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The story of how Sexton Blake foiled a sinister plot; and
how he spent a real old-fashioned Christmas in the
jolly company of Splash Page, Tinker, Ruff

Hanson, and--not least—the worthy

C]'\apter 1.

* Christmas Comes But Once
a Year!

INKER, My, Sexton Blake's
assistant,  sang  heartily if
unmelodiously, accompanying

himsell on the dinner gong
with enthusiastic gusto.

“When on an elephant's back 1 pass,
Somcbody beats on a sounding brass
Gong !

'm the Rajah of Bong!”

It was Junch-time in Baker Street,
and Tinker was hungry. A fire crackled
cheerfully in the dining-room grate.
I'het nsually austere walls, crammed with
curios and trophies, and relies of many a
grim adventure, were now gaily
festooned with holly and multi coloured
decorations.

The white tablecloth, with its spark-
ling cut glass and napery, looked 1nvit-
g enough; but the steaming joint and
vegetables which Mre. Bardell had just
depostied - were  wha: wade Tinker's
mouth water,

“Where on earth is the guvnor?” ihe

Mrs. Bardell.

lad inguired peevishly of Pedro, who
also sniffed the appetising odour of roast
beef with keen anticipation.

Tinker Hifted his gong stick again and
continued his booming ditty :

“ When I'm at home, 1 have poets

who bring
Chorus of praise in a kind of sing-
Song !

I'm the Rajah of Beng!”

He hit the long-suflering instrument
another terrific thwaek, just as the
dining-room - door opened and Sexton
Blake entered. There was a pained
expression on his clear-cut face.

“My dear Tinker, is there any
necesdity to  impersonate a  mythical
rajah by denting the gift of a real
one ™ he inquired, with moek gravity.

Tinker replaced the gong-stick, and
stared in dismay at the dent in the
beautifully engraved silver gong which
had been presented to his master hy the
Maharajah of Kurdistan.

“Jove! I'm sorry, guv'nor.. But I'm
foecling so dashed chirpy—and so jolly
hungry that—" .

Thev sat down at the head of the
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table, and Tinker proceeded to carve the
joint, while the detective toyed
whstractedly with the stem of his wine-
olass.

“Only four more days, guv'nor,” said
the youngster brightly, “and theu it's
Christimas Day.”

Blake nodded abstractedly. He had
spent the whole morning in the “stink

shop,” as Tinker irreverently termed,

the lnboratory.  The dinner gong Dhad
interrupted  his  experiment, and it

seemed as it he was inclined to be

touchy.

Tinkey passed the well-filled plate and
waited in silence until Mrs. Bardell's
cookery had soothed his guv'nor's
irritability. The charm worked at
length, and Blake helped himself to a
gluss of wine,

“0f course! How incredibly fooli-h
af e
{7 e ejaculated.

“My  hat! Fancy  overlookitid
Christmas,” broke in Tinker, “Of all
things—*

*1 was not referring to Christmas, my

boy,” replied Blake. “But to the new
Van Luyten blood test. I overlooked

the fuct that the reagent amidobenzene

chemolyzes—"

I had quite overlooked tlhe

r
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A lap sounded at the door and Mrs.
Bardel! entered, breathing a  (rifle
stertorously. In her hand she gripped
a (elegram. Tinker heaved a sigh of
relief at the interrupfion of DBlake's
chewdieal dissertation.

“That dratted varmint of a telegraft
Loy "ad the cheek to demand *is Christ-
mas box,” began the worthy woman.
“ Which it's a week afore Boxing Day—
though. if I ’ad my way with the young
ltmba, the way they work the bell, T'd
hot ‘em on  the ear-'oles. Calls
‘emselves civil servants. Why, a more
uncivil lot o’ M

quite, Mrs, Bardell.,” said
Iilake, as he ripped open the orange
envelope.  “Please tell him there i3 no
reply.”

Mes. Bardell sniffed. and made her
oxit. Tinker chuckled as Blake re-read
the wire.

“Anything wrong. guv'nor?’ he
waquired. T hope it's not a bally case.
I want to spend Christmas in peace—"

Biake chuckled as he threw over the
telegram. It was brief, pithy, and
characteristie.

“ilowdy.  Just landed.  Coming to
wish vou a Merry Christmas.—Roere.”

“Hurrah, guv'nor " ejaculated
Tinker. “Gosh! Tl be zlad to see the
tard Poiled Egg again. We're bound

None vere too busy or preoccupied to turn ard crile and

wave their hands as the coach rumbled bt. Somewhere th:

kir dly shade of Charles Dickens smiled down on the incar-

nation of his immortal dream children—S8plash Page's

Dickensian party, bound for the delights of Christmas at
Lyveden Manor.

to have a merry Christmas with him
around, anyway'"”

Blake smiled.

“If he doesn’t start gelting gay with
Willy and Wally that is, young ‘un.
Friend Ruff has a diabolical knack of
getting into trouble. I wonder what
brings him over from New York at this
time of the year?”

The detective rvose to his feet. and
slowly filled his briay pipe as he entered
the consulfing-room. Quiside, in Baker
Strent, a faink flurry of snowflakes fell
and a chill Decomber wind rattled the
window panes, enhancing the warmih
and cosiness of the room within, DBlake
stirred the fire info a rnddy glow. and
sank back into his favourite chair.

“We haven't seen our dynamic friend
for some considerable time. T'm rather
intrigued by his telegram, young “nn,”
he remarked.

“Ruff Ifanson doesn't usually come
to Furope on a joy-ride.”

“That's =0, guv'nor,” agreed Tinker,
staring into the glowing embers of the
fire with the retrospection that a winter
day evolves.

HE American gunman sleuth
held a warm corner in the affec-
tion of the famous Baker
Street trio.  They nad shared
peril and adventure on many 2

dangerous trail in many lands, and nooe
had a greater admiration for Ruff
Ianson's breezy personality and essen-
tial straightness than Sextou Blake.

The admiration was mutual; for Ruf¥
Hanson had often expressed in his own
pungent fashion his equally high
opinion of Sexton Blake.

“Talking of Christmas,” continued
Tinker, who was a youth with a single-
track mind when an idea obsessed hum,
*what are we going to do about it,
guv'nor—spend 1t quietly at home, or
at one of the big hotels?”

Blake frowned.

“Christmas in a hotel, Tinker!” he
echoed.  “T trust I am faicly peogres
sive, but this modern, nevw-fangled 1dea
of Yuletide at a West End hotel, with
jazz bands and cocktails, iz to me dis-
gusting. Christmas  is  essentinlly a
private affair—where there 15 a reunion
of old friends to yarn over old gimes.

. -
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I'm afraid the rL-'H be little of peace on
carth and good will at the Hotel
Stupendous, with its cos mopolitan crew
of n:u!n mxl]:oumrc.- and dyspeptic
dawagers,”

A loud bang sounded above the cease-
less huns of the traffic in Baker Street,

'l.ilkmr.; of old Irlunui~‘ Lhu(.klvd

Tinker, “here's one of 'em, guv'nor. If
I'm not mistaken, that sounds like
Splazsh Page’s Red Peril outside.”

He erossed over to the window, just

i time te see the newspaper man park
his vermilion roadster at the kerb; and
& 4ew moments later the _)ounmh 3
breezed into the consulting-room, re-
moving his leather gauntlets.

bDerck Page—kuown in Fleet Street o
Splash P: griimed amiably.

“Marnin’, Blake! *Mornin’, Tinker!
How's H’il he grected dntufull)
s Jove, it's nippy outside!”

He sarmed his numbed fingers .11 the
cheerful fire.

*What-ho,
torted Tinker,
up for a story,
ing for a scoop, as usual?”

“Well, as a matter of fact,” replied
Splash, I don't want to break it too
suddenly, but I came u]ung here to ask
you two if you'd give a poor, lorn
journalist a bite of dinner on Christmas
Day. 1'd ask you to my place, Imt you
know what & bachelor {lat is -

“PBy all means, my dear chap!” ex-
claimed  Sexton  Blake  cordially,
“Pinker and I wore just discussing the
subject. You know you are always
weleome here.”

He hroke off suddenly as @ nasal voieco
sounded on the stairway.

“Dan't yon worry about me, Mrs. B!
I kin find my way up Mmdl’md Say,
ma'am, you sure are keepin’ that schoo-
sird \uunplv\lun. You don't look a day

»

v old ink- leqcr”’ re-
I suppose you're hard-
and come here seroung-

older—

SO, Mr. ‘Apson, get along, do!”
cane N Bardell’s cay reply.

* Rul yelled Splash and Tinker

simulianconsly, and they leapt to their
feet, as the door of the consulting-room
swung open to admit the gigantic
American.

Ruoff Hanson, the New York detective,
and an old [riend of Sexton Blake, was
clad fn o tweed suit of transatlantic ent.
In his hand he carried a buge, broad-
br imimed tson, and on his battered,
ugly face was a gnud humoured grin, as
he advavced with outstre dtehed hand.

““u\\tl\. Blake,  old timer?” he
boomed. * Put it there if it weighs as
much as the Waolworth Bulding!
Well, well, folks! Howdy, Tinker?
Dog my cats if you ain't got the tame
news hound 17

“Ruff, you old willain!” yellod
Tinker delightedly, ark yourself in
this chaiv and moke yourself comfy!”

The American sank his huge bulk inio
an armehaic and beamed genially on the
Hame of the breeziness of his own
tn praivie had been swept into the
v consulting-room at Ruff Hanson's
entrance,

Hv\nm Blake chuckled =oftly.

“Vary glad to see you again,
Is it h isiness or p!vmm- this irip?

“Pleasure, old timer—real pleasure!
for the merriest Christmas

l{ull !

Yaou're in 1
of vour lives—and it's all on Mard-
boiled Hanson ™

“Come into a fortune, Ruff " queried

’J'iu‘l-u .

ot Ilm." like that,” uplmm wl the

other carele “Are you doing any
thing ton
Blake s s head.

week is usually an
IHaw

“No. Christmas
off time as far as I'm concerned,
about you, Splash?®

“Well, umloss a murder happens, I'm
my own hoss,” answered the journalist,
“What's the great idea?”
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“Mect me for dinner at the Hotel
Splendide, ;lml I'll wise you up,"” came
the reply. 1 want to istroduce you to
my \[kl[‘l“lllg parine s—grn.xt--aL .x%!h_i kid
Ji (¢ a

you've oy struck.,  Hay, my
wonder——
Sexton Blake starcd speechlessly at

the American.

It took a good deal to surpr ise the
fanmous deteetive, but even his nmpassive
face betrayed astonishment.

Good heavens, Ruff!” he remarked.
“Surely 3 ".'\c never  comoitted
matrimony 1

“TFor the Iu\-: of Peio—NO ! roared
the American.  “You know my motto

where fee-males are conce rned—forget
‘om all t?
“Then, to nse your own transatlantic

come?

And

Cayterer—son  of the

“And I'm

phrase,” asked Blake, ‘*‘how
Whase i= this ' kid 7 And why?
=0 forth.”

* He's young
Film King,” n\plaumd Raudf:
his dry-nurse. Old man Cayterer—

And Ruff Hanson went on to account
for his unexpected presence in Europe
at this Christinas scason.  Shorn of his
picturesque  and 4-xprc~~wn——<omutlm«-
explosive—Americanizins, the facls were,
broadly, these:

Ruff ITanson had been engaged some
time previously by M, f}en]nmm
Cayterer, president of the Lion Film
Corporatiol, on s somewhaf unusual
unssion,

Mr. Cayterer, an Englishman by birth,
was one of the best-known and respected
film magnates in Hollywood. For years
e had been waging a relentless war
against shady film pirates and producers,
ruul had ngll‘ltr-d for sweeping reforms
in the motion pi ture mndustry.

His policy was to weed out the un-
desirable elements which brought dis-
grace on llollywood, and he was con-
templating a dm»lu Censorship Bill to
curtail the activities of, among others,
his chief rival, Mr, idore Solmann, an
unsernpulous  financier  with  an
savoury reputation.

Solutann was the head of a shady Gl
corporation, and he hated Cayterer's
roformitive schem and did his hest
by bribery and to bring the
Englishman's  studios  into  disvepule.
Caylerer, however, had managed (o
circumyvent Solmann’s machinations, and
persisted with his self-imposed task to
“eloan up Hellyweod.”

Solmann realized that once ( ‘ayterer’s
propesed Bill became law e wonld be
rained. With the assistance of fwo un-
serupulans erooks, Solmamn determined
to force Caylerer into o corner by strik-
ing him through the individual he loved

most in the warld—his eight-year-old
son, Junior.
The boyv, a drewmy, wistful child, had

been lame from birth with some obseure
disease.

The film magnate had been horrified
to receive a blunt nole informing him
that unless the sum of fifty-thousand
dollars was paid over and a written
promise made to drop the IFilm Reform
Bill, the unknown eriminals  would
Luhu-;r Junior and kill him.

Instantly Cayterver suspeeted Solmann
as the prime mover in the plot, and
henee lhis requ for ihe serviees of
Ruff Hanson. lmrii hoiled sleuth
was already av Solmann's

That
are of Isidore

shady reputation, and learned also that
Cayterer held a triomp card. s
Caytorer had come into possession of

enemy in a
a Hollywood
heen

evidence implieating  his
dizsgraceful depe orgy in
Road Howse in which a man had
I"l“l'll.

It was a statement from a
named Guiseppe Spagoni, who was at
that time serving a termn of four years
in a penitentiary. It implieated Sel-

erook

mann in the shooting, and gave proof
that if not actually the chief, Sehnann
was ab least a ringleader in the dope-
-muj:rghng' ving of California.
Unfortunately, the affidavit was given

to Cayterer on the express (_:mdnh.st
that it was not to he used until Spagonm
had served his senter The ftalian

swore that hLis fmprisonment was a
‘frame-up ¥ and he gave it fo Caytercr
4s a precayfionary measure in case he
died 1 prison. Furthermore, unless
backed up by additional proof, it had
little value. Alsn, as Cayterer
plained te Ruff Hanson, the film m

cX-

nate was averse to lnttmg below the
]ll'lt-
la use his own words as Hanson

reported them to Sexton Blake:

“1 may be quixotic, but 1 want in
fight my battles cleanly and carry this
Bill through on its merits.”

Ruli Hanson admitted having  been
immediately ailracted by Ben Cay-
{orer’s personal charm, and had agreed
to guard Junior or, as he expressed it,

“act as a dry nurse ” to the little hoy.

Cayterer refused to submit io the
blackmailer's demand for the surrender
of the letter—and frankly proposed that
Ruoff Hanson should act as a personal

bodyguard for the mext two months
]nni.'l the Film Reform Bill became
aw.

He had informed the gunman that

he was leaving for England avith Junior
that week. It was only tem days from
Christmas, and he was hankering to
~;wnd Yuletide in his native land,
w m I Junior had never seen.

“You see, Mr. Hanson,” he m.]l]iunx d,
“1 promised Janior that I'd let him <ee
\;hn:. a veal old-fashioned English

Christmas is like—with snow, holly,
Yule logs, and the thousand-and-one
things that have made Christmas essen-
.mH:. a children’s festival.”

The prospect of a irip to England
appealed tremendously to Ruff Hanzon,
cspecially as Ben Cayterer explained
that ke had  yented  from  Laord
Sylvester & fine old English manor
house in the heart of the Dickens
country in Kent, where he proposed io
stay for three months before embark-
ing on the flm production of the great

novelist's works., -
“And that™ cluded Ruff Ianszon
why I'm here. Acting as personal
bad gua:ll ain't mmh in my line,
Hila ha mh)m’, *but tl:at kid
Junior's got a sorta appealing look to
him that grips me L;mm\row Besides—
the guest of a millionaire with all
expenzes paid, feels mighty good to a

hard-boiled slenth that generally gots
more kicks then cents! And that's why
the beanfeast to-night is all on veour

Uncle Rofl

C]\apter 2

SPIGSI’I Page s Scheme.

HE gorgeausly-mniformed be-
ribboned  linkman  of the
Hotel Splendide moved majes-

tically towards the opulent
Rolls Rovee limousine that
had drawn up soundlessly at the

entrance of the equally opulent hotel.

In hand he gripped a F.n;h
umbralla to sheltor the august arrivals
at that up-to-ddate caravanserai from the
feathery snowflakes which fell {rom
the chill and leaden sky. e opencd
the door nf the automobile with pon-
derous deference, and the tall. distin

hig
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d figure of Mr. Ben

: Cayterer
ed, clad in

en expensivo fur-lined

The
good humour as he turned to the other
occupant of the tonneau—a small boy

millicn: with

ire's face glowed

and a wan, rather
face, who was hugging in a
tight embrace o large brown- paper
p.]r(\l from which protruded various
shining wheels and a fascinating funnel.

"Huurr on to your locomotive,
Junior,” he said cheerily. “ We'll have
the rest of the stufl sent up by the
elevator man.”

“ Allow me, sir!”

With a courteous bow the commis-
sionaire assisted the little boy to alight.
He was a strange and almost pathetic
contrast to the gorgeously-clad bllnf as
he stood there, an eager excited look
in his large brown eyes. He limped a
little as he walked. and round one of
his slendey legs was claraped a hideous
contraption of leather and steel,

His little hand erept forward trust-
iugly towards his father's as they passed
frow the chill wind that sent the snow-

with
wistful

solemn eyes

Hakes whirling down the crowded
Strand, aud together entered the
warmth of the lotel lounge.

It was the cocktail hour at the

Splendide, Xrom the ball-room came
the liguid strains of the orchestra, and
in the lounge the usual crowd of social
butrerflics made a hum of light-hearted
conversation.

Many people glanced curiously as
father and son passed towards the lift.
There was solnething so trustful and
winsome about the little lame boy as
e hmpo:l along cagerly by Ben Cay-
terer's side, A white-haired old lady
smiled kindly at the boy as he passed.
aud Junior gave a shy little smile iu
regfura.

“Such a delightful child ! murmnrc-d
the old lady to her companion. * Poor
little chap -although he’s lame. he was
the life and soul of the ship, crossing
over.”

“That's the famous cirema ruagnate,
is it not?” queried her companion, “1
vnderstand he is to open a new branch
in England here.”

IHer companion nodded. .

“Yes, Mr. Cayterer is English b
birth—a most charming man,” she ve-
marked. “1 understand he's taken
Lord Sylvester's old place at Lyveden
for Christmas.”

Tley passed to other topies. But the
man, sitting alone at the near-by table
gazed spec ulatl\(\l\ after the lift that

bore Ben Cuyterer and his son to their
suite,

He was a loose-limbed man of about
thiriy-five, handsome in a flashy. super-
ficial fashion, with dark, otly hair
slicked back from a smooth forehead,
and a tiny moustache that rested like
a black moth on his upper lip.

His eyes were peculiarly ill-assorted.
one blue and the other harel, and set
a little too closely together on either
side of his long, lean nose to be pre-
possessing. He was clad in conven-
tional evening kit, and wore a double

E and  black tic, American
with his frilled white shirt-

tashion,
front.

*Lyveden, hul!™ he muttered, light-
a cigar. ‘1 guess that's as good
as anyvwheres.”

Ih- ‘beckoned to a waiter.

“Hay, get me a time-table, will yva?

he commanded.

He drummed an impatient tatroo }\ilh

his lingers on fhe table as he waited,
and gazed at {beir slender, tapering

ieugl h with an amused rs\ml\lo Those
rs meant a gond deal to Sam
BMcCalla, crook, cardsharper, and con

man, Hu was as vain of his carefully-

1,200 --§iwsial Christinas Rumber,

manicured hands a3 a debutante eor . a
master pianist, and had once seriously
thought of having them insured. But
insurance companies have an awkward
knack of instituti ing mqmnes and Mr.
McCalla loathed iuquiries.

Several awkward episodes in his past
carcer would bhave undeniably cropped
up, in which those slim, clever fingers
had played an active part. The theft
of 20,000 dollars from the safe of the
Farmers' National Bank at Denver
City, for instance, or the unfortunate
poker game on the s.9. Poseidon, in
which the sper thhl‘lf( son of Gertler,
the millionawre pork-packer, lost ﬁftv
thousand dollars. Mr. McCalla's hnrrOh
had also figured rather prommonth in
another interesting, if slightly humiliat-
ing, manner, when, from mformnhon
received. he had been pulled in by
police headquarters, and had suffered
slender
ink for the

the indignity of having their
tips besmirched by printer’s

9 wmy bosts of
yeaders, uear
and far, bre's

wishing vou this
Christmastide the
nost that bealth and
bappiness can bring,
and may our friend-
ship never dwindle,

the U.S. Government

enhancement
collection.
That was an unfortunate episode on
whielr Mr. MeCalla did not care to
dwell, especially 1n the aristocratic
surroundings of the Hotel Splendide.

The wailter reappeared with an
A B C, and, having sipped his cock-
tail, Mr. McUalla studied the hiero-

glyphs under the name Lyveden with
absorbed interest. e was engrossed in
concocting a cablegram to a cortain
Mr, Is ulom Solmann in New York when
the swing doors of the lounge opened
to admit a follow -countryman of his,
accompanied by three other individuals.

He looked up. Suddenly a flicker of

fear crept into his ill-assorted eyes as
he  recognised the burly, broad-
shouldered American with the humor-
ously ugly face.

“Ruff Hanson, by all the gods!"” he
thuttered, ¢ ’ut 1 guess he won't see

me for dust.”

5

He cupped his face in one hand, but
his fingers trembled a little as he con-
cluded the cablegram—the cablegram
that was destined to have serious and
far-reaching results on the lives of
"several pu)plo

OW, Blake, oldtimer,” Ruft
Hanson was saying heartily,
as they entered the palm
court, ‘*wrap yourself round
a Manhattan, while I climb

into my glad rags, and then I'll preseni

vou to l\on ITe held up a pudgy
finger, * George, Manhattans all round
for these rrontlelm-u and make it
snappy. Has Luigi "'ot the table all
set "

The waiter bowed.

“(lertainly, m’sieu, for six, as you

he announced.

HGood! 1 shan't be long, folk,” ex-
plained Ruff. “1 hate wearing 2
Tuxedo, but durn me, you feel like a
bent nickel among all these guys if you
don’t.”

Splash Page chuckled asz the
can took his departure.

“Poor old Ruff! Ile has never

ordered,”

Ameri-

taken

kindly to the amenities of civilisation,
Blake. He longs for the chaps and

sombrero of his Texas days.”
Blake smiled his agreement
sipped his cocktail.
“1 can't imagine Ruff——"

as he

broke in

Tinker. *Why, hallo. look who's here,
gm"nm‘ i
Blake turned as a burly, familiar

the lounge, and recog-
nised his old friend, Detective-Inspector
Cloutts, of Scotland Yard, The C.1.D.
man looked a trifle hot under his un-
accustomed starched collar. And his
boiled shirt was creased in several
places, His red face was redder than
ever, and his little bristly moustache
more than usually aggressive. A look
of velief passed over his face as he
recognised Blake, howevér, and he
hurried towards the little group with
obvious satisfaction.

“What cheer. Coutlsy?”
Splash. “Why the glad rags?
often see vou hitting thu hurh spots

Coutts zank into a chair and \\mod
his  forchead with a  violent-hued
lmmhna

"I'm a bit late,” he grnmbled. “The
missus has gone away to her confounded
relatives in Shropshire to spend Christ-
mas. (ouldnl find a blamed collar or
a tie or

“Then vou're a
dear fellow.” said Blake,
“And dressed to kill!”

The Yard man glowered.

“PDrossed ?”" he. snorted. ‘“This con-
founded collar's got an edge like a saw.
These blamed laundries ought to be
abolished by A\Lt of Parliament. Huh!”
he grunted. “ Have you seen that crazy
Yank, vet? Xe phoned me up this
afrernoon and asked me to dine w 1H|
lmn here, Said it was most unpmtdnr

figure entered

called
Don’t

51"

grass widower, my

with -a smile,

“ You ncan Ruff Hanson?” queried
Blake. *“Then I presume we are all
guests of his?”

“Who else but?” grumbled Coutts.

“Rang me up in the middle of my after-
noon 24

“Nap!" cut in Tinker, but the Yard
man went on Ulih(‘\‘d”lf"

“My afrernoon ivrerview with the
Chief, and told me to come and gnaw

a bone with him at the \plon(hdv and
bring a licence for those ridiculous guns
of his in my pocket. Bribery nnd
corrnptiou, ¥ call it.”

Blake smiled with secret enjoyvment.

Inuspector Coutts and Rulf Hanson
were temperamentally diametrically
opposed—the stolid, unimaginative
Yard man instinctivelyp recoiled from
the American’s spectacular hustle and
his fondness for guu-play; vet, deep
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down, Plake Ynew that both were firm
friends aud had @ great deal of respect
for each ather.

‘Ruff has zome dark and sinister
motive in drranging this banquet,” he
satd slowly, It rather looks as 1f we're
in for an exciting Christmas.”

* Howdy, folk! I wanna interdooce
vuh to two mighiy good friends of
mine,”  hoomed  the voice of Ruﬁ'
Hanson. * Mr. Ben Cavterer and son.”

They rose to their feet, and DBlake
turned and found himself face to face
with the tall, handsome millionaire and
a frail little 1|g|n|- with round, luminous
eyes and a pale, pinched little face. He
~||nn|-. lmu-l» with Cayterer.

¥ very L‘,Iud to know vou, Mr.
]Slnlu said millionaire. 1 have
oflun Ill“lli'll the privilege of meeting
vou personally, for my own sake, and
also for Junior here, who is one of your
uost ln.ul hero worshippers,”

Blake smiled down kindly at the litile
fellow, who gazed up with awe al the
famous detective.

“Dad, is this really Mr. Blake?” he
said in a piping voice, like the chirp of
a cricket.

“ Sure s,

sonny ! laughed Ben Cay-
terer as Blake -olomul) shook hands
“ith the hoy. *Junior,” he added,

can’t go in for games much vet, but
h( s one great little reader, and has
followed many of your e:q:lom-I and
adventures in the Press.”

Blake shrugged his shoulders depre-
catingly.

“I'm afraid they are
gerated, Mr. b
mode -.tl\ i
in this couniry for some time?”

* Bix months al h‘rl-f I reckon,” replied
the millionaire. *It's great to be back

rather exag-
”  he saud
¥ 'c to be

agein, I'm hoping to get busy with
some real honest-to-goodness Enghish
films early in the New Yea bui _lll.t

now Junior and I are on holiday.”

*Yes, sir,” piped Junior gravely.
“We've going to have a real old-
fa -himwd Christmuss—like Bob ('ratchit,
an’ tiny Thin, an’ Scrooge, an’ every-
thin'.”

“7 see you're fond of Dickens, sonny,”
said Bla a smile softening his austere
countenancs,

l[‘- getls 5 said
Ben Cayterer, Bl.nh' it '8
my great ambition to ﬁ‘m the master’s
works as they should be filmed in the
comntry he knew and loved =0 well.

“We ean make million dollar scts in
Hollywoaod, but it isn’t the same thing.
Dickens is too English for cardboard
sets in California, that's why I came
iome to make a pilgrimage rmnul all
the places he deseribes in lis novels,
and get the genuine authentic back-
‘ound for my pictures.”

3 He turned as Ruff Hanson tugged his
siceve.

“'This - is side-kick, voung
I r, Mr. Likewise Splash

ge, a newshound ; and my old buddy
Inspector Coutts, the grand bezezus gt
Seotland Yard.”

Ben Caterer smiled a welcome at the
wroup.

“I'm very glad to meet vou,
e, My friend, Ruff Hanson, has
already told me about vou, and our
little dinner this evening 15 an excellent
idea of his for us to get better
acquainted.”’

He turned to his
houlder

Blnkr‘:
(‘ayterer,

gentle-

son and palted his
affectionately.

son. You've had vour wish.
to Mrs. Drown and get your
You'll have a chance to see
0 and Tinker later on.”

You're copming to my Christinuss
party, sir, ‘arenyg yon I queried. the hoy
ar l\|l|||-|\ “Dad =ays he'd ask vou to.
An' I want to see Padro.”
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Blake nodded.

= \\'h\ surely, sonny, vou
Pedro,” he ||m|mu .

Junior shook hands gravely with the
group, his luminons eyes dhinivg with
happiness s he hped painfully to-
“.sndw the lift,

“Tt's hh
Cayterer, " but he i
before he went. .\u.
from your own lips that
present at his party.”

“Te seems to be a remarkably bright
little be conmmented l”.ll\(‘, with a
twinkle. * How old is he”

“He'll be ten next manth, Mr. Blake.
Poor little chap,. he's debavred from the
usual bovish games, and he spends most

shall «ce

bed-time,’ explained
nsiste d on sceing you
Blake, and hearing
vou would be

of his time reading and imagining ail
sorts of thrilling adventures and 18-

tions in which he plavs the role of hero.
1 intend (aking him to Sir Julius Rome,
the great Harley Street specialist. to-
morrow and sce if anvthing can be done
for thar lame leg of his. 1've spent
thousands on the best surgical advice,
but

Ben Catercr shrugged his shoulders

expressively.

“Now what about eats, folk?”
chimed in Ruff Hanson. ““Mr. Cayterer
here has got a propos ition to put in
front of veu, and it's some proposition,
'l tell the world t”

“You dashed old conspirator, Ruff
chuckled Tinker. "\'Ut‘.‘\'!‘ got some-
thing up your -!r-n I h«l‘iv\'e you
fixed up all this show to-night !

1

“You betcha!” said Ruff Hanson,
with a \\ink. *Yon'll like Ben—he's a
white man.”

The movie magnate led the way into
the private dining-room, and Tinker's

eyes sparkled as he caw the invitinglv-
laid table with its flowers, shaded lights,
elittering eut glass, and napery.

“The stuff to give ‘em—eh, Couitsy 77
he whispered to the Yard man. “I
wonder what's in the wind #”

Tt was not, however, till the wine and
dessort stage had been reached, after a
dinner that was o grstronomic poem,
that Ruff  Hanson enlightened the
nssembled guests,

He rose to his feet after the ‘luor had
shut behind the disereet head waiter,
and raised his glass

“Jolk, I ask wom teo drink to Den
('u_\turm and son—the founder of tlis
fenst,” he proposed.

The toast was drunk with acelamation,
Iy unfastened a button

and Coutts furtivel
of his white waisicoat as Rufl sat down.

= "funh-- vou're \mml(-lm;: what's the
great idea of this feed” he continued.
“\\nl I'Il put vou wise. I'm a kinda
pers r)n,l bodygnard of Junior Cavterer.
and believe me, that job suits my style
of talent. There's 2 Ia!ug ugly back in
Noo York that's got n in bad for Ben
here, hut I guess we've slipped him.
That being =0, we can all m!\:: o deep
breath and enjoy ourselves

He sipped his champagne with keen
enjoyment.

¢ Christmas comes but once & year,’
as the poet guy says And, there-
fore, Bl‘n lld~ a gr idea—blamoed if
that ain’t po'try—" he added.

Splash Page chuckled at the look of
astonishment in the face of the Amari-
can at his nneonscious rhyme.

Now, Ben-—you spill the be ans.  I've
done my job and rounded up four of
the best guys 1 know, as requested.  Jt°
up to you now.”
v gentlemen,”  said Cayterer.

Sriefly told. the propostiion is this, . 1
have promised my son, Junior, to give
him a real Dickens Christmas party. 1
have rented a place Lyvaiden, near
the Kentish Coast—Lyveden Manor, said
to be the original the famous Ding

ley Dell of the * Pickwick Papers. It
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1y of Lord Sylvester, and,
y the photographs I've sed
ntiful old-world manor ha
ver, 1 know 1
here in LngLLml and  f
nd, Hanson, if he could
for a suitable house pa

18 the pra
JU dging
15 o |

Unfartunately, how
fow people
f

already commanicated with
the rend Ambrose Dale, the vicar
ol IA\\ulu 1, announeing my mim:li)n of
giving a party to the poor childs
ieh om Christmas Eve, and he
v enthusinstic about the idea.
“One or two friends of mine have
agreed to join the house-warming, and
} hope very much that you will a
mwy mvitation for the Christmas
(‘.uu @= 1y guests at Lyveden M
"X are a busy man, I know,

Mr

Blake,” eontinued Cay tero r, turning to
the (ltllll'\"' *“but even the
people rel at Christmys time,

lm;:sn tis somewhat unconventional
invitation: but my son, Junior, ever
since Rufl mentioned he was a friend of
yours, is just crazy on having you au
the rty, I shall feel honoured to
entc n yvou all at Lyvedon Manor.”
xton iilake lit a cigar and his oyes
twinkled.

“I might have known from Rufl’s
elaborate sccrecy 1hat there was sonmie-
thing in the wind,” he remarked. 1t
is  very kind indead  of you, AMr.

Spcakmp; personally  lor

Cayterer.
myself and Tinker, I shail be delighted
16 accept your invitation. A Christmas
party at Dingley Dell sounds most
attractive and miginnl.”

“ Hear, hear!” said Splash Page and
Tinker ent} |-.m~t1cally *“What do you
say, Coutts®™

I'he Yard man cleared his throat.

“Well, Mr.—er—Cayterer, person-
ally, speaking unofficially, I'm faccd
with rather a dull Christinas, what with
the missus going to her folk at Shrog
shire.  I'd very much lke to accepi—
pxt\nhnp of course, that I'm not un
duty at the Yard.”

Ben Caxterer’s
wreathed in smiles,

Fhat's  fine!” he said enthusiast
ally. “I'm leaving to-morrow f{for
Lyveden, and 1 shall expect you gentle

kindly face w

men carly son Christmas Eve. I—er—
thought would add greatly to the fun
of the rty if we all dressed in the
of favourite Dickens

! That's a toppim., It

> ‘It looks

Splash Pag

a real, nlll fashioned, merry
stmas—one that Dickens himsolf
waoild love!™
Rull Hanson bit off the end of a
dubious-looking cheroot which Coutis

had proflered him.

“Ur kinda hazy about this guy
ﬁi. kens,” he remarked. * Bat Junior's
been putting me wise—and lemme tell
the world that kid's got it all under his
hat!

T was
i _.1._'_!1 15
i up.
Rulf Hanson and Blake ex-
changed several diverting remini
scenees of the past; but it was
until his departure that the cpimine
broached the subject of Ruff's r
on in England.
houldn’t relax my vigilane
he said gravely. * From
yvou tell me, danger still threats
¥ I doubt 1f the fact of
England - will L
napping. This So
desperate
lantie to *fix"' Cayterer.
him try!™ lnughed Rulf Hansor,
patting his hip pockets significantly. *'1

nearly midnight when the
little dinner party

broke

102
fellow |
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gucss  Willy  and Wally'll  ace
him

As they passed through the loungs to-
gother, a dark, saturnine face appe
from behind a sheltering palm.
ill-assorted eyes glared malevo
after them.

“You wait, Hard-boiled Hanson, my
bucko !” muitered Sam McCalla vindict-
ively.~ “This is where it's * finish * for

lently

He twrned to his companion, a_slim.
Liton-cropped girl, clad in a close-fitting
black-and-silver dress. Her eyes were
slant, and her lids plc-nlifully daubed
with bistre, but she had a certain
arrosting, barbaric beauty thas carried
off her outre clothes and exotic cvolour-
ing.

“Who's the lean guy talking to
Hanson 7"’ queried Sam McCalla.

Lil Brady, alias Lumpool Lil.
narrowed her slanting cyes, thus rev
ing her half- \longolmu ou;Jm
face whitened beneath its rouge
fingers dug into MceCalla's arm.

" That's “that tec Sexton Blake!" she
hissed. " Say, Sam, n—lf you want to
keep in good with me you've gotta—-
she 'uhcd and her full, sepmsval lips
‘ur]w{ into an evil umlv “You've
gotta croak that feller!™ she whisperad.

“He's the spitch that sent Larrs the
Bat to the rope!”

Bam McCalla
flaming  hatred
woman's cyes.

H:- licked his dry h[n nervousie,

“Sexton Blake, eh " he re L‘,Auud,
“And vuh want bim croaked?  You
said it, kid. I'll see he gets his Chrise-
mas present!”

reeoiled  from  the
that shone in &l

3

—_——

C}tapter 3.

The Coach for Dmgley Dell.
T was the day before Christmas.
The streets were crowded with
parcel-laden people bending and
battling manfully  agaigst 3
keen \\md which swept o scur
of snow into their smariing faces
Though 1t was but early afternoon, the
shop windows were gaily bht, and
expo-cd their templing wares to  the
hurrving passers-by.
The wind was keen, but there seomed
to be a scasonable, "boisterous zate
about it that whipped colour into the
check of many a tired City worker
hurrying to complete his shopping
readmess for the morrow. Ticed
mothers  and  fathers forgor  thewr
cares  and  troubles  in the  jou
of spending hard-carned and long-

saved money, so that the children s
Christras  should indeed be moerry.
Even the tattered kerbstone hawlhers

looked less wan and hopeless as they
called  their  wares, for heacis  aro
warmed at Christmasiide, and uplift
with the reckl joy of giving

Fleet Street—that lh:m)l'nhmu which
never sleops-—was ll:lo:ny¢,~.,l with  fhe
homeward-bound traflic of the Cirv
workers as Mre. Devek Page, bie star
reporier  of  the - l)kulw tadin,”

emerged from the imposing ’\ﬂl ' of
that go-ahead journal, tucked himself 1o
behind the xtouuug wheel of his lirie
vermilion two-scater, and tootled off {as
he expressed it) in the direction of the
and.

The darkening twilighi had 'U]m-(l
suddenly to evening when L‘l'lm\l: Page
l'.\ l conec |“(ll'(l one or two mystermons
ervands, including a final visit, by ap

]

poiniment, to a brighily-lit public-house
close 1o an ancient mews in Covent
Garden, There, for sowe fime, he was
in conversation with a Lﬁl'""l( ut, red-
faced man, with innumerable chins and
o seeming I) inexhaustible thirat The
conversation was largely on the subject
of horses and how to handle thern.

N Baker Street, Sexion Blake,
Tinker, and Detective-Inspector
Coutts, of Scotland Yard, were
grouped about the fire in the cosy
consulting-room. Mrs. Bardell,

who had brought up some wine from the
cellar, had remained to zealously brush
up some ashes in the grate.

4 bpla:h said he’d fix all the cos-
tumes,” remarked Tinker, with a glance
at the clock. “It's nearly five o'clock,
and Rulf Hanson ought to be here by
now, \Vondor what's gone wrong
w1th

Kven as he spoke a knock

uat the mnsultmg -room door.
himself breezed in.

“Howdy, folk! I ;ut had to beat it
down from Lyveden,” he began in his
blunt, unceremonious fashion. * Poor
old Ben's nutty! The cook he engaged
for Christmas has caught the flu, and
was taken to Lyveden hospital this
morning.  He’s beatin’ the air
generally raisin’ Cain  at the emy
ment agencies; but there ain't

sounded
and Ruft

Jom
By gum! That's hard Lielk,” began
Tinker. “Juxt when we were looking

fon'\:ml to——

“Forget i, l\uldo'" broke in Ruff
Hanson. “This is where ms Lideas De-
parinient comes in! What's wrong with
Mrs. B., the English queen of the
kitehen, }lnym deputy 7

Mrs. Bardell coloured and
nervor isly with the fireirons.

“Lawks, Mr, Anson. yvou do say sech
thma\. she murmured coyly.

“ A perfectly ‘i[)l(ndld notion,” said
RBlake. with a twinkle, * Mrs. Bardell,
you sce our difficulty. If ir doesn't in-
convenience you, or upset your previous
arrangements, we would be delighted if
you camn down to superintend the
culinary department at cden
Manor.”

“Lawks!” said Mrs. Bardell.  *You
mean as ‘ow you'd like me to cook vour
5 )HI\““ s dinner for you?” ;

“ Precisely,” replied Blake, “I think
Mr. Hanson's suggestion an admirable
one, ]'m pmio tly certain that no one
could cook the meal better than von.’

Mrs. Bardell simpered a little  and
then curtseyed.

“I shall be delighted to oblige, Mer.
Blake. T've allus wanted to sce fl
kitechings of them stately ‘omes of Bng-
land, "ow beautiful they stand, as poor
dear Bardell allus used to say \xh nowe

‘wil our own ’ome—and a nice ‘ome it
was, too, with adasperistorers-—"

Blake's lips twitched mlﬁll”‘ He
guessed she meant aspidistras.

fidgeted

—1

among housckeepers - and

cook though she was, Mrs.

English was weird and wonderf at
titues.  She used words with the haziest

notion of their meaning, so long as they
mmuh\(l right.

“Phen  that's settled,”  sald  Ruff
Hanson, with a grin. “I came down
spectally  to pload with you, Mrs. B
Them waflles vou made for me last time
I staved here sure were the kind that
momma useter make.”

“Pardon me, DMr, ‘Anson.,” she

replied. “I presoom I'm to be primer-
rily in sole charge of the nn);_wlon
apartment. I don’t want no 'ussies of

‘ousemaids to dictate to me in the kiteh-
ing. I am monarch of all I purve
B. useter say on a Saturday might when
‘e cume "ome from the Dog and Duck.”

“You will be in sole charge.” Blake

7

promised. “You _needu’t worry about
tho  shopping. The provisions ara

already arranged for, 1 take i1t—eh,
Ruff "
“Buce.  We've got all the eats,

agreed Ruff Hanson.

"Down below sounded the tinkle of a

bell, and Mrs. Bardell waddled across
tho consulting-room to answer it.
Jove! That was a Dbrain-wave
.7 commented Coutts. * My
: a bit of a dab at cooking. bul
Bardell beats her hollow.”

“God rest you merry gentlemen;
may nothing you dismay,” calied the
cheery \ox(e of Splash Page [vom the
doorway a few moments Iarer.

The newspaperman's motoring coat
was powdered with snow, and he stag
gered under the weight of three bulky
parcels.

* Costumes, fau(). tees for the w
of, as they used to say in the Army,” ho
eod, with a grin, Catch,
He flung a bulkv package at

: who ('Al‘f“lll' it deftly. “I've
fixed "em all up. [ got the best in the
shop. Qumnovl 13, \\ho going to wear

y

Coutts grinned sheepishly.

“I'm not much of a hand at this
r‘amnal busines=, Splash,” he muttered.
I don't quite sce where I fit in, some-
how.”

Splash Page chuckicd.

“I've gor the very ch
to impersonate, Coutts, 171
glove. The most popul:r in
after Sam Weller, which is
role.”

acter for
it yon I
Pickwic

Tinker's

\

its me all right,” grinned Tinker.
“RBur what have vou got for old
Coutts ¥
“ He
always
make ot
There was a roar of laughter,
Coutts joined good- unumuudl\
“Symbolic of Scotland Yard,
it,” added the newspaper man,

chuckle,

takes the part of the ¥Fat Boy —
when he's not frying to
ep,” replied ‘\pla.sh

i which

I cali
with &

“You ought to be MMr. Potts, the
editor of the *Latanswill Gazette,” my
fad!” retorted Cloutts, A bully

journalist who always made a hash of
things.”

“Sav., Where do I fit in this outfit?”
cut in Ruff Hanson. *‘Dickens don't
seem to have written a part for a hard-
botled vgs;."

“Iasn'c he though!™ pmh--rod Splash,

H , ;

unwrapping a4 parcel. *Here's vour
rig-ont, my lad.” He uneovered &

a eunrly bumm--d
*“ Here's
Fit you

shab by-looking aurtout,
felt hut, and nankeen trousers.
the very garb for you, Ruff.
like a "’IG\L'."

“D'yve expect me to wear them duds?
ejaculated Ruff, recotling from the
costume. “ Who in tarnation cver wore
clothes like this?”

“Bill Sikes, the celebrated burglar,”
replied Splash sweetly.

Blake's eves twinkled,

“And what role has zour fertile
imagination assigned to wme, Splash?"’ he
inquired.

“Sydney Carton!”

9

replied the journalist
promptly, © Because it's the Only Way,
and this Christmas is a far, far better
thing than you have ever dono 2
“How about vou?" demanded Tinker.
For answer Splash PPage opened his
leather motoring-coat, revealing a bottle-
green surtout of old-fashioned eut, with
a dirty shirt and a wispy collar. A
monocle dangied from a threadbare
piece of cord, and with a flourish. Le
placed a battered high felt hat at a
rakish angle on his head.
Jehold in me, Alired Jingle, of No

Hall, Nowhere!” he said, striking a
theatrical air.

“Jove! That's good!" said Tinker
enthusiastically,  “Come oun, Coutts,
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let’s elimlby into our glad rags; we've got
tons of mekeup in the dresamg room

| “Y refuse to go as the Fat Boy,”

grumbled Conits, “It’d bring dts-
respect an the Yard, and—and ;i

. ”Dont be an ass, Couttsy!” chuckled
Splash. "“That was only my Jun Look
ul this handsome a.nd elegant costume,
my lad. You're gomg to ﬁc‘ Mr. Tracy
Tupman, thnl stout and gullnm breaker
af hearts.”

“SBay, can't you give me a line on
this guy Sikes?" pleaded Ruff Hanson,
as he dublou:ly tried on his faded felt
hat. " Was he a second-story man, or a
dip, or what1"

“ He murdered Nancy and kidnapped
Oliver Twist,” explained Splash =ooth-
ngly.

Ruff picked ap the nankeen trousers
.uu] scratched his head dubiously.

“T'm all of & twist myzelf, I guess,”
remarked. “But I'll try anything
Let's go.”

ALY an hour later Mrs.
Bardell tapped at the consult-
img-room  door and gave a

e
ance.

little scream of alarm at the
amazing transformation that
met her gaze.

Lounging in a saddicbag chair, with
hig lean, ascetie face in rl.ulf!ux con-
trast to the long, untidy wig he was
wearing, was BSydney Carton, wha

looked vaguely like that famous crimi-
nologist, Sexton Blake.

A hulking ruffian with a muffler round
his bull-like neck leered horribly at the

good soul, while a corpuient-looking
gentleman in tights and a navy blue

surtout winked at her deliberately,

“Quch 1" gasped Mrs, Bardell.

"\pi.L-h B age, in his I(}lt' of Jillglé‘,
bowed sweepingly.

“¥Your pardon—should explain—Clirist-
mas Eve—spirit of carnival—revelry by
night—sorry to alarm you—very, he
said  in  the staccato, telegrammatic
manner of Dickens” immortal Jingle,

“Mr. Pige!” squeaked Mrs. Bardell.
‘Lawks. "ow you did give me o turn! I
‘ardly reckernised you in that there get
np.” \‘\I]lluh I was wondering when we
was a-goin’ to start for Lyveden Manor.”

At onee,” answered Blake. 1 haope
you're veady. Mrs. B.? Tinker, phone
for the Grey I’anther.™

Tinker, who made an admirable Sam
Weller in lus dark livery and striped
waistcoat, set his cockaded hat at a
jaunty angle.

“Granted as soon as asked, as the
Balham skivvy said when the ten stun
gen'P'man trod on er toe,” he remarked.

~ He was about to cross over to the
imstrument when, above the ceaselpss
hom of traffic in Baker Street, sounded

the clear, high note of \mn:]ling-hom.
Tan-ta-ra tantivy fanticy !
It was followed by the
clippetty clop of horses’ hoofs.
“What the dewce——" hegan
crossing over to the window.
Through the \\hu'wp feathery snow-
flikes he saw the dim shape of an
ancient stage-coach drawn up before the
door, and already surrounded by a
pathering  crowd. The four horses
snorted  and  pawed the ground 1=
vatiently. The driver. an enormot
fat. man clad in a multiplicity of ove
caats, drew i the reins, while at the
batk a guard continued his fanfare,

PAGE. chuckled

clip-clop-

Coutts,

Y l[;.’“..‘"t}!

de! llgltt

A little surprise for you, my

lords; lhl. stage-conch  waits
without !

“Holy Heinz!” ejaculated Ruff

Hanson. “ You've gone crazy, Splash.”

"You utterly preposteroiis person!”

said Sexton Blake, with iwitching lips.

with
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“Do you_seriously expect us (o fravel
down to Lyveden in that, Splash®”

“Hure 1 do!” said the unewspaper-
man blandly. *“Hang it all, it's Christ-
mas KEve! Let's give these poor
perishing modems a thrill. Their lives
are grey and unromantic enough. Think
how 1tU'll cheer ‘em up in the little
Surrey villages to see Dickens’ char-

acters bowling thmugh on o stage-coach
at Christmas Eve!”

“Whe's the lean guy talking
iv Hanson 2> queried the man
at the table. *“That's that
‘t:c, Sexton Blake hissed the
yirl. ' Say. Sam, if you want
0 keep in good with me,
you've gotta croak that feller!™

Tinker's eyes sparkled with exeite-
mnent,

“Fine! What a lark. Splash! Come
on, guy'nor! I've never ridden mm a

We can stop at all the old-
way—if any —and
with open

stage-coach.
fashioned inns on the
I bet we'll be welcomed
“We'll be had up for causing an
obstruction, Blake—see if we won't,”
Coutts  grunted. “Of all the fool
things this crazy journalist's put aver,
:hl- i= the daftest!”

“Now that the carriage ..sin with-
aut, I see no help for it,” exclaimed
Blake. “If we keep it waiting much
lnll"',. [h-'rl certainly will be an ob-

struction in Baker Street, and we shall
spend Christoias at Bow Street!”

AN-TARA!

Tan-ta-ra !

A shrill blast rose above the
Lusy hum of traffic in Baker
Street, The corpulent driver,

his red face purple in the keen
north wind, clucked his tougne aund
h'nl"]l"l d in lhl_‘ rr,ul.a

“Merry  Christmas, everybody !V
velled Splash Page joyously, from the
top of the coach.

*Merry  Christmas ! roared the
crowd as the stagecoach, with the ac-
companiment of jingling harness and
rumbling  wheels, started its historie
journey :hmu,zh the snow-laden twilight

1L

of Baker Strest for the open road
beyond.
b

Tinker felt his hlood thrill in the
keen wind as he and Splash Page
waved their hats gaily to the staring
1hmn|.: belaw.

*This 1s great,
enthusiastically.
lifetime 1

There was a -mulc of beatific happi-
ness on the red face of Deteclive-
Inspector Coutts as he lit up one of
Blake's excellent cigars in defiance of
anac hranisms,

“Does one good to relax a bit, ol
Blake, old friend?” he ‘exclaimed. “Tos
smunch hustle and rush about modern hfe. %
This is the way to travel!”

Sexton Blake nodded. His eyes wera
a trifla abstracted as he stared at the
twinkling lights in the shop windows,
with therr tempting array of presents,
The greengrocers and poulterers were
doing a roaring trade, and the provision
siores were packed wnl; eager shoppoers,
as they passed on their trinmphant way
vet none were Io() busy or }nomvll}nt-d
to turn and smile and wave their hands
as the coach rumbled by.

It was a spontancous tribute from the
people of England to the noble genius

Splash I he chuckied
“A Christmas in a
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of Dickens, who, morc than anyone, has

Ifept alive the spirit of Christmas,
Somewhere, his kindly shade -smiled
down on the incarnation of his im-

mortal dream-children, well content that
Yuletide was still & “kind, good, for-
giving charitable time,” and that even
in_the twentieth century, with its

radio and aeroplanes, Englishmen still
kept his memory green.

The streets of Town gave way to the
winding

pleasant, roads of Surrey,

white and ghostly beveath their mantle
cof snow.  The wind whistled eerily
‘through the gaunt branches of the
“frees, overcoming the fainter noise of
‘the horses’ hoofs on the snow muffled
‘road.

“Kinda hits me where T live. Blake,”
said Ruff Hanson—*this England of
yours. I ain't a sentimental guy, but it
kinda holds you."”

Ho pointed through the snow 1o
where the orange glow of a cottage
window shone a welcome through the
trees; and across the heath was borne
the chime of the Christinas bells ring-
ing out their message of peate and good.
wiltl to men.

Tinker and Splash Page slewed round

in their scats and grinned cheerfully
at the older men, fo whom the spirit
of Christmas Eve and the peaceful
countryside had brought back memories,
grave and gay, from the years that had
passed,

“How about o little community carol
singing, Coutts!” suggested Splash.
“We change horszes at the next village,
and I'm going fo stand Mrs, B, a hottle
of pincapple rum. blamed if T don't!”

With that Splash and Tinker began

[ustily, if unmelodiously, to burst out

with

“Good King Wenceslas laoked out
On the feast of Stephen.
When the snow lay round abeut,
Deep and crisp and even.™

There was something so  infectious
about the age-old carol and the ex-
hilaration of that romauntic ride that
soon evoryvbody joined in. Including a
voice from the interior of the coach
itself, as ibat excellent woman, Mrs.
Marthe Bardell, quaveringly took up
the melody.

The Spirit of Christ

YVEDEN MANOR was en fele,
The old house, with its
mullioned windows agleam

with :ighl. its nge-uld CRVES

glisteniug beneath a mantle of
spow in the wan moonlight, against a
background of whispering elms, echoed
and re-echoed, to the happy laughter of
delighted children.

“Yoicks and tally-ho!” roared Tinker,
as the coach clattered through the
lichened stone gateway, with its carved
griffins on cither s}:lp, and swept up
the snow-covered drive.

“Tom, give her a toot!” urged Splash
ta the red-faced guard, a Covent Garden

mas.

ostler, delighting in the new role he
was cnacting, ; -
Tan-tara ! blew Tom on his silver

frumpet.

*Whoa, there!"

Old Jim Ridge, ex-cabby, and now, fo
one night only, driver of the Christmas
stage, drew in his horses with a fourish
as the ancient onk doorway of Lyveden
Manor apened and a white-haired butler
stood blinking in astonishment at the
sight before him.

Ruff Hanson nudged Sexton Blake.
“That's ald Parsons, the butler T was
telling vou about. Been in Lord Syl
vestor's  service for llul'.kl-_'\ ' yenrs
More like an archbishop than a biamed
butlert”

Tom, the guard, hurriedly fixed the
ladder to the rail of the eoach, jnst
the rotund, well-knit f Ben

frame of

Cavterer emerged from the hallway.
v stared in astonishiment as Splash
P'agre, not waiting for the ladder, clam
bered down the side of the conch and
bowed. with a fourish of his battered
hat.

The show had almost ceased falling.
and he made a ghostly. impressive
figure with his early-nineteenth-contiry
garments on the lawn of the ancient
manor-house,

“ Alfred Jingle—vour hand, sir! Giad
to see you—very ! said the jonrnalist.

Ben Cavterer flung hack his head and
gave a gargantuan roar of laughter. iu

.which Splash joined.

He noticed that the movie magnafe
was clad in the Swallow-tailed coat,
the white fights, and imumortal gaiters
of the founder of the Pickwick Club.

“Lands sakes, Mr. Page!” said Cay-
terer. ' Did vou travel all the way by
stage-coach? By Jove, how topping! 1
wish T'd thought of it!” he added en-
thusiastically.

“Och, dad,” chirped a boy's wvoice,
“is it real?”

From the hallway emerged a tioy.
pathetic little figure, clad in the quaint
peg-top trousers and tasselled hat of the
schoolboys of a century ago.

He had a crutch under one arm, but
his little face was radiant with happi-
ness as he beheld the champing, steao:-
ing horses and the brilliant paintwork
of the stage-coach.

“Tiny Tim, as I live!” yelled Ruff
Hanson delightedly.  “*Say, Sydney
Carton. ¢lap your eyves on Bob Cratchit’s
voungest son !”

Little Junior Cayterer's eyes sparkled
with joy as he saw Tinker and Splash
and Blake descend from the roof of the
coach. Suddenly a bonneted head
emerged from the interior of the coach
and Splash rushed to open the door.

“Mr. Cay—er—I mean Pickwick,
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meet an old friend of yours— s
U;zr'du’l—fdlrurt- descendant f the
famons Mrs, rdetl, ofrGoswell Road,
whom you dom,t less remember,

Ben Cayterec smiled as he helped
somewhat breathless housekeeper
'm- coach,

v, Mys,

Bardell,”
more than
breach, 1 the circuanstances.,
Bardell gazed about her rather
helplossly for a moment. Her black
bombazine dress rustled as she followed
the others inte the spacious hall,

. T
He said cord:
“ihis s
the

Myrps

cood of xo £

“Which I'il have you Lknow, M.
Pige,” <he announced, in a loud whisper,
“1hat, tunu dress or no faney dress, 1
ain't agoin’ 10 wear trousers—not at my
time of life, g man.”’

“Wear trousers 7 gasped the
astonizhed newspaper man. “Who on
carth sugge-ted it, Mrs, B¢

“'Im in the gaiters™ replied Mrs.
Bardell, with dignity. *He said some-
thing about me filling somebody’s
breeches—but not if 1 know it!" she
added, clutching  her  umbre! pug-
naciously,

*Oh, my hat !” exploded Tinker. “He

means he's giad you are going to do the
cooking, Mrs, I3, and that it's jolly
decent of you to come.”’

“Ah!" gzaid Mrs. Bardell, somewhat
mollitied ; then =ihe turned as a tiny
hand cluiched her <leeve and the piping
voice of Junior demanded t

** Please are you reecly

The housckeep smided kindly

"Why, In cour my lamb—Martha
Bardell, a widow woman this past
twenty years,”’

* And, pleaze. do you stifl let lodgings
to single gen'l'men, like it =ays in the
Pickwiek 1’;1}101».' persisted Junior, his
lurge, grave eyes looking up serionsly.

Mrs. Bardell ve a rich chuekl]

“Mr, Blake and Mr. Tinker are
single genlmen, my dear,” she
“and 1 does my best to look
them.”

Juuior smiled his sweet grave smile,
as he hobbled painfully along at her
gide.

“When Parsons has
room, I'd like vou to :see
muss tree. I like vou. Mrs,
wish you were my nurse inst
Brown. She—she thinks °
silly.”

“Blese the child !
her heart warming
bairn. “You and
great friends.”

Blake and Cayterer

stiil
said,
arter

shown you your
my Chris
Bardell—1I
cad of Miss
mmvmmon is

said the goad soul,
to thie motherless
mwe's gomng to be

winked siguifi-

cantly at each other. and Parsons, the
btutler, hovered like some grave arch-
deacon at ihe foot of the stairs,

“Show Murs, Bardell to her guarters,
Par<ons—she must be fatigued after her
journey. What about something warm-
mmyg, gentlemen, before we  join  the
party? You usi have had a cold
ride.”

" Sound idea!” agreed Splash Page.
“I presume, by the way, you've got
room for Jim Rudge, the eoachman, and
Tom? I had a deuce of a job to hire
that stage-coach, Mr. Cayterer.”

“By all rmeans, my dear fellow—
there’s plenty of room in the servants’

hall.”  Ile signalled to a footman.
" Williams, see that the driver and his
mate have a good meal, and—er—
plenty of beer. This way., Mr. Blake!”
he added, passing through the spacious
nallway, gaily decked with paper
sticamers, holly, and mistletae, and
hranches of yew. From behind a closed
doorway came the merry strains of

fiddles, playing away for dear life, and
the laughter of children.

Ben Cayterer opened the door, and
Tinker stared at the cheerful scene that
met his gaze.
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o room— brilliantly ‘it

b 3
! by oa ghitering chandelier,

A huge log fire blazed in the
old-fashioned brick firepla:
ftered roof was hung wi
festaons ¢ evergreen, and  coloured
gave o rosy glow to the happy
faces of sowe thirty children who were
playing musical chairs to the tune of the

1
fanterns

iddie. playved by a thin-faced, lank-

wian, who looked like Urtah

corner  was  a  giganiic

ree, glittering \\ith dozens

of tiny candles, sparkling

wi iiver, and glinting \\1th gold. It

\ 'uki'z withe erackers, bon-bons,

orolate boxes, toys, and "all sorts of

e m.ntnu uis to gladden the hearts of
the little dnes,

Ben Cayicrer’s kindly face glowed as

he his party up the old time-worn
stair- that led te the minstrel gallery.
A groun of people sat there, waiching
the cliaidren romping  below with  the
innocence of childhood.  They
were all clad in Dickens costumne, save
tor a tall, silver-haired old geutleman,
who wore clerical elothes.
=} Llake, I want yvou to meel Rev.

Lane, the Vicar of L_‘,\c(hn.
good offices T owe the success

Foo T
SAINUTOse

W
L WHOsE

of ry kiddies’ party,” said Cayterer.
The viear smiled as he shook hands
with the distinguished H-uumnlogx»f.

* Delighted to know \r)u Mr. Blake,”
Iie said warnly.  **Mr. Cayterer told me
you were ‘m'mlg (10\\11 I am not in
costume at the moment,” he added, witl
a laugl—for a reason that may later on
be apparent.”

“The reverend's gonna play Sauta
Claus,” (\pann 'd Ruff [lanson, in a

Rill bl[\lb“ll whisper.

“ Ay dauvghter Enid, Mr. Biake,” suid
vicar, as he pmmmvd a slim,
piquantly pretty young lady, bewitch-
incly attired in the charming costume of
Diolly Varden.

One by one the members of the little

ithe

house  party were introduced.  Sir
Anthony Trent, the bluff squire r-f
Lyveden Hall, the neighbouri
his  wife and daugntu\'
Rushten, who made an imposing M,
Bumble; and several other people
promineint in Lyveden, completed the
grown-up clement of the party.

“1 guess Junior's lost his heart to
vour housckeeper, Mr. Blake,” said

Ben Cayterer, as they strolled into the

adjoining lonnge. **It's mighty good of
Lker to come down and help us out
over Christmas.”

Blake laughed.

*8he is only too delighted, poor soul.

She would have been very lonely in
Baker Street,” he remarked. By the
way, what was Sir Julius Rome's verdict
aboui the little fellow, Mr. Cayterer?”
]mu Cayterer's eyes shone,
'lur-u s hopﬂ Mr. Blake!” he said
Julius  thinks an
np'xatum ﬂnouph risky, may prove

inl. He is willing to performm it
on the understanding that I take a fifty-
lifty chance. But it’s worth it! I intend
to put Junior in a nursing home afiler
the holxdaw and then—well, we can
only hope.”
Biake nodded, and sipped his drink.
Julius is a very cautious man,
he 1c-murl\cd *“If he thinks there 1s a
chanee, then it's most eertainly worth
taking. I hope sincerely the operation
will be a success.
Thanks, Mr.
Cayterer huskily.
deal to me.” .

Succe

Blake,” said Ben
“It—it means a good

By  the way.” resumed the
criminclogist, lowormg his voice, * have
vou heard anything further re the

fascinating Mr. Isidore Solmann? It
would be as well not to relax your

vigilonee-—-he gecms
enomy.™
Bn Cayterer laughed.

Hong lazy ! Y've heard nothing since
I =atled. T guess he's too cautious to try
utiy tricks m Fngland; he might have
done 1n New York, but with Ruff
Hans=on arcund-—he’s ;101; a fat chanec!”

knock sounded at the door of the

{o be a dangcrous

lcunge, and the handle turned slowly.
% mcment later Pedro, the majestic
hioodhound, entered, acrompanied by
itile Cayterer Junior, his boyish face

flushed with excitement.

Look, daddy!” he piped. ““Mrs,
Baidel! mmterdooced me to Pedro. Isn't
he a serwoptneus doo—and so polite!
Why, knocked at the door with his
taii belore corning in”

Pedie's noble head and mournful
cyes 1ese a little as he saw his master,
und Dlake's eves twinkled,

1 think Master Pedro ought to go to

[, den't you, Mr, Cayteror?” he

ted, “He's getting rather too old
stmas parties!”

.,.3\ yai're mht Mr. Blake,” said
".\L\y 1 give him a
nd make him comfy?7”

gravely.

siely, son, but mind you take
Parso with you, Iedro ean sleep in
the stebles and Jdream about rabbits,
i v up, or you'll be late for Santa,
 hititle bey <lutched Pedro's collar,
and cbedientiy votted out of the roan.
* Fine d that, My, Blake,”
caminented vierer. “Gentle as a
bowarth enildren, eh 77

1
“ Vil cinldren, yes,” repeated Blake,

curphasis.  “ But I'm afraid Mr.

¢ Sobuann waonldn’t notice much
Hentieness

ey, you guys!” boomed Ruff

Hunson from the domway “What's

the buig ideat The stage 1s all set for

Santa Claus, and here you are mopping

¢ hiooeh frke a ecoupla bootleggers.”
Blake rose to his feet with a cluck of
ahneyvance.
U6 course—how careless of me!
fuigotien the parcel. See you
miomoent, Mr. C g

T've
m a

r;:,nd]y. down the hallway
and clunbod ihe stairs to his bed-roam.

sty

NWINLE

! the fun in the
raitered

dining-room  was
geowing fast and {uricus,
Musical chairs had given
place to blind man’s buff, and
sinnchs ot laughter when Splash
ciased ihe corpulent Colonel

ey
L

o, until they both fell sprawling

) the coal scultle, rang throughout
the ancient manor. Blake found the
Revo Ambueose Dale busily affixing ihe
long white beard of St. Nicholas when
)h( returned Lo the minsteel gallery with
115 14

! w taye for the liltle ones, vicar,”
he sand.

The Rev. Dale smiled his thanks.

“Very kind of you, Mr. Blake,” he
<aid. 1o veu know, I think Christmas
1= the besy time, br\causc 1t is the kindesg
tinie l,\ndz-n is a very poor
uvd  for weeks have been

about the kiddies and how to give them

a Christuas treat—yet, here, as though
it was an answer to prayer, Mr.
Cayiecrer throws open this house for
their beuetit.  Bless you both, AMr
Elike s

Sexton Blake's austere face flushed a
iHtle.

Chistmaz belongs tn the vhxl.ha‘n,
vicor,” ke said quietly, ‘It is the Jeast
we can do in return for the joy that
Dirkens  pave us—to sce that the
yaungsters have gheire,”

Splash  Yage and Tinker, hot,
peispiting, hit thoroughly happy, were
the Life and soul of the party, Ruff




ke Union Jack, 1,26¢

Special Christmas Rumber. il

[{anzon in one cormer was regaling her shyness after sipping the escellent ali covered m blood, and the willain
1 of small boys with tales of breat 51 port from Lord Svihvester’'s well- sereeches oud somethink about * Remorse
dventure in Texas, when the ngie stocked cellar. id Dale, looking be- —remorc! Kingdon: for remcrese !
name of Santa Claus was ancounced. witchinglv pretty in ker flowered Dolly and she var belore my very hycs
-I;ntlv there was a hush as the Varden dress, was deep in conversation into thin hai the =aying goes,”
t-robed figure descended the siairs  with Ben Caylerer, The company's exclamations or uul' ]

took his place at the Chrisimas Splash Page wa. arguing about the or even laughs, were suddeniy
War with ((;lm.(-l Rishion, while Blake the old clock in the corncr bogan tu
Cayterer, beami down mas cussing  the conclusion  of ¢hime the midnight hour. Sir Aunthony
ntly  from his in  the Dickens unfinished novel—" Iidwin Trent glanced up at the lar sombre
F gallery, was joincd by Ruff Drood ™ —with Anthouy Trent. oil- pnmtm“ of a dark, saturnice man
The American grinnced cheer- Ruff Ianson winked slyly at Tinker L.xt'v « in Elizabethan costume,
on the couch and whispered below his 1 say, padre, it's Christimas Tve,
Ben, T'm all fired | broath E: and all that, what? 1low about tellingz
th _.\;h' he said.  “1'm 2| “Look at old Ben, kiddo! Seema us that ghost story of yours about jolly
with a Dickens Christunas ™ mighty interested in Miss Dale, don’t old lugo the Ilmull(‘ You know all
was a merry  cere : the fects, and lns portrait up there will
ed. Thirty pairs Tinker nodded, and sivly jerked his give us thu ‘fgchit atmospher :
rlv and exvectantly at thumb over his sulder, The Dale  =mited
tree as § Clans On  the sofa  that fascinating beo w([ li
bute its glittering gifte. Lothario, AMr. Tracy Lupman—alias “\‘\ul ldtnt‘ and "'ntlr-lr cn, it is a
Amid frantic happiness and nolsy Detective-Tnspector  Coutis—was gazing Dickens’ C! s, and, in short,
jollity. the evening passed, and about up admiringly at  Mrs, Bardell, who I am quite agr It's certainly =
ten .;(lm k thirty lxrud but thoroug was ovident lv holding Imu enthralled weird story, and
I ¢ children left for home in with pearls of culinary wisdom. “ Lawlks, sir., you give me the fair
rents or guardians, their arvms Scraps ef their conversalion veached ¢reeps already ! broke in Mrs. Bardell,
5 and heaven knowe Low many Tinker, and he grinned with amuose- glancing at the painting bueriedly. @ IT
cotable enticements. ment, : it’s worse than Maricr Marten —"
“Well, that's t‘hatl"v breathed : llrt-“:”“”‘ }105',“““_ that do it, Sus- She broke off suddenly.  Above the
vterer at ](‘“"“j) Enjoy your real spector, she 1‘“},‘.“ LUl write out the ok of the wind and the pu“ln" hail
<ens party, son?” o b ('11‘”0._{(”‘ ‘“(A“““,”“' ALy turkey 205 that lashed the mullioned windows car
[-”'-- Junior's s eyes glowed like stars, VOUD missus kin ’ave it ‘andy.  You long., mournful wail that secmed tc
“It was splendiferous. dad,” he s lm~ai'(5~ the hoysters, mix "em with the o9 U world of agony in it -(h-p!li"
eagerly. “I enjoyed it “AO!‘-(.',, any- hrn"u‘u"mmb.\. ecbs, and seasonin’, add “What's that 7" gasped Splush Page,
thing I've ever had. I—I think My, a liftic more ezg o bind the foree- i (o his fect. 3
Dickens mmhl have eujoved it, ton. meat, an = ('1‘1/\'17/ s i
Don’t you think so, Mr. Blake?"” The \vor]lll_v: C.1.D. nmnl'huug on :
Blake's look coflencd as t the cvery word of that adwirable cook’s -4
gaze of those serious brown ey recipe.  Couits was a good trencher- Yz © VEN as the newspaper-man spoke
“T'm sure of it, sonny, " Le said man, and had a terrific admiration for L;Q that unmervingly sudden m”'}ld
gravely Mrs. Bardell's cooking. There were Jdileed "t‘f“l(fd_“'” 0‘,“.‘1"“”*[ of the
Run along to bed, son,” counselled times when he privately compared that cosy library. linid Dale, “h”f'
s father. “Santa Claus will drop in estimable woman to his wife, and felt and trembling, poinfed a shak-
L you s00m. He's busy getting some faiutly resentful that Biake should have "': finger at the panelled '}‘
noth. e 8 secured such a paragon, ]).Jrld\y. daddy, 1(;01\ ~the ponraxt of
. or turncd obcdmntlv and raised A mocking hoo hoo! sounded down b“xl‘}“"?l fj\m_(‘ltu:h i
his little tasselled cap. the chimney, followed by the hiss of the h‘ asod silence (1 o l,ol 1”()1”{) ; N
“Good-night, everybody!” he piped, blazing A e s SR S the portrait 1171 its xc.n,\.g,ltc lu.m,
. iy ; ; i = b . e » had crashed to the floor, face down-
n his cricket’s chirp of a voice. *"I'm blackened by soot, fell into the grate. [ ldq 3
Tim, you knovy.;, so I can say, God Mrs, Bardell clutched Coutts’ sleeve, ‘f\‘r:\.l-on Blake quictly erossed over to
us every one! and her left hand flew to her black 4y, fallen picture. His action was so

And there was an unwonted tender- bombazine bosom.

deftly methodical that it soothed their

tness in the eyes of even the youthful “Oh. Mr, Coutts, I'm that skeered!

e 3 B youihbul . 5, i i . i & aisf
linker as he gn’znd after the frail litile J},.xl old lnmn"c Parsons, told me as 2;?{:\1‘113.?[ ltlltmnt\l(:lcn w ll, ?Cx}(‘ﬂ”i:;ﬂl?u‘ld
gure limping slowly out of the recom. ’ow this ous is "aunted.” ”l; ;ml““f to the picture rail—then he

Cl\apter 5.

;-na;'—-&f‘n_ \t_

Christmas Ghosts.

TUPPER had been

logs in the \pdf inus hr(:—

;;1‘011[)0(! t 1e rcmnlnnvrv m(‘mlﬁ

mu]c a roHl( kmv

There was a lull in the general con-

versation, and Ruff Ilanson's nasal
\OI(I‘ drawled.
Say, Ben, M . says there’s a

spook in this place. Did vou rent that
alang with the rest of the house?”
The millionaire shook his head.
‘“No, there wa: no mention of any
ghost. as far as I know,” he remarked.
Splash Page chuckled and pointed to
the ancient grandfather clock  which
tnl\ tocked soleminly in the corner.
"I'is now the witching hour
night, when churchyards yawn
grave: give up their dead!”
chanted solemnly,
Mrs. Bardell gave a siifled seream.
“I dectare, Mr. Pige, you mive
the fair creeps!" she 1)1('[(‘~t(‘(|
poor B. wuscler v, ‘There's more
things in ‘caven than are dreamt of in
vour phrenology.” "

of
and
he

shrugged his shoulders.

“H'm! Queer coincidence, gentlemen.
The wire has snapped. 1t Is evidently
very old and brittle.”

Mrz, Bardell rose to her
usually placid face was flushied,
“Which T says that I'm going o bed.
gen'l'mwen,” she amnounced firtly. 1
don’t "old with 'orrors—not by no means.
I'm also locking my bed-room door.
Genl'men didn’t oughier wander about
artoer midnirrht with or without ’eads,
as tlns mdlvc\ (xoml(‘mdn must have
doy The . \I(dl (‘re is a xpnmmuc
adviser, and 1’ opes ‘e advises this Terc

spirtt to for ever 'old 'is pence.”

She turned te the Reverend .\ml»ru 50
who coughed a liltle uneasily.

“lr—I'm sorry if I have ceared VOl
lzvdios.' he stammered. “Perhups it wa
a little injudicions of e to offer io tell
that- particular story-—but yvou demanded

feot, her

Tinker's ]l] twitched, 'Hc ,f(‘!t a4 phost story, you know !”
malicious desire to draw Mrs, B. out. u.,(\m“ Biake smilad.
i 4 IHer “'"l"pr”i”““{“ were  things  not T presume the apparition of Sir Huwge
wtive-Inspector Coutts, : cxacily of beauty but joys for ever. is supposed ‘o haunt the manor in the
viear of Lyveden and Fn: “Did you ever sea a  ghost, Mrs. approved headless ghost fa<hion "
been prevailed upon to stay thie mighi, BLY7 he queried innocently. “Phat is the legend—but whetbir it
f o awind }n"m ed menaci downs  “hat T did, Master Tinker, and a 15 true or not,"T cannot say.” replitd th
ney.  The vicarage s gashiy sight it weee,” she caid. “rp clergyman 4 .
four miles from the manor, was while me and poor B. were court- “1'd like to sce that spook.” Lroke in
BTEYINALL was loath to g, 'l took e to a civcts one day, Rufl Tanson grimly. = Willy and Walis
forts of the (-ns:."n--irl'n and we went fo see - Marier Marien, or #re mighty rroml psyehie i vestighig !
ng north-easter that rati the Murder in the Red Barn.' It froze e patted his hip pocke
1 windows with boisterous glee. jhe marrer in wy bones as the saving Ben Casterer yawned and zlanced ot
Cayterer hafl invited Mrs. Bar-“is. I was all worked up. The ghost of the clock.
ues and ‘that good the pore murdered Marier cime to the “('um-‘ T'll slip np .([ see how Juiio
at st by the wreteh in the dondemned: eell, howling he remarked uncasily I've got »

" Her”

‘a zded deal of somdthink awlul, nightdress” was llow-slip full of toys to asit by hi

sh r_«'\n lo

her,
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bed. He's stull a firm believer in Santa
Claus,”

Sexton Bluke was very thoughtful as
Mrs, Bardell and Enid took their depar-
fure. The vicar followed their example
later, and Coutts, Tinker, Ruff Hanson,
and Blake were left to themselves, and
began to discuss the curious incident of
the fallen picture.

They broke off suddenly as a strangled
exclamation from the doorway caused
them to turn their heads.

Jen Cayterer stood there—his face
fivid. In his hand he held a dagger and
a slip of paper. ¥rom his open mouth
came sirange, unintelligible neises that
wore scarcely human, ;

Jut it was his eves that gripped
Blake's attention—they were tervor-lilled
aind alinost protuberant.

“My-—my Heaven, Mr. Blake i" ]xc
gasped.  They—they’ve got Junior !

He swaved and would have fallen ha«l
Blake not supported him.

*Brace up, M= Caylerer
puinded the deteciive sharply.
Tinker i

ciodn-
rabidy,

The voungster leapt to the sideboard
and poured ovt a stifl peg of the cordial.
Liradually Ben Cavierer’s face oleared,
bat his fingers were trembling os he hold
ont the crampled slip of paper.

‘I found this,

transtixed by the docper
to lunim' Wlow 1 he said huskily.
* My kiddie's gane! For Heaven's sako,
My, Blake, advise me! L1 don't—
What shall T dei?

Blake took the document,
typed on ap ordinary sheet of «
notepaper.  The daggerslit in the top
ihand corner v
wide,  The messace
sindster with impoet

which was

LI C-EToN

1= abani half an neh
thongh briefl, was

Twentuy thowsand
spredsand woe'll got
aqeed plaiee oo Jund

“Glat waur
Bavekes and Npa
him back. Wire

Yea. N Strecit, Pimiivo—aud Licyg /,‘/v,;
the bulls or—it's eurtaing”
Chapter 6.
L
£ ¥
Business as Usual.
065 LUEBELLS ! roared Ruff
Hanson.  “They've got th e
kid! (’mon, B Tet’s go!

Pen, T'm a gink thit oughta

be kicked from here o
Hoboken ! But by the Great Horned
Toad, Tl get these guys, and ny
rood !

The dynamic American had leapt to
his feet. a grim, fighting look on his
weather-beaten face.

“1t's not your fault, Ruff.,” =aid Ben
(u\torm wearily, 1 might have known
”ldl

“Not my favltI” roaved Ruff. ™ Say,
vou hired me to proteet that kid, and
while I was down here the plug-ugly

X ul

\u\n‘y nino]
Sexton Blake.
room?”

Ben Caxterer nnsicadily led the way
up the wide, old-fashioned staircaze. He
halted on the fivst landing. and pushed
open  a  bed-roem  door. revealing a
bright, cosy room in which a gas-fire
glowed, and an oaken bedstead took up
most. of the room. There was a com-
municating door, and Ben jerked his
finzer towards it.

“That leads to my bed-room.”

“H'm!™ said the detective
“Was this deor locked {”

that now ! snapped
*Where is Junior's bed-

slowly.
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The millionaire shook his hcad.

“No, sir, I never dreamt 1t was neces-
sary, with so many of us in the house,”
he said brokenly. Aly kid!’

His voice trailed off mis
eyes held a stricken look,

“Help! There it goes again ™
Ruff Hansor, holding a swibhy

ably, and his

roared
fingor

aloft.
Blake?

The wind had now fallen sorewhat,
and, high and shrill, i e tition
of the ghastly, inhuwman wai! that had
startled Mrs. Bavdell in the lilvary.

Sexton Blake rapidly
of the situation.

“Ruff, vou and Splash make a tonr of
the gorounds,” he ordered. Coutls,
vou'd better investigate the hailway and
first floor, and see if any doors have
been left open. Tinker, you join Ruff—-
take PPedro.”

He stopped and picked ap a tiny shoe
and handed it to his assistaut. His

caln. matter-of-fuct mianner did a good
dv.tl towards steadying the millionaire’s
almost frenzied anxiety,

Ruft and Splash, with Tinker at their
Lieels. Inuried downstairs, DParsons, in
the hallway, approached the, American
deferentially.,

*Er—is anything wrone, sir? I was
about o rotire when-—-

“ Report to Mr. Blake!” snapred Rutt
as he Im])nl(t‘d the hall door. “\Ix'.
Cayterer’s sen has heen kidnapped !’

The manservant's jaw dropped.

“Good "Favens, sir! Master Junier
kidnapped*” he echoed.  *You don't
mean to—-—"

“ Snap into it!” snarled Rudf, and the
butler recoiled at the feiocions fashion
with which the American produced his
wicked-Jooking six gins a he steppud
out into the blustery mplt

“What the blue blazes is if,

taok command

i' was pilch-dark in the gardens of
Lyveden Manor. The wind
oughed throngh the branches of

{he elms, and the sleet cut and
stung their faces like a thousand
thongs.
“You
Splash 1

take the rear of the house.
ordered Ruff.  “Tiuker, o

get the dawg! Tl sccot up the drive-

way.

» American parked one of his
at hix hip, and tlashed on his el
pm-!\m'ln:p. Tte made a  gued
sinister fignre in the storn, clad in the
rongh garment: of Bill Stkes and «
scon! twisting his batlered features.

He flashed Dis light on the gravelled
drive, which was now ankle-deep in
sleet  and  slush. Many motors  had
arvived at Laveden Monor that wighi:
the ruts and tracks of various makes of
tyres crossed and re-crossed each other
in hopeless confusion.  FHe could make
out faintly the \\vu-vl marks of the stage-
coach, but, in view of the sodden :tate
of the r.rﬂund and the nu sant sl
was almost hopeless 1o pick out ans
less unusual in that mass of motor-car
tracks,

Suddenly there came a deep-throated
bay, and Tinker appeared from fhe
dark ourline of the stables, holding
Pedro on a leash

S Vound anyvthing, Ruft?" he yelled.

“Nary a lhing‘l" roared the
Amervican.  **What abovt  the
gotta line en the trall yet¥”

Tinker shook his head,

“Seems a  bic lu;:ﬂc( and 1 don't
blame the old hoy! If, as I suspect, the
kidnappers came by car, Pedio won't
be able to pick up the scent.”

Rulf Hanson and Tinker plodded on
silently towards the huge ornunmental
gates of the Manor house. Then, sud-
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denly through the storm, they heard
the chug-chug of a high-powered motor-
car, and two yellow beams cul through
the darkness.

Togethér they raced to the gates, just
a3 a gleaming yellow car hurtled along
the roadway, They caught a glimpse of
a dark figure crouched over the wheel,
and Ruff Hanson flashed his torch at the
vehicle. In one split second Le caught
a glimpse of the driver. His face wus

hidden behind a black wmask.
Crack!
With the speed of light Rull Hauson's

They met Splosh PPage at the eatrance,
but the Jmunlht had [lll'(‘ tu report.
All the windows were securely fastened,
and the back door was: locked and
bolted.

“Whoever pulled the coup must have
got in by the front, or one of the bed-
room windows!" hLe announced.

EANWHILLE, Sexton Blake was
conducting a minute examina-
1 tlion of the missing boy's bed-

room.  Most of the little fel-
low's Tiny Tin clothes were neatly

Mrs, Bardell gave a Iilt/e scream of
had taken place.

alarm at the transformation that

“Your pardon—should explam—Chustmas Epe—

spirit of carmual——-so:r_/ to alarm you—uvery !’ said Splash Page, in the
manner of Dickens’ immortal Alfred Jingle.

Dickens characters, left to vight :
(Scwton Blake) ; Sam Weller (Tinlk
Stkes (Ruff Hanson).

er) ;

jsun spoke.  Xle had aimed for the buack
tere. The car swerved slightly, but did
not falter on its way. A tonguc of flame
leapt from the rear of the tonncau.

There was a soft. phut, and a bullet
enibedded itself in a trunk of a trce.
four inches away from the American’s
bare head.

* By the great horned toad!™ roared
aft. “Them's the guys, Tinker!
(“mon! I guess I punctured their back
whee! an’™—”

He pulled back the bolt of the
wrought iron gate and raced down the
roadway, There was no cign of the
ellow car, and the American scratched
is chin rucfully.

“Don’t tell me I can't shoot straight,
kid! 1 never miss!” he l(mar..(‘d
pnmtmn— to a fresh wheel-track in the
road.  “Tt's just my blamed ludg them
guys have sohd tyres—or luck I’

Tinker turned back with Pedro.

“I'm going to phone!” he announced.
#I've gol the number and des c‘mhon of
that car. The police will stop it!

“Say, kiddo, you sure use your ¢y
snid Huff Hanson approvingly. as
retraced their steps towards ih
Housc.

Alfred Jingle (Splash Page) ;

Sydney Carlon

Tracy Tupmarn (Insp. Coults); Bill

folded on the back of a chair, and the
metal frame that supported his lame
leg was a..patll(!ﬁ(_‘ relic propped against
the side of the bed

“Can you tell me it any of his every-

day clothes are missing?” Blake
queried.
Ben Cayterer fumbled in the ward-

robe, his usually rubicund face grey with
appicliension.

“I guess 1 can't find his little Norfolk
suit, Mr. Blake—the one he was wear-
ing before the party!” he announced.
“But how the blazes did they get into
the bed-room? 'That's what beats me!
D’ve think Junior was drugged, or-— -"

Blake shook his head and pointed to
the bed. the counterpane of which was
neatly drawn back, disclosing a pillow,
in which was the soft depression caused

by the little boy's head—and a minute
stit to the right through which the
dagger had been plunged.

" “No; I do wnot think they used
violence., There is no mark of
struggle,” he announced. “As to Lis

method of entry-—thiz window is lo(l\c]
on the imside. Ile either walked 1n
through the passage door or through
your bed-roon. .

13

The deteetive strode towards the con-
municating door and pul[ul it open.
Instactly a keen current of alr blew in
from an open window. i

“Ah!” said Blake significantly,
he crossed over to the st fasl
his torch to the depths below,
most convenient stack-pipe,
terer! The mystery of
cgress 1s solved.”

“But I can’t understand why Junior
didn't ery out or seream, Mr. Bld.u 1
always warned him mnot to speak (o
strange men or to accepi anything from
therpg. He was an obedient little kid,
and I bet he'd have hollered like blazes
if there was a stranger in his bed-room.”™

Blake stooped, and his keen gaze fell
on the heavy porticre curtains that
bellied out in the night “'vul from the
open window.

Suddenly e shot out a finger and
thumb, and scized a minute fluffy nlm'tt
from the heavy plush, and placed it
car:-Ftu in hiz wallet

‘Found a clue, Mr. Blake?”  Den
Cayterer was \\Auh,urr him curiously.

“Maybe,” was tlw 11‘\;mr 1(\[)[\
“T'm inclined to think that it was not a
stranger that entered Junior’s room to-
night, but a very old and very familiar
friend.”

The millionairve ~lar(-d at Blake with
a~|r)nhhmr‘nt

“An old friend?” hr- echioed,  “Good
heavens, Blake, vou don't mean to in-
sinuate that——""

ST nmnlmlv nothing at the moment,’
was the quiet reply. “Come, 1 sce
Uinker and Ruff racing across the lawn.

Mr. L:'a)'—

HEEC=s

There is evidently ~01uuf1u'| o doing
Togethier they descended to the hall-
way, and while Ruff recounted their

adventure with the vellow car, Tinker
valled up the local police at Lyveden.

‘The man was ma<ked, you say?”
demanded Sexton Blake,

Ruff Hanson nodded.

“I only caught a glitupse of him, old-
timer, but I swear his dial was covered
from eyves to chin. Then again, he re-
turned Wally's compliment pronto—or
pmhu.[h it was his pal in the tonneau.
They're the crooks all right, Blake, d[lll
T bet thes'll be nabbed within sn hour.’

Sexton Blake shook his head slightly.

“In the (lr.~t’ place. that may be a
fake number,” he remarked, “Further-
more, thev can easily abandon the car,
and T confess I'm curious to kunow why
they loitered about so long, once they
Lad kidnapped the boy.

“Junior was abducted at least an
hour ago; why, then, zhould these is-
creants in the vellow car hang about the
neighbourhood” when it was all to their
advantage to get away?

Ruft Hdn~on seratche Ll his bullet head.

“Bests me,” he said. “But say, how
d'you figure it out that it was an hour
back since Junior left?”

Blake waved the question aside as
almost annoying.

“There was a gas fire in the lad's
room,”” he said bnle\. “He retired
to sleep before 10 p.ni., and yet the
bed was cold when we entered. In a
warm room a bed retains the warmth
of a person's body for a considerable
time.’

“You' re a whale on the grey matter,
old-timer,” said Ruff Hanson admir-
ingly.

Sexton Blake turned to Ben Cayterer.

“My dear fellow,” he said quietly,

“if vou will be guided by me. you will
try and rest, Jlmrv is nothing we can
do until the wmornieg. I'm (on\mf(‘d
that no harm can come to Junior; it's
not him they want, but Q}»a"mn $
confession, primarily, and twenty thou-
sand dollars Hl(ldLﬂ"ﬂ”\ The latier
demand, I imagine, is a sort of private

(Continued on prge 16.)
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CHI"\l JAS !
C’I

ISTAUAS!
[t's been a long ihme geting ronud,

Pt we shan't have mach longer to wailt (1o
uote the remark of the old lady when she

w thie balloon being inflated).

Well, the fitss aud most pressing duty for
e 1= to give vou ihe jolly old glad haud,
nnd w il the heast !

all of yvou—dark or fair, fat

and  Forty, fratl, (reckled, or Ffrabjons!
Ofd, young: mothers, tfathers: uncies,
sunts—I safnte von all, whether you're heve
at home in Britain or in some un-
Christmanssy  climate  heyond  the  seus.
Hore's the glad hand of Yoleside greciing
1 1:,:rir ut resders who have curvived my
<y buiblings for so many \\ul\ —aned T

4 1 eounld grect aoun in person !

Vhis 13 the first Christtnas T have had
th apporia: l)I‘ ot ”l'Hlll)' GYer Iy own
wndivid a“l n—u oring s,

LYty | Tsay? Why. it's a pleasup

N

In (he Bm\ens lVam\er

I AM especially hucked 10 know that von
are going fo have the story of thay
neerable Christmas of ours
Manor.

Thai was a real corker of a Yuletide, if
ever there was one! A bit disturbing
vimes, with an element of tragedy cropping

at

ip, kat all atoned for by a No. 1 =i/d
happy ending, as you'll see.
1t was a very xoun(l scheme, too. of my

pal, Splash Page’s, to make us all rig our-
welves up in Dic kvu» costumes and journey
down in the good. old-fashioned way by
stage-coach, with the guard tootling on his
horn all the time, and the dogs howling in
narmony, and people cheering and waving
as if they were enjoying it as much as our-
selves—as perhaps they were.

T'm sure Mrs. Bardell never had such a
treat in the span of her natural life: and
as for Ruff Havson*of course he'd never
seen anything like it. Christmas in the
States, apparently, still awaits the Dickens
touch.

Willy and Wally Intrude.

YOC'D have been tickled to death to soe
Ruff as Bill Sikes, T know. "Thix
nard-headed, say-it-with-lead Yank wasn't
st all anxious to get himself into the rig,
and (between ourselves) only did it so as 10
be sociable,

But you ought o have seen him when he
£ot himself into that Bill Sikes outlit! Ie
was the living image of the character—cer-
tainly the best of all of us. The favourite
implement - of the original Bill was, [
‘believe, a bludgeon, but Rufl Manson wasn"
at- all at home with the one Splash supplied
him with, but brandished his two guns,
Willy and Wally, most of the time.

1t was as sirange to see the legendar
Bill Sikes with a couple of six-shooter
it would be to see Robinson Cruszoe dusting
out his little wooden hut with a vacnom
cleaner.

Symbolic.

BY the way, the gifted artist who
entristed with the tllnsirations to this

Yuletide varn of cors—and I specially like

his version of dwwod in our Dickens

eosiumes—looked in at Baker Sireet yester-

day to talk over a few details.

He caught me in the midst ef hanging
Lhe drwwmumls in the consulting-room, and
forthwith made a sketeh. This appears
above, and T wanut vou to notice the beau-
tiful =vinbolisni in the foreground.

My pasie-pot and other paraphernalia of
the horrible Index are rather obscured on
1 ion by the more festive elutter of

1=

tly as it should be!

at Lyveden |

s gine rrgng. CHINIKEIRNXME

; Time,
{ NE oi the ;n-:)[»:\\
who have the
reil, Chrizstmas
‘\plyx «\!v', Xeoad
magi- ‘ of I
| \lu1\ ol CHIE Cor
‘I don't like to send
anyoune o I-ni\“-‘
Clivi=tai - jse,
said 1o a
ber last veg
him off with
ot
Mead ! 1
remark of 'y
Heve = wishi
happy tiwe 217
Jiids, t..il!- 10 [:‘r rer
of newly pri-oried cunl-  Sexton Blake's
birds to Al” rh vou !
* *
{Yule Agiee!
{TEHIS s a0 sadiy hmpeifeer worid, 'm
i afradd, and even at ihis Lc:w)u of
jollity and good will, when we are all duiu"

| oue best to be friendly disposed toward: th

whole world. crime rears 1= g head.
[.ike Mr. Mead, we none of us want to
| see 3 erook sent to prison at Yuletide, but
you've got to druw the hine zomewhere,
and there are times when | shouldn't shed
even a glyeerine tear to :see it happen—

cases of mean thefr, for example.

I remember an instance where a work-
man, who had been paying into a Win-
chester slate club for nearly twelve months,
drew out his share fo buy Christmas fare
and Christmas luxuries for the children,

and ook it llome and left the money in his
bed-room while he left 1the house for a few
minutes.
The mouer
returned.
The thief who did that
sixpence

-£61 he

had vanished when

well. 1 hope he

swallowed the in the Christmas

pudding !

Hard Luck!
ND here,
my sincere
imnprizoned Juries, if
I+ doesn't often happen,
iwelve wood men and true are shut off irom
rtheir wives and families all through the
Christmas holidays, and T don’t recall a
case in this counts)
But one
last vear.
o1l scandal case.

I offer
to all
such.

while I think of 1,
comuiiserations
there be any
T know,

jury was unlucky in New York
They were trying the notorious
involving a multi-million-

aire oil king and a very high U
Government official in charges of bribery.
It was expected that it wonld sori of

weaken the Ju = resolniion if they were
allowed out within sound of the chinking
of gold—and the defence had an illimitable
supply—s0 the judge ordered them to be

the trial.
This imprisonment I

wonths, including Christmas.
1t could hardly be called ihe festive
season in their case; but let’s hope they

made up for it by having a prosperous New
Yeaur]

Take This Tip.

11OPYE thai none of my long-suflering
readors get run in this Yuletide, by the

way.

that the |

jocular

osely guarded duving the whole course of |

sted for a period of |

assistant decorates the cor
pages with

Not that 'm
doned set of ruflians.
feel certain that all
scooped the pool of ihe
prizes in your vouth. No;
mean to say Is that lawbr
tide is perfect!y easy, il yon
way about it

Do you happen to know that if yo
the road-sweeper or the dustman
Christmas-box, on the undersianding
your sireet or dustbin will receive
honour of his special attention d
coming months (and he having ¢
without the knowledge or consent o
mayor and corporation), you are liak
a term of imprisonment not excesding
years, or a fine of not more than
(And quite enough, too, 1 should say .

voiu're an
the contra
YOIl Tegu
Sunday-s
but wl
ng al
EO tho

binting
On
(\f

Anyway, if you don’t believe me
9% Vie., cap. 72, para. (d), sub-section
clause XI.— oy some such number,

On the other hand, you may have ng
of bread and water and a plank hed 1
bestow your largesse on the postman.
has the sanciion and authority of
Posimaster-General for his Chrisimas
Besides which, he can’t deliver more
than the tradesmen send you.

* * L]

Cioked His Goose!

HE mention- of postmen hrings uf
subjeet of the nnforrunate man
Vienna,

Robert may have hie dufy !
pleasures, too! Here's
City of London peiice eiat
Christmas pudding on hig \



ting-room at Baker Street with paper chains—

isonable brevities.

o

¢

Soute u.){nf_;'r'n\ ulisird pieriod after his

Yuletide dinner the posiman brought to his
door a goose which had heen sent him by
a friend in Hungary, and which it was in-
tended should have bheen the <tar turn on
the Christmas bill of fare,

Its condition by that time was -well, it

wasn't as fresh as roschud.  All we necd
-.\\ about it was that the postman was doing
his duty nobly in delivering it at all, and
was not at all sorry to be rid of if.

The posiman (between gasps) explained
that the bird had been detained over the
holidays by the Customs officials for some
red-tape reason or other.

After giving the remains decent burial,
the recipient grabbed his pen and wrote
rather a stinger of a leiter to the Uustoms.
He mentioned =arvcastically ihat the
Viennese were not in the world solely
to pay taxes and be the playthings of
officialdom, and other items to that effect.

Result: He was hauled off 10 the police
eourt, and made {o pay a line for the crime
of " insulting official honour.™

Really Ghostly!

TllIS being the merry se i
and the Yule log being in podm n
and bllrmnﬂ' bright, draw up your chairs
and let’s have a ghc.«l stary,

Q.
i

» on Christmas Day, but he has his

nt

‘photo of the cook at one of the

, trying an advance sample of the

ng

men. They’'re passing itasO. K.

arently.

How's thi=s for a

st ?
You

Lhiere

miay  vemember
was @ »x.v):»miun
=0ne ime agaat bhout a
wiiost ]1.!\11|" been seen
night-watchman

by - o
a2t Darnet,  Soon afier
this a local J.P. wroie
to the Press, giving

L= own expericlees.
At the extreme northiorn
noundary of the Grange

the wroted i=an abd how

which  has  bheen part
rehuilt,  awd  underpesth
are  some  larze  cellars
from  whi for any
years, at intervals  ow
rumbiing  boises  as o of
heawvy weight's being
woved, short, sharp tap-
and these pin and -umuiz iike
mutlled  volees  are  dis-

tinetly heard.

At the imvitation of the avenpier of the house
I Live on several oceasions heen inside. 1 have
eard a Kind of suppressed report, like the

and more freguently a
-eemued to move about t'lt‘

[ an air-gun,
noi=e, which

TUoIL,
Once T zaw guite piainly

Looking at
saw right through it.  Gradoaliy ii

I Dave seen strong men walk away
with wide, =taring eyes and

o spirits
it closely, 1
pra==ed away.
from the house
trembling limbs,

Other and bolder people have sought excite-
went—women have been secnt to hurry away with

their shaw wrapped elosely  round  them,
seemingly anxious to get away from the seenes
they had witnessed,

Pretty eerie, that! Dui listen!

* * @
Accurate, but Misleading.
PhRHAPb you've guessed it ?
Yes, it was merely a bit of very

clever apool.

The mysterious house referred {o -was

actually a public-house. The noises in the
cellar were made by the trundling and tap-
ping of casks, and the suppressed reports
were nothing more alarming than the
popping of corks.

The uncanny jingling which was heard all
over the place was caused by glasses on the
bars, and the spirit which the facetious
J.P. caw, and which gradually passed awdy,
deparied down the usual channels; while
the trembly people who hurried away from
the place were generally making their exit
from the bottle and jug depariument,

The publication of this explanation caused
a good deal of amusement in the district,
for even Barnet people failed to recognise

a deseription of a house well known io
vhen,

On the other hand. there were many
believers in the other kind of spirits who

were somewhat peeved, for they had written
offering explanatiens of the phenomena
which accounted for everyihing but <pirits
of the bertled varieiy,

Noticz to Quit.

g i ‘O Le serious, however.

Here is a ghost siory for which I
have no humorons explanation to offer.

A newly-mairied couple were spending
Loneymoon in a ceriain house in
. Ome night the bride awakened to
the shadowy form of an old woman
siting on the table at her bedside,

Frightened, she hid her head vnder the
tedelothes, Immediately a shower of heavy
blows fell on her <houlders. She =aid
wfterwards that they felt as if they wore
from a stick, wielded by a sirong arnn.

g

She shonted in alarm. Her husband
woke up, heard ber story, and bravely
searched  the wheole nremises,  Nothing
cauld be =cen. Also. the windows and deors
wore all lasiened on the inside.

i5

the szme thing hulmulr’
t, except that the ]uub.n'a

Stranges till
the fellowing i

saw the apparivion this time—und got the
bealing, too,

They didn’t pause to investigaie 10,
l'lmwn Lut ran ont into the sireet.

This spectve with a grudge ainst
warried couples scems to be rather amus-
ing at first sight, but the curious fact i3
that, abont a year previon- anothic
conple had heen dreiven froug the sume place

in exaetly the came way,

Talking of Spectres—
1 HAT i~ your husband’s ocenpation ¥
\V a~ked the magistrate’s clerk of a

fady in tronble at one of the London police
courts.
“He's an inspecto

* she veplied.

“Inspe rapted the other judy
in the mndignamly. ~The only thing-
he inspecis  are the boltoms of beer-
glasses |

* * *

For Onc Day Only!
R]‘l] SRRING back to my sad suggestion

abont some worthy reader of mine
being led away in clanking chains thi-

Christmastide—in other words, falling foul
of the law-—-let me reassure you.

According to that ponderous iome.
‘Halsbury’s Laws of Eongland ” (which I
have just got down from the guvinor's
bookcase, s0 as to use it as a bit of uplifs
in hanging the Christinas decorations), “* ne
summons, warrant, or other process may he
served on Christmas Day.”

There appears to be
however.

There is nothing to stop a writ from ihe
King's Bench or Chancery Divizion on the
{otherwise) glad day

But stay! Even those formidable writs
cannot he served on a Sunday, and
Christmas Day this year is also a Sunday.

Marassed readers who have spent most of
their fime looking round corners for bailiffs
can therefore slink under the shelier of
their family roof-tree this Yule aud defy
the whole bunch of them.

an exception,

L *

The Policeman's Lot.

HERE iz at least one Loundon policeman

who stands a chance of having a

happy Christmas, and—what is more to the
poini—a prosperous New Year. .

A few weeks ago be heard that a more
or less legendary uncle of his had died in
America worth £2,000,000, and that he was
entitled to a part of the sharc-out.

When I last heard of himn he was writing
to the lawyers in the United States putting
in his elaim, and T expect he is watching
the morning postal delivery eagerly just
about now, sorting out the letiers from
America from moneylenders’ circulars offer
ing to lend him ten thousand pounds on
note of hand alone.

* - .

Query ?
S]‘\ EN  women, one aftvr another,
applicd at the Willesden Police Clourt

for sepuration erders from their husband
a week or {wo back.

“Are all the women in Willesden tryine
to get rid or their husbands?”’ asked the
magistrate. “I= it in preparation for the
Christias festiviries?”

Snrely not! How can families be festive
without father dressed up as Santa Claus!
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(Continued from page 13.)
commission for Mr, Isidors Solmann's
agent for the kninupp.ng

“1 guess you're right, l]n..- said
Ruff. ~ *To-orrow, when this cursed
storm lets up a hu we kin get busy,
How about um-rlng this Juniper rhup
in Sago Street?”

Inspector Coutts, who had
into the study, grinned.

e | 4!1. ba"o Street is \L'r)’ well known
to me, he remarked, It is run by a
barber named Wilton, and is an aceom-
modation address much uvsed by tho
criminal  class. ‘here’'s  very little
chance that the real ktdrnppu r will ecall
for the lelter in person; he'll probably
send an ontirely ulumr-l-m, individual to
u}ﬂmt Mr. Juuiper’s wire, "

*Then you think " began Caylerer.

I think T'll get rid of this rlu—o'rl
sir,” said Inspector Contts, indicating
the blue surtout of Mr. 'I'r:l._-‘\' Tupman.
It looked foolishly frivolons now that
ngv(l\ had appeared on the scene.

The police are bound to be on the
look-out for a wyellow car, and if we
turn in now we ecan fackle the case
freshly in the morning,” he added.

Sexton Blake nodded.

“*No harm will come to your son for a
day or two, at least, Mr. Cayterer,” he
said kindly. 1 have s theory that he

strolled

will be resiored to you very shortls
i“ll("'(l."

The millionaire looked at the detee-
tive, but Blake's face was impassive as

the Sphinx.

“1 hope to Heaven you're right!” he
said fervently. ** Er—good-night, gentle-
men! T shan't sleep, but—  You'll
excuse me, I—1 have had rather a
shock.”

He turned slowly nnd
-..m- in the dire |m|1 of

mounted the

his room.

“Poor old Ben!"” said Ruff. * Blake,
I fecl real mean about this. I should
have slept outside that kid's door in-

stead of listening to fool ghost stories.
Dog my cats, if 1 get hold hf that plas-
tering plng ||gl\ T'il—1'l——

“ Palice have sént out
message, guy'nor,” broke in
coting in from the telephone:

They've traced the mlmlur of
moior-car already to——
Ah!" said Blake, wtt1~ a significant

an_ AB.

Tiuker,

the

Tift of his c_\nhrm\‘ ‘And to whom
does it belong "

“The Rev. Ambrose Dale,"” said
Tinker.

“Holy smoke!™ growled Ruff Hanson.
“Wouldja believe it?  That hoary-
headed ald sinner that was splitting the
spook stuff 1™

Sexton Blake said nothing. but there
was a queer expression in his grev eyes
that Tinker aloue understood.

HERE was a subdued atmos-
phere of gloom at Lyveden
Manor on  Christmas  Day,

which dawned clear and flm-l\

with the added seasonableness
of snow in place of the pelting hail of
the night.

Ben  Cayterer, hollow-eved and dis-
trait, took his seat at the head of the
hrpnl\faat tuble and tnrnul to Blake.

“No news, I suppose ?"" he said dulls

Blake shook his head.

“Coutts took an early tramp to the
station at Lyveden carly this mormning,
and up tilt now the police Il.: © been un-
able to trace the yellow car.

“Ah, good- mmning Mr, Cayterer,
good-morning ! boomed the mellifluous
voice of the clergyman from the door-
way. “Parsons has just informed me
of the terrible tragedy that has hefallen
vou. My dear fellow, why didn't vou

call mo"‘ T was too far away in the
east wing to have heard anything, and
I'm afraid I selfishly luxurtated in my

$Special Christmas Rumber—Che Unlon Jack, 1,269,

really comfortable bhed. Good-miorning,
my rf ar!”

He turned to Enid, who had Just
entered the room, looking very fresh

and winsome in her :implu. tailor-made
fm. ke -

*Oh, daddy ahe said. “Tsn't 1t
dreadiul! I've JLI'\[ heard the news from
Mrs, Bardell.” Her grey eyes clouded
with sympathy as she turned to the
millionaire. “Mr, Cavterer, I can't
tell you how shocked 1 nm at this awful

news, I do so hnpn that you'll hear
-rmu-rhmg soon.”

‘Thank you for your sympathy, my
dear!” said Cayteror huskily. = We

didn't u::tmlv you last night—what was
the use? I—I'in hoping that Mr. Blake
here will soon  discover what's hap-
pened to my boy. He's been a veritable
tower of strength to me.”

“I'm afraid the .siutnlirm at the
um:ni-n! is rather obscure,” said Blake.

In thiz sort of case time i« an impor-
tant factor.  We must not be too pre-
cipitate. Junior, I am convineed, will
he safe for a time, for the kidnappers
have no reason to (rt-lt hir sharshly if
they are under the impression that you
\ull pay the rausom.

“I suggest you wire to this address in
Sago SBireet. Coutta has already advised
Scotland Yard to keep the shop under
al m-nntmn o

‘Yes, but—what shall I wire?'
gqueried Cagterer helplessly.  “I hate
submitting to these curs. It's not the
money 1 object to, Mr. Blake, but the
principle of the thing. Yet these
scoundrels have me utlerly at their
meroy naw, and lht_-._v know 1it.”

“Well, bear up, smiled Blake.
‘There are always three rounds in this
hlnlklrmxlmg gamwe. They. may be
described as the demand, the accept-

ance, and pavment, cither by cash—or,
if the luck holds, penal servitude.
He helped himself to some toast and

marmalade, then turned to the Rev.
Ambroa-e.

“ By the way, vicar,” he inquired.
“ean vou recall the number of wour
automobile?”’

The reverend gentleman paused in the
ack of conveying a devilled kidney to
tis mouth.

“I haven't got a motor-car, Mr.
]ila_kt_-," he said, with the trace of a
smile. “I'm afraid my klilv( nd 15 (oo

slender to mum[am what is, after all,
only a luxury.

Tinker stared h!nnk];.' at the vicar
and gave a smothered “ouch ™ of pain
a5 Ruff Hanson's heavy boot kicked him

sigmificantly under the table,

The Black Carol.

AGO  STREET, Pimlico, on
Christmas  worning, looked
even roore depressing than it
did on the three hundred and
sixty-four other mornings of the

S

year.
The suow which had fallen daring the
night had been ploughed by passing
traflic into a brown, porr idge- like mess.
A blood-red sun hung low in the sky,
and completed the slush-making process
by rapidly melting the snow on the
dingy slate roofs, so that it dripped
mournfully on to the pavements, to the
discomfort of the pedestrinns.
Two places only were open
Christmas morning in Sago Street,

on
At

the corner the Spotted Dog, a gim-
crack gin palace, was crowded with most

of the male inhabitants of that un-
salubrions thoroughfare. Across the
rond, the hairdressing establishment of
Mr. William Wilton was likewise
crowded with several blue-chinned
gentlemen in various stages of des-
habille, awaiting their tuen for the
barber's - ministrations, The dingy,
faded windows of the shop were

crammed with dommy packels of cigar-
ettes which, ‘gaping and bulging from
sheer age, ('xpuar'(] their spuriousness Lhe
more; varioius pomades and unguenis
for b;nunfymg bair and moustnchios;
corn cures; mysterious envelopes of
many col()um pnrportmg {o contain cer-
tain winners for forthcoming races, and
similar tawdey stuff,

A rat-faced little man, clad in & plom-
coloured suit, a check eap and lemon-
topped boots, sidled furtively from the
Spotted Dog into Mr. Wilton's saloon
and glanced n.qnumg]\ at the knight

of the lather brush.

“ Anythink for Junipoer—Jas.
Juniper?" ‘he queried, in a wheezy
Volce.

Mr. Wilton jerked his pomaded

head in the direction of a letter-rack.

*Telegram. Just come. Thrippence 1*
he said laconically.

The rat-faced man handed over three
coppers, and snatched an orange
envelope from the rack. He did not
trouble to open it, but sidled out of
the shop without troubling to expresa
his hope that Mr. Wilton should have
a Merry Christmas, In Sago Street
he paused, glanced furtively to the
right and left, and then croszed over to
the Spotted Dog.

A husky-looking
who was lesning against
that decrepit hostelry, expectorated
slowly and sidled up alongside the
npprf‘hr‘n\ne Me. Juniper.

*Merry Christmas, Wally.” he said
affably.  *““Niee new style in suitings
vou've got on. O EIT[wT.I'lIil‘ present ¥

“You go to blazes!” sparled Mr.
Juniper. “And mind your own
In-me%a

“Tut, tut!
mas morn,

loafer in corduroys
the wall of

I!.‘ll‘:h words on a Christ-
Wally ! T'm surprised at

vou ! reproved the other, affectionately
tucking his arm through that of the
:runaud Mr. Jnniper.

*You leggo my arm, or I'[[——*

began Wally, baring his vellow teeth in
an ugly grimace.

“You're faking a little walk with
me,"” said his imperinrbable companion.
“You haven't opencd wour telegram
vet, T see. Might be an invitation {o
dinner with the Lord Mayor. 'Tien't
the first time \ou ve hccn o guest of
his, is it, Wally?

“I don’t know what
about,” growled the other, changing
eolour.  “My name's not Wally.
don't know vou, and if you don't leggo

vou're talking

my arm, I'll call a cop.” 3
“Dear, dear!” replied the olher, in
the same cool, maddening tone.

*Here's Constable Jervis at the corner.
Remember kim, Wally  Now, are you
going to come across—or shall T put you
in stir for Christmas.’

A terrified look eame inlo the little
crook’s face as he saw the implacable
look in the other's eyes.

“’Swelp me, sergeant!
nothink I he “hl:u;n-md

I ain't done
“I'll swear 1

ain't!”

“Tut, tut!” clucked Sergeant Stleele,
of the CID.  “A double negative
makes a positive. If you ain’'t done

nothing vou must have done somolhnu;
Let's take a look at that wire.

Mr. Juniper saw that resistance was
useless, 'With a sigh, he pulled out the
unopened telegram,




Che Union Jack, 1,26¢— Special Chrisimas Rumber.

“Here you are, rot yuh! Blowed if
1 reckernised you as a busy in that rig-
out! I dou’t know nothink about wot's
in the wire, and 1 don’t care!”

The plain-clothes man scarcee
at the orange envelope.
his grip on the litde
hm!ml a passing taxi.

“\"orl re coming a little ride with me,
Wally,” he said <ofily. **Ilow long you
stay in aur depends on yourself. D'ye
get met”

The rat-faced man said nothing; but
his face was murderous as the cab rolled
on towards the Westminster police
station.

“Let’s soe. yon came out two months

v glanced
kecping

man's arm, be

back, didn't \nu, Wallv?" said Detec-
tive Stocle. 41 hold you for failing
to r«\pml rou ]'t' W

“Liston here, Steele!. A bloke offered
mo a fiver to -ul‘a-lr that telogram for

him.  Who he was 1 dunno—s'welp me
bab. T ain’t ever seen “im before I -
AR @ Stecle solily. * And

where were you 1o phian-
thropist with the f-.hr-n 4

Wally hesitated. 11e ked his dry
lips nervously

“1 wasn't {0 meet hin anyw hero. 1
‘ad lo post it on to him 1 ceriain
place—miles away from ‘ere repliod
Wally. :

4T see™  drawled  the deteetive
“What's this fellow’s name?

what's lio like?”
The liitle crook glanced neryd
of the window as the cab drew

v]oul know ’is
Robinson,” he 4
with ~1|{(iv:1 aniny
L E00—

and talked

o5k
*imselt
added,
sort of cove
as a clereymien,
pilot, too!

DetectiveSergeant
shrowdly at tl

i, -l\""

sren’h to mect
s ho to get the telegs
p me—l ‘ad to post it
mll:ulsio-l ihe un.‘mu man
Al' ‘{li mnson,
care of the G.P.O., ‘-:nmr}'mu

AR said “'l‘rm‘.ml 1 ~n.t v,
“Mobhe you'll get a Christmas dinner,

e ¥

i, ™
*ad to send it to Mr. Richs

after all, Come in the cooler for a it
my lad, while ¥ check up en your
statement.”

EXTON BLAEE and Tinker

were alone in the library of
Manor-house when a

messige arrived 1
\‘nl‘d, reporting the de

had

tie man  the Yard ul'fl.-l‘\("
ll}\ ‘ll’ Irezsed as “ Wally.
ke scanned the telegram, and his
grey evoes parrowed.

It Saxenham is a few, miles
from liere,, young 'un. ‘Thie unknewn
Kiduapper has cvidently covered his

He seems to

{races prelty complotel
be a person of considerable resource.
I think syou and ¢ tts should take n
little run over {o Saxenham mmmdmtr.\
d keep tabs on the post office. In
rdance with wy instructions, Steele
8 forwarded on the wire of ace eplance,
fancy the clusive Mr. Richard
son will fall into the trap.”
ut, I say. guv'nor,” began Tinker
v m.‘atly “1 hate to sispect a person
without definite proof; but it loogks to
me as if the Rev. Ambrose is seting
kind of quecrly. Why should he deny
that he has a car? Or, for that matter,
there's the hint you let fall that young
Junior was kiduppped by an old and
intimate fricnd. 1L seems inconecivablo
io me—unless it all points to the viear.”
Bluke smiled er‘].\ticn“}

“As vsual, young 'un, you are dedne-
ing from false premises. Your job ¢

to bang around thc post office at Saxon-
ham. T} put a phone cnll |hm-1ph to
the local pn.fmanm. to advise hin of
your ecoming. Get Coutts and the local
mepector to detain anybody asking for
letters addressed o0 R nson, and we
shall sece—what we shall sce.

Tinker rose to lis fect, a puzzled ex-
pression on his boyish face, just as Ruff
flanson entered the room.

The gunman sleuth’s battered ecunten-
anco was unnsually grave,

“Say, Blake.” he drawled,
i kinda gnﬂlm: me down, Peoor old
Ben Cayterer’s hit durned badly. He's
just walking nrmnul and around the
house ltka a guy wha's been hoodooed.
The suspense i3 Killing him; and we
con't do a darned tl Qur hands are

tied until this skunk shows out in the
i

“this caso

opern
“Which will e very soon. T trust,”
interrupted Blake he police have

already got the kidnappers’ go between
m London,”

Bricfly detootive described  the
turn ovent ol I'.]-u‘

“Well, 'y somcthing ™ o HIK tated
Ruff Manson. " Guoess Il travel with
Clontts inker to this Saxenhfim
|::du.‘.“

v sheulders, and

1 look on his

i M

La ¢ <] show
the skunk where lje

ilake did not roply; be was wrapped
in thooght and pongent clouds of

Noue kuew l\rllnr 1han
a waiting game, and ho
v that the unknown

moke

LoD oCe
Lo that

shadows of Chrisimas
womng into twil
rer =at j"lnll! hu'
feanine hiead in his hands

v picture of despair,

h\-n the obulliont high spirits  of
ould uot disnel the wloom
nshrond. the Manor-
Ambrose ll! d ¥
od to 1
ests
with

unobtrusively  with-
wonso of sorrow,

e wandering gloomily
yaneds of Lyvveden Manor,

Tiby just as Parsons

T -0 ;I.l'

I
“Iu]“'l II‘}I'

grave as he an-

ip vaguely from

Al Tarsons,” he

right,

your pavdon, siv,” noughn‘ll

the mansecvant. “1 suppose there
—ahom [—isn't any news of young Master
Junior yet, si he neaired, Weao
are naturally verv concerned in  the
sorvants' and—"

“Yes, quite ! T appreciaie yotir sym-
pa Parsons. Nn: I'm sorry to ~..-u
there is no news.  Mr. Blake is just
telephoning  through again to Saxen-
han.”

“Now, don’t woun' worry, Mr.
l‘.L\fu-r'L‘v'." said .':]1'“1:-!1. “Fou've got

Blake's word that he'll spe this throu h,

and beliove me when he says so—it goes,

*This hlighter Robinson—ar whatever
his DLeastly nanie is—will call for the
telegram, and friond Coutts’ll be wait-
ng for him with a pair of handeuffs.”

T doulit i7" =atd the voice of Sexton
Blake himself.  He had quietly ap-
pvurml in the doorway,

“This man Reobinson seems to be an

exceptionally  cautious and  clever
e¢riminal,” he went 'on. - "I have just
tung through te Saxenham, aud 1'm
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afrnid T have nnth?ng ericouraging to
report.”

“What's that 7 demanded Caylerer,
his face grey.

“A small urchin named Joo Fowler
called at the post office, inquiring for a
letter for a Mr. Robinson. Coults cross-
examined him, and the hoy's story was
A simple one. A tail gentieman in a
fur-lined eoat in a motor-car stopped
lim on the out=kirts of Saxenham
village and offered him®five shillings to
cotlect the delter and bring it to him.

*“His deseviption of the man was
vagne,  He was morve explicit ahout the
car—a yellow coups. Coutts aud Ruif
l':m»nn promptly bundled the boy inte
thetr o tomebile and drove harricdiy (o
1‘“‘ repdeevons at Saxe Bridge.”

“Yes, yes: go on!" urged Cayterver
caze rlyv.
..ni there was no sign of the
l-fn'h'ru-ﬂu ) rnm-hu!ml Blake.
I:unv-n- ' groaned Ben Caxterer
\\'L'u_ done, Mr. Dluke!

sive

said I..w deteotive
| lig situation is complicated,
aps, hut unt hopeless.”
“Tell ni ]ilukl- * began Splash Page
euriaisly, you meant pred
when vou said hmlm didn’t ery

18 s he met v old friend 1
answoer  the erimivologist  un-
oarthod ittle® fluffy objeot he had
¥ the missing 's bed-

wr with a tiny scrap of red

v ovepe hair, my dear fellow:

stackpipe I I'nmnl a shred of

nel.  What does that suggest
to vou?

“*Giood 00 it now ™

} “ Junior didn’t

heavens ! 1
sh Pape.

cry out begause he, like most other kids
last night, « expeeting Santa Claus.”
“Tropiselv,” said Blake. *“Gur cronk
is an  cnterprising  and  versatile
individual : it was a tonch of genius to
litguise himself in the on costumie
W h.- h oo .,llm a ¢ hild's suspicio
“Ths n-mtg rat " growled Ben Cay-

teror. tppose ho pinched the Rev.
Ambrosc’s costume after the vicar had
disp o \\uh H 3

Rlak <hook his head.

“On the contrary. 1 have inken the
opportunity of -.\.mmml:! that costime,
mnl this material is an tntnul\' dilferent
testure to that of the viear's. The
wore twouSanta Clans hm'r-. Inst night I
he adided significantly, By the way,
Me. Covterer, do you happen to know of
anvene named Lemuel Clay 77
o shook his head.

: he beran.
the butler, who was deftly
comoving the ety tea-ihings, dropped
one of the fragile cops with a ceash.
His fingers fumbled as he bent over the
delivis, and Blake's eves narrowed.
“Thnosorey, sie ! mumbled the man-
servant,  “Tm afraid P've Been very
.

Hi= hack was towards the detective as
he picked up the broken pieces of
parcelain, but when he straightened his
face was as white as death

A loud kiock sounded at the front
door of the honse, and a look of relief
came into the butler’s face as he hurried
to answer u

Splash Page and Tiuker exchanged
significant glances. The newspaper-man
had noticed the hutler's agitation at the
mention of Lemiel Clay’s name.  What
did it mean, and who was the mysterious
Mr. Clay? :

Parsons reburned a fow moments later
with a round, flat package in his hand.

“ One of the villagers laft this for you,
" he satd defercntially.

G avterer took the parcel and examined
it curiously. It was wrapped in brown
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paper and was about el inches 1
diameter,

He undid the string and e
black waxen gramophone ]I'f’()x({.

Now 1 w who sent me t

onder

he said hblank “Blamed if 1
any musical villagers!”

He scanned the dise with some
bewilderment,  The hand-swritten label
of the record was, “A Christmas Caral,
Npecially Recarded,” and 1t was obvious
that most of it had not heen recorded

ar, only a narrow ring of =ound-impres
eing visible,
L\ like a new and vp-to-date
istinas  waits,”  laughed
over and exemined
iriensiv. Suddendy o queer «
pression into his g eves, and |
month i o into a grim. {irm |

Let he whipped out a
and with it he took {
fromn  the millionaire

IFrom hi
}lumi.wl.-
ging

the idea?” bezan Den

Blake did not reply verbally, hut

ssed over to the gramophone in the
carner of the library.

e fixed a needle in the sonnd-iox of
the instrument and gently placed ithe
record on the turntable.

A faint whirring sound fellowed, and
then throngh the library a scream of

agony rang out, picreing and shril

“Pon’'t! Don't! Oh, daddy, undd_\',
he’s hurting me !”

It was the voice of Junior Cavterer !

The millionaire leapt to his feet, his
face bloodless, his lips twiiching spas-
mm]wall\'

“Blake.” he croaked hoarsely,
devilry is this? What 2

His voice trailed away as a metallie,
incisive voice came from the gramo-
phone.

“Say, Ben, how=d've like vour Christ-
mas carol? The kid gets more of the
hot iron unless you come through with
the dough and call off your ‘tecs.”

“what

————

Clzapter 8.

Ruff Runs Into Trouble.

HITE and trembling in every
limb, Ben Cayterer stared
at the diabolical dise which

had so faithfully recorded
the voice of his lLittle son
sereaming  under the torture of his

captors.

“The fie The cununing fiends!
he croaked By Ieaven. Blake, this
more than flesh and bloed can stand! 1

Fye

With a moan. he crumpled into his
chair. Flis iron constitution had snapped
under the intolerable strain of hearing
the apguished eries " of the son he
idolised.  Hexton Blake snapped off 1h
chastly record with iz mockineg tile,

An unwented blazed in lus

spot of colour
vheeks.

“By ea Splash,’ hu hissed, and
his fists clen: lu d savagely, “I'll get this
man, if s e all 1 possess ! Quick!
Get ; Ao bed and et him
rest; the \u.m~ pm\vd too much for
him. Ring up the dector.”

With the aid of Parsons, the jonrnalist
managed iq hall drag, ball carry the
eom e figure of the movie magn: ate to
Liis room

¥ lo, Blal ke lur)L aff the

Al hig Iu'(] roonn,

m his silk

Special

apened his reacarch-
he took o p'nxl of
hite powder. 1le lightly dusied hoth
sides of the record and ecxamined b
minutely through a powerful lens

An hour later Tinker found him, on
his vefurn, busy with a pad of iele-
graph-forms and a pencil. The crimino-
togi=t hardly looked up from the ff)l'l nns
of abstruse figures he had jotted down
on a pad when the lad entered the room

‘I say, guv'nor,” began Tinker,
“ywe'te had a deuce of a wild-ge
chase ! he began,

the light and
¢, from which

“Thig uvmmn" blighter Robliuzon sent
a kid
‘I know, I know!" Bloke

tritably.  “Go down to

aitice, tell them i's polive

got these wires eff mmrmedintely
He handed his ¢ i

and relocked his researchi-cas
! gave one glance at the griw,
expression  on  his  guvinor’
vanally Impassive face and hurricd w"
ef the room.
at for a while drumming li

s in a ceascless tattao on tl
ol his chair,

then he doffed hus lounge

sult and changed into his dinner jacker

; OWNSTAIRS, TRuff  Iapson,

1 Coutts, and Splash Poge were

talking in whispers when Blake

entered  the library.  The

- Arerican looked up with a
haggard expression,

Say. old timer, the doc's been, Ben's

had a slight stroke, and mustn't be dis-
turbed on any account, What's hap-
pened exactly ¥

“1lappened?’  cchoed Blake. ‘“It

means that this man Robinson—or what-
ever his name fs- the most beartless
and brutal blackmajler I have ever ex-
perienced in a fairly lenglhy profes-
sional career!”

The detective's voice was vibrang with
pa~~ion

“He is torturing that child: and wiih
callous devilry has actually recorded the
poor little fellow’s screams of agony on
a gramophone record. I tell you, Rnff
that if I lay my hands on him I'll

1Iis fists clenched and his volce was a
trifle unsteady.

“By the loly Heintz, T'II—T'il
him for sure, Blake!” declared Ruft
passionately. “1 ain't ever killed,
except in self-defence, but this time——"

An ugly look crept into his blue eyes,
and his hand dropped signiticautly to his
hip.

“Dinner is served, sir.”

Parsons' imperturbable voice broke in
suavely as he entered the room with his
peculiar, cat-like tread.

Coutts gave a slight grimace.

“1'm afraid it's not going to be a v
cheerful meal, Blake, he remarked.
“Peoor Mrs. Bardell. she's spent hours

croak

ary

preparing it! We musin't disappoeint
the old girl.”

Together they filed into the dining-
roon:, just as Tinker returned, cheeks
)“lu\‘. from his errand to the village

“Sent “em off, guv'nor. The lu-‘z[
inspector O.K.'d them; bul the tele

graphist didn't -hulf curse at

work overtime on Christiaons ae
anneunced.

Blake nodded abstractedly as he
down to the table.

It was a far from hilaricrs meal. The

us of the erippied boy still rang

in Sexton Bluke's ears, and the illness of
their host added to the gloom that
reigned like an evil miasma aboui the
Liouse.

The turkey--besulifuily «
stuffed  with  Mrs dard

forcemneal —did not
<'.1(mn it des

arldvont af the olum-pa
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ed in a sub-

Was grec

of holly and rum,
dued fashion.
 Mrs. Bardell herself sensed the ten-
sion as she entered with the pudding.
The good »d in what

sounl

had Inxuria

she called “a reel pood ory,” and she
had  utPered & veral  bloed-curdling
throats tn the secvants’ hall relative o
the fate that lay in store for the kid-

nappers of her *httle lnmo
she dubbed Juaior Uayierer.
tha dizmal
it wer remembered,
of relief when the
adjourned to

famb,”" a8
ost Christmas
Tinker

v
sl

dinner  th

ani

there was o

kin do!
vintively, “The
cain't got a de-
itic auto with
to the vicar,
vet, according
got one,”
eplained,” retorfed
In.- vicar did at cne
Tt he zold it to a
couldu'c atford ta
checked that end of
cerctnined that the
bt by & Mr.

we

il out

wceording o
> the reverend, he

hian't

‘:,n_:u,“
fime
I 1

no
1

keep 1t up, T've
vid aizo

cntly

Lemuel Clay

*Whe's Lemuel (
asked Tinker eogerly

“That's what 1 should like
myself,” was the reply.
police have no record of the man—nor,
by an oversight, had they noted the fact
that the viear had sold his car.™

“Fact is, we're up a darned gum
said Roff Hansou bitterly. * And
'f 5 my durned fault! I've aeted like a

lay, guv'nor?”

to know
“The

et
(e

rao 1"

cheap skate! 1 n it's about time I
autt thra game and——""

~“You are not to blame. my dear
fellow,” broke in Sexton Blake, “We

are all equally culpable, for that malter.
This man Robinson is an unueally re-
sourceful and daring criminal.  To-
HIOTTOW, ry plolmhls. there'll be a
,mfhnr demand from him—with instruc-

tions how to pay over the moncy. It is
thﬂn that I shall act.”
“Well,”  announced Splash  Page

gloomily, az lurv his hands into his
trovsers pocke ‘it isn't often I regret
a scoop, Blake—and. talking journalistie-

l!?‘

ally, this s a big beat for me—but T
wish to Heaven it badn't occnrred!
That little kid cortured, and

He :mifed cyunically.  From the

village church came the peal of Christ-

mas belis in a glad carillon—clanging
Inyously their Yuletide message of peace
on eal Hr——mmxl\.ul to men, It secmed a
ghastly miockerv—one that failed 1o
drown the agonis=ed shrieks of the win-
some littie bov with the serious brown
SVOR,
Don't! Don't! Daddy, they're
hurting me!™
Noue of the four friend- were senti-

but the thought of a cripple

fald berng tortared in cold blood at
Christinastine—the  happy  feast  of
ctuldbiond — filled them with berserker
rage.

Th Dickens Yule that  they had
phi was darkened by the thought of
oy Tun alone-—helpless—scaved—and

all powerless to heip.
foll. In the grate the lags

I the flunes roared gleefully
ey,
the ane began to fall—
tvily. The b wind of the
ight had fallen, and for a

was oceupied by

the

ha

first to break

Il turn ‘in, gav'nor!™



B

The Union Jack, 1,260

announced. * It's not particularly bright,
and I'm fecling a bit tired.”

He yawned lustily, and with a fugitive
smile left the room.

" Poor kid, I'm afraid I've landed him
—and all of you—into a tough Linda
Christmas [ said Ruff Hanson lugub-
riously.

Blake smiled.

“1t's not your fault, Ruff—let us hope
to-morrow will bring some definite news,
I have distinct hopes that the identity
of Mr. Robinson will be revealed—and
likewise that of Mr. Lemuel Clay.”

Special Christinas Rumber.

opencd the door. His ro

in the cast wing of the manor house,
and overlooked the servants’ quarte
For a moment ar two he stood to

in the passage, listening. Siler
brooding hush, sin - with mgnace.

The gunman sleath exchanged one of
his weapens for an electric-toreli, aud
in his bare fect tiptoed soundlesly down
the corridor. At the head of the stair-
way he pavsed and flashed the light into

the cavernous gloom of tl hallway
Lelow. :
The hall was empty. An ancient

Sam McCalla crumpled up with a gasp of agony as Mrs. Bardell’s

umbrella caught him a vicious

dig; and then the indomitable

woman turn-d lo belabour Liverpoal Lil.

€d HOOO0! lloocoo!l”

A long, mbuunan  wail
rang cerily ont through
the night silence that

enshrouded Lyveden Mauor.
Ruff Hanson awoke with a start.

iven before his eyes were really open,
his great fists had reached under his
pillow for his beloved six-puns. Tt was
wearly three a.m., he note d glancing at
the illuminated dial of his watch that
hung on the bed-rail,

“What in tarnation?” he growled.
“Sounds  like a  blamed owl, and
cot—"

Again that ecvie wail cut into the

night silence. The gunman sleuth leapt
noisclessly from his bed —pisiols in hand.
It was the same sound that he had heard
during the vicar's ghost story ithe pre-
vious mght—nmcl\mg, mumo;m,

“If that's Headless Hugo,” rasped the
Awerican, “this is where he gets his 17

Ruff Hanson drew on hiis flamboyantly-
colonred  dressing-gown  and  softly

grandfather ¢lock ticked soleminly in the
corner. lIn the small grate a few red
embers smouldered.

“Queer ! muttered Raff Hanson,
conld have sworn 1 heard —"

“q

He broke oft =uddenlv. His trigger
finger ti;{!hlrmmd. A queer metallic
clank, as if somcone was dragging

Lieavy chains along a stone foor,

He crept down the stairs,  The clank-
ing was fainter now, He turned
abruptly 2 the doorway that led to the
butler's pantry.

It was ajar. e caw a panelled room
with plain but serviceable furniture and
a service lift that communicated with
the wine-celiars, Ruff Hanson's eyes
narrowed ws he glinipeed 2 yellow Line
of light behind the doors of the Lift.

“Now, what in tfarnation " he
breathed, tiptoving tow ards the panelled
w u[l “1t Jooks as

Again came the eerie inhuman wail.

“Hot riggety dog!™ snapped Ruff,
tugging at the doors of the service lift.

] el

19

s fairly
had m

d-like eleva "
big American
uncomfortable  attitnde
eecommodate his bulk.

‘-'ruml“r-“]_\, Lthe
lasemoent.

with a |<1h—-.ll.n[ Huﬁ
i the well-stocked wine-
n Manor. An electrie
d in the arched roof.
innumerable wine bottles
thi ||_]II. That much Rulf
saw as he cantiously ~nwr|:c'd from his
ped position—i llui then it llamu ned,
masked men sprang from
a wine bin, and unlnckily
[ mph. in the lift rope
wpple Wi th = assail-

i

gged at tho cord.

seended into the 1

stopped

1

One of the mas Ll d
of rage as liis
¥ blood. Rulf's
a hbillet—but he was
position. Hefore he
foat from the
O ad mian brought
barrel of a heavy Srth-
o Amoerican’s skull,
and savage blow.
allapsod Innp[_\ﬂ his Iu_n]y
of the 1ift,
1" muttered
L I A
others  start

the so0s

ant
osy Ya
shattored w
before the

he

o crooks dragged
conscions body out of
dumped 1t unecrenoniously
of the eellar,

«d man oursed livi

ly as

Juie
banda

helploss A
brutally in ~}|o‘
“1s the tide on the turn? he
ely. “We'll lhl\a' to el
that hound Blake
et nothing 1" rasped the
lou stay on till that next
I'hat fool Dlake's

oking for Cayterer’'s

.»yr--u..l he
e ecrossed over to one of the wine
bins and pressed & -nmi! button lot into

mediately the bottle-laden

W T back, re r-ulmn a

fro:n which ne a
h, eclean air out-

doors.

get  back to  your . room,
’ .'-ll.l'lpl'(: the man ‘n the
"Pileh what yarn yeun like to
mi for that broken ~wrist. The
sannd of the shot weon't penctrate up-
stairs. They knew what they were doing
when they bt these cellars. No jerry-
" Uauncilbouse  stuff  down

hlllll]lng
e i

Parsans, the silent and irreproachable
butler of Lyveden Manor, removed his
mask and his face wocked strangely.

“T'm getting windy, Clay,” confessed
the man addressed.  “That  hound
Blake's got X-ray eyes. ©Once he finds
out ah(m——

“PDon’t he & fool " enarled the other.
“1 tell vou that after to-merrow we're
on  velvet, Jules'll look after this
beauty, We a 'Ian( nlyzhf and ‘no
names no pack drill,’ ” he added, with
a signihicant scow! at the unconscious

American
From the cavernous aperture in the
wall of the wi olar there came the
sonnd of appreaching footsteps.
“Upetaos with you, quick! We'll
attend to this brute I snapped Clay.
With trembling fingers Parsons tied
B u..mil\u'm.[ round his injured wrist,




)
Q

acd glance slowly
ates that led 0 bis

without a ba
ascended the cells
sanciuary.

e

EXTON BLAKE and Tul
entered  the brealfast
punctually at 8§ am

They ovcapled the we
of the manorhouse, and !
sound that Ruff Hawson bad

l during the n.;'ht had not poe

vlll_-"r

=

ir m d o far to (ll« urh their slumber:,

“How is Mr, Uavierer mors -
ing?"  inquired Blake LrE0n s
entercd with the coffec .

butler shook his hoead pravel

Not vert bright, sir. He says he'd
b gr'uvt'r fLf .Jw'-'l :h p in on hin

fter breakfast. e v very Lrouliled
"h\ :

“You don' L OOL i ywight vour-
self, my man,” said Bl after a keen
scratiny  of thc butler's pale face and

1 0=, “Wha h wppened W

It Wi Had an accident

S —T—er ined think

slipned lown the winece
tatr { the hal g -;)(w

Blake shot & Lkeen glagee at the
and noted his embar Hi

nothing, howeve

- Detective-Ingg
e entered th
** Good-mornin

0w

P

raaotn
V" sald the Yard man

cheerfully, r oo e for a
walk, eh, Blake'
He jerked his head towar B wit

dow. The lawn af Lyveden

white with frozen smow. and there wa

i LL‘L'I lit‘:llil;;- tang of frost ia ¢
1\ ff's late this ma g, guv aor”

announced Tinker. “*He's gencra i

1y bird.”

The voungster yed himself to toast
and  marmalade a e . butler re
entored the room with™ 2 bowdle o
feiters,

‘The morning e

\ letter and a telegran: tor M
one for Mr, ]{)' son. and the reat oy
Mr. Cayterer.”

ood ! BM'L‘ Wie. Hanson's
coming d(mn Yaraons,” said the detes
t ripping open the telogram
Ah!" he gave a sigh ol

as he read fthe 1of  messag
contained,

“We progress. my dear Coulis
certainly progress. The Re e
went, with their unfailiog (hx rerg

(i bomned

dis patch, hasve alveady
i '{u]‘»lu.u

'”‘ll‘v Of Lh‘._‘ SLsVe - r
Coutts pansed with ar

midway between his plate and
mouth.

*What's that?” he vn'-unvn OB
have him taped? By Jove, that « mond
news, Blake! Who 1s hc'

3lake tapped the felegrawm with his
lean fingers
“Mr. Robinson is an Awmertcan ero

named Sam McCalla, who has alceads
served a term or two i the Swates,
Here's a full deseription of huan, with

the additionally intevesting nuhnnu\lmu
that Le is believed to be in B
and working with a notorions
u‘mL nametl Liverpool Lul

olnnd
WOIat

“1 kpow the wvixen,” “and
she works the Bilno km.mm;; stuat. Uin-
upilous as she s prelis fove, that
iplifies matters, Blake! Witk

deseriptions, it won't T oa Tew  houes

before

“IF vou please. sir, Mr Hanson does
nol  appear to in his room,’ an
nounced Pavsor 1 oan agibuiod
“Iis morning cup of tea s unton
on the floor of the carridor !

*“What's that?"' Blake sr 1
ﬂhxi'p his eve narrow 14
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fell on Parsons' wrist, Hastily the
butler tried to econceal it behind his
back, for crecping through the plenti-
ful supply of bandage was a erimson
stain.

With a bound the
his feet and twisted tf
arm behind his back, Pa
squenl of agony.

“Queer sort of sprain that bleeds,
Pa : snapped  the criminologist.
“Let's have a look at that wrist!®

The butler was powerless in Blake's
vice-like  grip. He  writhed and
squirmed, but his strageles were useloss,
Take off that by
ordered Sexton Blake. And, despite the
mun's strugeles, the newspaper man un-
bound the mjured limb, The fre<h, clean
bullet-wound, hidden by it= 1“u1uli\u
wrapping of gauze and otled sitk, was
revealed,

AR!"  said Blake sofiddy. “Now,
ons, Come ACToss -and come across
quick. Who shot you?

l'mw ms licked his dey lips nervously,
“I—I don't kuow!” he quavered,
Heaven's my witess, Alr, Blake,
[—" -

“Coults "—Dlake's  eves
rn as hie turned to tl

detective rose to
butler’s left

sONA gave i

ndag Spl;:'»h,"

were  very
Yard man-—

bt/ charge of him! a few
hours In a cell might I sullen
tongue. 1 charge him rocon-

cerned inoa conspiracy to et 'ml roney
with muonaces
Hfore IHeaven, I'm
cried Pavsons, 1 don't know
anvihiog about Master Cavterer! I—I
bad nothing to do with ir, and that's
Gospel irth 17
There was a ring of sincerity
g 3
man’s voiee, and Blake looked
seavchingly.
“1f you are innocent, how,
were you shot 77 he demanded.
“I—I can’t tell you!” said the man
sullenly, “It w hing to do with

inocent, Mr,

in the
at him

and why,

Junior Cayvierer—that I'll swear on the
Book !

Coutis grabbed hold of Parions’ sound
1T,

“You're going to mlu a little walk
with me, my man' he announced

ar

s looked wildly vround the room,
bui escnpe was Impossible.  Cursing,
protesiing his innocence at the top of
his voice, he was led ont of the library
between Coutts and the L‘I'u!u nHews-
paper wman,

“By Jove, guvinor!" ejacolated
Tinker.  “The plot certainly thickens.
What made you suspect Parsons,
guv'nor '

Blake shrugged.

“Whether he is implicated with this
man McCalla vemains to be seen. One
thing is certain—he knows Mr. Lemuel
¢ l“\, who, it seemns, is the owner of the
vellow car that Ruff Hanson saw on
Christmas Fve. His agitation in the
librarvy when I mentioned the name to
Mr. Cayterer was palpable proof of the
fact. I have a hunch that an hour or
two in the cooler. as the Yanks say,
will induee him to confess”

"Iﬂ where's Ruft, guv'nor? After
all, we've no dn-ﬁmto proof that Parsons
i3 mxpln ated.’

“TIf T'm mnot much mistaken, that
bullet-wound came from either Willy or
Wally,” said Blake qunietly.  “Thai
means that friend Ruff hos already
turabled to Parsens’ duplictry.”

e opened the envelope. which had
been forgotten in the exciterment, and
read its typewrilten contents with a
frowa, It ran as follows:

* Cleax —out of this case, vou poor
Tell Cayterer that unless he comies

across by to-morrow midnight the kid'll
dic—slowly. Iand the money and
Spagoni’s spiel to the man youw'll find
waiting at the cemetery gates at 11 p.nu
Boxing Day.

“He is unaware of the conlents of
the package you give him. so keep thes
cops out of it, or——""

“This man McCalla means busine
said Blake grimly, *“Come along, voune
‘un! T'll phone his description to the
police-station, and then we'll make a
scarch of the estimable Parson-' roam.”™

Chapter 9.

Mrs. Barcle” to the Rescue,

HEXN Ruftf Hanson recovere
conscinnsness it was nearly
(I.nbx. ak, His moutl was
parched and dry. and |

felt like a piece

srorched ﬂun”r'

He was

of a numb, achir

pain in hii limb wd it did not t
him long to realise that he was
trussed and helpless as Mrs, Bard
Christinas turkey.

He fricd to rise painfully, bur
throbbing head pained abominably
he let loose a pungent string of Texan
profanity as his eye: came accustomed
to the dim light of davn.

He found that he swas bound hand and
foot, and confined in a dark, no
cubby-hole that smelt of tar and A~
water. By the gentle rocking motion
he deduced that he was aboard sl
though whereabouis on thy ocen:
could not gather.

“Blue bells, what a blamed fool ! he
muttered bitterly.  “Hog tied like a
poor simp—me, Ruff Hanson—the 1ouzh
from Toughville !

He racked his brains to account for
his presence aboard this malodor
craft. There was no throb of engine
and the rocking motion of the boat was
rhythmic and gentle.

“1 guess we're at anchor somewhere,
but where and how I['in blamed if |

i} |

know !” he murmured. Mot dog! If I
¢'d lnv my mitts on that guy DParsons
r'd—--

e 1)1'0kc off as the door of his pri-on
opened  cautiously and a_  swarthy,
bearded individual clad in a blue jors
and an oily peaked cap surveyved
with arms akimbo.

“"Hal 2o }‘ou haf gonsciousni
recovered !’ said the newcorner.

rancid

torating neatly into a pool of
bilge-water.

“bm listen, squarelead!” demanded
Ruff. " What's the big beezeans*"

The other grinned : .1rdom('ull§.

“You Yankee fool, your nose inlo
odder beoble's business ’ave boked,

never again vill you do dat!”

“I'd like to poke a gat info
blamed ribs!" growled Ruff.
herring-faced Hun !”

“You vait till der boss come. you
another song vill sing,” was the stolid
reply.

“Say, listen, squarehead!™ pleaded
Ruff, though it went much 1"'ain~l the
grain with “him to plead with any man
“If a thousand dollars are any o ‘.ul lo
yve—hand me a knife!”

lhu other laughed harshiy,

“You tink I a fool am? My
are to see von don’t escape.”

He  stooped 3 the prostrate
Anierican and his bonds with
approval,

vou
“You

ordera
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“Ha! Jule: have a goot job of dose
lenots miade,” he announced gutturally.

Later vou take a voyage, and you
an't \unhu\r hack !”

He slammed the deor behind him,
leaving Ruff Hanson to his thoughts.

Who was the mysterions boss, and how
did he come aboard the ship?

Yainly he tried to answer the
questions,

“If 1 only had my gats now!™ he
groaned. " There might be a fighting
chanece t =

He broke off suddenly, for, as the
<hip gave a slight lurch, he slipped from
the cotl of rope on which he had been
flung and felt a knubbly protuberance
beneath his armpit.

“ Blue bells!” he
left me Wilbur!”

Wilbur was the whimsical name with
whieh he had christened his little Bolt
automatic, which he carried sleeping or
waking, Texan fashion, in a shoulder
halster,  Evidently his captors had been
vontent with removing his two six-guns,
Willy and Wally, .md had O\Ql_li)(_)l\ud
the tiny, but equally deadly, weapon
smuggled beneath his armpit in its oil-
skin helster.

“Oh boy!" breathed Ruff IHanson
happily.  “This is where T pull some
Houd stuff, and then ‘say it with

chugkled. * They’ve

e gamman slenth knew all there was
to know about repes. In his earlier life
i J'n~\1- as a cowboy he was an expert
lariat-thrower, and had amused his com-
vades in the bunkiiouse and at Rodeos
by imitating some of the late Houdini’s
~p|-!'['.u'\llin' eSCapes,

It was a Lknack once learned as a
source of amusement that had proved
him in good stead in his later carcer as

detective,  Heartened by the know-
ledge that he was armed, Rufl squirmed
and wriggled to manomivre the necessary
‘slack 7 which was a preliminary to
freedant.

It was a tough job. The knots had
evidently been tied by a =eaman, and
were cunningly  placed in  the sult-
stiffened rope that was wounhd like a
hamnock lashing round his body.

For over an bhour Le squirmed and
\v‘,:l:::ﬂ- :d to ease Lis cramped wrists, the
tope fraying hh flesh, and his strong
white teeth aching with the effort to
unfasten the knots,

He was forced to desist from his
effaris at length to take a breather.

Panting aund exhausted, he lay back
just as the door opened and the bearded
man peered in. He seemed to be
satisfied that his captive was safe, for
he gave a sardonic chuckle and made
a grimly suggestive gesture with his
linger across his throat as he took his

ORVE,
Rufl’s

Gradually

Pperaeveraiice  was

rewarded, and he succeeded, at the cost
of Dbleeding wrists, in wrenching his
hands free {romm their Londs. Though
his head still throbbed like a steam-
hammer, he fcwlhnl\ set to work to
untie his pinioned legs.

The pain was excrociating as  the
blood circulated inte his cramped limbs
again.

Iis rugged face twisted into an ugly
grin as he slid his hand into his arm-
pit, and his fingers closed round the
cold, comforting bult of his gutomatic,

He was a strange spectacle, with his
bloodstained head, bare feet, and
flowered silk dressing-gown; but there
was grim nulpo-umhrc“ in his face as
he crept towards the door, that boded
ittle good for his captors,

EANWHILE, Mrs. Bardell,
}nn mg  superintended  the
luncheon arrangements, had
arrayed herself in her best
black  bombazine dress and

her black straw bonnet, with its nod-

ding osprey plume and glistening jet
ornaments.

“Jane Lllen,” she announced, “I'm
going to take a little institutional afore
funch. Now that that ‘umbug and
hippogriff  Parsons ‘as been Illmhul
p'riaps you'll believe what I said about
im. Lot this Le a warning to you, my
eel. Dill-water runs steep, as the pro-
verh says; tho what the price of baby's
dill-water as got 1o do with it I can’t
condescend.’

She suiffed audibly, and, grasping her
umbrella, sallied out of the kitchen into
the spavious g loumh of Lyveden Aanor,

She passed through the lodge gates
to the winding roadway that led to
Lyveden an the one hand and the little
fishing village of 3 _(‘nh.uu on ilw
other, By the signpost she halted and
pecred at the indicator.

Wind .uul ramm had almest obliteratod
the faded lutvn)m. and Mrs. Bardel)
turned to the right.

Even as she did =0 a powerful aulo-
mobile 1.|1ucd the corner at a grea
pace and churned a gout of slushy rud
from a puddle. depositing the greater
part of it on Mrs. Bardell's pu'1011~
bmnlmunu dre

“Hi, you willain! she screamed,
,‘].)al\mg her umbrella at the rapidly-
disappearing  juggernant.  “TUIl have
the love on you. I will! You "u-ul
‘ulking road-og. a-splashing and smash
mg your way as if you owned the Lloom-
ing earth!”

With  her pocket-handkerchief  zhe
strove to repair the damage. but with
little effect. Grasping her skirts and
displaying an alarming cxpanse of
clastic-sided boots and striped stocking,
the good soul hurled objurgations at il
heedless mororist,
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“That means 1’1l have to tramyp fo
Lyveden for some puLoI to clean this
mess, if theie’s a chemist open,” she
zald bitlerly

Resolutely yripping her umbrella, <he

trudged dJdown the road, fu.!mma"!“_‘.'
against nml.o.-n[:; n Luwml bt
paused jor breath on the ontskiris of

Lyveden Vll.ugl‘ then suddenly her eyes
glittered. In the driveway of a house
set a litle back from the highway she

ught @ glhwpse of a high-powered car.

Ir was the green Hispano that had
yuined her dress

There was « “'To Let ” sign flanking
the gateway, and the placo had a di lapr-
darn appearance, altheugh the house
\]]U\Hu sigrns of HU,U\JdtIO!).

Mrs. Bardell grasped her umbrella in
her feft hand, and with the light of
battle i her eyes marched through the
gateway,

The autamnbile was empty, but she
appreached the house wrathfully, her
bluek bonuel nodds d"(l its ie‘L or

clattormp o her nuhg atlon.

“I'll let ‘em ki who's 00 ! ' she

ered, " The owdactous——7=""

trohe  off

suddenly. A cartain
had been raisedd for an instant in an
upper room add a small white face ape
peated for o second at the window.
Foowae the fnightened face of little
Junior Cavteres
“Well T bl gasped Mra, Bar-

gunutly, ‘The pore lamh!”

boy’s  face

curtain was ye-
Vi { face grow ¢rin-
witle wrath. She approached the
blistered doorway and tlw'wl at
L It pealed” roverbe: ]
throus the hegse
hiroed  wovement sounded  from
i wl poctal and the door was
Gt tare inch or two.
‘What ye want queried a female
g winctonsly
w thin deor, you Tussv, or 1701
| the place down 17 retorted Mrs,

freotptiy, With a lightning

ke & {encer she thrust her

1 intn the aperiure and levered
cpen the daor,

“MHow dare vou!" shrilled the Hn”,

the other
ef this unwar-

ar

toad dhor

+, bosom heav-
e fuusnt i\

g. winbeslla raised

SOutvage, vou wolan \nu 11l £
vou ol Not only "ave you k
napiwd @ pore npereent, but vruined my
hest  bombaziue which  pore dear
B 2

* Fe tleaven sake, LilL” called a

Mma=colinge varee frome the head of the
. what's all the row abour 77

said Liverpocl

QLRI 8§ Orazy.

Thousands of boys nh‘cady find
(~ls to interest them in Hobhies
ckly. Large free fretwork
designsand helpful how-to-make } bady
articles on all kinds of pastimes,
Ask your newsagent for a copy
every Wednesday — price 2d.

writing (o bDereham  for

j them as below, t

Obtainable from any ironmonger or
lasgow, Manchester, Birmingham,

HOBBIES Ltd.

They never go out now!!

Fretwork keeps them happy all the time. With a Hobhies
QOutht they make all sorts of fine things, toys, models, brac
wireless cabinets, and even furniture.
contains all the necessary tools to mal\c a start, but ke sure
they are Hobbies and not inferior foreign ones which are

quite unsatisfactory.

HOBBIES FRETWORK QUTFITS

s+ Complete irom 26 to 45/-,
H one compiete. All

to any- ! British tools. Designs from
d 1d. to 1/6 and all tools and
materials for the beginner.
:‘)Mrtv~ or Hobbies Branches in London,
heftlisld, Leeds, Southampton, Brighton,
DERE‘.HAM. NGEFOLK

'nd a specimen copy of Every
and inLtere: sting  Irew £
out fret

{Dept. 34),

Any Hobbires

Get. this CATALOGUEL.

A 264 page Catal
" with 16 design
s on Frotwork,

krf" r ry, Polisking
=t and instructions hov
QOutht to puild 600 differ

everyday articl
. Price £d. ecomplet
any newsagentoriron-
- monger.  Or 1. post
free from DEREHAM
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Lil. nonplussed for the first tim
life. “ 3he came barging in here
mad woman, and——""

“Crazy, am I, vou scarleit ‘ussy!™
screamed Mrs. Bardell

Thwack !

Her umbrella caught the woman o
resounding blow across her shoulders

Liverpol Lil gave a scream of

and <he l(‘x!.'!t at Mr:. Bardell, who
stepped nimbly., The womnn cvook’™s eves
flashied with furv, her fngers
like the talous of a hawk ahou t i'\ &

" Raw, you fool! Get thi -cal

of it, she cried hy ¥

Sam ralla bounded  down  the
stairs, his .-aturumu face working con
vulsivels.

“Get out of here, woman!"" he thun-
dered, “or by heaven ['lIl—"

“Ouch!™

He crinnpled up with a howl of agony
as Mrs. Bardell’s wtabreila cavght hin
a vicious dig.

Liverpool Lil gave a anarl of fury

and scrambled at Mre. Bardell’s bonunet,
but that indomitable womau helabovred

her with her trusty  gamp, emiliing
piercing screams ab (he top of her lusrs
fungs at the =ame e

“[for — Heaven's -— sake rasped
McCalla, painfully trving to recover
his I “What s the
What all this wean?™

ek | Tosnapped a guiet -
from rind the half-open dooi ln.l
the game's up, Sam McCalla,  Stick
Tem pp !l

The door swung d o
steps stood Sexton [ ati putomati
in his hand.

11\'F y catb.

ig towards the

G0

H (N1I
T'o his

1l 1 1
i was ere [‘. latehed, and nat
Evi aptors  had
sted {0 the 1 who had
tied to keep him effectuall
1 Drisi
Cautiously spened dloor |
"0-'1| himself in o 1 Hrpation
. The sound of | e vached
from the end of ssnge, and
advanced cautiousiy, gun 1n hand,
towards it
He paused at the door of a cahin, and
heard the voice of (b in who hadd
| i 0 previow tn €
[ Lyveden
“It's all ‘U P hoy b white
livered cur Parsons’ botund to squeall’
he snapped.
“ Better  go

and let the o
ha l|. 7 .
el HAZUSs W
the Yard w
the manor?”
That's tFite

we ok
spending

r::-‘l'l-_{h

sure it was only on
ki thevire dow
r LAre ., 1

think smugzling. passed

vears back. But you ne
<1 tell vou this Ca

auvthing io do with

the blamed fool stay in

growled i other.  “After all, we'rn
only hootl ng e silles and

it's one of the learned professions bver
there. If that fool 1 .

hadn’t sub-let the mador
with Parsons in ch
glers’ cellar that leads o

L

Ruft Hanson
ning (o see dayviight
masked men bhe had seon m

grinned.,  Hi

PParson

car had nothing to do with

napping of Junior-—they wore can r'a.
Evidently  the exlenave  coll (s

Lyveden Manor were used as a el

Special Christmas Pumber —The Wnicn Jack, 1,200,

storing-place for = rrled goods and
were connected by a  subterrancuan
sage to tho sea.

“What about the Yank?” queried

wnother volice.

“0h. him*"  The bess’ voice was
contemptuons.  “Let him roc!  Best
thing we can doe now that Parsons’
p.'u}t-tl is to clear. The Sea Sprite’ll
take us to Ro ter, and then we'll
put—-="

“Your blamed mirts as high as they'l
20" anapped Ruff Hanson. as he flun
open tie cabin door with a crash
lovelled ln~ gun at the three occupants
of the l|}.|J| 1.

One was the bearded German, anofhe
was a tall, powerful-looking man with a
bald. ou_v;;-'-l.npeJ head and a fierce
black moustache. while the third was a
squaf, grizzied Frenchman.

£

Ruff was enjoying himself.
“Sorta hits vou where vou live—ch.
boysi" he remarked pleasantly, “Now

don’t try mo  funny  busing
Lewmuel Clay, n kit the pip blind-
fold at forty paces!”

“Curse snarled Clay,
s “I'll get vou
o hound ! vs on deck. and-——

the
yer,

voul?
leader

Pi

relops
FIIers

NEXT WEEK!

Another

long complete
story of

FURG, the FUR-MAN !

Sexton Blake and Tinker in the wilds

of the Canadian backwoods, and a plot
that overshadows anything that Furg
bas ever attempted before.  You must
be certain to get
°
CARGO!
Ord.r it for nex: Thursday.

sounded. over
- =hrilled,

.{(l(-r came the
pe. and the voice
snapped out

A sudden cor
head, and a po
Down the cotina
wmnd of heavy foot
of huspector Contts

i & Wi wash and Willis! Grab

l)i'f!l]'-‘

‘Howdy, ts. old timer!" said
Rult Hanso p|”| santly, as the Yard
man appearcd  af the cobin door.

ant Uil bunch, ain’s t r T

a Christmas-box—it's Boxing

A xnil.-) of fteprecations broke out

from Lemuel €

“T supposc t wihite-hivered houand
Parsons squen " he eried shrilly.
‘By Heaven, U get him, if I wait ten
years!”

i Parsons squealed,” answered
Coutts, “ You're under arrest, so come
quictly ! And o very nice fittle Christ
mas-box, too!” he added, with a grin
chuckle as he pped the handeulfs on

wrists of Mr. Lemuel Clay.

the

Epilogue.

RE. BARDELL  was  indeel
“monavch of all she pur-
veyed,” to quote her own
wortls, w pours after Mr
Sam ‘\l‘l Ha aud Liverpoo!

Lil were placed bLelind prison  bars,
there ta meditate on the meagreness of

their Yuletide fare.

It was nearly 7 p.m., and Blake's re-
doubtable It keeper queened it regally
i the =pe kitchens of Lyveden
Manor,

_ She was clad, as befitted her majesty.
in a spotless white apron over her black
bombuzine, and she wielded a wooden
spooit as a sceptre, while her minions
huastened to do her bidding.

1C

A delicious odour of roast turkey per-
meated the atmosphere,
Splash  Page sniffed appreciatively

and cocked the battered beaver of Alfred
Jln"lo over his forehoud.
Oh, boy. lead me to it!" he grinned
who had likewise donned his
Dickensian costume. “ What a day!”
Everyone was in high spirits now that
the dark shadow of tragedy had been
lifted from Lyvedon Manor. At Ruit

Hanson's suggestion everybody present
had resumed their Dickens’ costume,
and were now assembled before the

crackling lu" fire.

“We ain't gonna be cheated outa our
Christmas feed for the sake of a buncn
of plug-uglies!” Ruff remarked.

It had been an casy matter to persuada
Mrs. Bardell that her triemph in
tracing the kidoapper of young Cayterer
.-lu\1ll(l be celebrated by .|ll{14hcr Christ-
mas dinner in place of the one that had
been spoiled.

Fveryone had lent a hand with the
preliminary  arrangements,  with  the
result that the unregretted abszence ot
Parsons had made little diffierenee to the
household routine.

Little Junior Cayterer, (Elupi'{f‘ his
alarming expe ience, seemed very little
the worse for his adventure, and had
slept solidly through most of the after-
noott. Sexton  DBlake  himself had
departed on a rather mysterious errand
to London shortly after MeCalla's arrest,
and Tinket uneasily at the
k, which hnd just stru l\ seven.

“Wonder what the guv'nor's up to?
he murmure «l to Splash.  “Queer he
should dus I off like that! e said he'd
b for dinner, but if this storm
ol mu(h worse, 1 doubt it.”

The mullioned windows rattied in the

gllmnui

oe:

keen ecast wind as if skeleton [ingers
rapped on the panes, and down the
‘.nmm' soot-blackened slect stzzled in

Sudde nly the long
Grey Panther was

torer’s rather tired
brighte ll("]

E. Sounds like Mer. Pr.n\C - Sﬂ.id

eageriv. “I'll go and sce.”
He crossed over to the hall, and
Tinker and Splash heard Blake's quiet
deep.

glow \Uq: coils
siten  hoot of the
. and Ben Cay

he

voice outside, 'f"'r‘llu v with other
conant tones, thai were unfamiliar,
o door shut softly, and they heard
foct mounting the stairs,

".\‘«muthmr- dushed
going on,” muttered J mkm‘
what the deuce if 157

Y Possess your soul in
lad.” reproved ‘\51;.1 st

Ruiff Tanszon and Coutls were playing
a weird and wonderful game at the
card iable in the corner.

“What the deuce are you playing at "
chuckied Splash Page.

mysterious i3
“1 wonder

patience, my

“Game of Noo York-—which is
'Rollen de bones’ in the vernacular.
He's skinning me alive. Where'd you
fearn to dice, Coutts?” he

d inded of th(‘ l.uul man.
win a fortune in the States.”
The spector grinned widely as
pock v pile of silver. I ran a
Crown and Anchor baard when T was in
the Army ! he said complocently.
Over half an hour went by, the dinner
rong  revorberated  throughout the
house, bur still there was no sign either
of Blake or Ben Caylerer.
The mioutes passed,
glanced uncasily at Tinker.

and Splash
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“What on carth’s happening?’ he in evening dress, followed them into the Rather slowly he walked towards his
queried. “ Dinner was fixed for seven- roon, chair, and, as he reached it, a great roar
thirty, and here it is after cight * Mre. Bardell and gentlemen, may I of applause burst out frem rhe table.
o’clock.” present to vou Sir Julius Rome, the Mrs. Bardell's honegt face beamed

Suddenly a tap sounded at the docr. distinguished  specialist,” he said with happiness. Tears of jor rolled
and a moment later the footman and quietly. down her red cheeks. Nuff Ifanson gave
housemaid entered, bearing aloft grect The great physician bowed, and a mighty bellow that he had not thLl
stlver dishes. Tinker understood at last. This, then, since the far-off days when he lmd

They were followed by Mre. Bardell, was tho reason for Blake's mysterious  punched cattle on the Texas prairie.
red of face, triumphant of micn. errand to London. et ] . ITe pumped Ben Cayterer's hand till it

L “Dinner is served, gente!” she said “‘Heavcn bless you, sir! said Ben  ached. ;
and with a flourish, taok ﬂl‘ a gledming Coyterer huskily. Gentlemen—you “Say. ain't that a grand and glorious

¢ will, T am sure, rejoice with me that feujing? The best Christmas present of
Siy Julius, at the urgent request of Mr.  {ho lot.” he boomed. -
tall Mir RBlake thet dirhier 38 e Bilake here, came down to see Junior,
belicve he's with Mr., Cavierer some- instead  of waiting  until after the
: et " S & hioliday, as we had p‘.mncd
“1 was afraid that the ordeal throngh
which he had passed might have
affected him seriousfy, but I am pleased
to tell you that not only is he little the
worse for his adventure, and--best of

turker.
“ Jones,

E dish cover and revealed a va

“Horerah ' yelled  Tinke

A flush crept into the great doctor’s
cheek': and Blake; noticing  his
e¢mbarrassment, steered ‘him to a chair.

“Come, Sir Julius.  Mrs. Bardell 1=
anxious 10 show you another instsnce of
manipulative surgery,” ke said, glancing
with twinkling eyes at the turkey.

The footman nodded, and withdrew,
while” Mrs. Bardeil, knife and fork
poised above that gigantic bird, beamed
round the table.

“Which I sez it as shouldn™ " <he sll—he will be able to walk normally in That dinner beneath the rafiered roof
remarked, *“‘a mere lushus or tender 3 few < of Lyveden Manor, was a mom(‘nfous
& lew days. M »

bird I’ve never cooked, genel'men, “An operation which Sir Julius per- and memorable one. The chieery com-
o You’ro right, Mrs. B.” agrecd formed to-night, together with a course Panionship of old and tried friends: the

Splash. * The last was great, but this is  of treatment, and I hope Junior will be Mellow influence of good wine and
a champion! They say that Christmas ghle to romp with the best of us.” incomparable cocoking ; .md the fact that
comes but once a year, but this time Splash Page whistled softly. the dark shadows had been lifted, all

S0 1 to make that second Yuletide
. He had heard, of course, of Sir Julius SOEVEG N it e tien s ri s
“And rightly so,” said the voice of Rome and his miraculois cures and o35¢ casily the happiest Blake and

2
Ben Cayterer from the doorway. uncanny skill as a bene-setter. Looked Tinker tigd ever kuoya.
“Gcnﬁemug, thanks to Sexton Blake on askanee by the medical professién at The spirit of Dickens with his kindli-
and Sir Julins Rome, this is the heppiest frst, his great work during the War, NesS and humour pervaded the whole
day of my life when he had eured literally thousinds of Mmeal and when the speeches cume, Mrs.
A tense, amazed silence fell on the so-called hopeless cases, had carned for Bardell was toastcd‘(h]l t}}c 1-3![«“1”5 rang,
assembled guests; for, on the threshold, him his knightlicod and a warm public ! 711'3,,"'1101.“5 of “She’s a jolly good
his hand in his father's stood  esteem. fellow,
Junior, again c¢lad in the costume of To-night, in a few minutes almost, he The good soul’s heart was too full for
Tiny Tim. But—miracle of miracles— had diagncsed the trouble that had words, and it was, appropriately enough,
he had no erstch, and the ugly iron baffled the best doctors of America, and little "Junior Cayterer that cd'xocd her
strut which had disfigurcd his frail little here before them, in the person of the sentiments when he piped the iminortal
leg was gone. meg eyed bov, was the proof. Christinas benediction of Tiny Tim:
The boy's brown eves were ining ‘Look. dad, T can walk to the table “God bless us—every one!”
with excitement as  Sexton Plake, by myself,™ pip(-d the child, in his boyish

accompanied by a tall, grey-bearded man  treble. THE EXD.

“enu having it t‘\lLr\

)

1927 MECCANOQO
Boys are thrilled!

Have you ever seer great girders, painted red or green to
protect them from rust, swung up and fitted into place on
some towerm« bux}dmg in course of construction?....It’s
like that when you build with Meccano. . . . the same thrill of
building in steel. .. .and now you have the colours too !

This year every Meccano part 1s coloured! Real
engineering colours—green and red. It's wonder-
fully fascinating to see how the colours give an added
beauty to your models.

There's a fine book, printed in colours, that tells you
11 about the New Meccano. You can have it
free by sendinfr a postcard to Meccano Ltd.
.(Dept. 28), Binns Road, Liverpool, giving your own
name and address and the names and addresses
of three of your chums. Write to-day.

Thi -fnc workmg model of a Pit Head Gear, in green and red, is built
with Outfit - t's only one of the thoasands uf equally frc and
accurafe mchs lhul any boy can build with the New Meecano,

PRICES OF MECCANO OUTFITS FROM 3/6 TO 370/~

ALL COLOUREDY

MECCANO LTD., Binns Road, LIVERPOOL.




By Sir

A Thale of

Begin thas al)sor])ing sersal now

YOU MAY READ ON FROM :
HERE. .

“TigeeRense

by a scoundrel named Stmon

Colliver. He had been ccarch-

ing for clues which, according
to the will of wmy prandinther,
Trenoweth, would reveal the ki -
place of the Great Ruby of Cevion and
other tregsare, and 1. Jasper Trenow
voith nanght in the world sus
ently uselpss clues to the (re
iy father had  discovered
deatin, and o burning desire for ven
geance on Simon Colliver, Lad come o
London to seck iy fortunes.

With e came iy only f

Thomas

Loveday.,  Wo were both yo and
through the follies of yvouth and my un-
quenchable desive to aver 1y poor

tuther, we fell on bard tin deed. o
fard, in fact, that-we were taced with
nothing but starvation, and as a last
wild chance, we decided to trey tuck
at cambling.

\ecordingly, we wenl (o oa sirange
place known to Tor, over which pre-
sided one of most  extesordinary
woimen | have ever secu. After o paiu-
fully short time, we found that we bad
lost all our few shillir

the

We were stunned,  'This, then, was to
be the end! Miserably we were about
to leave, when I suddenly vemembered

rolden helt-elasp—one of the
treasure on which certain sig
ingless to me, were inseribed,
was it to me noa !

L, iean-
What use

Refurning to the rouleli table, I
placed the clasp, which was aceepied by
the strange woman as the equivalent ot

£5, on the square marked 13 hiis
stake would decide between life and

death for me, but 1 did not feel it My
passion had fallen upon an anti-climax.
and 1 was even yawning when the mur-
mur of many veices, and a small pile of

pold and silver at iy side, anvotnced
that I had won. =
Mo the luek has changed at Last.” satd

It is withe

the woman. “Be brave whi
vor,”

In answer, 1 awain placed the clasp
upoit the munber 13.

Onee more 1 won, nod
neavily, Tom laid his hand

e

my

this
upon

Tre asure —-—and

houlder and said. Lt us g
shook my head and went on,
Time alter time I won now,
the pile. beside me Lecame hnmense.
Agaiu and again Tomw whispered in ms
car thai we had won esourh and that
luck would chauge shortly, bur 1
o, And now the others sureounded
me i oo wall crowd, and began to
stake on » numbers 1 chose, Dut
the ¢ o 1 d, the neec
stafipe front of

held

lie

ight a ma seo if this
us picce of metal had any power
rag l““: our h(‘"-ll'n‘ (.'l“‘l:-'
ghed, and assured them, at any rafe,
there was no steel in the poluter, as
{she addedt some of them oughr to
know by this time. When cight time
I had e the buckle down aud
times had found a fresh heap of coin
et my =ide, she turved te me and said:

el to

eiut

*Yon play  bravely, s
What is vour name?”
“Jasper Trenoweth.”

1g  mar.

Again I fancied I eaught the gleam
in her eves; and this ume It even
seemed as though hee teeth shue tight
as ahe heard the words,  But she simply
Langiied a tranquil langh and said:

that—"1re-

A queerzounding
nowetl,  Is 1t a lucks one?
N

“Aeil play

natne

cer. until now, ™ said 1.

oin. It does ruy heart
zood, this fight hetween us, But
are careful, 1 see. Why don't you
stake vour pile as well while this won
derful run lasts®"”

VOLUL

Again Tom's hand was laid upon my

shoulder. and this time his vowe was
urgent.

 As von please,”
1 ‘!1('

Wit T was completely  de
said T coldly.

ptle dowmn  upon

the

id the wl

It was worse than
t But 1 won again; and now
Lie Licap of my winnings wis Cuoriuous,
elanced at the worman: she
Lnpassive as ever,

“Play,” said she.

Thrice more I won, amd now the pile
Yet

f-".(‘(".

strange

beside her had to be 1'1‘1\[L:li“.-"(,|.

moved not a musele of her
vot a fash of her mnysterions ¢

she

ey
anct

At last. sick of success, T turned
said :
“1 have had enough of this. Will it

N'S

OCK

ATQuiller-Couch

Q)

Vengeance !

.

sall vou tf I sinke w all ouce more?”?
Again she laughed.

“Yau are brave, Mr. Trenoweth,

and tndeed vorth the fighting. You

v tonight, but I shall win in

end. 1 told vou that I would

res v lose to vou, and so [ will;

but yvou take me at my word with a

veugemce sStill, T oshould like  to

possess that ¢la=p of yours, so let it be
once moge. "

[ laid the whole of my winuings on

the red. By this time all the guests
had garthered round to see the issue of
thi= contlice, Not a soul pnt any

money an this turn of the wheel, so
engrossed were thes 1a the duel. Fvery
face was white with excitement, every
Hp quivered, Only we, the combatants,
st vomoved—I and the strange woman
with gehir unfathomable eves,

“Red stands for many things,” said
she, as she lightly owirled the needle
round. Bload and rubies and lovers’
lips. DBur biack 1= the Livery of Death,
and Death win them all in the
\‘[‘.',l."

As the potuter
1is last ecraud,

shall

f fortune cireled on
ould catch the stifled

breath of the erowd about me. so deep
was the hush that fell upon us all. X
folt Tom's hand tigi its ¢luteh upon
my  should I ‘heard—or fancied I

heard—ihe heart of the man upon my
vight thump against his ribs.
I could feel my own puise beating all

« while with steady and regular
stroke,  Sowmehow I knew that T shouald
win, flashed upon me

wd somehow 1l
o Lpew it, too. BEven as the
1eting across my brain, a
pent-up eries broke forth
pairs  of white lips.
i ta =ee the canse,

idea
multitude of
; Wi

f thirty
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cely ool

came o

il

I frorned #o our hostess her eves looked

ight iuto mine and her sweet veice
20 above the din:
“Gentlernen, we have plaved enough
tonight, The game is over.”
[ had broken the bank!

STOOD with Tom gathering up oy
winning=  as  the crowd slowly
ted from the roomt, arnd as I did

i, cast o glance at the woman
had thas defeated. She waas
wer chair, apparently

fosses 13 10 her gains,

adily  fixed
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npon me as I shovelled the ecin into pockets., As :]-_Il.'
caught my eye she pulled out a zerap of paper and peneil
cribbled a few words, ¢ I ‘ ote to the mian
the shovel, who instantly 1 and  said ;
“Is it far from this pls home
*“ Not very.” .
“That's well: but be .careful. To wir EUTTaE
only less than, 1« e it, 1 o you again-
you and vour tal By look at |
a"moment ! - e
fe were alone in th oo, a0 ok 1he
clasp, looked at it intently for 2 minute, and then
returned it.  Alreac d I y wis pe X
in  through the the 1 i
faintness to iz candles, E & g1
# W the disordered cha

= of paper, the signs and relics of

the debaucher: ]
Ghastlier than all
tho pitiless lig
m all the =|n.!-
& very ;:"ull less i
Wao had reached thi
darkness of the outer y
“Be on your guard; 1
1 noddq-il, EWung open 1
darkness, Even as I did 2
left side, saw a it
struck upon the cl

w of the woman in
seemingly. unticed,
gems as we left her—

fac

into -the

woere Le pping
en Tom wi

o Jmeant Imis
r, and stepped out into the
wrd one quick step at iy
1 felt myself \'iDll'Tll!)

noment 1 staggered back,
» and deal one «

and then heard Tom » rashing
blow,

“Run, run! Down the p quick !”

I.’l an instant we were fea irough the apen (hrt_‘i'
behind, in the glare of all dles, the ligure of the

yellow weoman still sitting 1 ves and calm.

We gamed the dos and plunged into the bright day-
:J:.,';Ii_ I-p the alley we tore out into the street, across it and
down another, then through a perfect maze of by-lanes.
Tom led and 1 followed behind.

Btill wa tore on, although not a

f: WLElep followed us,

nor, had we seen a soul since Tom struck my assailant
down. Spent and breathless at la e cmerged upon the
Strand, and here Tom pulle

“The streets arc l

wonderfu
I thought for a moment,
It is Monday morn
Scarcely were the wards
romething ring upon the
and picked up the Golden Cle

' said he.

of my mouth when I heard
ide me. 1 sztooped

vement Desige

Clontinued overleaf.)

BRITISH AND
GUARANTEED

*“ That's her signal —and here ;she comes round the
bend. Dcad on time, as usual ! "

Whether on passenger service, goods traffic, or
carrying out shuntmg operations, Hornby locos may be
depended upon to give the utmost satisfaction. hey

are British-made throughout, fully guarantced, and
beautifully enamelled in correct railway colours—
LM.S.,, L.NER., or G.W. You can't he'p being

thrilled when you see a Hornby Loco dashing along the
irack—smoothly over the points, steadily round the
curves, full speed ahead on the straight.

Your miniature railway is exact in every detail when
it 18 constructed witK Hornby Rolling Stock and
Accessories. which includes Passenger Coaches, Pullman
Cars, Trucks, Wagons, Stations, Tunnels, Bridges,
Signals and Level Crossings, all made in perfect pro-
portion and all beautifully finished in colours.

Ask Dad to buy you a Hornby Train for Christmas

Get this1927-8 Hornby Book of Trains

The new Hornby Book of Trains is * the best yet."
It tells the wonderful story of the Life of a Locomotive,
and also includes beautiful Mlustrations in full colours
of all the Hornby Locos, Rolling Stock, and Accessories.
Get your copy to-day (price 3d.) from your dealer, or
send three penny stamps to Meccano Limited, Dept. L,
Binns Road, Liverpool.

Malke friends with your Dealer,
he can help you!

HORNBY
TRAINS

Prices of Hornby Trains
from 7/6 to 110/-.

- Manufactured by
MECCANO LTD.. Binns Road., LIVERPCOL.
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BABS

—the famous high-powered

racer that was wiecked on Pendine

Nands. A eolonred metal model of this car, made to stand square

and solid on its own four wheels, is given with every issue

of this week’s NELSON LEF Library. This is o at opportunity to get one of

these splendid models.  Nothing ¢ them has been given with any other paper.
Ask for the

On Sala Everywhere. Price 2d.

SWell,” said 1, U this 1s stiange.” I turned and gloomily savatered down

“Not at all.” said Tonu “Look at the deserted street,
votir breast-pocket.” —_

I looked and saw a short slit acro-s
my breast just above the beart. As L ~An Age-O’J Story
put my hand up, a sovereign, amd then HEN Tom asked me where 1
another. rolled elinking on to the pave- was going. l had suggested an
ment. excursion  up  the  river;

. | &

Tom picked them up. and handing ; fhough, to  tell “‘Lf, truth,

me to e, remarked: this , answer had cowe with the
*Jasper, vou may thank Heaven fo- question. L“, that as it may, the
lay. if you are in 4 mood for it. You afternoon  of  that same = Sunday
have R e e R DT E fotnd me on the lefi bank of the
\What ‘do you. foan? Thanmes between Rtreatley and Pang-

“Why, that you would be a dead man bourne: found e, with my  boat
g SR et piece of woored idly by, stretched on my hack
el i breast-pocket. Let e "Ilill('l the l,llld(‘l‘l‘l‘ﬂ\\tU, and (‘zl;oh’[(}-
R e stavring upward through a trellis work

" - - ] u of branches into the heavens.

We looked at it together. and there I had been lying tlu‘ru a full hour.
surely enough, almost in the centre of wondering vaguely of my last night's
the clasp, was a deep dent. We were gdventure, listening to the spring-time
silent for a minute or so. aud then chorus of the birds, lazily and listlessly
Yo said: watching a bough that bent and waved

“Let us get home. Tt would not do its fan “of foliage across my face, or
for us to be seen with this mouney the twinkle of the tireless kingfisher

about us.”

We crossed the Strand. and turned off

it to the door of our lodging. “There I
stopped.

“Tom. I am not coming in. shall
take a long walk and a bathe o get
this fearful night out of my head. You
can take the money upstairs, and put
it away somewhere in liding. Stay, I

will keep a coin or two. Take the rest

with you."

Tom looked up at the gleam of sun-
shine that touched the chimmuey-pots
above, and decided.

“Well. for my part,
bed: and so will vou if you are wise.

“No. I will be back this eveuing, so
let the fatted calf be preparced. [ must
et out of this for a while.”

“Where are you going'"

*Oh, any where! I dou't care.
Lhc- river, perhaps.”

“You don’t wish me to go with vou?”

"No. I had rather be alone. Tom,
I have been a fool. I led vou into a
hole whence nothing but a marvellous
hance has delivered usgand I owe vou
m apology. And—Tom, | alio owe vou
my life,” -

“Not to me, Jasper: io the Clasp.”

“To you.” I insisted. “Towm, I have
been a thoughtless fool, and—Tom, that
was a splendid blow of yours.™

He langhed, and ran upetairs,

I am going to

i

Up

while

flashing down-stream in loops of light,
when a blackbird lit on a branch hard
by my lefr hand., and. all unconscions
of an audience, begun to pour forth his
raptute to the day.

Lying there I could spy his Dblack
body and yellow bill. and drink in his
song with dreamy coutent. So sweetls

and delicately was he Hufing, that by
degrees slumboer crept gently and unper
ceived upon my tired brain; and as {he
health-giving distillation of the melody
stole upon my parched senses. I fell into
a deep sleep.

HAT was that? Music? Yes,
but not the song of my friend
the blackbird, not the mcllow

note that had wooed me to
slumber and haunted my dreams.
Music? Yes, but the voice avas human,

and the soug articulate. I started, and
rose upon my elbow to listen. The voice
was human beyond a doubt—sweetly
human. It was that of a girl singing.
But where? I looked around and saw
nobody. Yet the singer could not be
far off, for the words, though softly and
gently sung. dwelt clearly and distinctly
npon my ear. Still half asleep, 1 sank
back again and listened.

“Flower of the M:
Saw ve one pa

fer-—-The Hnion jack, 1.29

we passed (o
Wihal WRS,
tl 0 higr shone a3 a
I'la »” I Ma
Bird of the !

O
of

the

to the ri

then sane voice
hroke out in pro in very agitated and
pitenis prose
“Oh, my b uz boat
I dot™
: . '
1 Jumped o my tect, eatigint
SOt ! and of two

hng white,
appealing oxe
the bank., There
down-stream, plact
ta painter trailing from the bos
its whole behavieur poin ..n" o a

to

down
twenty yards
Iv floated the bout,

then tore

eady

letsurely but firmn resolve to vicit Pang
bhowrne.
My own bont was close at h ., Buat

when did hot youth beliave with leow’hr

in o like case? T did as ninetv-nine in
o hundred would do. 1 took off my
enat, kicked off my shoes, and. as the
voics eriedd. < Oh,  please, do  nog
"0 2 gl '« into the water.

The refractory boat, once on its way,

was in no great har and allowed itself
to be overtaken with great good hutonr,

1 clambeved in over the slern, canght
up the senlls whieh lay  acro the
thwarts, and, dripping but trivmphant,

wzht my captive back to shore.
*Hov . an [ thank vou®"”
If v face was red a= I looked up, it

st ht: cemermbersd that T had to stoop
to make the boat fast. If my eyes had
a tendency to look down again, it must
be barne in mind thai the water from
my hair was dripping into them. 'Fhew
gdlul for a mome m however, and this
was what they
only

Av first, anoihier pair of eves, of

dark grey eyves twinkling with a touch
of merriment, though full at the same
time of honest gratitude. Tt was =ome
time before I clearly understood that

these belonged to a tace, and that face

the fairest that over looked on a summer
day.

So we stood. she smiling, and T drip-
ping, while the blackbird, robbed of
the song's ending, took up his own tale
anew, and, hmm. now on his mettle,

tried a few variations. So, for all power
I had of speech, might we have stood
until to-day had vot the \onv repeated :
“How can I thank you?
1 looked up. Yes, she was beautiful,

past all eriticizm—not tall, but 1n pose
and figure queenly bevond words.
Under the brim of her straw hat the
waving hair fell loosely, but mnot so

loosely as to hide the broad brow arch-
ing over lashes of deepest brown. I had
scarcely spokeu to woman before, never
to beanty. Tongue-tied and dripping T
stood there. vel was half inclined to run
away.

“Aud yel. why did yvou make yourself
Is not

s0 wet” ave vou no boai?
that vour boat lving there under the
bank " There was an amused tremor
in the speecit.

Somehow I felr absurdly guilty. She
must have mis mkon my glance. for she

went on:
“Is it that vou wish and begaa
to search in the pocket of her gown
“No, no,” I cried. “not that!”
T had forgotfen the raggedness of my
clothes, now hideously emphasised by
my bath, Of course, she took me for a
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“Why did you
voandienee

r. Why not: I Jooked like one.
= the thought lashed upon me it
brought unuticrable humiliation.  She 3

must have divined something of the roo late.
agony in my eves, for a tiny hand was "hi
suddenly laid on iy arm cnd the volcee

When e

aid :

‘Please forgive me. I was stupid,
and am so sorry. But it was odd 1o
swim when your boat was close at hand,
was 16 not ¥ Hore

[ looked, faltered, met her liopest dpon
slance, and we beth bioke into shy and iy

am not.”
Yils growing

pse, in the frst place, 1 was
began I w

she asked,

disturbed

holder as she became
'Il}lJ)l'I"{l“l_‘L]-
- now from
heari went out to worship the

P

P

and reappedied. The hat's
then the eves

vanished,
brim nodded awan, and
sparkled o
5 -t v he
as 1 hesitated. It was

warn me that 1

I‘.’hiur'

ai any rvate.”

¢ hictie joke, but love
wit.  Again we hoth
with mor
ment  that  fo

the por
i not exacting of
langhoed, bat ihis nme
and vet the cmbarrass
fowed was, oreater,
“Muost your gol”

sited

'

you. 1 am =o

I looked down down ta pull the mn.
Iy supertor height, T really must,” =he answered

pulled out a

And then, as she

1 ’hlr r. A mad desire to scize the B2 ¢ of her. With a towch of resent- wateh: “Oh, I am late—so late!
itile hand that for & moment had rested meut she drew herself up, held mt[ her shall keep mother waiting nedd make
v canght hold of me. hand. and said semewhar proudly her lose the train. What I do?
it was odd.” T answered slowly, “I thauk vou, sir, for this service.” Qh, pray, sir, be quick "
h diffienlty; *bot it seemed—rhe 1 took the hand, but not the hint A mad hope coursed throngh me: 1
to do at the time” It was an nfiniicsimal hand as it lay in pointed to the boat and <uid:
ughed a low langl my g brown ane, .lml vel It sl my YTk i so wet, If vou are

“Po  you gencra lhe frame-as with some delicions and elec- row vou., Where are
that?" tric shock. My heart beat \\mln. and
“¥ don't know.” 1y oyes pemalined 'l\l «l upon her but 1 canno
['here was a panse, and then T added: I'he colour on 1 fair face de p noed i ing to Streatley. Please
“You see, vou took me by surprise.’ hade; the liu vin was ratsed a  let me row you.”
re wers o von I G full inch, and e o hecame  per Before teney she wavered
she asked ly iey. and was conguercd.  “But my boat?
Lving in the g I must go. I hope I have <he said.
: “vau Vil.nv"‘ul you @ I can, and 14 “1 will tow it behind." And in the
1 And whati glad success of myv hopes 1 allowed her
VOu s ‘Forgive me 1 was about to ne time for further parley, but ran off
olfer vou mmn_ to wmy own boat, tied the two together,
therea was a pa i this The hat's brim beat now, but under  and gentiv Lhelped her to her seat
time the blackbird exoci an elubo- it 1T cauld sce honest eyes tuli of pain.
I reise with i licacy and “Forgive you!" cried.  “Wha am L great Pave s o red the life of
i i awil wmped, the I ro ‘I(.\u,\. un(‘.‘ \'m were right. U Jasper Lrensweth—a love which is
fan vere hes grass, and am no ‘u[l ihan begrar.” haund wup, as cocnts wil? show, with -the
th ttle hand swung recper ner The red |x]x‘ i w;ml .:ml broke inio  rest of the vrents o ths fateful story.
vaus] chward and ird. a smile. \ e ditanle  appearved,  Lowg instadluent neet weclk )

J~DEPOSIT

secures this superb Cabin
zm ophone ora Table Grand

1t Horn Instrument.
Nothing More to Pav for One Nonth, CarnL'L:,
pai. 10 Days’ Trial. No. (05 model 35 -
cash to record buyers. Write to-day for frea
\ iilustrated catalogueand FAC T ORY PR/CES.

M’eﬁa Company (Dent, K.2. 1. §
Sparkbrock, Birmingham.

- time von will reeeive a complet

AEROPLANES AND RACING CARS

What could he more attractive for 7]:v decorstion of ywur den,
15 a Christmas Present for your friend, than REAL BLACK-A
\\l ITE PHOTOGRAPLHS of the \\t)I‘l 'S MOST WONDE
AEROPLANES AND RACING CARSY Sendal/eP.O.foraspecimen
half-plate  enlargement of eitlier the 5-MILE-AMINUTE AERO-
PLANE that won the Schneider Cap or the 1,000 HL.P. RECORD-
BREAKING SUNBEAM CAR, \hir'lu-\'-v you prefer. At the same
e list of the excellent photographs
List only on request.

WAKEFIELD ROAD, DEWSBURY.

now obtainable.
REAL PHOTOGRAPHS, 29,

decided to give all applicants this rmonth an extraordl ‘dy fine
S including such SEASONABLE VARIETIES
SWITZERL Dy

of R1
DDITION IO THE COLLY

1

FREOM MATLOCK!

Chdll HUGE GHRISTM.A.S OFXFEFER EFREE!

L\\l) POLAND,
nd such couniries whiclh apeak of SNOW
A FINE MAGNII“IIF(: GLASS IN FOLDING METAL FRAME, 'us:t send 2
s

1
NT BY RETURN ALWAYS! ‘VICTOR BANCR

with my bost w i for o happy Xmas

It is a ud collection of
A\ ‘D. SCOANDINAVIA, ):ll ndid vfs af FIN-
A POSTC \R_I) WILL DU Bur if you \‘nllhl
d. for POSTAGE, Ask

YOULt ORDER IS

N
AND CHRISTMAS.

s oerammed with BARGAINS \\U ulll OFFERS
OFT, MATLOGC

als, and GET YOUR XMA
MAGIC TRICKS, iiivumeni™ invisbic. Initate Birds:

Price id each, 4forl/-.—T.W Harrison, 239, Pentonville Rd., London,N.1.

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS

Machines from 35/- ILLUSTRATED

to £16. Lighting PRICE LISTS FREE

Sets, Rewinder- Agents for ** Campro " Cine.
)0(‘)1‘ e ac: amera-Projector.:

] (.1 orice. ¥ilme all FORD'S (DeptA.P.),
¢ S520r1es. I].flh & 13, Red Lion Sq.,

lengths & subjects. ® London, W.C.1.

-\'illllpl:r Film 1‘;/- post free. Entrance Dane Strest.

POCKET “X RAWY.”
Wonderful Novelty, Bewilders and amuses. Enables *_
you to read, or to sec m%hmu in front of you —=
1 though coins or cther K
line of vision. Post Free, 1/-. — R. DILNOT /’*
(Dept. T), 125, Chiswick High Road, London, W'.4.

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning :uccess.

N

puCKEye

bhe placed in ,/4\

’//M\\\\'

Hetght increased -- health and
physique improved. Wonderful results, Send for
particulars and our €100 guarantee, to — GIRVAN
SYSTEM (A.M.P.), 17, Stroud Green Rd., London, N.4,

STAMP - PARCEL FREE!

felus CORLAINS : xm.uk by nd:x -0, Stamps, 5
A e rent Stam 250 i Combination
Perforation ( (":w, posteard  ouly

i Approvals,
LISBURN & TOWNSEND LONDON ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

All applications for Advertisement Space in this
publication “should’ be "dddressed 1o the' Advertisement’
Manager, UNION JACK SERIES.. The

Fleerway House, Farringdon Streer, London, E.C:4.

= Course
3-5 inches Iin ONE MONTH.
b Without applhanees—drngs—or dicting,
THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVE PAILS.
Camplete Course 5/« PO, post free, or furiher partics. stamp.

{ Complete

HEIGHT lNCREASED 9,

FLEET PEN CO. 119,

P. A. CLIVE, Harrock House, COLWYN BAY, North Wales,
Cure yourself as I did.
AN

STOP STAMMERING ! Surg yourself as

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1

13 1Y PACHET OF 200 d.
MYSTERY ” 355 =5 anins

All good cyples and no rubbish!  With cach § «ku

“MYSTERY " STAMP hat s s e ¥

» nearly every cust unvr \nll Te

:Mln\ for all of you ta gat

Approvals, — W, A, WIIITE,

Par-
K

Pr: el f-raCu w“)
tamers Overseas
You an exrira
mat print here,
nd. They are
famous D
Engzland.

ny !
taurhridge,

CAN ¥YOU
VANISH AN
EGG? NO!

Then learn how 10 Gomfure with coins, bats, bats, bails,
glasses. and liquids. Listen! A Box of Apparatus.
A Book of Secrets Explained! with Illustra-
tions! And A Happy Magical Xmas! Scnd for
this Box of Wonderful Tricks ind thiz Book of
Oriental IMlusions, the whole an Idval Present.

From the Maker and Protesxor 6 - post free.

P. BRISTOW, 47, Oriel Rd.,Portsmouth

HCUT THIS OUT

““UNION JACK ' PEN COUPON. . YALUE 3d.

Send 5 of these coupons with only 2/9 (and "d \x n.p\ direct ra
Fleet Street, E.C.4 rn you
FLEET POUNTAIN PEN
), usually 10/6. Fleet Price 4/-,
De Luxe Muodel 2/- exira.

cive i handsome lever self- mm
id gold nib (fine, medi
or with 5 coupons un}y 2




Nothing delights you more than to poscess a rzal good
mechanicail model, but no mitter how wonder(ul that
one model may bz you get tired of it eveniually, Euc
with a set of *Erec'or”, parts you can never tire, for
models can be built and taken to pieces again, and there’s
always something different. ~ And as you build each mod:l
you will be proud of it. For “Erector” now has
innumerable new parts which make it possib'e to build
more realistic models and bigger and better ones than
ever before. Besi‘es, many complete units are now
included according to the size of the ser, and such
items as a boiler, 3-drum hoist, car hood, steering-wheel,
disc-wheel, truck body, d'gger scoop, ‘¢clam”shell bucket,
tip bucker, and reverse switch attachn'ents must surely
convey to you how truly ‘wonderful “Erector” is. The
new solid brass p:rfect gear standardisaticn adds another
useful feature, and the new Udylite firish on the brigat
parts and electrically baked enamelléd® colour parts
ensure that your “ Erector” set will remain new in
appearance always. There is certainly, no other con-
structional toy to beat “Erector” and you must certainly
have a set even if you have to wait until Christmas.
But get a set before if you can.

ERECTOR

Prices and Particulars TR T 1
of ERECTOR Sets.
No, Parts. No. of Price.
Models,
1 104 Z18 5k
3 169 381 106
4 235 500 21 -
7 473 533 42/
7! 627 554 63.-
8 922 599 105~ il
10 2000 parts ualimited oomber of -Iil.

models, price 210'-.
Sets No. 4 and upwards contain an e'ectric
motor and build increasingly !arger m-dels.

The famous No. 4 ERECTOR Set

illustrated, contains 235 parts—some
in colours—~with which 500 models
can be made. A powerful electric
motor is also included to work some
of the models. A 60-page book of in-
structions makes everything

clear. And the price Is 21/, p.
only ...

Special Christmas Rumber—The Union Jack, 1,260,

BOYS?®

When you are asked
‘What do you want
for Christmas?’

It may be dad, or mother, or an uncle or
aunt—it matters not who asks the question
—make sure of an “Erector” set this
Chr.stmas. In the meantime there’s a
very interesting little book that you can
have free. It tells all about these wonder-
ful sets of “Erector” parts with which
you can make innumerable models—cranes,
bridges, motor cars and steam engines for
instance. And they work too! For there’s
a powerful electric motor with some of
the sets to drive the models. Send for the
free book now, look through it, mark the
set you fancy in pencil. We suggest No. 4, it
makes 500 models and has a motor. Keep
the book handy, wait for the question—
‘What do, you want for Christmas?’—
Say “ERECTOR?” and hand the book
over for inspection. The chances
are you'll get the very set you've
marked. So don’t forget, but

send for the free book now.

Manufactured by the A. C. GILBERT Co., 109, Kingsway, London, W.C.2
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