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The Story related throughout by SEXTON BLAKE.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

‘The Mysterious Murder at Arundel
Lodge, South Kensington.

INKER is wholly responsible for this
narrative of events. I wish to make
that quite clear, so that no blame can
be attached to myself.

It camec @xbout in this way:

My cnergltic young assistant, being
troubled with literary aspirations, took pen
and paper, and wrote up :z¢veral adventures
im which he and I played important parts.
The:¢c efforts he termed his *‘ Case-Diary ”’
series; and I must acknowledge that the
young rascal was quite successful in his
scribblings.

But he was not satisfied with that. He
told me, plainly and firmly, that it was a
matter of national importance that I should
take pen and paper also, and set down the
lacts in story-form of some of my most diffi-
cult problems. As he pointed out, I had all
the information ready to hand in my case-
hook—shorthand notes, for the most part—
and the story-writing would be merely child’s
play.

In a foolish moment I listened to him, and
promised that I would think the matter over.
The result, in a nutshell, is this narrative.
In idle hours I have a#hused myself at thc‘
typewriter, and I bave nearly turned Tinker's
hair white by giving him the ‘' copy ™ 7for
correction. I have an idea that he sincerely
regrets ever having mooted the matter—but |
seldom commence a task without finishing it.
As it will be understood, I am adding this
foreword after having written the story. and
‘Tinker assures me that 1 have done {fairly
well—and hopes for. a better result next
time!” -

Whether there will be * next time ’’ re-
mains to be seen; but I fancy there will be
many ‘‘ next txmes." For I have gained quite
a measure of enjoy mcnt in setting down these
facts, and the work is a pleasant form of
ro(:rc.atlon which has come as something of. a
surprise to me. I only hope that those who
rcad these lines will gain a measure of
enjoyment, too.

After lookmg carefully through my case-
.heok, ‘I decided to record the ‘events con-
nectpd with the mysterious affair of the
*“ Crimson Pool,” as I have termed it. And
the opening incident in that case occurred
in the private office of Chief Detective-
Inspector Lennard, at Scotland Yard.

T had dropped in upon Lennard casually
one cvening in order to congratulate him

upon his recent promoti®n to chief-inspector.
He received me with his usual good-nature, for
Lennard is a thoroughly decerft man, blesscd
with a high sense ¢f.humour, and a keen
detective withal.

But he shook his. ‘headowhen I congratu-
latet him,

“I don'tr take any credit, Blake." he said
smilingly. ‘* Naturally, I am delighted with
my promotion—but I'm afraid [ am a thief.
I have won my laurels owing solely to the
help and advice of our mutu2l friend, Mr.
Nelson Lee. He and I have been cmgaged in
very many cases togéther—and I have re-
ceived all the credit “for his good work. To
tell the truth, I feel rather mean.”

‘““What does Lee say about it?"” I smiled.

“ Oh, he told me not to be an ass,” grinned
Lennard. “ I told him I wasn’t comfortable,
and he nearly bad a fight with me. At the
same time, I freely acknowledge that I owe
much of my suceess to Lec—and, if it comes
to that, to you, too—"

“ Come, come!"’ I broke in. *“ If you zo on
at this rate, Lennard, you wiil be c.nllm"
30urself an absolute fool presentl) And
you're not an absolute fool.”

“Just an ordinary fool, I sum)osc?"
chuckled the chief-inspector. ‘' Well, let’s
‘talk about something else. How are you get-
ting on, Blake? You look in the pink, I must
ea) Buey"”

rmt, at afl, ot,her“iee you would not see
me here now,” I replied. '* You sce, Len-
nard, I make no secret of the fact that I
hav::ai only called bccause I have nothing elsc
to do."”

“Quite nice of you!™ chuckled the in-
spector. I was just about to clear off for
the evening, so we may as well stroll out
together—- Oh, hang!™

The telephone—bell was buzzing. and Len-
nard reached out a hand and jerked off the
receiver with ohvious impatience.

‘““ Hallo! Who's that?” he called shortly.
“Yes, this is—— Eh? I'm Chicf-Inspector
Lennard— Kensington? Well, what about
it? A murder, eh? You'd better give me
the address.”

- The inspector pulled a writing-block to-
wards him and jotted down a few lines.

‘““ All right, Mr. Price, I'll come along my-
self. Etpect me there within twenty minutes,
You've got the man, you eay? Hold him
until I get on the spot.

Lennard hung up the receiver, and turned
to me with a rueful countenauce

‘“No home for me to-night,”
‘*Why can’'t people
decent times of the day?

he said.
commit murders at

‘This'll mean the |
upset of all my plans for the evening, and I ' m

probub!y sha'n't get a wink of sleep untll
goodnesz: knows when!”

I smiled.

“You always were 4 ocrumblee. Lennpard,™
I said smoothly. *“As a matter of fact,
you're a3 keen as mustard on a murder case,
but you try to make me believe that you're
discontented. What’s the trouble?” ,

*Sir Hugh Deorrington has been-shot in his
own library,” replied the chief-inspector.
* The Kensington people were rather smart,
for they've got the murderer already. You'll
have to excuse me mow, Blake, bhecause I
shall have to disturb quite a number of good
people.”

He went off, leaving me aloye in lns omce
I could well understand that the ‘ goud
people » were official photographers, draughts-
men, and such-like. In a murder case the
Criminal Investization Department of Scot-
land Yard always undertook certain routine
work to commence with. In the mw»tum-
tion of a murder the first thing was to pin
down all the details. My own methods were
differenty but this was not one of my cases,
and it- was not for me to interfere.

Lennard was never much in favour of play-
ing a lone hand; he preferred to be backed
by the very complete organisation of the
C.L.D. But he was cmnpellul to admit that
a4 lone hand is frequently the best in the
long run. Being an official detective, he
couldn’t adopt such methods.

Within ten minutes a large number of
people were preparing for work, and Lennard

himself reappeared. He entered his office
with his hand extended.
“So longz, old man,” he said crisply.

“ Can’t stop any longer. I'll eee you some
other time. You don’t mind, do you?”
* Not in the least.” I replled snm!mrzh
| He bustled out of his office and I followed
him. An official motor-car was waiting ont-
side, and Lennard jumped into it and waved
his. hand. Before the vehicle commenced
moving, however, I opened the door and
elipped back leisurely on to the comfortable
cushions.
** What the deuce——'' began Leunard.
“PDon’'t mind me.” I said languldly “1'm
"coming along, too.”
“ Well I'm hanged!™” ejaculated the chief-
inspector.
** Look upon me as though I didu't exist,”
I went on, selecting a cigarette from my
case. ‘' Murder cases interest me, Lennard,
and there’ll hs no harm in me dodgmg about.
in the background, I suppose? I'll be good—
I sha’n't interfere!”’
Lennard burst out laughing.
'“Im only too pleased to have- you, -old.
* he exclaimed heartily. * But I thought
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yon wouldn't be interested in any police
affair—or 1 should have asked you along.
Apparently, you don’t need asking!”

** French leave is just as good,”’ I remarked.
“You were very frigal in your information
two minutes ago, Lennard. Sir Hugh Dor-
rimz&ti(l)n.t you said? How was he murdered?”

** Shot.”’

‘“Yes, I know that—bhut how?”

"1 only had a few words with Inspector
Price myself,”” replied Lennard. * It seems
that a masked man hroke one of the windows
and fired point-blank. He was collared by
a sergeant whilst attempting to escape.
Honestly, old man, I don't think you'll find
much to interest you—it's too setraightfor-

ward. You like knotty problems, don't
you?”
“ This may be a knotty problem,” I re-

plied shortly.

‘ Well, there’s no telling,’” agreed the other.
¢ Murder cases are rather tricky to deal
with, and when they look straightforward
they sometimes let you down with a bang.
However, we shall see how things stand pre-
sently.” _

Our destination, it turned out, was Arun-
del Lodge, Bellstone Gardens, South Kensing-
ton. This was the reaidence of the late Sir
Hugh Dorrington, Bart. The baronet, so far
as I could remember, had heen aged. and
I did not know much about him. He had
never entercd public life in any way, although
his name struck me as being slightly familiar
in some connection.

We found the house guarded by a uni-
formed policerman. One or two people were
standing about, idly curious, but there was
no crowd. Bellstone Gardens was a very select
residential thoroughfare, and at this time
in the evening it was pgenerally deserted.
Arundel Lodge was a house standing in its
own grounds, quite a considerable way back
from the road,

There was another policeman on guard at
the front door, and we were at once ad-
mittcd. Inspector Price, of the Kensington
police, greeted us and took us into a rear
apartment—which Lennard immediately ap-
grgpriatml as his headquarters for the time

cing.

““ Rather a bad business, Mr. Lennard,”
said the uniformed inspector. * I've carried
out your instructions, and the prisoner is
waiting in the next room.”

‘““Hlas he made any statement?”

*“ None, except to hotly declare his inno-
cence,"” replied Inspector Price. * But, of
~course, that's absurd. He was caught red-
handed by one of my men—Sergeant Barrett,
Would you care to have a look—""

**Not just yet,” interjected Lennard
briskly. ‘1 want to hear what Barrett has
to sity. He, I understand, made the arrest?"

‘“ Yes.”’

Price left the room. and Lennard paced
up and down thoughtfully. I did not disturb
fim, but occupied a comfortable chair in the
corner, and prepared to listen. Strictly
speaking, I was an intruder, and had abso-
Jutely no right in the house. So\the least

I could do was to keep in the backeground. *

Price brought the sergeant back with him
after a few moments. Barrett was a big,
burly individual with a red face, and he
saluted stiffly.

‘“ Let's -hear your yarn,”” said Lennard,
without ceremony. .

The sergeant cleared his throat.

* There's not much to tell, sir,” he ex-
plained. * I happened to be walkin' down the
Gardens, when I hecard a crash of glass,
There wasn't much in it, but I paused, being
curious-like."”

“ Was there anybody ahout?” _

‘““ No, sir. The street was empty, except
for me."”

* All right. Go on.”

“I was just about to continue my walk,
when I was a bit startled to hear a revolver-
shot, sir,” said the sergeant. <« It seemed to
come from one of the windows of this house,
an' I pushed open the gate, an’ cut across
the lawn towards the front windows. An’
then I saw & man comin’ fowards me. I
didn't wait to ask no questions, but took him
and I didn't make no mistake, sir. He was
masked, and there was a revolver in his hand.
I arrested him, sir!”

““ Quite right,”” said Lennard. * Who is the
fellow?"

“ Quite a toff, sir. Gave the name of Frank
Canning, an’ his manners are those of a
real gent,’”" said Sergeant Barrett. ¢ The
way he carried on was shockin’, sir.”

“ What do you mean—* carried on'?"”

“ Why, he swore that he hadn't fired the
shot, an’ that he was chasin’ the real mur-

derer,” said the gergeant, with a contemp- .

tuous smile. ‘ Of course, that yarn didn't
go down with me, sir. I've never seen a

clearer case than this here one.
wrist was cut——"

“On the glass,
chief-ingpector.

*““Yes, sir.”’ :

“ But look here, why on carth did the man
break the glass?”' went on Lennard. ‘I sup-
pose it was an accident? No man, with
murder in his heart, would be fool enough to
alt{t't.;a“ attention before firing the actual
shot.”’

‘* He couldn’t do nothing else, sir,’”’ said
Barrett. ‘‘ He fired through the French win-
dows, an’ the glass is all coloured and frosted.
He had to smuash a hole in order to get a clear
look into the room.'

‘“ What about the blind?”

*There isn't omne, sir. As soon as he
smashed the glass he was able to eee right
into the room.”

‘** Weil, and what did you do after arrest-
ing the man, Canning?”

‘“I'd already blown my whistle, sir,” and
I handed over the prisoner to Green and
Edwards; they've got himn in another room,”
explained the sergeant. ‘‘The servants were
making a fearful fuss, but I soon made 'em
quiet, an’ had a look into the library.”

“ Well?” .

‘““The old gent was lyin’ on the floor, sir—
shot dead. I at once sent to the police-
station for the inepector and the divisional
surgeon.'’

*“You didn’t touch anything?”’

* No, sir.”

*“ All right. That'll do for the present.”

The sergeant saluted and withdrew. Chief
Detective-Inspector Lennard gnawed his
rfn?lustache, and glanced over at me thought-

ully.

‘“ Not much of a problem, eh, Blake?" he
remarked. ‘‘So far as I can see the case is
straichtforward.” N

“Yet it is rather astonishing, is it not,
that a man should fire a revolver in a public
thoroughfare—for it practically amounted to
that—and that he should make a considerable
noise of smashing glass beforehand?” I
asked. ** Another little point, Lennard, is
worthy of attention. How did the murderer
come to cut his wrist?” .

‘“ Why, on the broken glass——""

“ Exactly. But why?” I persisted. *“It
surely wasn’'t necessary for him to thrust

Oh, an’ his‘

1 suppose?” asked the

his hand inside t¢the opening? Indeed, he.

would have been able to take -much better
aim from outside. I shall be quite interested
to hear a statement from the prisoner—if he
feels inclined to make one.”

‘ The priscner reems inclined to brazen it
out,”” observed Inspector Price.
me a fool to my face, and swore he had
nothing whatever to do with the murder. I
thought I'd better wait until you came, Mr.
Lennard.”

The chief-inspector nodded.

‘“ We'll have a look at the library,”” he
said -briskly. ‘' Yes, you come, too, Blake.
I <hall be glad to hear your vicws.'

I smiled, and followed the pair out of the
room. We passed along the softly carpeted
hall, and entered the library. This was a
large, noble apartment, artistically illu-
minated by many shaded electric lamps. The
furniture was antique and sombre, and nearly
all the walls were lined with superb old book-
cases filled with leather-bound volumes.

Close to the desk lay a huddled-up form,
which I knew to be the remains of Sir Hugh
Dorrington. A rug had been thrown over
the body, but otherwise it had not bcen
touched.

“ Mustn't interfere with anything yet,”
remarked Lennard, looking round. * The
photographers must be given a chance first.
I suppose the divisional .surgeon has pro-
nounced life extinct, Mr. Price?”

‘““ He died on the instant—the bullet went
clean through his heart.”

We made a cursory examination, just lift-
ing up the rug. The dead man had been fully
sixty yeare of age—possibly older. I judged
that he had been of distinguished appear-
ance, and he had worn an iron-grey mous-
tache and beard.

“ That's the . window through which the
shot was fired,”” remarked the police-inspec-
tor. * Being of stained glass, and frosted, a
blind was unnecessary. There's a man on duty
just outside.” .

One glance at the window was sufficient
for me. A jagged hole, only about five inches
across at the widest point, had been smashed
in the glass. One or two sharp pointe pro-
jected upwards from the lower edge, and
these were blood-stained.

Glancing down at the highly polished floor
immediately beneath the window 1 saw a
crimson pool of blood of considerable size—
not merely a splash, but an actual pool, as
though the wounded wrist had been held

‘“ He called

steadily for some little time. Ncar it, and,
in fact, all over the window, were countless
splashes of blood.

‘ He seemed to have gashed his wrist pretty
severely,”” remarked Lennard, eyeing the win-
dow and the floor critically. ‘“ Did you see
the wound, Mr. Price?”

“No, it was bound-up Dby the time I
arrived,” replied the inspector. ‘‘ He had
tivd his handkerchief round it.”

** Was it soaked?” I asked quickly.

“I don't quite understand you, sir.”

“ Had the bhlood from the wound penetrated
to the exterior of the bandage??’ .

‘* Not that I remember,'” replied Inspector
Price.

“H'm! Rather quecer,” I eaid absently. -

““Why is it queer?” asked Lennard.

“ Well, ic must be pretty obvious to you
that the murderer didn't hang his hand
through -the window for very long,” I ve-
plied. ‘‘Yet there is quite a considerable

uantity of blood on the window and on the
oor. That proves one thing. The gash in
his wrist was a eerious one, the blood flow-
ing with great freedom.”

‘ Exactly,” agreed the chief-inspector.

‘““ And yet Inspector Price informs us that
2 mere handkerchief bandage does not even
show a sign of blood,” I continued. *‘The
wound must have ceased bleeding remark-
ably quickly, Lennard. In iy opinion, we
have not learned all by any means. It is
quite likely that a second man was present.”

““Well, I'm not going to theorise,” sald
Lennard bnskliy. **It's fatal. My husinese
is to gather all the facts together—and not
to draw conclusions. If I form a theory,
Blake, I shall find myself endeavouring to
prove that that theory is correct—instead of
getting at the t{ruth.”

I bhad to admit that Lennard's reasoning
was sound. For I am of a similar opinion
myself; it is always as well to keep an open
mind. If I do theorise occasionally, I never
1x'adl(;':;v the practice to interfere with the cold
acts.

*“I wish to ask a favour,” I said slowly.

‘“Go ahead.”

‘““May I take a sample of this blood in the
pool?’’ I asked. * You necdn’t look shocked
—I sha'n’t take the lot. .Just sufficient to
cnable me to make a test. I am rather
interested in blood tests.” -

Lennard readily consented, and I took two
tiny glass tubes from my medicine-caee, and
half filled them with blood from the pool.
Corking them sccurely, I slipped one back
into the medicine-case and handed the other
to my friend.

‘“l don't want it,”” eaid Lennard.
‘“ There'll be men along presently who make
a speciality of this sort of—"’

‘* Never mind them,” I interrupted.
‘“ You take this, Lennard, and pack it away
in your pocket. You saw me take it from
that pool, didn't you?” .

‘“Yes. What of it?”

‘It without doubt,
blood?” ‘ .

t“;’l'“y dear man, what are you getting
at?

*“I have already formed one of the
theories which you are inclined to depre-
cate,” I smiled. ‘‘ Take this sample of blood,
my dear fellow, and Kkeep it until I refer to
the matter again. Don't hand it to the
specialists, who are probably now on their
way. It’s just a littlc matter between you
and [.”

**Oh, all right—anything to please you,”
chuckled Lennard. * You must let me
remark, however, that I don’t know what the
deuce you're driving at.”

I found it necessary to retreat into the
background once more. For it must be re-
membered that I had not been commis-
sioned to look into this case, and I was only
there on the good-natured sufferance of Chiel
Detective-Inspector Lennard.

So far as I could judge, the only people in
the house were scrvants; Sir Hugh had evi-
dently lived alone, and therc were certainly
no other members of his family on hand
at present. The police had Arundel Lodge
practically to themselves.

Lennard had a faculty for quick organisa-
tion. He was an official detective—or,
rather, a chief of detectives. He was in com-
plete charge of this case, and he had com-
menced the work in a businesslike manner.

The first moves in an investigation of &
murd®r mystery were generally automatic.
The original facts had to be established as
quickly as possible. . .

Certain matters had to be investigated by
specialists. ' .

And a considerable number of officials and
other people kept arriving :Ii:t %]run?c\lel Lo;lgc.

. J.—No. 74,

is, the murderer’s
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Flashlight photographs were taken of the
room in which the murder bad been com-
mitted. This had to be done before the
body could be properly examined. _

Finger-print experts closely examined the
window .and other parts of the room, and
scattered their grey or black powder on dif-
ferent objects.

‘Meanwhile draughtsmen were making plans
—accurately to scale—of the room and
practically everything in it.

Personally I was not particularly in-
terested in all this activity. 1 was of the
opinion that too many cooks were inclined

to spoil the broth—in other words, all these .

officials would probably muddle the trail’

rather than otherwise. For,
police had taken a prisoner, my own private
opinion was that there was a great deal yet
to discover.

Lennard set about searcRing the library
after the photographers bhad done their
work, and after the body had been re-
moved from the apartment. ¥ was given an
opportunity of making a closer examination,
and I found that death had been instanta-
neous. The poor old gentlenan had been
shot clean through the heart.

“ By Jovel This is interesting,’”” said the
chief-inspector, beckoning to me.

Before showing me what he was looking
at he gave some orders to two of his subordi-
nates, instructing them to bring a certain
Mrl. Lloyd to the house as quickly as pos-
sible.

Lennard.

present when thie will was drawn up. It was
nrade less than a week ago, Blake.”

** Indeed!"” 1 said mildly.

*““ And it does not improve the position for
Mr. Frank Canning,”” added the inspector
grimly. **1 have alrcady glanced over the
document, Blake, and 1 don’t mind informing
you—in strict confidence, of -<course—that
practically the whole of the old man’s for-
tune goes to Frank Canning.”’ _

* That is quite interesting,’” I remarked.

* Furthermore,”” continued Lennard, his
eyes gleaming, * Frank Canning is the
nephew of 8Sir Hugh Dorrington. Rather
striking, isn't 1t?” )

** Undoubtedly it is striking to learn that
your prisoner.is Bir Hugh’s heir,” 1 agreed.
‘“ But, my dear Lennard, I shouldn’'t advise
you to count-too muech upon it.”

““Man alive, this is evidence—positive
evidence!” exclaimed Lennard, staring at me.
** 1t supplies the motive for the murder, and
it is obvious that Canning committed the
crime.”

*I would not dare to state an opinion,”’
1 said smoothly; *“ but if I did do so, Len-
nard, I should say that it seems altogether
too obvious!”

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Statement of Mr. Frank Canning.
N spite of the evidence, I was far from
I being convinced that Frank Canning was
the murderer of Sir Hugh Dorrington.
There seemed to be a false note some-
where.

On the surface the evidence was over-
whelming, for Canning had been caught abso-
Jutely red-handed. It was not only a fact
that he had been on the spot at the very
moment of the crime, but he had been cap-
tured by Sergeant Barrett with the fatal
revolver in his hand, and with his wrist badiy
gashed. .

In addition, Canning had been masked.
Everything, in fact, pointed to the one incan-
trovertible fact that the young man had
killed Sir Hugh, and that he had been flee-
ing from the scene of his crime. .

Often enough I had investigated cases

where an innocent man had been wrongly
accused, because of circumstantial evidence.
But this evidence was not circumstantial—-
the murderer had been caught within two
minutes of the erime. .
" At least, Canning had been caught. Was
he the murderer? ] had not seen the man
yet, and I could form no opinion as to his
character. But all these faets were too
straightforward—too obvious. As I had told
Lennard, I did not count much upon the
fact that Canning was Sir Hugh’s heir.

I reasoned -the thing out in my mind.

Supposing that Canning had decided to kill
his uncle?. Waould he have come to the house
disguised only in a simple cloth ‘mask? Wouid
he have heen insinc enough to smash a win-

U. J.—No. 774. ’

* It seems that he attended to all!
Sir Hugb’s business, and he evidently was.

although the

dow, creating a great noise, and fire a heavy
revolver through the aperture? It wasn't
good enough--and I wasn't convinced.

A man who plans to murder another man|

does not act as though he had merely come
to deliver a horsewhipping. He takes elabo-
rate precautions. And Canniog had taken
none. He had run towards the street, in-
stead of doubling back into the heavily
wooded garden of Arundel Lodge. Canning
had acted exactly as though he had been
chasing somebody—and he had made that
statement to the sergeant.

Again, suppostug Canning had arranged to'
shoot Sir Hugh for the sake of the fortunc
which would come to him? He would bave
gone to work in & very dfferent manner to
this. It was the sort of crime which is
committed by somebhody driven to a state of
extreme desperation.

And Canning had not been desperate,
according to all accounts, It had already !
been ascertaied that be was in no financial
dificalties; on the contrary, he was in a
very comfortable position, with excellent
prospects, and his friends were ceuntless.
He had lived a quiet, upright life, and was, |
I believe, engaged to be married. '

What earthly reason could he have had for:

murdering his uncle? The prospect of inherlt--

. ing the fortune? 1 hardly thought so. The

matter of the crimson pool was puzzling,
too. That quantity of blood could not have
dripped to the floor in a second, and it was

"The gentleman is a lawyer,” explained.scarcely feasible to suppose that Canning
b d .

bad deliberately held his arm through the
broken glass, for the express purpose of
allowing his wound to bleed on to the floor!
ﬂ'l‘he case was complete; but thére was a
aw. .- - :

I was quite anxious to see Canning, to hear
what- he had to cay, and to examine his
wound. But I had no right to see Canniny,
and I certainly should not presume to inter.
fere with Lennard, friendly as we were,

As it happened, however, an opportunity
so0n came.

Inspector Price announced that the
prisoner was anxious to make a statcment.
He had heen formally warned, but he per-|
sisted. And Lenpnard at once decided to
hear what Canning had to-say. )

‘“1f he tells any lies it will be the worse
for him,” he remwarked grimly. - You'd
better bring him In, Mr. Price.”

We were seated in the apartment which

Lennard had turned into bhis temporary
headquarters. The superintendent of the
Criminal Investigation Department had

already paid a brief visit, but bad departed
after findirg that the chief-inspector had
the case well in hand.

‘*“Just one point,”” I remarked, while we
were waiting. ** Who will succeed to the
title?”

“Oh, a brother, I believe.” .

‘“Then this brother will get the title, but:
no money?’” -

‘“He doesnt need any money, according
to what 1 have heen told,” replicd the chiel-
inspector. ‘' He's a big ironmaster in the
Midlands, I think, with a few odd millions
of his own. 8ir Hugh’s pile would be a
thimbteful to him.’’

I nodded, and decided to verify the matter
for myself. I further learned that the
deceased Sir Hugh’s brother was at present
in America. .

Frank Canning was brought in by Inspector
Price, and I regarded him closely and keenly
—and my first impression was entirely
favourable. Canning was a young man,
with fair, curly hair, and with the stature
of a young giant. He was an excellent .
example of British manhood, and there was:
a frankness about his expression which was
not marred by the dngry glint in his eyes.
He glanced from one to the other of us,
but said nothing.

** Well, my dear young friend, you seem
to have got yourself into a tangle,” said
Lennard gently. * You wish to make a
gtatement, I understand? You fully realise,
of course, that such a statement will be'
taken down, and that it may Le used in |
evidence—"' .

*“I've been told that two or threc times
already,” interrupted Canning impatiently.
*“May I know whom I am addresging?” -

*“ My name is Lennard, and I am a chief-
inspector of Scotland Yard," replied Lennard.
‘ This gentleman iz Mr. Sexton Blake—but
you needn’t take any notice of him. He
isn’t sapposed to be here.”

** Don't mind me at all,”’ 1 added genially.

“ You are treating me rather qucerly,”
said Canning. ‘* You believe that I murdered
my uncle, don't you? And yet you pretend

to be good-nstured—'' -

interjected Lennard. * Please
matter in hand, Mr. Canning.”

“The prisoner nodded.

“ Before making that statement, I'm just
going to say a few words about my position,’”
he exclaimed steadily. I know as well as
you do that I’'m in a tight corner, and I know
that appearances are against me. ] was fool
enough to blunder into the arms of a wooden-
headed police-sergeant, and he, like -a dolt,
was grabbing hold of my collar before 1
could understand what his game was. The
fact that a revolver was in my hand, and
that I was masked, seemed to convince him
that I was the murderer. As a matter of
fact, I was chasing the murderer at that
very moment, and believe I should have
got him if I hadn't been stopped.”’ .

He spoke with some indignation, but Len
nard was quite unmoved. I noticed that
Canning’s right wrist was bound with a
handkerchief, and that several small blood-
stains were showing through the white linen.
But there was no sign of any very serious
wound, such as might have been expected
Ilrom the amount of blood upon the library
oor,

' Please continue, Mr. Canning,” said the
inspector.

*“1 know well enough that you are sneer
ing at me,”’ said the young man. *I'm in a
deuce of a hole, and I'm fully aware of it.
But if you had an ounce of sense you would
know that 1 shouldn’t kill my uncle—'"

‘“*We are not concerned with what you
wouldn't do, Mr. Canning,”” Interrupted
Lennard quietly, ‘‘ We have to deal with
concrete facts. You were discovered upon
these premises In very suspiclous ecircum-
stances, and personally 1 strongly advise you

keep to the

! to reserve any statement until your trial—""

*“1t’s madness!’” shouted Canning angrily.
“Trial! Do you mean to say that I'm
going to be dragged before a judge and jury?

. You s¢em to have taken it for granted that

I am the murderer—and I'll explain where
You are wrong. At the very moment of the
murder 1 was talking to my uncle within
the library.”

** Oh, indeed!"’ exclaimed Lennard. :

“ Yes, indeed!” ehouiéd Canning. ‘You
don’'t believe me, ¥ can see. Sir Hugh and 1
were talking, and I had crossed over to one
of the bookcases in order to take down a
volume. I was reaching for it when oné ot
the windows was smashed, and 1 was ex-
tremely startled to see the barrel of "a
revolver projecting through the jagged bole.
The thing was so sudden that I was taken
aback, but I became alive to the fact that
the revolver was pointing straight at my
uncle. But even as 1 was making a leap
towards the window the trigger was pulled,
and I saw Sir Hugh fall forward.” ' .

‘“Could you be sgeen from outside?”
put ia.
*“No, I don’t think so,” replied Canning.

" ““ The bookcase was on the same wall as the

French windows, and I was  completely
hidden from the man who held the revolver.
But he eoon bccame aware of my presence,
for, although 1 was too late to prevent the
weapon being fired, I secized the man’s wrist
and held it—intending; if possible, to keep
him prisoner until help came.” ,

‘“ But surely the scrvants heard something
of the uproar?’’ suggested the Inspector.

‘“I don’'t know whether the servants did or
not, but I fancy they were in ignorance ot
the whole business,’”” eaid the suspeccted man.
" The library is quite removed from the
gervants’ quarters, and there is a heavy,
baize-covered door in the hall, which shuts
out practically all sound—Sir Hugh was very
particular- about being quiet. As I was
saying, I seized the murderer’s wrist, and
he attempted to free himself. In doing so
his arm descended upon the jagged glags
with considerable force, and a very serious
gash was inflicted—at least, 1 belicve 80,"” -

** Why do you believe sot™

“For the simple reason that the bload
simply spurted out in a strcam,” replied
Frank Canning. *“1I could gain no glimpse
of the man, for he was outside in the dark-
ness. Panic seized him, and he struggled with
tremendous desperation, and drew my own
wrist across the glass-edge, cutting it badly.
The momentary pain -forced me to relax my

grip, -and the next second the fellow had

gone; but he left the revolver in my hand.”
* And you gave chase?" v
“ Yes.” ‘ .
““Then why didn’t you leave by the French
windows?*’ demanded Lennard sharply.
*Because they were locked, and the key.
wasn’t there,” was the prompt reply. .“One
glance was sufficient, s0 I tore out into the
hall, opened the front door, and dashed

“Really, we mustn't waste time like this,” round the houee. I was jost in time to hear -
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the scoundrel forcing his way through some
bhushes on the other side of the lawn. DBut
before 1 could follow him I ran into the
arms of that fool of a scrgeant.”

. With the revolver still in your hand?’’

“Yes. And I told the scrgeant acain and
again that the murderer was escaping,’” said
Canning hotly. ¢ The idiot wouldn't listen
to me, but took it for granted that 1 was
the murdcrer myself. Of course, the real cul-
prit succeeded in getting clear away.”

* Did you leave the front door open?”

““1 believe it closed to behind e,
latched itsclf.”” )

The inspector nodded grimly.

‘“ 8o you cannot actually prove that you
were within the building?” he asked. ¢ And
there is just one point which you would
greatly oblige me by clearing up. According
to your story, Mr. Canning, you were con-
versing with your uncle, a highly respect-
able gentleman. Do you wish me to bhelieve
that you were wearing a cloth mask during
that interview ?™

Cannirng started.

* That's got nothing
affair,” he muttered.

“ Why were you wcaring that mask?”’

*“I tell you it has nothing to do with this

and

to do with this

bhusiness at all!”” replied Canning hotly.
“What is more, I shall explain nothing
further. I've told you the absolute truth,

and I can’'t do more. As for the mask, the
reason for my wearing it was an absolutely
private matter between my uncle and
mysclf.”

** And you have nothing more to say?”’

‘ Nothing.”

“VYery well,”” said the inspector. ‘You
will be removed at once to Bow Street, and
you will be brought before the magistrate
in the morning. If you are innocent, you
have nothing to fear.”

“But you think T am guilty?”’ said Can-
ning, his eyes blazing. ‘' You will find that
you are greatly mistaken, and that you are
committing an outrage by placing me under
-arrest. However, I can't expect anything
clse, I suppose. I always understood that
the police were dense, and now I know it!"”

And with that angry shot Frank Canning
took his departure, escorted by the police
inspector. After he had gone Lennard rose
to his feet and sclected a cigarette from his
well-filled case. He set a match to it, and
puffed away for a few moments before speak-
ing. )

**What do you think of that for a yarn?”
he asked at last. * Of course, the fellow
was trying to wriggle out of it—"'

*“ Just one moment!” I exclaimed quickly.
¢ Excuse me a minute, old man!”

I hurried out, and returned within three or
four minutes. The inspector regarded me
curiously.

‘ What did yvou rush away for?’" he asked.

“1 took a great liberty and secured a few
drops of Canning’'s blood,” 1 replied. *‘ He
was most obliging and granted my rcquest
without any ado. And I also took the
liberty, Lennard, of telling Price’ that 1 had
your permission.’’

The inspector grinned.

“I don’'t care if you've taken a gallon of
his blood,”. he replied. * What's the idea of
it, Blake?- I'm hanged if I can see what
you're driving at. The man’s guilty—every
atom of evidence we've received goes to prove
it. His own story was faked up. I expect
he thought he could throw dust into our
cyes."”

“I belicve he has succeeded in my case,”
I remarked drily. *“ At all events, Lennard,
I am willing to wager that Canning was
speaking the truth. He didn’t kill his uncle,
.and if you wish to get hold of the real
murderer you'll find it necessary to adopt
different tactics. That's just a tip, and
don’t get oftended bhecause I've given it to
you.

“I value your advice exceedingly, Blake,”
replied the inspector candidly. ** But really,
I think you're on the wrong track this time.
Do you know that all the servants have been
questioned, examined, and cross-examined?”’

I nodded.

“I think you undertook. that task while I
was having a chat with the divisional
surgeon,” I answered. ‘‘ The result supported
- the evidence against Canning, didn't it ?”

‘*“My dear man, Canning hasn't a leg to
stand on, he's made himself out to be a
liar,” was the inspector’s reply. *‘ Not only
the butler, but the housemaids and others
declare that Sir Hugh had been alone all the
o}'lening. and that no visitor was admitted at
a -l! .

“ Sir Hugh was not chained to his chair,”
I remarked.

* You mean that he could have admitted

Canning himszclf?'” asked Lennard. * That
won't do, Blake. Sir Hugh has never donc
such a thing within the mcmory of every
servant in the house. What’s more, the
butler and the others swear that they never
set cyes on Capning until this evening—after
the crime. He certainly wasn’t in the library
with Sir Hugh before the murder. The
butler has stated his willingness to swear on
oath that the old man was absolutcly alone.
What docs that mean? Why, that it was
Canning who approached the window, that
it was Canning who smashced' the glass and
fired the shot. It was a mad thing to do,
and I don't pretend to understand why he
did it. But the fact remains that Canning
is the culprit.”

** Al very convincing, and most intecrest-
ing,”” I agreed. * But there is a fatal flaw
in your argument, Lennard. 1t is a fact, is
it not, that a heavy baizc-covercd door com-
plctely shuts oft the servants’ -quarters from
this section of the house?” -

“What of it?”

“It simply proves the testimony of the
servants can hardly be regarded as reliable,”
I replicd quietly. ** They are- positive that
Sir Hugh was alone all the evening; they are
quite willing to swear to it. But they don't
know, Lennard—they don't know. They
only go so far as their personal knowledge,
and, that, in simple language, means that
Canning was not admitted by the front-door.
gut the library is provided with French win-

ows—"'

* They were locked."

‘““And could have been unlocked in a
moment,” I retorted. ‘In fact, Lennard, it
is quite easy to imagine that Sir Hugh ad-
mitted his nephew by mecans of the French
windows, and locked them afterwards, taking
the key out and placing it in his own pocket,
or in some spot not yet discovered. There is
absolutely nothing to positively prove that
those windows were not used. That’s all
I've got to say, and I hope you won't think
that I'm presuming. Strictly specaking, I'm
an intruder. but sha'n’t worry you any
longer. I'm going to clear out.”

The inspector took my hand warmly.

‘“ Well, your arguments sound all right,
Blake, but they don't carry weight. You've
heen voicing a theory !’ he exclaimed. * On
the other side of the picture we have facts
to go upon, and facts are what we want. I
dare say you'll be interested in the course of
this case.”

‘“Very interested,”” I replied. **I intend
to_ll .

‘* Beggin' your pardon, sir—" :

We turned and found the butler at the
door. He was an elderly man, and his ex-
pression was one of mingled grief and
nervousness. At a glance I knew that his
evidence had bheen given in good faith. He
was as honest as the day, and, was nearly off
his head with worry at the tragedy.

‘““ Well, Bodkin?’"" said Lennard sharply.

“ "I"hcre's a young lady just arrived, sir

“The dcuce! A young lady?” ejaculated
the inspector. ** Who is she? What's her
name? What docs she want?”

‘“ She has given thc name of Miss Gladys
Ashley, sir, and she has asked to sec the
gentleman in charge.”

“That’'s me, I suppose?” said Lennard.
« All right, Bodkin. I'll sce what she wants,
Excuse me a moment, Blake!”

He passed out of the room, and returned in
about scven minutes’ time, clenching his
fists and shaking them in -the air with
exasperation. _

“What do you think of it?"” he demanded
with a groan. * Just when I'm in the midst
of all this work this girl comes bothering
here, and simply won't go away until I've
assured her that Canning is innocent!"

I chuckled.

** What's the trouble?’’ 1 asked.

“ Trouble!" repeated the chief-inspector.
““ Miss Ashley is Canning’s flancee, I
believe, a perfect sweet girl, but girls of all
sorts are a nuisance in a time like this. How
she learned the news I don’t know; it was
all over South Kensington within half an
hour, I suppose, and it must have trickled
through to her. Anyhow, she knows that Sir
Hugh has been killed, and that Canning is
under arrest, and she is sitting in another
room as firm as a rock. She told me to my
face that it's sheer madness to touch
Caming, and she has refused to leave until
I assure her that everything will come all
right.”” .

‘“* You're in a hole, my decar fellow,” I said
firmly. |

“T can't boot her out,” complained the
inspector plaintively. ‘“ By Jove! I'l tell
you what,” he added briskly. * Come along

with me, Blake, and I'll introducc you.
You're a masterpicce when it comes to sooth-
ing people, and you can take her off in a
taxi and see her home.”

“*So that’s thc way you're shifting your
troubles, is it?" I cxclaimed. * Well, you've
put up with my presence for longs enougl,
Lennard, and I'll gct out of your debt by
performing this little service. After all,
seeing a yery pretty girl home is not such an
ordeal—that is, if she is pretty !’ i

My dear chap, she's a picture!” declared

the inspector eagerly. .
" He was intensely anxious to get rid of his
unwcelcome visitor. Lennard was a blunt in-
dividual, and he always detested interference
when hard at work. This girl didn't mcan
to interfere, but she was doing so uncon-
sciously.

I found that the inspector’s deseription of
her was quite unworthy. Miss Gladys Ashlcy
was really onc of the most beautiful girls I

-] had ever seen, and her heauty was only

intensified by the anxious light which shone
in her dark cyes. Trim and neat, dressed
with quiet taste, she formed a very sweet

picture. .
“Allow me to introduce Mr. Sexton
Blake,”” said Lennard cheerfully. * This is

Miss Gladys Ashley, Blake.”

The girl took my hand impulsively.

““Oh, I've hedard of you, Mr. Blake!" she
exclaimed, ““but I did not know that you
were connected with the police.”

“I am not!” I replied. **1 am merely an
onlooker here.”

**Mr. Blake has kindly consented to sce
you home, Miss Ashley,” said the inspector
hastily. ** He will explain everything to you
in the taxicah—one has already been whistled
fo? and I believe it has been walting at the
gate.”

Somehow. or other we werc bundled off.
The girl was frankly confused, and it was
not until the taxi was on the move that she
rcalised that“fthe police had deliberately got
rid of her.

. **0Oh, how cruel of them!”’ she exclaimed
indignantly. ‘' I helieve you were a party to
it, Mr. Blake-—"

*“ You are accusing me unustly,’* I hastened
to explain. ** I can assure you, Miss Ashley,
that I have been made an unwilling ac-
complice. But you must allow me to remark
that it is far bhetter to remain calm. Mr.
Canning is at Bow Strcet Police Station, and
you cannot possihly have any communica-
tion with him this cvening. The evidence
against him Is overwhelming—""

** He is innocent! I will swear that he is
innocent!” panted the girl hotly. ¢ Oh, how
can they believe that he killed his own
uncle?”’ She turned to me squarely. ‘“ Do
you think that ¥rank committed the
murder, Mr. Blake?”

**No; I am convinced of his innocence,” I
replied quietly.

** How splendid of you!'’ she cried, grip-
ping ‘my arm impulsively. ‘‘ Oh, Mr. Blake,
will you prove that Frank is not guilty?
Will you accept a commission from me to
investigate this case, and discover the
truth?”

My reply was prampt.

* I shall be only too pleased to do s0,” I
said quietly. “I will be quite frank, Miss
Ashley, and tell you that I have been hoping
for such an opportunity. The cas¢ has
interested me exceedingly, but I could not
very well intrude. Now, however, I have
your commission to work on Mr. Canning’s
behalf. If there is anything that you can
tell me-—any information that you can
supply—-I shall be extremely glad.”

‘“ Yes, Mr. Blake, there is something,”” she
replied hesitatingly. ' Something which I
can tell you, but which I should hesitate to
tell the police. But, oh, you will treat it
confidentially; won't you? It is so very,
very private, and I don't know what would
happen if the police found out—""

‘“ One moment, Miss Ashley,” I interposed.
‘ Is this private matter you refer to directly
connected with the tragedy at Arundel
Lodge?’” )

*“Yes, I believe it is.”

‘““Then I shall certainly ask you to confide
in me,” I replied. *“ You may be fully
assured, Miss Ashley, that your confidence
will bc treated as sacred. I am not an
official detective, and I only make dis-
closures which are necessary—and none at all
when I have given my word not to do so.”

“Thank you,  Mr. Blake,” said the girl
softly. *I live at No. 10, Avon Square,
Bayswater, but I'm sure I don't know how
my mother will take this news, or how she
will receive you. I am quite sure mother
will go into hysteries—"'
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“ You must allow me to solve the diff-
culty,” I put in. *I think it would be far
hetter, Miss Ashley, if you accompanied me
to my own copsulting room .in Baker Street.

1 should much prefer this, since my assistant,
Tinker, will be on hand {o take any short-.
hand notes I may think necessary. Tinker

ia to be trusted implicitely, and you neced
have no fear.” .

One minute later our taxicab was speed-
ing towards Baker 8trect.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
An Important Discovery.

1SS GLADYS ASHLEY found Tinker
to be an extremely painstaking at-
tendant. He invited her to be

seated in the most comfortable

chair, he rushed into an adjoining room and
fetched cushions, and he . positively insisted
upon her taking off her hat and laying back

in case and comfort.

Tinker has an exceptionally keen eye for
heauty, and as & knight he is always
extremely gailant and attentive. 1 could
see that the young rascal was much im-
pressed by -the winsomie nature of -our
visitor, and his expression was serious when
he learned that her flance was under arrest
for murder. . .

“Why, it's mad, sir!” he declared.
“ Thos: fatheaded pelice are always doing
something silly, and Scotland Yard's just as
bad—-"

* Scotland Yard, my dcar Tinker, is an
exceedingly valuable institution,” I put n.
“ But ecven Scotland Yard js liable to make
mistakes occasionally. And really I have not
Hrought Miss Ashley here so that she may
bc edified by a recital of the official detec-
tive force’s shortcomings, as Poiced by you.”

* Sorry, sir!” said Tinker humbly. ]

lie noticed that Miss Ashley was regarding
him thoughtfully, and he retired in some
little con%usicm to the other side of the
table and pretended to be extremely busy
sharpening his pencil, which already possessed
a point like a needle.

Tinker had been wondering what had be--

come of me, but now that he knew he was
grcatly interested. And I was quite pre-
pared for some facetious remark from him,
as soon as Miss Ashley had taken her de-
parture.

** Now, Miss Ashley,
remarked smoothly.

*1 really don’t know how to tell you, Mr.
Blake,” she said, clasping her delicate hands
together. *“ Oh, but I am sure you would
like to smoke, and I don't mind at all. I
showld like you to.”

““You are very thoughtful,”
4 Push the box over, Tinker!”

I am ready,” 1

I smiled.

I really believe her quick eyes had roticed

that 1 had Dbeen gazing absently at the
vigarette-box. As a matter of fact, I didn-t
particularly want to smoke, but 1 lighted a
cigarette at once.

“Frank didn’t meet his uncle until

‘recently,” said the girl.” “I think they met
for the first time just about a week ago——"

** The very first time?” 1 asked.

“ Oh, well, I suppose they mct when Frank
was quite a child, but he doesn’t remember
it,"” replied Gladys.
ton entered Frank’s oflice quite unexpectedly,
and practically introduced himself.”

““What is your fiance's profession?’” I
hquired.

** Oh, didn’t you know? He is an architect,
and has already been wonderfully successful,’”
said my fair client. ‘‘ His office Is in Victoria
Street, and he has really mere work than he
ran comfortably manage. Frank told me a
lot ahout that interview with his uncle, and
it seems that Sir Hugh made a very startling
request. I was terribly frightened at first.”

‘ Frightened?" I repeated curiously.

“Yes, Mr. Blake.”

““ But why?"” .

‘ Because Sir Hugh wanted Frank to break
into a man’s house!” recplied the girl, lean-
ing forward in her chair. ‘* Doesn't it sound
terribie?” :

*Jt all depends upon the object in view,” I
replicd. ' Can you tell me what Sir Hugh
wanted Mr. Canning to obtain?”’

*“ And I supposec it was a kind of a joke?”
put in Tinkcr. ‘‘ DBreaking into a friend’s
house, or sainething?’’

The yirl shook her head decidedly.

‘“ Oh, no, nothing like that!"’ she repliea.
“ It was to be dreadfully serious, and Frank
was to reatly burgle a house—""
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* 0ld Sir Hugh Dorring- |

* Burgls!"” -echoed Tinker, shocked.

‘“You really cannot mean what you say,
Miss Ashley,”” 1 protested.

“But I do—really I doV’ she exclaimed
earnestly.

very well it was extremely serious. He even

“told me that bhe might be put in prizon if

discovered. And he went to Arundel Lodge
this evening in order to have a talk with

1 Sir Hugh, so that the details could be

arranged." _
‘80 he told you that he was visiting his

1 uncle thir evening?” 1 asked .quickly.

‘“ Oh, yes!" she replied. * But 1 couldn’t

{ tell that to the police, could 17"

‘““Why not, Miss Ashley?” asked Tinker.
“You needn’t have mentioned anything
ahout the burglarly, and the
would have been evidence—-"

The girl shook her head wiscly.

‘“ Would they bave believed me?" she
asked, with just a slight smile. * You
mustn't forget that I'm engaged to Mr.
Canning, and the police would not have
credited my statement. And, besides, I
daren't speak because {hey wonld have
asked me ever s0 many questions, and I
should have been forced to tell why Frank

had gone to his uncle. Those offielal detee--

tives make you say things you really don't
intend to say.”

I smiled grimly.

“1 am glad to observe that you were
astute enough to keep silent, Miss Ashley,”
I remarked. ‘It was certainly far wiser to
make no mention of this projected hurglary.
I confess I am totally surprised. It is surely
sufficiently astonishing to learn that a highly
respectable baronet should engage the ser-
vices of his nephew--also highly respectable
—for the purpose of committing a burglary.
I am quite sure that you have more to tell
me, my dear young lady.’’

“But 1 haven't!” she protested. ' Last
night Frank promised to tell me more later
on, but I can’'t see him now, and so I am
still terribly puzzled myself. All I know,
Mr. Blake, is that Frank was to obtain a
bundle of papers—documents of some¢ kKmna—

which are really of no value or importance

to anybody except Sir Hugh himself and the
man who now possesses them.”

*“ Thank goodngss!” murmured Tinker. “1I
thought it was a rcal burglary—pinchin
diamonds or something of that sort. I'll be
I know the truth!” he added, with a know-
ing shake of his head. _

“ Well, Tinker, and what 1is it?” 1

| demanded promptly.

“Why, it’s some beastly blackmailing
business,”” replied Tinker. ‘ This scoundrel
—1 don't know who he i{s, but he must-be a
scoundrel—has got the papers, and Sir Hugh
was just abhont fed-up. And so he decided to
take a leaf out of the rotter's book by pinch-
ing the papers!”

“You put it wvery concisely, and I really
think that your shot is not far from -the
mark, youug 'un,” I observed. ‘' However,
we don't know lor certain, and we must not
anticipate. Do you know, Miss Ashley, if
Sir Hugh was fearing some c¢xposure or
other?”

*Yes, I think he was, Mr. Blake."”

“You think?" ,

" ¢ Oh, I can't be sure!' she protested, look-
ing worried. * Frank did not tell me every-
tbing, and I am only judging by just what
he said. I may be quite wrong, but if you
arc to prove Frank’s innocence you must know
all that therc is to be known, mustn't you?"’

* Precisely,”” 1 agreed. *“1 am very
pleased, Miss Ashley, that you realise the
importance of these detaiis. You must allow
me to remark that you are singularly clear-
headed in this most trying ordeal. For I
know well enough that you are suffering
considerably. When a man is arrested on a
charge of murder he is in a very bad pre-
dicament—even though entirely innccent.
The great difficully is to prove his innocenee
to the psatisfaction of the police—and that is
what we are out to do. Every atom ol
evidence, so far, is overwhelmingly against
Mr. Canning, and T am afraid we have a
stiff task before us. However, you may rely
upon my putting every effort forward to get
at the truth.”

The girl looked at me rather wonderingly.

‘““ But why do you o firmly belicve in bis
innocence?' she inquired. ** You have just
said that 2ll the evidence is against him, and
yet you belicve that he is innocent. Do you
really mean it, Mr. Blake?”

*“I do really mecan it,”” 1 replied quietly.
‘““The police at present are merely hovering
o9 the surface, if I may so put it. Syper-
ficially, therec are enough proofs to condemn
your fiance at once, hut I have not yet cven

*“ That is why 1 was so frightened.
Frank treated it as a Joke, but I knew-

information . ,
1a gquick result,”

glimpsed at the actual inner meaning of
what occurred this evering at Aruadel Lodge.
I do kncw, however, that Canning did not
 fire the fatal shot, and that his story regard-
ing & stiuggle with the murdcrer was per-
fectly true. 1 speak as I feel, and not
because 1 have had any evidence of lrs
 irnocence. No matter what further facts
the police bring to light, 1 shall still adhere
to my original opinion.” .

Miss Ashley's eyes sparkled.

* How splendid of you, Mr. Blake!” she
exclaimed. ** Oh, I don't wonder that people
speak so glowingly of you—people who know
you, I mean. You bhave lightened my heart
wonderfully, and I feel sure that you will
haxe Frank released within a day or two.”

But 1 shook my head quickly.

* Come, come, we must not hope for such
I maid. *“You must be
patient, Miss Ashley. I warn you that two
or three weeks may pass before the resalt is
achicved. On the other hand, I may conclude
the affair within twenty-four hours. It g!}
depends upon how the investigation proceeds.
But you muet bc prepared to wat. And
now, one more question, please. Do you
know where this burglary was to occur?”

‘““No, 1 have no idea.”

“ Then do you know the name of the man
10 whom the house belongs?”

‘“ No—I don’t know anything further.”

I could see that she was perfectly frank,
and that nothing was being kept from me. I
tossed my cigarette end into the fireplace and
lay back.

‘* That s Tather unfortunate,” I remarked.
“ My inquiry would be greatly narrowed if
I could discover those points. For I am
quite convinced that there is a close connec-
tion between the proposed hurglary and the
murder of Sir Hugh. You may rest assurcd,
Miss Ashley, that your fiance is in no actual”
danger. I give you my word that I will get
{Jig out of his present difficulty sooner or
ater.”

And I rose to my feet as an indication that
the interview was at an end. The girl rose,
t00, and impulsively held out her small hand.

‘ How thankful I am that I met you, Mr.
Blake,”” she said, with a grateful glow in her
splemiid eyes. “1 really don’t know how to
express my thanks——"

* Please reserve that nntil I have accom-
plished something worthy of your gratitude,”
1 interrupted emilingly. * And don’t worry,
Miss Ashley. Go straight home, and try to
farget this unfortunate aflair,””

*1 know you don’'t mean that, Mr. Blake,”
ehe said uiet’.lr. “I shall worry terribl?'.
But the knowledge that you believe in
Frank’'s innocence, and that you will be work-
mi your hardest to secure his release, has
taken a dreadful load off my mind. Oh,
thank you very, very much, Mr. Blake.”

Gladys Ashley commenced the task of
securing her hat, using the consulting-room
mirror with a little smile of apology. Tinker
closed his note-book and rose to his leet.

‘*“ May I—that is to eay—will you grant me
the pleasure of seeing you home, Miss Ash-
ley?’* he asked eagerly.

‘“Qh, but I don't want to trouble—""

“It will bo a pleasure,- Mies Ashley,” de-
cleared Tinker.

‘ You must rcally accept Tinker’s gallant
offer,”” 1 smiled. 1 was about to euggest
the same thing, Miss Ashley, but Tinker
forestalled me. I can assure you, he will be
only too delighted with the hoenour. ™

‘ Delighted ien't the word,” eaid Tinker
promptly.

S8he thanked us, and Tinker shot a trium-
phant glance at me. I am very much afraid
that, had Miss Aehley not been 8o extremely
pre‘lgfy, Tinker would net have been =0
anxious to escort her home. Tinker's gal-
lantry is always more marked when a very
sweet girl is concerned.

1 was glad to get rid of them—I hope that
dces not sound too hlunt—for 1 had other
ideas in mind. 1 switched off the comsulting-
room lights and entered my well-equipped
laboratory.

Before proceedinz with the actual investiga- .
tion I was determined to make very thorough
tests with the two specimens of blood I had
obtained—one from the pool on the library
floor. and the other from Frank Canning's
wound.

The police held tlie opinion that the two
were identical—that the blood en the library
floor was Canning’s—bat my own idea was
quite different. 1 did not =ee how such an
amount of blood could have flowed from
Cannimg’s comparatively slight wound. And
1 was quite convinced, in fact, that the pool
of blond was the result of another wound
altogether—on somebody clse.

The tests 1 was now about to make would
conclusively settle the point.
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I was soon deeply immersed in the exper:
ment. It was nob such a very lonsr affarr,
although 1 used very thorough mevnods of
my own. And I had completed the tests just
a3 Tinker made b appearance. He entered
the laboratory, looking very pleased with
himself.

** Ripping girl, guv'nor,” he remarked.

* Consumptive, Tinker—undoubtedly con-
sumptive,”” I said abscntly.

* What!"" roared Tinker. *‘You must be
mad, sir! Fancy eaying that a ripping girl
like Miss Ashley is consumptive! Why, her
cheeks are beautifully rosy, and she’s as
healthy as—as any girl could be!”

“ What on earth are you talking about,
Tinker?”" I demanded testily.

Didn't you say that Miss Ashley is con-
samptive?'"

I laughed.

“No, I did not.” I replied. ‘I regret to
£ay, young 'un, that you have a somewhat
bad habit of bursting in upon me when I

am deepl{ engrossed. I was not referring to
Miss Ashley at all, but to the character of
this blood.”

" Tinker looked relieved.

‘““How was I to know that?"” he demanded.
* Talking about bad habits, what price you,
guv'nor! You're always speaking your
thoughts out loud, and then You expect me
to understand what you’re driving at. But,
I eay, 1 caught you mnicely this evening,
didn't I?"

> You caught me?” I repeated.

l“l Coming home in taxicabs with pretty
g r s_-_-ll

** You cheecky young rascal!” I interrupted
sternly. * There was only ope taxicah,
Tinker, and only one pretiLy girl. But you
haie nothing whatever to &ay on that sub-
ject, surely? And you must not be so flip-
paot. Miss Ashley is in sore distress, and
we must work our hardest in order to prove
the innocence of Frank Canning.”

“ But is Canning really innocent,
asked Tinker seriously.

“KEven if I had had a few doubte pre-
viously—which I certainly had not—the resuit
of my little experiment is quite conclusive,”
I replied. ‘I have not had an opporturity
of telling the full details, Tinker, and you
may like to hear them.”

‘ Rather, guv'nor,” said Tinker. ‘‘ Pedro’s
anxicus, too. Look at him on the hearthrug
listening to every word you're saying.”

‘“Never mind Pedro,”” I eaid briskly.
“* Pedro takes no interest in anything except
his tummy—unless he happens to be hot on
the trail. Listen carefnlly, Tinker, and then
tell me your candid opinion." -

It only took me flve minutes to acquaint
Tinker with the actual facts. He listened
with great interest, and finally looked very
wise.

“ Well, guv'nor, I must say that old Len-
pard did the right ¢thing.,” he remarked.
** The inspector couldn’t very wcll let Can-
ning go after finding him on the scene of the
murder with a revolver in his hand, and
with his face masked. But, still, that cut
couldn’t have bled inside the library, could
it? Canning wouldn't have heen such an ass
as to  hold his wrist through the broken
window-pane, just to let it bleed on to the
floor. No, there's something wrong there—
and Canning's yarn about a eecond man i3
true, in my opinion.’”

‘“ And I bave proved it to be true,” I said
with =atizfaction. = While you were engaged
in the delightful occupation of escorting Miss
Ashley to Bayswater 1 made exhaustive blood
te:ts, Tinker. The result is entirely oatis-
factory. Canning's blood is absolately
healthy, but the sample I took from the
floor proves beyond all shadow of doubt that
the man who shed the blood is suffering
from consumption in a severe form.”

Tinker whistled. :

‘“ Phew! That's rather conclusive—eh?’* he
asked. ‘“ What are you going to do, sir?
That ought to be enough to ge} -Canning
released, I should think.”

sir?”

‘It ought to be, but I'm afraid it won't |

be,” I remarked. “The police are not so
ready to release 3 man ogce they have got
hold of him. However, we will do our best.
These proofs will eati.sf{ethe most doubtful
expert, and I will give Lennard a tip to the
effect that he i3 wasting time by attempt-
ing to prove Canning’s guilt. The actual
murderer is a man with a badly gashed
wri'd. suffering from tuberculosis.”

I donned my hat and made for the door
Tinker, without waiting to be asked, followed
my example, and we both left the house
tozether. By a piece of luck we obtained a
taxi almost at once, and were soon speed-
ing towards Scotland Yard.

*“It is quite likely that Lennard won't be
there.” I remarked. * However, we @hall

{ ning was caught.
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pgwonably be able to get omr his track, and I

feel it my duty to acquaint him with the
facts I have just established,” .

Chief Detective-Inspector Lennard, how-
ever, was at Seotland Yard when we arrived.
He was busily setting other people to work,
organising all sorts of investigations which,
to his official mind, were neccasary. Frank
Canning's past life was to be probed in
every detail, and no stone was to he leit un-

Ltumed in the discovering of the facts.

“Back again,” said Lennard briskly. * And
Tianker this time, too. Well, Blake, you are
still of the same opinion?”’

“I am,” I replied. ** And I can add, Len-
nard, that Canning’s story of the second
man was perfectly true.”

“I’'m not quite sure about that—-"'

‘“1 can conclusively prove it.”

staring.

‘*“ Prove it to the hilt,”" said Tinker cheer-
fully. ‘“ You see, Mr. Lennard; when a case
like this comes along it needs the guv’nor
to put you on the right traek—"" .

* Cheeky young bounder!”" growled the in-
spector. *‘ Well, Blake?™

**1 have established the fact that the pool
of blood in the library of Arundel Lodge
reveals distinct traces of bacilles, which can
only prove that the original owner of the
blood is suffering from comsumption,”” 1 re-
plied quietly. *‘Canning's blood is abeo-
lutely healthy. You kmow what thiat means.”

‘“ That Canning didu't spill the blocod?”

‘ Exactly.”

The chiei-inspector looked doubtful.

‘““1 can take your word, Blake,”” hc said.
‘“ But our men will have to verify your
evidence. So that's why you gave me that
E;:bs?of blood? Did you suspect the truth

en (1]

“1 knew nothing about the disease,” I

-

Counting the dog, we mpake
FIFTEEN-AND-SIXPENCE,
and we are off to buy a War
Savings Certificate.

i Won't you make up a party
and come too?’?

amawered. * Bub I certainly suspected that
t Canning’s story of a second. man was true.
It was true, Lenpard.” ‘

Lennard paced up and down a few times.

‘“ Well, I'm glad of the tip,”” ho said at
length. * But we can't do anything further
just now, Blake. According to your theory,
we have to search for & man with a cut wrist,
sufferihg from consumption?”’

* Precisely.’”

‘“ And so you'll allow Mr. Canning to go,”
remarked Tinker ca3sually.
| ‘“ And so we shall do nothing of the sort,”
%retorted Lennard. ‘‘ Canning .is too deeply
imp'icated In this affair, whether he actually
fired the fatal shot or not. It is quite pre-
bable that he had an aecomplice with him,
rand it was this man who lost the diseased
blrod. He managed fo get away, but Can-
We'll stick tight to him,
Blake, unti! you ean produce more conclusive
evidence. But you needn’t worry,”” he added
drily. * Scotland Yard is capahle of finding
out the truth.”

I laughed. -

“I can quite believe it.,”” I replied. * But
you will have no compunction in keeping
Canning in custody for weeks, in bringing him
before the magistrate, and. committing him
for trial. Then, later on, you'll grant him a
free pardon—for something be didn't do! I
wanf to effect his release at once.”

Tinker. )

** T sineerely hope s0,’” said Chief Detective-
Inspector - Lennard gravely. * If you succeed
in getting Canning out of our hands by to-
morrow night I'll stand you a swell supper
at the Savoy!”

“I'll think out the menu, old man,” I
replied smoothly. * And I'l take mercy on
t you, and won't make it mount up te more

| than twenty pounds!”

»

‘“The deuce you ean!’ ejaeuluted Lennard, |

“ And the guv'nor'llt do i, too!"" declared.

And with that little indication of my con- -
fidence 1 strolled with Tinker down the green-

mted passage, and emerged from Scotland

ard. And then we met with one of the
most eplendid pleces of luck which had ever
come our way.

In short, we ran into my old friend, Mr.
Nelson Lee, of Gray's Inn Road. And,
although Lee knew nothing whatever about
the Arundel Lodge murder, he was in posses-
sion of certain information which was
destined to make that little Savoy supper
a positive certainty.

I do not intend to describe our mceting just
at the moment, for it is necessary to set down
the facts of a little adventure which occurred
to Nelson Lee and Nipper even while I was
commencing my investigations at the sccne
. of the murder.

1 THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

: An Adventure of the Night.

rCOINCIDENCE ia a remarkable thing,
: ~and it certainly was a ceimcidence

5 thut Nelson Lee and bis cheerful

i young aseistant heppened to be on

the Romford Road that evening. And
coincidence - went even further, for it de-
livered Nelson Lee into my hands, in a

| manner of speaking, just at the very moment
when I most needed him.

| Mr. Thomas Carr was actually the original
"cause of the interesting series of events, for
that kindly gentieman bad invited Nclaon

Lee and Nipper to stay a day or two with
him at his home in Brentwcod. '

They had enjoyed their visit, and started
[away in the evening, intending to journcy up
to London in their comfortable touring-car.
It -was quite a short run, and Leec was in a
cheerful mood. ’

** We'll have a little supper at one of the
swell restaurants, Nipper,” he said genially,
| a8 thef left Brentwood behind them. *‘ Might
as well finish up the day in style—en?”

Nipper chuckled.

‘“ Rather, sir,” he agreed promptly.. “ We
might be too late for a theatre, but a nice
little supper won’'t comme amiss.’’

At this period Nelson Lee and Nipper had
not retired to 8t. Frank's Cottage, in Suseex,
where they are located at the present time.
This particular adventure took place while
my friends were living in Gray's Inn Road.

They anticipated no excitement on the short
run up to London. The evening was fine, and
the moon was well up, glowing its silvery
light down upon the countryside. The air
was mild in the extreme, and neither Lee
nor Nipper were particularly wrapped up—
they merely wore dust-coats.

‘“ We shall be in town in well under an
hour, guv’nor,” remarked Nipper, as they
proceeded along the somewhat lonely stretch
of high-road betweem Brentwood and Rom-
ford. After Romford there was no more
country, since London hasg stretched its ten-
tacles out practically to the old Essex town.

But this stretch was very quiet indeed.
Between Brentwood and Romford there is no
village of any eize, except, perhaps, Harold
Wood; but that is tucked away behind the
main road, and I dare say hundreds of people
who pass that way never suspect its existence.

Nelson Lee’s car was speeding along at n
nice - comfortable pace—that is to say, about
thirty miles per hour. This, of course, was
really exceeding the recognised speed limit,
but the latter is notoriously absurd. No
well-built car travels comfortably under
twenty-ilve miles an hour.

“ Motor-bike coming, eir,”” remarked Nipper
presently.

‘““So 1 observe,” sald Lee. *‘ And he ap-
pears to be sticking to the centre of the
road, too0.” '

The motor-cyclist was approaching themn
from the direction of London at some con-
siderable spced. . Nipper could not sce¢ dis-
tinctly, but it ceemed to him that the
machine was running somewhat erratically,
as though badly controlled. And the next
moment a very startling thing happened.

The motorcycle was about two hundred
yards distant, and Lee had steered well over
to the near side. when the man upon the
cycle suddenly feil forward over his handie-
bars. It was no voluntary movement, as both
Lee and Nipper saw at once. If any further
iptmof was necessary the next second proved

‘“ Great Scott!'” yelled Nipper.

For the bicycle, out of control, swerved on
to the grass border of the road, crashed
into thc hedge, and the rider was flung

C.. J.—No. 774.
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Bargrave produced a ball of stout cord, and pre?.lrod to tie the girl

se_curoly in a chair. 8he realised that resistance was useless.

(8oe page 13.)

e

clean over the handle-bars into a heap upon

a mass of thick bushes.

The whole thing had occurred in less than
three seconds. Lee jammed his brakes on and
pulled the car up twenty yards further on.
Both he and Nipper looked back, but there
was no movement or sound, except a hissing,
which no doubt proceeded from the cngine,
caused, probably, by escaping petrol dripping
upon the heated cylinder radiators.

“ Rather a bad smash, I'm afraid,” said
Nelson Lee crisply. .

““But I can’t understand it, guv'nor,”
eiaculated Nipper, ‘‘ There was nothing in
the way—""

**The man appeared to
believe,” interjected Lee. ‘* Either that, or
he fainted on the saddle. Didn’t you notice
the way he fell forward? He’ll be badly
smaehed up, I fear.” :

Byasthis time the pair were running bhack
along the dusty road. They soon arrived at
the spot. The motor-cycle was a powerful
machine, and it lay on its side apparently
intact, although the front mudsuard and
the foot-rests were bent and twisted.

The unfortunate sider lay a clear ten feet
heyond, this fact alone testifying to the
force of his fall. Both Lee and Nipper saw
during the first moment that affairs were
not so bad as they at first believed.

For they now saw that the man had fallen
upon the thick bush, which had undoubtedly
broken his fall, and had probahly saved his
life. Hec sprawled there motionless, half on
his side,

.. Help me to put him on to the grass,

pper,” said Lee briskly

Ley lifted the man clear and laid him
full length upon the dry grass. So far as
they could see in the moonlight the stranger
was elderly and of slight flzure. He was
attired in light summer overalls, and a cap
with ear-flaps. His face was clean-shaven,
and deathly pale.

Several wugly scratches, however, marred
his cheeks, and they were already bleeding
slizchtly. While Nelson Lee was making a
quick examination, Nipper strolled over to
the motor-bicycle and looked at it with in-
terest.

‘* No bones broken, Nipper,” remarked Lee.
*I fancy—— Why, where have you go to,
young 'un?"

ngper suddenly gave a yell.

*“Come and look at this, sir!"”’ he shouted.
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iose his head, 1

‘““There’s blood eover the whole bhicycle!
Splashes and smears of it on the handle-bara
and frame, and the top of the tank is simply
smothered!”

If Nipper had expected Lee to he sur-
prised, he was disappointed.

“1I am not surprised,’”” exclaimed the de-
tective, ‘““If you will come here Nipper,
you will immediately see where the bhlood
came from—and you will understand why the
man fainted on the saddle. It’'s a wonder he
got as far as this.” _

Nipper went quickly over to his master
and gazed down. .
‘" Surprisingly enough, the fall scarcely
hurt him,” said Lee, ‘* No doubt that id
duc to the fact that he fell limply, and that
the main shock was avoided by those bushes.
But this is what I want you to look at,
my lad.”

Nelson Lee was holding the stranger’'s right
arm. The hand was sticky with blood, which
had run down from beneath a rough handage
which was bound round the wrist. This
ba;dagc was litcrally wringing wet, and deep
red.

*“Oh, I say!™ e¢xclaimed Nipper, in an awed
voice. ** There must be a pretty serious
wound under that bandage, sir. 1 supposc
he fainted from loss of blood?”

** Undoubtedly."

* But what wag the silly ass thinking
about?" demanded ‘Nipper. ‘ Didn't he have
more sense Lthan to ride with a wound of
| that sort? It was absolutely asking for
trouble—and now he’s found it!"” :

‘“When you’ve done talking, Nipper, you
might as well make yoursclf useful,” ex-
claimed Lec quickly. ** Where's your electric
torch?”

‘* Here, sir.’’

Nipper pulled it out, and switched it on.
By the aid of the powerful light Nelson Lee
unfastened the bandagc—which, upon exami-
nation, proved to be nothing but an ordinary
linen handkerchief. The wound heneath was
revealed as an ugly, deep gash on the wrist.
Close beside it were numerous other cuts,
and Lee regarded them frowningly.

“ Queer!” he murmured. ‘It almost looks
as though the man had cut himself upon a
razor, with deliberate intent. And I'm afraid
a vein has heen severed. See, the blood is
still flowing even now, although he must
have lost quarts.’”

““Well, I've no sympathy [or a man who

—

neglects himsclf like that!" said Nipper.
'“He’d no right to bhe riding a motor-bike
in that condition. He was either dotty, or
half off his head with fright.” :

Nelson Lee was rapidly attending to the
wound. He sent Nipper off quickly to the
car in order to ohtain a first-aid equipment,
which was always carried in the locker. : Lint
and bandages were applied, and Nelson Lee
made a quick but thorough job of it. And
then he thoughtfully lit a cigarette.

*“I'm inclined to think your last gucss was
correct, Nipper,”” he said slowly.

‘““ What was that, sir? I forget."

“ About the man receiving a fright,” said
Lee. ‘' Mind, it is only guesswork, but 1
should say that the man met with an acci-
dent farther up the road. He took a corner

too sharply, or something like that, and
crashed through somebody’s window.™
** But that would have killed him!”’ pro-

tested Nipper.

‘*Not at all. He had probably come to
an almost dead stop by the time he reached
the window—there are plenty of cottages
absolutely upon the road,”’ said Lee. ‘‘Sup-
posing this man had just pulled up in time
to avoid a bad smash? In striving to save
himself he flung his hand forward, and
pushed it through a pane of glass—these ugly
cuts being the result. Scared by the affair,
and not wishing to face the consequences, he
simply rode away—probably thinking that
his own injury was not serious. At all
events, I can think of no other explanation.”
_‘* He'll explain himself when he comes to,
sir.”’

‘“ Which won’t be for an hour or two, at
the least,” replied Lee. ‘I really "think,
Nipper, that we had better look in his
pockets to discover his identity. We can't
leave the poor fellow lying here, at all
events.'

A thorough scarch of the man's pockets,
however, was barren of results. This was
rather surprising, for people generally carry a
pocket-hook, or cards, or letters. But here
there was nothing—nothing except some loose
cash, a, packet of cigarettes, and a box of
matchés. And it was hardly possible to
establish the man’s identity by the aid of
those articles.

‘“* What about his watch, sir?"" asked
Xipper. ‘* There might bhe something ec¢a-
graved-—"

‘** Quite prohably; but he doesn't happen {o
be wearing a waich,’” interrupted Lee. ‘ No,
my lad, there is nothing. But you may a3
well have a look at the bicycle; there might
be something in the tool-bags.” .

Nipper went off. But he discovered that
the tool-bags contained nothing cxcept what
they had becen dcsigned for. The motor-
cyclist was not even carrying the necessary
licence. Nclson Lee nodded when he learned
this—for he had fully expected the licence
to be on the bicycle, a practice quite com-
monly adopted by some motor-cyclists,

‘* An added reason why the man fled with-
out waiting to have his wound attended to,”
ohserved the detective. ‘‘He knew he had
no licence—and that would have meant
trouble. But I have found somcthing after
all, Nipper.” -

Lee displayed a somewhat crumpled visit-
ing-card. Upon it, in the light of the eleetric
torch, Nipper read the words: ‘* Daniel Bar-
grave, 33, Fecrnwood Grove, Fulham, S.W.”

* Where did you find it, sir?” he asked.
‘It wasn't on him just now.”

“It was, Nipper, It was down tn the
lining of his waistcoat. Of course, this man
may not bc Mr. Daniel Bargrave at all—"
Lee paused. *‘* One moment. We will try to
make sure of the fact.

He bent - aver the unconscious man, and
attempted to examine the back of his shirt,
with the object of finding some initials on
the linen. This proving {ruitless, Nipper
wingerly looked at the hlood-soaked handker-

chief. And there, sure ecnouch, in onc
corner, were the initials ** D, B."
“Well, we know that the gentleman i3

named DBargrave, and that his residence i3
in Fulbam.’ said Nelson Lee thoughtfully.
“I can’t heip thinking, Nipper, that there is
every appearance that the man deliberately
came out without carrying anything which
would bhetray his identity—he was unconscious
of the fact that one of his cards had slipped
through a hole in his waistcoat pocket.
The pocket, I may as well say, is quite
intact, having cvidently been sewn up again,
I only felt the card by accident.”

“ What about the handkerchicf, sir?”

‘* He probably overlooked the fact that his
initials were upon it,” answered Lee. *‘ But,
really, we ought not to bhe making thcse
surmises. This man nceds medical attention
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—or at least a complete rest and quietness.
His wrist must be bathed and properly
attended to——"

** Hadn't we better take him along to
Fulham?"

* I hardly think so,’”’ replied Lee, glancing
at his watch. ‘‘There ie always the possi-
bility of finding the house empty, and we
don’t want Mr. Bargrave on our hands.
Moreover, the long journey wouldn't do him
any good. We had far bhetter take him back
to Brentwood, and leave him in safe hands
for the night.”

‘ Hospital, guv’nor?™

‘“No; we will impose upon the generosity
and good nature of our excellent friend, Mr.
Carr. I have no doubt that he will be only
too willing to give this unfortunate gentle-
man a hed for the night. At all events, we
will go back to Mr. Carr's without delay.
If he does not care for the idca, he can at
Ieast direct us to a good private hospital.”

Upon the whole, this was far the wisest
course to pursue. Nelson Lee could see that
Bargrave was in rather a bad way—and men
have expired before now as the result of loss
. of bhlood and shock. It would be a most

unpleasant thing to be forced to deliver a|

dead body to the police—and Lee might even
have some difficulty in proving that the acci-
dent had not been caused hy his car.

To get the man into a bed at once was the
best policy.

And within five minutes Nelson Lee’s car
was gliding smoothly and steadily back
towards Brentwood. Mr. Bargrave’s motor-
cycle was left in the ditch beside the roag,
concealed by bhushes, It was a heavy
machine, and far too cumbersome to place
upon the motor-car.

Mr. Carr’s house, fortunately, Iay oa the
southern outskirts of Brentwood, so it was

not necessary to travel through the town.
Carr himself was a stout, genial individual,
who had known Lee for many years.

He was surprised to see his late guests
back again, and his smile vanished when he
learned the facts. As Lee had surmised,
Mr. Carr was only too pleased to extend his
hospitality to the unfortunate Mrs. Bargrave,

‘* Certainly—certainly!” he exclaimed.
* Bring the poor man ir. Gpod sracious me!
There must be seven or elJlt beds upstairs
that aren’'t being used. o, no! I don't
mind in the least, Lee—not in the least.
Bring him in at once!l”

‘“1'd bhetter warn you that lhe is uncon-
scious.’’

* All the more reason to make haste,”’ de-
clared Mr. Carr. ‘I once had a bad spill
myself, and a perfect stranger took me in
and gave me a bed, and fed mc like a prince.
I don’t forget the gratitude I felt on that
occasion, and I'm simply bound to.act in a
similar manner now that  the position Is
reversed. Bring him in, Lee!™
- *“It's jolly good of you, Carr,"” said '\’elson
Lee heartily.

‘He and Nipper carried \Ir Bargrave into
the house, and he was taken straight up-
stairs, undressed, and put into bed. Carr
was for sending at once for the doctor, hut
Lee shook his head.

“I don't think nts necessary, after all "
lie said. ‘* The man’s pulse is fairly strong
and he will certamly recover before morning
Complete rest is all he. wants; 2 doctor
could do no more good than I can.’

Hot water and sponges were brought, and
Lee attended to the wound with all the skill
of a trained surgeon. And then, breathing
evenly, Mr. Bargrave was left in bed, with
one of Carr’s manservants sitting in the room

| at his master’s sleeve.

on watch. Carr was a most conscientivus
man, and cxtremely kind-hearted.

“He'll be all right, Lee,”” he declared.
*“I'll have a doctor in in the morning—just
to make sure, you know. I'm really sorry
foyllt}}e poor man. He must have had a bad
spill. .

“You must drop me a line,” said Lee.
‘“ Bargrave will tell you exactly what bhap-
pened, and I should like to hear his explana.
tion. 1It's quite sporting of you, Carr, to
take this stranger into your house—-'"

‘* Nonsense—nonscnse!'’ interrupted Carr,
‘* Sporting be hapged! It's humane, Lee—
nothing else. I don’t happen to be hard-
hearted.”

Five minutes later Nelson Lee and Nipper

once more set out for London. Lee had
told Carr about the motor-bicyele, and
ucdctly where it could be found. It would

lay in the ditch for the night, and would be
quite safe there, being concealed.

This time there were no adventures, and
Lee and Nipper entered London much later
than they had anticipated, but still in time

1 for that little West End supper. They were

proceeding slowly through Trafalgar Square,
in the rear of a motor-'bus, when Nipper
made a sudden cjaculation.

“Hi! Pull up, guv'nor!” he
“I've
Tinker—yes, Mr. Blake, too!”

He leaned over the side of
waved his hand. -

* Ahoy there, Tinker, old son!’’ he yelled.

Tinker and I were walking along briskly.
discussing the .Aryndel Lodge murder, and
we both heard Nipper’s hail. Coming .to a
halt, we turned our heads and saw Nelson
Lee’'s car just drawing towards the kerb.

** Hallo, Blake!""> said Lce cheerfully.
“ Nipper and I are just going to put the

said, tugging
just spotted

the car and
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This was the story Canning told the police.

nothing to do with the murder !, I
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car up, and then indulge {n some supper.
Perhaps you'll join us—"

** Sorry, old man,” T resljed. taking Nelson':
Lee’s hand. * Tinker and I are rather busy
this evening, and we can't spare time to
think of .our appetites. We're just off to
Baker Street.” .

“*Then you'd better jump in,”” said Lee.
“ Shift out of the way, Nipper—get behind
with Tinker, and you can chatter to your
heart’s content.”

Nipper grinned, hopped out of the front
seat, and joined Tinker in the tonneau.
Tinker, of course, at once told his friend all
about the murder case, and the pair were
quite animated. '

** Just come up from Brentwood,” explained
Lee, as we glided forward. ‘‘ Anything
particularly important on, Blake?”

* A murder case,”” 1 replied shortly. ‘' At
the present moment, Lee, I happen to be
looking for a consumptive individual who s
suffering from a very badly gashed right
wrist.”

Nelson Lee almost started.

‘“ By Jove, that's queer!” he exclaimed—
“infernally queer! By a strange chance,
Nipper and have just had an adventure
with a man with a gashed wrist. And the
whole affiir was somewhat mysterious, too.”’

I rubbed my chin. |

“I'm afraid it's too much to hope that
there is any connection,” 1 said. *‘ All the.
same, 1 shall be glad to hear what hap-
pened, Lee. This is a strange world, and
there is just a chance that you accidentally
ran across the very man I'm anxious to‘lay
fingera on. 7Tell me all about it when we get
10 Baker Street.”

And I must confeas that I felt just a tiny:
thrill run through me. Was I, by sheer good
luck, to get on the track straightway?

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
On the Trall of the Murderer.

INKER was very excited by the time
I Baker Street was reached. As Nelson
Lee pulled the car up Tinker bent |

over and grasped my shoulder.
®I say, guv'nor, has "Mr. Lee told you?i”»
he asked, his cyes gleaming. *‘ Mr. Lee and

Nipper ran across the very man we're
after!”

. *1 have received a hint, young ‘'un,™ I
replied smoothly. * But we will wait until
we get up into our consulting-room, and:
then we can exchangc notes coinfortably. |
suspect that the result will be interesting.”
_Nelson Lec decided to leave his car out-
side, for we should probably want it agaiu
soon. And then we entered the house, and
1 led the way into my consulting-room. 1t
was some little time since I bad seemn Lee,
and I was particularly interested.in $hia
meeting, because it promieed to develop im |
the most satisfactory manner.
¢ Help -

“ 8it down, Lee,” 1 said briskly.
fourself to one of those cigars. Tinker, you :
azy beggar, mix Mr. Lee a whisky and aoda..l
and give Nipper some lemonade. They both
look pretly thirsty.”

Tinker did the thing thoroughly, and mixed
two whiskies and poured out two lemonades.
Having disposed of these, we eettled our-;
selves comfortably into chairs, and 1 told,
my attentive visitors the main facts concern-|
Ing the murder of Sir Hugh Dorrington at
Arundel Lodge, and the predicament ot
Frapk Canning.

%“ Canning did not commit the murder,” I
concluded. ‘“*From my own investigations,
and from the information supplied by Miss
Gladys Ashley—which I am not allowed to
divuige even to you—I am positively con-
vinced that Capning is the victim of unfartu-
nate circumstances. He happened to be on
the scene at the time of the crime, and,
actually had a short tussle with the real
murderer. This man s suffering from con-:
sumption, and his right wrist is so severely
cut by the broken glass that it is certain
that he has lost a great amount of blood.”

Neleon Lee and Nipper exchanged glances.

“I believe I can lay fingers on your man
at once, Blake,” said Lee, bending forward.
*“ Nipper and I met him on the road between
Brentwood and Romford—he was motor-
cycling, and fainted on the saddle from
loss of blood. A search of his pockets re-
vealed the fact that he had come out devoid
of all papers or documents which could
establish his identity—at least, he intended

to do so. And such a thing as this can be-
no mere coincidence. He was fleeing from
Ul Jo'—NO- 77‘!

' to be done, Mr. Blake? I suppose you'll;
pop down to Brentwood?'
** Undoubtedly,” I replied. ¢ This man’'s

: me to the kind Mr. Carr.

~meet you, Mr. Blake.

Carr. “ You see, he—

“Gope!" echoed Tinker, taking a deep
breath. “ Well, that proves it, guv’nor!
| What a piece of rotten luck!™ :

London, and the time of our meeting coin-
cides with the time of the murder; he would
have had jusat sufficient time to reach the
spot where we met. There can be no doubt,
Blake.”

1 nodded thoughtfully.

** Let me hear the details,” I said.

Nelson Lee supplied them, and I, too, felt
that there could be no doubt in the matter
whatever. B3 a sheer accident—by a stroke
of good luck—Lee and Nipper had run across
the murderer of Sir Hugh Dorrington. And
he was now lying unconscious in Mr. Thomas
Carr’s house at Brentwood.

‘“ Why, it’'s easy, guv'nor,”” said Tinker
cheerfully. *‘* We've just got to go to Brent.
wood, and there's an ¢nd of our case. We
shall have to give Mr. Lee and Nipper a
penny each for this job!'"

Neleon Lee shook his head.

““1 do not value my services so highly,
Tinker,” he said, with great gravity. <“I
would not dream of accepting such an enor-
mous fee. Nipper, being a mercenary young
boundcr, will no doubt jump at the chance
—and collar my share in addition, in all
probability!” .

* Tuppence!'’ grinned Nipper. ‘“It's a
fortune to me—provided you tack on about a
thousand quid at the end of it. But what's

name, 1 understand, is Bargrave, and his
residence is at Fulham, Well, we won't
bother about that just now. The main
thing is to get the man himself. If we are
wrong in our surmise—which, I think, is
scarcely possible—we shall do no harm. and
only a couple of hours will have been
wasted. Tinker, you'd better ring up for our

car to be brought round from the garage—'""

‘* That's not necessary,” interposed Nelson
Lee calmly. ** My car is waiting below, and
there's quite a load of petrol on board. IT
I shouldn’'t be a bother, Blake, I should llkei
to drive you down.” . |

‘““ By all means,” 1 said readily. ‘'1t's"
good of you to trouble yourself, Lee. Ana
you will be useful, too, for you can intraduco
) But what on
earth is the matter with Nipper?"

Nipper turned rdd.

‘“1—I was only thinking, sir,”” he said, ia
some confusion. .

‘*“You were looking rather miserable!™

*“ The greedy young beggar was thinking
about his inside!’’ chuckled Nelson Lee. *‘ He

‘can see a nice little supper fading away
. into nothingness. But cheer wp, Nipper, this

affair is far more interesting than a2 dozen

suppers.” ,

Nipper grinned, and without any further
delay we started off. But Tinker took the
precaution to loot Mrs. Bardell’s larder, and
to obtain a large supply of food—of various
kinds. And while Lee and I sat in the
front seats of the car, Nipper and Tinker
@nd Pedro indulged in a most disgraeeful
¢ gorge '—to use Tinker's own term—in the
tonneau. They had the decency, however, to .
leave a few odde-and-ends for us. l

The trip to Brentwood was a comparatively |

short one. In a good car the journey can be!

done in forty minutes, or slightly under. !

It was nearly eleven by the time we
arrived, and Lee fully anticipated that Mr.:
Carr would be in bed. Lights in the lower
windows, however, indicated the contrary,
and when we hammered at the door it was
opened by a stout, genial-looking individual,
who cculd be none other than Mr. Carr
himaself. .

“ Well, upon my soul!" he exclaimed. *“1'm}

hanged if you're not back again, Lee! This
time you'll stop, I can assure you. Come in
—come in. Some Iriends with you, ¢eh? The
more the merrier!”

We trooped im, and Tinker and I were
introduced.

‘““ My heapd will be turning before long,”
declared Mr. Carr. *‘* Four celebrities in the
house at the same time! I'm delighted to
Is it possible that
you have come down in connection with
that poor fellow wha was in my house——"'

‘“ Was in your bouse?" echoed Lee quickly.

Mr. Carr smiled.

*“ Precisely,” he replied. ‘I wish you had
been here, Lee. The poor man was amazingly
apset, and insisted upon gettiing u "

‘ Getting up!” I ejaculated. ‘“ Has he

gone?"
‘““Over half an hour "ago," nodded Mr.

de T
>

am awfully sorry to trouble you im

this way, Mr. Carr, but will you be good
enough to tell me -precisely what happened?’”
I said crisply. ‘' There i{s not a second to
lose, and I must urge you to tell me the
exact facts. The man whom you harboured
in this house—unwittingly enough—is, to the
best of my belief, a fugitive murderer!”

Mr. Thomas Carr sat dewn abruptly.

*Good gracious me!” he exclaimed,
alarm. ‘‘You—you don’'t mean to say so,
Mr. Blake? What is to become of me?
Shall T be arrested for—'" .

I laughed. 5

*“My dear sir, the police will never know
about your part in the affair, and if they do
you need fear nothing,” X replied. ‘' Your
action was oue of sheer genecrosity, and you
are to be highly commended for your kind
action in givinz a bed to a perfect stranger.
But the fact remains that Bargrave is
hunted criminal. The very fact that he has
fled is most significant. I gather that he
must have been totally unfit for travelling?"”’

*“ Oh, totally—totally,” agreed Mr. Carr.
recovering his composure rapidly. *‘I urged
the man to stay—I did everything I pos-
sibly could. This information you have given
me throws a very comprchensive light upon
his doggedness. He came to himself, Lee,
about ap hour after you had gonc. I went
in to bim, and was rather struck by his
frichtened attitude.™

‘“ Was he in full possession of his wits ab
once?" asked Lee.: '

* Not quite at once,” was the reply. * For
about ten minutes he talked sheer nonscnse
--made incoherent remarks about somebody
named Dorrington.” ‘

‘“That is most interesting,”” I said grimly.
‘“ Anything further, Mr. Carr?”’

‘“Yes. He babbled on about jazzing his
wrist upon a broken window-pane—but that
only coincided with what Lee had already
told me,” said Carr. “But Bargrave also
muttered words which gave me the impres-
sion that he had sustained his injuriecs in a
struggle. But it was really none of my busi.
ness, and I did not even attempt to ques-
tion him., A draught of brandy, I belicve,
brought him into full consciousness, for he
at once insisted upon knowing who I was,
what house he was in, and where it was
located. T told him that you bad picked
him up in the road, Lee; and then he re-
membered fainting in the saddle.”

* Did be appear startled when he heard my
name?”’ asked Lee,

“ Now that you come to mention it, there
was a seared leok in his eyes,” said Carr. “I
can understand now, but at the time [
thought it was merely the effects of the acci-
dent. I told him that he was to lay quict
until the morning, when a doctor would at-
tend him. He thanked me very courteously,
but ipeisted upon getting up and continu-
ing bis journey. I did my best to dissuade
him, but he persisted. And as he scemed
3u1te strong, I allowed him to go. I didn't

ream that the man was wanted by the
police—""

‘“0Of course mot, Mr. Carr. You had no
idea of such a thing," I interrupted. ** Did
youytell the man where his bicycle lay?”

[, 3 ﬁ."

“ And bhe went to fetch it?"

“©Oh, no,” said Mr. Carr. ‘ He explained
that it was most necessary for him to zet
ob to Colchester without delay, and the
bicycle was probably smashed. I assured
him that it was not, but be preferred to go
by train. Moreover, he feit that be had
bhad quite enough of motor-cycling for one
might, and would not care to trust himself
to the machine again.”

** What train did he go by?" I asked, glanc-
ing at my watch.

*The ten-forty five,”” said Mr. Carr.

“Only twenty-five minutes ago,” 1 said
quickly. ‘' Yet the statiom is quite a little
distance from here, I believe—"

“0Oh, I sent him im my little car.” ecx-
plained the other. * Qibson took him—Gib-
son's my man—and he arrived back oaly a
few moments before you came. He saw
Bargrave into the train, and Bargrave gave
him a sovereign for himself. And that is
really all I know, Mr. Rlake. Considering
the man's condition when he was brought
here, it was most astonishing that he could
find sufficient strength for a might journey.”

“It was the strength of sheer despera-
tion, my dear sir,” I declared. ‘' The man
was mortally afraid that he would be
“traced to this house, and he has fled, regard-
less of his physical condition, intending to
put as many miles between himsell and.
Brentwood as possible.”

“ What shall we do, sir?" asked Tinker.

“ You and I will run straight to the station
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in 1Lee's car,” I replied promptly. * The

train cannot have reached Coichester yet, and

we shall just have time to wire through a
warning. The police can search the train at
Colchester—it ought to be easy for them to
pick out Bargrave, considering his mnjury.”

*“And he cant have left the train,” put
in Carr. * Colchester is the first stdppln%
place, after Brentwood—it runs stralgh
through Chelmsford.”

" That s excellent,” I commented. ‘‘ You
rerusin here, Lee, There's no need for us all
to go to the station. Give Mr. Carr the de-
tuila; I am sure he will be interested.”

‘1 shall, indeed,” said our host.

There was not n second to waste, and
Tinker and I were off almost at once. I was
considerably chagrined, but there was no
scnse in grumbling—and, after all, we were
hot on the trail of the murderer. For there
was no doubt in my mind that Mr. Daniel
Bargrave, of Fernwood Grove, Fulham, was
the man who had killed Sir Hugh Dorrington.

He was weak and ill, and quite incapable
of adopting any daring ruses. It ought to
be a simple matter to have him arrested In
Colchester. It was a great pity we had not
arrived in time to prevent the flight.

I succeeded in awakeming the police vepy
thoroughly, and am inspector aceompanied
me to the station. Here the telegraph was
set to work, after we had made certain in-
quiries—eorroborating Mr. Carr's statements.

Then followed a wait, tedious and aggravat-
ing. Dut, at last, a long message came
through from Colchester. In brief, there was
no man answering to Bargrave's description
on the Norwich mail. The train had been
thoroughly searched, but the result was a
blank. '

The inspector was quite angry. He accused
me of wasting his time, and the time of the
Lo'chester police, As he pointed out, my in-
formation must have been wrong, since the
train had not stopped once, lrom any camse—
we made sure of that—between Brentwood
and Colchester.. And, gince Bargrave was not
in the train at Colchester, it steod to

" reason that he had not entered at Brent-
wood. That argument was unassailable—at
least, it secemed so to the inspector.

‘He went off, leaving Tinker and 1 at the
station. We had drawn a blank, and
Tinker's face was rather long.

“Looks as if Carr deliberately told us
wrong, guv'sor,” he said. "I reckon—"'

‘“ Nggsense!" I smapped sharply.

el E -I’ .

' Mr. Carr ie 2 gentleman, and he told
us the truth, too. Bargrave left this station
by the Norwich mail train.”
te" Then the police missed him at Colches-

r-il

“ No; ecertainly not.”

** Oh, well,” said Tinker sarcastically. *“1I
suppese the chap jumped out somewhere
along the line—with the train going at about
sixty miles an hour? It ought to be eaay
to pick up his remains—--"'

“ Confound you. Timker, don't Le such a
young ass!” 1 interiected curtly. * Bar-
grave merely performed a trick—a feimt.”

** He fainted on his motor-bike—'’ began
Tinker. ~

“If you interrupt again, Il kick you!”
Y threateped. *“ Go back in the car at once,
and fetch Pedro——"

“Bwt what for, sir?"" asked Tinker,
sereniely ignoring my dire threat, which. as
he kmew well encugh, was quite hollow.
‘“ What's the good of fetching Pedro? He
has his uses, but he can't chase railway
traipns!” .

* Look here, young ’'un, Bargrave wasn't on
the train when it arrived at Colchester,” 1
said crisply. ““ That means that he either
jumped out of the train just hefore arriving
at Colchester, or that he jumped out just
after the train started from here. TFhe latter
Is c>rtainly the most likely.”

*Why is it, sir?™

“ What a fellow you are for asking ques-
tions!”’ 1 exclaimed impatiently. ** Why?
Because Colchester is a big station, and this
is a comparatively small ome. Bargrave
would have had no difficulty at all in slip-
ping out on to the footboard, and dropping
on to the permanent way—even taking into
account his weakened caondition. He was
despcerate, and wanted to throw any possible
pursuers off the scant. The police, as you
have secn, were completely hoodwinked.”

** Yeg, sir, and so am I!” confessed Tinker.
“I'm bhlesved if 1 can quite get the hang
of it. What was the good of Bargrave try-
ing such a trick? There's no other train to-
night——""

** But he knows that his motor-cycle is on
the main road,” I put in. *“ We will not

leave it to chance, though. Pedro will prob-
ably be able to lead us on the right track.
If my surmise is correct, we ought to pick
up Bargrave's trail just outside the station,
along the line. You'd better bring one of
the man's discarded bandages, too; it'll be
useful to Pedro, particularl
on it, And make haste, Tinker.”’

b nght, gir,” he said briskly.

“ Bring Lee and Nipper bhack with yon,”
I added. “ Tell them what has happened ns
you are coming é&long. Don't waste &
moment.”

Tinker went off in the car, and from the
reckless manner in which he careered down
the road I judged that he wouldn’'t waste
much time. I interviewed the statiommaster,
again. He was a most courteous gentleman,
and readily granted the small requests I made
ol him,

T'ully five minutes in advance of the time I
calculated Tinker returned, bringing Neison
Lee and Nipper and Pedmn. He was also in
possession of a blood-staimed bandage, which
Bargrave had lett behind.

“You know what’s happened, Lee?” 1
asked rapidly. *““Geod! Tinker and I are
going to pick up the trail, if we can. And
1 want you to do me a favour.”

‘ Anything you like, Blake,”” said Lee, at
once.

* Thanks. This feint on Bargrave’s part is
rather smart,”” I went on. ** He wants it to
appear that he has gone on to Colchester,
whereas his real intention, obviously, is to
double back. He is weak and ill, and it is
quite likely that he has made for his own
home, believeing that he has smothered the
trail. It would be foolish for us all to rush

to Fulham, just on the off-chance: but Tinker

and I can manage affairs at this end. If
you will take the car and speed back to
London, you could have a look round Bar-
grave's house at Fulham. It’]l probably be
a waste of time, but there’s no harm in
having two strings to our bow,”

Nelson lee nodded. .

*““You arc quite right, 61d man,”” he said.
*““Nipper and 1 will start off at once. I
hope you’ll be successful down here, but
there’'s no telling. And i Bargrave has
dodged home, we shall trap him nicely.

Lee was a man -of action, and within two
minutes he and Nipper had started. I felt
more comfortable them, and turned to
Tinker, who was holding tight to Pedro.

*Come on, young ’un,”’ I said shortly.

We went on to the deserted ptatform, and
then down upon the permanent way. The
moonlight enabled us to see quite sufficiently
for cur needs; and, as the hour was 8o
late, there were -no onlookers cxcept the
stationmaster and a solitary signalman,

For the first five minutes Pedro searched
round in vain, his nose to the ground. Then,
with a sudden throaty bawy of satisfaction,
he started off :-towards the embamkment,
dragging Tinker.

‘ Splendid!”* I exclaimed exultantly. “ My
shot was correct, Tinker. Bargrave left the
train as it was leaving the station.”

There was no further doubt on the point,
and Pedro had a strong scent to follow, He
led the way onwards until we struck a road,
and then proceeded along it. Within ten
minutes we were on the main highway, mak-
ing towards Romford. ‘

“*Tha wmotor-bike, guv'nor,”” said Tinker
breathlessly. .

‘“ Undoubtedly.”

‘“We shall be too late—he’s had a
start, and we sha'n't see a sign of hm,”
]Yent on Tinker. ¢ Might as well give up
ow ”

*“You seem to forget, my lad. that the
machine is by no means fit for riding,” I in-
terjected.  ‘‘ According what lee said.
the bicycle is a powerful, Heavy one—and it
is lying in a ditch. Have you ever tried to
get a motor-bike out of a ditch, Tinker—
single-handed ?™

Tinker grinned. :

*1 have!” he said feelingly. * I've tried
many times, guv'nor, and I've generally
failed. And Bargrave isn't precisely a
Hercules, is he? We may find him making
strenuous efforts to lug the jigger up into
the road. It'll be rather rich if he asks
us to lend a hand!” .

The distance to the spot where the motor-
bhicycle had been left was just about two
miles out of Brentwood. Lee had described
the place to me, and it could not be mis-
taken,

Lee had taken note of the trees and other
little peculinrities of that strip of roadway,
and I recognised it at onece. Pedro was
still going strong, hut now he was ob-

if there is blood |
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viously excited, showing that he wds nearing

his quarry. :

‘“ Hallo!"”  breathed Tinker suddenly.
* Look there, sir!"

I looked, and saw a figure moving in the
centre of the road. There was something
else, too—something which could only be the
motor-bicycle.  Bargrave had succeeded in
getting the machine out of the ditch, and
was just about to start of! How he had
struggled over that task we never knew; but

it must have been Yerrible, and he had only

| succeeded  because deaperation lent him
strength.

“By Jove! |Listen to that!” I shouted
quickly.

Just as we were breaking into a trot the
powerful engine of the motor-cycle gave one
or two preliminary barks. Bargrave had
thrust down the kick-starter, and was
Already throwing his leg over the saddle.
With feelings which were really too deep
for words, I realised that the man was about
to escape before our-eyes—for, even by run-
;pg hard, we could not hope te arrive in
ime,

Rut just then the engime behaved as even
the best engines will behave occasionally.
It gave one or two coughs, and then
abruptly stopped. Possibly Bargrave, in his
agitation, had jerked the throttle-lever the
wrong way. .

;‘ R]l:l"l Tinker!"” I shouted. * Back, Pedro
_):_‘c .D'

_The old dog understood well enough, but he
disregarded my command in his excitement.
He raced forward as fast as the leash would
allow him. I saw Bargrave twist round in
his saddle of the stationary bicycle, and some-
thing illttered in the moonlight.

Crack!

It was the spiteful bark of a Smith and
Wesson, and the wonder is that I am now
alive to set down these facts. For the bul-
let was aimed with remarkable accuracy,
considering Bargrave's condition and the
haste with which he had levelled the
weapon.

In short, the bullet went clean through my
hat, and made a neat furrow in my skin on
the left side of the head. A mere graze, and
not. at all serious—but the eflect, at the
moment, was such that I was quite incap-
able of further action. I ran on, dizzy, and
then fell headlong, totally dazed.

Tinker, probably thinking that I was
seriously ‘‘ winged.”” gave a bhcllow of fury,
and rushed on. Bargrave had got the engine
going hy this time, and the machine glided
away just as Tinker arrived on the spot.
He made one flying leap, and landed squarely
on the carrier,

‘“ Stop, you brute—stop!” roared Tinker.
“If you don't pull up, I'll blow a hole
through your bhack!"” ,

Not being in possession of a revolver, he
thrust his finger into the man’'s back, think-
ing that the ruse would succeed.

“Cursc you. boy!” snarled Bargrave
harshly, his voice shrill with excitement.

The bicyele was now going at some speed,
and Tinker’s position was by no means so
advantageous as he had first supposed. Bar-
prave swerved across the road giddily, and
then caused the machine to wobble in the
most horrihte manner. Tinker, taken off his
ruard by the move, gave a wild yell, and
toppled over backwards. )

He hit the ground with great force, rolled:
over and over, and then sat up dazedly,
smothered with dust, grazed in a dozen
places, half-blinded and half-choked.

‘“Oh, my only hat!” he gasped pain-
fully.

He could see nothing, hut he heard the
steady throh of the motor-cycle growing
fainter and fainter. And I, two hundred
yards further back, heard the sound, tco. A
most, ignominious set-back, indeed!

Tinker and I were both lying upon the
road, knocked out for the moment, and our
w_ml:lltd-bc quarry was shooting away into the
mg 1]

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

What Happened at No. 35, Fernwood
Qrove, Fulham.

EANWHILE, other events were hap-
M pening in London,

Of course, a millicn and One

different, events were happeming in

that vast city; but I am referring to those
events which were connected with the

Arundel Lodge murder.
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And, in this instance, my fair client, Miss
Gladys Ashley, was the principal mover in
the game. ; .

In order to describe the events of this re-
markable case in their proper sequence, I am
bound to leave Tinker and myself upon the
Romford Road. and shift the scene to
Bayswater.  Here, at No. 1. Avon Square,
Miss Ashley was labouring under considerable
excitement.

After her interview with me at Baker
Street, she had taxied home, escorted by
Tinker. For fully an hour after that she

was telling her mother all about the dread-
ful affair, and, naturally enough, she finished
up by crying her eyes out—to use a well-
worn  but _absurd expression. That cry
rela_ll did her a lot of good, for it brought
relief.

The girl, in fact, was unnerved by all that
had occurred, and she felt thoroughly tired
in body and mind. What she needed inore

than anything else was a long sleep, and her|

moth uietly urged her to go up to bed 1
M Y o " gated scoundrel unhung. It's pretty certain

without delay, and {o leave all worrying
until the morning.

This aflvice, of course, was gnite excellent,
but it was impracticable. A girl whose lover
is8 in prison charged with murder can hardly
be expected to sleep peacefully. Gladys
lcoked on the worst side of the picture, and
imagined the unfortunate Canning to be lying
upon a truckle-bed, with a plank in lieu of
a mattress, and in a etone-walled cell of
about six feet square. ]

As a matter of fact, Canming was quite
comfortable in an excellent bed, and with
almost everything he needed. He had only
been detained, and was not even charged
with crime yet. But the girl was unfamiliar
with police methods, and pictured them as
being fashioned after the style of the
Spanish Inquisition—at least, she did so in
her present frame of mind.

And, having reached her bed-room, she made
no attempt to undress, but sat in a deep
armchalir, her hands clasped in her lap,
thinking of the most terrible possibilities.
At last, after her thoughts had reached the
scaffold, she rose to her feet with an angry

shake of her pretty shoulders.
“0Oh, how fcoli I am!” she exclaimed
poftly. “ Frank will come to no harm—I

know (3%1"1 shall take mother’s advice, and

She had walked over to the dressing-table
with™ tae intention of examining her tear-
stained eyes in the mirror, and she saw, upon
the little square dish of the trinket-set a
letter, and the handwriting upon it was
Frank Canning's. ‘She picked it up eagerly.

‘“* Why didn’t mother tell me?’’ ehe won-
dered. ‘“ And I have been sitting there all
this while without knowing it!"

That letter, as a matter of fact, had
arrived by the last post. Mrs, Ashley had
intended giving it to her daughter as soon
as ehe came in, but she had forgotten all
about it in the worry and excitement of the
terrible news.

She had brought the letter up when she

accompanied Gladys to her bhed-room, again
intending to tell her about it. But, having
laid it down preparatory to. kissing her
daughter, she had passed out of the room
without thinking of it again. For that
reagon the girl knew nothing of its prescnce
until this moment.

It was particularly welcome at such a
moment ag this. She took it over to the arm-
chair, sat down, and then removed the note-
paper from the envelope. Naturally it re-
ceived one or two kisses beforc she started
reading it.

It is not possible for me to give the full

text of the letter, for there were certain !

private matters contained in it which were
no concern of mine, and which Miss Ashley
did not think it necessary to show me.

The page which did intetest me, however,
was handed to me by the girl after the case
had been brought to a conclusion. 1 glve
it here becausc it is necessary in order to
make the thread of the narrative complete.

Gladys was rather excited as she read the
words. They had been written by Canning
during the morning, long before he had any
notion that he would be placed under arrest
for murder. ‘

And, following ont his promise, he gave his
fiancée some further information concerning
-the burglary he was to perform on hehalf
of Sir Hugh Dorrington. He treated the
matter as a great joke,

‘“0Of course you'll be worried,” the letter
ran. ‘ But, my dear little girl, there's no
need for you to concern yourself. I don't
suppose there will be a ha’'porth of danger
in the enterprise. I have learned that the
scene of my nefarious burglary is to be in
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Fernwood Grove, Fulham—No. 35, to De
exact. This is the residence of a cheerful
gentleman named Daniel Bargrave, and my
job is to get hold of a bundle of papers
which are tied round with pretty pink ribbon
—or tape, perhaps.

*“I know most of the details, although I
am to have another chat with Sir Hugh
this evening, as you know. ¥’ll tell you all
about the papers when I sec you to-morrow,
darling. * They are contained in an inlaid
bureau in Bargrave's library. I can’'t make
any mistake, because the window is the only
one with the old-fashioned sashes; all of
the others are of the lattice pattern.

‘“Don’t breathe a word about this affair,
or I'll have a most dire revenge upon .you
later on. It's only a trifle, Gladys, and
there's recally no danger of my getting into
trouble. The hcuse is empty, except for
Bargrave himself, and I shall take good care
to get busy when he’s safely out of the way.
And I don’t mind doinz the’ job a bhit, be-
causc Bargrave is about the most unmiti-

that he will be out of London to-night; that’s
why I'm going to make final arrangements
with Sir Hugh. I want to. get the thing
over.”

There was quite a deal of information in
those three paragraphs, and Gladys knew
well enough that it would be of great .assist-
ance to me. She remembered that I had
asked her particularly for the name of the
man, and the locality of his residence. And
now, quite unexpectedly, she knew both.

*“0Ob, I must tell Mr. Blake,”” she mur-
mured quickly. * He badly wants this in-

formation, and it might be ever so valuable

to him,
here."”

She thought a few suconds. glanced at her
watch, and then came to a decision. Gladys
Ashley was a girl of action, and had a
strong will of her own. The hour was late,
but there were plenty of taxicabs still
about, and, in any case, motor-'buses.

The girl was already fully dressed, so she
merely slipped her bat and jacket on, seized
her bag, and passed quietly downstairs. Her
idea was to go to Baker Street, and get back
without letting her mother know, for Mrs.
Ashley would. certainly have endeavoured to
persuade the girl to stay at home.

Gladys got out without difficulty, but was
unsuccessful in obtaining a taxi. However,
& motor-'bus was soon bowling towards Baker
Street, and the girl arrived sgooner than she
bad anticipated.

Of course, she fougd Tinker and I were
absent—at that particular time, in fact, we
were over at Brentwood. Mrs. Bardell had

What a pity there’s no telephone

' retired to rest, and there was no answer to

the girl's urgent ring.

‘“Oh, how annoying!"’ she murmured, com-
pressing ber lips. “ It will have to wait
until the morning, after all, and I know

: that Mr. Blake wants this information. What

a pity I can't find him.” '

She waited on the other side of the road
for & ’'bus which would take her home.
Having boarded it, she sat there very dis-
appointed. The conductress came along and
collected the fares from Gladys and another
passenger who had entered at the same time.

‘“ Futham, please,” said the other pas-

senger.

T%nc girl looked very thoughtful. So this
'bus was going to Fulham! Fernwood Grove
was in Fulham, and she knew well enough
that Frank had been unable to obtain those
papers which were so vitally important.

Of course, Sir Hugh was dead now, but
that meant very little difference. Bargrave
was a scoundrel, and it was quite likely that
be would make use of the documents even
now. And Frank kad told her how dread-

fully important it was that the papers should

be obtained.

And, since Frank was in the hands of the
police, it was quite certain that he would be
unable to periorm his mission. Furthermore,
‘Bargrave was out of London this evening,
and his house was empty and deserted.

In her present excited state the girl was
inclined to be reckless, and she actually con-
ceived the daring idea of taking the docu-
ments herself!

The more she thought of it the more her
determination grew. She was Lust longing to
do something. to help in this mysterious
budiness. And it would be simply splendid if
she could hand Frank the documents when he
was released. He must be worrying about
them, and it would be an immense relief to
know that the work had been accomplished.

And 8o, without rteally considering the
risky nature of her venture, she impulsively
made up her mind to go to Fernwood (rove,
and to perform the work which Frank was
unable to do.

The VUNION JACK Z. ibrasrsy/

She Kknew ecverything. She knew that the
house was deserted; shc knew which win-
dow to go to; she knew that the papers
were contained in an inlaid bureau. Ob, it
was surprisingly simple.

And she took another ticket and went to
Fulham. :

The conductress was able to set her down
at the very end of Fernwood Grove. And
as she walked down the quiet thoroughfare
her determination ‘was not quite so strong.
It didn't seem so easy now. Sitting in the
'bus she felt capable of anything. But this
darkness and silence rather unnerved her.

However, she made up her mind, and she
woulld not ignominiously turn tail and go
back. Fernwood Grove was a very select-
residential- thoroughfare, with large houses
on either side of the road, each house stand-
ing within its own grounds

No. 35 was smaller than the others, and
thick trees grew in the front garden. Having
already decided what to do, the girl entered
the gateway without hesitation. It looked
better than waiting about in a state of in-
decision. Although, if it came to that,
there was not a soul to watch her movements.

The house showed no light whatever, and
this was added proof that Frank's informa-
tion was correct—that Bargrave was not at
home. The house, although old-fashioned,
had heen recently re-fitted, for all the front
windows were of modern type, and the paint-
work was fresh. . ._

She could see this ecasily, for the moon
was shining high in the sky, and not a single
cloud was to be seen. A gentle breeze
rustled the trees, and everything seemed
strangely desolate. But this, of course, was
all the better.

With fast beating heart—but with a very
firm tread—the girl walkéd down the side
path uatil she came to a trellis-work gate.
This opened without trouble, and she passed
through to the rear garden.

The moon was not shining on the back of
the house, but she had no difficulty in imme-
diately locating the study window. This bore
evidences of having been recently painted,
for the woodwork was white; but it was a
large, old-fashioned window, whilst all the

-others were new.

Creeping close, she saw that the window
wag only secured by means of a very usual
fastening. There was quite an amount of
play between the two sashes, and a strong
knife would ?ush the catch back immediately.

Butr she had no strong knife, and she
wondered if she dare smash a hole in one of
the windows. Would the noise be too great?
Would she bring a policeman upon the scene?

She finally rejected the idea, but at once
changed her mind, which, considering that
she was a girl, was not at all surprising.
It must be acknowledged, however, that she
had an excellent idea for changing her mind.

As she stood there, a deep pucker upon
her pretty forehead, she heard a lumbering
noise, growing ever nearer. It was caused.
probably, by a motor-lorry, or a steam-
waggon. At all events, the vehicle was pass-
ing down Fernwood Grove at some speed, and
the noise it created was considerable.

Here was an opportunity!

Gladys remembered having seen an old
broomstick lying against the wall, and she
quickly ran to the spot and fetched it. And
just as the lorry was rattling past the house,
and the noise was at its maximum, she
thrust the end of the stick through the
window near the catch.

Surprisingly enough, the. smash caused
hardly any noise. If she had done it acci-
dentally the din would have been appalling.
But she thrust the broomstick with such
good effect that it merely broke a clean hole
through at the bottom of the pane, although,
of course, the glass was starred in every
direction.

* Oh, how splendid!"’ she told herself, hold-
ing her hand to her breast. She was breath-
ing rather heavily under the stress of the
excitement, and although she tried to tell
hereelf that she was calm, she was really
very frightened.

But all thoughts of turning back were now
banished. The noisy lorry lumbered into the
distance, and all became silent. That slight
crash of glass had passed unnoticed, unless,
of course, there was somecbody within the
house.

The girl waited for five tense minutes, con-
cealing herself behind the bushes. This was
a wise precaution on her part, although it
wasn't necessary. Nothing happened, and
at last she crept out, apfroached the win-
dow, and climbed upon the broad sill. It
was a perfectly easy matter ‘for her to
thrust her dainty. little hand within the
aperture and pull back the catch.

Then she raised the sash without a sound,
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and dropped into the room. The darkness
was pitcuy, and the air felt close and stufly
after the brecze of the night. And now there
was another difttculty: e had no matches,
nor ampy light of any kind whatever. So she
pulled the curtains aside and waited.

Her eyes grew accustomed to the dimness,
and gradually she made out certain objecis
in the room—the table, chairs, and piccee of
furniture against the wall. Her chief atten-
tion, however, was directioa towards the
ceilling. She was very satisfied when she
saw & neat bunch of electric Jamps hanging
downmn.

The switch, of course, was over by the
door. She could see it distinctly now, and
she memorised its position, and then pulled
the heavy curtains closely to, so that no
streak of light would pevetrate outside.

Then, picking her way gentiy, she crossed
the room and felt along the wall for the
switch. She thought that she wou.d be able
to find it at once, but a full minute had
clapsed before her fingers came in contact
with the little brass bulb.

She pressed the switch down, and then
closed her eyes tightly. The sudden glare of
light was overpowering, and it was quite
impossible for her to see during the first
few seconds. But when she finally looked
round ehe saw that she had entered the right
apartment, for there, against the opposite
wall, atood a beautiful inlaid bureau.

The curtains did not need touching, and
she felt satisfled that no light was escaping.
The apartment was a most comfortable one,
and Mr. Bargrave obviously did not suffer
from lack of funde.

‘The girl merely bestowed a cursory glance
round; her chief attention was directed upon
the bureau. She stepped lightly over towards
it, her heart bea faster than ever. The
bureau was locked, but this did not matter
much. Upon ome of the walls hung an old-
fashioned dagger, and the girl took it down
and ruthlessly smashed open the bureau.
At a time like this she could not stand upon
ceremony.

The flap being down, numerous pigcon-holes
were revealed. And there, staring her in the
face, was a neal bundle of papers, bound
round with pink tape. It was the only
bundle bound in that manncr, and shé knew
that she had obtained her prize. .

She seized the bundle with a little cry of
joi')—and then the door opened.

aniel Bargrave stood there, and there
was 2 moment of tense silence as man and
girl faced one another. :

It was rcally a most dramatic moment.

THE SEVEN'i'H CHAPTER.
Nelson Lee and Nipper to the Rescue.

LADYS ASHLEY was the flrst to re-
G cover ber voice,

Her heart had been beating so

rapidly that it seemed to thud

against her ribs; and she was fllled with

alarm and consternation. ‘Yet she did not

lose her head. Having had sufficient nerve

to cnter the house, she had nerve enough to
face the comnsequences without flinching.

** What—what are you doing here?’’ she
aaked in a low vaice. .

Even a8 she asked the question she knew
how absurd it was. It was for him fo make
that query. Bargrave stepped into the room,
closed the door, and locked it. He was
dressed in a light suit of summer motor-
cycling overalls, and was covered with dust
from head to foot.

His face was ghastly in ite pallor, and the
Jatter was greatly intensified by the livid
scratches across the cheeks—received whilst
falling into the bush just outside Brentwood.

“You will stay just where you are, my
lady!" he exclaimed in an unsteady voice,

roducirg a revolver. “ No, don't move.

ou needn’t tell me why you have broken
into my house like a thief in the night. You
came for those documents. Give them to
me. Bring them over here.”

The girl took a deep breath., .

*“1 will not!” she exclaimed tensely. * If
you"do not let me go at once I will scream

“ You may scream to your heart’s con-
tent,” interjectcd Bargrave. “ Nobody will
hear, and there is no cecape for you.
never mef you bhefore, but I gather I am
correct in eurmising that you are the flancee of
Mr. Frank Canning. Very well. You shall
suffer for this deliberate attempt at robbery.”

*“ You will hand me to the police?’* asked
Gladys steadily. - D

-stowed them into his Dbreast-pocket.

I have |

faint.

that,”” he replied. *“1 have no great liking
for the police—particularly just now. You
sec, I am quite frank with you. I have
committed one murder this evemng, so it will
make very little difference if 1 repeat the
periormance. My pun.s.ament, if caugnt, can-
not be increased. And it is most necessary

that you should be prevented from leaving |

this house.””

Tue girl could hardly bring hersclf to be-
lieve that he was talking seriousiy. But
there was a deadiy note in his voice—a kind
of heaviness which denoted bodily exhaustion,
He was in such a condition that he cared
}itt-le what he did, and was absoluteiy ruth-
ess.
And the very fact that he had openly con-
fessed to the girl that he had committed &
murder proved that he had not tbe slightest
intention of allowing her to get away. And
she, realising her terrible peril, decided to
make a break for liberty. She was strong—
he was weak. There was quite a distinet
chance of suecess. '

Careless of the threatening revolver, she
da-hed to the window, thrust aside the cur-
tains, and attempted to climb out into the
open. She took with her the documents she
had come to obtain. '

** No you don’t, young lady—no you don’t!"
exclaimed Bargrave harshly.

He tore aside the curtain, grasped Gladys
round the waist, and pulled her bodily'back-
wards, exerting a surprising amount of
gtrength. Bhe staggered, caught her feet in
the folds of the curtain, and fell. '

And before ghe could risc again Bargrave
had whipped his handkrchief round her neat
ankles, and she wae rendered quite helpless
for the moment. Somehow or other she
managed to struggle into a chair. It was
altogether too undignified to lay sprawling
upon theé floor.

** Oh, you brute—yo™ brute!” she panted.

* Very possibly,”’ agreed Bargrave. *“If I
were not a brute I should not be safe at this
moment. I do not intend to question you,
or to hold any further conversation. I know
why you came, and that is sufficient.”*

He picked up the bundle of papers and laid
it upon the table. Then he fetched a ball ol
stout cord from a cupboard, and proceeded
to tie the girl so securely into the chair that
there was no hope of her getting out again.
She didn t re-i-t for resistance would be use-
less, and said nothini. N -

In truth, the gir] had eecased beini fright-
ened, and was only interested—im a horrified
kind of mapner. The deliberate nature in
w.ich Bargrave performed hiz work proved
that his threat had been no idle one. And
he was physicallv weakened. and his actions
were sluggish. It was only with the greatest
difficulty rhat he made vze of his right arm,
It was thick with bandages near the wrist,
and blood-staing showed on many portions of
his overalls.

‘““There! 1 don't think you will be able
to do much harm,” he exclaimed, with cold
satisfaction. ‘“In case you try to cry out,

may as well tell you that mo sound
uttered in this room can reach the street:
and after a few minutes you will be quite
incapable of uttering any sound whatever!”

He gave a short chuckle, which sounded
ghastly in the girl’s ears. She realised now
hat she had been most unwice in coming
upon this mission. But she had obeyed an
impulse, and must now face the conse-
quences, As jt happencd, Bargrave volun-
tarily explained how he had arrived upon
the scene. :

‘“You didn’t think you would be sur-
prised, did you?'' he exclaimed, as he peeled
ofl his overalls. *‘I entered the house by the
front door, and knew, on the instant. -that
something was wrong. For a streak of light
was showing under this doorway, and I at
once made investigations. It is & great pity
that you interfered, my fine lady. You
will not have many minutés in which to
regret your action.” ' -

Having discarded his overalls, he revealed
the fact that he was attired in a grey twced
suit which did not show the dust—for a cer-
tain amount had naturally found its way
bencath the overalls.

He picked up the bundle of documentsTgnd

en
he walked to the bureau, pulled out a cash-
box from the top drawer, and revealed the
fact that it was stuffed with currency notes
and silver. '

He transferred the bulk of this to his own
pockets,- and then took a final look round.
Even as he did so he swayed slightly, and
Gladys half expected to see him fall in a
The pallor of his cheeks was even
more’ intensified than before; he looked
almost deathlike. and his eyes were burning

“No, I'm not going to he so foolish as feverishly.

I1brar i

As a matter of fact, Daniel Bargrave
would have collapsed long since had the
circumstances been ordinary. He was only
maintaining suflicicnt strength to  move
about by sheer eflort of will, and by the
knowledge that it was vitally neccssary for
him to do &o.

His next move was to see that the window
was securely fastened. And he took the
trouble to place a large sheet of paper over
the jagged hole in the glass. Then Lhe
donned his hat, and looked round.

** You are surprisingly quiet, for a member
of the feminine sex,” he remarked mock-
ingly. ** However, it is quite a relief, since
I am in no mood for eonversation. 1 came
here to obtain a supply oi funds—and now
1 will leave. But there is just one little task
to perform beforchand.”

He stepped over to the fireplace, reached-
down and closed the register. The room was
supplied with a gas fire ¢of a large pattern,
and this stood out in the fireplace. Normally
the fumes would pass up the chimney, but
Bargrave had detached the clbow of fron
piping. As a result, all the fumes would. now
pass into the room.

But this- was nc¢t Bargrove's plan. He
turned the gas full on—and did not light
it! It hissed into the room loudly, and with
great force.

** The weather is quite mild,” he remarked.
*“1 do not think we need a fire—eh? And
the gas itself will scon send you into a de-
lightfully dreamless sleep, from which there
will be no awakening.”

Gladys wanted to cry out in horror; she
wanted to shout for help. But if she did
sp it would only give this vile brute satis-
faction. And so, by a great effort, she man-
aged to keep quiet, although shc¢ had turned
deathly pale.

Bargrave walked across the room,
switched out the light, and locked the door.
Then he made his way down the dark hali,
reached the front door, and ict himself out.
As he was walking down the broad steps he
swayed again, but sct his tecth and pulled
himself together. .

And at that exact moment a motor-car
pulled up with a jerk precisely opposite his
gateway. Two figures leapt out. Nelson Lee
and Nipper had arrived!" They had originally
intended approaching with caution. But in
the moonliggt Lee had distinetly caught a
glimpse of Bargrave closing the door.

Both Lee and Nipper entered the gateway,
and hurried up the drive. Bargrave, who
saw thcm, was under no delusion as to what
this meant. . He rapped out an angry snarl
of exasperation, and fled.

He raced across the grass, evidently intend-
ing to escape by meanrs of another garden.

* After him!"’ shouted Nelson Lee quickly.

Nippcr needed no bidding. He was running
rapidly, and easily overhauling the fugitive.
Lee himself was making similar efforts. And
just then Bargrave stumbled forward—his
foot had caught .upon an unseen root—and
he went crashing to the ground. He lay
quite still. : :

When Lee and Nipper arrived they found
the man upon his face. A few brief glauces
were sufficient to show that Bargrave was
unconscious. The sudden excitement and the
race for liberty had proved too much for
him. He bad fainted.

* Take bold, Nipper!' said Lee crisply.

** Well, this chap’s a rummy customer,”
remarked Nipper. ‘*This is the second time
we've carried him about. But, I say, he’s
looking pretty bad now, sir. He wasn’'t 80
pale as this after the bike accident.”

“ The excitement has been telling on him,”
gaid Lee. * In my opinion, the man will be
dead within a2 week—his body can't stand ir.
How on earth he has managed to kcep up so
long. is a staggering myslery.” .

They carried him to the front steps, and
here paused whilst Lee took the door-key
from Bargrave’s pocket. The detective felt
something else, too.

‘“ A revolver,” he exclaimed. ‘I wonder
where he obtained it? From within the
house probably.”

Lee was not aware that Bargrave had
used that revolver upon Tinker and myself
less than two houra before. We after-
wards discovered that the weapon had been
concealed in a little tool-bag almost hidden
by the bicycle saddle. Nipper had over-
looked this in his examination of the
machine.

Bargrave was carried into the house, and
the door was closed. ]

“Into this front room,” said Lee. *' No—
we'd better go into onme of the rear apart-
ments, I think. Switch on your torch,

U. J.—No. 774.
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Nipper did so, and the light revealed a
door at the end of the hall.

‘ That room will do, young ‘un—"'

‘“ There's a terrific nift of gas, sir,”” re-
marked Nipper, sniffing loudly. *‘Looks as
though Bargrave—"'

** Quiet—quiet !”’ interrupted Lee sharply.

' Help—oh, help!”’ came a distinct, chok-
ing cry from beyond the end door. It was in
a girlish voice, and Lee and Nipper, ex-
changing rather startled glances, allowed
Bargrave to sink to the floor without much
ceremony. They had certainly not been ex-
pecting anything of this nature.

**That was a girl!” said Nipper quickly.

‘“Yes, and in sore distress, too!” was
Lee's remark.

They both strode forward, flung open the
door, and then started backwards, A great
wave of gas surged out upon them, over-
powering in its volume and odour. Nipper
backed away, but Lee s8prang forward,
switched on the electric light, and instantly
saw what the trouble was.

** Good heavens!”" he muttered furiously.
* The brute—the infernal brute!”’

. “I'll open the window, guv'nor!”’ gasped
Nipper. .

He did so whilst his master turned off the
gas, and flung bhack the register of the
stove, allowing more draught “to circulate
through the room.

L“Now. Nipper, lend a band!” rapped out
ee,

But Nipper’s knife was already out, slash-
ing through the cords which bound Gladys
Ashley to the chair. She was not uncon-
scious, although dazed and terribly pale. And
she was quite incapable of speech.

* Straight outside, Nipper,” said Lee.
* There's mnothing wrong only partial
asphyxiation, and fresh air is all she needs.
Ten minutes of the night breeze will work
wonders.”

As it turned out, Gladys was fully eon-
scious after five minutes had clapsed. And
she was feeling dreadfully sick and ill. But
this passed off fairly soon, and left only a
bad headache.

*“0Oh, I don't know how to thank you!”
she exclaimed fervently. * That terrible
man meant to kill me. Will you call the
police? He is the man who murdered Sir
Hugh Dorrington—he actually told me
sO_IP

“My name is Lee, and I am working in-

conjunction with Mr. Sexton Blake,” ¢x-
plained the Gray's Inn Road detective. *‘1
believe I have the pleasure of addressing
Mise Gladys Ashley?"”

‘* Then—then we're not quite strangers?”
gaid the girl eagerly. «

‘““ Mr. Blake mentioned your visit, and 1
. am in full possession of ail the facts,” said
Lee. ‘' Nipper and I came here at Mr.
Blake's request. on the off-chance of catch-
ing Bargrave. By a remarkable coincidence
we arrived just as he was Jeaving the
house.”’

‘“Then you captured him?"

"Nipper is with him now,"”
detective. ‘‘* The man tried to escape, but
collapsed. When you feel well enough to
come indoors, Miss Ashley, we will exchange
notes. You must not think me inquisitive it
I ask you why you are in this house?”

‘““I shall tell you everything, Mr. Lee,”
said Gladys, almost tearfully. ‘*Oh, 1
have been so foolish—and I really have no
excuse to offer. I—I hope you won’t think
so very badly of me.”

Exactly twenty minutes later Necleon Lee
knew all that there was to be known. He
did not think badly of Miss Ashley; on the
contrary, he was of the opinion that Miss
Ashley had displayed wonderful courage and
determination—and he did not hesitate to
tell her so.

.The bundle of papers was sccured, and
Lee pocketed it. He made no attempt to
examine the contents of the hundle. Anaq
he only took them because the girl requested
him to do so. :

4“1 feel that I have expressed my gratitude
in a very poor {fashlon, Mr. Lee,"” said
Gl:&dys after a while. ‘You saved my life,
and—"

* Really, Miss Ashley, I did nothing of the
sort—if I may presume to contradict you,”
said Lee smoothly. “ Nipper and I heard
your cry and simply took you into the open
air. There was nothing praiseworthy in that
action, and I beg of you not to refer to the
matter. And, upon the whole, I don't think
it would be quite wise to let this aspect ot
the case he known to the police. You would

[

explained the

he subjected to much disagreeable examina-
tion, apd there is really no need for you to
appear in the case.”

“* I would much prefer to go home at once

Mr. Lee,” said the girl. * When I think of
it. all, I feel positively shocked. But I am
very glad I came, hecause it must have dec-
layed Bargrave for some little time—and
that allowed you to capture him."”
- ‘“Everything has worked very swim-
mingly,”” Lee agreed. ‘' As for Bargrave him-
self, I am afraid we shall not get much out
of him to-night. To my mind, he looks like
a dying man, and there is just a possihility
that he will go off without recovering con-
sciousness—and that would be very awk-
ward. I . intend to send Nipper .for the police
ambulance at once, and have only delayed so
that you may have the chance to get safely
out of the way.” .

‘“You are very kind, Mr. Lee.”

“ Hallo, people!” exclaimed another voice,
** Why, what the dickens—"

The new-comer was Tinker. He had just
marched in, having been admitted by Nipper
unknown to Lee. Nipper had gone out to
fctch something from the car. And he was
gratified by the sight of another car coming
down the road—with myself at the wheel.

Tinker and 1 had had no idea that things
were so aatisfactory at Fernwood Grove, but
we had come here because it offered the only
possible point for continuing the investiga-
tion.

““ Why, Tinker, this i splendid!'’ exclaimed
Nelson Lee. ‘ Where's your guv'nor? And
what on earth have you been doing to your
face?”’

‘“ Don't ask me—ask the surface of the
Brentwood road!"’ replied Tinker. *“I—I'm
awfully sorry, Misa Ashley. I didn't know
you were here, or I wouldn’t have come in.
Has anyhody got a mask?”

It was some few moments before things
were sorted out. Tinker didn't actually
need a mask, but his face was badly grazed,
and did not look improved by a layer of
dust, and by the fact that he had had no
opportunity of washing.

Within a very short time Ice had explained
to me all that had occurred at this end.
and I was cxtremely gratitied. It was then
my turn to deséribe the adventures of Tinker
and I at Brentwood.

“We were both rather hadly bowled
over,”” I explained, after describing the ex-
citement with Bargrave. ¢ Tinker suffered the
most, by far—for this graze on my head is
a mere trifle. Tinkes was half-stunned, and
it's a wonder to me that his spine wasn't
broken. It only adds to my conviction that
he is mainly composed of indiarubber!”

“* Steady on, guv'nor!'’ remarked Tinker.
“J can stand a worse fall than that. I can
tell you! But I want to see Bargrave—I'm
quite anxious to plant my fist squarely upon
his nose!”

“I'm afraid you can’t have that satisfac-
tion, Tinker,” said Lec. * Bargrave has col-
lapsed, and it’s my belief that he’s dying.
You’d better come and havc a look at him,
Blake. But how did you get here so soon?”

‘““ Walked back to Brentwood and hired a
car,”” I replied shortly. :

We passed into another room, leaving
Tinker with Miss Ashley. And a very bricf
examination of Mr. Daniel Bargrave con-
vinced me that Lee's diagnosis was correct.
The fellow was terribly weak, and sinking
rapidly.

“ We mustn’'t waste a minute, Lee,” I said
briskly. ¢ Pack Nipper off with ‘Miss Ashley
at once, and then we can fetch the police
ambulance. I hope Bargrave won't die with-
out making a statement—"'

**By Jove! 1 beliecve he’s coming to!"
interjected Lee.

“I sincerely hope 80, I said, bhending
over the unconscious man. * He's consump-
tive, Lee. and he’s lost an enormous amoint
of blood. All this excitement, on top of
such exhaustion, will prove fatal. He simply
can't recover!"

As I spoke, Bargrave's cyelids flickered,
and five minutes later he was fully conscjous.
Brandy had helped him to partially recover,
but his eyes were feverish and glassy-looking.

*“T thought you'd  be in this affair, Lee,”
he cxelaimed akly. *'It was a cursed mjs-
fortunc that you ran across me on the
Brentwood road. And Blake, too! Oh, yes,
I recognise you! I'm not quite unconscious.
And you needn’t tell me that I'm going to
die—I know it!"”

“ And perhaps you know that Mr. Frank

Canning 1s in the hands of the police, and

that he is to be charged with the murder of
Sir Hugh Dorrington?'’ 1 said quietly. *' Per-
haps you know that, Mr. Bargrave?’’

He shook his hecad slightly.

‘“No, I didn't know that,” he muttered.
“I didn't want to get anybody else into
trouble, Will you give me some more of
that brandy? I've been a fool—I've been
mad. This rushing about has killed me. 1
ought to have taken it quietly. But I Hiew
into a panic—— Thank you!"

He gulped the brandy down, and breathed
heavily. Then he fell into a violent fit of
coughing—coughing which was ghastly to
listen to. But at last the paroxysm waas
over, and he lay back weakly.

‘“You are dying, Bargrave,” I said, draw-
ing my chair closer to him. *“If you were
not, you would be chargel with attempted
marder. It was your intention to kill Miss
Ashley, and I believe you tried to kill me.
Hadn't you better eonfess that you fired the
fatal shot at Sir Hugh Dorrington?'’

‘I do confess it,”' said Bargrave. ‘it
matters nothing to me—now. Yes, I Kkilled
the old man. I meant to. I went thcre
euspecially to kill him. But my plans went
wrong. Yes, yes, I will write it down."”

It was a long, slow job; but Daniet Bar-
grave wrote a full confession of his crime,
and signed it-—Iin the presence of three wit-
nesses. And after that there was much
activity. At my suggestion, Lee and Nipper
went along to Baker Street, so that we
should be able to have a long talk after-
wards. DMiss Ashley hegged that she might
accompany them, for I had stated my inten-
tion of bringing Canning along, if it could be
managed.

An ambulance was sent for, and Bargrave
was taken away in a delirious condition. I
fully expected him to die before the morning.
As it turned out, the murderer passed out of
this life just at dawn—beyond thc reach ol
all earthly retribution.

THE E1QHTH CHAPTER.

Clearing Up the Detaile—Conclusion.

. HIEF DETECTIVE-INSPECTOR LEN.-

C NARD was just on the point of going
home when Tinker and I entered bhis
office at Scotland Yard.

He was grumpy and ill-tempered, which
wasn’'t very surprising. He had been hard
at it since the hour of the murder, and he
could not boast that he had discovered much.
And he was greatly troubled by the thought
that he had got hold of the wrong man.

** Hallo, you here again, Blake,” he said
growlingly. *' This is no hour for respect-
able people to be out of bed. You're look-
ing rather lively, aren't you? What’s the
matter? I'm dog-tired, and fed up to the
neck!”’ .

And Lennard yawned sleepily.

‘“ There was a little question of a supper
at the Savoy,” I said briskly. * You gave
me until to-morrow night, Lennard; but I'm
:lt]l impatient beggar! I couldn’'t wait until

en___'!

‘*You haven't got Canning out of our
hands yet!" interjected the chief-inspector.

‘“ He'll be out within thirty minutes!” 1
declared.

“ Will he?’ growled Lennard. “If an
earthquake happens, perhaps—not without.

I'm not in the mood for joking, Blake!"

** Neither am 1,” I replied. ** But if you
will pull yourself together, and wipe those
sleep-tears from your eyes, I'll hand over the
full confession of Mr. Daniel Bargrave, ot
Fernwood Grove, Fulham. Bargrave kilfed
Sir Hugh Dorrington, and he has been good
enough to write and sign a statement. You'll
find it quite in order, old man. And Bar-
grave himself is in the infirmary—dying.”

The inspector stared at me blankly.

“You're serious?” he demanded, compress-
ing his lips. )

« Read this,” T answered.

Lennard took the confession, read it, and
whistled. Then he listened without a wora
while T told the main facts. I did not
think it mneccssary to mention that Miss
Gladys Ashley had visited the house at Ful-
ham, and that she had played a big part in
capturing the murderer; she was not anxious
to receive any credit.

“Well, I'm hanged!” said Lennard at
last. ** This is good enough, of course. I'll
stand you that supper willingly. I’'m botherad
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if I can understhnd how you got on the track
so quickly. You've knocked spots off me
this time, old man."”

“ And Canning will be released—at once?”
I asked..-

*“I'll -come along with you to Bow Street
now,” replied the inspector briskly. «I'll
have the fellow released on my own responsi-

bhility. By George! This is splendid! I'm
downright glad Canning is cleared.”
We had the hired "car with us, and we

arrived at Bow Street in next to no time—
after Lennard had stirred up. a few people
at Scotland Yard, and had been husy with
the 'phone for a few minutes. .

Canning, of course, had retired for the
night; but he was up and dressed in record
time. He rteceived the glad news with
- sparkling eyes, and grasped my hand warmly.

*“I knew that you would do wonders,
Mr. Blake,”” he said with enthusiasm.
** Directly I learned that you were on the
scene, I felt sure that I was safe—although
I didn't expect to- be freed so quickly.
These muddle-headed police—""

“ Don’t mind me,”” said Lennard. ‘1 like
compliments.’ -

**1 wasn’t including you, Mr. Lennard,” ex-
plained Canning, smiling. “ It was that
infernal police-sergeant who made me angry.
He arrested me, you remember, while I was
chasing the murderer. If 1 hadn't been
stopped——&

** Well, it’s no good blaming the poor
man.”’ said the inspector. *‘‘ He did what he
considcred to be his -duty, and you must
admit that appearances were against you.
I’'m sorry you were detained, but you
haven’t -come¢ to any harm. Try, as the
years roll by, to forgive me.”

Canning grinned. :

**I've forgiven you alrcady—and that ser-
geant, too,” he declared.” «“]I suppose you'li
want me again, of course? There’ll be an
inquest, won't there?”

** Very probably,”” said Lennard drily.
“*Yes, we shall certainly wamté you again.
But you ncedn't stop now.:' I know your
address, and I'll let you know when you're
wanted. Good-night, Mr. Camning.”

We earried him off with us, and soon
arrived at Baker Street. For 1ully ten
minutes I engaged the fattention of Nelson
Lee and Nipper in my laboratory, and
Tinker was doing his hest to make himseli
look respectable. Mcanwhile, of course,
Canning and Miss Ashley had the consulting-
room to themeelves; and they {ull appre-
ciated the little attention. . :

The girl was radiant when we reéturned.
The colour had returned to her cheeks, and
sie showed no sign of her dreadful adven-
titre in the gas-choked room at Fulham. The
one fact that Canning was released—a free
‘man—madc her supremely happy. .

“We have all taken part in this little
affair,” I said, when Lee and Canning and I
had lightcg cipars—with Miss Ashley’s per-

mission. “It has been quite an exciting
episode,” and it is not quite cleared up yet.
I shall be very glad, Mr. Canning, if you
will fill in the gaps.””

The young man nodded.

‘“ Your hint isn’t necessary, Mr. Blake,” he
said. “ You want to know, of course, why I
intended entering Bargrave’s house, and
what I was doing with Sir Hugh, wearing a
mask? Well, I can tell you in a very few
words. I'm terribly upseg' about my uncle's
death; but all this other trouble has over-
shadowed it. - JRe

** Sir Hugh came into my office, in Victoria
Strect, about a week ago for the firat time,”
went on Canning. * He was obliged to intro-
duce himself to me, for I had not seen him
since I was a little child. He was in great
trouble, and came to me because he believed
that I could help him. You may remember
Mr. Reginald Dorrington, who occupied an
important position in the Jate, Government,
some years ago?"” ;

‘ The name is certainly familiar to me,” 1
assented.

‘“ Reginald Dorrington was my cousin, and
Sir Hugh’s son,’”’ explained Canning. ‘' And
now I intend to reveal a secret—a disgrace-
ful, appalling sccret. I know well enough
that I can do so safely. Reginald proved
unworthy of his trust. In short, he was
mixed up in certain matters which stamped
him a traitor to his country.” .

‘* Dear me!"’ I said gently. ‘‘ Then he was,
indeed, unworthy.” :

“My uncle’s -heart was nearly broken,”
proceeded Canning. ‘* Reginald fled, although
the actual truth was never made public. He
fled to the United States, and retribution
overtook him on the trip—for the vessel
foundered in ‘'mid-Atlantie, with all hands.
Reginald's wifc was—and is—a good woman,
the daughter of one of the hest families in
England. The world never knew the truth
regarding Reginald Dorrington, and so his
poor wif¢ was never persecuted—as she
certainly would have been persecuted if it
had hecome known that her husband had
been a traitor to his King. ‘

*“I teally don't know when Daniel Bar-
grave first afpeared, bht I Dbelieve he
approached my uncle soop after Reginald's
dcath. Bargrave, it appears, had obtained
possession of documents which proved—and
proved to the hilt—that Reginald -had been
in the pay of a foreign Hower, and that he
had betrayed official secrets. )
documents as a lever, Bargrave went to Sir
Hugh. He demanded money, 3nd threatened
to publish the truth broadcast uniess my
uncte paid up.” : :

‘““That's just what I suspcdcted, sir,”” re-
marked Tinker, nodding. “ Bargrave was a
rotten blackmailer—a worm of the most
beastly type.”
~“*Your description ahsolutely fitting,
Tinker,” said Canning. “Bargrave had my
uncle - in his power. For Sir Hugh had not

b
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only his own name to think about: there
wa3 his son’s wife—one of the sweetest
women qQn earth. The family name would
have been cast into the mire if Bargrave had
carried out his vile threat.” )

" ** And Sir Hugh paid?”

‘' Times without number,” said Canning:
‘“My poor uncle has practically kept Bar-
grave im the greatest luxury for years. The
scoundrel was always receiving money—and
always demanding more. But just recently—
within the last month, I believe—Sir Rugh
obtained evidence which would positively
convict Bargrave of criminal blackmail. He
couldn’t use that evidence while Bargrave
possessed the documents.”

“1 quite understand,” I said; and Nelson
Lee nodded. .

‘““And so my uncle ecame to me, and told
me the whole miserable truth,” explained
Canning quietly. ‘‘ He begged me to enter
Bargrave’s house, and obtain those papers.
He gave me much information, and assured.
me that the task would not be difBcnlt.
With those papers burnt Bargrave would be
helgless——and then Sir Hugh could prose-
cute.”

‘““And you?” I asked. ‘ What did you

say?” .

“I was furious at the whole affair,”
replied Canning. * I told my uncle he ought
to have come to me hefore. I told him that
I was only too delighted to help him, and
instantly agreed to ‘burgle’ Bargrave's
house. ' I was enthusiastic about it, and
wanted to rush off that very night. But Sir-
Hugh calmed me down, and we agréed to
meet this evening, to discuss the final plans.
As you know, Bargrave came and killed my
poor uncle befere those plans could mate-
rialise.” . _

** But not before Sir Hugh had made a
fresh will, leaving all his moncy to you,”
I said. ‘' Your uncle was evidently de-
lighted with the splendid spirit in which you
greeted his suggestion. Burglary of that
sort, Mr. Canning, is quite permissible. Cer-
tainly you had no other avenue. As for
Bargrave, it is quitc “evident that he dis-
covered his danger, and he decided to shoot
your uncle before he could produce thé
evidence. He thought that Sir Hugh was
alone, and he would have probably been com-
pletely successful if yop had not heen
present.’’ v
Gladys Ashley caught hold of Canning's
arm. i
**How glad I am you were there, Frank,”
she said softly. *“ It was dreadful at first;
but everything is all right now, isn't it?”

‘“Yes, everything, - little girl,” replicd
Canning—** thanks to Mr. Blake and Mr. Lee,
Bargraye killed my uncle, but he killed him-
self at the same time. He has reaped his
full reward for his sins.””

And that, I think, is all that need be sald.
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THE OPENING INSTALMENTS.

Bill Cody, or Buffalo Bill, whilst on a lone-
some trapping expedition in the wildest parts
of North America, rescues Sylvia Farrell from
the clutches of an Indian trader, Gideon
Starke, with whom, against her will, she ¥
engaged to be married. Cody takes her under
his protection, and they make for a path
through the Big Horn Mountains. 1 )
attacked by Redskins whilst sheltering in a
prospector’s cabin. The boy manages to
escape and return with cavalry, only to find
the cabin burnt and Sylvia missing. Seeking
round, they find the girl in an exhausted con-
dition. just as a shot is fired and a mounted
man falls,

(Now read on.)

-Following the Trail.

" He was dead, a bullet having penetrated his
hrain. The shot bad been fired from the
cpposite side of the stream, &nd a curl of

-smoke, rising from a large copse of bushes
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and stunted trees, indicated the spot from
whence it had come.

“I'll scttle with that varmint, sir!” cried
a trooper named Kelly, who was noted as
an Indian tracker and fighter. “Leave him
to me! I'll get him!” ' .

With that he dug spurs; and urged his
hhorse into the shallow water. He went
splashing across, and he had no more than
reached the other bank when a painted
warrior astride of a mustang appeared behind
the copse of cover, riding to the west.
And now the little party on the cast bank—
nonec of the others had joined the pursuit—
beheld a thrilling spectacke that held them
spellbound. The Sioux was losing in the
racc. The trooper gained on him, and rapidly
at that, until he was within thirty yards.
The Redskin drew rein and swung round.
At the same instant Trooper Kelly stopped
his steed, and both simultaneously discharged
their weapons. The mustang fell. and the
‘warrior, falling with it, serambled to his
feet unhurt, and levelled his gun. The
soldier’s rifle was as quickly to his shoulder.
Hea fired first, and with a screech of agony

the Sioux bounded in the air, and dropped
like a log. The spectators cheered loudly,
and Sylvia, who had becen watching the con-
test with fcarsome fascination, excitedly
clutched the lad’s arm.
“Oh, he has killed him!” she cried. :
“He is a finc shot, that chap!” declared

Bill Cody. .
“Where is he going? To see if the Indian
is dead?”

“1 reckon he's going to him for sommething
more than that, Sylvia. It’s too far off for
you to see, though.”

‘Having reached the prostratc figure,
Trooper McKay knelt by it, and drew a knife
from his belt. There was 2 flash of curving

| steel, and a glimpse of a dangling, bairy

object. The soldier rose to his feet, possessed
of a trophy which it was the custom to take
in those days. :

.He walked back several yards, to where
he had left his horse when he dismounted,
and then, instcad of returning to his com-
rades, he held to the opposite direction,
leading the animal by the bridle. ,

“Where is he going, sir?” one of the men
inquireq of the captain. .

“He is looking for the trail, I imagine,”
Captain Crofter replied. *“We will wait here
till he comes back.” .

Trooper Kelly was still moving on, very
slowly, and with lowered head. He paused
now and again, and appeared to be scanning
the ground. And at length, when he bad got
to a distance of half a mile, he passed over
a low ridge, and was lost to sight.

“He must have had the trail of the band
when he started,” raid Sergeant McKay.
“Kelly is the smrartest kind of a chap at
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couting and at readmg Indian signs, and I'n
bet he’ l! have somcthing to tell us when he
returns.”

The clouds had cleared from the sky, and
the sun was beating down flercely. All the
soldiers dismounted, and stretched themselves
beneath the spreading boughs ‘of the trecs;
and Sylvia, seated in the shadow of a ‘boulder
with the lad by. her side, listened to an
account: of his night journey to Red Gulceb,
while the two gazed to the west.

More than an bhour elapsed, and Captaln
Crofter was beginning to -feel apprehensive
when the absent trooper appeared over the
crest of the ridge, astride of his horse.
Riding at a gallop, he splashed dcross the
stream, and drew rein. And, in silence, with
all eyes bent upon him, he swung from-the
saddle, and exhibited what he had brought
with him. He put on a flat stone a gun, &

knife, and a tomahawk, and the reeking
scal he_had torn from the head of his
victim. - He next displayed to view a

Lunously -carved pipe of red-stone, and then
drew from his pocket a string ofs wampum.

The captain frowned as he glanced at the
ghastly trophy.

“You shouldn't have tal\eq that,” hLe said.
“I don’t.like it.”

“It's thc usual thmg. sir,” Trooper Kcll)
replied. . “I'm_ sorry lt it's contrary -to
orders.”

-“Well, no, it isn't. 1 wish you wouldn’t do
it aga!n, though. "Where have you been so
Jong, and what bave .you learned?”

“I've been a good stretch yonder, sir, and

I've learned one or. two things that won't be
pleasant hearing. -1 reckon you won’t be
keen on chasimx the Redskins. And, what's
more, you'll agree with me that we had
better be heading for the fort without wa=tmg
much time.”

i‘rWhat do you mean, Kelly? Etplajn your-
self.

The trooper was filling his pipe. 'There was
a grave expression on. his face, and it was
e¢vident that he had something serious to
communicate. He lit the tobacco, and
pointed to the scalp.

“That’s a Sioux trophy, sir, as you can
see,” he. said quietly, *“The Sioux whom I
shot was with a band of thirty—I could tell
that by the signs—and they rode to the west-
ward from where I brought my warrinr down.
1 followed their trail over the ridge and on
for half a mile, until I discovered that

another. band of Sioux, who bad come from |

the north, had joined the firct lot. That's
what they were, because I puthed along their
tracks for a few yards, and ‘picked up this
_bunch of Sioux wampum.”

“How many of them were there?”

Lﬂptam Crofter. “Do you know?"
“1 can tell you almost to a certainty, sir.
There were, roughly, about six score .of
them.”

“So many as that? Go on! What clse?”

“I pushed westward for another half-mile,
sir, and observed that a third band of Red-
skips, -who -also came from the north, had
joined the two other bands. And they
numbered ahout two score.”

“Forty more Sioux, Kelly!
must he swarming with them!”

“They weren't Sioux, sir, as it happens.
The third lot were. Pawnees.”

" # Pawnees !” echoed the captain
. mistaken, surely?”

"Indeed I am not, sir!” Trooper Kelly
declared. “] am ruzht and there. is the
proof of_it! Look at that red-stone pipe.
which I Tound a little way along the third
trail. 1t belonged to 'a Pawnee warrior. I
can swear to that from the carving!”

‘There was a hrief interval of silence. All
of the men were keenly -interésted in what
they had been told, and their faces showed
chagrin ' and dac.nppomtment though - they
were not inclined to be alarmed.. as: yet.
They were chagrined because it appeared now
that they must abandon their hopes of a
v:ctorlous fight with the In(lmns
" “This is hggravating news,” said Captain
Crofter. “Pid the Pawnecs join the united
bands of Sioux, Kelly?”

“They did. sir,” the trooper anwered
“They all tode on to the west in one band.
1 held to their trail for a short distance, and
then I returned.”

“How. long have they been on the move?
You can give me an idea, I suppose?”

“As nearly as I can judge, sir, the first
lot started three hours ago. There was no
stop when they joined the second lot of
Sioux, or when they fell in with the band of
Pawnees.

" “Well, I'm glad to think that they are
not anywhere in the vicinity now. There are
only a score of us, while the Redskins,

N -

inquired

The country

«“You are

ful silence, th$ wh

| same’ view that I do.

according to your calculations, number a
hundred and ninety in all.”

“Yes, * sir; t.hats about right.
depend on it

Sylvia looked uneasily at the 1ad, who was
rather®™roubled, as were hlscompamons The
meaning of - Trooper Kelly's statements was
obvious to him, and so it was to thc rest of

You can

"the party, to whom he had that morning

related the adventures he and the girl had
met with before. they reached the prospec-
tor's cabin. Various bands ef Sioux had been
scattered -about the country, searching for
the young fugitives. After their departure
from the Pawmece camp Gideon Starke and
Black Snake had, by mecans of smoke-signals,
communicated with and joined one party .of
the Sioux, and had worked round with them
to the valley behind the mountain barrier.
As they were leaving the =scene of their
bloody work’they had been joined by another
and much lurget band of Siouxk, who had
probably - alsoafead the smoke- elgnals Not
long afterwardy they had fallen in with the
chief Ycllow Bear and his, Pawncee watriors,
and they had all-joined company amiicably
and pushed on to the west. Such were \‘:léc
inferences to be drawn from the discoveri
that had heen made by the -trooper from
his knowledge 6f scouting. There were a
couple of points, however: which lhad not
occurred te any of the party excepting Kelly.
Even Bill Cody’ had missed them, shrewd
thouf.rh he was.

“Confound the luck!” ;:rumhlml the (‘aptam
shrugging his shouldcrs irritably. ‘Every-
thing has gone wrong with us this trip! Two
hundred hostile ..cqums' Even if the
Pawmees were $o strike out for themselites
that wonid leave ahout a hundred and sixty
of the Sioux. -“We can’t give chase to them
with such a ~small’ force It’s not to be

thought "of !

“No, sir, it's not to be thought of,”
assented Sergeant McKay. “It would be
sheer folly, and it would end in our belng
cut to bits®. .

* Well, serg eant,
pursuit.”

“Which it goes lgalnat. the grain with me
to .do, sir. Ik can't be helped, t,hough "

Trooper Ke¥y had been smoking in thought-

we must abamlon the

to -the westward. He had been listening to
the conversation, sgd his face was very
grave -as be swung round. .

“It's more than a questlon of droppr-nr.: the
pursuit, sir,” he said. “If you will take my
.ldnce you will make tracks for the fort at
Un(.,(‘ . -

“You think danger threatens us?” .asked
Captain Crofter.

*] do, sir, and tor good reasons Whv
didn’t the Sioux, who. massacred Mason and
the prospector, look for the girl’s trail? If
they had they would have found it, and she
would have been caught and carned off.”

. “I dare say they wére under the impression
that her body was in the ruins of the c: nbm.
hellv v

“I doubt if they were under that lmpres-
sion, sir. There Is another f)oint. Why was
that Sioux warrior I shot left behind?”

“That's a poser for-me, I will admit. 1
can't answer the question.”

“It shouldn't be difticult, sir. I will give
you my opinion, and I ﬂunk you will take the
‘You must remember
that the Sioux saw the body of poor Mason
in his uniform.”

“Ah, thatlg truel” md the captain, with a
trouhlul look creeping into his eves as he
spoke. "It is a significant point which
stupidly did not occu to ‘me. Geo on!™

“Well, sir, I regurd it in" this way.”
'I‘rooper Kelly continued. * Being aware that
it was one of our gpldiers they had killed,
the Sioux would natBfglly have judged that
there were a lot more of us somewhere in
the nelghbourhood. that Mason had wandered
away from us, and that we wonld soon be
coming to search for him. That is why they
didn’t waste any time in looking for the girl.
It was in the hope of having a chance to set
a trap for us that they hastily departed,
leaving one of their number hehind with
instructions to. watch for us, and to follow
them up as soon as he had got a glimpse of
us.’' ~

“It sounds plausuhle l\ellv More than
plausible. But why did the rascal so reck-
lessly spoil his opportunity by firing that
shot? I can't account for it.” .

“I can, sir. The Redskin expected us to
arrive from the south, where we would have

{ been in sight a long way off, and we took

him by surprise when we rode qiietly down
to the valléy from the east. Knowing that
we would be coming over there, and that he

must be seen when he took to flight, he let

fiy at us from sheer devilry. He calculated:
on being able to escape on his mustang, but
he had me to reckon with.”

Trooper Kelly was right. There could be
no doubt of it. His clear, logical arguments
had satruck conviction to every heart, and
there was not a man but recalised that the
situation must be regarded as critical. in the
extreme. The Sioux and the Pawnees, having
learned that there was a force of soldiers in
the vicinity, were waiting for their slain
messenger to bring tliem news of them, and-
they had possibly heard the shots that had
been fired. That was improbable, else they
should have appeared by now. But it was,
certain, at all events, that cunning, insidious
peril was hrewing. )

“I am f{rightened,” said Sylvia, who had
o’erheard all of the conversat:on ‘“Are we
in danger, Billie?”

“It looks a bit like it,” the lad ‘assented,
trying to speak cheerfully “] guess we’'ll
pull through, though. - The Redskins can’t
know where-we are yet.”

Captain Crofter was seriously alarmed,
intrepid” soldier though he. was. He scanned
the western horizon again with his glasses,
nd his brows were knit with anxiety as he
owered them.

-“I wish I knew how near the red devils are
to ug, Kelly!”. he muttered.

" “1 should judge that they are at a distance

of half a dozen miles,” the trooper replied. -

t‘lThev would h.u-dly have gofie farther than
at.”

“If they are no nearer we can grve them
the slip.”

(To be continued.)

~
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