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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Moonlight on ths Marshes —The Deserted
Farm-—-8hot.

F owas half-past eight, and a hot,
stufly sumimer’s evening, with a
threat of thunder in the air.

Sexton Blake
the sitting-room, fill
4 .860 Smith & Wesson from a box eof
eartridues in the onen drawer. Having
filled them, and given the cylinder a
twirl to see that it worked smoothly, he
snapped the breech to, and dropped the
weapon into the poacher-pocket of a
disreputable old shooting-coat he swas

stood by a table n
¢ the chambers of

wearing, and placed half a handful move |

of fopsc caviridges in arother pockets
Ife was looking ill and drawn and

havgard, and his eyes were vimmed with

ved from lack of sleep.

s whole get-up, too, was sadly out of
keepine with the ovderly comfort of the
Baker Street rooms. E

Tis chin was covered with a four-days’
growth of stubble. In place of a collay
he wore a Jisreputabler “bird’s-eye ™
handkerchief. - His trousers, bagged at
the knees and frayed, were mudsstained
Jike his hoots, and one of the latter
showed bare skin througch the toe-cap.

If he wore a shirt there were no out-
ward or visible sighs of its existence, and
his hands, usually so carefully kept, were
simed, the nails torn and  broken,
oreover, a fresh, half-healed jaeged

knife scar ran right across the back of

the left hand just helow the knuckles.

Jo was rocking eon his feet with
Fatipue, and yawned wearily as hie closed
the brecch of the revolver, his eyelids
dyooping involuntarily.

_ He opented them again with a palpable
- efiort, and alaneed at the clock, Then he
-went to a table in the corner, poured

himseld out a whisky-and-soda, which he
~ whained at o gulp, and picked up "a
toavetfo—a  Turkish  one—which  he
_seleoted with cave from a tin hox of a
‘wuixed lot. :

: it 3t and inhaled luxurioudly.

“That's heavenly ! he said drowsily.
* It needs a week of bad black shag and
a toul clay to make one really appreciate
a decent cigarvette. Call me at ten sharp I
he said suddenly to Tinker, “Fen to the
minute, mind you! Wake me how
Iike, but wake me thoronghly.
hours—no, nearer sixty odd since
dared to elose my eyes, and vest I must
have if I'm to pull through things te-
night.”

He flung himself on the sofa just as he
was, and inside of 3 minute he was fast
asleep, and the cigaretie was burning a
 bole i the mat,

Tinker rese guietly, trod it out, and
| chucked the remains inte the fender.

Exeept for an occasional call on the
telephone, & eurt wire oy two, and three
spasmodic visits, fivo of which had been
for steaming hot baths and a change of
underclothes, the third for a packet of
notes and a lens of a peculiar convex
shape and size, Tinker had neither seen
nor heard of Blake for seventeen days,
and where he had been or what he had
‘been doing during that time Tinker
hadn’t the vaguest idea.

There was something “big ¥ on, that
much he guessed, but having had his
head snapped off for asking questions
once he hadn’t repeated the experiment.

The order to be awakened at ten sharp
suggested that the *“‘something . big,”
whatever it was, was due to come to a
climax that very night, espécially when
taken in conjunction with the fact that
Blake had overhauled his revelver with
special cave, and had also pocketed some
extra cittridges.

Tinker, who had had ncthing to do for
the past fortnight, exeept to kick his
 heels and dry nurse Pedro, determined
that he wasn’t coing to be left oup of it.

Ho rose silently, fished out his own
ravalver, which he always kept serapu-
lously cleaned and oiled, and lielped him-
 slf to cartridges. Then, knowing by ex-
petionee that when thers was sfrenuous

 work on hand hings bke meals were apt t

plete Detective Story,
in which Tinker has
to Tackle a Case
“Off His Own Bat.”

to he overlooked, he went to the small
paritry, and helped himselt liberally to
ham, bisenits and cheese, and cold coffce.

Then he chauped iite an old suit, for
ed likely that there were vough
ahead, aund he also discarded his

ib
tar

collav and eschanged his clean, boiled
shirt for a flanmel one of doubtful

respectability. For there are many places
where a elean collar way be almost tho
ivalent of a death.warvant or, at the
ast, as dapgerous as flaunting a
. in front of an angry bull’s nese.
Having ruffled his hair down over his
forehead, begrimed his face a hit, and
rummaged round for a greasy old cap; his
preparations were comiplete,

When he had finished in a leisurvely
way, aund stuck a couple of sandwiches
and a small electrie-forch into his pocket,
it was & guacter to ten.

He sat and waited patiently (il the
hour was up, for he knew Blake savely
nceded every scrap of sleep he could get,
and then he woke him sharp on fime.

Blake sprang to a sitbing position af
the very first touch, and his hand dropped
instinctively to his coat-pocket, which
Tinker regarded as proof pesitive that
the steain of the past weeks had worin
Blake’s case-hardened nerves to a raw
edue,

“Pime ! said Tinker, and as hie spoke
ho heard a ear ‘draw up in front I the
house, and pive a warning “henk!” ou
its hosn,

Blake = glanced at the ¢lock and
nodded, :
“Pm ready,’”” he saul, strefching.

Y Get mio that bottle of red stulf marked
B, which is on the shelf in my room, and
a plass ! : :

Tinker got them, and watched whils
Blake carefully measwed oub thirfy
drops, splashed in some water, and swal-
lowed the dose, with a grimace. :

“Peastly stulf © he said. “Dangerous, .
too: but i€l keep me sceme? . :

Iven as he spoke his voice sounded
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strained lock

ronger, and the weary,
faded out of his eyes.

He glanced sharply at Tinker, and
noticed the alteration in him, lesitated
an instant, and then shook his head.
“ Better keep out of this, young 'un!"

he said. “It's not your show, and it's
too risky a gamble.”
“I'm coming along!” said Tinker

doggedly, for he saw refusal on Blake’s
tace. The latter tapped on his teeth with
his finger impatiently, and then shrugged
his shoulder

“Very well. T've no tfime to argue.
Got a revolver 27

“VYes,” said Tinker.

“ Switch off those lights and come on,
then!”

They went downstairs and entered the
waiting car. Both car and driver were
upknown to Tinker, but the man
evidently had his ordnrﬂ‘ for, without a
word, he slipped in his dut«,h and the

car slid eastwards.

Blake, who seemed lost in thought once
more, sat huddled up in a corner of the
tonnean, and Tinker, seeing that it would
be hopr-lmc to try and get him to talk,
contented himself with makmg mental
notes of their route.

They slipped through the heart of the
City, d.bnolutf‘lv deserted at that hour,
castwards again, past long strotches
b here the masts of shipping showed
dimly against the nwhr sky, across a
{ismal region of flat, marsh country, with
ouly occasional buildings dotted ‘about
hiera and there, and so eastward once
more alunrr a broad, wellanetalled road.
said Tinker to himself.
= V.e re hemm’f for Southend, or some-
wheve in that direction.”

! car swung inland away from the
"wr but siill held its easterly course;
aud now and again they flashed through
sleeping il !a;;eb, some of which Tinker
fancied that he recognised, the walls of
the houses echoing back the roar of the
xhaust,

The silent dviver, whoever he was, cer-
uly handled the car Pm;n,ﬁwvltlv\ and

1o rush of the night air was gzmnm,f:
tc make ‘111ka1‘ fecl drowsy, when, at
tasf, they drew up about a mile b(}ond
a small hamlet which Tinker fancied was
Perlash, and the car came to a standstill.

Blake got ocut at once, and Tinker
followed.
Then, for the first time, Blake

addressed the driver.

“You'll pull into the field there, and
svait for us until one heur after dawn
That should bv.\ roughly, until five

o'clock. If we're not here by then you
know what to do!”

The man nodded, mumbled some
inarticulate answer, and thev strode off
down the road. A couple of hundred
vards away, however, they left it, and
made the way over rough, tussocky
rass.

There was no moon, but plenty of star-
light, and it was tolnxably easy to sce
ir way in the open.

kae‘, sniffing, could smell the tang

of salt in the air,
Presently the ground became marshy
od the growth underfoot coarser and
gher. They were out on the “salt-
s

»

,” and Tinker could hear a curlew
, and once there was a flurry of wings
a couplv of startled red shank went
whirring by.

Apart from that there were no sounds,
aund the silence of it all, more especially
Blake's silence, began to got on Tinker's
1Herves.

Once he stumbled over an unseen de-
pression, the course. of a liftle, dry,
snuddy rivulet, and Blake seized him by
the arm just in time to prevent him from
falling.

Again Blake said nothing, but the
force of his grip made Tinker feel that
Le would have been happier if Blake had
sworn at him fluently in half a dozen
languages,

1t would have been more human, some-
how. But the night was still, without
even a whisper of a breeze; and sound,
as Tinker knew, carries a lonﬂ WAy over
those desolate coast-marshes when there
is no wind.

They came to the elno of a muddy
winding creek, sunk deep out of sxght
beneati the rreneml level of the swamp.

The tide was at three-quarters flood,
and the waters looked like a dull, leaden
sheet.

Half a dozen paces to their left a boat
lay moored to a snag by a piece of sodden
rope. It was sougly hxdd(n in a little
bay.

Blake got in, treading as carefully as a

cat which fears to get its feet wet, and
nm,red to Tinker to follow him and cast
off, pointing down-stream as he settled
himself in the stern.

Tinker obeyed, took the bow-thwart,
and picked up the sculls. He noticed as
ho did so that the leathers had been care-
fully muffled with pieces of old sacking,
sowed round with twine, The 10\“10\.1\<
too, had been heavily greased.

The stream was running a fair pace,
but he had to keep to the middle of ir, for
fear of hidden mudbanks, and also be-
cause in places it was very narrow.

As he rowed silently and carefully—for
the creek wound in and out like a snake

with a stomache-ache, and the course
needed watching—Tinker puzzled over
the a-\tlamdmcu'v care thh which the

preparations had been made.

He remembered the inarticulate reply
of the driver of the car, and in a flash it
came to him that the man was dumb, and
had been specially selccted for that very
o dumb man can’t very well
gossip about things whieh don’t concern
him. Yet, even so, Blake had left the
car a good mile and more from where the
boat was moored, and Tinker felt sure
that it could have been driven much
closer to the spot if necessary.

Then there was the boat in which they
sat, so carefully hidden away that even at
full-flocd she would have been invisible
five yards off. The heavily-greased row-
locks, the muffled cars, even the very
time and state of the tide, all made for
SeCreey.

He rowed steadidy for as near as he
could muwn twenty minutes or so, till
suddenly Blake raised his hand as a sign
to stop, and pointed to a small inlet on
the left.

Tinker shoved the boat’s noese into it,
and she grounded on soft mud some three
times her length from the main siream.

They got out, and here, too, Tinker
saw signs of careful preparation. Bundles
of tough grass had been pegged down
into the mud, making a little caunseway,
and preventing them from sinking into
the soft ooze knee-deep or more.
stake had been driven in, screened
thick tussock of grass, to which Blake
made the painter fast. And Tinker
noticed that the stake was a new one.

Aunother bare stretch of marvshland lay
in front of them—an islet some two or
three acres in extent, Tinker guessed it to
be, ﬂump]etew surrounded by water at
full - focd. And, a hundred - and - fifty
vards or so away there stood a ram-
shackle, broken-down-ooking building—
one of the derelict farins common to that
fonely 1errmn, with some outbuildings,
most of them roofless and v.rnnowleﬁ,
clustered round. A moze desolate spot it

“mda hard to imagine, or one mote
ve of ghosts of the bygone
stig days. It had, in faot, as

g
e
inker learnt afterwards, been a famots

o

smugglers’ haunt in its time, with double
floors between Whl(‘h half a dozen full-
grown men could lie hidden in case of
alatm and a gruesome history of mui-
ders 2 mnspeakable cruelties.

A bit of a moon came out from behind
a low-lying bank of cloud as they
watched, making the place more ghostly-
looking ‘still.  And then Blake dropped
flat, and began to crawl forward Indian
fashion.

Tinker followed suit, und they wormed
their way along until they had gained
the shelter of an outhouse

Here Blake paused for s al minutes,
listening intently and staring steadily up
at the house. .

Satisfied at last, presumably, that all
was well, he rose, and, keeping in the
deeper ahadox: crept up to the wall of
the houge itself, with Tinker close behind
him.

They were evidently approaching the
place from the back, for soon they came
to a small door giving on to a grass-
grown courtyard.

The door was andrentIv bolted, and

rusty (lmm

fur*her secured b\' a stout,
and padlock, the latter b(:.m{ out of sight
side.

For this, too, Blake was in readin
and had made his preparations bofore
hand.

He produced from his pocket what
looked like a picce of strong steel curved
wire, which he slipped through an almost
ivisible hole i in the woodwork. A steady
turn of his wrist resulted i1 a faint grat-
ing noise and a fainter click, and Tm.\er
realised that the upper bolt bad been shot
b The lower one yielded to the same
process, and then Blake fumbled for a
moment with the chain. In a matier of
3u,011d: the outer end hung loose in his

1annd, and Tinker guessed that one of the
lmm had been filed through previcusly,
and the gap filled vp with putty and
rust-scrapings go as to “defy any ordinary
examination.

A push, and the door swung inwards.

It was pitch-dark inside, and Tinket
felt rather than saw that they were in a
narrow passageway, with broken stone
flags underfoot.

Somewhere ahead he could hear rats
scampering away into safoty, and the
whole placc reeked of h*np and pustic

ness.

Blake closed the door behind them,
without rnf astening 1, however. and,
groping in the darkness, canght hold of
Tinker’s hand to lead him.

A dozen paces further on they came to
ant’l"l door, secured only by a latch.

They passed through it, and found them.
selves in a big room which secmed to run
the whele height of the house. There
were shutters over the windows, but they
were wa ped and cracked with age and
the stiess of many winter storms, and a
certain amount of moonlight filtered
through the crevices,

Tinker noted that there was a certain
amount of rough furniture in the place--
a heavy table, on which stood whab
looked like the remains of a meal, a lamp,
and somo bottles and glussos; half a
dozen chairs—two of them without backs

—a vickety-looking couch, and other
odds and ends.

This had eviden iily been the main liv-
ing-room of the place when it was a faviu.
A huge fireplace oceupled the greater
part of one wall—a meplace deep enough
tor half a dezen people to sif in on wintry
nights—and four or five doors, exclusive
of the one they had come in by, opeticd
off in various directions leading to other
parts of the house.

In one corner a _x- ety ladaer-like
staircase led to a single door high up in
the wall, with a amall railed-in landing
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seb act the corner, and it was to (his

that Blake led him.
The door Tinker took
some ant’

farm-se 1t’s

Having gained the landing, they settied
themselyes down to wait, and Tinker saw
that their hiding-place had heen well
:hosen. -
hey were entircly screened from vi
frem below by the railing, which we
solid panelling, but in the latter -
o soveral knot-holes, either real or
ificial, through which they could com-
nd a view of the entire room below

ccen themselves. Their
position was necessarily a trifle cramped,
for the landing was narrow, but that was
the only drawback.

Blake touched Tinker’s arm and then
the pocket in which he was carrying his
re ;’(»%\‘er, and Tinker nodded. Then from
where in his disreputable old coat
'il lake produced a watch with a luminous
(8%

=

ia), glanced at the time, and hit it away
again, curling his long logs up and mak-
ing himself as comfortable as he could.
evidently prepated for a lengthy watt
if need he.

Tinker could just eatch the loom of
him as he sat there with his back against
tha wall, but it yas too dark up there to
be able to distinguish his features.

A quarter of an hour pa Lo half an
hour—and Tinker was beginning to feel
2 though he had been cooped up there
for Walf the night. Even Blake had once
or twice made a slight movement of im-
patience or anxiety, when, without any
warning, there came an imperative
kiocking at the door.

Tinker had heard no sounds of foot-
steps oufside—no warning sound of any
sort—until he heard that thump, thump,
thump ! And, simultaneously, he heard
Blaké draw in_ his ecath sharply, as
though something taken him by
SHIprise.

From the far side of ¢he door camwe a
clamour of angry voices, raised in
dispute. Then another voice intervened,
cool and quict, though the words, of
course, were indistinguishable,

This was followed by the grating of a
key in the lock, and the door swung
open, showing a little group of figures
against a patch of moonlight

Then the deor was clesed
them, and they were momentar
sight in the gloon.

“Where the blazes
said a volces ‘iz
match 77

Then came the serape of a match on a
a tiny spurt of flame, and one of the
stepped forward and litc the lamp.

5 had no shade, and the naked light
tlirew grotesque shadows of the men on
the wall.

There were four of them in all; and

in behind
y lost to

anyone got a

one of them who had thrown open his®

zht overcoat was in full evening-diess.

The rest were in tweeds.
b has th

t fool Ray

to?”? said the tallest of the four.
e had special orders not to leave the
on any account—especially after

s scare we had the other night.
‘The man in the overcoat poiuted to the

hottles on the table.

“Ile has his weakn s, he said
PSR 1 “ i
cuietly. “Those shouldn’t haye been left
liere. has probably wandered down

c somewhere, and fallen asleep

like a fool. However, we can do without
Lim, and we have no time to waste.

W get away from here, and

past get away to-night—for a time,

any rate. Later on, it may be safe
ensugh, I dave say—and it is certainly
uvenient,  But for the moment we
hall do best to avoid it—for several
U.J.—Ne. 348,

reasons. The people in the villages
round about, for instance, hav egun to
talk amongst themselves. Theyro an
ignorant, superstitious lot, and one or
two of the men who have been out late
after eels, or returning from fishing,
have seen lights, and imagined ghosts,
and nonsense of that sort, Not that they
are likely to cause us any real trouble.
Wild horses couldn’t drag them here
after dark.
“But then there is that man Blake.
There are not many people whom I allow
[ [ disturbed about, but,
, has made me uneasy lately.
That tnan has a brain, and it would give
me a great deal of satisfaction to ecatter
that same brain with a bullet. The fellow
is d srous.  Meanshile, let’s get down
to business
Ile produced a gold-mounted not book
as he spoke, and glanced down o page or
1wvo.

“Thesa are the amounts of the varous
sha due to each of_you, in the same

proportion as before. 1 take it that that
will be satisfactory ?

“Those shaves I will pay you now in
notes or drafts en my bank as you
prefer. I have had a valuation made of
the stones and other casily negotiable
securities, which will be dispesed f from
{ime to time as the markets are favour-
able,

“They cannot, of course, remain heve.

We will transfer them to my car now, at
once, and to morrow early I will see to
their safe disposa ey ave all in

specially assorted parcels. These 1 shall
place amongsi the silver in tho plate-
chests which I have 1n readine and
they will be placed in the strongrooms
at the various banks at which T keep
various accounts.” He broke off with a
dry little chuckle. “T have always b
an admiver of that system of the banki
firms, You go to a bank, explain that
you have let your house, or are going
abroad, deposit your plate in a sealed

chest at your bankers, because you are
afraid of burglars. They give you a

veceipt for the chest—not the contents,
mark you!—and you can be perfectly
secure as to its safety. Nothing would
induce them to examine the contents, and
no one can recover the ch but your-
self or your executors, on the sroduction
of the veceipb and proper credentials.
“ Amongst the plate you might have
{he Koh-tnoor, or any of the world’s
most famous jewels, and no one would be
4 whit the wiser. We, for instance, have

amongst other things, as you know, the
Tempe Fmeralds, reputed to be

worth fifty thousand. Though. of cours
there will be a certain loss on them wh
the collection is broken up and sold piece-
meal, as it will have to be. The Savera
Pearls I have, luckily, been able to
arrange for the disposal of intact
through our agent in Bombay. They will
eventually realise their full value and o

trifle more, aud several other of the
bigger and more notorious  stones

Ramorez will take to Rio, wiiere he :
find a ready market, and avold incon-
venient questions.

“We will now geb the box Jerred
to my car. It is essential that I should be
back in town as early as possible, before

here are many people about. You others
will disperse as arranged, and enjoy a
voll-oarned holdiay until you hear from
me. If there is any need {o connng
with me you will do so through the usual
channels. For my own part, I shail take
a rest, enjoy a little trout-fishing, and
amuse my=elf by playing the part of the
henevolent squire amongst my particu-
Harly dull and foolish conntry neigh-
I bours.”
| He turned to the tallest of the four

t S qTere is the key of the outer cellay

icate |

door, Morton. The word for
combination of the inner one is ¢ Si
T changed it mysell the last time we vwoio
here.
‘o

e oblige me by bringing 1
case. It is the third on the left
go in, and is labelled * Clay Pi
with the name of some firm of
makers. which [ have mome
forgotten. 1t is quite a light wes

“Leave the doors open after
veturn, and remove the ¢
padlock,

€1t anyone should
enough to examine the
course of the next f i
that someone will—
everything open and above-
tand ?
few. empty win
cartridge-boxes, and o
just what one woul
behind in a barn

shelter fer the
abouts,
“ R s must be

in charge befors we
“Ie knows notl
questions he may be 3
say that he is pai oy nos g week
and picl s to look after the place.”
The man ac szed as Morton took the
:

,A
=]

key, and hurried out through a door on
the left, tching a poeket-torch as he
went,

Tinker, craning his neck till it ached,
{o get a squint through his bit of a peep-
hole, a jagged oval about an inch long,
where there had been a knot in the wead,
caught a glimpse of him as he vani
out of range, and above the shuffling and
seraping of feet below, he caught the
sound: of a soft, oily click, and he kuew
what that meant, for it came from close
beside him, and he had scen Blake oiling
-action of his Smith & Wesson
only a few hours ago.

He slipped his hand into his own
pocket, to make sure that things were
handy, and waited, tense and expectant,
as g terrier waits at a rat-hole.

It is just at moments like those that
things become almost microscopically
clear, The light wes bad and uncert:
in spite of the fact that the lamp w

shadeless, and what light thero was was
patchy. For instance, he could almost

detect the smudgy patterns of the twesds
worn by two of the men, and he could
sce the glisten of the two pearl studs in
the shirt-front of the man who seemed to
be the leader of the party, as he bent
over his little gold-mounted notebook
and fiddled with a pencil, for he was
evening-kit.

Then the door was closed agein behind
them, and they wero momentarily lost to
sight in the gloom.

ile could even seo the cavefully
hauds, and note a plain gold-mo
“searab 7 ring on the little finger of the
Tty bu, y trickiness of the light,
suddenly realised that he couldn’t see
single one of the faces with any distinet

This by sheer accident, and not
design on their part.

One man, for instance, had his back
turned fair and squarve. Of the second he
could sce little but the curve of the
checkbone, and jaw, whilst of the man
bending over his notebook he could see,
so far as the head and face were con-
cerned, the ton of a soft-felt hat, and
precisely nothing else.

o was still worried about this,
peering through his peep-hole, whe:
tall man returned.

fle was carrying a vough deal ca
some two feet squarve, which looked as if

x

it might have contained groceries. The
lid of it even wasn’t properly nailed

down ; in fact, it was about as disappoixts
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ing and unsuspicicus a looking thing as
could well be 1magined.

He dumped it down on the table d
the others crowded round as he
npen the loose lid, and pulled out a
ful of straw and some old wine
straw cases; from ben ath these be
puiled out a box of dulled steel, ne
gger than m ordinary despatch-box.

The man who was evidently the leader
produced another X
AT wish you to wt:sfw vourselves that
everything is intact,” e
wish it, T will give you a fm‘mal re
before taking chalge of it. That makes
me 10%1}0 sible. Tae ¢ t, of cour
\HH be merely for a d ed-box marked
and Iy non-commit al should

le, a:

pi
h

ar

ot

X

d-
B

tie
.
e

®

it fall into anj lse’s hands.”
He stooped to put the key in the lock,
checked himself suddenly, and put his

hand behind him, beneath his t over-
coat. 3 : :
“Someone moved up there,” he said

sharply, and glanced up at the ladder-
like stairway.
Somoeone  had
1either Blake nor
camo from b
garret-room.

moved

1 that t‘w

1 him ey

couple of shots
iwork,

*There’s summat,

the man ﬂL‘"xm, half-

crash of the

ouL;

calie pe

The four ) cach
qnt{ t},: tall man,
anonty for ihe

,and a
ie wood-
veen them.
nker fir

o men

nd
118

iy by

m: u\h‘”‘ umpomm efiorts
pistol-ar rm, which dd']g]ed Lolple
his side,

Tinker felt mad.
they were an uncom

(‘ooped up there

Y a - into
the ‘;hclt{'r of \‘he garrot behind ifr:n, SO
bhe steadied himself. and did the cne
thing possible—he fired at the lamp and
smashed it to smithereens, and instantly
the whole place was p'unged in dark-

ave for a 5hea‘ of moonlight and
, which flick
ered along thn course of ‘the spilt oil
towards the heap ok straw on the table,
and all the w‘nle the caretaker Raynes,
scared out of his w Jts, was bawling like a
stuck pig. Iu his other pocke* Tinker
d a whistle, which he clapped between
his teeth and bl(‘\'& shrilly.

“The police!” velled a wvoice out of
darkn and c*onfusicm Lelow,

“The police — they've trapped us!
Take the box, one Of you! Don’t for-
get the , you infernal fools! Leave
me alone; confound you; T ‘can
manage !

The door was fAung open with a crash,
and there was a sound of stampeding
feet.

The burning »il had ro‘xched the straw
by and a blaze of red flame =hot
up

Ness; &

=

BOW,

Tinker waited no longer.
a couple more chambers at random into
the little knot of men at the doorway.
A yelp told him that one bullet, at any
rate, had got home somewhere, and he
heard & man stumble. Then he grabbed
Blake round the waist, and half-slhid, half-
fell down the rickety stairs, the pair of
them landing in a heap at the bottom
on top of the caretaker.

He pic himself vp, and dragged
Blake to his feet, making as fast as he
could for the door by which they had
entered. A bullet splintered the wood-
work to his right just as he reached it,
and anotnu‘ crashed through an upper
panel of the door as he slammed it to
behind him. Luckily, he had just stooped
to get Blake on to his shoalders, so it
missed them both clean. Then he went
staggering down the dark passage,
making for the open.

« @
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
£t the Cresk - Blake Explains—The
tone Game Begins.
% HE fresh night breeze was wel-
”g come enough after the hot, htalx

air of the room, and the acrid

reek of burnt pn.&dm*; but the
going was rough, and B , who seemed
to be unco ous, was heavy dead-
weight. But Tinker was m -a (hup(—mm
hurry, and that lent him a bit of extra
strength.

He knew that his ruse of a police
rm couldn’t deceive the men for many
, and that the chances were that
would soon be after him hot foot to
ent his leaving dxe island at all costs.
The dix 5 hundred and fifty

, and the moozﬂwht was pain-
ly bright. Cover of any sort there

was none for anyone but a man lying
flat, and Tinker had no time for lying
down

ho reached the boat at last, though he
to grief, for one foot shppnd

-t

the little o3 eway of grass bundles,
and plunged uoenl) into the mud. He
wrenched it eclear, however, with an
efic and, p’mtn ) h&_vxl\‘ lo\\rxed
Blake into the stern of the boat. The
painter he hacked free with his knife to

ave time, and the tide swept her clear of
the bank.

got out the :oulln, and had taken
shree strokes when bm.D went
matic frem the bank, and a bullet

sing past his head.
A man was standing amongst tkf*
ough grasses not a dozen le‘d\ way,

and was steadying hxmself for a gwcml

-ghot.

that ha wwas using his
left hand, his right arm hanvme- uscless,
and recog him as the tall man
Morton, Who had been winged on the
staircase.

Tinker had placed his own revolver on
the seat beside him, and, leaving go of

Tinker noticed

He (lﬂptlcd 1

the scull, he snato}'ed it up and ficed.

lis shot and the man’s second rang out
simultaneously. Both were misses, for
the light was fricky, and both of them
had been 1t mnning.

The tall man swore volubly, and L\a}
down the bank to get to closer g
and it so doing he made his last mis
for the mud there was as soft as but
ten or twelve foot of slimy ooze. It wa

for that wvery reason that Blake
made the causeway at the
place

™ .

man's jump plunged him 1n mid-
and he gave a cvy of rage aud
I‘l‘o moonhghé was full on }vh

it E{iw automa‘tic had hﬂnu

large
il(; m his hand, and he bezan to strugule

on

desperately to fres himse
Canse

If. This natur-
him to sink decper, and
re the tide had swept the dinghy
1 three times its own length he was
up to his armpits.
“Keep atill, you
instinetively, and

fool 1" said Tinker
started to turn the

dinghy upstream, for, however big a
blackguard the man " might l)a‘ he

couldn’t see him go to such a death with-
out trying to belp him. But here a new
difficulty arose. The scull which he had
let go to snatch up his revolver had been
swept away by the tide, and was floating
along a dozen pdces ahead of the boat,
and increasing the distance every second,
and to work up against the rush of the
tide with a single scull was a sheer im-
possibility.

The man saw what had happcm« :
Tinker could read knowledge and und
standing in his eyes, and then the
fellow’s nerves seemed to snap, for he
was Sl?‘lullg fasf, and he screamed—
screamed as a wounded horse screams—
and tangled up with his screams came a
torrent of vile oaths.

The dinghy swept on, and suddenly
the sereams stopped short. The mud
had reached the man’s mouth, and as the
tide-race swept the dmofhy round a
bend only his eyes and forehead were
left uncovered. Tinker saw those eves
with the moonlight shining full on them,
anid, .uddmmg, he realised that he was
in a cold, clammy sweat.

He worked the remaining oar frantie-
ally. The man was beyond all hope;
but his cries mlvht have attracted the
others. It seemed hours to him before
he reached the little bay from which they
had originally set ont and ran tho boab

ashore.
lifted Blake

L

Heo out and laid him
amongst the coearse grasses, and then,
with a shove of his foot, he set the
boat adrift again, to be swept awa
the tide, lest she should advertise &
whereabouts mmeomm’m’lv

Having made certain that Blake was az
T wht as could be under the circumstances,
ed to run for the car as hard
had ever run in his life, fer he
v that he was too vrlcmo—:up to get
B‘a]w back to it single-handed.

He found the driver sitting on the
step smoking a cigarette. The mat
might be dumb-—as a matter of faci
Tinker found that his guess had beeu a
correct one—but he was certainly gu
act, for he was on his feet whils
inker was still some vards away.

“Come!” gasped Tinker. “Iwry
UI) ¥

The man nodded,
side with Tinker.

They found Blake just as Tinker had
left him, and carried him to the car as
quickly as they could.

Tinker got all the rugs he (‘ould ant
‘they laid him on the floor of the ton-
neau. He was still unconscious,” but
breathing reoularly, and didn’¢ seem to
be losing much blood.
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Tinker moistened  hi
cold tea, a hott o
handed tz him, a
with one of the seat cushions.

“ Home—quick ! Drive like blazes!”
hs said to the man, who was cranking
up his engine, and sprang into the frount
seat beside him.

There was plenty of moonlight now,
and by the sky it would be dawn within
an hour.

The car bumped into the road, and
they were off, and the driver didn’t
sparc her.

They had been racing along for per-
haps twenty minutes, and were back on
the main London high-road, where, above
the purr and roar of the engine, Tinker’s
sharp ears caught another sound behind
them, faint at first, but gradually becom-
ing more distinct, and presently it re-
solved itself into the sound of another
car going all out with an open exhaust.

It was a still night, dead calm, and
sound at such times carries far, Tinker
guessed the other car to be a good two
miles * behind them, and gaining per-
ceptibly, though they themselves were
doing close on fifty.

Now, people don’t drive cars about the
eountry during the small hours of the
morning at fifty miles an hour without
reasons of a very urgent nature.

Pinker leant over and shouted in the
man’s ear.

“There's something behind us. Tase
down a bit, pull into the next narrow
turning, and stop ! .

The man nodded again, and about a
mile further on switched off into a litHe
leafy lane, pulled up short, and snapped
out the lights, which were electric.

They both leapt out, and Tinker saw
for the first time that the driver was
armed with an old revolver, which he
recognised as one of Blake’s.

They hurried back to the entrance of
the lane and crouched down in a dry
ditch.

They hadn't long to wait, either, for
they had barely taken up their positions
before Tinker glimpsed the glare of head-
lights a bare mile away, and in not
much more than a minute a big dark-
blue car swept by them with a roar and
a rush. :

It passed so swiftly that they only
got a fleeting glance at it, but that was
cnough.

A man whom Tinker had not scen
hefore was driving, and there were three
others in the tonneau.

They all wore goggles and masks, but
the three at the back were unmistakable;
and Tinker was pleased to see that two
of them, at any rate, seemed to be in a
bad way.

The man in the dress-clothes, his shirt-
front hidden now by his driving-coat,
g2t huddled up in one corner, haf’f sup-
ported by one of the others, who had a
bandaged arm, and the third seemed to
have all his work cut out to support
himself in his seat, and his face locked
white and drawn with pain.

The precious box was invisible. Pro-
bably it was hidden away in the bottom
of the car.

Tinker waited a full five minutes to let
them get well ahead. It would have been
useless to attempt to follow them along
country roads at that time of night.
They would have been spotted in the
first couple of miles. Then they backed
the car out of the lane and headed west-
wards once more,

Tinker was well satisfied. The men
had not separated according to their
original plan. The shooting had upset
their arrangement. Also, they were
heading back to London as hard as ever
they could go. :
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It was a bright, warm summer’s dawn
when they reached Baker Street once
more. London was still asleep, and they
passed no traffic except some belated
market-carts.

Tinker opened the front door with his
key, and between them they carried
Blake up and laid him on the sofa.

Immediately this was done the driver
vanished, having refused to accept any-
thing but & handful of cigarettes.

Tinker got on to the ’'phone at once,
and, after a little delay, succeeded in
getting through to a doctor who lived
close by—a friend of Blake's, and a close-
mouthed Scotsman who could be trusted
to say nothing, and who would have
shown no surprise if he had found a
couple of murdered bodies in the room.

He turned up in ten minutes or so,
gracefully attired in an-ulster over his
pyjamas and a pair of brilliant red
moroceo slippers; buf, having had an
inkling from Tinker as to the nature of
the trouble, he had brought a bag with
everything necessary in it.

The first thing was to carry Blake fo
the bed-room at the back. This they did,
and stripped him. Then Tinker left the
doctor to his own devices and went back
to the sitting-room.

He was dog-tired and very hungry;
so he helped himself to some dry bis-
cuits—the nearest thing handy—and
stood at the window munching them
absent-mindedly enough, when suddenly
he heard the hum of an approaching
car,

It was still unreasonably early, and.
blinking sleepily, he peered ount.

As he did se a long, low-bodied, dark-
blue car swept slowly by, and in the
tonneau sat a solitary figure all huddled
up in a heavy motor-coat, with a soft
hat drawn well down over his eyes, and
as he went by he stared up at the
windows.

Tinker could not ses the man's face,
but he realised who it was in a flash—
the man in the dress-suit and the blood-
stained shirt.

He leapt back, but instinctively he
knew that he had moved too late, and
that the man had recognised him; and
Tinker said ‘a little swear-word all to
himself, for he had undoubtedly given
away a point in the game.

At the same time he couldn’'t help
feeling a certain sneaking admiration for
the man’s grim tenacity of purpose.

Wounded though he was—presumably
badly—and certainly in pain, having got
rid of his two companions, he had still
had grit enough to order himself to be
driven past Blake's house in the hope
of discovering something, and he had
succeeded.

He had seen Tinker at the window,
and would know for certain that if
Tinker was there Blake must also have
got away and managed to reach home.
In which case, and after what had hap-
pened, it occurred to Tinker that those
rooms of theirs might become extremely
unhealthy in the course of the next few
houtrs.

Just then the doctor came in.

“1 must get back,” he said cheerfully,
“ov I'll be taken up by the police as a
wandering luny if they find me hopping
about in these pyjamas.

“He'll do,” he went on, with a back-
ward jerk of his thumb towards the bed-
room door. “I'm asking no questions;
but he's managed to get himself con-
siderably shot up.

“Tve taken out two bullets.  The
other wound was merely a nasty graze
in the fleshy part of the arm. But it
will be days before he can think of get-
ting about again—weeks, perhaps.
There’s no fever, and he’s got the con-
stitution of an ox, though he does play

the fool with it by not getting a proper
amount of sleep.. Fve given him ant
opiate which will keep him guiet till mid-
day, anyhow. VYoure looking like a
pretty bad imitation of a ghost vourself !
Get to bed, confound you! I'll be round

between twelve and one.”

Tinker locked the door after him,
yawned desperately, toppled over on the
sofa, and was fast asleep before the

doctor had slammed the front door to.
Pedro was roaming about somewhere in
the place on his ‘“‘lawful occasions,” aund
was an extremely effective and reliable
burglar-alarm.

By the time the doctor returned Tinker
had wallowed in a tub and was dressed
and cleaned-up once more. And B
had just woken up with a villainous taste
in his mouth, the result of the opiate,
and in a still more villainous temper,
becanse his plaus bad accidentally miis-
carried.

“ During all the time I've been watch-
ing that place,” he said bitterly, “nof
one of the crowd has ever entered that
infernal garret at the top of those stairs
I’'ve spent hours in it myself. Once
was there for a whole day and a night.
How was I to guess that that drunken
villain Raynes would erawl up there
night, of all nights, to sleep off his
liquor? It just shows ene the importance
of never neglecting any detail, however
small. T did glance into the roem as a
mere matter of form, but the light was
bad, and I suppose the fool had roli
under the bed. I ought to have searched
the place thoroughly, and hit him on the
head, or roped him up into a neat parcet
and gagged him. Then we should have
bagged the whole crowd of them. In-
stead of which he came blundering over
our feet, fell on his silly head, and gave
the alarm by squealing as if he was being
murdered. I wish someone had mur-
dered the idiot!” he added viciously.

“I don’t know what you're raving
about,” said the doctor; “but if you
don’t shut up and keep guiet I'll wash
my hands of you. You'll be down with
a bad go of fever, with a temperature
chart like a bad sketch of the Ttalian
Alps, and you won’t be able to murder
anyone except yourself for a couple of
months to come! Don’t be a bigger
fool than you can help, and let’s feel yousr
pulse. Humph! I thought as much, T'll
give you another dose of morphia unless
you behave with moderate decency. and
then you'll wake up with-a nasty, dark-
brown taste in your mouth, and a tongue
bike a mangy cat’s skin, and feel sorry
for yourself.”

““One moment,” said Tinker. “There’s
something I must tell him. He’s got to
know it—it’s important—and after that
T’ll be as silent as an oyster, if you
like.”

“Fire ahead, then !” prunted the doctor
disgustedly.

“You know ihe man in the dress-
clothes—the chap you potted, and wha
seemed to be the leader?”

Blake sat up in bed with a start and
a grunt of pain.

“Brandt! Yes. What about him?
Quick !
“He knows we've bhack here,”

Tinker. ‘“He looked in a pretty bad wa;
himself. But he had himself driven past
the house in his car—the same car he was
using last night—and, by bad luck, he
spotted me standing at the window,
staring out; and, of cowrse, seeing me,
he'll guess that you are back here, too.”

Blake whistled silently.

“TI might have guessed it,” said he.
“That man’s the devil! When was this?
Give me details!?

“It was when the doctor was in here
tidying you up. I was looking out of the
window, feeling presty well done up,



when I heard a car coming along being
hn“" very slowly. wondered who
could be indulging in joy-rides at that un-
earthly hour, and peerved out. It was him
right o*\ough, gl by himself in the
ionneaw. He was huddled up in a big
coat, and a hat pulled down over his eyes
so that I couldn’t see his face; though
he stared straight up here, and he SaW
me rizht enough before I could spring
And a moment later he made a
sign to the driver, and the car shot off
down the road like greased lightning.’

Blake smiled grimly.

“In that case these rooms are about as
Lealthy as if they were packed tight with

a brandaew ('ouslrrnrpont of cholera
bacilli.  Doc, you're pretty lavish with
your advice, take a dose of mine. Stuff

Sour sed thermometers and things
into your bag aud hop it, and “heu
vou've hopped it just forget- that you’ve
aver been here or ever heard my name,
or yow'll be hitting up against trouble
too big for the av erage. \17ed man ; and
it .w»uldnt be fair to drag vou into it.
The only medicine or tenic [ have any
mwmodmte use for at present is a loaded
”'o.v or tucked nice and handy under my
piliows. They've put my right arm out
of action temporarily, but I can shoot
tolerably decently with my left.”

The doctor scowled.

“If you weren't a sick man I'd punch
your head for that,” he said. .‘‘You're
a 1 obstinate mule, ‘and when you die I'm
looking forward fo a chance to examine
your brain! When do you expect—er
tm Si

“T don'y think the‘“’]l have the cheek
to show up before "dusk.’

“You'll have papers
um.gs to see to?”

Blake nodded, ﬁnd the doctor glanced

al hm wabeh.
“ Clouple of hours be enough? Good!
T run a private nuising-house just outside
town as well as my practice here. Tl
end a closed car and a couplp of
idants to fetch you at half-past three
p.  I'm not going to have my patients
interfered with by any pack of black-
guards in the count "ﬁ that’s setiled !
Tinker ard tha gged lump of
gluttony you miscall a mw can shift for
the mselves, I supp Am“ ay, I'm not
going to be bothered with them. Cou-
found it, I'm half an hour late on my
vounds! Half-past three sharp, mind
you, and my men will have orders to carg
vou off whether yow're ready or not.

bJ long 1"

“Heap good man, that,”

“Stare thn fire going, liukm

a lot of things to be burnt.”

*“Yes,” s'ud Tinker drily; “and there
are a heap of things I want to know
before I'm turned loose all by my lone-
some on & cold and unfeelin’ world.

Who's the blighter ‘.\“ith the big car and

a weakness for shooting first and askin’

questions afterwards, to begin with?

Who are the crowd of beauties he was

preparin’ to hand out a few stray millions
to in cheques which micht or might not
be honoured? Aud w hv has he got
agents in Bombay and Rio—and Upper

Lootmtr into the bargain, so far as I

kuow? It seems to me that whilst you
are guzzling on chicken-broth and invalid
port, or iced hubbly-water, in a select
nursin’-home  amongst the’ pine-trees—
- they always advc«ltw- them like that—

that man and his pals may be worrying
quite a heap about my postal address, and
trying to send e m(-ttv little presents
£ the exploswe order. Tor the past few
weeks you've been about as talkative as
2 hen lobster, and as full of information
as a gramaphone with a broken needle,
My ears are open, Lord High Muck-a-
Muck 1

to destroy, and

said Blake.
There are

“Then if you shut vour mouth you
won't feel such a draught,” said Blake,
with a twisted griu.

“ Tver heard of this man Brandt?”

“Nope!” said Tinker cheerfully.

Blake looked over him carefully from
head to foot.

“Then you are as big a fool as you
look! T was quite p(\evwh once when a
man told mge so. I'll stand him a dinner
and apologise when T can get about.”

“I'm glad the doe is fetching you ab
hall-past three,” said Tinker, | hope
he’ll put you in an asylum. You've just
two hours more to be insulting in—fire
ahead! Pedro and I can bear it.”

“Otto  Brandt,” said Blake, ‘‘is, 1
think, the cle \elest man on both sides of
the Atlaxtic in many ways——and that’s
saying quite a great deal in his favour—
and mentally, it not physically, he is a
big man. The nearest applooch to the
ideal criminal I've come across since
Marston Hume's time. He does things in
a big way, pays his men liberally, “and
doesn’t Bother about the small fry i“'Lept
to see that they are decently treated. If
onie of them gets into trouble, a sharp

where he goes in for fishing,

greunds,
local charities, and is regarded as a pillar

of the Church.
by him, in fact.
‘His real name—and it took me
months to find it out—is Otto Baptiste
Voltrek, and by birth he is a mongrel of
curions mixture. He was bomn i
Chicago. with a Germaun as a father and
a Finnish mother, and was educated at
a  German-American University. Ilis
habits of method come from his father,
but his brains and his infinite patience
and capacity for waiting come from his
mother, and are purol) Oriental, A
Finn, as you know, is a Mongolian.
“There’s a strong strain of the Chink
in them, and a Chml\ with a grudge or
a_grievance will spend ten happy yeats
planning out exactly how he is going to
kill a man with most satisfaction to

The countryfolk swear

himself.
‘¢ Palaver done set’ for the time
being. Get busy with that fire. Burn

all the notes and papers in the dmwms
of the writing-table, except those in the
littlet marked A and a bundle
which packed away between the

OX
are

Tinker movad towards the open door, his automatic ready.

solicitor is paid a high fee to defend him.
If the solicitor fails to got his man off,
the family is well looked after, and w hen
the fellow comes out of prison he gets
a good Iump sum to help him along. If
he is injudicious enough to talk, he—well,
he meets with a surprisingly sudden fatal
accident, so sudden that he has no time
to e\plam the why and the wherefore,
and also he has no idea of where or from
whom his puunishment or reward really
come. He has probably never seen
Brandt; or if he has, knows him ouly

vaguely as Mr. Smith, or Robinson, or
some equally useful name.
¢ Brandt—Otto Brandt—is a man of

fifty or thereabouts, who \sould hLave
made an excellent chief of police for
Mexico, say, because he has no scruples,
and 1s not in the least particular about
the methods he uses.

“Here he calls himself Brand—Lucius
Brand—and, apart from a comfortable
house out Hampstead way, he has a small
country place, an old Lh/abethan farm-
house, with a stream running through thic

leaves of an old salmon fy-bock in
creel in the swardrobe. Th are
really important ones, and I'll take tnum
along with me. Smash up the ashes
the bumu papers thoroughly, and as ~nou
as you're through come back.”

Tinker spent a busy half-hour. Tt
isn't easy to destroy a number of papers
so thoroughly that mo tell-tale fragments
remain, and to make assurance doubly
sure he poured some concentrated nifric
on what was left.

He was barely through with the job,
and if was bamelv a quarter-past two by
the clock, when the doctor reuun d and
flung open the sitting-room door “l“loﬂt
ceremony.

“You're a nice pair of thieves,” he

said angrily, “and my mfc«fmnal Te-
pumtmn will go to the dom« if T'm seen
talking to you!”

“We don’t pretend to be respectable,™
saict Blake meekly.  “3What have we
stolen this time? Please tell us!”

“A lot of my Tzuuabm time, for one
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Sszg

thmg, and my peace :md quietn
auni’herl

“I went back home to catch some
luncheon, and found a man waiting in
my consultmg room, who explained at
some length that ho was exfremd{) ill,
and gave me a beautiful text ooL
description of his symptoms—had ‘em
off as pat as a medical student cram-
ming for an exam. But he was a rotten
bad liar, as I found out after a\kmg a
que\txon or two. Said ‘VYes’
suggestion I made, and by doing se
owned up if he had been <peakmg the
truth, i)emg in an advanced stage of
.uthutxs, cerebral memngltls, dnd o
tinge of loco-motor thrown in. No; not
bcmg exactly a fool, I didn’t tell him
that he was a direct descendant of
Ananias. I examined his reflexes, gave
hime a lot of trouble, and packed bxm off

th a prescription a yard long, w hich ha
probably tore up as soon as the front-
:h»or was closed behind him. His real
dizease was an unholy curiosity as to the
easiest way over the wall of the little
strip of garden which the consulting-
yoor overlocks, and the exact position
of the window-fastenings. On the oppo-
site side of the street was a man pre-
ing to sell bootlaces and co}!ar»
. He might possibly succeed in
ng an penn ‘orth in a year in a quiet
street like that, but his main interest
cimed to be centred in the front of my
huu.,a, and further along there was a
min, dressed-up like a fashion-y

siding a happy morning staving i to
the window of Herbert's, the prin
seller.?

Blake gave a dry chuckle.

SR hw ro not loging any time
they? I told you to run away ant i

all about ws.  Seriously
trouble, and I'm not geing to
dragged mto it. It wouldi’t be p

E

“ Trouble be lmngﬁd‘
“T've plenty of my own P
for a fresh supply. FPve two men wait-
down below and a closed car, and
e commg up now to fetch you, and
a pretéy object you'll leck if there's any-
oti¢ watching, which I suppose there will
be. Wait a minute whilst I get three
bandages en you, and one round your
head as well. That's it! Now take a
swig of this stuff. I¥ll knock you out
for twenty minutes or o, and when they

hoist you into the car you'll be the hmt
imitation of a dying man yo
sean ! $22 =

“T'm not going to your
“the probability of getting it wr
yon inside the next twelve hours
Blake firmly.

“Who said you were?
siraight from here to St. Sophia’s Hos-
pital.  It’s the handiest.  They take
surgical cases, and the house-surgeon is
@ pal of mine. I've just been speaking
to him on the ’phone.

“You will be carried in by the front
door, looking like fwa penn’orth of
nothing, stla.ghL down a corrider, and

b b), a private door at the back, where
another car will be In waiting, and io
that you will be driven straight to the
nursing-home.’

“Tf anyone calls and makes tender in-
¢uiries after you at the hospital nny
will be given ample information, which
will be entirely composed of lies, and
ors will not be allowed. Now, buck
up, and swallow this!?
dnd s0, with a wry face,
y boxslly mess, isn’t
griuned the doctor. But Blake couldn’t
answer.  He had fallen back amongst
the pil!aws‘ Three minutes-later he was
in the ambulance.

“Ring me up between eight and nine
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You're going

to

doctor
“@Give me an address that will find you
for the next few days, and Ill let you

to-night,” said the

know the news.”

“ Right-ho!” said Tinker. “I shall
he out of this iz an hour. This man
Brandt’s menhods seem a bittoo momugh
and comprehensive to be wholesome.”

Left to himself, he completed the
destruction of any Taose notes or papers
of importance, packed a couple of bags,
which he sent in & cab to the cloak-room
at Victoria, made certain that he had
plenty of mady-monev, and left the
room in charge of the landlady, with
directions to keep all letters and tele--
grams till sent for, and the gratuitous
information that he was going down to
Devonshire for a holiday.

As soon as the messenger returned
with the cloak-room luggage check he
left the house with a suit-case and Pedro,

and as soon as he left the house and saw
tha,t two men at the corner broke off a
heated argument to follow him, he
realised that an outsize dog like Pedro
was a distinct embarrassment ander cer-
tain _ circumstances. He was lucky
enough to secure a wanderiug taxi. drove
to Victoria, and took a train to
Mitcharn. There he left Pedro with a
friendly butcher, whom he had once done

a good turn to, took a roundabout
country walk, returned via Charing
Cross, and left by way of the hotel
anne which is the other side of

CUraven Street. Blake having told him
that Braudt had a house at Hampstead,
Tinker betook himself to Chelsea, con-
sidering that under the uu amstances it
was as well to be particular about his

neighbours. He foind some 2
an emp‘i’v shop, with a priv

entrance. 'lh& previous tenant had been
an artist, who had considerately left his
furniture behind him in licu uf rent.
About the only t-hmg capable of s
ing the strain of being sat on
with comparative safety was the model
throne, always excepting the floor. But
Tinker wasn's pariicular, and the fact
that there were three separate ways of
getting in and out of the place in case
of need settled it.

One could leave either by the side-
door, through the empty shop, or by a
kitchen door at the back, across a small
yard, over a wall, and through a strip
of ground at the back of a block of
studios.

There was a shilling-in-the-slot gas-
meter, a public telephone-office close by,
and a shop where one could buy thxng%
ready-cooked, so Tinker decided that it
was homdy. By the time he had done a
bit of shopping it was dusk. He rang

~up the doctor, and left word that his

address was Ia, Bowerton Street, and
went back to his new home, tired and
hungry, for he had had a long day.

Tinker. j

He was munching cold ham and glanc- |

ing at the evening-paper when he re-
membered, with something of a shock,

beyond the barest facts about Brandt,
whilst as to the rest of the crowd he
knew practically nothing.

“Tt can wait till to-moerrew,”
to himself philosophically,
and prompily fell asleep over

he said
h a yawn,
his paper.

THE THIRD CHAFTER.

The Messenger in the -Night — The
Cipher Book - Further [nformation—

|
that Blake had had no time to pive B JBOICIE D d stinet nuisance

any instructions, or to tell him anything

An Urgent Summons —NMurdered.

ri“ INKER ‘woke in the darkness.
light to read by when he dropped |

off, and he hadn’t bothered to

There had been nuiﬁ sient twi-
light up. e was chilly and stif and:

- sare, and be had a erick in his neck where |

Ene head hag lolled over sideways. But

t hose minor details didn’t worry him,
The fact that did was that when he woko
up he woke so suddenly that he found
himself already standing on his feet, and
grasping for the nearest thing hcmuy in
the shape of a weapon, which happened
to be a revolver in his pocket. His sux-
roundings were unfamiliar—he had for-
gotten for the moment that he had
started housekeeping on his own ac-
count—and, above all, the room had an
unfamiliar smell.

To @ sensitive nose every house—in
fact, every room—has its own individual
smell. Some reek of stale tobacco, 1i0%
always necessarily a man’s room; some
of sceut, the scent of flowers, or other-
se; some of escaping gas, or stale
water, or cooking, or faulty drainage, ov
furniture- polish. ~ This particular room
smelt of emptiness, for want of a bet
term—emptiness and  shutupness
spite of the fact that the window was
wide open at the top.

Tinker remembered having been told
by the agent’s clerk that the erratic
artist-man had shaken the dust of the
place off his feet some three weeks
before, and that no one had bothered to
go near it since, \\hmh nwrm }_J()“:slbly
account for the emptmesu of the
odour, but certainly did not, for the fact
that he was instinctively standing ercecs
on his feet, fumbling for a weapon of
defence.

As his wits cleared he malisec'i that,
in spite of the open window, everything
was (‘Ktx aordinavily still. T hew wasn't
1 of traffie, not even of a sm!tam
all; yet he could have casily t
; out of his window into tLe maln
hfare, from W mah he argued that
faint noise must have wakened

stoned intently, quietly <m\zm“'

out of his boots as he did so; and then
he heard. From somewhere down below
came a faint rushing noise as if a couple
of healthy mice were scampering aboub
amons:sb some waste-paper.  This was
varied by a faint, metallic clink.

Tinker remembered that there was an
crnamental iron letter-flass set rnto the
door, and also that not five pa es from
the door there was a street lamp. Also
he guessed that it must be between two
and three in the moming.

It was just possible that some in-
genious person was trying to draw back
the bolts of the door top and bottom by
means a otiff piece of wire shoved
through the letter-flap.

Tinker had bcen particular abous
shooting those bolts because the lock
itself was a cranky, flimsy affair that
anyone could have negotiated with a
bent hairpin.

He went cautiously down the une
carpeted stairs in his stockinged feet,
treading on the edges of the steps close
o the wall side. Iven so, they creaked
abeminably, which at that pa.rt«icular

Lough he trod as lightly as a stalicing

cat, they creaked and sent out little,

sharp, snapping noises which seemed to
. echo through the empty house like

revolver-shots.

He registered a mental vow that le
would take particular care that the next
rooms he rented should be in a house
with a stone staircase.

When he reached the narrow hall-way,
he was even more particular to keep
close to the wall, for it's dcad easy to
shoot through a lebter-hox.

There was a fanlight over the door,
through Whi(‘il came a sickly gleam from
the street lamp.

Somesne was ende"vourmg to make
funny noises through the letter-flap with
[ the aid of what looked like a crumpled
edition of an evening newspaper.
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T v sidled

along gingerly, and then
tmmediately beneath

the letter-box on

the floor be canght sight of something
which glistened. = Tt was an erdinary
white metal safety pin of a fair size.

e picked it up and hm‘rxul to undo

the bolts of the door, for that safety-pinfé
: s good as a passport.
was an old arrangement bebtween
Ai' Lmu Blake that when 1t was
v to cxchange messazes or note
¢h nu:;ut be tampm‘cd with or fa
the proof that they were genuine

bona- fnlr\ could be placed bey
doubt by the messenger modnuuz.
or the nota containing, an “ordir nary white
anetal safety-pin of & particular size, with
iny picce of white thread canght in it.
. excellent safegnard against
should an enemy happen to

L

, for

one of those same pins mto his
Ay twenly to omne that he
er its preseince accidental or

, and a lmnd 10 one

Again he w ould ‘n“e {(\ bs an abnor-
Uy _cute abserver to note the exact

an almost iny
te thread.
In the genuine article tl two never
vavied. Tinker opened the door, and in
th ¢ n“l t of the g
2 bluc sorge suit wit
torpedo-cut beard, with a pz

air Nof steely

srey eyves which scemed to be able to
ook right through you.
o w breathi trifle hard, as

had been

thengh he

L.ibr ar s

Tinker ook od at him sharply, but was
certain that be had never seen him
before.

The man, for his part, glanced swiftly
up and down the street.

‘Sl‘m)ed Jem, I think,” he said, *with
Sl fmm Blake. My name
b You're Tinker 7"

'lml‘.m led the way to the room above,
and his visitor perched himseli on the
coriter  of the table, which ereaked
ominously under his “cmht

“I've been {rying to cateh Brandt trip-
ping for months, just as Blake has, but
I never had a scrap of luck till a short
time ago, thangh, goodiess knows, I'd
been working hard enough for it!

“Brandt and some of his boss crooks
had got a code cipher, as I knew, and I
arranged for an unforescen little acci-
dent for Mr. Brandt.

“T had just three

minuies by the clock
in which to fix thi and I fixed them,
Tve got his code-book in my pocket this
minute. 1 hope he doesn’t know it If
he does, I'm not wasting good money on
premiums  for a life-insurance policy,
though T don’t mind a gamble as a
general rule. However, T ma) be a bit
of an optimist, and I'm hoping that he
doesn’t know where his precious book has
got to, or cven that he's lost it.

“1 had to lie doggo for a bit, of
course, and to-day I was just starting out
to see your friend Blake, and tell him the
glad news, when I got werd from him
through a doctor-tnan that he had been
considers 1blv shot up last night, and ask-
ing ne to hang on for ancther me

“Just before midnight the doctor-man

oe.

rang me up on the ‘phone. He seemed
to be in anything but an amiable temper,
by the way, gave me your address here,
told me that Blake had left you in
charge of things, that I'd better come
and have a ‘ pow-wow,’ and shut off with
n bang which must haveo nearly brukrn
the receiver.

“For a doctor he had a wonderful com-
mand of swear-words. I hung rount
until little old London seemed to have
gone to blm‘p and then came on here,

“Two of 'em did get on my trail. One
was watching the hotel, ¢nd saw 1me
come out. I wasn't qmte sure about him
at first, of course. I'd certainly never
scen hint bef ore, and my meniory is a
regular photoglaphlg exhibition when it
comes to faces. So I twisted and turned
about, and led him a bit of a dance. But
when I found that though T didu't know
him, he must very certainly have been
supplied with an cxecellently accurale
description of myself, for ho was still
following in my \\ak@ I just gave him
the qhp, and went on my way rejoicing.

“Iowever, I began the rejoicing act
just a triffe too scon, for in less time than
it tock me to walk a mile, there was
another beauty lagging on, stopping
when I stopped, dﬂd tmmm‘ when 1
turned. I didn’t look back. T just led
him down a slummy little side-stroct
heading Kast, waited for him in the
bhddo‘" of a doorway round the first

rier, and as he came along, hurryivg
up a bit for fear of missing me, T caz
him under one ear.

“Tt was a neat shot—lifted him clean
off his feet, and from ihe crack with
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‘which bis head hit the kerbstone I should
say that he'll rest there until he's found
by an early milkman.

“Of course, they may have been a
‘thivd of *em, but Pm betting against it.

nl], one can’t most always tell.
Anyway, it’s too Jate to go into
thm;, to-night. You look pretty well
Tagged out yoluadf and I'm as tired as
the proverbial dog. We'll go inte the
palaver to-morrow, and then, of course,
it’s up to you to do what things you
fancy best. For my own part, I shall
clear off carly after that. The ecrowd
know me, and I don’t want to add to
your tmnbleq by hanging round here
longer than is nccccqsary-—ﬂ(tm like the
bait in the mouse-trap ‘as it were. So
I mw we turn m.

“If you think that sofa affair with
‘he threo legs will stand my wclglxt and
you don’t happen to be usin’ it vomself
In borxow it for an hour or so. But if
you're bunking there yourself, well, the
floor’s quite good enough for me.

“Nice safe place the Roor; you can't
fall off it, you see—that is, nnless you're
a spevm}ly clumsy idiot !”

; Tinker offered him his own bed, but
{Tempest, his guest, wouldn’t hear of it.
So, the sota,, having proved too risky an
ﬂnenment Tinker left him comfortably
‘tr cked up on the floor, with his coat for
a pillow, and the venerable tablecloth as
a Dlanket,

| Mo was sound asleep almost before
‘Tinker had left the room. It was barely
‘half-past seven when Tinker crept in
‘again, corrying his boots i his hand, to
wet some stray silver which hie had left
on the mantelpiece, and not wanting to
avouse his visitor,

| l(‘mm,ab hadu’s moved, apparently,
but a board creaked f‘uut‘ under
Tinker’s foot, and in about one-third of a
second by auy stop-watch he found him.
iself lookmg straight down the barrel of
a snub- nos"cd revolver, whilst Tempest,
pro,)')ml up on one lqow, was peering at
him over the business end of the barrel.
i Oh i s plain  you, s 677’ said
Fempest.  “Sorry, old man, but P'm apt
to be a bit peevi ish and jumpy in the

mornings, Nd&ty habit of mine, of
I e; but I've had experiences.
arofooted Malay johnny bringin’ in

nneq tea wnh a xnggly kris hidden
31 and all that
: y My mistake!”
i "lalkmg of t@a said Tinker, grin.
m)g SE sust ]on’\uul in for some loose
change to go out and catch some milk
and odds- and-ends for breakfast with, I
don’t think the last tenant was accus-
tomed to having the local tradesmen call
[mg‘ for orders. e was an artistic
genius, and 1 fancy the only orders he

back,”

Tinker secooped up the loose change,
slipped on his boots, and made off. 1t
was ox\ly when he got to the bottom o
‘the stairs that he found he had left
ithe atchkoy behind him. It didn’t
seem worth while going back for it. It
‘was a bright, sunny morning, and plenty
of people were astir, so he just slipped
‘down the catch and’ closed the door, so
that he could open it again by meldy
turning the ha,udio £

As a matter of fact, Tinker was delayed
over hig -hol)pmw Lw several of those
littlo trifles t always secin to crop up
;uhm one is i a hurry.
¢ Some of the hhops weren't open,
be had to try at three places lw’okc
ennld get any milk., Consequently nearly
U.J.—No. 849,

ever gave or received— mpoma Hy the
latter—were ecommittal-orders.

i “Right-ho!” eaid Tempest, “I'm not
:t: { p anyone from getting me
i breakfast. 1 have another catuap,
g'l id get the fire going before you're
|

!

ana

an hour had clapsed before he finally
returned. The door w on the
latch as he had left it. But half- vay up
the stairg he stopped and sniffed.

There was a curious acrid smell in the
place, a smell which there was no w
taking—burnt powder.

In a flash he had set

t down the milk-

jug, dropped his parcel, and made a leap
for a sheltorxm3 angle of the stairs, imd
at the same time he whipped his auto-

matic out of his pocket.
=k he called.

Tempest !
are you there?”

There was no answer. The whole hous
was so still that he could distinet
the buzzing of a bluebottle somewhere on
the ]andmg above him.

“Tempest !” he called again.

Still no answer.

Tinker’'s face set hard, and ~ery
cautiously he began making his way up
the stairs, sidling along close to the wall,
his automatic ready, with the safety
catch pulled back.

The very silence might in itzelf be a
Ur‘

th men who had done for Tempest,
for by thig time Tinker had no illusions
about the fact that Tempoet was dead—
murdered, might very well be waiting
somewhere up above there to incl hudn
him in the bag.

As he crept upwards he cursed himself
inwardly for met having gone back for
the ‘key, instead of leaving the door on
the Jateh.

Had he done so, and shut the door
in the ordinary way, the men, whoever
they were, would have been mm‘wlleu
to pick ox “forco the lock, and Te
sharp ears would have heard thent
work even if he had been asleep.

He reached the landing at he‘.

The sitting-room door s(food wide open,
one of its panels splintered, and the place
was a shambles.

There was blood on the floor, on the
walls—everywhere.

The decrepit sofa had finally Coll&psod.
The model throne was overturned, and
a chair had been broken into fragments.

Tempest must ha.\'(‘ made.a tremendoua
fight of it against odds, and on the floor
lay "Pempest um:elf shot to pleee=

Two bullets had caught him in the
face, another had shattered his arm. A
clance was sufficient to show that the
bone was broken above the elbow, and
he had two other bullet wounds in
body.

He was partially stripped, too, h
clothes having been taken off him. Even
his boots had been ripped up. Some
crumpled Treasury-notes had been im-
patiently fung aside, and some loose
coins had rolled about the floor in all
directions.

The killers had nob been after a hand-

“Tempest,

at-

ful of money. Tinker guessed at once
that it was the code-book they ha
murdered him for. The question was,
hiad they got it?

Or had Tempest, even in his last
moments, been too clever for them Too

resourceful 7

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Finding of the Book—Tinker Quiis
-—A Messags from Bliake—Cn ths
Trail Again. 5

EFTER that one quick comprehen-

A sive glanco at the room, Tinker,

mindful of possible d.mm‘r Tarke

ing about, made a complete

survey of the }*ons and assured him-
self that the men had really gone.

Then he bolted the side daor by which

he had entered, saw that the others wvere

ccurely faaxoned, and returned to the

ting-rootn.
To search Tempest would, he knew, he

useless.  The others had done that too
gh]}, and so spared him that gru
some tasic.

So he sat on the edge of the over-
turned moﬁe] throne and tried to puzzle
things out.

The first quebtion that struck him wag
x\hy weren’t ¢ ucro other bodies ahout be-
side Tempest’s

Tempost lmd been armed. His re-
volver lay on the floor not a yard from
him. He was probably a dead shot, and
the room itself bore ample evidence that
ho had put up. a tremendous {fight.

Supposing he had had three assailants
Lhe odds were that he would have bagged
at least one. And to have got a dead
man away in broad davlight through a
thoroughfare like the King’s Road -
noticed must have been well-nigh im-
possible.

He could understand the fusillade of
shote having failed to raise an alarm.
The house, to begin with, was a con-

pletely detg\ched one with no party walls,
and in the street below the rumble of
motor-’buses and heavy vans on the
asphalt road, the banging of helated shop-
shutters being taken down, and the
general roar of the traffic might easily
have drowned the sound of firing, but the
getting away of injured, possibly dead
men, was another matter,

He sat there for some twenty minutes
turning things over in his mind this way
and that, “nd occasionally glancing in the
directon of Tempest, over whose shat-
tered face he had quickly laid a clean
handkerchief. Though it was still Laxlv
in the morning, the day pronnscd to be
stiflingly hot. There wasn’t a breath of
wind, though ke had flung open a couple
of the dust-begrimed windows to lct
out the reek of the burnt powder. And
somewhere or another that infernal blue-
bottle was buzzing round with a madden
g, monotonous sound. And when it
momentarily ceased from time to time
the death-lika silence of the place was
even still more irvitating.

Tinker, as he sat there trying to think
coolly and collectedly, would cheerfuil v
have given a sovereign to have been able
to find that fly and stamp on it.

And hn had to think—to force himself
to think logically and guickly,

Blake was down, Tempest was dead,
and quite apart from the main issue of
cornering Brandt and his crowd, Tinker
badly wanted to level up the score a bit,

He was very much fighting a “lone
hand * and he meant to make good.

“Method,” he said to himself, reeall-
ing one of Blake's favourite maxims.
“‘Method is the enly thing to pull one
through ; mere guesswork is no ball;
earthly 5

He got up 5low1y. wallked across to
where Tempest’s revolver lay, and pick
it up.

Even as he did so something in the
balance aud feel of it struck him as queer,

though under wmore ordinary ecir
stances he might not have noticed any-
thing.

It was a sguat, short-barrelled,
heavy-calibred thing—a .45, and pro-
bab&,y, having a four-inch bamd would
throw villaino usly high. But ab close

quarters, and firing on the rise, it was
certainly capable of stoppiug anything
smaller than a §ounv _elephant  most
effectually. A single at the barrel
itself told him that ,t certainly hadn't
been fired sinice it was last cleaned,

There wasn’t the faintest trace of soot-
ing round thie muzzle.

IIL broke the ech and jerked out
the cartridges, and in a flash he under-
stood why.

The little brass cartridges were bulleted
and capped, and in the centre of each’
coppered cap was the dent of the




The YUNION JACH

hammer, but they had been tampered
wWith,

The cordite had been carcfully emptied

out of cach one.

There were marks on the soft lead of
the bullets, showing teeth dents.

Each one had been wrenched out by
a man with strong, even teeth, the charge
thrown away, and the bullets replaced.

Tinker could picture it all. Tempest
leaping to his feet at the first alarm,
blazing away wildly, and each fall of the
hammer being answered by the futile
snap of the copper cap.

He was going te fling the thing away
in bitter disgust, ‘when he glanced at the
palm of his right hand, which had been
- elasped round the butt.

1t was sticky and red with blood which
wag certainly not Tempest’s.

Tempest, finding that he had heen
tricked, had used the butt, and used it o
some purpose, for, mingled with the
blood on the grip, there were broken
hairs of at least two distinet colours.

OFF

INTO

THE
NIgHT

Again Tinker could picture him, shot
through the body, mad with rage, using
the ugly, heavy Iittle thing—his only
weapon—as a club, and going on fighting
until that final blast of lead shattered the
life out of him. :

Tinker laid the revolver on the mantel-
viece, wiped his hands, and examined
the floor. At the end of ten minutes, he
had satisfied himself that there had been
ot least four men in the place, apart from
Tempest, for amongst the bloodstains and
ust, and on some torn paper in which he
had wrapped his purchases of the day
bheofore he discovered four distinet types
of footprints.

He wasted 1o time on measurements or
notes or diagrams.

It was sufficient to know that four men
had been employed by Bramdt on this
ticular gccasion, and those four might
e been any of forty, or four hundred,
belonging to the crowd, for all he knew;
the footprints wouldn’t help him to
* identify them any more than the fact that
one of them had fair, reddish hair, and
another black, as proved by the revolver-
butt. !

e went slowly down the stairs again,
znd noticed what, in the excitement of
the monient, he had failed to notice

before, that there were a few faint blood-
smears here and there on the bare wood-
work.

Opening the side door, he went out into
the street, which was a cul-desac a
hundred yards or so long, and closed at
the far end by 2 row of studios. Conse-
quently, though close to the main
thoroughtfare, scarcely any traffic passed
up or down it. :

Close to the kerb opposite the door
were motor-tyre tracks plainly visible in
the dust. and a little black pool of lubri-
cating-oil. At one point the tyre-marks
were noticeably bulged and flattened.

Tinker inspected them, and nodded his
head. These marks simplified matters a
great deal, and the story they told was
easy to read.

A motor had driven up—a motor of the
trade type, with a covered van' bhehind
instead of a tonneau—and it had con-
tained four men; possibly five, for a
ariver might have been left in charge.

A busy, bustling hour of the morning

bad the whole of Brandt’s powerful
organisation at the back of them. :
Tinker went back into the house feel-

ing a bit sick and helpless. !

& e was
beginning to feel the meshes of an
invisible net closing vound him, as it
were. : .

That same net which had rendered
Blake powerless for the time being was
entangling him, too. I.ook which way
he would, ho could see no way of makin
progress—rather the reverse. He had
done nothing yet. He had made no head-
way. He hadn’t a notion as to where the
precious code-book, which might be a key
to many difficulties was. - Tempest might
have contrived to hide it somewhere, or,
again, his murderers might have re-
covered 1t, and so attained their object.
And therc was another danger to be
faced. Hec was alone in an empty house
with a murdered man, and the police
might vety reasonably enspect him of
complicity in the erime, and, to prove his
inuocence, mmght involve dangerous

Tempest waited in the shadow of the
doorway.

had been purposelv chosen. Any noise of

firing or a struggle would be more likely
to pass unnpticed then, and a common-

ang -a
place, everyday object; like a motor

delivery-van, would have aroused no sus-
picion, especially as it was sure to have
name of some fictitious firm

had the
painted on it in bold leftering.

Even had it been necessary to force the
door, a couple of men in shirtsleeves, or
possibly baize aprons fiddling about with
another standing by, would have looked

of
wounded into the van, and lay them on
some sacking, and drive slowly away,
would have been as simple as falling off

harmless enough.

Afterwards, to rush a couple

a log.

They could have token the bédy of the

dead man with them, too, had they

wished ; but, heing dead, they had no
further use for him—he would have been
an encumbrance—so they had left him
feeliiig secure in the fact
Teft no iangible traces

iying titere
that they had :
behind them, aud that, in any case, they

delays and complications just when time
was likely to be of vital importance.

Again, had Brandt’s agents guessed
at his presence there in the house? They
had been following Tempest, and, so far
as Tinker knew, Tempest only.

He himself had taken pretty elaborate
precautions to shake off anyone who
' might possibly have been shadowing
him before eoming te Chelsea at all.

On the other hand, after finishing off
Tempest, one of the men, at any rate,
had probably made a search of the house,
however perfunctorily, and must have
seen the rumpled bed in which he had
slept, and other signs that somebody
other than Tempest had been in the
house recently. )

They might even have seen him leaving
the place and go and do his early shop-
ping, though Pinker fancied not, for
instinetively hie had kept his eyes open
for anything which looked suspicious,
both coming and going, and had seen
nothing. £
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He stooped and
spot-smeared pajg
bars, detached th* pin =
into his pocket, aud smoothed
paper. On it, lm v scrawled in
-ere these words:

——clear out—they’re  in—
Tho last word od off into an

HIOUa red snn el
vnur u—ad the
Teq

tu(d to hxmsdf. as
ing of the serawl
Ternpest had L‘-mx a3
pirobably had not heard th
i1l they were half-way up thf‘ stairs
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Lably overnight-—in case of aceident. It
imperative that Tinker should know
where,
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at  randorm, cawled  hLis  haM-finished
nw Ssage on ll‘ fmcd in the pin, knowing
ker would rocognise it as a sign,
stuffed paper, pin, pencil, and all,
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fnto the grate; and it must have been

sueh a close call, that he had received his

t wound befcu e he could even rise and
face his enemies—1{he ved smudge showed
that. 4
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They had proba
had canght him una
Lighting the fire.

He had turned swidtly and faced them
—faced them with a revolver which had
been rendered as useless as a child’s pop-
gun, so far as ficing went. And then the
final struggle had begun, and in the end
they had riddled him through and
througha Tiut he had saved the book,
and warned his fviend, avd no man « could
have done more.

“Tegless 7 was a word easy enoungh for
Tinker to guess the meu*mf of. It could
refer to nothing but the decy repit, broken-
down sofe. If was an old horsehair-
covered abomination at best, and in his
preliminary examination of the room
’[‘mkor had noticed a few torn shreds of
}muvbau' amidst the general v, but
had ‘I'x no heed to them, cousideri
them to have been merely frayed out bv
long and constant weat.

Now, however, he yealized that they

i have been ;)HU'H‘: loose, or v
Terapest in his efforts to hide

loose, by

the boolk.
i felt about dlhqont‘v \\m; n‘\
fingers, especial Hy. round the 1c
the venevable ruin, until u'
covered a small Obl(,mg lh]:k}).
He cut a it in thcx uud
swith his penkuife, and Alvmx out a
covered boo (:Jd /
with a flap—the t
couple of hilling
stationer
He opmwd it, quivering with escite
ment. On the fivleaf, neatly written in
violet ink in a emall, precise hand, he
read the ingerivtion :
“Luctus = 2
”»

—a

randt,  Fernside,

-“.(J oyel

sexve
n

There was
paid, };“‘* v
S ;

(f.\'p"‘mxturo
‘Dinner at the vicavage

T‘ibrm,\' m(mrim N S
2 to dine,” * Profes: Max
#Farlo

ory mhm\atmc' 15
new silent veel.” Thers were mat
sometimes for days; sometimes
Ton; three weeks together there would
Yo entries at all.  Sull, in its own
shion, it had been kept up to
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rht or so of the current

no
soular fa
within a for
date.

Had not Tinker

vn that that harm-
less-looking, ordinary little book had cost
ol e man his life and endang
perhaps half a dozen more, ho wonld
have pitched 1t out of the window

diggn it was he sat and puzzled
over it ing to pick the secret ont of
it. ﬁld in one way, mld thon in another.

fiks :mJ

1‘_ nl.ll(l S0 fwth, dnd t<‘:t9d
for them as best he could.

Finally, he fook the bock and held it
up (‘1(*3» to tho window in the strong
Wiam of the wmml\‘ exanlining each
and then he discove the
trick of it. One of the simplest tvic ks of
all in reality, yet oue of the most effec-
Under the strong light, in the thin,
surfaced paper he could Just detect
a scries of hytle, irregular lines, like
faint water-anarkin o8,

. Ninety-nine penplc out of a hundred
socing them-—and the chances of even
that contingency were small—would have
taken them for some peculiarity in the
making of the paper. Tinker just hap-
pened to be the hundmdth.

The roment he saw those he

Teaf singly,

kneswwr how they had been made. The
Jeaves had been carvefuily damped one by

Mlallam, |

one,

lrn'd on a hard, smooth surface like
plate, and written on with an
g vle just as one would write with
a pencil, onl\. with e slightly increased
pressure. When thoroughly dry the
marks wou]d have (S(‘ﬁn(*d notice even
under # magnifying-glass, but when held
up to a strong lLight, as sunlight or
an incandescent, and moistened slightly
up to a strong light, such as sunl
even by breathing on them, they b
as casy to read as tho nmlvkmga ona jive-

a steol

&1

pound note.
They
commercial telegraphic code
word stand for a seutence, or w

whole string of sentences
Ie p.CM}d a word here and

lw code w o
Uml .mim

saka  and
saka, anud

m.um ous po

Z

= 'iw_l

' as an example, mml for

- bo got rid of at M

tle 13 mot to be trusted.

metinods you prefer so long as they
1

Imperative; ne delay.”

. meuntal note te remein-
azain, stood for “ You will
{ov she) is silenced within
hours from now. A
You are aamm

e taken im

some rercantile
e firm,
(10%(1 in\\

S‘i«.u

Iixch

‘i“

book carvefully

buttone

Tt wos later

ile vlnrt‘d at his wateh.
; .

than ke thoug "L~m\-d\' o

ha bent do\\n and touched Termpes
dead band.

“ Il square accounts vour if I can,
old man,” he said in a v 8

'i’hen took his hat and » n‘r (L)‘u

leaving um Jug of rm." and

s

w& he had bot ght for breakfast
touched.

The only things he did fake were th
notes on the Hoor—Terapest's

There were some fiveand-twenty
worth, and, Tinker knew, fi

differ

twenty pounds may make all the
cnce between success and failure m an
emorgency —and Blake could make them
cood to Tempest’s people, whoever they
were.

He took

thv kevs, and left the house
by mear the vard at the back
over a mﬂl Then by devious wa
headed for Victoria Station, which,
its many exits and enmmcm 13 a good
place to shake oft undesi able followors.

Also he wanted to wuse the telephone
badly.
tle rang up ﬂ\n doctor, and after sorme

ddav zot through to him at his nussin

home. Blake, ho heard, was quite con-
scious, and much bmten after. a good
night's rest, though very w calk, and as

a concession, he was allowed to speak to
him over the private extension line.
Briefly and concisely he told his news
from the moment of his leaving Baker
Street up to hiz discovery oi tho cade-




hook an hour before, and gave details of
Tempest’s tragic end.

Blake was much distressed, for, though ! p»
he and Tempest rarely met—which
accounted for Tinker not having known
him ~ they had been collaborating
privately tor months past.

“Listén!” said Blake, and his vei
sounded thin and tired across the wire.
“You did quite right to get away. You
couldn’t have helped poor Tempest by
staying, and you might have imperilled
everything by hanging on.

“You have the hO.,‘ﬁ(\ keys, vou say, of
the place in Bamerton Stwo‘ Put them
in a registered envelope, address it to
the doctor here—not to me, on any
account—and send them off at once by
postal-messenger.

“Tl ring up Wentworth of Sc ottand
Vard, get him to come here, and telt him
the essential facts about Tempest, and he
can sec to things. So you needn’t worry
about being interfered with by the
authorities.

“ As to the code-book, you can’t bring
it or send it here, mach as I want to see
it; and, though it’s a visk, I think you'll
have to keep it about you for the pre-
sent.  You may need to use 1t at any
moment.

“Try and rub out the pencil-writing,
lﬂ«'h(L a few scrawled entries in ink your-
self, and get a new cover for it—any-
thing you like so as to d ise it as much
as vmm)h, from the orig

“I Il manage to get something into the
evening papers about the Bamerten
Street affair which will put them off the
scent a bit. Now, two courses
either you must wait a day or so
I can get about again, which may
has had a thorough
over that affair at the marsh, and,
e, he will know of the loss of the
ook by now, Which meaps that

unless we—or, rather, act quickly,
he'll have managed to dispose of the
whole of those jewels, break up the eutire
gang tomr)o‘arllv perhaps, for a
56, and the work will have to b
again from the beginni Or ¥
sk your huck and go down to ben
on your own and try and arrange for a
big coup before he can dispose of the
jewels.
- “1 am certain that he will be there,
not at Hampstead. Down in Hertford-
shire he is Mr. Lucius Brand, a highly-
yespected philanthropist, with a score of
roputable people to testify to his good
character—the idiots! Consec (uentl;, he
always goes there when there arve signs
of trouble.

“Tt's a risk, and a big risk; but it’s
big stake, too, and I’ve never known you
baulk at a risk vet, old man.

“The place is a pretty, old Elizabethan
farmhouse—or dower-house—and  out-
wardly it’s a picture of ideal comfort and
simplicity ; but inside, if you’re an unin-
vited guest, it’s about as healthy as the
inside of a black panther’s cage.

" “P’ve been there half a dozen times,
_ but I’ve never let the cage door shut on

me. Be careful that you do the same.

_“It’s the easiest place in the world to

get into—no bhurglar-alarms or patent

traps. You'll probably find a window or
so left open for you this warm wea ther.
If 1t’s

5

be fMel fo*' Brandt }
seare

a

a

Bm once inside, ‘’ware wire.’
casy to geb into, it's the very deuce to
f’(}L oub of. Your biz chance is that

Brandt, like mysdr is comiderab}y shot
up, ‘ :nd 80 mayn’t be in top-hole form.
Youll try it? Good! And good

luck o you, cld chap!

“One word more! Keep an eye on the

village telegraph-office. He may be re-
ving code wires, and you. may get a
chance to learn somethmg

The wire buzzed suddenly,’ and ’I‘mker
realised that he wag cut off.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 1
Tinker’s Triumph.
INKER left tho telephone-box an
made his way to the messeng
office just outcmu the District
station.

From there he despatched the keys of
Bamerton Street to the doctor, together
with a short, non-committal note,

Having done this, he bought himself
a diary at the nearest stationer’s of the
same shape and size as the code-book in
his pocket.

It was one of the slip-in variety, the
type in whick the diary itself is held in
its place in the cover by means of two
flaps.

He chose one with a dull brown leather
cover becauso the original was vivid
scarlet moroecco.

Then, realising that he had had no
brea kfaq and that it was already lun-
cheon-time, he turned into a restaurant
and ordered himself some food.

Whilst Lhn waiter was getting it, he
set to work out his code-book, having
been carsful to choose a table in a
secluded corner.
 His first care was to tear out the fly-
leaf, with Brand’s name and address cn
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it, written in ink, and also to remove the

corresponding page at the back.
Then, with a pieee of mdlarubber he

went carefuly and patiently ouah the

book page by page, obliterating every

neilled entry.,

He took especial paxm over this, for

pencil-marks . are . really harder to
theroughly eliminate than ink, and are

apt to leave traces ecasily discernible
under an ordinary strong glass.

It was a good half-hour before he
finished the work to his own satisfaction.
and he had got to the coffee stage of
luncheon befere he had finished.

Then he sent the waiter for pen and
ink—one of those scratchy pens peculiar
to restaurants—and wrote on the opening
page in a sprawly hand:

“R. Beele, Hoxton.”

On odd and end pages here and there
he wrote in the same sprawly hand a
series of elaborate phetographic notes.

Exposure times, atmospheric condi-
tions, nature of subge(,t and background,
and so forth.

In fact, the code-bock became trans-
mogrified into the note-book of a young,
enthusiastie, and . extremely amatear
photographer. :

G
€

Slipped into its new cover ib was coms
pletely camouflaged.

Tinker, after examining it critically
felt moderately sure that he could have
left it on Brandt’s own writing-table
without much fear of its being recog-
nised, :

tie paid his bill, and left the restauvant
by a door at the opposite end to that by
which he had entered. Experience ad
taught him to select a restaurant with at
least two doors whenever p(hnblc.

Then, jumping on & wmotor-'bus,
made his way towards Kuston,

At a shop near the station he bought

e

a second-hand, well-worn, and rather
5habby-looking bag, an overcoaf, a cap,
and some other odds and ends, and
caught the two-fifteen to Mallam,

There were few passengers, and he
managed to get a third-class smoker to
himself.

Mallam is about a thirty-five minutes’
run from the terminus, and when he left
the train there it was a very different
Tinker to the Tinker who had zot in.

In fact, he was no longer J.Uahk‘" bnt
Robert Beele, of Hoxton, an enthusiasti
photogra phu' as witnessed by the cheap,

ca
ulder

second-band cemera  which b
ostentatiously slung over his
o brown caunvas case.

There were other a]tm‘aﬁ\,u o
Robert Beele, he wa )(xthe
faced, weal k lﬂoka
peund at hre
vimmtd ¢p ‘ma\

i

that change. is mouth was s
ing, the lower lip drooping p«
and the cap and ill-fitting ;
gldwd the transformation. 1lis ow
lay somewhere along the line fifteen mi
away.

Tinker 5 an

adept at disguises; but,
exceph on very rare occasions, never

Wore anything that could slip, or come
off, uuunal moment—swizs, or false
hair, or things of that kind. Bui he was
an expert at changing his facial expres-
sion, his walk, and the way hc carried
himself and dressed the part to suit the
character. There is no more effective
manner of di cfrm\(‘

For the moment he might h
very junior warchouse clerk,
ing a brief photographi¢ holiday on the
cheap. Shortsighed, earnest, and about
as brainless as they make th{)n..

He walked into the village, and secured
a cheap room.over a small sweet-shop.
The room had a window locking out over
the back, with a convenient water-butt
below, making it easy to get in or out afi
anv time of the mght without risk of
being seen. Also, the old 5«:.\1V‘ who
owned the shop was conveniently deaf.
All of which facts Tinker was at pains to
ascertain before clinching the bargain.

Having regaled himself with a cup of
tea, he took his camera and went for
stroll in the direction of Fernside.

A woody hill overlooked the old, re d-
brick building and its grounds, and at the
foot of this ran the trout-stream, across
which were two rustic bridges leading to
the hill itself.

'ltnker made his way to the innermost
edge of the trees, and prepared for a long
watch.

uld
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¥, enjoy-

o was snxious to learn all he cc
about the trap, as Blake and Tempest Lu
both called it, before putting his head
into it, as it were.

It was alveady getting
ha had been squatt
minutes he saw lights spunrvmg up in th
lower windows, the blinds of whi v
the way, were left undrawh, so il
got a clear view of the intor
rooms on that side. .
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In what was evidently the kitchen—the
{irst room to be lighted up—he saw an
slderly woman busy with some cooking
over the stove. 5

Then a man, dressed like an ordinary
indoor manservant, lighted other lamps
and carvied them to the other rooms,
passing along a central passage appar-
ently, for Tinker lost sight of him from
time to time. In fact, he was only visible
when he appeared in the rooms them-
selves.

Tinker had a pair of powerful prism
binoculars in his camera-case, and he
focused these carefully on the man.

He was certain that he had never seen
him before, and, though he was probably,
almost certainly, a member of the gang,
hie was a stranger.

Ile was dark, with sleek black hair, and
a sallow skin, lthe, and, though not
powerfully buwlé, he moved easily and
quickly, and had something of the Italian
abotit him.

“‘ Dago,” was Tinker's comment.

The first voom to which lamps were
carried was evidently » dining-room, for
through the uncurtamed windows Tinker
could sea a table laid with snow-white

inen and shining silver, and a sideboard
on which was displayed more silver and
some decanters, whilst a log fire was
burning cheerfully in an open grate.

There was no che in it when the man
came in with the lights. Red-shaded
they were, and he placed one on the
table, the other on the sideboard, gave a
quick look round, as though to satisfy
himself that everything was in order,
pcxikod the logs on the fire, and then’went
out.

A few minutes clapsed, and then he
came back again down the passage, carry-
g two more lamps, the lights alter-
nately appearing and disappearing as
before.  This time he passed by the
dining-room to another which lay beyond
on the right, =

Tinker focused his glasses again. This
Toom as fitted up as a study or library,
for he could see bookshelves running
vound the greater part of the walls, and
Lere, also, a log fire was burning, with
a big sofa drawn up in front of it

The centre of the room was occupied
by a big writing-desk, and on this the
man placed cne of the lamps, carrying the
other to a small table at the head of the
sofa.

Then suddenly a figure, hitherto in-
visible, rose slowly from the sofa, and,
taking the servant’s arm for suppo
#noved to the chair in front of the de
and sat down.

He was facing the window and Tinker
as be sat, and the lamplight shone full
on his features.

Tinker’s heart missed a beat.

The face was the face of Tucius Brand.
There was no mistaking it.

He looked pale and worn and older
than before, it seemed to Tinker, study-
ing him through the glasses.

)

He had been pretty hardly hit, as
Tinker knew, and, though he wasn’t

using it, a sling made of a black silk
scart hung round his neck.

He leant back in the chair a trifle
wearily, and made a sign to the servant.

e was speaking. Tinker could tell that
by the movements of his lips, though, of
course, he could form no.idea of what he
was saying. :

The man went to a cabinet and brought
out a glass and a small medicine bottle,
from which he carefully measured out a
dose. He appeared to be pouring it out
drop by drop. ! i

Brand took it and swallowed it at a
gulp, making a wry face, but it scemed
to have an extraordinary effect on him.
His weariness sedmed to drop from him
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like a cloak, and he pulled some papers
towards him, and began to read them
eagerly, the other man standing at his
side.

Presently he beckoned, and the two
seemed to be going through the papers
together, for they constantly gesticulated,
and once Brand brought down his fist
with a bang on the table.

After a while the dark-haired man left,
and Tinker didn’t see him again, for he
didn’t return to either the dining-room
or the kitchen.

He was getting cold and cramped him-
self, and as there secemed to be little
gained by staying longer, he closed his
glasses, slipped them back inte his
camera-casc, and made his way back to
the village.

He was perhaps a couple of hundred
yards short of his rooms over the sweet-
shop when he had a phenomenal stroke
of Tuck.

He met a telegraph-boy sauntering
leisurely along towards him, geing in
the direction of Fernside.

The boy hadn’t spotted him, and in-
stantly Tinker wheeled, and began to
slowly retrace his steps.

He let the boy overtake him.

“Wire for Mr. Brand?’ he said

casually,

The boy nodded.

¢ TFernside,” said he.

Tinker glanced at him out of the corner
of his eyes, and sized him up as a bit of
a fool, and a lazy one at that.

“I'm going that way,” he said. ¢ Cot
any use for five bob?”

The boy stared.

“What you gettin® at?” he asked.

“Know that foreign-looking servant
chap up at Fernside?” said Tinker.

The boy nodded.

“Paulo, or something like that, ’is

name is. 1 know ’im, stingy beast! Mr.
nd’s all right; gives me a bob or
sometimes ‘arf-a-crown when T go up:
but that Paulo just spits an’ barks at
you if you give ’im a message !’

*“He’s a rotter!” agreed Tinker. “1'd
like to play a joke on him. Look here!
Lend me your cap and coat for a hit, and
take mine. I'll take the wire up, and be
back in ten minutes if you wait here, and
T'll give you five bob.”

“TFive bob! Here, I say, you'll take
the wire, straight, or I'll get the sack!”

“He shall have it right enough! T
promise you that,” said Tinker. “ And if
there's an answer T'll bring it back and
give it to you, honour bright!”

“It's a deal!” said the boy, and in the
dusk they hurriedly exchanged caps and

“(Give me ten minutes—a quarter of an
hour at most,” said Tinker quickly,
“and keep out of sight beliind the hedge
till T come back. We don’t want anyone
else to know, or we'd both get into
trouble,” he added warningly. “By the
way, what’s your name?”

“Simmons,” he answered.

“Right-ho !”

Tinker sprinted off, his borrowed
official cap cocked jauntily over cne ear,
buttoning up his tunic as he went.

As soon as he was round the second
corner he stopped and produced a small
torch, which he had smuggled mto his
trousers-pocket unobserved by the boy.

He flashed this on to the envelope
under cover of the hedge, and noted
with satisfaction that the flap of the
orange-colodred envelope had been
hastily and carelessly stuck down, and
the gum was still moist where it adhered:

Now there are some twenty-three ways
of opening an envelope in such a manner
that the rightful recipient doesn’t know
that it has been tampered with. Tinker
knew them all, and about five more on

top of that.

But this porticular case was
absurdly simple.

The message, as he had fully expected,
was in cipher, and he had the key to
this cipher in an unobirusive-looking
shotographic notebook.

Naturally he couldn't waste tlme—
precious minutes—in decoding it then, so
he copied out the message with the stub
of a pencil on the back of an old cuvelope,
which he folded cavefully, and slipped
into the inner side of hiz boot. Then he
resealed the flap and replaced his g!
on his nose.

Eyes arve perhaps the most tell-tale
features of all, and though, so far as he
knew, Brandt had never had a sguare
look at him, there’s a lot of truth in the
old saying that “more people know Tom
Fool than Tom Fool knows.”

He strolled up the short, curved deive.
leading to the house, which he had mei
tally nicknamed the Wrap, whistling «
music-hall song between his teeth to do
away with any idea of secrecy, and gave
the official vat-tat-tat on the knocker with
unnecessary energy and a grin.

The manservant, whose real name, by
the way, was Paolo, not Paulo, and who
was a mongrel Corsican by birth, opened
the door.

He looked at Tinker, and scowled.

Tinker, for his part, blinked at him
placidly through his cheap, plai
spectacles.

“What you want?” asked the man
surlily enough.

Tinker produced the te
wallet,

The man took it, glanced at the enve-
lope, and then, with a curt order to wait,
hurried away.

He was gone for some considerable
time, and Tinker guessed that he and
Brand between them were busy decoding
the message. : -

He would have given a zood deal to
have seen them at it, and to have had
a chance to inspect the other rooms, but
he dare not risk it - The man Paolo
might return with an enswer at any
moment. i

He dare not -cven move forward into
the square hall, on the threshold of
which he was waiting, for there was mud
on his boots, and he would have left
tracks on the polished boards.

One thing, however, he could and did
do. He searched the front door itseif and
the windows on cither side of it for
burglar-alarms or traps of any kind, and
failed to find them, though he searched
horoughly and with expert knowledg

Both door and window fastenings were
old-fashioned and common-place to a
degree.

There weren’t cven shufters to the
windows.

Tinker wag pretty positive that he
could open either of them, and be inside
the place in a matter of something 1
than a minute.

But the next second he remembered,
with a little thrill of apprehension, both
Tempest's and Blake's words of warning
about the place.

“ Any fool can get into if,” they had
said; “the trouble 13 to get out again !’

Tinker considered the possibilities, and
made a mental note of the various doors
and passages opening off the hall, Just
then Paolo reappeared, with Lucius
Brandt leaning heavily on his arm, and
supporting himself with a stick in his
other hand.

Tinker’s heart gave a bit of a flutter
as they moved slowly across the hall
towards him, for he was conscious that
he was standing in the full glare of the
hall light; and Brandt's eyes, ke knew,
were as sharp as needles,

Still; there was no help for it.

€3

am from his

To have
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attempted to step back into the shadow
would have been to arcuse instant sus-
picion. So he held his ground, touched
his cap. and put on his most owlish ex-
pression, blinking through his glasses.
His hand dropped casuvally to the little
official leather satchel, as if in readiness
for the reply he had been waiting for, and
Lucius Brand would have had to be a
thought-reader to know that it contained
a forty-five automatic.

Brand favoured him with one sharp
glance. N

“A new boy—ch?” he said, with the
faintest trace of a guttural accent. * You
iu‘e not the usual messenger who comes
1ere.”’

“No, sir,” sald Tinker. “You mean
Simmons,  I'm  taking his place this
evening, sir.”

Yucius Bfand nodded. .

“Simmous.  Ah, yves, that was the
name ! I ouly ask because this message
is a very important business message. It
is in a code, you understand, and it is
necessary that the words should be spelt
correctly. You had better see if you can
read it properly.”

Tinker took the forms—there were two
of them, for the message was a long one
—and, peering ithrough his glasses, read
out the conteuts, eonscious that Brand
was both watching and listening atten-
tively. ;

“That is vight,”” he said, as Tinker
finished.  “Here’s a ten-shilling note.
You may keep the change. But see that
the telegram is sent off at once.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Tinker; and,
pouching the message and the note,
hurried off into the darkness.

He found Simmons waiting for him,
perched on a gate, contentedly smoking
@ Woodbine.

“Here’s your five bob,” said Tinker,
~and here are your things.” He handed
them oyver, but the message and his
automatic he had alrcady deftly trans-
fereed to his trousers-pocket.

“Any answer to take back?” asked
Simmons.

“You're tired—that’s what’s the matter
with vou, sonny,” said Tinker, shuffling
into his own things. I took the message
all right, and T'll attend to the answer to
it. So-long!” And with that he was off.

Suddenly he turned back, as a new
idea struck him.

“Do you want to earn another five
Lob?” he asked.

Simmons nodded emphatically.

“Then go to bed and stay there.
Cough or grunt, or pretend you’ve got
influenza—any old thing you like—and
keep in bed for twenty-four hours—till
this time to-morrow night, say—and I'll
give you the other five bob now, on one
condition.”’

“What’s
cagerly.

‘“Meet me just outside the post-office
in half an hour’s time, and then come
in with me and tell the post-mistress that
I'm a pal of yours—your maiden aunt,
anything you like—and that I'm willing
to take on your job till you feel better.
Understand 7

“Yes,” said Simmons, holding out a
tentative paw.

Tinker showed him a couple of half-
crowns, and slid them back into his
pocket,

“They'll be waitin’ for you outside the
post-office in half an hour,” he grinned,
““so long as you do exactly what you're
told.” -

Tinker hunied off, and went straight
back to his rooms.  Seated at a little
marble-topped table in the corner of the
teashop, he produced his notebook, the
copy of the original telegram from the
side of his boot, and the two forms of
Brand’s reply.

that?” asked Simmons

As Tinker worked them out they read
as follows:

“ Reported Blake not so badly hurt as
originally believed ”—Blake, by the way,
was denoted as Zero in the code—*“was
taken to private nursing-home through
the back entrances of hospital, and is now
able to get about. Seen early to-day in
car near Baker Street, with Lyndon of
C.I.D. Further details ag soon as
possible. Telephone unsafe. Trunk calls
may be tapped.” . -

Tinker gave a suppressed exclamation

of delight, for this was good news
indeed.
Then he turned to the next. The two

forms were given to him by Brand him-
self, and read: .

‘“Message received. Imperative make
arrangements at once. Personally unable
to travel, warn all principals come here
to-morrow. Have box here—unable to
transfer to bank or negotiate for cheques,
Arrive one hour before dawn, leaving
cais at cross-roads. We then divide, as
arranged. Other details verbally. Elimi-
nate factor Zero if feasible. Urgent.”

There was no signature, but the
message was addressed to a man of the
name of Marx, at a small and little-known
Soho restaurant.

Tinker himself knew the place well.
Outwardly it was commonplace enough,
but there was a back-room with an exit
through the cellars of which the public
knew nothing.

Also, though the telegram was un-
signed, the local postmark would be
quite enough to identify the sender to
any of the ‘‘principals.”

Tinker hurried across to the post-office,
and, with a glance at the clock to see that
there was plenty of time for delivery at
the other end, sent his own version of
Brand’s telegram in Brand’s own code.

“Meet me Escalier Restaurant, 9.30
sharp,. for settlement as arranged. Zero
my personal affair. TImperative.”

Tinker handed this over the counter,
and scribbled another message hastily.

It was to Blake.

“B and B here. Others Escalier, 9.30,
in back-room te-night, so arrange. I am
going to try this end midnight.”

B and B he knew that Blake would
understand as Brand and Box, and
midnight, he fancied, would be his best
chance to break into Fernside. For, if
Brand was expecting his confederates an
hour before dawn, the chances were that
both he and Paolo would go to bed early,
and at twelve, or thereabouts, were likely
to be very sound asleep. Tinker, for his
own part, meant to get all the sleep he
could, too. He had a couple of poached
eggs and some cocoa, and went straight
up to his room.

He knew that he could rely on waking
at pretty well any hour he set his mind
on, and there was the friendly water-butt
to aid him on his way out of the window.

It was just half-past eleven as he
slipped off the bed and started on his
mission.

The window was even an easier job
than Tinker had expected. There was
the faintest click as he eased back the
catch. So faint that even his sharp ears
could hardly hear the sound. The sash
moved smoothly, and the next instant
he had shed his mackintosh outside, and
was tiptoeing across the floor in golosh-
covered feet.

The box was not in the hall, as he had
hoped might have been possible. Obvi-
ously the next best place to try was the
library. - That lay down the passage on
his left, he knew, and he moved along
there, switching on his small torch as he
did so to avoid blundering,

Here also there were the glimmerings
of a fire, and a scent of cigar smoke hung
in the air,

JACK
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ITe glanced round the eomforfably-
furnished room, with its heek-lined
shelves, and then he gave a gasp—
scarcely able to helieve his eyes. Ioxr

there, on the writing-desk, in plain view

for everyone or anyone to see, was the
steel chest. There was no mistaking it.

To the uninitiated eye it might have
looked like a battered old tin deed-box

of the type seen by the dozen in any

lawyer’s office. For it had been painted,
or rather smeared over, with black Japan
enamel since Tinker had last seen it, and
the initials L. B. were stencilled on it
in faded gold.

Tinker tested its weight. It was no
tin, It was made of quarter-inch
hardened gteel, and the key was in the
lock—a key with a little bone label
attached to it bearing the single word
¢ Private.”

It was so obvious, so carelessly
played that any casual visitor to
room would have passed it over
noticed.

But Tinker just at that moment
fairly bristling with suspicion.

He kuew that here was a trap.

He opened the window cautiously, and
peered out. There was a bit  of
shrubbery on his left, not four feet away,
and the shadow lay deep there.

Lifting the box, he balanced it on the
sill, listened for a moment, and turncd
the key.

He canght a glimpse of unset stones,
neatly done up and sorted out into
different compartments, and then, as he
raised the lid an inch or two higher
there came an alarm like the whir of
a fire alarm—ringing and vibrating
through the silence.

That was the trap.

He snapped down the lid, huiled box,
key, and all into the densest part of the
shrubs, slammed down the window, and
%at.‘(ihed it, and made a break for the
hall,

The whirring of the alarm had stopped
with the closing of the lid, and Tinker
was just reckoning that he was safe away.
He had raised the sash of the window
by which he had entered a quarter of the
way, when a bullet splashed into the
woocdwork within a few inches of his left
ear.

It seerned to him a full second later
that he heard the dull thud of the report,
and a voice saying sharply, “Up!*

Tinker tried hard to think of a few
adequate remarks, and while he was
thinking raised his hands above his head
at full arme’-stretch for safety’s sake,
fingers splayed out.

Hé heard a man come padding softly
across the floor of the hall behind him,
and saw reflected in the window panes
the glare of a powerful torch.

Deft hands ran quickly through his

=
a
the
it-

pockets, and relieved him of his auto-

matie, locse change, and everything elso,
including the famous notebook.

Once when he moved a trifle & small,
cold ring of steel was pressed tightly
against the back of his neck.

“That all, Paolo?”’ said a

“Very gocd; bring him here !”

Tinker was wheeled round sharply, and
found himself confronting Luecius Brand,
who was seated in a deep armechair.

Brand had on a quilted silk dressing-
govwn, and was in the act of lighting a
cigarette. He fitted this cavefully into
a long, tortoiseshell holder before speak-
ing again, and, incongruously enough, a
long-barrelled revolver lay on his lap.

When finally he did speak it was not
to Tinker, but to the man.

“A lamp, please, Paolo, and another
log on the fire; it is chilly at this hour.”

Paolo lit the lamp and made up the

fire.
U.J.—No. 849.

voice.

was .
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PEOPLE IN THE STGRY.

L DE SAINT-DALMAS (icknamed
S by the other conviets) is serving a
sentence for a crime which he did not
mmit,

CHERI-BIBI, a typical
stanich friend.

ARIGONDE, FRIC-FR
L'!] BECHEUR, all no
133

gaol-bird,

AC, LE CAID, and
1s, and

the sworn encmies of Pa

Cheri-Bibi - arran, 3 to escape
from the State prison, which is situated ou
@ lonely and barrem island, in the chief-

>
otor-boat.

e

EPISODE .- THE ESCAPFE.
The Burying-Place.

HE snow-capped  breaker
themselves aye
of Prison Islar

t the
scemed

realise
their impotence, and receded with a
vicious hiss of disappointiacnt.

ta

Yet  wave after wave advanced with
monotonous regularity, for alt the world like
2 gigantic ary whicly, advancing line by

line, is annihilated by the of
superior foreed,

Much of the seething foam slithered into
one particular cave, swirling round the legs
of o cropped eonviet who was crouching low.
hig cars on the alert, ght eyes fixed
vpon the entrance of a crude tunnel which
feced the open sea. :

‘The man had the sir of a hunted animal,
und his fury would be just as terrible as
that of a wild beast should he be cornered.

guu-fire

The little landing-stage jutted out scme
vards away, and a powcerful motor-boat
rocked on its moorings.

The man gisnced anziously fowards the
€0 b v , and then gave vent to an
expre rench oath.

“ Palas krows that we have only a few
minutes to spare!” muttered Cheri-Bibi.
“3Why doesit’'t he come?”

2 lips twitehing nervously, his Jong
1 ing idly with the pebbles at his
feet, he waited for anéther three minutes,
and then, unable to stand the torture of
suspense any longer, he rose to his feet

“I'll get back to his cell,” he muttered;
and then, leaping from rock to rock like a
stag, his quick eyes casting round for the
glimpse of any possible enemy, he made his
way towards the conviets” hving-quartera.

What, ¢ould have bhappened to Pals
asked Cheri-Bibi again and again. Was it
ble that Arvigonde and his gang had got
wind of the attempt that was going to be
made?

The very thought brought a light of tragle
apprehension into the old lag's grey eyes,

_hoarsely.

and he hounded forward al o greater speed.

Te was ihrusting his way through serub
and bushes by this time, and it was wien
he slackened his pace for a moment to listen
for the sound of pursuit that he heard a
rustling noise approaching him, and a
moment later a big dog. its soul in its eyes,
tail wagging in greeting, gave a fricnidly
bay and bounded up to the conviet.

The old lag dropped to lis kr
an affectionate arm round the dog’s
“Quiet-—quiet, old man!” he
as the animal barked f
g “Quiet, or you will betray uw
Bubt the dog, although sags as most
of his kind, failed to d, and
again his reverberating bark rang across the

istand.

Cheri-Bibi, hig heart pumping wildly, and
with the suspicion of a tear in his eye, knew
that there was only one thing for it. He

and put

=

must sacri his old friend if he himsell
was to live.
And the band which a moment later

plunged a knife into the dog’s heart was
shaking piteously, and & sob broke from the
convict’s bloodless lips as he saw the faith-
ful brute give a gulp and a quiyver, and fail
limply at his feet.

Cheri-Bibi - swayed unsteadily,
down at the still form.

“Another one whom I loved!”
e is against me!”

And even as he muttered the words a
shot rang out from one of the cbservation-
posts, and the convict knew that he had
been discovered. Another bullet pinged past
his head, and, gquick ag light, he pped to
his knees once again, and commenced {to
erawl through the undergrowth. making for
the gecret tunnel on which Le had spent so
many hours of labour.

Yard by yard he advanced towards the
shore, and He was on the point of rounding
the bend which would bring him within sight
of the tunnel, when tie soun ices smote
fiis quick ears.

“What- do you think hap
Pierre?” asked a gruff voice
warder, as Cheri-Bibi well k

The other gave a callous laugh.

“Oh, he was hit all right!” he answered.
“He crawled away to die!”

. The sound of their retreating footsteps
came to lis ears, and, wasting no further
time, he bounded round the rock and into
the mouth of the tunnei. And hardly bad
he crept into the crevice—it was little more
—than a volce, speaking in a whisper, called
his name:

“Cheri-Bibit?

SPalagt

And then a flood of question's broke from
thie old convict’s lips:

“Where have you been? Why
turs up when I told you to? Wh

“Let me speak, my friend.” answered Palas
quickly. “I was making my way down to
this tunnel, when I was set upon by Arigonde
and the other scum. "They bound me, and
told me they were going to hide themselves
in the hold of the chief-officer’s hoat. They
are there already, I expect, and the alarm

and looked

he said

idn't you
5

may be raised at any moment when it is
known that six of us are missing!”

And even as he finished speaking the duil
toom of guns made the very air shake, and
the shouts of warders came distinctly to the
cars of the two crouching men,

“ Warn all the outposts!” rai

oul a- ery
s have

from the chief-officer,
escaped(”

-heheaded this morning, snd their bodies will

- to-night.

Pyt p e Eg Al

Scarcely daring to breathe, €heri-Bibi and
Palas listened to the wild shouts and the'
seurrying of feet. Their guardians seemed to
be all round them, and it could he only a
matter of seconds, maybe, before they
stumbled upon the secret tunnel
And then another order rang out.
“Warn the outposts on the mainland!”

Very little time was wasted, and
minutes later the unmistakable ehug-cht
a motor-boat came to the ears of the
fugitives.

“Arigonde and the other three are in that
boat!” muttered Cheri-Bibi, hig voice preg-
nant with disappeintment and chagrin.
“They’ll get away whilst you, Palas, are left
on this accursed isiand! Yet there must be
some way, even now!”

He was silent for a few ceconds, and then
Iie touched Palas on the arm.

“Come!” he said hoars “There’s not a
moment to lose. We may be able to get
away ert!"

Crawling on allfours, with Palas follow-
ing him like a shadow, the old lag made his
way through the narrow and tertuous tunnei,
until at last he crawled through the wooden
trap-door and hauled himself into the con-
viets® living-quarters. He gave Palas a b
ing hand, and then looked round, showing
momentary indecision.

And then:

“Come this way!”

Walking on tiptoe, making not a s
but moving forward without a sign of hes
tion, he led the way along a corridor Ontil
Le came upon a thick, wooden door which
harred the passage.

“The scaffold-lmt!” he whispered lacouic-
ally.

Withou{ further delay, he pushed the door
open, and the two found themselves in the
dimly-lit rocm which could have told ma
a tragic story.

Hundreds of convicts had breathed their
lagt in this place, and Palag, the tempera-
mental, the wsthetic, fely a shudder of re-
pugnance ereep over his body.

“What are we to do here, €heri-Bibi?" Le
asked, in a whisper, his eyes upon the grim,
stark guillotine, which, bathed in shadows,
seemed to mock him.

“Listen, and 1'll tell you my plan,” came
the ready answer. “Two poor devils were

W

be put into sacks and shung ‘into the
Well, we ghall take their plae
and once in the water we must take pot-luch
Can you swim?”

Palas nodded.

“Like a fisht!®

“Well, vou'll need to, my iricnd,”
other’s grim retort.

“But——" began Palas.

“Hist!" warned the eid convict, bis finger
upon his lips.

He grinped Palas by the
dragged him into the shadows.

A moment later the door opened.
the reom there walked a big, bulle
fellow whom Cheri-Bibi recognised
executioner. -

Movinz like a ghost,
gripped in his hand, Cherj-I
the wall towards the door
the executioner haid entered.

“One moment, my friend!” he said, aud
the man swung round on his heei. to ¢
himself looking into the hard and determined

of & convict. )
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© “What do you want?”’ he asked, trying to
suppress the note of fear which sounded
plainly in his voice.

“I want you to do me a faveur,” answered
Cheri-Bibi, in a low voice, “and I want your
answer now. What is it to be—yes or no?”

He was swinging the iron bar from side
to side, and there was a significance aboul
the action. :

“What—what do you want of me?” asked
the executioner, thinking —and perhaps
rightly—that bis life was in danger.

“This,” came the answer. “Two men were
executed this morning, eh?”

The other modded.

“And you've got to fling the bodies into
the sea to-night—very soon, indeed:”

Again the fellow nodded.

“Well, Palas and I want to take their
places. Got thati”

The exccutioner looked startled, and he
was about to frame a refusal when his eye
caught sight of the iron bar, which had
commenced to swing onee again.

“And what do 1 get out of this?” he asked,
almost sullenly.

“Your life,” angwered Cheri-Bibi slowly,
“and some gold-dust. Is that a bargain?”

“Ip is” :

Without a further word
his hand into & secret pocket of his jacket,
and produced a linen bag. This he opened
before the amazed ey of the executioner
and Palas, and ran his thin fingers through
the glistening dust.

“This is for you, my
“And now to business.”

He turned his head towards Palas.

“You must make the first journey,” he
said. y

No time was wasted, and a few minutes
later the executiomer was staggering under
the weight of a sack wh contained the
body of Palas.

“Another execution?” of the
guards, with a laugh,

“ Yes,” grinned the exceubioner, as though
enjoying a huge joke. “I cut oft two heads
this morning !

“Ah, well,” came the jocalar reply, *“these
fe‘dgtws won't catch a cold ia the head to-

1124 9%

Cheri-Bibl, following in the rear of the
executioner, but keeping to the shadows,
crept up to the fellew as he was about to
plunge his burden into the sea.

“Throw him near the boat!” he whispered.
“He will have to take his chance,” eame

the repiy. “The boat hasn’t returned irom

the mainland yet.”

A word of disappointment upon his lips,
Cherl-Bibi shrugged his shoulders and darted
into cover once again 28 a warder came into
view

“The sharks will dine well to-night.” said
the fellow, as he watched the executicner dis-
lodge his burden with a deft heave and
send it plunging inte the heaving breakers

below.

Cheri-Bibi waited uvnfil the executioner
olned him, and then, slipping into a sack,

s prepared himself for the plunge.

Hoisting the big fellow on his back, the
executioner made his second journey to the

- burying-place, and as he sent the old con-
viey toppling to the waters below, a sinister
smile was playing about his thin iips.

“Go and {ind your friend,” he reurmured.
And then, with a shrug of his big shoulders
and his mind upon the gold-dust, which even
at this moment reposed snugly in his pockets,
hs made his way to his quarters, well satis-

fled with his night's work.

The Fire.

EELIXG himself huttling through space,
Palas took a deep breath: into his
lungs, and waited for the shattering
impact which he knew was to come.

Although he ecould see notvhing, he préepared
hLimseltf instinctively for the plunge, and no
sooner did he feel the waves breakinz round
hLim than he began to fight his way out of
the sack which encompassed him.

Wriggling like an eel, he first managed to
oh one arm free and then the other, and
after that it was only a matter of seconds
before he kicked the sack away from his
legs and was able to rest for a moment and
tuke stock of his bearings.

First of all he looked round for the motor-
boat, and his beart sank within him when

eri-Bibi plunged

73

friend,” he said.

asked one

-

he saw that it had not returned from the
mainland.

He had little time for further thought,
however, for at that moment a loud splash
sounded to the right of him, and he realised
that the executioner had sent Cheri-Bibi to
join him.

He struck out in the direction of the sound,
and -at last managed to catch sight of a dark
patch which was moving frantically, kicking
water and muttering Apache caths.

“Cheri-Bibi!” called Palas, in a low voice.

The old convict gave vent to a final bad
word as he at last managed to free himself
from the tender embrace of the sack.

“I'm here, Palas! And now we must
make for the island once agrin, hide our-
selves in a cave, and wait for the motor-
boat to return. It's no good trying to swim
for the mainland, for this water is infested
with sharks—brutes with sharp teeth who are
always ready to dine off a dead convict—
or a live one for that matter.”

Without another word the two comrades
struck ou$ for the island, and in less than
five minutes they scrambled up the slimy
rocks and gained the safety of a cave—a
hiding-place which could be reached from the
sea, but not from the interior of the istand.

The two fugitives threw themselves down
on the pebbles and remained quiet for a few
minutes, fighting for their lost breath.

Five minutes, ten minutes, & quarter of an
hour, and then Cheri-Bibi spoke.

“Can you hear anything?” he asked.

Palas sat up and held his head on one
side, his ears strained to catch the slightest
sound.

And on the still night air there sounded the
throbbing of a motor—the motor of the
launch.

“We'll wait till they’'ve gone back to re-
port, and then we'll swim round and hoard
ber,” gaid Cheri-Bibi, a suppressed note of
excitement in his tone. ¢ They’re bound to
take the key-plug out of the engine; but that
won't worry us, my friend, as you know.”

“And now let us wait in silence,” advised
Palas. “We can’t afford to take any risks.”

The two, peering through the night towards
the small jetty, saw the chief officer and three
warders leave the little vessel, and the harsh
voice of the officer carried on the breeze,

“It’s quite safe to leave the boat,” he
said. “I've taken the plug out of the
engine.”

Cheri-Bibi's lean face twisted into a smile
as he heard the words, for in his pocket
there reposed a plug which was a replica of
the one on which the chief officer put so high
a price.

“Go on, my friend,” he muttered; “you're
going to learn that it isu't safe to leave the
boat !”

He waited for three or four minutes, and
then, touching Palas en the armn, be nodded
towards the lapping waves and began to
scrambie towards the surf.

Another minute found two bobbing heads
rmaking for the little jetty, and four arms,
working mechanically and without a sound.
i}rox)’lllilp:; the drab-clothed fugitives towards
iher

Working round the boat till he found »
rope, Cheri-Bibi cilmbed it like a monkey, to
be followed a few moments later by Palas,
who at once busied himself with the mooring-
ropes.

The old convict made his way to the com-
pact little engine-room. He bent over the
engine with the air of an expert, inserted the
plug which he had taken from his pecket,
and a minute later the rhythmical hum of
the engine preved that Cheri-Bibi's impro-
vised plug was serving its pur 2

His bands shaking with exeitement, a grim
smile upon his lips, the old cenviet gripped
th heel, and Palas felt a throb run Yhrough
the little vessel as it commenced to move
away from the ietty.

But hardly had it made a hundred yards,
and was inecreasing its speed, than a group of
excited and gesticulating figures apbeare
unon the lofty observation-post, and the chief
officer was yelling to his men to prepare a
guard-ship for immediate pursuvit. 7

However, this took some time, and it was
not until the launch was making hea .
and churning up the frothy water on either
~ide of her sharp nose, that the guard-shin
nub to sea. ;

And, try as she would, she could not gain

JACK L.ibras»r s

an inch upon the faster boat, which was
already within sight of the mainland.

Swinging his charge round with the skill
of an expert, Cheri-Bibi brought it alongside
the landing-stage, judging the matter to a
foot. And then not a sccond was wasted, for
scarcely had the side of the launch reached
a matter of feet off the jetty than Cheri-Bibi
was shouting to Palas to leap ashore. -

This Palas did, to be followed almost al
once by his companion.

Cheri-Bibi gave onc glance out to sea, saw
that the guard-ship was almost within Bail-
ing distance, and then darted along the gquay,
Palas at his heels.

“To the forest!” breathed Cheri-Bibi, as
he raced along a narrow passage which led
away from the sea. “Once there we shall be
safe!” -

On they raced through tha darkencd streets,
taking good care to make as little noise ag
possible.

And as they passed a dilapidated building
they failed to notice four men who, aroused
by the sound of their padding footsteps,
shrank back into the shadow of the wall.

Quite oblivious of the fact that they had
been seen, the two fugitives ran on, whilst
one of the four men, his repulsive face dis-
torted with rage, turned to his companions
with a wild light in his eyes.

“Did you see them?” he asked hoarsely,
pointing after the retreating figures. “Palas
and Cheri-Bibi! They've escaped, after all!”

The others nodded in the gleom.

“And they're making for the forest!”
growled the rogue known as Fric-Frac to ail
the criminal fraternity of Paris. “Why?”

“You ean guess why!” answered Arigonde,
the leader of the four. “Palas is going to the
forest to get the gold which he knows is
stowed away there. He'll give it to that
collar-and-cuff hound, Palas, and let him
make good his escape. But, by hecavens, I
swear that he sha'n’t get away! We'll follow
them into the forest, track them down, and
then we'll force Cheri-Bibi to tell us where
the money is hidden!”

“And supposing he refuscs?” asked Fric-
Frae, grinning evilly.

Arigonde shrugged his  choulders smeans
ingly, and rubhed his fingers along the edge
of a vicious-looking knife which he had
taken from his hip-pocket.

Paias and Cheri-Bibi, meanwhile, quite un-
eonscious of the fact that they were being
followed, were making their way towards
the dense forest. Once on the fringe of if,
Palas called a halt, and the pair rested for &
few minutes.

“Do you think we shall manage to get
way, my friend?"” asked Palas, his breath
coming in great. painful gasps.

Cheri-Bibi nodded.

“1 think so, Palas,” he answered, a whim-
sical smile playing round his lips. “And
onece I can take you to a certain spot in this
forest 1 shall be able to supply you with
enough money to carry you away to Europe!”

Palas looked into the other's face as though
doubting his sanity.

“Erough money " he began, when Cheri-
Bibi silenced him with a cesture,

“Listen!” he whispered. p

And there came to their ears the sound of
running feet, and the shouting of excited
voices.

“The warders!” gasped Palas, lcoking at
Cheri-Bibi in consternation.

The two were on their feet by this time,
listening {o the sound of their pursuers.

*Come!” caid Cheri-Bibi suddenly, and he
nlunged throungh the undergrowth and made
for tha heart of the forest. For quife ten
minutes he the wav, threading through
the trees and bushes, and onee again he called
a halt. :

And the far-off sounds told them that they
had rnot elnded their pursuers.

“There's only one thine for it, my friend,”
gaid (heri-Rihi ip erim tones. =
nd that?” asked Palas
Ve mnst fire the forest!” answered Cheri-

“The wind favours us!”

Bibi.
Ten miine Tater the forest was a blazing
masa, the licking tor of flame bearing
down upon the pursning warde
End of Second Episoda.
(Next Week: “ Towards the Light.”)
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Free the Wonderful Effect of
Health and Beauty.

»‘Ti\e Invitation to Test

o Hair

* Harlene Hair-Drill” in Promoting

; { ;
- Tt \on mo “mrml .Lbﬂut ‘rho condition of your hair; if i
i , falling out, or affected with searf, dwn‘
-do as millions of o(hm; (both men and w ommen) l]{l\t‘ done,
Harlene Hair-Drilt.” - - . .
From’ to -day’ onwards ther(, are to be d]\hlblll‘( one mmpu
ee of all costwcmh pareel to confain a Complete

air-he
Uutﬁt for . of the hair,
SIMPLE METHOD SECURES HAIR-
4 i --HEALTH. 2

5 '[‘hc w\holo prooe\\ talk
ﬂmn +two aninutes & day.
3

e

A USEI‘UL AND WELGOME FREE
_GIFT.

Post thie conpon below, tozether with
your panic and addr and four penny
stamps to cover cost_of postage and
packing of the parcel. - S

By return you \\'ili
Hour-Fold-Gity & - -

1. A trial bottle of ‘*Harlene ** the
ideal liquid food and namral gmwth~
promotmo' tonig .\or -the hair.

A packeb the _unrivalled
“Cremex” Shampqo~the finest, purest.
-and- most soothing - hair and scalp
cleanser, - whxch prepares the head for
or Ha,zrﬂDml

< receivo this

When your hair 1s atéacked by. se

and begins to fall out and bec

needs thebeneficial treatment of
_new Imaltlz and strength to

. 1,000,000 COMPLETE TRIAL OUTFITS FREE TO-DAY.

3. A bottlo of *“Uzon *’ Brilliantine, which gives the final touch ot

_beauty to the hair, and is most beneficial to those whose scalp is *¢ dry."”

4. A copy of the newly published ‘° Hair-Drill *? Manual--the moat
anthoritative and clearly-written treatise on the toilet ever produced.
After a ﬁm Trial you will be able to obtain further snpplm of

* flarlenc " at 1s, 1id., 28, 9d., and 4s. 9d. per bottle: l fzon *
5 bulhanvme at 14d. aml saper
POST.THE boftle:. and (reme\ J.rupuel
"m— . Iowders, 1s. 13d. per box of sev 1
S Ll shampoos ngle packets 2d. eachy,
trom all Ch and Stores, or dsr

arlene, Ltd., 20
((mxlmb Strect,

tds
Lzlmb

from Edwas
511

Loudou WG

“HARLENE” FREE GIFT FORM

| Detach and post to EDWARDS’
| HARLENE, LTD.. 20, 22, 24, and 26,
i . Lamb’s Conduit St. London W.C.i.

DBear Please send me
your Fr Harlene’” Fonr-Fold
Hair-Growing  Outfit ~as = des-

cribed.  1-enclose 4d. in sti nps

for postage and packing of parcef

to my address. : B
NOTE TO READER.

Write your full nawe and
address clearly on a plain picce
of paper, pin this Coupon fo it
and  post «ag directed aho
(Mark envelope “Sample De

UNION TACK, 17/

NERVOUSNESS

- CURED COMPLETELY.

If you are .mervous in company, if you rédden up when
spoken to by st angers or superiors, if ;om*‘}'nahfulnes‘s
15 causing you to miss golden opportunities in social or
Lusiness hfe. here is a message of hope, a guarantee of
cure complete and permanent. By My System of Treat-
‘ment you can quite certainly be cured in one week and in
your own home. My System gives you perfect nerve control
and self-confidence. If you suffer from Nervousness, Tim-
‘idity, or Heart Weakness, write now for full particulars of
My System of Private Home Treatment. Sent FREE
privately 1f you mentlon Union Jack.

Address, Spec:ahst, 12, All Samts Road, St. Aune’s-on-Sea.

Packed Free. Cﬁm‘ag; Paid. “{/fcu l)(js“rez Tried
A% I.OWES'I'J (;.ASH PRICES, EASY PAYMENT TERMS.
s DAV S

Profits.  Satisfaction

AT GLEARANCE SALE
7 Thousands of Governmeny
IBER, RALEIGH, ROVER,
many as‘good as nev wall
ble offer ri 1, Writs

IET,
No reaso:

MPIL, §
reudy for ndnw

for I‘ree List and Special Oiter.
CYCLE COMPANY, Incorpd.
Dept. -130Q, BIRMINGHAM.
- GUT THIS OUT
*Union Jack.” PEN COUPON - Value 2d,

Send this coupon with P.O. for only 5/- dircct to-the i“leet Pos 00, /

119, Fleet St., London, BE.C. 4. In return you wili receive (pow free) a
splendid British "Made 1d-ct, Gold Nibbed Fléet Fountain Pen, value 10/6. If
you save 12 further coupons, each will count as 2d. ¢ff the pnce, 80 yoOu may
send 13 coupons and only 3/-.. Say whether-you wang a fine, mediur, oz broaq
nih, This greab offer iy made t0 introduce the fameus Flges Pen to UNION
JAck readers,+’ (Foreign ~postape ‘extra) - Natistaction~ guaranteed or
rc\umed Special Safety Model, 2/- extra,

e

cash-

QBL{USHIN(«

; Eree Catalogue Fost N
5 Free. Big Bargams R
fram Gd
Vb Wale
w 2
e f

PRESENTS HOUSE,
Dept 21, HASTINGS. .

" BOOK,

se
'\{r Ra lpchﬁb
Lindon

rl No appliance
stam{u ‘for further, par-
utee to Enquiry I)opt
l., Stroad (nreh Road, London, N,

HOME GINEMATOGRAPH WMACHINE.

of INSTRUCTIONS and DIAGRAM (Reg
RRITISHSCOPH, 235, HIGH HOLBORX,

- 5ﬁ@ﬁm2@ﬁmntm o

Sh

Overcoats, Boots
and Winter Coat
Jewellevy, &elon ¢ 30/ 0/~ wott 1
monthly ; &c, CATALOGU F I‘RFL 1 Olr‘lﬂu appnmhou\ invited,

' MASTERS, Lid., 6, Hope Stores, RYE, Estd. 1869,

This migerable compmmt p(rlmtmml\ cured, either sex.
Sx%)g,"ggglen'l‘gat articulars iree, Enclosy sta
J. ILT, iipecn]m), 50, Reyal Arcad G

(Testimonials daily) - s e e

Dos

super
L this  Wond
VENTRH.OQU'SM nﬁiﬁgmiéswm? ‘%u(’rﬁxye}w %gg]:l:)a bﬁ% s}élfnsfmctlons

and 0 ’arighame Dlalo{,hes Only 8. -* Hundreds Testitmonials,” Thoue
Heading & Conjuring, »Wli.hhb PUBleHbI‘:\ STOCKION, RUGBX’

17-1-29

Fatlura
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