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This story of peril and adventure and con-
flict wgg:a thxe secret Chinese ‘* Tongs '™ started

in No.

ments you-wo
back numbers from your newsagent; but if yvou
prefer, you can pick up the threads of the yarn
from the summary printed below.

f you have not read earlier instal-
uld be well advised to get the
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WHAT HAS ALREADY
HAPPENED.

JIM MOBERLY is a clerk in the
employ of Wallace, Marshall & Co.,
Egstern Merchants. He is entrusted
by his chief with an important mes-
sage . te LAWRENCE MALONE, an
explorer of world-wide fame, and a
#dient of the firm.

Before delivering this message Jim
accidentally discovers that Malone's
plans  are being combated by a
eertain one-eyed man whose nanie he
cannot discover,

dim is instrumental in carrying out
‘@ very important Secret mission in
the East End for Lawrence Malone,
and, as the explorer is very gratified
with the way he has managed things,
aceepls kis offer to accompany him to
Chine on a dangerous political
mission.

They cvoss the Atlantic to New
York ou board the ss. Metagame.
During the trip the one-eyed man
appears again, end ncarly succeeds
in throwing Jim Meberly overboard.

The explorver afterwerds has him
captured by the Pour Lakes Tong,
under whose “protection he is travel-
ling. The ene-cyed man’s tong, the
Blacl: Valley, endeavour to obtain
their. revenge and frustrate Malone
in his task.

Eventually, after many dangers, the
couple reach San Francisco. Jim and
Malone leave their hotel for 'Frisce’s
Chinatown, where they ave to wmeet
the agents of the Four Lakes Tong.

On their way they come across the
bodies of two Chinamen. One belonged
to the Four Lakes organisation, and
the ather to the Black Valley. The
forier had died in an effort to keep
the way clear of Malone's enemies.

(Now read on.)
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‘The Symbol of Power—and Death !
HEY stepped over the two bodies,
and moved ahead more quickly
than before. Jim could feel
Malone’s anxiety to reach their
destination in the few minutes they
would have before other Black Valley
Tong men would discover what had hap-
pened; and realise that they may have
slipped through the cordon. That their
visit was-anticipated, and tkat the Black
Valley would try to kill them just as
desperately as the Four Lakes Tong
would try to give them safe econduct,
Jim knew. At any second. the night
might be split asunder by the clash of
the two factions.

Still another turning Malone made,
and this time. so narrow was the way
that Jim dould dimly see the black bulk
of the walls on either side. It was evi-
dently a very short back alley of sorts,
for, after omnly a few yards, Malone
stopped before a. deep, shadowy door-
way.

Lifting his hand, he knocked—not
loudly, or in any particular sequendce,
but rather in a faint tapping manner with
tha nails. Almost at once there came a

click, and the doer swung inwards.
- Malone nrged Jim inte a black, fathom-
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less pit ahead. The door clicked shut,
L and they stood waiting.

Suddenly, from directly ahead of them,
a brilliant light flashed. After the dark-
ness it was blinding, and Jim simply
stood. blinking helplessly hefore it. It
went out as it had come, and then the
darkness was broken by a widening slit
of yellow light before them.

Malone touched Jim's arm, and went
forward.

They entered what locked to Jim like
a large warehouse, which was piled on
all sides with bales of richly-colonred
silks. At a desk, just inside the door,
sat a Chinaman busily writing.

They followed the second man along
what seemed a considerable distance.
The air grew heavier and heavier with
the exotic odour of spices and teas. The
reason for this became apparent te Jim
as they passed out of the silk warehouse
into another geo-down piled with chests
and boxes and bags. In one corner a
small staircase had been built. Their
guide paused at-the foot of this, and
motioned for them te go up.

Matlone led the way with Jim close at
his heels.

The staircase had one turn, and
beneath a single electric bulb at the top
Jim saw a closed door. It locked strong
enough to resist a siege, and, as a
matter of fact, it was built of twe cross-
Jayers of inch-thick teak. 'There was no

I handle visible, but hefore they reached

it, the door swung open as though of its
own volition.

They entered a narrow passage which
ran straight ahead for about a dozen
fect. At the end was a door similar to
that at the head of the stairs. As they
approached, it, too, opened, and then,
through the opening, Jim caught sight
of a Chinaman, clad in a richly-em-
broidered mandarin’s coat, and sitting
cross-legged on a heap of brilliantly-
coloured silk cushions. eF

He rose to his feet as they entered,
and greeted Malone warmly, after the
fashion of Kuropeans. Malone then
turned and indicated Jim.

“This is my assistant,”
naming Moberly.  *“Jim,
Wong Tu.” .

he
this is

said,
My

and waved his
eushions.

The room was not unlike the apart-
ment belonging to. Hong-FLo-See  which
Jim had seen in Londen. The walls were
hung with heavy silk curtains, while the
floor was covered with rich rugs of the
East. In thé ¢enire was a low table
coptaining writing materials, and al one
side a broad divan heaped with more
cushions. Close to whére-the merchant
had been seated was another table, and;
while the warehouse and the stairs had
been lighted by electric lamps, this room
was illamrinated by a hedvy brass brazier
that hung from .the ceiling, and east a

visitors to a heap of

beneath,
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The mandarin shoek hands with Jim."

soft, seductive glow on”the rich colouis

Feseriem pe——— S ————————

As they seated themselves, the curtains
on one side parted, and a Chinese boy
entered with the usual tray of refresh-
ments.

Not until the repast was finished did
their host attempt to touch on the busi-
ness which had brought them. But when
the boy had taken away the trays, and
Jim and Malone had lighted one of the
tiny yellow cigarettes which Wong Tu
offered  them; the mandarin looked
towards the explorer. Jim studied him
closely, for he knew that Wong Tu was
one of the “big” links in the system
in which Malone and himself were appar-
ently such important cogs.

He saw before himia typical Oriental,
but one, he judged, who was considerably
younger than either Hong-Lo-Soe or
Prince Hsu Kai. He was right, for
Wong Tu was a nephew of Hong-Lo-Soo.

He bad an extremely intelligent face,
and was obviously a Chinaman of high
caste. He showed, too, a little more
freedom of expression in his conversation
than the others Jim had met. _ As he and
Malone spoke for some time in Chinese,
Jim had plenty of time for his scrutiny.
He guessed that Malone was relating
what had happened since they left New
York. 'Then suddenly the explorer hroke
into English,

* Something has gone wrong to-night,”
he said. ‘““We were met by the tong
messengers all right, and reached the
outer valley safely. But there we had to
wait. ¥ scouted vound and found the
Four Lakes man lying dead on the foot-
path. But he had also killed the Black
Valley man. Apparently it wasn't known
then; as we were able to slin through.
But it must become known soon,”

Wong Tu nodded slowly.

T will attend to that at once ! he said.
As he spoke he clapped his hands, The
curtains parted, and the “boy ¥ entered.
The mandarin gave him a curt command.
The boy disappeared silently, A hali-
minute or so passed, then the ecurtains
were once more pushed aside. This tima

a tall young Chinaman, dressed in
European garb, entered and bowed. To

him Wong Tu spoke rapidly for some
moments. Then, with another bow, the
young man departed.

Wong Tu turned back to the explorer.

“It would be even more risky for you
to come here again,” he said. *“1I think
we had better adbere to the original plan
and complete the maiter to-night. I am
sorry that you will be under the shadow
of such danger, but I can sce no other
way.”

Malone shiugged.

“The danger would not be- lessened
whether T had it or not. I T can get out
of the quarter with it, I am ready to
take the risk. - The chief difficulty, for
the present, anyway, will be’ranning the
gauntlet to-night.’ B

Incidentally Jim womndered what was
the **it.” of which they were speaking.

““Fhat is true I retuyned the mandarin
slowly. At the same time, I have
mobilised every Four Lakes man in the
guarter, If the Black Valley do aet,
there will be a tong hattle to-night such
as San Francisco never knew before.
And you, Mr. Malone, and vour young
friend, will be the eentre of that battle.
But I see nothing else. I might keep
it here and smuggle it to you on the ship
before you sail, but something mighs
happen m the meantime.” ;

““No. I will take it to-night !
run. the risk.” R

“You are a hrave man, My
Yet the hopes of the Four La
are all centred in-you. You kr
it means if you go under. Youn know

We

mass

what the result will be if we fail*

(Continued on puge 21,7



Case No. 1.

The Al of the Patagonian Devil.

- In this specially attractive yarn the creator of Mademoiselle Yvonne has cast her in a

new role. She is now a detective on her own account—until she has to call on the
more mature experience of Sexton Blake fo help her out!  This new combination
makes a really fascinating featuve of the Old Paper. Please tell vour friends so!

PROLODQUE.
Yvonne's First Case:

@ o werig, sunny rorning in eadly April, Mr. Sexton Blake, the eminent London eriminologist, with his assistant,
§ Tinker, who led the grest bloodhound, Pedro, on & leash, descended the stops of his chawmbers in Balker
Street.

- The littlo party paused on the pavement for a few minutes while Blake and Tinker discussed which way
they should go ; then, turning, they began leisurely to walk towards Oxford Street. They had gone scarcely
8 hundred yards when, from the direction of Portman Square, they saw a smart grey two-sester car coming
towards them. As it drew into the kerb and a small gauntleted hand was held out, they recognised Mademoisslis

shining car seemed in complete harmony with the bright spring morning. . :
 Whither away, O Mighty Solver of Riddles, and thou, O Lesser Light ? " 8hé asked, with & smile,
Blake and Tinker returned the smile as they removed their hats and paused by the car, while Pedro put
hig great forepaws on the seat and thrust his muzzle over the side for the caress which he knew always followod the sound
of that voice.
* For once in & way we are idling, mademoiselle,” responded Blake. “ We were just dsbating which way we should go for
our stroll.” s
“ Then allow me to indicate the direction for you.- et mg recommend you to visit the small but strietly b
in Oxford Street of Mademoiselle Yvonne—Consultant.” i > : . s
 Have you really catrried out your threat, then ? ' esked Blake. .
¢* T have, indeed, and moreover, I already have & client. I hawve been frightfully busy for the padt two weeks gotling things
in shape, but now the offices are ready. I kept it as a surprise, for I wanted you end Tinker to be the first to ses them,
Of course, uncle has been there.” . Yvoune laughed.. “ As a matter of fact, I have to drive him away from the place hali a
dozen times & day. He walks about as though it were his idea, afd 1 really believe he imagines he has the makings in hiny
of & great criminologist. Iwas just on my way to your house, Ireally haves client, end while it may gound liko.a confesaion
of weakness, I want your advice on a technieal point.” . ; ‘ =
- “ It is entirely at your service,” smiled Blake. * Shall Tinker and I walk round to your offices now 2 - :
=4 Wil} you, please ? - It’s a little way down on the loft. ~ You'll recognise it by the name-plate. * 1 shall be thore when you
arrive.’ S ! ’

Jdike officss”

With a little nod and & wave of her hand, Yvonne turned the car and drove back the way they had corue, while Biake and

Tinker continued their walk towards Oxford Street. . -
“1I thought she was only joking when she ssid she was going to open an office a3 & consuitaus,” eald Tinker, with a grin,
a3 thoy went alo s

“ I am not m;% v surprised that she has done so, my lad. T rather think the gerra of the idea has boen in hior mind for a

tong time, and I fancy it was our conversation at dinner that might about three weeks jago that really caused hes ideas to
crystallise, After all, why shouldn’t she ? ‘Sho has plenty of money and a thinking spparatus for which I have tha highesy

-+ vespect. Personally, I think it en excellent outlet for her energies®

¢ Exactly what is her ides, guv'nor t " . :
- ““ Well, my lad, I believe she intends confining her practice chisfly to her own fex, and culy thote of i who are unabls te
pay for professional advice. It iz not her idea to make money out of it.” - :
-.% But," objected Tinker, “ you never charge anybody when they are not in & position to pay.”’ : : =
“ Quite 80, my lad. But, then, consider the number of oases of that nabure which wo are foroad to docline owing to the
pressure of business. Besides, Mademoiselle Yvonne has had an experience and education which fit hor exceptionaliy for the
class of work she has decided to take up, particularly in desling with her own sex.'! :

Yvonne at the wheel. In her smart fawn motoring coat and little orange-colowed velour hat she and the

v

/* Yes, that's true, guv'nor,” agreed Tinker.. ** She cortainly is fine,” hs added warmly,  Aad although ha made o roply, -

Blake entirely agreed with the lad’s seatiment,




On ascending to the first floor of the
address in Oxford Street, which Yvonne
had indicated, Blake and Tinker paused
to study with interest the two ground-
glass doors which faced them. On the
one immediately facing them was
painted, in neat black letters, *“ Yvonne
Cartier, Consultant,” and on the other
one to the right, the same anouncement,
with the small addition of *Private”
underneath. Then Blake turned the
handle of the first door and stepped
inside, followed by Tinker and Pedro.

The room into which they entered had
been furnished by Yvonne as an ex-
tremely comfortable waiting-room, the
general scheme of which was sober dark
brown for the walls, with deep armchairs
upholstered. in dark green leather.

A small desk was immediately on the
right as one entered, and at this sat a
stocky, freckled, red-headed boy of about
fourteen, who, at the moment, was en-
grossed in the current issue of a well-
known detective story journal.

At another desk in the corner, near the
door which led to Yvonne’s private room,
sat a young lady, busily typing. In the
¢centre of the room was a square, heavy
table of mission oak, on which lay
number of recent periodicals, mostly
devoted to matters feminine. Although
it was warm outside a cheerful little fire
burnt in the grate.

Altogether, Blake decided the room
was distinetly harmonious and restful,
the only incougruous note of colour
geing the flaming red hair of the office-

0y. :
As the latter laid down his journal and
vose to inquire their business, the door of
Yvonne’s room opened, and she herself
appeared.  She had thrown aside her
motoring coat, and looked very trim_ and
businesslike in the smartly-tailored grey
suit which she wore. She crossed the
offics with a smile, and welcomed them
with her outstretched hands.

Then, turning to the young lady who
was typing, she said: &

“Miss Bryan, this is Mr, Sexton Blake
and his assistant—Tinker. You will pro-

bably have considerable correspondence |

with Mr. Blake. And, of course, this is
Pedro, of whom you have undoubtedly
heard.”

Miss Bryan rose, and smiled her
acknowledgments. Then Yvonne turned
to the red-haired boy: but instead of
speaking she laughed, for he had heen

gazing in the deepest ‘awe at Blake, and’

wes uow goggling at Tinker enviously.
‘“1 séo you don’t need any introduction,
Peter,” she said at length, “seeing that
you've been reading of his adventures in
that paper of yours, Please remember
that when either Mr. Blake or his
assistant comé here I am to be informed
atonee ™ o - - :
“Y-yes, ma’am,” stuttered Peter. |
Yvonne smiled again, and led the way
to her room. It was furnished simply,

but in keeping with the good taste and -

comfort of the other room. Yvonnels
desk was large and flat, and of darl,
polished .mahogany, while her chair was
a low swivel aftair, of the same wood. A
magnificent Persian rug of dark tones
almost covered the floor, and a large
easy-chair like those in the other office
stood ab the other side of the desk, A
few fine water-colours were oh the walls.
and in the small fireplace a cheerful fire
was glowing. Tha only really feminine
touch which she had permitted herself
wag o large damascene brass vase of
roses, which stood on the desk. :

¢ Well, how do you like it7” she asked,

as she cloged thie door and waved them
{0 seats,
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£ Awfully well,” answered Blake. * You
have struck exactly the right note.”

“1 am glad you approve,” she smiled,
as she seated herself at the desk. ‘“And
now, will you listen while 1 tell you
about the point that is bothering me?
But, first, you must light a cigarette.”

Blake nodded his thanks as Yvonne
held out the big silver box of cigarettes
which had reposed on the desk. Light-
ing one herself, she proceeded.

In a few brief sentences she explained
her Jdifficulty to Blake, who listened
attentively. As it was a subject on which
he had once written a monograph,” he
was able to solve her difficulty promptly.
When he had done so he rose.

“1If anything else comes up, please let
me.know. I shall always be very glad
‘to do anything I -can. And you know
that both Tinker and I wish you every
suecess.” =

They took their depariure a few
minutes later, and continued their stroll.
But as they turned into Hyde Park
neither of them guessed that the very
next day they were to plunge into an
active part of Yvonne’s first real case.

End of the Prologue.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
How It Came About.

BADEMOISELLE

YVONNE Jay staring
up into the darkness,
wondering - what could

have wakened her. She
had no impression that a
noise had been the cause.
Nor had she the feeling
that any stealthy prowler
had disturbed her.

- he felt perfectly
normal in every way. L

She had slept soundly without the
slightest ~ suggestion o disturbing
dreams. Her room was quiet, and
against the open window she eould hear
the soft *‘swish ” of the curtains as they
were ‘fanned back and forth by the
faint breeze.

What time it was she had no idea.
It was still dark, and there was no si
of the early summer dawn.. She put the
hour down as between one and two.

Still,~ she was wide awake. That
puzzled her. £

BEvery faculty was acutely functioning,
which was unusual in a sudden waking.

As far as she could tell, she was lying

in exactly the same position as when
she had gone to sleep. And yet some-
thing—something either audible to her
hearing or alarming to her subconscious-
ness had caused her to wake.

She lay perfectly still, watching and
listening. Not a sound ‘broke the still-
ness of the great house for some time,
and then a distant cock-crow came
through the summer night. A prosaic,
natural thing in the early hours of any
summer morning.

When nearly a quarter of an hour
had passed, without the slightest thing
occurring to rouse ‘her uneasiness, she
sab up in bed, and, reaching out her
hand, switched on the night-light on the
table beside her bed. Inmstantly the
room was filled with light, and, taking
care not to disturb her compamnion, who
was still sleeping soundly, Yvonne gazed
about the room with & puzzled frown.

- The addition of the light left her as
unerilightened as before. It was still the
large, old-fashioned and
gloomy chamber it had been when she
and the girl 'who lay sleeping beside her
had retired. =

- As far as she could see, not a thing

| had been disturbed, and there was HO-
suggest ‘that anyone - had

thinig * to

somewhat

If

entered the room while they slept.

-affyone had, and the person was still in

the room, then there were only three
places of concealment, -One was a big
cupboard which had been let into the
wall which faced the bed; one was an
enormous ancient wardrobe which stood
against the wall on the right of- the
bed; and the third was beneath the big,
four-poster bed.

Yvonne herself had locked the door
before retiring, and from where she sat
the key appeared to be just as she had
left it. The door was of heavy oak,
built in the days when honest workman-
ship and sound materials were a matter
of pride. It would yield to ngthing less
than a battering ram.  Above it was a
narrow transom of ‘more modern type
which had been let into the wall at some
time to increase the ventilation of the
room. It was filled in with three small
ground glass panels, and at the moment
was slightly ajar. It was the draught
blowing from the open window through
the aperture that caused the window
curtains to sweep gently back and forth.

The transom was controlled by a fairly
heavy brass rod which was atfached to
the door frame, and which could only
be operated from within the room. Like
the key in the door, the transom
appeared to be exactly as Vvonne had
left it on retiring. = =

When Yvonne had taken in these
items, she reached out to the chair near
the bed. where she had thrown a
Japanese silk dressing-gown, and, slip-
ping it over her shoulders, stepped softly
out of bed. Her slippers werec on the
floor, close at hand, and when she had
thrust her little white feet into them,
she reached under her pillow and drew
out a small but very effective automatic.
Graspin% this, she - bent suddenly and
peered eneath the bed.

There was nothing more.

Then, settling her pink boudoir cap
more firmly on her head, she tiptoed
across to the great wardrobe. She
wanted, if possible, to make her investi-
gations without waking her sleeping

companion, but she remembered that
the middle door of ‘the drobe
squeaked slightly. She ope two
end doors first and pee ~within.

There was nothing to be seen but the
filmy dresses belonging to her sleeping
companion and herself, = s o

Then she risked the main door in the
middle. Inch by inch she drew .it open
until she could see inside.

Every hook bore its burden, and it
would not have been a difficult matter
for someone to lie concealed behind the
billows of frocks. But Yvonne settled
this _doubt by reaching in her arm and
poking the barrel of her automatic into
every corner. There was nothing thers
that should not be there. Now only
remained the wall cupboard. 5

She glanced back towards the bed to
find - that the girl there. had not been
disturbed by her movements. She went
swiftly across the room to the cupboard,
snd, turning the hendle of the door
gently, drew it open. The cupboard
was so large that it was almost a small
room, Just inside the door was'a
switch, which Yvonne turned on. Then
she stepped inside, and, holding her
pistol in front of her, made a slow tour

of the place. .
It was quite empty of anything
human. ;

Turning out the light, she closed the
door and crossed to the rod which
controlled the tramsom. It was secured
just as she had left it. She then turned
her, attention to the deér leading into
the corridor. She turned the handle,
but the door did not yield. Ii was locked
just as she herself had locked it. :

Now she made her way back ' to the”



As it reached the centre of the stream, Yvonne’s horse rearsd without any warning, and then rolled over on its side.
e The girl was just in time to pull her feet fras from the stirrups and leap clear. - :

(Chapter 2.)

bed, ond, turning out the little Tight on
the night table, crossed to :the open

window. -Leaning on the sill, she gazed

out into the garden beneath.

It was a beautifal starry night. There
@was no mgqon, but by the light of the
rayriad Yvonne could easily make
ouf -dif ut  objects in the garden
beneath, and even-in-the grounds-heyond.
The sweep of the moor, however—High-
moor Grange, where she was staying,
was in one of the most desolate parts of

Dartmoor—was only a dark blur beyond |

the confines of the grounds. B
To -the right she could make out the
shadow of the stables, and to the left she
could “see the high stone- wall '~ which
separated the garden beneath her from
‘the lawns in front.” ~She¥stretched her
head well out, and looked both upwards

and downwards. - L et
. There was one' floor beneath her—the
ground floor—and one above her, but no
light . showed from any of the windows.
1t was ‘just a mild night, with a faint
breeze blowing over the moor, and _with
- neither sight nor sound of an' unusnal
nature. F?ven, as: she leant on the sill a
cock crowed again,. and she noted that
the sound came: from ‘the poultry yards
at the back of the stables. .
Yvonne withdrew her head, and.stole

back to bed. S el e
“I. must be developing mnerves,” she
thought, as she slipped. off her dressing-
gown and slippers, and crept once more
between the sheets. = “ All the saine; it is

most unusual for me to wake like that..

1t must. haye ‘been because I was sub~
consciously dwelling on what Eleanor
told me before she went to bed.”. -
. 8he reached out for her little: luminous
watch, and glanced at the time. . -

“A quarler to-two,”..she anurmured.
£T wonder if I dare smoke a cigarette? 1

-1t

‘| arguments to use in case her

don’t want io wake Eleanor. I'll risk
'.'[’ 5 G =

Turning on the light again, Yvonne
opened her gold cigarette-case, which lay
on the table, and took out a small
Russian cigarette of the kind she
affected. ~She lighted it, and lay back
against ‘the big pillow, thinking. She

had only arrived at Highmoor Grange{
| that afternoon, and so far there had been

little epportunity. to get her bearings.

A week before she had had no thought
of coming to Dartmoor. = Her visit was
the. result of an interview with Eleanor
Hilyard in London, and what she had
heard- on that .occasion had resulted in
her coming to Highmoor Grangé.. : .

Ostensibly . she was a former school
friend of Eleanor’s. »As she was older
than the other-girl they had achieved:the
polite fiction that she had been somewhat
senior. to kleanor at the private school
which the latter had attended.. " From
what <¥leancr ‘had told her since. her
arrival, there had been, at first; .consider-
able’opposition on the part of Stephen
Curley to her visit. - .
. But this-had been
before Eleanor Hilyard had left Liondon
Yvonne had primed her with geveral

guardian
tried to raise difficulties. . o

Yvonne's foresight had been wise, for
a lotter from Eleanor, a day or two after
her return, had- made it plain  that
Stephen Curley . had raised strang objec-
iions to anyone visiting his ward, giving
as his reason that he might have to go to
Scotland en business in the near.future,
and, if he did so, would wish to take
Eleanor with bim.,

-~ But. Eleanor, stiffened by a st'rbﬁ.g

letter. from Yvonne, had held out, and|

two.days before-a telegram-had arrived;
asking Yvonne to come as soon as pos-

anticipaled, and

sible. Yvonne had met Stephen Curley,
Eleanor’s guardian, for “the first time
that day. - And now, as she lay back
smoking, she was thinking of the big,
fair, smiling man, and roviewing the
family history which had ended in her
coming to Highmoor Grange at the
earnest pleading of Eleanor Hilyard.
Briefly, that history was as follows:
Martin Hilyard—Eleanor’s father—had

left England as a young man, and had -

gone to Australia. His lifo there had
been somewhat obscure, and after a few
vears he had joined.a party which. was
wigrating to Chile at the time Ausfralis:
sheep were introduced into the southern -
part of that South American Republic.
Trom the very start Martin Hilyard
had been engrmously successful, and-had
made money fast. . While in Chile ke
had married the daughter of an Enghisiy
official “living in Valparaiso,  and  four
children had:been born—thice sons and
one daughter—Eleanor. e
As the children had grown up they had
been ‘sent to ‘England to be ocducated.
although neither Martin Hilyard nor his
wife followed them then. Mrs, Hilyard,
always rather delicate, had died after a
long illness. Then the Great-War had
broken out, and, with the joining up of
all < three sons, Martin Hilyard -had
decided .to sell out his interests in Chile
and retire to England. =
Already a wealthy man, he was made
still ‘more so by the enmormous price he
had realised on his estates dus to the war
boom in stock prices. - Kleanor was at
home at the time at school in Brighton,
and remained- there for a year after her
father’s return.. Unable to rest in cities,
Martin Hilyard had sought about until
he found something that would remina
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~ southsrn table-land of Chile. . :

He had finally come upen Highmoor

(Grange on a bleak part of Dartmoor, and

had bought it. =

About this time Stephen Curley, whom

the Hilyards had met once or twice in

Chile, appeared on the scene. Curley

was an explorer, and had been exploring

the southern paré of Chile and Patagonia
when he had first met the Hilyards.
Martin Hilyard liked him, and it must
be confessed that most people looked
upon Stephen Curley as a genial fellow
with a linge of romantic adventure about
him.
His books on his various journeys of
explorations were models of their kind.
It never occurred to the layman to
wonder why Stephen Curley was never
accompanied by his lieutenants on more
than one expedition. But there were
a few men scattered about the globe who
could have told why. It was because
Stephen Curley was the ¢ lounge-
Lizard ” type of explorer. Others did the
work and suffered most of the hardships
while he reaped the glory. A tricky
little point in all his agreements, too, was
an undertaking that no member of the
expedition should publish anything deal-
Jdng with the work of the expedition with-
out Curley’s consent.

So, although the truth was known in
soveral quarters, and although the
scientific bodies that really counted had
been strangely reluctant to bestow any
form of fellowship on Curley, the ordin-
ary public thought of him as quite a
wonderful man who ranked high among
the great explorers. ‘The “second-class
lotters which he could write after his
name meant little to them."

Among his admirers was Martin Hil-
vard, who, in his loneliness, had wel-
comed the remewal of their friendship.
With his three sons at the Front and his
daughter at school, the occasional visits
of Stephen Curley were doubly welcome.

A Dbig, blonde man, with a_bluff
manner and almost constant smile, he
acted on Martin Hilyard like a tonic.
Shortly after the outbreak of war, Curley
had been appointed an interpreter, and,
as his duties kept him mostly in London,
it was not difficult for him to get down
to Highmoor Grange on frequent leave.

Then Mariin Hilyard's eldest and
voungest sons had been killed in the same
action. The blow had been a severe one,
and Hilyard gradually came to lean
more and more on the ready sympathy
of Stephen Curley. Eleanor Hilyard
came home to stay when the news
reached her, and at first-did not perceive
the intimacy which had grown up
between her father and Stephen Curley.

For some reason, which she could not
have explained, she mistrusted the man.
His smiling lips made her shiver, and,
eventually—perhaps the loneliness of
Highmoor Grange was the cause—she
grew almost to hate him, and to look
forward with sirong distaste to the
increasing frequency of his visits.

- Then another tragedy had occurred.

Eleanor. had gone up to London to
meet her brother. who had run across for
a few days’ leave, and would not have
iime to come to Devon. The week-end
she was there, Stephen Curley had cawe
down. A telegram had recalled her, and
the terms of 1t had been sufficient for
Rupert, her brother, to get an extension
of leave. They had come down together
to be met by Stephen Curley with the
news that their father had died of heart
failure on Sunday night.

himi oven a little of the mesas of the

It appeared  that he had been sitting.

~at his desk writing when  he had

collapsed. - Stephen Curley had come into

the room shortly after, and had found
U, J~No. 965

Martin' Hilyard lying across the :desk
unconscious. - Curley had carried him to
a sofa, and had rung for the house-
keeper. The chauffeur had been sent off
at once for the doctor, who lived about
sixt miles away, and Curley and the
housekeeper had done what they could
for Hilyard.

They had carried him to his room, and,
following that, Stephen Curley had dis-
covered that Martin Hilyard had been in
the act of adding a codicil to his will
when he had collapsed. He had already
signed it, but it had not been witnessed.
Martin Hilyard had regained conscious-
ness shortly before the doctor’s arrival
and had at once asked for the will.

Stephen Curley had brought it {o him,
and at his further request, had fetched
the housekeeper and the gardener. The
two servants had acted as witnesses, and
then Martin Hilyard had again collapsed
to remain uncenscious until he died.

After the dreary funeral, Hilyard's
solicitor, from Exeter, had read the will
and the codicil which had been added so
recently. The original will had divided
the property in equal shares among the
four children, but the codicil had altered
that to a division between Rupert and
Eleanor, and, in the eyent of the death
of either of them before marriage, his or
her share was to go to the survivor. It
was a clause covering the possibility of
Rupert’s death at the Front.

There were a few legacies to old ser-
vants in Chile, and to charity, with a
sum of five thousand pounds left to
Stephen Curley ‘“for whom he felt a
deep affection and gratitude for the sym-
pathy and companionship he had received
since the death of his two sons.”” Then
at the very foot of the page was the

following paragraph:

“And I appoint the said Stephen
Curley as sole guardian of my daughter
Eleanor, should my only remaining son,
Rupert, be killed: This guardiansﬁip to
continue until the marriage of my
daughter; which I hope will be with the
full approval of her guardian. During
the period of any such guardianship he
will have full power to advise my
daughter regarding investments, and the
management of the estate, and shall
draw from the income of the estate the
sum of two thousand pounds annually,
together with any expenses he may incur.
Should both my surviving children die,
then the residue of my estate shall pass
to my friend, Stephen Curley.

 (Signed) MarTIN Hiryarp.”

The last - line of the writing was
touched by the scrawl of the signature,
and the solicitor had gravely explained
that Martin Hilyard must have collapsed
immediately after signing. The estate
was even larger than expected, the will
being proved at a little under two hun-
dred thousand pounds, :

No question was raised about the
validity of the codicils which had been
added.  There was no question about
mental competence, and after the house:
keeper and the gardener had given evi-
deénce that they Ead witnessed the signa-
ture at the request of Martin Hilyard,
who was quite clear in his mind, the will
was probated.

Stephen. Curley had shown consider-

able surprise when he discovered that he

had been a beneficiary under the will,
and had been so kindly and sympathetic
to both Eleanor and Rupert that the
former - almost forgot her antipathy
towards -him, while the latter never had
felt any. Then Rupert had returned to
France, while Eleanor had gone .to
London to wotk in .a hospital. . Stephen
Curley- also had returned to his duties in
Whitehall, and the Grange was left in
charge of the housekeeper,

fter the Armistice, Rupert was
démobilised, and had returned to the
Grange with Eleancr. During her
nursing period, Eleanor had met some-
one whom she cared for, and she had
confided to Rupert the secret. of her
engagement. It was to be kept so until
after the demobilisation of her fiance.

. Then Stephen Curley, also demobilised,
had come down to Highmoor Grange,

Although he had not seen very much
of Elesnor in London, he knew much
more of her movements there than she
dreamed, and already suspected her
engagement to the young officer with
whom he had seen her on several
occasions. : :

He gave no sign, however, and was as
smilingly cheerful as ever, He and
Rupert rode a great deal, and it was
while they were out one dreary winter
evening that Rupert had been thrown
and killed. :

Curley had brought him back to the
house, and had showed a depth of grief
which was even greater than he had
exhibited at the loss of his old friend,
Martin ~ Hilyard, He  continually
reproached himselfi—for, as he explained,
it was due to a whim of his that they had
been so late.

In taking a short cut home, Rupert
had tried to take a stone wall on the
slope of a stream, His horse had somer-
saulted, and then had fallen on Rupert,
killing him instantly. An inquest was
held which confirmed this, and once
more the Grange went into mourning.
The fact remained, nevertheless, that the
estate now passed altogether to Eleanor,
and the terms of guardianship auto-
matically came into force. -

For the first three months, Stephen
Curley’s  attitude had been quite
irreproachable. He had taken hold of
all the onerous duties of administering
the estate, and his frequent advice to
Eleanor ‘had been of the soundest. He
insisted at all times that this advice
should be approved by the solicitor in
Exeter, but that gentleman was unable
to find any flaws in it. When a
rearrangement of investments became
necessary, Stephen Curley drew up a list
of trustee bonds which th
s%rvative banker would have approved
of.

In fact, Eleanor’s bankers in London
wrote her a letter congratulating her on
the wisdom of her choice, and adding
that they could have suggested nothing
better.  Steadily her old mistrust of
Curley was lulled, until, by the spring,

“she thought it better to tell him of her

engagement. She was anticipated by
Curley himself, however, and what he
had to say came like a bombshell to
Eleanor. He asked her to marry him.

Although Stephen Curley was still
under forty, his friendship had been with
her father, and Eleanor had uncon-
sciously rankéd him with the older
generation.  She herself = was now
twenty-three, and, as Curley gently
explained, the difference in ages was not
at all out of the way.

She had, of course, refused him, and
had confessed the fact of her engage-
ment. . He had taken it very well, but
had warned her that he would not give
up hope. Immediately after that he had
engaged a woman to act as companion
to her. .

This woman was a middle-aged, hard-
featured person, whom Curley had
engaged in London. She was completely
under the domination of Curley; and
although Eleanor began to find her life
growing more and more unhappy, she
found it impossible to: get away. Her
only hope was in an early marriage, but
the transier of her fiance to a regiment



ponement of his demobilisation puf that
quite out of the question, as, even if she
were married to him, she would find ‘it
impossible to get permission to go to
Mesopotamia.

Then she had worked herself into such
a state of nerves that she became filled
with an obsession of fear of Stephen
Curley and the hard-featured *com-
panion,” It had taken her a long time
to put her scheme into effect to seek out-
side advice from someone whom
could frust, but she had at length man-
aged to get up to London.

She had heard of
Yvonne from a school friend, and had
sought Yvonne's counsel. The result
was Yvonne's decision to go down to
Highmoor Grange as an old schoo! friend
of Eleanor’s, and although Stephen
Curley had at first opposed it, for.the
reason already stated, he had at lash
given in. :

That is how it came that Yvonne was
at Highmoor Grange under the name of
Mary Guest. And it was of the several
tragedies which had overteken so many
members of the Hilyard family that she
was thinking as she lay back on the
pillow smoking.

She had finished her cigarette, and was
in-the act of placing the end in the ash-
tray when a dull sound reached her that
caused her to sit up ard listen intently.

. She dropped the cigarette-end noiselessly,
and waited. Again the sound came,
somewhere out in the corridor. It
sounded like nothing so much as the fall
of a body.

Yvonne glanced down at Eleanor, but
saw that she still slept quietly. ¥or a
few moments there was no repetition of
the sound, and then, suddenly, it came
again from just outside the door.
Wollowing the thud came a slow, scraping
noise, as  though some creature were
dragging a useless limb along the foor.
Yvonne had once seen a hamstrung steer
in Australia, and the remembrance came
to her as she listened,

Once more the sound stopped, but only
for a few seconds, and when it came
again it was accompanied by a sharp,
panting sound like the heavy breathing
of an animal. Vvonue was not a nervous
person. She had faced too much danger
in her life, ‘and had’ been through too
many situations tinged with the uncanny
1o sink into terror.

But the scraping, panting sound out-
side the door at that time of night made
her shiver as if with cold. She picked
up ‘her automatic, and kept her gaze
fixed on the door, hoping that Eleanor
would not wake. Who it was or what it
was she eouldn’t even attempt to guess.
But that her door was the object of
its interost was.certain, for a few seconds
later, after an increase in the scuffling
sound, she heard a slight rattle and
the handle of the door move a little.

She watched the key with fascinated
eyes. She was convincing herself that
she was quite certain that she had tested
it when she had made her tour of the
room. But what if she had been care-

“less? What if she bad not turned the
handle far enough to make quite sure?

If she were wrong, and the Thing out-
side, whatever it was, opened the door
she made up her mind that she would
shoot, and shoot straight, be it man or
beast. =

.- The handle rattled again, more loudly,
and she heard a grunting and a creaking,
ihen for one brief instant something
showed in silhouette against the ground-
glass panel of the transom. A light

~ buarned in the hall all night, and although
il was some distance up the corridor, it
was sufficient to enable Yvonne to dis-
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in Mesopotamia, and the indefinite post.-

tinguish that something which lay for an
instant against the glass.

Was it o hand? It seemed to have a
grotesque resemblance to one. What else
could it be? And who or what was it
trying to get into the room? What ever
it was, it had evidently tried to climb up
to the transom, for as the shadow on the
glass disappeared, there was another thud
similar to the two she had heard at first.

Again the slow, scraping sound fol-
lowed as the Thing retreated along the
corridor. Yvonne could stand it mno
fonger. - She got out of bed, and put on
her dressing-gown. - Then, holding her
automatic firmly in her right hand, she
crossed to the door and turned the key.

Jerking the door open quickly, she
{e‘.ﬁlled her pistol and gazed out in the
gl :

To right and to left it was utterly
empty of any livin§ presence

The light a little distance along was
burning, but Yvonne ceuld see not the
slightest vestige of the thing which had
been at the door only a few moments
before. The great house was wrapped
in silence, and its occupants, excepting
Yvonne, apparently, in slumber.

She closed the doox softly and locked
it again, wondering if, after all, her
nerves had played her a ghastly trick
and had conjured up the horrible inci-
dent completely from her imagination.
She turned back to the bed, and then
paused.

Eleanor was sitting up in bed, gazing
with fearful eyes at the automatic which
‘Yvonne was clutching.

“What is it?” she whispered. *What
has happened?” :

Yvonne smiled.

“Nothing, dear,” she said. “I have

been wandering about the room, that is
all. T heard a sound, and thought I
would investigate. I am sorry I woke
you. I tried not to make a noise.”
-While she was speaking Yvonne
walked to the bed and laid the pistol
on the table. Then she took another
i:)ig;rette, and, lighting 1%, slipped into
ed.

“Now that you are awake, we may
a3 well have a little chat,” she said care-
lessly, ¢ Will you have a cigarette?”

Eleanor shook her head.

“They are very soothing,” murmured
Yvonne, Then: “Tell me, Eleanor—
during the past few months, when you
have been frightened down hera, has any-
thing ever happened in the night to
disturh you?” . :

Eleanor shook her head.

“Nothing out of the ordinary.
do you agk?”

¢“Curiosity, that is all. If T am going
to help you, it is necessary for me to
know everything bearirg on the matter,
and that occurred to me. You are quite
sure you have never heard or seen any-
thing unusual?”

“Quite sure.”

“Then your fear of Siephen Curley
is simply an instinet?”

Hleanor clutched. Yvonne’s arm.

“It is only instinct, but I know he
means harm to me if I refuse to marry
him. - You don’t know what it has been,
Yvonune, living day after day, and week
after week, in the same house with him
and the terrible companion he brought
for me. His smile terrifies me. Oh, I
know others would say I was mad, and
that he is only genial; but in that smile
of his I read nothing but cruelty and—
and murder, I am sure, Yvonne, that
he was the means of my brother Rupert's
death. I don't know how, and I know
it will never be discovered, but I am
sure it was through his agency.” :

“It certainly is rather odd,” agreed
Yvonne thoughtfully. “But, of course,
anyone who benefits by the death of

Why

another is liable to suspicion. -At the
samae-time, it is extraordinary how things
have worked out for him. =
“Your two brothers in France, then
your father, and, lastly, your remaining
brother., That leaves only you; and that
he has his eye on you and the estate is

proven by his suggestion of marriage. -

You are quite sweet and attractive
enough, Eleanor, to make him want to
marry you without any estate, and if
may be an honest love.

“Still, like you, I am rather inclined
to mistrust your guardian. And 1 don’t
like that clause in your father’s will
which gives Stephen Curley the residue
of the estate in case a-nytﬁing happens
to you. But you have nothing to fear,
dear. T promise you that you shall nob
be left alone until we know a great deal
more than we do.  And if T can’t solve
the puzzle, then we must geb someone
else to help us do so. If that should
become necessary, 1 know of one who
will not rest until he has worried every
shred of truth out of the matter.”

“Who is that, Yvonne?’ asked
Eleanor.

“Sexton Blake,” responded Yvonne,
with a faint flush. And in that same
moment was born Yvonne's private de-
cision to write to the great eriminologist
early in the morning.

ot e ot

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Yvonna’s Appeal.

= EXTON BLAKE sat on the
¢t sand in the shade of a big,

jagged  rock, reading
letters. At his feet, doz-
ing in tho warm mid-

moruing- sun, lay Padro,
who from time to time
blinked lazily in the direc-
tion of Tinker, who, in
company  with = another
young man whom he had
met at the tiny Cornish village where he
and Blake were staying, was doing hand-
springs through the surf which thundered
on to the beach.

Business connected with a case in
which it had been necessary for Blake
to produce some ancient records of
Cornish tithes had brought him and
Tinker to Wadebridge, and, on the com-
pletion of the business, Blake had de-
cided that a few days by the sea before
returning to the smoke of London would
do them no harm.

In Wadebridge he had heard of a
small inn gome eight miles out on the
estuary of the Camel, soc they had piled
their luggage into the car, and, with
Pedro guarding it in the back, had
motored out to the tiny village where
the inn was situated. There were less
than a dozen houses altogether, and a
rugged golf-course separated them from
the next village, which was even smaller.

Out in the estuary the Doom Bar,
made famous by the activities of the old
Cornish wreckers, lay like an enormous
yellow turtle-back, with here and there
the jagged ends of spars still sticking up
from the sand. to show where some
valiant craft had found her grave.
Beyond the bar was the main channel
of.the estuary, and on the opposite shore
the busy and picturesquoe little fishing
town of Padstow straggled up the side
of the hill. -

At Padstow the river twisted from
view, but at the mouth of: the estuary
Blake could see where the outflow de-
bouched against the incoming tide, and
farther out stood two small green-clad
islands as everlasting sentinels, accessibla
only to the gulls which wheeled shrieking
U. J.—No. 863,
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in the blue above. At the back of
nim rose a great hill of sand, on which,
so rumour had it, an ancient camp of
the early Britong had once been erscted,
and around the edge of the gradual slope
he could just see the tip of a fourteenth
century spire—relic of the wave of re-
-ligion which had*swept over Cornwall
in that century, and which had led to the
building of churches from one end of the
country to the other.

Both he and Tinker had already
tackled the surf before breakfast, bul
that had been insufficient for the lad,
who had responded readily to the hail of
his new acquaintance as the latter had

Blake, with the letters which had been

orwarded by Mrs. Bardell to Wade-
bridge and thence to the little village
where he was staying, had {ellewed more
leisurely.

‘  He had dealt with all of then: excepisne
of considerable thickness, which he had
reserved for the last. He had recognised
the writing on the envelope as that
of Mademoiselle Yvonne, though he had
‘heen a little surprised to note that the
postmark was that of a small village on
Dartmoor. Before opening it he lit' a
fresh cigarette; then, shiting the en-
velope, he drew out the closely-written

* sheets which it contained. Ie spread it
out on his knee and began to read:

“Cher ami,—I fancy you will be a little

surprised to discover that I am down in’

Devonghive. In fact, I am surprised
myself, for my decision to come was made
suddenly. You will see from the hLead-
ing of the paper that I am at Highmoor
Grange. It is situated on a very bleak
- part: of the moor and six miles from the
nearest village, -

“ Now for why I am writing to you.

“T am really down here on business,
and certain things that have arisen are
the reason for my xwriting. Let me say
to begin with that Highmoor Grange
was, until recently, occupied by a man
who, for a good many years, owned a
large sheep estate—and had other in-
terests—in Chile. He died recently of
heart failure, and two of his sons were
killed in France. That left one son and
a daughter to survive him. The mother
died some years ago. Recently, however,
the third son was killed by his horse fail-
ing on him—or so goes the accepted
version.

“By the father's will the death of the
last surviving son caused a friend of the
father’s automatically to become guardian
to the girl. The father’s name was
Martin Hilyard. The guardian’s name 1s
Stephen Curley., - He is reputed as an
explorer, and you may have heard some-
thing of him,

“] want you to be good enough to
make ingliries for me in London, and
find out all that is known of this man.
He appears to have considerable bearing

- on the mystery which surrounds High-

moor (range, and I mistrust him. But I
have absolutely nothing to go on so far,
I came down here at the request of
Eleanor Hilyard—the daughter—who is
living m a state of constant fear—of
what she doesn’t know.

“T1t all began with her guardian propos-
ing marriage to her. Her affections had
already been given to someone else, but
she dared not confess that at the time.
She had been hoping that an early mar-
riage would be possihle; but her fiance
has been ordered to Mesopotamia, and,
as you know, European women are not
admitted to Mespot. I am curious to
know if Stephen-Curley had anything to
do with the sudden transfer of her fiance.

“During the war Curley was engaged
as an interpreter for some time, then he
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passed the inn on his way to the beach.’

was employed in some post in Whitehall. |
I am not quite sure what it was. i
manner and his treatment of his ward
are, outwardly, beyond reproach. He
poses as a bluff, good-humoured guardian,
who is willing to indulge her, and his
advice regarding her investments has cer-
tainly been of the most conservative and
well-balanced nature,

“Qutwardly, everything seems all
right, but his proposal of marriage to his
ward rings badly in the light of the
terms of the will. Briefly, they were
these: :

“On Martin Hilyard’s death the estate
—it was very large—was divided equally
between Bleanor Hilyard and her brother
Rupert. Stephen Curley benefited to the
extent of five thousand pounds. In the
event of anything happening to Rupert
Hilyard, Stephen Curley was to hecome
Eleanor’s guardian, and was to remain so
=ntil ner marriage, which, if it occurred,
her father hoped would be with the
appraval of her guardian.

*“If the guardianship should become
effective Stephen Curley was to manage
the estate, and during the term of his
management was to draw two thousand
pounds annually from the income., And,
finally, in case anything should happen to
Eleanor Hilyard as well as her brother—
if they both died—Stephen Curley was to
inherit the whole residue of the estate.

“Shortly after he was demobilised
Rupert Hilyard came down to the
Grange., After the death of Martin
Hilyard it was closed for a time, and
Eleanor remained in London, where she
took up military nursing, It was there
that she met the young man to whom
she became engaged. On their return to
the Grange, Siephen Curley—who had
also been demobilised—came down, and
it was while he and Rupert were out
riding that the accident occurred which
cost Rupert his life.

“Curley’s story was that the boy tried
to put his horse over a stone wall on the
down-grade of a hill, and that the horse
somersaulted over the wall, pinning
Rupert beneath and killing him instantly,
Not long after that he proposed marriage
to Eleanor.

¢“She had always more or less mis-
trusted him, but he was so kind and
sympathetic after the death of her father,
and he showed such grief at the death of
Rupert, that her feelings of antipathy he-
came far less strong. They were all
roused again, however, by his proposal,
with the result that she gradually worked
herself into an acute nervous state. It
was then that she managed to get away
to London, and sought my heip. She
feels convinced that Stephen Curley de-
liberately planned Rupert’s death, and is
sure that the same fate will overtake her
if she déesn’t marry Curley.

“There is, of course, not a shred of
evidence to suggest either of these things,
but at the same time there is an atmo-
sphere about the place that is sinister, and
one or two very queer things have hap-
pened even since my arrival yesterday
afternoon. Stephen Curley thinks I am
an old school friend of Eleanor’s, and no
one suspects my identity. He opposed
my visit strongly at first, but finally
vielded. 3

“He was very charming at dinner last
night, and seemed really anxious to make
a good impression on Eleanor's friend.
We retired early, and at Eleanor’s appeal
1 shared her room. :

“The first ‘queer’ thing happened in
the ecarly hours of the morning. I woke
up suddenly with the feeling that some-
thing outside the normal life of the house
had been the cause. I turned on the light
and searched the room thoroughly.
Everything was just as it should have

gone about a mile, I
"Eleanor that we change mounts.

been. I returned to bed and lighted 2
eigarctte. ;

* While I was smoking I heard a sound
out in the corridor, like the fall of a
heavy body, then a slow, scufling noise,
as though some creature were dragging
itself along the floor. Whatever it was
it stopped just cutside the door ef the
room, and then the door-handle rattled.
Following that, there was a sniffing
sound, and a few moments later I saw a
shadow against the ground glass of the
transom over the door.

“The shadow only remained an instant,
then there followed another thud, as
though the creature had fallen back to
the floor.  After that, it appeared to
drag itself along the cotridor again, At
that point I took my revolver and got
out of bed. I went to the door, and,
throwing it open, looked out into the hall.

‘“There was no sign of anything out of
the ordinary, so I returned to the room
and locked the door. I had no chance to
make further investigation then, for
Eleanor had waked up, and 1 dida’t want
to frighten her. That was all that hap-
pened in the night.

“But the second thing that might be
called ‘ queer ’ occurred before breakiast.
Eleanor and I had risen eatrly; intending
to take a ride before breakfast, On
reaching the lower hall we found Stephen
Curley already there. He knew we in-
tended riding as we had mentioned the
matter overnight. .He had already
ordered the horses to be brought rounq,
and went out to the steps with us. On
arriving there Eleanor saw that her
mount was not the one she. was accus-
tomed to use, and asked Curley why it
had not been saddled. He replied that
he had bought a new hack a few days
before, and would like her to try it. The
animal was certainly a little beauty, and
Eleanor made no objection.

“We mounted and started off,

“Now, you know, I had a very thor-
ough experience of horses in Australia,
and, in addition to the training my
father gave me, I have a natural instinct
for the points of a horse. While the
horse Eleanor was riding was a beautiful
little animal, there was something about
its eye I did not like.

“As we left the enclosure of the
Grange and struck off across the moor,
I watched it carefully, and after we had
i suggested to
We
had both been riding astride, so there
was no difficulty about saddles.

“She was a little surprised, but
agreed, and, after making the change,
we went on again. I tried the horse
with every pace, and could find nec
fault. I put him at one or two jumps,
which he took in perfect fashion. I
could see nothing of any description ic
justify that something in his eye which
my instinct had mistrusted. I have
never seen a horse yet with that in its
eye which ‘did not prove ‘yellow’ in
some way.

“We had covered several miles more,
when we came to a small stream, which
we decided to ford. Eleanor went first,
as she knew the ford. It was not deep
—about two feet or so. 1 followed, and
was just in the centre of the stream,
when my horse reared without the
slightest warning and then fell on its
side, I was just in time by the fraction
of a second to pull my feet free and
leap to one side as it fell.

“Tf 1 had lost that fraction of a
second, I should not have been writing
this; for, as it lay in the water, the
horse began thrashing cut murderously
with its feet. 1 managed to wade
round it, and got hold of the bridle-
rein. I then took my crop and began
to thrash the animal soundly. Ii finally
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got to its feet and allowed me to lead it
to the bank. ;

“If Eleanor had been in the saddle
she would either have been very badly
injured or ecrushed beneath the horse
and drowned, for she does not ride very
well. I got into the saddle again and
put the horse back into the ford. I was
on the watch this time, and as he
reached the middle of the ford he did
exactly the same thing. I inmped well
clear this -time, for I was expecting a
repetition of the trick.

“I have seen a stock horse in
Australia do the same thing, even in a
few inches of water, and it is hopeless
to try to cure one of the habit. That
was the kind of horse Stephen Curley
had sent Eleanor out on. And, don't
forget, if I had returned to anncunce

¢ Please give my love to Tinker, and
pull Pedro’s ears for me! 1 shall write
again soon, and tell you how things are
progressing.
“Yours, :
Y VONNE.
“P.8.—I have walked to the village
of Abmoor to post this. If you writs,
please address all your letters in care
of the postmistress at Abmoor. She is
a dear old soul, and 1 have arranged
with her to receive and keep my letters

for me.—Y.’

Blake folded the letter, and returned
it to its envelope. Then he gazed
musingly out across the estuary.

“Stephen Curley !” he muttered. 1
sha’'n’t have to make inquiries to- tell
her about him. Yvonne apparently does

of his®ward’s, trying to frighten her
away from the place with a silly
bogey?

*He seems to have opposed her visit
at first, and then to have consented. He
seems to have given his consent hand-
somely in the end. Was he counting on
other means to isolate his ward? And is
this night bogey the means?  Then,
again, there is the incident of the mern-
ing ride?

“On top of the fatal accident to the
girl’s brother, it was a daring move on
Curley’s part, if it really was a
deliberate plan to get rid of her.

“I wonder just what he would have
done if Yvonne and Eleanor Hilyard had
not changed horses, and Eleanor had
been killed?  Would he_ have shown
great grief, as ¥vonne says he showed

Quite suddenly Pedre, who had hitherto acted in his usual dignified fashion, growled and leaped away infto the wood. :
Tinker tore after him, whistling imperatively.

(Chapter 2.)

that Eleanor hed been  accidentally
killed by the horse falling on her,
Stephen Curley would have inherited
the Hilyard estate,

“Before we returned to the Grange
we changed horses again, and at my
request Kleanor said nothing of what
had happened. I managed to get up to
my room and change my wet clothes
without being seen by Stephen Curley;
but whether the housemaid will tell him
about the condition of my riding-gar-
ments, I don’t know.

“That, mon cher ami, is the story to
date. You will now understand why 1
want to know all there is to know of
Stephen Curley. I am determined to
remain here until I have solved- the
mystery which surrounds this place. I
shall not rest until I discover what it
was that was prowling about the corri-
dor in the night. I wish that you were
down here. There are certain features
of this case which I am sure would
appeal o you. But I suppose you are
too busy to think of such a thing?

not know that Curley resigned from the
Explorers’ Club shortly after his return
from his latest expedition to Patagonia.
Heg claimed to have crossed Chile and
Patagonia, and would hive got away
with it if he hadn’t been bowled out on
the Andean observations which he sub-
mitted.

“Tt was hushed up, of course, but he
was proved to be a charlatan and a
fraud—a second Dr, Cook. Then there
was his first expedition to Patagonia,
from which he was the only European
member of the party to return. There
were some ugly stories afloat at the
time, I remember, about his abandon-
ment of his companions. And now, it
appears, he has given up exploring for
a more profitable means of livelihood.

“1 wonder if the instinct of the Hil-
vard girl is right? Or has Fate just
played into his hands, as it so often does
in freakish fashion? And wheat on
earth can it be that Yvonne heard in
the night? Is Curley, under the im-
pression that Yvonne is a school-friend

at the time Rupert Hilyard was killed?
It would not have been so difficult for
him to bluff through the affair, He
could easily have ayoided any discovery
that drepping and rolling over when
crossing water was a confirmed habit; by
shooting the horse immediately after the
tragedy. His anger towards the animal
would have been sufficient excuse, and
would be accepted by almost everyone.

“8till, there is the ugly fact that, in
the case of Eleanor Hilyard’s death, he
would have come into the whole estate,
Finding that the chances of gefting pos-
session of the estate by mairrying his
ward were remote, he may have decided
on the only alternative; for I take it,
although Yvonne doesn’t say, that in the
event-of her marriage the estate would
pass into her own control, and, ipso facto,
into that of her husband.

“In such a coutingency, -Stephen
Curley would not only lose all chance of
benefiting by inheritance, but he would
also lose the tiwo thousand pounds per
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yedr which he is now drawing from the
mcotie of the “estate. His wise advice
regarding investments doesn’t mean
much. If he counted on getting the
estate into his own hands, 1t would be
only nataral that he would choose care-
fully when reinvesting the funds. :

At the same time, I .don’t particu-
larly like Yyonne tackling a case of that
sort, even though Eleanor Hilyard may
be in danger. If Curley’s intentions are
crimingl—then, if he ever discovers who

¥vonne really is; she will be in even

greater danger than the girl she is trying

to protect; for he would then know that i

he was under suspicion. . The whole

- thing 1s a-most carious affair, and bears
somne. phases of distinct interest. =

“ The form of the will in partieular is

sirange, and Martin Hilyard must have

had a very deep confidence in Stephen

Curley to leave him as sole guardian of .

the girl. I should like the epportunity
of examining that will,”

Blake’s thoughts broke off as Tinker
came along the beach at a jog:trot, and
dropped on the sand beside him, -

“You ought to have come in,
guv’'nor,”’ he panted, as he rolled Pedro
over on his side. ‘It was ripping!”

“1 am glad you have made the most
of it, my lad, for X am afraid you won’t
have ’much more opportunity at pre-

- What do you mean, guv'nor?”’ asked
Tinker, in surprise. ““Are we leaving so
soon? I thought we were going to have
at least another four or five days of it.”

“So did L,” responded Blake. “But
I have received a letter this morning,
Tinker, which has caused me 1o alter
our plans. 'We still have a few days at
our disposal before we return to
London, and I have just decided that we
shall put them in on Dartmoor.”

“But that won’t be half as decent as
here,” protested Tinker,

“Read this letter before you decide,”
said Blake, as he passed over Vvonne’s
missive.

While Tinker obeyed, Blake smoked,
and gazed out towards the Atlantic, only
bringing his eyes back when Tinker laid
the letter down. :

*This entirely alters things,” remarked
Tinker. “I had no idea that Mademoi-
selle Yvomne was in this part of the
country. - Does it mean that you are
going to take a hand in the case she is
working on, guv'nor?’

*‘Not necessarily. She may prefer to
work things out m her own way. But
we shall go through to this village of
which she speaks—Abmoor—end send
word: to her that we are there. I can
tell her a good deal about this man
Curley; and then, again, she may wish us
to take a hand in it. Anyway, we shall
sce when we get there,

“She doesn’t say what the exact per-

" sonnel of the household is, but if Curley
has criminal intentions, then Yvonne, as
well as Miss Hilyard, is in a position of
considerable = potential danger. The
wegther is fine, and we shall = enjoy
motoring through. So we shall pack up
to-night and leave early in the morning.

“We can go over the road-map this
evening. I fancy we ought to be able to
reach Abmoor by four or five o’clock to-
morrow afternoon. I think, too, that we
will send a telegram to Yvonne, in care
of the postmistress at Abmoor, telling
her that ‘we are coming,”

With that Blake rose, and, slipping on
@ macintosh over his bathing suit,
Tinker joined him. With Pedro padding
along beside them, they mado their way
along the beach to where a narrow lane
led up to the inn. On reaching the Inn,
Tinker went to change, while Blake
wrote out a telegram to Yyonne, .
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Half an hour later Tinker got the car
out -and motored into Wadebridge to
send off the telegram. :

They packed that evening, and after-
wards blocked out their journey on the
road-map.- Af six o'clock the following
morning they started,  and at exactly
half-past three that same afterncon they
drove into the yard of the little iiin at
Abmoor village. L

They had ecome by Wadebridge, and
down the backbone of Cornwall by way
of St. Austell thence by way of one of
the moor roads to Newton Abbot. From
there it was a straight run-through to
Abmoor, which they would have reached
sooner had it not been for a bloew-out at
Redruth and a stop for lunch at Newton
Abbot.” : ‘

As they garaged the car in a small
shed attached to the inn, and took iheir
way round to the front, they saw, just
across the road, a little ivy-clad cottage,
on one end of which a beard announced
that it was the post-office. At that
same moment the door opeuned, and a
figure appeared.

It was Yvonne, dressed in a smaxt grey
tweed country suit, and with a soft felt
hat crushed down on her head, , She
carried a heavy walking-stick, and her
dusty shoes showed that she had walked
some distance.  As she reached them
she held out her hands—one to each of
them—and her violet eyes danced with
pleasure.

“What luck "' she exclained. “I had
no idea you were in Cornwall! I came
in early this afterncon to see if there
were any letters, and found your tele-
gram waiting for me. I was so glad to
get it. Tt was awfully good of you to
come straight on here!”

Blake led the way into the inn.

“You haven’t mentioned my name to
the postmistress, have you?” he asked,
in a low tone.

“No. When I saw that you had sent
your . telegram under the name of
‘ Blake Baker,” I knew what it meant.”

“Yes. I thought it would be just as
well to use another name during t‘}m few
days we shall stay here. By the way,
what name are you staying under?”

“Mary Guest.”

Blake smiled.

“ And very appropriate it iz, he said.
“Now, you are going to have tea with
us, and afterwards we shall wali back
with you. While we are having tea, you
can tell me all about things.”

When Blake had booked rooms for
himself and Tinker, and they had got
rid of some of the stains of the road,
they rejoined Yvonne where she was
waiting for them in the small parlour of
the inn, where the proprietress hrought
them a real Devonshire tea of scones and
jam and clotted cream. When she had
departed, and Yvonne had poured the
tea, Blake said:

“T have:studied your letter very care-
fully, and there are a few points on
which T would like a little more informa-
tion.  But firstly tell me if anything
‘ queer ’ has happened since you wrote.”

* Nothing new; but last night we had
a repetition of the night mystery. Tt
happened at about one o’clock. T deter-
mined that if it happened again after
the first night that T would throw open
the door and find out exactly what it
was. But last night Eleanor—»Miss
Hilyard—was awake. Tt was the first
time she had heard the noize, and she
was terrified.

““She was in such a state of nerves
that she would not listen to my sug-
gestion, so I ias compelled to let the
thing, whatever it was, get away. In
every respect the incident was like the
night before. That is all that has hap-

pened, excéept that Stephen Curley went
‘off to Exeter on business this morning.
He will return this evening. Can you
tell me anything about himt*

Blake nodded. L7

“T ecan tell you 4 good -deal ahout
bim,” he said gminty. *“That is why }
came on here to see you. I did not need
to make inquiries in London, I have no
wish to intéerfere with the duty which
your new profession entails upon you ’—
Blake smiled one of his rare, whimsical
smiles—“but I think you ought to know
that, if as you seem to think, Stepher
Curley has criminal intentions regarding
the Hilyard estate, and if the incident
of the ride was deliberate, then you are
playing a very dangerous game.  Has
it occurred to you that you would be
in-a position of extreme danger if he
discovered your identity?” :

Yvonne nodded gravely, the while her
eyes rested on Blake’s.

,"Yei&” she said, “I have weighed all
that. And, moreover, I feel more and
more certain that Stephen Curley will
stop at nothing to get possession of the
Hilyard estate. . He may not' have
abandoned all. hope of securing it by
wearing down Eleanor’s opposition and
persuading her to marry him. That is
why I think the night incidents have
been produced more for my benefit than
for hers. T think he hopes to frighten
me away,”

“Tt seems rather strange that Martin
Hilyard should make a will such as he
appearz to have made,” went on Blake.
“He mnust have had very great con-
fidence in Stephen Curley.  Had they
been intimate for long?” :

Briefly, Yvonne told him what she
herself kuew of the relation that had
existed between Martin Hilyard and
Stephen Curley.

“That, of course, explains part, but
not all,” remarked Blake, when she had
finished.  “The sweeping terms of the
codicil are in distinet contrast to the
main body of the will. T should like
very such to make a detailed study of the
original. Have you any idea where 1
could get possession of 17"

“It has been probated, but I fancy
you could see the original by applying
to the solicitor in Exeter.  He is
greatly under the influence of Stephen
Curley, though.”

“I think I can get around that,” said
Blake. ““And now tell me exactly, what
13 the personnel of the Grange? How
many servants ave there?”

Beginning with Stephen Curley him-
self, Yvonne gave Blake a list of all the
residenis of the house, inctuding herself.
“As she spoke;, Blake had been jotting
them -down on the back of an envelope
which he had taken from his pocket.
When she had finished he glanced up.

“I have marked a cross opposite two
names here—Mrs. Brunton, the house-
keeper, and Mrs. Harrison, the com-
panion who was brought down for Miss
Hilyard., Let us take the housekeeper
first. What is she like?”

“A little, mouse-coloured, nondescript
woman, who flits about like a shadow.
When Siephen Curley speaks to hex
she hangs on every. word he says, and
obeys him implicitly. She is always
gliding about in a nervous manner, as
though waiting for him to speak to hes.
She is rather an irritating little person.”

“And the companion?’; .

“In my opinion, a most undesirable
person as a companion to Eleanor. Since
1 have been at the Grange she has not
been much in evidence. Whether that
is due to orders from Stephen Curley, or
merely the fact of my presence, I do
not know. She is a middle-aged woman,
with hard, rugged features, and a mouth



like a steel trap. She is overbearing
enough with Mrs. Brunton and the other
servants, but literally cringes
Stephen Curley speaks to her.”

“From your descriptions I gather that
both the housekeeper and the companion
are absolutely under his thumb, possibly
from different causes, but still entirely
his creatures.” =

““I should say so—yes.”

“As far as I can see, Yvonne, you
have tackled a case where any precipi-
tate action would be fatal to your
success. There are certain concrete
points which want clearing up-in order
that you may have a straight line of
reasoning to. work against. The main
object is to prove Stephen Curley’s in-
tentions to be criminal. -

“Once you have done that, you will
then be able to use weapons which are
bound to protect Eleanor Hilyard. But
until you can do that you are on shifting
ground, for the simple reaszon that he is
her legal guardian, and the law will
uphold him within reason, and, to a
great extent, beyond what you and I
might consider to be reasonable. He
knows that as well as we do.

“And if the last surviving member of
the. Hilyard family should meet with a
fatal accident, such as might have
occurred when you were riding two
mornings ago, who is going to prove that
Stephen Curley had anything to do with
it?. What you have got to do is to be
on guard that no such * accident’ has a
chance of occurring until you can get him
just where you.want him. Then you can
fight him with the weapons you need.”

“Yes, I quite see that. But what do
you suggest ?”’

“Do you want me to tell you?”

“Of course.”

““Then if T were in your place, I should
make it.my first effort to discover what
it is that disturbs you in the night. At
present it is 2 mystery. In the meantime,
if you are willing, I should like to make
a personal examination of that will. The
difficulty in my suggestions is that your
investigation of the thing which is dis-
turbing you in the night may prove
dangerous. It may be, as you have sug-
gested, a siily bogey, hut, on the other
hand, it may hold danger for you. I
would like to suggest that while Tinker
and I are here you allow us to take it
upon ourselves to run this particular part
of the mystery to earth.”

“I will accept your help and advice
gladly ; but how would you do as you
suggest 7"

“It would be necessary for us to get
into the Grange during the night. Are
there any dogs to be on guard against?”

“There are two in the kennels, but
they are locked up at night.”

“Could you manage some way for us
to gain access to the place?”

VYvormne thought deeply for a few
minutes, then she said: :

“I might arrange for you to come in
through one of the windows. There is
an empty room next to the one occupied
by Eleanor and myself. T know—listen !
Before I return to the Grange I can get
some thin rope, and this evening Eleanor
and I can make a rope ladder. When we
come upstairs after dinner we can fix that
in place from the window of the room
next to ours, If you can get over the wall
you could easily get in that way.”

“That scunds feasible,”” responded
Blake slowly. “Just tell me what the

* corridor outside your room is like.”

“Tt.is a long, narrow hall, that runs
nearly the whole length of the main wing
of the house:
towards the part of the house occupied by
Stephen Curley. There are two empty
rooms beyond ours, then there is a slight

right-angle in the corridor of about six

when

On the right of our room,
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feet. From that it continues on again.
1t is at this angle that a lamp is left burn-
ing dutring the night. It is a small wali
bulb. On the left of our room the
passage continues only a short distance
befére it turns and leads to a back stair-
case, which connects with the floor above.
That staircase is used mostly by- the
servants. Where the bend oecurs there
is a heavy, dark-green velvet curtain.
The room by which I have suggested that
you enter is the last one before the
bend.” =

“From that I take it that this heavy

curtain would be just outside that
room ?

S Ving 2 :

¢ And opposite your réom ?*

‘‘ There is only the wall, and, of course,
windows. They look out on the side of
the house. The wing is rather narrow in
that part.”

“I follow you perfectly. In the
absence of any more definite plan, I think
it would be a good idea for us to get some
thin rope as you suggest, and for you
and Eleanor to make a ladder., Only
please be sure 1t is strong enough to hold
us. If Stephen Curley is not returning

from Exeter until this evening, you ought |.

not to have much difficulty in smuggling
the rope into the house.”

“QOh, I will manage that all right.
Only promise me that you and Tinker
will be careful, I don’t want you to run
into danger for my sake.” :

Blake smiled and Tinker laughed out-
right.

“1 don’t think we shall run much risk,”
he said.

From the inn they went to the village
shop, where- they succeeded in getting
some rope, although, in order to make
the length necessary, they had to pur-
chase two different thicknesses. Yvonne
decided to use that of the greater
diameter for the strings of the ladder,
and . the thinner for the cross ropes or
rungs. ; -

Then they set out along the dusty road,
which led towards the Grange six miles
away. It was a glorious suinmer after-
noon, and after their long journey in the
car both Blake and Tinker were only too
‘glad to stretch their legs. Yvenne, who
had already walked the distance once,
was still fresh, and they made good time
until they came in sight of the Grange.

When they were about four hundred
yards away, and for the moment were
hidden from view of anyone who might

be watching from the house, Yvonne |

drew up.

“1 think you ought to leave me here,”
she said. ‘It is not likely that anyone
will see us, but it is as well to be sure.”

Blake nodded his agreement, and was
just about to take leave of her when;
without the slightest warning, Pedro,
who had accompanied them all the way
in most dignified fashion, growled and
went off with great leaps towards the
wood on the right. He cleared the wall
with a single bound and was instantly
lost to view.

Tinker tore after him, whistling im-
peratively, but Pedro paid no attention,
so, climbing the wall, Tinker dashed
through the wood after the bleedhound,
puzzled over his extraordinary bebaviour,

Blake, who thought it would all prove
to be some trivial whim on Pedro’s part,
despite the bloodhound’s thorough train-
ing, urged Yvonne not to wait. When
she had gone on towards the Grange
Blake lighted a cigarette, and, turning,
strolled slowly back towards Abmoor,
waiting for Tinker and Pedro to overtake
him. &

Sp absorbed was Blake in his thoughts
that he suddenly realised with a start
that he had reached the outskirts of the

village, and that there was no sign of

either the lad or the dog. He mmesi-
bered a small knoll about half a mile
back, from which he had been able to see
a considerable distance; so, as it was still
early, and the sun was still high in the
sky, he retraced his footsteps until he
came to the knoll, :

Climbing to the top, he gazed along
the road towards the Grange. He was
about three-quarters of a mile from the
village, and could see for nearly a dis-
tance of two miles along the road in the
other direction except for one small paich
of wood which hid a bend of the road.

There was no sign of Tinker, aud
although he waited for fully a quarter of
an. hour to give the lad a chance to
appear, in case he had been hidden by the
small wood when Blake reached the fop
of the knoll, no ona came into view.

While he was standing there he heard
the sound of a motor behind him, and,
turning, he saw a big car bearing towards
him from the village. It swept past in
a cloud of dust, but before it disappeared
from view Blake had caught a glimpse
of the man at the wheel. Although the
view was only a fleeting one, he felt:
certain that it was Stephen Curley, whoin
he had seen on one or two occasions ab
the Explorers’ Club-in London. = -

When the dust-cloud raised by the car
had settled Blake waited some time
longer for Tinker to appear, bub without
result. Then, with a shrug of irritation,
he turned and continued his way to the
village. i : : :

“He oughtn’t to have gone off like
that,” he muttered. “1 don’t’ want
Curley to see him and the dog in the
vicinity of the Grange, and it would be
just Tinker’s luck if he ran into them on
his way back. However, he will probably
turn up presently.” =

How little Blake guessed what Tinker
was doing at that very moment! -

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Human Caricature.

the wood he could see no
sign of Pedro. He was
as -puzzled as Blake fto
know why the bloodhound
had gone off so suddenly.
He knew it could only
be some extraordinary -
scent which had stirred
the big fellow to disregard
his call, or else, as had
happened more than once in the past,
Pedro had suddenly come upon a scent
which had at some time been of a
strongly hostile character.

Tinker found a narrow path, which he
followed at a brisk run. He did not
wish to risk calling to Pedro there, as
he knew it was Blake’s desire that their
presence should be unsuspected. But he
did give a series of short, sharp whistles
which Pedro would understand well
enough,

The path was apparently little used,

and went in a continnally twisting
fashion, as if it had been originally
made by the aimless wandering of cattle
or sheep. He had gone perhaps =
hundred yards or so when he caught a
fleeting glimpse of the bloodhound. He
emiited ‘a sharp, imperative whistle,
which this time Pedro obeyed, although

i HEN Tinker fisst enfered
T

W
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it was plain that he was waiting
impatiently. : - :
Tinker eaught up with him, and,

leaning down, admonished him in a low
tone. Then the lad raised his head and
peered about cautiously, trying to dis:
cover what it- was that had caused
Pedro’s extraordinary action. 3
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The dog’s nose was pomted towards
where the path wandered: 6ff-to the left.
" =lipping a leash on-Pedro, Tinker moved
i1that divection until, on.making a turn,
s saw-all at once.that the wood opened
oub into a small clearing; in the centre
«i which: was 'a “small stone cottage,
“iiviously a keeper’s hut: i
Beyond it the trees thinned out, and
iz eould just gee a high wall, which-hé
kuew must be the one surrounding the
Grange. “"He was puzzled, however, to
anderstand” what -interested the: blood-
hiound, for there was no sign of anything
+r anybody ‘moving about the hut. -
Nevertheless; Pedro was straining hard
ot the leash, and Tinker:kneéw very well
that something - or ‘someone had either
passed the cottage or entered it within
4 very few minufes,~ == *7:7 ey
- Suddenly ‘he” drew back and dragged
ihie dog down into the concealment of a
thicket, The front- door, of*the hut had
apened, and a man was standing gazing

ap and @own the path, © <. -

Tinker crouched low and studied him,
The man was a big, burly fellow, dressed
as 2 keeper, and yet there was something
im- that seemed * famihar to
Somewhere, some time, he had
@ that man before, and he was trying
to remember where or when it could have
keen. : R

The keeper was ovidently satisfied with
his cxamination of the path, for, after
turning  and. looking- back info the
age, he closed the door and started
iowards the Girange.. As he moved along
he displayed a slight limp, which caused
liis left shoulder to jerk in an odd
manner, As he saw that, remombrance
came to Tinker, - ~ g

“Uhroster, Joe!”  he muttered. “1
thought he was still in prison. He
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Pedro was- trailing?

‘victed  along with

must have been released lately. Bu.t_

‘what the dickens is he doing. down here
as a keeper?. I wonder if it was he ihat

gl

Tinker’s recognition zo.fanhruSte.i‘ Joe
brought back the details of the affair that
had ended in the latter going to penal

servitude.

Tinker recalled that he had been con-
ith_ a woman, who was
thought by the police to be his wife, in

‘counection with a series of complaints
regarding rthe  sévere - ill-treatment . of
several . children. who_had been placed

in their care. Tinker recalled, too, that

‘the pair had only escaped the more
‘serious charge - of -murder because the
evidenee, - while very strong, was net
‘conclusive.

That had been some four or five years
ago, he remembered, and the matter had
passed out of his mind until he recognised
the man” in. the wood. The case had
been entirely ‘a police prosecution, and
neither ‘Blake .nor Tinker had had any
professional interest in it other than a

‘watching one for-the purposes of the

“Index,” where all the_evidence and the

risoners’ photographs were collected for
future reference. ; :

He was puzzled, therefore, at Pedro’s
apparent interest in Thruster Joe, for.
as far as he knew, the bloodhound had
never hefore come into contact with the
criminal.  As the ex-convict disappeared
from view, TFinker looked down at Pedro.

“The dog had paid scarcely any attention

to-the man who had emerged from the
hut, and Tinker could see that -all his
attention was still’ concentrated’ on the
building.

“It wasn't Thruster Joe,” he mut-
tered. **Whatever it was is still in the
cottage. I think T'll investigate.”

The sx-oconvict _v}qlléd {0 ane qldb and geg'to his kﬁm, Tinker at once gr;\bbod
the pall and baftered him about the head with it. It was no use attempting to -
fight by orthodox methods whers Thruster Joe was’ concernied. (Chapter 4.)  }
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He got to his feet. But as Pedro
sprang up- eagerly., Tinker laid a re-’
straining hand on his eollar. . -~ - ¢
. " Nothing ‘doing, old fellow,” -he whis--
pered. “You've got fo stay here until.
I see what it is.”* . -

With that he drew the reluctant dog
back: farther into - the shelter of the.
thicket, .and iied the leash to a small-
sapling. He then raised an admonishing
finger. - : e e

_“Ncw, no mnonsense!” he whispered
sternly. © ““You stay here and keep
quiet!” ! S :
¢ Then Tinker emerged from the thicket,
and,” after a preliminary survey of his
swiroundings, weni cautiously “towards
tha hut.” It was only ahout thirty yards
distant, so it did not take him long to
cover the intervening space. :

It was a plain little hut, built of rough
stone, with a slate roof. 'The grouna
foor was apparently divided up into two
rcoms,’ while Tinker judged there was
probably a small garret over them. He
could not see the rear of the hut, but
thought there would be another door
there. " He approached the front, and
paused by the door, :

He stood and made another survey of
the path, then he knocked lightly. ~ He
had ‘made up his mind that if there
was anyone inside he would ask his way
to the road, allowing the occupant of
the hut to think that he had lost his
way in crossing the moor., There was
no answer to his first Knock, so he rapped
a second time, louder,

No response came, but, pressing his
ear to the door, he thought he could
make out sounds within. He gave
another -glance -about him, then turned
the handle and looked inside. He saw
a small roonr furnished with a cot, bed,
table, a couple of deal chairs, and a
washstand. " There was a small fireplace,
in front of which stood some battered
cooking utensils. Some garments hung
from a peg in one corner, and a couple
of pairs of rough boots stood by the bed.
Tie room, however, coitained no
human presence, but, as he stood just
inside the door, Tinker again heard
scunds.  They appeared to come from
the rear of the hut. A small door in the
wall opposite cpened to the back, so,
closing the front door, he stepped across
the room.  On reaching the door he
lifted the latch which held it, and drew
it open. - The next instant he had started
back with a sharp sensation of nausea
and revulsion at w%at he saw.

In there was something such as he had
never seen before. It was human and
yet it was not-human. Tt erouched at
one side of the small, half-dark room,
snarling and mouthing at him like some
ghastly nightmare creation of evil. The
room was filled with the mephitic stench
of the;Thing. In the sudder uprush of
disgust Tinker drew back, .and would
have closed the-door, but with a hideous,
throaty whine the Thing lannched itself
full upon him.

Tinker braced himself for the shock,
and as the Thing struck he drove a
straight right full mto the mewling face
of the hideons creature. His knueckles
struck  hard and straight, but came away
dripping = with blood ~as  the . Thing
snapped swiftly as a timber-wol. It was °
clinging to him now, with both feet
braced ~ against . his = thighs, after “the
fashion of a lynx. Its arms were about
his neck, and the hot stench ~of -the
Thing’s breath was sickening him as the
foul, snapping. teeth sought his throat.
~-Eyen in the stress of the terrible
struggle Tinker realized that it was me
beast .that had attacked him, but some-

‘thing of ghastly human caricature. . . -

It wore a loin cloth, and the face and
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The door-handle rattled again, and Yvonne heard a grunting and a creaking. Then, for one brief instant, something .
showed in silhouette against the ground-glass

panei of the transom.
to a hand. (Chapter 1.)

It seemed to have a grotesque resemblance

upper part of the hody, although dark
brown in ecolour, were undoubtedly
human. The hair was short and black,
and was matted thickly over a low, ape-
like forehead.- The eyes were black, and
gleamed with animal ferocity. The nails
were long and sharp, but were not claws.
And yet the Thing had the feetid odour
of the beast, and fought like one."
Tinker understood only too well what
had started Pedro off so suddenly, and
he regretted now that he had left the dog
in the thicket. Time after time he drove
his bleeding fists into the Thing’s face,
and time after time it tore at him with
snapping- teeth. - Gradually but surely its
“arms tightened round the lad’s neck until
the pressure and thé stench of its breath
made his head reel with nausea.
He gathered himself together for a
supreme effort: =0 == eeE
Hoe allowed his hody to relax, and, at
the yielding of his muscles, the Thing
shifted its hold for a death-grip.” In that
brief moment Tinker acted. He stiffened
sharply, and, with a terrific drive “of ‘his

fist to the Thing’s body, drove it snarling
from him. It erouched for a spring, and
as it came Tinker side-stepped swiftly,
and drove his right to the jaw. The
creature went spinning sideways. Before
it could recover Tinker was upon it, and
with right-left, rightleft, sent it snarl-
ing, ‘spitting, and whining into the
corner. ~And at that same instant Tinker
heard the slam of the front deor of the
hut. He drew back, and shot a quick
glance towards the little door by which
he had entered. - It had swung to during
the fight, and had latched itself with the
bang.
~ The Thing still erouched whimpering
in the corner, and showed no signs of
attacking again. = It had evidently had
enough for the present. :
Tinker gazed about him for some place
of concéalment. He had no doubt fhat
Thruster Joe had returned, and-he did
niot want to be discovered: Apart from

the risk of a Hand-to-hsnd struggle with

the ex-conviet,” Tinker had made a dis-
covery in the hut which, he believed,

 Slowly Tinker pulled himself up until

would throw no little light on one poini
in Yvonne's case, .
His discovery, too, might alter their
plans for that evening, and he wanted to
get back to Blake to report what he had
discovered. But he could see mothing
that would give cover to a rabhit, let
alone himself. All the room contained
was a heap of dirty rags in one corner,
on , which the Thing was crouching.
Contrary to his éxpectation, there was'ng
door leading to the back. st
Then Tinker looked up, and saw a
small opening "just above his héad.  He
knew if must lead to the small garres.
above. - It was about eighteen inches
higher than his head; and with a slight

- jump he was able to grasp the edge with

his hands.~ He could hear sounds in the
front room, but, so far, whoever it was,
had mot approached the Thing’s prison.

chin was above the edge of the manhole,
He managed to get his elbows up, and,

-with the purchase this gave him, he was
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able to crawl through. e ha;:i just
drawn his heels up when he heard the

latch of the door lifted. He rolled over:

as noiselessly as he could, and lay quiet,
trying to stifie his panting breath.

What if it was Thruster Joe? = And
what if the Thing below should in some
way warn him that there was something
in the garret above?

Tinker lay and waited. He dared not
risk peering down. He heard footsteps
cross towards the corner where the Thing
crouched. Then came the sound of a
hoarse voice.

“ What’s the matter with you now?’
Tinker heard. “Still whining because I
beat you up, are you? - Well, you escape
again as you did this afternoon, and
vou'll get worse, d’you understand?
Now, shut up, or I'll kick your ribs in!”

No sound save a low, throaty whimper
came in reply, and after a short pause
Tinker heard the man walk back towards
the door. He risked a surreptitious look,
and saw that it was Thruster Joe. For a
brief moment Tinker’s eyes encountered
the malevolent glare of the Thing in the
corner. Then the lad shifted into a more
comfortable position, and set himself to
watch for a chance to escape. -~

Fully half an hour passed, and still he
could hear the sound of Thruster Joe in
the front room. v
Tinker lay was almost dark, the only
light being the little that filtered up
through the manhole by which he had
gained it. Through the darkness he
could see a tiny chink here and there,
which he knew would give him a view of
the front room.

But be dared not risk dragging himself
across the floor. The boards were so thin
that Thruster Joe wonld have been sure
to hear him. He could hear the rasping
of a match, then the smell of sirong
tobacco reached him. Following that a
chair scraped. Thruster Joe had
avidently filled his pipe and had sat
down.

Tinker wondered if that meant he was
to be cooped up there for the whole
evening. If the worst came to the
worst, he knew he would have to drop
down out of the garret and make a dash
through the front room, trusiing to his
own fleetness to get him clear and away
before Thruster Joe could recover from
his surprise.

He figured that at least an hour must
have passed,-when suddenly he heard the
door of the hut open, and the chair
scraped again. Following that came the
sound of a volce which was not Thruster
Joe’s. It was cold and harsh, and almost
masculine, but Tinker knew that it was a
woman speaking. =

“He has just come back,” said  the
voice. ‘“I've told him you are waiting
here. He said he would come along in a
few minutes,”

“It’s about time!” snarled Thruster
Joe. ‘“‘How does he expect to pull off a
thing like this if he leaves everything to
the last minute? You didn’t tell him it
ha‘d got away this afternoon, did you?”

PN

“Well, see that you don’t. If I
hadn't caught it when I did it would
have been out into the road and across
the moor. And a pretty mess that would
have been! T'll be glad when this deal
is over, I want to collect and get away.
We're working too near Dartmoor for
my liking. "

.*The price is worth it. He says he
will finish things this week, Proﬁab‘ly.
te-night,
presence of the other girl would cause a
delay, but now he thinks it will be an
advantage. 'Ssh! Here he comes down
the path.,”. = -
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. decided to move at once, Joe.
you and your wife listen carefully. Ist|

The garret in which:

At first he thought the|
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There was silence then for a few
minutes, until Tinker heard the sound o
the door closing; then a new vyoice
spoke.

““ Bverything all right, Joe?” il asked.

“ All in order, guv'nor. I went up te
the house an hour ago, but you hadn’t
returned.”

“No; I was delayed in Exeter. I have
Now,

your charge all right?”

“Yes. Seems a little upset, but it’s
all right.”” :

“Good! Now this is what you have
to do. While we are at dinner, your
wife, and Mrys. Brunton, the house-
keeper, will go up to their bed-room, and
will sea that it will be impossible for
them to go there until late. Mrs.
Brunton has arranged an ¢ accident ’ that
will make it necessary to turn ouf the
room before they can retire.

“After dinner I will arrange to get
them separated, dnd the one I want to
walk in the grounds with me. I will
come along the way I have told you.
You will be there in the big oak, and if
you see me pause to light a cigarette you
know what you have to do.

“That’s all, except for you to get away
at once, and leave the rest to me. But
there mustn’t be any hitch—mind that.
If you do not see the flare of a match
you will know that it isn’t coming off.
In that case, as soon as we have passed,
you will come back here with your
charge. Do you understand?”

“ T understand.”

“Very well. Now, as soon as you hear
the sound of shots, come running back
to the Grange. Bring your shot-gun
with you. If I have failed to kill it, then
see that you do so. That is necessary to
my plan. Here is a small paper of
powder. When you feed your charge to-
night, put this powder in the stew. It
will have the proper effect on it.”

“All right, guv'nor. And does this
finish 1t?” -

“Yes. If it comes off, you and your
wife can make your get-away at once,
although you will have to be at hand as
a witness, in case you are needed. But

I don’t think that will be necessary. I

shall be able to do everything myself.
Only see that you do your part, too.
Now, be sharp on time. Get up into the
tree before nine o’clock.”

The door slammed again, and Tinker
knew that the last speaker had taken his
departure. A few seconds later he heard
a second bang, which told him that the
woman had followed.

In his own mind, Tinker felt a strong

suspicion that the last person who had |

come to the hut had been Stephen

Curley, but he could not place what posi- |
tion in the Grange Thruster Joe’s wife |
that |

occupied. It was plain enough
something was to happen that night—

something of a sinister nature, if he had |
put the right construction on the con- |
And now |
he knew that it was essential he should |

versation he had heard below.

get back to Abmoor as quickly as
possible. :

Yet Thruster Joe showed no signs of
moving. The smell of tobacco still came
up through. the cracks between the
boards.

Thruster Joe tapping the bowl of his
pipe against the stove. The

lowed. The small door leading to the
back room opened. There was a brief
silence, then it closed. Thruster Joe had
taken a look to see if his charge was all
right:. Following that came a tinny
rattle, which at first puzzled Tinker. But
when_ the front door was opened again
he suddenly divined what it meant.

The minutes dragged slowly |
past, and then at length Tinker heard !
‘ chair |
scraped, and the sound of footsteps fol- |

*Thruster Joe is going for a pail of
water,” ‘he muttered. **Now is my
chance, if at all. I don’t know where
the well is. It may be close by the hut.
Anyway, if I don’t have a shot at it now
I may not get another chance. If that
thing bhelow goes for me again, the game
will up, for certain. But I'll have to
risk that.” —

He peered again into the room
heneath. - The Thing was still in the-
corner. Tinker knew that his greatest °
risk from an attack would be when he
should thrust his legs through the open-
ing and dangle before dropping.

. But there was no other way; so, catch-
ing hold of the edge, he began to lower:
himself. When his legs were through,
he turned and slipped down until he
hung at full length. It was nerve strain-
ing, that second or so before he dropped
He expected to feel the clutch cof the
Thing about his body, and kpew if it
happened that he would have an oven
more desperate struggle for his life,
owing to the defencelessness of his posi-
tion. ‘ ; :

He felt a wave of relief when he let go
and dropped to the floor, landing softly
on his toes. The Thing had made no
move to attack. Tinker backed slowly
towards the small door, keeping his eyes
on the corner. 5

Thrusting one hand behind him, he
felt for the latch, and pressed it down.
The door swung open, and Tinker slipped
through. As he closed the door, seeing
that the latch was safe in place, he drew
a deep breath of relief,

“YT fancy I gave it enough the first
time,” he muttered.

He stole across the room:towards ‘the
front door. He had got just about half-
way when he drew up, and stood tensely
listening.  The next instant the door
opened, and into the hut stepped
Thruster Joe, bearing a pail of avater.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tinker Wins Outl.

B UST what Tinker had
8 feared had happened.
Thruster Joe had gone
for a pail of water, exactly
as Tinker had surmised;
but the well must have
been close to the hut for
him to return so scon. -
He stood gazing in
startled amazement at the
figure of the lad poised in
the middle of the room. Then, as
Tinker took the only chance he had,
Thruster Joe went flying through the
door with the full force of Tinker’s head
in his solar plexus.

Tinker had sprung while the other was
still held by surprise. = Thruster Joe
landed with a heavy grunt, and the pail
of water crashed upside-down on his
head. But the lad’s advantage was only
momentary, for, with a snarling curse,
Thruster Joe struggled to get to his feet,

Tinker knew if he managed to do so
it was either a case of flight or capture.
He leaped in the air, and landed with
both feet on Thruster Joe’s ribs. The
ex-convict went back to the ground gasp-
ing for breath, and spitting out curses
and threats. He volled quickly to one
side, and got to his knees. Tinker-
grabbed the pail, and battered him about
the head with it. - :

There 'was no use of attempting to
fight by orthodox rules ‘with Thruster
Joe, It was a case of get him, and get
him quick. : : o

The force of Tinker’s atfack "drove

- Thruster Joe sideways; but, flinging the

1 pail dsidé with & powerful sweep of his
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avm, he staggered to his feet. He turned,
his tface livid with rage, to hurl himself
-upon the lad. Tinker squared up, .and
prepared to meet him as best he could,
although Thruster Joe weighed a good
two stone more than Tinker. >

The ex-convict came on with a rush,
and then, just as his great fist shot out,
something happened. 'The pail, after all,
was his undoing, -for, as his foot came
forward, it struck the pail, which lay on
its side. : g
- He almost lost his balance, recovered
for a second, then, with the impetus of
his rush carrying him completely past
the point of pivot, he fell forward with
terrific force. His head struck the edge
of the slate step at the cottage door, and,
as Tinker jumped to ong side, he saw
the grey stone suddenly begin to turn
crimson.

Thruster Joe lay quite still. Tinker
bent down, and saw a jagged gash where
the ex-convict’s forehead had struck the
stone. At first he thought the other was
Jdead, but a brief examination revealed
that Thruster Joe was only unconscious.
He was bleeding freely, and, even while
Tinker bent over him, began to groan,

Tinker caught him by the shoulders,
and dragged him inside the cottage.
Allowing him to lie on the floor by the
bed, he searched about until he found
some bits of rope. - With thése he firmly
secured Thruster Joe’s wrists behind his
back. Tinker did not much like trussing
up his man before attending to his
wound, but the increased noise of the
groans told him that his late antagonist
would soon regain consciousness.

Next he tied the ex-convict's ankles,
and when that was done to his satis-
faction he managed to get the uncon-
scious form up on to the bed.

Tinker picked up the pail, and made
for the door. He searched about until
he found a small spring about ten yards
from the north side of the hut. That
explained why Thruster Joe had re-
turned go soom.

Tinker filled the pail, and went back
to the cottage. He took a towel, and
bathed Thruster Joe’s forehead, dis-
closing, as he cleansed the wound, a
long, jagged cut, which bled freely, but
was not deep. And, as far as Tinker
could make out, the skull had not been
fractured.

He bound the wound with the towel,
and then carried the pail to the door.
Sluicing - the remaining water about
until most of the bloodstains had been
washed away, he went back to the
spring, and refilled the pail. On return-
ing this time to the hut, he found a
second pail, into which he poured some
of the water. This he placed just inside
the door of the rear room.

When he had closed and latched the
small door he poured some water into
a mug, and forced it between Thruster
Joe’s lips. The latter showed signs of

regaining consciousness, but before he |

became so Tinker had seized a second
towel. Tearing this in two he made a
ball of the soft cotton, which he jammed
between the ex-convict’s teeth. With
the other half he made a firm bandage,
which held the gag in place. He tied
the bandage firmly at the back, and
volled Thruster Joe over on one side.
That donse, he stood up, and surveyed
the room.

“The woman might come back!” he
muttered. *“ But that is a risk I shall
have to take. I don’t quite know what
to do about that Thing in the hack
room. If it should get in here, and
found Thruster Joe helpless, then it
would tear him to pileces! If the woman
comes back, shie will give the alarm.
Otherwise, I would leave Pedro on
guard. But if she doesn’t come back-—

and il she is going {o ohey the instruc- ¢« which woltld shut her in entirely. = Also,

tions I heard given her, she svon’t have
time—then Thruster Joe should lie here
undiscovered until I report to the
guv’'nor. I’ll tie a string on the latch ot
the dcor leading to the back room.. That
ought to hold it until the guv’nor decides
what we had better do.” :

Tinker suited the action to the word.
He found a piece of strong cord, with
which he made fast the latch. . Then,
as . he turned towards the bed for a last
ﬁmpse at his prisoner, he saw that
Thruster Joe’s eyes were open. Tinker
went across, and bent down. :

“ Listen, Thruster Joe!’ he said. ‘1
know you all right, and I know .what
you are.up to. It will be better for you
if you take things as they come. You
might manage to get free before I get
back, but, teke it from me that, if you
do, TI'll have every folice-station in
Devonshire and Cornwall warned by to-
morrow morning !"’

With that Tinker grinned at.the ex-
conviet, and left the room. = He closed
the door of the cottage after him, and
walked. along to the thicket where he
had tied Pedro. He found a very dis-
gusted bloodhound. waiting for him. 5

“Sorry, old fellow!” said Tinker, as
he patted Pedro’s head and released him.

-“You were on the right trail all right.

But it was no place for you, as things
have turned out, although there was one
time when I wanted you there badly.
Now come on, old fellow, . It’s no use
looking back towards the hut. The fun
is all over. We have got to make tracks
for Abmoor as fast as we can gol”

Tinker broke into a trot as he made
for the road, and, after one more glance
back at the hut, Pedro followed.

Reaching the road, Tinker turned
towards Abmoor, and, still keeping to
the trot, began to reel off the inter-
vening miles at a steady rate.

e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
‘¢ Giephen Curley is atthe Bottom
of It.” :

LAKE listened gravely to
the detailed report which
Tinker gave him on his
return to the inn. But
not until the lad had
finished did he make any
remark. _

“What you have dis-
covered is of the utmost
importance, my lad,” he

: said. “ And the way you
have left things at the hut is just as

1 myself should have done. 1 have no

doubt that the man you heard speaking

to Thruster Joe was Stephen Curley.

If Thruster Joe and his wife are n

Curley’s employ, then it looks more than

ever ag if his purpose is criminal.

4“1t is lucky you recognised Thruster
Joe, and remembered the case in which
he and his wife were sent to trial. You
spoke of Curley—we will assume that it
was Curley, for he passed me on the
road in his car while I was on my way
back to Abmoor—mentioning the house-
keeper by name. Mrs. Brunton, I think
you said.”

“Yes, guv'nor.”

“In that case Thruster Joe’s wife is
not the housekeeper. But she may be
the companion. As I remember, she was
5 hard-featured woman, such as would
fit Yvonne’s description of the com-
panion; and, at the time of the. trial, 1
recollect that she showed :considerable
signs of education. If she is the com-
panion, then it looks. like a deliberate
scheme on the part of Curley to surround
Eleanor Hilyard with a criminal hedge

that sort, and the hair and skin.

from the remarks which you overheard,

1t would seem that the housekeeper is in
the plot as well,

“But I am greatly puzzled over the
Thing which, you say, is being kept in -
the hut.

_You are quite sure it was a
human being of sorts?” .

€

of @he types we have seen in parts of
India and Borneo. The features were of

what made it so—so. grotesque, if you
understand my . meaning; guv’nor, was
the fact that, instead of its knees- bend-
ing, as yours or mine bend, the joints

were pliced the other way, so that it
was forced to get about on all fours, just-

like an animal.’’

Blake nodded.

‘1 begin to understand now, Tinker.
I remember seeing a Hindu beggar once,

in Jeypore, who was deformed.in the"

same way. It is not unusual to find such
8, variety of hideous deformities among
the bush people. * It is just possible this
creature may be some jungle freak which
Curley has brought back from one of

his expeditions, and which he has sub-

dued-to his own criminal purnoses. Wa

don’t know what that purpose-is; but, -

from what you - have discovered this
afternoon, we do know that it is full

of danger for Eleanor - Hilyard, and
possibly ¥Yvonne, as well.” ;
“It certainly looks like it, guv’nor.

What will you do?™ ; ¢
“Firstly, my lad, we shall go down io
our evening meal. Afterwards I shall
tell you what I propose doing. I think
you said that Thruster Joe was to be in
some oak-iree before nine o’clock?”?
“Yes, sir,” =
‘“In that case, what we have to do
must be prepared before that hour.”
They descended to the small dining-
roem, where they ate a well-cooked meal
almost in silence. Only when the buxom
landlady was fussing about the room
did they converse on casual topics.

“When they had finished, Blake lightéd

a cigarette and led the way out to the
little green in front of the inn, The sun

‘ Yes, guv nor, quite surée. But it was :
a terrible deformity. -It looked like some. -

But

had now set, but it was still light in the -

west,

“ Ancther hour or so before it will bs
dark  enough for our purpose,” mur-
mured Blake, as they paced up and-down
the green.
use?”’

“Yes, sir. If we are going far I had
better put in a little more petrol,
though.” S -

“You might do so. If you will attend
to that mow, I shall walk along to thaé
house on the right. I see that it is the
local police-station. I want to have a
talk with the village constable.”

Tinker was curious to know what
Blake could have to say to the consiable,
but he asked no questions. He made his
way into the yard of the inn, while

Blake, without bothering to get his hat,

strolled down the road. .

The village constable proved to be a
youngish man of considerable intelli-
gence. When Blake had revealed his
rdentity, and the constable had recog-
nised from photographs he had seen that
it was really the great London criminolo-
gist, he grew mnervous. It was rarely
indeed that an event of so much import-
ance in his life happened.

He was soon put at ease by Blake’s -

manner, and when he found that the
eriminologist actually had a professional
matter to discuss with him he ushered
his guest into the little parlour of the
cottage, = : .
- He introduced Blake to
cheeked young woman, who was his wife,
= U. J.—No. 963.
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and te a couple of children who showed
sturdy health. It was a happy little
sight, which Blake appreciated more than
the young constable dreamed.

When the young wife had left the

room, taking the two children with her,
Blake seated himself and began to speak
in low tones. =

As the constable listened his eyes grew
large with interest, and when Blake had
finished he nodded his head quickly.

“Pll do just as you suggest, Mr,
Blake,” he said. “I will wait here uniil
you come, and you can trust me to look
after what you say. Is there nothing
more I can do to-night?”

“Not to-night,” responded Blake.
“But there will be work for you to do
to-morrow, when I return from Kxeter.
And if things go as I hope they will go,
this affair will give you a big boost,
Braund. I'll see to that.”

After a few more minutes’ conversa-
tion Biake rose and strolled back up the
road, Any who noticed the distinguished-
looking stranger would have thought

- he was just out for a brief stroll in the
lovely evening. They would not have
dreamed that behind those kindly eyes
4 steel-trap mind was working towards
the undoing of one of the most ruthless
criminals of modern society.

About eight o’clock that evening the
Grey Panther, with Tinker at the wheel,
moved out of the inn yard and drove
slowly along to the cottage where the
village constable lived. The constable
~had doffed his uniform, and had put on
plain clothes, He climbed into the back
seat, where Blake sat, and as the door
slammed Tinker turned the car and
drove slowly through the village.

Once on the ontskirts, however, he let
the car out, and it took only a few
minutes to cover the distance between
Abmoor and the wood where Tinker had
had such an extraordinary experience
that afternoon,

He palled up the car just near the spot
where Tinker had taken the wall. They
got out, and, guided by Tinker, made
their way along the path until they came
in sight of the hut.

Blake and the constable waited, ‘con-
cealed by a thicket, while Tinker recon-
noitred. The lad came back in a few
moments, to announce that the coast was
clear. He led them to the hut, and,
opening the door, peered within.

On the cot lay Thruster Joe, just as
he had left him.” The bandage round his
mouth was slightly disarranged, showing

~ that he had made desperate efforts to slip

it off and get rid of the gag, but hia
attem’fts had been unsuccessful.

Blake bent over him, while Tinker lit
3 lantern and brought it close. Blake
waited until Thruster Joe could see his
features, then ha spoke.

“Well, Joe,” he said pleasantly, “you

seem to be getting fond of Dartmoor.
What is the idea at present—trying to
get behind the grey walls again?”

While he was speaking Blake was
loosening Thruster Joe's gag. It was
plain from the expression in the latter’s
eyes that he had recognised the great
detective, but his only reply to Blake's
remark was:

“Well, what are you going to do with
me?” :

Blake signed for Tinker to untie the
rope round his ankles.

“We are going to take you for a liitle
visit to Abmoor with the constable here.
He isn't in uniform at present, Joe; but
he is the village constable, all the same.”

“What do you mean? I ain’t done
nothingt” -

“It isn’t what you have done, my
friend,” responded Blake. “It is what
we are going to prevent you from doing.
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And take my advice, Joe—just one y;'lp
out of you, and——" -

Blake finished
shrug, -

“Now then, Tinker,” went on Blake,
“we will deal with the other matter.
Braund, you stay here and keep watch
over Thruster Joe. Bring the lantern
and lead the way, Tinker.”

Tinker approached the small door lead-
ing to the rear room. He lifted the latch
gently and pulled the door open a little.
He held up the lantern as he did so, and,
peering over his shoulder, Blake saw the
Thing crouching in the corner. He
studied it in- silence for some minutes.
‘The creature, on its part, blinked back
at them, but made no hostile move. At
last Blake spoke.

I think I have it, Tinker. I thought
so back at the inn. From the features
and the shape of the forehead, I fancy
the poor creature is from some part of
Northern Patagonia. He must be half
demented. I'll see what I can do.”

“ Be careful, guv'nor!” warned Tinker,
as Blake stepped into the room. *He
fights like a wild cat and snaps like a
fox.”

I will be on guard, my lad.”

Blake advanced slowly until he reached
the middle of the small room. The de-
formed creature drew back a litile, and,
although his eyes wavered, they kept re-
turning to the compeiling force of

’s gaze. In the middle of the room
Blake stopped.

Then he began to speak slowly and
evenly in a gutiural language, which
Tinker knew to be the primitive Ecuave
tongue of the northern tribes of North-
ern Patagonia. .

At his very first words the deformed
being gave a quick movement, then the
shifty eyes fixed themselves more steadily
on Blake,

Step by step Blake advanced, still
keeping up a reiteration of the phrase
with which he had begun. He was, in
fact, simply telling the creature that it
had no cause for fear; and, from the
manner it exhibited, Blake knew that it
understood.

Blake was allowed to approach until he
ceuld almost louch the Indian. He took
anocther step, and put out his hand. The
deformed creature gave vent to a low,
guttural snarl, and drew back, but did not
offer to attack.

Blake persisted until his hand touched
the other’s shoulder, then he gave it a
few gentle pats, much as one would pat
a dog. He changed his words now, and
talked for some minutes in a gentle
stiain, until, suddenly, with a queer,
choking cry, the poor twisted creature fell
forward and clutched Blake about the
knees.  Blake knew that he had con-
quered. FHe took one of the clinging
hands in his, and as docile as a dog, the
Indian twisted his deformed body along
as Blake led it towards the deor.

In the outer room the Indian's eyes
suddenly encountered the figure of
Thruster Joe. He drew back, with a
whimper, but Blake’s firm hand restored
confidence. The  Indian looked from
Blake to the man on the cot, and his
shattered mind seemed to grasp that there
was hostility between this man who spoke
to him in his own meagre language and
in - tones that inspired trust, and the
other, who had controlled him by brute
force.

Blake signed for the constable to get
Thruster Joe on his feet. Himself, he
led the Indian to the door, and went
down the path leading to the road.
Tinker waited until Braund had followed
with Thruster Joe; then he put out the
lantern, and, closing the door of the hut,
followed. -

Blake, the Indian, and the constable sat

with an expressive

in the back, while Thruster Joe was

given the seat beside Tinker. Blake had
little fear that the ex-conviet would try to
escape.  In the first place, any such
attempt would have had small chance of
success, and, in the second place, Blake
knew Tinker would drive so fast that
Thruster Joe would not dare to make a
jump for it.

_And Tinker fulfilled Blake’s expecta-
tions. - Once he had turned the car Tinker
let her out recldessly. In the back the
deformed jungle creature crouched on the
floor at Blake'’s feet. Blake had thrown
a rug about him, for, although it was
now dusk, he did not want to run any
risk of the villagers seeing ‘the strange
creature which Braund was going to keep
in the lock-up for the night.

They arrived at the little cottage with-
out incident. The ex-convict was hustled
in first by Braund, while Blake and
Tinker waited in the car. Then, when
Braund returned, Blake took the Indian
by the hand and led him through the
gate. He took him to the lock-up adjoin-
ing the coltage, and remained there

until Braund had brought some blankets. '

Blake seemed to have quite gained the
creature’s confidence now, and this con-
fidence was extended to the constable,
but not to Tinker. It undoubtedly re-
membered the fight it had had with the
ad.

The constable was to prepare food, so,
knowing that both Thruster Joe and the
deformed Indian would be safe until he
required them again, Blake and Tinker
returned to the car. They stopped at the
inn for a few minutes while Blake wrote a
note. This he put in his pocket without
comment. He had not bothered to ques-
tion Thruster Joe, for he knew that the
ex-convict would probably only lie tc him.

Yet, out of all the trees in the walled
grounds of the Grange they had to find a
certain large oak-trée before nine o’clock.
It was now nearly a quarter to nine, and
quite dark. Tinker had switched on the
road-lamps, and as Blake climbed in he-
side him the lad threw in the clutch.

“The Grey Panther sprang forward, and
went tearing out of the village at ever-
increasing speed. Blake had helped him-
self to one thing from Thruster Joe's
pockets, and as Tinker drew up at the
spot where they had entered the wood
Blake took it out. It was a bunch of
keys.

“Now then, my lad,” he said briskly,
“out with your lights. We will leave the
car here. Lead the way. We only have
& few minutes.”

Tinker obeyed, and, rumning towards
the wall, disappeared from view. Blake
followed, and together they went at a
slow trot along the path until they came
again to the hut. Tinker kept on past
this until he reached the high wall sur-
rounding Highmoor Grange. He passed

{along the wall, and came to a stop hefore

a door which was secured by a heavy
padlock.

Blake then stepped forward, and, work-
ing quickly, found the right key. They
entered the grounds stealthily, and closed
the door after them. They found them-
selves at one side of the house and thirty
or forty yards from the stables.

The house was brightly lighted, both
upstairs and down. In a room on the
ground floor, where the curtains had not
been drawn, they could see several figures
seated at a white-covered table. They
stole closer, and made out Yvoune,
another young girl, 2 man, and a hard-
featured woman. A maid was serving
some dish,  Blake's eyes rested on the

an.

“Stephen Curley!” he mutfered.
“And you were quite right, Tinker.
That woman is Thruster Joe’s wife, who
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Tinker drew back and pulled the dog into ths concealment of the thicket.
standing gazing up and down ths path.

The front door had opened, and @ man was
{Chapter 3.)

was convicted with him. She must be
the companion of whom Yvonne spoke.
Her presence there is enough in itself to
tell us that some devilry is afoot. And
Stephen Curley is at-the bottom of it.
But come on! We must find that tree
before they come out [

They made their way round to the front
of the house and into the miniature park
which had been planted inside the wall.
It was of very small extent, but as most
of the trees were oaks it did not appear
to be an easy matter to find the one for
which they were seeking. In front of
the house Blake came to a halt.

“ Let’s see now,” he whispered. “If
Curley persuades Miss Hilyard to come
for a stroll they will come out by the
front door. Then they will probably
walk down the drive towards the gates.
Let us try that way, Tinker. There may
be a side path from*the drive.”

As it was only about a hundred yards to
the gate, it did not take them long to
cover the distance. Or, at least, it did
not take long to traverse half the dis-
tance, for when they had gone that far
they came to a side path such as Blake
had imagined might exist. They turned
into this, and while Blake Kept to the
vight, Tinker went to the left. In a few
minutes Blake heard a low whistle. He
followed its direction, and found Tinker
bending over something that lay on the
ground heneath a large, wide-spreading
cak. Blake bent down, too, and saw that
it was a short ladder. He then glanced
at the thick spread of branches overhead.
Close to the tree ran a narrow path.

“I believe you have struck it, Tinker,”
he said. “We will chanee 1t, anyway,

Let us get the ladder up.”

They fixed the ladder against the trunk,
and Blake prepared to mount.
“1 will remain hidden in the tree,” he

said.  “You, my lad, must keep con-
cealed up near the house.
note which I have written to Yvonne, If
you can get a chance to pass it to her, do
so. While Curley and Miss Hilyard are
strolling she may come out on to the
terrace. In any event, if you do not see
her, make for the gate by which we
entered as soon as you see Curley and
Miss Hilyard return to the house. If a
very long time passes and they do not
appear, then listen for my whistle.”

Tinker took the letter and stole away.
He was almost at once lost in the deep
shadow of the big trees. Blake climbed
the ladder, and, just before swinging
himself into the lower branches, kicked
the ladder back so that it fell on the
grass. He climbed to a branch above,
and settled himself so that he was facing
towards the drive. It was from that
direction he anticipated his quarry would
come—if at all. He had found one large
branch, with another just a little heneath,
and by using the two he was able to make
himself fairly comfortable.

Blake had been unable to see just how
far the dinner within had progressed, but
he fancied ‘he might have a considerable
time to wait, so he resigned himself to a
smokeless period. The minutes dragged
slowly by, and as his eyes became more
accustomed to the gloom, he was able to
make out a few objects near at hand.
He reckoned that nearly half an hour
must have passed, when, suddenly, the
low murmur of voices reached him.

Sexton Blake lay close to the branch
and waited. He had already taken the
precaution to turn up the collav of his
tweed coat in order to hide the white
line of his collar. His motoring-cap was
pulled well down over his eyes. . His
face was completely in shadow. To a
casual observer he would have heen

Here is a {1

only part of the big limb on which he

ay.

What had at first sounded as the
distant murmur of veoices now became
distinct—distinct enough for Blake to
make out the high treble of a woman’s
tones, and the deep timbre of a man’s.
Nearer and nearer the sounds came;
then a sudden silence followed. <

It was broken almost startlingly by a
nervous laugh only a short distance from
where Blake lay concealed. There
followed the deep, earnest voice of the
man, lifting and falling in a steady
cadence. Another silence, then a quick,
sharp outburst of the treble tones, clean-
cut and decisive. =

Silence once more.

A faint night-breeze: stirred through
the leaves of the oaks. Blake was
puzzled. If what Tinker had told him
was right, then things should have
moved more swiftly. Why this long
delay? What had followed on the speech
of the woman? Those tones, Blake felt
positive, had belonged to Eleanor
Hilyard. And the man’s voice, he was
equally certain, was the voice of Stephen
Curley.

Bven in the midst of his uncertainty
the near darkness was broken by a tiny
flare of light. The glow rose and fell in
regular beats for a dozen times or so,
then was extinguished as quickly as it
had come. The signal! The lighting
of a eigarette, which had been agreed
upon! Blake shifted his position a little,
and tried vainly to pierce the blackness
beneath.

The murmur of voices broke the
silence again, this time even nearer than
before. Blake knaw that the strollers
were approaching the tree in which he
lay, Dimly at first, but soon clearly he

: U. J.—No. 963, -
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was able to make out a steady, regular
glow and fading, glow and fading, like
the winking of a very distant light.
Whoever was smoking that cigarette
was puffing deeply and methodically.
Once more the man's voice sounded, and

the next moment the two who strolled-

had come to & pause beneath the tree in
which Blake lay,

“But I cannot take that as final,”

_ the man was saying. *‘You know that 1
have built all my hopes on this, Eleanor.
L have loved you for years. T have been
patient. I have waited, hoping that,
when the first pains of your sorrow had
‘passed, you would listen to me. Apart
from the fact that I am your
guardian, I am not so very much older
than you. I ask you once more, will you
recemsider your decision? Or will you
give me some hope?”

I am sorpy, Mr. Curley, but that
cannot be.” TIf it were possible I should
have told you before. But it is not. I
have already told you that my love is
already given. Beliove me, I am sorry,
but—" :

‘* You mean that, Eleanor, absolutely 7

“Yes; I mean it.”

“You are sure you will
<change?”

“I am sorry—no.”

““Then so be it.”

With those words the man standing at
the foot of the oak-tree lifted his hand
and flicked his cigarette up into the tree.
It struck the branch on which Blake
lay, and, with a tiny shower of sparks,
dropped back to the turf. Blake lay
as motionless as the branch which sup-
ported him. Beneath there wag a short,
indeterminate silence, broken by a
Larsh coughing on the-part of the man.

Blake knew how puzzled he must be.

He had laid his plans s6 carefully. -He
had given Eleanor Hilyard her chance
to live by paying a price. Little had
the girl realised that, as she finally end
definitely refused his advances. But
Blake knew that, according to Stephen
Clurley’s schedule, the next act, while
they paused under the tree, should have
been the wild and savage descent upon
the girl of a drug-maddened, deformed,
demented creature from the wilderness of
Northern Patagonia.

It was a bizarre plan, but therein lay
its real chance of success, as Blake well
knew. - He had deduced, with extra-
ordinary precision, what it was Stephen
Curley had planned. Isolated words and

- phrases which Curley had. spoken -to
Thrugter - Joe,. and .which Tinker .had
faithfully repeated to Blake, had enabled
Blake to reconstruct the main esgéntials,
if not the detailed steps of Curley's plan,

And who could have been found to
raise a voicé in dishelief? How would
it have looked to the world—to a
coroner’s jury—to the police?

Stephen Curley, a wellknown and
po&)ular explorer, guardien of Eleanor
Hilyard, intimate friend and .confidant
of her father, had been walking in the

- grounds with the girl after dinner. They
had paused for a few moments under
an oak-tree.” -Without the slightest
warning, something had hurled - itself
from the tree upon them. It had landed
upon the girl, and, before Stephen
‘Clurley could come to her assistance, had
torn her throat open with its teeth. As
soon as he could do so Stephen Curley
had drawn a revolver, which he had hap-
pened to have with him, and had shot
the creature dead.

But it would have been too late. A
terrible, a most tragic, and regretiable
sccident would have been inscribed in
the hungry Press.

Stephen . Curley would have been
L. J.—No. 963. - -
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desolated with grief. He would have
taken great blame to himself. I

He would have explained to the
coroner’s jury how the attack had been
made by a deformed jungle creature
which he had brought back from his
last expedition to South America. Most

robab{)y he would have explained
urther that he had brought it back to
use in his ethnological studies of the
tribes of that region.

Who would doubt—who could doubt
the word of the famous explorer? In
his great grief, in the depth of his self-
blame, in the vigour of his self-
condemnation that the creature had not
been kept' closely guarded, the public,
the Press, end the police would not pause
to think that, on the death of Eleanor
Hilyard, Stephen Curley came into full
and complete possession of all the
Hilyard estate.

And who was to know that he had
already tried to get possession of that

“estate by offering his hand to Eleanor

Hilyard?

That was what Sexton Blake had
deduced from his analysis of the con-
versation which had taken place in the
keeper’s hut in the wood, and from his
own knowledge of Stephen Curley, both
of which had given him a criterion
whereby he was able to weigh or discard
the suggestions of the hypothesis he was
forming. But not even Blake, himself,
kuew how deadly true had been his
deductions, ;

With the falling of the cigarette-end to
the ground Blake had been able to dis-
cern a movement on the part of the girl
to leave the spot. Her light dinner-
frock made it easy to locate her. But
evidently Stephen Curley . was deter-
mined to delay things if he could, for
again a match flared, and Blake could
clearly see his features as he puffed with
the end of a cigarette at the flame.

Blake could see, too, that, surreptiti-
ously, Curley’s eyes were searching the
tree above where he stood. Blake lay
still. He knew that Curley was looking
for Thruster Joe. He knew that the
man was using every artifice to delay
things. He was perfectly aware that
Curley thought something had prevented
Thruster Joe from acting on the signal.

And Blake experienced a grim amuse-
ment while he watched the would-be
murderer silently fuming below while
his victim-to-be talked in slightly-veiled
impatience. At last Curley could find
no excuse for lingering, and, at Eleanor’s
rather sharp suggestion that they return
to the house, he muttered acquiescence.

They moved away, but before they
had gone a few yards Curley had found
some excuse {o come back, leaving
Fleanor standing on the path.

“Fool!” he hissed up into the tree.
““What is the matter? Why haven’t you
acted ?”

He dared not wait to say more, and
Blake laughed softly to himself as Curley
rejoinéd the girl. At the same time
Blake knew that Curley would be back to
investigate as soon as he had left
Eleanor at the house. Therefore, as soon
as the sound of their voices ‘had died
away Blake caught hold of the branch
and, after hanging by his hands for a
second or so, dropped softly to the
ground. : o

By a roundabout way Blake reached
the door in the wall. He opened it and
stepped outside. Crouching close against
it he came upon Tinker,

“ Well, what luck, my lad?’ asked
Blake, as he worked the padlock into
place..

“All. right, guv'nor. I saw made-
moiselle. She came out for a second. I
had to whistle, but T don’t think anyone

heard. I had just time to give her the

note when someone came along the
terrace. I fancy it was Thruster Joe's
wife. 1 didn’t wait to see, but made
tracks. I came straight here, and have
been waiting ever since. How did you
make out, guv’'nor?” :

“Things went remarkably well,
Tinker,” answered Blake, as he turned
the key in the padlock. * We struck the
right tree without a doubt. Our man
walked right into the trap, and I heard
enough to enable me to fit all the pieces
of the puzzle together, I think—yes, 1
am sure we have at last got Mr. Stephen
Curley just where we want him,”

. “Then it was as you thought,
guv’'nor?”

“Yes, thanks to the information you
brought me. T will tell you more when
we get back to the inn. We had better
lose no time. Unless I am very greatly
mistaken, Curley will be scouring the

rounds and this wood inside the next
alf-hour, looking for Thruster Joe and
his Patagonian Indian,"”

They stole back stealthily the way they
had come. The car still stood where
Tinker had left it at the side of the road.
He turned on the road-lights, and a few
moments later they were speeding back
towards Abmoor at a steady pace, the
powerful engine throbbing rhythmically
in the still night which blanketed the
moor. -

The detective was not wrong. Shortly
after their departure Stephen Curley,
after a secret but heated interview with
Thruster Joe’s wife, had begun to scour
the grounds. He continued his search
to the hut in the wood, but though he
fumed and cursed and swore, he found
not the slightest trace of either Thruster
Joe or- the deformed jungle creature
which he had intended using as an instru-
ment of murder. Only one person in
Highmoor Grange that night could have
told him why his search was unsuccessful.
That person was Mademoiselle Yvonne,
who read and re-read a short note, which
had been slipped into her hands under
cover of the darkness on the terrace—a
note which said little in words, but which
was pregnant with meaning for her.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
8 Your Warrant is Useless !’

NKER and Blake left
Abmoor - for Exeter al
six o'clock the next morn-
ing. As they had plenty
of time to cover the dis-
tance and arrive before
there was much likelihood
of the late  Martin
Hilyard’s solicitor being
at his office, Tinker did not
press the Grey Panther, It
was a. lovely morning, and between
periods of admiring the bold, rugged
view, Blake discussed the case with his
assistant.

The events of the night had worked
out so exactly to the theory Blake had
formed that, wunless there was some
hidden flaw in his reasoning, he took it
as fairly safe to assume the correctness
of his hypothesis. More to bring the
various points into cohesion, he reviewed
events aloud as they drove along.

“There seems no doubt that Bliss
Hilyard’s instinct was right,” he said,

when he had lighted a cigar and settled .

back. “I do not think for a moment that
Stephen Curley had planned matters in

the lifetime of Martin Hilyard. But the -
capacity to do so was only lying dormant,

and accident placed the temptation befors
i,

e
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“* ““His record as an explorer proves that,
in all things, he is the type that will take
at the expense of another if he can do so
and get away with it. = Probably he
cultivated Martin Hilyard in the first
place for the reason that Hilyard was a
very wealthy man, and Curley thought

such a friend might come in very useful’

to him sonie time.

“It is also quite likely that Hilyard
hinted to Curley that he had put him'in
his will. © Then, with the death of two

-ons in France, there would come the first

‘glimmerings to Curley of how greatly the
family had been cut down. Things must
have been moving vaguely in. his mind
when Martin Hilyard collapsed, and the
discovery of the will with the codicil
crystallised -Curley’s ideas. I have a
theory of his actions then, but before
making any definite statement I want to
have a look at the oviginal will, if
possible,

“Thorne, Hilyard’s solicitor, may have
it still in his possession, or it may be at
Somerset House. If the latter is the case,
then we shall have to wait before pro-
ceeding with that part of the affair. But
even without that we have enough to tie
Curley’s hands.

“T am, convinced, from recent events,
that Curley did try to bring about
Rupert Hilyard’s death. The success of
that move placed only one person
between him and the enjoyment of thte
whole estate. And he could afford to go
slowly, for he was then sole executor and
manager of the property, with a very
substantial income from it. Sizing up the
situation, he saw that there were two
ways in which he might achieve his ends.

“One was to marry Eleanor Hilyard,
or, in the case of her refusal, to see that
she became the ¢ victim ’ of a regrettable
¢ accident.” In either case he would win.
We know that she gave her affections
elsewhere.- 1 got further particulars of
that from Mademoiselle Yvonne yester-
day. I sent a telegram last evening to a
friend of mine in Whitehall, and I expect
an answer-when we get back to Abmoor.

“ Further, we may take it as certain
that, while in London,  Stephen Curley
knew pretty well everything that Eleanor
Hilyard was doing, even though he might
not have been in evidence much. Then
came his proposal - She refused him, as
we know, : {

- “J believe that Yvonne is right, and
that his gift to his ward of a new horse
was a deliberate attempt to secure her
death. It would have been impossible to
bring the thing home to him. As that
failed—and he has probably ‘wondered
exactly what happened—he determined to
try again. He had engaged Thruster Joe
and his wife. He probably knew of their
criminal record, and, with -this as a
weapon, could force them to “do his
bidding. i

1 fancy, .when we bring things to a
head, we shall be able to make Thruster
Joe talk.- - The poor deformed jungle
creature which you found in the hut was
probably brought home from his last ex-

edition by Curley. If =o;then he would
1ave secured it for the purpose of making
an ethnological "study of the type. He
would know: how savage the demented

creature would be, and then, in my

opinion, conceived the ideg of turning it

‘{o his own purposes. -

‘e probably brought the captive to

_Jlighmoor Grange by motor secretly. I

fancy he would choose the time when
Hleanor Hilyard was in London. Then
he installed 1t in the hut under the care
of Thruster Jos to await events.

" “What he planned we know. He was
to make a final attempt to get possession

-of the estate by marrying Miss Hilyard.

ile planned to do this in the grounds
after dinner., I she again refused, then

T eSS ST

=T

23

P
%4
h18

e

RN
=

Tinker gathered himself together for a supreme effort.
muscles to relax, and, at the slackening of h’s body the Thing shifted its
hoid for a death-grip. -

He allowed his
(Chapter 3.)

he was to signal to Thruster Joe, who
was to lie concealed in the oak-tree with
the crazed captive. Thruster Joe would
release his charge, and the next thing
would have been g savage attack upon
Miss Hilyard.

“It stood every chance of being
successful.  Curley, of course, would pull
a revolver, and when the attack had pro-
ceaded sufficiently, would kill the
creature,

“It was . cunningly planned, and no-
thing could have been brought home to
him as long as Thruster Joe and his
wife kept silent. But last night, when
Curley thought his. accomplice had
muddled things, he whispered a remark
that will convict him of that intention
if it ever comes before & jury.

“He must be a very puzzled man
this. morning, and he will be even more

puzzled when he fails to find any trace .

of either Thruster Joe or the captive.
He will begin to realise that someone

 suspects him, and is° playing” the game:

against . him.  Then he  will- become
afraid, and may lose his-head. It is up’
to us to finish things before he does
that, for if he goes off the rails, he may
turn doubly dangerous.” ; :
On reaching Exeter, they drove first
to the offices of the late Martin Hil-
yard’s - solicitor. * On sending’ in his
card, Blake was received - without any
delay. After a few preliminary remarks
to explain- his request, he found, to his’
satisfaction, that Martin Hilyard’s will
was in the solicitor’s possession. -.. .
The latter made a little difficulty at
first about handing it over to Blake for
examination, but, on -the criminologist
mentioning that he would then apply
formally. .to the. courts for permission,:
the solicitor waived his objection.. :With:
the will 'in his possessién; Blake retired
to a private room and went to work,

‘high up near the roof.

He had given no hint of his real reason
for desiring to make the examination,
nor, when he had finished half an hour
later, did he explain.

.- He simply thanked the other and fook
his departure.

From there they drove to the county
police-station, where, as soon as his -
identity was known, Blake was received
warmly. The inspector came in a few
minutes after his arrival, and, taking
him aside, Blake had a long, confidential
conversation.

Followmg that, Blake secured a
warrant for the arrest of one Stephen
Curley, and, accompanied by Inspector
Grigg; started back for Abmoor. On
reaching the inn, they found the village
constable, Braund, anxiously waiting.
‘After saluting the inspector, he blurted
out . = .

“I am very sorry, Mr. Blake, but thia
morning, at seven® o’clock, when I went
into the lock-up, I found that the Indian
E)u placed in my charge had escaped.

e must have got away by a window
€ never thought
such a thing could be possible, as it is
over ten feet from the floor and there
is nothing to get up by.”

: Blake frowned, : -

“I am sorry to hear that, Braund,
as, if he is roaming the countryside, he
‘may be dangerous. But you are not to

blame..* You could not know that he

was as able to leap and climb as an ape.

1t - would not: be difficult for. him to

spring that high. You have heard no-
thing of him?1” : o
- *“Not a ward, sir; I came at once to
the inn,.and found you had already left
for:-Exeter: I have been scouring the
country on my bicycle, but have seen
-nothing: of him.”

“Do you think he would make back

- U. J.—No. 963
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for tbe hut?” asked Tinker. 9 That 15
the only place he has known as a haunt
down here, and he might go back.”

““That is certainly an idea worth
following, my lad. We will investigate
it at once. Get in, Braund, and come
along with us.”

. The constable climbed in, and, throw-

ing in the cluteh, Tinker drove through
the village. Once on the outskirts, he
increased the speed, and in a very short
time thoy had reached the spot where
they had previously drawn up.

All four got out. Tinker led the way
over the wall and along the path
towards the hut. As he neared it, he
saw that the door was wide open, and
then, as he reached the threshold, he
pulled up with an exclamation of horror.

The place was in a terrible state of
confusion. -  Everything movable had
been hurled about as though a cyclone
had struck the place. And lying in the
very- midst of . the wreckage was the
body of Stephen Curley, a great, gap-
ing wound in his throat showing where
his life blood had spilled upon the floor.
His clothes had been torn almost to
shreds, and where the flesh of body and
arms showed there were revealed long,
jagged gashes as if some animal had
mauled him. -

The bed had been overturned, and,
lying behind it, they came upon a
ssoond horrible  discovery.,  Crumpled
up .n the corner was the demented.
jungle creature, dead, with three bullet-

oles in the body, si‘lowing how death
had come. On the
matic - pistol, which they knew must
have been Curley's.
~What time that terrible struggle must
have occurred it-was impossible .to say,
but that it had been of. almost unbeliov-
able violence and doubly fatal was plain.-

“Your warrant is now useless, in-
spector,” said Blake, in a low voice.
¢ Curley raust have come to the hut,
Jooking for Thruster Joe. The crazed
Indian found his way back here, as

floor lay an auto- |
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Tinker suggested might be the case.
They met here, and this is-the result.

“Well, Curley has paid a terrible
price for his sins.’ I think, if you will
remain here with the constable. for a
little, I shall go on to the Grange and
break the news to Miss Hilyard. We
can discuss later what formalities will
be necessary. I would suggest, however,
that, in view of what has happened
here, no good can come of making
public the fact that part of the codicil
of the will had been forged by Curley.”

The inspector snodded his agreement,
and Blake and Tinker started for the
Grange,

“Then he did forge part of the will,
guv'nor ?”’ asked Tinker, when they
were well away from the" hut.

“Yes. He forged the part of the
codicil which placed him in such a
position of control of the estate. It was
cleverly done, but not at all difficult to
detect. Had any question been raised
when the will went for probate, it would
have been discovered then. But no
suspicion was held, so it was accepted.
I shall tell Yvonue, and leave it to her
to tell Miss Hilyard if she thinks it
wise.” ¢

They passed into the grounds by the
same gate they had used the night
before. It was open now, showing that
Stephen Curley must have come . that
way to the hut. As they went towards

the front of the house, they saw Yvonne,

coming towards them. In a few words,
Blake told her what had happened.

“TI-will leave it-to you to tell Miss
Hilyard as much as you think best,” he
said. “In the meantime, I want to have
a talk to both the housekeeper and to
the . woman who -calls herself  Mrs.
Harrison. Can you manage.that?”

£ Yes—at once, if you wish,”

“If you will, please :

Blake and Tinker waited in the study,
while, first, the housekeeper—Mrs. Brun.
ton—and then Thruster Joe's wife were
sent to them. It took only a few minutes

for Blake to discover that the house-
keeper, . a - nondeseript, mouse-coloured
woman in the late thirties, had been a
passive tool of Stephen Curley’s. Under
Blake’s questioning she broke down, and
confessed the part she. had played.
Blake’s probing mind went straight to
the solution.. . - :

“Did Stephen ‘Cusley . over
would marry you?’’ he askes ;

-*Yes,” she sobbed. .“He said as soon
as things were over that he would, but
that I must help him.”

Blake nodded his understanding and
dismissed her..  But to Thruster Joe’s
wife he spoke in very different terms. As
the hard-featured woman came in with a
defiant air Blake said sternly:

“You are going to get cne chance and
one chance only to make a confession.
You know who I am, and vou know that
your record is on the file with me.
Thruster Joe is at present in the hands
of the police, and Stephen Curley’s plot
is known to us. Unless you want to go
back to prison for a longer term than the
last now is your time to speak.”

say he

“What do you want to know?" she
asked sulkily.
““The truth, and all of it!" answered

Blake curtly.

And he got it.

That finished, Blake and Tinker re-
ioined the inspector and the constable at
the hut. Biake communicated the result
of his visit to the Grange to the inspector,
who determined to make no arrests, but
to hold up matters until the inquest. He
had little fear that Thruster Jos's wife
would try to escape while they held her
husband; and as for the housekeeper, she
would be of use only as a witness. The
hut was closed, and Braund was left in
charge until a doctor should arrive. As
they were making back for the car
Yvonne came hurriedly towards them:

‘“Eleanor wants to have a talk with
you,” she said to Blake. “ Will you and
Tinker come back to dinner to-night?”

(Continued on page 24.)
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" THE THREE MUSKETEERS.”

The second of these splendid storiesj gv_ill a.ppéar next Thursday,

- Yvonne i§, and always has been; a popular favourite, and “ U.-J.”

readers “cannot have too much of her. She has' always had ‘an
irresistible appeal, and it is safe to say that her activities were
never-more well Teceived than when she became a detective ** on her
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tip-top collection of tales from the beginning. In the meantime,
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~Dir, HUXTON. RYMER. . ‘In addition, a trio of. fascinating new

characters will shortly be introduced.-to you. They call themselves
The creator of these new stars
is also the author of the Yvonne stories.

The “U. J.” is still the best twopeinyiworth of sterling
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{Continued from
page 2.}

‘1 know that, Wong Tu. And I am ready. While I have
life, I shall strive to complete that which I have undertaken.
I realise only too well what failure would mean—what chaos
would follow—what it would mean to my country as well as
yours.”- . :

¢ Then, Mr. Malone, I give into your keeping the most
sacred and most priceless treasure of miy people. Guard it
with your life!”

As he finished speaking, the mandarin reached under the
cushions on which he sat and drew out a small black box.
Even from where he was Jim could see that it was deeply
carved. and that in the centre of the lid was a golden symbol
of some sort.

The merchant handled the box with every sign of the
deepest reverence. Ie held it for a few moments while his
lips meoved soundlessly. Then he opened it and took out
somthing which he held in the palm of his hand. Both Jim
and Malone bent forward, watching tensely.

Wong Tu seemed to have almost passed into a trance, so
i'n‘osolrbed was he in his contemplation of what he held in his
hand. -+ 5

Then he opened his fingers, revealing what appeared to
Jim to be two small chamois bags—one appearing a little
more bulky than the other. He got to his feet, and, at a siga
from Malone, Jim did likewise. The mandarin crossed to
where the explorer stood.. He held out the two little bags,
which Malone took. =

“ Mr. Malone,” said Wong Tu, “ you hold what has never
before been touched by the hands of your race. You hoid
the most sacred and the symbol of the muost reverenced
possession of my people. To no other man of your race would
we entrust this. To few—very few of our own people would
we give such trust. |
the deadly enmity of millions of my race. You will also have
the power of life and death over other millions npon whom
vou Have butio call to be served. You will henceforth walk

through- a maze- of deadly intrigue and murderous: intent, .

compared with which your previous dangers have been as
nothing.: Take—and may the henevolent god Mo watch
over you,” .

Lawrence Malone received the two little bags.

“T yeceive your trust,” he said simply. “I will guard it
with my life.” i

Wong Tu then produced two thin but strong gold chains.
He passed these through a loop which had been made at
the top of each bag. Malone felt first one, then the other.
Then he signed to Jim. Jim aporoached, and stood waiting.

“Unbutton your collar,” said Malone quietly. - “One of
these bags I place in your care, Jim. In it is not that of
which Wong Tu has spoken, but it contains something vital
to the success of our mission. Guard it well.”

He slipped the chain round Jim's neck, and snapped it at
the back. Jim worked it down under his shirt, then huttoned
his collar.and drew his tie tight. Malone fastened the other
bag about his own neck, while Wong Tu stecod gravely
watehing, : i

“You will’ have further refreshment before you go?” he
asked. g : ;

Malone shook his head. L ;

*“No, #f you will excuse us. I thiuk we had better start
now to run the gauntlet. I shall'be anxious until we reach
the hotel again.”

“Be it so. I shall find some mesns of communicating with
you hefore you sail. I shall send out the warning to-night
about the man who was branded.” And Jim knew that he
referred to ‘“One-Eye.” ;

Jim felt very serious as they made their way down the
staivs into the tea-go-down. What these little bags contained,
he had no idea. His own had felt as if it contained only a
bit of parchment or paper. But Malone’s had appeared to
hold something hard and bulky. s

The explorer had not yet told him what it was he would
reeeive in San Francisco, but, whatever it was, Jim realised
that it was of vital import to the Four Lakes Tong. He felt
a new thrill as he got deeper and deeper into the maze of
their strange mission.

.Everything seemied normal enough as they passed through
the silk warehouse, and paused before the door which led to
the short passage giving access to the narrow alley outside.
Wong Tu had accompanied them this far, but here he took
leave of them. The first door opened, and Malone led the
way towards the secend, : :

(Continued on page 22.)
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pens to-night—whatever the danger may
e, don't lose your head.” ‘ 5

“1 am ready, Chief,” answered Jim, in

ready, Jim,” he ordered
““And remember, whatever hap-

a voice as controlled as that of the

explo

Tho Battle of the Tongs!

HE door swung open. Malone
stood listening for a moment,
then he touched Jim’s arm. They

. stepped into the alley, and the

door closed after them. Jim felt that
whaiever came now would have to be
faced.  There was no retreat open to
them.

Tt was still dark .outside, with the
blanket of ‘the fog, They could see
nothing. They could hear nothing but
the faint click of their own footsteps,

They reached the nearby  turning,
which would take them into the outer
alley where they had left the two dead
tong men. Malone kept close to the
wall of the warehouse, as he had on

v moved ahead unmolested. If they
sould véuch the more public street
bsyond, and from there gain the
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“dead line,” they stood 2 good chance
of making the hotel.

Foot by foot Malone proceeded, with
Jim sticking close, until the lad judged
they must have got nearly to the spot
whers the two tong men had lain, Then
suddenly Malone came to a halt, He
grasped Jim by the arm and drew him
back. The next instant the silence was
torn asunder by a pandermonium of yells
and the sharp, vicious spitting of
revolvers.

Where  had been an arently
deserted alley now swarmed a screaming,

1 was on,

fighting mass of humanity, into the very
thick of which TLawrence Malone and
Jim had walked, - - =
Lawrence' Malone dragged Moberly
down until they were both crouching
close to the stone.foundations of the big
go-down. . All about them the fight was
surging with terrific violence. :
So far, peither Malone nor Jim had
come into direct contact with the com-

batants, but that could not last for long.

It was impossible to distinguish friend
from foe. In faet, in the darknpess, it was
only . possible sto catch an occasional
glimpse of a vague, shadowy figure, and
to see the vicious cut of flame from the
weapons. >

.Malone realised thai the Tong baltle
He knew that he and Jim could
do little damage to the Black Valiey
men, and little good by joining the Four
Lakes men. Besides, it was essential
that they should escape, if possible, with
the precious packets which they bore,

It was those two little bags that had
been the cause of the battle, and Malone
knew that, in some way, their departure
had been signalled along to the waifing
Black Valley men. It was thai signal
that had precipitated the battle. But o
escape was much easier said than done.

With Jim at his heels, Malone hegan
creeping glong towards the street which
was their first objective. Close to themn
the fight was raging, but, so far, nsither
friend nor fos had spotted the exach
whereabout of the two Furopeans. Ih
that, Malone found a faint hope. But

(Clontinued on page 23.)
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they had progressed scarcely a dozen feet
when this hope was shattered.

Suddenly a couple of whirling, snarling

figures crashed agai
stumbled over his begit body, and landed
with & erash on . Malone stood
upright, and felt out at the back of him
until his hand touched Jim’s shoulder.

Malofie.  They

In the same moment, one of the Chinks:

wha had crashed into them gave a shyill
cry of warning, and Malone Tknew it was
i xtgnal to the Black Valley men that the
fugitives had been found.

But that cry turned into a gurgle of

death as his Four Lakes antagonist
brought down a vieious-looking, curved
knife. Malone started to run, hanging
on to Jim's arm.
_ A sprint is our only chance!” he
pantéd.  “They have us located now,
and will close in on the spot from which
the warning came.

Jim had no difficulty in keeping pace
with Malone, and, if they could have
reached the corner, he knew, as well as
the prloxel that they bhad a “fifty-
lifty » chance of getting clear. But
again the mob surged in upon them.

Jim felt half a dozen bodies smash
against him, felt Malone's hand torn
from bis shoulder, and the next instant
he was in the thick of it, fighting for his
hife.

Malone now risked giving away their
exact pesition, and yelled to Jim to try

and ge tm*uuvh even while he fought to |

regam “im’s de. But the pressure in-
creased as the swarming Celestials closec
in stil more ; the Four Lakes men trying
to protect the two Huropeans who were
now a sacred charge to them, and the
Black Valley men determined mat the
twa should not leave the alley alive.

==}

It was too close quarters for Jim to.

attempt to use his pisiol in the ordinary
way.. But he clubbed it. and, as he felt
a thin, bony arm slip round his neck, he
struck with all his stmng\b The man
stumped to the ground with a grunt, and
with tingling nerves Jim began laying
ahout him energetically.

For a little he kept a clear space, and,
taking advantage of thh began \\orkmg
his way along to. where. he thought

Malone must be. Beside him were
several Chinks fighting grimly, their
knives slashing the air \momly Jim
knew that, in some mysterious way, they

had reached him, and were trying to pro-
teet him.

But that the Blad\ Valley men were
more numerous seemed evident, for time
after {ime the assault carried his sup-
porters away from him. Their places
were soon filled by others. however, and
in this little protective circle he. made
his way, foot by foot, towards his
ohjective,

Jim felt a sirange, wild exultation as
time after time the buit of the heavy
antomatic came inte contact with a heny
skulf, and his victim went down. AR
the fighting blood in him rose to the
surface, and he was filled with a
Berserk fury that-made him a dangerous
customer to the attacking Celestials.
it. seemed that they must-be there in
countless hordes. The erashing down of
wne simply meant the filling of his place

. by another. Yet Jim went on fighting.
: Lawrence Malone, ﬁw heaviest

yild

part of the fight was still surging about
him. :

In their mvdeuom way, the Chinks
had soan disecovered which was the chiel
of the ‘two Europeans, and had - con-

centrated their main. kuvlngth in -that |

direction. Malone had had a chance, at
first, to use his automatic, He had
emptied it into ithe crash in front of
him.  The deadly spray of lead had
cleared a temporary way for him, and he
might have dashed through and gained
the street beyond if it had not been that
he would not leave Jim. He had taken

advantage “of the lull to fight back |

fowards his young assistant, but before
he could reach Jim the crowd had closed
in again.

Malone was a tough customer in a

fight, as a good many men about ithe
globe could bave borne witness,

that night in *Frisco’s Chinatown,
fury of his assanlt drove his assailants
back once move, and, with his arms flail-
ing mercﬂesb]v, he drove his way on
towards Jim. -

He reached the spot where the 1ad had |

been fighting. He drove on stil] farther,
then a pantmg voice breathed eomethmg
into his ear. Malone gave a loud shout
and went bei‘~91k He fought with a
renewed fury that carried al} before it.
Furthet reinforcements of the
Lakes men had now come up, aund,
gathering about Malone, they drove the
Black Valley men up the alley until dw
were pouring like so many yellow rat
into the street beyond.

Then eame several loud whistles, curses
in broad American, a tumbling back into

the alley of the Black Valley men, a;

ruthless khomu and clubbing,
moninm, shrieks, V(“‘, a wild, d: perate
\tampedtl and finall y a heavy silence that
in ext;amdmal}“ contrast after the
racket. which had stopped <o
stddenly.
Came a dozen burly police of 'Frisco’s

P ande-

“flymng sgquad.”  They had shot ruth-
bringing down tong-men on both |
To them there « right or

wrong between the iwo id(uuna, It
was :'mply a tong battle, and lying dead
and wounded in the narrow alley were

+the victims,

As soon as he had gathered thé mean-
ing of the new assault, Maloue had given

Zgﬁ@ﬂ@ﬂ o -fod Bog Rog o8 o fog 1 ”>.<>0<).<>.<>C<>O<'G<

But )
never had he fought more savagely than '

The

Four ;

a grunt of relief. - W hon the crush about
him - gave way, he kept®n in his search
for dim. Tt was (s the police found
him. They gazed upﬂu himy suspiciously,
and Malone knew that there was no plaue
to make an explanation.

Not one of the squad men Was ‘likely
to know him, but he kunew he could’soon
give an oxplanation of his presence lo
the. Commissioner, who was an old
acguaintance, \evenne]eas he told the
sguad men biiefly that his companion,
a young European, had been separated
from him. Before anything else, Malone
insisted on an Immediate seau‘h Some-
thing in the authoritative ring of his
voice got him his wav.

With powerful pocket-torches, they
examined each prone figure on the
ground. But in all that array of

sorawled weounded and dead they ‘could
find no trace of Jim Moberly.

Capture-—and Pursuit.

TRANGE to say, it was ihe very'
fury of Malone’s fighting, in his
attempt to reach Jim, that had
driven: the latier into even greater

diffienlties than be was already faci

In the back-surging of the crush Jim’s
supporters had been carried away from
him, with the vesult that, for a few
moments, Jim had been left standing
alone. The Four Lakes men eame back
again, but those few seconds had been

1 fatal to Moberly, and had given sufficient

time for the Black Valley men to isolate
him.

Jim found limself iz a civcle that grew
denser each instanf, and then, while he
drove into them with a wild tmv, somie-
thing descended on the back of his head.
For a si gix‘ moment he rocked on his
heels.: held upright by the pressure on
all sides of him. Then his knees gave,
and he slid to the ground, and. before the
Four Lakes men «jould reach him, the
voung luropean had been passed almm‘
between the legs of the Black Valley men
until  he was received by those on the
outskirts.

(Another instalment of this fuscinaf-
ing story will appear wnext  week.
Bon't nepleet to have your copy ready
orderedd)
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W ‘hom Miss Hil

vead Captain Farnham's
so 1 simply sent a telegram-to Whitehall
to make suro-if it was the same one in

telegram away
i him from Plymouth, when he Tands

name in the list, | was jxm‘ in timé to catch her as ghe
: ‘1ppe to the floor in a jaml
But as Eleanor opened her eyes and
vd is interested. - We | saw that the “apparifion ' was very real
at once, and | she smiled fremuloutly, and a flood of

s came, which swept away all

“ Yes I may have a day, to Exeter. 1 think it would:be a and unhappiness @{ the past
slight su 0 ilyard by then,’ d idea if you drove 1n in the car and months.
,mdﬁd Blake, with a smile. “Buf dor‘i brought him out.’ It was a very happy dinner thai even-
82 a‘m hmrr to her vet.” ing, and beforc Blake, Tinke and

“ufter
imdlh got bacl
late Innch, and

two o'clock swhen “they
to the inu. They had a
afterwards walked along

he had

Tan{ e\umxg bL\LOD b
Highmoor Grange in a po
secured in Abmoor.

C‘aptdm Farpham left for Abmooy that
night i{ had been drranged that all five
v.oull go up to London ihe following

L ;
e arrived at
rap which

He was

alke

{o B!‘azmd ¢ 1'<1g(‘ %\hvr Blfll\t, wanted | without Tinker, and, beyond saying that | day. And -as s as the mnece ¥
to have a tal On he hoped the lad would be along a little arrangenicuts coul@be made Eleanor
the way they stoppsd ai 1 -office, | later, gzave no explanation. - They had g to &het m:mied num
where Blake found a t iting. | just sat down to dinner when a commo-
_Tinker read it, and g tion in tlm main hall attracted their
“How did that occur to you, guv 1101‘”’ attention. - The next ins the door 86,
+ “Observation, my lad. 1 remembered | opened, and, Tinker appea followed ed that* u 11'>d
eading the utlrm‘ day that a number of | by a bronze ‘officer, who i slightly: | turped nm L(; bé moré Blake's case than
f)ﬂme were being invalided home from Hoauu Hilyard E(lleth\ ith »Lcmlul S hevs: =% 1,11

~\lesp(;t and’ P[ﬂeatmf I was sure I had | Then she

went deadly white

and Yvoune

o

J. a
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