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Y DEAR READERS,—Once
M again the circling months bring
us to that gladsome time of the
year when one expresses one’s
sense of cheeriness and good will and
feeling of *good-luck-to-everybody ” in
the words:
«“A HAPPY CHRISTMAS!”

Need I say that that is my wish to
you ?

No, I needn’t.

You—all of you—know that it is. My
wish this year is the wish of
last year; and, I hope, of

many more to come: “A IR

ITappy Christmas to all of e )

vou; a rollicking, joyous, Al 5o~
B

care-free time, with nothing
to mar its anticipation, to
dispel its glamour, or to leave
regrets.”

You have been expecting
great things of Christmas,
mayhap; let nothing upset
your expectations !

Family reunions, good
cheer, jollity, surreptitious
kissing under the mistletoe—
may you have them all, and
in abundance.

Talking of family reunions,
there is one I should like to
see—but I'm afraid it would
want a big place for the occa-
sion. I should like to see a
meeting of the great (and

66

ever-growing) family  of
UxtoN. Jack enthusiasts.
We are a family really,

bound together by one com-
mon bond—an appreciation
of Sexton Blake and Tinker,
and the love of a well-told
story. which these two names
imply.

What a gathering that
would be! Youngsters in
their teens, mothers, fathers,
girls, young men, the middle-
aged, and even age  itself.
Londoners, Provincials,
Colonials, dark-skinned re-
presentatives of our Empire’s
sutposts from India, Burma,
Ceylon. From the northern
solitudes of fthe .great Dominion, from
the spaces of the Australian south, from
the western confines of California, and
the eastern limits of Japan would they
come.

Rick and poor, young and old, they
all have a share in the grand tradition
of the Uxton JAck, and all that it stands
for—both for the Uxion Jack of
journalism and the Flag itself.

No, I don’t think we shall see such
a reunion, interesting as it would be.
must merely content myself with wishing
you the compliments of the season, and
with wishing I could infuse into these
Jines of cold print the sentiments I feel.

As you read this- Christmas Chat of
mine, with the peculiar Christmassy
atmosphere of good will all about, you

A Word in- S¢ason.

" Your Editor has a thing or two to say about Christmas, and
. other matters of equal interest.
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realise that the greetings that come so
spontaneously from your nearer friends
come as sincerely from me.

Some of my reader-friends, it occurs
to me, will not read these lines till
Christmas itself is a thing of the past.
My Colonial chums eannot get this copy
till 1924 has dawned. To them I extend
the same wish in retrospect, with the
added wish of a Happy and Prosperous
New Year.

But at the moment of writing, the
Old Year is not yet done with.

208
ONCE AGAIN!
Pere’s to my leaion
of reader-fricnds—
vounig and old, far

and near—the Age-
old wish—
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Waldo, as you see, is just scraping in
at the last minute, with, however, a
promise of a more regular appearance
later on. My chums who have seen
previous announcements connected with
the Wonder-Man will already know the
reason for his unavoidable absence—that
the writer of these fascinating yarns has
long been in America. On the strength
of the present story now before you I’
think we may safely say that he has
come back to his task of writing Waldo
refreshed and invigorated.

Incidentally, there are
more to come very soon, and
they will feature the Wonder-
Man in this new stunt of his
that he ‘introduces to the
startled guests of Cloome
Chase.

And now as regards the
Confederation. There has
been a regrettable gap . in
the sequence of these un-
paralleled yarns also.  The
reason has already been ex-
plained—the author has had
a long bout of very serious
illness.

Happily, he has pulled
through, and though not yet-
completely  recovered, ?ms
got to work again. The
result of his plucky.industry
W= it

THE RETURN OF
NMR. REECE.

The varn of this title will
appear in the first week in
January—starting the New

TEXXXL

Year well, as you . will
observe.

“You may wonder at the
title, remembering, as you

doubtless do, that Mr. Reece,
President of the Confedera-
tion, had the misfortune to
fall into a pool in which
larked an octopus.  As the.
watchers by the pool did not
see him come up again, after
waiting patiently for some
time, they assumed, naturally

XXX

YOI XX K ¢

enough, that the octopus had

Christmas-time, so far as an editor is
concerned, can well be a time of stock-
taking. 'The question arises: ‘“ How has
the UxioN Jack shaped during the past
twelve months?”’

Well, I don’t think we have much to
reproach ourselves with.

When one examines the files contain-
ing the issue for 1923 there is a goodly
show.

It is unnecessz¥s to name the “Old
Favourites 7 who have appeared for your
entertainment. All of those whese popu-
larity have been established have made
their bow regularly before you, with the
exception of two. X A

One of these is Waldo the Wonder-
Man, and the oiher Mr. Reece, of the
Criminals’ Confederation,

bhad his dinner for that day.
Iow, then, can Mr. Reece return? ;
Well, it isn’t exactly—that 1s, it
couldn’t possibly—er, rather, it might be
 that, after all— Well, what T mean is
that if he did, and could not have done,
he may not have been able
1 think I am getting a little mixed.
Anyway, the author tells the story better
than I do. I think I had better leave it
te him, and suggest that you buy the
“17. J.” on the first week m January
and see -just how the thing works out.
Better order it in advance, perhaps. Tt
“appears to me that there will be a bit of
a yush. /
To go back to our stock-taking.
Yhere are two other things besides the
high standard of the stories that have

(Continued on page 25.)



N

FrRe

UNION JACK 28 3

T YSEXTON BLAKE’'S OWMN _PAPER?” .

EN
_-

-,

I
U,
NS

ST
L
o

-

,
X
X

e

G
O
NS
SOX

Sy

3
4-\~

R
2 TN
LN
v%'_\

o

-
-
!

=

A story of WALDO the Wonder-Man,
SEXTON BLAKE, and TINKER.
Seasonable in its appeal; delightful
in treatment ; and fascinating as the
varns of Waldo ever were. This re-
appearance of such an old favourite is
going to have a big share in giving
you A HAPPY CHRISTMAS

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Legend of Clooms Chase.

ZUR-R-R-R-RP !

The locked wheels of Sexton Blake's famous racing-
car, the Grey Panther, skidded dangerously on the
frozen, ice-coated road. Tinker, clutching at his seaf,
thought for a moment that he and his master were about
to plunge headlong into the ditch which ran alongside
the narrow country lane.

But Sexton Blake, who was at the wheel, kept control
of the car, and managed to bring it to a standstill with
the front wheels only ‘a foot away from. the still form
which was stretched across the roadway.

“A near thing, Tinker!” said Sexton Blake curtly.

“ Rather too near for iy liking. A Christmas reveller,
no. doubt.” ;

1n a moment Blake was out of the driving-seat, gazing down upon that
motionless form, now clearly visible in the reflected glare from the power-
ful head-lamps. Tinker joined the famous detective, and understood.

“Great Scott, guv'nor, I didn’t know anything about it!” he exclaimed.
I wonidered why on earth you pulled up so sharply. A farm labourer,
by the look of him. He ought to be locked up for this!”

Indeed, but for Sexton Blake's swiftness of action, the man would have
beenn run over, for he was lying in the centre of the lane, and there
was absolutely no chance of swerving past him, as the fairway was
narrow. One glimpse of the sprawling form had been enough for Blake.

The great criminologist dropped on one knee and raised the roughly-
dressed man’s head. One sniff was enough to convince him that the man
had not been drinking. His face was deathly pale, and the fact that he
was not excessively cold proved that unconsciousness had come only a few
minutes earlier.

He was a man of about foriy; a typical countryman. And although
his heart was beating regularly, there was no doubt in Blake’s mind that
the man had received a violent shock.

“What is it, guv'nor—a fit?”" asked Tinker curiously.

T hardly think so,” replied Sexton Blake. “Don’t stand there, young
‘un! Get down on your knees and help me to support the poor fellow.
That's the way! Now we'll soon put some life into him.”

Sexton Blake produced his brandy-flask and forced some of the raw
spirit between the man’s tightly-clenched teeth. Only after three turther
applications was there any sign of a change. A slight colour crept into
the countryman’s cheeks, and he gave a long, quivering sigh.

, Tinker, that I am puzzled,” said Blake. “Judging by
vsique, he is a particularly befty fellow, with a constitution
: hat could have caused him o collapse like this? He is not
{ in.any way, and - "
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“He's o'pemng his eyes, sir,”
Finker softly.

The man stared up into Sexton Blake's
face, bewildered, dazed, and with an ex-
pression of unnamed horror. For a few

. mom he remained inert. Then with
‘*m‘tunﬂr cucrgy he struggled up.

“The ghost 1 he exclaimed, his voice

e and i,o' vor-stricken. “ Did ye see

or 7 ’Luc Flaming Specire o

I sced 'un over yonder! Don't

“im come nigh-

"Cnm;, come!” said Blake sharply.
“There 1s neothing to be afraid of, my
friend. There’s no ghost here. You're
quite safe.”

The man shuddered,
eyes with his hands.
“Pon’t let 'im get at me
Le pleaded feebly. “The ghost come
vight up, it did! Come an’ toucbed me.

I don’t remember no
a-feared, master — I'm

put in

and covered his

again,

Blake and Tinker gave one another a
ce. 'The man was trembling like a
', and the herror in his voice was very
. 'Finker, glancing over his shoulder,
gave an involuntary shiver,

re was m»mxul;, something very
and my @J,nous aboui‘ thls dark,
ry lane,
wourntully through the trees, and the
¢ was erisp and cold with acute frost.
lay on the ground, but only in
hes, for two days earlier there had
cen a vapid thaw.

- “ Blessea #f hes not 'giving me the

The Flauung Spectre of Cloome?
A Sexton Blake inguiringly..
presinio you are referring to the famous
family ghost of floomc Chase?”

“That be it, siv!” said the country-
man, “’Twas 0111y yesterday T laughed
st the %Wp down in the Rosal Oak.
¢ Ghosts ¥’ says I “There am’t such
gs as ghosts!” T says. But this very
ning P've seed it, sir! Seed it wi’ my
own eyes!” | Y

“ And what was this ghost like ?

Blake eventy.

“He looked like a—like a feller out o
one o them plays, sir,” replied the
co 'm,ryman, who was now showing more
“A gret figure, dressed in a
d of cloak. Aw ihelc was blue flames
hn king all vound ’im, sir—shootin’ out

m his body and his arms and legs! T
s"Of him as clear as I see you, master—

“y

s b

7 asked

;m that amf no lie !”
}"\ae tly,”” said Sexton Blake soot
m; ly. But it won’t do you any good to

Lie here. Which way were you going 7’

“T be on mv way to the Chase, sir,”
lied the ma “T works for his lord-
hip, and I 10\,1&01]0(1 I might be wanted
n account o’ the big party.”

“Splendid I  said Blake. “We're
'hound !'m' C,Ico*nc Chase, too, so you can
have A sup of somethmn hot in
front of a. warm fire, and you’ll be your-
self in no time.”

The man was elogquent in his thanks,
and after he had been ass Isto\l into the
car his recovery progressed even more
vapidly than before. But both Blake and
Tinker \\C‘ puzeled. It seemed strange
that such a huge, muscular man should
eoliabse so utterly.

“Well, this is something unc\podcd
commented Tinker. “I didn't know we
were going to have a ghost chucked in,
‘guv’nor. If things get a bit dull at the
hous -party we can go ghost hunting as a
Perhaps Cloome Chase will
provide some excitement, after all.”

To tell the iruth, Tinker had been
vather depressed at the idea of spending
Christmas as a gpest of Lord Cloome.
There had - been many other more
alluring invitations extended to Blake

SiTels

A dlight wind moaned|

., How, guv'nor ! muttered Tuﬂmr ;

and Tinker. But dhe detective had
chosen Cloome. Chase because he had a
high personal regard for the somewhat
pathetic figure of the old peer.

Blake had known Lord Cloome for
several  years—had been on intimate
terms with him before the shadow of
poverty had bowed his shoulders and
lined his fine, kindly face. And somehow
Blake had found it impossible to refuse
Lord Cloome’s pressing invitation.

There was something really touching
about this Christmas party—although
Blake was not supposed to know this.
But he had every reason to believe that
this house-party was to be the last social
event at the Chase with Lord Cloome
himself as the host. :

Taxation, depreciating value of farm
property, and. many other kindred
causes, had left the Cloome estates in a
rondmon which was very near to bank-
ruptey. For tho past few years Lord
Cloome had str uggled on, getting more
deeply involved in debt and dJﬁeuhy
with every month that passed.

Blake knew for a fact that the house-
hold staff had been reduced until it was

now a mere skeleton of its former
glaudcux'. Over half the Chase was
closed, and only one or two faithful

1ommcm were kept on,

His lordship bad never told Blake i in so
many words, but during one or’ two
recent chats at the club he had hinted
that there was one solution only to his
financial problems. Cloome Chase had
to be sold. And Sexton Blake could well
imagine why Lord Cloome was now grey
and bowed and pr matuw?y old.

For this historic mansion was one of
the oldest in the country, dating back to
the Middle -Ages. The Cloomes of
Cloome Chase had lived there century
after contury, through periods of
prosperity and through periods  of
poverty. Somechow or other, they always
managed to hang on—they had always
weathered every storm.

But now, at last, the famous o}d Chase
was apparently destined to go into other
hands.  Either that, or decay would
soon wreak its dreadful work. = Unless
money—miuch money—was soon forth-
coming, the fine old mansion would
moulder into ruin. Already the north
wing was uninhabitable.

By selling at once-fo a rich man, how-
ever, the (ha\o could be saved. The
work of restoration would begin as soon

as the, transfer was completed. So Lord
Cloome would have one consolation, at
least.

And_ the proud spivit of the Cloomr\s
burned still in the peverty-stricken peer’s
brea On the very eve of the sale he
planned a house-party—a party which
would keep np the famous traditions of

the House of Cloome! At Christmas-
time, without a single break for cen-
turies, there had bheen a rollicking,

merry party at the Chase. ~And this
vear should prove no exception, even if
it was to be the last!

Sexton Blake and Tinker feared that
the spirit of tragedy would hover over
the Yuletide gathering ; but there was no
getting oub of the engagement. If ounly
for the sake of Lord Cloome they had to
go. And now, within a day of Christ-
mas Eve, they were almost at the end of
their journey.

Cloome Chase had been in sight,
indeed, when the still figure of the
countryman, stretched aeross the road,
had caused Blake to apply his hrakes so
abruptly,

They soon arrvived ab the gatos of the
drive, and Blake steered the powerful car
up the sadiy-neglected avenue of beech-

trees. Even in the darkness of the
winter evening the signs of decay and
neglect were painfully apparent.

By the time the car pulled up at the
foot of the great stone steps the pas-
senger had recovered so effectively that
he clumped to the ground, muttered a
hasty, ‘“Thank ye, master,” and, with a
touch of his cap, he was gone, bound
for the servants’ quaxter*.

A groom was waiting in readiness to
take charge of the car—a man, fortun-
ately, who was accustomed to automo-
bile And Sexton Blake and Tinker
entered the wide doorway, and found
themselves within the great lounge-hall
of the Chase.

They were pleasantly surprised.

\lthough there was no electric light
installed, the hall was brilliant with in-
numerable candles, and the flickering
blaze of a huge log-fire cast a warm,
cheery glow over the scene. The deep-
mullioned windows, and the oak-panelled
walls, the stately fumltmc. massive and |
age-old, the holly and other decorations
—all this made up a -picture which
caused a thrill of pleasure to pulse
through the newcomers. It was to be
really an old-fashioned Christmas!

Lord Cloome was there himself, chat-
ting brightly with one of his guests. A
fine figure of a man, but with bowed
shonlders, and a strong face which was
decply lined. He wrung Blake’s hand
with very real warmth.

“Welcome to Cloome Chase, Mr.
Blake !” he said, in his bluff, hearty way.
“And Tinker, too! Splendid! The

compliments of the season to you both,
gentlemen. We are here to be merry,
and merry we'll be, by George!”

Somechow, Tinker seemed to he
carried back hundreds of years. © He
could imagine a host of another century
welcoming his guests in this hearty way,
and in the same oak-panelled hall.  And
then, with a start, Tinker came to him-
self, deeply moved by Lord Cloome’s
brave show of jollity.

“You couldn’t have arrived at a
botter time, Mr. Blake,” went on his
lordship cheerfully. “You’ll just have
time to dress for dinner. Powell, escort
these gentlemen upstairs.”

“Yes, my lord,” said a footman, step-
ping forward.

Outwardly there was every appearance
of wealth and magnificence, but ¢ thcm
Blake knew well enough that ih's was
only assumed for the occasion. ' In a way
of speaking, Lord Cloorae regarded this
house-party as his last fling.

Blake glanced at Powell, the footman,
and then gave the man a second loek.
It was a swift, comprehensive look.
Powell was a tall, well-built man,
obviously a well-trained footman.

As Sexton Blake turned aside there was
the faintest shadow of a smile on his
face, but it was gone in a flash.

“I suppose you didn’t happen to see
the famous Flaming Spectre ?” langhed
his lordship, as the new arriv als tn‘ved
fo "o 1IDbtal)‘S

Well, no,” said Blake. “But it a
seems ﬂ)af the ghostly gonfleman has
boon prowling abread this everning.’

“Good gracious me!” said © Lord
Cloome, becoming serious. “You don’t
mean that, do you, Mr, Blake ?”

Sexton Blake related what
occurred on the road.

“Extraordinary I declared the peer.
“Upon my soul! T'd heard one or twa
rumours that our traditional phantom
was getting active this Christmas, but L
scarcely gave any credence to the Stories.
It’s beyond my under stanrhmz, s
Blake. No doubt the man frightened

had
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~ “What is this remarkable Flaming
Spectre 77 asked Sexton Blake.

“Oh, the legend is ages old!” declared
Lord Cloome. - “In fact,” one of our
precious family possessions. This ghost
has been seen, according to local gossip,
at various times during the past four

adred years. Personally, I've al\xa\x
eg a‘corl ‘the thing as a mere old wives'
tale, and nothing more. But the Cloomes
love to think of their family ghost as
»*m\omm«r substantial.”

A(kmdmg to the man on the road,
was very substantial indeed.”

“The legend is que a simple tale,”
said his Iozd:hlp “Hundreds of years
ago a Crusader visited -the Chase, but
5 by no means welcomed by his host.
This Crusader was a pretty villainous
type of man, in spite of his cloak. And
in the dead of night he was murdered in
the old keep. And as he died, so the
story goes, he made some violent remarks
to the effect that he was on his way into
tho bottomless plf

“He evidently k

cnew his record.” smiled

‘Hkél

“Obviously,” replied Lord Cloome.

/ with - his dying = breath this
declared that after reaching

Hades he would return to Cloome Chase
to haunt it for evermore. And he fur-
her declared that he would appear as a
wre clothed in the fire of the Pit itself.
Well, you know  what these simple
country people are, they see things that
don’t exist. I\/Ia,ny of our records tell of
the Flaming Spectre having been seen.
And the rumours this Christinas are as
prevalent as ever, and possibly just about
as authentic.”

Biake and Tinker parted from their
host, and went upstairs, escorted by the
footman. And the famous detective was
looking very thoughtful.  Within him,
too, there was a sense of admiration for
this fine old host. Outwardly,
Cloome was the very embodiment of
cheeriness and bluff good-nature.

But behind that cloak lay the shadow
of tragedy. For in the New Year Lord
Cloome would take his departure from
‘ru Lha‘-‘.e And, in spite of his brave
there was something pathetic

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
1 The House of Secret Sorrow.

¢ q 3
(¢ ‘l!!r, i

cold, and crisp.
Sexton Blake and Tinker were
among the first out. They went
for a lovg walk through the grounds of
Chase, and returned For break-
1 robust, healthy appetites.

CHRISTMAS EVE dawned bright.‘

 fellow gu whom, through
¢ the previous evening, they had
and studied. And this morning

ralle, too, had revealed to them with
stent force the neglect and decay
which the Cloome estates had
allen, On every hand there was the
mark of poverty.

But Lord Cloome was carrying: ouf
his great wish—that the last Christmas
¢ the old roof should be worthy of
1 centuries of tradition of which
Cloome Chase was the visible symbol.

R e ‘UNiON JACK
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i 'The ghost ! ”’ exclaimed the countryman, in a terror-stricken voice.
ye see it, master ? ‘The Flaming Spectre of Cloome !

again, sir ! "’

¢ Did
Don't 121 *im get at me
(Chupter 1.) 2

The house party itself was a distin-
guished one. There were many titled
people among the guests—rich, influen-
tia! people. County families—represen-
tative of famous old English houses—
were included in the list.

And the scene in the great drawing-
room, after dinner, had greatly impressed
Sexton Blake and Tinker. The evidence
of wealth-—tha ladies, wearing jewels of
fabulous worth, and attired in gowns of
exquisite quality. Riches in the midst
of poverty!

“They don't seem to be a bad crowd,
on the whole, sir,” remarked Tinker, as
they walked back up the drive. 1
rather like young Lord Hammerton. 1
had a few words with lum last night,
and he seems a decent sort.’

“Somewhat light headed, perhaps, buf
sound enough in the main,” agreed Sex-
ton Blake, “TIt is qu1te easy to see,
Tinker, ﬂmt our friend, Lord Reggle ?)

greatly interested in the Hon. Diana.’

rJ_ml\u s eyes sparkled. :
“By jove, guv'nor, s.ho's a ripping
girl!” he said enthusiastically. *‘I don’t

plOf(—‘\\ to be much of a judge of girls,
but Lord Cloome’s daughter is ccrramiv
the pick of the bunch ! She’s a bit
partial to Reggie herself, T believe.”

“My dear boy, those ‘two are deeply
in love with one another,” declared Sex-
ton Blake. ‘Anybody with half an eve
can see that. And it is rather sad for
the girl's father, too.”

“Sad,; guv'nor?”
“By what I can understand, Tord
Reginald Hammerton is not blessed with
a great supply of this world's goods,”
said Sexton Blake. “He has enough for
his own needs, -and could provide the
Hon. Diana with a sumptuous home.”

“Well, what more does Lord Cloome
want 7"

“ Mach more—a great deal more,” re-
plied Sexton Blake. Don't you undex

stand, Tinker, that our host loves
Cloome Chase almost as mauch as he
loves his own flesh and blood? Tor

years he has dreamed of matching his
d‘mgh’cm with a rich man—a man who

could restore the Chase to its former
glories.© And Diana’s love for young

Hammerton is one of e m(“udét\z' biows
Cloome has ever
Tinker looked +h.
‘1 suppos
plans in mind?
¢ Fixactly—Col.
said the douomse
colonel ? H
‘axt night in the 10
“Remember him!”
“Why, Col. Marchmony
man in the world I’
band for that sweet
ning him down
stick, 1 believe, Bu
to imagine him as Di

> old c‘uap had other
he asked.
\l.ll‘ui}luoh'

echoed inker.
xs about the last
ase as a hus-

Blake smiled at the note ¢
tion in Tinker’s voic
“&ou must realise, young "un,

man in Lord Cloome’s 1,0\1‘10*1 ook
things from a different mn o,” he
“Here is Col. Marchr
soldier with a fine, honot
record. And, what is raore
rich enough to please. any .poverty-
father. Tf Diana- would only
vy Col. Marchmont, Lord Cloome’
difficulties would vanish into thin ai
“Do you really k he wants. some-
thing like that,
“Undoubmdi\ Tinker,” 1
Blake. *“Our host has
2|de¢1 in me, but he
minded soul, and fregue
without ‘mowmw
aware that Colomel

a2 famous
u!ﬁ military
o the point,

=
Sexton

iy con-
an . innocent-
v drops hints

T ama - well
Marchmont is the

ot
nce
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prospective purchaser of Cloome Chase.
Don’t you understand that if he
marrie% the Hon. Diana, the old man-

sion will still remain in the family 77

“Wheels within wheels!” remarked
Tinker solemly. ‘All the same, it's a
bit rotten for the Hon. Diana and Lord
Reggie. I'm fearfully sorry for Reggie.
He’s such a nice chap.”

They were drawing nearer the terracr’
and they observed two figures pacihg up
and down the frozen gravel, indulging
in an early morning ('lcralcttc They
were' Lord Cloome and Col. Rodney
Marchmont. The latter was very much
as Tinker had described him. A some-
what portly, - middle-aged soldier, who
had seen a great deal of service in
Ind His face was bronzed, his mous-
tache fierce, and his tou.per rather

peppory.
ke

“Quite a Christmas atmosphere, eh?”
exclaimed, in his bluff manmner, as
and Tinker apprqached “Eh,
Blake? Eh? Sky looks like snow,
Confounded stuff! Hope we'll

ko n

t 0 !
get through Christmas without any.”

“Well, as a matter of fact, T was just
inking that a fall of snow would be
somewhat seasonable,” smiled Sexton
Blake. “Not that our views will make
the slightest difference to the weather.
Man has his limitations.”

“Quite so,” said the colonel, ‘“quite
so! But this cold weather is infernally
sharp on a man’s rheumatism! Ha!
What have we here? Behold, a wonder-
ful vision of youth and beauty!”

The colonel howed low as the Hon.
Biana Pennant paused in front of the
group, accompanied by two other young
ladies of the party—with Lord Reggile
Hammerton hovering in the background.

The Hon. Diana was an exquisite pic-
ture of English girlhood--with dark,
curly hair, softly rounded cheeks, and
sparkling dark eyes that had already
reduced Lord Reggie into. a state of
-lelirious happiness,” which was tempered
by a most persistent doubt.

Lord Reggie himself was, a somewhat

member of the aristocracy—a
loose-jointed young individual with
1 perpetual expression of cheerfulness on
his fresh,” open face.. At the present
moment he was attived in a wonderful
golfing suit and a huge ecan,
“What-io!” he remarked, from the
rear—and  addressing cvelybody in
general. “Here we are, you know!

langwid
taUA

Cheerio to everybody! Merry (hrxmuas
and all that! How goes it, T: R
he added, catching Tinker’s eye.

“TFine, thanks,” said 'Imkez'
been getting an appetite.”

“Oh, rather !” said Lord Reggie. " Of
course, I don’t really need to get mine.
I mean, I’ve got one already—somewhat
robust, too, by gad! It's an absolute
fact that the odour of frying bacon at
this moment would turn me dizzy!”

Lord Reggie was soon able to satisfy
his hunger, for the deep-toned breakfast
gong sounded almost at once. And
during the course of the meal, and then
throughont the morning, Sexton Blake
and Tinker were enabled to take further
stock of their fellow guests.

There was no question that Colonel
Marchmont was Lord Cloome’s favour-
ite. And this could be readily under-
stood when his hopes were considered.
Reggie consistently sought the society
of the Hon. Diana—but, throngh, the
machinations of various old‘er'iy ladies,
he was thwarted time after time. Tinker
suspected that there was some machinery
at ‘work here.

And Dboth Blake and Tinker
struck by the deep undercurrent.

On the surface, this party was cheer-
ful, merry and gay. It was just a light-
hearted Christmas house-party. But be-
neath the surface there were many

“ Just

were

tlLlI)P‘s to be seen—for those \\ho could

‘h

see, Cloome Chase was a house of sorrow.

Lord Cloome himself was a sad figure
enough—trying to bear up under the
strain, and finding it hard. 'The Hon.
])1ana——younff, sweet and full of the .0
of life.  Even she was pathetic, for she
knew that her friendship for Lord
Reggie Hammerton was othO\H‘ o her
father’s wishes.

As for Reggie, he was quno y
mournful—he made no attempt to dis-
guise his sorrow. Tinker came across
him, shoxtly before luncheon, fucked
away in a corner of the big lounge hall.

And Lord Reggie was staring straight
before him in a gloomy, pathetic way.
He looked up listlessly as Tinker sat
down beside him,

“Fed?” asked Reggie, sadly.

“Pretty well,” said Tinker.
how, there’s a feeling of gloom about
the p]ace. Haven’t you notm,od At

“What? Noticed it!” groaned Reg-
gie. ‘“My dear old soul, Cloome is fuh
of gloom. By gad! Did yonr hear that?

openl

“Some-
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Cloome—gloom, what? If I wasn’t feels
ing so dashed foul, I’d jot that down !’
“ What's the trouble 27 asked Tinker,

wlth a smile. -
‘Well, look here, you secem to be a
decent sort of a chappie,” said Lord

Reggie. ‘“Suppose we get together for
a bit? You know what I mean—hob-
nob, and all that sort of thing. Ex-

change sorrows, what?”’

“I don’t mind,” said Tinker.

“Well, of course, you know how it
stands between the Hon. Di and me—

ch?’ asked Reggie, with a touch cf
embarrassment. ‘It isn’t usual for a

chap to spout his finer feelings to a
comparative stranger, but there com
a bursting point, you know. I
very well start mouthing to the tmn
air, can 1?7 So I'll ]u?i reel forth the
old story into your ear.

“Just as you like,” smiled Tinker.

“Well, the fact is I'm pretty well
gone on Diana—up to the bally ears, in
fact,” observed Lord Reggie, with a
touch of eagerness at Tinker’s ready
attention. “ Between vou and me, old
companion. I'm most frightfully in love.
It’s a dashed Queer thing to tell you,
but there it is.”

‘“What about the Hon. Diana?” asked
Tinker cautiously. “ Does she—er—
mean, how does she feel towar

“Oh, absolutely I’ said Reggie. 1e's
the most amazing girl a chappie could
cver meet. I mean to say, can you
really imagine such a pncek*ss Young
thing caring a jot about a silly ass hke

053
“Well, it’s
mitted Tinker.

“Surprising I’ echoed Lord Reggie.
“It’s a dashed miracle! But these
things happen, you know, and we can’t
do anything. Just puppnts as it were
in the hands of that young blighter,
Cupid! I mean—what? Queer how that
voungster dashes about on his job!
Well, there it is—it’s all fixed between
Diana and me. But that’s not good
enough. Lord Cloome hovers in the
offing as a kind of snag. A decent old
sort, but he’s her pater, and he's got
the idea that I haven’t much money.”

“1 suppose Lord Cloome is thinking
dbonn his liabilities,” said Tinker gently.:

“1 supposs we oughtnt to talk abowt,
these things 2

‘“Oh, come!
—what?”’

o

rather swrprising,” ad-

elves

SOE
real

Just between our
interrupted Reggie.
course, to be absolutely frank, the re
snake in the grass is Colone!l Marchmont.
Not that I’m at enmity with the old
dear. As a matter of fact, he’s one of
the most decent old birds I've met in a
decade, so to speak. A priceless chappie
for the chair at a company meeting,
but hardly my ideal as a husband for
Diana. But just because he’s got the
doubloons he’s first bally favous
About three to one on, you know! And
I'm included in the odds at about two
hundred to:one against. I mean a cove
car ¢ absolutely ieel gay, can he?”
“Well, hardly,” admitted Tinker.

“QOf course, the old boy’s motive is a
QOOd one—no doubt cbout that,” said
Lozd Reggie. ‘“His ancestors and his
forefathers and all those johnnies have
kept the Chase in their clutches for
centuries. He doesn’t want this old
pile to pass into alien hands—if you
know what I mean Colonel Marchmont
is the blighter who's going to_buy the
place. And if he marries Diana, ,ﬂl
serene! Still in the old family
As far as I can see, the “hole positmn
is slightly worse than poisonous

And Lord Reggie lay back, ht a cigars

| ette, and proceeded to descend into &

fit of de«pondencv from which Tinker
failed to arouse him.

i
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
“T'he Spectre of Fire.

\ENING found the house-party

E livening up considerabiy.

It was now Christmas Eve in
actual fact, and during dinner
the wine flowed fleoly Even Lord
Reggie was a changed being—not be-
cause of the wine, but because he had
enjoyed the Hon. Diana’s company for
two solid hours that afternoon. With
rave cunning, he had carried her off
immediately after lunch, before anybady
else could get near her. And the pair
had been for a long ramble over the
frozen country roads.

The restrained feeling which is ge
allv apparent in hO‘li»‘*p rties during
the first day was now working off. The
guests were beginning fo thaw, and
friendships were quickly made.

Sexton Blake found that theve were
many people whom he could mix with
very pleasantly.

The famous deteciive had frankly
come to Cloome Chase for several day
holiday, leaving all ~thoughts of work
behind in Baker Street. And if any of
the guests happened to bring up the|
subject of criminology he tactfully
veered the conversation round to other
subjects. Sexton Blake was no de
tive now—just a guest at Cloome Ch
enjoying a Christmas holiday.

Things improved astonishingly after
dinner; for most of the young people
retired’ to the ball-room, “and dancing
was soon in full swing. Tinker w

quite delighted, and’ was beginn
feel that Christmas would be all
after all.

During a Tinker

sab
watching, Lord Reggle came up to him,

waltz, which
looking dejected. - He sat down and
gazed across the floor at the Hon.
Diana. Reggie’s eyes lighted up. Then
he glanced at Diana’s pariner, and
scowled.

“The old boy can’t dance for nuts!”
he observed sourly. “1  mean, - it’s
nothing more nor less than a waddle!
Amazing to me how some of Hlf‘b(‘ md

bounders have the nerve to take the
~ floor at all!”

It was hardly surprising that Lord
Reggie scowled at Diana’s partner, for
he was Colonel Marchmont, who ap-
peared to be enjoying himself.

However, Reggie’s gloom anished

soon afterwards, for he claimed the next
dance with the girl of his heart. Sexton
Blake had come in, and was standing
with Lord Cloome.

“Do you dance, Mr. Blake?” asked
his lordship.
. “Well, I must con that these new-

fangled steps

Blake paused abruptly; for ouiside, in
the great hall, a most unusual commo-
tion had broken out. All eyes turned
towards the great curtained doorway,

and Colonel Marchmont appeared, red,
e*cmred and breathless
The ghost 1 he shouted. “The
Flaming Spectre!”
“Good gad!” said Tord Reggie
blankly.
¢ Where? Which = ay?’  yelled

Tinker, hurrying up.
“I sas taking a breath on the ter-

race,”’ gaqped the colonel, mopping his |
brow, “and T saw it; b;," ! A

qu

CSEXTON BLAKE'S OWMN PAPER? .

sader, dressed in coat-of-mail, with
funemqh blue fire surrounding him!
Mo‘%t e »h‘aordmary thing I ever set

wad Rogmo, who had been dancing
with Diana, looked at her and nodded.
i #hought the old boy attacked the
port rather lavishly,” he remarked.
“This is what comes of locking at the
w ~n9 while it’s red!”

“Oh, . Reggie!” said the girl
reprovingly. E
“Of course, T me i§——""
Reggie pauied “Hallo, hallo! The
populace appears to be duftmg Shall

we toddle out and look at this Crusader
_Johmne? Of course, he’s not veally
there——
They hastened ont, following a great
many other guests. W raps were ha<mv
found, and soon the terrace was fille
,vxtn excited people. Sexton Blake and
iker, with Lord Cloome, were among
first out.
The night was black, but not abso-
lutely inky. The clouded sky concealed
a half-moon, which, accmc’hng to Lord-
Reggie, was somewhere in the ofﬁng
And it was just possible to see ac
the neglected lawns and flower gardens,
now hard in the grip of King Urost.

L

the

But there was not a sign of any
ghostly apparition. The grounds ap-
peared to be utterly deserted. The
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picturesque roof of the deserted north

wing stood out in sharp outline against
the gloomy sky.
¢ Nothing much to ses here,” re-

marked Tinker gruffly.

“Perhaps the colonel was mistaken,”
said Sexton Blake. “By the way,
Tinker, did you happen to see Powell
in the hall?

Tinker. stared.

“Powell?’ he repeated.

“The footman.”

“No, T didn’t see him.”
“But what on earth =

““Nothing, young 'un; I only wanted
to' know,” mteuuptcd Blal\e, his voice
rather grim.

Tinker was frankly puzzled. He
xouldnt understand \\hv Blake should
be interested in the movements of a
footman. But Tinker was not allowed
to ponder over the matter, for a great
shout went up, accompanied by several
feminine screams.

said Tinker.

“Good heavens!” muttered TLord
Cloome, aghast, clutching at Blake’s
sleeve.

Tinker, standing there, felt that he was
rooted to the spot. He was by no means
superstitious—on the contrary, he always
professed to be utterly contemptuous of
ghosts and all such manifestations.

But the apparition which had suddenly .
Jppemod caused a cuuous, prickly sensa-
tion to attack Tinker’s scalp. And even

xton Blake was unusually noxd as he
d there, watching.

As though from nowham at all, the
Flaming  Spectre of Cloome  had
materialised in the very centre of the big

lawn. At first there was just a faint,
blurry outline. It increased until the
figure of a Crusader appeared—and it was
indeed clothed in fire. |

Vivid sparks and flames seemed to
shoot out from every side of the figure.
And yet, at the same time, there was
nothing solid in the appearance of the
thing. 1t was ghastly—unreal—in that
cloak of five.

The first thought that entered Blake's
head was—luminous paint. But he knew
that this could not be. These sparks +
shooting out in a dazzling myriad spt
and they were well over six inches m
length. It reminded him somewhat cf
the Aurora Borealis,

“If this is trickery,” murmured Blake,
it is the most remarkable piece of work
I have ever seen!”

So far as he could make out, there was
absolutely no solidity in the ghost. Awnd
the ﬂame~ or sparks, were so real that
it seemed uhelly out of the question to
assume that a living man could be in the
midst of them.

The thing was horrifying..

For the Crusader was not good to look
upon. The face could be seen, set in a
fiendish, deathlike grin. And Blake was
just bemnnmg to assume that the whols
apparition was a kind of seét piece—a
mechanical contrivance, worked by some
electrical means.

But again he was wrong.

For the Spectre slowly moved, valking
across the lawn with deliberate, stately
footsteps. Then he came to a halt, and
pointed an accusing finger at the startled
crowd of guests on the terrace.

“This—this is absolutely uncanny!"
muttered LOld Cloome, his _Voice husky
and strained. ‘‘Blake, I

He paused, for Sexton Blake
moving away even ab that mom
Cautiously the detective edged toward:
the lawn, and Tinker saw exactly what
his master was doing. He followed.

And then, with one accord, the pait
raced at full-speed towards the Spectre.
Blake was determined, if possible, to lay
this ghost at once. In spite of the
apparent impossibility of the thing, Blake
was still convinced that t!‘lCl(@]‘ was at
the root of the whole affair.

The Spectre started back, and the tenss
sitence was broken by a curious, unveal
laugh. Tt sounded hollow and ghastly.
Tywo of the ladies fainted on the spot.
And the Spectre fled across the lawn,
turning back at intervals, beckoning in
a mocking gesture for Blake and Tinker
to follow.

Sexton Blake was a fleet runner. in-
deed, there were feww men who could hope
to outdistance him. He soon left Tinker
behind; but, although his speed was
great, the apparition kept in fromnt of
him with apparent ease—silent, unreal,
intangible. Blake felt himself helples

The Spectre seemed to glide down a
pathway of the rose-gavden. At the end
there was a high wall—a brick barrier,
which rose sheer for ten or twelve feet.
And the ghost was racing straight for it.

“Now,” muttered Blake, ‘“if this thing
is human, I've got him!”

The next moment Blake paused in his
tracks, dumbfounded. i

¥or the Thing, rising in-one soaring
leap, reached the top of the wall in &
gliding kind of motion. The next second
the Flaming Spectre was running along
the top of the wall as fast as a hare.

From the terrace, the effect was stavt-
ling.

Sexton Blake stood back, staring, more
surprised than he was willing to adwait.
Aml during the next few moments he
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was, treated to an exhibition that fairly
took his breath away.

The ghost behaved in an extraordinary
way.

A flecing streak of light, but still
visible in hgme, it reached the end of
the wall, leapt clean to the roof of a low
annexe, and appeared to glide smoothly
up towards the apex.

From there it reached the roof of the
north  wing. Whirling round the
chimney- StﬂCl\q dancing madly on a mere
ridge with a he(\r dmp on (‘nhm side,
the ghost was like some prancing demon.
And then, finally, uttering a wild,
sobbing laugh, the Thing leapt sheer into

space, rising upwards swith the force of
its take-off.

And then abruptly—dramatically—in
mid-air it vanished.

In one second it was there, and in the
next it was gone! There was no trickery

or foolery about this—no dedging behind
convenient cover. The Spectre ahsolutely
dematerialised into nothingness in the
very midst of its unecarthly leap. In mid-
air it ceased to be.

“I—1 don’t like it !” muttered Tinker,
with a slight shiver.

He had raced up to Sexton Blake, and
now stood le him. And he found
that Blake was clutching his shoulder.

* Very singular—indeed, quite unique,’
said Blake quietly.

“You—you don’t think it was a man,
do you, sir 7" asked Tinker.. ‘It couldn’t
have been, guv'nor ! It's impossible !”

Sexton Blake took a long breath.

“Tinker, I am glad we came to Cloome
Chase,” he said, with a note of cuiet
relish in his voice. “We came for a
hoh(.dv, but we have found work ! There
is move in this than meets the eye.”

“RBut it couldn’t be alive, sir!” per-
sisted Tinker huskily. “There’s not. a
man living who could have done it——"

“ Fxcept one, young 'un—except one !”’
s:ud Blake d.unm]y

“One?” repeated Tinker, stavting..

Blake turned and strode back to the
terrace. And he found the guests in a
state of wild commction. Those ladies
who had not fainted at first were now
cither terror-stricken, or pale with

agitation. Some of the guests were talk-

ing about departing forthwith. And
Lord Cloome was at his wits’ end to
pacify cve;‘yhodv

“By gad, sir, the most extraordinary
1hmg I ever saw in my life!” declared
Colonel Marchmont later, in the library.
“T’ve witnessed some qh(‘("l’ things 1
India. T’'ve seen some things that no
human being could explain. But this is
more remarkable than anything else.
Staggering, in fact! Why, the fernal

ghost posmvd) made me shiver !

““What do you make of it, Mr, Blake ?”

asked the host.

“ At the present moment T have no ex-
planauon to offer, ”said Sexton Biaxe.
“I will agree that the manifestation was
very remarkable. And, with your per-

‘misssion, Lord C‘loome, I shall make a
fe\\' investigations.” Y
“By all means by all means!” said

his lordshin. “TIndeed, I shall be only
too glad. if you could "do something to
explain the mystery. But ghost huntmfr
is hardly in your line, Mr. Blake.”

Sexton Blake smiled.

“It is not my intention to go ghost-
hunting,” he replied quietly.

It was not unfil half an hour later that
Tinker had the opportunity ‘of speaking
privately with his master. Tinker had
been looking for Blake, and came upon
him on the terrace.

‘“Where have you heen, sir?” asked
Tinker. ;

“T fancied a little stroll,” said Sexton
Blake. ‘I have, in fact, been taking a

-nvfot‘-“

look at the spot where our friend, the
Spect]"e, took his leap into mid-
“Well, sir?” asked Tinker eagevly. - |
“I have come to the positive conclugion
that we are dealing with a human b
and not with an apparmou,”

Sexton Blake evenly. i
J inker, bat nevertheless a fa

"'Oh, but hang it all, sir, i
sible I protested Tinker. ¢
before, there’s no man living
do ‘such stunts—-""

e broke off abraptly, and
Blake with blank surprise
look in the detective’s eyes.

“You-—you dont mean Wa
he asked in a whisper.

“T mean Waldo !”

said Sexton Blake.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Moving Panel,

L\R}’R whistled.
"Ruput Waldo, the Wo
Man ! he said softly. ““ e « *Cval

do those things, I know—because
I've seen him w 011ing stunts liLe that
But why should Waldo be here
sir?  It's—it’s staggering! Wald
for something big; and there’s ;
big in this pla(’e.’

*Waldo also has a great love
spectacular,” said Sexton Blak
keen desire for display, infact,
weak epot in his armour. H
the cleverest criminal I ever fackle
cortainly the most remarkable.
often wondered when I sho
across him again, but I little tho
visit to Cloome Chase would le
a meeting.”

“But are you sure, SiTee

“T am only sure because \V.L lo i
one man I know who could take Lud*
desperate chanceb with
replied Blake. “There is just one ¢
in a hundred that I am wrong.

But,
knowing Waldo’s methods as I do, I
rather iancy my shot Is a true one.”

Blake refused to discuss the snbje 1y
further just then, but hurried indoors
to assist in the ca]mmg down of the
ladies. The influence of the lights, a&d
the warm, glowing fires, had due
And long “before the hour for reti
arrived the majority of the g:
fully recovered from the &nOPI..
Spectre had left a legacy of
fear behind him. Many memb
house-party would not sleep
that night.

Lord Cloome was intensely weo
he told the colonel.

“It’s the most unfortunate thing that
could have happened ! he declared. “1I
wanted this house-party to be a eon‘pmie
success. And now this confounded ghost
will probably scare some of my
away.”

Jolonel Marchmont laughed.
“ Stuft and nonsense, sir ! 1" he declared.
‘“ Personally, I'm pleaued 3

“ Pleased 7

“Pleased !”  repeated the onel
firmly. “Why, by gad, sir, it’s a distinet
advantage to have an old family ghest.
When I negotxated with you for the pur-
chase of this estate I had no idea that a
spectre was to be included. Upon my |
soul, you ought to increase the purchase |
price !

Lord Cloome was greatly relieved byl

i

the colonel’s attitude. For at first he

| had balf feared that the p1ocnochm puz-

chaser would have doubts about the

property. 2 ;
But thu colonel, to his lordship’s in-

| tense delight, looked upen the ghost as

an acqu isition,
“T am glad that we are alone for a few
s, colonel,” gaid Lord Cloome
a,wkward‘y “I was rather
ious to have a few words with you
”‘ﬂd],xg my daughter. We need not
the matter fully, for we already
understand one another. You will
realise the benefit to me if Diana can be
persuaded to favour your suit.”

The colonel locked grave.

‘“Confound it, Cloome, I don’t know
vhat to do!” ke growled. ‘“’Pon'my
ul, I don t know what to do. I like the
girl—she’s perfectly adorable. Quite
ming, wa fact. But—well, as far as

in

{ I can see, she’s head over heels in ]o\e

with that young Lord Hammerton.’

TLord Cloome frowned.

°”§m° I have seen the signs myself,”
he said, with a sigh. “I am not one of
those men who will sacrifice their own
child for the sake of money. I had only
hoped that we might be in time. If you
had come earlier, colonel 2 :

“Well, we'll see—we’ll see 1”? said the
soldier, ‘with a laugh. “TI understand
your point, Cloome—and appreciate it.
I want this old place. I fell in lo\e with
it the first time you brought me uo“ 1.
And ;f 3cu could keep it in the family,
rould be all the better—eh ? I}xacuy
cactly ! But when old fogeys like
011 gelvej malke plans the young people
don’t always fall in with them. Well,
well! We ean’t expect too much !

“I shall talk with Diana scuouah,
d the peer. “This is a matter that
Tects her almost as much as it affects
wmyself. I am veferring, now, to the
retention of Cloome Chase in the family.
d be an absoh&e tragedy if we
%,sr, the dear old place.”

He coughed, and hurried on. ;

“0f eo please don’t be offended
by my wo colonel,” he said. “I must
have money—that is imperative. And
since I have nothing else to sell but
Cloome Chase, there is no alternative,
And I would certainly rather sell Lho
estates {0 you ﬂxan to anybody else.’”
“Good!” said the colonel. “But this
atter of your daughter makes every-
g infernally awkward. Somechow,
go* a fwhng that 'm an utter cad

¥a

t@

even rlm k of marrying her. Man
ali ive, it’s ontrageous !
‘ Hush, Lolunel——‘
“QOutrageous !”  repeated  Colonel

Marchmont, thumping his chair. “ And
I vill tell you frankly, Cloome, that if
e girl is ma!}y in love with Hammer-
"7‘”: IC will forget the whole affair. Yon
snderstand ? I am thankful to say that
my hm has ’been honourable, and I won’t
mar it now by an act that can only he
described as dastardly.” ’ s

“Reaﬁy, colonel, you are distressing
muttered Lord Cloome.

“Tt was not my intention to do that,*
growled. the colonel. “I was under the
impression that your daughter was free
—that I had a clear field to woo her as
any other man Would But T find things
very different

“1 beg of you colonel, to calm your-
self 172 pge«ded the peer, “I, " too,
belioved that Diana was uttm]y un-
attached. . This love affair with young
Hammerton has taken me_completely by-
surprise. I had no knowledge of it. 1
will speak to Diana seriously, It was
only a week ago that I learned of her
affection for that young milksop! I
thonght she was more level-headed«-
more sensible

)
T
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The colonel laughed.

“Come—come! You're
he said. “By what I've seen of H
merton, he’s as level-head
fellows of his age. Somew
in his speech, pexhap bu
stigma. As T have already told you,
‘rho~o t\\o ale really fond 3

o
Xnd tho coloncl “xth am\tko
bustled out of the library :
tion having become dis
15 so happened that he passed
eggie and Diana a few minutes lat
and he paused to say a fev
words, and then hastened to mal
self scarce.

“Why, dash it, the old b
guite  decent!” said I—mggip
luck, Di, we may be ablé to
tllmg"~\\hat?”

“TI'm afraid of father,”
pressing Reggie’s hand.
don’t know how it will all !

Reggie bade her good-night
minutes later, feeling more bucked
Le could explain. If he had only |
able to overhear the conversati
d recently passed betwe
and Colonel Marchmont, he would have
been more reassured still.

By midnight the whole houseliold had
retired, and Cléome Chase was dark
utterly still, except for a few lights in &
upper windows. In one bed-room Se
Blake and Tinker . were
apparently having no incli
disrobe.

“But what could Waldo's shject
sir?” Tinker persisted. - “T'we aI\
looked upon him as a man who ,nmx»pc
for something big—something
bigger than most crooks. It isn't
Waldo to waste his time in a pov
stricken spot like Cloome Chase.*

“Waldo . is rvof interested in
Chase, Tinker,” sald Sexten
“You are apn'n'entlv overlooking - the |

ery important fact that a a great many
of our fellow- m\mfs are wearing jewels
of nrxceles: value.”

“Ry jingo, si
idea.” said Tinker. “Oulv ; -
ing I was trying to reckon up how much
money one of the ladies had in hair.
Why, now you come tc mention i, there
must be diamonds and rubies and pearls
here worth over a hundred thousand !”

“That is pmbablv a  counservative
estimate, Tinker!” said Sexton Blake.
“The Castleton rubies are worth t}m*vf
five thousand alone—as I know for
fact. A rich prize for any crook Evmr
Waldo himself would not suneeze at such

¥

tainly an

a capture. And we must be wary, or he |

will outwit us.’

“But whv all this trickery about th
spook, sir?”

“Obviously, a deliberately planned
scheme to get our guests into a state
of uproar and confusion,” said Bla
“Waldo was astute on(mgh not tw
tempt his coup at once. A
appearance of the Spectre will
even worse confu:lonfcmd there is na
better time for a crook of his type to
perform his work. I can well imagine
that Waldo had no knowledge that you
or, I would be among the guests.”

“That must have come as.a bi
shock to him, sir,” said T
what I want to kno\v 1s—where’s
now? Is he here—is he one of
guests in disguise? Is he masgueradi
as a servant?2

“That is quite possible,” said BI
“In a casual chat with our hoss
I learned that most of the servants o
temporary hands. They
through the usual ch&m
is quite clever enougzh to
references.’

en Lord G [uumc 4

engageﬁ ‘
W ‘

With one effort of his tremendous strength, Waldo hurled Blake and Tinker
aside as though they were children. And then, just as they were about to
renew the attack, a staggering thing happened. Waldo commenced to literally
spurt fire from every inch of his person. With a laugh he reached out a hand
and touched Tinker. In a flash Tinker was enveloped in flame t?g’. s

hapter 4.

“1 wish we could do something on, the high roof where the appantxon had
our  own, sir,” said Tinker, eagevly. | jumped off.
ere’ll be an awful commotlon if “It’s al[ very well to say he was
ddo starts any of his tricks human, sir,” said Tinker. ‘“But even
‘We are going out on a little expedi- | Waldo couldn’t drop this distance with-
tion at _once, my lad,” interrupted | out smashmg himself up— Why, hallo!
Blake, “I have purpowlv waited until | What's this? Ah! Now I’'m beginning
house is quiet. Our first move will | to get the hang of it!”
be to thoroughly examine the spot Tinker had just seen that a thatched
whera Waldo performed his vanishing T outbuilding stood in fairly close proxi-
’ 1 niity of the north wing. It was a
delighted—he picturesque structure, and the roof was
so placed that any man leaping from the
north wing would have a ]andmg spot
And ahout halban hour i o0 the thatcl;ma risky jump, but pos-
v out of their | $ible to a daring, agile man.
and noiselessly passed downstairs. | “Have you looked at that thatched
ce had just got his foot in the 1‘0?‘f, sir 77 _?Sked Tinker.
when he came to an abrupt stop. I have.’ 5
iv. vaguely, a black shadow was “Did you find any marks?
on the other side of the big “Marks that no ghosts would make,”
replied Blake, grimly. “But I am very
asked Blake, in a | much afraid, Tinker, that our investiga-
tions are going to be difficuit. The hard
me, sir!” came a half-| nature of the ground is against us. In
oply. such a frost as this, there will be no
117 said Blake, grimly. ¢Is it | sign of fog)tprmts~and there is no snow
Powell, for you to be prowling | left here.
n the darkness at this hour of | By the aid of an electric torch, Sexton

nker was inteasely
-mu hoppd for something of this kind,
had h'udly believed that it would

the -mgrh Blake examined every foot of the

The footman came nearer. ground. And in the end he was forced
inn t know what you mean, sir— | to admit that the affair was more or less
ng,” he replied sullenly. “T bhad ! of a wild goose chase. And so he de-
been down to the vill age to see a|cided to tackle the problem from a
and was coming in. I hope I | different angle. Returning indoors, they
't disturbed you, sir.” succeeded in making their way unheard

“No, that’s all right—you can go.” to one of the upper corridors.
The footman went, and soon’ after- “What’s the game, sir?” asked Tin-
wards Sexton Blake and Tinker were 1\01, unable to contain his cuuoslty
ide. Blake was very thoughtful, and “We are off for the north wing,” re-
zer thought it better not to question | plied Blake, softly.
s mada their way round to the The upper corridor was rather ghostly

g, and stood lcoking up atlin the pale moonlight that streamed in
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through  the ancient windows. The
clouds had dispersed now, and the mcon
had shyly come out of its retirement.

And Blake, going along the corridor,
naused. He seemed to be greatly inter-
ested  In @ certain part of the wall
Pinker. paused, looking on, but unable
o undelstand what his master was
doing,

o Look, Tinker—what do you make of
this 7”7 murmured Blake.

As he spoke, he switched on his elee-
tric torch, and directed the beam against
one of the old oak panels of the wall.
A tiny shred of something was sticking
out. l* only protruded a mere inch, but
Blake had caught sight of it in the
nioonlight.

Tinker examined
terest.

< Why, it’s nofhing, sir—looks like a

iiece of straw,” he said.  “It seems to
be caught in this panel—jammed be-

the trifie with in-

WELGOME

tween the woodwork, in a kind of

:m(k 2
Sxactly,”

wrious voice.

He remembered the thatched roof—he
remembered that a man falling upon
that roof would be liable to pick up
loose pieces of straw, which would
naturally cling to the garments. And
that same man, squeezing through a
narrow panel, was quite liable to Teave
one of those straw remnants behind,

Tinker saw this in a flash, and gasped.

“Great Scott!” he breathed. ““ Do you
hink there are any secret passages in
his old place, sir?”

“My dear Tinker, there"s no question
ahou* that whatever,” replied Blake.

Lord Cloome has f'equently told me
that the ancient north wing is honey-
combed with secret passages. And if the
north wing, why not this one?”

Pinker fairly trembled with new inter-
st It was a tiny clue—a totally un-
oxpected piece of luck. But now and
again a detective will come across such
a bit of good fortune. And the clue
itself  was ‘signiﬁcant. How did that
morsel of straw become jammed in the

said Sexton Blake, in =

erack?  That was the interesting prob-
fem.
And if Waldo was the ghost, and

assuming that Waldo was masquerading
=s a servant, he would naturally try to
zet back into this part of the house as
unobtrusively as possible. And what
would be more convenient than this pass-
age—always. supposing that a passage
existed ? ?

While Tinker held the light, Blake
worked carefully and systematically upon
ihc panel. At the end-of five minutes
he was convinced that a hollow space
isted behind. And at the end of fifteen
minutes, after untiring pressing and
pushing, the panel mddenly gave a
ercak. Two minutes later it dropped
}*a I\, revealing a dark, musty cavity.

“Got it !” bleathed Tinker, tonsch

“Shall we go. in, guv'nor?”

lake made no reply, but stepped
through into the low, narrow space be-
.}/ond. A flash of his tmch revealed the
fact that a passage lay in front of him.
But Blake was disappointed in one
thing. There was no dust. The passage

corri-

was as clean as any of the swept
dors.

“The cunning rascal!” he mur
« :
He prepared himself even for t
Not a frace of a footprint—no cl
any kind!

The passage itself was only five feet
in height, and so narrow that it was
more comforta,ble to progress sideways.
}m goinig cautiously, the pair pro-

GsS(_d .until they came to some steep
staizs, leading downivards.

Sexton Blake led the way, intent upon
his task. But even the great detective
was somewhat taken by surprise when
he turned a corner to find himself stand-
ing within a low secret chamber.

But this was not the thing that ocea-

sioned Blake’s surprise. The little
chamber was roughly furnished, and
there, sitfing in a small chair,” was |
Rupert Waldo himself—lying bam« n
the act of lighting a cigarette.
“Splendid, Blake!” he said softly.

“I've been expecting you for the last
hour. Indeed, I was beginning to fear
that you would disappoint me. I sup-
pose you found the little bit of straw I
placed for you? The clue, you know.”

Sexton Blake paused, and secretly
mired the man’s nerve. And yet it wa
so absolutely characteristic of this ext
ordinary man. Feeling certain that
Blake would search for him, he had de-
liberately seated himself hme, and in

THE
CONFEDERATIOR

utter darkness he had waited for the
detective to come!

“Then you knew that I had jumped
to your game, Waldo?” asked Blake.

“The very instant I found that you
were among the guests, I instinctively
felt that my scheme was greatly jeopar-
dised,” said Waldo, rising to his feet,
and sfle’(chu‘m himself. _ “There’s no
need for you to keep that torch flashed
on, Blake. We’ll have a different light.”

He switched on a powerful electric
lamp which stood on. the table.

¢Ah, this is even better than I
thought !’ he went on. “8So Tinker's
here, too, eh? How are you, Tinker?

ings, Blake?” interrupted the Wonder-
Man. ‘“Remember that it is Christmas-
time, and that you are here on a holiday.
Man alive, can’t you leave work alone
for ence in a while?  This is a period of
good will and good cheer—and I only
reguest you to leave me alone. If you
don’t interfere with me, I promise that
I shall do no harm.”

“T shall do my very best to thwart any

riminal SChClll(‘ that you have on hanc. =
xophed xton Blake oultly QunL
Tinker ! His legs—his legsi”

Quick as a ﬁ\xh Blake hurled hmx elf
-at Waldo, and Tinker was only a :Im’%@
behind, Waldo ‘was taken unawares, and
he nearly reeled over backwards. But
he uttered a short, amused laugh.

¢ Sorry, but you asked for_if !”?
coolly.

ith

he said

tremendous
and Tinker
3 though they were children. And
then, just as they were about to renew
the attack, a staggering thing happened..

Waldo commenced. to literally spurt
from every inch of his pelvon‘

ssing, ling blue sparks jumped out
of him, as though he had suddenly be-
come a great clectric dynamo.

effort of his
hurled Blake

one
he

fir

Sexton
Blake, accustomed as he was to extra-
ordinary sights,” stood there, utterly
dumbfounded.

He could feel the electricity in the air—
his skin Lim.:lu] and he had a sensation
Tinker uttered a stariled

stared at Waldo in blank amaze-

The Wonder-Man, stood there,
city spurting out of him in myriads
of sparks.

With a laugh, Waldo reached out a
h hd and touched Tinker. In a flash
Tinker was enveloped in a blue flame—a
flame which shivered and literally out-
lined him in fire. He seemed to freeze
-stiff, and, ‘a «1\ on his lips, he dropped
to the floor like a log.

BACK

in Two Weeks’ Time.

Blake instinctively knew Waldo's plan,
and he leapt aside. But he was a shade

100 late. With a leap Waldo was upon
him. One touch was enough. Again that

sheet - of flame—and Sexton Blake

Always p]oased to meet old friends! No,
Blake, I shouldn’t come too close—it may
not be healthy !’

Blake was thrilled at the sight of his

old enemy—this man whom -he hac

battled against so many times in the B

Waldo was a mysterious individual.
ap-

past.
He would drop. out of existence,
parently,

some audacious scheme. “And iny ariably
he gave himself away to Blake by the
very nature of his methods.

“What is your game, Waldo?’ asked
Blake quietly.
“If you know anything of my

(halacter, Blake, you will realise that the
game is well worth the trouble I am
taking,” replied Waldo. “I regret that
I.can give you no further details: By
the way, what do you think of my little
spectral effort? Rather neat, eh ?*
“Very neat indeed!” agreed Sexton
Blake. “But to return to' the former
matter, T want fo warn you that——"

“Tut, tut! Why trouble about warn-

for months on end, and then §
<uddcnly would bob up again, bent upon |

TG
figs

T ﬂN 152

dropped insensible !'.
il IIHIUII’E r’l]lh.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
The Search Party.

N &CLOLNTABLE = T

w l unaccountable I declared Lord

Cloome, his voice filled with

WOrry "and anxiety. - “Why

should Mr. Blake and Tinker go off in

t nay«eroal from my house in the
dead of night, and not return?”

“I mean to say, it’s somo\\hat dis-
courteous,” remarked Reggie. “I didn’t
think thﬂy were chappies of that Lmd
hanged if I n.1d' It’s so deuced quees!
I went toddling into their room, as per
{Centinued on page 19.)
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‘rings, and other costly

~

of £3,600 could vanish utterly and
leave no clue as to their whereabouts
them smacks of the incredible.

ind

T 1871,

that
[

&

that from John o’ Groats te Land’s End
the country was soon agog with excited
interest, and many were the wagers laid as

to whether or not the police would ever lay { articles

hands on either the thieves or the
t which they had so craftily
rited away.
‘or a time it seemed they never
id, in spite of the fact that
e man from whom the jewellery
been “lifted ” was able to
the police quite a lot of in-
tion concerning his assail-
the highkly dramatic
nauner in which they had got the
better of him and brought off
their daring coup.

In due course the work,of the
. police was rewarded, so far as the
crimirals were personally
1, and then they found

up against a dead
W it werl It was as

¢h some evil spirit, watching
the thieves, determined that
thus far should the police go, but
no farther.

that. to-day—fifty-two Christ-
the event—it remains
as great and profound a mystery
as ever as to what eventually
became of all that leot so cleverly
séeured by the scheming couple
whi very first venture it was
into the realm of crime.

om the moment the perfectly
d and faultlessly groomed
voung man-about-town sauntered
into the shop of the Bond Street

ma

items of jewellery to the total value |

Yet |
what happened at Christmas-time in |

¢ event was shrouded with such mystery 1

and take home to his wife.
of a suitable Christmas p
80 wvily on him that finally he
1ake the selection himself,
choice to his. wif

to

The prete s address he gave—Upper
Berkeley Btr Portman Sqguare—was in

itself a guarantee of genuineness, and prac-

i tically assured his request being granted
{ almost b it was spoke The reqitest
was th a number of t most  costly
1 the shop shounid be sent to his

NOISELESSLY the woman sprang at the defengelcss back, flung a
surprisingly muscular arm around the startled man's neck, and pressed
something warm and damp firmly over his nostrils and mouth.

of a very worth-while commission floafing
before his eyes, the assistant got together
a collection “out of which the wife would
surely be able to select her present.. The
entire lot was packed into -several s
cases, which were placed in a large hand-
bag, and the latter was handed over to one
of the firm’s most trusted representativ
The chill December afternoon was wearing
towards teatime, but as yet there still re
mained an hour or so of daylight to look
forward to, when there drew up at the kerb
the premises of the Boud

3 jeweilers a cab—mnot a
smart and dashing taxi, hut

lumbering, mournful - looking.
sleepy-horsed kind of \'e‘u}cltr
which represented the easiest

mode of travel in the London of
those days.
into the Web,

Almost at once a man left the
jewellers’ shop, stepped smartly
across the pavement, entered the
waiting vehicle, aud settied him-
self comfortably down in the
corner, tucking the large hand-
bag that he had brought with
him between his feet.

A loiterer on the kerb might
rave caught the whispered words
that passed between cabl and
his passenger as the latter
climbed aboard, though all they
would have conveyed to him
would have beeu the fact that
the man with the handbag was
bound for one of the most
fashionable residential districts

of the West End.

As it happened, there were no
loiterers there -that afternoou.
The spirit of Christmas was in
the hearts of all that thronged
the streets; all who had mouey
to spend were intent on spending

jewellers, and asked to be shown

a selection of precious stones, to the moment
he and his wife found themselves in the
arms of the police, every movement of the
couple was faultlessly planned. And they
ertainly had a good run for their money

CeTe
before the police episode occurred.
The Packed Bag.

The faultlessly groomed young man spent
a considerable time in the jewellers’ shop,
and though most of the stock was éxhibited
there seemed
At

]

bit by bit. for his benefit,
nothing there to tempt him.
he could not make up Lis

rate,
i
st o

any

in order that his wife might sec them
and pick on scmething that she really liked.
Receiving the asgsurance of the jewellers’
istant that several cases of rings, and so
on, would be at the address given early that
same afternocn, the well-groomed young man
strolled -out of the shop.
And ¢ was the last the a
of -him until customer stocd
at the 0ld Bailey.
However, much water was to flow under
ador Bridge before the trusti istant

ssistant saw
in the -dock

s
L0 LA Sight. W

it. There were Christma
to be bought, and when such
afoot few trouble to -interest themselve
such a prosaic thing as a cab.

Not a glance was spared it as it rumbled
off on its bone-shaking voyage to Uppes
Berkeley Street, Portman Sguare. - What
stares and excitement it would have pro-
voked had the passers-by known that at
thdat journey’s end was to be ena F
thrilling drama that would come withi

TAGE 1i. U. J—DNo. 1,054,



of being a tr dy, and that was destmcd
o end ag a deep soluble myster)
Presently the cab pulled up, the man with
the brown leather handbag jumped out, paid
off the driver, Jan up the steps of the house
the number of which had been given him
by his employers, the Bend Street jewellers,
and rang the bell.
! Evidently that suwmimons to the door had
heen eagerly awaited. for scarcely had the
jangle of the hell ceased to echo in the
hall than the door was opened—not by a

‘servant, as one wonld expect in a housec of
that size neighbourhood, but by a
smartly individual who promptly
made 3 for having performed that
menial k himself.
Cries of Delight,
look 3 the face of the

From the deserip-
him of the gentle-
at the Bond Street shop
jewell representative
confronted at the door

t
that had

man_ \\lm had ecalled

supercilious butler, or at
and dashing parlourmaid.
iereas h was bew,r: admitted by
Lhu nu\s\(‘ 1¢ house hi as though
he were an ho red gue
But nu st
the closed hehind him ev
of we 1 and affiuence beea
The 1,Lm‘ was . furnished in

1
again, as he followed uis
ad, riebly carpeted stair-
case and thence to the drawing-room, there
came that puzaling query: Why arc there
no servants--about? <

There S time, bowever,
on that for as he entered the
’1tcd drawing-room there
im a gracious lady, who
fashion, and, with

But on

to ponder

uest
apr
up to greet |
*d in que

sumptuouﬁiy
aros

st “ehildish eagerness, requested at once

to be allowed to feast her eyes on the
contents of that fascinating handbag.

Here was surprise n"mber tw For years

it had been that rcpresenta s job to

wait on lJadies of wealth and po n with

samples of the firm p}cuuus goods, and it
had become a matter of custom to him to
he received as a mere nobody—an unnamed
carrier of diamond £ golden bangles, and
other higi >d trifics prized far above the
feelings of an nary human being such as
himself.
Here was
just ehar

aloofr
man

Bo

no condescension
And the cries of
delight ¢ from 3 yrrell's lips, as
onc by one the small, silk-lined cases were
lifted mzb of the bag and._their contents dis-

v an involuntary response
through long assoeia
crdinarily regarded the
how steep the price, with
of enthusiasm.

with sue
no matter
notable lack

Treachery !
. But now he waxed cloquent on the un
doubted charms of the precious stones whieh
canght the sparkling fire-rays and fiung them
k intensified a thousandfeld, on the
veilous golden filligree-work of brooches
cost ran well into three figures,

Then the calm voice of Mr.
lady’s husband, broke in. A lady’s name
was mcntioncd, and, from the brief con-
versation which followed, the jeweilers’ re-
presentative gathered it was Mrs. Tyrrell’s
sister who was the topic of the talk.

“Yes, L ﬂunk Lucy will be -able to help
me choose,” said Mrs. Tyrrell. “1I will go
and :feteh her!”

With that, she left the room.

Crossing over to the fireplace, her hushand
stood for a .moment or two uneoncernedly-
warming his coat-tails, his eyes fixed on the
window that 'ooked out on the fashionable
thoroughfare. >

Slowly his® gaze traveiled back to the
man who sat silent and obviously perplexed
by. the table littered with thousands of
pounds’ worth of jewellery, and their eyes
met. Did the faultlessly "roumgd young man
vead in the jeweller’s gaze the query that
for the third time that afternoon ' had
brought a puzzled lock there?

That the lady of the liouse should run
on her own errands in such a calm fashion,
withh - not the -slightest  protest, seemed to
poiut to the supposition that she was un-
accustomed to be waited on. What was the
mystery of this big, magnificently appointed
house which yet was servantless?

The jewellers’ man was now frankly
muous, and was within an ace of "at,hcrmz
up his treasures and stufling them back into
the brown handbag when Mrs. Tyrrell re-
turned. Lucy, her sister, would he there
directly, she announced, and then they
would be able to choose

The few words had been-spoken so rapidly
that the firm’s I(pxcsentatne had not time
to turn and face the speaker in the
behind him, and so was at a disadvantage
when the attack was delivered. Noiselessly
the “gracious lady *’ sprang at the defence-
less back, flung a white and dainty, but sur-
prisingly muscular, arm around the startled
man’s neck, and pressed something warm
and damp firmly over his nostrils and mouth

At the same moment the woman’s husband
dashed forward, seized both arms of the
man from Bond Street, and crushed the
wrists together whilst the fumes from the
chlo}foformcd «cambric handkerchief did their
work.

Thick fog filled Upper Berkeley Streect
with Lhokmg, vision-obscuring vapour which
the few street-lamps were powerless to pierce
their feeble rays.

Tyrrell, the

doorway |

MAGAZINE Suplement

Folk hurrying homewards told each oilicr
this was a night when all poor, homelcss
people needed a little practical sympat
if ever they did, and many a usually tig
purse-string was loosened ~ that Christm
week night—e\'en in that lordly thoroughfare
—as wrecks and travesties of human heings
crept out of the deeper patches of fog and
begged for alms,

Beggars. and almgivers alike forget their
charity antt their w,mt as a erashing of
glass and the shouting of a man hoarse with
alarm electrified the aristocrats and {he
down-and-outers of Upper Berkeley Street.

Those- who rushed to the scene  of the
glass-smashing saw two arms wildly waving
through a shattered window, and d a
voice ‘beseeching someone to smash in the
front door. The iuvitation ‘had net to bhe
repeated. “In five minutes the man at the
broken  window had been deposited in -2
cab, and s being rattied over the stenes
at as brisk a pace as the old jehu conid

whip out of his bony and jaded steed.

Eventuaily it pulled up outside the B
Street jewcilers’ shop, and the firm’s re
sentative alighted. But this time there w
no brown bag for him to carry. His sto
was soon told. The chloroformed handker-
chief had put him to sleep very thoroughly,
and when, some considerable time afterwards,
he came to his senses again, it was to find
himself hound hand and ioot and the jewels
and his assailants gone. He had manageda
to loosen his hand-ties and ecrawl to the
window and attract attention. And now
here he was back at the shop, with nothing
whatever to show that he had left ‘there
that afternoon with £3,600 worth of jewels.

Eventually the police traced Mrs, Tyrrell,
and placed her, with her new-born b.\l}y
in her arms, in the Old Bailey dock, where
slie was charged in her real name, Torpey.

The jury decided she had acted under the
compalsion of her hushand, and she was
acquitted.

The police had now a little more mate
to work on, for it had come out that th«
couple had préviously lived in Leamington,
and had simply rented the servantless houvse
in Upper Berkeley Street, with no intention
whatever of living there a moment after
they brought off their great coup, which was
their onc and only reason for taking the
house.

The husband was apprehended some time
after, and received a well-merited sentence—
eight years’ penal servitude.

The jewellery, however, was never
again. Without a sign left behind,
entire haul was disposed of—where, how, or
to whom, neither husband nor wife would
say. It is a mystery whose memory

fades with the passing of ecach successive

Christmastide.

Hunting big Gante in the Streets.

HERE was a panic in the streets of
; New Yo a short time ago, It
happened in the vicinity of the

public library.
Women were sercaming ahd men shouting,
the traffic was in a state of confusion. and
m*f!cxt'mm were scattering in all directions.
o at large in tho sm*rn

dhtmbmg afiair was
special sessions, “when
/ ; New York furrier, was
charged with Cz‘ucliy to animals.

His idea was to do something startling
as an advertising stunt, he explained to the
magistrate at the trial, and he thought he
had managed it irty well. He certair
hadAm(u n, but the judge was
not impre ith the cause that the furrier
desired to _serve, and aithou;,h Koffosky
pleaded timt ¢ was a lover of animals,
was found gnilty of the above offence.

His ccntmco _was two days’ imprisonment
and a fine of one hundred dollars. The fur-
rier expressed his regrets to the Soeiety for
the Prevention of Cruelty to Amimals, who,

hc

of ecourse, were represented at the trial, and |

offered them
dollars as an
sentence

a donation of five hundred
rpative to serving his
offer was refused.

DAYS ertise,” is a well-known
slogan, but one man abt least has found
that it does not pay to start a fox-hunt in
the“streets of a big -city.

U. J—Neo.
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Items From
All Quarters.
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That Useful Little Pin,

Many and varied are the uses to which
the common or garden pin has, at one time
and another, been  put, but ssibly the
most & mﬂmb of all is the purpose for ‘which
Mrs, (Catherine Hurd fourd these little
jects so effective. :

. Hurd had been taken to 2 hospital
in Mayview, Pennsylvania, in a dying con-
dition, and there was so much mystery about
her eritical condition that the police were
consulted in the matter. No cause could be
found, either by the investigations of the
police or the" doctors’ examinatious, for the

woman’s illness.

After some days of acute pam and occa-
,\ionaLpenods of questioning by the hospital

nurses and doctors, Mrs. Hurd at last con-
fessed that she herself knew the comp}amt

‘from which she was suffering.

She had been eating pins!

How many pins go to an ounce is not
¢uite certain, but the lady confessed to
cating no less than nine ounces of them. To
prevent them from nxckmg. in her ‘throat
as she - swallowed them, they had been
wruppcd a few at a tlme, in small pieces

_of ' paper.

Her object, she admitted, was to commit
suicide as she was old and pennil and
did not want to live on. charity.

The hospital surgeon did everything pos
sible to save the woman’s life, of cours
This necessitated an operation, which,
performed, disclosed the fact that
were some hundreds of pins in the pat
stomach. To have removed them all it would
have been necessary to cut the body ahmost
to pieces.

In spite of all the doctor’s efforts, how-
ever, the woman could not be saved.
A Hundred in Cne Cell!
The litfle suburb of Simmering, nc r
Vienna, was the scene of a terrific storm

just recently, when the wind and rain to-
gether did a great deal of damage.

One of the curious consequences of the

heavy ddngu was that a large number of
sparrows in the trees near the police-

station were washed out of their nests, and:

so drenched with rain that they ecounld not
use their wings or make any attempt to get
away from the danger-zone—the human
habitations.

There they lay on the cold, wel ground
till a crowd of children, attracted by the
unusual sight, gathered round.
these echildren were in the act of taking
Po: ion of the unresisting birds when a
kindly police-officer intervened.

The consequence was that an old detention-
cell in the police-station harboured more

prisoners that night than it was ever built .

to accommodate.

With a few w1llmg lielpers, the poit
officer soon managed to get the sparrov
some hundred or more, into the cell,
they stayed till the next morning, lyy which
time thev had sufficiently recovered ito fiy
away.

’

Some of
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By 7. C. BRIDGES.

Christmas ¢ preseats’’ to business men often mean little less than ocut-and~out

blackmail.

N the year 1906, there first came into
force the law known as the Act for
the Prevention of Corruption. This
Act was intended to put a stop to the
practice of the giving aud receiving of bribes
in business, bribes which were, as a rule,
distributed in the shape of Christmas-boxes,
and were payments either in cash or kind
made by the wholesale firm to the buyers
for the retail firms.

At that date the practice had reached
most dangerous proportions, so much so
that many retail firms had become practi-
cally tied houses. In other words, their
buyers never attempted to purchase in open
market, but only from the particular whole-
sale firmn that paid them best.

Then, again, the retail shops gave Christ-
mas-boxes on a considerable scale to the
servants of those families that dealt with
them. The servants—cooks: and butlers
especially, were, in fact, paid a cemmission
on all that their employers bought.

The Act was a very sweeping one, and at
first sight appeared to make the giving of
any form of Christmas-box illegal, but like

all similar laws, it has been widely and
cleverly evaded.
After the passing of this law there was

a very large number of prosecutions under
it, and heavy fines were inflicted. For in-
stance, the managing director of a priating
company was fined fifty pounds for giving
a bribe to obtain orders; a grocer was fined
ten pounds for sending a mess-sergeant a
Christmas present, with the intention of ob-
t\ining orders, while a butcher was mulcted
five pounds for sending a joint of meat to
a cook at the house of one of his customers.

The Act to which I have referred drove
all this bribery business underground, but
unfortunately has failed to scoteh it.
Buyers still receive commissions, though not
to so large an extent as the head servants
in large households.

As a proof of the fact that these illegal
commissions still exist, I may quote a War
Office letter published a little while ago at
Aldershot, which called attention to the fact
that gifts to sergeants’ messes and mess
caterers. by  contractors are strictly for-
bidden. It was particularly mentioned that
gifts of wine to sergeants’ messes and insti-
tutes time were absolutely
illegal. The letter emph'\\lseb the fact that
no gifts of amy 'description are to be ac-
cepted by managers from firms under any
pretence whatever.

No law that any Parliament could pass is
likely to be able to kill the Christmas-box.
Iudeed, it would be a pity if it did, for there
are many workers such as postmen and rail-
way pmtf\ s who, by ecivility and care, are
well entitled to a Christmas present.

The worst of it is that it is through the
Christmas-box that so much business black-
mail is still transacted. I have spoken of
the way in which retail firms suffer through
illicit commissions, but not long ago a well-
known trade paper drew attention to a
method by which thie wholesalers themselves
are blackinailed. It referred to begging
letters sent by employees in drapers’ shops
to wholesale houses, reguesting subserip-
tions to their Christmas exeursion.

A London daily paper, remarking on these
observations, asked: “ Where does the griev-
ance come in? No manufacturer is bound
to subseribe to these excursions,~if he does
not wish to do so.”

In reply the trade paper declared that it
was practically well known in the trade,
that behind these letters lay boeth the power
and the will to be disagreeable if the re-
quest was not acceded to. Iam case of a
refusal, the buyers would discover fhat they
could rret elsewhere the goods which they
had up to that time purchased from the
stingy firm.

The wholesalers also declare that some of

1 do so he did not obtain an order.

SR

SLATE CLUB OFFICIALS drawing funds from a bank m readiness for the Christmas pay-
The authonty of the man in blue is invoked to back up the revolvex_’s the bag-carriers dxspiay

out.

(See article on ** Yuletide Swindles,” page 657.)

{Photo: lllus. Bureau.

Business bribes, though actually illegal, are still a Tlourishing
institution—and they Flourish most at this time of the year.

the worst bloodsuckers are to
among the smaller {radesmen.
a large wholesale drapery house re

sived a

letter from a customer, inquiring in ap-
parently the mmt innocent manner about

the decoration of his windows for Christmas
—what article, in their opinion, should bhe
given the most prominence, The real meau-
ing was, of course, that the special
the firm in question would not he displs
at all unless a special discount was gi
The practice has been carried so far, ti
some cases the retailer expects to re
a quantity of Christmas goods for wind
decoration absolutely free.

Another grumble is that some retailers
will absolutely refuse to show any pro-
prietary article unless paid to do so. ey
may keep it, but it is hidden away on a
back shelf, ‘md upon the average cu.,m:m
something is palmed off “just as geod.

Commercial travellers can tell extra-
ordinary stories of thinly-veiled blackimai
ing. In many cases the unlucky tra
has to pay out of his own pocket in orc
to secure business. One retailer, an irou-
monger, got himself appointed agent for au
accident insurance compauny. Any new
traveller who visited his shop was politely
pressed to take out a policy. If he did mﬁ

a druggist,

ran a money-lending busin
under an ¢

r sumed name, and from him it
was impossible to obtain an order without
first borrowing a few pounds on which a
very stiff interest was exacted.

There are travellers for cloth manufacture
who possess drawers full of new suits of
clothes in which they would certainly mever
appear in publxL These have been made by

small country tailors, hho have insist
upon a “quid pro que” before giving an
order for «cloth. While their cut and

material are suited only to the East Ead,
charge has been in every ease that of Bond
Street.

Beside the sordid work of the reg
fessional blackmailer, as instanced in_th
foregoing, the eﬂmta of the occasional
blackmailer stand out large and sinis
He is the despicable scoundrel who trade
on a victim’s fear of expesure in the courdss
or to the neighbours.

As Christmas

ular, p

as approaches, the blackmailer
threatens with increasing frecdom a
brazenness to wag his or her scorpion

tongue, knowing what a big chance there is
t)mt to seal tle evil lips, the victim will

fall” to a certain cl of advertisement
that at this season one cannot Jelp nobicing
in the pewspapers.

And so the blackmailer
to the moneylender. Though the latter is
by mo means always Satan in chwuhe, many
vould-be botrrow ers have excellent cause to
that it was his Satanic Majesty who
granted them tu‘lt 10;111 wherewith the
to silence the blackmailer; before
v have finished pumrf oft t,k "interest
they are certain of it!

The blackmailer in the Work'ghap or fac

the vyilest of all that unholy tzi
Usually he works in partnership with on
of his workmates who is also a mon
lender in a small way—that is, the sums
lends are small, but there the smallu:
ends.

The unfortunate victim who flees to
moneylender for the wherewithal
kis “moral -murderer,” in his ea“errea to
geb the cash, does mot always trouble- to
work out the rate of iuterest demanded.
When the blackmailer has completely des-
troyed the peace of mind of his victim 4
the moneylender has squeezed the last dime
1.(nm the slender purse, then the plucked onz
has leisure to think how much more sensible
he would have been had he put the pm:ce
on the track of the blackmailer at the
suggestion of “hush-money.’

drives ‘che victim

7y
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They reap where they have not sown, do the thieves whoe pounce so promptly

cn the chances of easy money at the Season of Goodwill.

Some of their

methods are absurdly simple, whilst others are—well, read the article and

VERY Christmas-time much damage is
done to woods and shrubberies
around London and other big towns
by men who come out from the

fowns and cut shrubs and evergreens for
purposes of Christmas deeoration. These
they take away in carts or motor-vans, and
“ sell &t a good profit.

Last Christinas a man was caught cutting
and carrying away a quantity of box from
an estate near Reigate. Evidence was given
to the effect that thirty pounds would not

learn a thing or two..

farmer or keeper has been badly hurt while
trying to defeud his property.

Good holly, well berried, is sometimes
worth as much as a pound a hundredweight,
so the game is very well worth the candle.

Mistletoe is even more valuable, and it
pays better to rob an orchard of its mistle-
toe than of its apples.

No young fir plantation is safe. The little
trees find a ready market to serve as Christ-
mas-trees. And on one occasion, two or
three Christmases ago, no fewer than a

UNLOADING MISTLETOE and holly at Covent Garden Market.
into London at Chrisimastide—but not all of them honestly.

Thousands of cases come
Quite a guantity is stolen property.

—(Photo, Illus. Bureau.)

cover the damage done, yet the offender was
fined the paltry sim of forty shillings.
Matters are specially bad in Surrey, where
cach December hundreds of pounds’ worth
of evergreens are stolen.

But the same thing goes on all over the
country. Hampshire is one of the counties
which supply a T large quantity of
holly for the Christmas market, and those
farmers on whose land holly grows find it
very difficult to deal with the ever-growing
yumber of holly thieves.

These men work in small parties. As a
rule one goes round in the day-time, and
notices where the best berried branches are
to be found. Then at dusk, or early dawn,
two men arrive with a cart or car, and do
the cutting. The spoils are loaded into
sacks and quickly carried off.

The worst of it is, the needless damage
done to the holly-trees themselves. - They are
s0 chopped and mangled that it takes them
vears to recover, Then, too, tbe thieves
leave gates open, so that cattle stray out
of their pastures; they break down fences,
and do other damage. Jf attacked, they
generally show fight, and more than once 2
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hundred and fifty choice young shrubs were
cut off close to the ground in one plantation.

Another form of theft which is very pre-
valent at Christmastide is that of poultry
stealing. Ganpgs from the East End of
London make a speciality of this form of
They work specially in Essex
and one gang will raid from six
n poultry-houses in a single night.
are no earthly use as a preven-
tion against this form of theft, for if the
door is locked the thieves make nothing of
stripping off the boarding from the walls
of the chicken-house.

These scoundrels carry poisoned meat with
which to destroy watch-dogs, and if the
owner should overhear a disturbance, and
appear upon the scene, he is more than
likely to get hurt. Turkeys they will steal
if the chance offers, but since turkeys
usually roost high, they are pot so easily
caught as are chickens.

The impudence of these fowl stealers is
ineredible. O a fowlhouse near Southend,
which was raided on a December night, the
following incomplete doggerel rhyme, written
on a piece of paper which was pioned on
one of the fowlhouses, was found next
morning.

“ We rob the rich to feed the poer,
But leave you these two hens;

So please continue breeding mera,
We'll call when you’ve a farther store,
Unless the police should——"

Probably the police did, for the poet ap-
parently had to pack up in a hurry, and
leave the completion of his rhyme till
another occasion.

Just before Christmas the shop-lifting pest
is always most active. So troublesome has
this form of theft become, that the Inecor-
porated Association of Retail Distributors,
which represents nearly a hundred depart-

mental stores all over the country, formed
last year a special committee, consisting
of the chief detectives employed by these

stores, to consider improved methods
dealing with shop-lifters.

The best of these detectives are girls, and
their task is by no means an easy one. They
have not only to keep a look-out for well-
known thieves, but also to watch for what
may be called the casual thief—a species
always more plentiful at Christmas than at
any other time of the year,

The one thing that the detective must

of

-carefully avoid is the causing of any- scene

or commotion. Even a thief is never arrested
on- the premises. But when she actually
leaves the place with some article secreted
about her, then the detective interferes.

Speaking very quietly, so as not to
attention, she says something like t1
think you have something in your posse.
that does not belong to you. Will you
kindly follow me to the manager’s office?”

In nine cases out of ten the thief is
furiously indignant. “How dare you!” she
exclaims. Then the difficulty is to get her
quietly to the office without being forced to
call in the police.

When the offender is known to be a pro-
fessional shop-lifter, no mercy is shown, and

very rightly so; but in cases where a
woman has given way to sudden temptation

she is usually allowed to apologise and pay
up.

One woman, who, when arrested, vowed
that she had never done such a thing be-
fore, was found to have five fish-hoo
pended from a beit beneath her skirts,
each of which a lace handkerchief or
small article was suspended. Her dre
protected by a wide band of oiled silk

Over and over again shop thieves,
detected and brought to justice,
pleaded that they took the article bec
they could not afford to buy it for a €}
mas present.

It is not often that cases oceur of pos
going astray at Christmas-time, but oc
sionally @ big haul is brought off by the men °
who are paid to deliver our Christmas letters.

More often, however, the thieving pas
are not postmen at -all, but masqueradg
that uniform. Last year a case occuf
three men, dressed in postmen’s liver
boldly marched up to. a pillar-box a m
or two before the regular postman
to clear it, and did that job themselv

The pillar-box, in one of the most ¢r
thoroughfares of London, was choked
letters containing postal-orders and Tr
notes. The whole lot went into the
postmen’s bags—as big a thieves’
surely, as ever was gathered in b
light from the kerbside in the world
city.




PRACTICE by which the public
is annually victimised was

[ recently brought to the notice

of the Grimsby Market Com-
mittee. It was asserted that certain
turkey breeders made a custom ap

Christmas of marking birds above their
weight. In the absence of scales to test
the purehase, the customer frequently found
on getfing home that his bird, bought as
weighing fourteen pounds, actually scaled
only eleven or twelve pounds.

The market inspector was instructed to
visit the Christmas produce market, and to
seize and-weigh birds, and in any case of
false weight to prosecute the offender.

There are all sorts of little swindling
dodges in the Christmas market. Many
turkeys are killed so long before Christmas
that, if the weather happens to prove muggy,
a3 it so often does at this period of the
year, the bird becomes high, and, conse-
quently, unsaleable.

A turkey that has begun to get “high”
is sweetened for the time being by being

dipped in & solution of permanganate of
potash. Since this solution has a tendency

to discolour the skin, the bird is carefully
dusted with flour aiter it comes out. . If,
therefore, after pinching the breast of the
bird, the intending purchaser finds a little
white powder on his fingers, he will know
the turkey is not fresh, but has Been doe-
tored in the manner described.

Another very usual swindle in the Chris
mas market has to do with joints of beef
cut from prize animals. A bullock, that has
been purchgsed from one of the Royal
estates is always greatly prized, and the
butcher who secures it usually advertises
the fact widely. It has heen found on more
than one occasion that these Royal cattle
are capable of yielding a surprising vari
of joints. In fact, as many as four sirl ]
have bheen disposed of, all from .the same
animal. It should be mentioned, of course,
that the Royal beef fetches a distinctly
higher price than any ether. The contributor
does mot suggest for a moment that this
practice is general, but merely, that it has
heen known to ocecur, X

Badly Sold !

Christmas fruit is sometimes the
of unscrupulous doctoring. The ¢
should be particularly eareful before pur-
chasing dates. If the skin is quite smooth
and very sticky, with a sort of outer skin
of light yellow in places, the dates are pro-
bably old stock remewed by being washed
in a mixture of sugar-and-water so as to give
them a moist and pulpy appearance.

Raisins, sultanas, and currants are all
treated in similar fashion. Fresh fruit shounld
be soft, yet, at the same time, the surface
is covered with small wrinkles, and is not
hard and sugary. :

Another Christmas swindle, very prevalent
before the War, and which has lately raised
its head again, is the bunkum auction-room.
These sham salesmen reap a rich harvest at
the expense of innocent Christmas present
bargain-hunters. The stock consists of trashy
articles of the very worst quality which
have been specially produced for the Christ-
mas market. The swindle is worked by
means of decoy bidders, who, making
absurdly low bids, have apparently valuable
articles presented to them. I% is only when
a2 genuine bidder is landed that the auc-
tioneer’s generosity suddenly abates; then
the customer goes away badly sold, while the
decoys hurry round to the back entrance,
give back their purchases, and have their
money refunded in secret. -

Then there is the Christmas advertisement
swindle. About this time of the year
appears the advertisement from the lady
who has a marvellous sealskin jacket, only
worn once, that will, be sold te the first-
comer for less than half price—that is, the
pum of five guineas. The advertisement

=+

subject
stomer

A timely article which
will put -you on your
guard !

states that the goods will be sent carriage
paid to any address; but let me recommend
any intending purchaser to personally visit
the address given. As a rule, it will be
found that the address is that of a second-
hand wardrobe dealer’s shop, that the seal-
skin jacket never saw the sea, let aione a
seal, and is the very worst kind of trash.

A large nmumber of “moonlight flittings,”
the object of which is to evade the pay-
ment of rent and rates, have for years past
been a feature of Christmas-time in many
large towns, particularly in Liverpool.

Taking advantage of the season, and of
the law which regards Christmas Day as
Sunday, hundreds of people have left their
homes in one guarter of the city and found
new ones in other districts. The War and
consequent scarcity of houses checked this
form of swindle for a time, but it is now
beginning again.

T &T—‘—-'-'-[-_—._/:%
et e

The Christmas Club is, upon the
whole an excellent invention, but I would
beg my readers, before joining such a
club, to find out whether it is regis-

tered or not. A club that is régis-
tered under the Friendly Societies’
Act, and the club funds must be

invested in Trustee Securities, and in the
joint names of all the trustees.
On the other hand, no unregistered club

has any legal status whatever. There is,
besides, very great temptation to. the
treasurer when all the funds are in the

hands of one man who can draw any quan-

| tity of money at will without check from

anyone.

Every year brings its tale of the abscond-
ing of secretaries or treasurers with the
hard-earned savings of the members. Very
large sums are thus lost. In one case alone
the loss to the members amounted to over
two thousand pounds, and in the course of
one Christmas season. a few years ago no
fewer than three treasurers of such clubs
committed suicide.

It is the poor depositor who suffers most
at the hands of scoundrelly promoters of
Christmas slate clubs—the hard-working folk
who pay in the farthings they can ill afford
to spare, hoping to draw out at Christmas
the savings they have had to scrape together
at the cost of perhaps much self-denial.
Year after year we read of defaulting secre-
taries of such clubs, but let us hope that
this year will prove an exception to the rule.

S

A CHRISTMAS SHARE-OUT needs ample p
distributed is something like £18,000—as it was
ago. -

olice supervision, especially when the money
at the Leysian Mission share-out a year or two

—{Photo : Illus. Bureou:
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and no one is better aware of this
fact than the poacher.
of
old-fashioned village
poacher, who is often, in his way, quite a

‘g~ AME of all sorts is more saleable at
' - Christmas-time than at any other,

There are two sorts poachers in

these days—one the

good sportsman; the other: the gang
poacher, who emerges from the slums of
some big manufacturing town, and who is

a butcher pure and simple. There are dis-
tricts in the neighbourhood of large towns
witere poaching is so rife that it is almost
impossible for farmers: to rear game to
keep for shooting.

At this time of the year the prinecipal prey
of the poacher is pheasants and rabbits. The
best of the pheasant shooting is over, but
there are still plenty of birds, and these in
the primest condition. What is more, the
fact that the trees are now completely leaf-
less makes the task of the pheasant poacher
a4 very easy one.

The pheasant poaching gangs number four
to a dozen men. They mark down their prey
fong beforehand, and arrive on the spot by
motor-car. The night chosen as the best
for this sort of poaching is one on which
the moon is up, but bidden by soft clouds.
If there is a certain amount of wind, so
much the better, for it deadens the sound of
the shots.

Should keepers be likely to prove trouble-

some, one or two of the gang are detailed
to draw them off. Then the rest go to work
_Phea»auLa

whiere ‘the pheasants are thickest.

NETTING RABBITS in a field at dead of night calls for lots of skill and caution on the part of
A piece of smart work on the part of the photographei‘ secured

the poachers.
unusual photograph.

The poacher pits his wits not only against wild
animals and birds, but against the keepers who spend
their lives in the protection of their dumb charges.

by a keeper, and since they generally out-
number the keepers by two or three to one,
the latter -have precious little chance. At
Christmas, 1921, there was a serious affray
between four keepers on a Montgomeryshire
estate and a gang of poachers, said to have
been ten in number. Three cf the keepers

were badly hurt,” and the whole gang
escaped. -

The single-handed poacher hardly ever
uses a gun, but is extremely expert in the

making and setting of smares. Many a fine
cock pheimmt is secured by laying .snares
of fine brass wire in the bottoms of hedge-
rows. Another method of securing birds at
night is to snare them as they roost with
nooses made of twisted horse-hair, which are
fixed to the ends of light bamboo canes.

As for the rabbit gouuher, he usually works
with ferrets and néts, and the number of
rabbits which he obfains in this fashion
is really astonishing.

A few years ago two men belonging”to
Glasgow were cauffht night poaching on an
estate mear that mty On them, besidés the
usual poaching tackle, was found a poacher’s
diary, which gave the number of rabbits
that the pair lmd killed day by day. The
numbers varied from seventeen up to eighty-
three, and the total catch in nine weeks was
no less than 1,663.

Occasionally nets are used on a larger
secale. Choosing a time when the rabbits
are out in the field grazing, the gang will
run a line of fine netting all along the cover
side, doing the work so silently that mno

for us this very

Phota : Clarke & Hyde

roost on the bare branches of the trees at
no great height from the ground, so can
easity be seen from below. The weapons
employed by these men are shot-guns with
sawed-off barrels, and loaded with reduced
charges.

Poaching of this kind is simply murder.
The birds are killed by hundreds, stuffed
and loaded into the ecars, which
0 hidden at some. conveénient spot.

Should the night prove very still, the
poachers may adopt another method, called
sulphuring. ‘This is a v y simple business.
A few handfuls of flowers of sulphur are
placed on a bit of sheet iron laid beneath
the branch on which the birds are roosting.
A mateh is applied, and the suffocating
ifumes whieh rise soon bring the stupefied
birds toppling one after another to the
ground.

The only danger about this perfermance is
that the fire gives light, and may be seen
by a keeper. To obyiate this, one gang of
poachers carried about with them a sort of
closed stove with a long, telescopic iron tube
chimney, so that the smoke could be directed
{)omt -blank upon each unfortunate bird in
ura,

These gangs usually show fight if tackled
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bunny takes alarm. Then a dog, trained for
the work, is sent out across the field, and
in a moment or two scores of rabbits are
plunging helplessly in the meshes. of the net.

A novel form of poaching which has be-
come prevalent during the past few years
is worked eatirely by motor-cycle.

Motor-cyclists are such common objects on
country roads that no one pays any par-
ticular attention to them.

This type of peacher usually gets himself
up to resemble a comimercial traveller. But
the innocent-looking pump which is fixed to
the frame of his machine is somewhat oddly
shaped. It has a hinge in the middle, and
when straightened out is seem fo be no
pump, but a small-bored single-barrel gun,
the skeleton stock of which is kept in its
owner’s inside pocket, and can be fixed in a
moment.

Pheasants and other wild things have
already learned to pay little attention to
the motor-car, and it is therefore quite an
easy matter for the poaching cyelist to get
near emough for a pot-shot. His little gun
makes hardly any noise, and fthe bll‘d is
quickly picked up and slipped into the big
poaching pocket. This type ‘of poacher is
not a professional, yet a very large number
of Christmas dinners are undoubtedly ob-
tained by the man with the pump-gun.
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Vengeance
Before
Justice!

ITTLE ROCK, Arka 5, was the scene
of an astounding trag edv An action
had been hroxvht by Mr. Parker
Willis, a well-known politician, for the
custody of his daughte Mr. Justice Fulk
had ‘just given his decision, granting Mr.
Willis the cust of “the girl, when sud-
denly " a revolver-shot crashed out and Mr.
Willis® fell dead.
The murderer
had previou
of Mr. Willi
ful panic
women,
in mad - efforts
were badly hurt. Eillis,
made suré fthat Willis
threw down his weapon
himself.
Lynchings
occurrence

L

was. Mr., William Ellis, who
married the divorced wife
The crime created a fright-
the crowded court. Men,

in
and children fell over ome another

and a number
however, having
was dead, calmly
and surrendered

to escape,

are still -of fairly frequent
in ~the »Southern States, but a
lynching. in a court-room is certainly a
novelty. A few years ago’ three negroes
were being f{ried at Shelbyville, Tennessee,
on suspicion of having murdered two rail-
way detectives. ™

As evidence piled up against
low, angry muwermgs were heard in the
packed court-room. Suddenly one of the
spectators pulled a revolver and fired, kiil-
ing one of the prisoners. lnqtantlv the
other spectators in all parts of the room
set  to ' firing, and the “three negrees
dropped, simpily riddled with bullets.

Albania is noteriously one of the least
civilised parts of Europe. In fact, it is
said that conditions there resemble those
which prevailed in the highlands of Scot-
land three hundred years ago.

Not long ago, an Albanian, summoned for
’(rt\sp,tsmr‘g at a place called Gilann, was
found guilty 1 sentenced to pay a fine,
which, in h money, would amount
hilling and twopence. Small
\s the prisoner declared it
him to pay. He argued
judge, insisting that he had but
and asking him to accept this

the negroes,

A Jeermg Laugh Cut Short,

rafuvu whereupon  the
gnmf* the slightest
drew a pistol and
T’*en before the
e a move the
weapon upon hini-

sk
horrifi *d \p kit
wretched man turned

self and blew out n brains.
Hideously dram a murder and
which ed quite recently in &

an court of law.
A man called Labo brought an action for

the recovery of some land against his
neighbour, whose name was Hancso. The
judge, however, gave his verdict in favour

of the plaintiff, whereupon Labo, looking
Haneso full in the face, gave a jeering
laugh. His triumph did not last long.
Whipping out a ke pistol, Hancso
opened fire. A bullet strud\ Tabo full
tween his grinning ‘lips—of course, Kkill-
instantly. en, before anyone
Haneso blew out his own

-

him in
1d interfere,

d France similar cases are
not quite unknown. A man named Veran,
who had a business in DMarseilles, was
summoned for a debt of forty thousand
franecs by a group of creditors. It was
shown that the defendant owned several
small houses, and -the judge ordered - the
sale of these fo satisfy the debt.

When he heard  this judgment, Veran
sprang to his feet, shouting that he was
ruined. Before anyone could stop him the
madman dr 2 revolver, and, placing the
muzzle against the head of Maitre Journet,
one ‘of the 1w rs for the prosecution,
pulled the trigger.

One of the attendants seized Veran, but
the man wrenched himself free, fired .at
the second lawyer, shooting him through
the jaw, then. turned his "weapon. on him-
self.

A frightful
lawyers alike

Even in civ

anic ' ensued. Litigants and
awi from. the room, actually
.bodies of .the dead as

trampling on th
they did so.
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Vhat the CORNVICT thinks
UT Ctk

A bird's-eye view of grim Dartmoor Prison, the scene of our contributor's Christmases for many years.

This article, together with the one on the next page, is the work of an
ex~convict who writes from actual prison experience extending over many

years.

are constantly reading of the way
inmates of our prisons spend
Christmas—the diet they -receive,
and the routine they have to
and so forth; but we are seldom
given 2 description of the season from the
eonviets’ point of view.

What are the feelings of conviets during
the season of jollity outside? The \mter,
being a late member of the criminal class,
and having spent many Christmases
ison, is particularly well gualified to give
s inside viewpoint.

Take a penal establishment such as Dart-
moor or Parkhurst, where only eonvicts are
incarcerated, and the minimnm term of penal
servitnde is three years, which means that
in a convict prison the sentences range from
three years to a life sentence. The study of
the melancholy, despairing convict, sitting
disconsolately in-a corner of his cell, with
s on knees and head between hands—
ort of picture whieh black-and-white
T bs - love to depict—gives the outsider a
totally wrong impression of prison life as it
actually is.

A gently nurtured and refined individual
suddenly findsThimself cast into the gloom
of a conviet prison through his own in-
discretions. For a time he feels his position
acutely, but man is an adaptable animal,
and it is impossible to be miserahle
indefinitely.

Christmas Puddings.

Presently he comes to take interest in con-
vict life, for convict life, after all, is full of
interest. One ecannot help but take notice
of one’s surroundings.

Dick, in the cell on the right, and Tom on
the left, are both interesting chaps. Bill, a
few cells away, who always snatches an
opportunity to have a chat, must be a fine
fellow in the outside world. What a fearless
personality he possesses! Doesn’t seem to
care a hang about anything.

Evidently prison life does
so why should it werry me? eryone, ex-
cepting myself, seems to be contented and
settled down to endure the inevitable. So
1 suppose I must look through their kind
of spectacles, and make the hest of a pad
job, too. Thus, sooner or later, reasons the
“first-timer.”

In due course Christmas comes along, and
the first-timer locks back upon the happy
occasions he has 'spent with his family and
friends in the days when he was still a
respectable member of the community.

“Ileaven help me! What have T done?” is
his lament then. But even in prison there
is so much afoot to take -him out of himself
that he unwittingly forgets himself and his
unavailing.regrets, and in the course of time
actually hegins to lock forward to his sue-
¢ .eding Christmases in prison.

undergo,

)

t worry him,

The Christmas spirit is abroad at " its
proper time in prison, believe me. Who
ever heard of a warder, even the strictest
disciplinarian, “caseing” (reporting) a
prisoner for talking, or any other trivial
offence, during Christmas Eve, Christmas
Day, or Boxing Day? As a matter of fact,
the prison is only half staffed during those
three days, and warders are still human, in
spite of what cranks say to the contrary.

Does one ever read of a person being
charged with “drunk and disorderly ¥ when
the police-courts open on Boxing Day, un-
less some aggravating circumstance is in-
cluded in the charge? It simply doesn’t
happen, for the police, heing human, stretch
a point during the Christmas season. - And
so it is in prison.
xercise in the morning a convict can
get next to his chum, and chat$ away
to his heart's content, for a solid hour and
a half; all the tiine, of course, pretending to
lumself that the warders cannot see him
doing so. The warders, on their part, are
equally intent on pretending that they do
noy see.

After exercise, chapel, where the service
is enlivened with some extraneous item, such
23 a local band, or a vocal programme.
Then to dinner, where the convicts jabber
away with their immediate neighbours with-
out fear of being “cased.”

And what a grand departure from the
ordinary diet is that Christmas dinner!
What truth there may be in the very popular
story current to-day in our convict prisons
anent the origin of these Christmas dinners
I am not prepared to state, but the yarn is
as follows:

Less than a decade ago, Lord Lonsdale—
England’s premier sportsman—whilst con-
versing with an old lag, learned that on
(hrﬁtmds Day convicts received simply the
ordinary, everyday sort  of fare. Lord
Lonsdale’s exclamation, on receiving that
hit of knowledge, was to the effect that such
a state of affairs should continue no longer
if he could do anything to alter it.

Knuckling Dewn.

Inmates of workhouses were given a
special Christmas dinner, and, declared Lord
Lonsdale, convicets should be given one, too,
even if he himself had to foot the bill,

Such is the story that convicts love to
believe of England’s great sporting peer, and
I myself have no reason to disbelieve it,
knowing, as I do, something of that gentle-
man’s character. Good roast heef, potatoes,
greens, and - Christmas-pudding, all find a
place on the convict’s Christmas dinner-
table now, and any individual arising dis-
satisfied from that meal must indeed be a
glutton.

To the man outside, the above hill of fare

It is given here in his own words, exactly as he penned it,

might possibly appear_a bit barren. To ap-
preciate it to the full, one must first ex-
perience the ordinary prison fare for about

twelve months!

After dinner comes chapel again, with a
concert to listen to. They may be oniy
local performers; but musieal critics are

scarce in prison, for music i$ quickly knocked
out of their souls by serdid surroundings.
and they are prepared to appreciate any-

thing apart from the monotonous prison
xoutmf\ That monotony is certainly broken
on the three days of Christmastide,

especially. on Boxing Day, when one is
reated to a concert, a lecture, and perhaps
three or more hours’ welcome exercise of the
talk-as-much-as-you-like kind.

During the week preceding Christmas the
prison librarian is extremely busy endeavour-
ing to appéase the voracious appetites of
his econviet “customers.” Educated men
naturally prefer books of substance. Others
want popular novels and magazines, whilst
the illiterates plump for vivid picture-books.
It speaks volumes for the foresight and com-
monsense of the prison librarian that there
are very few grumblers—where grumbling
usually is rampant—found railing at the
library books at that season. :

The highly-strung person very speedily
loses his high strings i 2 convict prison.
There is no moping or pining allo“cd He
is forced out of himself, as it were, and,
for the time being at lea:t becomes ‘‘ one
of the ruck.” Otherwise, his life is likely
to become a veritable hell on earth. Dick.
Tom, and Harry will see to that, unless he
f-)rf'eta his personality and eutnely merges
himself in his surroundings. i

I defy anyone to prove that any convich
ever emerged from a penal establishment
other than in better physical condition than
when he entered, unless, of course, he hap-|
pened to be suﬁ‘ermg from some mcu"ab‘r’
disea Clean living, plain food, open-air|
. and, finally, food for thought alll
ute to this very desirable state of

things.

It may appear that I am digressing frem!
my immediate subject somewhat, but that
last little talk really does appertain to the:
way a first-timer takes his Christmas in'
prison. i

That first Christmas in prison may be
taken hard, but the convict looks forward
to future Christmases eagerly. M
eagerly, perhaps, than the man in the out
side world to whom liberty is an unvalued
possession.

At all events, he finds that the season of
relaxation and goodwill is not also a seasan
of expense.
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Here you have just what

does in gaol
LASS distinctions
t as they exist
The first-timer
¢

X

As regarded as a
“mug” by the pr - aristocrats—
e who have served previous- sentences,
ud who accordingly regard themselves as
wide,” that is, particularly knowing.
In most cases, prison education is all the
inowing ones ever had, and so many Christ:
es Im e they spent behind prison walls
they are able to enjoy Christmas
de 7 almost ‘h as the ordinary
tizen is able to do ot What is known
“trafficking ibutes a great deal
this enjoyment.
son officials, as a whole,

a
1

are among the

5 incorruptible of public servants. Never-
ess, there is generally to be found in
prison one who, for a cerfain re-
ieration, indulges in the unlawful _and
business of traflicking—that is,
ling into, or out of, prison any fer-

Lidden artiele. ’
The penalty - for this eatails not only
instant dismissal from the sgr\i(-c, but a
m of imprisonment ranging from one
ve months. Whicll explains the

scare of traffickers!

What truth there is in the old saying

that -“every man has his price” I am not
fified to judge. But I can say that
in every prison I have ever been confined

in there have always been periodical
epidemics  of  trafficking. Cccasionally
are feund to bc in poss

pTisoners

: it, perhaps.
the prison authorities know that some-
among the officials is trafficking, and

v leave no stone uunturncd in the effort to
ferret out the offender. ,

For two or three weeks preceding Christ-
mas, vigilance is shown by numerous
“special searching ™ incidents. A prisoner
o bas been found with any confraband on
e previous cecasion, or who has at any
& been suspected of trafficking, is likely
called frem his working party at an

Hhe

ist in prisons just |
side

f
4
/

the old stager thinks and
at Christmas, :

unexpected moment, taken to the bath-toom,
and there, before two warders, n.ade to
strip to the skin. Then his clothing is
examined minutely, piece by piece, fer trace
of any forbidden possession. Meanwhile,
other warders are searching his cell.

Give an old lag a newspaper and a chew
of tobacco, and he is perfectly happy. Seo
it is no unusual thing to hear this sort of
talk going on behind the warder’s back:

“I wonder whether I'll have a chew this
Christmas?” -

Convicts who have friends outside, whom

they know to be willing to do anything for
them. are constantly inguiring among their

fellow-prisoners whether any of them is in
toueh with a “straight screw,” that being
the  “inside ” nickmame for a warder who
can be “got at ™ or bribed.

The convict who discovers the warder he
is seeking for them gets in touch with his
outside ‘nd, relying on “that Christinas
feeling ” to get him what he wants. The
letter wiich the inside man gets =mur"led
out to his friend probdbh reads something
like this:

“Pear Triend,—If you will kindly send £2
to the address enclosed, you will be making
my Christmas a far happier one than other-
wise -it is likely to be.

“Your old friend,
‘ BiLL. BROWN.”

The recipient of the £2 would be one of
the prison staff who has proved himseli not
bribesprooi. In return for the money, the
aforesaid Bill Brown reccives perhaps a few
ounces of chewing tobacco, a cake of choco-

late, and a current weekly newspaper, all
of which he must immediately hide away, for

his own use or to be shared amongst pals.
The greatest cunning is needed to carry
all this out. It has to be done under the
very noses of keen-eyed warders, whose duty
it is to keep cvery prisoner under the -closest
observation from the moment he is released
from his cell to go to his labour until the
cell door shuts-to on him again at night.
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An OLD LAG’S XMAS.

% By LESLIE HARPER.

‘to hear of the other’s

_pg[emcng

_Sounds impossible, doesn't it?
assure you it iz done, and on Christmas
there are very few old lags notin po
of something contraband.

Trafficking invariably increases just before
the Christmas season, and the convict who
has successfully “swagged,” or smuggled,
something to his cell for his own private

consumption heaves a heartfelt sigh .of
relief.
But his relief is sometimes rudely dis-

pelled—for jealousy and eny

are rampan?
amongst old lags.

One or two of them gi
swag,” and t
want their share, and so Christmas-time
enlivened with a few free fights.

Perhaps a convict wants to curry hwr'
with a warder, and accordingly “put~ the
squeak in” (gives information) about 2
fellow prisoner whom he has seen “cop ”
(receive) something from another. Old lags
are quite unscrupulous, and when they want
to get their own back never hesitate to have
a battle-royal with the effender.

And they do not stick to the rules
down by the Marquis of Queensberry! “All
in ” governs their fighting. On oune occca-
sion I saw two convicts scrapping tocth and
nail, both on the ground. The warder in
charge, powerless to stop them, addressed
the one who at that moment happened to
be uppermost.

“Let him get up!” he barked.

“What! After I've got him down?”
the astonished reply.

I witnessed a lively incident of this kind
during exercise one Christmas morning. Con-
victs have to walk around the exercise ring
in single file, and should any wish to u
the conveniences provided, they must first
ask permission of the warder at that peint
to “fall out.”

The lag who wants to pass anything to a
chum will give him the tip to that effeet.
He will then wait in the convenience until
his chum has marched around to that point
and has asked permission to fall out. The
latter will then find the article, whatever it
may be, where his' chum left it for him.

On the occasion of the lively incide
referred to, a third lag saw what was go
on between two of his fellow-prisoners.

€ g

is

laid

was

He
promptly jumped at the chance of forestall-

ing the man for whom the article was
tended, and he got away with it.

The fight that ensued would have graced
the ring of the National Sperting Club!
Others took a hand in the game at onc
until there were at least half a d
fights in progress at the same time—an
on a Christmas morning!

in-
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down-in the

ANBURY STREET. way
t. End of London, for long had

“enjoyed ¥ an unsavoury Treputa-
tion. The shadow of the mysterious
the Ripper ” crimes hung heavily over
With the passage of time, Hanbury
might have lost something of that
rable notoriety.
Christmas of

1911, however,” was
not only to !e\i\(‘ that fadin
0 of an imbecile’s tr: agie activiti
bub once again to place on that particuiar
Uu*»hbaurhood the seal of hooliganism and
w\ln‘nek» carried to extremes. Ask a
and Yard official to relate the affair to
1 and he will put you off with a few
mumbled words.
tor the “Yard”

does mnot like to keep
Few and
as these are, guite a number
their anniversaries to confront
D. men and remind them that, with
the resources science offers in the con-
duct of their investigations, there yet re-
main dark and inscrutable mysteries that
apparently must await solution to the very
end of all time.

Gae such mystery is rvetold on page 11 of
ti ssue. Another, with a double tragedy
a5 its motif, is the subject of the present
article.

No one who desired a lifc of monastic
cajm and peace would have dreamed of
ling in Hanbury Street. The population
hat district of the East End were not

green the memory of its failures.
f »

between
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TERY OF |

HANBURY STREET. ;

:m(‘nsh)nwd to quietude. The roar-of traffic
and the almost ceaseless hustle and bustle
of erowded thoroughfares was accepted as
an essential part of the daily and nightly
life of the place.

And so we can easily imagine the degree
of rowdine that forced most of the in-
habitants of Hanbury Street, that Christmas
season twelve ~years ago, to demand of
Samuel Millstein that he turned out the
quarrelsome occupants of the gambling-den
beneath his shop. The folks round. about
did not object to what might be called
natural poise, but they most decidedly re-
fused any longer to put up with the per-
petual yelling and quarrelling that emanated
from that den and robbed them of all chance
of a little rest.

The gambling-den in questiom was a cellar
beneath the cating-house that Samuel Mill-
stein and his wife ran as a prosperocus and
respectable concern. The back of the cellar
was used by Millstein as a kitchen; of that
the neighbours had nothing to complain. It
was the cellar, abutting on the street, that
they wanted cleared out.

Not wanting to lese his custom, Samuel
promply acted on the forcible suggestion
conveyed - to him. by a deputation of the
folk living in Hanbury Street, and gave his
gambling tenants peremptory notice to pack
up their effects and quit.

Christmas Day came and went. Boxing
Day saw the Millsteins frantically busy in
the well-patronised eating-house. - And then,
when the next working day dawned and the
pressure slackened somevhat, the proprietors

told themselves they would ease up a bib
and take a few hours’ holiday themselves.
They did so, and the netvhbours who saw
them return home to their shop a minute or
two after midnight were the last to see the
unfortunate cecuple alive.

Above the Millsteins’ shop
who heard them return, and en dropped
off to sleep again. But his_sleep was soon
disturbed omce more. Intermittent groans
came from down below. For an hour or
more he stood it as best he could, then about
four o’clock in the morning, got up tc sce
what was the matter.

It was then he noticed smoke in his room.
With an exclamation-of anno\ame he fl
up the window and leaned out to get a vi
of his landlord’'s window below. A flerce
glow shone through the canvas blmd, and
in an instant he realised the origin. of the

ged a man

smoke that had tickled his nostrils. The
Millsteins’ bed-room was on fire! -
His hand closed on the first object he

could clutch—a hairbrush—and; with one yell
of * Fire!'* he sent it hmt'mv through the
landlord’s window. Most law wbxdmn folk
in Hanbury Street carried a pollce-wl 3

and the man who watched that ter
glow was no exception. A second later shr

. bilasts were calling the police to the scene

and neighbours to their street doors.

The police had no difficulty in getting info
the shop, for the door was unfastened. With
a rush they gained the Millsteins’ bed-rooni,
and there they halted for a moment, for
the door was locked—with the key in the
lock outside! In a twinkling the key was
turned and the door flung wide. And there,
on the floor, surrounded by flames that were
rapidiy licking up the walls, were the bodics
of the eating-house propnetnr and his wife.

Not a clue, not a vestige of one, was there
to lead to the discovery of the perpetra\o 3
of .the double crime, which remzias as deep
a mystery on this its twelfth anmwr“my
as on the night it was discovéred
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THE FLAMING SPECTRE E
OF CLOOME!

(Continued from Fage 10.)

usual, and I'm dashed if the beds have
been slept in !” z

“Infernally strange!” remarked. the
colonel. ““Particularly after that ghost
business last night. I know Mr. Blake's
keen on anything mysterious, and it's
just passible, by gad, that he’s met with
a bit of trouble !’

“We shall have to get up a search-
v,”-said Lord Cloome. ‘I remember

ling Mr. Blake last night that I

wanted him to look into the mystery.”

There was every reason for anxiety.
lrealfast was over, and the non-appear-
ance of Sexton Blake and Tinker had not
occasioned much comment among the
other guests. But when Reggie reported
that Blake and ‘Tinker were not even in
their room, Lord Cloome began to suspect
something sinister.

A very brief investigation revealed the
fact that no baggage of any kind was
1g—not even a suitcase or a glad-
stone. It was clear, therefore, that
Blake and Tinker had not set off upon
some urgent mission. Their disappear-
' was connected with Cloome Chase

after that ghost,”" declared the colonel.
‘“He was keen on it, I know. As for a
party, I'm hanged if I know where
can start!”

Lord Reggie coughed.

“Of course, I don’t want to butt in, or
anything like that, but Diana was telling
me  about some frightfully interesting
secret passages. You know, these places
that Roundheads, and so forth, mipped
into when their heads were in danger
of being lopped off,” he said. ‘“Accord-
ing to Di, the whole bally place is littered
with these secret passages!”

““There are some, I will admit,” said
Leord Cloome, with a sharp note of con-
cor “T wonder—is it possible that Mr.
Blake found one of these entrances, and
that he and Tinker have fallen into some
pitfall? Good heavens, we must go in
search at once—without a moment’s
delay !”

And while they were bustling about,
preparing for the search, Sexton Blake
and Tinker were in a somewhat un-
enviable plight.

» . . . .

Tt had been five o’clock in the morning
n Blake had recovered consciousness
—to find himself lying cold and chilled,
with Tinker close beside him. Tinker
did not revive until an hour later.

From the severe after-effects Blake
1ew that he had sustained an electrical
wck of such power that the force of it
had stunned him. And his anxiety re-
garding Tinker was great at first, for
such ‘a shock would undoubtedly have
electrocuted a man of weak heart.

nd Blake, whilst commencing the
‘examination of his prison, marvelled at
Waldo’s latest enterprise. What was this
almost unbelievable electrical power that
he could store within himself, and dis-
charge at will? Great as Blake’s know-
tedge of electricity was, he was absolutely
baffled at this problem.

A few minor puzzles were solved. The
phost was now easily explained, and the
reason for the insensibility of that
Jabourer in the roadway was also made
clear. He had not fainted from fright,
but had been partially electrocuted by
contact with Waldo,

- o
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Just as Blake and Tinker got to the spot where Wiarchmont had vanished,
the wall moved outwards and the colone! reappeared.

By gad ! I’ve found a fertune

he exclaimed, tremendocusly excited.

* I’'ve found, something !

(Chapter 7.)

Sexton Blake realised ths
Man had a weapon of in o power
in his hands—a weapon that would enable
him to defy capture at any time, Indeed,
the possibilities were stagger

And it was imperative
should be captured and this «of
marvel wrested from him.

But at the moment Blake was not in

Waldo

rical

a position to capture anyb He did
not blame himself for his p predica-
ment, for under no circumstances could

he have been prepared for that ratic
surprise.

A brief examination proved that Blake
and Tinker were at the bottom of a kind
of pit with steep, almost smooth sides.
At the top there was a number of
wooden rafters, and a black cavity.
Clearly this pit had been used ai some
remote period of history as a dungeon.
Indeed, it was by no means off the mark
to assume that unwanted gentry of the
Middle Ages had been dropp down
here to perish miserably of starvation.

And there seemed to be no way out—
no possibility of escape. Blake, although
he knew the peril, remained guite calm.
He had told ncbody of his intentions,
and if no search was made he and Tinker
might remain here for years. To shout
was useless, for their voices would never
carry far beyond that black cavity.

Blake was thankful cnough that the
air. was fairly pure and that he and
Tinker were unharmed. Apy other
criminal but Waldo might have thrown
them ruthlessly into this pit, careless of
whether they bhroke their bones. But
Waldo, obviously, had lowered them by
means of a rope. Ile had even left Blake
his electric torch.

By  the -time Tinker had fully
overed his scattered wits the hour was

wder- 1 close

upon seven. And Tinker was
rather startled when Blake pointed oub
the nature of their position.

“But they’re bound tp scarch for us,
sir” argued Tinker. :

1 sincerely trust so, but cannot
be too sure,” said Blake. And we
must make every effort to help ourselves,
Tinker. T am aware that the task seems
impossible; but we have got out of many
tight corners in our time.”

“Yes, sir—corners that seemed even
more tight than this,” agreed Tinker.
“By jingo, isn’t Waldo the limit,
guv'nor? He’s not a man at all; he’s
almost superhuman! How, in the name
of all that’s miraculous, can he store up
ricity like that, and shoot it out at
5

wi :

Blake shook his head.

“We will not discuss that problem

row; it can wait. But I suspect Waldo
was wearing an electrically-charged suit
beneath his ordinary attire, his body
itself being effectively insulated. Such a
thing could be done, but with great risk.
However, we will confine ourselves to the
problem in hand.”
“ And this is Christmas Day, sir!” said
Tinker, in disgust, “A fine Christmas
we’ll have, won't we? Fancy starving
on Christmas Day! There'll be no get-
ting out of here!”

Blake was ecarefully examining  the
sides of the pit by means of his electric
torch. He noticed that they had been
hewn out of the hard earth, and had
remained in this condition doubtless for
centuries. At one time the sides had
been perfectly smooth, making any
climbing impossible,

But at different periods certain por-
tions had become dislodged, leaving
jageed gaps and rents in the sides.
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“There’s only one way, Tinker; T shall
have to attempt the climb,” said Blake.
“It will be fairly risky, and we canmot
count upon success.  Bubt it ¥ ;u‘.d be
fcoliah to remain down here, in

“Let me do the cliib; U'm lighter,”
pleaded Tinker.

But Blake would not hear of it, for he
knew that one slip when near the top
would result in grave n»)nw And
task, in any case, would Lo a test of
endurance that would make the strongest
man quail.

It would have been eas
the pit were only three or fo
Then Blake could have o
shoulders against one side whi
worked his feet up the other. me tlaﬂ
walls were a clear seven foot from one
another, and a sheer ascent was the only
solution.

“It’s all very well for
about who's going up,
“It’s absolutely impossible f
Why, a cat couldn’t cliznb up one of
these walls!”

“If they were of rock, Tinker,
agrec with you,” replied Blake.

“He took from his pocket a heavily-made
daspl\mfe and, stepping to the
the pit, he scratched away at &
carth.  Within a few minutes he had
formed a rough kind of step.

And then Blake commenced the ascent.

Foot by foot he carved his way up-
wards, providing himself with a fresh
grip by literally digging into the earth.
And he was handlcapped by the fact that
he had to work in darkne For he had
no place for the torch, and even if he had
it would have been useless, for the bat-
tery was nearly exhausted. gy

Tinker, below, spent the most errible
bours of anguish he could remerber.
Now and again Blake ealled down to
him, cheery and calm. Butb only Sexton
Blake himself knew what this eFort was
costing him.

The higher he went the more difficult
became his task, for his fingers became
uvumbed, his feet felt as tbongle they
were lead. And to retreat was out of the
question. Under no circumstances Cmdd
he attempt a descent, for it would lead to
certain disaster.

His only chance was to climsh upwards,
making fresh finger-holds for himself as
he went. Tinker, he knew, could never
have gone through the ordeal, And

1 would
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even Blake’s iron nerve and sinew were
being taxed to their uttermost limit.

Towards the last, he fought on
mechanically, numbed and utterly des-
perate. The least slip now and tragedy
would indeed result. But Blake carried
on—and there was a strong reason for
his anxiety.

He had Conmatu]dtcd himself upon the

urity of the air in the pit, but he knew
that it would not remain pure for long.
Anothcr five or six hours, and they would
have breathed all the avmlable oxygen,
and a slow, ghastly death from suffoca-
tion would have followed. Blake was
convinced that Waldo had not considered
this possibility, for Waldo was no cold-
blooded murderer.

Once, when only six feet from the top,
Blake slipped,- and he gave lutmcif up
for lost. But by an appalent miracle his
slipping fingers clutched an unseen pro-
jection; and he hung there, expecting
the hold to crumble away under his
fingers.

But it didn’t, and again he fought bi:
way upwards. And at last, more dead
than alive, he found that c‘xxxt; right
against his head. One clutch with his
aching fingers and he had hold of the
edge.

How he pulled himself up he hardly
remembered. But he found himself
sprawling in safety, breathing hard, and
far more  spent than he had even
believed; for now that the tension was
over a swift reaction set in. For five
minutes Blake was utferly incapable of
movement.

“Guv'nor—guv’nor I’ came an anxious,
urgent voice.

It seemed to come to Sexton Blake as
though in a dream. He heard the voice
again and again, and then, as his
strength  returned, he remembered
Tinker. Feeling for his torch, he pulled
it out. and a weak beam of hvht showed
him that he was at the batk of that little
seeret chamber where he had encountered
Raupert Waldo. He flashed the light
down into the pit

“All right, 'finl}er; T'll soon have you

out.”

““Oh, guv’'nor!” gasped Tinker from
belew. “T've been calling you for ten
minutes !”

Blake smiled wanly, and his eyes
lighted up as he caught sight of a coil of
rope—the same rope, no doubt, that
Waldo had used to lower them. He was
iust about to reach for it when he heard
voices.

And then came lights—footsteps—men.
As  Blake pulled himself up, Lord
Cloome appeared with Colonel March-
mont and Lord Reggie close behind.

“Thank Heaven!” exclaimed Lord
Cloome. hurrying forward. “1—1
hardly dared to think what had happened
to you! But Tinker—where is Tinker 77

Blake steadied himself.

“We were foolish enough to explore
these passages during the night, Lord
Cloome,” he replied. “We had a slight
accident, and it was only by a big effort
that I succeeded in climbing up.”

The colonel gazed down into the pit.

“By gad!” he exclaimed. “Amaz-
ing! You cannot mean to assure me,
Mzr. Blake, that you actually climbed out
of this place ¥’

Blake entered into no full explanation.
He attempted to give the impression that’
he and Tinker had merely met with an
accident. Blake saw no object in relat-
ing the facts about Rupert Waldo yet.
The story, indeed, would sound fantastic,
and he did not wish to be doubted.
Moreover, he wanted to be quite certain
as to Waldo’s whereahouts before making
any statement to his host,

Five minutes later Tinker was hauled

‘up. But, although the rescue-party had

come, it was a great satisfaction to the
pair to recalise that they would have
escaped in any case.

Soon afterwards, as they emerged from
the secret panel in the upper corridor;
Blake caught sight of a figure ho&mmﬂ
near by. The figure was that of Pow o]l
the footman.

And Sexton Blake smiled grimly to

- himself,

THE SiIXTH CHAPTER.
‘The Family Skeleton.

HRISTMAS DAY proved to be
q a thoroughly merry, enjoyable
occasion, 1n spite of the extra-
ordmary events that had been ~
taking place.

The majority of Lord Cloome’s guests
knew nothing of what had happened.
And Sexton Blake, after a brief 10~t
hefolc luncheon, was guite himself agai
during the meal. The spirit of Chstt-
mas was in the air, and the Spectre had
been fergotten.

Luncheon was a ]ovo'\s repast, with
jokes and laughter passing mund the
table in a cortmnous succession. And
afterwards, in the library, Blake had a
quiet smoke with Lord Cloome.

‘It seems to me, Mr. Blake, that there
was something rather strange ‘about your
adventure in the night,” said lns lord-
ship quietly. “I don t thmk you ve told
me the full story.”

“As a matter of fact, T have not,”
admitted Blake. “But I shall take it
as a favour, Lord Cloome, if you will
allow the matter to rest for a while.
Eventually, I will be perfectly frank.”

Tinker, who was strolling round the
library, looking at the various old paint-
ings, paused before a frame which was in
a curious position. The picture itself
was towards the wall, and only the back
was revealed ont\vardly.

“ Anything special about this picture,
sir?” he asked, looking round.

Lord Cloome jumped to his feet.
“Leave that portrait alone!” he said
hoarsely.

Tinker his
vehemence,

“\Vhy, I—T'm sorry, sir!” he ;tam
mered. “I didn’t mea

“I am sorry, Tinker,” said Lord
Cloome, with an effort. “Pleasc come
away fmm that picture, and ask no
questions.”

He sank back into his chair, and Blake
noticed that he was trembling slightly,
and every atom of colour had fied from
his cheeks. Here was a mystery that
Blake had not even suspected.

What was that portrait, with its face
to the wall?

What secret of the Cloome family was
hidden in this strange fashion? Tord
Cloome’s great agitation was eloquent
enough. And the acute pain in his eyes
was more than sufficient to make Tinker
hastily change the subject. He had
asked his questlon quite innocently,
without any suspicion of what would
follow. For until that minute he had
had nro idea that Lord Cloome possessed -
a family skeleton.

Obviously, the subject was one that
could not bear inquiry. $Sexton Blake,

was startled by host’s
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zlthough intimate with his host, knew
nothing whatever of that swnlﬁcant por-
trait. And he was too tactful to mention
a word on the subject, even after Tinker
had gone. 3

Blake, as a matter of fact, was anxious
to be alone. He went for a long walk,
turning over the various events that
recently happened in his mind. He was
not guite so puzzled as to Waldo’s exact
whc-reabouts as Tinker imagined. Indeed,

Tinker would have been somewhat
startled if he had known exacﬂy what
was in his master’s mind.

But there was one point where Blake
stumbled.  He wasn’t satisfied that
Waldo’s only obJect was to rob the
guests. It wasn’t Waldo’s usual game at
all. The Wonder-Man was not the kind
of crook to aim for such a prize. Blake
felt that there was something else—some-
thing far deeper.

And that afternoon the love affairs of
Lord Reggie—so unimportant to others,
but so vital to his own happiness—went
forward another step. And it was
Colonel Marchmont who brought this
about.

The colonel was rather anxious to have
a quiet little chat with Reggie, and to
tactfully find out if there was any possi-
bility of an engagement between the
young people, or whether a simple flirta-
tion was in progress.

Failing to find Lord Reggie, the
colonel passed into the conservatory, and
took a seat in a quiet little alcove. He
had only been there a mere minute when
voices sounded behind him in startlingly
close proximity. And then he discovered
that there was another seat, back to
back with the one he occupled But it
was hidden by masses of evergreens.

“It’s no good, Di, T've got to say it

out!” came Reggie’s voice, very
wmestly for him. ““I mean, this colonel
rnappxe One of the best, and all that,

but _the very idea of him marrying you
is ghastly. Don’t you think so, old girl?
Be a sport, you know. Let’s thrash the
bally thmg out once and for all.”

“I like Colonel Marchmont—it
wouldn’t. be fair to say that I don’t,”
exclaimed the Hon. Diana mftly. £ But
Reggie—oh, Reggie, T can’t marry him !
And I'm afraid to tell faihel I IPH be
such a terrible blow to him.”

“Yes, but, dash it, these blows have
got to fall, you know !” argued Reggie.
“It’s all very well for paters to make
plans, and so forth, but they can’t always
have their own way.’

Colonel Marchmont was startled.

Unconsciously, and without any intent,
he was an eavesdropper; and he lumqelf
was the subject of the conversation that
he was overhearing. And to move now
was impessible.

For he would be heard. If he boldly
coughed, and thus announced his
presence, Reggie and Diana would know
that he had listened to their open
remarks. And if he attempted to creep
away, and they saw him, the result would
be appalling. The posluon indeed, was
most cmbarr355111g.

"There was only one solution.

ile had to remain. If discovery came,
he would pretend to be aslecép, and
perhaps the ruse would pass.

“ Listen, Di, sweetheart !” said Lord

Reggie, his voice anxious and intent. “I
sha’n’t care a twopenny dash if you only
give me the final good word. I mean to
say, how do I stand? Is it O.K., Di? I
mean—dash it I—is there ,any chance for
a poor blighter like me?”
T wish you wouldn’t call yourself that,
Reggie ! said Diana severely. “You—
you silly boy ! Of course there’s a chance
for you——"

“You--you mean,” gasped Reggie—

“But I thought you said

“you mean that I'm first favourite? I'm

a frightful ass, I know, but if you’ll only
say the word we'll fix it all up, and there
you are! I’ll see your pater and square
it up. A deuce of an ordeal, but I'm
game !

There followed some extremely loving
conversation, and Colonel Marchmont
was so embarrassed that he several times
thought of stealing away. lle was glad
he didn’t, for he heard something else
that finally decided him.

“Oh, Reggie, we musin’t — it’s
foolish I"? exclaimed Diana in a voice that
trembled with anxiety. “I’ve got to
think of my father—and Cloome Chase.

For dad’s sake, I’ve got o marry the
colonel——"
“Oh, that's rot—thai’s absolutely

'P. alarmed and
Why, dash it,
i'1l put it to

ghas wt:ly !” protested Reg
almost at his wits’ end.
T'll see the old boy myscif,
him as man to man!”
“Don’t, Reggie! You mustn’t!” in-
sisted Diana. “Oh, that would be
terrible! Reg, dear, I'mu so unhappy!
I—I don’t know what to do! = If only
father could see
She broke off, sobbing dquietly; and
Reggie was so tremendously upset that
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he jumped from the seat and made such
a general commotion that the colonel
quickly seized his advantage and stole
away.

With a breath of intense relief, he
found himself out of the conservatory,
satisfied that he had not been seen. And
the colonel went straight to Lord
Cloome, and spoke his mind.

“I won’t do it, Cloome!
won’t !” he said curtly.

“My dear colonel, what on earth——""

“The whole thing’s an infernal dis-
grace!” stormed Marchmont. 5Eha
very idea of my marrying Diana is a
mistake—a wretched blunder. That girl
of yours belongs to Hammerton. Do you
hear me?”

“Yes, I hear you—-"

“Then, Cloome, you've got to heed!”
growled the colonel. * That girl belongs
to Hammerton—and I’ see that he has
her! Why, they're as unhappy as—as
any two people can be !’

“Unhappy !” echoed h!s

By gad, T

lordship.

"Unhappy because I'm in the infernal
way !” stormed Marchmont. “And
you've got to send for your daughter
now—this minute, Cloome ! Send for
her, confound it, and tell her that therc’s

no truth about this preposterous rumour
concerning me. Do you hear—deo you
hear? I¥'s Christmas-time, by gad, and
those two young people have got to be
happy |7

Lord Cloome bowed his head.

“Yes, colonel, I know it, and T'll do as
you say,” he said huskily. “I could see
this coming all the time, but I didn’t
want to admit it. I haven’t got the heart
to part them now—and Reggie is quite a
good fellow. T will tell Diana to forget
auyfhmg I may have said to her regard-
ing yo elf.’

tal—capital|” said the ccloael,
b oen]w "Pon iny soul, there’s a big
load off my mind.

But i there was a load off Colonel
Marchmont’s mind, it seemed to Lord
(lgome that his own troubles were
trebly intensified. He sat there, his
despair poignant and distressing.

For there was now no hope of keep-
ing Clooine Chase in the family. It was
doomed to pass into the hands of an
outsider. The old peer’s last hope had
vanished—as he had always feared it

ish—and his whole attitude of
ion was pathetic in the

Sex on Blake Qets to Work. i

A

GHOST hunt,

Reggie, hanpllv
He was, in fact, almost de-

}irious with joy, and had been

what ?” asked

in a state of intoxication for hours—not

thas he had touched a drop of spirits.
" In the early morning Lord Reggie had
learned - from Diana—a changed and
happy Diana—that everything was all
right, and that her father looked upon
their engagement with favour.
That same evening Reggie had
nnounced the engagement io
g, and Christmas had been
more joyously in consequence.
Marchmont * was as boisterous
and he knew

&
Colonel
and as content as anybody

the meaning of those warm, tender
glances which the Hon. Diana frequently

-bestowed upon him. For the girl in-
~fmch\ ely knew that the colonel was the
indirect cause of her happiness.

now the hour was late, and the
5 mas festivities were over. The
ladies had retired, and most of the
gentlemen, too. In the smoking-room
(o]m;d Marchmont  had suggested a

sh —a search for the Flaming

to, who knew so much, fell in with
heme promptly. He had intended
making some secret investigations that
night. But, with this idea of a ghost
h‘mt mooted, it would have been ini-
possible for him to back out.

And so he agreed with enthusiasm.

A ghost hunt, what“ * repeated Lord
Ppggie, with relish. ‘“Dashed good!
I'm game, you know—~game for any old
thing.  Just say the word, old compan-
ions, and we'll toddle forth 17

“1 don’s think we ean do better than
make a cemplete and thorough search of
all the passages,” said Blake, entering
into the spirit of the thing. “If the
ghost is anywhme within Cloome Chase,

we will have him,”
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“That ” said Lord Reggie, “is the
stuft.”
“It]l be a bit of a risk, you know,”

said Tinker, dubiously.

Blake gave him a glance, and Tinker
sald no more, K As a matter of fact, he
had been very doubtful about the advis-
ability of the whole party going into
those secret passages. It would be pretty
serious if Waldo appeared, and stari=d
any of his electrical stunts.

But Sexton Blake was evidently deter-
mined, and Tinker had an idea that his
master had got something up his sleeve.

Tinker was rather aggrieved because
‘Blake hadn’t taken him into his full
coufidence.

The hunt was soon started.

The entry into the secret passage was
made " in the upper corridor—where
Blake and Tinker had entered upon
their first adventurous«trip. Blake went
first, with Tinker close behind, then
Colonel Marchmont, with Reggie bring-
ing up the rear.

The secret chamber was reached with-
out incident, and an examination of this
proved futile. A further passage was
revealed beyond, leading into the north
wing.

Blake was anxious to explore this, for
he had an idea that some good might
result. Still in single file, they had not

roceeded far when Lord Reggie got a

it of a fright.  They were all armed
with electric torches, so there was plenty
of light.

Reggie, with the colonel just in front
of hum, was chattering away happily.
He didn’t care particularly what he said,
and he wasn’'t afraid of a dozen ghosts.
fu his present frame of mind, he felt
like walking right through half-a-dozen

them.

The colonel turned to make some re-
mark—and the colonel was not exactly
slim. Neither was the passage broad.
Consequently, when Marchmont half
turned, he pressed the rear portion of
his person hard against the wall.

“The fact is, Hammerton, I——""

- The colonel broke off with a shout of
startled surprise. For the solid wall in
his rear suddenly gave way. And Reggie
was provided with the startling spectacle
of Colonel Marchmont falling headlong
through an unsuspected cavity. The
colonel just vanished, and before Lord
Reggie could take a second breath, the
wall thudded back solidly into place—
without leaving a single mark or sign
as to how it opened.

“Good gad!” gasped Reggie, blankly

of

“ Anything the matter?” asked lm:
ker, .looking round. ‘“Why, hallo!
‘Where’s the colonel? Stop a minute,

guv’'nor!”’

“Good gad!” repeated Reggie. “The
1(‘ boy’s gone, you know !’

“Gone!’
“ Absolutely !” said Reggie. “He

turned to speak to me, and simply flowed
through the wall! Never saw anything
like it! The most dashed uncanny thing
you could imagine!”

Blake squeezed past Tinker, and
pushed on the wall with all his st ength.

“This may be serious!” he said curtly.
“From our experience, we know that
these passages are full of pitfalls and
hidden dangers. Where is this door,
Hammerton ?”

ST mean, w here 7" said Reggie. “Dash
it, you've got your hand on it, old boy !
Abﬂolutely on the spot. A sort of ¢ open
sssame ’ sort of business, by gad! The
old bird turned to speak to me, and then
melted away !

Sexton Blake was more coucerned than
he cared to admit. Quickly, but without
any sign of panie, he carvefully examined
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WardoA 1ue, Fulham, London, SVS

i | s. 814-1,047, complete ; also ‘Paiq,
F Humphrey, 29, King Street,
on, Herts.
exton Blake Lib.” and “Boys’ Friend."—
Luscombe, West Hill, Braunton, N. Devon.
1 J. 0dd numbers—1,017-1,046, four missing.

—7T. E. Williams, (Stuf‘) Gloucester Hotel
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Middy,”” “ Off to Australia,” * The Middies in
Moroceo,” “The Lad From the Lower Deck,”
“On th( Trail of Justice.” “Sexton Blake

Lib..” “The Albino’s Double.,” U. J. lrom
stard Det. Mag. Supp. to No. 982. U. J.
Chri Numbers for 1910, °11, ’12, '13, °18,
14, ‘20; 6d. each for clean copies.  Also any
thnm r stories.—State prices to: \Il Joan

Berry House, Morpeth, N.8.W., Aus-

s. Nos. 1-52, must be clean—R.
Avenue, Bloomfield,

McKee,
Belm\t Ireland.

J.. “The Convict Millionaire,” “Rupert
“aldo Stuntist;” Nos. 1,025, 1,031, 1,088, with
Supps. . Giacomo Mazza, 23, Caied El Gohar
Street, Alexandria, Egypt.

“§. B, Lib.,” all numbers between 124-296
U, J. Nos. between 890-922, also numbers
teaturing “The Raven.”—J. -Arthur, jun.,
2242, - Commissioner Street, Johaunesburg,

Transvaal, South Africa.
EXCHANGE.
.. without Supp., Nos. 984, 1,03 3 1,030,
963, 964, 965. I J. Det. Mag. Supps.
for Supp (iacomo Mazza,
I Gohar th(et Alexandri 5

the wall—tapping i, and doing ewv
thmg in his power to probe the secret of
its hidden cavity. But all his efforts were
in vain. The wall remained utterly solid.

Tinker was anxious, too. He assumed
that Waldo had used that secret opening,
and for some reason of his own had
failed to close it. Indeed, perhaps he had
been lurking behind the cavity and had
deliberately pulled Colonel Marchmont
through the opening. It seemed to
Tinker that this was the most likely
explanation.

“It’s no good, old man—you'll never
do it!” came a smooth, mocking voice.

Tinker whirled round, and flashed the
light of his torch down the low, narrow
tunnel.

The passage widened ouf somewhat a
few yards away. And there, in that
comparatively open space, stood the tall,
fine figure of a Crusader, his coat of
mail glistening and smnnllaung in the
rays from the torch. The face part was
provided with a kind of vizor, and Tin-
ker was aware of two gleaming eyes
staring out. -

“The Flaming Sceptre!” he gasped
huskily.
No——Waldo,

the Wonder-Man !”
said the figure, * VVhy keep up the pre-
tence, young man? Come, Blake—do
you care for another little tussle 77

Sexton Blake turned, and ran swiftly
towards the gleaming ﬁvure And as he
did so that coat of mail of Waldos
sprang into flaming life. Sparks shot
out of him in every direction, and the
air of the passage became charged with
electricity.

Reggie stared, open mouthed—but was
unable to get a clear view becauss
Blake and Tinker were in the way. And
the thing that happened next was so
abrupt that it was over in a flash.

“Stop, guv'nor!” roared Tinker,
alavm,

He had visions of seeing Blake st mo‘
to the ground by another charge of elee-
tricity. And not only Tinker was sur-
prised, but Waldo himself. For Sexton
Blake charged straight at the Wonder-
Man, and grappled with him,

And, amazingly enough,
uitharmed !

He had the advantage, and he knew
it. ‘With a skilful trip, he jerked Waldo
over, and the master crook was swept
off his feet, utterly taken unawares.

“ By heaven !” he snapped. ¢ What's
this, Blake? How on earth——"

He broke off, for Sexton Blake was
attempting to tear at the headpiece and
drag it away. = But with one supreme
effort Waldo hurled himself completely
backwards, rolled over, and was on hw
feet in a moment.

He dashed away,

in

Blake was

Blake-m full pursuit.

But after a few yards, Blake was
chagrined to see his quarry dive head-
“long ‘through a trap in the floor. Only

in the nick of time did Blake pull up.
There was a thudding crash, and the
trapdoor closed into place, Tinker cams
mahmg up a moment latel
“Guv'nor,” he panted, “where i is he ?
“Gone!” qnapped Blake, “He ! knows
these passages and their secrets as well as
a rabbit knows his own warren!
“Butﬁbut how did you escape
current, sir?” breathed Tinker.
Blake held out a hand, and Tinker
understood. Blake was wearing thin
rubber gloves, and, what was more, he
lifted up one foot aho and Tinker saw
that the boot sole was entively composed
of crepe rubber, the heel being of the
same material, thus insulating him from
the earth contact necessary to effect an
olectric shock. In the early
Blake had wired to London,

"
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mb.)eL garments had been sent down by

special messenger, arriving late in the
X i“ll ng.
Blake had hoped to take Waldo by

surprise, and effect: a capture; but luek
had been against him. He was still
trying to unfasten the trapdoor in the
floor when Lord Reggie recovered from
his surprise.

“I say, what about .it?” he asked.
“I'm so frightfully mixed that I don’t
know where I am. Rut 1t seems that we
sught to do \omofhing for the colonel.
I wean, the old chap’s been thumping

&y fot some time—-—"

h repeated Blake quickly.

“In.vmplng/
* Absolutely ! Kicking up a frightful

t the colonel
attention,

ton Blake,
wded - his

realising tha
immediate

hurried back along the passage. Waldo
cculd wait. There was no fear of the
man trying to get away.

And just as Blake and Tinker got to

that spot where Marchmont had
vanished, the wall moved outwards, and
the colonel appeared—hot, dusty us-
tered, and tremendously excited.

“T've found cmnd.hmv—bv gad, Pve
fu ind a fortune !’ he shouted.

What do you mean?” demanded

Blake auickly.

“I’d have told you before,
infernal door bafled me!” puffed the
colonel.  “I couldn’t work the con-
founded catch! But there’s here—in this
cupboard. Diamonds—rubies—emeralds !
Upon my soul, it’s worth a fortune!”

Blake pushed his
opening, with Tinker and Reggie follow-
y excitedly behind. They found them-

but that

selves in a queer little cupboard, with
hardly room to stand.
And  Colonel Marchmont’s exira-

ordinary statement was no exaggeration.
Theve. in a corner, dusty and dull, lay a
pile of wonderful old jewellery. There
were pendants, bracelets, necklaces, and

thier articles of adornment, old-fashioned
d dull with age. And all were set with
precious stones of the most exquisite size
and beauty. Sexton Blake’s eyes
gleamed as he looked at them.

“This is wonderful !’ he said softly,
giving ( olonel Marchmont a quick
giance. ‘It means that Lord Cloome’s
troubles are over—his worries are at an
cnd.  These jewels, gentlemen, are
nothing more nor less than the famous
Cloome heirlooms !”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Secret of Cloome Chase.

HE discovery was nothing less than
sensational.
Even Tinker, who professed to

be no expert on jewels, knew

that this collection was worth a fabulous

sumM—iunning into bundreds of
thousands.  And as Tinker looked at
them, breathless and excited, he had the

same. thought as Sexton Blake.

Now they understood why Rupert
Waldo had come to Cleome Chase, and
what he had been working for. All
zlong they had suspected that Waldo had
) deeper motive than mere petty
jewellifting  from the guests.” This
treasure was well worth 2 vast amount
of trouble.

Scarcely ten minutes the dis-

alter

way through the

Attracted by the sound in their rear, the grecup turned, and wére astonished te see
a portion of the bookcase hinge open like a door.
flaming figure of the Spectre of Cloome Chase.

{
{

And in the cenire stood the |
(Chapter 8.) l

covery the little party crowded into the
library, where TLord Cloome was
sombrely sitting at his desk, wrestling
with unknown pnouloms in figures as to
what Cloome Chase would feteh at
auction. A fine occupation for a Christ-
mas night!

He looked up wanly and with a wearied
frown as the party came in excitedly.
He had stated his intention of remaining
up until the ghost-hunt was over.

“I don’t pretend to understand it,
Cloome, but let me be the first to con-
gratulate you!” shouted Colonel March-
mont heartily. “It’s a sad loss to me,
but your own gain is so great that I am
compensated—by gad, yes!”

“I don’t understand, colonel!” ex-
-

claimed Lord Cloome.

“The, heirlooms—the Cloome heir-

Icoms!” declared the colonel. ““They’re
here, man—absolutely intact, by Jove!
Cleome Chase will remain in your hands,
and Christmas has brought you your full
mweasure of good cheer P

The old peer leapt to his feet so
abruptly that his chair crashed over. Iiis
face was white and his eyes glittering
feverishly.

“The Cloome heirlooms!” he n~pr\d
“Impossible!  You are mad, colonel!
What folly is this? What ridiculons—-""

“Calm yourself Lord Cloome. The
colonel is right,” put in Sexton Blake,
laying a hand upon his ]ords}np S arm.
“Here are the Cloome heir! ooms, intact,
as Marchmont just told you.”

They were placed upon the table, still
dusty and = begrimed, but boauhfnl
nevertheless. Lord Clooma looked at
the pile as though in a dream. And
then, with tears welling in his eyes; he
gurned and walked to that picture with
its face turned to the wall.

With bowed shoulders, and with a sob

in his throat, he turned the portrait o
wards, revealing the likeness of a h
some  but  weak-faced youth.
Cloome wrung his hands, and rhu /|
touched the picture with a gentle cave

“My boy—my boy!” ‘he mutte
brokenly. *‘Dick, how I misjudged ¥
lag!  Miserable wretch that 1 &
Dick, my son, forgive me!”

He broke down and sank to the floor,
sobbing. Lord Reggie caught Tinke
cye, and they were “both lookmg, startle
and embarrassed. Colonel Marchiions
was standing stiff and erect, and ;h h'a
eyes there was a gleam of quiet, i
\atl»fadion Tor he, more than anyvhod
else, could realise what the recovery
the Cloome heirlooms meant.

The colonel and Blake gently teok
Lord Cloome and lifted him up. But i
was some moments before his passion of
grief was over. But at last, with a firm
effort. he controlled himself.

“Poor Dick!” he muttered huski

Dead, and for all these years I h
mn‘sed his name, and disowned him as a
son! And now, on Christmas night, this
revelation is made to me, bringir
on the one hand and untold angu
the other.  For Cloome Chase will
rcmain in my keeping, and I know that
my son is no thief.”

“May we hear the story, TLord
(}Ioomc?” asked the colonel. ““Having
heard so much, perhaps it would he &
well «

“Yes, yes; to be suve,” said the peer.
“Y can tell you in a fow words. It we
at the beginning of the war, and my o
Dick was a waster—a dissolute spend-
thrift—a slacker. Tt pains me to ¢ S
ill of him now, but the truth is the tru
I had paid his debts time

always threatening to cast him off if he
offended again,

5
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“ And then, one fateful night, he came
toc me begging for money—begging for
money when I was hard put to find
ernough for my own needs. He was wild
—half-intoxicated—and threatened im-
possible things. Sternly I ordered him
out of the room, and was finally com-
peﬂed to lock the door on his ravings.

nd the next morning he had gone—
:\a,m‘:hed in the dead of night—and you
can imagine my horror when I found my
‘safe smashed open, and the Cloome heir-
looms gone!”

“Taken by your son?”

“VYes,” muttered Lord Cloome. “But
I thought he had stolen them for his own
_gain. The disgrace was so shocking that
1 dared not reveal it. I kept it secret,
and not a soul outside the family, and
one or two of my closest friends, have
known the truth. I assumed that Dick
went away—a thief, and I disowned him
as a son,”

v ““And in reality?”

“In veality the poor, foolish boy
L.ldentlv took the heirlooms in a fit
of pique,” said the old peer. “He hid
them in that secret cupboard, meaning
to explain his cruel practical joke later,
‘vo doubt. But from that day to this
[ have never seen him or heard from
him, I believe he joined the Army,
~and was probably killed in action. If
' he were alive he would have come.”

Lord Cloome " finished speaking, and
again broke down. It was easy fo
understand his sorrow = and anguish.
After all these years to find that his

son was not the thief he had believed
him to be! That fact in itself was a
glorious, splendid one; but the injustice
that he had done the boy seared the old
peer like a hot iron.

Colonel Marchmont gave Lord Reggie
a glance, and the pair left the libravy
together. They felt that the old man
would be befter alone.. Sexton Blake
and. Tinker made as if to follow, but
Tord Cloome detained them.

“Mr. Blake, how can I thank you?”
he asked qlmplv £

“It is the colonel that you must
thank,” said Blake. “It was he who

k1

““Quite so; but that is a mere evasion
on your part, Mr. Blake,” said his lord-
ship, with a faint smile. “But for your
intense activities, the colonel would
never have entered the secret passage
even. My gratitude is more than 1 can
Say-—— Ye< yes, Reggie, come in,

J my boy!”

Reggie had opened the door.

“Hate' to .intrude, you know,” he
said; “but I thought e\elybodv wvas
clearing out, and—and——"

“Come in, Reggie!” said Blake.
“It seems that happiness is being
spread among everybody this

Christmas.”

“What-ho!” agreed Reggie heartily.
“1 mean Diana—what? t course, it’s
a mystery to me I'm such an absolute
chump, if you know what I mean. And
Di—— Well, dash it, she’s—she’s ihe
wost glorious girl—— 5

1 finished,”

“Where did you leave the colonel?”
‘;I think the old boy toddled off to
d.’

“I must hurry; T want to ba\e a
word with him before he retires,” said
Sexton Blake. = “I fhoun'ht he would
wait in the smoking-room.’

“He may bo there,” remarked Lord
Reggie. “Hanged if I know! Fact is
I'm somewhat upside-down this even
ing, - I mean - all this et(iremem
Liable to make a chappie go off his
stroke.. Oh, by the way! What about
that merchant with the fire oozing out
of his carcase? Dmhed queer bholtm
in my - opinion! Perhaps you can
explain——"

There was a sharp crack in the rear,
and the occupants of the library were
astonished to see a portion of the book-
case hinge open like a door. And in
the opening stood the flaming figure of
the Spectre of (mome Chase.

“Great Scott!” gasped Tinker.

“The heirlooms!” said Blake sharply.

Tinker gave a yell. rcalising suddenly
the absoluto power that Waldo pos-
sessed in thalt electric suit. Ile could
walk in, render everybody senseless by
a touch, and walk off with the jewels.

But Waldo did not emerge.

“My work at Cloome Chase is
he said quietly. “From this
moment the Spectre will vanish for all
time. 1 bid you farewell, gentlemen!”

Before anybody could move the book-
case swung back into place, and once
more the library was itself. Lovd
Cloore was startled keyond measure,
but Sexton Blake made no attempt io
speak.

Instead, he made a dash for the door,
wrenched it open, and sped along the’
hall with fleet steps. Dashing upstairs,
he came to Colonel Marchmont’s room
and fried the door. Tt was locked.

In a flash Blake whipped out a bunch
of skeleton-keys. At the second attempt
the door opened, the lock conguered.
The detective entered and found the
room empty.

But at that very moment one of the
wall panels slid back, and the figure of
the Flaming Spectre cntered the room.
There were no sparks emanating from
the man now. Ile stood there facing

Blake, nonplussed, but with his - face
hidden by the vizor.

“Well, Colonal Marchmont,” said
Blake smoothly, “I was here first, you

cee!”

‘“What's the idea, Blake?’ asked the
voice of Waldo. “I'm not Colonel
Ma‘rchmont——”

“Come, come, Walc lo‘ T saw ’c.nou"rh

your little game as early as xesteld'n
interrupted Blake. “Your disguise was
geod—wonderful, in fact—and you de-
ceived me for several hours. DBut cei-
tain intonations of the voice, certain
ch'uacfeuahcs gave you away. And
since then I have been waiting and
watching, wondering what your game
was., 1 hardly expected you to act in
the way you dld

“Blake, you're always
me !” said Waldo soutly.

“That was a smart dodge of yours to
vanish as the colonel and then appear
again as the Spectre,” went on Blake,
“But 1 hardly expected you to reveal
the heirlooms to us. You defeated your
own object, Waldo, That act of yours
robbed you of the fruits of 'your long
patience.”

The figure removed the headgear, re-
vealing the bluff, hearty features of
Colonel Rodney Maich’nont ut when
he spoke the voice was that of Qupmf
Waldo.  The two were one :md the

same !

too good for
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The colonel was none other than the
amazing Wonder-Man,

“The fact is, Blake, I was never cut
out to be a crook,” said Waldo disgust-
edly. “I’m too mfernally soft! During
these last two or three days I've called
myself a fool; but the drooping figure
of old Lord Cloome vanguished me, and
all my resolves went into thin air.”

-Sexton Blake looked at Waldo with |
warn, kindly eyes.

How did you know anything about
the heirlooms?”’ he asked. “I want to
hear the truth, Waldo. You have acted
50 e\namdmanfv that an explanation
is due to me.”

“Well, you "shall have it,” said
Waldo. “T was in the States just over
three months ago—as you well know,
Blake. While there I ran across a
young fellow in a low-down dope-den.
His face Iooked familiar to me, ahd 1
remembered seéing a photogxaph of the
Hon. Richard Pennant. Somc lus-
trated paper had got hold of some story
of his dwappea;ame, I believe, and pub-
lished his photo.”

“And was this man Pennant?”

‘“He was—although the poor devil
didn’t know it,” replied Waldo. “He
was suffering irom shellshock and loss
of memory. He only 2ot spasms now
and again. got chuwmmy with him,
scenting a coup. Well, he kept repeat-
ing & story about hiding some jewels in
a secret passage, but couldn’t give me
any details. - At first T thought he was
just rambling, but I was soon convinced.
I brought him to Ehgland with me, and
so0n set thmgs in motion.”

“PBy creating the character of Colonel
Marchmont 77

“Yes,” said Waldo. “My object was
to get friendly with Lord (:oo*na I

invented this Indian colonel, . and
managed 1o join the same club as
Cloome. Anything is possible with a

little nerve. I met Lord Cloome, and

cultivated him. He liked me—and,
worse luck, I liked him,
“After a number of meetings, T

casually mentioned his son, but he froze
me up so abruptly that T avoided the
sub]od after that. Well, T found i"’at
he was hazc. pushed, and offered to buy
the .estates. That brought me down
hme, and led- io further mt;macy. Just
what I was after. 'Then, by tactful in-
guiry, and tremendous patience, 1T
learned that the Cloome heir looms had
heen stolen. Cloome confided in me to

that extent, but he dida’t say who had
taken the'jewels.

“I was fully convinced that Pennant’s
yarn wasn't ‘moonshine,” went -on
Waldo. “The jewels were here some-
where—but, according to what I could
make out, the placo was hone\'combed
with secret passages. So T decided t :
perform operations this Christmas, wlule
all the guests were here. I thought it
“orﬂd provide me with some fun, and

the guests with some excitement. And
at the same time I should get hold of
the heirlooms.
yot'd be here.’

l dont know what to do with you,
‘\Vmuo, smiled Sexton Blake.

“Youll do nothing with me,” said the
other. “And I shall be glad when
Christmas is over. This Yuletide spirit
saps Iy detemmmhon, and makes me a
weakling! Think of it, Blake! A for-
tune in my hands, and T foolishly give
it up to Lord Cloome !

“Not foolishly, Waldo. You have
bronght joy io a saddened heart.”

“Put it that w ay, atsyoul Wilze; 2
growled Waldo. “Of course, it was all
bunkum about Cloome’s daufrhiu«—_mst
a part of the plan to get my self further
into the old fellow’s confidences.  As a
prospective son-in-law I learned all sorts
of things that I should never have heard
otherwise. And after getting the stuff I
was teo soft-hearted to run off with it!
Bus Lord Cloome’s such a fine old chap,
and it seems a filthy trick to leave him
in the lurch. His misery was pathetic,
and even a stone would have been
touched. And crooks have hearts, Blake,
the same as other people.”

“I  know it,” said ‘Sexton Blake
lowly. “Of course, my duty is clear. I
shall have to reveal your true identity
to Lord Cloome, and it will be for him
to give you in charge for conspiracy—"

“Do you think he will?”

“YT am certain he wown’t,” replied
Blake. “Will you change, or come like
that ?” ;

Waldo soon slipped off his extra-
ordinary electric suit, and then they
walked downstairs. In the hall they ran
across Powell, the footman.

“You'd better come into the libravy,
Robson,” said Blake.

‘“Robson ! repeated the man, quickly.
“T'm Powell, sit—-"

“Come, come, Deteotive-sergea,nf Rob-
son, I'm not so dense,” smiled Blake.
“I presume you ave helc to watch over

Buat I knew enough.-

Of course, I dld“ t Isrnow.

the various jewels belonging to the
guests 77’

*“Yes,. sir” said the Scotland Yard
man—whom Blake had recognised from
the first. “But I didn’t know you'd
spotted me, Mr. Blake.”

The great detective chuckled, and they
all went into the library.

i Aoul Cloome, you have been de-
ceived,” said Blake, shortly. “‘This man
is not Colonel Marchmont, bub Rupelt
Waldo, a notorious criminal.”

His ]01dshxp stared, in blank surprise.

“ What on ear —1» he began

Blake quickly explained.

“Whatever tlus man is, I regard him
as my friend,” he said stoutly. “He
has acted houounably and in the manner
of a gentleman, Colonel! Tell me that
Mr. Blake is mistaken!”

“T vegret, Lord Cloome, that \h
Blake is 11ghf said Waldo. . ‘I wish
to thank you for your hospitality, and ¥
must now bid you good-night.”

He turned and left the room. And
even Sexion Blake 'made no attempt to

follow. It was for the police to arrest
Waldo. In any case, Blake had no
warrant, and could not act. He was
glad he had no warrant.
. . . . . &
The next day Lord Cloome’s joy was

complete, and Cloomie \( huse was a place
of happiness and rejoicing.  Never had
a Christmas been so wonderful.

Tor the Hon. Richard Pennant arrived
—sent by ‘Rupert Waldo.w He still
suffered from loss of memory, but
showed signs of recovery, and his father
declared - that the best specialists of
London should attend him.

TLord Reggie Hammerton and Diana
wers supremely content, too—and Sex-
ton Blake and Tinker, staying on for a
few days longer, felt that they had
carned the rest. And they wondered
when they would run across that
astounding Wonder-Man again. e

Little did they guess that Waldo would
make himself famous within a very few
weeks—and that they themselves would
be engaged in the task of hunting him
down !

But at Cloome Chase, whatever
Waldo’s nefarious activities, they would
never cease to regard him with feelings

of warmth and gratitude. Tor a
criminal, Rupert W aldo was a strange
nu\tme, indeed ! 3

THE END.
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appeared during the past year—that
impress themselves on my notice—the
packed interest of the Supplement, and
the bright, LOIHDGHH;g covers,

We now have the first volume of the
Supplement almaost finished. Next week’s
issue, the last of this year, will complete
it. If you have done the same thing that
T have done, and have detached the
Supplements week by week, and kept
them together, you will not ave failed
to see what a fiie book they are shortly

going to make. 1 have already arranged |

to have mine bound into book form.

I have realised that, on account of the’
unavoidable tr ouoie of going to a local
bookbinder and e\pla.m'ang just what you
want, and haggling over prices, and so
fmth, many of you \\Jl neglect to take
the  opportunity of acquiring - such a
desirable ‘book, ‘theugh 4t will mean bat
a it of bother and ‘J e expenditure of a
few shillings. : e

Ehe ol 0 Vs cvomg to cut out the
bother for you, and reduce the expendi-
ture to the minimum.

I have made arrangements with a large
firm of London bnokb;udels to do your
binding for you. They have designed and
prepared a very aitractive binding-case,
in which they will bind your Supplements
at a charge, including postage, that will
be a marked improvement over any terms
you are likely to get locally.

The full details of this schem® will be
announced next week. I think you will
see, when you read what T have to say,
that this is a service that is going to be
to your advantage. Incidentally, T may
mention’ that the worth of the bound
volume will by far outweigh the cost of
binding, so it’s worth thinking about.

And now a word about the covers.

It is not too mmh to claim, T think,
that the “U. J.” covers dutmfr the past
year have been in every way worthv of
the high standard of the contents of the
paper. Many of my chums have written
to me expressing their great apprecmtlon
of the individual style of our “fronts,”
and certain it is that, when one passes a
newsagent’s shop, the cover design of the

Uniox Jack leaps oub at once from the
clamour of its nelvnboula

1 was going to say *‘competitors,” but,
really, there isn’t such a thing, as you
know. The “U. J.” stands in a olass
apart. :

I hope it may do so for socme consider-
able time yet, and that it may continue
to be \\01thv of your attention week by
week indefinitely. That is my aim, at
any rate, and certainly there is a very
strong programme for your entertain-
ment in the coming year.

Of that, however, more anon,

Meantime, T will leave you to the en-
joyment of this present Christmas story.
You should find it, if you have any know-
ledge of your requirements, eminently to
your taste. It should make your
Christmas brighter, and, in the midst of
perhaps more Cactive pleasxues give you
a feast of joyous reading you will long
recall with pleasure.

And now, once again, a

Happy
Christmas to all of you!

At
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5 JUST TO REMIND YOU—

- THE HAWK is a very astute person who
is grievously troubling a “gang of railway
thieves in Western America by “tapping”
Yhe code messages they send over the tele-
graph wires. Ie has, by means of his know-
ledge. of their  cipher, stepped in and
appropriated their spoils time after time, and
the head of the gang has offered a large
reward for his capture, dead or alive.

More, the chief of the railway’s detective
force, MacVightie, thinks he is the actual
head of the Wire Devils, and is also offering
a large reward. The Hawk continues to
bring off his coups in spite of both.

He hears the chief of the gang—a cripple
known as the Ladybird--plotting to rob a
bank. Paul Meridan, a trusted employee, is
due ‘to. deposit . a package. of banknotes
aboard a train for despatch.. The scheme
is to throw suspicion on Meridan by con-
cealing in his rooms some of the banlk’s
offleial wrapping-paper and seals. - The
Hawk decides to frustrate this plot.

The Hawk gets possession of the bank-
notes, and then, aboard the train, secures
the dummy package that was to have cast
suspicion on Meridan and destroys it. What
he has still to do is to obtain the wrapping-
paper and seals in Meridan's rooms—a diffi-
cult ]Qb‘ for he has been wounded.

He is in control of the train, but he must
feave it, and get aboard another going back
to Selkirk. “Extra No. 92 is on a siding
some way ahead.

(Now continue with this week's instalment.)

An Even Break (continued).

Wi ]mm\ N THE HAWK straigh-
R :

tened up painfully.
Ahead, he had caught
the glint of switch and |
station  lights. The
siding was on the left-
land side. He moved
to the left-hand side of
the cab, and lay on
the floor by the gang-
way.

That  letter! 1t
seemed to obsess him
now. If, when the

letéer was read, the bank seal, the wax,
and the wrapping-paper were found
hidden in the boy’s home, the fact that
someone—he, the Hawk—had stolen the
package from the car in no way
changed anything.

The boy’s apparent prior guilt was as
glaring as ever. On the other hand, with
the package gone, and if the seal and
those other things were not found, the
letter became simply the expression of’
some practical joker’s perverted sense of
humour, or the irresponsible work of
some fool or crank.

He frowned in a sort of dazed irrita-
tion. He had known when he started
after that dummy package in the first
place that he would have to go all the
way, so why was his mind dwelling now
on useless repetitions?

The Hawk raised his head slightly;
a deafening racket was in his ears. The
freight was here, on the siding. He was
voaring past it now. He could not hope

TUSEXTON

By FRANK L, PACKARD.

for an open boxcar on the fast {reight.

2 =Y
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His eyes were searching eagerly for a
flat car—a flat car loaded with anything
that would afford him shelter. Yes,
there was one—two of them—Iloaded with
steel girders.

1e roar subsided; he was past. the
station and into the clear again. And
now the Hawk was at the throttle,
easing the speed craftily.
- He did not dare 4o “‘shut off”’ entirely,
for, behind there at the station, they
would know, if the sound of the exhaust
ceased, that he had stopped. He checked
a little with the “air” now. And now,
calculating the speed reduced enough to
risk a jump, he opened the throttle to
its former notch, took up his newspaper

HAPPY
NEW YEAR

BEGINS ON
January 3rd, the Thursday
that the first of the
CONFEDERATION
-~ Stories Appear. -:~

package, lowered himself to the bottom
gangway step, and swung off. .

IIe rolled down the embankment. The
switcher and private car went by, and,
gradually gaining speed again, racketed
on up the right of way.

With a.groan, the Hawk readjusted his
displaced and makeshift bandage, and
began to make his way back towards the
station. Tf he had slowed enough to
allow of a safe landing for himself, he
had, of course, given Lanson the same
opportunity ; but he had no fear of that.

Lanson might have jumped, but
Meridan, whom he had left unconscious,
couldn’t, and Lanson would stick to
Meridan. As for the porter, the Hawk
shrugged his shoulders, and he looked
about him ; the porter had not jumped.

He stumbled on. If he were right, if
they had started a posse on a special in
pursuit, he had plenty of time. The fast
freight could not pull cut until the special
had gone by.

It seemed a long way, an interminable
way, an immeasurably greater distance
than he had covered coming up on the
switcher. And then, at last, the tail-
lights of the delayed freight came into
sight around a bend, and grew brighter.
And then, too, there came from the east-
ward the rumble of an approaching train.

forward.

now, and, creeping

He grew caubious
le of the track, passed

far out from the

1 the caboose, érept in again toward the

line of cars, located the position of the
flat cars, climbed aboard one of them,
and crawled in under the shored-up
girders.

The Hawk lay very quiet. He was
weak again, and his head swam, and he
was  dizzy. An ' engine and car—
MacVightie and his posse, presumably—

| passed by on the main line; and then
3 5

presently the freight, with a clatter and
bang echoing from oune to another down

the length of cars, drew out of the
station.

When the Hawk moved again it was as
the train whistled and slowed for ‘the

Selkirk yard. Perhaps twenty minutes
had passed; the fast freight, with no
stops and aiready late, had made time.

He put his mask in his pocket, wormed
his way ‘out from under the girders, and
peered ahead and behind. They were
just crawling inte the upper end of the
yard.

He slid to the ground, found himself
a little more steady on his feet, slipped
across the spur iracks, dodged in between
two buildings that flanked the side of the
yard, and came out on the street.

Under a street lamp the IHawk looked
at his watch. It was one o’clock. He
swayed a little again, but his lips set
hard. There was not very much time.

Somewhere up the line the switcher
and the private car would come to a step,
and they would bring Meridan home;
and once that happened, with its conse-
‘quent stir in Meridan’s apartment, it
would be impossible to get in there, and
the game, as far as the boy was con-
cerned, would.be up.

“Yes,” said the Hawk, as he forced
himself along the street, I guess mayhbe
that's right, I guess maybe I'm a fool -
but it wasn’t a square deal.”

A street car at the nexi corner took
him acvoss town; -and fiffeen minules
more found him standing in the un-
lighted vestibule of the Linden Apart-
ments.

The tiny flashiight swept the ground-
floor apartment doors, and an instant
later the door of Apartment B yielded
noiselessly to the deft manipulation of a
skeleton key.

The Hawk closed the door and stole

It was a rather fashionable
apartment, as the Ladybird had said, but
it was also a very small one, small enough
to warrant the presumption that the
young couple did not keep a servant, and
that there would probably be no one
there except Meridan’s wife.
. A door at his right, as he felt out in the
darkness, he found to be open. He
listened for the sound of breathing.
There was nothing. The flashlight
winked, and the Iawk stepped forward
into the room,

It was the sitting-voom. The flashlight
was sweeping about now in an impulsive
little ray. A door, closed, leading to an
inner room, was on his rvight; facing him
was a heavily portiered window, the
portieres drawn; and a little to the left
of the window was the mantel.

The flashlight’s ray wavered suddenly,
wmsteadily, and the Hawk caught at the
nearest thing to him, the table in the
centre of the room, for support, a sense
of disaster upon him, a realisation that,
lashed on as it might be by force of will,
there was a limit to physical endurance,
and that the limit had wellmigh been
reached.

His hand brushed across his eyes, and
brushed across them again to clear his
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sight, as he tried to follow the flashlight’s
ray to where it played jerkily on a mas-
sively framed picture over the mantel.

He bit his lips now, bit them until they
bled, and. moved forward and laid his
parcel of banknotes on the floor that he
might have the use of both hands, and
climbed upon a chair, and felt in behind
the picture. VYes, it was there! His
fingers closed on a roll of paper, twitched
and shook a little as they pulled it out,
and a small package from inside the roll
fell with a slight thud to the mantel, and
from the mantel bounded off to the floor.
_The Hawk caught his breath as he
listened, and descended from the chair.

“Clumsy fool!” he gritted fiercely, as
he knelt on the floor. “I—I guess I'm
pretty near all out to do a thing like
that.”

The flashlight came into play again,
and disclosed a metal seal and several
pieces of  dark-green wax peeping
through the paper wrapper that had
been split apart in the fall.

He picked them up, and put them
in his pocket; then, loosening his vest,
he tucked the roll of wrapping paper
inside his shirt.

Well, it was done now; he had only
to get back to his room, and there was
surely strength enough left for that.

Again his hand swept across his eyes,
and pressed hard against his temples—
and then, stooping swiftly, he clutched
at his package of banknotes on the floor
beside him, and stood up, rigid and

tense.
Ouat of the darkness, almost &t his
elbow, with a startling clamour that

truth! Not dangerous?

You are sure—you are sure? 42
Yes, yes, I understand! At the
station in half an hour. T will

clashed = and shattered through the
silence,' and seemed to set a thousand
echoes reverberating through the room,
came the ringing of the telephone.
Some one in the inner voom stirred.
The Hawk drew back hurriedly into the
window recess behind the portieres. The
telephone rang again. 'There came a
step now, and now the room was flooded
with light, and a woman, a dressing-
gown flung hastily over her shoulders,
crossed from -the mner doorway to the
table, and picked up the instrument.
“Yes? Hallo ! . What
is it 77 she asked a little sleepily. “ Yes,
this is Mrs. Meridan What !
o My husband ! Her voice rang
out in sudden terror. *‘What did you
say ?” she cried frantically. “ Yes, yes—
the Hawk—my husband—unconscious.
o You are not telling me all the |
truth—you are trying to keep the worst
from me—for Ileaven’s sake tell me the

be there.”

Mechanically she hung up the receiver
on the hook, and clung for a moment
to the table’s edge, her face grey and
bloodless; and then her lips moved, and
one hand clenched until the tight-drawn
skin across the knuckles was an ivory
white.

“T pray they get this Hawk!” she f
whispered.  “ And may they kill him!
The coward! The miserable, pitiful
coward !”

The Hawk’s fingers were digging at

window-sill, because somehow his
knees were refusing to support his
weight. What was she saying? He
did not quite understand. Well, it did
not matter, she was gone now into.that
other room—only she had left the lighs
on. It was very strange the way his
hand on the window-sill seemed to keep
pulling his body around in circles!

Time had lost conerete significance to
the Hawk. She appeared again, fully
dressed now, and, switching off the .
licht, went out into the hall, and the
front door closed behind her. :

The Hawk parted the portieres, and
staggered across the room—and, a
moment later, a dark form, a newspaper
parcel clutched under its arm, emerged
stealthily from the vestibule, and, reel-
ing like a drunken man, disappeared in
the darkness down the street.

the

A Hole in the Wall.

THE wound - was
healed—partially, at
least. If the Hawk
had unduly shortened
his  period of con-
valescence, he was
perhaps justified, and
not wholly without
excuse ! He stood now
in the black shadows,
hugged close to the
wall of the round-

. uﬁ%‘:ﬁi@iﬁ%ﬂr
Ty

L
! house.

i
1
And now he moved
stealthily forward, until, from a crouched
position, he straightened up against the
(Continued overleaf.)

GREAT FOOTBALL COMPETITION!

—

Only TEN Matches.
No Goals Required.

£1,000

MUST BE WWORNI!

— R —
| Scottish and Irish

Readers May Enter.

Herewith you will ind a coupon giving TEN matches to be played
We offer the sum of £1,000 for
a correct- or nearest forecast of the results of all these matches.

is to strike out, IN INK, the names
If, in the opinion of the competitor,
any match, or matches, will be drawn, the names of both teams should

on SATURDAY, DECEMBER 29th.

All that competitors haye to do
of thé teams they think will lose.

be left untouched.

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

FCOTBALL COMPETITION No. 10,

Gough House, Gough Square, E.C. 4,
and must reach that address not later than FRIDAY, DECEMBER 26th,

RULES WHICH MUST BE STRICTLY ADHERED TO.

1. All forecasts must be made on coupons taken from this journal,
or from any of the issues of the journals which eontain the announce-

ment of the competition.

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

effort.

3. If any match, or matches, on the coupon should be abandoned,
or full time is not played for any reason, such mafch, or matches, will
not be taken into consideration in the adjudication.

4. Tn the event of ties, the prize will be divided, but no competitor
will be awarded more fhan one share of the prize.

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

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

will be entered into.

pinued or in any way fastened together.

7. The Editor reserves the right to disqualify any coupon for what,

* Football Favourite,’

2 Budget,”

““ Sports “ Pictorial Magazine
s

¢ Champion,” ‘“ Pluck,” * Rocket,” and “ All Sports.’

U.J3.

ARSENAL
ASTON VILLA

BARNSLEY

LEEDS UNITE
GILLINGHAM

SOUTHPORT
WOLVERHAM

with the Rules
tc accept the
binding.

Football Competition No. 10.

Date of Matches, SATURDAY, DECEMBER 29th.
Closing Date, FRIDAY, DECEMBER 28th.

MANCHESTER CITY v.

BRISTOL CITY

PLYMOUTH ARGYLE

I enter Football Competition No. 10 in accordance

v. CHELSEA

v. CARDIFF CITY
WEST BROMWICH A.
CLAPTON ORIENT
STORKE

SOUTH SHIELDS

Ve
V.

D v.
v. CHARLTON ATHLETIC
v. MERTHYR TOWHN
v. BARROW
ASHINGTON

PTON W. v.

and Conditions as announced, and agree
published decision as final and legally

in his opinion, is good and sufficient reason, and it is a distinct con-
dition of entry that the Editor’s decision shall be accepted as final
and legally binding in all matters concerning this competition.

8. All entries must be sent through the post, and any received after
FRIDAY, DECEMBER 28th, will be disqualified. -No responsibility
can be accepted for any effort, or efforts, lost, mislaid, or delayed.
Proof of posting will not be accepted as proof of delivery. Unstamped
or insufficiently stamped efforts will be refused. 5

Emptleoyees of the proprietors of this journal are net eligible fe
compete.

This competition is run in conjunction with ““ Answers,” * Family

Py Fplr i s 5 6 s %

Journal, Home Companion Woman's World, Boys’ Realm,’
s

PRIZE MUST BE WON! NO ENTRANCE FEE!



Z8 :7/»’6

e

C“SEXTON BLAKE'S OWN PAPER?”

UNION JACK 28

" No.
1,054.

wail at the side of cne of the few
windows which were lighted. Lanson
had strolled aimlessly across the tracks
from the station some ten minutes
Before, and;= iy minutes later,
MacVightie had iolIO\\e(l Lanson—to
their (hosen spot for secret conferences,
this little “cubbyliole 7 of a turner’s
office in the roundhouse, as the Hawl,
from more than one experience in the

past, had very good reason to know.
They were in there now, and, as the
Hawk “was likewise exceedingly well

aware, the events of the next few hours,
and incidentally his own p‘utmulm
movements, dnpomhd very pertinently
upon the movements of MacVightie and
Lanson.

Lanson’s voice in quietly modulated
4 J

tones reached the Hawk:
““Yes, both trains are on time to the
minute; I’ve taken care of that. And

so far there doesn’t seem to be a hitch
anywhere,” and with your men boarding
the trains west. of here at different
stations = along ~the' line, and mixing
quietly with the passengers, I don’t see
how anyone could be the wiser on that

score. ~ Yes, it looks as though every-
thing were all right—eh, MafVin'htie‘!”-
“Iedon’tiy know; a1 hopeg  s0,”

MacVightie's deep. growl came in reply’

i Anvhox\, we've carried out 1nst1uct1ons
from - Washington, and it’s up to “the
Secret, Service crowd as to how it pana
oui 2

“No, xt isn’t 1” declmod Lanson, sh]l
quietly. » It isn’t up to a soul on €arth
exceptd,_tho;e of us who have got the
responsibility . of . this division on our.
shoulders ! I believe the p]an is.a.good-
one; but because it came from Washing-
ton doésn’t let us out—not for a minufe!!

What about Birks; has heghoml up
Febe vy =
~.“Not yet,”-« MacVightie answered,
'\nd swore suddonlv under his bmaﬂl

“And,I dod’t mind. admitting. thiat the
mo\\d down thmo in Washiigfon™ make
me tived ! It's’over two weeks ago that
I put it up’ to thefn ™ They said tlne}

 Dev

would take the matter under considera-
tion, and in any case would send one
of their men, this Birks, out here to
make an inyvestigation.  But nothing
doing ! Then, as you know, I wrote
them again a week ago, when we knew
this Alaskan gold shipment was coming
through, and you know ‘their reply;
they outlined a plan for us, and stated
definitely that Birks would be on deck
to-night. Maybe he will—in time to tell
us what we should have done !”

“The Secret Service isn’t
force,” said Lanson tersely.: “The only
excuse they would have for acting at
all would be if your pet theory 'were
correct—that ‘the Hawk and his gang,
apart from their systematised murders
and robberies, were also the ones who
have been ﬂoodmg the couniry with
those counterfeit ten-dollar notes. You
had no actual proof to offer, and Wash-
ington evidently hasn’t felt quite sure
about it as you have. Fowever, there’s
no use discussing that to-night.’ "Tf Birks
shows up, all right; if he “doesn’ t—well
I don’t see that he-could - miake ' any
difference one way or the other now.”

- There was silence for a momont then
Lanson spoke again.

~“What worries me as rnmh as any-
thing,” he said slo“ly ‘13 the express
company making a shipment of money
at the same hme—‘tolty thousand
dollars in the car’s safe. Of course, it's
logical enough with a half million to
guald anyway, but it’s an added incen-
tive to those de'\ils that’s all. "A half
million in raw gold isn’t any easy thing
to pick up and walk off with, @nd there’s
more -than-an-even-chance that-the-Wire
s might pass it up on that account;
but™ with bal\lmotes alone in so ]algo

an amount——’ 4

*If they- know dhout 11' inter ptod
\Ia(*Vlghho brusquely. ‘“ And Litls not
likely " they  do.  You can’t send .,
heavily gumded express carion from ‘rhe
coast and keép it mum that gold is going
through,  especially . whéen = the papers
pring pl(tmo: of the cases bomg swung

a police

out of the steamer’s hold on arrival
from Alaska—but. the other’s different.
I'm not banking on them passing up the
gold on any account, though they may,

at that; but.in any, case, they’ll jbe
welcome to opcn thL ah. now, won't
they ?” :

Again’ thmc was an in slunt’s silence ;
and the Hawk now, as though fearful of
losing a word that‘mirrht be  spoken,
strained forward closer still to ‘the side
of the window.

“Yes, that’s right!” Lau.don Lmﬂhul
now in a grimly humomus way. - Its
in the biggest case of all!- Yes, I guess
it’s [all 11ght MacVightie ; - anyway,
another hour or two will tell the story.
The shift should . have been: made - at
Mornleigh without any trouble, and the
Limited will come through here without

a- thing in the express car except the
guauk' If they hold her up anywhere
on the division, that’s all they’ll find—
the guards, and - one of your posses.
Yes, 1t ought to w ork.”

Tanson’s- voice took .on a curiously
monotonous drone, ~as though he were
checking over the details - in his own
mind, ~ and unconsciously doing = so
audibly.==rc -

- ““The Limited takes water at Morn-

leigh, and No. 18 always takes the siding
there to let the Limited pass, so there’s
nothing ‘in that to arouse suspicion. In
the d'u}\ne», with * the door™ of - the
Limited’s express car only “a foot or so
away from the door of No: 181's baggage
car, and a picked crew to transfer the
gold, T don’t see how there could be any
¢ lcal\

The Limited. pul in ‘here withsite
gumded express car—everything looks
just” as those Wire Devils would ‘expect
it to look—and they know the gold left
the coast ‘on the train, and in that
car. Yes, I think we.win_ to-night.  Tf
the\ hold up the Limited they’ 11 catch
‘\, Tartar, and without any risk ‘on our

part as far as the gold ‘s concerned.”
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Let the Girvan System increase
Wonderful results. Send P.C. for par-

6d.

LISTS FREE.—A. E.

ARGAIN

c I N EM As F O R x M As 'gglultrh ll\z'ﬂm lanCdIls\l];.‘d\(‘[:,g?%mplcte

Cowboy and Confedy Films—50 ft.

1/-, 100 f

1/
MAXWELL, George Street, HASTINGS.

FREE !

HITE

CURLY HAIR! WONDERFUL' MARVELLOUS'

CURLS - STRAIGHTEST

Clients ' write " *** CURLIT-** -
1/5, 2/6. Thousands Testimonials.
Free.—SUMMERS (Dep*.

Proof

A.P.), 26-27, Clarence Byuare, Brighton. i

§—BRITISH EMPIRE Packet of 25 Stamps (GOLD COAST,

NIGERTA, GRENADA,
noed not buy unless my cheap prices nmpt you
W. A W , 6, Stourbridge Road, LYE, STOURBRIDGE.

c.), if you ask for Approvals,
Send 13d

You
postage only.—

HAIR.

sent. Novelty Lists

£ BILLY BUNTER” LANTERN SLIDES
are the best Christmas Gifts.
and free particulars. Also “Buffalo Bili’s’’ Spitfire sztol
with exploding ammunition (Harmless) 1/8, post.
* A.CRISP, 51, Stourbridge Road, XRIDDERMINSTER.

Send 8d. for sample slide
2d.

FILMS, GHEAP!

100-ft. Sample. 1/6, post free. Cinemas
from 6/6. Stamp for list.—*““RADIO"
8 FILMS, 34, CHURCH STREET, E.15.

WIRELESS

COMPLETE CRYSTAL RECEIVING SET
HAYDINE & CO., 647, Fulham Road. London.

GUARANTEED 25 MILES. 3/-

22-12-23

(lnoﬁzm uzsmlmuzt of this’ w(qzzlﬁuut.




