S.0.S.! Sahatini’s 0wn Sty CAPTAIN BLOOD!

- SEXTON BLAKE and WALDO the Wonder-Man!
in the first episode of a magnificent two-part story.
No. 1,131, EVERY THURSDAY. June 13th, 1925,
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commit, Peter Blood, « physician of the little Somersetshire town of Bridgewater, is sent

CONDEMNED 1o the slavery of the West Indian sugar plantations for a crime he did rot

to Barbadoes, and there bought for £10 by the brutal Colonel Bishop.
Blood is more fortunate than his companions, and his work as a doctor exempts him fram

the slaie-labonr in the plantations.

His comparative freedom gives him a chance of escape for himnself

and a few of kis friends, among whom is Jereny Pitt, formerly a shipmaster.

Ere the plan can be put into effect, Barbadoes s raided by a Spanish ship, the Cinco Llagas.
Spanish commander, Don Diego, exacts a heavy ransom and returns to his ship.

The
Meantime, how-

ever, a party of the slaves under P’eter Blood has captured the vessel, and overpower him and retain

the ransom,

Don Diego, ns the only arvailable navigator aboard, traitorously steers thein for the island of His-

raniola, where they encounter a Spanish galleon, and are in grave danger of capture.

By a ruse,

however, Captain Blood disguises the trus state of affairs, and later frees his captives, putling them in
a boat and allowing them to land on Hispaniola, Two days later the Cinco Llagas sails into the

rock-bound bay of Canyona.

These adventvres of Captain Blood, as ckronicled by his shipmaster. Jerewy Pitt, show that his
original intention was to return to France or Holland ; but, finding this impossible, he decided to
throw in his lot with the slaves he had rescued and becorie one of the = Brethren of the Coust.”

AXND so, to condense all that Jeremy
has recorded in
the matter, Blood

Tortuga.

(Continued.) to external pres-

surec, abandoned
himself to the
stream of Destiny.
“Fata viam in-
venient,” 15 his
own  expression
of it.

If he resisied
0 long, it was, ]
think, the
thought of
Arabella  Bishop
that restrained
him. That they
should be destined
never to meet
sgaln did  not
¥ woeich at first, or,
‘ indeed, ever. He
conceived the scorn with which she would
come to hear of his having turned pirate,
and the scorn, though as yet no more
than imagined, hurt him as if it were
alrcady a reality.

And even when he conquered this,
still the thought of her was ever present.
He compromised with the conscience
that her memory kepj so disconcertingly
active. He vowed that the thought of
her should continue ever before him to
help him keep his hands as clean as a
man might in this desperate trade upon
which he was embarking.

And so, although he might entertain
no delusive hope of ever winning her for
his own, of ever even seeing-her again,
yet the memory of her was to abide in
his soul, as a bitter-sweet purifying in-
fluecnce. The love that is never to be
realised will often remain a man’s guid-
ing ideal. .

The resolve being ‘taken, - he went
artively to work. Qusoron, most accom-

?

ended by yielding-

modating of governors, advanced him
money for the proper cquipment of his
ship the Cinco Llagas, which he renamed
the Arabella. This after some little
hesitation, fearful of thus setting his
heart upon his sleeve. But his Bar-
badoes friends accounted it merely an
expreszsion of the ever-ready irony in
which their leader dealt. )

To the score of followers he already
possessed, he added three score more,
picking his men with caution and dis-
crimination—and he was an exceptional
judge of men—from amongst the ad-
venturers of Tortuga.

With them all -he entered into the
articles usual among the Brethren of the
Coast under which each man was to be
paid by a share in the prizes captured.
In other respects, however, the articles
were different.  Aboard the Arabella
there was to be none of the ruffianly in-
discipline that normally prevailed in
buccancering vessels.

Those who shipped with him, under-
took obedience and submission in all
things to himself and to the officers ap-
pointed by election. -Any to whom this
clause in the articles was distasteful
might follow some other leader.

Towards the end of December, when
the hurricane secason had blown itself
out, he put to sea in his well-found,
well-manned ship, and before he re-
turned in the following May from a pro-
tracted and adventurous cruise, the
fame of Captain Peter Blood had run
like ripples before the breeze across the
face of the Caribbean Sea.

There was a fight in the Windward
passage at the outset with a Spanish
galleon, which had resulted in the gut-
ting and finally the sinking of the
Spaniard.

There was a daring raid effected by
means of several appropriated piraguas
upen a Spanish pear! fleet in the Rio

‘1 de la Hacha, from which they had taken

a particularly rich haul of pecarls. There
was an overland expedition to the gold-
fields of Sancta Maria, on the Main, the
Jull tale of which is hardly credible. and
there were lesser adventures through all
of which the crew of the Arabella came
with credit and profit if not entirely
unscathed.

And so it happened that before the
Arabella came homing to Tortuga in the
following May to refit and repair—for
she was not wiibout scars, as you con-
ceive, the fame of her and of Peter
Blood, her captain, had swept from the
Bahamas to the Windward Isles, from
New Providence to Trinidad.

An echo of it had reached Europe,
and at the Court of St. James’ angry
representations were made by the am-
bassador of Spain, to whoem 1t was
answered that 1t must not be supposed
that this Captain Blood held any com-
mission from the King of England;
that he was, in fact, a proscribed rebel,
an cscaped slave, and that any
measures against him hy his Catholic
Majesty wounld receive the cordial ap-
probation of King James II.

Don Miguel de Espinosa, the Admiral
of Spain in the West Indies. and his
nephew Don Esteban who sailed with
him, did net lack the will to bring the
adventurer to the yard-arm. With them
this business of capturing Blood, which
was how an international affair, was
also a family matter.

Spain, through the mouth of Den
Miguel, did not spare her threats. The
report of them reached Tortuga. and
with 1t the assurance that Don Miguel
had behind him not enly the authority
of his own nation, but that of the
English king as well.

It was a brutum fulmen that inspired
no terrors in Captain Blood. Nor was
he likely, on account of it. to allow him-
self to run to rust in the securitv of
Tortuga. For what he had suffered at
the hands of Man he had chosen to make
Spain the scapegoat.

Thus he accounted that he served a
twolold purpose; he took compensation
and at the same time served, not indeed
the Stuart king, whom he despised, bt
England and, for that matter, all ihe
rest of civilised mankind which cruel,
treacherous, greedy, bigoted Castile
sought to exclude from intercourse with
the New World.

One day, as he sat with Hagthorpe
and Wolverstene over a pipe and a
bottle of rum 1in the stifling reek of tar
and stale tobaceo of a watcerside tavern,
he was accosted by a splendid ruffian in
a gold-lacad coat cf dark-blue satin with
a crimson sash, a foot wide, abcut the
waist.

“C’ost vous qu’on appeile Le Sang ¢”
the fellow hailed him. '

Captain Blood looked up {o consider
the. questioner hefore replving. The
man was tall and built on lines of agile
strength, with a swarthy, aquiline face
that was brutally handsome. A diamond
of great price flamed c¢n the indiffer-
ently clean hand resting on the pummel
of his long rapier, and there were gold
rings in his ears, half-concealed Ly long
ringlets of oily chestnut hair.

Captain Blood took the pipe-stem
from between his lips.

“My name,” he said, “is Peter Blood.
The Spaniards-know me for Don Pedro
Sangre, and a Frenchman may call me
Le Sang if he pleases.”

“Good,” said the gaudy adventurer in
English, and without further invitation
he drew up a stcol and sat down at that
greasy table. “ My name,” he informed
the three men, two of whom at least
were eyeing him askance, “it is Levas-
scur. You may have heard of me.”

They had, indced. He commanded a
privateer of twenty guns that bhad

(Continued on page 21.)
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-~ « « « and yel here stands the
castle, desolate and  poverty-
stricken I "' said his lordship bitterly.
*“ I, who should be reaping the benefit
of this great estate, reap nothing.”
(See page 7.)

This story of Rupert Weldo, commonly kaown as the: Wond:r-Maa,
is better than usual, fine as Waldo yaras always are. You will realisz the
iruth of that assertion when you have read to the end of it. Moreover,
this is a double-length, two-part story. The firsi episode is compleie in
this number, and ends with a smashing climax that lzads 5 even msre
surprising events in the second, which will be recorded next week. Qur
normal policy, as you know, is to have one long complete story each
week. But-we make an exception in this case, for we think the yarn itself
justifies the experiment.  Tell us what YOU think about this,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
“ My Name is Sexton Blake.”
RUPERT WALDO, behind the wheol of his rakish-looking
two-scater, had sowme difficulty in keeping tue car on the road.
I1i: pipe had blown oui between hi: teeth, and it was uscless
to refill it. The wind was blowing at almost hurricane force.

Somehow, the fury of the elements rather appealed to this
strange mixture of crook and gentleman. For Waldo, although
as crooked as a corkscrew, possessed many surprisingly fine
qualities.

He was ncaring Launceston, in Coruwall, and was hardly
over the border fromm Dcevonshire. It was afternoon, and the
grey sky, with its ragged. scurryivg clouds, looked moro
seitable to mid-winter than late spring. On cvery hand there
were signs of approaching swmmer.

But on this particular afternoon, at least, the houwling gale,
sweeping in from the Atlantic, was buffeting Cornwall from end to end. Within
the last half-hour the hurricane had increased enormously.

Waldo was on his wayv to IFalmouth, having in mind a little stroke of business
connccted with a consignment of Brazilian gold specie. It was in the strong-
roomn of a stecamer, due in at Falmouth on the morrow.

Waldo was in no hurry. particularly as this gale had sprung up. The boat
was bound to be a day late. In any case, he wasn't at all sure that the coup
would come off. e wasz going down partly on chance.

The Wonder-Man had been enjoying himself for somme weeks, touring the
country and staving in different towns as the fancy pleased him.  More often
than not he carried loot away with him, aud wa= uot in the least troubled about
any possible chase.

He was taking life easily, fillitg in a few odd wiocks before he got down
to his nexat big undertaking. He had several ambitions schemes brewing, but
the time was hardlyv ripe for their exploitation.

Waldo was in no way di~gui~ed, and in his comfortable tweeds he looked less
like a criminal than one would 1magine, With hix fine figure, Ins pleasant face,
it was hardly to be wondered at that hotel proprietors welcomed hint, Ile was
open-handed to a degree. and popular with evervbody.

The car was running well, and the road was practically devoid of any other
traflic. Waldo enjoved this baitle with the hurricane. FEven the car could
scarcely be deseribed as his own property, for he had obtarned it quite cheaply
some weeks earlier in one of the residential thorovehfares of Tdghastou.

Turning a bend, he entered upon a straight stretch of road, with the gale
sweeping across broadside. and unchecked by any hedge. The car was nearcly
forced out of Waldo's control.
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But with a
challenge and pressed on the accelera-
for. In the distance he could see a
solitary eyelist, and he instinetively
slowed down again. Waldo was a keen
motorist, and 1n normal circumstances
he never indulged in road-hogging.

The cyelist, he could see, was a lady.
1Ie pitied her. She was struggling
valiantly against the gale, and he rather
wondered how she could maintain any
coentrol at all,

And it was at this moment that some-
thing occurred which led to a most sur-
prising string of circumstances—some-
:hing which neither Waldo nor anybody
tlse could have possibly foreseen.  lt.was
just one of those tricks of fate for which
there 1s no accounting.

A solitary tree grew by the roadside
—a sturdy old warrior which had suc-
cessfully battled against many a storin.
Bnt 1t scemed that it had met its con-
queror now, for the gale was causing it
to sway ominously,

The gir], fighting against the wind,
probably knew nothing about the tree
whatever,  And Waldo was startled
when a heavy branch tore itself away
from the tree in the midst of a violent
flurry and swept down on to the road-
way, completely enveloping the fair
eyelist in the lashing foliage.

Waldo’s heart leapt. 'The tree itself,
riving up the struggle, was about to
i-rash over, :

The girl, as it happened, had been
hardly  hurt. Knocked from her
machine by the force of the impact, she
was bruised and dazed, but otherwise
snharmed., But to disentangle herself
was 1mpossible, for the iwigs and
branches of the great limb held her
down,

And as ihe foliage lashed about it
in the hurricane she caught a brief
ghimpse of the great tree. Groaning
and straining, it was being literally
torn up by the roots, and was on the
noint of falling.

It would be death—swift and sudden—
i{ that trunk fell across the road where
she lay. Panting with alarm the girl
tricd to struggle up.  And agzain she
glimpsed the tree falling.

She saw szoinething else, too.

A man—goodness knows where he had
wprung from—stood full in the path of
the falling giant, With a final groan of
woguish, accompanied by a shriek of
tvinmph from the gale, the great tree
Jeaned over.

And Waldo, his muscles tensed to
their utmost, met that fearful weight.
e was not mad enough to imagine that
he could stop the tree falling. Even he,
with his amazing strengtﬁ, was not
capable of miracles.

But as the tree fell he managed to
divert it a trifle. ~ Instead of falling
upon the helpless girl it slewed partly
sideways.,  The impact sent Waldo
crasliing over backwards, and he was
aware of a thunderous, devastating
commotion as the trunk fell.

The very ground shook; but Waldo
was up in a moment, unhurt except for
a slight graze or two. With a single
heave he pulled the fallen branch aside,

and found the girl lying amid the
tangle.

“Hurt much?” he asked briskly.
“Splendid!  that’s the way! Im

afraid your machine’s in a bit of a
mess, but we mnst be thankful for smail
mercies, c¢h*”

The girl was on her feet now, pale
and trembling, but rapidly regaining
her sclf-possession.  Waldo's cool, re-
assuring tones were good to listea {o,
ind his smile was comforting.

Rhe was rather tall, with a fine figure
and deen grey eves. Her dark hair was

A mere trifle, I assure yeou.

laugh he accepted the ! dishevelled, but in spite of these mis-

fortuncs there was a grace and dignity
in her bearing which Waldo did not fail
to observe.

He would not have called her shabby,
bLut there was an indefinable something
which indicated poverty. And yet, at
the same time, the girl was obviously of
high breeding. Every inch of her pro-
claimed the fact.

“Thank you! Thank you e¢ver so
much ! she said 1 a soft, husky voice.
“How did you do it? I thought the
tree was falling straigiit cn me. You've
1 she added simply.

saved my life!” _ _
“Don't mention it!” snmiled Waldo.
That’s

the worst of these trees—ihey have a
habit of falling upon one at awkward

moments,  Perbaps I may bhave the
honour of giving you a lift? Your
machine, I'm afraid, bas met ;ts

Waterloo.”
The bicyele was completely out of

cormmission with a buckled front wheel

and twisted forks.

“Thank you! 1
fol._"_"” .

The girl swayed as she spoke, and
was on the point of fainuig. 'The re-
action had left her weak. Waldo
caught her just 1n tume. and a minute
Jater she was comfortably cnsconced in
the two-seater. But she was struggling
to strengthen herself. Perhaps she felt
that it was unwise to take advantage of
this stranger’s hospitality.

* Really, I ought not tc bother you in
this way !” she faltered. “I -1 think
I can walk——"

“You mustn’t think that at all!” in-
terrupted Waldo. “If you'll tell me
where to go, Miss-—Miss ”

** Pengarth (astle is where 1 live,”
she said. “T am Lady Betty Hamilton-
Page. My father 1s the Earl of Pen-
garth. It is really too good of you to
take all this trouble!”

“On the contrary,” put in Waldo,
with his reassuring smile, T am highly
honoured to be of service. My name is
Blake—Sexton Blake.”

The girl revealed sudden interest.

“Oh !” she exclaimed. *'Mr. BRlake!
The—the great criminologist?”

Waldo smiled.

“My talents, I'm afraid. have bLecn
grossly exaggerated by certain voung
enthusiastie newspaper reporters.” he
answered cabnly. I can assurc you,
Lady Betty, that I amx a mere ordinary
mortal.”

He jumped into the driving seat, and
had soon turned the car round. He was
feeling happier than ever, and tock
keen delight in the fresh battle with the
elements.

His audacious assumption of Sexton
Blake's 1dentity. was characteristic of
the man. Quite on ihe spur of the
moment. and withont any previous
premeditation, he had named himself as
Sexton Blake. After all, why not? le
would be awav on his travels again
within half an hour, and it was quite a
picce of fun.

Waldo had a very real vespect for
Sexton Blake. Although the famous
detective had frustrated him so many
times, Waldo bhore Blake not the
slightest animosity. Quite the opposite.
He held Blake in high esteem, for a
man who could check Waldo was worthy
of respect.

Both the occiipants cf the car were
surpriced. Lady Betty was pleased and
thrilled that such a celebrated man hadl

shall be grateful
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saved her from death. She had often
wondered what Sexton Blake was like
in the flesh, and she was not dis-
appointed.  After all, Waldo had a
charming personality.

And Waldo himsclf was astonished
that his fair companion was the
daughter of an carl.” 'True, her blue
blood was obvious, but it struck him as
rather incongruous that an ecarl’s
daughter should be alone on the high
road riding a mere bhicycle. Her dress,
moreover, was hardly what he would
have expected.

. If you will go down the next turn-
ing on the right we shall be at the
castle within five minutes,” said Lady
Betty presently. “I ecan't understand
one thing, Mr. Blake. How in the
world did you save me from that tree 7”

The point had been concerning her
ever since she had been rescued. She
had fully expected to scc her rescuer
crushed to death, and yet he had
diverted the tree from her sufficiently
to save her by the tiniest margin with-
out any apparent injury to himself.

“Oh, that?” smiled Waldo. “It
looked very much like a feat of miracu-
lous strength, didn’t it? Just one of
those little deceptions, Lady Betty. 1
fancy the tree wouwld have fallen as it
did without my aid. Ay one object was
to be at your service.”

The girl was silent. He had made it
no clearer. She was convinced that he
had saved her life—and this, in fact,
waii the :]iteral truth.

roceeding down the =side turnin
they had tﬁe gale behind them, ang
after a short run, mounting a rise, Lady
Betty pointed.

;‘:l'i]cre is Pengarth Castle,” she said.

The old place stood on the opposite
hilltop—a fine granite pile, looking
gaunt and almoest forbidding in the
grevness of the wild afternoon. Waldo
eyed the scene with interest. It was a
real old Cornish castle, the scene of
many an historic battle.

Approaching nearer, they turned into
2 drive. 'There were no gates, and the
lodge was empty, with boarded-up
windows. The drive itsclf, with park-
]and_s on either side, was more or less
a wilderness. Grass grew in profusion,
and there was a ragged air of neglcet—
neglect of many years standing.

Emerging from the drive, they came
dut 1n front of the grey old mansion.
lhere was something indeseribably im-
pressive about the place. As far as
Waldo could see, most of the ancient
windows were bare and grimy. Only
those adjacent to the great door were
clean and curtained.

Poverty was written over the entire
castle.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Poverty of Pengarth.

LADY BETTY
HAMNILTON - PAGE
was so far recovered
that she was able to
get out of the car un-
assisted.  She looked
very charming as she
stood there, with the
gale blowing her hair
and bringing back the
colour to her checks.

" You'll

come in

and meet my father,

: won't you?’ she

asked. " Plcase do, Mr. Blake. And I
hope you'll excusc his manner. - He is

rather blunt and brusque, particularly
with strangers. You must forgive him
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{>c he is really the kindest and dearest

old gentleman.” '

“I am afraid I shall be imposing—"

“No, no!” sho interrupted. *‘Cer-
tainly not, Mr. Blake! You must come
in. Please do!”

Waido bowed,

“1f vou insist,” he said resignedlr.

Ile had mmtended shpping away af |
o, but his curiosity was now piqued.
{te was rather keen upon meeting the
ouwner of thiz wild, dilapidated place. -
1o couldn’t help feeling a tinge of re- .
eret that such a stately castle should he
sy pitifullv poverty-stricken.

Lady Betty went up the great steps and
pullod at an enormous handle.  Waldo.
having stopped his engine, joimned her.
The castle _doors were of an enormous
size, of solid oak. and metal-studded.
Buc wnstead of the doors opening, a kind
of wicket was pulled back, revealing a
barre:d sduare. :

A face appeared behind the bars—an
nid, lined face which lit up with sur-
prire at the sight of the pair outside.

“Tt's ail right. Jelks,” said Lady
Potty quickly. Open the door. T had
a iittle accident, and this gentleman was
kind cnouch to bring me home?

“An accident. m'lady!” -ejaculated
the face hebind the bars. “The sainrs
piescrve ust”

His voice was agitated, and Waldo
heard the pulling of bars and bolts. He
w23 more interested than ever. The
whole preeedure seemed so gquaint and
cxrraordinary.

In theze enlightened days, he had ex-
pected to find the castle replete with
every modern improvement—with gar-
diners bhusy in the grounds, with foot-
n:en ready at the door, and similar up-
to-date conventions.

He feli that there was something
v.eong. Lady Betty ought to be attired
in old-time dress, and Jelks, the butler, |
was quite incongruous in his medern

sotting.  Waldo felt that time had
sitpped back a couple of hundred vears.

Why on ecarth was the castle barred in
thi- fashion? Why was it made impreg-
nable against even the return of its
ovwner's daughtoer? Waldo was more
than ever keen upon cutering.

tle always hankered after the unusual.
Tie was attracted by anything out of the
ordinary. Commonplace crime had no
interest for him whatever. He would
rch prefer a small reward and an in-
teresting tussle to an casilv-won fortune.

Tho big doors swung heavily open.
and Ladv Betty entered.  Waldo, re-
moving his cap, followed her. And he
had alreadyv dcecided that he would in-
dulgoe this whim of fate to the full. If
necessary., he would even abandon his
project in IFalmouth. The latter had
vever appealed to him greatly, and
tlhus gaunt, old, poverty-stricken castle
was alrcady exerting its influence over
the impressionable Waldo.

He found himself in a great hall. with
massive oaken beams far overhead, a
stone floor. and oak-panclled walls, with
dingy, but probably priceless. tapestries.

There was an air of astonishing peace
here. Scarcelv any echo of the raging
storm came within these massive walls.
The silence, compared to the rush of
wind without, was almost uncanny.

“If vou will take a seat, Mr. Blake,
T will go to my father, and bring him
here,” said La.(]y Betty. “I want him
to thank you personally for your brav-
ery and ”

“Please!” interrupted Waldo.
“There's no need to tell him of that in-
significant incident, surely ?”

“Indeed. there is!” declared the girl
firmly.

She tripped away up a great wide
sltaircase which looked more suitable to i
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Waldo, even

with his great strength, was not mad
enough to think he could stop the tree falling.
his muscles tensed, he met that fearful weight and
managed to divert its direction a trifle. (See page 4.)

But with

a fendai king's palace rthan to  a
fwentieth  centurys  residence,  Waldo
seated himself upon a carved <crree, and
waited.

His fordnazs for rhe untisual was being
gratified. Aud his audacity, hs amaz-
ing strength, his extraordinary daring,
made him quite casy in wind regarding
the outcome. No matter what cropped
up. he would be ready for it.  And his
assumption of Sexton Blake's identity—
a mere caprice of the moment—now
seemed likely to invelve him in a far
deeper decention than he had at first
intende.d.

He heard voices on the staircase, and
rose to hiz feet. Lady Berty was coming
down with her father.  There was no
shadow of doubt thar rhe old gentleman
who appeared was the Llarl of Pengarth.

His personality was a powcerful one,
He was talking angrily, petulantly, and
with unrestrained force. He came into
view round the bend in the staircase—a
tall, bent-shouldered figure, with white
hair and a grizzied moustache. He was
drossed in rusty Llack, but in spite of his
bent shoulders he had an uwwmistakably
military bearing,

Rupert Waldo
eve, and howed.
"The Tarl of Pengarvh
wards the visitor, paused a
awav, and zglared.

“AWell, sir!™ he grovied, in a voice
which could :earvcely be called hospit-
able. I understand thar T must make
vou welcome to Pengarth,  You saved
my daughter’s hite, sh? T owe you a big
debt—but I'm afraid it is a debt which
can never he paid. I am grareful, sir—
deeply gratefui.”

“Please refrain from mentioning the
subject, sir,” exclaimed Waldo, with
real distress. “T am afraid Lady Befty
has somewhat exaggerated the eclrcum-
stances of rhe nendont » o

cavzht the old man’s

advanced to-
few feot

“*Nothing of the sort, sir!” interrupted
his lord-hip. ~I won't be contradicted!
How dare vou tell e that myv danghter

cxagooraies ! Blake, el Sexton
Blake: H'm! I'mnn not sure that I al-
rogether apnrove of vou, sir. Dive

One of those infernal spies, eh "
bh

hear

" Realiv, sir

“I shouldn't be at all surprised if this
is a piece of vour clever trickery ! went
on the Iiarl of Pengarth, adjusting his
spectacies, and giving Waldo an even
closer scrutiny. “Come. sir! Let me
have the truth! Have von been sent
here by rhat jackal, Slingsby, or have
vou not? A ruse to get into the castle—
thac's what 1t 1s! If such is the case, 1'il
kick you out wiih the ioe of my own
boot !"

Waldo was rather taken aback, par-
cicularly as the old earl had worked him-
self up into a towering passion. Lady
Betty was standing by, tlushed and dis-
(ressod.

* Pleasze, father!"™ she exclaimed, grip-
ping his arm., “Oh, how can you? Juost
as 1f Mr. Blake would descend to such
despteable methods! I am sure he
doesn’t even know who Mi. Slingsby
1:.”

The Tarl of Pengarth cooled down
and grunted.

“Eh? Then hc's foriunate!” he ex-
claimed gruffly. “ Anvbody who doesn’t

know Simon Slingsby is fortunate!” He
glared at Waldo. “ .\ rat, sir—a miser-
able, despicable rat! That's what
Slingsby is! A robber, iloo—nothing
more nor less than a Dblackguardly
thief !

Waldo had the grace to feel rather
self-conscious. Somchow, this soidierly
old fellow made him feel very mean and
small., He was indulging in the basest
form of deception. and was in such a
position that he couldn’t verv well admit
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the fact. He resolved to make his ex-
cuses and leave as soon as possible.

“I regret to learn that Mr. Simon
Slingsby is such an undesirable char-
acter, sir,” he said smoothly. “Need I
give you my word that I have never met
the man, and have no association with
him? My presence here is purely acci-
dental. And as I have business in
Launceston, I beg to crave your iIn-
dulgence——"

“ Rubbish, sir!” interrupted the earl
sourly. **Nonsense! My daughter in-
sists upon your staying to dinner—and
I won’t hear any refusal.  \What 18
nmore, the hospitality of Pengarth
Castle—such as it is—is open to you for
as long as you care to stay. You have
acted like a brave man, sir, and my
gratitude is very great.”

Waldo hardly knew what to say. The
old man’s words contradicted his atti-
tude. And Waldo remembered what
Lady Betty had told himn—that her
father, in spite of his brusque tongue,
was really one of the dearest old gentle-
men,

“Nevertheless, Lord Pengarth, I must
insist ?

“Insist !” roared the Earl of Pengarth.
“And so do I -insist, sir—in my own
house, too!  As for your business In
Launceston, it can go to the devil!
H’m! Launceston, efn? A disgraceful
town—a place of iniquity !”

“Oh, father!” exclaimed Lady Betty.

“Simon Slingsby lives in Launceston!
And that is enough!” rapped cut Lord
Pengarth. “Any town that harbours
such a reptile is not deserving of recog-
nition.” .

“Please, Mr. Blake, you reaily mustn’t
take too much notice of father,” said
Lady Betty, with a smile. “He doesn’t
mean what he says. Launccsten is as
dear to him as the castle itself. Mr.
Slingsby, I may mention, is our family
lawyer.”

“Oh!” said Waldo, with a sudden
smile. “'That explains his lordship’s
vitriolic tirade. As I have every reason
to know, lawyers are divided into two
classes—honest and shady. When they
are honest they are as true as steel, but
when they are shady, they aro worse
than serpents in the grass.”

Lord Pengarth rapped his stick on the
floor,
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“What are we standing here for?” he
“8it down, Mr, Blake!

demanded.
Your legs may be young, but mine are
not! Sit down, sir!”

They scated themselves on the carved
settec.

And to Waldo’s embarrassment Lady
Betty went into a full account of the
mishap in the gale. The master-crook
could easily see that Lord Pengarth was
well disposed towards him, and accepted
him without question as Sexton Blake.

His lordship’s gruff manner of speech
was only characteristic of him, and he
meant nothing by it. Waldo was
already beginning to reverse his
decision.

He had been asked to stay. Well, he
would stay—until the morrow, in any
case, and perhaps two or three days.
Being a shrewd man Waldo easily con-
nected Lord Pengarth’s poverty with
Simon Slingsby’s villainy. In all prob-
ability the old earl had a bee in his
bonnet on the subject. But Waldo was
now keen upon learning more,

He had sometimes read of im-
pecunious noblemen who stuck to their
ancestral castles in spite of straitened
circamstances. But he had never met
one before, and he had never imagined
if possible that any peer of the realm
could be so akin to a pauper as Lord
Pengarth obviously was.

The Wonder-Man, in fact, was be-
coming exceedingly interested.

ITalf an hour later Waldo was an
established guest.

Having accepted the invitation to
stay, he obtained his traps from the
car, and Jelks carried them into the
castle. In the absence of any groom or
chauffeur Waldo himseif drove the car
through a granite arch, into a vast
weed-grown courtyard at the rear.

Herc he found a colossal amdunt of
storage  room—stables, coach-houses
galore, all of them decaying with dis-
use. By the time he had walked back to
the front of the castle he found Lord
Pengarth waitizg for him.

“A wild day, Mr. Blake,” grunted his
lordship, who was wrapped in a shabby

ulster. “We will go for a walk in the
grounds. I have a mind tc talk to
you.”

“Nothing will suit me better, Lord
Pengarth,” said Waldo promptly.

In the meantime Jelks, the butler,
was having a word with Lady Betty in

'the great hall. At his feet were Waldo's

bags. Following the practice of years,
Waldo had scen to it that his baggage
carried no labels c¢r identification marks
of any kind.

“Whatever is the matter, Jelks?”
asked Lady Betty. “You are looking
unusually thoughtful this afternoon.”

“With good reascn!” said the butler,
shaking his head. *“With good reason,
m’lady! His lordship was saying that
you necarly got killed this afterncon.
Haven’'t I told you again and again,
child, that I don’t like that bicyecle.
Unnatural things—that's what they
are!”

Lady Betty laughed.

“Well, Jelks, you needn’t worry about
it any more,” she said, patting him on
the shoulder. “The bike's finished—
smashed beyond all hope of repair.
Now, if ycu say you're glad, I shalil
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hate you!

“I'm glad, m’lady, and I'm sorry,”
satd the butler. ** Without that bieycle
we sha’'n’t be so anxious when you're
out. But I'm afraid it’ll mean an awful
lot of walking.”

“Oh, well, Jelks, it can't be helped,”
said the girl. **One of these days,
perhapg;, we shall have a fine motor-car,

Oh, there’s Mr, Blake’s car, you know.
I shall be all right for a day or two,
Jelks, sha’n’t 1?7

Jelks stroked his hair slowly.

“Mr. Blake, m’lady ?” he said. " Did

ye say that gentleman is Mr, Sexton
Blake ?” ‘

. “Yes, the famous detcctive, of
London.”

“It’s queer, m’lady—mortal quecr'!”
muttered the old butler, as though to
himself. “Maybe I'm wrong, but—
Oh, well, I don’t suppose I ought {o
interfere. ’Tisn’t my business.”

“What isn't your business, Jelks?”

“Nothing, m’lady—nothing!” said
Jelks, picking up the bags.

tHe moved off upstairs; and the girl
looked after him wonderingly. Old
Jelks had been born in Pengarth Castic,
and had served the family throughout
his life. e was a real example of the
“old retdiner,” and even in thesc
poverty-stricken times he was as staunch
as ever. Nothing could have induced
Jelks to desert his master. :

Lady Betty wondered why he had
seemed so strange while referring to
Sextoif Blake. She concluded, after a
moment’s thought, that his old-
fashioned notions clung to him, and that
he disapproved of a detective bheing a
guest under the roof of Pengarth Castle.
Jelks did not make any distinction be-
tween the common detective and the
specialist.

And so, although TLady Betty dis-
missed the subject from her mind, Jelks
deposited Waldo’s bags in the guest
chamber, and then made his way down
by a rear stairway into the domestic
quarters.

The castle was more or less a ruin.
Although the roof was intact over the
hall, the entire east and west wings were
unused. Vast corridors, enormous halls
and reception chambers, and other
rooms by the score, were closed and

cmpty. Furniture—ancient and decay-
ing—reposed 11n some of them, but
neither of these great wings was

habitable.

Only the comparatively small frontage
was used—with the great hall, a
drawing-room, and Lord Pengarth's
library. At the rear of this front block
was an inner courtyard, and the
windows which looked out upen it be-
longed to the domestic quarters,

Tho entire staff at the castle consisted
of Jelks and his wife. Over a period »f
twenty years the household had grown
smaller and smaller. First an under-
butler, then a housemaid, then a fcot-
man or two, and so on until the ence
great domestic staff had been whittled
down to two.

Only the residents in the immediate
rneighbourhood of Pengarth Castle knew
the unhappy truth. DBut even these had
no real knowledge of the cause of nis
lordship’s fallen fortunes.

Affairs had started going wrong long
before Lady Pengarth’s death, sixtecn
years earlier. And since that sad event
the magnificent castle parklands had
grown ragged and more ragged, and
the castle itself had taken on a forloruy,
dilapidated appearance.

And now, according to local gossip.
the end was not far off. There were
even whispers about the famous cld Pen-
garth curse. Nobocdy knew exactly
what the curse was and how it had
originated, but among the villagers in
the ricighbourhood it was said that once
the curse placed its hand upon the
castle nothing could prevent it passing
from the Pengarth family. It certainly

seemed that this disaster was approach-

W,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Pangarth 8pirit.

WTHER 2, JELKS was an
=|! ‘ W////////é elderly man, and
i d though he never
;): grumbled s duties
— were long and

arduous. When he got
into the servants’ hall
he lowered himaelf
slowly 1nto a Ing
chair and rubbed one
of his knces.

HIts the  rheuma-
tism again, old lady,"
he said ruefully.

“Can’t scem to get rid of it no how.
Getting ready to go to the village? I
thought you weren’t going until to-
morrow ?”

Mrs. Jelks, busy with the strings of
‘her bonnet. glanced round across the
long, quaint old apartment with its un-
even stonc floor. She was some vears
vounger than her husband, an active,
able woman.

“To-morrow, indeed! TLaw. Jelks,
whatever are ye thinking of? Isn't
there a fine gentleman come here to
stay? M’lady told me, not ten minutes
ago, that we've got a guest! The first
guest this many a month!” she added

thoughtfully. “It's more than I can
make out.”
“Ay, and it beats me, too!" said

Jelks, looking at the housekeeper with
a curtously intent expression. ‘“[lo ve
remember, Martha, when we went to
London five years ago?”

Mrs. Jelks could hardly repress a
smile,

“Secing that we haven't been to
London since, it's hardly likely that I'd
forget,” she replied. “What about ir?
What's wrong with ve, father? You're
iooking rare worried !”

“When we were in London,” said
Jelks, “the master lent us to one of
those relatives of his, and while vou
helped below stairs at that big wedding-
party I announced the guests. Maybhe
ve'll know mnothing about it, old lady,
being five vears ago, but Mr. Sexton
Blake was at that party.”

“Then ye kuow him?” asked his wife
In surprise.

“I reckon so,” replied Jelks, with a
frown. “Leastways, 1 thought I did.
I ain’t got such a bad memory for faces,
Martha, and it was Mr. Blake hiroself
who picked me up when I fell down
them stairs. Ye remember? There was
a loose rod, and I gave my leg a2 rave
twisting. Ay, and Mr. Blake was a
real gentleman, too—gave me a nound,
e did, and it isn’t likely that T'd for-
get his voice and his smile.”

“It’s a wonder he didn't recognize ve
to-day, father.” said Mrs. Jelks. = They
do say that Mr. Blake necver forgets a
face once he's seen it. But there, T
dare sayv it's all so much talk. And T
can’t stay here, wasting my time. I've
rot to order eggs and bhutter and----"

“ Wait ye a minute ! iuterrupted her
husband. “It's queer, vou think, that
Mr. Blake didn't recognise me? Mavbe,
old lady. But it's downright puzeing
why I can't recognise Me. Dlake!”

The housekeeper stared.

“VWhat are you irving to tell me.
Jelks ?” she asked fiemly. “I know your
little ways.  There's something you
haven't said vet.”

“Then I'll tell ve!"” said Jolks, with
sudden vehemence. “That gentleman
who savad m’lady and who 15 now with
the master i1z no more Mr. Sexton
Blake than I am! Ay, ve can stare'”
he added, rising to his fect.
fact, Martha! I'd swear to it!”

¢ Tt‘ﬂ 1 s

* Mrs. Jelks was aghast.

breathlesaly,
*But I'm not doddering!” said Jelks

grimiy. ' And my eyesight’s as good as
cver tr was, old lady, and so’'s my
metwnory.  That gent i1sn't Mr. Blake,

that T know! But it's a real awkward
thing to deal with, Maybe I'd better
tell the master.”

“Muavbe ve'll do nothing of the
kind " interrupted his  better half
shaiply. " Lor’, father. whatever arve ye
thinking  about? Mr. Blake has
changed, 1 suppose, and, what with
different clothes and——"

“It's no good, Martha—I know what

I'm  saying!” interrupted the old
butler. *Ile ain't Mr. Blake. But if

fool. and that’ll make things worse.”
Mrs. Jelks was thoroughly
convincad.
“You'd best send the real Mr., Blake
a telegram !” she said tartly,
fetch hnm down here to prove that ve're
right. >akes alive, father, I can’t make
ye ont ! Just as if a gentleman would
come here pretending to be Mr. Sextou
Blake wheir he 1sn’t Mr. Sexton Blake !”
Sho pulled her jacket on with an in-
dignant tug, and prepared to leave.
“Wait ! zaid Jelks tensely. “A tele-
gram, ch? Youw've hit it, Martha—
vou've hit it! "That's what I'll do! T'll
send Mr. Blake a telegram. If I'm
wrong 1t won't do no harm, and if I'm
right, as like as not Mr. Blake will send
1 reply. Then we'll know what to do.
While von're in the village you’ll send
that telegram.”
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At first Mrs. Jelks flatly refused, say-
ing that she wouldn’t be a party to any
sach nonsense. But her husband was so
insistent, and he was apparently so set
upon the plan, that at last she gave in.

And so, all unknown to Rupert
Waldo, a telegram to Sexton Blake was
dispatched that very afternoon. The
Wonder-Man seldom made a miscalcula-
tion, and in -this instance he could
hard!v be accounted careless.

He had been accepted without ques-
tion by Lord Pengarth and his
Aaughier. What ecarthly reason should
le have for assuming that Jelks, the old
butler, knew the real Sexton Blake by
sight 7 If such a thought bad entered
his wind, Waldo had naturally dis-
m:iss~d it without the slightest considera-
tion. The chance secmed too remote
for s~rious rcflection,

The butler’s position was rather a
delicaie one. To openly denounce the
visitor was out of the question, and he
knew lis master too well to approach
Lium on the subject even in private. His
only course was to communicate with
Sexton Blake, and await the result.

In the meantime, Waldo was begin-
ning to obrain a grip on the situation.

. . . - -

R
secssssaressnanan

[.ovrd Pengarth stood upon a rising
kooll, his back to the wind, gazing
across at the gaunt old castle. He had
saidd veryv little to Waldo during the
walk, and Waldo himself had remained
sileut—keenly studyving his host. He
had an idea that the earl would soon
lose his reticence. _

‘A fine oid pile, sir!” he ventured at
lenpth. -

“ Ye're daft, father!” she exclaimed !

[ tell the master he’ll only call me a| I _ ]
I mistic,” said Waldo.
un-

“That’ll

. “Eh? What's that?” said Lord Pen-
garth, with a start. “Yes, uyes!
Pengarth Castle is one of the most

ancient—one of the most honourable—
inhabited castles in the whole of Corn-

wall. None can compare with it, Mr.
Blake. TFor cight hundred years a Pen-
garth has lived under that roof. Think
of it! Kight hundred years!”

“A wonderful record!” commented
Waldo.

“(Gadso! And does that snake

Slingsby think that he'll turn me out?”
demanded Lord Pengarth fiercely.
“Does he imagine that a Pengarth will
relinquish the castle to a stranger—a
moncyed upstart, a common usurper
with nothing behind his name but a
cheap party-bought knighthood ?”

“l am afraid Mr. Slingsby is opti-
“You must re-
member, however, that I am in a state
of almost complete ignorance regarding
your affairs, Lord Pengarth. Not that
I desire to share your confidence in any
“’ﬂ.}'—”

‘* Nonsense, sir! Nonsense!” inter-
rupted Lord Pengarth. “I want to talk
to you. I don’t often have the oppor-
tunity of talking to anybody, and per-
haps you can give me some advice.
Heaven knows that I need it! Not
that I can pay you!” he added, frown-
ing. “I can’t! Paupers are hardly in
a position to pay your fees, Mr. Blake!”

Waldo waved a deprecating hand.

“Really, Lord Pengarth——"
began.

“I'm not ashamed of it!” broke in his
lordship. *“I've been robbed, sir—
swindled, victimised, betrayed by that
viper Slingsby. I'll tell you about him,
and then you'll be able to judge. Come,
we'll walk.”

They paced slowly back towards the
castle, and it was some moments before
Lord Pengarth broke the silence.
Waldo was genuinely curious to hear
about this mysterious Mr. Slingsby. He
had an instinctive feeling that Lord
Pengarth was a man with a real
grievance.

“For over fifteen vears the tragedvy
has been developing,” said the carl.
‘“ Heaven granted me no son, Mr. Blake,
and when the Countess of Pengarth
passed away I was left lonely and deso-
late, with only my daughter for comfort.
At that time Pengarth Castle was rich.
There were scores of servants—grooms,
carriages, everything !

he

“And to-day the great Pengarth
estates are as rich as cver. Gaze over
the wvalley, Mr. Blake,” he added.

raising his stick and pointing. ‘ As far
as the eye can see these rich lands have
been controlled by the Pengarth family
for generations and for centuries.”

“A  wonderful vista!” commented
Waldo. ~

“And vet heve stands the castle, deso-
late and poverty-stricken,” said his lord-
ship bitterly. I, who should bhe
reaping the benefit of this great estate,
reap nothing. It 1s Simon Slingsby
who holds the reins, Not that I blame
him any more than I blame myself.
am a fool, Mr. Blake—a weak, blunder-
ing imbecile! Had I possessed an ounce
of common-sense in the past, had 1 pos-
sessed an inkling of business instinet,
this discaster would never have come.
The tragedy vou see is the tragedy of
one man’s trust in another.”

“Slingsby betrayed you!”

“Basely—hideously !” replied Lord
Pengarth, his voice quivering with in-
tense emotion. “Forgive me, Mr.
Blake, for talking to you in this way,
but I need 1it, Tor months I have becn
pent up—unable to speak to any save
my own child. And she knows all.
Morcover, why should I bring worry to
her pretty head? Heaven knows, she
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has enough trouble managing my house.
As for appearances, we gave them up
years ago. Throughout Cornwall we
are known as the titled paupers.”

e bowed his head, and Waldo had
nothing to say. The old man’s agony
was intense.

“Trom bhoyhood I had known Simon
Slingsby as the family lawyer—the man
who managed ciy affairs, and who had
the implicit trust cf the countess and
myself,” continued his lordship at
longth, “I never questioned his state-
sients, I never even read his documents
preseunted to me for signature.
them trustingly, believing this man to
be my friend and adviser,

I signed :

At that time -

the Pengarth fortunes were consider- |

able.”

“And what ceaused the crash?” asked
Waldo quietly.

“There was no crash, sir—no crash!”
said the earl. ‘It has been a gradual
process—extending over many years,
Sometimes I am ready to convince my-
self that there is more than legend in
the old family curse. For it was after
the burglary, seventeen years ago, that
the first sigus of trouble commenced.
The Couintess of Pengarth's jewels were
stolen at that time, 3ir. Blake—and
with them the historiec Pengarth Cross.

“Possibly you have some pecollection
of the crime? 'The jewels were never
recovered-—the thief was clever enough
to make his escape without leaving a
trace.” :

Waldo remembered nothing of the
affair, but he nodded.

“Yes, now you mention it, I recall the
cafe,” ho replied. " And was there any
rpecial significance attached to
Pengarth Cross?”

“Only the significance of legend,” re-
plied his lordship. *'Since that date,
Mr. Blake, matters have grown gradu-
ally morec s<crious. They have gone
from bad to werse, until now—well, sir,
I have been given to understand that I
am virtually a trespasser on this
property.”

“A trespasser?” repeated Waldo.

“That reptile Slingsby holds the title-
deeds!” ecxclaimed Lord Pengarth, his
whole manner giim and fierce. *‘ His
scheming plans have at last matured,
and I am on the point of being turned
out. Indeed, Slingsby has sold the
castle—he bhas sold the entire estate—
and I am soon to be cvicted, like any
drunken cottager who fails to pay his
rent !”

Waldo shook his head in silent sym-
pathy.

“What is your advice, Mr. Blake?”

;]

demanded Lord Pengarth, turning upon !

his companion and grasping hin.
“What 1s your suggestion? Shall I
resist this accursed villain?  Shall T
refuse to lcave? Or shall 1 defy these
usurpers ?”

“Def themi!”  replied Waldo

promptly. “Stand vour ground, Lord
Pengarth, and send this Slingsby viper
about his business!”

His lordship actually smiled, but it
was a fierce sniile,

“Splendid !” he said grufily. “That's
the advice I wanted. Not that it would
have made any difference, whatever

advice you had given me,” he added
frankly. ‘For no power on ecarth will
force me out of the castle! A Pengarth
has lived here for eight hundied years!
The invader will conguer over my dead
body! Here I ain, and here I remain—
and let thoze who would arouse me
beware !”

He spoke with concentrated intensity,
and Waldo could do nothing but adinire
the old man’s spirit—that same spirit
which. had characterised the Pengarth
family throughout the cexnturies,

this !

i business ?”

room helplessly. He had been having a
trying time for the past two days, and
was longing for a change.

His famous master had got into one
of his *“touchy ” moods. There had been

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Seoxton Blake is Amused.

, %III}K\ K FS E}}* 1 OIN no case to interest him for some time,
: u, the cele-t ang he had been irritated for weeks by °

brated — criminoiogist, | gpending his energies on affairs which

. looked round rather | y,rn0d out to be trivial and uninterest-

impatiently as Tinker
appeared at the door
of the laboratory.

ing.
As a balm to this period of inactivity
Blake had now turned to his laboratory.

"

A vl ,.d..mtm':tly told | It wouldn’t have mattered so much if
‘ you, Tinker, that Iy experiment had been essential to a
didn’t  want  you 10! cpining) investigation. It wesn't. And
disturb me:” he said| Tinker wondered what he should do

| irritably, "rl.}“f CX- | about this telegram.
perument 1s - deacaic, b He decided that it woald be better to
and—- send an answer, telling Jelks that

“Sorry, guv'nor,” interrupted Tinker,
“but it’s a telegram !”
" “Take it away! I don't want ta see
it!”
“But 1t scems urgent—’
“Confound you, Tinker, nine tele-
grams out of ten seem urgent—and they !
are no more urgent than four ineals a! " \Yithin forty minutes Blake made an
day are necessary for the “human ' unexpected appearance.
frame!” said Blake curtly, ‘'Peoplei "« A cyecess, Tinker!” he observed,
bother me with their triviaiities, 2nd! yawning. I reached my desired end
are aggrieved when I refuse to_p_a.nderi long before I anticipated. Veoll has
to their whims! Go away, Tinker!. anything starrling happened? There’s

Sexton Blake was in London, and that
Lhe had better get the police on the job.
Then he concluded that it would be
better to give his master a couple of
hours.  'The telegram wouldn’'t be
delivered until the morning, anyhow, so
there was no hurry about its dispatch.

]

Open tTI}’O telegram yourself and deal | no need to look at me so moresely,
“‘I‘Ell,lt. . , . ., | young ’un.”
I've opened it, guv'nor, said i * “\What about this telegram, sir?”

“ You told me to attend to all

2

Tinker. ; ! . asked Tinker. ‘““Perhaps you'll be good
business this evening—— enough to look at it now? It may not
“Then for Heaven’s sake carry out| be important, but there’s no telling.
your instructions, and leave me alone.” | Personally I think something ought to
broke in the detective tartly. ‘" My | be done.”
mind must be concentrated on this stuft..| He spoke indifferently, being rather
Peculiarly enougl, Tinker, at the! huffed, but he watched Blake with in-
present moment you inspire me with | tentness as the latter glanced over the

fury. And unless you get out of that ' message. Sexton Blake's only emotion
doorway I shall have no alternative but: was amusement.
to throw a bottle at you!” “This appears to be interesiing,

'Tinker hesitated.

It was evening, and Sexton DBlake’s
Baker Street chambers were quiet. He ! ynder my name?
was intent upon completing this labora- |
tory task, and he had given strict orders |
that he was not to be ‘disturbed. Under
ordinary circumstances Tinker would
have refrained from interrupting his
master. But this telegram seemed to
require special attention.

“I think vou ought to read it, sir,
said Tinker firmly.

He dodged in alarm and closed the
door, for Sexton Blake had picked up
a big glass retort in a most suggestive
manner. Tinker retired to the consult-
ing-room and grunted.

“IIe’s always the same when he’s
messing about with those chamicals!”
he grumbled. “Like a bear with a sore
head! The chances are he won’t appear
until abeut three o'clock in the morning.
So what am I going to do about this

Tinker,” he murmured. *‘So a gentle-
man is now staying at Pengarth Castle
I can only conclude
that he is there for nefarious purpcses.
What is the time? Barely eight o’clock.
We will look in at one of the musical
comedies. I am in the mood for a little
relaxation.” B

“But what about this wire ?”

“To the best of my belief, there is a
midnight train to Cornwall,” said
Sexton Blake smoothly. “We will
travel down personally, and have a look
into this affair first hand. It will prob-
ably be a wicked waste of time, but as
I shall be neglecting no important work
it won’t matter.”

Tinker was quite pleased. He hadu’t
expected his master to go all the way
down to Cornwall to investigate the
little mystery. But it was just as well,
for perhaps the journey would bring
Sexton Blake out of his present contrary
mood.

Fate was working overtime against
Rupert Waldo!

2

He looked at the telegram again, and
frowned.

“Sexton Blake,
Baker Street,
. London.

“Gentleman arrived this afternnon
calling himself Sexton Blake. Now
staying here as Lord Pengarth’s guest.
Please wire if in order or not. Suspect

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
The Invader.

“GOOD - MORNING,
MMr. Blake !”  said

deception, Iﬂdy Betty bllskly as
“JrLkS (Butler), Waldo ‘©came down-

“ Pengarth Casile.” stairs. ‘“You're just

in time! My father

“Y don't know who Jelks is, but he's

ought to be here in
a pretty smart chap for a butler,”

less than a minute,

mused Tinker thoughtfully. “And if and breakfast is wait-
this _isn’t urgent, what is? Somebody ing.”
staying at Pengarth Castle as Seston The hall at Pen-

Blake! And the guv’'nor’s here, wast-
ing his time on that silly laboratory as a dJdining-room—not
work !” : ' the entire apartment,

Tinker was rather disgusted. Ile sal | but a small corner of it, where an old-
down in a chair and glared round the ' fashioned window allowed one to look

garth Castle was used
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out upon the weed-grown terrace and
the ragged lawns,

It was a brilliant moraning—as
summer-like as the previous day had
been wintry. The storm had gone,
leaving the air peaceful and balmy, with
a.i hot sun shining down from a cloudless
sky.

Waldo had slept well, and he was very
interested 1 his novel surroundings.
The more he thought of Lord Pen-
garth’s position, the more he was con-
vinced that the old earl was a victim of
misplaced trust. There had been no
riotous expenditure of money in his
lordship’s past—no reckless gambling
which had resulted in his own downfall.
The unknown Simon Slingsby was the
villain in the case.

From Waldo’s point of view, there
was nothing to be gained by remain-
ing. There was not much chance for
him here—in an impoverished castle,
where there was nothing worth stealing
except onc or two rare ‘“old masters.”
Even these were not Lord Pengarth's
property, since they had been sold over
fis head.

But Waldo lingered. He decided to
wait and see how things developed. He
was personally interested, and from his
point of view that was all that mattered.
'The Wonder-Man was no common grab-
ber. but a real artist. And a dim plan
had already begun to take shape in his
tertile mind.

Liord Pengarth  came  downstairs,
grumbling about the draughts in his
bed-room, and he took his seat at the
table and gave Waldo a curt nod. As
a host, he was scarcely the 1ideal.

“ Any letters?” he demanded. ‘‘Yes,
ves! What's this? Upon my soul! One
from that infernal Sir Willilam! I
won’'t open it! Do you hear me, Betty?
I woun't open it!”

“1 wouldn’t if I were vou, dad.” said
Tady Betrty, as she prepared to pour
out the coffee. “‘It’ll onlr upset your
appetite. and you'll be cross all day.
Leave it until vou get into the library.”

The earl glared at her over the top
of his spectacles,

“I shall do nothing of the sort!"” he
snorted. “Have I to ask my daughter’s
permission before I can open my own
letters? Upon my soul, Detty, vou're
getting 1mpudent!”

She smiled, and took no further
notice. And Lord Pengarth, scizing a
knife, slit the envelope open with a
vicious thrust. He pulled out the letter,

adjusted the glasses, and commenced
reading. Then, to the surprise of
Waldo, and the consternation of his

daughter, he leapt to his feet, sending
the hcavy chair over with a crash.

“I won't admit him!” roared Lord
Pengarth, pacing up and down. “No,
by gad! I won't let him set foot into
the place! The rascal—the wupstart!
This is more than flezh and blood can
stand !”

“VWhat ever is the matier. father?”
asked Lady Betty, running over to him.

“Matter!” thundered his lordship.
“That rascal, Sir William Brag, 1is
coming here this morning to take posses-
sion! We are to be turned out, Betty—
pitched out of Pengarth Castle this morn-

mmg! Do you understand—this morn-
ing ¥”

Lady Befty was distressed and
alarmed.

“There must e a mistake, father,”
she ventured.

“There is no mistake !’
earl. “The an states his intentions in
plain language. Good gad! He's blunt
to the point of insolence. He has bought
the property, and intends to enter into
possession to-day. And he will be
pleased, mark you, if T can make arrange-

)

snapped the

- s

he bolted for the car.
Slingsby’s house.

““ You’ll hear more about this!” gasped Sir William as
‘““ Drive away,
And hurry!
raving mad!"”’

Parker —Mr.
That old man’s mad —
(See page 19.)

ments to hand him the keys upon arrival,
and make my own arrangements for
leaving !

Lady Betty lost some of her colour.

““Oh, dad.” she exclaimed, *what shall
we do¥”

Lord Pcnaith paced up and down, hit-
ting his heavy stick fiercely upon the
floor. And Waldo watched silently. The
crisis, apparently, had arrived.

Sir William Brag had something to
be said in his favour. In all proba-
bility, he had bought the property in
good faith, and naturally he expected to
take possession of it. But it was
characteristic of Lord Pengarth to vent
his wrath upon any head that happened
to be nearest.

“IWhat shall we do ?” repeated his lord:
ship after a while. " T'll tell you what
we shall do! Jelks—Jelks! Confound
the man! Where the deuce are you,
Jelks? Never about when you're
wanted——"

““Are vou calling, sir?” asked Jelks,
as he appeared breathlessly from onc of
the angles of the old hall.

“Yes. confound you, I am!”’ shouted
Lord Pengarth. “ Bolt every door!
Put every bar in position! And if any-
body comes here, refuse them admit-
tance. If necessary, shoot them!” he
added grimly.

“Yes, vour lordship!” said Jelks,
with a kind of feverish joy. “I’ll get
the gun ready at once!”

Lord Pengarth sat down at the table
again and breathed hard.

“I'll show them g
earnest or not!” he said fiercely. “TI'll
show them whether a Pengarth will
tamely submit to being ejected from his

whether Tm in

{ interrapted his lordship.

own caztle! T'li s.cot them. by gad!
That’s what we did hindreds of years
ago. And that's what we'll do now!
Death to the invader!”

“But, father, we're rot living in the
Middle Ages mnow!” protested his
daughter gently. “It'll be dreadful if
you resist Sir William. He Las bought
the propertv. and we ought to explain
to him—--"

“I'll expiain rnothing ! roared hLiaw
father. *“I don't care what he's bought
—I don't care whether we're in the
Middle Ages or not! This is my castle,
and no usurper will set foot inside 1t!
What's this? Coffee? 1It's cold, Betty
—stone cold! Haven't I told you fifty
times that I won't drink cold coffee?
Take the infernal stuff away!”

He stirred it vigorously and drank.

“You intend to defy Sir William when
he arrives 7" asked Waldo, with interest.
“T don't want to interfere, Lord Pen-
garth, and nerliaps T had better take my
leave——"

“You will do noriiing of tha kind!™
“I want vou
here, Mr. Blake—I vant wvou to help
me in resisting these rascally invaders!”

Lady Betty looked alarmed.

“Oh, father, you can't ask Mr. Blake
to do that!” she said quickly. “Ir
isn't right—he's our guest. And if you
resist Sir William, it’s almost the same
as resisting the law——"

“Who cares about the ‘law?” rapped
out her father, as he attacked the egas
and bacon. ‘Here, in my own castle,
I make my own laws! The Pengarths
have alwavs done zo—and always will,
by gad! What do you say, Mi. Blake?
Do you sugzest that I should tamely
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submit—that I should leave my ancestral
home at the command of this interloping
jackanapes?”’

Waldo shcok his head.

“I strongly advise you to remain
firm, Lord DPengarth,” he replied.
“Resist to the last ditch.. The Pen-

garths have never surrendered in the
past, and 1t is your duty to live up to
the traditions of the family.”

“Splendid, sir—well said!” roared
Lord Pengarth approvingly. “And 1
will resist—as you say, to the last ditch!
I am glad you are here, sir—infernally
glad! Just the kind of man I want by
my side! I've had enough of feminine
weakness !” he added, glaring at his un-
happy daughter.

Lady Detty glanced rather appeal-
ingly at Waldo, but said nothing. She
didn’t quite understand it. She had ex-
pected a man like Sexton Blake to talk
l.ord Pengarth round, and to show him
the futility of resisting the law. It
upset all her calculations to find that
‘.h(il guest was urging Iis lordship to
Light.

giut Waldo was not only amused, but
thoroughly interested. And he was
an<zious to sce how the affair developed.
Resistance was the one thing necessary
in order to precipitate some excitement.
And Waldo lived for excitement. He
grasped at the necarest possibility of it.

‘““Possibly my advice to your father
struck you as being somewhat strange.”
said -Waldo, after breakfast, when ILord
Pengarth bad gone off to make an in-
spection of the doors and windows.
“But I can assure you, Lady Betty, 1
have excellent reasons.”

“But, Mr. Blake it seems so futile!”
said the girl carnestly. " We know that
Mr. Slingsby has swindled us, bui he
cannot be touched by the law. My
father has signed all the documents un-
wittingly. and My. Slingsby is law-
fully in the right.”

“Exactly !” agreed Waldo.

“And Sir William Brag is only exer-
cising his legal claim whén he demands
possession of Pengarth Castle,” went on
Lady Betty. “It would be foolish to
resist—it would only lead to terrible
trouble. And I fear it would finally re-
salt in sheer humiliation. For Sir Wil-
liam will probably appeal to the sheriff
of the county, and have us ejected. We
couldn’t stand that. Mr. Waldo. It
would be too dreadful!”

Waldo smiled reassuringly. .

“Take my word for it, Lady Betty,
there will be no such disaster as that,”
he said smoothly. “I have decided to
help your father, and although I do not
wish to make any rash promises, I rather
fancy your days of anguish will now be
few. I admire Lord Pengarth’s fine in-
dependence — his undying spirit of
dogged resistance,”

“Yes, he is a recal Pengarth,” said
Lady Betty thoughifully. “I wonder
what you mean, Mr. Blake? How can
vou help us? As far as I can sce, it only
remains for us to go as quietly and as
nnobtrusively as possible.  Perhaps 1
:hall be able to obtain some employ-
ment——"’

“Pon’t think of

it!”  interrupted
Waldo lightly.

“I.eave everything to
me. Hallo! A motor-car, unless I'm
mistaken. Sir William has arrived to
turn the despot out of his castle. The
next episode promizes to be rather enter-
taining.”

He walked to the nearest window
and looked out upon the terrace. A fine
limousine had just driven up. and it held
a solitary occupant, in addition to the
chauffeur, '

Sir William Brag
cver his new domain,

had come to take

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Two Different Things.

SIR WILLIAM
BRAG looked what
he was—a merchant
prince who had rizen
from the lowest rung.
He was, in flact, a
woollens manulaciurer.
Brag ’s Invineible
Serge was famous
throughout the ¢loth-
trade.

He was a <hort.
stoutish man. but in
no way resembpled the
typical parvenu. His face was not red,
and his voice was not blaring. In
repose, as now, he had = refined, almoest
aristocratic, appcarance. There wa< a
certain dignity about him as he stool
surveying the gaunt old castle,

Finally, he approached the great door
and pulled at the bell. Waldo heard it
jangling somewhere in the rear. Wy
looking through one of the side mul-
lioned windows, the Wonder-Man could
just sece Sir William as he stocd there
waiting.

Jelks answered the ring, bui he Jid
not opéen the door. Instead. he shd
back the small wicket, and gazed
out through the strong iron bar<.

“Open the door, please!” =<aid the
visitor. “What’s the idea of this extra-
ordinary business? I have come here 1o
see Lord Pengarth. I am Sir William
Brag, ”

“I am sorry, sir, but Lord Pengarth
is not at home to any visitors.™ replied
Jelks firmly. “If vou will be gond
enough to communicate by letter—--"

“I will do nothing of the sori!” inter-
rupted Sir William angrily. My
correspondence with Lord Pengarth has
been absolutely one-sided. 1 have never
received a line from him, and his atii-
tude is beyond all understanding. 1 am
hﬁrg to settle this matter once and for
all.”

Jelks sighed.

“I am sorry, sir, hut the master rave
very strict orders,” he replicd.

“Open this door at once, and don'
stand there arguing!” shouted Sir
William. “ Do you hear me, you infernal
lackey? Do you think I'm going to ke
defied by a common servant? QOpen the

door!”

Sir William's manner betrayved his
origin.  He had schooled himscelf {for
vears to look dignified and refined. Rui
when he was angry his repose vanished.
He became almost vulgar in expression.
and his carefully trained voice: lest all
its polish, -

“T regret, sir, that I cannot opcin the
door,” said Jelks.

“You—you fool!” roared Sir William.
“Do you realisc that I'm the cuner of
this property? It's mine--cvery inch of
it! Bought and paid for! Why. con-
found you, I hold the title deeds 11 my
pocket! Open this door at once!”

But Jeclks merely shook his
again.

“Lord Pengaril’s orders were final,
sir,” he replied. “I will take him a
message if you desire it.”

“Tve never heard of such idiory in
my life!” raved Sir Willilam. ' Yes, take
him a message. Tell him that 1 want
to speak to him. That’s all. Here,
give him this card!”

Tairly quivering with indignation, Sir
William Brag_ scrawled somicthing on
one of his cards and passed it thirough
the bars. Jelks took it with beccining
dignity and retired. And Waldo, watch:

head

OF

ing from the little
with enjoyment.

There was rsomething really original
about this affair. And Sir Wiﬁiam
Brag, for all his arrogance, was more
to be pitied than blamed. He had
bought the property from the Launces-
ton lawyer, and, quite naturally, he
desired to take possession.

Neither he nor Mr. Simon Slingsby
had dreamed that Lord Pengarth would
resist. 1t had never occurred to them
that the stubborn old earl might bolt
himself in his castle and refuse to shift.
Here, in this twentieth century, his
Jordship was acting in exactly the same
way as his ancestors might have acted
in medieval times,

There. was a quaintness about the
situation which attracted Waldo's whim-
eical mood. And he was determined to
do everything possible to spur his lord-
ship on,  Something of the spirit of
Pengarth Castle was entering his own
veins, and he, too, loocked upon Sir
William Brag = as an impudent intruder.

Mcre money and title deeds counted
for nothing. This was a case ¢f man
against man, and ‘Lord Pengarth, with
the knowledge that his ancestors had
always owned this property, had the
moral right on his side.

His Jordshin was waiting in the big
hall, pacing up and down, and muitering
to himself. BHe glared at Jelks as the
butler stood before him. Jelks was hold-
ing out the card. ,

*What's this?” rapped out Lord Pen-
garth.

“Sir William asked me to present i¢
to yeu, my lord,” said Jelks.

“Then take it away!” roared the Ear]
of Pengarth. “Do vou hear me, Jelks?
Take 1t away! T won't look at it.”

He grabbed the card and adjusted his

window, chuckled

&pectacles so  fiercely that he nearls
knocked them off.
“H'm! What's this? ‘A few words

in private will be much appreciated.” Oh.
will they?” he exclaimed grimly. “ We'll
sec about that, Jelks. We'll sce about
that. Like his confounded impudence !

“Sir Willlam is waiting, my lord!”
exclaimed Jelks tentatively.

“T.et him wait!” stormed T.ord Pen-
rarth. “And I won't see him, ecither!
I won't demean miyself by arguing with
the rascal! Go and tell him that he can
get off my premises, Jelks!”

“Yes. my lord,” said Jelks.

“ Come herc, sir! Don’t walk off like
that!” thundered the earl. ‘“What on
carth’s the matter with you, Jelks? 11l
go to the door myself, and, what's mere,
T'll let this impudent tradesman have a
pg‘;"; of my mind! Gad, I'll send him
off !

‘“Please, dad.” urged Lady Bettr.
taking his arm. “vou’'ll only excite your-
self, and vou know the doctor has told
you to be carefnl! Besides, Sir Wiiliam
1s probably acting in all innocence.”

“Fiddlesticks ¥’ shouted her father.
“As lor the doctor, he 1s a fooi! All
doctors are fools!  For twenty years
they've been telling me that I'm on the
point of dving, and I'm stronger than
ever 1 was. Go away, child, and leave
this to mie!”

Hc¢ pushed hLier arm awav, set his
shoulders back, and marched towards
the great door with a light in his eye
which baded i1l for the waiting Sir
William Prag,

Fuming and fretting, Sir William
wailed. ,

He was in a fine state of fury and in-
dignation.  For wecks he bad becen
negotiating about this castle. He had
seen an advertisement in one of the

(Continued on page 19.)
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The PAUPER of
PENGARTH CASTLE

(Continued from page 10.)

papers, and had made inquiries. And
although he had never seen the interior,
this wasn’t really necessary. For Pen-
garth Castle was one of the most
historic piles in the West of England.

And, what was more to Sir William’s
liking, it was in the market cheap. The
price of the castle and the magnificent
park land struck the woollens merchant
as being ridiculously low. He had inter-
viewed Mr. Simon Slingsby, and he had
heard all about Lord
hard attitude.

And as it was not nccessary to deal
direct with his lordship., the entire
transaction had been completed between
himself and Mr. Slingsby. On the pre-
vious day the final deeds had been signed
and witnessed, and the final cheque paid.

Pengarth Castle and Pengarth Park
now belonged to Sir William* Brag in
their entirety. He was gazing upon his
own domain, and the door of the castle
was barred against him, and he could
gain no admittance. The situation was
not only irritating, but positively ridicu-
lous.

This was no villa, a
among hundreds of others. Pengarih
was a veritable fortress, with oaken
doors and iron bars that had withstood
many a siege. If the earl was obstinate
enough, he could withstand any invasion
or attack short of artillery.

But Sir William refused to admit this
possibility. A few private words with
his lordship, and the latter would rea-
lise his position, and relinquish the
castle.

Possibly there was a misunderstand-
ing, and that could be cleared up in a
very short time. Sir William paled as
he thought of the other alternative. Why,
the ecarl might resist for wceks—he
might refuse to get out, even if the
police were brought! It would require
a regiment to take the castle by storm.

At this alarming point in his thoughts,
Sir William observed the figure of Lord
Pengarth behind the bars of the wicket

ate. Sir William was rather startled.
Seldom had he seen such a fierce, grim
visage.

“Well,
tensely.

“Er—really!” protested Sir William,
confused. *““If you will give Instruc-
tions for the door to be opened, so that
I may talk in private—"

“] have no private business with in-
terlopers, sir!” thundered Lord Pen-
garth. “Leave this property at once,
and never return! Do you hear me?
The Pengarths have never surrendered,
and never will!”

Sir William felt more helpless than
ever.

“But—but this is preposterous!” he
broke out. ‘Do you realise, Lord Pen-
garth, that I have bought this castle?”

His lordship laughed.

“I don’t care if you have bought the
whole of England!” he replied. ¢ This
i1s my home—the home of my ancestors
—-and no power on earth will make me
shift from it!
that rat, Simon Slingsby, and obtain
what consolation you may!”

Sir William lost all control of himself.

small Thouse

sir?” demanded the earl

“You're mad!” he shouted furiously.

“I demand admittance! Good heavens!
Do you think I have paid tens of
thousands of pounds for nothing? This
is my property, and I demand instant

Pengarth’s die-

So vou can go back to .

‘the main door of the castle.

admittance! What is more, Lord Pen-
garth, I shall take full means to obtain
redress for this extraordinary conduct !”

The Karl of Pengarth quivered.

“Go!” he thundered. ““Good gad! Do
you imagine that I will allow a man of
your type to walk these ancient halls?
Never, sir! I don’t care what you have
paid, and I don’t care what vou do!
While I live, you will never cross this
threshold !”

“I will have you ejected by force!’
yelled Sir William.

“Get out, before I shoot you!” ve-
torted the earl. *“Jelks—Jelks! Bring
that gun! By gad, sir, I mean it! I'll
give you two minutes to get out of
sight! Jelks, you old rogue! Where's
that gun?”

*Coming, sir!” came the voice of the
scared butler.

Sir William went a greyish colour.
There was something about Lord Pen-
garth’s attizude which meant grim busi-
nesz.  And the prospect of being pep-
pered at close guarters with a shot-gun
was not exactly enticing,

“You'll hear more about
gasped Sir William frantically.

He bolted to his car like a rabbit, and
leapt in.

*Drive away, Parker!” he gasped.
“Drive to Launceston—Mr. Siingsby’'s
house! Aund hurry! This old man’s
mad—raving mad!”

“Yes, sir,” said the chauffeur breath-
lessly,

He went round the drive, and he ly~l
hardly taken the car a hundred yards
before a shattering report came from

3

this!”

of smoke hovered there. And Sir Wil-
liamm went positively white.

The Earl of Pengarth had fired a
shot into the air as an evidence of his
determination. And Sir William drove
off to Launceston with a scnsation of
unreality.

He had bought Pengarth Castle, but
that was all it amounted to. Buying
the place, and taking possession, were
two entirely different things!

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Situation is Entertaining.

“LOOKS more like a
ruin than an inhabited
castle, guv’nor,” re-
marked Tinker inter-
_estedly. “1 say, it
strikes me we’ve becen
hoaxed! Somebody
has been having a
lark, sir.” .

Sexton. Blake shook
“his head.

“I think not, Tin-
ker,” he replied. =1
will admit that Pen-

garth Castle has a deserted, dilapidated
air, but I know for a fact that the carl
lives here with his daughter. They are
greatly impoverished, and Lord Pen-
garth is more or less of a hermit.”

They had turned the bend in the drive,
and were just driving up to the main
frontage of the castle. Arriving in Laun-
ceston early, they had breakfasted, and
Blake had easily hired a motor-car.

Pengarth Castle was looking pictur-
esque in the sunshine. But no blue sky
and no sunlight could disguise the piti-
ful air of neglect. Both Blake and Tin-
ker regarded the old pile with interest
as they drove up.

On the road from Launceston they had
passed a big limousine, and had caught
sight of a furious-looking man in the
interior. Both had wondered if this
stranger had just come from the castie.
And they had seceived confirmation

A cloud |

lhis

alinost at once, for the neglected drive

showed distinet traces of motor-car
tracks. _
Blake shut off his enginc as they

arrived opposite the moss-grown steps,
Then they walked up, and Blake pulled
the lieavy bell. Dimly, they heard the
jangiing far away.

“I bLelieve the place is ruined, guv’
nor.” morniired Tinker, *“ It seems im-
possible that anybody can live here.
There's not a soul about——" .

The lit*le wicket opened, and the face
of Jelks appeared.

"My, Blake!” he cjaculaied hoarsely.

Jelks was trembling with excitement..

At the very first glimpse. he recognised
the famous detective. 'That five-year-
old 1ncident came back to him with
lerfect claritv. It was this gentleman
who had assisted him to his {cet, after he
had fallen over a loosened stair-rod.

“You are Jelks, I vake 1t 77 said Sex-
ron Blake, 1 scem to remember yvour
face, Jelks, It was you who sent me a
telegrain——-—"

“Yez, sir—yes!” whispered the but-
ler. *There is a gentleman staying herc
who calls himself by your name! He's
imposing on the master, and I'm glad
vou’ve come, siv! I’m mortal glad!”

* Well, Jelks, don’t you think it would
be 4 good idea to open the door?” asked
Blake smoothly. “Surely i1t is not
necessary to talk through this wicket 7

** No, sir—beg pardon, sir!” muttered
Jelks. " But I'm afraid of his lord-
ship, s1ir! I've got strict orders to admit
nobody., So I'd be obliged, sir, if you'd
kecp as quiet as mice! The young gen-
tleman is a friend of yours, sir?”

“I'mi Mr. Biake’s assistant,” said Tin-
ker. *“What's the idea of this
mystery ¥  Anvbody might think we
were planning to burgle the place, or
something !

Rtealthily, Jelks withdrew the bolts,
and Blake gave Tinker a warning
glance. When the great door opened,
they stole silently in. And Jelks set the
bolts once miore. and then led the way
to a narrcw archway in the quaint old
lobby, ' |

Instead of taking the mnew arrivals
straight into the hall, he led them down
a narrow, solemn passage, and by a
roundabout route into a cold, musty-
seiling apartment, which had not been
unsed for years,

“We can talk here, sir,” said Jelks,
rciuining his normal voice. ‘* Nobody
can hear, and I'm relieved that the mas-
ter doesn’t know yet. There’s been rare
happenin’s this morning, sir—only just
before yon came, too!”

And, 1a1 a somewhat scared voice,
Jclks gave a Dbrief account of Sir Wil-
liam Brag 's visit, and the outcome of
1T,

“Py jingo, onr worthy host appears to
Le a bLit of a firebrand!” remarked Tin-
ler, as he digested the story. “ Sent him
off, and fhred a shot after him—-ch?
That's the real old-fashioned way,
guv'nor! We shall have to be careful
aboit meeting old Pengarth!”

**That ve will, sir, an’ no mistake!”
agreed Jelks earnestly. “Like as not,
his lordship will turn ye out befor’ ye
can have time to explain! This other
gent has wormed his way into the
master’'s confidences, an’ they’re like
brotheis!  The queerest thing I ever
saw, sir! But, then, this other gent
saved my Lady Betty's life, an’ that
makes a real difference!”

Scxton BRlake was thoughtful for a few
monients.  This stranger had gained
admittance to the castle by a mere
chance, it scemed. Rendering a service
to Lady Betty, he had brought her home,
ana. had naturally been asked to stay.
But it was a poser why he had given
rame a3 " Nexton Blake.” The mun
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was obviously up to some mischiet, ovy
he would never have adopted such a|
subterfuge. ‘ i

Blake did not quite understana thel
affair of Sir William Brag:; . He tnought
the butler had got hold or it wrong. if
Sir Wiliiam was really in possession of
the title-deeds, Lord Pengarth would
never refuse him admittance. It was
vuthinkabie.  But Sexton Blake didn’t
know lLord Pengarth yet.

*As far as vou know, we have becn
admitted without anybody Lkuowing?”
he asked.

" Yes. sir! The master and the other
gentleman are in the library, an the
windows overlook the north wing,” ex-
plained Jelks. My lady 1s upstairs.
so I don't think your arrivat is known
yet.” ‘

“I would like to get a glimpsa of this
masquerader without his koowing i,
if 1 could,” said Blake thoughtfuily.
“It would be a big help—"

- Ay, sir, T've got 1t!” interrupted
Jelks quickly. *“1I never thought of 1t
before! There is a way, sure enough ™ |

Without explaining he led the way out
of the apartinent, and they wenc along
a hollow-sounding paved passage with
an arched roof. After one or two turns
Jelks led the way through a tmy slit
of a stone doorway, They were now in
aimost tota! darkness. And the passage
which Jelks walked along was exiremely
narrow,

*“This way, sir I he whispered. “Just
ye look here, an’ you'll see right into the
library. At onec time o' day this was a
secret passage, but his lordship had it
opened years ago.”

He fumbled in the darkness and slid !
something back along the wall at about
the height of his shoulders. Then, draw-
ing Sexton Blake further along, he
whispered for him to look.

Blake found himself opposiie a round
Lkind of spy-hole as big as a tea-sauvcoer.
iie was looking straight into Lord Pen-
garvth's library. And at the very first
glance Blake caught his breath In
sharpiy.

Tor he was looking straight ai Waldo,
tne Wonder-Man !

Waido was taking his ease on a soft |
lounge. and indulging in a cigar. Lorid
Peugarth was standing with his back to
the fireplace, and he was grimly do-
ciaring that he would never give way.
tie liked this visitor of his—this Blake.
I{e was a man after his own heart !

For Waldo had been urging L.ord Pen-
garth on from the very start, and was
sriil doing so. After his daughter’s con-
rinuous advice that they should quietly
vacate the castle, Waldo’s attitude of
definn:ce was agreeable.

Neither of the men was aware of a
change in the appearance of the wall.

The spy-hole was high in the library
wall. and cunningly concealed at the
base of some ornamental moulding.
And so, although the hole was so big,
onlv the sharpest of sharp eyes could
have detected 1t from the library.

Blake closed the little shutter, and he
and Jelks and Tinker made their way
ont of the gloomy passage.

“Well, sir—well?”  asked
tensely.

“You acted with great discretion in
telegraphing me last night, Jelks,” said
Sexton Blake cquictly. “The man in
Lord Pengarth’s company is a famous
criminal named Rupert Waldo.™

Tinker clutched at the air.

“Waldo!” he gasped excitedly,

“There is no necessity to go into those
melodramatic gestures, Tinker,” said
Blak. “I am very glad we came. 1
cannot possibly imagine what Waldo's
game can be, but there is no question of
its crookedness.”

*“The--the man is a criminal, sir?”

Jgclks

asked Jelks in alarm. “May the saints
save us! What can he be doing here?

i An' he savin’ m’lady’s life, too! I don't

>

believe it, sir! There's trickery—

“No, Jelks, T can quite believe that
Waldo saved Lady Betty’s life in the
way you have described,” said Sexton
Blake. *“Although a  dangerous
criminal, he has a gallant side to his
character. Waldo, indeed, is a most
surprising man, And the situation is
rather awkward, "We cannot deal with
him as we would with any ordinary
malefactor.”

“That’s a fact, sir!” agreed Tinker,
“With his terrific strength and his
monkey tricks he can evade us without
any trouble. And even if we brought a
r{o%en policemen here, he'd still escape
us 1"

Blake frowned.

“¥For once, Tinker,

vou have not
exaggerated,” he said

thoughtfully.

**Your statement sounds absurd, but it

happens to be the truth. I think I shall
tace Waldo at once and ask him what
his game 15, There is no sense in letting
this deception .go on.”

“You'll take the bull by the horns,
sir " asked Tinker eagerly.

“Yes, it is the better way.”

Blake had decided on brisk action.
[le beliecved that Waldo was merely
pandering to his craving for the un-
usual. He could hope to gain nothing
by staying in this poverty-stricken
castle.  And, obviously, he had given
the false name in order to obtain Lord
Pengarth’s confidence. It was high
time that his lordship was undeceived.

“Jelks, you will please go into the
library and announce us in the formal
manner—Mr. Blake and Mr. Tinker,”
said the detective. ‘‘You can then
leave the rest to me.”

“But the master gave orders, sir—

“I will take all responsibility,” inter-
rupted Blake.

There was something about his
manner which Jelks could not stand up
against. Although agitated and
worried, he led the way to the library,
knocked at the door, and entered.

“If vou please, my lord— " he
began,

“Woli?” barked Lord Pengarth,
looking across the quaint, old-fashioned
apartment. ‘““What is it jyou want,
Jelks? I distinctly told you not to

pother me! Bless my soul, 1 can’t have

five minutes alone without an inter-
ruption from you! What do you want,
sir ¥

“Mr. Blake, my lord, and Mr.
Tinker!” announced Jelks, with a kind
of gasp. 4

Sexton Blake and Tinker entered
quickly, and Lord Pengarth stared in
anger and amazement. To Tinker's
astonishment Rupert Waldo remained
at his ease on the lounge. A genial
smile playéd rotind his mouth.

“Splendid I he murmured, “If there
was one thing required to make the
situation entertaining that one thing
has happened. Blake, old man, how are
vou? Haven't seen you for weeks!”

The Wonder-Man's cool assurance was
at his service on the flash. He rose
leisurely, and_ for a moment he and
Blake eved one another.

“What are you doing here, Waldo?”
demanded Blake quietly.

“(Confound it, what’s all this busi-
ness ?” roared Lord Pengarth, breaking
in. ‘“And who, sir, are you? And
what do you mean by addressing Mr.
Blake as Waldo? Jelks, didn't I tell
vou to admit nobody——"

“One moment, Lord Pengarth—
please!” interrupted Waldo smoothly.
*I must confess to a little deception. I

Lhad hoped that it would continue
longer, but no matter. In one way the

situation has increased the interest, for
it 1s always gratifying to meet old
friends.”

“I don't understand
growled the carl.

“But you will, sir—you will!” said
Waldo patiently. *“I offer you my
humble apologies. I ani not Mr. Sexton
Blake, as I intimated—for Mr. Sexton
Blake now stands beforc you, accom-
panied by his brilliant young assistant,
Tinker.  Are they not a handsome
pair?”’

Lord Pengarth spluttered.

“Have you gone mad, sir?” he de-
manded, glaring.

“I am merely pointing out that f am
not everything I have appeared to be,”
replied Waldo gracefully. “The time
has arrived for me to make my bow
and depart in pPeace. So, Lord Pen-
garth, with your permission—and yours,
Blake—I will leave the stage. Good-
morning. gentlemen! It is quite pos-
sible that we shall soon meet again!”

He bowed, smiled, and strolled
leisurely out of the library.

you, sir!”

THE EIQHTH CHAPTER.
Advico on Both Sides.

SEXTON BLAKE
had made no attempt

to hinder Waldo's
departure, for the
simple reason that
any such attempt

would have been fore-
doomed to failure.
He, Tinker, Lord Pen-
carth, and Jelks, with
their united efforts,
could not have
stopped Waldo from
going, and he knew it.

For the Wonder-Man had earned his
name by rcason of his amazing strength
and cat-like agility, He Ead been
known to outwit a dozen detectives,
even at close quarters. It was far
better to let him walk out unhindered,
and thus avert a scene—for he would
have walked out, in any case.

Everybody was startled—at least,
Lord Pengarth and Jelks were. "They
watched Waldo go rather blankly., He

passed through the doorway and com-
pletely vanished. IEven Lady Detty,
who came in a moment later, had scon
no sign of the Wonder-Man.

“Oh!” she exclaimed as she entered.
“I am sorry! I did not know there
were visitors—-"

“Jelks !” thundered Lord Pengarth,
recovering himself. ‘““Jelks, go out and
bring Mr. Blake back at once! 1 don’t
know what he means by that ecxtra-
ordinary story of his!”

“The man was speaking the truth,
Lord Pengarth,” interrupted Blake.
‘“He is Waldo, a criminal, and I am
Sexton Blake. Ii any doubt lingers in
your mind with regard to that point I
can prove my identity at once.”

“Prove nothing, sir!” roared the earl.
# Jelks, what the devil do you mean by
admitting these people? More of
Slingsby's spies? The sheriff, probably,
with a warrant to have me ejected. You
infernal fool, didn’t I tell you——"

“Jt's Mr. Blake, sir!” exclaimed
Jelks, scared.  “I—I knew the other
gentleman wasn’t Mr. Blake, and I sent
off a telegram.”

“Wh-at!” ejaculated Lord Pengarth.
“Do you mean to stand there, man, and
tell me that you sent for this gentle-
man ?”

“Yes, my lord. I—I—"

“There. 15 really no necessity for this
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confusion,” interrupted Blake smoothly.
“It can be explained in a few words.
The situation is quite simple.”

And, in his own level manner, Blake
put the facts in a nutshell. Even I.ord
Pengarth was compelled to quicten down
nnder the famous detective’'s calm,
dignified manner. Rut cven though
Lord Pengarth was convinced, he didn't
secem to like the change.

“We have no intention of intruding,
Lord Pengarth, but it was necessary for
us to come down in erder to ascertain
the facts,” concluded Blake. “1 must
warn you, also, that Waldo is a dan-
gereus man, although I do not {fancy he
was engaged in any criminal work under
your roof.”

“T should think not, sir T should
think rot!” growled his lovdship. A
iinc fellow! 1 canmot doubt your werd,
although T am &till astonished. But this
Waldo, whatever you say ahout him. 1-
a gentleman! You hecar me, sir—a
thorough gentleman!”

““Oh, father. you must be wrong:'”
exclaimed Lady Betty. “ Mr. Blake tells
us that the man is a eriminal.”

“I can't help what Mr. Blake tells
us!” grunted Lord Pengarth.  “The
man’s gone, and I'm infernally sorry. 1
liked him. A man after my own heart.
Plenty of strength and determination.”

He turned to Blake coldly.

“Don’t think me inhospitable. «iv, but
you will oblige me by leaving thesc pre-
mises at the earliest possible momenz.”
he said, with a defiant glare. “You
gained 4dmittance without my know-
ledge, and now you wiil please me if you
take your departure.”

Scxton Blake bowed.

“As you wish, Lord Pengarth,” he
replied quietly.

“Jelks,” snapped the earl, “show the
gentlemen out! And remeinber, cpen
the door to nobodv! I won't have my
mstructions defied !”

He turned his back and fumed. Lady
Betty wae greatly distressed, and hardly
knew what to do.

Sexton Blake and Tinker left the
Liblrlary, and walked out into the big

all.

“Well, this is a rummy business, si,”
murmured Tinker. ‘“TFirst we meet
Waldo, and then we're politely kicked
cut! I can’t say I think much of Lerd
Pengarth as a host. I've known meore
hospitable men.” .

“His lordship is a bit of a character,””
replied Blake. “I have never met him
before, but I have heard quitc a lot
about him. His action in no way sur-
prises me. We can do nothing but go.”

“And what about Waldo?”

“I hardly know what to do,” admitted
Sexton Blake thoughtfully. “To attempt
any search for him would he a mere
waste of time. As wc have good reason
to know, he is as clusive as a will-o’-the-
wisp. But I would give a great deal to
know what his exact game 1s.”

Tinker smiled.

“That’s all right, sir; you'll know,”
he said confidently. “I ecan’t imagine
vou leaving thie district without getting
to the root of things.”

Lady Betty HamiltonPage
approached Sexton Blake and 'Tinker
before they could take their departure.
She was looking flushed and rather dis-
tressed. Her father’s brusque behaviour
was always a worry to her. ‘

“Please don't go, Mr. Blake!” she
said quickly. ‘“You mustn’t take any
notice of my father. He doesn't mean
to be rude. It’s only his way.”

“So I gather,” sard Blake, smiling.
“But I am afraid we arc mere intruders:
and now that my mission 13 accomplished
it only remains for us to go.”

*“But I don’t understand, and I want
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Somewhere in the castle a scream had sounded —a long,

horrible sort of sound —which had been abruptly cut off

its climax.

Instinctively he knew that a iragedy had happened.
(See page 24.)

Blake stood up, rigid.

LR

vou to explain!” insisted the girl
“Please come over by the window, and
sit down. And you mwustn’'t think of
leaving the castle in this way.
be dreadful!”

“It is very nice of you, Lady Betty,
but I am afraid we must respect your
father’s wishes,” said Blake geutly.

“But you needn’t—really!” she
sisted. “I can soon talk him round. 1
always can.
about—about—-
awkwardly.

“ About my identity?”’ smiled Blake.
“Well, hardly, Lady Belty. Jelks, for
one, can vouch for me. It was he who

?  She pauszed rather

secnt me a telegram, telling me that:
[ that sort of thing cannot be done nowa-

somebody was masquerading here under
my name.”

“Forgive me, Mr. Blake, fcr appear-
ing to doubt you,” said Lady Bettw.
“But ¥ am really quite confused.  This
man you called Waldo was so charming.
so gentlemanly in every way. It seems
incredible that he can be a c¢riminal.”

“Charm of manner is one of Waldo's
greatest assets,” said Blake gravely.
“He is constantly using it to gain admit-
tance to the best circles. 1 can assure
you, Lady Betty, that Waldo is a dan-
gerous man. At the same time, he has
niany gentlemanly instincts, and 1 de
not believe that he was staying under
your roof with the idea of personal
gain.”

“1 agree with you when you say that
he has gentlemanly instincts,” replied
the girl quetly. *“He has been most
charming ever since he arrived. At the
same time, I am afraid he has done
much to encourage my father in  his
obstinate attitude. T do wish you would
stay, Mr. Blake, and convince my father
that the position is hopeless.”

“JI am afraid T do not quite follow.”

It would

Of course, there's no doubt -

i

|

“But vou know of our drezdiul pre-
dicamient 7’

“Jelks gave mie a hint or two. but
they sounded so extraordinary that 1
gave them scant attention,” replied
Blake. "1 uvnderstand that you are in
danger of being evicted? Surely that is

1 an 1mcorrect statement?”
in-

“Unfortunately, it is only ioo true.”
rephed - Lady Betty sadly. “The castle
has been sold over our heads, Mr. Blake,
and the new owner desires posscssion. It
is enly natural, of course. But my father
refuses to leave. He swears that he will
die rather than surrender.”

Blake shook his head.

“1 admire your father’s spirit; but

days,” he replied. “ And I hope you
will not press mc in this matter, Lady
Betty. 1 should net like to interfere in
this delicate situation.”

“0Oh, but vcu won't be interfering!”
she said quickly. *The situation is now
<0 extreime that you must stay, Mr.
Rlahe—you really must! T don’t know
what we shall do if you go. It will all
end up in seme terrible tragedy.”

“But Lord Pengarth wouldn't really

shoot this- Sir William Bragy would
he?” asked Tinker curtously.
“He would:.” she declared. I am

sure of 1t!”

Sexton Blake looked grave.

“Yonr father is several hundred years
behind his time!” he exclaimed. *IHe
should have lived in the fifteenth. cen-
tury, and then thrs sort of thing would
have bcen quite permissible.  But he
really cannci take the law info his own
Lands in such a drastic way. It will
ounly end up in disaster and humibia-
tion.”

The givl took hold of Blake's arm in
her anxiety.
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“I am glad to hear you say that, Mr.
Blake!” she exclaimed. “ I want you to
stay here, and please talk to m+ father
and bring him round. This man—this
Waldo—oniy had the opposite effect upon
him, and I was getting quite frightened.
Sir William Brag 1is not to blame. He
has bought the property. and it is our
duty to go. If you can only convince my
father of that you will have done us an
incalculable service.”

lake hesitated.

“It really seems like interfering in a
purely family affair,” he demurred.
*“ Honestly, Lady Betty, it is not my
style of thing at all. And, while agreo-
ing that there is no other course, it cer-
tainly goes against the grain. My
svmpathies are all with yvour father. 1
have nothing but admiration for his
rocklike attitude. _At the same time, it
won't do.”

‘“No, we must go—there iz no other
course,” said the girl. It pains me as
much as it pains him. for I love the old
castle. It will be a dreadful wrench to
leave it, and to know that it is in the
hands of strangers. But having fallen
victims to Mr. Slingsby's treacherv. it
is my father’s duty to abide by the
result. Please make him realise that,
Mr. Blake.”

Blake could not refuse her. But he
only promised to stay on consiicration
that she told hcr father at once. The
detective was certainly not going to re-
main an uninvited guest.

And thus it was that Sexton Blake and
Tinker became involved.

Sir William Brag paced up and down
like a cat on hot bricks. He was so
furious that it was impossible for him to
51t down.

“I tell you I'll have the police info
this affair!” he threatened. “That’s
not a threat, Slingsby, it's a statemoent !
Man alive, do you think I'm going to
be fooled about like this? I won’t have
it ! That castle is mine, and I mecan to
gain possession !”

Sir William was in the privacy of Mr.
Simon Slingsby’s study. The house was
an old-fashioned one on the outskirts
of Launceston, and its meanness of ap-
pearance matched that of its owner.

Mr. Slingsby was seated at his desk—
a thin man, with drooping shoulders and
a lean, cadaverous face. He was sixty,
at least, and his clean-shaven cheeks
were lined, wrinkled, and sallow. Two
deep-set eves watched Sir William as
he paced up and down.

“It's all xight, Sir Williammn—there's
no neced to get excited,” said Mr.
Slingsby, in a soft. care~sing voice.
“It's only a matter of arrangement.”

“Arrangement be hanged!” shouted
the knight. “That's what you told me
last time—and look what's happened.
I'm not going to be fooled about like
this !”

“ Yes,
calm—--"

“ Have I bought that property or have
1 not?” demanded Sir William, pausing
in front of the desk, and bringing his
fist down with a crash. “That's what I
want to know, Slingsby ! Have I bought
that property, or have I not?”

“Of course you have bought it, Sir
William,” said the lawyer gently.
“There has never been any dispute on
that  point. Pengarth  Castle 1s
yours—"

“My freehold property.”

“ Exactlv—your frechold property,”
agreed Mr. Slingsby.  “But it won't
help matters if you persist in this ex-
cited attitude, Sir William. We shall
be able to deal with Lord Pengarth to
our mutual satisfaction if you will only
regain control of yourself.”

Sir William Brag sat down heavily.

“Very well I” he panted. “‘If you are
so clever, perhaps you will tell me what
is to be done. Personally T am at a
lnoss., I have bought this property—I
have paid vyou for it——every brass far-
thing, and now I come to you for an
explanation.”

Mr. Slingsby shrugged his shoulders.

““An explanation?” he repeated.

“Yes, confound you—an explanation !”
rapped ont Sir William. “Don’t I de-
serve one? You are ILord Pengarth’s
Jawyer—you have dealt with this tran-
saction from first to last. And now,
afrer evervthing is signed and settled,
and wich the title-deeds in my pocket,
I can’t even get in the place.”

’but if you will only be

“Of course, it is perfectly prepos-
terous——" _ .
“It’s insane!” snapped Sir William.

“I've bought plenty of property in my
time, Slingsby, and I've never had this
experience before. And Pengarth

.Castle, too—my future home!”

Mr. Simon Slingsby leaned back in his
chair and removed his glasses. He
waz upset and alarmed, but he took
care not to show it. He had never ‘sus-
spected that Lord Pengarth would be
such a bard nut to crack in the end. He
had thought, indeed, that his lordship
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would knuckle under without a trace of
fighting, after all hope had gone.

Slingsby had at last reached the point
he had been striving at for years. He
had drained the Earl of Pengarth to the
last penny, and had sold his castle over
his head. It was an awkward contre-
temps when Lord Pengarth refused to
acknowledge the sale. Unless dealt with
delicately, it might mean all sorts of
1nquiries.

And Mr. Slingsby was particularly
anxious to avoid inquiries. There was
no trickery about the documents—every-
thing was in perfect order. But, at the
same time, Mr. Slingsby’s reputation
would not be enhanced if all the facts
were dragged into the light of day in a
civil court.

“You tell me that Lord Pengarth
flatly refused to admit you?” he asked.

* He not only refused to adinit. me, but
he had the infernal impudence to fire a
gun at me!” snorted Sir William, with
righteous indignation. “I've a good
!ni'r,l,d to go and tell the police about
1t .

** Do nothing rash, Sir William—it will
only make things more difficult,” said
the lawyer. ‘“Naturally, Lord Pengarth
takes this thing to heart. He 1s an
obstinate old man—a crank. You must
bear with him, and where direct methods
fail you must apply indirect methods.”

“1 don’t know what you mean.”

“I mean that you must gain admit-
tance to the castle by stealth,” said Mr,
Slingsby smoothly, *‘I can supply you
with several men——

“No, I'll be hanged if I will!” inter-
rupted Sir William, jumping to his
feet again. ‘“I'm not going to break
into my own property! Keep your pre-
posterous idea to yourself, Slingsby.
1'll apply for an eviction order——"’

“Well, of course, you can do that,”
said Mr. Slingsby coldly. “'That is your
own look-out. You will certainly gain
vour end, but it will be very costly.”

“I don’t care what the charges are!”
stormed Sir William.

“J was not talking in terms of money,
Sir William.”

“What the thunder do you mean?”

“It is your intention, I think, to take
up your residence in the castle?” asked
Mr. Slingsby. “You will not be popu-
lar in Cornwall if you submit Lord
Pengarth to such a grave humiliation.
Socially, you will be an outcast, and life
at Pengarth Castle will not be very
pleasant. His lordship, although poor,
is greatly respected.*

Sir Wif]imn paused, thinking of Lady
Brag and her social ambitions.

“I hadn’t looked at it in that way!”
he growled. “Well, what alternative
is there? What do you suggest?” .

And Mr. Slingsby talked quietly for
ton minutes, and Sir William Brag s
eyes began to sparkle,

»

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Tragedy.
DINNER was in pro-
gress at Pengarth
Castle.

It was a picturesqi2
little scene.  Outside
the dusk was deepen-
ing, and the corner of
the big hall was illumi-
nated by bunches of
candles. The table
was simple, but never-
less dignified. At the
head sat the Earl of
Pengarth, and at the
foot his daughter acted as an admirable
hostess. On either side sat Sexton Blake
and Tinker.

“I am glad you stayed, Mr. Blake,”

A}
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said his lordship gruffly. “Trust my
daughter to know the right thing! But
I’'m an excitable old man, and it’s just
as well to take no notice of me.”

“1 shall know in future, Lord Pen-
garth,” smiled Sexton Blake. ‘At the
same time, I don’t quite agree with you.
In my opinion, you have every reason to
be angered and incensed. The prospect
of lo’sing Pengarth Castle must be gall-
ing.’ ,

“Galling, eh?” said Lord Pengarth.
“Not at all, Mr. Blake—not at all!
For I have no intention of losing the
castle. Not the slightest intention! 1
shall not shift. Not one foot will I set
outside this houge at the command of the
mtruder !’

His die-hard spirit was as strong as
ever, and, even as he spoke, some of his
old fire returned.

Juring the afternoon Lady Betty had
‘““talkcd him round,” as she had pro-
mised, and the old gentleman was now
mightily pleased that Sexton Blake and
Tinker were remaining as his guests.
His one regret was that Blake failed to
see eye to eye with him in this momen-
tous crisis.

He had already told the famous detec-
tive the story of Simon Slingsby's
treachery. And Blake inwardly sym-
vathised with the unfortunate old peer.
To express open sympathy was to invite
an outburst, however.

“People declare that my fallen for-
“tunes are. all due to the Pengarth
Curse,” continued hLis lovdship, as the
meal was drawing to a close. * Sometimes
I think they are right. It is certainly
very extraordinary.”

“The Curse?” asked
estedly.

- “Yes, my boy,” said Lord Pengarth.

?)’

Tinker inter-

“Perhaps—who  knows ?—Slingsby is
. merely the ordained instrument. For
gencrations—f{or centuries—there has

- been a Sacred Cross in the possession of
our family. Legend has it that if this
Cross leaves our possession, misfortune
will fall upon the Pengarth family. DBe
that as it may, since the night the Cross
was stolen misfortune has slowly and
surely overwhelmed me.”

“Perhaps it is merely cocincidence,”
said Blake.

“That is my own opinion; but at the
same time I sometimes find myself think-
. ing differeatly,” admitted the earl
“The Pengarth Cross was taken at the
same tine as Lady Pengartii's jewellery,
We were rich then. The Pengarth fer-
tunes were in a healthy condition. The
first tragedy was the death of my dear
wife. Did I suspect Slhingsby of
treachery?  Never! In my folly, I
allowed the reptile to have complete and
. absclute control over my affairs. It was
not until recently that I rcceived the
shock.”

Lord Pengartli’s voice had dropped
now, and ke was talking quietly.

Sexton Blake cculd we!l understand
the terrible hlow that had fallen when
his lordship had discevered the truth.

The man he had trusted all his life
had basely betraved hira. And, what
was more to the point. he had betrayed
him in such a way that there vwas no
possible redress. .

In his own blindness, Le had even
signed away his rights to the castle it-
self. Things had grown from had to
worse. e had obtained mortgages,
little realising what Slingsby hLad in
wind. : .

And now, too late. he was a pauper—
and Slingshy was wallowing in the spoils
of his victory. He had drained his client
of }Eiis last penny, and the end was in
sight.

“But I won’t go!” declared Lord Pen-
garth. “Never! They can voing police

here—they can bring the British Army
itself! But when I leave Pengarth
Castle fer good. I shall be carried out
in my coffin! Never will I relinquish
my rights!”

There was something rather fine about
his bearing as he spoke, and Sexton
Blake was at a loss. It was very diffi-
cult to deal with the old gentleman.

“I have nothing but admiration for
your wonderful spirit, Lord Pengartih,
but is this attitude wise 7 asked Blake
quietly. ““Would it not be better to
avert all further trouble and humilia-
tion ?”

His lordship shook his head.

“This affair 1s bigger than mere
wizdom, Mr. Blake,” he replied. “When
I am calm and cool—as now—I realise
that it would be wise to accept defeat.
But I will never do that. I am a Pen-
gartb—an old-fashioned man, perhaps,
but that cannot be helped. I regard this
castle as mine. and any man who tries
to turn me out of it is myv enemy. Let
him. arouse me at his peril!”

“But, dad, Mr. Slingsby and Sir
William Brag have the law on their
side,” put in Lady Betty softly. “ And
we must bow before the law. That 1s
inevitable.”

“Your daughter is right, sir,” said
Sexton Blake. “I wish I could advise
vou otherwise, but I cannot. Let me
urge you——""

“No! I won’t hear a word!” inter-
rupted Lord Pengarth, glaring fiercely.
“Not a word, sir! This castle is the
stronghold of the Pengarths—they have
held it for centuries against the invader,
My duty is plain. They will only enter
over my dead body!”- '

And there was something in Lord Pen-
garth's tone which proved that he was
i deadly earnest,

v .

Like <hadows of the night, a number
of forms crept up towards Pengarth
Castle.

It was later in the evening. and the
dusk had deepened into night. It was, of
course, still comparatively ecarly, and
Sexton Blake and Lord Pengarth were
in the library. Tinker was with Lady
Betty in the drawing-room. listening to
a further account of Simon Slingsby’s
villainy from the worried girl.

But outside, unknowan to aill, lurked
these forms.

There were five of them altogether.
Sir William DBrag Lad arriyed with
four helpers, and this time his mission
was clear. He had decided to take Simon
Slingsby’s advice, and enter the castle
by stealth.

Ie was doing nething against the law.

It was his own property, and so he had
a perfect right to cuter or leave it as he
pleased, and in any way hLe pleased.
And once inside with his men, it would
be all plain sailing.

He would then be lord ef his own
castle. And he gloatingly pictured to
himself what would happen then. ILet
Lord Pengarthh rave and threaten as he
pleased! If there was any nonszense, the
old fool would be threwn out, and his
own belts and bars would be used
against him!

Sir William was filled with glee at the
very prospect. Not usually a ferocious
man, his fight to gain pos<ession of his
own property had rendered him almost
bloodthirsty. And he looked forward
with acute pleasure to the coming mecet-
ing—once he was inside.

“T'll get my own back with interest!” |

“T1l
Any

vowed Sir William to himself,
teach the old idiot to bar me out!
nonsense, and out he’ll go with his
daughter and his two servants! Then
they'll know what it’s like to be bolteds

v

out! Tll have my own way in this
affair, by Heaven!” 3

It was with real pleasure that he
watched the procecedings.

The four “men were. quite honest
fellows, and they had been told just
sufficient to satisfy them that everythin
was above board. As Mr. Slingsby hag
explained, Lord DPengarth- was an
obstinate man, and this drastic course
was being taken to save him from the
humiliation of an cviction order.

One of the men was a blacksmith, and,
having mounted some steps, he lost no
time 1n getting to work upon one of the
smaller windows. It was heavily barred,
and impregnable against the bare hands.

But the blacksmith was armed with a
hacksaw, files, and other tools. The
hacksaw was sufficient. He commerced:
ptlltting' the first bar, and soon conquered
it.

The next one followed, and then a
third. All were torn out from the upper
sockets. The window itself proved no
great barrier. Five minutes’ work, and
1t succumbed.

‘*“All ready now, sir,” murmured the
blacksmith, as he descended the steps.
“I think you said you wanted to get in
first?”

“Yes, yes!” exclaimed Sir William.
“Splendid! You men had better remain
out here.” |

“Won’t ye want us to come in, sir?”

“Not yvyet—not yet!” replied the
knight. “If possible, I wish to avoid all
unpleasantness, much as I havc heen
angered. You will only be required in
case of need. It is possible that Lord
Pengarth will resist. If so, I must re-
luctantly call you in. Otherwise, vou
will remain here until you get further
orders from me.”

Sir Williain mounted the steps, and a
glow of triumph surged through him
as he set foot inside the castle. In spito
of the old earl’s obstinacy, he had been
conquered! It was the only way to deal
with such pig-headedness!  Ordinary
methods were useless.

Outside, the men stood near the wall,
talking in low tones. They didn't quite
like the affair, but thevy were being weil
paid, and were assured that everything
was in perfect order.

In the library, Sexton Blake and Leord
Pengarth talked. They were discussing
antiques now—one of his lordship’s
favourite topics. The earl excused him-
self, in order to fetch a particularly
prized object of art. And, by a curicus
coincidence, Lord Pengarth left the
library alone at almost exactly the same
moment as Sir William Brag entercd
the castle by means of the window,

Thus the situation stood.

Sir William Brag entered by the
window, and at the same time Lord Pen-
garth left the library and went out along
the dim passages. ‘

Not one soul in that gaunt old house-
hold suspected that tragedy—stark and
horrible—was in the air. Sexton Blake,
sitting in the library, was idly wonder-
ing what his course of action should be.
He had half a mind to take Tinker with
him on an exploration of the deserted
buildings.

He finally decided upon this course.
;_then he started and rose sharply to his
ect. ,

Somewhere in the castle a sercam hail
sounded—a long, horrible sort of sound
—which had been abruptlv cut off befoic
reaching its climax. Blake stocd rigid.

Instinctively he knew that a tragedy
had happened.

. . . [ L} . .

Tinker, in the drawing-room, looked

quickly at Lady Betty. She had paused
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in her playing, and was ]\)uth" for
atiether piece of music.

“Did vou hear that?’ he asked

“What ever can have happened?” said
the girl, catching her breath in. “Do—
do vou think——="

" She didn't exactly  Imow  what she
meant. and she ran from the room, with
her chooks paling.  Tinker followed

They found Sexton Blake in the big
hatl. '

“Did you hear 1t, too,
Tinker swiftly,

“Yes.” replied Blake, *“Tady
picase remain horel” _

Without another word he hurried
down a corvidor. Ilis sense of direction
tald him that the sound had come from
.ﬂamnm"}am.‘ on this side of the building.
1o and Tisker made all haste.

()Llf‘-_-td(‘, the four men were
helter-skeltor acvess the parklands. The
sound had reached themn mere dlearly
than anyv of the others, and they were
badly frightened. They fled.

Blake's electric torch was switched
on, and he went down passage after pas-
sage, keen and grim. And then, turn-
ing a corncr, he suddenly checked. The
.1ght from his torch revealed a dreadful
scene.

The Earl of Pengarth was standing
there, apparently dazed. In one hand he
held a guttering candle. A window
stood open near bx, and the night wind
was blowing in with a chilly touch,

In the earl’s other hand he held his
heavy stick—without which he never
moved. And on the floor, huddled at
his feet, lay something as till as death,
)If was the figure of a man.

“Keep back Tinker !” muttered Blake
ten--el_y

He moved forward, and, taking no
notice of Lord Pengarfh he knelt down,
Hashing his light upon the huddled form.
It was that of Sir Willlam DBrag.
Blake had never seen the man before,
but he recognised him on the mstant
from Lord Pengarfh description,

And Sir William Brag was dead.

Sexton Blake, who had seen death in
many forms, knew this at the first
glance. The unfortunate knight had met
his end in a dreadful manner. The

sir?” aszked

-Ij’ D t i j" »

unning

flonf part of bis shull was crushed. He
nust have recetved one awful blow
W h[t ‘h had brought instantancous death.
Flis scream had evidently been uttered
as the death-thyust was abcut to be
dealt,
Grimly
faced tha Kar!
to hind that the facts were

Blake ross to his feet and
of Pongarth, It seemed

ohvious. The

carl had acetdentally come upon Nir
Yillintn Rrag  breaking in, there had
hren a second’s altercation, and this

tragedy was the result,

I}%fin;f’iwly Blake
carl’s heavy stick.

“ Lord Pﬂr:ga rth, what has happened?”
asked the detective sternly,

The Earl of Pengarth looked at Blake
in a strange wagy, his eyes !n'n.qmn with
a kind of dazod-looking light,

“I1-1 uttered, 1
heard a

glanced at the

por
Jdon't i:.‘n'.\ e m

came along this p{l:\.:‘ﬁ_lg-;'_l
seream——  Uunggah!”

Suddenty he grew absolutely rigid,
and a curious gurgle sounded in his

throat. Then, before Blake could touch
him, he just as suddenly became limp
and collapsed into an inert heap. His
eyes were open and staring, and his lined
old face was almost waxen,

“ Good heavens!” muttered Blake.

“He's dead, sir!” panted Tinker, com-
ing up., “ Apoplexy!”

“ A stroke of some kind, certainly,”
agreed Blake swiftly. “Hold the light,
Tinker—hold it! No, he's not dead.
His heart beats and he breathes. But I
am afraid it will be touch and go.”

Gently they carried the stricken peer
into the hall, where Lady DBetty and
Jelks and Martha were waiting in a
little frightened group. The girl ran
forward as she saw the still form of Ler
father.

“D;’Cl'." she
scream.

“Please, Lady Betty—please!” ex-
claimed Sexton Blake. “Your father
has had a stroke, but he still lives.
Tinker, vou muzt go at once for the
doctor and for the no‘uo. Every second
1s of value,

“The poor maszicr—the poor masier!™
moaned Jelks, looking ten years older.

Lreathed, with a little

“What's happened, sir?” :

But he soon knew what had hap
pened, and so did the others. And the
same thought was mutual. The Earl of
Pengarth had settled this erisis by com-
mitting the act of murder!

In his grim determination to obtain
possession of the castle he had struck the
intruder down with all the strength of
his fierce obstinacy. But as he was near
to death’s -door himself the whole pro-
blem was solved.

Dut Sexton Blake was not satisfed.

He could not forget tha carl’'s last
words:

“T came along this
scream.”

If his lordship had spoken the truth,

passage—1I heard a

the crime had taken place hefore he

arrived. On the face of it thore seemed
no possibility of Lord Pengarth’s inne-
cence being proved, His guilt was be-
vond all question.

Everything pointed to it from first to
last.

If such was actually the case and he
died, then the whole affair was over and
there was no further problem. .

But Sexton Blake could not forget
that Rupert Waldo was probably within
the castle. Did Waldo know anything
about this tragedy? Even thiz seemed
incredible, for the Wonder-Man swas
famed for his clean fighting, He never
killed; he seldom even injured. It was
not like him to commit such a point-
less, needless murder.

On the other hand, the Earl of Pen-
garth had every motive.

“I rather fancy, kaer that our work
here is done.” said Sexton Blake a little
later, while they were waiting for the
doctor to conclude his examination,
“The police will soon be here, but their
presence is needless. “1th Lord Pen-

garth dead, the case ends.

But even as he apokp these words
Blake inwardly felt that he was wrong.
This episode was closed.

But there was another
follow !

episode to

End of Part One.

SR e

THE SEQUEL—

to the events narrated above wiil
he recorded in next week’s issuz
of the U.J.

Therein you will read of the eren
stranger events that befell at Pen-
garth Castle—how the stricken earl
7ell under the shadow of suspicion
for the death of Sir William Brag,

And rightly so. Had he not motive
snough, according to his warped
:deas? It is a clear enough case that
stands against him, bul therc are
complications. '

What of Waldo? Has he ary part
o this wmysterious affair? Yes, he
fas; but it's a different one from
rwhat you might think, You will yvead
lFow he approached Simon Slingsby;
how Sexton Blake took a hand in
their affairs; and finally of the lifi-
ing of the castle’s curse.

Moreover, there 18 a second cliniax
to the yarn—a strange event which
Aully explains the death of Sir 1Wil-
iifam Brag, You haven't guessed
Lhis, either.

All these things will be told nexi
weel: under the title of “ The Curse
of Pengarth Castle.”

One final remarl::
ging ponr copy!

'M’ai.-e sure of get-

“WHY DON'TYOU
PUBLISH TWO
U.J.’s
EVERY WEEK ?”

That’s what many readers have
asked at various times. - We can't
do that; dut, anyway, here's a sug-

gestion!

When the summer ezenmgﬁ tempt
you outdoors, and you don t feel so
lreen on readzng, and you're inclined
to forgo wour weekly “U. J."—re-
member the winter. It's then that
you want two every week.

Why not take this paper as regu-
larly in the summer as you do in
the winter, and, if you can resist
themm now, save the summer numbers
to brighten the dark, dismal evenings.
They'll still be seasonable, and Sexton
Blake never palls,

It’s a good tip! Aet on it from
now on. Only a malter of the usual
twopence, and you'll have nour two
copies a week just when you want
them. Incidentally, you'll be able to
read the serials as a whole, too, if
you prefer them that way.

That's right! Place a

j standing
order with your newsagent!

R e — = e Ve T e S S S
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Our £10 Detective Competition

““« WHO IS THE MAN?”

RESULT AND SOLUTION.

We are now glad to he able to announce the resull of the competition in con-
nection with the story entitled “ Who is the Man?” which uppeared n thes paper

of April 18th last, No, 1,123.

The problem of trying to answer the question embodicd in the title of the yarn,
and in finding the author’s orviginal sclution to the mystery, pirceed o very

popular one, ‘

The name of the £10 winner, together with those of the twenty runncrsup who
have been awarded orviginal U.J. cover designs as consolation prizes, are giren

overleaf.

A eantime, in order to refresh your memory of *“ Whao is the Man?” =

short summary of the story appears herve, followed Ly the conclwding porticn

which contains the solution.

This was, of course, withheld pending the receipt of compctitors cntrics, but
now, in conjunction with the summary, you will see how the varivus ciucs doce-
tailed into cach other, and how the discoverics of Scxton Blake form « fitting and
feasible conclusion to a very IRGeRiGUS Yarn.

THE STORY.

ILBUR KING, an eminent financier,
is found dead in his City office
by Miss Phyllis Dean, his typlst,
at 11.15 one morning. A look of

ifntens-e fear is stamped on the dead man’s
ace.

Harry Hall and Jonas Starke, members of
the office staff, send for a doetor—Dr. Syl-
vanus Batterbee—who states that the finan-
cier is the victim of an unknown assassin.

Inspector Countts, Sexton Blake, and Tinker
arrive later from Scotland Yard., where the
Baker Street man and his assistant happened
to be when the news came through. The
members of Wilbur King's staff are inter-
viewed, with results that indicate suspicious
circumstances,

Harry Hall, the private secretary, last saw
his employer alive at 10-35, when he was in
his usual health and spirits. Jonas Starke,
a clerk, had not seen him that morning at
all. Phyllis Dean gives an account of how
she found her master,

The interview is interrupted by the sudden
appearance cf a spake in the rcom. The
resulting scare is nullified by the discovery
that it is not venomouns, but quite harmless,
It belonged to the financier, who kept it in
a ventilated safe in the office with the object
of scaring away burglars from the valuables
the safe contained.

The private secretary knows the combipa-
tion numher, and opens the safe so that the
snake may be replaced. It is then found
that £20.600 worth of Chilian bonds .are
nmissing from it. The natural inference is
that Hall has taken them, for he knows the
combination; also, it comes out that Hall
had guarrelled that morning with his em-
ployer, who had been pestering Phyllis Dean,
the typist, with his attentions—and Hall was
engaged to Phyllis

Blake also interviews the commissionaire
and the lift-man of the building, Joseph
Turner and Michael O'Brien. They stated
that the dead man had arrived at ten, had
had no visitors during the morning, and that
there was nothing unusual about him. Sexton
Blake, however, finds that there was at least
one visitor, who, being a regular caller, the
two men had forgoften to mention—the
waitress from a near-by cafe with a cup of
coffice for the ftimancier.

A visitor is announced at this point—a man
named Horace Wills. He confesses that he
poisoned King by means of a dose of
atropine dropped in the coflee-cup unseen by
the waitress. This econfession is negatived
later by the fact that the original cup of
colfee was dropped in the street and spilt.
Wills therefore did not peoison the financier,
for a sccond cup was taken to him. Mean-
time, however, a supply of atropine is found
is Phyllis Dean’s deck, -which may or may
not have been used in making-up her eyes.

A teleplione call comes throngh for King,
and Blake, answering it, receives a message
intended for the dead man.
to beware of *“ Bill,”” who has sworn to “ get
him.” It is a girl speaking, and apparently
Bill’s anger against King i3 caused by
jealousy. The man's Tull nuae is William
Hoxon, of Rubenstein’s Turf Agency, Blake
dizcovers, and is further told that Bill has
conveyed a warning about a roze. It seems
that the spenker is employed:in a forisi’s

He is warned |

shop, for she mentions having =sold a rose to
King that morning.

On Blake interviewing Jopas Starke, the
“sporting * clerk, the man tries to attack
Blake. The missing bonds are found in his
rcom at the office, and he confesses to haviag
stolen them, but denies having murdered Lis
master. It is later definitely stuted by Blake
that King did not die of atropine poisoning,
and this is confirmed by the doctor who
miade the post-mortem examination. He
states that the poicon used is uneclassified.

Meantime, Sexton Elake has fouund, on the
fire-escape overlocking the room in which
Wilbur Kiug died, the imprint of a pair of
small shoes—those eitiier of a man or woman
—whose soles were of crepe rubber, and also
a cigarette-end.

Blake sends Tinker to investigate the move-
ments of William Hoexon, the racing tout
who is friendly with the girl at the florist’s
from whom the dead man bought a button-
hole every morning. Tinker trails his man
to the Oriental cockery establishment of one
Idris Ben Hassan, in the East End, posing as
a drug addict the hetter to spy on him.

His imposture is discavered, hovever, and
he is overpowered, but eventually gets haeck
to Baker Street with the information that
the rose of which Wilbur King was warned
was Lot the flower he wore in his huttonhole,
but Abe Rosenblum’s gang, the leader of
which was usually referred to as ““ The Rosge.”’

At a fancy-dress ball at the Hotel Olympic
Blake is present, and, by means of a detecfa-
phone, overhiears a counversation between two
masked dancers, a man and a woman. The
man confides to his companion that he is
morally guiity of the murder, but it was not
hiz hand that did the deed. He says alsc
that be has an unassailable alibi.

Next morning Sextoen Blake and Coutts go
to the building in which is Wilbur King's
office, There a man is arrested, but his iden-
tity is not disclosed to the public, for he
had hidden his face from the photographers,

Later during the morning Press reporters
vicit Baker Street, and ask for the identity
of the prisoner, together with the names of
two other persons Coutts has also arrested
on Blake’'s instructions. Two wisitors have
also come at Blake's request, but it is
arranged that the detective asks them te
wait while he gives his disclosures to the
Pressmen.

THE SOLUTION.

NEXTON BLAKE crossed over to
S the half-opened door, while
Tinker, Coutts and Robson, the
reporter, waited  impatiently,
consumed with curiosity. From behind
the portal they heard the low hum of
voices, and the closing of a door.
A  moment later the detective
re-entered—alone. ‘
“T have asked ocur visitors to wait a
few -minutes 1n the waiting-rcom,” he
explained. “ Their presence is not yet
necessary.” :
He crossed over to his chair
down. The inevitabie hriar
from his finely-chiselled lips. -

and sat
dangled

isell - his -eyes-
were half-clesed,  and, the tips of hisl

| missicnaire.

“ Now

long, tapering fingers were pressed
lightly together. ‘
“The proeblem of the murder of

Wilbur Wright,” began Sexton Blake
guietly, “is one of those fascinating
tangles which ocecasionally occur in the
history of eriminology. A crime that
at first seems extraordinarily simple, and
vet develops into an exceedingly complex
and intricate problem.

“You are all conversant with the bave
facts of the case. Wilbur King was
murdered at about eleven-fifteen yester-
day morning. The post-mortem examina-
tion revealed traces of an obscure and
unclassified poison. The features of the
dead man were contorted with a look of
horror and an unnatural fear.

“It i1s known that he had manv
enemies. From what I can gather he
was a ruthless, unserupulous man, with
many shady and nefarious transactions
in his past life. The problem of motive,
therefore, was not hard to seek. Where
the mysterv deepened was the faet of so
many pcople having a more or Jless
strong motive for his death. That I
think 1s sufficiently clear.”

“Now the problem becomes
abstruse,” continued the detective.
“When, accompanied Ly Inspector
Coutts, 1 arrived at 'Threadneedle
Street, my mind was ready 10 receive
any and every impression from the facis.
I suspected nobody in particular—and
everybody in general. '
“The first person I met was the com-
He was obviously an ex-
Service man, and was to be reckoned
with as capable as the next man oi

murder—all things being equal.

- “The next person was (FBrien, the
lift-man. From a tattoo-mark on his
wrist it was easy to deduce a sailor;
with plenty of foreign experience, for
the tattooing was expertly done, and
suggested Japanese work. I also noiiced
his large and extraordinary red hands,
rather like sausages: and this drew my
attention to a curious ring he was
wearing.”

Tinker coughed and broke in excitedly:
see, guv'nor, a glimmer of
light in those weird notes of yours.”

Blake smiled.

“Perhaps you would read them out
again, so that we can check up.”~

Tinker unearthed the serap of paper
torn from Blake's memo-book:

more
]

King—alive, healthy, normal. Time
11 a.m. (waitress corroboration.) XNo
sign of virulent poison. Matossian
cigarette, Sausages. Casar. Ring
missing. Cigar butt, Was telephone
disinfected ? ‘

Acid stain  on Hiul's finger—
obviously chemical. AMemo ho&;)by?
Starke’s automatic.  Typist’s curious
eyes, Corpse—Italian.

“You must remember,” continued
Sexton Blake. “that those notes were
jotted down after I received the impres-
sicns, and are not, therefore, in strict
sequence. It struck me as worthy of
note, however, that ring of O’Brien’s,
the lift-man. . I am rather a con-
noisseur of jewellery, and it struck me
as strange that a man like that should
wear an exquisitely-wrought gold ring,
obviously dating from the Renaissance
period of Italy.

*“ Association of ideas, as vou will see
from my rough memo. Sausages—his
finigers reminded me of. The ring
reminded me of Italy, and the Borgias.

“The Borgias, as you are all aware,
were the most fascinating, powerful
family of the medieval period.  They
were utterly unserupulous, and master-
murderers, through their vast knowledge
of poisons. Poison-rings were one of.
the many methods by which- they got!
rid of their victims.”

\
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[ “Yes, but guv’nor, what’s Cesar got
to do wich it?” demanded Tinker,

i Blake shrugged his shoulders, and
Tiuker blushec% shightly.

-+ “Sarry, guv'nor, I ought
known.”

“Well,” pursued Sexton Blake, puffing

slowty at his pipe. “That was inter-
esxing, but T did not attach wundue
imporrance to ir.  After all, O’Brien may
‘have picked up the ring as a ourio
during his travels, and 1 concentrated
ot: rthe expression of fear in the dead
man’'s face.
: “He was obviously frightened—almost
to death. It was therefore safe to
assume that Hall was not responsible for
thar look. According to Hall's own
'version King held him in his power,
and a blackmailer is seldom frightened
of hi~ vietim. The same applied to
Starke and Miss Dean.

“I then noticed that the fire escape
avcrlooked the window of King's office,
~so that if a man were to sit on the
socond step he would be able to watch
Wilbur King.

“Investigation verified this—I found a
Matossian cigarette and the footprints
of crepe-soled shoes.

“The result of those clues clinched
the matter. I had arranged with Dr.
Batterbee for the photograph of the
retina of the dead man's eye. I have
already  explained that phenomenon,
anid now you can see the photo of the
man who sat watching the death agony
of Wilbur King.”

Biake handed the newspaper man an
enlarged photograph o? the image
thrown on the screen in the laborafory
the previous afiernoon.

“Why !V gasped Robson. “I know this
man, Mr. Blake. It's Marini. Mr. C. B.
‘Marini—the  famous inventor,  at
present at the Hotel Olympic.”

- Coutts chuckled. J
, ““Ar present in the ¢ Hotel ’ Brixton,
on remand, vou mean.”

“But—but I don’t wunderstand!”
exclaimed the Dbewildered reporter.
““Such a well-known man as Marini

““Notice his initials?”’ said Sexton
Blake. quietly. ‘(. B.—Cesarc Borgia.
Another link.
© “Now I will rapidly go over the rest.
'‘My suspicions were increased tenfold
when O'Brien came to be interviewed
by Coutts. The ring was missing from
lhis finger! I noted that at the time;
and then, in his excitement, the lift-
‘man used the Italian word for body.
‘He said ¢ The corpo’.

“Treud. and other psvchologists have
taught how important a lapsus lingue. a
slip of the tongue, can be, and from that
moment O'Brien was suspect.”

“Yes, but why should a lift-man
poison his employer? And what's this
inventor chap, Marini, got to do with
it " demanded Tinker.

“That.” replied Sexton Blake, ‘“as
Coutts will recall, was one argument 1n
O’'Brien's defence. An ignorant lift-
man would hardly know the properties
of a Borgia ring. It needed someone
with a cunning brain and plenty of
power, money, and detcrmination.

“Well. a few discreet inquiries and a
little cavesdropping on the detectaphone
furnished me with the main part of the

to have

storv. The rest I verified from O’Brien
Thimself. ) )
“Many vears ago, Wilbur King,

while on tour in Italy, fell in love with
a beautiful Italian girl, Lucrezia
Marini. She and her brother were the
last representatives of the great Borgia
famiiy, as proud as they were poor.

King. who as I have hinted, was an un-
scrupulous blackguard, soon tired of his
wife. He ill-treated her abominably,
until finally she died of a broken heart.
Her brother (‘eesare. now (. B. Marini.
swore to be avenged on the scoundrel,

but he was poor, and King a rich
English ‘ milor.’

“For ten years (asare nursed his
burning hatred of King. when sud-),

deuly fortune’s wheel turued and the
voung Italian became famousz and rich.

“He came to England with his fiancee
and watched. planning with devilish in-
genuity the death of the scoundrel who
had ruined his sister's life. You must
remember that all the force of the Lot
blood of one of the proudest and great-
est Italian families burned in his veins,
together with an inherited knowledgze
of poisons unequalled in the world.

“He laid his plans carefullv, and for-
tune favoured him, by sending the
Irvish-Italian, O'Brien, across his path.”

“Irish-Ttalian, did you say?”
posed Coutts.

“Precisely,” said Blake. “The lift-
man’'s mother was a Sicilian. He was
born in Italy, and later migrated to

inter-
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THE RESULT

of our “‘Detective” Competition.

None of the entries received gave
the correct solution of the mystery
of Wilbur King's death as originally
conceived by the author of thix story
and as revealed on this page,

Of thoze who succeeded iu numiog
the actual murderer as  Micliael
O’Brien, the lift-man, two were in
the final selection, and they were of
such cqual merit as regards accuracy
of observation and deduction that it
has been decided to divide the Prize
of £10 between them.

The suin of £5 has therefore been
sent to the following two com-
petitors:

MR. EDWARD 8. HARDY, 82, Folke-
stone Road, Daver.

MR. GEORGE L. GREET, Filmore,
Pishoe, Devon.

To the twenty entrants. names and
addresses as  below, whose eflorts
came next in order of merit orviginal
UNION JACK cover design: have been
sent, in accordance with the terms of
the contest :

Mr. George Church, 6, Kitchener
Roead, East Fiochley, N.2; Mr. James
Lynch, 59, Lr. Dominick Street, Dublin;
Mr. S. J. Mofiatt, 14, Kiug's Road,

. Belmont, Surrey; Mr. Arthur Brown-
ing, 1, Back Marton Street, Lan-
caster; Mr. James E, Condon, 22,
Greennmount Road, Terenure, Dublin;
Mr. ¥. Spotsworth, 47, Clyde Street,

Cheetham Hill, Manchester; Mr. T.
Horrocks, 84, Warrington Road,
Park Lane, Wigan; Mr. E. H. F,

Bish, 13, Haldane Road, Fulham,
S.W.6; Mr. K. H. Flintoff, Belvedere
Cottage, Burnbam-ou-Crouch, Essex;
Alr. T. J. Phillips, 38, Bishopric,
Horsham, Sussex; Mr. H. Hampton,
18, Vale Road, Camberley, Surrey;
Mrs. M. Muntz, 37, Festing Road,
Southsea; Mr. E. A. Royls, 232,
Greame Street, Moss Side, Man.
chester; Mr. G. Trueman, 19, Ravens-
don Street, Kcnnington, S.E.11; Mr,
Alfred Tranter, 33, (atharine’s Cross,
Darlaston, Stafts; Mr. A. Cook, 22
Middle Street, Hull; Miss Ethel
Keays, Devon Villa, Richmond Hill
Avenue, Clifton; Mr. R. J. Thomas,
7, Church Place, Neath, Glam, South
Wales; Mr. Charles Wright, Groveley
Road, Wilton, Salisbury, Wilts; Miss
G. Keays, Devon Villu, Richmond
Hill Avenue, Clifton.
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{as he was carried up in

Ircland. While in the land of his birth,
on one of his numerous voyages, he
joined a Sicilian secret society. Don't
forget he was half Italian. As it hap-
pened. the president of that society was
young Marini. '

“When O'Brien left Italy he probably
thought that the wild escapades of his
yvouth were over., A chance meeting
with Marini, however, convinced him
of his error.

““Marini paid him well to further his
private vengeance, using the society as
a bludgeon in the case of remonstrance.
Add to that the fact that O'Brien had
little cause to love King, who was a
domineering bully, and you have the
motive—while  Marini  supplies the
brains.”

“By Jove, guv'nor, you're a giddy
marvel !” said Tinker, with boyish en-
thusiasm. “But how was it worked?
I mean the poisoning.”

Blake smiled.

“I have written a small monograph
on obscure poisons, and from what
Batterbee tells me, coupled with a
knowledge of Borgian toxicology, I
should think this was the method use:l.

““An Ttalian chemist—this is a his.
tor:cal fact, not fiction or fantasy—has
discovered a potson =0 nicely gauged
that it can cause death in a given perio:i
—a day, or a week, or a month—or even
an houv.*

“I'he poison is distilled from a special
gland sccreted in a particular variety of
mussels. and I should deduce that
Marini placed sufficient into the Borgiu
ring for his needs.

“He gave it to O’Brien, with Instrue-
tions to prick King's arm with the ring
the elevator.
The prick would have been hardly
noticeable to a man suffering twinges of
gout—or perhaps he mav have noticed it
and O’Brien cxplained it away by say-
ing he had a pin sticking from his
clothes, and apologising. There, I
think. you have the explanation of the
mystery in all its diabolical ingenuity.

“0O'Brien has in part confessed, and
Marini will, T am confident. corroborate.
It was a foolish move on his part to
watch King's death agony from the fire-
escape, but Italians are fond of melo-
drama. No wonder Wilbur King's face
was fear-stricken as he discovered his
villainy avenged at last. It was the
double clue of the small-size footprint
and the cigarette end on the fire-escape
which helped me identify Marini, and.
once I had suspected him, I had no
difficulty in discovering he was to dance
at the Hotel Olympic with his fiancee.
at which I overixeard his admission of
his part in the crime.”

Sexton Blake wvawned
suddenly rose to his feet.

“By Jove! I was forgetting!
Tinker, ask Mr. Harry Hall and Misa
Dean to come in. I want to tell them
the good news, They have suffered
enough to deserve a lasting happiness.”

As Tinker crossed over to the waiting-
room Coutts and Robson rose to their
feet, with up-raised glasses.

slightly, then

“Here’s to you, Sexton Blake! More
power to your elbow!”
Sexton Blake's lean, clear-cut face

flushed a little, but his keen grey eyes
held an unwonted gleam of pleasure at
the sincerity of the spontaneous

tribute. _
THE END.

* See Uniox JACKE Supplement, Vol. 2,
Puge 252, “ Poisons You Cannot Buy.”
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dropped anchor in the bay a week ago,
manned by a crew mainly composed of
French boucan hunters from Northern
Hispaniola, men who had good cause to
hate the Spaniard with an intensity ex-
ceeding that of the English.

Levasseur had brought them back to
Tortuga from an indiffeqently successful
cruise. It would need uiore, however,
than lack of success to abate the fcllow’s
monstrous vanity. A roaring, quarrel-
sonle, hard-drinking, hard-gaming
scoundrel. his reputation as a buccancer
stood high among the wild Brethren of
the Coast.

Ile enjoyed also a reputation of
another sort. There was about his
gaudy, swaggering raflishness something
that the women found singularly allur-
ing. That he should boast openly of his
honnes fortunes did not seem strange
to Captain Blood; what he might have
found strange was that there appeared
to be some measure of justification for
these boasts. '

It was current gossip that even Made-
moiselle d'Ogeron, the governor’s
daughter, had been caught in the snare
of his wild attractiveness, and that
Levasseur had gone the length of
andacity of asking her hand in marriage
of her father. M. d’Ogeron had made
him the only possible answer. He had
shown him the door. Levasseur had
departed 1n a rage, swearing that he
would make Mademoiselle his wife 1n
the teeth of all the fathers in Christen-
dom, and that M. d'Ogeron should
bitterly rue the afiront he had put upon
him.

This waz the man who now thrust
himself upen Captain Blood with a pro-
posal of association, offering him rot
only his sword, but his ship and the men
who satled in her.

A dozen vears ago, as a lad of barely
iwenty, Levasseuar had sailed with that
monster of cruelty 17/0llonais, and his|
own subsequent exploits bore wilness
and did credit to the school in which he
had been rveared. 1 doubt if in bhis day
there was a greater scoundrel among
the DBrothren of the Coast than this
Levasscur.

And vet. repulsive though he found
him, Captain Blood could not deny that
the fellow’s proposals displayed bold-
ness, imagination, and resource, and he
was forced to admit that jointly they
could undertake operations of a greater
magnitude than was possible singly to
cither of them.

The climax of Levasseur’s project was
t> be a raid upon the wealthy mainland
city of Maracaybo; but for this, he ad-
mitted, six hundred men at the very
Jeast wounld be required, and six hun-
dred men were not to be conveyed in the
two bottoms they now commanded. Pre-
liminary cruises must take place, having
for one of their objects the capture of
further ships.

Because he disliked the man, Captain
Blood would not commit himself at once.
But because he liked the proposal he
consented to consider it. Being after-
wards pressed by both Hagthorpe and
Wolverstone, who did not share his own
personal dislike of the IFrenchman, the
end of the matter was that within a
week, articles were drawn up ketween

Levasseur and Blood, and signed by
them and-—as was usual—Dby the chosen
representatives of their followers.

These articles contained, inter alia,
the common provisions that should the
wo vessels separate, a strict account
must afterwards be rendered of all
prizes severally taken, whilst the vessel
taking a prize should retain three-fifths
of its value, surrendering two-fifths to
its associate.

These sharces were subsequently to hic
subdivided among the crew of each
vessel. in accordance with the articles
already obtaining between cach captain
and his own men.

For the rest, the articles contained
all the clauses that were usual, among
which was the clause that any man
found guilty of abstracting or conceal-
ing any parvt of a prize, be it of the
value of no more than a peso, should be
summarily banged from the yard-arm.

All being now settled thev made ready
for sea. and on the very cve of sailing
Levasseur narrowly escaped being shot
in a romantic attempt to scale the wall
of the governor’s garden, with the object
of taking passionate leave of the 1n-
fatuated Mademoiselle d’Ogeron.

He desisted after having been twice
fired upon from a fragrant ambush of
pimento trees where the governor’s
guards were posted. and he departed
vowing to take different and very
definite measures on his return.

That night he slept on Loard his ship,
which with characteristic flamboyance
he had named La Foudre, and there on
the following day he received a visit
from Captain Blood. whom he greeted
half-mockingly as his admiral. The
Irishman came to scttle certain final
details of which all that need concern
us is an understanding that in the event
of the two vessels becoming separated by
accident or design, they should rejoin
cach other as soon as might be at
Tortuga.

Thereafter Levassenr entertained his
admiral te dinvner, and joinily they
drank success to the expedition, so
copiously on the part of Levasseur that
when the time came to separate he was
as nearly drunk as it seemed possible for
him to be and yet retain his understand-
ing.

Finaliv. towards evening, Captain
Blood went over the side and was rowed
back {o his great ship with her red
bulwarks and gilded ports, touched into
a lovely thing ef flame by the setiing
sun. :

He was a little heavy-hearted. 1
have said that he was a judge of men,
and his iudgment of Levasseur filled
him with misgivings which were

AT would be

growing heavier in a measure as the
hour of departure approached.

He expressed it to Wolverstone, who
met him as he stepped aboard the Ara-
bella.

“You over-persuaded me into those
articles, vou blackguard; and it'll sur-
prise me if any good comes of this asso-
ciation.”

The grant rolled his single bloodthirsty
eye, and sucered, thrusting out his heavy
jaw.

“We'll wring the dog's
any treachery.”

*So we will—if we are there to wring
it by then.” And on ibat, dismissing
the matter: ‘““We sail in the morning,
on the first of the ebb,” he announced,
and went off to his cabin,

neck if there's

somewhere about ten
o'clock on the
following morning,
a full hour before
the time ap-
pointed for sailing,
when a canoe
brought up along-
side La IFoudre,
and a half-caste
Indian stepped out
of her and went
up the ladder. He
was clad 1n
drawers of harry,
untanned - hide,
and a red blanket
served Iim for a
cloak. He was the
bearer of a folded
scrap of paper for
(Captain Levasseur.

The captain un-

Lavasseur’s
Heraics.

i folded the letter
sadly soiled and ¢rumpled by contact
with the bhalf-caste’s person.  Its con-

ients may be roughly translated thus:

“Ay  well-beloved,—I am in the
Dutch brig Jongvrouw, which is about to
sail. Resolved to separate us for ever,
my crucl father 15 sending me to Europe
in my brother’s charge. T implore you,
come {o my rescue.  Deliver me, my
well-beloved  hero! —— Your  desolated
Madeleine, who loves you.”

The well-beloved hero was moved to
the soul of him by that "passionate
appeal. His scowling glance swept the
bayv for the Duich brig, which he knew
had been due to sail for Amsterdam with
a carzo of hides and robacceo.

She was nowhere to be seen among the
shipping in that narrow, rock-bound
harbour. He roared out the question in
his mind.

In amswer the half-caste pointed out
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bevond the frothing surf that marked “Heave that
the position of the reef constituting one
of the stronghold’s main defences. Away
bevond it. a mile or so distant, a sail
was standing out to sea.

“There she go,” he said,

“There!” The Frenchman gazed and
a»hnod his face growing white.” The
man’'s wicked temper awoke, and tmnod
to vent itzelf upon the messenger. “ And
where have you been that \ou conie
here only now with this? Answer me!

The half-caste shrank terrified before

in the waist,
‘Steady,

shoulder, and
lieutenant,
Breton scoundrel,
ing him.

muck
orderced some of those who stood idling

us after the Dutchman.”
captain.
There was a restraining hand upon his
the

Cahusac,

overboard,” he He has the power, the weight of metal

| and of men, and if I know him at all’
“Then up anchor, and let | he’ll sink us before he'll sauffer inter-
ference with the Duteh.  He Las his

What's that? own views of n*lmf(min'rr this (aptain
I 1

Blood, as I warned you.

broad face of his “Ah!” said Levasseur, showing his
a !‘"”]‘ callous § taeth. But his eves, riveted upon that
was stolidly (("‘f‘““f distant sat, - were gloonuly thoughtful.

Levasseur made clear his purpese with
a deal of unnecessary obsceunity.
('almsa(r shook his head.

Not for long. The imagination and re-

source which Captain Blood had detected-

in the fellow soon suggested a course.
Cursing in his soul, and even before

his fury. = His explanation, if he had “A Dutch brig!” said he. I.m the anchor was weighed, the association
one, was paralysed by fear. Tevasseur prmﬂr](-‘ We should never Le allowed.” | into which he had entered, he was
taok him by the throat. shook him [~ And who the devil will deny wus?” | already studying ways of evasion. What
twice, snarling the while, then hurled | Levasseur was between amazemcernt and Cahusac implied was true: Blood would’
him into the scuppers. The man’s head | fury, never sufter violence to be done in_ hix
struck the gun“alp as he f(\” and he “TFor one t]!iilg. t-]](?],‘(".‘i YOUr 0wWh Crew presence to a ])l]f(llllldli but 1t Xlﬂglll

lay there, quite still, a trickle "of blood

Issuing from his mouth.
TLevasseur dashed one hand

the other, as if dusting them.

there's
against

“But it

will 1)(‘ none too w i]linrr
. Captain Blood.’

“I care nothing for Captain Blood !™
' 15 necessary that you should.

be done in his absence; lmd being done,
Blood must perforce condone it, since
it would then bie too late to protest.

(Newt
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With . Dbest quality Plate  Developing complete
and Printing OUTY¥FL. P.O. 1/6 will - Outfit.
bring a ‘‘Monarch' to your door! Sale Price
LARGE size ** MONARCH " 1/9, post 2d. {with con- 1 '3
plete Outfit;. Takes Beautiful Photos, 3! by 2 ins.

1925 Catalogue, 1,000 Big Bargpains, post free!

THE LEEDS BARGAIN COG. (U.J.),

Post 3d.

21, KENDAL LANE, LEEDS.

DON’T BE P UIILI.TEeED
Special offer. TWO 1LLUS. SAMPLE LESSONS from
my Complete Course on JUJTITSU for four penny
stamps, or a Large Illus. Portion of Course for P.O.

- 3/6. Jujitsu is the best and simplest science
of =elf-defence and attack ever invented.
pd Learn to take care of yoursélf under ALL
circumnstances. SEND NOW. "(Lst. 20 years.) -

“CWAWARA " Dept. A P.13), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middlesex.: - )

oL ENDID CHANCES ¢

"BOYS

CANADA, AUSTRALIA, NEW ZEA-
LAXD.—Frce Farm Training. Generous
financial agsistance towards passage and
exifit, repayable by easy instalmcnts
when 1n work overseas. (Ages14t019.)—
Apply,The Salvation Army Emigration
Dept., 3, Upper Thames Street, London,
E.C.4." 203, Hope Streef, Glasgow.

——p g

NO LICENCE REQUIRED.

8-CHAMBER
SAFETY REVOLVER

Exact replica of real revolver converted to fire blank cart-
ridges only. Accidentsimpossible. Safe and harnless, Useful
for theatricals, race starting,etc. Can easily be carried in pocket,

8-Chamber, NICKEL or BLUL - 12f- carr, free. 8
6‘ " L) »" = 9 6 » 1 3]
SATETY PISTOLS - - - 3f9 » "
Cartridges, per 100 = - - 2/~ ., od

Tlustrated Cuatalogue, Cinemas, Caimeyas, Cuclés, ele., post free.:
JAMES MANSFIELD & C0., Ltd., 71, High Hotborr, London, W.C.1. |

13-6-250




