Dixon Hawke's Case Book—No. 3

had staked everything on his know-
ledge of psychology. :

The Dip is Freed.

N the evening papers was a big story
about the Dip and the finding of
the wallet containing forged notes.

The pickpocket was said to have given
a description of the man he had robbed,
and an arrest was expected shortly.

By the following morning Fleet Street
had added to the previous account. The
public was promised a sensation when
the Dip was brought up before the
magistrate.

 Sensation is right !”” Hawke said to
his assistant, Tommy Burke. ‘It will
feem like fresh bungling when our little
friend is released !’

“T am to follow him, chief?”

“ Ag soon as he leaves the court—
and don’t let him out of your sight !”

Tommy Burke nodded. Shadowing
wa# his speciality, and the Dip would
be very clever if he managed to shake
him off.

T'he police court wasg crowded when
the little pickpocket was brought in.
He bad spent a sleepless night, and ex-
pected to be sent for trial on the serious
charge. It was, therefore, with complete
bewilderment: that he heard Chief In-
spoctor Baxter offer a very lame case
againgt him,

Five minutes later Larry the Dip
stepped from the dock a free man, He
heard the magistrate inform the police
that they had no right to bring a man
before him on such scanty evidence,

“ Cor!” gpluttered the Dip. “ That’s
one for old Baxter and Mr Bloomin’
Dixon 'Awke |”

He turned up the collar of his ragged
Juoket againgt the London drizzle, and
shuffled rapidly away up the street.
The pickpocket did not notice a young
fellow detach himself from a nearby
doorway and follow him.  Tommy
Burke wan on the trail,

At the top of the road the Dip halted
and considered what he should do, He
folt that it would be a good plan to get

out of London for a time. The police,™
he was sure, would be watching him.
“ They never give a cove a chance,”
he mused, “ They’ll just ’ound me until *
they find a chance to pick me up again,
Lumme, T ain’t likely to have such luclk
as that again |” .
A big car passed him slowly and
pulled up. The door opened, and &
foreign-looking man leaned out and
beckoned. The Dip hesitated and then
walked over. i )
“You were brought up on that
foolish charge just now, weren’t you?™ "
the stranger said. Hissmile was friendly,
but the Dip remained suspicious. “ 1
happened to be in the courtroom,” the =
man went on., “I am interested in
people like you. If you had a chaned
of honest work, would you take it?"
“Like a shot !” said the Dip.

Quf of the Frying-Pan - =
L4k
HE stranger was a mission-worker,
he thought. Generally he ay oideci A
people who busied themselves
with the welfare of ex-prisoners, for
work was something the little pioks®
pocket, did not appreciate. Just now, =
however, it might be a good plan 16
run straight. !

“What kind of work?’ he added,
still a little doubtful. / ‘

“ Get in and we’ll discuss it I"

The Dip entered the car. There
were two men in the back seat, and they
drew apart to let him sit between them,
The door slammed and the car purred
away, followed a few moments later by
a taxi which contained Tommy Burke
ag pagsenger,

One of the men in the car glanced oub
of the rear window and then lowered the
blind, They were in the press of the
London traffio, and the taxi had o pess
fect right to be behind them, §

“ I always wanted to go straight,” the
Dip was soying, As an old lag ho know
how to handle mission-workers, “1
ain't had w ohanee,” o went on, “ The
lmlim nro ‘wrd on blokes like me, You
cnrd what "uppened in the courtes

i

they tried to frame me on a forgery
vharge, and me as innocent as a babe !’

“But you did pick somebody’s
pocket,” said the driver of the car
Hovoroly.

“Met Cor lumme, no, sir. 1 just
ioked that wallet up, and T'd ‘ave
unded it over to the cops if they'd
ylven me a chance !”

“The newspapers have a different
nooount.”

" Newspapers don’t know nothing,”
pald the Dip. “ Where are we going?”

I'he car was moving along the un-
lumiliar roads on the outskirts of the
pily. All at once the Dip had a feeling
ol wlarm. There was something strange
whout the silence of his companions,
e mission-workers generally preached
nh o tellow.

Wilire |” he began.

Ho was flung violently against one
ol the men as the machine swerved
wid whot through the gates of a large
Vi, disereetly screened from the road
Iy u row of trees. The door was opened
wiel the Dip was bundled out,

" Liston !” he whined. “ I've changed
iy mind, I don’t want your bloomin’
" ) l.-.‘.-—_77

‘Quiot 1" rasped a voice in his ear.

llo folt something hard pressed
agalnet his ribs, and although he had
Witle knowledge of firearms, he knew
the nudge had been given with the
mieele of a revolver. Beads of perspira-
ton rolled down the little man’s face,
wiil he thought longingly of the police
pell he had occupied the previous night.

“Take him in!” said the man who
hadd glven the warning. T think we
whaged it without attracting atten-
Hon,"'

“ No reason for anybody to follow
un, ! growled one of the other strangers,
e polioe are stupid.”

Ho walled down the drive and closed
the gates by which the ear had entered,

A polite young follow who was pasy-
g » up]wf and raised his hat,

" lixouse me,” he said, " Can you
tell me where 1 onn fnd a post offioe?”

|

The Pickpocket Decoy

“ At the bottom of the road,” the
man said briefly.

“ Thanks ! .

Tommy Burke walked calmly away
to make an urgent telephone call. He
had changed cabs four times while
shadowing the kidnappers of the Dip,
and he had left the last one with engine
running round the corner, ,

But he wouldn’t need the cab again,
for he had come to the end of the trail-
Dixon Hawke had told him to follow.

The Third Degree.

IN the house, Larry the Dip slumped -

in a chair, faced by three grim
men, who no longer pretended to
be interested in his welfare. The little
pickpocket knew he was in a tighter
corner than he had been at Scotland
Yard. He watched his captors as a
rabbit does a snake.
“What ‘ave I done to you?” he
whined. “ Why did you bring me ’ere?”’
“You lifted a wallet at Rushmoox
Park on Friday !”
(14 Imj’
“You told the police you would
recognise the man you robbed !”

“ Tt ain’t true | I didn’t see the cove.:

It ’appened in the crowd, and T just
dipped the gent without looking at
im 1’
“ The papers have another story !
“Tt ain’t true, I tell you! Besides,
the cove 1 dipped was a crook. The

money in that wallet was forged, and-

Lumme !”

The Dip understood at last. He

understood the reason for the guns and
the quiet house outside London, He
was in the hands of the gang for whom
the police of Great Britain were search-
ing so desperately.

And they thought he could put the

Yard on their trail !

Little wonder that the Dip lost his

nerve, He shricked ag he swung round
and jumped for the door, hut a strong
hand olosed on his shoulder, and he was
(lung againet the wall.  The forelgn.
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