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THE FIfCY CHAPTER.

Baker Sfreet London Ww.
February 23rd.
Y Dmr T.ee,—In your capacity

Letter fronmt szmn ﬁhke to: Wefson
of Honsemnsfor at St. Frank's |
C'ollege, I realise that you are

comewhat out of toueh with

the happenings of tlhie outside world, and |
that vou are always eager to learn the
details of any: parh(ularTv interesting or
unusually myste¥ious problem smeh as
it is occasiohally my privilege te in-
vestizate.  Tinker, too, takes urest
delizht in cortecpondmg with \"rppm on
these matters, and T remember that some

few weceks ngo 1t was one of his letters to |

Nipper which gave vou the facts of an
amazing affair in Suffolk.

Strangely enough, the pecwliar inei-
dents T am about to relate also had their
origin 1n an eastern county-—Essex, to be
exact. But on this oceasion the scene is
laid on the railway.

Hlowever, I had. betier givé you the
whole story as it occurred—but F earmot
promise tb concinde the narrativé com-
pletely. Tinker will have that pleasant
task, in all probahility.
you obtain a complecte accownt of the |
strange myslery it is really immaterinl
whether TFinker or myself acts as your
informant. .

It frequenily Happens that really im-
portant cases are firsé brought to my
notico purely by aceiddnt; sl po- doubt
you havé experiencad the swrhe sort of
thing yourself, Les. | 3 ‘ﬁ!sr so on this

/- ay, b
' 1 .
1“’ : "r

| with you at amee, my dear f

Buf so long as

TH L, MYST ERY OF THE
) 912 EXPRESS:

A Maginificent Mystery and
Adveriture Story, intreducing

SEXTON BLAKE, TINKER,

His

He saf down at his désk and piaefed
| the receiver of the instrument to his |
 éav." He held a short comversafion over
rhe wire with somebody, his face mean-
- while assuming an expression of excite-
L ment.and (]lSI'l]'l‘. Then he jammed the
receiver back on 1is hook and turned to
[ me quickly,

“ Qomethine m Four line, by all
acconnts, Blake !”” he said excﬂedlv
E e Phe 9.12 express from Norwich has
] just avrived, and fhere’s a dead man
L aboartdk of her. Fm told ho’s been
;mhmered i
- “ Py Jove, that's bad !” T commented.
““ Who _gave  you the ‘mformatlon
- Brvant 7"’ .

“One of fhe porters,” he rephccl.
“The wunard of the train sent him fo ring
 the news through to me immediately.
If you're interasted at all, perhaps you'd
care. to- come along to the train and look
mto things 7"’

“Cerﬁ&mly 1” ¥ answered.

*

‘_'f’li come
ders on 1‘&il'\vavy§ aré not of freguent
_accurrence, and they’re generslfy worth
‘Inquiring mto Pid the porter give yow
aniy of the facts?”

“Neo,” swid Brysnt, resclsng for his
hat and meking for the doar, ‘ Fhe sien
wanted to: do so, but E mféhm— Ed cotfté
along af oree. We cif get M1 ghe detaile |
%onnl: 'tbe guard; ¥ evpéct. . Ceme on,

c.!

F followed' my frienid out of theé office, |

crowded station to the muits line arfival
glhtforms alongside one of which the

occasioll, 12 express was dvawn up.

Last night T ned: fe be chatting Passing through the burrivs; we
with an old frnend of mine—Mr. Henry falong the plntform brishly, dnd
Bryarit, one of the chief officials’ of the kat once that o gredf crow Hﬂd
Great Eastern Railway—in Hig office at | near the centre of the lorig
Laverpool Street Station. I had just

dropped in to pay a friendly call and
have a little talk, Tragedies

pleasant half-hour,

“Waell, my dear fellow, I shall have to
be making a move,” I observed, glamc-
ing at my watch. ‘ H’s gone nineg; I see,
and—"

‘“Excuse me a moment, old man!” in-
terrupted Brvant, as the telephone bell
tinkted <hrilly. *“Sha’n’'t keep you
Jong t*

and
eriminals were completely forgottcn for |
the {ime beiug, and 1 spent dquite a F

really wonderful how qmckl pedplé
th‘;-ong to the scene of a ctinte; ieeL s’y
it

Bryant srunted with annoyance.

“ Just look here I he exclaiméd; eye-
-ing the surging crowd ahead. "It’s
‘always the same, Blake. People always |
gather in large jumbers when anything
.of this nature oceurs, und they’re a con-
founded nuisance, T’hey hindér évery-
-body.”

I smiled.

‘“ People are very much dlike the world
aver, Bryant,” I seid, “ and notbing will }

PEDRO, the Bloodhound.

(Fhé Yarn is Told in Correspondence‘

Iltustrated by -

Mur- |

and we made our way through H!e"'

Young Assistant, and

from Tinker’s Letter-File.)

HARRY LANE.

s

l_ev-qsﬁr alter the euriosity of & ¢rowd. Buebr

this affair dppedrs to be causing & most
L unusunl comshotion, by &R appesrances.
" Surely ihere are sufficient policemen in
the siation fo contrel this handful of
people !’

**Oh, yes: thera are plenty of police-
men about,” sxid Bryant. “ But I don’t
sce aRmy of them here at the monsent.
The interest seems to be centred vpon
that firet-class c‘ompnrfment ”

“Obviously,” T ngreed. “W+'d better
U'force a way through here, Bryant.”

“All right, Blaike—let me go first!”
answered mif friend. “F am well known
 to_all the railway scrvamts.”

and he was soon shouldering his way ..
through the noisy and excited crowd of
humanity surging round the compart- -
ment which contained the body of the
| murdered nmn, I followed him with.
' some  difficulfy, but ev(:nfutu we
greached the door.

“Clear the way hers !” cried Bry&nt
, addressing the erowd stemly “S‘tﬂhd
back ! - i

Flis words had vory litthe effect wpon -
' the eager dnd corious mob, who all
' seemed to be anxions to catch gight of -
r whatever the fatal carrisge contined.
: Fhe %‘u&rd of the triin, with the aeeet-
ance of a coupte of porbers, wis doihg
“his best to ke t-HG crowd Back HJIJ
 this proved to o divy mettey, i I
could plainly ses:

“Have any of yow miewn géhé -for the
‘police?”’ denihded Priund, adifroasing
i the porters.

“Yes, sir,” sunid orie of theat “They .

uqht to be ere mow.”
Fhat's ot right, Men,” wid Brysnt.
“We'd bettet wait & memenf, Blake,’
he continved. tariidg to me. * No- uba
our trying to enter the carrisge yot. I
doubt if we could open the door, dven,
: with this crush at our backs,”
[ I nedded, and:faced the cirions ¢Fowil.
. “Kindly stand back a little way,” I
smid quiefly. “ You are seriougly 1mrter-
fering and impeding the: railway x
and_in any case you will nok be dllowed
to see into the compartment, Ak!1" I
‘broke off, as I perceived twog tall blue-
clad Agures. “Here come the police !”

At that moment two policemen came
hurrying up, and they forced the throng
of cxcited and gaping passengers.to back

Bryant is a determinéd sort of fellow, .,



away from the fatal carriage in a very
short time. -

“Great Scott ! That's better !”” gasped
Bryant, in great relief.

IHe produced his handkerchief and
mopped his brow as he turned to one of
the railwaymen.

“ Are vou the guard of this train?”
he asked.

““Yes, sir,”” answered the man respect-
fullv. e was rather an old man—one of
the faithful and reliable railway ser-
vants which are fast disappearihg—and
his weather-beaten and wrinkled face
tvore a worried and anxious -expression.

“Well. what do you know about this
business " went on Bryant, jerking his
thumb in the direction of the carriage.
¢ Murder, I understand ?” .

“Looks like it, sir,” said the guard.
“Terrible affair! I wouldn’t have had
tais ‘appen on my - train—not for a
quarter's wages, I wouldn’t! But I don’t
krow nothing about if, sir!” '

“Who first discovered the crime?”
continued Bryant,

‘““ A porter, sir,” replied the old guard.
“Ile saw something was the matter on
this 'ere carriage. an’ sent for me right
away. This is the man that told me
abiout it, sir.”

fIe indicated one of the porters, who at
once stepped forward.

““That’'s right!” he said. “I noticed
that something was wrong before the
train stopped, sir.” '

“Oh! How was that?” asked Bryant.

“Well, sir,” went on the porter, *“as
I walked down the platform I saw a
man lying on the floor of this carriage,
au’ I jumped on the fcotboard an’ tried
t> open tho door.” '

“Tried to open the door?” repeated
Bryant, “Do you mean that it was
lOL'ked?”

“Yes, si11,” declared the porter.

“You're sure of that, iny man?” said
Bryant.

“(‘'ertamn, sir,”’ said the man positively.
*The windows was up, too. Then I un-
locked the door, an’ went m, an’ I saw
that the man on_ the floor was dead—
murdered! He's been battered about
soinethin’ awful, sir!”

“Well? What did you do then?”
questioned Bryant.

**I rushed to the guard. sir, an’ told
him,”’ answered tha porter, who was

looking a little white and scared. ‘“He
sent_a man to telephone to you.”
““That’s right, sir,”” agreed the guard.

“An’ since then I've been standm’ by
tho door, holdin’ the crowd back.”

“And that is all you can tell me
asked Bryant. -

“That’s all, sir,” declared the guard.
“We don’t know no more.”

Rryvant  evidently concluded that
nothing more was to bhe learmed from
tha railwaymen, and he tumed to me.

“Wa'd bhetter go into the compart-
ment. Blake.” he said, opening the door.
“Thao police have got the crowd well in
hand now—— Geod heavens! What a
ghastly wpectacle!”

I looked over Bryant's shoulder as he
made that excited exclamation. Then
I stepped into the carriage, and the sight
which confronted us was not at all a
pleasant one, ‘

A rather elderly, well-dressed man lay
upon the floor. MHe was a somewhat
siout, coarse-looking man, and. he was
tit a most shocking condition, having
becn brutally attacked, by all appear-
ances.  His eve was blackened, his lips
were badly gashed, and his collar was
unfastened and toim.

I looked round keenly.

“It 1s quite obvious that a grim battle
has taken place in this compartment,
Bryant,” I said, after a moment. * This
man has had a terrible -struggie with
somebody during the journey.”

I;"

“Yes,
cvidont,” agreed DBryant.

Blake, that seems

“I see that
the man’s luggage has been tanipered
with, too. That Gladstone-bag and
attache-case have both been wrenched
open and ransacked.” .

“So I see, Bryant,” I observed.

““Looks uncommoniy like robbery,
doesn’t 1t, Blake?” he asked.

“TUndoubtedly,” I replied, crossing to
the other end of the carriage. “H'm'
This door is-also locked, I find. Peculiar
—most peculiar!”

I turned thoughtfully, and bent over
the dead man. Apart from the signs of
the fatal struggle, of which the body
bore mauy traces, I discovered a fearful
wound upon the side of the head, which
was most certainly the cause of the man's

death.

“ Look here, Bryant,” I said, pointing’

out the injury. *“I don’t think we need
look any farther for the cause of this
poor chap’s death. A heavy, knobbed
stick would account for it, I should
think.” . o
“Good heavens! That's a terrible
wound, Blake!” exclaimed Bryant. * But
there is no weapon here that I can see.™

““No. But that is not at all sur-
prising, my dear fellow,” I answered.
*“What is easter than to throw the

weapon—whatever it was—out of the
window of a moving train? Personally,
I did not expect to find it.”

Bryant nodded.

“Perhaps you're right.” he agrced.
“I expect the murderer threw his
weapon out of the window when he'd
done his foul work. 'There scems no
doubt that this affair is the result of
robbery.”

Heo again pointed to the dead man's
luggage, which merely consisted of a
(xladstone-bag and a small attache-case.
Both were now lying open, and their

contents were scattered upon the
cushions. It was easy to sece that a
hurried secarch had been made of the

various articles and papers which the
bags had contained.

After a moment, I turned my atten-
tion upon the murdered man’s clothing,
and soon found that his linen bore the
initials “H. G.” Searching in the
pockets breught to light a bulky pocket-
book and various other ariicles.

“Probably we shall learn the nama of
the unfortunate gentleman from this
wallet,” I remarked, standing upright
once more. ‘“‘We were assuming a
moment ago, Bryant, that robbery was
the cause of this man’s death.”

“Yes, of course,” agreed Brrant.
“That’s self-evident.”

‘““And yet there are several hundred
pounds 1n this pocket-book,” I said
quietly, as I looked into the wallet.

Banknotes and Treasury notes were
there to the tune of about four hundred
pounds, I judged, and this circumstance
seemed to upset the idea of robbery. OF
course, it was just possible that the
murderer, in his hurried search, had con-
centrated his whole attenfion upon the
bags. and overlooked the person of his
victin.  But  this seemed really too
absurd.  Still, | murderers have been
known to do stranger things.

“Well. this is simply astounding!”.

exclaimed Bryant, in a surprised tone.
“I certainly thought that the man's
money wnuld be missing. This seems to
make the mystery all the -deener. Is
there anything in that wallet to show
who the man i1s?”

“Yes,” I replied, extracting a card
from tho interior of the pocket-book.
“This card bears the inscription, ¢ Mr.
Horace Grayson.™”

“Is that all?” demanded Bryaut. “Is
there no address?” '

“None at all,” I answered, "frowning.
“Grayson—Grayson! I seem Lo re-

pretiy ;

different

member that name, anyhow.
got 1t! Mr. Horace Grayson
office in the Strand. and
known moneylender!'”

Bryant whistled softly.

“By George!” he said.
coraplexion upon the whole
matter, Blake. There are usually hun-
dreds of people quite anxious for the
sudden death of various members of the
money-lending profession, I believe.”

“Youre quite right, Bryant,” I
agreed, smiling.  ““Some of these gentry
are quite fond of playing the part of
blackmailers, and poople who are un-
wise enough to get into their clutches
live to vregret it. Some of them
occasionaily take matters into their own
hands, and exact a terrible vengeance
upon their tormentors. But in this -
stance, ‘of course, there may be nothing
of thut nature in the case.”

* Possibly not,” replied Bryant grimly.
“But, all the same, I must say that
appearances seem to point.that way. It's
evident that this is not an ordinary

Ah, I've
1 has an
e 1s a well-

“That puts a

robbery. Otherwise, the thief wonld
certainly have taken that wallet—

e-s‘pecially after murdering his victim.
r » - . . L
This 15 a case of deliberute revonge, in

my opinion.”

“Well, my dear chap, if we huave
patience we shall probably get at ihe
truth soouner or later,” I observed, plac-
ing the wallel down and looking round
keonly again.

Whatoever might prove the solution of
the unfortunate man’s death. it was very
avident that a terrible struggle had taken
place within the compartment. Kor,
apart from the ransacked bags. other
signs of the conflict were apparent ou all
sides.

One of the cushions had been wrenched
from its position; a blind was torn down,
and the end of one of the luggage-racks
had been forcibly pulled from its socket.
Altogether, the carriage piesented an
appearance of great disorder, which
amply testified to the deadly struggle
which had bean enacted within the .con-
[ined space.

I made a thorough search of both
seats and the floor. Bryant looking on
interestedly meanwhile. But [ found
scarcely anything of importance, and
nothing which would throw any light
upon rthe identity of the murderer: of
Mr. Horace Graysouw.

“Well, what are you going {o do,
Blake?” asked Bryant at last.

- “I think I'll have a few words with
the guard before the Scotland Yard
peoplo arvrive,” I answered. *“I suppose
they have been notified?” '

“Oh, ves!” replied Bryant. “Tn
cases of this kind the station police
always mform  Scotland Yard im-

mediately, and they take charge.”

I nodded, and beckoned to the guard,
who was still at the door.

“I want to ask you a few questions,
guard,” I began, as the man looked up.
“What station did the train stop at
before you reached lL.ondon?” .

“Ipswich, sir. We're non-stop from
there,” he replied.

“Oh, I see!” I said. ““Now, I waut
you to think carefully, guard. Do you
remember seeing this gentleman in the
train at Ipswich?”

“Yes, sir,”” answered the guard
once. ‘‘ Au’ he wasn’t alone, neither.’

““Can you recall the appearance of his
fellow-passengers?” I asked quickly.

“Well, sir, there was only one.” said
the guard slowly. ‘“He was a young,
smart, gentleman—about twenty-seven
or eight years’ old, I reckoun. I noticed
him first at Stowmarket, an’ he was
laughin’ an’ talkin' with this geotleman,

at

?

1 quite friendly-like.”

13

- And when you passéd their compait-
T. J.—No. 870.



ment at Ipswich they were still on good
terms with one another?” I asked
thoughtfully.

“Yes, sir. 1 didn’t sce no evidence of
no quarrel,’ declared the guard. *If
that young cf),ap killed this gentleman,
he must have done it between Inswich
an’ London.” o

*But you say that ihe train is 2 non-
stop from Ipswich?” I reminded him.

“Yes, sir, that’s true,” agreed ihe
guard.

“Well, if both men were in this com-

artment when tho train left Ipswich.

ow could the murderer have escaped if
the tramm has not stopped?” asked
Bryant, who was listening interestedly.

“And don’i forget that both doors
were locked when the train arrived
here,” I said. “ The quarrel must have
occurred soon after the train left Tpswich,
and after the young man had killed bis
companion, he either got through one of
the windows, or else made his exit by the
door and relocked it after him. Then he
dropped from the train, presumably.
Did the train slow up at all, guard?”

“Yes, sir—between Shenfield
Brentwood, in the deep cuttin’,”
answeied the man. “We very often
slow up there.”

“Then the murderer must have left
the train at that spot,” 1 commented.
“There is no other explanation, unless,
of eourse, he entered another compart-
ment.” _

*“That ain’t at all likely, sir,” objected
the guard. - “ Several passengers were in
the compartments next ie this ‘ere, an’
they would have seen the man.” |

“Yes, of course,” 1 ,agreed. “Hadi
they been empty, the case would have
been very different. So we can take it
as prelty certain that the young man
dropped from the train betwern Brent-

an’

wood- and Sheifield. " Hallo! 'The
Scotland Yard men, I presume '™
A sVght commolion made itsell

apparent upon the platform, and the next
moment Deteclive-Inspector Morley of
the Yard made his appearance at the
carriage door. )

* Well, I'm hanged---you licre, Blake 77
he cried, shaking me by the hand cor-
dially. *I’m bothered if you’re not
always on the spot before I even get a

look in! Rather a nasty busiuess herc,
I'm told?” '

“Yes,” I agreed, introducing Morley
to Bryant. “'This crime is certainly an
appallingly brutal one. You'’d better
have a look round yoursclf, Morley. I
have touched nothing with the exception
of the dead man’s pocket-book, which is
Iring upon the cushion. 1lle is Mr,
Horace Grayson, I sce.” |

“What! Grayson, the moneylender ?”
asked Morley, raising his evebrows.

*Yes. Did you know hiin?” I queried.

“Not  personally,” replied Morley,
“But I'm not altogether =urprised at
this, Blake. I always expected Grayvson
to meet with violence sooner or laier, and
apparently I wasn’t far wrong. Jlc had
a shady reputation.”

The inspector entered the compartment
and busied himself for a time with his
invesligation in  the interior, whilst
Bryant and I chatted together. After
Morley had thoroughly examined the
compartment and tho body of the un-
fertunate moneylender, he had a few
words with the guard and the porter,
nodded his head wisely, and then came
up to where Bryant and myself were
standing,

“Pretty clear case of robbery and
murder, Blake,” he commented.
“‘There’s no trace of a weapon in the
carrage, J sce, Grayson's murderer
evidently threw 1t out of the window, ;

U. J—No. 870. - |

or {ook it with him when he left the
train in the cutting bcetween Shenfield
and Brentwood.”

“So you have come to the conclusion
that the ruffian jumped from the train
when it slowed down i the cutting,
inspector ?*’ asked Bryant.

“Yes, certainly,” answered Morley.
“There’s no other explanation that I can
sece. Don’t you agree, Blake?”

I nodded.

“Of conrse!” I said. *7That 1s the
only possible point on the journcy at
which he could have made his escape
from the carriage.”

*““Rather a peculiar thing that both
doors were locked, isn't _it?” asked
Morley, with a puzzled frown: *I can't
see any reason why tihe fellow should
have locked the door when he left the
compartment.”

“4No. That point certamly seems a
little obscure,” I remarked. **What do
you say to a run down to the cuding
at once, Morley 7’

The inspector looked up quickly.

“Not much good, I'm alraid, Blake,”
he said dubiously. * Still, it can do no
harm, and we might pick up the
murderer's tra,i,l there. How do you
suggest going ¥

g‘%pecial train !” I said shortly.

“Well, that’s a matier that can easily
be arranged,” put in Bryant. *“T’ll give
orders immediately for a special to be

‘prepared at once, 1f you like.”

“Thanks, Mr. Bryant.,” said the in-
spector. - “ A spectal will certainly be
the quickest way of travelling. 1 supposc
it’ll be about half an hour before the
train is ready, won’t it 7%’

“Yes. about that,” replied Bryant.

“In the meantime I'll have the body
removed from the carriage.” said Morley
briskly. * What about you, Blake?” |

“Oh, T'll go and ring up Tinker,” I
replied. *“He may as well come with
us.” :

“Br-all means,” agreed Morley. “The
party wouldn’t be complete without that

checky voung assistant of vours!”

1 strolled along the platform with
Bryani, chatting over the case. Delec-
tive-Inspector Morley was busy superin-
tending the removal of Mr. Iorace
Gravson's remains, and I did not envy
him his pgruesome task.

The affair appeared to he a straight-

forward case of robbery and murder, and
Morley was convinced that the money-
lender had been killed by one of his
victims.
- T accompanied Bryant to lis office once
more, and got through to Tinker from
there. After a few minutes’ conversation
with the lad I tiirned to Bryant.

“Well, myv dear fellow,” I said. “TI'm
very glad that I happened to be wiih

vou this evening, for this case interests.

me exceedingly. I have an idea that it
is not quite so simple as it appcars at
present.”

Bryvant lovked surprised.

*“Why, what on earth do you mean,
Blake ?” he asked.

“I'll explain miore fully after we've
investigated the cutting,” I = said
cvasively. ‘ By the way, are you coming
with us on the special?” .

“No,” he answered, shaking his head.
“No use my coming on an expedition of
that sort. I should simply be in the
way !”

1 nodded.

“Perhaps you're wise, DBrryant,” I
agreed. ‘ There’s certainly not much
fun to be gained from a man-hunt—
especially on a dark night. And it might
possibly prove to be an all-night affair.
You never know exactly what to expect
in a matter of this sort.”

After a few more words with my
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friend, I left the office and walched the
police at work on their grucsome tasic
of removing the body {rom the carriage.
Finker would be along presently, and 1
strolled up and down while I warted.
And as to what hapnened subsequently,
Lee, I lecave Tinker to recr?L in his
letters to Nipper. You will get the
facts just the %ame, as I know that

vou for perusal. :
When youn have gained an insighi into

thhe whole matter, I think you will agree

that the extraordinary ncidents ang

happenings were well worth recerding.
With kindest regards and all best

wishes,—Yours as always,

SEXTON DLAKE.

' Nipper always hands Tinker’s letter to

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Letter from Tinker to Nipper.
78, Benmore Gardens,
Fulham, S.W.
February 23rd.
Y DEAR OLD XNIPPER,—'Tlhe
M guv'nor has written a long
letter to Mr. Lee to-day, telling
him about the murder of Mr.
Horace Grayson in a railway carriage,
And what I am about to write is reallvy
a continuation of the same yarn. So it’s
up to you to read the guv'nor’s letter
before you read this. '

In the. same way, you must show my
remarks to Mr. Lee, so that he, also, can
get the hang of things—sort of swop
letters, as 1t were. : .

You'll discover later on why I'm
addressing voa from the above locality,
I only mention this because I don’t want
you to think that the guv'norfand I have
moved from Baker Street to Fulham—we
haven’t!

And now. after those few preliminary
remarks, I'll get busy on the main object
of this latter.

Well, just before ten o'clock last migzht
Pedro and I were lolling by the fire in
the consulting-room. . 1 was . feeling a
bit bungry, and wondering when the
guv'nor would turn up for supper.

1t often happens like that. If ever I'm
particularly hungry, Sexton Blake is sure
to be late home. He doesu’t seem to
have any thought at all for meal-times,
but just goes about his business in the
most unconcerned manner. And then,
when I give him a gentle reminder that
he's about two hours late, he appcars to
be tremendously surprised,

“Well, Pedro. old boy,” I said, strok-
ing the dog's broad back, *‘if the guv'nor
doesn’t soon turn up, I'm jolly wc!fl going
to have my saupper and clear off to Led.
What do vou sayv?”

I believe the old blighter understoo:d
every word, for he wagged his tail, and
glanced hungrily up at the table, which
was already laid in readiness for the meal.

“You artful old scoundrel” T said re-
provingly. *“We'll wait a bit longer,
anyhow. Perhaps the guv’nor will be in
soon, and—— Oh, rats!”’

The telephone bell rung, and I crossed
the room impatiently.

“Hallo!” I called, taking up the re-
ceiver, ‘“Hullo! Who is That you,
sir?” I added, as T recognised Sexton

Blake's voice. “Yes, this is Tinker

speaking. What's up, guv'nor?”
“Nothing  particular, my  boy,”

answered . the guv'nor over the wire.

“There’s been a rather brutal murder in
a railway carriage, and I'm looking into
the matter. Detective-Inspector Morley
and I are gecing in a special train to a
cutting ncar Brentwood in a few
moments, and I want you to bring Pedro
along immediately.”

*“ Right, sir.” fsaid briskly. - “Liver-
pool Street, I suppose?”

“Yes, Tinker,” replied Sexton Blake.
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4 “I'm not certain of the platform, so

= I'll wait for you under the big clock.”

: “I'll be there as soou as possible,
guv’nor,” I replied cheerily.

. “You had better come I a taxi, my
" lad,”_said Sexton Blake. * And tell the
* driver to hurry. The special train’ is

being prepared to dcpart as soon as
possible, and I do not want to keej it
waiting. And I want Pedro most im-
portantly.” ’ :

“What about me, guv’nor?” I’ dec-
manded indignantly. ‘“Don’t T count?”

I heard a chuckle at the other end of
the wire.

*Probably you wovld prefer to re-
turn home and partike of supper,
Tinker?” suggested Sexton Blake. 1
expect you've been waiting patiently for
Iy appearance, haven’t you?”

“Yes, rather, siv!” I said. *“But blow
supper now, If there’s work to be
done, I can easily go without it for a
it T'll be with you in about two ticks.

*(zood-bye !” _
A1 rang off, hurried into my overcoat,
< grabbed my cap and a handful of ham

‘ sandwiches from the table, and glanced
-'at Pedro.

He knew that something was in the
wind, for he pricked up his ears alertly.

""and a look of cagerness was in his eyes.
Tha fact that I had donned my overcoal

* told him that I was gomg out, and he
vanted to accompany me.

“Coming, old boy?”’ I asked, pausing.
““There’ll be some work for you to do,
Pedro.” _ _

That was enough for the old bounder.
He made a dive for the door, and
bounded down the stairs ahcad of me,
with a low bay of pleasure. I fixed a
leash to ‘his collar in the hz!l, and then
we left the house,

[ soon found an empty iaxi in Baker
Street, and told the driver to go for ail
he was worth. The man took me at my

~word, and simply buzzed to Liyerpcol
Lpicet i record time.

“How's that, sir?” asked the cabman,
0% 1 stepped out with Pedio,  * Fast
, ensough for you?”

. . Yes. rather—jolly good!" I replied.

. handing the man double fare. “Come
».0n, Pedro—get a move on!”

~..Running through the bocking-hall, I |

+ saw the guv’nor’s well-known figure in

aithe vicinity of the big clectric clock. He
was leisurely chatting with Deteclive-

u1nspector Morley, and they appeared to

wbe quite at their ease, and apparently in

.10 hurry.

' Pedro’s keen cyes must have spotted
the guv'nor at the same moment, for he
suddenly jerked the leash out of my

hand and made a bec-line for Sexton
- Blake.

“Hi, come back, you old scamp!™ I
velled.

. But the dog took no heed of me just
- then: He rushed onwards, with the
cvident intention of giving the guv’nor
u warm greeting.

Detective-Inspeclor Morley, as he
chatted with Sexton- Blake, was resting
in a free-and-casy fashion upon his

.- walking-stick, which was supporting the
weight of his leaning body.

Unfortunately for the inspector, Pedro
failed to notice the projecting stick, and
the dog’s lumbering body sent it flying
as he bounded up to Sexton Blake.

The result was disastrous—for poor old
Morley. '

" He waved his arms wildly in the air
"in a vain endcavour to keep his balance,
and then sit down upon the hard plat-
form with great suddemness. The ex-
pression of amazed surprise upon his face
was worth quids!
" -““Ha, ha, ha!" I roared, as I ran up.
“What’s the maller, inspector—fed up
~

e

with standing? T’ve never scen you sil
down so quickly!”

Detective-Inspector Motley looked up
somewhat dazedly.

“What —what happened?” bhe asked
blankly. “I believe’ I'm  severely
injured!  Oh, it’s you. Tinker, is 1it?
Did—did you actually have the audacity
to kick my stick from under me, you
cheeky young demon?”

“Mc?’ I said indignantly.  “Why,
AMr. Morley, have vou ever known me
lo do a- dirty trick of that sort?”

“Well, I wouldn’t trust you any
farther than I could see you!™ growled
the inspector. as he painfully rose to his
feet.  “ But if you dida’t do i1, who the
dickens is responsible—— Ah! Pedro i
the culprit, ch? The clumsy- old
scoundrel! TI'm Dbruised all over!”

The guv'nor was smiling, in spite of
himself, as he patied Pedro’s great head.
-““All right, old boy—be quiet!” he
said, with a chuckle, “What do you
mmcan by knocking my friend over like

‘that, you bad dog?"”

Pedro merely wagged his Lail, appar-
ently highly pleased with himsclf. He
looked up at Morley as innocently as
possible, and the inspecior had to grin.

“ Well, that blessed dog’s the limit for

“Oh, ring  off, Mr. Morley!” - 1
grinned. ‘" What about this special train
bustitess? Is 11 ieady yel 7™

. “Yery nearly, Tinker.” said Sexton
Blake. “You have been much quicker
than T anlicipated, and now you have
come we may as well go along to the
departure platform, and gel into the
special at once.”

“Where are the rest. of the party,
guv'nor?" 1 askad, as we walked towards
the barrvier. “You don’t mean to say
that only us three ave going.”

“*No, Tinker. Morley
several men with Lim,
answered Sexton Blake.

“And we're going to a cutting near
Brentwood, guv'nor, aren’t we?” T went
on. “What's the idea—hunting for a
murderer?” :

“Yes, my lad,” replied the guv’nor
“I'll give you an outline of the case
while we are travelling.” '

The inspector by this time had
regained his usual good-nature, and we
had quite a pleasant run in rhe special,
which soon started. And during the
trip Sexton Blake related all the facts
of the case. .

“Well, guv'nor,” I said. when he had

is  taking
I believe,”

‘ You swindling scoundrel!” cried Qrayson, leaping from his seat.

ccol cheek!” he gruunted, as he dusted
himself down., “He calmly bowls e
over like a ninepin, and then winks al
me'! If he belonged to me, Blake, I'd
tcach him better manners!”

““Oh, Pedro’s all right. Mortley!™ re-
marked the guv'nor. *‘He ratherenjoys
a little excitement now and again, you
kuow.”

“That’s all well.™  grumbled
Morlev. “But what ubouat iy feelings
—t0 say nothing of my clothes?”

very

“Never mind, ingpector,” T said

. * 1
soothingly.  ‘“Poor old Pedro didn't
mecan to hurt.your feslings—or you,

either. He yvanked the leash out of my
hand as soon as he spotted the guv'nor.
And, in any case, il was your own fault
that vou were bowled over!”

“ My fault!” roared Motley, glaring at
me savagely. © What on earth do you
mean?” '

“Well, you shouldn’t wuse your
walking-stick as a prop,” I replied. “‘If
yvou do, you must cxpect ‘accidents to
Iuippen." ) _ '

. “Why, yoti cheeky young beggar!”
sl.outed Lhe inspector indignantly. “I've
a jolly good mind to——"

inished, “it seems all straightforward
and simple—just an ordinary case of
robbery and murder. The ounly thinyg
which pu%zles me is what on carth the
murderer locked the door after him [or.
Seems such a useless thing to do.”

‘“Yes; that certainly is queer,” coin-
wmented  Morley  thoughtfully.  “The
train secems to be stopping, Blake.

Surely we haven't arrived at the cutting
alveady ?”

“I think it quite likely, my dear
fellow,” murmured Sexton Blake. “ The
train has been travelling very fast, and
the distance 1s not greal. Yes; this 14
certainly a cutting, Morley,” he added,
looking out of the window: “I presumae
your men have provided themselves with
lights of some sort?”

“Yes, of course,” said Morley.
HWe've all got powerlul electrie
torches.” .

"The train  stopped, and we all
‘descended to the permaneni way. Tha
engine-driver had previously received

orders to pull up at a point in the cutting
where the Novwich express usually
fravelled the slowest.  And Morley and
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his men at once Dbegan to starch for
footprints.

*“What are we going to do, guv’nor?”
I asked, holding Pedro’s leash tightly.

“We will allow the police to get well
ahead, Tinker,” . answered the guv’nor.
“We can then carry out our investi-
gation more privately. The first thing
to do is to find the exact spot where the
murderer jumped from the train.”

“0Of course,” I agrced. ‘But old
Morley will find that spot as easily as
we do, guv’nor.”

“Weo - shall see, Tinker,” murmured
Sexton Blake. “In any case, let Morley
go his own way. You have brought
your torch, I suppose?”

’

- “Rather, guvnor!” I replied
promptly,  *“T always carry that on
me.” '

“Well, use it, my lad; and look par-
ticularly for the impression which the
murderer must have made when he
alighted from the train.” .

Morley and his assistants were just
ahead of us, and they looked rather a
weird party as they progressed along the
embankment. flashing  their torches
hither and thither in the darkness.

The guy’nor and I did the same. But
I could see no indications whatever that
the man who had jumped {rom the
express had been along the line. Sexton
Blake was keenly on the alert, and now
and again he stopped, and carefully
examined cerlain spots, '

After a while I noticed that the police
were returning, and I concluded that so
fur ithey had drawii blank, and were now
yetracing their steps with the object of
extending the search in the opposite
direction. As the little party drew level
with us, I saw that Morley looked a bit
fed up.

“ Any luck. Blake?” be asked.

“So far I have found no trace what-
ever of the murderer’s track,” answered
the guv'nor calmly. *This is a_ task
where patience is required, Morley.”

“1 should think it is!” grunted the
inspector impatiently.  *‘*We're pgoing
down the line a bit now, Bluke. Hope
we're a bit more lucky that way. Can’t
waste the whole blessed night here!™

“Stick it, inspector!” I grinned. “It's
? dead cert that the man jumped from
the train”somewhere about here. and he
must have left some traces. So if we
scarch long enough we're sure to find
‘em,”

Morley grunted again, and went oft
down the embankment with his men
tewards the spectal, which was, of course,
waiting for us. The guv’nor and I also
relraced our steps, and recommenced the
scarch in the opposite direction.

Tt is fanly certain, Tinker, that the
man must have alighted somewhero
about here,” remarked Sexton Blake,
after a while. “We have thoroughly
searched the Brentwood end of the cut-
ting. with no result, Therefore, I am
confident that we shall very soon find
what we are looking for.” _

“T hope so, guv'nor!” I said heartily.
“1t’s thundering cold on this line, and
T shall be glad when we've finished.
Hallo! The inspector has struck some-
ihing, guv'nor! He and his men are
crawling up the embankment now.”

“So I see, Tinker,” murmured Sexton
Blake, who had stopped suddenly, and
was carefully parting the long grass.
“Well, let them go, my lad. But I am
sorely afraid that Morley will find him-
self on the wrong track.”

*“Why? What do
guv'nor ?” T asked quickly.

] mean that Morley has gone off on a
wrong trail entirely, my lad,” replied
Sexton Blake decidedly.
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“How the dickens do you know, sir?”
I demanded, in surprise.

“Simply because I have found the
right one,” he said. * At least, I'm
fairly certain. Look here, Tinker!”

Scexton Blake pointed to a couple of deep
impressions in the soft ground, which had
been almest hidden by the long grass.

“By gosh!” I said excitedly. “This
must be the spot where the murderer
jumped !”

“Precisely, Tinker!” agreed the
guv'nor. **And it is from here that we
must begin our search.”

“Then what on carth has
found, sir 7’ I asked.

“I don't know—probably a set of fuot-
prints, which they are determined to
follow,” answered Sexton Blake.

I grinned.

“Poor old Morley will be jolly wild
when he' finds out that he's made a
bloomer!” 1 said. *“But I suppcse
there’s no doubt that these impressions
are actually thcse made by the scoundrél
when he jumped, guvnor?”

“I think not, Tinker!” murmmred
Sexton Blake, as he again examined the
marks in the earth. ** You will observe
that these impressior- are close together
and very deep—exaltly as I expected
them to be. When a man jumps from a
moving train he mnaturally strikes the
ground heavily, therefore his boots must
sink to a certain depth into the carth.”

“Yes, of course, sir.” I agreed, looking
keenly at the ground before me. *‘ And
just here the grass looks a bit flattencd—
as if the chap blundered over hcadlong
after he landed.”

“Exactly, my lad:.” said the guv’nor.

“What are you going to do. sir? Fol-
low the footprints®” T asked. “That
won't be an easy matter in this tangled
grass.” -

“Oh, I think Pcdro will manage that
for us!” remarked 8exton Blake, feeling
in his overcoat-pocket.

“Pedro!” 1 repcated. in surprise.
“But how on earth can Pedro fallow the

Morley

trail, sir?”

“] tcok the liberty of pocketing a neck-
tio from the compartment in which the
tragedy occurred,” answered the guv’nol
calmly. “I have every reason to think
that 1t was worn by the murderer—since
Mr. Horace Grayson’s collar und tie wese
intact. And Pedro can easily pick up the
scent from it, and lead us upon the
track.” -

“Iell, I'm blowed!” T ejaculated.
“So that’s why you wanted old Pedro
brought herc—and also why you wanted
Morley to go on ahecad!”

The guv'nor smiled, and held the tic
under Pediro’s nose.

“¥ind him, Pedro!” he said.
him, boy !”

The old dog knew exactly what was
required of him, and he suiffed cagerly
at the scrap of colcured silk. Then he
Jowered his nose to the ground, and cast
about in all directious.

He whined once or twice in disappoint-
ment, but when he sniffed at the edge of
tho'cfcop impressions, he uttered a deep-
throated bay, and ccmmcnced straining
at his leash,

“He's got it. sir!”' I said excitedly.
“You were right—in both cases. » For1t's
certain that the tie was the murderer’s,
and it’s also certain that these avc the
tracks of the same man.”

“Yes, that 19 now cvident,” agreed
Sexton Blake.

Pedro made off up the steep embank-
ment rapidly, and the guvinor and I had
all our work cut out to keep up with him.
But we scrambled along somehow, and
soon found ourselves at the top.

Then the dog hurried along in a
straight line for & short distance, and
abruptly turned off into a lield.

“Find

O

“Of course, the blighter would chcose
a ploughed field to go over!” I grunted
disgustedly. “Why the dickens couldn’t
he keep along heire until he reached a
decent meadow 77’ ,_.

“Don’t grumble, my lad,” said Sexton
Blake. ‘ You ought to be thankful thas
the trail 13 so fresh and easy for Pedra to
follow.”

“Yes, I suppose I ought, sir,” I ad-
mitted. *“But I wonder where we're
heading for 7” .

“I have no idea, Tinker,” said the
guv'nor. *‘‘But we shall probably be led
for somo miles to-night. A murderet in
flight is not very particular about how
far he travels, so long as he reaches a
place of safety.” :

“That’s right, sir—be cheerful !” I re-
marked. “If we're going ou for miles, as
you sayv, it’s a cert that we sha'n't go
back to London in the special.”

“ Probably not,” agreed the guv’nor.
“But that won’t matter much. So long
as we locate the murderer I shall be
perfectly satisfied.” -

‘“So shall I, sir—rather!” I said,
“But I hope we shall locate him some-
where near here.”

But we didn’t, Nipper, old sen. °

And the guv’nor proved to be right in
his surmise. For we had to tremp miles
and miles, mostly acrcss country—over
fields and meadows, through woods, over
plank bridges, and goodness knows what
¢lse  The night was fairly dark, althdugh
the stars were shining brightly, and
sonie places we found it anything but an
easy matter to find our way. But Pedro
keplt on and on, never wavering from the
trail.

After covering five or six miles in this
manner—an: that distance scemed much
greater owing to the nature of the route
—we eventually emerged on to a quiet
road. We appearced to be completely 1o
oursclves, for not a house or building of
any sort was to be seen anywhere. -

I looked at Sexton Blake inquiringly. ...

“This scems to be a jolly lively spot,
guv'nor,” I said., “I wonder where the
dickens we are?”

“I haven’t the faintest idea, my lad,”
answered Sexton Blake cheerfully,
“And I don’t particularly care. We're
out to-night following a hot scent. and
all wo've got to do is to go where Pedro
leads. Quite simple, vou see!” 3

“But Pedro looks as if he's going on
for ever, sir,” I grumbled. “Tll admun
that this road is better than crossirg
fields. but there’s no telling how far that
beastly murderer walked. Perhaps he's
gone to London on foot!”

Sexton Blake smiled.

“T should hardly think so, Tinker.” he
replied. “ Pedro is now leading us alon
an ordinary road, and that locks hopofnﬁ
Probably the man we're after has taken
lodgitngs somewhere in the neighbour-
hood.” ‘

“Let’s - hope so, guv’nor,” I said.

I was beginning to get rather fed up.
As a rule I like a good long walk, but
this cne had begun to get tedious—it was
so uncventful.  Nothing whatever hap-
pened at all, and wo simply kept on
walking.

After about another mile of this, I was
greatly cheered by the sight of an old
farm-building, standing quite by itself,
just off the roadway. It looked like a
barn, and I felt a little thrill of excite-
ment run through me as I noticed that
Podro was making straight towards it.

“This looks more like Dbusiness,

uv'nor!” I said, in a low tone. * Per-
1aps the chap we’re after is hiding in that

old barn.” .
“1 ho so, Tinker!” murmured

Sexton Blake. “If he is not therec now,

We

it 15 certain that he has been there.
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had better approach the place as quietly
as possible, my lad.”

3 Old Pedro didn’t hesitate, but tretted
forward confidently, his muzzle close to
the ground all the time. He went
straight up to the ancient, rotting door of
the place, and passed through a gap 1n
the lower part of it.

“('an you get through without open-
ing the door, sir?” I breathed.

*“Yes, I think =0, answered the
guv'nor. “I'll go first!” )

ITe squeered through the opening, and
I followed immedintely behind him. As
soon as he was on the other side of the
‘door, Scxton Blake produced his torch
and pressed the switch.

« Tho beam of light revealed nething but
an untidy litter of straw, hay, bits of
wood, and numerous other odds-and-ends.
But there was nio sign of any living being
in tho barn.
. Not many murderers about here,
sir,” I whispered. * But look at Pedro,
guy'nor. IHe's trying to jump up that
ladder in the corner. There may be a
loft over this, and the man we’re after
must be up there!”

~ Sexton Blake glanced over at Pedro.
The old dog was not whining, but he was
making heroic efforts to climb the rungs
of an old ladder, sct upri<ht in one ccrner
of the barn. .

..5“Yes, Tinker.,” breathed the guv'nor
in my ear. ‘'It is quite evident that the
man wo want i3 up in the loft. I will go
up first as quictly as possible, and you
must follow."”

He drew his revolver from his pocket,
and noiselessly began to mount the
ladder. I whispcreg to Pedro ‘to keep
quiet, and then followed Sexton Blake
up to the loft. *

When I reached the upper floor the
guv'nor was standing a few paces from
the top of the ladder, flashing the light
from his torch around the place. I gazed
round, and then looked at Sexton Blake.

“Why, 1t's cropty, sir!” 1 whispered
disgustedly. “Well, of all the blessed
frauds! After all this trouble, too! 1
wonder ITallo! Did you hear any-
thing, guv'nor?”

-Sexten Blake nodded.

“Yes, Tinker,” he said quietly. “7Tf
I'm not very much mistaken, the scund
we. both heard was a snceze !”

« “That’s what I thought, sir,” I
answerced.

-"Wo looked round curiously, and then 1
saw an untidyv pile of hay i one of the
far corners. I understood the meanine
of the sneeze in a flash. The¢ murderer

of: Mr., Horace Grayson was hiding
beneath the hay!
) g -
Bexten Blake nodded grimly, andg

walked towards the other end of the loft
quiickly, his revolver beld ready. I was
ciose behind him.  And as we reached
the hay-pile the zuv'nor halted.

- “Now, then,” he sid sternlv: “vou
will oblige me by coming out of that hav
at once!” )

Nothine happened:
sound or movement,

Without a word Sexton Blake suddenly
tarust his torch 1nto my hand. and bent
down quickly. He uroped about with
his hands amongst the hay, and then
abruptly dragzed something forcibly
from beneath it.

“Great Scott!™ I gasped excitedly,
“What—what 1s 1t, sir?”

“It's a man, Tinker—the man we're
after,” answered the guv’nor sternly,

It was a man—a vouung chap of about
twenty-cight.  Bur what a sight! He
had a black-eve. his cheek was gashed,
his hair was all over the place in an
untidy shock, his tie was missing, and
aitogether he looked a pretty complete
wreck as he blinked into the ravs of the
torch. =~ - '

there was no
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He rubbed his eyes, and ran his:

fingers through his hair, and then
scrambled to his feet, looking surprised
and somewhat dazed.

“What in thunder's the mattter?” he
demanded at last. “I'm doing no harm
here that 1 can see. Youlre the farmer,
I suppose?” Well, I don’t care if you
are! I'm simply having a sleep,
and—-""

“No, I'm not a farmer,” interrupted
the guv'nor sternly. “I have traceld
you here from the rativvas, and you may
as well know at once that vou're under
arrest!”

“Arrest!” rapcated the man. ‘ What
on carth are you talking about?”

“You are wanted for the murder of
Mr. Horace Grayson!" said Sexton
Blake.

“Mur—murder of Horace Grayson!”

gasped the man, staggering back
dazedly. **Good heavens, vyou must be
mad! I know nothing whatever about

any murder! My name 1s Edward Fen-
ton, and I swear that I'm~Ninnocent! ]
know nothing-—nothing at all about a
murder |” o

“It is absolutely useless for yvou to
plead ignorance,” replied Sexton Blake,
evceing the voung man curiously. “Wa
have tracked you direct from the railway
embankment——" '

“I tell vou you've made a mistake!”
shouted the man desperateiy. “I came
from Romford by road, and I had my
bicvcle smashed up completely "

“I’ve heard quite enough of that sort
of talk'” cut in Sexton Blake sternly.
“Lies will not help you in the least.”

“You may as well know,” I said,
‘“that the gentleman you're speaking te
is Mr. Sexton Blake!™

“Sex—Nexton  Blake!™ gasped the
man faintly. “Sexton Blake, the

famous detective®”

The guv'nor bowe.l.

“That is my name.” he said quietly,
“And yvou must reali-e that your best
course 1s to make a clean breast of the
whole matter. It is quite mseless for
vou to beat about the bush, for I know
that vou are theyman who jumped from
the Norwich express this evening.”

Fenton—as he called himself—passed a
hand across hiz forchead, and looked at
us resignedly. He evidently realised that
the game was up, aud that no good pu.-
pose would be served by lying.

“All right, Mr. Blake,” he said
weakly. “ I will tell vou the truth, But

when vou spoke about murder, T was
staceered. I know nothing whatever
about any murder!”

I looked at Fenton in surpri-e.

“Ts that what vou call telling the
truth ?” I demanded.

“Yes, it is!"” deciared the voung man
stoutlv. I travelled with Grayvson from
Norwich—I don’t deny that—but I know
nothing about murder.™

The guvnor again cast a look ef
cnriosity at the man. He seemed to he
sineere in what he satd, and I began to
sot puzzied.

“You certainly surpri~e me., Fenton.™
said  Sexton Biake.  “ However, tell
your story i your own way: but stick
to the truth!”

“What I have already told vou is the
truth,” declared Fenton.  “] travelled
with Grayvson from Norwich, as I said.
He is a dirty, swindling scoundrel, My,
Blake, and after a time we got talking
together. T dida’t waut to converse with
him, but I was forced to do so.

“[t was after the train left Ipswich
that he drew me into an arcument, and
very soon I found myself quarrelling
with the rotiter. Eventually he flew at
me like a tiger, and we had a terrific
sirnguele. But Grayson is a flabby <fort
of man, and I soon knacked him out,

and sent him crashing to the floor of the
compartment.,”’ .

“Well?" said Sexton Blake, as the
other paused,

“Well, after that I zot scared a bit,”
admitted Fenton. “Grayson looked

retty noarly a wreck, and I feaved that
10 would take proceedings against me
for assault. But I didn’t care, recally,
He owns a pretty black record himself,
I reflected, and he wouldn’t dare to make
use of the courts. So I opened his bags,
and searched for some papers which are
my rightful property.

“ After a few moments I found what 1
wanted, and then I realised that the
train was slowing down., And on tho
spur of the moment I determined to
jump off the train. I feared that Gray-
son would inform the police, probably,
in his present raoge, when the tramd
reached Liverpool Street.

“But if I wasn’t anywhere on the
train, he would have some difficulty in
bringing the assault home to me, [
thought. Anyhow, after I had obtained
the papers I was looking for, I glanced
at Grayson. He was beginning to movae,
and I knew that he would recover
very shortly.

“So I opened the door and stepped
out upon the footboard. Then T locEﬁd
the door, and jumped clear of the per-
manent-way, and landed easily upon the
grass bordering the track.”

“ What did you lock the carriage door
for?” I asked.

“Well, T hardly know,” repliod Fen-
ton. “As I said, I saw that Grayson
was rapidly recovering, and I suppose 1
had a hazy sort of notion that he mirht
follow me. DBut, of course. he wouldn’t
h.n;:e done that—he wouldn’t take the
risk.

“After I left the train I simply
tramped on aimleszly, until I found thi4
barn. T was tired out, and I crawled
into this hay for a sleep. And that’s
all T know, Mr. Blake. Everyvthing }
have told vou is the absolute truh.”

He paused, and looked at the guv'nor
carnestly.

“You said just now that.Grayson has
been killed,” he went on. “Well. I
swear that I know nothing about it -
nothing whatever! Don't you believe
me, Mr. Blake?”

“No: I'm afraid that's impossible.”
declared the guv’nor. ““Nobodv but

vourself could have killed Grayvson.
Both doors of the carriage weére locke:i.
and the train was travelling vorvy fast
all the wav from Brentwood to Londou.
On your own showing, Fenton, vou arve
the only possible culprit.”

“But I am innocent, I tell you'!” ex-
claimed the voung man warmly,
“Everything looks black against me. I
can sce. But I swear to you, on my
honour, that T had no hand whatever iit
Gravson’s death!” -~ -

“ Perhaps vou can explain who is re-
sponsible  for the murder?” suggested
the suv'nor, a little sarcastically., ‘

“No. I have not the faintest idea.”
declared Fenton. “When I left tha
train Grayson was showing every sien
of returning consciousness, and how he
met his death is just as much a mystery
to me as it 1s to vou. Won't you
believe me, Mr. Blake? I swear that T
know nothing more than I have toil
vou!”

The man seemed to be sincere in what
he said. ‘and I was very surprised.
Sexton Blake. I could cee. scarcely knew
what to make of the young fellow’s
stalement, and for a few moments he
was silent.

“I find it extremely difficult to take
vou at vour word.” hg said at last,
“Everythine points divectly to you as

U. J.—XNo. 870.
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the murderer, and no other explanation
appears to be at all pessible.”

“And yet I am as innocent as you
are!” cried Fenton desperately. ' Some
solution will be found, 1 am sure—it
must be found! Don’t—don’t give me
up to the police, My, Blake—for good-
ness’ sake, don’t! Sooner or later you
will find that what I have told you is
true, and that I had no hand whatever
in Grayson’s death.” o

“But, under the circumstances, it 1s
quite out of the question for me to

allow vou to remain at liberty,” declared

the guv'nor, *“I must admit, Fenton,
that you do not appear to be lying, and
you certainly do not look like a brutal
murderer. Dut »

“Thank you, Mr. Blake, for what you
say!” said Fenton gratefully. “I am
not at all anxious to have my liberty,
but I cap’t stand the ordeal of being
‘arrested for 2 murder of which 1 am
absolutely innocent!”

**Then what do you suggest:” asked
Sexton Blake.

“Well, could you not place me in
some safe retreat, Mr. Blake, guarded
nizht and day?” said Fenton ecagerly.
“Then, if nothing can be done to prove
my innocence within a week, you can
surrender me to the police. But if
within that time you or the police find
the real murdever, I shall be quite safe,
and my mname will be completely
cleared.” )

I looked ai the cuv'nor quickly, and
I could see that he was wavering. It
was a most extraordinary position, and
5 wondered \\'habrfﬁextun Blake would

o. o

“If T agree to what you suggest,” he
said. eyeing the younpy man queerly,
“will you give me vour solemn word of
honour that you will make no eflort to
cscape?”

“Yes. Mr. Blake, T swear it!*” de-
clared Fenton earnestly. “If T really
weie the murderer, there would be no
veossible object 1n asking vou to do this
for me. For in that case my guily would
verv soon be proved, and I should be
handed over to the police at once.”

This was undoubtedly true, and 1
bezan to believe that Fenton’s yarn had
some {ruth in it. But it was a puzzling
affair, and I could sece no possible solu-
tion. ' ‘

“ Very well, Fenton,” said the guv’nor,
“T agree. You will accompany Tinker
and myself to London. and I will place
yvou in a position of safety for one week,
during which I will make every effort
1o pet to the bottom of this most singu-
lar mystery.”

*“Oh, thank vou, Mr. Blake—thank
you'” excloimed Fentan, with genuine
fralitudn. “You will find that what I
ive fold you is true in cvery parti-
enlar.” .

*But how are we going io get to
T.ondon, ‘guv'mor?”’ 1 usked. *“We're
miles from anywkere, and we've got no
means of travelling !”

“Our best plan will e to walk to the
nearest town,” said Sexion Blake. *“*We
can then probably hire a motor-car.”

Well, Nipper, that's what we cventu-

ally did. After trudging a few more
miles we struck a garage, and the
gnv nor managed to hire a car., In this

we drove straight to the house in Ful-
ham, and I'm here on guard over Fenton.
He scems quite cheerful. and appears
to be a jolly decent sort of chap, really.
“But T don’t kinow what to make of the
bhusiness.  Fenton must be the miurdever,
i my opinion, for there is no one else
who could pessibly have done it.
Anyhow, it’s a puzzle, and the
guv'nor's tearing his hair over ir. But
I believe he thinks Fenton's story is true.
U. J.—XNo. 870,

T’il write again soon, and let you kihow
any fresh developments. This guarding
job is a bit tedious, but it gives me
plenty of time to write letters, that's one
“consolation. _

Send mo one of vour usual cheery
epistles as soon as possible, and give my
kindest regards to your chums.

- Yous affectionate pal,
TINKER.

CHAPTER THREE.
Letter From Sexton Biake to Nelson Lee.
February 24t]_1.

Y DEAR LEE,—By the time

this letter reaches you at St

Frank’s I think it most pro-

Tinker’s letter to Nipper, of yesterday’s
date. Thercfore vou will have gained a
complete insight into the singular mys-
tery of the 9.12 express murder, so far as

The aftair 1s most puzzling. and it
worries me considerably. Young Fenton
talks like an absolutely innocent man,
and yet everything points to him as the
any hand in the killing of Horace Gray-
soll.

As Tinker wrote, we have placed Fen-
ton in the house at Fulham, and Tinker
Fenton gave me his solemn word that he
wounld not try to escape, but it is better
to be on the safe side. And it is his
own suggestion that he be kept under

I came along here in the morning, afier
satisfying myself that everything was
quite satisfactory at Benmm:c Gardens,
and that Tinker bhad evervthing that he
ship. T .

I told Mrs. Bardell to bring me some
breakfast, and then glanced at the moin-
ing papers. As I had anticipated, the
“Train Murder—Well-known Man Bat-
tered {o Death m Express—Murderer
Stuill at Large,” and others to the same
cffect.
which I may as wcll repeat here.

“ A gruesome and sensational discovery
was made last night at T.iverpool Street
Station upon the arrival of the 9.12 ex-
up to the platform a porter noticed the
body of a gentleman lying on the floor
of a first-class compartment, and the man
at once made investigations.
be locked, the porter was horrified to
sce that the unfortunate gentleman was
quite dead, having been brutally mur-
dered. A wound upon the side of the
and death must have been instantaneous,

“The body was quite alone in the com-

ariment, but two bags upon the seat
wad the appcarance of having- been hur-
ing that the murdered man had been
dcne to death for the purpose of robbery.

“Later it was found that the victim’s
name is Mr. Horace Grayson, the well-
the Strand. Mr. Grayson has been
established at his T.ondon address for over
twenty years, and his untimely end is a
matter for much regret. So far as can be
leaves no relatives.

“Qur recpresentative has been assured
that the police have the matier well in
hand, and have already discovered the
architect, of Hampstead, whose arrest is
expected hourly. |
“Tt transpires that Fenton travelled

| Bakcr Street, London, W.,
M
bable that you will have read
1t has progressed.
only possible person who could have had
1s guarding him continually. It is true
observation.
might need during his period of warder-
headlines were staring aind sensational—
A brief outline of the case followed,
press from Norwich. As the train drew
“Opening the door, which proved to
head testified to the nature of the crime,
riedly torn open and searched, thus prov.
known London financier, with offices n
ascertained at present, AMr. Grayson
murderer to be Mr. Edward Fenton. an
- with Mr. Grayson from Ndr\\'i_lch, hut has

r UL TR
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since vanished completely, having evi-
dently left the train after committing the
murder and abstracting some papers frcny’
the luggage of his victim. LR
_ “The police are of opinion that FenloAt
is at ﬁresent in hiding, but are confident
that his whereabouts will speedily I
discovered.

“A full report of the case will he
printed in a later edition, with a co-
plete history of the late Mr. Horace
Grayson’s career.” : -

I nodded to myself as I read this re-
port, Lee, and sat thinking deeply, com-
pletely forgetting my breakfast. 1 was
beginning to get a little annoyed ovev
the matter, for while the facts clearly
pointed to Fenton as the guilty party,.
something seemed to tell me that he wag.
innoceit. -

His very manner was that of an inno--
cent man, I reflected. Even when we:
first discovercd him in the old barn, and
told him of the murder, his surprise and.
amazement was genuine enough. And-
yet he had been the only passenger in thq;
caiviage with Grayson when the traif,
left Ipswich. _ S

If Fenton really was innocent, as he
solemnly swore, then who could possibly
be the murderer? It was certainly a
puzzle, and 1 rose to my fcet and paced”
the room in perplexity. _

A crime of this nature is very difficult
to reconstruct Assuming that- Fenton’
had nothing to do with the murder, ihere
remained very little to grasp, for nod
living man could say with any degree of
certaintv what had actually happened in
that fatal carriage after Fenton had
left 1t.

Restlessly I continued to pace up and
down, and them I became aware that
somcbody was knocking at. the door.

“Come in!” I called impatiently.

“Morning, DBlake!” said a cheery
voice. ‘“‘“How are you this morning?
Sorry to disturb you at breakfast, old
man. [ sce vou haven't started yet.”

“Hallo, Morley!’ I said, shaking
hands. “Come in, my dear fellow! To-
tell you the truth, I forgot all about
breakfast! You’d better join me in the
meal.”’ o

“Right: I will!”” replied the inspector,
throwing his hat upon a chair and sitting
down. ‘‘Haven’t had much to eat this -
moining yet; too busy over this con:
founded train murde¢.” L

“How 1is the case progressing?’. 1
?gked, dropping into a chair opposite to
1m. T

“Rotten'” grunted Morley. “Fenton-
still-eludes capture. But there 1s no doubt;:
that he's the man we want, for we've
proved conclusively that he travelled with
Grayvson from Norwich.” '

“Itven s0,” I remarked, ““ that deoes not,
give you direct confirmation that Fenton
is the murderer.”

Detectivie-inspector Morley stared at
me In surprise,

“Well, T don’t know what further
proof you want, Blake!” he ejaculated.
*“Fenton was with Grayson when the
train left Ipswich, but he was missing
when the train recached London, uand
Grayson in the mcantime had been anr-

dered.  The very fact that Fenten is
missing proves that he is the murderer!”
“ My dear fellow, I'm not saying that

Fenton is net the murderer,” I replied.
“T1 only say that so far we have no
direst evidence that he is.”

“If he is innocent, what in thundesr
has he disappeared {for?”’ demanded
Morley. ‘“He's gone cempletely—got
clear away, confound him!”

“That certainly looks very black.” T
agreed. ‘‘By the way, Morley, how did
you get on last night at Brentwood?”

“Drew a complete blank!” grumted
Morley disgustedly. ‘‘ Wasted hours on
that embaukment, all to no gurpose.” We:
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struck a trail of footprints, but they led
us nowhere.  What happened to you,
Blake?” '

“(Oh, Tinker and I had a good hunt
round,” I replied evasively, ‘and when
we had finished it was too late to catch
the special!”

I managed to preserve a grave out-
ward appearance, although at the
moment I was inwardly chuckling to my-
sclf. What would Morley say if he had
known of our last night’s adventure, and
that Edward Fenton was even now at the
house in Fulham, with Tinker on guard®

But, of course. the worthy inspector
did not know this, and he enjoyed his
mcal heartily, in spite of his disappoint-
ment at his inability to get upon the
track of the murderer of Mr. Horace
Grayson.

‘"Morley chatted with me for some little
1timrl after ho had finished breakfast, and
I told myself that I was probably unwise
111 hiding young Fenton as I had done.
And T realised that I myself was liable to
arrest as an accessory after the fact.

But this, of course, did not worry me
in the least. Whether I was doing right
or wrong, I determined to_ carry the
matter through to the end. For in spite
of- my better judgment I was becoming
more and more convinced that Fenton
was innocent. 1 gave the inspector no
hint as to what was in my mind, how-
ever. and he shortly rvose from his chair.

“Well, Blake,” he said. lighting a
cigarette, and handing me his case, “I
sha'l have to be going. Dy the look of
things. this murder business is going to
be a teaser for us,

“Yes, I’'m afraid vou will find it rather
difficult, my dear fellow,” 1 agreed.
“But I dare say the soliition will present
itself sooner or later. Good-bye, Morley
—lot me know when you discover Fen-
ton’s whereabouts.”

*“All right, Blake: but goodness only
knows when that'll be!™ growled the
mspector, as he left the room.

‘When I was alone once more. 1T again
fell to pacing the consulting-room rest-
lessly. And from there I wandered into
the laboratory and back again. I felt
that T must keep on the move while T was
thinkine, and [ soon began to get into
an irritable and snappy mood.

‘The thing was worrving me abomin-
ably.
got on my nerves more than this one,was
doing. I felt lost, in a way—groping in
the dark for I knew hot what.

Although I nosw believed in Fenton’'s
mnocence, somebody was responsible for
the death of Mr. Horace Grayson, and,
trv as I would, no possible explanation
of the riddle occurred to me.

I continued my restless pacing, grow-
ing more and more iriitable meanwhile,
and when at last anoiher knock sounded
upon the door 1 glared round almost
savagely. Mrs, Bardell, my housckeeper,

euntered.

“Well, what is it ?"" I asked crossly.

¢ Somebody to sec vyou, sir,” she
began.,  “A young T

.y

I snapped.
Don't let

“I won't see anybody!
“Leave me alone—I'm busy!
anybody disturb me at all! Go away!”

Mrs. Bardell looked a little scared,
and hurriedly withdrew. I resumed my
pacing, and paused at the window. As

I gazed down into the street below, 1
noticed that a taxi was drawn up outside
my front door, and a girl was just leaving
the approach to the house, crying into a
handkerchiefs

In a flash I realised that she had pro-
‘bably come to irtcerview me, and I feolt
rather a brute. Instantly I turned, and
made for the door, rushing down the
stairs two at a time, hoping that I should

. m- 1 gulty
I don't remember any case which ;

be in time {o catch the girl before she
drove off.

“My dear young lady,” I cried, as I
reached the kerb, 1 presume you called
to see me?”

‘Tho girl paused. She was just on the
point of stepping into the taxi, and she
turned quickly,

“I called to see Mr. Sexton Blake,”
sie said, in a rather musical voice. * Are
vou Mr. Blake®”

I bowed.

“Yes, And I must apologise for send-
ing vou away in this fashion,” I said.
“If you will .do 1o the honour of step-
ping into my consulting-room, I will try
to make amends.”

““Oh. thank wyou, Mr. DBlake!” an-
swered the girl, in a grateful tone. I
do so urgently want to spcak to you!”

“Then come this way, my dear young
lady,” I replied.

I escorted her into the consulting-room.
and placed a chair for- her near the fire,
aflerwards scating myself: opposite her.
She appeared to be a trifle nervous, and
hesitated a little bhefore speaking. She
was a very charming voung lady, about
five-and-twenty, quietly, but expensively
dressed.

“Now, what iz the trouble®” 1 asked
gently.

“Well, Mr. Bluke, the trouble is not
directly  connected with myself,” she
began, “*although it concerns me very
closely, My name is Mildred Barry, and
I have come to ask vou to help my fiance,
who 1s in a most dreadful position. He
is innocent—I know he is innocent ! The
pclice are foolish even to suspect him!”

I smiled.

“May I ask who your fance is, Miss
Barry 7" I iaquired.

“He is an architect named Edward
Fenton.” she replied. “and the police
want him for—for murder, Mr. Blake!
Ob. it is ridiculous ! It is preposterons!”

I was surprised. It was most singular
that this young lady should come to me
{o help her lover, considering that I had
already done so, and was even now en-
gaged upon the very same matter.

**As it happons, Miss Barry,” I said"

gently, “I have heard ail about the
murder of Mr. Horace Grayson, and 1
know that Mr. Fenton is suspected of ihe
crime.”’

“ But—Dbut

9

vou don't think he is—
asked the girl quickly.

I hesitated. I dide’t want to raise Miss
Barry’s hopes too high, in case things did
not go quite right, and I answered her
question cautiously. :

“Well, theve is no denying the fact
that matters look exceedingly black
against Mr. Fenton.” I said. **And vou
caunot in any way blame the police for
seckiug his arrest, But I am rather in-
clined to the belief that therc is some-
t-hinﬁ more in this maiter than meets the
eve, :

- “You—you mean that vou think he is
innocent *”* breathed the girl.

I nodded slowly.

“I think, Misa Bavry,” I said, ‘“that
your fiance is mixed up in this matter in
somc manner, but I can hardly believe
that he is a murderer.”

“Oh, thank vou, Mr. Blake--thank
vou ever so much for those words!” ex-
claimed Miss Barry gratefully. *““Then
you will help to find him, and prove his
innocence, won't yvou? Please-—please
do, Mr. Blake! My father will pay vou
any sum—no matter how much—to have
Mr. Fenton's innocence ecstablished.”

“We will leave the matter of financial

NEXT& WEEK !
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cost out of the question,” I smiled. *“ But
vou must not worry yvourself, Miss Barry.
I can assure you that Mr. Fenton is quile
safe and well, and that 1 will do my
utmost to prove that he i1s innocent of
this terrible crime.”

“It is very good of you, Mr. Blake,
and I thank you from my hecart!” ex-
claimed the girl gratefully. ‘ You have
relieved me tremendously. But I am
rather puzzled by what you said just now
about Mr. Fenton being safe and well.
How can you possibly know that?”

“Never mind, my dear young lady,”
I answered, rising to myv feet. *“You
must leave the affair in my hands, I
promize you that 1 will do my best in the
matter, and you must not worry.”

I could sco that she was still rather
mystified, and perhaps I had bcen a little
unwise to say as much as I had. But ghe
made no further remark as I bowed her
out of the consulting-room.

When she had gone, and I.was once
more alone, I found that all my im-
patience and i1rritation rceturned to me
in full force, and I resumed my pacing
again. I dou’t know whether you have
ever been in Lhis peculiar mood. Lee, but
I can assure you that it"is anything but
pleasant, .

I felt more irritable and snappy than
ever, and for some time I walked to and
fro continuously, deep in thought. But,
try as I would, [ could get no farther
ahecad with the problem.

At last T was abruptly disturbed by the
ringing of the telgphone-bell, aund 1
guickly crossed to the Instrument, and
snatched the receiver from its hook.

“Hallo !” I snapped.

“That you, guv'nor?” came Tinker's
voice over the wire,

“Yes; whal do you want?” I said.

“Well, don't bite my blessed head off,
sir . protested the lad. in surprise.
“What the dickens is the matter with
vou*” :

“Never miad that! What have you
rung me up for?” I demanded im-
patiently, )

“I musl say you're jolly cheerful,
guv'nor!” complained Tinker. "“Here
am I, stuck here on my own, and when
I ring you up for a few cheery words,
vou nearly jump down my neck! But
thai's not what I swaul to tell, sir. Ien-
ton wants to write a couple of lelters—
one to his girl, and auother to a pal.”

“Oh, I see!” I replicd. “Who is his
pal, Tinker "

“Blowed if I know, sir!” replied
Tinker. “He lold mo to ask vou if he
can write the letters—that’s all. \hat
shall I tell him?™

I considered for a moment. I could see
no objection why Fenton should not
wrile, if he wished to do so. He would
certainly not give himself away. for that
would mean arrest—immediale arrest. _

“Are you there, Tinker?” I called.
“You can tell Fenton that he is at
liberty to write if he wants to. Anything
else you want to say ?”’

“No, sir!” said Tiuker. “I'll wail
until vou're in a more cheerful temper!
At present vou’re best left on your own!
Good-bye !”

I kung up the receiver mechanically,
for 1 had suddenly thought of something.
and a gleam of excilement crept into my
eves.  All my ill-humour left me, and 1
prepared to go out.

And that is about all T can tlell yonu
for the present, my dear Lee. DBut T will
certainly send vou further delails later -
when I am quite certain of my facts.

In the meantime, I trust that you and
Nipper are keeping in the best of heallh,
and with kindest regards to you both,

Yours very sincerely,
SEXTON BLAKE.
U. J.—No. 870.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Letter from Edward Fenton to Jimmy
. Tetloe.
78, Benmore Gardens.
Fulham, S.W.,
o February 24th
EAR OLD JIMMY.—I'm in
D tronble — huge and terrific
trouble. Trouble with a large-
sized capital T, in fact.

Of course, you have seen from the
papers that I'm wanted for murder.
Think of 1t, Jimmy boy! Wanted for
murder! It's ghastly! The very
thought of it all makes me shudder.

There’s no need for me to tell you that
T'my innocent. - You must have known
that from the beginning. 1 have abso-
lutely no more idea how Horace Grayson
met his death in that beastly railway-
carriage than the Man in the Mcon has.

But it is my intention to tell you all
about my part in the affair, and I'd
better begin at the begimning. You'll
nnderstand why I'm writing from the
abovo address later on. -

I first met that awful rotter Grayson

several months'ago. I can’t help calling
him a rotter, although he is dead. I was
mtroduced to him by a business friend,
and he at once offered to lend me some
money for a scheme I had on hand at that
time. :
He was very affable, and apparently
friendly, but somehow I didn’t scem to
take to the fellow, and I refused his offer
of a loan. He merely smiled and
shrugged his shoulders, and replied that
perhaps some time in the future he would
have the pleasure of doing business with
me, L

I fcrgot all about Grayson and his
money tor a time. and I entered a com-
petition for the plans of a new Govern-
ment  building. Things were rather
“light” with me, then, too, and I had
put all my energics into this competition
i tho hope of winning the prize—which
vas quite a large sum of money.

Well, I won it—as Jou alrcady know.
But I couldn’t obtain the money for at
least a week, and I very urgently re-
quired some cash for my business. This
wag imperative, unless I was to go under.
'‘Lhere’s no need to go into details of all
this at the moment. I’'m just giving you
an outline of how I was situated.

U. J.—Xo. 870.

I didu't know which way to turn, and

I was at my wits’ end. And then I sud-
denly remembered Horace Grayson and
his offer of a lcan.

I went to his office, and told him how I
was placed, and that I had won the prize
for tho Government building plans, and
asked him for threo thcusund pounds.
He let me haveo it quite readily, and 1
signed & promissory note for the amount.

This money placed me upon my feet
again, and cveryvthing was going beauti-
fully. My business was gradually ex-
tending. and I was looking forward to
bccoming a prosperous and flourishing
firm.

A week later Grayson came io see me
in my office, saying that he wanted the
money repaid. I was quite willing, for
during the interval I had received the
prize mouey.

‘“ All right, Mr. Grayson !’ I exclaimed,
shaking hands with him. “ You can have
your money back, and welcome. If you
hadn’t called, I should have posted you
a cheque this evening. Take a seat for a
few moments, and I will write you out a
cheque at once. Have you brought the
promissory-note 7"’

““Yes, of course, Mr. Fenton,” he re-
plied, producing a large peccket-wallet,
and }aking a document from it.
it is!”

He laid it on the desk in front of him,
and I glanced at it casually, as I felt in
a drawer for my cheque-book. Some-
thing caught my eye which mado me
examine the paper more closcly, and I
looked at Grayson curiously.

“I think you’ve made a mistake, M;.
Grayson,” 1 said quictly. ‘“This note is
for ten thousand pecunds!”

“Quite right, my dear sir,” answered
Grayson calmly.

“But I don’t understand!® 1 ex-
claimed, in a puzzled tone. * The
amount I borrowed from you was three
thousand pounds—not ten thousand
pounds !” _

Grayson looked surprised. _

“I think it i3 I who does not under-
stand, Mr. Fenton,” he said steadily.
“Surely your memory must be at fault 7~

“At fault!” I repeated. “\What on
earth do you mean, Mr. Grayson? You
know as.well as I do that the amount was
three thousand pounds!”

*“I know nothing of the sort, my dear
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sir ! declared Grayson. *‘The sum you
borrowed was ten thousand pcunds, aind
that is the amount I now require—plus
the usual interest!”

“What?” I shouted warmly. “Tean
thousand pounds! Why, you must be
mad! You know perfectly well that T
only obtained three thousand pounds
from ycu, Mr. Grayson, and I signed a
promissory-note for that figure:”

Mr. Horace Grayson smiled grimly,
and pointed to the document on the
table. It was now beginning to dawn
upon me that I had been tricked—that
this  moneylender was a swindling
scoundrel. ' N

“You wen't repudiate your own signa-’
ture, I supposc ?” said Grayson, picking
up the paper, and holding 1t out for me
to sce, ‘“Here i1s the document vou
signed in my office—all in perfect order.”

I took the mnote rather dazedly, and
looked at it. It was for ten thousand
pounds, as he had said, and my signatiro
was undoubtedly affixed to it. -

““This is not the paper I signed, M. :
Grayson!” I declared, keceping my
temper with difficulty.

“My dear sir, please be reasonable,”
replied Grayson smoothly. “You came
to my office and obtained ten thousand
pounds—-"’ .

*“Three thousand pounds, Mr. Gray-
son—you know that!” I interrupted.

“You came to my office and obtained
ten thousand pounds,” repcated Grayson,
disregarding. my interruption entirvely.
‘““and you signed this note for it. And
now, when 1 ask you to return the cash,
you deny having had the monecy. Rut
that won’t do, Mr. Fenton—it won't
really. I have your signature to prove
what I say!”

As you can guess, Jimmy, I was boiling
over with wrath at this attempt at bare-
faced robbery. The note had been faked
somehow, but I realised that I should
have a difficult task to bring the swindle
home to Grayson. '

“ What you say is entirely untrue!"” 1
exclaimed. “I won't deny that this is
my signature, but I do meost certainly
deny that I obtained ten thousand
pounds from you, Mr. Grayson, and I
absolutely refuse to pay it!”

“You refuse to pay!” cried Gravsen
heatedly. ‘““But you can't refuse! You
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hpve admitted that this is your own sig-
npture !”

P will repay ycu the three thousand
ppunds with the usual intercst!” I said.
“That is the sum I borrowed, and that
18 the sum I will repay—not a farthing
nkore !’

"“Then I will take preceedings to re-
cover my money!” shouted Grayson,
losing his temper. “I am not going to
be swindled by you, Mr. Fenton!”

This was the limit !

Grayson was actually accusing me of
. being the swindler! -

*“You can do what you like!” T re-
terted, keeping calm with the utmost
(Ii!ﬁcuity. “You’re a swindling- black-
gpard, Mr. Grayson, and you know it!
Yiou can take this cheque for the amount
Iiborrowed, plus the agreed interest, cor
vou can leave i1t—whichever you like.
Bat, in any case, you'll get cut of my
office as quickly as possible.  I've had
(%pit?,enough of your socicty for ome
day !’

lGrayson grabbed the checque and the
stcmissery-note, and waved them in the
air excitedly as he made for the door.

““All right, Mr. Fenton'!” he snarled.
“You mark my words. I'll have the
rcmaining seven thousand pounds from

veu! Tl have the law on you for it !
“You can do what you like!” 1
answered.  “Only get out!”

The scoundrel left the office. and I sat
down with my brain in a whirl. Of all
the confounded, barefaced swindles, this
was surely the most outrageous!

1t was some little time before I calmed
:down sufficiently to continue my usual
work; but after a time I became
absorbed, and the incident passed from
my mind—at any rate for the time
Leing.

Three days later T had occasion to
fravel to Norwich on some rather im-
portant matter, which I concluded satis-
faetorily during the early afternoon, and
while T had some lunch I looked up the
traing to London. I soon found that I
could casily catch the express, which
reached Liverpool Street at 9.12.

I finished my meal leisurcly, and then

THE THREAT!
‘“ All right,

Mr. Fenton,”
snarled the
money-Jender,
“1’ll have the
law on you

for this !

—

sauntered to the station. A little later 1
tock my seat in a first-class compartment,
and settled myself comfortably in a
corner, preparatory to enjoying a smoke
and a novcl.

You can imagine my chagrin, Jimmy
boy, when I suddenly caught sight of
Heoraco Grayson hurrying along the plat-
form, evidently looking for a vacant seat
m the train. The sigﬁt of him brought
back all my rage and resentment at his
blackguardly conduct threc days earlier,
and ffervently hoped that he had not
scen nie. ,

But this hope was vain, as I soon dis-
covered. Graysou paused, and then came
straight over to my compartment, an:l
calmly took a seat, nodding to me quite
in & friendly fashion,

I returned his greeting somewhat
frigidly, but did net speak. There were
several other passengers in the carviage,
for which I was heartily glad. I had no
desire to have another argument with
Grayson, and I prayed that the other
occupants of tha compartment would
travel to London with us.

But again 1 was disappcinted.

All went well until the train reaciied
Stowmarket. And there, unfortunately,
Gravson and myvself were left alone in the
carriage. I knew that it was hopeless to
continue my reading, for I could sce that
Grayson intended to engage me in coir-
versation.

“Now that we have an opportunity for
a little private talk, Mr. Fenton,” he
said, “I intend to ask what you propose
to do about that little matter of the seven
thousand pounds you stil owe me?™

* Now, look here, Grayson, ™, I answered
warmly. ‘“The matter you refer to was
finally settled in my office three dayvs
ago. If you're wise yvou’ll let the matter
drop.”

“But, my dear sir, I can’t afford to let
the matter drvop.” he declared, still keep-
ing up the farce that it was I who was
in the wrong. ‘Seven thousand pounds
is a large sum, and I must have it back.”

“I must say that you are a pretty good
actor, Mr. Grayson,” I remarked, light-
ing a cigarette. ‘““But I can assure you

that it’s not quite good enough to con-
vince me that I owe you the sum you
mention !”’

With some difficulty 1 was keeping my
temper, and I determined that I would
-not quarrel with the scoundrel if I could
possibly help it. He also appeared to
have como to a siinilar decision, for after
a few mocre remarks he changed tho
subject and began telling me a humorous
incident which he had expevienced in
Norwich. '

I was glad of the change—anything to
pass the time until the train reached
London; when I could easily escape from
Lits haieful presence.

A lictle later we siopped ai Tpswich,
ana again I hoped that some other pas-
scnger would enter our compartment,
But my luck.-was out that day, Jimmy—
dead out.

We restarted, and then a change came
over Grayson. Ile began to show his
true colours once more, and 1 realised
that he had only been waiting until
Ipswich was left behind. He confirmed
this a nicment later,

“This train is a noun-stop from Ipswich
to London, Fenton,™ he said, leaning
over towards me. “And before Liver-
pool Street is reached vou and I have
cot to settle our busine:ss.”

I laughed.

So far as I am concerned, the matter
18 already settled,” I remarked casily. “1I
wish you'd let the matter drop, Gravson,
you gret on a fellow’s nerves!”

“That's all very well,” he replied,
beginning to get angry. < “But if you
think you’re going to gel out of pay-
ing, my dear sir, vou'rc entirely mis-
taken, You have cor me to pay the
balance of the mones you borrowed, and
the sooner you realise it the better.”

“I absolutely refuse to pay vou
another farthing, you swindling rotter!”
I cried warmly., “I didn’t mean to losa
my temper with you, but, hang it all,
this is more than flesh and blood can
stand !”’

“Swindler, am I°" roared Grayson,
now theroughly roused. ‘“We shall see,
Fenton—we shall see! I'1l have you in

U. J.—No. 870,
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court over this matter, and I'll ruin you
—I'll sell you up. and turn you into the
street, you—you young puppy!”’

“You'd better control your tlongue,
Grayson!” I said, between my teeth.
“Don’t go too far!” .

‘The scoundrel was boiling with wrath
at his failuro to ecare me with his
threats, and he had all his work cut out
to keep his hands off me.

“Are you going lo pay me?” roared
Grayson. . .

“No,. you blackmailing thief, I'm
not!"” I shouted. ‘“You're a money-
lending shark. and your proper place is
in prison! You'll never get another
pouny from me, I can assure yon. And
it is I who will go to the police, not you.
The police are your decadliest enemics,
and vou know it—you crook !”

Grayson jumped to his feet, almost
choking with anger. And then he hurled
himself at mo like a roaring tiger.

The attack was a little unexpected. 1
knew that Gravson was enraged, but I
didn’t think he had the pluck to go for
me. He is a labby sort of man, and not
at all the kind of chap you'd expect to
fight. -

L‘But he was so enraged that he threw
discretion to tho winds and charged at
me like a bull. Iis fist caught me fairly
over the eyve, and 1 was sent flying on
to one of the seats. But I was up in a
second, now as angry as my opponent,
and ready for anything.

“Why, vou rotter!” I shouied. “1If
vou want a fight you can have one with
pleasure. Ngthing will please me better
than to give you a thundering good
hiding, you—you reptile !”’

Well, Jimmy boyr, Grayson had asked
for it, and I went for him baldheaded.
As I had expected, there was not very
much fight in the fellow, but I must say
that he defended himself pretty well,
considering,

But he couldu't last long, I knew.
And I meant to teach him a good lesson
while T was about it, and I haminered
away at him until be was rasping for
breath. ‘

“1lave vou had enough, vou rotier?”
I panted al last.

“You--you hoolizat!” he gasped
faintly. “I'H—T'1l kill you for this!™

I smiled grimly, and gave him a left-
hander which sent him spinning. Ife
grabbed wildly at the luggage -rack,
missed it. and then went crashing to the
floor of the carriage, and lay still.

“I think that'll do for the present,

old chap!™ I muttered breathlessly. By
(reorge 1t was warm while it lasted.
Lut I'll bet Grayson has learnt his
lesson !

I sank {o the cushions, panting from
my exertions. The train was rushing
towards London at a good rate, and I
began to realise that I was in a somewhat
awkward position.

And thon I thought of the promissory
note which Grayson had retained, Was
it in his pockef? 'Or one of his bags?
Tha uote was rivhifully mine, since I
had repaid the sum I borrowed, and I
determined to search for it now, while I
had the cpportunity.

Hurriedly I hunted through Grayson's
pockels, but drew blank. He had plenty
of money in his pocket-book, but the
promisscry nofte was not there. 1 care-
fully  replaced everything, and then
turned my attention to his bags.

Ruthlessly T turned the contenis out
upon the seat and looked through the
various papers they contained. The
(eizdstone-bag had scarcely any papers
i it, and I impatiently thrust it aside
and turned my attention to the attache
case—the only two articles of luggage
Grayson had with him.
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This was stuffed full of documents,
books, and printed matter, and I
soarched them hastily. And in a few
moments I uttercd an exclamation of
satlisfaction.

“ Ah, hero it is!” T muttered, grasp-
ine the promissory note quickly and
putting it in my pocket. “I think that
will upset your swindling games, Mr.
Horace Grayson! You can’t claim
money from me without evidence, you
rotter!”

I felt very pleased at the success of my
search, and I had no qualms whatever
about taking the paper, for it was mine
by right. But my plcasure was short-
lived.

At that moment I noticed that the
{rain was begiuning to slow down, and 1
looked round quickly. A kind of panic
seemed lo scize me, and the awkward-
ness of my position dawned upon me
very foreibly. _

If the train pulled up at a station,
and I was found there, I should certainly
bo arrested for assault and robbery. And
I told myself that T musl get away—
leave the train at once. _

I glanced at Grayson. Ile was still
lying upon the floor, but hLe was dis-
tinctly showing signs of recovery. And
I determined to jump from the train at
cnce, before Grayson fully regained con-
SC1ONSNESS, ,

It was dark now, and I had no idea
whereabouts we were. But my one
thought al that mement was to leave the
train. I freely admit that T was wrong
~—it was the most foolish thing that I
could possibly do. Bui this thought
didn't strike me then. My one desire
in life wes to escape.

I opened the door of the carringe and
stopped upcn the footboard. We were
still slowing down, and every second I
expected the train to run into a station,
But it didn’t.

Closing the door Wwith some difficulty
—for it’s no joke to hang on to a moving
train in this fashion—I took a last leok
at Grayvson. Ile was beginning to move,
and on the spur of the moment I
wrenched my bunch of keys fromi my
pocket and locked the carriage door.

I don’t know why I did it, Jimmy.
Perhaps it was the thought that Gray-
son would follow me—I don’t know. DBut
I always carry a railway key about with
me, and it might have been the mere
fact of having the key on me which im-
pelled me to lock the door. Anyhow, I
did lock it.

The guard had locked the other door
at Stowmarket—probably on Grayson’s
previous Instruciions.

I looked down at the embankment,
and wondered whether it was safe to
make the jump. The train was now
runnine through a cutting, and was not
travelling at a very great rate. And,
fortunately fer me, il secemed to be
still slowinig down.

Still hauging on firmly, T waited until
the express slowed down a lhitile more.
I could easily tell when the speed in-
creased, and I deterinined to wait my
opportunity to jump when we were
going at the slowesl rate.

I glanced ahead. but could see nothing
in the darkness. No station was in sight,
and I was very thankful for this. We
were still in the cutting, and suddenly
1 heard the engine give a few energetic
puffs, and at the same mcment I felt
the train jerk forward.

“Now is the time!”
clenching my teeth firmly.

I looked downwards, and saw that long
arass bordered the railway track. Then
T took a sudden spring sideways, and
let go my hold.

Luckily. I landed on my feet, in tho
long, tangled grass, and then sprawled-

I muttered,

|

headlong. But I wasn’t hurt in* the’
least, and I scrambled to my feet thank-
fully, and watched the rcar liglits of
the train disappearing in the distance.

I hardly knew what to do. I had no
idea where I was, or how far the nearest
town might be. So I ect off up thé'em:-
bankment, and walked straight ahead,
trusting to luck to lead me back to
civilisation.

But I seemed to get further and
further away from any sign of human
habitation. For miles I walked over
fields and meadows, and at last I came
in sight of an old barn. By this time I
was thoroughly tired ont, and I -deter-
mined to go inside the building and have
a sleep.

I opened the door, and entered. The
place was empty, and seemed to be yarite
hare of even a little straw. I struck a
match, and saw a ladder leading up to a
loft. Mounting this, I was relieved to
discover a pile of hay at the end.of phe
large loft, and 1 walked over to it, and
sank down wearily. " R

I remember no more until I was
rudely awakened by Mr. Sexton Blake,
the famous detcctive, and Tinker, - his
assistant. They told me that I was
wanted for murder, Jimmy boy—the
murder of Mr. Horace Grayson !

But I swear before ITeaven that I did
not kill Grayson; I didn’t even harm
him. When I left the train he was show-
ing every sign of recovery, and I know
no more than the dead who killed the
scoundrel.

I was flabbergasted when Mr. Blake
told mec that a murder had occurred, and
the only suggestion I can offer is that
somcbody was hiding under the seat. It
would be casy for a tramp to rob Gray-
son after I had left, and kill him after-
wards—probably by accident.

I explained all this to M. Blake, but
I couldn’t hope that he'd believe my ain-
supported story. I realised that the case
looked exceedingly black against me,
and I at last prevailed upon Mr. Blake
to take myv word of honour that: I-was
innocent of the crime, and to place. me
in a place of safety for one week while
ne made further investigations. :

Afier a while he agreed to dothis,
and I suggested that he should have me
guarded night and day. On my part, I
agrecd that I would make no attempt to
escnpe. . _ -

So that’s the pbsition, Jimmy- boy.
I'm a prisoner in this house at Fulham.
and Tinker is continually on' guard.
But even if he were not I‘:ore I should
not leave the house, for I have given Mr.
Blake my word of honour. :

It is excecdingly kind and generous of
Sexton Bluke to mgke even this conces-
sion, for I suppose that he is really
placing himsclf in some danger by so
doing. I recally think that the fanions
detective believes in my innocence, other-
wise be surely wouldu’t have agrecd to
my suggestion. And this gives me hope,
for if any man in London can prove who
killed Mr. Grayson, Mr., Blake is that
man.

But cverything looks so hopeless and
black againsr me. In spite of my hopes,
I am beginning to fear that Mr. Blake
must fail in his efforts. If he does. 1
shall, of course, be "handed over to the
police at the end of a week—handed over
as a cold-blooded and brutal murderer!

Oh, Jimmy, it’s awful! It's simply
appalling ! T

But I have gitven my word, and I muat
remain here a passive prisoner.

And now, as a concluding word, I want
you to do me a favour, old man. Will
you go and see Miss Barry, tell her that
I'm safe and well, and do all you pos-
sibly can to comfort her?

I know you won't mind doing this for



me; and a visit from you will put the
Jdear. girl at lier easc a little. For she
has, of..course, scen the papers, and will
na_;m‘g_'jiy be anxious. Buat she believes
in my. innocence, I feel certain. ]

I\”ee_d):ess to say, I amx hoping gga}nst
hope that Mr. Biake will succeed in find-
ing guf -the truth before the end of the
week, ; If he does, everything will be all
right; &nd my name will be cleared.

In the meantime, a letter from you,
Jimimy boy, will greatly c¢hLeer me up,
and I am confidently expecting a reply
by return of post.

With kindest regards and best of
wishes,

' Your unfortunate ehum,
TED.

., THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Letter from Tinker to Nelson Lee.
n78, Benimore Gardens,
ot Fulham, S.\W.,
brm February 25th.
EAR MR. LEE,—Of coursg, you
D C¥know that I'm at préeént acting
"~ as a temporary warder in this

<+. house—that is, if vou have read

my-etter to Nipper, And I dea't mind
admitting to you that I'm fed up with
the job. . .

Not that it's ‘hard or tedious; it 1sn’t
that ar all. Rather the opposite, in fact;
there tsir't enough action about it for my
hking. Edward Fenton. the prisoner, is
i the next room, and he’s absolutely a
snadet-of good behaviour.

1 don’t know-what to make of the busi-
tess at all, Fenton strikes me as being
a jolly decent sort of chap, and not a bit
‘like a murderer. But if he didn't kill
(:rlayson, I'm blessed if I can see who
did.

So far, my prisoner has shown no sign
that he wants to escape, and I don’t
iwlicve he wouhl if he got the chance.
1Te told the guv’nor that he weuldn't iry
it on, and he’s keeping his word.

.Ar  present he’s comfortably seated
infore he fire, having a rcad. The
witidogs of the room are not barred, but
they'se got closed shutters on the out-
sude, aml these are securcly locked. The
door of the room is also locked, so it
wouldn't be very easy for Fenton to get
away,: aven if he did decide to make the
attempt.- - -

1'mx . simply stuck here doing nothing.
and, ag:1 said before, I'm fed up. 1 feel
as if T want to be doing something to
help the guv’nor with the case. Ag it is,
'm completely in the dark about it all,
and I baven't the least idea what Sexton
Blake s dorig, or how he's getting on.

I'm writing you this letter chiefly to
tell you that an adventure has occurred,
and I'm-jolly pleased, for it has relieved
the monotony of my posttion, and given
e a little companionship. .

I was reading by the fire in the room
1.ext to Fenton's, when I suddenly heard
<omebody approaching the front door.
This struck me as funny, for 1 expected
nobody, and I knew the guv'nor would
ring me up if he had sent anyone to me,
or cven if he was coming himself.

A moment later several knocks sounded
upon the door, and I thought I heard
voiees. So there was more than one
usitor ! T thought for a second, and
then decided to go and see who 1t was,

] had to be careful, xou know, beccause’

in hiding Fenton in the house RSexton
Blake was really breaking the law.

I opencd the door curicusiy, and then
1 ncarly fell over with surprise, for
Nipper. and Sir Alontie Tregellis-West
were standing on the doorstep, smiling
cheerfully.

“Hallo, old son !’ exclaimed Nipper-

heartily.  “How goes it ?”
“Decar fellow, I am delighted to see
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vou aguin—I am, really!” said Sir
Montic. )

“Well, I'm blowed!” I ejaculatod.
“If this tloesn’t take the biscuit! But,
by gosh, I'm absolutely overjoyed to see
you both! (fome in, you bounders!
ITow on ecarth did you know where I
was? . And what the dickens are you
doing up in London?”

“Begad!” murmured Sir Montie.
“Go easy, old boy! You're askin’ too
mgny questions at once.” _

‘We came up this morning over some
blessed legal rot of Montic’s,” said
Nipper, as they followed me into the
sitting-room. '

“Pardon me, old boy, we did nothin’
of the kind!” exclaimed Montie. ““We
came up to London to transact some im-
portant legal business, Tinker, an' after
we had concluded the matter Nipper
suggested that we should look you up,
you know.” _

“Jolly good idea!” I said. ““But 1
hope you areun’t in a hurry to leave now
that you have come. I'm fed up with
being here alone.” ' ..

'/.ﬂﬁ/"-
(I TS
"'ln;;.\.,, A

per—I do, really!” he murmured. *‘I
shall be most pleased to stay herc for the
night.”

“Good!” I exclaimed heartily.
**That’s settled, then. Buck up and get
your overcoats off, and we’ll have some
grub.” o

Wae soon prepared a hearty meal, and
sat down to enjoy it. I Ead already
seen to Fenton’s needs, and had taken
him his supper on a tray. The poor chap
was too worried to eat very heartily,
but, of course, he had to have something.

I told Nipper and Montie everything’
I knew about the strange case while we
consumed our meal, aud we discussed
every solution to the mystery.

“It’s no good,” I said at last. ‘“We're
stmply wasting time in jawing here. The
guv'nor will get to the bottom of the
matter before long. ILet us go to bed.”

“Right-ho!” =said Nipper, with a
yawn, *“It’s getting a bit Jate, and I'm
feeling tired after messing. pbout over
Montie’s legal bririness all the aftefnoon.”

“Begad! -<It's not often I have
occasion to come to Loandon, payin’
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“Well, I don’t know,” replied Nipper.
“There’s no particular hurry, at an
rate. Montie’s legal business took mucﬁ
longer than we thought, otherwise we
should have been here before. But it’s
all settled now, and we’re free to do as
we like for a bit. We knew you were
here from your letter, so we thcught
we'd come and cheer you up in your lone-
Jiness.”

Of course, Mr. Lee, Nipper will tell
vou all about what happcned himself
when he returns to St. Frank's, and I'm
ounly writing you this letter to keep up
the sequence of cvents, and also to
preservo a record of them.

“Well, I'll 'tell you what, my sons,” 1
exclaimed, *‘there’s tons of room here,
and you've jolly well got to stay the

night. You’ve admitted that you're free
to do gs you like, and TI'll tuke no
refusal.’ :

- “Personally, I shall be declighted to
stop,” Nipper said, turning to his pal.
“ How about you, Montie?” ,
. ““Dear fellow, I say the same as Nip-

visits to solicitors. dear fellow,” pro-
tested  Montie. *“As usual.  you're
exaggeratin’'--you are. really.”

“Well, are you two going to sleep
together, or would you prefer separate
rooms?’ I asked. “You can take your
choice.”

““Dear old boy, Nipper an? T will share
the same room,” murmmured.ontie.

“Yes, rather!” agreed Nipper.  Lead
the way, Tinker old man!”

We all mounted .to the upper floor, and
I showed my two visitors to their room.
The house was a large omne, and had
several well-furnished bed-rooms in it, so
thero was plenty of room for us all.

Fenton, of courss; béing a prisoner for
the ‘time being, had a bed in the back
room downstairs, and he was securely
locked in for the night, .
-I'led the way into a large bed-room in-
the front of the house and switched on
the electric light.

“ How’s this, my sons?" I exclaimed.

“Great—simply terrvifie!” said Nipper,
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-of this house for years, aud he’s rented

looking round at the comfortable bed
aud solid furniwure.

“Dear fellow, this is really toppin!”
declared Sir Montie. “ Mr. Blake be-
lieves in bein’ comfortable, at any rate—
he does, really!™

“This isn’t the guv’'nor’s house, you

fathead!” 1 said. -“He's hired thisl
place especially for Fenton’s benefit.” l
“Oh, I see!” said Nipper, “I'

wondered why the house was so beauti-
fully furnished. But that cxplains 1t.”

. “Sexton Blake has known the owner
it on several occasions,” I explained.
“Ho . often has occasion to require a
private retreat, aud it’s jolly. handy to
be able to get 1it.”
““Begad! Rather!”
“Where are you sleepin’, dear old boy

“In the next room to this,” I said.
“Good-night, my sons —pleasant
dreams!”

I retired to my own room, and was
soon in bed and asleep. Somehow, 1
felt more contented after the pleasant

agreed ~ Monlie.

G

supper with Nipper and Montie, and 1.

dropped off at once.

I must have been asleep for about a
couple of hours. when I suddenly woke
up with a start, having been disturbed
by a slight sound. I'm a light sleeper,
as a rule-—the guv'nor’s training has
taught me to be—and the least unusual
HOISO arouses me.

Wide awake 1n a moment, I listened
intently, and again I heard something
moving outside in the passage.

“Queer!” I thought, jumping oul of
bed hastily, *“Who on enrtL is that, I
wonder?”’ '

I crossed to the door and opened it
noiselessly. And then I saw the dim out-
line of a pyjama-clad figure in the corri-
dor, stauding quite still. As I emerged
from my room the figure moved.

“Hist!” it breathed, silently edging
towards me. *‘That you, Tinker®"

“Yes,”” I whispered, recognising
Nipper's voice. *“ Whar on earth are you
doing out here. vou blithering——"" .

“I thought I heard somebody moving
about down below,” he explained, in a |
jow tone. “Somebody bashed up against
something just now, I'm certain, and I
woke up instantly. Listen!”

Wo stood quite still.

“Begad!” ‘said a voice behind us. “Is
anythin’ the matter, dear fellows?”

*Shurrup!” hissed Nipper: * Listen!”

“Pray don’t De  so frightfully
theairical. Nipper!"” protested Sir Montie
mildly. “You gave me quite a start—
vou did. really!™

“Will you Le quiet. you fathead!"
whispered Nipper. *“There's someone
down below !”

“Oh, Legad!” murmured Montie. |

He remained silent, and we all gazed |
down the stairs into the darkness below.
But we could hear nothing. Everything
was quiet and still.

“You must have been mistaken, old
man,” I whispered. :

“No fear!’. exclaimed Nipper
decidedly. “Tll swoar I heard some-
thing! We'd better go down and make
investigations. C‘ome on!”

We all crept sileutly down the stairs.
<hivering a little,. For we were all
raerely wearing our pyjamas. and the
weather is anything but warm just at
present. Nipper led the way, and
Montie and I followed.

At the foot of the stairs we paused.
And then I heard a scuffling sound and
a thud.

“Ooooch!” gasped Nipper. “ What—
who the dickens punched me in the
chest? Great Scott! Come on, you
chaps! -There’s some rotter here, and

he’s going for ma baldheaded!'”
"L J.—XNo. 870.
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“Begad! )
beast” said Montie. “I'll—-— Ow!”

“You sound as if you've found him,
Montie—or he’s found you!” I grinned.

In two soconds a terrific struggle was
going on in the hall, and in the dark-
ness it was very difficult to hit out with
any degree of certainty. Every now and

t again the chap we were fighting gave

a grunt, but he said nothing. And all
the time we were grappling with cne
another.

I grabbed hold of an arm, which was
obviously that of the intruder, for I felt
the sleeve of his coat. And I huug on,
and did my best to pinicn the fellow's
other arm as well.

“T'vo got him'™ I gasped. “Give a
hand here, Nipper!”
“Where are you. Tinker?®’ panted

Nipper. “DBlessed if I can see a thing
here! Montie, go und switch on the
lights, for goodness’ sake!”

“Dear fellow, I don’t know where I
am any more than you do!” exclaimed
Montie.  “Hold on to the frightful
rotter while I find the switch!”

“Buck up. then!” I shouted.

“Begad! I'll be as quick as I can,
dear old boy—I will, really!” murmured
Sir Montie. _

Nipper managed to grasp. the legs of
the man, and we all went over with a
fearful crash. And at that moment
Montie found the switch, and the hall
was flooded with light. .

“Thank goodness!” I panted. *Who
the blazes have we got here, Nipper?”’

“It’s—it’s a burglar!” gasped Nippeor
breathlessly. ‘A masked burglar!'”

“Well, he doesn’t look like a burglar,
at any rate,” I said, as T noticed that
the stranger was wearing an expensive
suit and a good overcoat. ‘‘He's more
lilke ,a Piccadilly knut than anything
else.

“You're guite right, old boy.” said
Tregellis-West, coming over and looking
down at the captured man. ‘ This chap
has certainly the outward appearance of
a gentleman—he has, really.”

Nipper and I wore still holding the
infruader tightly, and he was unable to
move., He was pretty nearly winded by
the struggle, and his breath was coming
M gasps,

“Who the dickens are you—and what
do you mean by breaking in here?”’ I
demanded.

“By Jove! Give a fellow a chance.
you know!” panted the man.. “I was
under the impression that only Tinker
was cn gunard over Teddy—not a blessed
troupe!”

“What? Who are you?’ I acked
cuitously, pulling off his mask. “I've
never scen you before that I know of.™

The faco of a smart voung man was
revealed. now very hot and red. His
hair was dishevelled. and his collar and
tie were badly crumpled. His clothes,
too. were zomewhat dusty. He appeared
to be quite a harmless sort of fallow,
aud Nipper and T both released him at
the same moment.

“That's better!” he said, in vather a
drawling voice, as he struggled to his
feet. *I don’t know who you boyvs
are, but you must allow ma to compli-
ment you on your fightin’ powers! I
never had such a rousin’ reception '

We grinned, and glanced at
another.

“Dear fellow, you must allow me to
mform you that you are intrudin’,” said
Montia, adjusting his  pince-nez, and
looking the &tranger up and down with
interest. ‘“ An’ let me remind you that
you haven't answered Tinker’s question
yet—you haven’t, really! ‘Who are
you?”

“Well,” answered the man languidly,
“my namo happens to be Tetloe—Jimmy
Tetloe—an’ I came here with the inten-

one

Where 1is the frightful | tion of ‘rescuin’ my pal Teddy-—i’d“‘z‘f'rd

Fenton, you know.” _ ,
“Theé dickens you did!” I eidctilated
warmly. N
“You see,” explained Tetloe. ““Teddy
has given his word to Mr. Blake that
ho won’t make any attempt to escapeé.
But that wouldn’t prevent me from kid-
nappin’ him—carryin’ him off to a‘place
of real safety, by Jove !” A
I stared. .
“‘ But what on earth for®” I demanded.
“Tenton's safe enough here, isn’t he?"
“Yes. But supposin’ Mr. Blake fuils
to find the real murderer?” said Tetloo,
“Poor old Teddy won’t be safe then; will’
be? He'll be handed over to thé
lice, an’ then goodness knows achat’ll
wppen to him!” Do
“Begad!. You are gcin’ on-%the!
assumption that Mr. Blake will fail: ol¢-
boy,” remarked Tregellis-West. % And
that’s absurd, you know—it is, redlly""

“I don’t know -so much about thyt;”
declared Tetloe. “Poor old Jimiiy 'ex-
plained all about the beastly affii in=his
letter, an’ it strikes me that Mt. Blake
will have all his work cut out to fifid the
real murderer of Mr. Gravson withii the
week. An’ if he doesn't, it'll Le-atten
for Jimmy, you know—simply rotten ™

“That’s right enough.” said Nipper,
“But how the dickens could yon hope to
“carrv off ' a man like Fenton 2 Why,
sccording to Tinker, he's a higgér chap
than you are!” ‘

Jimmy Tetloe
sheepishly, -

“I don't know exactly how I sheuld:
have managed the job,” he confessed.
“But I wanted to make sure of Teddy's
safety. There’s only three days of that
blessed week left, an’ I was gcitin’
anx:ous.”

“Don’t you worry, Mr. Tetloe.” T said
confidently,  “Yon leave it all to e
guv’'nor, he won’t fail. And he'll do the
trick easily before the week has clapsed.”

“Well, T hope you’re right, Tinker.”
said ‘Tetloe. ‘I seem to have butted into
thizs house just at the wrong moment. I
had no idea that Teddy had such a strong
bodyguard—Dby Jove, I hadn’t!™ ¢

I grinned. R

“This is Nipper,” T said, introduciug
him, ‘‘the assistant of Mr. Nel<on Leo.
And this is his chum, Sir Lancelot. Mont-
gomery Tregellis-West. of the Remove
Form at 8t. Frank's College!””

“Charmed to make your acquaintance. -
dear boys,” drawled Tetloe. “Hiat T
can’t help wishin’ that our first meetin® -
had been a little more couventionit—Ym

sore all over!” e

“Dear fellow, that is entirely yvour own
fault—it 1s, really,” smiled Sir Montie.
“But what are vou goin’ to do? 1 don’t
suppose that Tinker will hand you over
to the rolice as a burglar, begad! Wil
you, old boyv ?"”

He turned to me and winked. .

“Well, we'll let you off this time, \Ir.
Tctloe,” 1 said.  “But I supnose you
want to sce I'enton, don't you ¢”
“I should rather sax so!”

ren

grinned ' rather”

declared

Tetloe.  “That’s what I came fer, vou
kroow. But the kidnappin’ stunt is off
now !"’

“ Absolutely off ! 1 added, as T made.
towards IFenton’s room. B

“Begad! If you an’ Mr. Tetloe are
goin’ to have a jaw with the prisoner,
Tinker, I think Nipper an’ I had bLetter
get back to bed—I do, really,” said
Montie. It is frightfully cold in this
hall when one is wearin’ nothin’ but
pyjamas.”

“Good idea,” agreed XNipper.
on, Montie!” .

They went off upstairs once more, and
Tetloe followed me into Fenton’s room.
Of course, he was asleep, but he soon
woke up. e was delighted to see his

“Come
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The; two friends talked together for a
while, and Fenton secemcd to be tre-
mendously bucked up by Tetloe’s visit,
for the latter assured the unfortunate
Fenton that everything would be all
right, and that he was not to worry in
t".e lcast.

‘Then Tetloe took his departure, and 1
got back to bed, and finished my night'’s
rest. . . ;

The next morning, while we were
having breakfast, the guv’'nor arrived.
He was pleased to see Nipper and
Montie, and very amused at the adven-
ture of last night. But he was in a
hurry, .and could not stop to hear all the
detals.,

“] want you, Tinker,” he said. -'

“Want me, sir?” I repeated. *“Good!
But,what about the prisoner?”

“ Prepably Nipper and Montic will
oblige: ys. by remaining on guard for a
while{'"suggested Sexton Blake, looking
at them.

“Lertainly, sic!” said Nipper rcadily.
“T. sball be delighted to do so.”

“Begad! So shall I, Mr. Blake—I
shall, really!” murmured Montic lan-

guidly..

“Thank you, boys,” said the guv’'nor.
“You .will be helping me greatly by
remaining here for a while, and I am
syro that Mr. Lee won’t mind.”

“And I've got to come with you =at
once, guv'nor?”’ I asked. -

“Yes. Tinker, immediately,”
Sexton Blake. )

And that is about all I've got to say in
this letter, Mr. Lee. I hope you wen’t
mind about Nipper and Montie stopping
heve for a bit; it won't be for long,
anyway,

“T°1l write you all the details of future
developments as soon as I get o ghance,
old man,” I sid to Nipper, as I was
feaving the house with the guv’nor.

“But I shall see you again before I go
back,”’ said Nipper in surprise.

“Never mind,” T answered, “ I'll write
vou in any cvent; it’ll be a record of the
case.  You'll want it to show to Afr
Lee, too.”

“Oh, ves,” said Nipper. ““ Well, good-
bye, Tinker, and good luck !”

I :aid pood-bye to Montie, and then
leit with Sexton Blake,

With regard to the rest of this strange
puzzte. Mr. Lee, you'll be able to learn
all details from my next letter, which will
be address>d to Nipper.

Kindest regards from the guv'nor and
mysclf—he told me to send you his.
Yours very faithfully,

TINKER.

b

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Letter from Tinker to Nipper.
Baker Street, London, W.,
TFebruary 27th.
Y DEAROLD NIPPER,—Asyou
M know, at the time the guv'nor
called for me at Fulbam I was
completely in the dark as to
what he’d been doing to establish lXdward
Fenton’s innorence, and it was not until
after we'd run down to Brentwood that T
discovered what Sexton Blake was up te.
When the guv'nor and I left you and
Montic in charge of the prisoner, we
poarded our large touring-car, which Sex-
ton Blake had used to bring him to
Fulham, and started off for Brentwood,
although I didn’t know it at {he time.
“*Now, then, guv’'nor, how’s the case
progressing ?”’ I asked, when we were
fairly under way. ‘' Have you made any
discoveries ?”’
“ None to speak of,” answered Scxton
Blake shortly. :
“Well, that's

pretty rotten,’” 1

satd

observed. “This affair 1s proving a
puzzler, and no mistake. Even now you
don’t know whether Fenton is innocent
or guilty, do you, sir?”

(L No !”

“You're jolly snappy this morning.
guv'nor!” I complained. *“You almost
jumped down my throat over the ’phone
when I rang you up last time, too.
Where are we off to now ?”

' Brentwood !”

“What for?”” I demanded.

“To test a theory of mine, if you par-
ticularly wish to know,” said Sexton
lB](ilko. “Ard now don’t worry me, my
a :’"

“Oh, all right, «ir,” I replied grumpily.
“By the loolk of things this trip is going
to be jolly cheerful—I don’t think!"”

After that I relapsed into silence. Sex-
ton Blake scemed to be in a black mood,
and I thought it best to leave him alone
for a spell. We bowled along in the car
through the City and the East End, and

the guv’nor let her rip as soon as we got

through Stratford.

After that 1t didn’t take long to get to
Brentwood, and Sexton Blake turned off
sharp to the right at the top of the hill
as we entered the town, and pulled the
car up at the station.

“You wait here in the car. Tinker,” he
said, as he jumped down. “I sha'n’t bo
long !” '

“Right-ho. «ir!” I replied.-

I wondered how long he’d be, and what
he’d gone into the station for, and 1
determined to ask him when he re-
appeared. -

After ten minutes’ wait Sexton Blake
emerged from the station, and climbed
into the car again. '

“Dravwn blank, Tinker.”” he grunted.

“T.ook here, guv'nor,” 1  hegan
warmly. “You're uct playing the game
at all. Iere have I been stuck over at
Fulham. guarding Fenton, and mnow
you've brought me down to Brentwood
without a word of explanation. What’s’
the game, sir? What are you Jookine
for? What have you come down to this
place for, anyhow? How the di~kens
can vou hope to find the murderer here?
You might let me into the know, and tell
me what's happening.”

Sexton Blake chuckled .

“ Anvthing eclse yvou’d like to know,
Tinlzer ?” he asked.

“T don’t know anvthing yet, guv’nor,
not 2 blassed thing ! T replied.

“Well, perhaps 1 have been treatine
vou rather unfairly, my lad,” admitted
Sexton Blake. ‘“DBut I've heen worried
—deucedly warried.  However, I will
make amends by taking you into my con-
fidence at cnce.”

“Geod!” I exclaimed. ““That's the
most sensible remark you’ve made this
morning, guv’'nor!”

“In the first place, Tinker,” began
Sexton Blake, “the inguest upon the body
of Horace Grayvson will take place this
afternoon at Liverpool Street Station, or
some place near by, and the coroner’s
jury is bound to bring in a verdict of
wilful murder against Edward Fenton.

“That’s about the only verdict they
could bring in, sir!” T agreed.

“I1f possible, I want to avert that
declared Sexton Blake.

“How covld you do that, guv'nor?” I
asked curiously.

“Bybringing forward evidence to show
that Gravson's death was cansed by an
accident!” said Sexton Blake impres-
sively.

I stared at him in amazement.

“An accident, guv'nor!” I gasped.

“Precisely, Tinker!” agreed Scxton
Blake calmly,

“But—but that's impossible, sir—it
must be!” T answered helplessly.  * You
know that Grayson was beaten to death

Py
‘

in a fearfully brutal manter. And he
was locked i the compartment—abse-
lutely alone!”

“(Certainly !” said the guv'nor. “But
in spite of that I think 1t i1s quite possible
to prove that the ailair was a pure acci-
dent.” _

“Well, sir, it beats me!”’ I declared.
“TI'm blessed if T can see how a thing
like that can be proved. It seems so—
so—— Well, so fantastic.”

“I will admit that on the face of it
the thing appcars to be impossible, as
you remark,” went on Sexton Blake.
““Perhaps I had better explain my theory
to you, Tinker.” '

“I wish you would, sir!” I replied.
“I'm 1n a bit of a maze now, I can tell
you!” '

“Let me reconstruct, as far as pos-
sible, what actually happened in that
fatal compartment,” coniinued Sextoun
Blake, as we drove along in the direc-
tion of Romford. *‘We know that Fei:-
ton and Grayson fought, and that, ac-
cording to Fenton’s story, Grayson was
knocked out, but not in any way injured
by the encounter.”

“Yes, guv'nor; everything is clear up
to that point,” I remarked. '

‘““So far, so good,” said Sexton Blake.
“¥Fenton left the carriage, locking the
dcor before he jumped from the train,
Shortly afterwards Grayson recovered
from tho effects of the knock-out blow,
and struggled to his feet. Now, Tinker,
what would a man in Grayson’s predica-
ment, finding himsclf alone in the com-
partment, dazed and Pewildered,
naturally do first?” ,

“Shove his head out of the window,
guv'nor, for fresh air !” I replied,

“ Precisely, Tinker—precisely !’ ex-
clhhimed Sexton Blake. ** And it is my
firm belief that this is exactly what Gray-
son did do, and lost his life by so doing
into the bargain!”

I looked at the guv’nor in surprise.

*Lost his lifc by putting his head out
of the window, sir?”’ I repeated. * How
the dickens do you make that out?”

*“Wdll, my lad, taking Fenton’s story
at its face-value, as it were, there onlv
remains one possible explanation of
Grayson’s dcath,” declared Sexton ‘Blake
firmly. ‘We have already agrecd that
Grayson’s first action after recovering
was to put his head out of the window,
have we not?”

“Yes, guv'nor,” T said.

*If my theory is not all at fault,” con-
tinued the guv’nor, ‘“his death came
almost immediately afterwards—brought
tbout, I should say, by his head bewng
forcibly struck by a projection from a
passing train.”

“Great Scott!” T ejaculated.

“Such a projection,” continued Nexion
Blake, ‘‘would have the effect of killing
Grayson on the spot, and pitching his
body back into the carriage. Either this
happened, or Fenton is guilty—one or
the other, Tinker. There is no other
possible explanation of the mystery,”

“Well, I'm blowed!” I exclaimed.
“TIt all seems so simploe now you explain
it like that, guv’nor. That ass of a porter
must have been wrong when he said that
both windows of the comwpartment were
closed. And I believe you're right, siv—
Fenton, after all, is an innocent man.
I;m jolly glad, for he’'s a decent sort of
chap.” -

“Yes,” agreed Sexton Blake, ‘‘ Fenton
certainly did not strike me as being ilie
sort of man to murder a fellow-c¢reature
in cold blood- And his story, impro-
bable as it sounded, had a ring of truth
about it.”

“That’s what T thought, sir, really,”
I replied. “But I couldn’t seo any pos-

.,'
]

‘sible explanation of the crime, apart

from Fenton's being the culprit.  But
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what are vou doing down hete now, sir—
looking for the I‘lOJLCthll which caused
Grayson’s death?’

*Yes, my lad,” said Sexten Blake., “I
drew a complete blank at Brentwood.
So we will see what the station at Rem-
ford can izach us”™

By this tine the car had nearly landed
us i Romford, and we made all haste to
the station. Arriving there, we went
straight to the goods de arlmcm, and
interviewed the clerk in charge.

After a_lot of questioning, looking up
papers, ringing up other deparimcnts,
and goodncess  knows what else, the
guv'nor discovered that a good:, train

yassed the Norwich express that night

etween Shenfield and Romf{ord.

“But that goods-train is broken up
now, sir, of coursc!” said the clerk. * The
trucks ave now in sidings at several
stations.”

“(‘an von lei me have a complete list
of them?”’ asked Sexton Blake, slipping
a ten-shilling nore into the man’s palm.

“Yes, sir; 1 llll:ln so,” answered the
clerk 1eadnl}. “If vou wait here a few
minutes I'H gel one for you.”

“We waited.

In about fen minutes the man re-
turned, and handed He\ton Blake the
required list. ‘'The guv’nor thanked him,
and we went out to the car.

“Now. Tinker.,” murmured Sexton

lake thoughtfully, “let us see.  This

ist gives an cutlitie of the contents of

ihe various trucks. Ah, this looks a
likely starting-point! I observe that
two truckg loaded wiilh heavy agricul-
tural implements. are in a siding at
Harold Wood Station. Suppose we run
over there at once?”

“Yes, rather, sir! I answered.
‘“Harold Wood is only just up the .oml
We can get there in ten minutes eastly.’

“You take the wheel, my lad while I
eﬂamme this list fmthcx saidd  the
guv'nor, taking his seat.

“nght ho, sir!” I replied, starting the

engine. “Do vou think we shall ~ find

EL)

what we want at Harold Wood—or are
there any more trucks containing heavy |
farming machinery?”

Ho looked down the various cntries,
and then shock his head. 7

“There does not appear to be anything
else which would in any way fit in with
my theory.” he said. “I am confident
.that we shall discover the fatal projec-
tion which caused Grayvson’s death n the
siding at Harold Wood.”

Well, Nipper. old chap, the guv’nor
and I were pretiy confident that the end
of this strange case was practically in
sight, and we made all haste to the small
station, which, as you know, is situated
between Romford and Brentwood. I
let the car go fm all she was worth along
the lovely stretch of tarred road, and we
reached our destination in a very few
mmutr*s

"Sexton Blake went straight to the
stationmaster’'s office, and Dbriefly ex-
plained” his 'business.  The official was
mmpressed, and conducted us himself to
the su.lmg where the trucks wcre now

Iving.
* These Mr.
point-

are the two trucks,
Blake,” said the stationmaster,
ing.

“Thank you!” replied the guv’nor.
“One of them. I perceive, contains a
mowing-machine of the self-binder pat-
tern. An examination of that will most
probably prove to be enlightening.”

It was!

”

Sexton Blake at once made his way |

to the side of the truck which had passed
close to the Norwich ecxpress, and he
uttered an exclamation of satisfaction as
he saw that a portion of the ironwork
of the self-binder was loose.

He turned to the stationmaster.

“train was very much against him.
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“Can I bLave a few words with the! where it waa.

porters who shunted these trucks iuto
the siding?”’ he asked

“Yes, certainly!” answered the official,
“T'll call them at once.”

He turned round, and yelled oul two
names in stentorian tones, and a minute
or Lwo later the two portei's came running
up, wondering what on earth was the
matter, to judge by the expressions upon
their faces.

"““This gentleman wants to ask you two
men a few questions,” explained the
stationmaster, mdlcntmg Bexton Blake.

‘““Are you the man who uncoupled
these trucks from the goods-train, and
shunted them along here?” asked the
guv’nor.

“Yes, sir,” said one of the men.
“Well, I want you to think carefully.”
went on Sexton Blake impressively. * Do
you remember if this piece of ironwork
was projecting over the side of the truck

at the time of arrival?”

He indicated the loose member as he
spoke, and looked at the man.

The onec who had spoken before
answered at once.

“Yes, sir,” he said quickly, *T1. re.
member qu:te distinctly, That piece of
iron was stickin’ out a ‘good bit over the

7"

side of the truck, an’ I thought at the

time that it was dangmous That must
have worked loose gomehow, an’ 1
pushed it back mysclf while we were
shuntin’ the trucks in.”

“Thank you!” said Sexton Blake 1n
sausﬁod tones. ““That is all T wish to
know.’

He noa turned his attention upon the
lonse piecc of ironwork, and carefully
examined the end of it through his
powcrful lens. Then he turned to me.
" “Come ‘here, Tinker!” he called.
“What do you make of that?”

I took the lens, and squinted through
it ai the projecting piece of iron.

“ Great Scott, guv'nor!™ I ejaculated
oxcitedly. “T1 can see some—=ome dried
hair. and—and pieces of tkin! Oh, it’s
horrible, sir!”

“1 agree with you, my lad,”
Sexton Blake. “It is horrible. But it
is posxtwo proof that Mr. Horace Gray-
son’s death was accidentally caused by
this piece of iron!”

“Of course it is, sir!” 1 exclaimed.
“ Absolute proof ! It’s simply marvellous
how you worked all this out in your
mind, and then came down here and
proved it like this.”

Sexton Blake smiled.

“I'm glad, Tinker—very glad,” he said

agreed

simply. ‘““For I now have my case com-
plete, and Mr. Ed“ ard Fenton is cleared
of all suspicion.’

“ By George, won't he be deiighted ™
I sid. * But this case 1s one of the
queerest cases. you've ever handled,
guv'nor, in my opinion. I know -jolly

well that if the police had had the maltel
in hand Ienton would certainly have
been hanged for a crime he never com-

mitted !’

“Probably he would,” agreed the
guv'nor. ‘““There was every indication
of his guilt, and the fact that he laft the
Iow-
ever, we have now plenty of evidence
that the whole affair was a most un-
fortunate accident, and we must hasten
to inform Morley of our discoveries.”

“The inspector will have a fit when you
tell him that Fenton's innocent!” I
grinned. .

Sexton DBlake turned to the station-
master, and made arrangements for the
truck cont.unmg the mowing-machine to
be covered up at once andieft untouched
until the police had made their examin-
ation.

After that, we left the station,
strolled into the villuga,

! and
leaving the car

But I think tlw.I éln"u o
himself has explained the d&icltding
events of this peculiar case m, a lettel
to Mr. Lee.

So there's. 1.0 need for me to say any
more, Nipper, old top.

hlndcst regalds to Moutie and your-
self—not forgetting poor old“lommv
Watson, whom I haven't seen‘for ages.

Your affectionate chum,

TINKEI!:

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Letter from S8exton Blake to Nelson Lee.

Baker Strecet, London, W,
Febrnary 27th.

Y DEAR LEEL,—I beli¢ve that
M Tinker. in his letter to vour
- asslstant has recérde(‘l thio .

events of this amazing affaie

up to the point when we léft 't
Wood Blation, leaving our cay Gehind.
Therefore, if you have read, tlmi latter,
vou arc now fully comnwnut 91 all the
facts to date. b

Taking it for granfed thal you are
interested in the matter, 1t i natural
that you would like a brief his ory of
-the concluding incidents, and I am there-
fore taking up the thread where Tinker
left off.

*“What's the next moxo gm ‘nor?"
asked Tinker, as we walked towards the
main street of the village.

“The next move, my lad,; is to get
through to Morley 1mmediately,” 1
replied. ** After that, T think we may ag

well obtain :ometlung to eat while v
await the worthy inspector’s arrival.™

*Jolly ﬁne idea, sir!" declared Tinke
heartily. “I'm slmpl}, starving !"

We soon found a telephone call-offic=,
and I at once got through to Scotlan.i
Yard. Of course, Morley might possibly
be out, but I thought this lllik"l v. Tha
mquesl was not due lo take pla(o for
several hours yet.

As luck would have it, th-c JAns l‘ortn
Wwas lrl .

“1lallo—ballo! Who is tlu&.’,‘ called
a voire over the wira, -~

“ Blake speaking,” I an uu.rd‘ “'l'h-"\i
you, Morley ?"

*Yes. Where on earth ae _\,0 i Bu:l\e
lom \oxce sounds a gocd way olf .30
hm\

“I'm at Tlarold Wood,"”
“What the thunder are yow doins
down there?” demanded \Iol;l v. *And
what have you ruug me up, fox Any-

thing the matter?

*No. Dut I want rou ta” come dowmn
hcm immediately, Morley,” I sail.

“You'll find it to your adv antage I can
assuro you. If vou hurry. yvou can just
catch a train which leaves Liverpoo!
Strect in foujptacmn minntes from now.”

“Great Scolt! That'll be a rush!"" ex-
claimed Morley. “But what's it all
abzu{_. Blake—that (irayson affair?”

es !

“All right--T'l come!™ said the n-
spector at once. ‘' IExpect me by thuat
tlain (GGood-bye !

rio rang off, aud I lcft the telephone-
box and rejsined Tinker.

“Did you get him, sir 2" asked the lad

“Yes, and he 18 commg lmmedmteh
I answered. ‘‘His train cannot arrive
for three-quarters of an hour, however,
30 we have ampls time to obtain a good
meal.”

‘““There’s an hotel over the road, sir,
What about that?"” asked Tinker..

“I dare say that will suit us as.well as
any other place,” I answered, as we
crossed over. )

We entered, and were soon emjoring
our food. There was no hurry, and wo

I ansy otad.

took lhings comfortably, chatting over
the cass inoanwhila.  When we had

Tarold =
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finished we strolled back to the station,
rend. then sauntered up and down the
. platfdrm, awaiting the arrival of the
train., )
In a few minutes the signal went down,
the tram. steamed in, and pulled up with

a jerk.

“The inspector’'s como all right,
guv'nor” exclaimed Tinker. *“I saw his
chivyy,as the train whizzed in! Ile’s in

the front !”

“So I observed, my lad,” I replied,
waiking towards tha offizial, who had
now alighted.  ‘ Apparently, he has
brought two companions with him.”

. A moment later I was shaking hands
cordially with Detective-Inspector Mor-
ley, who introduced his iwo collcagues,
and then walked ahead with me.

** Now, then, Blake,” he said eagerly,
““what's all the excitement about? Have
: vou fourd out the real murderer is
“ Fenton, as I said ?”

- - I smiled.

“Well, I haven't asked you to come
down lIrere especially to obtain proof of
Fenton”s guilt, my dear fellow,” T an-
swered.  “On the contrary, 1 strongly
advise’ you to abandon your search for
Fenton. You ars on an entirely wrong
trail !**

The inspector glared at me.

*What i{he thunder do you mean,
Blake?” he demanded. ‘There’s no
doubt whatever that Fenton is the mur-
derer, and I mean to get him! I don’t
understand you at all. You know per-
fectly well that what I say 1s right!”

“1 don’t agree with you, Motley,” 1
: replied calmly. :

*“But, hang it all, Blake, Fenton must
be the culprit!” declared the inspector
warmly. *“We have tried and tested
every other possible channel, and his
guilt 1s absolutely proved—proved o the
Lalt )"

“How?” T asked.

“Well, in the first place, Fenton and
Grayson travelled from Norwich to-

gether, didn't they ?” demanded Morley.

“Certainly! We rgreec on that point,
iy dear fellow,” T said, smiling.

‘““We have obtained positive proof that
the two men greatly dislhiked one
another,” continued the inspector, warm-
ing to his work. - *“The guard of the
Norwich express has sworn that he saw
the two men both at Stowmarket and at
Ipswich, talking together on {riendly
terms.” ‘ .

““Up to that point vou are on pretty
solid ground, Morley,” I answered. ““ But
‘from there you are merely going upon
supposition.”

** Naturally ! agreed the inspector.
“When the train left Ipswich the two
men were alone in the carriage, and we
can only suppose that they quarrelled,
and afterwards came to blows. It is
‘quite evident that during the fight which
cnsued Fenten killed Gravson, robbed
him, and then left the train in the cut-
ting.’

“That is what you are assuming,” 1
remarked.  **There is no direct evidence
to prove it, however.”

“But, dash it all, Blake,” exclaimed
Morley, with some heat, “no man will
cver be able to conclusively prove what
happened in the carriage!  Fenton,

- when we get him, will make some sort
of statement, but what he says may be
‘totally false.  He'll mako out a case
favourable to himself. naturally. But I
don’t think it’ll help him much. He'li
swing for Grayson's death as sure as
the sun 1s shining now !”

I shook my head.

“I don’v think so, Morley,” I replied.
" “Well, I don’t know what to make
of i‘ou to-day, Blake—blowed if I do!”
declared the inspector. 1 don’t see what
more you want to convince you. Why,

the very fact of Fenton's disappearance
is sufficient to prove his guilt! If he's
innocent, as you seem to think, why
hasn’t he come forward?”

“You can hardly expect him to do so,
under the circumstances,”” I replied. “If

he is innocent of this crime, it would be a

most unwise action om his part to give
himself up at this juncture. For he un-
doubtedly knows by the papeis exactly
how the matter stands, and he would be
simply running his head into the noose.”
Morley locked at me with an expression
of exasperation in his eyes.

“ Look here, Blake, I've had enough of
this!” he said firmlly. “What in the
name of goodness are you driving at?
You've got something up your slecve!

I'm not idiot enough to believe that

you've brought me down to this beastly
hole simply to tell me that I'm on the
wrong track! Now, out with it !”

I smiled, and faced the inspector
squarely. -

“I'm going to ask you a plain, blunt
question, Morley,” I said, *‘and I want
you to give me a straightforward
answer.

“Right!” he «aid. *“That's what I
want, Blake. What's the guestion?”’

*““Merely this,” I rephed. “If I can
produce positive evidence to show that
Grayson was killed by accident, will you
undertake to have the search for Edward
Fenton abandoned 7.

The inspector gasped.

“An accident!” he repeated blankly.
“My dear man, you can't do it! The
thing is impossible !” ' _

“You have not answered my question,
Morley.” I reminded him gently.

“But——  Well. Blake, if you can

bring forward evidence of that sori, of

course the police-case will fall to pieces,
and Fenton won't be required,” he an-
swered, in a sceptical tone. ‘‘But you
can't do il ! It's altogether too absurd!™

I laughed. ' -

“Come with me, my dear fellow,” 1
said, taking him by the arm, and makmng
towards the goods department. 1 think
I can show you somecthing which will
surprise vou.”’

“Oh, all right, Blake!” answered the
inspector.  ‘‘ You're mighty mysterious
over this business, I masl say !

“Have patience a little
Morley,™ I remarked.

Tinker and Morley’s two companions
had heard our conversation, and they
were just behind us when we reached
the two trucks. T could see that the
three men were somewhat mystified, and
wondering what was in the wind.

**What’s the idea of bringing us here
demaiided the inspector impaliently.

“You will understand in a moment,
Morley,” I replied. ‘‘Just listen to me
for a few minutes. These two trucks
coutain heavy agricultural machinery, as
vou can see, and the trucks recently
formed -part of a goods-train which Jeft
Londoin on the night c¢f the Grayson
affair.”

“Well 7" said Merley, becoming more
mystified than ever. ** What about 'em 7

“That goods-train passed the Norwich
express at some point between Shenfield
and Romford,” I continued. *‘That fact
has been proved, tut you can easily
verifv it Dby interviewing the railway
people.”

“But 1 dou’t see the drift of all this,
Blake !” protested Morley.

“You will do in a moment,” T replied
culmly.  ** As you will observe, a portion
of this self-binder is loose, and at the
time the goods-train passed tho cxpress
this piece of ironwork was projecting
over the truck’s side.”

“Go on, Blake!” giunted Morley.
“Perhaps 1 shall grasp your meaning
soon !”

longer,

A

“Grayson, as we are fairly cerlain,
fought with Fenton. Grayson got the
worst of that fight, Morley, and was
knocked out,” 1 continued. *While
Grayson was still unconscious, Fenton
left the train. Shortly afterwards, Gray
son recovered his senses, and staggered
to the window for {resh air—quite a
natural action on his part.”

“How do you know all
demanded Morley.

“I am reconstructing for your benefit
the events as they must have oceurred,”
I answered. ‘‘Grayson’s last act was to
push his head out of the carriage window,
for immediately after he had done s=o
the goods-train cante along. Unfortun-
ately for Grayson, this piece of project-
ing ronwork caught his head and kil
him instantly, at the same time ecndiny
his dead bodly reeling back into the com-
partment, where 1t was found at Live:-
pool Strect. I{ you will just examine
the end of the loose portion, my dear
Morley, I think you will agree that I
am right, for you will perccive distinet
traces of dried skin and several hairs
from Grayeson’s head.”

Delective-Inspector Morley looked at
me blankly for a moment before replying.

“Well, Blake,” he gasped at last,
*“this is simply astounding! But it ail
seems to fit m, and you must be right.
Letl me look al the ead of that iron!”

I handed the inspector my lens, and he
carcfully  examined the gruesome
“evidence.” ‘Then he turned to me.

“You’re right, old man,” he said-
“not a doubt of it. Youthove scored a
distincl triumph, and I nidst. congralu-
latc you. The case appears % be com-
plele, for this evidence is proof positive
thal the whole affair was an accident.
But I am certainly surprised. 1 would
have slaked my life that IFenton was the
murderer !

I swmiled.

“Therc's one more incident -a final
touch,” 1 remarked.  *You, no doubs,
remember that there was a c¢hip of green
cnamel upon Grayson’s forchcad when

this?”

we examined his body at Liverpool
Street ?”
“Yes; I remember thal,” agreed

Morley.

“Well, that chip of cnamel obviously
came from this sclf-binder, as you can
sce,” I said, pointing. “The colour is
identical !”

“By George, so it is:”7 exclaimed the
inspecter.  “*But how on ecarth did yvou
find all tlns out, Blake—that's what [
want {o know.”

“I merely took it for granted that
Fenton was innocent, and sought for
another explanation of the mystery,” [
said easily. " And, assuming Ienton to
be uncounected with Grayson’s death, an
accident was the ouly possible explana-
tion.” '

“Wonderful—wonderfnl !
Morley admiringly. “I don’t know how
you do it, Blake! But we’d better get
back to Loundon at once—the inquest wi!l
be over if we don’t hurry !”

“Hew are we going, guv’nor ?” askced
Tinker. **In the car?” -

“Well, if there 1s no train within five
minutes or so, 1 think we'd betier go
by road.” 1 answered. ‘“What do you
say, Motley 7™’

“Certainly-—if there’s room in your
motor for us all!” agreed the inspector.
“But I've got to have a few words witi
the siationmaster about these trucks, and
I'll see about the trains.”

e hurried away, and while he was
gone, T'inker and 1 walked back 1o the
car, followed by the two police officials.
] took my scat at the driving posilion,
and nodded to Tinker.

“Yes, my lad, start her up!”

(Continucd on page 20.)

U. J.—No. 870,
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CURTIS OF

A Splendid New School and Sportihg Serial.

THE FIFTH

The Chief Characters in this wonderful new
school story arec: .

FRANKFORT K. CURTIS, an American
youngster, OSWALD RAYMOND, and
*“ SHERLOCK " HOLMES, who share a
study at Wenhaston Ccllege,

WALTER HAVILAND, Oswald’s cousin, a
young scoundrel who means to get Ray-
mond into the bad books of their uncle,
SIR GEORGE RAYMOND.,

fully fine.

:; For iour copsecutive years the

elcments had scemed to conspire against the
race, and every Glanville Day it had poured |
with rain, and been generally miserable,

This year, however, to cyerybody's delight,
it looked promising for a lovely day. There
wis to be no school. Directly after break-
tast the boys were free to do as they pleased.

Of late years the Glanville had been added
to cousiderably, and made more like a sports
day. These wert not duc to start until half-
past one, when there was to be a sculling-
racc on the river. Dinner, or, rather,
luncheon, was at twelve-thirty, arnd until
then the school was {rec.

ost of the fellows set off for Wyleote
AbBey, where the sports were to be bweld, as
soont as prayers were over, for there was
penty of aroiscment to be had betore the
roce gtar o7 i

e cecupents of Study No. 1¢€ were among
tie carlicst to leave Wenhaston. Raymond
and Holmes had bicycles of -their own, but
Curtis was forced-to borrow ome.

His new bike had not yet azrived. It was
‘19 be a motor—a Triuimph. So far, the only
perzon to hoast the possession of a motor-
bike was Hutchinszon, the captain of the
school. o

It was about ten o'clock when they reached
thic abbey grounds, and everything was look-
ing gay -and lively. Right in the middle of
Six-Acre Meadow was a huge tent, from
which floated the school colours, and
numcrous other flags.

At one end of the meadow—it was really
a beautiful park, but the name had stuck to-
it for centuries—was Wycote Abbey itself,
nud at the other end, directly facing the
y¢rand ballding, ran the river. This formed
the houndary to one¢ side of the méadow.
On the river-banks a small boat-house stoog, ;
snd from this, also, the school flag was flying
in the brecze.

The course for the big race had been
mapped out by stumps, to which lengths of
rope were tied. These were placed right
round the sports-ground, and the 3tarting-
point was to hc exactly opposite thie boat-
hou:ze.

In the big tent tirey came face to face with
Oswald Raymond's uncle, Sir: George
ERaymond. - . _

He was a short. stont man, with ficree
lr)ni{iltan-y moustaches. Ilis head was almost

ald. v

He was onc of the qulckest-tempered men
alive, anil occasionally "a ‘little too hasty
with his opinien. For all that, however, he
was a jolly old fellow, doing good wherever
he possibly could. One of his peculiarities
was that he always wore extremely baggy
trousers—not unlike a sailor's. He wanted -
comfort, he said—haug the looks! ~Aubther
was that, if he had an opinion on a certain-
thing or person. he wasn't afraid of sayvine
hist mind, whether he insulted anyhody or
noti.

*“Ah, QOswald, my boy,” he said, taking
Raymond’'s hand. *“you don’'t know how
plecascd I am to see you again! But where
is Walter? Why hasn't he come with you?”

Ravmond turned red.

“Well, uncle,” he replied, “you know Wal
and I don't get on very well, so 1 came with

"Glanville Day.

ONTRARY - to everybody's expecta-
tions, Glanville Day broke beauti-

“Fiddlesticks!”
“Walter's all right!
boy in the school!
anyway?” .

The baronet turned abruptly, and giared
at Holmes and Curtis. ‘ .

I know you!”-he continued, indictating
Holmes. “You're the boy Oswald brought
home last holidays, aren’t you? Nice lad
—very nice lad!” he muttered, turning to
Curtis. “I haven't seen your face before.
Who might you be?”

“My name's Curtis, sir—Frankfort K.
Curtis, son of Robert Curtis, of New York.”

The. American fellow bowed. oo

“So you're a Yankee—ch?” csmiled 8ir
George, taking his hand. “Good—good:. I
like all Americans!” The baroanet had spent
a good many years in the States.
™ “I'm glad to hear it, sir,” Curtis said.
l("ou____ll

“Who's running in the races?” Sir George
interrupted inconsequently—a great habit of

is.

“Only Holmes and myzelf, uncle,” Oswald
answered. “We're both in the Gianville.”

“ Excellent !” murmured the old zentleman,
his face beaming. “I hope you win, my
lads!”

“We can’'t both win, sir! smiled Holmes.

“Eh? What's that? Both win? Of course
not—of cour:e not! How stupid of me!”

Sir Georze frowned. ’

: Iaside the tents the maids were already
Busy, preparing for the cold luncheon which
§ir (corge wns providing. There was one

snapped Sir  George.
A3 good as almost any
And who are these two,

alwava remarking—he was never stingy. The
lunch ‘he placed before them was smuptuous.

held all the Form-tables. Ever¥ bdy’'s ‘name
was stuck on the back of the chair =0 that
no confusion should arise

At eleven o'clock pretty nearly all the
‘echool had arrived, including the headmaster
and Mr. Beatlefon.

a cricket-match should be played .until
dinner-time. This also was an aniual thing,
and. the hoys considercd, the funniest item
on the programme.

It was, in fact, a game in which all the
masters played, including Mongieur Luchaire,
the little French master, who knew as. much
about cricket as did the housckeeper’s cat.

- However, the mateh went off swimnmingly.
the
off the fleld greatly pleased with himseli. He
had made a total of six runs heiore he was
finally caught out. That for him wp3 2a
record. : .

What with rowing and swimming and
running about. the boys were ready for their
Juncheon; and when the hell clanged they all
came trooping towards the hig.tent as fast as
their legs would carry them. ‘

But haii an hour before that, when the
masters’ match was in full swing, and every-
body’s attention was drawn away. a figure

"that and the biz dining-tent.

It was Haviland. He was bhont on foul

work. and as lie proceeded he fanegjed that
everybody's eyes were following his move-
ments. As a matter of fact, not ‘a soul saw
_himg-#uter the lyncheen-tent.
“=&Hhough Mr. Mertdith conceived the plots,
hé took great care not to risk his precious
skin by personally carrying any of them out.
Even if Haviland “peached,” and said he was
| the originator of the plans, who was to prave
it? No: Mr. Mercdith was safe enough. No
onc would helieve a word Haviland or Rich-
mond uttered. , .

The master of the Remove was cunning,
and if his “employcr ” carried off the business
withh the hoped-for result, he would come in
for a nice little sum of money-~and practically

tent—and cross the jntervening space between

my two friends here.”

for doing nothing! Walter Haviland had

great point ahout the baronet,. the hoys were |

It was a huge tent, and yet it only just.

It had been arranged that at cleven-fifteen

headmaster—Cunon Lethbridze—coming:

might have heen seen creeping out of the
tent where the boys washed—the ‘dressiag-

7

1

dons a foolish thing when he had intrusted
his secret with Mr. Meredith. .

Haviland reached the tent unobserved, and
straightway made tracks for - Oswald
Raymond’s place; he had taken good care
to casually ask one of the maids to set
Oswald next to Holmes, saying that the two
were great friends. He had dome this so well
that the maid never thought another word
about it. MR

Oswald's name was pasted on the back of
tiie chair, and next to his was Helmes'.

JEverybody’s glasses were filled withh wine—
red-currant wine—as this saved a good deal
of unnecessary hother.

It was to Holmes’ glass that Haviland was
walking. He quietly drew from his pocket a
little phial—green, with a red label.

Darting a swift glance round, he saw that
the coast was clear, and popped thc contents
of the tiny bottle into Holmes’ glass.

Having done his work, he gave a great sigh
of relief—he was trembling with fear—and,
taking out his bhandkerchief, mopped his
forehead. - =

lessly sauntered out of tlic tent, amd laid

of Sixth Formers.

He had been so quiet, and the Sixth fellows
liad been so intent on the game that they
would have been willing to swear that
Havitand had Dbeen near them the whole of
the time. - .

When the match was ovér there was fise
miiutes’ interval before the bell would ring,
so the three chums—Holmes, Oswald, and
Curtis—made their way to the dressing-tent,
where they proceeded to wash themselves.

Haviland saw them coming, and tooX care
to be there already when the trio arrived.

_“Hallo, Oswald!” was his greetinsg.
“Haven't seen much of you since the
begioning of term.”

_“No,” returned his cousin, anxious to be on
good terms, “I've been putting in time, try-
tug to gct in good form for to-duy.”
> “You'll win,” said Haviland diplomatically.
¥ There's no one to beat you!” '

Oswald and Curtis had removed their coats,
and huug them on a- nail in-gpeé-of the tent-
posts. Haviland leaned unconcérmedly on to
these, talking affably the whilé, '

When the three had their faces wet and
soapy his chance came, and lic took it. 1t
was fortunate that there was no one else
there at the time, and that Oswald’s coat
was uppermost. Cautiously, talking all the
time, Haviland dropped the tiny phial into
Oswald's coat pocket.

The next instant he was a couple of yards
away, leaning against another post, and when
(C'urtis opened his eyes after rinsing he was
looking as unconcerned as ever. ’

Certainly not a shadow of suspicion rested
on Haviland for heing in the tent, and Oswald
~thought for the moment that his cousin was
coming round, and trying to be friendly.

A minute later the bell clanged, and every-
body was pouring into the tent, the juniors
making a truly awiul hubbub. Until the meal
started they could talk as much as they
pleased, and they were not slow in taking
advantage of this ricght. -

Unfortunately, Curtis was placed at the
other end of the Fifth table. hut Oswald
noticed with pleasure that Holimes was to
sit next to himself on his right, and that
trivial miscalculation of Haviland's was
destined to mcan a Iot later on.

Right _ opposite Oswald Bat Richmond.

table.

The lunchedn proceeded merrily, Sir George
.making everyhody feel lively apd - at. hawm.:,
and whei it Jgag abourt baH over: a sudden
crash fower dod - mhde’ al the 4t Form
fellows 100k down thelr table. -

Haviland bad dropped his glass, and
smashed it on a plate. The thing was done
purposely; it was all part of the plot, and
served its purpose - well—that oi -diverting
lcvc:ryl'bod_v‘s attention down to his ¢nd of ‘the
hench. o

There was a8 good deal of chaff -and
Janghter at the clumsy one’s expense, but
Haviland did not mind in the least—every-
thing was working swimmingly !

(A long instalment will appear on Thursdiy
next. Ash your newsagent to show zou thi:
wmonth’'s niwunbers of the ‘‘Sexten Dial»

Lidrary.” On sale everywhere.)
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When hé had got a trifle cooler, hg,_c:nrc-;

down in his original position, near a gunartet -

bt

- Haviland was down at the farther end of 2 -
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ts the bigggsf & best threepe'nrio'rrh'
in the Sl\op!

. Iﬁ_st the very ticket. Only three ‘ Brownies’ left. Here goes for
-~ a 3d.. Packet of WRIGLEY'S, which will keep me going till Pocket-

|  Money Pay-Day on Saturday. _ ;
a ' Gee ! I guess I'm ghid I saw WRIGLEY'S in the Old Tuck-shop!

‘“And I'm in training, too, and the Old Drill Sergeant says it's just
the stuff to train on—keeps your wind right, doesn’t upset the tummy,
makes you eat like a horse and so builds up muscle,

“I'll have some more of that
WRIGLEY’'S JUICY FRUIT
—it's simply greaf—?ju_st_ _like digging -your tqeth into jolly ripe fruit,”
ALL ‘GOOD TUCK-SHOPS SELL WRIGLEY’S.
‘Wrigley’s Ltd., 235, Westminster Bridge Rd., Loridqn, S.E. 1,
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TAe, UNION JACK library &
] tal tory short, Lee, the | “Hallo, Mr. Blake ! he cried, jumping -
]u:: ecl\ :gtﬁlzlxl ; g?gu;}?tym a \erdlct of | to his feet. * Haye—have you discovered
e

“accidental ath "—a very different | anything?” ”
conclusion to what had been anticipated | ¢ Yes; quite a lot, my dear fellow,” 1

at the opening of the proccedings. answered. “I will give you an account of
The inspector was heartily congratu- | the wHole matter presently ; but I may as
lated on all sides, of course. well tell you at once that yoyr name is

“Now then, Morley, that's quite cleared, and that you're a fre¢ man once

h!" I said, when he tricd to thank | more!” _
cnou\gﬂ Goodsl:;re' ' Tinker and I are off { I related all that had taken place, and
home M. Fenton and the boys were atnazed. And

. We shook hands with the inspector, just as I wag concluding the story a knock
and jumped into the car again, sounded on the front door.
“Now where are you off to, sir?” “Ah, - that will be the visitor T was

' : G " expectmg !” I murmured. *Come along,
15‘:‘0d Tinker. I:’ulham‘? d  “And boys ! I'o]low me! The visitor is for
Yes, my lad,” I answere nd | My Fenton.’

then home, as I told Morley. You take : » oo
the whecl, and pull up at the ﬁrst post « \‘,:Vlli;gr me, Mr. Blake?” echoed Fenton.

office we pass.’ "
“You wait there a moment,” I said.

“ Right-ho, guv’'nor !” “ And you boys make yourself scarce for By .FRANK RICHA_R,DS

\\ ¢ were SOOH OH and Tlnl\er St iI’I)ed a “hlle. I “lll a'nswer the door . '
al the post-office in Bishopsgate Street. Fenton evidently- heard the voice of Billy. Bunter at his best! A
I jumped from thel car, 1 fc ribbled “] his fiancee, and he could not remain in . :013‘:]]‘1'“18 'Cho% Stol');Wf;tihozl: ﬁ
mexsa(m- on a ftclegraph-form, anc r. He came rushing out R ull line o not_fail
dospat( ‘hed it. Then we made all haste }1}11\00 l:;,oo?z\altors]cglfoolboy & 1 read it in to-day's issue of
to Fulham;’ where we arrived a little “Mifdred !” he cried. "‘I’m free!
later. and pulled up at the house n Free!” o
Benmore Gardens. E And that is a]l there is to rocord Lee,

I walked.to the door of the bdck room. old man. » N _
closely followed by the threc boys, and | = With  all best wishes amd L1|1dest The Pamous-3chool Stery Paper.,
unlocked the door. Fenton had ewdentlv regards —Yours, as alw ays, : __ : : §

heard the commotion 'in the hall, for he |
.was looking cxpectantly towards the door .o SEXTON BLAKE. {
. as we enterced. 2 THE :FND.

Y.
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FACTORY TO RIDER

ARE YOU SHORT ?
Packed I‘roe Canlaze Pald F:ﬂem Days Free Tral,

1t ug.,llct tll;g Gﬁvan Syatom helg you to increa::
our he reports nn inorease of |
7 "L li“%‘lm ‘hes ;
LOWEST CASH PRICES, EASY ' PAYMENT TERMS,
Promptdelivery. Save Dealers’ Profits.” Blg Bargainsin

5 inches’; Drlver E. Mr. Ratcliffe 4
.inches; . ‘Miss Davjes 3% incheg; Mr. Lindou 3
mvhoa. Mr. Keotley 4 inches; Miss Leede]l 4
Shop Soiled and Second-hand - Cycles, ~  Satisfaction
guaranteed or Money" Refunded. - erto for Monster *
Size Froe l-lltl and Special Ofer of Sample Bicycle,

“inches.” Thig nysatem roqulres only ten minutes
BYOI.I: GOHPANY Incorpd.
MEAD 35350 Mhasent

‘moraing and erening. and greatly Improves the
BDYS BE voun owu PRINTERS N E RV.U S N ESS

health; pbysiqno and . ep No appliances
“tr,drugs. Send myé"ny stamps for fart er pa.r
ticulars and £100 Fusrantee to Enquiry D ?
A. H P 17 Strou( Groen Road, London, N
and ma.ke oxtra ockot-mono b ulln :l.'lu
,Petit Plie‘ "t .;l’)tgpuoaltioraly n;kuua pg:tlg‘_ - Got Nervo COntrol. snd :Don't I;o Laughod at.
““m°"°“' il B o Ll b Ll . Think uhat 2 position Nervousnaess, Bashfulness, and Blushing
< P bli tmnxuurﬁr 0",2""" M wng o'{c‘"s{’,‘"t,‘}'nd i put you'in.” People §mile when you enter a room, sometimes Jau ﬁ bntr!gh .
Ay mf: N uoe:‘” gs, DoP% ’f‘:‘: At loure. Pro- 1 anpd all ‘sorts of wit and sarcasm are indulged in &t your éxpenss. ‘You can'
N %z‘rm F"(‘;; OONE 'Ioetc.,r nlaa.n;:r cy cou’;rlet{wlth all go on like that, * Cure your Norvousness and Blushing, and turn the laugh
‘supplies. elgn orders 1/6 extu'—n 5 ODMORE | 98atnst your tormentdrs by proving your power to win succéss.' My System
& Co. D% Southport. An& “ 6769 of Treatmont will cure you in a week—quite privately at home. '-It will
Chnnoer'y La.ne Londop. 7N T i bri ngd to you the priceless gift of self-confidence, build up your Wil Power,

;Egrs:l‘tel?p :)ne!ou that spt!endld N%rvo ’(%ontrollth:t &‘ik“ you mtastoft of
- n every circumstance. n’'t negle o rtunity.
MY HEIGHT IS GFT.” 3INS.' A Y ° gleo ® opPo 4

Increase YOUR height by the RO3% SYSTEM, °

pnce 7/6, co nplete~ Particulars Zd. stanpy.

{8, Langdale Road, Bearborough.

erte to me now, mentnonmg UNION JACK, that T may send you my little
book,” full _particulars,” quite "free in. pla.m onvolopo -—Bpoo‘lalll 12,
‘A1l Saints Rosd, Bt. Anne's-on-Sea. -

PHOTO POSTCARDS. ‘1/8 doi., 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, 6d,
"ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL.  CATALOGUE AND SAMBLES

Catalo Ramcoats, Trenchooats, FREE. HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.
u Boots, Shoes, Cutlery, Coge _

‘_ g;m

tumes, Rings, Watches, ete,, -“.GURLY HAIR ] 7. “X7 bristies were made Carly in & tew d
on suey tdins, 20/ worth, 5fe monthly' | b o 8, W MR ATRS oTAls o2 a2y "‘1
0 S 307' wQEbh, 10/~ ‘monthly, etc. - Write for | -

ree Catalogue and Order Form, Foreign M AGIC TRICKS, :II::.‘OI?IG '%aﬁm ., ' I‘Il.

Free. ‘ér ;3_1;2 gl:hs::‘)lges’ RY TE(léfbd '1-‘8':;‘)- T. w HARRISON 230, Pentonville Road, London, N.1,

IF YOU SUFFER from nervous, worried teelings, a SHORT MEN AND WOMEN
, lack ot energy, selt-confidence, '9»' are often ignored and looked ‘down upon. Tall people
will-power, mind conosntration, or Ve

. By recelve favourable consideration and attention in
feel a.whnrd in the presence ot othorl send at once 3 penny stamps for pn- ‘v 'every walk of life, By my easy, sclentlﬂc aad ““
SMITH, Ltd., 521, Imporlal Buildings, Ludgate Olrcua, London, B. 0 ¢

System. ‘- Write at once for FREE part
“The Union Jack.” PEN COUPON " Value 2d. ;

mentionlnt Union Jack.

Address Inquiry *N" Dept., 51, Church smu,
Send thia coupon_wilh.P.0. for ouly 8/ direct to the Fleet Pen Co., |- = —
119, Fleet 8t., London, E.0.4. In return you will receive (post_free) s .

i peoplo have added 1iin. to -4in. to' thelr height b{
- CUT THIS OUT . B
- South Shore, llaelmool
splendid British Made I4-ct. Goid Nibbed Fleet Fouitain Pen, valus 10/6. If A" AP"”“'"""’ for “Advertisement Space in this NMM"

you save 12 further coupons, each will count as 2d. cff the price; so you may ould be addressed to the Ad partment, UNION
send 13 coupons and only 3/-. Bay ywhether you want a fine, mediun, or broad sh ° vertisement De 7

nib. This great offer is mado to introduce the famous IMeet Pen to the | JACK SERIES, The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, '.c.l,
UNION JACK readers. n postage extra.) Satistaction guaranteed eor —_
cash returped. 8peotal Ba ety Model, 2/- extra. . ] e yoybe

s - - o | 12-9-20
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