A 40,000-Word Novel for Readers of All Ages.

4. The

™ URION

M.




i ThE

“UNION JACK LIBRARY,”

UL BAR

tions, to any address on recei

given free.  Postage of Cam

packet developer, packet of
P, 0.F

£2 2s. Camera and Qutfit for 103,
21 SEND ONLY Od. it and vook ot nstrae: =
payments of 8d. each, making a totalof 10/9inall. A handsome presentis

Description : This perfect Camera isguarantesd made in London of hard
wood and covered with waterproof leatherette, with leather handle for carry-
ing. Fittings are heavily oxydised. Lenseveryfine quality, rapid. Shutter
overset for portraits or snapshota. Four stops, two brilliant finders, one for
uprightand one for oblong pictures. Outfit consistsof & packetof dry plates,

.0.P., well-made wooden printing-eut frame, two dishes, ruhy lamp, anid
packet of monnta. Send to-day, as the nmnber islimited. Cheaper quality
Cameras, usual price, 15/6, our pirice @/@ casb. T/« instalments, same tenins.

e

pt of 8d. depositand upon paynrent of thelastof 20

ara, 7d. extra. Cash-with-order price only 10/3.

gold toning and fixing, packetfixingsalts, packet

WORTH

£2 2s.
SEND G d

ONLY B
it We genul either of theso magnificent Watehes complete with Chain on receipt
3 of 8d. Depositand upon paymentof the last of 18 payments of

6d. ezch, making o total of 8/6 (n all. Ahandsomely chased, gold-
finished, adjustable Pencil is given free.  Postage and insummnce of
either Watch, #1. extra. Foreign and Colonial orders, postage /-
extra, Cash with onder, 8/8. These Watches are genuine 18<ct. gold-cased,
;:nwdlrd movements, and perfect timekeepers, Guarnntesd 10 years,. Gent'sare
-size ChrooographStop Watehes, Lalies' usualsizeand beautifolly finished.
Upwards of 6,000 testimonialsars open fo inspectionatourofiices.  Send deposit
to-day or you may be.too late, as we have only a limited quantity for sale
- atthisprice, Money returned n full

if goodsare notexactly as represented.

12(6
BOOTS
8/-.

Send Only 6d.

Just as anadvectisemnent
for our ‘Boot Dept. we
send p:eplendid | pair ‘of
Jadies” or Gents Boota
or Shoes to any address
on receipt. of Gd. deposit
and upon thao last of 14

A 50?_ Pair of Field G

Glasses, complets with an Imperial Russ

ments. of gd. each, making a total of 8/8

or Field (lasses are fitted with v
nickel eyeshadesand slic
Coveped with Imperial Russlian

at

(including Case),

We will send a pairof these mugnificent Race, Marioe, or Field
receipt of 8d. Depositand upen the last of 16 weekly pay-
present will be given free. Cash-with-onder price only 8/=
Postagedd.extin, Description: Thesehandsome Race Marine,

clear, powerful lenses, with
nge. Asusedinalllate wars,

weekly payments of &l
cach, making a total of
8/8 inall. A handsome
llruﬂEIPt is given FREE.
Cash - with - order

price anly 8 / -
Postage 6. extra,
You can have cither hlack
or brown Boots or Shoea,
Ladies inny have laco or

hutton, as preferred.

Send now, as the number Is limited,

Iass si_

fan Leather Case, on

in all. A handsome

1 alinig case 1o matel

Bargain you require.

When writing please state
cleatly exacily which KEw TRADING As

To. (°8%), E. E‘

e S e Sl

A GENUINE LEVER SIMULATION
FREE Send No
GOLD WATCH 75¢ SKILL. Soney
ST T TR e In this diagram you see three linea divided into
’ N l (o] | N J | I (0] | D ’ soctions, with a letier in each section. Theletters
=l | bave to be s0 armanged that each line apells the
I { uame of & well - known ¢ity, A MAGNIFICENT
N E D E U D WATCH (Lady's or Gent's) will Le sent entirely
== [=——{——T | : {rea, of cliarye, providing yow are correct and conforin
N L J U B | D | | |t onr one condition. REMEMBER-—it costs you
BT AJ LT ,E__ nothing to try. Send your attempton asheet of paper,
together with a stanped addresse 1envelope, £o that we may tell you if correct. Address
IMPERIAL SUPPLE CO. {Dept. 2), 42, Junction Road, London, N

FACTORY TO RIDER

Despatehed direct to snyone on Ten Days’ Free Trial and
approval. _ ]
- Coventry Cycles. Warranted sictojifieen
wors » best tyres, coasters, variable speed gears, and
all lntest improvements ; 63 new models.

From 105, Packed free and carriage
paid.  Old machines taken inexchanie. Thousands
of testimenials from delighted -customers. Shop-
soilod and sccond-hand Cycles, all malkes, as good
as new, from 305 Ureat Clearance Sale.

TRADETERM to afew riders in each dis-

trict who apply immedi-
ately.

Save dealers” profits.  Write or call at once
for our larze Free Art Catalogue and apecial

\ affer on sample machine.
EAD CYCLE CO, 8"k
M & Pparadise §t, LIVERPOOL.
London & /5, Chariag Cross Read. Manchester 1 162, Deansgate.
Glasgow 1 /429, Buchanmit Stieet. Newcastlet 23, Now lridge Street.

|SIMPLY TO CET IT ON THE MARKET.

5,000 genuine 1.plate, or 2} by 2}, CAMERAS ABSOLUTELY
angz to all sending 0 stamps for samples of our famous Photographic
Materiale, Catalozue Iree.—Hackett's Works, July Rd., Liverpool, E.

MOUSTACHE

A nice manly moustnche rosltively growa in a foew dayg
stany age by using “MOUSBSTA,” the only Guaranteed
Slopstacno-Foroer,  Adots likomagic on the mniothest faces. Boys
Leeone mety. er—We Guarantee tv return
your money Iu fall {inehids postage expenses) if pot
entirely succeasful, so that if you reccive uo benefit yo
Arp ot ohe peniy ony of horket. Bix sont {in plain wrapper)
far @d. stamps. Do notdelay, butsend gt onceto—

J. . DIRON & Co., 42, J tion Road London, N

21 year=,

worth
Bicycle

Rudge Whit

Britain's Best

75 Models
from £3 15 6
to £14 12 0
Cash.
’ £ Ad BAI‘.J(K gF TEN\GLAIED NOT[;: .
s an undouhted security. e Tin Years' Guirantee given w
Rudge-Whitwarth {s aisoa 'gllt-edged sl:rurn_ J R ELRIKoACh
The vast resources of the largest firm of cycle makers in the world
substantlate the guarantee, and In the improbable event of ANY part of
the maclhine being defoetiv , the guaranter wil be instantly adhered to.
Our Art Catnlogue ol.6g pages will be sent post free on application.
All'Rudge-Whilworths sent packing and carriage paid,
RUDGE-WHITWORTH, LTD. (Dept. 8381 ) COVENTRY.
L LONDON. 230, Fotlenham Court Rd. 160, Regent St. 23, Holborn Viaduct.

2573,

ROYAIL: AJAX

WITH CLINCHER TYRES.
EASIEST MONTHLY
PAYMENTS.
CARRIAGE PAID,
Wonderful Second-hangl
. Rargains, ‘
Wrise today for our Magnifcont
n=—ART CATALOCGUE, postifrec
Best & Cheapest Firm.
ERITISH CYCLE MFG. CO. (1801), LTD.
(Dept. J.B.), 1 & 8, Berry Street, Liverpooi.




EVERY FRIDAY.

Vol. X. No 242 New Scries

e ——

The ‘Union Jack Library.”

SEXTON BLAKE'S WEEKLY FOR READERS OF ALL AGES. -

[

ODUR POWERFUL,

LONG, COMPLETE NOVEL.

= THE FIRST CHAPTER.
What Will Win the Derby?—A Flat Refusal
—The Trial of Pride of Place —The Men
in the Ditch.
[ S R. HUGH MORETON, Sir Charles!” the foof-
Y | | man announced, just the shade of a look of
surprise showing on his otherwise expressionless
face.
Sir Charles Morefon, ex-Minister of the
Cirown, lord of many thousand acres in Kent, and a great
lover and breader of high-class horses, dropped the pen with
which he had been writing a letter, and looked up sharply.
The light of the reading-lamp on his desk fell full upen his
faoe, and its expression was one of surprise, too.

“ Show him in here, Henry,” he said slowly, “and switch
on. the other lights." -

The footman turned on the rast of the electric lights, then
strolled out, leaving Sir Charles Moreton alone in his oak-
panelled study, a frown on his high forehead, his long fingers
pulling uncertainly at tho end of his moustache. This visit
“1':'.5 ovidently a surprize to him, and not a pleasant one at
that,

. “Mr. Moreton I"t the footman announced, drawing aside
to let the visitor enter.

The man who entared the room was tall and of soldierly
bearing, well-dressed almost to a fault, and with an un-
mistakable air of good breeding about him. In fact, it was
plain that he and Sir Charles ware closely related, for their
fentures were very similar, the only difference being that
tha older man's were mouldoed on more certain lines.

A handsome man, this Hugh Moreton, but with something
about the dark eyes that datracted from the fuce. As he
entered now thera was an uneasy look in them, despite the
smile on his lips: and when he put out his hand, it was with
a “cartnin hesitation, though Sir Charles showed none in
neeepting 1t,

“1 thought you would be surprised to.see me, unele,”
Hugh Moreton said, taking the chair Sir Charles nodded
to. “Don’t come round this salubrious part much, do I %"

“You never were a country bird," the old man answored
guardedly.

“Quite right,” Flugh Moraton admitted, with a careloss-
nass that somehow seemed a trifle foreed. * Besides, thers
was that little difference betwesn us, you know,”

Sir Charles Iooked keanly at the younger man, who was
the only son of his dead brother.

l

SEXToN BIAKES.

DoUBLE EVENT-

- A Tale of the Derby and Oaks.,

A wonderful Romance of the Racing
Stables, specially written for this
issue of The UNION JACK.

S e

“I-have tried to forget, Hugh,” he said guietly.

Hugh Moreton langhed, and it was plain that he was
gaining confidenca.

*“ It wasn’t such a great crimo, after all,”” he said, with the
touch of a sneer in his voice.

“To you—no,” Sit Charles answered, his voice rising;
“but to me—yes. You knew my aversion fo betting; that,
though I run horses, I do so solely for the sport; yet you
went behind my back, bought—ay, bribed one of my owu
lads to turn trattor— -

“ And won twenty thousand pounds,”” Hugh Moreton put
in as his uncle paused. “What harm was there in that?
Other people huc‘f:ed the horse.”

“You knew my principles,” the old man said slern1¥:
“and that betting is an shomination to me. But let tha
subject drop; it is distasteful.”

Hugh Moreton pulled out his cigar-case, glanced at his
uncle for permission, and lit up. He smoked jerkily, as if
for something to do rather than for enjovment. Once or
twico he glanced up at the face of the old man, but when
he met his eyes he turned quickly away again. Perhaps
Sir Charles noticed this uneasiness, for an anxious look came
into his ayes.

“What has brought you here, Iuzh?"" he asked.

“Just to see you, of course, uncle,’ the young man
answared,

“ That may be one reason,” Sir Charles admitted; * but
what is the other. I never knew you fo tear yourself away
from London for so small a thing as that. What is the real
reason for this visit 2"

But still Hugzh Moreton found no other answer, buk
s;nlckcd away £o hard at his cigar that it barnt all down ong
S1U6.

“Is it money?” Rir Charles suggested; and his manner
showed that he thought the solution probable.

““No!" Hugh answerad, with sarprising conviction.

Sir Charles lcoked surprised with a vengeance now, and
the anxious look in his eyes became more pronounced. Ee
rose to his feet, crossed to the younger man, and laid a hand
on his shoulder.

“ Ie it anything worse?” he asked. h .

The young man shook the hand free a trifle impatiently,
}OR‘TCd the end of his cigar into the grate, and rose to his
ant,

“I haven't committed a murder yet,” ke said sneeringly,
“though I dare say thore are plenty of peopla think me
capsabla of it !" Ele furned to his unecle, and, for the first -
time, looked him straight in the face. *'I may as well own
what has brought me down here,”" he said. “1It's to ask a
favour.”

Sir Charles nodded in silence, unwilling to commit him-
self. He had already been told that it was not money that
his nephew wanted of him, and he wondered what it could
possibly be.

“Vou've got a colt entered for the Derbv—Pride of
Place,”” Hugh Moreton went on quickly, his voice a trifla
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unsteady; 'Yand alrcady there is 2 rumeur about that he is
a smasher, and stands more than an ordinary chance.”

“*“Well ¥ Sir Charles, gueried, in a cold voice, as the
yeung man pausad. rt

“1 want to know if jt's right, that's all,” Hugh Moreton
answereds ais ‘he edgerness in kis tones dispelled the
[ervOousness, :

i \‘?by ?il‘ <

“Oh, the usual reason !’ Hugh answered dchiantly.

“The colt's at a price now—twenties, i fact —and there's
1o reison one member of the family shouldn't make some
meney if he's going to win."”

8ir Charles drew away sharply from his nephew, and for
;1"_“1 moment his hands elenched, as if he would have struck

i, .

“¥You dare ask such a thing I he eried angrily.

_Hugh Moreton had tuken the plunge, and he was not
giving in easily now.

"It isn't a very great thing that I ask,’’ he said coolly.
“All I want is permission to wait here and see a trial. It
would be esgy encugh to arrange one even for to-morrow
morning, as all your best horses are quartered here.¥

Sir Charles stepped quickly to hig desk, and touched the
kuoh of tlie bell on it. The footman answered the sumsmons.

** OUrder the dogeart round,’” Bir Charles ordered shortly.
“Mr. Moreton has decided to go back to town to-night.”

The footman-bowed and left the room, and Hugh turned
angrily tewards his uncle. )

““Phere is no train tonight ! Le said sharply.

“There 15 a very good one at five in the morning,” Sir
Hugh answered coldly; ** and I believe that there is a fire
in the waiting-room of the station all night.”’ A

With a sharp exclamation, the young man turned and
swung out of the room. -

L T for.r.ixe boy's good,” Sir Charles muttered.

. ® . - . L3

‘Fhe wind bléw bLitterly over the heath, and there was just
a suggestion of rain in if, but the early morning it was six
©'clock—was clear and brighi embugh for the surroundings
of the Leath to be plainly seen. Away to the right showed
the great grey pile of Sir Charles Moreton’s mansion, rising
up from the midst of a small forest of trees; while nearer
Jay the modern red-brick stables in which his raceharses,
ander the charge of Jolin Fullman, his private frainer, were
quartered, Every stick and bush stood out clearly, yet there
wae one thing on the heath that only a very close observer
would bave seen. J

Crouching in a ditch, which was none toe dry, were two
men. They were muffled up in greateoats, and wore woollen
wrappers round their necks, buf even then they' shivered
with the cold. Their appearance atherwize cauld he summed
up in one word -** horsey.’’

One of them was tall and lanky, with a beardless face that

would hiave locked innocent had it not been for a pair of
small, shifty eyes. This was Jerry Long, known on every
raceccurse in England as a tout, sometimes a tipster; and
when very flourishing, or when he happened fo find a few
particularly gnileless young men, a bockmaker—who did
not always pay, -
. The other man - short and meagre of etature—had been
eliristened George Hell; but a kick from a horse had lamed
him early in life, and since then he had been known to all
and sundry, on account of his limp, as the Shuffler.
€ertainly the name suited him in nicre ways than one.

“Hang me if T'l play this game again!” the Shufiler
frrowled between chattering feeth. * What's the good of a
tiver fer the job if yer dies o' cold? Next time, I bet, Mr.
Hugh Moreton can come an' do his own watchin’ fer trials.’”

“Oh, shut it !” Jerry Long answered impatiently, drawing
a foot, with a sucking neise, out of the mud of the ditch
inte which it had €lipped. T ain't exactly tropical in
temperature, but T ain't mooning round for sympathy. You
make me fair tired, you do. If they gave yer a job zs a
erach jockey, yer’d want the ‘orse 'andcuffed, so as ‘e
coaldn't throw yer !”

The Bhuffler turned angrily towards his companion, for
the eold tinie of waiting had not improved his temper,

“If T was bigger, I'd put it acrost yor !’ he snarled.

Jerry Long laughed —a curicusly silent laugh, which he
had found useful at times when it was dangerous to be over-
heard.

* Aud if T was Rolly Joel, or Lord Rosebery, or ona o
them nobe, I'd pay ter build a dog's home fer the likes o
¥ou 17 he anewered.

on some minutes {he Shufler fumed, then he contrived to
comtrol his temper, ¢

"1[}5, the trial a cert. for this marnin’ 7" he asked.

- Jim Creed come down last night,” Jerry Long answered
with an air of convietion ; “and I guesa his nibs the orack

5 - £ L1Te rac
oekey don't come down fer less than a Derby trial &7
They say v “ow this Pride o' Place is a fair smasher '

JACK LIBRARY,”

“Tot o good it'll do us!’ the Shuflfer growled. *“ All me
fancy sparklers went long ago, an’ 1 don't suppose these “ere
beats would fetch enough ter be worth putting on, even at
fwenties.™

* Twenties ! Jerry Long rolled the word in his mouth.
*1t's a price enough ter give a cove the staggers !”

“An’ if you got twenties, I'd bet a ripe fermarter fo a

‘pawnticket as the bookie would do a mizzle ! the Shuffler

remarked pessimistically.  “ That kind o' luck ain't fer

poor coves like us. All we gets is jobs like this ‘ere —yer

l’h;&d return fare, 'bout a dollar fer beer, an’ yer deaih o
1

“What's-about the average cost of a fooneral fer a chap
my size, mate?”’

* Free!” Jerry Long snapped.

‘The Shuffler growled, and dragged his feet out of the mud
again; but before he could speak, Jerry Long touched him
on the arm.

 The ’osses, Shuf I'" he whispered. .

‘Che gates of Sir Charles Moreton’s private {raining-stables
had opened, and three horses, all heavily elothed, had come
out, ridden by stable Jads. Behind came three people riding
haclks, and as they drew nearer it was quite possible for the
touts lying in the diteh to make out their faces.

“That's Sir Charles, ‘im with the white whiskers,” Jerry
Long whispered. g

“*Pity 'e don’t hact squaye by his nephew,” the Shuffler
answered savagely, ‘“so as ’e could get his information with-
out—— Oh, curse this mud !

. And that's Fullman, the trainer, next to 'im,” Jerry con-

}mued: “an’ Jim Creed's 'im on the cob. Don’t look as if
e ought to be allowed fer earn a matter o ten thousand
per ann., does ‘e?”

+ Some peaple 'as all the Tuck ! the Shuffler snarled.

“That's so, mate,” Jerry Long agreed; “jest as some
coves 1 know does all the grumblin’ fer a county !’

The horses were coming ncarer, their lads having some
difficulty in keeping them from bolting, now“that the spring
of the turf was under their heels, and the cool morni 7y
breeze was ruffling their clothes. It was impossible for the
fouts to sea which 6f the horees was the Derby colt -Pride
of Place—but they knew that there would be no difficulty ‘in
spotting him when the trial started, for he was certain to
be ridden by the erack jockey. -Jim Cread; while a couple
of the lads, both good hands at a trial gallop, would he
entrusted with the other two.

““Whera do they etart 7* the Shuffler whispeved.

“Jest over there,’” Jerry Long answered, pointing to
where a solitary tree rose from the heath about twa Lifndred
yards away. © They start ’em from there for the mile and
a 'alf trials, take 'em round over the ’ill, and finish at the
iree, so we'll see both 'ow the colt starts, and likewise ‘ow
'e finishes.”

Jerry Long was obviously right about the starting-post,
for the little group of horsemen had reined-in by tlie tree,
and already Jim Crecd had taken off his short overeoat, and
was looking to the girths of Pride of Place. 'The stable-lads
were busily removing the clothing from the celt and the
other fwo animals, and getling their gear in racing trim.

“ Wonder what the weights are?” Jerry Long muttered
excitedly, crawling along the ditch, regardless of the mud,
to a spot from which he could command a better view of the
proceedings,

“Pride of Place will carry the Derby weight, of course !
the Shuffler answered.

“Oh, Jimmy Tatt, what a brain!" Jerry Long said
sarcastically. *‘Did they sell yer a race-card fer this event,
or are yer a stooard?'’

An exclamation broke from ihe Shufler as the clothes
were stripped from the 1hree vgcchorses. t

“I can tell yer one thing,” he whispered eveitadly. “See
the chestnut with the four white feet? Well, that’s Pretiy
chki,f}:e] finest {"-’S'S’eu-tclrld m training; an’ anything that
can lick him, whatever the weights, i safe thi
for thinyéssy Parbe® eights, is a pretty safe thing

Jerry Long peered earncstly at the bri hestnut wi
RV e ¥ he bright chestnut with

“1t's Pretty Dick, right enough,” he agreed. ‘*F's
ffamed‘ Jjest the other side o' the 'eath, o I guess that
Fullman’s borrowed ‘it fer {iis trial.” ;

. Unless “e's stole ’im I"* the Shuffler growled. **So likely,
ain’t it 1’ :

There was no time for farther talk. Already Jim Creed
had been given a leg up on to the Derby colt, and was
leaning fram the saddle to take instructions from Fullman,
the trainer. A smart-looking lad was up on Preity Dick,
and another lad on the other horse. So far as the touts
could see; they were riding at cafch-weights, for they had
seen no leads adjusted.

" That means Pride o' Plece is being asked ter give away
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weight ter Pretty Dick,”
muttered. *“ Waell, if
wonder."’

The three horses were in line now,
Pretty Dick standing steadily, but Pride
of Place giving a good deal of trouble
to Jim Creed, old hand though he was
at the game.

“Now, I'ullman’s got ‘em straight !”
Long ejaculated; and he proved to be
right, for, like one animal, the thres
horsea reared up in the jump off, Pretty
Dick gaining a slight lead of the ofhgrs
through getting into his stride at once,
but his jockey quickly had him back
abreast of the others.

“Can’t see much of 'em now!
Shuffler grumbled.

“Don’t want to,”’  Jerry answered.
“When ver make bets. it's the finish
that worries yer, not the start.””

Away went the three horses, fhe un-
known colt leading, Pride of Place and
Pretty Dick racing side by side a length
behind him. The unknown colt had evi-
dently been put into the trial to make
the pace, and he was accomplishing that
mission with a vengeanca.

Up over the hill they went, and were
for the moment lost to view. [Four men
waited anxiously for them to come info
view again. Sir Charles Moreton was
anxious because his great ambition was
to win the Derby; his trainer’s anxiety
was through the same cause; and o
two men in the ditch wanted to know
Pride of Place's powers, so that they
rpight sell and—

. ““Here they come!” Jetry Long ejucu-

lated, as the horse swept over the brow
of the hill, and on to the steaight four

furlongs that finished the Derby dis-

tance.

For a second only ons horse was
visible; then two others showed behind
him, and, coming with a rush, sesmed
ito leave him standing sfill. The colt
“who' had been making the pace was
finished with, and Pride of Place and
Pretty Dick were left to fight the battle
out.

In a public race, almost any odds
would have been betted an Pretty Dick,
the famous five-year-old, beating the
Derby colt; but as the toufs peered out
from their hiding-place, they saw that
there was going to be a close finish.

On came the two horses, running neck
and neck, making the four furlongs look
like a hundred yards. There was no huge crowd, no great
stake dependent on this race, yet the men who watched it
felt excited enough, knowing what the winning of Pride of
Place would mean. Tiven if Pretty Dick beat him in o close
finish, he had proved himself a horse worthy of classic
honours.

Neck and neck, Jim Creed sitting down and riding hard
now, Fullman and Sir Charles Moreton standing in their
stirrups, both too excited even to cry out.

£ Pre!ly Dick wins!" Jerry Long cried, in his curionsly
soft voice; and he was so excited that it was only the
Shuffler’s hand on his arm that kept him in the ditch.

It certainly did look as if the crack five-year-old was going
to win, for, with only a hundred yards to go, he had made
his effort, and his fine head was waoll in front,

Then, for the first time, Jim Creed slipped his whip info
Pride of Place, and, for the firzt time since his two-yeuar-old
days, Pretty Dick suffered defeat, the Derby colt passing the
winning-post a good neck in front of him.

Jerry Long turned to his companion, his fice one huge
amile.

“We've got ter gel money on that colt some'ow,'” he said.

1 reckon Pretty Dick was off colour,” the Shufiler
answered, without enfhusiasm.

“Oh, come 'ome!" Jerry said disgustedly.  “If they
seratched every 'oss bub yours, you'd be afraid ter back it !”’

Jerry Long

’e does i1t, 'e's a

the
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‘1iu§ﬁ Moretaniai'érw ouf a pockei-book, and ﬁlstled the notes inside,
He saw, even in the darkness, that the eyes of the tout sparkled with

greed.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Sexton BlalHe Arrives — Starlight— Hugh
Moreton Sees a Trial—The Dark Horse
Wins—Who is the Filly?

OR the Hall, sir?" the groom in the dogeart, which
was waiting in the yard of Medsome Station in-
quired, touching his hat.

“I am Sexton Blake,”
travelling ulster answered.
send you to meet me!"
*“ Yes, sir.” ; s
Sexton Blake clambered up info the cart, and took she
reins from the groom; but before he could start off another
man, carrying a bag, came hurrying out of the station. )
“ Hi, James!” he cried; and the groom turned round i
amazoment.
“It's Mr. Hugh, sir!”" he said to the detective.
know he was coming to the Hall:” =
#“T1 hopa you won't mind me sharing the trap,” IMugh
Moreton said to Sexton Blake. at the same time eyeing the
laiter inguiringly. °‘Fact is, my uncle wrole me to comsa
down; but I have been away., so only got his lefter this
afterncon. Didn't step even to wire, but came straight
down."
Hugh Moreton paused, as if expecting the other to saw
something, and the detective took the hint. 4
“1 am Sexton Blake," he said quietly, “*T helieve thak
your uncle has a case for me.”
Just for a moment a quick light of suspicion leapt into
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Huagh Moreten’s eyes;
seside the detective. RN,
“T fancy he must have had an asitetipt on his racing

then he Iaughc‘fh and swung up

_ trophies, then,”” he said lightly. :
Sexten . Blake answered, as he flicked the

*“ Perhaps,”
horse with the whip: ‘“‘but it does not do for men in my
profession to indulgze in fancies.” i

‘Fhe cob swung along at a good pace, and the three miles

to hMoreton Hall were very quickly covered, Sexton Blake

und the man beside him speaking very little on the way.
When Hugh Moreton did speak, his manner was forced, and
just a trifle uneasy. As a matter of fact, he was rather
sorry that he had i]yecided to run down; and it is, perhaps,
as well to explain what had brought him.

It was simply this. Sir Charles had decided thai he had
been hard in refusing to let his nephew know the prospects
of Pride of Place for the Derby, and so he had written,
saying that if he cared to come down hie would arrange for
a toal. Little did he guess that the Shuffler and Jerry Long
had already informed Hugh Moreton of the kind of horse
the Derby tolt was; and had he learnt the means that his
nephew had taken to know, he would probably have never
ﬂpﬂk_'meé'o him again. Anything underhand he positively
abliorred. L
. The trap swung up through the fine avenue of elms lead-
]ng'ig}? the Hall, and Sexton Blake drew up before the deor,
Wi

was at once opened by a manservant, behind whoin

staod Sir Charles. f

“Is that Mr. Blake?" he &ried excitedly.

“ At your service; Sir Charles!” the detective snswered,
stepping down from the trap, and taking the old gentle-
man’s cutstreiched hand.

“You don't know how relieved I am that you have
eomie I Sir Charles said enthusiastically. “ I have been so
afraid that e

** Busiiiess later, if you please!” Sexton Blake inferrupied
sharply: and stépped aside, to make way for Hugh Moreton.

The old man greeted his nephew without enthusiasm, hesi-
tating a trifle as he beld out his hand. 4

I wrote that lerter only after much thought,” he said, in
8 low voice. '“Heaven knows I have tried to stop you
eambling; and I have decided that, if you must do o, I
will not stop you backing the colt that can win."’

_ "' And that's good encugh for me!” IHugh answered, with
a harsh lang{l:.

In the hall. Sexton Blake again tock the opportunity of
vequesting Sir Charfes not to discuss business until they
were alone. -

" But before Hugh—my nephew?” Sir Charles said, in
rurprise,

. Not even before him,” the detective answared, wonder-
mg v;’h.';t.‘:;he task before hi;ﬂ could possihly be. “ The fewer
People taken 1nlo a secret, howev "USTWOY y i

tlae%elter.” y ever trustworthy they may be,
; Dinner was served immediately the visitors had dressed,
DUL It was not a very lively meal. Sir Charles was obviouslv
il at case, and though Sexton Blake spoke fluently and
well, ‘e found it hard to interest his listeners. Mora than
onees, when he looked up, he found Hugh Moreton rlancing
ab him cuspiciously. It was after he had caught the man’s
eyes soveral times that he remembered where he had met
'lnm belore. It wag Jn connection with a Turf scandal.
There had been Suspicions of a horse being pulled when
starting a hot favourite, aud ono of tho men who had laid
heavily against him was this same Hugh Moreton. Nothing
had been proved against him,  or any '‘of the others
implicated, however.

The nioment dinner was over, Sir Charles rose fo his feet.

"I know you will excuse me, Hugh,” he said; * but Fhave
urgent business to discuss with Mr. Blake.”

* Certainly I Hugh Moreton answered, choosing a cigar
with great care. 1 might suggest that the Library is about
the best place for secrets.”

Alore with the detective in the library, Sir Charles locked
1h‘e‘ door, and dropped into a chair with a sigh of relief.

¥ou will probably think me very foolish, Mr, Blake,”
hie said; Sbut you must pardon an old man, especially
when ke i in hopes that 1n a week he will have accom-
plished the ambition of his life.”

“To win the Derby 1! Scxton Blake suggested.

Yo .Slr Charles answered, a flush of excitement on his
chiceks.  “ A]] my Jife T have raced for racing’s spke, with-
out dver having hacked one of my lorses for 50 miuch as &
Soxaréign, but until this year I have never had anything
gaad cncugh to win the Dorby.” >

Jhen Pride of Place is a pocd thing ¥’

Bir L‘harfzm. *Gse fo his feet, his eyes shining.

he colt is a cortainty I' 15 f >
“Ball Toulc;lut;:"’“fm a:ll‘:i?o:'{m[’ then his face clouded.
Sexton Blake flicked the ash from his cigar, and ihe lids
wore raised from hia 6y08. k
" Vour regsongi™ ke ingaired,
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" to them: all his life.

“The police have warned me that suspicious-looking men
have DLeen hanging rvound of Iate,”” Sir Charles explained.
* They may only be trying to sce the colt at work; but that
aay not be all. You must remember that, because I don’t
baclk my horses others start as better favourites, the publio
the stable mcney. There are plenty of rogues on
the Turf, unfortunately, and if any of them have backed
another horse heavily to win I am’ afraid that an atfempt
niight be made to stop my colt.”

*“And you want me to guard it until thé race is runi’’

* ¥ee ! Bir Charles agreed excitedly. * It may all just bo
a fancy. But I am a rich man, and if T choose to pay for
my fancies, it is my affaiv. Will you help me??

**¥es,” Sexton Blake answercéd prompily;  “though I
wonld not have given up so much time for any other man
just now. 1 will help you for this reason—there are few
men on the Torf like vou just now, and you deserve lo win.

will wire to Tinker, my assistant, to-night, aud fo-morrow
wa shall take up jobs in your stables. You will arrange it
with your trainer. You had best tell him the truth, other-
wise it witl be difficult for me to work.” y

*“Everything you tell me will be done,” Sir Charles
answered eagerly, ‘‘and to-morrow morning you shall gce
Pride of Place run his final trial. I will have you called at
six, for the horses are to be ready half an hour later. What
would you care to do now?”

“To go for a stroll—alene,” {he dotective answercd.
** There 1s nothing like knowing the lay of the land.”

Five minutes later Sexton Blake left the house and strolled
away towards the stables. Half an hour later, when he
returned to the Hall, he knew the buildings and their gur-
roundings quite as well as many a man who had lived near
With that knowledge he went to bed
and slept soundly. As a malter of fact, ho was not sorry
1o undertake this case, for of late he had been very harnd
slriven, and this, so fur s he coul see at present, would
mean a rest,

A rest! Little «lid (he deicctive think of the troubles and
trials ho was fo go through hefore Sir Charles Moreton led
back his first Derby winner. i

At six in the morning Sexton Blake was called, and it was
only tweniy minutes Tater that, dressed for ri
descended into the hall, where he found Sir Charles and
Hugh Moreton waiting.  Brief greetings were exchanged,
then horecs were mounted, and they rode ont on ito the
heath, where the trial was to take place. ;

As they reached the open a little group of men and horses
euterged from the trainmug-stables, FFullman, the trainer, at
their head. carnd

“ Good-morning, Sir Charles ! the trainer said, riding up,

“Mornin’, Fullman!” Sir Charles answered. **Seems a
pity to put Pride of Place through a trial so soon before
the race, but I want my nephew to see him go. This gentle-
man is Mr. Sexton Blake, the famous detective.!

The trainer bowed to Sextonn Blake, but his face did not
wear a very pleased expression. Ile guessed why the detec.
tive was theré, and it annoyed him to think that he was
regarded as not being capable of guarding his charges after
nllgt]mae years,

“I should have dsked you for a trial, anyway, Sir
Charles,” he said rather shmtly. “We've never put the
filly Starlight through the mill, and she'’s still down to run
for the Quks, you know.” R

“ A mile's her distanee,” Siv Charles answered irritably.
“ Why didn’t yon remind me to have her scratchad?!

" No harm_in trying her first,”” tho irainer persisted.
“The public don’t .—Jumrh) lose anything, for she hasn’t been
h:u:kv(f)for a soveraign.”

There wds somathing in the trainer’s manner that im-
pressed Sexton Blake, but before he could speak to him or
quastion him, the horses to compete in the trial were
brought up, Jim Creed, mounted on Pride of Place, was
with them. The horse following was Pretty” Dick, who had
again been called in for the trial, and lust came a grey Ally.

She was short in stature for a racehorse, hut long and well

lat down, with a curiously reaching stride when walking.

“We'll pet to work at once!” Fullman said shortly, for
these trials for other people’s henefit were not much to his
liking. * Protty Dick will carry nine stone, Pride of Place
Derby weight, Starlight the Ouks weight.” i

“1It’s setting them a hard tasl,” ITugh Moreton said. Ho
knew that Pride of Place had already beaten the erack five-
year-old, but he believed that the Derby colt had had a big
pull in the weights, or at least weight-for-age allowance,

““That's my business ”” the frainer muttered, but not in se
low a tone that Hugh Moreton failed to hear him.

The trainer himsalf saw to the unclothing of the three
horses, and Sexton Blake and Hugh Moreton looked an with
interest, the latter showing from his remarks that he cer-
tainly was not a fool where horseflesh was concerned.

*He's a wonder for build,” Le said, examining Pride of
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Place. “By the way he's filled out he might be at least a
four-year-old. Stamina, too.”

 Hugh Moreton turned his attention to the grey filly Star-
light, and laughed right out.

“What's she entered for?” he asked, in a snecring voice.

lo pony race?”

“*The Oaks!” Fullman snapped.
out being tho size of an elephant.”

Hugh Moreton laughed again.

““I'd rather back the elephant in a race that needs staying-
power,”" he sneered.

For a moment Fullman looked angry; then his cxpression
changed, and he laughed, too.

I suppose you have backed Pride of Place?’ he inguired.

But Hugh Moreton turned away without answering, and
watched Jim Creed finish the ha(‘fﬁillg of the Derby colt.

*“Seems rather rot to start that filly, even in a ftrial,
doesn’t it?"' Hugh Moreton saidd, turning to Sexton Blake.

The detective paused in the act of liggiing o cigar.

““ We shall know soen,” he said.

Jim Creed was up, patting the Pride’s neck to keep him
quiet, for the feel of the turf under him was making him
rastive. He was already in the best of training, fit to
race for his life, and with a heart big enough for twe. Up
on Pretty Dick was the stable-jockey who Efrmd ridden him
before, while the grey filly Starlight was ridden by one of
Tullman’s own lads, ‘who, though he had not yet made his
dlcbul'. on a racecourse, was only awaiting his opportunity to
do s0.

“Take the inside with Pretty Dick,”.Fullman ordered.
“ Get next to him, Creed, but mind his heels. George, bring
Starlight eloser.” i

The three jockeys manceuvred for places just as if they had
been facing the starter for an actual race, and Sir Charles
and Sexton Blake watched eagerly. Hugh Moreton was
interested, too, but there was something in his expression
that suggested that he already knew how the affair was
going to end.

Suddonly Fullman gave the word, and, like arrows from
a bow, Pretty Dick and Pride of Place jumped off the mark.
Starlight dwelt badly, however, and was a full ten lengths
behind before sho fairly got going. .

 Don't bustle her, George ! Fullman shouted. * The last
furlong’s the thing!"

Away went the horses, the grey filly bringing up the rear,
and as Sexton Blake watched her he saw that she got over
the ground avith a curiously sweeping motion, the jockey an
her back hardly seeming to rise or fall, and the horses were
giailc}:piilg in this samoe order when they disappeared over
the hill.

“T ghould have put something better than Starlight in to
make the pace, FuHmun." Sir Charles said.

Before the trainer could answer the horses came into
gight, on the home-stratch now, with six furlongs to go to
the winning-post. z

““Pride of Place—casy!” Hugh Moreton cried excitedly,
levelling his glasses. ** Creed isn't riding Him yet, and he's
running well within himself.""

: Rhi'ght back, still four lengths behind, was the grey Star-
light.

“I':.\'nil',” Fuallman said quietly; ‘“the trial isn't over
yebl”

Another furlong covered, and Pride of Place deading by
half a length from Pretty Dick, with Starlight still four
lengths behind. Then only two furlongs to cover, and still
the order unchanged, save that Pride of Place had crept
forward until he was running clear of the five-year-old.

“It's twenty to one on the Pride!"” Hugh Moreton eried
excitedly, when there was only one more furlong to go.

“It's twenty to one Starlight!” Fullman answered with
equal excitement. k at her!”

There was no noed to tell the others to lock, for already
they were staring in amazement at the long, low-built grey
filly. Suddenly, with a remarkable spurk, with only another
handred yards fo run, she had sprinted up level with Protty
Dick. Passed—level with Pride of Placoe!

A dozen strides neck and neck, then the grey head showed
it front, and Starlight passed the group of watchers a good
neclk in front of the others—in front of the celebrated Protty
Dick, in front of the smashing Pride of Place ! Surely SOmMe-
thing was wrong? ] 0

In gheer amazement Sir Charles turned to Fullman, and
was astounded to find him smiling delightedly.

“What—what 153 the meaning of this?’ he gasped. :

“That we're going to make the double event of it, Sir
Charles,”” the trainer answercd, *and win the Dorby and
Oaks with Starlightt"”

Something betwesn a curse and a groan escaped Hugh
Moreton, and Sexton Blake saw that the man's face had
gone ghastly white.

“It'%s a ewindle!l' he eried savagely.

L1
“A horse can race with-

“You've let ‘the
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public back Pride of Place, thinking he was the stabla's
selected.”

“Swindle?” Sir Charles turned in the saddle, his heayvy
hunting-crop raised as if he would fell his nephew to the
ground with if, ‘I have only just learnt that Starlight is
s0 good. Besides, what business is it of mine if the publio
choose to back one of my horses?”

“* Curse the public!” Hugh Moreton snarled. “I'm not
bothering about them; they can take care of themselves!"”

““Then who are you so anxious about?”’ Fullman asked, a
sneer in his usnally good-tempered voice.

“ MyselfI"" Moreton shouted. ‘I have backed the Pride
for ten thousand pounds to win the Derby! I have backed
him for nearly every penny that I possess, and now I know
that he will be beaten by the filly!” y

Sir Charles positively reeled m his saddle, but quickly
recovered himself.

“ Here is another proof of the evils of gambling!” he
said, in a stern voice. A

“Bah! Don’t!” Hugh Moreton cried hoarsely. “I'm in
no 1]1100(! for it! All I want to know is—what are you going
to «lo?” :

Sir Charles looked at his nephew, the man who had been
a confirmed gambler for years, whom he had helped out of
iroubles time after time, and his heart hardened aguinst
him. ’ ;

“T am going to win the double with Starlight,” he said,
swung his horss round, and spurred back towards the Hall,
Sexton Blake following him. %

“Yes, I shall see this case through,” the detective muf-
tered, as he galloped along. * The grey is good enough for
the double, and I'll see that she has a fair chance.”

THE THIRD CHJ{PTER.
The Road to the Stables —Bought— Thae
Shuffler Learns Things—And is Surprised.

HE Shuffler paced up and’ down the grassy edge of
the lane with the peeuliar lame action that had
earned him_his nickname. The hour was ten
o'clock at night, and the expression of the man's
face suggested that there were many things he

would have preferred to pacing up and down wei grass, a
keen wind whistling down the lane, waiting for someone.

The hour was ten, but there was no checking it save by a
watch, for the sky was one black, pulpy-locking mass, with-
out so much as a yestige of a star to be seen. The extreme
darkness, and the moaning of the wind among the trees,
gave everything an eerie appearance. - .F {

More than once the Shuffler stopped, his jaw setfing
harshly, and dropped his hand to the pocket where he kept
a handy little bludgeon known as a life-preserver, which he
had never been withont since a day when its absence, or so
he thought, had cost him his liberty. L r

Apparently the Shuffler did not care particularly about his
lonelly vigil, for he started badly at the shadows when the
moon gcame from behind a cloud and accentuated them so
that they looked like men crouching back against the hedges.

‘“What they wants moons for, I can’t guess,” he muttered.
“Don’t know that I was ever took by 'em. Lamps ain't so
bad, fer yer can turn ’em ont; but moons—bah!"

Trom some little distance away came the crunch of foot-
stops on the loose surface of the road. The Shuffler shrank
beck into the shadow cast by a great oak, and once more his
hand was on the weapon in his pocket as he bent sideways—
listening, Ui

“T1Ff it's 'im, 'e’s walkin' fast and skeery like,' the Shuffles
mused. X g

The footfalls came nearer, hesitated, then came up tha
lane, and a low whistle sounded three times. 3

With a sigh of relief the Shuffler let his grip of his weapon
relax, and moved out into the moonlight just as Hugh
Moreton, a greatcoat pulled right up to his ears, entered tha

ne, %
lu“eThat you, Skuffler?”’ he whispered, in a hoarse voice. =

“ Yus," the man answered graffly. **I reckon yer'd better
fix yer aptics on me 'ard this trip, fer if I ain't caught me
death of cold, I'm a non-starter.” |

“Pon’t fooll® Hugh Moreton snapped, peering round
nervously among the shadews, and drawing & cigar from his
poclket. "He made a move to light a maich, but the Shufiler
struck it from his hand before he could do so.

“None o them illuminations, guv'nor!” he cried. *¥ou
may be ‘ankerin’ after bein’ seen, but yours truly ain’t—not
by a straight mite.'” .

Hugh Moreton laughed nervously, and made no further
attampt to light his cigar.

“Vou'd—you'd think I was here for some shady reason,”
he said, failing entirely to speak lightly. :

‘“Ho, impossible!” the Shufiler sneered. *“Are it likely
that a poor cove like me would dare ter think sich a horribla

Ly

thing about a pillar of the turf¥
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Hugh Moreton drew back into the shadow, taking the
Shuffler with him, as the lights of a trap came swiftly along
the road and past the end of the lane. Only when they were
out of sight did ho appear to breathe freely again, and then
he swung round and faced his companion so fiercely that
the man instinctively dropped his hand on to the weapon in
his pocket.

“ What d'you mean by giving mo false information?”’
Hugh Moreton whispered savagely.

The Shuffler shoole himself free, and drew back with the
ugly weapor Swinging in his hand.

““Ere, come off yer perch!” he growled. ‘“’Oo gave ver
- false information? ~ If Pride of Place didn’t come up to what

T told yer when he run the trial to-day, e must 'ave gone off

eolour.”

“You fool!” Hugh Moreton snapped. “‘It’s Starlight—
the grey filly entered for both the Derby and the Oaks—that
is the stable’s chosen.”

“ What?? the Shuffler gasped. “Don’t kid me they've got
anythin’ ter beat Pride o’ Place! Didn’t ’e beat Pretty

. Dick, an’ ain’t that good cnough ter go for without
blinkers?”’

“Listen,” Hugh Moreton whispered hoarsely. T saw the
trial this morning, and I tell you Starlight had the legs of
the lot of them. The filly’s a certainty for the double event
—unless she goes amiss.”

' Therc was something so suggestive in the last-few words
that the Shuffler looked keenly into the other’s face.

“Then why don’t yer back it instead o’ the other?? he de-
manded.

*“ Because I've Euh ten thousand on Pride of Place,” Hugh
Moreton answered, in a shaking voice.

_ The Shuffler gasped at the magnitude of the sum, then

rhistled =oftly.

i ’You’ll ’ave to edge, that’s all,”’ he gaid. ““ Starlight
8in’t been backed fer a penny yet, so yer ought ter cover
easy enough.” ]

1 Ougl'.l:‘- 1”" Moreton’s voice was hoarse and shaking with
anger. €an't you understand that I’ve got no more money
—that practically every penny is on the colt??

And yer can’t raise 1t?"

“No,” Hugh Moreton answered dejectedly.
good to raise even a ony.””

The Bhuffler pushed back his battered hat, and scratched
his tousled head. .

“ What's the game, then?’ he asked at last.

Hugh Moreton stood biting his lip, and.he peered round
nervously before answering.

‘“The filly might go amiss—lame,” he said at last, in a
whisper. g

“It might,” the Shuffler eneered, “but it ain’t goin’ lame
through me. T’ve bin up again thet kind o’ game before,
and it ain’t good enough.”

*“Who said that I wanted you to nobble the filly#”” Hugh
AMoreton snapped. ;

“Jest a litile bird, an’ a fly one at that, guv’nor,” the
Shuffler answered with a wink. * Come on, out with it!
What's the game?” .

“I will give yon twenty pounds to find out which hox
Starlight 1s in” Hugh Moreton answered, his voico
trembling with excitement.

“Think T want

“ Twenty quid!” The Shuffler laughed.

ter bu_'_.' straw, or what?"’
Hugh Moretor drew ont s pocket-book, and rustled the
He saw, even in the darkness, that the eyes

“I’'m not

notes inside.
of the tout sparkled with greed,

“ What'll you do it for?” he asked sharply.

** Jast find the box?” the Shuffier queried cautionsly.

‘‘ Yes—for the present.”

:;l’Undred quid, guv’nor, an’ cheap at the price,”’ the-tout
said.

Hugh Moreton drew five notes from his case, and at sight
of each one the face of the Bhuffler fairly twitched.

“There are fifty pounds here,” Hugh Morcton said.
“That is the price I will pay for the job, and no more.”

In the darkness the Shuffler thrust his cunning face
forward, and he saw that for once Hugh Moreton had made
up his mind.

“'And the boodle over,” he said. ‘“It’s fair workin® fer
nothin’, but what’s a poor cove like me ter do?”’

" The money changed hands, the Shuffler examining each
note carcfully.

“Afraid they aron’t good?”” Moreton sneered.

“As if I wouldn’t trust ver, guv'nor!" the Shuffler
?nsxvcye(l, with a laugh. “ Why, yer honest, open counting-
ouse is enough for anybody. If I'd ave ’ad your dial, T'd
avo bin 1 Rockschild by now:”

_Hugh Moreton drew’ closer to the man, and the instrue-
hm:m e gave him were in a whisper.

* Remember to wire me,” he concluded. ' Just put “third
on_right,” or wherever the loose hox is.”

The Shuffler nodded, buttoned his ragged cbat tightly over
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the notes, and went !im{ﬁng away into the darkness. Theore
wag a grin on his face, for in his pocket he had fifty pounds,
and he did not reckon that the job before him would be a
very difficult one. As a matter of fact, he had had occasion
previously to explore the stables presided over by Fullman,
and knew that they were easy of access. Even the watch-
dog was kept round in the yard of the {rainer’s house, and
now that he was getting old, it was ten to one he would not
hear anyone moving softly about the stables. Even if he
did, he would probably think it was a restless horse shifting
about.

Out on the road the Shuffler kept well to the side, moro
7 instinet than anything else, for there was not a living soul
iout at this hour of the night. Considering his lame foot,
e moved swiftly, once taking to the ficlds to avail himself
of a short cut, and it was only just striking eleven when he
halted by the outer wall of Sir Charles Moareton's training
stables.

Everything was quict, not a sound about save the rustle of
the wind among the trees; and the Shuffler limped along,
his right shoulder brushing all the time against the high
brick wall. He carried his bludgeon in his hand mow,
evidently in case of emergencies. ] 1

At the %wut gates of the stable the man halted, listening
intently; but all that he could hear was the occasional shift-
ing of a horse in his stall. He even coughed slightly, just
to test whether the dog, chained up by the house a hundred
yards away to the left, was very much awake; but no
answering bark came.

*“This 1s the kind o’ job thet suits me,” he muttered, and
tested the gates with his shoulder, only to find that they did
not movye. R

Gripping the top of the gate with his fingers, the Shuffler

rew himself slowly up until his head was above it, and he
was abla to look into the great yard. It was very dark
there, the boxes on all sides shutting out most of the light
of the moon, and he could see nothing to alarm him.

Higher he dragged himself, threw one foot over the top of
the gate, clambered across, and lowered himself down the
other side, where ho squatted down and dragged off his
boots—an casy enough matter, as they were innocent, of
aces. 3 i
“Jest yer stop there, mates,” he chuckled, as he pruoed
them handily against the gates, “ It ain’t fer the hikes o’
coves like me ter go disturbin’ respectable trainers in theip
beauty-sleep.” )

In stockinged fect the Shuffler limped along, always keep-

b
al
h

ing close to the wall, and so reached the line of loose boxes.

running along the right-hand side of the yard. He stopped
before tho first, trying the upper part of tho door, and find-
ing it locked. Then he looked above it, and a chuckle broke
from him as he saw that the name of the horse—Pride of
Place—was written there in letters half an inch thick.

“Some coves i thoughtful,” he chuckled. ‘“Won't
Moreton jib when I tells 'im that T only ’ad ter lock over
the gate ter read the names over the doors? Still, we’ll ba
honest, an’ earn the boodle by findin’ Starlight’s box.”

Moving cautiously, the Shuffler read the name over each of
the boxes; but he traversed the whole line without discover-
ing the'one he was looking for. He crossed over to the other
side, and the first one he came to was the one he wanted,
for Starlight was over the door,

He placed his ear against the woodwork, and a shifting of
straw inside, then the click of a hoof, told him that n horse
was inside right enough. That was good enough for him,
and he crept back :ﬁong the side of the yard, his one
ambition now being to get away and send Hugh Moreton tha
information for which he had paid.

Nearly to the end of the boxes the Shuffler had got before
he stopped with a cry of alarm—a ery that he endeavoured
in vain to choke back.

A lad, dressed as a stable-boy, had stepped quietly out of
the end hox, and was now barring his way to the gate. He
was not a very big boy, and it was only for a second that the
tout hesitated. Then, with the heavy life-preserver in his
hapd, he leapt forward, throwing all the force of his jump
from his sound leg.

The bludgeon swung down, but it never struck the stable-
lad.  Instead, it landed on empty air, and the Shuffier,
unable to recover from the force he had threwn into the
blow, pitched forward on to his face.

In a second he was trying fo struggle up,. but even that
short time lost meant his finish, for as he scrambled to his
knees a pair of hands possessed of a marvellous hold
gripped him by the arms, and he was fairly jerked on to his
feot.

“A fair eop, sir!” Tinker, who was the stable-lad,
remarked, with a grin.

It is something like that,” Sexton Blake answered.

The Shuffler made a frantic effort to break loose, dis-
covered that he might as well have tried to snap chains
from his arms, and started to whine,

Arother long complete Tale of SEXTON BLAKE, Detective, appears 1n to-day’s issue of “The Penny)
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“Carn’t a poor cove doss down in a stable without getiin'
alf murdered 2 he whined. ““I've done no 'arm, ‘ave I?"
th“tl\;c_s." Sexton Blake answered; “I took good care of

at ! -

“Then let us go, guv'nor!" the Shuffler pleaded.

Sexton Blake released one hand, and picked up the
dropped life-preserver, examining it critically.

“That ain’t mine !” the Shuffler assured him hastily, T
would not be seen with sich a thing—straight, I wouldn't!”

£“Shall T call Fullman up, sir?'" asked Tinker.

““No,” Sexton Blake answered. ‘It will be time enough
to let him know about this in the morning.”

Half carrying, half pushing, Sexton Blake forced the
Shufiler into an empty loose-box.

“Stop there, and keep quiet " he said sternly. *““If you
bc!u’l_\,'e yourself, you'll get off more lightly in the mora-

The Shuffler crouched back among the straw, for he knew
the kind of punishment that was usually handed out to men
of his breod].

“T meant no 'arm, guv'nor!" he wailed.
sake, let us go afore old Fullman's about!”

But all the answer he got was to have the door of the
box closed and locked upon him. For five minutes he
crouched down and trembled, then he touched the fifty
{)punds in his pocket, and a little confidence rcturned to
him.

* Can’t give me more than an
idin’,” he muttered; “and I'd
*ave one any day at fifty quid!”

“TFer '"Ilaven's
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“T'm not going to fight a kid your size!" he sneered, and
picked up the bucket. ; . ¢

“T think you are, my lad "' Sexton Blake said quietly,
advancing, and his eyes were no longer closed.

The other stable-boys, one heing told off to watch for
Fullman, drew round, and the detective turned to them.

“ Look here, lads,” ho said, ‘"if you're sportsmen, vou'll
see that your mate fights, unless he’s afraid !

“That's right I one of the boys cried. “Go on, Mat;
vou'll only have to hit him once ! .

Sexton Blake jerked the bucket from Mat Smith's hand.

““This is where you fight, not brag !" he said sternly.

But still the hulking youth showed no sign of commg u
to the seratch, and Tinker, taking a quick step forward,
struck him full in the mouth. It was not a hard blow, but
it would prove Smith a coward if he did not respond to
t

it,

At last the latter was aroused, his hands went up, and
he struck wildly at Tinker, who side-stepped with the neat-
ness that Sexton Blake had taught him, and swung his right
on to the bully’s jaw with a force that sent bim staggering
back. :
1t was a fight, richt enongh, and the stable-boys gathered
round in a circle to sec fair play, forgetting their duties for
the moment. . 2

With a savage cry, Smith rushed at Tinker, evidently
meaning to beat him back by
sheer strength; but the boy was
prepared for this, and though he
gave ground, he was clipping in
short-arm. blows all the time,

THE FOURTII CHAP-
TER.

will be entitled:

while, in return, he was only
touched once—a glancing blow
off the shoulder.

. Fullman Indignant—
Sexton BlaKe Proves
the Danger— The
Telegram — Tinler
pis-coversSomething’.
: five o'clock in the
morning Sir Charles
Moreton’s  training-
stable woke to life.
Stable - boys came
sleapily from. their quarters to
perform the first duties of the
.day—the dressing-down of their
“charges and other mattors which
had o be attended to before
exercise-time arrived.
At the door of the loose-box in
which the Shuffler was a
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Down! Tinker had stopped,
his right foot well back, and hiz
left hand shot out and landed
clean between the bully’s eyes,
knocking him backwards. He
seomed in no hurry to get up
again, either.

‘“Get up,” the other lada
cried—"‘ get up, and——"

A cry of alarm broke from the
lad left to watch for the
approach of Fullman, but before
the stable-boys could scurry to
their work, the trainer had
entered the yard.

At sight of Smith on the
ground, Tinker standing over
him, and the other lads doing
nothing, an -angry expression

it!

Prisnner sat Sexton Blake and
Tinker, the former, his eyes half
closed, sucking away at an old

in Advance.

came into his eyes.
“What does this mean?” he

black briar.

* Jest about as much awake as
the average cop, ain't he?"’ one
of the lads remarked. with a _
grin, to another as they passed the detective and his young
assistant. * Bot thoy wouldn’t wake up if someone pinched
all the ‘osses!”

Sexton Blake smoked on placidly, his evelids drooping
more than ever, if anything; hit Tinker reddened. The
boy had good reason to be proud of his master, apart from
being fond of him, and he was not willing to allow the
smallest slight to pass unnoticed.

Most of the lads got to their work without taking any
notice of the defective; but the one who had spoken baofore
seented bent on anunoying him. He was a big. hulking lad
of about nineteen, who was already far too heavy ever to
become a jockey, and Fullman had only kept him on because
Sir Charles was too kind-hearted to throw him out of work.
His name was Mat Smith,

¢ Stick a pin in yer boss,” the youth snecred, as he passed
with a bucket of water, **an’' see if he can detoct that !

This was too much for Tinker, and before Sexton Blake
_could stop him he had leapt to his feet and faced the
hulking youth, although he was nearly a head shorter.

“Come on!"” Tinker cried, sparring up to Mat Smith.
¢TIl toach you to sneer at my master !’

Smith put the bucket of water down, and tried to look
very fierce, especially when he noticed that some of the other
stable-lads had stopped work to sec what was going to
happen, Fullman not being about yet.

“ What d'you think you're going to do, sparrer?” he
asked.

“ Lick you!'' Tinker answered.

Mat Smith laughed, but not with entire confidence. There
was something in the oxpression of Tinker's eyes, and the
way he squared up, that he did not like.
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cried.

“That the lad on the ground
insnlted me, and Tinker has
punished him{" Sexton Blake
answered coolly.

“Has he?" The words broke angrily from Fullman,
“Well, I tell you what it is—you shift from here or I do!
I've managed to look after the horses here for twenty years,
and I'm not having any interference now!”

“You would rather have Starlight nobbled?" Sexton
Blake aslked, and there was just the %aintost suggestion of a
sneer in his voice.

A straighter man than Fullman never lived, but even his
best friends admitted that he was quick-tempered, and ha
proved it now. He raised tho heavy stick that he earried,
and shook it threateningly at the detective.

“QOut of the yard,” he shouted, “or it'll be the worse for
yon !”

““What does all this mean?”

Sir Charles Moreton had entered the yard, and now stood
looking in amazement from his trainer to Sexton Blake.

“ It means this, Sir Charles,” Fullman cried, before anyGne
could answer, ‘that I'm not going to be insulted by having
people put here to mind my horses! I've kept ‘em sale
all the years I've trained for you, and I can keep thom safe
without interference now ! Either Mr. Blake leaves, or you
can find a new trainer!"

Sir Charles pulled uncertainly at his white moustache,

““Vou can't mean that, Fullman,” he said, in a low
voico, * just when both of us hope to realise the dream
of our hifo?"

“71 do mean it, sir!” Fullman answered doggedly. I
thought it an insult to me when you suggested a detectiva
con;ingﬂt’o watch over Starlight, and now I won’t put up
with it! ¥

Sir Charlea opened his lips, but Bexton Blake spoke bafore
he could do se. »

Weoxt ‘gﬁfk's Splendid Tale Ef BRIHK_I!!_ A Fascluqtl_ﬁg- Story, speclally written te appeal to

be entitisd:

eaders of all ages. Order now



8 THE

-

“T am ready to go if Starlight is really safe,”” he said
coolly; “but 1 will stay if there is danger.”

“Panger I’ Fullman sneered. ** Whero is it7”

Sexton Blake smiled, and his eyes were upon the door of

the loose-box in which the Shufiler was imprisoned.

“If T prove that thero is danger—that Starlight is
n:i:;;aced_wi_ll you let meo stay—ask me to remain?’ he
said,

*¥es,” the trainer answered, but with the air of a man
who feels sure that he will not have to give in.

“ Tinker, open the loose-box!"” Sexton Blake ordered.

The boy crossed to the loose-box, unlocked the door, and
diseppeared within., The sound of a scuffle followed, then

-the Shuffler was fairly thrown out.

At sight of him cries of a.nic:r broke from the stable-boys,
and a full dozen surrounded him, so that he could make no
attempt at escape.

Do you still say thero is no danger?” Sexton Blake
usked, in his cool voice.

“Who—who is this man?” Fullman stammered.

A man who was prowling round the yard hero last
night,” the detective answered mecaningly. ““I saw him
vutside Starlight’s box, and captured him.”

For a moment Fullman stood speechless, then he advanced
to the detective, with his hand outstretched. _ .

“I was wrong; I beg your pardon !” he =aid. “ Will you
slop—as a favour to me?”

Sexton Blake returned the handshake with a will, for he
fully realised what the trainer’s feelings at being interfered
witg had been.

“T will sec that Starlight goes untouched to the post,”” he
answered earnestly. * You will sco that he wins!”

It won't be my fault if he deesn’t!”

Fullman swung round upon the trembling Shufiler.

“What shall we do with him, Sir Charles,” he asked—
*“send for the police?” i

h_“ ]I\l;?,” Sir Charless answered. “Let the lads deal with

im !

“Very good, sir! Now then, lads, get the hoses rigged,
?‘?dl“’m'u give this cur the finest bath he cver had in his
ifa

Half a dozen of the stable-boys, broad grina on their faces,
ran off to fix the four hoses that the yard boasted. They
wero. big and strong, designed for use in case of a fire as
well as for cleaning out the yard. i r

“Now !" Fullman cried, when he saw that all was ready,
and the lads had their fingers on tho triggers of tho hoses.

The boys fell away from Shuffler, leaving him free to run
the gauntlet, but he stood trembling, and made no attempt
to move.

“Go,” Fullman shouted, giving him a push forward, “or
you'll get six months instead!”

BE a mighty effort the Shuffler pulled himself together,
ducked low, and dashed forward.. Ea he moved the nearest
of the jets of water was let loose.

Smack ! it caught him in the face, sending him reeling;
but ha recovered himself and dashed on, the stream of
water playing surely on his back. Five yards he went, then
the second jet was let loose, striking him so surely that he
recled and went down under it. Ile started to rise, but
ile%a&nhthe Jet struck him, and he hastily dropped to full

All the four hoses were on him, making him gas
for breath and almost blinding him, and Sl ho

further attempt to rise, but crawled slowly forward on
chmuih.s and knees, keeping his head well down against his
ag

T'or five minutes the man erawled on, getting mor
“*tnorse liko a drowned rat through each onegof t.hﬁm; t}:?enm::i
last reached the g}o;te, and mads a bolt for it, the two stahlo-
boys sending a_ final shower after him.

Onco fairly clear of the stables, the Shuffler squatted on
the ground and tried to squeeze some of the water out of
his_clothes. He squeezed and oursed, then roso to his feet
and limped away, avoiding the Toads, and keeping to the
E'Blda, evidantly not wishing his condition to aftract atten-
ion.

_Bat along the road someone was moving who never lost
£ight of him, and that someone waa Tinker, who had fol.
lowsd et a sign from his master. Away over the fialds
went the Shuffler, little thinking that his eteps were being
dogged, and reached the litile railway-station,

iere he hesitatod, but secing no one about, entered the
booking office. The clerk, sitting by the door of his office
m{f‘!ms a nowspaper, grinned at sight of him,

e 1 for a swim?” he queried,

Bhut yor mouth *bout what I've bin doing, an’ give me
& ?E’gﬁghu?m;ld"{the Shu!i(l:?r l?nswemd savagely,

7 se OF Tew A T g
i m’]{. othes?” the clerk suggested

“You'll be sendin’ for a noo face if yer ain't carefull”
the Shuﬂ!er snapped. “'Not as yer cowddn’t do with it,
ANYWAT.
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The clerk, unable to think of a fresh remark so scon
retired leisurely into his office, and procured the require
form. The message that the Shuffler wrote on it wasthief,
and, having paid, he hurried out of the office, making for
the public-house which stood just across the way. Scarcely
had ho gone, when Tinker slipped from the other- side of
the office, and marched boldly up to the office.

* Gentloman eays, are you sure you've got the mame
right?" he said. 3

* Yes—Moreton,” the clerk answered innocently; and
Tinker, well pleased with himself, hurried back in the direc-
tion of the training-stable.

Heo knew now who it was who had paid the Shuffler to
examine Starlight’s stable.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bound for Epsom—The Missing Horse-box
—What Followed—Pride of Place for the
Derby. J

T was Triday, less than a week before the great race,
and everyone connected with Sir Charles Moreton's
stables was on the tip-toe of excitement. Everything
had gone well with Starlight, no attempt having been
made upon her since the Shuffler had been captured

by Sexton Blake in the stables. Day and night the greot
detective had been on the waich, but all to no purpose.

, Onco or twice he had thouf'ht of giving the case up, feel-

ing sure that the filly would be interfered with no more,
but the anxiety of 8ir Charles had induced him to stay
on until the day of the race.

The old sportsman, loving sport for sport’s sake, had only
ono idea in his head just now, and that was to win the
Oaks and Derby with Stﬂ.r]ight Of the money to bo
gained by victory he cared mothing, and though he regayded
the animal ns little short of a certainty, he had made no
attompt to back it for so much as a sovereign.

Already tho filly had shortened in rice, being ) third
favourite for both events, for Sir Charles was making J0
secret of his hopes, and thoe story of the great trial with
Protty Dick had been made quite public.

Pride of Place had, in consequence, gone right back in
the betting, and now figured amongst the horses quoted at
thﬁ outside odds of. thirty-threa to one.

She'll win the double,” Sir Charles told everybody who
asked him; and those wi}o knew him well took advantage
of the information, knowing that it was not often that hae
and his trainer Fullman made a mistake in such mattars.

d now there was less than a week to the first of the
great races, and to-night Starlight was to leave for Ipsom,
travelling to Victorin by epecinl train, and from there on.
Fullman, Tinker, and Sexton Blake were to travel up with
Lor for safety, and now they stood at the siding, waiting
for t.he_s]:)ecml to arrive,

Starlight, looking fit and well so far as she could bo scen
for her clothing, was being walked up and down by a stable-
boy _xho was obviously very proud of the trust reposed
in bhim,

‘“Don’t believo there's amy need for you to troubls
further, Mr. Blake,” Fullman ﬂaid, as the agecial was being
backed in., *“The capture and punishment of that lamo
ruffian frightened anyone clse off. " Besides, it is known that
you aro guarding the filly,"

Sexton Blake lit a cigar, and glanced thoughtfully at Star-
light, admiring her great stride as she walked up and down.

¢, too, thought that no further attempt to interfere with
her would be made, yet he could not but remember that
the Shuffler had wired to Hugh Moreton, the man who
would lose practically all his fortune if Starlight, and not
Pri.de hof Place, v:[?n the ttflz)ort[})y forhhls t}ncle.

‘T have ecen the matter through so far, and I may as
well stop on to the finish,” the detective answered quieJ -

The special waa backgd in, and the flap of the horse-box
was let down. Then Fullman took Stu.rﬁ ht's bridle, and
led her gingerly up to the box. At the foot of tho slo
eho halted, sniffed daintily at the woodwork, then, to LP}g
relief of all concerned, stalked up into her place, whero
Fuollman quickly made fxg; comfortahle,

** You will travel with her, Tinker,” Sexton Blake ordered,
*Mr, Fullman will come with me in the carriage.”

Tho boy step ‘obedmntly into the box, and it was
securely fastened, Then Fullman ewung up into the dolitary
carriago next to the engine, and Sexton Blake mado to
follow him. Just as he was about to close door of the
carriage, Mat Bmith, the stable-boy Tinker had thrashed,
came running brep,t.hiess]y up.

‘“Letter from Sir Charles, sir!”’ he panted, thrusting an
envelope into the detective's hand.

. “Wonder what he can want?” Fullman muttered, watch-
}ntgtﬂSoxton Blake elit open the envelope and extract the
etter.

Ancther long complete Tals of SEXTON BLARE, Detéstive, & 1 e ' “ 5
Pictorial,” a Magazine for men and wam%?x.emge{nntgog;ynw.g Ry stigihe Fruay



BUY THE

The detective’s hrows came together sharply as he read

tha message, then he handad the paper to Fullman.

“Read it,” he said, “and tell me whether that is Sir
Charles’s writing.”

“‘Come abt once,”” Fullman read. ““A curious thing
has happened. and I must have your opinion about it.
Starlight will be safe with Fullman.””

“Is that Sir Charles’s writing?" Sexton Blake asked
again, a8 the trainer looked up. ¢

*“Yes,"” the latter answered, without hesitation. ‘‘\What
are you going to do?"

“QObey the instructions,” Sexton Blake answered, after a
vb_lij!ci,pnusc. “I shall join you at Epsom as soon as pos-
sible.”

The door of tha carriage slammed after Sexton Blake
-mlighted, the signal was given to the driver to start, and
thae little train moved off on its journey. It looked more
fike a toy than anything else, for there was just the engine,
the coach occupied by Fullman, and the horse-box holding
Btarlight and Tinker.

Bexton Blake stood watching the littla train until the
darkness and a bend in the line had swallowed it up.
Besido him stood Mat Smith, his face very pale, a shifty
look in his eyes, which kept roaming round nervously.

““Do you know why Sir Charles sent this letter, my lad?"
Soxton DBlake asked.

“Had a telogram, that's all T know, sir,” the youth
answerad. ‘* We'd best be hurrying,' ;

xton Blake thought so, too, for hw meant to rejoin
Starlight as soon as he had finished his business with Sir
Charles. Ho hurried along the quict road now, wonde:-
ing all the time what Sir Charles, who had been hitherto
so anxions for him not to lose sight of the flly, could want
of him. That it must be something important he felt sure,
or he would never have been sent for.

The road from the station to Moreton Hall was a lonely,
typical country ome, without a solitary lamp to break its
Jength of blackness. On either eide rose thick hedges,
broken here and there by great trees that threw their giant

branches over the path. In places the branches of treea

plantéd on either side of the road met in the centre.
"“Was ‘tha letter penuine? That was the question that
Sexton Blaks kept asking himself, only to tell himself that
it must be, or Fullman, who ought to know, would never
have sworn fo the handwriting.

The detective had not encountered dangers all his life for
nothing, an<d ha instinctively kept to the centre of the road-
way, so that he could not be attacked on either side; but
he was to learn that there were other hiding-places besides
the Tiadges.

Hali-way to the Hall Sexton Blake and Mat Smith pot,
walking aft a brisk pace, and the former was so imunersed
in thought that be did not notice that the sftable-boy was
lagging behind.

Suddenly, with a suddenness that there was no checking
or meeting, a dark body plunged down from the great
branch of a tree that strefehed nearly across the roadway.
a heavy weight struck Sexton Blake on the neck and
sghoulders, and he was flung heavily forward on fo his face.
His head sfruck the ground, but not hard enough to stun
him, and dazed though he was, he m a gallant effort
to rise and fight his way through the red mist thag had
sprung up around him.

“Quick!" he heard a hoarse voice gasp in his ear; and
pomething struck him a <ull blow on the back of the hoad,
so that the red mist and the voices died away, and all was
g black blank.

Conscionsness. Sexton Blake woke to a terrible dull pain
that started at his head and went down his spine, making
it like a line of malten metal to his feet. 1t had taken
possession of his brain, too, so that he was ouly conscious
of his agony, and of nothing else.

Consciousness.
was just a room of terrible pain in which Sexton Blake lay,
the walls of which were so close to him that he could sca
nathing beyond.

The pain that possessed him was the part and whole of him.
MWhat had happened his brain did not try to remember;
what was going to happen, the lpn.in refused to let it think.
Onco the detective moved, partly raising himsslf on to his
elbow, a plimmer of reason coming baf:k to him, but only
to drop back again, consciousness mereifully leaving him.

It was still far from the dawn when a lantern showed in
tho distance, coming from the direction of the station; bub
Hexton Blake, lying unconscions, saw nothing of it. Ie did
not hear the excited voices of the men who came with the
lantern, and he lay so etill, his head resting on the grass
bank at the eide of the road, that he appeared to be dead.

The lantern drew nearer, and the man carrying it stopped
short with a ory of alarm as its rays revealed the still godx
of Sexton Blala,

Wall, it could scarcely be called that. Tk

“ MARVEL "—Id.—EVERY WEDNESDAY. 9°

- : )
“There's murder been done here!” the man, who wag .
the local stationmaster,.eried. *‘ Feel—feel his heart whils

I hold the lantern!"”
white, behind him

Fullman, whose face was terribly
standing the grimy driver of the epecial, came forward and
Inelt beside the still body. -

“Blake!*" he gasped; then shook a clenched fist in tho
air. “A part of the villain's scheme!™

“P'r'aps he zin't dead,” the engine-driver suggested ho
fully, and drew a small bottle from his pocket. * Try thisz
'ere on him. It's stuff from the Grey'ound, and it'll move
him, if anything will.”

Fullman took the bottle with trembling fingers, and let
i!pmo of its contenis trickle between the detective’s whito
ips.

‘““He'as alive!” the trainer said thankfully, as tha
ﬂt_:telc_tivo's eyelids flickered, and poured more spirit between
is lips.

The spirit scemed to have a powerful effect on Sexton
Blake, for suddenly he sat up, but only to fall back with a
groan of agony.

“What—what are you doing to my head?’ he dsked, in
8 hoarse whisper.

*You've been stunned by a bludgeon,” Fullman answered,
making a guess at the truth.

Y Stunned? Ah, yes, I remember!” Sexton Blake said,
in a voice choked with pain. “He jumped from the branch;
I had no chance.”

Then the detective recognised the man bending over him,
and despite his pain, which contorted his face so that it was
hardly recognisable, he sat up, clutching at the irainer's
arm for support.

“*Why are you here!" he gasped. * Where is Starlight?”

‘“Stolen,” Fullman answered huskily.

'St?'l! lLc!uf:cl:m.tg the man's arm, the detective struggled to
i3 feat.

“Tinker "

‘“ Gone, too,” the trainer answered.

Sexton Blake gave vent to a cry of anger, and tried to
take a step forward, as if to go in search of the boy thera
and then, but the effort was too much for him, and he fell
to the ground in a faint.

“ Seems ter me,” the engine-driver remarked, toking his
bottle back and looking at it regretfully, *that the best
thing we can do is to take the poor chap up to the Hall.
He's not damaged much, just dazed and bruised.”

Between them the three men managad to get Sexton Blaka
up to the Hall, and a frightened servant hurried off to
rouse Sir Charles, who came down, wearing a dressing-gown,
in less than five minutes.

“Has he met with an accident?’ he asked; and though
his face was while his voice was firm enough.

“ It’s attempted murder, Sir Charles!” Fullman answered
fiercely. “And they've got Starlight.” "

For a moment Sir Charles reeled, then he recovered, and™
showed the fine stuff that he was made of.

“Don’t tell me of the filly now,” he said sharply; “ ihis
man’s life may be in danger.”

Ten minutes later, however, aided by a liberal use of
stimulants, 8exton Bluke was able to sit up in a chair.

“You had best go to bed at once,” Sir Charles said
kindly; “ you are not fit to do anything.”

“1 am fit enouih fo find that boy of mine if ke is in
danger,” Sexton Blake answered, in a wvoice little louder
than a whisper. “Tell me everything—slowly, Fullman—
for my head is going round. But, first, did you write this
lotter, Sir Charles?”

Sir Charles stared at the letler in amazement,

“No," he answered, with cenviction.

‘1 thought not,"” the detective muttered.
Fullman; there is no time to waste.” 4

“‘There is little enough to tell,” the trainer answered, in
a voice shaking with passion, It is just a horrible
mystery." b,

* Mysteries have been cleared up beforg,” Sexton Blike
muttered impatiently. * Go om!" "

“Wo went off all right after you were called away,"” Full-

man went on, ‘‘and travelled at a moderate rate, s as not
to shake the filly, and I believe'—the trainer locked guilty
—fthat I had a nap. YWhen I woke up I saw that we wers
nearing London,. and something, some instinct, made me get
up and look out of the window to make sure that the horse-
box was all Eight. It was gone! Dehind my carriage-thers
was nothing.
In his el:;%Itcment Sexton Blake sat forward sharply, but
clapped a hand to his head and leant back.again, 'rl‘rl)m blow
he Ii'za.d received was no light one, and the slightest move-
ment made him feel sick and giddy.

“What did you do?" he asked.

““Found that the line was clear and ran back, eir.” the
engine-driver said, taking up the etory. “ It fair licks me

*“The stary,
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how they uncoupled the box, an' thon—where's it gone?
Can’t have flew.”

The man spoke almost as if he had come to the conclusion
that the horse-box must have suddenly grown wings, and he
ce}"ﬁ%nlg looked distinctly seared.

hero are side lines that it could have been run on to?”?
thf.; detective suggested eagerly.

Not one,”” the man answered, with conviction; “and we
tearched every siding as we camo along.”

It must have been taken back along the line, an engine
har:ng beep obtained somewhere,” Sexton Blake muttered,
spﬁakmg his thoughts aloud.

No, sir.” The engine-driver shook his head, to show
that the matter was entirely beyond him. ‘“We've been on
to évery signal-box, and not one of the men has seen a horee-
box pass.”’

There was silence for fully five minutes, no one sceming
to have anything to say. At last Sexton Blake pulled him-
self to his feet, but would have fallen had not Fullman
caught him by the arm. °

“Take me to bed,” he said wearily; *“my head won't let
we work to-night. But fo-morrow ’—an eager light drove
ihe expression of pain from his eyes—‘‘ to-morrow I wiil
find him.”

:: You mean the filly 7’ Sir Charles eried cagerly.
1 mean Tinker,” Sexton Blake answered, in a shaking
voice,

Sir Charles bowed silently, accepting the reproof, remem-
bering that the boy's life and safety came before’ that of
7§fﬂ.rh§ht. By the door Sexton Blake paused.

* Wire to Spearing, Scotland Yard,” he said, ““and say
that I want him to come here at once.”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Spearing Arrivos —Searching the Line—A
Discovery—On the Traclk
R. SPEARING has come, sir,”’ a manservant
announced, putting his head into Sexton Blake's
bed-room.
“ Very good. Tell him I will bs down in a
few minutes,” the detective answered.
Beton Blake felt distinctly hetter for his night's rest, but
when he clambered out of bed he found that his tnjury had
left him weals, and it was all that he could do to slip into
his clothes unaided. He accomplished the fent at last, how-

a“
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ever, and descended slowly tc ihe library. As h2 entered
Mr. Spearing, looking as official as ever, turned from surs
veying the grounds through the window.

"I the worthy official jerked, in tones of real concern,
gﬁipping Sexton Blake by the arm and leading him to a
chair.

“Only a crack over the head,” Sexton Blake answered,
contriving to smilé, “T am getting better already.”

*Who did it?’ Spearing snapped angrily, glaring round
as if hoping to find the miscreants waiting to be arrested.

‘“That is only one of the problems that you and I hava
got to solve, my friend,” Sexton Blake answered,

My, S]jjcaring drew out his official notebook, and sucked
vigorously at a stump of pencil. - 4 A

“You're not fit for anything,” he said, with decision,
“Leave case in my hands—see it through.”

Sexton Blake shook his head, and with difficulty sup-
pressed a moan at the pain it caused him.

‘“1f only Starlight were concerned I would do so,”” lLa
anawered ; “‘ but Tinker has been kidnapped, To0 S S

‘“Starlight!” Spearing gasped, rubbing up his bristling
hair, *“Sir Charles Moreton’s Starlight—the filly for the
Derby and Oaks?’ :

* Precisely,” Sexton Blake answered; “but I should not
search for her if I did not think that it meant searching for
Tinker at the same time.”’

Spearing thrust the notebook back into his pocket.

“D,c,m’t; understand,” he jerked. *“Hate riddles—foolish,
Vary.

Then Sexton Blake told the worthy official of Scotland
Yard what had happened, leaving out his suspicions with
regard to Hugh Moreton, for he had a very shrewd idea
that Sir Charles would like his nephew to be spared, for
the sake of the family name, even should he prove to be
guilty. He told him of the man he had eaptured in the
stables, and from thence led up to the forged message that
had broughi him back alonig the road to the Hall, and very
nearly to his death.

Mr. Spearing’s bright eyes hlinked, and he rubbed up his_

hair with an energy thal seemed likely to produce sparks

from it Once or twice he opened his lips to speak, but |

“hummed " and “ haed ” and clesed them again, each time
returning to his hair-rubbing with greater energy, as if by
that mecens hoping to rub a solution of the mystery into
his brain.

**No doubt have gone?”’ he queried at last.

3 ""’“i\“-." z
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Five yards the tout went, then the second jet was let loose,
down under it, He stacted to rise, but again the jet struck him, and he nastily dropped to full Iength.

striking him st surely that he reeled and went
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Suddenly the shoutlng had died down; the whole crowd appeared to have caught its breath in amazement,
Suddenly the grey body of Starlight had come up with the leaders,
in a perfect roar.

Then, * Starlight w-w-wins!" broke out

““ No doubt whatever,” Sexton Blake assured him.

““Must have begn taken baclk along line,’”” Spearing said,

with convietion, * Nothing else possible.””
- “TMhere you are wrong,' Sexton Blake assured him.
¢ Fact is, 1 don’t think this mystery: will be hard to solve.
Somewhere along the line there is a way for a horse-bex to
Jeave it, and we have got to find it.” )

Mr. Spearing snorted, and grabbed up his little felt hat.
It was quite obvious that he was annoyed af the way his
suggestion had been thrown over.

8o easy, best do it yourself!" he snapped.
wasted time coming down—thought important.” .

The worthy official furned towards the door, but, despite
the pain that moving sharply caused him, Sexton Blake
sprang after him and gripped him by the avm.

* T want you to stay, old friend,” he said simply, *‘ Even
if we can clear this part of the mystery we are still dealing
with desperate men, who will not give in easily. What
good should I be against them as T am now?”

Spearing grinned, his anger all vanished, and felt the
great biceps bulging under his sleeves.

“4“Might hit one,’” he jerked; ** try two—have a shot at a
dozen 17
‘“€ood!" Sexton Blake said.
and after that—to worle,””
Breakfast was not a very long affair, for Spearing had
had his on the way down, while the blow over the head had
robbed Sexton Blake of any great pretensions to an
appetite. He contrived to eat something, however, and felt
all the better for it.
8ir Charles, his fuce very white, great shadows under his
eyes, came into the room just as they finished.
. “*Nothing has been found,"” he said wearily. ** The line
has been searched without result, every station and signal-
box has been telophoned to, but no ene has seen Starlight's
box. What can have happened to ib?”

- Sexton Blake rose to his feet carefully, for every move-
ment still jarred his head. ¢

“This morning we shall find that out, Sir Charles,” hLe
answered.

“You will find the filly?" Sir Charles gasped, his face
lighting up with hope.

“1 do not say that' Sexton Blake answered guardedly.
¢ The thieves have got nearly twelve hours' start of us, and
it may take somo time to track them. There is no reason

“Borry

1 will order breakfast,

why we should not succeed, however, once we have discovered
how they managed to get the horse-hox unobserved from tho
line anfl hide it. I shall be obliged if yon will order a trap
round.’

Ten minufes later a trap spun down the drive of the Hall,
Sexton Blake holding the ribbons, Spearing beside him.
Sir Charles had pleaded hard fo be allowed to go with
them, but Sexton Blake had refused. He wanted to work
quietly and without interruption.

At the station the detcctives found “quite an animated
scene. On the up platform stood the stationmastier, the
solitary porter under his command, a very important-locking
man, dressed in blue, and a dozen or so idlers who had
heard of the theft of Starlight and had dropped in to see
what was doing. Standing at the platform was an engine
and one carriage, Fullinan by the door of the latter. Ag
s:g!xt- of the new-comers he hurried to meet them.

*All i3 ready for the search,” he said excitedly.
spector Gunn wanted to start without you, but——" "

* Without us?” Spearing jerked, his hair fairly bristling
with indignation. * Ha!” :

Inspector Gunn, who was the man in blue, stalked across
majestically.

* Sexton Blake?'' he queried.

*“Yeos, Guan,” the famous detective answered.

“ Inspector Gunn!’ the local dignitary snapped.

“Mr. Sexton Blake,” the detective reforted. ok

“Well, Mis-ter Blake,” Inspector Gunn continued, with
a sncer, ‘‘I just thought I'd tell you that you can coma
with me if you like, but I won't stand interference You
can watch me at work, but no more.” ARk

“(Can I come?”’ Spearing jerked, in a curiously meek
voice.

$Nod" Inspector Gunn snapped.
ma.'’ :

“Very good!" Speacing’s voice had- taken on ifs old
tone of command. © Shouldn’t like to trouble yon with my
company. You search along line, Mr. Guon, and I use
train,”

Some of the loafers smiggered, for they were nob over
fond of the very important inspector, and the sound of theie
mirth fairly roused Gunn.

“Whao are yout" he growled,

¢ Spearing—Scotland Yard!"

A% S

“Daon't want you with

the official jerked, and
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swung into the waiting train, Sexton Blake and Fullman .

ollowing him.

Inspector Gunn fairly staggered back at the mention of
the name of the most powerful official of Scotland Yard,
a man with whom he would not intentionally have fallen
sut for worlds. .

“I beg your pardon, sir,” he said humbly. “¥ didn’t
know—yours to command.”

** Exactly I"* Spearing snapped, as the train commenced
to move “off. “ Wait orders bere—keep your men in readi-
ness.’

“There is only one other—er—besides myself,” Gunn
answered, haying to run along the platform to keep up
with the train.

** Inspector, too?” Spearing jerked.

The driver of the engine had been given orders to proceed
slowly, and the train travelled along at a pace of no more
than ten miles an hour. At the left-hand window stood
Sexfon Blake, pecring at every yard of the line that was
passed, while Spearing did the same on the other side.
Fullinan, his face twilching with excitement, looked first
over the shoulder of one, then over the other.

For two hours the little train crawled on, the detectives
never moving from the windows, and twice it had to he
switched on to a siding to allow trains on the regular
service to pass. !

**They can’t have left the line!” Fullman said at last
despairingly.

*“Wait i was all Sexton Blake answered,

Another five miles was covered, then a sharp exclamation
broke from Sexton Blake, and he called to the driver of
the engine to stop.

*“ What seen?* Spearing jerked excitedly, as he followed
Blake and Fullman from the train.

' That!”? the detective answered, pointing ahead.

Spearing stared in the direction indicated, but at first
could only see a row of dilapidated-looking wooden build-
ings, on the front of which hung a much-battered ** To Lot "
oard.

*Don’t see anything ' he jerked.

. Back along the line went Sexton Blake, the others follow-
ing, and a cry broks from Sexton Blake as he pointed to
e spof where the line had evidently been cut for a siding.

“No siding, though,” Spearing said shortly. * Can’t
have laid lines.”

“Here!” It was the engine-driver, who was bending
from the cab of his engine. ‘“See them empty works,” he
zontinued, “*they used fo be a factory, and there was a line
run from ’em to the ling where you're standing. When the
Brm went smash part o’ the line was fook up. It was only
one o' them handy, shiftable affairs.”

Sexton Blake dz'(()ipped to his knees, and his eyes shone.

“Look!” he said, pointing to the ground. ‘* What do
you make of that?" oy »

Spearing examined the spot indicated.

‘“Been a board there,” he jerked.

“ Look at each end of the mark,” Sexton Blake ordered.

Then a cry broke from Spearing, for he saw that at each
end of the mdentation made by the board were toe marks,
euch a5 would haye been made by men forcing something
along. He moved on a few ynrd"s, and there again were
the same marks. }

“We've got it!” he cried excitedly.

“We know where the horsebox was taken from the line,
that is all,” Bexton Blake answercd quictly, and followed
quickly along the track. Fift{v j’nrds he went, then stopped
at a spot where the marks led to what had been leff of
the line. * It was nearly covered by dirt, but beside it showoed
the marks of the toes of boots.

“We shall get Starlight back!” Fullman eried, and ran
on ahead of the others, following the line to where it led
into the dilapidated buildings by way of a broken door.
Through this doorway he went, then looked out and waved
his arms excitedly, beckoning the others to come to him,

In a couple of minutes Sexton Blake and Spearing had
also entered the building, and there before them was the
missing horsebox. i :

“Tt's locked!” Fullman cried exeitedly. ‘“Starlight is
still there 1" D

The trainer pulled a key from his pocket, and with trem-
bling fingers unfastened the lock. He swung the door open,
but only to stagger back, with a cry of despair breaking
from him.

“*Not here!” he gasped.

But Sexton Blake pushed past him, and the next moment
was kneeling beside the still form of Tinker, who lay gagged
and hound on the floor, n slight cut over his right eye.

“The curs!” the detective growled, as he cut away the
cords and removed the gag, .

Tinker rose stiffiy to his fect, helped by his master's arm.

* Have you found Btarlight?”’ he cried eagerly.

“*Not yet, miy lad,” HBexton Blake answered, anxiously

_JACK LIBRARY;”

examining the cut over the boy’s eye, and sighing with
relief when lie saw that it was not serious. !

“It was fust before the dawn, sir,” the boy explained.
“T pretended to faint, but I saw them shift the portable
rails, and they had not finished until the dawn was break-
ing. One of the men was the lame one we found in the
stable.” j .

Sexton Blake smiled, and calmly lit a cigar.

‘“ Just at dawn,” he murmured ; *‘ then we shall find Stare
light !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER:

The Search Begdn—The Horsehair that wasg
Found—News at L.ast—The Ratstailed Mare.

ULLMAN had been sent back to the training-stables,
much against his will, Sexton Blake realising that
in his excitable state he would be more than useless
in the search for Starlight. His one fear seemed

! to be that the filly had been killed; but the detec-

tive did not ehare it, thinking it unlikely that the thieves
would have done away with so valuable an animal. It
appeared to him much more likely that they would keep it
out of the way until the Derby had been run, and then try
to get a heavy ransom for it from Sir Charles, who was not
hkelg to lose any opportunity; however costly, of getting
the filly back.

“Can’t be far off I’ Spearing jerked.
animal like that in daylight.”

Sexton Blake shrugged his shoulders. Men capable of
stexling the filly as it had been stolen were capable of a
good deal; he decided.

“We must try and track it,” he said quietly. ‘There is
no need to search along the line; the most probable direc-
tion is at right angles to it.”

Round the buildinr.[r the two detectives and the boy circled,
but it was not until they reached the back that they dis-
covered any trace of Starlight. Then it was just one hoof-
mark in the dust, and that pointed towards the ficlds
beyond, in the direction that Sexton Blake had thought /it
probable the men would take. iz L

Yard by yard the detectives searched, but without mceting
with success, for the ground was hard through want of rain,
and if the filly had passed over it she had left no trace.

“Best go straight ahead,” Spearing jerked. **Reach
nearest village, circulate deseription from there.”

Sexton Blake clapped the Scotland Yard official ‘on the
shoulder.

* You're right " he said. § Uhiaadg

“ Sometimes|” Spearing -jerked sarcastically.  *Brains
outside Baker Street.”

At a brisk pace, and keeping well apart just on the chance
of striking a trail, the three hurried straight away from
the line. A mile they covered—two—then Sexton Blake
suddenly turned towards the left. ,

‘‘See anything, sir?’ Tinker asked eagerly.

“There is smoke rising from that ditch,’ his mastex
answered.

Spearing laughed boisterously. /

i ITIJ,)Epcct find "em camping out?’ he snapped. * Likely~
very'l

Sexton Blake made no answer, butb strode swiftly in tha
direction of the thin line of smoke, whiech, there being no
wind, was rising up almost perfectly straight. Much of
the pain had left his head, and he was able to think with
all his accustomed clearness and quickness, The 33;!1& of
the smoke had suggested something to him, but Le did not
tell the others what it was. ¥

In the ditch they found the fire, or, rather, the smoking
ashes of one, and Sexton Blake dropped on his knees besido
it, stirring it with a picce of stick., A slight smile cusled
the corners of his lips, and when he !'nckcd up something
from the ground that the others could not see, that smile
had grown broader. T

“Iound Starlight?” Spearing asked sarcastically.

”iA part of her, my friend,” Secxton Blake answered
coolly.

“Killed and burnt her!’ Spearing gasped, in tones of
1OTror.

Sexton Blake<held out his band, and in the palm of it
was a long grey hair, which curled at the end.

** What part of a horse do you think that dame from?*
he asked.

**Don’t fool !
reader,”

“Or a horse-dealer,”” Sexton Blake replied, “ or you would
know that that hair is from a mane.”

*“They've clipped Starlight’s mane short, so as to disguise
her, sir | Tinker cried excitedly.

“Exactly, my lad!” tha detegtive agreed. “The thieves
halted here, burnt the filly’s clothing, and cuft her mane.
1t is more than likely that they docked her tail, too.”

“Daren’'t move

Spearing snapped. ‘“Not &« thought-
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“ Not much of a dizzuise,”” Bpearing growled, in an un-
believing tone.

Soxton Blake shrugged his shoulders, and turned over the
ashes of the fire again. :

‘Tt is as good a disguise as a horse can have, especialiy
a racer,”” ha answered.

* What next, then?” Spearing jerked.

“To the nearest village, and telephone from there to the
police of everywhere around,” Sexton Blake replied.

Half an hour later the detectives and Tinker entered the
little village of Arrowfield, and Sexton Blake at once hunted
up the nearest telephene, which proved to be at the Star
Hotel, the largest inn in the place. IFor nearly an hour
he was in the box, the telephone number book open before
him, and when he emerged there was a satisfied expression
on his face.

“T think we shall have them,” he said quietly. “I have
*phoned every village within twenty miles, offering a reward
of fifty pounds for news of a grey mare, hough-maned and
short tailed. I think we may as well have another break-
fast: I did not feel much like it earlier.”

There was an eager expression in Sexton Blake's eyes as
he took the telegram from the landlord of the inn.

“ Any answer, sir?”’ the man inguired.

Soxton Blaka tore the euvelope open, read the message
it contained, and smiled.

** How far is Littleworth from bLere?" he asked.

“ Ten miles, sir.”

“Then there is no answer, but you can get a trap ready
for us at once.”

The man left the room, and Sexton Blake tossed the telo-
goam to Spearing. It ran: )

“Two men with grey mare stopped here for food this
morning,—GrEEN, Dragon Hotel, Littlaworth.”

* (ot 'em!” Spearing jerked enthusiastically.

fNot yet,” Soxton Blake answered quietly, “but it's a
trail; and there are few trails to which there are no ends.”

Ten minutes later a trap drove away with the detectives

sand. Tinker, and the old horse between the shafts hustled

along at a pace that he had not known for years, the driver
.urging him on to earn the sovereign that Sexton Blake had
promised him if he sucoeeded in reaching Littleworth inside
the hour.

The money was earned, for it was five minutes under the
hour when the steaming horse was pulled up before the
Dragon Hotel, In the doorway stood an abnormally stout
man, with a face so red, that it scemed to have been recently
painted that colour.

“You Sexton Blake, sir?” he asked, in a wheezing voice,
as the datective alighted from the trap.

“Yesi I have come about the grey mare,” Sexton Blake
answered ; and for all his customary coolness, he could not
keop the cager note out of his voree. ¥ ,

The fat man chuckled and rubbed his hands, as if enjoy-
ing a great jolke,

‘" “How long have Blake
drmanded sharply.

“They ain't gone!” the man answered, with a series of
chuckles that seemed in danger of choking him.  That's
the lark—I gots the fifty!” : e

Spearieg stepped forward exciledly and gripped the grin-
nivg man by the arm, faicly shaking him backwards and
forward.

“0utb with it he jerked. “ Where are they?”

“H-hore!" the fal man panted in between gasps for
breath. I g

Soaxton Blake pulled Bpearing away and confronted the
mwan,

“ What do you mean?” he asked.

The fat man started to chuckle agnin, but stopped hastily
as Spoaring lookad threatening. y

“ They astopped here drinkimg,'"” he answered; “and was
stitl ]{ore when you telephoned.  I've took care they're hera
now,
_ Somothing was too much for the fat man, and this time
ha simply could nol restrain the chuckles.

“ Chcome and see 'em!" Le gurgled.

Sexton Bloke was amazed, and aven his usually immobile
face showed it. That men who had besn clever enough o
steal SBtarlight in the manner thedy had, should make such
fools of thomselves just for the sake of drink, fairly stag-
gared him. He had known criminals do silly things many
a time, but never such a one as this. To have got as far
ns possible bafore the alarm should have been their game.
Why had they not done it? :

** Show me the men!"” he ordered.

 Right you are, sir—this way!" tho fat landlord chuckled.

Waddling along in front of them, the landlord led tha
way to a stable-yard that lay al the side of tho inn, and

thay besn pgone?” Sexton

round the gate of which a group of open-monthed village
loafers were hanging, craning their nocks to 523 inside.

* Make way for the geni what gives rowards for finding
crocks " the fat man chuckled ; and the crowd felt back.

Into the yard went the landlord, and Sexton Blake could
not refrain from smiling as he saw two burly stablemen,
armed with pitchforks, standing guard before the door of
the stable.

“ Popped ‘em in here, gents!” the landlord explained.
‘“This is the guard "—he waved a hugo hand at the two
stablemen—** they gets a quid each if 1 cops the reward ™

**Let them bring the prisoners out,' Sexton Biske
ordered; and Spearing thrust a hand info his pociet and
jinzled the handeuffs.

One of the men with a pitchfork threw the door open.

* Come out o' that—you!™ ha roared.

With surprising readiness the men inside obsyed. Fuerst
came the Shuffler, his cunning face weuaring a look of
righteous indignation, and behind him followed Jerry Long,
whose right eye looked as if it had gol the worst of matiors
in a recent fight. }

“It’'s the man, sir,” Tinker whispered; and Spoaring
stopped forward, the handcuffs ready in his hngers.

* Best come quiet!” he jerked. ““Worsa for you if don't.
Might get hurt, likely—very!™ ' -

Strangely enough, however, the Shuffler did not appear
in the least disturbed. Possibly his pluck came from sfrong
drink, for he was hot entirely steady on his feet, p

“Now then,” he said defiantly ; ** what's the wneanin® o
this 'ere? I lodges an objection, an 'there ain't ne chaace

= o' me payin' forfeit.”

He turned and waved a hand at Jerry Long.

**This is Mr. Long, an’ we wants ter know why we've bin
assaulted an’ kep' prisonors!"

If this was a bluff, it was a mighty good one, and Sexton
Blake's amazement increassd. .

* You are going.to be arrested for stealing a grep Gliy,"”
ha said sternly.

“Stealing?” The word broke from the Shufer almost
in a sob, and he turned and grippad Jorry Long's hand as
if for support. **"Ear 'im, Jerry; arter all these years of
our. 'onest lives they call -us thieves. It's ‘eart-brealun’,
that's what it a!" <

“Think of me poor mother if sha “eard 1L, Jorry Long
answered. ‘‘Don't cut up so, we'll *ave “em for refermation
of character.”

The Shaffer broke away from the grasp of his friend and
faced the detectives defiantly.

** What 'ave we stolen?” he demanded.

YA grey filly!” Spearing jarkad, for he had ool been
moved by this exhibition. . ‘

“The old groy mare?”  The Shuffer laughed hugely.
“*Er what we've "ad and cherished fer fifteen year, and
was goin’ ter try an’ sall, ’causo times is so ‘ard?™
“ Is the mare hero?' Sexton Blake broke in with.

The fat lnndlord, whosa chuckles were fairly doubling him
aip, pointed to snother door of the stable, for he was quito
unable to speak.

" Fetch her out!” Sexton Blake ordered; and one of the
stablemen entered the box.

The aniwal that the man emerged with was cectainly not
Starlight, the thoroughbrod racing filly, the only likeness
batween them being the eolour, 5['his: animal was old, so
ancient, indeed, thai she scarcely seemed abie to deagp ano
leg after the other; one eye was a stone-waller, and ler
ribs were sticking out as if they would burst through their
hide. As for her tail, it was devoid of hairs as a baki
man’s head.

*“There you are,’” the Shufller criad doﬁ;\nﬂy,‘ “hat's
Polly, what ’as bin with us ever since sho was a kitton—
a yearlin’, As kids we played torgether, sharin® cach other's
joy2 an’ eovrers, and now—""

‘hb‘-cxmn Blake stepped forward and gripped the man by

@ nrni, i

* Come with me," he zaid quietir. "I admit @hat {Hus
is not the horse we have lost, Come inte the inn, and we'B
sea if wa can't arrange matters."

The Shuffler fairly besmed, and made a drunkea greab
at the detoctive's hand.

“Now yer speakin'!™ he cried. “Come on, Jorrpi®

“What's the gamo?’ Spearing whispered excitedly, as ha
foltowed behind Sexton Blake and the two men,

“They're not such fools as we thought, thal’s all, the
detective answered, so that the others could not hear,

. Into the hotel went the men, the chuckling landlord lead-
ing the way, and winking at any one of the little parky he
could cateh the ¢ye of.

*What shall T bring you gents?” he manapad o whoess.

“Whisky!” the Shuffler answered rendi!‘yg. " Aa" the
samo fer Jerry--our tastes in drvink is twin-like!
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A minute or so lafer the drinks were on the table, and the
Shufiler, who was cbvicusly very pleatcd with kimeelf, raised
his glass.

*“Ere's luck !’ he gaid.

“ Make the mast of it,” Sexton Blake said in 2 hard voice,
“'it is the last you will taste for some time. I should think
¥ou will get three years—not less!?

The glass dropped from the Shuffler’s hand and splintered
on the floor, and the man suddenly became very sober. His
eyea darted swiftly towards the door, but just in time to sea
Tinlker, who had not geone to the stablés, enter. By the
window stood the burly Spearing, o that retreat was barred
that way, too.

* What—what does this mean?’ the man cried, with a
very poor aftemmpt at bluster.

Sexion Blake seated himself by the table and Iit o cigar.

I means that you have been just a little too clever,’” he
ansyered.

By an cffort the Shuffler pulled himszlf together, but Jerry
Long lcoked thoroughly cowed. -

* Just you tell us what we’ve done!” he snarled.

*“ Sir Charles Moreton's Starlight ha¢ been stolen,” Sexion
IB]a!’.'e answered, “and we can prove that you two stole
herid
_ “How?" the Shuffler managed to ask, but his cunning eyes
tield a frightened look as they turned towards Tinker.

" Precisely,” the detective remarked—'*that boy recog-
niscs you.”

Then all the fight died out of the Shuffler, and he became
ag abject as Jery Long. .

“It’s right, sir,” he whined, ““we've bin on the crook,
sure. But don’t be ’ard on us, it weren't our fault. It was
"Ugh Moreton paid us ter do if, because ’e’s backed Pride
o’ Place, and den’t want the filly ter run.”

| Alad, dressed as a stable-boy, had stepped quietly out of the end box, | 3<¢ar.
| and was now barring the Shuffler’s way to the gate. The tout hesitated
for a second, and then leapt forward, bludgeon in hand,

** Moreton—Sir Charles’s nephew !”” Spearing gasped.

* Yus, that’s the cove what led us into wrong-doin’,”’ the
Shuffler agreed eagerly. *“ We was inncrcent as babés un-
born afore we mer 'im."”

Sexton Blake tock Spearing by the arm and led him aside.
For nearly five minutes he whispered in the worthy official’s
ear, evidently pleading with him to consent to something,

“All right,” Spearing agreed at last.  * Against prin-
ciples, but do it if you think best.”

Sexton Blake turned back to the touts and eyed them
sternly. t

1 am willing to let you go free,” he said quietly,

© What? 'the Shuffler gasped.

*On conditions,” the detective corfocted.

“Do time first, I sunpose,” Jerry Long suggesied de-
jectedly.

Sexton Blake flung the end of his cigar away and lit a
fresh one. Not until he was quite sure that it was burning
to his satisfaction did he speak. and the wailing seemed
to get on the nerves of the two touts,

“ It comes to this,” the detective said at last, “You
know where thic filly is. Well, you give me the information,
and I allow you to go free if you swear to tell no one,
m?}urbng Hugh Moreton, that she has been recovered.

Want it ter ba.a kind ¢’ eurprise fer him?? the Shuffler
suggested, with a knowing look. :

* Precisely,” Soxton Blake agreed.  “Will vou do it?
li{cmem}ber this—if ¥ou break wvour word I \\'il% hunt you
‘I:F:" nh"tn]rcl'i'\g,r{i)‘l“j’r’ long it talkes me, and punish you for steal-

Jerry Long stepped forws and & R e :
du‘t‘ermir}miﬁn \“11; = hif; :\ri nd something like a look of
"Eﬁ’](?(:;;xi'f‘?gx'tillil!‘ wle‘ll go back on yer. sir,)”” he said,

¢ this Moreton over-much, for ‘a'd sell us as
enq}:“:;s a 'oss c:_..[.s a shee.”

. Where is Starlight ! Spearing joiled.

“ Mile back Il:Of‘i{." ﬂxcEf(?;;:[ngilfr‘;g“’idﬂ
large empty ‘ouse with stables at the side,”
the Shuffler answered, * She's quartered
there. We reskoned ter keep ‘er there tiil
the Derby was oxer, then let ’er log=e =0 as
someone could find her,”

alf an hour later the men proved thoir
words by leading the detectives to the
stables in question, and there they found
the missing filly, apparently none the worso
for her experience. And a fow minutes
after that Tinker led her away, Sexton
Blake whispering certain directions that
even Spearing could not overhear,

“We ’ops it now? the Shuffer sug-
gested, in a tone that rather implied a
e uhlt about the datective keeping his
word.,

Sexton Blake nodded, and the two men
Jost no time in hurrying away.

“Chance lost fo punish fwo rogues "
Spearing jerked, staring regretfully after
t5e disappearing: men, and clinking the
handeuffs in his pocket,

“ It is kinder to Sir Charles to let them
ra.”’ Sexton Blake answered thoughtfully.
e would have been bound to prosecute
had the scandal been made public,”

* Good job, too! Spearing snapped.

That evening the London papers had a
good line for their bills, 1t was:

“FAMOUS RACEHORSE STILL

MISSING !
LATEST DETAILS!”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Dozrby Day — Sir Charles is
Anxiouse —Hugh Moreton
Loughs—Starlight Arrives—
The First Win of the Double.

ERBY DAY!

Crawds of people flocking into
Epsom Town by train, brakes
running backwards and forwards
to the course, always with their
full complément of passengers and a few
over, thousands of men and lads tramping
it along the road; coaches, drags, motor-
cars by the score, cyclists in plenty—all
going to see the most popular race of the

The old stagers were thors 1he men who
more or less lived on racncourses and uinde
fools of themseives by backing horses that

R, ¢
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There was a faint rustling sound, and Sir Charles leapt at the bookcase. He gripped the curtain, tearing
| it from the rings, and leaving Hugh Moreton revealed.

{
|
{

very foldom won; but they were far outnumbered by those
who made this one day, Derby Day, the only occasion on
which they visited a raceccurse in the year. This was the
non-betting brigade, who went just for the sport of the
thing, to see the great crowds, join in the fun on the hill,
and watch the sweep of the colours as they dashed round
Tattenham Corner into the home stretch. These were the
men who would be ready to cheer the winner, whatever its
name, whatever the odds—for they would be there for the
{un of the thing, not to gamble.

Old men standing by the wayside, their dim eyes gain-
ing lustre through excitement, nodded their grizzled heads
and said it was *‘loike ter be a record Derby Day. Never
goe sich a crowd. Good luck, sir, an’ thankee!” It cer-
tuinly looked as if they were to be.right, for as the day
wore on the roads leading to the course hecame more con-
ceeted, blocks in the traflic were more and more frequent,
wnd it was really a marvel how the mass of vehicles and
padestrians pushed fheir way on at all.

Along the road boys were selling papers, on the placards
of which was printed:

w18 STARLIGHT IOUND?
WILL, 8HE RUNt”

The disappearance of Sir Charles Moreton’s filly had been
a favourite topic in sporting circles for a week, especially
a8 even now, on the very day of the race, the mystery had
not been cleared up. Bager reporters had interviewed
fullman and Sir Charles, but sll that either of them would
eay wis that she wounld not be seratched, as they hoped
ghie would be able to run. Kven Sexton Blake was inter-
viewed, it having leaked out that he was interested in the
case, but e had refused to give an answer of any kind.

Would she ran? The question was still being asked. Not
that many of the public esred abont it, for in this case

thera was no stable money to follow, and very few believed
that the filly had really beaten the famous Preity Dick in
a trinl over the Dorby distance.

The scene from Tattenham Corner Station was much the

same. Xrom an early hour in the morning trains had beén
arriving one after another, each letting its load loose on
to the Downs to swell the crowd, and the vendors of whelks,

fried fish, and other dclicacies known to the humbler race-
goer, ‘did a roaring business, and dreamed dreams of
putting their earnings on a long-priced winner for the great
race. Even they, although day after day they saw othars
disappointed and ruined, working men gomg home to their
wives minus the week's money, with only the prospect of
pawning some of the furniture in view, believed that they
were bound to be luckier or wiser than the rest.

“ Racccards—racecards wiv pencil chucked in!? The
ory was everywhere, and thousands were eearching the
names and weights and colours for the horse to wilich they
coventually meant to entrusi their monay.

By twelve o'clock the hill opposite the grand stand looked
like a solid mass of poopls, broken here and there by the
rows cf coaches, and tho soiled white of tha tents and
booths.. The latter were having a good time, for the first
race was still cistant; boxing-booths, cocoanut-shies, shoot-
ing galleriea. all doine their share of the business.

Down by the rails the bookmakers were shouting prices
for the Derby itself, but they were doing littie business
yet.  Your cautious race-goer, all-wise where it does not
much matter, likes fo ses the number and jockey of his
hearse up in tho frams before he puts his money on.

Tiven in the grand stand and enclosure, the places of the
priviloged, their patrons scemed to be arriving earlier than
usual, and long before one o'clock both were black with
shining silk hats, broken here and thiere by the grey head-



16 . _ THE

sar of the men who had followed in Lhe foolsteps of
f{o;alty. At one o'clock a great cheer broks out, and the
hoisting of the flag over the grand stand confitmed the re-
part that King Kdward, the most popular sporting king
who has ever lived, had arrived.

Most of the people in the puddock for the first race wera
in the best of spirits; the day was fine, and sport promised
to be good, but there were two ar least who did not share
in the general Lightheartedness.

Sir Charles Moreton, white-faced, his fingers trembling on
his racecard, st by where the horses for the first race
wers being walked ronnd. Not that he saw them, for his
eyes saw beyond. Near him was Hugh Moreton, but he
lhad not spoken to him, though once or twice he had moved
as if he would do so.

Fullman, looking anxious, and not quite as tanned a3
ustal, camo hurrying to where his master stood.

“ Starlight has arrived?” Sir Charleg asked eagerly.

Hugh Moreton overheard, and drew nearer to hear the
answer, his face twifching.

- L
“ Not yet, sir,"" the trainer answered.
“You have seen Sexton Blake?” 1 : i
“ Not for two days” the trainer rveplied bitterly. * He

told me then that there was every hope of the filly
starling.” :

Hugh Moreton langhed. Two days ago he had seen tho
Shufler, and the man—true to his bargain with Sexton
Blalke—ior once—had assured him that lie anfl Jerry Long
held the filly safe, though he had refused to say where.

“¥ou'll have to make Pride of Place your chosen sfter
all, uncle,” Hugh Moreton remarked.

“In five minutes I shall do so, and strike the filly’s
name ont,' Sir Charles answered, in a shaking voice, il
only out of fairness to the public.”

“Can't say that I shall be sorry’’. Hugh Moreion re-
marked, some colonr coming back into his face. * ¥on
know how I backed the colt on what I was=on what T heard,
and I hiaven't been able to hedga a penny.”

Sir Charles turned on his heel, and walked away. The
loss of Starlight was enough withoul enything else, and
Fullman went with him,

The hell clanged for the first race, but neither Sir Charles
nor his trainer madoe any offort to see it. The former ap-
peared o be in a kind of dream, and it was only when' tha
steaming horses returned to the paddock after the race that
he roused himsell

“f am not going to scratch Starlight, Fullman,” he said,
in a low voice.

“ And if I ever find the cur that’s made you do it, I'll—
I'll kill him!” the trainer answered savagely.

Sir Charles turned to go away, but as he did so somedne
touched him ou the arm, and he turned to find hinssclf face
to face with Sexton Blake. g

“hore will be no necessity, Sir Charles,” the detective
guid, with a reassuring smile. *The flly is fit as she can
be. and will run. You had best declare to win with her.

Sir Charles staggered back, his face whiter than ever,
and Fullman gripped him, fearing that he was going to
faint. He quickly recovered himself, however, though his
voice shook badly when he spoke.

“Whera is she?”’ he asked.

“Where she has been for thres days, Sir Charles,”
Zoxton Blake answered. “ Tt wasn't safe to retarn her io
your stables aftec what has happened, and so I have taken
charge of her, without denying the rumour that she was
“still missing.”

Sir Charles gripped the detective’s hand and wrung it.

“ But she can't be fit,”" Fullman objected doubtfully.

“Wait till you see her,” Sexton Blake said. “Dou't
foar: Tinker has given her her gallops, even before the
early touts came out, She's been walked miles every day,
too.”

“For n memsnt longar Sir Chatles stood hesitating, then
he squared his shoulders, ) : ) o

“1 will go and declare to win with Starlight!" he said
firmly. 1 .

When he returned from this task it was fo find Sexton
Blake no longer there, and again fears sspssed him as he
walked nervously about the paddock. These reached their
siteh when the horsea for the great race eommenced to ba
frought in, Pride of Placs, locking fit and well, with them.

“Ii'll be a scandal!” The said
“HSaxion Blake has failed us—no!"

Tinker, leading a grey horse, had entered the paddock,
and in a' second Sir Charles was by Starlight, patting her
ranturously on the neck. y 1

S Chet her clothes off ' Fullman eried excitadly.
870 how she strips,’” v

Pho trainer need have had no fears. The filly strippec
in a8 fine fstile as aholhad ever been in her e, her coab
rlistening like a gray laoke.

% th:‘r‘a her mang and tail?” Sir Charles gasped,

shakily to Fullmann.

“1{ must
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“The loss of them won't stop her winping,” Sexion
Blake mnswered with a smile, as he strolled up in time to
overhear the remark. * I am like you, Sir Charles, a von-
betting man, or I would risk a fortune on her.” ;

Hugh Moreton had also eeen Starlight arrive, and he
stood biting his nails and looking on savagely. He stood fo
win or Jose all, and it scemed as if it was'to ba lose. His
only hope was that the filly was no longer fit, but he could
not blind his cyes to the fact that she looked tuned-up (o
perfection. !

The saddling-bell rang, and the jockeys came trooping
out. Most of them looked nervous, as well they might.
Few of them had ever won the great classio race, and they
knew well enough that to do so would be Lo set a hall-
mark on their carear. .

Jim Creed, a trifle pale, but with his mouth et deter-
minedly, came along with his racing pad over his arm. Flo
had already taken off his overcoat, and the halyed pink
and blue jacket and gold cap sparkled in the sun. I
silence he and Fullman saddled Starlight, and he was given
a leg-up by the trainer. A erowd was round the filly now,
the mystery with regard to her making it a large one, and
more than one good judge of a horse suid that she was
going to have something. to say about the finish of the race.

The paddock gale was open, for the horses to be led oul

for the parade, and Fullmun gave Creed his final instructions.

“Kecp her back, Jim,” he said earnestly, “or she'll race
her legs off before she reaches the straight. Remember har
speed, and make uso of it a couple of furﬁmgs from the past.”

Creed nedded, and Tinker, who had pleaded to bo allowad
to do it, led the grey out into the open. Onee or twice she
reared slightly, but there was no temper in it, nothing buf
fitness and lightheartednoess.

“She'll winl!” Sexton Blake said, with conviction. ** Best
come up on to the stands.™ - G

Sir Charles, Fullman and the detestive made their way to
a good place from which to see. and Hugh Moreton followed,
though he did not go with them. He felt that his doom was
soaled, but he still tricd to hope that Prida of Place woukl
reverse the home running and beat Starlight.

As the horses came past in the canter the roar of the book-
makors was like ihe beating of a heavy ses on Lthe shore.
The King's horse, Kellur, came first, and was rapturously
cheered. Next to him eame a rather weedy bay, full of
speed, but looking as if he had little stamina; then tho
favourite, Stanton; and close behind him Pride of Place,
who moved superbly, a very capable jockey named Fane on
his back. The Lark and Half-n-Chance followed, Starlight
at their heels. The grey scarcely seemed to rise from tho
ground, but burnt it up with gredt, far-veaching strides, Jim
Creed holding her hard. Tast came Snowliall, o powerful
black, the Nameless, and Mountain Dew.

Nine horsas in all. A small field, but one that promised
excitement, for everyone of them had been tried, and their
counections were confident of victory. The odds wera
cramped in consequence, and thoush Staunton was favaurito
for money, there was not much in it, several othars running
him close in the betting. Starlight was quated at aixes,
while Pride of Place, naturally, was amoengst tho rucle,

Now followed the most trying time of all for thoss moat
interested in the horses—the trainers and owners—foe the
weariest time of waiting, when fthe nerve-strings aro
tautened to bursting tension, is when the horses are walking
soberly down the hﬂ , and so round to the hill on which the
starting-gate for the Derby lies.

T'o Sir Charles, whose fingers gripped and ungripped con-
tinually the rail before him, it seemed that the horses huaxl
walked miles, and when he did think that they were all at
the gate, it was only to find that the favourite, Stanton,
was still a long way off, he having stopped to try and buck
his jockey out of the saddle.

“They'ro at the gate,” said Fullman, in an uusteady
voice. **Let's hope that Starlight gets away !’

Every glass was turned fowards the distant starting-gate,
and mare than once a false ery of * They're off " was heard.

Five minutes passed—minutes of agony for Sir Chatlea
Moveton.

“They're off ! There was no mistaking the vell of con-
viction that broke loose this time. and the bell that clanged
out immediately coufitmed it. The great race had atart(.-i%.

Only one horse had been left, and that wus the outsider
of the bunch, the Lark, so uo one bothered about him, but
turned their attentions to-the others, who wets sweeping
along the top of the hill in a bunch.

“Both off ull right,” Fullman cried excitedly, ““and tha
pace is hot enough lo suit even Starlight!™

On swept the field, disappearing b(“nind the Dushes, and
when the horses came into sight again it could boe sean that
the field was already tailed out.

“ Kelhuy leads ™ a bookmaker cried, and otliers saw that
the colours in front were the purple and gold of tha King.

But so far there was nothing in it, and when the horses

Another long complete Tals of SEXTON BLAKE, Dstoctlve, appears In to-day's issue of "The Peuny
Pictorial,’ a Magnzine for man and women, Get a cCOpy now.
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swept round into the Tattenham Corner descent all of them
E‘eﬁe in the running save the Lark, Half-a-Chance, and Snow-

all.

“Creed's halding her well,”” Fullman said, in o low voice.

“Don’t speak!’ Sir Charles panted in answer, and the
trainer understood. He was just as excited, but his tempera-
ment made him feel that he wanted to shout.

Round Tattenham Corner, all in such a bunch that a spill
scemed certain, safely into the struigj'ht, and the time had
arrived when riding counts, when horses begin to ehow
ahead, when the non-stayers tire.

“Pride of Place!” the crowd yelled, as the brown colt
shot ahead clear of the others, and a cry of excitement broke
from Hugh Moreton. He raised his glasses to look, but his
hands shook so badly that he could make out nothing through
them. Sexton Blake saw it, and smiled slightly. He
reckoned that the man was soon going to ba punis ed enough
without being prosecuted for stealing Starlight. 1

Up the straight the Forses came, the jockeys riding with a
vengeance now. Pride of Place still led the way, a clear
Jength out by himscli; then came Kelhur, racing: for his
life without touch of whip; then Stanton, his jockey hug-
ging the rails ready for a rush. Next cume Starlight, Jim
Creed sitting still on her; and, last of all, Nameless and
Mountain Dew, who were obviously beginning to fcel the
.pace.

Another furlong, and every whip ouf, and still Pride of
Place ledd, the others sceming to be unable to cuf him down.

“Pride of Place! Pride of Place!” The bookmakers
wera shouting him home -frantically, for if he won there
would be mighty little taken out of their pockets.

** Kelhar ! dle crowd yelled, as the King's horse camo
with a rush, but was unable to pass the leader.

" He's leaving it too late!” Sir Charles gsped. ;

“« No—loolc 1. The words broke from Fullman like pistol-

\ shots.

Suddenly the shouting had died down; the whole crowd
appeared fo have ceught its breath in amazement, Suddenly
the groy body of Starlight had come up with the leaders,
though a fow seconds ago he had been a clear length behind.

Leading! The harse was a marvel! T e

Creed was riding now, but though he used the whip, it was
only to give Starlight a gentle reminder of what was
expected of her. X A .

“ Starlight!” broke out in a perfect roar. Starlight
w-w-wins !’ A

The groy had come away from her field, and, running
‘straight as a gun-barrel, was racing for the post.

“Sarlight's won !

A areat gasp of emotion broke from Sir Charles Moreton,
and ﬁo had to-grip hard at the rail in front of him to keep

his feect. J

mlSm?]iE.:hL had won right enough, Kelhur being second,
Pride of Place hunting them home for third H]uce.

" “ome down and lead her in, Sir Charles,” Sexton Blake
snid, taking him by the arm. '

Qir Charles raised his head, colour came back to his face,
and he squared his shoulders. -

“Yes, I must go down,” he said; *but you shall come
with me.” ‘ 1 ;

Five minutes later Sir Charles led in his first Derby
.winner, and the crowd cheered, despite the fact that hardly
one of them had backed the filly, for they knew that its
owner was one of the finest and straightest men on the Turf,
Friends crowded round to congratulate him, and the first to
do so was the King.

“1 have been beaten by a good sportsman and a good
horse,’ he said.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

After the Races—The Man who Lost—Hugh
Moreton SecKs Revenge.

LRBY DAY was over, and the crowds on the Downs
wero fast growing less, though the bootha and shies
were sfill doing a roaring business with those who
evidently meant to make an evening of it. But the
hookmalcers had ﬂ]l‘(‘a(]{ packed up their stands and

left rejoicing, for the day hac Been a bad ono for backers,
and so they were going home with their ?oe!cets well lined,
As o matter of fact, that wias no unusual eircumstance for

them, . e e 5

The stands had emptied long s‘mlcu,lt_he King had driven
away through avenues of hig Io_\nrs.u bects, and along the
course, and the road at the back of it; the horscs that had
run in the last race were

heing led to 1lhcir_I uarters.
e 1 ' e still remained
"k, however, & few HEOR 2 8 = d, and
n,n{tl)]utcg]l{t) ':)ﬁflim;vém Sir Charles M()Il}?t?;g' I"",’I{'“:gf mightily
Meased with himself, and boxf_m_]ti“ ,a St-arli*htl:s .wlut}“'!cm
watching Fallman carefully gdjusting SHATHE o
Tinker Ee]ping him,
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“What do you propose to do with her, Mr. Blake?” Sis

harles asked.

“Take her to the statle where she has been all along,
the detective answered. “It belongs to the Crown Inn,
which lies just outside the town.”

“And you?”?

Sexton” Blake raised a hand and touched the back of hia
head gingerly.

“‘ I shall have a few days’ rest,”” he answered. ‘‘I can still
feel the effects of that blow, you know. I would stop and
wateh Starlight, but Fullman and Tinker will be enough.
Besides, there is no reason for anyone to stop her winning
the Oaks.™

Sir Charles’s eyes glistened, but a shadow darkened them
almost immediately, and he looked round to see that no one
was near enough to overhear.

“Who was it stole Starlight, or had her stolen?” he
asked, in a low voice.

A man who had backed Pride of Place to heat her,”
Sexton Blake answered hesitatingly.

“ Hugh?” the old man groancﬁ. “1 thought eo. The
curse of gambling—that makes a man a criminal like that!”
‘‘He has been punished,” Sexton Blake observed. *
know to what an extent he had backed the colt, and he

must be ruined.”

“Ruined?’ Sir Charles turned an anxious face towards
the detective. *‘Is it as bad as that?”

SRS
_For some minutes the old nian stood still, and for the
time being he had forgotten his recent triumph, that he had
atb last accomplished the ambition of a lifetime.

“ Let us go home, Mr. Blake,” he said at last. “I want
1o tn,ljk with you about what to do for my neph—ior this
man. :

Inwardly, Sexton Blake decided that the best thing to do
was to let Hugh Moreton go to the dogs, as he reckeoned
that he was bound to go that way sconcr or later, but he
said nothing.

After giving final instructions to Fullman and Tinker,
Sexton Blake walked with Sir Charles out of the paddock,
and they made their way silently up the course towards
Tattenham Corner Station. All the light of excitement and
pleasure had gone out of Sir Charles Moreton's eyes, and
men who recognised him as he walked along, wondered why
ha looked so downcast after the victory of Starlight. Some
of them wondered whether it was really true that he never
Lad a bet, and whether he had backed Pride of Place, believ-
ing him to be the better horse.

*'Ere you are, Sir Charles!” a vendor of whelks oried
“Only a brown! Ain't much out o’ ver winnings!”

Sexton Blake tossed the man a shilling, but Sir Charles
apparently did not even hear him, but walked straight on
towards tﬁc station.

Suddenly Sexton Blake halted, and looked hard at a man
who was seated on the bank of the road leading up to the
station, He was dressed as a workman, but very neatly and
cleanly, and a carefully-tied handlkerchief was round his
neck.

Ho sat there, his worksworn hands hanging down limply
between his kices, his eyes staring straight ahead. Thero
was something terribly pathetic in the attitude, something
appealing. y 4

W wi[l:l catch you-up, Sir Charles,” Sexton Blake said,
and crossed over to where the man sat. ; 4

Tho man looked up listlessly as the detective Lalted in
front of him. s

4 Lost?? Sexton Blake queried.

The man nodded without speaking.

i LiuGh?Sl \ il 14

“Eyerything!” the man said bitterly. * Not o stiver lelt
to pay me fare home. Hoof it, I _reckon!™

“That won't hurt vou,”’ Sexton Blake said shar lv. T

“Hurt me?? A little animation returned to the mans
face, and he clenched his great right fist and hit at the palm
of Bis left hand. “ Ive walked twice as fur to look for
work, many a time when l{?b’s have bin scarce. Don’t you

ink I” raid o the walk.’ ¥
ﬂlf.“é)fl\?l‘"?é t}ll(,.l.“?“ Sexton Blake :}}:encd; though he could
guess, for he had seen many o case ilce this before,

E v %3 the missus,” the man answered, with a
Al AR ; was cotin’ here

! ver k how I
groan. ‘‘She never knew as ! : !
tor-day. I was goin’ ter mul,c’c money, 1 thought, an hFO
The man laughed harshly.

home ‘an’ chuck it in her l‘ail-
““When I go home now, it'l
an’ that some o’ the sticks mus
grub this week.”

“You fool " Sexton Blake said sharply. _

The workman rose angrily to his feet, his eyes gleaming.

“Fasy | he growled. “It's bad enough fer lose without
havin® it chucked in yer faco by people it ain t_nothin’ fer
do with, If I calls myself names, thet's my business; but I
don’t take it from no one else.”

he to tell her I've bin a fool,
t go if the kids ave to have

: B e . ‘
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The man jerked angrily at his scarf, as if half inclinad to
choke himself.

«** Adyice is more plentiful than help,” he sneered.

“But I do mean to help you,” Sexton Blake said quietly.
¢ How much have you lost?’

“Two pounds,” the man answered sullenly.

Sexton Blake drew two sovereigns from his pocket.

* What will you do if I give you these?’ he asked.

The workman threw up %)is head defiantly. and there was
& look of determination in his eyes.

** o home, sir,” he said ecagerly, ‘fand never zo to a rpce
again—I swear it!” :

hat the man meant what he said was obvious, and the
detective handed the money to him. .

*“Go home,"” he said sternly. * Tell your wife what a fool
¥ou have been, and of the promise you have mads.”

Somefhing very like a sob broke fronr the worliman as he
dropped the coins into his pocket. 5

“T will, sir,” he answefed huskily, “and Heaven blcss
you ™

Sexton Blake turned and hurried after Sir Charles
Moreton, the two of them being just in time to catch the
train for town. It was e silent journey up, for the glamonr
of Starlight’s win no longer held Sir Charles, and all his
thoughts were of his nepheéw whom gambling had turned
into a criminal,

It was eight af night before they arrived at Moreton Hall,
and the groom who met them with the trap was amazed to
see how glum his master looked. He had had a modest sum
on Starlight, and was pretty well as pleased and proud as if
he owned the filly.

Dinner was ready when the Hall was reached, and it was
the butler's turn to be surprised at the glumness of his
master. It was a depressing meal, Sexton Blake, despite his
powers as a conversationalist, belng quite unable to rouse
Sir Charles from the gloom into which he had fallen: and

e was not sorry when the meal was over, and thev adjourned
to the library. The defective lit a cigar, but his host sat
moodily in a chair, answering briefly the remarks put to
lﬁélg, and at ten o'clock he rose and said that he would go to

“I may as well do the same,” Sexton Blake answered.
“Rest will do me a world of good just zow.”

e held out his hand to his host.

“Don't worry, Sir Charles,” he said earnestly. “Hugh
Moreton hias come his cropper, and, who knows, it may
male a new man of him if yvou give him a chance to start
life afresh.”

““He shall have his chance,” Sir Charles answered, in a
shaking voice. “Thank Heaven no ona but we two know
of his disgrace.” )

Up in his bed-room Sexton Blake undressed; but, feeling
thai he could not sleep, ha sat by the open windoy, the copl
_ night air easing his head, which still ached un easantly.

He thonght over the events of the past few days, but felt no
triumph in them, for he, too, was depressed by the thought
of Hugh Moreton, though Le had not the sama sympathy as
8ir Charles for him.

Thinking sent the detective into a doze, which developed
into sleep, and when he awole it was to hear the clock of
the training stables sounding the hour of mitlnight.

“ Time to get to bed,” Sexton Blake muttered: but when
he turned in, it was fo find that sleep would not come 4o
him again. Instead, his head throbbed violently as soon as
he laid it on the pillow, and he decided o get up and have
a cigar.

“Hallo!” he said, as he felt in his-coat. “Where the
dickens has that case gone? Ah, I remember; I must have
left it in the library.” : :

Slipping his dressing-gown on, Sexton Blake opensd the
door of his room quictly, so as to arouse no one else in the
house, and stepped out into the corridor. He found the
stairs with some difficulty in the darkness, and descended
them cautiously until he reached the great hall. Then he
turned to the right to grope his way to the library.

Under the door of the library shone a ray of light. d

Bexton Blake stopped short with a_start. What did the
ligfht- mean? Had burglars broken in? Then he smiled,
telling himself that Sir Charles had been unable to slecp,
too, and had eome down again. Of course, that was the
ex’i)lanufion. !

Che detective’s thin slippers made no sound as he moxad
towards the room, and as the handle of the door turned
easily, he opened it without even making a click.

“You!” Sexton Blake gasped, then stepped into the
room and closed the door b(ﬁnind him.

At the right-hand side of the room lay a safe, an pld-
fashioned affair that Rir Charles had never troublad to re-
place, though he often kept large sums 6f money in it; and
before it knelt Hugh Moreton, a key in his right hand,
whidh he had evidently been trying on the lock.

With an oath, the man rose fo his feet; but the wiidow

of the room was placed close to the door, and he would have

had to pass Sexton Blake to escape that way. That he had

entered by that means was obvious, for it was open wide.

“Quita a surprise visit,"” Sexton Blake observed quietly.
He had no fear of this man, despite the fact that he himself
was unarmed. ‘I fancied that your carcer of crime was
finished.” : A :

Hugh Morefon, his face a dirty-white, licked his dry lips.

‘“What are you going to do?’ he asked, in a husky
whisper, ‘ Give me np,% suppose?”’

It is no more than you deserve,” Sexton Blake answered
coldly.

S Isn't it?” Hugh Moreton said, trying to bluster.
*“ Whose fault is it that I am ruined? My uncle’s. If he'd
have given me the straight tip, I should have made a for-
tune instead of lesing one.” The man’s manner changed,
and his voice was almost whining when he continued: *1I
wanted money to back Starlight for the Oaks. She's a cer-
tainty, and I'd have made all back that I—" .

‘“And 50 you try to rob the man who has always been like
a father.to you."” ‘

Then Hugh Moreton regained something of his courage,
and, with an oath, he leapt towards the window. He was as
big a man as the detective, and he reckoned that he would
be able to fight his way past him and so escape through the
window. i

- Sexton Blake had expected something of this kind, and as
the man camsg within range, his right shot out and caught
him between the eyes. The force of the blow sent him reel-
ing back against a heavy chair, and it fell with a crash to
the ground. Hoe was up on his feet in a second, but the
blc‘m‘w had dazed him and knocked the fight out of him.

Don’t you try that agasin,’® Sexton Blake said coolly, -

“or I'll thrash you before I let you go !’

“Let me go?” Hugh Moreton gasped, in amazement, an
eager expression in his eyes. ¢
2

Yes," the dotective answered.: “* Nothing would please

me better than to get yvou five years' imprisonment, but [
am thinking of your uncle, I shall leb you go, but—e-'"
The sentence broke off shaiply on Sexton Blake’s lips, and
he bent sideways, listening. The sound of a footfall coming
along the hall had reached his ears, and he guessed that Siy
Charles, aroused by the fall of the chair, was coming down.

At all costs he must not let him see Hugh Moreton—he

had had trouble enough already. -

*Quick—behind the curta‘n of the bookecase P’ he ordered,

in a whisper, “ T will give you a chance to escape later,””

Hugh Moreton needed no second bidding, but slipped
behind the heavy curtain that hung before one of the book-
cases with which the walls wore ,Trined. He was none too
soon, .for as the curtain fell in front of him, the door opened,
and Sir Charles, a revolver in his hand, entered.

Sexton Blake was just solecting a cigar from his case,
which had heen lying on the table.

“ What is wrong?’ Sir Charles asked.

“Wrong?" Sexton Blake echoed, looking. beautifully sur-
prised, “I could not sleep, Sir Charles, so came down to
fetch my cigar-case, which I had left here. I am sorry that
L knocked over the chair and disturbed you,” 3

Sir Charles looked relieved, and dropped the revolver into

the pocket of his dressing-gown.

“I thought it might bo burglars,” he said. “There is a
latge sum of money in that safe, and—-""

Sir Charles stopped, his eyes fixed on the floor nt a spob
near the sife, Sexton Blake looked in that direcfion, fao
and noticed something that he had not seen bofors, /

Just in front of the safe lay a soff green felt hat.

With' a quick moyement, he stepped forward: buf Sip
Charles was before him, snafching it up and looking into it.

“Hugh’s!" he guspc(‘] wildly. ““ What has he been doing
here?™ ;

'.‘_{KH—-—” Slengou‘2 Bl&uke began.

“ Where is he?” Sir Charles cried. * Ther was reg
for the upsetting of the chair. Where is he? Ie suy." sk

Thera was a faint rustle, and Sir Charles leapt at tho
bookease. He gripped the curtain in both hands, tearing it
from the rings, and leaving Hugh Moreton revealed.

Far a moment the two men faced each other, the old, and
the young, then Sir Charles leapt fiercely at his nephew’s
throat, showing a marvellous strength for a man of his Yoars,
Back he pulled him, tripped, and went to the floor.

Sexton Blake sprang forward, dragging the men apart,
and helping Sir Charles to his feet. The latter stood
trembling, his burst of fury over.

“Go!" he eried, in a shaking voice, pulling his revolver
from his pocket. ““ (o, before I forget that you are of my
flesh and blood "

Hugh Moreton hurried towards the door, but the revolyer
covered him and held him back.

“By the way you came—the window—you thief!? Siy
Charles cried.
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Hugh Moreton lost no time in obeying, but with one leg
ecross the window-sill he paused.

“You have ruined me,” he snarled, “and I shall not
forget !’

Sir Charles's anger blazed out again, and he levelled his
revolver, but only to have i wrenched from his hand by
Sexton Blake. The loss of the weapon seemed to kill his
anger. 2 i

““Help me upstairs,” he said, in a shaking voice.
etand no more 1™

“T can

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Hugh Moreton Followed—The Purchase of
a Revolver.

OR half an hour Sexton Blake stopped with Sir
Charles in ‘his room, but at the end of that time he

rose.
““Stay with me,” the old man pleaded. “ Why

need vou go?” :
Sexton Blake knew well enough, yet he hesitated to fell
Sir Charles.

“Well, I have,” the detective said sharply. “I under-
took to see that Starlight should go fit to the post, and T
am going to keap my bargain.”

Sir Charles shrugged his shoulders wearily.

* As yvou will,” he answered. ‘* But remember this, at all
costs this villain of a nephew of mine must not be exposed.”

Sexton Blake shrugged his shoulders in turn.

“T cannot agrea with you there, Sir Charles,’’ he said:
“But your wish shall be law. Besides, some day, a man of
that kind is bound to fall into the hands of the police.”

“T will wait for that day,” Sir Charles answered, with

determination. My hand shall not be the one to give
him up.”
= « ¥ L3 « . . = -

Once out of the window Hugh Moreton hurried across tha
grounds, with which he was so familiar, as rapidly as any
common thief would have deone, His heart was in his
mouth still, for he feared that Sir Charles might repent of
having let him go. But by the timne he had reached the
road some of his fear had left him, and he thought of his
last words to the old man.

The animal that the man emerged with was so ancient that she scarcely seemed able to stand,

l_________

“You think that I-IIugh_u:i!l do eomething desperate?? the
d, in a low \'OE(‘O-

o](lll in.'fx:)u;h}f;( Staclights quxt_?nbnlalicc nnswc:ed,!renliaing

e ! thing for it' but to own to the truth.

that there was nobiing by now where she is stnb!ed,rl::.n]d

i -1 Moreton knows 3 "
inli‘i‘;’]imﬁ?l:md gtate he may meke an attempt to injure

her.” . -
T t arles gasped.
a Hg df:;: n&):f ,!ﬂ,ds i; C;;Urd deal already,” Bexton Blake

] vould have revenge, and wh
o “ Ta gaid that he you 7 - VAt
gﬁ?c"\rm\?g&' b:lg[ﬂe&(lllfdge"d”g ipt H{? \lfli‘t?:\?h:ah?itl]}}:?’u SieTa
s o - doubls @yont: NIRRT 3 :
m‘l'bll:.l(\,»"]asl,s”tgi}‘ Itl.l'lltlf:-‘izes .‘iuswede sadly. "I don’t think I

aave any ambitions now.

“«T meant it!” he muttered fiercely. * T'll have my own
o8 w1 F
baﬁly qiﬁ:::&];gt the mnian walked towards the _si-atmn, not
remiembering until he reached it that there was no train
until eight in the morning., He cursed, and started to
tramp about the roads, for the night was chilly. Later it
came on to rtain, and he. crouched behind a hayrick for
sholter, The man who had moved in eonmeo of the best
society, was as glad of the shelter as a tramp would have
e, £ s, . A
And all the time he crouched under the rick his brain wag
full of thoughts of vengeance. Ha did not think of the
grievous wrong that he had tried to do his uncle, but ouly
of the fact that gambling had cost him a fortune, and for
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that ha blamed the man who had always been so kind to
him, His own folly did not enter his brain. Perhaps it
was too full of thoughts of vengeance for that.

At six in the morning Hugh Moreton left the shelter of
the rick, the rain having stopped, and hurried once more
in the direction of the station. He entered the inn that lay
opposite, much to the amazement of the landlord, who was
Bwieping out the bar.

*“Fine morning for a walk, sir,” the man said respectfully.

“¥es,” Hugh Moreton answered shortly. ““Give me a
brandy, I'm cold.”

The landlord hurried te supply the drinlk, and stared aa
ke saw the other gulp it down. ‘

‘“Same again!” he ordered.

Something was wrong, the landlord teold himselfi. Hugh
Moreton must have had a row with his uncle. They never
had been on the best of terms.

* Fine win of Starlight’s, sir,” he remarked.

“ ¥es,” Hugh Moreton growled, his eyes blazing.

“QOught to have meant a tidy pile for you, sir, if I may
Bay €0, sesing as you saw the trial,’’ the landlord continued
innocently.

Hugh Moreton’s eyes positively locked murder, but he
kept back an angry answer.

** Pretty good,” he managed to say, with a show of
indifference. **That brandy of yours is weak stuff. Give
me another." :

““It’s etronger'n you think for, sir,” the landlord ventured
to remark, as ho obeyed. ‘“P'r'aps you'd like a little brealk-
fast—or are you going back to the Hall for it, sir?’

“No, I'm going to town!” Hugh Moreton snapp=ad.
“Bring me anything you've got.”

Just in time for the first train, Hugh Moreton left the
inn, and when he did so his face was flushed with drink and
excitement. The brandy had roused his numbed brain, and
he no longer sought a way of having vengeance on his

uncle,

He would stop Starlight from winning the double. Thera
should be no uncertainty this time. He would shoot her.

The thought that he might be captured esftep edrrying out
his med intention entered his brain, but it did not &roubla

im. He was ruined, anyway, so what did the future
mafter? Besides, it would give him a certain satisfaction
Lo bring his uncle’s name into such a case. ’

Another carly traveller left by the train for London, but
hhe slipped into it absclutely as it was moving out of the
shation.

Sexton Blake had waited through the night, too, and now
he was following his man.

In London Hugh Moreton did not stop long, and it was
only a liitle after noon that he reached Epsom. The town
was a-busile with excitement, for every day of the Epsom
mecting is litile short of being as popular as Derby lz)uy
and the usually quite streats were overflowing with people.
Perhaps it was the crowds that prevented Hugh Moreton
from noticinz that everywhore he went anothor man
followed. Not that he would have recognised Sexton Blake,
anyway, for the latter had taken the precaution of dis-
guising himself, while in the train, by means of a false
anoustache. :
. At a hotel in the town Hugh Moreton had lunch, though
it might have been said to consist mora of drink than food,
and at the next table eat the disguised detective, placidly
eating a very fair meal.

Then out into the town again, and along the road to the j

Downs just in time for the third race of the day, and still
Hugh Moreton was dogged by Sexton Blake.

T'wo horses Hugh Moreton backed, but only to the extent
of & soversign éach, and then it was with outside book-
makers. Both lost, and, cursing under his breath, hs
wallted back moedily to Epsom Town. Up the principal
street he went, stopping at last outside a pawnbroker's.
Surely he had not got g0 hard up that he weuld have to'sell
anything, Sexton Blaks wondered.

Xﬂer s brief hesitation Hugh Moreton enterad the shop,
and a look of understanding came into the detective’s eves
as he saw a heavy, second%mnd revolver moved from the
window by an assistant.

Was Hugh Moreton going to take a desperate way out
of his troubles? Sexton Blake was convinced that that was
not the case, and that whatever he wanted the weapon for
il was not for the purpese of turning it against himself.

When I-Ith Moreton emergad from the shop he looked
round sharply and guiltily, as if imagining that everyone in
the street had watcied his purchase. His hand was pressed
against the outside of his right-hand pocket, as if {o make
sure that the weapon was still there. Then he hurried
awug, just n trifle unsteadily now, making for the outskirts
of the fown. On the opposite side of the pavement walked
Sexton Blalke, who locked to the life a man who was busy
wasting time, but though he stopped to look in shops hae
never allowed his quarry to get out of sight.

Another long comple:c Tale of SEXTON BLAKE
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In this way the two men left the town, and Sexton Blake
knew that he was right in thinking that Hugh Moreton was
making for the Crown, in the stables of which Starlight was
stabled, resting for the great race that she was to run on
the morrow. That she would win it very few people had
the slightest doubt, for the filly had won the Derby in such
decisive style that it seemed to be any odds on her for the
double event.

It was quite dark, with a threatening of rain in the air,
and out here, outside the town, there were very few people
about. True, tho Crown Inn was full enough, but the

people inside its doors Kept there. So it was that Hugh
Torelon was able to make his way to the back of the stablea
without risk of being observed.

Sexton Blake saw him climb the fenco of the field that
adjoined the stables, and crouched in the shadow of a. wal
and watched him.  He saw the man Jook over the fence,
then turn and enter the inn by the front wagy.

“He's not such a fool as to make the attempt now,"”
Sexton Blake mused; “but he's made quite certain where
Starlight is stabled." -

Into the inn went Hugh Moreton, bub this time Sexton
Blake did not follow him, but remained hidden in the
shadow of the wall.

In the saloon-bar Hugh Moreton quickly became popular,
for what money he hiad left he spent freely, treating anyono
and eversone who would allow him to pay for their drinks.
Nor did he stint himself, as his flushad face and thick speech
testifiad.

** Must've backed Starlight fer the Derby,” the landlord
remarked, with a wink, to a customer. ‘' Wish there waa
more like him about.”

“Can't all ba born in the Lknow,” the other answered
sulkily; for, so far, the Epsom week had been a disastrous
one ’[f)r him.  *I reckon it's the fools who have all the

The landlord suppressed a grin, and looked as solemn as

an owl.
“You've won?' he asked innocently, “Had a good
“ Chaps as funny as you
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“Drop it!" the other snapped.
ought to be stuffed and kept in glass cases.”

‘he landlord grinned, well pleasad with his little joke,
and pulled out his watch.

* Pime, gents,” he cried—“time!”

Drinks were finished hastily, and the inn quickly emptied,
most of the men who had been in its bars hurrying away
towards the town for the night. But one man slippeg round
tho corner of the inn, and stood there in the shadow.

Hugh Moreton was not sober, yet the strong drink had
left his brain clear, and so he hid awey until all the othera
had gone. His resolution was etronger than ever now, and
as soon as the coast was clear he meant to shoot Starlight
and make a bolt for safety. ’

Like many a man of his type, Hugh Moreton could argua
himself into believing anything, and he was quite convinged
that he was a grievously-wronged man. Ho blamed all his
losses, his very downfall, to his uncle, and he felt that ha
had a right to take this chance of yengeance. In his drink-
muddled brain was the notion that such an act would be one
of justice.

The last of the men from the inn wolked off down the
road, but not until his footfalls had entirely died away did
Hugtl Moreton move, Then he slipped unsteadily from the
shadowg, clambered over into the field, and made his way
vound to the back of the stables. At the gate he paused
and listened, heard nothing, and pushed at it with his
shoulder. It opened easily and noiselessly, and he passed in.

Softly he crept across the yard, and he held the heavy
revolver that he had Eu:ehused in his hand.

Whero was Sexton Blake, the man who had sworn to Leep
Starlight safo for to-morrow's race? There was no sign of
him anvwhere, and it scemed that Hugh Mareton was to
accomplish his foul design unchecked,

_The latter already knew where the filly's box was
situated, and he made his way rodfid unhesitatingly to the
sida of the stables, where a small window enabled anyone
to look into the box. )

_ Under this window Hugh Moreton crouched, listening
intently, and he was rewarded by hearing the click of a
hoof and the rustle of straw. Slowly he rose up, until his
head was above the sill of the window, and peered into the
box. There was no light in there, and as the moon was
behind a bank of clouds, there was little to be seon.

But there was enough visible to suit Hugh Moreton. He
eould make out the dim fizure of a horse shrouded in thick
clothing.

Just for a eecond the man hesitated, then the hammer of
the revelver went back with a click, and the hand that held
the weapon waa steadiod on the window-sill.

Crack| The glass of the window ehivered, a groan cama
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if‘r?im inside the box, and Hugh Moreton saw the dark object
all.

That was encugh for the man. Round on his heels he
epun, dashed out through the gateway, and off over the
fields. His heart was beating with exultation, He had had
vengeance at last; but even then he had no desire to

~ captured.

Scarcely had the man run more than a hundred yards
before a light showed in the box, as Sexton Blake entered
with a stable-Jamp in his hasd, With him was Tinker,

On tho floor of the hox lay a heap of clothing, padded
with straw, that had been held in place by a string, In
Tinker's hand was a knife, with which he had cub the string
immediately Hugh Moreton had fired the shot.

“Our littlo echeme has really been quite successful, my
ad,” the delective said, with a smile, examining the hole
that the revolver had bored through the horse-clothing.
;' I t}tin[{ wo need fear nothing more from Mr. Hugh More-
on,’ |

““He ought to be lynched, sir!” the boy answered, with
115 eyes gleaming, . L )

“It would almost be a waste of rope,” his master
answered,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Caks Day—A Bad Debt—Brought to Her
Hnees—A Win that Made His;)cry.th 1
AKS DAY is very different to Derby Day, thoug
it may not nppeynr so to the unobservant. In _tléo
first 'gucc many of tha booths haye been removed,
notably the boxing ones; secondly, ib 18 & E:ore
orderly crowd, for women are always 'thero uI]J md?g(”
It has for many years been lknown as o ics
Day, and with good reason. Well-to-do ﬂho&lmﬁpom rive
their wives to it, artisans who can epare the time bn?g
their womenfolk by the humbler train; whilo . couples
even ‘walk in from the neighbouring towns and vil ag:]B.
QOaks Day is the day for the wives of mcogscf)e{g, atr fie
women enjoy it none the less becanse mhosb o ei? g o
no other race-mecting in the course of tho ycur.,teda ﬁo :
them have their small bets, a.ndairet wildly ctsim nfhl'u
them; but very few of them re ly pOSS:‘SS! ‘eigxﬁ in
fever, which is as well for the homes of Ln zmum nough
money is lost that way by the men, without women
ing their share. s
Dk D o e B 5 Sl
i 1 the previous night hav
A “u:ﬁifra&ffit wnf that ile crowd was well up to the

numbers,

away,
A 1 Hugh Moreton. His

the crowd on the hill was g i
!aé:mf::xg haggard and drawn, and there wero shadows

i t showed plainly that he had not slept
za%ﬁrkthd?ngy_cgrti?hg balieved—Starlight, the filly who had
Been favourite for the great race of the day since ehe had
won the Derby.

ero lknown, he had made no attempt to
glelci ﬂfuttti?utlc; :a.lkcd reevtiejﬁsly about the Downs all night,
.‘hm-r:r;g breakfast at a little village quite five miles away
from the course. He had been unable to obtain a paper
there, and even if ho could have done so, it was scarcely
likely that o report of the killing of Starlight would be
in it n Ty
On the course, however, there were plenty of early editiona
of the eyening papers to be bought, and as Hu h Moreton
opened cne his fingers trembled so badly that he tore the
flimsy paper. The type swam before hia eyes, but even
when ho steadied himself enough to read he could see no
mention of the death or injury of Starlight.
Vet !houl)md ghon it filly fall aftor ho had fired the shot
vh the window.
ul;?«; ought & second paper, only to find.it equally blank,
and to learn that overy impoitant paper gave Starlight as
their “nap’ for the day.
What did it mean? Surely the truth must have leaked
out by now? Why, the bell was already going to clear tho
oourqg for the first race.
“Hugh Moreton crossed to & temporary ealoom, and forti-
“fied himself with a drinl; then e moved along the hill to
ere mosh of tho bookmakers wero gathered, Thay had
;vt;f)gildmcalling the prices &ﬁxt-lt}::elmgkaﬁ "S‘P\‘rﬁ'iul!y as vory
few people n-cro‘pluq ky eno E R ;‘?“‘ ancics agaiust
L o 'Mtilﬁgilf ks eoa g el etorgics
w‘}-th}:;lﬁéoJl‘l:na tho ﬁ(}l‘“n Ben Simmonda was shouting. |
¢ Tour to one—any Ppric got no

p outsiders |
money to-day? Here you ficld )

arc! Five to one the

Oy halll eights Never Minds dens—iio, twolyes
P ]

Glacier 1"

Ben Simmonds was a go0d wkt:f“‘ff:'lf ”gjgl;;&filemmd@t'
who beited out of the ring &% g crossed

over to him.
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“What's the 'oss, sir?” Simmonds asked at once. “Got
ive long prices nowadaya.” '

“How about the Oaks?” Hugh Morcton queried.

He had known for some time that a filly called Blixir
was very much fancied by the small stable who owned her,
and had intended to back her until seeing the performance
of Starlight. Well, that filly was out of the way now, so
he would be able to follow his original faney.

“Two to one on Starlight,” the beokmaker answered,
‘“and a good Prim at that. T reckon it's picking up money,
bar accidents.”

Hugh Moreton started; he could not lLelp it. He wae
amazed that this man did not know of the accident to Star-
light, for his profession was usually very well informed on
such matters.

‘! She's—she’s a starter, then?’> he managed to say.

“Bill,” Simmonds shouted to the bookmaker on ths next
stand, “’ere’s a gent wants to know if Starlight’s a starter.”

‘“Been in the sun,” Bill answered, with a grin. *““Wish
che wasn’t going. 1 booked ker more’n I like now afore
she won the Derhy."”

Ben Simmonds looked  down from his stand at Hugh
Mecreton, and eomething in the latter's manner made hin
look curious.

* What made you think she wasn’t going?™ he asked.

. Hugh Moreton felt very much inclined to run away, feel-
ing :le if his guilt showed on his face, but he stood his
ground.
; “llllhca.rd something aboub an accident to her,” he said
huskily.

‘* Accident be: blowed!” the bookmaker exclaimed.
“ She'll fair eat the race if she don't come down. She’s a
sbq]x:]e”hctl-cr than the rest of ’em, an’ that's puiting it
mild.

Hugh Moreton hesitated. Could he have failed, after all?
he nsked himself. The memory of seeing the filly fall came
back to him, and he laughed eofily, fully conyincing the
bockmaker that either he was mad, or had been drinking.

“Come on!” ho said sharply. ‘‘Is this just afternocn
tea, or do yer want to back anything?”

“What price Elixir?” Moreton asked, pulling himself
together.

*“TPans,”” Simmonds answered promptly.

Hugh Moreton drew two sovereigns from his pocket, and
none but he knew how very little money that left him.

*“To win,” he said shortly.

- “Twenty pound to two,” Simmonds said to his clerk, and
handed o ticket to Mareton. *‘ Wish you luck, sir, but I'd
back Starlight at tens on.”

The horses for the first race—a five furlong scramble—
were just going past to the g)oat, and Hugh Moreton moved
to a good place on the hill from which to see the race. He
fancied a horse for it, but he could not back it without
leaving himself absolutely penniless. Even Sir Charles
could not guess to what straits the loss of Pride of Place
had brou Etu his nephew. . 3

The bell rang, proclaiming the start of the race, the silk
jackets of the jockeys came flashing down the hill in a

unch, n few scconds later they spread out, and the book-
makers rapturously cheered a rank oulsider home, io seo
him score from the favourite by a bare head. Disappointed
backers promptly tore up their betting-tickets, and turned
to their race-cards to find another certainty for the second
Tace.

Hugh Moreton,
him again, began
to the stands of the bookmakers, I
as ho saw that Starlight still figured in the list of runners-
for tho Qaks. A little moro of his elender funds went on
drink, and the spirita restored his confidence.

Tet theso fools wait until the numbers for the great race
went up, thon they would see who was right. Ife laughed.
He ought to know.

to

with the excitement of racing burning in
to feel more at his case. e moyed over
and stood biting his lip

ivht through the time between the first and second race

odléél!gwﬁcre bcglg shouted on Starlight, and people were

taking them freely. The eecond race was run, then cama

the real event of the dmil_ﬂm Qaks.
Tugh Moreton muttered. :

AMinutes that seamed hours to him went by bofora the

men at the number-board started to put up iho rmmma
and jockeye. Hugh Moreton stood with his card and penc

in hi I them off.
m“]ﬁ\lmgé?’ofi‘fxﬁmt?i%s,” he muttered, as t‘l}ehm.mi:ber
went up; “ number m-oé E]lv‘hiut;l ,f;hree, Fly-by-Night; four
an v ; ; six, Starlight 1™ :

'il‘hg\:n:l:x)g thfgﬁo from H.Elgh Moreton in a gasp, n_nd
people round him turned and stared, wondering what waa
the matter, Other numbers went up, bringing the total to
twelve runners in all, but Moreton did not see tham. 1A
mist had come over his eyes; his brain was reeling; he
felt that he should faint 4 ¥ e

Ere, 'old up!" s gruff voice said, and & hand gripped
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Hugh Moreton by the arm. “Too much sun, that's what it
is. Ought ter bring a sunshade with yer.”

Hugh Moreton shook his arm free almost roughly, and
made an effort to control himself.

“T'm all right,” he said; but be was not all right enough
to seo that the good Samaritan had taken his watch, and
was making quickly for a distant part of the crowd.

What had happened? Hugh Moreton asked himself the
question a hundred times, but his brain was in too much
of a whirl for him to be able to find an answer to if. " All
he knew was that he had failed to injure Starlight. Yet
if he could beliave his own eyes he had seen her fall.

The course had already been cleared, and policemen were
chasing the last fow loiterers from it, as the first of the
fillies had been led out for the canter gmst the stands.

Qut they came, each one af the end of a long lunging-rein.
Some walked demurely, as if they had been accustomed to
this kind of thing all their lives; others reared and plunged,
anxious apparently to start the race at once End get it
pver. .

Hugh Moreton made an effort to steady himself, and
when he looked he made out Starlight plainly enough, her
colour being so different to that of the others. Besides, if
he had any «loubts, there were his uncle’s colours to assure
him that he had made no mistake.

Past the stand the fillies went, then back, one affer
another, pulling to get their heads; and as Starlight passed,
& great roar of cheering broke from the stands, for most
of the people there hus seen her win the Derby. Even
those who were interested in other horses cheered, unable to
re-ﬁteéain their enthusiasm for so fine a type of the thorough-
bred.

Starlight was not fo have it all her own way, howerver,
for Freda, belonging to Mr. Sidney Lambert, had been tried
both against good horses and the watch, and both had made
her out to be more than ordinarily smart.

The faith of her connections had pessibly been shaken by
Starlight's Derby performance; but even then they refused
to enferfain the possibility of defeat. Roscite, too, was
fancied, having been kept since a two-year-old specially for
this event. v

About Klixir, the filly that Hugh Moreton had backed,
little was known, and as she came from an unfashionable
stable she was certain to etart at a longish price. The rest
pf the competitors all had some pretensions fo form, bub
none stood out in startling relief from the others.

“Three to one on Starlight! Any price ontsiders!*’ That
was the cry that ﬁc:)undedg everywhere, and good judges of
horses even tock that price after seeing the manner in which
the favourite gallo) past the stand. A few of the very
clever contingent had expected to see signs of staleness after
her Wednesday’s race, but they could not find them when
they saw her.

“Four to one Starlight!”

The tic-tac men in the ring had signalled that the filly
was still being backed, and the odds on her were becoming
even longer.

“Fivo to one agajinst Freda; twelves Elixic!”

The bookies were érying every other horse, continually
lengthening their odds, but they had few takers. A horso
at four to one on was too much to go against, and the
people who did back others to beat if, only did s0 in o
gambling spirit. Their motte was ‘‘ accidents may happen.”

Hugh Moreton heard the cries of the bookies, and knew
that gtarlight was going to start a record favourite, when
only a week or so back a long prico could have been got
about her. He inwardly cursed himself, and also the Shuffler
and Jerry Long for giving him the information about Pride
of Place, though he himself had paid them to get it. x

As he thought of the two men, his eyes gleamed angrily,
for they had led him to bolieve that they had succeeded in
gotting the filly out of the way. He would settle with them
some day. s

As thg horses walked up the hill to the starting-gate
most of the bookmakera had stopped shouting fhe odds.
Starlight was unbackable, and punters would touch nothing
else. Hyen then the race lost none of its intercst, for it is
not offen that racegoers have a chance of seeing such a filly
as Starlight. :

Up in the grand stand stod Sexton Blake, his pglasses
lIevelled, and beside him was Fullman. Sir Charles, entirely
knocked up by the shock of discovering his nephow trying
to burgle his safe, had been unable to leave his bed, &0

ANSWERS

ONE PERNNY,
Hiwvery "Tuoescday:

fi{mt Af the filly won, it would be Fullman who would lead
er in.

f8he’ll do it!"” Sexton Blake said quietly.

“Tf she doesn't, there'll be some groaning!™ the frainer
answered. ‘“I reckon there isn’t a hundred pounds of public
money on all the other runners put together.”

“* Trouble at the post!” Sexton Blake remarked.

‘“ And likely to be!” Fullman answered. ** You can't get
a dozen fillies off in a line without a bit of trouble. What's
that rearing up and refusing to join the others?”

“ Elixir,”” Sexton Blake said, making out the colours
through his glasses. “She’ll kick some of the others, if
they're not careful "

Sexton Blake watched the horses closely, and saw them
gradually brought into line, the starter exercising the utmost
patience.

Straight at last.

COFT

The horses had broken away from the gate, right enough;
but it was not that that forced a cry from Sexton Blake.
“Elixir's crossed the favourite, and brought her down!"
gomeone cried. &
She's

“Only on her knees!
answered.

_As the tapes went up Elixir had swerved right across Star-
light, just as she was jumping off the mark, and bummped
her so severely that she had come to her knees. But Croed
had l;e|pt-hls seat somechow, and recovered her, but at what
o cost |

Fully a dozen lengths now divided Starlight from the rest
of the field. Even %lixir, who had caused the trouble, had
suffered nothing, and was up with the rest. ]

Hugh Moreton saw the accident, and when ha saw the
way Starlight was left he grinned. Ilis one ambition was to
see the filly lose.

“It’s all over,” Fullman groaned up on the stands; “sha
can never make that up !

“Jim Creed evidently isn’'t of your frame of mind!"”
Sexton Blake answered. “ Look, he's going after his ficld,
and he may wear it down!"

Fullman shook his head dejectedly.

‘“Sho might if it was her first race this week,” he said;
“but nof aftor Wednesday !

A strango silence had fallen over the vast crowd. Many
had seon the incident, many who had backed Starlight, and
the distance she was left behind held them dumb. It
wasn't so much the money they would lose, but the thought
that the filly should be robbed of her chance in such a
manner.

Along Fqst the bushes the horses swept at a hot pace,
Freda, BElvira, and Elixir in fhe van, the rest close bohind
them, with Starlight right out by herself behind.

To most it seemed that she had not caught up a foot, but
Sexton Blake, watching cvery stride through his powerful
glasses, was certain that she was -gaining slowly but
surely.

Round the bend now, the horses in the same order, and
others cried out that Starlight was making up ground.

““What if she is?"” Fullman gaid bitterly. ‘‘The effort at
that pace is enough to kill her !"

“I doubt it!" Sexton Blake answered hopefully. “ She’s
made np ground without a touch of the whip, so sho can't
have been forced so very much!”

Down the hill at Tattenham Corner, and round into tho
straight, and the crowd lining the rails began to cheer.

Rosetta had come up with the leaders now, the whole four
of them racing abreast. Fly-by-Night was out of it, and the
same could be said of Daisy Queen and Boulevard.

“Bhe's gaining !"” Sexton Blake cried, and his voice was
shaking with excitement.

Jim Creed know his work well, and despite the way he
had been left, he had not given up hope, knowing, as he
did, the marvellous powers of the filly palpitating under

up again!” another

im.

Wide at Tattenham Corner he took her. causing the know-
alls to groan at what they called his bad riding. But there
was good, sound judgment in it, for it gave him a fold
clear of the other horses, and if he was to win he would need
every bik _Of it

Under himn Starlight was moving like a picce of machinery,
holding well to her nit, and at present she showed not the
sl:g])tcst sign of flagging.

ix lengths had been made up, six or mora; but Jim
Creed knew what the remaining four or five meant, With
any other horse, he would have considered vietory impossible,
but not to Starlight.

_Down the straight tho horses thundered, a cloud of dust
rising from the dry course, and Creed was glad that he had
pulled Starlight right out.

Twa furlongs were covered, and it was not until then that
Cread made his offort. There were few better judges of
pace-riding, and he knew that if ho made his rush too soon
1t would give the others a chance fo catch him again:
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Now! The whip just flicked Starlight’s flanks, and,
almost imperceptibly, ﬂmr great stride lengthened, and she
drew nearer to the field.

“On, lass—on!” Creed cried to her.

And the filly, as if understanding, raced as she had never
raced before.

Nearer and nearcr came the winning-post, and Freda
and Elvira, firing, came back level with Starlight. Only
a length ahead galloped Elixir, her jockey riding her hard
to make sure of victory. He did not notice Starlight as

yet.

‘*Starlight '

The name broke from the crowd in a great roar of
enthusiasm, and Elixir's jockey turned his heug for a second,
and saw the favourite at his horse’s flanks.

It was a race with a yengeance, and only a length to

Eo. -

Would the favourite make up this last half length?

Creed was riding for all he knew now, but on his hands
only. He knew that Starlight was doing her best, that to
use the whip wonld be sheer cruelty. Low on ‘her neck he
crouched, fairly lifting her, and beside him was the red
jacket of Elixir’s jockey.

‘Btarlight 1"

Cread sat up, his efforts leaving him so weak that he felt
as if he would fall out of the saddle, and it was only the
shouting of the crowd that told him he had won. Later he
was to learn that Starlight had just got home from Elixir
by a short head, A fine finish to a remarkable race,

As the horses were led back, Starlight was fairly mobbed
by a cheering crowd anxious to get a glimpse of her at close
guur}crs. Fullman's face was one large smile as ho led

or in.

Sexton Blake was at the telegraph-office, wiring Sir Charles
news of the victory. His message explained the race. It

ran: . -

“Teft n dozen lengths, but won by a short hoad. Best
horse in training.—BLAKE.”

And before the other races were over an answering wire
came to the detective. He smiled as ho road:

“ News has cured me.

lebrate.—MORETON."? down with Fullman to
_celobrate.— N.

Come

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Broke to the World—-Bound for London—
The Threat and What Followed—Flight.

S Hugh Morefon stood on the hill he pulled his

remaining money from his pocket, and counted it,

Eight shillings in all, and where he was to get

more he did not know. His name was already

: on the black-list of people who lent money, and

ho was fully aware that it would be of no use applying
to them any more, -

His uncle?, Hugh Morgton remembered his attempts to
lame or kill Starlight, and guessed that his uncle knew that
he had been behind all the attempts. Under those circum-
shllnco:s, it would hardly be much good applying to him for
help.

He might raise four or five pounds on his watch, ho
decided ; but, when he slipped his fingers into his pocket, he
found that it was gone, and cursed uuder hig broatl‘l. Every-
thing seemed against him now.

The racing for the day was over, and most of the traps
and carringes and coaches had already left the course. On
the hill the crowd was thinning, too, anxious to cateh the
specials back to town, especially as the evening was sottling
in gloomily, with every sign of being wuot. On the Epsom
Downs only a rabbit could find shelter from the rain,

ITugh Moreton sank into a state of dazed indifference,
and followed in the wake of the erowd. True, he had =
dim idea that he was making for Tattenham Corner Station,
but he scon found that he was walking down towards Epsom
Town. He hesitated, then decided that it did not matter,
and went on. He was long a man in a dream, and a bad
dream at that. ¢ 3

All around him was laughter.  Youths and girls were
blowing shrill cardboard trumpets, others were throwing
streamers of paper about, all were enjoying themselves after
their own fashion. What did it matter if that fashion did
happen to be a bit noisy ?

A tooting motor-car nearly ran Hugh Moreton down, but
he never even heard the angry remarks yelled at him when
the chauffeur had to pull up dead.” Ile was bevond taking
notice of anything just now, even the future no longer
troubling him, .

Down in Epsom Town, Hugh Moreton made something of
an effort to pull himself’tngether the wall from the Downs
having cleared his brain o trifle, What should he do? ho
asked himself. o searched his pockets again, but still
found that he hag only eight shillings and a revolver. It
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was the same weapon with which he haa tried to shoot
Starlight, and as his fingers touched it a quick, eager look
leapt into his eyes.

* It is the only way !’ he muttered.

With his head held higher, the man passed through the
busy strects, only stopping once for a stiff drink of brandy,
and for a short distance followed the stream of traflic moving
back towards London, Then he branched off into a quict
ccunfrf road, and walked along it swiftly.

Hugh Morcton had decided to give up the fight. In his
pocket was the revolver that he had bought to kill Sfarhigh't
with. Well, it was going to serve a useful purpose, afier

-all, he told himself bitterly; it was going to take him the.

only way out of his troublas.

Even ‘in this side-road, however, Hugh Moreton found
people, and so he had to hurry farther afield. It did noé
occur to him that he might just as well shoot himself openly.
He was like an animal whe creeps into a haole to die.

Round to the left he went, into a place little more than a
lane, leant his back against a tree, and drew the revolver
from his pocket. He clicked back the chamber to maice
sure that the barrels were loaded; and shivered at sight of
the neat brass ends of the cariridges. Heo noticed the little
darker spot in the centre, ywhere the cap that fired the
(;:}rtridgn lay, and shivered. It looked inexpressibly evil to
1in.

Ah, well, what was th& good of hesitating? There was no
other way.

He raised the weapon slowly, but dropped it again as
footfalls sounded only a short distance away. He hastily
dropped the revolver into his pocket, with something very
like a look of relief on his face, and hurried further down
the lane. Only for a short distance did he hurry, then his
pace dropped to a crawl. Somehow he did not seem to bo
in such a hurry now to find a place where he could quietly
do himself to death.

The end of the lanc was reached, and Hugh Moreton
discovered that it stopped dead at a stile, beyond which
stretched a track leading to a little clump of cottages.

He would finish his life behind the wall of one of them,
he decided, and clambered over the stile and walked slowly
along the track. His hand lay always on the revolver in
his pocket, but the fingers no longer gripped it with
determination.

The cottages were reached, and Hugh Moreton could not
sce a person about. He moved to the back of a shed, and
drew the revolver fram his pocket again, He jerked the
hammer back with his thumb, so that there shonld ba no
pause while the trigger went up and down again. Ho
wanted death to come swiftly.

He looked round. with eves that held a hunted, frightened
look, and raised the weapon. The cold lip of the barrel
touched his forehead, then a cry broke from him, and the
weapon fell to the ground. Hastily he snatched it up, and,
uncocking it, dropped-it into his pocket.

The touch of the stecl against his head Fad told him the
truth—he feared death. and was too much of a coward to
keep to his determination. Sneakingly he went back the
way he had come, reached the main road, where the traffia
was already ‘thinning considerabiy, and slowly made his
way to Epsom Town. Arriving there, he went straight to
the nearest inn and ecalled for drink.

Two hours later he was” still there, and all but two
shillings of the eight had gone.

More than one man who entered the bar of the inn glanced
curiously at the sullen-faced man who sat in a corner drink-
ing by ?ﬁmsolf. but no one cared to speak to him; and at
nine o'clock he-rose and made his way, a trifle unsteadily,
towards 'the station But in the booking-office he received
a shock. ~ He had not cnough meney to carry himn fo Loudan.

A train was already in the platform, but there were very
few people in it, the majority of the racegoers having
returned to town long since,

The determination to reach London ‘somchow ecleared
Hugh Moreton’s brain, and he was able to think. He saw
the guard raise his flag, and the train started to move, At
the same moment the man who had been taking tickets
éoamgc-ll away from the gate, imagining his work to be

one.

That was Moreton’s oppoftunity. = Af a run had went
through the gate, wrenched open the door of the nearest
carriage, and fairly tumbled in. He tripped over someone’s
feet, and fell on.to the seat.

:* "Ere, ‘where you comin’ to?’! a hoarse veice growled.

Hugh Moreton gathered himself together, panting, and

" turned in the direction of the voice. Then his Jaw dropped,

and a wild, angry look came inta his eves.

The anly other occupant of the carriage, the mian sitting
opposite him, was the Shuffer, the man who had sold him
who had fooled him over the kidnapping of Starlight. i

It was a very different Shufller, however, to the man Hugh
Moreton had "employed on more than one docasion to do

Next \}w{leak-s Splendid Talo f DRI"K"! A Fascinating Story, specially written to appeal to

1 be entitied:

Headers of all ages. Order nowl



24 THE *UNION

dirty work for him. He was no longer almost in rags, but
in'& very horsey suib, with a check waistcoat that positively
shouted. A diamond pin was in his red scarf, and another
diamond blazed on the little finger of his right hand.
Evidently the Shuffler had struck oil. >

The Shuffier dropped the large cigar that he had been
smoking as he recognised the man who was alone with him
in the carriage, and his face paled. 1

“ Well—well, this ’ere is a pleasant surprise, guv'nor!”
he managed to say, in a shaking voice.

Hugh Moreton's eyes were full of hatred as he looked
ot the man.

“* Yes,'" he said, between his teeth, ‘T wanted to see you."

The Shuffler moved sideways: but if his intention was to
get near fo the alarm, he did not succeed, for Moreton
seated himself there first, and there was an ugly little grin
on his thin lips.

““So you sold me, Shuffler,” he remarked, in a curiously
steady voice.

The Shufiler fumbled with a fresh cigar, and his fingers
shoolc badly as he lit it.

‘“Me!"’ His voice was full of pained surprise.

**¥es, you, you cur!’ Moreton cried savagely, his anger
blazing out.

The Shuffler dropped his hand into the pocket where his
life-preserver lay, for even in the days of his prosperity he
wa3s nof without it, and felt distinctly more at his ease.
Even Moreton's supegior strength would not stand a chance
against a erack from that, he decided,

“Look 'ere,” he growled, ‘““there ain’t no need ter call
n cove 'ard names. Besides''—the man was gaining con-
fidence, and a cunning look had come into his eyes—‘’ow
do you know I let yer down?”

“Starlight started and won!” Hugh Moreton snapped.

‘“ Admifted, guv’nor,” the Shuffler answered; ° but "ow
wa3s I ter answer fer a black-"earted scoundrel like Jerry
Yong?' :

Hugh Moreton laughed harshly, for he knew well enough
that the Shuffler was lying, and that he had sold him. A
gleam of hope entered his drink-muddled brain. This man
had won, that could be seen plainly enough. He must bo
made to hand over some of his gains.

Hyen a weel back Hugh Moreton would have scorned to
talke money from the tout, but he was in such desperato
sfraits now that nothing was too low for him to do.

‘“Anyway, you won!"” he said, in a careless voice, loung-
ing back in his seat.

The Shuffler chuckled, all his confidence returned, and
patted his breast-pocket.

“Not 'alf, guv'nor!” he agreed, with a grin.
all mugs, yer know!” {

Hurgh Moreton examined the tout with his eyes, noting
the narrow shoulders and the thin chest. If it came fto
trouble, ha would be able to beat him easily enough, he
depided.

“Give me a ¢igar,
smaokes.”

“We ain't

” he said quietly, “I am out of
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The Shuffler produced a richly-mounted case, and Hugh
Moreton helped himaelf.

‘*Now, this 'ere is sociable!” the
getting friendly, “‘Suppose you 'as a snack with me when
we géts ter town?"

Hugh Moreton's face clouded angrily, but he recovered
his composure.

“I don't think s0," he answered; ‘I shall have plenty
of money by then."”

$Ho!” The Shuffler laughed, as if highly amused.
#Didn’t come orf so bad, after all, then?” .

Hugh Moreton glanced above his head, to make sure that
he was placed right under the handle of the alarm, and
that the other man could not get to it, and it was his turn
to laugh.

‘“How much have you cleared?” he inquired.

““Jest over a thousand,” the Shuffler answered hastily.
He spoke the truth, for evers halfpenny that Moreton had
given him had gone on Starlight for the double event beforo
the odds.were too cramped by the filly's first win.

“Call it five hundred each,” Hugh Moreton said slowly,
thro“;:pg the mateh with which he had lit his cigar out of
the window. “There is no nced to argue about odd
pounds.’’ ‘

“What?!  The Shuffler allowed the ornamental cigar-
t_:é:;? to fall to the floor of the carriage. **’Ere, come orf
i

“I am not aware that T am on it yet,” Hugh Moroton
answered coolly, ““but that I am going to be I can assure
you. Just you remember this, my friend—you've let me in
for every pennyi I've got"—the man’s voice grew hard and
his eyes flashed—*"while you have won. Well, I can’t shate
my losses with you, curse you, but you can share your gains,
and you are going to.”

A frightened look crept into the Shuffler’s cunning cves,
and he moved further away along the carriage. J

“ Chuck if, guv'nor,"” he whined, ‘“an’ talk 'orse-sensa !’

I am talking "—Hugh Moreton carefully flicked the ash.
from his cigar—*‘ the greatest sense that I have ever talked
in my life.”

“Then you've gone barmy "' the Shuffler enapped.

“ Neither have I gone barmy, us you poetically put it,”
Moreton assured him. *“I simply require money from you,
That should prove my sanity.” 1 3y I,

The Shufflar bubtoned his coat up tightly, and drew ouf -
his lifo-preserver.  The feel of the weapon between his,
fingers seemed to give him confidence. ;

‘“There's yer answer!” he growled.

Hugh Morcton laughed, with a mirth that was not plea-
sant to hear, and quietly pulled out his revolver. /

““I think that settles your anawer,” he aneered. !

The train was whirling on rapidly now, for it was fast
to London, and both men in the comparfment knew that
they could not be interrupted before their destination was
reached unless the alarm-cord was pulled. The knowledgo
frightened the Shuffler, so that perspiration came out in
beads on hw'forg'hcad:_but Hugh Moreton smiled. Never
before in his life had he been so cool and determined.
Before him was a man who had' money, and he was going
to get some of it, by whatever meains, before London. was -
reached. :

$It—it ain't loaded ! the Shuffler tried to bluster.

- Hugh Moreton clicked the revelver open, showed the ends
of the brass cartridges, and clicked it back into place again
before the other could move.

‘' Does that satisfy you?” he asked coldly.

“TIt's—it’s playin’ the gamo low, guy'nor,” the Shuffler
whined, trying fo appear not to be frightencd. *It ain't '
as if I've refused to 'elp yer, either.”

“I didn’t think youn would,"” Hugh Moreton remarked,

with a chuckle,

The Bhuffler drew one banknote from his pocket, and
tossed it across the carriage. Hugh Moreton took it up,
and saw that it was a fiver. He drew out his pocket-book,
sil‘]'lpcd the note into if, and laid it on the seat beside him,.
" ‘L should pay in bigger notes, my friend,” ho said, .
‘otherwise it will take such a time. Quick—fve hundred
to come in all!’ ;

The Bhufler drew another note out, hesitated, then tossed =

it after the first.

*‘That’s better!" Moreton grinned, as he saw that ft was '

a fifty. “1 fancied that vou would see reason.’

Apparently, however, the Shuffler had come to the end
of his reagoning. Ile buttoned his coat tightly again, and
his eyes gleamed savagfly as he gripped the life-preserver.

“You've got all you'll get out o' me!™ he snarled.

Hugh Moreton saw that the man meant what he said, !
but he was none the less determined to wrest the money
from him. TIn his brain formed the idea that he would
get all the thousand, instead of only half of it. 1t would
enable him to ¢lear out of the country, which was too hot
for him noi,
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Shuffler remarked,
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“Suppose T taka it all?’ he
putting his thoughts into words.

But the Shuffler was back against a wall now, and his
fonr had left him.

‘Suppore you try!" he answered coolly.

The life-preserver swung suggestively in the man's hand,
bhut against it was pitted Hugh Moreton’s revolver. The
latter raised the weapon quickly, an angry ery breaking
from him. then hesitated.

Murder! He wanted the money badly, but he shrunk
from .a deed that might pub his neck in a noese. Uncon-
sciously he shuddered, and the barrel of the weapon no
lenger covered the other man.

. The Shufiler laughed, but almoest before the sound had
crossed his lips Hugh Moreton had dropped the revolver
and sprung at him with empty hands. The attack was
sudden and violent, to such a dogree that the life-preserver
was wrenched from the Shuffler’s hand, and he was left to
fight TTugh Moreton on even terms. Lo iy =

The two men grappled round the body, gripping dike
wrestlors, and 1]1:&3!111!Hcr managed to struggle to his feet,
His arms were lockad to his sides, and he fought to get
them free to attack the other’s throat. N -

‘“Swear to give me the money,” Moreton hissed, “aud
1'il let you go!” ¥k, e

**No!" the Shufler sparled, all the fight in bim roused.
He had never been a fighting man, his size and his lamenoss
being against him, but now he folt that nothing would
mduce him to give in, and that he would fight on if it
meant his death,

Backwards and forwards along
pwayed, end the Shuffler forced his arms free and grlp])ec!
the other's throat, but only to have his hands torn away
and to reccive a jarring blow between the eyes. I‘_"l“’ f
wild beast he sprang as he recovered from the shock, and
together he and his opponent went to the floor. fa4%

Not a word was spoken now, neither of the men willing
to waste his breath. Both lnew that the fight was fo be
n long one. Hugh Moreton was astounded at the strength
that his lama antagonist was displaying, and fight though
he would, he could net yvet
. e wanted to stun his man, so &
from him without trouble.

By a mighty effort, usin

between his teoth,

=.’L£t]

get a hold that meant victory.
hnt he'could tale the money

all his remaining strength, the
Shufller. serambled free. of his opponent and leapt to his
fect. Ho glanced round quickly, and leapt stroight to
where the handle of the alarm hung down. - ;

Hugh Moreton saw the movement, and realised that if
the handle were pulled it would mean capture and disgrace,
and at the same moment his cyes foll on the revolver that
lay on the seaf beside him.

The Shuffler’s fingers were already on the handle, and
with o sneering laugh he turned towards Hugh Moreton.

““Wha wins?’ he snarled,

if he had not spoken the Shuffier would have succeeded

in giving the alarm. but  those fow w_qrds provpd his
wndoing. They just gave Elugh Moreton time to raise rthe
cevolver and hro.
; track! A shriek of agony broke out, and when the smoke
from the cartridge floated out through the window, the
Shuffler was lying quite still on the floor, face downwards,
an ug}]y little irickle of blood coming out from bencath
his body. 3

The revolver fell from IMugh Moreton’s hand, and he
staggered back against the door. His eyes started {rom
their sockets, and he tore at his collar as if it choked him.
He suddenly realised what he had done.

Murder! The man moved forward from the deor, stepped
towards the still forw, but drew back with a shudder. He
could not touch him. The bload coming from beneath him
looked so horrible, and he lay so suggostively still. Surely
-3 but o dead man had cver lain in such a way?

DEReRIT to passed, and during that time Hugh Morelen
£EpInt: A l‘f the body as if it held a terrible fascination
stood staring ﬁhl'ﬂi” wag! numbed, paralysed, by the know-
for him, }IIS!_ - that he had done. ““Murder!™ was the
ledge of the thing “to Ty ough kis brain, forcing itself
word that kept Hoating [t all other thoughts and notions
upon his atiention, 'hm“\t“\?'!‘ a man possessed of a know-
into t.iué bu(-kg}rpun(. h}hﬂnd‘ that a thing that would bring
ledga of one thing oniy,
]:in% to the gallows.

: cutting, shakin,
The train rocked and ratiled oyer = o

ugh Moretonad. that.ha siippod (ol Ter SEE S8 Qi
difficalty kept himself from fa lmbf to seat, picking at
n shudder and a gasp ho dropptd
the cloth with his fingers.
s Bhuflec !’ The cry bro did not move.. .
whisper, but the man on the floor Hl by, and instinetively
Then the lights of a station flaghec “Should 1ot be seen,
Hugh Moreton erouched down 0 that he \yizsible fo anyone
though the body would have been I
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Lo from him in an agonised
e :

the—carriage the men -

standing on the platform. Already ihe knowledge of his
awful guilt and its conscquences possessed him,

Hea moved a hand sideways, and it touched the cold barrel
of the rovolver. He snatched the weapon up and thrust
1t into his pocket. Slowly the fumes were clearing from
his brain, and dimly he asked himself what other ruien in
his position had dane.

Escape! Yes, that was it.

The thought of escaping drove the remainder of the
numbness from his brain, and he turned and Idoked out
of the window. Ahecad showed the lights of a station, and
nearer still the red Jight of a signal at danger. In response
to the latter the brakes were already throwing out showers
of sparks fram the wheels of the train.

Now: was the time to escape, afid Hugh Morcton cautiously
opened the door of the carriage and stepped on to the fooi-
board, It swayed under him, making him feel dizzy; and
it seemed to him as he looked down at the ground still
whirling past, that the train must be travelling at a furious
pace. Then he looked into the carriage, and his eyes fell
{ull upon the body of the Shuffier.

With a groan, Moreton swung round sideways and jnmpod

into the darkness, as far away from the frain as possible.
He struck the ground with his feet, pifched forward, and
went rolling down a grassy bank, landing shaken, but other-
wise unhurt, at the bottom of the slope.
. Shaken with fright, Hugh Moreton rose to his feét, just
it time 1o see the tail-lights of the train disappearing. He
watched them keenly, heaving a sigh of relief as they
vanished from sight, {

It would be some time still before London was reached,
he told himself, and by then he would have been able fo
reach Croydon., There he would stop for a few days, and
he remembered that he had left the money on the hody of
the Bhuffler, and cursed under his breath. But, anyway,
he had ffty-five pounds that the man had handed over
Liefore the fight.

He put his hand to the pocket where he kept his cace.
and o great cry of fear broke from hint as he realised that
it wase not there, but left on the seat of the railway carriage.

It would mean proof—proof positive—that he had eom-
ni.tted the murder. :

Down on to the bank Hugh Morefon gank, his brain ewim-
ming again, and buried his face in his hands. Ouly now
did the real awfulness of what he had done oeccur ta him,
because he had left something behind that would identify
him as the murderer. Thoe police would be after him gs soon
as the body was discovered. and then A

With a terrible ery Hugh Moreton leapt to his feel. and
¢tood staring round jufo thg night as if he already heard
s pursuers closing in upon hin. .

Then he stumbled off in the darkness, and ran ou blindly,
rushing inte fences, scrambling through them, to zo on
again. Into ditches he shipped, but ouly to leap out and
rush on.

He wanted to gel away—away from the spot wheve lLe
Lad commitied the murder. Beyond that he knew nething.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Moreton Hall—A Surprise Visit—' Help Me
to Escape!”—Spearing Arrives—Mercy:

IR CHARLES AIORETON sighed as he lit a cigar.

He and Sexton Blake had dined alone this Saturdey

after Starlight’s vietory in the Qaks, and Siz Charles

L certainly had not shown the cheerfulness that might

bave been expected from him under the civgun-

stanees. The deteclive had done his hest to rouse him, but

all to no purpose. He was like a man possessed of a sorraw
that rose above all other. considérations, A

1 am afraid I am poor company for you, Mr, Blake?”
ke said in a low voice.

“Perhaps I' can guess how you fecl,” the ({eteciive

unswered quietly.
. It's Hugh!"  The name broke from Sir Charles almost
in a sob. T know the poor boy's been a bad Jot at times,
but that’s no reason 1 should have let him get into the uess
over Starlight.”

" Is it as bad as that?' Sexton Blake asked, thoush he had
good reason to know that the man was absolutely ruined.
He had no ‘great particular sympathy for hiw, snd would
have had no compungtion in handing him over to the pelice.

" Yes!” Sir Charles said shakily. = All to-day I have
been making inquiries—that is why T went to town—and I
hear that he has been badly hit.”

* What is he doing?’ Rexton Blake asked, though the
matter did not interest him.

**He hax disappearcd.” ol UhA

The lids were raised sharply from his eyes, and there was
an cager light in them.
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THE *'‘UNION

““8urely he would have come to you, if things had been
as bad—"' A 21

A footman eatered the room,
his usually wooden face.

** Mr. Hugh Moreton, Sir Charles,” he said.”

. The old man rose totteringly to his fect, his limbs twitch-
ing, and it was only by an effort that he contrived to speak.

*Show him into the library,” he said.

The door closed behind the footman, and Bir Charles
collapsed into a chair. Sexton Blauke poured brandy into
a glass and held it to his lips, and he recovered somewhat.

_ I must go to him,” he. said falteringly. ‘I must not
forget that be is my dead brother's son. It is my duty to
stand by him whatever he has done.”

“Then I come with you!” Sexton Blake answered frmly.

* You are not fit to be alone:”
_Sir Charles nodded silently in assent, and, leaning on
the deteclive’s arm, walked towards the library. As {hey
entered Hugh Moreton rose from a chair, his hands grippdd
ihe back of it, as if ready to use it as a weapon, His face
was dead-whife, his clothes were muddied from head to foot,
and his collar was gone.

a startled expression on

“Hugh " Sir Charles gasped, the pitinble spectacle bafore

him sceming to restore something of his strength.

But Hugh Moreton was glaring at Sexton Blake, and now
he swung the chair from the floor.

“Yon sha'n't take me without a struggle!” he cried
fiercaly. -

“Take you! What do you mean?’ Sir Charles cried in
amazement.

“Don’t tell me that you don’t understand ! Hugh More-
ton answered, with the leugh of a madman. *Why have
you brought that man here if it is not to arrest me for the
murder of the Shuffler 7
 “Murder!” Sir Charles swayed back-against the detfec-
tive, who kept him from falling. “ You have commitied——
murder?”

Hugh Moreton looked round with eyes full of terror, and

pa‘sﬁed his tongue over his dry lips.
.o I didn’t mean. te do if,” he said in a shaky whisper.
I was desperafe, and he robbed me. He had a thousand
pounds on him. and he wouldn't share with me, though
through him I had lost ten thousand !

‘Go on!” Sexton Blake commanded; in a hard voice. In
that morning’s paper he had seen a repoit concerning the
finding of a wounded man in a carringe of a train from
Epsom, and that Mr. Spearing, of Seotland Yard, was
already following up an important clue. At the time he had
1o reason to connect the crime with Huech Moreton, but
now he understood. There was the man's rage at seeing
the tout who had sold him, the sight of money, and——"

*“T never meant to kill him,” Hugh Moreton wailed again.
“He threatened me, and we fought. He broke loose, and
made for the alarm, and I—T il

“Shot him,” Sexton Blake put in coldly, as the man
hesitated.

Hugh Morefon dropped into the chair,
face in his hands.

Then it was that Sir Charles showed the:stuff of which
he was made. He pulled himself free from Sexton Blake's
support, and faced him.

“Mr. Blake,” be said in a steady voice. * there must have
been times in your ¢arcor when justice had to be put aside.™

“1I have always done what I thouzht right,” the detective
answered simply.

Hugh Moreton- rese {o his feet, and held his hands out
pleadingly.

“Give me enough to get away!"
I never meant to kill him!”

“Bilence I'"" Sir Charles ordered sternly,
to the detective.
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aht] buried his

he gasped, “I swear

and turned again

JACK LIBRARY.”

“* You have helped me loyally,” ho continued, * to achieve
the ambition of life, the accomplishment of which is, after
all, but dust and ashes; and now I want you to do an even
greater thing.”’ ¥ :

“¥Yest” Sexton Blake quericd, though he knew well
enough what it was that the old man was going to ask hin.

“Through my folly, this man has committed a grievous
sin,”” 8ir Charles continued falteringly, ‘' and it must not be
through my hands that he is brought to justice. I must give
him a chance to escape—if you will let me.”

Sexton Blake stood silently considering. He knew that
Hugh Moreton was a blackguard of the worst type. What
good would it do to-bring him to justice? If would mean
tfm dragging of a fino old name through the mud, a scandal
that——

There was a sharp knock on the door, and Sir Charles

placed himself between it and Hugh Moreton just as a foot-
man looked in. ) ’ 2

*“ My. 8pearing, of Scotland Yard, is here,” the man said
in a frightened vaice. v

*“Bhow him into the dining-room,’’ Sir Charles answered
steadily; ‘“and {ell him that I will be with him in a
minufe."”

The servant left, and, as he did so, Huzh Moreton leapt
to his feet, his hunted eyes turned towards tha window.

“ Give me money—quick!” he gasped. “Tf I get away
from here, T will try to leave the country and start a fresh
life abroad. I swear it!" f

Bir Charles turned to Sexton Blake, a world of pleading
in his eyes.

“ Shull he have his chance?” he asked.

““Yes,"” the famous detective answered simply.

Sir Charles dropped on his knees before the safe, and
fairly wrenched it open. He snatched oufs a bundle of
notes and a bag of gold and thrust them into his nephew's
hands. ;

Hugh Morcton stood dazed. But he was not permitted
to do so for long: Sexton Blake gripped him by the
shoulders and thrust him towards the window.

**Go, you fool!” he said sharply. **Make north, don't
"attempt fo ship from any of the southern ports."” iz
Hugh Moreton disagppeared through the window, and

Sexton Blake fastened it behind him. As he turned away,
the door of the room was thrown open, and Spearing, very
red in the foce and excited, dashed in, .

“ Got warrani for arrest of Hugh Moreton I’ he jerked.

Sir Charles Moreton was fighting for his nephew’s life,
and the control that he exercised over himself was remark-
able. 2 i

*“1 beg your pardon, sir,”" he asked, in a cool veice, ** but

- what are you doing here?” !

" Already told you!" the worthy official jerked.

* May I ask what he has done?’* 8ir (,'hnrljcs inquired.

* Attempted murder!” Spearing snapped. * Man nick-
named Shuffler—shot in train froni Epsom, but not killed L

Something between a sob and a sigh broke from Sir
Charles, and he gripped the adge of the table hard.

“T am more tﬁun grieved to hear that,” he said in a low
voice. “'If you think there is any likelihood of—of ftha
accused being here you are at liberty to search the house."

Mr, Bpearing glared, looked from Sir Charles to Sexton
Blake, and back again.

* Will take your word nat here if give it!" he jerked.

Sir Charles bowed in acknowledgment of the compliment.

“You have my word, sir,” he answered quietly, May [
have thé pleasure of offering you any refreshment before
you leave?”

““No!"” 8pearing snapped. **No time to waste. Can’t
have left London, after all, 'Night!” !

Out of the room went Spearing, then the front door hanged.
As the sound rgn('lmd the library, Sir Charles dropped
limply into a chair. )

“Thank Heaven it is not murder!” he whispered.

“And that he may get away and have a fresh start
abroad,” Sexton Blake answered, with his hand on the old
man's shoulder. For five minutes they were like that, thon
Bir Charles sat up, a look of determination in his eyes.

“I had thonght that there was no harm in the way I race,’
he said huskily; *“vot it has hrought about one man’s ruin:
To-morrow I will give orders for all my racehorses to bo
sold ; and should Hugh'get abroad and let me know where
he is, all the proceeds shall go to him.” y

“ And Starlight?”

Just for one moment a ftriumphant look
old man's eyes.

**No, not Starlight!” he said. * I shall always keep her.
It is not her fault that the accomplishment of my ambition

has turned to hitterness.”
as turnec to bitterne A Soleadid Tale of
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NEW READERS SHOULD COMMI%N}QE H:'IERE. :
Sitting by the seashore of the little fishing village o
f'cllillg,gF!‘({,l]k Fenton, a sturdy lad of about _fiftee?, sfes ]1.
boat manned by Nayy men swiftly approaching the ug(.
He realises that it is the dreaded pressgang, und_ rushes
off to warn the male inhabitants of the village, v.l:u‘:nt u:e
tuccessful in hiding {from the King’s men. In his an‘.}n_ ¥ to
warn his friends, however, Frank is himself cupﬁu:a e
The pressgang is under the command of a bu I3ing | oets
gwain’s mate named Gumimel, who treats Frank ]?1'“ }:utf:
wanner. This is alleviated, howuvcr,dlu&érl'ljlt:ifl;mnds ip shown
him b od-natured seaman named i
A ﬁ&lﬁlgguddcnly arises, and Frank is the means of rescu-

i i :ed crew of Frenchmen. e y
,ﬂ{‘}: iﬁf{ﬁ“ﬁq}ﬁﬂu.og ;ar Licutenant Travis is priimn%l the
guarterdeck, waiting for the captaln Lnlnl c::n:gcabr;:g.; il fm::
very much concerned when he hefxrs :p'] Yo aRe i

under Gummel are believed to have perisiy ]

ench Prisoners.
waid Travis gravely. “Perhaps the
something to do \\',x:th their dis-

The !:‘f
“That's bad news!
elorin of last might has
appearanee.’ . 41 4 ;
st oo eslion ARG SR i i
i t. **In either ¢ase we /059 , and at th
el men more than anything.

present moment we need e e e I P b ed
t Ay, we do,” d Mr. Travis, *‘for I'm hanged if

we need boys!’ tdshi hom Lieut Travi

shipman whom Lieutenant Travis
B ‘:‘]1‘ :',hitnl_]‘:_ﬁr!?:xlilgllerm:“de:‘k with the information that a
ad sen h

) . { from the shore.
{‘G'lffi}:;f “ite ::::g ?!ge captain's gig,” ha added, a moment

later. ! fal R B el 1t Eald
; after alll” eried Lientenar aldane,
 Perhaps My lads, ¥ § rard.  ** Yes,” he conti d
e i war shoreward. es," he continue
pringing his Inse to bea i s .

g,-\ nice boatload of fellows they seem to he

:

assente

“dg it 18! i
bringing 1=° in'e gig?? asked Travis impatiently

oy gptain’g gig! ~ RSKEC ravis 1niyg ¥.

i Bﬁt :gi-‘!feg“l‘-nfc criongh.  Still moored sougly io the
Q”ﬂ"-”, replied the second luff.

“ar. . Cartwright, cblige me by firing the stern-gun once
1" bawled Lieutenant Travis.

Bang! A puff of white smoke fled from the stern, and
warled right away over the dancing wavelefs; but, like the
previous signal, this was also passed unnoticed, and tl\u
eaptaif’s gig remained fast to the shore. X

Mr. Travis looked at his chronometer. {

"In ten minutes we shall lose the tide!” he exclaimed.
“¥f we lose it, we lose it. I cannot help it. If the Govern-
mient thinks I'm going to play the rols of nursemaid in my
old age, and look wfter all the little boys it sends to sea, it's
confoundedly mistaken

In the meantime not cene l\qaﬂomlj but twe had put off
from the ghore, and weré nearing the Fearless,

Tach boat was h”“.!n“"_”' """!" 80 that she sank gunwale
deep in the water. 1HEEE could not have been less than
forty in the two bod

“iPhatls something
luntly, as he eurvey®
fiearge, what confoilnl

ts,

m‘-cl:” exduimﬁ_d Mr.
d the opproaching bodts. *“But, by
da“;? sl.rn.rlaglc-lr‘:oklgu? fellows moat of
hem are! Where conil Guiung’ sere Dol than gp s
U “('-omn‘“}mﬁ:.d eipr! said the bl';ll!s;éams mafe n fow
minntes later as he saluted Mr. MMaldane on the main.

1
(i 1 4 ; t v
‘1‘”-‘-50 I éca. T was hoginding to fear that you were not

EcninllE fo return ap all.”
“ 1t were the storm, sir.
Bit

Haldane jubi-

ible bad storm it we
A mrn{i:) be surel™ o
ne compassionately,
1, though, in your
have you brought

. and a awful night we ba’ had.nmn
bPoor fellows ¥ iy My, Haldnn
" You seel to have sucoceded very Ul
miasion: | Tell me, how many volun

i

5 . i

vome; i and a tapyihla difficulty, ¥6 " oent. “One!

:'gne!" Tepeateq Q!Iil;.h"isl‘rzig:\cua, in aoazemen o

Next Week'y g 1 d Tale 6
Wil b3 eptigtads.

Why, you have brought aloul five-and-twenty aloard. What
do you mean, siy? ™

* Twenty-two there he, sir—French prisoners!’

‘i -~ 1 ", 3

French prisoners!” repeated Mr, Travis, who had
descended to the main-deck. ‘“Where have you heen to
take French pritonars?”

Before Gummel could yeply, little Hilton hailed the deck
again,

* Caplain’s gig put off, sir!”

“ Very good,” rveplied Mr. Travis: ‘‘yon can come on
deck. Muster your men and prisoners on ihe main-deck,
Gummel. You may tell vour story to the captain. It may
amuse him,” growled Mr. Travis under his breath, as he
stalked away. 3

Captain Montagu Displays Some Ignorance
and the Goodness of his Heart —The
ShipwrecHed Frenchmen—Frank Reaps
his Reward.

Captain. Montagn mounted on deck in
unlike the uzual forial method of boarding their vessels
prafet-lsccl Uy commanders of a more sober age,

“Here we are,, Mr, Travis! ‘A hitle late, eh? Awfuly
sorry} But, vou gee, the Bath coach was late. and L ex-
peeted several things fo come down by it. Hereihere!
San, be yery careful of that package. Take it down to my
cabin, Now, Mr. Travis, if you please, we will “‘Qigfl
anchaor.”
. There waa something very like a
leutenant's faco, as he replied :

I exceedingly regrot to €ay, sir; that we cannet weigh

a4 manner very

smile of triumph on the

nm:]]:rir. ¢
“Eh—what? Can’t weigh anchor, eh? Stuck. T eu ipose?
What a confounded nuisance! We shall have o m,xf the

cables, then.”

‘‘The fact is, ®ir,” said Mr. Travis, “we cannol w eigh
anchor, Lecause the tide no longer serves. We have niiscd
the ebb, and could never clear the river mouth,™

“THow eame we fo nuse the tide?™ demanded the captain.

“ Waiting for you, eir!” returned the Heutenant imali
ciously,

Captain Montagu was silent.

“It's a confounded nuisarce!™ he. said at lengih. By
George, 3t 15! But 1 suppose thai there i3 a—h'm!
another tide of some kind some titne or other?™

"“Yes, sir, T helieve the fide 15 very regular in these
parts,” said Mr. Travis, with a twinkle 1 his eye.

“T'm glad to hear that. When is the next?”

*The tide will suit us, siv, in, 1 should =ay. about six ov
seven hours.”

* Good gracious! Are vou sure there is not one before?”

By this time all the crew, who were assemnbled on the
main-deck, were sniggering behind their hands,

*There is not one before, sir,” sait My. Travis coldly,
casting, meanwﬂile, a etern, authoritative look towards the
men which quicted their merriment instantly.

“Then I suppose we mi=t grin and bear it. But whao are
these fellowa?™ exclaimed the captain, as for the firsf time
bhe hecame awere of the presence of Gummel’s prisoners.

“*Why, AMlr. Travis, where in the name of goodness did
you ecollect thesa curiosities?”

1 was about to ask Cummel, the boatswain’s mate.
whom wo sent in charge of a boat on impressment duiy,
where he {ound these men, when you came on board, eir.
With rour permission, I will now ask Gummel to give an
dccaunt of hineelf.”

'Certainly ! ' said the captain.

tien Guinmel, looking very ahject, came farward, and
Pullt‘d hia forelock in a humbly respectful manner. In reply
h‘;’qleﬂ fquestions Mr. Travis ymt to him, he briefly narrafed

$ I‘P(-rno.nocs at Pelling, until he came to the storm, when
‘mlﬁ"f‘o:‘}“"ﬂﬁfd, stopped, and finally retreated, to mgke

W, wom"’g, ins, who taok up the thread of the story.

“Owin® great gune, yer worship, s yer warship

1% A Fascinnti
DR‘“ K. mgqr?'oﬂﬂ’h“r written to np!n'eal to

ages. Order now
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is perhaps aweer, and it was as much as we could do to
stand up agen the wind, which was that violent as ye
seldom see in thess parts. and the sea, it was somethin’
‘terrific. But that young'lad who was with us, the volunteer,
which his name is Frank Fenton—which is 2 good name—
he bLends the cable o himself, and ses he, ‘I'll swim fer it.’
€It can't never be donel!’ cries Bill Hardin’. But the lad.
he ses no more, and afore we could lay hold on him he was
in the ragin’ water.

“Nat'rally, me and my mates gives him up for lost,
certain sure; but afore he went off the jetty, the lad, 'e ses
to us, “‘¥e meet me at the ’stremity o' the Devil's Finger—

“beggin’ yver worship’s pardon. So we weighed anchor, and
hore down the jetty, the wind a-howling down on our star-
board side, so it was a mercy we weren't blown out to
seg——

“Cut vour yarn short, my good fellow said the cap-
tain. ‘‘Some of the wind you encountered last night seems
to have been retained in your lungs, aud you are giving us
the bencht of it now. You, I presume, went to this place,
the Devil's Finger, and waited in the bar for your young
friend. Is that not so?” % : 1

“Lotr’ love yer honour, the Dévil's Finger ain’t a public-
house! It's jest a sbretch of sand pointin’ out to sea, like
nothin’ so0 much in life as a thunderin’ great finger. There
we waited, a whole crowd o’ us, for some of the fishermen
had come out o' hidin’ to lend a hand to some ship in dis-
tress. Never for a blessed minute did we 'spect to see the
youngster alive again. But he gained the Finger, arter all,
and the rope he carried wi’ him saved the lives of the crew
o' the vessel that had gone to pieces on the Leeward Rock.”

“ 1t was a French vessel, I presume?” said Mr. Travis,

One of the Frenchmen now came forward, and bowed to
the captain’ of the Fearless ‘and to the assembled  officers:
He was a tall, fine-looking man, with a pair of shoulders
that might have stood the burden of an ox.

“ May it ba permitted zat I speak a few vords?’ he asked,
in very fair English.

The captain bowed in assent, although the Frenchman had
addressed himself to Mr. Travis, thinking, no doubt, that
he was the commander.

‘I am ze captaine of ze barque La Belle Susanne, vhich
vas wreck upon your coast las' night. My name is Jules
Fournier; of age I have tirty-tree. Ve vas bound for zc

rt of Caldis viz a cargo of rhum and spice from ze Vest
ndies, but ze storm it so break out gouvernail—vat you call
helm, ruddair—zat ve become unmanageable, and soon, ma
foi, zo mast, over he go by ze board; zen anozair, and ve
are vizout help.

f“Zen it vas zat we drift upon your shore, and ze petit
garcon, zeé little English boy, he risk himself so that ve are
saved. To him, my crew and I, we owe our lives, ze brave
boy. And so, monsieur, if come about zat ve are your
prisonaires.”

And the French captain concluded with another low bow
to the English commander.

** Well, monsieur,” said Captain Montague, “you have
my sympathy for your great miefortune, and my congratu-
lations for your narrow cscape. I cannot regard you and
your men in the light of prisoners; I consider you rather as

uests, whom an adverse fate has thrown temporarily on our

ospitality. The English Government would not, I feel
sure, wish to take advantage of your misfortune, and I will
s0 far take it upon myself to tell you that you are free, and
that on the first oppertunity I will restore you to your
conntrymen.’

Now, while Jack Tar hates Johnny Crapaud with a
healthy hatred, he yet loves, as he always will, a noble and
generous sentiment like that ubtered by Captain Montagu:
And no sooner were the words out of the captain's lips, than
a hearty cheer went ringing and echoing up to the tops of
the lofty masts of his Majesty’s ship Fearless.

As for the Trench captain, he was profoundly touched,
and the tears started to his eyes as he thanked Captain
Montagu for his humane treatment of himself and his men.

““You are my guest for tho present, Captain Fournier,”
said the young captain. * Your men will be well cared for
forward.  But before I conduct you below, I would like to
gee the lad who was fortunate enough and brave enough to
be of service to you. Gummel, bring forward the boy who
saved the crew of the Belle Susannc.”

Guommel sulkily obeyed. Ile had taken an intonse dislike
to Frank, for a cowardly nature like his was as opposed to
a mature such as Frank's as fire i3 to water, and Gummel
had not forgotten the blow Frank had dealt him. Now,
Franlke was going before the captain, perhaps to receive
some words of kindness and encouragement, or some mark
of fayour that would be goll and wormwood to him
(Gumunel); but the order had to be obeyed.

“ Wanted by the captain!” ssaid Gummel gruffly. “ Come,
hnsry yourseif! Who the blue blazes are you that you
sliould keep the captain waitin’?”

(LA

Frank made no reply, but followed Gummel from the fore-
castle, where he had been put immediately upon boarding
the Fearless. Frank had not yet acquired the sailor’s
method of obeisance, the scrape of the leg and the tug at
the forelock, so he bowed, and by a lucky intuition, he
bowed to the right man, and did not make the mistalke the
French captain had fallen ioto. v

“What is your name?" the captain demanded.

“Frank Fenton, sir.”

The young captain smiled in so kindly a manner that
Frank, who had been trembling with awe, at once took
fresh eourage.

“Do I understand that you willingly volunteered to serve
the King, or were you improssed?’’

. I was a willing volunteer, sir,”” replied Frank, speaking
in a high, clear voice. -

“*Geod'!” said the captain. And he turned lo Mr. Travis,
with whom he had a short conversation in an undertone,

““Yes, sir, you have a right to do so, if you wish,” said
%_Ir. Travis. Then Captain Montagu turned again towards

rank.

‘“Mr. Fenton,” he said, “in recognition of your
courageous act of last night, I have decided fo put you on
my quarter-deck; von shall be rated as midshipman. Mr.
Cox, my third licutenant, will instruct vou in' your duties.
You may go.below to the cockpit and make the acquaintance
of your future messmates.”

Then, taking the French captain’s arm, without giving
Frank the opportunity to stummer his thanlks at this un-
expected slice of good luck, Captein Montagu went below,
followed by a lusty cheer from his men.

Frank, with his new rank on him, went below to the cock-
pit. He was still clad in his accustomed dress—a knitted
blue jersey, a cap of ths same material, and a pair of rough
serge trousers. ardly the style of dress for a midshipman
on board a smart frigate,

The cockpit was screened off by bulkheads, and a small
aparfment was thus formed, which went by the name of the
midshipmen’s quarters.

It was a dark, sparsely-furnished place, reeking most
villainously of oil, and alive with rats and cockroaches. Its
light emanated from a porthole during the daytime, and
from a small swinging oil-lamp in the hours of darkness;
but in both cases the illumination was most inadequate, and
the whole place was in a constant state of twilight. At a
long deal table four young men—or, to speak more
accurately, boys—were scated on as many sea-chests.  They
had a greasy pack of cards, with which thay were playving
some game of chance, the stakes of which comprised a
miscellaneous collection of personal property, such as knives,
brass buttons, books, insignificant articles of jawellery—real
and imifation—aud even a few shirts, well folded-up on tha
table, ready to change ownership if fortune so willed it.

They looked up as Frank entered, conducted by the
pimply-faced surgeon’s assistant, by name Sumpter, who
had been told off for the duty.

‘“Hallo. what's up?"' cried one. “ Who's your mate,
Sumpter?”’ : .

* Mate of vours, not of mine,’ said Sumpter super-
ciliously. *‘This, gentlemen, is your new messmate, Mr.
Frank Something or other, who, having saved a parcel of
Johnny Crapoos from an untimely death, has been rewarded
for his services by being allowed to share this sumptuous
apartmont with you.”

‘‘ That's rather prettily said!” cried one of the midship-
men. “ Let’s have it again, my worthy knight of the pestle
and mortar!”

‘*Shut up,
sittiggion.”’d i

1 should advise you to sit on the rest of the pack a3
well.” said Sumpter, “because old Cox’ll be hea[\'ri.rc;é in
sight in a moment."

The cards were instantly whisked away, and the stakes
swept from the table just as a step was heard outside.

Howaever, it was not their enemy, the third lieutenant but
th~ir messmate Harry Hilton, who entered. /

“I congratulate you, Fenton.” said Hilton, walking
straight up to Frank and holding out his hand. * You de-
serve your luck, and the captain’s a brick to recognise vour
plucky behaviour.” ]

The cordiality of Hilton’s weimnﬁo.. and warm shake of

‘arstairts! That's my Jack of hearts you're

. the hand revived Frank's drooping spirits.

:: Thank you very much,” he said.

I say, 1{1“01},’: interposed the youth who had been ad-
dressed as Carstairs, and who was the son of a wealthy
draper in London, “ you don’t mean to snv that we've got
1o associate with that chap, do you really 7’

(Another grand, long instalment of this thrilling
sea yarn next Friday. Mention Henry St John's
Spiondid new seorial to your chum. He js sure to

want to read it. Plense order next wesk’
advance.) il
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traight, Symmetrical, and Graceful Figure
is ﬁ}?&%’oﬁm af %orr:_'(tt light Exercise. The Sandell-Gray Figure
Trainer is the result of 15 years of close study of thé Human
Frame, and in this unique apparatus is carefully ~
thought out the only true basis from which

GURE TRAINER.

ique Apparatus, Scicﬁtiﬁc in Construction and Movément, for Malking the Body Erect, Graceful.
Un“‘ﬂnd ‘3’ Attaches Direct to User’s Body. §
FOR BOTH SEXES, from Childhood to Old Age.

THE MOST NOTABLE INVENTION IN PHYSICAL APPLIANCES FOR THE LAST FIFTY
PATENTED AND TRADE MARKED s
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No Wall or

IN TEN COUNTRIES.

In spite of wastly increased attention given nowadays to
physical culture, the modern civilised man and woman often
exhibit marked signs of physical deterioration. WIHY ! The first
reason is up to now the absence of any real
intelligent method. The kind of work advoeated

all bodily and organic improvement can be
derived. It has been ascerfained beyond dispute
that the cssence of True Exercise is Bodily
Resistance, a fact which, strange to say, i_mq .
been completely overlooked hy‘thc Leading
Exponents of Physical Culture. Every ounce of
ressstmmc 'creatct]l. by the human body means
5 - shysieal energy.

e Mier of a Sandell-Gray Figure
Trainer creates all his own resistance by bring-
ine his bedy into direct opposition with tl'lt_- ;
apparatus. It beingattached tothe user's
body, it is the most perfect Body Developing
Apparatns extant, and by no other method can
a straight, 5.\-111|u|.'tr|t=l&. n;lrl \\'El‘l::il.'t ﬂ;'rurt,: be
obtained.  The Sandell-Gray  Figure Frainer
attachesby the Feet, _Slumhlew‘ :En(i W aist, and is
:]lcoll!\'[)ll_\'n'i(:&ill.p]ﬂl.'.lllltt‘ﬂ'ilhl)f G00 varieties h‘ul.l-
ingin all parts of the World that complieswith this

so much of late years by “‘strong men” ar
Hweight-lifters,” by whom one is advised to make
supreme efforts to pull a wall down by means of
cords attached thereto, or to indiscriminately
juggle with dumb-bells, clubs, and such-like, is
harmful, excepting perhaps to the ** Sureival af
the fittest.”

With the Sandell-Gray every muscle in
the entire body is correctly and gently exercised
at, one and the same time in different ways by
different. exercises, consequently every separate
movement tends to make the body as @ whole
more physically perfect, supple, and graceful.
The principle of self-attachment, so simple, yet
soseientifically importaiit, is the principal feature
)\ of a series of patents in the prineipal Countries

of the World. y g b

Presented to cvery purchaser of a

Sandell-Gray is a course of selected move-

i stiverequirenient. Afterafew wecks’ use of

L;‘,L!’g‘;{}{l;;{{ﬂumy Figure Trainer you actually appear taller,
When exereising with an appliance attached to

the wall, theamount of bodily resistance ereated is comparatively

emall. o is the wall that gets the most of if.

mentsadapted tohis orher physical needs.  These
movements comprise a period of three months’ instruction, and,
carriedd out with trifling care and patience, will create a really
remarkable and striking improvement in the Carriage, Deportiment,

FOUR DAYS FREE TRIAL.

qhe Price of the Sandell-Gray Figure Trainer is 15s,,
{ogether with 8 months’ course of individual instruction, but ‘tlu:
nmmutuq complete will be sent with a preliminary series of h_mr
Lessons on Four Days' ABSOLUTELY FREE TRIAL to any genuine
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faith. You will be surprised at the benefit you will receive, even in
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and post to us to-day. Applications are attended to in rotation
of rveceipt,
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NOW ON SALE]
Four New Issues of

THE “BOYS" FRIEND" 3" LIBRARY

No. 51 . 53:
EXPELLED FROM HIS SCHOOL. - CHUMS OF WYCLIFFE.

A Grand School Tale, by CHARLES J. MANSFORD, | a Splendid NEW School Story, by JACK NORTH.

No. 52 : No. 54 -

A Thrilling Tale of Romance and Adventure, ) i :
by HENRY ST. JOHN. A Thrilliny NEW Tale of Sexton Blake, Detective,
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