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GREAT FOOTBALL COMPETITION!!

ONLY TWELVE MATCHES.
NO GOALS REQUIRED.

Below yon will find a coupon giving twelve matclies to be played on SATURDAY,
OCTOBER 22nd. We offer the sum of £1,600 for a correct or nearest forccast of
the result of all these matches.

All that competitors have to do is to strike out, IN INK, the names of the teams
they think will lose. If, in the opinion of the compctitor, any match, or matches,
will be drawn, the names of both teams should be left untouched.

Coupons, which must NOT be enclosed in envelopes containing efforts for other
competitions, must be addressed to .

FOOTBALL COMPETITION No. 5,
i Gough Housz, Goagh Square, E.C. 4, _
and must reach that address not later than THURSDAY, OCTOBER 20th.

Thizs competition is run in conjunction with “ Answers,” * :}qg,wcrs"Libmiry.::
* Family Journal,” * Home Companion,” * Woman’s World, Boys’ Realm,
* Penny Pictorial,” * Marvel,” and ** All Sports.”

> RULES WHICH MUST BE STRICTLY ADHERED TO.

1. All forecasts must be made on coupons taken from this journal, or from
any of the issues of the above journals which contain the annoumcement of the
competition. ) . .

2. Any alteration or mutilation of the coupon will disqualify the effort.

3. Itf any match, or matches, on the coupon should be abandoned, or full time
is not played for any reason, such match, or matches, will not be taken into con-
sideration in the adjudication.

4. In the event of tics, the prize will be divided. )

5. No correspondence may be enclosed with the counon, and none will be entered
into. Neither will interviews be granted. . .

6. When more than one effort is submitted, coupons must not be pinned or in

. £1,500 _

MUST BE WON.

1 LEEDS UNITED v. STOKE
ROTTS COUNTY v. CLAPTON ORIENT
PORT VALE : v. SOUTH SHIELDS
NEWPORT COUNTY v. PLYMOUTH ARGYLE
SWANSEA TOWN v. MILLWALL
CHESTERFIELD v. NELSON
SOUTHPORT v. GRIMSBY TOWN
CLYDE v. CLYDEBANK
DUNDEE v. KILMARNOCK

SCOTTISH AND IRISH
READERS MAY ENTER.

U.J.

Football Competition No. 3-

Date of Matches, SATURDAY, OCTOBER 22nd.
Closing Date, THURSDAY, OCTOBER 20th.

BRADFORD CITY v. SHEFFIELD UNITED
BURKLEY v. CHELSEA
PRESTON NORTH END v. NEWCASTLE UNITED

I enter Football Competition No. 5 id s:cordance
with the Rules sud Conditions announced above, and
agree to eccept the published decigion as final and
legally binding.

any way fastened together,
7. Compctitors are entitled to enclose under the sam? cover coupons taken
from any of the journals taking part in the contest. . . N2m3 ,..vieeerernnconannnnss tes e arse s an e
8. The Lditor reserves the right to disqualify any coupon for what, in his T
opinion, is good and suflicient reason, and it is & distinct condition of entry that
the Editor’s decision shall be accepted as tinal and legally binding in all matters

concerning the competition. . . . Address ............... C e es s eeteetateaonannnas
9. All entries received after THURSDAY, OCTOBER 20th, will be disqualified.

No responsibility can he accepted for any effort, or efforts, lost, mislaid, or delayed.

Proof of posting will not be aceepted as praof of delivery. Unstamped or in- 5

sufliciently stamped efforts will be refused. Employees of the proprietors of this J@F  -crerrrrreiiriiiiiiiiiiiiiii e

journal are not eligible to compete.

HeiEiesE e e e e e e aiaiainiaisiaisiaielait - trsinieleloioieioe) ereteeee
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A GRAND FOOTER YARN THIS WEEK!

Result of Football Competition No. 1.

)

Matches played Saturday, August 27th.

In this competition no competitor succeeded 'in cor-
- rectly forecasting the results of all the matches on the
" coupon. The prize of £1,000 has therefore been divided
~among the followiag seventeen competitors, whose

(90D 0< 0930

. forecasts contained omne error: :
1. C. Ostler, 12, Cowell Sireet. Ipswich. °
Johu 8. Caddel!, 19, Carlsbad Street, N.1. 3
H. J. Pardoe, 36, York Road, E.7. L ¢

b s Midhurst, 1, Andrew Road, High Brooms, Tun- ?\ .
bridge Wells. : . ®
F. V. Ioward, 155, High Street, Linlithgow. ‘ ¢
R. Lucas, 118, Bohemia Road, St. Leonards-on-Sea. o
H. J. Merritt, The Green, Urchfont, Devizes. &
E. Kemmery, Aston Arms, Market Rasen. i 5

A. H. Wainman, 105, St. Albans Road, Seven
Kings. .
Charles Miles, 46, Leslie Park Road, Croydon.
A. W. Orchard, 43, Dorset Mews, S.W.1.
John B. Croom, 49, Kingsdown Road, Swindon.
' L. Medhurst, Oakdale, Ockley.

: Mr. Edgecumbe, 66, Albion Road, Greet, Birming-
1ann.

A. T. V. Wiight, 173, Colne Road, Twickenham.
R. J. Ross, 436, New Cross Road, S.IE.14.
. J. 8. Tippetd, 32, Beauley Road, Southville, Bristol.

OUT ON WEDNESDAY.
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Mystery is the keynole of this splendid story. Is il a case of Tt
forgery —or something wmore than forgery ? The delails
are baffling and the facts are contradictory. There is only ‘L
one clue—that of the Yellow Dust. Read how SEXTON
BLAKE, seconded by the astute TINKER, used that clue and
-3 -l= unravelled a. very tangled skein. -:= ~2-

POy

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
t«The Accidant Has Saved Mr. Stanford’s Life,”’

NKER paused abruptly and pointed. ) . . . . ‘

«“Mhat 1eckless idiot seems to be looking for trouble, guv'nor!” he remarked, with a disapprov-

ing grunt. * The chap must be mad!” ‘
Sexton Blake nodded. o ., . _ ‘ ' l
“ Yes: I'm afraid he'll come to grief if he isn’t very careful!” he replied gravely. ‘It is quite
impossible for him to see that car from his b‘lcy'cle! .

The famous Baker Street criminologist and his assistant had now come to a halt and were watch-
ing inlerestedly. From their position upon. the golf-links, high above the roadway, they could sec the solitary
cyclist whom Tinker had indicated. - ' .

He was a rural postman, mounted upon the usual cumbersome, red-enamelled machine, which was descend-
ing the steep and dangerous hill towards the cross-roadg at the bottom at a speed which was exiremely foolhardy,
to say the least. ) _ .

The high hedges which bordered the road at this point prevented the postman from seeing that which was
quile plain to Sexton Blake and Tinker, and he continued his headlong rush down the hill quite oblivious of }
the fact that danger lay ahead. - ) . . 1}

A large tourﬁng-car was gliding rapidly and silently along the main road towards the foot of the hill, and 1
to the watchers above it seemed certain that the two vechicles would meet at the spot where the two roads lli
crossed. . . ‘ '

¢ You're right guv'nor!’ said Tinker excitedly. “I wonder whether I can make him hear? Hi! Look
out for the car!” ) L . .

Tinker placed his two hands to his mouth and velled lustily to the postmaun. But in"spite of his stentorian '
tones, the call was evidently ineffective. The man on the bicycle weut serenely onwards, and—too late—
he saw his dauger. ' ] 7 - /

The [;)stmfn made a frautic effort to steer clear of the oncoming car as it loomed up before him. but all te r
no purpose. Ile swerved uncertainly, wobbled giddily for a moment, and then crashed into the bounet full

tilt.

“ By jingo!’ gasped Tinker. “ Tf—if he isn’t killed I shall be surprised, guv'nor!” *
B-a-n-g!

Tinker’'s words were com-
pletely drowned by a tremend-
ous boomin report which
vibrated and echoed among
the surrounding hills in a
shattering roar.” There was no
doubt that the origin of the
sound had come from the
cross-roads, for the scene of
the accident was now marred
by a great cloud of dense -
smoke, which hung in a cloud
over the highway.

Blake and Tinker looked at .
one another, surprised for a
moment into immobility.

“ Queer!" muttered the de-
tective, as he and Tinker
recoveredd  themselves and
broke into a run. “ Thal re-
port sounded uncommonly like
the firing of an exploSive
charge. The mere collision of

— P—
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the bieycle and ihe motor-car could not
have caused it.”

Tinker shook his head. ]

“No sir!’ he agreed. ¢ There's evi-
dently something mighly curious about
this business.” . '

KFor some little dislatice they haslened
over the green surface of the extensive
golf-links, and then, tul'l_linfir_l abruptly,
titey  bhroke through the hedge and
emerged upon the road a hundred yards
or so distant from the thick smoke-pall—
now slowly lifting.

Blake and Tinker had been out for an
earlv. morning stroll before breakfast,
and seven o’clock had struck ounly a few
ninutes before ‘I'inker had observed the

-postman’s reckless descent of the steep |

hill.

The celebrated pair had been staying
for the last few days in the small village
of Wenham in the neighbourhood of
Iopsom, where they had put up at the
lacal inn. After a long spell of particu-
larly grinding work, Blake had felt the
need of a little change. and had setiled
upon Wenham merely because the place
had taken his fancy while passing along
itv the ear.

So he and Tinker had remained, and
had spent a most enjoyable three or four
days in restful idleness, This morning
thev had arranged {o return to town, and
had turned out early for a final blow
ll]lOlll the golf-links before their morning
meal.

The weather was perfect, and the
gentle morning breeze upon the hilly
links was exhilarating in the extreme.
Blake and Tinker had been revelling in
it to the full when their solitude was
rudely disturbed by the appearance of the
postman, and the collision which followed
s swiftly.

The accident had appeared inevitable
to Blake and 'l'inker from the first. And
vet they had been quite unable to do
anything to avert it.

At this particular SPOt the road was
exiremely dangerous, tor the main Lon-
don road crossed the hilly bye-lane at
vight angles. And Blake and Tinker,
from the Jinks above, had seen the motor-
car and the bicyele travelling towards
one "another--each unaware of danger—
zud had been powerless to interfere.

They had met with a crash at the cross-
roads. and this alone was appalling
enough, in all conscience. But the tre-
mendous explosion which had immedi-
ately followed the collision must have
added to the horror of the situation con-
riderably.

The fact that an explosion had
aceurred at all was in itself a most extra-
ardinary  bappening, and one which
seemed (o 1mndicale a mystery of some
sort. Touring motlor-cars, as a rule, do
not {ravel the country laden with danger-
oug explosives.

‘Blake and Tinker by this time were
aquite near 1o the scene of the disaster.
‘The smoke cloud had now lifted, and
thinned out 1o a great extent, and they
were able {0 sece the wrecked and battered
car quite distinctly,

* Phew! Seems to be a prelty awful
mess!” panted Tinker, as they hurried
along.  “T---I can’t see the postman,
although' his hike’s here. Perhaps the
poor cha ? ' .

Tinker hesitated to pul his thoughts
imto words. Both he and his master
feared that the results of the catastrophe
had prover falal to the postman and pro-
Lably to the occupants of the car also.

They reached the spot a moment later,
and the havoc which had been caused
was 1now quite apparent to them. The
engine and fore part of the car were com-
pletely demolished, having been blown to
aloms by the force of the explosion.

Buat the body of the car, with the ex-

U.J.—No, 939,

‘went on quickly.

caption of the dashboard, seemed to have
escaped any serious injury, ‘T'he chauf-
feur, dazed and bleeding from several
superficial cuts and gashes, was still in
his seat, having had a most miraculous
escape from death.

In the tonneau of the car sal an elderly
gentleman, hatless and scared, but appar-
ently unhurt. Ile had just risen from the
floor of the car. where he had bheen

pitched by the sudden stoppage of the.

vehicle.

Sexton Blake took in (ke situalion at
a glance. He was somewhat surprised,
in view of the treinendous force of the
explosion, to find the two occupants of
the car alive.

But the detective, seeing {hat the two
men were in no need of immediate atten-
tion, at once turned and commenced a
search for the unfortunale postman.

The bicvcle was )ying at the side of
the road—a mere mangled and twisted
mass of steel {ubing, rins, and spokes.

There was no sign whatever of the rider
of the machine, and Blake glanced at
Tinker grimly. '

“I’'m afraid the poor fellow has bLeen
blown over the hedge, l'inker,” he said,
looking round as he spoke. ¢ There
seems little chance that he has escaped

" with his life.”

Tinker nodded slowly.

“It’s—iU’s awful, siv!” he answered,
with a shudder.

Tinker paused suddenly. and listened
intently.

“Did you hear that. guv'nor?’ he
“A groan-—"

He pointed in the direction of the high,
thick hedge which bordered the road, at
the same {ime walking {owards it. As
he did 5o there was a sudden movement
among the branches and undergrowth,
and the next second the postman himself
came stumbling into the roadway.

His uniform was lorn and dusty, his
hat was missing, and his face was
scratched and bleeding. But apart from
these triflez, he appeared to be little the
worse for his experience.

He wiped his face with the sleeve of
his coat, and blinked round dazedly,
evidently wondering what had happened.

“By gum!” he multered. By
gum ! :

Tinker laughed oulright in  sheer
relief. 'The man whase body they had

been looking for was alive and alinost
unhurt, and the expression of mingled
surprise and fear upon his wealher-
beaten features was extremely comic.
“Well. of all the extraordinarv acci-
dents this 13 about the limit !” exclaimed
Tinker. * We expected to find evervhody

~dead or dying. and here they are all safe

and sound! It's—it’s amazing:”

“Tt certainly 13, young 'un!" agreed
Blake briskly. “ A stiff dose of brandy
apicce and a few bandages appear to be
all thal’s necessary.”

Sexton Blake and Tinker at once
busied themselves at rendering first aid
to the three victims of the accident. and
within ten minutes they were almost
themselves again.

They congratulaied {ihemselves on
their miraculous escape from dealh. But
they were all utterly at a loss to account
for the mysterions explosion which had
cansed such damage.

The owner of the car, a local resident
named Mr. Ernest Robson, stoutly de-
clared that there was nothing whatever
of an explosive nature on the vehicle,
with the exception of the peilrol in the
tank, and this, obviously, was in no way
responsible.

Fortunately, Mr. Robson {ook the loss
of his valuable car philosophically, being
only too glad 1o escape with his life,
and thinking of the insnrance money that
would enable him to get a. betier car.

After discussing the probable cause or
the explosion with Blake and Tinker,
and being in no way enlightened. he
elected to walk home with his chauffenr.
from where, upon arival, he would at
once notify the police by telephoie.

The postman, after Robson and his
chauffenr had gone, looked Mrom his
;na]tlngled bicycle to Sexton Blake irue-
v,

“Well, sir. I'm blowed if T know what
to 1make of this business, that 1 dow’t.”™
he said, shaking his head. *“T reckon i
wore my fault for comin’ down the hill
too quick.”

“It was certainly most unwise of you
lo streak down the hill as you «drd.”
agreed Blake thoughtfully. “However,
the mere fact of your machine striking
the car does not account for the explo-
ston. What })arcels were you carring
1 your bag this morning?”

The postinan scratched his head.

“Parcels?” he repeated. I hadn't gol
no parcels at all, only just one little
package and a few letters. You see, <iv,
I'm nearin’ the end of my round here.”

Sexton Blake nodded.

“Quite so!” he said. *"Do you re-
member who the package was for?”

“Oh. yes, sir!” replied the man. *“Ii
was addressed to Mr. John. Stanford, of
Ivy Cottage. I waa makin’ for his house
when this accident happened.”

“Humph!? said Blake thoughifuliv.
“I fancy I've scen the place. Ivy (ot-
tage is near here, isn’t it.?”

“Second house on the right up ihe
London road,” answered the postman.
“But I don’t see what Mr. Stanford’s
package has got {o do with this ‘ere
affair, sir,” ’

Sexton Blake made no reply. but
devoted his attention upon the debris
which was scattered broadcast across the
surfaco of the road. Litile scraps-of the
car's engine, pieces of wood and paper—
obviously the remains of the let{ers
which were contained in the postman’s
bag—all came under his serutiny in turn.
But afler a keen glance at each frag-
ment he discarded them.

The postman watched the detective for
a few minutes, aud then started search-
ing on his own account., His offirial
letter-bag. together with the contents,
had vanished completely, and the only
indication that it had existed at all was
the untidy litter which now strewed the
roadway. .

When this fact finally dawned upon the
postman, he announced his intention of
going back to headgnarlers to report.
and a few moments later Blake and
Tinker found themselves alone.

“Do you think that package the po-t-
man mentioned is responsible for this
affair, guv’'nor?’ asked Tinker curiously.

“TUndoubtedly.” returned Blake
keenly. * There is no other explanation
of the mystery, young ’un. This acci-
dent has most certainly saved Mr. John
tanford’s life.”

“You mean that the package con-
tained an infernal machme?’ queried
Tinker.

“Yes. And bul for this collision it
would have been delivered at Stanford’s
house before now,” answered Blake.
“We shall have to call at Ivy Cotlage
after breakfast, Tinker, and congratulate
the tenant upon his remarkable escape.”

‘Yes, rather!” agreed Tinker. * Who-
ever he is he ought to consider himsclf
jolly lucky——  Hallo! What’s that
you’ve found, guv’'nor?”

Sexton Blake had just picked up a
small object from the ground, and
Tinker was by his side in a moment,
eager to sce his master’s find. The detec-
tive was grasping a jagged piece of

‘metal, one side of which was perfectly,
‘smooth and polighed.
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“ A fragment of the bomb intended for
Mr. Stanford's bLenefit!” he murmured,
with satisfaction. ‘I have already found
part of the label from the package.
Tinker, so there 15 no need for us to
remain here any longer. It is just
possible that the problem of discovering
the sender of this little present will
prove to be highly entertaining.” .
~ The pair left the scene of the acci-
dent a few minutes later, and returned
to the inn, where they discussed the
strange events over a hearty breakfast.
The whole village was now agog with
excitement over the mysterious explosion,
and the marvellous escape from death of
the three principal actors in the little
drama.

After finishing their mieal Blake and
Tinker lost no time in getting aboard
their car, and making a start for London.
They called at Ivy Cottage on their way,
and learned that Mr. Stanford was at
present away frotn home.

The place was in charge of a house-
keeper, and this lady informed Blake
that her master only used the cottage
occasionally, residing mostly at a board-
ing-house 1n Bloomsbury, the address of
which she mentioned.

Sexton Blake thanked the housekeeper,
and then he and Tinker continued their
journey. There was no particular reason
why they should interest themselves
further in the matter. But the detective
considered il advisable to interview Mr.
Stanford as an act of courtesy, and to
warn him of the danger which he had so
narrowly escaped.

Accordingly Blake's car was headed
for Bloomsbury, and upon arrival at the
boarding-house, Tinker jumped out and
inquired for Mr. Stanford.

But again they drew a blank.

Stanford was out, and the servant had
no idea when he would return.,

““Oh, well, never mind. Tinker!"” said
Blake, with a smile. “We'll look the
gentleman up the next time we happen
to be in the neighbourhood, that’s all.”

As events turned out, however,
Sexton Bleke and Tinker were to meet

Mr. John Stanford under remarkable
circumstances. before long, and in a
totally urexpected manner.

by

‘THE SECOND CHAPTER.
“No Man’s Money will be Safe,
Qad!”
RS. BARDELL, the detective's
M housekeeper, was waiting in
the hall when Blake and
Tinker reached Baker Street.

“I'm very glad you've.- come home,
sir,” she said, in evident relief. ‘There's
a gent upstairs to see you, and he's
frettin’ and fumin’ something awful!
He’s been here for twenty -minutes or
more, stampin’ up and down all the
time.”

Sexton Blake smiled.

- “Who is the impatient visitor?” he
asked.

‘For answer Mrs. Bardell handed her
master a card, which she took from a
tray upon the hall-stand. Blake glanced
at the neatly-inscribed pasteboard
nonchalantly, but his expression became
keen as he read the name.

“Humph! Sir William Norton, Chair-
man of Barton’s Bank.,” he murmured.
“I can quite understand his aversion to
cooling his heels here. Tinker. Sir
William is one of the busiest men in
London.”

‘Blake commenced mounting the stairs
as he spoke, and a few seconds later he
was shaking his visitor warmly by the
hand. * The two had met on several
' occasions before, and the detective was
well acquainted with the somewhat ex-
citable character of the baronet. -

Sir Williain was .an elderly. upright

gentleman, with an extremely ruddy face
and grey side-whiskers, and he was
atlired 1n the conventional morning
coat and neat, striped trousers.

His features were now of a more rosy
hue than usual, owing to his inward
fuming, and he glanced at Sexton Blake
almost with reproach.

“Ha! I thought you were never
coming, Mr. Blake,” he exclaimed,
taking a handkerchief from his pocket
and mopping his brow. It is most vital
that I enlist your invaluable services in
regard to a most important matter, and
here have I been waiting for the last
half-hour in an agony of suspense!”

Blake smiled.

““Never mind, Sir William,” he said,
indicating a chair, ‘I am now entirely
at your service. What is the nature of
the important matter you refer to?”

The baronet gulped.

“Brazen forgery!” he ejaculated
fiercely. ‘“Upon my soul, I have never
come across anything quite so audacious
in all my experience! It's—it's simply
astounding !”’

He sank into the chair to which Blake
had invited him, and stuffed his hand-
kerthief into his pocket savagely. It
was quite plain to see that the chairman
of Barton’s Bank was considerably in-
censed.

“Forgery, eh?” said Sexton Blake,
with some interest: ‘ Suppose you give
me the details, Sir William?”

“Certainly,” answered the banker,
with a short laugh, ““if you can call them
details. The information available at
present is of the scantiest owing to the
cunning methods employed by the
criminal. I am afraid I can supply you
with nothing but the bare facts, Mr.
Blake.” ’

The baronet was now a little calmer,
and he. glanced from Blake to Tinker,
who had followed his master into the
consulting-room, and who was
engaged in quietly arranging
papers in a filing cabinet.

“Go ahead, Sir William,” said Blake,

now
some

with a smile. “You can speak quite
freely. Tinker is completely in my con-
fidence.”

The worried banker nodded, and
resumed.

“Very well, Mr. Blake,” he replied.

““So far as we can ascertain, only two

forgeries have occurred, both of them
between ten and twelve o’clock this
morning——" - o

““One moment,” interrupted Blake.
‘“Were the forgeries confined to one
branch of your bank?”

“No. " Two separate branches have
been victimised, both in the City,”
answered Sir ‘Williani; ‘“but in each
case the procedure was identical. To
my mind, the amazing part of the busi-

ness is the open and barefaced manner |

in which the forger carried out his
scheme. .

“ Apparently the scoundrel was quite
confident that his methods were’ abso-
lutely above suspicion and consequently
difficult of detoction. And I must say
that he was justified in his belief, for
he brought off the robberies without the
slightest hitch, confound him!

“ As a matter of fact, the frauds were
discovered quile by accident; but I'll
come to that later on.

“This is what happened, Mr. Blake.

“ At half-past ten this morning one of
the cashiers at our l.ombard Street
branch was on duty bzhind the counter,
as vusual, when he observed Mr.
Frederick Cleaver enter. .

“This gentleman is a wealthy financior,
with ‘offices almost opposite the bank—
and, incidentally, he is one of our best
custowmers, '

|

“ Naturally, Mr. Cleaver is well knewn
by sight to the cashiers of the Lombard
Street branch, and no suspicion was
aroused in the mind of the assistant
when he saw the financier produce his
cheque-book and fill in one of the blank
formns.

““After signing .and blotting the
cheque, Mr. Cleaver presented it in the
usual manner, and received in exchange
three thousand pounds—in notes, oi
course—afterwards taking his departure
at once.” :

Sexton Blake had been listening in-
terestedly, and he now interjected a
question,

‘““Are you sure that Mr. Cleaver
actually signed the cheque upon the
counter of the bank?” he asked.

“Yes. The cashier positively asserts
that he distinctly saw him do so,” replied
Sir William, ‘‘That is the most extra-
ordinary part of the whole business.”

“Well?” queried Blake.

“It now transpires that the man who
drew the cheque was not- Mr. Cleaver
at all and consequently the thing was
a forgery!” exclaimed the banker
angrily. ‘‘How on earth he made him-
self up to resemble our customer, and
how he managed to imitate Dr,
Cleaver's signature with such amazing
accuracy, is the myvstery which T hope
you’ll be abla to fathom.”

Blake nodded, and stared at the ceil-
ing thoughtfully.

“This matter promises to be a most

entertaining little problem,” he mur-
mured. ‘ How was the imposture dis-
covered so quickly?”
"~ “Quite by accident, as I said before,”
answered the baronet. ‘It appears that
Mr. Cleaver, within a short time after
the forger had departed with the stolen
money, had occasion to draw a cheque.

‘““He then noticed that one of the
stamped forms was missing from the
book, and at once made inquiries among

his staff. Being unable to obtain any
information concerning the missing
cheque, he s2nt a clerk over to the

bank-manager, notifying him of his loes,
and instructing the bank to with-
hold payment if that particular cheque
was presented.

‘“ Naturally, inquiry soon elicited the
information that the cheque in question
had been filled for the amount of three
thousand pounds, and cashed within the
last hour—-to -all appearances, by Mr,
Cleaver himself.” “

- “Humph! And the financier denies
the signature?” said Blake.

‘“‘ Yes—absolutely,” answered Sir
William. ‘“He not only denies the
signature, Mr. Blake, but he positively
asserts that he has not entered the bank
at all to-day. I'm hanged if I kuow
what to make of the business!”

The banker produced his handkerchief
once more, and passed it across his fore-
head in his perplexity.

“The assistant who attended to the
business swears that it was Mr. Cleaver
who signed and presented the cheque for
payment, and two of the other cashiers
have corroborated his statement,” went
on the baronet. * In spite of this, how-
ever, Mr. Cleaver emphatically declares
the cheque to be a clever forgery, and
repudiates it entirely.”

Blake nodded.

““Has he offered any explanation as to
how the cheque was removed from his
book?” -he asked.

“None whatever,” replied Sir
William. ‘“He merely states that the
cheque was stolen, and that his signa-
ture was forged upon it by some person
unknown. If that statement i1s correct,

.of course, the bank becomes the loser ot

the three thousand pounds, and our only
U.J.—No. 939,
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remedy is to discover the forger, and
reclaim the money, if such a thing 1s
possible.* .

Sir  William Norlon paused for a
moment, and then resumed.

“The crime was committed with such
absolute thoroughness, and with such
« success, that our people at once notified
!l our branch-managers to be exceed-
ingly alert,” he went on. * Orders
wera issued that the payment of all
large cheques was to be suspended until
the =signatures upon them had been
- verified. T :

**And it.was solely owing 1o these
ciders that the second forgery was dis-
covered., The manager of our Moor-
gaie Street branch soon learned that a
cheque for five thousand pounds had
beea cashed only a2 few minutes before
the orders came through, and he at once
made 1nquiries. :

**The cheque had been drawn on the
account of Mr, Roger Pennington, of
Old Jewry, As in the previous instance,
the blank form had been filled in,
signed, and torn from the book appar-
ently by Mr. Pennington himeself, and
the money handed over in exchange for
it.

“But when Mr. Pennington was inter-
viewed, shortly afterwards, and shown
the cheque, he acted in precisely the
«ame manner as Mr., Cleaver had done,
and unhesitatingly declared it to be a
forgery. He also stated that he had not
been to the bank during the morning,
and he could not account for the fact
- that the forged cheque had been taken

*“And yet, Mr. Blake, two of the
Moorgate Street cashiers are prepared
to_swear that it was Pennington himself
who entered the bank and -signed the
cheque!  They both know him quite
well, you see, and declare that no mis-
take is possible. So there you aro! How
on earth the puzzle 13 to be straightened
out beats me completely!”

Sir William made a little gesture of
helplessness as he spoke, and subsided
into silence. Sexton Blake pushed a
hox of cigarettes across to his visitor,
then took one himself and it it slowly.

*“*“What you have told me is exceed- |
ingly interesting,’”’ he said at last; ‘‘and

1 amn inclined to think there is more in |

this business than appears upon the sur-
face—much more, .
~ *“For instance, we are asked to believe
that thieforger, in addition to being able
to unitate the signatures of two of your
customers with such nminute exactness—
even under the observation of the bank’s
cashiers—as to defy detection, is also
vapable of assuming their personalities
with equal success,

‘I have never yet met the man who
could accomplish such a feat, Sir
" William, even supposing he wag in a
1'roei§-,idn to obtain the blank cheques

- “But he has accomplished it, Mr,

Blake!” interrupted the banker. ‘He
has carried out his plans to such good
purpose. that he is now the richer by no
less than eight thousand pounds!”

Blake smiled.

‘““ Apparently there is no doubt that
the money has been drawn from the
two banks,” he said. * But there is no
evidence to prove that the two cheques
v.ere cashed by the same man.” '

S William glared,

“You surely do not suggest that Mr.
Cleaver and My, Pennington have made
false statements—that they are trying to
defraud the bank?” he gasped in amaze-
ment. ‘“Why both the genilemen are
extremely wealthy, and utterly beyond
suspicionn ! It is ridiculous to suppose

that they are implicated in any way.” |
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“Quite s0,”’ returned Blake quietly.
“By the way, I presume you have
brought the forged cheque with you, Sir
William?”

“Yes, yes., Here you are, Mr. Blake,”
answered the baronet, producing his
pocket-book as he spoke. *“I brought
them along for your inspection, together
with several genuine specimens of the
two signatures.” : '

““Good!” said the detectlive shortly.

He took the two slips of paper from
his visitor, and placed them upon the
table, spreading them out flat. Then Sir
William produced a littlo sheaf of un-
cancelled cheques, all bearing the genuine
signatures of the two City magnates.
And these Blake compared with the
forgeries.

Carefully and methodically he set about
the task, first examining the signatures
with his naked eye. Sexton Blake was
something of an expert in cahgraphy,
and he had investigated literally hundreds
of forgery cases.

But he saw at a glance that here was
something quite new to his experience.
The writing upon the forged cheques was
in every respect identical to the genuine
article. Every line, every stroke, was
perfect, and the detective wrinkled his
brow thoughtfully.

Sir Wilham Nortof was watching him
interestedly.

“Well, what do you think of them, Mr.
Blake?’’ he asked, his Ltone worried and
anxious. ‘

Sexton Blake looked up from his com-
parison of the cheques,

“T think the signaturcs are perfect,
Sir William—absolutely flawless, so far
as I can see with my naked eyes,” he
answered slowly. “If a forger is respon-
sible for them, he is undoubtedly a past-
master n his art.”

The baronet snorted angrily.

“ Thexe’s no ‘ if ’ about it, Mr. Blake!”
he exclaimed. *“‘The cheques iere
forged, right enough—there can be no
possible question of that. And if this
criminal s as clever as you say, there’s
no telling what he’ll be up to next. No
man’s money will be safe, by gad!”’

Blake rose to his feet. ‘

“T don’t think wé need take quite so

essimistic a view of the matter as that,

ir Wilham,” he said, with a smile.
“The man who engineered these frauds |
is undcniably smart, and I won’t deny
that I am movre than a little interested.
By - the way, you might leave these
cheques with me for the time being;
there are several tests I want to apply to
them.”

“Cerlainly, Mr. Blake; keep them by
all means,” replied the banker. *“I take
it that you mean to conduct an investiga-
tion at once?” o

“ Immediately,” agreed the detective.

“ And if there are any further forgeries
I'd like you to let me know as soon as
possible.”
- Sir Willam nodded,. and a few minules
later he took his departure, apparently
greatly relieved that Sexton Blake had
consented to undertake the inquiry. And
as soon as the bharonet had gone, the
famous detective Jost no time in getting
to work.

With Tinker’s help a large and power-
ful microscope was placed in position,
and the forged chequecs were very closely
examined by its means. Comparison of
the genuine and spurious signatures was |
greatly facilitatetf by the aid of the
mstrument, and yet Sexton Blake seemed
to be far from satisfied. '

For even under the high-powered
lenses of the microscope, he could find
no fault, no flaw in the writing upon
the cheques which Sir William Norton

had declared to be forgeries,
There were none of the usual signs

which are generally associated with ihe

forger's art—nmone of the wavering
strokes and curves which invariably
appeared in the handiwork of the

criminal penman.
On the contrary, both the signatures

-appeared to have been written with the

same ease and fluency as those which
were known to be genuine. And Sexton
Blake, after some Iittle time, was foreed
to the conclusion that the forgeries were
rcally remarkable in their faithfulness to
the origiuals, :

The detective turned to Tinker,

“I want you to photograph these two
forged cheques, side by side with two of
the genuine ones,” he said briskly. * As
soon as you have made the exposures.
bring them back to me. I want to tiy
a few experiments upon the inks with
which they are written while you develop
the negatives.”

Tinker, with & nod, picked up tke
cheques, and departed to carry out his
instructions.  Within five minutes ihe
documents were again in Blake’s posses
ston, and he at ouce got to work upon
the ink tests.

The delective was quite aware that
inks differ enormously, and on moie
than one occasion he had secured the
arrest and conviction of a criminal by a
simple test of this kind.

In this instance, however, he speedily
discovered that two totally different inks
had been used for the forgeries, and
Sexton Blake's analysis proved that a
quite distinct writing fluid had becu
utilised in each case.

This fact, of course, opened up a new
field of inquiry, and at the same time
complicated the case very considgrably.

Assuming the same individual to he
responsible for both the forgeries, why
had he used a different ink upon Mr.-
Cleaver’s cheque to that which he had
employed in the case of Mr. Pennington?

Was ‘it because the criminal bl
carried out his schemea with such extreme
caution that he had*aken care.to use the
identical brands of ink which were
habitually to be found in the offices of
his two victims?

This cerlainly appeared to be the casc.
For Blake, as he proceceded with his ex-
periments, soon found that the same 1k
was apparent uponn Mr. Cleaver’s genuine
cheques as that used for the forged one.

And a little further inquiry convinced
the dolective that a similar state of
affairs existed with regard to the Peu-
nington forgery—the ink used was
precisely similar to Mr. Penningtlon’s
usual brand. "

Whalt iiferences were to
this information?

Sexton Blake sat in his laboratory for
some little time, deeply engrossed in the
problem., The matter was distinctliy
puzzling, and the detective di? not slir
until Tinker announced that the photn-
graphs, together with some enlarg.-
ments, were ready for his inspection,

The lad had been very energetic, aul
had worked hard to complete his task
so quickly. Tinker was thoroughly ex-
perienced in this sort of work. and could
be relied upon to carry out instructions
without a hiteh.

“The prints have come out first-raie,
guv'nor,” he said, his youthful countei:
ance wearing a rather worried look,
nevertheless. ‘“The signalures show up
as clear as print. But I'm henged if [
can make this business out at all!”

“Why?” asked Blake, rising from his
chair.

‘““ Because there's absolutely no differ-
ence between tLhe forgeries and the
genuine signatures—at least, I can’t find
anyl” said Tinker. ‘‘They seem to ho
exactly alike m every detail.”

(Pontinued on page 8.)
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Blake gathered to- S oy
gether a little mound ]
of brownish - yellow { 5=
dust and plaged it in .
theenvelope by means 1
of the blade of his
pocket-knife., ‘' What
Is this etuff?’’ asked
Tinker, (Page 11.) :
———
-‘\
= .
= — |
- =
—_——— 4
= S |
e — S
= b
‘ 3 | |
. —_— ’
““Abaht two minutes ;
{ arter that . a bloke f’-
1

came out o' this ’ers
office,’”’ said the news-
vendor, jerking hig =
- "thumb in the direction
of Pennington's, )
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In the waistcoat the
detective found a snufi-
box. When he had glanced
inside it he gave a little
satisfled chuckle. ‘Ah,
the yellow dust again,
Tinker !y he murmured.
Tinker stared. (Page 15.)
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Sexton Blake frowned.

“Humph! - At that rate the enlarge-
ments don’t carry us much farther,” he
replied. ‘“Let’'s have a look at your
work, my lad.” :

During the next five minutes tihe
ceriminologist was busily engaged 1in
making a close examination of the en-
larged- photographs, comparing the
magnified, but faithful, reproductions of
the real and counterfeit signatures,

But at the end of that time he avas
forced to admit that Tinker was right.
"There was no ,perceptible difference be-
{ween the actual signatures of M.
(Meaver and Mr. Pennington and those
which Sir William Norton had declared
<o be forgeries,

‘** Remarkable, Tinker—simply remark-
able!” murmured Sexton Blake. ‘‘ By
all accounts we are up against something
quite new in the forgery line. I cannot
remember anything similar to this case
in the whole of my experience,”

Tinker nodded. .

**No, sir; there’s something more than
a little queer about it, evidently,” he
agreed. *“I’m blessed if I can see how
yoir're going to get a grip on the affair.
Ro far, you've nothing to go upon.”

*“Not much, <&ertainly,” admitted
Bluke. “ However, perhaps an interview
with the two City gentlemen will serve
to put us upon the trail. It 13 quite
evident that the man who engineered
these frauds is xemarkably clever, and
is probably known personally to Cleaver
and Peunningion.”

“Yes, of course, that’s obvious,” said
Tinker. ‘“He'd have to know them
pretty intimately to be able to imper-
sonate them so accurately-—to say nothing
of being In a position to crib the two
hlank cheques from their books. How on
eartl he managed to do it without their
knowledge beats me.”

“Terhaps he didn't,” replied Blake,
with a somewhat cryptic smile.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
¢“This Inventor Chap Seems to be
Making Hay while the Sun Shines !’
R. FREDERICK CLEAVER,
M the Lombard Street financier,
was pacing his private office
restlessly when Sexton Blake
and Tinker were amnounced. He was a
romewhat fleshy individual—not particu-
larly stout, but thick-set and sturdy, and
in the prime of life.

He wheeled round with great agility
as his visitors entered the room, and
came forward to greet them with every
mdication of pleasure.

“1 am delighted to make your ac-
quaintance, Mr, Blake—delighted!”’ he
said cordially. “Sir William Norton told
me that he would endeavour to obtain
vour services, and I am overjoyed to see
that he has succeeded. My earnest hope
is that yvou will be able to run this con-
fomided forger to earth quickly.”

Mr. Cleaver waved his hand as an
indication that his guests should be
seated, and invited Blake to join them in
a whisky-and-soda. The detective de-
clined the offer, however, but accepted a
cigar from a hox upon the table,

* Sir William gave me little more than
the barest facts concerning the forgery,
My, Cleaver, and 1 hope you are in a
position to throw a little more light upon
it,” he said, applying & match to his
cigar as he spoke. “For instance, how
do you account for the cheque used by
the criminal being one actually torn
from your own book?” .

Myr. Cleaver emiited an angry growl.

“T can’t account for it. Mr. Blake,
that's the trouble!”’ he exclammed. “1
have no more idea how the scoundrel got
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hold of the cheque than—than this
whisky decanter has! It's a mystery!”

“Where do you usually keep your
cheque-book?”” asked Blake.

“In my pocket—always,” replied
Cleaver promptly. “You see, Mnr.
Blake, the forged cheque was drawn on
iny private account, which, of course, 1s
quite independent of the business ones,”

Sexton Blake nodded.

“Just so,”” he said. “You are positive
that the book has never been left about
at any time, either here or at your
private house?” '

““Oh, absolutely! T am most particular
about it!” declared Mr. Cleaver, with
decision. “You can take my word for it,
Mr. Blake, that there has heen no care-
lessness.”

““And where is the book placed at
night?”’ asked the detective. ‘‘Surely it
is not allowed to remain in your pockét
after you've gone to bed?”

Mr. Cleaver smiled.

»

By no means,” he answered. *At
night the cheque-book is invariably
locked away in my library safe. Last

night was no exception, and this morning
the book was quite in order, the stolen
cheque was not missing then.”

“You are quite sure of that?”
queried Blake. '

“Certain!” was the reply. “As it
happened, my wife required a cheque
for somet-hing or other this'morning, and
I wrote it out before leaving home.
There was no blank counterfoil in the
book then, I knaw.”

“Humph!” murmured Blake thought-
fully. ‘“That means thal the cheque was
taken from the book after your departure
from home, presumably since you arrived
at the office?” . '

Mr. Cleaver indicaled his ag:ccment by
a slight nod.

“Y can see no other explanation,” he
said, frowning heavily. ““And vet such
a thing seems 1mpossible. 1 came straight
here to my private office. and didn’t
budge at all. T received several people
with whoin I had appointments, and
after they had gone I had occasion to
draw a cheque. It was then that 1 dis-
covered one of the forms to be missing,
and subsequent inquiries led {o the ex-
posure of the fraud.”

“T see,” mused Blake. “I presume
that all the people with whom you had
interviews were known to you person-

a.lly.”

‘Nearly all of them,” icplied Mr.
Cleaver. “ Certainly there were two gen-
tlemen whom I have never met before
to-day. But I trust you do not suspect
any of my business acquaintances, Mr.
Blake? Every person whom I saw this
morning 1s quite above suspicion—
quite.”

Sexton Blake siniled.

“T do not dispute that fact in the least,
Mr. Cleaver,” he said. ‘“ At the same
time. we cannot afford to overlook any-
possible loophole. Now, T want you to
think carefully, and see if you can recall
any suspicious incident which occurred
during the morning.”

“Suspicious incidenl?” repeated Mr.
Cleaver,- puzzled. “I don't quite follow
your meaning—""

“Did anything teke place this morn-
ing which was in any way strange or out
of the ordinary? No matter how trivial
or unimportant it may seem, it will pro-
bably prove to be of the greatest im-
portance,” explained Sexton Blake. ““Can
vou bring anything to mmd, Mr,
Cleaver?”’

The financier wrinkled his brows and
concentrated his thoughis upon the
events of the morning. He gazed at the
ceiling for a few mioments, and then
turned to the detective with a shake of
the head,
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L ‘*No, I can’t remember anything un-
usual accurring,” he said at last. 1}
saw several business men, as I told you
before, all of them well:known City
people, whose names you can have if you
want them, Then 1 dictated a few
letters, and gave some instructions to my
chief clerk. After that I granted an in-
terview to a man named Carter, who
wished to insure my life. Finally, T saw
Mr. Robert Edwards, who wants me to
finance his invention. Edwards is a
clever youngster by all accounts, and
hkglg to become famous before he's
finished. I've had a good deal of corre-
spondence with him, and our interview
[ of this morning was the result of it. He
came to see me about—about—"

Mr. Cleaver paused, and looked ai
Sexton Blake rather blankly. His ex-
pression was one of almost comic dismay,
and he tapped the side of his head with
annoyance. '

“H'm! Curious '™ he muttered, almost
to himself. 'I’m hanged if I can recall
what took place during my interview
with Mr. Edwards!”

‘“Have you ever experienced this
failure of memory before?” asked Blake
suddenly.

“No, never!” declared Mr.
emphatically. “I cannot understand it
at all. As a general rule, my memory is
distinctly good, and, curiously enough,
I can remember with perfect clearness
everything which took place prior to M.
Edwards’ arrival. It is most annoying.
As a matter of fact, T can’t recall Nir.
Edwards’ departure, either!”

The detective looked at his
curiously.

“And yet you clearly remember his
arrival?” he asked.

“Oh; yes! We had a whisky-and-soda
together almost as soon as he came into
the office,” answered Mr. Cleaver.

b ‘““And aft@ that?’ queried Blake.

“Oh. afier that Edwards began by
thanking me for my encouraging letters
to him. and assuring me that his inven-
tion would ultimately prove to be a huge
success,” answered Mr. Cleaver. *“In
afraid I can’t say what. took place after-
wards. My memory seems to have
broken down, confound it !”

“1 take it that Mr. Edwards was not
personally known to you until this morn-
g " asked Sexton Blake,

Mr. Cleaver shook his head.

“No; I had never seen him before,”
he answered. .*“But why are you asking
me all these questions, Mr. Blake? Yoo
surely cannot imagine that AMr. Edwards
has had anything to do with this forgery
business? Such a supposition is prepos-
terous! The young man is perfeclly
honest and open. His correspondenco
proves that. And it is ridiculous io
assume that he would sioop to crime
f'ust at the time when he proposes {o
aunch his invention upon the market.” .

“I am assuming nothing,” answercd
Blake, with a smile. *‘By the way, what
is Mr. Edwards’ address?”’

“He iz living with his parents at
Disnay Road, Putney,” replied Mr.
Cleaver. ‘‘He tells me that he has a
workshop there, where he has perfecied
his inveution, which consists of a little
device for economising . petrol, It is
really a modification of the carburettor.
and Mr. Edwards claims that its use wiil
revolutionise the motoring industry, and
make road transport the cheapest means
of travel in the world,”

Blake nodded absently. apparenily very
little interested in Mr. Edwards and s
invention.

Tinker had been listening {o the con-
versation in a very puzzled frame of
mind. He was ulterly at a loss to divine

Cleaver

host

the drift of his master’s questioning, and
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rciolved to seek an explanation at the
first opportunity. .

And when, a few minutes later. the
pair took their departure, Tinker at once
began his attack.

“ What the dickens is the good of ask-
ing about that fat-headed inventor,
guv’'nor!” he demanded curiously. * He
can't be at the hottomn of this forgery
case—"" -

“It is quite possible that he is per-
foctly innocent, young 'un,” interrupted
Sexton Blake. ¢ At the same time the
advent of Mr. Edwards is, so far, the
only tangible scrap of evidence we have
to go upon. However, before we discuss
the matter any farther we will see what
an interview with Mr, Roger Pemmngton
will ‘bring forth.”

They were walking in the direction of
Old Jewry as they spoke, in which
thoroughfara the offices of Mr. Penning-
ton were situated. Blake’s card admitted
themn without the slightest irouble

Mr. Roger Pennington proved ta be 2
man of a totally (ligerent iype to Mr.
Cleaver. He was thin, almost to the
voint of etnaciation, but he was ex-
tremely aclive and brisk, He greeted his
visitors with polite cordiality.

“ I presume vou have called regarding
tnia audacious forgery, Mr, Blake®” he
asked, when t(hey were comfortably
seated in his private office. “If so0, T am
afraid I can iell you very little which is
ltkely to be of service to you. The whole
matier 13 quite Inexplicable to me.”

Sexton Blake nodded.

* 1 am not at all surprised {o hear that,
A, Pennington,” he said quietly. ‘At
the same time, I have no doubt that our
interview will not be entirely fruitless.”

Mr, Pennington smiled.

“1 am extremely pleased fo hear you
say 30, Mr., Blake,” he said crisply.
**‘{ here i3 no doubt thal the frauds have
been engineered by an amazingly clever
scoundrel, and the sooner he 1s rounderl
up the better. Sir William Norton has
informed me that Mr. Cleaver has also
fallen a victim {o his villainy.”

My, Pennington spoke with counsider-
able warmth, and very soon he and the
detective were discussing the matter in
ali its details. As in the case of Mr.
(Cleaver, Blake plied his host with
munerous questions, but obhtained very
little satisfaction fiom the replies he
recetved.

'The forger had obviously done his
worlk with the utmost care, for Mr. Pen-
niglon was quite unaware as {o the
methods which had been employed to
abstract the cheque from his book. Pen-
nington, like ths majority of sensible
business wen, took every precaution to
glard his cheque-book well; but, in
spite of this, the spurious cheque had
heen written upon one of his own
stainped forms,

(One very significaut piece of infor:na-
tion was forthcoming, however, and
Sexton Blake seized upon it. I{ was
rothing much in itself—menrely the fact
that Mr. Robert Edwards, the Putuey
«nventor, had had an appointment with
My, Pennington that morning.

Possibly it was only a coincidance that
Mr. Edwards had arranged to interview
both Mr, Cleaver and Mr. Pennington
upon the same day. But in view of the
face that these two gentlemen had been
victimised within an hour of the in-
venlor's call, it was serely permissible (o
vegard him with a ceriain amount of sus-
:reion,

Consideravble weight was added to the
theory of Mr. -Edwards’ complicity in
the frauds when Sexton Blake diis-
covered, by questionmg Mr. Pennington
still further, that of all his morning
visitors Edwards was the only oxe who
had also called upon Mr, Cleaver.

This information was certaiuly a step
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in the right direction, for it would serve
to start the detective upon a definite line
of inquiry. It was quite possible that
nothing would result from it, but it
would have been the height of folly to
disregard the facts,

As in the case of the Lombagd Street
financier, Mr. Edwards had secured an
appointment with Pennington for the
purposo of obtaining capital to place his
invention upon the market. And—also
as in the previous case—Edwards was
quite unknown by sight to Mr. Pen-
nington, having introduced himself by
means of correspondenoe.

Moreover, the inventor—supposedly

struggling and impecunious—had arrived
al the Old Jewry offices in an expensive
motor-car, which he had kept waiting in
the street while the interview with Mr,
Pennington was taking place.
. These facts, although trifling and un-
mmporiant in themselves, were {re-
mendously suggestive, At all events,
Sexton Blake decided that an investiga-
tion upon these lines would be amply
worth whiie,

And when. a little later, he and Tinker
again found themselves in the busy City
street, the detective was silent and
thoughtful. He walked along with his
head bent slightly forward, and his gaze
apparently concentrated upon the pave-
ment in front of him.

Tinker, after one or two aitomnpts to
draw lis master out, finally gave it up
in dwgust, and relapsed into moody
silence, I'or five minutes or so the pair
progressed in this fashion, when Tinker
was suddenly brought to earth again by
a terrific slup upon the back which nearly
sent him headlong. .

“ Here, I say, guv'nor, go easy!” he
gasped painfully, thinking that Blake
was rvesponsible, “Just because you've
suddenly struck the right trail in your
head, there no need to shove me into
the gutter—- Oh, jt's you, is it?” hLe
broke off, glaring at a broad-shouldered,
ruddy-faced individual, who stood upon
the pavement before him. “I might
have known it was your leg-of-mutton
fist that biffed me in the back!”

The newcomer was an old friend of
theirs—Detective-Inspector Dickson. of
Scotland Yard—and he stood before
them, grinning hugely.

“*Took vou by surprise that time- -eh,
Tinker?” he said good-humouredly, *1
simply couldn’t resist the opportumty.
But what's the idea of you and Blake
strolling through the City in such a
cheerful mood? ’Pon my soul, you look
as if you're bound for a funeral!”

Tinker snorted.

“Ask the guv'nor!” he replied dis-
gustedly. * Ie’s working on a blessed
forgery case, and I can’t get a word out
of him!"

The inspecior turned to Blake and
whistled. .

“You always seem to get going on
anything really good as soon as the
Yard, old wan,” he said, as he shook
hands, ‘‘Why, we only heard of this
forgery Dbusiness within the last couple
of hours. What do you make of 1t?”

“Yery little. so far,” admitted Sexton
Blake.

“There's no doubt that this inventor
fellow is the culprit,” declared the in-
spector. ‘“JMr. Robert LEdwards, of
Putney, i» unquestionably the forger,
Blake; he's left a very distinet trail
behind him.”

Sexton Blake smiled al
friend.

“Hasnn'l it struck you that the trail
is a trifle too distinct?”’ he asked.

“Too distinct?” repeated Dickson.
“No, I don’t think so. He arranged his

his offcial

appointments with his intended victimsl

in advance, obviously meaning to decamp

‘through his short hair irritably.

as soon as he had brought this coup off
successfully. He's done it, too, and
cleared a nice little sum of fourteen
thousand into the bargain!”

“Fourteen thousand?” asked Blake
sharply.

. Yes., He started with forging Mr.
Cleaver’s name to a cheque for threa
thousand; then he got five thousand out
of Mr. PenninEton's bank, and finally
brought off a third little swindle to the

tune of six thousand,”

. said Dickson,
with a growl,

“Robinson, of Moorgata

Street, was the last man visited by
Edwards, and he’s fairly raving."
Tinker whistled,
“This inventor chap secms to ha

making hay while the sun shines,” ho
remarked. “If he's really the forger, he
must be thundering smarl; that’s all 1
can say.”

_““He is smart--too jolly smart for my
liking,” replied the inspector. removing
his bowler, and running his fingers
[ 13 Hﬂ
obtained banknotes of high denomina-
tions in exchange for his dud chequeas,
and they’'ve all been swopped for
Treasury notes al numerous banks and
business houses.  Moreover, Edwards
himself left his home at Putney last
night, and hasn’t been heard of since.”

“That is not surprising in the least.”
replied Sexton Blake. “In fact, 1
expected something of the sort.”

“Hanged if I can see any reason for
him to disappear last night,”” said Dick-
son, with a frown. ‘“After his activi-
ties of this morning, of comrse, he cculd
do nothing else but disappear. We've
spread our net pretfy extensively
throughout London, and we ought to
rope him in all right within a few
hours.”

Sexton Blake shook his head.

“I'm afraid vou're doomed to disap-
pointment, my dear Dickson,”” he aaid.
“Your police net will prove to be quils
useless in locating the whereabouts of
Mr. Robert Edwards, unless I'ix very
much at fault.™

“What on earth do you menn,
Blake?” demanded the inspector, with a
glare,

*Oh, just a little opinion I've got in
my head,”” smiled Blake. “ By the way,
I suppose, Mr. Robinson, the +third
forgery victim, is just as much i the
dark as the other (wo regarding the
manner in which the frand was peipe-
trated?”

“Yes; he dozsn't know a thing about
it,” answered the inspector., “He saw
this fellow ' Edwards by appointment, arn
the forgery was discovered soon aller-
wards, How the (hunder he managed
to get hold of the cheques beats me! In
each case Edwards seems to have carvied
out his plans without the slightest
trouble. It's amazing, Blake, and 17117
confess that I'm completely baffled.”

Detective-Inspector Dickson was very
much annoyed. He was a ruost painstak-
ing and trustworthy official, with quile «
distinguished record, gained by haid
work and strict devotion to duty in the
C.I.D,

Ho inteunsely disliked io be beaten in
any case with which he Lhad been en-
trusted, and he usually persisted, with
dogged determination, long after a lcas
enthusiastic man would have given up.

This forgery investigaiion, of course,
had only just commenced. But to Dick-
son it appeared something like dviving
his head up against a brick wall; he
could make no impression whatever.

He discussed the matter for a further
short period with Sexton Blake and
Tinker, but nothing much came of thetr
talk. Boih Blake and Dickson agreed
that the most remarkable featuve of the-
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three forgeries was the absence of any
tangible clue.

Whether Edwards was responsible for
them remained to be proved, but who-
ever had engineered the crimes had done
s0 with a completeness which was litile
short of wonderful.

The Scotland Yard man had a preity
good idea that Blake had already formed
some sort of theory regarding the case,
and he based this conclusion upon the
fact that his Baker Street colleague was
more than usually secretive and vague.

And Dickson’s somewhat short temper
was in no way improved by this know-
ledge. He tried his hardest to induce
Sexton Blake to confide in him, but he
only wasted his breath.

Blake merely smiled inscrufably, and
intimated that he had nothing to impart
at the present stage of the case. And
the worthy inspector, with a gruff word

of farewell, departed on his way in high

dudgeon.

A little later—shortly after Blake and
Tinker had reached their house in Baker
Street—there was a further development,
and one which was to lead to surprising
results.

The telephone-bell in the consulting-
room commenced to ring, and continued
with great persistence until Tinker re-
moved the receiver from the hook. Hae
placed it to his ear, and listened for a
few moments. -

“Great Scott! It’s Mr. Philip Tres-
mand, of Holborn, guv’'nor!” he ex-
claimed, placing his hand over the trans-
mitter and turning to Blake excitedly.
““He says the forger has cashed a cheque
for ten thousand pounds on his account.”

Sexton Blake sprang to his {eet
briskly, and walked over to the tele-
phone. ’

“Give me that receiver, young 'un,”
lhe jerked, ‘“and go and call a taxi at
once, We must go and see Tresmand
immediately.” '

Tinker hurried off without delay, and a
few minutes later he returned with the
cab. Blake by this time had finished
talking to Tresmand, and was ready and
waiting.

Together the pair boarded the vehicle.
after directing the driver to make all
haste to Holborn. Tinker lay back upon
the comfortable cushions, and wondered
if this visit would prove as fruitless as the
others had been.

He was soon to know,

RS p——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

f“What the dickens is this
Quv'nor 2"

6 ALIO, Blake, old man! How
are you?”
My. Philip Tresmand wrung

_ the detective’s hand warmly
as he alighted from the taxi five minutes
later. The two men were very well
a]cql;minted, being members of the same
club.

Tresmand was so impatient that he had
waited upon the kerDb for Sexion Blake's
arrival, and after shaking hands with
T'inker, he conducted his visitors into his
private office, where he invited them to
be seated.

Blake and Tinker could plainly see that
their host was labouring under great
excitement. He was a youngish man,
not more than thirty-eight, and he had
wlready amassed a considerable fortune
v square dealing in his business.

He paced the office restlessly for a few
moments before speaking, finally halting
abruptly in front of Blake’s chair.

“I'm infernally glad you've come,
Blake,” he began, running his fingers
through  his well-brushed hair im-
patiently. ‘“for I’'m hanged if I can get a
gro on this affair!”
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“Well, let’s have the yarn, Tresmand,”
suggested the detective.

“Yarn!” repeated Tresmand, with a
shrug. ‘“There’s practically nothing to
tell you, Blake. All I know is that a
cheque of mine, which I know nothing
whatever about, has been cashed at the
bank! Simply that, and nothing else!” .

“How did you learn about 1t?” asked
Blake. :

“Oh, quite by chance!” answered
Tresmand. “ Just before 'phoning you 1
happened to go to the bank. and one of
the cashiers there mentioned a supposed
previous visit of mine. Of course, 1 told
him that I hadn’t been in the bank
before, and he began to look quite
startled, and insisted that I had cashed a
cheque for ten thousand pounds within
the last hour!”

“Good heavens!” ejaculated Tinker.
“That's a large sum!”

Tresmand nodded.

“Yes, it is,” he agreed. ‘“But I'm not
worrying about the money so much. The
bank will have to make that good, 1

THE MAN WHO
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expect. Quite apart from the money
part of the affair, it’s terribly discon-
certing to know that somebody has been
impersonating me, and signing my name
with the same apparent ease as I do
myself! Good heavens! With a man
like that at large my credit will go to
blazes!”

Sexton Blake shook his head.

“I feel quite certain that you are
exaggerating the matter, and exciting
yourself unduly, my dear fellow,” he
said quietly. ‘““‘Yours is the fourth case
of fraud which has occurred to-day, and
all of them have been worked by the
same individual. The cheque for ten
thousand pounds was taken from your
own cheque-book, I presume?”

“No, 1t couldn’t have been,” said
Tresmand. ‘“I've had it in my pocket
all the time, so I'm quite sure that
nobody could have got at it Why,
you're right, Blake! Well, I'm1 dashed!”

Tresmand had produced the book from
his pocket as he was speaking, and a
very brief examination revealed the fact
that one of the forms had been ab-
stracied, leaving the counterfoil blank.

- “I thought as much.” said Sexton
Blake. ‘““ Your experience is precisely
the same as the other three.”

Tresmand was looking blankly amazed,
and he gasped in his astonishment.

“But—but I don’t understand,” he
exclaimed. “ This book has been in my
pocket the whole of the time, and I'm
certain that it hasn’t been itouched by
anybody but myself.” _

“You must be mistaken,” interposed
Tinker. ‘“If the cheaue has been taken
from the book it stands to reason that it
must have been touched!”

“It hasn’t! I could swear to it!” said
Tresmand. ¢ There’s something uncanny
about ‘the matter, Blake, and——" _

‘““Never mind the cheque now,” in-
terrupted Sexton Blake. *‘I shall be
much more interested to hear an account
of your own personal movements, Tres-
mand. Have you been out at all to-
day?'.!

*“Not until I went to the bank,” was
the reply. ‘ Until then I'd been in the
office since my arrival this morning, not
even going out to lunch. I had it sent
in from a restaurant.”

‘“ Seen many people to-day?” asked the
detective.

“Yes, several ™ reP]ied Tresmand,

“Who were they?”

“Hanged if I can tell you off-hand!”
said Tresmand, touching a bell as he
spoke. “I'll ask Jackson. He's got a
splendid memory.”

A smart-looking youngster soon made
his appearance in response to Tresmand’s

?

-ring, and he rattled off a list of names in

quick succession.

““I think the last man to see you, sir,
was Mr. Robert Edwards, the inventor,”
concluded Jackson. '

Tresmand nodded.

““Oh, yes, I remember!"” he said. “ We
had a drink together, and he went off in
a very few minutes—"

“““Pardon me, sir.” said the clerk
resgectfully, “but I think you are
making a mistake.”

““Mistake !” exclaimed Tresmand, look-
ing up quickly, “ What the dickens do
you mean, Jackson? How have I made
a mistake?”

The clerk coughed.

“Well, sir, Mr. Edwards remained in
the office some little time,” he said
quietly. *‘ About five minutes -after his
arrival you yourself left the office, sir,
and Mr. Edwards waited until you had
returned——"’

“Rot!” interrupted Tresmand, in some
astonishment. “I don’t know what
you're talking about, Jackson! I have
no recollection whatever of doing as you
say, and I am quite positive that I did
not leave Mr. Edwards alone for one
moment.. Why on earth should I do
such a thing?”

Jackson shook his head.

“T have no idea, sir,” he replied. ‘“But
you certainly did leave the office. Both
Mr. Billington and imyself saw you go!”

Tresmand scratched his head.

“Well, I can’t understand it,” he said,
in a puzzled tone. “If you and Billing-
ton saw me go, I suppose I must have
done so. But I certainly don’t remember
it. All right, Jackson; you can go now,
thanks!”’

The clerk glanced at his master
curiously as he retired, and Tresmand
turned to Sexton Blake with a helpless
little gesture. He was very much per-
plexed at Jackson’s information, and he
sank into a chair weanily.

“What do you think of it, old man?”
he asked, looking at the detective.
“Both my clerks tell mme that I went out
and left kdwards in this room, and yet I
have na recollection of it whatever,
Confound it! Either my servants are
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trying to pull my leg, or else I'm going
potiyt”

Sexton Blake shook his head.

‘“* Nothing of the kind, 1y dear
fellow,” he said cheerfully. * Personally.
[ am quite delighted with the news which
Jackson gave us, for it has enabled me {o
clear up several points, By the way, did
you and Edwar(,s commence your inier-
view by taking a drink?”

T'resmand nodded.

“Yes. He seemed {o be fearl'ul}iv
thirsty, so I offered him a whisky-and-
soda,” he replied. ‘' Naturally, I had one
with him, and I was under the impression
that he took his departure soon after-
wards. As to leaving him alone in the
office—well, I simply can’t understand it,
that’s all!”

The malter seemed to upset Mr.
Philip Tresmand very considerably, and
he sat in his chair and stared at the ceil-
ing thoughtfully. Never before in his
experience had {19 encountered anything
of this nature, and it waa only natural
(hat he should feel worried.

Tinker, too, was puzzled. He could not
understand why Sexton Blake aljpeared
to be so cheerful, nor why he had ex-
pressed his delight at the news which had
had such a damping effect upon his host.

But he knew that it would be useless
to ask for an explanation at this stage of
the proceedings. He also knew that he
wonld learn all there was (o know when
Biake thought fit to tell him, and not
before. :

As these thoughis passed through his
mind, Tinker was surprised {o see his
inaster abruptly drop upon his hands and
knees, and commence to _carefully
examine the linoleum in the vicinity of
‘t'resmand’s desk. .

He crawled along on all fours, slowly
serutinising the surface of the floor as he
wenl.

Apparently he was searching for some-
thing of an extremely minute nature, for
every now and then he gazed earnestly
threcugh the powerful lens of his magni-
fyving-glass, which he held within a few
inches of the floor covering.

Tinker and Tresmand watched him
with great interest, at the same time
wondering what the detective’'s object
could be in acting in so strange a
manner. He took no notice of them,
however, but continued his search as
though auite oblivious of their presence.

Sexton Blake finally came to a halt
azainst one of the chairs which stood
near the central desk, and as he did so,
he gave vent (0 a delighted chuckle.
‘’hen he focused his lens upon a certain
stnall patoh of the linoleum, and nodded
his head slowly.

“Is this the chair in which Edwards

sal  during his interview with you,
Tresmand ?” he asked, looking wp
quickly.
“*“Yes. - Why do you ask such a ques
tion, Blake ?” replied ‘I'resmand
curiously. “ What on earth do you ex-
pect to find ?”

He rose to his feet as he spoke, and
walked over to Blake’s side, followed
by Tinker. They both stared down at
the oilcloth, but could discern nothing of
an unusual nature.

“My luck’s in, Tresmand,” murmured
the detective. “I have found something
here with which I hope to speedily clear
up the mystery of these forgeries.
Tinker, bring me an envelope, and hold
it open for me!” ,

Pinker did as he was bidden, and
looked more surprised than ever when
he saw that Blake was carefully gather.
ing together a tiny little mound of
brownish-yellow dust. This he pro-
coeded to place carefully in the envelope
!l;y_fmonns of the blade of his pocket-

nite,
_“YWhat the dickens Is this stuff,

asked Tinker,

guv'nor 7"
substance with

powder-like
interest.
gold paint which used to be on sale!”

Sexton Blake chuckled again.

“You’re very wide of the murk, young

‘un,” he replied, still scooping up the
dust. ‘““Try again!” ’ '
. Tinker took another look at the powder
in the envelope, but could think of
nothing else which it resembled. e was
just aboul to say so when Mr. Philip
Tresmand suddenly slapped his thigh,
and roared with laughter.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” he gasped at
last. “If this 1sn’t the richest joke I've
heard for months! Excuse me grinning,
Blake, old man, but I can’t help it!
That stuff upon the floor is snuff !”

“Snuff I repeated Tinker, looking at
his master gquickly. * Great guns!”

Tresmand nodded.

“Yes, just ordinary snuff!” he ex-
claimed. “1 remember now that
Idwards dropped his snuff-box exactly
oa this spot soon afler he arrived!™

But Sexlon Bluke appeared to be quite
unmoved by Tresmand’s obvious amuse-
ment. e merely smiled absently, and
continued his task of gathering up the
yellow dust, )

eyeing the
suspicious

et wd e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
“We Are Qetting On' Famously, Young
’Un ! bR

TI;\'KER and Tresmand were sur-

prised when Blake, a few minutes
later, prepared

his
departure.

As soon as he had carefully sealed the
envelope containing the peculiar powder,
he held out his hand to Tresmand
abruptly. _ _

“ Good-bye, my dear fellow !” he said,
as he shook hands. ‘*‘There is nothing
further I can learn here, and Tinker and
myself have a good deal of work to do
at once.” :

“ But—but what’s theeidea of rushing
off like this, Blake?” asked Tresmand.
““What about the forgery—and my ten
thousand quid ?”

Saxton Blake smiled.

“Don’t worry about it, Tresmand,’” he
said. “I have every hope of getting
upon the scent—thanks to the discovery
of the yellow dust! Good-bye!”

Heo walked from the office without say-
ing anything forther, and Tinker fol-
lowed him wondevingiy. Once out in the
street, however, the lad was given no
opportunity to ask the questions which
were upon the tip of his tongue, for
Blake hailed a passing taxi, and directed
the driver to take them as fast as pos-
sible to Old Jewry.

During the short journey Blake ap-
peared to be quite cheerful, if somewhat
engrossed with his own thoughts. Occa-
sionally he smiled to himself, and then,
as if finally deciding his course of action
in his mind. he produced his case, and
lit a cigarette. .

“\Well, Tinker, what do you think of it
all?” he asked. looking at his assistant
quii/.lzic’ally. ‘““Seems to be a queer case
—eh 7’

“Queer [ snorted Tinker. “Queer
isn’t the word for it, guv'nor! TUp to
now the whole thing seems to be a hope-
less muddle! The only thing which is
perfectly obvious is the fact that this
chap Idwards is at the bottom of the
fgrgeries—there’s no possible doubt of
that.”

“You think not, Tinkeri"

Blake, smiling again.

“No, I don’t see how it could have
been anybody else,” declared ‘Tinker.
“This inventor made appointments with
all the men who have had their signa-
tures forged, didn’t he? And all the
forgeries took place after the tnterviews

to take

queried

“T.ooks a bit like the German:

hatl come off. Well, the obvious i:ver-
cence is that Edwards is the forger,
guv'nor—he jolly well must he!"”

. Sexton Blake, to Tinker's surprize,
shook his head.

“I dou’t think so—I certainly don't
think s0, Tinker,” he said slowly. “ But,
assuming that your theory is correct,
how do you think Edwards managed tho
business ?"

“Well, I suppose he had his plans all
cut and dried, guv’nor,” replied Tinker.
“During his interviews with the Cily
men, he must have taken a blank cheque
from each of them in turn—how, I dou't
know. Then, a little later, he disguised
himself to resemble them, one after the
other, and cashed the cheques. Of
course, it would want a bit of doing, but
I don’t ses any other explanation.”

“According to thal, we must believe
that Edwards, after stealing the blank
cheques without the slightest trouble, is
clever enough to impersounale firsi «
stout, thick-set man, calmly visit his
bank, and there write his name with snch
astounding accuracy that detection is in:-
possible.” And then he disguises himseli
as a——

- Tinker reddened a trifle.

“Well, guv'nor, it certainly sounds a
bit thick when you put it like that,” he
confessed. “But if ii wasn't done that
way, how——"

“ Remember that Cleaver is sloul, as I
said,” interrupted Blake. - “My. Pen-
nington, on the other hand, is extremely
thin. Robinson, the third forgery
victim, we have not seen. Bul we kunow
that Tresmand 13 rather over the averaga
size, and totally dissimilar to either
Cleaver or Pennington. Therefore, how
is 1t possible that the criminal could suc-
cessfully impersonate them all in such a
short space of time—io say nothing of
writing their signatures with a fluency
which 1s little short of amazing ?™

Tinker scratched his head.

“Dashed if I know!” he confessed
dubiously. “You've made my theory
look a ﬂil’, sick already, guv'nor! Bnt
there are a good many things [ don't
understand wilh regard to this case. Yor
instance, why did you tell Mr. Tresmand
that you hope to get on the scent—just
because you found that vellow dusl?”

“I meant exactly what I said, Tinker,*
answered Blake. ‘The yellow dusi i3
extremely important—in fuact, it is at the
bottom of the whole mystery!”

“Well, I'm jiggered!” exclaimed
Tinker. “Bul what the dickens is it,
guv’'nor?”

Sexton Blake shook his head. :

“To tell you the truth, I dou’t know,”
ho answered. “1 have a pretty good
idea, of course, hut I prefer not to say
until T have subjected the powder to «
careful analysis. But here we are ut
Pennington’s office, Tinker. You had
better wait in the taxi for a few minutes
until T return.”

“What are you going to see Ponning-
ton again for, guv'nor?" asked Tinker.

“I'm not. I merely want {o examind
the floor of his office,” replied Blake.

He was back within five minutes, ar:l
he then directed the driver of the faxi fo
take them to Mpr. Cleaver's office in
Lombard Street. Aftarwards they weut
to Moorgate Street, where the detectivo
had a short interview with Mr. Robi:-
son. .

Tinker had remained in the cab all tha
time, and Blake was quite cheerful when
he rejoined his assistant.

‘“We are getting on famously, young
'un,” he said briskly. “I have founi
traces of the mysterious yellow dust in
Robinson’s office, although it was gui'a
absent in those of Cleaver and Penning-
tion. I have also learned that Kdwards
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used a large motor-car, blue-grey inl
colour, and. of the landaulette type of
body, in which to make his calls.

‘“He visited Cleaver and Pennington
in the morning, and Robinson and
Tresmand imimediately after the lunch
hour, and he kept his car waiting for him.
in each instance for quite a considerable
time. Now I want you to do all you
possibly can o pick up some trace of that
car, and then report to mo at Baker
Street. 'Do you understand 1"

Tinker nodded. .

“Yes, guv'nor!” he said brightly.
‘“Thank goodness, I've got something to
do at last! It ought to be easy enough
to track the blue-grey car. Somebogy
must have seen it at one of the four
points where it waited for Edwards. "Are
you going back to Baker Street now?”

“Yes, at once.” =~ . .

“Right-ho, sir! T'll see you later,”
replied Tinker, waving his hand.

- A moment later the taxi drove off,
and Sexton Blake lay back upon the
cushions indolently. e knew that he
could trust Tinker to do all that was pos-
sible to trace the car which Edwards had
used, and he concerned himself no further
about it.

Some little time later the detective was
deeply engrossed in the analysis of the
yellow dust. His laboratory was equipped
with every conceivable requirement for
this sort of work, and was fitted with
scveral benches and tables, on which
gleamed various delicately-made instru-
ments, test-tubes, and retorts, and the
thousand and one odds and ends which
go to make up the stock-in-trade of the
analytical chemist, .

- There were very few professional men
more highly qualified than Sexton Blake
in their knowledge of chemistry, and the
detective hated to be disturbed when en-
gaged in any of his intricate experiments.

But on this occasion he had scarcely
commenced upon the tricky task of
analysing the yellow powder when his
housekeeper timidly knocked at the door.
and announced that a visitqr wished to
sce him,

Blake grunted and turned his head.

“Tell them I'm too busy to see any-
body just now, Mrs. Bardell,” he said
nritably.

“Very well, sir!” answered the house-
Leeper. “But it’s a younyg lady, sir, and
ehc seems to be very eager for an inter-
lude with you.”

“Humph! It's a young lady, is it?”
growled Blake, who was now too well
acquainted with Mrs. Bardéll’s  little
errors of speech to even smile. “Did she
give you her name?’ -~

“Yes, sir. She 1is Miss Evelyn
Wrayson,” replied the housekeeper.
*She has come to see you about her
yvoung man, because he's disappeared.
She says .his name 1s Mr. Robert
Edwards, and the papers have accused
him of being a forger.”

Sexton Blake rose to his feet at once.

“All right, Mrs. Bardell, show the
young lady up immediately,” he. said
crisply. ‘ : "

IHe removed his laboratory overall as
he spoke; and a few seconds later he was
shaking hands with his fair client in the
consulting room. - - -

Miss Evelyn Wrayson was a most
charming young woman, with a great
wealth of wavy brown hair and a pair ot
appealing brown eyes, which now showed
distinct ttaces of tear-stains.

She was dressed in a neatly cut blue
ccstume, which suited her delicate com-
plexion admirably, and she stood before
Sexton Blake ‘with an expression of
misery and concern upon her clear-cut
features. - .

**Oh, Mr. Blake, T do hope you will

help me!” she said, with & note of en-
U.J.—No. 939.

treaty itn her voice. *“1I am so worried
about Bob—Mu1. Edwards—that I scarcely
know what to do. He—he is my fiance,
you . know, and he has disappeared
completely 1" = -

‘The detective led her gently to a chair,
and sat down beside her.

‘““As it bappens, I am most anxious
to learn all I possibly can about Mr.
Edwards,” he said kipdly. “Tell me
everything you are able; iliss Yrayson.
When did you see him last?”’

“He was at my uncle’s house last
night, as usual,” answered the girl.
‘“ But—but I haven’t told you the worst,
Mr. Blake. The—the papers have
accused him of being a—a forger!” '

“Yes, I am aware of that,” replied
Blake.  ‘“Do 1 understand that Mr.
Edwards visited your wuncle’s house
regularly 1"’ L '

Miss Wrayson nodded.

“As reégularly "as clockwork,” she
answered, ‘‘He was almost like one of
the family. You see, Mr. Blake, 1y
uncle is Professor Nicholas Wrayson, a
scientist, and he approved of Mr.
Edwards as a Fros[iective nephew In
every way—partly, believe, because
they had so many interests in common.
My fiance is an inventor, you know.”

‘“Yes, so I have heard,” said Blake.
“Tell me, Miss Wrayson—did Mr,
Edwards appear to be as usual last
night?”’

The girl looked surprised.

-“Why, yes, of course!” she answered.
‘““He was, perhaps, a trifle excited owin
to the.interviews he had arranged witE
four very influential business men in the
City for to-day. Mr. Edwards was going
to see them in order to persuade them to
finance his invention, and he -had very
high hopes of his success. ‘And—and now
he has been accused of forging the signa-
tures of the very men from whom he had
expected so much !” '

iss Evelyn Wrayson produced a tiny

handkerchief from her bag as she- spoke |

and dabbed her eyes with it. -
. *“But such .an acciisation is ridiculous—
reposterous !”’ she went on, clenching her
?itt]e hands helplessly. ‘‘ My fiance is the
very soul of honour, and totally incapable
of such a terrible crime as forgery. It is
quite impossible that an upright; honest
man like Bob should stoop so low, Mr.
Blake, and I utterly refuse to believe
anything against him!”
.Sexton Blake looked at his visitor
approvingly. : .
*Bravo, Miss Wrayson!” he exclaimed
heartily.. ‘I am delighted to see that
your [aith In your fiance has remained
unshaken 1n spite of everything. I cer-
tainly think you are justified in believing
in his innocence, and I dare say we shall
be able to prove it before very long.”
The girl clapped her hands delightedly.
*“Oh, how lovely, Mr. Blake!” sha ex-
claimed. “I am so glad that I came to
you, for you have cheered me up wonder-

fully. But why has Mr. Edwards dis-
appeared? And where is he, do you
think?” R

‘““ Ah, that 1s a question which I cannot
answer at the moment!” said Blake, with
a smile. “But I don’t think he’s in any
danger.® Tell me, Miss Wrayson—how
di1 Mr. Edwards seem regarding these
forthcoming interviews in the City? Was
he keen upon them when he left you last
night?” o

“Tremendously keen, Mr. Blake; and
he was looking forward to them with
great eagerness,” answered the girl
“And it 1s.that fact which makes this
charge of forgery seem so ridiculous, you
see. 1Is it likely that Bob would
jeopardisc his entire future by commit-
ting. these crimes—just when his pro-
spects were so. rosy, too? It’s—it’s ter-
rible! And my uncle is just as indignant
as I am about it.”

-r

“The professor was in Mr, Edwards’
confidenco regarding his affairs, then?”
asked the detective.

“Oh, yes—fully!” replied Miss Wray-
son, ““They used to sit and discuss Bob’s
various ideas for hours on end, Mr.
Blake. My uncle knew all about the
mterviews arranged for this morning,
and wished. Bob the best of luck. They
were talking together long after I went
to bed last night, as a matter of fact—
which is a habit they often indulged.”

Blake smiled and nodded.

“That is only to be expected,” he re-
marked. ‘A scientist and an inventor
would naturally be attracted towards one
another professionally—quite apart -from
the question of friendship; and that of
prospective relationship. Oh, by the
way, Miss Wrayson, (E)es Mr. Edwards

“Yes, Mr. Blake—a little two-seater
run-about,” she answered. “Why do
vou ask?”

“Does he generally use it when he
visits your uncle’s house?” asked the de-
tective, ignoring the girl's query.

“No; very seldom,” she answered,
somewhat puzzled. “You see, Mr.
Edwards lives at Putney, and the dis-
lance to- our house at Fulham is not
great. I'd better leave you my uncle’s
address, Mr. Blake, for I hope you’ll be
able to give me some good news soon.”

“I have every hope of doing so, my
dear young lady,” replied Blake.

Misg Evelyn. Wrayson produced a card
from her handbag and passed it to the
famous criminologist. Her name was in-
scribed upon the pasteboard, with the
address of the professor immediately
beneath — ‘“Kelvedon House, Daleham
Road, Fulham.” - :

Sexton Blake conversed for a little
while longer- with his fair visitor, and
then she _took her departure—consider-
ably happier than when she had arrived
shortly iqfqre.

The detective then continued his inter-
rupted experiments upon the mysterious
yellow dust behind the locked door of the
laboratory, and this time he was allowed
to finish his task undisturbed.

When at last he rose from his seat at
the bench he was smiling cheerfully and
humming occasional bars from one of
the latest L.ondon musical shows. Evi-
dently he had achieved his object, and
was satisfied.

Five minntes later Sexton Blake was
seated in a taxi once more, speeding in

the direction of Holborn,
I minutes after his_masfter had de-
.parted in the taxi. The lad was
considerably puzzled by the-events of the
day, and somewhat aggrieved because
Blake had been so secretive as to his
conclusions respecting. the four mysteri-
ous forgeries. - T

He felt quite certain that the deteclive
had arrived al some sort of an explana-
tion as to the methods employed to bring
about the frauds, and was even now on
his -way- home to seck confirmation of
his hypothesis by ascerlaining the exacr
nature of the yellow dust.

Tinker, for the life of him, could not
see just where the powder entered.into
the business. Tresmand had declared it
to be ordinary snuff, carried by Mr.
Robert Edwards, presumably for use in
the orthodox manner.

But Tinker knew well- enough that
Sexton Blake, although -he had said
nothing, had not accepted this explana-
tion of the powder’s .presence upon the
floor of Tresmand’s office.

(Continued on page 14.)

‘possess a motor-car?”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
‘*The Yellow Dust Again!”

INKER stood upon the pavement
in Moorgate Street for some few
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When he saw that Blake
and Tinker were upon
him, the fugitive faced
round, adopting an atti-
tude of defence. ‘‘ Come
on—I'm readyfor you!’’
he panted. (Page 18.)

>

A

TheProfessorwrenched
the chair-leg upwardse
with all his strength.
Before Blake could
make an eftort he was
forcibly pitched back-
wards. (Page 18.)

‘* You murderous rufAan!”’
gasped Tinker. ‘‘ What have
you done to M., Blake?”’

{Puage 2.)

2
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On the contrary, Blake appeared to re-
gard the yellow dust as a highly im-
portant factor in the case. and Tinker
felt a trifle reseniful at being left out
in the cold, because the detective had not
explained iatters to hun.

{Ic¢ realised, however, that standing |h

npon the kerb was not likely to bring
him any nearer to a solution of the
mystery, and with a shrug of the
shoulders, he began to consider the best
means of carrying out Blake’s in-
structions. o .

1t would probably be a difficult job to
" locate the car which had been used by
Iidwards, and Tinker decided to begin
his campaign by interviewing the police-
man on point duty. .

Fortunately, one of these gentlemen in
blue was stationed quite near to the office
of Mr. Robinsou—ﬂlev third victim of the
forger’s rascality, and Tinker approached
him in hopeful anticipation, i

But he soon discovered that the police-
man had only just come on duty at that
point,” and was therefore quite unable to
give Tinker any information. Moreover,
the constable whom he had relieved had
been hurriedly called to another part of
Londou 1o visit a sick relation.

Tinker had disclosed his identity to
the police officer, and the man was very
sympathetic, .

“Sorry I can’t help you, Mr. Tinker,”
he said. “‘It’s very unfortunate that the
chap T relieved is away, for I've no doubt
he'd have been able to tell you some-
thing. Why don’t you try the newsboys,
and those loungers over there?”

“I'm going to,” said Tinker, with a
nod. “I'll try the blessed lot.”

As a matter of fact, Tinker did much
more than this. He questioned taxi-
men, ofice boys, hall porters, and com-
missionaires—but all to no purpose. He
drew a blank every time, for not one
of the people he interviewed could recall
seeing the blue-grey motor-car in which
Mr. Robert Edwards had arrived.

Finally, Tinker gave up the attempt,
and decided that there was little chance
of obtaining the information he requjred
im this neighbourhood. Perhaps his
luck would change when he broke fresh
ground.

Blake's assistant was in no way dis-
lieartened. Ie had scarcely expected to
sticceed at his first attempt, and he made
his way—by various - short culs which
were quite familiar to him—in the
direction of Lombard Street.

Within ten minutes he emerged almost
facing the offices of Mr. Frederick
(leaver, and he lost no time in repeat-
ing his activities which had proved so
dizappointing in Moorgate Sireet.

As before, he commenced by having a

chat with a police officer, who was
stationed near the Bank end of the
thoroughfare. = This man remembered

seeing the car Tinker described, but had
not taken particular notice of it, and was
unable to hLelp much. .

But the fact that the car had been
noticed at all gave Tinker renewed hovpe,
for it was quite likely that somebody
else—more observant than the constable
—might have caught sight of its number,
or have overheard the destination orders
issued to 1ts driver,

So Tinker pursued his inquiries with
diligent. cheeriness for some litile time,
and did not consider the prospect of
failure. Bul after exhausting every pos-
sible avenue of information in the im-
mediale vicinity of Cleaver’s offices, he
wai reluctantly compelled to abandon his
{ask.

Not a single trace of the blue-grey car
could he find. : :

“Oh, well, no good giving up hope,

old son1” he muttered to himself. “I1'n
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have a shot at Mr, Pennington’s place
in Old Jewry. Perhaps I'il strike the
trail of the blessed car there.™

He sel off at once, doggedly determined
not to be beaten. Tinker was as tenacious
as his master's famous bloodhound when
e got going upon the scent, and the
thought of giving up merely because he
had met with two setbacks never crossed
lis mind.

He soon found that there was no police-
man on point duty near enough to Pen-
nington’s office to be of value as a source
of information. And so Tinker, once he
arrived in Old Jewry, began his question-
ing in the same way as he had done on
the two former occasions.

After interviewing five or six indivi-
duals occupying various positions in the
offices adjacent to those of Pennington,
he began to fear that his quest was again
destined to meet with failure.

None of the people he spoke to were
able to enlighten him in the least re-
garding the car which Edwards had used,
and almost in desperation Tinker crossed
the road, und accosted a somewhat
ragged newsvendor,

He could have chosen nobods better,
for he'89011 discovered that this man
knew quite a lot about the blue-grey
imotor-car. -

“Yus, mate, I waz workin’ my pitch
‘ere afore dinner, an' 1 see the car wot
vou want twice,” he said. *‘A bluish
sort o' colour, it was—one o’ them big
cars wot von can close up like a keb.
It was standin’ .ontside this office 'ere

for a2 Dbit, an’ then a copper came an’

moved it on.”

“That’s the one,” said Tinker joyfully.
f;Can you tell me anything else about
1 ?‘, )

The man nodded.

““Yus, rather,” he replied. . Arter
the copper morved it on, the driver took
it off for a while, an’ then came back
agin. 'E was a bit wild, I think, ’coe
‘e didn’t like ’aving to shift away, I
’appened to be standin’ on the kerb when
’e drove up again, an’ ’e made a few
complimentary remarks.about the copper
to me! 'E said ’e 'ad to pick up ’is pas-
sengers, an’' 'e wasn’t goin' lo shift no
more-—not for a dozen ceppers!”

Tinker grinned at the newsvendor’s
account of the incident,

“Well, what happened afterwards?”
he asked eagerly.

‘“ Abaht two minutes arter thal a bloke
came out o’ this ’ere office,” went on the
man, jerking his thumb in the direction
of Pennington’s office, ‘‘and jumped into
the car, I ’eard ’im tell the driver to
go like blazes to Bloomsbury Grove—
No. 56, I believe it was.”

‘“Bloomsbury Grove, eh?” repeated
Tinker, wrinkling his brow thoughtfully.

“Yus, that wuas the address right
enough,” declared the newsvendor. *I
remember 1t puffickly, ’cos I used to
work for a man there once—— Thanks
male! You're a proper toff, you are!”

He spoke very feelingly as he be-
came aware that five shillings had been
thrust into his hand by Tinker, who
scarcely hcard the man’s thanks owing
to the spead with which he hurried off.

For Tinker was now greatly excited.
His success had been greater than he
had dared to hope for. The newsvendor
had supplied him with the address to
which Mr, Edwards’ car bhad been
directed, and—what was still more sur-
prising and important—Tinker had in-
stantly recognised the address.

No. 56, Bloomsbury Grove had struck

a chord in Tinker's memory at
once, for it' was nothing less than
the address of the boarding-house

to which he and Blake had gone that
very mornirg in their search for M,

John Stanford. of Ivy Coltage, Wenham
—the man who had so narrowly escaped
death by means of {he cxplosive bomb
contained in the parcel.

This was a surprising coincidence in-
deed, and Tinker was eager to learn
more as soon as possible.  He lost no
time In finding a taxi, and while he was
being driven {owards the boarding-house,
his mind was busily turning over the
strange facts in his mind.

What possible connection could there
be between Mr. John Stanford and the
amazing individual who had so success-
fully engineered the four audacious
forgeries ?

This was a point which Tinker was
unable to decide. But he certainly re-
garded it as a foregome conclusion that
some connection existed belween Stan-
ford and Edwards—the man responsible
for the frauds. -

It was just possible, of course, that the
long arm- of coincidence had entered
into the game—that Edwards and Stan-
ford were total strangers to each other,
and were residing at the same boardiug-
house.

But Tinker, upon refleclion, dismissed
this explanatiou of the facts as being a
little “too thick ”—to quote his own
mental phrase. Morecover, he remecm-
bered that Edwards lived at Putney.

In any case, theorising in this manner
would not help him much, and Tinker
endeavoured to restrain his impatience
while the taxi bowled him towurds the
boarding-house.

When at last il pulled up outside No.
56, Bloomsbury Grove, ‘I'inker jumped
out, and iInstructed the driver o wait.
Then he hurried to the front door, and

asked for an interview with . the
proprietor.
-He waited in the hall unrtil he was

joined, within two minutes, by u some-
what prim, angular lady. She swept
towards Tinker with a ruslling of skirts,
and regarded him through a pair of horn-

rimmed spectacles.
~ “Well, young man?” she snapped
irritably. **What i~ it you want®”

Tinker coughed.

“I—er—I've called to see one of vour
boarders—a Mur. John Stanford——"" he
began.

*“Oh, you have, have you?'" inlerrupte:l
the proprietress sharply. “Well, you
can’t! Mr. Stanford 1s too ill to see
anybody at present!”

“Too ill!” repeated Tinker, in
prise. ~“ But—but he was all right
morning, wasn’t he? The servani
me he was out when I called.”

“That may be,” answered the land
lady. ‘‘He was all right until this afler-
noon., when some bearded scoundrel
called upon him, and tried to murder
him! Poor Mr. Stanford! We Lecard
him groaning when his visitor had gone,
and we at once sent for a doctor, who
declared that poison had been ad-
ministered to him!'”

“ Great Scott!” ejaculated Tinker. ‘|
—I didn’t expect to hear anvthing of
this nature! Can you tell me if a Mr,
Iidwaras came here this afternoon—in a
large blue-grey motor-car?”’

The landlady shook her head.

‘“There’s nobody of that name here!’””
she declared. “ And 1 have seen nothing
of the car you describe. It may have
been here, of course, but the only motor
I have scen this afternonn iz the taxi
which brought the bearded murderer!
Dear me! T'o think that such a dreadiul
thing should happen in iny house!”

The proprietress of the boarding-house
produced a handkerchief as she spoke,
and Tinker thought he had better tak:
his departure at once. It was evident
that he could learn nothing further, and

allr-
this
told
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the news which he had already gained
was sufficiently surprising,

He bade the woman good-day, and
hurried back to his taxi. After telling
the driver to take him to Baker Street
as quickly as possible, he jumped in, and
settled down to think matters out,

The business seemed to be mora

tangled than ever, so far as Tinker could
sce. Edwards was not known at the
boarding-house, and yet he had bhecen
heard to instruct the chauffeur of the
blue-grey motor-car to drive him there.
. And what about John Stanford? Who
had poisoned him—and for what reason?
It was quite obvious that somebody
eagerly desired his Qeath, as was evi-
denced by the fact that a bomb had been
posted to his address at Ivy Cottage,
Wenham.

Blake and Tinker were aware that this
infernal machine had failed in its
purpose, owing to the accident which had
befallen the rural postman that morning
as he was on his round.

Presumably the sender of the bomb was
also aware that Stanford's danger no
longer threatened, and had, therefore,
adopted other means of attempting his
life—this time by poison.

But what all this had to do with the
City forgeries Tinker could not even
make a guess at. He turned the events
over in his mind until his. head ached,
but by the time the taxi pulled up out-
cide Blake’s house in Baker Street, he
was just as much in the dark as ever.

HHe paid the driver liberally, and asked
him to wait a few minutes, in case *he
cab was wanted again. The man agreed
to do so, and Tinker charged up the steps
to the hall door three at a time.

A few minutes later he burst into the
consulting-room. Sexton Blake was
seated there, and he looked up as Tinker
entered.

“Well, young ’'un, if your boisterous
home-coming is anything to go by, 1
judge that you have got something to
say—eh?” -

“ Rather, sir!” agreed Tinker. ¢ After
a lot of trouble I discovered that the blue-
grey car had been driven to No. 56,
Bloomsbury Grove — that boarding-
house we went to this morning! And,
what’s more, guv'nor, I've found out that
Mr. John Stanford—the chap who owns
the cottage at Wenham—has been
poisoned this afternoon!”

‘“Poisoned — eh?’’ repeated Blake.
“Well, well, T scarcely expected to hear
anything of this nature, Tinker. You'd
better tell me the whole story.”

Tinker lost no time in doing so. Ho
related all his adventures since the pair
had parted in Moorgate Street, and
during the recital Sexton Blake nodded
his head approvingly, finally congratu-
lating his youthful assistant very highly.

He then told Tinker of the visit of Miss
Evelyn Wrayson, and of his own trip to
Holborn.

“I was lucky, Tinker,” he concluded.
“ As it happens, I found a policeman in
Holborn who had taken the number of
Edwards’ car, owing to the fact that the
driver of it objected to being moved on.
The police-officer also examined the
chauffeur’s driving licence, and obtained
the information that the car belongs to
a garage proprietor in Fulham.”

mker nodded, .

“How’s that going to help you,
guv'nor?” he asked. ‘““I’m hanged if I
can make head or tail of to-day’s
doings!”’

“‘No, perhaps not,” said Blake. * But
the matter will soon straighten itself out,
unless I am greatly mistaken. I spoke
to the owner of the Fulham garage, and
he told me that the blue-grey car had

been hired for the day by Edwards, and

that he had been picked up at the house

of Professor Wrayson this morning.”
Tinker whistled.

“By gosh!” he exclaimed. *The net
seems to be closing round this chap
Edwards pretty closely, in spite of what
his girl says about his honesty! But
where does Mr. John Stanford come 1n,
guv'nor?” :

Sexton Blake smiled.

“Mr. John Stanford, in my opinion,
has played a very important part in this
affair, Tinker—almost as important a part
as the mysterious yellow dust,” he said.
“] mean to visit the boarding-house at
once, for it is essential that I make a
thorough search of Stanford’s room with-
out delay.”

Tinker was surprised afresh at this
decision on the detective’s part, and he
shrugged his shoulders.

“All right, guv'nor,” he said re-
signedly. “Dashed if I can get to the
bottom of your plans to-day! But the
taxi 1 came here in is down below, so we
might as well use it again.”

The evening was fairly well advanced
by the time they reached Bloomsbury,
and Sexton Blake had no difficulty in
obtaining permission to go up to Stan-
ford’s room. The angular landlady had
been inclined to demur at first, but when
she found that ' the detective was
interested in her boarder professionally,
she raised no further objections.

Tinker accompanied his master up-
stairs, and they found Stanford lying in
bed, unconscious. He was undoubtedly
in a bad way, and his recovery seemed to
be somewhat doubtful.

Blake, however, paid very little atten-
tion to the sick man, He was, appar-
ently, far more interested in the qpera-
tion of searching the poisoned man’s
clothing, which he procedded to do at
once.

There was nothing in his coat or
trousers-pocket which attracted moro
than a passing glance from Blake; but it
was different with the waistcoat. In this
garment the detective found a snuff-box,
and he seized it upon the instant. And
when he had glanced inside, he gave a
litile satisfied chuckle.

““ Ah! The yellow dust again, Tinker!”
he murmured.
Tinker stared.

“Why, that’s funny, guv’nor!” he
whispered. “I—I thought it was
Edwards who had that stuff in his pocket?
Do you mean to say that Stanford has
been using it as well?”

““There is little doubt that Stanford has
been making use of the powder,” replied
Blake. ‘Otherwise we should not have
discovered it in his pocket.”

The detective was now making a rapid
but thorough search of the room, having
replaced the clothing where he had found
it. But he discovered nothing further—
a fact which apparently annoyed him a
trifle.

He and Tinker left the sick man’s room
a few moments later, and Blake requested
the landlady to allow him to use the tele-
phone for an important call. She made
no objection, and escorted the eriminolo-
gist to the room in which the instrument
was situated.

Tinker, meanwhile, waited in the hall.
Blake returned almost at once, and
together they left the house, after thank-
ing the landlady for her courtesy.

“I think you and I will take a run
over to Fulham, Tinker, and interview
Professor Nicholas Wrayson,’’ said Blake.
*“I have an idea that. the scientist will
be able to enlighten us on one or two
points.”?

. vate

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
‘“The Professor Has Betrayed Your
Confidence !

ELVEDON HOUSE, Professor
Wrayson’s residence in Fulham,
was situated upon the corner of
Daleham Road —a somewhat

dingy thoroughfare, which had obviously
seen better days,

_ By the time Blake and Tinker arrived
in .the vicinity the evening had almost
given place to night, and the great house
presénted a gloomy and forlorn appeai-
ance as thoy approached,

The building was situated in its own
rather rambling- grounds, and was quite
a good distance from its nearest neigh-
bour—a circumstance which had most
probably induced the scientist to settle
there.

A half-circular drive fronted the house,
access to which was gained by two old-
fashioned wooden gates, opening upon
the wide pavement. The place presented
a rather untidy appearance, but, in spite
of this, there were evident signs of
occupation, '

The garden extended for a considerable
distance to the left of the house, and was’
divided from the pavement by a high
brick wall, which was topped by a rather
ragged layer of broken glass.

Sexton Blake, rather to Tinker's sur-
prise, made no attempt to approach the
professor’s residence in the orthodox
manner, but walked right past the drive-
way, merely glancing comprehensively
through the gates as he did so.

Right to the far end of the garden wall
he went, and upon reaching the boundary
of the grounds he paused thoughtfully,.
and nodded. :

‘“What’s the idea, guv’nor?” asked
Tinker curiously. * Aren’t we going to
sce the professor ?7”

‘“‘Yes, presently,” answered Blake. “I
have a mind to make a little investigation
of the grounds before doing so, however
—and this point seems to be admirable
for scaling the wall.”

“Scaling the wall!” ejaculated Tinker,
“ What—what the dickens for, sir?”

Tinker scratched his head, but Blake
only smiled.

“Well, if this doesn’t beat the band!”
he ejaculated. ‘ Bui come on, guv’nor!
If we’re going over the wall, we might as
well go now. The coast 1s quite clear.”

By this time it was almost completely
dark, and there was not a soul in sight.

A gfance at the top of the wall showed

that it was clear of broken glass at this
point, and it proved quite an easy matter
for Blake and Tinker to hoist themselves
over into the grounds of Kelvedon House.

After dropping upon the other side of
the wall they waited a few moments with-
out stirring. DBut the slight sounds they
had made were not likely to be heard
from the house, which was a good many
yards distant,

The dense gloom of the garden made it
somewhat difficult for themn to distinguish
anything around them with any degree of
clearness. But they soon discovered that
the (Flace was almost entirely unculti-

, presenting the appearance of an
untidy wilderness rather than a suburban
garden,

Stealthily they crept towards the house,
feeling their way carefully, and pro-
gressing without noise. After covering
about half the distance Blake suddenly.
touched Tinker’s arm, and halted,.

““There’s somebody on the prowl just
ahead of us,” he whispered.

Tinker nodded, and fixed his gare
ahead. He soon saw that Blake’s words
wero true, for a man was standing a
little way in front of them, apparently
greatly interested in watching tﬁe house.

He seemed to be ill at ease and
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+suspicious, for he frequently cast nervous
glances around him. almost as if he
expecled to be attacked at any moment
by soine unseen enemy from the surround-
ing gloom, .

Perhaps some instinct told him that he
was no longer alone in the garden, or
perliaps he heard some slight unusual
sound. At all events, he appeared to
sense tho close proximity of Blake and
Tinker, and he lost no time in seeking
safety. ) .
- Swiftly his -gaze travelled in their
direction, and an instant after he had
discerned their dark forms standing
motionless amon% the -tangled under-
growth he set off for a distant part of the
garden wall as fast as his legs would
carry him,

“Come on, Tinker! We must catch
him before he scales the wall!” said
Blake in a low voice. ‘““Don’t make any
more noise than you can help.”

As silently as possible they followed the
relreating figure of the stranger, who
was now tearing through the garden with
a cerlainty which proved that he was
famiiiar with his surroundings. _

There was no doubt that he was
making for the wall, and Blake and
Tinker knew that they would have to
Lurry if they were to Ereveut his escape.
Thoey came up with the fugitive just as
he was about to leap at.the high brick-
work, with his arms upraised.

When he saw that his pursuers were
upon him he faced round quickly, and
adopted an attitude of defence, his fists
clenclied determinedly.

“(‘ome on! I'm ready for you!" he
panted hoarsely. ‘ .

Sexton Blake raised. his hand, and

advanced towards the warlike figure
before him,

‘“Bravo!” le said admiringly. *I am
delizhted to see you are still game

encugh to put up a fight, Mr, Edwards!
But I assure you that fighting ise now
quite unnecessary—we are friends!”

Tinker gasped..
¢ Cireat pip! Is—is this chap Mr.
Lidwards?” he exclaimed.

“Yes, I'm Edwards right enough,” in-
Lorrupted the stranger, dropping his
hauds, and looking at his companions
wonderingly. “But I'm hanged if you
Ihaven’t got the advantage of me! You
cerlainly appear to be friendly, as you
sav, but who the dickens are you?”

*“My name is Blake—Sexton Blake—
and Lhis 13 my assistant, Tinker,” replied
he doteclive. ‘‘You may, perhaps, have
Lieard of us?”

Tidwards was very much astonished.

“Heard of you?” he exclaimed.
“Why, I should jolly well think T have!
But—but what on earth are you doing
here, Mr. Blake? As a matter of fact,
I'm rather in a fog about things. I've
heen imprisoned all night, and I've only
just succeeded in making my escape.”

Blake nodded.

“T am not at all surprised to hear
that,” he observed. ‘‘Professor Wrayson,
oi course, is responsible?”

" “Yes, confound him!” agreed
Edwards. “What on carth his objecl can
be T don’t know. We have always been
on the very best of terms. But last night,
for some unknown reason, the professor
and a companion of his set upon me.
They bound and gagged me, and carried
e into a shed at the bottom of the
garden, where I lay helpless all night.”

Fdwards ground his teeth angrily as
he spoke,

“'This morning Wrayson ungagged me
while I ate some food, but since then I've
been left entirely alone.  Naturally, I
spent the time in trying to escape, and

sucreeded in doing so just before you
Uan—NO- 939-

1 believe it, Mr, Blake,

turned up in the garden. What does it
all moan, Mr. Blake?”

‘It means, Mr. Edwards, that the pro-
fessor has grossly betrayed your confi-
dences, and “has used your name and
personality to engineer a neat little
swindle to the tune of t{wenty-four
thousand pounds!” answered DBlake
slowly. . )

Mr. Robert Edwards stared at Blake in
amazement,

¢ Good heavens !” he gasped. *“Do—do

you mean that the professor is a
criminal ?
“ Undoubtedly; and an amazingly
clever one at that!” returned the
detective.

‘““He has succeeded in robbinﬁ
each of tbe four City magnates wit
whom you had appointments to-day, by
sending a confederate to interview them
in your name!”

“The—the scoundrel!” ejaculated
Edwards. ‘“This will be the ruin of
me! Al my hopes were centred upon
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obtaining financial help from those four
men, and now—-— Oh, it’s simply
ghastly; But, I say, Mr. Blake, what
about Miss Evelyn. She’s not mixed up
in this business, is she ?”

e spoke with great anxiely in his
tones, and the detective smiled.

“No, no, my dear fellow. The young
lady is quite innocent,” he said. *She
came to me in a terrible state of anxiety
regarding vour disappearance, and is in
na way responsible for her uncle’s
criminal acts, I congratulate you on
choosing so charming a life partner.”

Edwards heaved a great sigh of relief.

“Thank Heaven for that!” he ejacu-
lated. “I always knew she was true
blue, Heaven bless her! But look here,
Mr. Blake, how the deuce has the pro-
fessor been working his swindle, as you
call it?”

““Chiefly by clever manipulation. and
the help of a confederate,” answered
Sexton Blake. ‘‘He has succeeded in
drawing large sums of money from the
banking accounts of the four City gentle-
men I mentioned, and so astutely did the
professor lay his plans that you,
fidwards, are suspected by the police of
committing a four-fold forgery!”

The young man drew his breath in
angrily, and clenched his fists,

“By heavens! The--the despicable
hound!” he panted. “ But I can scarcely
How on earth

can I be suspected of forgery when I've
been a prisoner all day?”

He was soon enlightened when the
detective explained all the various hap-
penings to him, - Blake related every-
thing which had occurred since the
morning in as few words as possible,
omitting nothing, and concluding with
an account of his own and Tinker’s visit
to the Bloomsbury boarding-house.

Edwards listened with tense interest,
his eyes glinting with anger as it
became obvious to him that all along he
had been the scapegoat for Professor
Wrayson’s villainous schemes.

He was greatly puzzled, however, by
Blake’s mention of the yellow dust, and
by the fact that traces of it had been
found in the offices of both Tresmand
and Robinson, He could not understand,
any more than Tinker had done, what
the powder had been used for, and he
said as much to the deteclive.

“The yellow dust?” said Blake, with
a smile. ‘“Ah, my dear fellow, the
yellow dust is at the bottom ©of the
whole mystery!”

“But what is asked
Tirker.

“It is a peculiar drug, exfracted from
a little-kpown Indian herb,” answered
Sexton Blake. ‘I have come across
something very similar on former occa-
sions, but nothing quite resembling this
in its effects. f made a very careful
analysis of the sample available, and mmy
suspicions were amply confirmed.”

“Hanged if I can see what it was used
for at all!” said Edwards. * What are
the effects of the powder®”

“It acts upon the brain,” explained
Sexton Blake, ‘‘Its action, when taken
into the human system, is to produce
temporary loss of memory, and at the
same time to render the subject com-
pletely submissive to a strong will, owing
to the deadening effect upon the delicate
nerves of the brain. Apart from these
characteristics, the subject is quite
normal in every way, and recovers within
half an hour. His mind, however, is a
complete blank regarding. what has
occurred while under the influence ot
the drug.”

Tinker and Edwards looked at one
another in amazement,

“Well, I'm jiggered!” exclaimed
Tinker. “So that’s the explanation of
the blessed yellow dust, is it?”

“ Undoubtedly,”  returned Blake.
“From the first I could not bring
myself to accept the facts regarding the
forgeries as they appeared upon the sur-
face, for the simple reason that no single
man could possibly have carried then
out. Remember tfvmt in each case the
supposedly forged cheques were signed
upon the counters of the bank, always,
according to the bank cashiers, by one
of th» well-known customers,

‘“Now,.cashiers, as a general rule, are
pretty smart fellows, and it seewcd
highly improbable to me that feour of
them would be taken in as easily as we
were asked to believe-—completely de-
ceived, mind you, both by a false cheque
and a false customer at the same time.

“So I came to the conclusion, quite
early in the investigation, that no
forgeries had occurred at all, and no im-
personation of the banks’ customers,
either. By some means or other, it
seemed certain that the four City mag-
nates had been induced—obviously with-
out their knowledge—to visit the banks
and draw out the money themselves.

*The discovery of the yellow dust con-
firmed my suspicions, which becaine cer-
tainties after I had analysed the sample.
Then came the wvisit of Miss Evelvn
Wrayson, who told me about your dis-
appearance, Edwards, and also about the
appointments you had made regarding

(23]
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your invention. Finally, Tinker traced
the motor-car which had been used by
the criminal to a boarding-house in
Bloomsbury, and the whole case immedi-
ately became clear and connected.”

Sexton Blake paused, and looked at
his two astonished hearers with a smile.
But Edwards still seemed to be puzzled.

“The story you have told sounds very
nmuch like fiction 1n its sensational
audacity,” he said, with a grin, ‘“and
I’ve no doubt that it’s all perfectiy clear
to you. At the same time, I’'m dashed
if I can get the hang of it completely!
For instance, how were the frauds
worked exactly?”

“Well, in my opinion, they were sug-
gested to Professor Wrayson, in the first
place, by two things,”’ replied Blake.
“One was the fact that he possessed a
guantity of the peculiar Indian drug,
and the other was the fact that the ap-
pointments you had arranged in the City
would afford him a unique opportunity
to make a considerable sum of money by
its use.

‘““He commenced operations by making
you a prisoner, Edwards. Then - he
arranged with his confederate—Mr. Jobn
Stanford, of Bloomsbury, and Ivy Cot-
tage, Wenham—to impersonate you to-
day in the City. This was quite easy,
because you were unknown personally to
any of the gentlemen with whom you
had an appointment—a fact of which the
professor was well aware.

““The rest was really very simple,

“Stanford, in the personality of
Edwards, the inventor, kept the appoint-
ments, A few minutes after he had
been received into the private office of
cach of the mnen, he produced his snufi-
bhox; a perfectly natural action on his
part, We will assume that a glass of
whisky-and-water is in front of each
man as they converse, as we know it
actually was,

““Stanford would have no difficulty in
tinding an opportunity to slip-a little of
the powder i his companion’s whisky.
Aund that done, the effect would be
almost immediate.  Stanford merely
made hiy suggestions regarding the cash-
ing of the cheques, and his victims im-
imediately carried them out, each one of
them actually visiting the bank, signing
their cheque, and returning with the
money in notes, which they handed to
Stanford.

‘“ A little later, when the effects of the
powder wore oft, they would remember
nothing. whatever of what had taken
place, and would naturally declare the
cheques to be forgeries. In reality, of
course, they were quite genuine, and
cousequently mno hitch could possibly
oeeur roaenpcctin%l them wuntil they were
repudiated by the men whose signatures
they bore.”

Edwards was greatly impressed.

‘“What a remarkably clever scheme,
My, Blake!” he said. ‘‘ And what a ter-
rthic nerve the professor has got to put
it into praetice! I supposo he reckoned
that the frauds would not be discovered
for some little time?”

*Possibly,” agreed Blake.

**And what about John Stanford, the
«hap who actually did the dirty work,

guv'nor?”’  asked Tinker. “Who
poisoned him?*”’
“Proiesor Wrayson is undoubtedly

responsible for Stanford’s condition,”
suid the detectivr,  ‘“Having used his
accomplice to carvy out his scheme, he
presumably desired to get him out of the
-way. Tho professor,therefore, sent him
a bomb by parcel-post, which would
await him upon arrival at lis house at
Wenham. It is tmpossible to say for
certain, of course, but the possibility is
that the bomb was arranged to expﬂ)de

panions

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
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when the wrappings were removed, or ¢

the string cut. As 1t turned out, the
thing went off on impact as the result of
the collision we witnessed, Stanford,
however, returned to the boarding-house
at Bloomsbury, instead of going to his
country place, and thus upset the pro-
fessor’s plan to murder him.

“So Wrayson disguised limself by
wearing a beard, and visited Stanford
in the boarding-house, where he again
attempted to dispose of him by adminis-
tering a dose of poison. It 1s possible
that Stanford demarded tco great a
share in the proceeds of the swindle to
please the professor, who adopted this
means of ridding himself of his accom-
plice, and taking all the money for him-
self.. At all events, there was no evi-
dence that Stanford had Dbenefited
greatly when I made a search of his
room,”

Edwards and Tinker were greatly sur-
prised at the masterly manner in which
Blake had reconstructed the surprising
evenis of the day. There could be no
doubt that the detective was right in his
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deductions, for everything fitted in with
an exactness which was simply wonder-
ful. -

Nothing now remained {o be done hut
to interview Professor  Wrayson,
Edwards and Tinker were eager to do
so at once, but Blake shook his head.

“I have arranged with Detective-
Inspector Dickson to come along with a
couple of his men,” he said; *“and 1
think it will be better if you two remain
outade to receive him. Meanwhile, I amn
most anxious to have a little chat with
the professor. I have an idea that he
wll prove to be a most interesting indi-
vidual.”

Edwards and Tinker were quite agree-
able to this, and the trio, after a few
more words, made their way out of the
gloomy garden into the roadway once
more. -

And Sexton Blake, while his two com-
awaited the arrival of the
worthy Dickson, approached the front
door of Kelvedon House, and knocked
loudly.

EXTON BLAKE, as he stood upon
the doorstep of the professor’s
residence, realised that his position
was a somewhat delicate one.

IHe was quite certain, in his own mind,

!

R

that Wrayson was the master brain wno
had engineered the City fraude, and it
was equally ' certain that the wily
scientist had taken good care to.leave
no tangible proofs of his connection with
the matter. _ -

And proofs were essential hefore police
action could be resorted to. .

The professor, of course, was liable {o
be charged for the part he had played in
the attack upon Edwards, aund for
causing the young man to be detained as
a helpless prisoner.

But a charge of this sort would be
totatly inadequate to satisfy the detective,
Blake was anxious to secure sufficient

roof of Wrayson's complicity to rendex

im open to immediate arrest, and so
clear Edwards’ name from the stigma
with which it was now associated.

Exactly how he was to accomplish this
task, Blake did not know. But the first
step towards its execution was to meet
the professor face to face,

The time was now well past ten o’clock,
and the detective waited in some

-
patience for the door of Kelvedon
House to be opened to him. He had no

idea what servants were kept in the
place, or whether there were any at all.
But after a few minutes he heard some-
body coming towards the door, appar-
ently from the back regions of the great
house.

A moment later the ponderous duor
was thrown back, to reveal an elderly
woman, no doubt Wrayson’s housc-
keeper. She looked at the visitor with-
out inlerest, and made no demur when
Blake stepped into the hall, and handed
her his card, with a request that he might
see the professor without delay.

““He's mn his private den, I believe,

sir,” said the woman. “If yon follow
me I'll take you there at once.”
_ Blake nodded, and did as his guide
indicated. He thought it strange thut
she made no attempt to announce his
arrival beforehand, but this seemed to
point to the fact that the professor re-
garded himself as quite secure from  sus-
picion, so sccure that he had not cven
thought it necessary to give orders that
no one was to be admitted to his pre-
sence,

The old housekeeper, obviously, was
not in the professor’s confidence regard-
ing his criminal acts, and was probably
an honest and hardworking soul. Blake
followed her to a door at tge farther end
of the gloomy hallway, where she
paused. :

“'This is the professor’s room, sir,” she
said, opening the door. *“‘¥You'll find him
in there!” :

Blake thanked her, and passed into the
room. He thought the housekeeper's
behaviour somewhat erratie, for she W
made no attempt to inform her master
that a visitor wished to see him.

If a tiny seed of suspicion was plan{ed
in the detective’s brain owing to ths
extremely easy entry into Wrayson’s
den, he dismissed it at once. The house-
keeper was certainly not an accomplice
in a prearranged plan to trap him. Of
that he was positive.

Blake stood just inside the door of
Wrayson’s den, and surveyed the room
with quick, comprehensive glancez., It

, resembled at first sight a rather untidy

workshop, for around the walls were
hung numerous {ools and utensils of all
descriptions.

Under the window stood a great bench,
littered with an untidy collection of
seientific instruments, glass retorts, test-
tubes, jars, and bottles in endl:ss
variety.

A couple of easy-chairs were drawn up
against the fireplace, but apart from
these there was very little else in the
way of furniture. The rest of the rorm

C.J.—No. 939
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sceined to be devoted entirely to the pro-
fessor’s work.

Most curious of all was the fact that a
large trapdoor was wide open in the
centre of the floor, and as there was no
sign of Wrayson within the room, Blake
toncluded that he was down in the
cellar. .

He noticed that an overcoat and hat
were lying upon the end of the bench,
together with an umbrella. Immediately
beneath them, ugon the floor arainst the
leg of the bench, stood a strong, black
leather bag.

Blake, upon the impulser of the
moment, tiptoed towards it silently, re-
solved to seize this unique opportunity of
ascertaining the nature of tﬁe bag’s con-
tents. It was obviously placed there in
readiness for departure, as the presence
of the coat and hat indicated.

Quickly he pressed the catch and
apened the bag. A glance inside caused .
his keen eyes to gleam with satisfaction,
and he knew that all his suspicions were
justified to the hilt.

For the bag was stuffed to the top
with Treasury notes!

This was proof of the professor’s guilt,
indeced, and Blake had no doubt that the
baz contained the whole of the proceeds
of the City “forgeries.”

Quick as a flash he reclosed the bag,
and assumed an upright position once
. more in the very nick of time. For the
professor, at that moment, emerged from
the trapdoor, and blinked at his visitor
throurh his gold-rimmed pince-nez.

Blake stepped forward.

““Good-evening !’ he said pleasantly.
¢ Your housekeeper showed me into this
roomn a moment ago, but did not take

the trouble to announce my arrival. You
are QP,rofessor Nicholas Wrayson, are you
not?’

By this time the newcomer had stepped
from the ladder which led upwards trom
the cellar, and was standing within the
room. He was a striking-looking man,
. rether above the average height, and
with small, piercing black eyes and clean-
shaven chin. His age might have been
anything between forty and fifty, cer-
tainly not more than that, for his hair
was perfectly black, without a. single
trace of grey. o

He regarded his visitor for a moment,
and then bowed politely.

“That is my name, my dcar sir,” he
said, his voice silky and courteous. *‘May

I have the pleasure of knowing——"

“**Certainly !” interrupted the detective.
‘““My name is Sexton Blake, and I have
come to sce you upon a matter of some
importance.”

The professor nodded.

‘“‘Delighted to meet you, Mr. Blake,”
he said softly. ‘I must apologise for the
- scanty comfort of this room, but I beg of
you to be seated. We can talk much
more sociably then.”

e indicated the two easy-chairs as he
sroke. and both men walked towards
them. Blake noticed that his companion
was eyeing him very closely, as if trying
to read what was passing in his mind.

But the professor failed to learn any-
thing from the inscrutable features of the
detective, whose expression gave no hint
as to his innermost thoughts. :

“Now, Mr. Blake, what is this im.
portant matter you wish to discuss with:
me?” asked Wrayson, sitting down as
Lo spoke. ‘I have not a great deal of
tinte at my disposal, as I am leaving
1I.onld,c’m by .the midnight train for Scot-

land.

Sexton Blake smiled. _

“I had an idea you were preparing
for a journey, professor,” he replied
lightly. “But I fancy it will not take
you go far afield as you anticipate. As a

commencement of our interview, I must
V'UIJ-_NO.' 9590
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congratulate you upon _the" amazing
success of your City campaign.”
Wrayson raised his eyebrows slightly.
“You refer, of course, to the astonish-
ingly easy manner in which I obtz’l,mcd
the twenty-four thousand pounds?” he
asked calmly. “Thanks, Mr. Blake! 1
thought myself the scheme was rather
neat. I'll admit, however, that I did not
expect to be discovered quite so soon;
and I should have been quite safe for
scveral days but for you. To tell you the
truth, T am not very surprised at your
coming. What do you propose to do?”
The professor’s voice was still quite
calm and silky, and he appeared to be in
no sense perturbed. Blake realised that
Wrayson must have seen him looking
into the black bag, and in consequence

had been forewarned that danger
threatened. If so, his coolness was
amazing.

the stolen

4] propose that you give up
* answered

money and surrender quietly,
Sexton Blake.
fessor, and everything is known, down to
the smallest detail. If you had been
content with the money you obtained,
and had not poisoned Stanford, your
accomplice, I dare say your downfall
would have been delayed——"

“Is Stanford dead?’ asked Wrayson.
“I sincerely hope so, for the man was foo
greedy to be allowed to exist. He
actually demanded two-thirds of the pro-
ceeds of the day’s work, and threatened
to inform the police if I did not agree to
his terms. Possibly I made a mistake in
poisoning him, but I could not allow him
to have 1t all his own way. You see, Mr.
Blake, I am quite outspoken with you.”

Sexton Blake became grim.

“Look here, Wrayson! We've carried
this banter quite far enough, in my
opinion,” he said sternly. ‘“Are you
going to surrender quictly, and so spare
your niece the humiliation of a scene?”

The professor laughed. .

*Certainly not, Mr. Blake!” he said
genially. ‘I freely admit to you that ail
you have said is quite true, but I posi-
tively decline to surrender either myself
or the stolen money. Moreover, I might
as_ well - inform you that I have many

- .other plans in view for enriching myse!f

“The game is up, pro-

stiil further by means of the invaluable
Indian drug used so successfully to-day.
Can I be more candid than that?”

Wrayson’s coolness and audacity wero
astonishing, and Blake ground his teeth.

What possible object could the pro-
fessor have in conducting a conversation
of this kind? He must have known that
further pretence was useless—that he
was completely beaten.

But if he did, he certainly showed no
indication of it. His face still avore the
smile of complacency assumed for the
occasion, and his general demeanour was
o:ne of extreme placidity.

“1 fancy your immediate future will
be amply provided for—in one of his
Majesty’s prisons!’” said Sexton Blake.

“You think so0?” purred the professor
silkily, stooping toe pick up a handker-
chief which had dropped from his hand.
“I am sorry to disagree with you, Mr.
Blake, but I certainly consider you're
mistaken,”’

As he spoke, Wrayson's outstretched
hand suddenly grasped the leg of Blake's
ohair. The movement was quite unsus-
pected, and the detective could not be
blamed for being unprepared.

The professor wrenched the chair up-
wards with all his strength, and befere
Blake could make the shghtest effort to
save himself, he 1vas pitcﬁled backwards
forcibly, The back of the big chair
formed a sort of chute as it struck the
floor with a dull thud, and Blake found
himself hurtling downwards—utterly
helpless. ’

Wrayson had judged the manceuvre
with precise accuracy, und had tilted the
chair so that his viectim would pitch head-
long through the open trapdoor in the
floor, and fall into the cellar beneath.

The simplicity of the plan had been
amply justified, for Sexton Blake now
lav upon the hard floor of the cellar,
severely bruised.  His heavy fall had
dazed him considerably, but before he
cotild rise, the professor leapt down from
his den and dealt him a brutal blow upon
tho side of the head.

Wrayson now seemed like a different
being altogether. The smile had left his
face, and 1n its stead there appeared an
expression of baffled, vindictive {fury.
There was no doubt that he had seen
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Blake examining the black bag contain-
ing the money, and had deliberately
lured the detective io his cunningly-
“devised and hurr_iedly-g‘lanned trap.

He now dragged Blake’s half-conscious
. form  towards a large beamlike post
which ran from the floor of the cellar to
the ceiling above, in the manner of a
_supporting pillar. Then the professor
unhooked a coil of rope from a nail upon
th» wall, and prepared to render his
_prisoner helpless.

- But Sexton Blake still had some fight
left in him—as Wrayson soon discovered,

With a superhuman effort, the detec-
tive rose o his feet before the rope could

" he flung round him, and he lunged out
determinedly, landing a blow upon
Wiayson’s Jaw which made him stagger
drunkenly

The professor, however, was fresh as
paint, Moreover, he was possessed of
tremendous wiry strength, which he now
made use of to good purpose. He re-
covered from his opponent’s blow in-
stantly, and delivered a counter thrust
with his clenched fist which sent Blake
reeling. _

The defective was weak and unsteady
from the effects of his headlong plunge
ito the cellar, and before he could
galbher his strength together for another
onelaught, Wrayson managed to get the
rope round his arms and shoulders.

~ In a .fewv moments Blake was com.
plotely helpless, trussed up from ankles
to neck. But even now the professor
was not satisfied, for he lifted the detec-
tive to his feet, and propped his fettered
hady against ihe great wooden post.

A few more turns of the rope were
sificient {o bind him securely to the
statichion, and when this was done,
Wrayson regarded his handiwork with
satisfaction—-and an apparent return of
his good humour.

© Ah! I think that will do nicely, Mr.
Blake,” he said, in the same soft, silky
tones he had used before. *“I have a
few simple preparations to make for your
e:pecial benefit, and then I shall be re-
luctanily compelled to leave you.”

The detective made no reply, but con-
tented himself with watching the move-
-ments of his captor as he bustled about
the cellar.  Blake’s head was buzzing
panfully, and his back ached abominably
from the effects of his fall. But he was
in full possession of his faculties, and
quite interested in Wrayson’s mysterious
aciivities. ]

What their precise nature was Blake
could unot tell; but the professor soon
culightened him. : .

**No doubt you are curious, Mr
Blake?” he said, smiling softly. ¢ Well,
it is only fair that I should explain the
exact meaning of all this, considering

“that it is entirely for you that I have
tuken the trouble to arrange it.”

He waved his hand as he spoke, in-
dicating a small tank—connected to the
tan by a rubber hose, several vessels con-
taining liquid, and finally a corked bottle
attached to a soaked sponge by a length
of thin twine.

*This tank, as you see, is partially
filed with water,” he went on affably,
“*and the corked bottle, when placed in
the waler, acts as a float. Now this
bottle is attached to a sponge, soaked
with a little chemical pfeparation of my
own, the nature of ' which will be
apparent to you in a few momends.”

He placed the bottle in the water-tank
as he spoke, and Blake saw that its
buoyancy was sufficient to keep the
soaked <ponge suspended in the air upon
the twine, :

“* Iminediately beneath the sponge you
will natice, I have placed a pan of
liquid,” continued Wrayson, pointing,
“and when I turn on the water, the
sponge will gradually descend as the
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float rises upon the surface of the water.
It is all very simple, you see, but I have
every confidence that it wal succeed in
its object, Mr, Blake.”

The professer turned on the tap a little
way, and the water began to trickle
through the hose into ithe tank. As he
had indicated, the sponge hanging over
the side of the tank immediately began
to descend towards the pan of liquid
below it. '

“When
enough to touch the liquid beneath it,”
said Wrayson gloatingly, ‘‘the meaeting
of the two chemicals will result in a
{lamo, which will set fire to the paraffin

have pfa,ccd upon the floor near by.
There is surely no need for me to go into
further details, Mr. Blake, for your own
imaginaiion is quite capable of grasping
the situation !” _

Professor Nicholas Wrayson, although
he was literally condemning Blake to a
living death, still spoke in tﬁo same silky
faushion, and with the same complacent
smile upon his face.’

As he had said, his preparaiions were
extremely simple, but nevertheless, as
dangerous and deadly as though he had
placed a time-set infernal machine at
Blake's feet.

Even now the water was steadily rising
in the tank, and the soaked sponge was
appreciably nearcr to the liquid chemtcal
in the pan. Sexton Blake watched
calmly, his lips set in a hard, determined
line, but without the slightest sign of
fear in his grey eyes.

Wrayson wafked towards the ladder at
the foot of the trapdoor, and pauscd
with one foot on the first step.

“1 estimate that you have at least five
minutes more to live, Mr. Blake,” he
remarked affably. ** After that time, 1
am afraid that Kelvedon House will be
little more than a seething masxs of flame.
Incidentally, I <hall be well on my way
to the station with the proceeds of to-
day’s work, without fear of nolestation.
This old houso is nwured for two
thousand pounds, and I can collect it
upon my return to Loudon.”

Blake made no reply io the professor’s
words. His brain was even now busy in
trying to devise a means of escape, and
the astounding and inhuman callousness
of Wrayson’s actions were partially lost
upon him.

By this tim=2 the scientisit had ascended
the ladder, and had disappeared into the
room above without another word to his
victim. Sexton Blake heard the trap-
door closed with a bang, and he knew
that he was left to his fate. "

And what a fate!

Lashed to the stanchion, utterly help-
less, he would be burned at the stake
like the martyrs of old as soon as the
running water allowed the two deadly
chemicals (o meet.

Blake realised that he was in a tight:

corner—that his peril was terrible and
very real. He knew that Tinker and
Edwards were in the street above, wait-
ing for the arival of Dickson, but this
fact gave him very little comfort.

Even if they knew of his urgent need
of help, it was doubtful if they could
reach him 1 time to be of use, for the
water was trickling inexorably into the
tank, and every second brought the
moment of his death nearer,

And Sexton Blake, his jaw tensely set,
was compelled to watch the chemically-
soaked sponge slowly descending into the
pan of liquid beneath it.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

#*You have been right ail along.”

’I'\INKER, meanwhile, was getting
impatient. .

Nearly fifteen minutes+ had

passed ~ since Sexton Blake

entcred the door of Kelvedon House,

the sponge descends low.

"den,
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and during that time Tinker had been
slowly patrolling the drive in company
with Mr. Robert Edwards. .

So far ‘there was no sign of Detcciive-

| Inspector. Iickson, whom Blake had said

would arrive very shortly, and Tinker
found himself becoming very anxious.

“Look here, Mr. Edwards,” he said,

“I've got an idea that something’s goue
.wrang. with the guv’nor’s plans..

We
haven't heard a sound since he avent in
to see old Wrayson, and I don’t jike 1t 1™

Edwards looked at Tinker, and c<hook
his head, - '

“I don’t think. there’s any cause {o
worry,” he remarked. *“Mr. Blake is
quite capable of taking care of himself,
and -he probably won’t thank us if we
butt in now o

“It’s all very well to say that,” in-
lerrupted Tinker. *“Of course, the
guv'nor 1s more ihan-a match for three
chaps like Wrayson in the ordinary way.
But with these scientist crooks it's (if-
ferent. Anyhow, I .feel like having a
look round on my own—— By jingo!
Did—did you hear that?”

Tinker had paused as the sound of a
dull, far-away thud came faintly to their
cars from the rear portion of the house,
and he glanced at his companion anickly.
Edwards nodded, and clenched his fist,

“1 believe vou’re right, Tinke:"" he
exclaimed. *That sound came from the
professor’s den, and it looks as i your
guv’'nor’s having trouble !”

As a matter of fact, the sound which
they had heard did come from Wray-
son’s room, and it had been caunsed by
Blake's overturned chair striking the
floor.

After that one dull thud nothing furiber
was audible to Tinker and- Edwards, but
they were now alarmed., and determined
to ascertain what was happening. .

Quickly and silently they made their
way round to the back of the old house,
and Edwards led the way to the window
of a small breakfast-room, now dark and
silent, :

““This is about the casiest window to
force,” he whispered. *“The caich is a

bit wonky, and it ought to be simple

”

enough.

“Right-ho!” replied Tinker, feeling
in his ket for his knife. “We'll soon
have that crazy-looking affair opened!"

He set to work at once upon the
window-catch, and after two o three
attempts he succeeded in forcing it back
without making much noise, Ife was
not very particular regarding this, how-
ever, owing to his hurry.

Tinker lost'no time inraising the lower
sash, and then he and Edwards scrambled
through into the room.

“You'd better let. me lead the way,”
said Edwards. “I know the gecography
of this old barn as well as I do my own
house.  Come on, Tinker, kcep close
behind me.”

Tinker did so, and followed his guide
through the doorway into the passage
beyond. Edwards, of course, bcing a
frequent visitor to the professor’s house.
was quite familiar with the interior, and
he led Tinker through the darkness with-
out the slightest hesitation, _

“This is the door of the professor’s
" he breathed, pausing abruptly.
“What do you intend to do next,
Tinker?”

Blake’s assistant considered.

“ Perhaps we'd betler wait here for a
few moments, just to see if we cau learn
what’s happening,” he whispered at last,
“If the guv'nor’s all right, there’s no
need for us to interfere.”

Edwards nodded, and the pair waited
in silence for perhaps two minutes. No
distinet sounds reached their cars during
the interval, but a moment later Tinker's
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face blanched as he heard the pro-
fessor’s parting words to Sexton Blake.

Quite distinctly Wrayson’s silky tones
floated up through the open trap-door,
and Tinker turned to Edwards with a
gasp. :

“Good heavens! Did—did you hear ?”
he panted. ‘‘He told the guv’nor that
he’s only got five minutes to live! The
awful ruffian is going to set fire to the
house !’

Edwards nodded.

“Not if we can prevent it!” he re-
plied tensely.

Tinker grasped the door handie, and
turned it. He had expected it to be
locked, but found to his surprise that
the door opened readily, and he and
Edwards charged into the room, with
grim and determined expressions upon
their faces.

Professor Nicholas Wrayson had just
reached the top of the ladder, and was
in the act of closing the trap-door, as
they appeared. He swung reund sharply
as the newcomers entered, and glared at
them vindictively.

He recognised Edwards instantly, of
course, and his face fell a trifle. Ile
thad believed the young man to be still
a secure prisoner in the garden out-
house, and his sudden appearance here
upaet his plans entirely.

The professor knew that he was now
completely beaten, but he had no- time
to utter even a single word before Tinker
was uypon him,

“You—you scoundrel!” panted Tinker
angrily. ‘“You murderous ruffian! WWhat
bave you done to Mr. Blake?”

By way of reply, Wrayson lunged out
at Tinker’'s face, and the blow sent the
lad reeling unsteadily. But he recovered
in an instant, and charged into the pro-
fessor with all his force.

Wrayson’s attack upon Tinker had
gsealed his own doom, for Edwards
quickly rushed to the youngster’s
assistance, and between the pair of them
they made short work of the now

baﬁlgd criminal.
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Wrayson was.a strong man, and he
possessed plenty of pluck and agility.
But he was no match against the {wo
angry and determined young men, whose
blows made him sick and faint.

After three minutes of strenuous fight-
ing.. Tinker landed a. right to the jaw,
which completely knocked the professor
out, and he sark down with a groan of
pain.

“That’s aboul all he’ll nced!"” panted
Tinker quickly,
on him while I go down the cellar and
see what's up with the guv'nor.”

As he spoke a loud knocking came
from the direction of the hall door, agd
Tinker concluded that Detective-Inspec-
tor Dickson had arrived with his men.
But he made no attempt to let them
in—his beloved guv'nor came before
anything else.

Quickly wrenching open the trap-door,
Tinker scrambled down the ladder,
scarcely knowing what to expect. But
he gave a great sigh of relief when he
saw that Blake was alive, and apparently
unharmed.

The detective, still Lound securely,
had managed to wriggle down the post
into a sitting position, and Lad then
stretched out his fcet towards the twine
which  supported the deadly-soaked
sponge.

In this manner Blake had rendered the
professor’s cunningly-devised death-trap
harmless, for he had prevented the
sponge from reaching the pan of liquid,
gnd had thus averted the possibility of

re.

Tinker opened his eves wide with
surprise as he beheld his master’s posi-
tion, and he stared round the cellar
wonderingly.

“I'm glad you’ve come now, young
‘'un,” said Blake, with a wry smile. ‘“My
legs are getting a little too stiff to be
comfortable! Be careful, Tinker; on
no account allow that sponge to come
in contact with the liquid in the pan!”

Tinker nodded, and under the detec-
tive's instructions he quickly removed the

“You keep your eye

sponge, and commenced to cut the ropes
which bound Blake so tightly, As he
did so, Blake briefly explained what had
happened to bring about the disaster to
himself,

Sexton Blake was little the worse for
his " unpleasant adventure, and he and
Tinker ascended to the professor’s den.
They found Dickson there with two other
plain-clothes men, who now had charge
of the baffled scientist.

Miss Evelyn Wrayson, disturbed from
her slumbers by the noise and excitement,
had come down, and was delighted to
find her fiance safe and-sound, and proved
innocent of the infamous forgery charges.

Blake gave the assembled company a
detailed acount of the manner in which
the frauds had been perpetrated, and
many expressions of surprise were heard
at the ingenious methods employed.

Professor Wrayson, now handcuffed

and harmless, listened to the detective,
with a smile upon his face, apparently
quite at his ease.
_ “I congratulate you, Blake,” he said,
in_his purrine, silky voice. “ There is no
other man in London who could have
discovered what you have done in such
an amazingly short time. You have been
right all along the line, and T shall take
good care to be more caulious tnext
time.”

Dickson grinned.
“Your ‘next time’
good number of years,

remarked.

As Blake had surmised, the black bag
contained the whole of the stolen money,
and this was taken charge of by Dick-
son. The strangze case had ended in a
satisfactory manuer for all concerned, and
the professor had received decidedly the
worst of it in his first encounter with the
famous detective. -

Tinker looked dubious as he and Blake
made their way to Baker Street. -

““I shouldn’t be surprised if old Wray-
son keeps his word, guv’nor,” he
observed.

won't be for a
Wrayson,” he

THE ENXND,
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TELEl FATAT:. FTOUR!

Tv_velve o'clock, whether at noon or midnight, heralded the
coming of some terrible disaster for Sir James Wrench. *‘ Every
time the clock strikes twelve, then you will have reason to
remember the hour and the day that Chuka.died!”’ ran the
How effectively that warning was foliowed
up, and how much more effective it would have been in its
sipister object had not 8exton Blake intervened, vou will read
next week in one of the most-thrilling and dramatic yarns of
mystery and detective adventure that the ¢ U. J.”" has hitherto
It is, without exaggeration, a story well worthy to
uphold the UNION JAack tradition, and the sceme in which the
action is laid—Midland readers will be interested to know—is
around the Liverpool and Merseyside district.
next week’'s chance to read this splendid paper. Anticipate it
NOW by ordering in advance! .

.’,’,_:-;-;?, '1'_.

warning message.

published.

belie him.

Don't uneglect

sk 2

Betterxr axnd EBettex!

“IN THE GRIP OF WALDO!"—-Waldo the Wonder-man. for
whose reappearance ['NION JACK readers
waiting, will shortly make a fresh bow before his great and
appreciative audience.
Blake, in investigating the cause of a very bizarre occur-
rence in the vicinity of Baker Street. finds himself unex-
pectedly at grips with his old enemy.
surprising events that follow are narrated by the author
with all his old-time skill.

 OROSS TRAILS.” —A story of another
Hon. John Lawless.
go to make up a good detective story, plus the engaging
personality of the daring Lawless, whose name does not
The part that Sexton Blake and Tinker play
in the yarn supply the finishing touch to what is really an
outstanding achievement in detective fiction writing.
If o’er you lack detective tales,

Say ' Union Jack.”
Don’t leave to chance—hbhook in advance!

have long been

The story is well named. Sexton

The exciting and

L )
“ TC.J." favourite, the
Here again are all the elements that
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SYNOPSIS.

Scldom had any school received any
new boy more remarkable in every
way than the fourteen-year-old lad
who “arrices one fine day at St
Walstan's. His name is Anthony
Samucl Smith—Tony for short—but
he is by no means an A.8.8.

Ilis  Housemaster, Mr. Bernard
Flackton, keeps his boarders on short
rations, being obliged to cut down the
food bill to sare imoney he has lost
by gambling on the Stock Exchange.
This suwits Tony Smith least of any,
and he becomes the leader of a
faction which revolts.

Flacl:ton’s House, as well as being
the worst-fed at St. Walstan's, is an
“also ran ' in other departyients.
In sporting matters it is ingloriously
hehind.

In one particular criclet match
against Coppinger’'s House Flackton’s
is badly defeated. Wade, one of the
few enthustasts of the team, holds a
mceeting of the eleven, and upbraids
them foir the slackers they are.

A shindy results in Colling’ study,
where the meeting i8 in progress, and
at the height of it Mr. Flaclkton
himself interrupts the proceedings.
Collins, the eleven captain, tries to
pass the matter off by explaining
that they were mcrely skylarking.

(Now read on.)

-

000000000008000000000000000
Out of Bounds'!
€ UMPH!’ grunted the house-
H masier, as he surveyed Collins
. and the others suspiciously.
“Your skylarking 13 appar-
ently of an extremely crude brand!

*Judging by the noise and the dis-
hevelled appearance of some of you, the
roughest kind of horseplay would appear
to be its principal ingredient. One
scarcely expects senior boys to conduct
themselves like a mob of hooligans; and
still less does one expect a house-captain
not only to countenance such riotous
behaviour, but (o himself take part in
i’

“T can only repeal that I'm very sorry,
sir?’’ said Collins. It sha’n’t happen
agan !’

““It had belter not happen again!
Such conduet is simply outrageous, and
not to be tolerated! Now be off to your
studies, and let there be no resumption
of such hooligan antics, either to-night
or on any future occasion!”

So Wade and the others departed, not
sorry to have got off so lightly.

It 1s to he feared that none of them—
not even Collins—felt the slightest con-
trition. Reprimands from Mr. Flackton
rarely had any real effect, for the house-
master had long ago forfeited the respect
of his boarders.

. [ ] [ ] [ 3 [ ] [ ]
"At dinner-lime mnext day there was
maore trouble!

Onee again Tony Smith declined to eat

the wreiched fare set before him, and
once' again Lindsay and several olhers
followed his example by throwing down
their knives and forks, and pushing their
plates away in disgust.

Myr. Flackton instantly bore down on
Tony.

“ Still i1 a fastidious mood, are you,
Smith*" snarled the master. ‘' Very
well! Since you are not inclined to eat,
I will not have you at my table! Leave
the room at once! You are doing your
utmost to sow the seeds of dissatisfaction
among your schoolfellows! Take your-
self o%! Your presence annoys me!”’

Without another word, Tony rose from
l}:isilchair and walked out of the dining-

all.

He was ravenously hungry, but he
had no intention of remaining in that
condition. Aldhurst was, he knew, out
of bounds except on half-holidays; but
this fact did not deter him. Having put
on his cap, he started off fromn the town,
and in a quarter of an hour was seated
in the little luncheon-room at the rear
of Jaffard’s shop.
~ After enjoying a good. square meal,
Tony went 1o the shop counter and
expencded seven or eight shillings on
prﬁssed beef, pork-pies, and half a dozen
rolls.

These things having Deen neatly
packed in a folding cardboard box, Tony
tucked the hox under his armx and made
his way back to the school.

He passed through the school gates
quite openly, taking no pains to avoid

being seen. But, as it happened, there
was wnobody about, and he reached
Flackton'’s House and made his way to
Dormitory No. 2 wilthout having

encountered a solitary master or boy.

Placing the provisions in his Jocker, he
descended 1o the Fourth Form Common-
room in search of Lindsay and Jukes.
Both were there, and neither was looking
very happy. It isn’t easy to look happy
when you are jolly hungry and have no
prospect of getting anything to eat for
several hours! '

‘““ Hallo!” greeted Jukes, as. Tony
appeared. ¢ \Where have you been?”

“Into the town?!’ was the reply.

““ What!” exclaimed Jukes, aghast.
“Don’t you know Aldhurst is out of
bounds 7%’

“Can’t help that! I'm not going to |

starve so long as I've any money left to
buy grub with. I've just lunched—or
rather, dined—at Jaffard’s.”

“Great Scott! You're a precious cool
hand, no mistake! Why, if the Ilead
found out you’d done that, you’d get into
a frightful row! It was an awfully risky
thing to do!" .

“Blow the risk! Flackton should give
us decent food, and then I shouldn’t need
to bhreak bounds. By the way, did you
two chaps eat your dinner after I was
turned out of Hall ¥,

“No,” answered Lindsay 1ruefully.
“We resisted the temptation, although
we were so beastly hungry that it was
diffionlt not to swallow some of the
muck.”

“Did any of the other chaps who
‘downed knives’ pick 'em up agaio 1™

YOU CAN BEGIN READING THIS  FINE
SCHOOL SERIAL with THIS INSTALMENT.

“Yes. Dawson, Handley, and young
Brandreth thought belter of it, and
cleared their plates.”

**So only you two stood out, eh?”

Lindsay nodded.

) ;‘What did Flackton say to you abhout
162”7

“Not a word.. But when pudding was

served out Jukes and I were passed
over.”
““Well, never mind if you were, old
chap! You shall both get your teeth
into something better than Klackton'e
stodgy dnff! Come up to the dormitory
and have a snack! I brought a few
things back from Jaffard’'s in case you
might be peckish.”

'The faces of Lindsay and Jukes it up
with joy. They tried to express their
thanks, but words failed them. They
could only look their thanks and follow
Tony up to the doxmitory thrce stairs at
a time,

Arrived there, Tony made for his
locker, and lifted its hinged top. Then a
sharp cry escaped him and he looked at
his chums in blank dismay,

“ What's the matter, old chap?"” asked.

Lindsay,

“It's gone!” gasped Tony. ¢ The
grub has been stolen! It was In one of
Jaffard‘s cardboard boxes, and I brought-
it up here Some dirty skunk evidently
saw me coming upstairs with the bhox
under my arm. Guessing there was grub
in it, he must have waited till I went.
downstairs, and then come in and
sneaked the box out of my locker!”

A groan of disappointment escaped.
Lindsay and Jukes. ,

i?

“Who could have taken the

latter exclaimed. “‘Not Fally Boyle,
surely 7"’ .
“No,” said Lindsay. ‘‘Boyle’s a.

greedy beggar, but he wouldn’t do o
mean thing like that, Wonder if il was
Holker or Fenton?”

“We'll soon find oul!” exclaimed
Tony. “Come on! There’'s not
moment to lose if we are lo savp that
grub!”

He dashed from ihe dormitorv, and,
followed . by his ravenous chums,
descended to the floor below, )

In a few moments they were in the
passage where the study jointly occupied
by Holker and Fenton was situated.

Without ceremony Tony turned the
handle of the study door, and entered
like a whirlwind.

One glance was sufficlent to show hLim
that he had come to the right place!

For, on the study table lay the card-
board box, and there, in the very act of
cutling the string which encircled it;
stood Holker. Watching him with
expectant eyes and watering mouth was
Fenton, . .

“You dirly .thieves!” cried Tony.
And before Holker or his crony could
clude him the young giant had seized
them by the scruff of the neck, one in
L each hand. The next moment he was
banging their heads together. -

Not until their skulls had collided hslf

a dozen times did Tony throw the twa
U.J.—-NO. 939.
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with a

louts from him gesture of
disgust.

Half-dazed by the treatment meted out
to them, the pair stood blinking at each
other and rubbing their ill-used craniums.

Just one look of contempt Tony shot
at them, then, picking up his stolen pro-
perty, he left the study, and ‘with his two
friends returned to Dormitory No. 2.
F immensely; while Tony derived
almost as much enjoyment from

watching them cat.

When at length their hunger was
appeased, not much remained in the
package which Tony had brought from
Aldhurst.

The three were just about to leave the
dormitory and go downstairs when the
door suddenly opened, and Wade thrust
in his head.

“Oh, here you are, Smith ! exclaimed
the Sixth-Former. “I've been hunting
for you all over the place. You play
cricket, don't vou, Smith ?”

Tony replied that he did. - -

‘“Well, then,” said Wade, ‘!get into
flannels directly afternoon school’s over,
and come out to the ground. There's
going to be a scratch game between a
side picked by Collins and one picked by
me. The sides include chaps of the Sixth,
Fifth, and Fourth, and, though you’re a
dark horse, I've chosen you as one of my
lot. You're willing to play, I s’pose?”

“Oh, rather!” answered Tony. “I'll
be jolly glad of a game,”

“Right you are, then! I'll expect to
see you out yonder as soon after half-
past four as you can manage it.”

And Wade vanished.

“By Jove, vou're 1n luck, old fellow !”
remarked Lindsay. ‘Wade must think
you’ve the makings of a decent player in
vou or he wouldn’t have picked you.
He and Collins get up these scratch games
occasionally when they want to fill a
vacant place in the first eleven. DBut I've
never known 'em give a Fourth-Former
a trial before.”

“And not very many Fifth-Formers
get a cliance, either,” put in Jukes.
' Seabrook is the only Fifth man in the
eleven. All the others belong to the
Sixth.” v ~ S

“I expect,” Jukes went on, ‘‘that
Wade is feeling pretty sick about the way
Coppinger’s slaughtered IFlackton’s yes-
terday. IL.ooks as though he and Collins
are anxious to find fresh talent. I do
hope you’ll come off all right and get
your House cap, old fellow! If vou do,
1t’ll give the Fourth no end of a Iift!”

A Trlal Game for Tony.

OR the next half-hour or so Lindsay
and Jukes enjoved themselves

‘“Have you played much?” asked
Jukes.

- Tony shook his head, and smiled
whimsically.

“1 didr’t mention it to Wade,” he
said, “bccause if T had he might have
changed his mind about having me on
his side. But the fact 1s, you chaps,
I haven't had a game all this season!”

“What !” exclaimed Jukes, aghast.

‘““Not one solitary, single, Dlessed
game !’ confessed Tony. *You see,
the school I went to in London was a
day-school, and I hadn’t a chance of
playing. But in Australia I used to play
regularly—scarcely missed a day. Of
course, we were only a kids' team; but
1t was good practice, all the same.

. “We had a first-rate man to ceach us,
too—old Donald McAllister, who years
ago, long before we were born, was one
of the best all-round cricketers in Now
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Souih Wales. MecAllister never came to
England with an Australian team; but
he played in several of the Tests down
there, and did jolly well in ’em, too.”

“We haven't got a cricket coach here,”
said Lindsay. *‘“We haven't even a
proper groundman. The gardener does
a bit to the pitches when he thinks he
will—which 1=n’t often.”

“Oh, it’s a rolten old school alto-
gether !"’ declared Jukes almost savagely.
“When 1 first came to St. Walstan’s 1
was as keen as anything on games. DBut
there was no chance for a kid to lcarn
to play auything decently, so I chucked
tryin’.” )

**Same here " said Lindsay. “There’s
no encouragement to go in scriously for
cricket, footer, or athletics of any sort.
The Head takes no interest whatever in
sport, while most of the masters abso-
lutely hate it. They pretend it interferes
with school work.”

“Yes,” chimed in Jukes; ‘““one of old

Flackton’s favourite gibes is that fellows]

who do well at games never do well at
anything else. Thick-headed dunces, he
calls ’em !”

“Whut rot!” exclaimed Tony scorn-
fully. ‘A chap who talks like that isn’t
fit to be a master!” '

Further discussion of the subject was
cut short by the ringing of the bell for
afternoon school- So the three chums
went downstairs, and a few minutes later
entered their class-room, to imbibe what
knowledge they could from Mr. Pod-
more, the fat little classical master, who
took the opening lesson.

It was a close,  oppressive afternoon,
and masters and boys alike were heartily
glad when, at half-past four, school was
dismissed. '

Tony Smith lost no time in changing
into flannels and making his way to the
cricket-ground. Within a few minutes of
his arrival there all the boys chosen to
play in the scratch game had put in an
appearance, and woere more or less cager
for the coming fray. '

Collins and Wade were the last to
stroll into the pavilion. They at once
tossed up, and Collins winning, of course
clected to take first innings.

Not one of the seven House ‘eleven
members whom Wade had so severely
“told off ” on the previous night was
playing. °
« In the *pick-up’
had chosen Denyer, while Wade had
taken Scabrook. The rest of the two
teams were, for the most part, Fifth
Form fellows who had at one time or
another shown a glimpse of form in
second-eleven and practice games.

for sides, Collins

S

THE BEST BOYS' PAPER.

Long complete football
! and boxing stories
appeat every week in

Also a splendid 8-page
supplement containing
brief biographies of all
the leading footballers,

GET A COPY TO-DAY!

S

e

7';1'-1

[ Truth to tell, they were not a brilliant
lot; but, unfortunately, there was no
material of better class available,

Tony was the only Fourth-Former
who was being given a trial. It was his
size and strength which bhad gained him
this honour. So far as cricket was con-
cerned, he was quite a ‘“dark horse,”
who, for all Wade knew to the conirary,
might be a complete duffer at the game.
But., somewhat to Collins’ amusemeni,
Wado had nominated Tony to play for
his side, although had the match becn
one of importance he would hardly have
risked making such a choice. In a
scratch game like this, however, Wade
felt himself at iiberty to try experiments,

And, oh, what a triumph for Wade
this particular experiment proved'

For in a manner truly sensational did
Tony Smith justify his selection. Nol
only did he give those who witnessed hig
debut the surprise of their lives, but he
really surprised himself,

1t all began when Collins and Denyer,
the two first men in, had knocked up
sixty runs between them, and looked as
if they were “set’” for as many more.
Wade had tried half a dozen bowlers—
himself included—without being able to
break up the partnership.

Beckoning Tony in from long-field,
Wade tossed the ball to him without
a word.

Tony’s first delivery. fairly puzzled
Collins. The ball wasn’t a fast one—in
fact, it was, if anvthing, under medinm
pace. . But Collins had no idea what to
do with it. The ball pitched well to the
off, and Collins stepped out and swung
his bat backward as though he con-
templated a drive. Then he hesitated—
and was lost! For that guileless-look-
ing ball broke right across, and upsct
Collins’ middle stump.

The next man in survived a couple of
deliveries. e touched neither, howerver,
and "his’ wicket only escaped by a haiv’s
breadth. Both those balls had, like the
one which had bowled Collins, broke in
from the off. The next ball, however--
a very slow and very tempting ball—
pitched to the leg side. The batsman
smote at it vigorously, missed, and, to
his blank amazewment, found that ho had
been clean bowled. Tony, it seemed,
could vary both pace and break.

The two remaining deliveries of his
opening over werc carefully blocked by
the newcomer. Then Denyer, having
scored a four, a two, and a single off
the bowler at the oiher end, found
himself counfronting Tony.

And as with Collins, so it was with
Denyer. Tony's first ball beat him
absolutely. It was a much faster ball
than any he had hitherto sent down,
and il came dead straight, without any
break on it whatover. Denyer made a
feeble, fumbling sort of stroke; but the
ball. whizzed past, and sent one of the
bails flying a dozen yards.

In mercy to Collins’ side we refnain’
from describing in detail the remainder
of that innings.

When Tony was put on to bowl the
score had been sixty for none. Yet the
whole side was out for seventy-nine, and
of the ten wickets Tony had captured
eight at a cost of five runs only!

Wado was not a demonstrative fellow,
and all he saild was: ‘“Well done,
Smith!” But inwardly Wade 1was
bubbling with delight. Ior his experi-
ment had succeed A fine bowler had
been unearthed—a bowler who would not
only be a tower of strength o Flackion’s

House, but who would be a valuable
accession to the school eleven.
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Wade's only regret was that the
cricket season was xo near its close.
However, although it was too late now
for Flackton’s to evadn the * wooden
spoon,”” the house might even yet
finish the season by taking a scalp or
two.

But there was to be more excitement
before that scratch game was finished !

Originally, Wade had intended Tony
to bat eighth wicket down.
leaving the pavilion to open his innings,
however, \Wade altered the order of
names, and Tony learned that he was to
go in at the fall of ths second wicket.

Ile hadn’t long to wait. Ere three
overs had been bowled, two wickets were
lost with only eight runs scored. So
Tony joined Wade, and, having taken
centre, straightway got to business.

The very first baH sent down to him
he drove all along the grass to the boun-
dary; the second he lifted square to leg
clean out of the ground.

As that finished the over, Wade now
had his turn. He, too. got a couple of
fours off successive balls, but was then
missed in the slips. This narrow ecscape
somewhat cooled his impetuosity. He
played the rest of the over with extreme
caution, and svithout scoring again.

But there was really no nead for Wade
{o bother himsclf about scoring. for Tony
was evidently preparcd to do all the hit-
ting that was necessary.

Never before had runs been scored at
such a rate at St. Walstan’s! It wasn’t
crude “slogging,” either. Tony timed
the ball perfectly, and showed humnsclf
master of quite a variety of strokes, hit-
ting in most attractive slyde all round
the wicket.

The seventy-nine scored by Collins’ side
was quickly passed, as was the hundred.
Time after time the bowling was
changed, but all to no purpose. XNeither
\Wiile nor Tony could be got out, and

Before |.

when at Iength stumps had te be drawn
the score was 146 for two wickets. Of
that total Wade, the two dismissed men,
and *“ Extras” were responsible for 39;
th» balance of 107 stood to Tony’s credit !

During the first part of the game there
had been only a mere handful of specta-
tors present on the ground. What they
lacked in numbers. however, these had
made up for in enthusiasm.

L.ed by Lindsay and Jukes, they had
cheered Tony Smith to the echo as he
captured wicket after wicket of Collins’
side. But this boisterous appreciation of
his bowling was as nothing compared to
what happened when he conimenced to
lay about him with the bat. Then,
indeed, had the onlookers yelled with
deltght and excitement.

So much so that the row they kicked
up had attracted many others to the
scene, to find out what was the matter.

By the time play finished a large crowd
had assembled.

The gathering comprised boys of all

ages, belonging to the various St.
Walstan’s ‘‘ Houses.”
And among them was Trenton—

Trenton the mighty. Trenton, the cap-
tain of Snell's House, and captain of the
School Eleven.

Now Wade, as has Leen said, was the
only representative o Flackton's House
who had a place 1 the School Eleven.

Wade, therefore, it was whom Trenton”

drew on one side after the conclusion of
the seusational scratch game,
“I say, Wade,” began the mighty one,

with eager enthusiasim, “that chap
Smith’s a real corker, isn't he?”
“Yes,” said Wade, who never

“enthused ” about anything or anybody,
““he’s a pretty decent bat.”

“Pretty decent!” exclaimed Trenton.
“Good lord, man, he’s simply magnifi
cent! Never saw  such cutting and
driving in my life—outside County and

"Varsity cricket, <f course! You’ve
found a treasure, Wade! Flackton’s
House 1s in luck at last! Smitlys batting
alone ought to make you cock House
next season. I suppose he doesn’t hap-
pen to bowl as well 7™

*Oh, ves, he’s quite a decent bowler,
too,” replied Wade quietly. ** Anyway,
he got erght of Collins’ let out for tive-—
all elean howled !”

Trenton’s eyes opencd to their widest
extent.

“*Great Juptter!” he casped.  “That
decides it, then!”

* Decides what, Trenton #”?

“Why, decides me to do what no

previous captain of the School Eleven
has ever done!”

““And what’s that *”

“I'm going to give a Fourth-Former
his cap! Smith’s going to plav for the
school acainst Daneswood on Saturday
week ! That's our only remaining fixture,
as you know. Daneswood licked us badly
a month ago; but, if young Smith only
gives us of his best, we ought to get our
revenge in the return mateh [

“He’s going to help his own ITouse
whack your Ilouse before then!”
returned \Wade, a trifle grimly. *“Don’t
forget IFlackton’s are®playing Snell’s next
Wednesday.”

“Oh, by Jove, ves; so vou are!”
laughed Trenton.  “ Well, that match
will be a good trial for Smith, and——"
Ile broke off, considered for a moment,
then added: “On second thoughts, 1
won't give him his school cap just yet.
I’ll wait and see how he shapes against
us on Wednesday.”

(In a later instalment the rcader will
see wchat was to be the outcome of the
“discorery™ of Tony Swmith, Also,
there arc dervelopments in store regard-
ing Mr. Flackton. Don’t miss fulure
copies.)
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