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“SEXTON BLAKE'S

« CELEBRITIES ”— SPECIAL JUDGING FORM.

I)Y fitlting (0 the bank forie given belowe, aind this collecting on one
2 lheet all the solutioins to the various pictvre-setz, competitors will
gicatly facilitate the task of the adjudicators, and thas allow the Editor
to hastew the publiration of the jesult of this rontest.

THE USE OF THIS SPECIAL ¢OTPON IS NOT COMPUL-
SORY. but we invite icaders to inabe use of it. Where it 18 used, the
solutions en the accompuining picture-sets will te disregarded entirely,
30 that eompetilors shoold nake sure the *° Judying Form ™ represepts
thedr crnet solutions,  FULL SETS MUST BE SENT IN ALONG

[

. of results.
| Form is optional, and competitors who send in only the ordinary coupons

WITH THE SPECIAL FORM, but so long as the * Judging Form *’
sontains the compelitor's complete solutions, and i3 duly filled in with
signature. etc., no solutions or signature are necessary on the accompanying
Dpicture-sets, :

Competitors will at once realise the advantage of this tnnovation in.
stmplifuing the tusk of the judyss and saving time ' the announcement
But it -must be clearly understood that the use of the Special

will, of course. receice equal consideration.,
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ple CELEBRITIES puzzles,

Last Week of our Free-for-All zz'ﬁ Offer!

'[JVE have now come to the Final week of this amazing offer, and Fere
you will find the Tenth and Last Set of puzzles.

The idea of the competition you can see at a glance. Each picture-
puzzle represents a celebrated name, end even if you cannot recognise them
all it does not matter, because we have already given woiut a complete list
of naines for use throughout this contest, So that you have only to decide
which name best fits each picture.

. ) ALL YOU HAVE TO DO
in solving the pictures is to fit the correct name to each and write it in the
space underneath. Then you should get your entries ready for sending
wit, and this showid be done without delay.

) HOW TO SEND IN YOUR ENTRIES.

When you have solved this last set of pictures to your satisfaction, sign
your name and address, IN INK, on the coupon attached to this set.
Then cut out the whole tablet—DO NOT CUT THE COUPON AND
PICTURES APART—collect the other nine picture-sets; and sce that
wou have filled in your solutions properly under all the pictuies, or have
transferred your solution to the  Judging Form,” eccording to the special
directions given on the opposite pege. Now fasten the ten sets together,

A Special Newsagent’s Prize ol £50 will be paid to tiic newsagent who supplies the Firsi-Prize Witner with his copies
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U.J. Closing date, December 18th.
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SEND Y
THE FIRST PRIZE of £4,000 (or £10 a Week for i..ie}
will be awarded to the reader who sends a correct, or most nearly correet,

solution of the ten scts of puzzle-pictures. The other prizes will be
awarded in order of merit.

The Lditor reserves full right to divide the prize-money as he thinks
fit, should any ties make this necessary. No competitor will receive
more than one prize.

1t is a distinet condition of entry that the decision of the Editor be
taken as final and legally binding throughout this contest, and entries
will onlv be aceepted on this understanding. ’

OUR ENTRIES NOW—-DON'T DELAY!

and if you use the ** Judging Forn,” fasten if on the front of the sets, and
post without delay to @

““ CELEBRITIES,)”
c/o UNION JACK, _
CGough House, Gough Sauare,
London, E.C. 4.,
so as to reach that address not later {han THURSDAY, DECEMBILR
18¢A,

All entries must be addressed to Gough House, as above.

Fxtra copies and back nimbers should be ebtained from your newsagent,
or should he be unable {o supply, froin the Back Number Dept., Bear Aliey,
Farringdon Street, London, I.C. 4, The price is 2d. per copy, plus 14d.
extra for postage on the first eopy, and id. for each additional copy. No
order will be exceuted that is received at the Back Number Dept. later
than FRIDAY, DECEMBER 12th.

THERE IS NO ENTRANCIE FEE. No entries arriving aficr
THURSDAY, DECEMBER 18th, will be admitied to the contest,

e

You may make as many different attempts as you please, but every
attempt must be a complete solution of the whole series of puzzles; it
must be guite distinet and separate from any other attempt, and all
solutions must be written in the proper spaces provided. Xvery
effort must be written IN INK, and cntries mutilated or bearing
alterations or alternative names will be disqualified.

No correspondence will be allowed. No responsibility can be taken
for delay or loss in the post or otherwise. Proof of posting will not be
accepted as proo: of delivery.

This comupetition is run in conjunction with “ Answers.” ;

“innloyees of the proprietors of this journal may not coinpeie.

—3[ Particulars of SPECIAL JUDGING FORM Scheme will he found opposite

e . e e~ e g et e .~ el ™ e
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A brilliant new Serial of Gun-running Adventure on the

H. W. TWYMAN.

THE FIRST CHAPTERS I[N BRIEF.

OB CASTLE aund Dhis cousin, JIM
POLDEN, are two young smacksmen

Essex coast, by
engaged in the work of oyster

fishery, and living in the viilage of

Merweli, on Mersea Island.

Durinz a cricket match Jim Polden goes
to field a ball which has been knccked by
his cousin through the skylight of the Ketch
Inn. He enters the loft through the bhroken
panes, but is overpowered by several mys-
terious strangers who are there, and who
suspect him of spying on them,

He is kidnapped and taken out to zea
aboard a Dutch-built boat called the Viuder-
velde, Bob, suspecting what ha: happened,
.{«;th out in pursuit in a smull boat, the Ben

unn.

In the chase Jim manages to ezeape, and
to reach the Ben (uon. He has discovered
that the mysterions men of the Vandervelde
are gun-runpers, smuggling arms to Germany
ur Rusxia,

The Ben Guun heads for home, Lut is in |

turn pursuced. The two counsinsg make for
the n:ud, and by a smart ruse convince the
gun-ruuners that they are dead. The next
morning, when the would-be mmurdercrs have
gone bhack to the . Vandervelde, the two
cousins return to Merwell in their boat,
having decided to try to avenge their in-
juries and to bring the gun-runners to
justice. .

Jim goes to Colchester to hide. as the inn-
kecper of the village would know by his
return that the gum-runpers’ plot had failed.
Bob returns to his cottage. His uncle * Old
John ** Polden, who is a coastzuard, has a
talic with him, during which it comes out
that tlic coastguard already suspects the
existence of a gun-running papg.

In return Boh promises to tell what Dap-
pened to him:elf and Jim out on the estuary
the previous night.

(Now read on.)

TIIEN, speaking in subdued tones that
were more dictated
by caution than
necessity, Bob told

Enter Adam

Sperrit. the old coastguard
what had hap-
¥ pencd to himself’

and his  cousin,
omitting nothing.

As the narrative
was unfolded the
listener’s face beo-
trayed in turn his
astonishment, his
wonderment, and
A growing anger
that recached its
culminating point
when Bob  gave
a cold and un-
adorned account of
the <hooting on

Bradsea flats,

“When we came in on ihe flood this
morning,” he wound up, “Jim and I
nad a talk over the whole affair. We
decided that none of the Vandervelde’s
crew knew who I was, for they hadn't
seen me closely from beginning to end.
Jim was known to them, of course. We
are fairly certain that they think we are
both lying dead on the mud, or washed
out to sea by this time; so, if any of
their pals hanpen to be ashorc here—
and Merwell seems to be their head-
quarters—is would be fatal to Jim, at
least, to show himself to be still alive.

*“Me 1l doesn’t matter about. Nobody
except yourself and my mother knows
thai I was out on the estuary last night.
That’s why Jim has gone off to Colches-
ier to lie low for a day or two, while 1
keep my ears open to find out what else
there is to discover. I have asked
mother not to hiecathe 2 word about my
being out all night, and if yvou ‘or aunt
or cousin Madge are asked, you can say
that Jim bas turned up missing some-

-

how, but that you're not worryving just
vet,”

“And what are ye goin’ o do, my
boy ?” asked old John. **How can ‘we
get movin’ against these men?”’

“There’s onc man aft least in Merwell
who knows more than he should-do about
these gun-runners,” replied Bob, *and
that is——-"

Ho siovped suddenly, and half-turned
in his chair. The light that streamed
through the little diamond-paned window
had been partly obscured for a mioment
by some moving object, and ihe thing,
whatever 1t was, had just registered it-
sclf as a fleeting impression on his mind.

“Whai's the matter ¥ asked the coast-
guard, looking in the direction of his
nephew’s glance.  ‘“Something on the
road ?”

Bob Tooked for a szcond without an-
swering. The window was partly open,
and gave a view, through a mass of sur-
rounding greenery, of the little cotiage
garaen and the road beyvond. There was
nothing in sight from wherc he sat.

“I thought it was roother, maybe,
come baclk from the village,” he re-
marked to himself. " But no, it must
have been the wind blowing the ivy.,”

In spite of this self-suggested explana-
tion, he felt far from reassured. What
he had just been revealing to his uncle
was not the sort of conversation that
anybody should be allowed io overhear.
and the opened casement
made that quite possible.

He felt vexed with himself. It was
an obvious precaution thai he should
have taken already.
thing undecr his breath he got up, and
reached out his hand owvards ihe
window-catch.

At that instaut there was a knock at
the door, which was but a few feet from
the cesement. The abrupiness of it
made him start in spile of himself. He |

would have -

Mutiering some- |

Ne.
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path, as was normal.

e snatched at the Tatch and Rung
open ihe door, _

IFacing him on the step was a young
rellow of about his own. age, holding in
'1.] hand a large eight-gallon drum of
o:l.

" Morning, Bob!" he said with a self-
conscvious smile.  Your mother ordered
this.  Asked me to bring it up from the
shop. It is paid for.” '

Bob slowly <tretched out his hand {o

take the drwm, but stared the while mio

the other’s eyes. They were old acquaint-
ances, if not friends. Adam Sperrit. 1the
son of the village oilman. and hLe had
attended the local school iogcther, Lut
that fact had not been the seed of anv
friendship. Their long acquaintanceship
had merely resulted in a mutual telera-
tion. Sperrit the younger was not Rob's
i-‘sort.,‘)

Ile was a sallow-faced individual, with
a manner of interlarding his speech with
smiggers that could be very irritating.
Nor was he as straightforward as most
peopic liked. Bob knew him of old as
one who would as readily resor: to an
underhand trick as do the equally easy
honest thing. And, ever since the sic-
cess of his father’s oilshop had led to the
launching of an equally successful garage.
he was inclined to “‘fancy himself,” and
to put on a conceited air that was as in-
sufferable as hLis meaningless sniggers.

“Take it, then!” he said impatiently,
as Bob reached towards the drum of oil
absently. “1 ecan’t stand here zll day.
I've got business at the garridge.” He
aiways referred to his father’s premises*
as the ‘“garridge,” whether he meant
the oilshop or the tin shed annexe. in
which were housed one or two ancient
cars, and a placarded, varnished show-
case of “spares.”

Bob Castle took the drum, and deliber-
ately let his eyes travel down the other's
body till they stopped at his feet.

He had silent, rope-soled canvas shoes
oin. Was it accident—or design?

Bob's gaze travelled to the loft, and.
on the flower-bed underncath the ecase-
ment window he saw unmistakable marks
—marks that could bave heen cansed
only in ene way—by rope-soled shoes.
~ " Thanks ” he said deliberately. look-
ILg Sperrit in {he eyes again. *“Don't
let me detain you.”

He staod in the doorway holding the
oil-drum as the other turned with one
of his hobitual sniggers and retfreated
down the path,

Bob closed the door with a worricd ex-
pression, and faced his uncle.

“You heard:” he asked. “Tt was
Adam Sperrit. He was listening !

“WIIAT'S that you say, boy? Listen-

ing 77
1Y A 133 . 1
Ay! repited
A Search—and Bob Castle. *“He
a Summonc, was Jistening.
Heard all we. hail

to say, I shouldn':
wonder.”’

The two stared
at  each other
across the living-
room table for a
few zeconds in
silence. 'Then:

“What dve
make . of it,
Bob 77

“I dunno,”
youth replied
: frankly. “ Any-
gL thing, or nothing.
: Yf 1t had been
anybody but Adam Sperrit T'd ha’

(Continued on page 30.)
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‘ Here you have a story of SEXTON BLAKE and
Wiy - Rupert WALDD, the *' Wonder-%an.” A simple
I » - statement that, but it means a fot. There is :
’ t

h!’ an indefinable " something " about theze yarns :
} . that has endeared them to a myriad readers,
| . and Waldo—the *‘sporting *’ crook—has come
. to be one ¢f the first favourites even

among cur galaxy of favourites. A brief

intioduction to him, for the benefit of

new acquaintances, will be found overleaf.
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'HE FIRST CHAPTER.
Two Interruptions.
BRIGADIER-GENERAL HUMI held his soup spoon poised as the windows of the ozk-panelled dining-room
shook and rattled. _
" The wind is boisterous to-night,”” he observed. glancing across at his host.
*Very,” agreed Sir Marcus Droone shortly.

hﬂum, fell between the pair. zad dinner proceeded to the accompaniment of the erackling open fire, and
the sob and howl of the wind outside. It was undoubtedly a wild winter’s evening.

'he great dining-room at Droone Manor was a gloomy, forbidding apartment at the best of times. DBul

,]mt now, lighted only by a single lamp in the centre of the table, tho room was singularly eerie.

The oak-panelled walls were relieved here and there by massive pictures, although the shadows were <o
deep that little or nothing of these could be seen.  Overhoad the ceiling was ribbed by massive onken beains.
and the polished floor scattered with Oriental rugs.

The central table was comparatively small—a solid, antique affair which was undoubtedly valuabie, hut
by no means elegant. The high-backed chairs were stiff and cheerless.

The two men sat alone, and formed a striking contrast. For while Brigadier-General Hume was a sound.
well- propmhoned man with grizzled hair and a pleasant. genial face, Sir Marcus Droone was slight, wizened. and gloomy of
countenance. Both were in evening dress.

** The soup is atrocious ! ”” said the host, breaking the silence irritably. ‘ All servants are the same, Hume—they are a worthless.
mcompetent erowd at the best. Ever since Barton became ill, we have had this trouble. And it is worse than useless to talk to
the fellow’s wife.”

The general smiled.

“ My palate may be plebeian. Sir Marcuz. but T must confess I find the soup excellent.”” he observed. °* Indeed. even when yon
spoke T was about to pass a complimentary remark in favour of Mrs. Bmton s cooking.”

“Huh! I am glad you regard it so highly ! ”* snapped Sir Marcus. ** If you will be good enough to touch the bell—— Good
gad, Hume ! 7 he added abruptly. setting down his spoon and staring across the table. * 1 had completely forgotten Zana !’

** Surely the omission is not tragic ? " asked the general drily.

¢ Tragic—no ! "’ retorted the baronet. * But it is un: pardonable. 1 always believe in feeding animals before myselt. Confound
Barton! Why on carth should the fellow get ill like this at such an inconvenient time ? ™

** Unfortunately, pneumonia strikes a man without much preliminary warning,” said the hrigadier. ** No doubt Barton is even
more upset than we are, Sir Marcus. Pnewwcnia is an infernally uncomfortable business.”

Sir Marcus frowned, as though disliking his guest’s llﬂhtnt;b% He pushod back his chair. and rose.

“ Perhaps yvou will excuse me while I attend to Zana “ *° he asked.

“ Certainly ! Go ahead ! ” said tho other, * Or. belter still, perhaps you will permit me to witness the entertainment 2

* By all means, if you care for that sort of thing.” said Sir Marcus gruffly.

Now that he was on his feet, he compared quite favourably with his companion. His slightness was more or less illusory. His
rounded shoulders, and the way he carried himself, lent himn an air of decrepitude which was more apparent than real.

They loft the dining-room, and emerged into a wide, draughty hall, lit by a guttering candle on a small antique stand. The-
great staircaso Jed upwards into black obscurity. and the Jower hall was equally dark.

They passed along in this gloom, Sir Marcus with a shulfling gait, and the brigadier with a firm. brisk step. Droone Manor wa
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a big old mwansion, and its very walls
reciied to exude mustiness and age.
1Tume accompanied his host with a
stightly amused boredom, and he could
hardly believe that the hour was only a
little after six-thirty in the evening. In
this great house, the darkness and
«ilences were so profound thai the very
hours themselves scenmed to have doible
their normal share ot minutes.
Brigadier-General Hume was glad that
hé had announced his intention of re-
rurning to London the following day.
JIe was heartily sick of Droone Manor
and its eccentric host.  He had spent
three davs in the place, and it seemed
io him like three weeks. JIn all this
great house there were only two other

human occupants — the butler and
his wife. These two servants com-

prized Siv Marcus' entire domestic staff.
And the butler, much to his masters
annovance, had contracted a severe chill,
vwhich had now turned to pnecumonia.
Rarton was confined to his bed with a
considerable temperature.

“The man's a fool!” growled the
haronet testily. I have warned him
ropeatedly against contracting colds and
chills.  All this infernal trouble! T've
even got to feed this animai! When
Barton is disabled the whole routine of
myv household is upset. We are at sixes
and sevens!”’

The brigadicr ~miled.

“Well, 1t helps to break the monotony.
at all events,” he said dryiy. _

*“Rubbish!” said Siv Marcas, pau-ing
hefore a door, and pushing it open.
“When I am  down here, T like
nonotony. T cannot live unless my house
i~ orderly and regular. This man’s iilness
i: a confounded nuisance.”

I wonder you dou't always live at
vour London club—-—-7

“T'wo weeks in London are more ihan
enough for we.” interrupted Sir-Marcus
sourlv.  “I detest London! 1 like 1o
be alone with my antiques and my
hooks.  Devil take the woman! Why
hasn’t she left a candle here? Unless 1
wn talking to  these servants  from
morning @il night they forget their
own duties.”

He struck a second mateh, and then
cave a grunt as he found a candle ready
for him on a little side-table. His guest
Lhad never ceased 1o wonder at thesc
paltry, niggardly arrangemeut-.

Sir Marcus Droone was little short of
heing a millionaire,  with  extensive
r-tates in the country, and enormously
valuable property in London. And vet
he lived, with almost the frugaliiv of a
pauper, and his great mansion was akin
{o a prison.

Having it ihe candle. Sir Mavrcus
moved forward. They had entered a
kind of winter garden—a great glass-
covered space abounding in  shrubs,
which stood out weirdly in the flicker-
i, guttering light.

'They passed through this apartment.
and through a doorway on the other

cide.  And now they were in an cxceed-
gly curious place—a lofty enclosure
where the air possessed a curious,

animal-like tang.

Hume bhad been here before by day-
Fght, and he assumed that the room
Lad originally been buili for billiards.
But many years ago it had been trans-
formed mto a kind of miniature zoo.
Cages lined the walls, but all save one
vere empty and deserted.

At one time, Sir Marvcus had possessed
an extensive menagerie, but of Jate his
interest in animals had waned. They
were too costly. Their upkeep was ex-
pensive.  And now there was but one
solitary beast to remind him of his
former extravagances.

“SEXTON BLAKE'S
OWN PAPER™
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WALDO, the Wonder-Man!

This famous character is an old-rstablished
one in the scriex of Scaton Blalke stories,
and an eold farourite with 1"S10N  JACK
recdeis,

His eagaging personality, as well ax the
baldness and audacity of his nany illegal
enterprizes,  have endeared  hini te  his
readers, as hare his sporting sririt  and
rerearkable feats 1o Sexton Blake.

Rupert Waldo, I'nown alto ax the Wondei-
Man, is endowed by Nature wiih a body no
less uncommon than his personality. He is
gifted with—or afflicted by—a 1arc, but nerer-
theless real enough, capacity for being in-
different to bodily pain. He is inunune to
the pain of burns, cutting, ard such-lile,
and is, besider, possessed of a wonderful
muscular development whicic eaables him to

perforiw  the wost suiprizing feals of
strengtl:.

This abnorimal state of thing< wmay scein
to be merely literary licence, but it s
a fact that such wmen exist, and the

phenoinenon is  well TLnown to wmredical
seience.  Occasionally cases of Uie sort are
reported in the newspapere.

His wonderful powers harve oiteir sccured
his ezcape from Sexton Blake when arrest
seemed ccriain, but the sporting spirit of
this miost unusual opponcal has, in course
of time, won the detective's sincere regard.

In this yarn, the latest of a long succession
about Waldo the Wonder-Man, he adopts o
characteristic role, and, in seeling to despoil
the Master of Droowne of certain possessions,
cones *tup agoinst *? his old ob<tacle, Sexton
Blake,

Y R e R R D i
The two men approached 1he largest

cage of all-—which was sct at the end of
the room. Behind the bars huked a

sleck, lithe form., The animal was a
Burmese leopard, not over large. but a

perfect  specimen. His eyes gleamed
wickedly as he stared out from his cage.

“We haven’t forgotten you, Zana,”
said Sir Marcus, his voice becoming soft
and cavessing. *“Good boy! You are
hungry, ch? Well. well, we will soon
adjust that little dctail. Gend Zana—-
good boy!”

The leopard commenced purring at
once, and rubbed against the bars ol the
cage with obvious pleasure. He knew
his master, and the brigadicr stood
looking on with interest.

The animal was fed—3Sir Marveus
kindly and gentle to a degreec. e
would treat his servants with harzh bru-
tality at times, but for thiz wicked-
looking leopard he scemed to ceahibit a
genumne love.

As a general.rule, ihe batler attended
to this work. but the unforiunate Barton
was incapable of any labour at present—
and probably would be unable to leave
his bed for ten days or a fortnight.

The host and his- guest returned to
the dining-room after Zana had made
a fair start on his evening meal. Mrs,
Barton was waiting, and anpeared to be

in no way surprised at her master’s
actions.

She was a thin, spiritless old woman,
silent and unemotional.  Twenty-five

vears at Droone Manor had killed any
animation that she mayv have once pos-
sesser. She was waiting by tha -side-
board, with numerous dishes. The
interrupted meal was resumed.

But the next course was hardly three
minutes old before another interruption
came. Somewhere in the giveat bailding
a bell jangled faintly. And Sir Marcus
looked up with a quick, irritable frown.

“Who's that?” he snapped harshly.
“Who inr the name of perdition can that
be? I never have visitors' 1 Dhate
visitors! Who can this be, bothering at
such an hour as this?”

* Mrs, Barton will undoubiediy settle
the point,” said Hume,
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over his emotions might have caviiled
at his bost’s continued irritability, But
the brigadicr-gencral scemed to in-
wardly enjoy it.

He was quite curious regavding the
cause of that urgent ring, It was the
first visitor who had come to the Manor
during the length of his stay. A thought
occurred to him,

“The postman, no doubt,
tured.

“The postman?  Nonsense!” retoried
Sir Marcis, “It’s barely six-forty-five.
The postman is never here before seven,
at the earliest.”

“You arc lucky to get an cvening
post at all. down in thesc benighted
regions,” said the guest., “Gad, 1 was
forgetting! We’re only at Inglestowe,
after all—barely twenty miles from
Londen! 1 keep thinking we're huried
a hundred miles from anywbere.”

ITis conversation annoyed Sir Mareus,
as the brigadier could sce. Sir Marcus
was jumpy, nervous, and impatient.
His plate was neglected, and he kept his
gaze uvpon the door.

Mr:. Barton appeared with an enve-
lope in her hand.

“What's that?” snapped Sir Marcus.
“What have you got there, woman?”

A telegram, Sir Marcus.”

*

he ven-

“ A telegram? TFor me? Who on
carth—-"

“Poxsibly it is mipe,”  suggested
Hiune.

“Let me see!” snapped Sir
waving his hand impatiently.

He took ihe telegram, glanced at it,
aidd tore it open. Then, with the pink
form unfolded in his hand, he remamed
still for several seconds. The brigadier,
watching  closely, saw his host's eves
narrow, and then @ pleased, excited
expression crept into the old man’s eves.
' No bad news, I trust?” asked Hume.

“Bad news? Eh? No—no, not at

Marens,

all!” exclaimed Siv Mavcus hastily, A
mere  notifieation from my-—from my
solicitors,  counfirming a ftransfer of

x

property.”

'The brigadier reached for ilie wine
decanter, mentally deciding ihat Sir
Marcus was a bad lar. And he was
very curious about thai ielegram, too.
The decanter slipped from his grasp, and

fell over with a crash and a clatter.

*Oh, sorry!”’ gasped Hume.
“Doucedly clumsy of me——-"

He lcaj#® to his feet, and rcached
acicss the table. and appeared to give
all hix attention to mopping up the wine
that had been spilt. But his quick, alert
ceyves caught one clear glimpse of the
words on the telegram before Siv
Marcus folded the form. Hume saw them
upside down, but this did not prevent
him reading them. -

And the brigadier-gencral was
with a new-born curiosity.

{illed

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Letter and the Leopard.

-MR. RUPERT
WALDO mused
thoughtfully.

*“There’s something
in this,” ho told him-
self, “Perhaps my
time won't be wasted

after all. Everything
comes to him who
waits — and  goodness
krows DIve waitad

long enough!”
The master- crook,
known throughout two

Under tho circumstances, he was very | continents as ihe Wonder-Man, was not

good-tempered,

A man with less control ¥ quite himself at the moment.

To be
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quite frank, his besi friend or his worst
cuemy wouldnt'r have recognised him.

(" qtaml}_ the most astute ‘stotltmd
Yard detective would never have associ-
ated Rupert Wealdo with  DBrigadicer-
Cieneral Huree,  And xvet, to he smrictly
truthful, they were one and the same
1. i

And Ruper Waldo was a very dis-
appoinied  schewrer. Yor  four  solid
\'_cka he bad  havnted Sir Marcus
Proote like a shadow, and all lus care-
f11 work had been for nothing. As far
a. he conld ~ce, not one penny pieee
vonld he make out of the daring
mmasquerade,

IIe had cultivated Sis Mareos 1
f.ondon, at the latter’s club. e had dis-
played  an  enthusiastic intevest o
antiues and mus<ty volumes,  For hours
and davs he had souked himself in the

~ubject,

Aud by reason of his charming. in-
ceotiating manner, he had  gradually
vorn down  his intended  vietim’s

~rve, Before Sir Marcos had ceturned
1) I).oono Aaror the par had been post-
tively thick,

’*ml Waldo. just as he had planned,
va~ o in possession of an invitation to
the Manov as Sir Marcus’s guest.
Yid now he was practicallv at the end
of his visit—to say nothing of being at
the end of his patience,

¥or, in a nutshell, he had drawn blank.

it need not be nuppose(l that an
a~tnte criminal like Rupert Waldo would

aste his time over a frifle.  Antiques
I-ul no fazcmation for him.  Valuable
vooimmes and rare prints were useless 1n
J"i.‘ Vs, .

sut - rubies. on the other hand,
appeaied quite strongly to his mnegina-
tion, And he was well aware that Sir
Mareus Droone had the reputation of
I"lg one of the greatest cxperts on
i vies In the country.  And he knew,
inorcover, that Bir Mareus possessed the
swzest collection of pigeon-blood stones
i the country,

Waldo had coioe {0 Droone Manor
with the genial intention of taking that
colleeiion away with him.  DBut as the
eollection  wasn’t  available., he lLad
Smply wasted his time. '

He knew it now, and he was heartily

vt

~icli of the whole affair—although with
scdinivable self-centrol, he managed to

sraintain an anaable frout.  Waldo was
an optimist, and he alway:s met failure
vith a smile.

Nobodyv—uo!  even  his  host-—knew
«xactly how persistently and cunningly
hie had forced this friendship upon Sir
Marcus,  And nobedy knew his deep
disappointment at  having had all his
work for nothing, He had believed the
rubics to be under Jock and key at
Droone Manor. Dut they weren't.

During his stay he had learned quite
dcfinitely that the old baronct kept his
ceilection In a stiong-room at his bank.
The project, therefore, was distineily off,
And on the morrow Waldo would shake
tiin dust of Droone Manor from his
feei, and would try his luck clsewhere.

11i: only con-clation was the realisation
that he had had a quaint experience,
and that no barm was done. And now
his telegram had come—this unexpected
wire which would possibly put.a different
<o.anL\10n on the whole business.

The message was not exactly sensa-
tional, but Walde was greatly inter-
i~ted, mevertheless, That one. glimpse
-.rl'l been sufficient. His eyes were super-
un n, and he had made no mistake.

Lommw to-torrow, Le tter -in posi
row, De 1oad\. (ANT.

That was how the tt]cﬂ'lam bad bLeen

vorded,  And Waldo was curious. Who
wis this mysterious Mr, Grant? And
why was he comingz And why, above.
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‘“Sorry, old man,” murmured Waldo ;
how!'*

‘ but 1I’ve got to get rid of you some-

H9 had produced an elcctiric torch, and by its light he unlatched ihe door
of the leopard’s cage, and deiiborateiy walked in.

(Chapter 2.)

.
I L

all, should Sir Mavcus “ be read; Be
ready for what?

Waldo’s thoughts instantly reverted
to the rubies,  Vaguely hie conuecied
Grant with the precious stoues.  The
cunning, greedy look that had enfered
Sir Marcus’ eves was elogquent in itself.,

And the host’s next words helped to
confirmm Waldo's suspicion.

“You arce returnimg to London to-
worrow, I think?” asked the old 1mau.

“T am afraid so.”

“At what hour®”

Waldo thought r1apidly.

“Well, T was thinking that the last
train would be quite suitable,” he replied
cheerfully., I believe it is a geod
tram.” _

“TI rveally think you had better go
carlicr, general. 1 do, mdeed!™ nter-
rupted Sir Marcus with anxiety, ** Things
are very awkward here with Basrfon ill,
as you know. I hate being frauk. but
it would 1(all be a relief to my peace
of mind if you could s SCC yOur way clear
to depart even carlier.

“To-night, for example:” _

“Yes, Hume, tomnight,” <aid Sir
Marcus bluntly. * Iorgive my apparcut
inhospitality—-" ‘

s M}' dear sir. vray 111:11:(-, vour mind
casy,” laughed Waldo. " If 1t will cause
you any pl(.a-,urc I will take my depar-
ture alinost at once. And now, if vou
mind, I will venture out for a
cigarettc and a breath of ai.”

“ By all means,” said Sir Marcus, “1
will ring for Mrs, Barton to have your

NSWE

The baronet's haste was well-nigh in-
decent, bet Waldo affected not to notice

this. He lit a cigarette, strolled out into
the hall, and donned an_overcoat and-
cap.  Then he sallied out into the wind

cvening, on a mission that was far le-s
innocent than Sir Marcus supposcd.

“Seven o’clock!” muttered Waldo,
“I fancy I shall just be in time,”

He remembered that a letter was in
the post from the unknown Mr. CGrant.
and that letter was obviously of some
importance.  Sivr Marcus had clearix
proved that he wanted his guest out of
the way before Mr. Grant arrived. And
Waldo was noti slow in putting two ani
two together.

All his instinets were aroused alresh.
If there was any possibility of making
a coun now, after giving up the affair
as hopeless, "the enterprise would be all
the more attractive.  Furthermore, it
would give him the kecnest possible
pleasure to rob this miserly, ill-tempered
crank,

The Wonder-Man found himself out
on the short drive. The old house wa:
surrounded by great trees, and their
leafless branches were now swaving and
sighiug 1n the gusty wind. "LChe air was

keen, and  although the cvening we:
hldck therec were a good many star:
gleaming.

Waldo reached the gate, and then
strolled down towards the village. Ir.
glestowe was a small place on the maiu

T.oudon road, in the heart of rural Kssex.

It was very quiet and old-world, ycl
within forty nunutes of Londou,
I'ootsteps sounded in the lane, and

Waldo chuckled to himseclf. e had not
rniscaleculated, A few momenis later a
dim form loomed up and resolved itsell
into the figure of the postman.

He was a raill(*r surly vouug fellon

bag"a"c ready.”

EVERY MONDAY_.PRICEZ®

rawed Griggs. Waldo had alrcady mct
Lim, which was a distinct advantage,
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“Why, hallo, Griggs!” exclaimed
Waldo geniallv.  “TI thought I recog-
rmed your footstep. Looks like being
iine for a spell.”

"1t do, sir. although rain ai't far
oft.” replied the postman.

" Anything for me in your bag?”
asked Waldo. “If so, I'll save you the
troinble of going up the drive.”

“There ain’t one for you, sir, alihough
there's  a registeved letter for Sir
Mareus.” replied ihe postman., “Ii
wouldn’t do for me to give ve that, 1
covnt. Nir Marceus be a rare queer
sept—--
~ “1le’s sil right when you know him,”
mterrupted Waldo with a laugh, “T’ll
fake ihe leter, Griggs., It’s got to be
»l:,gnp!:.l for, eh? All right, let's have the
&E'I)-’ ’

e spoke with a boisterous, auihorita-
tive air, aud the postman only hesitated
a moment, Then he brought the letter
out and handed it over, A minute later
he was trudging on his way up the lane.

Waldo returned to the Manow and went
o his own room, informing Sir Marcus
that he would he ready to leave aimost
at once. In the privacy of the gloomy
bed-room  he ruthlessly tore open the
registered Jeiter, and found that it con-
tained a single sheet of notepaper. The
niessage was short, but every word was
4 Joy 10 Waldo's heart

“Dear Rir Marcus,—Although T am
posting this early, I shall wire veu this
wficrnoon. It is my intention to visit
Droone Manor ro-morrow cvening. 1
sia!l arrive between six and =even, and
I trast you will be alone, I am bringing
with me the finest parcel 1 have ever
msuaged to secure. I went half across
Burma to secure these particular stones,
anc only arrived in England on Tucs-
Hay,

U Trusting von are well, and that vou
will be able to malke all the necessary
alrrangemente,

“Your obedient servant,
“ARTRCR GRAXT.”

There waz a great difference in Ruperi
Waldo after he had read the letter. His
mdifference  vanished. Rubies! 'The
iinest parcel that Sir Marcus Droone’s
agent: had ever secured!  Tleve was
~-amething  tangible—something  worih
armng for!

The Wonder-Man’s  brain  worked
sbeedily.  ITis visit was not to {urn out
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fruitless, after all. Even if he couldn’t
lay his hands on his host’s main collec-
.ion, he could at leasi enrich himself by
seeuring this valuvable con<ignment of
rubies.

“They’ll be worth anything from ten
to fifty thousand!” muttered Waldo
tensely, “ By the Lord Harry ! They're
mine, {oo! This is the easiest game I
have ever handled.”

He continued io turn over the posi-
tion in his mind. e could, of course,
pretend to depart, end still hang about,
and waylay 1bhe messenger in the
grounds. But this would be crude, and
something might go wrong—Grant might
adopt a subterfuge which Waldo could
not possibly foresee.

And then an idea occurred to him.
It was only a vague suggestion, but it
quickly took shape. And the more
Waldo thought about it the betier he
liked 11,

“Why not?” he mutiered. “1've got
my things here, I could do it easily.
Barton is in bed, and helpless for days.
And that fool of a woman is as short-
sighted as a blind kitten. Yes, by gad!
It’s 1the best way, And ii’ll be safe, too
—safe and entertaining.”

Waldo grinned with delight.

He had been bored stiff during ibis
visit, and not only bored, but had felt
sick with disappointment, The very
thought of activity quickened his pulses.
And it pleased his vanity to choose a
plan of action that involved risk—that
smacked of adventure.

For Rupert Waldo had iwo sides to
his nature.

This astonishing crook always worked
alone, and he mnever entered unon a
scheme unless it was fairly certain of
success.  But it was characteristic of
him to choose a difficult task., If there
was an easy way and a hard way, he
would invariably choose the hard way,
for the mere suke of the extra thrill that
would be obtained.

He made up lhis mind with his usual
swift decisiveness,

Unlocking a leather travelling case he
took out a small medicine hox. His pre-
parations occupied a brief minute. Then
he relocked the case, and went down

the wide, gloomy stairs. As he had
anticipated, Sir  Marcus was in the
library.

The cecentric old  barenet rose as

Waldo entered.

“Ah, vouw are ready, my dear gen-
cral ?” be asked. =T need hardly tell
you how zorry I am io lose you-——7"

“Don’t trouble to express regreis, Sir
Mazrcus,” smiled Waldo, "advancing with
outstretched hand.

They eclasped, and the neat sccond
Waldo acted Like a f{lash.

He jerked Sir Marcus towards: him,
held him in a vice-like grip with one
arm, and at ihe same moment clapped
a silken handkerchief to the baronei’s
face. Sir Marcus struggled feebly. He
was like an infant in Waldo’s amazing

grip.
The Wonder-Man had not been mis-
named.  Although of average build

his strength was uiterly startling in its
enormous range. An uvntamed gorilla
was not stronger than Rupert Waldo.
His museles were like tempered steel,
and be could easily have crushed his
victim's ribs if he had so desired.

But Waldo did not want to inflict any
imjury upon Sir Marcus.,  There was
nothing bloodthirsty about him. Under
no circumstances would he descend to

wanton brutality,

Within thirty seconds Sir Maicus'’
struggles ceased. He lay in Waldo’s
arms, inert and apparently lifeless.

But the drug which Waldo had used

-
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Ligve

was harmless enough, and weuld hay
no ill effects,

With a soft chuckle. the master creok
turned to the door and passcd out iute
the dim, shadowy hall. He¢ had no fear
of meeting Mrs. Barton-—for ihis
worthy dame had strict orders ffom Sir
Marcus to keep her own quarters wt ail
timesz unless expressiy summoned.

Waldo's next move was a carious one.

He passed through the winter garden

and entered the private menagerie
Apparently he intended placing Sir
Marcus in one of the latier’s own
cages!

“Sorry, old man, but I've got to get
rid of you somehov. wid this method
seeins about the most effective,” mur-
mured Waldo drily. *A4nd vou love
the gentle Zana so muci; that his com-
panionship ought to bLe congenial.”

Waldo had produced an electrie
torch, and by the light of this he un-
latched the door of the big cage aud
coolly and deliberately walked in. The
leonard  was cronchimg back n &
corner, and made no atrempt fo moless
the intvader., Waldo himself was in-
different. He had no fesr.

Ho passed to the rear of the cage
and entered the leopard's leepiny
quariers.  'There was & kind of iuner
cavity, with two comparunents, Siv
Marcus was thrust into the econd ecom-
partment and placed upon the floor.
There was a door which shut off this
cubicle from the leopard’s usual lair.
Sir Marvcus, therefore, would be in no
danger.

“Sorry to treat you 30 nnceremoni-
ously, but I'll make amends later on,”
said Waldo smoothly. “I'll bring yon
a mattress and a few cushions, Sir
Marcus. At the present moment oo
don’t need any.” .

He chuckled, locked 1ihe docor, and
passed out of the sleeping quarters inio
the big cage. IHis eleciric worch flashed
its beam of light to and fro. And the
Wonder Man caught his breath.

The door of the cage <100d open—arn
the leopard had gone!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Hunting Interiude.

WITH two Lbirisk
strides Waido crossed
the empry cage and
cxamined the cateh of
the door. Then he
carsed nimself for a
fool,

“An 1nfernal block-
head fike you doesn'i

|
:

Ly _...::__..i deserve to succeed 1n
T L L AL anything 7 he iold

himscif harshlx.

O LT T ,
L Rank  carelessness!
—ee ) (Crimina!  negligence !
If the whole gamie falls through yoii'il
only have yvoursell to blainie.”

Waldo’s cendemnation  of
was justified. '

Now that it was too laie le realised
that he was githy of wirant negiecr.

hiimself

Instead of pausing 10 =ati-fy  himeelf
that the door had c¢losed tightly, he had,
npon entering, pushed it to with a

sharp snap. He had heard the click of
the catch, but had not made sure by
taking a cloze look.

Certainly he had been hampered by
Sir  Marcus’ inanimate figiwre.  Bus
Waldo did not excuse himself on  this
account. He was all the fove furicus
becausze it was couirary to iy caref:l,
methodical nature to igke such  a
blunder.

He was a man worked

who zyste-
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matically, making his_plars and pre-
parations with a puncrilious care that
was worthy of greater things. And on
the rare occasions when he siumbled
hizs anger against himself was acute.
“This means .the wreck of the whole
enterprise . ke mutiered as he leapt
"ofit of the. cage -and flashed his light
swiftly pound the dim corners of the
obsoleie zoo.  “*Rubies, eh” 1 don’t
desceve a red bead! . I'd belier clear
out while I've got the chance!”
With theé:e bitter reflections, he hur-

‘ried out into the winter garden,
Eagerly he flashed his torch up .and

down, hoping that the leopard would
be sknlking behind some of the drab-
looking evergreens,  But the animal
had gone, leaving no trage.

And Waldo's worst fears were fully
confirmed when he émerged info the
hall.  On the far side an aniigne
pedestal was toppled over on its . side,
with a flower-pot in pieces near Dby.
And just beyond was a narrow lattice
window, half open. .

(‘lcarly the leopard had leapt through
the window opening, cateching the
prdestal in irs jump. Instinetively the
beast had made jor ihe open aiv—as
Waldo had fraved. '

He stood there. his
sot. )

"o aninal was =avage.

face grim and

anl heaven

alone konew whai miischiel it would stir

up in he distrier, For even if Zana
I : . LY -r N

toered clear of humanity—wnien - was

coubiful—it would undoubtedly aiiack
<heep and other domestie beasts.

As a result the whole couniryzide
would be in an uproar. Dy the morrow
tliere would be a hue-and-cry.  There
~would be inquiries at the Manor, for it
was common knowledee in the village

rhat the eccentric old baronet kept a
leapard as a pet.

And, instead of remaining  private
aindd alone, to work ont his cunnig’

«heme of robbery, Waldo would have.
half the village abont his ears. And
the very life of hiz plan depended upon
undizturbed privacy.

He leapt through the window reck-
lossly, alighting on the moss-grown ter-
race. e stood there, staring keenly
across the neglected. lawns and flower-
gardens. The evening was still young
—--for even now the hour was barely
seven-thirty.  But all was quiet and
still, except for ihe whistle of the wind
and the restless rustiing of the leatess
trees.

A few clouds vwere scudding across the
winter sky, and ihe moon had appeared.
The garden was thick with. black, m-
tenze -shadows.  Waldo stood there,
biting his lip with vexation. '

On the wind came the faint sound of
a dog howling. intermixed with the
flecting ‘chime of the ¢hureh bells. The
ringers were probably putting in some
-praciice  for Christmas—{for Yulelide
was comparatively near at hand.

Waldo walked across the lawns wiih
notseless tread. wandering about aim-
lessly for a few minutes. And he
realised the utter impossibility of his
gne=t, KEven if the leopard was still in
the gardeg the beast would noi allow
iiself to see.

Perhaps 1t was skulking in ile ihick
of the bushez. Perbaps it would sud-
deuly spring and make a savage aitack.

Waldo gave no thought to hiz pos-
sible danger. He had 1o more fear of
the leopard than if it were a kitten.

By this time, probably, the brute
was a couple of miles away. And long
before the miorniug ihe whole distriet
would be ringing viich the news of
somie  farmyard {ragedy--a mntilaied
cow ot a devasiated. chicken-house.

With a gront. Walde forned back io- |

-r
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‘wards the hotize.”” He would have to g

alter his entire programie. Indeed, as
far as he could see, he would be com-
pelled to abandon his scheme entively.

Something loomed black and sinister
against the skyline, ~

Waldo turned his head charply., in-
dlantly aware that the object had not
been thero a  second- carlier. Ie
started. There., crouching on the top
of the wall was a black, lithe shape.

“ By all the zaints!” muttered Waldo
tensely.

He could Lardly believe the evidence
of his eyes.  He could hardily credit
that the cscaped leopard was here,
practically within a few vards of him.
And yet the unimmal's presence was
natural enough, ' :

Fven now Waldo was dubions. A
the slightest move, Zana would pro-
bably leap..qif the wall and vanish
again. 'Jfﬁm'n was one chance. Waldo
reached for his hip-pocket. A single
shot, and the brute would be no more.
T'he sound «f the report would have to
be risked. |

But Zana was ihe first to act.

Without warning, he made one clean,
cat-like leap. He came ar Waldo, ax
savage and ferrible as a mnman-eaning
tiger. What a leopard lacks in size, it
makes up for in ferocity.

Waldo caughi a glimpse of the gleam-
ing, luminous eyes as the Dbeast flew
through the air at him. And immedi-
ately afterwards the incident became
amusing. _ '

At least, Rupert Waldo deemed il
amusing.  Ninety-niie men out of a
Lhundred would have found it decidedly
tragic. DBut the Wonder-Man was glad
cilouigh to gel his fingers upon Zana's
unsuspecting hroat,

Quick as the leopard was,
evenn more speedy. He met ile aitack
squarely—instead  of  alicmapling  to
dodge. And g socoud later the leopard
received the biggest surprise of its life.
- While one steel vice closed round his
throat, another vice locked his front
paws together. And before he could
attempt to get his hind legs into action
he was swuug over, flung to the ground.
and held there, spitting, snarling. and
thoroughly scared. :

Waldo's method was
cvireme.

He hado't given the savage creature
a ~ccond’s chance. And by his swift, in-
stantancous action, he had saved him-
self from being torn by the ugly claws.
Once Waldo gripped, his grip was a fix-
ture. :

And {o this decisiveness of action he
owed his safety.

Had he failed to hold the leopard at
the first impact, even Waldo's strength
aud agilily would lave availed him
Hl—llt‘.

But he had met the atiack fearlessly,
with the result that the leopard was
now :the under-dog. He was held down

Waldo was

drasiic 1 .the

with ease, and Waldo was laughing
happily ac this unexpecled stroke. of
fortune.

“All vight., my beaviy—don't worry
yourself ! he murmured. 1 don't
think I'll finish you off.  Mrs. Barion
might get to know of your decease, and
that would be awkward. TUpon the
whole, vou'd Dbetter go back home like
1 zood little fellow?”

He shifted his position slighily, and
continned to, hold the leopard down
with his body, knees, and one hand,
while he swiftly unbuckled his bell.

With this he strapped the brute’s front
paws togelher. and the position becamne
easier. e nsed his bandkerchicet to
bind round the leopard’s mouth. A
minuic later Zana was being canvied
swiftly back info the honse,

DisinerivE covers-Z%¢ UNION JACK °

Waldo reached the cage withoul seeing
any sign of Mrs. Barton, He deposited
the leopard hehind the bars, and slightly
loosened the strap. Then hae swiftly
made his exit, and closed the door
tightly. ' o

The delay had not heen so very great,
but Waldo made all hasle to carry on
with his plau, DPassing upsiaivs. he
reached his bed-room, and here he lit
half a dozen candles. ]
~His next task was to open his iravel-
ling-case and take out a number of

materials.  For half an hour he was
busy. He even visited Sivr Marcus’ own

bed-room, returning to his own wiih
a collection of clothes,

And when Waldo descended the stairs
the transformation was complete.

He passed down into the hall. a round-
shouldered, gloomy figure. He lookedl
wizened, and his resemblance to Sir

_Marcus Droone was startling. The -

personation was by no means perfect,
but quite good enough 4o satisfy the
shori-sighted housekeeper.  And this
was all Waldo cared about.
Reaching the library, he found Mirs.
Barton hovering about the doorway.
*Well. woman, what do vou wunr "
snapped Waldo irritably.
_In voice and manner the impersora-
ticnt was well done—very well donre.
Aud 1t was by these effori< ihal the
housekeepor would be deceived. And

5hp|. was  deceived. She  suspected
nothing.
“I thought. Sir Marcus, that {ho

general would be going——"

“Tut, tul! Co back to yvour kitchen !
rapped out Waldo. ** My guest depaiied
half an hour ago. Haven't you gol
more sense than {o come worrving me
now? Lo away. Mrs, Barton! Jl.eave
e undisturbed !

The woman durned and walled off un-
emotionally.  She had been aceustomed
to this kind of ireatment for vears.

Rupert Waldo closed the library door,
crossed over to the fireplaca, and pei-
mn‘-ttqd himself the luxury of a cigar.

. “Good!” he murmured amiably.
“And now we're all ready for the ex-
cellent My,  Arthur Crant—to say
nothing of the Burmese rubies! TUpon
the whole, I am enjoying mvself rather
well ! : o

o

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Ths Tragedy at Dead Oak Corner,

MR. SEXTON
BLAKE lowered hi-
newspaper and idly

A stifled a yawn.
“We sha'n’t be in
London much before
eleven, young ’'un,”
he remarked, glancing
across at Tinker, who
was lolling somewhat
inelegantly on the op-
posite cushions of the
firet - class commnart-
' ment, “This train
particularly rapid one. ['th

1sn't
afraid.”
“Rapid!” echoed Tinker disguctediy.

a

“It's not much Dbetter than a snail,
uv'nor! There go the brakes again!”
e added, with a snort.  * Another
stop! We shall be lucky if we gei in
by Christmas Day!”

Tinker was rather pessimistic. Slow
a3 the train was, there was no real justi-
fication for assuming that it would
occupy all the intervening time befcre
¢'hristmas io. complete its. journey.

The farous Baker Streetl cruninologist
and ‘his -assistant had the compariment
entively to  themselves, - The train,
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indeed, was running very light. and was
by no means onc of the best of the day.

But Blake, who had joined it at Col-
hester. had chosen this particular train
hecause it was due to reach Liverpool
Street half an hour sooner than a follow:
Ing express.

“It’s no good grumbling. Tinker,”:

said the detective dryly. *‘I warned
you that this train was slow. But we
either had to 1ake this or wait the
better part of ninety minutes in u
Iraughty station. Personally, I tind the
journey quite soothing.”

Tinker grunted, and lowered the
window. The biting night air came
sweeping in as the train pulled up
against & narrow gravel platform. The
station weas badly lighted, and the book-
ing-office looked dim, chilly, and un-
inviting. It was exactly opposite Tinker
as the train came to a stop.

“Tancy living in a place like this!”
murmured Tinker, with a shiver. * By
jingo! These country people are more
plucky than the average Londoner
dreams of. I wouldn’t live here for a
Prime Minister’s pension!”’ ,

He noticed that the place was called
Inglestowe.  There was nothing .un-
nsually dull about ii, and nothing par-
‘ticularly bright. It was, in fact. a
typical country station of the smaller
kind, :

Tinker’s spirits revived a little as he
leaned out of the window. )

“I don’t suppose you'll believe it,
guv'nor, bul I just saw somebody run-
ning!” he grinned. “I'm hanged if 1
thought they had enough energy! There
seems to be quite a lot of bustle, too.
Perhaps the lads of the village are just
going home after watching the slugs
whiz by !”

Sexton Blake smiled at Tinker's
sarcasm, and continued reading his news-
paper.  Tinker was now silent. He
was, in fact, watching the movement and
life which stirred on the gloomy plat-
form. And it had suddenly become im-
pressed upon Tinker that there was an
unaccountable stir afoot.

As a rule, a small country station of
this type, at ten o’clock at night, would
he notable only for the appearance of
a sleepy ticket-collector, one or
somnambulistic *gentlemen with
churns, and so forih.

But the platforma at Inglestowe
very different,

Two or three groups of villagers were
waiting about. They were talking to-
gether in hushed sort of tones, and there
were scrious expressions on every face.
In the booking-office a scarcd-looking
constable was talking to an elderly
ventleman in uniform who appeared to
be the stationmaster, There were even
a few knots of small boys visible, hover-
ing abput the exit doors. And through
into the station yard, directly opposite
the first-cla«d carriage, T'inker caught a
glimpse of a waiting motor-car, From
his position he could see right through
the booking-oftice and out beyond.

A sound came from Tinker’'s rear, and
the {rain under his feet trembled. He
glanced round, and saw the lighted
windows on another train gliding past
on the down tracks. 'The other train
came to a standstill, with noisy, hissing
brakes.

*Inglestowe appears to be quite Im-
portant at this hour,” remarked Blake,
laying his' paper down again. *‘What
arc you so interested in, Tinker?”

*“1eh?” said Tinker, turning his head.
“I'm blessed if I can make it out, sir—
there's something special on the go.
The stationmaster buzzed over the foot-
bridge like a two-year-old a minute ago.
Somebody important must be arriving
by that other train,”

milk-
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“In the meantime, we're left here,
cooling our heels,” observed Blake.

Tinker glanced down the plaiform
again, and was just in time to see a
country police-inspector come bustling
down the steps of the overhead foot-
bridge.  Passengers arriving by the
other platform were obliged to cross this
footbridge in order to reach the main
exit,

Tinker frowned as he continued lo
look. 1t was a frown of perplexity.
Two or three quietly dressed men 1n
dark overcoats and bowler-hats were
following behind the inepector. There

was a certain stamp about them which

struck a familiar chord in Tinker’s
memory.
* And then, as they came along the
platform, and passed athwart the beam
of a lamp, Tinker fairly jumped.
“Well, I'm hanged!” he exclaimed
excitedly. “It's Mr. Lennard! Dofvn
here—in this hole! At ten o’'clock at
night! Lennard, of the Yard!”
“Nonsense!” said Sexton Blake.

But Tinker flung the door open and
jumped out. Blake, glancing through
the open doorway, was just in tiume to
seec Chief Detective-Inspector Lenuard,
of. Scotland Yard, pause in his ‘tracks
and stare at Tinker. Behind were three
of the Yard men, whom Blake promptly
recognised.

“By the Lord Harry!” ejaculated |

“Tinker, as I live!
down here pretty

the chief inspector.
I thought I was
promptly—"

“What on earth arc you doing in ihis

sleepy hollow, Mr. Lennard?” asked
Tinker, in astonishment. - **What's
happened?  Anything special? You

wouldn’t be here unless a few murders
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had been committed, or something !

“One murder is enough!” retorted
the Yard man grimly.
He turned aside to -greet Sexton

Blake, who had followed Tinker out on
to the platform. And Tinker suddenly
understood the recason for the unac-
customed life and bustle of the little
station. A murder! No wonder the
villagers were looking startled and
animated !

“You didn't come here especially,
Mr. Blake?” asked Lennard, after he
had shaken hands. I mean, you're
not interested in the case?”

“Until this moment, I didn’t know
there was a case,” replied Sexton Blake.
“We're on the way home from Col-
chester, and our train happened io stop
here. What is it, Lennard? Anything
particularly attractive?”’

The man from’ Yard
shrugged his shoulders.

“Don’t know yet,” he replied bluntly.
“But just before nine o'clock the chief
received an urgent telephone-call from
this choice beauty-spot. TPostman mur-
dered, I believe—queer circumstances.
Don’t know any details vet, but it looks

Scotland

like a pretty grim job.”

“So you came down to have a look
round?”’ asked Tinker,

“Yes; I'm hcre practically within the
hour,” replied Lennard. °'Not so bad,
eh? Why not stop and take a look round,

Blake? It's a mysterious crime, yon
know ; it ought to interest you.”
Blake smiled and considered for a

moment..

Hec was certainly attracted. It wasn't
always he got an opportunity of investi-
gating a crime while the trail was still
smoking-hot. Even if the affair turned
out to be a sordid village tragedy of a
commonplace kind, it wouldn’t matter
much. Blake was not engaged on any
uwrgent business at the moment and could
well afford the time. '

-~

-

Ng.
1,104«

by his side.  The chief-inspector had
learned from past experienco that Sexton
Blake was a very handy man to have
about the place. More than once Blake
had put Lennard on the right track after
the latter had gone hopelessly wrong.

“Well 7 asketf the Yard man.

“All right, Lennard—thanks!” said

the great detective. “T’ll take advan-.
tage of your invitation.”
. "Good man!” said Lennard. “Only
just in time, too,” he added, as he
glanced rcund. ‘*Your train’s just off, I
see. Any baggage? You'd better grab
hold of it pretty quick.”

But Tinker was already rescuing
Blake’s leather dispatch-case and one
or two other small articles. And a
nmnute or two later both trains had gone
—leaving Inglestowe Station dim and
quiet and forlorn-looking.

Chance had played a queer trick.

the purest coincidence Sexton
Blake and Tinker were in the village of
Inglestowe—and, without knowing it,
within a mile of their old enemy, Rupert
Waldo. It was not the first time that

‘Fate had intervened to bring these foe-

men together,

‘There was an informal conference in
the dimly-lighted waiting-room. Len-
nard was having a few words with In-
spector Quinton, of the local police. And

‘Blake and Tinker were naturally
admitted.
“It was the chiet-constable himeelf

who phoned you up, sir,” declared the
inspector. ‘“This business is so queer
that we don’t quite know what to make
of it. "Griggs wasn’t the kind of man
to get himself into' bad company, and
why He was murdered beats me.” .
*“One cf the local postmen, wasn't he?”
asked Lennard.

“Yes, sir—quite a young fellow, too,”
replied the inspector. ‘' Not very popu-
lar, perhaps, bein’ a surly, bad-tempercd
sort of young chap. It was Mr. Pond,
the grocer, who found him—lying there
in the lane, just against Dead Oak
Corner, on the Staplemore Road.”

" How far is that from here?”
"“Why, it’s only at the end of the vil-
lage, just round by the Manor.”

*What’s the Manor?”

“Sir Marcus Droone lives there, sir—
a queer old gent in his way, but a rare
good ’un, all the sanie, when you know
him,” said the inspector. “ Perhaps
you'd like to go along to the Flowing
Bowl at once, sir?” added Quinton. *‘It’s
only a small tavern, but not such a bad
place, as they run.”

- “What's the idea’” asked Lennard.
'f‘ What do we want to go to this inn
or:”’

**That’s where we 0ok the body, sir,”
expiained the oiher. “You see, the
tavern ain’t more than a hundred yards
from the  corncr where young Griggs
was attacked. I'd like you to have a
Ic_)ol,c, at the body as soon as possible,
sir.

“How was the man killed?” put in
Sexton Blake, with interest.

“That’s just what we'd like to know,
sir,” answered Inspector Quinton, with
emphasis, ‘“‘The queerest affair I ever
saw! The man was struck in the neck—
and must have died on the instant,
reckon. His throat’s torn awful—and
as far as I can see the wound was caused
by some kind of jagged weapon. Maybe
an old piece of 1ron, or something like
that.”

“He couldn’t have been knocked down
by a car, I suppose?” «nggested Lennard.

“Hardly, sir,” replied thlre inspector,
shaking his head. ‘'He’d have been all
broke up if a car had hit him. :Besides.
if a car had come by they'd have heard
it in the tavern. But they swear that
the lane was quite deserted about the

And Lennard, of course, would be glad } time Griggs was duc to come along.
enoungh to have his unofficial colleagne Pretty reliable information, io00,” added
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Quinten. “You see, the landlord’s girl
up at the tavern was expectin’ a letter,
and she'd becit on the look-out for a
half-hour—waitii” for Griggs to come
up. And she's cerrain thar nothin® went
b:',..‘.'

“Oh, well. we'd better get a move
on,”’ suggested Lennard. *“We can’t do
much more here. 1 suggest we have a
look at the body, and then examine the

spot where the crime took place. What
do you say, Blake: g
“An  excellent  programme!”  said

Sexton Blake.

They left the station and climbed into
Inzpector Quiuton's waiting car. It was
only a Ford, but none the less welcome
on that account, And they werc soon
being driven down the long village street
to the outshirts—watched with intense
curiosity by several knots of villagers,

The Flowing Bowl proved to be a
cozy, comfortable little inn at the ex-
treme end of the village. Lights were
gleaming warmly in the windows as the
car drove up, and even here a few
loiterers were banging about looking on
with morbid currosity. It was ufter
«closing hours:, and the inn was shut, but
there was every evidence that plenty of
life stirred within.

“We'd better arrange for a room
here, while we're about it,” said the
chief-inspector. as he glanced at the
tavern, “ Might as well be as near the
centre of things as possible. And this
place doesn't look at all bad, to my
mind.”

Thev were at once admitted, and the
landlord, a portlv gentleman who went
by the name of Dullock, ushered his dis-
tinguished guests into the smoking-

room, where a fire glowed and crackled’

warmly.

Blake and Tinker secured a room for
themnselves—for it was obvious they
vould be obliged 1o spend the mnight
here, oven if the investigation f{izzled
out. The Scotland Yard men made
their own arrangements.

And Lennard lost no time in taking
a look at the body of the murdered man.
Sexton Blake accompanied him. Inspec-
tor Quinton acted as their guide and
took them out by the back docor, across
a vard. and into a smalil harne::-room,
which had Leen wurred into a temporary
wortuary.

By the light of a yard luntern the in-
spection was made. There wus some-
thing rather weird about this examina-
tion. Theo light was none too good. and
the dead man was no pleasant sight.
Even Blake's ivon nerves were slightly
affected.

The body waz lying on a bLench,
covered by an old horse blanket. The
postman had been atiired in his official
uniform, and there were evident signs
that he had struggled for life, His
jacket and waistcoat were torn in cne
or two places—rent in a peculiar fashion,
And the wound which had cauvsed death
was an ugly one.

Chief-Inspector Lennard tuined away
with a slight shiver.

“Cover him up!” he said gruffly.
“Tll need a siitf braudy after this!
Looks like the work of a mamniac, as far
as I can see. That gash was probably
caused by a jagged piece cof iron, One
blow would have been enough. The
poor beggar couldn’t have known much
about it, though, thank goedness!”

Sexton Blake glanced up from
examination.

“Can you bring the light a litle
nearer, inspector?” he asked guietly.

Quinton brought the lantern up close,
and for some minutes Sexton Blake was
intently occupied. He even piroduced a
magnitving lens and used this repeatedly,

The Scotlard Yard man stcod by the
door, rather impatient.

Fi's nwo good  wasitog

his

time here,
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Without warning, the leopard sprang from the wall in one clean, cat-like leap.
He came at Waldo as savage and terrible as a man-eating tiger, but Waldo met

the attack squarely.

(Chapter 3.)

Blake ! he said Dbriskly. “You'll find
no clues on the body. It's a simple case,
in my opinion. A few careful inquiries,

and we'll soon get on the trail of the

murderer,
or revenge at the bottom
guarantee!”

** Perhaps so,” agreed Blake abstract-
edly. “One never knows, Lennard.”

Bendine clozely over the dead 1man,
Blake could detect a faint, indefinable
odour, Ie caught a fleeting suspicion
cf it now and again, and in the back
of his mind there was a familiar chord
touched.

And suddenly his eves took on a keen,
intense expression. e held hjs lens
steady. Then, taking a pair of delicaie
steel nippers from his waistcoat-pocket,
he picked one or two minute objects
from a fold in the dead man’s waist-
coat. These he placed with infinite care
in an ctopty silver matchhox.

“A few clues?” asked Lennard, with
a trace of trony.

* Possibly,” replied Blake, “As I said
bafore—one never knows.”

D ——

This is a case with jealousy
of 1t, I'll

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
‘“* You Were Right!"

TINKER gave his
master a curious glance
when Sexton Blake
followed the Scotland
Yard man into the
smoking-room. Blake
was looking  very
thoughtful, and even
bored., Bt there was
something™ about = the
expression of his eyes
which Tinker readily
roted.

“Anything specially
queer about the affair, sir? he asked
cagerly.

* Nothing at all!” said Lennard before
Blake could answer, “Just a sordid

murder, In

my opinion.  Quinton'!
Where the dickens is that—— Oh, there
you are!” he added, as the local inspec-
tor bustled in. “I want to ask you a
few questions, Quinton.”

“All right, sir. But I was wondering
if vou'd come out and have a few word:
with a man named Potts,” said the in-
spector, *“He's a farm-labourer from the
next village. I was having a word with
him just now, and he scems to know
something.”

“Oh, does he?” said Lennard. “De
vou mean that man we passed in the
passage as we came in?”’

“Yes, sir. That's him.”

“Hm'! He looked like a poacher to
me !" grunted the Scotland Yard official.

]

“All right—I'll come along. But he
can wait a couple o{ minutes, 1 want to
ask  vou something about Griggs,

What's become of his postbag?”

“I've got it under lock and kex, sir,

“Was it tampered with?”

“As far as I know, it wasn’t even
touched,” replied the inspector.  ““All
the letters were intact—not even jerked
oiit of the bag. Robbery wasn't the
motive, Mr, Lennard, I'll swear to that,
It looks to me as if Griggs mel somec-
body and they had a fight.”

“['m inclined to agrce with vou——"

““And this man, Potts, 1s able to throw
some light on the whole affair, I think,”
went on Quinton eagerly. *ITe only

(Continued on page 21.)
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(Continued from page 11.)

hieard aboni the murder half an hour ago,
and he came straight over.”

“Right! We'll see the gentleman,”
said Lennard briskly.,

“Totts declares that the murder was
done by a young fellow named Roper,”
caid the inspector, as he and the Yard
ian passed through the doorway. “This
vhap, Roper, works at the big farm over
at Staplemore—-—"

Their voices beeame inaudible as thew
nassed down the stone-paved passage, and
Sexton Blake turned to Tinker with z
slight shrug of hi: shoulders,

“I'm afraid we :hall never alier our
sood friend, Lennard.” he chuckled.
“ With elues ~tarineg him in the face, ho
ignores them, Tinker. A pity. TLennard
is quite a =nrewd, conscientlous man in
Lis own wax. But he will go about with
is eyes closed.™

Tinker grinned.

~ Don’t you believe it. sir,”™ he replied.
My, Lenuard 13 as hot as muastard when
it comes 1o routine work and ihe
ordinary methods of the Yard. It's
when he’s up against the finer points
of the game that e begins to side-slip:
Il bet youw've discovered something
nnportant.’

“In a way, ves,” agreed Blake. “We
mustn’t  forget, Tinker, that Scotland
Yard is a great and wonderful organisa-
tion, and In nine crime cases out of ien
the official method is better than iy
ouwn. Working by rule of thumb may be
icdious and long-winded, but it scores in
the end, Tt iz the exceptional case that
clivitns our own particular skill, Tinker.”

“And s this an exceptional case,
vy nor 7 _

“Well, have a look at these, and Ict
me know what you make of ‘em,” re-
pited Blake, taking out the silver match-
hox and .sitiing down against the table.
* Lennard 1s couvineed that Griggs was
attacked and struck down by means of
a Jagged picce of iron,  Personally, 1
don’t think so.”

Tinker waiched iutenily az DBlake
~pread a sheer of paper on the table and

cinptied the minuic contents of the
matchbox upon i, At first, Tinker
could sce nothing.  And then, looking

closer, he noted one or two hairs.

He took Sexton Blake's lens, and
examined the hairs clozely, '

“Can’t make them oui, sir,” he an-
rounced at length,  “'Chey belong to
-omie kind of ammal, T should think.”

A truly  wonderful  deduction,
Tinker,” said Blake dryly. _

T mean, a wild animal, of coursze,”
vwent on Tmker. " No need {o get sar-
castie, guv’nor. I'd say a tiger—or pev-
haps a paniher.  DBut we know well
~nongh that panthers don't run about
ioose in Lssex!”

“That's just where vou make a miis-

take—we kunow nothing of the sort,”

replicd Sexton DBlake promptly.  “Just
hecause the possibility 1s remote, it need
not be mneceszarily ruled out. As a
matter  of fact, Tinker, those hairs
helong 1o a species of Indian leopard.”

- "Great Scott!” said Tinker, staring.’

“Are you sure, sir?”

“TUnless I was sure I wouldn't make
the statemient,” replied Blake. “Think
of the-crime ilself, Tinker. 'This post-
nion was struck down without warning;
anl the wounnd in his throat is particu-
larly unusnal, - A jagged piece of iron
might couse a similay injury, but T am
doubiful,”

~waiting until daylight.”
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Eager and alert, Sexton Blake entered the cage, and passed to the rear com- |
partment over the body of the sleeping leopard.
within, a pang of disappointment assailed him.

But, as he flashed his light !
The place was empty !

(Chapter 9.)

Tinker stared, .

“You think the man was attacked and
bitien by a leopard 7" he asked.

“That 1s my az=umprien at present,”
replied Blake. " Bet I propose that we
go along to the actual scene and make a
few  investigations, Lemmard, I am
afraid, iz taking too much notice of local
gossip.”

“Good! Let's get along while we can
have the place to ourselves,”

“You are ncedlessly optunistic, young
‘un,” smiled Blake. “ Unless T am much
mistaken, we <hall find those other Scot-
land Yard gentlemen on the ground
before us. T have an idea ithey are
taking #Ha-hlight photographs, measure-
ments, and a few other details.” o

Sexton Blake's surmise proved to be
correct, :

When e and Tinker arrived at Dead
Oak Corner, vwhich was stiuated a few
hundred  vards farther along the lane,
they found the place in the possession of
the men from Seotland Yard. A con-
stable had acted as escort, and was now
standing by, keeping back a few village
loungers,

But Dlake and Tinker were at once
admitied into the barred-off space. The
Yard men weie just on the point of pack-
ing up their instroments, :

“Nothing i your line here, M,
Blake,” suid one of them. “Not much
in our line, either,” he added. “We've
taken a few photographs, but I don’t
suppose they'll cver be required. Looks
like rain, though, and we couldn’t riik

Blake nodded and switehed on his own
electrie "forch.  An examination of the
ground proved barren. Since the death
of Grigy<, and the yemoval of the body,

the road had heen overrin by curions
villagers and other <ensation-zeckers, Tn
distingnish any partienlar footprints was
ont of the question,  And even ihe grass
bordering the lane was frampled down.

_ Blake glanced at ihe ledges with
interest.  On one side the road was
bordered by a high, roughly-kept hedge,
with tall trees showing beyond. But on
the other side the hedge was neatly
clipved, and even to a point of plain-
nes:. It curved round smoothly.

“VWhat lies beyond this?”? asked Rlake,
pointing. '

“The grounds of the Manor, I under-
stand.” replied one of the officials.

DBlake took no definite actien nutil the
others had gone. I{e was relieved to iind
that the idlers followed the- official party
back to the inn. And the Baker Sirees
pair had the place quite to themselves.

“Now we can get on, sir,” said Tinkcer
beiskly. ** According {o vour idea, we've
got to look for a leopard? A bit of 2
tall order, isn't it, sir? But iL's nice o
know what we're after!™

“Strictly speaking, we ought to bave
a few words with our exceilent host, Mr.
Bullock,” said Blake thoughtiully, * He
will know if a circus is pitched anywhers
in the neighbourhood, or if a menagerio
has passed through the village recentiy.
But while we’re on the spot, we'll tais
a casnal glance round.”

Blake’s casual glance consisied of pene-
trating the untidy hedge and examining
the meadow beyond., Tt was dimly moon-
light, and the grass was hecoming whire
with a keen ground frozr. And foot Ly
foot Blake procreded to exanmiine the
meidow in the vieinity of the fatal spor.

He soon satisfied himzelf that the grass
had been undisiurbed for hiours, Nothing
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human or animal had been in this part
of the mecadow during the whole evening.

But in the grounds of the Manor, on
the other side of the road, Blake’s
examination bore more fruit. He and
Tinker succeeded in getting through the
hedge at a weak spot a hundred yards
farther on.  They worked their way
back, walking carefully and gingerly.

Theve were a good many trees, with
grassy stretelies intervening. But under
some of the trees the grass was sparse
and patchy.  And near the hedge a
number of ancient molehills were visible.

Blake almost smiled as he bent down
over one of these mounds. “As though
especially made for his benefit, a clear
and well-defined footprint was visible in
the soft soil.

“This investigation is surprisingly
easy, Tinker,” murmured Blake. *So
easy, in fact, that I feel there must be
something deeper behind it all. If that
jsn::rtho footprint of a huge cat, what
1.3 1 :JJ
_“By Jove!” ejaculated Tinker, staving.
“You're dead right, sir! The brute
raight have left the impression here
deliberately ! I suppose there’s no fake
about it, sir? It isn't a' false trail, or
wnything ¥

Blake shook his head.

“I sec no rcason why the footprints
should be faked, Tinker,” he replied.
*“We are exactly opposite the spot where
poor Griggs was killed. I believe his
death was perfeetly simple. The leopard
attacked him, killed him at the first
spring, and then leapt over the hedge.
It is quite natural that these footprints
should be here. That is why I looked.
We cannot do better than return to the
inn and question Mr. Bullock.” '

Ten minutes later they were back in
the smoking-room, by no means sorry to
" find that the landlord had prepared hot
coffec and a substantial meal of cold
beef, ham and eggs, and other fare.

“Mocst of the other gentlemen ave still
out, sir,” remarked Mr. Bullock, as he
bustled about with the viands., “1
reckon that young Roper is the feller
who did the murder,” he added. “I
never did like Roper—too shifty and cun-
ning for me! A rare young spark with
the gals, too!”

““Why do yvou connect Roper with the
death of Griggs?” asked Blake.

The landlord tapped a solemn finger
on the edge of the table.

“It's like this ’ere, sir,” he replied.
“ Accordin’ to all T can hear, Griggs was

not such a sweet-tempered voung feller,
at the best, A grumpy, surly lad. I allus
catled him., Scems like they two met 1n
the lane, an’ had a regular set-to.”

*And do the police take this view '
asked Blake.

“Yes=an' them Scotland Yard chaps
from London, too!” replied the land-
lord, with ‘2 nod. “ Ah, ye can't fool
them gents, siv! As smart as they
make ‘em, I'll be bound! An' before
the night's out they'll have voung Roper
clapped 1n the lock-up. You mark my
words 1"

ITe bustled out, i search of coffee,
and Sexton Rlake smiled.

“T'm afraid Mr. Roper is in for an
unfortunate litrle episode,” he 1nur-
mured. “ But it will be only Dbrief.
Our information, Tinker, will effect his
release.” 7

“And make Mr. Lennard go a bit
green !’ grinned Tinker. ’

The landlord appeared again, and the
meal proceeded.

“ Rather quiet down here—eh?” re-
marked Blake conversationally, as he
attacked the ham and eggs. ‘" This

affair is likely to cause a bit of a sen-
sation, Bullock!™

“It is, sir, an’ that's a fact!” agreed
the landlord. “We don't have many
excitin' bits dovn in this part.”

“Just a circus now and again, to liven
things up, 1 suppose?”

“We ain't seen a civcus in Inglestowe
not for this two vears past,” said Mr.
Bullock thoughtfully.- “ Ah, them cir-
cuses ain't what they used to be, sir!
Not like the old 'uns T remember when
I was a kid. Like everything else, I
suppose thex're dyin’ out.”

“1 dou't suppose the people at the
Manor are very pleased about this
tragedy.” saild Tinker, looking up from
his plare. * Rather unpleasant, vou
know, happening right outside their
hedge.”

“The Manor?" repeated the Tandlord.
with a slight stare. “Him? DBless:
vour life, voung gent, old Sir Marcus
don't care what happens outside of his
own grounds. Never did. A queer old
stick, as the sayin’ is. Bui he ain't such
a bad sort, takin' him all round!"

“ Ave vou implying that Sir Marcus
Droone 1s eccentric?”’ asked Blake.

1 don’t rightly krnow what ye mean,
but Sir Marcus 1s one o them
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kind of sweet on the same girl as gents who act sort o queer,” replied

Roper's after. See? And Griggs was| Mr, Bullock “ Lives practically alone

in that great house. There's nobody
there except DBarton an’ his wife. an’
they don’t mix much with us Inglestowe
folk, Bartoun’s the butler. sir. An’ his
wife acts as housekeeper.”

“Quite a small household.”” com-
mented Blake. " Perhaps Siv Marcus
makes a hobby of keeping pet<? Dogs,

for example? Or monkeys?”

The landloid looked mysierious.

Ah, row ve're talkin’, sir!” he said,
lowering his voice. =T wouldn't say as
there’s monkeys in the Manor now, but
there was once. Ay, an’ well 1 can
remember the draited things, I caun tell
yve! One o they monkeyvs come in my
window an’ did a rare amount o' dam-
age.,” went on Mr. Bullock musingly.
“T reckon that muzi have been sixteen
or seventecn years ago, come next
sumumer.””

* Your memory iz surprisingly good.”
said Blake. " So Sir Marcus actually
did keep monkeys in the past?” Curious
that I should make a random =shoi
and—"

“ DBeggin' vour pardon, sir, but that
ain't all!” interrupted Mr. Bullock. still
speaking in a mysterious voice. * The
old gent kept all sorts of other furrin’
animals, too. Most of ‘em gone now, I
believe—died out, an' ain't never been
replaced. That was when Sir Marcus
come back from India. Rare mad on
collectin’ these wild animals, ‘e was!"

“Well, I'm hamged!” said Tinker,
glancing across at Blake.

“An’' they do say as Sir Marcus still
keeps a tiger in the ‘ouse,” declared
Mr. Bullock impressively. * Leastways.
if 1t ain’t a tiger, it's one o' them wild
things out o' the -forest. Why. the
voung folks in this village won't go
nigh the Manor grounds after dark!
Scared stiff. they are!”

*Oh, well, we don’t want to keep von
from your duties, landlord,”™ said Blake
hightly.

Mr. Bullock hastily apologised, and
went about his duties. Blake and Tinker
glanced across the table ar one another.
Tinker was grinning. bur Blake looked
unusually grave.

“It's a fizzle, sir.” said Tinker. “ You
were right about that leopard. And
there’s no murder at all—noi even a
mystery !

** Nevertheless, Tinker. I shall make
it my duty to visit Sir Marcus ar once-—
the instant we have finished this meal!”
he exclaimed grimly. Tt is quite
possible that the old gentleman is un-
aware of the fact that his leopard has
cscaped.”

“By Jove !
guv'nor!'”

*You won't overlook it if the leopard
takes a fancy to you as we are walking
down the lane!” said Blake drily.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Face to Face.

RUPERT WALDO

stood wirh his back to

Ul

the fire in the library
at Drecore Manor and
regarded the musty old
bookeazes around him
with quiet satizfaction.

*“{'ome along, Mrs.
Barion!” he snapped
irritably. 1 waunt a
hot toddy!"”

It was Sir Marcus
Droone’s mnightly cus-
tom to indulge in a
hot purch just before retiring. Ms.
1 Bartoa always brougho the concoction to

I'd overlooked that point, -

RS
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the library at eleven-thirty to the
minute. She had orders not to disturb
her master under any circumstances

before that hour.

And during Waldo's little masquerade
i the character of Brigadier-General
Hume he had joined Sir Marcus in the
nightcap. Mrs. Barton would naturally
bring the hot punch at the same minute
1o-night.  She knew nothing whatever
of the startling event earlier, and had
no suspicion that the man in the library
was not her master. Waldo's impersona-
tion was perfect so far as vorwe and
mannerisms went. IHis appearance was
not important, for Mrs. DBarton was
extremely short-sighted.

Waldo had been pondering over the
position for some little time, and he was
highly amused. Everything was satis-
factory. The butler was 1ill, and would
be unable to resume his duties for days.
Sir Marcus was impriconed behind the
leopard’s cage. and ‘could not recover
consciousness for several hours yet.
Waldo would deal with him after Mrs.
Barton had retired. And on the morrow
Mrv. Arthur Grant would arrive with
**the finest parcel of rubies he had ever
secured.”

So, from Waldo's point of view, the
cutire situation was favourable.

The clock in the hall solemnly chimed,
and practically at the second note a tap
sounded on the library door, and then
Mrs, Barton glided in with the tray.
There was something rather uncanny
about this silent old woman, so gaunt

and unemotional. .

"Good!” said Waldo, rubbing his
hands togcther. * Set it down on the
small table! Bless me. woman! What's
the matter with your You're all of a
iremble !”

Mrs. Barton set the tray down shakily.
It was the first fime Waldo had seen her
oxpressing any kind of emotion, and he
was surprised. He had previously
lowered the lamp and bad shaded it, too.
He stood there, on the hearthrug, in
decp shadow. DBut Mrs. Barton stood in
the flood of light from the standard
lamp.

“I'm sorry, sir,” she faltered. “I'm
s0 upset by that news from the Flowing
Bowl. A tertible affair, Sir Marcus N

*Flowing Bowl—Flowing Bowl!™ re-
peated Waldo testilv. ** Whar are yon
talking about, woman? Flowing Bowl?
What in the name of idiocy is the
Flowing Bowl? Ilave you taken leave
of vour wits, or what?”

“It's the inn, Sir Marcus—ihe tavern
just at the bend down the lane.,” said
Mrs. Barton. *‘The postman was mur-
derved right opposite our hedge here only
three or four hours ago. Murdered, Sir
Marcus !” she added tremulously,

Waldo stood stock srill, momentarily
staggered.

" The postman murdered !” he repeated
glowlv.  *“What on earth—" Jle
recovered himself, and resumed Sir
Marcus’ normal manner. * Rubbish,
Mrs. Barton! Fiddlesticks! Who told
vou this nonsense 77 7

" Why, it's all over the village, Sir
Marcus,” said the housekeeper. * The
doctor's lad told me when he came with
Barton's medicine at nine. o’clock.

“It do seem a shame, sir—such a
young feller as that .” . .
Waldo waved his hand i1mperiously.
*You shouldn’t take any notice of
these silly stories.!” he said irritably.
*And what has it to do with us, any-
how? How was the man killed ?

didn’t vou come and tell me sooner 7™
It ways juore than I dare do, Sir
Marcus!” rephed Mrs. DBarton.
orders are to leave vou undisturbed until
I bring the punch——"

“Well, well, well! Let it pass

19
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Why _
| certainly not!”

“My -
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 terrupted Waldo festily. ' What about

| this postman—this man whe was mur-
pclered ?

How was he killed ?”

“They reckon 1t must have been a
quarrel, sir,” replied Mrs. Barton, ** The
doctor’s lad didn™ know much, bui Mr.,
Griggs must have been hit down by a
tramp, or something like that. The police
are at their wits' end, sir.”

“They would be—they would be!” re-
torted Waldo. *“We can always trust
the police, Mrs. Barton, to be at their
wits’ end! A very short journey! It
doesn’t take long to reach ihe end of a
policeman’s wits! Well, you can go,
woman, I don't want to hear any more!
And don’t let this ridiculous affair play
on your mind! Go to Barton and give
him his medicine !”

Mris. Barton silenily left the room.
And Waldo's acting had been so clever
that she was still totally deceived. The
instant she closed the door, Waldo re-
laxed his expression. He turned round,
and kicked the great feuder with con-
stderable force. 4 .

*“That infernal leopard.” he snapped.
“By -all the devils of ill-luck!.  The
brute must have attacked the posiman
while he was at liberfy! And I thought
1 had recaptured him in time!”

- The news had come as a shock to the
Wonder-Man. He. was startled. Ie
jumped to the truth at once. It was ob-
vious to him, knowing all rhe facts, that
Zana had caused the death of Griggs.

" Waldo himself had seen the leopard
lecaping over the hedge. It had just
completed its foul work, and this ac-
counted, no doubt, for *he bruie's un-
accustamed ferocity.,  With a tasie of
blood on 1is fangs, the lcopard had
attacked Waldo. '

The Wonder-Man thought deeply as ho
sipped his punch, And hs mind became
calmer. Perhaps there wasn’t any need
to worry, after all. Griggs' dearh had
occurred hours before. and the Manor
had not been disturbed.

Clearly the police suspected nothing of
the truth. Indeed, the housekeeper’s
brief story made this abundantly evident.
The police were searching for a tramp,
or a fooipad. They beiieved ihat mur-
der had been committed! In all proba-
bility they wouldn't make a singic in-
quiry at the Manor.

Waldo had just reacned this conclusion
when he heard the distant jangling of a
bell. For a moment his glass shook.
Then he sct it down wiih a steady hand
and grimly compressed his lips,

Tha: bell, as he was well aware, was
connected with the front door. In spite
-of his artempis to reassurc himself, ihe
police had come! And , Waldo had
already made up his mind. .

The door opencd, and Mrs. Barion
stood there.

“Two genilemen io see vou, Sir Mar-
cus,” she announced.

“Gentlemen—gentlemen:”  repeated
Waldo angrily. **Who are they? What
are their names? What do you mean—
policemen 7%

“No, sir—they just scem to be ordinary
gentlemen,” said the housekeeper.
*“'They apologised for calling <o late, but
hoped that you would spave them a few
nllil},utcs. I told them ihat I would =ec,
sir.

Waldo played his pari ihoroughly.

““An unwarrantable intrusion!” he
stormed . ‘‘Qutragecous'! Calling at this
hour—nearly midnight! (Good gad,
woman, I wonder you had the audacity
to disturb me! I won't see anybody—

“Very well, Sir Marcus,” said Mra.
Barton unemotcionally. .
She turned to the door again, and

2 - e -

Waldo hesitated. He had expected the
police, but semcbody else had called.
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| Perhaps, on the whole, it would he
better to sce them. The village docior,
perhaps, and one of the more prominent
local worthies. To send them ay
might cause comment, and do more Rarm
than good.

“Wait!” snapped Waldo, as the house-
keeper went through the deorway.
“Confound it, Mrs. Barton, can’t you
wait? I've changed my mind! Show
the gentlemen in!”

“In here, Sir Marcus?”

“Yes, of course, in here!” said Waldo
irritably. ‘““ Where else do you think?
And then go back to your kitchen untii
I ring for you! I[t’s high time you were
in bed, Mrsz, Barton!” he added inconse-
quentially—a habit of Sir Marcus’.

A minute later, Waldo received a
secand shock. And this one was a hun-
dred-fold more staggering than the first.
It was only by a sheer effort of will-
power that Rupert Waldo maintained his
assumed calm. For the visitors were Sex-
ton Blake and Tinker.

His old cnemies! The two pcople he
feared and respected more than anybody
else in the country! There was some-
thing absolutely uncanny in the way Sex-
ton Blake crossed Waldo’s path whenever
the Wonder-Man was on the point of
bringing a fresh coup to a successful con-
clusion. ; S _

" On this occasion,_at least, Waldo had
deemed himself secure from Blake's in-
tervention. And here, by all that was
confusing. Sexton Blake walked in with
Tinker at his heels. It was a bombshell
for the master crook.

- “Pray let me hasten to avologize, Sir
Marcus, for this late intrusion,” said Sex-
ton Blake smoothly. *I will only de-
tain you a few nunutes, and I would not
have called at such an hour if the cir-
cumstances had not been unusunal, My
name is Blake, and this—"

“Blake—Blake ?” interrupied Waldo,
frowning. ‘‘Never heard of you, sir! 1
am amazed that you should disturb me
like this. Allow me to inform you, Mr.
Blake, that I have granied you a great
concession.”

‘““A concession, Sir Marens, which I
fullv appreciate,” acknowledged Blake.
“My friend, Mr. Tinker—-"

“Why, bless my soul!” ejaculated
Waldo. **Tinker! Then, by gad, you
must be Mr. Sexton Blake? Splendid!

I confess that I did not realize your tru
identity, sir!” .

“You may be aware that a local post-
man was brutally done to death just out-
side your grounds earlier this evening,”
said Blake. I am only here by chance,
Sir Marcus. We were passing through
Inglestowe on our way to London, and
happened to see an old friend of ours—
a-Mr. Lennard, of Scotland Yard. As
the moment, Mr. Lennard is on a false
trail.”

“I'm not surpriseds” snapped Waldo.
“These policemen are dunderheads!
Nothing more nor less, sir! But what's
this about a postman?”

“The police are convinced that the
man was murdered during a quarrel,” re-
plied Blake. “But after examining the
body, I have conclusively proved that
Griggs was done to death by a panther
or a leopard. At the moment, the police
arc nnaware of my conclusions.”

Waldo waved his hand impatienily. It
was a notion designed to dissemble his

confusion. This man, Blake, was posi-
tively weird! He already knew the
whole truth! Waldo cursed fiercely

within him. In the meantime, Sexton
Blake and Tinker were regarding their
host curiously in the dim light of the

library.

‘““A panther!” said Waldo ineredu-
lously, “Rubbish, sir! DIardon my
. o T Al YIS € s B - S -5 PO
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franknes~. but the whole idea ix prepos- |

terous.”

“ Nevertheless, it happens to be true,”
said Blake quietly. *““And I have reason
to believe, Nir Marvens, that you keep a
pet_pariher in this house. Pray don't
misunderstand me. I came here to
warn you, assuming that you might be
in total ignorance of the circumstances.”

Waldo did some quick vhinking.

“H'm! Under the civcummstances, this’
" misapprehiension on your part is excus-.
able,” he grunied, at length. “Yes, Mr.

Blake, there 1s such an animal as you
name cn the premises—a leopard. But
I c¢an give vou my assurance he

-mament of- liberty for years.”

“You arc quite sure of this?” asked

Blake. = . o
. «“Good heavens ! Do you think I don’t
know——7" : : ,

- “Pos:aibly the animal has escaped from
its caze withovr vonr knowledge, Sir
Marcus,” Livtercupted  Blake quickiy.
“You must admit thar the circumstances
are -signiicant,”.

“Yery csignificant!?
Waldo, *‘“Ar the same time, it is a mere
coincidence. Do you think I would let
Zana escape, sir? If you don’t believe
me, I will show you the animal! Then
perhaps vou will be convinced !

Without giving Blake time to reply,
heo stormed to the door, and.flung 1t
open. During the last few moments, in
tact, Waldo had made up his mind to
show these unwelcome visitors the lco-
pard in its cage. He would prove to
them, at lcast, that the animal was in
capiivicy. And even if Blake was satis-
fied as to Griggs death on his own ac-
count, he would have some difliculty in
convinecing the police. _

Waldo was in a tight corner, and he
was doing the best thing under the cir-
cumstances, He iwas supposed to be Sir
Marcus Droone, and any hesitancy or ob-
struction on the part of RBir Marcus
would be a mistake, '

Blake and Tiuker followed their
strange host down the hall, through the
dilapidated winter-garden, into the mena-
gerte. Waldo had picked up a small
famp in the hall, and now he held it on
high, allowing the light to gleam into
the cage. . '

Zana crouched there, in the far corner,
his eyes gleatning greenly and wickedly.
He lashed his tail with obvious anger.

“There vou are, sir, there’s the leo-
pard !” said Waldo curtly, ‘“Are vou try-
ing to make me believe that this brute
escaped without my knowledge? And if
it had escaped, do you think I should
attempt to hide the fact? Perhaps you
will be good enough to apologise!”

Sexton Blake regarded the leopard
ciosely.

“Of course, I can easily understand
vour line of deduction,” went on Waldo,
nllowing a sarcastic note to crecp into
his voice. “Yo# heard about this
lecopard and immediately placed two and
two together.and made a dozen instead

of four, But vou are wrong, Mr. Blake.

I don’t know how this man was killed,
and 1t is no affair of mine. But he was
certainly not altacked by this pet of
vrine.” .

Sexton Blake bowed.

*The rebuke 1s well deserved, Sir
Marcus,” he said apologetically.
1nust express my regret for arriving at
such a hasty conclusion. I naturally
pccept your assurance that the leopard
has not been at liberty.”

“ITuli! And.so you ought. Mr. Blake
+-50 youl nught!” snorted Waldo. “ Take
1y advice, sir, and say nothing of this
to the police—unless you wish to make
yourself look ridiculous! I can assure

. ¥ou that I reseni this inquiry, and if I

is
secyrely- caged, and has never had a

I agree!” said’

“1
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ani further distwrbed T -shall isue a
strong protest.” '

He ushered his visitors Lack to the
hall, saw them to the great front door,
and bade them good-night. They passed
outside, and the door closed with a thud-
ding slam. They heard the bolis being
shot, and the chain placed 11 po-ition.

“Well, this 13 a quecr  business,
guv'nor ! murmured TFiuker, as they
walked- down the drive. “Blessed 1f
know what to make of it!”

Sexton Blake gripped “linker’s arm

1 closely.

“As you =ay, voung ‘un, it is a qucer
business,” he agreed. “For theé inement
we will forget theé . leopard and the sup-
posed murder. Something of far greater

mterest has cropped up.”. oy
e

S 41 don't get the Liang. «r,” =aid
Tinker, - '
“No:" exclaimed Blake. *Then you

failed to recognise in Sir Marcus Droone
an’ old acquamtance of ourz?  Tinker,

‘that man iz no more Sir Marcuz Droone
e iy Waldo, the Wonder-

than I am'!
Man !’

Sexton Blake had.seen through the
master-criminal’s  none  foa  perfect
disguise:

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Meat and Murder.

i TINKER paused in
his tracks and stared.
“Waldo!” he ejacu-
lated breathlessly, = Im-
pos-ible, guv’nor!”
“TI am not wistaken,
Tinker—ihe 1imper-
sbnation 1is excellent,
but I am not
ceived,” replied. Blake.
*“Having ncver met
the real Sir Marcus, I
caunot, of  course,
compare Yaldo's

appearance with that of his vietim.

But I will stake my reputation that we’

are up against the Wonder-Man.™

Tinker was still sceptical. .

“But it seems so incredible, siv!™ he
protested.  “Why should Waldo be
down here? Why should he be walking
about in the shoes of a perfectly harmless
old crank? What's the objcct?”

“To ask such questions, young man,
is more than useless at this stage,” re-
plied Blake. “DBut we can be quiie sure
that Waldo has an ambitious scheme
afoot. The leopard escaped—probably
by accident—and this trouble is the
result. I think I can even guess the
exact circumstances which led to the
leopard’s escapade.”

“Tt's more than I can do, sir,” caid
Tinker frankly. “I don’t mind admit-
ting I'm at sca. If that old chap is
Waldo, what’s become of Sir Mareus?
Do you think he's a prisoncr in the
house ?”

“] know he 1s.” said Blake evenlr.
“What is morc, Tinker, I thiuk I know
the precise whereabouts of Sir Marcus.
You seem surprised; but if you had kept
vour eyes open yvou wouldn't be. You
had exactly thc same opportunities as I
had.” ,

“Oh, you're uncanny, sir!” .growled
Tinker. “What arc we going to do
now? Tell Lennard?” C

“Not just yet,” replied Blake.<as he
and Tinker reached the road. .““No, we
won’t tell the police just vet. We
should only be laughed at-for our pains.
We will make a few carcful investiga-
tions of our own. Tinker, and bring
Lennard into the litile "secvet when we
have plenty of proof to-lay before him,
I am afraid we shall upset his nico little

murder case, but that cannot be helped.” -

-
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Blake fell into silence, and Tigker re-
frained from interiupting hLiz master’s
thoughts, He was convineed that Blake
was scheming out some plan of action,
and at such times the famous.detective
was only disturbed at the interrupter’s
peril.

They arrvived at the inn, and alibough
it was now past midnight the chief 1n-
spector  was  still abzent,  Blake was
vawning, and it really seemed as though
his onc object was to gct to bed.

“1 don’t think we'll wait for M.
Lennard, landlord,” he said, as Bullock:
stood waiting  for instructions. “ We
kuow our bed-room-—we’ll go straighi
up.  Have breakfast for eirght-thirty.
will you”

“Any special dish, sir?” asked ihe
host.,

“No; T'll leave 1t io you,” replied
Blake.  *"Oh. by the way, didn't you

bruise yourself pretty zcverely, Tinker:
Perhaps you could provide my yvoung
companion with a piece of raw meai,
Bulloek?” ’

The landlord went off rather surprized.
Tinker was surprised, too, for he wasn't
bruised. and he couldn’t possibly under-
stand the mearing of Blake's extra-
ordinary request, And’ the . landlord
returned presently with a nice, healthy-
looking slab of lean beef.

“Spﬁ:ndidi The very iling!” said
Blake briskly. “You deserve a medal
for this, landlord! No, don’t wrap it
up; I'll take it just like that. Thanks!”

The landlord was left downstairs in
the stone-flagged passage. and Blake and
Tinker retired into their low-ceilinged
little bed-room and caiefully locked the
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door. DBy the light of the candle Blake
regarded  the slab  of raw meat
approvingly.

“I hope you'll énjox it, guv'nor,” said
Tinker facetiou-ly.

Blake took not the slightest notice. In
all probability he didn’t even hear the
remark. < He placed the meat on the
little dressing-table, and then carvefully
pulled down the blind.

Tinker stood watching with interesi.
Blake paused a moment, pulled the
blind up again, and threw open the tiny
casement window. He took a look oul-
side, and noted the gently-sloping roof
of the tap-room which lay practically
beneath the window,

Then ho closed the window again ani
pulled the blind. His next aection was
to unlock his travelling-case and remorve
a little leather medicine-chest.  Blake
seldom travelled without it.

Tinker didn’t make any comment., e
was trying to follow ‘his master’s train
of thought, but couldn’t quite do it. He
had a vague notion that the meat wa-s
required for the leopard at the Manor.
But why Sexton Blake should be anxiou-
on account of the brute’s appetite was «
puzzle.  However, Tinker reccived cu-
hightenment a minute later.

Sexton Blake carefully took a hypo-
deirmic syringe from its case, and filled
it from one of the numerous small phial<
which lined the medicine-chest. Then,
as though he were a surgeon operating
on a patient, he injected the fluid inio
the raw beef in several places.

“I think that’ll do, Tinker,” mur-
mured Blake. “Our friend, Zana, wiil
appreciate Hallo, hallo! Fairy
footfalls on the stairs, young '
Lennard, Il be bound!”

With two movements, Blake =slipped
the beef into the dressing-table drawer
and quickly closed the medicine-chest.
Then he wrenched off his jacket and
whipped his collar unfastened. A tap
sounded on the door.

“Only me!” came the chief-inspector’s
voice. -

Blake nodded. aud Tinker unlocked
the door and threw it open,
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“Well, vou Jazy rafficus ™ exclaimesd

FLennard, ~triding in. " You ecalmly go

ol to bed and leave al!l the work to
1416 l- )
“Yoiu were awayv <6 long, we¢ Zot

deepy,” explained Blake,

CSWell, T don't blamc yous here’s
nothing particularly inferesting in this
ca-¢,” =aid Lennard. as he on the
edge of the bed and filled his pipe.
“We've got 1he chap, Biake.”

“Bravo! You mean the mvirderer®”

“Yes: oand he's not a particularly
biright <pecimen, eiiher,” said the Seor-
fand Yard man, “Poor devil! He's in
the village lock-up, and I've seldom seen
i more scared specimen of hinmanity 17

“1'Il bet he swears he’s imnocent !’

“ Natarally,” zaid Lennard, striking «
match, “They always do. DBut weve
gut the net round this beggar, and 1
amount of wriggling will get Lim ¢t
it. A farm labo.arer named Roper
A bit of a foc!. toe, Lt that won't help
i mnel™

“What's
asled Blake.

“Weil, T've got to biald thar ap ver:
bat it's merely @ menter of inguiry and
circums=tantial evidence,” roplicd
Lennard, " In fact, thie affan has turned
our 1o be  josi an ordinary sordid
puirder,  The usaal thing, A woman ai
ihe hotiom of it!

" As for as I can 1uoke out. Roper and
Criggs were after 1lic same girl. Roper
vt have been Iying in wait for the
po~tman, and he probably struck out
blindly, without realicing what he was
doing.  Of course, he swears he was
never near Inglestowe.”

“Couldu't he account
rient: 17 asked Tinker,

" Not a sign of 1, repiied Lennavd.
“Iic 1old some yarn abour going out
poaciving, buc that was wll buukin. FThe
man found it lmpossibic 10 explain his
cxact  whereabouis  between  six-ihiry
:nd nine, But he'lt probably confess io-
rmorrow.  He's neavly off Liis head with
tright to-1ight.  Anyhow, ['m going 1o
bed, I've done c¢uoagh for one even-
fn}_j‘.

“Your enevgy 1<
nord,” smnled Bidtae

what whanut the weupe:
N

vz
S

N
K
il

ca eagainst lons

Yoo

for bLis 1sove-

Lk

remarkuble, T.er-
"By othe weay.

Any irace ol
1Y

“No. bue we i probably find iU as
e bottorm of the river. just down the
[&1'::",” n’-plh:d e Yird man, T shadl
pat & conple of 1ne on o dragging that
“drcieh of water 1 the morning, B
porbaps i von't be necessary,  Roper’s
hotind fto crumnble g’

Lennard was Jooking  yvery  caiishod
with luinself, and a fow moments tater
iie bade his comparcns good-night. and
went off 1o his ovn oo, Vinker ve-
iocked the door.

“Poor old Lewmard T Tie  grinned.
“FHe's properly off 1he wap this time )7

“Don’t waste anv sviapathy o Len-
card, young ‘un,” said Biake, " Roper's

rhe fellow who neceds svmpathy,  Poor
hegear ! TIe's as innoe-ent as you are,

bt augl becauze he rosldn’v aceonnt for
movernenrs  Le’s werested on osuz-
picion, and the police mean 1o haald up
« caze round L, And, vy Jove, they' I
probably do it urloss we inesvene,”

“Ti°s 2 good thitg we gor ot of tha
train,  guvnor.”  said Linker wiih
cmobasic,  “Why,  on cireronstaniiad
evidenee alone this poor chap woudd Le
convicied and senicuced to death!t I
think we ought to toli Lennard ciraipit
away, =0 that he can put Roper o.u of
ltis misery,”

But Bluke shook lus head.

“An Lour or iwo will make little Jdiffer-
cnce new,” lie replied, “1'm :orvy for
Qopre, bat L doi'r want to jeopardise
thiis vestigation,  And Teonard will be

s

7he PAPE R with the
DISTINCTIVE COVERS ~

The

| beneath the wreckage.
‘ mind.

A column of lurid flanie leapt up startlingly from the overturned car. The
1 entire front of it was a roaring, blazing mass, and Sexton Blake lay pinned
All thoughts of the rubics were swept from Waldo’'s
* Al right, old man !’ he said.
(Chapter 10))

‘“ I’il soon have you out of that!'’

far safer 1n bed. Let him sleep in bliss-
ful peace, so that he will be it for the
shock in the morning.” ‘

Bluke ealinly refastened his collar. and
donned his jacket again. Then he re-
moved a coil of thin rope froin his trav-
elling case—zpecial rope of a silken tox-
ttire which occupied littie space, but
was  enormousiy strong. Blake tucked
1t ito his pochei. and ihen smiffed o
the ecandle. -

“We'll wail five minnies, Tinker.”

Tinker was wide avwake and eager. 1Te

guessed that they were to retinrn {o
Droone Manor, and the prospeci was
excitiog,  Any tussle with Waldo ihe

Wonder-Man was nceeessarily eveniful.

Nome hitle time later, when the Flow-
g Bowl was setiling itself down 10
slumber, two i digures eropt noize-
lessly  over the  {au-room roof, and
dropped hightly 1o ithe grissdrom 1he low
gutter,

It was a somevwhat nnusual wayv for
giests 1o leave o respectable jinu. Bt
then, ihe mission of these  particujar
guests was somevhat wnusoal, (0o,

THE EIQHTH CHAPTER.
Something Waldo Didn’t Know.

DROOXNT, MANOR
womed dark and my--
tevions  through  ihe
ihick trees, as Sexion
Bluike and  Tinker
stlently approached.
it was close upon one
o’clocls now, and ihe
night was windy and
jnchined to be rough.
Fleeting  clonds  were
racring ascross the shy,
and the moonligh: was
licinl

biting and bitter,

“Teels like Christmas alveady, sir,”
murmured Tinker, tightening his woollen
scarf, “ Shouldn’t be surprised if we get
snow——-"" &

“There is no need for you fo exercise
vour nind regarding such matters as
Christmaz and snow,” interrupted Sex-
ton Blake curily. <** We are engaged on
more important work, Tinker. As you
will have guessed, I iniend o play a
ravher scarvy rrick upon our friend, Mr,
L.eopard.”

“You're going io dope him with that
chunk of iop-side 7’

“ Exactly ! said Blake. “That s, if
he consents to he doped. We must hope
for ihe bLezt, Tinker. If the brate s
hungry he will devour the meat without
hesitation.”

“Why do you want {o kill

guv’nor ?” asked Tinker. :
M1 don't want to kill him, and I den't
intend to kill him,” replied ihe detec
vive, “This drug will merely produce a
harmless condition of coma. lusting fov
about tweniy-four hours, if ihe experi-
meni. 18 suceessful,”

“But T can’t even see why yvou want
to get io the cage, sir.”

“T want o get into the cage heeanse
Rir Marcus Droone is a prisoner af the
rear of if,” replied Sexton Blake calmly.
“Towill admit it 1s 2 somewhat long shot,
Tinker, but I shall be snrprized it T am
mistaken. I am no coward, but I shall
much prefer the leopard insensible than
active. Waldo may bhe capable of hold-

him,

img the bLeast, but I wouldn't visk 107
“Sir Mareus Droone is hehind 1ha
cage?” echoed Tinker, "By )ingo!

1’1l admiv it’s a vipping prizon for him-—
a regular brain-wave on Wuldo's part,
But how the dickens did you arrive at
thay conelnzion, sir?”

“When the pseudo Sir Mareus was

The wind vwus lus T keps my eyes well

iviumphantly exhibiting the jeopard io
open,” replicd
e comparte

| Blake.  “'There is an
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ment to that cage, Tinker. The animal’s
sleeping quarters, presumably. And the
doorway is cuité narrow. Perhaps you
didn’t observe a fragment of cloth cling-
ing to the latch of that inner door?”

“I didn’'t even notice a latch, sir,’
admitted Tinker.

“Which only proves that you didn’t
use your cyes,” responded Blake. “ ¥ou
see things, Ticker, but xou don’t
observe. If you go on at this rate I
shall despair of you.”

“Oh, draw it mild, sir!” protested
Tinker. “ You don’t mean to tell me
that a few fragments of cloth on a door-
latch provides sufficient evidence that
Sir Marcus Droone is hidden in the
leopard’s sleeping quarters! That's a
bit steep, isn't it 7?7

“Taken alone, it would be steep.” re-
plied Blake. “But taken in conjunction
with other things, it beccomes not only
a possibility, but almost a certainty.
Think, Tinker! '

1]

>

Consider the facts!
“I'm thinking, sir, but the gears have
got jammmned.”
“That fragment of cloth could hardly
have caught on the catch in the ordinary
way,” said Blake. “The door i: narrow,

I admif, but anybody would automatic- |

ally enter sideways, and thus avoid con-
tact with any projection. I am con-
vinced that Sir Marcus was carried into
that cage by Waldo. But I am uot
building m» assumption solely on that
piece of cloth.”

_“What clsc have you got to go on,
sir 7

“The all-important fact that the
leopard was at liberty for a short period,™
replied Blake shrewdly. “ We kiaow for
a certainty that Waldo is impersonating
Sir Marcus. In such circumstances what
would he do with his victim? Conceal
him in a place where no other person
would penetrate.  Surely the leopard
cage provides an ideal prison?

“I take 1t that Waldo overpowered
Sir Maicus, carried himn through the
cage to the inner compartment, but in-
advertently left the cage unlatched,”
continued Blake. “The leopard seized
his opportunity, and escaped. During
his period of liberty he attacked the un-
fortunate Griggs, and meanwhile Waldo
discovered the animal’s absence. We
cannot possibly tell how the leopard was
recaptured, but that is a minor point. 1
intend to scarch that inner compartment
at once,”

By thiz time they were walking silently
down the drive, and now, turning a
Jbend, they came within full sight of the
-rambling old mansion. The moon was
.out, and the manor looked mysterious
and ghostly in the faint light. A dull,
vellowish gleam shone fromn the library
_avindow, '

- “It secmss that Waldo is still active,”
Jreathed Blake. “All the better. You
.will creep as close as. possible, Tinker,
and maintain a careful watch over the
library.” ‘
© “But aren't I coming with you,
-asked Tinker in dismay.

. “You cannet very well be in two
places at once, and you will be more
useful in watching here than accompany-
ing me,” replied Blake. “1I took careful
.note of the gcography of this place
during ouc brief earlier visit. The minia-
-fure zoo 1s situated at the end of the
vorth wing, round the angle of the
-building to the left. The place is pro-
vided with a skylight, Tinker. I intend
to enter by that skylight and conduct
-my search. ¥You must watch the library
;window, and if you have reason to sus-
-pect an alarm, you must come round
‘and warn me without delay.”

. Tinker didn't quite like it, but he was
 oompelled to agree. And, creeping close,

-

.
sir l-

[y

‘smoking and reading.
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concealed by some thick laurels, he found
that it was possible to gazc directiy into
the library window.

The blind was not fuily drawn. and
Tinker could see the disguized Waldo
sitting in an easy chair before the fire,
The YWonder-
Man was quite at his caze -it seemed.

Blake was losing no #ime on his own

job.
: Reaching the end of the north wing
he had no difficulty in vecognising the
winter garden aud the zoo. Both were
additional structures, baving been added
to the main building at some period in
the past. The walls were festooned with
ivy, and Blake had no difficulty in
making the szhort climb.

He reached the skylight, and was
delayed a =hort while at this point by the
stubbornnesz of the catch. It was old
and ru<ty, and Blake spent a good five
minutes, working hard with a small
steel instrument.

At last the skylight was prised open,
and Blake propped 1t in position.

Then, uncoiling . his fine ropes he

secured it, and dropped lightly down into

the building below. Sweeping his
electric torchh round, he saw that he had
the placo to himsclf—except for the
leopard, which crouched in a corner of
his cage, glaring Dbalefully  at the
intruder,

Blake glanced at the other cages with
interest. Tney hived the walis of the
onc-time menagerie.  All were empty,
and onc particilariy grear cage was
standing forlorn and dilapidated. The
door had complctely gone, and the in-
terior of the cage was littered with rub-
bishh. The bars were of enormous thick-
ness, indicating that itz foriuer captive
had been a formidable creature,

But Blake had work to do.

He stoed for a momenr iegarding the
leopard, and then lie took out the little
parcel containing the meat. Unwrap-

ping the choice morsel, he threw it
between the bairs, and straight at the
leopard.

The brute started back. spitting and
hissing,  Dut  suddenly his  nostrils

worked, and his attitude changed. He
had caught a whiff of the raw flesh, and
the next moment the leoparvd snapped at
the mecat. and devoured it

“QGood !’ murmured Blake.
than I had anticipated,™

The great cat moved up and down its
cage on the far side, eveing the intruder
with a continuous, spiteful glare. And
Blake turned his attention to the door
of the cage.

It was provided with a stout lock with
a spring latch, It could be closed with-
out a key, but to open it was a different
matter.- Blake drew an assortment of
fine. delicate skeleton keys from his
pocket, and commenced the attack.

Holding his torch in one hand, he tried
key after keyx with the other. The
leopard made no attemnpt to interfere.
The bright beam of light {rom the torch

“ Easier

scéared the ceeature, and kept him at bay.

Moreover, Zana was beginuing to lose
his fire.

He blinked continuously, and had
crouched dewn in a corncer of the cage.
Quite unmoved, Blake coutinued bis
work, And presently he was gratified to
feol the lock succuinb to his offorts. He
touched the door, and it =wurg lightly
open.

At the same moment. the leopard
rolled over, shivered and twisted convul-
si\’lcl-l}' for a few seconds, and then lay
still

its body proved that respiration was still
active.~and the heart still beating,
‘Eager and alert, Blake lcapt into the

‘cage, and passed threugh to the rear

The creature was stretched out as '
though. dead—Dbut the faint movement of

|
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compartment. A keen pong of s
appointment assailed him as lhe flashed
his light within that cavity,

It was empty, save for the leopard's
bed.

But Blake’s spirits quickly revived a-
he noticed an inner door. It was closed
and secured, but there was no intricate

tock.

Blake pushed the boli back, and
swung the door open. One flash {from
his torch was enough.  Within, lying
full-length on a number of cushions, wa-
Sir Marcus Droone—an almost  exart
veplica of the man Blake had spoken to
in the library. Waldo’s impersonaticn
was better than Blake had anticipated.

Sir Marcus looked quite peaceful—and.
indced, comfortable,  Waldo had obvi-
ously been back to the cage with the:r
cushions, so that his host wonld no
suffer unduly in his confinement.  And
Blake was dclighted to find that hi-
deductions had turned out correct.

He placed his torch on the floor, kne!
down, and shook Sir Marcuz gentls.
The old man stirred, muttered cne or
two words in an undertone. but cther
wise remained insensible.

“Hm! Just as I thought!” nwoe-
mured Blake grimly.

He subjected the baronet to a quick
examination, and then pulled a tabloid
drug-wallet from his pocket. He soon
administered a powerful restorative ai
the effect was not long in making li-clf
not:ced.

Sir Marcus  stivved  uncasils,  and
minute by minute he improved, And o™
length. after seven minutes had clapsed,
he opened his eyes to full eonsciousness.
and looked at Blake in a dazed. bewil-
dercd fashion.

“(CGood gad! What—--what has hap-
pened ?” asked the old man huskily.
staring round him without comprchen-
sion. “Why am I here? Has there becn
an accident? Confound it, sir! Can't
%'10.11 spc;?k? What's the mecaning of
15— ‘

He broke off, and intelligeree camic
into his eyes.

“The cage!” he muttered hoarsely.

Beforc Blake- could stay him, Nir
Marcus rose drunkenly to his feet. T«
staggered across the little compartent,
still half-dazed and uncomprehending.
With  -feverish, shaking hands L«
fumbled at something in the -corner.
And then a portion of the wall slid back,
rcvealing a deep cavity.

With a choking cry ol relief. Siv
Marcug pulled out a small steel despatch
casc. It was fitted with a combination
lock and he turned the knob feverishiv.
A moment later the little strongbox swvas
open,

And in the reflected light from the
clectrie torch scores of glorious rubics
were revealed—sparkling and glinting
wickedly.

expelled  hig  breath
with a slight whistle.
This was a swrpris.
at all cvents, And it
struck  him  on the
flash that Sir Marcu-
Droone would ncver
have  revealed thi-s
secret  hiding - place
under ordinary cir-
cumstancces,
S The cccentric  old
.~ man was . shil  only
half-conscious, and he was gibbering
over his rubics in a childizh, inanc kind

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Tinker in a Cold Place and a Warm
Corner.
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of way. His first thought, upon gaining
a glimpse of intelligence bad bheen that
he was in this inner cage-—the hiding-
place of his rubies!

~ This was the first indication that Blake
had received of Rupert Waldo’s game.
The detective had wondered why such a
master-criminal as Waldo was spending
his time in this old country manor. Here
was the explanation. '

But it was obvious. also. ihat Waldo
knew nothing of this hiding-place.

“Control yourself, Sir Marcus!” said
Sexten Blake sternly. * Your rubies are
auite safe—vou need have no fear.”

Blake's voice scemed to steady the old
man. He looked up, and a light of sus-
picion crept into his dilated eyes. Then
he snapped down the lid of the strong
box and thrust it hurriedly back into the
cavity.

“Thief!” he exelaimed shrilly. “Yon
would rob me ’

*“*No, no'!" inferrupicd Blake, his calm
level tones acting as would a soothing-
draught to the Dharonet's disturbed
nerves. I am your friend, Sir Marcus.
My nanie is Blake—Sexton Blake! 1
am here in your interests. I fear you
have been the victim of a cowardly
deception.”

Sir Marcus was rapidly recovering.

“Sexton Blake!” he muttered, passing
a shaky hand over his eves. “I—I seem
to know your name, but yet I can’t
remember -—  Why am 1 here? What
has happened ? Why don’t you tell
me?”’ ’

_ DBlake pulled out his flask, and offered
1

“A mouthful will do vou -good, Sir
Aarens,” he sawd. “ I found you uncon-
seioits i this eage.  You have obviously
bheen victimised by a man who has prob-

ably been enjoying ihe hospitahity of
your roof——"

“Ah !’ Interrupred Sir Marcus, his face
becoming suffused wirh excitement. 1
remember! Hume! e was jast going
—he came forward to shake hands—and

then he attacked me! The covard! The
cur! I—I don't seenir to  ienscln-
ber——"

“Who is this man. Hume?”

“Hume? 1 thought he was a {iiend!”
muttered Sir  Marcus. © Biigadier-
General Hume—I metl him at my club.
in London. A clever man—a wonde: il
authority on antiques N

“The old game!” <aid Blake ey,
“A variation of the confidence trick. Sir
Marcpys. You have been vierimised by
one of the cleverest crooks m the world.
This Brigadier-General Hume i< none
other than Rupeit Waldo—known to the
police as the Wonder-Man.”

Sir Marcus staied at Blake dazedly.

“Waldo-—Waldo ™ he whispered,
have heard of him. Of courze—of course'!
Some time ago I was terrified. lest that
man chose me as one of hiz vierims«! But
it 1s impossible! Brigadier-Gieneral
Hume is a distinguished officer ”

“He hoodwinked you into believing
that he 1s a distinguished oflicer.” put in
Blake geutly. “ Undoubtedly,” Sir
Marcus, Waldo 15 after your rubies. Dut
it 1s equally certain  that this hiding-
place is unknown ta him.”

“Good heavens! I am hewildered—I

am confused!” muttered Sir Marcus.
* What time is it (rant is coming! He
should be here v

“Grant? Who i« Grant 7

“My agent—my messenger  from
Burma !” murtered the old rman. *“le
sent me a telegram—ie is coming ! That
means he is bhringing rubies!
Hume to go——

chilled with the cold.

prsrincrive covens-20¢ UNION JACK ' 27

then ITume attacked me! I am begin-
ning to remember even more clearly,”

Hc paused, breathing hard. And while
he collected his scattered wits Btake had

no difficulty in piecing two and two
together. The last link in the ¢hain was
complcite.  Waldo had obviously known

about the coming visit of Grant, and
had got Nir Marcus out of the way z0
that he, himself, could receive the psycel
of rubics from thé messenger,

It was a simple scheme — and
characteristic  of  Waldo.  Whenever
possible the Wonder-Man chose a game
that was conspicuously simple. But in
b1z prceent instance the whole affair had
been  hopelessly  complicated by the
escape ci the leopard and the kiliing of
Criggs.

Sir Marcus grew calmer, and hit by
bit Blake obtained the story of Waldo's
deception. He learined how the Wonder-
Man had become acquainted with Sir
Mayaus at the latter’s club, how they
had discovered mutual interests, and all
the rest of the old, old storyv.

Blake listened grimly.  And while he
was doing =0 Tinker was cooling his
heels out 1 the biting wind.

e did mot feel exactly good-
humowred, for his vigil was an un-
pleasant one. 1lc could not walk about.
for 1t was necessary to maintain one
position 1 order to keep watch over the
library.

And Tinker was becoming numnthed and
It did noi cheer
him in the slightest when thick «louds
rolled up and a few fine =nowHakes
whirled down in the wind.

. Waldo was still reading, and Ly all
appearance he was a fixtwre for the
night. But the time dragged for Tinker

) ! I told | —it seemed longer than it actually was.
Yes, and then—and | And at length he was relieved to sec a
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library. )

Waldo rose to his feet, stretched him-
self, and put his paper aside.
could scarcely believe that this bent-
shouldered old man could be the
vigorous, muscular Waldo, The imper-
sonation was remarkable.

Tinker could not see everything that:

passed within the room. Waldo walked
out of vision for a moment, but re-
turned with a candle. This he lighted,
afterwards turning out the lamp.

“Thank goodness!” muttered Tinker. .

“¥e's going to bed at last! About
time, too! It must be getting on for
wo o’clock ™ _

Waldo left the library, carrying the
randle. Tinker thought rapidly. It was
sbviously Waldo’s intention to go to
bed, and Tinker decided that it wasn't
necessary for him to alarm Blake.

The wisdom of Tinker’s decision was
soon apparcnt.  For a flicker of light
appeared in the hall. Tinker could see
it through the old-fashioned fanlight
over the door, It vanished, only to
rcappear again at a window on the first
floor. And here it remained stationary.
The blind was drawn, but this was of
small importance.

Tinker felt justified in pacing up and
down the grass for a few moments to
restore some of his benumbed circula-
tion. . In the meantime, he was coming
to the conclusion that he was wasting
his time. Now that Waldo bad gone to
bed Tinker fe!t that he eould safely join
Sexton Blake.

“I'm fed-up with hanging about ecut
bere!” muttered Tinker. “1'il buzz
round the norih wing, and have a look
for that skxylight——" .

He turned sharply, for it seemed to
fim that a shadow had suddenly
appeared ncar the bushes to his left. The
gravel drive lay beyond, but it was im-
possible that any living thing shouid be
about. 7The bushes were waving in the
chill breeze.

But something moved—something that
was not attached to the ground by roots.
And Tinket's heart, already thumping,
gave a leap. For a brief second his

Tinker

{ window.

thoughts flashed to the leopard. And it

- | y «“SEXTON BLAKE'S
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movemeut from the figure within the,
| ber the v#fortunate postinan's fate at]

was only natural that he should remem-

the same moment,

A figure swept down upon him.

“Sorry, Tinker!” said Rupert Waldo ]
grimly. ‘““Hope I'm not giving you a
start, but I want you rather badly.”

A vice-like hand took hold of Tinker's
arm, and he was held in a grip of steel.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Wonder-Man's Way.

RUPERT WALDO
had not been as in-
different to the night's
happcnings as Tinker
had  supposed. Far
from taking things
haphazard, he had
known of  Sexton
Blake’'s expedition
from the very first.
As soon as Blake and

Tinker had left, after
the midnight inter-
view, Waldo had

realised that action on his part was
necessary. He wasn't sure that Blake
had detected his impersonation, but he
suspected 1t.

And he knew for a certainty that the
famou~ detective was not heodwinked in
regard to the leopard. And Waldo had
actually paid a secret visit to the Flow-
g Bowl, just by way of scouting out
the lie of the land.

And while engaged in this task he
had been gratified to observe Sexton
Blake and Tinker emerging from the
Gratified. because it set all
Waldo's doubts at rest.

They did suspect him! And, what was
more, they- had clearly left the inn for
the purpose of making nocturnal investi-
gation~ at the Manor. And the very
fact that they left by the window proved
that they were taking this course un-
known to the landlord or to the police-
officers. :

And Waldo had decided, then and
there, to capture hoth his enemies. l
It was the only way in which he could

No.
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complete his programme. In order- to
obtain these rubies, it was necessary that
he should remain at the Manor until the
following evening—to receive the parcel
from Mr. Arthur Grant.

And even though it meant kceping.
three prisoners in the house in the mean-
tuime, Waldo was determined. And there
was something ironic in the idea of kecp-
ing Sexton Blake and Tinker prisoners
whiic the men from Scotland Yard were
s0 close at hand.

The official detectives would not
bother Waldo; they would be surprised.
perhaps, at the unexpected disappearance
of Sexton Blake and Tinker. But they
would institute no scarching inquiries.

Waldo had deliberately reached the
Maunor in advance, and had taken his
place in the library—conveniently leaving
the blind raised zo that he should be
visible, His object was to lull Dlake
and Tinker into a sense of false security.

The Wonder-Man had not been so
very dull, after all.

From onc of the dark hall windows lie
had observed . Blake and Tinker
cautiously approach, he had seen Tinker
take up his position, and he had seen
Blake go off in the direction of the north
wing. After that Waldo had deliberately
settled himself down in an casy-chair
with a newspaper,

There was no hurry, he told himseif.
Blake, of course, had gone to have a
look at the leopard’s cage. Well, it
didn’t matter. Since both he and Tinker
were to he captured. they could do as
they pleased. Waldo had his plans cut
and dried.

And after a suitable length of time be
went to bed. But the very instant he
had set his candle in the bed-rcom he
had slipped downstairs to a side window,
cmerging like a shadow, and springing
upon Tinker unawares.

“li's no good struggling, old chap!i”
exclaimed Waldo softly. “I want you
indoors—and Dlake, too! You needn’t
be alarmed ?

Tinker had partially recovered from
his shock, and now he tcok quick action.

( Although there was no hope of getting

free from Waldo's powerful grip, Tinkes
still had the use of one hand.
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He thrust two fingers between his lips
.and blew a long, piercing whistle. Tt
was 5o shrill and penetrating that the
alr guivered and vibrated. And Waldo
langhed harshly,
*(Clever—very
“DBuat 1t won't
man!”’

“The guv'nor hcard that whistle !
panted Tinker fiercely. “ You can crow
now, but he’ll beat vou, Waldo! You
know”it-, too! The guv'nor slways beats

ou ! ,

The Wonder-Man winced.

“Yes, by gad, you'rve right!” he re-
torted.
different story! Enough of this idling!
I haven’t got time to argue!’’

He pulled Tinker towards him, and
handled the young detective as though
he were a mere child. Waldo’s strength
was phenomenal, and he picked Tinker
up like a feather and swung him round.

He was annoyed. 'That warning
whistle of Tinker's might complicate
matters. Waldo struck out viciously,

Tinker canght the end of the thrust.
It was enough. The blow was like a
crash from a sledge-hammer. Tinker
went over sideways, his head caught
against a piece of rockery, and he fay
there half stunned.

“Infernal yvoung brai ! snapped Waldo
harshly.

Tinker made no movement, he was tco
dazed. And just as Waldo was about
to pick his vietim up, he paused. A
faint purr had come 1o his ears on the
wind. And as he turved his head in the
direction of the road, ihe twin headlighis
of a motor-car curved in the open. gate-

.Way.

A powerful car entered the drive, and
came gliding up towards the gloomy old
houze. Waldo was startled. This visi-
tor, in the carly hours of the morping,
was something he had certainly not bar-
gained for. And before he could move
he was caught in ithe full glare of the
headlamps.

To run into cover now would be a mis-
take. He was Sir Marcus Droone, so
far as appearances went, and must act
his part accordingly. He strode out into
the drive, automatically dropming into
his pose.

“Who's that?” he rapped out testily.
“What's the meaning of this ”

**Has anything happened, Sir Mar-
cus?” interrupted the man at the wheel.

He was a wiry, agile man, and he leapt
io the ground at once. He was the sole
occupant of the car. In one hand he
gripped a stout leather case, a case that
was fitted with two powerful locks.

“Who the mischief are jyou?” de-
manded Waldo angrily.

“Don’t you know me, Sir Marcus?”
asked the other. " I'm Grant——"

“Of course you're Grant!” interrupted
Waldo, on the flash. ‘Do you think I
didn’t know 1t, man? What are vou
doing here at this tiine of night? You
sald you’d be here to-morrow evening.
What’s that bag you've got?”

*“Fve brought the stones down with
me, Sir Marcus,” explained Grant,
stavtled and perplexed by his supposed
employer’s strange attitude., *“You see,
T bappened to be talking with a Scot-
land Yard man at my hotel just after
midnight . He told me that a murder had
been conmmitted down here——"

“So there has,” interrupied Waldo.

clever:™ he s=napped.
do any good, young

S
“What of it?” - _

“I was uneasy; I thought it might be
connected with the Manor, Sir Marcus,”
sa'd Grant. “It was too Tate to tele-
graph, so I thought it just as well to run
straight down by car without delay. I'm
sorry if I acted against your wishes——"

**Not at all!” interrupted Waldo

“But this time there’ll he a !

The PAPE R with fthe
DISTINCTIVE COVERS

' briskly.

“You couldn't have acted)
beiter! lLet nie have that bag!”

He seized it trinmphamly,

“ They're Licre--the rubies7” he added,
looking up.

“Yes, Sir Marcus——"*"

“Good! Then I'm afraid T must bid
vou good-night :” exclaimed the Wonder-
Man in his normal voice. “Sorry, but
this is neceszary! And thanks awfully
for providing :ne with this car!”

As he spoke, he delivered a crashing
low, which sent the unfortunate Mu.
Grani headlong. He nearly turned a
back-zemersau!:;, and Waldo uttered a
laugh of victory as he leapt into the
still-throbbing car. He was overjoyed.
Nothing could possibly have happened
better.

He cared noi oune whit for Blake or
Tinker now. HHe had the jewels in his
possession—sixteen hours before he had
anticipated-—aud with this car at his dis-
posal, the way of escape was open to
him. Providence had apparentiy played
into Waldo's hands.

He dropped the bag on the seai beside
him, and engaged the gears. The power-
ful car leapt forward. The drive was
semi-circular, aud Waldo had only to
speed round, and he would reach the
outer gaieway again.

But he hadn’t done with Sexton Blake

et.

For the laiter had heard Tinker's
urgent whistle, and had come post-haste.
Blake, indeed, arrived on the spot at
the crucial momenit. He had witneszsed
the assault upon Mr. Grant from a dis-
tance, and he guessed the rest.

And as the car leapt forward, Blake
knew that he had only one chance of
frustrating the Wonder-Man's design.
With a clean jump, Blake landed upon
the running-board of the car. The nex
second he flung himself at Waldo, and

gripped the master crook round the
throat from behind.
“Better pull up, Waldo!” panted

Blake curtly.

But Rupeirt Waldo was desperate.
great rage welled within him. Iven at
the last moment Blake had turned up io
frustraie him. Ile stepped on the accel-
erator, and the car bounded forward,
swaying giddily.

Almost out of control, the auiomobile
skidded on the loosse gravel. There was
a shrieking, grinding roar, and the off-
side front wheel struck an ori:ramental
piece of rockery at the cdge of the drive.

The result was staggering.

The car simply heeled over, flinging
Blake and Waldo out like a couple of
skittles, The car reared on its side, and
L. completely overiturned. Blake was caught
beneaith the wreckage, brui-ed, dazed,
and pinned down. By a miracle, he
escaped serious injury.,

Waldo, on tlie oiher hLand, was un-
scratched. He picked himself up, aware
that shouts were sounding near the house.
Sir Marcus himseil had come out and
Tinker was staggering along towards the
sinash.

Desperately, Waldo looked on.

His one thought was for the bag of
rubies, Even now it might not he too
late! And then, within a yard of him,
a hissing, blinding flame leapt up. The
| escaping petrol had canght fire!

A column of lurid flame leapt up siart-
lingly. The entire front of the car was
a roaring, blazing masi. And Sexton
Blake lay pinned beueath the overiurned
wreckage! It was a death trap for the
famous detective!

Rupert Waldo caught his breath in
sharply.

All thought of the rubies was swept
out of his mind. He stood there, fas-
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cinated. The flaines spread with incred- §

iblo spced. Blake was alrcady being
scorched and half-blinded.

“All right, old man'!” rapped out
Waldo. “T'll have you out of thai!”

The position secemed hopeless. The
- heavy car would have to be lified cout-
pletely in order to extricaie Sexion
Blake. And the flames were aiready so
fierce and terrible that it speli dezih to
go near it.

But Waldo took 1n¢ notice of ihe dan-
ger. With tightly-clenched teeih, and
Lwith every muscle braced, he beni down
amid the flames, and grasped the edge
of the flaming car. It was an aci-of
sheer heroizm. This astounding crimins!
had no knowledge of fear.

With one mighty, incredible heave. he
raised the heavy automobile, and sené it
hurtling over on its side. Six ovrdinary
men would have had difliculiy in per-
forming that feat. .

Even now the flames licked round the
grass. Waldo seized Blake by ihe shoul-
ders, dragged him round, and sent him
rolling into safety, The Wonder-Man
staggered back, scorched and blackened.
Although Sexton Blake had broughs
utter ruin to his scheme, he had saved
the detective's life, It was just Rupert
Waldo's way.

' Sorry—can’t stop!” he shouted.

The next moment he ran off into ihe
darkness and vanished. And Tirker and
Mr. Grant, rushing up, gave no thought
to the escaping criminal, If Tinker had
attempted to think, he would cerrainly
have wished, with all the fervour of his
heart, good luck and God specd to the
flecing Waldo.

But Tinker had no thought except for
his master, Blake was attempting to
stagger to his icet. And Tinker clutched
him gladly.

"(.;;.u\"nor ! he panted. “I—I thought

3

“All yight, young ’un—thanks to
Waldo, I'm safe!” iterrupted Blake
huskily. “ A few bruises—and one or
two burns. But they’'re nothing. By
James! That man’s an amazinz mix-
ture ™ )

“The rubies!” panted M. Grant,

up  with the lacked bag,

staggering
He didn't get away

“Thank heaven'!
with the rubies '™ :
“I almost wish he had!” exclaimed
Tinker, gazing into the darkness with
shining eyes. “Poor beggar! I'wm sorry
for him, guv'nor! He may be a crook,
but he’s white—white to the core!”
Sexton Blake winced as his burns and
bruises pained him. ‘
“Mr. Grant, perhaps vou will help me
mto the house?” he suggested. “Sir
Marcus will explain everything. Tinkes,
run to the Flowing Bowl, and awaken
Chief Inspector Leénnard.” S
“Yes, by Jingo, I will!” said Tinker.
“Jt's up to old Lennard to co!lar Waldo
now ! And we'll see that he releases that
chap, Roper, too.” .
Blake gave a rather twisted miie,
“While vou’'re about it, Tinker, you'd
‘better tell Lennard to come along here,”
he said dryly. “He'll ind the murdérer
of Griggs quite docile.  Somehow, I
}don't think he will be called npon to
stand on trial for his kfe!” -
- Chief Detective-Inspector  ILennard
came—startled, bewildered, and cres:-
fallen. So far as he was concerned, the
case was ono that he would gladly have
forgoiten. But Sexton Blake and Tiiker
had emerged with flying colours, .
As for Rupert Waldo, he vanished into
obscurity. No trace of him was found.
And Sexion Blake hoped thai the Won-
L der Man would never re-appear. Some-
how, the «famous detective dishiked the
idea of hunting a man to whom he owed
his life,

THE END,

rs
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piege 4.)

thought nothing of it, maybe. hut that
snooping, crawling sneak—-"

“Is he likely to blab, then?™ asked
Old John,

‘“No; that's the trouble. If . T know
anything of him, he’ll keep what he
knows to himself, till he finds somcbody
interested cnough to pay him to tell. A
poisonous specimen; he was always, the
same, right the way back to his school-
days.” ) '

“Ay, his father’s like him. comie to

think of it,” agreed thoe elder man.
“What you might call furtive. Like
father, like son! But who's ithe

youngster to tell? Yon don't suppose
Le’s in with any of this gun-running
gang, ch?”

John Polden =aid the last words in a
whisper (that was now too late), his
chin on his shoulder as le leaned for-

S x 1 SERECIENE 5 B CRENEEY N 3 BRI N 3 R R 2 S

T S -"'\._ _:-II':
Y DEAR READERS —When I

M survey this present number,

the realisation forces itself upon
me that “U.J.” readers now are

getting more than “U.J.”" readers ever

did in the whole thirty-year history of

the paper.

-~ Just conzider—

Our £10-a-week-for-life  competition,
which is concluding with this is<ne, was
n big thing. Nobody would venture to
contradict that plain assertion. ‘I'he
prize offered, in fact, was the biggest
thing of 1ts kind ever put before the
public in such a contest as thizs. 'The
whole history of journalism cannot show
it3 equal.

Not content with offering this solid
weekly pension for ils £4,000 cquivalent)
once, the “U.J.” is REPEATING it. The
first set of puzzle pictures in our new
“frar and Ncar” Contest is published
in this issue, together with the last of
the “Celcbrities.” You will find it on
page 12,

Thus, in this issue, we have two un-
precedentedly huge prizes, and the
smaller prize in the usual Football Fore-
cast  Competition. So that, in this
aumber, counting together the ihree
sums of prize-money, the enormous sum
of £9,500 is available for distribution.

It may seem too good to be true. It
may scem that, if such a sum can be

won, it will be won by somebody else—"

somebody who was “born lucky.” 1Tt
may seem that it can never be wou for
you'se never won even a small prize in
vour life, : -
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ward, glancing behind him at the win-.

dow as if the eavesdropper were still
outside it.
“No, I don’t suppose s0. But ”
“Can’t. ye stop his mouth some

way ?”

“Not much chance if he sees he can
open it to his own advantage, I
reckon,” replied Bob. “Anyway, 1it's
no use siiting here talking. T'll get
along after him and. see what can be
done—try and pump him, or some-
thing.”

He rose and put on his jacket, which
he took down from where it hung on a
nail behind the door.

“So-long, uncle!
and let yon know how I get on.
mother comes in $ell her——"

“Just a minute, Bob—iust a minute!
What yc've been tellin” me—it's a
serious thing! I'm in the coastguard
service, but it’s unofficial as far as I am
consarned.  Hadn't ye better tell the
police up at Colchester ?”

Bob (‘astle paused and considered.

“S-sh!” warned Old John, glancing
round again melodramatically as there
was a step cutside on the path. This
irrnption of startling events—so start-
ling that they might even vet find their
way into the London newspapers—had

I'll see you later
When

Why shouldn’t it

Bui guess again!
he you!
Realize
equal chance in these two big contests.
The competition is designed for that

this: Evervone has an

very puirposze. It isn’t necessarily the
follow with the bulging forechead who’s
going to win these prizes. You don’t
need 1o be a puzzle expert. Every com-
petitor starts from seratch. The list of
names which is supplied with the
picturez makes everything ecasy, and
puts vou on level terms with anybody.

TITAT MONEY MAY BE YOURS!

That's all you need to think about.
Get a grasp of that fact, and plunge
right ahead into this new contest.

So mich for the competitions and the
prize-money. And now, remembering
what we said gbout “ U.J.” readers get-
ting more now than ever before, let us
discuss the rest of the paper.

The stories, as you will already know,
reprezent the best detective varns it is
possible to  buy aanywhere. The
Uniox Jack is the only paper of its kind
published in the whole wide world, and.
morecover, it contains a weekly record
of the exploits of the world’s most
popular detective—Sexton Blake.

Then the Supplement. Thiz, too, is
unique. A weekly budget of first-class,
gripping, real-life articles on all phases
of eriminality and police work is some-
thing vou don’t come across anywhere
but in the “U.J.”

Every issue of it is different in its

Ho,
1,104.

so. altered the outlook in his usually

placid life that he was beginning to feel,

and act, like a stage conspirator.

*“’Sall right,” reassured Bob as he
looked out of the window, *It's
mother.”

He swung the cottage dcor open for
her to enter, She had been ‘“gotting
in a few things ” down at the village,
and carried a marketing-basket half-full
of paper packages. Mrs. Castle was a
sturdily-built woman of ample, but not
too solrd, proportions. Ruddy-complex-
ioned, and with lavghing blue eyes, she
bore a marked resemblance to her son,
and even now retained very noticeable
traces of the good looks that had once
made her the belle of Merwell village.

She nodded brightly to her brother,
and remarked:

‘“Hallo, Old John! Here again?” as

shgl dumped her burden down on the
table.
“I'm just going out, mother. Back

soon, I think,” chimed in Boh, as he
stepped over the threshold.
He drew the door to, and commenced
to walk down the path. ‘
“Hey! Wait!” velled the elder man,
springing up from his chair.
“What’s come over the
(Continued on next page.)
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appeal—so varied and numerous are the
facets of our subjects—and a complete
collection of such issues binds up at the
vear’s end into a volume that will be a
treasured possession for the future and
a constant joy to read.

Thus you have in one handy
periodical—in one simple two-penny-
worth—the chance to win sums of moncey
the mere realisation of which makes you
glow with the pleasure of anticipation;
and reading matter which for. quality
an< quantity you cannot equal.

IFor thoze who have come to love the
tales of Sexton Blake and Tinker—and
all regular “U.J.” readers do that
pretty soon—it should be pointed out
that the space on which these great com-
petitions inevitably encroach is not
given at the expense of the storics.
Whenever it is necessary the paper is
specially enlarged to accommodate them.

There have, for instance, been five
such specially enlarged issues lately,
cach with four extra pages. You have
thercfore had twenty pages over and
above what would have normally heen
the case—extra competition pages which
amount practically to a free ticket to
our big prizes.

Next week will see the publication of
our Special Christmas Number. This
will contain the second of our “Far and
Near ” puzzles: the usual Football Com-
petition coupon; another issue of the
ever-popular “Supplement ”—this time
with a topical Christmas appeal; and a
Christmassy Sexton Blake story. for full
particulars of which you are referred to
page 28

Unfortunately, the limitations of space
will not allow of our discussing next
week’s number more adequately here.
You already know what “U.J.” quality
mecans, however, so all that need be said
is that you’d better book your copy
carly. Better still, make it a standing
order!

A
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ENGINEERING FOR BOYS

You can build this beautiful model of a Transporter Bridge and hundreds of others with Meccano. All these
models work just like real machines, Cranes that lift real loads, Mbotor Chassis with three-speed.
reverse and differential gears, Clocks that keep accurate time, [Looms
for real weaving, and many other fine models. In fact, you can build
a new model every day if you wish.

A Meccano Qutht contains shining steel Strips, Rods, Pulley Wheels, Gear
Wheels, and other engineering parts, ~ All are made to scale and are part of
the Meccano system. No study is required : full instructions with every Qutfit, 4

e
0

Free to Boys é

A new and splendidly illustrated
book, tclling of all the good things
that come from Meccanoland, will
ke sent post free to these boys who
show this advertisement to three
chums. Send us their names and ad-
dresses together with your own. Put | Vi — BN A HH - ! o
No. 28 after your name for reference. fi 1| Sy v WRXBI 74 Locde B S

MECCANO LIMITED -

BINNS ROAD
LIVERPOOL

HEIGHT COUNTS

In wmning success, Let the Girvan System inecrease
your height. Wonderful results. Send P.C. for par-
ticulars and our £100 guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,
AM.P., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N.4%.

DIF. STAMPS FREE ion™ sRRALE Gibiremblo):

{ 14-1'3 g
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< for BLUE LABEL APPROVALS Xo. sen: t —_ 5 - - - S S
B L. CORYN, 10, \\'a.?e Cress, WEkirstable, ?(E*;“:d e omtage: i |
. § ARE YOU KEEN ON ?
(Continued jroa previcus pane) } E ENGINES H
demanded Mrs, Castle in mock alarm. -~ What's the worried - Then ask for a '

leok for? What's the—"

.Old John took a step or two towards her, and. with a
gaze of deep ecarnestness that was almost a scowl, he o {

stretched out a hand and gripped his sister’s shoulder.

“Lumcy—tell me!” he exclaimed. ~ Do you wapt a new
drum 7™ | : ' '
“Dium? No, I don’t want a new drum'” She giggled

_— » ) : Y T:fnils = . .
”egp‘)‘ﬁg(;k hirt i‘i‘; ﬁéi?e o’ life! this Christmas and learn to drive your own.
shool slightly,

- N drur g[ £ 3
'fi?eewrnellg::lri'a?fla?ic! scowl was pronounced cnough this BASSE' I'LOWKE

time.

“Oh, ah! 'To be sure! I ordered it from Sperrit’s. Did ,

Old John Polden released her shoulder suddenly and left }
his sister flustered and bewildered as he darted to the dcor.
He caught Bob at the gate in three leaps, astonishing in one

‘are the real thing in miniature. Designed
and built by skilled engineers.

of his age, stopped abruptly, and shot a sidelong glanee up e
and down the road, this time clutching his nephew’s Send fOl' Iilustrated Cata!oguei No. A/SG,
shoulder. 1/-, post free, to—

“She ordered it all right, my bov,” he said in a husky

stage whisper. “ The lad couldn’t have come a-purpcse to BASSETT_LOWKE Ltd., NORTHAMPTON

spy on us. She told him fo bring it.”

The questioning look vanished from Bob’s face as he London Branch : 112, High I'-Iulborn.
realised what his uncle was talking about, and he grinned. Edinburgh Branch : 1, Frederick Street.
Find out all you can, and report to mne,” went on Old ABRIDGED L IST FREE ON REGEIPT OF POSTCARD

John. “Meantime, I'll be on the alert. Weather eye hifting,
ye understand.” .
He winked portentously, and half closed his eyes.
“Right-ho, uncle!” replied Bob, in the same furtive A o
whisper; and, suppressing his inelination to- smile, strode SR Ul
off briskly towards the village in the wake of Adam Sperrit. iRt
Another instalment of this fascinating story next weck. Is e O
: your copy on orderd / ' \"“Dl‘—”“‘\
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HORNBY

CLOCKWORK :
\
A

Th-= Train with the Guarantee

Modelled on the latest type British locomotlves'
and carriages, and beautifully enamelled in colours,
the Hornby train is the finést clackwork train made.
A most valuable featuré: of*fhe oinby loco 1s
that all the parts are gl rdized; and any lost
- or damaged part may b :"@}ﬁced $hth a fiew one. :
The clockwork is a splehdl Aﬁieee of mechanism }
with accurately-cut gears,*das |

s L

ing'smooth running,
| and the workmanship and finish are of the hlghest" ‘
| quality. A Hornby train lasts for ever!

Rolling Stock and Accessorlés
for Trains

. _ 14
I'here are new \Yr agons, Swnals.rLewl cigjsilpm gmna],f; i

Cabins, Tunnels, and Platfor Cc'e%m'*es this "Year. all ?
A built in correct proportion 1o t

e |

Q-ze Uaum, mcthod of

coupling, etc.: of the Hornb\‘Tiﬁrﬁk"“ AH"th‘**§e né\\ models
the f!ce book et

um,l”ustrated and fully® dC‘;Cﬂi’?béﬁd 1|

mention ('d below. ey ,_,__ﬁ,a ‘_..\.. .

3yl
e ;'—-A—-*HJ!I
Y 3
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- '-w-tvaw
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We - have arraus,rr.d for spec:al ':)f . complete -
Mlma{ur“ Rallway systems to b(‘ made

throughout the
-country during this eventful week.™ f\el\ to see ihe Hornby {1
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o] tells. all abois Hor nb} Tmms and
“alt the other J'\Icccano Plodutts
U A copy. will  be sent post fzee to
‘ Hmef boys who show- this advm-
tisecment to thlee rhums me]
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Meclvin Strong, Lid. (Dept. . Ludgate Hz .ondon, Eng
] FREE FUN!— .m“ma}hﬁﬁ In““"”“‘fﬂfﬁ given ' Free to all
) sending ™74’ ; for Sample Trick and New.

‘*!!'!-SC{lfle!fl Road, Colwyn Bay.
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“SEXTON BLAKE*S”"
OWN PAPER" [

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

THE FINEST CAREER FOR BRITISH BOYS.

_ #Boys Are wanfed for,fthe Seamadt Class (iom .which
s —seleeﬁme Jare rm*zde tor * the” W:r&lgss Pele graphy
and *1gnaﬂm<= wBranches). - Ages ~15} to 17, yeara.

‘-' Men alco ara reqmred 16' Ay
smmsns 5w ok ng 18 to 25
RO"IAL"MRINE FORCES s, s ol gy 28

‘GOOD.PAY. .. ""ALL 'FOUND,
 EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR P OMOTION,

Apply by letter to the Recruiting Staff Officer, R.N. & R.M. B:rmmghan'
521, Coventry Road; Bristol: 1°1, Victeria Street; London S.wW.il:
53, - Whitehall ; Manchestor: 28, Deansgute; \ewcastle-on-Tj'nt‘:
116, Rye Hill; Southampton: 6, Washington Terrace, Queen’s Park.

1 .

buys a superbly made No. 300A \Iead
Gmmonhoue with beautifully coloured giant {§
metal horn, extra loud socund-box, massive
oak case and 40 tunes..300 Model 37,8 cash
to record buyers. Carriage paid. 10 Days’
Trial. Ixquisitely inlaid Table Grands and
richly carved mahogany Floor Cabinet models
at W OLESALE TFACTORY -PRICES.

'_i Write forart catalosue.
ea Co.(Dept.ud< ), Birmingham.

MY XMAS BOX TO "YOU!

AN UNIQTUE PHILATELIC

OUTFIT, containing the followinzg accessnricsd
which are so indispensabic to every ardent philatebist, will be sont
ABSOLUTELY FRLE :—POCKET FOLDER for Duplicates, 1’];LRFORAT[0N
GAUGE, STAMP MOTU NTS, TRANSPARENT ENVELOPES, "-GIANT

PACKET of 50 STAMPS, and THE SMALLEST STAMP IN THE WORLD.
Send a posteard asking to sec my Special Xmas Bargain App1e -‘ah
VICTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCK, :EN\(w

HEIGHT. me-msasan 5 /.

Complete e

Course. -

I‘nm'n . The Melvin Strong S\Me'a
s and 'I‘v\ammnnls stamp ™ —-
g

\.

T

. ‘\’(! D]"l
Full p

tws Aetr‘ —P. FEARING, 'Tr't‘:anco:c
welw of Magic kaq ,&fﬂ and 5/

o.j

ated List of Magic Tr lﬂ(;;’ﬁ

YOE}RS for

APy ‘~_1,'mg n;mdsame full-sized Gent's Lever
a0 “utch sent upon receipt of 6d. Afte
“appiroval send 1/- more, the balance
‘may them be paid by 6 monthly
«msfa}n.wtm 2/-each Guaranteed
’S,Yearﬂ Chain Free with every watch Ladias® or
19 Gent’s Wrist Watches in stock on same terins.  Cash
“;&‘-‘ *"fatii'rncd in full if dissatisfled.  Send 8d. now to—

STMPSGNS (BRIGHTON) Lid (Depl. 122)

ﬁﬁmtrcmz MATOGRAPHS
& Fu.nls Mm ACCESSORIES

OTR NEW “TLLUSTRATED LIST ROW READY.
S “\(‘Tldlflf)stt"TﬂL "1(1 cOpy, Iost fre
M'\('I[I’\'.' PII\{- from 1'- por

. I‘ORDS (Dep" API
13, REP LION 180, LONDON, WC 1.

attenmd ta hame lume Slreet,

—

: MAKE YOUR OWN
ELECTRIC. LIGHT

Thn c-iwomgu_fcp] Dynamos light; Diilliantly 4 6 VOlt o
¥ aonpeafd e very faky to work, 5. LISTS FREE. ]
ams -(neﬁt Ay ._—85. New Oxtord St.’l:.ondon.

Cure yourself as I did. -Par-

STOP STAMMERING' ticulars : Frée. -—PRANK B.

_HUGEES 7, SOUTHAMPTON N ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.

HE'G HT.__ING'BEASED, dmar ﬂlrns., n;rlm.!f a"-p..ar,:-. : \

- ) fiif-tinr__-. Complet
Course, 5"' —U. CIAVE, 8, 5(‘df‘r‘ d" Road, Coiwyn” Bay, [Pa {;Cmm":
- 1es {n’um&’ QFHH{) :- ;

CUT THIS _oer

g rhe Union Jack ” -PEN COQUPOHN. Yalue 24,

}',of these C‘h[)\!']q with onls 2"9, diveet to the . Fleet I?eu Co
C. 4. Yarr “m reecives by n‘nn teg g ple e B;.:..
“Gold-Nibbed- I‘ln‘.'luznm n Yeu, vatur 10,6 (fin: ,': Fia tET A ER e
;‘i&"@gl J o ¥ onls, one cc Jrnv,ﬁplr the price 1\39 <d.- being al' wod
TOYT excilExtra (h't‘p“"i’ rp’: o Poske i pr—dds)- w-fr'e‘h*! '-fﬁ“'*r’l =il
croecasly returned.  specal \u{ Offer—¥Your owl 1name i v..: ,
ch eithor pen fov 7 /- extra,

Lever Self-Filling Model with Safety Cap, 2 -

1iade 4(;

extra.
6-12-249




