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‘ THE STORY IN RETROSPECT.
IXON SOURR is an American
N millionaire fugitive from justice,
living on an nknown island in
the Pacific. in which he has set
up a colony of people who have been
decoyed there to minister to his comfort.
HARRY FORREST, the*hero of the
story, is one of them, a young electrician
whe has been lured to Slave Island to
attend to the installation.

JOAN CARTWRIGHT, another vic-
tim. is. a cinema actress whom Scurr has
Jme‘ e kidnapped, and whom he covets
s wife.

Iu spite of Scurr’s threats, Forrest and
girl ‘contrive to meet and to become
very friendly. ~The millionaire’s hired
gunmen. discover this, and Forrest is to

be killed as punishment, but Joan saves
him by promising to marry the villain.
Forrest afterwards organises a re-
bellion of the “slave of Scurr, which,
however, miscarries. Aided by two of
them, Antonio Curci, an Italian singer,
and a Cockney named Bill Dingley, he
is able: to prevent the marriage, and
puts Seurr and his gunmen to flight.
They pursue Scurr into a rocky cavern
underground, and thence through a
tunnel to the sea at the foot of the cliffs.
The millionaire attempts to get away in
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a motor-boat he has in readiness, but
Forrest jumps aboard, and a fight
ensues.

Scurr goes overboard in the struggle,
and Harry goes back to shore to take
off his comrades.

The intention is to put out to sea, but
the que«mn arises: “What about the
people ashore? They can’t be left to
their fate!” :

| TuE noisT.

to!
the
shook

reply
protest
singer

BUT n
Harry’s
Ttalian
his head.

‘Signor,” he said,
“the best service we
can render those miser-
ables is to escape our-
selves. If we return
whence we came—a
feat we are not likely
to accomplish, judging
by the difficulties we
encountered on our
v hither—it is most improbable that
¢ shall be able to do anything. On the
m her hand, if we sail away, find a
cruiser, and guide her here, then this
nest of evil.can be Jootul out, and the
unfortunates reseued.”

In face .of this incontrovertible logie,
me:t had to acquiesce to the wishes of
his companions, especially as Joan
p/onprly added her vote to the dictum
of Dingley and the Ttalian.

“Then here’s for it 7 the engineer ex
laimed, re-starting the engine,

Heading towards the surf, he set him-
self to‘Aind the narrow way through the
reofs enciveling the quiet waters of the
lagoon.

- But this was

no- easy task, and for
some time the miotor-boat ran up and
down the fringe of the white-crested
spiay, her crew of four seeking every-
where for the opc‘lmq through the. l“od\s
tbat they knew to exist.
At last Forrest —espied a place that
. locked- promising, and headed for it
nosing the bows gingerly i amongst the
rocks.
To his delight, a fairway opened up in |
the moonlight, and, putting on speed, he
set the motor-boat for the heaving

though sprayless Jane that promised a
passage to the open seas beyond.:
But hardly had be changed his course

| thare Curci seized his arm, and, with a

loud shout,” him to
stop.
“Too late
The epera-

tugged fiercely for

signor ! - Look 1”
nger pointed into the mist

of spray that rose continuously from the

line of reefs.

Forrest obeyed, and at once his jaw
fell.
Ahead, throuch the parted curtains of

the mist, a great bow cut out through
the white mantle of high-flung foam.

Straight down the channel in the reefs
a steamer was chugging, and as she came
the broad beam of a searchlight shot
out from her super-structure.

Forrest gave a groan as he recognised
her.

He
before !

It was the Semiramis returning unex-
pectedly to the island, her white-painted
hull barring the sole way of escape.

Once more Fate had tricked them
upen the very thresheold of vietory.
Everything that had transpived within
the last twelve hours had been in vain !
© Worse still, never agair would the dice
be leaded =0 hea\*lly in the vebels’
favour !

But even here the engineer’s presence
of mind did not desert him. The Semi-
ramis’ searchlight had not yet caunght
the motor-boat, and in a trice Forrest
reversed ¢ngines and backed swiftly out
of the channel head.

Putting about, he lieaded shorewards
at full speed, while the yacht, pursuing
her diguiﬁnd caurse, emerged gracefully
from the long channel whence she had
steamed.

Once—-twme—ih*ee tlme~ the big white
beam ‘swept: the lagoon with its dazzling

had seen those towering sides

5 and on the third oaca=1on onlj
ssed the fleeing “movie ” by a matter

But a miss is as good as a mile. An
instant later it ’nmelled onwards in a
wide arc; then swung round again, and
bore relentlessly down upon the fugitives.

Nearer and nearer the beam came,
searching out the silent waters. And as
it came the three men and ibe girl held
their breaths,

It seemed mmpossible that Hmm time tha -
searchlight eould fail to pick them out.

The man at the giant lamp was work-
ing his focus by jerks, and ever and anon
moved the ray onwards with a start.

For a long instant it swept the shore,
the ledge, and the cliff base beyond; and,
with a sinking heart, Fotrest saw iak no
hiding-place was avaﬂaﬁle Hfor the little
craft even supposing she weappd ﬂ‘
 searchlight beam

Then the menacing wha‘;;e Ser
jumped forward, right down up&’w’ the
motor-boat.

“Got us!”
gustedly.

But nel!  With an equally abrupt
movement, the searchlight band jerked
his pivet ‘round in the other dnectum
and the ray flashed off at a tangent, miss-
img the metor-boat by a yard or so.

In a trice Forrest headed all out in-
shore, “ vegardless of the roar of the
exhaust. ! ?

There was a chance—a bare chanece—
that the hwm of his engine would be

f

Forrest muitered dis-

With that beam sweeping the lagoon
only speed eould save them. :

“Get grpb—eget ammunition out of
those lockers!” he shouted to his com-

panions. “Quick—for the Ilove of
Heaven ! i
And as his fellow-fugitives dived

hastily for the lockers, Forrest drove the
motor-boat full on for the cliff base.

A few yards from the steep he halted
her, and, stodping‘, wrenched the sea-cock
open.

‘T'm going to sink her,” he announced
coolly. “We'll have to swim for it. = Our
only chance is to hide, and if we leave
this craft afleat Molloy’ll- spot her any
mmute Certainly as soon as day
breaks.

we steal out along that
chanmel urdcl Molloy’s nose ¥ Joan sug-
gested dubioushy.

But Forrest shook his head.

“Can’t be done ! he answered tersely.

“To start with, we don’t know the
soundmgs, and so we can’t clear out at
speed. and then, too, youw’ll notice that

Molloy's ancherving close to the channel
head. = We shouldn’t stand the chance of
a celiuloid cat in a rvesy sumset. No.
'1 his is the only way, and there’s plerOlh
little hope in that, either, I'm aﬁald > he
aﬂded glumly.
The water was ‘pouring in through the
ck, and already the bottom boards of
the vessel were awash. - She was settling
down 1ap1dly, and, with a last glance at
the yacht, Forrest signed for his coni-
panions to take to the lagoon. :
‘Can you swim 77 he queried, with an
anxions glance at the film actress.

“NYou bet! = Like a fish!” 5 the
answer, and as she spoke Joan shd easily
over the side into the water, cool and
collectéd. -

Dingley followed; taking a lifebelt with
hini, Wounded as he was, he felt him-
self at a disadvantage, the more so, since,
as he afterwards 1dnntted his prowess in
the water was of a mediocre order.

Then Curci dived, and, gathering up
the loot he had decided to take with him,
Faorrest followed suit.

&
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(Qa-fztinué(z on page-26.)
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drowned by the thunder of the reef.
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The man was clad in armour, and, as it appeared in the light of the fire,
blood red. His face was of the same sangiiine hue. This was strange enough,
but as he turned and faced the window his deficiency was manifest. The
man had no pupils to his eyes.  His open lids exposed two vacant orbs.

Mystery interlocked with mystery! That's the way

of this yarn. A typical ZENITH story, told with

artistry and spell-binding skill. Stories like this

have made the names of Sexton Blake and the
~ “Union Jack"” famous.

THE FIR8T CHAPTER.
Pinkeye, the Navvy.
: —u L HIE congested traffic of Brixton Road was being diverted
..... ( < and delayed by excavation. As if by magic,.a strip of the
inviolable main road had been roped off, and fifty men had -
begun to dig trenches there. i

Conscious that their labours were mysterious and musé
remain so, since it was nobody's business to inquire why
they thus obstructed the affairs of thousands, the occupants
of the deepening trench went about their work with imper-
turbable deliberation, only applying themselves with real
energy whenever they were observed by the bowler-hatted
foreman, !

Not council employees these, but general labourers hired
by a provincial contractor. A scritch lot recruited in record
time from the Labour Exchange. They came, via the road
and the doss-house, from every corner of the earth; and, when the job was
done, or when they ceased to find favour in the eyes of the leading-hand,
would demobilise and drift away again.

The one thing which they had in common was the strength to use pick or
shovel for eight hours a day, and for that ability—which is not to be despised
—were entitled to rate themselves as excavators, and to receive one halfpenny
per hour more than the general labourer of the building trade.

Recruits as they were, these stout fellows were necessarily strangers one
to the other ; but, withthe freemasonry of labour, they had alveady settled down
to be free and easy, and bandied insults like old cronies.

Introductions being dispensed with, and the name on the insurance card
a mafter for strict privacy, the invention of nicknames had proceeded ranidly,
and any unfortunate who was disfigured by a hare-lip or a squint, or a face
less handsome than a matinee idol's, had the fact brought to his attention
whenever he was wanted by one of his comrades.

One of them—a youngish fellow who happened to be an albito—was -
immediately christened “Pinkeye,” or, by way of variation, “ Zenith ”; and
a joke of which the others never tired was to call the attention of the volice
to his white hair, his eyes which glowed like rubies, his leprous skin, and his
effeminate hands, clamouring for his arrest. '

“’Fre you are,” they would say, “there’s your man, Zenith the Albino!
Why don’t you run 'im in? Don’t yer want promotion 7”

Whereat Pinkeye, soiled with road gravel and disfigured by an unshaven
chin, would draw himself up and straighten his dirty rubber collar, grinning
with obvious pride at the distinction.

“Look out, Pinkeye,” they would say, “’ere comes Seiton Blake after
yer! Ain't yer got no automatic?”

It was a great game. Hven the bowler-hatted foreman enjoyed it.

% a x 0 s . .

Perhaps this story may be said to begin at the moment of 5.30 p.m. on the
third day of the excavation, when the foreman blew his whistle, and the
only-too-eager navvies tumbled out of the trench. ;

It being a Monday, and the men having had a “draw ” on account »f
wages, due to their having worked overtime over the whole week-end, the
majority of them turned towards a neighbouring public-bouse.

- he raised the ill-conditioned violin A small group waited for Pinkeye, who devoted an extra long time to

to his chin, and the laughter died. Sentences cleaning himself.
remained unspokgn. Movement ceased. “ Buck up, Pinkeye,” they said, “you got to pay your footing, mate ! ;
(Chapter 1.) “Right-ho!” agreed the young man, in his rasping, falsetto voice. *“But
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what about the rest of yer? Ain't you
got to pay yer footin’s?”

“Garn,” they laughed, “we're shovel-
stiffs, we are. You ain’t used to a shovel
—anyone can see that. Took at yer
’ands. You bin a sign-writer, or some-
thing of that sort. Cost you ’arf a
dollar, it will, but you got to do it. We
all ’ad to pay our footin’, ain’t we? You
come and do the same. Then we'll let
you call yourself a navvy.”

“All right!” agreed the young man.
“T'm on. I don’t know as it ain’t worth
et

This was the kind of reply which
appealed to all hearers, and the group
increased in size. The young albino had
already sown the seeds of popularity
when the round dozen of working men
filed into the White Hart and looked at
him expectantly.

“Now then, mates,” he said, “as
between friends, I don’t care what you
order. What is it 7’ .

- His popularity increased rapidly. -

“Tl} ’ave a pint,” said one boldly, thus
naming the most luxurious drink which
came into his mind.

“Me, too!” agreed several others.

The young albino laughed.

“What's a pint for?” he said.: And
then, to the barman: ;

“Got any quart pots, boss?”

As it happened, there were quart pots
in plenty.

“(sood !” sald Pinkeye. “I'll ’ave ten
quarts of bitter, one double gin *—this
was for the leading-hand, who was too
exalted to drink beer—and——"

He bent over the bar and whispered.

<

“ A tumbler-full of three-star brandy.”

“What d’yer mean?” queried the bar-
“ A double 7

man. .
“No!” snorted the young man.
“Pouble? No! Five doubles, ten

doubles! Fill it up!”
The man looked at him incredulously.
“Know how much that’ll corst yer?”
Pinkeye placed a pound note on ihe
counter. 3
“Will that be enough ?”
“Yes, that'll be enough, but——"
“Well, I'm going to drink it, ain’t
I?J)
The man shrugged his shoulders.
“All right; you know your own busi-
ness best.” .
“What’s that yowre drinking, mate t”

they asked, when the first urgency of |

thirst abated.

' “Ginger-ale,” replied Pinkeye, un-
blushingly. “Beer is too strong for
me.”’

“Rather flat for ginger-ale, ain’t it?”
they scoffed. And the young man
knew that the barman had been talking.

He had, in fact, told everybody in the
house. Not every custonier drinks from
a tumbler full of neat brandy, and the
barman was furtively watching his
albino customer in the expectation of a
collapse. :

But nothing of the sort happened. In-
deed, when the albino navvy had finished
his tumbler of brandy, and his mates had
finished their quarts of beer, he was as
sober as any, and more sober than some.

The only effect he showed was a sort
of coming-to-life about his face and
manner. ¢

He had been a quiet .chap, lowering
and surly. His voice, when he spoke—
which was seldom—had been a creaking
falsetto.

Now his mates were not quite sure
whether it was, or was not, the effect of
the beer upon themselves—his smile had
become frequent and brilliant, and his
voice had deepened.

“We'll do that all again,” he told the
barman. And he_deposited the necessary
money upon the counter.

The others were grateful. Beer was

beer, and not easy to come by. But, at
the same time, they showed a tendency
to draw apart, and form a group away
from their host.

This glittering smile,. challenging and
charming, this resonant, deep voice
which the ear was reluctant to forget,
bore such a burden of sadness that they
were afraid.

Their mate was paying his footing so
strangely that his nickname died upon
their lips. :

A wandering. fiddler came to the door
of the public bar where they were, and,
holding the door open by means: of his
foot, played, or tried to play, such
pathetic ballads as were likely to open
the hearts, and purses, of his clientele.

The navvies, now reduced to eight in
number; were in a mood to enjoy any-
thing, and picked up each well-known

 chorus, in a plaintive monotone not de-

void of beauty. The albino, who seemed
to have grown six inches taller, grace-
fully resisted the efforts of others to
return his hospitality, and purchased
more drink for them all.

Presently the musician ventured to
enter the bar, passing a ragged cap from
man to man. :

The generosity of the poor is pro-
verbial, and a handful of coppers re-
warded him.

When the violinist came to where the
albino stood, the latter pointed to the
silver which he had just received in
change for one of his pound notes, and
which still lay upon the counter.

“Take it,” he said, “and buy yourself
a meal.”

“Thanks,
musician.

<1 knew it,” replied the albino,
the way you played.”

He seized the violin.

“Here,” he said, “I have just tad a
meal—of brandy, and I will play to ycu
as only a full man can play.”

He plucked at the strings.

“Now,” he went on, “if this E string
will tighten to concert pitch——"

The others looked at him. This was.
they thought, the bravado of a man full
of brandy. They began to laugh.

Then he raised the ill-conditioned
violin to his chin, and the laughter died.
Sentences remained unspoken.  Move-
ment ceased.

It was not the perfunctory politeness
of a well-dressed crowd. It was the
desire to lose not a note, not a thrill,
of the wonderful music he made.

Had this man revealed in words the
hidden desires of his heart, the height
of his exulting, the depth of his despair
—desires, exulting and despair which

guv’nor!”  whined the
“J could do with a meal.”

“by

were theirs also—they would not have:

understood. But the language of music
speaks from  soul to soul.

He was such a pastmaster of the in-
strument that his technique was instine-
tive.

Tor five minutes he spoke to them,
then the E string snapped, and they

awoke to the life of every day. Gone
was the romance of the past, the
glamour of the future. They were

navvies, dirty. and half drunk, drinking
in a public-house.

He langhed—that reckless laugh
which was somehow sadder than tears—
and, twning, walked out through the
swing doors, thrusting the violin back
with an abseni stare upon its owner,
whose face showed the wonder he felt
that such strains could be coaxed from
his battered instrument.

None followed, none muttered thé

conventional ¢ Good-night, mate !”

But, somchow, they knew that they
would never again see the pink-eyed
labourer who had worked beside them

those three days, and paid his footing
that night.

And they were not mistaken.

The labourer entered one of the tene- -
ments  which, like the cells of a Gar-
gantuan coral reef, jut up above the
squalor of the Kenningtcn Road, and
startled a woman who was frying
sausages over a gas-ring.

“Hallo!” she said. “You're late to-
night, aren’t you ?”

“Yes,” he replied. “I’ve been paying
my footing—standing treat to my friends
on the job. Where’s the soap?  I'm
going to the sink to have a wash.”

While the woman was eating her meal
of sausage and mashed—a meal which, to
her surprise, he refused to share—the
young man was writing upon a sheet of
paper which had once contained cheese.

When she had finished, he passed the
list—for that is what it was—over to
her.

“See here, Judith,” he said. “I want
you to get those things, and I want
you to get them now. You've been a
lady’s-maid, and you know your way
about all right.. You’d better get a taxi,
and make for the West End before the
shops are shut. The clothes you will get
at the address I have given you.”

The woman looked at him with a face
which had suddenly turned pale.

“This means that you are going to
leave me ?” 4

‘He no’dded,

She walked to the narrow and dingy
window, and stood looking out, the list.
crumpled in her shapely hand. He sat
at the table watching.

“Listen,” he said, at length. “You
have guessed, you must have guessed,
that I am not what I seem to the world.”

The woman made a gesture to show
that she was listening, but remained
with averted head. :

“You will have heard of a man named
Zenith—Zenith the Albino. I am he.”

The woman wheeled sharply, still with
tear-drops upon her lashes.

“You!” she gasped. “Youf”

“Yes,” he said, in his deep, beautiful
voice. “F am, for my sins, Monsieur
Zenith, the infamous thief!”

He took from his case a tiny cigareite,
the paper stained brown with opium,
and smoked rapidly, as if the narcotic
had become vital to him.

“In short,” he went on, after a long
pause of mutual silence, “I happen to
be on the wrong side of the fence. -

“There is a man named Blake—Sexton
Blake, of Baker Street——" :

He paused to knock off the ash of his
cigarette. -

“Until he crossed my path I was—
well, powerful. The police did not even
suspect my existence. Then he began
to thwart me. More and more often he
snatched a prize from my grasp. I—1,
Zenith—knew what it was to want, to
need money. We fought, he and I,
across the years and the continents, in
the air, upon the seas, upon the earth
and under the earth, and more and more
often he defeated me.

“At length he reached the goal for
which he had striven. It was an inspira-
tion of genius, Judith, my child, for
actual knowledge he had none; I saw 1o
that. He knew that my difficulties were
extreme, and suddenly, with a wave of
his hand, he made me an outcast—what
you see.

* He still knew nothing of where I was,
mark you; but he knew my haunts—the
places to which I retired until the time
was ripe for action—and he closed them,
every one, suddenly and completely.

“Yes, the rat was abroad, and each
one of the holes was watched by a
ferret.
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“Picture my plight. 1 needed money
as few men do, and I could get none. I
was Every policeman in the
Force had got my description by heart,
and the description was plain enocugh.

“There was only one alternative to
capture. and I took it. I dropped ouf.
While I had still a little money left, 1
joined the Submerged Tenth, the
under-dogs. Worked with these hands,
turning clay and breaking concrefe. |1
think even Sexton Blake——"

“Sexton Blake,” echoed the woman,
“how you must hate him!”

The albino smiled his glift
Tt was a little less sad, a littl
less than usual.

“No,” he said softly.
I? Tt is all part of the game 0
He relapsed into a fit of al
The opium was already deep
lethargy which the brandy had
to his senses.

“T wonder,” he said, “whether life i
4 fitful dream from which one awakens
to happiness, or whether it is a waking
from which one sinks again into a sea of
happy dreams ?”

Then after a moment. during which
the rapid ticking of the cheap alarm
clock wpon. the mantelpiece was loud as
hammer bloyws: :

“Go,” he urged—“go before I sieep!
Ciet me the gear I need for another
breath of life, another battle with Blake.
This time—who knows?—I may be the
winner.  (Get you gone, Judith. Such
as you are and such as I am, I love you!
Perhaps to-night we part for ever, per-
haps we meet again. Who can say?
All things have an end. ‘ Even the
sweariest river winds somewhere out to
sea.” :

With a gesture of resignation, the
woman looked at the list he had given
her.

“But these things,”
““they will cost pounds!

The albino fumbled sleepily in his
pocket, and flung a roll of banknotes
upon the table.

“Go,” he said, “while—I sleep.”

The woman called Judith stood for a
long time looking at the bowed head,
colourless as a block of Carrara marble.

He had given his life into her hands.
There was a price of five hundred pounds
upon his head, and she was a poor
woman, poor as a church mouse.

Yet for twice ten times that sum she
could not have betrayed him, and he had
known it.

She puzzled: How had he known?

That, if she had realised the fact, was
the secret of the albino’s greatness in
hiz unhappy career. He was never mis-
taken in a man—or a woman. He chose
his lieutenants well.

She bent quickly, kissed the pallid
brow of the sleeping man, and went out
to do his bidding.

_she protested,

‘THE SECOND CHAPTER.
¢ Suppose Someons Was to Qive Him

Bway !

THERE are certain
natures that cannot
admit imperfection,

and of such was that
of Zenith.

Being afflicted with
albinism, a  defect
beyond his power to
mend, he made a
boast of it, and dressed
S0 as to accentuate his
lack of colour.

As is well known to
any reader of these
who has glimpsed the long

memoirs
duel between Blake and Zenith, the

—_—

[t

“ WWhat about me ? ' grinned the bully. * 1I’m his father, ain’t 1 ? The boy

stays ’ere, and I’il thrasn 'im within an
have heard of my name,’’ suggestsd the

inch ¢f hig life !’ ‘¢ | think you cannot
albino. f“1 am Zenith.” (Chapter 2.)

master-crook had a childish love of dress
and display, and it was the conventional
evening gear which he affected most of
all. This, for no other reason, it would
seem, than that the black and white of
evening clothes gave such uncanny em-
phasis to his bloodless face and to his
crimson-irised  eyes, half-veiled by
snowy lashes.

He descended the stone stairs of the
tenement house a few hours after the
events of the last chapter, to the last
detail a dandy. His silk-hat was quite
the latest thing, and worn at quite the
latest angle.

The tiny black studs which secured his
shirt-front were pearls of considerable
value—trinkets which Zenith would have
died to retain. His cloak, his stick, his
boots, the cut of his clothes, all—all were
quife correct.

The outfit had cost the master-crook
every penny he had in the world; but in
the pleasure of wearing expensive clothes
he was able to forget that very un-
pleasant fact.

Within one hour he had an appoint-
ment in the West End. How was he
going to get there? Walk? Not much!
How then? He neither knew nor cared.
Unbounded was Zenith’s faith in him-
self and his lucky star.
Blake's tour
that.

Such was his vitality, doubly astonish-
ing in an albino, that he had already
thrown off the effects of the brandy, and
the opium which had followed. As he
descended the last flight of stairs, he
was swaggering and smiling like the
reckless and intrepid rascal that he was.

Here, on the last flight, he encountered
a thin gentleman whose clothes pro-
claimed him to be a minister of religion.

He was leaning back over the iron

Fven Sexton
de force could not shake

balusters in a strained attitude, and his

hands which gripped the rail were tense
and white. His attention seemed to be
concentrated upon a door which formed
the entrance to one of the tenements, and
he appeared to be listening—listening
with terror to ‘something which was tak-
ing place within.

The surprise of the two men was
mutual.

Zenith was astonished by the attitude
of the clergyman, and the clergyman,
with equal reason, at the apparition of
the peerless albino, in his perfect clothes,
upon the dingy steps of a tenement
house.

Zenith raised his hat with that
inimitable and excessive courtesy which
was one of his characteristics.

“Pardon my curiosity, sir, I beg of
you; but—your attention—that door.
Can T be of assistance?”’

The clergyman doffed his soft hat. .

“Thank you,” he said. “I fear not.
A man—one of my parishioners—who
lives behind that door, is thrashing hLis
child. That is all.”

“And you? You don't like it?” -

“A man has a right, they tell me, to
thrash his child. But you see, sir, this is
not an ordinary thrashing. The man is
a brute. He is the terror of the tene-
ments. I have remonstrated with him
twice, and each time he has struck me.
The last time it was what I think is
called a knock-out. T am waiting now
another chance to speak with him. Tt is
all T can do.”

“Es b7 :

The albino’s face had lost all its charm.
It was the countenance of a fiend.

From his iron-hard mouth and his glit-
tering eyes, the minister shrank back.

“TMhrashing a child, you tell me?”’ mut-
tered the albino.

It was one of the tragedies of the
man’s tragic life that children were
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terrified at him; but, for all that, his| word into an unintelligible roar. - e “Now!” he snarled. “Now, Pink-

love of children was unbounded.: No
man would hurt a child while the albino
could stop him; and, as the clergyman
was to see, the albino’s capacity in this
divection was considerable.

He took from his pocket a morocco
case containing several instruments re-
sembling hypodermic syringes. One of
these he thrust into the keyhole of the
door, using his long forefinger to drive
the piston home. ;

Instantly the door opened, and, fol-
lowed by the clergyman, the albino
walked forward.

The small tenement was divided into
three or four small rooms, and from the
one on their right, plainly a sitting-
room, came the sound of blows and mas-
culine curses.

At the moment of their entry the
victim, a twelve-year-old boy, was stand-
ing upright in the middle of the fioor
and receiving without a moan repeated
blows from a dog-whip.

The man who thus brutally thrashed

this brave little lad, was a tremendous
fellow, seeming, by his height and
breadth, to fill half the room. One could
readily believe that his blow-—so tem-
erately described by the clergyman—
ad been a knock-out. Indeed, the
clergyman’s courage in thus seeking
another interview had been little short
of heroic.

No wonder he was the terror of the
tenements!  There can have been
nothing to touch him, in strength,
weight, and ferocity, for miles around.

! It may be believed that a silent
prayer ascended from the minister’s
heart, a prayer for the strange and opu-
lent creature who opened deors without
a key, and, without shrinking, faced an
infuriated giant on his own ground. It
‘was perhaps many years since a prayer
was uttered on behalf of Zenith—the
‘master-crook ; but, judging from the ex-
pression of the giant, such a prayer was
‘urgently needed.

! He thrust his victim aside and paced
forward, towering above Zenith and in-
quiring, with disgusting invective, how
he had entered, where he had come
from, and what he wanted.

“We came in through the door, in the
ordinary way,” drawled the albino. “We
want to make you conduct yourself like
a man, that is all.”

“What?”

Rage and amazement transformed the
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4 “if I wrong you.

1 know

threw back the whip.

Zenith, standing there with gloved
hand on the knob of his ebony stick, in
an attitude of studied grace, did not
flinch.

With the appraising glance of a
fencer, he looked into the eyes of his
opponent, and knew how to ect
himself, for the time being, with words
only.

“No,” he said mildly; “I shouldn’t, if
I were you.”

If he had shown any readiness to
dodge, or had raised a hand to protect
himself, the whiplash would have cut him
across the face; but.the hig brute, like
all his kind, was intimidated by what
he did not understand, and lowered his
whip to ask whether there was any
adjectival reason why he should not
kick Zenith’s spinal colamn through the
top of his silk hat.

Zenith turned to the clergyman.

“Take that poor lad away,” he said.
“You probably know some charitable
person who will pay for his keep. If
not, I—an advertisement in the personal
column of the daily papers will always
find me. My name is Zenith—Monsieur
Zenith.”

“And what about me?”’ grinned the
giant, with amazement. “T'm ’is father,
ain’t 1? I got my rights; you ask the
parson. That boy stays ’ere—and I'll
thrash ’im within a inch of 'is life. You
*op it, both of yer!”

“I think you cannot have heard my
name,” suggested the albino. “I am
Zenith |

“ What, the crook? Lor’ love a duck!
’Ere, parson, d’yer know what you’ve
got ’ere, ’elping yer? Zenith—Monseer
Zenith—a bloomin’ crook, wanted by
the police!”

The brave little padre walked forward
and placed his arm around the lad’s
shoulders.

“You're coming with me, old chap,”
he said.

And then to the boy’s brutal father:

“1 don’t care what this gentleman
has been, is, or will be. To-night he
has played the part of a . gallant and
Christian man. With all the reverence
of my heart, I say—God bless him !

Zenith bowed his head.

“Amen !’ he murmured. “DBut your
prayers are not for such as I. Be off,
sir. will undertake that this man
never troubles you again.”

The padre stopped on his way to the
door. ;

“Pardon me,” he said appealingly,
But I have heard
that you are a dangerous man. If your
intention is—please forgive me—murder-
ous, then

Zenith laughed. ;

The big man laughed also, but tor a
different reason.

“No,” said the albino. “I give you
my word not to kill him. Be off!”

The parson and his charge disappeared

in the direction of the stairs. With
astonishing  indifference, the giant
watched them go.

“Now,” he said, when the entrance

door had closed behind them, “ you and
Tl ’ave a little talk. I suppose you
wondered why I let them go? Tl tell
yer. You say you ain’t goin’ to kill me?
you ain’t. But I'm a-going to
kill you! And I want no witnesses,
neither, That’s why I kep’ quiet and
let them go.”

He walked over to the fireplace, and.
removing a loose board, returned with
a. life-preserver in his hand. :

It consisted of a short length of lead
pipe in a leathern sling, a dangercus
weapon which the man handled as if he
were aceustomed to its use ‘

e

are that you

 don’t
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eye !
He flung up the weapon.
Probably the quickness of Zenith the
Albino was not equalled by any other

. man in the whole world, and the hitting

wer of his spare frame was unequalled
any a heavy-weight.
reacted with the speed of a striking
lee, of a compressed steel spring. And
he force of the blow lifted the giant
off his feet, blotting out his senses,
causing him to fall like a bag of flour.
Zenith looked ruefully at his glove,
ich was-burst across the knuckles and
stained with blood from the big man’s
broken skin. Then he went to the sink,
returned with a hand-bowl full of water,
and poured it into the giant’s face.
The man gasped, and attempted to

sit up.

Zenith thrust his polished boot into
the man’s face and thrust him back to
the floor. ]

“Stay there,” he said—*“stay there,
fellow-thief.”

The man obeyed. That sensation
which is so often compared to that of
the roof falling in is not pleasant, and
he had no desire to experience it again
for a few minutes.

He had, however, regained use of his
tongue.

““Tre,” he blustered, “who are you
calling a thief? I——"

“7 have seen you once before,” Zenith
told him, “and I never forget a face.”

“What d’'yer mean?”’

For answer, the albino extended his
hands, palm down, and the thumbs point-
ing towards the floor.

“The Last!” gasped the man. “S'elp
me, I didn’t know {”

It was indeed the sign of the cobbler's
last, of that surviving branch of the
Criminal Confederation which is called
the League of the Last.

“If you had known,” murmured
Zenith, “I might not have been able to
make the reverend gentleman the
nise that I did make regarding your

you another sign.”
Still with his hands in the same
position, Zenith brought them together
so that the fingers crossed. It was a
variation of the sign such as only a
Prince-Cobbler of the League would
dare to use. 3
r knew,”. quavered the man,
tricken—‘‘s’elp me, I never
it wasn’t my fault, guv’'nor!
I to know ?’
“Vou know the penalty, T suppose, for

ising your hand to one of the
Princes-Cobbler ?”
“VYes, Bu—"

“Be quiet. My instructions to you
never see that boy again,
If you even by accident ’—he
shrugged his shoulders—“I shall allow
it to be known that you raised your
hand to me. After that, there are =
hundyred and fifty thousand men whe will
not datre to let you live. It will come
to the same thing.”

Zenith tossed his soiled glove to the
floor and went out.

For a long time the giant lay where
Zenith had left him, his face distorted
by futile rage. !

“Yes,” he rasped at length, “but you
know me, Mounseer bloomin’
Zenith! T'll get even with you, don’t
you forget it!”

He rose, snatched a cap from its peg,
and followed the road taken by Zenith.

A few minutes later, by sheer luck,
he caught sight of the albino entering a
taxicab, and even overheard his instruc-
tion to the driver: ¢ Piccadilly Circus.”

The penniless albino was travelling in

do,
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state; but a real and imminent danger
tollowed at his heels.

‘“Suppose,” reflected the big man
whom he so easily disposed of,
‘“someone was to give ’im away—give
‘im away so as ‘e couldn’t escape?
There’s five 'undred of the best on 'is
’ead, and, with five 'undred quid, any-
bady could get across to South America—
the Argentine. Live like a lord!

“There’s a lot in the League,” he re-
flected, “but not many in South
America, so far as I know.”

He hurried to the Oval Tube Station.

“ What's the quickest way to Piccadiily
Circus?” he asked.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
¢ ‘There’s Your Man!”

THE myriad multi-
coloured lights which
have earned for Picca-
dilly Circus a new
name, “The Poor
Man’s Picture-Show,”
were all in operation
by the time Zenith’s
taxicab set him down
beside the Monico.

Above him, a bottle,
limned in light, poured
§ inexhaustible port into
" a magical glass. Near
by, the wheels of an incandescent motor-
car revolved at furious speed.  Still
nearer, electric lamps outlined a puppy
who alternately smoked, and did not
smoke, a cigarette. Near him, a baby,
happy with a bottle of patent food, or
sad without it.

And so on every wall of that civilised
arena which so appropriately revolves
statuette of KEros, the God
) sion. Lights waxing and waning,
forming and fading, changing colour
with kaleidoscopic facility. And, above
it all, remote, changeless, and unimagin-
ably vast, the ultramarine of London's
night. :

It might be supposed that Zenith, un-
disgnised as he was, and mindful of the
fact that he was known to every police-
man in the Force, would slip quickly
from his cab, make what arrangements
he could about the fare, in the absence
of means to pay, and hide himself
within some place of public resort where
he would stand a fair chance of escaping
Tecognition.

This, however, was not his policy.

He who would win must be ready to
lose, and Zenith took a course which was
likely to succeed because of its superb
audacity.

It was the sublime bluff of a card-
player who bids till he hits the ceiling
and has not a card in his hand.

Instead of hurrying over his trans-
actions with the taxidriver, and so draw-
ing to himself the ready suspicion of the
police, he lingered in the full light of the
. portico and chatted affably what time he
feit for his wellfilled “notecase—that
essential of life in the West End which,
ip his case, was a fiction only.

“Can you change a pound note, my
. man?” he inquired, as his hand went to
his breast-pockef.  And then: “Oh, I
say. I'm so sorry! T've left my case
behind me. Haven’t a penny. Will you
drive me to my club, or accept my card
and call for the money? Which ever
you please. I'm in no hurry.”

“Leave it to you, sir,” said the man
willingly. He could size up a fare with
anybody in London, and reckoned that,
ahatever happened, he was safe to get
‘the money and a bit over, which, in
fact, he was. :

“Then leave it to me,” agreed Zenith,
He handed the man a card, which bore
the name of Adrian Rickard and an
addiess in  the Albany. It was, of
course, a ficticn. But the adroit albino
had contrived to slip his gold cigarette-
case info the man’s overcoat-pocket, and
it contained a pencilled message bidding
the man to keep it. Zenith was a crook,
but he did not rob men who worked
for their living.

Thereafter, with the pleased and
slightly bored expression of a man of
leisure, ““all dressed up and nowhere to
go,” he stood, swinging his stick and
wondering, as it scemed, whether the
time was ripe for a cocktail, or whether
a carefully chosen meal would be more
amusing.

As he stood thus he was confronted by
an individual whose very existence had
already passed from his mind—the
clergyman from the tenements.

1 have followed you,” said the padre,
“and for, as I think, a good reason.”

¢ Any reason must be good which gives

“me the pleasure of meeting you again,”

replied the courtly Zenith.
ceed, sir!”

“I will. First, tell me, did you have
trouble with the father of the boy whom
you so courageously rescued?”

The albino smiled and looked at the
knuckles of his ungloved hand.

“There was,” he said, “a momentary
misunderstanding.”’

“Pray pro-

“Because,” the clergyman hurried on,
» g

“he has dogged your steps to this place.
I was returning, because I feared for
your safety, and I saw you enter a cab.
I also saw him watching you, and the
expression mpon his face was terrible.
No sconer had you entered the cab than
he hurried away, as if he had made up
his mind to some revengeful act. I—I
took it upon myself to ascertain that he
went to the Tube station and inquired
the quickest route to Piccadilly Circus.”

The clergyman paused for want of
breath.

“T am grateful to you,” smiled Zenith.

“I presume,” continuned the other,
“that you take my meaning. You were
sincere enough to inform me in his hear-
ing that yon were a—a——"

“ Thief?”

“That you were ‘wanted’ by the
police. And it struck me that he might
intend to inform against vou. Hence
my unwarrantable pursuit.”

“H all varsons were like you,” said
Zenith, ¢ there would be fewer in my un-
happy plight. The thief thanks you, and
will not forget. Good-night, padre!”’

He raised his hat and the padre turned
away.

At that moment, however, a big man
with a bruise upon the side of his jaw,
pushed his way through the crowd and
halted in front of them.

He was followed by a policeman and
a police-sergeant, both in uniform.

“There’s your man!” he said, pointing
to Zenith. ¢ Zenith the Albino! And
don’t forget that it was me what put you
on to him.”

The albino took his cigarette from his
lips and laughed with bewildered amaze-
ment.

“What does this mean?” he asked of
the sergeant, with pleasant. curiosity.

“If you don’t mind, sir,” replied the
officer, already impressed by Zenith’s
manner, “we will step back into the
foyer here. I shall have to ask you a
few questions. . This gentleman ”—and
he indicated the clergyman—‘“had better
come with us.”

They entered the long hall of a fashion-
able cafe, then almost deserted.

“I must apologise if I am making a
mistake,” said the sergeant, “but this

>

man has laid information against you
which identifies you with a notorious
criminal.  He accuses you of being a
certain - Monsieur. Zenith, with whose
published description you agree.”

“Please don’t apologise!’ protested
Zenith. “Is this Monsieur Zenith also
an albino?”

The sergeant nodded

£t 1765 2

“ Poor fellow! I could forgive him
anything.  Myself, T have the misfor-
tune to work for a living and pay income
tax. My mname is Rickard—Adrian
Rickard. I am a broker on the Corn
Exchange, in Mincing Tane. Here is
my card.”

“Thank you, siri”

The sergeant passed the card to his
subordinate, but plainly it cut no ice
with either of them. The word of a sus-
pect—even when the suspect is smilingly
at ease—has little value in the eyes of
the Force.

At the same time the sergeant did not
care to suggest the obvious course of
taking a taxicab to the police-station.
True, this man in every respect tallied
with the description circulated of Zenith
the Albino. But how can any descrip-
tion distinguish one albino from another?
The usual traits—colour of hair, colour
of eyes—what use were they?

"

said, “to turn out your pockets.”

“Turn out my pockets!” protested the
suspect. *‘Oh, I say, officer, that's a bit
thick, isn’t it? Well, here goes!”

Needless to say, Zenith had not
courted arrest with incriminating
material on his person. There were

several letters, perfectly innocent 1nis-
sives, addressed to Adrian Rickard at the
address already given on the visiting
card. A business card—‘‘ Rickard, Rosz,
& Co., Importers and Merchant, Corn
Exchange, London "—an old cloak-room
ticket, and the invitation of a titled
lady to some forgotten dance. :

The well-known cigarette-case, with
its opium-sodden cigarettes, which the
sergeant had hoped to see, lay at that
moment in company with a threepenny
racing telegram in the overcoat-pocket of
a taxi-driver. :

Thus did Zenith’s lucky star fight on
his side.

Perceiving that his quarry was in a
fair way to escape, the big man burst out
with further accusation.

“Why,” he said, “’arf an hour ago this
bloke was in my place at Kennington.
Give me the sign, -he did. Adrian
Rickard? He ain't no Adrian Rickard!
Ask the parson. He knows. He'll tell
yer.”

“Hold your tongue!” admonished the
sergeant.  “Nogh, sir,” he continued,
“where were you half an hour ago?”

“ Half an hour?” pondered the albino.
“Why, half an hour ago 1 was having a
drink with a friend of mine, named Det-
mold, I was going to meet him here.
Ah, here he is! He can confirm that
himself.”

A second gentleman, whose evening
clothes were only less precise than those
of the albino, at this-point pushed open
the swings doors and joined them,

“Hallo !” he said genially.  “What’s
this? You under arrest, old man?’

“ Something of the sort,” replied the
albino  punctiliously, returning the
other’s salute. “Can you bail me out, or
whatever they call it?” :

The sergeant held up his hand.

_“ Please keep silent’ for a moment,
sir!” S :

He turned to the newcomer,

“ Will you oblige me by telling me who
this is?” :

am afraid I must ask you,” he =
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“Yes; he’s one of the biggest rascals
in Mincing Lane.” :

_The newcomer appeared to enjoy the
situation. . )

“And,” he went on, “I hope you will
imprison him for a long time. He is an
infamous criminal, named Rickard, be-
longing to a notorious firm of criminals
called Rickard, Ross, & Co. His lair is
in The Albany.”

The sergeant smiled.

““And who—if I may ask the question |

—are you??
“ My name 1s Charles Detmold. I am
a secretary at the German Legation. To

be serious, I am afraid you are making
a mustake. I am quite ready to vouch
for this gentleman’s bona fides, and 1
should be glad if you would release him.
I fancy that he requires a drink.”

“Clearly,” agreed the sergeant, “I am
making a mistake, and I hope that Mr.
Rickard will accept my apology.”

“Then we may consider ourselves at
liberty 7

““ Just one moment, gentlemen.”

The police-officer was remarkable for
his pertinacity. He asked of the clergy-
man :

“Do you know this gentleman?”

The clergyman turned first white and
then red.

‘¢ Yes.!i

“In what circumstances did you meet
him?”

“He—ah—he has assisted me in one
of my charities.”

This was hardly an answer to the
question, but the sergeant was already
satisfied.  The parson’s hesitation he
attributed to the diffidence of his order.
Assisted in a charity? Could any testi-
mony be more favourable ?

“ Good enough!” said the sergeant.

He saluted smartly.

¢ Good-evening, gentlemen, and many |

apologies 1

The big man tried to speak, but the
constable silenced him abruptly.

“You get out of here!” he
“We’ve had enough of you!”

The parson returned to Brixton on the
top of a bus, prayerfully wondering

said.

whether he had told a lie. The big
man became uncontrollable, and was
firally charged with assaulting the
police,

A few hours after his release from
prison a month later he was unfortu-
nately xun over and killed by a motor-
lorry. Tt appeared to be his own fault,
and a verdict of “death from misadven-
ture ” was returned by the coroner’s
jury.

The report which went in to the head-
quarters of the League ran as follows:

“No. 2971 removed per instructions.
Finger-printed, Nos. 697 and 4390.”

. 'The big man’s number in the League
of the Last was 2971gy In such wise was
criminal justice achieved.

. . .

Within a hundred yards of the spot
where Zenith had staked his freedom—
and, indeed, since freedom was life to
him, life itself—on a false, but carefully-
thought-out identity, he and the diplomat
called Detmold lingered over an almost
perfect dinner.

The diplomat himself was a gourmet of
pretension; but both he and the head
waiter found reason to accept Zenith's
decisions in the matters of food and
wines.  The albino had subsisted on
fried sausages long enough to give much
thought to the selection of a decent meal.

The bill, certainly, would be unusually
beavy; but this was a matter of indiffer-
ence -to both the albino and his host,
since the charge would be debited ta the
Secret Service of a country which could
well afford it.

The diplomat raised his glass. -

“Mp. Adrian Rickard,” he said, with
an accent of subtle irony, “I drink to
your freedom, and the continued success
of your firm of cotton—or was it corn ?—
brokers; also to your forethought in in-
structing me as to their existence. Is it
not fortunate that I have a good
memory ?” -

“ Fortunate indeed,” replied the albino,
In response. .

And then, in a lower voice:

“ Within seven days I will bring you
the formula which will make your nation
paramount among the nations of the
world.” :

“And where,”” queried Detmold, ‘‘is
the formula now ?” .

“I don’t mind telling you,” replied
Zenith. “Tt reposes in a quiet Sussex
village known as Dipton End. It will
not be easy to get it, because a well-
known private detective, named Sexton
Blake, is there now, but I shall suceeed.

“1,” he continued, ‘“have one advan-
tage over Sexton Blake, an advantage
which is worth much.”

“And that is?”

“ He does pot know of the existence of
the formula. I do.”

&

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
i | Can Put My Finger on the Man!”

DIPTON END is a
halt, rather than a
station.

The triple duties of
stationmaster, booking-
clerk, and porter, are
usually performed by a
single  individual—an
eccentric who must be
t one of the oldest em-
ployees of the Southern
Railway Company, and
who occasionally wears
a silk hat to signify
that he is the man in charge.

This was one of the occasions. Not

only had the silk hat been drawn from |

its nest in the lamp-ecupboard, but it had
received such extra gloss as a boot-brush
was able to impart.

For Mr. Sexton Blake, of Baker Street,
was expected on the midday train, and
Miss Silvia Lanesmere was there to meet
him.

A great occasion.

Silvia Lanesmere, pale, aud dvessed in
the deepest mourning, sat at the wheel of
her late father’s four-seater, and watched
for the white cloud of smoke which would
herald the coming of Blake’s train.

She was sure that the detective would
come. He bad said that he would not fail
her, and he was the sort of man to keep
his word. She had asked him, pleaded
with him, to come down and continue the
investigations he had begun at the time
of her father’s tragic death. This be-
cause the suspense which followed was
unendurable.

Yet she was afraid of what he might
find out.

Her father had been a scientist.
Exactly what sort of a scientist nobody
knew. He had read papers on ballistics
and molecular physics subjects at a meet-
ing of the British Association. Other-
wise, hie had been a recluse, and, to his
daughter, anyhow, his experiments had
been a mystery.

Gilbert Lanesmere, F.R.S., had been
more than a recluse. Although his
daughter did not admit the fact, even to
herself, he had been a crank and an
egotist.

When Derek Ross, the youthful master
of a neighbouring property, had proposed
mazrriage to her, a proposal suitable and

satisfactory in every way, especially to
the principals, Derek and Sylvia, the old
man had reminded his daughter of hes
promise made to a dying mother that
she would care for him as long as he
needed her.

She had accepted the burden with
resignation, and refused to join in
Derek’s wild abuse of her father,

“He is my father,” she had said dis-
mally. “It breaks my heart, Derek dear,
but you must forget me.”

And then, ene terrible night, her
father had been found with a bullet
wound through his skull.

Suicide had been impossible. = The
weapon from which the bullet had been
fired was found fifty yards away, and
near the body strange footmarks had
been found.

There was a thought in the girl’s mind.
No, not in her mind, in her sub-eonscious-
ness, in the dreadful dreams which visited
her fitful sleep. This was the fact which
made her dread the coming of Sexton
Blake.

She believed that if any man could
discover her father’s murderer, the Baker
Street detective was that man.

She told herself a hundred times over
that Derek Ross, the chivalrous genile-
man whom she loved, could never de-
scend to a erime so dastardly as this.

_Yet he was an Irishman, dark and pas-
sionate, He had said terrible things
against her father—things then forgotten,

 gladly forgotten, but now rismg like

bubbles of poison gas, to the placid sur-
face of her memory,

Not only this,

She had heard him assure the Scotland
Yard detectives, who had taken over the
case from the county police, that he
was at home during the whole night of
the crime. Yet, when he had come to
condole with her, and had taken her in
his arms, she had noticed and remarked
upon it, that his coat was damp.

“Yes,” he said, “the rain—7" And
then checked himself.

It had rained on that night!

What if Derek Ross was the man?

Her gauntleted hands trembled upon
the driving-wheel of her car. She longed
for Sexton Blake’s coming as much as
she dreaded it. Would that distant cloud
of smoke never appear! 7 .

When at length the broad, athletic
figure of the great detective came down
the steps and across the country road
towards her, the dark cloud eof fear lifted
a little.

He was so wholesome, so honest, so
sane, that it seemed impessible he should
bring news which would break her heart.

And the fine, upstanding lad by his
side,” a lad whom he introduced in one
word as “Tinker,” was a 'younger
edition of himself,

“Well, Miss Lanesmere,” he queried,
with something of the manner of a
physician, “have you been sleeping
better 27

:I"he g,’r’{rl tried to smile.

“You won’t be happy until this mys-
tery is cleared up—eh ?”

‘Perhaps not then,” thought the girl,
but she gave no answer in words, and
merely nodded her assent.

Sexton Blake took the seat by her side,
while Tinker, together with a buge blood-
hound which they referred to as Pedro,
took their places in the seats behind.

“I have had,” said the girl presently,
“ another shock, a dreadful one. Please
take this seriously, Mr. Blake. I am not
mad, I assure you. It is the truth. I
have seen my father’s ghost!”

One might doubt the statement, but it
was impossible not to take it seriously.
Sylvia’s face, even her lips, were livid as
she uttered the words,
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For answer, Blake placed his hand

upon her arm.

“Courage,” he said gently. And the
4RV hen you feel like 1t tell me a httlv
more.’

Sylvia started the car and began to
drive slowly along the quiet Sussex lane.

“There is not much to tell,” she went

on, with extraordinary Cu‘{l"l “ Last
wnight, not being able to sleep, I was

standing looking out from my window.
It was then I saw my father. He walked
straight across the lawn in the moonlight,

straight up to the house. Then—he
vanished

“How did you know it was your
father? Did you recognise his face?”

“No; I knew it was my father by—
by V\‘)at he was wearing.’

““That is not a very satisfactory means
of identity, .Mbs Lanesmere,”

It was, Blake—it was. The—
the thing I \aw was not dressed in
ordinary clothes, but in a complete suit
of medieval armour.”

“And your father——

“My father—I think he was a little
bit mad, really. On two occasions he
has fugh‘roned me by appearing dressed
like that when he hafl reason to think I
was out of the way.”

“What .made him adopt
costume? Was he interested in
Middle Ages?”

“Not the least bit in the world, M.
Blake. He was very modern indeed.
He ha,ted things which were behind the
hmes

that

“And yet he wore armour. Did you
ask him why?”
“No, Mr. Blake; one could not

question my father. He was not that
kind of man.”

“H'm! Have you got that suit of
armour now?”’

“Yes. I looked this morning. Tt is
focked up in a secret cupboard in his
room and covered with dust. No one
else could have worn it. I thought of
that,

“Perhaps,” Sylvia went on, “you
think T am only an hysterical girl, and
that I imagined the apparition which
I am telling you about. I did not. I

am quite, quite sure that I saw it, and
1 am quite, quite sure that it was not
of this earth. It ,Ioveu with a light

of its own. I

And without warning, driving the car
as she was, Sylvia Lanmmme famfod

Blake caught her, and at the same
instant put in the brake,

Fortunately it was only a short dis-
tance to her house:; and, even before
h“v reached it, Sylvia was able to
elf.
they bad safely

the car, Blake
her to continue the
ssion of the subject of the tragedy.
With Tinker beside him and Pedio at
his heels, he walked down to the village

Nevertheless, when
arrived and garaged
would not allow
(}

inn to see Imspector Coutts.
Inspector Coutts, in his inevitable
bowler and blue melton overcoat,

gave the detectives a welcome which
personaily was very hearty and officially
was very frigid.

“Well, well,

my dear Blake, how are

you? How are you, Tinker, my lad?
Come right in!”

And® then to Blake, in a husky
whisper :

“They’'ve got some pre-war whisky.

Won-derful stuff! Won-derful{”

A few minutes later, from behind a
stiff measure of the hospitable in-
spector’s discovery, Blake was listening
to his' official friend’s opinions and
theories.

“ Matter of fact,”
“the case is over.
on the man.

sald the inspector,
I can pub my finger
Mighty glad to see you,

the |

. e

Ll L e

leker waited oniy a moment, and then fired, twice. The shofs echoed:

At such a short distance it was

4 ouse and the trees.
ﬁz:gs.slbslgnt% rf:&.:. 1|""‘Yeef;htha Thing continued on its way. (Chapter 5.)
all the same. Here’s hoping! Yes, the| by your considerable experience, 1
case is over, and I'm particularly sorry should like to ask a question. :
for your client.” “This ”—and he inverted the pill-
“\Vhi(h means, 1 suppose,” said| box—"is, I believe, the bullet which
Blake, “that you have brought the | killed Mr. Lanesmere.”

crime home to young Derek RO‘S, her
sweetheart 7

“ Exactly I”

“H'm. 1 am sorry, but not surprised.
Everything indicated his guilt. One
doesn’t like to accept the obvious, buf
even the obvious is a fact sometimes.”

“You're right, Blake; although, 'pon
my soul, 1 don t know so much about
the obvious! I tell you, I had to use
all my powers

“There wasn't much to go upon. The
first thing was a cast of one of those
footmarks which were near the body.
I made a very nice cast, and I've got a
shoe of Ross’ which fits it as a glove
does the hand. The seeond thmg was
that young Ross deposed to being af
home ail the o\cning of the tragedy.
I can p)o‘e-—‘mo independent witne
at he was out for a consider-
able thne.

“The third

thing is these enlarged
photographs.  One is of a finger-print
upon the barrel of the rifle which fired
the fatal shot, the other is of a similar
print from a tumbler out of which Ross
had taken a drink. The fourth thing is

that Ross, and Ross alone, el
sufficient motive for doing old Lanes-
mere in. Pretty complete, “eh?

“Complete, indeed,” nted Blake.
“You have enough anum\tanimi evi-
dence to hang a saint.”

“Which Ross, by any manner of
means, is nob.”

“I agree.’

Sexton Blake took out his pocket-case,
and from that-a pill-box containing some
small hard object which rattled as he sect
the box down.

“If” he said, “I might sit at the feet
of Gamaliel for a moment, and benéfit

“Where did you get that?” ejaculated
Inspector Coutts. “ My chaps searched
the whole field.”

“ Nevertheless,” Blake fold him, “I1
found it after your chaps had finished.
It's hardly their fault, It was a long
way from the scene of the crime.

“Now, the question I want to ask is
this: How did that bullet become tele-
scoped, as it is, to half its length

Coutts looked at the bullet attentively.

It was a nickel-cased, eylindrica! bullet
such as is fired from a Service rifle, and
it had struck some substance so hard
that it was almost flattened out.

“The bullet which killed \lr Lanes-
mere,” said Coutts ponderously, “entered
the orbit of his left eye and pw\ed out
at the back of his =l\u[1 This distor-
tion must have been caused by contact
with some bone. That’s all that there
is to it, Blake. Nothing more, T think.”

Blake nodded. =

“I have seen such a bullet telescoped,
although not to the same extent, by
contact \viﬂl the bones of a man,”
admitted; “but I am afraid I must
you to consider the fact side by

with another. The wound at the back
of Mr. Lanesmere’s skull was a clean
perforation. Now that bullet would
have made a hole as big as a half-
penny.”

“Then,” said Coutts tuummmnhv ok

3

was not that bullet which killed him.

i Tnat theory,” admitted the dete
tive, “is supported by the circumstance
that I found that bullei about fifty yards
from the scene of the crime. bui' you
must admit that the coincidence is extra-
ordinary. You found no bullet: 1
found one—exactly the kind of bullet we
expected to find—yet we cannot allow
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that my bullet is the one which caused
the tragedy. Unsatisfactory, inspector.
Very unsatisfactory indeed.”

“Well, really,” protested Coutts, after
a moment, “I can’t see.that it matters.
We’'ve got the evidence that we want.”

“Quite. But there is this difference
between our positions. You want a con-
viction; I want justice.”

“Tiddlesticks, Blake! TFact is, that
you ‘don’t want to see that poor girl
nade to suffer again, and there I'm with
vou. But she’s well rid of the scoundrel,
don’t forget that.” -

;Whereupon Blake dropped the subject
and proceeded to talk of other things.
But Tinker was a lad of trained observa-
sion, and a very ordinary circumstance
zave him much food for‘thought.

Sexton RBlake had hospitably placed
his cigar-case on the table within reach
of ‘the inspector’s appreciative hand.
But_ himself, the detective elected to
smoke a malodorous briar pipe.

When Blake smoked a pipe, and, abqve
all, that pipe, he was on the war-

ath

Tinker rejoiced.

“T wonder,” he said to himself, “what
time—if at all—we shall get to sleep
to-night ” 3

Plainly, Sexton Blake was not quite
so satisfied with Inspector Coutts’ con-
clusions as was the inspector himself.

THE FI!IFTH CHAPTER. l

The Ghost.
L]

STRANGE and com-
plicated - are the re-
actions of the mind!

When Sylvia Lanes-
mere heard that her
lcver had been
arrested, instantly she
became convinced of
=2 his innocence.
y  “Is it possible,” she
asked herself, “that 1
hould have given my
{ love to one who could

5 commit so mean a

crime? It is not. Therefore, Derek is
innocent, and I am ashamed that I ever
doubted him.”

Feminine reasoning this, but not un-
worthy of consideration, for all that.

It had been Sexton Blake’s unpleasant
duty to acquaint his client of the arrest;
and, having very justly congratulated

the girl upon her courage, he walked |

cul into the sunken garden adjoining
Lanesmere House.

It was late on the night of his arrival,
but he was in no mood for sleep.

In the sweet still air-of the mild spring
night, he paced the long length of a
flagged path, smoking, thinking, trying
to clear up the mystery of the telescoped
bullet.

Tinker was in bed, and the blood-
hound, Pedro, was probably stretched
out upon the mat outside Tinker's bed-
room dcor.

But Sylvia Lanesmere, his hostess, re-
mained awake, as she presently proved
by asking permission to join him.

Blake assented willingly.

He divined that the girl was suffering;
and with the object of leading her
thoughts away from the terrible subjects
of crime and punishment, he began to
talk pleasantly about trifles.

Sexton Blake was taciturn, as a rule;
but when he chose he could talk
. excellently.

At length he was rewarded by seeing

a trace of colour in her cheeks, a light
of interest in her eyes.

Then, as if designed by some demon
of malevolence, happened that which
drained the vitality out of her, leaving
in its stead the fascination of unfathom-
able fear.

His first warning, indeed, was the
sudden fixity of her glance, the terror-
stricken exposure of the whites of her
eyes.

Coming towards them ~from the
shadows of the rose-garden was the
spectral figure of a man in plate-armour,
and as it passed through dark places
beneath trees, they saw that it glowed
with an unearthly light of its own.

“Father!” cried the girl, and swayed
as if about to fall.

Blake was compelled to support her
to a seat, and in that moment the
apparition passed within a few yards of
them.

Blake left her on the stone seat, and
turned to follow.

He had seen too many unexplainable
things in his eventful life to assert that

R R R R R R R R
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a visitant from another world was im-
possible; but he was not going to accept
this or any ghost as a fact until it was
proven up to the hilt—and he was not
afraid.

One interesting circumstance was that,
after seeing himself and Sylvia, the
spectre had quickened its pace.

If the ghost was nervous of inspection,
so much the greater reason to inspect it.
He broke into a run.

The luminous, silvery figure passed
with a peculiay, swinging gait straight
towards the house, crossing the edge of
the croquet lawn, exactly as Sylvia had
deseribed in her narrative of the morn-
ing regarding the previous visitation.

It was already half-way across when
a slim, white figure started up in its
path, and a boyish voice challenged :

“Halt, cr I fire!” :

Apparently, history had repeated itself.
This time 1t was Tinker who had looked
from his window and perceived the visita-
tion.

His voice was not quite steady  He
asserted afterwards that the chill air
was responsible; but, in truth, the

appearance of the Man in Steel was terci-
fying enough to excuse it.

The lad waited only a moment, and
then fired twice.

The shois echoed: ‘“Bang, bang!?
from the house and from the trees.

His voice trembled, but there is little
doubt that his hand was steady enough.

He fired first at the legs and then at
the body of the spectre. At such a short
distance it was impossible to miss. Yet
the Thing continued on its way.

A cloud came over the moon, and. in
the darkness, thé spectre appeared to ho
filled with white light. It dived into a
large  summer-house  which  looked
towards the main building.

Blake caught Tinker by the shoulders.

“Give me your gun,” he ordered, ““and
get back to bed. Hop it! This is no
place for you!” :

Grumbling that the gun was nc geod
agamst things like that, and walking, it
must be admitted, rather shakily, Tinker:
obeyed.

Liess than half a minute afterwards
Blake entered the summer-house upon the
heels of the spectre.

The entrance to the summer-house was
so dark that the detective could hardly
find his way in; but he had had it undey
observation every second since the
ghostly figure had entered; and it was
in dark places that the movemenis of
the Man in Steel were most  easily
followed.

Yet the summer-house was empty.

Blake struck a match.

The walls and roof were of rustie
wood. The floor was of concrete.

Blake sniffed. :

Did Le expect a whiff of sulphurous
fumes from the infernal regions? Tmi
possible to say. But that is exactly what
he perceived.

*“Ah, I thought as much !”

With which cryptic saying, Blake sud-
denly abandoned the pursuit, and
returned to the stone bench where he
had left Sylvia Lanesmere.

The girl had recovered sufficiently to
walk.

Locking very like a ghost hersclf, she
returned to the house. Thereafter,
having obediently swallowed a sleeping-
draught which Blake prepared, she re-
tired to her room.

The detective procured an electric
torch from his suitcase and returned to
the garden, whistling for Pedro as he
Wt

The fact that he took Pedro with him
appears to indicate some scepticism as to
the ghostly character of the Man in
Steel.

The gravel outside the summer-houss
was of a soft and binding nature. By
lying full-length thereupon, the detec-
tive was able to make out the print of a
mailed foot. Placing the torch low, so
that it threw every depression, however
slight, into high relief, he identified
tracks both entering and leaving the
building.

But, for once, Pedre was less clever
than his master.

The hound did his canine best to find
a scent in the almost invisible foot-
prints to which Blake held his nose; but,
in one thing at least, the Man in Steel
maintained his ghostly character—he
could not be trailed by a dog.

For a full hour longer the detective
was searching. He followed tracks both
towards the house and away through the
rose-garden, but only to lose them on
hard ground.

(Continued on page 19.)
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It is well that the modern, common-sense world has ridiculed

duelling out of existence.

ss oo
oo oo

practice of duelling has altogether
died out. Only a few years ago an
English  nobleman  challenged
another gentleman to mortal combat.
The duel, however, did not come off,

On the Continent such challenges are
by no means uncommon to-day, although
they are a violation of the law.
Mascagni, the composer of the famous
“(avalleria Rusticana,” recently issued a
challenge to another musician who had
offended him.

Tt is also a mistaken idea that the
duellist who killed his man in the days
of wigs and ruffles always escaped retri-
bution at the hand of the law. If he
were proved to have fought fairly, and
the challenge had been issued by the
dead man, then he might expect.a verdict
of manslaughter at the subsequent trial,
and probably he would be dismissed
h a caution. But if, on tne other
hand, he had been the aggressor, had
forced a quarrel upon the other .party,
then the chances were that he would find
himself doomed to the gallows.

Nowadays, either surviving party in
a duel would find small mercy from a
judge and jury. In the eyes of the law,
the man who kills in a duel is simply a
murderer. Not only so, but his seconds,
and any other persons connected with
the arrangements for the fight, can be
charged with aiding and abetting.

A Chronic Dusllist.

Some people, like the English noble-
man mentioned above, believe even in
these days that the duel is an honour-
able way of settling disputes between
gentlemen. The obvious flaw in a
defence of duelling is the fact that the
practice puts the peaceful citizen at the
mercy of any bully who is skilful with
pistol or sword, and chooses to pick a
quarrel with him.

In the old days no gentleman would
think of declining a challenge, even
though it might come from someone
whom he knew to be greatly his superior
at sword-play. To-day, the proper course
to pursue on receiving a challenge is,
of course, to communicate with the
police.

IT is a mistake to believe that the

One of the most infamous of bullying

duellists was George Robert Fitzgerald,

childish.

known as “Fighting Fitzgerald ”"—an
Irishman who made himself feared in
the fashionable circles of London towards
the end of the eighteenth century. He
was a master of the art of fencing, and
an absolute genius at picking quarrels.
Furthermore, he was a braggart of the
first water, and given to the most disso-
lute habits in his private life,

t was not until Fitzgerald had fought
twenty duels that the fact came out
which resulted in his being hounded
from society. In these twenty en-
counters he had wounded or killed his
opponents in no less than eighteen
cases, while he was only once wounded
himself. At this point in his carcer it
was discovered that his strange immunity
from injury, which had already aroused
the suspicions of a number of people,
was not entirely dus to his falent with
the rapler—he was caught wearing a
coat of mail under his ordinary clothes
while actually on the field!

Jovered with shame, Fitzgerald left
the gay world of London and retired to
his Irish estate. Some time later he
reappeared—on trial for his life. He
suffered the death penalty for the brutal
murder of a Mr. McDonnell.

Brawls arising in the London taverns
during the seventeenth and eighteenth
centuries led to the trial, and in some
cases to the conviction, of a number of
gentlemen of good position, who killed
their opponents in hastily-arranged duels.
The slightest thing, such as a thought-
less word construed into an insully
would lead to a challenge and an en-
counter, which would often take place
without delay, then and there, by candle-

light among the glasses and bottles, with,

the table pushed back against the wall.

A very famous case was that of Major
Ozeby, an officer who had distinguished
himself under the Duke of Marlborough,
and whose worst fault, it seems,; was
a hot temper. One night, when drinking
and gambling with a number of friends,
at the Castle Tavern, Drury Lane, he
became incensed because one of the party
staked pence, which the major declared
to be an impertinence.

A fierce quarrel arose, and later in
the evening, Oreby ‘‘called out” the

' could be proved,

It can be cowardly, futile, or even

oo ve
e o

gentleman who had offended him, and
they fought, Oreby killing his opponent.

He was arrested, but his case dragged
on for over two years, and he was con-
fidently hoping for an acquittal when he
found himself sentenced to death. He
committed suicide in his cell.

s Without Unnecessary Risk.”’

Another duellist, Mr. Walters, who
figured in a similar fracas about forty
years before the case just mentioned, was
tried for killing Sir Charles Pym in a
duel, but escaped with a verdict of
manslaughter, the judge ruling that
““the matter was only a storm, such as
men are subject to, so that it does not
reach precedent malice, but was only
subsequent passion.”

Duelling has been carried on in many
and various ways, in all parts of the
world. Medieval knights fought with
lance and sword. Italians and French-
men brought the art of the rapier to
perfection. Spaniards favoured the
dagger and cloak. In most of the affairs
which have occurred, despite the law;
ie recent years, pistols have been used.

But firearms are noisy, and people who
can fence with skill are to-day in a
minority. The “silent duel ” is a modern
development.

Each of the combatants has to choose
one of two straws whose ends are con-
cealed, or to draw from a pack of cards,
or to throw dice. = The man who picks
the shorter straw, or a certain card, or
who throws the lowest number, must,
as a matter of honour, commit suicide
within a stated period. A mere affair
of personal insult would hardly be settled
in this way. The “silent duel” is the
resource of men who find that, for some
reason, “the world is too small to hold
them both ”—and it obviates the risk of
the survivor’s being tried for murder—
unless, of course, the suicide compact
when the survivor
would himself be indicted for murder.

Looked at from a rational viewpoint,
we must be glad that the practice of
duelling is no longer common—at least,
in this country. It arose from a mis-
taken notion respecting honour, and
despite the romantic 'side which 1f
possesses, it seems a childish method of

' settling a dispute,
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The Marvellous Escapes
of BARON TRENCRK

Recording the career of the most persis-
tent prison-breaker in the world’s history.

A Three-part Article—PART ONE.

We have recorded many Great Escapes, and, in response to a demand for more
of this popular feature, will continue to do so at intervals. Of all the remarkable

prison-breakers we have hitherto described, however,
within measurable distance of the old-time exploits

HERE has never been a prisoner

! yet who did not “size ” up his

prison with a view to escaping
from :it,

Prisons, however, are built to frus-
trate such designs, and when the un-
fortunate captive realises the size of hig
gelf-set task, he usually realises he is
facing a practical impossibility.

But there are some men who refuse to
recognise the word. In them the urge
of liberty is strong. Their natures de-
mand freedom as their lungs demand
air. They will have liberty or death,
and in the overmastering strength of
their passion they will pit their brains
and bodies against bars and barriers
till they have won to freedom, or till
death stills their last effort.

Such a man was Baron Friedrich von
der Trenck, a German, for whose mar-
vellously stubborn prison-breaking ex-
ploits we have to go back to the years
between 1743 and 1763.

He must surely be classed as the most
persistent and plucky escaper of any
age. He had to face the prison bar-
barities of the Middle Ages—chains,
walls and floors of immense thickness,
and starvation. From one after another
he attempted to win free, till his
prowess was recoguised to the extent of
having a prison built especially for him,
a distinetion which he probably shares
with no other captive in history.

One attempt after another he made,
and all but one failed miserably. Four
times he was caught and brought back
to his prison, each time with fresh pre-
cautions added to deter him.

But again he essayed his freedom, and
won, only to be recaptured in another
to“n and thrown into the stronghold
of Magdebuxg

Here, although he was faced with far
greater difficulty than before, he would
not give up, but- made five further
attempts.

A Lifetime of Escaping.

The story of his earlier essays for
liberty cannot be given. The tale of
them is an epic in the art of escaping,
anid one that would take too long in the
telling, It is only possible to select a

few representative examples of his won-
derful attempts at freedom, though the
events that preceded them may be
briefly reviewed.

Baron Trenck was an officer in the
army of the Prussian King Frederick
when he was first imprisoned for being
in friendly communication with his
cousin, an officer in the army of the
enemy Austrians.

The king, according to the historians,
dld not intend to keep him a prisoner
long, meaning to give him a chance to
learn his lesson. Before many months,
howéver, he made an attempt at escape,
and the king reconsidered his decision
to set him free within a year.

The first escape was frustrated by the
betrayal of an officer; another came to
an end when Trenck got stuck in the
mud of the prison moat. = A third failed
owing to the vigilance of a guard, who
caught him as he was mounting the last
obstacle to freedom.
in yet another attempt, bul on the
fitth got clear away, and was free for
several years in the city of Dantzig.

These continuous attempts, culminat-
ing in a successful escape, had finally
hardened the heart of the king against
him, and Frederick determined that,
once in his hands, Baron Trenck would
remain there—in a prison that nome
could break.

Eventually the escaper’s breath of
freedom ended. The king once more
laid hands on him, an event made pos-
sible by the betrayal of the fugitive by
the imperial resident and the Dantzig
city authorities.

This time he was taken to the citadel
of the city of Magdeburg, and im-
murmured in a dungeon stronger by far
than any he had previously encountered.

A Man-Size Job.

This cell was part of a casemate, or
dug-out, six feet wide by five feet long,
and adjoining it was another cell of
similar preportions.

The wall was no less than seven feet
thick and was pierced with one tiny
window. Very little light was enabled
to filter through this window, as it was
protected on the outside with iron

He was betrayed |

surely none can come
of Baron Trenck.

bars set so close together that no sign
of earth or sky could be seen by the un-
fortunate inmate of the cell.

Outside the dug-out, and quite close
to the window, a high palisade had been
erected, with the idea of preventing any
commutication between prisoner and
guards. Trenck could not even see if
there was a sentinel on guard near his
cell or not.

The interior of the prison was bare
enough and cold enough to chill the
most youthful and hopeful of spirits.
The floor was composed of stone and
bricks, and the furniture, which .con-
sisted of three articles—a bedstead, a
table, and a small iron stove--was all
firmly fastened to the floor.

One meal a day was the allowance
received at this prison, and this was
pushed into the cell through an aperture
in the massive door. . The door itself
was only opened once a week, and that
was on the occasion of the visit of the
governor of the prison.

The captive’s greatest hardship at this
period appears to have been hunger. His
daily meal consisted of a pound and a
half of bread of very bad quality, and
a jug of water. Possessed as he had
always been of a hearty appstite,
Baron Trenck found this pittance merely
aggravated it, instead of satisfying if.
The allowance was, of course, not nearly
sufficient, and for a fime the habitual
prison- b}e'z}'ex was in such a state of
pain and weakness through semi-
starvation that he did not even attempt
to plan a way out of his dungeon,

Mankind, however, is nothing if not
adaptable, and after somc eleven
months of suffering in this manner,
Trenck’s constitution at last became
reconciled to the menu, and he began
to cast about in his mind for an idea of
how to get out of this stronghold of
Magdeburg.

Attacking the Wall-

The complete isolation of his cell, and
the regularity of the prison governor’s
visit, which invariably took place at the
same hour.of the same day each week,
gave him a certain amount of freedom
from observation, and he soon had a
plan outlined.
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The cell next his own was unoceu-

pied, a fact he had learned from one of
th i

séntries outside the casemate, with
m, although he could not sce, he
| succeeded in getting into communi-

was his bold intention to dig his
way into this empty dungeon, and by
foreing the door of it, which would not
be guarded, to make his way unseen out
of the fortress. It should be remem-
bered, at this point, that he had no tools
with which to work, and that the wall
was seven feet thick.

With incredible labour, and the
patience born of his many attempts at
escape from prison, Trenck first of all
managed to break off the heads of the
huge nails which fastened the cramps of
his table to the floor.

Wrenching off the iron bars, he thus
obtained for himself a few crude tools
wvith which to commence his super-
human task. The heads of the nails he
replaced in order to cover up his efforts
when the time came for the governor’s
visit.

The first layer of the wall was of
bricks, and the mortar was so old, and
had become so hardened, that it was
extremely difficult to pick out. How-
ever, with the aid of a knife which he
had luckily been able to retain in his
possession when he was thrown -into the
dungeon, he cut splinters from the
wooden  bedstead, and with these
splinters he picked the loosened mortar
from between the bricks.

The fragments of both bricks and
mortar had necessarily to be carefully
harboured, for the same reason that he
was keeping the heads of the nails. And
also the prisoner had recourse to many
other subterfuges, so that his efforts
would not be discovered.

The whitewash on the walls of his cell

.was very thick, having been plastered

on time after time without any of the
under layers being removed. This
served him in good stead. Some of the
swvhitewash he scraped off, pounded into
powder, wetted it, and with the re-
sulting mixture filled in the crevices be-
tween the various strips of mortar and
bricks.
Qround to Powder.

With a brush made of his own hairs

he put the finishing touches to his brick--

laying job, drying the newly-made
whitewash by seating his warm, naked
body close against it.

This task of replacing things in their
exact positions to hide the ravages he
had made was continuous and irksome,
but so well did he accomplish it that
during all the months Trenck occupied
this cell, the prison governor noticed
nothing amiss.

TKach week the process of demolishing
this frontage had to be performed, and
a further section of the wall scooped out.
Behind the bricks the baron found a
harrier of large stones, plastered together
with earth.

Up to this time it is doubtful whether
the would-be escaper had realised the
magnitude of the undertaking he had set
himself to carry out, but he certainly
pegan to be discouraged when he started
to work on these enormous blocks of
stone.

Most of them it was impossible to dis-
lodge with the inadequate tools in his
possession. Probably nothing short of a
charge of dynamite would have shifted
them. ‘

But the indefatigable Trenck was not
to be beaten. When the first fit of
despondency had passed, he went to work
again, hacking and hewing at the
granite-like chunks of stone—not break-
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Behind the bricks the Baron found a barrier of large stones,

plastered together with earth.

Up to this time the would-

be escaper had not realised the magnitude of the under-
taking he had set himself, fer he was now faced with
months of ceaseless, stupendous toil.

ing them to pieces and removing them,
but actually reducing them to powder.

A Herculean task—but Trenck stuck to
it, and after some weary months of this
ceaseless, stupendous toil, he one day
found his tool striking against the softer
substance of bricks. This meant that his
job was almost ended. The layer of
bricks must be the facing of the wall of
the adjoining cell.

In the meantime there had presented
itself another appallling difficulty—that
of disposing of the material dislodged
from the wall in order to make a passage
sufficiently large enough for his body to
pass through.

There was a great quantity. What
could he do with 1t?

By Instalments.

Desperation gives birth to many ideas,
and this was as true in the case of Baron
Trenck as it has ever been. Ile soon
had a plan, which, although it neces-

sitated a colossal amount of energy and

patience, enabled him at last to rid him-
self of the evidences of his excavations.

Scattering some of the earth and
mortar on the stone floor of his cell, he
first ground it with his feet for some
hours; until, in fact, 1t became like fine
dust.

Using the dislodged table to -stand
upon, the prisoner then scooped up little
portions of this dust and placed it in the
aperture of the window. It now became
necessary to dig a hole under the grat-
ing. Working as silently and as

cautiously as possible so as not to attract

the ‘attention of the sentry, who although
unseen, was within hearing distance, this
extraordinary young man at last hacked
an opening large enough for his purpose.

_ Still something was needed, This time
it was a brush on a long handle.

With the fresh air of freedom almost
within his reach, the baron was not to
be daunted by the lack of a brush. The
required implement was soon manufac-
tured from some splinters cut from the
bedstead and tied together with wool
unravelled from his stocking. The brush
part was formed of human hair pulled
from his own head.

Even then all was not ready. He had
to wait for a fairly windy night, or the
dropping of a quantity of dust would
have aroused suspicion, and all his work
have been for naught. When the wind
did freshen up a bit, the captive was
quick to seize his opportunity.

Working the dust gently through the
hole under the grating by means of his
improvised brush, Trenck had the satis-
faction of feeling it blown away by the
wind,

No less than . three hundredweight of
earth was disposed of in this manner in
the form of fine dust, a feat requiring
the utmost patience and perseverance.

The Messongar.

But the prisoner could already imagine
himself free. It only needed another
day’s work to complete the hole through
into the next cell, and all that was neces-
sary after that was some assistance from
outside in order for him to get quickly
away from the vicinity of the fortress.

To gain this assistance Baron Trenck
determined to write to his sister, then
living in a small town near Berlin, tell-
ing her of his plight and asking her to
send him some money.

Through the aid of one of the sentinels
a girl was found who professed herself
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willing to go on this errand. As pay-
ment for her services she was to receive
2 sum of money which she was em-
fowered by the prisoner to collect from
the Austrian Ambassador in Berlin.

In return for the money he hoped to
obtain from the Ambassador, Baron
Trenck made out a bill of sale on his
property in Vienna.

Tt will be remembered that immediately
in front of the window of Trenck’s celt
there was a high palisade, and this not
only prevented the inmate from seeing
anything, but it also made it no easy task
for him to convey the documents, the
letter and the bill of sale, to his willing
messenger.

However, by the aid of his long
splinter-stick, to which he added a few
extra sections, the transfer was accom-
plished safely, and the girl set out on
her journey.

The next news Baron Trenck heard was

from the sentry, with whom he had
become friendly, and it was to the effect
that the plot had been discovered.
Through some adroit questioning of the
girl while she was at the Embassy, the
details of the scheme had been drawn
from her, and the mews passed on to
the king, who was then on his way to
Magdeburg to hold a review.
Out of the Frying-pan.

The prisoner could hardly believe the
sentry’s news. It seemed impossible
that his plans, conceived in desperation
and carried out with unremitting toil and
Jabour, were to come to nothing, and
that he was to be as far away as ever
from the fresh air and sunlight and com-
panionship that he craved.

But so it was. The captive, in fact,
was soon to find himself in a worse posi-
tion than he had ever imagined.

King Frederick, exasperated and in-
censed by this continual flouting of his

authority, himself set about designing a
prison that he hoped and expected would
serve as a grave for this refractory‘sub-
ject. ; ;

While he was on the job of designing,
the king also contrived a set of chains
with which to fetter the limbs of this
man, who was so ready to carve his way
out of any dungeon in which he had yet
been immured.

When this chamber of horrors was
completed, Baron Trenck was bound hand
and foot, blindfolded, and carried out of
his dungeon, which he was never to re-
enter, and which remained in his memory
as a palace of comfort in comparison witi
what he was now called upon to suffer.

The further exploits of Baron Trenck
will be continued next week, . =
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By DONALD CAMPBELL.
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The Wembley Exhibition has been the means of attracting several varieties of crooks

to our shores—amongst others, one which has never sought us out before.

He is

the ‘“smooth” gentleman adventurer from the criminal quarters of Buenos Aires.

of visitors to London there is a
new criminal set.
From the Boca quarter of
Buenos Aires has come the Tango
dance; but that is not its only product.
La Boca is the criminal quarter.
ranks with the Moabit of Berlin, the
Apache neighbourhoods of Paris, and
other unsavoury districts.

The new invaders do not all come from
la Boca, but they are citizens of the
Argentine Republic.

They are of two kinds; those who
descend from British parents, and the
others who are of Spanish descent,
probably mixed with Indian.

The latter have had a happy hunting-
ground in France for years, and the
French police are now anxious to lose
them.

As dance instructors and individual
performers the Argentinos have been
coining money on the Riviera, but they
have not all been content with earning a
living in a more or less honest manner.
They have been suspected of many a
jewel-robbery, of which the victims have
invariably been women.
~ The English-speaking Argentinos are
eonfidence men who work very much in
the old accepted manner, except that
they can prey on rich South Americans
as well as on English and Americans.

There is one of the Argentinos sup-
posed to have arrived in England who is
very much wanted in Buenos Aires.

This is a gentleman whose identity
will be disguised by calling him Jose
B—— He is a bad fellow, without even
the feline grace of his dancing com-
patriots. The Paris police had him
under observation, as they suspected him
of robbery with violence, and wanted to
catch him in the act. His compatriots
in Europe have not been “rough ”’ how-
‘ever. They have confined themselves to
plundering women.

There was the scandal in France of the
“Ttalian count ” who went to Deauville,
where he taught dancing. He confided
to a wealthy Anglo-American widow that
he was really a count, but was earning

3- MONG the hundreds of thousands

Tt |

money by giving dancing lessons in order
to be able to restore the glories of the
old ancestral mansion.

As it was, he would have to let it.
She was told that it was in Tuscany, and
as she wished to winter in Italy, she
offered him a considerable sum of money
to lease the mansion to her. Being a
pretty good business woman, however,
she caused her solicitor to make inquiries
in Italy. Sure enough, he reported that
the Boccadora Castle was a fine old
place, and that the count himself had
been obliged to earn his living in France
at some profession or other.

It was owing to the presence of an
Englishman  who  remembered the
“count ” and bis touching little ways,
that the widow, who had taken a liking
for the dancing instructor, did not lose
her jewellery. The “count ” bhad cashed
her cheque, but had to disgorge. He
was a professicnal dancer from Buenos
Aires, but had come to Hurope some
six years before his attempt at Deau-
ville. He had danced a good deal in
Italy, and had actually run across the
real Count de Boccador in Paris, where
the latter was working as a newspaper
reporter. -

These Argentinos believe in the gospel
of purple and fine linen. Not for them
the neckcloth and cap of the respectable
burglar, but silk shirts, resplendent hose,
a good ring or so, and perfectly fitting
clothes.

Now, in their own home, they are not
quite so respectable or comparatively
well-behaved. It is not safe for a
stranger to stray down in the Boca of
Buenos Aires. You may be tempted to
step into some cafe—or, rather, wine-
den—to see some experts dancing their
wild dances—and they can dance—but 1t
is better not to unless you haye a very
clear head and some capable com-
panions.

The inhabitants of these dens live by
preying on the thousands of sailors who
come from the big ships that steam up
the lordly Ja Plata river, and whe fall
an ecasy victim to the wiles of the la
Boca pirates

Here you see real knife-fighting, not
like that of Italy, where the practice
is dying out, but the real, old-fashioned
method, with a cloth wrapped round the
left forearm and the long-bladed Navaja,
one of the most deadly weapons in the
world, used at close quarters.

It is sad to see those who have been
plundered in la Boca. Fuddled with
strong spirits, robbed of everything, even
their boots and jackets, they slink to
those points in the main business section
of the city where they are likely to meet
some  sympathetic Englishman  or
American. - The poor wretches have
usually lost their ship.

They meet with scant sympathy from
the local inhabitants, and their chance
of procuring work on land is very poor,
for they have to compete with sweated
labour of the worst kind. 1In the
Azrgentine, you either make very goced
money or become that most terrible of
sights, a “poor white.”

But let your Argentino youth cmerge
from the shades of la Boca and acquire
some of the polish to be picked up from
the world which frequents the spacious
boulevards of the Argentine capital, and
he js transformed from the savage half-
Indian te a suave Latin-American, whose
sole ambition iz to be taken for a
Parisian.

Till recently this type has kept away
from England, but the Wembley
Exhibition has proved too much of a
temptation.  Paris has been in com-
munication with Scotland Yard, and the
principal hotels have been warned.

It is very necessary that the hotels

| should be warned, for these gentleren

from South America are veritable
lounge lizards, and to them the lobbies
of a big hotel are as a happy bhunting-
ground to a Red Indian.

Their natural suavity and grace makes
them peculiarly fitted for their type of
robbery. They ingratiate themselves
everywhere, and their manners are per-
fect until they are found out—and then
you are liable to see the true nature of
the beast. :
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The records of real-life criminality provide
- almost daily far stranger clues than the most
accomplished fiction-writer ever dreams of.

HE button from the murderer’'s
coat, held in the dead man’s
hand; the piece of cloth leit on
the spike on the wall by the flee-

ing burglar; the bloodstained thumb-
print; the muddy footmark—these, and
others like them, are the clues beloved of
the fiction writer and the mainstay ot
the story’s plot. :

Interesting as these inventions ot
fiction ave, facts can provide many inore
curious.

Whatever story-writer ever ventured
so bizarre a chte for instance, as the
tlp of a man’s nose? Yet it happened
ih real life, and once again truth went
one better than fiction,

it occurred quite recently in Germany.
A tradesman was walking peacecably
home late at night, when he was set on
by a gang of footpads, three of them.

His arms were held to his sides by
one of the gang grasping hun from
behind, and the other two got busy with
his pocket\ He had little chance of
defending himself by ordinary means, so
he used his teeth.

Jerking his head
scrimmage, he bit.

There was a howl of pain. The teeth
had closed on the nose of one of the
thieves. Alarmed at the noise the
wounded man had made, and startled by
the quantity of blood, the others gave
up the attack and faded away for parts
unknown.

Then the unlucky one followed them—
minus his nose-tip.

This unpleasant relic was retained by
the vietim—not so much as a souvenir,
but ag a clue for the police. A crook
with an undamaged face 1s sometimes
elugive, but it’s a . different matter when
he has a mutilated nasal or gan.

And so it was. With the nose-tip as
a clue, the police found it no difficult
matter to trace their man—and the hag~
ment fitted to perfection.

This clue earned for the hold-up man
a term in gaol. The moral seems to be:

forward in the

“Don’t poke your nose into other
people’s—mouths.”

Living Evidence.
A quick-witted police-officer and

a black fly were the means of solving a
mystery some time ago.

The Turkish political murder of Al
Shruki Bey in the early part of last year
appeared to be impossible of solution
until a yoang native detective—and the
insect referred to—brought the slayer to
justice.

Ali Shrv¥i had disappeared mysteri-
onsly, and the place where he had been
last seen was the house of Osman Agha.

The owner of this house disclaimed all

_knowledge of the missing man, and the

young police investigator ., thoroughly
searched the building before he was
satisfied that there was no Ali Shruki,
or yet his dead body, hidden there.

All the detective could discover was a
cart-track leading away from the house.

This track he followed for some miles,
till it came to an abrupt end in a wild,
lonely place. At this point the cart had
evidently been turned round and driven
back on its tracks, so the clue, if it was
to be found at all, must be somewhere
in the vicinity of this lonely spot.

On the alert for anything, however un-
likely, the detective searched the ground,
and was at last rewarded by the sight of
a black fly emerging from the earth.

That particular type of fly, he knew,
only exists in the vicinity of a dead body.
A few minutes’ digging at the spot indi-
cated by the obliging insect brought to
light the body of the missing man.

“ . . . there was a howl of
pain.”’
One young criminal, all unwittingly,

carried about with him a clue that

eventually convicted him of theft.

A military canteen had been visited
during the night by a member of the
burgling brotherhood.  Enfrance had
been gained by a window which the in-
truder had smashed. (ngalettes shaving-
soap, and other articies had been
“adoptn( ? by this unknown person.

Pieces of broken glass were found on
the ground below the window next
morning, but no indication as to the
identity of the burglar.

A private soldier was arrested on sus-
picion, but apart from the fact that he
had a bandaged arm, which may or may
not have been the result of smashing
through the canteen window, nothing
could be proved against him.

It was not until the Army surgeon had
examined the gash on the soldier’s arm,

and had removed a piece of glass from
the wound, that a clue was discovered.

The fragment of glass happened to be
of the same vancfy as that of the broken
window. The pieces from the ground
were laboriously fitted together, and it
was found that the flawment taken from
the wounded man’s arm fitted perfectly
into the jigsaw puzzle.

This portable clue was the means of
completely satisfying the magistrate that
the suspected man was the guilty one.

Footprints in the mud or clav are
commonplaces of erime. One does not so
often hear of a boot-sole clue in butter.

.. . a tedil easy o
follow.”
Two frisky youths of sixteen, whose

ideas of brightening life also took the
form of throwing meuorl\q in letter-
boxes, were arrested in Kingston some

hs ago. Their lapse from the
straight and narrow path was not for so
mild an exploit, however,

The Buttered Sole.

They had decided to go in for richer
thrills—the thrills of real burglary.
They picked on a grocer’s shop as a
likely field for their special talents.

Not being experts, the first thing one
of them did when he entered through a
back window was to plant his foot in an
open tub of butter—a substance not only
adapted for spreading on bread, but for
retaining a faithful impression of a boot.

This oversight resulted in a sentence of
two months’ hard labour, a sentence
which his misguided partner also re-
ceived. 5

Teeth-marks are often heard of as
clue nd there have been many cases in
which they have led the pursuing
detectives straight to their originators
In these cases, hm\mm s
found that the culprit has started to eat
some article of food and left it un-
finished.

One such victim of the teeth-mark clue
was doubly unfortunate. Not only did
the marks convict him, but the food
wasn’t what he thought it was.

He was a predatory voungster, who
had been rifling desks at a school in
search of aftractive frifles. In one he
came upon an apple, and started fo
sample it.

No sooner had ke taken a bite than
he put the thing down with a grimace
of distaste, for the “apple” was made
of soap. Jhev get these things up very
well nowadays !

Being a beginner at bmman perhaps
he did not realise the value of ‘the bitten
piece of soap that ma-quouded as an
gpg]e, and left it for the detective to

a

|0~|mti‘

- He was traced afterwards, and when
myvited to bite on a lump of plasticens
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he duplicated the marks and gave him-
self away completely.

In reading fiction one often comes
across instances of pursuing sleuths
following a trail*of blood-spots, but so far
as we are aware no author has yet laid
a trail of ink-spots. It has been left for
a reai-life burglar to perform this con-
siderate action. In justice to him, how-
ever, it should be pointed out that he did
not do it for the benefit of the pursuing
sleuths,

A Hot Scent.

A house in the West End was burgled,
and two large and valuable silver ink-
stands were chosen as a souvenir of the
necasion.  They happened to be full of
ink when the thief “lifted ” them, but
the force of gravity and the incautious
Bill Sikes between them resulted in the
inkpots gradually emptying themselves
along the line of retreat.

It was a trail easy to follow, and the
detectives followed 1t. The spots led to
a house which sheltered both the looter
and his loot.  Surprised at this quick
work on the pari of Nemesis, thers was
nothing for the crook to do but own up.

Nor has the novelist introduced the
snuff trail into his crook stories as yet.
This ruse was the iInvention of a
tobacconist of Danzig.

He bhad lost a big part of his stock to
midnight marauders. A number of
nocturnal visits had been made to his
shop, and each time the thief had carried
away an assortment of pipes and cigar-
ettes. Determined to get on the track
of this nightly prowler, the tobacconist
resorted to his native wit for a remedy.

-Before closing his shop for the night
he scattered snuff on the floor.

Next morning, suré enough, there
were footprints in the snuff. They led
out of the shop, but, of course, were not
visible in the roadway.

Police-dogs were brought to the scene,
and they successfully followed up the
scent of the pungent powder. The man
they tracked down in this manner was
found to have the remains of the snuft
‘still on his feet and socks. He had
walked barefooted, and the powder had,
of course, stuck to his feet, even after
putting on his socks.

“The World’s Champion Clue.
: Most clues have to be searched for—
sometimes with a magnifying glass, or a
microscope.

It is seldom indeed that the retreating
criminal presents his pursuers with a self-
made, life-size portrait of himself. In
fact, there is probably only one instance
of the sort of thing referred to. It is
not exactly too good to be true, for it is
true; but it 1s perhaps too good to
happen twice.
| It can safely be described as the
world’s champion clue, and a photograph
of it is reproduced with this article.

The picture explains itself, and the
facts connected with it are soon told. A
burglar was surprised in the act of enter-
ing a house in France, and was seen by
the occupant, who gave the alarm.

Remembering an urgent appointment
elsewhere, the unauthorised visitor
started off—but slipped in a patch of
clayey mud in the garden. He fell flat
on his face, thrusting out his hands to
break his fall.

Then he scrambled to his feet and
made off again—only to be captured later,
tracked by his life-size portrait.

For, in falling, his forehead, nose, and
mouth had printed themselves in the clay,
as had the bottom portion of his waist-
coat. The print of this was so clear that
the impressions of three buttons and the
texture of the cloth were visible.

His right hand
held a jemmy, and
his left an auto-
matic pistol. The
latter was im-
printed wonder-
fully clearly, and
both these objects
turnished silent but
conclusive evidence
that the man was
not on that spot
for the purpose of,
say, listening to
the nightingale.

The clay - mud
imprint was care-
fully guarded, and
a plaster cast of it
was afterwards
taken by the
French police,
eventually finding
a resting-place in
the collection of
criminal curios
owned by Dr. Ed-
mond Locard, of
the Lyons police
laboratory.

We mention this

fact and reproduce
the photo of the
cast in case some-
one might be
tempted to re-
mark: “Tell wus
another.”

THE WORLD'S CHAMPION CLUE.—This

Qiving the Game

Away.
Such an accident
as this does not

occur very often to
aid the police, or
they would be able
to take a long holi-

is a plaster cast of the life-size portrait

referred to below. The background has

been slightly darkened to show the im-
pressions more clearly.

[Photo: Paris & London Studios.

day; but at least

one other case is on record where the
Fol]i\ce have had an unexpected stroke of
UCK.

A man in Paris was arrested on sus-
picion, and was taken to the police-
station, carrying with him a parrot in a
cage. As the prisoner refused to give his
name or address, the magistrate before

whom he was brought was undecided |

whether to release him or to detain him
for a few days as punishment for with-
holding his identity.

While the point was still being decided,
the parrot awoke from his meditations
and made a remark which settled the
affair.

“ Hallo, Lennart!” he said.

This expression was the signal for a
hearty burst of laughter, not only from
the police, but also from the magistrate,
for only a few hours before a message
had been received from headquarters giv-
ing instructions to keep a sharp look-out

éi

o /istet;ing to the night-
ingale.”

' too, had it not been for the jelly.

for a desperate burglar named Lennart,
and the parrot’s owner admitted being
that very man.

The bird which had thus been of such
assistance to the police was adopted by
them during his master’s regrettable
absence.

An unlucky burglar who was captured
by the American police owes his down-
fall to his fondness for fruit jelly.

He was a negro, a native of Denver,
Colorado, and when he broke into a house
in that town one night he discovered, in
addition to a gold watch, a dish contain-
ing some of his favourite sweet plum
jelly.

Too scared to stop on the premises and
eat it, and being extremely loath to let
it lie there untouched, the burglar took
the delicacy along with him.

The gold watch was very soon disposed
of to a pawnbroker in exchange for six
dollars, but the pawnbroker, being sus-
picious of a man who pawned such an
expensive watch for so small an amount,
informed the police of the transaction, at
the same time giving them a description
of the negro.

He was soon traced. The police invited
him to give an explanation of how he
came to be in possession of the watch.

“T bought it from a man in the street,”
was the ready reply; and despite all the
rigorous -questionings of the police,
nothing could shake the negro in that
statement. ;

He would have ‘‘got away with it,”
The
police, of course, searched the coloured
man’s room before they gave up the
quest, and there they found the other
article which was reported to be missing
from the burgled house—the incriminat-

Ving fruit jelly.
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A mis-shapen ear was the clue that
recently led to the capture of a whole
band of international crooks by the
Parisian police.

It was during a visit to London that
the first clue to the identity of ome of
their number was gained, and a wealthy
American was their vietim 1 this ¢

The visitor from the States w
ing at a Liondon hotel, having in his pos-
session a bag containing some very valu-
able jewels. A man suddenly jostled
him, and the bag was snatched from his
grasp, the thief making his escape by
diving between the American’s legs, and
so throwing him to the ground.

However, the curtious shape of the
robber’s ear had attracted the attention
of the “bereaved ” man, and although he
was not quick enough to catch the
criminal, he was able at least to give the
police this little bit of information.

Later on, the man with the “ecauli-
Hower * ear was observed in the streets
of Paris, and the French police set them-
selves to watch him, with the idea of
gaining information to supplement that
which they had already received from
Scotland Yard.

Eventually the man with the mal-
formed ear and a number of his asso-
ciates in crime were laid by the heels.

s Think of a Number.”

The New York police, who were called
in to investicate the mysterious disap-
pearance of a quantity of goods from a
silk warehouse in that city recently,
found a solution in a coupon connected
with a guessing competition.

The head of the silk firm gave it as
his opinion that the person responsible
for the theft was a youth in their employ
who had likewise disappeared; but the
address of the boy, or any clue as to his
hiding-place, or that of the goods, could
not be discovered.

However, the young absentee had al-
ready provided a clue for the police with-
out knowing it.

It came about like this. The police,
during their inquiries at the robbed firm,
found that another boy in the employ
had been out to lunch with the missing
youth on the day when the robbery took
place.

-The detective in charge- of the case
took this lad, and together they care-
fully traversed the route taken by the
youthful pair on the eventful day.

“Tell me everything that was said
and everything that was done, as far as
you can remember,” commanded the
eleuth.

The boy obeyed to the best of his
ability. When they came level with a
tobacconist’s he told the official how he
aund his friend had entered the shop for
the purpose of filling in forms for a

competition.
The competition was to guess how
many cigarettes there were in the

window, and the lad in the company of
the detective remembered that the miss-
ing youth had estimated four million.

Here, then, was the clue they had been
seeking. Permission having been ob-
tained from the shopkeeper to inspect the
forms filled in, the police offidal set him-
self the lengthy task of sorting them out.
e was in luck. There happened to be
only one bLearing the estimate of four
million. L

The name and address on this form
proved to be a genuine one, and the
young man, when faced with the police,
confessed to having stolen the silk and
sold it for the sum of fifty dollars.

Queer clues, yes—but in almost every
criminal case there crops up another just
as queer. The novelists have a long way
1o go before they can match the strange:
ness of things in real life.

Fhe UJ- DETECTIVE SUPPLEMENT >5°

S practised in the United States
by detectives and others con-
cerned in bringing offenders to

justice, the ‘‘third degree” has
been described as ‘‘the art of getting on
someone else’s nerves ’—which sums
the whole thing up in a nutshell.

The object of the application of the
third degree is to extort confession from
a suspect, or to force confession from a
prisoner.

One example of its practical applica-
tion will enlighten the reader more than
any. amount. of explanation. American
detectives tried 1t after all their shadow-
ings and eavesdropping had failed: and
after the ’‘cutest man-trackers and pri-
vate investigators in the State had con-
fessed themselves baifled.

The third degree may take the form
of brutal browbeating, mere bullying, or
such persistent cross-examination that
the mdividual on whom it is practised
is either forced or tricked into admission
of guilt. In the present instance, how-
ever, it assumed the form of mental
torture which is least capable of being
withstood—neither browbeating, nor
bullying, nor cross-examination. The
suspect was haunted !

The people who did the haunting were
detectives, and servants, .and restaurant
and theatre-attendants bribed by them.

The detectives were convinced that the
man concerned was guilty of a certain
crime; but, clever as they were, his was
the greater cunning. He would neither
incriminate himself by word or deed.
So there was nothing for it but to
cause him to incriminate himself by
making his life a burden to him.

The first part of the application of the
third degree consisted in inducing all the
man’s personal servants to give notice
to leave together. And they were to
give no reason whatsoever for their sud-
den determination to leave the service
in which most of them had been per-
fectly contented and happy for many
years.

Stares and Whispers.

Then all sorts of queer folk were paid
to  watch the suspect wherever he
walked or rode. They watched him
openly, without the least pretence at
concealment.  Wherever he went he
felt that at least two pair of eyes were
fastened on him. He couldn’t help
noticing it, for the shadowing was offen-

‘sively open.

By this time he had more than a sus-
picion what was happening. He knew
that he was yet another victim—in a
lotig, long rcll of others—of the third
degree. But he wasn’t going to give in
yvet. :

He put up with the

stares in the

‘third degree, which haud never

By CHARLES BOFF.

The ““third degree” does not
sguare with the British notion
of fairplay, and it may even be
refined cruelty.
tributor says, it is a wretched
; system

As our con-

streets and wherever else he ventured,
and so invited another turn of the screw
that in the end was to drive & almost
insane, to the police-station. The people
whe hitherto had watched him silently
wherever he apppearcd now took to
talking about him—pointing him out te
one another and whispering like conspi-
rators behind lifted hands.

The postmen who delivered letters at
his honie next were drawn into the con-
spiracy against him. Scarcély an hour
in the day passed but a shoal of anony-
mous letters came to him, threatening
him, blackmailing, and accusing him.

So it went on for a month. . The man
was ageing rapidly, but still he appeared
to be unaware of what was going on.
The detectives began to fear that the
previ-
ously been known to fail, was now
doomed to very conspicuous failure.
Still, they had one more card to play.

They played their last card that night.
As the haunted suspect walked into: a
theatre the orchestia stopped dead; the
instruments broke off in the middle of &
nete. A deathly hush. fell, and the.
suspect knew he was beaten.

The ordeal had lasted a long time, and
he had stood it well. One more hour of
it ana sanity would have departed.
There was no knowing what further ter-
rors the detectives had in store for him.
He wasn’t to know their last card had
been declared. Rather than face more
tortures on these, or any other lines, he
would give himself up to the police.

And that is what he did. He walked
out of the theatre and to the nearest
police-station and confessed. America’s
detective force thus achieved one more
notable success with the questionable aid
of the third degree.

Mental Torture.

The foregoing well illustrates how the
old method of obtaining confession from
meriminated or suspected persons by
physical torture has -given place—in
America and France especially—to a re-
fined process of mental torture. Tt has
become a more or less recognised dodge
for securing confession or compelling
one individual to implicate another. °

It does not go so far as open threats
or Intimidation, or it might be con-
sidered illegal. Tt is all contrived in
such cunning, underhand ways that the
ends of Justice are achieved by methods
which the Law does not openly acknow-
ledge, but which nevertheless are as
effective as the methods formerly prac-
tised by the dreaded Inquisition.

The barest thread of suspicion was suf.
ficient to move the officers of the Inqui-
sition to effect an arrest. They never
delayed nor troubled to resort to any-
thing approaching the third degree, for
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they did not frouble to give their courts
even .a semblance of legality. The
methods then of an American detective
would have been considered much too
slow.

All who ‘were taken before the In-
quisitors were presumed to be guilty,
and the judge himself performed not the
functions of an unbiased third part, as it
were, but actually took upon himself the
role of accuser.

That sort of thing would ne
tolerated to the same extent now in
court in any country, though in
United States and France the methods
of counsel for the prosecution—like the
terrorising methods of the practitioners
of the third degree—are not in every in-
stance such as we are accustomed to in
this country.

Voluntary Conrfession.

For instance, in the countries previ-
ously mentioned the great effort of the
prosecution is directed to extracting—by
wheedling or surprise tactics—a confes-
sion from the accused. Neither open
threats nor artful intimidation is used in
court, however, or the proceedings
would be held to be illegal.

But everything is done to get that con-
fession, either before the trial or during
it; once it is obtained, the case is in the
hands of the prosecution. Not so in
England, where the law on this point
provides that the confession of someone
incriminated can be used in evidence
against him only if it is given of his own
free will—absolutely voluntarily.

The law of England definitely lays
down that a person is not to be made
to incriminate himself. The moment he
is taken into custody he is cautioned
that whatever he may say will be taken
down and used in evidence against him
—practically a warning not to convict
himself, but to leave that to others.

It is safe to say that third degree
methods would never be tolerated in this
country, where even a genuine confes-
sion of guilt is not admissible in evidence

-when it is the result of a threat or an
inducement held out by gnyone in
authority, whether that person be a
magistrate, prosecutor, police constable,
or detective.

In America, by the way, the every-
day name for the third degree is * grill-
ing.” They speak of an accused man
as being grilled—and it seems to be an
appropriate word, for the ordeal can be

hardly less trying than if he were
grilled in a sort of ordeal by fi
The earlier system of third degree as

practised in the States had quite as much

stopped dead. A deathly hush fell, and the suspect knew

he was

beaten.

connection with physical torture as our
own ancient devices for extracting con-
fession.

And in consequence the third degree
was, and still is, of as little real use as
the old rack and thumbscrew business.
The evidence secured by its means
usually is quite unreliable, for under tor-
ture any sort of confession is likely to be
made in the hopes of release from the
present agony.

Recently there was reported in the
United States an instance of absclutely
wasted effort on the part of practitioners
of the third degree. It was in connec-
tion with the murder of a young girl, on
Long Tsland.

For some obscure reason, the suspicion
of the police fell on a young boy who was
half-witted. The police got to work on
him, using the clumsiest devices of the
third degree—that is, physical rather
than mental torture and intimidation,
They questioned the poor idiot-boy until
he was utterly bewildered. And when
they had nearly badgered him to death
in that fashion he was taken to where
his presumed victim lay.

There he was made to undergo an
ordeal of sheer terror, which quickly cul-
minated in full confession. The boy said
just what the police wanted him to say.

-t

It was as complete an admittance of
guilt as was ever laid before a judge and
jury. It would have been, that is, had
the practitioners of the third degree had
time to lay the signed confession before
the powers-that-be. Something startling
happened to prevent them.

This was nothing less than fresh
evidence, which some “interfering ” per-
son brought to the notice of the police,
which proved, beyond any possibility of
doubt, that the idiot-boy who had made
that beautifully complete confession was
not even near the scenc of the crime
when it was committed !

Thus does the third degree prove its
own utter worthlessness in practically
every instance. How long it will econ-
tinue as a recognised police method in
the enlightened United States cannot be
guessed.

Sufficient has been said of it to show
unmistakably how wunworthy is the
wretched system of the great policeman
who first introduced it into America, the
late Superintendent Byrnes, who also
showed the New York police force—of
which he was a shining member—the ex-
pert use of ‘“stool pigeons,” by which
picturesque phrase is meant the police
method of using one thief to trap
another.

From All

¢f Details, Please ! "’

One of the least easy tasks which a
policeman often finds himself confronted is
to describe a person in detail,

it is notably difficult to remember small,
distinctive points about a person that would
serve to identify him, and the chief of the
New York Police, Commissioner Enright, has
found it necessary to issue a pamphlet on
this subject to his numerous staff. :

it is on account of ““frequent laxity and
disregard of distinctive details > in police
seports that he has had this article distri-
puted. The title of it is: “ How to Describe
Persons and Property Wanted.”

“When obtaining a deseription,”” he ex-
horts his constables, ¢ cover as many of the
points mentioned in this pamphlet as you

Lan.”’

Whiskers, for instance, can be of the
soatee variety, or the Vandyke, straight,
rounded, chin-whiskers, and various other
shapes.

Moustaches, too, differ greatly, and a

little care given to the description will often
prove very valuable. Moustaches, according

Juarters,

i

to the police chief, should be described with
a view to shape. colour, and condition; short,
flowing, long-pointed ends, stubby, turned-up,
and several other varieties he instances as
being of some oassistance to the policeman
in making out his description of a wanted
man.

Any physical peculiarity, however small,
should be looked out for and noted. The
way of walking, for instance, has more than
once been the means of idenbifying a
criminal when he has been facially dis-
guised.

The voice, too, can often be described; the
way of wearing eyeglasses, if any; the twitch-
ing of the features, the way of carrying a cane,
the hands. All these points, if observed
with an experienced eye, would serve to dis-
tinguish a person from a hundred others.

Commissioner Enright also points out the
necessity ‘for noting scars or marks of any
description; knock-knees, pigeon-toes, cauli-
flower ears, moles, missing or gold teeth,
amputated fingers, ete.

And the same thing applies to stolen
property.  “ Give the minutest details,””  he

the “when

police,

Overtime—Unpaid.

Two painters, employed at their trade in
a bank in New York, had a very unpleasant
experience one night a short time ago.

They were working in the vault of the
bank, and when their day’s work was finished
and they packed up to go home, found that
they were alone in the building, and had no
means of getting out. 2

The bank clerks and other employees, who
were in the habit of leaving the bank at four
o’clock, had forgotten the two painters still
at work, and had locked them in.

After a time they succeeded in forcing open
a door, only to find themselves up against
another and much stronger door.

Next they did_.some more shouting, and
eventually they ‘were rewarded by hearing
the heavy tread of a policeman, who assisted
them out of the bank.

Their joy was short-lived, however, for the
policeman took them under arrest, believing
them, quite naturally, to bé burglars. Tt
was oniy after some more hours of captivity,
this time in the police-station, and the
arrival of one of the bank officials, that they
were set free, and could go home to their
well-earned repose.
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The MAN in STEEL

(Continued from page 10.)

Before he turned in for the night, he
opened the pillbox wherein lay the
crumpled bullet: which had momentarily
haken Inspector Coutts in his self-
esteem, and beside it placed a second
bullet which he had found between the
summer-house and the lawn.

The second was a wrevolver-bullet of
the bore used by Tinker, and it was
telescoped exactly as the first had been.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bt Dead of Night.

ALTHOUGH a secien-
tific man and immersed
in scientific pursu
Professor  Lanesmere
had done himself
pretty well. Having
no lack of means,
he had employed a
staff  of four ser-
vants living  within
the house, one of whom
was a butler named
Grenoble.

3 This unfortunate
‘man, Grenoble, was destined to play a
small but important part in the mystery
of the Man in Steel; and his “call ” took
place about thirty minutes after Sexton
Blake had resigned himself to sleep.

Strangely enough, Grenoble had slept
through the excitement of the ghost-
hunt. Bven the pistol-shots had failed to
rouse him. Vet a noise so minute that
for a long time he did not recognise it
for a neise at all, had the power to rouse
hira, dand send him out on a fateful
errand.

e
S

He awoke, conscious that something
was wrong,

A peculiar, intermittent vibration, felt
rather than heard, caused him to get out

of bed and stand in his nightshirt,
wondering, his brow puckered with
thought.

It resembled a rush of wind in the
chimney, but had a clockwork regularity.

Something caused him to place his
hand upon the chimney-breast, and he
found that it was very hot indeed.

“Fire!”

The fears of a well-trained servant im-
pelled him to give the alarm. Buf, being
anxious not to startle the household un-
necessarily, and, above all, not to frighten
his mistress, he decided to investigate
further on his own responsibility.

Obviously, the danger, if danger there
were, camle from the room below.

He slipped out and descended the stairs.

The room below was the study which
had been used by his late employer, and
which he rarely entered.

No hint of the ghostly visitation had
reached his ears, or he might have
feared to enter. As it was, he had a
good look round,

There was no sign of fire. Only here
the rushing sound was much stronger,
and here again the.chimney-breast was
hot to the touch.

Where, then, could it be, this fire which
he could hear and feel, but not get a
sight of ?

Anxious, and possessed of curiosity,
Grenoble quietly openred the french deors
from the dining-room; and, dressed only
in overcoat and slippers over his night
attire, stepped out upon the lawn.

His surmise had been justified. One
of the chimneys was belching smoke
tinged with flame. Somewhere within
the house was a fire much too big for
safety.

But where? He had strictly observed
his duty "of seeing that all fires were

< L]
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:Despite himself, Zenith
weenched the wheel side-
ways. His car disappeared
behind their near-side
wing, and their ocwn
vehicle rushed two hun-
dred vyards further on
before Blake could puli up.
Zanith’s car mcunted ths
slope at the sids of the
road, hit the hadge, and
turned over. (Chapter 8.

burning low before going to bed. Of
course, one of their visitors might have
made up a big fire for some reason, but
the situation of the chimmey ruled this
out.

He set to work to trace the position of
the room from which the chimney came ;
and, so doing, was astonished to observe
a dull red glow coming from the sids
of the house.

He hurried thither, and, with re-

doubled astonishment, found that the
red glow came from a window where he
had supposed no window to be.
. The aperture was screened by a bang-
ing mass of ivy, and was so encrusted by
dirt as to resemble in colour the wall to
which it belonged.

He moved the ivy aside, still believ-:
ing that the window might belong to
some little-used cupboard or larder, of
which the rambling, old-fashioned house
contained many,

Thereafter, petrified by what he saw,

Grenoble remained motionless,

The small, bare room had been fitted
as a smith’s forge, and a man whom
Grenoble did not know was working a
mechanical bellows, which cansed the
rushing sound that he had heard.

The man was clad in a suit of armour,
and, as it appeared in the light of the
fire, blood red.

His face was of the same sangunine hue.
This was strange enough. But what held
Grenoble speltbound with horror, was his
eyes. When, presently, in response to
some small sound made by the unhappy
butler, he furned and faced the window,
the full truth of his deficiency was
manifest.

The man had no pupils to his eyes.
His open lids exposed two vacant orbs!

At the same moment, suddenly, |
silently, a crushing hand seized the
butler’s arm.

If it were possible for a strong man to
die with fear, Grenoble would have died
then., j
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As it was, he was bereft of speech or
‘action.  The second hand, which im-
‘mediately closed over his mouth, was un-
mecessary. Sle was sick with dread.

The man in armour reached out, and,
swithout an effort, lifted Grenoble in
through the window.

“If you meke a sound,” he said, in a
wonderful deep voice, “I shall have you
killed 12

The second man followed, and the two
of them stood looking at the butler as if
he were some strange animal.

“It is Lanesmerc’s butler,” said the
second man. “I think it’s all right. If
Blake had been about, he would have
been the one to make this discovery.”

“I agree,” said the first, in a tone of
authority. “I agree, Starlight. We
ought to have masked that window,
‘that's all.”

And then, to his great relief, the
butler noticed that the first man was not
so strange, after all. He was merely
an albino, that was the whole truth. The
pupils of his eyes being red, the red light
robbed them of colour, rendering them
anvisible.

“In about ten minutes,” resumed the
albino, “I shall have tested the formula,
and we can get away to meet Herr
Detmold. I shall not be sorry, either.
/This masquerade “as a medieval ghost—
‘my only safe means of visiting the forge
‘where I have Professor Lanesmere’s own
books and apparatus to assist me—is be-
coming intolerable.”

“And then,” said the man called Star-
light, “what about this fellow ?”

“he albino did not answer, and the
mind of Grenoble was obsessed by fear.
Something—perhaps the matter-of-fact
way in which the albino had talked of
having him killed—made him suspect
»;}%mt the latter set no value upon human
ife.

He was right. The albino, not valuing
his own life, was disposed to prize the
lives of others at less than nothing. As
for consequences, the albino’s freedom
was forfeit already, and to him freedom
was life. A man cannot lose more than
his all. The albino cared nothing for
consequences.

Of a truth, Grenoble had reason to be
afraid.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
On Secret Service.

MRS. BARDELT—
Sexton Blake’s house-
keeper—would  oceca-
sionally remark that
Blake and  Tinker
“was partial to alco-
holic sports.”

The good lady
meant, of = course,
aquatic sports; and
although her state-
ment, taken literally,

was about as wrong as

et 1t could be, her mean-
ing was perfectly correct. If Blake and
Tinker could get at a fair-sized patch
of water, you had only to visit it on
any morning when it wasn’t actually
freezing, to find the said aguatic sports
in progress.

As it happened, within a hundred
yvards of Lanesmere House was a lake
of spring water, deep and broad, and on
the morning after the events described
in the last chapter, both the detectives
managed to tumble into the same before
Sylvia’s household had arisen.

From the lake came shouts of delight
and mighty splashing. Blake and Tinker
had discovered a new game. At the
brink of the deep water was a high tree
with spreading boughs easy to climb.
One climbed the tree—rather painfully,
because of bare feet—crawled, still more
painfully, along one of the topmost
boughs; then, hanging thereby, swung
outwards and upwards.

The joke was, that a tervific muscular
effort was necessary if the acrobat was
to miss the lower boughs in his descent,
and this hurling of the body outwards
prevented anything like a decent dive,
Hence the shouts of delight and derision.

Although at straight diving Blake
would have beaten his assistant without
difficulty—swallow-diving anything up to
one hundred feet with splendid ease and
finish—at this acrobatic stunt Tinker’s
smaller bulk gave him a decided advan-
tage, and he was more than delighted
to find that the efforts of his beloved
guv'nor were even clumsier than his
own.

\‘h
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To those who knew Blake only by
roputation, who recognised him only by
the photographs published from time %o
time in the illustrated papers, he would
have appeared incapable of such a boyish
water-frolic. But the great detective was
a believer in concentration. He could
work as few could work, and play as few
could play.

“Some guv'nor!” was Tinker's esti-
mate, and it may be left at that.

“Now,” said Blake, at length, and
with regret, “we’ll have to get back to
the house.”

Tinker sighed. o

“Race you across the lake,” he said
hopefully. “Just for a final.” =

“Right-ho!” agreed Blake, smiling.
“Pl do it. My trudgeon to your crawl
Go ahead !”

They started with one impulse.

Instantly Tinker stretched himself out
on the surface, stabbing his forearms
left-right, leftright, immediately in
front of his head, and beating the water
with his pointed feet behind him. Only
once, in every ten strokes, as regular as
clockwork, did he twist bis head side-
ways, in order to snatch a breath. He
was a moving, a swiftly moving, cloud
of spray.

Blake, on the other hand, swam well
out of the water, hurling himself for-
ward by long powerful strokes of each
arm in turn,

He was handicapped by a stroke ad-
mittedly slower than the crawl; but he
did have the advantage of seeing what
his adversary was doing, an advantage
which Tinker could not afford, and his
great strength enabled him to go all out
for a greater length of time.

The match was a good one. Half way
across, Blake was doing all he knew,
and still Tinker was gaining.

The lad was two lengths ahead, when
Blake heard a hail, and, turning, saw
the gardener from Lanesmere waving
and shouting excitedly.

Perceiving that this was something
more than a call to breakfast, he ducked
changed his own stroke into a crawl, and
within twenty yards headed Tinker ofi.

“What's matter!” choked Tinker,
gasping.

“Back !” said Blake. “We're wanted!
Something’s happened!”

And, little more distressed than at the
moment of the start, he threshed his way
over the surface in a reverse direction.

As the reader may anticipate, the
gardener’s exeitement concerned the dis
appearance of Grenoble.

The door of the butler’s room had been
found open, and his clothes lying upon a

chair.  The butler himself had disap-
peared.

This the gardener told Blake with hys-
terical incoherence, and the detecti

pulling on a few clothes, hurried beside
him up to the house.

His inquiries soon elicited the ad-
diticnal facts that the french doors had
been found open, and that the butler’s
overcoat and slippers were missing from
their accustomed places.

The truth of Grenoble’s midnight
venture became obvious,  The butler
had had his suspicions aroused by some-
thing which he saw or heard. He had
gone oub to Investigate, and had been
prevented from returning.

The gardener’s melodramatic sugges-
tion that the lake should be dragged at
once was not well received by Sexton
Blake. ; .

“Don’t you see,” he said to the man,
“that you are alarming your mistress
unnecessarily ? Get back to your potting-
shed, and leave me to find Grenoble.”

He called the bloodhound, Pedro, who
was engaged in burying a bone, without
any respect for the gardener’s hyacinths,
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and, giving him a sniff at the butler’s
waistcoat, set him to the trail.

The dog walked straight out of the
house, round the wing which had been
sacred to Professor Lanesmere, and
stopped dead in front of what appeared
to be a blank wall.

Blake followed. :

“What window is this?” he asked,
lifting a heavy curtain of tangled ivy
which effectively hid the cracked and
grimy panes. ‘‘ Which room does it lead
to?”

Then, as no answer was forthcoming,
he prised open the sash and threw his leg
over the sill. -

It was a small bare room containing a
furnace and a number of erucibles. On
the floor lay the figure of a man—
Grenoble, insensible or dead. :

‘“Grenoble is here,” he said, returning
to the window. “You had better go
away, Miss Lanesmere., We are going
to get him out.”

“T will,” promised the girl, who had
arrived unseen. “But tell me—I must
know! Is he dead?”

“1 don’t know,” said Blake. “I don’t
think so. We must hope for the best.”

They carried the unfortunate butler
into his bed-room, and Blake made a
brief examination.

“No,” he diagnosed at length. 4 He
is not dead, and I don’t think he will
die. He is suffering, however, from con-
cussion of the brain. He has received a
heavy blow. We cannot expect a re-
turn to consciousness for some hours,
possibly days. Keep him without nourish-
ment, and get ice for his head. You and
I, Tinker, will watch him turn and turn
about.
take careful note of what he says. He
knows something, and what he knews—
unless T am much mistaken—may be of
inestimable value to us—and to others.”

An hour later, Tinker, who had been
taking the first watch; handed his master
a slip of paper on which was written
shorthand mnotes of the disconnected
phrases which had come from Greneble’s
pallid lips.

Blake read every word twice.

“Formula — Starlight — albino —
Detmold,” he picked upon. *Those four
words are charged with meaning. The
rest is nonsense. What arouses my
curiosity most at present is the word
Detmold, Who, or what, is Petmold ?”

He went to the telephone.

““Service,” he murmured, ‘“2a.”

2a was the great mind of the British
Secret Service. His precise, well-ordered
brain contained information about every
one and everything.

“I am number eleven,” said Blake,
when the quiet ““ Yes * at the other end
of the line told him that he was through.
“I want to ask a question. Who, or
what, is Detmold ?2”

“The name of a person?”’

“T think so. I don’t know.”

“Ah! There’s a Detmold on the
China Station. Gambler. Clever, but
dissolute.  There’s a Detmold on the
Admiralty. Designer, inventor. HKx-
treme Socialist, but a patriot. Sound, I
think. Then—ah, yes, there is that
thorn in our side, Herr Detmold, of the

German Embassy, Seeret Royalist, Bril
liant intriguer. Unsernpulous. Then
there’s Number Sixty-Seven of ours.

Louise Detmold, works with Julia For-
tune. Above suspicion, I think. Have
I found you what you want?”

“Not sure. Think so!”
Blake. And then:

“See here, No. 24, put three men on
the German Embassy. Our old friend
Zenith-—Zenith the Albino—may visit
there. He will come disguised, of
course, but he must not get in. I will

snapped

If he becomes delirious, we must |

repeat that.” And the detective re-
peated every word. ‘It is vital,” he re-
sumed, ‘“that Zenith does not enter.
Can’t tell you more. Working in the
dark myself. Will you do it?”

He waited only to hear the quiet:
“Yes ” at the other end, before snatch-
ing cap and overcoat from a hall-
hatstand and shouting for Tinker.

“Miss Lanesmere,” he said to his
hostess, who met him on his way out, “1
am sorry, but I must have Tinker. You
must get a trained nurse for Grenoble,
and, in the meantime, your housekeeper
must manage. Further, T must ask you
to lend me your car. It is, if my con-
clusions are right, a matter of inter-
national importance.”’

“I will,” said the girl readily, “of
course. Do as you like with 1t.

“But,” she continued, ‘“before you
leave, tell me one thing. Is my—is Mr.
Ross—" She swayed. “I can’t say
it

“Is your sweetheart guilty of wilful
murder ?”’ said Blake. ~ “That is the
question, is it not? The answer is in
the negative.” 2

“If you can prove that,” flared the
girl, “why let him stay in prison ?”

“I did not say that I could prove
that,” returned Blake mildly. ‘ There
is only one man can prove it.”

“And who is he?”

“‘Derek Ross himself.*

The detectives hurried out, and the
well-known engine noises of her late
father’s car came to her ears.

THE EIQHTH CHAPTER.
In at the Death.

DURING the earlier
part of that eventful

journey, Tinker was

| oppressed with fore-
t bodings.

Of Blake’s dis-

B coveries he knew little;
| but the detective’s few
had informed
2 him that the situation
| was very grave, and
| he did not need telling
(7] that they were in pur-

suit of their old enemy
Ztenit-h, and that Zenith had had a big
start.

As was to be expected, they saw
nothing of the people they pursued; but,
at the top of a steep hill just outside
Heathfield, they came upon a couple of
mechanics who were acting as a break-
down gang.

“Hallo I” said Blake, pulling up. “I
am a detective. I am following a man
with pink eyes, driving a car with
Dunlop Magnum tyres. Yowr tow has
Dunlop Magnum tyres, I see. Now,
what about the man ?”

“Down in the village, sir,” they told
him. “Came in three hours ago, and
been raising heaven and earth to get a
car ever since. If youw’re quick, youw’ll
find him there.”’

Their last words were almost lost in a
rush of wind, as Blake opened out on the
down-grade.

. He certainly lost no time.

Tinker was an excellent driver him-
self, and his nerves were cast-iron; but
he could not help wondering what would
happen if they hit anything on the way
down the hill.

"BUY THE

MERRY MAG.~

At the bottom was an arched bridge,
where a shallow stream crossed the road-
way. Blake’s car took-off from the up-
slope, and cleared thirty or forty feet
before touching ground. In less than
one minute, with a terrific grinding of
brakes, they drew up.before a small
country inn which boasted a garage
alongside,

Tinker knew exactly what was ex-
pected of him.

Before the car had stopped, he jumped
clear and ran into the garage.

A man who was cleaning a derelict
motor-bicycle turned at his entrance.

“Man with pink eyes,” said the lad
rapidly. “Here ten minutes ago.”

“Ten seconds,” said the man slowly.

He walked to the open door, and
pointed to a yellow ribbon of road climb-
ing a distant hill.

“There’s your man,” he said, and
pointed out a dark black spot which
climbed the hill as a fly climbs a wall
“Knows how to drive a car, that chap,
even——"

Tinker waved Blake to get under way,
and ran for his life to get on the car as
it gathered speed.

It was still early morning, and the
roads were comparatively empty. This
was fortunate, for nothing would have
persuaded Blake to slow down. Happen-
ing to lift his head clear of the wind-
screen, Tinker had his cheeks distended
by the air-pressure caused by the air
entering his slightly opened mouth.

“ Nearly sixty,” he said to himself.
“My bhat, we are moving! If Zenith
can do better than this, he’s én a good
bus.”

It was ten minutes before they sighted
the fugitive car again, and then if was

obvious that theirs was the speedier
vehicle.

“We've got ’em whacked!” Tiunker
shouted.

But Blake merely nodded. Zeniih
was not an easy man to round up, and
the issues of this struggle were so tre-
mendous that he dared not triumph yet.

The fugitive car had disappeared
behind a hill-top, and when they arrived
thereat it had vanished. -

They could see over a mile of road.
It seemed impossible that Zenith should
have covered a mile in that short time.
Yet there seemed to be no turning, and
the fugitive car could not turn into a
balloon and fly over the deep chalk eut-
ting which formed its sides. ,

Taking risks, as he had all along,
Blake continued at the same great speed.
If the car was still in front of them they
would soon find out. If not—well, they
would find out just the same. They
dropped into the valley like a swift bird
driven before the wind.

And then, when it was too late to
slacken speed, they discovered that the
road had a concealed turning on the
other slope, and that Zenith had pulled
his car into the same.

More than that, he had used the steep
slope of the down to gain a speed almost
as great as their own, and was driving
towards them.

It was both murderous and suicidal.

If he achieved his intention, which,:
plainly enough, was to effect a collision,
it wag difficult to see how any of the:
occupants of the two cars could escape
with their lives.

Blake tipped the wind-screen, and
handed Tinker an antomatic.

““Fire at Zenith’s hands,” he
structed.

Needless to say, Zenith was at the
wheel of the oncoming car, and his head
was enveloped in the’casque belonging
to the strange armour he had worn
when he crossed Lanesmere’s lawn.

His long, muscular fingers clutched

iu-
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upon the leathern-covered rim of his
driving-wheel, were just visible, and the
Tlad staked the lives of them both on a
hit.

Bang!

His Lirst shot rxpned the leather of the
rim.

The cars were within fifty yards.

Bang

The second was a bull.

Despite himself, Zenith wrenched t‘]e
wheel sideways. His. car disappeared
behind their near-side wing, and their
‘own vehicle rushed two hundred yards
further on, before Blake could pull up.

i Tinker looked back just in time to see
the spill.

. Zeunith’s car mounted the ohalk slope
‘beside the road, hit the hedge at the top,
turned over, very slowly, as it seemed,
‘and rolled over and over back to the
road. ’

“Good heavens!” muttered the
appalled at the tragedy.

“That was a good shot,”
“Get back quickly.”

He sprang from the car, and, followed
by Tinker, ran back to where the wreck
was lymv

It had already buxst into flames. Near
by, badly hurt, was the man called Star-
l[rrh

Of Zenith the Albino
sign.

Togethm they managed to lever the
burning coachwork clear of the road, but
‘did not find what they fully expected—
‘the mutilated body of the master-crook.

Incredible as it was, Zenith had sur-
vived and made his get-away in the few
seconds when their attention had been
distracted.

“ (et this man to our car,” said Blake,
“and drop him at a hospital. After that,
drive full speed to Whitehall, see 2a,
and arrange for a watch on the embassy
he knows about. At all costs, Zenith
and Detmold must be prevented from
moetincr 2

/\nd what about you, guv ‘nor 2

T'm following Zenith,” said Blake
and climbed the chalk slope towards the
hedge.

The trail was easy.

Kirst a trace of blood upon the thick-
set hedge—probably caused by Zenith’s
damaged fingers—then the tracks of his
narrow boot upon the soft ground, linip-
ing.

Half-way across the first meadow was
a chalk-pit, and near that a kiln, one
of those ill-constructed but ‘SLIH'I"le‘lﬂy
effective appliances which are used by
anyone who wishes to burn hime under
royalty of the landowner.

Zenith’s tracks led to the kiln, and
in the heated darkness of the gallelv
surrounding the furnace, Blake found
bim,

More ghastly than ever, and with the
fingers of his left hand bound in a blood-
soaked handkerchief, the crook was
standing with his back against an abut-
ment. Apparently he could go no fur-
ther. He was a rat—mo, not a rat, a
tiger—caught in a trap.

But he was ready, as ever,

brilliant, mirthless smile.
. “1I always supposed,” he murmured,
“that you, my very dear Sexton Bl ake
w\ould be in at the death. And so it
is!

Blake watched him closely.

As the reader will remember, he had
given his automatic to Tinker, and was
now unarmed, 1f Zenith was possessed

“of any sort of firearm, Blake's position
was perilous indeed.

“ \’Vhat I want, and what I am going
to have,” he said slowly, “is the formula
which you stole from Lanesmere House.
Atter that, we will settle accounts, if you
please [

lad,

said Blake.

there was no

with his

“I do please replied the albino, “I
have it here And he touched his
breast. ‘It goes with me into the quick-

lime—with me—and you!”

With his astonishing quickness, he
whipped out a small pocket-pistol and
fired—twice.

Both bullets hit Blake in the breast.

* The albino was a perfect shot with a

pistol. At that range he could have hit
any button on Blake's coat a dozen
times in succession.

“Farewell, Blake!” he said. “I take

you with me to the Land of Shadows.
There is a saying that ‘to know is to
forgive.” I wonder whether, when,
among the dead, all knowledge is yours,
yoa will find it in your heart to for-
1ve ?”

“That,” said Blake, “T hope not to dis-
cover for some considerable time.”
“But,” said the albino, astonished, I
shot you twice through the body. Are
you -made of iron?”?

“No,” mtulned “but
waistcoat is.”

He drew back his jacket and revealed
a corselet of plate-armour

“You will now pcrcew","' continued
Blake, “that Lanesmere made not one
but two sets of this wonderful bullet-
proof armour. For several days I have
been wearing the corselet of the second
set beneath my clothes.  For the rest,

Blake = my

t +that pistol of yours is double-barrelled.

Both barrels are empty. You
prisoner.”

o E that is the case,” challenged the
albino, “come and take me.”

He turned and disappeared.

Following him, the detective dis-
covered that the kiln had a second open-
ing immediately behind where the crook
had been standing, and that Zenith was
again awaiting him, this time on the
brink of the chalk-pit, where it dropped
forty feet sheer into opaque water, like
a painted smear on the green of the lush
grass below.

* You will perceive,” continued Zenith
“that I am resigned to die, but resolved
that you shall come with me. I know
you. You will not shrink from attack-
ing me here. 1 am not in great fettle
just now—broken ribs, or something-«
but I cannot see how you can avoid
joining my sensational double-dive into
that small patch of water.

“If the water is deep we shall drown—
if it is shallow we shall smash. There is
nothing so consoling as a certainty.

“As for the formula, those who find
our bedies will not understand it. The
secret will die with you and me—the
men who had brains enough to suspect
its existence.”

He took a half-sheet of notepaper from
his pocket.

“Here it 1s,” he gibed, “the only copy
in the world. Lome and get it!”

In one matter the albirio was right.
Blake did not hesitate to attack.

But he did it with all the circumspec-
tion in his power. To die with Zenith—
that arch-enemy of society—was doubt-
less an heroic death, a dramatic finish to
his career; but he had an idea that it
would be finer to collar Zenith and go
on living.

He walked slowly to within hitting
distance, and drove in a guick, hard lead
with the left.

It was not with the deliberate object
of knocking the albino backwards to his
doom, although even such an idea might

are my

have been pardoned, in the circum-
stances.
Blake’s idea was: “The albino will

throw up his right arm to guard; I shall
snatch at his wrist and draw him aw ay
from the brink.”

But Blake knew

the albino well

enough to expect a counter-move equally
dangprous.

And he wasn’t disappointed.

Instead of guarding, the albino
ducked, The weight behind Blake's
punch brought him forward, and Zenith
wound his sinewy arms around the detec-
tive's body.

For an eternity of seconds they reeled
on the extreme edge of the pit. Then
Blake's weight begau to tell, and,
although he could not loosen the alb\no s
clasp, he gained a foot or two towards
safety.

Blake was very near triumph then.
Zenith, injured and tired out, might
pezhup@ have been captured and “ot to
a pnarm

But Fate, perversely kind to the n
factor, took a sudden and unexpec
part in the battle. The under-cut cl
of chalk failed under their moving
weight. They knew that they were fall-
ing.  Blake heard Zenith laugh, Axd
then——obh\ lon.

Zenith came 1o himself: within a weod
of pine-trees.

He was alone and standing on his feet
against a tree, His clothing was dren
and chalky. FHe was shivering with cold.

“Where is the pit?” he questioned of
himself. ““Whete 1s Sexton Blake? How
did I get here?”

The pit was, if he had known it, on!
a hundred yards beyond the pine-wood.
Sexton Blake lay on the edge of it, half

:\’

in and balf out of the water. The
albino had staggered into the w ood
while yet half-conscious, his superk

vitality triumphing over his exhaumo‘

‘“If,” said Zenith at length, “I am still
alive "—a fact of which he was not quite
certain—"“1 will get along to Detmold,
sell him the formula, and lose myself in
South America for a momh or twe. That
15,” he continued slowly, “if I can get
to Detmold.”

He moved away from the tree, and in-
stantly fell in a heap

“This won't do,” he muttered. ¢If
fall about too much I shall get one of m3
broken ribs through a lung.”

He broke open a waterproof packet of

A heed

waxed paper. It contained two cigars
rank with opium and a number of
fusees. Then, lving flat on his back, and

staring with distended pupils at the blue
sky, he smoked slowly. :

Little by little the world took on an
unearthly beauty. The pain he had
suffered from fingers, side, and head was
replaced by comfort and consciousness of
power. The pine-needles were rose-
petals and the air wae wine.

Later he would pay for this by a mood
of black depression, as a doper always
must pay, and with interest. But now
the drug was doing its work. He was

filled by new vigour of body and brain.

He rose after a while, walked steadily
out of the wood, and found a man on the
}m side hoeing turnips.

e havo fallen in a poud,” he ex-
plained, “and I want a gentleman in
London to send a car for me- u car and
other things, If you will go down o
the village and send a wire for me I will
give you a pound.”

The man agreed willingly, and, teax-
ing s dry page from his notebook, Zenith
seribbled :

“Have got formula (stop) send cax
and gear as arranged (stop) asleep
bracken top Heathfield Hill.”

This telegraphic message he addressed
to Charles Detmold, at a well- kqm‘n
London club. Then, taking the risk that
the wire would *each its destination, he
%u?ged across the fields to“ ards Hecath-
e
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Tt might be that the messenger would
fail him, or that, instead of Detmold’s
agent, a couple of policemen would keep

" the appointment so made. He risked
that. There was no alternative.

At the top of Heathfield Hill there was
another small wood, filled with bracken
and heather. He had noticed it when
his car broke down earlier in the day.

Once there he smoked the second cigar,
and allowed the opium to have its way
with his tired brain. ;

The butt of the cigar, fallen from his

nerveless mouth, sent a trickle of
odorous smoke through the green
fronds of his earthy bed. The sun

climbed high above the trees. The tired
and wounded body of the albino re-
mained immobile, his soul wandered in
the Elsyian Fields.

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
#The Fate of Nations.”

EARLY in the after-
noon of that same day
a large car came from
the direction of Char-
ing Cross, and halted
before a certain for-
eign Embassy near the
Duke of York’s steps,
Westminster.

From the car de-
% scended an old gentle-
man, so bent and en-
feebled that he had to
use a stick to support his faltering steps.

Two quietly-dressed men, who were
standing near the gate, stepped forward
to bar his way. But the chauffeur and
the footman, both big men, opposed their
intention.

A scuffle took place, during which two
more strangers seized the old gentleman
by the elbows and hurried him aside.

Instantly from nowhere, as it seemed,
more quietly-dressed and purposeful men
surrounded him, so that the two or three
menservants who had run out from the
house eclearly saw that rescue of the old
man was out of the question.

While matters stood thus, the open car
waiting forlornly before the open door,
while the servants from the empty hall
harassed the strangers who seemed bent
upon questioning the old gentleman, a
young man, with the dark skin and
tinted glasses of a Hindoo student,
stepped out of the apparently empty car
and walked slowly into the house.

Whereat one of the strangers said a
single word—it was not a polite word—
the remainder of the quietly-dressed
men looked in the same direction, and
the old gentleman found himself at
liberty to go where he pleased without
further question.

No. 2a had some good men on his
staff, but Zenith the Albino was more
than a match for them:.

The Hindoo student, who, as the
reader will conjecture, was Zenith him-
self, walked up the broad stairs, and,
without ceremony, entered a large room
on the first floor. ;

The tall, blonde man who turned at
his entry was Detmold, whom Zenith had
- last met at dinner when the albino had
so narrowly escaped arrest.

“ Well,” he snapped impatiently, “ have
you got it?”?

“A little less urgency, if you don’t
mind,” drawled Zenith, with character-
istic impudence.” “T am tired.”

“But you must tell me. I can’t wait.
Ach, himmel, on it depends the fate of
nations!” .
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window.

occupied the place where his

The manservant crumpled the formula into a baill, and tossed it from the open
Then he ducked quickly as Detmolid’s bullet smashed a picture which

head had been. (Chapter 9.)

“I know,” returned Zenith wearily.
‘“But what is the fate of nations to me?
I am tired, I tell you.”

Detmold folded his arms in an attitude
which he supposed to be Napoleonic.

“You shall answer me now! You will.
Yes. Because I demand it. The metal
has been tried. It is all that you claim.
In these few hours it has been analysed,
and so far, as you predicted, we have
failed to make it. There is some subtle
alloy which eludes us. It is necessary
that we have the formula. Have you
got 1t?7”

“Remain calm,” said Zenith.

“T am calm—perfectly calm.”

“Certainly you are. I only ask thab
you remain so. Give me a cigarette.”

Instead of complying, the official
pressed a hidden button, and a big,
wooden-faced manservant walked into
the room.

Zenith smiled as one smiles at the
bravado of a child.

“Listen to me!” he said. “I have got
the formula.”

AR

“But if your agreeable watchdog here
hits me over the head your chance of
finding it is nil.

“Oh, yes, I am quite prepared to agree
that you know all about cryptograms and
secret hiding-places; but, believe me, I, |
on my side, am not without knowledge.
Much better call him off, Detmold, and
trade with me like the tradesman that
you are.”

Detmold thought quickly. = He believed
that, if they searched Zenith, they
would come upon the formula. But
they might not. Zenith was a very
clever individual, and he did not bluff
with an empty gun. The money—the
few thousands which he would have to
pay for the secret—was as nothing to its
value. -

He abandoned his aggression and
became fawning in his politeness.

Of course, Monsieur Zenith must not
be hurried. Naturally, monsieur was
tired. Here was .the cigarette. He
hoped that the brand would meet with
his esteemed guest’s approval.

“Thanks !”

Zenith smoked appreciatively for a few
moments. Then:

“T don’t think we fixed a price,” said
the master-crook.

“ No.

Detmold opened a safe and withdrew
a wad of notes—British Treasury notes of
small denomination. There were two
bundles of five hundred pounds each.

“We're not going to quibble about a
halfpenny,” he said. -“Here is one
thousand pounds English.”

Zenith stuffed the thick bundles into
his jacket pockets.

“Thanks,” he said, “that will do for
ready money. Now give me an order
for twenty thousand on the Credit
Lyonnais.” ;

“Twenty thousand!”

“Yes. I am glad you are not going
to quibble. T was afraid you were; and,
after all, it is only a waste of time.”

“But twenty thousand! My dear sir,
my good sir: 2 g

“T am afraid I cannot claim to be
good,” said the albino, “but I am cer-
tainly dear. Also I would like to catch
the five o'clock train to Southampton.”

“In talking so glibly about Southamp-
ton,” said Detmold, anxious to change
the subject and give himself time to
think, “you are reckoning without a
mutual friend of ours, named Sexton
Blake.” :

“T am,” replied Zenith, ““and for a
very good reason. I have grounds for
believing that Mr. Blake—may his soul
rest !—is lying at or near the bottom of
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an excessively unpleasant challepit in
Sussex.”

“PDead? Sexton Blake dead

“1 believe so. Necessity, alas! knows
no law, and I fear I must add that I
hope so. But we are wandering from
¥he more agreeable subject of my—ah—

ee.”

He turned, and, observing that the
wooden-faced manservant was still in the
xroom, added:

“Would you be so good as to call off

vour dog? I have taken a dislike to
=S 3
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im.

* Detmold did not comply. He could
imagine circumstances where his servant
would be extremely useful.

“But twenty thousand,” he said.
“(Come now, I wiil give you ten. Abso-
Jutely my last offer. ¥ that is not good
enough, return my thousand pounds and
sell your secret elsewhere—if the police
give you a chance.”

Zenith sighed. This childish haggling
was so much waste of time.

“My price is twenty thousand,” he
repeated, ‘““at present.. In sixty seconds
it will be twenty-five thousand; and, just
in case you have any idea of handing me
over to the police, remember how much
I know.”

“T agree to your terms,” said Detmold
quickly, recollecting several illegal trans-
actions of his in which Zenith had a
hand.

“Good! Give me the order on the
Credit Lyonnais. If it is dishonoured, I
‘\\iill See to it that you are dishonoured,
also.

Detmold who had really done an ex-
cellent stroke of business, wrote and
signed the required order, endorsing it
with a code word which would ensure
instant payment to bearer.

* ¢ And now,” he said, “the formula.”

Zenith drew a halfsheet of notepaper
from his pocket. His hint of a cipher
had been so much bluff.

“Here it is,” he said. “T have played
straight with you. It is the only copy
in existence, and no living pérson has
seen it but myself. It is, as you per-
ceive, too complicated to be memorised.”

He placed the formula before Det-
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mold: but as the other extended his
hand to pick it up, the manservant anti-
cipated him.

“What does this mean ?” said Detmold
sharply.

“Jt means,” said
‘“that the deal is off.”

He crumpled the formula into a ball
and tossed it from the open window.
One of the quietly dressed men who were
waiting below caught it and hurried
away.

Then the manservant ducked quickly.
Detmold’s bullet smashed a picture
which occupied the place where his head
had been, and then Detmold’s revolver
followed the formula.

“You _see,” explained the man,
‘ Zenith’s ruse got him into this building
all right; but it also got your servants
out of the building. We collared one,
and I did a little quick-change work in
one of our cars which has been fitted
with a make-up set. I am Sexton Blake,
very much at your service.”

He turned to the albino.

“As,” he said, “I am not possessed of
an extradition warrant, I am not able
to deal with you as I should like. You
will, of course, have realised that, bemng
in a foreign Embassy, vou are supposed
to be on foreign soil. But the formula
is on its way to those who will look after
it

Zenith was never more worthy of ad-
miration than in defeat. And now he
was mote than defeated. He was
ruined.

Nevertheless, he complimented Sexton
Blake with a trifle of added elegance to
make his compliment convincing.

“My very dear Blake,” he enthused,
“I cannot tell you how much I admire
your readiness. That impersonation was
a masterpiece. Certainly, I did not know
the original, but our friend here was
most utterly deceived. Weren't you, Det-
mold? Say yes, like a man.”

But Detmold was no sportsman. He
took it badly.

Had he dared he would forthwith
have betrayed Zenith to the police; bub
Zenith knew too much; he did not

the manservant,

dare,

An hour or so afterwards he person-
ally escorted the albino to an exit from
the embassy of which even the police
were unaware.

Number 24 expressed his approbaticn
in characteristic fashion.

“Is that Number Eleven?” he asked
over the telephone, and. being told that
it -was Number Eleven—known to the
world Sexton Blake, he said: :

“I am satisfied, Number Eleven.”

And that svas all.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The How and Why.

SHORTLY -after his
arrest, Derek Ross was
| brought before a magis-
trate and remanded.

During the time
| which elapsed between
! his remand and the
§ ‘rial, a certain amount
§ of friction was notice-
| able between Sexton
¥ Blake and Inspector
=) i Coﬁgtts. = ;

= or -ene’ thing, the
4 UNEEP”. counsel for the defence
would not allow his client to see the
private detective, and Blake, very
rightly, - attributed this fact to the in-
fluence of the inspector.

As Blake had said, their points of
view were entirely different. The in-
spector argued :

“Ross is guilty. It is my business to
prove it, and to prevent anybody prov-
ing otherwise.”

Blake was merely out for justice.

As Sylvia Lanesmere, dressed in black
and heavily veiled, listened to the case
for the prosecution on the first day of
the trial, she became almost convinced
of her lover’s guilt. ;

It was positively and completely
damning. The law agents for the
Crown do not make statements incapable
of proof—not in a court of law, anyway
—and the facts which were arraigned
against Ross seemed. incapable of any
explanation which would save his neck.

Professor Lanesmere had forbidden
Ross' marriage with Sylvia. There had
been more than one quarrel between the
two men, with regard to the matter.
Ross was a hot-tempered Irishman, and
he had uttered vague threats, or state-
ments which could be construed into
threats, several times over. The Crown
had witnesses to prove it.

In face of the fact that Ross had de-
posed to being at his house the whole
night of the crime, the Crown had wit-
nesses to prove that he was out for
several hours on that night. :

Inspector Coutts would prove that a
thumb-print which was found wupon
the barrel of the weapon which
fired the fatal shot was the thumb-print
of the prisoner, and that a cast taken of
a footmark found near the body was
exactly similar to that of a footmark
made by one of Ross’ boots.

As these fateful revelations were made
one by one Sylvia divined that public
opinion was turning against her lover.
She could almost hear the vultures in
the puiblic parts of the court whisper one
to the other:

“He will hang! He will hang!”

But hers was a faithful heart. To her
faith in her lover was joined faith in
the great and genial personality of Sex-
ton Blake.

Blake was there in the court. He had
been given a seat among the witnesses
for the defence, and her hopes. wero
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centred upon him and his revelations.
If he failed her—— e

“But,” she told herself illogically, “he
won’t. He won’t!” .

Fhe counsel for the defence was a
wise man. FHe might have opened with
a telling ‘speech of several hours, and
made a great shew of building up his
client’s defence. Instead he merely de-
clared that there were two sides to every
question, and called his first witness, Mr.
Sexton Blake. :

Sexton Blake was sworn; and, intently
watched by all the crowded court, who
realised by now that something out of
the ordinary was coming, went through
the usual ritual. * :

He was a private detective of Baker
Street, London. He had been engaged
by Miss Sylvia Lanesmere to investigate
the circumstances of her father’s death.
He had visited Lanesmere House on
such-and-such a date. The result of his
investigation was as follows. .

Here, being invited to tell the story in
his own way, he dropped into narrative,
and continued : :

“At first; I agreed with my friend,
Inspector Coutts, that Ross was guilty
of murder. The evidence seemed over-
whelming. Then I was fortunate
enough to find a rifle-bullet near the
scene of the tragedy, such a bullet as
might have been fired by the weapon
produced in the court here, and it was
telescoped in a very peculiar fashion.”

Here Blake produced the bullet, which
was handed to the judge.

“J knew that the bullet which killed
Professor Lanesmere had left a perfectly
clean wound, both on -entering and
Jeaving the skull of the victim, and it
seemed to me that, if this was indeed
the fatal bullet. its condition needed
explanation.

“1 had to admit that there were ex-
planations consistent with the theories
of the police—for instance, after passing
through the head of the victim, this
bullet might have hit a stone. There
was no stone visible in its neighbourheod,
but, still, it was a possibility.

“Then Miss Lanesmere told me that
she had been frightened by the appeaf-
ance of a man in complete armour, whom
she took to be the ghost of her late
father, for the reason that he possessed
such a suit of armour, and had been
known to assume it. s .

“This was a second fact requiring
explanation.

““On that same night, at about eleven-
thirty, I myself saw the man in steel
crossing her lawn, and my assistant,
being somewhat rattled ’—here the de-
tective smiled at a well-built lad in the
body of the court—‘fired at him with
an automatic pistol.

“He fired two bullets, which I have
here, and which I should like to submit
for the attention of the court. They
are telescoped exactly as is the one
previously produced, a very interesting
circumstance. :

“As the: wearer of this singular
costume had taken pains, by painting
his armour with phosphoreseent pigment,
and by performing a clever vanishing
trick, which consisted, I believe, in
quickly wrapping his luminous armour
in a dark cloth, to persuade observers
that there was something supernatural
in his appearance; as, moreover, he had
run a considerable risk to visit Lanes-
mere House, it appeared to me that his
business there must be both felonious and
important. s

“On the next morning we found that
Grenoble, the butler, had disappeared;
and, trackmg him by means of a blood-
hound, we found him seriously injured in
& small room.

“This small room

was an annexe of

which even Miss Lanesmere did not know
the existence. We have since discovered
that it communicated with Professor
Lanesmere’s study by means of a secreb
door, and that the professor had used
it as a forge.

“The injured man, in his delirium,
uttered words which gave me the clue
to these extraordinary happenings. The
words were three. :

“ First, there was the name of a man
which I will ask permission to write
down; second, the name of Zenith—
generally known as Zenith the Albino—
a notorious criminal, still, unhappily, at
large; and, third, the word ¢ formula.’

€It must be remembered that the pro-
fessor specialised in ballistics and metal-
lurgy, and that he had had in his
possession a suit of armour which, as I
can witness, and as I have since proved,
was not penetrable by a bullet.

“I concluded, I think with justice,
that the man who took such risks to
visit Lanesmere House, and was, as
Grenoble will testify, the criminal
Zenith, came :to secure the formula for
bullet-proof metal. . .

“This, my lord, is a theory which the
court must aecept or reject, It is, 1
fear, incapable of proof, :
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“Upon this, my mind reverted to the .
bullet which I had found at the scens.

of the crime. It was crushed as if it
had come in contact with bullet-proof
armour.

“ Was the professor wearing bullet-
proof armour at the time of his death;
and, if so, how should one account for
his destruction?

“I will ask you to remember the
nature of his injury. The bullet entered

the eye, and passed out at the back of

the skull.

“Tt struck me as a possibility that the
unfortunate man had omitted to drop
his visor, and that the neglect had cost
him his life.

“ As for evidence that the professor was
wearing the armour at the moment of
his death, Inspector Coutts will tell us
that, in taking casts of the footmarks
about the body, he came upon some of
a strange shape, and which, as I have
since convinced him, belonged to the
sald armour.

“From this point I theorise; but I
will ask the court to bear with me.

“Professor Lanesmere had invented
bullet-proof armour, but he had not pes-
formed the final and most convincing

i

“for the further

test of its resistance—to Wear it under
rifle-fire. \

““He was prepared to wear the armour
himself, but he needed a confederate to
fire the shot.

“What more natural than fo ap-
proach the man on whom he had greatest
claim—the man who desived to” be his
son-in-law ?

“He approaches. Ross, and arranges
a secret meeting, late at night, under
sworn secrecy. He is to cross a certain
field, and the youth is to fire at him
with a rifle,

. “The experiment is tried, the weapon
is fired, and the professor falls. :

“ Ross approaches, and finds, to his
horror, that he has killed his man.

‘“He remembers angry words which
have passed between them, and, seeing
the danger of his position, gives way to
panic. - He returns home, and, when
questioned, denies that he has been
absent therefrom. :

“In the meantime, the suit of bullet-
proof armsur has been taken from the
professor’s body, and the one ecircum-
stance which might have saved Ross is
lacking. - . |

“I imagine that the professor was not
alone. That, secretly, certain repre-
sentatives of a foreign Government were
witnesses of the test, and that it was
these people who removed the armour.
But of this I have no evidence. I can
only assume that the flattened bullet
dropped out unnoticed from the inside of
the helmet when the armour was taken
off the body.

‘“Representatives of the British
Armaments Committee will tell the court
that the armour was worthless—except
as a curiosity—without the formula for
its manufacture, and this will account
visits to Lanesmere
House which took place, and which
furnished a great deal of the information
I have been able to give.”

At this point, the judge asked a
question—a question which was in the
minds of all the court:,

“1 should like you to tell ms, Mr.
Blake, unless the question is indiscreet,
and as a matter of national interest,
whether the formula is in the possessien
of this country.”

“T# 1s, my lord.”

“That is good news, Mr. Blake!””

The private detective was cross-
examined by the counsel for the prosecu-
tion, and stood down.

Thereafter, the counsel for the defence
made his delayed speech, and ended by
ia;sﬂking Derek Ross to go into the witness-

X :

It appeared that Professor Lanesmere
had induced the young man, who was
a Catholic, to swear upon Holy Writ
that he would divulge nothing of the
circumstances of the test, and that it
was this oath which had caused him to
fear an inquiry.

Otherwise, Ross’s evidence agreed en:
tirely with that of Sexton Blake.

Two days later, at the conclusion of
that thorough sifting which is a neces-
sity of English law, Ross stepped, a
free man, into a car which was awaiting
him. s

Inside the car was Sylvia Lanesmere,
and their last act, before driving away,
was to shake hands with Sexton Blake
and Tinker.

“Don’t forget,” said the young man,

| “we expect you both at the wedding—

and may Heaven bless you both !

“T sha'n’t forget, either,” whispered
Sylvia Lanesmere, ‘‘that Sexton Blake
has given you to me!”

Which was no more than the truth,

" THE END,

¥
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A moment later the
vanished with a gurgling squelch beneath

the still waters of the lagoon.

Dripping from head to foot, the four
reached the cliff base, and, a little
breathless after their swim, dragged
themselves up on to it. Here, after a
<hort halt for discussion, they began to
pick their way cautiously along in the

shadow of the high bluffs.

While the yacht rchor rattied noisily
out, they clambered slowly over rocks
and down through water-washed gulh_es,
finding their way with difficulty in the
semi-darkness, and at last reached what
<cemed to be a juiting-off point in the
narrow ledge that was their pathway.

A boat had put off from the Semiramis,
and was rowing swiftly in to the lee of
cliffs. The point for which it was mak-
ing lay but a short distance ahead of the
fugitives, and, as a matfer of precaution,
Forrest halted his friends.

“Wait > he counselled, eving the boat
keenly. “'If we move about we may be
spotted,  Every sound carries u
these cliffs; they give off echoes like a
fountain squirts water. Besides, when
we see where those blighters land, and
what they do when they get ashore, it
may give us a poinfer as to our own
movenments. 2

iTe broke off suddenly in amazement as
his gaze changed towards the shelf of
cock for which the Semiramis’ boat was

steering.
It was the same ledge as that whence
the motor-boat had sef out. Projecting

farther from under the cliffs. 1t was
bathed in moontight.
On it stood a giant figure, signalling
frantically to the oncoming ship’s boat.
Vet another miracle had happened that
night !

The form on the rock shelf was Nixon

staking the gross out-
Jines of his great frame.

Yeos, by a miracle the millionaire had
escaped death. He still lived, and his
salvation spelt doom to the fugitives.

This Forrest realised m the ftwinkling
of an eve, and the thought sent a cold
shiwer down his spine.

But ontwardly he gave no sigi.

“T shouldn't wonder if that hasn’t
torn it,” was his phlegniatic observation.
L3 . . L3 .
r nily the boat drew in at the

natural quayside, an officer landed, and
Scurr staggered up fo him.  The two
figures showed up plainly in the moon-
light, and the fugitives could see how
Scurr supported himself on the other’s
shoulders

Tor a time the two stood talking, and
as they talked, Scurr seemed to recover
himself. Ilis old dynamic brutality re-
purned, his old force of will, his old
masterfulness.

Before long his hand was withdrawn
feom the officer’s shoulder; the million-
aire requived it to gesticulate, to thump
it emphatically into the open palm of his
left hand. :

motor-boat

under-

was giving orders—peremptory
That they had to do with the
:, and with an attempt to cope
ituation inland there could be

with the
no doubt. -

Presently the officer turned, signed to
his men, and stepped down into the boat.

Scurr followed, whereupon two of the
crew sprang forward to assist him. But
the mllionaire waved them off with a
peremptory gesture, and clambered down
by himself. A moment later, and it was
pulling back o the yacht.

“Gone to get reinforcements,” Forrest
observed, watching the little craft as it
was rowed swiftly back across the moon-
lit lagoon. “But they won’t be long
coming. We've got to jump to it!”

There could be little doubt as to what
Securr meant to do. Uncertain how
things fared with his hirelings inland,
he was fetching a strongly-armed party
from the yacht.

Then he would march across the cliffs,
taking some path known only to himself
and his men, fall npon the rebels, and
deal with them after the savage way of
his nature.

That Scurr would show scant merey
was almost a foregone conclusion. What
did it matter to him if he slaughtered
the unfortunates whom he had caused to
be dragged to the island? He could
easily get move by the same methodls,
and a harsh example would serve his
future purposes well,

Forrest and his companions, anxiously
searching for some way back over ihe
cliffs, shivered with apprehension, though
rather for the fate of their fellow
“slaves ” than for themselves.

“Onr only chance 0 get back to the
bungalow town, or what is left of it,”
YForrest declared. “If we can rally the
others we may be able to put up a fight
against Scurr and his crowd. If the
fellows will only fight, if they'll only take
our orders, we may be able to drive
Scurr from the island. Then it won't
take me long to get that wireless going,
and we’ll have a ecruiser here in a few

-+

but first we've got to find the
path !” Joan objected.

“Well. there must be one,” TForrest
answered. < We can’'t go back the way
we came, for the bridge is broken. And
that tunnel under the cliffs won't do—for
one thing there won't be enough divirg-
suits.

“We'd have to go through it one at
a time, and that 'ud take too long. And
then there’s another thing. We don’t
know who'd be waiting to receive us at
the other end. It 'ud be a trap—and one
I'm not walking into.”

“ Perhaps Signor Dingley here, know
something 77 Curci suggested, turning
to glance at the Cockney.

But Dingley was not very helpful. .

He had never had anything to do with
bringing prisoners or stores into the
island, he said. He had heard of some
hoist up the eliffs, and believed it lay to
the farther end of the lagoon, but he
could not be sure just where it lay, or
how it worked.

In only one respect was he definite.
There was a hoist of some kind, and
Scurr had used it to bring in the heavier
stores—a fact that was sufficiently
obvious to Forrest, since neither the
submerged tunnel nor the path across
the cascade were under any circum-
stances possible for the transport -of
heavy stuff such as he had seen on the
island—for example, the plant in the
power-house.

But to find this hoist was more easily
said than done. .

The cliff base along the lagoon was
long, and the shelf of rocks within the
shadow of the steep was rough and
broken at intervals.

Several times the party had to take to
the water, conscious +hat when they did
so they ran the risk of meeting sharks.
But none of these creatures materialised,
and at length the end of the shelf was
reached ir. safety. =

But while they hunted for the hoist of
which Dingley had spoken, things were
stirring aboard the yacht. Sounds of
bustle and confusion with which the cliffs
played strange tricks, echoed dully
across the lagoon.

At times the thunder of the surf
drowned everything; then, with unex-
pected suddenness, the roar of the reefs
would vanish, to be replaced by utter
silence, or by the noise of orders bawled
aboard the Semiramis, or the rattle of
hawser chains.

“Gosh alive!”

Dingley gave a sharp exclamation, and
at the same time went plunging forward
heavily on to his face.

“What's the matter ?”

Forrest hurried forward

‘urci. at his heels.

“This—dern it !”

The Cockney struggled up, repress-
ing a barrage of expletives with diffi-
culty. .

He held out a cable-end that, lying on
the ground, had tripped him up in the
uncertain light. 5

“Half a minute—— i

Yorrest caught hold of the cable, and,

following its sinuous trail, found himseif
at the foot of the cliffis. But the cable
went upwards into the air, vanishing in
the gloom aloft where the engineer’s
eves could not follow.
The hoist!” He backed away,
triumph in his eyes. “We've found it.
This must be the place where Scurr
hauls up his stuff.”

“Sure!” Dingley gazed down at the
cable with indignant eyes. “I come near
io bustin® me blinkin’ neck over the
thing.”

* Bother

anxiously,

33

your neck!” Forrest con-

sidered the cable and its divection for a

moment. “If it saves ours, it’s more to
the point, I reckon. Let's see 2

. And he fumbled about in the semni-
darkness, which, owing to some vagary
of the cliffs, borrowed but little light
from the moon. : :

“How the blazes do they wind this
thing up?” he queried, after an instant.

“I'rom the top, o course!” Dingley
answered; he was still aggrieved owing
to his fall.

Torrest scanned the shelf quickly ; then,
satisfied that no winding-gear _existed
below, shrugged.

“T’ll have to elimb for it,” he
announced. ©Stay here, you chaps—and
you, too, Joan. I'll haul yon up when 1
reach the top.”

Since he had already divested himself
of his jacket, further preparation was
unnecessary. Catching hold of the steel
cable, he lugged himself upwards, and,
ascending laboriously, what of his wes
clothes, presently vanished in the dark-

_ness overhead.

Below, the two men and the girl
watched his dim figure disappear; then
they turned to scan the yacht and. the
lagoon anxiously.

An alarming sight greeted their gaze.

Four boats had put off from the Semi-

ramis, their Jaunching unnoticed in the
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excitement consequent upon Forrest's
discovery.

Crammed with men, they were making
raight for the point sherve the hoist
ay:!

<

i A HERCULEAN TASK.

“THANK goodness!’
After what seemed
time everlasting, For-
rest finished his dizzy
climb, and dragged
himself breathless to
the top of the cliffs.
He bad gone up and
ever up; it had looked
as though the ascent

sky itself.

Tiny steel strands, sticking out here
and there, had cut his hands cruelly.
The long thread of metal had swayed and
rocked as he went up it, and sometimes
s feet had touched the cliff face, at
others he had swung crazily in mid-air.

But he had managed the elimb, and
this was all he thought of as he paused
momentarily to recover his breath on
the wind-swept cliff-top.

After a “little, he looked downwards
into the lagoon.

‘our hundred feet, if it were an inch,
t drop, he calenlated. Some climb!
nd agamst time, too! Well, he’d done
i, and that was all there was to it.

t did not occur to him to consider that
men could have achieved the asecent
at all; and still fewer after so gruelling
an experience as he had had that night.

would never end; as
though the cable
reached to the very |

But the
even to b
Leaving
him has
gear housec

st was innately modest,

» brink, he looked around
rically-driven
1ed, and tested
it. But the wsed to start. Tt
was then that he remembered the cause.
The cu: s off from the power-
station, « the pre
71 iwr's allies had not suc-

ting it.
smiled to hir
e had play
It would tak

expert soi
Ing prop

All th

ited him
Still,
1 now.

e foreseen the pre-
hen he set to work to
nor, if he had fore-

mess up 5
seen it, have acfed otherwise
than he 1 r back there at the
power-hou in object in view had
been to curr’s death fence.
He aut nseless  power-

ntion to the
ence of an auxiliary work-
¥ . Probably there was such
a thing; and, in point of fact, when he
came to inves ‘e was.

Carefu d the hand-gear.
seeing t > well greased
and in orde zing upon the
winch-leve r vards of cable

L . be found, so,
without further ade, he sent the drum
spinning, feeding cal itwards. Let-
ting the drum run free, he went to the
brink and watched while the long steel

ent, as was

rope went clattering noisily down the
clifi-face.

It was not the same cable as that up

which he had climbed. The power and
hand winches were fitted, as was natural,
with separate coils, and he now saw how
well, after all, his plan to wreck the
se had worked out. ;
It was inconceivable that Seurt’s
minions should have deliberately left that
cable out loose, dangling to the shore
below. Indeed, at the tinme of his aseent
he had wondered how on earth the cable
came to be there.

But now he s the reazon.
had been operating the winch at the
moment when the power and,
the winch run out, it was impossible to
wind the cable in again for want of
“Juice.”

So, but for the mess-up at the power-
house, that cable would not have been
there at all, his ascent would have beeri
out of the question, and he would there-
fore not be standing here working any
winch, hand or otherwise.

Consequently, he no louger
the immovability of the eclectric hoist.
Everything had panncd out for the best.

With a rattle the cable reached the end
its travel. Turning to the drum, he
saw by a mark made on the steel thread-
work that the ‘wire had run out to its
useful limit. So, making a funnel of his
hands, he shouted with all his might to
the trio below, telling them to.hook on.

The noise, most likely, would reach the
vacht, but that could not he helped. He
dared not face andther journey up the
cable—an unaveidable scquel were he to
descend and issue instruciions his
friends at close quarters.

Human flesh and blood

(Continued on page 28.)

Someone

regretted

to

would nat
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MUST BE WON!

MUST BE WON!

REMARKABLE FOOTBALL OFFER.

Ten Results Only—No Goals Required—No Entrance Fee—Op.

Here vout have a ecupon containing

SEPTEMBER 13th, and £500 will be p
forecast of the vesults of all these mate

strike out, IN INK, the names of the t s they thinl 8 | the op
of the competitor, any match, or matches, will be drawn, the names ef both teams

should be left untouched.

Coupens, which must NOT be enclosed in envelopes containing efforts in other

competiticns, must be addressed to :

FOOTBALL COMPETITION No. 2.
Gough House, Gough Square, Londeu, E.G. 4,
than FIRST POST on FRIDAY,

ard mmst reach that address not later

SEPTEMBER 12th,

RULES WHICH MUST BE STRICTLY ADHERED TO.

1. Al forecasts must be made on coupons taken from this joi
af the issues of the journals which contain the announcem f
2. Any alteration or mutilation of the coupon will disqu
more than one effort is submitted coupons must not be pir

way fastened together. -

sideration in the adjudication.
In the event of ties
ded more than one share of the prize.

competition.

tk -

7. All entries must be sent throuch the post, and any 1eceived after FRIDAY,
No responsibilit
eifort, or efforts, lost, mislaid, or delayed. "Proof of p
Unstamped or insufficiently stamped efforts will be refused.

SEPTEMBER 12th, will be disqualified,

as proof of delivery,

‘This competition is run in conjunction with “ Answers,”
J 7 ries,” “ Woman’s World,” Boys® Realm,”
“ Football and Sports Favourite,” ° Sports Budget,” “ The Champion,” and

* Home Companion,” “Home Stories,”

g i Sports Weekly.”

3. If any match, or matches, on the coupon should be abandoned, or fuil time
is not played for any reason, such matceh, or matches, will not be taken into con-

the prize will be divided, but ne competitor will be
5. No correspondence will 'l_)e allowed, norn will interviews be granted . -
6. The Editor reserves the right to disqualify any coupon for what, in his opinion,

is good and sufficient reason, and it is a distinet condition of entry that the Lditor’s
deeision shall be accepted .as final and legally binding in all matters eoncerning

“minloyees of the proprietors of these fournals are not cligible to compete.

ayed on SATURDAY, 5
rect

s to

If, in the opinion

Ul

can be aceepted for any
ng willi not be accepted

“ Fawily Journal,”

en tc Scottish and Irish Readers.

Football Competition No. 2. 5
Date of Matches, SATUE%}}AY, SEPTEMBER 13th,
Closing Date, FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER IZiifx_, 1924, ,

BIRMINGHAM Y.
BURNLEY . v.
LIVERPOOL Ve

NEWCASTLE UTD.  v. ARSENAL
arnal, or from any CRYSTAL PALACE ¥. HULL CITY
oL PORT VALE v. MIDDLESEROUGH
enEi MILLWALL v. PLYMOUTH ARGYLE
SWANSEA TOWN v. MERTHYR TOWN
ROCHDALE v. DARLINGIGH
SOUTHPORT v. LINCOLN €1TY

I enter Footbail Competition No. 2 in accordance
with the Rules and Conditions as announced, and
agree to accept the Editor’s decision as final and
legally binding. -

CARDIFF CITY
BLACKBURN RVRS.
MANCHESTER CITY
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the cable. Speed

and @peod a\o‘nc Cr)uld |

It was Joan's—he just

managed

N
1,091.

nou effect anythmng -

réalise that.
So he laboured Tike

Joan—calling 7

winch-lever, sweating, -and thmmn to What was 167 Where was she? What
W m(l the cable in with the least did she want?
delay » #2 Ah, the winch —the  cable! Those
Bui e wineh was low- geaved, for the |beasts - below—ravening. = blood-lusting
purpose of tackling heavy loads. »«.To| beasts! Molloy’s devils !
torce the machine at speed through such He remembered now! And he toiled

La low ralio gearing was terribly m{hamt-
ing, and th(* engineer, not daring to spare
| humclf, swung ~the wmnh haudle till his

frenziedly at the wineh as he vecogniseds®

Shmaia] : o
that his friends were but a few
below—that last dread mourents

vards .
Eli

the.

rh(‘ 11111 ‘heart. nearly stopped, and the veins stood | his superhuman task had come.
L5iEbe out like blue \\lll[)bold upon his sweating The shots had ceased.  That was be-%, .
danger 5| forehead: 7 ; | cause Joan. Curel and Dingley were out ;3
came up on | Half-fainting Hmlm his task, he | of range from the lagoon. Hw\ must be * §
0 o voied, ‘he|laboured on.  sftraining and swaying, hm just under the r'l(n edge. They——
thought and would [‘breathless _and sick. (')nly' his mg_lgmm “We're all vight, Havey | Stiek it 17 .
. - able will-powe ) 3 % ey
act for themsely = e ‘:lb[(';_:" prf o i‘) j\:'zt\, h":“ %0!”-';‘”\ (ll i;r“ : Joan's voice, Im\:nhxmn encouragement
e v shook | stress emergenc » o achieve 1CE
A Srondent ® liter ﬂ“ cable '\‘O.OI‘;' ‘”.‘_ that lll:)} f’,{"‘o'th = Li("t“-l‘( 1 dvifted loud and clear up out of the
clightly ; someone was nl’f'l‘“"" 'f: | mj’%‘ = ht‘ ’},a“‘ ~d(’,)( ﬂm; ’;\“t(l £ L 15— depths into which the stortured
& e o ¢ et e ‘y~‘)~f¢(}:| 0 1k 10to. the hands of thosel . aineer could not sce as he cranked the
theniselves on to it. e iy meu gear upon which depen he
e Never ! If he fell dead \\lu ' the last| oy : ! tepended be
Good | rd. of cable ran in—newv And he |2 e :
“uive e e s L sarc cable g —never it € 2 : 5
106 turned towards the winch-handle, i bl e o e beae _ But he knew from the sound of her
hout= to commence hauling, “when a, o e b
) And all Hw'\\lnlv rifles cracked below o Is guess had “been correct.

sudden crac kle of vifle-shots broke out in |
the “*sitent ~ lagoon -below, and Forrest '.
sprang to the cliff odge, ‘where he peered |
down dnxmudv

Four boats, evidently
L

Joan and his companions were almost at
the end of their long trip upwards. The.
were on the cable end. and safe:

And at this his brain began suddents
to function coherently once more.

m(eudnﬂ\ 35 4

’s men were shooting at the frio
neled at the end of that frail cable—
- dble that travelled with monotonons
slown@ss up the cliff-face despite all his

from the cht,

were close inshove. . The riflefive came | efforts, all his agony of body and soul. Another tmn——pel'm;u a dozen tuwo
froni_them. | Redoubling his efforts, he strained | dozen—and then—— =

intentness upon the winch he |
to failed to mark theiv passage

To his
had hith

afresh upon the lever.
An automaton. conti

“And verygnice, too |”

to function An evil voice sounded suddenls

ing in. his

thie  lagoon.- but that 11\(‘\ were - mechanically when the mind had almost | ear, and he felt something cold and harvd
firino at the trio on the rock-shelf he dn! | censed to think, he clung to that length | pressed against his {ompk-
need to be told. 2ot twisted steel rod, s ggérinu against “Stop that, you—=""
other volley spluttered out be- | it, gripping it, wrenching it,” while his | At the harsh’ command. he (imppml fhe
dh Forrest waited for no more. | heart nigh bm’t h(‘nf-d{h his shict, hLis | Jever, and, km\\mtr ou his feet, lurched

he flung himself
upon it with all

o to the winch.
wpott rw lever, bearing
his might.

He must take a chancé that his friends
wore well ©aboard” at the lower end of

breath came in short, dreadful gasp and
the perspiration streamed off his brow in
o cascade that literally blinded him.

Then, * as” through a veil of mist,
voice reached him.

stupidly round to face the speaker,

(Another tense and gripping iustal-
ment N’U he waiting for you ne r/ week——

if yow ve got a copy:on oldt)

a

This handsome full-sized Gent’s Lever
W upon xe(,um of 6d. After!
1/- more, (he balance
i thly

vateh. J'.:vdEs;s" or
ne terms. Cash
Send 6d. now to—
SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON) Ltd. (Dept. 122}

94, Queen’s Road, Brighton, Sussex.

 FmRER A CAMEL.

,.)k Stamps if you ask to see my Special Approval Sheets. Tt corn

fgallyoun pnyforoumo. 400A lmv 3
or gentleman’s Mead * Maryel ""—
the finest cycly ~ever ofiered on
such exceptionallyeasyt Built
to stand bhard wear. Brilliantly,
plated ; tichly enamelled, - ex-
qulqitefy lined In two colours.
Sent packed free,.cai‘rlage ‘paid on

15 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL.

deli o (C«slr}\ell). Angola, fl\(}\[(ﬁ]:{{ fd;.% REUNIO
elivery. }, "China., TETE,: ussia, o 3 leylon
Pullywartanted: Prompb 4 PORTUGAL (Charity), Ukraine, GUADLLOUP

Money refunded if dissatisfied.
Big bargains in ihghtly factory
gofled mounts: «Tyres and
Accessories 834% below shop
prices. Buy direcl fmm the
factory and save poun
How a Beyen.ysar-o MEA
which had trayersed 75,000 miles,

Abbll'ir\\ (B \n‘}clas), and Lourenco \Lurma\ Send a P(m

CTOR BANCROFT. MATLOC

ARE YOU FRIGHTENED

of meeting people, mixing in

company, going tc social gatherings,

boat 850 up-to:date machines and da ete.? Do yeu lack Self-Confidence, suffer from Nervous
Depression,” Blushing, ’J‘immltn or Sleeplessness? Become

\elf Counfident, full of Courage, bright and bappy, by sending

immediately 3 penny stamj for put\(n!,nb of the Mento-Nerve

Stremethening Treatment. GUARANTEED -CURE OR- MONEY

, contain: u;arsw - REFUNDED. — GOBFRY ELLIOTT.SMITH, LTD. 543, Imperiai

\ graphsofourlatest models

Buildings,; Ludgate Circus, London, E.C. 4.

‘HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning. suceess.-. Let the Girvan System increase
wux h whr Wonderful results. Send P.C. for par- -
%nd our £100 guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,
M.B., 17, Stroud Green Road. London, N. 4.

DONTET BE BULILIEID
Special offer. TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LESSONS from

MAGIC TRICKS, 'T\f’n‘iér;‘i“’ Yeriiogies

Price6d. each,4forl/-.—T. W Harrison,259, Pcntmmllél’d.,London,h AL

A,

RECBIVING SET (Complet Tested and /.
ANTERED. Ra (Lo §§}$es (?‘lfmgilulg 3! my Complete Course on JUJITSU for four penuy
l-k 31, (DRADE supblied.)-—A. HAYNES, post staraps, or a Large Illus. Portion of Course for P.O.
DAULBY STREET, I-IVERPOOL. iree 3/6. Jujitsu is the best and simplest science

of self-defence and attack itivented. - »

ever
Wad Learn to take care of yourself under ALL

-MAGIC - TRICKS, Etc.

g a A= eircumstances. SEND NOW. (Ist. 20 years.)
Wy Parcels 2/6, 5/« Ventriloguist's Instrument. "YAWARA ** (Dept. A.P.), 10, Quesnsway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middlesex
Tuvisible, Astomshos, Mystifies, Tmitates Birds, AIR METAL TWEEZERS
Beasts, 6d. each, 4 for 1/.—P. FEARING, IAND oo pirrERENT stames I I IR IR I
a Travancote House, Seanam Rd., Colwyn Bay LISBURN & ’xowussi‘wn, London Road, Liverpool.

DN 6-2-2
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