. ‘“ He’s belter dressed now
than he wns on Tuceday night, but I'm positive he’s the man who purchased
the revolver.”

Once more the inspector shot a triumphant glance at Nelson Lee. The
latter calmly shrugged his shoulders.

« A clear case of mistaken indentity,” he said carelessly.

It was bravely said, but in his inmost heart the detective knew {hat a
smashing blow had Leen dealt at his hopes of saving Gilbert Foyl.

CHAPTER VI

The Forged Letter.

N tbe drawing-room of.a house at Hampstead sat a yowng a!u! pretty
girl. Her eyes were wet with tears, and on her lap lay a morning paper,
oben at the account of the murder in Penfold Lane. DBy her side stood
\derly man of military aspect. )

au‘l.?hee;lrl was Jessic h{nlvgrn, and the man was her guardian, Colonel
Pryce. : .

l.")‘clf;oor Gilbert!” sobbed Jessie, through ler tears. “To think that he
was arrested yesterday afternoon, and we never heard of it until now!
But, of course, it's all a dreadful mlistnllto on the part of the police.

“* e."’ aaid the colonel soothingls. _ L

“ (Iz‘lc.nl‘:g:l';u(;ousl?lldevo;: make me bolfc\'e that Gilbert was guilty. sho
coutimwed.. * The ided is absurd! lle mever shot the man—I'm sure he
didu’t.” ]

' y i ‘ 3 o T'm Iarly
“A am 1" said the colonel. * As you know, I'm not particul
fond :)‘lsl (??Il:t::'lt Foy!l', but I'm absolutely certain that he never committed
the crimo with which he is charged. -He is incapable of such a rthmg.
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The g 1t jumped up and impulsively flung her arms round his neck.

© You'te o dear”” ahe amad. ' | know you don’t like Gilbert, nnd T was
afrard you might be prejudiced agninst bim. You don’t know what a
camfurt 1t i to me to Lur youn mny that you don't believe him guilty.”

| t1uet ] can b fair, even 1o those I dislike,”” he said, with a virtuous
arr " And I'm as confident as you are that whoever shot Marmaduke
Malter, it was not Gilbert Foyl.” . _

Jovase rewardM him with n look of graleful affection. Little did she
dream what a doep and dastardly gamo her guardian was playing. )

** | would like to tell him,” she said, *‘ how sorry wo are for him, and
how we dou't belicve for a moment that he is guilty. Would they let me
me bim, do vou think, if I went to the prison, or the policc-station, or
wherever they bave taken himn?”

The colonel shook his bead,

** You are very ignorant of {he ways of tho law, my dear,” he said,
lying with his customary fluency. ““Now that Foyl has been arrested,
wobody will be allowed to see him cxcept his solicitor.”

** But it scems so dreadful not {o be able to let bim know that my failh
in him in mistaken,” she suid. ** If they won’t let me see him, will they
sllow me {o wrile to him?"’ :

** Certainly,”” he replied. * As a matter of fact, I inlend {o writo {o him
myaclf, amsuring him of my sympathy and of my firm belicl in his innocence.
If vou’ll write your letter now, I'll go down to the study and write mine,
aud they can be posted together.”

While Jessie sented berself at an escritoire and began to write her letter,
the colonel Jeft the room and strolled down Lo the study. This wase a small
room on the ground floor, and ils most prominent articlo of furniture was
a large knee-hole desk, .

Sealed at this desk was the -colonel’s son, Hubert Pryce, a weedy,
dissolule-looking young fellow and a true ““ chip of the old block.”” Propped
up in front of him was a letter written by Jessie to the colonel soma wecks
before, when onr a holiday. Lillering the desk were several sheets of paper
novered with luberl’s attempts o imitate the writing of this letter.

" Well. how are you getting on?” asked the colonel, afler carefully
closing und locking 1he door, .

“ Pretly fair,” replied the amaleur forger. ““I've got the hang of the
list. I think, Took at that.”

. le handed his father one of the sheels of paper. The colonel examined
i, compnred it with Jessie’s letter, and poatied his son on the back.

" This is splendid !”” he said. ** The signature js perfect. Go on practising

for a few minules Jonger, while I write my letter to Foyl.” '

I lltlo sealed himself on the other side of tho desk and wrote the following
ciler:

" Deur Sira—T waa very shocked Lo read the news of your arrest. I trust
you may be oble to establish your inmecence, but until you havo cleared
yeur wuine I nust ask you not to hold any communication whatover with
my ward. I may add that Miss Malvern cutirely sharce my views in this
matiler, and is writing to you lo that cliect by samo post ae this.

!* Yours truly, W. Pnyxce*

'llc'-.‘rmfcd the letler to his son.
" That's all right, T think?"’ he said.
.I.Itlube;l. I;olndl the Iet‘ller and handed it back.
should have mndo it stronger,” h id. gy I’
rendy now 1o write tho other lofte::. \\'Plhsai;;lihnll f&]c:’\:;v??'r » {tldo. T
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The colonel diclated the following letle ich hi i
very clever imitation of Jessie’s hgndwri:ingfluh hiv son wrote out in o

‘““ Dear Mr. Foyl,—Coloncl Pryce tells me that he i it
, 1 . - 3 ting to ask v
not to altempt to communicate wilh il you have. tos Vouraf
of tllf[ drolﬂdfl"'l charge against you. me until you have deared yoursf
‘““He thinks I ougbt to write to you myself, lest you should thi
= . . 5 . &, l‘
was tnltm% this step without my knowledge and approval. m:boil amn ::::ﬁ:l:z
this note to say that I quite agreo with my guardian that wo had better
not see caclh other or write to each olher for the present.

“ Yours sincerely, Jrssix Mavverx.'”

“ Top-hole !”” enid the colonel, after examining the forgery. ’
ecen you write it, I would have sworn it was ig Jossio'sg\\'l:il:ingl.r Ihik:-d:‘lo::
the cuvelope. DBy the time he gets the letter he'll have been brought
before the magistrate and remanded. That mcans he'll be taken to
Holloway Prison, so address the envelope there.””

Hubert addressed one envelope—imitating Jessic’'s handwriting again—
and the colonel addressed another in his own writing. The letlers were
Et!:cetl dm their respective envelopes, and tho emvelopes were sealed aud

mped.

. With the forged letter in his ]_m-ckct and his own letter in his hand. the
colonel then returned to the drawing-room.

Jessie had just finished her letter to Foyl and had cuclased it in an
envelope. It was a lolter of too sacred a character to be reproduced here.
Euough to say, it breathed undying love and wuunshakeable faith in his
innocence. )

““ Ilow shall I address it?”" she asked, when Lhe colonel entered the room.

“Heo told her. And after she had addressed aund stamped the lctter he
picked it up and walked across to the boll.

As ho did. so, .whilo his back was turned to the unsuspecting girl, ho
slipped her letter into his pocket, drew out the forged letters and placed
it under hia own. Then he rang the bell.

One of the housemaids answered his ring.

« Plonse take these Lwo letters,” he said, ““ and post them in {he pillar-hox
at the end of the road.”

The housemnid took the letlers and left the room.

The colonel walked over to Jessie, and kissed her on the brow.

“Tn n couple of hours from now,” he said, ““ Gilbert Foyl will know that
some of his friends, at any rate, have not turned their backs on him in his
time of trouble.”

Foyl was having o consultation with his lawyer in his cell at Holloway
when tho letters wero delivered. AL the sight of Jessie’s wriling—or what
he believed was Jessie’s writing—on one of the envelopes, an cager light
spraug up in his eyes. s .

“ Bxcuce mo half 8 minute!”’ he said to the lawyer. “This letter is from
my dearest friond. I must just ace what she says.”

¢ tore the envelope open. but no sooner had he glanced at the letter than
all tho happiness died (rom his eyes, and his [ace wont.wlnle with pain.

“ Bad news, I'm afraid?’’ said the lawyer ayml;r!theucnlly.

Foyl crushed back n sob. Jessio had deserled um! -

“1 think you'd. better leave me now,” he said huskily. < We can resumo
our consultation to-morrow, if you like; but, belween you .’f"d me. I don’t
caro very much now whether I'm acquitted or found guilty!
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CHAPTER VII

On the Trail.
FTER Nelson Toe had witnessed the pawnbroker’s identifieation of Foy)
at Itolloway I'rivon, he and the inspector made their way to the City
morlunry in order to be present at the opening of the inquest.on

Kalter's body. .

lere, again, the proceedings only lasted o few minutes. The body was
identificd by Aruold as that of his late employer, and at the conclusion of
bis evidence the coroner adjourned the inquiry for a week,

Before leaving the mortuury, the detective had a few words with Arnold,
who, it will boe remembered. was Salter’s head clerk. He then returned to
to his rooms in Gray’s Inn Road, where Nipper was impatiently awaiting his
arrival, and made a belated lunch. i

Now, although the scene nt Holloway Prison had dealt a smashing blow at
Nelwon Lec's hopes of saving Foyl, it had not in the least disturbed his belief
in the young stockbroker’s snnocence. .

 Ag I told Lhe iuspector, it was simply a case of mistaken identity,”” he
vaid 1o Nipper when he had related what had happened. ““I'm not casting
the loast doubt on {lic pawnbroker’s good faith. I'm sure he honestly
helieved Lhal Foyle was t:Ile man to whom he had sold the revolver, but I'm
equally sure he was mistaken.”

“ Il you'ro right,” said Nippev shrewdly, “ the pawnbroker’s mistake ha
given you some very imporiant and useful information.” .

The detective looked at bim, half in admiration and half in doubt.

“ It has,”” he said.  ““ But I didu’t think yon would be sharp enough to seo
it. In what way do you think the pawnbroker’s mistake has given me sowo
uaefu] information?” .

" l\'ou'ro convinced that it wasn’t Foyl who shot Salter?’”

. nnl-ll

“ Yon believe that Salter was probably shol by some man who bore him &
grudge?”’ _

I do.” _ .

"““Then, if you’re right,”” said Nipper, “it is evident that the person who
~hot Salter is a )'oun[f' mau ahout the same height and build as Foyl, and
very like him in the face, for, if the man wasn’t very mmuch like Foyl, the
pawnbroker would never have thought that Foyl was the man.”

- {'.'npnlnl—-cnyitnl I'" snid Nelson Lee, patting him on the back. “ You're
getting on! You’ll make a deteetive yet. I didn’t give you credit for so
much shrewdness. Your reasonini is perfectly sound. As vou say, it is
vleav from the pnwnbroker’s -mistake that the man who shot Salter—or, at
any rale, the man who hought the revolver—is somebody who very strongly
resembles Foyl in age and height and personal appearance.”

Se yon've got some sort of a clue at last!” said Nipper. * How will yon
follow 1t mp?’2 ) .
. " Belore T left. the mortuary this afternoon,” replied the detective, “L
lln‘vnl_ed .\rnnld——hn_ was Salter’s head clerk, you know—to call on me this
:I\enmg.\rlllo was inclined to refuse ai first, hut eventually he promised to
I:)t na. : 'ei he comes. T shall ask him if he knows of anybody who bore his
c;.“. f.'l"l' oyer any enmity. If he knows of such a person, I shall nsk him to
”"“:' w the man.  J1 his descriptlion fits Foyl, I shall know that I have struck

I?t :‘r_nl. :;ml 1 shall take appropriate sleps to follow it up.”

a3 then about half-past five. Two ';?oura later Arnold arrived, some-

\\'I t. I *na1op g - . . g - -
||u‘|?|n:r|,y and awkward, and with a distinct under-enrront of hostilily in bie
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. gambled, and all that sort of thing. you kuow—and sonelimes L usea 1o
tghink he wasn't quite right in his head. Tle wasa clever fellow in his W
and for a long time he managed to hide his little peccadilloes fram li
Salter's knowledge. About a fortnight ago, bowever, Nr. Salter d|sco\er;~l‘
that Shand had acccepted u bribe from oune of Mr. Salter s rivals on the
Yxchange, and had given this rival certain private information concermng
Mr. Sulter’s operations. . .
“ Mr. Sultoc;-l was furious.”” he conlinued, «“ and when Mr. Saller was angry

there wns no man on earth could sting yow and scorch you with Iu:hlonlgl_u-
like be could. TFor a quarter of an hour he stormed and raved al Shund w


























































































