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CHAPTER I

	A spatter of late spring rain drummed a harsh tattoo on the leaded panes of a cottage that stood on the edge of the forest, as forlornly alone as a castaway, its feet in an undulating tide of grey-green heather that flowed with imperceptible slowness, and never ebbed. Over it the sky lowered, sullen, menacing, except for a streak of watery orange low over the western horizon where the departing sun had found a misty spy-hole in the rolling storm clouds. For a brief moment it tinged the sombre landscape, the cottage, and the face of the man who stood at a window gazing down a puddled drive that meandered through a belt of sagging firs to a wider road as if distance were a thing of no account; then the conquering clouds rushed in to fill the breach, and it faded; and with their victory the twilight deepened. But the man did not move. A flurry of wind snatched the raindrops aside, leaving a silence broken only by a clock which continued its deliberate measurement of time regardless of the weather and the concerns of men. Night fell.

	Nigel Deane, sometime known at Charterhouse as “Gunga,” turned away from the bleak landscape which he could no longer see, and crossing to the open fireplace kicked a log into protesting flame. Returning to the window he drew the curtains, lighted an oil-lamp that stood on a table in the centre of the room, and took a cigarette at random from a half-empty cardboard box which, with a bottle and a syphon, kept it company. He was in the act of raising it to his lips when he stopped suddenly, listening intently until the purr of an approaching motor-car became plainly audible. He tossed the cigarette back on the table and picking up the lamp walked quickly to the door. By the time he had opened it the car was stationary on the drive, which ended at the cottage.

	“That you, Gunga?” called a voice.

	The man in the doorway answered in the affirmative.

	“Where can I put the car?”

	“You’ll have to leave it where it is,” answered the man with the lamp, raising it higher. “The garage will only hold one, and mine’s in it. There’s nowhere else. You can put your lights out.”

	The twin beams died abruptly; a door slammed, and a figure splashed quickly through the mud towards the lighted doorway.

	The other stepped back, “Come in, Guy. I’m glad to see you,” he said warmly.

	“Hell’s bells, what a night! What in God’s name made you park yourself in this wilderness?”

	The other ignored the question. “Take your coat off; throw it there—anywhere. Come and have a drink.”

	“Thrice welcome words. I can do with one, believe me.”

	“Whisky?”

	“Thanks.”

	“Say when.”

	“You’ll do.” Nigel Deane passed the drink, poured one for himself and regarded his younger brother seriously. “Cheerio,” he said, without enthusiasm.

	“Cheer-ho.”

	The older man sipped his drink and then put the glass on the table. “Sit down, Guy,” he said, quietly. “I’m sorry to drag you down here, but I have something important to tell you.”

	Guy sank into a Chesterfield near the fire. “About Peter?”

	“Yes—about Peter.”

	“I thought so. I was more than a little shaken when I got your message asking me not to go to the funeral, not to send a wreath, and ignore the B.B.C. SOS for next-of-kin. I presume you didn’t go to the funeral either?”

	“I did not.”

	“Well, I suppose you had a reason, but a more extraordinary——”

	“Yes, I know,” interrupted the other. “But as you suppose, I had a reason—a good reason. After what the three of us have been to each other you can imagine how I felt about not showing up at Pete’s funeral; but—well, you’d better brace yourself, because I am going to shake you again.”

	“Go ahead.”

	“Pete was murdered.”

	An attentive silence fell. Only the clock somewhere in the room continued ticking out the seconds and dropping them one by one into the past.

	Very slowly Guy sat upright in his chair. “What did you say?” he asked, in a curious tone of voice.

	“I said Pete was murdered,” repeated his brother, dispassionately.

	“God in heaven!” Guy breathed the words. “By whom—for what?”

	“That’s what I brought you here to tell you,” continued the older man, evenly, almost relentlessly. “It’s a long story. Pete was murdered. You can divorce from your mind any doubts you might well have concerning that. I asked you not to go to the funeral, and to ignore the B.B.C. appeal, because it may not be known to those who murdered him that he had two brothers. I believe the radio broadcast was made—unknown to the higher authority at the B.B.C., of course—with the deliberate object of ascertaining if Pete had any relations. I——”

	“My dear Gunga. Forgive me—but—you’re sure you haven’t been out in the sun without your Bombay bowler?” Guy’s voice was frankly incredulous.

	“Please don’t interrupt; presently I shall furnish you with conclusive proof of what I am telling you,” returned his brother with a touch of asperity. “I say that it may not be known that Pete had relations. You’ve been in Palestine for the past three years. I’ve been in India for nearly five. A junior officer in the R.A.F. and a skipper in the Indian Army are nothing to brag about, so Pete may not have mentioned our existence to anyone. I sent that message to you because I was anxious that such an impression, if it exists, should persist. In any case, even if Pete did refer to us, nobody knows what we look like. As a reporter on the Daily Echo Pete must have been fairly well-known in Fleet Street, so the paper might have sent a photographer to his funeral—you know what they are for sob stuff—and we might have appeared in print standing at the graveside, or something equally distasteful. That was the last thing I wanted to happen, so I kept away, and warned you to do the same.”

	“For a man who evidently has reason to suppose that his brother has just been murdered your manner seems strangely calm—I might say indifferent.”

	“Perhaps. I hope you’re right. I’ve been schooling myself to think that way . . . to behave like this. It is necessary that I should. But don’t let it deceive you, old boy. Underneath what you can see of me I am a simmering volcano of hate, hatred of the man, or the men, who murdered Pete. You will recall that our grandmother was a Corsican. Perhaps that is why I begin to understand the meaning of the word vendetta. It takes more than two generations of Anglo-Saxon blood, and a few years at an English public school, to breed that out of a man. I loved Pete. He was four years older than me, seven years older than you. From the time I was a kid at prep. school he was my idea of everything that a man should be. When I went on to Charterhouse he took me under his wing. It was he who nicknamed me Gunga after my deplorable display of stage fright while reciting Kipling’s poem at my first speech day—little dreaming that I should go to India and see the thing enacted more than once in the field. It has stuck to me ever since, as school nicknames so often do. In those days I admired him for all the things he could do that I couldn’t do . . . and yet with it all he was as gentle . . . I’m sorry, laddie, but even now I just can’t bear to think that I shall never see that ready smile of his again.” The speaker’s voice wavered for a moment. When it went on it was as brittle as cracking ice. “It is unlikely, then, that I shall allow his death to go unavenged,” he announced, curtly.

	“But the coroner’s verdict was ‘Accidental death.’ I read the account of the inquest, and I thought he went into the thing very thoroughly. Pete must have been driving like hell.”

	“The speed Pete was travelling was not the primary cause of his death. Most people drive fast on an open road. He was killed in circumstances which had every appearance of an accident—as was, in fact, intended. He smelt of whisky, and there was a half-empty bottle in the car, which supported the assumption that he was drunk when he drove into the back of the stationary lorry. That whisky was planted on him after the crash. I happen to know that Pete had been on the water-waggon for months—not that he was ever drunk in his life. He told me so, in the last letter he wrote to me in India. But this is all beside the point. We need not conjecture. It was not an accident. Pete was as foully murdered as if he had been shot through the head; and I think he suspected that he might be, or he would not have written me the letter I now propose to read to you. I brought you here for that purpose.”

	“How long have you been here?”

	“A couple of days. I’ll tell you about that presently.”

	“So Pete wrote to you?”

	“He wrote to me what must be the longest letter he ever penned in his life. He wrote it just in time. I received it the morning his death was announced in the newspapers. Pour yourself another drink; you’ll need it.” Gunga took a letter from his pocket, unfolded it, and waited for his brother to resume his seat before he continued.

	“There is one thing I should mention, though, before reading Pete’s last letter. About three months ago he wrote me what was on the face of it one of his brief, snappy notes. I needn’t read it, but somehow it created in my mind an impression that he was worried about something. The gaiety was a trifle forced. He concluded by asking me when I was coming home on leave, because he was anxious to see me. He wouldn’t have said that out of mere brotherly affection, because it was unnecessary. That alone told me that he had something on his mind. I applied for leave immediately and sent you a letter air mail telling you that I had done so in the hope that you would make your leave coincidental, and so effect a reunion. Pete assumed, rightly, that on getting off the trooper at Southampton I should go straight to Uncle Hubert’s at Winchester, and get in touch with him from there. Incidentally, Uncle Hubert has aged; he is a very old man, and even now does not realize that Pete is dead. Frankly, I was rather disappointed that Pete didn’t meet me on the quay. However, I thought I would slip up to Town the next day and see him. Instead, I received his letter, and half an hour later saw in the morning papers what had happened. I was in a bit of a stew to know what to do about you, because I knew you’d got to report to the Depot at Uxbridge before proceeding on leave, and I was very anxious to get in touch with you immediately. I rang up the Air Ministry. They told me that you were due home, and that you were flying home by Imperial Airways, but they weren’t sure of the day, or whether you were coming overland or by flying-boat from Alex to Southampton. Otherwise, of course, I should have met you, I went to Imperial Airways’ headquarters and told them the matter was urgent, so they kindly offered to make enquiries and get a message through to you. I then packed my bag, looked through the Times for suitable quarters, found this place in Ashdown Forest, and took it furnished for three months direct from the owner who has had to go abroad for his health. I fixed the thing by telephone and paid cash in advance. He didn’t even see me. I then ’phoned Imperial Airways asking them to give you this address as soon as you landed. It was a bit complicated but it couldn’t be helped. I was afraid you’d act before I could get in touch with you.”

	Guy shook his head. “I think I was too stunned to do anything,” he said, bitterly, “although I should have gone to the funeral if you hadn’t stopped me. After Imperials gave me your message at Croydon I went to the Club for the night, bought a second-hand car and dashed down to Uxbridge in the morning. I came on here as soon as I could get away. I’m still in a daze. Tell me about this letter.”

	Gunga began to read.

	“My dear Gunga,

	“I cannot say in a few words what I feel I ought to tell you, so please forgive what must at first sight appear to be unnecessary verbosity. Do not let my news concern you unduly, but the fact is, I am sailing single-handed in rather tricky water, and,—well, an accident might happen, so I would like you to know the truth—just in case.

	“You will remember that I started work on the Echo as a cub under old Sammy Notley, one of the finest crime reporters who ever padded the pavement of Fleet Street—which was why the Echo often got two sticks on the first page while the others were rushing through a fudge. Sammy taught me my job. He died in harness. (I’ve thought a lot about the manner of Sammy’s death since—he was ‘accidentally’ shot through the eye at a rifle range on Epsom Downs on Derby Day two years ago.) One of the last things he said to me was, ‘Pete, my boy, there is more in this than meets the coroner’s eye!’ It was a homicide case—verdict suicide. (He might well have said the same thing about his own death could he have foreseen it.) Anyway, I realized from odd words he sometimes let drop that he suspected something was going on behind the scenes; something in a big way. After he had gone I followed up. I owed it to him.

	“It would take too long to go into the details of how I got my teeth into the gristle of the thing. Oh yes, it was there. The biggest stunt I pulled—for which I shall never get the credit—was to fake a breakdown at the office and get sent on indefinite leave to recover. I said I would go for a cruise. Actually, I hung about a big house in Hampstead with a jemmy in my pocket until a policeman picked me up. Under the name of Lewis Warrington I got three months in Wormwood Scrubs for loitering with intent to commit a felony. That got me where I otherwise couldn’t have got. And it got me into the gang. They approached me as soon as I came out. When I reported back at the office they thought I looked better for my cruise. I did. I’d got what I was after, which was one foot on the ladder. It was only the bottom rung, but I started climbing step by step hoping one day to reach the top and so break the biggest scoop in newspaper history by exposing the most fantastic crime business ever organized in any country. You’ve probably heard of Edgar Wallace. He wrote fiction about this sort of thing—or was it fiction? If it was, then he wrote nearer to the truth than he knew. I’m not writing fiction, old boy. What I am telling you is fact; truth, as grim as a gas-mask, and as cold-blooded as an executioner.

	“As I went up the ladder my steps necessarily became slower, partly because they became more dangerous, and because there was a sharp dividing line between each one. Precautionary measures, of course. I don’t know how high the ladder goes, but it goes high; very high; nothing short of Royalty at the top would surprise me. Officially, I’m still working on the paper, so I have other stories to cover; but you’d be surprised how often they take me back to the ladder. It’s incredible. Naturally, I don’t want to fire a squib. I want the big story. But a short time ago the going got so desperately dangerous that I went to Scotland Yard and told them enough to put them on the trail. I saw Drysdale—Detective Inspector. He didn’t even hear me out. He laughed at me. But I think I must have made some impression because I’m being watched, presumably so that they can step in in case there is a story in it.

	“But you will want to know more about the activities of this organization—it’s too big to be called a gang. It is international, and it may be political. I don’t know yet, but I am convinced that the headquarters is in this country. It stops at nothing. Murder is merely part of its business. Usually it is effected to look like an accident or suicide—or just natural death. I could tell you of a case where the doctor who signed the victim’s death certificate, and the undertaker who buried him, were both members of the organization. I know they’ve got an agent in Broadcasting House, so there are probably others in Government departments. That will give you an idea of the ramifications of the thing. But such operatives are only small fry. There are hundreds of them, in every walk of life. It isn’t the work of a year, or five years; someone has spent a lifetime organizing it, developing it, strengthening the weak points and ironing out the creases. Money is no object. The head man must be a millionaire. All the information I have gathered is in my head. I daren’t put it down on paper because nowhere would be safe for the document. I wouldn’t trust the Bank of England, and when I say that you may judge what I am up against. But it seems a pity that all this information might go west if I made a blunder, and in turning it over in my mind I thought of you. Do nothing about it—yet. But if anything happens to me—well, you must act as you think best. But as you value your life never mention what you know to anybody. Anybody—understand?

	“Curiously enough, the machinery of this thing is simple. I suppose in such a huge system it must be. Anything complicated would break down somewhere, sooner or later. Everyone is known by a number; as far as I can make out members know many of the lower numbers but no member knows the identity of the higher numbers. The smallest (or highest) number I’ve struck yet is seventeen, who seems to be a sort of brigade major in charge of operations in the London area. When I get to Number One my job will be finished, not before. What an eye-opener it will be! The signet, or counter-check, is merely an ordinary penny bearing the date 1904—possibly the year the thing came into existence. It’s rather clever, that, because it is something any member can replace immediately in case of loss, and there could never be anything incriminating about it. I picked that up in Wormwood Scrubs.

	“What finally decided me to write this letter was indisputable evidence that my activities are known to the organization. By this morning’s post I received a registered packet. In it were two hundred £1 notes, with a typed chit ‘You would do better by transferring your abilities elsewhere. Acknowledgement to unknown donor from grateful recipient in to-morrow’s Times will signify acceptance.’ I’ve acknowledged acceptance as requested. If it pans out as I hope it should take me another step up the ladder. I am sending you the notes for safe custody in case they are ever wanted for evidence. The chit was the first document I’ve picked up. I had already hinted at my suspicions to Brimswade, my editor, and I showed it to him as conclusive proof. He was very interested, and I spent an hour with him, telling him all about it. I was rather surprised at his attitude because lately he has been putting the soft pedal on my stuff. There are a lot of other things I should like to tell you, but I have already written more than I intended, so the rest will have to wait until we meet. Don’t try to get in touch with me. I’ll ring you and fix a rendezvous. (It might do you no good to be seen with me.) I hoped to meet you at Southampton, but I find I shall have to run down to Blandford to-night, to snoop round something which I fancy is not all that it pretends to be. I’ve had to tell Brimswade, of course, but I shan’t tell anyone else, so it ought to be safe enough. I’ll ring you as soon as possible—probably within the next couple of days.

	  

	“Until then, Thine,

	“Pete.”

	 

	Gunga Deane folded the letter into its original creases and replaced it in his breast pocket. “Pete was killed the night he wrote that letter,” he said slowly. “They knew he was on their trail. I should say he was on the scent of one of the low numbers.”

	“Yes, that’s about it.”

	“Then you don’t doubt the existence of such an organization as Pete describes?”

	“Good God, no! Although had anyone else but Pete written that letter I should have said he was nuts.”

	“Does anything strike you about it as odd?”

	“The oddest thing to me is that he wrote the letter at all, knowing that he was going to see you.”

	“Precisely. Anything else?”

	“I haven’t had much time to think about the context.”

	“It’s hardly necessary to think. One sentence jumped out and hit me in the face.”

	“Which was that?”

	“ ‘I’ve had to tell Brimswade . . . but I shan’t tell anyone else.’ ”

	Guy eyed his brother with sympathetic toleration. “You mean . . . ? The editor of a London daily? My dear Gunga, you’re crazy.”

	“Pete said nothing short of royalty would surprise him. Why should it surprise us?”

	“Why didn’t Pete suspect him?”

	“I should say he did. Listen, old boy. This is how I read the thing. Pete knew damn well that he was in danger. He didn’t want to scare me, or appear guilty of overstatement, so he merely said that he was sailing in tricky water. He knew that it was becoming more dangerous every hour. The morning of his death he had to make a decision. He wanted to meet me. Why didn’t he? There is only one possible answer to that question. He had got his teeth into something big, and he wouldn’t—or couldn’t—let go. The trail took him to Blandford. The fact that he sat down and wrote that letter to me, knowing that he would be seeing me within the next day or two, is sufficient indication that he knew what thin ice was under him. In short, he knew that there was a chance that he might be killed at any moment, and he wanted me to know the truth before it happened. The next significant factor is that he told Brimswade. The wording of the letter suggests that he had to tell him in order to get time off to go to Blandford—but he needn’t have made a point of telling me that. No, as I see it, what he was doing either had some connection with Brimswade, or else he deliberately set a trap, knowing that if his plan miscarried due to an informer, the informer could only be Brimswade. If that was so, he succeeded only too well. He was caught and killed in his own trap. I must admit that much of this is conjecture, but there is no getting away from the fact that Brimswade was the only person who knew that Pete was going to Blandford that night. The crash occurred just outside the town. To kill a man as cunningly and effectively as Pete was killed needed preparation. Therefore Brimswade must have immediately passed the information on to somebody before sitting down with his tongue in his cheek to write that smug little obituary paragraph which appeared in the next issue of the paper. Incidentally, I have ascertained that the Echo was the only paper to carry the story in its first edition.”

	“It’s unbelievable.”

	“Pete was well aware of it. He said as much in the early part of his letter. He would rather be guilty of understatement than exaggeration, so you may be sure that he confined himself to what he knew to be fact.”

	“What are you going to do about it?”

	“I hope you won’t be upset when I tell you.”

	“Go on.”

	“Exactly. I’m going on where Pete left off. I’m going to kill the men who killed him—not from any moral principles, but out of revenge. Every instinct in me recoils from letting them get away with a thing like this. To-morrow it may be somebody else’s brother.”

	“The police will scoff at such a story.”

	Gunga laughed harshly, a bitter sound devoid of mirth. “Police?” he sneered. “After what Pete says in his letter? With all due respect to the force, there isn’t a man in it whom I would dare to trust. Can you suppose that an organization the size of this one would fail in such an elementary matter as omitting to plant a man in the building from which it has most to fear? Pete was watched from the time he went to Scotland Yard. He knew it, but he could do nothing about it. I’ve made a mental note of the name of the man he saw—Drysdale. No, Guy, I’ve thought this out very carefully and I’m going to tackle it my own way. I’m going to find the man, or men, directly or indirectly responsible for Pete’s death. I’m going to fight them with their own weapons—death and the fear of death. They’ve got numbers. I shall be the unknown quantity—the recurring decimal who dots his numbers with bullet holes. One by one I’ll mark them down, and as I find them I shall kill them. And I shan’t stop till I tick off Number One.”

	“Where are you going to start looking for them?”

	Gunga’s face was grim as he looked at his brother. When he spoke his voice vibrated like taut elastic. “I’m not going to look for them. They are going to look for me. They hand out death—the swine. Well, I’m going to hand it out, too, as cold-bloodedly and as mercilessly as they do—but they won’t know where it’s coming from. I’m going to be a will-o’-the-wisp with a score of names and no address, a Jack the Ripper, with a pistol in one hand and a knife in the other. And, by God, I’m itching to be at them, blast them!”

	Guy got up. “That, soldier, is exactly how I feel,” he said quietly, but distinctly. “I’ve got six months overseas leave. If necessary I’ll resign. Count me on your strength.”

	“Just a minute, laddie. On the frontier I’ve looked on death too often to fear it, or shrink from handing it out. But what about you? Do you feel capable of killing men?”

	Guy laughed shortly. “I’ve been killing the King’s enemies for the last three years, so it doesn’t seem unreasonable if I claim the privilege of killing a few of my own. When do we start?”

	Gunga Deane took a cigarette from the box and tapped it on the back of his hand. “We start right away,” he said.

	“With whom?”

	“With Brimswade.”

	“Know anything about him?”

	“Enough, I think.” Gunga reached to the mantelpiece for a book, and opened it at a dog-eared page. “This is the Authors’ and Writers’ Who’s Who,” he said. “Listen. ‘Brimswade, Oliver Oakes, B.A., Oxon. Born London, 1892. Bachelor. Publications: Economy at Home, etc. Special subject: Interior Economy. Recreations: golf, gardening. Newspaper appointments: foreign editor The Globe, 1924; editor, Daily Echo. Address: Railsden Lodge, Dorking Road, Reigate, Surrey.’ ”

	“Well, you have at least one thing in common,” observed Guy.

	“You mean gardening? We’ll forget about flowers until we start handing out the wreaths. Have you got a pistol?”

	“I’ve got my service automatic in my kit.”

	“That should be enough. Get yourself a pair of cotton gloves, and wear light shoes with plain soles. We’ve got to be careful. We shall be fighting the law as well as the lawless, so we’ll start by eliminating the risk of leaving fingerprints and other funny marks about. We’ll stay here as long as it suits us. There are a few other minor details, but we’ll go into those later. We shan’t need two cars. Take yours back to Town in the morning and park it, and leave word around that you are going into the country for a bit. I shall come up with you in my own car. I’ll pick you up at nine pip emma outside the Air Force Club in Piccadilly. We will then go and call on Mr. Brimswade.”

	“Fine,” agreed Guy. “Let’s have a drink on it. What I need is action.”

	


CHAPTER II

	When Gunga’s car ran to a standstill precisely at nine o’clock the following night outside the Royal Air Force Club in Piccadilly, Guy was waiting on the steps. Without a word or a signal he got in beside the driver, and the car moved forward into the stream of traffic.

	“You’ve seen the score, I suppose? Australia two-fifteen for seven,” remarked Gunga presently.

	“Serves us right. We should have played Larson,” returned Guy briefly, but with a finality that discouraged argument.

	Thereafter neither spoke until they had crossed the River and were cruising down the Sutton road.

	Judging from appearances nobody would have suspected that the two men in the car were brothers; nor was there anything about either to suggest the Latin blood to which Gunga had referred. Both were familiar types of the class to which they belonged; both carried themselves with that air of slightly bored indifference known facetiously as Old School Tie—which, in fact, can only be acquired at an English public school—and is more apt to create an impression of affectation because it is genuine and not affected. Both had that quality of quiet self-confidence that comes from commanding men. But externally they had nothing in common. Gunga was the heavier of the two, being both taller and broader across the shoulders. He was fair, clean-shaven, with eyes of steely blue, the blue intensified to an almost startling and unnatural degree by a skin tanned to bronze by the Indian sun. A straight mouth and firm chin added strength to a face that just missed being handsome. His actions were deliberate, and he moved and spoke in the authoritative manner of one who is accustomed to responsibility.

	His brother was dark, slim, and of medium height; a small toothbrush moustache, which he often fingered reflectively, gave him a maturity rather beyond his years. His eyes, too, were dark, and inclined to be restless, although they could twinkle at the slightest provocation. Immaculately dressed, his manner was debonair almost to the point of being inconsequential. Looking at his face, no one would find it difficult to believe that he was regarded both as a responsibility and an asset by the commanding officers of the squadrons in which he had served. He had been court-martialled and reprimanded for dangerous flying at home, and awarded the Distinguished Flying Cross for the same thing on active service. A marked lack of respect for senior officers, amounting almost to irresponsibility, had retarded his promotion. His fitter and rigger complained bitterly to each other of his inhuman treatment of aeroplanes, but re-engaged on completion of their service in order to remain with him.

	“Get everything fixed up all right?” asked Gunga after a long silence.

	“Yes.”

	“Got your gun?”

	“Yes.”

	“Gloves?”

	“Yes.”

	“A nineteen-o-four penny?”

	“No, I forgot that. I knew there was something else.”

	“Never mind; I’ve got half a dozen. I was some time finding them.”

	“Is that what you’ve been doing all day?”

	“No. I’ve been making final arrangements. I think I told you that I took the cottage under an assumed name. You’d better make a note of it—William Black. You might as well remain my brother, so choose your own Christian name. I’ve been to see Turnbull, the Guv’nor’s old lawyer.”

	Guy looked startled. “Good God! You haven’t told him anything about——?”
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