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A brilliant new Serial of
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Gun-running Adventure on the

H. W, TWYMAN.,

Bob to the Rescue.

OB CASTLE'S heart was high with
hope as he set out aboard the gun-
runners’ motor-hoat on his race
against time that misty morning.

The engine throbbed out its powerful,
deep-toned song, monotonous, confidence-in-
spiring, saothing. The long, lean craft
slipped through the.water at a rate which
to Bob—a devotee of the sailing-boat hitherto
—was almaost hypnotising in its swiftness—a
swiftoess, too, that continued steadily and
effortlessly minute ufter minute, and that
did not falter ov vary, save at the touch of
his controlling fingers on the throttle,

The sound of the long-drawn, unending
slish, slish! of the cut-water as it clove the

waves uplifted him till he felt he wanted to.

sing or shout. She was built for speed, this
unnamed hoat, speed and speed and speed?
She wus descrving of hetter things. than
to be the servant of a crew of skulking gun-
runners; her fine, clean Jines had mot been
designed, mnor her sturdy, sweet-running
cugines built, to pander to such base uses.

Well, she was in better hands now. They
had captured her fairly as a prize of war—
cut her out from under the noses of her
rascally owners in a manner that would have
done justice to even the daring sea-dogs of
Nelson and Drake. They had captured her,
Bob and Jim between them, even as she lay
alongside her parent ship, the Vandervelde,
in the fog of Wultun Backwater, and now
she was to he a poteut weapon agaiust the
gun-runners themselves, .

Jim and Joc Juniper, sometime skipper of
the Happy Duays, werc in the yacht, guard-
ing the entrance to the backwater as well
as they might, in case the gun-runners’ craft
mighit try to slip out past them; while Bob
and Tommy Cobbin, the yacht’s cabin-boy,
were hastening round the long, out-jutting
finger of Pye Sand, and along the coast to
Walton, to hamper their retreat should they
intend to abandon their ship and seek safety
by land, and make their get-away hy motor-
car or rail

The youngsters had no particular reason
for supposing that they would do oue or the
otlier, but the fact remained that Julius
Griff and his fellow-rogues were at present
bottled up in the backwater, Kknowing full
well that their motor-boat was in the hands
of Bobh and Jim, and that their whereabouts
were pno longer unknown. They kpew, by the
same token, that they were in a tight place,
for the police were already taking a hand
in their affairs, and, should these pestilential
youngsters succeed in getting word to them
hefore they themselves could leave their
Lhiding-place, the game would be up.

As the lads had figured it, therefore, the
odds were all in favour of their attempting
to squirm out of their dangerous position.
They had two courses open to them, as they
pad helieved—to wait for the wind to rise
and to try to get past the Happy Days in
the channel of the inlet, or to pile aboard
the dinghy they had, row up the backwater
to Walton, and escape thence by train or
ear,

Actually, Lowever, there was a factor
which did not eunter into Bol's calculation,
because he did pot know of the existence
of it. In short, the Vandervelde was fitted
with an auxilliary motor, and had no need
to wait for a wind.

Thus it was that, less than half an hour
after Bob and Tommy Cobbin had slid off
inta the thinning fog on their journey round
the coast to Walton, Julius Griffl had brought

his cumbrous craft silently down the channel
and put into execution the dastardly scheme
which has already heen described.

Little did either of the eouple who sat }

exultant, in the speeding power-boat realise
tbe peril which even then surrounded their
comrades aboard the Happy Days. They
knew nothing, and could mot have guessed
had they bheen asked, of the murderous trick
the gun-runners had wrought on them. And
while the fiery sea of flaming oil consumed
the very planks of the yacht, thie motor-hoat
spead at her utmost speed farther and
farther away, with Bob heading in a straight
line for the Naze and Walton, intent enly on
getting there in the quickest time.

A breeze had =prung up, dispersing the last
of the fog at this distance from the shore,
though it lurked in patches here and there
closer in.
bright and clear, and with few clouds. Above
them, had they chanced to look up, they
might have seen a few pale flecks of coloured
light in the sky—the falling stars of the
signal rockets fired by Jim in the extremity
«of their danger. The chances of seeing them,
however, were remote, for in the bright light
of day the spots of red fire were faint almeost
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to invisibility against the hard, bright light
of sky and clouds.

By now they were almost a third of the
way across Peunyhole Bay, and still speeding
along in blissful ignorance of the stirring
events that were proceeding on the other
side of Pve Sand, which lay betwcen them
and the Happy Days, covered with a few
feet of water at this state of the tide.

But their warning was to come in another
fashion.

Suddenly, so quickly that neither of them
had time to zee the cause, something hurtled
down and dropped into the water close along-
side, sending up a splash that leaped abeove
the level of the gunwale, the spray being
whipped full inrto Tommy Cobbin's face by
the wind.

Bob Castle saw it, ton, and looked around
in every direction. The thing was a mystery.
Nothing was in sight. The nearest craft
'was the Happy Days, and she was hidden in
the mist from that distance, for as yet the
wind had not shifted the murk in the inlet
completely. This thing that had splashed
them seemed to be a veritable holt from the
blue—a flat impossibility almost, unless it
had been a meteorite or a thunderbolt.

Before they could gain an answer to their
mutual unasked question the hoat had passed
the thing, and Bob did not even turn his
head to try to see. Whatever it was, it was
of secondary importance to the necessity for
speed. Had he but glimpsed it, however,
he would have seen the hurnt and blackened
remains of a rocket-case floating on the

The morning was now generally |

water, amd the sight would have given him
furiouslty to think.

He had hardly time to dizmiss the occur-
F rence from his mind in the light of more
| urgent affairs when a sccond warning came—
and oue that would not be denied. With a
hollow crashr something hit- the turtle-deck
for’ard, scattered a few vagrant sparks, and
rolled overside, where it Jied, hissing, in the
bow-wave of the beat. e '

It was plain emough this time—a rocket!
Who eauld be firing a rocket at this time
of day? Instinctively Bob moved the
throttle, and the speed :lackened. They had
-2 supply of rockets aboard the yacht. Was
this ome discharged from the Happy Days,
then?

He swept his glance round the visible
hortzon. No; mothiug in sight. It was from
the Happy Days, them, im all probability!
‘Had the Vandervelde come down the channel,
and was this the means Jim was taking to
warn him? Were they being attacked and
getting the worst of it? Yet how could Jim
expect him to see a rocket hursting in the
daylight? For certainly he could not have
aimed them so that they would fall so close?

He little knew the damger that his cousin
was in at that moment, or guessed- how
providentially straight and true those chance-
sent messengers of hope had gone. -All he
knew was that all was not well with Jim,
but his wildest imaginings could not have
 revealed the exact truth. S

Doubt struggled with his inward -convie-
tion; yet he put the tiller hard down and
swung round in a circle back towards the
line of his creaming wake. N
“ Look, Bob—look !** shouted Tommy Cobbin,
thrusting out a finger shorewards.

Bob looked, and something caught at his
throat in a sudden grip of fear—fear not for

himself, but for Jim -and the =kipper.
Above the vague white mist something was
moving. Smoke! _ )

Then, as if by magic, the wind swept

gently aloug the share, and the mist was
rolted aside like a curtain. First it became
tinted faintly orange, and then gradually, as
the intervening haze thinped, the colour grew
in strength until the tragic drama wus
revealed in its full horror.

Fire! The yaelit was afire!

There was no mistaking it now. It was
the Happy Days right enough; and there—
quite close to her, it seemed, hut nearer the
mouth of the creek, was the zquat, foreign-
looking shape of the Vandervelde. ’

How the gun-runpers' eraft had so magic-
ally contrived to get thus far already Bob
did not pause to think. He merely brought
the heat’s head round and thrust the throttl
wide open, acting automatically. :

The craft responded to the suddenly
released force of the engine like a thing
alive—like a high-spirited horse to the jab
of the spur. Her forefoot lifted; the water
was divided with a clean hissing noise lke
the tearing of silk, and the twin how waves
rolled over continuounsly, and shid by, to
nerge in the white wake of her whirling
propeller.

“The Sand,?” yelled Tommy—“the Sand!™

But Bob had not forgotten the Sand—the
treacherous hank that lay between them
and their goal like a fence hefore a steeple-
chazer. He was going to risk it—to take it
in his stride! )

It was a risk—a big risk. The flood tide
had already covered the bhank, and- was
steadily rising. But here and there. the
water was not mare than a foot deep. |

Well, they mgit get through, with Iyck.
if they struck the right place. There was
no time to go back the way he had come,
around the tail of the sand.

Bob set his teeth. There was no danger
to themselves in running aground—the only
danger was in delay. It would mean the
difference hetween life and death to Joe
Juniper and Jim. )

Momentarily the yacht was getting
nearer. Iidden and revealed alternately by
the clouds of smoke that rolled from her
sides and the flickering fire that shone out
when the hreeze rose, they could now gain
a bhetter idea of what was happening.

It seemed that the Happy Days was surely
doomed. She appeared not to be afire her-
self, but ta he somehow surrounded by
fire, for the black hull shone red and gold.
This was indeed the case, but even then the
watchers failed to guess the real cause, or
to suspect the foul device by which Julius
Griff had set the very sea alight.

Then, even as they logked. they hit the
bank. In their excitement they had hoth
forgotten it for the moment. There was a

(Continued on page 2i.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER,

London Sorings

“WHAT
abruptly.
He lifted his cue from the table just as
lie was about to make a shot, and looked
acrosz at Croxlev. Both men stood per-
fectly still for a moment, And it seemed
to them that a faint, peculiar »rumbic
sounded, as though from beneath their very

feet.
“Queer!” sald Gordon Croxley, as he
“Traflic, I suppose

was that?” asked

Gregson

closed his cigar-case,
—altl h v -or heard thing like
although 1've never heard anytiung like
that before. These buses are an infernal
nuisance nowadays, Up aund down here,
, and night!”
vegson took his_shot with care.
Maida Vale 1:n’t what it used to be,

noon

morning,
Dauiel G
“Yes,

* he remarked,

“T wonder you dou't shift to a more modern quarter, -
Croxley.”
“Too much trouble,” veplied Croxley., “Thiz my ball?

Yes, too much trouble, old man., This house is a bit old-
fashioned, and it may not have every modeirn convenience,
but the wife likes it. and there’s plenty of space—big rooms,
g garden Curse! I cau never make a deceni shot
vhen I'm talking.”

“1 ghall have to keep yvou deep in conversalion,” replied
Cregson, as he chalked hls cue. “I must admit, Croxley,
that you've got this place in splendid trim. You’ve made

a great many improvements during the five veavs you've had
it, haveu't yon 7"

P

One of

Its Surprises.
“QOne doesn’t mind making improvenenis when he's in-
créasing the value of his own freehold properiy,” replied

(roxley. *“ Your shot,
break of about tw
are lving.”

Croxley stood back, resting his heavy frame against
edge of the table.- He was not exactly stout, although get-
ting on for at, A man of about fiftv, with a heavy, rather
coarse face, he showed many airrm that he was fond of the
good thlll”‘\ of life—pa lfuulm those good things of a
liquid nature.

vou know. You ought to make a
enty-five, according to the way those balls

tup

Daniel Gregson was a differcnt type—a smallish man, not
over fortv. with clear-cut features, but a somewhat weak

chin. He was in evening-dress, like his host, but there were
ono or two shiny patches,
He paused before taking his shot,

rather queerly

and looked at Croxley
i o

“ About that money ? he began.

“My dear fellow, don’t start that again now !”
fow nnpatlentl,. “It's no good—I can't do 1t.
vou don’t seem to realise that these are difficult
thousand pounds needs finding———"

“But, hang it all, Croxley, you haven't even got to find
it—yvou're not short of a sum like that,” said Gregson., “And
I've offered you security for——"
?” said~Croxley, with a

said Crox-
DMan alive.
times. A

“ Security ? slight stare. “It's no
good to me, Gregson—not a bit of good. And I don’t sup-
pose you’ll find it much good to a bauk, or anvbody else.
Copfound it, I thought we'd flinished that subject after
digner!”
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e remembered “as”the man who had been | the Vandervelde's decks and Lier frenziedly | and preoccupation of the moment hunll:v-
one of the guirds'of “Joe Juniper when Bob \\mkmg crew, he put in a good deal of | kuew what to do. They all stopped their

nad boarded the craft in the fog; tlie other,

he had never seen. before, but he was obvi-
ously one of the ship's: company. .

These five must: certainly be the entire’ per—;

sonnel of the Duteh, boat,~ for the effoft to

put ocut the. fire ob\wu\l} made it "a:case,

of *“all hands on deck.” = Dob realized the
position at a. glance, for what-he-could not
sec with his eyes he shrewdly guessed at.

The Vandenelgle had been trying to escape:
from the, inlet_ in which she had becn i)uttlull-
with'
Jim I’o]dml and lue Juniper aboard hu,_ou?
“had somehow contrived
her own.

up, and, on finding -the  Happy_ Days
guard at the mouth
to cet fire to her..” Somehow, -too,
mainsail had bu,ome unul\ed, am[ was ttlll
obstinately hmmug

Everybody: aboard was eouceutrated round
ihe fire. Even now they liad not noticed the
arrival of the motor- b{):lt the sound of which
had doubtless - beeuw . (ho“ned in the noise
they themselves were making, and the sight
nbsf:ured by’ the rul]mfr black smoke. or the
strcnmnug,' vatery eyves to “hmi: it gave
l'l“L' a .
i Never lmd the prize bcen so near—and yet
o far. Bob almost groaned
how ensy it would have
Vandcrvelde - at _ this

been to capture the
vital moment—had

fhings been a little different. . .

But he was practically lone-handed. - Jim
at that moment - was - lying on the well-
grating, almost exhausted by his recent exer-
tuma in"“fighting the fire on the ill-fated
Happy Days, and afterwards in rescuing her
old skipper; ‘while” Joe Juniper himself was
stretched out “alongside him, quite inseunsible.
Tommy Cobbin was-ready enough to lend a
band.in wh 1t£-wr might be going, but he was
hardly big or :tmng euou"h to do .unthmn

. useful in a'serap. t. o .

Bob's-hand went -ins mctncl\ io tin: hcan
revolver 'which ‘bulged "the pucket of his
recfer-coat,

~drawn. “He could not hope to bring ofi-a
successful raid entirely unaided, for 'J‘n'nmnjr
would have to manage the boat. No, -i
would have to be wit, not- -weapons ! And ln
that -ténse - Lalf- mmube in uhxch he gazed at

'(1"3 H
"Without it she could make uo real’ pro,r_vte-,f-'» i

“All they could do,: he reasoned,
zoaxther into a safe position i deep ‘water,
-with

as he realized’

but the weapon was not with-

ﬂuumh thought

- Even wheh" the flames were extinguizhed
thc great ~pleﬂd of canvas would be useless.
“gail,’ with a” huge lole burned in it.:

if any at all.<-Her “headsail alone wounld be

‘uselesz, and-she carried no utlm cauvas aft

. -

except the mainsail, * -

"At- the “presént moment she was ﬂmtmg
unheeded on the tide.. What' would those
aboard-do when they had the firé subdued ?
would be to

the foresail and :let ‘go -the- anchor.}
They might -have a try at repairingthe. |-
burned sail . if they believed they had time,’
or they--might" make for the shore in the
dinghy which was towing astern and scatter..
The latter - course was the more probable.
Bob thought. «They knew that the law was
at last on their -track. They might even
have been -intending to zail clear away to
the Continent. Harwich was near,” and now
that their own craft was dangerously‘delaved,
they might try. ta rc.wh-timt,xpmt'“.uul geti
across on one of the Channel huats e

In any event, theré-wus -not=mich ~Bob
could do to atrnp them, but what _little there
was he did, and qulcku With "8~ lTow “word”
to Tommy, he edged. the- motor- hoat_"aft,
with her engines only just turning overys ‘ad
the lad caught, and - held; tle difighy’s”
painter as they ecame, 'tlDl‘l"bltJO A u),uple nf
slashes  with his knife,* and, a fathom “or
more of the rope was: tifeirs.w- This™ was
passed aft to Bob, who made the end’ LM‘_
tn a ring-bolt in the stern.’ it

* Then, opening the throttle 'md hnu"mn
the boat ahout in a sweeping -cnrverastern
of -the lumbering Dutchman, he :let ~Ler S0
full out with = roar, towing the 8
dinghy in bis wake, | The Iniﬁdn]\ serew  of,
the Vandervelde had ﬂu-u line of. cnmmnm‘
cation with the shore cut, at all cveutc -

Until that moment neither their arrival
nor. their departure had been moticed. Now,
however,  at .the -noise of "the engine, the
gronp around the burning sail became sud-

i
5a &61

denly aware<of them, and in the surprise

aptured

exertions with one accord, and stared after
tiie power-boat they recognised as their owi.
One man_even collected himself enouzh to
pull dut his pistol and send a shot after the
craft, but®at -that moment, freed from the
attacks ‘of the fire-fizhters,; ‘the flames broke
out anew, and the men uere'dmded in their
purpose. 4 . " :

Bcfu:e the ('011Fu<ed shoutmm and cnnfral
dlcton orders had died- down tm~ motor-boat
was out of réach, heading at as fast a pace
as she had ever gone on a strmnht course
du&, m)rtll TP

“Bob was making for Harwich, 'The scheme
that had leapt to Lis brain; full-Aedged with
the Ldptme of the dmrrln. was simple, hut

it .meant race against time  With this
boat’s’ specd he” might  do  it, however.
Harwich was three miiles away. - Could he

get there, inform the policc- and roturn mth

l‘el!lfUlCCinCDtb in time?

Three miles there, three h{l(n Tlna craft
that throbbed and malod under. his control-
ling h.mui could ~do fifteen an hmu—-pcrham

Awenty. e had filled sup..her -tanks- in —tho
inlet, I_)_ut,_l_}e__h._a.(l, gone. a_long _way . singe

“tlien. Pray Heaven, tbe petrol would last
.onttill-hergot=there ! & Six niles,"and a half-

hour ashore, say.  Nearly an hour before he

eduld- .erlvc-bacn at :the- Vandervelde.” Fully
ey

An~hoiir, u»uutlmr' the” qtov.mr' ‘down to ﬂ{‘t
‘in and; outof” qul_mul "'\\ ould he he in time
to t:ap them‘ﬂk._; :

e "-_ .
\\ull-lc wonld tn’ Pl v g 5

te. r.nLh}n d_his; me tn t_ju ]Jlﬁ‘-tldf(‘ Ilm.'

w!lu “despite - his . p\l:‘luwtmu
shivering - after Hig Hllltit'ls.hl]
to Tegainahis nmpx &qelf
avell-gratingat’ lu- fL"‘ :
hcuﬁmgnuvelt wdoe, Humpﬂ 'ruhhm" -him

. & TN

KI¥zands t.-\m;._,-ntu reatnre Come signs (\f
.mim.Ltmn ok adlx T

lun umldcd his head \.Eakh
with. an eflort tu his hands:and knees and
joinéd Tommy iw hh eflt )11:» ou the ‘-klppt‘

#md a fit Tof
wi i*-“, heginning
i he lay -on the
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“But I need the money badly.”
“Well, I'm sorry—but there’s nothing
doing,” said Gordon Croxley gruffly.

“I'm still waiting to see you make that-

shot. Don't talk about that money
again, there’s a good chap!” ‘

Gregson bit his lip and bent over the
billiards-table. As he did so there was
a repetition of that unaccountable
rumble. But this time the very room
shook, and a side table set up a clink-
ing rattle as the glasses which stood
upon it tinkled together.

“What on earth—" began Croxley,
aghast,

The billards-room quivered, and with-
out the slightest warning, the electric
light snapped out, leaving the two men
in total darkness. The glowing end of
Croxley's cigar showed vaguely in the
black void.

“Y say, that was an carthquake!” ex-
claimed Gregson, his voice startled and

12

alarmed. “Didn’t you feel the floor
rocking 7"
“Confound this darkness!” snapped

Croxley, feeling his way towards the
door. “I can’t wunderstand what’s
happened. We don't get carthquakes in
Maida Vale, Gregson!”

* Perhaps the power-station blew up.”

“Power-station be hanged—I've got
my own plant!” came Croxley’s voice
out of the darkness. “I make my elec-
tric light in a small power-house at the
hottom of the garden. I can’t imagine
what in the world—-"

He found the door and tore it open. .

“Are you there, Gordon?” came his
wife's voice from somewhere.

" Yes—wait a minute!” said Croxley.
*The whole house is in darkness, by the

look of it. “You'd better keep quite
still, Mary—it’s no good blundering
about the hall.”

“But what's happened, Gordon—

what’s happened :” asked Misz. Croxley,
with anxiety. "I thought I felt an
earthquake.” )

They were interrupted by the opening
of another dcor somewhere. A maid-
servant appeared with a lighted taper 1n
her hand. The girl was looking very
frightened, but the light was welcome.

“Please sir--quick!” she panted.
“ Somcthing’s happened outside—down
ihe garden, I think the. electric-light
shed must have collapsed! There was
a terrible noise.”

“Good gad!” ejaculated Croxley.
“Perhaps that’'s why the lights have
pone out! Of all the infernal Iuck! I
only had the plant installed three weeks
ago. Here, give me that taper!”

Croxley was excited and anxious. He
crossed the hall, wrenched open a rear
loor, and strode out on to a gravel
terrace. It was very dark outside, for
the soring evening was moonless.

He ran straight across the lawn to
the bottom of the garden, Gregson fol-
Jowing at a slower rate, for he was not
familiar with the ground.

‘The taper went out in Croxley’s hand
hefore he reached the picturesque little

stucco building which housed the light-.

ing plant, and which was an ornament
to the garden, rather than a disfigure-
ment,

Croxley was relieved to see the
buildipg standing as firm as ever. But
it was 1 complete darkness. He pulled

open the door, strode inside, and then |

-

uttered a cry of acute alarm.

Instead of standing on firmn concrete,
as he had every reason to anticipate,
he plunged downwards into inky space.

Gordon Croxley fell sheer for eight |-

or ten feet, and was then brought to a
jarring halt which shook every bone in
his heavy frame. He {toppled over,

bruised and badly shaken, and Ilay
there, groaning. ,

He was bewildered. This thing was
beyond his comprehension, and in his
present dazed condition he could hardly
collect his thoughts. He only knew
that he should now be standing on the
solid floor of the power-house.

What had happened to the place?

The inky darkness was confusing. As
Croxley mdved, painfully conscious of
agonising pain, he was awarc of a
curious odour, There was something
more than the smell of the oil engine—
a kind of dank, earthy odour, grimly
reminiscent of a vault.

‘““Are you in there, Croxley ?” came a
voice from somewhere.

“Stand - back, man—stand back!”
groaned Cvoxicy. “The floor’'s giving
way, I believe. Can’t you bring some
lights? The darkness is getting on my
nerves! I daren’t move—there’'s no
telling what I'll disturb!”

“I've got an electric torch—I've just
remembered it,” said Gregson huskily.
“Wait a minute—I'H get it out !”

He bad been so startled by the events
of the past few minutes that the torch
had not occurred to him until then.
He produced it from a hip-pocket, and
flashed it on. And the sudden beam of
light revcaled an extraordinary scene.

Over half the floor of the power-house
bad subsided—it had sunk sheer for ten
or fifteen feet. The oil-engine and the
dynamo, and the other apparatus lay in
distorted confusion amid the jagged and
broken concrete of the floor.

Great gaps were visible here and
there, and as Gregson flashed the light
about he could see that the disaster
was serious. The rest of the floor

seemed likely to go at any mement,.

Croxley was lying immediately below
him, having fallen on to the cracked
concrete. where it had snbsided direct.
He had fortunarely «rashed down
where there were no jagged edges. Burt
for this he might have suffered grave
injury,

Gregson leapt down aud bhent over his
host.

“Hurt much?” he asked.

““No, not much,” grunted Croxley as
he raised bimself. “I'm better now.
It's a wonder I didn’t break my neck.”
He looked round. *This place is in a

fine mess now, Gregson. I shall sue
those infernal =~ contractors for
damages——"’

He broke off, having just got to his
knees, and he was staring down into
one of the black crevices of the shat-
tered floor.

“Let's have
sharply.

Surprised by his tone, Gregson passed
it over. Croxley flashed the beam into
the big crevice and stared. To his
utter astonishment he was looking into
a hollow cavity which lay below. It
was not a mere hole in the earth, as one
might have expected, but a vault-like
place, with a glimpse of a stone wall on
one side.

ithat light!” he said

“What is it ?"" asked Gregson queerly.

“I don’t know; but there’s certainly
a crypt, or something of that sort, under
here!” exclaimed the other. *“By gad,
Gregson! - That explains it! = This
vault must have been here for centuries,
and nobody knew anything about it.
The enormous weight of these machines,
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and the vibration, caused the voof of
the crypt to collapse.

“That was that rumbie we heard.”

“Naturally,” said Croxley, as lo
wormed his way further in. “H'm!
A bit too small for me, I'm afraid.
Look here, Gregson, nip down and have
a look round. There's room for you to
squeeze through.”’

Gregson hesitated. |

*“That concrete might collapse, vou
know,” he objected. ‘*No need to ask
for trouble, Croxley——"

“You'll be back 1 a minute,” grunted
Croxley.

Gregson didn't like to be thought a
coward, so he took the iight, and shd
through the opening. But he thought
it was a mad thing to do, just to satisfy
his host’s curiosity. He told himself
that he would be out again in lcss than
thirty seconds,

He found himself in a half demoliched
stonc tunnel, and the beam of light re-
vealed an opening vault immediately
ahead. The air was dank and stuffy,
and Gregson felt a catchiness in his
throat. Then he caught sight of
something protruding from a heap of
debris near by. It secmed like an
ancient chest, a kind of bygone relic.
It had split and broken and twisted by
the force of the stone and earth that
had fallen on it.

Part of its contents had fallen to ihe
floor, and Gregson looked twice. Then
he crossed over, bent down, and picked
a few of the objects up. 'Ther seemed
extraordinarily heavy, although small.

There were a couple of coins, one or
two quaint ornaments, and some other
objects which looked like Langles. And
Gregson's heart gave a leap when he
realised that they were made of gold.

*“What have you gou there?” came
Croxley's voice. .
Gregson locked up aud saw ihat

Croxley .was peering down him
through the opening.

“I'm hanged if 1 krow,” szaid Greg-
soir thickly. *‘But there’s a find here,
Croxley! Why, by Jove! These
things are Roman, or I'm a Ditchman!

at

Gold, too! We've hit nupon <ome
Roman relics!”
. L ] L] L]

It was only a surmise on Greg:on's
part, for he knew practically nothing
about the ancient Romans, or rtheir
coinage or ornaments or jewcllery., He
only judged by the sirange air of
antiquity which the golden objects pos-
sessed. That they were gold he had not
the slightest doubt.

A piece of concreie fell with a
splintering crash, and Gregson gave a
start. He was up through that crevice
in about ten seconds, fearing every
moment that he would be caught in a
death-trap. But he reached safeiy, and
found his host looking at him with
gleaming, greedy eyes.

“Let’s have a look at tlo<e
said Croxley sharply.

He examined them with great inward
excitement, :

“Yes, by gad, they're Rowan:” he
exclaimed tensely. ‘This one is a zold
aureus—I can’t quite <cee the period.
These bangles, too. Gregson, this is an
amazing discovery!”

“I should say it is!”
excitedly.

““Say nothing about this to anvbody,”

things o

said Gregson

‘went on Croxley, with a quick look at

his guest. “We don’t want the whole
of London gathering round here like
moths round & candleé.: We den’t want
any newspaper mer, either. Kecp it
mum—you understand 7"

“But it’s your own properiy——">
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1 kuow that!” snapped Croxley.
"'..',a_-_r 1 ._E._' i have swarms of sightseers

round here 1f this news gets out.
T cok here, T'll see you right about that
thousand [\0vnd~ old man. Come round
to-rnorrow, and I'll fix it up.”

“You mean it?” asked Gregson,
came-t painful eagerness.

“*Of course I mean it; but kecp your
own counsel about these relics.”

“By Jove! I should say I will!”
¢ jacu lmed Gregson gladly.,  “Thanks
T, Lm\lw This is good of you!

Le round between ten and eleven.”

_“;\'e need to rush like that,” said
Croxley irritably. “I'll have ancther
look at Hmt security of yours, and if
it's satisfactory you "Il have the thousand.
('oree, on, let's get out of this!”

A chan e had come over Greg son’s
face. He had had experience of Gordon
('E‘OK]C} before, and there was some-
thivg in that last remark of his which
cavsed 2 doubt in the other’s mind.
e already suspected that Croxley
wonld back out of the loan when the
coucial moment arrived. It was one of
s favourite tricks,

But Gregson only pursed his lips and

ukpd grim, In any case, he could do

othing but wait, and hope for the best.

‘ Jm two men managed to get out of

with

"‘L,:.

* pit. and, having reached thé outer
=, Crox] ley closed the door and locked
Hz wa: oblized to have Gregmn‘s
-sistancs i getting back to the house,
fsr his kree was hurt a bit, and he had
hadly ricked his back. They passed in
L= the rear door into the hall, and
fourd candies burning.

3Mrz- Croxley, a slim, exquisitely-
zawned woruan of about forty., was
waiting anxiously, talking to a pair of
f f;ﬁ':h-:atwi rnaids

“1t’s

the floor ¢f the power-house!”

conred Croxley painfully, “It sub-
~‘ded, or soruething, and I went head-

long, The \»hole plart 13 ruined, by
hat I can sce.

“But, Gordon, we're without lights!”
<aid his wife. “Can nothing be done?
My dear, vou're hurt!”

“Only a sprain,” said Croxley. “I'd
better  get straight to bed. You'll
excuse me, Gregson, won’t you? It’s
time yvou were off, anyway. Don’t for-
;_..ff what I told you.’

“I won’t forget,” said Gregson, giv-
ire him a straight look.

They shook hands., and Daniel Greg-
<o got into his overcoat and hat, shook
irands with Mrs, Croxley, and departed.
[: ~teme(1 strange to him after he had
valked down the garden and emerged
‘n70 the noise of Maida Vale.

These old-fashioned bhouses were
peculiarly shut off from the bustle of
the busy tl: oroughfaie,“lfh its innumer-
able rI‘Otu?‘ buse And Gregson found
10::(1911110’ over the strange

pa t half-hour.

n a No. 16 bus, and took a
_ Tsf: Orla from which point he
! -'ld ‘easilv- reach his comparatively

abiby Lowe in Pimlico. And as he sat
¢ the tep of the bus, smoking, the
whole adverture seemed unreal.

Croxley wasn't a friend of his, but an
cequaintance he had known for some
lorg ttme.  He had only gone to him
Lecause Lz knew he had money, and
Lecause his own business was in danger
of crashicg unless he found some new
capital,

He frowzed 83 he remembered
Croxley’s final words. He didn’t trust
the marn; he wasn’t sure even now that
ire would get that money. Then his
ticughts turned to that vault beneath
the earth—that hidden underground
crvpt which had lain there, wundis-
covered, for long centumes——pelhapq for
rearly two thouszand years,
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the constable,
of cloth.”

i | seem to have got hold of somethmg here.
(Page 8.)

‘“ If you please, sir,”’ said the maidservant to Inspector Lennard, ‘ the mistress
is very upset, and she'd like you to be quick.” . .

““ Just a minute, sir,”’ said
Looks like a piece

Gregson reflected that London, after
all, can spring more surprises than pro-
bably any other city in the world. He
dimly wondered what those Roman
relics were worth, and how many of
them there actually were. They were
Croxley’s, of course, but Gregson was
naturally interested.

And so, with his mind still doubtful
about the morrow, he continued his way
homewards. He and Croxley were the
only two men in the world who knew
about that wvault and itz remarkable
contents.

— et b

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

“The Beginning of the Maida Vale
Mystery.

MRS. CROXLEY
pauzed as she was
about to enter the
breakfast-room on the
following morning.
The sun was shining
in through the open
windows, and there
was a delicious smell
of coffea in the air,

“Isn’t your master
down vet, Jane?”
asked Mrs. Croxley,
in’ surprise.

“No. ma'am,” said a maidservant
who had just carried a iry in. “I
don’t think the master has even used
his hot water yet.’

Mrs. Croxles frowued sli ightly.

“T hope nothing is the matter, Jane,”
she said, with concern. You know
vour master had a fall last night, and I
think he hurt his back hghtlj It isn’t
like him io be late.” :

“No, ma’am, it iza't,” agreed Jane.

Mr. Gordon Croxler was a man of

very regular habits, and when he was in
good health it was practically an un-
heard-of thing for him to be late for
breakfast., It was his daily custom, in
fact. to be down half-an-hour before the

meal, in order to glance over his cor-
respondence.
Mrs. Croxley usually came down at

the sound of the gong—as she had donc
this morning. She turned, still looking

anxious, and went swiftly upatan*a. Her
husband’s room was next to her own,
and she noted the hot-water jug outside.

She quietly opened the door and
looked in. Then she stepped right into
the room. The bed was empty, and
there was no sign whatever of Mr.
Croxley. It seemed only too clear that
he had risen long before the servants
had got up, and had gone out.

“Your master 1isn't in his room,
Jane,” said Mrs. Croxley when she
reached the hall. It 1s very strange,
Go and ask cook if she knows anvthing.
Perhaps Mr. Croxley went out quite
early.” )

“I don’t think so, ma’am,” sald Jane,
shaking her head. “Cook was saying
only a little while ago that perhaps the
master would like his breakfast in bed,
seeing that he’d hurt his back. And
cook says che heard something in the
night, too.”

“She heard something in the night?
repeated Mrs. Croxley ~ha1p‘*'

“Yes, maam.”

“Whatever does cook mean ?”

“She thought she heard somie men
prowling out in the garden. ina’am, and
she was regular scared,” declared the
maid.

“(Cook must have been dreaming !V

““No, ma’am; she was wide awake, so
she says.”

“Didn’t she get up and lock out of
the window ?”

““She was so

seared she daren’t
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maove.” replied the maid—"lecastways,
that’s what :he tells me, She thought
maybe the master had gone down to
the clectric light house at the bottom of
the garden _

“Nonsense !” interrupted Mrs. Crox-
Jey. T expect cook imagined the whole
thing, I tEo:.lght she was less childish,
Jane. Tell her that I am very
annoyed.”

“Yes, ma’am,” replied Jane.

Murs. Croxley went into the breakfast-
room again, crossed to the window, and
looked out over the garden. The morn-
ing was fresh and sunny.. The trim,
neat garden was looking particularly
attractive.

But the mistress of the house was
worried and troubled. She glanced at
the clock, frowned, and turned towards
the breakfast-table. But she did not sit
down.

Perhaps teat little chat with Jane had
made her uneasy. Again she went to
the window and looked at the little
stucco building. In some strange way
it seemed to attract ber.

Was it possible that the cook was
vight?  Could her husband have gone
(fown to the little power-house for some-
thing in the night?  Gordon Croxley
had certainly been rather strange in his
manner after his little accident. He
had seemed excited, and he had been
very particular about the servants re-
ceiving orders not to go to the power-
house, it scemed, in spite of herself.
Arriving at the door, she turned the
handle. But the door was locked.

It was curiosity, no doubt, which
prompted her to go round and look in
one of the windows. Perhaps she was
wondering why her husband had been
<0 mysterious about the place.  And
then, too, there was the unaccountable
failure of the electric light. Croxley
h_zclld said something about the floor sub-
siding. -

Mtg. Croxlev looked in the window,
and c<tarted.
and dynamo were not in view. But,
peering closely, she could sec some kind
of wreckage, Yes, and there was some-
thing clse. Shading her eyes with her
hand, she looked more closely.

Sticking upwards from this strange

debris, there was a hoot—a leg.

Suddenly Mpyrs. Croxley uttered a
piercing shriek and reeled away from
the window. She stood there, horror in
her eyes, and she screamed again and
again.,

o o
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The familiar oil-engine !

The cook and the housemaid, startled
beyond micasure by these cries, ran,
frightened, out -of the house.  They
found their mistress on the point of
swooning, and were just in time to sup-
port her. :

“ Oh, ma’am, whatever’s ithe matter ?”
asked the maid, pale with fright.

“J—I believe——"  Mrs. Croxley
stopped, and shuddered. ‘

“Oh, ma’am, please!” pleaded the
cook.

“My—my husband!” panted Mnrs.
Croxley. “I—I believe—he’s in there!
I saw his foot—his leg—"’

ITer voice faltered, and she fainted.
The twa scrvants were utterly fright-
ened, and hardly knew what to do. But
while the housemaid held Mrs. Croxley,
the cook pcered through the nearest
window.

And a
screaming.

“It’s the master—it's the master.” she
wailed. “T krew I heard something heie
last night—I knew it! There's been an
accident? Fetch the doctor! Fetch the
police .

She ran down the garden herself, burst
through a little trellis-gate into the front
and ran towards the main gates. As
luck would have'it, a police-constable was
on the corner, a hundred yards away.

“Help—help!” screamed the cook
hysterically.

“Anything wrong, miss?” azked the
constable sharply.

The cook was leaning over the gate,
pale to the lips and trembling. A small
knot of people had collected, and were
wondering what the excitement was
about. Buses were passing to and fro,
and the outside passengers stood up in
their seats, and stared as though there
was something to see.

“The—the master !” panted the cook.
“QOb. Mr. Croxley's hurt!” ‘

““No need to faint about it . said the
policeman grufflv. “Come along. I'll
soon look into thiz! We'd better go
inside.”

e took the cook’'s arm, and led the
way through the trellis-gate. The crowd
looked on, and felt swindled. There had
been nothing exciting, after all. One or
two errand-boys made loud and facetious
remarks about the policeman going in to
have his daily breakfast. .

“What's the trouble ?’ asked the con-
stable, as he shut the gate,

*“I don’t know.~ But I believe there's
been an accident,” said the cook, re-
covering herself slightly. “There’s Mrs.
Croxley down there.  She scems a bit
better now,” '

The officer, hoping to get something
more definite from the lady of the house,
walked down the garden, and . looked
curiously at Mrs. Croxley, who was just
coming to herself. By what the police-
man could see, the whole affair was a
storm in a teacup. - _

“Look—look in there!” said Mrs,
Croxley faintly. *“My husband ”

The constable, who knew Mr. Gordon
Croxley by sight—and had, indeed, re-
ccived more than one tip from him—
peered through the window of the power-
house. = What he saw caused him to
stand back suddenly. His face was now
grim and set,.

He strode to the door, tried it, and
looked round.

“Got the key of this,
asked shaiply.

“No.” faltered Mrs. Croxley,
husband always kept it !”

The constable was a man of action.
IIe stood back, and charged at ihe door
with all” the strength of his broad
shoulder, There was a splintering crash,
and the door flew open., It had not been

moment Jater she was

]

he

“My

maam?’

constructed to withstarnd -uoch
onslaught. -

“My stars!” gasped ihe pelicemarn.

He nearly fell headlong inte the pit—
for the floor had subsided right wup 10
the very threshold. It was only by fling-
ing out his arm and clutching the Jooz-
post that he saved himself.

The policeman’s first glance made it
clear to him that the floor had collapsed,
But his attention did not remain on ths,
Down there, among the jagged conereie,
lay the form of Mr. Gordon Croxlev.
He was face upwards, and there was: =
fixed waxen expression about that conn-
tenance which could not be mistaken.
The policeman had scen death too often
to be deceived now. )

“Stand ‘back !” he =aid curtly, as the
cook tried to peer in. **This is no place
for you, my girl! Iurry off and fetch a
doctor—any doctor! There's one four
doors away, if he's in!”

The cook, more frightened ihan ever,
scurried off, The policeman tcok one
look at Mrs, Croxley and the maid.
Mrs, Croxley was still faint, and Jane
was giving her her full attention,

The policeman dropped heavily down
to the concrete, seven fcet below, and
bent over Mr. Croxley’s form. Withour
question, the unfortunate man was dead.
The constable frowned. ITe couldn’t
quite understand it. There was no sign
of any wound, although it was fairly
obvious that Mr. Croxley had fallen
and had either broken his neck, or
suffcred some other fatal injury.

“Queer!” muttered the policeman,
frowning. '

And then he gave a violent start. On
the white concrete, near by, where ir
sloped down, he saw a dark stain— a stain
that could not be mistaken. With a
quick heave he pulled the body over, and
sucked his breath in through hLis tecih.

Projecting from the dead man’s back
there was the haft of a curious, antique-
looking dagger!

“Murder !” muttered the policeman.
aghast, :

What had seemed to be an accident
now revealed itself as a mystery erime
of the most sensational tvpe. That blow
could never have been self-inflicted. The
dagger was driven right ito My, Crox-

&n

ley’s back, and he must bhave died
instantaneously. -
The policeman was a smart man.

Without hesitation, he climbed upwards,
and managed to reach the door. He
closed it, and deliberately produced some
string from his pocket and roughly tied
the smashed fastening.

‘““ Better take the lady indoors. miss.”
he said softly, as the housemaid lookeil
round. “There’s something here it
wouldn’t do her any good to scc.”

“My husband !” panted Mrs. Croxley,
starting up. “Is he there?”

The policeman hesitated,

*“Is he there?” repeated Mrs:. Croxley
sharply. '

“Yes, ma’am!” said the policeman.
“Mr. Croxley is dead1”

The unfortunate lady gave a low sob,
and fell back into Jane’s arms. .

*Take ine in,” she hreathed: faintly.
“QOh. take me indoors !” '

“The master dead !” exclaimed Jane,
with an hysterical note in her voice,
“Oh, ma’'am »

“Take the lady indoors, and ceme out
here again at once!” interrupted the
constable curtly. “I want you, my girl!

Be out here as soon as you can! Dot
forget! It’s important!”

While the startled Jame was helping

‘Mrs. Croxley indoors the coustable pre-

duced his notebook and made rapid
entries. He was still at it when the giv]
came running down the garden-path,
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“What's happened ?”’ she asked breath-
lessly.

“Never you mind what's happened,”
said the officer, looking up. *You go
along to the corner of Clifion Road—
where the No. 6§ buses turn round—and
you'll find a policeman there. Or he
may be just on the opposite corner
against the taxi-rank. Bring him here
at once.”

“But s'pose he ain’t there——"" began
the housemaid.

“Then look round till vou find him!”
interrupted the constable., * And make
haste !” .

The girl went off, and she was evi-
dently successful, for in less than seven
minutes she returned with another police-
man. The two officers held a consulta-
tion, and the new atrival soon hastenea
away, carrving an important message to
the station, -

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Entanglement of Mr. Qregson.

MR. SEXTON
BLAKE stepped
briskly out of his big
Y touring car, the Grey
T : Panther, opposite the

’ entrance of Scotland
Yard. Tinker was
already on the pave-
ment.

“I think we're a few
minutes before time,
guv'nor,” said Tinker,
glancing at his watch.
“T'he chances are that
My .Lennard isn't here yet. I think h,?
oversleops himself in the mormmg-—-

“What's that?”’ demanded = Chief
Detective-Inspector Lennard, coming up
in the rear. '

Tinker turned in mock surprise,

“Oh, are vou there, Mr, Lennard®”
he asked. “I was just telling the
guv’'nor what a prompt man you are——"

“¥ou’ll get your head knocked off one
of these days, young man,” interrupted
the chief-inspector, with a grin. “Well,
Blake, I'm afraid we can’t go nto t_hat
little matter now. I made the appoint-
ment, too, so it's up to me to apologise.
But I've got to rugﬁ off to Maida Vale.”

Lennard was one of the big men of the
C.I.D.—a genial, hearty sort of indi-
vidual, with any amount of hard com-
mon-sense. Ile had especially requested
Blake to consult him on a forgery case
that morning.

ey
'

e e

“Maida Vale?” repcatéd Sexton
Blake. *‘Anything big?”

«“ Murder !” said Lennard briefly.

“I'm not surpriced,”  obscrved
Tinker. ‘Maida Vale’s capable of any-
thing.”

“Just got the message through,” went
on Lennard. ‘‘Rather a mysterious
affair, by what T can understand.
Fellow named Gordon Croxley. Found
dead in a little private electric powes
station at the bottom of his garden.
Stabbed in the back.”

“Sounds rather interesting,” said
Tinker. )
“Yes, it's a queer affair,” agreed

Lennard as he eved the Greyv Pauther
with interest. “The dagger, I under-
stand, 1s an old Roman relic, or some-
thing. There was a smart policeman on
the job, and he got a message through
in quick time. Busy just now?” he
added carelessly.

“Not particularly,” smiled Blake.
“(Go on, Lennard. You're going to ask
me to take you over to Maida Vale,
eh?”

“Well, T thought—-"

i, zeptied Dlake.

“Jurcp in!” invited the great detec-
tive. “If the affair doesn’t detain you
long I can bring you back, and then
we can go into that forgery business,
And I dave say you'll let me have a look
round.”

The chief inspector was only too glad
of the offcr. For one thing he wanted
to get ro the scene of the crime quickly,
and, another thing, he was always eager
to have Sexton Blake with him. Blake
had a rather uncanny way of picking
up clues, which Lennard took advan-
tage of. He was a man who worked by
rule of thumb, but he was always ready
to accept advice when it was proffered
by Sexton Blake.

The Grey Panther picked its way
through the traffic smoothly, and, taking
the short cut through the park, was
soon gliding along Edgware Road, and
thence into Maida Vale.

The late Mr. Gorden Croxley's resi-
denice was one of the hig, old-fashioned
honses which lay between St. John's
Wood Road and the beginning of Kil-
burn., And there was a long front
garden and extensive giounds in the
rear.

Lenrard did not trouble to Dother
Mrs, Croxley. He made himself known
to the constable on duty, and was con-
ducted straight through the trellis gate
into the back garden, Sexton Blake and
Tinker accompanying him.

They were soon at the door of the
picturesque stucco power-house.

The smart constable, whose name
turned out to be Sinclair. gave a brief
raccouni of what he knew.

“ According to the bhousemaid, there
was a <sort of accident here last might,”
added the constable. “The flcor col-
lapced, and the entire works fell in.
But that doesn’t account for the
murder.”

“Tet’s have a look,” said Lennard

briefly.
The door was unfastened, and Lennard
entered. At least, he stood on the

threshold and gazed down. One glance
was sufficient. He turned with a grave
expression.

“Isn't the divisional surgeon here?”
he asked.

“He's been, sir,”and I think he’s in
the house mnow-—" began Sinclair.

But the police-surgeon himself came
along at rhis moment, and soon after-
wards the men were bending over Mr.
Croxley’s body.  Sexton Blake and
Tinker were intercsted witnesses,

“He must have died on the instant,”
said the usrgeon. ‘‘What’s more, the
blow was delivered by a powerful man.
T haver’t withdrawn the dagger, but
it's obviously a heavy, clumsy affair, and
the murderer must have used tremen-
dous force.” .

“Not much of a clue,” grunted Len-
nard, as he stood looking round. “ By
George! This place is in a hopeless
raezs, if vou like. Looks as if there's
been an earthquake. What caused the
floor to collapse in this way?”

“There's & kind of vault underneath,”
said the surgeon. *‘The servants have
got hold of the story, anyhow. An old
Roman place, I imagine. The vibra-
tion of the dynamo caused this col-
iapse.”

The chief inspector pursed his lips.

“There's more in this than meets the
eye,” he declared.

Tinker looked at Sexton Blake with
interest.

77 he

“What do you make of it, sir?
askad.

“3With such a dearth of facts, Tinker,
T o’ atiempt to make anything of
“We know nothing,

as yet. The surgeon declares that
Croxley must bave been killed in the
small hours of the orning—which
poves that he was here at dead of night.
If we can find why he came to the
power-house at such an hour we might
arrive at some conclusion.”

“Heard somebody prowling
perhaps,” suggested Tinker. It looks
to me hike a case of unpremeditated
murder. Mz, Croxley found somebody
trying to pilfer the place, and there was
a struggle.”

“It's no good making surmises of that
sort, my lad,” put in Blake. ‘Theories

aboutf,

arc useless until we have a peg to
hang them upon.”

L ad :

They were out in the open, and

Sexton Blake waz gazing thoughifully
at the garden round the angle of the
power-house, At the moment My,
Croxley’s body waz heing removed by
police-ofticers. Lennard was holding a
confab with Constable Sinclair,

“I think I shall have to have a few
words with Murs. Croxley,” said ILen-
nard as he joined Dlake and Tinker a
rainute later.  “ Perhaps the lady will |
be able to throw some light on the’
business, Up to the present we can't
make head or tale of ir.”

“Take a look at that path,” suggested
Blake.:

Lennard looked. and saw that Blake
was indicating the gravel footpath
which led past the little building to the
bottom of the garden. It was a well-
kept path, with a rather loose surface.
And this surface was disturbed in a
curious kind of way.

“What about it®" asked I.ennard,
frowning.

““Nothing much—ouly it seems {o me
that somebody hias been particularly
careful to cover his footprints,” said
Blake calmly. © Take another look, old
man. Roughly, I should say that some-
body walked down that path, returned,
and smoothed over the gravel as he
retreated.”

“By Jove!” ejaculated the inspector
keenly, “I believe you're right!”

They skirted the path, walking along
the lawn, and followed it down to a -
small, ornamental fountain which
stood in the middle of a stagnant-looking
pool. ‘The water was thick and murky.

“The murderer came down here to
wash his hands!” declared Lennard
crisply. ‘“Perhaps he got some blood
on them, remembered this pool, and
came straight down. Then he found
that his foolprints were marked in the
gravel, so he smoothed them over.

“That’s what it looks like,” said
Tinker,

“But I'll tell you what,” went on
Lennard. “He ray have done some-
shing  else.  ‘If's possible he threw
something into this water. Hi, Sin-
clair,”” he added, raisiug his voice,
“bring one of those men, and come
down here! No, not along the path!
Keep to the grass!”

Two coustables came, and Tennard in
structed them to drag the pool at once.
They went off, and returned within a
few minutes armed with garden rakes.
And with these implements they set
about dragging the pool.

Jane, the maidservant,
watching group,

“If you please, sir,” she said to Len-
nard, “the mistress says she'll see you, if
you come now.”

“Good !I” ejaculated Lennard promptly.

““She’s very upset, sir, and she’d like
vou to be quick,” added the maid.
“It's a wonder she ain’t ill in bed, pcor
thing! And to think that the master
vas alive and we!l only last night !”

joined the



8

THE[JNION JACK

— FOR PESRDE

No.
1,118.

OF ALL AGE g

“That's all right; don’t upset your
self 1” growled the inspector.  “If
vou'd like to come along, Blake—-"
© “Thanks!” said Sexton Blake. “I
will.” -

« Just a minute, sir,” called out Sin-
clair.“I seem to have got hold of some-
thing here. ILooks like a picce of
cloth——" )

Lennard and Blake stepped forward
with interest, and found that the con-
stable had pulled up a sodden piece of
rolled-up material. It was muddy and
digty. Very gingerly the inspector took
Mold of it, and made a closer examina-
tion.

“By Jove, a scarf!” he ejaculated.
“Silk, too! Now, then, be careful,
Sinclair. Take hold—"

He paused as the scarf was unrolled.
Sodden.as it was, there were significant
traces of bloodstain:. 'The scarf had
been so tightly rolled that the stains
had failed to wash cut. And the scarf.
fully unrolled, wax seen to be in perfect
condition and practically new,

“This 1s a find!” declared the chict
inspector ecagerly. ““And look at this!
Initials! “D.G.,” as clear as you like!
We ought to make use of this, Blake!”

“Yes, there can be no question that it
was flung into the pool during the
night,” agreed Soxton Blake. ““It’s
amazing, Lennard, how rash these
murderers are! This 15 a direct clue.”

Lennard nodded.

*“Thev always make a blunder some
where,” he remavked. ““In this case,
the fellow fooled himself that he had
hidden up his tracks, You can easily
follow what happened. Ie got some
blood on his hands, used his scarf, and
then got scared. Remembering the

pool, he ran down the path and threw |

the scarf in—anything to get rid of it.

Afterwards he saw the footprints, and !

got the wind up. So-he did his best to

nbliterate then.
backwards, smoothing cit the marks
with his hand.”

~The clue was an jmportant one as
Sexton Blake himself was ready to
admit, But the great detective had a
feeling that nothing could be definitely
determined until Mrs, Croxley had been
interviewed.

Mrs. Croxley was in the drawing-room
when Sexton Blake and Leonard were
ushered in. Tinker had discreetly re-
mained outside. Blake himself felt
something like an intruder.

The drawing-room was dim, for all
the blinds were down in deference to
the dead. Mrs. Croxley was lying on
the lounge, surrounded by cushions. She
was looking pale and drawn.

““I hope you won’t keep me very long,
mspector,” she =aid quietly.

‘*Not long madam,”. said Lennard.
“But there are one or two things that
vou can probably tell us. I understand
there was a kind of accident in the
power-house last night ?”

“Yes; the floor collapsed, and the oil-
-ngine and dynamo fell, and all the
lights went out.”

“Were you and
the time?”

“No; we had a visitor. They were
playing billiards when it happencd,”
said Mrs, Croxley. “But I don’t see
how this can help vou, inspector. The
collapse of the power-house floor isn’t
connected with myv husband’s death.”

“Your husband was killed during the
night,” said the inspector. “It is
obvious that he went down to the
power-house for somie reason, and was
then attacked. Do you know anything
about that visit "

““Nothing whatever., I
asleep.”

vour husband alone at

was sound

Must have walked :

“You were not disturbed during the
night at all?”

“No. My husband and I have always
used separate bed-rooms.”

“Your first intimation that anything
was wrong was when you found him
missing this morning !”

“Yes,” replied Mrs. Croxler. “Ellen,
the cook, told me that she had heard
somebody moving about in the garden
in the night. I couldn’t understand it,
and went down to the power-house more
by instinct than anything else, I think.
I seemed to feel that something drecad-
ful had happened. And then, when I
looked in the window, I saw—I saw——"

“ Quite so,” interrupted the inspector
gently.  “You cannot possibly account
for your husband going to the power-
house in the middle of the night*”

“Jt is a complete mystery to me,”
Mrs. Croxley.

- “You don’t think it was connected
with this Roman vault the surgeon has
told me about?”

“But I do!” said Mrs. Croxley, sit-
ting forward. “That’s just what I do
think, inspector! Last night my hus-
band was quite excited about the vault,
and he and Mr. Gregson—"

“Mr. Gregson?” :

“The visitor we had last night.” ex-
plained Mrs, Croxley. ‘“After the lights
went out they both visited the power-
house together, and it was Mr. Gregson
who first discovered the reason for the
collapse.”

“Gregson!” muttered ihe iuspector.
“Can you tell me his Christian name?”

said

“I’'m not sure, but T think 1t i3
Daniel.”
Lennard shot a quick glance at
Blake.

“Daniel Gregson,” he said musingly.
“T don’t wish to imply anything against
the gentleman, but can you give me a
few facts concerning him, Mus. Crox-
lev? You see, he was with your hus-
band last night. and it secms that he is
the only man who knew of thi: Reman
vault. We may find it necessary 0
question him,”

“You don’t think that Mr. Gregson
——" began Mrs. Croxley.

She paused, and Jooked
excited.

“QOh, but it’s too drecadful:” :he went
on, in a hushed voice. I
dreamed that Mr. Gregson might have
done it! It’s terrible! DBut he came to
my husband for money, and my hus-
band refused him. I believe.”

“Jf you will tell us more of this
friend—"

“Mr. Gregson was not a iriend, in the
usual way,” said Mrs. Croxlen. *““Just
an acquaintance, you under~tand. Ie
only came to dinner last night for the
purpose of business. I don’t know much
of my husband’s affairs, but I think Mr.
Gregson wanted to borrow a thousand
pounds.” '

“Yes?” prompted the inspecior.

“My husband wasn't quite <afisfied
with his security, and I think he re-
fused to entertain the loan. And Mu.
Gregson was just going when all the
lights went out.”

“But I thought he and your husband
were playing billiards*”

“Well, T mean, the bu:iness irancac-
tion had fallen through, and they were
having a friendly game before My,
Gregson went,” explained Mrs, Croxley.
“Oh, I wonder if Mr. Gregson came
back and tried to get some of those
olden ornaments from the vault? But
he couldn’t, inspector . Such a thing is
too awful !I”

Both Lennard and Sexton Blake were
impressed. Mrs. Croxley’s information
was most significant, and she berself
seemed to realise it.

The mystery was

suddenly

Lecoming  clear,

never |

Gregson, disappointed and angry at
having failed to get the nioney he
wanted, had left the house. desperate.
Later, he had remembered the Roman
relics. He and Croxley were the only
men who knew about that vault. -Re-
turning like a thief in ithe night,
Gregson had entered the power-house,
and Mr. Croxley had heard him.

He had confronted Gregson—possibl
the latter was attempting to escape wit
his spoils—and there had bheen a
quarrel. And Gregson had used one of
his ill-gotten relics for the purpose of
stabbing his victim,

It seemed perfectly clear and obvious.
Perhaps, thought Blake, a trifle too
obvious. .

“Can you tell me where Mr. Gregson
lives 7 asked the inspector grimly.

“I’'m sure I don’t know,” replied Mrs.
Croxley. ‘“But I’m more and more con-
vinced that he knows something——"

There was a tap on the door, and the
housemaid entercd.

“Please, ma’am, JMr.
called,” she announced.

Grog=on's

—— —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Sexton Blake is Exasperating.

THE chief inspector
spun round.

MG OITETI L T T

“Allow me, Mrs.
Croxley!” he =said
swiftly, “Ask M.

Gregson into one of
the other rooms, Janc,
and tell him that Mrs.
Croxley will only be a
moment.”

“Yes, sir”  said
Jane. My, Gregson’s
terribly  upset, sir.
He didn’t know any-
thing about the—the master until I told
him & minute ago. It seemed to knock
him right over, sir.” 8

“Did you tell himm that I'm here
a~ked Lennard sharply.

*“No, sir.”

“Then don't,” said the Seotland Yard
man. ‘“Go back and tell him that Mrs.
Croxley will be with him in a minute.”

“Very good, sir.”

The girl went out, and Lennard
turned swifily to Mrs. Croxley.

“Can you suggest any reason for Mr.
Gregson’s call?” he asked keenly.

“QOh, I'm so bewildered—I'm so ter-
ribly bewildered !” murmured the poor
woman. ‘“But now I come to think of
it, I believe my husband said that Mr.
Gregson would call this morning.
think he has come to make a last effort
to negotiate that loan.”

“Oh1” said Lennard, pursing his lips.

This was an unexpected snag. Sexton
Blake saw it at once. If Gregson was
the murderer, it was extraordinary that
he should turn up this morning at _the
very scene of his crime. But the chief
inspector was satisfied after a moment’s
quick thought. .

IHe took a divect: line of reasoning.
Assuming Gregson to be guilty, the man
had come this morning to keep his ap-
pointment—knowing that Mrs. - (‘roxiey
knew of the arrangement. If he had
staved away the circumstance would
have heen suspicious. Although it re-
quired all his courage to come. he had
realised that it was his only safe course.

“¥ youw'll excuse me, Mrs. Croxley,
I'll go at once,” said Lennard. *‘I may
want to question you again, but I'll iry
my best to spare you the ordeal. Come,
Blake, we’ll go.”

They bowed i{o Mrz. Croxley, and
went out. As Lennard closed the door
he looked at Blake significaurly,

f;}’
.
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“Plain as a pikestaff, ch?” Le mur-
mred,

“Perhaps, Lennard-
Scxton Blake. “Dut I
sure, if T were you.”

“But, wman alive, the zcaif !”

““I am not overlooking the scarf,”
~ald Blake quietly. “I have no doubt
that you will detain Gregson. bu- ruke
ruy advice and be careful. Ler nie 1e-
peat your own words—there’s inoie in
this than mecets the eye.”

“There wwas then, bur thein
now ! grunted Lennard.  Anyhow. five
rinvites with Gregson, and I'l know the
full truth, Come along—yoi'd hetter he
in at the death.”

They found Gregson pacing up and
down the morning-room. The very
look of the man was significant. He
was haggard and pale, and there was a
jumpy nervousness in his manuner which
strack the inspector at once.

“T'm from Scotland Yard,” said Len-
nard bluntly. “Mr. Gregson, I be-
lieve 77

“Yes,” said Gregson.

-perhaps,”  =aid
shouldu’t be too

“What does it

mean” They tell me that Mv. Croxiey
i5 dead. It's a terrible thing—a terrible
thing! I caine here on purpose to sec

him—an appointinent.™
“I think you were here last night.

My, Gregson®”
“Yes, I-had dinvcer with Mr., and
Mes, Croxley.” -
“You know all about tlic Roman

vault under the power-house*”

“I know somecthing "

“Did you come back here during the
night 7" asked Lennard abruptly,

““During  the night?” ejaculared
Gregson. ““(Good heavens!  You don™t
think that T ”

“I'm just asking you, Mr. Gregson,”
interrupted Lennard. ** Did vou come te
this house during the night”

“No, [ did not.”

“Cair vou prove that?”

“Prove it?” said Gregson, “Of
course I can. I was at home, T went
to bed shortly after midnizght. and—"

“By thce way, have ryou lost your
scarf ?” broke in the in~pcctor.

“My searf?” Gregson's hand- went to
collar.  and he  looked rathev
startled. “ T thought T was wearing——
No, I must have forgotten it. But why
do vou ask? I don’t sce how——"

He broke off, more haggard than
cver,

“Has your scarf got any initialz on
it 2" pressed Lennard.

“Why, yes, my own initials—D., G.,”
caid Greg-on, ‘I don't seem to remem-
ber what became of it, I thought I was
wearing—:- You don't think I killed
Gordon Croxley?” he burst out, in a
kind of panic.  “You don’t think that ?”

“Don’t get excited,” interrupted Len-

his

nard. “Wouldn’t it be better, Mr.
Gregson, to be quite frank? Did you
kill Gordon Croxley? Come along—

LR

better get the thing over

“You're mad—yowre mad!” shouted
Gregson, backing away. “I don't know
anything about 1t, I tell you! T dont
know anything about it! Croxley ias
alive when I saw him last.”

“I'm afraid I shall have to ask yon
to come with me, nevertheless,” said
Lennard grimly,  “Until T've made
fucther inquiries, Mr, Gregson, you'll be
detained.”

Danicl  Gregson stared  blankly,
dazedly. And then, with a curious
sound, he collapsed, as white as death,
and with guilt written on cvery line of
his features.
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was that of a woman.

‘ Put up your hands !’ came a sharp command.
Next moment Mrs. Croxley appeared, flashing her torch
on him. ' Stand just where you are,’” she ordered sternly. (Puye 22.)

Waldo laughed, for the voice

thoughtfully.
“ A curious affair, Tinker,” he
“I don’t know quite
what to make of it. Of course, we only
just glanced at the case; but 1 can't
f\elp thinking that Lennard is on the
wrong trail.”

Blake and Tinker were at Baker
Street, and were concluding luncheon.
After Mr. Daniel Gregson had been
taken awayv in custody, Sexton Blake and

Tinker had left the house at Maida
Vale., There had been nothing else to
be done.

“On the wrong trail, guv'nor?” re-
peated Tinker, looking up from the
carly edition of the evening paper.
“But how? There’s not a shadow of
doubt that Gregson is the murderer.
What about that scarf? And what
about the way he collapsed when old
[.ennard put it to him plainly ?”

Blake lit a cigarette.

“ Innocent men have collapsed before
now, Tinker.” he said thoughtfully. “‘I
venture to suggest that fifty per cent.
of innocent men would collapse 1if they
were suddenly charged with committing
a brutal murder—and if they were vic-
timz of circumstantial evidence.”

“Well, there can't be any other kind
of evidence in a case like this,” said
Tinker. * The murder took place in the
middie of the night. There were no
witne-ses. and Gregson was the only man
who knew about those valuable relics.
Besides. he was keen after money, and
(‘roxler had refused.”

“1 will admit there are the full In-
gredients,” said Sexton Blake. “How-
over, Tinkor, Lennard has got hold of
nothing which amounts to actual proof.”

“1 don't know about that, sir,” said

SEKTON BLAKE stirred his coffee

observed.

]

Tinker. “Don’t vou call it proof when

Gregson's scarf is found in that pool—
all bloodstained ?”

Sexton Blake leancd back.

“Tt is proof that Gregsen’s scart was
used for the purpose of wiping away
some bloodstains, but ir 1= not proof that
Gregson used the scarf.”” he replied. “It
is merely another item of circumstan-
tial evidence., It is very easy to pui
two and two together. and make morc
than four. Tinker.”

“Oh. well, it seems good enough for
me, sir,” said Tinker. “You haven's

discovered anvthing else, have you? |1
mean, you haven't hit upon anothel
trail?”

“Not exactly a trail. Tinker.”

Tinker looked up, staring.

“Does that mean that you've snotied
something that all the rest of us have
missed ¥ he asked, with quick interest.

““Perhaps,” smiled Blake. rising te
his feet.

“I say, vou're in one of your muyste-
rious moods this rtime., guv'nor,”
grumbled Tinker. “If you've hit vpon
something I think you might take me
into the secret.”

“There’s really no reason why we
should pursuc the subject ar all,” re-
plied Sexton Dlake. *I will admit that
I am interested, butf we can do nothing.
I have not been conunissioned 1 this
case. and I cannot make personal investi-
gations, because I have no right on Muys,
Croxley's property. So perhaps we had
better count ourselves ont.”

Tinker wasn't satisfied. If Sexton
Blake had seen something significant—
something which had an important bear-
ing on the case—he would not be content
to remain idie. But it was quite like
the famous detective to assume an -
different attitude.

(Continurd on paac 20.)
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The AFFAIR of the
ROMAN RELICS.

(Continued from page 9).

Tinker was iitercstéd, because the
newspapers were alrcady reporting the
case in big headlines. The Press, appar-
ently, was determined to make a scnsa-
tional affair of the drama. .

It was the Roman relics which gave
the murder such an interest.

Somelow the reporters had got hold
of the story—probably through
agency of the domestics. As yet there
weve only hinte, but Tinker know cnovgh
about newspaper men to be sure that the
later editions would be fairly filled with
details,

He followed Sexton Blake into the
consulting-room, and found the detec-
tive looking at a card which Mrs, Bardell
had just brought in. Bluke was rather
thoughtful,

“Yes, you can show Mrs. Gregson up,”™
he said slowly.

*“Poor lady ! She looks fair done-up !”
said Mrs. Bardell sympathctically. *She
ain’t far from being historical, by what
I can see.”

Mrs, Bardell went out, and Tinker
looked across at Blakc.

“Mrs, Gregson ?” he said inquiringly.

“T don’t think it’s a coincidence,
Tinker; the lady i1s appareuntly the wife
of the accused man,” said Scxton Blake.
““It 1s possible that she may be able to
tell us something of interest.”

Mrs. Gregson was showing acute signs
of distress when she came in. She was
rather a frail woman of about thirty-
five, and Blake judged her to be quite
good-looking under happier circum-
stances.

Blake did his best to calmn her, for it
was fairly obvious that she wasz on the
verge of a breakdown.

“They told me that yvou were at Mr.

(‘roxlev’s house this morning, -Mr.
Blake!” she exclaimed tensely, “You
were there when my husband was

arrested. Oh, it isn't true—it isn’t truc!
He didn't kil!l Mr. Croxley !

“Your husband has not been arrested,
Mrs. Gregson,” said Sexton Blake sooth-
ingly. “He lhas mcrely been detained
for mmquiries. If hec is innocent, he will
soon be relcased. There is rcally no
reason why you should alarm yourself to
this extent.”

“But they won't believe me, Mr, Blake
—they won’t believe what I tell them !”
she exclaimed pitifully. ““Just because
I'm his wife, they won't accept a word !
And yet I can prove his innocence !”

Mrs. Gregson looked at Sexton Blake
appealingly.

“I can prove he's innocent, Mr, Blake,
but they won't believe it !” she repeated,
clasping end unclasping her hands.
“QOh, it isn’t fair! It isu't just.”

“Will you tell me what your proof con-
siztz of 77

“3y  husband returned home last
night, after his interview with Mr. Crox-
ley, and he told me everything about his
failure, and those Roman antiques,” she
replied. “And he was hoping that Mr.
Croxley would help him this morning.
He was in bed before mnidnight, Mr,
Blake, and he didu’t get up until cight
o’clock this morning. How can they say
that he murdered Mr. Croxley m the
middle of the night? Oh, kew can they
sav 1t7”

I am afraid your husband's alibj,
although sceming satisfactory to you, is
far fram satisfactory to the police,”? re-

the |

plied Sexton Blake gently. ““Are you a
heavy slecper, Mrs, Gregson?”

“Not heavy, but I gencrally
soundly.”

“Then it is conceivable that your hus-
band got out of bed after vou were
asleep, and went to Maida Vale—"

“But he didn’t!” msisted Mrs. Greg-
son excitedly,

“I'm not saying he did. But such a
thing wouid have been possible ?”

“It wouldn't, Mr. Blakc. I should
have known,” she replied.

“The police, I am afraid, would not
accept that view,” replicd Blake. “ Your
evidence, Mrs, Gregson, is of little use
in a casc like this. Has your husbhand
cver got up in the middle of the night
without your knowledge ¥

She thought desperately.

“Sometimes,” she admiited at length.
“We have two children, Mr. Blake.
About a month ago my little daughter
coughed rather severely in the night, and
my husband heard her and got up. - He
was with her for over an hour, until she
was better. Then he came back to bed.”

“And did you know this*”

“‘Eot unti! the morning, when he told
nie,

sleep
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“Well, there you are!” said Blake
quietly.  “That’s just a casc in point.
You can surely see why the polico are
unwilling to accept your evidence? If
vour husband can get up for an hour
without vour ¢knowledge to attend to
your little daughter, it stands to rcason
that he could have been absent for two
or three hours last night. The police
take the view that it would have been
quite possible for him to go to Maida
Vale, commit the murder, and return
within the space of two hours.”

B;[irs. Gregson looked at Blake wild-
eyed.

“But T had the toothache last night,”
she insisted, “I slept very lightly, 1
kept waking up. My husband couldn’t
have left the house without my know-
ledge—he couldn’t have done! Oh, Mr.
Blake, don’t you believe me¥”

“Yes, Mrs. Gregson, I do,” replied
Sexton Blake. “But again I must im-
press upon you the importance of the fact
that thc police will not believe it. You
tell me that your husband was in bed
from midnight until eight o’clock. 1
quite accept vour statcment.”

“Then—then you don’'t helieve that
Dan committed the murder?”

“T am quite convinced that he didn't,”
replied Blake.

Mrs. Gregson was overwhelmed for a
moment, but the expression of relief in
her eyes was good to sce. Tinker, who
was listening, was frankly astonished.
Until now he had never known that
Sexton Blake held such a decided view
on the casc.

“Thank you, Mr. Blake—thank you!”
muitered Mrs. Greg=on. ‘“If vou believe
my husband innocent, then perhaps there
is a chance. Will you help me? Will
vou try to prove his innocence ¢’

“I had already decided to make a few
privaie  inquirvies,”  replied  Blake.
“Since you have appealed to me in this
way. however. I will enter into the in-
vestigation with even greater zest. If it
is within my power to frec your husband
from this position, I will certainly do
s0.’

“I-—I don’t know how to thank you,
Mr. Blake!”

“The time to thank me, Mrz. Gregson,
will be when 1 have restored your hus-
band to you—if, indeed, I bring about
that happy event,” =aid Sexton Blake.
“My advice to you is to go home, and
Dbe brave. I have every reason to believe
that your husband will soon be released.”

“Soon ?”’ she repeated, with a quick
look of hope.

“T'o-morrow, at the latest,” replicd
Blake smoothly.

“ Oh. but you don’t mean——’

“ Leave the matter in my hands, and 1
don’t think I'shall disappoint you,” in-
terrupted Blake, “If T can obtain your
husband’s release to-day, I will do so,
but it may not be until to-morrow. But
don’t worry. Go home, and make your
mind az easy as possible,”

Mr=. Gregson went into a kind of daze,
and Sexton Blake filled his pipe, lit it,
and ztared musingly out of the window.
Tinker was looking at his master rather
grimly.

“I say, «ir, that was a bit risky, wasn’t
it ?” he asked. '

“Risky? What was risky ?”

“Telling her that she’ll
husband back to-morrow ?”

“Why risky, Tinker?” asked Blake.
“You don’t think I should have made
such a statement unless I had excecllent
grounds ?”’ .

“Look here, guv'nor, you've got some-
thing up your sleeve,” said Tinker indig-
nantly. “It’s like your nerve to keep
me in the dark all this time ! If Gregson
didn’t kill old Croxley, who did?”

¥lvonder #” said Blake slowly. At

’

have her
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the same time, Tinker, I don’t think I
-hall wonder for long! I have an inkling
~just a faint inkling——"

“Well, sir1” asked Tinker eagerly.

“But inklings are not facts, voung
‘n,”” said Sexton Blake, with his mest
exasperating air. “And Facts ave what
we are going aflcr—and what, 1 hane,
we'll get,”

' ‘THE FIFTH CHAPTER. i
| Waldo at Work. i
RUPERT WALDO tossaid

the evening paper aside.

and gazed at the ceiling,

“Why not?” L= mi-

mured dreamily—-.  One

never know's oune's lick,

and in these hard timi-

there’s nothing left for o
but to take a-
I've a good mind 10 i

by appearances, he was not zuftering 1rean
any particularly hard times,

He wore o Juxurious dre<sing-gown,
Alippers, und the apurtinent Wu~ i roelnmy

itk

with its occapant. Softly -lioded
lights were glowing, and there sas e 2n-ral
air of aflucnce.

But one cannot alwavs judee by ootorad

uirs.

To tell the truth, Rupert Waldo waa shiori
of funds. Not that this worried him to any
g¢reat  extent. With his  extraovdinary
facility for appropriating other people’s pro-
perty and his constant fund of optimism, he
never worried himself over such trifles.

At thie same time, he preferred to pick and
choose.  Waldo was no ordinary burglar--
ne common cracksman, who was tempted by
the mere thought of gain. He preferred to
select his **enterprises” with the care of a
CONNOois3eur,

Nothing had attracted him for =ecveral
weeks, and so he had drifted leisurely on,
his cash growing shorter and shorter.

Waldo's nerve was colossal, and his con-
iempt for the police was stupendous, At
the present time he was oeccupying bachelor
¢hambers in the heart of the West End,
and, what was more, he had taken little or
no precaution in the way of disguise.

It it came to a tu-:le with the police he
was always ready to enjoy the fnun. And
his very recklessness served to protect him.
Not curing whether ke was “spotted™ or
not, it generally happened thut he was
allowed to go his own sweet way.

He picked up thie newspaper again and
slanced at it.

*“ A sordid business—not in my line at all,”
e murnmred, with a yawn. ¢ Not that Mr.
Gordon Craxley didn't deserve all he got, 1
Jdon’t know the man personally, but T xnow
the type. At o long shot, 1 should judge
that he wus a fuairizh blot on the fice of
Society.  All honour to Mr. Gregson for
having given Mr. Croxley a first-clazs tichet
to a warnmer climate. But that's not the
point. I'm only interested in this entertain-
ing account of Roman relies.”

The evening paper, as Tinker had said, was
full of the thiny. 1t seemned that the police
had investigated the vault and found a great
chest of Roman cnin:, Roman ornaments,
and other valuable antiquities. Learned
professors in gang: were getting pent up
with excitement.

“ Roman gold.”” commented Waldo lazily.
“And why not? 1 don't :ee why Roman
2old shouldn’t be ju-t a: good as any other
kind. And it has u certain dash of piquancy
which attracts me. Muida Vale isn't far off,
and ome exercie would probably do me a
whole lot of good. Yes, old man, it's got to
e done. You'll never sleep peucefully until
vou've had a good look inside thizt Roman
vault !

He chuckled to himself, paz~cd into lhis
hed-room, and shed his dressing-gown., Then
he changed. Within twenty minutes lie was
ready to depart on an errand which promized
to be full of interest. He wore a dark
lounge suit, a light overcoat, and rubber-
roled shoes,

It was between ten and eleven, and {Le

chimec,

a shot at it.”

The Wonder Maon wi
lying back in an casy-
chair, his fteet o the
table and a cicarette bLe
tween his lips. Juduing

slectrie |

i
|
i
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‘ Look, Lennard—Ilook closely,’’ commanded Blake.
Here is the murderer of Qordon Croxley.'?
He bent down, whilst Blake forced back Mrs. Croxley’s hair.

ready.
Lennard, aghast.

* And have your handcuffs
“The murderer ? *' gasped

The Yard detective started, for without her mass of curly hair the woman looked

different

somehow,

(Page 25.)

early hour did not deter him. Waldo was
iust as likely to comimit a burglary at noon
as any ordinary cracksman af two a.m,

Outside, the West End was just heginning
to liven up, for in a short time the theatre
crowds wonld be out. Strolling towards
Piccadilly Cireus, Wuldo took a benign in-
terest in the glittering electrie =ign<. and
paused to admire a new one which he hain't
noticed before.

There were plenty of empty taviz abont,
and he hailed one wnd jumped in. telling the
driver to take him to the St. Jolhin's Wood
oad entrance of Lord's ericket ground. The
taxi-man may have thought it strange for
somehody to go to Lord's ground at eleven
o'clock at night, but he said nothing. Ile
had driven fares to =stranger places than
that.

Arriving, Waldo got out, and then walked
leisurely down towards Maida Viale, where
there was still plenty of life. He turned to
thie right towards Kilhurn, still strolling
along as though he had no definite purpose
in mind.

It was unneecessary for him to identify ihe
Iate Mr. Gordon Croxley’s house, for as he
approached, he observed a few morbid people
gathered outside the gate, louking at the
hiouse.

He croszed thie road, entered the gateway
in front of cverybody, and strode up the
drive.  Me was inwardly amused. It wuas
all =0 easy. Why climh over garden wailsa,
and act like a common thief, wlen he eould
do the job like a gentleman?

One glance was sufficient to show him the

trellis-gate leading to the back garden. So,
instead of approaching the house, he
walked to the gate, lifted the latel, and

passed through. Those who were watching
took it for granted that this celf-possessed
individual was a high Scotland Yard official
—and twn people. at all eventz, definitel;

recognised  Wualdo as  Chief Detective-
Inspector Lennard, and did not hesitate to
say 20,

Wuldo walked down the garden, and dimly
zaw the little stucco building looming up.
A burly form was standing at attention near
the door. Waldo didn't even hesitate.

“Al, still on duty here, my man?? he
azked henevolently.,

“Yes, sir,” zaid the constable.

*“That’s the wav--never neglect vour job '
went on Waldo, with approval. -+ All alone
here???

“Yes, sir!”

* Splendid !** amiled Waldo.
Letter, in fact.”

< Contdn't be

The constable peeved  forward  in ihe
zivomnl.
“Beggin® your pardon, =ir. but T don't

think I know you,” he suaid respectfully.
A newspaper man, sir? 1f s0, I'm afraid
L shall have to ask you to leave.”

“That would he distressing, just az I am
enjoying your delightful conversation.” said
Waldo.,  “I suppose you'll be on duty ail
night? Rather a lonely jobh— -7 .

“Not all night, sir--I shall be lcaving at
one o’clock.”

“It's just us well to know these things,”
commented the Wonder Man with a chiuckle.
“1 hate doing it, old man, but there's
nothing else for it. You seem sucl a zports-
man, too.”

The policeman, who had no reazon to
unticipate trouble, took it for orant=d that
this gentleman was one of those enferprising
newspaper mell. But a mowmens later he
found out his mistake.

For Rupert Wuldo deliberately attacked
nim,

Ou the face of it, the thing szemed ridicu-
ious.  The eonstable was a six-foot-three
ginnt, and proportionately broad. Waldo,
although tall, seemed insignificant hy com.
parison. A tussle between these two must,
it seemed, inevitably end one way,

But it evidently ended the other way.

Rupert Wauldo was not known as the
Wonder Man for nothing. Even if P.-c. Bar-
rett, didn't know that Waldo was a Kind ot
superman, Scotland Yard did. But P.-c.
Barrveft’'s knovledge was  soon  increased
When it calae Lo a matter of strength, Waldo
stood supreme.

He seemed hLardly human. for his strength
wus staggering-—his muscles as taut and
powerful as steel cables. Added to this. tha
fact that lie was constilutionaliy incapabla

of feeling pain, and it wiil perhaps be
realized that Waldo was <omething of  a
novelty..

P.-c. Barreit thought =20, at a1l evente,



22 7THE y: ‘ : — FOR PERVDERS ne:
i 1,118.
W[ON LMC[( . OF ALL ﬂGE—g- e

fIe thought =o, particularly, when he was And this amazing crook got down to work y membered the enormous weight of the

hurled over Waldo's shoulder likc a _sack
of feathers, 'The trouble was, Le didn't land
like a sack of feathers.

The constable's weight and bulx were
agaiust him., He fell with a thud which halr
dazed him. The next moment, hefore hic
could make any outery or attempt auy movs-
ment, a kind of steel band pinued hiz rncck
down and held him like a vice.

e struggled, it is true, but a Luze hue
bottle will struggle in the grip of a tiny
spider. This partienlar < bluebottle ™ was i
just suclh a hLopeless predicament.

Waldo had once fousht a single-lianded
bautle with a lierce leopard, and the leopard
had got the worst of it. D.-c. Bavrett was
Lelpless within thirty seconds. ¥rowm Lis
point of view, the affair was the most stag-
gering thing that ever happened to him.
From Waldo's, it was merely an amusing
incideut.

At all events, the unforiunate consztablie
was tied up with stout cord almost before
he could recover his breath. A heavy pad
was fixed over his mouth und nostrils, and
bound there. He could breathe all riubt,
but when it came to a matier of makiry
a sound, he was at a dizadvantuge. And the
cords were so cunningly fastened that no
amount of struggling would loosen their
grip.

“Sorry, old man, but yon were in mv waxy
a bit,” murmured Wulde coolly. “You
don't mind, do you? Oh, and just a word!
Take a tip from your uncle, and kecp still.
IT you struggle, those cords will get tighter,
and youn can’t loosen them again. The
more you squirm, thie more pain you'll get.
So don’t say I haven't done my best.”

The constable gave an inward arunt, but
could do no more. He was a diligent officer.
and he was enraged at this whole affair, e
was alarmed aud humiliated, too. Even pow
he couldn’t understand how it had happened.
He struggled fiercely.

But lhe stopped almost at once—rfor his
cords became painfully tizht.
“What did I tell you?”»

pleasantly.

After that the constable thought he wus
dreaming. He was under no misapprehensicn
regarding his own weight—his wife, in fact,
frequently referred to him as “a hulking
great brute,” owing to Lis tendency to
knock over the houselold furniture. And
when Waldo coolly lifted his victim of the
ground as though he were a baby i arms,
P.-c. Barrett could be excused for thiniing
that he was under a delusion.

But it was a fact. Waldo lifted ilie con-
stable up direct, poised him in his arms. and
then walked quietly round to thie back of
the power-house. He carried hiz burden as
though it were a featherweight.

The constable was placed against the roar
wall, nicely screened from the nigit breezes
by u couple of laurel bushes. Aad there
Waldo lert him—with a pariing injunction
not to snore too loudly, '

asked Waldo

in carnest, \

The beam of an electrie torch illuminated
the interior of the little building. Behind it,
Waldo was taking stock of his surroundings.
He had closed the door, and felt satisfied
that he would not he disturbed until one a.m.
~although he had no intention of remain-
ing so long.

“There ceems to have been a hit of a
cra~h,” he murmured. “H'm! The floor
simply caved in—and there, I ohserve, iz the
entrance. None too wide, but we must see
whut can be done.”

It was just one of those tricks of Fate
which had caused Mr. Gordon Croxley to
choose this particular site for the power-
house. Had it been built on the other side
of the garden, there would have been mno
collapse. But who could have known about
thut centuries-forgotten vault only a few
feet under the surface?

Strong enougl to withstand time, the vault
had, nevertheless, succumbed to the weight
and vibration of modern wmachinery. Waldo
pondered ou these matters as he looked at
the distorted ironwork, the masses of eracked
and crazy concrete, and the general debr_lsa.
He realised that another collapse was quite
on the cards. For the flooring had not
crashed clean through the ceiling of the
vault; a considerable portion of it wus
jammed, and might give way at the least
vibration or shock. _

But Waldo was a fatalist. If he was to
die by being crushed to death, there was
an end to it. He wormed his way into the
black cavity—the only opening large enough
to squeeze through—and found himself in the
curious walled tunnel. )

Moving forward, he examined the adjacent
vault with care. and was rather disappointed
to find no trace of hidden treasure. From
the newspaper reports, he had gathered that
the place was simply overflowing with it.

“J13 this another of life’s little tragedies?™
he murmured. ¢ Alas, the duplicity of thesc
newspaper gentry! I verily believe they have
invented the Roman relics for the sake of
a good story!”

It waz a blow to Waldo, and he felt
atnnoved with himself for having fallen into
the trap. Then he remembered the constable
on duty. Why had the man bheen placed
there if tliere was nothing of value within the
building?

He searched round more carefully, and
thien his hopes returned. Half concealed by
falling stones and earth, he could see a
quiaint looking chest. It was jammed so
tizlitly that the police had not attempted to
move it. They had been afraid of a general
collapse, and orders had &lready Dbeen given
for a contractor’s firm to remove the debris
from above. After that the vault would be
explored by experts. )

But Waldo thought otherwise.

e looked at the chest, and examined the

mass of stonework which crushed it. He re-
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machinery above, but this did not deter him.
If he could only get this chest a little eased.
he felt that he could withdraw it without
precipitating a collapse.

So, placing his light near hy, Le got to
work, Very gingerly, he forced stone after
stone out of its position. Once or twice he
used all his strength, and the debris only
moved after a struggle. Five ordinary men
could not have shifted those stones as Waldo
did single-handed.

And, as he had anticipated, the chest be-
came freed—but not until an ominous quiver
had Ppassed through the overhanging mass,
causing stones and dust to fall with a signifi-
cant rumnble.

Ouce, indeed, Waldo had leapt bhack, ex-
pecting the whole thing to cave in. But
it didn't.  Amil the chest was now free. He
attempted to pull it farther out, and then
paused.  Esen lis e¢normous strength was
taxed. He guve another heave, and instead
of pulling the clhiest out he wrenched one end
cleun off.

Showers of small articles scattered them-
selves over the dank stone floor. 'There
were rings in dozens, armlets, coins of nany
sizes, and other ornamental trifles. Seventy
per cent. of the stuff was made of pure
gold,

From an antiquarian point of view, this
find was probably one of the most stupen-
dous that history Lad ever known. Iln all
probability, the origin of the hoard would
never be discovered. Perhaps it was the
booty of some ancient invader who had
pillaged thie Noman Governor's treasure-
house.

Waldo was not interested in history. The
stuff was here, and that was all he cared
about at the mowment. Later, no doubt, he
would examine his spoils with the interest
of an expert. But when work had to be
done, Waldo was not the man to waste time.

He caught a sound behind him, for his
hearing wus very acute. And at the samec
moment the flash of an electric torch smote
himm in the eyes. He stood there without
moving. He was just a little startled, but
he showed no sign of it. His own electric
“torch was still gleaming, but its beam was
| playing in the opposite direction.
| “Congratulations!” said Waldo smoothly.
1 had no idea that a human being could
For once I have been
It is an occcasion I shall

wulk =0 quietly.
caught napping.
lonng remember.”

“Put up your hands!" came a sharp com-
mand.

Waldo laughed. The voice was that of
a woman! Thix was a fresh surprize. He
put up his hands, and a moment later Mrs.
Croxley came through the rough creviee
with a panther-like agility.

She was dressed in a clinging c¢vening-gown,
with a loose scart round her neck. And as
she faced Rupert Waldo she looked at him
vith a grim intensity which spelt danger.

“Stand just where you arc!” she com-
manded sternly.

““One moment, and I am at your service,”
said Waldo.

He quickly stooped, picked up his torel,
and flashed the light round {ull upon Mrs.
Croxley. She stood dazzlingly revealed as
she uttered an angry exclamation.

“Make another movement, and I will fire!®
she said tensely.

“What is this—what is this¥" asked Waldo
in a =oft wvoice. * By the Lord Harry! Iz
it possible? Surely we have met before--
and wunder very different circuinstances?
Eight years ago were you not known to &
certain select circle as Sweet-faced Vivian?”

Mrs. (roxley started back with a low
intake of breatl.

“1 thought T was not mistaken,’” laughed
Waldo. “ Oncce seen, never forgotten, eh?
I will admit the transformation is the work
of & genius, but I should always know thosc
eyes.”?

“0Oh!” panted Mts. Croxley, with a kind
of sob,

Deliberatelyx, she raised her arm, and Waldo
canght a glitter, Like a flash, he dodged.
hut at the same second there was a spurt
of flame as Mrs, Croxley pulled the trigzger
of her revolver.

There was a shattering, echoing report, a
haze of smoke, and Rupert Waldo fell like
a log, and rolled over with wide-staring eycs,
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Complications and a Crash,

TWOC dim forms stood in
the shadow, as the front
door was opened by Jane,
the housemaid.

“Is it possible to sec
Mrs. Croxley?’’ asked Sex-

ton Blake politely.
| I don’'t know, I'm sure,
gir,’* replied the maid.
“ The mistress hasn't been
herself all day, and—"

Y shall only detain
her for a few moments,”
put in Blake.

“Very well, zir, If vourll
please come in and wait.”

Blake entered the hall. and Tinker fol-
lowed. Ii was very dim, fer only an oil lamp
burned on a small bracket. The whole house
seemed grim and forbidding—the absence of
electric light and the shadow which hung
over it both contributing to this effect.

Tinker was rather puzzled. IIe had ex-
pected his gnv'nor to make a move long
before this. But Blake had been out, and
had not returned to Baker Street until late.
And now, some little time after eleven, he
and Tinker were making this call. It was
an inexcusably late one,

Perhaps Blake had some rcason for mak-
ing it late. Tinker assumed that Blake was
expecting Mra. Croxley to be in bed, so that
they would only have the police guard to
deal with. And Blake, of course, would have
no difficulty in obtaining a clear field for
investigation. A

The maid retnrned after a few moments.

“1 thought the mistress had gone to bed.
sir, but I think she's outside in the garden.”
said Jane. ~My! It's more than I can
understand—that’s what it is! After what
happened last night, too!”

Blake raised his eyebrows.

“ Mrs. Croxley is in the garden?” he re-
peated. ‘“ Are you sure?”

“Cook szaw her go out five minutes ago,
e :

“ May we go through?” asked Blake. “You
know me, of course? I was lhere with the
chief inspector this morning.”’

“Why, Yyes, of course, sir,” replied the
girl, looking at the visitors with a kind of
admiration. ‘“You're Mr. Sexton Blake, sir.
There’s a policeman down the garden, and
but for him cook and I wouldn't be here.
We feel sort of safe now that the police are
on guard. I expect the mistress must have
gone down to have a talk with the young
man.”?

“Very poscibly,” agreed Blake.

They were led through the hall. and passed
out on to the terrace. But Tinker noticed
that Blake was frowning az he walked down
the garden-path towards the little building
at the bottom.

“ Rummy, isn't ft, sir?” asked Tinker.
- Decidedly,” agreed Blake. “I'm afraid
it will upset my calculations somewhat—
By James! Did you hear that??

They bhoth halted, listening intently.

. **What was it, sir?”’ asked Tinker. ©It
sounded like a shot—a bit muffled, but—*

“It was a shot right enough.” interrupted
Blake. “ What on earth can bhe happening
now? This is a queer place, Tinker, and no
mistake! Come along; we'd beiter see what
the trouble is.”

They rushed to the power-house, but it
seemed descrted. There was no sign of any
police guard. The door stood half open, and
blackness yawned within that place of grim
association,

Blake pulled out his electric toreh, and
leapt lightly down to the sunken concrete.
But as he caunght a glint of light from the
crevice, he snapped out his own. He could
now see down with clearness, for a section
of the vault was illaminated in striking con-
trast to the surrounding darkness.

Mrs. Croxley was standing down there, one
hand at her neck, and the other holding a
revolver. She swayed slightly., and the pie-
ture was one which impressed itself strik-
ingly on Blake's mind. Just near Mrs,
Croxiey lay the still hody of a stranger.

“She’s killed somebody, sir!”’ muttered
Tinker, aghast,

Blake said nothing, but scrambled down
through the opening. Tinker followed. The
stone chamber was illuminated by Rupert
Waldo’s electric torch, which had not snapped
out upon falling,

[ ANy /N AN AN ]
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“ What asked Blake
quickly.

* Qh.
Mr. Blake!” panted Mrs. Croxley, who
seemed on the point of fainting. ¢ This—
this dreadful place! I came down the garden
to speak to the officer, and found him gone.
And there was a man prowling about down
here.”

“But why did you enter?”

“I don't know! Ob, I don't know!* she
sobbed. -‘He attacked me, and—and I fired!
He's dead—he’s dead! May Heaven forgive
me, I've killed him !>

Blake gave her one swift, grim look.

Then he hent down, and peered closely into
the face of the man on the floor. He only
gave the slightest start, but Tinker saw it.

*Do you know him, guv'nor?”? he asked
tensely.

“We bLoth know Lim. Tinker—for he is
our old acquaintance, Rupert Waldo,” said
Blake. ¢ This affair becomes more complex
as we proceed.” _

Mrs. Croxley tried to pull herself together,
and her breathing became less strained. But
she was pale and wan, and there was a
curious fire in her strange, burning eyes.

“I—I didn't mean to kill him!”? she mut-

has happened:”

tered, as though speaking to herself. I—I
pulled the trigger before knowing it.”

Blake rose to his feet.

“Really, Mrs., C(roxley?” he asked,

curiously grim.

She looked at him with a sudden flash of
defiance,

“ Do you doubt my word?’* she asked, with
a fierce flood of anger.

* Frankly, Mrs. Croxley, I do,” replied Sex-
ton Blake. I think this farce has proceeded
quite long -enough. I came here for the
especial purpose of bringing it to ‘an end,
although I hardly expected to find you in
thesze circumstances. Don’t you think you've
carried it far emough?®

She backed away, breathing heavily.

““Far enough?” she repeated. * What—
what do you mean:”
"I mean that you killed Mr. Gordon

| (‘roxley, and that you deliberately faked the

evidence in order to implicate a perfectly
irnocent man,” replied Sexton Blake curtly.
“It may interest you to kmow that I sus-
pected you from the very first ”

“stand back—stand back!” exclaimed
Mrs. Croxley, her voice rising shrill. “ Move
one step and I'll shoot you as I shot the
other man!” :

“I must obey—for you are an expert!”
said Blaké sardoniecally.

She backed towards the exit, and Tinker,
who was mnear by, looked on in dazed
astonishment. This denouement had taken
him completely by surprise. He had never
suspected that Blake’s object in coming here
had been to denounce Mrs. Croxley as the
assassin!

But - Tinker had not lost his resource.
Some instinct told him that it would be
fatal to let Mrs. Croxley recach the exit.
Blake could do nothing, for he knew that
death stared him in the face. Mrs. Croxley
had not uttered an idle threat. When she
fired she would fire to kill.
~But Tinker, with a sudden sideways leap,
grabbed for her ankle. She anticipated him
by the fraction of a second, and lcapt up.
Tinker sprawled over, and Blake leapt for-
ward as Mrs. Croxley vanished through the
narrow aperture,

At the same second the -clectric light
flashed out.

The darkness was wtterly blaek, and Blake,
guessing what was coming, threw himself
aside. At the same instant a spurt cf flame
appeared from above, and a bullet pinged
sharply against the stonework.

“I'll kill you all!” came Mrs. Croxley’s
voice, harsh and unnatural. “You'll never
live to say a word against me—never!”

She fired again, but there was no danger
now, for Blake and Tinker were well out of
range, owing,to the confined nature of the
opening. And there was an abrupt quiver
in the air.

Some loose stones fell, a houlder crashed
down, and as Blake and Tinker backed
away with their hearts in their mouths, a
vicelike grip seized them, and flung them
backwards like skittles—in the very nick of
time.

There was a devastating crash, a biind-
ing, choking mass of dust, and. it seemed
that no power on earth could save the pair
from destruction. But, somehow,
cscaped. Only a few flying pieces of stone
hit them.
away.

“Guvnor!” gasped Tinker hoarsely.

“Ii's all right, young ‘un, I'm not hurt!”

how thankful I am you have come, ;

they.
And the -thunderous noise died:

‘.

‘plied

.three of us bottled up underground!

.volver — and

such sirength; I couldn’'t helieve it!

muttered Blake. ¢‘Thauk you, Waldo, fer
your prompt action. You possibly saved our
lives. How did you know the collapse was
coming at that moment?” s

A soft laugh sounded in the {hick, dusty
atmosphere. _

“I didn't know—I suspected it,” he re-
“Those tumbling stones warned me,

and it was no time for hesitation., Well,

.Blake, we've been in a few queer positions

The
Well,
as it’s no use flying at one another's throate,
supposing we call a truce?”

Waldo’s electric toreh flashed on, and it
was hardly possible to see -owing to the
dust. The light reminded Blake that Waldo
had done him a farther =service, for the
sudden extinguishing of the light had un-
doubtedly destroyed Mrs. Croxley’s aim.

“Pretty bad, but things might he worse,”
commented Waldo, as he stared round inte
the murk., “Got a handkerchief, one of
you? It's all right; I'll use my own, but
I hate messing it up!”

He withdrew his handkerchief, and pro-
ceeded to dab an ugly, livid wound on the
side of ms neck. Blood had heen flowing

in our time, but this beats them ail.

freely, and Tinker shuddered as le looked
o

I.
But Rupert Waldo was quite unconcerned.
With her face transfigured by hatred, Mrs.

Croxley rose to her feet. Only by the

merest fluke had she escaped being crushed

to death.

For during the fresh fall of concrete and
steel, caused by the concussion of her re-
precipitated, earlier, by
Waldo's weakening of the wedged stone-

‘work—she had nearly been trapped.

That part of the concrete heneath her
feet had sagged down, she had slipped and
fallen. Expecting to be crushed, she now
found Therself wunharmed. Trembling in
every limb, she fought her way out into the
open.

Once there, she leaned against the door-
post, panting.

For two minutes she remained, recover-
ing. Then, turning, she stared into the
fatal building. She could sec nothing; but
a dead, utter silence reigned.

Mrs. Croxley shivered.

In her heart she felt that Sexton Blake
and Tinker had been crushed to instau-
taneous death by the fallen mass. Never
for a second did she believe that they
could have escaped. ’

Well, it was over now—lier own danger
was past. But those in the house knew, no
doubt, that Blake and Tinker' had been
here! Something would have to he done—

-some story must be invented.

And while she stood there her active mingd
engaged in thought, she hcard a eurious
sound. The night was very still, and the
sound seemed to come from behind the
power-house. It was caused by the crackling
and swishing of bhreaking bushes, as though
something was being dragged uacross the

garden. _

Mrs. Croxley caught her breath, angd
walked quickly round the huilding. she
was confronted by a burly object which

rolled on the ground. Even in the Tfaint

-starlight she recognised it as the figure of

the policeman who had originally heen c¢n
guard. '

At the sight of him
what -to do. -

Bending down, she pulled at his honds.

‘“Something  dreadful has happened,
officer!” she panted. * Oh. when will thi:
terrible day come to an end¥”

Finding it impossible to unfazten the
knots, she took a tiny, pearl-handled knife
from her dress, and cut the cords, A minute
later P.-c. Barrett was writhing about in
agony, as his restored cireulation gushed
through his veins. S

“Thank you, ma'am!” The panted.
‘“ What's been happening? I lheard sherts,
it seemed to me.”

“If you had been at your post, insiead of
in this predicament, another tragedy might
have been averted,” said Mrs. Croxley, in
a stricken voice. “ You deserve to be dis-
missed from the Force!”

“It wasn't my fault, ma’am!” protested
the policeman. < The mian who got me
down was like a fiend! 1've never knoixin

e
attacked me, and trussed me up like you
found me!”

Mrs. Croxley gave a weary sigh.

“1t must have been the man T founii
down in the vault!” she murmured. *¢1
came- out here to speak to you, constable,
and I Tound that man below, searching
about, and attempting to rob the vaultl”

she knew exactlly
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“1 thought that was his game!” growled
porrett painfully. .

“He . attacked me. I shot him!” mut-
rered Mrs. Croxley. “ And then—and then
Nr., Blake came and Mr. Tinker. They were
luoking after the man who attacked me, and
. ond I scrambled out! Then therc was
# tarrible rumble—" . '

She paused, sobbing piteously.

“~nkes ~ alive!” panted the policeman.
“ YViui—yvou don't mean that Mr. Blake—-"

* Yes—yes—yes!” moaned Mrs. Croxley,
aciing her part with skill, her voice rising
to g shrill piteh with assumed horror.
“ They were down there when the coliapse
cate.  Oh, constable, they’re buried—they
rinst all be buried alive! It's too dreadful
to think about!” . )

The policeman forgot all about his pain.

“*You'd best come indoors, ma’am!” he
soid  sharply. . “There’'s been enough
tremble! I'll report at once. If you've got
a telephone, I'll get through to the Yard.
AMr. Blake Killed!” o

He was rather stunmed LYy this piece of
appalling news. He hastened Mrs. Croxley
indoors, having swallowed her - plausible
aceount of the affair whole.

aud there were others who would swallow

it whole, too. _ . )
- ¥or the police had no suspicions against
Ler, their attention being centred upon the
sufortunate Daniel Cregson. Blake, it
zesmed, was the only one who knew the
trnth—unless Waldo can bhe counted.

And now that these were out of the way—
huried heneath those tons of debris—the
Junger was over. Mrs. Croxley wuas con-
y'nced that her safety was assured.

The servants had known of Blake and
Tinkers’ arrival, ‘and her account of the
tragedy would easily satisfy the authorities.
Cregson would go to the gallows, and her
eltimate immunity was certain,

{nfortunately for Mrs. Croxley, there was
cae flaw in the scheme of things, Sexton
Biuke und Tinker were very much alive.
fut how long they would remain alive
sactaed to be a rather doubtful question.

L]

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Waldo’s Way Out! !
; « THAT'S better,” said
o Waldo contentedly.
1 His handkerchief was

tied round his neck, and
the deep score-cut, caused
by Mrs. Croxley’s bullet,
was hidden from view.

“You've got nine lives,
Waldo,” said Blake
quietly. “Of course, you
were feigning unconscious-
ness while you were lying
on the floor?”

“Yes; I wanted to have
our fair friend at a dis-
advantage,” replied the
‘““Then you butted in and
Don’t imagine this

Wonder Man.

~peiled everything.

vwound hurts me—I haven’t felt a thing.”
“*You're a most extraordinary man!"’
““Others have expressed themselves In a

less  kindly manner,” said Waldo lightly.
* No doubt Mrs. Croxley, as she calls her-
zelf, is now deluding herself that we are
~il dead and buried. Possibly she is right.
This tomb doesn't seem any too airy."

“Why did she shoot you, Waldo?” asked
Tinker,

“Why? Because I knew more than was
{:zalthy for her,”” replied Waldo, “But it
=eems to me that action is called for. Much
»3 I enjoy your conversation, Blake, the
1i0st important thing at the moment is to
fwl a way out of this prison.”

WWaldo took the light, and made some
investigations. They were in the vault
itseif, and the greater part of the stone
tiirnel leading from it was obliterated. A
_~loping mass of stone was wedged right
Jdovn to the floor, and there was not an
artlet of any kind.

“We're bottled up all right,” said Waldo,
@5 ne swept the light round. “I wonder
why it is, Blake, that we generally meet
nider the most extraordinary circumstances?
I don't regard this as one of our true
iatties of wit. Strictly speaking, we aren’t
up against one another at all. I merely
lovked in to take a few pickings, and find

rself in this mess!”

Blake looked round keenly.

“ The sooner we can get out the better!”
fle pxelaimed, ¢ Mrs, Croxley may be assum-

stand

‘although Blake had always got the better

ing that we are still alive, and will make
a bolt for it. It will save a lot of. trouble
it we find a way out.” i

“It will save us a lot of anxiety, too.”
said Waldo. “ Personally, this form of
death is one of my pet aversions. 1 under-
that I shall ultimately adorn the
gallows, but I have my doubts. But I
regard the gallows with distinet favour com-
pared to beingz buried alive.”

“Isn't there any possible way?” acked
Tinker huskily.

Sexton Blake was looking at the formation
of their prison. All three were pretending
to be calm, but they were not. 7There was
no hint of animosity. Sexton Blake and
Rupert Waldo generally chatted amiably
during their dramatic meetings. And

of the Wonder Man, Waldo bore no grudge.

He regarded life as a kind of tussle, and
whenever he got the worst of things, he
merely smiled and started all over again
His greatest ambition was to bring off a
stupendousz coup, and leave Sexton Blake
in the coid. ‘

- How about thiz?" he snggested.

Just above their heads there seemed to be
a break in the stonework. Waldo was stand-
ing against the sloping mass—a huge slab

which seemed abaolutely solid. 4

But where it had fallen into its present?
position, - a  considerable mass of loose |
rubbish and earth was jammed overhead.

Blake took stock of this with a grave eye.

“ 1t seems to me that another part of the
floor has collapsed,” he said slowly. “If
so, the weight immediately above us cannot
be very excessive, for the dynamo and the
engine are at the other end.”

“ My idena, exactly,” agreed Waldo, nod-
ding. < But when you say the weight isn't
excessive, 1 beg to differ, However, we'll
try. I'm always ready to chance my luek.”

“ What are you going to do?” asked Blake
sharply. )

“Stand over there, at the end of the
vault, and hold your brzath,” replied Waldo.
“No, don't interfere; this is my funeral.
Not literally, I hope, but you understand

what 1 mean.”

“Man alive, Yyou mustn't do that!”
shouted Blake harshly., “If you disturb
that great slab, it1l come unwedged, and
erush you in a moment.”

“1'd sooner be crushed than suffocated.”
replied Wuldo grimly. “In any case, it's
our only chance—and I'm the man to do
it. I'm not hoasting, Blake, but my
strengtlhi is a trifle more than yours, So
stand over there, and hold yourself ready
to act.”

“Blake hesitated. What Waldo was pro
posing was apparently an act of insanity—
an attempt at suicide. If he shifted that
slub, and held it, all would be well. But
if it proved too much, nething on earth
could save him. .

And Waldo wasz prepared to do this with-
out a -qualm., The risk would be mainly
his, for his companions would be compara-
tively safe in the vault, which extended
bevond the limits of the loosened debris.

““ Look here, Wualdo ** began Blake.

"’1'1'00 late, old man!” said Waldo. ¢ Hold
still !

He placed his back againzt the solid mass,
wedged his hands on his knees, and exerted
all hiz strength. The crucial moment had
arrived. It Waldo could support the
weight, all would be well. If he loosened
the mass, and failed to support it, the end
would he swift.

There came a flood of loose stones and
earth and broken scraps of concrete. It
tell down llke rain, but it was over in a
foew seconds. Blake leapt forward in the
dust, and flashed his light upwards.

A wide crevice was revealed, and the pile
of stones beneath provided an excellent foot-
hold. One good heave, and Blake would
be able to win his way upwards to freedom.

““(Go on, man!” muttered Waldo tensely.
“ Through with you!”

Blake flashed his light on the other. Then
hhe pursed his lips. Waldo was in dreadful
straits. He was only holding the mass by
the shieer exertion of all his strength. He
trembled—Iliterally trembled in every inch
of his frame, under the terrible weight. His
veins stood out, his muscles were taut, and
the pressure must have been killing. Already
the perspiration was beginning to pour from
him.

“Tp!” he croaked. *“1I can't stand it for
more than a minute'"

\.‘;qxtou Blake caught hLis breath in with
a hiss,

“No, Walda.

We can't gn and leave rou

like thiz!” he shouted. ‘*We shall escape,
but you'll be crushed to death.”

“Go, you fool—go!” muttered Waldo, be-
tween his set teeth.

“Tinker—up with wyou!” snapped Blake.
“Here, take this lght! In one of the
corners yvou'll see two heavy crowbars. Bring
them ! We eititer get out of this trap
together, or not at all!”

And as Tinker leapt to the opening, Blake
placed his hands against the stonework, and
relieved Waldo of somce of the weight. Blake
exerted all his own strength, but Waldo was
still trembling. . Blake hardly dared imagine
what straln the Wonder Man was under-
going,

Tinker found that tue opening was easy
to negotiate. Carrying the light, he leapt
upwards, and found that Blake's surmise was
correct. The other portion of the floor had
collapsed. The place looked like a night-
mare. The confuziou and dizorder were in-
tensified.

But up in a far corner. as Tinker swiftly
saw, were two thick crowbar:—or heavy iron
rods. He ran over the uneven and wrecked
flooring, and reached the bars. They were
almost more than he could carry, but he
struggled back witli them. One by one he
lowered them down. und iken flashed his

light through the opening. His hLeart was
thumping madly.  Even now there was a
doubt as: to whether his master  would
| escape,

“ Stuy there, Tinker!™ c<houted Blake.

“All right, Waldo? C(an you stand it for
another second or twor”?

© Carry on!” hreathed Waldo tensely.

Blake released his own support, and for
a second it secmed that even Waldo would
crumple up under the fearful strain. Blake
seized the first iron har. and jammed it
against the heavy mass, which was alrcady
beginning to shake and rock.

The second bar was placed in position a
moment later.

“Try it!™ if
bear!”

“You get out first!»

“No, not until——

“You get out first!” shouted Waldo
harshly. .

Blake knew that there was no time for
hesitation.

“I won’t move until you test those bars!”
h2 retorted curtly.

said Blake. < &ee it will

Waldo relaxed his efforts, and Tinker
watched, fascinated, holding the light
steadily despite his excitement. It seemed

to him that his heart missed a beat. There
was a grinding, crunching noise as the bars
bit into the stonework, hut the mass did not

fall.
“0.K.!v Waldo.

“Out
you!”

Blake clambered throngh the opening, and
Waldo came at his hecls. But Waldo knew
something that Blake didn't. Thosc heavy
bars were unable to stand the strain which
the Wonder Man had borne! For Waldo
had felt them bending even as he took his
own support away. .

His leap through the opening was literally
a leap for life. Only by acting with the
agility of a monkey did he escape. Tor as
he won clear the crowbars bent double, and
the whole mass of stone crumpled » and
crashed.

Blake and Tinker were flung back as the
flooring heaved beneath their fecet. And
Rupert Waldo threw himself out of danger.
He was soaked to the skin wth perspiration,
and he was still quivering in every ftibre, as
the result of that terrible ordeal.

panted with

fl.}gt even now he didn't lose hLis sang-
roid.
“Good!” he exelaimed huskily. < Well,

Blake, that’s all rigit, eh?
stop—got an appointment !

It was seven feet up to the level of the
door. But Waldo gave one spring, and
reached the threshold. For a moment he
stood outlined against the night sky, and he
turned.

“Until we meet agaln!”® he whispered.
“Glad I was able to lend a hand, you
fellows. So-long:”

His outline vanished, and by the time
Blake and Tinker reached the opening all
sign of the Wonder Man had gone.

“By Jove, =ir, he's a caution!*’ breathed
Tinker.

Blake made no comment. He was star-
ing across the garden at the lighted window
of the drawing-room. Two shadows were
visible on the blind—the shadow of a man
and the shadow of a woman.

“Never mind Waldo, Tinker.” said Blake
quietly, ¢ We must deal with Mrs. Croxley.

Sorry T can’t
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Waldo has
this time,
justice.”
Grimy and dishevelled as they were, Blake
and Tinker ran lightly across to the heouse.
The mnext few mjnutes promized to be
dramatic. ‘

departed from his usual custom
for he has served the ends of

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. |
* When Rogues Fall Qut—" [

CHIEF DETECTIVE-IN-
SPECTOR LENNARD was
looking horrified. -

“But why did Blake
come here at all?? he
asked, with intense dis-
fress. “It's the most
appalling thing I've heard
of! Are you sure of this,
Mrs. Croxley? Is there no
possible hope?”

“1 don't
afraid not!”
(roxley, her
with weariness and
anxiety. “They  were
down there when the—the floor caved in.
And after that there was silence—complete
silence, Oh, I can’t bear to think of it.”

Lennard was rather stupefied. He had
come from the Yard post-haste, in response
to an urgent summons. And the news that
Sexton Blake and Tinker were dead stag-
sered him heyond anything that he had
ever Licard. Mrs. Croxley had told her story
with consummate skill

“I must 2o out at once. and
can be done,” muttered Lennard.
there is a faint ehance——"

“There is no need for
yourself, Lennard.” said a

know—I'm
sqid Mrs
voice faint

* Perhaps

vou to {rouble
well-known voice

hehind him. *We are not quite as dead
a3 Mrs. Croaley appears to imagine.”

Tennard whirled round with a gasp of
ioy. Blake and Tinker were in the room,
having entered by means of the french win-
dows, They looked a pair of scarecrows, but
they were safe, and fairly sound.

Mrs. Croxley leapt up from the eouch like
a tigress.

“ Quick,
Blake.

At the same second, to the chief-inspector's
hewilderment, Blake flung himself forward.
Mrs, Croxley failed to escape. Blake caught
her eutflung arm as she rushed for liberty,
and held.

The next moment, to the Scotland Yard
mal’'s stupefaction, Blake was struggling aud
tighting with Croxley’s assassin. The fury
of her struggling was awful.

But at last Blake prevailed. He held her
down, with her shoulders on the floor, and
her hair all loosened. Her race was purple
with uncontrollable fury. Tinker was holding
lier lashing feet.

“Good heavens!™
spector.

“Look, DLennard—look closely!” com-
manded Blake.  And have your handcufls
ready. Here is the murderer of Gordon
Croxley |

“The murderer?” asked Lennard, aghast.

He bent down, whilst Blake forced his
hand over Mrs. Croxley’s hair, and held it
smooth down. Lennard started violently.
Without her mass of fiufiy hair, the woman
looked different.

“Allow me to introduce Mr,
man!? snapped Blake.

“*Vivian Freeman!” shouted Lennard.

“Known as Sweet-faced Vivian, and
vanted for the murder of his wife at
Wandsworth, eight years 2go,”” rapped out
Scxton Blake, “You didn't know, -did you,
Lennard, that you had been conversing with
the Wandsworth murderer?”

Lennard gave one gasp, and brought out
his bracelets. With two clicks they were on
the murderer’'s wrists, and it was over.
Vivian Freeman, arrested after eight years,

Lennard—hold lher!” shouted

gasped the chief-in-

Yivian Free

“coliapsed.

The denouement was startiing in the ex-
{reme,

The clier-inspector, although amazed, was
joyous, His was now a double victory—
thanks once again to Sexton Blake., FYor

eight years the Wandsworth murderer had

ehuded every “effort of the police.
The Tfacts, however, were eomparatively

simple, as is generally the ecase in such
Yivian Freeman was an actor, and

alfairs,

s
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During the

If it is not showing in your locality at first
film, you must read the

More particulars next week.

he had won fame on the boards as a female
impersonator. Later he had drifted into
crime, and had found it more profitable
than acting. He had become Kknown as
Sweet-faced Viviau, owing to his effeminate
appearance.

After cruelly murdering his girl-wife in a
flat at Wandsworth he had apparently
vanished off the face of the earth. In reality
—as his trial disclosed—he had succeeded in
getting to Birmingham, where he had sought
refuge in the home of Gordon Croxley, a
eriminal associate.

By sheer chance, Croxley Imd arranged for
a liousekeeper tg enter his home, and this
housekeeper had wired that she was unable
to come. So, in desperation, Freeman had
filtled the post—for he lmd arrived in Bir-
mingham in the gunice of a woman.

He had never been nam:d and afier the
hue and cry had died down, Croxley and
his *“ housekeeper ** had gone abroad. A year
or two in Italy, and Freeman had become
0 used to his female character that he
was more at home in female attire than in
the dress of his own sex.

He had even let his hair grow like a
woman, and had so got ““into the skin 7
of his part that his very actions. were
feminine. So Croxley had returned to Eng-
land mth Freeman posing as his wife. And
for five vears they had lived in Maida Vale
without .1 soul ~u~pect‘ing the truth. Even
the =ervantsz had never had the faintest
hreath of suspicion that their mistress was in
reality a man.

Croxley, it seemed, had heen a brute. He
had taken every dd\mta,t.e of his position—
e had never ceased to rewind Freeman that
he was a slave. One word from Croxley, and
he would go (o the gallows, Freeman, in
fact, had been forced to give his brains to
his mastel——ml Freenian was a bit of an in-
ventive geniuz in his way, And it was

i

Croxley who had always reaped the henefit
of Freeman's ideas.

And =0, with nobody knowing, 3Mys.
Croxley” had lived the life of a slave, always
at Croxley's  bidding. And on the fatal
night, after Croxley had explained about
the Roman relics, they had both.visited tle
vault.

Upon coming out, carrying a few of..ilie
relics, there had been a quarrel. According
to Freeman's confession. . Croxley had
attempted to strike him down. And in a fit
of temper he had driven an ancient dagger
Eakf}e{n from the heap of relics in Croxley's

ack.

And afterwards, in order to divert sus-
picion from himself, he had attempted to
implicate the unfortunate Gregson—who,

needless to say, was freed without a stain
on his character. Freeman had found Greg-
son's scarf on the hallstand, and had used it
to full advantage.

But he had reckoned without Sexton Blake.
Blake seldom forgot a face, and at oue
time he had come into contact with “ Sweet-
faced Vivian.”” A wvague suspicion at first,
“Mrs. Croxley’s *? identity had become a cer-
tainty. And Blake had“acted accordingly.

As for Rupert Waldo, he treated the whole
matter in his wusual philosophic manner.
Reaching home on that eventful night, he
reviewed the situation with calmness.

“Well, we can’t always he succeszful,” he
murmured regretfully. 1 suppose I must
set it down as another of my little frosis.
However, I had quite a nice little chat with
Blake, and it’s quite possible that these will
come in useful.”

And the Wonder Man, proceeding to empiy
his pockets, piled handful after handful of
ancient Roman gold coins upon the table.

liAppm'ently, it v.a.:.nt such a froat after
all. ;

THE E\D.

e
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crinding, a grating undertoot. The speed
niackened, stopped. Bob and the boy were
flung forvarl with. the force of arrested
miotiori. She hung there for an agonising
instant, her propeller churning the water
astern into a yellowish compound of sand
and foam.

Then, before Bob could even snatch at
tha lever to slow her racing, tortured
engine, a wave lifted the craft free.

She leapt forward again to the thrust of
the serew, quivering along her whole length,
hit again, dragged for a second, and then
shot forword into deeper water.

Theyv were overl

Bob gasped with relief, white-faced with
+hie anxiety of the moment and his fear that
they would be too late. But his brain was
cold and calm, and his hand obeyed its
inztinctive command, The tiller moved a
trifle, and the.bow bore dead on the yaecht
ugain.

They were over the bank., hut they were
atill fur off, and the guesticn hung in doubt
—would they be in time?

“Tt"s goiug out—the fire’'s going ont!”
~alled Torumy (obbin in shrill excitement.

£oh podded, The flammes were certuinly

(Continued

= UNI

Saway.

dying around the Hap{-y Days, and at
intervals two figures could even be seen on
her deck, darting back and forth, busy with
buckets. They obviously had no idea the
motor-boat was making for them, and no
time to look. Actually, neither of them
had darved to hope that Bob would return.

Together he and Toramy sent out a shout,
which they repeated again and again. But
the figures took no heed; they were too far

Then, with a suddenness that gripped
their hearts afresh, they saw a new danger.
A column of flame shot up from the fore.
part of the yacht, One of the figures—the
smaller—saw it as soon as they, and rushed
forward, bending down and doing something
that momentarily checked the bhlaze.

Bob realised that the hatch of the fore-
peak had heen clapped in place, and, as he
surveyed the width of water that separated
them from the yacht that was now a
furnace, breathed an unconscious prayer
for their comrades’ safety.

-The last act in the drama of the Happy
Days happened swiftly.

A muffled roar that was the explosion of
the olil-filled stove down in the forepeak, a
burst of flame and sparks, and the end had
come. The hows leapt azunder, a
momentary vizien of jagged hlack agninst
the lurid background of flaume. The water
rushed in. and clouds of steam arose mast-
Ligh that blotted out everything for five
age-long sceonds, and tlien parted as the
stern of thie unhappy craft was lifted, re-
vealed for a moment ere she slipped
smoothly down, bow first, to her last rest-
ing-place.

What had become of the two humans it

was Impossible to say. Mechauically, Bob
checked the specd and chafiged the course,
so that they pussed astern of the place
where shie had heen, and then bore rouud
again to starboard on the farther side.

The steam swirled and eddied about them.
Tommy Cobbin had crawled along the pre-
carious, rounded deck to the hows. where he
hung on by some smal!l projection. search-
ing the face of the waters for some sign of
their comrades.

Suddenly he shouted, pointing. Once more
Bob, who could see nothing for the steamn,
changed the course. There was a slight
jar as the bow scraped against something
that slid alongside towards the stern.

Bob looked over, abandoned ihe tiller, and
grabbed just in time.

His fingers clutehed ecloth—the collar of
Joe Juniper’s coat. The man was uncon-
scious, his head supporied above the water
by Jim Polden’s right arm. whose left en-
circled an our that upheld them both.

Tommy came scrambling from the bows,
and together tlicy tumbled them iu over the
boat’s low freeboard, while the boat drove
on, taking them whither it would. Iow they
got the dead weight of the tweo exhausted
survivors aboard they could never after-
wards tell, but they did it somehow. To-
gether they lay on the hottom grating, Jim

gasping and unable to speak, and the
skipper altogether unconscious.

“Look out—look out, Bob!”

Boh Castle rose upright at the lad's

shout, and jumped to the tiller.

The motor-boat, unheeded., was tearing
straight for the Vandervelde, which lay in
their path a bare twenty yards awar! Even

(Cantinued on page 27.)
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FOR SALE.

1,056-1,107, with Det. Supp.,
First reasonable ofier
accepted, or will exchange for anything
deeful.—W, Hill, 10, Danc Street, Bright-

side Lane, Shefleld. .
{°.J., Nos. 1,003-1,100. Sexton Bluke Lib.
odd numbers, 215-363. No reasonable offer

iefused; or will excliange for U.J. or Sexton

T.J., Nos.
Tol, 2, complete.

Biake Lib. nunfbers previous to ahove.—l.
Hardy, 49, Canfleld Gardens, Hampstead,
London,

T.J., complete with Supp., from No. 1,009.
Nelson Lee Lib. from No. 334.—Offers to:
W. L. Talbot, 3, Cornwall Place, Mumbles,
seuath Wales.

C.J. supp., Vol 2. unbound.—Offers to:
J. Poibury, 102, Pirhoe Road, Exeter, Devon.

{".J. Supp. for 1924, complete, unbound.—
OYers to: A. H. Piggott, The Terrace, Corby,
Grantham,sLincs,

U.J., one vear's issue, complete with Supp.
--1t. W, - Cooper, 17, Leamington Strect,
¢ iester Road, Sunderland.

(... 70 odd numbers, also 76 Det. Supps.
Cheap., or will exchange for American maga-
zinea and papers,—1T. Martin, 43, Kinghorne
Xoad, Dundee.

U.J., Noz. 1,065-6, 1,070-1,109, complete with
Det Supp.: k., each, or the lot 5/6, plus
Jostage.—J. Ashurst, 5, Crown Street, Iind-
I¢v, near Wigan,

U.J.,, Nos. 1,064-65. 1,069-70, 1,073-1,079,
1.001; Nelson Lee Lib., 23 odd numbers; Boys’
¥rievnd, 80 nunbers; Popular, 6 numbers. No
reasonunlle offer refused.—J. Regan, Eden
Terrace, Strabane, Co. Tyrone, Ulster.

"7, Nos. 1,018-1,107. with Det. Supp., but
Nos, 14, 17, 18, 20, 22, 01 missing. All told,
~5 copies. The lot, 5/6, plus postage.—W.
Mlasterman, 18, Burton Street, Rishton,
Lanes, -
. T, 60 copies, Nos. 947-1,109, with Det.
Supp.  Sexton Blake Lib., 41 numbers; mixed
4d. 1.ibs.,, 22 numbers. The lot, 10/-, or
roavest ofter.—R. J. Hill, 9, Albert Road,
Wiicenall, Bristol.

U.4., Nos. 1,056-64, 1,068-1,107, with Det.
Supp; total, 49 issues. The lot, 2/6.—H.
Leles, 20, Washington Street, Birmingham.

T.}. Det. Supp, for 1024, complete, un-
bound. Or will exchange for good acetylene
cycle lamp.—T. Chapman. 7, Owen Street,
South Shields.

T.J., Nos. 743-761, 794-707, Vo852, 855-870,
883, @87-1,109; all told, 334 copies. Tle lot,
16/-, carriage paid. Also (Champion from
first number to No. 153, 5/-, and other hoys®
books, also from first issue.—R. Gates, 17,
Sulfolk Avenue, Southampton.

U.J. Det, Supp, for 1924, complete. 276,
plus postage.—@G, Gimblett, ¢2, Loxdale
Street, Dingle, Liverpool.

U.J., complete with Supp., Nos. 1,056-1,107,
and 6 odd numbers Sexton Blake Lib. The
lot, 7/6, or nearest offer.—G. Power, Mothel,
Clonea, Co. Waterford, Ireland.

U.J. Det. Supp., Vol. 1., Nos. 1,045-46, 1,048-
51, 53-55. Also Vol. 2. Lbut minus Nos. 1,060-
61, 1,060. All complete with U.J,—Offers to:
Malcolm Craig, 40, George Street, Aberdeen.

U.J., 60 odd numbers Supp.. Vol. 1. 76 odd
numhbers; Vol. 2, 50 odd numbers. All at 1d.
each.—Cecil Bowman, 4, Wheatileld Place,
Edinburgh,

T.J. Supp. for 1823, few odd numhbers 1023,
Also Vol. 2 complete.—George Marchant. 79,
Belle Vue Road, Shrewsbury. .

T.J. for 1924, complete with Supp., coupons
missing. Odd numbers 1921-23. 1id. each.—
W. Woodhouse, 88, Deacon Street, Walworth,
London, S.E, :

U".J. Supp., Vol. 1. Alzo Vol. 2, complete
with U.J, Both lots, £1, ecarriage paid.—
W. Gradwell, 18, Langley Avenue, Hcbers,
Middleton, Lancs.

U.J. Supp., complete vol.—Write: Ceorge
Luscombe, West Hill, Brautou, N, Devon.

U.J. Det. Supp. for 1924, compilete, un-
bound. Nearest offer.—T.. Merry, 7, D Rlock,
Erroll Street, London, E.C. 1.

U.J. Det. Supp. for 1024, complets, §°,
or nearest offer, post paid.—S. F. Howe,
Pine Cottage, 44, Castle Road, Isleworth,
Middlesex.

C.J.,, Nos. 1,0062-1,107; all told, 45 copies,
with Det. Supp. The lot, 25. €d., or 1d. eacl.
Call or write.—P. Kington, 128, Franciscan
toad, Tooting, London, S.W. 17,

17.J., odd numbers from Dec., 1019, to 1922,
Write,—1W. H. fsaacson, Debenham, Noriolk.

WANTED.

U.J., Nos. 1,070, 1,034, 1,005, 1,005; or Det.
Supps., Nos. 13, 29, 38, 10.—W. Bennett, 47,
George Lane, Lichtfield.

U.J. Det. Supp., Veol. 1.
wanted to: W. B, King,
Rotherham.

U.J. Det. Supp. from No. 1 to end of
Vol. 2. State price..—A. Johnson, 5/35.
Kyrwicks Lane, Highgate, Birmingham.

U.J. Det. Supp., Nos. 3, 53-43, 50-34, 28, 78,
Will give 1/6 for the lot. or 1d. eacli—H.
Bonner, 21, Brighton Road, Godalming.
Surrey. .

U.J. Det. Supp. No. 2.—J. Regun, Edeu Tee.
Strabane, Co. Tyroue, Ulster.

U.J., numbers dated, 1924, June 7(0-28th;
July 5th, 19th; August 23rd: Nov. 1st, with
Det. Supp.—J. Nununeg, 29, Redclifie Street,
Swindon. :

U.J. Det. Supp, Nos. 1-11, 13-15, 17-23, 25-50.
32, 37-48. 2/- offered.—W, Pallant, 11, Col-
legc Street. St. Albans, Herts. -

U.I. Det. Supp.. Vol. 1. 1276 offered for
bound. 7/6 for unbonnd vol. -H. Cockson, 9,
Devon Street. Blackpool.

C.J.. Xos, 1520, Also odd nambers be-
tween 522 and 883.—Israel Kerr, P.0. Box
3116, Johannesburg, Transvaal, South Africa.

U.J. Supp.. Vol.- 2, Nos. 1-25, 27, 28.--M.
AMcCarthy, S0, Foley Strect, Dublin.

EXCHANGE.

For bound vol., 1923, T.J. Det. Supp.. would
exchange 50 odd numberz U.J. minus Det.
Supp.—G., Nunacy, 29, Redclifie Street,
Swindon.

T.J. Supp., Nos. 120 M, 27, 31, 35, 37-30.
42-41, 49, 52, Wounld exchange for anv good
books offered.—\W. Deegan, Bridge Street,
M¢t. Mellick, Leix, [reland.

Sexton Blake Lib. numbers wanted in ox-
change for U.J., 1923, 26 odd numbers; ani
1922, 26 odd numbers; all complete with Supp.
—T. Edwards, Faulkners Fold, Coreley, near
Tenbury Wellz, Worcester,

U.J. Det. Supps., 90 odd copies for various
numbers of V.). from 809-1,006. Write for
list.—E. T. Brookes, 61, St. John’s Strect,
Kate's Hill, Dudley, Worcester,

State prie=
Herringthorpe.
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as Bob put the tiller hard over and the
eraft swerved to port, he was aware of
what was going on aboard her.

A group of four men—one of whom was
theiv chief, Julius Gritft—was gathered about
the mainsail where it was furled loosely
about the hoom near the mazt.

They were working frenziedly, trying to
heat out a fire! The sail was well alight,
and they were trying to smother the flames
with a large piece of eanvas—another sail,
probably. Only one man had a bucket, and
he was in the act of hurling the water from
it over the burning mass. None of them
had any eves for the approaching craft in
the imminence of their own danger.

It was a case of swift Nemesis!

The rockets which Jim and Joe Juniper
had :0 hurriedly discharged had not all
soared into the air. One of them had been
a “dud,” and, as if guided by the hand of
Justice itself, had shot but a little way
upward, and thep curved in a dropping tra-
iectory and buried itself in the mass of the
Vandervelde's lowered mainsail. There,
hidden in the mass of canvas, it had re-

mained unnoticed while the gun-runners
aboard were gloating over the fate of the
Happy Days, long enough to thoroughly
ignite the sail.

When the rising flames had at Jast at-
tracted attention to their own Jdanger, the
damage was done. Bob realised their posi-
tion even before the motor-boat had safely
cleared the vessel’s sterm.

It would he impossible to replace the
mainsail, for almost certainly they did not
carry a spare, It meant that they were
trapped where they were! Bob did not know
about their auxiliary engine, but, as it
happened, that did not alter the ecorrect-
ness of his view, for Julius Griff had been
intending to sail away for the safety of
the Continent, his gun-running work accom-
plished, and he had thought fit to squander
all his available petrol and oil in the effort
to encompass the destruction of the Happy
Days and all aboard her.

His attempt had failed, if only just. And
now, it seemed, the luck was changing, and
the game was coming round once again
into the hands of those who represented
law and order!

Time and Tide.

HF. prablem that faced Bob Castle, as

he slowed down the motor-boat just

astern of the gun-runners’ craft and

took in the scene that was going on

aboard her, was one that woudld have pyzzled

& far wiser head than his for an immediate
solution. : V. .

- Julius Griff and his gang seemed fo be in

the hollow of his ‘haud at last, but the

fortune of war had not been kind., The prize

was dangled in front of Bob's eves, but

tantalizingly out of reach.

There were five men aboard her, active
amidships around the burning tack of the
mainsail near the mast, all with their backs
towards him,:and unconscious of the craft
that now lay with stopped engines a few
vards from the Vandervelde's starboard
rquarter., Bob recognised hut three of them—
the American-Italian whom he knew as
Angelo Battista; Isaac Tabhush, the taci.
turn deck-hand; and Julius Griit himself, the
skipper of the vessel, and one of the chiefs
of the gun-running organisation,

Those were the three, at

least, whose
names he knew.

One of the remaining two
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FOOTBALL COMPETITION No. 17,

11, in the opinion of U.J.

WWMW

Football Competition No. 17.

Matches played. SATURDAY. APRIL 4th, 1925.

Gough House, Gough Square, London, E.C. 4,

and must reach that address not later than the FIRST POST on FRIDAY, APRIL 3rdl.

1Y
RULES WHICH MUST BE STRICTLY ADHERED TO.
1. All forecasts must be made on coupons taken from this jonrual, or from any
of the issues of the journals which contain the annowncement. of the competifion. -
2, Any alteration or mutilation of the coupon will disgualify the effort.
more than one effort is submitted, coupons must not be pinned or in any other

way fastened together.

3. If any mateh, or matches, on the coupon should be abandoned. or ull time
is not played for any reason. such match, or matches, will not be taken into

consideration in the adjudication.

ASTON VILLA

BLACKBURN RVRS.
NEWCASTLE UTD, V.
SHEFFIELD UTD. V.
BLACKPOOL V.

Closing

date, FRIDAY, APRIL 3rd, 1925.

v. SUNDERLAND

v. NOTTS COUNTY
W. BROMWICH A.
TOTTENHAM H.
LEICESTER C,

W BRADFORD CITY v. CHELSEA
DERBY COUNTY v. MANCHESTER UTD.
HULL CITY v. STOKE
'NORTHAMPTON v. SWINDON TOWN

SOUTHEND UTD,

4. In the event of ties, the prize will be divided, but no competitor will be awarded

more_than one share of the prize.

5. No correspondence will be allowed, neither will interviews be agranted.
6. The Editor reserves the right to disqualify any coupon for what, in his
opinion, is good and sufficient reason, and it is a distinct condition of entry that

v. NORWICH CITY-

I enter FOOTBALL CONTEST No. 17 in accord-

the Editor's decision shall be accepted as final and legally binding in all matters

concerning this competition.

7. All entries must be sent through the post, and any received after {the FIRST

POST on FRIDAY, APRIL 3rd, will be disqualified.
accepted for any effort, or efforts, lost, mislaid, or delayved.

not bhe accepted as proof of delivery.
efforts will be refused.

This competition is run in conjunction with ““ Answers,” * Family,Joum;\],:
“ Home Companion.” “ Home Stories,” ** Woman's World,” ** Boys’ Realm.
*“ Football and Sports Favourite,” ** Pictorial Magazine,” ** Triumph, sports
Ludget,” ** The Champion,” and * All Sports Weekly.”

No responsibility can be Name.

Proof of posting will

Unstamped or insuthiciently =stamped
Address

17

Employces of the proprietors of these journals are not eligible to compete.

ance with the Rules and Conditions as announced,
and agree to accept the Editor’s decision,as final
and legally binding.
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useful in a'

28 THE UN] ON JACK — GRLLEARERE -
ne remembered "as” the man who had been | the Vandervelde's decks and Lier frenziedly | and preoccupation of the mome nt h;mll_tv-
one of the owirds:'of“Joe Junlpel “I;en Baob uozl\mg crew, he put in a good deal of | knew what to do. They all stopped their

nad boarded the craft in thé fog :
he had never seen. before, but he was obvi-
ously one of the ship'ss company.

These five must: certainly be the entire per-.

sonnel of the Duteh, boat,~for the effoft to

put out the. fire ob\mu\lv'mcule it "a:case,

of *all hands on deck.” Dob realized the
position, at a. g]ance. for- what-he-could nut
sec with his eyes he shrewdly guessed at.

The \fandpnelgle ‘had been tr)mrr to escape:
from the, inlet_ in which she had becn !Juttlull-
with'
Jim PO]L]I"II and Joe Juniper aboard het,_ou?
“had somehow contrived
her own .

up, and, on finding -the Happy_ Days
guard at the mouth
to cet fire to her..” Somehow, -too,
mainsail had become uuul\ Et]
obstinately hmn:ug
Everybody: aboard was eonceutrated round
ihe fire. Even now they liad not noticed the
arvival of the motor- boat, the sound of which
had doubtless - beeu. (Im“necl in the noise
they themselves. were making, and the sight
mbscured by’ the ml]m" black smoke. or the
stloammg, watery eves to which it gave
['l‘*L‘ -
i Never .lldd the prize hcen so near—and vet
o far. Bob almost groaned
how easy it would have been to capture the
Vandervelde - at _ this  wvital moment—had

aud was ctlll

things been a little different.

But ke was practically lone-handed.  Jim
at that moment - was - lying. on the well-

grating, almost exhausted by his recent exer-
tions .in" fighting ‘the fire on the ill-fated
Hapm Dm«, dlltl afterwards in rescuing her
ol skipper; ‘while” Joe “Juniper himself was
stretched out ‘alongside him, quite inseusible.
Tommy Cobbin ww;* ready - enmu,h to lend a
hand.in whate»c\r might be going, but he was
hardly big or stmng enough to do amthmw
serap. - e

Bob's-hand went -ins tmctnch 10 the hean
revolver 'which ‘bulged: "the pucket of his

reefer- wat but the weapon was not “lth-,
_drawn.

»He could not hope to bring off-

successful raid entirely unaided, for 'J‘n'mm,';r
would have to manage the boat. No, i
vould have to be wit, not -weapons! And in
l-h::b--té‘me-}u}lﬁ-minube in which he gazed at

; thie other

‘as asail): :
"Without it she could make uo real progress,

“All they could do,- he reasoned,
‘cohxther into a safe’ position i deep ‘water |
-with

as he realised’

nuumh thourrht

“ Even when" the flames were extinguished
tllc great ~pleﬂd of canvas would be “nseless.
with a” huge hole burned in it.:

if any at all.~-Her “headsail alone wounld be

‘uselesz, and-she ecarried no otim cauvas aft

except the mainsail, * - : B -

"At- the "presént moment she was anmng
unheeded on the tide. What' would those
aboard-do when they had the firé subdued?
would be to

the 'foresail and :let ‘go -the- anchor.’
They might -have a try at repairingthe. |-
burned sail . if they believed they had time,’
or they. .might” make for the shore  in the
dinghy which was towing astern and scatter..
The latter - course was the more probable.
Bob thought. -They knew that the law was
at last on their track. They might even
have been -intending to =ail clear away to
the Continent. Harwich was near, and now
that their own craft was dangerounsly‘delayed.
they might try. to rc.wh-thut:epmt‘“.uul geti
across on one of the (Emnnel hmta e

In any event, theré-wus -not=mich “Boh
could do to Qtfnp them, but \ylL.lt little there
was he did, and quickly.. Withia low word"
to Tommy, he edged: the - motor- boat_-aft;
with her engines only just turning overy ‘And
the lad canght, and - beld; tle difighy ="
painter as they came, ‘tl()ﬂ"&lt,!e tqup[e nf
slashes - with - his knife,* and, a fathom “or
more of the rope was: tifeirs.w- This™ was
passed aft to Bob, who made the end’ LM‘_
tf) a ring-bolt in the stern.’ .

Then, opening the throttle a nd hnuﬂmn
the boat about in a sweeping ‘enrverastern
of -the lumbering Dutchman, he let ~her ~go
full out with a ru:tr
dinghy in bis wake, | The xniﬁan]\ ~erew  of,
the Vandervelde had ﬂu-u line of cnmmnm*
cation with the shore cut, at all cvents.

Until that moment neither their arrival
nor their departure had been -noticed. Now,
however,  at .the noise of "the engine, the
gronp around the burning sail became sud-

i
5a lﬁj

denly aware<of them, and in the surprise

towing the captured

exertions with one accord, and stared after
tiie power-boat they recognised as their ow.
One man_even collected himself enough to
pull dut his pistol and send a shot after the
craft, but®at -that moment, freed from the

attacks ‘of the ﬁre-ﬁghters;_the flames broke

out anew, and the men werefdivitied in their
purpose. 4 . - .

Bcfmc the ('oui‘u:ed shoutmm and cnn‘rml
dlcton orders had died- down thv motor-boat
was out of réach, heading at as fast a pace
as she had ever gone on a strmﬂht course
:luc uurth v & e

“Bob was making for Harvmb fhc scheme
that had leapt to Lis brain; full-Aedged with
the capture of the dinghy, avas simple,” but

it meant a race against time  With this
boat’s” speed he  might do it, however.
Harwich was three miles away.  Could he

get there, inform the police,
reinforcements in time? . . )

Three miles there, three back! This craft
that throbbed and m‘uml under. his control-
ling h.unl could ~do fifteen an hnmu-pcrhapk

and return with

twenty. ;e had filled :up.-her tanks- in-the
ihn__j_\;_g,__l_)_ut“h_e__l_w.(l gone. a_long _way . singe

thien.  PPray Heaven, the petrol would last
uut gill-hergot=there ! - Six miles,sand a half-

hour ashore, say.  Nearly an hour before he

eSuld- .erlvc-bacn at :the- Viandervelde.” Fully
-G
an~hoiir, muutmg' the” clmnurr down to get

i and outTof harbour.* \\ unld he he in time

to tmp them'-~ _';_--.,. ., o od ‘
“L‘”-lt_‘ wonld tl\' Lkt £ A

e, r.in,li_,uz d_his, pl.m tn t_ju pmttmto Ilm.'

\v!l_u “despite - his . P\ILIUHUQH
shivering -after.his inmersion, was heginning
to Tegaina his normal: c:ei s hef ay-on ‘the
avell-grating” at’ lu- fwt ’Jn-mn
hcuﬁmg”uvel “idoe *fulllht'] "t ruhhul" -him
= R s

“brizk¥zands t.nngetu re~tnre soine signs of
.miflmtion Bl gt e

Iun umldcd his head \'.E‘I:\Il«
with. an eflort te his lmn.!s,(tn:] knee: and
joinéd Tommy iw hh efl )1ts on the ‘-]\.lpr(‘

*aud a fit Tof

1Look out for, thr' com?um’n of this stmmg
“ serzal Sce page %)

big-model, £oo, 13 ins. Jong -and 12 iws’ span,

and boel\ of instructions.

PRIC’I‘-‘ /-

ongmcs ships, ete., free on request.-
“Ju 79(

MAKE THIS MODEL BIPLANE

"tho Model works just like a real machine, as it is built to =ecale. It'g-a
Complete set of cardboard
parts, printed in colours, tugether wnh '111 necéssary elastic, wood, wire,

On ‘sale at "all darge Toy Shops-or ‘direct by post pmtar'c 4d .- extm- “
fram. 1he patentecs and manufacturers. Cafalogue~of- other'aeroplanes,
WM. E. APPLEBY (Nrc)&xGo., 1.
Rosebery -Crescent,--Newcastle-on- Tyne,

an

Packed FR EE. Carnae T‘:n
from £4 19s. 6D. CASH or. 2.6

Immediate dativery,

populor ‘.ri;‘u-::.
CHEAD, -y
Free List and "\jn'u.:z’ Offer of Samule

B

Direct from. Wok!.l

W’!EKLY.

Big Bargain® ‘m ory L-m ed

:n!ul(‘.\. es. T*.'leq an
eniles _*L‘vc’les.‘
Satisfaction guapanteed.

Setnn i)

Bl'c‘\'
‘CYCLE CNOMPANY, l_nco &
Hm Dept 5601, BTRMING%I%.

. . yYour

HEIGHT ~ COUNTS :

in winning’ «ucrp“
height.'
ticulars anid our £100 guarantee to lnqum Dept.,
AMP, 17, ‘*Uuud (.tI'(’t“Il l oud,

Let tlw Girvan System increase
Waonderful results, “Semd P, for pur-

London, \ 4

‘500 sent on receipt

Iquppl. the ﬂm st (‘mr ntry

Il ‘- DAYS’

ma l “de posit,

built eyeles ON 14 ROM SN
A'PPROVAL PACKE:D FREE _ \ o
D.CARRIAGE. PAID, on réceipt of a i :
Lowest cash nriees, or-casy pay-
ment terms. Wnu mr Free Bargazn Lmts NOW.

?“ . T
W pprien! b

B. I. C()P\'\'
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§ CHOOSE 20 RARE STAMPS 6d., ;".JPQ.‘;‘I A5t

(O] ]Il}\, Le \)

10, Wave”

Man¥ _fine this lot.—

"-{'l‘]i["\ in
& H\l“ '*\\ I!i?-\_objr

Krut., . -

HUGHES,

Par-

(‘ 2 1f I did.
'STOP STAMMERING! G yoursslt as 1 dia, ar.

7, SOUTHAMPTON RO\V LONDON, W.C.1.

DONIT B3 :B'UI-LIHZD
Special offery
my Complete L'GUrse on JUJITSU for
G-tamps. or W Lar"r"'e-’“‘ﬂlus
56,

TWO ILLUS. SAMPLE LESSONS from
four peuny
Portion of Course for p.0.
JiifEs%is: ‘tlie-best und simplest science

of kﬂlt-n.vfonu and attack ever invented.

LedriT " to* tdke -“care of *Vourself under ALL

e ~® . “circumstances! SEND NOW. (Est. 20 years.)

HEIGHI_INCREASED Complete _“YAWARA” (Dept. A,P.9), 10, ‘Quesnsway, ‘Hanworth, Feltham, Middlesex
IN 30 DAYS." . Course. - N :
WnAnplmnma No Drugq No ]mfmw.; Thc’-’f 1vin Strong Systemn FREE '_ls;ismfé{ -2.-;0131‘])-:1‘('111%0&13““1?1(] 1‘3{1{“}:{1 tEPEE' At,?,;,-éi-‘;:{?'f,qif‘f;,’}g”ﬁ
NEVER FATIS.. Full particulars and Testimonjals, stamp.— M. FLORICK, 179, Asyhua Road, Peckhani, London, 8.1.15.

Mc, vin-Strohiz, Ltds [Dcpt S}. 10 Ludgzite Hm

Lbndun Eng,

- g s -

FREE §—Ventrilequists® Imwumm.ls to” all .sendinz 24, (st
® Lists of Novelties, Tricks, etc. Tar_ge Parcels Magic Tricks,

276, 5/-. 8ix Amusing Noveltics, 1/6 (12,
Travancore, c_olwyn Bay.

Harold Lloyd (&m rican’. Smemclos ...1-

(stamps) for c U T

ft The Union Jack.”’

9)i— P, PEARING.

STAMP COLLECTOR'S OUTFIT 3
AND 60 DIFFERENT STAMPS J&= e JEI =
Just request apbrovals.
TOWNSEND, London Road, Liverpool.

Triangulars, British Colonials.
LISBURN &

made 14ct.
broad nib).

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
- PLEASE MENTION THIS PAPIR.

NN

or rash returnped.
on either pen for 1

THIS OUT

PEN COUPON, Value 24

Send 7 _of these coupons with only 2/9 dircct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet Street, B.C.4. You will receive by return a splendid British-
Gold-Nibbed Elect Fountain Pen, value 10/6 (fine,
If ouly one courpon is sent the price is 3/9, 24.

“for each extra coupon up to 6,

Specinl New
(- extra.

Lever Seli-Filling Model with Safety Cap, 2/- extra. ®

medinm, or
being allowed
(Pocket Clip, 8d.) Satisfaction guarantecd
Offer—Your own name in gilt lciters

14-3-25
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