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IT IS DARK IN THE BUSH

(Continued trom previous page)

admitted to the gaol and ushered into
the governor's office, he had persuaded
himself that fresh disaster lay ahead.
The officials were kind; they could not
allow him to see the prisoner alone, but
the warders would stand at the door and
allow as much privacy as-possible. Pre-
sently he was facing Preston across a
wide table that divided the room and
made it impossible for either to touch
the other. The warders were kindly,
decent fellows who made their presence
as unobtrusive as possible.

David's first impression was that Pres-
ton had altered in some subtle way dur-
ing these two months of prison life.
The air of doom that had enveloped him
when they first met had gone. It seemed
as if, now that fate had overtaken him
again, apathy and resizration had fallen
upon him. The yoke of the prison was
on those broad shoulders once again and
Charles Preston, the suffering, struggling
human being, had gone for ever.

But despite this first impression, David
soon realised that fear could still touch
the man. Urgent appeal looked out of
bis sunken eyes and David’s heart sank.
Even now Preston had not told the whole
truth to those who were to fight his
battles; some secret still haunted him,
and that, according to the message he
had received, was to do with Ann.

Preston’s beginning was peculiar, “I've
sent for you, David, as my daughter’s
fiancé to tell you of something entirely
private and connected with her alone.”

Then David realised that these words
were simply meant to carry as far as the
doorway against which the warders were
leaning. The younger man was quick to
take his cue.

“If we are to discuss your daughter’s
private affairs,” he said, “ I'm sure these
officers won't mind if we speak very
quietly.” .

The men nodded and began to tali
to each other, giving an opportunity
which Preston quickly Seized.

“It's not Ann. I had to use that
excuse so as to get you alone to have
some privacy. This concerns her only in-
directly. I want you to help me, You're
the only one I can trust, for her sake
you won’t fail me.”

David nodded impatiently. “ Of course
not, but be quick. They won't give us
Iong.” .

“Yangley had some papers hidden
somewhere, in or near that cottage in
the bush, He told me so. He said he
told all his enemies about them so that
they’d understand that they’d lose more
than they'd gain by his death. He swore
he'd written it all out in full—his whole
beastly life, all the scandals that involved
other people, the people he’d black-
mailed—a full list with the names and
addresses of the victims. That was how
he protected himself because he knew
there were people who wanted his death.”

“But this fear kept them off, . .
X see.”

“Yes. You see how this evidence
would tell against me — give the last
link in the chain. You see how Ann
would suffer if the whole of the past were
Eknown. Not only Ann—other people just
as innocent that we don’t even know.
The thought of those papers is driving
me mad, David—shut up here, unable
to do anything.”

“He didn't give you any hint?”

“None; he just laughed and said, “Yes,
it's all written down, your story and a
fot of others. A complete Rogues' Calen-
dar. Howpleased the police will be when
they get it. So, if I should happen to
peg out, they won’t have to look far for
the motive., Oh, I've found a bundle of
papers just as good a protection as &
steel waistcoat in my day. But I
couldn’t get any more out of him, not
even when he’d been drinking. Of course
I meant to get those papers when I set
out for the whare that day, but I was
too late. Too late.”

“Where can they be? Well hidden, for
the police haven't found them yet. Of
course they don’t know about them—
does Morgan know?”

“No, I didn't tell him. Why? I sup-
pose because an old lag never trusts a
lawyer further than he can help, Be care-
ful how you look for them. Don't let the
police get any suspicion—but get hold
of them somehow.”

“Where on earth can they be? Some
cunning place in the bush, I suppose—
or could he have left them with someone
in town?”

“I don’t think so, because, that time
when he was drunk, he began boasting
about them and chuckling because he said
someone would give anything to get hold
of them, someone I knew—and they'd be
pretty mad if they realised they were
only a few miles away from the papers.”

“Only a few miles away!. But that
meant someone at Te Rata—and besides,
you don’t know anyone except the people
there. But that’s ridiculous. Who at Te
Rata would want the beastly papers?”

Even as he spoke he remembered
Stephen’s conviction that there was
someone close at hand also connected
with the crime. Someone, even at Te
Rata itself. His heart beat fast with ex-
citement and some cther feeling; was it
dread?

“Y don’'t know what he meant. I've
tried to puzzle it out a hundred times.
The only solution seems to me wildly
fantastic, but I've wondered sometimes.
Yes. thank you, we've just finished.”

Their time was up. The officers in-
timated that pleasantly enough, But, as
David watched Charles Preston disap-
pear, his last words returned to tantalise
him—what had he often wondere

David walked slowly away from the
grey and forbidding building, his thoughts
busy with the whole problem. One thing
was clear; to keep his promise to Preston
and find those papers, he must go back
to Te Rata to-morrow. That was the
first step; the second was to work cease-
lessly to recover that Rogues’ Calendar;
once he had found it, once he knew
whom it involved, he would be able to
pick up the missing link in the chain.
He went back to his hotel and packed
ready for his journey to-morrow. He
would leave his suitcases in town and
travel to Te Rata on his newly-acquired
but second-hand motor bike. That would
make it easy for him to move freely
about the country, without being always
dependent on George Murray.

George Murray. Stephen’s words re-
turned to taunt him: “ Even a genial host
can commit a murder. Suspect every-
one. , . .” George Murray. . . . Who was
it, “only a few miles away” who wanted
those papers so desperately?

(To be continued next week),
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Don’t deloy! Philco’s st dous, super-special Trade-in Offee
finishes on Wednesday, March 4. Never before have you hod
such a sensationot opportunity to buy a radio on such mare
velious terms . . . exira-special, generous trade-in ollowance
given on your old radio—AT LEAST £2 EXTRA . . . extra
special Easy Terms availoble on the balance of the purchase
price ., . . a 2-YEAR guorantee covering every part, including
valves . . . and a chance to win a wondarful cesh prize in
our 100-word competition “Why | Like My Philco” (full pare
ticulars on epplication). The wor hes mede shortwave radie
G nhecessity to-day . . , and here is o marvelious opportunity
to trade-in your old set for a glorious ail-wave Phiica.
Perhaps - never again will you get such @ chonce. ‘Phone,
calt or write NOW for a free home d ration of a glori
new Philco- .

CASH
PRIZES

£40
2-YEAR

GUARANTEE
®

. . ond Por o generous valuation of yo'nt old

rodio. An enquiry costs you nothing! But you must act NOW!
: SOLE NEW ZEALAND DISTRIBUTORS:
TRADE-IN
ALLOWANCE
®
The Musical & Electrical Cent
EXTRA SPEOIAL AUCKLAND, WOEI.LI;S(;T‘ON, CQ:IR":STCH!::CII:, DUNEDIN,

NELSON, TIMARU, OAMARY, INVERCARGILL

EASY TERMS
’ PROVINCIAL DEALERS

NORTH ISLAND: Hamilton, Newton King; Anchor & Co. Ltd. . ., . Te Awamutu, Newton King
Ltd.; Bennetts Ltd. . . . Thames, S. F. Wood . . . Wainku, H, Richardson , . . Welisford, Gorbey
& Dudding . . . Pukekohe, H. T. Moore . . . Papokure, H. ©. Cronin . . . Cambridge, D. L.
Hastie . . . Matamata, G, N. Stanley . . . Morrinsville, Bert Robson . . . Putaruru, Newton King
Ltd. . . . Poeroo, Isaac Brown & Co. . . . Te Aroha, Pearson’s Radio Service . . . Waihi, Gracey
& Binnie . . . Rotorue, P. Butier . . . Otorohanga, 2. B. Edlin Ltd. ... Te Kuiti, Phoenix Motors,..
Toumarunui, Winger Radio Ltd. . . . Taurange, Radio Specialities Ltd. . . . Wheakatane, R.
Oxenham . . . National Pork, L. C. Little . . . Whangarei, K. Haslett . . . Kaitaio, H. A. Tln!b'u

. Dargaville, H. W. Goukrodger . . . Gisborne, R. Wyke; Clare & Jones Ltd. . . . Wairoq,
J. D. Parminter . . . Napier, Witeless Service Co. Ltd.; Harstons Lid. ... . Hgsﬂngs, Wireless
Service Co Ltd. . . . Woipawa, Limbrick Bros. . . . Waipukurau, Guilliord Radio Service . . .
Dannevike, K. A. Nash . . . Marton, Rongitikei Rodics . . . New Plymouth, McNeill's . . .
Stratford, H. M. Lacey & Co, . . . Hawera, Peacoek & Wills . . . Feilding, Dewe & Whiteheod . . .
Bulls, C. H. Edwards . . . W i, The G ! Machinery Co.; Emmett's Ltd. . . . Foxton, R.
Cull . , . Palmerston North, The Generol Machinery Co.; Radford Radio Soles . . . Levin.
Kingsway Furnishers Ltd. . . . Pohiotua, Russ Merrie . . . Mosterton, W. H. Gounders ., . .
Carterton, Carterton Furnishing Co. . . . Otoki, E. J. Cook . . . Featherstom, M. N. Hardie &
Sons Ltd. . . . Martinborough, M. N. Hordie . . . Lower Hutt, Jenness Music Store. Y
SOUTH ISLAND: Christchurck, Rangioro, Hawarden, Kaikoura, Blenheim, *‘The Farmers” . . .
Southbridge, M. H. Boyd . . . Greymouth, Ford's Music Store . . . Ashburton, K. D. Mcliraith . . .
Hokitika, Spiers Eloctrical Service , . . Westport, J. H. Greenwood & Co. . . . Akoron, J, D,
Smith . . . Reefton, G. E. Hubbard.. . . Timary, J. Rattray & Son Ltd. . . . Clyde, G. Coshion . . .
Gore, Raymond Lusk & Co. . . , Ronfurly,. George Bell . ., . Cromwell, R.-J. Lowrie ., . .
Palmersten South, J. F. Warren . . . Winton, G. R. Conroy . . . Riverton, W. E. Diack . . .
tumsden, G. Tomlin .. ., Wyndham, Burns’ Motor Garage . . . Waianiwe, C, R, McNeill . ,
Lawrence, Tuopeka Motors Ltd, . . . Tuatapere, W. J, Henderson.




