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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The New Broom.
UKE STO\\ N ! Dukestown!
change for Dukestown!”

“Thank Pm\ idence . for
that{”
\nmbcn and frozen, Sexton Blake

‘s:;nvm to his ;ed,

cok down his suit-case.

\C\M‘ had IJP
and miserable journey.
stock these few
srace to civilisation.
hurrying forward at &
passenger, was burs
almost merely trying to turn ’rhe door-
h.mdio

cndured such an Avctic

miles were a dis-
A 1'111\\&\ poliez

r | have known better.
1 plod at least, and the sniow was coming on

fol(ml his vug, and

Line and rolling

¢ Anything in the van, sir?”’ he panted |

when he had \\1onclu_d the thing open at
last. ‘“Any luagago’
“Luggage!” snapped Sexton Blake.
“No; the only kind of Ingeage one ought

1o bring on a line Hke this is an old

eoke-pail or a baked potato can. Tt’s
perfec ﬂy scandalous!” he continued |
fiercely. **“ Snow six inches deep and cold

enoug tu freeze the éars of a brass
monkeéy; vet not a footwarmer, even, all
the way up from the junction.  You
ought to get ten wals, atl ‘of you, for
anemmed murder!

The porter looked both startled and

- erestfallen.
“Borry sin,” lie apologised.  “No fault
of mine, T assure you! TFact is, Dukes- |
town bemg a station for the prison

mostly, the management reckons as moyc
as uses it 1is con\wtc and treats ‘em’
aceording.” =

“What?” i
“W’ell, that’s what it comes to, doir’'t
Jt 7’7 explained the porter hastily. Still

p’t'aps now we've got this.noo goviner

up hiere he’ll eet things altered.  Not

for the likes of you so much as

precious prisoners 1** he concluded.
SORTE

~lie was the invited guest of this same
“Governor of H. M. Prison, ng«moor
be decided not to induire further.

- To the porter’s offer fo carry his bag
fu} hini he replic acutt N,

}mmnmg it self, he pas<ed

station an& oub on to the

H’mu.

g

his

| be ‘a beauty spot in summer,
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SEXTON BLAKE Turns
= Crackgman.
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7. Hc rogretted his hasty vefusal before

he was through. It was not as if this |
was the first time he had visited the
famous convict prison, and he ought %o
He had a mile to

again thicker th'1~r ever.
1 up through the

prisor.
The grim
1 and exposed amid the decpest wilds of

grey building lies isolated

The latter may
no_doubt,
but in midwinter, and on wu night like

the famous Kingsmoor.

4 this, is only to be equalled by the North

Pole,

again In
his numbed arieries. He drew within
the shelter of the high prison wall at
last, and so on past the great granite
gateway, where a Civil Guard challenged
him, to the lamplit front door of the
Governor’s houge.

As the porter had reminded him, there
had been a recent change in the com-
mand of this, the most mteres’cmg and
certainly the most romantic of British
conviet prisous.

Sexton Blake’s dld friend, the stern
yet ‘genial Major Brandhurst, had

ston, lately Governor of Dedding Gaol,
reigred in hxs stead.

Of the “wew broom” the detecti ive
knew nothmg except ordinary gossip.
He had been f«tuprlsr\d thercfore, when,
two days before, he had receiv od-a letter
from the colonel, couched in the ‘most
friendly terms; bengmo him as a pér-
sonal favour to come down and visit him.

He had a matter in which he was very
advice.  Likewise, ‘he

That was all.
tion what the nature of the problem was.
Sexton

“’h*”vnh

him fmthei excuse for mgu,t

¢ Illustrated by -

ggovovevo S

“k@stmvr‘ &" 5

- Btill, Sexton Blake was ’tongh and the |
gbloorl was beginning to_stir

‘cell-blocks ?

\e(’ently vetired, and now a Lolonol Pin-.

deceply interested, he said, in which lie
| wanted Blake’s
L hoped, his practical "assistance.
_ Sexton Blake wondered what the fellow | )

ycant by that. But as it happened that.|
Blake at first thought of writing

for more information. Then, recollecting
that, after all. he really was not frantic-
al ly'{ for the - monient, he decided to'

| was not depre“atmg Brandhurs
It “as as |ve
- bwarm as the _,emno}, had pw\'ed xcy

- HARRY LANE.
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“Come in! T am proud to meéet yeu,
Mr. Blake. So good of you to take such
trouble, and so promptly In the days
of my predecessor, 1 undc‘hstax d, you
visited Kingsmoor quite often.’

“0Oh, yes.
very- old fucnd of mine,” replied the
dPte ive. “And the prison, of cowse,
is @ wholemusett of interest 0 one of
my profession. T have been guest in
this house several times.”

“Oh, well, T trust I shall make you
comfortable as the major, in the hope
that T also will have Lhn pleasure of enter-
taining you aghin,’
Pinbton “though a httlo ﬂlllﬁClaHV
seemed to his guest,

In fact, BIaLc hardly knew yet how to
judge the man. He was ohviously quite
a different tvpc to Brandhurst, who was
as blaff and blunt 4s the ng»mom
granite tors.

Then he remembered the gibe of fhe
railway porter’s, and he wondered.

“QOther days other methods.”
the “new school of thought” that was
being applied to the case-hardened old
incorrigibles

Brandhurst, he knew, had
often been regarded as tco much of a
niartinet, ﬂmugh a juster man never
stepped.

At dinner a hitle later Blake found hlS
suspicions confirmed.  Colonel Pinston|
was the typical “ new broem,’
was bent on W eeping clean.

“You see,” Jhe began, anxious to put
his (,utulsms n.cely,‘“Bﬁandhm\l deax,
old soul,
very bc>t of course. But-——well, hlS
methods, you*l\now—a little bit lmld
perhaps, and inelastic—for modern 1deas.
You comprehend me, I am sure?”

Blake comprehended that Blandhursﬁ»r‘

was a very good friend of his, and one
wliose opinions as an expert in crimin-

{ ology he held in the very highest esteem.
There was no indiva- |

He stated as much bluntly.

“Q‘_ pray!” protested the colonel.!
1 shénld be the very last person not to
cndoue that. I was only meaning, in
fact, to explain and excuse the change
Which T wm being bold cnough to intr
‘ditee into regime of the pr

Please believe th

Major Brandhurst was 3

as> _

laughed Colonel i
it

‘Was lhls :

who filled the Kingsmoor-

and he!

was one of the—er—best; tha. .

N Yo, i e W g




y
4
..

The Covernor thereupon continued,
though searcely so much at his ease.

“A convict may be an incorrigible,”
he proceeded to explain, “ he may be the
biggest and most confirmed criminal un-
hung, and as such qualified for incar-
ceration only in Kingsmoor. But he is
a very human being, nevertheless, Mr.
Blake, and somewhere down under his
tough old hide is a human heart, and in
it at least one tiny grain of good.”

Sexton Blake bowed again. This was
the commonest platitude. It was the
standpoint hie had adopted through all
his career as a crime investigator.

And so 1t had been Brandhurst’s also,
after his own rough, rugged way. Blake
wanted to see what light his successor
was going to bring to it.

Nething mueh, he discovered, as the
colonel, warmed with a second glass of
port, proceeded to expand and elaborate.
Blake had heard it all before.

- As his host said rightly, Kingsmoor
was a penal prison assigned nearly
entirely to criminals who all their lives

persistently  defied every attempt to
reform them.
Except those under sentence for

murder and manslaughter, they were all
many-times-convicted *‘habituals,” and
quite proud of the fact.

Sexton Blake knew this. The prison
records were full of instances where men
declared frankly that they looked upon
Kingsmoor as their home—a place to be
hurried back to when gratuities were
spent and the delights of the free world
bad begun to pall.

There were cases, even, where hoary
old rufians, who had had the misfortune

to pet sick and taken to infirmaries
=

Le—==Curing their brief spells of liberty, had

written appealing and protesting to be
taken hack to the prison and their old
£ Jobs. '’ ;

Colonel Pinston must have seen such
records for himse He should have
vealised that Kingsmoor was a separate
problem ~ entirely from ° other *first
offenders’ ¥ gaols. = Yet he clung to the
excellent, innocent belief that his new
charges were more sinned against than
sinning: that they were the * victims
of modern eivilisation;” the humble
tools, too often, of #n astuter brain, who
exploited them, then left them in the
{urch.

“ You miean the semi-mythical criminal
we hear so much about, but who rarely
materialises—the master-thief?” sug-
gested Sexton Blake.

“Exactly! There you have the crea-
ture who is at the root of nine-tenths
of the crime which brings my unfor-
tunatc charges within these walls,”
declared the colonel. And then the
slight satirical note in his listener’s voice
seemed to jab him.

“But why do you say ‘semi-mythical?”
he demanded. “Surely a man of your
vast experience must admit the existence
of the master-thief—-"

“Who rolls in riches in Park Laue,
ever unsuspected, always honoured and
esteemed, yet who spends his nights
planning crimes of diabolical cunning for
bis lesser dupes to commit, or come to
grief over,” smiled Sexton Blake, finish-
ing the seutence for him. =

“Well, yes; why not? Do you deny

~ that such exist?”

““Oh, not at all.. They have existed, as
I have proved by running to earth three
or four of them,” answered Blake. * But
when you say that nine-tenths of your
convicts here are victims eof such crea-
tures, T am afraid T don't believe it. The
master-thicves I have unmasked were
none of them likely to use such veteran
al as you have in Kingsmoor,
—No. 861. :

where every man is ten times known to
Scotland Yard. These fellows may wince
and try to bluff you with that yarn, of
course——"" :

“Bir!” protested the colonel fiercely,
annoyed that it should be thought pos-
sible for a moment that his leg could
ever be pulled. It took several minutes,
in fact, and an extra glass -of port, before
he had quite recovered his good opinion
of himself. However, he * blew round ”
all right in the end.

“Well, now, Mr, Blake,” he continued
quite jocularly at last, “in a way I am
glad that you think as you do, because
I am in an exceptional position, it hap-
pens, to prove to you that you are
wrong !”

“Indeed, I am glad to hear it!” said
the detective politely. :

“I mean, wrong when you say that a
master-thief would not care to risk his
liberty by employing the class of eriminal
we get here at Kingsmoor.”

“1 said thoss master-thieves I. have
faptured would not,” Blake reminded
1im,

“I think T can say, withont hoasting,
continued the colonel, puffing out his
chest, “that we have here at Kingsmoor
the very finest experis in erime in the
whole country,”

Blake smiled.

“And men your master-thief couldn’t
afford to turn up his nese at. He must
have them. He means to have them, as I
will prove. The fact that the police
know them beforehand, is nothing. The
crime is already committed and over by
the time they come on the scene. The
master-thief has pouched the swag, and
he cares least of any whether his lesser
dupes are caught. That is my point.”

Bluke bowed again,

“Well, allowing that Mhere is gome-
thing ia what you say I Lie asked, yawn-
ing discreetly.

“I say that if we could lay by the heels
these super-criminals, we should stamp
out at a blow an enormous proportion
of existent crime 2

“Granted ! agreed Sexton Blake.

““And bring within these walls the real
villains who ought to be here, but who,
by their cunning, always escape,” finished
the colonel.

“If they exist in such guantities, T am
entirely with you,” was the detective’s

”

.quiet reply.

5

“Then will You help came the de-
mand promptly,

“Help? I am always helping, surely,
te the extent of my humble capacity.”

“Of couwrse! But help in a specifie
case, which I have cut-and-dried actually
now !

“Why, yes; certainly!
best I .

“Oh, I don’t mean merely take a de-
tached interest in it! We should want
vour full time for three weeks, maybe,
or even four. And when 1 say “we,”
added the colonel, “1 include, with all
authority, Scotland Yard.”

“Scotland  Yard!” gasped
Blake, waking up.

“Oh, yes! I have been in consultation
with the Yard over the matter, and they
are highly interested, and agree that vou
are the very man, if you will take up the
case. You will know Mr. Harker, of
course, of the C.I1.D,?”

“Know him? Know him well! Do
you mean you have been in commaunica-
tion with him over this—this matter,
whatever it is?”

“He has been down here twice about
it!” replied the colonel, almost proudly.

“Well, come, that makes it interest-
ing, Let us have the proposition so T
can see what I think of it.” =

The colonel pushed acrass the cigar-
box, and both helped themselves to

I will do my

Sexton

4 anobther weed.

“The story is this, balefly,” he began.
“There is a man here, just finishing five
years' for burglary—fourth term, by the
way—named Plesher.” :

remember,” ~chipped. in  Blake.
“Jack Plesher, alias Sanders, alias
Robert Jones. - Cracked -a big crib in
Berkeley Square. Three thousand pounds’
worth of jewels.”

“Exactly! Not one of your own cases; « -

by any chance 77 : ]

“Mine? Oh, no! A simple police
job,"” was Blake’s dry reply. £

“Ah! Well, he is here, as T say, just
on the point of taking his discharge,”
resumed the colonel. ¢ As is my custom,
I have interested miyself very-deeply in
his case. He is in the infirmary, as a
matter of fact—was. pretty "ill with
pueumonia—so I have been able to get
more easily at the better side of him than
I would otherwise have done.”

“ And he has told you—what?”

“Oh, confirmed what we have been dise
cussing. He is a case in point, an abso-
lute victim struggling in the toils of the
master-thief.”

“Struggling 777 :

“Yes! The man would go straight, I
am convinced, if only he were let alone
and had a chance.” =

“And he doesn’t get it?”

“No. He assures 'me that, such is his
reputation as a skilled cracksman, the
moment he sets foot out of here there
will be half a dozen after him with offers
of ‘new jobs” Men will be waiting
to waylay him; old pals who will treat
him, pay his board and lodging for him ;
stick to him like leeches—in fact, until at
last, in sheer weariness, he gives way, and
vields. He knows they’ll never allow him
to keep an honest job, supposing he gets
one.

“I know, I have heard the same tale
before,” admitted Blake.

“But you don’t believe it?"

“Oh, yes; sometimes!”

“Then you will this time,” insisted
his host. “The man, I am sure, is speak-
ing absolute truth when he says he iz
tired of crime. He really wants to go
straight, and I want to help him. And
in helping him I want to see the whole
of these parasites he speaks of roged in
in one swoop.”’

SHow

“By youl”

“Me! Why not Harker?”

* Because—I'! tell you. As yon know,
the comic-paper idea that burglars all
have enormous, big, bulldog jaws and
blue chins, is all bunkum!”

“Quite I”

“Take the most skilful eracksman-type,
and his locks are almost intellectual. ~ e
has to be clever to succeed at his job.”

“Certainly ! Proceed !”

“Well, I am emphasising this fact so
that what I am going to say next may
seem not such an insult as it sounds,”
smiled the colonel,

“Oh? Well, let’s have it!”

“The conviet in question, it happens
is almost the dead image of yourself,
Mr. Blake!”

“\What!” ;

“A fact! I had only Harker's assur-
ance for that before——"

“Confound Harker !” laughed Sexion

lake.

“But now I see for myself that bis

recommendation was absolutely correct,” =

“You are very flattering,” chuckled
the detective. “So I am the dead imagn
of your ‘star’® burglar, am I? Well,

what use do you wish to put me to on

that account?” -

“I want you, when this man’s day
comes, to pui on his suit of civvies, and
walk oub of this prison as himself, and
then see if what he says is not true.”

@ “Really I” protested Blake.



“Why not? It would be, at least, in-
teresting, would it not?”

“Vastly ! But—"

“ But what——"

“Well, T don’t know. T have not had
much time yet to soak it in!” said the
detective. ‘“‘Let us have his story over
again, and then we'll consider it.”

“I haven’t told you all his story yet,”
continued the colonel. | “Not merely is
Le certain that he will be beset by at least
one big client for his services, but he has
actually had it communicated to him,
while he is in this prison, that the job will
be the burglary of a certain safe in a cer-
tain house, containing emeralds worth
anything in value nowadays up to, say,
two hundred thousand pounds.”

Sexton  Blake really sat up this time.
He was all alive.

Never had the colonel been subjected
to such a cross-examination as he had
to submit to then on the subject of this
man John Plesher, now a convalescent
in the prison hospital ward. :

That a convict might have received
such a communijcation from the outer
world, as suggested, was more than pos-
sible. Fresh arrivals are often commis-
sioned with messages to prisoners from
their pals.

There was nothing, ecither, in the
fellow’s protestations of wishing to be left
alone to go straight. Many men had that
resolution self-impressed in their minds
on receiving their discharge, and strug-
gled honestly to stick to it, and lead
honest lives. How many succeeded was
another matter. » The way of  trans-
gressors is proverbially hard.

But this particular man, it seemed,
could bring testimony of honest en-
deavour to keep his vows.

A missionary—Mr. Wells—whom Blake
bad heard of as doing good work among
discharged prisoners had been allowed to
visit the convict when it looked as if there
was a chance of his dying.

This gentleman had told the Governor
many things about the man and his
haitles with temptation, which had fairly
wrung that official’s heart.
~ Even to a case-hardened individual like
Sexton Blake it sounded like a case de-
serving of help, apart from all other
considerations.

The latter, however, were cerfainly
fascinating. Sexton Blake promised to
sleep well on the project. Then; if to-
morrow he could see his way clear, he
could interview the conviet Plesher, and

liear his story for himself.

T go on with the scheme that he
was closeted with the repentant

c¢racksman in an isolated ward, to which

the latter had been removed for the pur-

poses of such interviews as these.

Here Harker of the C.I.D. had already
“run the rule over him,” as Plesher
described it, and vetired, plainly satisfied
that the man was telling the truth.

It seemed a grand chance for someone
to disguise himself to impersonate
Plesher, and to meet those go-betweens

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Sexton Blake Consents.

EN o’clock next morning found
Sexton Blake so far inclined to

" he described, even if he had actually to

burgle the jewels to get his information
complete.

And who better than Sexton Blake,
who, without exaggeration, was almost
A;_.o,? fellow’s double, with no make-up at
§lL7

The detective himself had to admit that
ihe lilkkeness was amazing. A few touches
and it would be complete. :

He c¢ross-examined Plesher as to ‘his
story, but-could not shake him—thag is,
as to this one definite “job,”” about which
he had alveady been approached.

U.Jd.—No. 861,

popped in_ab

Blake reckoned he knew whose were
the emeralds the master-thief in this case.
had set his evil eye upon.

For Plesher stuck to it that this was a
genuine instance of the master-thief as
fiction represented him.

“Who ’e is, of course, I don’t never
find out,” said the convict. “I've done
three jobs for ’im, that’s all T know.
Nice cushy jobs they was, too; just had
to take the prime kit of tools he sent
you and the map he’'d drored, and walk
mto the house and out agin. No more
than that.” -

“ And after that you handed the swag
to—whom?”’ queried Blake.

“Ah! Well, if I told you you wouldn’t
be no wiser. I hands the swag in these
jobs to a feller we call Slimer. 'E knows
me, of course, and I know ’im. But who
‘e ’ands it to next I don’t know, and
who it’s palmed to after thdt ‘e don’t
know, neither. And so that’s where
your master-thief has you. Keeps you
all in the dark. So it’s only someone
right at the top that actually rumbles
who ’e is behind it all. And he’s a bloke
’e can trust, you bet!”

Blake wondered whether, if he really
set himself to penetrate such a smoke-
screen as this super-thief evidently threw
out to cover his retreat, it would baffle
him.

“*Pon my word, I feel inclined to try !
he told the delighted Governor.

But he had a lot more to satisfy him-
self upon before he would give his final
decision. He would have to sece Harker,
and also he might just as well look up
Mr. Wells while he was about it, and
find out how much he knew of Plesher in
private life.

So he travelied back {o London, and

mentioned Kin Harker raved
with enthusiasm.

“Youwve been down?
Well, don’t you think
chance?”’ he insisted.

Blake wanted to find out what the Yard
knew about the man he was being asked
to impersenate.

The Yard knew all about him.
were his records and photographs.

Blake inquird about this go-between
Slimer, who had been mentioned to hir,
for one.

Yes, the Yard knew a little about him
also. There were his photographs and
thumbprints as well, though, so far, he
had only fallen into the hands of the
police on- minor charges.

They also gave him the alldress of M.
Wells. >
- Sexton Blake went on to call on him.

Hé had heard of this gentleman as a
very - sincere and energetic mission-
worker, devoting his life to helping old
lags on their discharge, and doing his
best to keep them from former associates
who would only lead them back into
temptation.

His opinion, therefore, should be very
much to the point.

Sexton Blake found him to be a bene-
volent, elderly man, a little worn with
the long and virtually fruitless struggle
into which he had thrown himself.

He welcomed Sexton Blake as a cele-
brity of whom everyoue had heard. He
seemed to know, moreover, the scheme
that had been projected, and the detec-
tive found him enthusiastic.

“ Plesher, you see, is a man I have
always taken special interest in. He is
one of the few brands I shall never cease
hoping to pluck ultimately from the burn-
ing,” he told Blake, with sincerity,

The convict had been under his special
care during his last spell of liberty. He
had trampéd London himself for the man
to try and get him a job. _

Twice he thought he had succeceded,

=00y

know?
prime

You
it’s a

There

Hlie Yard. The ‘moment he |

3

& old associate of Plesher’s, deter-
mined not-to be baulked of so clever @
craftsman, managed to get in a word
which promptly shut the door in their
faces. =

Plesher had given up all hope then.
Fight as he would to keep heart in the
man, Mr. Wells one day lost sight of
him; and two months later only he was
again lagged.

“Good! That is all T want to know,”
said Sexton Blake at parting—*merely
your assurance that you honestly believe
his protestations to be sincere.”

¢ Absolutely I’ the missioner declated.
“Hence 1 need not say how grateful 1
should be if you undertake what has been
suggested, and can free him from the
diabolical net which enmeshes him.”

“] shall do my best,” said Blake
quietly, ‘e makes the one stipulation
that after we have kept him in Kings-
moor so long as is necessary to give me
a full chance he is to be sent straight to
Canada.”

“Yes. A fair condition; don’t yon
think? T am arranging already with
good friends over there to give him a
fresh start. There will be some difficulty,
1 anticipate, in getting him accepted into
the country owing to his record. But b
have some influence in that direction,
and rather than that should bar his
chances I am prepared to go over with
him and interview he authorities
myself.” : - -
Most sporting ol yOu, 1 am sure!’
Blake had to confess. And with that took
leave of the old fellow aund cabbed if
back to Baker Street.

Tinker, who was awaiting him, could
not think what it svas his chief had got
so firmly wedged on his mind; he was
“uncommuiicative and  snappy on
AIIVEL e

but some

Zils

For a long hour he sat in his deep

armchair suckivg an empty pipe aui
staving straight at a bell-knob in front of
him.

“Never winked a blinking wink, he -

hasn’t!” Tinker told Mis. Bardell when
that good lady came up to inquire as to
meals. ' Sitting staring there as if @
dorter had just told him he’d only six
waeks fo live, or clse he'd just seen his
sawe in the paper for an O.B.E.”

“IHo, Bee, Hee? What's that mean?”
demanded the simple old soul, alarmed.

“QOrder of Blighted Expectations,”
answered Tinker. .

However, the bell rang at that moment.
Sexton Blake had restored himself to
animation at last. Ile had a telegram he
wanted taken at once.

“ Governor, Kingsmoor Prison,” it was
addressed.  And then the two words,
“ Papers found.” -

““Papers found, ” echoed  Tinker,
wondering what the dickens that meant.

However, that evening Blake told him
the whole story. The telegram signified
that he had duly pondered the scheme
and undertaken his leading share in it.

Now, until the Govemor received a
second code telegram, already agreed
upon, Convict Plesher was to be detained
in the prison in strictest secrecy, so that
it should never be known that he had not
left on the day he was entitled to his
discharge. <

Plesher, in fact, had suggested this
himself. It was, of course, essential to
the success of the plan. In return for his
extra spell of durance vile he was to have
his free passage booked and waiting for
him, so that he could step straight aboard
to start life afresh in a new world, :

“Which 1s just about what he’d have
to do—give England a miss after helping
to blow the gaff on old pals,” agreed
Tinker. **They’d put his ‘light out,
sure - =

—*Yes, quite likely they wonld,” said

%
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'ﬁ of them,

UNION

Blake.  “But what do you
scheme as a scheme?”

“Top hole! It'll be
funny ifeelings that sometimes con
one when yowre walking along a
you swear you've never been along
and yet suddenly \Ou think,
know this pl
_chureh soon a:
round the corner, and sure enov
they are!”

“In what way?” demanded
waking up from a du‘ dream.

W hy, with what this convict will be
able to tell you about the men he reckons
will be Iying for him xou 11 be walking

e over
road

Blake,

along, and suddenly youll see a chap
dodging towards iou, and_ you'll %
: ﬂauo! This red-headed snipe is going

whatever bis name was
to a pub with a back-
and two men sitting with
'3 and green eyes.” Isn't

to be Slimer—or
—and we’re comi
parlour to it,
black whi
that abo’u‘
“¥es | =0 pr)o:e it will be something
like thar eed his guv’nor, yawning.
But what I dow's quite see,” pursued
Tinker vdly, “is, supposing _these
chaps are as ¢l your man pretends
1h0\ 2
“Fow I am going to be able to keep
track of the swag once I've handed 1t
over, you lnean?
“Exactly! By his way of it, somebody
takes it off him, and he’s finished. Now
3ou want to see who takes it from the

?—3

shArey

“next man, and the next, until it’s actually
hed bv thla master-thief.” =
ite so! You've hit it!” agreed

“That is what wants th.nlunn
There must be a hiatus—-—-"

& how much?”

“SX gap to-be bridged.
= _#Pmaark, when 1 emerge from ¢
\ 315‘.\!1,11 my barrowload of emeralds, and the
man appears whose job it is to relieve me
I can’t go hanging at his heels
0 see who next handles tnem, or I'll give

away. They’ll take good care 1
fwt the chance, anyway.’

“Well, perhaps that's where I can
come in?” suggested Tinker.

-~ “Yes, you could quite well.
think 1 owfﬂr that the responsibility
sliould f;til on Harker.”

“Harker? You don’ t me

“Sa whatﬁ"’

“That youw're going to let the Yard
lave anything to do with this now you've
taken it on?”

b} do‘ > was Blake's emphatic re-
sponse.  “Youlve got to remember that
Harker was called m uefoxe me. A lot
of the scheme is his,”

“But,” insisted Tinker, “you've always
said that any job you tool\ up——"

“1 know, T know 1 mteuupted Blake.

#Well, here I'm going to make an excep-
tlon For one thmn' “the emeralds to be
stolen will be the real ones, not copies.
Hand them over, I must, to someone ;
and while they’re out of my sight I had

an to say—-=""

rather shunt. the 1ebpon51b1hts on to
Scotland ~¥ard. Later, though, after 1
have chuched off my dlsﬁf,mec I shall

chip in again, when the swag is pelcolab
mg its way through to the master-thief.”
And-what about me, guv'nor? Where
do I come in?” demanded Tinker.
* Oh, youll come in all right when I've
ot my plans fixed!”

And with that Blake plunged into a
big pile of official correspondence await-
ing hinicand fulther discussion hadsto be
reserved.

THE THERD CHAPTER-
= e The Releass.
’\dG\DAY morning about ten
days later saw, at six o'clock, a
~ drab-coloured figure being con-
ducted by a warder from the
: l\o:mxtal bloc}; of Kingsmoor Prison to

But 1

‘paraded

“‘Blake waited with hang-dog air

oppoesite.

Here the
due for n.lcwe.
who is T
e with k
rds in his cell,
civilian suits for
cha have been

Even in these ¢
is good, an
a man yeb !
couple of days longer for the ¢
extra fitting

On this particular morning the conviet
from the hm')) al was the unlv candidate
for freedoni. The Governor himself was
expcund to be along for the | com-
pletion of his papers and the t cus-
tomary exordium to turn over a new leaf
and run straight,

“No. 45329 John Plesher!” called out
the warder in charge, and the man in
broad arrows and his escort d:cw’up to
the table. The formalities of identi
tion over,

change out of his prison garh.

Bv that time Colonel Pinston had ar-
rived. The proceedings were conducted
with the utmost gravity. Yet the man
for whom the prison gates were about to
open to set him free was not Convict
Plesher at all, but Sexton Blake.

The prison orderly di([ not- know this,
nor even the warder w uo was his escort.
The senior warder at the table did, but
ke was one of the very few.

The real Johu Plesher had been con-
veyed in the dead of darkness to a disused
block in another part of the pu:.on and
the detective subs tltuted in his place.

So perfect was Sexton Bluke’s make-up
that if the whole twelve hundred convicts
inupured  within ¢l W had beei
past him mons would have
dreamt that he was not the notorious
cracksman, :

Arrayed in his- new suit of

men are deal

A good-condu
Y

to make himse

6

@

clothes,
the
attention of the Governor. The latter
also played his part to a T.

His sermon completed, and the last
document signed, Blake was ushered out
of the prison gate, with the five pounds
good-conduct money due to the real male-
factor in his pocket, and a railway ticket
to take him to Waterloo.

On the station platform Blake passed
his old acquaintance, the railway-porter,
who swiveyed him with a sniff. They
might think they disguised their convicts
as  honest men, but he Lnew the
bhchters—~“knew em every tune

“ Now then, Mr. Slimer,” said Blake
to himself, as the train began to fuss
its  way ‘down the zigzag wmoorland
branch line.  “‘Ginger-headed; green
eyes, tinged with brown; scar on jaw‘

¢ cauliflower ” left ear: height, five-seven
dippy at the knees—I'm 1eadv for vou
when you care to introduce yourself.”

According to Plesher, ‘this enter-
prising individual would have it all
marked up on the calendar; the exact

day and hour and time of train of his
quarry’s release.

And, depend upon it, he would bhe
ou the watch. Not waiting for him to
reach Waterloo even, but waylaying him
at some station on the line.

Blake’s first instinet was {o look out

at every stoppage for sign of him. But
remembering  that Plesher’s marked
trait was his determination to try and
dodge old pals, he thought it would be

truer to his part to sit screwed up in his

covner with hm collar up when halted at
stations.

That he was nght was pxm od when, at
one main-line junction, he felt rather
than saw & ﬁgme shamble 5v.1ft1v pass
the window, halt as if peering in, then
go.on and return. A longer ig)ok,vﬂu’s

- -
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he was ordered inte a cell to

the
kepb

the fellow opened
- Yel still Blake
coat-collar,
3 enough.
m was tme to
gling in Bebween
wo other passengers, and
Gov;u in  the corner
: Blake now was
him f\“l in the fL
El\dt—n\’ﬁaml Dewlip
tm\ dehmhied Slimer, re
“Fancy

s:

exclaitnec
12 for ward,
-

meeting you ‘e are
you? Haver’t sten you— was
157 How's the timber trade doin’ now,
eh?”

Blake grumbled something about the
timber {rade deing “m"dc'lin’ only,

“Well, now, you don’t say so! Should
have fhourmt as you moke was makin’
your fo Hied the
irrepressible Slimer. H xsith
the old firm, ain’t yau?“

Blake replied affirmatively. Where-
upon his new friend—or old’ one, mmm’
—rattled on about his own job and their
various acquaintances; some. of whom
Blahc recognised in spite of impromptu
aliases and liberal camouflage.

At the next stopping-place the other
passengers alighted, and Slimer was able
to dissemble, which he ialo(e(du. to do
very promptly.

“Well, Jack, old son, mighty glad to
see you ag'in!” he mnohed fetching
Blake a thundering clap on the kuec.
“Liook a bit ,oa}xy :

“Yes; and so might you after a dose
of pneumeonia!” snarled Blake uun-
graciously. - “Six weeks in hospital, and
turned out now to die like a dog. if I

iike

“ What! Die? langhed Mr.
Slimer. “We shan’t you die, Jack,
chance it. Not much! anu want feedin’
up, that's all. Too much skilly Bat
we'll soon sel that right. Yoy got
plenty of pals, Jack.  They'll see you
through, ol’ Cod; don’t yon worry !”

Blake did worry. > had no wish
ever to see any of his- so-called “old
pals ?’  again —and didn't —mean to.
either.

Mz,

Slimer was good— naturedly hurk
at this, after all his trouble to come so
far -to Welmme him,. And old Bill
Ferrevs would be wailing for them at
Waterloo.  Why, they 'had been pre-
paring no end of a “hit-up ' to welcome
him back that night at the Mucky Duck.
Surely he was 0ot going to cut up mmtv
now and spoil it all!

Blake was. He didu't care a fig fu)

BxH Ferrers, and would tell him to take

his ugly mug out of it Shdlp, he would.
And as for the ““hit-up,” they could keep
that among themselves. He was going
to choose his own friends in future.

However, there was old Bill Ferrers,
sure enough — another parasite that
Plesher mentioned—*‘complexion dark.
hair black, moustache and eyes grey,
habit stout,” and all the rest of it—wait-
ing for thern at the Watéiloo barrier.

Blake played the part of a virtuously
intentioned penitent so well that he
nearly plugged this gentleman in the eye
before he- allowed himself to be coaxed
and hustled away into a taxx.

T want to be let alone!” he kept pro-
testing vainly; but the cab, all the
same, sweeping him along, towards
the White Swan—a dingy beerhouse off
Shoreditch, about which Plesher lad
already informed him. Its dinginess Lad
deserved for it the
Mucky Duck.

7

Blake found-this p;ctanded plg Sheaded
suﬂmess p"u.} Wl T -

though Pleshe
L J\-’\o B{)L

mclmame of i




had been able fo tell him everything he
could think of asking, as to the exact life
he led when free, it was only a smatter-
ing, after all.

But while stubbornly refusing fto
answer the civillest questions, and
generally behaving like a mule, the
detective was picking up local colour
about himself all the time.

Certainly the man Slimer seemed never
to doubt for a moment his identity with
the teal convict. As to the other, Blake
thought he caught him looking rather
hard at him once or twice; but, never-
theless, a second later saw any doubt
dispelled.

Blake’s excuse that he had heen in
hospital with “pnoomonia ” covered
everything. And so it was also at the
Mucky Duck.

The taxi-driver, finding himself getting
deeper and deeper into unsavoury back
streets, jibbed at last, and turned them
out to walk. From that moment it
became almost a triumphal procession.

Plesher, at any rate on these rarve
occasions, was evidently a’ public
celebrity. Blake knew, of course, that
‘among the criminal classes, anybody who
is coming home after doing a stretch is
entitled to a ‘“friendly lead,” even the
humblest.

But the Governor had extolled Plesher
as one of the cleverest burglars of
modern days, and in this his mates evi-
dently agreed. Children began to walk
beside him ; sluttish women to bob out
at doorways to see him go by; while at
the thieves’ pub they were bound for
there was quite a crowd, who closed
round Blake, shaking hands, and finally.
urging him inside almost shoulder high.

Here was beer and ’bacca in plenty,

and here Blake mzde his fivst ship. —Still | difficalt to judgh
that he had had

somewhat churlish and morose, he took
the first can offered him, and with a
“Well, cheer-o, mates, and a ’Appy Noo
Year to you!” when at once there rose
first a gasp of astonishment, then a rude
guffaw of laughter.

The real Jack Plesher, it seemed, was
a confirmed teetotaller. That was one
of the points Blake had forgotten to ask
about.

“QGreat strikes! You don’t mean
You ain’t give up your pledge, then?”
choked Slimer, goggle-eyed with mirth
at the idea.

Blake set down the can calmly, wiping
his lips on the back of his hand.

‘I have, for just once—out of honour
to ‘you blokes,” he answered, without
turning a hair. “But it’s for one day
only, remember, and no more.”

“’Ooray! Bravo, Jacky!” applauded
Slimer, clapping him on  the shoulder.
“Your werry good ’ealth for a champion
sport [” !

After all, the slip proved not so un-
lucky.+ Plesher’s pretended concession
was hailed as the height of good com-
radely feeling.

By all but one man, that is.

This fellow, a rheumy-eyed, dirty-faced
old rascal, with a slobber of tobacco-juice
trickling down over his bony, unshaven
jaw, came leering uglily up to Sexton

Blake, and, tapping him on the chest.

with a forefinger black as a poker, said:

“Ere, mate, I don’t know wot your
name is, but there’s some little game on,
ain’t there?”

Blake promptly bristled. while® Mr.
Slimer gasped a startled “Wot?”? .

“Some ‘little game.”” repeated the
rkeumy-eyed one. “You calls this
fellow ‘ere Jack, meaning Plesher, as
c called ’isself last time. But this ’ere
ain’t Yim1”

A gasp-of stupefaction rose all round

the crowded bar. _Blake naturally
“thought that his scheme, if not his life,
U.J.—No. 861,

was going to be nipped thus early in the
bud. He flung an anxious glance at
Slimer.

The latter, though, was glaring not at
him, but the man who had intervened.

“Not ’'im? Not Jack Plesher?” de-
manded Slimer, with indignation. * What
d’yer mean, you old fool?”

“J tell you e ain’t! You've been
done ! insisted the other, who seemed to
be known to the Mucky Duckers as
“Dribbler,” from the little weakness
already rteferred to. “D’yer think I
don’t know the 1eal Jack ever since ’e
was born?”

“0Oh, go and hoil yourself! You're
barmy !” snarled Slimer, shoving him
aside with a savage swing.

“Not dack Plesher?” he laughed,
with a snort of contempt. ‘“ Wot do you
take us for? A pack of fools? Why,
vou're eyes are gitting blind, you old
fossil! You won't know your own face
ia the glass soon!”

“Wouldn’t know it now, with all the
dirt there is on it!” chimed in Mr, Bill
Ferrers, fortunately coming to the
rescue. “'Course #'s old Jack! Been
and “ad pnoomonia, didn’t you ’ear it
said! And now you go for to insult him
like this! /Wonder ’e ’asn’t pushed your
silly old face in for it! Git outer this,
&’y ’ear, you slobberin’ idyot!”

The, dirty man was promptly pushed
on top of the man behind him, who, re-
senting his corns being stamped upon,
hurled him into the arms of the next,
who flung him up against the door,
where someone else planted a kick under
his coat-tails,  And so by lightning
stages he was shot out into the gutter.

Whether of. the pair of them Sexton
Blake was nofijmst s shaken as he, it is

“about as narrow a
squeak as had ever befallen him.

For amongst this mob; old lags and
criminals to a man, if they had chosen
to believe his accuser instead of deriding
him, he would have been. down and
kicked® to death, and out of all recog-
nition, as a “‘nark,” before anyone could
say ‘‘Jack Robinson.”

By the grace of Providence, though,
Slimer and his erony had sided with
Blake, and, for the time being at any
rate, all was well,

But if the detective had felt his heart
stand still during that brief encounter,
his mask-like fate never showed it.

“Why didn’t you clip 'im one in the
jaw—the old fool?” suggested Slimer.
“T'd ’ave done so sharp, I know, if 1'd
been you! Wonder wot’s set ’im cranky
like that all of a sudden? Did he want
to make the coves ’ere think you was
& nark?'? -

The enxious glance which Slimer threw
round the rest of the room was not lost
on Blake. Fortunately, at that. moment
the landlord appeared to announce that
the “boiled leg of mutton and turnips
was served.

In the eager rush which at once took
place for the long room beyond the bar,
any lingeting doubts were.promptly shed.
Blake as the guest of the day was at the
cross-table, and his friend Slimer was in
the chair.

And yet, for all the chaff and jollity,
it was plain that the latter had not been
ablo entirely to put the ‘incident from
him. Hse was like 2 man anticipdating
trouble. His erowled curses on the head
of Dribbler proclaimed as much. 3

The queer and joyful thing, though,
was that never for a moment did his own
belief in their guest’s identity seem to
swaver for an instant.

Nor did the ‘pipes and ’armony,”
which duly followed on the feast succeed
in dispelling the gloomy shadow. It
seemed, in fact, to grow deeper only,.

_detective knew Blake, determined on a bold

“Can’t for the life of me think what
in blazes made the old skunk cut up like
that for,” he confided openly in Blake
for the fifteenth time.

“Oh, let ’im go to the deuce,” growled
the latter offhandedly. :

“Ah, quite so. But Dribbler’s an ugly
cove when he gets a thing stuck.in ’is
silly old headpiece. If ’e gets raising the:
other boys, and they’re ’anging round
after yer, there may be trouble, as you’ll
soon find out.”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Free Fight.

ND trouble there was, as he had
prophesied.  Diibbler, resenting
the way his well-meant criticisnt
had been received, and despoiled

of his mutton and turnips for which he
had subscribed, had been round amongst
these mysterious “other boys.”  The
result was that when the “friendly lead »
was breaking up word was brought in
that there was a whole crowd outside
waiting to satisfy themselves whethap
Dribbler was not right in his assertion
that a hated “nark” or police-spy had
snaked his way into the vicinity, and was
even being feasted by a deluded company
at the Mucky Duck.

Slimer gave the rumeur no time to nexr-
colate round the table, but, nudging
Blake in the ribs as a sign to follow,
slipped back into the bar. The man Bob
Ferrers also came with them.

“Now, we ain’t going to spoil a merry
evening with no row if we can ’elp it,™%
said Slimer diplomatically. *You ’‘eard
wot_that cove said who shoved his ’ead
in just now. Dribbler’s got a gang
waiting outside for you-—? i

“Well; what if ‘e ’‘as?”’ blustered
stroke.”
“Wot do I care? Says I’m not myself,
does he? Let me go out and ‘prove it.
I've got my discharge papers.”

“Now, steady on, Jack. You jusé
leave this to us,”” coaxed his two most
excellent pals. “There’s a way out of
this pub over a wall, as you know, anl
we're going to take it—see 7"

“No, I’'ll be dashed if T do!” declared

Blake stoutly, though allowing himself
to be hustled through into the backyard
nevertheless,
It was well he did so. For word leak-
ing out at that instant that Dribbler's
“nark ”” was escaping them, the gang
outside surged into the bar in pursuit.

With a roar like a bull, the redoubtable
host flung himself into their path, and
there was a very pretty scrap from that
time forward, as Blake remained long
enough to see,

For before they could ~et clear of the
vard and over the rear wall, three of the
unbelievers had managed to force their
way past and drive Blake to bay.

“Nark!” whooped the first, a whole-
hearted believer in Dribbler’s infallibility
seemingly—for he made at the suspect
with a rush like a bull,

The detective was never cooler. He
feinted to guard the windmill-blow,
ducked nimbly instead, swung his left
to the assailant’s belt—or. to be accurate,
a trifle below it—then came up under his
elbow with a smashing right swing to the
back of his ear. : =

Never did a man go down with more
leaden thump than that too valorous
hooligan,

Meanwhile, a second, -already on top of
the detective, and kicking at him like a
football, found his ankle suddenly snared

in Blake’s clutch, and he went to earth;,

too, nearly turning a somersault in the
process. - =

The third man, repenting that he had
been quite so precipitate, tried to put the
brakes ot in the midst of his rush and
SWerve., S -
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He straightway ran into such a left
hook from the detective’s fist that
crumpled his nose like a concertina.
And be also went wallop.

Slimer’s breathless exhortations to “up
stick- and ’ook it caused Blake to
vealise that both his pals were already
astride the back wall of the premises.
They reached down for his collar kindly,
and hoisted him, gasping, after them.

Then, just as the landlord in the bar
must have gone down before the balance
of the mob, the trio dropped nimbly to
earth in a narrow court beyond, bolted
through a doorway, which Slimer shot
the lock of behind him; then hurried
across a yard, and through somebody’s
dirty basement, up some crazy stairs, and
g0 to the front door, opening to a street
on the further side.

It was a line of retveat which his
cuides had no doubt often steered when
the hounds were too hot upon their heels.
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A hefiy kick sent
Dribbler flying

- into the gutter.
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‘And the probability is it would have led
them to safety on this occasion if the
man  Dribbler had not also been
acquainted with it, and posted a picket
there to intercept them,

It was plain that whoever else might
be prepared to accept Blake as Plesher,
be most certainly was not. It was 2
neighbourhood, too, where one had
mevrely to breathe the word * nark * and
the whole population was out like a pack
of wolves.

It is probable, nevertheless, that but for
a stumble Blake might have got clear,
as Slimer and his mate succeeded in
doing,

In clattering up that crazy basement
staircase = a broken stair-tread was

_Blake’s undoing.

His two guides, in their rush, never

noticed that Blake had dropped behind.

They flung open the street-door just in
time to see a mob bearing down to head
them off, With a shout to ‘ Plesher ”
to follow, round to the right they spun,
and away as hard as their legs could
carry thems. =

Blake, noting the note of panic in

‘their cry, floundered up into the passage

above, and was making out of the door,
when a dishevelled old woman plunged

out at him from a side room, and grabbed
him by the coat.

“’Ere, you!” she screamed. “Oo ave

you fto come smashin’ through folks
‘ouses like this? ’Elp! Murder! I got
im!  Nark! Splits!” she squealed at

the top of her voice.

For she had caught the ery of the crowd
outside, and divined that this was the
prey they were pursuing.

Blake could have struck her down, of
course, and saved himself. But he was
not the sort for that. He knew his
danger, nevertheless, and realised also
that his only friends were gone.

Denounced to be that most hated of all
vermin—a ‘““nark ”—he was left to face
the raging mob alone.

He managed to fling the old hag off
and get to the door and slam it, shooting
the single bolt it possessed, and setting
his- back against it.

He was only in the nick of time. He

Libraps!

back on top of Blake, who was borne
to the ground, with the mob pouring
over him,

_He fought, of course. It was a fight
literally for life.  They pounded and
kicked, and had they been only a little
less eager to hammer the life out of him
he would never have regained his feet.

Yet he did by a miracle, and now, with
his back to the end wall of the passage,
he put up a fight which must be historical
amid that thieves’ quarter.

Yet there was only one end to it, of
course. He was already spent and blown.
But just then a sound shrilled in from the
street outside, which to Blake then was
the most delightful music®he had ever
heard in his life. :

It was the Bz-zzzing! Bz-z-zzing!
Bz-z-z-zing! of the dear old police-
whistles. There were police, after all, in
these benighted parts. Blake had begun
to doubt it. /

knew that the door, as it crashed to,
smote the first man’s skull as he was
trying to enter. He fell evidently, for
almost simultaneously there was another
plunging thud, as someéone else took a
header over his sprawling carcase,

Now ‘the yelling, the hooting, and the
jeering, which dinned from the street
outside, would have made the boldest
heart to guake.

Nor was Blake attacked only that side.
The old lady with the tousled elf-locks
having fallen over her own feet into her
kitchen, reappeared now with a pail of
filthy water, which she promptly dis-
charged over the fugitive, She next
caught up a bald-headed' broom, and
began to belabour him with this.

A swarm of dirty children, too, with
vociferous cries, were mniding her by
pelting him from the stairs with every-
thing they could lay haunds on, from
coke to cabbage-leaves, -

Added to this, his pursuers on the road

‘he had come had forced the locked door

at last, and were pouring into the base-
ment to take him in the rear,

They were anticipated, however, for a
sudden rush and the application of many
shoulders to the street-door, drove it
bodily from its hinges. It was hurled

“ Copper! Splits! Copper !** the faink
hearts of the mob were shouting in warn-
ing to the gladiators inside. These gave
back instinctively, and Blake could let
hic tense, aching muscles relax.

Ovef the heads of the rabble he could
see three blue helmets shoving through
the crowd like a wedge. The constables
battled their way to the door, peered in,
and then closed on Blake with a rush.

“Here, you! What's all this fuss over
you - for?” demanded one red-faced
goliath, gripping his quarry by the neck.
 Ave you the nark these scum are ’owling
after?”?

“No, T ain’t!” retorted Blake.

Just for a flash he had been on the
point of confiding in these officers who
he actually was. But he saw that to
do this' might be to ruin the whole
scheme. e must protest that he was
the conviet John Plesher, - and main-
tain the -deception by hook and by
crook. -

“Oh, you ain’t, ain't you? - Then who
are you? Let’s ’ave your name.” :

“Name?  Plesher—discharged from
Kingsmoor this miorning!” answered

lake. : =
“Ho, were you? A ticket-ofleave
= U, J.—No. 861,
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UNION

*The

man, hey? Got your papers?* de-
manded the big officer, beginning to
realise tho humour of the position.

Ves, Blake had his papers. :

“Then what do they want fto make
out you're a nark for?” was the next
querys -

“1 dunno! It’s that swab they call

" Slobbering Mouth!”

“Dribbler? Oh, yes; I kuow ’im!”
answered the officer. *‘So it was 'im,
eh? Well, there must be something in
it, T suppose!”

“Wot, me a nark?” flaved out Blake

savagely. “Nark for ’oo? For you
rozzers! T'll see you in Hexam first—
not ‘arf!”

“0Oh, come, now, don't start turning
on us, my lad, or we'll leave you to
it, sharp, we. will!” retorted the con-
stable. “We're ’ere to ’elp you; and,
anyway, you've got to go to the station
along of us-to ’ave these papers checked.
i .dessey you haven’t reported to the
pqli,ce yet since you come out—is that
L9

Blake had not reported. It was a
“detail which he had never contemplated.
He ought to have told Harker {o warn
the division round these parts to wink
a discreet eye where one John Plesher
was concerned. But he hadn’t.

It was going to lead to regreftable
bother now, he could see. However,
now he had committed himself, he meant
to bluff it out to the last that he was
the ticket-of-leave criminal whose dis-
charge he bore

The police could have no serious
charge against-him. — He need not have
reported to them yet, as he knew.

There would be only some inspector
to blarny, and then they must release
him.

Meantime he was whole-heartedly glad
to have the law’s protection. If the
rabble had been -whipped off for the
moment, they were only waiting till he
appeared outside to make another rush
to get at him.

The. constables knew this, and pre-
ferred to wait for reinforcements. These
came at last in the shape of three more
stout policemen, and the six then sel
out on their stormy voyage to the
station, with Blake wedged in their
midst. ;

A volley of cabbage-stumps and gar-
bage opened the renewed battle, while
a bottle smote the helmet of one police-
man and nearly felled him to the ground.
Bloke, -however, -steadied him. Then
all seven bored down the street steps
and plunged into the crowd.

It was certainly the roughest passage
Blake bad ever experienced. But luckily
the police-station was only a master of
four hundred yards away.

The savagery of the mob was only
cqualled by the disciplined self-control
of the guardians of the law. Though
smitten hip and thigh, they only drew
their truncheons when it was plain their
very lives werve. at stake.

Then at last more reinforcements of
police bored into the mob in rear, and
five minutes later they wers inside the
station-yard and the gates-slammed on
the foe.

Blake was hustled up the steps into
the charge-roomn, breathless, covered in
muck, and beaten black and blue. His
escort were- i1 ne betler shape. -~ Yet
their arrival no more disturbed the
official servenity of the staff inside than
if they had come strélling in front a

~Plake’s -original - questioner  detailed
the faels of the disturbance and handed
over his ticket-of-leave papers in corro-
boration. = - :

Mool

. “Well,” demanded the station-
inspector, “what’s the meaning -of
this 77

“Of what?” demanded Blake surlily.

“This row about you—calling you a
nark?  What have you been up to?
You haven’t lifted them from anyone
else?”

“Of eourse they’ve my papers—given
me this morning by the Governor him-
self I retorted Blake. ‘“As T've told
this officer, ’ere, 1 don’t know no more
than Adam wot they mean. I'm John
Plesher, I tell yer, just out from Kings-
moor after doing a five year stretch
for burglary. I ain’t no perishing
nark!”

Just at that moment somebody came
boldly into the charge-room, and to his
consternation Blake saw it was the
police-court missioner, Mr. Wells.

“Hallo, what’s this?” exclaimed tha}
worthy gentleman, as startled as he.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
What Did Blake Suspect ?

¢ VENING, Mr. Wells
E answered the inspector, greet-
ing him. ‘‘It’s a discharged
convict the crowd have been
chasing, swearing he’s a nark.  He's
only out of Kingsmoor this morning. I
suppose you don’t happen to know him,
and so save us bothering the Yard?”
The missioner was in a quandary, of
course. Since Blake had not discovered
himseH, he knew that the detective must
have reasons for wishing to leave the
police in ignorance ‘of his identity.
Yet, as a missioner, he could hardly
perjure himself by endorsing Blake’s
denial, even in the interests of a case

in which he was personally greatly
interested:
. He kept silence then, glancing at

Blake to sce if he was going to help
him out in his dilemma. .

The detective, on the other hand,

made no advance, but only scowled.

“T don’t know what it’s got to do
with this gentleman !” he did vouchsafe
at last, when the silence was getting
suspicious. “I know ’‘im, of course.
He's Mr. Wells, the missioner, and ’e
knows me. But T've done nutthink to
break the law. You can’t detain me.
I want to be let go; that’s what I
want !

“Well, Tuspector Fish,” struck in Mr,
Wells judicially, “if that is all against
him, I think he is right there, don’t
you? I know the man, and if it’s a
guestion of someone to look afteér him,
you can leave him in my hands. - The
xno]q, won’t touch him while he is with
me.’

“No. Dare say you're right: there,”
allowed the inspector, though he still
glowered at his captive suspiciously.
He was in two minds now, even, to de-
tain’ him while he ’phoned up Scotland
Yard. There was something fishy about
all this, he felt sure.

However, the missioner, who was a
privileged visitor at any police-station,
won his point. They could not, detain
their prisoner if he demanded to go.
Mr. Wells would see that no further
harm befell him. ;

Reluctantly, then, Blake was given
back his discharge-papers and allowed
to depart with his new custodian, leav-
ing the station by a door in rear of the
vard. :

el the
when thoy were clear, “that was rather
awkward, wasn’t it? How on earth did
it comie to happen at all 7" :

Blake told him briefly. Mr. Wells

exclaimed missioner,
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knew Dribbler by reputation; at any
rate. He also knew the man Slimer it
seemed. -

He had chanced upon him hovering
disconsolately round the far fringe of
the mob, and, knowing that he was a
parasite of the real Plesher, had asked
him if he had seen him.

Slimer had sworn that he had not. e
was so obviously lying, however, and so
perturbed, that Mr. Wells had thought
it advisable to look in at the police-
station and just see what all the riot
had been about.

“Well, T am glad yon did,” said
Blake, thanking him. I put you in an
awkward corner, T know, but I did not
want you to give me away. For once
that. happens on a job like this, even
with the police, you never know where
the information' may leak to. And as
I needn’t tell you, I am literally carrying
my life in my hands.”

“You are. s You're a brave
conceded the missioner heartily.
never realised, perhaps, until now, what
risks you would be called upon to run,
or 1 should not have been in such a
hurry to endorse this scheme fo trail the
master-thief. -

“However, it is worth- all the sacri-
fice,” he assured Blake with warm sin-
cerity, and while they were striding
along, making towards Shorediich and
civilisation proper again, he told the
detective many an experience to the
point, to encourage him.in his guest.

At Bishopsgate they shook hands and
parted. Where Blake was to go to now,
and what had become of his two hench-
men, whom he particularly wished g
see again, he did not know. o

However, the -wily Slimer and the
faithful Bill Ferris were not many yards
away, it proved. Tn fact, they had been
dogging the “sky-pilot ” and him right
the way from the police-station. -

“Well, you're a nicé pair of pals
are I’ snarled Blake at them as they in-
troduced themselves again. “Where've
you bin, you two, sloping off like that
and leaving me to that blistering mob 7"

Slimer’s excuse was sound ‘enough. He
had honestly thought Blake to be follow-
ing them. When they saw he hadn’t, the
street was packed with Dribbler’s gang,
and there was no getting back to him.

He admitted that Mr. Wells had cross-
questioned him, but he swas * not going
to have any truck with no mealy-
mouthed coves like him!” he growled.

“The question is, where we're going to
find yer a lodging now?” he Cont‘lm}ed,
changing the subject. “We can t.vt?k(;»
yer to the place we meant to, or it ud
only start the row all over aga. I
reckon it had better be old 'Obby’s, don’t
you, Bill? That i, if he’s got room.”

Bill concurred, and as Blake had no
views of his own on the matter, ‘Obby’s
it was decided to be. They mounted a
‘bus, therefore, and were soon tooling
down - Cheapside, having booked two-
penny_fares for Tolborn Circus. =

“'0bby’s is nice and quiet, for one

man,”
4

thing, and you allus liked guiet,” volun-
teered Slimer, in extenuation. - =
- Blake most heartily agreed.  ’Obby’s

was a highly-respectable lodging-house,
where ouly the cream of the burgling

fraternity were admitted, be learnt, as

they hurried along. :

Tor, after alighting from the ’bus, they
were making up through Hatton Garden
and down through Syre Street, on the
other side of Saffron Hill. :

Tt was a quarter Blake knew well. It
sheltered half the Italian organ-grinders
and - hokey-pokey merchants in - the
metropolis. ; )
of Naples, particularly on feast d
when all its flags were ouf, and at

1t was a veritable corner out =



The

candle-lit shrines and images illuminated

the windows,

It was so thoroughly and 'pecuha:lv
dago 1in population and habits that
the detective marvelled at the thieves’
doss-house being found there.

However, it was on the further fringe
of the Ttalian quarter that they halted at
last, in a narrow, dirty street, before a
doot a little less coated with grease and
grime than its neighbours

The door opened, and an oldish woman
came out and bleared at them.  Slimer
muttered something, which, no doubt,
was a password, and mquued for the
boss.

My, *Obby was inside the parlour, it
proved; a short, thickset man, with a
bullet head like a prizefighter’s One
evelid having a queer droop to starboard
made him a very fly-locking customer
indeed.

But he seemed to know Slimer and his
pal, which wag the most important thing,
and made them welcome.  Slimer,
though, drew him outside into the pas-
sage “first, for the better explanation of
their needs,

When the bullet-headed one returned
he took Blake’s hand, and merely
grunted, “Ah! Pleased to see you!l”
So everxthmrr had been fixed satisfac-
torily.

But their host spotted -one thing about
Blake which the others had missed. He
no sooner touched the detective's palm
than he turned it upwards to the light.

It was dirty, sure encugh, but it was
not the rough, horny hand of a convict
fresh ont of Kmn‘smom

Being a man of no words at all, if he
could help it, he merely looked from
"Llax( to Slimer and back again.

“Ah, we ain’t told you yet!” volun-
teered Slimer quickly. “Jack’s 'ad pnoo-
monia. Six weeks in ‘orspital, and book-
binding before that. At yer, Jack?”

“That’s so,” answered Blake, much re-

idieved.  Whereupon ‘Obby dlopped the
detective’s paw, seemingly Qathﬁed and
grunted, “Take a <chair.” A few
minutes later, after a tap at the door, he
fired at them, “Room’s ready!” And
stuch were his entive contributions to the
conversation during that awkward half-
hour.

Hwhlv relieved to get away by him-
self, Blake mounted the stairs, and found
a neatb and clean bed-room awaiting him.

“Well, ’ere you are! ’Ow’ll this da
for you?” inquired Sumel ecstatically.
“Tit for a king—eh? And two ways
out, if you want to Lnow

Blake did want to know, and waited
1o be shown by 'Obby, his host.

What looked to be an innccent cup-
board turned out to be a secret door into
an adjacent staircase ending in someone
else’s backyard. As a matter of fact, it
was the yard of a beet-house in a turning
_cff the Fanmgdon Road.”

The double stpircase was a sufficient
commentary on the class of lodger cul-
tivated by Mz, ’Obby.

“Well now, Jack,” resumed his guide,

‘we ain’t going {o WOITy you about
huame ss yet. Time enough after you've
’ad a_bit of a ‘oliday, and seen some of
the sights agin, But you got that mes-
sage we passed into the Stone Jug for
vou by Greaser James, dldut you ?”

“’Bout them emeralds?” suggested
Pial\e grow]mglv
“Yes. Vally’d twice what di’'monds is
nowadays, you know. Two ’undred
thousand quids“uth at least, all lying
cosy, for a flash *and like you to lift.>’
i Ah and so they can wait!” was
Blake’s surly retort to this.
“Oh, cheese it! Don’t be s0 snappy !V
veronstr ated Slimer meekly. “ Anyway,

said as ‘ow we wouldn’t WOty yer
with business yet a “Iule &ou ve just
_ got to make yourself at *ome ’eve, order

found that?

what you like and when you like. And
to- mqhb we can go to the pictures if so
yow've the mind. Or there’s some good
boxing on at the Olborn Stadium. - What
d’yer say to that?’

Blake wished he had not been quite so
precipitate in shutting Slimer up. He
was aching to find out more about these
emeralds he was destined to burgle.
There were arrangements on his side to
be made, and Tinker and the Yard would
be on t1ptoe with excitement waiting to
know how he was faring.

Given half an opening, howerver,
Slimer was only too glad to impart what
information he had aboubt the “job.”
bjlfortunately he did not know much.

“You see, the guv’ ain’t ready yet.
‘I’ still nussing it, so they say,” he
explained.

“Who say?” grunted Blake.

“Oh, come now, who're you getting
at ?” laughed Slimer, not to be drawn.
“1 only pass the word on to you from
them as gives it, asking no questions and
e\pecun(r no lies. You know that with-
out my telling yer.

“But that au’t good enough for me
any more,’ declared Blake sulk iy “On
this last stretch I've been makmg up my
mind to one thing. I'm going to know
whom I'm working for in future—that is,

if I ever crack a crib again, which 1
won’t [

“Now don’t keep saying thau. Jack.
Don’t pr on talking silly,” pleaded
Shmel

“But. I do say it! What did T git out
of that last job? Thirty blooming quid
only. And then I was lagged. Thirty
bloomin’ quid! It Jgives me the fair
sick' And how mueh did this guv’ of
your'n make out of it?”

“Strike a light, don’t ask me!”
Slimer uncomfortably.

“Well, thousands anyway, and ’im
rolling in his kerridge, like a bloomin’
earl 17 snorted Blake, w ondering whether
this would draw him.

“Quite right!” allowed Slimer. “It

don’t- seem fair. Bubl you've got to re-
member——-"
. “Remember what? In three year and
ten months I've remembered just that——
’im volling in his kerridge down Park
Lane every miorning, and blowing him-
self out with fizz every night. And all
out of me, mark yer! Thirty dirty
quid, and ’ardly time to blow it in before
I was pinched again!”

“All right,” agreed Slimer tactfully.
“But what about his side of it? ‘Ow
much d’yer think that kit of tools would
have cost yer if you ’ad ‘ad to buy it
vourself 7 Three ‘undred quid, I’ll lay a
dollar. But he found it free.

“And then, about the .crib. Who
Who nussed it7 Who give
you the plan complete, down to the bloke
who snored, and the t’other one as left
his boots carelessly outside his door, so
you wouldn't fall over ’em?”

Blake pretended to regard all these
favours only with contempt. However,
what was the use of talking? He had
done with crime. He mecant to go
straight from now on. The guv’ could
take his emeralds to the infernal regions.

In all of which Slimer appeared to
concur. He ~ again  suggested the
pictures as a mild excitement suitable
after long sojourn within prison-walls.
And Blake, realising that he had found
out very litile more than when he started,
was forced to agree.

Bill Ferris havmg taken himself off
meantime, the pair made an evening of it
themselves, and right roundly was Blake
bored before he was through.

Twice; just to see how Blimer was de-

urged

puted to watch him, he tried to leave the

show for a minute alonc with plausible
e;{muse. But the other stuch closer than
glue.

found out ?2?

And when they got back to ’Obby's
agan‘ after a stewed-eel supper in the
Gray’s Iiin Road, and Sexton Blake had
betaken himself to bed, sure enough,
when his snores seemed to show that he
was really fast asleep, he heard stock-
inged feet creep up each stair in hm-
and the keys turned in both locks, mal-
ing him a prisoner till daylight again.

“Not much of an improvement. cn
Kingsmoor evidently,” he thought to
himself. *No wonder Plesher got fed- -up
with crlm and wanted to run straight.
Or perhaps he mever realised iwhat
tender care was being taken of him while
he slept his beauty sleep.

“ Anyway, it’s going to be a bit diffi-
cult, T can see, getting a message off to
Tml\er That is, unless what I am be-
ginning to suspect proves true,” Blake
concluded, yawning sleepily.

What he meant by that though, it
was impossble to say, for a moment
later he was really in the land of dreams.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
At Scotland Yard.

S subsequent days revealed, Blake
was treated very well.  True,
there was always Slimer, or Bill

Ferris, or, very ocmsmnaﬂv Mz,
’Obby. \\altmn“ to companion hlrn no
matter where he wanted fo go.

Blake, needless to say, was playing his
part to the life. He was exactly as a
man just released from years of iron
discipline and servitude, lazing away
the days, without bothering about any-
body but himself.

One day it was Plumpton Steeple-
chases, another whippet racing, with
music-halls or boxing always to finish
up with.

But niever once was he expected to pay
one penny of his own, He was treated
throughout like a prince.

Nevertheless, he knew from svhat
Plesher had said that account was being
kept of every halfpenny spent. Tha

mysterious master thlef might be a man
of broad business ideas, but, if after a
time it was reported to him that his
dupe was still bucking against returning
to a life of crime, the whole bill would
be very promptly presented to him, with
a curt command to pay up or take
the consequences.

The dupe, of course, never was able
to foot the costs, and so succumbed.

Blake, however, was only too eager to
get to business. A week of this holiday-
malun'r saw him fed to the teeth, All
the time he was watching for an oppor-
tunity to slip his escort somehow, and
send a wire to Tinker, apprising him of
his whereaboats. But always the other
was too much on the alert.

THen one day Slimer, letling his wits
go dozing for a minute, went back to
the booking-office to inguire further
about a train. It was at Waterloo, and
they were going racing again,

Promptly Blake was round and away,
popping into a telephone call-box, like a
rabbit doewn its hole,

He gave his Baker Street number,
slammed in his three pennies, and a
moment later was listening to Tinker’s
own silvery voice, for it sounded silvery
after thess long duys of contriving and
suspense.

“Hallo, guv'nor! Don’t mean to say
that's you at last?” Why, where have
vou been to all this time?” demande' =
Tinker, in'tones of lively relief,

“Tm s’ca,ymg round at a thieves’ doss-
house—Hobby's, 179, Booﬂe Lane back
of the Farringdon Road.”

¢ Farringdon Road. Right!” anewered
Tinker, who had been jotting this down.
“ And what else? Hovw much have vou
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“Lots; only not the staff exactly that
Harker or anyone else is expeLtmg, 7 was
Blake’s enigmatical answer. ““Only don’t
tell them that. Just say you've heard
from mie, and “no news.” No address,
either ! Pon’t give me away, and don’t
worry or try and ﬁan me till you hear
again. Understand ¥

Tinker admitted he did, but very re-
luctantly. He wanted to lind out more,
Myrs. Bardell and he had been seviously
concerned at not having so much as a
whisper from him.

Just at that moment, though, Blake,
out of the corner of his eye, saw Slimer
reappearing from the boohmmhdll look-
“ing sharply round for sign of hir.

e passed right by the tﬂ]ephone box,
iu fact, where Blake was cornered, but
failed to peer in. The moment his back
was turned Blake was out, of course, and
1g the opposite wa

It was not until Slim
cﬂmp‘ete tour of the -station
found his missing friend at I
innocently gazing

“Wh

ad made a

that hLe
, standinz
at the main beokstall.
where’ ve you bin t0?” he de-
-angrily, “I never saw you go.
‘Thought you w me. . Why
didn’t you, eh?”

ey ause I didn’t

: atopued

see¢ the nse. I just
‘ere and “aitcd till ‘you come
back,”” was Blake’s serens answer, whic
‘:hnwn,, after puffing and blowing a bit
longer, was forced to accept.

Lui for Ji he was so casual about it,
he detective “was wa tf'hmv look
g\d twitch in the other's e By &
time they had arrived at Clapham June-
H(m he: hdd come to one rather amazing

was that, before night, the
[impbsi for. bmgung the (’O\\tpd
anm‘rd* would be-put to him in" earnest
and for immediate action.

It was rather a startling deduction io
come. to, really, seing he had no grounds
at all for arriving at it.. But Blake had
a brain that a\wavb worked about nine-
teen chapters ahead of any other crime-
investigator ever known.

As Harker said, he was the most im-
ble man to deal with clues that cver
d. . Give him the best of these some-
eg, and he would only seem to re-
gard them as interesting trifles, of no
value or importance,

His brain all the time would be
meandering away, goodness knew where,
and then suddenly out he would come
with some e\tx‘aordmary assmnpmon as
ridiculous as it was mvbhﬁed so one
would think. Vet, all the same, one
could bet one’s bost pair of patent-
leathers ihat Blake was going
right in the end.

And it was just this way now.

“Yes; before night, I reckon, &'m
going to heal all about these precious
emeralds,” he told himself once again,
“and about this crib that has got to be
cracked, and how I've got to set about
it. Slimes has got his orders at last. At
least, I think so. We shall see.”

And Sexton Blake “as hghi‘ That
menmfz, after Bill Ferris had “blown
in,” and a bottle of cheap bubbly had
been opened to celobmte a prefitable day

‘over the sticks,” = Slimer ~uddenly
pushed aside his glass.

I‘mmg Blalke with his greenish eyes, he
fished_for a moment in his waisteoat
pocket and produced a folded slip of
tmmnc paper, as it looked.

Pluher ol sport, see this?” he
asked,  w ith a pxodlglous wink. “It’s
come—come al lasi. You know: them

emeralds we was talking to you about.”
Blake feigned a stalt and a surly glare
as of onu who has been lizing wittingly
- in a fool’s parvadise an yve.gees his days
of dreaming drawing to an end, -
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“Well,” he said. “What about ’em 27
“Werve got our papers, that’s all.
The guv’ has sent ’em !”

“Sent em, how 7 demanded Blake.

Slimer, in fact, was already tapping his
lon'r nose in whimsical derision.

Bv a littls bird, of comse he
]hfrhed "How else does ‘e send ’em
ev L\n«hosh ere they are, and if you
take the job on—which, of course, you
will—why, there’s a “undred qmd for
your share this time, nnd all found.’

‘A hundred quld' echoed Blake, as
1f this put a different complexion on the
case,  Slimer was quick to catch at tbe
change of tone. He had Blake's glass
filled again Ui e winking. His dupe
I tended to make one last futile stand
again ‘falling back into his old life
of crime. Then he succumbed.

Slimer and T*‘eu‘m were oxe”ovel
Fhm 1oanod their companion for a true
',nu The plans of the crib were
1ed into his hands, and Blake

ened to run a more professional eve
- them.

v the name of the house he
gle had not been revealed to
him. _But as Blake liad told Tinker,
there were hol so many private
collections of emeralds in the woild worth
nearly a quarter of a million.

He knew only of one, in fact, This,
valued nowa at over twe hundred
thousand poun
Clyde,-a mnlh»unlhoname shipowner with
a town house in -Brabazon Street,
Mayfair,

5, he had been
in favour and
tones, and had

ke ,\‘U‘ t to spot t
» of the litthe

Oug. shi well-and b1 £ his wisdom
ha l neb exten housing . hi
collection for fody in a bank ex
safe deposit. & . =

When the s were ed . into
Blake's bands, thevefore, Was Wor-
dering whether Sir Jasper’s was the
crib that had been marked for crack-

B 2

He had been in" the hoiise twice in his
life on busi ~which- was onee more
than was nece

the general run of the ground-floor, at
any rate.
And, sure enough, the moment he

glanced at the sketch he
anticipations were realised:
Here was the Brabazon Street entmnce,
with its heavy, ugly portico, and here
the mews at the back, leading out into
Curzon Street. :
“Well,” continued Slimer, 1 um't tell
ver w here the crib i is ov what it is, ‘cause
.sha'n’t know muyself till to-morrow.
But, meantime, what d’yer think of it ?
‘“Here’s - the guv’s notes about it.
Reckon it’s a London ’ouse by the sound
of it, and he must have stopped inside
for a week from all he knows. A bloomin’
guest, I shouldn’t wonder. Ah, he’s a
deep ‘un, is the guv!” And Slimer gave
an admumg chuekle,

lnew that his

Meantime, Blake was pondering the
sketch deeply. By-and-by he turned to
the master-thief’s notes. These were

printed in block-hand, and in an ink
which Plake . suspecied would be faded
completely in forty-eight hours.
They.gave more than mere suvgeatwus
how- the place might be entered. ' Each
instruction was a positive command, set
down with a elavity which showed "thet
the author was indeed a man of parts,
The house was to be broken into at

1.30 a.m.. on the night of the ~15th,
giving Blake only two days’ grace. The

point of entrance was to be the window
immediately above the portico, which
could be gamed easily enough by aid
the stack-pive, and higher up by an orna-
mental txdhs work. :

belonged to Sir Jasper-

ary for him te memorise

of

already remarked on to the

owner, as-a
gratuitous temptation to a house-
“breaker.

However, Sir Jasper was one of the
stubborn kind.  All his windows wer
guarded, he retorted, with special burglar
alarms,

Beyond t}
break into his place would
through him promplly.

eet a bullet
That swas his

retort, and onre (o be remembérved by
Blake novw.

However, the exact description of the
burglar- almm, and the safe way of
silenicing: it, was duly set down by the

author of the note

“Following the plan, ihe
only to nd\wafe a
descend the si’a,ir('z\sc;
library door.

Through the library was a second door,
armed with a formidable lock. "This led
to an inner closet, where was the jewel
safe, two-thirds embedded in the wall.

It was the most up-do-date fire and
burglar-proof s which money could
buy, and for this veason, no doubt, the
.job ” had been- reserved until a crae
man of Plesher’s t Itherty te
attend to it.

A speecial ble
which eould hep

cracksman had
t-floor passage,
and ce the

‘Bhis,
uld b

with
Je»

livered thr
Not until tbon W uuld m(
be divulged.

9o that’s all sight
Slimer hopefully, -
1110 niotes down at-|

“Oh; yes! All s
1wie tum"\ goe
ssly. "\otmn" diff
like. Just the ordi if
the side-w indow fo h ilfe light of the
jet, and it's going to be something extry
speshul in the way of zafes if T don’t have
it cut in chunks i of ten mi
from the word * go.

“I believe youl? said Slimer
“There never was a “and like y
1he jet—and well the guv knows it

“ Whiclr is \xhv ke (‘u\ s me a humhcd
sovereigns, and pouches the uther hun-
dred and ninety-nine thousand nine hun-
dred for himself, I s laughed
Blake bitterly.

- He noticed that Shuer
the notes and plan again,
back in his own pocket. BN Blake, like
a craftsman who is above such trifles,
made no deraur,

An hour later, after many vavwns, Blake
suggested that the place for him was bed,
and up he went.

Hitherto he had made no objection to
having the key turned upon him each
night, making him a pr v until his
landlord was .on the move again in the
early morning.

But to-night he had other designs, He
had already taken note of his room locks
which were of the ordinary box- pattem
but fixed on the outer side of the door, a
fact suspiciaus in itself

Being of ordinary s
not need to unscrew il
their mechanism.

He not m}ly understood these locks ia
question, but he had a very simple dodgﬂ
by which, though the key might
turned, the bolt would remain unshot. I
only took a minute to fix it, and then
Blake went-to bed. :

But, so far from undressing, he rat
added to his attive in the shape of pull
on his spare prison socks over his bo

By-the-by, after he had been sno
deeply as nsual for some twenty miny
more, he -heard the cvstomm“y feot-
53 come ereeping up first one stair,
{hon the other. Each doorvkey sera
in turn, the footsteps padded away inte
-silence, and the House of Obby" ave
itself up to slumbers -

as

minutes

ey
YOS §

had collected
and put them

< type, Blake did
em to understand

be

any burglar who tried to
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All except Blake. He allowed his
guardians balf an hour’s grace. then
quietly rose, and with ne move noise than
2 mouse opened the door leading to
‘Obby’s side of the premises, and
descended.

Having already marked carefully every
tread in the stairs which creaked, he was
able to reach the front door at last with-a
stealth which even the real Plesher
could not have surpassed. He was 2 littie
bit anxious in case his hosts had resolved
to-remove the outer key for his further
safe custody, but luckily they had not.

A couple of minutes later saw him in
Farringdon Road, the hour bei
ten minutes past one on a
morning,

=3

cold and fro

collection. I've anticipated that he might
he the victim from.the first.”

23

you think that’s good enough for
:

o go upon?” protested Harker,

nvinced.,

man ! What the dickens do

Have you ever known me
your precious Yard by talking
through my hat? T say you can get busy
en what Pve told you, and that sheuld
b 1igh. It’'s Sir Jasper’s jewels that
E ', and vouw're going round
ise lum of the fact now.”
is hour? TIl see you
‘re mad! He'd scalp

L
L

ink

was Blake's contemptuous

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Strange Proposition. _

O expect to find a taxi prowling
here at that hour was out of the
question. Blake made for Fleet
Street, and there, by a stroke of

tuck, was able to hale a driver westward
bound. A guarter of an hour later he was
at Scotland Yard, and both Harker and
Tinker were being hailed out 6f their
beds to be fetched down in cars to meet
him.

“Well,” said Blake, greeting them.
“Sorry to worry you at this unconsion-
able hour, but things have hegun to
move. I’ve got my orders, and the crib

15 to be cracked precisely at one-thirty

on the moining of the
morrow " 2
“Phew! Sharp work! And where??
demanded Harker. -
“Don’t know officially vet, but from
the plan of the premises 1it’s Sir Jasper
Clyde’s place, in Brabazon Street.”’
“Phew!” whistled: Harker again.
“That’s a pity! You can't say for cer-
tain, then?”
“Oh, yes, or I
replied Blake shortly.

day -after to-

“3 know Sir

- Jasper; know his house and his gem

shouldnt be here I'%

L. ibrar s

3

‘emeralds ! ? continued Blake, smiling’

patiently, while Tinker went off into
another guffaw. “Emeralds! Your
collection. We have every reason to be-

7

lieve that they are going to be stolen.”
 What I’ whooped tha-ohantom voice.
“By whom?” :
“Well, by me, if you want s Enow 1
was Blake's matter-of-fact veply. * That
is why I wanted to come gsws and chat
things over with Yorz. How wvs I going
to do it? >
“Thundering Jupiter! You steal my
emeralds! Are you mad or drunk or
what ?”” yapped the receiver at this amaz-
ing pronouncement.
“Well, alittle bit m
ing to discuss a pri

sath of us, try-
atter like tlus

Blake seized the ruffian's ankie and

sent him ecrashing to earth.

reply to this.
Directory.”
Blake put in the call. At last Sir
Jasper’s own voice was heard roaring
into the receiver like a raging bull.
~“All vight! One moment, and T'll tell

Let’s have the Telephone

et
=1

you. Give me a chance. This is Scot-

land Yard speaking,” .replied Blake
o & p

patiently.

But Harker, who evidently knew the
iraseible Sir Jasper, protested against thig
in a sharp whisper.

“No. It isn’t the Yard speaking at
allt- Don’t drag us into it ”

¢ All right, you ass, shut up !’ retorted
the detective. Then, as a blare of fury
resulted from the othex end of the wire,
he hastened to explain, “ No, Sir Jasper,
I didn't mean you to shut up—only a
gentleman here who keeps interrupting.

“It’'s Sexton Blake speaking—from
Scotland ¥ard,” continued the detective,
correcting himself,  “Yes; quite so! I
know it's a bit late to be ringing you up
like this, and I apologise. But it’s about
your emeralds. =
+“No; not Emmy Reynolds!” he
hastened to correct the baronet, whose
voice, velping into the ieceiver, could be
heard all over the zroom. *“1I said

over the telephone, don’t vou think?"
was Blake’s imperturbable veply. * Do
you care whether your emervalds ave,
stolen or not?”

“Care! Of course I do!”

“Very well! Get up and put your
clothes on, and I'l be round in ten
minutes to discuss it—see? Horry to be
in such a hurry, but it’s urgent

Still leaving the diaphragm of thd
instrument shrilling and buzzing to the
stream of Sir Jasper’s wrath, Blake led
the way down-to a waiting police-car.
Ten minutes later, having told the chauf-
feur to wait for them at Hyde Park
Corner,” Harker and he arrived at the

‘millionaire’s house in Brabazomw Streef.

A light in the smoke-room showed that
Sir Jasper, at any rate, had acted on
Blake’s advice. . :

“He’s probably waiting for us with a
blunderbuss,” was Harker’s encourag-
ing prophecy. At the first pressure of
the bell, the door was opened by the
baronet himself. : -

“Well, that’s sensible!” swas Blake's
prompt and blunt remark., “ No one else
up except yourself, I hope, Sir Jasper?
If so, please send them to bed.?

: U.J.—No. 86l
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“Me send them!
dashed orders to yourself!” ex')loded
their host, who was plainly still in a very
bad temper. “Who are you, anyhow?
1’*;(- only heard your voice on a tele-
phone, and from that should judge that
vou are a raving lunatic. Don’t darve to
put your fool over the J\oo:‘sfep till Tve
had a good Iook at you!”

s (fertainly 17 assented Blake, with per-

fact calm. T have told” you my namie,
and, as your business gy lest here on two
occasions, you ought to recognise me.
How 1 come to bn in this frmb and who
v friend here is, we 3ill reserve for
me 1‘10\0L where we can ta] more
ately, if on’t mind.”
There was i for the baronet
nting to make sure who he was admit-
ting to “the house at this hour. Blake was
in his Ki ngsmoor civyies, not the latest
Bond Street cut, while Hmker of course,
was also in mufti.

The ithtcr however, had the presence
of mind to show his Olﬂ(xdl 1dent1fV card
as a C.1.D. officer, and at sight of this Sir

You keep your

Jasper made w ay for them to enter,
though still exhibiting a revolver
ostentatiously :

““Now then,” he snapped, as they
stepped ‘within the handsomse library and
tha door was shut beliind them. “What's

»

this about my emeralds?

“I told yon, sir, that there was a plot
to steal them,” said Blake.

“Yeg; and that you were to do the
T‘u(*\”nw yourself!” “snorted the baronet.

“T sk again, are you drunk, :u‘ or is
this some infernal practical joke

“Not at all. -~ Harker, herc, of the
(. 1.D., will satisfy you as to my bona-
fides w henever you like. But 1 suggest
that vou should save time by aceepting
my word that T am going to burgle your

emeralds, and on the night aftm

to-morrow, at 1.15 a.m., to be precis
“But confound 1w dashed 1m-

pudence!” spluttered Sir Jasper. But

Dlake, with that peculiarly authoritative
wm' of*his, managed to sfay him.
“Time, sir, is valuable—wor m almost
as much as your gems, in fact,” he said
smoothly., ““If you will allow me to' ex-
plain, T will do so in as few words as
oo“,blo Your emeralds, it seems,
have been marked down to be stolen, and
one reason I am burgling them myselt is
to ensuve that you do not lose them. But
mainly it is Scotland Yard's hope
thereby to make a very healthy haul of
astute and dangerous criminals.”

“And yours, too,” Harker reminded
hirn testily.

“Why, ves, I suppose it u mine, too,”
added Blake provokingly. “But I am
not quite so optumat*c perhaps, as Vou
gentlemen of the dark blue with silver
Duttons.”

“You're not?” blurted Harker, won-
deving what Blake could mean by this.

BN the private detective was already
pursuing his explanation. The story did
not take long, fortunately for their
host, who was verging on apoplexy all
the time.

“My safe! That I paid two thousand
pounds for!  You mean to have the
wmpudenee to tell me that you are going
to melt chunks out of it with your
infernal blow-pipe, and then walk out
with my emeralds—my cmeralds !—while
1 stand quietly and lot you? 1 tell you,
sir, you may be Sexton Blake—"

But here again the detective stayed
him with a quiet wave of his hand,

“F am Sexton Blake, sir, and that is
the adequate reason why you

FELY

should Ieave the whole affair to me,” he

“said serenely.  “T do not propose to melt
chunks out of your safe—that is, unless
you prefer it. -1 shall merely present
‘myself in your house the night after

to-morrow; al the hour stated,
stack-pipe and the poltino window,
Aald down in my instructions.

“1 must ask, sir, as a condition, that
1o one in the house shall hear one breath
as to my intentions; but if you yourself
care to sit up—though in the dd\k,
please—to observe my actions, I shall be

delighted. I can then borrow from you
the safe key. Al one forty-three minutes
precisely I shall have the honour to wish
you good-night, and shall then vetive
v the front door.
“With my property! And what then

]nay’ i
“My instructions from the gentleman
ﬁlanmng this burglary are to hand the
jewels over to a very efficient. though
not too xcrupulou: person—one Slimer.”’

A real thief?”

“Precisely! It will then be Scotland
Yard’s privilege to undertake the safe
w atching of this person fo see to whom
hie hands them next.

“Here, oh, I say!” protested Harker,
swho had rather that Sexton Blake should
not dissociate himself so entirely from
this phase of the case, as he was
doing.

But in a very few words Blake
reminded him that it was absolutely
essential that someone should bridge this
gap for him, while he changed ount of

| his Plesherian disguise, and 50 could take

up the later stages of the chase.

““But what about your 1ad Tinker?
demanded Harker, zather shareelessly

“¢Tad Tinker ’!” exploded the owner
of the gems. “You have the impudence
to suggest that a mere lad—"

Ho“ ever, time was getting on. Blake
had to be back in his Saffron Hill
lodging: 1mfme daylight certainly. He
intervened once more.

And so it was fixed.

An hour later found him back safely in
his own bed, highly amused, as one
would have seen had the room not been
in pitchy darkness still.

Mr. ’Obby, overhead, had not so much
as heard a creak. But Blake had ghosted
back as silently as he had set out.

But dawn was already paling the
chimney-pots. In half an hour his land-
lord was afoot. Blake heard him

the rcom as
kitchen fire.
on his pillow

stealthily turn the key of
he desconded to light the
Only then did he turn over

and fall fast asleep.
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Burglary.

N EVERTHELESS, Blake was up
had alveady breakfasted, nor
was Bill Ferris to be seen. Mr.

'Obby even seemed less solicitous than

usual as to his movements. =

The detective, in fact, believed that if

betimes.  Slimer, he noticed,
ho had chosen to walk out of the deor

now, he might have done so un-
accompanied.

But he didi’t. He sat, pulling at an
old clay pipe, reading a day-before-
yesterday’s “ Mirror.” He found it slow
work.

However, Slimer appeared at last.

| “Hallo!” he said, not particularly
ﬁum‘ied, Blake noticed, at -finding him
cooling his heels alone. ‘“Been out
vet 7"

“No. Why??

“Oh. f‘me morning ! 1 only thought
you might,” was Slimer's rather un-
expected 1f‘m‘11'1\ Whereupon, with a
mumbled —excuse, he went through and
down the basement stairs, in search of

’Obby, he said.

Even then it was a good hour befo"er

‘he reappeared agaiu, and still he wore
bhv same sneaky lqok, as if wondering
to find Blake still theie sprawling in a
greasy easy-chair, the stuffing of which

via the-
as

‘prise  his confederate

had fallen through the seal and rested in
a luxurious pile upon the floor.

“Got your ]ut of tools,” he vouchsafed
at last, producing a pigskin wallet,
Covltammg‘ a range of the finest jemmies
and blades which even Sexton Blake had
seen for many a day.

Truly, this master-thief of Pinston’s
was a man who went the whole hog in

the matter both of expense and pains, he
realised.
“Well, they're the right stuff.”” he

{frifle more enﬂlucmsh(alh
than had been his wont. “And now,
what’s the 'ouse? Where's the crib?’

“Sir Jasper Clyde’s, 123a,  Brabazon
Slmel \Iayfdn-—vheye the nobs live.
Mayfair!” eghoed Blake sharpl
1f this was the last place he was llm,“
of.

“What! You'd rather it "ad been out
of the smoke? Pah! What's the
odds?” demanded Slimer, anxious that
there should be no hitches now.

“QOh, no odds!  T’ll 'ave to slip down
and look at tho place, though. Are yer
game to-night?

Slimer was, if he liked. They would
have to be cautious, however. - No larks.
Slimer had a very healthy regard for his
own skin in these matters, Blake
noticed.

“T reckon we'd hetter be fixing up the
place where I'm to meet you and palw
the swag,” he suggested.

Here, agam. Slimer seemed anxious to
make it as far from the scene of crime
as possible. He thought at the bottom of
Curzon Street, where it runs into Park
Lane, would be a good place.

If Blake were being followed i
would give him all Hyde Park in one
divection and the purlieus of Shepherd s
Market in the other to twist and turn in.
ollowed ! What, on a cushy job like
this!”? sneered Blake.  8till, Curzon
Street would serve all vight for hln.

That evening, after te Blake rvaised
again the sub_,ef’( of a visit to the seene
of to-morrow night’s adventure. Slimer
consented, but it was evident that eofily
a strong sense of duty made him agree.

They set out, taking a ‘bus to Marble
Avrch, and so ‘down Park Lane to the
turning into Curzon Street. Here the
exact spot where Blake was to meet Sli-
mer and hand over the stolen emerald:
was settled.

“And about the dibs?” demanded
Blake, who had been told by the real
Plesher to demand ready cash.

“The dibs’ll be all Ught if the green
sparks are. But we've got to see that
they ain’t sham ’uns first.”

“Sham - ’uns! What d'yer mean?
Sham or real, T'll have cracked the crib
and be entitled to my wage,” retorted
Blake hotly.

“Ah! Al right, then: You were
allus” one to fight for a tight bargain.
Jack, trust you,” consented his com-
panion sourly

So that was aettloﬁ But go a step
neared the marked house Slimer would
not. He was obviously itching to be
away ont of the neighbourhood as it
was.

And when Blake suggested satirically
that perhaps he would like to “ruan away
home now to his mummie” to his sur-
jumped at the
chance. A moment later Blake was
standing alone, watching Slimers’ shabby
figure scufﬂmfr away in the darkness.

Blake could hardly believe his luck.
He did not stand staring for long, need-
less to say. Nor did he go near Brabazon
Street. —

Once sure that Silmer was not playing
some game with him, he hurried up
Clurzon Street, doubled round a corner
or two. and so struck through to Picca-
dilly, boarded a ’bus, and a few minutes

admitted, a
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after was a,hghtmg at Trafalgar Square.
From here to Scotland Yard was only a
fow moments’ walk.

There was still much to be settled with
1Tavker, of course. But now they knew
exactly the spot where Blake was to re-
linquish charge of the stolen gems, it
should be easy for Scotland Yard to
shadow Slimer until he, in turn, palmed
them to someone else.

*Youw're bound to have two of you on

the job,” Blake told him.

“Two! Tl -have twenty!” declared
Harker fmvently.

“QOh, all right; so long as you leave

one lea,dy to telephone here where I'm
to find you. I sha’n’t be long getting
into a new dlsgmse and then T'll take
up the scent again.’

The sooner Blake arranged this the
Letter, Harker thought devoutly. Two
hundred  thousand pounds’ worth of
cmeralds was some responsibility, even
for the shoulders of the C.LD., par-
ticularly when they bullied the owner
into letting them be burgled.

“That’s what I'm thmkmg about,”
explained Harker dismally. ‘I mean it
isn’t like a regular burglary, where some
silly ass comes in and simply says

* they’re gone,” and he would be very
much obhged 1f you could get them back
for him.”

“No; exactly. The more reason for

you keeping your eyes =1\inned and
never losing s1ght of them,” Blake

warned him drily.

“ And Tinker? Where does he come
in?” enquired Harker.

“I told them to ’'phone for him now.
He'll come in—well, T haven’t yet made
up my mind quite,” broke off Blake with
provoking vagueness.  “‘But he'll come
in somewhere, 1 expect.
Nor was ITarker able to gather any-
more definite than this vwheu
’s youthful * assistant - did = arrive.

Whatever the private detective’s instrue-

tions were to him he reserved them till
after they had got outside.

Tinker, after he had heard them, was

as mystiied and indignant as Harker.

He was to wait at Scotlanid Yard,

merely, and see that the code telegram
1o be despatched to the Governor of
Kingsmoor Prison, giving authority for
the real Plesher’s rolease, was duly sent
- off. But this was not to be sent until

Biake himself had ’phoned the *““All
clear,”
The written-out wire Blake handed

him now.. This simple duty concluded,
Tinker was to await Blake's orders as to
the next move.
He bade his assistant * Good-night,”
and back he went to his lodging again.
Slimer was there awaiting him.
“Well? All vight, I suppose. You had
a sqmnt at the place?”

*Oh, yes. It’s easy enough,” auswer‘\d
Blake, with a yawn. “As I said, if
vou're around at that corner s‘mx’) at
'1.40 a.m. the stones will be 1eady for
you. Meantime, I'm off to hod So-
long 1

“Well, good luck!” breathed Shmek
that night at the Piccadilly end of Park
Fane a quarter of an hour after the
clock had chimed the ghostly hour of
one. ‘One forty you said. You 11 find
me there.  Good luck again!’

’LzI\e mm’ed on. He was looking for

find that Harker had overlocked this im-
portant item of warning the constable
on the beat to keep clear.

However, no policeman- was to be seen
gho<mlg alohb on his lr)ne}y beat.

Sir-Jusper’s house, with its heavy, ugly
portico; drew in neW Blalke meant.
Lot ep cxactl <mec hiled heur

BlY tO uub
h&» instructions before

“and give you in charge!”’

1s of a polieeman, quite prepared to

he advanced to:

hig attack. There was 1o knowing but
what somebody might be watching him,

after all. Still, he did not really antiei-
pate this.
Consid magnitude of the

respons was takmg on his
ehoulders, he was in rare care-free mood.
Anyone might think it was only two
pennyworth of bullseyes that he was
going to relicve his unwilling host of.

Sir Jasper, he saw, had fallen in with
his plan, so far as having the whole
house in darkness was concerned. Not
a glimmer was to be seen.

Ting—tang! rang a chiming stable-
clock just then from some back-mews.
The hour had come. .

Blake slid stealthily along to Sir
Jasper’s front door steps, gained the rail-
ing by aid of the mudsnaper and
gripped the stack-pipe.

With sure hold he swung off and began
to climb. Six feet only and he had the
ornamental trellis to assist him. In a
minute or less-he was on top of the
portico.

Here he had to beware of one hidden
wire of the house burglar-alarm. He had
arranged for this to be switched off by
his host, but it was as well to run no
risks.

A knife slipped between the window-
sashes engaged the hasp of the catch
without springing any bell that he could
hear. Inch by inch, smoothly he raised
the lower half and stepped inside.

From here to the library below was
plane-sailing. Blake closed the window
behind him and descended. The room-
door was unlocked. He paused on the
!{:{hn}zshold, peerinig in.  All was pitchy

Suddenly «nmm‘hn’g blunt ami heavy
rammed itscif sharply against his cheek-
bone. It was a revolver muzzle, as he felt
by the icy ring pressed into his flesh,
Yot he did not move.

“Who's that?” challenged a rasping
voice in a whisper

** Sexton Blake., That you, Sir Jasper?”
whispered the detective in reply.

“Yes, confound it!”’ ‘*rowled ‘the other,
and ‘rhe pistol-barrel was withdrawn,

“So you’ve really come, then?”

“Why, yes. You didn’t think I was
onlv ]oklng?"

“Me? 1 don’t know,” came back an
answering snarl, and then: “Where do
you want to go now? You say we
mustn’t strike a lighs?”’

“Not a glimpse,” replied Blake. “Bnt
don’t you worry. I can feel my way.’

“You can? That’s more than I can—
and in my own house, too. I've been
sitting here on ‘this fool’s game till I'm
fed to the teeth. Even now I've a pre-
cious good mind to stop the silly bosh
grumbled the

5]

rmlhonaue under Lis breath.

“But as it is you 1 gwe me a cigar
imstead, and see it through uka a sports-
man,” Said Blake, in a ldu ghing whisper.
“Just wait till T mask 'rms window,
though, before we light up.”

t was surely the queerest burglary that
ever was perpetrated, with the thief bor-
rowing the safe key from his victim and
coolly pocketing the swag, after making
sure that these were the real stones actu.
ally, and that the owner had not tried
to hedme with imitations.

But the bavonet had passed his word
on that. After all, if the two hundled
thousand pounds” worth did go “phut,”
the ratepaycvs would have to see him
compensated it the insurance companies
would not.

Blake thought it quite likely. He
chuckled to think what Harker would be
feeling hke mnow. Also old Pinston at
Kingsmeor, They bad hatched the plot
between them, hot he:

“And _now—you don 't mind ylv “ask-

JACK L.ibrapsh

ing?” said the owner satirically—¢ bui
what is the next caper after you leave
here? You hand my property over fo
ancther man, who is a genuine criminal,
you say? And what after that, pray?”’

“As I told you, Scotland Yard takes
over the responsibility of the next imme-
diate stage. Then I cairy on as soon as
I can.”

“ And the idea again exactly?”

“Why, it’s an attempt to put salt on
the tail of one of those rare birds
rare that they are almost mythical,
fact—called master-thieves.”

“You don’t helieve in their existence,
you mean?”

“Oh, far from that; I do!” was the
plmokma reply. “I think that there is
a master-mind of a very high grade of
cunning and villainy at work on your
ememlds for instance. But——"

“But what?” insisted the other.
“That ass Sharker, or(Shirker, that was
with you the other night was babbling
something about the man being found
to be h\mg in Park Lane here; driving
umpteen motors, and crunching diamonds
spread on bread-and-butter with his tea.
Do you your:elf veally believe that
tommyrot?”’ ha qpluttelou angrily.
—“Well, I don’t know,” lduohvd Blake,
“Harker is not the only crime expert who
is sitting up goggle-eyed to-night hoping
that that theory will prove true. 1 have
les» ambitious views myself.”

S0k, you }m.\o have you?” snorted Siy
Jasper. ‘“Well, all I ean say is that 1
consider the \xhol\, affair an impudent
assault, for which I shall make somebody
pay if ever your crack-brained plans go
wriong.”’

“Qh, certainly !’ agreed Blake politely.
“ What's more, I have g feeling that they
will go- wrong,” he added, making the
baronet nearly bounce up to the ceiling.

“What? You have the cheek to tell
me that! My emeralds! And you think
you may lose them, after all?”

“I didn’t say ‘I, ” the detective ve-
minded him. ¢ Please do remember that
I am jnot single-handed on this job. That
it isn’t my scheme at all really, “but Scot-
land Yard’s. I cannot be answerable for
other peOple, of course.”

“Then look here!” commanded Sir
Jaspel grabbing his revolver again and
pointing it full in_Blake's face. “Ill
have no more of this tosh! They're my
gems. I'll see"you in Heligoland: before
I let you take them and plm the owl
with them! Give them up—do you
hear?—or T'll raise the house! I'll open
the window and baw!l blue mnirderd IlI
plug R bullet into )ou, as sure as my
name’s uyde, lf you don’t give them up
here and now !

Blake was quite alarmed. His host was
obvicusly serious. His hand was already
on the bell-push. In anether second the
whole house would be roused, and all his
patient work of many d %knocked on

in

the head.
“Now, steady, please!” he remons-
strated. “Don’t go back ou your word

now, Siv Jasper, and leave us all in the
luuh Tur really serious. I g not
going to give you baek your emeralds,
even if you do blow holes in me. But
Pl tell you what I will do. If they're
lost by any dunce T'll see you get the
very fullest value b'x(k, and foot up an
extra thousand pounds’ out of my own
banking account besides.”

Sir Jasper glaved hard at him for a
moment.

“You Le
demanded.

“0Of course T do !V’

“Then all right.
‘thousand pounds.” = -
““Well, as a side het th suggested
Blake, laughing—“a thousand -to fivs
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hundred that I land the emerilds all
back heré completc and without a chip.
Will you take it7”

rth mllhovmuc scowled a

“All right,” he said.

T will. It may
careful, perhaps.”
- He tossed his weapon back
sofa again, and sat down
whisky-and-soda.

“How about the time?” he suggested
at last.

“Time to be going ‘wno:t 2 agreed
Blake, buttoning up the pocket confain-
ing the jewels and preparing to go. The
shom glimmer of light which they had
been allowing themselves out of Blake’s
pocket-torch was cxtinguished. He rose
to leave—Dbut by the front doov this time.

“Well, good-night, Sir Jasper, and
many thanks!” said Blake cordially in
farewell.

“And good-night to you! And dash

- me if you haven’t left me feeling more
jumpy and scared than if I had been
tackling ten real burglars instead of you
only,” confessed his host. “But I'll be
sitting up-a bit longer to hear that you've
caught the blackguards.”

“You will? Well, I shouldn’t if T were

moinent.
“TIf you want it
make you a bit more

on to the
to “another

von,” said the detective. “You ,will
_hear ~ nothing to-night—at any rate,
1iothing to soothe you. But to- -IMOTrow
at breakfast I'll see vou get a wire.

“To say that this precious master-thief
is lagged?”

"Oh yes, he'll be lagged right enough

—you can leave tlmt to me!” launhed
" Blake, with a provoking assurance which
ouly left Sir Jasper more bewildered and
anxious than ever.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Harker Loses His Temper.

éé BLL, got ’em?” came . the
anxious whisper, as Slimer’s
shambling figure suddenly

thped from the shadow of a
Curzon Street doorway and fell into
stride beside Blake.

Blake was punctual to the tick. They
went hurrying down the chill, deserted
street, turning into Park Lane and up
towards the Mavrble Arch. :

“Yes, I've got "em. Have you got the
dibs?”

“Yes, Bradburys—a hundred quid.
Hand over your lot, and you can take
mine. This ain’t the 1oad I want to go,
anyway.”

Blake © had had the notion that it
wasn't, hence his reason for taking it.

Harker and his men should be w aiting,
watching them from somewhere® here.
He wanted to give Scotland Yard every
possible chanee.

held out the wallet full of gems,
and took the thick wad of notes in ex-
change. Slimer opened one of the jewel-
cases inside and caught the green, bale-
ful glimmer of the gems.
* “No kid? They are the real stuft—
eh?” he asked hoarsely.

“The rveal stuff. No paste about
‘them Blake assured him.

“Then s’long, and see vou at “Obbys
‘to-morrow, mavbp It all ‘depends. But
leave word with ’im if you have to shift.

See?
Bhke nodded. And, with another
nervous ‘Good-night!” Slimer turned

about and hurried away as fast as his
legs could carry him short of an actual
run.

There was no kindly inquiry, Blake
noticed, to know whether the ]ob had
been difficult or not. Slimer’s only
thought was for himself and his own
skin. =
'~ When he was only thirty or forty yards
OnUh.}S way, however, he did hesitate as

Or it was to see,

if to turn back. per-
waps, if Bla was - stili watehing him.
The detective was., of course. Where-

upon Slimer waved his hand and went
on his road ag li‘l

When he was just on the point of fad-
ing entirely into the mist spreading from
Hyde Park across the road, suve enough
two figures appmued stealthlly slinking
along the railings to take up the chase.

S0 Scotland Yard had faken up the
trail. Blake merely saw them appear,
and then he turned on his heel and made
off briskly in the opposite direction.

When he, too, judged himself to be
far enough trom the rendezvous to be also
hidden by the mist he darted across the
road and came stealing like a shadow
back to where the plaée of parting had
been. Herve he took cover.

A matter of five or ten minutes must
have passed, and still nothing had hap-
pened. From the dirvection of Piccadilly
a belated private car appeared and
passed, but there was nothing in that.

Bnl\e nevertheless, sensed that somo
inte 1e~t11m development which he had
halt-foresecnt was about to disclose itself,

Sure enough the mevest clink of sound
suddenly broke the brooding stillness, like
the jarring of metal on stone. Blake was
alert, his eves were nearly starting out
of his head with tense excitement. Just
within the gate of a tall mansion opposite
a faint line of black seemed to have ap-
peared in the flag-walk leading to the
door.

Tt might be mevely an optical illusion,
yet Bl ke was pretty certain it had not
been there before ;

It was the me
that it seem
moments dragg

Blake u'l"‘(‘(l the
was hiding bﬂhm(l, as if his 11}0 de wendﬂd

after an interminable time,
black lm' elevated itself sud-
denly inte a circle: hen a second blot
appeared against the é‘l(‘\ glimmering
stones. It was a man s head. It began
to move vigorously.

It was somebod3 s coal-plate that had
been -lifted. * A man had been inside
down in the cellar. Now, having recon-

noitred the coast and found all clear, he
was wriggling his way out.
Blake almost laughed aloud.  There

was no need to ask whether this ‘1ppa11»
tion had any connection with the slim
Slimer or not. It was exactly hereabouts
that Blake had marked him turn and
look back, then wave his hand before
proceeding on again.

The detective knew mnow what that
wave of the hand had meant. Slimer
had been astute enough to have a con-
federate Jostcd within forty yards actu-
ally, ready for the first palmmg of the
stolen sw ag

And now, oblivious of this, Harker and
his twenty 'tecs were shadowing Slimer
whithersoever he cared to lead them,.
Blake, who had all along suspected some
such cunning move, could have exploded
at the thought of it.

had

Meantime, the fellow opposite

‘wriggled himself out of the orifice of his

hiding-place, replaced the coal-plate

deftly, and was now hurrying off, also in|

the direction which ‘Slimer had taken.

Needless to say, Blake was on his
tracks with an ala,crltv and stealth which
he had never surpassed in all his caveer
as a sleuth.

Nor was if often that such an enormous
prize was at stake, carvied in the pockets
of a single thief. Moreover, Blake hlm-
self had a side-bet of 1 thousand pounds
of his own on the successful 1¢sue of this

job.
At Hyde Park Corner the man took
the road through Green Park, passing

| seen

From here
he twrned down fto St. James’s Park
station, and so across Victoria Street.

Who the fellow was Blake darved not
draw close enough to see, of course, but
he was prepared to swallow his hat if it
was not Slimer’s one-and-only pal, the
faithful Bill Ferris.

It was Bill's walk, and Bill’s way of
weating his hat. It could only be Bﬂl
fact, if all Blake’s theories were going to
prove true.

And this they looked like doing.
Blake’s chuckles were increasing with
every yard. The amiable Bill turned into

a certain square in a rather tarnished, but
stlll genteel” corner of Belgravia, and
there had to pull up for a moment to
catch his breath from a wracking fit of
coughing, which mysteriously attacked
him iust then.

It lasted for a full minute, and left
him shaken, holding to the railings.
By-and-by, however, he pursued his way
on, but in what further direction Blake
did not bother to satisfy himself.

The detective had taken elose cover
again, and set himself for another long
vigil.

As it turned out, he had not so long
to wait, after all. - For a fresh figure soon
appeared from the door of the house
where Bill had paused. With never a
glance right or left, the man came out
and on.

For a moment Blake's heart was in
his month, for the course he was shaping
must bring -him straight past the very
corner where he was flattened a
the swall. -

The detective’s luck was in, however.
The man turned down a side-street, walk-
ing with cool and steady stride, heading
in the direction of Horsemonger Lanc
and Westminster, Blake reckoned.

For, with that peculiar perverscucss
which made him the most bafling enigma
to all his contemporaries - in _crime
detection, the detective did not follow.
Indeed, all his tense interest of the last
half hour seemed suddenly to have
vanished.

Turning about in his fracks, he made
back at quite a leisurely gait to Victoria
Street again. At the adjacent police-
station he stepped in and tendered his
card. He was well-known here in all
disguises, so there was no fuss A
moment later he was on the p11\ ate wire
to Scotland Yard.

He asked for his assistant, Tinker.

“e guv’'nor, is that yon?

by the Wellington Barracks.

i

Great Scott,
came Tinker’s answering excited hail, as
soon as he could grab the ’phone. 1%
say, but the fat’s in the ﬁre here. There's
been an awful smash-up !

- “Smash-up? What do you mean?”

“Oh, Harker’s come tearing in! He’s
like a lunatic. They’ve lost all tmck of
the swag—muddled it properly.”

“Tost track? Not of my man, surol‘ 7
Why, I saw them start after him!” de-
clared Blake, with pretended alarm, for
it was taking. him all his time to keep
a straight face at his end of the "phone.

“Qh, yes; they started all right, Ii's
the finish. And all the time I might
have been given the job myself, and
-it  through properly,” protested
Tinker indignantly. :

“Would you? I don’t know so much,”
replied his chief. “Anyhow, give me
the whole news. They’ve lost their man,

you say?”’

“Well, yes, they seem to have, but
it's more than your life is worth to fry
and get anything out of Harker. He's
simply raving for news of you, Wants to
know where the dickens yoeu’ve been {o
that you’re not here to help? Says it's
all your fault, in fact.”

“Does he?” echoed Blake ominously.
“Well, you tell him from me not to go
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off again till I've seen him! I'm coming
along now. And meantime, Tinker, just
send off that wire I gave you to ‘the
Gm ernor, Ixmgsmocu Prison, authoris-
ing I‘leahez s release. 'l‘ell Harker to
make an ¢ official prmuty of 1t Get
that done at once, before I arrive.’

The divisional surgeon’s car happened
to be at the police-station door. Blake
borrowed it. In three minutes he was at
headquarters.

Harker was there, pale with rage, and
shaking with fright- that the emeralds
were lost beyond recall.

“Well, you're a nice one: Where
have you been t0?” he snapped, as soon
as the private detective appealed <1
thought I arranged with you that you
would slip off and change, and then get
back here at once, to take full charge
of this infernal case. What have you
been up to all this time?”

Blake looked at him drily.

“Steady, my {friend. Yowre for-
getting yourself. You're not talking to
one of your subordinates now. Besides,
it sounds as if you were a bit panicked
by your tone. I'm expecting Sir Jasper
to ring you up every minute. It won't
do for him to =mpec’c that. So pull your-
zelf together.”

““Bir Jasper |” gasped Harker in horror,
“@Great scissors, I hopuv he won’t. The
fact is—fact is—"

He stammered and stuck, eyeing his
rival as if he could eat him.

“Fact is what?” demanded Blake
inexorably. ‘“Tinker has already told me
some yarn about your having lost track
of the chase ah‘ea,dy, but, of course, I
didn’t believe it.”

“You didn’t? Well, you can, then!”
spluttered Harker. “We have lost track
of the things. He’s absolutely right.”

“You don’t mean it!’ ejaculated
Blake, after a Iong drawn whistle of
simulated surprise. ““Why, it was all so
absolutely simple, I can’t see how you
could make a mull of it. I saw you
start after the man yourself I”

Harker looked like having a fit. How-
ever, the story had to be told. Harker
himself, with another officer, had set
out to trail the wily Slimer after his
parting from Blake,

Whether the rogue knew that he was
being shadowed it was impossible to say,
but in the light of after events there was
small doubt he did.

Here, there, and everywhere, he
seemed to have led the two sleuth-hounds
of the law on their wildgoose chase,
doubling back into the byways and back
mews of Mayfair again, and taking half
an hour before he made east as far as
Regent Street only. Thence he had
dived into Soho, giving the two officers
the chase of their lives in their efforts
to keep touch with him.

*“But he never met a soul to pass the
swag to, that we'll swear,” iusisted
Harker loundly ‘““There was never a
lapse longer than five seconds when we
hadn’t him in view, even among all those
rotten slums, so he must have had the
stuff on him all the time.”

“ And yet he hadn’t when you collared
him?” suggested Blake.

“We never collared him. That’s the
“point !” choked Blake.

“You didn’t! “Why, where did he
get to?”’

“ A coffee-stall was the last place we
saw him. The blighter stood thers half
an hour good, ea.ting and drinking as
(‘ool as _you please.”

 And you watched him ?”

““Not only him, but everybody - else
that got near the place, and came away.
I had fifteen men up by this time on
the job, and the whole corner was sur-
rounded, Every man ag he left the stall

round about.

was quietly mterccpfed round a turning
and searched——"

“And detained? Not  detained
actually ?”’ pressed Blake, scafcely able
to keep a straight face.

¢ Yes—detained,” confirmed Harker.
“Thirty-two of them. Do you think we
were gomg to take chances and not do
s0? We've got them loched up, and we’'re
dashed well going to keep 'em so, till
this infernal muddle is sifted.”

“Phew !” whistled Blake.

“QOh, yes; go on! Laugh!” yelped
Harker. “‘It’s the time for fun, isn’t it,
with Sir Jasper likely to ring up every
minute and ask us how we’re getting
on?”

“But we’re not getting on! We
haven’t got, past my fuend Slimer eatxng
¢ door: steps “and quaffing ¢ cups of thick ’
at a coffee-stall, and you and yours play-
ing cat-and-banjo with all the populatlon
Why dldnt you collar
him and search him?’

“We decided to, at last. I couldn’t
stick it any longer. But when we made
for the brute it wasn’t the man you
described at all!”

“Not Slimer 2"

Blake had exploded into a howl of
laughter. The strain had been beyond

4

192

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

NEW Story
By JOHN GABRIEL.

The finest sporting romance ever
written—a big thrill in every chap-
ter Begm reading it TO- DAY in

chitiula Ul R O L

On Sal& E’veﬁ/where.
VPV P PV VP VY vV VY vYYwY

Harker
down the room.

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA‘AAAA‘
vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv

him. was stamping up and

“Oh, that’s it—that’s it! Go on!
Lauvh' Shriek ! Scream! After all,
you're just as much i in it as we are, and
don’t you forget it!” he snarled.

“Me 1 quoth Blake. ““We'll soon see
about that when all this ridiculous story
gets into the papers. I'll clear myself
easxly enough, never you fear, my lad !

“Meantime, go on. I want to hear
more,” he added, falling to laughing
again. “Did this fellow you ran to earth
look like Slimer in any way? Was he a
confederate, there to lead you off the
scent 77

“I don’t know! Don’t ask me! He
had much the same hat on, and a long
coaf, like the other; but he said he was
a lmot'ype compositor just going home
from his job on the ‘ Daily Bulletin,’
Threatens he’s going te put his paper
on to us, and make us smart. Oh, he’s
got us, rvight enough, if he’s the wrong
man, which he is!” groaned Harker.

“H'm ! grunted Blake, pitying him,
though-his notion of :haaomng each man

“in turn to whom the emeralds might be

palmed  was Harker’'s own entirely.

Libramrh

Blake, from the first, had pointed out the
difficulties and damexs of such a scheme,
But Harker, with all the resources of the
Yard behind him, was cocksure.

“Well, did Tinker bring you that
télegram I wanted sent off to the Gover-
nor of Kingsmoor Prison at once?” he
asked next.

“He did. He brought it here, and I
told him I’ d see him in blazes first before
T let it go!

“ What 2’ Blake was ro 1sed.

“1 mean -it!” was Harker's deﬁant\
reply. “I am not going to send that
wire for you, and I’'m not going to let
the post-office send it, either. 1t's rank

madness,  seeing how things have gone
with the affair. If I've had to detain
thirty-three innocent people to-night, and
got myself into a deuce of a hole doing
1’: I'm not going to let Plesher escape
out of prison untﬂ this matter’s sifted.”

“You’re not?” queried Blake danger-,
ously. “You’ve dared to hold up my
telegram, though it was a_bargain you
knew all about it, that Plesher was to be’
allowed to go the moment the burglary
was committed, and. the chase begun?” "

“That's it! DIve dared!” snapped
Harker, pushing out his qbstinate jaw.

“On whose authority 7’

“My own! I'm not a fool|”

“But Plesher could have had nothing
to do with the burglary. He is already
detained far over his time, and is only -
stlcl\mg his extra dose of quod to help
us !”

“I know. I don’t care! But anybody
who has had the remotest thing to do
with it I am going to keep until these
infernal emeralds are vecovered again.
Two hundred thousand pounds! Think
of it! And we made Sir Jaspev‘ let them
be stolen! Oh, my hat!

Harker was plam.y so rattled and in-
capable of reasoned action that Blake’s
anger melted in spite of himself.

“Now, look here,” he said, more
gently, ‘‘that telegram is going! It
was a bargain I made with Plesher my-
self, and T am not going back on'it for
you or anyone else in the world!

“His life actually may depend upon
his release and safe departure from the
country before the news gets out among
the criminal world how he has played
the nark.”

“Well, what if it is? IT've got myself
to think about!” blurted Harker.

“All right! That’s final, then?
w ou\t send it ?” said Blake, Tising.

o!

“Then, good- mght’ 'l leave you
said Blake.

“Leave me? Man alive ,protested
the other, waking up. ‘‘You mean you
would leave me in the lurch like this
when here, all the time, I've been wait-
ing for your advice?”

“Certainly, if you’re going to cut up
and be childish about it!” was the zelent-
less reply. “ When I take the trouble to
make plans and give promises, even
though 1t is to a convict only, I am not
going -be thwarted, Good-night
again !” And Blake walked right out.
not of the ofﬁce only, but the i)mldnn‘
itself.

Harker was afte1 Blake like a bullet,
but in vain. He argued, he pleaded and
implored. But Blake, ignoring the poor
man altogether, m-emly chatted with
Tinker, whom he had brought along
with him on his way out. :

“Blake, don’t be an ass! Listen!”
babbled the Scotland Yard detective,
trotting at his elbow. “I -will send the
telgram, if you like! There’s no harmy
in it, after all, as I see! But you must *
come back and help us, for mercy’s sake.
You cant push off like this! Blake,
listen !”

But Blake was adamant to the most, -
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“he demanded,

tly. on

‘ather

owll
his
to

e

o have Plesher
mmut 1oy than I t}
That was my bargain \\1t‘1 b
going down. msml‘ to see it 1

“Goir all the way to
1015 72 ~ejaenlated Tinker,”
ad.

o that seems ‘«i'd;\;,

:L’
What about the-emeral ids
you're away? -You can see H
. properly fumbled his nerve. I
more good now than a sick ca
csued Tinker,

“T shall look after the emeralds !”
the quiet and eutting response.
can leave that to me. But Hark
getting \mpxah again.’

““YWhat train are you thinking of goin
011?’ .asked Tinker.

“On no train !” was the laconic reply.
“You are going to our rooms now to
collect the rugs and my biggest motor-
ing-coat. I shall go to the guxd"‘ and
zet out the car, and wvill then call round
for you. And you can bring my revolver

with you while you're at it. Also a
couple: .of pairs ot those new American
handeufs.”

Tinker was so knocked ndﬂ“ ays by this
that s only sat and star Blake had
to open the door and push him out, in
fact, when the time came for them
separvate,

His assistant was still like
in a dream, even when Rlake

g

to

one wal
had over-

hauled his biggest car, and run her round

to where Tinker duly awaited him.

However, the :,oungﬁhlx had the sense

“to ask no further questions then.

Hudulm in rugs, fof the mght Wis
perishing  cold, they tocled swiftly
thromn the deserted streets, leaving
London at last by the Portsmouth Road.

Once  clear of the houses, Tinker
wanted to- talk again. "But Blake ~was
%till in difficult mood—or pret‘ended to
e

Tt avas a long, long mcrnt. and bitterly
cold. Tinker fell” into uneasy dozes a
dozen times, but was always awakened by
the acute '1ch'no' of his frozen nose.

But Blake drove on, sitting like a

statue, and apparently impervious to the

b Ed e

elements.
Tinker awskened at last,
car had stopged.
“Great Scott ! Why, where are we?”
suddenlv sitting bolt up-

}‘igl’lf. “This—this is Pk’mouth isn’é
1t‘? :

“Quite- vight! ~ Tt's Plymouth!” was
“tne reply.

g you said you were going down
{0 call at the plmon and see to Plesher’s

: 1elease vourself,”

‘Well, T changed my mind. T sent a
~wire instead at a place T stopped at some
“way back, You were asleep. And then,
since e had come so far, I thought we
mlght as well make for here.”

- “Fo wish Plesher fond good-bye,
what you mean 77’
; m.ort laugh, H
of Havker, left fo
quddle he b ]
X"’Io.x seemrto: be tnmv a rrood deal

as thinking still
allow on in the

is |
sted I‘mker -

&
and t away, as they
nt condition, I'm
made to suffer
has made a

o much would happen
do get to know that
sold them,” growled

to him 1i
he hd(t na
ot much,” answered Blake
elf got accused of being
same little job, and very
ed to death foL it.  But
1 know.”

b 1 ter, though, he spied a

figure struek’ hin - as familiar
chasi the main street of the

town, as full of trouble as a
of course, that's Pin-
wor of Iuhgsmoor e
ing his car alongside,

ng

introduced  himself

w are you? I wired you

momiﬁrr from® a place called Dur-
Did you get it?”

lh1
ford. -
“UM it !”* guoth the colonel, none too

pleasantly. 1 sheuld shink [
Worse still,-T've aeted on it.”

¢ Txcellent! But why ¢ worse still 77
queried Blake. -

“Because, ten minutes after
had started, carrying off the party in
question, an official telegram came down
from Scotland Yard to say he was to be
detained at all costs, and in spite of any
contrary mst"uctmns fiom afly source
whatever.” - e
et “%i(?ncf? ket
laughed Rlake.
rele

did.

the train

snpposef 2
“Bul you had already
sed your man?”

es, I had, confound you!” splut-
ed the (overnor: “And since you
seem -to know that the police wanted
him detained, how dare you telegraph
me instructions to the contrmv—wou, a
nrivate detective merely, eh 77

“Well, if you are going to discuss
things in that tone, and in a public,
crowded street, T shall not answer you,”
was Blake's frigid reply. “I am glad,
at any rate, that Plesher is released,
after our very specific promise to do 503
and now, may I ask, what it is your
intention to do now?”

“Why, get him back.  Recapture
bim, of course!” snapped the Governor
furlouslv. “Do you think T can afiord
to fly in the face of Scotland Yard? T'm
not a private individual like you. merely.
T'm in a dickens of a hole, thanks fo
~your dashed mterference. and now I'm
trying to get out of 6.2

“By scouring the streets of Plymouth
like a hmatxc scaring the poor fellow,
who will be hiding up somewhere, of
course, waiching you, with every inten-
tion of keeping out of your way,” said
Blake, with provoking calm. “And
you have .got warders out from the
prison as well, I suppose?” he added.

“Warders? Of course I have! What
else would you do, I'd like fo know?”
demanded the other hotly. -

“Well, T'm only a private dstective,
so my word doesn’t count for much.
But if I wanted a man, and' I knew he
was due to leave on a certain Hiner; at a.
certain hour, from this place, T cer’namlv
wouldn’t go. charging after him now.
T'd wait il he was going aboard that
boat and then quietly take him.”

The Governors mouth opened like a
codfish for a couple of gasps. Evidently
this more sane methiod of procedure had
not struck him before. :

hs
o someone will. have to.
‘101"6 5 '*ouw to kE'j to its

begin to boil and bubble again.
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“The whole bag of tud'"-—,u\n hine
dred thowsand pounds! worth,” con-

firmed Blake coolly.

The Governor's dismay was comical if
it had not been also so trigic. This
wild scheme of putting the police up to
playing burglar, in the hope of netting
one of those super-astute kings of crime
that he had been hearing so much about
from his new charges at Kingsmoor, was
his, really. He had prompted it. And
now—horrors ! it had all gone ~smash.

Then, as with Harker, he turned
angrily on Blake. The latter’s almost
quixotic solicitude for a man who was
a mere convict, and his infinite trouble
to secure his promised release, made hint

Blake liked,  Plesher; he
t be hauled str'nght back to
Kingsmoor the moment he could lay
hands on the man: He told the detec:
tive so in as many words.

“And 1 tell you, Colonel Pinston,
you'll do nothing of the sort while
am here !”” retorted Blake coolly.

T will, confound you ™

“You won’t!”

ALl right, we’ll see!” flared out the
Governor, accepting the challenge.

“We certainly will! Would you like
to have a bet on it?” was Blake’s next
most exasperating question.

“Bet, sir? Ves, sir—to any amount !”
e\ploded the Gove rnor.

“All right! An even hundred,
we? Tll let you off lightly!”

“Confound your impudence—yes!”
bellowed his victim.

“On this condition—that you call off
all further pursuit until our man is at
least safe on the tender to take passen-
gers out to the ship.”

“Why, yes; I suppose so!” agreed the
colonel, seeing nothing in that. ®That
is, so long as you also agree that you
will not search for him either meantime.
Or at least will notspeak to Ium if you
see him, and give him warning.’

“Most certainly I won't!” consented
Blake. “You shall have an absolutely -
fair field, colonel, and meantime—Au
revoir! T've been driving all night,
and I sball be glad of a few hours’
snooze.”

shall

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
‘The *fFence.” '

ITH that Blake started -up the
‘}‘/ car again and glided off in the
: direction of the best hotel in -
town.  Here, to Tinker’s re-
lief of body, if not peace of mind exactly,
they alighted, had a good breakfast,
and then went straight to bed. =
Vhat the crazy fit was that had seized
his chief he could not imagine, He-




had not confided in him one single word
as to what he really thought and felt
about the lost emeralds.

He supposed it was all right, and that
Blake had some notion somewhere in his
head. But for the life of him he could
not think why they had trundled all the
* wvay down here, leaving Harker to
flounder from bad to worse until the
whole thing was a public shriek and
scandal, in which Blake’s name was
Bound to figure just as large as every-
body else’s. =

Tiven the local paper’s late edition bill
had an ominous line on it: ‘‘ Sensational
Jewel Robbery in London !”

Just after Blake had left the- table to
2o to his room the waiter brought in a
special edition of the Plymouth evening
paper.

And there, sure enough, was the
whole wretched story, with reference to
Kingsmoor and its luckless Governor,
and a particularly nasty jag at Sexton
Blake, who, it was made out, had
prompted the whole affair.

“Here, guv'nor,” exclaimed Tinker,
chasing. into his chief’s bed-room the
next minute with the paper in his hand,
“Jook at this. It’s out! The papers
have got it!”

“Got what, my lad?” yawned Blake
with supreme indifference.

“ Why, the burglary. And your name
—and an interview with Sir Jasper Clyde,
telling what he is going to do to you
when he catches you; and another with
Harker, I should imagine, suggesting
that the Yard had no official knowledge
of the job except to interfere at the last
to try and stop the whole thing. But
they were too late.”

“They were foo late, were they?”
said Blake indifferently. ¢ Well, look
here, my boy, just see youw're not too
late in catching that tender before she
goes aboard our ship. Her time for
sailing is three sharp, so don’t keep me
waiting a minute after two-thirty. We
can_lunch after we've seen her off.”

“But you want to read the paper,
don’t you?” blurted Tinker. “It’s all
here, I say—your name and everything.”

“No; take it away and burn it!”
vawned Blake. “T'm glad to hear that
T am responsible for the whole mess, be-
cause then everybody will want me to see
it cleared up.”

“Which you mean you will do?”” urged
Tinker, with wistful eagerness.

Blake nodded and rolled into bed.

Two o'clock found Blake up and
dressing again, vastly vefreshed, whistling
like a lark, as if lie had not a care in the
world.,  Snatches of Tinker’s announce-
ment about the newspaper account came
back to him, but he only smiled. -

“What did you do with that 7e-
volver?” he inquired of Tinker, a few
minutes later, putting his head into his
100N

“Tt's here, in the bag. But what do
vou want with it? You're not going to
shoot the colonel with it, are you?”

“Nojz 1 only wanted it, that’s all
Thanks! Also the handeuffs.” -~

“What!” gasped Tinker, looking as if
ha had swallowed a fish alive.

“No need to get excited,” answered
Biake. “1I suppose you've heard of such
a thing as being prepared?”’

“VYes: it's the motto of the Boy
Scouts, and it's a pity we don’t adopb
it a bit more in our job, guv’nor.”

“Oh! How?”

“By you preparing me, among others,
as to what's going to happen over this
cock-eyed ecase we're on. know
nothing—nothing !”? insisted Tinker, with
almost tearful indignation.

“What do you want to know?” asked
Blake, who knew that this was a just
grievance,

| with.

y Here's
thousands’ of pounds worth of emeralds
¢ gone west,” thanks to Scotland Yard,
and the papers beginning to split their

“Everything ! hundreds of

sides over it. Yes; and they’'ve got your
name, too. It's no use your trying to
join in the laugh and shove the blame on
to Harker. You burgled the stuff your-
self, and that’s all the Press will want to
know about it.”

“Well?” echoed Blake indifferently, as
his assistant pauvsed. “Go on!”

“Tt's you to go on,” sputtered
Tinker. “What are you here in this
mouldy place for now, wasting time stick-
ing up for a chap like Plesher, when you
ought to be chasing after the emeralds
full-split?  You don’t know who’s got
them ?”” he challenged.

“Pon’t 1?7 answered his boss. “ Well,
now, look here, Tinker,” said Blake,
realising that it was about time he took
his assistant, at least, into his full confi-
dence.

But first he trod lightly to the door
and opened it. This was only an hotel
corridor, and there was never any know-
ing that someone might not be playing
the eavesdropper. Blake peered right
and left, and then suddenly ducked his
head back into the room again as if he
had been stung on the nose.

Tifker’s mouth was open to ask him
what was wrong. DBut Blake had already
changed his mind evidently as to
secrecy.  Still in his shirt-sleeves, and
his tie untied, out he strode into the
corridor, making for a room at the
further end. Tinker was soon at his
heels, needless to say. §

Arriving at another person’s bed-room
door, Blake wrenched round thie handle
without ceremony. It was locked. With
still less ceremony the detective promptly
backed against the wall opposite, then,
with a teap and a kick, dashed his boot
against the lock and burst the door open,

The bang was like the bursting of a
grenade. It seemed to shake the whole
hotel. But, not content with one kick,
Blake hwiled himself at the door again,
this time making the lock crack and
bulge.  Tinker thought his boss had
gone mad.

A last kick demolished the fastening
and landed Blake sprawling inside. The
room was empty. But 1t looked like
being full before long.

A startled chambermaid, rushing on
the scene, had “begun to scream; a
French waiter was dancing about like a
monkey on a barrel-organ, shouting for
the proprietor; a page was bellowing
“Thieves!”

But Blake bored on like a ship under
full sail. The room was empty, but
there were signs that its occupant had
not vacated it. A parcel belonging to
him was still there, in fact. Blake’s eyes
Ht up. It was the dead spit nf the one
he had himself left Kingsmoor Prison
He had not been deceived.

For, when peeping out of the door
that first time, he had been startled to
see another individoal further along the
also in the

passage engaged same
cautious operation.

And the man was Plesher !

Probably the ex-convict had soon

tumbled to the fact that the warders of
Kingsmoor were scouring the streets
with the intention of recapturing him.
So he had taken cover boldly in the last
place his pursuers would be likely to look
for him—the best hotel in the town.
There was nothing criminal in this, of
course, and nothing to justify Blake,
surely, in his assault upon the door of a
man he was avowedly trying to stand up
for. 5 -
Yet the detective did not look like
this somehow. He darted a glance here,
and another there, and another under

the bed, then he made a jump for the
window end flung that up with a bang.

More than that, he began %o scramble
out on the narrow, dizzy sill with such
determined energy that Tinker quite
thought he was contemplating suicide.

He made a jump, and grabbed Blake
by the legs. The detective, who was
groping for a stack-pipe within reach of
the window, kicked out in angry annoy-
ance. . 7

“You young ass, let go!” he bellowed.

. Bub what’s the game?” imployred
Tinker. “What do you think you're

doing now ?”

“Going up-on the roof!” retorted his
guv’nor. .£You nip round and find the
fire-escape ladder and do likewise,  And
see that no one jumps on your silly neck
while you’re about it, and gets away.”

“But what one? Who?” demanded
Tinker despairingly. :

“Plesher! He was here—I saw him!
This is the way he’s gone, and I'm after
him.” : >

“Plesher!” gasped Tinker, whose
brain was beginning to reel under all
this mystery. Plesher on the 100f!
Plesher bolting away from the very man
who was befriending him! Why should ®
he? And why was Blake risking his life
swarming a crazy gutter-spout te follow
him?  Why didn’t He himself: go round
the safer way? =

Certainly it seemed to rvequire a lot

of explanation. So thought the hotel
proprietor, whe had now appeared on the
scene, But Tinker, who had his orders.
paid small attention to him.  Bolling
past him, he dashed along to where he
reckoned the trapdoor and five-ladder
were likely to be. The whole hetel
staff was hot in pursuit.

Meantime, Blake, having satisfied Lim-
self that this was the only possible line ot
escape that the released convict could
have taken, was up that twelvefeet
length of stack-pipe like a monkey.
Plesher was not waiting for him at t
top, he was glad to see. He grabbed t
coping of the parapet and swung hims
over. B

Half an acre of dingy slate roofs.
sloping amd slanting at all angles, con-
fronted him. At a dozen.points were
formidable chimney-gtacks.  Blake sct
out on a tour of these.

And though he could not catch =a
glimpse of his quarry, he knew that
Plesher was on the roof likewise, and
dodging him. Nor did the detective sing
out, in assuring fashion, as might have
been expected surely. He hunted with
the grim silence of a ferret, He was
wary, too.

Yet not wary enough, as it proved. Or
it was_ a sideslip of Blake’s, rather, on
the slippery slates, that landed him sud-
denly plump into the arms of the other.

Plesher pinned him like a bulldog..
He swung the detective off his feet, and
hurled him down and fell on him, pant-
ing out savage oaths in a way that was
passing strange, secing the cordiality of
their last meeting.

Blake. however, showed no surprise.
He writhed and wrestled as coolly as if
he knew all that was in the other man's
mind. Plesher was trying now to fasten
on his windpipe. Blake could prevent
this  manceuvre, - but nothing more.
Plesher was astride his chest.

And then Tinker arrived on the scene
—Tinker, with a revolver! Tt was that
that caught the convict’s eye. His
muscles relaxed for one fatal moment,
and the next Blake had unseated him
and rolled him over, falling upon him
like an avalanche and grinding his nose
down on to the grimy slates.

“Now then, Plesher,”
“ywhat’s all this about, eh?”

U.J.—No. 861

he panted,
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“ About what?” temporised the van-
quished enemy.

* Attacking me, like What
brought you to this hotel?”

“Heard the rozzers were
take me back to the tug
convict began to whine.

“But I'm not a policeman,” answered
Blake. *You ought to have looked on
me as your friend. We've been working
together in the interests of justice,
't we? You wanted to go straight,
you said, and I've promised to help you
do it. So why did you run?”’

Plesher, with his face jammed down
against the slates, was just able to bring
one crafty eye to bear on his captor. He
watched Blake Wlth savage slyness.

“Come—sanswer!” persisted the de-
tective. *‘You ought to be keen to know
lLiow we've got on in that ¢ cod ’ burglary
you and I fixed up together. Do you
mean you've lost all interest in it?”

Still that sullen silence,

“Well, you are a funny one,” laughed
Blake. ‘*“Here I've taken the trouble to
come all this way and help you out of
England — perhaps — and tell you all
about the show, and you don’t care tup-
pence, it seems. Why?”

Plesher’s evil eye lemed up at him, but
still he* would not be drawn.

“Well, Tl t«ell )ou why,” aunswered
- the det&,th?, last, dlggmg hlS
kuuckles more viciouslv into his quarry’s
neck, “VYou're a nughty clever chap,
Plesher, aren’t you?
Sir Jasper’s emeralds was going to be
the neatest, dinkiest scoop that ever you
and the gang with you ever planned.
You were going to retire like lords on
1l and laugh over it for the rest of your
lives, w erex 't you, mow-—you cunning
old thief?

“ A put- up job " Tinker gasped aloud.
“IWhy, guv'nor, how? It’s impossible ”

“Got those  handeufls?”  Blake
demanded of Tinker. :

The darbies were produced. A minute
later the ex-convict was being shepherded
down the fire-escape ladder to where
a thunderstruck crowd of hotel servants
and guests awaited them below.

While Tinker was fetchings his boss
a collar and his jacket, who should walk
in but Colonel Pinstone, Governor of
Kingsmoor. At sight of the ex-convict
he became radiant with relief and
delight.

8 S.o ycm’ve collared the beggar! Well
done ! he said delightedly. **We’ ve got
Lvn anyway, and that’s all T care.’

“But he protests against the capture,
and - demands to see his friend Mz,
Hall,” answered Blake.
“Mr. Hall. Oh, yes!” chuckled the
(_vovemox
.Xnd I also want fo see that gentle-
man,” contiuued Blake, “So we're going
down to the landing-stage now. We've
cub it rather fine, but the tender is not
ue away really till three.”

The Governor looked a little blank.

“ Excuse me,” he said, “the tender is
L away already. She left twenty minutes
agzo. = :

¢ What !

Blake fairly shouted the word, as if he
trould have blown the colonel’s head off
with it.

this.

after me to
again,” the

“The  tender away? ‘On  whose
anthority? It was timed to start at
three. How dare they despatch it

before I
L Weli * faltered the colonel gudhh,
‘there was no use in keeping it; you
sec.  The boat-train was in and everyone
on board, excepting, of course, our man
here, and I was able to assure them

That burglary of

there was no intention of letting him
embark, even if he tried.”

“You did 1”

The window commanded a meagre
view of the harbour roadstead only, but
1t was enough fo. include the tmwermo'
hull of the bx%1 Canadian liner, the Lake
Huron, brought up at anchor a mile from
the shore, Alongside, under her tower-
ing hull, was the steam tender which
ha:l conveved the last of her English
passengers aboard, Mr. Hall among the
number.

“What have I done?” asked the be-
wildered official, dazed by the cyclone
which he had raised about his ears,

“Spoilt my whole case, just when 1
had brought it to the neatest possible
conclusion,”

““Conclusion ?

You are referring to
the emeralds ?

I really don’t follow you
at all,” stammered the luckless colonel.

“No. But lock at Plesher. He does!”
thundered Blake, who had detected a
grin of trininph on the ex-convict's crafty

ace.

“Me? I don’t! I don’t know what
on earth you keep talking about!” pro-
tested Plesher, straightening out his
features m a ﬁash, but too late.

“You do!” flashed-out Blake. “Don’t
try and humbug me! I've read you and
your precious confederates like a -book
almost from the first. The emeralds are
on that steamer, and the scoundrel who
has got them is that sanctimonious hypo-

crite, humbug, and master-thief, Mr,
Hall I’

Mr. Hall!” gasped the GCovernor.
“Oh, come; youre crazy! A police-

court missionary, known all over the land
for his self-denying work—-"

“ Self-denying fiddlesticks!”" bellowed
Blake scornfully. ‘‘The man is a sham,
an infernal sham, though @ clever—one.
I never suspected him before, though
I’ve know of him these many years. But
I tell you I'm right. The fellow’s a
‘fence.” He’s worse. In this case he's
the master-thief you were prating about
so e}lloqucntlv and whom we set out to

cate

Hall and Plesher were fwo of the most
finished rogues that ever Blake had come
across. Hall’s was the master-mind with-
out guestion. But Blake very much
doubted if this notion of setting Scotland
Yard to do their next burglary for them
was not Plesher’s own, prompted origin-

ally by a desire to pull his prison
Governor’s leg,
Then Hall bemcr allowed to see the

convict pri\'ately in the role of spiritual
adviser, the pair had elaborated the jape
to its final highly-polished state.

Keeping their scheme severely simple,
like true artists, they had enlisted onlv
Slimer and Bob Ferris as their con-
federates.

Slimer, having take the stolen emeralds
from Llal\e had got rid of them to
Ferris within the first forty yards of the
hunt, as has been described. The latter,
after the pursuit had passed, then
qmetly paddled off to Mr. Hall's resi-
dence in South Belgm\ ia, with thc sway,
dropping it over the ““missioner’s’ area
railing.

What could be plainer sailing than the
rest? The missioner, with the assistance
of Scotland Yard, actual]y was due to
meet Plesher next day on his release
from prison, and convoy him to Canada.

There was another reason for his
making this trip, as he had explained
since, dear man, he had an aged aunt and
her companion booked for the voyage.

With the emeralds in his pockef and his
chief confederate to share them, Mr.
Hall had merely to step smilingly on
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board, and that would be the last scen or
heard of the preclous swag.

As for the old aunt and her companion,
Blake a3 the recollection of their part
in the scheme of things flashed back to
him, ripped out another whoop of anger
and revenge.

The old- ladies would be Slimer, of
course, and Bob Ferris, -
black silks and petticoats !  Ass that he
was not to have thought of this complet-
mg touch before !

Blake turned to the Gover nor. 3

“Look here,” he commanded, “I want
a torpedo-destroyer out of this port, and
you've got to get it for me.”

“The local superintendent of police, who
had arrived meantime, was charged with
the safe custody of Plesher. He handed
the prisoner over to two constables and
followed on in a cab.

Meantime, Blake and the Governor
had chased off in the former’s car to seek
the responsible naval authority who
might be expected to have some spare
speedy oraft that he could lend them
for the pursuit.

The destroyer selected out of a small
flotilla, was one that had only just pub
into harbour -then, and had not yet
picked up its moorings. The jerking
arms of the admiral's semaphore told
her to sand by to put to sea again.
Blake by that time was hurrying down
to the picket-boat to go aboard her. With

him came the pohae superintendent,
Pinstone, Tinker, and two harbour
police,

It was dusk, thelefore, before they

“picked up her smoke,” and past dinner-
time on board her, before the destroyer’s
wireless gave her the crisp, stern message
to “heave to.”

“Don’t bother about rigging a com-
panion-ladder !” Blake called out to the
bewildered captain of the leviathan. “A
rope will do. Chuck us a rope, quick !”

One had already come “hxzzm" down
for the boat to lay hold by. Blake caught
it, and without a moment’s hesitation
began to swarm up the thirty feet of
sheer ship’s plating. Panting, he gained
the rail and fell over on to the deck.

A ship’s steward. confronted him,
startled out of his wits.

“I want Mr, Hall's cabin—quick !” he
commanded.

Urging him to run, Blake chased up
another companion- 'adder and along in-
terminable alléy-ways. Then suddenly
he saw a figure far ahead appear, stare
towards them anxiously, then make a
dart into a berth opposite. ’

With a yell, Blake swept the steward
out of his path, and raced towards the
door.” Crash fell his fist. But it had
been locked in his face.

Was his quarry going to thwart him,
after all, so far as the swag was con-
cerned ?

“ Hall,” he shouted, ‘“the game’s up!
Come out of that! I'm Sexton Blake !”

But the only answer was a
scuffing from within. Blake had shaken
the locked door once, but only once. He
whipped out his revolver.

fastening, had blown the bolt clean out
of the hasp. Blake rushed in.

There was Hall, sure enough. He had
unscrewed and torn open the massive
portdight, and was now just reaching
back to the bunk for a leather wallet
lying waiting to his hand. -

The wallet Blake had handled before.
It contained Sir Jasper’s gems—itwo hun-
dred thousand pounds’ worth—that he
himself had “stolen ”’ from Sir Jasper’s
safe. Great Scott! What a scream there

dxsguxsed in'
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wild -

Bang! The muzzle clapped close to the
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would be if he to lose them
How !
Blahe gave @ grunt and a spring.

“ Got you !” he snapped, clutching the
hand that had just then clutched the
}eatuel €ase.

“Hall, you lying hypocrite,” he said,
pinning -the master-thief again, before
he could stagger to his legs, “you’re
caught!. I've got you set, all of you—
your aunt, Mys. Shimer, Ler attendant,
»‘Jm Bob Fe and. Pleslier, " yoiit
ght particular pal, who's aheadv safe
ashore. Are you going to take it quictly,

55

Iike a wise man?
Hall made one or two futile dattempts

were

to- struggle, but at last let his muscles
reﬁlax. =

“Pm done!” he said. - “Tll" 56
dl(‘t]V i

And then the police, who all had

10 wait while a more substantial ladder
was rigged, appeared on -the scenc.
Blulxe hauled the first prisoner of his

bﬂ&g‘ * on to his feet, and pushed him
into their hands to hold. Then out he
went to find that steward again.

By. this time the captain of the liner
was i the alley-way, demanding to know
the reason of all this, Blake was guilty
of all sorts of sins against sea-etiquette,
of course.- The Cdptdln was king on- his
own vessel,

The police superintendent,
was left to temporise with him.
started to search  the
Slimer and his pal Bob.

Never has a saloonful of diners 1001xed
so astonished as when suddenly, in the
st of the entres course, a dishevelled
ure came bursting into their midst
\\‘I‘iO‘lt a b‘ -your 1("1\9

Two quick glances up and down the
fong tables, :md the intruder went
>;fmight to where two stout old Tadies

however,
Blake
ship for

were seated. He peered keenly into their
startled faces for an instant, then caught
them both by the hair, and with one
Jelk scalped the pair of them,

“ Monster |” yelped one old gentleman,
horrified.

“Slimer ! Ferris I gaid the intruder
sternly. And that was all.

Sig‘ht’ of two bullet heads revealed to
view by the scalping proces and two
very. miascaline and - utterly scared faces
peering up at their denoun(el, made
even the thickest-headed of the passen-
gers see thap the 'a ult must
have some justification, after all.

What it all meant they: had to wait to
hear. For, following the divection of the
initruder’s pointing finger,
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slouching out to swhere the uniformed

officers’ of the law. awaited them.
“That the lot?” inguired the police-

superintendent, as Blake followed after.
“Yes. the . lot. Iave

you
(,Apknned to the captain, or had I better
see him 7’

“T shouldn’t if T were you,” suggested
the superintendent, grinning. *““I’ve got

him quiet at last, and he’s gone back to
the bridge. Says if weo're not off the ship
inside of five minutes he’s going to clap
on speed again, dﬂd wo can softle our

siness in Halifax.

Ri hr‘ As he pleases!” laughed
Blake. “Over the alde then! Pick up
vour skirts, ladies!’ —t}ns to the scowl-

ing Slimer and his fajthful chum.

Down the ladder they clamhbered,
dropping into the much-too-crowded
dinghy at the foot, then away to the
destroyer again,  The liner’s telegraph
clanged, she forged ahead, and that was
all her ~1\mrﬂr bothered about that little
incident. He vilgh‘ easily have made all
sorts af fusse %

§ the two old
‘ladies gathered up their skivts, and went

Of Scotland
when the telegram: reached them that
the emeralds were safe, of the exposure

Yard’s delivious relief

of the smug “Mr. Hall,” trusted friend-
of magistrates, and confidant of the
police, much might be said—much more
tha% was ever allowed to appear at the
tria

But Mr. Hall thought it more politic
to be kind, and so did Sexton Blake—
and even more important—the Press,

8o the face of the law was saved as
much as possible. Tt was a sorry show-up
for Harker, hewever, and the C.I.D.,
and Blaké was not toved the more for
saving their bacon for them.

But, “as usual, he "had done what he

‘bad set out to do, and; so far as he was

concerned, the matter ended there.

Sir Jhpm paid up his thousand, too,
and Blake forwarded the cheque Jlmghf}
to the Prisoners’ Aid Society. .-

And when the barvonet heard this, he
promptly capped it \nth another nine
thousand. So Mr. Hall, police-court
missioner and n1aster~thief, did some
good work for his old cause, after all.

THE END.

=
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On Thursday Next!
TINKER’'S BIG CASE,

and Ko. 11 of
“The Four Shadows.”

You should get The Sexton

Blake Library, price 4d. per

volume. Four stories are pub.
lished each month.

i
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How to berome a Seotle\nd Yard detec:

"BECOME A DETECTIVE!! oY "S- “vock. eivine ruil ar-

tienlars. Post iree, 2/-.—Basile Lloyde, 23, North Street, Guildford, Surrey

INGREASE YOUR HEIGHT

SEVERAL INCHES WITHOUT APPLIANCES.
B ROSS SYSTEM NEVER PAILS. “3C

Price 7/6 complete. Particulars 1id. stamp. Ll
P. ROSS, 16, Langdale Road, SCARBOROUGH. 75 |
STAMPS. . < i
, e Yoreign & Colonial,
all different, 2/~ 40 Great Britain, all different,-
1/3. 100 Foreign & Colonial, all different, 1/-.
Approval sheets, 3d. in 1/- discount,

R. Richardson, Magna Carta, Wrayshury, Bucks.

NERVOUSNESS

, Cure It, and Make Life a Success.

You ean do it in & week by My System of Treatment—and do it qmte
privately at home. Just a_week, and what a difference in your life!
meore Nervousness, Blushing in company, no more missing of obportu
nities through Bashfulness, but, instead, that fine Confidence and Ease of
Manner that makes one popu‘a evcwihele and that quick, sure Alertness
that enables you to grasp the chance that comes your way, My System
develons your Will Power and Mental Energy, strengthens your \Tewe
€ontrol, gives you a key to uniock every door that opens on Success. Let u
send you full particulars free in plain sealed envelope. Don’t delay. Wnﬁe
to-day—now—mentioning UNION JA¢E.—Specialist, 12, All Saints’

Complete

Road, St. Annes-on-Sea.

HEEGHT INCREASED 5/_

' Course.
No Dieting: The Melvin Strong

iN 30 DAYS
Full particulars and ’l‘es*xmomals ld

No Apphances No Drugs.
stamp.—Melvin Strong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.), 24, Southwark St.,

Bx é59m l-mnr
c: Hobers u

The superiority of the Aero-Special has been achieved

by the adoption of valuable patented improvements. ]

These distinguish the Aero-Special from all other
bicycles.

New Edition Illustrated Ari Catalogue and *“ Book of the

{ - Bicycle " post free from:

Rudge - Whitworth, Ltd.

(Dept.392), COVENTRY |

Systemm NEVER FAILS.

= ] * Londen Depot ¢ - .
< = Road (Oxford S d Wl
SE% AT apaltchtions for Kdirtizement 230 To"enham Court cad (Oxford Street end), =
OO | Space in this publication should be
a%% addressed to the Avertisement 4 Rudge Whltwor Ih
NOH | Dept., UNION JACK SERIES, 1
Sinln Tlte Fleetway, House Farringdon 5 Brlimns B881 BlcyCIe, :
IR Street, E.CA4. =
i} oon - . _ froE
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ITION OF THE HAIR.

The Im}itation to Test Free the Wonderful
: : Hair Health

Effect of *Hatlene Hair-Drill” in Promoting
and Beauty. p

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

If you are worried about the condition of yvour hair; if it is weak,
impms;erished, falling out, or affected with ‘scurf, dryness or over-
greasiness, do as millions of others (both men and women) have done,
and try “ Harlene Hair-Drill.” T o

From to-day onwards there are to be distributed one million
hair-health parcels free of all cost—each parcel to contain a Complete
Outfit for the care of the hair, 3

SIMPLE METHOD SECURES HAIR-
HEALTH.

The whole process takes no more
than two minutes a day, and is enthu-
slastically praised by a host of “ Hair-
Drill > devotges for the -marvellously
refreshing and rejuvenating feeling this
every-morning-toilet  exercise gives
before facing the day’s work,

A USEFUL AND WELCOME FREE
_GIFT,

Post the eoupon below, together with
vour name and address, and four penny
_.stamps to cover cost of postage and
= . packing of the parcel. £
By _return vou will receive this
Four-Fold Gift : :

1. A trial bottle of ¢ Harlene,” the
ideal Hguid food and natural growth-
promoting tonic for the

2. A packet of fhe unrivalled
“‘Cremex’’ Shampoo—the finest, purest,
and most soothing ‘hair and scalp
cleanser, which prepares the head ior
¢ Hair-Drill,”?

~

4

al FR g , W
hair. TRIAL OUTEIT

. When your hair is atiacked by scurf, driyness. over-greasiness,
and_begins to fall out and become brittie, thin_and wealk,-it
needs the beneficial treatment of “ Harlene Hair-Drili ** to give

new health and strength {0 :

3. A bottle of ¢ Uzon ** Brilliantine, which gives the final touch of
* beauty to the hair, and is most beneficial to those whose scalp is ¢ dry.””
4. A copy of the newly published ‘* Hair-Drill ** Manual—the most
authorifative and clearly-written treatfse on the toilet ever produced. - ;
After a Free Trial you will be able to obtain further supplies of
“ Harlene ” at 1s. 13d., 25, 9d., and 4s, 9d. ver bottle: * Uzon”
Brilliantine at 1s. 13d. and 2s. 9d. per
bottle; and * Cremex * - Shampoo
Powders, 1s. 13d. per box of seven
shampoos’ (single packets 2d. each),
from all Chemists and Stores, or direct
from Edwards’ Harlene, Ltd., 20, 22,
24, and 26, Lamb’s Conduit Street,
London, W.C. 1. :

‘"HARLENE” FREE GIFT FORM

Detach and post to EDWARDS’
HARLENE, LTD., 20, 22, 24, and 28,
Lamb’s Conduit St., London, W.C.1.

Dear Sirs,—DPlease send me
your Free “Harlene’ Four-Fold
Hair-Growing Outfit as des-
cribed. 1 enclose 4d. in stamps
for postage and packing of parcel
to my address. '

NOTE TO READER,

Write your full name and:
address clearly on a plain piece
of paper, pin this Coupon to it,
and post as directed - above.
(Mark envelope “Sample Dept.”)

UNION JACK, 10/4/20.

wpsterished hair-roots, -~ »

ARE YOU SHORT ?
1If 0, Iet the Girvan System help yon to increase
~your height. ~Mr, Briggs reports an increase of
5 inches; Driver E. F. 3 inches; Mr. Ratcliffe 4
inches; Migs Davies 83 inches; Mr. Lindon 3
inches; Mr. Ketley 4 inches; Miss Leedell 4
inches. This aystem requires only ten minutes
morning and evening, and greatly improves the
health, physique, and carriage. No appliances
or driigs. Send 3 penny stamps for further par- -
ticulars and £100 Guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,
M.P., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4. -

80 MAGIC TRICKS, and Instructions. The lot post

free, 1/-—T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentonville Road, London, N.1.

o)
,.Vv

Overcoats, Shoes, Suits, Raincoats, Trench Coats, Costumes, and
Winter Coats, Silver & Gold Pocket and Wrist Watches, Rings, Jew-
ellery, &c., on easy terms. 30/- worth 5/- monthly; 60/- worth 10/-
monthly ; &e. CATALOGUE FREE. Foreign applications invited.

MASTERS, Ltd,, 6, Hope Stores, RYE. Tstd. 1860,

1llusions, ete., with Illustrations

All the Jatest tunes can be played
<n the Chella-phone. The only
Pocket  instrument on which
tunes can be correctly played in
any key. Soldiers and Sailors love
it. *‘Knocks the Glerman mouth
organ intoacocked hal.” Postfree 1/8 eachibetter
quality, with 8ilver fitlings, 2/@, from the mnaker,

R. FIELD (Dept. 33), Hall Avenne, HUDDERSFIELD,

Free packet Unused, send 13d. for postage.
STAMPS, ¥ =
oy LORD, Cowley, Oxford.

+Union Jack.” PEN COUPON

‘Send this coupon with P.O. for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen Co
119, Fleet St., London, BE.0.4 In return you will receive (post free)

Stamps,- all different, for -6d.

vaiue ¢

aplendid ‘British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fléct Fountain Den, valus 10/6, If |

Jou save 12 further coupous, each will count as 2d. off the price; s0 you may

send 13.coupons and only 3/-. Say whether Yyou want a fine, medium, or broad

nib. This great offer is made fo.introduce the famous Fleet Pen to  the

UNION JACK readers. (Foreign postage extra.) satisfaction guaranteed or cash
~ﬁxe:;'m'ne(}i. Special Safety Model, 2/- extra. e

8

]

oys, be Your Own Printers

and make extra pocket-moneyby using
THE PETIT “PLEX” DUPLICATOR.

Makes pleasing numerous copies of NOTE-

PAPER HEADINGS, BUSINESS CARDS,

SPORTS FIXTURE CARDS; SCORING

CARDS, PLANS, SCHOOL PUBLICATIONS,

DRAWINGS,, MAPS, MUSIC, SHORT-

HAND, PROGRAMMES, NOTICES, ete., in

a variety of prétty colours. Send for one
TO-DAY. Price 6/6 complete with all sup-

plies. Foreign orders, 1/6 extra.—

B. PODMORE & Co.; Desk U.J., _Southport.
And at 67-69, Chancery Lane, London, W.C, 2. -

b

SE3%s 5 is the greatest drawback 1n life to any manor woman. fIf
NERVGUSNESS you are nervous, timid, low-spirited, lack self-confidence,
will-power, mind concentration, blush, or feel awkward in the presence of others,
send 3 penny stamps for,parbic'glars of the Mento-Nerve Strengthening Treals -
ment, used in the Navy, ﬁgom Vice-Admiral to Seaman, and in the Army from
Colonel to Private, D.S.0.’s, M.C.’s, M.M.’s,and D.C.M.’s —GODFRY ELLIOTT-
SMITH, Ltd., 527. Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Cn'cus.‘Logm. EQ 4

ik GURL“? ﬁAiR i i3 bristles were made curly in a few days,”

Ty

writes R. Welch. “ CURLIT ” curls straightest
hair. 1/3, 2/6. (i3d. stamps accepted.)—SUMMERS (Dept. A. P.), 31,
UPPER RUSSELL STREET, BRIGHTON. 2" <

FACTORY TO RIDER,

A& Packed Free. Carriage Paid. Fisreens Days’ Free Triak
A% LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS,

§ Prompt delivery, Save Dealers’ Profits. Satisfaction

g guaranteed or Money Refunded.

2 GREAT CLEARANCE SALE

i ofSecond-handCycles.” Thousands of Government

Cycles—B.S.A., HUMBER, RALEIGH, ROVER,

TRIUMPH, SWIFT, etc,, many as good as new—all
ready for riding. No reasondble offer refused, Write

= for Free List and Special Offer.

CYCLE COMPANY, Incorpd.

e & 4 . Dept. 130G. BIRMINGHAM,

VENTRILO UlSM ~ Learn this laughable and wonderful art. - Failure
Q ® impossible with our book of easy instructions and

amusing dialogues; also 50 Magic Card Tricks (with instructions). Lot 1/~

P.O. (vost free).—IDEAL PUBLISHING CO., Clevedon. = b =

. PHOTO POSTCARDS, 1/3 doz., 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, 8d.
ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE AND SAMPLES

FREE. HACKETT'S, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL,
s - : 10-2-20




