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THE FIRST CHAPTERS,

By Order! I

OHN BLANK, while serving a sen-
J tence of penal servitude at Dart-
moor for stealing £10,000 from the
Central Bank, is betrayed by
another conviet.

He plans with Timothy Trail, the man
he thinks his friend, to escape together
and retrieve the money, which has been
hidden by him before he had been
canght. © Incautiously, he has revealed
the secret of the hiding-place to Trail,
and when the attempt is made, Blank is
betrayed, and the escape fails.

Blank is punished, and Trail allowed
i%-go free. The released convict, of
course, decamps with the hidden spoil,
and John Blank, still in prison, harbours
thoughts of revenge wgen he himself
shall be free—until he learns that the
man who has betrayed him has been
drewned in the Thames.

Leaving prison at last, John Blank—
who now takes the name of John
(arteret—returns to London with an
empty existonce before him, for the man
on whom he should be revenged- is. dead.
He is told, however, by means of a
mysterions message from one signing
himself the Striking Shadow, that
Timothy Trail still lives.

Later the Shadow, who keeps himself
hidden in the darkness, promises to help
(Carteret attain his desire for vengeance.

Meanwhile, Sexton Blake is investigat-
ing cases of people drowned in the
Thames in an effort to locate the missing
heir to the Framlingham millions, when
he hears from a riverside erimp named
Shadrach Bendigo, that Timoihy Trail,
late of Dartmoor, has becorne Mr. Henry
Maontague, & rich eompany promoter, of
Park Lane.

At this same time the Siriking
Shadow’s campaign against Trail, other-
wizse Henry Montague, opens. A threat-
ening letter signed by the Shadow impels
him to seek police protection, and In-
spector Coutts is Lrought into the case,
afterwards informing Blake of what is
liappening.

Cayleret, meanwhile, has got into
iotich with Rosemary Lane, a girl whom
o knew before his downfall, and when
a certain Captain Vercker visits-her to
arrange for certain clerical work to be
done, she recommends Carteret for the
post.

MR. MONTAGUE was himself
again.

A man may live over a

powder-mine for one, .two, or

three days in a state of deplorable ap-

prehension; but prolong that period of

his residence in that dangerous environ-

ment and he will become callously
indifferent t6é his surroundings.

A fortnight had elapsed since the dis-
tressing events of that evening when a
message that he alone could understand
had been borne across the ether waves
of the wireless, and hard upon that dis-
tressing event had come the mysterious
warning that his life was in danger, and
the utterly unespected visit from John
Blank, late of Dartmoor, whom he had
betrayed and so deeply wronged.

A detective was now installed in the

\house, disguised as one of the servants;

his house was watched day and night,
and on his journeys backwards and for-
wards to the City he was carefully
shadowed by two plain-clothes detectives
from Scotland Yard. :

/ Not only had his nerves steadied, but
he was inclined to laugh at the terrors
ihat had possessed him. After all, he
was Mr. Henry Montague, of Park
Lane, with all the machinery of
organised society functioning for his
safety and protection,

His restored confidence inclined him to
be a little more imperious and
pompously didactic towards his acquaini-
ances. 'That cvening he was dealing
with Sir Titus Brade, who had been his
guest at dinner,

“Look here, Brade—you haven't done
so badly out of me. P’ve put you on
the board of two of my companies.
That's a couple of thousand a year.
And I don’t know that I'm getfing value
for my money. Baronets aren’t of much
acoount these days, as far as the invest-
ing public is concerned, and you don’t
really know the A.B.C. of the business.
Now ihat fellow Vereker——"

Sir Titus Brade watched him from
under his heavy-lidded eyes with a
snake-like intentness,

“Yon know nothing about this fellow
Vereker.”

“T know that he can supply me with
first-hand information sbout “Southern
Nigeria—information that gan be relied
upon. I think T shall give him the
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vacant place on the board of this new

company.”

There had been
financial operations were in their in-
fancy, when his association with Sir
Titus Brade had counted for much. He
had liked to refer to “my friend Sir
Titus.” But these times were past. He
recognised his power, and daily was in-
clined to treat the baronet more like a
faithful dog.

“I have got Vereker in my study, and
[ mustn’t keep him waiting,” he ex-
claimed, looking at his watch. *See
you later perhaps, Brade.” ;

He stalked pompously out of the draw-
ing-room, and, making his way through
the marble entrance-hall, began slowly
to ascend the grand staircase. He never
noticed the fine piece of gossamer silk
that his foot broke as he neared the
summit of the flight of stairs.

Within his study there was a [aint
tinkle. Captain Vereker, who was the
only occupant of the room, moved
quickly across to the desk in the centre
and there transferred a small electrical
contrivance to the pocket of his dinner
jacket.

He was standing in front of the fire
when Mr. Montague entered.

***Much obliged to you, Vereker. for
all those parficulars you sent me,” Ar.
Montague exclaimed. “They were just
what I wanted. Somebody swas telling
me to.day that you've started a sort of
commercial inguiry office in the West
End.”

Captain Vercker explained modestly
the nature of the undertaking he had
founded. and Mr. Montague listened,
nodding over his cigar.

“It was a good idea,” he said, “and it
might prove very .useful to his com-
panies.”

He proc('eded at length to explain how
Captain Vereker's ‘commercial burecau
might be useful. As he saw . it, it was
to be an organisation for flat-eatching,

He was waxing eloquent on the sub-
ject when his private secretary entered
ihe room, and whispered something in
his ear.

Tnstantly the colour rushed to Mr.
Montague’s cheeks.

“Tve been waiting for this,” he ex-
claimed.’ “I’ve got to settle with this
man. and it's best to grasp the nettle
firmly that’s likely to sting you. Just a
moment, Street.”

He turned to Captain Vereker.

“Look here, Vereker, there’s some-

a time when his:
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vody called that U've got to see. You'll
find Brade downstairs. Make yourself
at home. As soon as I'm through this
interview we'll continue our discussion
about this business of yours.”

Captain Vereler made his way down-
stairs. In the hall @ man was standing,
who flushed uncomfortably as the other’s
eyes met his.

“Why, Carteret, whatever are you
doing here?” Vereker inquired of the
man who had been installed for the past
twelve days as the assistant manager of
his inquiry bureau.

“1 have to see Mr. Montague on a
private matter,” Carteret replied some-
what sullenly.

“Meaning it's no affaic of mine, eh?
That's all right, my dear fellow. As a
matter of fact, I'm glad I met you.
When you've finished the business that's

brought you here, I shall be very grate-.

ful if vouwll take a inessage to Miss
Lane for me. Would you ask her to lef
me have a typewritten copy of all she
has done, as early as possible to-morrow
morning ?” -

Carteret promised to carry out his
request. Any excuse to see Rosemary
was good enough.

Claptain Vercker, with a friendly nod,
made his way to the drawing-room where
Sir Titus Brade was waiting. TFor some
minutes Carteret was left alone in the
hall, and then at last a. manservant
appeared to inform him that Mr. Mon-
tague would see him. . L

“Shall I help you off with your over-
coat, sir ¥ he inquired.

Carteret, whose brain was dizzy with
the thought of at last meeting face to
face the man who had betrayed him,
almost unconsciously allowed himself to
be stripped of his overcoat. He never
noticed how the footman’s hands—long,
sinuous hands they wore—passed rapidly
over the side pockets of his coat and the
hip pockets of his trousers, as if in
search of some weapon.

“Will you please come this way, sir.”

He led the wey upstairs to the study,
and, opening the door, stood aside for
the visitor fo enter. :

“7e. Blank to see you, sir.”

Since Captain Vercker's departure the
room had undergone a slight alteration.
Across one end a tall screen had been
placed, but Carteret had no eyes for the
appointments of the apartment.

His gaze was concentrated on the
pompous, well-fed figure of Mr. Mon-
tague. Was this the little rat-like
creature alongside of whom he had
worked at Dartmoor—who had wormed
his way into his confidence and betrayed
him—the man for whom he had been
tied up to that steel triangle and un-
mercifully flogged? He took a few
strides towards him, and then halted,
looking down at him with grim triumph.

“We meet again at last, Trail.”

Mr. Montague flicked the ash from his
cigar and stared up at him calmly.

“My name's Montague. What do you
want with me, my man?”

C'arteret's desire at that moment was
to scize the financier by the throat and
half-throttle him, but he had received
his instructions—very precise instruc-
tions. e was not to threaten—he was
not to ask for money. Those were the
orders conveyed fo him by some mys-
terious means from the Striking
Shadow.

“I understand that you have a large
number of companies, Mr. Montague,”
he remarked, with a grim smile, “I

“want to petter myself, I was wondering

if voulcould give me any employment.”
Mr. Montague starved back at him in-
solently.
“T'Il tell you what you'll get from me

¢ You were to protect me!
be quite safel

own home—my private secretary—murdered

if you call here again, my man—six

‘ (8
¢ But | have nothing to say!' gasped Mr. Montague.

You pretended | shouid

And now what has happesned? In my
in my
very study!”
Mre. Montagne rose and stretched
himself.

months for molesting ! If you ever dare
to try to address me again or annoy me
T’ll hand vou over to the police! That
got across to you?”

His infention was to excite Carteret
to some act of violence, or to the em-
ployment of threats, which he might use
against him—and he very nearly sue-
ceeded in his object. The blood rushed
to Carteret’s face, and his great hands
were clenched tightly; but he remem-
bered the instructions he had received
just in time.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Montague; T was
hoping you miglhit have helped me. As
it seems vou can’t—or won't—I needn’t
prolong this interview. Good-night!”

Without another word he turned and
left the room.

TFor some moments after the door had
closed behind him Mr. Montague sab
quite still, with flushed vhw%:s and
lowering brows; then he raised his head
and uttered one word:

“Street !

From behind the screen at the other
end of the room Denver Street, his
secretary, appeared.

“I'm afraid he said nothing which

could justify a prosecution,  Mr.
Montague, " the private sccretary
exelaimed. .

Mr. Montague glared at him.

“Don't talk that infernal nonsense to
me! You do the business you're paid
for, Make shorthand notes of a conver-
sation in which he threatened me unless
I gave him money, or found him a job.
I'm going to have that man put away—
and put away quickly. You know the
sort of thing I want. Get it done and
bring it to me. Remember, you'll have
to produce your shorthand notes for the
police.”

“Very gopd, sirl”

“Sir Titus and Captain Vercker are
downstairs.. I'm going to join them.
You bring me the typewritten report
as soon as vow've lnished it—and mind
vou pitch it hot and strong, Sireet—
something that will insure hum getling a
long streteh!"

Left alone, Denver Street, with a
worried frown on his forehead, seated
himself on the chair which his employer
had vacated, with his notebook on his
kanee, and began to scribble some nofes
in shorthand.

Half an hour went by. He
seated there when the footman who had
admitted Carteret entered with a cup of
coffee. which he placed on a small table
at the private secretary’s elthow,

“Thanks wvery much!” Street

was still

ex-

claimed, without looking up. * That's
just what I wanted.” i
Another quarter of an hour and his

shorthand notes had been completed. Ha
read them through earcfully, and then
rose, and, going to the desk n the centre
of the room, took the cover off the type-
writer, and seated himself in front of it
He was just about to begin to type,
when there was auother interruption.
Sir Titus Brade came into the room.

“ Hallo, Street! T thought 1 should
find Mr. Montague here.”

¢ He told me he was going to join you
and Captain Vereker downstairs, sir.”

“}e came down, but went away again.
He said he wanted to speak privately to
Vereker.”

“ll-‘orha.ps he is in the billiards-room,

sir.

“Well, don't let me keep you from
your work, Street. You're very busy, I
suppose "

*“Yes; Mre. Montague wants this re
port tonight, sic.”

As il to indicate te Sic Titus that his
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business was urﬁent, his fingers began,

to play on the keys of the typewriter.
He heard the door open and close. For
the next twenty minutes the tick-tack of
the machine was-audible on the Janding
ouiside. Then abruptly it ceased. Dead
silence reigned.

{_ Downstairs in the billiards-room, Mr.
Montague and Captain Vereker were
seated, facing one another at oppesite
sides of the hearth. Presently Captain
Vercker glanced at his watch.

| “By Jove! It's half-past eleven! I
think 1 ought to be going, Mr.
Montague ”

The great finaneier rose to his feet.
| “How time passes! But don't go just
yet, Vercker. There's some other
matters I want to talk to you aboul.
I'll see my secretary for a moment, if
you don't mind. He's doing a report
for me that I want to send to the proper
quarter to-night. The fellow ought to
have finished it by now. He's been over
an hour on the job. T'll be back in a
moment.”
! He left the room, crossed the hall, and
climbed the stairs. No sound came from
the study. He opened the door and
crossed the threshold. Save for the glow
of the fire, the room was in darkness.
| “Sireet, where the deyil are you?”
he exclaimed in a tone of exasperation.
I He fumbled for the electric switch.
For a moment he stood immovable,
| with distended eyes, staring at the desk
in the centre of the room. s z

In frout of the typewriter, with wide-
open, sightless eyes. leaning back in his
'¢hair, with grey, bloodless cheeks, and

lflecks of froth on his blue lips, was_

Denver Street—dead!
l

—_——

Mr. Montague is Alarmed.

|
’ ENRY MONTAGUE'S lips
JH opened, but he uttered no scund.
|

He stood there on the

threshold of his study, staring

iwith protruding eyes at the motionless

figure of his secretary. But it was not

‘of Denver Street that he was thinking.

No feeling of compassion for the man

‘who had served him faithfully stirred

his heart. Every thought—every Een-

tient fibre of his being—was centred on
himself. -

Hero in his own bouse, surrounded by
his own staff of servants, with' police
protection within and without, with
every precaution taken that Ruman in-
genuity could contrive, the first blow
‘aimed by the Striking Shadow had
fallen!
| Never for a moment did he doubt that
he was gazing at the handiwork of the
unknown enemy whose threats he had
attempted to deride, and the realisation
made his soul sicken with terror. In
that very moment his own life might be
in jeopardy. From somewhere in that
room there might emerge that terrihle
personality that he knew of as the
Striking Shadow.

Great beads of perspiration gathered
on hig forehead. To go forward into
the Troom was out of the question. He
shrunk awith loathing fram that object
in the chair that had once been Denver
Street. And to retreat seemned for the
‘moment  equally impossible, for a
paralysis of terror weighted his limbs,
But just below the electric switch was
the ivory knob of a bell.
| Half furtively, as if fearful that even
this action might loose upon him the
malignant force that was dogging his
footstepe, he stretched out his hand and
touched- the bell. A soft foofstep on
the carpet behind him made him stumble
back against the open door, his arms

going instinciively in froni of his face
10 an absurd aftitude of defence.

‘“Oh, there you are, Montague! I've
been hanging around on the chance of
having a word with you. You seem to
have -had a deyilish Jot to say to
Vereker,”

Mr. Montague glanced from under his
arms at the man who had epproached
him so unexpectedly. It was Sir Titus
Brade, with his dark, cynical face,
whose heavily-lidded eyes were watch-
ing him now with such snake-like intent-
ness.*

“ Brade !” he gasped, in a high-pitched
voice. “Man, don’t you see?”

His voice rose to o scream. .

Brade came towards him swiftly and
seized him by the arm,

“Here! What's the matter with you,
Montagne? Pull yourself together,
man ” '

Mr. Montague wrested himself free
with a convulsive gesture and head
down, his arms still raised in front of
him, as if to ward off an impending
blow, stumbled past him on to the land-
ing. There but for the fact that he
collided with the balustrade of the stair-
case, he would have fallen. He gripped

_ the rails, screaming at the top of his

voice.
“Murder!” he shrieked, “Murder!
elp!” :

Footsteps came racing up the stairs.
Captain Vereker, who ﬁmCP heard the
sudden uproar from the billiards-room,
followed by Watts, the butler, and two
D'[I}]ES servants, reached the financier’s
side.

His face was grey, and he was still
shrieking at intervals, *““Murder!
Murder!” Tt was Captain Vereker who
seemed to iake command of the situa-
tiop, issuing orders to the servants.

“Make him sit down, and loosen his
collar. One of you go and ring up the
police. Call the constable on point duty
at the corner.”

He turned swifty from the little group
on the landing to the study. Sir Titus
Brade was standing there at one side of
the desk, staring with curious fascina-
tion at the motionless figure in the
chair. "He started as Vereker brushed
past him.

“He's dead, Vercker!” he exclaimed
in a curjous, strained voice. ‘‘Dead!”

Captain Vercker ignored him. Going

behind the chair, he bent over the
stricken figure of Denver Street. His
eyes wandered swiftly over his neck.

On the left side, just below the ear,
there were the marks of fingers, still
visible on the flesh. Then he did a
curions thing; he picked up each of the
mat's hands in turn and examined the
nails closely. The hands were half open
—curved, with the fingers extended, as
if he had been secking to clutch at some
unseen foe,

“Better leave him alone till the
police come, sir. We'ye telephoned to
the Yard, and nothing can be moved
until the inspector arrrives,”

Captain Vercker looked up with a
start to find the second-footman stand-
ing there by his side.

“Quite right!” he exclaimed. T
have had some experience, however, of
murder committed by strangling. There
was just a chance that poor Bireet
reached up his arms and clutched at the
man who committed this crime. In
that casge, his nails miﬁght still contein
some of his assailant’s clotbing. But, as
yon say, any amateurish inquiries
would be a mistake before the police
arrive.”

“Inspector Coutts, of Beotland Yard,
sir, gave me strict instructions ta lock
up the room and to allow no one to
enter it until he arrived.

“We must certainly camy out ihe
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orders of the police,” Captain Vereker
remarked. i

He walked from behind the chair
where Sir Titus Brade was standing.
- “We've got to get out of this, Brade.
They want to lock up the room until
the police come. We'd better go and
see how Mr. Montague's getting on.”

“Devilish unpleasant business. A
young fellow like this, cut off in the
prime of his life! Gad! It makes one
feel queer, Vercker!”

In spite of his air of cynical compo-
sure, Sir Titus Brade’s voice was ¢uri-
ously unsteady, as he followed his com-

Z

panion out of the room. Mr, Moniague"

had been helped downstairs, and was
seated in the palatial entrance-hall in &
high-backed oak chair, his usually pom-
pous figure looking oddly shrunken.
Watts, the butler, was standing by his
side, holding a silver salver on which
was a bottle of champagne. A liveriec
servant stood at the other.side of the
chair as if goarding his master. Mr.
Montagne looked wup with bloodshat,
frlghtqued eyves as the two men came
down into the hall,

“I say, Brade—and you, Vercker—
you won't leave me, will yon? Goodness
knows what’s going. to happen to mel
That devil—he said he would strike.

There’s poor Street upstairs—and it'll he'
23

my turn next.’
The man was not a sensible, reason-

able human being, but a mere mass of:

jangled nerves, In spite of the chami-
pagne that he was drinking, any
courage that he mightt have pos-
sessed had completoly vanished. With
a trembling hand he held ouf the glass
to be replenished by the butler. When
he had raised it to his lips, he sagged
forward in his chair, whimpering :

“It's the Striking Shadow. And T
thought it was just a trick to scare
me! Wkat use are the infernal police ?
I know something about them !*

He stopped abruptly, biting his lips
and fumbling at his open collar,

“Take it steady, Mr, Montague!” cx-
claimed Captain  Vercker. - “I have
given instructions for Scotland Yard to
be communicated with, and I under-
stand from your man, who telephoned,
that Inspector Coutts is on his way.”

Even as he spoke there was the sound
of a car stopping outside, followed
almost immediately by the ringing of
the front-door bell. ~A moment later
and Inspector Coutts, with an air of
official importance upon his face, camo
into the * entrance - hall, followed
by two constables in uniform and four
detectives  in  plain  clothes, ~ He
exchanged a glanee with tho- second-
footman, who had admitted them, and
that fuuctlor_mry immediately conducted
the four plain clothes men towards the
little group collected about Mr.
Montague's chair. They drew back as
the inspector approached. .

“T'd just like to have a word with
you in private, Mr, Montague. I have
given orders for the. servants to he
assembled in one of the rooms, :

He turned to Sir Titus Brade and
Captain Vercker,

“I'm afraid T must trouble you gentle-
men to wait until T can take a state-
ment from you. I just want to have a
few words with Mr,” Montague first.”
.He drew a chair to Mr, Montague's
side, “and having satisfied himself that
the others had drawn out of earshot
took out his notehoolk.

“Trenchard gave me a report over the
telephone of the actual cccurrence, Mr.
Mojtague. As he's one of our men, I
havén't inspected the body yeb. I
thought it best to hear exactly what you
have to say.”

(C‘ont:‘pued on page 25.)
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This is the last but by no means the least
of the Sexton Blake versus Waldo series.

You have been thrilled by the first three, and
this one is even better than its predecessors,
so get right down to it and enjoy one of
the finest stories ever seen in the * U. J.”

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Strange Telephone Call.

SEXTON BLAKE
whipped the bed-
clothes back with
one movement and
cxposed ‘Tinker to
the chill air of
early morning.

“Whoa ! Steady,
guy'nor [’ gasped
Tinker, sitting up
and blinking., “I
say, cheese 1t!
What's the idea
of this rough stuff?”

<1 called you ten minutes ago,
and, since you ignored it, you
must  put up with the con-
sequences,” replied Blake briskly.
“You've got exactly fifteen min-
utes to dress yourself, wash, and
demolish two vashers ef bacon and
two poached eggs.”

“1 can’t manage all that!” pro-
tested Tinker,

“I'm glad to hear it,” said
Riake approvingly. “But Mrs.
Bardell  evidently thinks you
resemble a half-starved tramp in
the early morning, and she has
consequently provided you with
sufficient food for—"

“1 wasn't talking about the
food, guy'nor!” protested Tinker.
“1 ¢can't dress and wash and eat
breakfast in a quarter of an hour.”

Blake chuekled.

“That's a pity, because one of
the items will have to be dropped,”
he said. “And, since you can't
very well start on a journey to
Scotland in your pyjamas, and as
I trust you are cleanly, the break-
fast must go.”

Tinker tumbled out with a
grunt.

“We'll see about that!” he said
grufly. “But it's a bit thick,
lugging .a chap out at half-past
four in the morning

“The time is exactly seven
o'clock.”

“Well, seven o'clock, then,” said
Tinker. “What's the difference?
That confounded thunderstorm
kept me awake half the night.
Did you hear the crashes, guv’'nor?
I thought the roof was coming
oft 1"

“Yes, the storm was certainly
very severe,” agreed Blake. “But
the early sun is shining now, and
TLondon is looking all the better
for a good wash. Now, don’t for-.
get—move yourself !” |

He departed, and was half-way
through his meagre breakfast of
toast and marmalade when Tinker
bustled in, |

“How's thatz” he asked
triumphantly. “Seven minutes,
and I'm ready to walk out of the
house! Y've got eight other min-
utes to attack the eggs and bacon.
Someliow I think I can win !*

Blake looked up critically.

“You'll 'do!” he said,
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Tinker grinned and sat dewn to
his breaktast. The famous Baker
Strect pair were bound North that
morning. A puzziing casc called
Bexton Blake to Edinburgh. It was
not: particularly urgent, but he
wanted to break lis journey at
Doncaster, as he had some bricf
business there. And this precluded
ihe idea of taking the night express.
Naturally Blake hesitated
knocking clients up in the middle of
the night.

“No sign of tlhie siorm now,
guv'nor,” said Tinker, as he looked
out of the window. “By Jove, it did
pelt down, didn’t it? And what
about the lightning? T'll bet a few
chimneys were demolished !”

“Yes, I am afraid the storm has
donc some damage,” agreed Blake.

Their sleep had been much dis-
turbed during the early hours. A
particularly violent thunderstorm
had broken over Laondon between one
end two, and had raged until close
apon three-thirty. The thunder and
lightning had been incessant, and two
or threc million people had probably
ghared Sexton Blake’s and Tinker’s
restlessness.

“Well, I'm ready when you arc,
guv'nor,” said Tinker at length.
“We've got our bags packed, and we
can shoot off as soon as you like. T
suppese this grub is just a snack to
push off with? We’'ll have a rcal
breakiast on the train?”

“If you can find room for anything
else before lunch-time you ought to
gee a doctor,” replicd Blake fifmly.
*Let me warn you against the perils
of overeating, Tinker. Half the ills
in this world are caused by in-
judicious diet.”

“Oh, cheese it!” grinned Tinker.
“*You' ve—"

Zurrrrh !

“The phone ” said Tinker. “Now,
who the dickens can be ringing us
op at a quarter-past seven in the
morning ? That’s the worst of this
Jife, guv'nor! We might as well be
doctors and done with it !” :

Blake was unhooking the receiver.

“Yes?” he said. “I beg your
parden, madam.”

An agitated voice came over the
wire—a peculiar feminine voice with
a distinctive inflection, rather like
that of a West Country woman.

“Can 1 speak to Mr. Sexton
Blake ?” it asked. *Even if you have
to get him out of bed, please bring
him to the telephone.”

“That is unnecessary, madam—it is
Blake speaking,” said the detective.

“You are Mr. Blake! Oh, I'm
glad 1 said the voice. “Mr. Blake,
please listen carefully. It is very,
very important. = Somebody was
killed by lightning on Wimbledon
Common during the storm.”

“T am sorry to hear that—*

“I think you will be interested in
the identity of the dead man,” weunt
on the unf?nqwu woman. “In faet,
Mz. Blake, I am sure you will be
deeply concerned.”

“Wheo is this man?”

I would rather not tell you,” said

hefore

the voice, to Blake's astonishment.

“The body has not yect bheen dis-
covered by any-of the ordinary public
or by the police. With the exception
of myself, you are the first to know.”
“But, my dear lady, this is very
unsatisfactory ! said Blake sharply.
“If you know the identity of the
deccased you should tell me——

“I am sorry, but I would prefer
not to,” said the voice, its agitation
more marked. “Yeu will find the
body lying near the bracken, only a
few hundred yards from the main
road.”

And the unknown caller proceeded
to give careful divections as to the
exact position, which Blake mentally

© noted.

“It is of great importance that you
sliould see the body first, Mr. Blake,”
added the lady. “ Please promise me
that you will go. T believe you will
find something unusnal—something
even significant. Good-bye !I”

“One moment ! said Blake
quickly. “Wlo are you, madam?”
But the line bhecame dead, and

Blake reluetantly hung up.

“What on earth is it oll about,
ouv'nor?” asked Tinker curiously.
“What was that you were saying
abont the deceased, and all that?”

Blake frowned.

“I don’t like these
people who refuse to give their
names,” he said tartly. “I suppose
the woman was afraid of being mixed
up in the inguest—didn’t want to pe
called as a witness, or something. In-
sufferable selfishness, Tinker—that’s
all it amounts to !”

“Tf you'll explain, I can understand
better, guv’nor.”

“And yet I'm not so sure,” went
on Blake thoughtfully. “Perhaps the
woman had her motive—a genuine
motive. That was very suggestive
when she hinted that I chould find
something unusual.”

“0Oh, rather!” =aid Tinker sor-
castically. “If you ask me, I should
say that the deceased died from
exasperation.”

Upon which hint Blake briefly re-
lated the other side of the recent
conversation,

“A man killed by lightning on
Wimbledon Common, and you’ll be

obstinate

interested in his identity,” =aid
Tinker. “That sounds rummy,
doesn’t it? And the woman wonldn’t

say who she was, or explain how she
knew it. Tooks fishy, guv’nor!”

“At the same time, I'm rather in-
trigued,” mused Blake.

Tinker glanced at his watch.

“And while you're being intrigued,
we're losing our train,” he said
casually.

“Under the circumstances, Tinker,
we shall have to postpone our trip,”
replied Blake. “We must go to
Wimbledon Common and haye a look
for this unfortunate who has been
struck by lightning.”

Tinker stared.

“You're going to alter all your
plans?” he asked, in surprise.

“I have already altered them.”
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“But, dash it, the thing may be a
hoax ! protested Tinker. “I thought
it was one of your rules to take no
notice of anonymouns communications?
And, affer all, a telephone caller who
refuses to give any name is just the
same .as a letter-writer who doesn't
give his signature. I can’t let you
drift away from your good maxims
like this!”

“It is quite likely that the call
was a hoax, Tinker, but on the other
hand there may be something in it,”
said Blake. “Our trip to Edin-
burgh can ecasily wait until to-morrow
—I have made no definite appoint-
ments there—and I shouldn’t be com-
fortable if we went off with things
in this unsatisfactory state.”

Tinker quitec agreed. :

After all, it was decidedly unusual
fifr_:m unl;;mwn woman to ring up,
gwving particulars of a dead body on
a4 common. And it seemed that she
had heen particularly anxious - o
impress Blake with the fact that he
would find " the Dody unusually
interesting.  That was the strange
part of it.

Blake had an uncomfortable feeling
that hie was being made a fool of, but
the only way of settling his min
was to go to Wimbledon Common and
examine that given spot.

So the famous pair, when they lefh
Baker Street, did not take a taxi 1o
a bustling railway terminus, but they
went to Wimbledon Common in the
Grey Panther.

FPMHERE was a wonderful odour of
freshness and moistened earth
when Sexton Blake and Tinker

set out Dbriskly across the commomn,

leaving the car parked in a quiet
backwater.

 According to the unknown’s direc-
tions, the mysterious body was some
little distance from any footpath. It
rested mear a clump of bracken, i
one of those grass-covered hallows
which  abound on  Wimhledon
Commeon,

The sun was shining brilliantly,
and the sky was a clear, azure blue.
There were compensations for the
tumult of the storm. London was
awakening to a perfect day.

“Now, we've got to hear slightly to
the right here,” said RBlake, as they
picked their way round a clump of
damp gorse. “Yes, there’s the tall
group of chestnuts the woman re-
ferred to, with the red house beyond.
We're getting near the spot now.”

“T'll bet we shall find nothing 1?

said Tinker sceptically, “I gay,
what a frost! Our journey North
postponed, and everylthing! = Shall T

think of a few choice words to lend
you,' guv’nor?”

Blake's eyes gleamed.

“They won't be necessary, Tinker,”
he replied gravely. “TFor, unless I
am yery much mistaken, the informa-
tion was genuine. Look yonder!”

Ite pointed, and Tinker's cheery
expression changed. Protruding from
beyond a mneighbouring patech of
bracken were two feet, one with a
shoe and one without, and they were
curiously still,

e
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Staggering Discovery.

RATHER solemnply,
Sexton Blake and
Tinker  approached,

and they both experi-
enced a slight shocl
as they found them-
selves looking down
at the pitiful remains
of something that
had once been a well-
proportioned  living
man.

“0 b,
said Tinker huskily.

“You'd hetter not come too near,

young 'un,” said Blake.
" “If you can stand it, guv'nor, 8o
can I,” replied Tinker,
self. “But that woman was right,
wasn't she? Poor chap! Greab
Scott! Look at the grass all round
Liim !

“Y imagine he must have been
killed instantaneously—and that, at
least is one of the merciful proper-
ties of lightning,” said Blake. “The
poor fellow knew mnothing about it, I
should judge.”

They stood

my hat!”

silent for o few

.moments.

Blake did not approach too closely,
and he warned Tinker back. The
body liay six or seven feebt in front
of them, now fully disclosed. Aund it
was quite unnecessary to go nearer to
bes certain that they were in the
presence of tragedy.

The unfortunate man had been
struck down instantaneously, by all
appearances. His light tweed suif
was scorched and- even ripped into
shreds in places. One shoe had been
torn off, and lay ncar-by, burnt and
blackened.

The ground and the pgrass were
burned, ftoo—clear evidence of the
lightning’s force. It was impossible
to see the face, for the body
was lying on its side, back to the two
watchers.

Tinker glanced across the common.
Away in the far distance,*onc or two
figurds could be seen, but there was
no living thing within a quarter of
a mile of them. Tt wasn't yet eight
o'clock. angd although there were
plenty of people taking an early
siroll on the common, this particular
section was deserted.

How had that woman known of the
tragedy*

If she had found the bedy casually,
while out for a walk, why had she
not informed the nearest policeman?
What Liad been her object in ringing
up Sexton Blake?  And, above all,
why had she refused to give her
name, and why had she nssumed that
this hody would have a parficular
interest for Sexton Blake?

These were points which might be
cleared up later, But for the moment
Blake had no time to consider them.
His first duly was to ascertain the
identity of the dead man, to get in
touch with any posaible relatives,
and to inform the police.

“Stand by, Tinker, and if aaybody
approaches, warn them off!” said
Blake curtly. “We don’t want a
crowd of sightseers round here—and

gripping him-.

if ane or two collect, there'll soon be
a dozen.”

“Go ahead, guv'nor 1 said Tinlker.
“1'm watching.” ;

Sexton Blake gently moved the
body, and winced.

Strong as his nerves were, he was
moved. The unhappy victim’s face
and lead were so frightfully burned
by the lightning that Blake found
Limself looking at blackened, con-
torted caricatures of what had been.

“Terrible—terrible!” he murmured
gently.

ITe could tell that the stranger had
heen a man of excellent physique,
probably in the prime of life. He
had been clean-shaven, but it was
impossible to determine the original
colour of his hair, for the lightning
had burned every trace of it off.

Blake had scen more than one
victim of lightning, but seldom liad
he scen such a case as this.  The
storm had been severe, he knew, but
the particular flash which had killed
this man had evidently posscesed
enough electrical force to wipe cut a
regiment. Being alone oun the open
common, the hapless victim lad re-
ceived the full force of the devasta-
ting discharge.

“Since identity cannot be deter-
mined in the usual manner, I had
hetter search the poor fellow’s
pockets,” Blake told himself. * But
what of that woman? She knew his
identity, evidently, for she implied
that I should be particularly im-
pressed by it.”

But it was no good conjecturing.
Blake acted.

Steeling  himself, he delicately
searched  the dead man's inside
jacket pocket. A wallet came to

lieht, and one or two folded letters.
Blake placed them in the grass and

“emptied the waisteoat pockets.

A fountain-pen, a silver pencil, a
gold watch and chain, nail-clippers
and penknife, and one or two other
odds and ends. Blake stared at the
watch with curious concentration.

“Strange !” he muttered, frowning.

“Discovered anything, guyv'nor?”
asked Tinker, looking on. ;

“Not yet, young ‘un—but this
wateh is familiar,” said Blake, with
an uunusual note in his veice. “A
peculiar  watch—with a  grotesque
dial. There cannot be many of such
a pattern in existence.”

[inker looked at it closely, bending®
forward. r

“It's exactly the same as old
Waldo's, guv'nor!” he said keenly.
“We've often seen him pull it out!”

“Yes,” agreed Blake, “It is rather
an unusual coineidence—"

He broke off abruptly, staring at
the engraved initials on the back of
the timepiece. They fascinated him.
“R. W.” Waldo’s own initials.

Blake picked up the letters quickly
and glanced at them. Then he drew
his breath in. There were three of
them, and all were addressed to
“(olonel Hampson, Hotel Ceeil,
London.”

“Great Scott!” gasped Tinker, as
he stepped nearer. “Colonel Hamp-
gson! That's the name that Waldo
has been using lately, guy'nor.”

“Yes, Tinker—and it appears that.
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he has been staying at the Hotel
Cecil,” said Blake, *Is it possible?”

His last muttered query was forced
from him as he looked at the body.
For a short space necither he nor
Tinker spoke. Both of them were
shocked—inexpressibly pained.

Rupert Waldo !

The master criminal who had
always fought fairly against Blake—
the Wonder Man who had never becn
known to play foul! A man of
absolute lonour so far as his word
went, a man who had always striven
to rob from those who had gained
their wealth by questionable methods,
a man as straight as a die in most
ihings, but with a curious kink on
the subjeet of the rights of property.

Was 1t, indeed, possible?

And yet this poor, mutilated body
was of exactly Waldo’s proportions !
The waistcoat contained his watch,
the jacket his letters! Blake looked
at that face again, and he shook his
head.

“There is no hope of establishing
identity by recognition,”. he said
slowly. “Let us keep quite calm,
Tinker.” ‘

“0Oh, but I can’t believe it!” said
Tinker huskily.

Blake opened the wallet and {ook
out a number of banknotes, ten or
twelve pounds in currency notes, and
one or two cards and private papers.
He unfolded a sheet, and started.

“What's that, guv'nor?” asked
Tinker in a strained voice.

. “The unhappy man’s will,” replied
Blake. “\’\'algo's will.”

Tinker craned over the greaf
detective’s shoulder, and they both
read the whimsically-worded docu-
ment, so characteristic of the man
who had written it:

“This is the last will and testament
of Rupert Waldo, of no place in
particular, adventurer, scamp, and
soldier of fortune. T hereby give,
devise, and bequeath to New Scotland
Yard my earthly remains, for them
to handle and dispose of in what-
soever manuner they desire. I merely
request that my burial shall be
decent.

“I also desire that Mr. Sexton
Blake, of Baker Strcet, shall make
public, to the best of his ability, any
good and honourable actions of mine

which may have come before his
notice.

“My death will, I assume, cause
untold joy in certain newspaper

offices, for a long account of my mis-
deeds will make excellent copy. It
will be some measure of consolation
to know—in the heated atmosphere
whence I am journeying—that the
public shall be told of my trifling
acts of good, to offsel my various
misdeeds.

“As Shakespeare truly said, ®The
evil that men do lives after them;
the good is oft interred with their
bones.’

“Ruverr Wanpo."”

Tinker gave Blake a rather twisted
smile.

“Just like old Waldo, guv'nor,” he
said, “He makes his will, and he
doesn't say anything about any
property. The thing’s just one of
his jokes. But I still can’t bLelieve
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it 1" he burst out. “Waldo!
it, I liked the chap!”

Sexton Blake nodded.

“I must confess that I, too, felt a
certain respect for hLim,” he replied.
“Recently, at all events, Waldo has
Lbeen a very changed man—he has
been working against evil, in the
service of good. His campaign
against Oscar Maitland, Hubert
Rorke, and Simon Kern las been
characterised by, straightforward
honesty all through.”

“And I don't blame Sir Rodney
Drummond for employing Waldae,
sir,” said Tinker stoutly. ‘“Those
three men were blackmailers and
swindlers and vipers.”

“Two of them have gowe,” said
Blake gravely. “Maitland, I am
convinced, was murdered by Kern.
Rorke died of heart failure, following
fright. And Kern still lives. I
venture to suggest that Waldo was
acting against Kern when this
disaster overtook him.”

And Blake looked absently across
the stretch of common.

Dash

T was some moments before
Tinker spoke again.
“I mean, it's so silly,” he

said at length. “Waldo to be killed
by lightning ! A man of his terrific
strength, with all his extraordinary
capabilities, to be struck down during
a thunderstorm

“That 1s the way of things,
Tinker,” said Blake. “A man will
live wunscathied through an entire
campaign of war, and-then get run
over by a motor-bus on the first day
of his arrival home. Fate has a habit
of playing such capricious {ricks.”

“After all his stunts—to be killed
by lightning,” said Tinker.

“But was he killed by lightning ?”
mused Blake slowly.

“ Ell ?."

' “Was he, Tinker??

“But—but isn’t it obvious?” asked
Pinker, indieating the mutilated body
and the charred grass.

“Perhaps it is too obvious,” replied
Blake grimly. “Have you forgotten

GRAND SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE VOLUMES !

that woman who rang np? Who was
she? Where does she fit into this
puzzle? How did she know of
Waldo’s death. Indeed, if it comes
to that, how did she know that the
man was Waldo?”

“But we can’t be certain that she
did know,” said Tinker.

“I think we can,” replied Blake.
“ She particularly impressed mic with
the fact that I should be interested
in the identity of the deccased. I'm
not satisfied, Tinker.” .

He gripped himself, and closely
and carefully examined that scorched
head. His attitude became tense.

“Lightning performs gneer tricks,

Tinker, but, unless I am greatly
mistaken, therc is an injury here
which was mnever caused by
lightning.”

“What do you mean, guv'nor?”

“The head is battered in—at the
rear |”

“Great Scott!” gasped Tinker.
“You—yon mean he was murdered ?”

“T dou’'t know what to think,” said
Blake, f{frowning. = “But all the
circumstances are highly suspicious.
Waldo would never go under in a
fair, figcht—but even his enormous
strength would not avail him if he
were struck down from the rear.”

“I say, this is getting a bit steep,”
said Tinker, scratching his head.
“It secms to me that Waldo was
murdered somewhere in London, and
brought lere during the storm—
perhaps by car. It was only
aceident, perhaps, that caused the
lightning to strike him—just a
chance.” f

“T don't think the scene of action
was very far from this spot,.young
‘un,” said Blake, locoking across the
common again. “Do you realise that
we are within a quarter of a mile of
Simon Kern’s house ?”

“What!” gasped Tinker, jumping.

“There it 1s—over in that proud-
looking terrace,” continued RBlake,
nodding. “Simon  Kern's louse,
Tinker [ And liere is this dead body
—on the common! Do you wonder
that I am suspicious?”
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Ciue of the Diamond Pin.

THLRE- was  every
reason for Sexton
Blake to be grim.
He, himself, had
been closely concerned
in the affairs of Sir
Hodney Drummond,

Bart. He had en-
countered Rupert
Waldo several times
during the last few
weeks, but never once
had he secen fit to

with the Wonder Man's

interfere
operations.
Sir Rodney had been menaced by

three deadly enemies—blackmailers,
who had been eent to penal servitude,
yeare earlier, owing to Sir Rodney’'s
information. :

And for years the millionaire
baronet had lived {he life of a hermit,
shut in behind the high walls of his
old liome ‘in Surrey. He had lived
i constant fear of the noxious trie.

Becoming accidentally acquainted
with Rupert Waldo, he had seen a
chance of gaining his freedom. He
had, indced, offered Waldo Afifty
{housand pounds to free him from his
three cnemies—and Waldo had under-
taken to perform the service.

It had been a stipulation, however,
that he slould commit no bloodshed—
that lie should not transgress the law
of moral right. The laws of the land
could not hiarm {liese scoundrels, gmd
so Sir Rodney had, in desperation,

“souglit the aid of a criminal,

Waldo had performed his work with
singular thorouglhness.

Oscar Maitland, the first of the
thre¢ to wlom lie had turned his
attention, had ostensibly committed
suicide, Lut Sexton Blake was con-
vificed, in hi¢ own mind, that Mait-
land had been murdered. Rorke, the
second blackmailer, had died by acci-
dent.  Pright lad ccased the hbeat-
ing of au already discased heart.

Waldo had kept Lis own hands
clean, and- London was well rid of
two worthless rogues. Simon Kern
remained. and it was mere guesswork
on Sexton's Blake's part to come to
the conclusion that. Waldo had been
operating against the infamous stoek-
broker, Kern.

And this was the net result! This
dead body! -

“We must iry to reconstruct what
Liappened, Tinker,” said Blake
thoughtinlly.  “I do not generally
believe in theorising, but there are
exceptions to every rule. Why was
Waldo here during that storm?
Obviously, his motive was in connec-
tion with Simon Kern. The close
proximity of Kern’s residence is too
significant to be dismissed.”

“Are you suggesting that Kern
murdered him, guv'nor?”

“1 am not suggesting anything at
all,” replied Blake, “I am merely
irying to reconstruct what might
have happened. Supposing, for the
sake of argument, that Waldo went
to Eern's house during the small
houre of the morning )

“You mean, hefore the storm?”

“Yes, before the storm,” mnodded
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Blake. “Perhaps he suceecded in
breaking in—his object, no doubt,
bLeing to secure incriminating evi-
dence against the man—and perhaps
Kern struck him down from behind.”

“It's the only possible way of
looking at it, guv’'nor,” said Tinker.
“If Waldo had been given any
cliance, he would have protected lim-
self. Why, he could fight a dozen
Xerns, and beat them into jelly. That
cur must have smashed him from the
rear.  Poor old Waldo! What a
filthy trick!”

“Not so fast, young ’un!” frowned
Blake. “Don’t assume that we are
right in these theories.  Perhaps
Kern dragged the body to the
common—and, if so, there ought to
be some pretty evident fraces. We
shall have to look.” v

“Pedro would be handy.”

“He would, but we didn't bring
him,” countered Blake. “We =shall
have to see what we can do without
him. And now, the storm broke in
the early hours, and it is rather
curious to guess as to what happened.

Did Kern bring Waldo out here
during the storm, or Dbefore the
storm? In any case, neither Kern

nor any other man could control the
lightning, and make it strike at any
given spot.” ¥

“You mean that tlie body was acei-
dentally struck?”

“Either that—or something elss.”

“Yes, but what else, guy’'nor:”
asked Tinker wonderingly.

“It had occurred to me that this
evidence might be faked,” replied
Blake. “What proof have we that

the body actually was struck by light- -

ning? The burnt and ripped eloth-
ing? The scorched flesh? The
blackened grass? All that could have
been easily counterfeited, Tinker. It
is possible that Kern took advan-
tage of the storm to make this death
appear accidental.”

“Phew!” whistled Tinker.

“What is the natural assumption
when a scorched and twisted body is
found on a wide common immediately
following a severe thunderstorm?”
went on Blake. “Undoubtedly, that
the vietim was struck by lightning.
There are no close inqguiries, no care-
ful investigations. The thing speaks
for itself. Think what a golden
opportunity for any murderer to get
rid of the body !"

“By Jove, guv’nor, that's a
stunning iden!” said Tinker admir-
ingly. “So Kern killed Waldo——'"

“Hey, steady!” broke in Blake.
“Don’t make statements like that,
my  lad! Remember, we're only
theorising. We're just thinking of
what might have happened, and not
what did happen. There will have to
be some very careful investigation
before we can arrive at the definite
truth. Assuming that Waldo was
murdered, and that he was not struck
by lightning at all, we ought to find
seme tracks leading to Kern's house.”

“Hadn't we better have a look,
guy'nor ?” ;

“All in good time !” npdded Blake.
“There’s no immediate hurry. The
common is still deserted, and nothing
hias been disturbed. Agsuming that
Kern acted as we have outlined, he
would naturally believe that the body
would be found, and earried away.

Continuing his

He would not fear any investigation,
and so he might have been careless
wilh regard to tracks. Presently, we
will make a eclose survey of the
ground. But for the moment there
15 another point I wish to consider.
What about the good lady who rang
me up:”

“Yes, where the dickens does she
fit in?" [

“T think we can find a niche for
her,” said Sexton Blake, “If this
murder took place in Kern's house—
as we are imagining—then what is to
upset the theory that Kern's house-
keeper, or maidservant, perhaps, wit-
nessed the erime?r”

“Unknown to Kern, )ou mean"

“Of course,” said the detective.
“Frightened, she may have been re-
Iuctant to go to the police—pcrhaps
for fear of being implicated. One is
always apt to shy at being drawn
into a murder case. And so she rang
me up, and gave me that informa-
tion.”

“Why, it’s all perfectly clear,”
said Tinker. “You've got the entire
affair nailed down, guv'nor. The
only trouble is, we're dealing with
theory, and not with fact.”

“That’s just the peint,” agreed
Blake. “And theories have a nasty
habit of turning round and biting
you. I am quite prepared to have
the whole edifice erumble at a

investigations,
the man over, and something slipped out of a
fold of clothing, and he picked itup. A diamond
tiepin.

Blake turned

second’s notice. - However, it is just
as well to have a framework to start
with, We'll see where it leads us,
Tinker.”

“Good!” said Tinker. “I should
be enjoying all this if it wasn't for
poor old Walde. That’s the thing
that worries me. We shall have to
Lound EKern until we've got the rope
reund his neck, guv’nor.”

Tinker was genuinely upset.

The fate of any ordinary criminal
would not have concerned him much.
But Rupert Waldo was different. Of
late, pnrticulnrly, he had been show-
ing signs of reformation. And he
had always ecxpressed the highest
hossible  admiration for Blake and
Tinker. In all their tussles, he had
invariably treated them fairly.

Sometimes he had trapped them,
sometimes he had caused them incon-
venience and exasperation. But never
once had he threatened their lives,
or attempted to injure them. And
when Blake had proved the better
man, Waldo had never failed (o
acknowledge it handsomely.

It was a pity to lese such a worthy
foeman—and to lose him in this piti-
able fashion. -

Tinker felt leavy-hearted as he
thought of it all.

“Well, the next thing is to look
for those tracks, I suppose, guv’nor,™
he said, with a start. “We'll—"
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“We'll  employ  ourselves  in
separate directions, if you please,
Tinker,” interrupted Blake. “ While
I am scouting round, you will hunt
for the mnearest constable, and send
him here.”

“But we don’t want the police
messing ahout, guv'nor!” protested
Tinker.

“We are liable to get into serious
trouble if we don’t allow them to
“ mess about,” ” retorted Blake.' " We
may be privileged citizens, young
‘un, but it is our plain duty
to inform the police of this tragedy
without any delay, We are not
obliged, of course, to reveal our own
theories. The police can draw their
own conclusions—and we can well
imagine what they will be. You'd
better go and find that bobby.” =

“Oh, well, if you insist!”

“And after that, get hold of a tele-
phone, and ring up Lennard, of the
Yard,” continued Blake. “This is
no ordinary death, and I fancy our
old friend will be grateful for the
tip. Tell Lennard to come straight
here as soon as he possibly can.”

“Right-ho !"” said Tinker. “I’ll
bet that old Lennard will be fright-
fully cut up, guv’'nor. He had more
than a sneakine admiration for
Waldo, and it'll hurt him to hear
this.”

“T am more inclined to believe that
Lennard will stifte his regret, and
give full play to his relief,” said
Blake drily. “Waldo has been a
thorn in the Yard's side for many a
long day. Our official friends don't

like to be flaunted, Tinker—and
Waldo has flaunted them ‘con-~
sistently.  There’ll be rejoicing at

the Yard when this news is out.”

“Heartless lot of heggars!” said
Tinker indignantly.

He went off, and Sexton Blake
gave his full attention to the bhody
again. Blake was by no means con-
vinced that his assumptions were
correct. There were more doubts in
his mind than he had revealed to his
young assistant. And one doubt was
particularly strong.

With great care, he examined the
dead man. He looked at his hands—
which had not been severely injured
—and he had many other close inspee-
tions. But at the end he was still
unsatisfied.

“There’s something queer about
this,” he told himself. *We cannot
even prove Waldo’s identity by means
of his fingerprints. The burning is
too severe for that. H'm! Puzzling

f2r

—very puzzling !

He was thoughtful
moments.

It was a pity to lose Waldo like
that—indecd, Blake found it very
difficult to ecredit that Waldo was
actually dead. The evidence in front
of him was strong, but by no means

for a few

conclusive. He was {oo closely
acquainted with Waldo's sense of
humour—Waldo's love of playing

grim jokes.

Continuing his investigation, he
turned the body over, and something
glipped out of a fold of clothing, and
dropped into the grass. Blake picked
if, up.

A diamond tiepin.

Whal was more, Blake recognised
it. On two or three oceasiohs hethad

met Simon Kern—particularly after
the death of Oscar Maitland. And
Kern had always worn that distine-
tive pin. It was a beautifully-
wrought thing of gold, in the shape
of a tiny 1idol, and the single diamond
was a gem of the first water.
“Kern’s pin!? murmured Blake.
“Well, that helps things along, at
all events. It only strengthens my
theory. If EKern actually murdered
Waldo, and dragged him out here,
he must, of necessity, have donec a
deal of bending over the body. What
more natural than that his tiepin
should work out, and fall unnoticed ?
It seemed convincing enough. In
the darkness, Kern would never have
known of his loss until it was tco
late to search. And'a pin of that de-~
seription could easily I})uwe clung to
a fold of the dead man’'s clothing,
withont its presence being known.
And there was another valuable

point. The presence of this tiepin
definitely ‘proved Simon Eern’'s
connection with the death. Theory

had become fact.: Kern was linked
up by concrete evidence.

And it was mot long hefore Blake
made another discovery.. A cursory
examination of the surroundings
was instructive. Leading from this
shallow hollow, and right across the
common, were tracks. Blake only
had to look for them,-and they fairly
rose up and hit him. Not footprints
parficularly, but a hundred and one
traces of disturbed grass—dragging
marks on the bare spots. The
veriest amateur could have detected
that something heavy and cumbersome
had been dragged—literally trailed—
over the common.

The facts, so far, were fitting
neatly and relentlessly into Sexton
Blake's web of conjecture.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Hunt Begins.

TINKER reversed
Blake's instructions,

Finding no police-
constable within
sight, he went off to
a public telephone
first, and was soon in

touch . with Scotland
Yard. .
“That you, Tin-

ker?” came the cheery
voice of Chisf Detec-
tive-inspector L e n-
nard, of the C.1.D.,
after Tinker had been cohnected to
his office.  “I suppose you're talk-
ing from your hed-room ?”

“My which?”

“My dear chap; it’s only just after
eight. and I'm not optimistic enough
to assume that you're really up,” re-
plied TLennard. “What do you
want? Iasn't Mrs. Bardell brought
you your cup of tea? Do you want
me to eome round and search for it#??

“That’s a funny thing,” said
Tinker. * “I was thinking the same
thing about you as you’re thinking
about me. T couldn’t believe my ears
when 1 heard your voice. I really
rang up the Yard to ask for the tele-
phone number of your private house,
so-that T could dig you out of bed.”
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A chuckle came across the wires.

“You’ll do!” gaid the chief-in-
spector.

“But I mnaturally assume that
you've been up all night,” continued
Tinker. “That’s the only explana-
tion of your being in the office at
this unearthly hour. Well, you're
wanted.”

“By you ?u

“Yes.”

“All right—you can want!”

*By the guv’nor, too,” said Tinker
sweetly. “There’s a dead man on
Winmbledon Common, and Mr. Blake
and I are hot on the track of some-
thing startling. The guv'nor wants
you io come at omce.”

“I'm not sure that it can be
managed,” said Lennard dubiously.
“I've just been assigned to a job
over in Poplar——”

“Never mind about that; you'll
have to give it to somehody else,”
interrupted Tinker. “This dead man
seems to haye been struck by light-
ning, but the guv’nor : thinks he
might ~ have been murdered. Of
course, if you want to let somebody
else take the credit for the job——"

* Look herer you young ass, is this
straight 7

“Yes, absolutely,” replied Tinker.
“The guv’nor sent me to phone you,
and to say that it's urgent.”

“That’s good enough for me,” said
Lennard briskly. “Blake wouldn’t
send a message of that sort unless
it was something exceptional. T’ll be
over there as quickly as I can manage
it. Where’s the exact spot?”

“Wimbledon Common.”

“1 know that!” retorted Lenmmard.
*“Do you think I want to go wander-
ing- about Wimbledon Common all
day? It's a bit bigger than {the
island in Piccadilly Circus.”

Tinker gave precise details and
rang off, satisfied that the Scotland
Yard man would lose no.time. He Lad
purposely refrained from mentioning
the dead man’s identity, as he wanted
to watch TLennard's face when he
made the disclosure.

His mext task was {o find that
congtable. ‘

He happened to spot one on his
way back to the common—for he had
heen obliged to go some little dis-
tance 1o find a public telephone. The
officer was standing on a corner, lock-
ing  over the common in dreamy
preoceupation when Tinker came up-

“You are wanted,” said Tinker
briskly.

“Who—me?” exclaimed the con-
stable, with a start.

“Yes;"thcre’s a dead body on the
COmMmon,

“A dead body?”

“Struck by lightning,”
Tinker.

“Ah, T ain't surprised,” nodded the
policeman sagely, “He ain’t the
only poor fellow that was hit by
lightning, neither, I’ll swear! (One
o' ihe worst storms we've had this
ear.”

He drew himself up importantly.

“T suppose you ain’t kidding?” he
added, with suspicion.

2

explained

“Come along and see,” rteplied
Tinker. "My guv’'nor is Mr. Sexton
Blake, and he’s on the spot now.

Chief-Tnspeetor Lennard, of Scotland

e
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Yard, is hurrying down as fast as
he can come.”

* The constable flushed with excite-
ment.

“Glory, then you’ll be young Mr.
Tinker?” he asked, staring.

“I not only will be—but I am !”

“This is a bit of luck for me,"”
said the policeman eagerly. deLf
yvou'll lead the way, Mr. Tinker, we'll

et there as quickly as we. can.
'There’s another man on the next
beat, an’ he might butt in. " I don’t

often get the chance of handlin’ a
case with Mr. Blake an® with one of
the heads from the Yard.”

Tinker smiled inwardly. He had
succeeded in arousing the constable
into brisk activity. He had an idea,
lhowever, that the man was still
slightly suspicious. If so, he soon
changed his mind.

Sexton Blake was still with the
body when they came up, and he
promptly placed the policeman on
duty there.

“Mr. Lennard will soon be here,
snd you will then take orders from
him,” said Blake. “But until he
arrives I think you had better stay
on guard. Fortunately, the general
public is still unaware of this
tragedy, and there is not much likeli-
hood of a gaping crowd gathering.”

The constable saluted.

“I’ll keep ‘em off if they do come,
sir,” he declared.

He regarded the body stolidly, and
Sexton Blake and Tinker moved off
across the common.

“Discovered anything
guv’'nor?” asked Tinker eagerly.

Blake told of the tiepin, and bhe
waved his hand in the direction of
the ground.

“You can see how the body was
deagged along, Tinker,” le said.
“It’s all very simple, and, for that
reason, I don’t like it. One would
imagine that Kern would have taken
a few ordinary precantions no matter
how severe his mental stress. - But
this trail is as obvious as though a
sack had been drawn along a sandy
beach.” !

Tinker looked up and down. *

“By jingo, yes!” he admitted.
“But perhaps Kern was off his head
with fright. His one thought was
to get rid of the hody. What are
we going to do—go straight to his
house?”

“We can't do that,” replied Blake.
“We have no warrant—no authority
to search Kern's house. We must
wait until Lennard arrives.”

“Well, that tiepin of Kern's makes
the whole thing certain, guv'nor,”
said Tinker. “He’s right in the affair
up to his neck. If poor old Waldo
had been just struck by lightning,
hy accident, Kern’s tiepin couldn’t
have been in a fold of his clothes.”

“Yes, there’s that point, I will
admit,” said Blake. “At the same
time, I am very far from convinced
that we have got hold of the right
end of the stick. I hope Lennard will
hurry up, beeanse I badly want to
have a look into Kern's house."

clse,

HE  chief-inspector  arrived
twenty minutes later, and
Blake and Tinker went to

meet lim as le crossed the grassy
expanse.

The iInvaders found themselves gazing uﬁon

a scene of complete disorder.

And there, right

at Sexton Blake's feet, were some dark, ominous
stains on the carpet.

“Good man!” said Blake, as he
shook hands. “I'm glad we were able
to get hold of you, Lennard, This

‘looks like being a fairly important

case; and the sooner we can make a
move the better.”

“T understand there’s a cead man
somewhere about here?” asked the
chief inspector. “Struck by light-
ning, eh? Anything special about
him? You wouldn’t drag me over
here unless——"

“He’s Waldo,” put in Tinker.

Lennard started.

“Waldo?” he
“Dead ?”

“Yes—and
said Tinker.

“Good glory I”

The chief inspector pursed his lips
and frowned. A lance at Blake had
told him that Ti:ﬁ:
him. An expression of
surprise came into his face.

“Well, T'll admit this has nearly
bowled me over,” he said. “I didn't
think that Waldo wonld finish up
like  that. Pity. We always
hankered after besting him."”

“You'd better come and have a
look at the body,” said Blake.

“Hallo! Hallo!" exclaimed

repeated sharply.

probably murdered,”

er was not fooling

shocked

Lennard shrewdly. ©What's this?
Aren't you sure about the identity?
I notice that you don’t say much,
Blake !

“We can only establish lLis identity
by the evidence we find,” replied
Blake. “And if the contents of the
pockets are any guide, then the
victim is Waldo without the slightest
doubt.”

Blake explained all the eircum-
stances and handed the tiepin inte
Lennard's possession.

“So you don't believe in the light-
ning evidence ? asked Lenvard.
*“My mind is quite open on ths
subject,” replied Blake. “IIe may
have been killed by lightning, or he
may not. I would prefer nof to
express an opinion until we have
made a few more investigations.
But on the face of it, Lennard, the
dead man is unquestionably Waldo.™

Ten minutes later the Yard man
was satisfied.

“Yes, it’s Waldo all right,” ha
said grufly, “and I believe you're
right about Kern, too. The Dbest
thing we can do is to go to his house

. at once and grab him—unless he's

bolted. | .Fhe, ¢chances are that he
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hasn’t, believing that there’ll be no
hue and cry.

Lennard was looking deeply con-
cerned. He had always had a sneak-
ing admiration for Waldo, and he,

too, was pained at this discovery.-

He had never wished Waldo such a
violent death as this.

“Somehow, you know, it wants a
bit of swallowing,” he commented, as
they walked towards the edge of the
common. “It's rummy that Waldo
should make such a slip. Not at all
like him. Yet I suppose the best of
us makes blunders at times. And
when a man like Waldo blunders it's
liable to be fatal.”

It was only about nine o’clock even
now, and many of the big houscholds
in those great residences along
Wimbledon Common were only just
beginning to arouse themselves for
the day. .

Simon Kern’s place was big and
imposing, The house was quite
modern. and steod in its own exten-
sive grounds. There were well-cut
lawns, deep flower-beds, and carefully
trimmed hedges. The whole establish-
ment had an air of wealth and
stability.

It had been almost unnecessary to
follow that trail across the common,
for it so obviously led to Kern’s
house. The chief-inspector was now
in full charge—at least, nominally.
He was the representative of
authority, and could act on his own
discretion.

“There’s only one thing to be done,
as far as I can sce,” he said. “We
can’t potter about in Kern's front
garden looking for tracks, can we?
That sort of thing would only excite

comment and probably give Kern
warning. We'll go straight up to
the front door and catch him on {%e
hop.”

“You counldn't adopt a better
course,” acreed Blake.

The door opened in amswer to
Lennard’s ring, and an elderly

woman stood there. She started as
she saw the two grim-looking men,
and her face paled somewhat.

“Well?” she asked, with
necessary sharpness.

“We should like to sce Mr. Kern,”
said Lennard.

“Mr. Eern isn't up yet,” replied
the woman, her agitation increasing.
“Why do you ask? Who arc you?
What have you comc here for?”

“Stoad;’,' madam ! said Lennard
quietly. ‘“Therc's no need to get
excited. If Mr. Kern is still in bed
we won't disturb him, I should just
like to ask you if anything unusual
happened in this honse during the
night 7

The woman gave a guick, convulsive
gulp.

“I—IL——— My, Kern will tell you !”
she panted. “T don’t know anything !
I tell you I don't know anything !

“T rather think you do!” said
Lennard grimly. .

Her very patent alarm®wag signifi-
cant in the extreme. Todeed, it was
conclusive. Somcthing unusual had
happened during the night, and she
knew about it.

“Tt is only fair to tell you that my
name is Chief-Inspector Lennard of
Scotlnnd Yard,” said Lennard, “Now,

un-

“There’s nothing to fear——

now ! No need to faint. Nobody will
come to any harm if a

“I don’t know anything !” faltered
the woman. “I’'m Mr. Kern’s house-
keeper, and it’s not fair to force your
way in 2

“There’s no question of foree,” said
Lennard. “One or two things have
happened, and an inquiry is neces-
sary. Don't disturb Mr. Kern. 1
would like a little quiet chat with
you, if you don't mind. These
gentlemen are associnted with me,
and you can be quite frank with
them.”

The chief-inspector was on tiptoe.
His ready wits were keenly edged.
He generally knew when to
drastically, just as he knew wlien lic
had made a tactical blunder. Some-
thing told him that a short talk with
the housekeeper-would be profitable.

As for Sexton Blake, he was keen,
too.

There was a certain inflection in
the woman’s voice which attracted
him. Tt reminded him irresistibly of
the voice which had spoken to him cn
the telephofle. The actual voice
sounded a little different, but the
inference was obvious.

Lennard had already ecntered the
hall and had closed the door. It was
a_ big hall, of the dounge type, and
an open door revealed a large
reception room with dust sheets over
ithe furniture.

*Most of the servants are away,”
said the housekeeper, trying to
compose herself. *“They've gonc to
the master’s country house, down at
Henley. There’s hardly anybaody
here, and even Mr, Kern didn't
really intend to stay on, but business
kept him in London: 1

“Never mind ‘about that now, Mrs.
—Mrs. & z

“ My name is Mrs, Finch.”

“Well, Mrs. Finch, I want you to
be reasonable,” said Lennard gently.
“I /want you to tell me what hap-
pened in this house during the night.

3

“I don’t know what happened !”
she broke in. “It's a terrible
mystery to me—and I was afraid to
go to Mr. Kern! He's always 80
angry if he's disturbed in the early
morning. I thought I'd better wait
until he rang.”

“Yes, but what happened?”

“T don’t know !” said Mrs. Finch,

Lialf-hysterically. “How should 1
know? I went into the library,
and How do I know that you are

from Scotland Yard?” @hc added,
trying to grip herself. “T thought you
had to have a warrant before you
broke into a house like this? T've &
good mind fo call the police! I
won't be bullied and =

“We're not trying to bully you,
Mrs. Fineh,” interrupted the in-
spector  patiently. “T need no
warrant under these circumstances,
and*T strongly advise you to calm
yourself. Where is the libravy? 1
would: like to have a look at that
particular room, if you don’t mind.”

She cast a frichtened glance at a
certain door at the end of the hall,

“You mustn't go there!” she
panted, in acute fear. “Wait until
Mz, Kern comes down. He’ll be able
to explain M

act.’
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“We can have a talk with Mr.
Kern afterwards,” said Lennard.
“Come along, Mrs. Finch—lets have
a look at the libravy. That room at
the end, eh? Good! TI'Il trouble you
to come with us.”

Both Lennard and Blake were
suspicicus. It was.only too obvious
that the woman was frightened out
of her life, and that she was trying
to put them off.

And she would not have been in
that condition unless the library con-
tained something that was better
kept hidden.

The woman was so agitated that
they managed to get her along into
the room before she could utter any
further protests and before she could
make any outery. It was highly

_neccssary that she should be kept

under their ohservation, or she would
certainly rush upstairs and warn the
sleeping Kern.

“Oh-ho !” said the chief inspector,
his voice cold and triumphant. *
don’t wonder you wanted to keep us
out, Mrs. Finech! Xeep near that
door, Tinker, there’s a good chap!”

Mrg, Finch, with a wail of anguish,
collapsed on to a chair and wept.
Her sobs echoed convulsively through-
out the big room.

The invaders found themsclyes
gazing upon a scenc of complete dis-
order. Chairs were overturned, the
heavy mahogany - desk was. slewed
round, and there were other evidences

of violence. One of the window-
Pnnns was cracked from top to
sottom, and both the curtains were

Iying in a tangled heap on the floor.
The blinds were drawn, and only a
dim light filled the room.

And there, right at Sexton Blake's
feet, were some dark, ominous stains
on the carpet.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Evidence.

SEXTON BLAEE
and Tinker ex-
changed _quick
eglances, an the
Scotland  Yard .man
gave them both a
triumphant look,

“What do you
make of this, eh?” he
said.  “Nothing un-
usual, I suppose?
Come, Mrs, Iinch!
You're not telling
me, I presume, that Mr, Kern usually
lias his library in this interesting con-
dition 72
M]u Finch gave a feeble little
wail.

“Oh, I was frightened to let you
see it 17 she sobbed. “I know some-
thing’s happened ! Something dread-
ful ! But I was afraid for the
master | And there he js upstairs,
and doesn’t know——" !

“You're quite sure he is upstairs?”
put in Blake.

“Yes, sir.” )

“Have you seen him this morn-
ing?”

“He came in last night, sir, and
told me to call him at eight o'clack,
and——"

“Did
o'clock?”

you call him at eight
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*Yes, sin.” y

“Dido’t you tell him anything
about this?” broke in Lennard.

“No, sir.”

“Why not?”

“I knocked on' the master's door,
sir, and started to tell him, but he
told me to go away,” replied Mrs.
Finch. “He sounded very sleepy, and
irritable, too. Mr. Kern always gels
irritable when he’s woke up. I tried
to tell him again, and he swore at
me.”

“WWell, that's satisfactory, as far as
it goes,” said Lennard. ; “I should
imagine that Kern drank heavily,
and that he hadn’t got over the
effects. That would account for the
irritability. By the way, where does
he sleep?”

“Richt at the end of the upper
corridor, sir.”

“All right! But you'd better make
a littie Iess noise,” said the chief
inspector. “No more of that sobbing.
“We don't want him to hear you.
Keep in that chair, and I'll question
you again later.”

He gave Tinker a warning glance,
and Tinker understood. He put his
back against the door, and remained
there.

And a very little search brought a
poker to light—a heavy, stumpy
poker, with bloed on the end of it.

“That's what did the trick,” said

Lennard, as he gingerly handled the
implement; “Iightning, eh? By
gad, Blake, you were pretty keen
about this affair, now I come to think
of 1t 1

Blake shook his head.

“TI'm not sure about that,” he re-
%)“C'I’l. “I am inclinféd to think I
have been very dull.”

Dull?"”

“Xes.”

“How do you mean?”

“Never mind now—I'm -pugzled,
that’s all,” replied Blake. “There’s
something all wrong here. But let’s
have another look. H'm! More
evidence !” he added, as he bent over
the desk. “Look at this, Lennard !”

The chief inspector picked up =a
half-folded piece of mnotepaper. 1t
was a brief message, confirming an
appointment for one a.m.—and the
date on it proved that the meeting
had been for the night that had just

passed. And that note was signed by-

Colonel Hampson and Waldo.

“Don’t you see?” said Lennard
keenly. “Waldo was after Kern, and
he fixed up this meeting with the
idea of trapping him somehow. Pro-
bably after a big prize of some kind.”

“Yes, probably.” agreed Biake
dryly. ‘

The chief inspector knew nothing

i3

about Waldo’s real campaign, and he
had naturally assumed that the
Wonder Man had been om the track
of a robbery. Blake had informed
Lennard of Waldo’s alias.

“What do. you mean?"” asked the
Yard man, “Isn’t it clear? The
thing went bust, and Kern suspected
Waldo of trickery. And then, of
course, a fuse blew out, and the pair
had a scrap. That’s the way I read
it, anylow. Kern grabbed the poker,
and——  Well, doesn’t the room
speak for itself?”

Blake frowned, but said nothing.

And Lennard went over to Mrs.
Tinch, and planted himself in front
of her.

“Now, good lady, let’s have a word
or two, if you don’t mind,” said
Lennard pleasantly. “We'll have a
word with Mr. Kern scon, but I'd
like to speak to you first. How much
do you know of this affair?”

“On my honour, sir, I don't know
what happened I sobbed Mrs, Finch.
“T1 didn’t know anything until this
morning. I came in as usual to raise
the blinds and to opén the windows,
and—and I saw this!”

“Have you told anybody elsez™

“No, sir—not a soul!” said the
housekeeper earnestly. “I kept if
from Bllen—that's the maid—and 1

(Continued on page 16).
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TStarring Sydney.

AT just about the time that these lines
appear, our Australian friends ‘‘down
under ” in Sydney, ithe capital of New
South Wales, will be enjoying themselves
for a wonderiul fortnight during the visit
of the Duke and Duchcss of York.

As far as present arrangements stand, the
date of the Royal couple’s arrival will be
March 20th, and they will stay till April
14th. During that time a sp?cndid pro-
gramme has been arranged for them.

Amongst many other things, a pageant is
being prepared that will give an idea of the
Sydney of a century ago, and provide a
spectacular contrast between the sturdy
beginning and the magnificent city that
Sydney is to-day.

There will be strecet processions in which
will appear vehicles of every type that have
been used during the last éentury, together
with people in the costume of the period
represented, The New South Wales traders
are co-operating, too, and shop-window dis-
plays will be shown Tepresenting industrial
scenes of the past, conirasted with present-

. day conditions in the same industries, as

seen in modern factories, 5

# » »

To Meet the People.

G ALA performances in Sydnéy’s magnifi-
cent theatres will be not the least of

the pleasures of the Royal visitors to the

State of New South Wales. .
Apart from the official civic receptions
that will be held by the Duke and Duchess,
there will be what may be termed un-
official ones, at which they will receive the
people. In all their journeyings in the

Canberra is going to be the wonder-city
of the world. Tt is at present hardly in the
first stages of its growth, for the original
project only dates back to 1912, and the
work in connection with it was held up
during the period of the War.

The purpose of Canberra is to provide a
capital oity and a seat of Government for
all the Austzalian States. TIn just the same
way that Washington, in the. district of
Clolumbia, is the Federal capital of all the
American States, so Canberra will be the
Federal capital of Australia, in its own
Federal territory and outside the individual
States, yet belonging to them all.

The constitution of the Australian Com-
monwealth originally provided for a seat of
Government in Federal territory, but there
was a lot of hesitation in picking on the
best spot in the whole continent for this
important undertaking.

» * L 3

The Capital’s Capitol.

S IX sites were selected by a Royal Com-

mission appointed for the purpose, and
their respective advantages debated in
Parliament, but the whole lot was discarded
in favour of a seventh.

There was a hitch about this, and finally
the eighth place proposed was definitely
decided on—the Yass-Canberra district.

This deliberation of choice indicates the
way in which the whole scheme has been
gone into from the start.  Architects and
engineers and town-planning experts all
over .the world were invited to submit
designs for the buildings of the new city,
with the result that there will emerge, in
due time, one of the fairest places made by
man on the surface of the earth.

IN PRISCN—BUT
HAPPY !

. After a period of over a
hundred and thirty years
‘of usefulness ss a prison,
the gacl at 8tafford ceased
to be needed for the pur-
pose it was originaily de-
eigned for, and was closed
for a time.
| Then the housing
shortage impelled the au-
thorities to allow people
to take up residerice there,
with the result that the
two towers of the old
structure are now occu-
pied by three families.
| Photo shows a father
and hie little girl looking
through their kitchen
window, the bars of which
remind them of its former
uee as a cell,
' The innocence of child-
hood in these grim sur-
roundings may seem in-
congruoue, but it ie a
happy sign of the lack of
crime to-day, .
[Topieal.

[

Dominion, in fact, the Duke has expressed
a strong wish that formality and stiffness
ghall be reduced to a minimum.

He wants to see not only Australia, but

the Australians, and to get into close con-
tact with the people themselves in all the
parts of the Commonwealth that he visits,
and to see the conditions of their life.
. From Sydney the Royal ocouple will
journey by the Renown—whose men, by the
way, are to be very well entertained by the
city—to Hobart, Tasmania, and thence to
Melbourne and Fremantle, .

* ¥
Canberra.

NE .of the most important-items on the
Duke’s Antipodean programme is the
opening of the Commonwealth Parliament
House at Canberra, and bis inauguration of
its first sesvion, in the nameof the King.

_The Parliament House, or Capitol, is
situated on a hill, and has radiating from
it, like the epokes of a wheel, broad
avenues named after the principal
Australian cities—Sydney, Perth, Hobart,
Melbourne, ete.

» : *

A Kingly Gesture,

BY a wise provision which is in line with
the far-sightedness of the whole
scheme, the building of the permanent
Capitol has been postponed for fifty years.

It was realised that, if an imposing build-
ing of stone were begun, it would for many
years necessarily have to remain unfinishe(
and uncomfortable. 8o a temporary build-
ing has been erected for the use of

Australia’s law-makers until the more pre: | outside, enveloped in a bathing-towel, and

tentious accommodation is available.

A weekly -
budget of breezy
brevities, mostly ~ culled
from. the collection known as the
Baker Street ' Index,” by Tinker,
assistant to Mr. Sexton Blake. Tinker

The temporary Parliament House is of
brick and wood, and, in spite of its pro-
visional nature, is a’ dignified building that
is admirably designed for the uses and con-
venience of the legislators who will gather
there for the Duke of York's opening
ceremony. 3

One very interesting feature of this great
occasion in the Commonwealth’s history will
be the presence of two brass-bound boxes! on
the table of the House. They have baen
specially made by order of the King, and

are replicas of the two which occupy the|.

same "position in our own House of Cdm:
mons in London, |
_A simple idea, -this, but great invit¥
simplicity. ¢+ A friendly, symbolic gesture on
the part of the King-Emperor, and an it
ward and visible sign that the youngest o
his Parliaments shall live up to 4he
traditions of the Old Country, I

g & * *

This Week’s Excuse.

’I‘HE prize (if any) for the most innocent
excuse of the week goes to the apglish
who swas arrested at Kingston, Surrey, 'for
riding on the footpath, ¥
When he appeared before the magis
trates, he said: ‘I had to cycle on the
footpath because I was nervous of ‘i[hﬂ
motor traffic on the road.”
#* * *

¥
¢

v

Great Expectations.

I SEEM to have heard somewhere that

. Scotsmen are famous for liking some:
thing for nothing; I have also heard that
they are hard-headed, and it takes'some
body eleverer than vou or me to bamboozle
them.

In the case of the grest Atlantic Swim
hoax at Glasgow, the two instincts m
have had a hefty struggle before the some
thing-for-nothing instinct won, for forty
thousand people—mainly Scots—gathere
to see a free show, when the odds were o
their being bamboozled—and they were !

The Glasgow medical students arranged
the stunt, and the joke is on the publicy
Advertisements appeared all over the ol
stating that a girl swimmer, deseribed
the Aquatic Marvel, was going to swil
across the Atlantie from New Vork t0
Glasgow, and would arrive at a certai
time.

bridges and other points of vantage, and:
right on time, the swimmer appeared:
going strongly, and followed by a rowing
boat containing a piper. (Probably the
noise of the pipes was intended fo goad the
swimmer on.) {
The Adquatic Marvel stepped ashore 8t
the Custom House—prosumably to declar?
any dutiable articles brought from Americ®
—and shortly afterwards the girl appeared

Huge erowds of people massed on th?t

swill  be

pleased to hear from

U.J. readers. Write fo :

Tinker, clo Editor, * Union

Jack," Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, Londen, E.C. 4.

Stands Scotland Where She Did?
AT least, a girl appeared.

The real swimmer was a man, He
had been hurriedly smuggled ashore into
& shed, and his place was taken by the
girl who was supposed to have crossed the
Atlantic. -
Actually, the man had only swum the
1.05L. three hundred yards of the journey,
having quietly entered the water unnoticed,
and swum upstream to the finishing-place.

So convineing were the details published
By the hoaxers before the event, that many
people actually believed the swimmer
would be coming in from the sea, and
thousands of them lined the banks of the
*Giyde for miles below the scene of the last

p, and consequently saw nothing of any
swimmer, Atlantic or otherwise.

Doubtless the hospital charities henefited.
All good Scotsmen_ recognise that anyone
who can take them in like that has really
earned the money.

* #* *
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‘Aiways the Politeness.

.J’I‘ELEPHONE orghnisations do not ap-
,L  prove of their wires being heated
‘above the normal {emperature by bad
language. One would think that, in cases
where this has occurred repeatedly, they
would remonstrate with the offender equally
forcibly—or at least forcibly.

But no! The French, as a nation, are
famed for their politeness, and if some
telephone users are exceptions, the tele-

one company is not. The following was
ithe dignified intimation received by a firm
whose telephono communications had been
more urgent than urbane:

“T have the honour to inform you that
your telephone will be syspendcd for two
days because of the abusive words uttered
therefrom.” :

Which was the last word—for two days,
anyway.

* * *

A House With a Past.

Lf VAN a house have some sinister influence
) in or about it that engenders murder ?
‘Considered from a commonsense, every-
«day point of view, one would say not; yet
‘thera are houses in which, for some weird
réason, murder or crimes of violence seem
0 be always happening.

The latest to be reported is that of a
squalid lodging-house in the foreign quarter
of Chicago, which is known locally as “the
mystery house,” and which has a dark
réputation extending back for many years,
Séven murders have occurred in it at least,
threo of them having happened at the rate
of one a month.

e latest to be reported was that of a
woman who in life was a frequenter of

received an uprearious welcome,

cabarets and night-haunts, and her body

~ was found covered with bruises.

She had
been strangled.

Maybe some day the psychic research
people will be able to tell us whether the
atmosphere of a house can actually impel
those in it to murder—in which case there
will be a new plea on the part of
homicides: “I couldn't help it; the house
made me do it!"”

Brought To Book.

W HEN a Tottenham schoolboy arrived
home after school with a beautifully
bound volume, his mother was very proud
of him.
“My prize for good behaviour,” he ex-

® &

plained.
But, alas! There was a sad sequel.
The -boy appeared later before the

magistrates at the local court, and when he
was charged with stealing a postal-order for
five shillings, and pleaded
guilty, his record for
good behaviour was some-
what smirched.

What was worse, {le
price of the book was
five shillings.

* = A *
Couldn't Stand
the Strain.
AN upfortunate ex-Ser- ;

vice man, of Swan- -
sea, who was wounded in
the War, became very
despondent at the long
delay on the part of the
Ministry of Pensions in
settling his claim for a
ension and awarding
him  arrears.

He was in acute want,
and, despairing of ever
Setting his rights, he
etermined on  suicide.
He couldn’t stand the
strain any longer.

But, when he came to
attempt it, the rope was
not strong enough, and
broke when his weight
came on. it. The rope
couldn’t stand the strain, either.

Thinking better of it, the man decided
to wait a bit. N :

Next morning a letter arrived. It was
a notification from the Ministry that he
had been granted £100 and a pension of
£3 for life.

The question is, did the rope let him
down, or didn’t it? 5

Policeman ?

A Tale of a Tail.

I T was just feeding-time at a travelling
menagerie in Paris.

The lion, Cmsar, after having done justice
to_his underdone meat course, was lying
down comfortably in a satisfied, after-
dinner mood. .

In the adjoining cage were the hymnas,
They also had been fed, but apparently not
£0 sumptuously. So that, when the satisfied
lion negligently swished his tail through
the bars dividing his cage from theirs, the
hungry hyenas made a dash for it.

Powerful jaws snapped, the tail of the
king of beasts was neatly bisected, and the
two hymnas struggled for possession of if,
gulping it down hurriedly between them as
an additional course to their own dinner.

Yelping with indignation and agony, the
late owner of the tail had to submit to
ha\'ini: the stump canterised and bandaged
by a lacal vet,

There is now a lion in the travelling zoo
with a tail like a fox-tervier's=—which gives
the hywnas something to laugh at.
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Fact anmd Fiction.

ERE is a bit of fact which could hav;

formed the foundation for the fiction

of Bluebeard—if the fiction hadn’t hap-

pened first. Tt shows, however, that real

life ean still compete with anything the
story-tellers can do.

The wife of a certain miner li\'inig_ in the
town of Recklinghausen, Westphalia, was
noticed to have disappeared from her
accustomed haunts. The husband, in reply
to questions, said that she had gone back
to her native Poland.

Gossip started, and the man’s tale was
generally disbelieved, with the result that
police investigations began. Nothing came
of them, however, and later, when ihe
miner produced papers showing that his
wife had died in Poland, the matter was,
allowed to drop.

'
T~
(R E

R~

'Ow do you mean—'e insulted you ? ’

Little Man - **Why, | sez, "my great-grandfather was
drowned at Trafalgar.’ And 'e eez: * which fountain 7' *

Time passed, and the man married again.
That ends chapter one

Bluebeard’s Rival,

. 5

HAPTERtwo opened with tlte suspicions

of wife number two. She was gifted,

or cursed, with the complaint that killed
the cat—curiosity.

There was a big cellar underneath their,
house, and she spent a good deal of time
wondering-why a door that led out of it
was bricked up. The only reason her,
husband could give in reply to her per-
sistent inquiries was that he had no use
for the second cellar. He had'bricked it
up for that reason, and there was only
rubbish in it, -he said.

She was not satisfied, and after a.time
her curiosity impelled her to knock a hole
in the cellar wall and look into the for-
bidden chamber, just like Fatima did in the
tale of “ Bluebeard.” But her husband was
right; there was only rubbish in the
farther cellar. :

Even then her doubts persisted. The wife
told her husband that she needed the cellar
for storing potatoes, and would he clean
it out for her? For a long time he refuzed,
‘but finally did so while she was away

On her return she found the place con-
tained logs of wood.

She told her neighbours that she was sus-
picions, and the news got round to the
police.  They dug heneath tho floor and
found the body of the miner’s first wife.

The man was arrested, and eveniunally
confessed that he had murdered her and,
concealed her body in the second cellar.
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(Continued from page 13.)

wouldn't let her come up here. 1
tried to tell the master, but he
wouldn’t listen. And there I was,
pacing about the hall, when you rang
at the bell.”

“DPid you telephone to anybody?”
asked Blake suddenly.

*Telephone, sir?” ;

“Did you ring up anybody?”

“No, sir I’ she replied, looking sur-
prised, “I wouldn’t ring up the
police! I was afraid! All I wanted
was to ask the master what it meant.
I—I thought—— The—the fact is, I
feared 5

“Well 27

“Now and again, sir, the master
has a little drop too much to drink,”
said Mrs. Finch apologetically. “In
fact, he's sometimes come home in
a very funny condifion.”

“Is he violent at such times?”

“He never has heen, sir—not until
now,” said Mrs. Finch. “T—I
thought maybe he’d got beyond him-
self, like, and done this damage. I
thought he’d injured himself, too,
what with these marks of blood on
the floor.” :

“Did you sec the poker?’ asked
Lennard.

“ Which
housekeeper.

“Never mind,” replied TLennard.
“I'm quite satisfied, Mrs. Finch,
that you've told us all you know.
I'm wvery much afraid that the
matter isn't guite so simple as you
think, and in a few minutes I shall
want yon to take us to your master’s
bed-room.”

“Won't you wait until he comes
down, sir?”

B ']
poker, sir?” said the

“I think mot,” replied Lenmnard
dryly. “We're not taking any
)i sams soaesi i

l. 2 RHLEY
|-
!

Here's ancther fopping COLOURED
PORTRAIT for you—

JACE HILL (Burnley).

It is one of a splendid series of *' Football
Favourites ' appearing in the paper of that
pame, " F.F.'s” out on Wednesday—2d.

chances, We would much prefer to
interview Mr. Kern in his bed-room
—before

he recovers from that
intoxicated stupor.”
The inspector had another look

found
word

round the room, and Tinker

an opportunity of having a

with Blake.
“You don't

scem  very bucked,

guv'nor,” he remarked, in a low
yolce.

“That's a very simple problem,
Tinker—I'm not bucked,” replied

Blake. “In fact, I'm the opposite to
bucked.”

“But isn't everything as we ex-
pected 7

“It is not at all what I expected,”
murmured the detective. * For
example, I had no anticipation of
finding Kern’s library in such dis-
order. This evidence of a struggle
is a puzzle.”

Tinker stared.

“A puzzle?” le repeated.
didn’t we reckon on it?”
-“Tt is the very last thing we
reckoned on,” growled Blake. “My
dear Tinker, the evidence on the
common indicates that Waldo was
struck down by a blow from behind.”

“I know it does, sir.” .

“Well, does that allow of any
preliminary struggle?” asked Blake.
“1f Waldo was struck down from
behind, there counld have been no
struggle at all. All this has been
faked. TI'm certain of it.”

“But couldn’t they have struggled
first 7™

“ Come, come I said Blake.
“Where are your wits, Tinker? TIf
there had been any genuine fight in
this room, Kern would have been
the loser. Surely you must realise
that?”

“Jove, you're right there, sir!”
agreed Tinker, with a start. * Waldo
would never have lost in a rough-
and-tumble, would le?”

“He would not,” said Blake.
Simon Kern would. I

(3 Bul

“But
don’t mind

- felling you that I'm very curious to

go upstairs and have a look at Mr.
Kern. I'm so curious that I want
to go now.”

He turned to Lennard.

“What are you going to do?” he
asked.

“Well, there’s only one, course,
isn't there?” asked the Scotland
Yard man, in a low voice. *‘What

with . Waldo’s body out there, and
this note on the desk, and all this
other evidence, it's a pretly clear
case against Kern. TI'm going up-
stairs to arrest him.”

“Do you object if we come?”

Lennard grinned.

“My dear man, what a question !”
Iie said. “Do you think T want to
join poor Waldo out there? Kern's
a pretty dangerous customer, it seems
—although he may he more docile
now that he's had time to sober
down. T’d like you and Tinker to
lend a hand, all the same.”

He walked over to Mre. Finch and
gently shook her shoulder, The
woman was scared, and she looked up
with a frightened start.

“Now, Mrs. Finch, we'd like to
have a talk with your master,” said
Lennard. “Perhaps you'il be good
enough to show us his bed-roome”

The Union Jack —No. 1,222,

“He'll be furious if you walk in
before he's dressed, sir,” faltered the

woman. “He hates to be disturbed.”
“And I shall hate to disturb him,
but I'm afraid it can’t be helped,”

replied the C.I.D. man. *“You see,
Mrs. Finch, we want to get the truth
out of Mr. Kern, and it’ll be all
the better to take ‘him by surprise.
Now, don’t excite yoursclf. Just
lead the way, and you won’t come
to any harm.”

The woman was very agitated, but
she pulled lierself together sufficiently
to obey orders. And they all left
the library, and went across the
lounge hall, and then up the broad
staircase. Going down a wide cor-
ridor, Mrs. Finch halted in front of
a door at the end.

“This is the master's room, sir,”
she whispered.

“All right,” breathed Tennard.
“ Enock, and we'll hear what he says.
If he answers, leave the rest to me.”

She knocked, but there was a dead
silence from within.  Again Mrs.
Finch knocked, hammering loudly
upon the panels. But the result was
no more promising.

“Come on!” said Lennard curtly-

He grasped the door-knob and
turned it. He was obviously expect-
ing to find the door locked, for he
put his shoulder against the panel.
But the door burst open, and they .
all entered the bed-room.

“ Confound !"” roared  Lennard.
“The bird's flown !”

One glance was sufficient. The bed
wias in disorder, there were a number
of dressing-table drawers open, and
the whole room bore evidences of a
hasty departure on the part of the
late occupant. !

There were two other rocoms con-
neeted with this apartment—a dress-

ing-room and a bath-room. Both
were empty.
Simon Kern had bolted.
THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Little Surprise.
THI chief-inspector

geratched his head.
“This is a bit of

a frost, but it
doesn’t  worry me
much,”  he  said.

“We'll have a quick
look downstairs, and
then I'll hurry back
to headquarters and
start things moving.
If Mr. EKern thinks
that lie can get away
with this sort of thing, he’s made
a bit of a mistake. We shall have
to teach him differently.”

Mrs. Finch was standing in the
doorway.

“Tsn't the master here?” she asked
wonderingly. “It isn’t like him to
go off without seeing me first and
giving me orders.”

“1 think Mr. Kern was rather
absent-minded this morning,” said
Lennard. ** We'll make quits eertain
that he isn’t here, and then I shall
have to put a policemar in posscs-
sion, Mrs. Finch. You needn't be
afraid of him; he'll be quite harm-
less.”
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S5AL policeman—here, in {he
houser” faltered the housckeeper.

“Two, in fact,” replied Lennard.
“One in the library, and one in the
hall. I think I had better explain
to you, Mrs. Finch, that Mr. Kern
is suspected of murder, and I shovld
therefore advise you {o he very care-
ful about what yon say to anybody,
and——"

“Look out!” said Tinker abruptly.

The unfortunate housckeeper was
on the point of swooning, but she
just managed to recover herself. She
stared at them all in terror, her face
as pale as challk.

“Murder?” she breathed.
master:”

They managed to soothe her, and
Tinker was left with lier while Blake
and Lennard swiftly looked round.
The downstairs rooms were mostly
ont of use, the one small sitting-room
containing Simon Kern's breakfast
proving cmpty.

Ellen, the maid, who was hovering
sbout in a fine state of agitation,
declared that Mr. Kern had not
come downstairs. She was sure of
it, because she had been in the hall
practically all the time.

“Is there mno other
asked Blake.

“Why, yes, sir; there’s the back
stairs,” replied the girl. “But Mr.
Kern wouldn’t use them! They're
only for us servants.”

“Spmohow, I don’t think Mr. Kern
was very particular this morning,”
replied  Lennard, . “Come along,
Blake, we'd better have a look.”

They made their way to the ser-
vants” quarters, and found the stair-
case,  Quite near to it there was a
side door which led out upon a shady
path, where creepers. grew 1L
abundance. ;

Beyond this was a small lawn, with
a tennis-court farther on. A gardener
was pottering about just outside the
door of a conservatory. Lennard
made a bee-line for him.

“ Just a minute, my man,’ he said,

“The

staircase #”

“Have you seen Mr. Kern this
morning ? " "
“Why, yes, sir,” replied the
gardener,

“You have?” shouted Blake.

“Not ten minutes ago, sir,” said
the man., “The master come down
the path an’ went out, T believe, by
the gate at the bottom of the garden,
Carryin’ p casc, he was.”

Lennard glanced at Blake and
shrugoed his shoulders. A

“Just as we thought,” le said.
“ He must have heard us talking—
perhaps hie heard Mrs, Finch’s sobs—-
and he took the tip and bholted.
Why, what’s the frown about?” he
added curiously.

“T'm surprised to hear that Mr.
Kern was seen this morning,” replied
Blake, “I wasn’t expeeting it.” THe
turned to the gardener. *You are
quite sure it was your master who
went down the path?” he asked.

“Snre it was Mr. Kern?” said the
man. “Of course I'm sure, sir | You
conldn’t mistake Mr. Kern !”

“Did he speak to you?”

*Nowagin !

“Didn’t he weven nod or turn his
face in your direction?”

“Now that I come to think of it,
L didn't, sir,” said the man. “That’s

5 body

queer, too. The master usually has
a word or two. I dessay he was in
a hurry.”

Blake was looking more at ease.

“1 say, what's the idea?” asked
Lennard cariously, as they went back
to the house. “Why didn’t you
expect to see Kern?”

“T'11 tell you later, Lennard,” re-
plied the detective. *But here's just
a hint. Don’t be too sure that you
have got hold of this case vight.
I'm not at all satisfied with it.”
© “It’s as plain as the mose on your
face,” declared ILennard. “You're
very often right, Blake, and more
often than not you sec things that I
don’t. And that's a lhandsome ad-
mission when you come to think of it.
But this time I'm quite satisfied that
you won’t get one over on me. I'm
going off to the Yard, and I mcan to
S]’)road the net for Kern. In fact,
T’ll telephone from this instrument
indoors. We’ll soon have him !*

WENTY minutes later Sexton
Blake and Tinker were walk-
ing towards the Grey Panther.

Tinker was feeling rather dis-
appointed.

“Isn’t there anything more we can
do, guv’nor?” he asked. “I thought
perhaps you’d he interested in track-
ing Kern down.”

Blake shook his head.

“We can leave that to Lennard,”
he said. ‘“Lennard is getting very
busy. He is seeing about having the
conveyed to the morfuary, and
he is fetching experts from the Yard
to take possession of the house, and a
hundred and one other {hings are
happening.  We don’t want to he
mixed up in all that tumult. We'il
get back to Baker Street for an early
Tunch.”

Tinker looked
squarely.

“There’s something about this case
you haven’t told me of, guv’nor,” he
said bluntly. “What is it? Don’t
you think that Kern committed the
murder?"’

“Well, frankly, I don’t.”

“You mean that Waldo was really
killed by lightning?” ;

“T don’t mean that, either.”

“Then what the dickens do you
mean, guv'nor?” demanded Tinker,
cxasperated. “If Waldo wasn’t killed
by lightning, and if Kern didn’t
murder him, how did he die?”

“I wonder?” murmured Blake.

“Look here, sir, if there’s any-
thing

“Let's give it a rest for a bit,
Tinker,” interrupted Blake plea-
santly. “But I think there’ll be
omt) or two surprises in this case

ot

“It's a bit thick, guv’nor, the way
you tease a chap,” said Tinker
grufly.  “Well, anyhow, old Sir
Rodney is safe mow. Kern was the
last of his enemies, and he's teo busy
to bother about any revenge.”

“Sir Rodney is well away in the
Swiss Lake Distriet,” said Blake. “I
am glad he took my advice, and went
away in secret. The whole affair is
as good as over now, so we might
as well take a vest.”

Blake said no more, and would not
enter into any discussion as they
drove back to. Baker Street. They
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arrived just after eleven o’clock, and'
walked into the consulting-room at
once. : i

“And about
familiar voice.

Tinker jumped about a yard.
Rupert Waldo, languid and smiling,
was lounging in the most comfortable
chair, smoking cne of Biake's cigars.!

“Waldo !” yelled Tinker. *Guv'nor,
what the 2

“T won't say that T expected to see
him here, but I am not in the least
surprised,” said  Blake coolly.
“Waldo, haven't you got an infernal
nerve to come to my chambers?”

T thought you knew that I Lad
an infernal nerve?” asked Waldo.
“But there’s mothing particularly
Dbrazen aboat this little call, is there?
I had an idea that you would welcome
me.”

“ But
Tinker.
“Not this time,” replied Waldo
calmmly. “ Sorry to disappoint you, old

fellow, but——"

“Disappoint me!” interrupted
Tinker. “TI’'m jolly glad to see you
alive! But I can’t understand it!
Who was that -we found on Wimble-
don Common? I believe you did it
on purpose to fool the guv'nor so
that you could erow over him.”

“Well, ’'m mnot crowing, am I?”
said Waldo. “If it comes to that, T
don’t believe Blake was fooled.”

“T was for a while, but.not all tle
time,” said Blake. “And I am
amazed, Waldo, that you should come
liere like this. Bven if Kern's death
was accidental, your own actions——"

“Kern's death?” repeated Waldo

i
time, too,” said a’

you're d@ad!”  shcouted

curiously.

“Kern's death, guv'nor?” =aid
Tinker, staring.

“1 wasn't deceived by that dead
body, Tinker,” replied Blake. “.Just
at first, as I have said, T feaved that
Waldo was the vietim.”

“I'm glad you feared it,” said

Waldo. *That’s rather nice of yeu.”
“But I scon came to the conclusicn
that there had been a lot of trickery.”
centinued Blake, his voice very stern.
“Before we proceed - any further,
Waldo, I want to ask you one
straightforward question, and T be-
lieve you have enough honour to give
‘me a straightforward answer.”

“Thanks,” said Waldo.
ahead.”

“Did you murder Simon Kern?"
asked Blake.

A spasm of pain
Wonder Man's face.

“Come, Blake, you know me better
{han that, don't yoll?” he asked
quictly. “Murder isn’t in my line, as
1 thought you knew.”

“Then Kern met his death acei-
dentally ?*

“Did he? How should I know?”

“My only hat!” cjaculated Tinker,
“Then the dead man was Kern all
the time?”

“So I take it,” replied Blake,
“You went to Kern’s house last
night, Waldo, and there was a fight.
You naturally won—with all your
strength, and you proceeded to fake
the cvidence so that the appearanacs
would show that you were the mur-
dered man and Kern the murderer.
Having made your preparations, you

“Go

crossed tlie
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went up to Kern’s bed-room, and
coolly cceupied it.”

“Now, why the dickens couldn’t I
have thought of that?" said Tinker
wonderingly.

“You haven't such a big imagina-
tion,” said Waldo:

“It's all very well to talk lightly
and to be so much at your case, but
thizs affair. is serious,” said Blake.
“Yon haven’'t yet answered my
question, Waldo. I am sorry if I
am harting you, but 3 :

“1 didn’t murder. Kern—if that's
what you want me to say,” replied
the Wonder Man. :

“Then he was accidentally killed
in the fight?”

“Hold on—hold on!” said Waldo.
“There's something all wrong here.
TUnless yow're very careful, you'll get
me mixed. Do you mean to say,
Blake, that yoi believe that Eern is
dead, and that I had something to
do with his death?”

“I believe that vou went to Kern
last mnight, and that- somehow he
died,” replied Blake.
body on to the common, and so
prepared it that the lightning would
be held responsible—and, further.
more, that you would be mistaken
for the vietin.”

“P’ll admit that T wanted to die
quietly,” dgreed Waldo. g

“Wait a minute!” said Blake:
“Having performed this part of your
programme, you went back to Kern’s
house and occupied his bed-room.
This morning you went off, and even
deceived the gardener.”

Waldo threw his cigar away and

., rose to his feet. :
- “I don’t want to crow over wou,
Blake, but for once in your life you
are horribly at sea,” he grinned.
“You've got the whole thing wrong
from start to fimish. Your theory
sounds all right, but it's—well, tripe.
Kern isn’t dead at all.”

“Not dead?”

“0f course he isn't!” said Waldo.
“T don’t know anything about what
happened at his house this morning,
or where his gardener eomes into the
picture. But if the man says he saw
Kern—well, he saw him. He cer-
tainly didn’t see me, because I
haven’t been near the place since the
small hours.”

“And that dead body?”

“T don’t know him from Adam,
poor fellow.”

“You assure
Simon Kern?”

“T can, at least, swear that he's not
Simon Kern,” replied Waldo, nodding.
“T'1l tell you the.whele yarn, if you

me that he iz not

like. In fact, that’s why I came
here. I rang up the Yard not long

Bgo and took the liberty of using
your name, Blake—to say nothing of
your voice, I asked for Lemnnard, and
I got him. Then I heard that Kern
Imgi escaped-—which, of course, was
quite contrary to my scheme. That's
why I'm herc.”

Tinker passed
brow.

“'This is too much for me ! he said
weakly. “T'm dizzy |?

“What is this precious scheme of
yours, anyhow ?” asked Blake, “I’m
sorry I suspecled you of murder,
Waldo—in fact, ¥ had an inkling that

a hand over his

soothingly.

“You took his’

the death had been accidental. And
it seems that the whole of my re-
constructed edifice has tumbled
down.”

“We're all liable to run off the
rails now and again,” said Waldo
“Even the great Sexton
Blake isn't always right. TI'll bet
you've ‘made’ many a blunder, old
man, but you’ve managed to hush
them up.” :

Blake smiled.

“And there are many that T
haven't hushed up,” he replied dryly:

“Well, if you like, I'll give you my

end of the yarn, and then you'll be
able to get the hang of 1it,” 'said
Waldo. *“I'm after”Simon Kern, to
put it in a nutshell, :
. “I thought I had him, but the
blighter has dodged me, and I've got
an idea that the police won't track
him, . They've issued a warrant
against him for murdering me,
haven't -they? They'll never catch
him. But there's more than a chance
that we can, Blake.”

The detective sat down.

“Before we have any more dis-
cussion let’s have this story of
yours,” he said. “We don't want to
et mixed.”

“Ye gods!” groaned Tinker.
“Mixed? T'm like a jig-saw puzzle
slready ! Throw me a line, guv 'nor—
I'm floundering !” .

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
What Really Happened.

RUPERT WALDO
. smiled genially.

“0f course, ’%'mker,
we make excuses for
you,” he said, in a
kindly voice. “We
know that your brain-
power is only limited,
and——"

“Apparently, my
own brain-power is
just as scant !” inter-
rupted Blake grufily.
“It's not often I'm so far off the
track, Waldo, and I am particularl
keen to hear what actually happened.

“Brink forth the drinks, then, let
us lubricate our throtties, and we'll
start in,” said Waldo. “Don’t think
I'm asking for a gargle, Blake. Only
a slight hint.”

One might have {hought that
Rupert Waldo was an honoured guest
under Blake's roof. His coolness was
amazing. He certainly did not act
like a eriminal in the presence of the
only man he actually feared.

Tinker produced a whisky decanter
and a siphon of soda, and Waldo
helped himself to a modest tot. Blake
didn't drink.

“Now, before I begin, I want to
assure you that this is, in the words
of our novelists, the plain, un-
varnished truth,” said Waldo. “I'll
tell you just what happened, Blake,
and then you can decide upon the
next move.”

“We're waiting,” psaid Blake
briefly.
“Well. T went to Wimbledon

Common last night—or, rather, in the
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small hours—on pure chance,” said
Waldo, settling baek in his chair.
“The idea suddenly came to me, and
I acted on it. I am staying at the
Hotel Cecil, as you perhaps know,
under the highly respeetable name of
Colonel Hampson. Needless to say,
I haven’t been back there since the
supposed murder. I'm dead.”

“You're taking a risk, going about
in your own personality,” said
Tinker.

“My dear chap, that's just where
I'm safe,” smiled Waldo. *“l1f every-
body thinks I'm dead, there's not a
chance in a thousand that I shall-be
recognised. -

“Well, for some time past I have
had my eye on Kern. He's the last
of that dirty trio whom Sir Rodney
Drummond instrueted me to squash.
I've been well after him for over a
weel—and just at the present timc,
I fancy, he is quivering like a pole-
axed Dblanc-mange. You see, I've
been using my own peculiar methods
with him. But more of that auon.
Pull me up if I side-track the
conversation.” .

“You n!f]mnr to be side-tracking it
now,” said Blake. “ We want to hear
what happened last night.”

“Well, as I told you at first, I
went to Wimbledon to do some scout-
ing round Kern's house—nothing
more,” said Waldo. “It occurred to
me that I might be able to get into
his library and rumimage among his
private papers.

“You sce, my scheme was to bowl
him out in one of his swindling
games and get him a long stretch of
penal servitude. Well, whemn I got
to the common the first rumbles of
thunder were making themselves
heard. I thought it just as well to
let the storm pass before I got busy.”

“Why ?” asked Tinker.

“Because  night thunderstorms
have a way of awakening people,”
replied Waldo. “I didn’t want Kern
to come and disturb me in the middle
of. my operations. T thought the
storm would only be a light one, sc
I sat down on the common, behind a
patch of gorse, and ruminated upon
life, And that infernal storm, in-
stead of petering out, came up like a

tornado. The lightning was so
terrific that I was fascinated,
watching it.”

“And you still sat on the common—

in the rain?” asked Tinker.
. “I'm mot quite an imbecile!” re-
torted Waldo. “At that time the
rain wasn't coming down, but when
a few cupfuls pattered round me—
drops as large as half-crowns—I
thought it time to move. 8o I took
ghelter under one of the big trees.”

“That was a risky——"

“Oh, T know that it is folly to
shelter under trees during thunder-
storms,” continued Waldo, “but 1'm
a careless beggar like that. T'm a
bit of a fatalist. If T'm booked to
di¢ by being struck by lightning, it
dloesn’t much matter where I stand.
And I much preferred a dry back to
a wet one—so I parked myself under
that tree. The rain poured down,
and the thunder rolled and the light-
ning flashed. You'll pardon my
eloquence, but the storm deserves if,
It was a real beauty. And then, at
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just about that time, the doomed

siranger appeared.

“The which?” asked Tinker.

“T ghall refer to him as the doomed
stranger, because I don’t know. him
by any other name,” replied Waldo.
“I spotted him coming across the
common through the rain, and I be-
lieve he was a bit dazed.
he had received a shock from one of
the earlier flashes. Anyhow, the poor
fellow was stumbling along through
the patches of gorse, and didn't
seem to know svhere he was or what
he was doing.

+“T was just about to hail him, and
to urge him to join me under the
tree, when something happened which
proved that you can’t always go by
heersay; and, incidentally, I take it
that I'm not destined to end this
earthly round by being struck by
lightning.

“In short, there was a
blinding flash.  So blinding, that
I can’t describe it properly. It
simply came down like a streak, with
a peculiar hissing noise. It was all
over in an instant, of course, and I
shouldn’t like to experience another
such happening. Why on earth I
wasn’t struck T can’t possibly
imagine. The lightning seemed to
hit the ground all round me.”

“T presume it hit the man-you have
referred to as the doomed stranger?”

“We're coming to that,” replied
Waldo. “I was simply bowled clean
over—flung to the ground as though
a giant had wreaked his will upon
me. Without the slightest exaggera-
tion, Blake, I was paralysed for over
ten minutes—literally paralysed:

“In fact, I thought it was all up
with me. For an awful moment I
that I was completely
crippled. Every time I tried to move
an arm or a leg I expected to sece
electric sparks coming out of me.
Fully twenty minutes must have
elapsed before I had enough power
to get to my feet.. I'm confoundedly
lucky to be alive. Of course, the
effect soon wore off after I was up,
and I half decided to give up my
project and to get back to the Cecil.

“Somehow, I seemed to remember

sudden

having heard a kind of scream, and

then I remembered that I hadn’t
geen any more of that stranger. It
gave me o bit of a turn, beause I
recalled that the lightning had
struck at just about the place where
1 had last spotted the chap. Any-
how, I scouted round, just on the off-
chance of being of use. The rain
had stopped now, and the storm was
passing. Then I found it.”

He paused, and shook his head
sombrely.

“No need to describe what I found,
you two—you've seen it,” he went on
glowly. “The poor. heggar was
killed instanily, that’s one mercy.
That flash of lightning had just
wiped him out. And while I stood
there, looking down at him, an idea
came to me—quite a brilliant idea.
Why shouldn’t I turn this accidental
death to account? It hadn’t taken
me long to see that the dead man was
Just about my own build.” _

“My hat!” said Tinker. “I'm bé-
Binning to see daylight!” )

“I half decided to chuck it up,

Perhaps .

Simon Kern's eyes were wide open and he

was

flickering a bit. Was

looking fixedly at the

lamp. It was
the thing going out?

Or was it a sign that ——

“ Kernl"”

Simon Kern sat forward, his heart leaping
madly, as his name was suddenly called in the

darkness.

though, when I remembered that the

man  probably had a wife and
children, or parents,” continued
Waldo. “It wasn’t a particularly

nice job, but I searched him. There
wasn’t a thing in that man’s clothes
to establish his identity. Not a
card—not a letter—mothing ! He was
fairly well dressed, and there were
a few odd shillings -in his pocket.
But nothing to tell e who he was.
So T thought I might as well go
ahead with the business.

“It was quite simple. I had
already turned out the man's pockets,
and I transferred all my own pocket
contents into his. T saw no reason
why he shouldn’t be accepted as me—
dead.”

“But why did you want to perform
this hoax?”

“My idea of poetic justice,” re-
plied Waldo. “I dare say you'll call
it one of my characteristic stunts,
and perhaps it was. But you'll see
the full purport of the idea soon.

In fact, I’ll tell you now. My plan
was to make it appear that I was
dead, and that EKern had muvdered:
me.”

“But you were supposed fo have

been struck by lightning,” said
“Tinker.
“T know; but I reckoned that,

after setting a little trail, Blake
would follow it up and suspect Kern,”
said Waldo. “Or if Blake didn’t, the
police certainly would. TIneidentally,
the police have! Doesn't it strike
you as being rather fitting that Kern
should be shoved into the dock and
sentenced to death for a ° murder’
that he didn't commit? Rather rich
punishment for the skunk, eh?”
“Hang it, Waldo, that wounldn't

have been playing the game!” pro-
tested Tinker.

“Why not?”

“Because it would have heen

murder itself—on your part,” replied
Tinker. “If Kern had been hanged
for that suppoesed erime—"
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“He would have got his deseris!”
interrupted Waldo. “Kern murdercd
Maitland, and my little dodze would
only have served the ends of justice.”

“That is one way of looking at

, il, I suppose,” admitted Blake. “But
we don't know that Kern actually
murdered Maitland.”

- “You're satisfied about it, aren’t
Du?” E

‘' 'Well, yes.”

“Then what's the quibble?”

“It is one thing for you and I
to be satisfied, Waldo, and another
thing for the law to be satisfied,”
said Blake. “And even if you are
prepared to take the law into your
own hands, I am not. But go alcad
with your story—let’s hear the rest.”

“The next thing I did was to lay
a trail to Kern's house,” replied
Walde. “It was a comparatively
easy matter for me to break into the
library, and it didn’t take me long
to fake up the evidence. I wonder
if you found a tiepin on the body,
Blake ?”

Slndid. '

“And did you recognise it?”

“Yes; it was Eern’s:”

“I put it there, as a kind of subtle
touch,” explained Waldo, with a grin.
“I was sure you'd spet it, and I
was equally sure you'd recognisc it.
I found it on Xern’s desk, and I
noticed that the thread of the little
stub at the end—the thing that keeps
a valuable tiepin secure—was worn
out. I take it that Kern had put
it on his desk to be sent for repair.
Anyhow, it came in handy.”

“What about the bloodstains?”

“Mine.”

“And the
Tinker.
" “That was my gore, too.”
__ “But you weren't injured,” said
Blake.

“That was nothing. I gave myself

gory poker?” asked

‘a punch on the mnose, and tapped

about half a pint,” said Waldo com-
|placently. “It was worth it. When
II left Kern’s place, I felt that every-
‘thing was all set. The body would
be discovered, the trail to the house
would be found, and Kern would be
implicated. = I pictured him being
arrested for murder, and I was get-
ting ready to enjoy the develop-
ments.”
' “And then what?”
. “Well, as I went back to town, T
began thinking,” said Waldo. *1
eould see all sorts of things going
wrong. Perhaps some ordinary people
would find that body, and then
erowds would come round, obliterat-
ing my carefully prepared trail. And
it oceurred to me that Eern would
et rather active when he found his
ibrary in the state I had left it. So
an addition to the scheme was indi-
cated. Tt wasn’t good enough to leave
that tricky affair to the police.”

“Bo you thought of the guy’'nor?”
asked Tinker.

“Exactly I” nodded Waldo. T left
it as late as I dared—just after seven
o'clock—and rang up.”

“So you were that woman, were
you?” said Blake grufily.

“Awfully sorry, but I had to be
careful,” apelogised Waldo. “ 8till,
I didn't imitate the feminine tones
80 badly, did I?”

L

“I fancy you've met Eern’s house-
keeper,” said Blake.

“I thought you would jump to
that,” chuckled the Wonder Man.
“Yes, I've had two mice little chats
with Mvs. Finch., I called upon
her twice last week in the guise of
an insurance agent. So when I rang
you up, Blake, I gave a spirited
imitation of Mrs. Finch’s tones.

“You see, my idea was to get you
on the job, knowing that you would
bite. I thought there was just a
chance of you rumbling the whole
outfit, but even this didn’t worry
me, because I was sure you would geb
the police into the case, and I could
count on them all right. Quite
simple, wasn’t it?”

Sexton Blake made rather a wry
face.

“You fooled me, Waldo, and TI've
got to admit it,” he replied. *“But
I can’t quite understand why you
came here.”

: “For one thing, I wanted to relieve
your mind,” grinned Waldo. “I
knew how_upset you would be about
my demise, so I wanted to disillusion
you—nparticularly after I had heard
that Kern had escaped. I want to
help you, Blake—to lend you my
valuable assistance in getting the
beggar. It's a shame that he should
bolt like that, after all my pains.”

“But there’s one thing yon've over-
looked, Waldo,” said Sexton Blake.
“I'm not interested in Kern.”

“Rats ! replied the Wonder Man.
“You're perfectly keen to bring home
that Maitland murder to him. As a
man who likes to see justice done,
you can’t have any other desire.
And, as T have said, I'll help.”

Blake was frowning.

“There’s one thing I can't quite
understand,” he said. “I take it
that you did all that werk in Kern’s
house without -his knowledge?”

“Yes, of course.”

“And when we got to Kern’s house
this morning Kern was in bed, and
he refused to listen to his house-
keeper,” said Blake musingly. “In
fact, he never knew that his library
had been tampered with, Why, then,
did he bolt?”

“By jingo, yes!” said Tinker, with
a start. *“We thought he had run
because he was wanted for murder:
but Waldo’s yarn has upset that
theory. Why did Kern sheer off
like that?”

Waldo smiled indulgently.

“1 think I can explain that, too,”
‘he remarked. “The fact is, Kern
was on edge, and he was quite ready
to run at the slightest provoeation.
My idea is to let things go on just
as they are, Blake.”

“That, of course, is impossible.”

“Why?” asked Waldo. f“There’s
no reason why you two should tell
anybody that I'm alive. T suggest
that the deception shall be carried
on, Kern arrvested, and put into the
dock for murdering me. Think of
the unique sitnation, Blake ! Doesn’t
it appeal to yon?”

“Not in the least.”

“I thought it wouldn’t,” sighed
Waldo.

“Think of that poor wunknown
man,” went on Blake. YIf the
police are allowed to maintain their
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false impression that you are the
dead man, the poor fellow’s true
identity will never be sought for.
And it is quite likely there are
anxious relatives searching for him—
waiting for him.”

“That’s a point, I'll admit,” said
Waldo. “But in face of this more
important aspect——"

“No, I must remove this misappre-
hension at once,” declared Blake.
“The police must be informed of the
absolute truth.”

“Remember, I've been speaking in
confidence,” warned Waldo.

“Nonsense I retorted Blake. “You
did not bind me to any secrecy,
and I'm telling you quite frankly
that T shall set the thing to rights
as soon as ever I possibly can.”

“But look here——"

“The police have no case against
Kern, and it is utterly wrong that
he should be hounded,” continued
Blake. “A word from me will put
the whole thing on a different foot-
ing, and—"

“But Kern's an absolute viper!”
interrupted Waldo. “Why on earth
should you worry yourself about him
being hounded ?”

“Because I always strive to ha
just,”  replied Blake quietly.
“Happily, my conscience is not quite
so loose as yours, Waldo. If there’s
a teal case against Kern, I'll hunt
him with wunqualified vigour; but
when there's no case at all, it is
my duty to tell the police so.”

—_——

THE EIQHTH CHAPTER.
Setting The Trap.

RUPERT
gave another sigh.
“That's the worst of
yvou, Blake—you’re too
particular,” he said
regretfully. “I'm get-
‘ting more or less
honest these days, buf
I don’t carry the thing
to extremes. We're
both convinced that
Kern murdered Mait-
land. Well, why
shouldn’t the brute
swing for murdering somebody else’?
What's the difference 2
“There's a big difference,” insisted

Blake. “If Kern had actually killed
somebody else, it would be another
matter. But that man on the common

was struck by lightning, and his death
was purely accidental. We can't have
a man hanged for that.”

“The guv'nor’s right,” said Tinker.
“You've got to admit it, Waldo,”

The Wonder Man shrugged
shoulders.

“I don't admit it, but we'll let it
pass,” he said. “I thought you would
ba particular, Blake, so I'm prepared
for another approach—one that ought to
appeal to you. Supposing we can
establish Kern's guilt in the other
murder? The murder of Maitland 7”

“If there's any prospect of that, I'll
co-operate willingly,” said Bla_ke. “But
I warn you, Waldo, that I won't stand
for any trickery——"

“Don’t worry about that—T'm not
such a fool as to try it,” interrupted
Waldo. “I made a eompact with Sir
Rodney Drummond to get rid of his
three enemies—and he promised me g

his

WALDO
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big prize if I succeeded. Well, Mait-
land has gone, and Rorke has gone.

“ Maitland supposedly committed sui-
cide, but we know that Kern murdered
hitmi. Rorke died of fright, and if we
can only bring Maitland’s murder home
to Kern, my jolb’s done. So, you see,
I'm jolly anxious to push this thing
along.”

I can quite see that,” smiled Blake.
“But what makes you think that we can
locate the weak spot in Kern's armour 7

“T'Il tell you,” said Waldo, leaning
forward. “Let's go into this together,
Blake. Your interest will be to further
the ends of justice—mine to get hold of
Sir Rodney’s prize. Nothing like being
frank. By the way, 'Tinker, what's the
idea of that boiled owl expression 7%

“I'm trying to think of something,”
said Tinker. “Something you said ten
minutes ago. Oh, I remember! You
didn't explain why Iern bolted this
morning, although he knew nothing of
¥your tricks.”

“We're just coming to it, as it hap-
pens,” said Waldo. “T’ll tell you why
Kern bolted. I rang up Kern yesterday,
and genially iuformed him that Sir
Rodney Drummond had left the Chase
with his butler for some unknown
destination abroad.”

“Oh, you did?”

“Yes, Blake; T did,” smiled Waldo.
“T told Kern that Sir Rodney was well
out of his reach. I also mentioned that
I was Sir Rodney’s agent, and that T
was not only after him, but that I would
soon get him. T hinted that I would
have him in a eonvict cell in less than a
month. Then I rang off, leaving him
" to his thoughts.”

“ And why'on earth did you do this?”

“Just for my own amusement,”
chuckled Waldo. “I have my own way
of working, Blake, and I wanted to put
tho wind up Kern, and make him gquake
in his shoes, He evidently quaked all
vight—as he proved this morning, when
he bolted for absolutely nothing.”
= “H'm! I sec what'you mean,” mused
Sexton Blake., “Ilern must have heard
strangers in the house, and he remem-
bered your warning. He thought the

police were after him, and he ran
away.” ; !
“That's -about the size of it, I sup-

pode.” :

“ But how did you know that Sir Rod-
ney had gone abroad?” )

“Sir Rodney told me himself.”

“When ?* '

“The day hefore he went abroad,”
replied Waldo. “T popped down to
Stoke Pudney Chaso to see him, and he
told me that you had suggested the idea,
Personally, T thought it was good,
because it gave me a free hand. I was
able to devote myself whole-heartedly
to Kern.” )

“Did Sir Rodney give you a free
hand, too?” s
“Well. in a sort of half-hearted way,
said Waldo. “He warned me about
keeping the fight clean, and all that sort
of thing, and I promised to go easy.
Not that it made any difference. 1 had
made up my mind to finish the Ellmg.
whether I got paid or not. And I'm an

obstinate brute. Blake.”

Sexton Blake was looking thoughtful.

“You told Kern that the Chase was
enpty 7 he asked.

*Yes.” :

“H'm! And he heard this news only
Yesterday 7 A
oo Exactly,” said Waldo approvingly.
‘T can see vour idea, Blake—and I
thought of it, too.”

“This morning, Kern ran away he-
¢2use he feared tho pelice were after

u,” pursued Dlake. “Now, a 1mnan

like Kern knows everything there is to
know about bolting. He might try to
zet cut of England, but I doubt it. He
knows that the ports are watched too
closely.”

“¥ar more likely to lie low for a
while.”

“¥Yes—and why not at the Chase?”
asked Blake. “The knowledge that the
place is empty and deserted would be
quite fresh in his mind. I wouldn’t mind
wagering that Simon Kern has bolted
for Sir Rodney’s prison-like home. He
knows the place well—and he knows of
those enormous high walls, and the
sinister reputation it owns.”

“What better place for hiding in
asked Waldo. “I helieve Kern is there,
too, and the police will never dream of
locking in such a spot. In fact, it's
about the last place on earth where
they'd dream of looking. He could lie
low there in absolute safety.”

“But how about proving Kern's
guilt?” put in Tinker. “'The fact that
he's at the Chase won't make much
difference, Before we can put him in
the dock for murder, we've got to get
the evidence.”

Waldo tapped his chest.

“T have a plan,” he said.

“You scem to be full of them,”
chuckled Blake. “Well, let’s have it.
What is this scheme of yours? I can
only hope that it is free of your char-
acteristic trickiness.”

*“It's absolutely innocuous,” replied
Waldo smilingly. “But T rather think
1% might work the oracle. 1If T could
have done it alone, I would have had a
shot—but it needs two of ns. Tt has
been one of my cardinal rules in life to
work single-handed—and T may as well
tell you at once that T wouldn’t take any
other crook into my confidence. But it
would be an honour to work with you,
Blake, and I hope you'll agree-with the
little programme.”

Waldo proceeded to outline his
scheme. He talked eagerly. His eyes
were gleaming, his whole being was
alert. And as he detailed the proposed
projeet, Sexton Blake’s own face became
more animated, It was very seldom
that the great detective allowed his
emotions to show.

“Well 7 asked Waldo, at last. “Do
you think it'll hackle 7

“It's a cert!” said Tinker
thusiastically.

“I wouldn’t be so optimistic as that,”
commented Blake. “But I am por-
fectly willing to try it, Waldo—and T'll
help vou to the hitter end.”

“Good man! That's a bargain 1

They shook hands, and Tinker grinned
delightedly. Tt was an unusual spectacle
to see his guv’'nor shaking hands on a
compact with a man who had alwavs
been a deadly enemy. i

“‘There’s one stipulation, however,”
warned Blake. “We shall have to got
Lennard into this.”

“Couldn't we doit on our own?”

“We could, but we need a Scetland
Yard man there to take the evidence,”
veplied Blake,  “He's very essential,
Wnld&‘—nlthough You may not care to
mcat him.”

The Wonder Man grinned.

“Bless your heart, I shall be only foo
g]jld to pass the time of day with our
friend, the chief inspector!” he replied
c[mm'fu”}:. “I only hope he won't come
armed with two or three warrants for
my arrest—on some of those old
charges.”

“T'll see if T can get hold of him now,’
said Blake.

He turned to the telephone, and was
lucky enough to find the chief inspector
in his ollice.
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“That you, Lennard?” said Blake.
“Heard anything of Kern yet?”

“No; but I've got the net out,” replied
Lennard briskly.
before we've combed him in.”

“Can vybu "spar® an hour?” asked
Sexton Blake. “I want you to come
round to Baker Street at once,
Lennard.” .

~“0Oh, T say!
up——"

“It’s rather important,” interrupted
Blake. “Waldo is here.”

There was a moment’s silence.

“Say that again,” came Lennard’s
voice. “I didn’t hear you.”

“Waldo is here.” !

“Well, ’m hanged! T thought that
was what you said at first, but I couldn’t
believe it!” growled the chief inspector.’
“This is hardly the time for jokes,'
Blake, when all’s said and done——"
 “If's not a joke.” broke in the detec-
tive. “Waldo is here—in my consult-
ing-room. He asks me to pay you his
compliments. The man’s alive,
Lennard.”

“What!”

““He hoaxed us over that dead body,”
said Blake.

A few lurid remarks floated across the
wire.

I'm absolutely bunged

“That  trickster again!” roared
Lennard.  “Do you mean to say he's
alive? And here we are, circulating

Kern's deseription, and deseribing himn

Hang it, Blake, this is too thiek !

“Well, come round, and I'll explain.”
the chief inspector.

WALDO extended his hand
came into the consulting-room,
hot and flustered.

heartily. “It's a real pleasure to meet

you as a friend—and not an enemy.”

Lennard, taking the proffered hand,

nevertheless. “T'd like to wring your

by causing us all this trouble? When
youw're decently dead, it's a pity you

“I wanted to, but Blake wouldn’t
allow it,” he replied. &T only worked
morning to get Kern into the soup. But
as he escaped, T want to help you to

And for half an hour they all talked.
Lennard was looking in a very different
over.

“Tt's a chance, anvhow,” he said. “T'm
Kern, although this dodge ought to
prove it. I helieve Maitland committed

“We'll foreo a confession out of him
ta-night, if we have any luck” said
goos through.™

Lounard looked at the master crook

“Why in the name of wonder don’t
vou chuek up this hunted-harve life, and
“There's nothing in it, Waldo—ncthing
in being a crook.”
agroed Waldo, with an expression of un-
uszual thoughtfulness on his face.
renutation like mine, he can’'t very well
alter his mode of life. You people take
up !”?

Lennard looked uncomfartable,

as a murderer, and—— What the—
“I'll be there in ten minutes!” snorted
genially as the C.I.D. man
“Good old Lennard!” said Waldo
“Who said T was a friend ?” snapped
neck! What the thunder do you mean
can't stay dead!”
that dodge on Wimbledon Common this
capture him.”
frame of mind when the discussion was
not at all sure that youw're right about
suicide. Still, there's no telling.”
Blake. “Tt's Waldo's idea, and I hope ii
curionsly.
live straight?” he asked bluntly.
“1 sometimes think you're right,”
it's difficult, Onee 2 man has got a
care that a man's past is always raked
“That's not true,” he replied. “ When

“It won't be long .

-

“But .
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a man gets sense, a.nd_ runs straight, swe
don't interfere with him. DBut there are
thousands of the blighters who make a
pretence of running straight, and they're
on the crook all the time. . Still,.we
ncedn't discuss this. I expect it's just
like pouring water on a duck’s back so
far as you're concerned, Waldo.” i

“T'm not so sure,” said the Wonder
Man slowly.

o

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
“The Haunting of Simon Kern.

SIMON KERN
started, and looked
round fearfully.

“ A rat, I suppose,”
he muttered in a shaky
voice. “Curse this
placel I was a fool
to come here! It's
F1 getting on my nerves—
&={ 1if's enough to drive
" anybody out of his
mind !” 4

He saf in the library
at the Chase—Sir Rod-
ney Drummond’s ancestral home in
Surrey. He had the entire house in his
possession, and outside the night wind
was sighing mournfully. :

Kern was a big man, with a bloated,
blotchy face. His eves wern pale blue—
unpleasant, shifty eyes.

He sat in Sir Rodney’s favourite chair,
and the only light in the room was
supplied by an old-fashioned oil lamp
on the desk. There were dark shadows
in-every corner.

It was not a pleasant apartment foi 8
man who was troubled with jangling
nerves. The whole place was gloomy
and ghostly and sinister. It hadn’t been
50 bad during the hours of daylight, but
now it was o torment to Kern's ragged
nerves.

Exactly as Sexton Blake had intended,
the stockbroker had sought refuge in
Sir Rodney’s empty house. It seemed
such an obvious thing to do. And Kern
was quite satisfied that he bhad got
beyond the reach of the police.

Nobody had scen him come, and his
presence at the Chase was unsuspected.
An inspection of the store-rooms had
relieved him. There was food to last
him well over a month, and the enor-
mously high walls which surrounded the
grounds had given him a sensation of
security and comfort at first.

But now his view was changing.

He felt hemmed in—a prisoner
already.

It was late—close upon midnight—hbut
Korn had not thought of retiring. In-
decd, when he slept, he would sleep in
this very chair. Nothing would induce
him fo go upstairs—through that
shadowy old hell, and along the ghostly
upper corridors.

He was not usually a nervous man.
At any ordinary time, indeed, he would
have laughed at the shadows of this old
house. Iern was a big, blusteritig in-
dividual, and under normal circum-
stances he was full of a blatant boldness.

But pow he was a wreck of lis usual
self,

He was a prey to a thousand fears,
Not material fears—but unknown dread.
He could not give a name to his horror,
The house had got on his nerves—had
worked himm up to such a pilch that
every little creak gave him a jar.

Occasionally a faint seratching would
pome from the skirting—a rat, perhaps.
A board would creak. and the old
shuiters would raftle in the wind.

Kern wanted more light, but there
were no other lamps, and he was in
mortal dread lest this solitary illumine-
tion should give out. He cursed him-
solf again and again for having come to
the place.

But when he remembered that this was
a safe haven, he resigned himself. Pro-
teeted by those great walls, shut in this
cmpty old house, he was as safe as
though . he were the lord of a feudal
fortress.

And the irony of it was that Iern was
labouring under a complete delusion.

He had no knowledge of that death
on Wimbledon Common. He knew
nothing of the disorder in his own
library. He hadn’t the faintest inkling
that warrants had been issued for his
arrest on a charge of murder. »

No, he had been scared into this
sudden plight by hearing strangers in
his house that morning—by hearing his
housekeeper’s plaintive sobbing. .In a
moment of panic he had fled, the victim
of a guilty conscience.

Ifor he remembered that phone call of
Waldo's, too.

Only recently he had effected a con-
siderable swindle in worthless oil shares
—and he had jumped to the conclusion
that the police were after him in connec-
tion with these! :

_So his fears regarding the police were
not acute.

Scotland Yard was not likely to in-
stitute much of a hunt for a mere
swindler. There would be no hue and
cry. If Kern had known the real nature
of the warrant against him, his condition
would have been abject, indeed !

His fears were those of a nervous
wreck—not those of a eriminal who was
hiding from justice.

It was only natural, perhaps, that in
his morbid state of mind, he should
think of morbid things. He tried to

steady himself, but in vain. THs
gmughts went back to Maitland—to
orke.

Their deaths had worried him.

Maitland had died by his—Kern’s—
hand. Hubert Rorke had not possessed
the pluck to help. But what of Rorke
/himself? He had gone now, too—and

"he had died of fright!

Kern had recently read the report of
the inquest with inward misgivings,
There was something uncanny about the
series of disasters. First Maitland had
been arrested, and he had been mur-
dered that his tongue should be silenced.

Then Rorke had gone.
his own turn next? -

Kern remembered that voice over the
telephone.  Sir Rodney Drummond’s
agent—and this man was on his trail!l
He was going to smash him as he had
smashed his fellow-blackmailers. The
stockbroker felt that his yecars of
imumunity were af an end.

In spite of himself, he ke hinkin
of Maitland. i ke :

He sat there in his chair, a flabby,
pitiful wreck. He thought of that past
crime of his. Oscar Maitland had been
arrested, and released on bail, And
Koern had feared that his associate
would turn King's Evidence—and so he
had poisoned him,

The world thought that Maitland had
committed suicide, but Kern knew the
horrible truth.

And now that he was alone in this
zloomy old house, with endless fears
haunting him, his thoughts continually
dwelt upon Maitland. It would have
becn dil}'erent in an hotel, or even in
an empty house in London.

But this old pile was enough to drive
him mad.

He was cuat off frem the world—utterly

Would it be
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alone, He felt that some doom was
hovering over him. And, then, there
was the uncertainty of it all.

He did not know what had happened.

He did not even know if it was neces-
sary for him to hide. Perhaps the
police hadn’t been after him at all!
Perhaps he was allowing his fears to
overrule his common-sense? -

“Tll get oub of this to-morrow ! ha
chattered. “I'll leave this infernal placo
as soon as it's daylight., I don't care
if they get me! T'd rather be in a coll
than— What was that?”

He swung round with a jumpy start.

From apparently nowhere, a chilly
draught had cut across the room. The
oil-lamp flickered, and for a dreadful
moment Kern believed that it was golug
out.

He rose to his feet and looked round
him. He was breathing hard. The
shutters were up at the window, and
the curtains were drawn. It was a
quaint old room, lined with great book-
shelves. Fusly volumes stared down at
him from the gloom, and there wers
all sorts of recesses and deep corners.

It had seemed o lucky to get into this
place of safety at first—but now ha
wanted to flee. But he could not pluck
up the courage. There was that wilder-
ness of a garden to zo through, with
the frowning walls looking down on

him, -No, he.would stay here for the
night. He could do nothing else.

He sat down ' again, shakily
out a cigar, and lit it.

A moment later it was burning un-
evenly down one side, and his restless
teeth had split the other end of it. Ha
hurled it into the fireplace with a curse
of rage.

“What's the good?’” he panted. “L
can’t smoke! I can’t read, and unless
I can get some sleep I shall go off my
head !”

Again that dread {eeling came over
him—the haunting fear that he was to
share the same fate as his two associ-
ates,
alive, prosperous, healthy.
were both in their graves.
only one left.

He hecaped curses upon the head of
Sir Rodney Drummond, and resolved
that he would make every endeavour to
find out where the baronet had gone.
Yes, he would locate him—he would
trail him down, and silence him for
ever. Couldn’t he use the same methods
as he had employed with Oscar Mait-
land ?

A poisoner !

Kern shuddered. Of all murderer
the poisoner is the worst. He -seeme
to regard himself in a detached sort of
way, as though he were another being.
There was no conscience about Simecn
Kern now. He had no atom of regret
for the man he had killed.

He was feariul—for his own skin,

Utterly weary, he lay back in the
chair.

His head was throbbing, his throat
felt dry. His eyes were wide open, and
he was looking fixedly at the lamp. I
was fickering a bit. A portent? Was
the cursed thing going out? Or was it
a sign that—

“Hern!"

Simon Kern sat forward, his heark
leaping madly, Tt was his imagination,
of course, but it had seemed that a
voice had come from out of the sur-
rounding blackness;

A whisper, so faiat that it had hardly
been an audible sound. And yeb the
name had been pronounced—his own
name., With staring eyes he sat forwacd
and looked round.

His commonsense told him that there
could be nobody there. This house was
empty, cxcept for himself. Thore was

pulled

Now they
He was the

A week or so ago they had heen
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no other living soul within miles. Those
high walls—

“Simon Kern!?

The whisper came again.

“What—what was that?”
Kern hoarsely. “Who's there?
calling me? Who is it?"

“Don’t you recognise my voice?"
came the mysterious voice. *“ Have you
forgotten the voice of Oscar Maitland 77

A kind of seream escaped Kern's lips,
and he staggered back so drunkenly that
he fell headlong over a chair. He was
on his feet again in a flash, staring
with bulging eyes into the blackness of
the corners.

- Complete silence—except for the sigh-
ing of the wind outside.

“Fool—fool ! shouted Kern, secking
to gain encouragement from his own
voice. “You're going crazy ! It's only
your imagination—there’s nothing here
—there’s nobody at all! You're hearing
veices in your own brain. Pull yourself
together, you madman!”

But he shivered feebly, and his breath
was drawn in in great gulps.

“I'm getting demented ! he muttered
hoarsely. ‘*Maitland} How could the
voice of Maitland come to me here?
He's dead! The man’s dead! Curse
him! TI'm glad he's dead! 1 was
always afraid of him—always uncertain.
All this trouble is through him. Every-
thing was going all right until v

“Murderer !” came the words from
the gloom., ‘“Hayve you no remorse?
Have you no pity for the one you
assassinated? You think 1 am dead,
Simon Kern, hut I have come back. I
am lere: to hatnt you! Don’t you
recognise my voice?” B

Kern fell back, mouthing horribly.

That voice! Yes, it was the voice of
Maitland! No longer a whisper, bub
a real voice,-out of the air itself. And
it was Maitland’s voice. Didn’t. he
know? Wasn't he familiar with Mait-
land’s rasping tones? He shrank back
into the big chair, his face like challk,

panted
Who's

=~ his hands quivering and trembling.

“Tt's nothing but my imagination !”
he shouted. “It’s nothing but a delu-
sion! I'm overwrought. % need sleep—
I need light and warmth and com-
panionship! This place has driven me
mnto a cringiug coward. And I can't
stand it—I can’t stay—"

The words died away on his lips.

The twitching of his fingers ceased,
and he became rigid. He was conyinced
that he had actually heard nothing—
that tho voice was a mere frick of his
imagination. ;

But were his eyes playing him false,
too? ) 1
There was something moving over 1n
that dark corner—the darkest recess of
all. There was a cupboard in that
recess—a deep, gloomy, mysterious open-
ing which he had not dared to investi-
gate. And something was moving there |

Nothing definite. It was not a distine-
tive shape at all.. To Simon Kern's
fascinated gaze the tlnnpf‘ seemed in-

g

tangible, ghostly. Just a light pateh in
the su;'rguudir:{g darkness, But it
seemed to be taking shape., Yes, a

fipure was materialising.

Kern was immovable.
were fixed,

He felt that he could hardly breathe.
All his life he had been a hard, relent-
less materialist. He had professed the
utmost contempt for ghosts. To him,

piritualism was 2 fake and a fraud.
He had laughed to scorn all such
Phenomena as family spectres.

But now that this mysterious Some-
thing was appearing before him, he was

His muscles

With one Eswing |Waldo 'heaved iKern com-
pletely off his feet and swung him aloft—right
above his head.

like a frightened schoolgirl. Hig shat.
tered nerves were no aid to him in this
crisis. !

“T am here, Simon Kern,” came o
soft, gloating voice. “You are the man
who murdered me, and I have come to
accuse -you. The world has not con-
demned you for your foul crime—hut
you will not escape in the end.”

It was the Figure that spoke.

And to Kern's horrified gaze, he
could now see Oscar Maitland. A faint,
hazy outline of Maitland—but there
could be no mistaking that stooping
figure—that set of the head. And the
features, too—and the voice! The
ghost of Oscar Maitland had come to
haunt him.

Kern screamed.

There was somethin ifying i
Bias g horrifying in

It had burst from Kern’s throat like
the sound of & soul in anguish. And
with the recovery of his voice; so he
found that he could use his limbs. He
tottered out of his chair, backing away
drunkenly and dizzily.

“What have you to say, Kern?” asked
the figure. “Do you deny that you
placed poison in my cup? ~ Foul and
heartless murderer! Do you dare to
deny your guilg?”

“It's a lie!” panted Kern. “T did not
kill you! It was Rorke! Rorke placed
the poison in your glass!”

£ Liar [

STt was Rorke | shricked Kern. “I
tried to stop him, but he would not
listen! Get back—get back! Don’t come
vear me! I tell you it was Rorkel”

He slunk away, quivering, .
_And that figure advanced—slowly,
silently, as though bent upon vengeance.

Kern was not the kind of man to
swoon, or to crumple up. He was a
brute, with strong muscles, and a coarse
nature. His fear was genuine, buf’
there was no prospect of him being
driven out of his miud. .

“It was Rorke!” he panted, again
and again. “Go away, Maitland! Go
back to your gravel”

“We will settle this point!” said the'
spectre. It was Rorke who killed me,!
vou say? I call upon Hubert Rorke to
come now—to answer fo this charge that
vou have brought against him! Hubert
Rorke! Come!” ‘

Kern felt that he was indeed going
mad.

Tor; another figure ap’peared out of
the gloom—appeared as though from the
blackness itself,

“You called me,
another voice.

“Rorke!” shouted Simon Kern des-
perately.

He had the air of a trapped animal.
He stared dazedly. TFor he could recog-
nise the wizened features of Huberk
Rorke, his other associate:

Maitland 7 came



' THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Walido's Last Hand.

THERE wasa tense
silence.

Doth those spectgal
fizures were hazy, in-
distinet, and unreal
If Kern had not been
told of their identity,
he might not have
recognised them. Dut
his imagination was at
work. The voices
were true enough,
without any question—
) and recognition of the
ifigires was but a single step. The
tiapped man had his back to the wall,
'and he was giddy with fear.

i “Foul and abject liar!” exclaimed the
‘voice of Rorke. “You accuse e of
murder? You know as well as I do,
'Simon Kern, that it was I who protested
—1I who tried to stay your hand. Do
you deny that it was you who killed
Maitland 2"

¢ “Do you still deny it?” repeated the
voice of Maitland.

“Leave me alone!” sobbed '
“Yes, I killed you, Maitland! You
can’t hurt me now—you're only a
ghost! Youre only a figment of my
own imagination !” =

He uttered a wild scream.

“What do I care?” he went on
frantically. “What do I care for cither
of vou? I killed you, you treacherous
dog, and I'm sorry I didn’t kill Rorke,
too! I gloat over it! I'll confess that
‘[ killed wou, Maitland, and now per-
haps you'll go? Perhaps you'll leave
me in peace? I'm safe—I'm not afraid
of such——" RS 4

He broke off, his eyes blinking.

Without warning, brilliant lights had
appeared. A very solid figure ran
across the library, and scized hold of
Simon Kern's arm. The man stared as
though in a trance.

“I arrest you, Simon Kern, for the
murder of Oscar Maitland ! said
‘crisp, businesslike wvoice. “IF wou'll
|take my advice, you'll reserve any com.
'ments or remarks until you can econsulf
vour counsel. I am only performing
my duty.”

Kern swallowed hard.

“Who—who are you!” he whispered
between his dry lips.

“I am Chief-Inspector Lennard, of
Scotland Yard,” replied the other, as he
Ineatly clapped a pair of handcuffs over
{Kern's wrists. “We tricked you, Kern,
'but you've confessed to the murder of
Maitland, and there are four witnesses
to your statement.”
| Kern said not a word,

He was too dazed—too bewildered.
|There were lights everywhere. Four
|figures were in the library with him.
Two. of them were looking rather
grotesque. They discarded flimsy gauze,
and peculiar-looking masks. They stood
revenled as two grim-looking men,

\ One was Sexton Blake, and the other
{Rupert Waldo.

“Well, it worked,” said Waldo con-
tentedly. “I thought it would, Blalke.”
I “You've done wonderfully, gentle:
men,” said the chief inspector. “We've
wanted to get this beggar for many a
year—but I never hoped to arrest him on
.a capital charge like this. This'll do me
a. hit of good at the Yard.”

I “Thanks to Waldo!? smiled Blake,
“Rather a peculiar situation, eh,
Lennard ?” i

_ “By glory, so it is!” said the chief
inspector;” with a grin. “Thanks all

A

i
!

Kern.

the same, Waldo. This was your
scheme, and I congratulate you. As far
as I'm concerned, I've got ncthing

whatever against you. It's a pity you
don’t. confine yourself to this kind of
work.”

“There's plenty of kick in it!"
acknowledged Waldo. “In fact, I don't
mind admitting that I’ve had the thurill
of my life!” )

Both he and Blake had acted their
parts cleverly.

The ghost of Oscar Maitland had been
played by Waldo, and he had copied
.the dead man’s voice so accurately be-
cause he had had considerable acquaint-
ance with Maitland before he had died.
Waldo possessed an extraordinary knack
of mimicry.

Blake had been no less clever in the”

impersonation of Rorke. The vietim
had not guessed an inkling of the truth.
Right up to the time when the lights
appearcd Lie had believed that his own
imagination was responsible for all.

But now he was getting his wits back.

The gloominess of this old house no
longer oppressed him. The presence of
other human beings restored him with
singular speed. There were not even
any ghosts—no spectral voices.
pulled himself up, and the colour re-
turned to his flabby face.

“You're all crazy!” he shouted
abruptly.

“Steady ! said Lennard. “You'd
better not——""

“Take these things off my wrists!”
thundered Kern. “ Do you think you
can fool me like this? By Heaven! I'll
have you dismissed from the TForee !”

“Go ahead, if it pleases vou,” said
Lennard grimly. “ But don’t forget that
vou've confessed, Mr. Kern.”

“T tell you, you're mad!” roared
Kern. “I was not responsible for what
I was saying. You tricked me—you
made me think that—"

“Hadn't you better stop that?" inter-
rupted Waldo contemptuously. “I'm

the agent of Sir Rodney Drummond
“who spoke to you over the telephone,
Kern. I set out to get you—and I've
got you. You can't escape from the
noose now, so‘you needn’t try.”

Kern became reckless,

“Take these things off me!” he
shouted, struggling madly. “You can’t
hold me here! I'll defeat the lot of
you!"” .

With maddened frenzy, he suddenly
pulled his wrisfs apart.

Snap !

The handcuffs broke, and before
Lennard could heve time to stop him,
Kern was running heavily towards the
door.

“Stop him!” roared Lennard, in
alarm. 2
“Leave him to me,” said Waldo
coolly,

With one bound he reached Simon
Kern's side, and grasped him. Kern
was whipping out a revolver from his
hip pocket. He meant to make a desper-
ate attempt to escape—and he was rely-
ing upon his brute strength to see him
through. s ‘

“Stand back!” he snarled.

“Want to commit another murder?”
asked Waldo ‘curtly.” “Put that thing
down, you idiot!™

Crack! ®

Kern pulled the trigger, and a bullet
plunged into Rupert Waldo's arm. He
did uot even wince. DBut before Kern
could fire again, the Wonder Man had
acted,

With one swing, he heaved Kern com-
pletely off his feet, and swung him aloft
right above his head. Then he tossed
him down upon the old-fashioned
lounge, and Kern fell heavily.

went across and held him there. In

Kern

Waldo M
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spite of Kern's great strength, he conld
do nothing against this opponent.

“You'd better get some stronger
bracelets, Lennard," said Waldo crol

“You devils!” panted Kern f
ishly. “¥You haven’t taken me
vet! T killed Maitland, and Ul il all
of yvou before I've done!”

“Well, that confession wazn't (k554
from you by trickery, was it? d
Lennard, with satisfaction. ks,
Waldo! I believe the beggar uld
have escaped if you hadn't heen on

hand. I think we'd better rope him up.
Tinker, you might call those men of
mine.”

“Any said  Tinker

old thing,”

cheerily.
IVE minutes later, Simon Korn
was helpless.

In addition to wearing hand-
cuffs, he was tightly bound. And
three powerful plain-clothes men had
taken him in charge. He was removed

to a waiting motor-car outside.

“Well, that's that,” said Leunard,
taking a deep breath. *Jove, it was
pretty hot while it lasted——  Hallo!
Did that brute wing you, theni’ ho
added, with concern.

“It's nothing,” said Waldo.

- Sexton Blake was peeling cff ihe
Wonder Man’s jacket, and ihen he
turned up his sleeve. Blood was flow-
ing freely from Waldo's arm. ‘lhs
bullet had gone clean through the

fleshiest part without touching a bone.

“Don't you feel any pain?” asked
Lennard curiously.

“Not. a trace,” -laughed Waldo.
“That's one of my peculiarities, vou
know. Painless Rupert! It's a great
help in affairs of this sort.”

e glanced at his watch, and nodded.

“Hm! Time they were here,” le
remarked.

“Time who were here 7’ asked Sexton
Blake.

“Sir Rodney and his man.”

“But they're over in Switzerland,”
put in Tinker. \

“Not if Sir: Rodney took any noiice
of my wire,” said Waldo urbanely.
“Didn’t I tell you, Blake?”

“No, confound your impudence, 3ou
didn’t 1"

“BSorry !” grinned Waldo. * You sco,
I thought it would be rather a gocd
wheeze to have Sir Rodney in ot the
death, 8o I told him to cafch one of
the air liners and to push on here later
on this evening, so that he could arrive
at twelye-thirty, The fact is.” he addad
naively, “I want to touch that little
reward of mine!”

“Rats!” said Tinker. “A f{at lot yon
care about money ! And you know jolly
well you could trust Sir Rodney to pay -
You——"

SWell, T thought it would be rather
nice for him to be here, anvway ”
amended Waldo. *“We want to tell him
that he's a free man now—that his
encmies are beaten, Hallo! Here he
is, unless T'm mistaken!”

They all listened.

“Can’t hear anything,” said Tinker.
“My goodness! This chap's got care
like te?c;’)honc receivers !’

A moment later Sir Rodney Drum-
mond came bustling in, with his man,
Jarvig, close behind, 1

“My dear Mr, Blake!” exclaimed tlie
old baronet excitedly. “I have seen
Kern outside—under arrest! The last
of my enemies! Thank you a thousand
times for——"

“Don’t thank me, Sir Rodney,” intey-
rupted Blake. “Waldo was the nan
you commissioned to do this work—ay |
Waldo is the man who has done it "

“And Waldo is the man who has
enjoyved doing it,” said the Wonder
an. “Only too delighted, Sir Rod-
ney 1"
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Sir Rodney wrung his hand.

“ And you, sir?"” he shouted, looking
at Lennard.

“1 represent Scotland Yard, Sir
Rodney,” said the chief-inspector.

“Bless my soul!” chuckled the
baronet, A motley irio, indeed! The
official police—the world's greatest
private ~ detective—and the world's
greatest—ahem —crook |

“Po say nothing of Tinker!" said
Waldo. “We mustn’t forget Tinker!”
i , did say?’ went on Sir
Rodney. *Rubbish! This man is true
blue! I won't hear a word against
him !” he added, glariig defiantly at
“1 don't care whether you

or not—but Mr. Waldo is a friend of
mine, and I'm proud of it! What do
you say, Mr. Biake?” .

“Waldo has been working splendidly
in the cause of justice, Sir Rodney,”
replied Blake promptly. “I only hope

" Waldo!” continued Sir Rodney.

that he will centinue in this happy
strain.”

“I'm a maen of my word, and you
shall have that money fo-morrow, Mr.
“You
and in
paltry recom-

have given me my freedom,
return money secms a
ponse——*

*“With regard to that money, I don't
feel comfortable in taking the sum we
agreed upon,” said Waldo quietly. “It
is out of all proportion io the service
I have r(_zeu]ered. Let us say a fifth part

of it—

“Nonsense | interrupted Sir Rodney.
“1 absolutely insist upon paying you
the whole sum.”

“Take it, Waldo, and live straight
with it,” urged Sexton Blake.

“ You needn’t worry about the Yard,"”
said Lennard. “There may be one or
two old charges against you, but they
won't be pressed—unless you start any
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of your old tricks, After this affair,
vou'll be perfectly safe. To tell you
the honest truth, yow're such an infernal
handful that we'd rather have you on
our side any day!”

Rupert Waldo smiled in his whimsi-
cal way. }

“T'1l think it over,” he promised.
“One of these days you'll probably find
me sctting up as a detective—in opposi-
tion to Blake!”

“(Capital!” said Sir Rodney, with
enthusiasm. “Then we shall sce some
rivalry—eh #”’

Waldo bowed to all in general.

‘“As my services are no longer re-
guired, let me bid you au revoir,” he
said smoothly. “Cheerio, Blake! May
our next meeting be as happy as this
one!" }

With a wave of his hand he went
out, and passed into the night, his
threefold task cleanly accomplished.

THE END. l

m

YTHE STRIKING
2 SHADOW. £

)
ﬁj (Continued from page 4.) W

“PBut T have nothing to say,” gasped
Mr. Montague. “You were to protect
me! Didn’t I tell you that my life was
in danger? You pretended to me that
I should be quite safe! And now what
has happened? In my own house—my
private secretary-—murdered in my very
study !” ; 4

“We'd better get down to the facts,
Mr, Montague. When did you sce Mr.
Denver Street last 7

Mr. Montague passed a
his damp forehead. o
© 41t was ten o'clock. I left him in
my study to do some work for me. It
was just after half-past eleven when 1
went back to my study. I had been talk-

BN SR B L]
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hand across

_ing to Captain Vercker in the billiards-

room. 1 remember the time because
Vercker remarked that it was getting
late and he must go. There was some-
thing 1 wanted to say to him, and I
agked him to wait a little longer. It
was then I remembered the report that
Sireet was making out for me
e stopped abruptly. L
“There was that man here again to-
night—that John Blank. He came to
try and get money out of me. I had
Street concealed behind a screen in my
study during the interview. He was
taking down » hat the man said in
shorthand. 1 was going to have the
report sent to you.” .
A faint look of interest crept into
Inspector Conits’ rather perplexed face,
“That's+ important.  We know all
about this fellow John Blank at the

Yard., He's just finished a sirvetch of
seven years.  What time did he call,
sir 7

“ About ten minutes to ten.”
“Did he stay long?” 2 .
“Not more than a few minutes.”
“And you left Mr. Street af ten
o'clodk to write out his shorthand notes
of the interview to which he had
listenod #” A%
“Phat’s it. e was fo bring it to me
as soon as he had fnished.  When Cap-
{ain Vereker {old me it was half-past
eleven, I was reminded of the fact that
he’d been a long iime over the job, .nllml
went up to see what he was doing.
#*Tell me what you found?” J
Mr. Montagie gave a somewhat inco-
herent explanation of his discovery of
Denver Street’s dead body. He inter-
rupted his description with frequent
references to John Blank. The police

must lay their hands upon that man at
once. Undoubtedly it was he who had
committed the murder. He had come
back by some means, possibly suspecting
a report was being made out of the
interview. He had found Denver Street
i:gcupied on the report and had killed
him, 5

“T'll see that the man’s collected at
once, Mr. Montague,” Coutis exclaimed,
rising. “I’ll just go and have a few
words on the ielephone with the Yard.”

He came back presently with a self-
satisfied smile on his lips. To his rather
limited mind, the intrusion of anything

that might be regarded as out of the.

ordinary had a very disturbing effect;
and there was an atmosphere about this
business that he did not like. He would
have pursued an ordinary eriminal with
professional efliciency to the threshold of
the condemned cell, but this mysterious
being who called himself the Striking
Shadow—who ‘openly boasted about what
he intended to do, and then, in spite of
the most careful precautions, did it—was
something quite outside the run of his
experience. And now,. through the fog

: 1
of this eeric mystery, there had
omerged a complete fact that he could
take hold of.

John Blank, late Convict 49, of Dar
moor, lately rcleased, had paid a visit to'
Mr. Montague that night for the pur<

‘pose of extorting money from him b

threats. Tt was conceivable that he hadi
made his way back into the house, and
returned to the room where he had in-!
terviewed Mr. Montague.

There he had found Denver Street’
engaged in drawing up a report of that
interview for the police, and, realising’
the danger by which he was threatened,
had killed him as he sat in the chair
in front of the typewriter. Here was a
reasonable explanation without any of
what he contemptuously called- filny
nonsense!  Here was a definite mam
inspired by definite motives,

“Just a few more questions, Mr.
Montague, and T won't trouble you any
further for the moment. You saw
nobody nmear the study when vou
opened the door and discovered what
had taken place?”

Mr. Montague clasped his handlr
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wearily to his forehead. He was
making a tremendous mental effort to
reconstruct that scene in all its appalling
details.

“I opened the door. The room was
in darkness. I think I called out
Street’s name.  The fire was burning
low, but thero was just enough light to
see the outline of his figure at the desk.
I couldn’t make out what he was doing.
Then I switched on the light, and—and
I saw what had been done.”

He shivered as if with the cold.

“Then there was nobody in the
neighbourhood of the room? I suppose
vou rang the bell before wou called
out #”

Mr. Montague stared blankly for some
moments at the inspector.

“I rang the bell. Yes. But there
was somebody there—I remember not.
Brade was on the landing. I hadn’t
seen him, and when he spoke my nerves
were so jangled that I thought the
Striking Shadow——""

He stopped abruptly,

“Good gracious, inspector, vou don’t
think it could be Brade, do you? He
wanted to get something out of me.
I'm surrounded these days by people
who want something for nothing. And
I told him downstairs in the drawing-
room that there wouldn't be anything
doing. You don’t think, inspector——
¢ Inspector Coutts moistened. the pencil
he was holding, and arranged his note-
book firmly on his knee.

“It would be a mistake, at this stage,
Mr. Montague, to waste time in making
guesses. Let’s have the facts. You say Sir
Titus Brade was on the landing outside
the study. Just let me know how he
behaved and what he said to you.”
|

Coutts is Perplexed.

cigars across the desk in the
direction of Inspector Coutts, who
selected one with an abstracted
air and placed it between his lips.
Blake regarded him with a smile.
| “There’'s no use telling me you're not
worried, Coutts.

'SEX_TON BLAKE pushed the box of
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For tha better part of a quarter of an
hour Inspector Coutts had been seated
in Blake's consulting-room, talking at
random on & variety of topies, without
disclosing the object of his visit. He
looked across at his host now with a
frown on his heavy face.

“What the dickens makes you think
I'm worried?”

“Well, a careful man like you—one,
too, who is an inveterate smoker—does
not as a rule try to light a cigar with-
out first cutting the end. You know
that yourself, Coutts. Besides, you for-
get I've read the report in the paper of
the inquest on Denver Street.” !

The inspector lay back in his chair
with an air of resignation. :

“I suppose T might just as well have
told vou from the start. Yes, that's
what’s on my mind, Blake—that’s what
I came to have a yarn with you about.
It’s a bad business.”

Sexton Blake blew a cloud of tobacco-
smoke from his lips.

“Formed any theory, Coutts? I
noficed there wasn't much given away
at the inquest.”

“That's the worst of it. We didn’t
want to show our hand, so we asked
for an adjournment, You see, Blake,
there's so many infernal theories.”

He looked up quickly as if conscious
that Blake's eyes were waiching him
closely.

“You needn’t spring that stuff on me
about the Striking Shadow, Blake.
I've got to deal with facts—not melo-
drama.”

. “What facts have you got?”

“I know that Denver Street was mur-
dered in Mr. Montague's study some-
where between half-past nine and half-
past eleven, which was the time when
his body was discovered. The doector
who arrived at midnight and made an
examination declared that he must have
been dead an hour at least.”

“Yes., All- that came out
evidence at the inquest, Coutts.
are the facts you spoke of ?”

“You know we've got Trenchard in
the house. He's acting as second-foot-
man. He has made o point of keep-
ing observation on all the rooms that
are usually occupied in the house. In
pursuance of this policy, he took Mr,
Street a cup of coffep at half-past ten.
Street was then seated by the fire en-
gaged in writing something in short-
hand.”

“Have you got those notes?”

Coutis shook his head gloomily,

“I wish we had. They would have
thrown some light on the business. You
see, just before ten, Mr. Montague had
a visit from that fellow John Blank.
You remember he's the same man who
called that night when all the trouble
began?”

“¥es, I remember,”

“ According to Mr. Montague's story,
he had Street concealed behind a sereen
cduring the interview, taking down in
shorthand what was said. He was to
write out a report which was to he
sent to the Yard. We could find no
trace of the shorthand notes or the
typed transcript. Whoever commiited
the crime destroyed that evidence,”

“The average person would argue
that the only person who would bother
to destroy that evidence would be the
man whom it implicated, and that the

in the
What

man who destroyed it also destroyed -

Denver Street.”
“Lxactly, Blake. T suppose you don't
tmagine I didn’t think of that,” Coutts
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replied. “The first thing I did was to
collect Blank.”

““And what was the result?”

““A complete alibi. It appears he’s
got some sori of job with an informa-
tion bureau in the West End. On
instructions that he had received from
his employer, Captain Vereker, he went
round to sce a Miss Lane, who iz doing
some research work for Captain Vereker
at the Museum. Miss Lane lives in a
flat  in Nightingale Mansions off
Victoria Street. He was there from ten
minutes past ten until twenty minutes to
twelve. We've got not only Miss Lane's
evidence, but that of the hall-porter as
to the time he left. It’s a complete
alibi.”

““Just one moment, Coutts. How long
did this interview between, John Blank
and Mr. Montague take?”

“Not more than two minutes.”

“And yet at half-past ten Denver
Street was still reading his shorthand
notes of the interview. IKither his
shorthand notes must have been very
bad, or the account of the interview
must have been considerably amplified
at somebody’'s orders. It almost scems
as if Mr. Montague was very much
concerned to manufacture evidence
against this fellow Blank,”

Inspector Coutts shrugged his shoul-
ders impatiently.

“That's nothing to do with me, I
suppose, Mr, Montague, if we knew all
there is to be Lknown about him,
wouldn’t turn out to be exactly a white-
haired boy. But my job is to find out
who killed Denver Street.”

“You jumped to the conclusion that it
must have been John Blank., That
theory having failed you, what did vou

fall baclk on?”
“I  examined all the servants.
Trenchard has them under daily

observation, and he is satisfied that it
wasn't one of them. And vet it was
somebody in the house, Blake. Mr.
Montague has had every window fitted
with a ‘patent steel shutter, and they
were all intact. Not a soul left the
house after ten.
on that point. If we exclude the ser-
vants, there were only threc other
people who could have committed the
crime—Mr. Montague's two visitors—Sir
Titas Brade and Captain Vereker—or
Mr, Montague himself.”

“The theory certainly seems to limit
the scope of your inquiry. Have you
any reason fto suspect Mr. Montague
himself?” *

The inspector shook his head.

“None; but I'm not cxcluding thak
ossibility. T den’t think it's at all
ikely, but it's a good rule to suspect
everybody and keep your eyes open.”

“Lea_ving out Mr. Montague, you are
left with Captain Vereker and Sir
Titus Brade ¢”

“That's right. Brado,
Vereker first. ['ve got
through the Colonial Office. It seems
he was dismissed from the Southern
Nigerian Service for drunkenness. Ha
used to be Commissioner at Oji. After
his dismissal, he was said to have ‘gone
native.” Nothing 1s known of him
until he turned up here, but it's a sus-
picious circumstance that he’s the man
who found John Blank employment.
He admits that he saw Blank in My,
Montague’s house that night, and gave
him his instructions to call on Miss
Lane.” 3

“Your theory is that Vercker is in
league with this man John Blank, who
knows something about Mr, Montague's
past, for which he hopes to get a sub-
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stantial sum of money. Is that it? He
knew from his accomplice that his inter-
view with Mr. Montague had been a
failure, and there was danger that what
had transpired might be used against
him. He, therefore, made his way up
to the study, and in order to secure the
incriminating report had to murder
Denver Street 7

Inspector Coutts’ face was a picture of
gloomy perplexity.

“That would be a first-class solution,
if only the facts fitted it, Blake. Un-
fortunately, Mr. Montague left his study
at ten, and was downstairs with Captain
Vereker in the billiard-room until half-
past eleven.”

“There’s Sir Titus Brade left.”

“Now we're getting to it, Blake.
Brade was outside on the landing when
Mr. Montague dhiscovered the body. He
had been having some sort of a row
with him.
placed on the board of one of these new
rubber companies, and Mr. Montague
had come to the conclusion that he was
opening his mouth too wide.”

“And so, in a fit of pique, he went
and murdered Mr. Montague's private
secretarv? I should have thought if
there was any killing to be done, he
wouldn’t have made a vicarious sacrifice

of the unfortunate Denver Street, but’

would have concentrated his attentions
on Mr. Montague himself.”

Inspector Coutts winced under the
irony of the other’s tone.

“¥You needn’t try to be funny, Blake.
I came here to see if you could help
me.”

He moved restlessly in his chair and
turned his gaze to the window.

“T'm trying to belp you by applying
destructive criticism to your theories,”
Blake answered quietly. “If you want
any constructive criticism—well, T've
already told you, when we diseussed this
maiter last, what my view is.” .

The inspector seemed hardly listening
to him. He was staring abstractedly out
of the window.

“Didn't know any of the Covent
CGarden traffic came along Baker Street,
Blake,” he exclaimed.

Blake followed the direction of his
gaze. A lorry, piled high with empty
vegotahle baskets—so that the summit of
the pile was almost directly on a level
with the windows of the consulting-room
—_had drawn up just outside the house.

“1°d never noticed it before, Couits.
I suppose there's heen a block some-
where in the traflic, :
taken this route. But we were talking
about this Denver Strext-case.” =

Inspector Coutts sweng round in his
chair. his red fﬂ[‘r \\i::.nrmg a more than

sually stubborn look.
= ul.lo‘h Emn eut out all that Striking
Shadow stuff ! I dor’t believe a word of
it! Dve had inguiries made, and the
Vard can’t find a shred of, evidence in
support of your theory. It's moonshine
madness!” .

“ And yet in that document which yau
showed me, Coutts. the writer plainly
foreshadowed something of the kind that
has happened. T forget the exact words,
but® he nssured Mr. Montague that he
wourld be near him day and night—that
he would harrow his soul with terror.
Melodrama, if you like, buf melodrama
translated into real life.”

Tnspector Coufis leaned forward and
looked fixedly at Sexton Blake.

“vowre an intelligent man, Blake.
You've done some things in your time
which I don’t mind admitiing would
have done credit to some of the smartest
deteotives in the Yard. It beats:me hoyw
you can swallow this five-reel American
film_ stuff 1

“} helieve in the existence of the

It seems he wanted to be

and the driver's.

Striking Shadow, Coutts. 1 warned you
to guard Mr. Montague as if he were the
King himself. I believe that you're up
against one of the most sinister forces-in
the kistory of crime—a personality—I
call the Striking Shadow ‘that, because
the name may veil a man or a woman—
who is all the more dangerous because
of the mystery with which he surrounds
himself or herself. I helieve that the
Striking Shadow will yet carry out the
threat made against Mr. Montague In
that document.”

Inspector Coutts shifted uneasily in his
chair.

“If you really know anything, Blake,
it’s your business to put me wise.”

“T'm engaged at present on the
Richard Framlingham case, I've got to
do my duty to my client. To a certain
extent, my investigations run parallel
with yours, and, as long as the interests
with which I am concerned do not suffer,
I will help you. More I can’t promise
you. I must use my own methods in my
own way. But there's one thing—"
He @lanced thoughtfully out of the

A\

o gy, mffﬂﬂlﬂ

=

\
W
g

L/

(uer the jumps—galloping

neck and neck-—one
down, and then another—
up again—on, on! The
thrills of the Grand National,
plus a real detective prob-
lem, next week! This is
just a reminder—see page
25 and then book up next

Thursday’s.‘ U.J."

J(resesnassnnasasonnanansannssnenusansonos

b | NUEEEEEEEEPNSEAEEECEOUNDNENERIEANPEAERED

window. The lorry from Covent Garden
was still standing in front of the house,
the sunimit of the pile of baskets still
visible.  Sexton Blake stared at that
unfamiliav feature of his landscape with
an air of abstraction.

“WWell, what is it, Blake?”

“In investigating a case of this kind,

I should be very careful to conceal my °

identity, Coutts. The personality you're
up against will stop at nothing. Man,
woman, or child, who crosses the path of
the Striking - Shadow—who interferes
with his plans—is in deadly danger.”

_Suddenly as he spoke, his body grew
rigid. He was staring at the summit of
the pile of baskets. From between two
of the baskets something was protruding
that had not been there a moment
before. Sexton Blake glimpsed a long,
sinewy human hand. Then, with a
spring, he was out of his seat, and, rush-
ing round the desk, had seized Coutis by

“the shoulder.

LeQuick: man—for your life!” he ex
claimed.
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Inspector Coutis dazedly jumped (o his
feet. Instantly Sexton Blake propelled
him across the floor to the door. Almost
as they reached it, there wmas the clatier
of breaking glass, and something fell on
the foor just behind the desk. A whiif
of some strong, acrid chemical reached
their nostrils as they opened the door
and rushed out on to the landing. In-
stantly Sexton Blake closed the door,
and, stooping down, stuffed the mat into
the gap beneath it. Then he crammed
his handkerchief into the keyhole. Only
when he had done this, did he turn and
face Inspector Coutts.

“Poison gas ! heexclaimed. “ Whether
vou believe in the Striking Shadow now,
or not, Coutis, come and help me to
catch the man who threw.that bomb!™

-~ .

ASTING no time, Sexton Blake
and Inspector Coutts rushed
out into the street. The lorry
with its load of empty baskets

was still standing there. There was no
driver at the wheel. Whoever had been
in charge of it had disappeared. It
stood there like a piece of fotsam
washed up by ihe tide of London on the
shore of Baker Street.

 Without a "word of explanation to
his companion, Sexton Blake clambered
up the little mountain of baskets.
Almost. at the very top he discovered
what he sought. Just at the summit of
the pile half a dozen baskets had been
removed on the inside, forming a sort
of cave in which a man could conceal
himself. On the side farthest from the
window of his consulting-room one of
the covering baskets had been removed.
As Blake glanced at the aperture he
realised how the man they were seeking
had escaped.

He scrambled down again, te find
Coutts engaged in a rather heated con-
versation with the policeman on peoint
duly. He was a young man who had
only lately joined the Force, and the
Scotland Yard man was explaining to
him in trenchant, biting phrases that
elementary traffic rule which makes it
illegal for any vehicle to be left un-
guarded in the streets.

“Don’t know what the Police Force
is coming to these days,” he grumbled,
as Sexton Blake drew him aside. That
man ought to be hoeing turnips instead
of wearing a uniform. Found anything,
Blake "

Sexton Blake nodded his head.

“The man was hiding in a hole he had
made by removing some of the baskets
at the top.  I'm afraid he was too quick
for us.” °

“Do vou know who the lorry belongs
to, Coutts?” e ir

“ A Mr. Hutehins. of Highfield, Herts
- here's the pame in small letters. DBug
what was he doing in this business
beats me. = 1’d better phoue the Yard
and have inguiries made.! o

He glanced at Sexion Blake with a
porplexed frown rumpling his lorehead.

“T.ook here, are you certain abont
this, Blake? I never heard any sound
except the breaking of the glass, and
then vou had me out of the room before
1 uuuid look round.™ -

“Tucky I did, or T'd be ordering a
wreath for your funeral, Coutts, at this
moment.”

“Do you tell me that somebody
shadowed . mo here, secured by some
means this lorry with its load of baskets,
concealed himself in it, and then took
a pot at me through the windew? It
isn’t sense, Blake.”

Sexton Blake regarded him with a
grim smile.

“There are certain things>von will
nevor be convitced of. Cantts, w1l yon
pass into _a  worlld wheve tiey won't
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signify. I don’t know how the Striking “Oh, Mrs. Bardell, didw’t T hear you With o geoff laugh, as jf he thought
Shadow followed you here, or how he telling Tinker that ‘Iabitha has pro. the whole . proceeding :lgi('ulolls, sy
seeured possession of that lorry. DBut I senled vou with adotlier large family speetor  Coutfs ~ adjusted - the wmski
(il sou & buman band (w60t v ued, e, Tight this. e, Sexton Blako having dono o e,
-PL‘T}“;JJ" I was also included in the L don't Juow, What cats is QoINS 10 \\1t!: bis )(Dlltli(ll(:(l-:l'- 1::)_0:] s ll]h:'nd'iwr
T N Tl T A e iRt ot e these days. I'm sure I don't know how | i I“] & 1 e
A o T she's going to nurse them, and I bay BNt SIS picked up one of the ‘““““
Tramlingham case I have to pay some T SRy £l E and then motioning to his comy g
attention to the actions of the Striking ©&°° Wi HERIG IO GroWi TR entered  the room. Devond, (“”L‘I )
Shadow. and as likely as not he knows “Give me four of them, Mrs, Bardell, closing thie door behind him.:
;md H‘*-Ll)t; ihe Efad. II' hn!ac‘\he (loc:lt’.l',_ ]dli}.dl Tl see that they’re put out pain- There was .a faint, haze in tle-room
?l Y, TG e t““‘ .10 oy ,i} almost .~'||Eg(:~.li\'v of tobacco snioke.
aBouy you. = I'm sure it's \(1\ good of you, Mr. Siyion Blake held ont ihe Kitten on the
You're known fo-hrenp to the neck Blake:” Mrs. I:: dell exclaimed with 5, ST Tlie little. eroature
- ,.J & palm of his hand. The little ereaturc
in this Montagic - busivess  You've an-air of relicf, “I'll let you have four ; - i ay wehle cry
et o i s A T o The f uade a movement, gave a feehle cry,
ol Dl Ol a8 - of "the ugliest dnes.” and-then suddenly became rigid.
¥You've granfed hini special police .pro-- Q) ] Wi
teetion. ~ You were qlmrud in the Press, 1e returned presently “_”llJ our very Going back info his laboratory. Biake
in the report of the inquest, as being ‘5““1“'”1"“ }'g]lllt‘“‘r {Ull\ objects, that then ul\rnmwl the v\]wnmon( with the
in charge of the inquiry. Youre a lfUm]) ained feebly at being taken away three othor vie l_l!:lh of Tabitha's super-
marked man., Contts, :u|d as sure.- as [Om their mother. w E abundant fertility. l‘ltm]l\ he drew .
I'm standing” here, than aquarter “Bless their dear little hearis. It do back with the inspecior on Lo the lnml
of an' lour ago the § g "'~Imdov. scem’ almost like murder, Mr. Blake, Ing again.
;.-uml\n-tn tike your life and me a rogular subseriber to the “Are “yoii convinced now 2 lie R -

Tt lnl*'hl -'jll‘st have been -01{10 kids

Society for Cruelty to Animals!”

when- he had (]U‘('d the door

claimed,
“Do you still

and removed hiis mask,

fooling” abolit \n(‘h '~rmL bombs,” the Having said a few words to relicve
[mpg(tm retorted: - ¢ Tdon’ - know how. Ars. Bardell's tender conscience, Sexton ””"I‘"” Wasigsoiue '-l”l lish  practical
this lorry, came to ‘hé here.”but we'll Blake ascended stairs “with the doke?’
easily find that out. For tlic moment kittens in DLis arms: - Entering- lis 4
[ want a little more - evidence  than laboratory by the door along the pas- (Zt doesnw’t look like @ goke—und
youw've given me, Blake, to swallow this “sage, he pm(lm(-(] from a eupboard two jcither is it ! This wenace of the
¥ I;m 1c~1m.m)1~ or gas-maskes. Striking - -Shadow - is - grim, - sobir,
Blake 1'll ]”" hiﬂd on “"‘ “Kven if you don't believe in my caracst, as Coults has 1o agree.  fuls
aru. z - . theory, Coutts, you might u] lige me by WHO IS the ‘Striling Shadow? Thi
“Come back fo the ]101*‘£" with T”L‘r pumnrr one of these on. T should hate gradual revelalion of this seerct forms

Contls, and you shall have it.”’ :
He'led the way into tlie passage and
summoned "‘Jh Bardel.

on my hands.”

~ to think that I might have the death of
so prominent a pillar of Scotland Yard
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