Sexton Blake and Leon Kestrell

. GNION JACK 2

THE STRANGE @
- CASE OF THE
" RUNAWAY
SURGEON

_ - ERP—

A Pt 3 ‘ W

. COMPLETE in this Issue, and Appealing to READERS OF ALL AGES.
£ 492511004 . - EVERY THURSDAY, ' Suly 10t 1924,



2

QW

“SEXTON BLAKE'S

No.
1,084,

PAPER " [E==)

Z

Z
2

>3

(5,

7 2
7%
%,

-

%
7

: e !
N\ s T T iV S
@)_ — '7-77_7 _?.‘r__'____-w__',# - 75_- —
——m——————

HOW IT BEGAN.

IXON SCURR is a rich American,

N a millionaire, and a fugitive

from justice. He has bought

the secret of an unknown island

in the Pacific from a sailor, and has set

up a colony there. He has brought

there, mainly by force, numbers of

people whose business is to minister to
his comfart.

HARRY FORREST, the hero of the
story, 1s lured to Slave Istand on the
promise of a big salary to attend to the
electrical installatitn, which has been
wilfully tampered with by his predeces-
sor, now dead. _

JOAN CARTWRIGHT, a cinema
actress, has also been lured to the island
by Scurr with the object of marriage.
She resists the unscrupulous millionaire's
advances, and Forrest is the means of
reseuing her from his harsh treatment,
for which he incurs the enmity of Scurr.

Forrest does not see Joan Cartsyright
for some days. for she has been avoiding
him, Nixon Seurr having threatened to
shoot him if scen speaking to her. They
meet. however, ouc eyening, and are
overheard by Wu,-a Chine-e iorturer
employed by the tyrant of Slave Island.

Forrest attacks him, and leaves him for
dead when he hears a commotion at
Scurr’s bungalow. The tyrant is being
attacked by two of his hirelings who have
mutinied, one of whomn, BILL
DINGLEY, Forrest hides in his own hut.

A search by Beurr’s men fail to disclose
him, but Forrest is afterwards taken be-
fore the millionaire, who accuses him of
trying to murder him, and demands to
know where Dingley is.

Forrest refuses to tell. Then Wu is
called in. e is not dead, as Torrest
thought, and he reveals that the Britisher
and Miss Cartwright have been speaking
together. v

Seurr then hands Forrest over to the
Chinaman to torfure as he will. :

Bought—at a Price !

HIS bloed frozen with
horror, Forrest con-
pelled his half-
paralysed body to

iffen  courageously,
and, his head held
high, marched unflinch-
ingly towards the
threshold.

Whatever happened,
he must spare Joan as
much of this painfal
scene as he could.

- But just as the party
reached the door the girf sprang up.

“Btop!” she screamed, her eyes almost
starting from her head with horror.

“To blazes!” Scurr strode forward,
a hand outstretched to bar hér way.

Before the menace of his brutal ges-
tare she halted, pale, but resolute.

“¥You eha'n’t! You sha'n't!” she
exclaimed, stamping her small foot im-
periously, all fear for herself vanished in
sight of Forrest's peril.

“Rat! Wu's going to deal with him—
he's Wu's meat!” Scurr jeered. “VYou
holdl your screeching fongue, will you 77

And as she strained forward to thrust
past the milliongire, the latter added:

“An army corps scouldn’t save him
fram that” Chink’s revenge. Bo yon
needn't bother to try, my dear. All the
gold in the world wouldn’t tempt Wu—
and I've given Forrest to him.” !

Joan's slendor form tensioned. For a
long -moment she stood ercck, her white
hands olenched, her oyes closed. Then,
with 'a Jong, cenvulsive shudder, she
faced Boeurr oRce more. -

“Then Tl buy him—at a greater
price” she announced, in a still, death-
like voice; a voice from which all feel-
ing, all passion, had vanished. “A price
vou won't refuse, Nixon Seurr. Sooner
than this—this thing should be, Tl
marry you! To-morrow’s your birthday.
If you wish, it can be then.”

“You—you mean that?” Scurr ex-
claimed, gripping her slim arm in a
fever of execitement; while his brutish,
bloodshot eyes gleamed greedily upon
her lovely features., * You're not fool-
ing me?”

She drew herself up coldly.

“On condition that you release DMr.
Forrest, and promise faithfully to spare
his life—to let him go unmolested—un-
tortured—I swear to do as I promised.
To marry you, since needs must, and
there is no other way.”

Tt was crude melodrama; but, as is
often the way in'a crisis, stagefolk react
naturally to the subconscious, all-im-
pelling call of their art, through which
an urge to the dramatic is. born, as
second mature, in their oft-schooled
minds.

Long training, long usage, had dealt
with Joan as with the others, and
though her. words were sensational
enough, she hardly realised it.

But Forrest sensed the magnificent

esture with which she soight to save
Eim, and, what was more important,
glimpsed the tragedy that Iay bebind
the mock splendour of her spectacular
sacrifice.

“ And I refuse to be hought away at
such a price!” he literally shonted,
straining in his captors’ hold, “1 for-
bid it—reject it T—". .

“¥You're not asked!” Scurr broke in.

Vwith a sncer. “Ilold your derned row,
will you?

e nodded peremipiorily to his men.
*Let him go! She's Vonght him 17
. The gonmen released iheir hold upon
Yorrest, and'as he felt their grip relax
he sprang forward towards the girl.

“Joan, Joan,” he implored, “you
can't—you mustn't—-="
“No! A million tines no 1

. With a howl of fury, the Chink leapt
m, whipping out an ugly, curved knife
15 hie eame, and, seeing himself about to
be bavlked of his vengeance, slashed
madly at the engineer.

But, even as he sprang, a thunderous
roar burst upon the room and, amidst a
drifting haze of acrid fumes, the Chink
crashed to the Hloor in a heap, his bony
arms outstretched, while Seurr stood
over him, the smoke still curling up from
the hot barrel of his automatic.

“I—get—him—yet.”.

With a dying effort, the Chinaman
sought o drag himself along the floor,
gripping his knife in his failing hand, as
his cruel, revengeful spirit gave him
power to force himself forward, despite
his shattered spine,

But the millionaire, his bestial
Teatures blazing with passion, emptied
his magazine into the skeleton hody of
the frenzied Celestial. And, beneath the
deadly hail of lead, Wu, the torturer,
crumpled up, to roll over, a shattered
corpse, the blood streaming from his
foam-flecked lips,

his

With a laugh, Scurr pocketed
.empty weapon.
“Take this carrion away,” he

ordered, kicking the poor clay that had
once heen Wu, the instrument of how
many cruelties Heaven alone knew., ‘1
know how to deal with scum who dare to
disobey my orders!”

As® the gunmen dragged the dead
Chink from the room, he turned to
Forresc,

“You're free to go back to your hut,.
vou great stift !* he said, with utter in-
difference to what bad just taken place:
“But let this be a warning to you, and
sec you get those dynamos functioning
in time for to-morrow night,”

“As for Dingley—well, T guess he
don't matter. It's only a matter of time
before hunger drives him out of his
hiding-place.  And, since -we'll watch
yon like a cat watches & monse, you'll be
able to do nothing for him, for the in-
stant you go to him vou'll be caurht.
Get me?” 3 i

Forrest nodded,

“Yes, 1 get you, Nixen Scurr,” he
answered. “Dut you can wateh,
YOI::” see nothing, for there's nothing to
see.

Then, without a word, he left the.
room, with Joan’s tired, hopeless eyes
following him in mute appefli.l :

Of what cach had inwardly drea:
and yet to which each had refl)jnined ?rg:]ﬁ
giving utterance, this scemed the end,

Yet, as Forrest crossed the thy
and ihe curtains, fell behind !1img:qh:111[:'-
ting Joan off from view, the message of
her eyes came to him as in & vision,

At last he knew—knew what till now
he had scarcely before dared even to
hope. \

..}:mn Cartwright loved him!

oved him, though she had given het-
self for his sake to mothef—to that
bloodstained ogre in whose gold-gorged
grip writhed this hapless company of
slaves, dwellers in an earthly paradise,
yeb lodged upon the brink of a volcano.

(Cantinued on Page 26.)
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. . . it was not because of an absence of clues—
and they appeared, on the face of them, to be clues of the
_ulmost importance. Each one seemed to have a vital
bearing on the case. Yet they were all so conflicting that
they combined merely to create complete bewilderment.”

A cleverly constructed story, this. The

creator of Leon Kestrel has surely never

given us anything better. A really fine yarn,

whose true solution will keep you guessing,
even as it kept Sexton Blake.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
In which Blake is Interested in a Surgical Experiment.
THE wonderful operation was over.

The almost oppressive silence which had
pervaded the operating theatre of the great
hospital of St. David’s was broken by a
deep sigh of relief from the sister as the
famous surgeon straightened up from the
motionless patient upon the slab and handed
her the instrument.

The youthful face of the young house
surgeon was grey and almost haggard with
the nervous tension of watching while the
delicate fingers of the specialist had moved
swiftly and with an uncanny accuracy dn
the werformance of what, even for St
David’s, was a miracle o f surgery.

‘Che minutest error of judgment, the deviation,of a hair's
liwn]dth. and the brain would have been touched—the patient
dead.

The surgeon glanced at the anmsthetist, who stood with his
fingers lightly clasped over the pulse of the inanimate
man., The doctor indicated by a slight nod that all was well.
With infinite caution the patient was lifted from the slab
to the chair and wheeled away from an ordeal in which his
life had hung by a thread of gossamer. He had escaped
the dire peril of the operation. It remained yef to be seen
whether it would prove successful—whether this miracle of
physical skill would bring about the moral salvation of the
man, as the famous specialist hoped and believed that it
might.

If this operation wero successful in its fullest sense, then
a new and wonderful era had been opened in the treatment
of human frailty; another factor would be brought to bear
upon the problem of the criminal and the prevention of erime,

The sense of wonder in Sexton Blake, who, with Tinker
and a privileged few, had witnessed the operation, had
been dualled by many amazements. Yet he had marvelled
at the skill of the famous surgeon. The man's iron nerve
and superb accuracy had filled him with a feeling alinost
of awe.

He had known Jimmy Culver first as a high-spirited young
“medical ¥ at the Edinburgh Universily, though even then
Blake had singled out this young Scotsman as a man with
a brilliant future. 4

The: eminent detective had watched with satisfaction
Culver's rapid ascént of the surgical ladder. He bhad heard
of the wonderful operations which established Culver 2s a
gpecialist in London and brought him a reputation, though
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#till & comparalively young man, sccond
to none in Harley Street, -

But he had never seen Jimmy Culver
at work till now. He realised now why
James Ross Culver, the English surgeon,
was mentioned with infinite respect not
only in the British Isles, but throughout
Europe and America.

The specialist turned from the basin
where he had washed his hands and
smiled as the dark-eyed sister handed

him a towel. The detective saw a glance

pass between doctor and nurse, in which
there seemed something of unusual sym-
pathy and understanding. Her hand
rested for a moment upon his, and she
muttered sométhing in a low tone, which
the defective could not hear. y

The speciglist pressed her hand
slightly, and then, removing his overall,
he smiled across at Blake, motioning the
detective and Tinker to follow him as he
passed out of the theatre.

The famous surgeon moved with the
light, athletic step of a man who, fifteen
years before, had been one of the flying
threes the like of whom Scotland had
“never since put upon the Rugby field.
Culver's genius had always seemed to lie

in a perfect harmony between brain andg’

hands. In those days he could catch and
hold. the ball from a bad pass-with the
same uncanny skill that he now held a
scalpel.

Sexton Blake and Tinker followed him
into the private chamber’ reserved for
him at the hospital, and he- waited,
closing the door behind him. :

When he turned round a. grunt of
amazement escaped the detective, for the
famous specialist had become, as if by
some strange magic, a changed man,
His face was haggard and drawn, and his
lips were twitching. He bent to draw
forward a chair for Blake, and the detec-
tive noticed that his hand shot out in a
half involuniary way, like a man suffer-
ing from & mild form of 8t. Vitus' dance.

“dimmy,” said Blake, with quick
concern, “what is the matter?”

*It’s nothing, Blake—nothing!” The
famous specialist dropped into the chair
himself, and seemed to be fighting for
the coutrol of his muscles. “It is just
the—just the reaction.” L

It seemed incredible to Tinker that
this could be the same cool, iron-nerved
man whom he had watched in the theatre
bhelow. The famous surgeon’s every
movement there had been characterised
by Eerfect calm and self-control.

The man who quivered now in the
chair before them was a nervous wreck,

It seemed to Blake that Jimmy
Culver's steel-wire nerves had snapped.
Overwork and long-continued nervous
tension had taken their toll of him at
last. The detective moved quickly and
took up a decanter of brandy upon the
sideboard. But Culver shook his head
quickly, his lips compressed.

“No good,” he muttered. “Useless,
It has no effect, Blake. There is some-
thing else, In that small drawer, below
that 1vory elephant. ¥es, in there.?

Blake opened the small drawer, and
then, as he took something from it, a

runt of swrprise and dismay broke
rom him.. In his fingers, as he turned
to the specialist, Tinker saw a small
hypodermic syringe.

Blake frowned as he stepped over.

“What's this, in the name of reason,
(_;;'.l»;ef?" he demanded., **You don't usg
this 7"

“¥es, oevasionally.” Culvor stretched
out his hand-and took it with trembling
fingers. . Blake watched him with dismay
as the famons doctar bared his forearm
and with @ careful deliberation applied

 the severe order.

the point under the skin. “A doctor is
not a superman, Blake,” he muttered,
““nor an archangel.”

For some minutes following the in-
jection the famous surgeon sat perfectly
still in the chair, the syringe gripped
in his white, sensitive hand, lis eyes
fixed upon vacaney. It was as if he were
waiting for the insidious drug to take
effect. ;

Gradually the twitching of his limbs
ceased and he grew more placid and com-
posed. The shadow of a smnile appeared
at the corners of his compressed lips,
though there was a look almost of melan-
choly in his eyes.

He rose again to his {eet and looked
down at the small syringe in his hand,
with an expression of fierce contempt.
Suddenly he raised his hand and let. the
little frail instrument fall, smashing it
upon the stone hearth of the fireplace.

“Finish ” he muttered in a low tone.
“That is the last time.” He turned to
the detective and Tinker with a wry
smile. ““You would not have suspected

‘| when you saw me working, Blake, that

I am a nervous wreck?”

“Great heavens, no, Culver!” Blake
muttered quickly. “Don’t tell me, Jim,
that you—you have fallen for that
habit

“Heaven forbid, Blake. But I lave
been working unwisely lately. I have
overdone it. I just did not want to relax
the effort, not till now. I have needed
something to keep me going. 1 have
not taken drugs, Blake,” he added, with
a grim smile, “except by medical pre-
scription.”

“Your own?” Blake snapped.

“Yes.”

“Tt is madness, Jimmy! ¥You know
1t is madness!”
Blake could see now that, all un-

suspected by his patients, and even by
his colleagues, the famous surgeon was
himself on the verge of a severe break-
down. It was the old, old story of
“Physician, heal thyself |

“T know it is foolish,” the surgeon
said quietly, “but I am finished now,
Blake. I'm through. You have seen the
operation, you have witnessed the
experiment. 'That man I operated on
was as fine a subject as I shall evor
get. You know that.” {

“He is an incorrigible thief!” Blake
said.

““ A born thief!” said the famous surgeon
thoughtfully. *You yourself told me his
history. Comes of honest parents, fairly
well educated. One cannot trace his fall
to any great temptation or misfortune,
to any combination of unkind citcum-
stances. He is a thief by reason of the
shape of his skull. That is my firm
opinion. There are.certain pressures
upon the brain which cause imbecility,
lunacy, paralysis, or death. They are of
There are others, less
severe, which engender o mania. When
that pressure is removed and the
damaged tissues are repaired, the mania
ceases and the man becomes normal.
That is my theory.”

The detective nodded, Imowing that
the famous specialist’s theory was 1o
idle one. It was hased upon years of
careful ohservation and research.

“And this is the great experiment, ehy

“Yes; I stand or fall by it.  All that
remains to me now is to contain 1y sgul
in patience. I have got to wait. The
man_will be out of the hospital with a

ortion of silver plate in his skull quite
it and well in a week or two. It is his
career after'this that we have to waich;

 Culver ? Blake said.

his subsequent movements towards re-
form—or the reverse. In the mean-
time,” tho surgeon added, with a sigh of
relief, “T rest.”

“You need it, Heaven knows!” Blake
muttered, surveying the man's haggard
cheeks with some anxiety.

“I do, old man. You know,” he added
quickly, “that I am to be married to-
morrow i

“Great Scott! To-morrow??

“Yes; at eleven o’clock, quietly, at the
Oratory. It all scems like part of a
'dream to me, Blake!” He dropped baclk
into the chair and covered his face for a
moment with his hands, "It all scems
misty and improbable. I have to keep
repeating it over and over again before
1 can convince myself.”

Blake knew of Culver's engagement to
Sybil Longworth, . whose father, Sir
Ernest Longworth, bad been a generous
patron of the hospital. He knew they
were soon to be married, though he was
not aware it was to be so soon. :

There was little now in the manner of
Ross Culver to suggest the happy bride-
groom of to-morrow. His manner did

{not exactly suggest dejection at the

prospeet, but it seemed rather as if he
shrank from the ordeal of the ceremony.

“Does Miss Longworth know,” Blake
asked, eyeing him thoughtfully, “that
you—you are so much in need of o
rest

“She knows I am pretty tired,” the
surgeon muttered evasively.

‘*She does not know how far you've let
yourself go, eh, Jimmy?' Blake per-
sisted, .

“Good lot', no, Blake! I keep cheery
for her sake, and she never guesses how
suicidal I feel at times, - But Sir Ernest
gets me down, I'm afraid. He would jag
my nerves, I think, even when I was pex-
fectly fit. . There are- occasions I know
when Sir Ernest thinks I'm a broody sort
of bear. I've caught him inspecting me
suspiciously once or twice when I1've
atiropp?d into the E‘ blucs,[‘ and he has
turned away, growling and champing, as
if he half wondered swhether hg ofl'ght
to save Sybil from a horrid fate by
breaking the engagement, But don’t
lot’s dwell on it, Blake.”

He forced a laugh and sprang up from
thg chair,

“Let's get along. T shall feel cheerier
away from the stench of iodoform. I've
had o fear lately that one day T shall take
a most hideous dislike to this hospital;
I don’t want to do that. Tell me,” ho
added quickly, as if anxious to divert
]fJ‘lS thoughts into some other channel—

tell me about this scoundrel Kestrel 1
They passed out of the hospital gate,
lhm]u;i; & cab which crawled, fare-stalk-
ing, along the other kerb,

“He would be an excellent subject for
your experiments, Culver,” Sexton Blako
said 1pre_5(mtly.

“He is a clever criminal, eh?’ Culver
snid eagerly,

‘A criminal genias,” Blake said. with
quiet emphasis, “I don’t know.” ho
added, with a smile, “whether one conld
ascribe his genius to any pressure of the
skull, though,” :

“If that were so, Blake,” tho great
surgeon said, with the hint of a emile,

we might be able to produce a gepius
by tapping him on the head with a
trancheon,  Skull-pressure will not pro-
duce a genius, Blake, but it might casily
d}_etermme the use a man makes of genins.
Pressure may cause a mental kink, or a
moral warp.  T'd like to have this fellow
under observation.”

S You'll find it very difficult to keep
him there, Culver,” Blake said with a
Iaugh. “But he would be a fascinating
subject. By the way, you still have your
collection of Dutch painters, I suppose?”
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the detective added, as the taxi slowed.
up outside the chambers in Baker Street.

£Yes; and I'm still collecting. Is this
your place?’ He stretched out his hand
as Blake rose. “Good-bye!”

“No. Come in a moment, Jimmy. 1've
something far your collection—a little
wedding-present. Have you a Rem-
brandt?” Blake asked, as they entered.

" “ A Rembrandt?’ Dr. Culver stared at
Blake, and then smiled. *Great Scott,
no, man !"”

“Then you shall have one,” Blake said
quietly. “A gem.”

The specialist was an ardent collector,
and his pale face grew animated.

A Rembrandt!” he muttered. “But—
but you are not serious.”

“Y am. I have it all packed up and
ready for you, Jimmy. 1 was going to
bring it round some time this week. 1
found it in a Dutch farm necar the
German frontier during the War. It is
a fine speeimen, really. But you shall
judge for yourself.”

He led the way into the consulting-
room where Pedro, the big bloodhound,
lay in a deep sleep upon the rug. He
did not leap up to greet his master, as
was his wont, and. Blake shot a quick
glance at him as he stepped towards the
sideboard upon which a flat, carefully-
puqlrcc([ parcel lay.

muttered. “You'll find Hallo !”
The sudden change in  his master’s
voice brought Tinker round quickly.

“What's the matter, guv'nor?”

Blake did not reply. He was tearing
at the knot of the string about the parcel,
snatching a knife from his pocket after a
moment and cutting it quickly. The
inside packing was torn aside to reveal
the edge of a handsome frame, richly
carved. Dr. Culver moved forward
engerly, and then a grunt of amazement
broke from him. The frame was there,
but no picture! 4

THE SEODNb CHAPTER.
‘““To Account Rendered.”

NO sound had come
from Blake, but his
thin cheeks had gone
pale and his lips were
tightly compressed.

“Where is the
picture, guvnor?”’
Tinker gasped.

“Gone " Blake mut-
tered grimly. “Stolen !”

“What? oried the
doctor, in a voice of
mingled amazement
and dismay-
the empty frame with

Blake held up
a bitter smile.

 Stolen, (_,‘Iulvcr !’ he muttered. 1
am sorry, t was a gem,” he adde
bitterly.  “As fine n slﬁzcimcn of }gclfl(-l
brandt’s work as—-"

“Guv'nor! The Chinaman!”
cried suddenly,
man "

Blake turned and stared over at the

sideboard. A perfect picce of work in
ivory, unearthed from some historie
ruins under the wall of Pekin, had gone
from the place it had occupied for years
in Blake's consulting-room. It was the
only thing of its kind in the world—
priceless and irreplaceable.
“."Somcnno has been here, guy'nor!”
Linker gasped, and the specialist stared
at the detective, who stood motionless,
his face pale with disappointment and
chagrin.

Blake shot a sweeping glance about

o ( ' Tinker
Where is the China-

‘This is the picture, Jimmy.” Blake |

“The Princess Nijowski, sir !

It was a comparatively young woman who
came in, and the famous surgeon was amazed at her beauty.
something almost regal in her carriage as she advanced, yet with an air of

deference which was a subtle flattery.

There was

(Chapter 2.)

the room, and then peered over at the

mat where the bloodhound still lay,
sleoping.

“Pedro!” he snapped quickly.

The dog did not move, and Blake

sprang towards him, dropping upon one
knee, shaking him by the collar. Ile
saw at once that the bloodhound's was
not a normal sleep; the dog lay inert
and senseless—drugged !

“Pedro! Pedro!” Tinker had bent
anxiously over the hound and tried to
haul it up on to its feet. * What's the
matter, old boy? Wake up—wake -

He paused with a grunt and plucked
something from the smooth skin of the
dog. Tt was a small dart such as was
ejected from a blowpipe by certain tribes
in Central America and Bornco. The
lad rose with a ery of utter dismay.

“ Guv'nor, he's  poisoned ! Look
here !”
Blake sprang over and seized the

small dart, eyeing it grimly through his
glass. f’.l[.m point had been poisoned,
but not“with a poison virulent enough
to cause death—only deep insensibility.

He noticoed now for the first time that
the window was open slightly at the
bottom. There was a small piece of mud
on the ledge—a muddy footmark clearly
visible upon the ecarpet under the
window.

In the face of the famous specialist
there was an expression of bewilderment
and unbelief,

“What has happened, Blake?' he
cried quickly. “I don't understand.”
“Burglars!” Blake replied griml_v.

“Disctiminating burglars, Culver,”
“But the dog—"
“Drugged by a poisoned dart cjected
from o blowpipe. ~Some housebréakers
throw poisoned meat to troublesome

animals, Culver, others are more in-
genious,”

He spoke calmly, but it wvas not diffi-
cult to ses the intense disappointment
and chagrin which underlay his calm.
He strode once again to the table and
raised the paper and packing in which
the painting by Rembrandt had been
wrapped.

A piece of white paper fluttered to the
carpet, and Tinker pounced upon it. He
frowned as he peered at ik, and then the

.colour went from his cheeks, a queer

light sprang into his eyes as he handed
it to Blake.

The paper was an ordinary printed
business invoice. Upon it was written:

“To account rendered—>500,000 francs.”
Underneath, with the cool embellish-
ment of a twopenny stamp, wera the

words: ‘““Received on account—Item
FED‘ 1,”50,000 francs. ltem No, 2, 25,000
rancs.

Below the stamp was writfen:

“For the War Profits Liguidation
Syndicate.” Across the' stamp itself
with a superb audacity, was scrawle
the signature, ““Jose Madrano-Munoz.”

Blake's teeth were clenched and there
was a dangerous light in his grey eyes.

This, then, was the work of the
Spnnisii steeplejack Madrano, acting
under the instructions of Leon Kestrel !

After the case of the Great Syndicate
Scoop, when Blake had, at the elaventh
hour, checkmated the Mummer in &
superb pieca of criminal bluffing and
prevented him from netting the Krench
banker's reward of half a million francs,
Kestrel's cool rendering to Blake of a
bill for that amount seemed like a lask
typical gesture of warning and defiance,
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This piece of coal thieving was “evi-
dence that the man meant to cxact re-
payment. _ g H

Blake turned with a grim smile to
the specialist.

“When burglars honour me, Culver,
they are businesslike in their procedure.
They even leave a receipt for what they
have taken. Look at that!”

Tha surgeon glanced at the paper, and
then looked over in astonishment.

‘“(ireat heayems! But this is incred-
ible, Blake! ase work is this?”

#Qur friend Kestrel—the man we were
talking about, Culver. He estimates
that T owe him half a million francs from
the last deal in which we were &
interested, I have ignored his invoices,
so he is ng on my PFOPEI'EF- It
is an criginal business method, don’t you
think 7 :

“ And the scoundrel has claimed my
Rembrandt?’ Culver muttered.

“Ves—and allowed me a paliry fifty
thousand francs for if. Reckoning the
value of the franc on the exchange, 1
could have got more for it in Petticoat
Lane. I am sorry, Jimmy. I have an
“ Interior > by Ruytens which you shall
have instead.” :

“Bui—but do you mean to say, Blake,
that you will make no effort to recover
this picture? T mean—" )

“My dear Culver, my efforts against
HKestrel and this infernal Syndicate never
cease, We are continually at war; this
is the fortune of war. But sit down,
Jimmy. ¥oun look:done-up.”

They talked together for a little while.
When the famous surgeon from St.
David’s Hospital took his departare
Blake accompanied him to the taxi and
pressed his hand warmly, congratulating
him upon his marriage in the morning,
wishing him every conceivable happincss.

But only a faint flicker came 1nto {he
eyves of the surgeon as he returned the
handshake, The prospect of marriage
with the woman he loved, and a long
rest from work, did not seem to lift the
manile of depression which had scttled
over him. When the cab paused outside
his fine house in Harley Street he paid
the driver listlessly and ‘passed inside.

A hiveried footman advanced as le
entered.

“A lady is here, sir. T told her you
could see no patients. She refases to go
away. She says the matter is urgent—
ono of life and death, sir.”

The specialist frowned and fook the

card which the footman proffered. Upon
it was inscribed in gilt seript letters:

““The Princess Nijowski, -
14, Rue St. Lazaire, Paris.”

“ A Russian, Gibbs,”. he umttqred:
“T believe so, sir. Her English is not
”

“T am tired, Gibbs. I will give her
a few minutes only,” the specialist said.

He passed through rather wearily into
the perfectly appointed chamber where
he received his private patients. The
door opened silently, and the footman
entered.

“The Princess Nijowski, sir.”

It was a comparatively young woman
who c¢ame in, and the famous surgeon
was amazed at her beauty. Her hair
was the deep colour of burnished gold,
and arranged with a subtle Continental
touch which was unmistakable. Her
eyes were dark and liquid under lLids
which drooped in such a way as to im-
part peculiar charm to the face as a
whole.

There was something almost regal in
her carriage as she advanced, yet with
an air of deference which was a subtle

 flattery. When she spoke her voice was |
so low and musical as to atono for her

very broken English- ;

“Please, if you will pardon me, m'sien
—you are ze greab épecra}eest—{_!mve ze
henour to speak to Dr. Culvare?

“Ves, madam, I am Dr. Culver. 1
am sorry I can spare only a few mmnto.;z;
This is not my consulting hour, anc

“ Yes—yes, it ees very good for you
to sce me. I am so grateful, m'sien. 1
come to ask for your help for my hus-
band, m'sieu.” She looked af him en-
treatingly. “Oh, please, please, m’sien,
if you vill come—you arc so great, so
skilful—" R x

“Ts your husband ill, madame?

“Oh, mon Dieu, but he is dying! He
is in great agony, m'sieu. Ze French
physician say that zare must he an opera-
tion toute de suite, m'siew, at vunce.
Oh, doctor, if you vill come I vill pay
vatever fee you veesh! Ve are reesh,
m’sien. It is no matter vat money—

“Where is your husband, madame?”
the great surgeon asked quietly. 3o

“In our villa in Normandie—in
France, m'sicu. I vill engage a special
train—a special hoat—an aeroplane—ze
expense iss nothing——*
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21 am sorry, madame,” Dr. Culyver
said quietly. ' It. is*impossible |7

“Oh, but no, doctor! You must not
say it 1s impossible. Oh, please say you
vill come to save him [?

“‘But there are other doctors,” ¢

“But yes, m'sien, I know. But not—
not so greaf, m’sicw, so very skilful. Oh,
please, why can you mnot come?”

She had caught him by the hand in her
agitation, was peering appealingly into
his face, But he shook his head,

“It is impossible, madame. T can
undertake no more work for some timne.
I am sorry. To-morrow,” he added, with
the hint of a smile, “1 am to be
married—"

“Married 7”7  Her wonderful eyes
opened as she gazed at him. **¥Yes, T
understand,” she went on, with a touch
of bitterness. ““You mus’ be married.
It does not matter if my poor hushand die
int agony. You do not care, m'sieu, Is
it not sa.?”

" Not at all!” the specialist said somie-
what  sharply. “There are others,
madame, of equal skill, placed more
favourably than I am at the moment. I
will give you a short note to Dr.
Richards, opposite. I think perhaps he

will assist youw.” .

She nodded, her beautiful eyes fixed
upon him somewhat reproachfully as he
took up a pen and seribbled a few lines
upon a sheet of paper. As he wrote she
wondered why a pen should shake so
much in the hand of a man whose repu-
tation had been built upon its steadiness.

&s Ross Culver ushered her from the
room there was that in the melting glance
she gave him which might have moved
him to relent at any other time. But
now it was impossible.

Escorting hier, himself, to the door, he
descended the steps and indicated with
outstretched hand the house of the
medical eolleague to whom he had re-
ferred her.  Richards had flown from
Croydon to Moroeco on one occasion to
savé a patient; but he did not mind such
breathless. escapades.

A man in a soft felt had moved out
across the path, raising a camera, and
directing the lens rather insolently upon
them. He raised his hat and smiled
before he turned away, unperturbed by
the withering glance which the woman
shiot at hin, £ 4

“Who is zat man, m'sieu?” the prin-
cess asked, in a tone of acute annoyance.

“1 am afraid I do not know, madame,”
the surgeon said, with a shrug of the
“ A pressmaw, possibly.”

er eyes flashed for a moment.

“¥Your Eengleesh journalists have no
manners, m'sien.” Her expression
changed, and she smiled at the surgeon,
the old hint of disappomtment and re-
proach still in her dark eves. * Merei,
n'siew. I vill see Dr. Reechars.”

‘Ross Culver bowed, and his eyes rested
for a moment upon her perfect figure as
she moved away. Whoever the unfortu-
nate Prince Nijowski might be he was a
man of acute discernment in the matter
of feminime beauty, .

The specialist passed hack inia the
house hefore she reached the residence
opposite, and thus he did not see his
visitor turn and glance ever her shoulder
quickly Before she passed on down the

s v
_trx_e-imwcrful limousine moved toywavds
her, gliding in close to the kerh as its
door was opened from the inside. She
entered it, dropping back into the seat,
an expression of animation in her face as
ooked into the dark, somewhat
sallow face of the other ocenpant.

“Tt is as 1 feared, Fifito,” she said
quickly. and in perfeet English, “We
shall need other measures”’ -
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
¢ Sagk the Woman !

- : IT awas Tinker who
o brought in the news,
handing the evening

paper to his master, and
indicating, with a signifi-
cant gesture, the head-
lines above a column upon
the first page.

“I don’t think you'll be
surprised, guv'nor—not
‘lafter yesterday,” he mut-
Atered. “I wasn't. Read
that.”

] The detective frowned
as he scanned the head-
lines quickly. They ran:

“SUDDEN ILLNESS OF FAMOUS
SURGEON.

WEDDING POSTPONED."

The Dbrief paragraph underneath ran:

“¢The Evening Mail’ is informed that the
wedding which was to have taken pluce
at the Oratory this morning between the
Hon. Sybil Longworth, only daughter of Sir
Barnest Longworth, the well-known financier,
and the eminent surgeon, Dr. J. Ross
Culver, has had to be postponed owing to
the illness of the bridegroom. Dr. Ross
Culver was taken ill last evening, and his
condition is said to give cause for some
anxiety.. The nature of the illness has not
yet been announced.”

A grunt broke from Blake as he read the
paragraph and glanced over thoughtfully at
Tinker. ?

“No,” he muttered; “I am not surprised,
my lad. Poor old Culver!” -

“He has broken
think?”

‘“Undoubtedly. He was in.a bad way yes-
terday. I1t's a queer thing,” he added
thom% itfully, as he rose and picked up the
telephone directory, “how often medical men
ignore their own precepts. Hallo, miss!
Give me Western 036. What's that?" he
added, . after a pause, “You can't ring
them? Why not?" .

“They have left their receiver off,” the
girl said tersely. “It has been off all
day.”

Blake grunted, and put up his own re-
ceiver.

“1t looks as if they don’t want telenphone
inquiries,” he muttered. ' “I think perhaps
I will go round to Harley Street and—"
He paused as the door opened and there
came the sound of a slight altercation frdn
the landing -outside.

“It's no good, sir!”
Mrs. Bardell in o stage whisper.
see. anyone till I've pronounced
you'll just wait here ]

“But I'm Sir Earnest Longworth, my good
woman! Tell Mr. Blake that—" -

“T can't help it, sir,” insisted the old lady
obstinately, “if you're the Lord Mayor
hisself, excuging me. If you'll wait here
['ll take in your card.”

The old lady closed the door .carefully
hehind her before she turned to Blake. Her
face was flushed, but her lips were com-
pressed rather obstinately. i

“There's a gentleman to see you, sir—
urgent, He don't seem to think that it
i3 neceasary for me to pronounce him to
you, being Sir Earnest somebody or other.
Here is his card, sir.”

Blake glanced at the eard and nodded.

“Tell Sir Earnest Longworth,” he said
quietly, “that 1 am busy for the moment,
but will see him in five minutes.”

The old lady passed out with satisfaction.
Tinker smiled as his master moved over
to his chair, dropping into it leisurely and
picking up the evening paper. He scanned
its pages quictly for five minutes: then
he rang the bell, and Mrs. Bardell reap-
peared, ushering in a short, thick-necked,
and rather red-faced man. who did not seem
to have appreclated his wait upon the land-
ing nutsi(!;.

“(Good-afternoon, Mr. Blake!" he said, In
rather a blustering way. “1 trust I have
not found you too feverisily busy," he
added meaningly,

“I am always busy, but never feverishly
o, Bir Earnest," the detective said quietly.
“Will you take a chair?”

down, guv'nor, do you

came the voice of
“He won't.
‘em! If

could see from hls manner that he was
agitated. Blake picked up tha paper and
tapped the paragraph which Tinker had
shown him a few minutes earlier.

“I am sorry to see this, Sir Earnest. It
is most unfortunate for your daughter
that—"

“What? What Is it?"

“The announcement that Dr. Cuolver has
been taken ill. I was endeavouring to get
through to his place only a few minutes
ago. I trust it is nothing serious.”

“It is!” snapped the fnancier,
frowil. “It is devilishly serious.”

“You mean he has broken down entirely?”
Blake asked sympathetically,

“Certainly not!™

“What, then, is the nature of the illness,
Sir Earnest?”

“He isn't ill!" roared the financier
angrily. *Surely, Mr. Blake, a man in your
profession does not believe everything he
reads in the penny Press?”

“Not everything, Sir Earnest,” Blake said
quietly, and rather frigidly; “but I had no
reason to question the truth of this.”

“Then I'll question it for you, Mr. Blake!”
growled the stockbroker. “That report is
lies—nll tommy-nonsense! I told the Press
that myself. I gave that out for Sybil’s
sake. Hamng it, man, I can't have thé poor
girl held up to public ridicule. I've got
to avoid a confounded scandal somehow,
haven't 12" :

Blake was frowning, and looking over at
the stockbroker with a queer expression in
his grey eyes. -

“1 could answer that question more
readily, Sir Earnest,” he said quietly, “if
I knew what you were talking about.” .

“Talking about!"” cried the stockbroker.
“Heavens, man, but surel{ you know?”

“I am a detective, Sir Earnest, not a
thought-reader. I know nothing except
what I have just seen in this paper.”

“You do not know that my poor girl has
been jilted—that I have been publicly in-
sulted?”

Blake frowned, and shot a qnick, mean-
ing glance at Tinker., The stockbroker,

with a

unable  to remain seated, had got up from

the chair, and was pacing the room rest-
lessly.'

“What has happened, Sir Earnest?” Blake
asked, L

“I have told you what has happened. My
poor girl has been jilted—jilted like some
common slavey! That cad Culver has
bolted !"

“Bolted?”

“Yes. I tell you candidly, Mr. Blake, 1
have not felt particularly happy about
things lately. I have not liked Culver's
manner. The man has been broody and
dejected, as if his engagement Wwere some-
thing to deplore instead of something to
be delighted about. 1 have felt at times
that the fellow's manner has been abso-
lutely churlish—a reflection wupon iy
daughter.” =

“He has been far from well, Sir Earnest,”
Blake said quietly.

“Bah! It has not been a question of
health, Mr. Blake. Culver has been as fit
as you and I. I fell you I have not felt
at all happy about things lately. 1 seemed
to lose my trust in the man, - Last night;
I don’t know why, but I rang through to sece
if all was well with him. It was instinct,
I suppose. He had not heen home. At
mlilmgllt I rang him again, He was still
out.

“T can't say why the cireumstance worried
me," he went on. “He might have been at
the hospital—at an operation—I knew that,
But it did worry me. This morning at nine-
thirty I rang him again, to find that he had
not been home all night, and that nobody
in the household could explain his absence.
Even then I did not tell Sybil of my fears.
I waited till the last moment before I fold
her.

“Then I left her with her mother while
1 drove myself to the Oratory, quietly, to
await him. T was glnd I did. It saved
lier from the greatest ignominy and insult
a poor girl can suffer at the hands of ‘ap
utter cad. Ross Culver may be @& great
surgeon, Mr. Blake, He may be a friend of
yours, but it makes no difference. 1f you
will allow me to say so, the man is a
hypoerite and a cad, and unworthy of a
decent profession.”

The outraged father turned and faced Blake

I squarely, glowering at the detective as if he

The well-knowq man from Throgmorton | held Blake responsible for the shortcomings
Street dropped ifto the chair, and Blake of his friend.

Blake meft the man's gaze with almost a
provoking calmness,

“You are entitled to your opinion, Sir
Earnest. You cannot expect me to sub-
scribe to it.”

3 “Perhaps not!” snapped the stockbroker.

In -your case, I suppose, ordinary loyalty
to Culver would—-"

“I'am not concerned with loyalty,” Blake
said quietly. “I am concerned with facta~

“I have stated the facts, Mr. Blake.”

_ “You have told me Dr. Culver is missing—
in other words, that something has pre-
;anthed him from keeping a vital engage-
1ent."

“Something—yes,” muttered the finaneier,
with bitterness.  “Perhaps you would be
nearer the mark,” he added darkly, “if yon
said ‘ somebady.' "

“Perhaps I ‘might, Sir Earnest,” Blake
retorted; “perhaps I might not. You ap-
pear to have put your own interpretation
upon the matter, Candidly, 1 cannot
accept it. I do not believe it has been
deliberate. Knowing Culver as T do, I will
nog‘.__bel{:eve it.”

ir Tarnest Longworth rowled, and
strolled to the window, glnriﬁg out for a
few moments before he turned, somewhat
aggressively, his hands behind him.

. O.I course, you do mnot beheve it. 1T
didn't expect you to, Mr. Blake. But I
do! And permit me to say that my opinion
I3 not quite so hasty as you may imagine.
1 have mnot been blind, Mr. Blake, and I
liave not been deaf. There have been
whispers—rumours. - You may not have
heard them. I have!"

“In that respect I confess you have the
advantage,” Blake sald, rather coldly; for
there was a hint of paltriness in the nature
of the financier which he despised.

"'You mean you have heard no rumours?”
\.ou- have never, by any chance, Dheard
Culver's name connected with—er—with
anyone else?” he asked meaningly.

“Certainly not. I presume you mean with
:mo}t{her, landy?” Blake said.

“Yes.»

: “I have heard nothing,” Blake repeated.
“Had I have heard whispers,” he added, “I
think T should have fgnored them. Rumour
is a lying jade, Sir Earnest.”

“Perhaps “she is,” returned the financier
doggedly; “but there is no smoke without
fire, Mr. Blake. I say there is no smoke
without fire, sir! Anyhow, I have told you
whaf has happened. I regard this deplor-
able business ns a bitter insult to myself
and a eruel slight upon my danghter.

“I am not a vindietive man, Mr. Blake.
Perhaps I am glad that this has happened,
in my own heart—perhaps I am intensely
relieved to think that things have been
nipped in the bud at the éleventh hour; but
T 1I!0 not intend to take it Iying down!

“I am goilng to have this matter threshed
out, Wherever Culver is hiding—wherever
he is skulking, Mr. Blake, I intend to track
him down and meet him face to fave! I
mean to let the rest of his profession know
the sort of man he is, even though his name
may still pass muster with the public!

“For that reason I have already been to
my friend the Commissioner this morning
and put him in possession of the facts.
He is an understanding man, with a
daughter of his own, Mr. Blake, and he
has promised to give me all the assistance
in his power. Already instructions have
been glven, sir, At this moment the slouths
of Scotland Yard are upon the trail of your
runaway friend Culver!”

Blake was somewhat nettled by the man’s
manner, but he smiled placidly.

“I congratulate yon, Sir Earnest. The
C.I.D. is a very eflicient Institution. But
why,” he asked quietly, “if you have already
secured the assistance of Scotland Yard,
come to me, Sir Barnest?” .

“Because I am making a few private in-
quiries myself, Mr., Blake,” said the stock-
broker promptly. “I am glven to under-
stand that you were at the hospital yester-
day?”

“That is so."

. "“And you left with Culver?
togethier?"

Blake nodded assent.

“Dr. Culyver came here to my chambers,
Sir Earnest. He left about noon,*

“And may I ask,” queried Sir Earnest
intently, “whether he gave you any hint
of his—er—his future movements?"

“None—except that I gathered he was
going home, that hé was seeipng no more
patients, and doing no more work until after
his honeymoon, I understood that he had a

You were
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number of matters to attend to, in view
of his marriage in the morning.” -

“H'm! So he gave you that impression?”
Tie stoekbroker frowned. “Now, tell me,
Mr. Biake, - was there -anything’ in his
-manner at all to suggest that such & thing
a3 fhis was—was possible? Can you your-
self think of -any reason why he—he should
have nobt appeared at the church this
morning?”

“I can think of only one,” Blake said.
guietly. “But it I3 rather an important
reason. Dr. Calver was ill.”

“1112” the stockbroker almos} barked.

“Yes. ie was suffering from neurasthenia
rather badly. Knowing of his marriage and
the condition of h he was in, I felt
rather concerned, Sir Earpest.” - :

The stockbroker stared at Biake for a few
moments, temporarily shaken, not kmowing
quite what to say. E

“1117* he echoed. “Neurasthenia. It Is a
vague term, Mr; Blake. ~ What, precisely,
do you mean by neurasthenia?” ]

“A condition of the nerves approaching
ecomplete breakdown,” Blake said quietly.
“Yon must be aware, Sir Earnest, that
overwork ean bring a man to a state of
depression. and melancholy which is not
only foreign to his nature, hut a real
danger.” Ay

“You mean fo say,” said the unimaginative
stockbroker slowly, “that Culver yester-
day was—er—depressed—melancholy?”

“He siruck me as being so, Sir Earnest.”,

“On the eve of his wedding-day, eh?”
enapped the stockbroker.. “On the day when
an ordinary decent man should be in the
zig!wsf. spirits, he was morose and worried,
bt

“I say he was unwell.”

“Bah ' cried Sir Earnest heatedly. “Don’t
tell me that, Mr. Blake! Culver was well
enough, all right. Does a doctor let him-
sell get into that condition? Can’t he
recognise his symptoms, and prescribe for
them straightaway, if he's a bit rifn down?
I'm a stockbroker, Mr. Blake. People come
amd consult me about . their investments.
It is my job to kpmow the market. Do T,
then, make dud investments myself? No,
sir. We've got to look a little more deeply
than that. It wasn’t Culver's nerves which,
were trombling him, Mr, Blake. It was his’
conscience.

“When a man gets himsell tied in a
tangle,” he went on, wagging his finger
meaningly, “he is inelined to get depressed.
Cnlver had good reason to be worricd yester-
day, or I'm a simplefon.” :

ile turned and seized up his haf and coat,
pausing on his way to the door to tap Blake
upon the shonlder.

“¥You are a man of the world, Mr. Blake,”
he said, in a grim, but confidential, tone,’|
“and you have had considerable experience,
In nine out of ten cases of this sort, what
do you do? Cherehez la famme! That’s
what yon do, 1sn't it? W¥ind the woman in
ihie case, and you've stived the mystery!™

“You seem rather ubsessed with your
theory, Sir Earnest,” Blake sald, with a hint
of sarcasm in his tone.

But the hint was lost upon the stock-

broker. He npodded, and pursed his [ips
grimiy.
“1 am,” he said deliberately. * Later on,

perhaps, you will know why I am, Mr. Blake.'
T don't think I shall have tc search very far
for the woman in this case. Tet me tell
you that in confidence. I _don't Lhink,” he
added darkly, “that T need lock much farther
than St. David's Hospital.”

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Conflicting Glues.

THERE was a meaning in
the low-spoken, parting
of the injured

il stockbroker which was not
&l lost ppon Sexton Blake,
@ The detective’'s mind
was carried back instantly
to the previous morning
af the hospital, and moré
especially to a certain
handsome, dark-eyed nurse
who had assisted at the

tion.

Blpko remembered the
M zlance which had passed
- at  the

€l

Culver had wrought—a glance which spoke
cloquently of a sympathetic understanding.

The detective banished the thought a
moment later with a frown of chagrin to
think that he shonld have been influenced
even momentarily by Sir Earnest Longworth’s
mean suspicions. "

Ross Culver had always been a man with
powerful will and with strength of character.
If he had realised that he had made a mis.
take in his engagement he would have played
the man—of that Blake felt =ssured. He
would not have descended to the cowardly
expedient of a last-hour retreat.

The attitude which the well-known stock-
broker had taken up filled Blake with a very
real regentment. Hee«[felt moro than half
inclined to do mnothing in the matter—to
stand aloof from the casc altogether.

But a growing eoncern for the missing sur-
geon drove him to leave Sir Earnest Long-
warth out of the caleulation and to make in-
quiries, purely for his own satisfaction. 1t
was possible that poor Culver had broken
up npltogether—that he had sought release
from the torture of depression’in some tragic

way.

If this were so—if he were still alive—it
was an act of common friendship to trace
him, to reseee him, Pcrhapﬂ. from the slough
of despond into which he had been sinking
steadily for many mouths:

It was Blake’s conscionsness of this which
took him and Tinker a little later to Ross
‘Culver's house in Harley Street., The foot-
man, whose usnally expressionless face was
distinctly gloomy, puckered his brows as he
glaneed at the detectlve’s card. |

] suppose you'd better come in, sir,” he

‘I muttered. “ There’s one of your gentlemen in

the consulting-room already.”

“One of my gentlemen?” RBlake querled, .

“Yea, another detective, sir, from Scotland
Yard, You are from there, teo, 1 suppose,
sir?”

Blake pursed his lips and glanced mean-
ingly at Tinker. . Evidently Sir, Earnest Long-
worth had persuaded the Commissioner to act
promptly.

“No, I am not from the ¥ard,” he sald.
“Put perhaps the official will not mind my
!ool:ii?ng round as well, Will you take in my
card?”

The footman nodded, departing and return-

ing a mioute Iater with the request for

them to enter. A smilec of surprise and
pleasure came to the lips of the detective
when he found the broad, familiar figure
of Harker awaiting him in the consulting-
room. ¢ i
Harker greeted them in his usual cheery
way, remarking with a grin that their pro-
fessional paths had crossed upon more thril-

ling investigations,

'gﬂ,'s a quéer case, though,” the C.1.D, man
said, with a grin, “and it may d.g\'clup.
How do you come to be interested?

“Dr, Culver was a friend of mine,” Blake

sald.
“1 see-ce. . It's just What
l\tﬂ

is your gpinion, Blake?’

1 haven't a complete one, Harker.
present I'm inclined to think it's a case of
nervous breakdown.”

“Really?” The Yard man tried to look
respectful, buf it was obvious that he did
not favour the theory in the leadt, Like
Sir Earnest Longworth, he found it difficult
to hbelieve in a doctor breaking down in
health, “You think, perhaps, he may have
gone a bit queer up top—bats in the bellry,
eh?” he added lightly, *“Wandering—loss of
meniory—dunno-where-'eare sort of thing!
Not suicide, I suppose?” he queried, looking

.personal, ¢h?

-| over thoughtfully

“1 hope not,” Blake said In a quiet tone.
“Have yon been looking round his papers,
Harker?”

“Yes. T see there Is a counterfoll of a
cheque, written yesterday, on ‘Self; for o
thousand pounds. I've just rang up the
bank, and they tell me he cashed it yester
day at about three in the afternoon. Took
it away in motes—all of it."”

“That's interesting,” Blake said.

“Don’t sound like loss of memory, does’

it?” said the Yard man with a smile. * You've
got t6 remembefr your pame to put it on
the back of a cheque. But it doesn't lead
us very much farther, Blake—I mean, it
doesn’t shed any light on his molives or
future Intentions, does it?" : i

“Jt does mob up?crar to at the moment,
Blake said guarded ‘v

“ e was supposed to be going abroad for
his honeymoon, wasn't he?” Harker went on.

|

*A man would want plenty of ready cash
for that trip.” i e

“But he would hardiy bhe likely to draw
ont a thousand in one bite, would het”
Blake muttered.

“Jle might—it doesn't tefll us,anythicg,
really, Blake, He might bave wanted 1t
to take his wife away; he might also have
wanted it to clope with someone else.”:

Blake- swupg round sharply and sfared it
the Yard man, E38

“8o you've gPt that bee in your h&nnc-t. d

too, have you?* :

“No; it's just in the hive with the others,”
said Harkeér, with a grin. “I’'m just keep-
ing an open mind and a weather-eye on =zl
possibilities.”

Blake nodded, moving over to the open
desk of the famous surgeon, peering in-
tently here and there with keen eyes that

| mizssed no detail.

On the top of some medical books above
the desk Blako took down a jeweller's cata-
logue, noticing that one of the pages was
marked by a projecting visiting-eard, That
Culver had been consulting this catalogue

/| at some time on the previous day was pretty

obvious, Blake quickly deduced, by the fact
that it lay untidily above his desk, and out
of place, while other papers of a similar
character were lying neatly arranged upon a
table near by. Culver’s papers were, for a
certainty, tidled up at the end of each day.
This oné had not yet been replaced, 8

Blake withdrewy the small visiting-card fram
the catalogue and glanced at it with interest.
The name upon it was somewhat arresting:
‘I;T}}n Princess- Nijowski, 14, Rue St. Lazaire

arjs.” ;

Blake touched the hell and the f ot
Py the feotman

“When did that lndy call?” he asked, ex-
tending tlio card. .

“ Yesterday, sir,” the footman said, while
Harker looked round with jnterest—* just
before lunech, sir.”

“I thought Dr,
patients yesterday?” -

“That was his order, sir; I turned several
away, That lady insisted on waiting. She
was a foreigner, sir, and T don't think she
{:xeurig,rst.nud Droperly, 1 couldn't get rid of

“I see. And.did {he doetor see her?”

‘For a few minutes, yes, sir, But I think
he must have refused to treat her.”

"]\;'hy?“ l;ln}ko asked.

“Because I heard Dr. Culver di ing hier
Lnnl)r. I{}’chards, across the rdz:l&:'c;-il;ql;, o
rar(} ?::Jeé Iénu%ticredz i gy hn‘d‘ e

aching for the ¢ “ i

she go to Dr, m::;leard:«'z" el 2L Ll

"1 cannot say, sir.”

" Would you mind going
ing?"" Blake said quietly.

T}Ye? ood, Eir! fertuiuly!"

¢ foolman passed out, ki %

O\'erria.t. tl:e_g{ard m‘?n. and Blake Jooked

*This visiting-card came in at 1 time
yesterday, Harker,” he said, ¢ nnt‘imf; tllirx]uLI
it used here as a bookmark, That secimns to
prove that Dr. Culver was studying a
jeweller's catn[o?ue before he left yesterday
afterncon, and that there is one page of ti
catalogue fu which he was particularly iu-
terested. This is the page.”

"“\Vedding-rings—eh?” said Harker, with a
smile.

_‘* Rings—yes, but apparently not wedding-
rmfs. Those on this page are mainly dress
and engagement rings. It is just possibie
that this eatalogue might have somé connee-
tion with that thousand pounds in eash,
Harker.”

Culver was geeing no

over and inquir-

“Quite. We can ecasily find@ out. What
is the firm?»
“ SBhuttle & Weaver, of Bond Street. Slail

we walk round and make inguiries??

They passed out of the room togeiher,
encountering the returning footman at the
front door,

“No, sir,” he said breatlilessly. 4! Nobody
of that lady’s name called on Dr. Richards,™

Blake raised his eyebrows in mild surprise,
and then nodded, descendiog the sfeps
leisurely, with Tinker and the Yard man
following. )

The inguiry at the Bond Street jeweller's
wis productive of an immediate result. A
gentleman answering the description of Dr.
Culver had called at o little after four
o’clock the previous afternoom, Noj he
seomed perfectly normal in eve Way-—:t
little quiet and deliberate the assistant said.
He had made a very handsome purchase,
consisting of a very flue diamond peeklace,
for which he had paid eight bundred asd
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fifty pounds, and also a fine ring, set with
small diamonds and a single pigeon's-blood
ruby, shaped in the form of a crescent,

“And he paid for these in cash?' Blake
asked quietly.

‘*¥es, sir. In new mnotes. It Is most
unusual for a customer to pay so much over
the counter in cash.”

1 should imagine so. And did he take
-the jewellery away with him$»

“Yes, sir,” the assistant said. *I sug-
pgested that I might send them. He pre-
terred to take them himself. He seemed a
little. uneasy lest the§ should miscarry or
there shonld be some mistake.”

Detective Harker eyed the assistant in hLis
keen, penetrative way.

“Tell me, yonug man—did this gentleman
mention the reason why he was making these

purchasest Did you gather or suppose any-

thing from his conversation?”

**No, sir, He was rather reticent. He
said that he had aun appointment at four
o'zlock, though.””

“How came he to mention that?” Harker

asked.

*“The ring he purchased was not exactly |

the same as one which he had seen in the
catnlogue and taken rather a fancy to. We
had not a specimen in the shop exactly corre-
sponding, although I know that we have one
at our ﬁ’iccadilly branch. I suggested that
I rang through, and had the ring brought
straight along, but he would not wait. It
was then that le mentioned the appoint-
meat.”?

“1 see!l Anything else?”

“He borrowed a time-table and consulted
it while I was roLbing up the necklace,” the
assistant velunteered.

And Blake looked over wilth sudden
interest,
“H'm! That is interesting!" Harker mut-

tered. ““You dido't happen to notice what
trains he was interested in, I suppose?"

“1'm afraid not, sir. He appeared to be
looking through the suburban tables. I am
not sure. One cannot—er——" He paused as
:iqmthcr assistant came up and whispered to
im,

The first assistant raised his eyebrows.

* You had better tell them,” he muttercd
audibly.

The second assistant turned to Blake and
Harker,

**Are You inquiring about the gentlemau
who made a big purchase yesterday after-
noon,” he asked—'*rather tall, and athlebic
build; bair grey at the sides?*

Hacker nodded.

“1 was in the show-room upstairs, sir, and
was looking out of the window when the
gentleman left the shop. He crossed to the
'l'ulhq.I station opposite, and I believe he met
a lady.” Y

“H'm!"” granted Harker, his eyes twinkling
as he glanced at Blake. “You saw him
meet a lady, did you?”

“1 cannot be sure, sir. €
in the entrance of the station, as there
usually is, and he was quickly lost. I just
puthered the impression that he met a lady.

saw him raise his hat. I am sure of
that.”

The assistants at the jeweller's were able
to shed no further light upon the famons
surgeon's movements or intentions. What
they bad revealed was of vital interest, yet
it served only to confusé the issue even
wore than before.

“I know you dislike the idea, Blake,”
Harker muttered, as they left, ““but I reckon
Lhis case is like the majority—there's a

woman in it.”

* Admittedly,” said Blake, with
smile, * There is Sylvia Longworth.”

** Yes,™ saild Harker, with a grin; *“and an
uuknown quantity we will call * X.' Posses.
sive case, feminine gender—if you want me
to parse it.” %

“it's a bad policy to mix algebra and
grammar,” Blake said, with a smile. ** They
don’t blend, Harker.” A 3

[ think they will in this case. What do
you say, young man?” he added, turning
{o Tinker. “I1'm rather inclined to accept
the evidence of Mr. N. Parker in the show-
room.’?

‘t- He wasn't very sure,’” Tinker pointed
out.

“The hest evidence s always slight,”
Harker declared, with an air of wisdom.

Blake shrugged his shoulders,

* You suspect, then, Harker, that the
*other - woman ' is the solution of this
mystery—eh 7

w1 should not be surprised, Blake.”

¢ Logically, then, you assume for

There was & crowd

a  wry

the

(i
¥

““ Pardon me,”’ said Blake.

she whispersd.

“ Why did you not come to the door 2
slatternly, half-witted girl frowned and put up a warning finger.
“ My father is dead. -Lethim' rest in peace!”

The
*t8-sh !
(Chapier T.)

moment that this other woman is the reason
for Dr. Culver jilting his flancee?”

** Possibly.””

“ And the chances are that, having thrown
over the one, he has eloped with the other
—eh 7

“True!”

“ (onsequently,”’ Blake wenft on relent-
lessly, ““the purchase of this jewellery wonld
nob be likely to be made for the woman
he was {Hting?"

“ Hard y!ll

“It would be intended, then, for
unknown female quantity you eall X ?7

Harker glanced -quickly at Blake, begin-
ning to wonder where this interrogution was
leading him. He remained thoughtful for a
moment,

“Yes,” he admitted presently.
say that he bought this jJewellery
another woman.”

“With whom,” Blake suggested, * being
missing, he has eloped—el, Harker? He con-
sulted a time-table, remember, and there i=
a suggestion that Miss X was awaiting him
at the Tube station. It is reasonable to
assume, therefore, that they went off
together last evening, is it?"

I think it is.”

«The withdriawal of all this money seems
to point that way, I suppose?’ Blake mut-
tered, half to him&oelf,

]It points very much that way,” echoed
Harker, advancing into the trap.

T gee!’ Blake said quietly.. 8o Culver,
being ubterly heartless and unscrupulons,
draws out a thousand pounds in cash in
order to meet the expenses of a long and
probably distant elopement. But his fascina-
tion for the lady is such that he spends
nine hundred and seventy pounds with a
Jeweller, and pays for it in notes, Do you
realise, Harker, that he thus has a little
under thirty pounds to elope on? Not very
much, Harker, my friend, to dely scandal
and fly with a lady to the Continent!>

Harker was too good a detective mnot to
se¢ the force of Blake's logie, and to
realise that he had been led into a deductive
pitfall, He smiled and shrugged his
shoulders,

“That's the weakness of the theory, of
conrse,” he fenced adroitly. "Bat, as I
said, it's worth while Keeping a woeather

the

“T should
for

eye on all possibilities. There are other
things beside infrigue,” he added quickly.
“A Jot of things may happen, for instance,
to & man who is carrying nearly a thousand
pounds® worth of jewellery in his pocket.”

“Exactly!” Blake said quietly.

He reminded Harker of the case of a
jeweller's messenger who had disappeared
with three hundred pounds’ worth of
jewellery, to be found twenty-four hours
later, bound and gagged, in a guiet part of
Epping Forest, The messenger had no
recollection of anything except that he
had received a heavy blow from behind when
passing along a narrow and somewhat un-
frequented court in the West End at one
of the busiest times of the day.

What had happened to a messenger might
also happen to a purchaser.

“We reckoned that case was Long
Wilson's,” Harker muttere@, “but we could
never gei any evidence.”

“You made it hot for him, though, so I
understood,” Blake said.

“We dil—so hot that he vamoosed to
Germany. Anyhow, I think I'll be getting
along to the Yard mow, Blake, and give
the Commissioper & report to date. He's
ruther keen about the case.”

He took his departure with a cheery nod,
and Blake and Tinker made their way back
leisurely to Baker Street. The detective
threw off his coat, and donned the old
familiar dressing-gown—the garmeat which
seemed inseparable from Sexton Blake and
those periods of profound meditation which
were often so brilliantly productive.

There was ample food for thought in the
mystery which surrounded the dissppearance
of the famous surgeon. Clies bad begun to
collect, but in such a conflicting way that
the path of investigation seemed &t present
to lead only to bewilderment, .

Blake relapsed into a brown study, from
which he was only recalled some hours later
by a ring from Scotland Yard. 1t was
Harker at the other end of the wire, and
the C.L.D. man had leatrned a few facts in
the interval which gave an added importance
to the theory of robbery.

“I've just heard that Tong Wilson Is im
London again, Blake he said. " Xot only
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that, the man was seen by a point police-
man who knows him in the vicinity of
Shuttle & Weaver's westerday  about- four
o'clock. He appeared to be loitering for
some purpose. This might have some bear-
ing upon the case.” . '

“Yes, Does this man specialise in jewel
thefts?” Blake asked, for Lang Wilson was
somewhat too crude a eriminal to come par-
ticularly under the detective's notice.

“Yes; of the hold-up variety.  He was
originally a pickpocket and & Tacecourse
tough,” Harker replied. “If he was shadow-
ing Dr. Culver, anything might have hap-
pened. He's pretty thorough in his
methods, and always has plenty of accom-
plices.” >

“I see!” Blake pursed his lips and smiled.
“8o you are inclining towards the robbery
tlicory now, Harker? You are not now so
impressed with the ‘ unknown quantity '2"

“1 tell you I'm keeping a weather eye all
round,” tife Yard man insisted, with a
grunt. E !

The Yard man's ideas might have under-
gone another severe change could he have
overbeard the conversation which took
place five minutes later between Blake and
Sir Earnest Longworth, who rang through
and spoke with a certain mingled bitterness
and complacency. 3

“1 thought I would ring you, Mr. Blake,
as what I have to say may be of interest.
You remember our conversation of this
morning?” the financier asked quickly.

* Perfectly well, Sir Earnest,” Blake said
eoldly. ;

“You remember my—er—my contention—
my—er—explanation of this businest? You
did not agree!”

“1 still do not agree,” Blake said.

“Al-h!” The bitter chuckle of the stock-
broker was perfectly audible over the wire.
“H'm!. Then let me inform you of a little
eoincidence which has just come to my
notice, Mr. Blake. Just a coincidence,
probably nothing more!” he added, with
distinet. sarcasm in his tone.

Sivvellze

“I have made inquiry at the St. David's
Hospital,” 8ir Earnest Longworth said,
slowly and deliberately, “and I find that one
of the nurses is missing. Sister Margaret, 1
think they eall her,” he added, "a rather
handsome woman, 1 belfeve, Mr. Blake.

“0f course, it is quite a coincidence,” he
added, with still more deliberate sarcasm.
“Strange, I mean, that a well-known
doctor and a sister at his hospital should
disappear at éxactly the same time, and
without either leaving any word or clue in
the matter. Of course, there Is no connec-
tion between these facts, Mr. Blake! That
is unthinkable in such a man as Dr. Ross
Culver!” He ldughed with great bitter-
ness. “‘But, eandidly, now, is it not strange
that I—er—I—er—— Hallo, there—hallo!
Confound the girl! Hallo! Are you there?”

But 8ir Earnest was not permitted to in-
dulge his mood any farther, “Blake had
jammed up the receiver, and with a fur-
rowed brow he strode across the room and
dropped again into the armchair.

Blake's belief in Ross Culver's honesty
was very difiicult to shake, and the very
suspicions of such a man as Sir Earnest
Longworth tended only to stremgthen them.
The dark-eyed sister whom they had seen in
the hospital Blake had resolutely put out of
his mind, placed her, as it were, outside the
field of investigation. Yet her pale, rather
beautiful face had obtruded itself again.

Was it true? Had she also disappeared?
Could it, after all, be possible that—

An exclamation of impatience broke from
Blake as he bent and knocked his pipe on
the grate. Me refilled it slowly, and
relapsed again into silence, glancing round
presently at Tinker, from whom a sudden,
long-drawn whistle had escaped.

The Iad had sprung up, and was holding
an  illustrated periodical in both hands,
whilst he peeéred at It amazedly.

“Ram and scuttle me!” he said presently.
“1%.is her!”

“Who?” Blake psked, stretching oub his

hand.
Tinker

“(rness,
quiekly.

He stopped as Blake took the book, and
glanced down at a clear and very excellent
photograph which bore the title:

“Dr. Ross Culyer, the eminent Harley
Street Surgeon, who is to be married to-
morrow.”

The photograph depicted Dr. Culver on

guv'nor!”  exclaimed

the lower step of his house in Harley Street,
in conversation, it seemed, with & young
woman of rather remarkable beauty. The
brevity of thé descriptive matter below the
photograph might have caused an ordinary
reader to imagine that the lady was the
doctor’s flancee, Sylvia Longworth.

Blake knew that it was not; but it was
not this knowledge which drew from him a
sudden exclamation of interest and aston-
ishment. It was the knowledge that the
woman_ to whom Culver was talking was
one whom Blake knew for the cleverest and
most, dangerous adventuress in the world.

There could be no mistaking the delicate
oval of the face—the inscrutable eyes—the
perfect form, perfectly clad.

This was Fifette, the beautiful confederate
of Leon Kestrel—mext to the Mummer him-
gelf the most dangerous figure among all
thote mysterions figures in the Kestrel
Syndicate. o

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Tangled Skein.

THERE was a smile ol
mingled bewilderment and
unbelief upon the face of
Tinker as he looked over
into the frowning face of
the detective,

As if the clues in the
case were not already
sufficiently conflicting,
there was now introduced
anofher and rather
startling [factor. The
mere possibility that
Leon Kestrel or one of
his confedérates was re-
motely connected with the
disappearance of the eminent surgeon was

= ——
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sufficient to undermine every previous sur-
mise—to put another complexion upon the
whole mystery, = /

“This bheats me, guv'nor,” Tinker con-
fessed, when Blake had finished a close
study of the photograph. “I'm flummoxed!
Do you think that is Fifette Bierce?" he
asked quickly. “T mean it—it looks remark-
ably like her; but photographs are some-
times deceptive.” : -

Blake shook his head slowly.

“There is no deception bere,
This is Fifette:” Y

“What do yon make of if,
I mean the whole case scemed
enoigh hefore, Heaven knows,
makes it——"

“8till more confusing,” Blake said thought-
fully. “Let's clurify it a little, my lad.
Culver has disappeared suddenly and com-
plétely under mysterious and rather painful
cirenmatances. . On. the face of it, there
seem to he three possible explanatgons.
Let's fake them oneé by one.

“The first,” he proceeded, laying his fore-
fingér upon his palm, “is the theory we our-
selves have been inclined to favour, though
it does not appeal to Bir Earnest Longworth
and Seotland Yard. That theory is that
Dr. Culver has had a breakdown, under the
depressing influence of which he has run
away OF, possibly, committed suicide, It

my lad

then, guv'no:?
complex
but this

-indicate a

is A tragic suggestion_to make, but neuras-
thenia is a common forerurher of mental
unbalance and suicidal mania, so we must
face the possibilities.

“Supporting that theory we have the fact
of Culver's own run-down nervous condition,
and the fact also that it lias lately been
aggravated by occasional drugging.

“Against that theory we have the facts
that, so far as we can ascertain, he was
quite ealm -and normal in his actions™after
lie left here. His visit to the jeweller's and
his purchase of expensive jewellery seems to
“ normal’ desire to purchase n
bridal gift for his fiancee and a normal
intention to proceed with the wedding ar-
rangements. He did not return home after
the purchase of the jewellery, so if this
theory is the right one, the fit must have
descended upon him suddenly, and his dis-
appearance must have been unpremeditated.”

Tinker nodded, and Blake went on in his
clear, deliberate way:

“The second theory, advanced confidently
by Sir Earnest Longworth, and secretly
favoured, I think, by Harker, is the sugges-
tion of another woman in the case. It is
érected upon the supposition, of course,
that poor Culver is a complete rotter and
cad, that he has backed out of his
honourable obligations like a craven, and has
gone off with another woman with whom
there has been a secret intrigue. It is a
detestable suggestion,” Blake said quietly,
“but, logically, we must admit that there
are distinct elements of suspicion.

“In favour of the elopement theory we
have the fact that Ross Culver was obvi-
ously upon very good terms with a certain
sister at the hospital. Also we have the
rather startling fact that. this particular
sister is also 1issing, her disappearance
having apparently coincided with that of Dr.
Culver. On the face of it, that coincidence

;seems almost conclusive.”

“I'm afraid it does,” Tinker admitfed.

“To 8ir Earnest Longworth it is proof
positive,” Blake said, ‘ For the moment we
will regard it as a mere item in the evidence
for the prosecution. Now, against- this
theory, we can only set two factors—one,
my knowledge of the character of Dr. Culver
and my firm conviction that he would not
do anything quite so despicable; twe, that,
having the intention to elope with this nurse
from the hospital, he would hardly leave
himself with only a few pounds in ecash to
go away with,”

“He might have been in possession of a
fair amount of ready cash already,
guv'nor,” Tinker said. *“And, granted that
he is a cad, it js quite likely that he pur-
chased the jewellery as a gift for the
nurze.  I'm simply putting the case, of
course, Our defence is a bit weak, guv’nor.”

“I admit it, my lad. On paper, it is de-
plorably weak—in fact, it is very mearly
illogical. But, in spite of that,” Blake con-
tinued, almost passionately, “I will stake my
reputation and every penny I possess that
Sir Earnest Longworth is utterly and de-
testably wrong. It is. not that Culyer.is an
old friend, or that I owe him any allegiance;
it is simply that T will back my judgment
of character againsti an hysterical gtock-
broker's any day of the week!™

Tinker nodded and smiled,

“That brings us, then, to the theory of
robbery, guv'nor. What about that?” e

“It's a rather flimsy theory,” Blake said
thoughtfully. “In this ciase with next to no
facts to support it.  All Harker could ad-
vance in favour of it was that a man with
nine hundred pounds worth of jewellery
about his person is a likely subjeet for
attack, and that Culver might have heen
set upon like that jeweller's messenger was
u few weeks ago,

“Some colour is now lent to that possi-
bility by the fact that a certain criminal
known by the police to favour that sort of
crime has been seen in London—was seen,
in fact, loitering in the vicinity of Shuttle
& Weaver’'s ahout the time when Dr.

Culver made his purchases. That is the
theory of robbery.”
“You're _ forgetting the latest  clug,

guv'nor,” Tinker said quickly. “The theory |
is strongér than that now.

“In what way, my lad?”

“T think the doctor may have been robbed,
but not by ‘Long’ Wilson. T helieve this
is the work of Kestrel, guv'nor, It is the
work of the Syndicate.” ¥

The detective nodded, and planced once
more at the photograph in the paper,

(Continued on page 19.)

[
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No. 2.—The Man Who Discovered
the *Big Nail.”

HE whole world was startled when,

I on Septembor 1st, 1909, there
came momentons news from a

man of whom the general public

had never heard before. It was mews

that electrified cveryone capable of
rc-glstc'rm[? n thrill of emotion—or ad-
miration for the performer of deeds of

danger and endurance.

The news was from the explorer,
Dr. I. A. Cook. Ho had discovered the
North Pole; had planted ‘the Star-
Spangled Banner of the United States
there, thus adding several thonsand
square miles of fresh territory to the
possessions of his native land.

Some people remembered Dr. Cook as

- the surgeon who had accompanied the
Peary Arctic Expedition, in 1891; as a
member of the Belgian Antarctic Ex-
pedition, in 1897; and as the man who
had, with such conspicuong success, led
the expedition fo explore Mount
McKinley, in Alaska, in 1903. And now
he'had surpassed all his previous achieve-
ments with this crowning triumph,

Americn was frantic with joy, and
there was almost as great excitement in
Copenhagen—for it was to that port that
the man who had found the North Pole
was speeding, aboard the Hans Egede.

Tmpatiently the world waited to offer
its rousing welcome to Dr. Cook, the
modest explorer who had set out on his
stupendons task with such little fuss and
ostentation that millions of people were
unaware, until news of the discovery of
the: Pole came through, that Dr. Cook
had ever nndertaken to reach it.

Meanwhile, various small items of news
trickled through to the newspapers con-
~cerning the tremendous achievement—
just enough to whet the appetites of the
public for more. Tveryone knew now
that there was no doubt about the extent
of the returning esplorer’s claim,

He had definitely stated that he
reached the North Pole on Apn'l 2nd,
and that two days later he had turned
his back on it and started out on his
long and difficult march home across the

almost illimitable frozen wastes which he
—Dr, Cook—was the first white man to
conquer,

The Stars and Stripes.

- Who first gave voice to the suspicion

at it was all a fake it is diffienlt to
trace, but the reason for that first sus-
picion was soon pretty clear, The ex-
slorer’s amazing speed in returning
home from the Pole made wvarioys geo-
glmphers sceptical that he had ever been
there.

But for a time the suspicions of a
few scientists were swamped beneath the
floods of joy everywhere apparent in

Dr. COOK, who made a big forlune
by * discovering™ the North Pole.

Now doing time in a United States gaol,
[Photo: Illustrations Bureau.

America. The United States had got
another Colony, even though it was not
a scrap of use to anyone but the Eskimos
who peopled it and the seals that lived
there. Most of the American news-
papers made the most of it, the “New
York Herald ” leading off with this:

“It is an American who first set foot
on the peak of the world, and the flag
that now flutters under the icy solitude
of the North Pole is the Stars and

That bit about the flag futtering in
the icy breeze was merely a pootio
touch. It read much better than the bald
account of the actuality would have
done, But perhaps when that little noie
of admiration was penned ihe enthusi-
astic scribe was unaware that Dr. Cook,
finding nothing to which he could nail
his country’s fag, had—or said he had—
left a small silk emblem in a metal
cylinder lying on the ice.

The man who financed the expedifion
next came forward to give the lie direct
to those who asserted that Dr. Cook
couldn’t have reached the Pole, becauso
he had started so ill-equipped. He de-
clared that every imaginahle contingency
had been provided for im Dr. Cook’a
outfit. , Tt even included pgum-drops—
two barrels of them—because:

“An Tskimo will travel thirty miles
for a gum-drop; his sweet tooth is the
sweetest in the world.”

Well, Dr. Cook would soon reach
civilisation now, and the world would
know tho truth—whether the detractors
of the achievemoent were sactuated by
jealousy, or whether they were scieatific-
ally sound in their arguments that the
explorer was a mera Polar tourist, who
lied where he could not suceeed,

They said that if his astronomical
notes were sound when they came o be
axamined by some public body, that
would be proof enough that the Tole
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had actually been reached. Astronomi-
cal notes were about the only evidence
he, or anyone else, could have.

Then came the landing. Dr. Cook
set foot in Copenhagen on Beptember
4th. 'To say that the delighted populace
gave him a rousing reception would be
to make a gerious under-statement of
fact. They went wild with excitement,
and the leading citizens almost fought
to do him honour.

The explorer’s first action was to tele-
graph to the President of the United
States, in this strain:

“I beg leave to report that I have
returned from the Pole.”

To the mnewspaper rteporters who
flocked around him he stated, “I do not
claim to have put my finger on the exact
spot,” but swore he had been within
gun-shot reach of the Big Nail, as the
Eskimos habitnally call it. Naturally, it
is difficult to know when one is at an
exact spot when there is nothing there
to mark it!

He went on to say that he hadn't
nailed the Stars and Stripes to the Pole.
There was nothing there to fasten it to,
or hang it on. The best he could do
was to leave a tiny silk flag wrapped in
a metal cylinder lying on the ice—where
those who doubted him might find it if
they cared io go and look, and also if
the ice hadn’t opened and let the thing
through to the ficor of the Polar Sea!

Two others, he said, had shared with
him the difficulties of that last long
tramp, and with him had reached the
Big Nail. They were young Eskimos,
named Etukishuk and Ahwe%ah. The
explorer, on his return, had left them
behind in their village home, as they
displayed no anxisty to go with him to
Furope and share with himm the honours
certamn to be showered on the discoverer
of the North Pole. ;

Honours Galoré.

Someone suggested to Dr, Cook that
Copenhagen University would daubtless
examine and work out his astronomical
observations, as entered by him in his
notebooks on his journey North. It
would take but a few hours to do this,
and the published result would put to
flight the geographers who sniffed so
loudly, and would firmly place him on
a high pedestal by the side of Columbus.

But Br. Cock saw no reason for any
violent hurry. People had heen content
to wait patiently for the printed proofs
of the claims of other explorers. Why
couldn’t the world wait for his, instead
of badgering him like this? He refused
to be hurried; the world would have to
waib,

Then came the cabled reply from the
President of the United States—the
reply to the explorer’s previous message.
Mr. Taft said:

“Your report that you have reached
the North Pola ealls for my heartiest
congratulations, and stirs the pride of ali
Americans that this feat, which has so
long baffled the world, has been accom-
plished by the intelligent energy and the
wonderful endurance of a fellow-country-
man.” i

Honours continued to be thrust on the
returned explorer. He was received by
the King of Denmark, and afterwards
attended a banquet, at which four hun-
dred other famous peaple appeared,

{;i\i‘leu by the municipality in the Town-
1all. 3
Whilst he was thus being favoured the
newspapers of the world were splitting
up into rival factions—for and against
Dr. Cook. Those who disbelieved his
story raked around for whatever they
could find that would kelp to throtw
further discredit on his tale of having
found the Big Nail. With glee they
peunced on a previous achievement of
his—the ascent of Mount McKinley.

“1 Thank Youl”

One American paper said: “We deem
it an unfortunate circumstance that a
previous achievement of Dr. Cook’s, the
ascent of Mount McKinley, was cffected
under conditions which are not dissimi-
lar to those incidental to this latest feat.
He ascended the mountain unaccom-

anied, Geographers and men of science
ﬁm‘a been disinclined to credit him with
the performance, and we regret to say
that Mount McKinley is to-day officially
an unconquered peak. Of course, Dr.
Coolc was attended on his Polar expedi-
tion by natives.” g -

If ‘only those mative = Iskimos,
Etukishuk and Ahwelah, could be found,
the claims of Dr. Cook could be dis-
proved or substantiated. At the
moment, however, he was being lionised
at a.meeting attended by the King and
Queen of Denmark and other members
of the Royal Family, as well as 1,500 dis-
tinguished ‘commoners.” As a climax
to  those proceedings, the Royal
Geographical Society of Denmark pinned
to his breast their coveted gold medal.

Returning thanks, Dr, Cook concluded
his speech with the words:

“There will be nothing further given
of the story until you get it in consecu-
tive form in the book. I thank you!”

Then appeared on the scene another
explorer—Commander Peary, who com-
pletely knocked the bottom out of Dr.
Cook’s story by declaring him to be an

unqualified impostor, and maintaining
that he—Peary— had found the North
Pole whilst his rival had been loafing
around hundreds of miles away from it.

The Polar War then started briskly.
The rivalry hetween Cook and Peary
spread, and all over the civilised globe
people took sides. It grew more heated
still when Commander Peary accused Dr.
Cook of having stolen his Iiskimos and a
quantity of stores from his—Peary’s—
base camp. L

Dr. Cook ignored the question of
stores, but replied to Peary’s accusation
concerning the Eskimos.

“They belong neither to Peary nor to
Cook,” he declared, “for they are
Nomads. And I paid them ten times tho
value of the gun and knife agreed on at
the start.”

Eskimos Interviewed.

Without endeavouring to make good
his claims in any other way, Dr. Cook
departed for the United States, landing
in New York on September 2Ist. A
band played on the deck of his boat as
they drew near to shore, and the de-
lighted thousands assembled on the
quayside roared themselves hoarse in
admiration of the home-coming Polar
hero as they observed a young fndy ap-
proach him and drape about his neck a
wreath of white flowers. Every boat in
harbour blew its siren in sheer hero-
worship. But the immediate effect of it
all appeared to be lost on Dr. Cook.

At any rate, about the first thing he
said on landing was that he had done
with Arctic exploration. He'd leave the
South Pole to Captain Scott and Lieu-
tenant Shackleton. He had done his bit
by anpexing the North Pole 'for the
United States. For the next few weeks
he intended to busy himself lecturing
on his journey. F

Some three weeks later Clommander
Peary threw another bomb, as it were,
into the enemy’s camp. And he made
a direct hit, devastating Dr. Cook’s de-
fences with the statement that he had
certain proof that that impostor had
never been out of sight of land during
the whole of the period in which he was
supposed to have performed his wonder-
ful journey.

Commander Peary had secn the two
Eskimos most nearly concerned in Cook’s
exploit, and they had laughed at their
former master’s claim. Peary's startling
statement concluded thus:

“The boys’ answer that they killed no
game, made no caches, and lost no dogs,
returning with loaded sledges, makes the
attainment of the Pole a physical and
mathematical impossibility, as it meant
feeding three men and more than twenty
dogs - during a journey of 1,040
geographical miles on less than three
sledge-loads of supplies.’”

But Cook had not fired his last shot
yet. Ile replied that the Hskimos had
purposely misled the inquirvers, in ac-
cordance with their solemin promise to

R AR

The *“ Big Nail "' impostor, in his
“ il ’
: “war paint” as an Arclic ex-
plorer. [Photo : Illustrations Bureau.
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him to give no information to Com-
mander Peary and his men.
‘* Where's Cook ? !

“They were instructed,” he said, “not
to tell of our trip over the Polar Sea.
They kept their word, but their evasive

_replies have been twisted to suit a per-
verted interest. I will enter on no con-
troversy mow. Later I will bring them
to New York at my own expense and let
them tell their story.”

A brave pronouncement that, and at
first it carried a deal of weight. But
Dr. Cook spoiled it all by vanishing.
Rumours that he had left for Europe by
such and such a liner cropped up every
hour, The missing man’s solicitor said
that the explorer's object in disappearing
was to gain needed rest and be within
reach of the Danish scientists who were
to examine his Polar records.

As soon as the stage was clear of Dr.
Coolk;, the explorer’s secretary showed
up, with a despatch-box filled” with his
cmployer’s Polar records. T'wo detee-
tives drove behind the secrétary’s ear-
riage as he travelled from the steamer to
the bank, where, in an underground
fircproof safe, the records were to be
deposited until they could be examined
by the experts of the Commission of
Investigation,

The secretary declared that Dr. Cook |

was still in New York, busy at his book.
If he was, his ears must have burned
next day, when two men—an insurance
agent and a retired sea captain—made
affidavits to the effect that they had been
hired by Dr. Cook to concoct observa-
tions and make faked records, to serve
as' proof of his Polar journey.

Dr. Cook’s secretary hotly denied it.
But his employer continued to lie low and
say nothing. Perhaps he realised that
his daring trip into the realm of fantasy
was not going to turn out so successfully
as he had anticipated.

Though he wasn't doing so badly. Ilis
banking account had swollen tremen-
dously. It was estimated that by his
Polar exploits he had netied about
£30,000—partly by way of payments for
articles to the newspapers ow “How I
Discovered the Pole,” and partly by way
of lecturing fees.

Angry!

The people of St. Louis, in the States,
paid “most dearly for their eniertain-
ment. Tor two lectures there Dr. Cook
received £2,800. Tven so, the sum was
less than he wanted, for he had pre-
viously asked for £3.200! The £50,000
that he asked for the publishing rights
of his proposed book he never got.

The publishers all” declined to have
anything to do with it until the seien-
tists agreed it wasn't all a fake. As a
matter of fact, the scientists agreed in
denouncing the imaginative explorer in
vigorous terms. And that was the end
of the book.

Perhaps there was no one so upset
about it all as the Danes, the Danish
Crown Prince in particular. Their wel-
come to the hoaxer had been so warm,
and their belief in him so great, that
with his downfall and exposure their
feelings boiled over. “Angry ' searcely
describes their emotion.

Their feelings grew still more ficree

when Cook’s ‘records were finally ex-
amined and officially declared to contain
no proof whatever that he had ever been
anywhere near the Pole. S

And so Dr. Cook goes down in hisio
as one of the most monumental impostars
the world has ever known. But he
doesn’'t quite disappear from the story
vet. We hear of him a bit later on as
the central figure in_connection with
some gigantic oil swindles in the United
States.

He lately stood his irial for these
swindles in the Federal Court at Fort
Worth, Texas, and was sentenced to four-
teen years’ imprisonment and fined
£2,400. Twelve other defendants were
sentenced with him, but Cook's sentence
was the stiffest of all. :

Sentence passed, the self-styled dis-
coverer of the North Pole, and oil stock
swindler, was asked whether he hadn't
anything to say. He hadn’t. The judge
took the opportunity of delivering a little
homily. Said he to Cook:

“ 8o you have come to the point where
your peculiar personality fails you,” The
twentieth century should be proud of
you. Tistory gives us Ananias and
Sapphira. They are forgotten, but we
stiﬁ have Dr. Cook: You should restore
the money which you have stolen from
widows and orphans. Are mnot you
haunted at night by these pitiable
figures? You ought to be paraded as a
‘practical warning in every State where
you have sold stock !”

Thus did this modern Ananias fade
from public life, his private life hence-
forth—for fourteen years—to be directed
and governed by warders and prison
sentries.

Managing the Mad Motorist.
HREE months’ imprisonment,

“r
I and a visit to the morgue.”
Although such a novel police-
court senfence as the above has
not yet been heard in this country, our
cousins across the Atlantic are no doubt
quite familiar already | with such  an
occurrence,

New York is being overrun with reck-
less motorists. Speed Jaws apparently
count for nothing to most of ‘these
offenders. They pay the fine imposed by
the judge, and make a hasty departure,
ecager to mako up the time that has been
lost at the court.

That is what they have been enabled
to do up to a few months ago.

But American jndges, on the look-
out for some elfectunl means of bringing
the crime home to the criminal, are now
introducing some original ideas into the
forms of punishment they mete out to
offenders,

This applies especially to violators of
the speed lats.

Judge Bartlett, presiding at the
Detroit Court, Michigan, has issued an
edict that all offenders convicted in his
court of careless or too speedy driving
shall be taken on a personally conducted
tour through the hospitals where victims
of motoring accidents are received,

Those drivers who have been sentenced
by him to a term in gaol, whether thoy
are men or women, are to be given the
additional entertainment of a visit to the
morgue, “to view the results of motor-
drivers’ carelessness.”

The Mayor of Indianapolis, Indidna,
another upholder of the rights of the
pedestrian,” has also instituted a novel
method of punishment for violators of
the speed laws,

Judges are too apt to let the offender
oft with & light fine, in his opinion, and
Mayor Lewis has mado this new drastic

 FROM ALL .
QUARTERS. |

.
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law with the hope of putting a stop to
reckless driving.,

All offenders against the speed laws
who come under his jurisdiction are to
be subjected to a test of their sanity.

The test may be carried cut by a fully
qualified doctor, and no arrested speeder
is to be allowed out on bail. During the
enforced wait for the medical examina-
tion, arrested road-hogs will, according
to Mayor Lewis’ instructions be confined
in padded cells,

The Shopkeeper Samaritan.

A man with a pie in his hand was seen
running along the strect in a little North-
country town. 'Behind him ran another
man, who was, to judge by his apron,
a shopkeeper.

“Thieft Stop, thief!” d

A crowd collected in an incredibly
short space of time, as crowds do, and a
policeman joined the hunt.

By this time the shopkeeper had
caught his man and had given him a
hefty punch in the eye. That put a stop
to the race. The policeman arrived ou
the' scens, where the two chief actors
in this little drama were talking to-
gether; ‘and the crowd surged round,
eager to see the thief marched off in the
cotnpany of the law.

But they were to be disappointed.

“It's all right,” spid the shopkeeper
to the policeman. * You leave him to me.
He did steal my. pie, but he tells me
now that -he was Starvitg and out of
work, and could not resist tho sight of
the pie as it lay within his reach.”

“Do you want him arrested for
stealing?” asked the constable.

“Oh, no!” quickly replied the shop-
man. “I'm very sorry 1 hit him. 1'm
quick-tempered, or I wouldn't have dene
it. You leave him to me. That will be
all right!”

Back to the shop, with the crowd at
their heels, went the two men, the thief
and the man in the apron. Once
inside, the latter proceeded to act the
part of a Good Samaritan. He bathed -
the eye, which was by this time begin-
ning to swell, and gave the starving man
a hearty dinner.

Nor was this all. When the man had
eaten his fill, his benefactor, still zealous
in his attempts to make reparation for
the blow, gave the destitute man five
shillings to help him on his way.

Much Ado About a Penny.

The Scotsman who sued a fruit hawkes
for the return of sixpence recently was
by no means the only person to sue for
such a small amount,

The sum of one penny was the amount
in dispute in & case heard at the Mayor’s
and City of London Court a few months
ago. This was being sued for by the
London General Omnibus Company, Ltd.

A man who had paid his fare on a bus
for a certain distance did not get out
where he should have done, but travelled
some little ‘distance farther. The con-
ductor pointed out the man's error, and
demanded anothér penny for excess fare.
This the traveller refused fo pay.

The name and address of the Iatter
were taken down by the conductor, and
the next to be heard of it was when the
Lcase was tried at the above court, where
the Omaibus Company were allowed the
‘penny. claimed, plus fourteen- shillings

costs.
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Thus spoke Detective-Inspector

Alden, on retiring after twenty-

eight years' service at Scotland
Yard, mainly in the finger-print depart-
ment. - )

He was, of course, referring to his
favourite study, and even after such a
long acquaintance with the subject of
finger-prints, he has not had enough of
it, but intends to keep in touch with the
science in private life, A

One can easily understand that finger
prints may be of interest to the technical
expert who has spent a good deal of his
life studying them, but the expert has
by no means a monopoly of the fascina-
tion.

Apart from the technical side of the
question, with which the pulghc has no
desire to be concerned, there is still a lot
that is interesting for the outsider, who
can have the less complicated side of the
subject put before him in a way that he
can understand and enjoy. And there
is a lot that is inferesting about it, too.

Tt is the object of these articles to
record all the latest discovered facts re-
lating to the science of finger-prints, and,
moreover, to preseni them with the
technicalities left out and the interest

in.
ld}tlény readers will remember that this

subject was ex-

“IT is far too fascinating to give up.”

T, - i
Part One. |
An account, -written in simple, non-technical language,
of all the developments that have happened in this

rinteresting branch of criminal science since we published
the series of articles on the same subject two years ago.

Doctor Locard has ‘also discovered
means of distinguishing finger-prints left

by ecriminals even when gloves are used.

Both these very interesting phases will
be gone into more fully later on.

Noses and Veins.

Another discovery which has been
made quite recently is that animals, such
as dogs, cows, and pigs, can as casily be
identified by their nose-prints as human
beings can by their finger-prints.

Yet another investigator has made the
discovery that the veins at the back of a
person’s hands are as individual in
character as are finger-prints themselves,
and has completed a plan for classifying
them for purposes of identification.

This latter method perhaps hardly
comes under the heading of finger-prints,
but at all events it is yet another means
to the same end—the absolute identifica-
tion of criminals. And the easier the
criminal is identified the harder it will
be for him to continue to commit crime.

But these are the latest developments,
Let us run back for a moment to the
beginning of things.

The question is often asked: “Who

first discovered the uses of finger-prints
in criminal work ?”

That is a rather difficult question to
answer, and, possibly for that very
reason, some misconception has arisen
about it.

One frequently sees, even in what
should be well-informed papers, the
finger-print system referred to as the
Bertillon system. This is quite wrong,
for Alphonse Bertillon, as head of the
identification department of the Paris
police in 1879, was the inventor of a
tofally different method—that of identi-
fying men b§ measuring certain bony
parts of the body.

As a matter of fact, when the finger-
print system was first introduced to the
notice of the French criminologist, he re-
garded it as unworkable,  and frankly
said so. Finally, however, he came
round to the view that it might be given
a trial, and eventually used it as an
adjunct to his body-measuring method.

Like most other Western inventions,
the individuality of finger-tip impres-
sions 18 reputed to have been known to
the Chinese long before the Christian
era; but the claims of the ancient
lCrale.‘;ha[s we can well afford to ignore
here,

The Fathers of Finger-prints,

The peculiatities of the markings at
the tips of the fingers

tensively dealt'with in ” P
a geries of ‘articles in
the Supplement early
in the previous
volume in 1922. Much
has bappened in the
world of erime and
anti-crime gince then,
however, and -the
science of  finger-
prints, amongst other
things, has by no
means been standing
still.

To mention the
greatest advanceof all,
a quite new diecovery
has been made by
Dr. Fdmond ILocard,
the chief of the Police
Laboratory at Lyon
which may in time a
together supersede
fingerprints as we
know them. This new
discovery js called
poOroscopy, a nanie
which merely means

was  probably first
noticed about a hun-
dred  and fifteen
years ago, for in

1809 a book was pub-
lished Y ono
Thomas Bewicl,
with the pring of one

of his fingers ag o
signature, and ‘the
words: “Thomas

Bewick, his mark,”

As it was com-
1 his practice to
sign his work in this
fashion, it is safe to
say he was aware of
the individuality of
his own finger-print,

though perhaps he
soul nol realise
how absolute  was
that individuality,

nor to what use such

prints—then meroly a

curiosity—were to ho
put a hundred years

afterwards,

that identification i
established not only
by the ridges 'of the
finger-prints, but by
the invisible' pores
thereon,

' DOCTOR EDMOND LOCARD at his desk in the Police Laboratory,
Lyons, He is the discoverer of a wonderful new system of finger-print
identification, which will be fully r.[lgsc

ribed next week.
hoto : Paris and London Studiog

Fourteen years
wenbt by before the
subject  seems  to
have  e¢ropped up
again,

In the library of
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THE FATHERS OF FINGER-PRINTS.—Sir William Herschell (left), and Sir Francis Galton (right), pioneers

of the science of finger-prints. The present system is largely founded on their ‘early efforts and researches in what was

then an unknown realm of science.

[L.E.A. and Rischgitz Collection.

the Royal College of Surgeons, in Lon-
don, is a rare ‘manuscript written in
Latin.

It was the work of a German, Pro-
fessor Purkenje,- and was written by
him, not as the revelation of a new dis-
covery, but merely as a sort of essay
which he was required to compose in
order to qualify for his degree of Doctor
of Medicine.

In this manuseript—of which only two
or perhaps three copies are now in exist-
ence, he comments on the fact that the
ridges on the skin of the hand and foot
are of great yariety. He had even in-
vestigated far enough into the subject
to classify them into various groups, but
apparently missed making the biggest
discovery of all—that any particular
finger or footprint was different from
any other in the world, and that a person
could be absolutely identified by that
means alone, 3

That obscure examination-paper, or
diploma work, served its purpose when it
had gained its author his degree, and
the unsuspected %erm of the discovery it

allowed to be forgotten
amongst the dusty archives of the
University of Breslan for fifty or sixty
years, i

In' 1880 an Englishman, named Daoctor
Henry IFaulds, published the results of
discoveries he had been making into the
subject.  From his statements in the
journal which contained his article, it is
clear that he was responsible for dis-
covering the three great factors that
make finger-prints of such practical
utility to-day.

He found that they are permanent,
and do not change from bivth to'death;
that they are individual to their owner.
and are never duplicated; and that,
among other things, they might be use-
ful as a means of identifying criminals.

Forgstalled.
The publishing of his researches
brought about an interesting sequel, but
one that must have been very dis-

appointing to Dr. Faulds,

Sir. William Herschell elaimed that he
also had made use ‘of finger-prints, and
twenty-two years carlier.

He had held an official post in India
at that time, and it had been'his practice
to compel the natives to make impres-
sions of their inked thumbs on docu-
ments by way of a signature.

This was done at first partly as a sort
of solemn ritual so as to make the *“‘sign-
ing ! more impressive, but after a time
Sir William noticed that there was a re-
markable variety amongst the prints
that accumulated—a picce of observation
which led him to attempt to devise a
.;iysﬁ‘.em by which persons could be identi-

ed.

The method he tried proved too un-
wieldy, however, and after a time the,
whole thing was abandoned, and no men-
tion was made of it in print till he re-
plied to Dr. Fauld’s article.

“From the evidence, it would seem that
these two men are the joint discoverers
of the usefulness of finger-prints—a fact
that is not so well known as it might be,
for their names, especially that of Dr.
Faulds, are almost unknown even to
people who have a special knowledge of
the subject. “

‘Another Eﬂoneer was  Sir  Francis
Galton, to whom Dr. Faulds was referred
by the famous Charles Darwin when he
asked for his co-operation in the' investi-
gations he was making. Galton carried
the new science a good step farther, but
it was leff to the ingenuity of anothet
Englishman to take finger-prints out of
the theoretical class and place it in the
practical,

Mr.—afterwards Sir—Edward Henry
was Inspector (General of Police, in 1897,
i the Lower Provinces of India when he
devised the ingenious system of classifica-
tion known as the Henry System. It
was “tried out ” first in India under his
guidance, and, being found successful,
was afterwards adopted by Scotland
Yard in 1901 for use in this country.

Since that time, of course, the use of
finger-prints in police work has gone on
from strength to strength, and has been

adopted by practically every police force
of t‘])la world,

Nowadays, of course, many minds are
working on it to improve and amplify it
still further; and poroscopy and other
fascinating developments have arisen, of
which we shall hear later.

First Finger-prints of Fiction.

Before we leave the subject of the
carly beginnings of the subject, a
curious, and a very interesting, instance

‘may be cited.

Detective-stor{ writers by hundreds
llave penned tales in the plots of which
finger-prints play an essential part. Who
wrote the first? Who has the distinction
of being the first with the finger-prints
of fietion? A :

The famous American author, Mark
Twain, seems to be the one to claim that
honour. .

He published a bock in 1883—at a
time when finger-prints Lhad been heard
of by none but a few English scientists
—entitled, “Life on the Mississippi.,”
In that book there is a tale which shows
that the author knew all about the indi-
viduality of finger impressions, and that,
according-to a character in the story,
they had been known of thirty years be-
fore— that is, about the time that the
German professor, Purkenje, wrote hig
historic manuseript.

“When I was a youth,” says the
character in the book, “I knew an old
Frenchman who had been a prison-
keeper for thitty years, and he told me
there was one thing about a person that
never changed, from the cradle to the
grave—the lines in the ball of the thumb.
And he said that these lines were never
exactly alike in the thumbs of any two
human beings.” Ak

Nowadays, of course, this {s & common-
place, but when this, the first finger-
print story, was told, 1t must have been &
novelty. o

1t is a far cry from the primitive specu-
lations of the pioneering scientists, and
the first finger-print story, to the won-
derfully-equipped police * coliections of
prints in all parts of the world, and to
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the innumerable tales by detective
writers of the present day about finger-
prints. Yet it is only a matter of forty
years—a short time, indeed, for the big
developments that have been made.
Experts all over the world, and especi-
ally in France and America, are devoting:

their minds to the subject, and evolving’

scientific side-lines out of it, some of
them of absorbing interest,

Superintendent Collins, of our own'

Scotland Vard, invented a code for
telegraphing photographs of the finger-
prints themselves by wire:

And so the work goes 'on—one dis-

covery treading on the heels of another.
Collections.

Meantime, the collections of finger-
prints—the backbone of the whole system
—continue o grow. Scotland Yard, on
the latest computation, has 450,000 of
them, and every week sees more added.

But America—that home of big things
—is th!;g]laee for the big collections.

Prol
the world is that at the U.S. War
Department at Washington. There they
have recorded the impressions of no less
than. five millions of men. The reason

for this, it should be mentioned, was that

every American soldier during the War.
was finger-printed with the object of
identification in case of need. A rather
better method, it will be agreed, than
“the “identity disc” worn by our own
troops—a thing that could easily be lost,
or even found on the body of a man to
whom it did not belong:

New Vork's finger-print  bureau
accommodates 720,000 sets of prints; and
Sacramento, the capital of California,
houses 80,000 more, and adds® another
3,000 to the number every wmonth.
it is with other cities in their degree.
All the police departments, not only of
America, but of the rest of thie up-to-date

| offenders.

y the largest group of prints in |

that his former misdeeds would not come

world, collect finger-prints with the fer-
vour of a small goy collecting cigaratte’
pictures—and with a good
system.

Criminals, of course, know and fear
the menace.  They know that the
chance-left print may mean a much
longer sentence than their present crime
may bring; they can change their name,
but not their fingertips, and they recog-
nise the painful fact that the silent
evidence of an impression taken from the
police -files may stamp them as old

deal more

The story of the criminal who, arrested
for an unimportant crime, went through
the painful process of tearing the skin
and flesh from all his fingers and thumbs
with a bobtlace-tag, has already been
recorded in these pages.

A Vain Saoriﬂco.‘

This ordeal, agonising as it must have.
been, has since been eclipsed, by an-
other man, an American. The motive of
Erm-antmg identification was the same,

ut the method was different. Patrick
Cassidy, the offender in question, cut off
one of his fingers.

He knew enough of the finger-print
system to realise that any person with
less than the usual number of ten digits
is classified in a special manner which
allows for tho mutilation, and he knew
also that after his arrest he would inevi-
tably be finger-printed. He hol;led by
ahis stoical sacrifice of a finger of his left

and that his record would be looked for
amongst the “mutilated” section, and

to light at his trial.
Disappointment was in store, though !
e expert at headgquarters eventually
furned up the right set, after some con-
fusing searching, among the unmnti-
lated  class. The

-man's *history

showed that he had no less than fifteen
previous convictions for one thing and
another, so the self-amputation didn’t do
him much good.

The ironical part of it was that his
arrest was only on a minor charge which,
fogether with his past record, only
brought him ten days’ imprisonment.
He couldn’t have got much more had he
saved his finger,

That is an instance where the finger-
print expert has triumphed. Now for
one where he has failed.

A negro was hauled before a magis-
trate's court in New York and was sen-
tenced to a term of three months’ im-
prisonment for some misdemeanour.
The magistrate ordered that he should
be finger-printed, so that they sheuld
have something to remember him by in
future.

He was handed over to the charge of
Mr. Louis Gottlieb, an expert attached to
the court. :

“Hold out your hands,” he said to the
prisoner.

The negro pulled them out of his
pockets and extended them. :

“No good to ya, boss!” he said, with
a grin.

e was right. One hand had all the
fingers missing, and the other had been
severed at the wrist.

The finger-print specialist was baffled,
but only for a moment. He hethought
him of taking the man's footprints in-
stead, and glanced down at his feet.

Only the stumps of a couplp of
wooden legs showed beneath the trouser-
ends ! ) i

NEXT WEEK.—Further interesting
Jacts concerning. the very latest ad-
vances in the seience of finger-prints.

e e e ]
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N the United States, where the ex:
tremist ideas of prison reform are
practised, there is a gaol where the
mmates are now in the habit of

having music played during meal-times.

This in Clinton Prison, Dannemora,
New York, the sbrongest, most inacces-
gible, and least-liked prison in America.
It is an asolated place, to which are
banished only the most intractable and
dangerous of convicts—escapers, gun-
men, and sudh. Among its inmates are
many ltie-temcrs—murdcrchs, most of
them,

One of the few redeeming features of
the place is the brass band, organised by
the officials, and composed of conviet
musicians.  Depressed and hardened by

the iron-bound discipline of the bleak!

prison-house, the convicts, as was to b
expected, often became restive _and-in-
subordinate, ‘espacially at meal-times,

With the foar of imminent mutiny cou-
fromting him, the Warden {or (iovernor)
of the Prison set fo work to think out a
remedy. .

The remely was €0 hand in the prison

nd, ;
«# Would the band,” asked the Warden,

ICAL MEALS |
FOR MURDERERS!

The prison cell in America is very often the open
sesame ” to comfort and concerts,

L R ey sesasannue T T T

| mind—novel as it was datring,
| fantastic as to be almost hopeless,

| freasured wiolin.

.
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“care to play some popular tunes while
their fellow-prisoners wers eating ?”

. The band was willing. The sugges:
tion met with great enthusiasm, in fact.
It was a fine idea for all concerned, and
had the immediate effect of outting the
convicts in a more nheerfuf frame of
mind. Thus they enjoyed their meals
to a greater extent, and iere more
ready to obey orders.

An appealing incident is related of a
convict at the State penitentiary at
Huntsville, Texas. This man, who was
“in * for stealing, was an artist and a
musician. After he had been in the
prison for some tirne, he heard that
the Governor of the Stafe intended visit-
ing the institution for the purpose of
making an inspection, SRy

This news set him thinking, and
eventually engendered a scheme in lis
and so

At any rate, he would try.

First of all, he asked the Warden's per-
mission to send to his home for his
The request . was
granfed, and after having safely received
the inSirdment, ‘the musician practise

religiously to regain the old skill that

months of prison life had almost
annihilated,
At last the time came for the

Governor’s visit. Once again the convict
approached the Warden, this time for
permission to play before the visitor,
The permission was given, and the
player, all a-tremble with hopes and
fears, drew his bow across tho strings of
his violin, and, before that small
audience, began playing for the greatest
prize a prisoner can gain,

From the throbbing strings he con-
jured forth some appealing old songs—
songs of home—and played as he had
never  played  before. The State
Governor listened. One plaintive song
followed another. Liberty — home —
songs of childhood—the magic of melody
from a master’'s hand enthralled the
Governor,

He listened for an hour, indolgently

then
enchanted,
the convict's

sympathetically,  and
gripped by

violin  called

at first,
finally
emotions
forth.
Then at last came " Home, Sweot
Home.” The sweet minor key of the
simple air that has stirred generations
brought the Governor, as it brought
them all, completely within the spell,
The last lingering note died away, and
left the air vibrating with the memory
of that haunting. melody. It was the
psychological moment, and the convict
seized it to put his' fate to the test
He ' 'asked for his bberfy—for a
pardon, y
The Governor had been conquered.
The convict's request was granted; his
violin had been more eloquent than any
logic. ' Pt S 3
To-day he is a frée man,

the _

1
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Crimel

A quarter of a million of India’s brown popu-
lation are hereditary thieves and rogues of

one sort or another.

The babies born into

quite a number of tribes are dedicated auto-
matically to a life of wrong-doing

NDIA, with its teeming millions of
I population, has always been a happy
hunting-ground for criminal tribes.
Some, as, for instance, the
Mahrattas, founded kingdoms which they
maintained by the proceeds of their
plundering and robberies. So powerful
was this tribe, and another called the
Pindharis, that when English rule was
first established the civil authorities were
totally unable to cope with them.

Not until after a series of wars was
their power broken. Tven to-day
remmnants of the tribes still exist, and
although they retain none of the glamour
of old, yet they still retain their preda-
tory instincts. '

Most of the criminal tribes of India are
aliens, haying come across the border
from Persia or the countries beyond the
Himalayas. But the police have great
trouble in proving that they are not en-
titled to be classed as British subjects,
otherwise it would be easy to deal with
them by déportation under Section IIL
of the Indian Penal Code.

So, too, most of the tribes have long
been broken up into separate parties, who
have wandered far and wide over India.
This accounts for the variety of names
by which each tribe is known. For they
acquiré a new pame according to the
dinlect of the district in which the band
is living. A

For instance, the tribe most familiar
to the English and most feared in India,
che Pathans, arve also called Ut-Khels,
Mohmuds, Yusufzais, Kabulis,. Khans,
Afgans, and so on. ! g

Tt has alveady been said that the
people in India, especially those in the
villages, fear the Pathans more than any
other tribe.

They have every reason for doing so,
for, not only is the Pathan more strongly
built than the average native, hut he is
avaricious, crafty, and bloodthirsty to a
degree. There is no end to the tortiires
that the Pathan devises to extract in-
formation from {he householder he is
plundering or the guardian of the
temple's jewels.

Trade—and Sidelines.*

One can tell a Pathan at a glance. He
is more muscular than most natives of
Tndia, and his flowing robes, none too
clean, as a rule, and large head-dress give
an added effect to his superiority in
height and strength. IHis foreign origin
is shown both by his ruddy complexion
and his haughty attitude towards the
real native, whom he despises as cordially
as they despise him.

Some of the Pathans roam about the
country in gangs, going from place to
place with no apparent reasop for their
wanderings. Like all the noniadic tribes,
they take with them donkeys, on the
backs of which they pile the mats with
which they make their mat houses. Each

KULLARS of Trichinopoly. K
not necessarily those pictured above—have their own idea
of what is right and wrong, and that idea is usually

different from European standards.
[Photo !

donkey usually cavries mats enough to
build one house.

Many, however, have settled down in
a village and married a native gixl, at the
same time h}kmg up some form of
occupation which is, ostensibly, an honest
one. But usually this occupation is
merely a cloak to cover others which
give them an opportunity for indulging
in. their avaricious -and dishonest
propensities,

A favourite occupation with the
Pathan is that of a cloth-dealer of the
hire-purchase type, and with this he com-
bines moneylending as a side-line. Both

upon to,deal with one. Into the bargain
he has a mbre than usual knowledge of
the weaknesses of the village classes, and
makes full use of this when the time
comes to put on the screw.

Suppose the fictitious Bapoo has got
behind | with his payments to the
mythical Raliman Khan, then Rahman
will ecall upon him and remmnd
him of his debt. Bapoo pleads that trade
is bad or that crops are poor, and begs
an extension of time.

Rahman, however, remains firm. He
runs a business and not a charity. Per-
haps Bapoo had better sell a buftalo, for
EE the debt is not paid in two days,
then

Bapoo is quick to understand what
that ““then” implies, and no sooner has
Rahman Khan departed than Bapoo
rushes into his house and, handing a
stick to his wife, commands her to
administer to-him a good beating. A few.
minutes later Bapoo runs off to the patel
(head man of the village) to lay a com-
plaint against Rahman for having
assaulted him. i

Thereupon Rahman is hauled off to the
}'illnge chauri to await the magistrate's
nquiry. §

At the trial Rahman will defend the
charge by telling the truth—not so much
from desire as from policy, On the other
hand, almost every adult in the village

comes forward to
substantiate Ba -
poo’s  accusation.
The conflicting evi-
dence that is
brought forward is
somewhat  discon-
certing for thé
magistrate, but if
does not surprise
him. ;

He knows that
native witnesses
believe that as they
have been called
upon to give evis
dence they are ex-
pected to say
something, even
though they may
have been miles
away from the
scene of the crime
when it was comn-
mitted. :

Then the magis-
trate notices that

the wife of the
tearful, protesting
Bapoo is not

amongst the list of
witnesses, so she 1s
forthwith sent for.
She arrives in
charge of the vil-

Men of this tribe—but

lage coustabla
under the belief
that some charge
has been brought
against her. :

So unnerved is

Clarke & Hyde. - gha that the magis-

of these trades gives him a chance of
making a larger profit than his customer
originally bargained for. Should the un-
unfortunate native get behind in his
payments then the once affable merchant
becomes a stony-hearted Shylock, who
demands his pound of flesh as well as two
or three more.

If intimidation and threats are un-
availing then he will not shrink from
using physical force. The fact that the
Pathan has a legitimate trade adds to
the difficulties of the police when called

trate has little difs
ficulty in extracting from her the truth.
Of course, Rahman Khan is acquitbed,
and Bapoo sent away with o caution to
be more careful in future about telling
the truth.

Solace for Sufferings.

Such n caso as the above may seem
fanciful to the average English reader,
but it is a commonplace with those who
have the administration of justice I
Tndia. Also, it illustrates how difficult it
is to the police to bring home a crime to
such an astute criminal as is the Patham,
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AN INDIAN PRISON is of necessity built on the open air principle.
*  Here native prisoners are seen making coir matting. The job is supposed to be
part of their punishment, but you will notice the ** workers ™ are taking it all

very leisurely. Nole, too, the primitive looms.

[Photo: Clarke & Hyde.

The trial has gone much as Rahman
expected it would, nor did the accusation
come as a surprise. But now Rahman

calls once more on Bapoo and actually

threatens him with perzonal violence. At
the same time he demands a further sum
as solace for his sufferings whilst under
arrest. This time Bapoo sees no way of
escape. If Rahman did resort to violence
then it wonld be useless, after the recent
exposure, to lay a complaint to the patel.
By one or other weans Bapoo raises the
sum demanded.

ven the wares of the Pathan may be
¢ gloak for other nefarious deeds. It s
guite common to find housebreaking im-
plements or even arms and ammunition
hidden amidst his innocent-looking bales
of cloth or carpets. So, too, a Pathan
will travel enormous distances in order
to commit a crime or evade arrest. In
one instance a‘party of these criminals,
after committing an act of dacoity, were
found to have walked no less than a
hundred and fifty miles in the two follow-
ing days.

Most readers of the U. J. Supplement
are familiar with the methods of the
English and American coiners. So, too,
they are acguainted with the word
“fake,” used to designate the coins that
the coiner produces. )

Now, this word, introduced into Eng-
fand by ex-soldiers who have served in
india, is a corruption of the name Fakir-
coiner, another name for a Mohammedan
tribe of the Chupperbunds. Part of the
year the members of the iribe will settle
down in a village, even taking up some
agricultural oceupation, )

But shortly after the period of the
Mohurrum festival the men leave their
homes and wander around the country
frequenting the fairs and bazaars dressed
as professional mendicants with the usual
paraphernalia of beads, alms-bag, bowl,
and tongs. :

Working together in gangs, they in-
dulge in petty theft and pony-stealing if
they get the chance, lmd1 some of them
are fidept at various forms of the con-
fidence trick.

Paguliar Precautions,

But their real speciality is coming.
They casry with them a set of rather
primitive implements for this purpose,
and never wake more than a few eoins
at a time, after which they destroy the
moudd. Although ko epins are crudely
made, the Chupporbund has little diffi-
culty in passing them, @sually by some
very elamentary trick of sleight of hand.

He will go into a shop and order
soveral articles at the same time, placing
several genuine ceins on the counter. 1t
is more than likely that the shopkeeper
will look at the coins and see that they
are genuine. hen, while his back is
turned, as he gets the articles from the
shelves, the comer will substitute a fake
coin, for pne of the genuine ones with-
out the shopkeeper being aware that he
has been tricked.

When arrestin% a gang of Chupper-
bunds the police have fo take somewhat
peculiar precautions. Belfore they start
to search the gang they handcuff them,
and then set them some distance apart
from each other, 1If an inexperienced
policeman should chance to leave the
gang close together, then they would
proceed to start a sham quarrel. Before
the policeman has time to separate them

they find an opportunity of disposing of
any incriminating material they chance
to have concealed upon them,

There is another tribe that has its own
These are the Dhamptas,

was originally in the
Deccan; but they now carry out their
nefarious trade all over India. Nor do
they keep to the roads on their travels,
but instead use the railways. For the
Bbamptas are trained from early child-
hood in luggage pilfering and pick-
pocketing.

When on their thieving expeditions
they assnme a variety of disguises, a by
no means difficult thing io do in India.
Some dress as well-to-do Mahrattas on a
pilgrimage, others as Lingat traders, or
even the inevitable mendicant (an
always safe disguise in India).

But policemen on duty near a railway-
station, bazaar, or anywhere whore a
crowd has collected, have no trouble in
identifying a Bhampta. i

Ripped Bags.

Always on the look-out for possibilities,

is gaze wanders restlessly from person
to_person, and frequently towards any
policeman who may be near. Working
in parties, their methods differ little from

{that of the English “dip,” though in

other directions they have
tricks of their own. -

Tt is customary for travellers in Tndia
to take a midday siesta bencath the shade
of a roadside tree, Before going to slee
they place their bundles bereath their
heads, more as a safety precaution than
a pillosy, This, however, does not deter
the Bhamptas. . ‘ A 0

Waiting until their prospective victim

ingenious
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is fast asleep, they approach him silently.
Then one of the Bhamptas sticks a pin
deeply into the sole of tao sleeper’s foot,
and leaves it there. The victim jumps
up with a terrified start, thinking that
he has been bitten by some poisonous
snake. Quick as a flash another of the
gang snatches his bundle, and the party
make off at top speed. .

Before the unfortunate traveller has
awakened sufficiently to realise what is
happening, and also remove the pin from
his foot, the thieves have gained a con-
siderable start,

This tribe has an  extensive sign
language. Tor instance, if one of a gang
wraps his shonlder-cloth round his arm
it 15 a sign to the others not to approach
him. Tor this sign implies that he is
“tied up,” that is to say, that the police
are watching him.

Abovo all, they are a nuisance fo the
railway companies, for the Bhamptas
make a special study of railway thefts. A
froquent method by which they carry out

their luggage pilfering is the following:

Tiwo of them sill enter 2 compariment
on ono of the night trains. =~ While ono
sits down on the seat the other lies down
on the floor, covering himself with a cloth
under the pretence of going to sleep.
The other will then cover his knees with
o cloth in order to further conceal the
movements of his companion.

Taking the small, curved knife which
the Bhamptas carry between the upper
lip and the gum, the man on the floor
rips open the side of the bags which the
other passengers have placed under the
seat, and hands up any valuables to his
companion. At the. next stopping-place
they leave the compartment and enter
another, repeating the process, if
possible,

Worshippers of Bhwani,

The worst insult that you can offer to a
native of Orissa is to call him a Pan.

To this may be added that there is &
widespread belief in  India that all
WeAvers are rogues, it

Now, the Pans are a tribe who have
an hereditary occupation, that of weav-
ing, but they are not above indulging in
thefts and dacoity if opportunity offers.
Novertheless, under a good master they
can remain honest. 8o, too, they are
both brave and strong, and for these
reasons a police zemindar will often
employ Pans as a good bodyguard,

Another criminal {ribe is that of the
Korchas (Kaikadis). While both the men
and the women are drunken and disso-
lute, yet they are not without some pride
in their profession. They look down
with disdain on petty theft, preferring
to consider robbery and decoity (robbery
with violence by organised gangs) as
their special hereditary profession,

Like the Haburas and one or two other
of the criminal tribes, the Korchas are
extremely superstitious. They are wors
shippers of the terrible goddess Bhwani,
and will not set out on an expedition if
they consider the omens are not in theie
favour.

1t a dacoity of unusual violence has
been committed the police at once sus-
pect the Korchas, and immediately in-
quire whether any shoes have heen
included in the booty taken by the
robbers. For it is characteristic of this
tribe that they hold some strange super-

stition in connection with the stealing of

their victim’s shoes.

The foregoing by no means exhausts
the list of criminal tribes which infest
India. But much that has already been
spid would apply to most of the other
tribes, In conclusion, it may be men-
tioned that there are upwards of 250,000
persons in India who are members of one
or other of these crimiual tribes,”
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The Strange Case of the
RUNAWAY SURGEON.

(Continued from page 10J

“You are brought to that conclusion by
this portrait, I suppose, my lad?”

“ Chiefly—yes, guvinor. Aren’t you?"

“Teave me out of it for a moment,” Blake
said, with a smile. *You regard this call of
Fifette Bierce upon Dr. Culver as having an
important bearing upon his disappearance,
eh?2 o

“A yital bearing—ves, guv'nor. She is
the foreign-looking woman who called upon
Lim yesterday, whom the footman says
insisted upon an interview. What was the
name she gave?”

“The Princess Blake said
quietly.

“That's it! The very sort of name she
would be likely to assume. It’s her favourite
role every time, guv'nor. We don't know
what passed between them, or what excuse
she gave for calling. But we know that he
referred her to another doctor across the
way, and that she did not avail herself of
the recommendation. But she was simply
paving the way for what was to happen
later on. That's my opinion.”

“1 see,” Blake sald, with quiet emphasis.
“Then you presume that Culver’s intentions
were known to her, eh?”

“How, guv'nor?” excliimed Tinker quickly.

“1 mean, my lad, that this interview took
place before his visit to the jeweller’s, and
vefore his visit to the bank. In fact,”
Blake added, with a swmile, “1 very much
question whether at this juncture Culver
had even written his cheque on ‘' Self.
Your presumption must be there, Tinker,
that Fifette knew beforehand that he was
going to write a cheque, that he was going
to cash it and convert it into jewellery
sulliciently worth while to interest the
Syndicate.”

Tinker opened his mouth, and closed it
again quickly, staring at Blake in a some-
what confuséd way. His suddenly conceived
theory had been very- rudely shaken, but he
was loath to part with it.

o Yes, guv'nor,” he agreed, after a pause.
‘“She must have had information that—er—
I mean, Fifette must have had some idea
that—"

“In short, my lad, your theory Is that
Culver ‘has been kidnapped by the Syndi-
cate, acting under Kestrel's orders?”

“Yes,” gaid Tinker. a little nervously; for
he was floundering even worse than Harker
had floundered.

“ And the Syndicate, having an equal
opportunity to kidmap him when he was in
possession of a thousand pounds in sheer
hard cash, chose to delay their attack until
he had converted the cash into jewellery
which would never realise the same amount,
and be somewhat difficult to convert at all,
except at a sacrifice?”

Tinker smiled somewhat wryly, seeing the
force of Blake's argument.

“I don't know about that, guv'nor. It—it
might not have been convenient—I mean, it
might not have quite fitted into their plans
to capture him before they did. Anyway,"”
he went on, rather doggedly, “I'll bet that
is the solution. Fifette Bierce did not call
on him for fin.

“ Besides, we know that she is not the only
menher oi’ the Syndicate now in London.
1t was Madrano wiio hroke in here and stole
the Rembrandt and the Chinese ornament.
We got the rumour, too, a fortnight ago
thal Kestrel ‘had crossed, and was either in
London or in Liverpool. There may be flaws
i the theory, of course, guv'nor,” he added,
“Bub 1'd rather attribute this business to
the Kestrel Syndicate than to that ex-race-
course hooligan Harker fancies.”

Sexton Blake shrugged his shoulders, and
‘tare out the tell-tale photograph, folding it
carefully gnd transférring it to his pocket-
case. The disappearance of a Harley Street
surgeon upon the eve of his wcdd{ng was
more in the naturé of a social scandal than
4 case for erlminal investigation,

16 was the sort of problem which would
have been entrusted in most ‘cases, not to
Ffﬁfﬁ;ﬂ';ugﬂﬂrﬂ or to himself, but to the
eITets gents of som
bivoree Court iu\’catiuauﬁs?rdln“y Ea: ol

Yet it was gradually

Nijowski,”

coming home

more bafiling and more involyed, or to in-
quire into a problem the clues of which were
more at variance and conflicting.

He had settled down to a further period
of quiet rumination, striving to evolve some
thesis into which every known circumstance
of Culver's disappearance could be made to
fit, when the door opened,.and Mrs. Bardell
entered, presenting for the second time iu
twenty-four hours the card of 8ir Earnest
Longworth. \

Bluke frowned as he bade the old house-
keeper to show him up. The manuer and
attitude of the disappointed girl’s father
irritated him beyond measure. I

But, to Blakes surprise, a great deal of
the bluster had disappeared from the man’s
manner when bhe entered. An element of
doubt and uuncertainty had undermined Sir
Earnest’s anger. He was a lIittle petulant
now and bewildered, though still obviously
suspicions. :

« Here's a queer kettle of fish, Mr. Blake!'
he blurted out. “I ean’t make head or tail
of it, and I might as well admit it! Culver
is up to something, confound the man, but
what it is Heaven only Kknows, because I
don’t! Look here!®

He thrust his hand into his pocket, and
drew out a diamond necklace of exceptional
brilliance and beauty, laying it upon the
table.

“« Look at this, Blake!*” he muttered. It
has just arrived by post, addressed to my
daughter.”? ’ :

«Irom Dr. Culver?” Blake asked, glanc-
ing at the stockbroker quickly.

« From Culyver—yes.”’

«With no message?*’

«Yes, Here is the message, Mr. Blake. I
tell you, I am bewildered! "I can't make it
ont! Look at it!"

He drew a jewel-box from another pockeb
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and opened it, taking out a small ecard, upon
which a few words had been scribbled with
a fountain-pen. When Blake read them he
was conscious of a little thrill of satisfac-
tion. The message was a tender one. It
ran ;

“To my beloved Sweetheart and Wife.—
From her devoted Husbaund, J. Ross Culver.”

The stockbroker was studying Blake's
featurés with almost pitiful intentness as
the detective read the message slowly.

The arrival of this necklace awith its
tender message, had plunged Sylvia Long-
worth into a state of grief bordering upon
bysteria, which had rended her {father's
heartstrings. Not only that, but it had re-
stablished her trust and belief in the man
she loved, so that Sir Ewrnest, after his
heated > denuncintions of the surgeon, had
first repeated his suspicions, then apologised,
and fially fled from the house, sore and
bewildered, with his daughter's tearful
reproaches gnawing at his conscience.

“Wh-what do: you think of it, Mr.
Blake? Sir Earnest finally blurted out, and
his blustering manner bad become now
almost euntreating.

« ] am delighted, Sir Earnest!” Blake said
quictly. “For yonr daughter's sake, I am
more than delighted!” :

i Yes, But—but she is almost crazy, poor
girl! It is all so illogical, 'so inexplicable,
Mr, Blake! 1 mean, think of the poor
child's torture of mind! VTirst one thing,
then another! I1t—it doesn't lead anywhere,
explain anything—that's what I mean! How
do you account for it, Mr. Blake?*

«] can't account for it,”" Blake
quietly.

“Bat surely you have some idea?? the
stockbroker cried hoarsely. ¢ Doesn’t it—er

said

to § —convey anything to you? Dgeésn't it point

Sexton Blake that he had not for years | to anything?”

been called upon to investigate a mystery

“Of course. It points to ome thing very

clearly, in my opinion, Sir Earnest,”’. Blake
continued calmly: ““I{ proves to my satis-,
faction that you have very badly misjudged
Dr. Culver, and that he has not jilted your
daughter in the way you imagine.  To my
mind, Sir Earnest, it disposes of your theory
of an elopement with another woman.”

The stockbroker stared at Blake in a blank
way. He was obvicusly & little ashamed
of himself, yet, at the same time, still in-
clined to be suspicions and a little defiant.
But he was very eclearly nonplussed by this
unlooked-for development—utterly nonplussed.

1t was Mrs, Bardell once again who broke
the awkward silence which followed.

«Mr. 'Arker is liere, sir. Shall I tell him
fo wait?*? 3

“ No; show him up,’ Blake said quickly.. :
“ Inspector . Harker is._the detective, Sir
Earnest,” he said, turniog to the stock- .
broker, “who has been detailed by the Com-
missioner to investigate this case. 1 think
be will be surprised by what has happened.”

And Harker was.
luce and read the message which had accom- °
panied it, a low whistle of- astonishment
escaped him. L

“« Jehos!” he muttered. “ But this is queer,
isn't it, Blake?*’ T

“Jt seems rather Blake
agreed, with.a smile. -

] mean '"—Harker stared across at the
detective with puckered brows thoughtfully—
1 mean it puts a diiferent complexion on
the whole case. It upsets everything. It
isn't the sort of thing a man would do when
he was eloping with a—a——"

“« An’ unknown quantity!"” Blake put in,
with a smile. *I have just expressed the
same opinion to Sir Earnest here. It upsets
that theory, doesn't it?’”

“Without doubt,” said Harker thought-
fully. x
“And it upsets the other . theory, too,
Harker,” Blake said meaningly. “The theory
of robbery, I mean.” The detective glanced
across at Tinker's bewildered face with a
wry smile. “Whoever the robbers may have
been supposed,” he added quietly, “the
theory of robbery is now quite untenable.”
“You mean that Culver has not deserted
my daughter for someone else, and that he
has not been kidnapped {for purposes of
robbery, eh, Mr. Blake?” said the stock-
broker slowly. :
“Yes.” g
“That means, then, that we're left with-
out a theory and without even a clue,
We've got nothing, eh?” .
“I'm afraid not, Sir Earnest. We have
got to recommence our investigations from
a different viewpoint altogether.” :
The financier nodded in a rather uncon-
vinced ‘way, and paced the room up and
down, his eyes fixed upon the carpet, his

brows puckered deeply.

“T'm not so sure that my theory is alto-
gether ruled out,” he growled presently, turn-
ing on his heel and staring at the two.-de-
tectives. “I'm not so sure at all. Culver
might have been a bit conscience-stricken at
the last moment, and sent this necklace as
a sort of peace offering—a parting gift, like,
to make up for his own absence. I shouldn't
he surprised.”

“And he enclosed this message,” Blake
gaid, with deliberate sarcasm, “in order to
make the present more acceptable under
the ecircumstances, eh?”

“He might have sent it as a blind!”
snapped  the financier irritably. url §
chouldn't be surprised at that, either. 1
don't care what you think, Mr. Blake. This
nurse he was sweet on has disappeared at
the snme time—vamoosed mysteriously. You
can't get away from that!” L

“1 think that might be explained away
quite innocently, Sir Earnest,” Harker put
in quictly. “We have had some news of the
lady from the hospital.” .

“You have? What news?”
broker asked eagerly. ¢

“A lady in the upiform of & mnurse. and
answering to the description of the Sister
from St. David's, has been knocked down by
a motor not far from Croydon, and is as
present lying in the Cottage Hospital at
Purbridge. 1 came here, in_fact, to ask
Mr. Blake to come down to Purbridge with
me. 1 believe you know the lady, Blake.
You could identify her, if she is unable to
disclose her own identity.”

Blake nodded. He would have known the
pale-faced, dark-eyed Sister Margaref amang
a million other women. 8ir Earnest Long-
worth was looking over eagerly.

“You mean you are going now, inspector

“At once—yes," )

remarkable,’

the stock-

o

When ‘he saw the neck- -
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“If you would care for me to run you
down in my car—"

“It is very kind of you,” Harker said.

“Not at all. If I can do anything at all
to get this unfortunate matter cleared up
I will do it. If I have misjudged this lady
I am sorry—deyilishly sorry. It would be a
great relief for me to know that I had
misjudged her—that she has had nothing
whatever to do with—with Culver’s disap-
pearance at all. I shall be- delighted to run
you down."

The powerful Rolls belonging to the stock-
broker awaited the party outside, and the
chauffeur nodded as Sir Earnest gave him
directions. ‘They glided swiftly through the
West End and across tlie water, leaving Lon-
don quickly behind them, und reaching the
litble village hospital at Purbridge in less
than an hour.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
¢ Keostrel is Dead !’

THE Tlocal doetor in
attendance was just leav-
ing as they arrived, and
fjpfbe paused for a few
[I]minutes to discnss the

“A fractured collar-bone
and concussion,” he said
to Blake. “The concus-
She
has not yet recovered con-
il solousness.”

“When was she brought
in?"” Blake asked. 7

“Yesterday evening,
about  five-thirty. The
accident happened upon the rtond lere,
almost outside the hospital, 1o that respect,
it was fortamnate.”

“She was knocked down by a car, I under-
stand, doctor?”

“We thought so at first.. TUpon a more
careful examination of her injuries, I do
not think 0. I am of opinion that she fell
from a car.”

“ Really?”

The doctor had drawn Blake and Harker
aside.

“T feel sure of it, gentlemen. There is no
sign of such a broise or contusion as there
must have been if a car had struck her.
She seems to have pitched upon her shonlder
first, and to have struck the side of her
head viplently upon the road. Do you koow
the lady?* !

“We believe her to be a nurse who is
missing from St. David’s Hospitaul in Lon-
don,” Harker said, in his unemotional,
businesslike way, “If we can establish her
identity e

“0f conrse,
possesaion which gave us any clue.
take you up,” the doctor said.

He led the way, and Sir Earnest, ex-
tremely curious, joined the party which
ascended the short flight of steps and passed
through into the quief, comfortable ward.

A few other patients regerded them
curiously as they passed along to the hed
around which a large screen had been
drawn. A kindly-faced nurse Iooked np from
her consbant wigil by the side of the uncon-
scious patient,

Blake took a quick, penetrative glance at
the woman in the bed. The mass of soft
dark hoir was now almost hidden under the
bandagzes which enelosed her head; her eyes
were closed, the long dark lashes lying in
rich confrast upon the cheeks, which were
now pale g3 alabaster. P

Bui there could be no mistaking the hand-
some, straight-cut features, the slight lines
of pain upon the brow, as of a woman who
bad looked Jife in the face and who had
suffered.

“It is Bister Margaret,” Tinker muttered.

Blaké nodded, and bent over the bed, aais-
the limp white hand for a moment and

ng the dangerously low pulse, A
moment Iter he lot the hand fall gemily,
and, turning, nodded meaningly fo the
doctor, who led the way silently from thé
bed.

“¥ou khow her, Mr, Blake?” the dector
asked oubside the ward. Y

“Yes. Bhe 8§ a norse from St. David's
Haspital. We will instruet the people there,
and get in fouch with her relatives. We
are much obliged,”

The famous detective's face was ealm and

She had nothing in her
I will

placid. His expression betrayed nothing of
the sudden emotion which had arisen within
him. But it was as if a bomb had dropped
suddenly, shattering every theory and every
belief which he had held.

A Httle over an hour ago he had
definitely discarded the theory of robbery.
The detestable theory that Dr. Culver had
had an affair with another woman had also
been finally and completely laid to rest beside
the equally fatile theory of robbery.

But now Blake himself was floored—sud-
denly and completely.

And the strange. thing was that neither
Hurker nor Sir Earnest Longworth knew it.
Nor, even, did Tinker.

When Blake raised the left hand of Sister
Muargaret, nane of them had seen what Blake
had seen. . None of them had moticed the
beautiful ring, obviously new, which glinted
upon the third finger.

; was  a  diamond-cluster ‘ring—the
diamonds being clustered about a single,
large ruby, crescent-shaped, and of wonder-
ful purity. A ring of such beauty and of
sug}; o striking pattern was not easily for-
gotten, . . i
., Blake knew, the instant his eyes fell upon
it, that this was the ring—this ring upon
the left hand of the unconscious nurse—was
the one which Dr, Culver had bought from
the jewellers the afternoon .before at the
same time as he purchased tlie necklace.

That was the bombshell.

» . ) .

.

TUpon the Journey back to London Sextou
Blake was silent and uncommunicative in a
way which frankly puzzled Sir Earnest Long-
worth, though Harker and Tinker accepted
the fact philosophically, knowing his
master's changing moods.

Sir Earnest now openly confessed his mis-
take, and was inclined to be distinctly
apologetic. to. Blake for having misjudged
his friend. He was inclined, he said, to
accept Blake's original theory that poor
Culvér had succumbed to a breakdown.
Perhaps the strain had resulted in loss of
memory—in  which case he might be
wandering the country for some time before
they traced him.

Harker, knowing a little more of the elr-
cumstances of Nurse Margaret’s accident,
was more puzzled than the stockbroker; but
he also, in the absence of any other tenuble
theory, was inclined to the same solution.

Blake accepted their remarks en route with
non-committal remarks, expressing no
opinion one way or the other.

It was not until they had reached home,
and darkness had fallen,; that the detective,

ensconced once again in his favourite arm-|

chair, confessed to Tinker that he had never
in his eareer been more completely bafled.

And it was not because of an absernce of
clues. There were several clues—and they
appeared, on the face of them, to be clues
of the utmost importance, Each one seemed
to have a vital bearing on the case. Yet
they were all 50 conflicting that they com-
bined merely to create bewilderment.

Tinker opened his mouth and stared in
blank astonishment wlhen Blake told him
what he had seen upon the finger of Nurse
Margaret.

“ Surely, guv'nor—it—It could not be— I
mean

“It is, my lad,” DBlake said rathet
petulantly; “and you may let that faet
suffice. After finally dismissing Sir Earnest
Longworth's theory of intrigue—after he
himself bhad practically discarded it—we
have. it comfirmed in this astounding
manner.

*“¥et the neeklace, which was purchased
at the same time a3 this ring, has been
posted by Culver to Hylvix Longworth with
a message of endearment, Those are two
important clues, eaeh pointing to a
different conclusion, each diametrically
opposed.
i,'P‘I‘he theory of robbery,” Blake went on,
“has now nothing to support It Conse-
auently, we are at a loss to understand what
reason Fifette Bierce can have had for call.
ing upon Culver, or what part, if any, the
Syndieate can have played in the affair.

“Onr original theory of nervous hreakdown
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—the-one to which Sir Earpest Longworth
has now weered rounti—is more or less dls
credit¢d. There is nothing now to indigat»
that - Culver was not perfectly normal till
the moment of his dizappearance, Thus, u3
I have already said, we have certain vital
clues, all of which contradict each other
and lead us nowhere,

“And, to make confusion more confounded
we now have an added mystery to solve re
garding this Sister Margavet. How comes
she to be wearing this ring upon her engage
ment finger? How came she to fall from a
car, the driver of which evidently drove on
and left her stunned and unconscious on
the road in Purbridge?”

Tinker shooK his head slowly. If tha
mystery were bafiling to Blake, still more
was it inexpliéable to him. What connec-
tion had this nurse with the case? What
connection with it had Fifette Bierce, alins
the Princess Nijowski?

Could it be that the subtle and intrigninz
mind of *the Prince Pretence” was behind
it all? Had Dr. Ross Culver béen made the
central figure in a cleverly spun web of
mystery and intrigué—the reason for whose
spinning they could not yet divine?

It seemed a vague thesis, but the only
one which was left. Certainly in the very
elements of its mystery the case savoured
of Kestrel and the iniidious Syndleate he
controlled.

And the Ileaders of the Syndicate were
at present in London. Madrano, the
Spaniard, was there; of that they had had
painful proof in the theft of the two art
treasures from Blake’s rooms. Fifette was
there, too, under the imposing pseudonym
of the Princeas Nijowski. Kestrel himself
was in London, so rumour_whispered.

An honr had passed when Blake waa
awakened from his reverie by a sharp, rather
startling soarl from Pedro. The great
bloodhound had leaped -suddenly out of his
apparent sleep upon the rung, and with
bared fangs he sprang towards the window.

A dark shadow had appeared upon the
pane for an instant, and Blake dropped to
his knees from the chair, moving swiltly on
all fours to the cover of the wall nmear to
the window.

“Look out, my lad!" he muttered warn
ingly to Tinker.  “Quiet, sir!" to Pedro.
“Quiet!”

The  bloodhound ¢rouched obediently and
without noise, though his 1lips drew baek
farther on his teeth as the window was
raised an inch from the bottom. Eight
long, tapering fingers nppeared. Blake drew
his automatic from his pocket and brought
it into line grimly.

“M’sien Blake!™ i

The whispered voice from the window was
low and husky. Blake moved forward
slightly.

“Who is that?”

“It is I, the Spider:
said the voice in French.

A gasp broke from Tinker, and Blake rose
quickly from his crouching posture.

“Beaudelaire?” he said in a low tone.

“The same, m’'sien!"

Blake smiled rather grimly, though there
wag an expression also in his face of mild
astonishment. The last person he had ex-
pected there that evening was the Fremch
dwarf Beaudelaire—that queer, inscrutable
hunchback, whose natural geniuz for in-
vestigation and espionage made him one of
Blake's most valued allies,

Neither Blake nor Tinker had seen the
Spider since they left him upon that
memorable night in the Parisian eafacombs
—it they exeepted that transitory glimpse
which they had obtained of his queer,
ghoulish figure when, with Vernier of the
Prefecture, they pursued the escaping
minions of Kestrel iuto the eerie under-
world beneath the Black Chateaun.#

It was on that occasion they had leamned,

May I come in?"

always with them. It snited his purpose
sometimes to run with the hare inséead of
hnting with the hounds.

low but cordial voice. “Entres. mon hon!"
“Then call off that enrsed dog"” growled

the dwarf, “if you would not have me kuoife
m!"”

hiBlnkc smiled and crossed to the other

room, ordering Pedro to follow, closing tha

door behinga the hound as it passed

¢ See ¢ The Syudicate for Sale!™ in No. 1,076
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rather bitberly, that Beaudelaire was not

“Come in, mon ami!’ Blake sald in a .
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obediently  ineide. When the detective
turned, tha Window had already been thrust
up and the queer, hunched, half-birdlike
firure of the dwarf hopped down into the
room, a broad smile npon his hideous face.
A growl came from beyond the .door, and
“the hand of the dwarf went quickly to his
hip. He turned and peered about him
apprehensively,

“1t is-all right, mon amil The dog is
safel” -

“He may well be, curse him! T hate the
specles !

you withont my
“But this is a
You

“He would not touch
order,”? Blake said quietly.
gurpiise and a great pleasure, friend.
have news for me, perhaps?”

“1 have news, m'sieu!”

“Good! Then it can wait a moment! Be
seated, my friend. It is not often we have
the distinetion of your company,” Blake
enid, with the effusion of compliment which
he knew well -was nectar to the hunch-
back, “Permit me!l” .

He crossed to the sideboard and with-
dréw a small bottle of absinthe, which he
kept there for such visits as this, placing it
with o small basin of lump sugar and a glass
uponi the small table beside the dwail.
Beaudelaire grinned, and let the spirit drip
slowly throngh the sugar into the glass.

When the glass was nearly full he raised
it and tossed off the contents in one gulp,
setting down the glass and peering across
at DBlake with deep-set eyes which glinted
strangely. y

«1 have told you I bave news for you,
m'sien! It is such news as you do not hear
every day.”

“What news is this, m’sieut”

The dwarf hopped down from the chair
and sprang to Blake, leaming ‘up, whisper-
ing somecthing into his ear which Tinker did
not hear—something which fetched Blake
“from his seat with a hoarse €ry.

“ What?"? - Lo

«T believe it to be true, m'sien,” ile
dwarf said audibly; and. Tinker had never
seen a more hideous grin of satisfaction
upon & human face before. The bead-likg
eyes gleamed under the bridge of the
Jooked, hawk-like nose. I have come with
all speed to tell you. Leon Kestrel is dead
at the Villa Des Roches at Flambeaulieu!”

;THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
At the Villa Des Roches:

THE dusk was deepening
into  durkness, and a
night mist had begun to
creep . out  from the
shadows of the wood as
Al the- decrepit horse limped
with its rackety convey-
ance along the lomely
8l rond which skirted the
t of Flambeaulieu in
e Mayenne Province.
Upon the other side of
the road a tributary of
the Mayenne River wound
a lazy course until its
L carrent  quickened  be-
twoen @ number of huge bounlders which
overhung the stream, like huge, brooding
sentinels in the dusk. 3

One boulder in particular, which Trose
almost vertically from the water, seemed of
phenomenal bulk, until its outline emerged
more clearly as that of a sturdy, stone-built
house, whose weoded grounds spread from
the villa itself, and then tapered towards an
jron gate which opened on to the yoad.

It was outside this gate that the limping
horse stopped eventually, The French driver
of the out-of-date convéyance turned to his
{wo passengers. .

“The Villa des Roches, messieurs!” he
growled. :

The tailer and elder of the iwo passengers
sprang down silently and paid the driver,
the excess of fare being suofficient to Wwin
an added grant of gratitude.

‘1 would be glad to he returning with you,
driver,” he said. “Ours js not & pleasant
errand.

u¥l°w =0, lln‘sieu?"

“The gentleman in th i ie
dead, they tell me.” e villa ‘yonder is

“] am not surprised, m'sien,” the driver
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“ Come in, my friend ! ! said Blake ina low buf cgrdiﬁl voice. ‘¢ Then call ofi -

that dog!! growled the dwarf.
him.’?

“That is, if you would not have me knife
(Chapter-6.)

ot
But this was

said, with a shrog of the shonlders.
comes to all of us.”

“Rventually, yes, driver.
a young man, I believe.”

4Bah! If he was young, then T am au
infant! If he is dead, he bas had his
fling!” the driver growled.

“You did not know he was dead, driver?”

“Non, m’sien P'?

“Then why are you nof surprised?”

“He has been ill. The doctor from Flam-
beaulieu has been each day—two or three
times. I have driven him more than once.
A patient must be nearly dead to drag the
doctor so often from his garden. You are
the notary, perhaps, m'sien?”

“1 am making inquiries,” came the reply.

As the hor$é turned and limped back
along the road towards the lonely station,

the vwo passengers turned into the creak-

ing gate, advancing through the beld of
trees to the drad house beyond.

Their feet fell without noise upon the
mossy path, and the younger looked up amd
spoke in a low tone.

“1t doesp't seem possible that he is really
dead, guv'nor! Yet 1 suppose the Spider
cag bi?otn]laslt(;”" ad

Sexton Blake modded grimiy.

*Beaudelaire  is 2o dhe Al
Tu’;h r. I trust he is not now.”

“It means the end of a scourge,” Tinker
muttered meaningly. “VYet it sounds too
ood to be true. Somehow one never regards
cstrel as ordinary flesh and bloed. Did
the Spider know the cause of bis death,
gu!'ﬂor'."” he asked, lowering his voice to a
whisper as they approached the silent,
loomy house.

“No; he believes it to be poison!” Blake
muttered,

The detective raised a finger as though to
cheek further conversation as they emerged
from -the shadow of the trees and advanced
towards ‘the house. No sign of-a light
gleamed from the parraw windows of the
villa. It seemed silent and deserted, as if
with the last breath of the great arch-
criminal the allegianes of his confederates
had departed also—and they had fied, leay-
ing the louse with its dead.

1t had been startling news which Beaude-
Jaire had brought so mysteriously to Baker

mistaken,

Street the night before—mews which, when
cominunicated, would draw such a sigh of
deep relief from Scotland Yard as to find
an echo in the police headquarters of every
other country in the world.

1t was news which filled Sexton Blake with
a_selise of_ intense satisfaction—yet- filled
him also with the desire to comfirm it. He
dared not accept it as the truth uniil he
had obtained some confirmation. Even the
genius of Beaudelaire was mot infallible.

Yet, important as it was, Tinker had Geen
surprised that Dlake should have left the
case fhe had in hand fo come post-haste
like this to France and Flambeaulien. - It
was not like the detective to desert an in-
vestigation like that of Dr. Culver's dis-
appearance—especially when it bad led him
to a point of bewildering uncertainty. He
had nmever known Sexton Blake before to. be
sidetracked from an interesting case.

During the journey Tinker had fastened
upon several interesting speculations, pone
of which had led him anywhere. There was
no time now, however, for further theorizing.
He followed Sexton Blake guietly up the
broad steps to the heavy door of the honse.
Rlake raised the knocker, and knocked boldly
upon it. There came mo Teply.

Blake waited for some miguies befare he
knocked again, this time sending the echoes
resounding in a hollow manner through the
house. BStill there came no sound of voie(
or movement, - The detective backed dowi
the steps, glancing up at the uppel
windows, each clothed in deep shadow.

A third. Hime he knocked, Without
result. Then he groj in his pocket for
a bunch of skeleton keys, bending over the
heavy, old-fashioned lock of the door,
manipulating the keys dexterously, Within
a minute there was a slight greak, and
the door opened inwards. ;

The roomy hall of the villa was hathed in
shadow, and as the couple entered a quick,
fow word of warning broke from Tinker
Blake also had seen  tlie vague shadow
crouching by the curtaing beyondj his hend
went to his hip guickly.

“Who is that?” he demanded im a Jow

e, .
He was prepared to see the shaduw Bit
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away, to bave to spring after It in pur-
sui, for ifs movements had been furtive
and  suspicious. Instead, the  shorf,
slatternly figure of a girl came forward, her
long, ill-kemipt hair tumbled wildly about
her face, her feet bare upon the mosaic tiles
of the hall. Bhe did not speak, but advanced

° silently, peering at them with a vacant,
half-wit stare, in which there was more than
a hint of fear,

“Pardon meé!” Blake said, stepping towards
her. “Why did you not come to the door?”

She frowned, and put up a warning finger
quickly. -

“8h-h!"* she whispered. “My father is
dead. Let him rest in peacel”

There was something moving and tragic
in her vacant, half-witted manner, as there
was something eerie about her figure there,
half crouching in the durkmess. Blake saw
the condition of her mind, and knew that
she must be humoured.

* “] am sorry. Where is your father?”

“Come! "she whispered. “I will show
you. Bt you must tell no one that he
i3 dead. If they ask you, you must say
that he is only sleeping.” .

Blake glanced across at Tinker quickly.
What did it all mean?

The half-witted girl turned and beckoned
them to follow her, leading the way up the
carpeted staircase, and across the upper
landing to the narrower staircase beyoni.
A pungent odour -of chloroform assailed
their nostrils, and Blake paused a moment
with a frown, to inhale critically.

The hali-witted girl was already await-
ing them in the small bed-room above. As
they entered, she stole across the room
and drew back a white sheet from the
motionless figure upon the little bed.

Blake's heart stopped for an instant as he
crossed quickly, The husky words of
Beandelaire were running through his mind:

“Kestrel is dead in the Villa des Roches,

at Flambeanlieu!”
_ A gasp broke from him the next moment.
The man upon the bed was dead, but it
was not the body of Kestrel, It was the
body of a man shrivelled and aged, the
yellow skin drawn dcross sunken cheeks, the
hands, which had been reverently crossed
upon his breast, gnarled and emaciated.

The detective turned presently to the girl
behind them. = -

“Ts this your father, my child?”
“Yes, m'sien.”
¢ What is your name?”
% S*Marie,”
3 ¥ What was your father's name?”
= “Pierre.”
' “What other name¢ had he, my child?”
Blake sasked, and she shook her head
vacantly.
. “T1 do not know, m’sien.”

Blake glanced at Tinker, and stole sllently
from the death-chamber. On the landing
outside the moon shed a feehle gleam

ey

through the fanlight above.
“0f what did your father die, my child?”

2020000000000 0000C00OCR0GR000:!

AOR GBI KR
///%f//’}/ %W/g;%

=

e
R

| humour her,

Blake asked the girl gently. And she shook
her head, with a halr smile,

“YWhen did he die?”

“I do not know.”

“But you must know,
die?"

“I cannot say. He did not speak when 1
went to call him this morning. I shook
him and pinched him, but he did not answer
me, I believe he is dead, but I have told
no one. When the bhoy from the farm
brought the milk this morning, he said:
‘' Where is old Pierre?’ I said: ‘He is
sleeping. He is very tired.' "

She laughed, and put one finger to her
head in a queer, crafty way, as though she
had done something very clever, Blake
looked down, at her odd figure pitifully.

‘“Are you here alone, Marie?” he asked
quietly. i

“Yes, m’sien.”

“ Where are the
here?” -

‘“They are gone. Mam'selle is gone, and
the other messieurs, TEey have taken him
away. He Is dead, too.”

A grunt broke from Tlaker, and a light
came into the detective’s cyes.

“Who is dead, Marie?" he asked quickly.

“Monsleur who has been lll—Al'sien
Bonhomme. ITe is dead. 1 saw them carry
him away.” ; ¥

The poor, half-witted girl langhéd, and
then, with startling suddenness, hurst into
a flood of tears, ouf of which Blake and
Tinker could not coax her. They tried to
to question her, and elicit
something of the truth about the strange
household, of which she now was the only
one remaining. ~But when she spoke she
was wild and incoherent, and they could
discover nothing.

They left her kneeling at the bed upon
which the old man lay, and descended fo
the lower floor, upon which they had first
detected the strong smell of an aniesthetic.

The door ot a bed-room stood hall ajar,
and Blake's brows puckered as he entered.
A large bed, lately occupifd and unmade,
stood in the middle. Near by five smooth
planks had been spread upon three trestles,
the whole covered with a white, blood-
stalned sheet. =

Upon the washstand wore rolls of bandages
and a receptacle containing a solution of
antiseptic. The big basin still contained a

T say, when did he

people who were living

large  sponge and water, dlscoloured =
pinkish hue.
“Hallo!” Tinker muttered. “What has |

been happening here, guv'nor?”

And Blake shrugged his shoulders, picking
up a small, sharp surgeon's scalpel, which
had seemingly been overlooked,

“It seems pretty obvious what has been
happening,” he muttered.

He strode from the room, and down the.
staira to the front door.

“Where ure you going, guv’nor?"”

“To see the local doector who atfended
this Monsieur Bonhomme,” Blake said.

They strode once more away from the.
lonely Villa des Roches, pausing at the
;entrémce to the village to question a farm-
1and,

The peasant pointed down a slope, across
the wall of a garden fn which a light moved
continually, like a will-o’-the-wisp, or some
gigantic glow-worm, crawling rapidly.

“The doctor i3 there, nr'sien, with the
Inmp. Roses are the only patiénts who will
feteh him out after dark., ‘He thinks a3
much of us as he does the slugs In hia
garden.” 2

Blake smiled, Evidently the doctor's In-.
attention to his practice had won him a
rather evil reputation In the village, and
when Blake aud Tinker sought hilm out he
relinguished his pursuit of slugs with very
bad grace. i

“Yes, m'sieu,” he sald, “I have bLeen
attending M'sieu Bonhomme at the villa, I
have given him a great deal of my time.
I give him no more.”

95 [ ynderstand,” Blake said, bridling a
little at the man’s choleric manner. His
manners were certainly not French. “When
a patient dies off there is an end of treat-
ment."

“PDies?” The doetor looked up at Blake
sharply, “Yon mean BM'sien Bonliomme i3
dead?”

“I am told so0."

“H'm{ Then I wash my hands of it,
m'sien. I gave up the case some days ago.”

“1 helieve you were attending him fre-
quently until récently, doctor. May I ask
what you were treating him for?” %

% His daughfer called me fax and- told me

he had been poisoned, I treated him for
arsehical poisoning. Later, when other
symptoms uppeared, I had cause to revise
the diagnosis. 1 judged him, to be suffer-
ing from peritonitis in an acute form, and
recommended an operation. .

I warned them that it would be a
highly dangerous one, and one which could
be entrusted only to a skilled surgeon. L
recommended a surgeon in Paris. Then they
abused me, and called me a fool and an
incompeternt, saying I should never have
made the mistake in the first place. T wlill
stand such insplence from nobody, m'sieu.
I walked out of the place, and sent in my
bill within an hour. 1 waB finished.”

“You are not aware, then,” Blake asked,
¢ whether othér medical attention was pro-
cured?”

“I do not know, m’sien,” the doctor said
frigidly. 3

“Or whether this operation you considered
necessary was performed?” £ :

“1 do not kmow. In fact, m'slen, T do
not care. I do not listen to local .tittle-
tattle. I have made no inquirles. I find
my garden enough to engage nearly all my
attention. If “M'sieu Bonhomme lias. suc-
cumbed, then I am Ie s been
badly served by his and his
friends.”

“Bot I understand,” Blake sald sugges-
tively, ‘“that Madamoiselle Bonhomme is a
charming young lndy.”

The little doctor, with his shaggy eye-
brows and fierce moustache, drew himself
erect, and stared with his grey, aggressive
eyes rather chadlengingly.

“M'sieu,” he said, ' you speak French
enough well, but I believe you, by your
accent, to be English, What are the lines
of your English poet? “If she be not fair
to me, what care I how fair she be?'"”

Blake smiled, remembering suddenly a
cutting he ldd in his pocket. It was the
portrait, taken from the illustrated paper, of
Dr. Culver talking to hia visitor, the Princess
Nijowski, on the day of his disappearancec.

“Do you recognise that young lady, doc-
tor?” he asked, and the doctor took one keen
glance at it before handing it baclk. -

“It is Mam'selle Bonhomme,” he said
promptly. “The gentleman I do not know."”

Blake nodded, and returned the photograph
to his pocket.

“There is a hali-witted girl at the villa,
doctor, and her father.”

“Yes—old Pi¢rre Lemarc. e and the girl
have been caretakers and servants at the
place for some years.”

“Then I am afraid the old man’s days of
servitude are over, doctor. He is dead.”

“pead!” cried the doctor quickly.

«“Yes, It is just heart-failure .and senile
decay, If I may encroach upon your province,
doctor,” Blake said, with a smile. “But it
would be better, I think, for a formal visit
to be pald. The girl is not a responsible
person to be left in charge.” !

The doctor rang for a servant, despatching
her in search of a village official who, Blake
gathered, corresponded to the English
coroner’s officer—stating rather grudgingly

BOITY.
daughter

‘| that he would go up.

Further searching inquiries in the village
were disappointing, revealing very little,

M'sien  Bonhomme, apparently, was a
wealthy man who owned a powerful limou-
sine. The limousine, driven by a liveried
chauffeur, had left the villa some days ngo,
returning yesterday. This morning it had
left again, passing through the village and
along the Alencon road. On each occasion
the blinds had been drawn, and the occu-
pant, or occupants, apart from the chauffeur,
were invisible to curious eyes. X

Tt was® with a feeling of considerable dis-
appointment that Tinker accompanied his
master back to the station at Flambeaulieu
and entrained for the tedious journey back
to, Cherbourg.

The long journey to the Villa des Roches
had taught them little. There was no doubt
now that “Monsicur Bonhomme * was none
other than the notorious ¢ Prinee Pretence ”
and that Mademoiselle Bonhomme Wis
Fifette.

1t was proved, too, that the Mummer had
been prostrated by an attack of peritonitis—
the only hope of recovery being an imme-
diate operation. X Agh. 4

There were evidences in the sick-room that
the operation had been performed—and it
flashed now like a flood of light upon
Tinker that Blake had expected to find the
migsing surgeon at Flambeaulled, He had
not been side-tracked at all,

But the great fact which they had come
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to ascertain still eluded. *“Kestrel is dead,”
Beaundelaire had said. 1
~Do you still think the Spider is right,
guv'nor?” he asked eagerly. 7
“We shall get hack to

“Dr. Cualver

know whén we
London,” Blake said quietly.
will tell us that,”

—

THE E!GHTH CHAPTER.
The Truth Comes Out.

1T was not offen that the
good-natured and some-
what cmotional Mrs. Bar-
dell permitted the detec-
tive to see that she took
more than a passing io-
terest in the cases which
he was called upon to in-
vestigate,

Her functfon was fo
cook and keep house and
fo minister to  the
material neceds of Sexton
Blake and Tinker.. More-
¥ over, as she had once in-
fheile formed Tinker, she had
not been “dragged up like some oOf the
imperent minks wot can be seen nowadays
maszcareering as ‘ousemaids.” She chailenged
anyone to prove, or even to assert, that she
had mot been taught lier place and kept it

Very rarely, however, she was moved into
making a comment upon a cage in hand,
or expressing an opinion of a person con-
cerned in the case.

Thaf, the spirit of indignation had moved
her on this present occasion was ebvious as
she stood in the consulting-room at Baker
Streef, with arms akimbo, a somewhat chal-
lengingly expression in the gaze she directed
at the detective.~ It seemed as if she held
her right forefinger in readiness to whip it
from. her hip and present it at Blake, like
& revolver.

“Humat beans is as they was ereated,
Afr. Blake,” ~she stated deliberately,
“whether they're 'igh or 'umble, and you
might say that it ain't for the likes of me
to set in judgment; but how that man has
got the darlng presumptuous to show his face
again, and g0 soon, I can’t imagine! And
'is lordship is as cool and ealm as you like,

_jest-as if all he'd done was to miss a train

or forget a appointment at the pictures,”
Blake could hardly resist a smile.

“1t is hardly fair of you to eondemn Dr..

Culver, Mrs. B., until you know his ex-
planation.®

“I dare say he's like the rest of the male
speetrum, excuginf me, Mister Blake,” re-
marked the old lady frigidly.
make bis own story good and tell o good
tale. But nobody will conwince me that
there's any excuse for a man leaving a pore
young woman who he's sworn to lave and
cherish ‘igh and dry .at the chore¢h on her
You may think I'm hard-
hearted, but 1'd never forgive a man for
that, sir—no, not if he Went down on all
fours and grovelled to me. It would turn
my love to ‘ate, Mister Blake, and I ecan
tell you that mueh.”

“Hut Miss Longwarth was not kept waiting
high and dry at the church, Mrs. Bardell,”
Rlake pointed out. “Only her father was
there.”

“ And bad enough for him,” exclaimed the
old lady, “to he ’eld up to reticule by 2
crowd of Nosey Parkers! I know the s,m-t.
af titble-tattle what goes on at weddin's—
T've heen to too many in my time, Mister
Blake, as T ean assure you. And what ahout
the poor gird sohbing her 'eart out at home?
Men don't think of that, do theyi”

“I think Dr. Qulver may have heen very
genninely distressed, Mrs. Bardell, You
must remember there is such a thing as un-
avoidable absence.”

“Not at weddin's!” snapped the old lady
obstinately. ~ “No, Mr. Blake—not at wed-
din’a! - A man’s either there, or he ain't

(liere: that's how I look at it.”

Blake “smiled, and rvemarked that it was
a fortunate circumstance that the late Mr.
1mrd11'2]w:\s c;]\:‘l'y iui {msltion upon that vital
accaslon, and the ol 5
fo retort. lady opened her mouth

ghe perceived the twinkle in Tinker's eye,
however, and closed it again quickly, con-
tenting herself with o significant snifr, indi-
cating distrust and contempt, not eo much’
for the detective and Tinker, as for the
gex to which they had the had taste fo
belong.

“He ean|

“Shell I show the gentle—er—er—shell I
show the doctor up?? she asked coolly, se-
lecting her words. y

*If you will, BMrs. B, T am anxious ta
see him,” Blake said promptly. ik

A minute later Blake rose to grasp the
extended hand of the famous sargeon whose
return to Harley Stréet had been as quick
ang mysterious as his departure. His face
wus o shade paler than usdal, his penetrative |
cyes brighter. i

“T am pleased to gee you back, Culver,”
Blake said quietly. “It is a great relief.”

“«It is good of you to say so, Blake. 1
belleve T have licen causing you and other
folks a certain amount of anxiety.”

“Ygu have,” Blake said, with a wry smile.
“When did you return?”

*Yesterday,” the famous surgeon said. *“I
came almost immédiately to you. Yon were

not here, and no one seemed to know wherei

you had gone.™

'l"} returned from France to-day,” Blake
said.

“From France?” The surgeon
“Why have you been to France?”
“To look for you, primarily,” Blake said,
smiling. And the look of perplexity in
Culver’s face increased. 5

“How did you know L'was in France?”

"I deduced as moch, But we will talk
:‘bl?l?l’ﬂ that later. You have a story to
el

The surgeon nodded, drepping into a chair
and drawing it up as he peered at Blake
in a sigpillcant way.

“Blake,” he said slowly, “if we were
strangers—if we were not friends, and you
had taken no interest whatsoeéver in the busi-
ness—I should have come here just the
same—I should have come fo consult you
professionally.”

“Really ¥

“Yes, [ have hed a most amazing ex-
perience—a most extraordinary experience.
Even now I have to pinch myself to be-
lieve 1 have not bheen dreaming. You can
take it, Blake, that I do not ‘exaggerate
when T say that no English doctor has ever
had sueh an experience. It is like the plot
of a sensational novel.”

Blake looked at the eager face of the
famous specialist thoughtfully and nodded.
He could pretty well have outlined the story
he was about to Irear, recounting it back-
wards in the manner of a skilled detective.
He nodded, remaining silent.

“The affair begins, Blake,” Dr. Calver
procecded, “pretty well from the time I left
yon after the operation. ¥ou remember—

stared.

| when you discovered that your flat had bheen

burgled by one of this
are running to earth?”

“Yea, remember. Youn left to go
stralght. home, I hefieve,” Blake said.

“That is so. I went straight home. 1
had previously given orders that no patients
were to be admitted. I could see no one
until after my honeymoon. To my surprise,
I found a young woman in the consulting
roont—a woman who simply refused to go
without an interview, She was amazing
pretty, and, if I may say so quite dispas-
slonately, one of the most perfectly formed
ereatures I have ever encountered. She was
a Frenchwoman of good birth, married to a
Russian nohleman—Prince Nijowski, Have
Yyou ever heard of him?” g

“I have heard the name—yes,” Blake ad-
mitted, with a side glunce at Tinker.

*“Her husband was dangerously iil, she told.
me, in I'rance, and she gm‘l heen instrueted
by the local doctor there that an immediate
operation was necessary. She begged me to
go back with lier and perform it, promising
to secure the hest and swiftest possible
transport, saying that I might name my
own fee. I refused, of ecourse, explaining
why It was Impossible, and gave her a note
to a surgeon opposite—a man who has only
recently bought his practice, and who would
have gone, I belleve, like a shot.”

“Pid she go to him?* Blake asked,

*No. But you shall see. }’'m coming to
that. I had my lunch, and sorted -out a
few papers, getth& things more or less in
order for my holiday. In the afternoon I
went to the bank, cashed a cheque, ahd
called at the jeweller's in Bond Street, making
a couple of purchases—wedding-presents for
Sylvia.” 4 ; :

« A necklace and a ring, I believe?™ Blake

Syndicate gang you

sald. “

“That is right. T suppose you ferreted
that out., eh?” the surgeon added, with a
swift smile, “Well, at four o'clock that
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“A lady friend?” }

“Yes!” Dr.. Colver' raised his eyebrows
and smiled in rather’'a wry way, I suppose
scandal has been busy in my absence, eh,
Blake? The fﬁud‘% allude to is a parse
at St. David'd, e were in tha same
hospital during the war, Blake, and have
always béen Eood friends. 1 knew her hud-
g.;gdn in the War-days, too, and still know

"%er Eu}rs!hud?"g ; qtiqried_ i
< ¥es: 1e poor girl has kept her marriage
cark at the hospital. It has not beem tgo
happy a one, Since the War, Fellowes, her
linsband, has become az hopeless inebriate,
| and he is now in an inebriate home. k>
“Rut let mae pass over this quiekly.
Before the War, and up till the time when
he was wouided In the head by shrapwek
Fellowes was an excellent fellow
normal in ev ', Margaret Fellowes-
helieves, and I belleve, too, that he has
hécome an inel becanse of a cerfain
cerebral pressure, just 44 I contend gome
men hecome erfmdnale, i

“I am naturally very Inferested fn ihe
eas¢, hoth from a_ professional standoint
and for the ‘sake of peor Fellowes and his
wife. There heen gome talk of my
operating—in the same way as you saw me
operate the other day—though, of course,
nothing has keen sald to anyone else in ihe
hospital. It was for this rcason, aund be-
cause she. knew that ¥ waz fo be away for
some time tlhiat'she begged me-to meet her
that afternoon and ga down ta the lome
where her bushand at present is. T pfe;
mised to go down and make some sort of an
examination. Thaf, purely and simply, is
the explanatiob .of my appeintment with

Mrs. Fellowes that affernoon.

The surgeon paused, and Blake glanead
meaningly “at Tinker. Here was a simple
and completé eyplanation of that apparept
intimacy between doctor and nurse affer thé
operation. Hefe was explained the mature
of their meeting. .Buf there was still to
%a ex zll:nneti st eﬁ;e:h circumstance leal!

urse Margaret w e ruby ring which
gl_x.\;er had deelared fo be a present for iz

ride. 'y

“Mrs. Fellowes and I met at the Tube
station,” Dr. Culver went on, “and got ip
a taxi en route for Charing Cross. We were
talking, I belicye, about my marriage in the
morning, aid I remembered showing ber the
presents which ¥ had bought. She admired
the necklace very mueh, and the ring alse.
| Woman-like, I suppese, she slipped the ring
on to her finger—as Sylvia tells me she Bas
since explained—when the taxi pulled np
quickly—we were then, I believe, in Cack-
spur Street—and I became awnre that a
woman’s voice was oalling me from anotber
car which hid drawn up alongside. = =

“To my surprise, I recognised the Princess
Nijowski, the yonnﬁtwoman who had called
at my house & tle earlicr. She was

seated in a hig limousine, in comp: with
a small foreige-looking min, o she
séemed, for some reason, exceedingly dis-

tressed.

*Raturally, I got sut, and inquired what
was the mabter. Shé begged me to enter the
car, motioning Mr3. Fellowes to come also.
Bot I expliimed that we were bound for
Charing Cress to eateh a train. .

«' ¥ will. driye yoa there’ she said, in
broken English *Permit me to drive ybu
there, m'siep. But Ibeg of vou! I myst
have just one word with you, it yom will
be so kind, I heg yon to give me your
advice! ™ 5

The surgeon -smiled . rather grimly;- aad
panged a moment beforg he went on. §

“1t would have been churlish™fo refuse’
he said—“though even then -I -might have
declined to make use of the car it Mrs.
Fellowes had not préssed me to, She was
impressed, I think, with the French lady's
grent distress, I paid the t:-.xi-drivgr,‘uhd
joined Princess Nijowski in fhe limeunsing—
Mrs, Fellowes and mysell faciag them,

“The ear moved oft rapidly, and, t0_my
astenlshment, swung “to Whitehalt nd

afternoon, Blake, 1 had an appointment with
a friend,”

raced nway. I was in the nct of protésting
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when T became aware that a small automatic
pistol in the woman's hand was covering me.
To make wmatters more difficult, the small
foreign man bad also taken out a revolver,
and wius covering Mrs. Fellowes. .

7“! Great heavens!' I cried. * What is the
meaning of this?'
¥ ¢ We meau you no harm,” the Princess
Nijowski suid, *apd you shall come to no
hiarm, m’sien, provided you do as you are
told, I must tell you that I am desperate.
If either of you move or shout, or attempt
by the least sign to call assistance, I shall
ba compelled to shoot you in cold blood?

. The keen eyes of the surgeon were upon
Blake, - and,- as the nparrative grew more
4ense, he spoke in a quick, low tone.

5 I laughed, Blake,”” he went on quickly.
< Frankly, it seemed top absurd—this cold-
blooded threat coming from .the lips of a
dazzlingly pretty woman. Yet the man with
her looked flerce and sinister enough, and I
could see -(hat Mri. Fellowes was trembling.
I think, had it not been for ber, Blake,
that, I should have chanced my arm. But
she was covered also, and I had an awkward
feeling that this strunge woman meant what
she had said.

‘wf* I protested, of course, and did my best
to' persuade them. out of their mad course—
to no purpose. Seeing that they were intent
on kidnapping me, I begged them to release
Mrs. Fellowes. 'If you will put her down,
-I said, * I will come 'without resistante.' The
Princess Nijowski shook her head. ‘Non,’ she
said, *“Madame is a skilful purse. We
cannot spare her.

9Tt was a pcwerful car, Blake, and we
were flashed ouv of London in a jifly. We
weré passing through a small village when
I was startled to find that Mrs. Fellowes was
no longer heside meé.

¢ Suddenly, taking even the others by sur-
prige, she had whipped open the door and
sprang ouf, regardless of the speed at which
we were travelling. I remember turning and
Jetting out a cry of dismay as I saw her
dying huddled upon the white road behind;
but the eold nose of the woman's automatic
was presSed against my cheek, and I was
powerless to do anything.

# A few minutes later, Blake, we passed, 1

think, through Croydon, pausing presently at
the gate of a big flat fleld, in which, to my
‘amazement, an aecroplane awaited us. It
‘wounids like a story, doesn't it?" he added,
with a grim smile. “ Buf on my life it is
frue. With a couple of revolvers pressed
quietly into my back,:I was requested to
bake my seat in the fuselage, Madame la
“Princesse and her chaperon joining me.
| .f“We were two thousand feet up and speed-
ing over the Surrey hills before I was re-
dieved from the pressing attention of those
two revolvers. When madame put hers away,
it was with a smile of apology.
i “*M'sieu must accept my apologies!’ she
said in broken English. *‘But he will now
perhaps be reconciled to his fate. IF the
mountain, m’sien, will not go to Mahomet,
Mahomet must go to the mountain.” A little
later, Blake, we were over the Channel,
heading southwards towards Cherhourg.”

The famous surgeon paused to accept the
cigar which Blake offered him, lighting it
and _pufling at i¢ thoughtfully.
iz Before you go any further,’” Blake inter-
posed, “1 presume Nurse Fellowes was still
wearing the ring?”

“Yes. In the excitement of what hap-
pened we had both forgotten it.””

, 2 And what of the pecklace?”

“The box was in my hand. I should,
perhaps, have told you. Before I entered
the aeroplane it was taken from me by the
princess. * Permit me,’ she said. ‘Is this
of importance?
£5°5 OF great importance,” T said, explaining
what it was and who it was for.
¢ It shall be despatched,’ she said, and
erossed to another man; talking to him in
a low tone for some moments hefore she gave
it to him. T was not worried about it,
Blake. Romehow I ftrusted the woman's
honesty in this respect.”

‘7% And where did the aeroplane take you,
Culver?”

“To & point, T should judge, not far from
Clierbourg, some little distance inland from
the French coast. There, again, a powerful
limousine was waiting. The organisation
was I:r,erfect. ¥t seemed fo be all cub’ and

“Blake nodded grimly.

~£ And then, Culver—*"

“F was dusk when I was brought to a
rather gloomy-looking house. It was near
to a river—that i8 all I could sce. An old
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man. and an imbecile girl seemed to be in
charge of the place. Upstairs, writhing in
agony on the bed, was the reasou for the
whole queer, desperate business.”

“The Prince Nijowski?”

“Yes. And, believe me, Blake,
weirdest, strangest specimen of a man 1 have
ever seen. However such a beautiful woman
as that came to be married to such a man
I cannot hazard a guess!"

“Iln " what way was
manner?”’ Blake asked.

““ No; in appearance. The man himself was
dazed with pain. He might have been forty,
he might have been seventy. I could not
tell when I looked at him. His head was
destitute of hair, he was without eychrows;
even his eyes were colourless. The man's
glands must have been devoid of any pig-
ment whatever.

“What made him look most hideous, I
think,” the surgeon went-on, “was the fact
that he had no teeth. His checks were thin
and flaceid and sunken in so that the man
looked more like a corpse than a living being
—and a queer corpse at that, Blake.

< A brief examination of the man showed
what was the matter. There was an internal
abscess, with seyere inflammation, and the
only hope was operation. It probably meant
short-circuiting’ the Intestine by six inches,
and I told the man's wife' so. * That is my
judgment of your husband's condition,’ I

he sbrange—in

said. *What do you propose to do,
madame 2’ L F e

<1 wanb you to operate, m'sien,’ she said
coolly.

T have no instruments,’ T said. ]

“¢They are here,” she said. * Everything
yon need is here. I myszelf will assist you.’

¢ Supposing I refuse?' T said, conscious
of the extraordinary nature of the situation,
**In the name of pity, m'sieu,’ she said,
with tears in her eyes, ‘you will not now

refuse! Now that I have brought you all
this way, m'sieu, you will save him for
me?’ -

“She did not seem to consider the fact,”
Ross Culver said, with a grim smile, * that
she had shanghaied me—brought me there at
the point of the revolver. [ reminded her
of the fact, pointing out also that my flancee
would be waiting in vain for me at the
church, not knowing where 1 was, DBub she
merely shrugged her pretty shoulders.

4 M'sieu,” she whispered, “a woman will
wait. Death is not so patient!’

“ And did you still refuse, Culver?”

“ How could I? I should have been morally
guilty of murder by so doing. Nobody with
feeling could have stood by and wabched
the agonies of thé man on the bed.  We
rigged up two tables for a slab, and by the
light of an incandescent petrol lamp 1
operated,

“It was an awkward job, and touch and
go to the last; but we pgot through it
between us, and—I must give the woman
her due—she worked heroically. After the
operation, and when the patient had settled
a. bit, I was given food, and, later on, a
comfortable bed."

- THE NINTH CHAPTER.
¢ Leon Kestrel Still Survives 1"

“THE next morning I
was up hetimes, but the
door of my room was
locked on the outside. 1
M bammered upon it, and
madame came, pale, but
with a look of genuine
gratitude. She had been
sitting up with her hus-
band all night, Blake, and
her hair was disordered
in a way which seemed
to make lher beauty
strangely haunting. Once
more I ecould not under-
stand her devotion to the
queer human freuk whose life I had saved.

“*1 shall never forget the kindness of
m'sieu!’ she said. ‘ Prince Nijowski will see
that it does nob go unrepaid!’

f““He has come out of the anmsthetic?' I
asked.

“*Yes, m'sien. He is sick and ill, but he
is grateful. He has given orders that m'sien
must, be speeded back to England with all

haste. My husband will not stay here
i‘:im]l,hor hour now., We shall return to
aris.”

the |,

£ But it is not wet safe to move him," I
pointed out to her.

«f He will be removed with great care,
m'sieu,’  she said. *You yoursell shall
superintend.' "

Blake nodded. Every fact mow dovetailed
perfectly with the fncts.which he and Tinker
had themselves ascertained.

. “Why was Nijowski so eager to be re-
moved, Culver?”

“I cannot say. He was placed upon a
stretcher, and carried to a Dbed specially
prepared in the powerful ear which had
brought me there the night before. I
truvelled with them as far as Alencon.

“There I was presented with a ticket for
London, via Paris, and a few hundred francs
in French money. The last I saw of them
was the car moving at a moderate speed
down the hill from the station. I got into
the train, and I don't think I properly
awoke from the semi-coma of bewilderment
which had come over me until I reached
Viectoria.”

The famous surgeon leaned back in his
chair, and Jooked at Blake with a grim
smile.

Thaf, Blake,” he said slowly, “is a brief
history of the most amazing adventure 1
have ever had, and the most remarkable
operation I have ever performed. That, also,
is the simple explanation of poor Sylvia's
disappointment, and the very unkind
things which I believe that old bear, Sir
Earnest, has been saying about me.

“This morning a letter came, bearing the
Paris postmark. In it was a draft on the
Bank of England for £5,000—*in grateful
consideration,” as the brief note i3 worded,
‘of your superbly skilful operation.’
Candidly, Blake, it is the mosf bandsome
fee I have ever yet received. But—but"—
he paused, and looked at Blake with a wry
smile—"is it not all absurd? Doesn't it

~sound incredible?”

“1t does, rather,” Blake admitted, smil-
ing. “What does Miss Longworth think
about it, Culver?”

“8he is dumbfounded, of course. But now
she knows the truth, I think she is rather
lad that it happened. She agrees with
Madame Nijowski that ‘a woman can wait,
but death is not so patient.' "

“And Sir Earnest, Jimmy? What of him?"

“He's breathing. fire and brimstone,” said
the famous surgeon, with a laugh, “Hav-
ing decided that the best plin for all
concerned was to keep the facts quiet, he
has been rushing round to all his clubs
telling everybody what has happened. He
has already been to the Yard, and ordered
them to get in touch with the French police.
He says it is a piece of French high-handed-
ness which he will not tolerate. Me will

track down this Prince Nijowski at all
costs."” :
“I gee; and what then?” Blake asked,

with a smile,

“(Challenge him to a duel, I suppose,” said
Dr. Culver, with a grin, “If Nijowski backs
out, then he'll probably write and ask the
French Premier to name the weapons. But
seriously, Blake,” he added, “it is an extra-
ordinary situation. am back here in
London, safe enough, and with a big fee in
my pocket. 1 faney, too,” he added, “that
the adventure has rather tuned up my
nervous system. I certainly feel better
than I did. But I don't see how I can let
things rest, exactly. In the interests of the
medical profession, I suppose I ought to
take some action in the matter.”

“You menn you ought to trace this man
Nijowski, and demand an explanation?”

“Yes, or his wife, Bhe was the moving
spirit in it all.”

Blake nodded,
Tinker.

“I think perhaps you would be advised to
let well alone, Culver,”” he said “thought-

and glanced across at

fully; and the surgeon stared at him in
amazement.

“Good heavens! Take it all lying down?
“rhy?ll

i

o

“Bocause you'll mever trace Nijowski,”

Blake said.
*Why not?”
“For the simple reason that he is the most

elusive person in Europe,” Blake said
gquietly. y
“But—but I don't understand,” the

famous surgeon stammered.

Blake smiled and leaned over, his grey
eyes resting upon the somewhat bewildered
face of Dr. Culver earnestly.
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“¥You are a good fellow, Culver, and you
would always go out of your way to help
a fellow-mortal. But this time, I am
sorry to have to tell you, that you have done
humanity an immense disservice. .

“Good heavens! Why?

“You haye mustered all your skill to per-
form a difficult operation under very adverse
circumsfances, Are you aware,” Blake
added slowly and deliberately, “that you
have saved the life of the biggest rogue in
Christendom?”

For a moment the well-known rpeclalist
stared aghast. Then he leapt irom his
chair, staring at Blake incredulously.

“Heavens, Blake! What do you mean?
What are you talking about?”

“1 am afraid it is true. One slip of the
knife, Culver, in the Villa des Roches, and
you would have ended for all time the
sinister carcer. of the most. dangerous
eriminal in the world. It is strange,” Blake
added, with a grim smile, “that only the
other morning at the hospital you should
have expressed o desire to operate upon
the man, You did not dream any more than
I did that your opportunity would come so
quickly and in_the way it did As it s,
Jimmy, Leon Kestrel still survijes as a
menace to Europe and the world.”

Dr. Culver stared at Blake and literally
gasped. His cheeks had gone pale.

“You—you do not mean this?” he stam-
mered presently.

“It is only too_true.”

“This—this weird specimen who called
himself the Prince Nijowski was really Leon
Eestrel?”

“Yes."”

*But—but—great heavens, I can't believe
it!  And yot—and yet—mon Dieu, but 1
believe you are right. The man was Iair-
less, toothless—a little make-up would have
changed him out of recognition. And this
woman—his wife—who—who— "

It is not his wife, As tenants of the villa
in Flambeaulien they were kmown as Mon-
sieur Bonhomme and his daughter.  Others
of the gang were staying there with them.
You remember an oldish man they called
‘Papa'?”

“Yes.?

“He is the father of this bogus princess.
Her name is Fifette Bierce, ‘and she is
Lean Kestrel's most dangerous accomplice.”
Bluke smiled. *“There is a queer irony about
it all, Culver, don't you think?"

“It is amazing—amazing. Ye gods, to
think I did not know—did not dream. And
it was touch and go, too, Blake. The man’s
life hung DLy a thread. Jove, but 1 wish
1 had known who he was!”

“Why?" Blake asked.

1 wounld never have operated!”

“Are you quite sure?” Blake asked, in a
quiet tone, eyeing the surgeon thoughtfully.

“0f course not—er—that is—" Culyer
hesitated. “Well, I suppose I would not.
It—it is rather hard to say, Blake,” he
added, with a wry smile.

“1t is,” Blake muttered.
I should not care to be faced with. But
there, it is done with now, Jimmy. ‘The
moving finger writes, and having writ—-' as
the poet says. Fate is a queer thing. -When
do you get married?”

“To-morrow."”

" And Kestrel pays for your honeymoon,”
Blake sald, smiling.

“It is a problem
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The surgeon was in the act of protesting about the car’s directicn, when he
became aware that a small automatio in the woman's hand was covering him.
To make matters more difficult, the small foreign man had also taken out a

revolver, and was covering Mrs. Fellowes.

(Chapter 8.)

“I6: i3
surgeon declared vehemently,
touch it!”

“Then it will ‘lie at your bank, Culver.
You cannot return it. If I were you I should
take what Fortune gives you. It was a
legitimate fee.”

“Then I shall give it to the hospital,”
Dr. Culver said. *“By the way,” he added,
in a tone of gratitude, “you are a hrick to
give me that Rembrandt. It is a superb
specimen—a  treasure.  And that little
Chinese ornament. It iz one of the finest
bits of old Cathay that I have ever seen.
Sybil is mad about it—delighted.”

Tinker had suddenly sat up in his chair.
Sexton Blake's placid expression had changed
completely in a few seconds. He stared at
the surgeon strangely,

_ "My dear Culver,” he said quickly, “what
in the name of sense are you talking about?™

It was Culver's turn to look astonished.
He could not understand.

“The picture—and the ornament!” he es-
claimed quickly. *“You—you gave them to
us for a wedding present. You sent them
round to-day!”
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Blake stared at bhim, and then laughed,

“On my life, 1 did nothing of the sorb.
They were stolen from the flat here. You
know that. Hang it, man, weren't you here
when I discovered the loss of them?”

*0f course, But I presumed that you had
recovered them. I mean—-" .

“Do you really mean that they have
arrived at your place?” <

“Certainly—botlhr neatly packed. With a
short note. I've got it here in my pocket.
Come, Blake,” he added, with a quick smile,
“I've been badgered abont and bewildered
enough lately, in all conscience. My ‘wits
are already sufficiently scattered. Don't pull
my leg!”

“TLet me see the note,”. Blake said guietly.

Dr. Ross Culver drew a small piece of
paper from his pocket, glancing at it firgt
before lie handed {t to Blake. ' Upon it was
scrawled the message: » With congratulations
and bhest wishes.”

Blake read it,
smile. L

“PThat is your handwriting,
the surgeon asked. . -

“It is a passahle imitation of it,” Blake
sald.

“@ood heavens! Do you still mean they
did not come from you?” | ’

“QOnly indirectly,” Blake said  quietly.
« Actually they came from the Kestrel Syndi-
cate. , The Mummer, you see, has decided
that I owe him a small matter of hall a
million francss in fact, Fifette Bierce herself
put in the invoice. Because I refute the
debt, the Syndicate is distraining.”

“ Distraining?”

“Yes, in their own way. They are helping
themselves to instalments as. opportunity
occurs. Tt just happened that' the last instal-
ment which they seized from my flat here
came in handy as a present to you—a, present:
in token of Kestrel’'s gratitude for saving
him,  Actually, Jimniy, 1 have not yet
given you anything. Bub it is all a little
complicated. Now do you understand?”

RBut Culver had dropped into Blake's ehalf
and was motioning rather feebly towards tha
decanter upon the 'sideboard. 1

“{hen

and mnodded with a WwWIy

is it not??

"@G-give me & drink,” he entreated,
1"l tryl”
THE END,
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The Doath Fence.

“WHERE does Scurr
_store his magazine, his
armoury ?” Worrest de-
manded of Dingley
when, on his return
to his hut, he secured
the door, certain now
that the escaped gun-
man’s true hiding-
place was unsuspected.

On his way back
from Scurr's bungalow
a plan had come into
the engineer’s mind,
lose no time in putting

and he meant to
it into execution. X

At all costs Joan’s wonderful self-sacri-

fice must be prevented.

 Dingley seemed surprised at the ques-
tion.

| ““He’s a secret cellar under his bunga-
low, Mr. Forrest. It's bung full of stuft
—guns, cartridges, and all that. But
wgat's the use? ¥ou could never get
at it?"

* “Never mind; we'll see about that,”
Forrest responded, with a quiet smile.

He saw his way quite clearly now. It
svas a desperate scheme, a slender hope,
with the odds piled high against success.
But it was the only road to safety—his
gafety and Joan's,” And with that in
yiew, it was well worth risking. !

Throwing off his jacket, he sat down
on the edge of the truck bed, and, his
chin in his hands, remained wrapped in
silent thought for a long while.
. His eyes on the floor, he wrestled
mentally with the problem he had sel
himself to solve.

. How might this
to “Slave Island,”
when taken, held? ;

Dingle§ stood watching him with
interest; but the Cockney did not
attempt to interrupt the chain of thought
passing through his companion’s mind.

He realised that in the engineer lay
his one chance of life and safety.

At last Forrest rose to his feet, an ex-
pression of quiet satisfaction in his eyes.
i “I've put the details together,” he an-
nounced. “I saw the plan as a whole,
but I couldn’t quite see how it was going
_to work out in one or two respects. How
‘té) gover ourselyes against contingencies.

u 4

Beckoning Dingley to him, he went on
speaking in a Jow, hushed tone, and
when at last the engineer finished, the
Cockney nodded eager assent.

Whatever it was that Forrest had
planned, it was plain that Dingley as-
sented to it,

d'he engineer, his scheme worked out,
wasted no further time in talk, Throw-
ing himself down on his bed, he went to
sleep, and in a few minutes was slumber-
ing as peacefully and quietly as though
Slave Island, Nixon Seurr, and the
brutal criminals in his pay were a thou-
sand miles away.

For a while Dingley stood watching

ate—the only gate—
ie taken—taken, and,

him ; then, stooping fo raise the loose

floorboards, the Cockney turned away
with a look of silent admiration.

“He's a nerve—not arf!” he mut-
tered. “‘Sleepin’ like that when 'Eaven
knows wot to-morrow ull bring with it!
Still, 1t's nerve wot we want—'im and
me. -Only that, and luck, will ever get
us out of this infernal 'ole I”

Then, dropping through the hole in
the floor, he replaced the board over his
head, and vanished for the night.

Next morning Forrest awoke early and
went to the power-house, where he
worked rapidly on the plant. The
trouble he had faked up was a simple
matter to put right. A few hours’ work,
and the dynamos were humming with
that monotonous drone that spoke of
perfect order.

When his labours came to an end he
looked at his watch. Tt was long past
noon, and the sweltering heat upon the
island was at its height. But he viewed
the result of his toil with satisfaction,
and, wiping the sweat from his brow, sat
down to rest for a few minutes.

In such climates it was not good to
work in the heat of the day, but when
time pressed the angle of the sun's rays
mattered little. And, exhausted though
he was, he presently rose, left the power-
house, and walked across to Scurr’s bun-
galow., ;

He found the place in quietness, with
only an armed crook dozing at the door-
way. But the fellow did not wake as he
stepped past; so, crossing the hall, he
found the doorway to Scurr’s room and
peered in.

Nixon Scurr was slumbering in a cane
chair, his great form a-sprawl along the
adjustable backpiece and footrest. But
at the sound of Forrest’s light tread the
milionaire starfed up with an oath, and,
half-crouched on the edge of his chair,
glared suspiciously at the intruder,

“If you think you can get away with
it—if you've come here with any idea of
doing me in, you scum——" he began,
with a bestial growl,

But Forrest checked him with a ges-
ture of contempt. -

“I'm unarmed, Mr. Scurr. T couldn’l
kill you if T wished—and it would do me
no good, anyway. I came here to tell
you that the plant is functioning—that
you can have your illuminations to-
night.”

As he spoke he went to the wall and
pressed one of the  electric switches.
Instantly the lamps suspended from the
low ceiling shone. flooding the darkened
room with a brilliant white light.

“Good ! Scurr eyed the lamps with
satisfaction, not unmingled with relief.
“Well, you can get back to the power-
house. And, see here, mind that you
keep the plant right, now you've got it
going. Got that? TIt'll be the worse for
you if vou don’t.”

“Don’t worry—it’ll be all right now,”
Forrest assured him, and went back to
the power-house as the millionaire had
ordered.

During the rest of the afternoon he
remained at his post, oiling, testing,
and tending the plant with loving care.
But all the while he strained his ears to
listen for sounds that, sooner or later,
as he guessed, must come—sounds of
the celebrations * that would com-
r[nemomte Nixon Scurr’'s baneful birth-
day.

When the sun went down, and long
shadows fell athwart the floor of the
hot power-house, the signs of revelry
expected by Forrest were not long in
materialising, 4

Through the open windows came the

blare of distant music, mingled with the
noise of mirthless Mughter. Scurr's
birthday celebrations were commencing.

But the proofs of this were patent. not
merely by the evidence of the enginecer’s
ears; the power-house switchboard gave
additional and visible testimony.

Forrest could see -by tlre load indi-
cator how the “juice” was being
mopped up, and one after the other he
had to throw in his reserve dynamos to
supply the ever-inereasing demand for
current.

Then, after- darkness had completely
fallen, the load went up with a bound.
Something on' the island—some lights,
some motor—that swallowed current as

blotting-paper absorbs moisture was
thrown into action.
A grim smile flitted across the

engineer’s mouth.

Nixon Securr had thrown his death
fence into action. The deadly current
was, for the first time in many weeks,
flowing once more through the wires
that spanned the only exit to the island
and its mountain ring.

That and that only could account for
the responsive jazzing of the hoosters.

But still Forrest waited, imperturb-
able, patient.

The night was before him, and time
was on his side. The moment for which
he longed was not yet.

Presently, through the ever-increasin
noise of revelry that drifted in througﬁ

.the windows upon the hot night air,

came sounds of a different timbre.

The tramp of men, of many fect; the
harsh grating of gruff voices, broken by
an_occasional guffasw.

Forrest went to the door and peered
out into the darkness,

A knot of men—a platoon almost—
was passing the power-house. And the
path down which they came ran in the
direction whence ran those cables for
which the engincer had been unable to
account,

Every one of the men was armed.
Their rifles slung across their backs,
they tramped raggedly down towards
the little town which, ablaze with light,
lay in the hollow below,

“Well, that current’s going at last!”
One of the newcomers spoke in a loud-
pitched voice. “I'm about sick of
patrolling that infernal place. Now we
can take a hand in this bust-up to-night. ’
I was beginning to think we'd be done
out of it.”

“¥Yes, you bet you weren't the only
one that was right glad when Scurr
sent up word we cotﬁd quit,” another
made answer,

“Well, it’s safe enough now, anyways.
No one'll git through them wires to-
night, not with that current flowing
through 'em. We're safer'n we've been
for weeks—in fact, ever since the Ole
Man went an’ shot up that other
engineer feller,”

A moment later the party vanished
down the pathway towards fthe town,
and Forrest was left alone, save for the
surly sentry who stood guard in the
little onthouse by the generating station.

The engineer smiled quietly, and went
back to his post.

That squad of armed men that had

gone by were the gunmen Scurr had

had quartered up at the gap while the
“live fence ” was out of action. Now
that the current was going again the
guards—or most of them—had been
withdrawn.

(Continued on page 28.)
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CONFEDERATION!

CONFEDERATION!
CONFEDERATION !
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DRAMATIS PERSON/E.

PROFESSOR JASON REECE President of the Confederation
FAN TOO . . The Chinese Rival for the Presidentship
DIRK DOLLAND (The Bat) The Reformed Cracksman
DENZIL DOLLAND (Mr. Moonshine) His brother, an

merican

YSABEL DE FERRE (The Black Duchess) Ducfzfss of

Jorsica

JOBN FADE An explorer and a victim of the Confederation
SEXTON BLAKE . . . . . . . .
TINKER» 5 =2 o 8 o Bl b

Detective
His Assistant
That’s all we need say aboul next week's *“ U, J." story ;

it features all of the above.  It's a Confederation story.
A super-story, in short. Make sure of

““ THE RIVAL PRESIDENTS.”

¥ Are YOUR other favourites here?
These are making theie appearance -goan.

GRANITE GRANT MOONSLAYER

WU LING Mile. YVONNE
BLACK FAGLE . ZENITH

| BALDNESS OVERCOME!

Luxuriant Hair for All FREE.

« Harlene-Hair-Drill > GIFT OFFER.

1,000,000 Trial Qutfits for Immediate Distributie

Iet to-day commence to end all your Hair ‘‘worries” and
““troubles”’ by just posting the coupon below for a Free Trial Qutfit
of the Weorld-famous ** Harlene-Ilair-Drill.”*

“t Harlene '’ absolutely banishes all Hair troubles, because it gets
to Lthe ‘‘root?’ cause. y R

Hundreds of tlousands of satisfied users have already proved this,
Why don't you follow their example? g e

=20 e s
S s
o : = 7 '

’\‘#:
7 ,«;- (8 Men and Women
= with hair troubles
Q\\\\\ o) can commence this
\‘.‘\f\ \" wonderful treat-
\\ﬁ\ 2 ment TO-DAY
i ") FREE.

Every FREE Gift contains:
1.—A TRIAL BOTTLE OF * HARLENE,"” the Hair-health dressing
. with the largest sale in the wortd, hecause of ifs extracrdinary

hair-growing and heautifying properties. It is Tonic, Food, and
Dressing in one. X

—A PACKET OF “CREMEX" SHAMPOO. This is an antiseptic

& purifier which thoroughly cleanses the hair and scalp of all scurf,
etc., and prepares the Hair for the ¢ Hair-Drill ** treatment.

3.—A TRIAL BOTTLE OF * UZON?” If you desire hair
BRLI{SIJ?:TINE';H W?tl'i“?h W?i?nf;t;'? m‘i’t‘ like wmine send
against damp a e extre a i Bl
and cold, and Fs especially beneficial in this jorm {o-day.
cases where the scalp is inclined to be .
Gry,

4.—The Iflustrated INSTRUCTION BOOK of
i Harlene-Hair-Drill,’* which gives you
the secrets of Hair-health.

Have YOU got beautiful Hair? Are you in
uny way troubled with:

;. Ealling ;Iailr?? 5. Scurf?

. Greasy Scalp

a. splitt Hair ? 6. O\rar-d_ry snalip?

2. Dank and Lifeless 7+ Thinning Hair?
Hair? 8. Baldness?

1f so, send at once for the magnificent
“ Harlene-Hair-Drill** Gitt Outfit, whieh will
e sent you ahsolutely free on receipt of tha
coupen below, A

Post the coupon at once—TQ-DAY—enclos: 15
ing 4d. in stamps to cover cost of packing and
rerurn carriage to your own door, no matter
where you may reside.

After a Free Trial you will be able to obtain
further supplies of “*Harlene’ at 1s. 1id..
28. od., and 4s. 9d. per bottle; * Uzon™
Brlliianfme. 18. 1id. and 2&. od. per battle;
 Cremex " Shampoo Powders, 1. 6. per box
of seven shampoos (single packets 3d. each):
and *‘ Astol” for Grey Hair at 3s. and 5s.
per bottle, from Chemists and Stores alt over
the world.

Detach and post to EDWARDS’ HARLENE, | /Ltd.,

20, 22, 24, & 26, Lamb’s Conduit §t., London,  W.C.1.
Dear Birs,—Pleass send me your Fres * Harleno* Four-Pold Hair-
Growing Outfit, ns desoribed. I évclose 4d, in stamps for postage
and packing of parcel to my address.
UN108 JACK, 19/7/24.
NOTE TO READER.

fuAtie Do g
Write your full name and address clearly on a plain
jiece of paper, pin this coupon to it, amd post ni’
irected above. . (Mark envelope ' Sample Dapt.”)
N.B.—II nour hair iz (.'m:f, encloze extre 2d. stamp—@d. in all—
and @ FREE bottle of * dstal™ for Grey Heir will also be gent yOu,
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(Continued from page 26.)

. And that was not only what Forrest

Lind anticipated would happen; better
‘still, it was what Tie wanted.
S6 far, everything was going well.
Would the luck hold, and the rest of
‘hiz plans fall out as he had wished?
Or _ would something infervene —
'something that, like a bolt from the
blue, would flash out from the unseen,
‘and bring the structure of his hopes
crashing down like the collapse of a
house of cards? 3
~ Only the event would show.

. -

For hours the debauch down at the
bungalow town had:gore on. }
. It was long past ‘niidnight, and still
the uproar, the blare of musie, the
drunken shouts - and  high - pitehed
laughter streamed in at the windows.

Starting in a quiet manner, the revels
assumed larger and more disorderly pro-

portions. From a rather mirthless at-
tempt_at celebration, they had grown as
the evening progressed into a bacchana-
lian riot. 3 oL

Standing at the power-house door,
Forrest listened, frowning.

His sleeves, rolled up to his clbows,
his pipe in his mouth, he stared ouf into
the night—stared across tho  zone of
intervening darkness to the light-bathed
bungalows beyond.

Down there bedlam had broken loose.
Hoarse vells, the sereams of women, the
erazy ring of drunken laughter showed
how the celebrations were going.

Nixon Scurr was feeding *‘booze "
to his henchmen.

Secure in the knowledge that the “live
fence ” was once more in order, he
pandered to his own vanity by stimulat-
ing the enthusiasm of his hirelings.

After a moment the frown on Forrest's
face changed to a grim smile. But then
his mouth hardened again.

With the bonds of discipline loosened,
the celebrations had become an orgy.

IMow did Joan Cartwright fare, down
there amongst The bungalows, with red
riot raging amongst the brutish’ruflians
‘that upheld Nixon Scurr and his evil

regime ? ¢
At the thought of the girl, ‘and what
dangers might encompass her, il‘m

engineer’s blood ran cold.. The satis-
faction he had at first felt on account of
the chaos that should prove so helpful to
his plans passed away. .

She might be in peril at the hands of
these  drink - maddened  scoundrels,
against whose liquor-born licence even
Scurr might be unable to proteet her.

ITe must wait—wait until the crucial
moment arrived.

What awill be the

(What is in storc?
Next week's

result of Forrest's plan?

instalment contains some cxeiting stuff!

Book it now!)

1sallyonpay forour No.400A Inu?'s

or gentleman’s Mead  Marvel *

the finest cycle ever offered on
Buchexceptionﬂllycasytenns.Bnllt._ 5

to stand hard wear.
richl

qulsitef_v line c

Sent packed free, carriage paid on

15 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL.
! Tullywarranted. Promgtdell\er,v.

Yoney refunded if

plated ;

Blg_bargains
solled mounts.
Accessories 331% below shop
guy direcl’ ({;om
factory and save pounds.

oW B leven-yugr:u'ld" MEAD
which had traversed 75,000 miles

rices.

contains L
graphsof our latest modeis

MEADCYCLECO.(Ino.)

Brilliantly
enamelled, ex-
in two ™ colours.

issatisfled,
in slightly factory
Tvres and

glgantic

(Dept. B797)
Birmingham

"'YOURS for

D

FULL HUNTER
Best Quality
LEVER WATCH

Offered On Our
Unhcard of Bargain Terms.
Read Our Brief Description.
Gents rull-sizo Full Hunter Watel, llcavy Nickel
silver linished case, with doulle buck, perfectly
nuule, dust and daanp-proof, Beet quahity inter-
changeabls Lover movement
ficted with all latestimprove-
ments (5 golil medala) care-
iy timed  aud  tested.
Fully Guaianteed 10 yeurs,
Bl

F R E Handsome

pocket-to-pocket
Double CURB ALBERT
FREE with every Watch:

Our Unequalled Terms
So surs are we that you will be
moro than satisfied, we send this
atel ‘“Mtrtml! 1npon
Lo Alter receiving
wirih JLentisdioi =i lio balanee is pay-
bl 2 - orerecedpt, Al 8- monihly uubd
o'y S0- is pald,  Cusl with oender (ot
balarien willin 7 anys) 18 - only. send 6d.
to-day to—S|MPSONS Ltd. (Dep.33%)
848, Queen’s Road, Brighton.

in winning success.
your height.
ticulars and

HEIGHT COUNTS

Let the Girvan System increase
Wonderful results.
our £100 guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,
A MP., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N.4. |

125 STAMPS,

ete.; send 3d.

well mixed, including LIBERIA
i SE 6d. —

K0 Austria, 4d 2 vench Colonials,

BROOKS, 43, Edmund Street, (‘.f\mbor\vufl, 8.B

S8end P.C. for par-

Sensitized Paper and Printing Frame. . Com
plete Camera and Outfit,

31, Kendal Lane, Leeds.

Catalogue 1,000 !Ein:.' Bargainry
poit Jree —THE LEEDS BARGAIN CO. (U.J.),

2/- weekly or

MADE i
Uomplete with Optically Ground Lonvex E?F LISTS NOW.
Lens, assuring clearly defined photos (size 2} Eale Price &
by 1§ ins.), Shutter and Brilliant View Finder, -l /3 "%l:
Also complete accessories, viz.: Best D2
Quality Plate, Developingand FixingChemicala,  Post 3d.

supply the finest Coventry built cy'c]ea from
e, DAI?;L:MA;;%II]‘ prices.
sen £ OVAL. PA D
'FREE AND CARRIAGE Secnl
of small deposit.” Write for FPREE BARGAIN

ri_g!_‘.lgbﬂ:ﬁzosc
e A

Any coyole
PAID on recoipt

Salisfaction or Money Refunded

The World's
Cycle Dealer,
pt. 22, COVENTRY.

aro” of " the fincst

Cambridge or
plated, somely lined.
packed fre
our 46 jears'
digsatisfind
LISTS FPREE, WRITE

reputation.

e

NN

OR CASH

£4-15/-

Get a ** JUNO "—the Bri
will néver * let yom down."
construction
Brampton Fittings and Hubs, Bowden Bars and
Brakes, Reynolds’ Tubes, Dunlop Rims, Dunlop
Studded - Tyres.
] Sent_carriage pafd.
nall deposit only. GUARANTEE—

tish-made cycle that
? A JUNO '

Factory ~Prices save you' pounds.
NOW-(Dept.U2),

METROPOLITAN MACHINISTS CO., Lid
168 & 248, Bjahonrngnte, London,

Simple 7-day Permanent
Auta suggestion, drill,-ete:

and get full particalars quite FREE privately.

U.J.D., 12, All Saints Road, ST. ANNES-ON-SEA.

SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,
SHYNESS, TIMIDITY.

Home Cure for cither sex. No.
Write-at once, meation “U.J.,"

! ecyclas
throughout * i

LIISHING

MAGIC TRICKS, Etc.

Parcols 2/6, 56/- Ventriloquist's TInstrument,
Invisible, Astonishes, Mystifies, Imitatos Birds,
Beasts, 6d. each, 4 for
Travancore House, Seafield Rd., Colwyn -Bay-

1/-—P. FEARING,

Beautifully

Mongy  returned if NuAnDIinnn@n’;s

NEVER FAI

HEIGHT INCREASED
IN 30 DAYS.
No Drugs,

Full particulars and Testimonials, stanip. —
Melvin Strong, Ltd. (Dept. 8.), 10,, Ludgate Hill, London, Eag:.

/e Comrises

No Dipting. The Melvin Strong Syatem

STOP STAMMERING !

HUGHES, 7, SOUTEAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.

Cure yourself as I did. Par
ticulars Free. —FRANK B
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