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FOOTBALL COMPETITION No. 1.
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£1,000 WON!

In this compelition twenty-one competitors each sent in a coupon correclly
forecasting the results of all the matches. The prize of £1,000 has therefore been
divided among: ~ ' '

-J. Royds, 22, Hilda Street, Heywood.
Gedfrey Reid, Burnside Castle, . Bten-
housemuir, Larbert, N.B. ’
A P>. M. Vaughan, Bangor Road, Johns-
town, Wrexham.
Geo. Rowland, 149, Bridgweter Street,
Farn-vorth, Bolton. '
F. T. Osborne, 95 Bridgend Road,
Maesteg, Glam. - ’

Wm. Weston. 51, St. Mark's Road,
Henley-on-Thames.

- W. Yates. High Strcet, Brownhills, nr.
- Walsall, '

Arthur L. Bradford. Marsh House, | 3
Thornboro’, Coalrille, nr. Leicester. |
W. Swallow, 98, Cawdor Stireet, Liver-
pool. ;

Joseph  Forsyth. 5.- Idlecombe Roa—d,
Tooting, S.W. 17.

John Leaver, 7\, Vine Street, Wigan.
Jchn 170, Stockport Road,

Trarnor.

. Piilpott,

‘Tve<. Hunts,

Mclbourne

House, St.°

’ 4
Mount Road, F.

) A. E. Mason, Rosslyn,
: Cranleigh, Surrey. . W
T. Rawdon Smith, 28a, Hawarden ‘- Qtaffe
J Avenue, Wallasey, Cheshire. : Stafls.
- 11. Underhiil, 5, Little College -Street,
Westnunsier, S.W. 1. Tyne.
G. (. DBallantyvne, 52, Staines Road,
! Hounslow,™ Middlezex, field, Oldham:-- - .

Romiley, Cheshire. i
Fitzpatrick. 18 244, Great Collego
Street,.Camden Town, N, 1.

H. Preston, 18, 11ill Sureect. Stone,
Wm. Day, 24, Oak Grove, Wallsend-on-

A. Holroyd. 18. Ranald Siveel, Clarks-

-
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CONCLUSION :

“The Human Link.”

‘scoundrel beggared me at the ume. ana
‘obtained one huandred thousaud pouris
“out of me by shecr fraud:”

“Did you not prorced against him™

asked Sexton Blake.
) **ITow could 177 asked Mr. Thurston.
“My own business was at stake, and if 1
had had the wholc affair drageed through
the courts, my reputation would have
been cone for cood. Even as iv was, I
heard in various quarters that I did not
conduct my business in an honest way,
and that I was an unscrupulous person.
It was all lies, Mr. Blake—I can assure
vou of the fact that evervthing of that
nature was a pure. fabrication. 1 have
heen honest all my life; but, owing to
that man’s villainy, I was nearly ruined,
~uand received a bad name.” _

“ And how does this concern the docu-
mcents you refer 107" asked Blake.

**In this way, my dear «ir.” replied cur
host.
me, I built up my business afresh; T
<etded myself to work, and I met with
creat success. Finally, I was enabled to
retire.. And then, by a piece of luck, 1
obtained some evidence agamst this
moneylender which will put him into
prison That evidence is contained in the
documents I have told you of. But I do
not choose to bring proceedings against
the man. I have told him that he can
have those documents when he has paid
me the sum of onc hundred thousand
" pounds—tho precise sum he swindled me
out of. You will call it blackmail, per-
haps. It is not—I am merely obtaining
the money which is rightfully my own.
The scoundrel was to have called at my
house at cleven-thirty this evening—or,
rather, last evening—but the storm no
Jdoubt delayed him. And then my safe
was stolen, and”you know rhe rest.”

r

“ After this man had finished with

My, Tharston went into further details,
and we were quite intcrested. At the
samc time, Blake did not quite agree with

-our host’s view, and he strongly advised

him to give up his idea of expecting
money from the monerlender, and to put
the whole matter into the ¢harge of the
police. If Mr. Thurston had been
swindled, he would receie his due—and
the monexlender, also, would receive his.
It was far the better way; and before
we left It liston Garvdens, Mr. Thurston
promised to accept Mr. Sexton Blake's
advice, - _

So. upon' the whole, we had done fairly
well. And. thoroughly tired out, we
returned to Daker Street.

Before Sexton Blake and I went to
bed that eventful night, we were startled
by. the esudden ringing cf the telephone-
bell. It was not usnal for the 'phone to
clatter our at four o’clock in the mornine.

Sexton Blake lhifted the receiver, and
placed it to his eai.

“IHallo!” be “exclaimed.
that 7" -

“That you, Blake ?” came a voice over
the wire. ' ;

.e S.TC’S!"

“Well, I'm Waldo!” came the calm
voice. ‘‘A bit surprised to hear from
me—what 7”7 .

“TUpon my soul, Walde, your nerve is
positively startling,” said Sexton Blake.
“Let me thank youn most heartily for
the manner in which you saved my life

“Don’t mention it, old man!”
exclaimed Waldo emoothly. = “1 saved
your life, but I obtained my liberty at
the same time; so I think it was well
worth the trouble. The only pity is that
a film-opetator wasn’t on the spot at the

*“\Who is

moment. Just think what a fine stunt
that would have made for a [ive-reel
drama !”

")

*“Whaldo, you are quite incorrigible
said Sexton Blake. ‘“ And I suppose you
realise that it is very risky lor you to
‘phone me in this way?”

“Risky—nonsense ' said Waldo. “T
am at Victoria Station, in one of the
pubhic boxes. I don’t suppose you'll give
the information—but even if you do they
won't gct me. If it comes to that, I
have to thank you for allowing me to
escapo, so lightly. I appreciate the fact
very much. You could have stopped me
if you had chosen to do so. for I was very
nearly done after my exertions. But vou
sinpiv blew vour whistle, and cansed a
hit of cenfusion. Thanks, Blake, for the
service!”’

“*Look here, Waldo, I wish you would
take my advice It :

“Nothing doing!” interrupted the
Wonder Man. I have cot a ripping
scheme on hand for a coup which will
even stagger vou, Blake. You'll know
all about it in threc or four weeks’ time,

so be on the look-out. Good-bye!”

“Wait! T want to say—"

But Waldo had already hung up his
receiver, and Sexton Blake tuwrned to me,
and lifted his eyebrows,

‘“ A remarkable man, Tinker,” he said.

“He's a white man, sir!” I declared
sioutly.

*“You are quite right. Tinker; I acrce
with you,” said the great detective, lean-
ing back in his chair and languidly light-
ing a cigarette. ‘At the same timc,
Waldo is a menace to law and order, and
I shall not hesitate to ruin any of his
plans if I can do so. If it is at all possible,
I want to get him in hand, and I want
to reform him. " Waldo is capable of
being a fine fellow; bwt he cannot be a
fine fellow wntil he leaves his present
criminal life behind.”

But somehow I couldn’i quite picture
Rupert \Waldo as being an honest man.
He was born {o he a master criminal,
-and, before very many weeks had passed, -
Sexton Blake and T were destined 1o have
another grim tussle_of wits with him.

| We had certainly not seen the last of
Waldo, the Wonder Man !

' THE END.



AN EXCITING LONG COMPLETE DETECTIVE NOVEL, featuring
that Amazing Personality WALDO—the Wonder Man, SEXTON
BLAKE -the Famous Baker Street Criminologist, and TINKER
-l- - -:- . —His Astute Young Assnstant 5 .- ole

v THE FIRST CHAPTER, ®
Tho Mystery of the Storm.

F1HE lighining was positively sppalling. It rent the inky clouds asunder in great, jagged

a1 forks of livid fire. *
' Boo-0-oom ! : '
3 The thunder erasiv i aut i veal afrer peal, which sounded like the united discharge of
hundreds of picces of heavy artillery. |

And the rain swished down imercileszly. It descended in one bewildering sheet, casting
the sprax up eighteen inches, and forming a kind of haze over the soaking pavement.

It was just after half-past ten, aud the night had drawn in as black as p:tch after a suliry, humid

ev cmng And now the thunderstorm had broken with extraordinary vieleneé—a storm which is seldom

z~en m the London area.

The quict, residential thercughfave of Eliston CGardens, St. John’s Woed, was in the very thick
of the sterin—in the centre of the vast atinospheric disturbance. The rain was hissing down fiercely
upon the wide pavement, and the lightniug revealed a bare, deserted road, save for one sclitary
constable, who was seeking shalter on the lee-side of a high w all.

Zazrzzzzr ! .

Again the lightning, and again k¢ becoming. thundering roar which followed. It was a sierm
whie h the residents of that district were rot likely to forget for many a year.

The big, old-fashiored houses were not provided with front gardens. The spacious porches were
only a‘few feet from the pavement itself, and here and there a light gleamed in the faclight of

the houses,

/. * The doaor of No. 31 opened, and the slight figure of an elderly man appeared, outlined
/ &7‘ against the soft glov. of the eloctric light within, He stood in the doorw ay for some moments,

' /‘_' ther ventured out into tlm prn(h it<elf, just to the point where the rain splashed in.
‘ ) A > The man was atiiced in a black velsvet smeking-jacket, and he pursed his lips as he gazed out

info the blinding rain. : .
“Dear, dear!” he murmuored. with a shiver. “A storm of exceptional viclence !™
Boo-0-ocm!
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The thuwider roargd out louder than
ever, and it was obvious that the centre

of the storm was rapidly approaching.
The lightning, too, was becoming more
vivid and terrifying in its blinding

intensity. o

Tho police-constable, walking on a few
paces, saw the door of No. 31 was openr |
he could tell this by the fact that a
stream of light came out across the pave-
ment—and the constable walked up, and
touched his helinct respectfully as he
observed the slight figure of the elderly
gentleman in the doorway.

“Rough night, sir!”’ he said grufily.

“It is, indeed, constable !” replied the
elderly gentleman. *‘ These infernal
storms are of no use to anyonel Let us
hope it avill soon be over!”

*I suppose the rain’s doing the ground
good, sir,” said the constable.

“Bosh !” snapped the man in the door-
way. ‘‘Rain of this description is utterly
. useless! DBy tho way, I think you are
Barrett, the man who usually controls
this beat.” ) ‘ '

The constable nodded. .

‘*Yes, that’s right, Mr. Thurston,” he
replied respectfully. o

“Huh! So you know my name—eh ?”’
‘said the man 1 the smoking-jacket,

~The constable stepped into the porch,
out of the blinding rain. The water
dripped from "his shiny cape in little
rivulets, and formed pools all round him. 1

“You've been here a gool wkile now,

sir,” he remarked.  ‘““There ain't many
p_eo,}’)le in this street who don’t know Jou,
sir.
_ “Other people seeth far more interesfed
in the than I am in them !’ snapped Mr.
Fortescne Thurston. *“Well, look here.
constable, I wdant you to—— Good
heavens, that was: a flash 1”

Before the constable could reply there
was a terrific peal of thunder, and it
volled and &hoecd incessantly.
““Well, T don't feel inclired to stand
out hero and catch my death of cold!”
said Mr. Thurston shortly. “ Look here,
Barvett. T want you io keep a pretty
keen eye on my place to-night !

“Yes. sir!”?

“I've got a particular reason for saying
this,”” went on Mr. Thurston, nodding, as
though to himself, “Dcar me! I am
getting quite wet !

He fclt in his pocket, producing a half-
crown, and slipped it into the constable's
- palm. The latter saluted promptly.

“Thank you, sir¥’ he said: * Yes,
Mr. Thurston. T'll keep my eyes well
skinned to-night. Seems as though the
storm’s getting worse, sir !’

“T think it 1s—1 think it is!” said the
.man in the smokimg-jacket. '

He re-entered his honse, and closed the
“door with a slam. The policeman was
left standing in the porch. ,Mr. Thurston
passed across the sofily illuminated hall,
and turned down & passage to the left.
Tt was not a very long passage, and it
~nded in a baize-covered door.

Mr. Fortescue Thurston pushed tHis
door, and the next moment he was within
a very comfortable library. This apart-
ment was quite away from the rest of the
house, having been added to the original
building some good few years back,

It was a large apartment, with two big
windows, and wiith the other walls
- entirely filled with mahogany bookcases.

Mr. Thurslton paseed across the soft
cerpet, his feet sinking deep into the rich
nila.  In the centre of the room stood a
arved pedestal -desk, the top of which
was littered with many papers. A read-
g lamp stood there, with its softly-
“hinddod light floeding a fomewhat untidy
blotting-pad. '

" The thunder boomed and rolled out-
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side, fairly shaking the windows, and Mr,
Thurston could distinetly hear the hissing
roar of the rain as it beat down.

e did not sit at his desk, but moved
across to a corner of the room. where a
small safe stood. It was a modern safe,
and, although not large, it was enor--
musly heavy and strong.

Mr. Thurston produced a bunch ef
keys, unlocked the door, and took out a
black velvet. bag. Inserting one hand,
he removed 1t full of glittering diamonds.
They were beautiful stones, and Mr.
Thurston regarded them lovingly.

“Splendid—splendid !” he murmured.
““Wonderful! Beautiful! The finest I
have ever seen! How they glitter—how
they glitter ! :

He turned the diamonds over from one
palm to the other, and he g¢yed.them
gloatingly. Perhaps there was - some
excuse for this, for, undoubtedly, the
diamonds wcre worth admiring. They
were of exceplional purity and brlliance.

IFor perhaps a minute Mr. Thurston re-
mained with the etones in his hand, then
he replaced thein in the velvet bag, and
stowed it safely #vay in a drawer. But
he did not leave tho safe.

He opened another drawer, and with-
drew from this a sealed foolscap envelope.
As he.did so a curious smile came into his
eyes, and he chuckled.

““ Ah, my little friend, you are worth a
great deal of money!” he murmured,
patting the envelope lovingly. *You are
worth a great deal of money!”

He chuckled again, and there was a
strange, cuming look in his eyes.

“Yes, and to-night you will be sold !”
he went on, still addressing the envelope.
“Yes, you will be sold—for a big sum.

ave patience, my lttle friend. You
will soon be in other hands.”

Mr. Thurston laughed softly, patted
the envelope once more, and then, re-
placed it in its drawer. He relocked the
safe, and went back to the pedestal-desk
in the centre of the room.

Meanwhile, the storm was raging with
great violence outside,

Police-constable Barrett was at that
moment standing against the wall. At
this point 1t was only breast-high, and
he could see the illuminated windows of
the library quite clearly. The driving
rain made the windows ﬁazy and blurry,
but they were clearly visible.

“Queer old bird !’ murmured the con-
stable. “1 always thought he was, too.
Wonder why he’s so anxious?  There
ain’t much sense in my keeping a sharp
cye on the place to-might.”

Curiously enough, even as the con-
stable’s thoughts wera running in this
strain he saw something dark move be-
tween him and one of the windows of the
library. It only appeared for a moment,
and then it had gone again. i

The policeman .stared over the wall
intently, wondering if the storm had
played” him a trick, or if some dark
object had,actually obiruded itself be-
tween the wall and the window of the
library. It was so dark that it was
uterly impossible to see anything in the
ordinary way. .

Tho constable stood there, gazing in-
tently at thé¢ windows. And he was
just about to awaken himself into
activity when a remarkable incident took
place.

-‘The thunderstorm was at its height.
The rain descended In sheets, the
thunder rolled ponderously, and the
lightning seemed to be in all quarters of
the heavens at one and the same time.

But then there came one flash—one
lurid, vivid, glaring flash of lightning.
It seared down from directly overhead—
a streak of lightning that was not a mere
flash, gone in a second, but.a blindin,
flood <§ electricity, which was at its fu

| peculiar.

‘the garden wi

intensity for an appreciable time.

And there, standing on ‘the grass, mid-
way between the.constable and the win-
dows of Mr. Thurston’s library, was a
figure.

The policeman saw it as clearly as
though the sun had been shining in its
full glory, Indeeéd, this sudden and
swift vision was even closer than that,
for the figure was outlined in -the lurid
violet-blue glare of the lightning.

The figure was that of a girl!

The constable saw her face clearly—a
beautiful, delicate face, but with the lips
set in a determined manner. The girl
was attired in a check macintosh, which
revealed the charming contour of her
figure to perfection. She was only small
in stature, and upon her head there was
a litile toque,

But, most important of all, and & point
which caused the constable to doubt his
own vision, was that the girl carried a
glittering revelver in her right hand.
The weapon was unmistakable, and it
was held steadily.

. Then the darkness shot down and
blotted everything out. Just that one
brief, but’ vivid picture, and nothing
more,

» Boom—boom—crash !

The thunder which instantly followeds
that flash of lightning was almost deafen-
ing. It cannoned out overhead, rolled
and echoed in all directions. And the
rain came down in solid sheets.

“Well, I'll] he hanged!” muttered
P.-c. Barrett unsteadily.

* There was not the slightest doubt in
his own mind. He knew that he had
seen a girl, standing only ten or twelve
feet from him; he ‘knew that she was
carrying a revolver; and he knew, also,
that these circumstances were extremely

He remembered that Mr. Thurston had
told hign to keep his eyes keenly open.
Did Mr. Thurston know anything of this
charming but grim young lady in the
garden? The affair struck the constable,
as being decidedly strange, and, being a
man of resource, he made up his mind
to investigate without a moment’s delay.

He hoisted himself to the top of the
wall, with the intention of lowering him-
self gently to the other side. But
disaster overtook the praiseworthy effort
of the police-officer.

He reached the top of the wall, and
was just preparing to lower himself,
when his helmet happened to come into
contact with a swaying branch of a tree
which spread overhead. ,

The constable's helmet toppled over,
and Barrett made a quick movement in

i order to save 1t.

The next second he slipped, and he
crashed to the ground head first. The
left side of his skull struck against the
heavy ornamental stonc border of the
pathway. It was a terrible blow, and
}he policeman lay there still and motion-
ess. '

And the storm raged without inter-
ruption. :

Tliere was something mysterious about
this incident. Mr. Fortescue Thurston,
in the first place, was a curious old
entleman, and his own movements had ,
geen rather strange. But who was that
charming young lady who waited out in
a revolver?

The lightning flared out again and
again, but there was now no sign of the
girl in the check macintosh. In any
case, even if she had been observable,
there was not a.soul there to see. The
unfortunate constable still lay senasosless
on the garden path. o :

And then the climax came._

- Something happened +hich seemed
more like a terrible explosion than a
flash of lightning accompanied b
thunder. The storm was right overhead,
and its fury was quite appalling
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There camc a blinding, fearful glare,
a thunderons crashing and rumbling, and
then the sounds went echoing and re-
echoing intu the distance. :

That {errible flash struck straight
down, and appeared to pass completely
through the wall of the building, just
cxactly between the two windows of the

A{ibrary.

The wall simply crumbled to pieces,
with a shattering, * devastating roar.
Beams and rafters sagged down, .win-
dows were splintered, and clouds of dust
arose, mixing wilh the rain which drove
fiercely through the gaping openings.

Over half the wall literally crumbled
to atoms, and the remainder was not
sufficient .to support the upper part of
‘the building.  Amid the crashing and

- rumbling there were several shouts of
terror. The lights in the library had all
shut out, and everything was in pitchy
darkness. ‘

It had all been so quick, so abrupt, so
ur.expected.

Fifty scconds carlier lhe library had
heen a place of peace and comfort and
softly-shaded lights, Now il was a mass
of wreckage, a place of darkness, a hide-
ous riun of its former self.

The storm had done its work, and it
passed on its way. For the thunder
grew less pronounced, and the rain
ccased its pitiless downpour.

The frent garden of No. 31, Ellistor
Gardens remained in total darkness, and
no casual passer-by would have known
that anything of'a disastrous nature had
‘occurred. ) g

But the alarm was soon given.

The front door of the house was flung
open with great force, and two people
appeared. One was.an elderly man in
the dress of a butler. The other figure
was that of a stout woman, obrviousls

the housekeeper, and ppobably the
butler’s wife.

“Help!” she &crcamed. “‘Help,
help!”

“It’s no good doing that, Jane,” in-
terrupted the man.  *I -ghall have to
rush away down the street. There's a
call-box there to the fire-station. The
library’s not on fire, but the wreckage
must be cleared—"

‘ Anything the matier here?”

The inguiry came from a burly police-
scrgeant, who had locomed up into the
light of the porch at that very moment.
His cape was dripping, and he looked
at the pair in the doorway with sharp
serutiny.,

“We—we've been struck by light-
ning ! exclaimed the stout woman
faintly. )

“What's that?” asked the sergeant,

“Not five minutes ago,” said the
butler. “Did—did vou see that terrible
flash¥ The lightning struck the master’s

be a mass of

library. and it seems to
wreckage! We want help at once

“I'll sec what I can do,” said the ser-
geant. ‘I can’t understand why Barrett
isn't Lere. I haven’t seen any sign of
him on his beal, and he ought to he in
this road just now. Now then—now
then! ‘What's all this excitement
about ¥”

As though by a miracle at least a dozen
people had appeared withi® the last few
seconds. They stood on the pavement,
looking up at the porch with eager
curiosity. Many of them were servants
from other houses, and they had heard
the call for help.

.. Bul before anybody could make any
inquiries, and before the police-sergeant
could enter the house, there was the
sound of hurrying footsteps from within,
The butler turnec?, and then started back.

““The master !’ he ¢jaculated hoarsely.
*We—we thought—"

“You infernal dolt, Freeman
shouted Mr. Fortescue Thurston, his face

1

distorted with anger. “Didn’t vou hear
my calls? Couldn't you come to my
assistance ?”’

“We thought you were buried, sir,
under the debriss——"

“Nonsense!” shouled the master of
the house. “‘You are a fool, Freeman!”

Mr. Thurston wus in ‘a sorry plight.
Blood was streaming from his left check,
his clothing was smothered with dust; his
left arm was badly grazed, and there
wasg rather a wild look in his cyes.

‘““Steady on, sir—steady on,” said the
sergeant gently. “You’d better go, for
¢ doctor at once, Freeman "

‘“Hang doctors!” shouted Mr. Thurs-
tor. “I don’t want a doctor! I won't
have one! All I need is assistance--
plenty of assistance!  The wreckage
must be cleared away from my study at
once, without & moment’s delay!”

“If you’ll calm yourself, sir—-""

“I'll calm myself when I like, and not |’

hefore!" stormed Mr. Thurston, glaring
at the sergeant. * Mind your own con-
founded business, sir!”

“But—but—" ) '

“Instead of gaping at me, and making
ridiculous suggestions, you'd betiter get
what help vou can, and come to the
library!” shouted the master of the
house fiercely.  “The house was struck
by lightuing, and the library is in a state
of wreckage. By great good fortune I
tvas not pinned down by the falling
masonry, I was only struck by ono or

two chance pieces of wreckage., I
managed to crawl out wunaided, while
these fools rushed to the door and

shouted for help.” ; N
“ We did our best, sir,”. saidgthe bu_’der

respectfully. -
“Bah! I am disgusted with you.
Ireemau!™ snarled Mir.  Thurston.

“Don’t stand there doing nothing; help
{he sergeant o find soine more meun. The
debris must be cleared away at once—
without a second’s delay.” <

“Don't vou think it would be better
to wait until the morning,.sir?’’ asked
the police-sergeant, ‘‘ It will be rather
a difficult job i the dark. and the

storm's not properly over yet.”

“I know what I am talking about!”
thundered Mr. Thurston, “ Buried
uncler the debris in the library is a
locked safe, and that safe must bhe re-
covered within half an hour! It is anso-
lutely imperative; it is a matter of vital
unportance!” :

“J don’t quite understand, siv.”

I don’t expect you to understand; it
15 not vour business to wunderstand!”
rapped out Mr. Thurston. * That safc
must be recovered. - There 1s a certain
documentl .which I need by half-past
eleven--which I must have by half-past
eleven, at all costs. If it costs me u
thousand pounds I must have that docu-
ment! Do. you understand, man? Do
vou realise the importance of this
matter? That safe must be unearthed;
it must be recovered fromm the wreck-
age.”

The sergeant nodded.

~ ¢TI do*my best, sir,” he said gruffly

He turned on his heel, and yralked out
to the pavement. The sergéant’s own
private view was that Mr. Thurston had
been struck by the lightning nersonally,
and that he had become somewhat un-
hinged. However, it was better to
humour him; and that mention of a

‘thousand pounds had given the police-

officer an inkling that if he succeeded in
recovering the safe there would be a nice
fat little tip at the end of it.

It did not take him long to find several
volunteers. There were a number of
men among the onlookers who were only
too willing to assist in the task of remov-"
ing the wreckage from the library.

Mr. Thursien seemed to be cn hot
bricks, :

“Wake yourself up, Freeman!’ he
shouted, dancing ‘about impatiently.
““Man alive, what’s the matter with
you? Don’t you realise that this matter
1 mmporiant? Get some lamps—some
candles—anything in the nature of a
light! The electric lamps are all smashed
and disconnected in the library. Wo
must have light! Cet some candles
Hurry yourself, you idiot!”

“Yes. sir!” gasped the butler. “I—I
didn’t think——-" '

*“ A man can’t think without the brain
to think with!” snapped Mr. Thursion
acidly. ‘I have given yod your instruc-
tions—carry them out! Sergeant,- have
you got those men? Don’t waste time.
There is not a minute to lose!"”

The police-zergeant winked to his band
of helpers. '

“Don’t take no notice,” he mur-
mured. “The old chap's properly
gone!”

““Lightning, I suppose,”
the men significantly. '

They marched into the house in a pro-
cession, and Mr. Thurston himself led
the way along the passage to the library.
A single light was burning in the ceiling,
but within the library all was darkness.

“ Better not go in yet, sir,”’ said the
sergeant. ‘‘There’s no telling but what
there might be some loose beams or
something. We must wait until a light
_cprlr(a‘es along. There’s no sense in taking
risks,”

Mr. Thurston stamped his foot.

“Ireeman!” he . roared. ‘‘I‘reeman!
Where are those lights? Huiry up, you
old fool! Freeman!”

“ Coming, sir!” panted a voice down
the passage.

A moment later the butler appeared,
in a decidedly flustered condition. He
.was carrying two candlesticks, in which
lighted candles were set, and a numbe1
of spare candles in his other hand.

“@Hood!” said Mr. Thurston, “We
can see now."”

“Don"t you think you'd betier leave
it to us, sir?” asked the sergeant,

“No, I do not!”

“But you ought to rest yourself, sir,”
said the officer. * That bLlood on your

face, and all that dirt on your clothing
1 44 .

“Confound ¥of, man, can’t you mind
your own business?” shouted Mr.
Thurston. ‘I intend to remain here.
_That safe must be found, and within
{ifteen minutes, too! It'sburied beneath
the debris. and there’s no telling what
must be shifted. DMove yourself, you
slowecoach—move yourself!”

The sergeant looked rather grim for a
moment ; then he shrugged his shoulders
and turned to the other men.

“ Follow me!” he said shortly.

They entered the library, and stood
just within the doorway in a group. The
apartment was certainly in a terrible
condition, The whole poriion of the
room over by the window was a confused
mass,of wreckage. .

The night wind blew in freely, for
there were gaping holes everywhere, and
a dozen men could have entered at the
saine moment, The floor was strewn
with masses of bricks, stonework, broken
furniture, and patches of plaster and
sagging -beams. Everything was utlerly
ruined. ‘ ¢ )

The centre of the room was little
better. The pedestal-desk was half
demolished, a beam having fallen across
it. The papers were obliterated by dust
and rubbish and plaster.

That portion of the study near the door
had escaped the lightest, but even here
 there were bricks and pTlaster and other

said one of
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foot of the room esca

““Whereabouts is the safe, sir?” asked
the sergeant, :

“Over there—beneath that mass of
brickwork and broken beams,” replied
Mlr. Thurston, pointing. “It was
originally standing against the wall, on a
smalt iron pedestal, It is only necessary
to remove these beams, and the~scraps

bR )

gcraps of \\'recka%]G. "Hardly a square
ad pej.

ol wieeraZe —

“ainat’s all, sir,” said the sergeant,
" “ But when we move these beams-there’s
.& chance of the whole ceiling coming
Jown on- our heads. And tgat might
nause a general collapse.” '

My, Thurston glared.

“If you are afraid of the work I will
fnd somebody who possesses a little

moro courage!” he snmapped. *“Get on
“with it, confound you! The minutes

are slipping by, and all you can do is to
stand and gabble!”.

““There’s no sense in being rash, sir!”
exclaimmed the sergeant, remaining calm
with difficulty, “I’ll have a look, and
eece if anything can be done. Over in
this corner, you said?” _.

He took a candle, and picked his way
through the rubbish. = Then, bending
down, he peered beneath the jagged
beams and the masses of plaster. It was
possible to see right underneath, for the
heams had fallen in such a way that a
large cavily was formed ncar tho floer
and the wall. ~

“There’s 1o safe here, sir,” said the
sergeant at last.

“No safoe!” roared Mr.

“ Don't be a fool, man!”’

The police-officer  looked
eharply.” '

“I'm not in the habit of being called
a fool, sir!” .. .

“Oh, tush!” snapped the owner of the
house. * You make me impatient! The
safe is there: it could be nowhere else.
Tor months it has stood in that position,
and the ceiling merely fell upon 1t, IFour
men could not have shifted the safe,
small though it 1s.” :

“Well, it 1s not here now,” said the
sergeant.-

“Good gracious! The man’s an
idiot I”” muttered My, Thurston savagely.

He strode across the room, pushed two
men aside with rough impatience, and
grabbed the candle from the sergeant’s
hands. Then he bent down, and gazed
searchingly beneath the debris,

'The ﬂlcl{erfng light revealed all there
was to be seen, : :

The cavity beneath the wreckage was
quite large, and it was clear except for
plaster, dust, amd a few splintered scraps
of woodwork. And standing there in
solitary prominence was a heavy metal
pedestal—a massive iron affair, which
was obviously a stand for something
even heavier.

Mr. Thurston caught his breath in
with a great gasp.

“The ‘safe!” he. shouled
‘“The~-the safe is not here !”

“That’s what I told jyou,
ohserved the sergeant,

“The safe has gone!” screamed Mr.
Fortesecue Thurston wildly. . “It has
heen stolen-- it has been removed. 'There
hins ‘been villainy here. Good heavens|
The safe has gone, and 1t contlained
prcecious stones to the value of eighty-five
thousand pounds!” 3

—— ——

Thurston.

round

hoarsely.
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THE SECOND CHAF:TER.
' Tinker’s Story.

{4 Y .dear Tinker, there is no

M object, to be ‘gained by ask-

ing me  all theso ‘ques:

' tions,”  protested Sexton

Blake mildly. *Until we arrive on the

spot it is quile impossible for us to form
U. J.—XNo. 828,

be.

. -
“All nghfg

guv'nor!’ I grinned.
“There’s no harm in.having a little dis-
cussion, 1 suppose? This Mr. Fortescue
Thurston, for example—do you know

anything abont him1”?

“Very little, Tinker,” replied Sexton
Blake. “Ho i, T believe, a retired
business man, and his repulation 1s not
what I would describe a3 being snowy
white.”’ . ,

-From this I deduced thal the guv’'nor
kfiew one or two things about Mr.
IFortescue 'Thurston which were not
positively straightforward. Only fifteen
minutes carliey, while Sexton Bfake and
I had been chattibg in our consulting-
room at Baker Strcet, an urgent tlele-
phone call had como through,

‘The net result of that 'phone call was
that the guv’nor and I—to say nothin
of Pedro—wero seated m a _taxi; ang
were speeding through the wet streeéts
towards Elliston Gardens. _

The storm was now quite over, and a
good many-stars werc to be seen over-
head in the deep purple sky.
course, everything was still soaking from

‘the recent rain.

Our journey was only quite a shorl

one, and we had sct out to walk it;

and then, of course, an empty taxi ha
come along. If we had had a journcy
of ten miles in front of us no tax1 would
have been found, even if we had searched
half T.ondou. 'That's just the way of
things. - - :
Sexton Blake, as usual, would have no
discussion on the matter. It was a rule
of his to say as hittle as possible concern-
ing a case until he had facts to. go upon.
It was not the famous delective’s way

to make econjectures concderning any]

affair into which he inquired. .

“ After all, this bisiness doesn’t seem
to be much, sir,” I remarked. “This
Mr. Thurston was sitting in his library
when the house was struck by lightning
—that’s what I make of it. In the
library there was a safe, and when the
elements had finished their little air raid
the safe had disappeared. It wants a bit
of swallowing, you know.”

“Yes, Tinker, it would be very awk-
ward,” spid Sexton Blake thoughtfully.

“I;Ih 7. What would be awkward,
sir 2° - -
‘“You were iust talking about swallow-
ing a safe ?

““Ha, ha, ha!”’ )

I roared, and gave Pedro a slap on his
brawny back.

“That’s good, my &on!” I grinned,
“Swallowing a safe—ch? That's. a bit
of a tall order, and I don’t think it would
go down.” )

S]exton Blake looked at me reprov-
ingly. ) .
~ “You really should not bother me with
idle questions, Tinker!” he protested.
“] do not suppose for one moment thal
this case will imnterest me. I onJ? came
because I neced "a littlo fresh afr, and
Mr. Thurston was so pressing. In all
probability the police will have things
well in hand by the time we arrive.””

“Well, we’rc there already, guv’nor,”
T remarked as the ltaxi pulled up. *“ There
secems to. be some excitement, .too..
There’s quile & crowd hanging about
here.”

We stepped out of the taxi, an@ Pedro
came with us, In front of No. 31, which
was the houso of Mr. Fortescue Thur-

ston,a large knot of pcople had gathered.xy
"t They stood on tho

avement gazing at
the lhouse, but 1 rearly could not under-
stand why. There was nothing parti.
cularly interesting to sce, and I suppese
the crowd simply stood there because
the house had rccently becn struck by
lightning, _ -

In just the same way a crowd will wait

But, of
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any opinion as to what this case may
. » : ' "
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outéidge a housc where a murder has been
committed.  The only. possible reason
for this is that there must bq a morbid
curiosily within the minds of most people.
They seem to find something fascinating
in standing outside a house and watching
the bare walls, although they know per-
fectly well that nothing of an interesting
nature will happen. _ -

A constable obligingly cleared the
people out of the gateway, so that Sex-
ton Blake and ¥ could enter. And wa
had hardly reached the doorway, with
Pedro at our heels, when Mr. Fortescue
Thurston himsclf appeared. He had not
even troubled to wash himself, and the
dried blood was stil] on his facc. His
hair was dishevelled, and he looked some-
thing of a wreck. His eyes were gleam-
mg with anxicty and excitement, and he
grasped Sexton Blake’s hand with almost
cverish strength, «

N ““You are Mr. Blake i’ he barked out.

Good! I am glad you have come, Mr,
Blak'?’. Good! I have much to tell
you! -

“I thik it would be better, perhaps.
Mr. Thurston, if we discussed prlattgl';
nx private,” said Sexton Blake smoothly.
‘“Theré. is' hardly any necessity to go
into details within earshot of the curious
multitude.” -

Mr. Thurston glanced at the crowd,-
and he frowned., » '

“ Wh%, in heaven’s name. cannot iheso
people be cleared away ?*’ he demanded
irritably. “ Why are’ they here? Mako
them go—make them look after their
own business! It is positively intoler-
able! The police appear fo be abso-
lately helpless, and they arc certainly no
good whatever!”

The constable on the doorstep winked
and a moment later we had
marshed 1 side; and Mr. Thurston closed
the door after us with a slam. '

He then hecame aware of Pedro’s
presence, and ho glared at the old hoy

_agqressively.

-

“"Who on‘earth brought that dog in
here?” he shouted. *Upon my soul,
this is really beyond endurance !*

. “Pardon me, Mr, Thurston, but Pedro -
is my dog, and 1 brought him here

because he might be'usefuf” said Sexton

Blake. ““He 1s quite harmless, I assure

you.” .

“QOh, he is yours, M Blake?” said
Mr. Thursgton, “That makes a differ-
ence—a great difference. I apologise.’
The dog may remain, of course. I have
no ‘objection whatever. But I have a
great dislike for dogs of all kinds, and I
would only have onc in my house under
very exceptional circumstances.”

This statement did not impress me par-
ticularly. 1've genecrally discovered that
peopla who don't like dogs arc not ex-
ceedingly likeable themselves. This iy
not true in all cases, of course, but some-
how I don’t take to a person who has a
hatred for doge. . -

Mr. Thurston took us into a comfort-
ableé sitting-room, and he closed the door.
Electric lights were switched oun; thae-
appartment was quile well furnished and
exceedingly tidy. Mr. Thurston inviied
us to be sealed.

“There i3 a police-inspector in the
library at the present 1noment, Mr.
Blake,” said our host. “The man is a
perfect fooll He can do nothing but
talk, and he apparently does not know
the meaning of the word action. I have
asked you to come because I am hoping
that you will be ablec to assist mie 1n a

Lmaterial way, and not only by your very

excellent advice.”

“ Will you kindly explain to me @xactly
what has happened #’” said Sexton Blake.
“T shall then be able to form certain
conclusions; and a personal investigatron
will probably hielp me. Frem your teles
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.phone message I understand that you
ave lost a safe?”

Mr. Thurston nodded.

“It 1s positively amazing, Mr. Blake—
4t 1s staggering ' he exclaimed, rising
to his fect., and jumping up and down.
“My safe—a safc which has 'never been
shifted from its position since it was in.
stalled! It has vanished. It has gohe
as though some iizard had come along
and wafted it into thin air. The mas-
sive iron stand is still in its position, butl
tho safe has gone!”

“1 presume it contained valuables?”

“Valuables!” echoed Mr. Thurston.
“Man alive, there are diamonds in that
safe! Diamonds and other jewels, worth

every farthing of eighty-five thousand

pounds! Nol only that, but some docu-
ments of the most vital importance are
lost—documents which I must have at
once. They alone are worth double the
amount of the diamonds!”

- *“The matter secems to be preily seri-
ous, then?”

“The word does not adequately de-
scribe the urgency of the matter!” said
Mr, Thurston grimly. “I will explain
to you, Mr. Blake, what happened in the
first place. As you know, a thunder-
storm of exceptional violence raged about
an hour ago. I was seated in the library,
and a terrible thing happened.- One
might havo supposeg that a bomb had
heen dropped through' the roof. There
was a blinding flare of light. a terrible
crashing of thunder and falling bricks
and masonry, and then I found myself
on the floor, dazed, half-stunned, and
bleeding.”

. “It 1s fortunate that you were not
seriously injured, Mr. Thurston,” said
Sexton Blake. _

“I might have been killed !” exclaimed
our host. *“By a sheer piece of good
iuck I happened to be on the undamaged
side of the library. I only received
several picces of plaster on my head and
a libem{) smotheriug of dust. Dizzy and
kewildered, I managed to grope my way
to the door. You will realise that the
whole room was filled with dust and in
tolal darkness.”

“You were alone at the time of the
catastrophe 77’

* Quite alone.”

“Was the safe locked or unlocked
- “Locked !" replied Mr. Thurston.
managed to reach the hall. and I found
iny fool of a butler in the porch, shout-
ing for help.”

“Well, that seems quite a sensible
thirg (o do,” remarked Blake.

“Jne idiot cught to have come to my
assistance !”  snapped Mr. Thurston.
“However, I managed alone, as I have
explained. A police-sergeant was soon
on the spot.” -

“You knew nothing of your loss at
that fime ?” asked the guv’nor.

““No, of course not,” said Mr. Thur-
ston. “I only knew that the safe had
been buried i the falling debris. I
managed to obtain a number of men,
and, with the scergeant at their -head,
they eutered the library, with the inten-
tion of shifting the wreckage and re-
covering the safe. I had a most im-
portant reason for wanting the safe
opencd before eleven-thirty. The docu-
ment I have already referred to was
urgently required at that hour. How-
ever, a thorough search revealed the fact
that the safe was rro longer in the hibrary
—it had, in fact, vanished !”

“Well, it couldu’t have been fused by
the lightning,” 1 remarked. “It
. couldn’t have fallen through the floor,
and it couldn’t have flown into space.
stands to rcason, DMr. Thurston,
somebody took that safe away.”

“80 I should imagine. You are quite
right, young man," said our host. ‘ But
do you realise that that safe could 1no’

5
.
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ho lifted by three men? It would be an
appalling lfoad for four men, and they
would need to be giauts in strength, at
that. My safe was small, but it re-
quired the united eu:ergy of six men to
tift it and to carry it any distance.”
“If that s the cuse, M». Thurstou, it
is quite clear that a number of men must
have entered the library during the con-
fusion, and they removed the safe,”” said
Sexton Blake. ¢ Surely some traces of
these men have been found? 1 cau
hardly imagine that an affair of that sort

could take place ‘without a single witneys

being available.”

“That is just the astounding part of 1t,
Mr. Blake,” said Mr. Thurston. * Not
a soul has come forward to help ua. The
men who entered the library aud took
the safe away did so without being ob-
served by a single soul.  They mmust
.have taken my property boldly, and in
quite an open manner.
was on very few people were about, and
[ can only assume that the bwrglars suc-
coeded in making a complete escape, and
they lefi no traces whatever.”

Sexton Blake looked thoughtiul.

“The burglary is certainly one of u
novel type, Mr.. Thurstos,” he rerharked.
“Your loss i1s serious, and I cannot
geriously think that the thieves will suc-
ceed in getting clear away. It 1s practi-
cally certain that there must be many
clues if we only look in the right places.
A safe—even a small oue—is not like a
gold watch. One camiot pul it into one's
waistcoat pocket, and walk away. A
safe is a very bulky object.indeed, and
the burglars could not have got far with
it.”’ ' :
“But they havo got it—they have dis=-
apreared  with  1t!”  shouted Mr,
Thurstoi:, waving his  haunds  wildly.
“That is the terrible parr of 11, Mr.
Blake. The safe has gone, and 1 have
lost everything. What can I do? T am
worried —I am almost distracted! Surely

you can give e some  advice—some ray

of hope ! -
Sexton Blake smiled.
“My dear Mr. Thurston, let me tell

you that it is Guite fiseless to get vour-

self into a panic. The police will soon
have matters well in hand.”

“The police!” shouted Mr. Thur:ton.
“Bah! I care nothiug for the police. I
do not trust them one inch! They will
do nothing—nothiug at all!”

“You ara rather hard on the official
force,” smiled Blake. * Yet, in many
instances, my dear sir, the police are far
more capable of dealing with a case than
[ am. It all depends what type of affair
one has to deal with, This present case,
as I see it at thc moment, appears lo be
one which is peculiarly swuited to the
methods of the police, T really fail to
see what I can do. The safe has
vanished, ard it is-really a question of
tracking the thieves. The police force,
with its great organisation, is far more
capable of coping with the-—"

“I will not hear of it, Mr. Blake.
Please do not refer to the matter again!”
interrupted Mr. Thurston sharply. “1
want you to investigate this matter. 1
want you to use all your energy. You
are a very clever man, and I do not like
to hear you belittle your ability.”

“Hear, hear!”’ I murmuied.

The guv’unor chuckled. _

“Really; I had no intention of doing
that!” he smiled. ‘I was merely trying
to point out, Mr. Thurston, that my own
services are somewhat unnecessary. I do
not wish you to incur needless expeuse.
It is my opinion that the safe will be re-
covered before the morning, and the
thieves lodged in gaol. I am assuming,
of course, that the case is as simple as 1t
appears to be on the surface. How-

ever, I will gladly make a few personal

While the stormn:

pleasantly.

- pose.

inquiries, and will then discuss the sub-
ject further with you.” ' _

“Thank you, Mr. Blake,” said our
host. ** You wish to go to the library at
once, I presume?”

* Pleaze!” '

“Very well. Kindly foliow me!”
_Mr. Thurston led the way out of the
sitting-room, and we passed along a
passage, and soon arrived at the library.
He opened the door and stood aside.

**There you are, Mr. Blake,” he¢ said.
“You have my permission to go whero
you will, and to examine everything at
your own pleasure. Perhaps you would
not wish to be bothered with my com-
pany, and I think I can spend my time
better upstairs in the bath-room, aud in
the dressing-room."

Qur host, left us, and we eutered the
library. Some electric lighis: had now
been got going—presumably by tho
policc—and the apartment was quite
brilhantly illuminated. Almost in the
cenird of the room stood a police-
inspector in uniform, and he glanced
round as we entered. '

**(tood-evening, Mr, Blake!” he said
““Mr. Thurston gave me to
understand that he had rung you up.
I'm afraid you've come out on a wild-
goose chase to-night.”

“You think so, Markham?” eaid
Sextonn Blake. “It all- depends, T sup-
According to+the evidence, as |
Eresent, thero does not appeur to

scope for my owu small

see 1t at
be muc
abilities.”

*You've gol it wrong there, sir,” raid
[nspector Markham, with a smile, * You
mecan to say there's no scope for your
very remarkable abilities. The facts
here are quite plain and straightforward,
and 1Us really a waste of time for a
clever man ltke yoursélf to be here.
There's nothing mysterious about this
place, and there's nothing intricaie.”

“I'm afraid you are somewhat given
to flattery, Markham,’’ smiled the

uv'nor. “ However, now that I am heve
I may-as well have a look round. What
is your personal opinion conceruing this
business®?’ '

The police-inspector came up close to
us, and vhen E: gpoke his voice was
much lower, ,

“Well, to tell vou the truth, Mr.
Blake,” he murmured, “I think there’s
something fishy about it.”

“Tishy?”

6 YES," “I,\'O

said the inspector.

been interviewing the servants, and I'vo

scen one or two people who were about
in the street at the time of the storm,
when the house was struck by lightning,
and I can’t find a soul who saw any sign
of a party of men leaving this place with
the safe. Two servants from the house
across the road were over here less than
a minute after the library was struck, and
they swear that nobody came out, and
that it was impossible for a party of men
to leave the grounds without being seen.”

“I see,” said Sexton Blake slowly.
“Then how do yvou accourt for ihe dis-
appearance of the safe?” -

Inspecior Markham winked.

“It you want my straightforward
opinion, Mr, Blake, I discredit the story
of the safe altogether,”” he said grimly.

4 It seems to me something like a fake, 1t

you know what I mean. Not one of the
servants in this housoe has ever been in
the library; they were never allowed (o
enter. Consequently they kiow nothing
about a safe, and they have never seen
it. We have only Mr. Thurston’s .word
that the article actually existed. A
heavy object of that kind could 1ot have
been removed by less than four men, and
yot there 1 no trace of such a party,
The obvious conclusion, therefore, ia that
U. J,—No. 888.
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there was no safe at all, and that Mr,

Thurston—fér same reason of his own— |

1 >

is putting up a faked story.

‘PH’m! It seems rathg curious,” re-
marked Sexton Blake. ‘‘There may be
many reasons, of course, why Mr,
Thurston should adopt a plan of that
sort. At the same time, inspector, I am
not convinced. Have you examined the
sathway outside in order to see if there
are any footprints?”’ *

Markham nodded.

‘“Yes, Mr. Blake,” he replied. “Un-
‘ortunately the paths are asphalt, and
‘hey show no traces whatever; but I ex-
ammed the grass and the flower-beds,
and there are no footprints of any de-
scription, except one or two very faint
ones.” But they are small, and they are
the footprints of a woman. .« It is quite
clear, therefore, that they were made by
one of these sorvante, who_probably ven-
tured rather close.”

Blake nedded, and moved across the
room in a thoughtful way. The in-
spector chatted with, me for a few
mowments, and themr took bhis departure,
explaining that he meant to have another
look round the -garden. Sexton Blake
and I were left mlone in the library. I
saw that the guv'nor was over in one
corner, and he appeared to he greatly]
mierested in the stamned floorboard near

the wall.

“Well, guv'nor,” I asked, ‘‘what’s
your opimon? That idea of the in-
specior’s seems to be pretty cute, to my
Jnind. It might be “some insurance
stunt, or something of that sort. I don’t
Jike the loak of My, Thurston, and he
seems to be quite capable of getiuing up
to a piece of trickery—"

“Don’t bother now, Tinker,” inter-
rupted Blake. ‘“This is no time for
theories; we are searching for facts, and
I am abeady quite inverested.”

_ ** Why, sir, have you found anything of
:mportance?”

“1 cannot jud ’

_ e just yet, Tinker,’’ re-
plied Blake. “It may be important,
aml 1t may not. But what do you see on
:ha floor here, just near the skirting*”

Y bent down, and examined the stained
boards closely. At first I could see
nothing, but after a very careful scrutiny
1 detected ono or two small spots. They
wero almost invisible on the dark stain-
ing, but their character_was quite clear
after & moment’s close examination.

‘““ They’re bloodstains, sir,” I said,

* Exactly1”

“ Well, supposing they are?”’ T asked.
** There’s nothing very startling in that,
'3 there? Mr., Thurston was scratched,
und he was bleeding.”

“Quite so, Tinker; but the facts are
rather interesting, nevertheless,” said
Nexton Blake. “ According to Mr.
I'burston’s evidence, he was somewhere
near the centre of the room at the time
<[ the catastrophe. He was knocked
:lown by plaster, and he made straight
cor the door.”

**Yes, that’s'what he sajd,” I agreed.

“Very well, then, Tinker,” went on
. he guv’'nor, “ why are these stains over
acre?  This part of the room is certainly
- obscure coiner. I really cannot see
‘vhy Mr. Thurston should have come
nere in order to reach the door.”

“The place was as black as pitch, sir,
“1d it’s quite likely he made a mistake,’”
i explained. :

“ 1 havo thought of that, Tinker,” said
Dlake. ‘““But you do not seem to realise
that before I examined this spot I found |
1i. necessary to remove a heavy screen.
We must therefore concludo that Mr.
Thurston camne across the room in. the
darkness, moved this screen, got behind
it, shed several drops of blood, and then |
made his way to the door, after replacing
the &creen in its position.” '
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Y scratched my head.

“Yes, it does seem a bit queer, sir,”
I remarked. ‘“But what do you reckon
in your own mind?”’

*“It is too early to theorise, Tinker,”
sald Sexton Blake. “ As I remarked a
Jittle while ago, we are out for facts, and
we are obtaming-facts. If you weren’t
such a lazy young beggar you’d be
having a look round yourself, instead of
standing there with your hands in your
pockets !” _

“Right you are, sir,” I said briskly.
“T’ll get busy!”

But just at that moment Mr. Thurston
reappeared, and there was a remarkable
change in his appearance. He had
changed his clothing, and he had been
quick over the job. He now wore a
thick tweed suit, and his linen was clean.
A wash and a brush up made a remark-
able difference to his general appear-

ance.

“ Well, Mr. Blake,” he said briskly,
‘“‘what success?”

“I’'m afraid it 1s rather too early to
talk of success, Mr. Thurston,” smuled
Sexton Blake. “I am glad you have
come, for there are one or two questions
I should like to put to you.”

“I shall be only too delighted
answer them, Mr, Blake.”

“Thank you! To begin with,” said
ihe guv’nor, ‘‘will you please repeat that
portion of your story which deals with

to

the actual collapse of the wall, and your

escape from the library?” _

“Certainly,” said Mr. Thurslon.
**When the crash came I was almost In
the middle of the room, and I was
choked with dust, and half-blinded into
the bargain. Several piece® of .plaster
cut My face and made my head dizzy.
In the tofal darkness, however, I some-
how managed to find the door. Being
familiar with the room, I succeeded in
reaching the door almost in a straight
line,” .

Sexton Blake nodded. ‘

““You did not. by any chance, come to
this corner of the room?” he asked.

“QOh, no!”

“Neither did
screen and get behind it?”

“Good gracious! What makes you
say such a thing-as that, Mr. Blake?”
asked our host. ‘‘Did I get behind the
screen? How ridiculous! To the best
of my knowledge that screen has not
been moved for many weeks, And I
must remark that I do not see why you
should conduct your investigations over
in that corner of the room, which 1s
practically unscrafghed. It is idle to
expect that you will find any clues
there.” :

“You must allow me to work in my
own way, Mr. Thurston,” sald Sexton
Blake quietly, -

He turned away, and proceeded with
his examination, I looked at M.
Thurston curiously, and I was very
thoughtful. He had not been behind the
screen, and we had his word for it that
the screen had not been moved. Then
how had those bloodstains got there,
necar the skirting?

They were quite fresh; I could see that
at once. It was quite cledr, in fact, that
the bloodstains had been dropped on the
floor at the time of the catastrophe. Who
had been there, behind that screen? Not
Mr. Thurston. Who, then, was the ind:-
vidual who had been concealed there, for
it was quite obvious that he had been
concealed.

The whole affair was taking on a niore
luteresting aspect, T

Mr. Thurston had believed himself to

be alone in the library; but, according to
the evidence which Sexton Blake had
discovered, this was not the case. A

second man—or, at least, a second human

iy'.'ou move {his heavy

being—had been in the apartment. Why
had he been there? And how had he
escaped? Was he connected in any way
with the disappea of the safe?

There were many questions which
needed answering, and I was anxious to
have a chat with Sexton Blake, but I did
not want to discuss the question in front
of Mr. Thurston.

I went over to the corner, bent down,
and made a re-examination of the spots
on the floor. Yes, I was quite right,
they were bloodstains, and they had
been made only recently., It was clear
that somebody had been bleeding,- and
that the drops of blood had fallen—
probably before the sufferer had known
of . the fact. In the darkness, the
stranger might have assumed that his
sgratch was only slight, and that no
b?cr)od was shed.

On. the screen itself there were one or
two smears, which eould not exactly be
identified as finger-prints. Yet, they had
beén causéd by fingers. I could see that
clearly enough. 1 came to the conclu-
sion that the person behind the screen
had been wearing gloves.

Sexton Blake spent several minutes
there, and I knew that he had been well
satisfied with his search. After that he
moved about idly, as though uncertain
in his actions. But I knew the guv’nor’s
methods well, and I knew that he was
taking in everything of Mterest. Not
the tiniest detail missed his keen, search-
ing gaze, " -

Picking his way over the debris, he
reached that portion of the room which

had once been the outer wall. The
window-frames, of course, were com-
pletely gone; or, at least, they were

demolished and wrecked, and were lyin

about in hopeless confusion, amid piles o
broken bricks. The whole front of the
room was bare, and one could see right
out Into the night.

Sexton Blgke seemed particularly keen
upon examnining the window-frumes. He
did so by the .aid of a magmfying-
lens, and he appeared to be very in-
terested. Personally, I walked about
rather aimlessly. I’d examined the spot
-where the safe had been, and I could
judge that the thing was considerably
heavy, for its iron stand was very sub-
stantial and enormously strong. How
had that safe been removed?

When I looked up again I found that
the guv’'nor had dmsappeared altogether.
He had gone eutside on to the front
path, and when I arrived through the
wreckage, I found Bluke bhending low
over the wet ground, looking close at the
grass with the aid of his electijc torch,
We were quite by ourselves, and I seized
the opportunity to have a word,

“What do you think of it, sivr?” I
whispered. ‘“There must have bheen
another man in the library——"

“ Quite so, Tinker—quite so0,” inter-
rupted Blake. *‘That is obvious. Mr.
Thurston was not alone, as he appears to
think. TFurthermore, this case is far
more complicated than one would
imagine from the facts which the police
have in their hands. It may interest you
to know t{hat- I have discovered several
long human hairs. They were attached
to the wrecked window-frame, and they
are the hairs from a woman’s head.”

“Phew !” I whistled. _

“In addition, I have discovered some
distinct finger-prints-—small finger-prints,
which may have been made by a girl,”
proceeded Sexton Blake smoothly.
“Well, 'm not so sure about a girl;
they may be the finger-prints of. an
elderly woman. I judge that the woman
i3 young, because the finger-prints are
small, dainty, and quite clear.”

(Continued on page 10.)
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A vivid flash of lightning revealed the
siim figure of @ woman.

“The safe's gone—vanished 1
Mr, Thurston, hoarsely,

‘‘You cads !’ cried Tinker; and dashed
to the girl’s ald.
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“You mean, then, that tho person
behind that screen was a girl 7" I asked,

“ By no mcans.”

“But you just said——

“I just said that a girl was present,”
interrupted Blake., ‘At the same time,
this young lady was not the person who
stood behind the screen, She was ‘out-
gide-- here, on the path. Also, she stood
on the grass. I judge that she was quiie
near the window of the hbrar
time of ihe disaster. She was fortunate,
in escaping without injury, and she owes
her lucky salvation to the fact that the
library wall collapsed inwards.  Other-
wise she would have been caught by the
falling debrie,--and would ‘have been
buried.™ . ]

“\Well, T can’t make anyihing of it,” 1
confessed,” “It seems to be a queer
basiness, sir, What do you think—-"

“Wait,” interrupted the guv’nor, turn-
ing round. “What is that commotion?”

I had become aware of the noise at the
camoe moment. Turning round, I looked
across the garden towards the outer wall.
‘The police-inspector had just run there,
having been attracted.by the calls of a
constable.  They?wers shouting, and
ihere was excitement in their voices.
moment Jater the butler ran down the
path. and he, too, uttered exclamations
which “expressed surprise and horror. ;

T think we’d betier havre a look, sir,”
I said. .

Inspector Markham came hurrying up,
having caught sight of us,

“ Well, this is a fresh development, Mr.
Blauke'’ he exclaimed, panting. ‘'The
constable who should have been on this
beat has just been discovered near ‘the
outer wall of the garden. He has a ter-
rible wound on his head, and he is uncon-
scions .’ . -

*“Great Seott!” I exclaimed. .

'The affair was certainly more com-
plicated than we had thought at the ont-

gel.
-[ “ Evidenfly a brutal assauit!” he
declared. “There is no shadow of
doubt, Mr. Blake, that the constable was
" attacked by some rufian who was armed
with a heavy weapon. Barrett received
a terrible blow in the centre of his fore-
head, and he collapsed on the garden-
path, here!” )

Sexton Blake made no comment. He
and I were standing on ihe pathway, and
t’onstable Barrett was at our feet. He
was about to be transferred into the
house, where he would at once receive
medical attention. But Sexton Blake was
rather anxious to have a look at the spot
before the constable was moved. There
were somo signs that the poor man was
recovering consciousness, for ho had
stirred slightly, and had uttered one or
two groans.

Blake's examinaticn was only brief,
and then he turned to ihe inspector, and
shook his head. -

“Tm afrajd T muet differ with you,
Markham,” ho exclaimed. “I do not
see any evidence of assault.”

“No evidence!” echoed. the inspector.
“Why, good gracious, the man’s skull is
nearly eracked——"

*Quite so!”? agreed Blake. “ At the
same time, insnector, it is quite clear in
my opinion that the constable met with
an accident.” .

“Anaccident ! Do you mean ihe light-
mMnLg—-

“Oh, no,” interrupted the guv'nor.

-

1)

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
On the Track of the Storm Qirl.
NSPECTOR MARKHAM looked

grin.

“Tho hghtning had nothing whatever”

to do with the constable’s condition. If
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you examine the top of tho wall, just
here, you will find several scratches which
have been recently made. You will
observe that tho border of this path 1s
composed of jagged portions of stone-
work—ornamental enough, it is true, but
decidedly treacherous.”

“Then what do you suggest, Mr.
Blake 7?? asked the inspector.

“Why, there can be no doubt that the
constable climbed the wall, stoed upon
it, and fell,” said Sexton DBlake. ‘‘The
man apparenily meant to drop down into
this garden on his feet, but he slipped,
or overbalanced, and ho fell head fore
most, catching the centre of his skull
against the ornamental border. The blow
was of such violence that tho poor fellow
was knocked senseless. I certainly fail
to sece any evidence of an assault.”

“Well, perhaps you're right,. Mr.
Blake,’’ said the inspector slowly. * That
stonework is a bit jagged, a3 you say.
Butl why did the constable want to climb
into the _garden? What was he doing
here?” .

“The man himself will doubtless
explain that when be recovers,” said
Blake smoothly. “I shall bo quite
interested to hear his story. It is just
possibloe that he may be able to give us
somo information concerning  the
woman.”

“The woman ! echoed tho inspector,
staring.

“Preasely !”

“I'm afraid I don't understand, sir,”
said ihe inspector.

“No?” smiled the guvnor. “Well,
Markham, if you will take my advice, 1
should suggest that you use your efforts
to search for a young woman. I am ol
the opinion that one was present in this
garden about the timo of the thunder-
storm. She may be connected with the
disappearance of the safe—an the other
hand, she may not, At the present stage
of the investigations I cannot say any-
thing for certain. But if you set inquiries
afoot concerning a young woman, 1
have no doubi that you will meet with
some measure of success.”

Thea insnector looked doubtful.

“Well, Mr. Blake: I can’t quite credit
that,” he said. “TI have discovered no
irace of a woman here—neither have any
of thé others. I don’t want to offernd
you, but I think you have made a mis-
take.” '

- Sexion Blake shrugged his shoulders.

“Just as you like,” he said. “You
must conduct your case as you think best,
inspector—I  will keep to my own
methods.”

Bv this time 2 sergeant. and two other
constables had lifted tho unfortunate
man. and he was carried into the house.
Mr. Thurston was quite siartled, and not
a little excited. Howeveg. he did the
very best he could for the wounded
constable.  The unconscious sman- was
taken into the comforiable sitting-room,
and laid on a couch. 'Then one of-the
servanis was sent post-haste in order to
fctch a doctor—a medical man lived only
a few hundred vdrds down the road.

Ag 1t happened, a doclor was quite un-
neccssary. Sexton Blake lost no time in
doing everything possible "to assist the
recovery of the constable. And the
guv’'nor 18 just as clever as any two
doclors put together. What he doesn’t
know about medicines and poisons, and
the medical profession in general, is
hardly worth the trouble of learning.
Aud before the doctor could arrive,
Conslable Barrett was well on the way
to recovery.

In fact, he had already opened his oyes,
was ¢ute comfortable, and his head was
scientifieally bandaged.

Less thap tep munutes later, after the
doctor had declared everything to be all

-

‘A girl with a revalver!

il

=
right, the wounded man was well enough
to talk. :

He was weak gnd ill, but he insisted
upon telling his story. 'This was not
particularly startling, although it threw a
very curious light on the whole affair.
Furthermore, it positively agreed with
Sexton Blake's own theory. We learned
that the constable had been walking
round the wall of the house during the
height of the storm, and we learned that
he had been attracted by a dim move-
ment between the outer wall of the house.
Then that terrible flash of lightning had
come, and the constable had distinctly
seen the form of a young and pretty girl
attired in a check macintosh. She had
a revolver in her hand, and it was quite
evident that her visit to Mr. Fortescue
Thurston’s house was not exactly a
peaceful one. '

The rest was exactly as Sexton Blake
had surmised. The constable, in attempt-
mg to get over into the garden, had over-
balanced when on the top of the wall.
And that was really all he remembered.
He fell to thevground, head first, and
then everything was black. It was quite
obvious, 1 fact, that Barrett had met
with an accident, and that no foul play
had been committed. -

“You were right, Mr. Blake—I'm
hanged if you weren’i!” declared the
mspector.  “You were right about the
constable, and you were right about that
girl. It beats me how you arrive at
these conclusions—I’m fairly puzzled! So
there was a girl in the case—eh? That
makes 1t more complicated, I'm thinking.
Upon my soul,
I hardly know what to think!”

“It is amaring—quite amazing!” ex-
claimed Mr. Thurston. . “I have not the
faintest idea who this girl could be!
Why did she ¢ me here during the
storm? What on carth could her object
have been? I cannot possibly credit that
a young grl should come io my house
with the express intention of stealing the
safe! It is preposterous, Mr. Blake!”

“I havo never suggested that the
young lady. came with such an inten-
tion,” said the guv'nor. ‘‘Personally, 1
believe sho had nothing whatever to do
with .the case. She had come on a
different mission—-—""

“But what mission demanded the
host. *“What reason could any girl have
to come here with a revolver 7%

“I was thmmking that you might be
able to suggest a possible explanation,”
said Sexton Blake.

“T? How ridienlous!” said Mr.
Thurston sharply. “ What should I know,
pray ?”

“Well, Mr. Thurston. if this woman
came to your house, and if she was evi-
dentlv bent upon a grim mission, I
thought it just possible that you might
be able to make a suggestion,’” said
Sexton Blake. ‘““Is there anybody you
know—any young woman—who has a
grudge against you? Do you know of
any girl who—""

“No, I know nobody!"” insisted Mr.
Thurston quickly. ‘It is perfectly pre-
posterous to make such a suggestion,
Mr. Blake. I am surprised ithat you
should talk in that way. I have no rela-
tions whatever with women—I detest
women ! And as for this young lady, she
18 absolutely a. mystery to me!”

Sexton Blake nodded, and made no
reply. I could tell that he was very
thoughtful, and he was not exactly satis-
fied with all -the evidence he had
managed to obtain. I felt a bit that way,
too. Somehow, I seemcod io have an idea
that everything was not exactly as it
should be. Not that I dJoubted - Mr.
Thurston, or suspected that he was hold-
ing anything back. All tho circumstances
were mysterious, and we did not seem

?”
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to bz
track.
- I pictured to myseli the girl standing
out 1in the rain, clad in a macintosh, with
a revolver in her-hand. Then I pictured
to myself the man behind the screen—
the man who hag been. slightly injured
at the moment of the collapse. Who was
that man? Who was the girl?

Mr. Thurston had been in the library,
and he had known nothing whatever of
either of the two strangers. - Yet it
scemed quite clear that he had been
menaced from two sides at the same
moment. The thunderstorm and the
collapse of the library wall had probably
saved Mr. Thurston from a serious attack.
And in-the confusion and darkness which
followed the catastrophe, the safe hagd
somchow been spirited away, © -

able to get on any deflinite

““Well, guv'nor, what do we do now?" 8
T asked, when T found that I was stand-

g alone with Sexion Blake. ¢ It seems
that we've come to the end of our
tether, so to speak. " There's nothing
more {o cxamine, and we haven't arrived
at any definite conclusions. In my
opinion, the case seems 1o be a bit of a
mix-up.” . .

““My dear Tinker. it is carly yet,” said
Sexton Blake. “We have hardly com-
menced our investigations, I think we
have done here for the moment, but
that does not mean to say that we shall
- I have cther work to accom-
plish. Peodro, in fact, might come in
hand at this juncture.”

“Pedro,
he do®" , .

*“Well, T ihink it is likely that the old
boy ‘will be able to get on the track of
the mysterious storm-girl.”

“But what for, sir?" I asked, staring.
‘““ How will Pedro be able to pick up the
-§fﬁl‘1t? How will he be able to recognise
it?

‘“‘By this!" said Sexton Blake grimly

‘He held something in his hand, and ¥
noticed, -with
small, nickel-plated revolver.

“Hallo!” I exclaimed. “Where did
you gel that, sir?” -

“I found it.”

“Well, I'm jiggered! You found it,

guv'nor?" )

“Exactly, Tinker,” smiled Sexton
Blake. “You appear to be quite
astonished.” .

“T’'m'amazed, sir.” \

““There is really no reason why you

. should be, my dear Tinker,” said Blake.
“] found this revolrer among the
flowers on the bed, just against the wall
of the house, where ‘it had collapsed.
We already know that the girl in the
macintosh was standing there at the
*time when the lightning struck. She
was so frightened that she dropped her
revolver, and had no time to pick it up.
She simply fled, leaving us this object.”
“Why, this 1s fine, sir!"’ I exclaimed.
“Put ought not you to hand it over to
the police, sir?"” :
“ Strictly speaking, I suppose I ought
to,”’ said Blake. ¢ At the sanie time, I
feel quite -justified in retaining it for the
moment. Tho police had

they had missed the revolver. There-
fore, I feel that I have a certain right to
it. As soon as you are ready, Tinker,
vwe will put Pedro on the trail.”. _

 “I'm ready now, sir,” I said promptly.

“Good !

‘We did not lose much tinie in gelting

off. T was left outside, with Pedro,
vwhile Sexton Blake went indoors, and

had a few words with Mr. .-Thut'ston.\J
The guv'nor was not long, for almost.

at once he came out, and we had thar
little part of the garden to ourselves.
% Now, Tinker,” said. the guv’'nor

sir?” T asked. “What can

surprise, that it was al|-

' already
searched that portion of the ground; and

briskly, “we can go ahead with our
_programme.”’

Ile produced, the revolver, and a
‘moment later Pedro was snifing at it
eagerly. The old dog knew exactly what

he had to do, and he did not waste much | ]
i1ail, and then pawed at the door once

time in getting his nose to the ground.
He cast abouf only for a moment. or

two, and then his bristles stiffened, and | ¢
“What’s the matter with you?”

he t?e{'. off across the garden towards the
waH. . .

“He's got it. sir,” I seid keenly.

“Undoubtedly, Tinker.' o

We followed Pedro, and he led wus
across the wall, into the road, and then
.straight across to the opposite pavement,
:[1e turnied to the left, and went straight
‘along with his nose to the ground with-
out a.falter. Tt was quite clear that the
trail was very distinct. and Pedro #as
following it quite eagerly.

It was fairly late at night then, and
hardly a soul was about. The little
crowd which had coliected round the
gateway of No. 31 had, by this time,
melied away. Therefore, Elliston
Gardens was practically deserted. I‘rom
that road we passed into another, and
then found ourselves going straight down
towards the West End.

“It's a good thing the young Iladv

walked, Tinker,” observed Sexton Blake.
as we followed closely on Pedro's heels.
“ But we must not speak too soon. It is
just possible that the girl in the macin-

tosh got into a taxi. a little lower down. |

We must waii and see, and hope for the
best!”’ - .

- “That’s the ounly thing to do, sir,” T

agreed.

We continued walking on sharply, and
Pedro was'not once at a loss. He went
ou so Iast, indeed, that the guv'nor was
compelled to hold him back almost the
whole of the way. The ground beins
wet, it probably took the scent much
better than would otherwise have been
the case.* And therg was scarcely any
{raffic about to confuse the trail.

On we went, until, at length, we were
almost in the vicinity of Baker Street
itself. :
~ “QGetting near home, sir,” I said, with
a grin. “But I don’t suppose we shall
find ourselves there for some time yet.”

“Probably wnot. Tinker,”
Sexton Blake. “IHallo! It seems that
Pedro is leading us right down Baker

| Street.”

““ Right past our own giddy mansion,
sir,” I grinned. -

“\Well, i6 is only natural, after all,”
said Blake. ¢ This road leads direct to-
wards the West End, Tinker. The youne
lady of the macintosh doubtless went
this way in order {o reach Oxford
Street and the more populated centres
‘of London. I'm afraid the trail will not
be quite so long once we reach Oxford
Street and the. West End. There are
still. mamy taxis going about, and motor-
'buses by the hundred. Still, we must
trust to luck!” _

Afier going down Daker Sireet for
some little: distance, we crossed the road.
Pedro still hot on the trail. By thix
{ime we were within sight of our own
front door. But we really took verv
liltle interest in this; our course lay far
Leyond—right into the West End. And
somehow, I did not enfertain many hopes
of being able to track the macinlosh
Eirl down to her own door. A hitch of
somg sorl .was bound to occur before
long.: :

And then Pedro took a hand.

.Asg he arrived opposite our doorway, he
paused, sniffed at the ground, and then
looked up at us. Tinally, he romped up
the few steps. and pawed at the”front
door vigorously.

4 Yéu silly old idiot!” I execlaimed.
“You're not going home now! I sup-

-

replied

Eose you want your supper, you greedy
cggar! DBefore you have anything ta

b cat, you've got to finish this job!™

Aion to account .for

“Come, Pedro!” ordered Sexton
Blake sharply. )

Pedro walked down again, wagged hi:

more.
“You silly ass!"” I exclaimed irritably.

Sexton Blake produced the revolver
once more, and gave it to Pedro to snifl.
The old dog obeyed quickly, and ther,
instead of getting on the trail once more,
he repeated his original performance.
He pawed at our front door with greate:
energy than before. I

I stared at Sexton Blake, and Secxtun

‘Dlako stared at me.

There was only one possible explina-
this conduct on
Pedro’s part. And it was an explua-
tion which filled both the guv’nor and
I with astonishment. Blake was quite
immobile and calm, but I was flushed
with excitement,
“She—she must ™1
whispered.
The famous detéctive nodded. .
“ Precisely, Tinker,” he said smodihly.
‘."‘\Ve have (racked the wirl in the maciu-
infosh to her destination!”
And that destination was our own door!

‘bo <here, siv

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Statement of Miss Irene Sylvester.
EXTON BLAKE produced hix latch-
key and unlocked the door, aud I
followed him into the hall, feeling

- bewildered. Pedro came behind
me, and he was quite ready to rush up
the stairs. But I held him back..

*“What—what does it mean. «ivt” I
asked, in a low voice,

“My dear Tinker, it'is quite useless
asking me that question,” said DBlake.
‘““No doubt we shall soon lecarn more.
But it is quite clear that the voung lady
is at present within this house.”

The guv’nor.led the way up the-stairs.
and I followed him. DBut he had only
traversed half the distance when Mrs.
Bardell appeared on the landing. Our
worthy housekeeper was carrying an
empty cup and saucer, and she looked
exiremely pleased when she saw us. She
stood aside, and waited for us io join her
on the landing. ' .

“T'm- glad you'vée come Dback,  Mr.
Biake!” ghe exclaimed. “I was afraid

yau might be retained somewhere. When

vou go out, sir, there's no telling when
you'll find an importunity of gelting
back, sir!” : i

“Mv business did not defain me very
long .this time, Mrs. Bardell,”" smiled
Sexton ‘Blake. “I see that you are
carrving an empty cup——" _

“Yes, sir; I've just been 1uto the
consulting-room,” said Mrs. Bardell. in a
mysierious voice. “There's a young
lady there, sir.- She come not wore
ihan half an hour ago: in a rare state
of disturbation, she was too. I nover
foen a young ladv so worried, Mr, Dlake.
I thought, maybe, she'd like a cup of
tca, and I hope you don’t mind 1mne
taking it up.” . : _

“Not at all, Mrs. DBardell,” =aid
Sexton Blake. “The young lady’s busi-
ness is very important, since she has
waited for me.” .

“That's what she said, sir.” said ihe
housekeeper. ¢ She didn’t give no name,

and wouldn’t answer no questions. - She

seomed real worrited, sir. And wel—
'evins, she was wet, sir. If she hadu't
been wearing a good macintosh, she'd
have been soaked right through to ‘the
skin ! .
- “Very well, Mrs. Bardell; T will inter-
view the young lady, and ascertain what
' U. J—No. 888.
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her business sald Sexton Blake
smoothly. * You may as well take charge
of Pedre, please. (Give him -some
supper, and put him in his kennel for the
uight.” - g o
** Yes, sir,”” said the housekeeper.
Pedro was not at all-pleased at the
idea, and he went downsiairs nnder pro-
test. Meanwhile, Sexton Blake and ]
passed along the landing, and paused
outside tho-door of the consulting-room.
Sexton Blake was the first to enter,
and he walked. in briskly and I followed,
full of curiosity. :
" There was a movement as we did so,
and I sawv that our visitor had jumped to
her feet, and was standing with flushed
fuce and anxious eyes,
“Good-evening ! said Sexton DBlake
stnoothly. - - .
" “Oh. are you Mr. Blake ?” asked ihe
girl, taking a step forward. *“I am so
giad you have come; and I don’t know
what you will think of me for forcing
myv way into your consulting-room like
this, and at such a timo.of the night.
téo! " Oh, Mr. Blike, please forgive me
for aciing in such a way! But I am

Ta P
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worried, and T want your advice. 1 need
it ever so badly.” o
“My dear young lady, you are wel-

come to any advice that I am capable of
giving,” said Sexton Blake gently.
“Kindly take a scat, and make yourself
quite at home. Tinker, you will find
some biscuits in a' barrel on ihe side-
board, and. I think there is some wine
there. t00.” ,

“ Right, sir,” I said briskly.

Within a couple of minutes our fair
visitor was feeling more at her ease.
Certainly, she did not want the biscuits,

but she nibbled at one of them just for

the sake of politeness. I had taken good
stock of her by this time, and I was im-
pressed. The girl was not more than
twenty-one or tiwenty-two. She was
slim, neat, and a mass of golden hair was
tucked away beneath her neat lhrtle
toque. She was wearing an extremely
pretty frock ef blue silk—at least, I think
it was silk. It might have bheei crepe-
de-chine, or some other feininine stuff. 1
generally get mixed up when 1 start
describing frocks and frills and all that
sort of thing. The girl’s macintosh was
hanging over the back of a chair, and I
could see that it was of a large check
pattern. Y :

She was certainly quite preity, and
there were two little dimples -in her

cheeks which appeared in a most en-

chanting way when she smiled. But I
could see that she was far from comfort-
able. There was a frown on her brow,
and a very anxious look in her eyes. She
looked at Sexton Blake all the time, and

_scarcely gavo me one glance. This was

rather rough luck, because 1 prided
myself that I was looking particularly
smart that-evening.

“IFirst of all; Mr. Blake, I muat tel
you my name and whom I am,” said the
girl,  ““My name is Irene Sylvesler, and
I have come to you because I am badly
in need of expert advice. Oh, Mr.
Blake, I do want you to help me!”’

“YI will do my best, Miss Sylvester,”
paid Sexton Blake. “ But, first of all,
you must put me in possession of the
facts. What is the nature of ihis advice
you recquire?’” ’ |
- X wwill explain,” said the girl, bend-
ing forward. ‘I do not want to mention
names. I—I am really afraid to do so,
and I hope' you will forgive me. My
father is in the hands of a terrible
scoundrel, Mr. Blake, and unless some-
thing i3 done quickly he will be ruined.
I wish I could tell you everything—1
wish I could explain the exact position,”

‘“What reason s there in keeping any-
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thing back, Miss Sylvester?’ gacked
Sexton Blake, ‘It will be far better if
you are perfectly frank, I can assure you,
I shall be able to judgn the case 11 a
more satisfactory manner if you will tell
me cverything there is 10 be told.”

“But I cannot go inio exact details,
Mr; Blake—I darve not!”’-exclaimed :he
girl, in distress, “I have really comeo
here in order io ask you to see my father.
He does not know that I have come, and
I ant anxious to take you to him, o that
he may have the benefit of your experi-
ence,”’ '

“T underztand that you want me to

accompany you to your father’s homei”
asked Sexton Blake.

““Yes,” replied the girl eageily.

“Well, Miss Sylvester, T hardly know
what to say at the moment,™ said Sexton
Blake. ® Before I conseur to sich a pro-
position, T must ask you to be more pre-
cise in your details. I cannot undertake
to do as you require unless you can
satisfy me that my time will not be
wasted. I have already asked you 1o go
into full parniculars, and -I must agan
request you for your compliance.”
- Miss  Sylvester clasped her
tightly. _

hands
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ST will tell you ihis, Mr. Blake,” she ]

said., . “ My father is in the hands of a
scoundrel. T will not mention nanies, for
I'm afraid to do so. I would prefer you
to get all details of that kind from.my
father himself. This wreich has got
some documenis in his possessiom which
rightfully belong to M. Sylvester, and

the man has been blackmailing my father:

for . some {ime past. -This evening’
matiers came 1o a head, for the scoundrel

was determined to ruin my father uiless

an impossible sum was paid.”

" 4“That was certainly rather awkward,”

said Sexton Blake. ,
“Such a drastic step would have been

‘terrible, Mr. Blake,” proceeded the girl,
My own scheme was to stop this man
from carrying ouf his design, and that is

why I went 10 St. John’s Wood this even-
ing. Before 1 could take any action,
however, the storin broke, and made it
impossible for me 1o carry out my plan.”
“T think I understand,” said Sexton
Blake. T ' . '
“Jt was a terrible slorm. The light-
ning was frightful I’ exclaimed the girl.
“T—I really don’t know how I escaped
mjury. And now the position scems to

‘he worse than it was originally; that 191

why I want you to come to my father.
It is vital, Mr. Blake; it 18 a2 maiter
which involves my own happiness and
almost my father’s life. Please—please
consent to'come!”’ ‘

The great detective was thoughtuul for

“Very well, Miss Sylvester, I will
accept what you say,” -he said quietly.
“J realise that you are somewhat ham-
pered, for you are unable to speak freely.
You do not wish to accept 1ibe full
responsibility.”

“Yes, that is it exactly, Mr. Blake,”
said the girl quickly. “All that I want
you to do is to give me vour word that
you will come—that you will see my
father at the earliest possible moment,
and that you will advise him what course
will be best to adopt.”

Sexton Blake stroked his chin thiought.
fullv,

“Well, Miss Sylvester, I'm afraid I
cannot comply with your request,’”” he
said at last. '

The girl looked up with pain 1 he
eyves. and I was rather suarprised. " It was
not like the guv'nor to refuse an appeal
of this kind.  And the girl seemed so
postiiively genuine, 100. Miss Sylvester
had mentioned no names, and she was
quite unaware of the fact .ithat we knew
practically everything about the rase,

‘half an hour Jater.”

eV
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Sexton Blake had not thought it neces-
sary to apprise her of the truth. e

It was obvious, of course, that this girl
had gone to Mr, Fortescue Thurston’s
house in order to obtain the documents.
to which she had referred, which right-
fully belonged io her faither. Thae
thunderstorm had intervened, and a
delay had been caused. Busi those docu-
ments had been stolen vith the safe, and
I could understand the girl's agitated
franfe of mind. 1 gathieved that she was
almost afraid {0 go home fo her father
and report what had happened. That is
why she wanted Sexton Blake to be by
her side—as a kind of moral support.

- It, was just as well, perhaps, that tha
guv 'nor did rot tell her all he knew. She
would only be very upcet, and Biake's
GWN investigations might be hampered.
By following up this girl’s request thero -
was a.big chance that we should get on
l‘hc track of the right man. And yes
Sexton Blake had refused to do as she
asked, ,

L Y0Oh, My, Blake, you do not mean
that!” excluimed the girl, rising to her
fe?f-, her eyes filled with excitemeni,

“I mean it, in the sense that I cannot
come with you now, Miss Sylvester,”
said Sexton Blake smoothly. “If, how-
ever, 1t will he of any use my coming to .
your father's' address within, say, one
hour—well, I can do so. If you go now,
I can promise to be at an agreed spot

Miss Sylvester’s eyes gleamed ™ wit
delight, " ooer> cyes gleamed with

“Thank you, Mr. Bilake—oh, ihank
you ever so much!” she exclaimed impu!-
sively,  “That will do splendidiy! = It
will please me more than [ can say! It
13 very, very kind of you!” -

“Not at all,” smiled Sexton Blake,
“If you will give me your . father's
address—"’ 3
. “I—1I am afraid I cannot do thai,”
interrupted  the girl uncertainly. *“Oh,
if you only understood, Mr. Blake! You
would know how awkward it is for me to
siand here ‘and appéar so mysterious.
Everything is quite-all right. I can assure-
you—everything is straightforward and
honest.  But it is decidedly necessary
that certain things <hould be kept
secret,” a T ‘

“Very well, Miss Sylvecter,” aand
Sexton Blake,, “I will accept your word, -
and I will wait until I see your fathes
before pressing for further details. Per-
haps you will be good enough io icll mo
where I will have the opporiunity of-
meeting ‘Mr. Sylvester?”

The girl nodded.

“Yes, Mr. Blake,”? she replied. I
want you to come to the premises of
Messrs, Sylvester, Grant & Co.. Limited.
It is a big warehouse, just on the other
side of the river, not far from London
Bridge. My father is in his office at
present, and he is -awaiting my retwn,
I shall go to him at ounce, and tell him'
you are coming, The office in rhis ware-
house 1s an old one, for my faiher’s firmn
has moved into new prenuses recentily.
and the warehouse near London Bridge
18 now almost deserted. Ny father has a
very particular reason for being there arn
present. He wishes to be quter, and to
avoid all publicity. You will necessarily
understand that, this matter is not one io
be. mado~very public.” '

Sexton Blake nodded.

“I understand that, Misz Sylvester, of
coursg,” he replied, smilmg., “Very
well. I will do exaculy as you «ay.”

“0Oh, it 1s good of you, Alr. Blake!
You have eelieved me more than I can
possibly tell gou,” said the girl grate-
fully,  “Thank you ever so tmuch! I
am sure that you will be able to tell us
exactly what- we must do;. you will.be

(Continued on page 14.)
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able {o make things perfectly clear and :

easy.”’

The girl then proceeded to give the
guv'nor exact details as to the manner
i which he could reach the premises of
Messts. Sylvester, Grant & Co., Limited.
I listened intently, for I wished to know
all the facts, too. _ '

There was evidently something rathe:
mysterious about the jhole business,
Mr., Sylvester undoubtedly was in
trouble, otherwise he would not be at his
officc at such an hour of the night. It
was quite late, and I did not like the idea
of this pretty girl going down the lonely
streets near the riverside at such a time.
Indeed, I could not understand why
Sexton l':llakel was not itxh?llhng t;l.;o accom-

ny Miss Sylvester on the spot..
paAy{ew mirl:utes later the girl took her
departure, and Scxton Blake fost no
time in elosing the consulting-room door.
.We heard our late visitor descending the
stairs on her way to the street
- “T.ook here, guv'nor,”. I protested
quiekly, “what's the idea of this? I

don’t see——"" ] .,
“Probably you don’t; Tinker,
snapped Blake briskly. “Listen! .|
have got some instructions for you.
Follow Miss Sylvester, and do not l’?t
her know that you are on her trail——
“‘E‘rollow her, sir!” I echoed, staring. -
[ es.!' :
-“But—but, hang it alL,” I exclaimed,
¢that—that seems like spying, sir!”
“It seems like nathing of the sort, my
lad!" interrupted Blake curtly. ‘You
do not understand this matter fully, it
seems. Do as I tétl you. Follow Miss
Sylvester, and do notlet her get out of
your sight.” . .
“But -we know she’s going to this
warehouse, sir——”"
‘“ Precisely! But

we do not know

what will happen to her en route!” in-

terrupted the guv'nor keenly. “I want
you ‘to go, Tinker, so that you will be
able to protect her in case of any
eventualities. I have a particular reason
for not accompanying the girl person-
ally, and you will understand that later.
However, 1 do not intend Miss Sylvester
to be subjected to any danger. Thare-
fore, it is your duty to follow her, and
to act as a kind of bodyguard, in case of
necessities.?’ .

My eyes gleamed. -

““ Oh, I see, sir!l"” I exclaimed. ¢ That
makces all the difference.””

“0Of coutse it does!” said Sexton
Blake. “Cet off with you, young ’'un.
Keep Miss Sylvester un
stantly, and do not let' her once out of
your sight. When you arrive at your

*

destination, wait in a convenient spot |

until I arrive, which will be in about
half an hour’s time—that is, half an hour
after you get there yourself, Do you
underatand 7 .

‘““Perfectly, sir,” I replied, grabbing
my ocap.

'Lcss than ten seconds later I was rush-
ing down the stairs, and I arrived in the
" strcot just in time to see Miss Ircne
Sylvester walking briskly in the direction
of the West End. I was now feeling
particularly pleased with myself.

Sexton Blake had not sent me to spy on
our fair visitor, but to act as her body-
guard. :

It was just the kind of job I liked. In
case anything unforeseen happened to the
girl, I was on the spot to butt in, and
to go~to the rescue. Somehow, I rather
hoped _ that everything would not go
smoothly. 1 was anxious to distinguish
myself. ' .

It was not too late for motor-omni-
buses;-for a good many of these vehicles

were still running; and it did not sur-
prise me when I saw Miss Sylvester hail-
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a No. 13 ’bus, and jump upon it. It
“vas necessary for me to act quickly.

The girl went straight inside, and I
was on the step of the 'bus- before ghe
bad turned round in order to take her
scat. The next moment I was on the
stairg, and I knew perfectly well that she
had not scen me come on board. She
was inside the ’bus, and I was on the
top. I knew that she was inside, but she
did not know that I was on the upper-
deck. Iiverything was gquite satisfac-
tory. : : :
The terminus of the No. 13 ’bus, of
course, was London Bridge Station.
Therefore, this ’bus would go straight
through almost to our destination.

The journey, as’it happened, was quite
uneventful. In fact, I did not expect
anything to occur while we were on the
motor-'bus. If Miss Sylvester chanced
upon any adventure, or ran ipto any
danger, it would certainly be while she
was going down the dark and lonely
streets near the riverside.

Of course, T kept a sharp eye open
during the jourpey. At every stop I
looked over the side of the 'bus in order
to see who stepped off- and who went on
bgard. Miss Sylvester did not leave
until the vehicle had crossed over Lon-
don Bridge, and had stopped just at the
bottom of the station approach. Then
she tripped lightly round the corner, and
disappeared down Tooley Street. 1 was
on her track with alacrity. .

" It was quite easy to follow my fair
quarry, since her check macintosh was
easily distinguishable, and there were
not so very .many people about at that
time of night; and even in the event of
her turning round and looking back, she
would not recognise me.

I had turne
wearing my cap in a

flouchy manner,

and I assumed an altogether different !
walk. I looked, from a distance, like

one of the numerous loafing youths who
are to be found in' the streets of that
district late at night.

And so we went on, and I was rather
disappointed  fhat *nothing exciting
occurred. Presently the girl turned
down into a .quiet little alley, and from
there we passed along numerous tiny
streets, until at length we werc almost
on the riverside. ' L

I knew that we could not be far from
our destination. and this turned out to
be the truth. It was nccessary for me
ta go with exireme caution now, because 1

*Miss Sylvester might suspect things if

she happened to sce me in the rear two

or three times. .
In order to obviate any chance of dis-

covery, I altered my walk almost con-
tinuously, and tried to change my
gppearance in little ways, too. By doing
fs, I think I quite met the require-
ments of the case. ’

In front of a huge, towering building
the girl came to a halt. It was in a very
small alley, and not another soul was in
sight.” The very instant the girl paused
I slipped into a little doorway, and stood
quite still, watching out of the corner of
one eye. ) ‘

Miss Sylvester glanced up and down,
and then entered a narrow doorway. I
only waited & mnoment or two, and then
cautiously approached. _

Upon arrival T saw several large hills ;
anpouncing the fact that the preperty

1 was for sale, and that the firm of Messrs.

Sylvester, Grant & Co., Limited, had
moved to newer and larger premises
some little distance down the river.

I tried to puzzle out why the senior
partner of the firm chose to come to his
old office, rather than await Sexton
Blake in his new placé. There was evi-

n g

wp my coat-coilar, was ‘

dently a good reason for this. The

clement of mystery in the affair only
added to its attractiveness.

"The "door was nof fastened, and a
gentle push set it slightly open. - All was
quiet, and I wondered whether T should
venture in, or whether I should wait out-
side until Sexton Blake arrived.

And it was at that moment that somge-
{hing else decided my course of action.

I bad got the door slightly opeu. and
was listening intently, on the alert for
any interruption, whery a sound came to
my cars. It was @ slight. scream in a
girlish voice. . '

And this scream was afmost imme-
diately followed by harsh words, uttered
i an undertone. They were foliowed
by several examples of bad language
which made my blood boil.

The girl’s voice again‘came to ‘me—
now m a tone pf entreaty and terror.
A scream, lopder than the other. duc,
came down to my ears. =Y

I simply shivered with rage and cx--
citement.. Miss Sylvester was ‘being
attacked! - \

1 dashed through the doorway. found
myself in a place of darkness, aud came
to a slight halt. Then, when my eyes
grew accustomed to the gloom, 1 saw a
flight of stairs almost in front of me. I
did not waste any more time, but hurried
up those stairs at the double. Ilight
after fifght 1 traversed, until,” nearing
the top of the building, I saw a faint
gleam of light overhea‘g It was flicker- -
ing, and I came to the conclusion that a.
candle was burning on the top landing.

I now moxed more cautiously, an
crept up the remaining flight of stairs
slowly and dcliberately. But then my
movements were suddenly electrified.

Several feminine gasps, followed by a
little cry of paim, made me jump up like
a Jack-in-the-box. I simply rushed up
those stairs, and stood on the landing,
staring into a big storc-room. It was
quite empty, except for one or tiwo old
boxes and some litler lying in the.
corners. Upon one of the boxes stood
a_spluttering candle, and by the light of
this T saw something which set nie into
aclson, so to speak. .

Miss ‘Sylvester was struggling help-
lessly in the grasp of two powerful men.
Ome had a rough®cloth over her mouth,

t and, the other was Rolding her hands.

’

bebind her back. She struggled gamely, -
but it was quite hopeless. '
And then I sailed in. T

“You—you infernsl ruffians!”
shouted hotly. )
Crash'! -

My left fist thudded with considerable
force on to the side of one of the ruffian's-
hcads. He slaggered, released his grip

of the girl, and faced me with a snarl

“Oh, I—I " .

Miss Sylvesier tried to speak, but she
was just on the verge of collapse. Shce
only. uttered those few gasps, then sank
to the floor-in a dead faint.

My blood was fairly up, and I fought
with sheer desperation.

And ‘I realised how necessary it had
becn for me to come along. I knew that
geéiton Blake’s fears were fully justi,

ed. :

- But, unfortunately, I had taken on
more than I could manage. These two
men were huge, bulking ruffians of the
riverside, and they were all muscle. ‘The
girl's fainting fit, too, was all to my dis-
advantage, for it relcased the sccond-
man,. C
. With the two of thom against me, 1
had very little chance.

I fought with all my strength, and
used every ounce of my energy., but it
was useless. I managed to dodge
several brutal blows, but this could ‘not
go on for ever; and a} length one of the
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mien delivered a punch whieh arrived
on the side of my head with the fqoree of
a battering-ram.

I staggered, slipped. and feil heavily to
the floor. Tverything went round
dizzily, and I lay there in a dazed con-
dition, unable to move.

“Thaf€s settled him, mate!” panted
one of the men gruffly. * The inter-
ferin’ young brat!” ‘

I hardly remember what happened
after that, although I have a hazy recol-
lection of being carried across the store-
room to a wide. opening which over-
looked the river. We were far up,
many feet from the ground, or from the
river. For this opening was immedi-
ately over the river itself. The ware-
bouse was flush with the tide, and there
was a huge, rusty cranc néar by.

I was completely bowled out, and 1
could do nothing. "I dimly remembered

that denadful place alone wiih ihe two
men. And Sexton Blake would not
arrive on the scene untd half an hour
had elapsed.

Miss Sylvester's position was an ap-
pallitig one.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise—An Old Enemy.
E;EXTON BLAKIS was almost in-

visible, ‘

He sat in an easy-chair in lis
consulting-room, and he was sur-
rounded completely by a haze of blue-
grey smoke. The_consulting-room, in
yoint of fact, was almost uninhabitable,
}t was as though a thick November fog

had suddenly invaded the apartment.
But the explanation was quite simple.

The famous criminologist was smoking,

hard. An old-fashioned briar was be-

the taxi he was standing in front of the
deserted warchouse. ]

All was quiet, and Blake looked wup
and down scarchingly. Ho waited for
some moments, and 1t was quile clear
what his object was.

He was, n fact, lookinig for me. But
I was helpless at that moment in the
cabin of the old barge on the other side
of the warehouse. Therefore Sexton
Blake looked in vain. .

“Well, I don’t know what has hap.
pened to Tinker,” murmured the great
detective to himeelf. *“ However, I sup-
]l:os:-:, the young rascal is somewhere near
y"I‘he guv'nor was quite right, but he
did not know of my predicament.

He evidently thought that it was a
waste of time to search about, for he

entered the doorway almost at once, and
proceeded to mount the stairs. When
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being placed in the huge bucket, which
was used in ordinary circumstances for
raising merchandise up from the barges
which usually run underneath the ware-
house. .

And that is really ihe last thing I do
remember. My head was singing dizzily,
and a terrible throbbing pain was in my
brain. But at the same time I was
thinking, in a dreamy kind of way, what
was happening to Miss Sylvester,

Sho - had been left up in that store-
room at the meicy of the two rogues.
She had fainted. and she was uncon-
scious. 'The position was really terrible,
and I had failed. Sexton Blake had told
me to keep on her track, and to guard
her if any danger occurred. And I had
failed !

Certainly I had doune my utmost. But
the fact remained that I was hors-de-com-
bat, and Miss Sylvester herself was at
the mercy of the two ruffians who had
captured her. As for her father, I had
no thought for him at the time. Ob-
viously he had becn overpowered before
the girl arrived. And now she was in

tween his teeth, and he was smoking in

[that fashion which he usually adopted

when he was thinking deeply and with
extreme conceniration. He smoked
automatically, and already half a pouch-
ful of tobacco had heen consumed.

At lengih Sexton Blake rose to his
feet, ithrew his pipe on the 'mantelpiece,
_and he switched on the electric hights.
One glance at the clock told hin that
he had no time to lose. He compared
his watch 1o the clack, and nodded.

“I must be off !’ he mutiered hriefly.

It did not take him more than thirty
seconds to get into a light overcoat and
a comforiable cap. hen he left the
house, and set off briskly dewn Baker
Street. Before he had reached the end
of the thoroughfare he obtained a taxi,
and gave the driver instructions to drop
him on the other side of London Bridge.

Sexton Blake amrived at his destina-
tion quickly, and then set off an foot to
locate the abandoned premises of Messrs.
Sylvester, Grant & Co., Ltd. The detec-

tive had no difficulty whatever in finding
his way, and ten minutes after leaving

he had glearly reached the top he was
aware ot light footsteps, and he paused.
But the next moment a girlish figure
appeared in the doorway at the top of
the landing, and she leancd over. the
banisters and looked down.

*““Ol, it is you, Mr. Blake!” she ex-
claimed gladly,

*“Yes, Miss Sylvester,’”’ said Sexton

Blake. “I have kept miy promise, you
see.”’ - .
‘It is splendid of you, Mr. Blake!”
exclaimed the girl. *““ Please come up:
My father is here, and he is waiting to
sea you.”

Sexton Blake joined Miss Sylvesier on
the landing. 'The girl had now discarded
her macintosh, and she was looking .
flushed and excited, and somewhat dis-
hevelled. At the same time the charm
of her personality was very apparent.
She looked up mmto Sexton Blake’s faca
with eyes that were full of anxiely and
concern. .

“I1 am thankful you have come, Mr.
Blake !’ she exclaimed; touching his
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‘arm.  ‘‘Oh, I have had such an adven-
ture! When I arrived here I was at-
tacked by two men’ and I was in a state
of awful terror.” )

“Dear me!” said Sexton Blake. “1
am very sorry to- hear that, my dear
young lady.”

“'Tie men were brutal, Mr. Blake, and
X think I fainted,” said the girl. “I
have a dim recollection of a stranger
coming to my rescue, but I do not re-
member what it was, or who the man
- could be. When I came to myself I was
lying on the floor, and my father was
bending over me.”’

““I am pleased to hear that you came
to no harm,” said Sexton Blake gravely.
"¥“You sce, the two men had attacked
father first,” explained Miss Sylvester.
*“They bound him up and left him in his
office.  But father iz very active, in
spite of his age, and he got free. And
when he appeared with a revolver both
the men fled. Otherwise I don’t know
what would baye happened to me.”

Sexton Blake nodded slowly.

 ““And do you: know who these men
are?” he asked. o

**No, Mr. Blake; neither father nor
I have the faintest idea,” said the girl.
‘“‘But that is wrong, perhaps. Father
suspects that they were set upon us by
the scoundrel I {mve already told you
about. But pleast come into the office
at once, and I will introduce you to my
father. He is waiting to sce you, and
he is very anxious.”

Sexton Blake inclined his head, and
followed the girl across the big store-
room towards a glass-topped door in one
of the walls. A light was burning with-
in, and Miss Sylvester opened the door
and stood aside.

Sexton Blake found himself in a very
comfortable apartment—at least, itavould
have been comfortable imder ordinary:
conditions. At present it was prac-
tically devoid of furniture. Only a bare
deal table.and one chair were there, and
the sole illumination .was a small electric
pocket-lamp which stood in the middle
of the table. In the chair sat an elderly
man, and he rose to his feet as Sexton
Blake appeared. .

“1 am very pleased te make your ac
quaintance, Mr. Blake,” he said in re-
fined tones. ‘I am sorry that I have

to meet you in such peculiar surround-."ﬂ
1

ings, but it is unavoidable. You wil
undersiand this after I have« fully ex-
plained. It is very good of you to come
1n response to my daughter’s appeal.”

¢“QOh, father, I knew that Mr. Blake
would come!” said the girl brightly.
““Aund I am so pleased! He will now, be
‘able to understand everything, for you
can cxplain fully.” . g
. ““Yes, my - darling, you are quite
right,” said Mr. Sylvester. ‘' Mr. Blake,
I sltmll l')’e honoured if you will take this
seat—— .

““Oh, no!” interrupted the detective.
“You be seated, Mr. Sylvester, and 1
will stand, I should like you to realise
that I am under no misapprehension con-
cerning this little drama.”

“J—I don’t understand, Mr. Blake,”
put in the girl wonderingly, '

““No?” said Sexton Blake coolly. 1
think you do, my dear young lady!”

The famous delective withdrew his
hand from his pocket, and in his fist
was held a very serviceable-looking re- 4
volver. Both Miss Sylvester and her
father stared at Sexton Blake in positive
wonder, and the girl took a step back-
ward, The ncxt second Sexton Blake
acted.

His right fist shot out, and he made a
quéck_ ﬁrlab at Miss Sylvester’'s toque.

wis

with it came every portion of the girl's
superb golden hair!

“Now, Mr. ¢ Sissy’ Hudson, I think
you will be more comfortable in these!”
‘said Sexton Blake grimly.

Snap, snap!

Before a second had elapsed a pair of
handcuffs were locked in position, over
the girl’s wrists. She staggered back
with gn unladylike curse. - .

‘“ Well, upon my soul I’ exclaimed Mr.
Sylvester- calmly. *“That was smart
work, Mr. Blake !”

Sexton Blake was standing so that
he had both his companions within
sight. He did not allow either of them
to get behind him. The girl was stand.
ing with her back to the wall, looking
dazed and bewildered, and her face was
disigured with rage.

And it was quite obvious that ‘she
was & man.

The wig being removed, a close-cropped
head was revealed, and although the
pretty features of the face were there
they no longer looked the same. With-
out that wig and the ravishing curls tha
face could be seen at its true worth.

““You—you infernal dog!” snarled the
‘“ gentle maiden.”

exton Blake smiled. _ .

“You were cvidently under the im-
pression, Mr, Hudson, that I was de-
ceived,” he observed. * Nothing of the
kind! The very instant I set eyes upon
you in my consulting-room I knew yout
identity. I knew that you were Mr.
Frank Hudson, familiarly known among
your own friends as "‘Sissy.” You
female impersonations are certainly won-
derful, and I compliment you upon your
performance upon -this occasion.
fancy it has deluded Tinker right along
the line. But Tinker has had no experi-
ence of you, as I have. You are ex
ceedingly clever——"’ _

“But not clever enough for you, Mr.
Blake,” interrupted Xr. Sylvester.

b2 J

way,” said the detective, nodding. Il
F knew, of course, that this little trap was
laid especially for my beqeﬁ@, and I have
apparently walked into il like any sim-
pleton. But you will find that I am not
quite so foolish, Mr. Rupert Waldo!

The elderly man slapped his thigh. .

“QGood!” he exclaimed with delight.
“TUpon my soul, Blako, you beat me at
overy turn! Splendid! Not only have
}'yo‘u unmasked my younifnend, but you
are not even deceived by my own dis-
guise—which I prided m(fself was quite
bevond detection. Good luck to you,
Blake—you deserve to win!”

As he spoke, ‘“ Mr. Silvester *’ removed
his grey wig. He was then revealed as
a man of about forty.- He was not parti-
cularly big, and he did not look particu-
larly strong, but he was ngne other than
Rupert Waldo, ‘the astute criminal who
had become knowit throughout the
civilised world as ¢ Waldo, the Wonder
Man.” .

Sexton Blake had sprung a surprise—
and he had proved conclusively that he
wa§ much smarter than his would-be
captors. They had set a trap for the
great detective, and ho had walked into
t

1t.
But Blake had not walked into that
trap blindfold. He knew exactly what
he was doing, and that made all the
difference. And it was fully in keeping
with Waldo’s character to take the whole
thing calmly—and to compliment Sexton
Blake upon his astuteness. \Waldo was
a criminal, but he was & sportsman.
“Now, Waldo, I want you to fully

Sexton Blake. “T have this revolver in
my hand, and I shall not hesitate to use

The toque came away in his hand, and
Ua Jc'—N0| BBB- »

it if you give me cause to do so. I know
well enough that you are impervious to

“7T think it i1s correct to put it that

understand that T am in earnest,’” said

any _simple wound—ta rovolver-shot
through your arm would not inconveni-
ence you in the slightest degree.”
“Exactly I” said Waldo calmly. <1
am happily the possessor of flesh which is.
quite incapable of feeling pain. I can
bburn myself in the most severe manner
without knowing it—I can.cut a gash in
my flesh without being aware of the fact.
I do not know what pain means—and i%
is almost impossible-to stun me. I can’t
explain why I am so peculiarly consti-
tuted, but it iy just a natural pheno-
menon.”’ = ¥

“Quite 80!” agreed Sexton Blake.
“Your characteristics “are well-known,
Waldo. You are known as the Wonder
Man because of your singular peculiani-
ties. But, although your flesh can feel
10 pain, your bones, I take it, are quite
normal. And if I have cause to fire this
revolver, I shall fire with the intention
of breaking your right leg. My aim is
good, and I shall not fail. Therefore, I
wish you to understand that it will be
quite futile for you to make any attack
upon me, or for you to attempt to
escape.” ' ' :

Waldo bowed.

LIt is just as well that wo should
understand one another,” my dear
Blake,” he said. ‘ You have touched
me on a raw spot. My bones, as you
say, are normal. If one happens to get -
broken I feel no pain—but I am quite
incapacitated. I shall heed your warn-
ing. and I shall take good care that 1
leave this room with two whole legs.
Well, how did you get on the track? 1
shall be enormously interested to know
how you saw through my little game.”

“The man must be inhuman—super-
human {” snapped out Mr. “Sissy "
Hudson from the wall. “I've deceived
thousands of men before now; and he i3
the first one who hasn’t been hood

winked !”’
Sexton Blake nodded.
“You see, Mr. Hudson, you have

brought your own peculiar calling to a
fine art,” he said. *You have been suc-
cessful so long that you did not think it
possible for any human being to be aware
of your real identity.” .

Hudson looked savage, but said
nothing. He was a man of very slight
build, and he had takem advantage of
this fact to adopt a new line of criminal
procedure. His hands and feet were tiny
—just like a girl’s—and his features were
even and well-formed. Ile possessed a
pair of deep bluc eyes, which were equal
to those of any girl. M#¢. Hudson, in
fact, was effeminate in overy way except -
his nature. He was a keen, cunning
criminal—and he <tvas as masculine as
auy crook in London. It was only in his
face and figure that he differed.

It was Mr. Hudson's own particular
line to venture out attired as a very
attractive girl, and to lure unsuspicious
men of wealth into the hands of a gang
of confederates—who rapidly fleeced the
wealthy gentlemen of all they possessed.

Rupert Waldo was a different typoe of
individual. He was a criminal in a
thousand. Udtil now, Sexton Blake had
never known . Waldo to work with a
companion. It had been the Wonder
Man’s boast that he had always con- .
ducted his affairs single-handed—he
would never allow himself to be mixed
up with a confederate. Appdrentiy he
had broken his rule on this occasion.

“1 do not see any reason why I should
explain matters to you, Waldod’ sadid
Sexton Blake. *“ At the same time, 1
think I will satisfy your curiosity. There
is very little to tell, in any case. ‘d pre-
sume you are aware of the fact that I

have tnvestigated the disappoarance of
Mr. Fortesoue Thurston's safe ?*
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Waldo riodded and smiled.

“Yes, I ain aware of that,” he said.
“I figured that gou would be called upon
to investigate, Blake—in fact, I planned
my whole scheme upon that assump-
tion.”

“So I imagined,” said Sexton Blake.
“Well, Waldo, I admit I was puzzled
with rgfard to the safe’s disa;:ﬁea-rance.
I was also puzzled concerning the young
lady who had been present outside in the

atden. I discagered one or two golden

aire, and the revolver which the sup-
posed young lady had held. By
means «of that revolver, Pedro tracked
our friend Hudson to my own rooms.”

*‘ Then—then you knew all about me ?*’
acked Hudson, aghast. .

“Precisely 1” said Blake. “But I did
not know at that time who you actually
were. When you spun me your pretty:
little story 1 knew it was a fake. I knew
that it was a Jure in order to get me into
this trap,  But I comphed with your
request, and I appeared to fall into the
scheme with my eyes completely closed.
I might also mention that a very close
exammation of the golden hair assured
me that it was from a wig, and not from
a human head. That set my suspicions
going in the first place.”

“By thunder! You're a cute bird !’
snapped Hudson savagely,

** When I saw you, Mr. Hudson, I knew
the tifith within a few minutes,” pro-
ceeded Blake. ‘‘During the first few
momente of our conversation I was some-
what . puzzled. I knew well enough that
'ou were not what you seemed to be—

ut I could not place you. Howerer,

after a vory brief period, 1 knew you to
be that very old friend of Scotland Yard
+* Sigsy.” I allowed you to go, and 1
set Tinker on your trail. And now I
have arrived, as I promised. But the
circumstances are net precisely as you
would have chosen them.”

“Well, &1 ur young brat of a Tinker is
settled with, anyhow !” snapped Hudeon.
“Wo dealt with him all right |”

Sexton Blake’s eyes gleamed.

“IHave you harmed the lad?”
demanded, 1n a low, grim voice.

“Pm afraid Sissy would have been
somcwhat drastic,” put in Waldo. *But
you must remember, Blake, that I am
m-charge of this affair; and I think you
know me well enough to be quite certain
that I shduld not cause Tinker to come
to any harm. As you probably know, I
‘have a great and wonderful respect for
Tinker and yourself; and I shall never
allow cither of you to come to any harm.
Tinker is quite safe, I can assure you—
although he is helpless.”

“ He thought he was on my track, and
I didn’t know it I’ put in Hudson sneer-
in%ly “But I got on to the young
fellow's game as soon as he entered thie
warehouse. So we played a little drama
up the top here. I was attacked by the
two ruffians, and 1 knew well enough
that Master Tinker would fall into the
pit. He came rushing up, sailed in, and
within three minutes he was bowled out.”

“Y do not blame Tinker in the
slightest degree,” said Sexton Blake.
“He acted as I should havo liked him
to act. He thought that you were a
young lady in distress, -Hudson, and he
went to your rescue. He faced over-
powering odds in order to save you from
the hands of the two ruffians, and his
pffortes were very praiseworthy ”

“That’s exactly how I_looked at it,
Blake,” put in Waldo. ™ Tinker aoted
like a good 'un, and I respect him highly.
In fact, I didn’t like treating the young
beggar roughly. It went against the
grain. Well, you have explained about
Hudson—but how in the world did you-
know who I was? I thought this dis-
guise was good |” ] _

“The disguise is quite excellent,” said

he

Sexton Blake. . “Had I not had any
suspiciona, I m%%ht have been deceived.
But, my dear Waldo, T had a suspicion
at the very first that this safe-robbery
was one of your own particular cases.
There wero several facts concerning the
affair which, to mi mind, pointed to you
as tho culprit. What I could not under-
stand was the presence of the young lady
outgide.”’

“Oh, I'll soon put you into possession
of the facts,” said Waldo smoothly.
“When you’ve had your eay, Blake, 1
will do a bit of talking.”

“That is very good of you, Waldo,”
said Sexton Blake. ‘It is almost time
for you to commence now, in fact, 1
have very little nmore to say. After Mr.
Hudson had departed, with Tinker on his
track, I received a telephone-call from
Inspector Markham, who has the case in

me that a eafe had been found on a pjece
of waste land, two or three hundred yards
away from the house. And there were
only” the footprints of one man. Mark-
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ham was positively staggered, and he
could not account for the tracks. DBut
it came as no surpriee to me—in fact, it
conclusively supported the theory I had
alread formedp—that you were the
culprit.”

“Tt's a confounded shame!” declared
Waldo regretfully. *‘I did my best to
carry that safe to a place where no foot-
prints would be secn. But thad storm
ruined everything. It made the ground
soft, and I couldn’t carry out my original
scheme at all. However, I'm not
grumbling.” _

“7 take it that you were in Mr. Thurs-
ton's study while the thunderstorm was at
its height,”” said Sexton Blake. ‘‘You
were concealed behind a sereen, and your
intention, rio doubt, was to spring out and
attack Thurston at the opportune
moment. However, the storm came, and
with it the lightning. Your own plan
was therefore knocked on the head.”

“Exactly!” said Waldo grimly., “I
was knocked on the head, too. A piece
of brick came flying across the room, and
it caught me a tentfic whack over the
left ear. Well, since you are here, Blake,
I might as well explain. I know you'll
be interested. And there’s no reason why
1 should hide anything from you. I ex-
pect you know most of it already, in any
case.

“It is your own choice,” said Sexton

Bluke. * There is no necessity for you

hand at St. John’s Wood. He informed |
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to speak unless you wish to, Waldo.* I
will give you ten minutes if you want it,
and then 1 must request you to accom-
pany me as quietly as you can—"

“Yes, we know all abgut that,’” said
Waldo calmly. “You want to take me
to the police-station? Exactly! A very
pleasant prospect, but one which I do
not think will be fulfilled. However, to
tell you the yam. 1 won't make it a
long one, but will just give you the out-
line.”

“That is all that is necessary,” said
Blake,

““For some time past I have heen lying .
low,” said Waldo. “I have been in
London all the time, mind you, because
I don’t believe in running away from
danger. I've taken a certain pﬂaasure.
in fact, in running the gauntlet. Well, 1

ot to know that Mr, Fortescue Thurston

ad mn his safe a number of diamonds
and other precious stones worth some-
thing in the nature of a cool eighty
thousand. I didn't seeé any reason why
I should not lift thos# stones, because I
am rather hard up at the moment, I
also had a way of .getting rid of the
goods at a fair price.”’

“I presume you learmed of this

friend, M.
Hudson #” :

“Exactly !’ said Waldo.

“You’d better not say anything aboub
me!” snepped Hudson curtly. “I shall
get a long stretch as it is, without you
making things worse,”

“My dear man, you needn’t be
afraid,”” said Waldo smoothly. - *“ What
I say- will not harm you in thie slightest
degree. Yes, Blake, I was put on _to the
coup by Mr. Hudson here, It seems
that he had instructions from a higher
power, which I do not think it necessary
to mention, to obtain a certain valuable
document from Mr. Thurston’s safe.
He didn’t feel quite up to the task of
doing the job alone, and he requested mo
to give him a hand. At that time he
had no real idea of my identity., He was
under the impression that I wa4 merely
an ordinary crook. Well, I consented,
and we went into details,

“The plan was this. Hudson was to
tap on the window, and get Mr.
Thurston to admit the young lady ip
distress. As soon as she was within the
library Hudson intended holding up the
unfortunate My, Thurston at the point of
his revolver. And while he was doing
that I was to emerge from behind the
soreen, and between us we would over-
power our friend. It would then be a
simple matter to rifle the safe, and ta
completely disappear without leaving a
trace.” . . _

“But why did you not do the job
alone?” asked Blake, )

“Because I didn’t want the police ta’
have a clue,” said Waldo. * The police
know that I have always worked alone—
that I have made an invariable rule of it.
Therefore, this time I decided to hreak
my rule. I intended to leave many in-
dications that the work had been com-
pleted by two men, and I was practically
certain of being able to throw the police
completely of my own scent. But that
thunderstorm absolutely upset the whole
plan, and ruined everything.”

“So I imagined,’” said Sexton Blake.

“You see, the lightning struck Mr.
Thurston’s fibrary, wrecked the whole
room, and Sissy fled—partly in terror,
and partly because he thought I was
buried in the debris, and that the whole

game was no good. However, he
carried out the other part of our little
programme, hoping that everything

would be all right in the long run,

Meanwhile, I extricated myseld from the

library, and found Mr. Thurston had
' U. J.—No. 888.
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gone. I wanted those diamonds, and 1
didn't see any reason why I should wali
off without them. So 1 picked up the

-safe, and carried it down the garden

path, round to the side. and over a wall
on 1o a piece of waste ground. It only
took me ten minutes to open it, and I
succeeded in getting the diamonds, and
Mr. Hudson’s documeuts into the bar-
gain.” ,

“I don't believe it!"” growled Hudson.
“You couldn't have lifted that eafe
alone!”

“I.will overlook these insults,” said
Whaldo calmly. “It only shows, my
dear Hudson, that you don’t know me.
I will admit that the safe taxed my
eneigy to the utmost. I am strong, but
that safe was heavy, and I only just
managed {o lift it on to my shoulders.
‘Once there, however, the rest was fairly
simple. So you see, DBlake, how the
thing was done.”

“Yes, I sce that.” said Sexton Blake.
“But what made Hudson come to mjy
_pluce in Baker Street?”

“Oh, yes; I haven't told you about
that yet,” said Waldo. “I wanted to
"be on the safe side. I wanted to be
absolutely certain of this coup being
brought off successfully. And somshow,
-whenever I manage to do anything big,
Blake, I find you at my heels, and I re-

spect you <o highly that I was practically

cerlain that you would get the better of
me unless I made full preparations in
advance.” '

“You are
smiled Blake.
~ “Not .at all.” went on the Wonder
‘Man. “My little scheme was this. 1
thought it would be possible to lure
~you, by means of Hudson’s charms, to
this warchouse. I assumed that Tinker
would come with you. Then, ihe idea
was to place vou in a very comfortable
barge, which is waiting below at this
present moment, and to take yvou right
down the river into a littla backwater.
You and Tinker were to be kep: there
for at loast three iveeks.”

‘A very nico little programme,’
mented DBlake.
¢ Exactly !
Thurston would appeal to you for
assistance after the police had failed,”
went on Waldo. ‘“And you are such a
keen heggar, Blake, that I was almost
sure that vou would get on the right
-track. You can see that my fears were
“all justified. - But I certainly did not sus-
pect that you would see daylight quite sc
soon. I have not told you my full plan
et, and I have no intention of doing so.

aring this next three weeks, by the aid
of the money I shall obtain from the
~diamonds, I mean to bring off a coup
which will startle the whole of England.
And I shall be content in the knowledgs
that you arc out of harm’s way, and that
vou will be unable to hinder my pio-
‘gress,”’

“You are assuming, 1 see, that yom
plan will be successful,” smiled Blake.
* Please undeceive yourself, Waldo. You
need not think that you will take me
prisoner, as you suggest. and that you
will be allowed to escape.”

“My dear Blake, I respect you, as 1
have already said; but I must contradict
you in this wstanc "7 said Waldo calmly,
* I shall escape, and I am afraid that you
are dooined to three weeks' rest cuve,
with Tinker as your sole companiou.
With regavd to Hudson's visit, I knew
that the best way to lure you here was to
nppeal to your sympathies. I judged
that a youug lady would be able to get
round you, and I used the name of
Sylvester because it is the name of the
.chief partner of -the firm which has
veceutly vacated these premises.” '
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quite complimentary!”

’

com-

i
v

‘making a move.
-your legs.

-tions to the latter.,
‘treachery I shall fire, and I tell you can-

You see, I figured out that |-

“Yes, T guessed that,” said Sexton
Blake. *“Aud now I thimk we will be
Waldo, ‘I want you to
act sensibly, It will give me great con-
cern if I am compelled to break one of
I don’t want to do it, and
yvour only chauce is {0 obey my instruc-
At the first sign of

didly that
a carrot!”

Waldo smiled.

“I am.not at all impresced,” he said
smoothly.

Crack! ) .

- There was a muffled report, and the
next mstant Sexton Blake's revolver was
torn from 1its grip, and it fell to the floor
with a clatter. The famous detective,
alert as he was, had not been prepared
for that move on Waldo'’s part. Waldo
had had his fingers on the trigger of a
revolver iu his own pocket, and at the
precise moment he had fired. not to cause
injury, but to disarm Sexton Blake.

The detective made a grab for his
weapon, but Waldo acied quickly. He
grasped Blake by oue arm, swung him
round, and held him tightly.

*“No, Blake, I don’t think s0!” he said
grimly. “I am very sorry to—""

Sexton Blake struggled furiously. He
was angry with himself for having been
disarmed with such supreme ease. But
Blake was really -struggling now for a
reason, because he had not been foolish
enough to come to this warehouse with-
out having made full preparations hefore-
hand. However, the position looked
serious enough, and Waldo certaiuly had
the upper hand. '

The Wonder Man's streingth was posi-
tively amazing. It was something which
no normal human being could fully
understand. Waldo was capable of deal-
ing with six men single-handed, and they
would have no chance whatever of over-
powering him.

Therefore. Sexton Blake. in spite of his
skill and agility, was like a babe in the
Worider Man's grasp. Seaton Blake was
‘certain that I was helples~. a)d he could
not expect any aid from me. The
position was tense aud dramatic.

But the guv’nor was wrong. I was not
quite so helpless as Rupert Waldo be-
lieved !

your leg will be snapped like

~ THE SIXTH CHAPTER. -

‘The Escape from the Barge. .

HE atposphere wa: quite ghastly.

Mixed with the smoke of foul

shag tobacco was an overpower-

ing odour of villainous rum, to

say nothing of tar, stale kippers, onions,

and various other choice things of a
similar description,

I was feeling quite queer in the region
of the belt, mainly owing to the effect of
the atmosphera. The light in the place
was supplied by a smelly oil lamp which
swung from a hook in the ceiling, low
over the small table in tho centre.

You will easily have gucssed by this
titne that T amn referring to the little
stufly cabin in the barge—the vessel
which was lyving in the river. just be-
neath the old deserted warehouse.

I“was lvinge in a bunk—at least, I was
not bounid and gagged. as might have
been expectod. The blankets in  the

bunk were far from clean, and the smoll

was far from pteasant. However. I was
ouly too pleazed to find that my limbs
were free, and that T was capable of
moving it I got the chance.

I had come to my wits about twenlv
mzinutes earlier, and had been for some
time in a dreamny condition, where 1
didn’t care what had happelet or where
[ was.

But now I was fully alert.

' My head was very sors, and it

-card. doun't you

tnakes it twenty-three.

throbbed painfully; but thi» was ouly a
minor conisideration. I had come to no
real harm, and I was now on the look-
out for a chance to make my escape.

There did not reem to he much chance
at the moment, I must admit.

Seated at the. table, which was practi-
cally within arm’s reach of me, were two
men—the two ruffians who had bowled
me over so successfully in the upper
store-room of the warehouse. They were
engaged in a game of cards, and ap-
peared to be enjoying it '

They were playing that highle
Ee‘]evatmg and ‘cultivated game kpown as
_pouitoon,” and they scemed to be get-
ting quite a measure of gnjoyment out of
it  And one of the men—the fellow who
held the pack—was raking in his com-
panion’s morey at quite a remarkable
speed. -

_Therefore, the winner was intent upon

his winnings, and the loser was intent
upon getting his money back., The two
men did not have much time to glance
in my direction.
“ Not that they had had aunv cause to
look at me. Upon coming to my wits
I had lain quite still, and had not moved
an inch. And now that I knew exactly
where I was. I took great care o remain
perfeotly still, in order to let the ruffians
know nothing of my condition.

Apparently they thought that I was
senseless, and that I should remaih sense-
less for some time. Otherwise I should
have been bound and rendered quite in-
capable of action. I was extremely glad
that this was not the case, for I had no
intention  whatever of remaining a
prisoner if I saw the slighiesi loophole
of escape,

My first thoughts avere for Miss Irena
Sylvester. It was a relief to me to find
the two men here, and it was a source of
alarm at the same time. What had they
done to the girl? Whal had becoine of
her? 'W&S'Bge a prisoner on the barge,
too—in some other dark and smelly hold ?

At that time, of course, I did not know
of the trick which had been played upon
us. I did not know that Miss Irene
Sylvester was u fake, and that she was
actually a clever éeriminal of the male
species,

“Durned - if you don’t ’ave all the
bloomin’ luck, Jim!" said one of tha two
men, adding a few curses by way of
ornamentation. “I reckon it’s about
time I got that pontoon.”

“YI shall lose it in a minute. mate—
don’t you worry !" said Jim, wth a grin.
“Then you'll ’ave a chance of getting
vour monay back. Shove over thai
bottle, there’s a pal!” {

‘The other mian tipped some of the con-
tenis of the bottle intd his own glass
before passing it. The two men. were
roing to have a drink—a drink which I
had no difliculty in recognisiug as rum.
But they took a considerable amount of
water with it, and the fumes which arose
to my nostrils were not at all pleasant.

‘ Best not take too much of that stuff,
Jim,” said one of the men. “We've
got some work lo do yet, an’ tho boss
won't like it if we get too much down

- P .
_us.,

“I can stand a lot vet, Dill,” said
Jim. ¢ Lemme see, youiu want another

on

mate,” said the ‘-other.
You give me a ueen—that
Busted again!”

“Rough lutk, old man!” grinned his
companion. .

The game proceeded, and I could see
that one of the men—Bill—was not
exactly sober, even now. He had been
partaking of the rum fairly liberally, I
took it and the effect was showing itself.

I wondered who the boss could be, and
why these men were wailing. They

“Yus,
“Durned!



didn’t give me any attention at all, and
~so I felt quite safe for the moment.
But ittwas out of the question for me to
make any move until the men shifted
their position. I could scarcely lift a
finger without it being observed. - |
1 thought of all soris of schemes where-
by I could get the better of these two
men. I thought it just possible that if
T suddenly sprang out, jumped across the
table. and made for the uny stairway, I
shosdd succeed in gouling away.
Buu that would not suit me at all.
I'or one thing, there was a-big risk
about it; it was more than possible that
T should fail, although there was a sport-
‘ing chance that I should succeed.
l{owever, ithere were other considera-
tions.
wiy, both the men would know of it, and

For example, if I escaped in that |
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“The kid don’t want no lookin’
arter!” said . Bill contemptuously.
“He’s dead off; that punch I give him
fair knocked his wits away.”

“Well, you can’t be too sure,”
Jim, lighting his pipe.

He left the table, and mounted the
little companion-way io the deck. Bill
took anotﬁer swig of rum, and lay for-
ward in his chair.

He had had rather too much alreadv.
and tho heated, stuffy atmosphere of the
cabin probably made him feel sleepy. At
all events, he placed his head on one arm,
and lay quite stil. Rather to my- sur-
prise, he uttered severalvigorous snores
a2 moment or two later. It had not taken
him long to doze off.

For a brief moment I thought of shin-

said

ing out of my bunk and climbing the

] ||
.|l||!'l|i|n:m
1

hm

In any case it was the best thing I
could do. For I had hardly finished the
operation when I heard Jim’s footsteps
on the stairs. There would have been
no time for me to have carried out my
first plan. 1 should have been caught
red-handed, and would have been bound
hand and foot, in all probahility.

So I lay back in my bunk, and
assumed my original position. Bill had’
no idea that lpi‘:a.d en active, and
when Jim came down _he uttered a
grunt, '

“Look lively, matel” he said. “It
won’t do to go to sleep, you khow.
There’s a lot of work to be done to-
night 1” .

“?Sall right!” mumbled Bill, raising
his head. “1 ain’t goin’ to sleep, old
matey. Yus, I’ve got the pontoon, aiin’t

"GREAT FOOTBALL COMPETITION.
£1,000 MUST BE WON.

- ONLY

TWELVE MATCHES.

SCOTTISH AND IRISH READERS MAY ENTER. = NO GOALS REQUIRED. NO ENTRANCE FEE.

Herowith you will find a coupon giving twelve meatches to be played on
We offcr the sum of £1,000 for a correct or nearest

. SATURDAY, OCTOBER 30th.
forecast oi the results of all these matches.

All that cempetitors have to do is to strike out, in ink, the namds of the teams .
1f, in the opinion of the competitor, any match, or matches,
wiil be drawn, the names of both teams should be left untouched.

Coupons, which must. not be enclosed in envelopes containing cfforts in other

they think will lose.

competitions, must be addressed to :—

FOOTBALL COMPETITION No. 5, . .
Gough House, Gough Square, BC, 4,
and must reach that address not later than THURSDAY, QCTOBER 28(L.

- This competition will be run in conjunction with ** Answers,” “ Answers’
Library,” ** Family Journa),” ** Home Ccmpanion,” ** Weman's World,” ** Boys’
Realn,” ““ Marvel,’” ** All Sports,” ** Kinema Comie,” ** Football Favourite,” and

** Film Fun,”

RULES WHICH MUST BE STRICTLY ADHERED TO,

1. All forecasts must be made on coupons taken frcm this jourmal, or from
any of the issues of tHe above journals which ccntain the anpnouncement of the -

cempetition.

2. Any alteration or mutilation of the coupon will disqualify the effort.
3. 1f any match or nfatches on the coupcn should be abamlcned, or full time
is not played for anyv reason, such match or matches will not e takcn into con-

sicteration in thie adjudicaticn.

4. In the event of ties, the prize will be divided.

5. No correspondence may be enclesed with the courons, and ncne will be
Ncither will interviews be granted. . oL
6. When more than one effort is submitted, coupons must not be p.nned or in

cntered into.

any way fastened together,

7. The Editor reserves the right to disgualify any coupen for what, in his -
npinion, is good and sufficient reason, and it is a distinet condition of entry that
the Editor’s decision shall be accepted as final and legally binding in all matters

concerning the competition.

8. All entries reteived aiter THURSDAY, OCTOBER 28th, will be disqualified.
No responsibility can be underfaken for any effort, or cfforts, lost, mislaid, or
Proof of posting will not-be accepted as proof of delivery.
“or insufficiently stampcd efforts will be refused. Employees of the propriefors

i

delaved.

of this jour_nal are not eligible to compete.

4

1 0.7

Address

o

Unstemped

sigﬁd ..l';...l."...ll.'"...........'.....l-..':I

Football Competition No. 3.

Date of Maiches, SATURDAY, OCTOBER 30th,
Closing Date, THURSDAY; OCTOBER 28th.
BURNLEY
EVERTON
SHEFFIELD UNITED
W. BROMWICH ALBION
BRISTOL CITY
NOTTS FORESY ~
ROTHERHAM COUNTY
WEST HAM UNITED
‘I BRENTFORD
BRIGHTON
NORWICH CITY .
SWINDON TOWN
1 enter Football Competition No. 5 in acoordance
with the Rules and Conditions announced above, and

agree to acoept the published decision as final and
legally binding.

v. TOTTENHAM HOTSPUR
v. LIVERPOOL

v. ASTON VILLA

v. HUDDERSFIELD TOWN
v. CLAPTON ORIENT

v. BURY

v. WOLVEREAMPTOR W.
v. BLACKPOOL

v. SOUTHAMPTON

-v, LUTON TOWN .

v. BRISTOL ROVERS

.v. EXETER CITY

[ I SERL RN R U B R BN BN BN NN S A I N RN NI Y I N R RN R )

Fe s 00O 8B 0PI CessPD I PTLOOEOLT ORI, [ SR o o™

they would give chase at once. And, if
tney failed to recapture me, they would
reporl. to the boss—whoever he was—
that I bad got away. And that might
alter the plan altogether. '

It would be far better for me to escapo
fiom the cabin and leave the men 1mn
ignorance of the escape.

As luck would have it, my chance came
mnach sooner than I expected.

Jim. who was winning, lost the pon-
toon at last, and Bill utiered a keen
exclamation of delight,

** Now I shall have a chance of geltin’
that money back of mine!” he declared
"f_‘!'il']ll]):‘., -*“My luck’s been rotten to-

tieht ! - .

“Well, just a mmute, Bill.” said Jim.

“1 think I'd best go on deck for—"a
- minute to see if everything’s all right.
l}’_m}”stop' down ’erc gnd look arter the

ad ! :

~

‘J

‘given it a moment’s careful thought. I

companion to the deck. But this plan
did not commend itself to me after I had

might possibly meet Jim on his way
down, and it was more than possible that
I should awaken Bill as I passed through
the cabin. -

No: I had a much belter scheme.

Within reach of me was the rum-bottle,
and I did not wasto a fraction of a second
in getling busy. T leaned over from my
bunk, seized the bnttle, and poured a
cansiderable quantity of the fiery spirit
into cach glass. In that dim light it
looked very similar to the fairly weak
mixture of rum and water which T had
poured into the water-jug. So, before
half filling those tumblers with rumn, I
had emptied them., The two men,
therefore, would probably swig down

the contents of the glasses without a
thought, and would take the rum neat.

I? Right you are; let’s start, Every-
thin’ all quiet on deck ?”
““Yus, as far as I can see,” replied

Jim. ‘

“Well, ere’s luck !” said Bill. R

He raised his gluss, and drained it.
Jim emptied his at the same mionient,
and I chuckled inwardly. My litile plan
had worked even better than I had sup-
posed. Both of the men had swallowed
the spirits at a gulp, as was their habit.
They had not had time to detect that it
was not a mixture of rum and water. But
thev knew it well enough afterwards.

“Why, you blamed fool!” exclaimed
Jim fAercely. “Wot’s the idea of
pourin’ all that rum in the glasses? I

‘thought it was three-parts water."”

“That’s wot I thought too,” said Bill.

“T never touched the bottle.” o
Jim examined the bottle, and he -
. U. J.—Xo. 888,
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ecxamined the jug, and he looked up
again.

“Didn't do nothin', eh!” he said.
“ Wot's this ’ere in the jug, then? Why,
you blamed idjit, you poured the drinks
out o’ thein glasses, an’ then you filled
em up again with neat rum. A fine
trick that was!”

“I never did nothin’ of the sort!”
growled Bill, “I ain’t quite so drunk
as all that, Jim!”

*Oh,-don’t be a fool !’ said the other
man. “If you didn’t do it, who did?
That kid, I suppose?” he sneered. “The
fact is, you're so blamed drunk already
that you don’t know where you are! An’
that lot you jest took will fairly put the
lid on it!” ' )
\ ¢TI dunno how it happened!” said Bill.

“Well, you won't be no good in ten
minutes’ time!” declared Jim. *I told
you distinctly that we was to have
nothin' but a weak mixture. There's a
Iot o' Wwork to be done, an’ we've both
been drinkin’ heavy this evenin’. We've
both had enough, as a matter of fact.
This big dose now will just about bowl
you over!” . -

Jim was undoubtedly.right. Within a
very few minutes Bill had laid his arm on
the table, and he was .snoring with
exireme vigour. Jim shook him "again
and again, but it made no difference.
The man was drunk, and he could not be
aroused.

Jim sat down, slowly filled his pipe,
and glared round. He looked up at me
once or twice, but I took care that he did
not see anything suspicious, And then,
to my great joy, I found that my plan
Wwas working successfully. I had begun
to fear that Jim would not go off, but
my hopes were soon realised.

Jimn evidently intended to keep awake.

He lit his pipe, he moved up and dowrr
the cabin once or twice. But he was un-
steady. and finally he sat down, took a
swig of water, and closed his eyes. That
was fatal. Almost immegiately afler-
wards the pipe fell from lretween his lips,
and he sank down in his chair, with his
chin on his chest. .

Within threo minutes he was sleeping,
not so soundly as Bill, but he was -

“ doubtedly asleep. Only a good shake
would awaken him.

I lost no time. ‘
_Shipping out of the bunk, T slipped
lightly to the floor, and then risked cap-
ture for the sake of a little piece of
camouflage. It would be wiser, of
course, to clear out of that cabin as soon
as I possibly could.

But I spent two or three minutes in
faking up a figure in the bunk. This
was fairly easy, for I borrowed one or

two . cushions . from another bunk,
placed a blanket over them, and
pulled the rough curtain  half-
ncross, exactly as 11 had been while

I was there. Fven a searching glance in
that dim hight would not reveal the fact
that I had vanished. Anybody would
have been willing to swear that T siill
lay in the bunk, motionless and uncon-
scious. Ounly a close examination would
reveal the truth.

As gingerly as a cat walking on hot
bricks I crossed the floor.. and mounted
the companion-stairs. ‘They creaked
abominably, and I suspected every
moment that my flight would be dis-
covered. But luca ¢«s with me, and at
Jast I reached the deck, and I took in
several gulps of pure air with huge relief.

Neither Jim nor Bill had the slightest
idea that I had gone.

I lost no time in getting off the barge.
This was quite a simple matter, for it
‘was right against the wharf, and all I
had to do was to step up and get ashore.
i+ T knew that over half an hour had
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elapsed—in fact, an hour had pussed by
since I had arrived—and therefore
Sexton Blake was probably on the spot.

Where was he? o

I judged that he would be round the
other side—probably at the top of the
building, in the room where I had been
attacked. In any case, it was up t{o me
to make quick investigations. So I made
my way round to the front of the ware-
house, or, to be more exact, to tho
back. And I arrived in the little alley,
and found that 1t was deserted.

The. 'door was still unfastened, and
when I entered I stood listening intently.
The place was very silent down. there,
hut for a moment I faintly heard the

-sounds of voices. They came down to

me in a hushed murmur, and I could not
distinguish whose voices they were, or
what was being said.

But, without losing any time, 1
mounted the stairs, and at length arrived
in the big, deserled store-room.-
then I knew in a moment where the
voices were coming from,

There was a glass-topped door in ono
wall. and there was a .light showing
within.  Also, there were shadows of
human figures on the glass. I crept over
silently. and was greatly relieved when I
heard Sexton Blake's voice.

But I did not do anything rash, I did
not burst into the foom and blurt out my
own adventures, I thought it would be
far wiser to wait, and- to listen a few
nioments before eutering.

I did so.

And five minutes later I was extremely
pleased with myseélf. It was very for-
tunate that I had acted with caution, and
that I had not blundered in. ¥or I now
knew practically every atom of the truth.
Miss Irene Sylvester was none other than
a clever crook, and we had been hood-
winked—at least, I had. I felt furious

about it, -and my one desire at the

moment was to give Mr. “Sissy”’
Hudson a punch on_his extremely well-
formed nose.

Howevey, I repressed this impulse, and
waited. It was a great shock to me to
leqrn that the other man in the room was
no] fless a presou than Rupert Waldo him-
self. ‘

Waldo! _

I' recollected with vividness all the
adventures we had had  with that
astonishing criminal.  Time after time
Sexton Blake had found himself engaged
in a battle of wits with the Wonder Man.
And, although Waldo was a criminal ot
exceptional ability, it pleased me greatly
to realise that Sexton Blake had been his
mmaster right from the very first.

Yet, in spite of the fact that Waldo
was a. rogue. I couldn’t- help having a
sneaking liking for him, somechow, He
was a rogue—a greal one. lle was pre-
pared to go to any length of villainy to
attain his’ ends; but, at the same tume,
he had the instincls of a gentleman
within him, : .

More than once Waldo had proved
himself to be a man
chivalry. More than once he had per-
formed actions which had surprised us.
For cxample, Waldo had had Sexton
Blake in his power on one famous occa-
gion, but Waldo had not{ harmed a hait
of the guv'nor's head., Why? Simply
because the Wonder Man declared that
he possessed a greal respect for Sexton
Blake. ,

He admired the guv'nor greatly, and
that admiration was too vast to allow
Waldo to perform any action which
would bring harm to Blake. Netther,
for that mnatter, would Waldo touch me.
And it was just like him to explain to
Sexton Blake the full details of his pre-
sent scheme. '

It was a great delight {o me to learn

And.

of courage and

that the guv’nor had been astute enough
to se€¢ through the plot from the very
first. Sexton Blake had not been duped
for one moment. He had played his
cards ‘well, and he held the trump the
whole time.

And then came the turning of ths
tables,

T heard the crack of Waldo's revolver,
and almost at once I knew that Sexton
Blake was helpless—that he was at
Waldo's mercy. I was greatly alarmed,
for I realised that the position was serious
now. - .

What could I do alone?

I looked round hastily, hoping to find
some big chunk of wood, or a bar of iron,
with which I could give Waldo a crack
on- the head. I. was about the only
possible method of dealing with him. It
was no use whatever using gentle
methods with the Wonder Man.

But I oould find no piece of wood, and
no piece of iron. All I could see was a
long length of tow rope—fairly thin for

tow rope, but tremendously strong,
nevertheless. It was of about half-inch
diameter and practically new, In des-

peration, 1 grasped this rope, and pre-
pared 1o make a big effort to help the
guv'nor in his moment of extremity.

The glass-topped door was glazed, but
there was one little tiny crack at the
bottom corner. and I had already applied
my eye to this. I knew, for example,
that Hudson was manacled, and that he
was helpless. And now I bent down, and
looked through the hole again. I did
not reriaim there for more {han one
second.

Waldo had his back t{o the door, and
was quite unsuspicious of any danger. If
he moved his position, and faced the
door, my chances of success would not bo
half so great. Yor Waldo would be
awaré that I was on the spot, and he
would deal with me with perfect case.’
Therefore. it behoved me %0 waste no
time.

Crash!® .

I swung open the door with terrific
force, dushed in, and swung the rope
high in the air, Swish! T1 descended
right over Waldo befors he could turn,
I drew the rope tight, binding the
Wonder Mav’s arms to his sides. Heo
struggled with the fury of a tiger,

“Lend a hand, guv'nor!” I gasped
frantically.

But Sexton Blake nceded 1o telling.
He was on Waldo 1n a second. I was on
him, too. And even between the two of
us, with the assistance of the tow rope,
wo had every atom of our work cul out
to hold Waldo down. :

But he suffered frow the great disad
vantage that his arms were secured to his
sides  He went down on his face, I got
on his legs, and Sexton Bluke on his
back. We were tossed here and there,
we were bruised and battered:; but, after
a few minutes of fierce struggling, we
succeeded in bindiug tho rope securely
round Waldo's legs and arms and body.
Strong as he was, there was not much
chance of his breaking those bonds.

Hudson sauk back agamst the wall,
thoroughly scared, He did not even
seem to have the initiative to make a
bid for liberty. He was only a very
small man, slight, and probably very
weak. And this excilemenl was rather
too much for himn. He simply remained
a spectator, which was all the beiter for
us.

“Good boy, Tinker!” panted Sexton
Blake approvingly. “You came in at
the right moment!"”

“That’s what I thought, guv'nor!" I
gasped. ‘“‘Greal Scott! I had an idea
that we should never be able to hold him
down!” '
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Rupert Waldo looked up at ws and
. smiled. '
“Well, you've got me, Blake,” he said
emoothly, and with Mo sign of exertion.
- After-this. I think I shall steer clear of
you altogether. I sha'n’t try any more
of those stunts. Man alive;, you seem to
be born lucky! You've got me, and it’s
no good grumbling. I never wasy a
.grumblery and I iake lifo as it comes.”
“Jt really makes very little difference,
. Waldo,” said Sexton Blake. “ Tinker
has helped me at the moment, but even
if he had not arrived you would not
have escaped.”
~ “Oh!” . said Waldo.
make that out?” -
~ “ Why, you surely do not imagine that
I should venture here alone?’” asked
- Blake. ‘‘You do not think that I should
enter this place without having taken
dueo precautions? It may interest you to
_know that there are at least twenty-four
_ police-officers surrounding this warehouse.
" at the present moment.”
v*“Well, I'm hanged!” exclaimed
. Waldo, “I didv't think you were so
cute, Blake!” .
- *“I had A very shrewd ideca that you
were hete, and I communicated at once
with Scotland Yard,” said Sexton Blake
smoothly. *“They lost no time in send-
"ing a considerable force. But they had
instructions not to move or to show
"signs until I gave the signal.”
Sissy Hudson uttered an oath.
“What's the good of it, Waldo?”’ he
" asked savagely. “ We’re beaten all the
“way along, and it’s Blake who's done it.

“How do you

If 1 hadn’t gone to his rooms we mighty

have been able to get clear away.” :

“ My dear man, don’t delude yourself,’
raild Waldo smoothly, ‘“There was no
chance of us getting away. Blake was
on the track at once; and you can take
it from me that when Blake gets on the
track, and when he’s rcally hot on the
scent, as he was in this instance, there’s
not much chance for people of our sort.
Blake is the higgest enemy I've got. He
ruins every one of my plans; but I
don’t blame him for it. I don’t bear
him any malice.” P ,

“I do!’* snarled Hudson.

“Why?” inquired Waldo. ‘“Why
should you bear him malice? He is only
doing his duty to the community; he 1s
onily assisting the ends of justice. You
and I are ¢riminals; we are human out-
laws. Thercfore it 13 necessary for us
to be better than the hunter. TUufor-
tunately, we are not ecqual to Sexton
Blake, and the result is that we find our-
"selves In a mess at the finish. I have a
‘great admiration for the way in which

on have conducted this affair, Blake. 1
fmve lost everything, and I'm a prisoner.
Bat I wish you luck.!”

Sexton Blake smiled, b

" “You are a most original fellow,
Waldo,” he said. ‘1 think you are sin-
. cere, too. Why, -in Heaven’s name,
" don’t you make up your mind to live a
different kind of hfe? Take your term
-of Imprisonment, aid when you come
out—-" .
. “You may as well save your breath,”
interrupted Waldo, “To gegiﬁ with, I
sha’n't go to prison—I sha’n’t even stand
my trial. The police won't bo able to
hold me {or forty-eight hours, and that’s
not a boast. It’s not a bit of good me
attempting to lead an honest life—it
doesn’t suit me. I shall carry the game
on as I have started it, amd 1t’s more
than possible that vou and I will have
-other tussles in the {future.”

Sexton Blake shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, Tinker,” he said, turning to
me, ‘‘have you anything to report?”
- It did not take me long to tell Sexton
Blake of the two drunken men in the
~hdrge, and-the guv'nor decided to visit
that cabin at once.

“1 am fairly certain, Tinker, that the
| booty which was taken from Mr. Thur-
ston’s safe is in the barge,”” he declared.
“In anycasc I am going to make a search
at once, after I have cleared out the two

you.” :
“ Another brain-wave!?® exclaimed
Waldo calmly. * Blake, I belicve you've
got second sight, or something of that
sort. =~ You are quite right about the
diamonds and the documents; they are
in the cabin of the barge, tucked be-
neath the locker on the left-hand side.”
“You—you fool!” hissed Hudson.
“What did you want to tell him for?”

asked Waldo blandly. *“Blako has won,
and we are helpless. He’ll scarch the
cabin and find the stuff, so why shouldn’t
I give him the straight tip?”

Somehow or other I was quite-certain
that Waldo was speaking the truth—he
had really given away the hiding-place
of the booty. He knew well enough
that it was impgqgsible for him to obtain
it now and for him to get away with it.

should not reveal the truth..

“You will remain up here. Tinker,”
said Sexton DBlake, “And I have an
idea in mind. These two men on the
barge may be recovered by this time,

Therefore I have a mind to travel down
into the barge by means of that bucket.
You can operate the machinery up here.
It is quite simple.” '

“Right you are, guv'nor!” I grinned.
“It’s the quickest way, after all.”

I noticed that Hudson gave Waldo a
quick, almost startled glance, and 1 was
rather. puzzled.

Before leaving -the room Sexton Blake
took the precaution to slip another pair
of manacles over Hudson's feet, and
there was a peculiar grin on the man's
face as he ‘did so. I did not like thaf
grin. It was such a terrible contrast to
the perfectly sweet smile which he could
adopt when he liked, and there was
something sinister about it.-

outer room, and you can keep your eye
on this door at the same time. There
is no chance of the mon cscaping, and 1
will send up half a dozen policemen
within five minutes. @ You remain on
guard until they appear. You have
your revolver ?”

“Yes, guv'nor.”

“Very well. If Waldo gets up to any
tricks, don’t forget that your revolver i
loaded,” said the guv’nor grimly,

Waldo smiled, but made no comment.
He probably knew well enough that I
should not fire the weapon, and he also
knew that Sexton Blake’s threat was not
absolutely genuine. Somehow or other
neither the guv’nor nor I would like to
firc on Waldo. We would only do so, in
fact, in the event of positive emergency.

It was rather a decent wheeze of the
guv'nor’s to go~down to the barge by
means of the bucket. The two men
below were expecting him, and when
they saw the bucket descending they
would have no suspicions. And Blake
would be able to capture tho two men
with the greatest of ease. If they re-
ceived the slightest warning that all was
not right they would probably secize the
stolen goods and would make a bolt for
it, thereby causing a great deal of
trouble. :

been disused. for some time. All the
Lsame, it was strong, and it was not one
of  those massive steel affairs which re-

uire half a dozen men to look after
them. It was quite simple {0 manage,

men who are supposed to be guarding:

. “Why shouldn’t we mako it easy?”.

Therefore he 8aw no reason why he|

and they are expecting the hucket to go.
down with. me on board, Unconscious.y|

“ Now, Tinker,”’ said Sexton Blake,-
“you can operate the machinery in the |

The crane was an old one, and it had

and 1 lost no time in getting to the
mechanisnr.

I swung the arm close in against the
wall, and raised the chain so that the
bucket was exactly flush with the open-
ing. Sexton Blake had no difficulty in
stepping in, and he knew at the same
time that the crane was quite safe, since
I had been lowered in it. In fact, it was
made to carry the weight of half a dozen
men if necessary. .

‘“All ready, guv’nor ?” 1 asked,

“Yes, Tinker. Lower away,” said ihe
guv’nor, , )

I proceeded to carry out the order, and
Sexton Blake was swung out into mid-
air, and the bucket slowly descended.

Meanwhile, Waldo and Hudson were
alone in the inner room. Waldo was
quite impassive. He made no attempt
to escape, since he probably knew that
it was futilee And that same sinister
grin was still upon Hydson’s face.

“Well, he’s done f&r this time !’ he
muttered with savage glee. = -

“Done for 2" repeated Waldo. ““Who's
done for?”

“Blake !” _

““Indeed! How do you make that
out?” asked Waldo.

“Why, when we lowered Tinker into
the barge we discovered that one of the
links, some little distance from the
bucket, was broken through,” replied
Sissy Hudson, with grim pleasure. “The
link was opening even then, and it’s a
wonder Tinker reached the barge in
safety. Blake is much heavier, and that
link will never stand his weight, Aa
soon a8 he gets swung into mid-air the
link will break, and Blake will crash
down to death!” _

“Is—is this right ?”” demanded Waldo,
with a sudden fierce and intense fire in

his eyes, : ;
“Yes, it is right, and 1 qu glad!”
snarled Hudson. ‘““He’s done us, and

now he’ll receive his finish 1"

Waldo knew well enough that Hudson
was telling the truth. One of the links
of that old chain had parted; it had
barely Been enough to carry the bucket
down 6n the former occasion. Now,
with Sexton Blake’s weight in the |
bucket, that link would snap almost at
once, and the great detective would be
dashed to death. '

Waldo performed something which was
almost a miracle.

His face went blood-red, he exerted
every ounce. of his strength, and " his
teeth were set, and his eyes glittered.
His binding-ropes crcaked, they began
to snap, and several of them burst
asunder, as though they had been mere
threads.

With a mighty roar Waldo charged to
his feet. He knew well enough that it
was too late to shout out a warning.
He could tell by the clatter that Sexton
Blake was alteady in the Dbucket, was
already suspended in space. If the de-
tective was to bo saved something must
be done at once, on the instant, without
the loss of a second.

And Rupert Waldo acted.

How he had burst his bonds was a
marvel which I shall never forget as
long as I live. Under ordinary circum-
stances even Waldo would not have been
able to do it. But he was given added
strength in that vital moment, and he
seemed to possess superhuman energy.

With one bound he was through the
outer room, and I saw him flash by as 1
turned round with a startled gasp. 1
thought that Waldo was about to commit
suiciae, or something equally -drasbic.
For he dived completely out of the open.

in one tremendous spring.

in
. -gexton Blake was now in mid-air,

hovering & great many feet from the
barge. -
U. J.—No. 838.
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Wuldo flashed through the air, and Le
grasped that rusti chain with bot
hands. And there he !
own life in order to save that of Sexton

Blake !”

S from the opening apd to grasp the
chain, -twelve to fiftcen feet above

him. The great dectective’s first thought

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Human Link.
LEXTON BLAKE, in the bucket,
was amazed to seec Waldo flash out

was that Waldo was cscaping, and that’

he had sinister intentions.

But Sexton Blake was not left long in
doubt. He knew the ‘truth almost at
once. ‘

For Waldo was only just in the nick
of time. :

He slithered down the chain like a
monkey, and his keen eyes werec upon
each link as he descended. And there,

. 'some little distance above the bucket, he

saw ono link which was open to a dan-
gerous extent. And cven as Waldo
looked, the opening enlarged, and the
link gave an ominous ctack:

Waldo was now holding to tho chain
with both his hands, Eis legs were
dangling sideways, and he firmly grasped
the upper part of the chain with one fist,
and then he seized the lower part—but
just then the disaster took place.

Crack !

The linzk broke with the report like that
of a revolver-shot.

By this time I had dashed to the door,
having brought the crane to a standstill.

" And I felt a sickening sensation when I
saw what had happened. I momentarily’

closed my eyes, and I shuddered. I knew
that the chain had broken, and I expected
*to see both Waldo and the guv’mor dash
themselves to pieces on the deck of thae
barge below. But no crash came, and I
opened my eyes again, )

I stared out, and I stared at ihe cham.
And then my eyes nearly started out of
my head with positive stupecfaction.

FFor I saw something which I had
.deemed to bo impossible.

There was Waldo, hanging in space—
in mid-air—with one arm grasping the
upper ond of the chain. In his other arm
he held the loose scction of the chain,
with Sexton Blake and the bucket
descending from it. Waldo™ himself
formed a link—he took the place of the
link. which had smashed !

It was staggering, and I could only
staro at it in blank wonder. How any
human frame could stand such an ordeal
was more than my wits could understand.
But it was true. Waldo was there—
holding the guv’'nor from death. The
Wonder Man—the master criminal—had
saved Sexton Blake’s life.

And then I heard his voice.

“What's the matter with you, Tin-
ker ?"’ he ecalled up, in deadly calm tones.
“Why can’t you lower away? I'm not
capable of standing’ this strain for ever,
you know "

“Good- heavens!” I gasped. I was
electrified into activity, and I sprang back
to the levers as though I had been stung
by something. Waldo was calm—in spite
of the terrible strain. Waldo had spcken
to mo in guite a normal voice.

v He was indeed a Wonder Man!

Scexton Blake said nothing. e sfood
quite still in the bucket, gazing up at
tho straining human form overhead, and
wondering, probably, whether Whaldo
would be able to stand it. And then,
without a jerk, I recommenced lowering
the chain. I worked.the mechanism as
rapidly as I could, and, yard by yard, the

clung, risking his

bucket grew ncarer and nearer to the

deck of the barge. '
‘At last it struck the beards with a

heavy bang, and Sexton

quickly out, and stood aside.
Crash !

" The chain was™ released by Waldo on

the instant, and it fell to the deck with
a terrific clatter. Waldo himself did not
wait. He had an opportunity of getting
away, and he seized it. ' '

Buf it had not been. in his mind to

mako a bid for hberty when he had
jumped from that sfore-room. "His solc
thought had been to save Sexton Blake's
life—and he had done it.
* But now that the peril was over—mnow
that Sexton Blake was safe—Waldo
thought of hiniself. He swung himself
on the chain, and then leapt.

Splash !

He struck theo water just beside the
barge, and then, with rapid« strokes,
plunged out into mid-stream. BSexton
Blake was there, standing on the deck,
and he could have flung iimsclf in, and
thus prevented Waldo’s c¢scape. For
there were many police near by, and they
would soon have come to his assistauce.

But Sexton Biake was human,

He blew his whistle vigorously, and
drew his attention-to the waiting officers.
It was for them to capture Rupert Waldo
—not for Sexton Blake to do so. And
the guv'nor probably knew that Waldo
would be able to get away-—that he would
he clever enough to elude the pursuit of
the police.

There was tremendous confusion almost
immediately afterwards.

I rushed down from
with all speed, and when I arrived at tie
barge I found it smothered with police-
mwen, and I found my two late captors
dazed, bewildered, and handcuffed. Sissy

Hudson was also in the hands of the

police. So a clean sweep had been made
—awvith the exception of Waldo himself.

And a brief examination of the barge
proved that Waldo had been correct. The
diamonds and the dodumenls were there
—intacl. Sexton Blake took charge of
them, after explaining matters to the
police., [t was the gux'nocr’s intention to
return them without a moment’s delay to
Mr. Fortescue Thurston.

S It was the most wonderful thing I've
ever seen In all my life, sir!”” I exclaimed
breathlessly, when I had a chance of talk-
ing to Sexton Blake. “ Waldo sayed your
life—and how his bones were prevented

Bldke leapt-

-

the slore-roorn1

from breaking, I don't know. It was a
miracle !”

Sexton Biake nodded.

“You are right, Tinker!™ he said

gravely. “It was a wonderful piece of
work. That man’s strergth is something
which neither you nor I can fully under-
stand, And do not forget that in order
to rcach the chain ho had to burst those
tremendous ropes which we bound round
him. It is beyond my understanding.”

““He's a marvel, sir—a living wonder !’
I declared. “And he did al!l that—le
risked his own life—in order to save
yeurs !” _ '

“T am aware of that, Tinker; and
somehow I have quite a warm spo! in my
hearl for Waldo, rogue though he is,"”
said Sexton Blake. “I must count myself
very lucky to be alive at this very
moment. And, althcugh I suppcse it 13
not exactly right for me to say it, T hope
with all my heart that Rupert Waldo gets
clecar away !”

““Hear, hear!” I echoed fervently.

‘Mr. Fortescue Thurston was stiil awake
when we arrived at 31, Elliston Gardens,
about forty minutes later. It was now

between {wo and. three o’clock i the
morning, but Mr. Fortescue Thurston
was on the alert.

" IIe opened the door
response to our ring. :

“Oh, it is you, Mr. Blake!"” he ex-
claimed. “Come in—como in! I hope
with all my heart that you have some-
thing satisfactory to report.”

*We entered the house, and accom-
panied Mr. Thurston into the enmfortable
silting-room.

‘““Yes, Mr. Thurston, I am pleased to
tell you that my efferts have been suc-
cessful,” said - Sextor Blake smoothly.
“ Will you be zood enough to check these
diamonds, and also the.documents? I
think you will find them quite corvect.”

Blake produced a sealed envelope from
his pocket, and a velvet hag in addition.
Mr. Thurston stared at them with round
eves.

“You—you have recovered the stolen
property 7"’ he asked faintly.

“Yes—as you see.”

“ Wonderful—wonderful ! shonted Mo,
Thurston, rushing at Sexton Blake and
gripping his hand. “ Thank you, mv dear
sir—thank you with all my heart! I had
been worrving with every minute that
has passed, and I' had come (o the cou-
clusion that it would be impossible for
me to have my goods returned—at least,
I never suspected that I should see them
again so soon. You arc a wonderful man,
Mr. Blake ! I thank you exceedingly!”

Sexton Blake smiled, and Mr. Thurs-
{on calmed down somewhat. "He was
flushed, and his eyes were gleaming with
joy and relief,

His hands were shaking so much that
lie could hardly check the diamonds to
see if they were correct. But after a
very brief seruting he reported that
everything was in order. .

“And how did you manage it, Mr,
Blake?" he asked wonderingly. * How
on carth did you do it so quieckly "

Sexton Blake briefly explained the cir-
cumstances, and pui Mr. Thursteon in
possession of the fucts. '

“Worderful—wonderful I said ocur
hoat, rubbing his hands together with
delight. “I havce heard many reports
concerning your astuteness, Mr. Blake,
but now I kuow, from my own personal
experience, what a remarkable man you
are. In order to aid e vou have risked
your life; and you have gone through an
experience which would appal most men,
I must give you a feemvhich will compen-
sate you to the full.”

My fee is not excessive, Mr. Thurs-
ton,” smiled Sexton Blake. ‘It has been
a short case, and I have had practically
no_ expense. I think ond hundred
fruineas ” -

“Tut, {ut!” interrupted Mr. Thursion
impatiently. “ How.
absurd! One hundred guineas, indeed!
My dear sir, I insist upon handing you a
cheque for not a farthing less than two
thousand pounds! Do vou-realise that
vou have saved me o fortune—that yon
1ave saved me from utter ruin? Two
thousand pounds. sir—and nothing less!”

Sexton Blake shrugged his shoulders.

“As you wish, Mr. Thurston,” hLe
smiled. It 1s not for mo to refuse. If
you are satisfied, 1 canr: assure vou that
T.am!™

“Good ! Then ¢vervthing is all right 1™
chuckled Mr. Thurstor. “I. am particu-
larly plcased about the dccuments. A
good many yecars ago, when I was in busi-
ness, I was swindied out of a fortune by
an unscrupulous money-lender. I was in
difficulties at the time, and this man got
me into his clutches. The infernal

o Conclusion on page 2.)
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* THE FIGHTING SCOT.

Our Stirring Story of the Ring.
e " " " T

T

+ The Socene at the Club,

T vwas perfectly ob\'imis to everyone In

1 the Hurlem Boxing Club that Hughie
Huxter would not be able to stay
another round. The game little

boxer had fought with dogged deter-
mination through the first three rounds,
but now, as he answeéred the gong for
the fourth, he looked groggy, and it
could be seen that the old wound over
the eye—which Mason had opened up

early in the contest—was giving him a

deal of*trouble. i

Still, one look at Huxter's rugged
features proved beyond all doubt that he
meant to fight to the last gasp on the off-
chance of being able to land just one
blow that might, miraculously, give ihe
husky Mason his quietus.

But it was not to be. Miracles do not
happen at Hurlem.

Mason, crouching. like a panther, with
his chin {ucked away. circled round his
man, knowing that victory must be hus,
yet determined to take no chances.

Not a hlow was struck for the first
minute of the fourth round, and the
spectators began to display signs of un-
mistakable impatience.

* Box him, Hughie!”

“What’s the matter. with yer, dia-on?
‘Hev ver got glass. elbows?”

* Say, this ain’t a cake-walk!” ‘

(Cheap witticisms and cries of derision
came from the cheaper parts of the
house, but the two boxers o¢ld hands at
the game, men who were not easily in-
fluenced—paid not the slightest heed. A
novice, :;purred on by rhe conremptuous
remarks, might have rushed in to destruc.

tion, but not so the two hoxers in the
ring.
They were oblivious to everything

uilier than the job in hand. Onre man
meant to reap victory in the shortest pos-
sithle time, and the other determined to
sirain every nerve to stave off defeat.

Both contestants were strong, plucky,
and. capable exponents of rtheir pro-
fession, but Mason was the man with that
extra ounce of strength that was to give
him the verdict m the long run.
~Pad! pad! sounded their quick steps
on the taut canvas, and then Mason,
moving like a flash of light, stepped in
and planted a snaking left to his op-
ponent’s badly damaged eye.

Hughie Huxtier gave a gasp of pain
and suwiprise, and stepped back ; and even
as he did so Mason followed him up,
hitting with both hands, and senrding
his man reeling before- him,

Back, back went Hughie. until his
shoulders were touching the hemp.

His face was deathly pale under the
white Kghts above the ring, and the
trickle of bhiood which flowed from the
wound on his face made him .an almost
ghastly figure to behold.

Furthermore, he was gasping for
breath, for the blows he had shipped to
the body were veritable pile-diivers.
This was inevitably the beginning of the
end, and Hughie’s backers knew 1it.

“Sky tha towel, son!” shouted a
hoarse voice. And as the words pene-
trated to the boxer’s clouding brain he
shook his head vigorously and covered
up. -
*“No, no!” he breathed, and rushed
iintc()i his man, meaning to play his last
card.. .

But if he hoped to take Mason off his
guard he was disappointed, for the bexer
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met the rush with a smash {o the
damaged ‘'eye which brought Hughie up
standing, and then, as he swayed
drunkenly. his eyves glazing, he hooked
him to the jaw, clean to the point, and
Hughie. with scarcely a groan, siithered
1o the floor of the ring.

*One—two N ,

So began the count, but Hughie only
moved a limb convulsively, and then re-
mained perfectly still, rigid, down-for the
count. h _ '

The hall was hushed, every eye fixed
upon the boxer who had fought so gamely

‘é Out!,’ )

No sooner did he hear that word—the
boxer’s death-knell—than Mason bent
down, and lifted Huxter to his faet.
Then, with the aid of the defeated man’s
seconds. who had jumped into the ring.
he helped to get Hughie to his corner.

It had heen a clean and clever contest.
and each man received a generous round
of applause when he left the roped
square,

(hce the ring had been vacated the
spectators settled themselves more com-
tortably in their seats. and a buzz of
animated conversation broke cut.

And the two names that passed from
lip to lip were those of ‘“ Beady ’’ Jordan
and the Fighting Scot.

Speculation was rife as to what would
happen. and it was soon apparent that
the odds were in favour of Jordan beat-
ing the young Scot in the first six rounds.

The backers based rheir aopinion upon
" Beady's © vast and varied experience,
although the spectators who had seen
Reddy at work were lopd in his praises,
and declared that he would give the re-
doubtable Beady mueh to set him
thinking.

*The hid could punch a hole through

a brick wall!” declared one *‘fight fan,”.

who was recognised as an authority.

“We'll cee!” declared his neighbour
cautiously. *The lads ~hould be in the
rng by now.” .

Scarcely had he said the words than
Beady Jordan, clad in a gaudy silk
bath-gown, came striding dowun the
gangway, and at the first sight of hith a
roar of welcome threatened to lift the
roof, for Beady wus the type of fighter
that very often appeals to the crowa.
He was what 1s sometunes termed a
“tricky © boxer, especially when he
managed to get his man on the run. It
was then that he would indulge in
“playing 1o the gallery "~ holding his
big jowl out {emptingly, laughing n his
opponent’s face, and the hke, all .tricks
which are years old. but can usunally be
depended upon to raise a laugh at the
other man’s expense. .

Beady, with a grin upon his heavy
features. climhed through the ropes, and
took up his position in the centre of the
ring. He looked thoroughly self-
possessed as ho gazed round the crowded
hall, waving his hand to anyone he recog-
nised in the audience. '

“Beady's the boy!” yelled one of his
rabid partisans.

And Beady answered the :hout.

“Sure thing, kid!” he returned. with
a grin. i

He ‘'walked to his corner and sat down,
his big fists resting upon his knees.

Half a minute passed, and Beady, a
consummata actor, looked towards the

door through which Reddy -should ap-

pear. And rthe expression upon his

heavy face was that of anxiety, wonder-
ment, speculation.

The crowd was not slow to take its cue
from rhe boxer.

“Where's the Scot?”
voice from the gallery.

“Yes. where's the—" bhegan another
voice, when thoe door of the dJressing-
room opened, and a figure came hurry-
ing down the gangway leading 1o the
ring,

But ‘it was not ‘the figure of tihe
Fighting Scot that appe-areg.

It was Murray Cave, looking pale :id
excited. He made straight Tfqr the
M.C'.'s table. and spoke a few hurried
words 1o the official’s ear.

The M.C. looked incredulous,  amazed.

“But it can’t be!” he was heard 1o
say. " The thing's impossible.”

‘The words came to Beady Jordan, und
a leer twisted his thick lips.

“Say, what’s it all about, Murray:" he
asked, getting up from his chair, and
leaning over the ropes. * Where's the
Scot?”

Murray Cave looked up sharply, and
his eyes glinted with anger.

*1 reckon that’s a question you coulil
answer, Beady,” he said, conwrolling his
voice with an effort,

“What the heck d'ver mean DLy
that?? demanded Beady, with an ugly
look. ** What the—-"

His - voice died away as the J.(.
climbed through the ropes. and pu-hed
him gently rowards his corner.

The official strode to the centre of the
ring. and then spoke in stentorian tones
which carried to every corner of the bLig
hall. :

“8ay,” he began. “I'm sorry to have
to tell you that the contest heiween
Beady Jordan and the Fighting Scot can-
not 1ake place to-night. for the simjple
reason that the Scot can’t be found. He
was i the building a little while ago- in
his dressing-room--and then his manager,
Murray Lave, was called away.” The
M.C. did not see the necessity of men-
tioning that the message was a bogus ane.

came a gl

“Well, when he returned 1t the
dressing-room his man had (vani-hel
complete. Heo hunted all over e

Latlding for him, but nobody appears 10
have set eyes on him.

“The whole thing’'s mysterions. bur it
can’t be helped. The Scot's vani-hed.”

The packed audience had listened to
the manager’'s clean-cut words in zilence.
and 1t was now, when his voice dJied
away. that the silence was broken by a
derisive laugh. ‘

It was Beady Jordan who laughed- a
mirthless, raunting sound that hrought a
flu~h of red anger to Murray Cave's face.

- “Say, Murray,” drawled the boxer in-
solently. “it ain’t exactly difficult to
figger out what has happened, is it?”

There wa~ no mistaking the meaning
of the words--their inference and rthe
big promoter took a step towards the
ring,

*“What do you mean by thai:” he de-
manded. in hard tones. *‘ What are vou
gettin’ at, Beady?" )

* Waal,” drawled the fellow easily. “I
sorter figger it out that the Scot's a
quirter! He got cold feet. and beat ir!"

“You lie!” returmed Murrav (‘ave
hotly, his fists clenching convulsively,
“You lie, you cowardly scoundrel. and L
stute right here, before the whole (vowd,
that "you’re at the boitom of this
dastardly affair. But I'li get to 1he
truth of the matter, and if I find that
you've so much as hwt a hair of than
boy’s head I'll squeeze the life cuv of
your worthless carcase!”

(.Lnother dramatic instaulmrnt on
Thursday nert.)
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