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You’ll Be Thrilled and Mystified
By Hamslton Crasgie’s New Novelette

The Chain

I
TROUBLE.
Q UARRIER entered the taxi with

an uneasy sense of crisis.
He was not imaginative; his
digestion was excellent; even at
forty, an age when most men nowadays
bave begun to feel the stfain of fierce
business competition, Quarrier was al-
most gho‘hmm that he had been ten
yeurs in the past.

Nerves nnrauurier were strangers;
be smoked his after-dinner eigar in a
rigorous self-denial that made it his sole
dissipation; he was in bed and asleep
when other men were comfortably far-
ing forth in search of such diversion as
the metropolis had to offer.

But the face of that taxi-driver—he
bad seen it somewhere before It was
8 dark, Italian face, with high cheek-
bones. and a straight, cruel mouth, like
s wedge, between lean cheeks scarred
and scabbed with late-healed eicatricts
and pocked blue with powder burns.

Not an inviting face. And the taxi
was old. Glancing at the cushions, as
they bad roared past an arc-light at the
sireet corner, Quarrier had thought to
so the dingy leather sown thick with
stains, broad Paches, as if—asif . ..

But pshaw As he told himself, he
was getting fanciful ; perhaps his liver,
ot last, had played him false. A mi-
graine, doubtless—he’d have a look in
on old Peterby in the morning. Peter-

by was a good, plain old-fashioned prac-
titioner—no nonzense about him . . .

He bhad gone to the offices of the In-
tervale Steel Company on a mission, an
important one. a matter of fact, it
was vital—almost a matter of life and
death. But he smiled grimly now in
the dark recesses of the cab as he re-
flected that, as it chanced, his last-min-
ute decision had left those documents
where they would be beyond the reach
of —Hubert Marston, for instance.

He had nothing on his person of any
special value; he would be poor picking,
indeed, if, ag it chanced, that taxi driver
with the face of & bravo miﬁt, behind
t::e slilnietel:" mask that was his face, tl;o
the thug he seemed, hi rhapes,
the&Panther of Peacock appﬁnl:g q by

An extravagant jon, doubt-
less, but that was Marston: Suave, sinis-
ter, debonair—the social routovrier
equally with the manipulator. He had
acqui the name naturally enough,
for most of his operations were carried
on in the hotels and clube.

He had an office hard by the “Alley”
and it was from its ornate splendor that
he issued, on occasion, gumm in but-
tonhole, cane hooked over his arm,
dark face with its inscrutable smile
flashing upon the habitués with what
meaning only he could say. And he
did not chooee to tell.

And Marston bad wanted those docu-
ments; they spelled the difference to
him between durance and liberty—aye.
hetween life and death . . .

n”
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For Hubert Marston had made the
one slip that, soon or late, the most
careful criminal makes: He had, yield-
ing on a sudden to his one rare impulse
of hate, commissioned the murder of a
man who stood gn l;h:'d way, anc'l»—ho had

id for it, as he thought, irr good
pucrisp . notes, honest as the day,
certainly! But the pcmt had been
made at second—or hand—that

And for anoe it

was Marston's way.
had betrayed him.
For those documents—as he bad

THE CHAIN.

click, he remembered where it was he
had seen that lupine countenance—the
dark face of the driver separated from
him by the width of s single pane of

It had beea behind glass that he had
seen it. A month or so previous, at the
invitation of his friend, Gregory Vin-
son, captain of detectives (with whom
be had formerly been associated, prior
to his present connection), he vis
ited bheadquarters; and it had been
there, in the gallery which is given over

found out, t00 late—were ocounterfeit to that he had marked that face,
treasury notes. The go-between had its me, even among the many
seen to that ymg&lnndhllu crooks, thugs, strong-arm men, yegg,
with them, mr pocketing the genuine. hoisters, yweighters, housemen,
And Quarrier, himself the of and ers. And now he remem-
those interests that bered it when it was
3‘ il:d (ﬁhﬁ:ﬁ [—“ tm’l-'lli:“G"gl:t. hand
» n
b:go retained by I HE INCUBUS" alling upon the
them for some ime | By Hamileon Graigle | 3% of ¢ bluntow
b B | naoeiny | BEE
SPUSauti | WEIRD TALES| wafybejsrisd
gether with the || 1o Eswaordinary Yernof || lo o the door. Bu
’ nfession, ‘Frightful Adventure in an '
:::e; thc::? T%kl:: Usnderground Cavern :I: could not open
w .
tween — andl Soow, | DON'T MISS IT! hARA
bhard upon thearch- Lo

waited ‘only for'the morning, aad that
waited only for mo an
which wouyld follow.

Quarrier had given the driver a num-
ber in the West Exﬂbu, but now,
glancing from the wi his eyes nar-
O he el I+ e ejaculated, it der his

‘ e ” e,) un
breath. “Now, if I thought—"

But the sentence was never com-
pleted. They were in a narrow, un-
familiar street; a street silent, tenant-
less, as it seemed, rave for dark door-
ways, and here and there a furtive,
drifting shadow-shape—the tall fronts
of warehouses, with blind eves to the
night, silent, grim. .

The echoing roar of the engine beat
in a swift clumor against those iron
walls—and suddenly, with a sort of

place dx:n o roh than
. onee; r he was

not unacquainted with: itgd been
with him in I:toc.d dlg&'gbt, in dark.
h . . with dirk or
E‘“"l in the highways and byways of
Shms opolis. He was a fighter—or he

not have won to the ion of
those docgmenh—the. dmh ]
greatly desired by Hubert Marston—thq
evidence of the one false step made by
the Master of Chicane, the one slip tht
was to put him, ere the setting of an-
other sun, where he would be safe.

Now Quarrier. his mouth a grim line,
was reaching with the butt of his auto
matic to break that glass when, with s
grinding of brukes the taxi whirled
suddcnly to a groaning halt.

The door swung open—to the windy
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ight without, and the glimmer of a
wfaconthomrb.. ]

“Here you are, sir,” Quasrier heard
the voice, with, he was certaim, a mock-
i qmiltg in the quasi-deferential

nce. But he could see merely the
face, behind it a black well of dar:
velvet black, save for the dim loom of a
loft bmldm‘gdustacm
ier be,ti“ know how ma&{
there might urking there in
nor did he y care.
m:-; the fmﬁom at the
wheel; the unfamiliar stnet—uh::g-
hicdi)yahndpimte,atthevuyl |
There could be no doubt of it.

Bntitmnoﬁmoforgad-ho" ion. If
be were in the wrong, and it was all a
mistake—well, he could afferd to pay.
But—the face of Marston srose before
bim, suave, i .

3

ococasion of their last meeting at the In-
tervale offices:

“Possession, my dear 3
session is ten 'yhofth?ml-lu.“_g
wmember that!”

Quarrier temembered, and with the
remembrance came a swift, sudden
anger. But it was an anger that was
controlled, as @ flame is comtrolled—
though it was none the less ‘deadly.

“ you are, sir,” repeated the
voice, and now there was in it a some-
thing more than mockery. There was
a0 edge, a rasp; almost it ssunded like
s command, an order.

contraclion g; the lips. Then, muscle
and mind and body, in ome furious
projectile. he launched himself outward

v

The white face with its sneering grin
was blotted out; there came the span
of a cleancut blow; a turgid oath.
, rising from his kmees, sar-
veyed the limp figure on the
with & twisted smile; then bhe turned,
mg ?:tller his hbmaatdrf‘ lolx

o wm' " m. ” en

a light showed, like a 2

iog hi .
Ho could '::tn tell

w

:
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wa free of that constricting rope, but
# he moved forward, groping, just
thead there came to him a sudden mur-
mur of voices, low, like the growling
beasts. There was that sort
of note 1n it: A fierce, avid mutter, and
mntl , 88 he advanced, he made out
and there a word.
“Th’ BigGun . . . You better watch
yourstep . . . Mar—" .
Quarrier found himself in a sort of
corridor, at the far end of which
mded the voices. It had all been
in the dark, so to speak. The taxi
that driver with the face familisr and
yet unfamiliar, the attack, and now
this. But time pressed. Why they had
bot murdered him out of- hand he did
not to consider; he knew only
that n—and he was certain that
it was Marston’s hand that had been in
it—would, with a clear field, be at the
hldms—:“hm of those documents. Even
now, doubtless, he was there.
_Quarrier felt mechanically for his
; and then his hand hope-
as he remembered that he was

nless.

ﬂ. listened tensely, holding his
breath, as the voices receded-—or, rather,
one of them; he could hear the other
following the departing man with his
complaints.

Evidently they had left o gnd of
two. One of them was goinf; e other
left behind, and not especially delighted
with his job.

An abrupt turn of the long hallway
brought this man suddenly into plain

view.

Quarrier blinked in the glare from
the single incandescent, flattening him-
m‘im the wall; then, with a pan-

ish space, he had covered the inter-
vening space in three lunging strides.

The mnni a8 broad fellow with
s seamed, lead-colored countenance,
tarned his head ; his mouth o&ened, his
hand going to his et with a light-
ning stab of the blunt, hairy fin

But Quarrier had wasted po time.
Even as the giant reached for his gun
Quarrier’s fist swung in a short arc, and
there was power in it. The blow, travel-
ing & scant six inches, crashed full on

the point; the thickset man, his eyes
Flazing, swayed, slipped, fell in an aim-
ess huddle.

“Well—a knockout!” panted Quar-
rier, reaching for the pistol.

Marston was the “Big Gun”, of
course. Quarrier had never doubted it;
but hitherto the President of Intervale
Steel had conducted his brokerage busi-
ness, on the surface at any rate, without
resort to open violence. And Intervale
Steel—You knew really nothing about
it until you took a flyer in it; then, as
it might chance, you knew enough and
more enough.

Quarrier, glancing at the unconscious
man and eting the pistol, departed
without more ado; &roeeedin along the
hall, he found, with no further adven-
ture, a narrow door, and the pale stare,
winking at him from, be judged, a
midnight horizon.

But a glance at his watch told him
that it was but nino-t.hinxl; there was
yot time to get to the hiding-place of
those docaments ahead of Marston, if,
a8 he was now convinced, it had been
Marston’s thugs who had ambushed

him.
Plunging along the shad alley,
after ﬁvg: ngxinu walk, mado:?t a rac-

ing gait, he found a main-traveled ave-
nue and an owl taxi, whose driver, lean-
ing outwu:rd, g‘ooket} a finger in invih;
tion to this obvious fare, appesaring ou
of the dark. pes
Quarrier did not hesitate. The fellow
might be a gunman or worse; he must
take his chance of that.
‘“Twenty-three Jones!” he called
crisPly, with the words diving into the
cab’s interior; then, his head out of the
window, as the taxi turned outward from

the curb: M
“And drive as if all hell were after
youl”
I11.

The Shape Invisible.

UARRIER reached his destination
without incident, but as he went

up the winding stairway of the office
building to his private sanctum he was
oppressed by an uneasy sense that all



—they were seldom out of
Perhaps. . . .

But, pauting a little from his climb,
he found ais ticor, and the door of his
private office.

For just a split second he hesitated;
then, ocking the door, he flung it
wide and went in. '

And then, for the third time that
evening, he had another shock: for,
almost from the moment of his entry
into that mnd;rmof chamber, he knew
that he was not alone.
mFo:ia molninenmeur:l in thtell blaze from

o electrolier )
of the dour, be Stood Higid. linening:
holding his breath; croun bent for-
ward lﬁ.o s_sprinter upon his mark.

that sound-proof chamber, thirty stories
above the street. And the knowledge—
as certain as the fact that he, Quarrier,
as yet lived and breathed—the know-
ledge that he was not alone was not
reasurring. It was fantastic, it was in-
credible—but it was frus/

It had been Quarrier’s fancy to rent
the small :uite on the top floor of the
out-of-the-way office building. He liked
the view; the rooms were remote; they
mited his purpose; they were private.
Anything could happen here, and no
onc he the wizer: the vrash of a heavy
45, for instance, woull not penetrate

F
E
N3
1]
i
sgk

?I
%
i
i

a full-length can

double windows, a ,
huge, old-fashioned key, i
a lumber-room just beeiond, s wall
safe, his desk—which completed the

ns similar to
the bu bank tellers;
the msain entrance door, t which
Quarrier had entered, an opened

been in use.since Quarrier’s occupancy.

Nothing short of an acetylene blow-
pipe could have etrated the- walls,
the ceiling, the r, but they were
smooth, unmarred by scratch or tell-tale
stain.

Now, to understand events as they
occurred :

Quarrier was in his private sanctum,
hia nffice: it adjoined the lumber-room
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at the right. And a simple diagram
may serve perhape better than a page
of explanation:

windewe

Ofice
Lumber-Room
Coenccting
doer
‘ eNtrance | entrasc
corvidor cerridor
devaters

_The electrolier, blazing from its four
nitro lo.mrs, illumined every nook and
canny of that office; shed its blazing
effulgence upon Quarrier, standing like
¢ graven image before that wall safe.
And s he stood there, for the first time
in his well-ordered existence a prey to
fear, a face rose out of his consciousness;

heard in the voice of Marston,
President of Intervale Steel:

“You have them, my dear Quarrier;

keep them—eafe.”

ier had never liked Marston;
the man was elusive, like an eel; you
never saw his hand: it was impossible
to ruess what moved behind the mask-
like marble of his fuce, expressionless
slways, cold, contained.

But Quarrier had the “documents,”
or, rather, they were there, in that wall
sfe, in iteelf a small fort of chrome-
nickel steel and manganese
which no mere “can-opener” could have
prevailed—no torch, even. .

Now, as he operated the combination,
be was abruptly sensible of a curious sen-
stion of strain; a shock; the short
hairs at the back of his neck prickled
ruddenly as if at the touch of an invis-
ible, icy finger. And for a moment he
could have sworn to a Presence just be-
hind him-—a eomething in ambush
grinning at his back—a danger, a real
and daunting peril. the greater that it
was unmeasured and unknown.

But with his fingers upon that dial,
Quarrier half turned as if to depart.

83

He was getting junupy, his nerves out
of band—too mucl;l coffee n'il“l?u too many
strong , per was it
Thntgkid%:l; i!l:;; x?s‘uu t, after all,
have had notbhing to with Marston. The
documents were safe—they simply had
to be. Unless Marston had been there.
and gone; but he would scarcely have

h‘g ul:m. Quarri ht h
er too, ier might have
obeyed‘g; impulsion of t.hatg turning
movement, and in that case, also, this
story would never have been written.
Quarrier might have done this, but for
the moment, practical and sanely bal-
anced as he was, for a split second he
had the fancy that if he turned his head
he would see—comething that was not
good, that was not—well—normal.
4t was instinctive, elemental, rather
than rational, and, getting himself in
bhand, he would, doubtless, have turned
abruptly, leaving the room, if, at thst

moment, out of the tail of his eye, he
had not seen the in le evidence
of a presence other than his own.

IV.
The Silent Witness.

UARRIER was a large man, and

hard-muscled, s dangerous adver-
sary in a rough-and-tumble, a “
men with his ds,” as we have seen;
young, and & quick thinker.

In the half of a second it came to
him that Marston might have delegated
his authority (at second- or third-hand,
certainl yg to some peterman, some yegg,
say, to obtain possession of those docu-
ments. But the fellow would have to
be a boxman par excellence; that strong-
box was the last word in safes, and,
Quarrier was certain, the final one.

No ordinary house-man could hope to
break into it, and the marauder would
have to depend upon a finger sandpa-
pered to the quick, hearing micre-
copically sensitive, to catch, through
that bamel} alolf ;tgl and bromoiﬂtho
whispering of those super-tumblers.

And abruptly following this sugges-
tion, a second and a more dsuntng
thought obtruded: Sup just sup-
pose, that their design held no mten-
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tion of an asssault n the safe; stooped, ing under ,
pose that their pl::? the pmugi going onmm wmdow.“‘ W’l‘hﬂ
that nam invisible Presence, had nﬂlohnd!nenmnoeo::wa,bm
included, in the first him—Quar- as to the windows—he an inter
rier? In cese, after all, he managed val while he thombed the patent steel
to the trap back there in the cel- catches. These were shut tight the
lur? g’hv-—they would use him; that windows black,. glimmering squares
was it! They would force him to open against the windy ﬂ nﬁ:ou.
the safe. The thing was simple; there Thowing off the one after the
was about it, even, a suggestion of sar- other, he pushed up the first window,
?ho;ic hum::,.lbntitwuahnmorthn gletr:d thcmstgel;mterppron, and thea,
id not %o Quarrier. very act of leaning outward into
Upon.&ainmmhomngmnd, thoblnkwdlbanuth,%odmhck,
crouching, his hand reaching for his with a quick, darting glance over his
pockotinslifbtn' chbmﬁoomm shoulder as his spine prickled at a sud-
up, level, ho dingmfbo aﬁorbbnmlhﬁ de% '(‘l:‘nnﬁng‘ hgt;nght
automatic. was
Then his mouth twisted in & mirth- Forahunbmuhhb.ckhothouﬂ
less grin as his straining gase beheld the to hear a rustle, & movement, like
square room empty the lights. ° shuffle of a swift, stealthy footfall, on
Amomenthutood,hiskuaauong, the heavy pile of the Kermanshah rug
thoughtful face elched desp with new  But once more there was nothing—
linuotworry,unstninodarimthg DO ODe. .
singing eyes turning from door It was thirty etories to the street
to , and from wall to window, & benuth,mduhlumdthuoin&e
nlse in his temple throbbing jerkily window his imagination upon the in-
to his hard-held breath. He began the stant had swayed out down to the dread
circuit of the room. Walking on ti ful _of the sheer, sickening fall
toe, he approached the door by whi le it would have been for
he had entered, thrust into its socket the someone behind him—how A
great bolt. The bolt seemed really un- = He shivered, the sweat his
n ; the lock in itsslf, & spring- forehead in a fine mist of fear. A
hmr,mdwindntﬁni. hnﬁ on his ankle—a quick heave—and then
the stronger for pressure from without. & formless blur against the night—the
Tbamickold«lqdmm.lw plunge—into i ..
startlingly loud in the speaking still- Turni ngtothonggt'hl‘nmnydth
ness; for a moment Quarrier had a curi- heavy door leading to lamber-room.
ous fancy, a premonition almost, that He tried the great , rattling the
itwuawutedpreantion—thu.inhob.'l‘.hodoorm ; it was
effect, he was locking and double lock- hogmhq, substantial. A quick frown
ing that door upon an empty room—an wrin his forehead.
empty strong-box. Pistol in hand, how- “Absurd |” he muttered, but there was
ever, and starting from the door, he an odd of conviction in the word

began his round.

egry u'“?ii . ;nrtmitgtf his N.xtt
the nling; a po (/) groat-
\mclg?‘it held him for a moment; those
eves had always held him; they were
“following” cves; and now for s mo-
ment it 2eemed to Quarrier that the
held a warning. a message, a command.
But he pasred on. . . .
\ heavy leather settle was next in
order. With n sheepith grimace he

lack

“Impossible]” he said again. ““There’s
nobody in the room except mywlf;
thgo couldn’t be.”

ut even as he spoke he knew,
the shadow of a doubt, that someons ot
something Aad oocupied that room but
s matter of seconds prior to his entry,
and if he, or whatever it was, was nol
there now, where was this invi

pn'.’l‘eb:“pm? in the room of anothe
in room o
than himself was a phvsical imposs

i
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bility, unless, indeed, there was, after
all, a fourth dimension, into which as
oy pngesmnmnl‘;g:t into shadow,
intruder 8 ’ now
e
invisi °: vin
{ And yet, &on was thst
seen it: the silent,
ing witness—the

, in a locked, bolted, impreg-

nable chamber, unmarked by the
B e e & key. mesponding only
not have s , responding only

© & combination i’nown only to him-
self—a secondary door mest obviously
and from the inside; windows
of thick glass, triple locked with the

Matter-of-fact as he was, hard-headed
and practical, ier wag aware for
an instant of a flicker of almost super-
gtitious fear. But—rot! In all the

ctiling and floor there was not room
for concealment even for a—cat, for
intance—for nothing human, at any
rls. It was beyond him, even as the
Thing that had entered was beyond him,
though at Aand.

Marston with it; , 80 far as
morals were oconsid might have
been slmost anything: you saw it in his

ng:
curious eyes, with tgeu' oi the
flat, dead color of his nﬁn?.l!ikomdly
of a snake; in the grim, traplike mouth.
Quarrier had never deceived himself as
to the President of Intervale Steel. The
g e, et 72
y a worse.
Peril, the more subtile because un-
known, was all about him; he felt it
liks an emanation. What was it that
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the psychological sharps would call it?
An aurn, as of some invisible and deadly
presence, seeing, although unseen.

V.
Through The Keyhole.

’I‘HE ROOM, or office, as has been

written, was impregnable to any
but an assault in force, the doors in-
vincible save by the shattering crash of
1 Ln‘ﬁh exploave, the windows almost
oq 80

Qn.’rﬁu'-'. Harrison, even,
would be unable to enter the room in

ing the combination of the esafe, he
conldh.konot.hingﬂfromi or bring
ything into it. He left, in the rare

L3 [ L3 L4 ’
inspiration, Quarrier removed the
hone receiver from its hook, that he

certain that it was a tnﬂe
“Give mehgchuy_ler 9000,” b h&d
w voice hoarse in the
Flanketiag

once
he resumed his inventory of the office
where he had left off.

He had completed the circuit of the
chamber with exception of the wall
safe and the small, flat-topped writing-
desk by the door. From his position he
could see the desk (Lo'dto easily; there
was nothing and no either on or
under it. And now, before he twirled
the combination, he jaid his hand upon
the doors, pulling at the handles in a
perfunctory testing. And then—

He recoiled, stumbling backward, as
the doors swung wide with a jaﬂ’il:ﬁ
clang. Fingers tremblinﬁi.'hn iirk

He

forward a drawer—put in his han
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withdrew it—empty. Confronted with
the incredible truth—the thing which
he had feared and yet had not believed
—he stood, stunned. For the docu-
ments had vanished/

Even in the midst of his excitement
and dismay, Quarrier permitted himself
the ghaet of a faint, wintry grin. But
a few hours before he himself
bestowed those papers in their particu-
lar resting-place; and, obzerving a pre-
caution to make assurance doubly sure,
he had stationed a guard at the street
level, men whom he could trust. For,
in the morning he had meant to trans-
fer those documents. to that repository
in the West Eighties from which Mars-
ton would never be able to retrieve
them, for svith their receipt would come
the final quietus of the President of
[ntervale Steel. And that was wh
Quarrier had called that number, whicz
had not answered.

Now the documents were gone and
Marston was safe. Bat there remained
a final thin thread of hope, and it was
this: ‘ldl
The building. a new one, stood alone;
Quarrier owned it; his enemeies
in some oba:cure fashion obtained that
which they 2ought. And—this being
s0—they were in the building.

Quarrier’s orders to that guard had
not included the atoppage or detention
of any seeking in . On entering,
he had been informed merely that per-
haps half a dozen, all told. had poesibly
préceded him. They had trapped him
—perhaps they might even succeed in
expunging him from the record to-
gether with the evidence, but they—
Marston and the rest—:ome or of
:‘l;elt; were in the building; they Aad

He grinned agnin, a swift, tigerish
grin, aﬂe considered the u'iﬂinge clue
which had betraved them. But for that
he would never have discovered the loot-
ing of the 2afe.

And it was then, as he stood, turned
n little from the safe and facing the
heavy door giving on the lumber room,
that he strnightened. tense, bending to
the kevhole.

The donr waz :ound-proof, as were the

THE CHAIN.

walls, but abhn:stlv. as a 3ound heard in
dreams, he heard it: At the key-
bole, a sound, or the shadow of a soun
faint and thin, but unmistakable, like
the beating of a heart.

And that sound had gone on, faint.
and thin, as though muffled through
lavers of cotton wool. persistent, reg-
ular—the faint, scarce-nudible ticking
of a watch.

For a moment, even while he consid-
ered and dismissed the thought that
they might have planted a time-bomb

that door, Quarrier hesitated.

And then, abruptly, he knew: They
were in the lumber-room; he had sur-
rited them ; doubtless they waited, hid-

n, for his exit. He had been too
quick for them; they had not counted
on hie escape from that cellar, and if
that were 20, he, Quarrier, would have
something to say as to their way.

Silent, his automatic ready, he
opened the door into the corridor with
a tlow, stealthy caution. Then he was in
the corridor, searching the thick-piled
shadows, where, at the far end, a light
hung between floor and ceiling like a
star. A silence held. thick. heavy,
mournful, daunting. as he his ad-
vance—a silence burdened with a tide
of threat, sinister, whispering, alive.

Just ahead of him was the first of
the great batteries of elevators. A pres
sure upon the call-bell, and in a moment
he would have with him men upon
whom he could rely, men who would
execute his least order without ques-
tion. And then, remembering. he de-

sisted.

For he found it easy to believe that
the same agency which had :ilenced bhis
telephone. might have cut him off hers
aleo from communication, but his fin-
ger. reaching for the signal, jerked back-
ward. as, out of the corner of his eve,
he beheld a lance of light spring sud-
denly from the crusted tranzom of the
lumber-room door.

Were thev coming ont? . .

“Hal” bhe brenthed, deep in his
throat, i

He did not pause to consider how
many of them there might be, or that
his faithful guardians of the gate,
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thirty stories below, were probably si-
e e

ently, e s e
!l:mtppro{chedg&x; lgmbfn.iﬁm gl&or;

, & step away, he p with s
thl;p intake of hi breath. .

ere, six paces at his left, & narrow
corridor led to a fire-alarm and a
vindow directly overlooking the main
mtrance and the street. Quarrier,
back to the wall, thrust up a i
band to where, just above his s
light cluster hung. Three of the bulbs
be unscrewed; then, going to the win-
dow; opened it, leaned outward, and,
th intervals dropped them

wi
downward into the
Then, pistol in hand, his feet silent
upon the concrete flooring of the oorri-
m he approached the lumber-room
On

hands and knees, he listened o
his kne:.,“hg" nnhgmd’mxﬁciin’ “orned
the knob, slowly, with an inélh can-
tion, in his face new creases, grim lines.
His face bitter, bleak, mouth hard, he
ﬂhtened, got to his feet, thrust in-

the heavy door with one light-
ning movement; stepped into the lum-
ber-room, his gun, swung in & short arc,
covering the two who faced him acroes
the intervening space.

“Those documents, Marston,” he
mm#nded bruskly, “I can—use

His gaze, for a fleeting instan
tumed to the other man, wio. lnnd“
clenched at his sides, his eyes wide with

terror and unbelief, stared
dumbly at the apparition in the door

way.

_But Marston, his face gray, his hand
hidden in his pocket, shrugged, sneered
wryly, his hand thrust out and up-

with the gpeed of light.

But, for the difference between time
and eternity, he wes not quick enough.

There came a double report, roaring

almost as one: Marston’s sneer blurred
to a stiff, frozen

Y grimace; he swayed,
leaning forward, his face abruptly
blank; then, in a slumping fall, he
erathed downward to the floor.
Quarrier stooped, swept up the pe-
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pers where they had fallen from the
dead man’s pocket; then he turned
curtly upon his body-zervant.

.. ‘You may go, Harrison,” he said, as
if dismissing the man casually at the
end of his day's service.

But if Harrison felt any gratitude for
the implied reprieve, he turned now to
Quarrier with an gesture, his
speech broken, agoni:?:r

“Hg—;olt: must liaﬁen, Msir—Mr.
ton—he knew me when—he knew
about . . .”

His voice broke, faltered.

“Well—1?” asked Quarrier, coldly,
his face expressionlees.

“Mr. Marston,” continued the man—

“he knew—my record—I was afraid to
tell you, sir. He—he found out, some-
how, that T’ ne time,

gir . . . He scared me, I'll admit—he
threatened me—threatened to tell
you ... ”Yon didn’t know, of

‘“Yes—I knew,” explained Quarrier,
simply, and at the ression in his
master's face the valet's own glowed
suddenly as if lighted from within.

“You—knew—" he murmured.
VI.

Chain of Circumstance

“BUT there is one thing you can tell

me,” ier was saying. ‘You

had the combination of the safe, of

course; we'll say nothing more about
t—how did you get in?”

Harrison bent his head.

“Well, sir,” he explained, after a mo-
ment, “it was simple, but I'd never have
thought of it for—him.” He
pointed to the silent figure on the floor.

“Well—there are just three doors, sir,
as you know,” he resumed. ‘“The en-
trance door of your office, with the com-
bination lock; the entrance door of the
lumber-room here, both giving on the
corridor; and the inside door between
the lumber-room and your office. We
couldn’t get into the office by the en-
trance door from the hall on account of
the combination lock, but we could and



“But how—?" began Quarrier.
door is a steel one; it was locked—I'll
swear to that. You didn't jimmy it;
vou didn’t have a Fourth
handy, did you, Harrion? But—go
on; it's beyond me, I'll confess.

Harrison permitted himself the ghost

- “Why—just a n
of wire, sir—that was it was done.
I didn’t dare unlock the connecting
door—beforehand, sir—from the office
side; Id:cve.r had the chance. I was

;

of a gri
, and a bit

i
]
3
i

“But T don't understand how you

Another story by HAMILTON CRAIGIE will
appear in the next issue of WEIRD TALES



