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IT WAS not a night that normal people
would choose for a stroll across Putney
Common. A night of wind and sleet and a cold
that penetrated through soddened gloves. So
dark it was, in spite of the lights set at long
intervals along the highway, that Larry
Graeme was compelled to use his electric
torch whenever he came to a crossroad, or he
would have stumbled over the curbing.

He was cosy enough in his long rubber coat
and galoshes, though his big umbrella was
more of a liability than an asset. Eventually,
after a gust of wind that almost turned it inside
out, he furled it. A little rain in the face was
good for the complexion, he told himself
humorously.

He glanced at the illuminated dial of his
wrist watch. It wanted now a few minutes
of the half-hour, and “The Big Fellow” was
invariably punctual. Mean, but punctual.
Larry had dealt with “The Big Fellow”
before and had sworn never to repeat the
experience. He was a driver of hard bargains,
but he had the money and reduced risk to a
minimum. This time he must pay full price—there
were no ifs or buts about the exact
value of the Van Rissik diamonds. The newspapers
were full of the robbery; the underwriters
had catalogued exactly, in figures beyond
dispute, just the amount of money that
every piece would fetch in the open market.
And because of the very bigness of the deal,
Larry had inserted the usual code advertisement:


Lost on Putney Common (in the direction of Wimbledon)
at 10:30 on Thursday a small yellow handbag containing
five letters of no value to anybody but owner.



The “yellow handbag with five letters” was
the notification to “The Big Fellow” that
jewellery was an offer. A “brown handbag”
meant furs, a “white handbag” announced the
fact that the advertiser had banknotes which
he wished to dispose of. And the “five letters”
indicated that the value of the property on
offer ran to five figures.

And it was ten-thirty on Thursday night,
and Larry was waiting expectantly on the
Richmond road. Borne on the wind came the
sound of a church clock striking the half hour.

“Punctual!” murmured the watcher.

Far away along the road, two dim lights
appeared, drawing wider apart as they came
nearer. Suddenly, the headlamps glowed blindingly,
and the man waiting on the curb’s edge
was held in the beam.

The car slowed, the long, rain-streaming
bonnet came past him and stopped. From the
dark interior of the coupé came a voice, a little
harsh, more than a little querulous.

“Well?”

“Evening, boss.”

Larry strained his eyes to glimpse the figure
inside. He guessed that the timely use of his
hand lamp would not only be impolite but useless.
“The Big Fellow” would hardly leave
his face uncovered. But——

The hand that rested on the edge of the
window was ungloved, and the third finger had
a broken nail and a double white scar across
the first knuckle—the hand was suddenly
snatched away as though its owner were conscious
of the scrutiny.

“I gotta deal: good stuff. You’ve seen the
papers?”

“The Van Rissik stuff?”

“You’ve said it. Worth thirty-two thousand
pounds—hundred an’ sixty thousand
dollars. And all of it easy to market. This
Rissik woman put her money into stones—none
of that fancy French setting that looks
pretty and sells for dirt. I reckon five thousand’s
the basement price——”

“Twelve hundred,” said the voice definitely,
“and I’m paying two hundred more than I
intended.”

Larry breathed heavily through his nose.

“I’m a reasonable man——” he began.

“Have you got the stuff here?”

“I have not got the stuff here.” By his
very emphasis the man in the car knew that
he was lying. “And I’ll never have the stuff
here till you talk business. There’s a Jewish
gentleman in Maida Vale who’s offered me
three thousand and would spring another. But
I’d rather deal with you—you’re safer. See
what I mean?”

“I’ll spring you to fifteen hundred, and
that’s my last word,” said the occupant of the
coupé. “I’ve got the money here, and you’ll be
a wise man to take it.”

Larry shook his head.

“I’m detaining you,” he said politely.

“You’ll not deal?”

“We’re wasting both our times,” said Larry,
and almost before the last word was uttered,
the car shot forward, and before he could
rightly see the number, its dimming red light
was vanishing into the storm.

Larry relit the stub of his cigar and went
in search of the small car he had left on the
common.

“Shylock turns in his grave to-night,” was
the only comment he made aloud.

Less than a week later, Larry Graeme came
out of the Fiesole Restaurant in Oxford Street,
and none observing him would imagine that
he was anything more than what he appeared,
a smart man about town approaching middle
age, a connoisseur of good food and the
creature comforts of life. The gardenia that
he wore in the buttonhole of his dress coat
seemed to advertise the buoyancy of his soul;
and he had every reason to feel good, for Mrs.
Van Rissik’s jewels had sold well; and nobody
in the wide expanse of London should have
been aware of his enterprise, for Larry worked
single-handed.

As he stood on the sidewalk, waiting for a
taxi, a tall, thickset man came to his side and
took him affectionately by the arm.

“Hullo, Larry!”

The long cone of gray ash on the end of
Larry’s cigar dropped for no perceptible reason—it
was the only evidence of that quick moment
of perturbation.

“Hullo, Inspector!” he said, with a genial
smile. “Glad to meet you again!”

He really wasn’t, but it was a moment for
polite exchanges. His quick glance round had
revealed the presence of three other gentlemen
of Inspector Elford’s profession. He accepted
his fate philosophically, entered the cab with
the three detectives, and smoked and chatted
with great calmness till the taxi drove down
through the narrow entrance of Scotland Yard
and pulled up before Cannon Row police station.

The preliminaries were few. Larry Graeme
listened in silence, a slight smile on his dark
face, while the charge was read, and then:

“I am living at the Shelton Hotel,” said
Mr. Graeme. “You might get me a suit of
clothes. I shouldn’t like to come before the
beak got up like a head waiter. And, Elford,
is there any chance of seeing this Barrabal I
hear so much about? They say he’s mustard—and
there are one or two people I’d like to
make feel sore.”

Elford thought there was little chance of
seeing that mysterious police officer, but when
he had seen the steel door close on Larry, he
went across the roadway and found Chief
Inspector Barrabal in his room, a pipe clenched
between his teeth, his mind completely occupied
with certain documents that had come
down from the Record Department.

“I’ve pulled Larry, Mr. Barrabal,” said
Elford. “He wants to know if you’d like to
go across and have a chat with him. I told him
that I didn’t think you’d want to see him, but
you know what these fellows are.”

The Chief Inspector leaned back in his
chair and frowned.

“Asked for me, did he? I seem to be getting
notorious,” he complained, and the other man
guffawed.

It was the joke of Scotland Yard that
Inspector Barrabal, who had been instrumental
in bringing to justice so many surprised
men, had never appeared in a witness box and
was almost unknown, even to the pressmen
who specialized in crime, except as a name.
For eight years he had sat in the long room
on the third floor amid banks of files, examining,
checking, and comparing odd little pieces
of evidence that were to bring about the undoing
of many clever men. It was he who discovered
the system of the Dutchman Goom,
bigamist and murderer, yet he and Goom had
never met face to face. An agony advertisement
in a London newspaper, placed side by
side with a paragraph in an obscure German
sheet, had sent the brothers Laned to penal
servitude for life; and they were the most skilful
and cautious of all the blackmailing tribes.

“I’ll see our friend,” he said at last, and
went down into the dark cell to interview the
disgruntled Larry, a somewhat incongruous
figure in his classy clothes and wilting gardenia.

Larry, who had an acquaintance with many
policemen, both in England and in America,
greeted his visitor with a twisted smile.

“Glad to meet you, Chief,” he said briskly.
“You’ve got me with the goods, and I’m giving
you no trouble—anyway, there’s enough in
my trunk at the Shelton Hotel to convict me
ten times over. Overconfidence has always
been my weakness.”

Barrabal did not reply, waiting for the
inevitable question. Presently it came.

“Who was the squealer, Chief? I only
want to get that and I’ll go down with the
band playing. I just want to know who was
the squealer who squealed!”

Still Barrabal did not speak.

“There are three men it might be”—Larry
ticked them off on his fingers—“and I won’t
mention names. There’s the man who bought
the stuff, and he’s all right. There’s Number
Two, who’s got a down on me, but he’s in
France. There’s Broken Nail, who offered me
fifteen hundred for stuff that’s worth twelve
thousand, but he couldn’t have known me.”

“Squeal yourself,” suggested Barrabal.
“Who is Broken Nail?”

Larry grinned again.

“Squealing’s a grand exercise for those who
like it,” he said. “I’m asking you a silly question—I
know it. There never was a ‘busy’
that gave away a squealer.”

He looked expectantly at the police officer,
and Barrabal nodded.

“You think one of three receivers has betrayed
you,” he said. “Tell me their names,
and I give you my word that, if you mention
the right man, I’ll say yes to him.”

Larry looked hard at him and shook his
head.

“I can’t give away two to catch one, Barrabal,”
he said. “Nobody knows that better
than you.”

The police officer was stroking his little
black moustache thoughtfully.

“I’ve given you a chance,” said Barrabal at
last. “Perhaps I’ll see you again in the morning,
before they take you to the police court.
You’ll be a wise man if you give me the three
names in confidence.”

“I’ll sleep on it,” said Larry.

Barrabal went slowly back to his office, and,
unlocking his safe, took out a steel box, which
he opened. It contained numerous slips of
paper on which were typed, in some cases only
a few lines, in others quite long messages.
They had all been typed on the same machine,
and every one was a “squeal.” Somewhere in
London was a receiver on the grand scale;
a man with his agents in every district, his
finger in every illicit pie; and these little strips
of paper represented the price that thieves paid
who took their loot for sale elsewhere.

He picked up the top sheet: it was the latest
of all the squeals.


Larry Graeme took Mrs. Van Rissik’s jewels. He
went there on the night of her party disguised as an
extra waiter. He fenced the stuff with Moropoulous, the
Greek, of Brussels, with the exception of a diamond star,
which you will find in his trunk at the Shelton Hotel.
Moropoulous would not buy the star because of the pink
diamonds, which he thought would be recognized.

“P.S.—The star is in the false bottom of Larry’s
trunk.”



There was no signature. The paper was
identical with all the other papers that had
ever come to him.

Inspector Barrabal stroked his silky moustache
again and looked at the paper through
half-closed eyes.

“Squealer,” he said softly, “I’m going to
get you!”


CHAPTER II


Table of Contents



IT WAS two years and six months after
Larry Graeme had made his grateful bow
to the judge—he had certainly expected more
than three years’ penal servitude for his
offence—and the leaves of the Park trees were
assuming their autumnal tints when two
people walked slowly along the gravelled path
that skirts the road between Marble Arch
and Hyde Park Corner. They walked much
more slowly than was necessary; for, despite
the brightness of the day, the unclouded sky,
and the golden sunlight, the wind was in the
east and there was a nip of coming winter in
the air.

The man was something over forty, just
above middle height, and sturdily built. There
were long streaks of gray in his black hair,
which corrected the first impression given by
his smooth, boyish face that he was still in the
twenties.

“One has to live,” he was saying. “But jobs
are not as plentiful as they were before the
war. Besides, it’s a pretty good position.”

Beryl Stedman shook her head.

“It’s not the position you should be occupying,
Captain Leslie,” she said. She hesitated,
and went on quickly: “There’s one thing that
rather puzzles me that I can’t understand. I
wonder if you’ll be hurt if I tell you?”

“Nothing hurts me,” he said. “Fire ahead!”

But she found some difficulty in framing the
words.

“Frank says you’re very unpopular at the
office, and I can’t understand that—you won’t
tell him I said so, will you? I know I’m betraying
a confidence, but——”

He nodded.

“I am unpopular—dashed unpopular,” he
said. “In a sense, Miss Stedman, I am an
admirable foil to your engaging fiancé.”

Though the words were sour, there was no
bitterness in his tone, no sneer, no implied
self-pity.

“Frank Sutton has a knack of making himself
adored. It is rather amusing to watch the
almost genuflections with which he is greeted
when he arrives every morning——”

“You’re not being nice, are you?” she asked.

“I’m not being intentionally unpleasant,” he
answered quickly. “It is amusing—instructive
is a better word. If Frank Sutton asked the
staff to work all night for a week on end, I
honestly believe they’d pay for the privilege!
If I asked them to stay five minutes over their
allotted time, there would be a riot!”

He laughed softly to himself.

“There is only one member of the staff who
approves of me—a fellow named Tillman, a
new clerk we took on a fortnight ago—and I’m
not so sure that he is a disinterested admirer.
And then there’s——”

He stopped suddenly.

“You haven’t discovered another admirer?”
she asked ironically, and he smiled.

“I don’t know. Sutton’s secretary is quite
pleasant to me—I would almost describe her as
friendly. Perhaps she’s been so long in the
service of the admirable Frank that his sweetness
has begun to cloy.”

“You’re being rather horrid now.”

“I know I am,” and he was so cheerful
about it that she was amused.

Somewhere in the world for every woman
is a man whom to meet is to understand and
to be understood. There is no need for long
acquaintance or patient discovery between
these two. The act of meeting is the ultimate
intimacy; all others are incidental. It is as
though two long-sundered parts are reunited.

When John Leslie first met the fiancée of
his employer, he had a sense of relief, a vague,
relaxing comfort, as though something for
which his subconscious self had been seeking
was found at long last.

She was very pretty, he was glad to know;
rather petite than commanding. Hers was the
beauty of violets rather than the boisterous
loveliness of wind-tossed daffodils. A quiet
beauty with a figure which seemed to him to
be most gracious. A gray-eyed girl whose
sensitive lips twitched readily in a half smile.
He was a little shocked to learn that she was
engaged to be married.

A floridly handsome young man, immensely
energetic and with the reputation of being
something of a live wire, Frank Sutton was
both prosperous and personable. His suite in
Calford Chambers, if it did not buzz like an
industrial hive, was a busy place, for he was
an exporter who despised no commission, however
small.

Successful men with Sutton’s driving force
are seldom popular with their employees.
Frank Sutton was adored by his staff. It was
his cheery smile, the quick chuckle of delight
that greeted success and failure alike. It was
a tonic even to see the laughter lines creasing
about the half-closed eyes, and the grip of his
hand transferred a little of his immense vitality
to the man who was so greeted.

“Yes ... he is a very interesting man,”
said John Leslie. The acknowledgment of Mr.
Sutton’s virtue was hardly whole-hearted, but
Beryl saw nothing in this but a reflection of
her own attitude of mind.

“I wish he wasn’t quite so perfect,” she said,
and half sighed.

And then she asked unexpectedly:

“Do you know a man named Barrabal, a
police officer at Scotland Yard?”

John Leslie nodded.

“I don’t know him—nobody knows him
very well, but I’ve heard of him, yes. His name
appeared in a case a few weeks ago. Why?”

“Frank was talking about him last night,”
said Beryl. “He was asking Mr. Friedman if
he knew him. Frank has an idea that——”
She hesitated, though only for a second, but
the hurry with which she continued told him
that she had impinged upon a forbidden topic.
“One or two parcels have gone astray from
the office. But you know that ... Frank
thought of calling in Mr. Barrabal. But you
know, don’t you?”

“I didn’t know,” said John Leslie carelessly,
“but it doesn’t strike me as being likely that
Barrabal would respond to the call. He’s not
the kind of man who wastes his time in tracing
petty larcenies. He doesn’t strike me as being
a man who would act as Nemesis to the petty
larcenist—talking of Nemesis, here is somebody
who is going to be rather annoyed with
me.”

Directly ahead and walking toward them
were two men, both tall, though Lew Friedman’s
constitutional stoop took away from his
inches. A harsh-faced man, with a big nose,
a straight, wide mouth and a stubborn jaw, he
looked what he was, a battler who had won
out. The man by his side, fair-haired, blue-eyed,
showed his white teeth in a smile as he
caught sight of the two people strolling toward
him, but his cheerfulness was in no way reflected
on the face of his companion. Lew
Friedman’s hard brown eyes looked from the
girl to her escort.

“I thought you were lunching with Mrs.
Morden, Beryl,” he said in his gruff way.

“I met Captain Leslie in Oxford Street,” she
hastened to explain.

“By accident, eh? Good.”

It was anything but “good,” if his scowl had
significance.

“You’re not overworked, are you, Leslie?”

“Not very,” was the cool reply.

“We overwork nobody in my office,” smiled
Frank Sutton, who seemed in no wise perturbed
to meet his fiancée tête-à-tête with his
general manager. “Anybody who wants to go
for a stroll can jolly well go—eh, Leslie?”

His smiling eyes fixed the girl’s.

“And don’t you allow old Lew to bully you,
Beryl! Lew’s romantic: he always imagines
that people are trying to run away with his
little treasure—eh, Lew?” He nudged the
older man with his elbow and laughed.

Lew Friedman was not amused. There was
an awkward pause here, until Sutton took his
manager by the arm.

“You won’t want me any more, Lew, and
I’m darned sure you don’t want Leslie.”

Leslie was trying to catch the girl’s eyes, but
for some reason she was embarrassed. A few
seconds later, he found himself pacing back the
way he had come, with a loquacious and altogether
cheerful Mr. Sutton laying down the
law on the stupidity of old men’s prejudices.

“The rum thing is that Lew Friedman likes
you—when you’re entirely by yourself. But
he seems to have an idea that you’re a gay
Lothario, my boy! I don’t even resent the reflection
on Beryl, for Friedman has reached the
period of suspicion. You can’t combat the
eccentricities of age.”

Leslie had taken a cigarette from a silver
case and was pinching it into shape; a little
smile trembled at the corner of his rather sensitive
mouth.

“You yourself have no objection to my
meeting Miss Stedman occasionally?”

It was noticeable that he made no attempt to
excuse himself or to insist upon the harmlessness
of such meetings, nor did he protest a
disinterested regard for the girl who was to be
his employer’s wife.

Frank Sutton shrugged.

“Good Lord, no!” he said. “I figure it this
way: in the past ten years, owing to unfortunate
circumstances, you have had very few
opportunities of meeting nice women, and I
think it will be all for your good. You don’t
mind my being frank?”

Leslie shook his head.

“You are an experiment—I am always
making experiments, and most of them have
turned out unfortunate for me. I want to cure
you—I won’t say ‘reform’ you, because that
sounds priggish. Half measures never appeal
to me: I believe in the whole-hog method.”

Not even the most sensitive ear could detect
any hint of patronage in his tone. He had
eliminated all affectation from his enthusiasm.

“Beryl is a nice girl,” he went on. “Naturally,
I think so; but even if one could stand
outside one’s self, that is the opinion one would
form. I am no pasha who thinks that women
should go veiled in the presence of men. A girl
can’t know too many, as I told Lew, but he’s
an old-fashioned devil....”

He did most of the talking till they reached
Oxford Street, where his car was waiting, and
all the way back to the office he was enlarging
on his theory.

The offices of Frank Sutton & Company
occupied three floors on a corner block near
the Middlesex Hospital. It was not a fashionable
neighbourhood, but it was a particularly
busy one, running, as the thoroughfare did,
parallel with Oxford Street. Mr. Sutton, who
had established himself in quite a small way
six years before, had now a most prosperous
export business. He had branches all over the
world, a shipping warehouse near the East
India Docks, and, unlike most exporters, who
confine themselves exclusively to dealing in one
product or department of industry, Frank Sutton
accounted no business too small or strange.

He was expatiating upon the catholicity of
his operations as they paced down the broad
corridor out of which led doors leading to the
various departments he controlled.

“There’s a big chance for you here, Leslie,
if you only put spirit into the business——”

And then his tone changed suddenly and he
faced the other squarely.

“But you’ve got to be straight with me,
Leslie!”

John Leslie met the blue eyes without any
visible embarrassment.

“I don’t quite get you,” he said.

“I don’t quite get you!” said Frank quietly.
“I’d like to know something more about you
than I do. Where you spend your nights, what
other little job you’re doing besides mine. I’m
taking big risks with you. Lew Friedman
doesn’t know that. You’re keeping something
from me, and I’d like to know what it is.”

Leslie did not answer. For a moment his
eyes fell, and then, with a little laugh:

“I thought you knew enough,” he drawled:
“but as you’re so darned curious, I’ll tell you
my interesting hobby. I buy things cheap and
I sell them dear, and I fill in my spare time
with a little profitable squealing!”
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FRANK SUTTON stared at his companion.

“You buy things cheap and you sell
them dear,” he repeated slowly, “and you fill
in your time—squealing? That’s Greek to
me.”

“It would be,” said John Leslie with a smile.
“You haven’t had my intensive education!”

And then, as swiftly as he had turned from
cheeriness to gravity, Frank reversed the process.

“You’re an enigma to me,” he said. “I
don’t think I have ever met your kind before.”

“You have missed something,” was the cool
reply.

“I won’t even ask you what ‘squealing’
means—it sounds like something rather disreputable!”

Leslie was not offended.

“I am disreputable,” he confessed; “so disreputable
that all my sympathies are with the
admirable Mr. Lew Friedman. Now, if I were
in your place, Sutton, and you were in mine,
I should certainly forbid your seeing Miss
Beryl Stedman. I’m not so sure but that, if I
were Frank Sutton, I shouldn’t hand John
Leslie his pay envelope and show him to the
door. You’re a fool—you don’t object to my
candour?—to employ me at all, remembering
my—er—antecedents. Not one in a thousand
rising young merchants would take the risks
you’re taking in having me in your office, and
not one in a million would allow me to meet a
nice girl like Beryl Stedman. You’re unique!”

Frank chuckled at this, as though he were
guiltily conscious of his uniqueness.

“Perhaps I am,” he said, and abruptly, as a
thought struck him, he asked:

“How’s that man Tillman shaping?”

“I don’t see much of him—why?” asked
Leslie, stopping a few paces from the door of
his office.

Frank Sutton fondled his chin thoughtfully.

“I don’t know. He’s as queer a bird as
you. I’m rather suspicious of him, though his
credentials were all right. I wish you would
let me know what you think.”

“If you’re suspicious of him, why don’t you
fire him?” asked Leslie shortly, and Frank
Sutton made a little grimace.

“My weakness is humanity. The poor devil
wanted a job, and I’d hate to turn him into
the street because I don’t like his face.”

Somebody hailed him from the far end of
the corridor, and with a wave of his hand he
sprinted up the passage. There came back to
the waiting Leslie the gurgle of laughter which
was Frank Sutton’s very own, and presently
he and the man who had greeted him disappeared
round the angle of a side passage.

Leslie walked to the door of his office, turned
the handle noiselessly, and went in.

It was a comfortably furnished room, its
most distinguished feature being a large safe
recessed into the wall. In addition to his own
desk, there was a smaller writing table, for the
general manager shared offices with Frank
Sutton’s secretary.

That lady was not in the room when Leslie
entered—but there was somebody else. Leaning
over the desk and evidently conducting a
search of the papers was a man. Leslie stood
watching the spare figure, a gleam of amusement
in his eyes, and then:

“Have you lost anything, Tillman?”

Tillman turned swiftly, and on his lean,
brown face was a momentary look of consternation.
He was approaching middle age, his hair
an iron-gray.

“Yes. I mislaid an account.”

Except that his hand strayed to his mouth
and that he stroked his little moustache
mechanically, he betrayed no sign of embarrassment.
His voice was cool, almost insolently
so.

“How long have you been in this establishment,
Tillman?”

The man looked up at the ceiling as though
he were considering the question.

“A month,” he said.

Leslie nodded.

“And in that period of time I have found
you twice examining my private papers! I
don’t think we are going to—er—know each
other very long, Tillman.”

Tillman met his eyes, and the ghost of a
smile hovered on his lips. He was the type of
man who was never definitely amused.

“I should be sorry to believe that,” he
said. “In fact, I was hoping, Captain Leslie,
that you and I would become better acquainted.”

Leslie was examining the papers on his desk.
None of them was very important, and the
drawers where he kept documents of any
moment were locked. He thought it wise to
change the subject.

“Has anybody been here?”

Tillman did not look at him. That was
another peculiarity of Tillman’s: he had a habit
of staring out of the window absent-mindedly.

“Yes,” he said, “a Mr. Graeme called—Mr.
Larry Graeme.”

Out of the corner of his eyes he saw the
face of Leslie harden.

“Graeme?” said Leslie sharply. “What
did he want?”

“I gather he wanted to see you,” replied
Tillman, still staring out of the window. “In
fact, he was rather urgent.”

And now for the first time he turned his
eyes in Leslie’s direction, and again that little
smile of his came and vanished. Leslie was
perturbed: his straight eyebrows had gathered
in an angry frown.

“He said he’d call again to-night about six,”
Tillman went on, watching the general manager
keenly. “From what he said—and he was
not at all reticent—I gathered that he had just
come out of prison. Did you know him?”

“Slightly,” said Leslie. His voice was gruff.
Then suddenly he snapped: “What the devil
do you mean by putting me through a cross-examination?”

He dismissed Tillman with a jerk of his head,
and as the man went slowly to the door, he said:

“Tillman—in case you are not aware of the
fact, I have the greatest objection to being
spied upon; and the next time I find you taking
so keen an interest in my correspondence, I
shall take you by the scruff of the neck and
kick you out of the office. Is that clear?”

For the fraction of a second, it looked as
though Tillman would break the habit of a lifetime
and laugh, but his face grew set again.

“That would be a novel experience,” he said,
and in another instant was gone.

For a minute Leslie scowled after him, but
then the humour of the situation became
apparent, and he laughed softly.

Sutton’s secretary was away that afternoon,
and he had the room to himself. Yet for some
reason, though there was work enough to do,
he could not settle down to his job. Every few
minutes, he rose from his desk and walked to
the window, examining the street below, and
it was not until the dusk came down and the
first street lamps were lit that he saw his man.
He was not difficult to distinguish, for Mr.
Larry Graeme stood under a street lamp, a
cigar between his teeth, his hands thrust into
his pockets. Again and again Leslie went back
to the window. The watcher was still there.
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LARRY GRAEME was a single-handed
thief, but he was not without friends. He
came from Dartmoor on a raw morning in
February with the comforting knowledge that
the room he had hired in a Southwark lodging—there
is a square not a quarter of a mile from
Dover Street where very respectable and even
moneyed people live—would be intact. Even
the great Barrabal did not know of this pied-à-terre,
or he might have guessed that in a
locked box under the bed was cached a respectable
sum of money.

Mr. Graeme’s landlady was used to his long
absences, and since he held what was tantamount
to a mortgage on the house (he was a
very saving man and had a number of good
investments) there was no possibility that his
room had been let to another tenant.

She greeted him unemotionally, and he went
up to his little apartment to find everything as
he had left it. Not so much as a cigar had been
taken from the cedar-wood box on the mantelpiece.

He was less concerned about the money in
the box than he was about the Smith-Wesson
revolver and the box of tightly packed cartridges,
for he had come back with one object.
Perhaps his incarceration had been unusually
irksome: he was getting too old for prison. He
had fretted a lot, brooded a lot, in the eighteen
hours of the twenty-four when the “lock was
on.” It was not like Larry to brood, for he
was something of a philosopher. The gossip
of the laundry had helped to keep the smouldering
embers of his resentment red-hot.
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