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HARRY THE LANCER came into Burton Street Station to show his
  "brief," for he was out of Dartmoor only that Monday, having served
  twenty-one months short of seven years.

He slouched in, a scowl on his yellow, scarred face, and produced his
  document to the station sergeant.

"Henry Beneford, S'ar'nt—convic' on license. Gotta report
  here—"

And then he saw Inspector Long (or, as they called him, "Betcher,") and
  his eyes blazed. It was unfortunate in many ways, but most unfortunate for
  the Lancer, as it proved, that Betcher was present. He had called round to
  identify a much-desired shoplifter.

"Morning, Inspector. Still alive, I see?"

"And kicking," said Sub-Inspector Arnold Long cheerfully.

The ugly lip of Harry the Lancer curled.

"Wonder your perishin' conscience don't keep you awake at night—you
  got me seven by lyin' an' artfulness!"

"And I hope to get you another seven," said Betcher cheerfully. "If I had
  my way, Lancer, I'd put you in a lethal chamber—where they put the
  other mad dogs. And the world would be a better place."

The long upper lip of the man began to twitch spasmodically. People who
  knew him best flew to cover at this ominous warning, but though Arnold Long
  knew him well enough, he was not alarmed.

Truly, the Lancer had been a lancer in His Majesty's Army for eighteen
  months, at the end of which time he went down for three years for kicking a
  corporal to unconsciousness. He was a bully, a thief, and a dangerous man.
  But then, Betcher was also a dangerous man.

"Listen to me, mister. I'm not going to threaten you. I'm not givin' you a
  chance to send me back to the Awful Place, but what I'm a-goin' to say to you
  is this: you watch out!"

Betcher smiled.

"You talk too much, Lancer," he said pleasantly. "One of these days you'll
  be going into Parliament."

The convict was trembling with fury; the twitching upper lip quivered
  again. He tried to speak but could not, and, turning to the sergeant at the
  desk, laid down his papers with a hand that shook.

"Clever—you're all clever. People like me are easy to
  catch—why'n' you get Shelton, hey? All the busies in England can't get
  him. Not even amachers!"

Betcher did not reply to this, being wholly uninterested in Clay Shelton
  at the moment. He did, however, recognize that the slighting reference to
  "amachers" was immediately directed to himself, but that reproach had never
  worried him, for he was a good professional, as Lancer had reason to
  know.

Returning to Scotland Yard, he discovered that Mr. Shelton was indeed a
  vital interest in life.

There was, in truth, no such man in the world as "Clay Shelton." Yet for
  fifteen years he had been engaged in the forging and uttering of letters of
  credit, bills of exchange, and other negotiable security. And fifteen years
  is a long time. "Clay Shelton" was merely a label that indicated his
  activities— it was the name written in the register of the White Hart
  Hotel at Dorking on September 3, 1899, by a thin, near-sighted man who took
  seven thousand pounds out of the Sussex Bank by one of the simplest of tricks
  and the most elementary of forgeries. It was the first name by which he was
  known, and it served to mark him on record cards at police headquarters.

Lieutenant-Colonel Hillerby, of the Army Pay Corps, who drew twenty-five
  thousand seven hundred pounds from the Bank of Africa by means of a forged
  warrant, was undoubtedly the same gentleman, with a moustache and monocle.
  The bank detective who, being well acquainted with military matters,
  suspected this new colonel and followed him to Wynberg was found knifed in a
  pine wood near Kenilworth, for "Clay" supported his ingenuity with
  violence.

Fleet-Paymaster Corban-Smith, who took almost the same amount from the
  Portsmouth and Southern Bank, had no moustache and wore a naval officer's
  uniform, the left breast of which was gay with medal ribbons.

The bank messenger who walked into the Bank of England and withdrew sixty-
  five thousand pounds on behalf of the Midland & Western had a gray
  moustache and Scottish accent. Frederick G. Tennycold, of Chicago, who
  presented a letter of credit to another branch of the same bank and carried
  off six thousand, wore horn-rimmed spectacles and the badge of the Knights of
  Columbus—there were scores of other names that the police entered on
  his dossier, but officially he was "Clay Shelton."

Inspector Vansittar, a depressed and gloomy man, had an interview with his
  chief.

"I'm extremely sorry, Vansittar, but you've only had the experience which
  other officers have had," said the chief, shaking his white head, "and the
  best I can do for you is to take you off the case and give it to somebody
  else. Fortunately for you, as I say, every other man who has touched the
  Shelton forgeries has fallen down."

Mr. Shelton had, three months before, obtained eighteen thousand three
  hundred and twenty pounds from the Foreign Department of the City of London
  Bank by means of a forged cable transfer. All the experts agreed that it was
  the neatest "job" that had ever been done, but whilst police headquarters
  could offer a detached admiration for a clever piece of work, it was vitally
  necessary that it should not be repeated.

"We can't catch him because we don't know him," said the inspector, "but
  mostly because he works alone. Even the cable job was single-handed. The
  cable advice was forged and delivered in London, and so was the confirmation.
  A man clever enough to work on his own can only be caught by the act of the
  Lord! If there was a woman attached to him, if he had a wife or a side
  partner of any kind, he wouldn't have run fifteen years."

There was an awkward, even a painful, silence here. The chief, liking the
  officer and desiring to let him down lightly, could think of no way but a
  harsh one for ending this talk; the inspector had no further excuses.

But there was a suggestion to make, and this he offered.

"I don't believe anybody will catch him unless he makes a bad slip, but
  there is a man who might—"

He waited for encouragement. Colonel Macfarlane knew just whom he meant,
  and did not speak, wishing that the responsibility for the suggestion should
  at least be halved.

"Betcher?" suggested Vansittar, and the Colonel's nose wrinkled.

"Umph! Betcher!" He shook his head disparagingly.

Betcher Long, his vulgar nickname notwithstanding, was a university man,
  and he was the son of a millionaire in spite of the fact that he was a
  policeman. Why the son of Sir Godley Long became a policeman at all is too
  long a story to tell. On a certain gloomy day, he was sent down from
  Cambridge by an enraged vice-chancellor, his crime being that he had fought
  and beaten a lowly official of the university, to wit Tom Helpford, the
  bulldog guardian of a proctor.

Therefore was he sent with ignominy to his parent. And his parent, being
  rather testy over the matter, advised Arnold Murry Long to go forth into the
  world and earn his own living. And Betcher obeyed. He turned up at his
  father's house in Berkeley Square one month later wearing the uniform of a
  constable of the Metropolitan Police, and not all the pleadings and stormings
  of Sir Godley could induce him to change it.

That is most of the story: they called him "Betcher" because that was a
  favoured challenge of his.

His father did not wash his hands of his only son. He took a certain pride
  in his eccentricity; was wont to talk at his very exclusive club of "my son,
  the copper." He had once waylaid Arnold at the corner of Hill Street one
  foggy night and offered him beer. How Arnold had emptied the can joyously and
  then threatened to arrest his father for loitering became a legend of
  clubland.

Because of his wealthy associations, authority would have kept Arnold
  walking a beat, being fearful of a charge of favouritism and the questions
  which would be inevitably raised in Parliament if he received promotion out
  of his turn. Yet in two years he was a sergeant, and not an ill-natured
  question could be asked, for he had taken Lew Fredding, wanted for lifting a
  quarter of a million dollars from the New York Security Bank, and had
  followed up this exploit by tackling with his bare hands those notorious
  gunmen, Sullivan and Veilt, after the killing of Parlyvoo Smith, the
  informer. Nothing could hold back his stripes after that. Scotland Yard
  transferred him to the Criminal Investigation Department, where he would be
  overshadowed by greater men. Driving home one night in the fog, he overtook a
  man with a limp who, because of the propitious weather, had ventured from his
  hiding place for a little exercise. Betcher stopped his car, jumped out, and,
  miraculously avoiding two bullets, arrested with some difficulty Ernie
  Budlow, bank robber and blackmailer, "wanted" on six distinct charges.

"Luck!" said the Yard, but they had to give him an acting inspectorship
  because the Home Secretary made the recommendation over his own sprawling
  signature.

He was not the ideal of Scotland Yard. They did not hold him up as a model
  for young detectives to follow. He had, he admitted, been so often on the
  carpet that he had worn a hole in it. Suspension from duty had come his way;
  a severe reprimand, afterward expunged from his "sheet," had blotted his
  record; and once he had earned the censure of a judge for his
  unconstitutional methods.

In height he was sixty-nine inches, and gave the impression that he was
  rather thin. He could run like a hare but more intelligently; as a boxer, he
  held the amateur championship for two years; he could climb like a cat, and
  had something of the cat's sensitiveness. He called himself English to annoy
  Macfarlane, the chief, who never allowed the word "English" to pass where
  "British" would serve.

His face was thin and long and had an everlasting smile, for life and the
  world were a great joke. When the Boylans caught him off Limehouse Reach and
  gave him five minutes to prepare himself for a rapid translation to another
  world, his white teeth showed in glee.

"You don't kill me for a thousand—betcher!"

And they didn't. He swam two miles with hands and feet tied, and when he
  was rescued by the Thames police, the first words that came from his
  chattering teeth (the time was mid-January and the river was full of ice)
  were: "I'll get Joe Boylan in twenty-four hours—betcher a thousand!"
  And Joe he caught.

Colonel Macfarlane might well wrinkle his nose at the thought of putting
  Betcher Long on the Shelton case. In England the third degree is
  unknown— Betcher had invented a fourth. Did he not hold the head of Lew
  Brayley until he confessed where he had hidden the small son of Mr. John
  Brisbane, the millionaire shipowner, kidnapped and held for ransom? Was it
  not Betcher who earned the censure of a High Court judge for breaking open
  the safe of Lester Glommen and securing there from the proof, and the only
  proof obtainable, of his connection with the Texan oil swindle which was so
  profitable to Lester that he might have retired a very rich man in a few
  months?

"Betcher?" The chief pulled at his lower lip thoughtfully. "I daren't do
  it! Betcher would do something outrageous, and the kick would come back to
  this office... Still..."

He mused on the matter all day, and at five o'clock in the evening Mr.
  Arnold Long was summoned to his superior's bureau.

Betcher listened with his set grin.

"No, sir, I don't want to see the papers—I know Shelton's record by
  heart. Give me three months and I'll put him where he'll keep regular
  hours."

"Don't be too sure, Mr. Long!" warned the Colonel.

"Betch—I mean I'm pretty sure," said Arnold respectfully.

So, with many admonitions, warnings, and sundry words of good advice,
  Betcher Long went forth and reported to the Chairman of the Bankers'
  Association.
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ONE fine spring morning, Mr. Shelton strolled down Lombard
  Street, a thoroughfare entirely devoted to banking establishments; and as he
  walked, gently swinging his tightly rolled umbrella, he allowed his fancy to
  roam back through the ages, when this little street had been packed tight
  with the houses of Germanic money-lenders, and the Lombard rooms, or lumber
  rooms as the word had been corrupted, were crowded with the pledged furniture
  of their clients.

He paused before a building that was dour and mean-looking in spite of its
  polished granite face, and stared up, as a tourist might stare, at its
  monotonous rows of windows.

"What is this place?"

A City policeman stood in the roadway near the edge of the sidewalk, and
  the City policeman is a guide-book as well as an incomparable director of
  traffic.

"City & Southern Bank, sir," he said.

"Dear me!" said Mr. Shelton mildly, and gazed at the building with, as it
  seemed to the policeman, a new respect.

A car drove up; the chauffeur jumped out and opened the door, and there
  alighted first a very pretty girl, and then an elderly, sallow-faced woman,
  and lastly a good-looking young man with a black moustache and a monocle, and
  carrying his glossy silk hat in his hand, for the height of the car roof had
  made its wearing a precarious business.

They passed into the bank and the policeman strolled up to the
  chauffeur.

"How long will they be before they come out?" he asked.

"Five minutes," said the chauffeur, stretching himself comfortably.

"If they're any longer, pull out and park." The policeman gave the driver
  some instructions and strolled back to the sightseer.

"You a stranger to London, sir?" he asked.

Mr. Shelton nodded.

"Yes, I've just come back from South America. I've been there twenty-five
  years. The Argentine Bank is somewhere along here, isn't it?"

The policeman pointed, but Mr. Shelton made no attempt to continue his
  walk.

"It is very difficult to believe that in this street are stored millions
  and millions of gold."

The policeman smiled sardonically.

"I've never seen any of it," he said, "but there's no doubt—"

He stopped and his hand went halfway up to a salute. A taxicab had drawn
  in behind the car, a young man had jumped out. He flashed a reproachful grin
  at the policeman, took in Mr. Shelton with one comprehensive glance. and
  disappeared into the bank.

"Who was that—a police officer?" For Shelton had detected the
  interrupted salute.

"No, sir, he's a City gentleman I know," replied the officer, and strolled
  off to give instructions to the taxi-driver.

Betcher Long passed into the bank, was attracted for a second by a pretty
  face at one of the tellers' desks, and disappeared into the holy of the
  general manager's office. A stout little man, completely bald, rose and shook
  hands vigorously.

"I'll only keep you a minute, Long," he said. "I've got a customer to
  see."

He darted out of the room and was gone a few minutes and returned rubbing
  his hands, a smile on his rubicund face.

"There's a woman of character," he said, shaking his head ecstatically.
  "Did you notice her?"

"I thought she was rather pretty," replied Betcher, and Mr. Monkford was
  good-naturedly impatient.

"That was the secretary. The elderly woman I'm talking about—Miss
  Revelstoke. She's been one of my customers for nearly thirty years. You ought
  to meet her; she's a character. The young man with her is her lawyer. He's a
  bit of a dude, but he's one of the rising men in the law."

There was in the manager's office a foot square of unclouded glass, which
  commanded a view of the long counter at which the three people were standing.
  The elderly lady was counting with great deliberation a bundle of notes that
  had been passed across to her by the teller, and the girl, a little bored, he
  thought, was gazing up at the beautifully carved ceiling of the bank. It was
  an unusual face: that was his first impression. Certain types of prettiness
  are commonplace, but there was a distinction in her face, a vitality that was
  arresting. He hardly noticed the smiling young man at Miss Revelstoke's
  elbow. And then, suddenly, her eyes met his, and for a second they looked at
  each other with an absorbed interest. As quickly, she turned, and he became
  conscious that the banker was speaking.

"...I don't suppose you'll ever catch him; I don't suppose anybody will
  catch him. He's like an eel, that fellow! My theory is that he's a member of
  a very clever gang

"I wish to Heaven he was," smiled Betcher. "You can drop that idea, Mr.
  Monkford. There is no honour amongst thieves—only amongst good thieves.
  The man is working single-handed, and that is his biggest asset."

The banker had taken from a drawer of his desk a large portfolio, which he
  laid on the table.

"Here are all the facts, not only relating to the City & Southern, but
  to every bank that has been victimized by this man," he said. "All his
  original signatures are here, but I don't think they will teach you much. The
  'm's' are similar—"

"All 'm's' are similar," interrupted Arnold Long. "It is the one letter of
  the alphabet that has no character."

He spent half an hour examining the dossier and found no profit in his
  inspection.

"I notice that these documents have been tested for finger prints?"

Mr. Monkford nodded.

"That is one of the features of every forgery. The left hand, which kept
  the document steady, was invariably gloved."

When Betcher came out of the bank, he looked left and right, undetermined
  as to which way he should go, and at last decided to go toward Gracechurch
  Street and make a call at a shipping office in Fenchurch Street. At the
  corner of Gracechurch and Lombard streets he saw a slim, elderly man
  standing, apparently absorbed in the streaming traffic. He was looking
  sideways at the stranger as he passed, and Betcher read the message of that
  scrutiny. It was only for a fraction of a second, but as plainly as words
  could speak, those gray, watchful eyes said: "I know you: you are a
  detective!"

Betcher experienced a little shock, but could neither analyze its genesis
  nor find a reason. He crossed the road to Fenchurch Street and turned to buy
  a newspaper. The man was still there, a well-dressed, debonair colonel of
  infantry he might have been, with his white felt hat and his well-fitting
  tweed suit. Betcher purposely gave the boy a shilling in order to have an
  excuse for waiting for the change, and in that time he took stock of the
  stranger. A City swindler of some kind; one of the little army of men who
  thrive on questionable enterprises. He had caught in that one glimpse of the
  man's mind a hint of resentment as well as knowledge. For a second he had a
  mind to return and find an excuse for speaking to the man. But he was a
  Scotland Yard man in the City of London. The City has its own detective force
  and is jealous of encroachment.

As he stood, the figure in gray hailed a passing taxicab, which turned up
  Lombard Street and disappeared. It was hardly out of sight when, acting on an
  impulse, Betcher Long called a cab.

"Lombard Street," he said quickly, "and keep well behind the yellow taxi.
  You'll catch him up in the block before the Mansion House."

Presently the taxi came in sight, and, holding the outspread newspaper
  which hid his face, he saw his prey look back through the peephole.

That night, when Colonel Macfarlane was leaving his office, a jubilant
  young man intercepted him.

"Call me lucky!" he chortled. "I've found Clay Shelton."

"You never have!" gasped the Commissioner. "Betcher!" said Mr. Long
  promptly.
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A WEEK later, as Mr. Clay Shelton was passing through the
  dingy little town of Chelmsford, he had an inspiration—a sudden
  unaccountable fear that depressed him so much that for a second he could not
  breathe naturally. He threw his gear into neutral, pressed his foot slowly on
  the brake and came to a halt by the side of the road. On his right was a high
  wall of dingy red, and, standing back from the roadway, a grim, black
  gate.

Mr. Shelton stroked the white moustache he had so carefully cultivated for
  the past six months.

Chelmsford Jail. He must have seen the place without realizing that he had
  seen it, and the depression lay at the end of a chain of subconscious
  reasoning.

A little wicket door set in the black gate opened and a warder came out,
  and then four men and another warder. The four men wore ordinary civilian
  clothing, but they were chained together. Convicts on their way to Dartmoor,
  Mr. Shelton mused. They would be in London in time to catch the one o'clock
  train for Plymouth. The wicket gate remained open. The jailer at the door and
  the warder in charge discussed something. What it was Mr. Shelton guessed
  when a taxicab came furiously from the town end of the Colchester Road and
  pulled up at the prison gate. The prisoners were bundled in, one of the
  warders with them; the other took his seat by the driver's side and the cab
  went away.

"Humph!" said Shelton thoughtfully, and stroked his moustache again.

Stepping on the starter, he turned his machine and went back to Chelmsford
  and, stopping his car at the Saracen's Head, got out. There was a
  booksellers' and stationers' shop which had a notice in its window:

ADVERTISEMENTS RECEIVED HERE

  FOR ALL THE LONDON NEWSPAPERS

He went into the shop, asked for a blank, and filled it up. There was some
  delay here, for the only person in the shop at this early hour was a youthful
  assistant who had begun his employment that day and was strange to the
  routine. Eventually the necessary forms were discovered.

"That is to go in the personal column of the Times," he said, and paid the
  fee.

The youth took the blank and read it carefully, though there was little
  need for care, for every word was printed. Mr. Shelton went on his way with a
  lighter heart, and the young man who had accepted the advertisement put it
  for safety between the pages of a book he had been reading, and which he was
  still reading, to the neglect of his duties, when his new employer came upon
  the scene and in a fit of choler discharged him.

When he jerked back to its shelf Mr. Anthony Trollope's fascinating study
  of clerical life, he filed away unconsciously the advertisement. Mr.
  Shelton's lightness of heart was, in the circumstances, premature.

Outside of Colchester, Shelton drove his machine into a side lane, took
  from a locker beneath the seat a compact suitcase in which were the change of
  clothing, the scissors, cream, and razor that would in the shortest possible
  time change him into a rather seedy-looking person, and, having examined
  every article with care, he walked jauntily to the place where the tramcars
  start, boarded one, and was jerked uncomfortably to the centre of the
  town—Colchester being notably unhappy in its street transportation.

Ten o'clock was striking as he entered the premises of the Eastern
  Counties Bank.

He laid down a paper and a book, and the spectacled clerk examined both
  carefully before he disappeared into the office of his manager. When he came
  back it was with the respectful and apologetic smile of one who found that
  his worst fears were without foundation.

"Seven thousand six hundred," he said cheerfully. "How will you have this,
  Colonel Weatherby?"

"In hundreds," said Mr. Shelton.

Pads of notes came into view, the cashier's finger moved with
  extraordinary rapidity; he scribbled the numbers in his book.

"Thank you," he said.

Mr. Shelton turned, putting the notes into his breast pocket. There were
  two men in the room, and one passing through the swing doors. The first of
  these was a weary-looking gentleman who supported himself at the counter. At
  him Shelton did not look; but the man with his back to the door, showing his
  white teeth in a smile. "'Morning, Shelton."

Betcher Long—of all people in the world! Shelton stopped, his face
  outthrust, at bay.

"Do you want to talk to me? My name is not Shelton."

Arnold Long nodded; he took off his hat and ran his fingers through his
  black hair.

"Thought I would," he said.

And then Shelton leapt at him.

In a second three men were struggling on the floor. Up to his feet came
  Shelton; the second policeman fumbled and bungled all the time in Betcher's
  way. And then the weary man at the counter took a hand, and thrust into the
  tangle of whirling arms and straining bodies.

"Here, I say! Confound it!"

There was a deafening explosion, the second policeman went down on the
  tessellated floor, bleeding hideously. "Put that pistol down or I'll
  shoot!"

Shelton turned his head. The bespectacled clerk covered him with a heavy
  army revolver, and his hand was wonderfully steady. There had recently been a
  war, in which bespectacled bank clerks had learnt to kill people with the
  greatest nonchalance.

Betcher Long snapped cold irons on the wrist of the white-faced man. Two
  uniformed policemen came into the office whilst the clerk was 'phoning the
  hospital.

"I want you for forgery," said Arnold; looked down at the limp heap and
  the widening circle of blood, and then:

"Thought you never carried a gun?"

Shelton said nothing, and the detective turned to the languid stranger who
  had intervened.

"Thank you, sir. I'm obliged to you." And then, recognizing the
  helper:

"You're Mr. Crayley, aren't you?"

The face of this man of fashion who had intervened in the fight was the
  colour of chalk; his yellow moustache drooped pathetically.

"Might have been killed, by gad!" he croaked. "Did my best for you. Let me
  know if I can do anything more. Is he dead?"

"I guess so." Betcher stared gloomily at the still figure. "Wish you
  hadn't done that, Shelton. But it will be easier to prove than the other
  murders. We'll take him to the station house before the crowd get him. Show
  me the back way out of here."

The manager led the party through his private office to a courtyard at the
  back of the bank. A small gate led to a narrow street, where a car and two
  policemen were waiting. Betcher had planned this exit.

He pushed his prisoner into the machine and followed. Where had Shelton
  seen manacled men thrust into a cab? At Chelmsford—a thousand years
  ago!
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ON THE 14th of June, Inspector Arnold Long left London at
  five o'clock on a perfect morning, when the sun was shining and every
  cottager's garden he passed was ablaze with blue and gold. The roads were
  empty save for the farmers' lorries, and he came into Chelmsford before a
  shop was open, and only the labourers on their way to the fields to speculate
  upon his haste.

He had passed through a little village and was speeding down a straight
  road that ran between green fields when he passed a man sitting on the top of
  a field gate. In that instant he recognized the idler, and, jamming on his
  brakes, went at reverse and ran back to where he had seen the man. He was
  still sitting on the top rail, a cigarette drooping limply from his lips, and
  met the astonished gaze of the detective without embarrassment.

"Good-morning, Lancer. Have you taken to the agricultural life?"

The Lancer took out his cigarette, looked at it thoughtfully, and threw it
  away.

"Doin' any harm to anybody?" he demanded truculently.

"Are you on the road?" Betcher asked politely, using the term which most
  euphemistically described a tramp.

"I've got a job, if you want to know—a good job!" There was a queer
  expression on the Lancer's face. "Where you off to—blood'ound?"

Arnold Long smiled—he hadn't dreamt that he would smile that
  morning.

"Thief-catching, Lancer." He looked round the deserted fields. The only
  building in sight was a big black barn. "You haven't slept out, I'll swear!
  And you haven't walked far—there is no dust on your boots. Lancer, what
  is the game?"

But the Lancer did not reply. With a gesture he waved his hand toward
  distant Chelmsford, and, chuckling to himself, Arnold Long went on his
  way.

His car drew up before the black dates of Chelmsford Jail as the clock was
  striking seven. He rang the bell and was admitted to a little lobby, whence
  he was conducted by a warder along a narrow passage out of which opened a
  door.

The Governor was in his tiny office, alone, for neither the under-Sheriff
  nor the other officials peculiar to such an occasion had arrived.

"The chaplain is with him now. I hope it isn't going to be very painful
  for you—I hate these affairs!" Arnold nodded.

"I've been praying all the way down from London that he'd change his mind
  and wouldn't see me."

The Governor shook his head.

"I don't think that's likely," he said. "The last question he put to me
  last night was whether you were coming. I told him I'd sent the request to
  the Home Office, and that I'd had a telegram to say that you would be here
  this morning."

He rose from his chair, and the detective followed him along the corridor,
  down two steps, the end of which was barred by a heavy steel door. This the
  Governor opened, and they were in a large hall, lined on both sides with
  three tiers of doors. Outside the cell nearest them when they had entered a
  warder was on duty. The cell door itself was ajar, and a gleam of light
  showed from the interior.

"Wait," said the Governor, and went into the cell.

Presently he came out and beckoned Long, and, with a heart that beat a
  little faster, Arnold went into the chamber of death.

Shelton sat on his bed, his hands in his pockets. He was in his
  shirt-sleeves and colourless. His face was covered with a gray beard, and the
  detective would not have recognized him.

"Sit down, Long. Give him a chair, will you?"

But Inspector Long stood, waiting—for what?

"I thought I'd see you before I went off."

He took out the cigarette he was smoking and puffed a ring, watching it
  till it struck the stone roof and was dissipated.

"I've killed four men in my time and never regretted it," he said
  meditatively. "There was a bank detective in Cape Town, and a bank manager in
  Bombay. I didn't intend killing this fellow, but the dope I gave him put him
  out. Then, of course, there was the case in Selby. He trailed me to my
  houseboat—it was rather a nasty business; you'll find him buried near
  the two big poplars at Wenham Abbey."

Arnold waited.

"The fourth..." Again Shelton puffed a ring to the ceiling and watched it.
  "The fourth I will not trouble you about, because it was a singularly
  unpleasant affair... and rather messy!"

He smiled up at the stern-faced man before him.

"And now I'm going to pay, you think—you're wrong! They will drop me
  and they will bury me, but I will live! And I will get you, Mr. Betcher Long!
  I will get every man who brought me to my death!"

Then, seeing the look in the detective's face, he laughed softly.

"You think I'm crazy with the heat! There are things in this world
  undreamed of in your philosophy, my friend, and the Gallows Hand is one of
  them!"

His eyes sank to the paved floor and he frowned for a second, then laughed
  again.

"That is all," he said curtly. "You'll remember that, Mr. Long—the
  Gallows Hand that will come up from the grave and grip you by the throat
  sooner or later!"

Long made no reply, and followed the Governor into the big hall.

"What do you make of that?" asked the Deputy, wiping his forehead. He was
  rather white and shaken. "The Gallows Hand... my God!"

"It won't get me," said Arnold Long, nodding slowly. "And what's more,
  I'll betcher!"

He did not wait for the end. Just outside Chelmsford is a tiny village
  with a very old church. He saw the hands approaching the hour, stopped his
  car, and removed his hat. Suddenly the hour boomed forth,
  one—two—three—four—five—
  six—seven—eight.

"God rest the poor gink!" said Betcher Long, for he knew that at that
  second the soul of Clay Shelton had passed to eternity.

"Gallows Hand!" he mused, and smiled, and at that moment something struck
  the wind-screen and scattered into fragments.

He jerked the car to a standstill.

Ping!

The second bullet carried away his hat; he felt the wind of the third pass
  his lips.

In a second he was out of the car, gazing round the placid, smiling
  countryside. There was nobody in sight, no hedges that could hide an
  assassin, except-He saw a little hedgerow, above which was a pale vapour of
  smoke. He sprinted across the meadow which separated him, and as he ran he
  heard a fourth shot and dropped flat on the ground. No sound of the bullet
  came to him, and, rising, he continued to run, zigzagging left and right.

Then he saw something that brought his heart to his mouth. Rising above
  the grasses near the hedgerow was a great white hand, its stiff fingers
  convulsively clutching at nothingness.

In a second he had reached the spot. A man lay on his back, his hand
  thrown up to the smiling sky. By his side was a service rifle which the other
  hand clutched in the grip of death.

And then Arnold saw the face.

It was Harry the Lancer, and he was dead!
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HARRY THE LANCER! Arnold Long stared down into the gray
  face, almost unable to believe the evidence of his eyes. A brief examination
  showed the cause of the convict's death. He had been shot at close quarters
  from behind. Betcher picked up the rifle: the barrel was still hot, and there
  was a live cartridge in the chamber.

A few yards away was the hedge, and beyond this he discovered a steep bank
  leading down to a sunken road. There was no sign of life here, but the narrow
  road twisted out of sight fifty yards beyond, and there were wheel tracks on
  the white dust. He climbed the bank again to where the body lay, and was
  stooping when he heard the "pop-pop" of a motor-cycle, and caught a glimpse
  of the leather-covered head of its rider.

He was going along the road where the detective had left his car, and,
  raising himself, Long signalled the rider to stop. The man, whoever he was,
  must have seen him, but he did not arrest his speed, though he seemed to
  slacken a second as he came abreast of the car. In a few seconds, he was out
  of sight behind the alders that fringed the road.

The detective looked round for help The shots must have been heard. And
  then he saw in the distance a black barn which seemed peculiarly familiar,
  and he remembered that it was at this spot on the road that he had seen the
  Lancer that morning.

There was nothing for it but to drive into the nearest village and procure
  help. He was more than halfway across the field when he saw a bright,
  straight tongue of flame leap up from the place where he had stopped his car;
  there was a deafening explosion, and in a second the air was filled with
  scraps of flying wood and metal.

Betcher stood still, paralyzed by the shock, and then, sprinting the
  remainder of the distance, he leapt over the low hedge into the road. His car
  was a mass of twisted metal and smouldering wood; and then, by great luck, a
  cyclist policeman came along. He had heard the explosion and, bending over
  his handlebars, was flying toward the spot. He leapt off his machine as he
  came abreast of Arnold.

"What's happened to your car—blown up?"

"It has certainly blown up," said Betcher grimly; "and as certainly I am
  not troubling to look for the bomb that did it!"

"Bomb?" gasped the rural policeman.

The question of his wrecked machine was an unimportant one to Betcher
  Long. In a few words, he explained the tragedy and guided the policeman to
  the spot where the man lay.

"There are car marks in the sunken road," said Betcher, "but unless we
  have an airplane, I doubt whether we can overtake the two gentlemen
  responsible for this little surprise."

It was five o'clock that night when he came to the Yard and reported, and
  Colonel Macfarlane listened with a darkened brow.

"The whole thing is inexplicable and, I would have said, impossible," he
  said. "Shelton was hanged at eight, and there is no doubt about his being
  dead. You were unable to trace the motor-cyclist or the car?"

Betcher shook his head.

"No, sir, neither the car nor the bomb-thrower was seen, but that is very
  easily explained. The car could have turned right and doubled back, joining
  the main road west of Chelmsford. The only machine that passed through the
  village was a tradesman's Ford, evidently a greengrocer's, for there were
  baskets of cabbages and potatoes at the back. The cyclist—well, I know
  what happened to the cyclist. I want to be mysterious for a week or two.
  Chief, we're up against the Terrible People!"

Macfarlane frowned at him.

"I don't quite get you," he said. "Shelton worked on his own. He ran no
  gang, he had no friends. And certainly, as far as we know, there is nobody in
  the world sufficiently interested in the man's fate to care whether he lived
  or died."

Betcher bit his lip thoughtfully.

"All that is true," he said, "and yet—well, I'm standing for no
  Gallows Hand; that supernatural stuff doesn't get past me, not by so much as
  a millimetre! There's going to be trouble—bad trouble! I don't know
  where it's coming from, but it will be hot and fierce and gory.

The Terrible People will not sit still. They employed the Lancer, knowing
  he was a pretty good shot, to settle me on my way back from Chelmsford; and
  he was easy, because he hated me. When they found he'd missed the target,
  they shot him. If he hadn't missed the target they would have shot him. He
  was marked for death the moment he took on his dirty work. "

In the months that followed, Betcher Long found a new zest and interest in
  life. The knowledge of his own danger, the certainty that somewhere behind
  this lonely forger existed an organization more terrible than any that he had
  met with or even had read about in the grisly records of police headquarters,
  gave his step a new spring and brought a new brightness to his eye.

He had trailed the Lancer from the moment he had left Dartmoor; had
  interrogated the people with whom the convict had been brought into touch;
  and at every turn he was puzzled. None of the Lancer's acquaintances could
  give him the slightest clue that would lead to the detection of his
  employers.

The year that followed was one of fearful happenings. Murder upon murder
  was planned and carried into execution, and yet no word of these deeds
  appeared in any newspaper. Only the wise men in that dark building that
  broods on the Embankment knew of the terror that stalked abroad. Men, famous
  and notorious, were sent into the vales of death, and no startling headlines
  dominated the news pages of the London press.

For the Gallows Hand went cunningly to its task and left no trace of its
  devilish work.

And then, fate brought to Arnold Long's life an even more poignant
  interest, and, as it proved, a cause for a fear that had been a stranger to
  him hitherto. For he met the secretary of Miss Revelstoke.
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MISS REVELSTOKE was a lady of great age and with few
  observable fads. She garnished neither her parlour with long-haired dogs of
  diminutive proportions, nor her person with cameo brooches. She preferred
  radio concerts to solitaire, and never bought a car until the demonstrator
  had proved to her satisfaction that the machine could hold the road at
  sixty-five. A tall woman with a lineless yellow face and black, inscrutable
  eyes, she had, so far as Nora Sanders knew, no objectionable characteristics,
  which is remarkable in any lady of wealth who employs a
  companion-secretary.

The big house in Colville Gardens was from every point of view a perfect
  setting for such a jewel of a woman. Externally it symbolized Victorianism at
  its stodgiest phase, for there was a sunken area to it and a stolid stucco
  porch and step that led up to a highly polished black door. The
  liver-coloured curtains, the flower boxes in the window sills, the two tubs
  of well-trimmed box-bush that flanked the doorway—all these things
  fitted the external view of Miss Revelstoke.

The superficial observer imagined horsehair couches of elegant design and
  gilt pier glasses and rosy-patterned carpets beyond and behind the baffling
  curtains. Intimately, Miss Revelstoke belonged to the age in which she lived.
  Even Nora's room was artistically and tastefully furnished, which was also an
  unusual experience for a companion-secretary who had slept under garret roofs
  and had once shared a room with a sentimental housemaid.

One day in midsummer, Miss Revelstoke sat at her little writing table and
  penned an address in her neat hand, damped the small label with a sponge, and
  fixed it carefully on the oblong parcel.

"You will find Mr. Monkford a very amusing person," she said, in her
  precise way; "he has the facetiousness which is peculiar to men of his
  stature. Stout men are invariably humorous. Even as a branch manager, he
  erred on the side of flippancy, which, as a rule, is not an asset in a
  banker. The parcel is rather heavy for you?"
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