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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Fhe UMseen Thief t ;
FE\HE ysual midday crowd of well-to-
; F do shoppers- was passing casually
tp and down Bond Street, that
well - known thoroughfare of
Toxury and munificence. Elegant ladies
gowned in the latest Paris modes, and
gentlenen immaculately groomed, passed
to and fro, idly gazing at the shop-win-
dows, where were displayed the valuable
presents that euly wealth and riches can
bugy. =
The day was cold and wintry, but the
slanting rays of the noonday sun tinted in
golden  splendour  the long glittering
facade, and added an elenyent of warmth
and c¢harm to the scene,  There was an
air of good-féllowship abroad, for it was
the New Year, and men and women
jostled each other in the throng with.
polite expressions of apology, and con-
timned their way in leisurely content-
mert,

About one oclock a man eame hur-
riedly out of the Burlington Arcade. FHe
stepped lightly aside to avoid a lady with
- whom he eatnie face to face, raised his hat
politely, bowed an apology, and turned
quickly into Bond Street. A keen
observer of men would have taken a

- second glance ab this man, for there was

something: distinctive about him that
raised him out of the ordinary rut. Out-
wardly he was just as well:groomed. and
carried that same quiet air of breeding;
but there was an alert expression on his
lean, clean-cut face, and in his keen, déep-
set ayes there was something that re-
minded one of the student. ~ Moreover,
he strode along as if he had some definite
object in view, and tinie with him was
too valuable to waste,

i A8 a matier of fact, he was a student—
a-student of crime, for he was none other
than Sexton Blake, the fathous deteetive
and-great criminologist. And the great
detective nover dawdled, for he was
always following up some mystery, and
tracking down one cof these puzzling
crimes that occur almost every day in
- this great cosmopolitan’ City of London.
To Sexton Blake time was, indeed, too
vahiable to waste. ‘

The detective strade quickly up Bond
Street, and presently entered a block of
chambers.  Immediately on the left of
the hall was a board centaining the
namies of the tenants, The detective ran
1is ¢ve down the hst, and came to the
name he wanted. It was the Royal In-
stitute of Seience, and was on the third
floor. He strade over to the lift, and
was guickly whisked up above. ‘A few
moments later he was shown into the
geerétar 2ot 3

- any way you think (it, they are

50 suddenly died. But did
‘report of the inguest?”’

office. :
A middle-aged man, with geld-rimmed 7

pince-nez, rose from his swivel-chair, and
held out his hand.

“I am pleased {o meet you, Mr.
Blake,” he said. e shook hands with
the detective, und, hastily drawing an
casy-chair up to the five,” motioned his
visitor into it.

“Pray be seated, Mr. Blake!"- he
added, and sat down again in front of his
desk.

The detective took the proffered chair,
and glanced expectantly at the other
nan.

“I have the honour of speaking to My,
Reginald Vrynot, 1 believe,” he said
quietly, “secretary of the Royal Institute
of Seience?”

The other man laughed shortly,

“T am Vrynot,” he said. “VYes But
it is I who ain honoured, Mr. Blake !”

He spread out his hands deprecatingly,
and seemed rather nervous of proceeding,

“I think vou called at my flat in Baker
Street yesterday, Mr. Vrynot” began
Blake, briskly getting to the point. ‘I
was out at the time, mxt’ortl.m;itely, but
you left your card.”

“ Quite so, Mr. Blake !
not have gone to this trouble.
calling on you again.”

“No inconvenience, 1 assure you,” said
the detective pelitely, T happened to
be going o the Burlington Arcade, so I
thought I might as well call and see you
at the same time. Now, if you will be
good enough to command my services in
at your

But vou'should
I intended

disposal.”

“Thank you, Mister Blake !
smoke 7”7

The secretary pushed a box of cigars
towards the detective, and waited for I

Will you

“to light wp. ®

“Now,” he began, as the detective
threw the match into the grate and sat
back in his chair.  *T will not keep you
very long, Mv. Blake. I called upon you
yesterday in accordance with the desire of
my committee. Did you read the ae-
count of the sudden death of Professor
James the other day, Mr. Blake?”

“At a meeting of the Royal Institute
of Seience? Yes, I read about that. Mr.
Veynot. Tt is a great pity that Profes-

sor James’ brilliant career should have |

been brought to such an untimely end,”

The secretary nodded his head, and
remiaired silent for a while, as if earefully
weighing his werds. .

“VYes, Mr. Blake,” he said presently,
“it is a pity, as you say. We- expected
great things from Professor James, and
it is unfortunate that he should have
you read the

“¥Yes. They brought in &’ vesdict of

“the verdict, My,

‘May I put the some question to

Professor

death from natural eanses—heart failare,
if F remember rightly.”

* You are guite right, Myr. Blake. ™

He lapsed into silence again; an exs
pression of puzziement brooded over his
face. Blake's curiosity ‘was beginning to
get aroused; he could not quite make
out what he was driving at, =

Mr. Vieyoot suddenly leaned towards
the detective. %

“You have ne reason o disagree with
Blake 7” he asked

17 said Blake. semowhat astonished.
“But 1 do not understand you. Mr
Vreynot. Why should yoa ask me that ?
I know absolutely nothing of the cireum-

stances, so how -ean | eXpress an
epinion 77
“Just so, Mr. Blake! OF course |

Jat I will try and be more explicit, - On
that same evening of Professor James’

death a -strange cccurrence fook place—a
VOeTY strange oceurrence, My, Blake,

whith is preatly troubling the committee,

You know that Professor James expired

suddenly at the meeting in the institute’s
hall, while Br. Nivela Deschamps was
delivering his lectare??

“1 did not kuow that, Mr. Vrynot,?
said the detective. = Hoswever, pray pre-
ceed.” e

“¥Yes, Mr. Blake. he expired while Dz,
Deschamps was giving his Tecture. Novw,
1t was not until the meeting was finished,
and the members were leaving their
seats, that the tragic discovery was nade.
Then, as Professor James did not attempt
to move from his seat, I went over to
him, and shook him by the shoulder,
thinking he had fallen asleep. Tt was
then that I made the astonishing dis-
covery. ‘The poor fellow had. indeed,
fallen asleep, bt into a sleep from which
be would never again wake. for he was
quite dead.”

The secretary paused. and met the de-
tective’s steady wgaze. Even now Blake
could not make out what he avas driving
at; so far there did not seem much in
the story to require elucidation. The
professor had died from heart-failure. It
was quite a natural sort of happening.
Why had Mr. Vrsnot brought him here
stimply to tell him that? Was it possible
that he suspected foul play?

The detective cast a look of speculation
at his companion.

“You asked me a few minutes agao,
Mr. Vrynot,” he said, *““whether T had
any reason {o disagrec with the verdict?
you?
Have you any reason for thinking that
James died from any other
cause than that of heart-failure 7"

he seeretary pressed his thin, tapering
fingers together iervously. =

“ No, nol” he said quickly. “Ishould
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not hko to say that. I am just a litile
puzzied over a vemark confidentially
made to mé by the mﬂdlcal officer who
undertook the post-mortem.’

“And may I ask what that Waa" :
. “Yes; certainly you may! He said
that, aithough the professor’s heart
showed signs of weakness, yet it would
har(ﬂv be sufficient to account for his
dying so suddenly; he must have experi-
enced some shock—some jar to his
system, to have expired under such con-
ditions. ™ <

“Ah!"‘ said Blake. “Then you do
suspect that Professor James died under
strange circumstances, to say the least?”

“No, Mr. Blake. This is all quite

incidental to what I am going to tell you.
l should not have troubled you over this
matter at all, although it seems to de-
mand further inquiry, had it not been
for something else that occurred that
evening,  And this is the matter th 1bis
& *nbhug my committee so much.”

The secretary paused a moment, then
con tinued @

““Directly after the meeting was over,
Br. Blake, another extraordinary dis-
covery was made.  Of the fifty or more
_membeﬁ of the “institute who had at-
ded the lecture quite forty of them
tuad been robbed—by some mysterious
/n»eans their pockets had been picked.
Home had only lost simall things, such as
watches and penknives, while cthers had
had cousiderable sums of money stolen.
1, personally, was lucky; ; 1 only lost my
'_r'sla inlaid fountain- pen.”

Blake suddenly became tense and ulelt

Now he was getting to the crux of the
satter.,  He had stumbled upon some-
*hing now on which he could exercize his

conderful faculties of deduction and
sinute investigation. .
“Do you mean to tell me, Mr.
.“rynon. he asked quietly, “ that during

this meeting in the institute ha ll some
forty gentlemen had their pockets picked,
and that none of them has the vaguest
votion as to the identity of the thief 7>

* Pracisely, Mr, Blake, Regrettable as

it may appear, that is exactly the truth of
the matter. You will understand, Mr.
Blake, that not a-word of what I have
‘just told vou must wet into the Press. Tt
would not do for an unsavoury subject
o this to be discussed in connection
with such an eminently respectable asso-
ciation as the Institute of Science. That
1\ the personal desire of the members
spiselves. They-would sconer eut their
ses, and say no more about them,
vather than have any publicity in the
matter.”

1 quite understand that,” said Blake.
““ And has no clue at all been discovered
that might arouse your suspicions? No

‘possible trace of the thief?”

“Not the remotest shadow of a clue,
Mp. Blake. The committee met togethen
privately 1mmcd1ately after, and dlicussed
what steps it should take. It has in-
structed mé to lay the matter bef01e you,

1ziﬁ,)1ea~\1ng on you the need of secrecy.’

“That is quite uunecessary, T
Vrynot. You need bave no cause for
anxiety on that score. ‘And now may I

ask you a few questions?”

“By all means, Mr. Bleke. Pray
1"1‘00963(1 I
“First of all, then, do you mean to

imply that thers is some connection be-
tween the sudden death of Professor
James and this strange case of whole-

sale robbery?”
“No, M:r.

‘stand me.

ﬂxa’r

lake. Do not misundes-
I should not like to u'nplv

After all what possible connection
1 there be? But it is the fact that
'ﬂmfe two strange things should have hap-
:ened on the same evening that has so
-impressed the committee.
that is no doubt simply a ceincidence.
The committee is more concerned over

Of course,

Naturally, the committee would like to
gef_to the bottom of the mysterious
business.”

“ Naturally,” said the detective. “I
must confess, Mr. Vrynot, that so far T
am totally at a loss to offer any feasible
explanation. That forty gentlemen
should have been robbed under such cir-
cumstances as you suggest without one of
them being aware of 1t"seems ineredible.
Was the meeting purely a private one, or
was the outside pubhe ‘admitted 7

“It was absolutely private, Mr. Blake.
Beyond the two commissionaires at the
door and the shorthand writer, who took
the minutes of the pzoceedmgs, the meet-
ing was composed of members of the in-
stitute, all of whom are personally known
to me.’

“ And are you quite certain that during
the lecture nobody entered the hali?”

 Absolutely certain, Mr. Blake! I sat
at the table on the pxatfmm all the time
that Dr. Deschamps was delivering his
lecture, and I can assure you that not a
soul came into the hall after the meeting
had commenced. The commissionaires
had strict instructions not to allow any
interruptions while the doctor was speak-
ing, and at eight o’clock they shut the
doors, and took up their positions out-
side. They were there until the meeting
terminated at 10.30. Apart from my own
knowledge, I have questioned them
closely, and I am assured that no one

-had access to the room while they were

outside.- I would like to add, Mr. Blake,
that both these men are old soldiers, and
that their records are excellent.”

 And is there no other entrance to the
institute hall, Mr. Vrynot?”’

*Yes, there is, Mr. Blake; from a door
ou the platform. Tt leads into the com-
mittee-room. But it is strictly private,
and I was sitting half-turned towards it
all the time. Besides, Mr. Blake, sup-
posing someone had entered during the
evening, how is it possible for him to
have picked the pockets of some forty
gentlemen without being seen?”

“It seems highly improbable, I
admit,” agreed the detective. “To have
committed such a wholesale system of
theft at least half a dozen persons must
have been involved—at least, for the

robberies to have been committed in the |

ausual way.’

The secretary darted a look of keen
mquuy at the detective.

“ What would you term an unusual way
of committing robbery, Mr. Blake?” he
asked uneasily.

“I eannot say exactly, Mr. Vrynot. I
rather mean that some person other than
the ordinary common or garden pick-
pocket must have been involved in this
extraordinary affair. I should say that
by the usual methods of committing- rob-
bery i would be absolutely impossible
for these forty gentlemen to have had
their pockets picked under the circum-
stances you have described. But I must
confess that the whole thing is quite in-
explicable to me at the present moment.”

Tor a while the two men were silent.
The detective was completely baffled; he
could not throw the slightest shadow of
an explanation on the amazing occurrence
that had taken place. The thing seemed
to savour of the supernatural. Presently
ho looked up.

“You say the meeting commenced at
eight o'clock, Mr. Vrynot?”

“ At eight o'clock, Mr. Blake.”

¢ And finished?” |

“ At ten-thirty.” *

“The robberies must have taken place
between eight and ten-thirty, then?”

¢ Precisely, Mr. Blake!* Several of the
members present assure me that they had

UNIO N _JA C K L, b r a »oyr 8
tho robbersies that have hl\en place, fox, theu 'wa‘tches and the other articles
as you doubtless know, the meeting com- stolen at eight o'clock: They distinetly
prised many wellknown men who are| remember looking at them At ten-
pre-eminent - in the world of science. | thirty they were missing.’

“Are you aware that any of those:
gentlemen discovered his loss before ten.

| thirty?”

“One instance only has come to my
knowledge, so far, \IL Blake, In this
case the gentleman in question assures
me that he found out that his watch had
been stolen some time during the even-
ing.” He did not say anything at the
time, naturally, ﬂs he did not ms‘l to
interrupt the speaker.”

“Would you mind telling me the
nature of ‘the doctor’s address, Mr.
Vrynot?” =

“Certainly, Mr. Blake! Tt was to do
with certain akpecta of unL‘0n~(‘musne~v—
a very technical subject, and deeply in-
volved. You may have a copy of ths
tmnscupt of the shorthand notes, if you
wis

“Thank you! I should (ertamly like
a copy before 1 go. Now, I want “you
to think very carefully, if you will. Is
there not oune incident that occurred dur-
ing those two and a half hours that struck
you as being peculiar at the time—some
little thmg that may have slipped your
memory?’

The secretary thought deeply for a few
moments. Presently he looked up.

 Sinee you ask me, Mz, Blake,” he
said, “I will tell you of just one littla
ineident that rather puzzled me at the
time, Mind you, I attach no importance
whatever fo it. I mention it now, not
because I think it has any bearing on
the matter in band, but because T am
here to give you every morsel of informa-
tion I can.’

“I understand, Mr. Vrynot.”

“Very well, then. At a cerfain point
in Dr. Deschamps’ address my aftemxoa
seems suddenly to have been broken.
That is the ouly way I can putb it. At'
one moment I seemed to have been liste
ing to him speaking on the platform nedr
me, then immediately after I saw him
down in the auditorium standing by the .
shorthand writer, who was sitting at a
little table about half a dozen yavds from
the platform. The next moment he had
climbed on to the platform agaiu, and
was continuing his lecture. The only
reason why I mention this. M. Blake, 15
that at the time I was distinetly puzzled
at the fact that Dr. Decchamp: had leit
the platform without my seeing him.’

The look of interest deepened ou the
detective's face.

“Do you really mean to say that De.
Deschamps suddenly left the pmftmm
without your being aware of that fact?’
he asked incredulousty.

“I must plend guilty to that, Mr.
Blake. I must confess that I was greatly
surprised at the time to see him down
in the auditorium. I hadn’t the least
notion that he had ceased speaking.”

“So it amounts to this, Mr, Vrynot.
At one moment you are listening to D
Deschamps spmkmg beside you on the
platfmm then a moment later, or it
seemed to you, you suddenly observe Dr.
Deschamps down in the audiforium
standing by the shorthand writer.”

“ Exactly, Mr. Blake!”

“But your attention must have been
distracted at the time, Mr. Viynot. Or
perhaps you came over Jathel tired, and
dozed for 2 few minu

“That is_the only explanation I can
give, Mr. Blake. But I do not recol-
Ject any incident that occurred at that
moment to attract my attention, and 1
was keenly following every word Dr.
Deschamps -was saying, As for falling
asleep, of course, that is guite po=~.1ble‘
but then, when one falls asleep, one is
quite aware of the fact when one wakes

. J.—No. 850.
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up again. And it did not seem like that
to me. There certainly seemed a slight
break somewhere, but not enough
make me think that I had been asleep,
or that my mind had been wandering.”

“Do you know why Dr. Deschamps left
the platform, and was standing by the
shorthand writer’s table when you saw
him?”? asked Blake.

“No, I do not, Mr. Blake. As a
matter of fact, I had forgotten the whole
incident until your question brought it

-back to my mind. After all, as I said
_ before, it is of no significance.”

" But there was something in Blake’s
face that seemed to suggest that he had
not  dismissed the matter so lightly.
Those two deep lines of thought showed
up on his forehead which always appeared
when he was wrestling with some tough
proposition,

*“ Can you tell me,” he asked presenily.
“what time it was when you observed
Dr. Deschamps standing by the shorthand
writer?” :

“As near as T can recollect, Mr. Blake,

= it was about a quarter to ten.”

“Thank you! And now, one other
thing. T should like -the names and
addresses of the shorthand writer, and
the gentleman who discovered the loss
of his watch earlier in the evening, if you
will be good enough to give me them.”

The secretary swung round to his desk,
took up his pen, and seribbled down the
nddresses.
there you are, My, Blake,” he said.
> They ave both there.”

“Thanks very much! 'The in
hall; T believe, is down below.
you will be good enough to show
1?7

“With pleasure, Mr. Blake.
along 1
Fhe two men went outside to the lift,
and were taken down to the ground-
floor. After proceeding a little way along
the corridor they eutered a room on the
right, the door of which Mr. Vrynot
opened with a key. The walls of the
room - were oak-panelled, and in the
centre stood a big, round table covered
with green baize.

“This is the committee-room, M.
Blake.  This door here leads in‘o the
institute hall.”

They crossed- the room, and passed
through the door on to the raised dais.
The hall was quite lofty, and’ rather
comfortably, designed, the walls being
lined with that same costly oalk-panel-
ling.  In the auditorium just in front
were  about eight rows of upholstered
seats, arrvanged in the form of a semi-
circle, and capable of seating about a
hundred people, There vas no gallery or
balcony, and no place that was capable
of concealing anybody; the building was
obviously. designed for the purposes of
holding lectures and debates.

“ At the further end is the exit, Mpr,
Blake. Do you see those two doors ‘in
the middle there? They open out into
the corridor, which leads into the street.”

“1 see,” said the detective. “And
thera is no other method of entry or
ex1t except by means of those two doors
and this one here?”

-+ “ Noue whatever,*

“And how about the windows?”

“They ave high up, My, Blake, as you
see. As a matter of fact, I believe they
were closed on the night in question, as
the hall had not been heated, and it ivas
o hitterly cold. But, at all events, it
would be yather difficult for anybody to
clinh through by that way, as you will
doubtless observe, >

“ And where was the shorthand-writer
ing, Mr, Vrynot?”

‘At that little table

liute

me over

Come

Just over against

the wall. - T was sitting af this table here
on the platform, and Dy,
U. J.—No. 850,
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Perhaps |

spoke from the spot where you are stand.
g now,” :

“And no other person was on the plat-
form besides the doctor and yourself?”

“Nobody, Mr. Blake. If the president
had been here h#* would have taken the
chair; in his absence, T took it.”

“I eee, Mr, Vivnot,”
= The detective climbed down into the
auditorium, and spent some time exam-
ining the walls and floor. 'The problem
scemed - more mysterious than ever.
There was nothing here to give him
the slightest inkling as to how the rob-
bery might have been perpetrated. The
seats were arranged so that there was
‘plenty of space between each person, and
did not give the slightest assistance to
the most expert pickpocket. It would
be impossible for anyone to crawl
between them without being seen.

Presently Blake ecame back fo whes
he had left Mr. Vrynot standing.

“1 think that will be all,” he said. * At
the present moement I am quite unable
to express an opinion on the matter;
but if you will leave it to me, I may very
likely he able to offer some explanation
after I have had time to think éver it.”

“I am quite willing to place the whole
matter unveservedly in your hands, Me.
Blake. You may reply upon me for any
further assistance T may be able to afford
Soul

“

Very good, then. We will leave it at
that, Mr. Vrynot.”

They went up by the lift again,
entered the secretary’s office.

A man, who was standing warming
seif by the fire, turned towards them
1ey entered.
doctor,”

and

t
“Ah

exclaimed Myr. Vrynof,

“ib 1s her fortunate that you should
have come along! Allow nie to intro-
duce Mr. Sexton * Blake—Dr. Nicola
Deschamps. I foreot to mention, Mr.
Blake, that Dr. Deschamps is staying at

the hotel next door for a few days.”

The two men shook hands.

“Ho Mr. Blake is to try his hand at
solving one more mystery,” he said, with
a_slight trace of sarcasm in his voice.

The detective shot a quick, searching
look at the speaker. For some strange
reason he had suddenly experienced a
violent aversion to this big-boned, rasp-
ing-voiced man But he quickly recog-
nised that he was no ordinary person.
The contour of his face was strong and
anguiar, and his broad and massive fore-
head denoted the thinker and man of
science. He was a big man, big in every
way, and behind those eool, insalent
cves Jurked a strong and  resonrceful
brain, capable of grappling with the pro-
foundest questions of reasoning. Vet it
“was the dark shaggy overhanging eye-
brows, aund short, grizeled beard,  that
gave the face such an extraordmarily
sinister aspect. =

“Mr. Vrynot has been telling me the
facts of the case,” he said coldly. “1I
have not had time to think over the
problem yef,

The doctor laughed disdainfully.

“I am afraid, Mr. Blake, that you will
find this a little outside your ordinary
business.”

“ Everything that happens to come my
way is ordinavy business,” said Blaks
tartly, ““and I have yet to admit myself
heaten.”

Dr. Deschamps shrugged his shoulders,
and turned to the secrefary, =

“I came here for the transcript of my
speech,” he said. “Have you got a copy
handy, My, Vrynot?” :

“Yes; there is one

n my drawer
T wil take it, if T may.,
Weil, I 'must attend to my work, if you
will exeuse me. Good-hye !
The doctor nodded casually to Blake,
and left the room,

“Is Dr. Deschamps a
Royal Institute of Science,
asked Blake, as the deor cl
him,

“No, Mr. Blake. But he
clever man, and has probed d
the problem of anmsthenia, which,
know, means loss of all feeling and s
tion. e was invited fo lecture her
special request of the members of
institute.”

“I understand, Mr. Vrynot.”

The detective took out his watch, It
was just three o’clock,

* Well, T must be going, Mr. Viyaot,”
he said,

o

THE SECCND CHAPTER.

. 'Blake’s Astonishment,
SEXTON BLAKE-suddenly sat up

with a start. Where was he?

What had happened? Oh; ves. ho

was in the secretars’s room.” What
a funny lapse of memory! ust

momentary, that was all. He had oul
just Jooked at his watch: it had beer
three o’clock. He was still grasping it
n his hand. Te stared down at it.
Wihat Was he mad?
denly en leave of his
ruobed his eye <ed again, Yey,
it was a quarter to four, right enough.
But how could it be? He had only
looked at it, ana then it had be
thiree o'clock. Three-guaiters of an hou;
But it was im thle.. Heo
(s

surely ! Then suddenly he
Hy 1

St
became aw
i Ile was
the easy-c
thrown over the arim.

But a moment ago he had bee
ing by the secretary’s table. Ie
aken out his watch. Tt had be
He yecalled the words
They seemed only to he
s lips. Then what
ve in this chair, with his Jeg
over the arm in that extraordinar
tion How did he get there?
d it be a quarter to four?
was going insane !

He glanced suddenly at the s
He was sitting at the desk in
position, and was staring
Blake. Yeb therc was a gla
his eyes, as if he did not see an

st

Blake sprang to his feet and
over to him.

i = iy 5

‘Mr., Vrynot!” he said

shaking him by the shoulder.

‘The secretary suddeuly lifted 1
ed his hand over his for
The look of normal intelligene
came back into his face.

“What is it, My, Blake?” he a
“Ah, yes; you were just going,
you not? - Pray excuse my inatter
1 must have allowed my
wander,” -

Blake stared al him in amazemen?,

“Do you know,” he said in a
pressed voice, “that nedrly an her
elapsed since 1 said that I muse
going 7’

The secretary gazed at the defect
utr comprehendingly.

*What?” he blurted.

Blake was so taken back that he coul
not veply, Was he really mad, after a
What on earth was he siying? He must
be labouxing under a delusion. He had
made a mistake when he had first looked
at his watch. Of conrse, he must have
done. It was teo absurd. He pulied
himself together.

“I think you lost yourself for a litt!
while, Mr.- Viymer,” he said apologeti

b
=
-
-

cally, and gave a_ queer little chuckle,
“However, I must be off now, You
know my telephone numbes you

should want me, someonse is al vays theie
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behind him.

_also,

#to fake a message, if T should happen to
be out.”

The secretary rose from his chair and
iheld out his hand.

“Very good, Mr. Blal: ” he said.
= Thul.k you sely much indeed. Good-

% Good- bye, Mr. Vrynot!’ .

At the door Blake paused a moment.
I' was ajar, and yat Dr. Deschamps was
the lagt person to leave the room. He
could have sworn that he had hegrd the
catch slip in the lock when it had closed
However, perhaps this was
another delusion.

Full of a vague sense of mystery he
1oft the building, and made his way back
to Baker Street. He was beginning to
feel shaken and unsure of himself, How
on earth had he come to make that extra-
ordinary mistake in the time? At one
moment his watch had told him that it
three o’clock; then \\hen he ‘had
l’)cx.ed again, & & moment lat , it had been

1ua1 ter to four.

Then he suddenly thought ‘that his

watch might be wrong. rhl& had not
oeenrred to him before, for his watbck
was never wrong; it was as réliable and
as faithful as his
Peodro, He took it out of his pocket
and put it to his ear. Noj it seerwed to
be all right, it was ticking away merrily.
Fie compared it with a passing clock; 1t
was correct to the minute.

Then there was no getting away from
the naked truth. He had made = mistake;
his eyes, that had ne\ er deceived him
before, had this time played him false.

Then he 1emembe1ed the peculiar posi-
i1 in which ‘he had found himself
sitting—sprawling in the easy-chair with
ane leg over the arm. How had he come
where? One moment he had been stand-

‘ing. by the secretary’s table; the next

moment he had found himself in the
chair. Why couldn’t he remember
sitting down?
weze his eyes failing him, but his memory
He was going to pvieces; his
fuculties were becoming blunted.

“Filled with these black misgivings, the
detective furned into his gafte and
entered his fat.

When Tinker, his assistant, came in, a
short. time after, he found his master
sitting with his elbows on the desk, deep
in {hough‘:

“Hallo, guv’nor ' he

thing the matt
glﬂn(eg

said cheesfully.

P at his
assistant.
“ Generally is something the matter iz

+his old world, Tinker,” he saxd

“Yol‘ 1‘f’ht *‘helo guv'nor,” re-
jeined © km “But is there anvthn‘
particular on? 1 seem to smell some-

-thing out of the ordinar

Blake Jaughed duly

“Very ukely it's
Bardell is cocking
sald

Bm T didn’t mean that uolt of smell,

guv’nor; that’'s not a bit out of the
ordinary. 1 was ‘:peakmv m a meta-
what-d’ver=call-it kind of way.’

“Metaphmindl Tml- er! e

“That's it, guv'nor!

Blake sat sﬁmrh eyeing his assistant

the bloater Mrs.
t"'or vour' tea,” he

for a time.
“Look here, Tinker,” he said, at
length, “I'm going to ask you a

gonundram.”

“Tm listening, guv’nor!”

“Right! Now, you see there’s a door
over there leading into my bed-room,
and there’s another one over there lead-
mcr into the passage.’

“Yes?” said Tinker.
- % Now, Tinker, you're sitting here at
my desL so that you can see both doors
quite plainly. In front of you are about
a dozen men sitting facmo' you on
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chaiss ranged m a semiicircle. Got me?

-doors—in

Yet at f(\nﬂmtx

I have been giving my lecture.

great bloodhound:

It seemed that not only

young

“I‘\e got vou, guv'nor.’

“Good e“ou"r‘n' To pr oceed,
Now, . I'm mdndl“f’ here, a few paces
away from you, and I'm facing the
audience and giv mu & Iectme-—-—-”

““ hat on, guv'nor?

“Oh, any old thmfr you like!
to be Hflppv Tnuugh Married,’
instance.

“But you're not married, guv'nor!”
exclaimed '11nke1 “So how do you
know what you're talking about?”

“Don’t be mele\zm*, Tinker. Now,
this is the conundrum. I speak to these
gentlemen sitting in front of me from
eight o’clock to ten-thirty—that is two
and & half hours—and duung the whole
of that time you are guite certain that
no one has entered elthpr of those two
fact, you're positive that
nothing suspicions has hanponed at all.
when I finish speaking,
it is discovered that about ten of those
gentlemen, and yourself, have been
robbed ; their pockets have been pickea
during “those t.\o and a half hours that
Now,

‘ How
for

51y

what’s your answer?

Tinker st ared at his master, open-eyed.

“Why,” he gasped, o should say 1t
was the bloommg fimit I

“HExactly !V said Blake drily.

“PBut what's the answer, guv'nor?”

“That’s what I'm asl\mu vou, Tinker.
However, you don't seem cutd” enough
to find i, so I'll ask you another. Sup-
posing this room was about ten times its
size, and instead of twelve gentlemen
clttnw in frout of you, there were about
fifty. The other conditions remain about
the same. Now, at ten-thirty it is dis-

covered that forty of these gentlemen, in--

cluding yourself, had had their pockets
picked. “What's your answer to that?”

Tinker collapsed into his chair, and sat
seratching his head.

16 mxt natural, guv’nor,
mured; it's supernatural !”

The defeotl\e stared abstractedly in
front of him; there was no trace of
humour in his face now, it was stern and
serious.

“ Supernatu

»

he mur-

ral!” he muttered. *¥Yes!

Do yeu knov Tinker, I've been think-
ing precisely the same thing myself!”

Tinker stared curiously at his master,
not quite sure whether to laugh or take
him seriously.

£ But it's only a joke, isn't it
guv'nor?” he asked.

“That’s just where you're wrong,
Tinker. It's not a joke, my lad; 1t

happens to be the St'll'lx, staring truth.
On Wednesday evening, daring a lecture
at the Royal Insti tute of Science given
before about fifty of the members, this
very thing took place. About fort ty of
the members present, including the chair-
man, had their pockets picked. Nobody
kuows anything about it; nobodv has the
vaguest notion as to the identity of the
thief or thieves. And, to _make the
matter more mysterious, while the lec-
ture was pl“-ccedmrr Professor James
quietly expwed. - What have you got to
say to that, Tinker?”

Tinker had nothing whatever to say;
he could only stare at his master 1n
blank amazemenf

“Yes,” continued Blake, “after the
n‘eetmrr was over Professor James was
found slttmw in his chair quite dead.
Nobedy knew anything about it. In
fact, the secretary thought he was asleep,
and went up to him and shook him by
the shoulder. Of course, that may be
merely a coincidence. At -the inquest
they returned a verdict of death from

iatural causes—heart failure,”

& And what do syou make of it
guv'nor?” asked Tinker, finding his voice
at last. “Do you think. it is merely a
coincidence?”

“1 don’t know,

Tinke&r, ” said Blake

then! !

“Frankly, T'm

quietly. absolutely
fogged. TI've never been so fuddled
before in all my life. T’'m in a fat spin,”
At that moment Mrs. Bardell brought
in the tea, and Blake was about to dis-

1 misg the subwct from his mind for a

time, when Tinker suddenly uttered an
exclamation, and pointed to his master’s
collar.

“ What’s the matfer with your collar?”
he asked. “It’s all crumpled and dirty.”

“What?” exclaimed Blake, picking up
the small hand-mirror that was lyix¥% on
his desk.

“What the deuce!” he muttered, as he
gazed in surprise at his crumpled linen.
He flung down the mirror, and, undoing
his tie, hastily dragged the collar from
his neck. -

“How on earth did that happen?” he
said, staring in amazement at the dirty
collar. ““See, these dirty smudges were
made by somebody’s fingers; they are too
indistinct to serve as a clue, but they're
finger-marks, right encugh. Seems as it
somebody had grabbed me by the neck.
Wher could that have happened? 1 -
this collar on clean this morning,
just before I went out. Really, Tinke
this is astounding.”

Tinker had never before secen such a
look of complete astonishment on his
master’s face. It impressed him greatly,
and a feeling of uneasiness came over
him.

“But surely you remember something
about it, guv'nor?” he insisted.. ““¥You
must remember somebody catching hoid
of your collar?”

The dotective was sti H
credulously at the dirty pie
linen.

“No,” he muttered, “I’'m hanged if
I've got the vaguest notion as to how
this thing got inta its present crumpled
state! It's got me absoiatc!y beaten to
a frazzle this time!”

Snddenly he felt in his pocket for hxs
letter-case.

“T’'ve got two addresses here,” he said.
“I must follow this thing up.’

The next instant he le;mt to his feet.

“ Holy shakes!” he exchmﬂeu “Am
I mad, Tinker? Tell me, is this my
case? Or am I suffering from delusions?”

The colour had left Tinker’s face; he
had never seen his master so perturbed
as this. As he leant forward and took
the poclket- case in his fingers he could
hamly stop his h:mds from tiemolmg

“No, guv'nor,” he said, staring cau«
ously at “the gleen leather \mllet “it's
certainly not vours. Shall I look inside?”

“Do, Tinker.”

Tinker ran his fingers through the
contents,

“Here’s a letter here,” he muttered.
“Let’s see whom it is addressed fo-
What does it say? ¢ Reginald Viynot,
Esquire.” ” :

“What?” shouted Blake. “Reginald
Vrynot? Impossible! Let me have a
look, Tinker ”

He took the case with trembling fingers
and stared at the letter. *

“You're right!” he said. “Reginald
Vrynot, hsqune' Good heavens, Tinker!
How, in the name of Christopher, did
that wet into my pocket? T've just come
away from seeing Mr. Vrynot—he's
secretary of the Royal Institute of
Science..Surely I didn’t pick his pocket !”

He stared again at the letter, as if
loth to believe his eyes. Sudd enlv he
seized the Telephone Directory,” and,
turning the pages over quickly, stoppcd
and ran his finger down the numbers.
He closed the book with a bang, and
put out his hand to pick up the receiver,

And at that instant the telephone bell
pealed forth shl illy. : ;

“Hallo!” he shouted. . Ha.llol.”
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“Ts that Mr. Blake?” a voice asked, in
agitated tones. -

“Yes, yes! Who is that?”

“I'm Vrynot—Mr. Reginald Vrynot.”
“(Good gracions, Vrynot! I was just
getfing on to you.”

“Mr. Blake, I have ijust made an
astounding discovery. Really, I cannot
understand how it happened. I seem to
have your letter-book i my pocket!”

“The deuce you have!” exclaimed
Blake excitedly.

“Yes, Mr. Blake! It is ineredible!
T’'ve never had such a sheck in all my
life. As a matter of fact, I was just
feeling in my pocket for my own case,
and dragged out yours. T cannot find
mine; it apoears to be misging.”

For a moment Blake was speechless
with amazement. Then he recovered
possession of his self-control.

“Mr. Vaynot;” he said, “there is
some deep thystery here. I, also, have
made a most remarkable discovery.
find that my letter-case is missing from
my pocket, and in its stead is one that
apparently belongs to you.”

The secretary gave vent to a low,
startled whistle, then continued in a
tremulous voice: °

“But that is not all, My. Blake,” he
said. *‘There is something else that I
cannot tell you over the ’phone.” Pez-
haps you could possibly call round again.
I will stay in my office.”

“Certamly I will, Mr. Vyynot—imme-
diately !” :

“Then I will wait for vou here

“Very well, then. But just ene
minute. Hallo! Hallo!* Don’t ving ofi !
There is one more guostion: T svant to
you, Mr. Vrynet.
money in your lette

“Yes, Mr. Blake, thore was.
ten peunds, T think.”

“And can you find any money in
mine ?” <o

There was a moment's silence, then
he spoke again.

“No,” he said hurriedly;
1o money here at all!”

“Then,” said Blake, “you have come
off better than I have, Mr. Viynot. You
have lost ten pounds, but there should
be about fifteen in mine.”

2

Was there any

e;}}?
About

“there is

Without waiting for a reply Blake

hurriedly - replaced the receiver and
turned to Tinker,
“Quick!” he said.  “Get me that
kaolin powder out of my test-cabinet!”
Tinker hastened to the corner of the
room and swung open the door of the
cabinet. = -

“Here's the stuff, guv'nor!” he said,

handing the detective a little flat bottle

labelled “Kaolin.”? - :

“Good! Now stretch out the wallet

flat on the table. That’s right! Now
we'll see.”
- Blake carefully sprinkled the green
leather with the powder ‘out of the bottle,
very gently breathing on it now and
then, in ovder to spread it well over
the leather.

Presently the wallet was totally
covered by a thin, pure white powder.
Then the detective began to blow it off
again. But it did not all come off. In
various places on the dark leather back-
ground little faint white patches still
adhered. ~ Blake picked up the magnify-
ing-glass and carefully serutinised them
for some minutes. Then he looked up,
with a slight air of mystification.

“I'm afraid, Tinker,” he said, “that
tliere’s not much to be got from this.
Those marks on the leather, where the
powder still sticks, appear to have heen
azde by yours and my fingers. Now,
's very strange, because someone else
have touched that wallet svithin the

B

must

last few hours for it to have got into
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my pocket; the impression would show
up under this kaolin powder.”

The detective looked at the wallet in
perplexity.

“ However, I can't stop now, Tinker,”
he said.- *“I'll leave you te do the rest.
Put a glycerine-paper over the leather,
and have an enlarged photograph made.
You know what to do.”

“I know, guv'nor!”
“You just leave it to me

*“Just one thing more, Tinker. Get
me the other test-powders—graphite,
indigo, sea-foam, and French chalk. 1
shall very possibly want them.”

“Right you arve, guv'nor!”
Tinker, ‘going over to the cabinet.

A few moments later, with his pocket
bulging with little flat bottles, Blake left
the house and made his way quickly to
Bond Street.

When he arrived at the Royal Institute
of Science the detective found Mr. Vry-
not pacing up and down in his room,
anxiously awaiting him.

““Ah, Mr. Blake,’> he said, “I am
glad you have come! - The strain is
rather telling on my nerves. Please sit
down.”

The secretary cavefully locked the door
and came back to his desk. ¢

“Look!” he said dramatically, pulling
open the drawer and pointing.inside.

Blake gazed down in astonishment at
the contents that met his eye. The
drawer was filled with a miscellany of
objects-—watches, fountain-pens, cigar-
ette-cases, and a number of other articles
that ave generally to be found in men’s
pockets. ¢

“But what is the meaning of this, Mr.
Vrynot?” he asked incredulously.

The secretary sank back in his chair
and passed his fingers through his hair.

“1 do not know,” he said weanrily.
“My head seems to be going round and
round.”

“But these are the missing articles,
are they not—the things that were stolen
last Wednesday night?”

““They arve, Mr. Blake.”

“Then how did they come here?”

The secretary looked up with a comical
expression of bewilderment.

“ Ask me another!” he said abrupily.

For a moment Blake could hardly re-
press a smile, the secretary’s blank
amazement rather tickled his sense of
humour. But he ounly relaxed for an
instant, the next moment his face was
hard and set.

“Tell me,” he said, *when did you
make this discovery?”

“A moment before I rang tou up,
Mr. Blake. When I found your case in
my pocket I could not believe my eyes.
I pulled open the drawer, thinking 1 had
left mine inside.  Then T saw these
things.” =

“When did you last open the drawer?
T mean, prior to making this disco <

said Tinker.

said

The secretary smoothed back his hair
with trembling fingers.
“T can’t quite remember,” he said. “I

certainly opened it when you were here,
I think.”

“Yes; I remember. You apened it in
order to give Dr. Deschamps a copy of
his address. That was just before three.”

“That's right, Mr. Blake.”

“These things were not in there then,
of course?”

The secretary shook his head.

“And after I had gone did you leave
this office at all?” :

“No, Mr. Blake. T have not ieft this
room since we both came back from the
institute hall downstairs.”

Blake pulled out his watch «nd looked
at it. .

“It is now half-past BHve” he said.
“Then it amounts to this, Mr. Vrynot:
Between three o'clock and about five

“absolutely unaware of what was hapy

o’clock those stolen a
how been placed in vo awer, and yeb
during those tweo hours ¥ have been-
here all the time. In fact i
of the time both of us I
for T did not leave umti
o’clocks”

“Tt sounds absurd, AMr.
is the only logical con
arrive at.”

But a sudden thought had oecurred fo
Blake. He had remembered now the
strange discrepancy of his watch when
he had previously looked at iz in this
room an hour or so ago—one
it had scemed to be three o'
the next time he looked it was
to four, and yet he had not
that three-quarters of an
elapsed. He concluded that he
a mistake.

Had he been right afier all?
possible that his eyes had not plaved him’
false? What was the explanation of this
amazing mystery? Had threecuart
of an hour really gone by without ei
of them having been aware of it?

It seemed incredible! Was it possilile
that for nearly an hour both he and the
secretary had been absolutely dea
world—blotted out, as it were?
could possibly happen, then it
explain why neither of t )
those articles retwined to the «

Then he suddenly thought o
door. He had distinetly he
behind Dr. Deschamps, and ¥
had left the office at four o'c
been ajar. Had someone ope
entered without either of
aware of it? And.
be? Then thers was the mys
dirty, crumpled collar, and th
marks on it that seemed to
made by somebody’s fir
lie come to be sitting in that
one of his legs over the arm?
must have grabbed him by
and pushed hun into it.

He grasped the secretary by

“ Think carefully, My, Vryno
“You remember that just bef
something ocewrred. I said v«
have lost yourself for a little w

here,
iotir

aware
1w had

S
ad made

Was it

0 the

Da

- you remember 77

“I remember vou saving sameti
of the kind, My, Blake,” said the s
tary, puckering his brows and tiyi
think.
“And
queer—as

didn’t sou feel just a i
if some break had oc

somewhere 7"
The secretary was plainly too agitated
finre

to think clearly: he sat biting I
and staving at the detective
minutes. :

“Now you come to mention it. Ar.
Blake,” he said at last, “1 did feel
a trifle queer for the moment. It
hardly noticeable, but I experienced th
same sensation on Wednesday night.
hink I mentioned it to you before.
was just a slight feeling of a break so
where.”

“Exactly !” said Blake quietly, “No
listen to me. There was a break some-
where; there must have been. ¥
three-quarters of an hour you and I weve

ing in this room. Aud during that th
quarters ‘of an lour our pockett
were exchanged and those things +
put in that drawer.” .
The secretary staggerved to his feet.
“But it's impossible, Mr. Blake!" hLe
gasped. ‘‘You can’t drop out of exist-
enee for three-quarters of an hour with-
out having some recollection of the fact!
1t sounds just like a fairy-tale!” :
“We shall see,” said Blake quictly,
“I must admit that it does certainly
sound like a fairy-tale, as you say, and

I am almost as puzzled as you are. But
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I feel that T am on the right track, and
time will show if my theory is correct.”

. “But why on ear
books have
Blake 7

“My only explanation of that, Mr.
Novnot, is that eur unknown thief made
a  mistake, © The motive was clearly
robbery, since both of us have lost the
contents of our wallets; but the thief,
having extracted the money, forgot, in
fiis haste, which was which, and so sue-
ceeded in exchanging them.™
“Yes, that is a very clever explana-
tien,” said Mr. Vrynot, sceming to be
very much impreszed by the detective’s
simart veasoning.

“*And now, Mr. Vrynot, I am going
to make one or two investigations. Ilirst
of all, T want you to stretch my wallet
out flat on the desk, if yvou will?”

Looking rather puzzled, Mr. Vrynot
¢id as he was requested.

Blake, 1

t keep it like that while I sprinkle
s kaolin powder over it.”!

e detective carvefully covered the
wallet with the powder, as he had done
before, then bléw it off again. As in
t! former case, several little white
patches of the powder remained, and
lake serutimised them intently for some
wmoments. “The sceretary gazed on in
silent fascination.

Tt is strange,” sald Blake, at length,
¢ ihat 1 find no impressions except those
that bBave obviously been made by 3 s

nd my fingers. However, we will leave
time; there are several
other things which T must do.”

e strode over to the door and
exarnined it minutely, Then he took a
bottle from his pocket, and sprayed the
finger-plate with Freinch chalk.
t he turned his attention to the white
porcelain bandle, and this time he took
from his pocket the boltle of graphite,
and sprinkled the black powder over the
haudle,

Tor some minutes he remained staring
intently through his glass; then he came
back to the desk with a perplexed ex-
pression on his face.

1 am rather fogged, Mr. Vrynot,” he
said.  “There are no traces of anyone
baving been-in this room during the last
two hours, excepting you and me. We
will examine this drawer; we should; at
any rate, find marks heve.”

te sat down at the desk, and did not
speak for some tiwae, mminutely scrutin-
ising the bandle and woodwork, Then
Le performed the powdering -process
again, and picked up the magnifying-
giass, .

But still Blake could not find what he
-as logking for. He gave it up at last,
d turned to the secretary.

‘So far, Mr. Viynot,” he said, “1 am
pletely bafled. *Marks that ave
invisible to the naked eye should show up
quite distinetly by this powdering pro-
cess; vet there are no traces of that third
person for whom I have been looking.”

e sat back in his chair, and staved
abstractedly in front of him. What could
be the meaning of this extraordinary
phenomenén ? Someone had entered this
while he and the

th should our pocket-
been exchanged, Mr.

room secretary had
been talking together; this unknown

on had extracted their pocket-books
m their pockets, had placed that
stolen property in the drawer, and had
gone out again without either of them
seeing him, or having the slightest sus-
piciord of his presence.  Further than
that, he had been able to come and go
without leaving a mark behind which
would betray him, It seemed as if he
were up agawst some invisible man. ~
fle got up out of the chair at last.
Tt 1s possible, Mr. Vrynot,” he said,

“that a photograph. will reveal. some-
thing that has escaped my attention, [
am going to have these powdered places
photographed and enlarged. Would you
mind my using the 'phonc?”

“Do, by all means, Mr. Blake!”

The detective picked up the receiver
and got through to Baker Street.

“Is that you, Tinker? This is Blake
speaking !

“This is me, guv'nor!”

“Have you taken that wallet to be
photographed yet?”

“Yes; just come back, guv’nor.”

“Well, look here, Tinker! T've got
something else for the photographer to
do here. I want you to run along to bhim
and bring him down to the Royal
Institute of Science. Tell himn theve are
four photographs to be taken, will you?”

“Right-ho, guv’'nor!”

“One moment, Tinker!

I'm leaving

returning to town to-morrow, and a
special committee-meeting will be held in
the evening at seven o'clock. I -am
hoping that you can find it possible to
attend the meeting and make some state-
ment on this extraordinary affair. It
would relieve me of a great frouble if
vou could do that.”

“You may certainly relv on.me to be
here, Myr. Vrynot,” said Blake; “but
whether T am able to tell you anything
further depends entirely on the result of
my inquiries.”

“T understand that, Mr. Blake.”

The detective put on his hat, and,
taking care not to touch the door-handle,
left the room. 1

As he strode across to the lift, he heard
the key turned in the lock behind Lim.
Evidently "Mr. Vrynot was not taking
any more risks; lie had locked himself
in his office until Tinker should arvive.

&
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The cloth gave way, and Dr. Deschamps went hurtling to his death.

SIS

here now; so I'll leave the matter in
your hands, Mr. Vrynot, the secretary,
will be bere, and will show you what's
to be done. I want the work rushed
thirough. Understand, Tinker ?”

“7 understand, guv’nor!”

“Right! Good-bye!”

Blake replaced the receiver and turned
to the secretary.

“Will you be here when my assistant
arrives?” he asked. ‘There are several
things that I am anxious to attend to
immediately. For one thing, I want to
call on those tivo gentlemen whose names
you gave me somefhours ago.”

¢ Very well, Mr. Blake; I will do as
you ask. But there is just one other
matter. before you ge. Mr. Wynune-
Deveres, the president of the institute, is

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Criss-shaped Mark.
INKER did not see much of his
master again until late in the
following afternoon. He came
hurriedly into his rooms aboub
tea-time, and, flinging down his hat and
coat, turned to his assistant.

“Well, Tinker,” he said, “how about
the photegraphs ?”

““Here they are, guvnor ! All ready for
you !”’

“Capital, Tinker! Pour me out a cup
of tea, will you, while I have a glance at
them 7 =

He sat down at his desk, with the
proofs in frout of him, and picked up the
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magnifying-glass, —while Tinker per-
formed with the teapot. ;

“I’ve numbered them, guv’nor,” said
Tinker over his shoulder; “you’ll find
the reference on the back.” T

“1 see, Tinker.”

For nearly a quarter of an hour the
detective scrutinised the photographs
carnestly, going over each one several
times, and minutely comparing the one
with the other. At length the perplexed
expression lifted from his face, and he
turned to his assistant with a look of
triumph,. -
£ I think T’ve got it now, Tinker,” he
said quietly. ’

“Why, what have you discovered,
guv'nor 7’ asked Tinker, leaning over his
shoulder,

“1 want you to go through this care-
fully, Tinker. It'll bo an cducation to
you, and might serve you in good stead
cne of these days.”

The detective picked up one of the
proofs and held the glass in front of it.

“This is the photograph of the finger-
plate,” he said. “Do you see those two
set of finger-marks there 2

“1I see ’em, guv’'nor.”

“ Well, they’re made by Mr. Veynot's
and my fingers. 1 know that, so we
won’t trouble about those any mére.
Now, can you see anything else?”

“Not a thing, guv’nor!”

“ Neither ecan I, Tinker. Now we’ll
look at the photograph of the door-
handle.”

Blake picked up another proof, and
held it behind the glass, i

*“ What can you see there, Tinker 7 he
asked, = :

Tinker screwed up his eyes, and stared
in silence for a minute or two. :

“ Why, the same thing, guvnor!” he
said, at length, * *“They’re the same two
sets of finger-prints.”

““Right again, Tinker! Now, where's
the photographs of the wallets? Here
they are! This is mine, What do you
make of that??

“Is just the same as the others,
guv'nor,” said Tinker immediately,

“So it is, Tinker, - Well, we’ll have a
look at Mr. Vrynot’s. Can you see any-
thing different here 7’

“No, T'm blowed if I can!”
Tinker, after a moment’s pause. z

Blake sat back in bis chair, and
vegarded his assistant with a faint
expression of amusement.

“But somebod§ must have entered the
room, Tinker,” he said, *“ Somebody
must have exchanged these wallet, and
somebody must have put those things
back in the drawer. How do you account
for him leaving no traces behind 77

“Can’t say, guv'nor! T'm not supet-
stitious, but it seems to me as if it must
have been a ghost !” -

“I was almost thinking the same thing
myself, Tinker, at first. But you just
have another look at this photograph.
Now, can’t you see anything on the
cxtreme edge there?” :

Tinker craned his head forward and
stared again. Then he cast a suspicious
glance at his master and had another
look. =

“Well,” he said, “there’s certainly a
funny little mark there on the edge; but
I don’t know what it is.”

“It's a kind of ecriss-shaped mark,
Tinker?” :

“ Yes, that’s it, guv’nor.”

Blake picked up another proof. 5

“ Yon haven’t had a look at this yet,”

said

he said. “This is the photograph of the
drawer. What do you think of that?”’
“There’'s only one set of finger-

prints there, guy’nor,” said Tinker, after
a brief pause.
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Those were
fingers; I
But can you

“T know that, Tinker.
made Mr. Vrynot's
didn’t touch the drawer.
see anything else?”

: This time Tinker knew what to look
or.

“Yes,” he said; “there’s that funny

little mark again—just on the upper ledge
of the drawer this time.”

“Yes; that’s vight. So the only thing
wo “can discover, Tinker, is these two
criss-shaped marks. What deduction do
you draw from them?”

“Can’t say that they convey anything
to me, guv’nor,” said Tinker, looking
rather ashamed at his denseness.

“That’s all right, Tinker,” said Blake
kindly,. “I1 didn’t think they would.
Can’t expect you to know everything.
Now, as a matter of fact, these criss-
shaped marks give the whole show away;
and Pm going to prove it te you by a
practical demonstration—that’s the only
way to fix it in your memory. Now, get
your gloves and put them on.”

“ My gloves, guv'nor?”’

“Your gloves, Tinker.”

- Greatly mystified, Tinker went over to
where his coat hung on the peg, and took
out a pair of kid gloves, which he pro-
ceeded to put on. The detective watched
him in silence.

“Got 'em on, Tinker? That's right.

Now I want you to leave the left-hand .

glove unbuttoned.”

More mystified than ever, Tinker did
as he was instructed.

“Now, Tinker, I want you to go over
to that window there and breathe upon
it, then press your left hand lightly
against the glass, and take it away
again.” =

Tinker strode over to the window,

_breathed upon it, pressed his left hand

against the pane, took it away again, and
stood awaiting further instructions.

“Look at the impression you've made,
Tinker,” said Blake, pointing with his
finger to the window. “Do you see?
There’s that criss-shaped mark just where
your glove was unbuttoned. It was
made by the heel of your palm—ijust
where your hand was uncovered. Got
me?”?

Tinker tock a step back, and stared
incredulously at the impression he had
left behind. ‘

“Well, I'm jiggered!” he muttered.
“If that don’t take the bun'!
brain-wave, if you like!”

Blake gave a grim chuckle.

“Listen, Tinker,” he said, “and Tll
tell you just what happened. The thief,
whoever he is, is no fool; he is cute
enough to wear gloves when he performs
his sleight-of-hand tricks. Very likely
they are rubber gloves; but that doesn’t
matter much. Well, when he entered
the secretary’s office this afternoon he
must have forgotten to button his left-
hand glove—which is just where he made
a mistake.  If.it were not for that little
error on his part, we should have been
completely baffled, for it’s the only clue
we’ve got to work on.

“You see,” continued Blake, “that
bears out what I've always maintained;
the most cunning criminal always makes
some error of judgment which will give
him away—if you're clever enough to
find it. Now, this fellow, whoever he is,
entered the room this afternoon by the
door; he made no marks on the handle
and the finger-plate for the simple reason
that he wore gloves, which, of course, left

| no impression behind. Also, he left no

impression on my pogket-book, for he
evidently held that in his right hand, and
his right-hand glove was buttoned. But
with regard to My, Vrynot’s wallet it was
different. He must have grasped that in
his left hand, the glove of which was un-
buttoned, and in closing it the heel of

That’s a-

his palm came in econtact with tho
extreme edge, and left that cui ped
impression. You just grasp that walled
in your hand, and see if I'm 1ot

correct,”

Tinker did as he was told
tive was right; where his g
buttoned the palm of his hand just
pressed against the upper edge of
wallet.
~ “Well, that’s clear,” conti
“ And the same thing sith re
drawer. In placing that stuff
drawer the thief rested his le

The detec-
Ye was un-

Tinker was greatly impressed by bLis
master’s brilliant reasoning. Preser
he turned to Blake.

“But how do you account for these
finger-marks on your collar?’ he asked.
“Why should those show up so clearly 7"

“For the simple reason that i
caused by friction, Tinker. ¢
must have grabbed me by the collas
pushed me into that chair, and in d
fo the gloved fingers must have
along the collar and made
elongated smudges.”

“Well, that’s jolly: clever, gus’
must say!” said Pinker, in admira -
“But it doesn’t give you any clue s to
the identity of the thief, does it?”

“Not exactly, Tinker. But it wil
establish the guilt of the thief bes
doubt once he is caught. That small i
pression of the palm of hi
almost as good as a fingerp
a microscope I can find out
of pores in the skin, and, by the
shape, and number, prove who made
them; for in no two persons are the
pores of the skin exactly the same. How-
ever, I'm not worrying about that now.
The most important thing is that I have
proved that a third person entered the

ar
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secretary’s office this afternoon between ;

three and five o'clock. How he did <
without either of us secing him has vet
to be explained; but I have my
suspicions.”

“Why, guv’nor?”’ asked Tinker,
renewed interest. “ Have you discovere:
anything else?”

“Yes; I've found out quite a nu
of things to-day, Tinker. You'll be :
prised when I tell you about them. Bu
I can’t spare the time to go into them
now. !

1

I've got to be at the Reva!
Institute of Seience at seven o’clock, s
I want you to come along there with
and listen to what I say. That'll ba
another step in your education. But I'lf
give you a tip, Tinker. You mark my
words—in a day or so there’ll be some-
thing big on. This affair at ths
institute is only an “experiment: th
criminal, whoever he is, won’t be contest
with that. And when he makes <
scoop, then it’ll be our chance to step in
and nab him.”

Blske took out his wateli; it was now
nearly seven o’clock.

“Come on,” he said. *“Wea'd bhetier
be going; we don’t want to keep the
committee waiting.”

About a quarter of an hour 1
Sexton Blake and his assistant ta
into Bond Street, and, making their way
to the Institute, -entered the lift, and
were quickly whisked up to. the secre-
tary’s office.

Mr. Vrynot met them at the door.

“The committee is already assembled,
Myr. Blake,” he said, “in the room down-
stairs. We will go down at onee, if vou
will follow me.” .

“One moment, Mr. Vyynot,”” said the
detective. “There is one thing-which I
omitted to mention before. I do nos
want- anything said about the strange
occurrence that took place in this r
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westerday afternoon.
to anyone about it?"”
wave not said a word, My, Blake.
I preferred to léave the matter entirely
to you.”

“That is a wise preeaution, Mr.
Veynot; and T do not propose to say any-
thing about the matter to-night.”

About a dozen gentlemen were seated
around the green-baize table in ths
committee-room, with the president, M.
Wynue-Deveres, occupying the chair at
the head. At Blake's entry the president
rogp from his chair and came to meet
hh%, and the secretary introduced the
o men.

“We were anxiously awailing you, Mr.
Blake,” he said. “1 have left you a
chair at the other end of the table.
Please make yourself at home, and pro-
ceed as you think fit. The committee’s
time is entirely at your disposal.”

He turned to the gentlemen sitling at
the table, who weve all staring curiously
at the great detective of whom they had
heard so much.

¢ Gentlemen,” he said, “I have asked
Mr. Blake to proceed at once avith his
statement, I feel certain that I can
assure- him, on your behalf, of our w-
divided attention.”

There was a general murmur of assent
as the detective took his seat, and, laying
his attache-case on the table in front of
him, opened it.

Tinker stood in the background, some-
what impressed at finding himself in such
distinguished company.

The detective cleaved his throat, and
glaniced swiftly arvound at the circle of
iatent faces. The room was perfectly
quiet; not a sound disturbed the im-
pressive silence. You could have heard
a pin drop. Then Blake hegan, in even,
quiet tones.

“Me. President and gentlemen,” he
said, “vou arc all acquainted with the
facts of this extraordinary robbery that
took place last Wedunesday night in the
adjoining hall, and I will not, therefore,
go into the detalls which Mr. Vrynot,
vour secretary, has given me. 1 intend,
very priefly, to place before you my own
theory with regard to the matter, and to
show you the evideuce I have to corro-
borate it,  Please interrupt as much as
vou like, and do not let me proceed until
each point is precise and clear to you.”

There was a géneral movement of the
committee fo get a good view of Blake.
The members crancd their heads*and
lgoked over one another’s shoulders,
while the president rested his elbows on
the table and stared acress at the detec-
tive with a look of curions expectation.

¢ Now, gentlemen,” continved Blake,
“the fiest point with shich I have to
deal is the exact time at which this rob-
bery took place. It is, of course, evident
that the robbery took place between the
hours of cight o’clock aund ten-thirty, but
I am going to narrow it down some-
what.”

He paused a moment, and the president
took advantage of this to interrupt.

“Pardon ‘me, Mr. Blake,” he said
quickly, “but we are not so certain now
tiat the robbery did take place between
the times you have just stated. The
cotumittec was discussing that point
when you arrived. We fail to see that
it was possible for anyone to have en-
tered while the lecture was proceeding,
and to have picked the pockets of some
forty of the gentlemen present and to
have got away unobserved. It is too in-
credible,  We ean only suppose that the
thiof did his work just prior to the
lecture—that is I{.\'}},@D the members were

o
A geueral expression of approval arose
as the president finished speaking; then
- every head turned éxpectantly in Blake's

Have you spoken

<

divection o hear what he would say to
this argument. :

“But,” said Blake quietly, “several
gentlemen have assured me that they
had their properiy during the earlier
part of the lecture. One gentleman, a
Mr. Smith, whom I have seen to-day, is
positive that he looked at his wateh after
he had taken his seat, and yet later on
in the evening he found that it had been
stolen. Therefore, the thief must have
done his work between eight o’clock and
ten-thirty.”

“T admit your argument, Mr. Blake,”
said the president, “but it scems to me
more credible to suppose that these gen-
tlemen whom you have just mentioned
were mistaken than to believe it pos-
sible for the thief to have entered during
the lecture.”

Again signs of approval came from the
audience. -

“T think you are rather ©straining at
the gnat and swallowing the camel
Mr. Wynne-Deveres,” answered Blake.
“However, allow me to proceed. T have
just said that the robbery must have
taken place between eight o’clock and
ten-thirty. But [ did not say that the
thief had entered during that time, for
the thief was there all the time.”

A dead silence followed this statement.
The members of the committee glanced.
uneasily at one another, and then looked
towards Blake again. Then a gentleman
with a shiny, bald head, who was sitting
near by, suddenly leant forward.

“But that is impossible,” he blurted
cut. “The audience was composcd en-
tirely of members of the institute. You
surely don’t accuse one of the members
of committing this crime, do you?”

“1 accuse no one—yet!” replied Blake
significantly. ““But I still adhere to my
original statement—the thief was in the
room during the whole period of the
lecture.”

The president turned to the sceretary,
who was sitting on his right, and biting
his nails nervously.

“Buf you knew everyohe personally,:
Mr. Vrynot,” he said. “They were all
members, were they not 7”7 %

The secretary nodded his head.

“Yes,” he said, “I am quite sure of
that,”

A flicker of amusement passed over
#Blake’s imperturbable features. |

“Think again, Mr. Vrynot,” he said
quietly.

The secretary cast a perplexed lock at
the detective. -

“But they were,” he insisted.- * Be-
sides the lecturer, Dr. Deschamps, every
person present was a member of the
institute.”

“Exactly !” said Blake,

A start of swiprise went round the
table. The president’s face became grave
and serious.

“ What do you mean, Mr. Blake?” he
asked. “You surely do not accuse Dr.
Deschamps  of being implicated in any
way in this quirage ?”

“I acense mo one—yet,” said Blake
again, “I was ouly questioning your
statement that only members were
present, Let me proceed. I said a little
while ago that T would narrow down the
times between which this  robbery
occurred. I will even narrow it down to
three-quarters of an hour. I am con-
vinced that the thief carried out his work
bet\y’oen nine o’clock and a quarter to
ten. 5

Again Blake paused, and this time
several of the committee began to inter-
rupt. But the bald-headed gentleman
got the lead. = : :

““Do you mean to tell us,” he said in-
credulously, *that while we were sit--
ting listening to Dr. Deschamps speaking
to us the thief calmly walked up and*
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down the rows of seats and extracted tha
contents of the pockets of the gentlemen
sitting there ? Why, it’s too absurd.”

A chorus of *IHear, hear!” grested
this outburst. But Blake, with a ges-
ture, silenced them. :

“Not exactly that,” he said. D
Deschamps was not speaking at the
time. It occurred during the interval.”

“But there was no interval I’ shouted
several of the committee together.

“1 think there was,” said the detee-
tive quietly. :
Several of - the committee were bes
ginuing to get angry. What did this
man meait by saying that there was an
interval? How should he know? Ile
wasn't ab the meeting. It was rather
impertinent for him to conlradict them
when they were absolutely certain that

there was no interval.

The president rapped sharply on the
table to command silence, and then
turned to the detective.

“I am afraid that you are making a
mistake, Mr. Blake,” he said. “I, per-
sonally, wasn’t at the meeting last Wed-
nesday, but Mr. Vrynot; here, assures meo
that there was no interval, and I think
that these gentlemen, who were also
present, will confirm his statement.”

“Quite right!” shouted several voices
together, while the reimainder of the
committee nodded its approval.

“Then,” said Blake quietly, “if vou
persist in saying there was no mterval T
should like to ask Mr. Vrymot a few
questions. First, Mr. Vrynot, did youn
make any introduetory remarks at the
commencement of the meecting before
Dr. Deschamps began to speak 2

The secretary nodded his head.

“And can you tell me how long you
spoke 7"

“ For about five minutes, Mr. Blake.”
“We will say ten minutes, then,” said
the detective, and jotted il down' on a
piece of paper. “ And now, Mr, Vrynot,
how long did you take for vour closing
remarks? T presume that you returned
a.vote of thanks when the doctor had:
finished ?” -
Again the seeretary nodded his head.
“Five or six minutes, at the outside,
Mz, Blake,” he said. :
“Then we will again pul it down as
ten minutes,” Blake said, and did so.
“We have thus used up twenty minutes
of our two and a half hours; that still
leaves us with two hours and ten
minutes, IHow was that time taken up,

Mr. Vrynot?”

“Why,” exclaimed the secretary,
somewhat puzzled by Blake’s question,
“by Dr. Deschamps’ lecture, natue-
ally 1)

“Then you assert that Dr. Deschamps
spoke for two hours and ten minites
without a break?” ;

“Certainly, Mr. Blake !”
~ Blake glanced round at the commitles
mquiringly. :

“¥You ull agree to that,
he asked.

An unanimous expression of approval
came from all sides.

“Then, gentlemen, vou are-all abso-
lutely certain® that Dr. Deschamps spoke
for two hours and ten minutes without a
break of more than a minute or two at
the most?” Véry well. Then 1 am going
to ask vou to account for a strange- fact,
if vou can.” s

The delective drew out from his
attache-case a namber of trpe-writien
shects, and held them up in front of the
committee,

“This, gentiemen,” he said, ““is the
transeript of Mr. Deschamps’ address
which he delivered to vou last Wednes-
day might. I have been along to Mz,

s
543

gendlemen

Cook, the shorthand “writer, who fook
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down the minutes of the proceedings, and

was present during the whele of the
time. Mr. Cook assures me that Dr.
Dreschamps delivered his address at the

average rate of one hundred
words a minute, and yet, gentlemen,
when I count the number of words in
this address T find that there are only
just over ten thousand.”

Blake paused a moment to give time
for this startling fact to sink in, No-
body spoke mnow. Every man present
was staring at the detective in consterna-
tion.

“Do  you understand
driving at now, gentlemen?” Blake
asked quietly. “Don't you see that to
read this address at the rate of one hun-
dred and twenty words a minute would
take only about an hour and a half,
which, if you subfract it from the two
howrs and ten minutes at the .doctor’s
disposal, leaves nearly three-quarters of
an hour unaccounted for 77

Again there was dead silence in the
room. Every man on that Committee

vas an eminent scientist, well-versed in
his profession, and possessed of more
than the average-degree of mtelligence,
yet in the face of Blake’s irresistible
logic not one of them had a word to say.
They remained dumb with amazement.,
I see, gentlemen,” the detective con-
tinued, with a grim smile vlaying about
the covners®of his mouth, *that you are
rather floored by the statement I have
Just made. It is certainly a very curious
phenomenon, and I must confess that for
some time it puzzled me. However, 1
haven't finished yet. This merning 1
weiit over to Lewisham and saw one of
vour members—the Mr. Smith whem I
rentioned a  short aime ago. M,
Smith tells me that he discovered the
loss-of his wateh at a guarter to ten, and
at that precise moment he felt a strange
sensation as if he had just woke up.”

The detective paused again. But
nobody spoke; evervbody was staring at
Blake as if he were a conjurer who was
performing some amazing miracle.

My next point,” said Blake, ““is that
at a quarter to ten Mr. Vrynot suddenly
beecame aware that Dr. Deschampa was
ot on the platform. He was standing
down in the auditorium by the reporter’s
table. When I questioned Mr. Cook
concerning this faet he admitted that
at a quarter to ten he felt a curious
seusation as of a break somewhere, and
that at that moment he became aware
of the fact that Dr. Deschamps was
bending over his shoulder. Then Dr.
Deschamps asked him what were the last
words he had taken down.”

The dectective stopped momentarily,
to see if everyone were following what
Le was saying, then continued :

“Do you know why Br. Deschamps
asked that curious m estion, gentlemen?
T will tell you. Tt was because for three-
quarters of an heur he had not been
speaking. He had stopped at nine
o'clock, and when he came to pick up
the thiread of his discourse at a guarter
fo ten Le had forgotten the last thing
he had said.”

Blake shut the aftache.case with a
snap and sat back in his chair.

“To sum up, then,” he said, “my con-
tentien is this:
hour had gone by without any of you
gentlemen being aware of it. You had
been in some extraordinary trance
during the whole of that time, and
during that time your pockets were
picked. I should like to ask any gentle-
man here who was present ab the meet-

and twenfy

what I am

ing last Wednesday if he also remem-
~ bers expertencing th
of a
referved
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t curicus sensation
which I have just

break

to
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Three-quarters of an.

Fhe detective glanced inquiringly at
his audience. For a few moments
nobody spoke; every man was too
astounded at the detective’s startling
statement to do anght but stare blankly
into his face. Then, after a time, they
began to find their tongunes. There was
a quick exchange of views, tuen very
soon everybody was talking excitedly.

For a while Blake listened in silence,
eagerly taking in all that was said. Pre-
senily he lifted up his hand and
enjoined silence,

“I see, gentlemen,” he said, “that
quite a number of you now recollect ex-
periencing that queer sensation of a
break. We may be fairly certain,
therefore, that some such occurrence did
actually take place, and that three-
guarters of an hour did really elapse
without any of you being aware of the
fact.? -

But here the president interrunted,
and in his excitement he jumped to his
feet and knocked over his chair in his
haste.

“But how could such a thing happen,
Mr. Blake?” he asked. “There is no
drug or anwsthetic known that could be
used for such a purpose.”

Blake’s thin lips parted in a dry
smile,  Tle picked up the manuseript
that lay in front of him on dhe table
1d turned over the the folios. :
“The secret is given away in Dr.
Deschamps’ speech last Wednesday,” he
said, “and yet not a gentleman present
realised it. Please listen while I read
this extract.”

Amidst animpressive silence the detes-
tive began to read from the transeript:

““ The most peculiar fact of human
life is that at regular periods we fall to
sleep. Our consciousness is blotted out,
as it were.  And yet nobody has been
clever enough to discover the true
reason. I feel sure that in the air we
breathie a mysterious gas is present in
minute quantities, which is responsible
for sending us to sleen, and this gas 1
will call somnifex. If it could be dis-
covered in is natural form it would be
capable of immediately plunging us inte
a trance-like sleep of very short dura-
tion, from which we would wake quite
oblivious of the fact that we had been
asleep,’

“That, gentlemen,” said Blake, look-

ing wup, “is an extract from Dr.
Deschamps address. No doubt some of
you will remember his making such a
statement last Wednesday. It seems
to me to throw an important light on
the matter we ave discussing.”

“Do you mean to say,” shouted the
president excitedly, “that Dr. Deschamps
has discovered this gas called somnifex,
and that he discharged some of it in the

_institute hall last Wednesday night and

put us all into a trance ?”

“I do not say that Dr. Deschamps did
any such thing,” said Blake. “That has

yet to be proved. We must be careful

not to aceuse anyone without sufficient
evidence. The fact that Dr. Deschamps
asked that question of the reporter does
not prove that he is the guilty varty.
He may also have been a wictim of this
outrage, and finding suddenly that he
had ceased speaking, he would naturally
go over to the shorthand-writer and
ask what was the last word he had
uttered.”

“Yet someone must be responsible,
Mr. Blake.”

*“Yes, certainly. In my opinion some-
one present ab the meeting last Wednes-
day was responsible fér discharging that
gus, and while all you gentlemen were in
this trance he deliberately went round
and picked your pockets. ‘Further than
that, I feel sure that this sudden
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reaction was responsible for Profesens
James’ death from heart-failure.”

“And you do not accuse anyone yet of
this infamous outrage 7 -
“Not ~ yet,” said - the detestive,
“although I have my suspicions. Ba
you will understand that in an affair «
this sort one must have actual proof.
You must, therefore, still leave the
matter in my hands. In the meantime, ¥
must ask the committe to regard all i
have said as being strictly confidential.”
The president rese from his chai
“Thank you, Mr. Blake!” he
quietly.  “T cannot tell you how
pressed I am by your brilliant reascu-
ing. You have certainly proved your
case up to the hilt. I am too astounded
to think clearly. I can assure you that
we shall respect yowr confidence. 1
should like to ask you to keep this matter
out of the Press, if you will. We do not
wish the Royal Institute of Science tc be
mixed up publicly in such an ugly
business. That was one of the chief
reasons why we decided to seek your
assistance.” -
“You may tiust me there, Mr, Wriine-
Deveres,” said Blake. “It is because of
that that I ask you not to disclose whas

v
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{ I bave told you this evening.”

After cordially shaking hands with 1
president and secretary, and bes
heartily congratulated by the conmit
on his astuteness and ability, Blake lef
the room with his assistant.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Ths Robbery at the Bank.
ET was about half-past two on 't

same day as the events alread

corded in the previous chapter.

Nicola. Desehamps stood in fron
the {ire that smouldered in the grate
a room at the top of a bloal
chambers in the Temple. The g
beard that had covered the lower parte
his face was now gone, and the
angular chm seemed to add -io the
strength of his sallow, sinister fice, 1%
eyes gleamed like live coals, and in them
was a look of undisguised triumph.

Presently he strode across to the
door and turned the key in the lock.
Then he went to the desk that stood in
the corner of the voom and teck aut
from the drawer an oblong leather case.
He pressed the button,’ and it opened
with a snap.

Inside was lying a small shiny object
shaped like a.hypodermic syringe, one
end of which terminated in a little
sprayed nozzle. He held it carefully ;
the palm of his hand and stood star
down at it for a few moments wit
sardonic smile playing about the cey
of his mouth. -

“This represents twenty years of
life,” he muttered—“twenty vears’
work! But it has proved a su =
Twenty years of poverty and grind, and
at last I shall reap my veward. They
will never find out. It is impossible. I
have completely bafled them. 'Fhe
have employed that fellow Blake, |
this is a little beyond his mark. e may
be very smart, but be’s not clever engugh
for me.”

The syringe which he held in his hand
was filled with concentrated solution of
somnifex, and when discharged in a
room its effect was instantaneous. Those
who breatheéd it were i

immediately
plunged into a trance-like sleep until all
traces of it had disappeared from the sir,
It was this great discovery that Ds.
Deschamps intended now to make
serupulous use of, and his. felonions
work was all the more deadly beeause the
gas was odourless, aud left absolutely no
traces behind. = :
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Flre doctor shut the vase and shipped it
into his pocket. Then he tock out from
the drawer an aluminium flask with a
tube attached to it, which he cavefully
deposited in his breast-pocket. He shut
the drawer again and locked it, and
put on his hat and coat. After a brief
glanee round the room he eopened the
deor and stepped out into the eorridor,
stood a moment st then locked

the door hehind d 1=t the
swilding.
He stvode quickly up Fleet Street

towards the Strand, and then caught a
“bus that was going to Piccadilly Circus.

He alighted at the Cireus, and walked
up Piccadilly for about two or three
hundred yards, until he eame to a branch
office of Goyle’s Bank. He had timed his
to the minute. It wae just three

outer doors, and it swung to behind him.,
Then, instead of opening the outer door;
the doctor suddenly stooped to the floor,
and took out from his pocket the small
syringe. He placed his hand tightly over
his mouth, and thrust the syringe through
the door and pressed the handle. The
next moment he had sprung to his feet,
flung open the outer door, and slammed
it to behind him.

If anyone had been curious enough to
have watched Dr. Deschamps as he left
Goyle’s Bank, they would have seen him
walk swiftly up Piceadilly for a hundred
yards, then twn quickly about and
retrace his steps. They would also have
seen him pause again outstide the bank,
glance furtively up and down, then open
the door and vanish inside. Yet of the
crowds that passed up and down none

o &

THE SEARCH:

The inspe:tor
passsd his hands
ever the account- |
ant’s clothes, and
drew a wad of
banknotes irom
the breast-pocket

& & &

o'clock, and ' the bank was closing, the
messenger was just shutting the doors.

When the mesgenger saw the late cus-
tomer arriving he held open the doof for
him to pas =

“Bit late, am T not?”’ said the docter
<heerfully. =

“That’s all vight, iz said the man.
<losing the door hehind him and follow-
ing him in,

o

» to the counter
and nodded to the cashier.
“Sorry I'm late,” he
vou cash me a cheque for ten pounds?’
“Certainly, Mr. Tumer? said the
*No trouble, I aesure you.”
Thank you!” muttered the doctor,
and, picking up a pen, proceeded to fll

byl ean

i
:n his cheque.

When he had finished he pushed it
across the counter, and the cashier
unted out ten notes and handed them
to his client, :

“Good-afternoon ! said the doctor.

“Good afterncon, Mr. Turner! (an
vou find your way out? The door's niot
iocked.”

“¥eg, thank you!”’ Dr. Deschanips ve-
plied, as he walked towards the entrance.

~ Ha pushed open the glass swing-doov
~ which separated the vestibule from the

5

Then, evidently res
assured, he strode quickly to the further
end of the counter, and paused at the

came to his ears.

open door, which bore the
“Manager ” in large dark letters.

Seated at a table inside the room were
two men. Open in front of them was a
ledger, over which they had been poring
a moment or so ago. Both now were
silent and still. One of them lay back in
his swivel-chair, with a look of calm
repose on his white face, the other was
eaning across the ledger with his face
buried in his arms. The mysterious
somnifex had done its dread work, From
the manager to the messenger, the staff
was wrapped in a profound sleep. To all
intents and purposes they were dead to
the world.

The doctor stole noiselessly across the

word

o

i
2t

a

noticed this man’s strange movements.
They were all too husy attending to their
own affairs.

As the doctor closed the door behind
him he clapped a small rubber respirator
over his mouth, the two prongs of which
compressed his nostrils, and prevented
him from inhaling the air. The mouth-
piece of the respirator was connected to
the oxygen flask in his pocket by means
of a thin rubber tube. He then slipped
on a pair of rubber gloves, locked the
outer door throwgh which he had just

entered, and pushed open the glass swing--

door.

Inside all was deathly silence. A
strange ‘stillness had stolen over the busy
branch office. The first cashier was still
at the counter. but he did not move. He
was as motionless as a stutue, half-
sprawling over his cash-hook, breathing
regularly and peacefully. At the desks
behind about half a dozen clerks were
sitting on their stools or standing by
their ledgers, all motionless and silent,
and with that sgme trance-like look on
their faces as if they had been suddenly
turned inte stone.

For a few momentsthe criminal scientist
stood at the door, listéning intently: but
only the soundsof deep, regular breathing

carpet, and stooved down beside the man
in the swivel-chair, and, running his
gloved fingers lightly over his clothing,
drew out a bunch of keys. Then he
turned his attention to the other man. A
minute later he stood up, holding a
second bunch of keys in his hand.

Without hesitating & moment he
crossed the room and.opened the door cn
the further side and passed through.
Facing him was the strong-room. i
heavy outer door stocd wide open, caiy
the iron-barred grille guarding the
bullion that lay behind in the vaulis of
the bank,

The doctor chose a” key from one of
the bunches, and, inserting it in the
patent lock, made a complete revolution
and withdrew it again. He held up the
other bunch, chose a similar key, d
repeated the process. This time the g
swung open, and the next moment he was
inside the strong-room.

The room was crammed with black
deed-boxes belonging to the clients of the
bank, and containing valuable securities
and plate and jewels. Ranged along one
side were some dozeus of bags of silver
and copper.  But the doctor did nct
trouble to glance at any of these. = He
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crossed over to the heavy iron safe, which

stood on the other side of the room, and,

_carefully choosing a key from each bunch
endeavoured to open the door.

This time he was not quite as success-
fal as he was with the grille, The first
key turned all vight, but the kev from the
sccond bunch w ould not move. He tried
each one in turn, and pr e-‘.é\ntw he found
the richt one. He pulled the lever
towards him, the wards of thg lock shot
back with a sharp click, and the door
SWuLg open,

Qwuv]-.lv thrusti his arm inside the
safe, the doctor drew out a leather wallet
which he opened with feverish haste.
As his eves rested on the contents a sich
of satisfaction escaped from him in spite
of tho respirator that covered his- mouth,
for gleaming opalescent against the dark
\ehet setting was a rope of iridescent

ems of priceless value.

He kuelt for a moment, staring
00"etou-dv at the jewels. then he took a
key from his pocket, and, opening a black
deed-box that stood near by, thrust the
case inside and locked it again. Then
he relocked the safe, and stepped out of
the strong-room, shutting and locking
the grille behind him.

A moment later this unser upulous
scientist and arch-criminal stood again in
the nnumﬂev s roort. He ~tood a moment

zazing at the two bunches of keys with
1 look of perplexity on his face, for in his
iraste he had forgotten to make sure
whmh was which. I‘hem with a shrug of
his shoulders, he dropped a bunch in each
mnan’s pocket, and strode noiselessly from
the room,

The air of ghostly silence still brooded
over the office. Not a soul had stirred.

The cashier still hugzed his cash-book,
and the clerks :bul hung over ltheir
ledgers. Except for their quiet, regular

breathing they been carved
in stone,

But Dr. Deschawrps
pleted his ovil work. He vaulted lightly
over fthe coumter and, ope!llrﬂ tne
cashier's till, took out a wallet of crisp
bank- nme~ Ther he crept back to the
nmn'mer 8 room, and deftly inserted the
notes in the breast-pocket of ono of the
motionless men.

Then, as he glanced at the clock that
was txckm" away mmrllv on the mantel-
piece, the doctor ~scemad to be struck
by a brilliant thought. With a gum
desture he stole over to it, and, opening
© glass front, put \hv hands back three-
wrters of an hour. ‘Then he came ouf
iuto the outer office again, and did the
same thing to the clock that we hanging
on the wall there.
fter aunother rapid glance around the
tor went guickly through the swing-
oor, and, dragging off the respir ator, let
himself into the street. :

micht have

had not yet com-

5 - = 5 " e
For about half an hour after the
criminal  doctor  had completed  his

felonions work that grim silence hung
over the branch office of Geyle’s Bank,
then, abrupﬂv the motionless ﬁwures
L)i“f..m to stir.  The clerks took furtive
glances at one another. stared cnuomlv
at the clock, then bent to their work
with feverish anxiety.

But evervthing seemed to have gone
wrong that night. Three hours later the
swhole of the staft, including the manager,
were frantically seardun” for a difference
of twelve hundred pomxds which was
missing from the cashier’s till.  To add
to the manager’s perturbation, he dis-

“covered, when he went to open the
strong-room, that, in some unaccountable
manner, his keys had been exchanged
with those of Mr. Crow, the accountant

But the - climax came when some
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securities were being deposited in the
safe in the =+ronrmom The manager
stooped down an id fumbled inside for a
moment.

Then suddenly he sprang to his feet.
The colour had left his face, and in his
agitation he had let his bunch of keys
go clattering to the floor.

“The Romancff necklace I’ he gasped,
““Where was it put Mr. Cro“‘“’ =

The manager’s distress had spread to
his subordinate. 'lne ccounhmt knelt
down, and felt witl fingers
an“(mg the uommenh b safe. But

the thing he sought had gone. The case,
with its priceless contents, had vanished,

Five minutes later two white-faoed men
stood in the manager’s office. One was
grasping the tdophoue in his hand, and
Gpeakmg in sze‘ned broken tones. The

other stood by with his face twitching
nervously. He finished at last, and re-
placed the receiver:; and a: the samo
moment a certain department in the
r'reat head office of Govle's Bauk got
bu It was to be a late night to-
night,

Barely twenty minutes had gone by
when a 'taxi drew up outside in the streef,
Two men jumped out and came hureying
up the steps. The manager met them
at the door. One of them was an official
from the head office, te exchanged &
brief grecting with' the manager, and
turned to his companion.

* Detective- Inqpe(tor MacDonald from
Scotland Yard I’ he muttered.

A brief consultation followed, the
manager carefully stating the facts of th
case, w}uh\ his two companions stood b
frowning.

“Have any of the staff gone home,
M. Curzon?” asked the man from” Scot-
land Yard.

“No; they are m! here,” replicd
manager.

'Ine iuspector turned to the head office
official.

LATF x\ouH be w

the

se to have each man

scarched,’” *Just as-a matier of
form, of course.

‘““Vory Weli inspector. - Do as you
wish,”

““Perhaps it “ould be hes{ if T asked
them to go iuto my rcom?” queried the
manager.

The in: pe(»'tm“ nodded his head

It would be better, perhaps,” he said.

The manager st*'(‘de over -to the
counter, and raised his voice so that
everyone could hear,

“I want evervbody to leave his work
and go into my room,” he said. “At
once, plezm, o

The clerks dropped -their pens, aud ||
silently obeyed the summons. When
they “had all assembled the manages
spoke again. His face was still ashy

white, But his voice wids steady and calm
now,

“Somethiug serious has occmzed in tha
bank,” he said quietly.
that 1t may not prove so senm-s as it
appears. But it is necessary that In-
spector MacDonald, here, should search
cach one of us. - It is only a matter of
form, of course; but, since it is neces-

3 2Rk ST i ”
sary, I'll volunteer to be the first one,

He turned to the inspector with a grim
smiile, and held his arms above his head,

“(Carry on, inspector!” he said,

The Scotland Yard man ran his fingers
lightly through the manager’s pockets.
But he found nothing of an incriminating
ture, After a few moments he stood
side.

“hank you!" he said politely,

For a brief interval ngbody moved,
Then the accountant stepped forward.

“*Might as well get it over!” he mut-
te1ed and held up his arm :

In@eotor MacDonald passed his hands
over his clothes, and drew someth

g out

*“I am hoping

It was a w
crisp Bank of England notes.
irspector slowly counted them,

“Twelve hundred pounds!” he said
coldly, glancing around at the ring of
men, ‘who stared incredulously at the
wad. of notes with an amazed expression
oi their faces.

For a moment after the inspector had
spoken a deadly silence hung over the
room. Then, with a c«holung gasp, the
accountant crumpled to the floor in a
dead faint,

of his breast- -pocket.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Blake Puts Two and Two Tagother.
T was breakfast-time next morning,
I and there was a pleasant smell of
bacon and eggs and hot
Qe‘(ton Blake’s house in
Stree Tinker sat at the table
glm‘(m(r over the morning paper,
waiting for his master to appear,

and
for
bexton Blake was still in the midst of his
daily cold plunge in the bath-room.

Pi esently a news item of unusual
interest seemed to catch Tinker's eye, for
he suddeuly smoothed out the papet, and,

resting his chin on his hands,” irnme-
dmte; ¥ become engrossed in the column
in que.shou

Some minutes later he looked up with
a start, to find the detective had entered
Lrpenel"ed and was standing by his
side, clad in his dressing-gown, “and look-
ing flushed and ruddy from his recent
vigorous tows 9lhng.

“You seem ihtu‘e'wted in something
This morning, ‘Tinker,” he said guietly,

T sh-mlu say so. ‘nor ! burst out

<

Tinker. ‘You just read this. 1t
Romanoff necklace has been stolen frout
Goyle’s Bavk. Jolly rummy busiz

1oy

too !

“What!” exclaimed Blake, snatching
up the paper. ““The necklace that w:
put up for sale by auction yesterday
Smerd & Lister's?”’

“That's it, guv’nor,”

The detective glanced quide
the column, picking out the gis
story, and nokng the main n(ts
case. As Tinker had said, an amazing
robb had taken place at the Piccadilly
branch of Goyle's Bank, and the Romai-
off necklace, valued at £150,000, whici
had only been dxposxted that very day in
the strong-room of the bank, was now
missing.

The paper went on to state that the
necklace had been put up for auction at
Messrs. Smerd & Lister’s in the morn-
ing, and had been purchased by Siv

2oy

down
t of the

{ James Boyd, who had taken it straight

to his l,:mkez He had seen the mana-
ger put it in the strong-room safe him-
self, and was quite cortam that it waz
there when he had loft the bank,

Blake turned over the Dage, aw!
looked for the *Stop Press ™ columi.
It cotstaived two lines only:

“Missing Necklace.—Bank s Accountant

Arrested.”

For some moments the detective
silemttly staring at the paper. -
thoughtful expression on his face. . Th
he turned to his assistant, who had b
eyeing him narrow ly.

“1 wonder,” he said slowly, “if this ia
in any way connected with the other
caze?”

"\Vhat Oﬂlel‘ case. guv'nor?  Tha
robbery at the Institute of Sci "

“Yes,”

“Bu*" what makes you think that,
guv'nor?”’

T don t think s, Tinker, vet. But 1
may do when I've found out more of
the facts. That's why I'm going nlow\-

to Goyle's Bank dlrecﬂv after breakfast”
“But what mam?e you think . thess
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» .3 connechion, guv'nor??
ted Tinkes,

“For this reason, Tinker. As T said
before, that affaiv at the institute was
only an experiment, if T am not greéatly
mistaken. The criminal will try some-
thing bigger than that next time. Well,
15 was a tidy big haul last night, and this
may be the next time. Besides, there’s
something about the case that arouses
my interest, I think there’s more i it
than meets the eye. However, that's
what we're going to find out.”

The detective lapsed into silence, and
turned his attention to the plate of bacon
and eggs which Mrs, Bardell had just
brought im. Tinker walched his master
furtively for the next half-hour. He was
very much impressed by his manner.

but he forbore to pester him with
further questions.  His master was
angrossed with his own thoughts, and

Tinker knew him too well to interrupt
him in such a mood.

At Jength, however, Blake pushed back
his plate, aud got up from the table.

“TH just get dressed, Tinker;”
said, “and then we’ll both go along to
the bank, and see if there's anything
doing.”
., “Rightho, &
cheerfully,

A few minutes later Blake emerged
again from his bed-room, and put on his
hat and coat.

he

said Tinker

nori?

“Ready, Tinker?” he asked, “We'll
zeb along.”” .
They left the house together, and

caught a ‘bus going in the direction of
Piceadilly, At the circus they alighted,
and proceeded the vest of the way on
foot. 7

In front of Goyle's Bank two con-
stables were standing, keepiung on the
move the crowd of curious people which
always congregates in open-mouthed
onishment where any erime has taken
place. They immediately recagnised tha
famous detective and his assistant, how-
ever, and offered no resistance to their
entyy,

The manager was standing inside, talk-
ing to the Scotland Yard man in low,
earnest fones, - As Blake and Tinker
entered they both looked up.

“Hallo, MacDonald !’ said Blake.
“So you're on this case?”

“Yes,” said the inspector. holding out
his hand., “This 1s My, Curson, the
manager—Mr, Blake.”

The manager shook bhands with tha
detective., His face was still white and
agitated, and he looked as if he had
had a sleepless night. There wers dark
vings beneath his eyes, and his hand
trembled as it met Blake’s firm grasp.

“T was just going, Mr. Blake,” said
the inspector. “But I should like to
hear what you think of the matter. Of
course, I've gob it"more or less settled
now, but there’s no harm in your stating
your opinion.”>’

Blake smiled blandly, and was about
to reply, when the manager broke in.

“Tet's go into my room,” he said.
*“It’s more comfortable there, and we
can talkt without fear of interruption.”

He led the way into his office, and, sit-
ting down at the desk, motioned the two
men Into chairs,

“Now, Mr, Blake,” he said, “T'm not
so confident as is Inspector MacDonald
that it's all more or less settled. There
seems to mie to be quite a lot that

vires explaining now, and the neck-
ace is still missing.”

_“Yes,” broke in the inspector hur-
riedly; “but that accountant fellow

Luows all ahout it, you mark my words!
He's oaly kidding, that’s what he’s doiug.
I’ve met his sort before. He’s mixed up
in some gang or other, that's what he is.
And if I'm not mistaken he'll split ‘'on

tl after he’s had a short spell in
clink.”
I can ecarcely believe it, My, Blake,”
said the manager, pressing his hands
together agitatedly, “I have known
Mr. Crow for a number of years, and I
sheuld never have thought him capable
of such a thing.”

“But it was a fair catch!” said the
inspector. “There’s no doubt about the

| fact that he had stolen the notes, or else

what were they doing in his pocket?

And if he stole the notes, there’s no'

doubt at all that he knows all about the
necklace.”

“The evidence is very strovg against
him, I admit,” said the manager, but he
still looked unconvinced,

“Perhaps you will be good encugh fo
tell me “all about it,” said Blake. I
saw in the * Stop Press’ column that the
bank-dccountant had been arrested, but
no details were given.”

““Well, 1t’s like this, Mr. Blake,”
began Inspector McDonald, “When I
arrived  here yesterday evening 1 was
teld that fwelve hundred pounds in notes
were missing from the till as well as
this necldace, so T immediately suggested
that every man on the staff should be
searched. Well. we had everybody in

- this room, and I began by running my

fingers through Mvr. Curson’s pockets.
Of course, I didn’t find anything there.
The next man I handled was Mr. Crow,

the accountant, “and I'm hanged if I
didn’t hook out the twelve hundred quid

from his pocket straightaway. Of
course, I arrested him on the spot, and
Ie's now under leck and key.”

“1 see,” said Blake quietly, “and what
did Mr. Crow have to say when you
found the notes in his pocket ?7”

*Well, he didw’t say anything exactly ;
he just flopped down on the floor.”

“You mean that he fainted?”

“That's it!” said McDonald.

“And has he made any statement
sinee 77
“Denies all knowledge about the

mioney ; pretends he’s mighty surprised-
like, and all that sort of thing.”

The detective turned to Mr. Curson.

“And you have always found Mr.
Crow a very reliable and trustworthy
man?” he asked.

The manager nodded his head.

< Absolutely, Mr. Blake,” he said.

“ Has he any financial worries?”

“None, to my knowledge.”

“T should like to ask you a few ques-
tions, Mp. Curson, if you wouldn't
mind.”

“Ask what you like, Mr. Blake.” .

“Very well, then. I understand that
the Romanoff necklace was only deposited
with you during the day. At what time
was it put in your safe custody 77

““ About half-past eleven, My, Blake.”

“Tt was placed in the strong-room at
once, I presume, and you are quite cer-
tain 1t was there when you locked th
door 17’

“ Absolutely certain I’

“Did you enter the streng-room again
during banking hours?”

“Only once, Mr. Blake. That was
about an-hour later; a client wished to
place his deed-box in the strong-room.”

“How long were you in there, then,
My, Curson?”

“A few seconds only, Mr. Blake. The
box was simply placed inside, and we
came out again. The customer in ques-
tion did not enter, he merely stood at
the door and wajched us deposit his box
in the corner.”” *

* “Whom do you mean by us, Mr.
Curson ? Who else entered the strong-
room besides yourself?” - =

° “Mr, Crow, the accountant. We both
possess keys, and the strong-room and

o

‘Blake ?” he

safe have dual locks which have to be
opened by both of us.” ;
“Then neither of you can enter the
strong-room without the other, or unless
you first get possession of tho othes
key 27
“That is so, Mr. Blake.”
Here Inspector McDonald, who had
been closely following the conversation,

interrupted.

“You see, Mr. Blake,” he sid,
“things are looking rather black against
the acccuntant. To getTinto the strong-
room jt i3 necessary to have both sefs
of-keys.  The accountant has one set;
he might be able to get hold of the other.
But it's rather impossible to suppose
that anybody else was able to get both
sets of keys without either Myr. Curson
or Mr. Crow being aware of the fact.”

“That certainly scems a strong argu-
ment,” admitted Blake. “but sometimes
even the impossible happens. I suppose
you never let the keys go out of your
possession, Mr. Curson?”

The manager looked rather
at this question.

“No, never, Mr. Blake,” he replied
hurriedly. “I should be betraying a
great confidence if T did.”

“Quite so,” said the detective quickly,
“And you do .not think that it was pos-
sible for anyone to have touched your
keys yesterday without you being aware
of 3£7Y - :

An emphatic denial was just on the
manager’s lips when suddenly he recol-
locted the unexplained exchange of keys
that had been discovered when he went
to unleck the strong-room door the
previous evening.

In the worry and excitement he had
quite forgotten the fact until Blake’s
questicn brought it back to his mind.
He hesitated a moment, and a flush of
confusion spread over his face, which
did not escapc the detective’s keen, ob-
servant eyes.

“Now I come to remember, Mr.
Blake,” he said, “a rather extracrdinary
thing did occur with regard to the keys
yesterday. Your question has only just
brought the matter back to my mind.
When Mr. Crow and myself paid our
final visit to the strong-room last night
we were rather surprised to discover that
wo held the wrong keys. I seemed to
have Mr. Crow’s bunch, while Mr. {row
had mine.” -

Blake gave a significant grunt. The
mysterious exchange of the pocket-books
came rushing back to his mind. Was
the same agency at work in both cases?
Had the affair at the institute any con-
nection with this robbery at the bank?
Or was this exchange of keys simply a
startling coincidence 7

The Scotland Yard man shrugged his
shoulders significantly. -

“Rather bears out my argument, Mr.
Blake,” he said. “The acountant must
have got hold of Mr. Carson’s set of keys
somehow, and, in his haste, he put the
bunch back

shocked

Wwrong in Mr. Curson's
pocket. It scems to me to be quite

clear.”

“That certainly secins the natural way
of accounting for the keys being ex-
changed,” admitted Blake. “As you
say, -the thief in his haste must have
dropped the wrong bunch into - Mr.
Curson’s pocket. Bnt it does mot con-
vince me that Mr. Crow was the thief

The manager darted a look of gratitude
at the detective. Tt was evident that to
him the facts looked very black against
his - trusted accountant, and that the
opinion Blake had just expressed greatly
relieved his mind. -

“ You think Mr. Crow is innocent, Mr.
asked quickly. ;
““Before 1 answer that question, Mr.
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Curson,” said the detective, “T am going
to put ‘a few more quesﬁom to vou
Wirst of all, have those kevs a distinctive
mark on them so that you can see at
first glance which is which?”

The manager feh in hn hip-pocket and
drew out his bunch of keys.

“Yes,” he said, holding them out for
the detective to see. “You will excuse
me if T keep them i my hand. 1 make
it a rule never to let anvone else handle
thc-m You will mee that these ha‘ J

‘ Number 1’ engraved on each key.
The other set, which Mr. Crow has, iz
¢ Number 2’ get.”

“And do they diffey very much in
ubtward - appearance from yours, Mr,
Curson 7. asked Blake,

“No. One might

set for the other
very closely.

one

to turn my lwy in the 300:\ first, then Mr.
Crow inserts his and opens ‘i‘l(‘ ucor.
Tt Mr. Crow's key is inserted first it
quite impossible to “turn it in the lo
That, of course, is how I made. the dis-
covery. 1 coahl not turn my key in the
Tock. In fact, it became Jammed, anl
when at lf"wth T extracted it T saw that I
was using number tio set of keys.”
“Was Mr., Lm‘.\ surprised at the dis-
»

He certainly pvaaled to he, \lr
Blake.”

“If Mr. Crow h¥ ¢aken vour
ﬁom your vocket for rinal purposes
do you think bLe would have made the
mistake of putting his own set back in
their stead 77

T should hardly thum 50, Mr. Blake.
We know our own kevs so well; there
are go many little peculiavities about
them, and we do not have to look to
know which is which. We can recognise
them by the feel.” . :
~ “I agree with you theie Mr. .Cuarson,”
said the detective. gt hardly seems
possible that My, Crow should have made
that foolish mistake. I cannot help
feeling that he knows no more than you
dio how the keys came to be e\chdnwed

believe the 1ubberv was committed by

a third pel\on who was unfamiliar W ith
‘10 marks on the two sets of keys.”

“But  that's absurd, M Blake,’
blurted out the inspecior. “Do you
mean to say ﬂut between eleven- thirt
in the mommg and three in the afte;-
noon this third person entered the bank,
took the keys from Mr. Curson’s and
Mr. Crow's pockets, opened the strong-

room, stole the necklace, and returned
the keys again without bemg seen? It's
preposterous

“It certaiuly is,” agreed Blake, “and

I should be very foolish to, say dll\’ﬂ]lﬂf’

of the kind. 33ut I still thitk that a third

1 erson effected that exchango of keys
and was responsible for the robbery.”

“But Mr. Crow had the tiwelve
hundred pounds in notes in his pocket.
How do you account ‘Ful‘ that? Tt's

ovident that he stole those.”

“Yet he volunteered to be scarched,”
said the detective quietly,

For a moment Inspector ‘\Iacdonﬂ
was disconcerted, but the obstinate look
d.okly 1cturned to his face.

“Bluff I” he rapped out. *“All bluff,

Blal el”
No, I don't follow you there, in-
spector. It is quite evident that if Mr.
Crow had stolen the notes he would hava
hidden _ them sonns\'hero not carried
them about in his pecket, Besides that,
liuving stolen the necklace,
he did, why ou earth should he increase
his (-hmlcea of discovery by stealing a
—No. 830,

as VOH say

paliry tw

“d\mcﬂ was wo

"It- dr,»e;s secm
My, Blake, but no doubt it'll all come
clear i tune. The fellow's mixed up
with a gang; there’s more than one in
this, vou mark my words, Mr. Blake !”

“’l'hat‘a

1is attention to the manager
“ At what tvme did you discover
0s3 of the welve hundred pounds,
Clurson ?
“ When the cashier made his money up
th»n the bank had closed at three
e} LlOd\, My, Blake.”
“And at what time di
the loss of the necklace !
The manager sat silently frowning for
a moment as if he were trying to re-
L)en.por something. Then he looked up.
‘I think it must have been somewhere
duunt half-past six, sir,” he mld

.L,.

you discover

‘You do not seem to bhe very sure
of that, Mr. Curson? -
: s a matter of fact, 'm not, Mr.

Blake. . I was just trying to remember.
I thivk the clock must have stopped

f1 1g the evening—in fact,
both clocks. ; =
*“Why, what makes vou think that?

asked qu cly.

I intended to catch the ten-

teain  fr Charing Cross last

I left the -nzm in plenty of time

av thfe office clock. And yet, when 1
got to the station, the train had left a
considerable time before. I was very

2d_at the time. T intended
es about it this mwnm
pped my memo
of fact,” said Inspector
1oticed that vour clock
night.”

Bmke. “This is
interesti g. But you mentioned
My, Curson. It is rather

both should have been
is it

ROT < <
it i3 strange, as you say. Of
course, I may have been wrong there,
but I think 1 should have noticed it if
the clock on the mantelpiece over thers
o different from that in the outer

much
to make inq
but it quite

“As a matter
Maedonald Il

wi

was a bit siow

rather
both clocks,
strange that

a3
o8,

had be

*You do not know if any of your staff

xmwied \“i!eu' trains through the same
reas 1 %
"i\u, Mre. Blake. But T will maks

inquiries, if vou wish.”
“1 should be glad if you wov‘;d, M
Curson. This may bn vather impo &
“Just a moment, then, )u, Blal

ke !
The manager -got up from his seat and

left the

roow, and Inspector \[cho'xmd
turned to S g

on Blake with a

nvxpatle'um :

“Don't quite wderstand  why vou
should make ali ﬂ fuss over the clock
being slow,” he ﬂ"ud.

“Bo”x imspector I said Blake
fmmr

‘Tven then I don't see what it's got to

do with the necklace being stolen.”

“"\Teit'*ler di-) Ik ~el’ * rejoined Blake.
“That rermains to be seen.

Just rhen ‘rLe manager returned,
¢ That's funny, Mr. Blake !” he said.
“ Most of them seem to have ml&ed their

trains through the same cause !

“Then it -is evident that the clocks
were slow, Mr. Curson. But they seem
to be ;wht now, Who locks after
them 7"

4L I.‘hes messenger,  Mr. Blake He
winds them up every morning.’

s he in the office noy 2
“Yea. .1 will send fo him.”
The manager rang the bell, and a clerk
apbealeJ in answer to his summoens.
“Ask the messenger to stép this way
a moment,”’ he said.

a bit puzzling, T admit,-

e we differ,” said Blake,:

The clerk disappeared, and a few
moments later the messenger entered, ¢
“We want you a moment, Brown,”
said the manager. “This veh’rlewan i3
going to ask you a feu questions.’
“Velv rrood sir !” the man rmhed
S undemtand ” said Blake, “that vou
iook after the cloc]\~—w ind them up, and
that, sort of thing.”
“That’s vight, sir.
"\\ ere they xso'md up vesterday
“Yes, sir—at five minutes to nme. T
to them every morning at that time,

m

m

*And you wound them up t111~ morn-
1nfr at five mmutw {o nine ? 5
‘1 did, sir.

“And did you notice anythi
W 1th them 2”

*They both seemed to have lost a good
blt during the day, si
FA Uood bit! How much?

“About three- -aquarters
\11‘ 2]

*‘ Both lost three-quai
echiced Blakn

“ Yoy sir

“And you said rvam" about it? You
Jm nut think it ctmnge
I thought it was very st
bavo been round to the clock
is (‘mmuﬁ‘ along to have a look at theu
to-day,’

The detective remaiued silent for a.
moment. Although his face was calm
and impassive, a number of guestions
were surging across his mind. This was
no ooincideuce he ‘felt sure—it was im-
possible that both cloc ould suddenty
e three-quarters of an hour without
t‘mlr having been tampered with. But
who had tampered with them? Was it
this unknown third person w ho had b?'—”t
concerned in the robbery of the neck-
lace? And if so, why had he done it?

Then there was the m\“‘rnr" of the kovs
having been exchanged. The two thing«
were rmdtad—th\ v must be. ’ILe1e was
a startling parallel here with the robb rory
that had occurred at the institute. 1Iu
the latter case the pocket-books had been
exchanged, and also, three-quarters of an
kour could not be accounted for., The
two robberies yere absolutely identical.
The pocket-books had been exchanged by
d”(‘ld(.x\ ; so had the keys, The ¢hief had
made a mistake, and he had made the
mistake in both cases.

e

of an Thour,

ers of an heur?”

3

Blake felt a thrill of excitement.

had had some dim idea in Lis wind w hen
he set out tll(‘lb this robbery might be
connected with the affair at the institute ;
he was pretty sure now that his tl‘COL"
was correct. The prize was a necklace
worth £150,000—the famous Romanoff

necklace, the property of the descenda
of Tsarina Natalie, mother of Peter the
Great, For centuries it had bedecked
imperious women in their tinsel hour of
glory in the glitter of the Russian Coure.
1t was a puze worth having—a scoop big
enough to.appeal to that daring and
cunning brain that had been” 1e<pnn.-1b e
for the robbery at the institute,

Very likely the thief had been at the
auction- -rooms; he had {followed Sir
James to the bauk, and then—- .

How had he been able to geb at the
necklace  Had he discharged some of
that mysterious somnifex, and sent the
whole staff into that trance- like sleep ?
But why should the two clocks be three-
quarters of an hour slow? Surely tlits
strange gas would not affect the clocks |
That was not feasible,

A sudden explanation came to the
hour he had sought to hide by turning
D‘-l(’n the hands. Tt was a cunning rusc,
and worthy of the clever brain thai had
dovised it; it was only a subtle mind

like Blake's that could have discovered
And no doubt the thief had stolen

it



those notes from the till, and placed them
in the accountant’s pocket, in order to
implicate him in the rebbery and cover
up his own tracks,

Blake cauld hardly repress a fecling of
admiration for the resourcefulness and
daring of this mysterious criminal; he
was certainly no amateur crvacksman.
But the feeling was only momentary. A
grim look came into his face. He must
get on this fellow’s tracks. The man was
i grave danger to Society; it would not
do fer him to be at large.

The next thing to discover was what
time he had entered the bank and com-
mitted the rebbery. It could not have
ibly been during office-hours, for the
doors were open all the time, and
customers were constantly coming in and
out three-quarters of an hour could not
have elapsed, then, without the fact
creating a sensation, The bank closed at
three; therefore the robbery must have
been. committed after that time. Ile
turned to the messenger again,

At what time did you close the bank
yesterday 27 he asked.

“The usual time, siv—three o'clock.”

“You are sure it was three o’clock ?”

“Quite sure, sir.”’

“But how can you be sure? These
clocks might have been wrong, then!”

“They weren’t, sir. As I clese the
doors T always glance across at the clock
on the other side of the voad. It was
three o’clock by that. Besides, sir, if
those clocks had been wrong then, we
should have really closed up at a quarter
to four instead of at three o'clock. And
that couldn’t have happeped without us
neticing 1t .

* I see,” said Blake. ““Then it is quite
evident ‘that those clocks went wrong
after three o’clock. Well, that will be all
just now. You might let me know what
the clockmalker says when he comes.”

“*Very good, sir!” said the man. He
turned about stifily, like an old soldier,
and Jeft the reom.

The detective turned to Mr. Curson.

“I am going to ask you one or two
more auestions,” he said. “Please do
not think I am asking them merely for
the sake of asking. As a matter of fact,
ot only am I convineced now of Mr.

Crow’s innocence, but I think that very
soon I shall be able to prove it. I am
relying on your help.”

The manager sat up in his chair

eagerly. He could not quite follow the
detective’s questions, they were beyond
him; but when it was a question of
proving his trusted accountant’s inno-
cence of the crime against him he was
only too ready to assist.

“Now, Mr. Curson, at what time did
you say the cashier would discover the
Ioss of his notes ?”’

“He starts to make up his money
ivectly the bank closes at three o’clock,
Myr. _Blake. Thercfore he would dis-
cover the loss 2 few minutes later, say,
about ten minutes past three.”

“Then,” said Blake quietly, “I am
falrly certain that not only the notes,
but the necklace also, were stolen during
that time—that is, between three o'clock
and ten minutes past three by the office
cloeks,”

“By one of the staff?™
manager quickly.

“No, Mr. Curson—hy a third person,”
said Blake,

The manager gave a sigh of relief; but

asked the

the iuspector spread out his hands
contemptuously,
“Really, Mr. Blake,” he said, “you

make an extraovdinary statement! How

could this third person have entered the
~bank, stolen the notes, extracted the keys
from these gentlemen’s pockets, opened
the strong-reom, stolen the necklace, and

departed without being scen, and in that ! rather a long while; yeu were in the

urd on the

i
ot

small space of time ? ap
face of it. I'm rather surp
I gave you credit for m
sense [
“ He didn’t do it in that small space of
time, inspector,” said Blake, ignoring
the man’s sarcastic manner. - **He had
three-quarters of an hour at his disposal,
for some time between three and ten
inutes past those clocks were put back
three-quarters of an hour.™
“What !” blurted the inspector,
staving at Blake as if his ears had
deceived him. Then he shrugged his
shoulders and leant back in his chair, as
if he thought the dete had taken
leave of his senses.
But Blake only smiled,
r. Curson again. =

“When Sir James Boyd was depositing
1 lace with you for safe enstody,
'son, can you remember if any

and turned to

other customer was in the bank—a Dr.
Nicola Deschamps, for instance 7
“Deschamps—Dr. Nicola Desc
repeated the manager, puckering his
brows thoughtfully. “No, Mr. Blake;
we have no customer of that nanie on our

books.”

“You are quite sure of that, M.
Curson 7% =

“ Quite sure, Mr. Blake !

A look of disappointment crossed

lalce’s features. If Dr. Deschamps had
been a client of the bank, it would have
been a strong link in his chain of
evidence. But he was not; the manager
did not even know his name. There
must be some other explanation.

“But can you remember if any other
customer was here at the same time as
Sir James Boyd 1

The manager thought again, then rang
the bell.

“T think there w My,
said. “But T will coufirm it.*

“Bend Mr. Jones to me,” ks said to
the clerk who appeared at il
answer to his summons.

A moment later the ca
room.

My, ~ Jones,”
“didn’t we open a
day?”

“Yeosg

Blake, v
3

e deor in

said
new

siv! Hig name was
Turner—Mr. Marcus Turner.”’
“Yes, yes, of course!
now ! He came in dur
didn’t he 7% :
L Yes. D'm afraid we kept Lim waiting

Marcus

ag the mo z,

he |

I rembmber

strong-room with Sir James Boyd at the
time.”

The manager swung round to the shelf.
behind him, and dragged od the Safe
fustody Receipt-book.

“Why,” he said, “I remember now,”’
and- van his finger down the page.
“Here-is his signatuze. He came in
about an hour later and deposited his

deed-box in the strong-room. I men-
tioned it to you a short time ago, Mr.
Blake. - He is an eminently respectable
gentleman; his references were ex-
cellent.”

“As a matter of fact, sir,” interrupted
the cashicr, “I seem to remomber sesing
him again later on. I believe T cashed u
cheque for him.”

“Are you certain of that?”
Blake quickly.

“I can easily find out hy referring to
my cash book.” -

“I should be obliged if you would,”

The cashier left the room, and returned
almost immediately, bringing the mos-
senger with him.

“ It is the last entry in my hook,” he

—‘“a cheque for Mr. Mareus Turner
for ten pounds. The messenger herve says
he remembers M. Turner going out j
after three.”

“That’s o, &ir;” said {he me: enger.
“The gentleman comes in just as I was
closing the doors, and mentions as he was
a bit late. He went out by himself and
closed the door after him.”

“Where were you when Le closed the

asked

door 77 asked Blake quictly,

“I was just at the other end of the
counter, s>

*And you are quite sure that he closed

733

the door?
1 heard it slam behind him, sir.”

“ But Le did not lock it 2

“It's never locked up until all
itlemen of the staff have gone, sir.”
Again’ Blake met his voung assistant’s

e

g aitd a look of understanding passed
between them. Bu none of the otheps

perceived ib, If they had, they would not
La.ve understood the significant light in
the detective’s eyes. Only Tinker was
aware of that.

The manager gave a brief nod to
cashier and the messenger, and they
the room.

As the door closed behind them Blake
turned quickly to the manager.

“I am going to ask you to let me look
at Turner’s decd-box, if you will,” he
said. :

Mr. Curson hesitated a moment, then
got up from his chair.

“I do not think there is any harm in
your looking at it, Mr. Blake. As a rule,
of course, the relations between a banker
and his customer are extremely con-
fidential; but in the present case the cir-
cumstances are differcat. I will call Mr,
Bailey, who has been sent down from
head office to take over Mr, Crow's
keys.” % .

A few minutes later the four men
entered the strong-room, with Tinker fol-
lowing close behind.  The manager
pointed to a black deed-box lying in the
corner with a number of others.

“That is Mr. Turner’s box,” he said.

The detective gave a rapid glance as
the box, but he did not attempt to
examine it closely. He had asked to see
it for a definite reason; lie was going to
test a certain theory that he had hastily
formed. He took a little phial of
French chalk from hus pocket, and, kneol:
ing down by the box, hegan to powder
the lid. The black japanned metal was
an excellent medium for his purpose; a
variety of impressions showed up on it
quite distinctly. Presently the detective

roze to his feef,
Y. J—Ne. 850.
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i “T am going to send my assistant along
1o fetch a photographer, Mr. Curson,” he
said,  “In the meantime, I want that
box to remain undisturbed.”

“Very well, Mr. Blake. Tt is just as
wou wish. T haven’t the faintest notion
of W;%;atv you are doing ; it is quite beyond
me.” -

“I will explain everything by-and-by,
Mr. Curson,” said detective; “‘but
until the photagrapher arrives I can do
nothing. [ will sit down and wait in
your room if you don’t mind.”

They locked the strong-room behind

them again, and Tinker immediately
departed on his errand. Inspector
MacDonald was now very subdued.

Although he had no idea of what Blake
was up to, the detective’s calm assurance
somewhat staggered him.

“Well, T must be going, Mr .Blake,”
he said, trying to speak in a castal sort
of way. “ You might let me know if you
find out anything very startling.”

- Very well, inspector,” said Blake
cheerfully. “1'll let you know all right.”

About an hour later Tinker arrived
with the photographer. They went into
the strong-room again, and in about five
minutes the photograph was taken.

“1 want you to send me a proof round

s soon as possible,” said the detective.
“*When is the earliest T can have it?”

“You shall have it some time this
afternoon, sir,” said the man.

“Thanks very much,” said Blake.
*That'll do nicely.” =

The .man picked up his camera and
hurried off.

“There is only one other thing that I
require, = Mr. Curson,” . said Blake,
“before I go. That is, the address of
Mr. Marcus Turner.”

“T will give you -that, Mr. Blake, in
confidence, of course. But I am rather
mystified. Do you think that Mr.
Turner is implicated in any way in this
robbery 777 -

“All in goed time,
laughed the detective. I can’t tell you
anything now. . But divectly I bhave
proved my theory is correct, you shall
know all about it. In the meantime, if
Mr. Turner should come in again, T am
trusting that you will tell him nothing of
what has occurred. T have brushed off
the powder from the lid of his deed-box
so that he will find nothing suspicious
there.”

“Very good, My. Blake. The address

_Mr. Turner gave was somewhere in the
Temple, I think. Juszt onc moment. I
will look it up.”

Having written down the address,
Blake and his assistant left the bank.

who left that criss-shaped im-

T
pression  on Mr. Vrynot’s

pocket-case and also on the ledge of the
drawer in his room.”

It was about five o’clock that same day.
The photograpber had delivered the
proof of the photograph about half an
hour previously, and since that time
Sexton Blake had been examining it
under the high-powered microscope.
Tinker stood by the desk, deeply in-
terested in his master's movements.

“Is. that a dead cert, guv’nor?” he
asked.

“ An absolute cert, Tinker. There are

- two distinet impressions of the palms of
the hands on opposite sides of the top;
those are precisely the two positions in
which the owner would place his hands

. in lifting the box.
shape of the ‘pores of the skin are

U, J.—No. 850. :
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Mr. Curson!”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
. An Exciting Chases.
HE man who handled this deed-

box, Tinker, is the same man|

The number, size, and

identical with the impressions left on the
pocket-book and the drawer. There is
not a shadow of doubt that they were
cansed by the same man.”

“And who do you think he i,
guv’'nor?” :

“Dr. Nicola Deschamps, alias Marcus
Tarner !’

“Really I exclaimed Tinker excitedly.
“ And what’s our next move, guv’nor?’”’

“We're going to pay a visit to Mr.
Marcus Turner,”” said Blake. “But first
of all 'm going to get on to Seotland
Yard and ask them to send along
Detective-Inspector MacDonald with a
warrant for his arrest for: complicity in
the theft of the Romancff necklace.”

Tinker’s eyes glowed with satisfaction
as he watched his master pick up the
receiver and get through to Scotland
Yard.
what bhe wanted, and in a few minutes he
had fixed up everything. Five minutes
later they left Baker Street together and
got on a 'bus that was making for Fleet
Street. -

They found Inspector MacDonald wait-
ing for them at the corner of Chancery
Lane. He came hurrying across the road
directly he saw the detective and his
assistant approaching.

“I'm afraid I spoke too hastily this
morning, Mr. Blake,” he said apologetic-
ally. “I can only congratulate you on
your cleverness. How you find these
things out absolutely beats me.”

“That's all right, MacDonald,” said
the detective, in a friendly tone. “I-had
more evidence to base my suspicions on
than you did. But our job now is to get
hold of Mr, Marcus Turner. I shouldn’t
be surprised if we find the necklace in his
room. But we must be careful and see
he doesn’t play any nasty tricks. He's a
tough customer to deal with, This is the
way, through the arch over there.”

The three of them crossed the road and
passed into the Temple. After a little
searching among the deserted courts,
they found the block of chambers for
which they were seeking.

They went up the winding staircase to
the top floor. There were four rooms
there, and there were name-plates on
three of them. The door of the fourth
room was blank.

“This is no doubt the room,” mut-
tered Blake. ‘At any rate, there’s no
harm in trying. You two had better
keep close to me; don’t give him a
chance to handle anything.”

The detective gently rapped on the
door and waited. There was no response.
He tried the handle; it wvas locked,

He took out a bunch of skeleton-keys,
and, after a few moments’ fumbling with
the lock, the door swung open, and they
ail three entered. The room was very
scantily furnished, and evidently the
owner had not had time yet to complete
his arrangements.

“ Not many places to hide anything
here, inspector,” said Blake. “How-
ever, while I'm running over this desk,
you might have a look in that cupboard.
He might by chance have concealed the
necklace in the room.” :

Blake and Tinker soon had the drawers
open of the desk. But, although they
explored every crevice and nook, nothing
of importance came to light They
pulled the desk away from the wall, and
tapped the back to see if there was any
secret recess, but it all sounded solid
cnough. At length Blake turned to
Inspector MacDonald.

-““No luck?"” he asked. ? :

“No, nothing in thiz cupboard, Mr.
Blake, nor in the table-drawer. There’s
nowhere else to look, as far as I can
make out, unless he’s put the necklace
| up the c¢himney.” =
~ “That’s certainly not

improbable ;”

Blake did not take long to explain |

said “We'll have a look, at any
rate.

He crossed over to the fireplace, and,
kneeling down in front of it, pushed up
the trap. Tinker and the inspector stood
looking down at him. Then suddenly a
voice spoke at the door:

“To whom am I mdebied
honour?”

At-the sound of that famili
voice Blake sprang to T
Tinker and the Scotland Yard
quickly round. At the door
heavily-built man, who stood
a5 his unexpected visitors,
pleasant smile on his sinister face.

For the moment Blake was
The thought flashed across
he had made a mistake.
it was only a momenta
sion ; there was no mistak:
angular face, with the broad, mas
forehead and dark, shaggy evebrows.
was Dr. Nicola Deschamps—n
short, grizzly beard and thick m
And Blake knew then that he had |
right—Marcus Turner was =
than Dr¢ Deschamps.

The criminal scientist stood wi
one hand concealed behind kb
glancing quickly from one to &
of his visitors, with a threatening
in his eyes.

“You seem surprised to see
said, “and not very pleased.
to inform you that the disple
mutual.” :

At that moment Ispector BMacD
who had pow recovered from h
start of surprise, stepped forward, a¢
same time dragging the braeelets
his pocket.

“ Look
warningly.

But the w g came too lat
a. swift movement Dr. Deschani;
his left arm from behind b 8
his right hand closed over his
Something shiny glittered in his fin
there followed. a faint hiss, and the n
moment he had fled from the rosm,
banged the door behind him.

With an  inarticulate ery, Blake
plunged at the door, clesing his mouth
tightly so as not to inhale the air of the
roormn. He tugged at the handle, but the

Blake.
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for this

out,

door was locked from without.” The de-
tective swung rounds already his two
companions were leaning  listlessly

against the wall. He rushed fo the other
side of the room and dragged at the
windows te open them. Then he, too,
crumpled up hmply, and was silent.

The deadly somnifex had done its
work, These three men, who but a
moment ago had been fully alive and
alert, were now leaning against the wall
of the room, silent and insensible, to all
intents and purposes dead to the world,
plunged into that trance-like sleep from
which nothing would wake them for
nearly an hour.

Sexton Blake suddenly straightened
himself and stared idly around. For a
second or two everything was confused
and blurred, then immediately 1t all
became clear to him. He was in the
room in the Temple; he had heen search-
ing for the stolen necklace; the criminal

" doctor had just fled from the room. He

remembered his own frantic rush af the
door to drag it open. . -
Yet, although it seemed but a moment
ago since that dramatic event had oe-
curred, he knew that nearly an hour
must have elapsed. He did not peed to

{ look at bis watch to assure him of thai;

he was quite certain that such was the
case. The doctor had eseaped, and ha =
had had nearly an hour’s start. : =
The air still seemed heavy and lifcless,
He drew back: the catch of the window
and pushed it up, then, striding across
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to the door, flung it wide open. The
vool current of air that blew through
quickly dispelled all traces of the deadly
somnifex, Blake turned his attention to
his companions,

Tinker had already recovered from the
cliects of the gas; he wag staring at his
master, with a bewildered expression on
his face. The detective strode over to
the Scotland Yard man and grabbed him
by the shoulder and shook him roughly.

“ Wake MacDonald £’ he shoutéed
in his ¢a “Pull yourself together]

man t?

For a monient the inspector gaped at
Blake in perplexity, then abruptly every-
thing rushed back to his mind. Before
Blake could restrain him he had made
2 wild dash at the door.

“Come on!” he shouted excitediy.
“We mustnt let him escape; he can't
haxe got very far!?
*Don’t be a fool, man!"? shouted the

tive;, rushing  after him. *“You
won't catch him up; he’s gone a long
time ago !”

2

)

aspector was already half way
lown the stairs, and even if he h#d heard
e's words he-did not understand
He was quite eertain in his own
ind that the man he had come to arvest
ad only just eluded him, and that there
ras vef time to prevent his escape. He
rushed madly through the dark courts,
with the detective and his assistant in
hot pursuit.

‘they caught him up at the entrance

o Fleet Street. The inspector was
andinig in the middle of the pavement,
: g

ucing to and fro, with a puzzled look

on his face. IHe turned to Blake as the
latter darted towards him.

“Can’t quite get the hang of this!”
Le said. “I wonder which way he went?
He can’t have oot very far.’

Blake could hardly repress a smile, in
spite of his anxiety, the delusion from
which the inspector wasesuffering was
£0 genuine.

“My good man,” he said, “the fellow’s
had nearly an hour's start. It’s quite
useless your trying to catch him up; he
may be twenty miles off by this time!”

Inspector MacDonald darted a curious
look at Blake, as it he thought he had
suddenly taken leave of his senses.

“What on carth are you talking
about, Mr. Blake?” he asked. “TEm

looking ‘for the chap that bunked from
us just now up in that room.”

“And so am I, MacDonald !

“Well, he couldn’t have heen more
than a dozen yards in front of me, could
hed”

“Eastly, inspector!
before, he may have
by this time.”

The inspector
glance at Blake,

“Oh, don’t play the focl!” he said
uritably. “We haven’t got any time to
waste in ioking I’ @

“I'm not joking,
Blake quietly.
time is?

In fact. as T said
got twenty miles
curious

took another

MacDonald,” said
“What do you think the
Don’t look at your watch.”
Don’t understand why vou ask such
silly questions, Blake. It's about six
o’clock, of course.””

“ Lool at that clock aver the way.”

JACK I ibragrs!

The inspector glanced rapidly across
the road, and gave a stayt of surprise.

“Pah!” he muttered, feeling nervously
in his pocket. ““‘It’s wrong! Nearly an
hour fast ! - :

“By Jove!” he exclaimed the nexs
moment, staring down in confusion ab
his watch.  “It seems correct. - Seven
o'clock! Well, I'm jiggered i

Blake gave a dry little chuckle. -

“You've been caught napping, ingpec-
tor,” he said. . *‘You've been asleep for
an hour, and in the meantime our bird
has flown. We'll jump into this taxi and
drive to Bond Street.. The Royal Hotel
may give us some information. Come
on, Tinker!”

All three leapt into the ear, ~which
jerked forward and sped swiftly up the
Strand.  Blake did not expect for a
moment that he would find the doctor at
the hotel, but there was the faint possi-
bility that he had gone there dirvectly
after leaving the Temple in order to pick
up one or two things. In that case, it
might be possible to discover where he
was making for. .

His surmiises proved correct.  Tpon
making inquiries at the hotel he was
informed that Dr. Déschamps had left
hurriedly about half an hour or more
ago.  The cletk at the hooking-office
could not say where he was off to, Blake,
therefore, sought out the hall-porter.

“Why, do you mean that tall gentle-
man with the beard and black, twisted
eyebrows, sir—the same gentleman that
gave a lecture at the institute next door
about a week ago?” asked the porter.

“That’s the ma aid Blake.

i1,
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- He went about half an hour ago; sir.
Seemed in a great hurry. Asked me if
there was a train to Dover. I gave him
thie time-table. Don’t know if he was
goitig there or not, but he went off with
his ban a few mmutes later. I got him a
taxi, and told tho driver to take him to
('haung Cross.”

Blake glanced at his watch, slipped a
coin into the man’s hand, and rushed
out of the hotel, leaving the porter gaz-
ing after him in bewilderment.

The taxi was still outside, with 'Iml\er

and the inspector inside. They
thou"ht it better that Blake only should
show himself so as not to arouse
511\!)1(1011;.

“ Charing Cross in five minutes!” said
Blaks bxeath]essly, thrusting a note into
the dn‘fer s hand. ‘ Another one if you
do it 1”

The cab shot forward before Blake
could clamber inside; the driver was evi-
dently going to make a good bid for that
axtra pound-note. Tinker caught hold of
his master, and, dmggmg him inside,
banged the door behind h

“He’s catthmg the boat train from
Charing Cross,” said the detective. “It’s
about fen to one if we can get there in

time. Each man look after himself, and
get on it if he can. Understand?”’

fiis, two companions nodded an
_affirmative.

“He was wearing a beard again when
he left the hotel,” continued Blake.
“ He may bave taken it off after leaving;
bur you know what to look for.”

The cab skidded round a bend, and
began to slow down; they were entering
the station.

“* Meet on the tvam, ” said Blake fling-
open the door, and spungmg out
chile the cab was still moving.

“Stout effort!” he shouted to the
(Li\et thrusting the other note into the
man’s hand.

Then he turned and fled across the
pavement, and up past the booking-
office. Tinker and the inspector were a
little in front. The three of them raced
iowards the platform in the form of a
triangle.  The usual crowd of people
which was hanging about ths platferm
scatteved in all directions, and left them
a clear path.

The ticket-collector was just closing the
He glanced up, and saw tife
They were

barrier.
three men ra weing at him.
only a dozen yards off.
“Too late!” he, shouted, and hastily
slammed the gate.
But it was the ticket-collector who was
o late. Before he could lock it, Tinker
lhe -ins pentor s shoulders came crash-
ainst the door. It shot back like
ca apult hurling the man about a dozen
ravds away. The next instant Blake was
hrough.
The train was just on the move. Al
ready it was half-way down the platform,
and gathering speed every moment.
Blake was-conscious only of a confusion
of angry shouts, of two figures that sped
along beside him like phantom shadows,
and of a rear light of a carriage that
seemed to get nearer and nearer to him.
The next moment he was standmg on
the footboard of the quickly-moving train,
mepm'r the handle of a carriage door,
and breathing in short, pau\ful gasps.
The inspector and Tinker had also suc-
ceeded in boarding the train. The Scot-
tand Yard man had blundered into a
{irst-class compartment, much to the
amazement of his fellow passengers, who
st na‘(lno at their unexpected visitor as
if they Tesented his unwarranted in-

to

g
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trusion. ~ He sank into a and lay
there gasping for breath,

Presently he sat up, and began to take
note of the other oceupants of the car-
riage.
who was sitting in the opposite corner,
He gave a half-start of recognition.
Could it be the man for whose arrest
he held a warrant in his pocket? W hen
he had last seen him a few hom‘- ago in
the Temple he had heen clean-shaven;
now he was wearing a short, guz-'led
beard. But Blake had warned him about
that. He had said that possibly he
might be so disguised.

The inspector scrutinised him cavefully,
and at that moment he became aware
that the interest was mutual. The
stranger was glaring at h1m with a
sinister look in his dark, piercing eyes.
For a moment or two neither man shifted
his gaze; then Inspector MacDonald
leant suddenly forward, and, reaching out

seat,

kis arm, made a grab at the other
beard. The thing came away in hls
hand.

With an angry snarl the stranger

sprang to his feet, and closed with the
inspector. For a few seconds the two
men grappled together, while the other
occupants of the carriage raised startled
exclamations of alarm.  Then, with
powerful effort, the stranger flung off his
assailant. He made hastily for thé door,
and as he did so his hand went swiftly
to his inside pocket. For a fraction of
a second something glinted in the light;
the next moment the door had slammed
behind him.

The Scotland Yard man staggered for-
ward two paces. then sank down on the
seat.  He did not notice that he was
half-sitting on the legs of another man;
and the other man made no protest.
The occupants of the carriage had all
been plunged in that deadly torpor.

Meanwhile, Blake had somewhat recov-
ered from that wild dash down the plat-
form. He found himself in a third-class
carriage which was fall of pecople, who
were staring at him curiously.

He opened the door on the other side
of the carrlage, and stepped out into the
corridor. The train was now rushing
swiftly through the night, and he had to

hold on to the side in order to steady

himself. He turned'to the right and
began moving along, glancing i each
compartment as he paksed by.

The door of the fourth compartment
opened as he was approaching it, and
the next moment he eame face to face
with his young assistant.

“By gum, guv'nor,” said Tinker, still
puffing xiolently. “that was some
marathon !’

“You're right, there, Tinker!” replied
the detective. “I've got a frightful
stitch in my ':ide. » But we did it all
right. Wheve's the inspector?”’

“He's fuuher up, I think, guv’nor.
In one of the first-class compartments.”
“Let’s see if we can find him!”
They continued their way along the
corridor until they came to the first-class
section. Pteaenﬂv Blake paused outside
oue of the compartments, and stood star-
ing through the windosy. There were
four or five people inside, but none of
them moved; they all appeared to be
asleep. The windows were shut tightly,

and the carriage was hushed in silence.

“Why,” said Tinker suddenly, “that’s
the inspector sitting across that chap's
lap! “}‘at on earth’s the matter with
hlm
H~ caught hold of the handle to drag
open the dooz, but Bldke stayed himn with
gesture.

»

Then his eyes rested on the man

“Don't open it, Tinker!" ha whispered
hoarsely. “Took! Do you see that falsa
beard lymg on the floor near the epposiie
door?’

“Phew'" muttered Tin! I\e' staring
through the glass. “What do you think
has happened, guv’nor?

¢ Maclionald must have st tumbled right
across this fellow Deschamp said the
detective, “There's not the slightest
doubt about, that, Tinker. ~Hs must
have recognised him, in spita of the
beard, and tried to arrest him. And
that’s the result. The doctor discharged
some of that stuff. They’re all gquite dead
to the world for the next hour.”

He dragged his young assistant away,
at the same time stlﬁmg a yawn.

“Leep clear of it, Tinker!” he mut-
tered. *‘The stuff's pelcolatmg thtouaie
the« door. I'm feeling sleepy alrveady.’

“But this chap must be on the train
somewhere, then, guv'nor?’’

¢ Exactly, Tinker! And we’ve got to
get hold of him—and pretty soon, too.
He'll no doubt attempt to make his
escape at the next stop, while the in-
spector®s still under the mfluence of that
infernal stuff.”

They made their way stealthily up the
corridor, peeping in at each compart-
ment as they went along. Suddenly the
detective motioned fo his assistant to
stop, and drew back himself against
partition,

l(H ,‘

in there—and all alora, too.
Tinker,” he whispered. "It\ n
never! We muai take him by surp
so that he doesn’t get a chance to t
that devilish stuff. Keep as close to
as you can. Ready?”

Bluke stooped down and approached
the compartment ag: His head was
now below the windows, so that he coul:i
not be seen from inside. He caught hold
of the haudle and gently furned it, theu

7w

sprang to his feet, and flung himself
ms;d_e‘
With a furious oath the doctor jumped

rom h!» seat ; but Blake was already o:t
,nm. and heo wen staggeuna to the floor,
with the detective’s arms gripping hirm

like a vice The two men struggled
f i , while Tinker
i ; but the ~pa"~'
was too ow for him to give muck

help.

The doctor was a powerful man, and
might have been a match for the detec-
tive under ordinary conditions, but Blaks:
had taken him at a d:sndvantage and
now he had his kuee on his chest. Both
men were panting from their efforts, and
the doctor glared up into Blake's o
malevolently. Then suddenly iamethmw
cracked under Blake’s knee, something
that sounded like a glass phial.

The doctor heard it, too, his mouth
closed like a trap, and he made ono last
desperdte effort to throw off the detec-
tive. This time he succeeded. Blaks
had realised too late what he had done,
the deadly somnifex was already numb-
ing his senses. As if in a dream the
detective grasped the bandle of the docu
and gave it a tumi. The wind caught
it and flung it wide open, and a gu.‘st of
fresh air blew in upon them.

Biake staggered to his feet, and grap-
pled again with his enemy. He was only
ragitely cons 1ou~ of whuf he was doing.
ned as if his mind were on the
ne between consciousness and in-
sility. There were blank spaces in
his memory. The dector was also 1 the
same plight. He had been forced to
open his mouth. The fwo men were
swaying to aud fro, locked in ea(‘h other's
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But the strong ewrrent of air from the
open door soon made itself felt; under
its influexice the two men quickly revived.
The fight waxed more furious every
moment, and every moment brought
them nearer and ncaver the brink of the
_door. = :

Suddeniy Blake's adversary seemed to
stamble back. With a hearse cry his
fingers fastened themselves on Blake’s
clothes, and the detective felt himself
jerked forward. He made a frantic
clutch at the door to save hims

was a tremendous wrench at his coat, and
a tearing sound as the cloth gave way.

Then he found himself hanging from the
deor by his hands, and being swayed
violently from one side to the other.
For a moment he hung there suspended
above the ground ‘that rushed by be-
neath him in the darkness. Then, after
a perilons few seconds, he managed, with
Tivker's assistance, to climb back ito

the carriage again.

E
I furious fight that had taken place in

the boat-train.  The body of Dr.

"~ -Nicola Deschamps had been dis-
covered Iying acress the permanent-way,
and he had been hurried off to the in-
tirmary.  But, although he was still
alive, he had sustained very serious in-
jurites, and little hopes were entertained
of his recovery. He had not yet re-
gained consciousness, and there was net
much chance that he ever would.

But the thing that was puzzling Blake
was the whereabouts of the Romanoft
necklace. It could not be found in the
portmantesu which Dr. Deschamps had
with him on the wrain, neither was it
any of the unconscious man’s pockets.
That moming Blake and Inspector
- MacDonald had made a thorough search
of the room at the Royal Hotel, and had
again paid a visit te the Temple. But
without result. Not the slightest trace
of the necklace could be discovered.

Tt was while he was having a hasty
lunch with: his assistant and the Scotland
Yerd ntan that a possible solution of the
mystery occurred to the detective. He
satd nothing about it at the time, but
waited umtil  his  companions had
finished their meal

“Well, what’s our next move, Mr.
Blake?” asked MacDonald presently.
“Seems te me that our only hope is m
this chap eoming round and ewning up
to the theft.”

Ceonclusion.
wwas the morning follewing the
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“ Afraid there’s small chance of that,
inspector,” said the detective, “but we
haven’t “exhaunsted all possible “hiding-
places vet. If you're ready we'll go
 along to Goyle’s Bank.”

“To Goyle’s Bank?” echoed Inspector
MacDeonald. “Buat surely you don’t
expect to find the necklace there, de
you?”

“T don't expect to find anything,” said

lake, “but I've got a sudden netion,
- and 1 want to put it te the test.”

L The Scotland Yard man shrugged his
shoulders and got up, and together they
made their way to Piccadily.

‘They found the manager 1n his office,
and Blake explained the eveuts that had
- talen place sinee he had last seen him.
And the necklace has clean vanished,
My. Blake?” asked the manager anxi-
ously, when the detective had finished
speaking. :

‘“We arve certainly puzzled as to its
whereabouts at the present moment, Mr.
Curson,” admitted the detective, “but T
think we are bound to recovey it soomer
or later. Hewever, I want you to take
| mie into the strong-room again. I shoula
like to have another look at that deed-
bex, if you don't mind.”

“Not at all, Mr. Blake!
the other set of keys.”

A few minutes later they entered the
strong-room from which they had been
where Blake had list seen it. He picked

I will get

rattled.

“T am going to open this with a

skeleton-key, Mp. Curson,” he said.
L “Have vou any objectior *”
“Under ordinary circumstances, of

course, 1 should not entertain the idez
for a moment. Our clients’ deed-boxes
are strictly private, and I would never
tamper with them. But I see no harm
in this case, especially as a representative
of Seotland Yavd is present.”

“Very well!” said Blake quietly; and,
taking his keys from his pocket, he undid
the deed-box.

“Do you recoghnise this, Mr. Curson?”
he asked, taking out a leather cuse and
handing it to the manager.

The manager took one glance at the
object and uttered an exclamation of
bewilderment.

“7It’s the Romanoft necklace!” he said
hoarsely, as with trembling fingers he
unfastened the case and stared in delight
at the iridescent gems. “How in the
name of geodness could they have got

inside there, Blake?”

£
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 found a safer hiding-place,” he said-

 looking for the stolen jewels in the very

| 1esS.

it up and shook it, so that the contents |

el Fol o
The detective gave a chuckle of sai:«is-,‘;

faction E . :
“Mr. Marcus Tarner couldn’t hav

“Whe on earth weuld have thought of

strong-reem from which they had bee;
stolen? After the police had given up
the search, and the whele matter had
blown over, Mr. Turner had only to'

- come and get his deed-box from his

bankers, and no one would have been
the wiser. I must confess that T have a
great admiration for Mr. Furner’s clevers
He's certainly no ordinary eroole
v, 'm afraid he won't trouble us

Howe
agaiw.”

Sexton Blake was richt. Mr. Marcus
TFurner;, alias Dv. Nicola Deschamps, did
net trouble them again. = He never re-
covered from his injuries, and died that
same day without regaining conseious-
ness. And with him perished the secret
of the mysterious gas called sommnifex.

Blake heard of his death with a feelitig
of regret. It seemed a great pity to
him that so gifted a man showld have-
used his brains to such a base end. The
discovery that he had made would have
benefited mankind, and yet he preferred
to employ it for his own unscrupulous
self-secking. Doubtless. however, the
time Jds not far distant when some other =
distinguished scientist will rediscover the
secret that Dr. Deschamps carried to his
grave, It is to be hoped that he will
then put it to more worthier motives.

A few evenings later Sexton Blake
paid-another visit to the Royal Fustitute
of Scienee by special request of the com-
mittee. There be gave a full explana-
tion of the mysterious happenings thaf
had oecurred, and was congratulated on
his cleverness and his faculty of reason-
ing things out. But the general publie
knew nething of the affair at the insti-
tute, and the accounts that appeaved mn
the papers of the bawk robbery and the
recovery of the necklace gave ne indica-
tion as to hew the robbery had been’

| effected.

_ Indeed, ‘it is rather doubtful if Mr.
Crow, the trusted aceountant of Goyle's
Bank, has any clear idea as to how
three-quarters of an hour could have
elapsed without his knowing anything
about it, although fer weeks after he
and the manager discussed the problem
at every conceivable mement.
THE END.
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-and make extra pocket -money by using
fTﬂE PETIT ft PLEX" DUPLICATOR. -

. Makes pleasing numerous copies of I\OTE
PAPER HEADINGS, BIRI\'Ebb CARDS,
SPORTS TIXTURE CARDS, SCORING

. CARDS, PL\N& SCHOOL PUBLICATIONS,
- DR &WI\G‘* MAPS, MUSIC,

D, PLOGPA’\’[MLQ’ NOTICES, etc:, m.

;oa mnetv of pretty colours. . Send for one _
TO-DAY. . Price 6/6 complete with all sup-
"plxes Forelgn orders, 1/6 extfa—- ke

__B PODMORE & Co., Desk . UJ., Southpoﬂ.
Aud ab 6‘ 69, (‘hamely L'me, London \\ C v

BLugH"‘c This miserable complaint permanently ocured, elther “sex.

Simple Home 'I‘rcwment Particulars free. Enclose stamp
_ postage —MR. J. ROSE HIJ (Spec!ahst), 50 Boyal Arcade, Weeton
super-Mare. (Tast!momdls daify.) =

- “REGO” MODEL AEROPLANES.
"ARE THE BEST.

-Flies 200 yard%. “Fully Hlus-

Nend 6 for Mamp};\ Medel.

“REC(‘ > ‘110, - Old Street,” Londen, - E Cl

PHOTO POSTCARDS 173 Aoz, 12 by 10 E\LAPGE’\IF’\I’[S 8d,
JALSO CHEAP PHOTO MAT ERIAL, - CATALOGUE 'AND SA‘\‘I‘LES
FREE. - HACKETTS, JULY ROAD LIVERPOOL.

BOXING GLOVES 7/6

per set oi four: (with lace- -up palm, 12/6), Tan Caps. Best, 16/6. Footballs,
mateh size, 12/8 ‘and 14/6. Money returned if not satisfied. Posmge 6d.
on all,—TOM CARPENTER, 69, -Morecambe Street, Waiworth, 8.E. 1 S

: HOME GCINEMATOGRAPH MACHINE..

~ of INSTROCTIONS and DIAGEAM (Reg. No. 666"45)
~ BRITISHSCOPE, 235, HIGH HOLBORN, LON,DON’

se- 5;’ gﬂmﬁ@/ Monthly. =

’0\ erc Boobs Sho ,'umtm, Raincoats, Trench Coats, (ostumcs

and-Win! clJA)a.tS «Yeracity.Pocket and Wrist Watches. . ngs,
Jewellery, &o.,on easy terms. 30/-worth 5/- monthly: 60/-worth 18/~
monthly ¢ (‘A’IALO“ UE FRER, l‘oxewn applications an(Cd :

ASTERS Ltd., 6 Hope Stores, RYE. _ Estd. 1869,

How
home!

to ~mako one At
Complete BOOK

POSI FREE, 2/6.—

PARE YOU SHORT?

If so let me Gifvan System Help you $o fncreass .
r height. Mr, Briggs reports:an increase of
5 inch .Driver E, F._ 3 inches; Mr Ratcliffe 4
inches; -Miss “Déavies 33 ’incha r.! Lindon 3
inches; Mr. Ketley 4 inches; Mlss Leeodell 4
inches. "This syste. requires only ten minutes
morhing and evening, and greatiy improves tha-
health, phvslque, and carriage. No appliance
or drugs Send 3 penny stamps for further par-
ticulars t\ml £100 Guarantee 10 Enguiry Dept.
A.M_P. 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4.

" CUT THIS OUT

Valie 2d

#Union Jack.. PEN COUPON

Send this tcd;or wnh P.O. for only B/- direct to the I‘icwt .Pzn,(;a 2
119, Fleet Londoun, EG. 4. lu return you will recelve e} a
spleadid m tade 14ct. Gold Nibbed Fléet Fountain Pen 6,

YO save 12 her coupons, each will count as 2d. off the price; 50 ¥

send 1. ¥ Whether you wanf a fine, n edium, or broad -

cupors atid only 8/~
nh This sreat offe 13
JAcC 'S, . (Foreign postage extra) Sa
p&m‘} Satetv Moﬂel 2/- exnt

to- mnoduce w%hmnus Eleer Pag fo UNION
?‘an‘\‘izon Bluaranteed- —or Cank. .

SHORT. §-

= hated Gamkwue eﬁ Aexop]énes andl Parbs, 1/-, Posb 1 1ee. N

SHORT MEN AND WOMEN

are often ignored and looked down upon.. Tall people
receive favourable consideration  and  abtention ia
every walk of life. By my easy, scientific, and safe
method you can grow several inches- t,alle}: “Many -
people have added 1}in, to 4in. to their height by
My System. - Write at once for FR]«.E partlculars,
mentlonmv Laion Jaw

Address' lnqulry N " Dept.,, 51, Church Streu, :
South Shore, Blackpool

from neno‘us worried feelings, lack -
IF YOU SUFFER of energy, self- mnﬁden\,e will-powes,
mind comfntmtion or feel awkward
in the pxesence of othen s, send at osee 3 penny stn.mpn for pazncular:. of the MemtG- -
" Nerve &'reu;themng ’.heatmsnt —GODFRY ELLIOTT -SMITH, Ltd,, 527, Imperisl
Inml ings, L dgdtc Circus, L(Sndc\n EC4. | - ¥ — - 2

80MAGICTRICKS, 1 e

“free,~1/-.—T, W - HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Road, London, N1,

DAY.

Free Catalogus §
Post Free.

U(i.attmeﬁte

et 2 .
Don t Mz(;'fhis'
3 PAIN'S
Presents
Honse,
Dept. 214,
Hastings,
(Eslabd, 1389.)

SEVERAL INCHES
without appliancas
Frice 7/6, complete, - Partienlars 13d. stai

INCREASE YCUR HEICHT

Eoss System never fails, <
s P, ROSS, 16, LANGDAI-E ROAD, SGARBOROUGH. 13

7/6

VENTRILOQUlSM Learn this wonderfai and. Iaughahle Art. Failnre ©
* impossible’ with our book of easy.instructions and .

amusing dialogues.  Only 7d., “post free. .Hundreds delighted. Forty Card

Tricks, 7d.—IDEAL PUBLIQHTNG COMPANY, Clevedon,” Somerset. 3

NERVOUSNE SS

if you are mervous in compﬂnv, if you reddcn up when
spoken to by skmngels or superiors, if your bashfulness
13 causing you to miss golden opportumtles in social or :
/business life, here is a message of hope, a guarantee of
cure complete and permanent. By My System of Treat-
ment you tan guite certainly be cured in one week and in
.your own home. My Systemgives yon pelfoct neryé control
and self-confidende, 1t you: Ruﬁer fron: Nervousness, Tim- |
idity, or Heart \Veakness, write now for full particulars of
My System of Private Home Treatment. Senb FREE
privately if you mention Tnion Jack. . . s

. Address, Spemallst 12, All Sajuts. ﬁaad St. Anne’s-cn-Sea,

LI EL : . O
ggg Al applications for* Advertisement HD%
OOE ] Spacz in this publication should be Ml
Egg addressed  to the Advertisement gg%
EEE, : Mrmager UNION - JACK SERIES, - | mHn
EE}ILII The Flectway Heuss, Farrinzdon Egg .
: Egg P :‘Street,hE,C TE e e A




