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"I think v;c have the means to do thnt," said

Chayne. "\Vc can point out to Walter Hinc, for in-

stance, tliat your ascent from the Brenva Glacier was

an attempt to murder him."

"An u^ly word, Captain Chayne. You would find

it difllcult of proof."

"The story is fairly complete," returned Chayne.

"There is first of all a telegram from Mr. Jarvice

couched in curious language."

Garratt Skinner's face lost its smile of amusement.

"Indeed?" he said. He was plainly disconcerted.

"Yes." Chayne produced the telegram from his

letter case, read it aloud with his eyes upon Garratt

Skinner, and replaced it.
" 'What are you waiting

for? Hurry up! Jarvice.' There is no need at all

events to ask Mr. Jarvice what he was waiting for,

is there? He wanted to lay his hands upon the

money for which Hine's life was insured."

Garratt Skinner leaned hack in his chair. His eyes

never left Cliayne's face, his face grew set and stern.

He had a dangerous look, the look of a desperate man

at hay.

"Then there is a certain incident to be considered

which took place in the house near Weymouth. You

must at times have been puzzled by it— perhaps a

little alarmed too. Do you remember one evening

when a whistle from the shadows on the road and a

yokel's shout drove you out of Walter Hine's room,

sent you creeping out of it as stealthily as you entered

— nay, did more than that, for that whistle and that
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