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No) 1 13640

December 7th, 1929,

EVERY THURSDAY,



A ditched car—a haven of refuge at Chad-

wick Manor—and then a murder mystery

of the first magnitude. Sexion Blake and

his new-found colleague, Useful Eustace,

have seldom tackled a more fascinating

problem —or found a less expected
explanation.

Chapter 1.
An Orphan of the Storm.

HE twin headlamps of the powerful two-seater

E sliced through the darkness, but 1t was

difficult for the solitary occupant of the car
to detect where the road ended and where the grass
border began; for there was a thick, ever-increasing
carpet of snow on the highwav.

The storm had sprung up suddenly, and the flakes,
thick and large, were whirling into the wind-screen
with bewilderiug profusion. The automatic wiper
was becoming clogged cvery moment,

" Whoa !” cjaculated the driver, wrenching violently
at the wheel.

A sudden turn in the road had presented itself, and
with any real luck tlfe two-scater would have got round.
But the driver was a shade too late in notumcr the
bend, and the car, slithering helplessly, went broadside
into a heavy snowdrift. There was a hidden ditch
bencath that white carpet, and the car, after onc or two
violent jolts, settled down with an acute list to star-
board, and with the radiator threc-parts buricd in the
SNOW.

“And that, I think,”
done it!”

said the driver, “has decfinitely
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He sat for a moment behind “Oh, well, we’d better
the driving-wheel, and then "je moving, I sup-

he climbed out of his scat. pose,”” murmured
ploughed round through the Eustace. *“ Looking
snow, and inspected the dere- at the bally car
lict. No damage had been won’'t get it out of

donc; but the driver, being an
experienced  motorist, could
scc at a glance that any
attempt to back out of this ditch would be futile. e
stood there, 1n the full glare of the headlamps, witl
the snowflakes whirling round him. The inspection, even
wlhen assisted by a monocle, did not cheer him.

The Hon. Eustace Cavendish sighed.

“Spilt mitk, and all that sort of thing !” he observed
rucfully. “I mean, no good crying. The thing’s donc,
and there it is. This 1s an occasion when a few round,
old-fashioned curses would come in handy; but I'm
hanged if I can think of any !’

Eustace was an clegant young man, and he hated the
idea of trudging throuwh the snow for assistance. He
cven doubted if he could obtain any. True, it was only
carly in the cvening, but where was he? Somewhere
between Sudbury, in Suffolk, and Bury St. Edmunds. A
very loncly, isolated streteh of road.

Eustace knew it well, but for the life of him he
couldn’t remember any likely village. He had recently
passed through the long, wide main thoroughfare of
Little Melbury, but that was some miles back.

the ditch.”



"No. 1,864—The Union Jack,

It was really a frightful nuisance, this mishap. Such
an absurd, trifling thing to upsect all his plans. He had
intended gctting home in time for dinner—his home
being mnear Bury St. Edmunds. Eustace’s father was
Lord Halstead, and he owned considerable estates in this
part of Suffolk. '

“Oh, well, we'd better be moving,
murmured Eustace, buttoning his collar. ‘“‘Looking at
the bally car won’t get it out of the ditch. There’s
nothing for it but to take a stroll— Good gad !”

As le stepped round towards the driving-seat in order
to switch off the headlights, he was aware of an acute
pain in his left ankle. He had felt it carlier, but had
taken little or no notice; but now the pain was positively
agonising. He had a vague memory of twisting his foot
against the clutch-pedal as the car had lurched into the
ditch.

“QOh, well, they say that troubles never come singly !”
he remarked, as lie waggled his foot about. “This 1s
tecidedly on the poisonous side. Bus capsized, and
ankle more or less wonky. Looks like being a cheery
cvening, Eustace, old Loy.”

This young man, however, was not so helpless as he
looked.

There werc many sterling qualities about Eustace
Cavendish—as Mr. Sexton Blake, the famous criminolo-

ist, had discovered. The genial Eustace had accom-
panied Blake on more than one case, and he had proved
himseclf to be a shrewd, keen, dependable companion.
In {ruth, Eustace was very much of a surprise packet.
He looked so uscless, and yet he was so useful.

Having fished a suitcase out of the dicky, he switched
off the headlamps, and then proceeded to hobble up the
road. His ankle gave him quite a lot of trouble. Every
time he set his left foot to the ground an acute pain
shot up his leg. But it was not a bit of good
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grumbling.  Eustace believed in
taking his misfortunes philosophi-
cally.

He had an impression that there
was a village not far ahead. Even if
Iie couldn’t get any garage assistance,
it was possible that le could find
somcbody to take him on to Halstecad
Towers.

It was intensely dark, for the sky
was heavily overcast, and the snow
was whirling down thicker than ever,
driven by a high wind which caught
Eustace fairly in the teceth. He was
compelled to bend forward as he
forced his way onwards against the
storm.

The snow was lying five or six
inches decp already. Yet, when he
had started from London, there had
been no snow at all. The first flakes
had blown into his windscreen as he
had been passing through Chelmsford, and after that the
storm had rapidly developed, until now it was at its
height.

“A little light on the subject wouldn’t be a bad
wheeze,” he told himself, as he pulled a powerful electric
torch from his pocket.

The going was better with that torch flashed on. He
could at least keep to the centre of the road. In spite
of his cheery determination, he was finding this walk
intolerably painful. He had hoped that his ankle would
become eased after a while, but the opposite was the
case. Every step he took added to the pain, and he was
forced to call a halt every now and again, in order to get
a little relief. He must have wrenched his ankle quite
sceverely. *

He glanced about him at times, hoping to sce a
friendly light gleaming from some cottage window. Tt
occurred to him that it might be a good idca to seck
shelter, where, possibly, he could borrow a strong
walking-stick to help him on his way. But there was
nothing. Not a light in any direction. Nothing but
the enveloping smother of rapidly falling snowflakes.

A white, ghostly shape loomed out of the darkness
aliead, and Eustace’s torch revealed it as a snow-laden
signpost. It was only a small one, with a single arm
pointing down a narrow lanc.

“Oh, well, you never know !” he murmured.

He hobbled towards the signpost and examined the
inscription upon it. It might only lcad to a neighbouring
farm, or to some hamlet. If the distance was not too
orcat, he would take this lane, rather than walk blindly
on along the main road.

“Well, I'm dashed !” ejaculated Eustace, staring at
the signpost.

It bore the legend : “To Chadwick Manor.”

Not very startling, but Eustace Cavendish found it
exccedingly interesting. He proceeded to commune with
bimself. This matter necded a little thought.
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Chadwick Manor brought memorics
back to him. It was only about a
quarter of a mile off the main road,
and lic recmembered 1t as a stately old
pile, set in its own grounds, isolated
trom all other dwellings, and three or
four miles from any village or hamlet.
Until he had scen this signpost, he
had completely forgotten the existence
of Chadwick Manor; but now Le was
reminded that he would have a long
walk before him if he wanted to get
to an inn or a garage.

He had been to Chadwick Manor
once in his lifetime, and then only for
a brief tea-time visit. It was the
Lhome of Sir Henry Chadwick, Bart.,
a very wealthy country gentleman.

But Eustace was not thinking of
Sir Henry. His thoughts dwelt upon
Roderick Chadwick, Sir Henry's
nephew. Roddy had been at Oxford
with Eustace, and a more complete
specimen of the human toad Eustace
had never met. He was a rake, a
sponger, a cad. He had frequeatly
traded upon the fact that his father
and Iustace’s father were more or
less neighbours to come to Eustace’s
rcoms for the thinly disguiscd purpose
of borrowing inoney.

Fustace could remember one occa-
sion when he had bLeen prevailed upon
to go home with Roddy, and he
remembered Sir Henry as quite a
decent old boy—although it was more
than probable that Sir Henry would
remember nothing of Lustace. His
visit had becen a very brief onc.

Roddy Chadwick was the last per-
son in the world whom Eustace would
acknowledge as a friend, although at
Oxford ke had been compelled, to a
certain degree, to suffer his company.
~ Afterwards, when Eustace had his
own chambers in Half Moon Street,
Roddy had occasionally looked in—
generally when he was broke. More
than once FEustace had lent him
moncey, just to get rid of him. He
was a peaceful fellow, was Eustace,
and he hated having any sort of un-
yleasantness.

“Of course, the fellow is a perfect
specimen of the genus Blighter,” mur-
mured Eustace musingly. “I mean, a
skunk of the very first degrec. But,
after all, we are acquainted, and the
rnianor’s oniy about half a mile away.
Any port in a storm sort of thing.”

He still hesitated. He hadn’t seen
Roddy for about a year, and he casily
recalled the last occasion when Roddy
had dropped in at Half Moon Street.
He had brought the news that his
uncle hiad invited him to go down to
the manor to take charge of the
estate. Since then Eustace had heard
nothing.

“The chances are that Roddy has
been hoofed off to Canada, or
Australia, by this time,” Eustace
told himself. “Frightfully unluck
for Canada or Australia, but that’s

generally the way of things. Anyhow,.

t’s worth chancing. Even if Roddy
isn’t there the old boy will give
shelfer to the orphan of the storm.”

¥ T was quite an excusable decision
{ of Eustace. His ankle was pain-
ing him so badly that walking
was extremely difficult. And
the storm was growing worse, the
wind lowling, and the snowflakes

whirling down in blinding, bewilder-
ing . flurries. It was doubtful if
Eustace could have struggled on to
the nearest village, two or three miles
away.

When he arrived at Chadwick
Manor he had a fecling that he had
been walking for miles, and that the
hour was close upon midnight. As a
matter of fact, the distance from the
main road to the manor gates was not
much more than four hundred yards,
and the hour was still comparatively
carly in the cvening.

The welcome glow of lighted win-
dows showed vaguely through the
storm, and Eustace heaved a sigh of
relief when he found "himself outside
the great front door on the wide stone
steps. He pulled at the bell, and he
heard the wire rattling in its slot.
Presently the door was opened by a
stoutish, elderly butler.

“Safe harbour!” said Iustace
gratefully. “XKindly make way for
the crippled ship.”

He walked into the stately lounge
hall, and the butler closed the door,
shutting out the gale and the driving
snow. It was warm in here—warm
and bright. Electric lights were glow-
ing from various brackets round the
panelled walls, and a big firc was
burning in the old-fashioned grate.

“Your name, sir?”’ asked the butler
deferentially.

“Oh, rather!” nodded Eustace, as
he pecled oft his overcoat. “TIt
docsn’t really matter, but my name
happens to be Cavendish., I'm not
really officially here. Quite a chance
call. Had a sort of skid with the
little bus, and I happened to spot your
cheery signpost.”

“I understand, sir,” said the butler.
“You came here to seck shelter from
the storm?”

‘“Not,” said Eustace, “that I’'m an
absolute stranger. I'm well acquainted
with that blighter Roddy That
is to say, jolly old Roddy and I were
at Oxford together, and I once had
the pleasure of being introduced to
Sir Henry. I hope everybody’s well,
and that my intrusion won’t cause too
much of an upset.”

“Mr. Roderick is in the library,
sir,” said the butler.

‘“Splendid, brother.
him.”

“My name is Jevons, sir.”

“And a good name, too!” said
Eustace enthusiastically. “A sound,
old-fashioned, ripe English mname.
You've got ¢ Jevons ’ written all over
you, Jevons. By the way, is it
neccssary to lead me to the library?
If it’s all the same to you, I'd much
prefer to spill my tale of wcee into the
car of Sir Henry.”

“Sir Henry is in bed, sir,

Lead me to

said

Y Jevons gravely.

“In that case, I can’t very well give
him an earful,” said Eustace. “I'm
awfully sorry to hear this, Jevons.
What’s the matter with the old boy?
Nothing serious, I trust?”

“Sir Henry has been ailing for
nearly a year, sir,” said the butler.
“He ncver leaves his room nowadays.
Will you please follow me, sir?”

He had taken Eustace’s hat and
coat and scarf, and had hung them on
a vast hallstand near by. Now he led

The Union Jack—No. 1,364.

the way down a wide carpeted corri-
dor and softly opened a big door.

“Mr. Cavendish, gir !” .he announced.
_ Eustace strode in, and a young man
In evening dress, who was standing
with his back to the fire, reading a
newspaper, looked up with startled
surprise. A light of recognition leapt
into his eyes, and he flung the news-
paper down, and hurried forward.

“Good glory!” he e¢jaculated.
“Cavendish! Come in, Cavendish,
old fellow! Gad! You don’t know how
pleased I am to see you!”

He wrung Eustace’s hand violently.
and his pleasure was so apparent, and
his greeting so boisterous that Eustace
felt positivelfr embarrassed. For it
was 1mpossible for him to reciprocate
the warmth of his host’s greeting.
One glance at Roddy Chadwick told
him that Roddy was the same drink-
sodden good-for-nothing.

He was a weedy young man, with
drooping shoulders. His face was un-
healthy and unpleasant. There were
decp bags under his eyes, and he
looked ten years older than he actu-
ally was.  Country life had done
nothing to improve him.

“What a stroke of luck!” ejacu-
lated Roddy, seizing Eustace’s arm,
and dragging him over to thec fire-
place. “Gad! You’ve saved my life!
Sit down, old pal! 1What would you
li.kc to drink? Here, take one of these
cigars!”

“Well, really, you Eknow, it’s
awfully good of you, but I'm afraid
I’'m a Dit of an intruder——" began
Eustace.

““An intruder, be hanged !” broke in
Roddy. “I tell you, I've never been
more pleased to sce anybody in all
my life! Fancy secing you here—and
on such an evening, too!”

“Well, it’s really because it is such
an evening that I am here,” explained
Eustace. “You see, my little bus
biffed into a ditch down the road,
and when I saw your signpost——"

“Thank the stars for this storm,
then,” said Roddy. “What about
dinner?”

“Thanks, Roddy, but you necedn’t
trouble ”

“Trouble be hanged!” said Roddy.
“Unfortunately, I've just dined, or
you could have joined me. But we’ll
soon put that right.”

He rang the bell, and when Jevons
came, he ordered dinner for Eustace
—to be brought into the library on
a tray. Iustace was rather puzzled.
In the old days, Roddy had never dis-
played such overwhelming and
embarrassing delight in his company.

“You'll have to stay, Cavendish.”
declared the host. “You can, can’t
you?” he went on anxiously. “You
necdn’t go away to-night?”

“Well, T was hoping to get to Hal-
stead Towers,” said Eustace. “If
there’s any way of getting there b

“There isn’t,” said Roddy. “XNo
way at all. The roads are impassable
by now. You'll have to stay lere,
Cavendish—and I want you to stay.”

“I’d hatc to cause any upset,” said
Eustace. “It’s hardly the thing to
crash in like this, old boy.”

“I wish somebody would crash in
cvery evening ! said Roddy fervently.
“Gad, Cavendish, do you realise that
I haven't seen any of my old pals for
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nearly a year? Do jou realise that
I'm a prisoner in this infernal place:”

“Really?” murmured Eustace.

‘““Absolutely a prisoner!” declared
the other, his tone- fierce and des-
perate. “You can’t realise what a
kick it gives me to talk with one
of my old Oxford pals. I'm lcading
a dog’s life in this hole. It’s driving
me mad, Cavendish !”

“As bad as all thatr” said
Eustace, feeling that it was up to him
to make some comment.

“Can't you stay a weck:” asked
Roddy eageriy. “Be a sport, Caven-
dish, and stay! You’re the first one
of the old gang I've scen for nearly
a year! How’s everything in London?
Ticcadilly? Leicester Square? Ye
gods! What wouldn’t T give for just
one night amongst the bright lights!”

He stood there, on the hearthrug,
Lis face flushed, his eyes aglow. Then
Lic reached forward for the whisky
decanter, and pourcd himself out a
stiff glass. He poured one out for
Lustace, too.

“I take it,” said Eustace, “that you
don’t care much for the good old
countryside, what?”

Roddy Chadwick set his glass down
with such a crash that it smashed.

“I hate the country!” he said
.. fercely. . “I. leathe .it, -Cavendish!

The signpost bore the
legend : “To Chad-
wick Manor.,”” Not
‘very startling, but
Eustace Cavendish
found it exceedingly
interesting.

Don’t you understand that I'm a
prisoner herc? My uncle won’t let
me move out—I can’t even go to Bury
St. Edmunds! I'm kept in this place,
morning, noon, and night—weck in,
week out. I'm getting to the point
where flesh and blood won’t stand it
any longer!” '

“But you're not chained up, are
you?”

“Yes, I am!” declared Reddy.
“You've used the right term. I'm
chained up! After I left Oxford, my
uncle wouldn’t have anything to do
with me; he even stopped my allow-
ance.”

“I fancy he was rather cut-up about
you being sent down, wasn’t hef”
murmured LEustace.

The other frowned.

“Don’t rake up that old affair!” he
growled. “I wasn’t the oniy onc sent
down, anyhow. I can’t understand
my uncle,” he went on, eager to
change the subject. “He’d have

5
year ago. Cut me off—stopped my
allowance—refused to recognise me!”

Eustace knew why, but he made no
comment. In his opinion, Sir Henry
Chadwick had been wise in disown-
ing his worthless nephew.

“Then, all of a sudden, my uncle
sent for me,” continucd Roddy. “It
was because he had a breakdown, and
he took to his bed. The old fool!
There’s nothing much wrong with
him—it’s mostly imaginary! But le
sticks to his room, upstairs, and there
he remains, leaving me to live alone
in this great old housc.”

“You might be worse off,” said
Lustace, glancing round the stately
old library.

“I'd rather hic gave me an allow-
ance, and let me live in London,” said

Roddy, breathing hard. “But he
won’t! Hc keeps me here. My job
is to look after the estate. IHe must

have a Chadwick on the spot. That's
his infernal cry. He’s bed-ridden
himself, and I'm the only other Chad-
wick—so I've got to be here.”

He flung his cigarette into the fire,
and bent nearcr to Eustace.

“I know what his game is,” he went
on thickly. “As long as I'm at the |
manor, I can’t get up to any mis-
chief! That’s the long and the short
of it, Cavendish. I'm not blind—I'm
not a fool! I can sce through his
game! Do you know that he’s left
me everything in his will?”

“Really?” said Eustace mildly.
“You surprise me!”

“Everything!” insisted the other.
“And why?” '

“I assume,” said Eustace gently,
©that he must be going cracked.”

“He’s made me his heir on condi-
tions,” said Roddy, breathing hard.
“If I leave the manor without his
permission—even for one night—he’ll
cut me out of his will! That’s what
he told me when I first arrived herc,
last winter. As long as I do as hc
tells me, I'll have my allowance, and
I can live here, and look after thesc
estates—and I shall be his heir. But
if ever I go against his wishes—if cver
I kick over the traces—he’ll send fo:
his lawyer, and cut me out.”

USTACE made no comment.
Privately he held the view
that Sir Henry Chadwick
was a very brainy old boy.

Hec knew his mnephew, and he was

drastic with him.

“But I can’t stand it!” continued
Roddy desperately. “You know as
well as I do, Cavendish, that this sort
of life doesn’t suit me. I like the
bright lights. Night-clubs, theatrcs,
cabarets, cards—="’

“Particularly cards!”
Eustace, under his breath.

“And here I've got nothing!”
shouted Roddy, working himself up
to a fine pitch of excitement. “Abso-
lutely nothing, Cavendish!  This
place is a dead hole! I'm not allowed
any visitors, and I’'m not allowed to
spend a single, solitary night away
from the manor. Not even an hour!”

Lustace frowned.

“You’'re not
what?” he said.
I’'m butting in!”

“You’re different,”

murmurcd

allowed visitors,
“That mecans that

said Roddy

nothing to do with me until about-a: quisklys:»»<My uncle means that I
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mustn’t have any of my other friends
—my old set. You're different, Cav-
endish. You’'re not one of them.”

“Youw've certainly tapped the nail’s
head there, old bean!” said Eustace
promptly.

He regarded Roddy with dis-
favour, for it seemed to him that
this dctestable fcllow was far more
detestable than ever. His uncle’s ex-
periment was evidently failing. Sir
Henry had been trying for a year to
wecan Roddy away from his old life—
to let the clean country air and rural
life cleanse this scamp. But what
good had it done? Roddy was ncarly
drunk now, and it was cvident, from
his very. appearance, that he had
been drinking heavily for months.
What chance had the country air
against such dissipation?

Only the fear of being cut out of
Sir Henry’s will had kept Roddy
licre. He evidently knew that his
uncle would prove to be a man of his
word if he ever rebelled.

There came a tap at the door, and
Roddy nodded.

“Your dinner,” he said briskly.
“You’d better have a cocktail

Hallo! Where's the tray, Jevons?”
The butler had arrived cmpty-
handed.

“Sir Henry has heard voices, Mr.
Roderick,” he explained diffidently.
“He has instructed me to inquire the
name and business of your visitor,
sir.”

Roddy compressed his lips, and his
cyes flashed malevolentiy.

“You can tell my uncle that I'm
entertaining a friend!” he snapped.
“That’s all, Jevons!”

“I rather think,” said Eustace,
“that I'd like to go. Really, Roddy,
I'd loathe to be the cause of any
trouble—"

“Sit where you are, Cavendish,”
interrupted Roddy. “Go on, Jevons
—take that message to my uncle!”

“Very good, sir,” said the butler.

He went out and closcd the door.
Roddy poured himself out another
whisky, swore fcrociously, and
looked at Eustace with feverish eyes.

“There you are!” he panted. “You
sce? The old fool’s heard voices, has
he? I've got to make a stand about
this.”

“T don’t like it,” said Eustace, who
was  thoroughly  uncomfortable.
“ After all, this is your uncle’s house.
I didn’t come here to make a row.”

“You are my guest—and you’re
different from my other friends,”
said Roddy quickly. “Hang it, you're
practically a neighbour, aren’t you?”

“Well, yes, but »

Eustace broke off as he heard a
lond commotion from somewhere
within the house. A voice was roar-
ing and shouting, and at the same
moment Jevons opened the library
door.

“Pitch him out!” came the roar-
ing voice. “Do you hear, Jevons?
If he won’t go of his own accord,
take him by the scruff of the ncck,
and kick him out!”

“Good gad!” cjaculated Eustace,
pained.

He strode out into the hall, with
Roddy close at his heels. And there,

at the top of the great staircase, was
a grim figure in a dressing-gown and
slippers.
Chapter 2.
Fired. Wired.
< IR HENRY CHADWICK,

BART., was a big, heavily-
built man. His hair was
grizzled, and he was clean-
shaven cxcept for a bristling, close-
clipped  moustache. In Eustace’s
opinion he did not look particularly
ill at the present moment.

He was standing at the head of the
stairs, shaking his fist violently. His
face was suffused with fury.

“Get out of this Louse!” he thun-
dered, ghiring at Lustace. “If you're
one of Roderick’s friends, you’re no
good! Jevons, kick that fellow out!”

“Yes, sir!” gasped Jevons, giving
Eustace an appcaling look.

“This isn’t fair, uncle!” shouted
Roddy hotly. “Mr. Cavendish is the
son of Lord Halstcad, and he’s prac-
tically a neighbour——"

“I don't care who he is!” thun-
“He’s a friend of

dercd Sir Henry.
yours, isn’t he?”
“Yes, he is. But T don’t sec »?
“Enough!” bellowed §Sir Henry.
“If he’s a friend of yours, he's mo
good! Get out, you young cur, or
I'll come down there and throw you
out with my own hards!” '

Eustace gripped himself. He
wasn't used to being spoken to in
that fashion—and yet. in his heart,
he felt no grudge against Sir Henry.
The old man wasn't to know that
Eustace was not really one of Roddy’s
friends. In Loudon, Eustace wouldn’t
have been seen dead in Roddy’s com-
pany. Roddy’s friends were wasters
and blackguards and unmentionable
crecatures of the vilest type. No
doubt Sir Henry knew this, and it
was only natural that he should place
Eustace in the same category:

“You're making a mistake, Sir
Henry, but I'll go,” said Eustace
steadily. “For my own satisfaction,
I'd just like to tell you that I'm not
one of your nephew’s friends. Never
have been. But this is your house,
sir, and I apologise for having in-
truded. My only excuse is that I
didn't know the circumstances.”

“Well, you know them now!”
grated the old man. “I don’t care
who you are, or what you arc! Get
out of this house!”

“You can’t do this, uncle!”
shouted 'Roddy, beside himself.
“(Cavendish came here to shelter

from the storm, and ”

“ Another word from you, boy, and
I'll kick you out with him!” fumed
Sir Henry ferociously. “And you
know what it means if I kick you

out! I am the master of this house,
and——-"

“SQir Henry!” came an alarmed
voice.

The big front door had opened—
cvidently it was not latched—and a
stranger stood within the lounge hall.
The man who had spoken was a tall,
clderly, kindly-looking man, wrapped
in a great fur coat. He was carrying
a small bag, and he flung this and
his hat aside, and hurried forward.
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“You'd better not interfere, Dr.
Smallwood,” said Roddy furiously.

“But I shall interfere,” de-
clared the other, his eyes smoulder-
ing with heat. “ What do you mean,
you young hound, by upsetting Sir
Henry in this way?”

“He’s upset himself!” snapped
Roddy. “I didn’t ask him to kick up
this shindy. This friend of mine

came here to shelter from the
storm——"
“I won’t have the young black-

guard in my house!” thundered Sir
Henry, from the top of the stairs.
“Smallwood, take that young man
out, and »?

“Wait until I come down,” mut-
tered the doctor to Eustace. "I
shan’t be long.”

He hurried upstairs, scized Sir
Henry by the arm, and led him firmly
but gently out of sight. Sir Henry
raved, but Dr. Smallwood’s voice
sounded soothing and gentle.  Sir
Henry’s tones grew quicter, and they
finally ccased altogethcer as a door
was heard to close softly.

Eustace glanced at Roddy.

“An upsectting sort of business,” he
said. “I'm sorry about this, but T
didn’t know. I rather think I'd
better grease off.”

“You shan’t!” growled Roddy
hotly. “Look  here, Cavendish,
you’ve got to stay! Don’t take any
notice of my uncle—he was raving
like a madman. Smallwood will
smooth him over.”

They went into the library, Eustace
feeling very decidedly upset. But
for that murmured word from tle
doctor he would have gone on the
spot.  He declined the drink that
Roddy had poured out for him.
Roddy himself consumed nearly half
a glass of ncat spirit.

“The first time one of my old pals
comes into the house, and this is
what happens,” he muttered thickly.
“Gad! T can’t stand it, Cavendish.
I’m not going to be kept here, like a
prisoner in a dungeon. Curse the old
fool 1”

He relapsed into silence, and
Eustace, testing his ankle, found that
it was less painful than before.

He looked at Roddy and wondered
what he could say. There scemed
very little that he could say. The
sooner he got out of this house the
better.

Fortunately, Dr. Smallwood came
in just then, and there was a hard,
sct expression on his naturally kindly
face. He did not even glance at
Roddy. He confined his attentions to
Eustace.

“Just a minute, young man,” le
said, beckoning.

“Look here, Dr. Smallwood, I'm
not going to have——" began Roddy.

The doctoer turned his back and
walked out of the library, and
Eustace, as he followed, heard a
string of violent curses from Roddy.
He breathed more freely as he closed
the library door.

“Before you say anything, doctor,
there’s just one little point I'd like
to make clear,” he said, grasping the
doctor’s coat lapel. “I am not one
of Roddy’s friends. Between you and
me, and strictly between ourselves,
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I wouldn't teuch Roddy with a harge-
pole!”

“I’'m glad to hear it,” grunted the
doctor, eyeing him closely.

“You don’t bappen to have any dis-
infectant or antiseptic?” went on
Eustace, in an anxious voice.

“Why do you need itr”

“I've shaken hands with that
blister, and I need a spiritual sham-
poo, as it were,” explained Eustace.

The old doctor’s eyes kindled with
a twinkle of amusement.

“If you're quite ready, Mr. Caven-

dish, we’ll be going,” he said.
“Jevons, Mr. Cavendish’s coat and
hat. Mine, too.”

“Yes, sir,” said the butler, with
obvious relief.

“I don’t like turning you out in
this fashion, but you appcar to be
a sensible young man, and you will
probably realise that it is better that
you should go,” went on the doctor.
“I have calmed Sir Henry down, but
only after promising him that I
would take you away without the loss
of a minute.”

“I wouldn’t have come if I had
known how things stocd,” said
Eustace, shaking kPkis head. “The
fact is, my car skidded——"

“I moticcd it on the road as I came
aiong,” interrupted the doctor. “ My
own car is outside, and 1t is entirely
at your scrvice, Mr. Cavendish. 1t
will be a pleasure for me to give you
a lift to Little Melbury, where, I
have no doubt, you will be able to
get all the assistance you require.”

TR ODDY came charging out of
ﬁ the library just as Eustace

and the doctor went out into

the snow-swept night. Roddy
even came to the door, nearly knock-
ing the stately Jevons over in his
excitement and fury. Dr. Smallwood
ignored him, and Eustace merely
waved a hand.

“Well, cheerio!” he called. “Sorry
I couldn’t stay, Roddy, but I think
it's bctter, on the whole. Must be
polite,” e added to the doctor in an
undertone. _

““One is not polite to pigs!” said
the doctor caustically.

Roddy was shouting something, but
Dr, Smallwood slammed the door of
the smart coupe and immediately
cngaged his gears. The car glided
off amidst a smother of snow.

“A pretty scaly sort of affair,”
commented Eustacc regretfully. “The
first time I've ever been hoofed out
of anybody’s house!”

“You mustn’t look at it in that
way, Mr. Cavendish,” said the doctor.
“8ir Henry is a cantankerous old
man, and the mere fact that you are
acquainted with Roddy stamps you,
in Sir Henry’s cyes, as a worthless
gcamp.”

“I knew the blighter at Oxford—

to my cost,” said Fustace. “I'd no
idea how things stood now, or I
wouldn’t have come.”

“Quite so— quite so,” said the

doctor, as he bent over the steering-
wheel. “I understand exactly, young
man. I only hope that your visit
mayv preeipitate something. If that
young hound would only make a
lightning trip to London, he would
never be readmitted into the house.
BRnt he's too cunning; he’s too in-

fernally clever. He knows what would
happen if he disregarded his uncle’s
orders.”

“So he told me,” nodded Eustace.
“A sort of experiment on Sir Henry's
part, what?”

“A mad experiment—a hopeless ex-
periment,” said the doctor impa-
tiently. “What’s the good of it?
Roddy is worthless through and
through. You can’t expect to change
the spots of a lcopard.”

“Why doesn’t Sir Henry kick him

$7]

out

“Because the young waster is too
clever,” grunted the doctor. ‘‘He
knows on which side his bread is
buttered, and he stays here. And
he’ll continue to stay, mno doubt,
knowing that lLe is his uncle’s sole
heir, The only gleam of hope is that
one day he will
kick over the
traces. Sir Henry
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“That’s just the trouble,” he said.
“Roddy is allowed no rope at all. I
only wish that Sir Henry would allow
him some. As matters stand, there’s
a dcadlock. You see, Sir Henry
promiscd that he would look after his
nephew, and he is proud of his good
name, too. While Roddy is here he
can’t get up to much mischief. He
can’t besmirch the family honour.
You understand:”

“I'm recally frightfully sorry for
Sir Henry,” said Eustace, with fecl-
ing.
“Roddy is a wastrel—an orphan,
and Sir Henry feels a certain amount
of responsibility regarding him,” con-
tinued the doctor impatiently. “I

have told him a hundred times that
110 i1s very foolish, but he won’t listen
0 me.

My only fear is that some-

thing drastic

might happen.”
“Fear?” said

is a man with Eustace. “I rather
rigid, cast-iron thought you
ideas. He promised wanted it to
Roddy that his happen.”

allowance would ™ “I should like
be secure so long Sty t e, Lt il this scamp to be
as he remained at * é...} . ) ‘& removed from the
the manor. And Y e ’ manor, but I
Roddy remains. T .t didn’t mean that,”
But his heart is in R “A-L replied Dr. Small-
London, with his * wood. “Sometimes
dccursed night he gets into
clubs and his evil companions. I tell drunken frenzies, and I am always

you, Mr. Cavendish, that that feliow
1s unfit to live outside an institution.”

““Oh, absolutely!” agrecd Eustace.
“I found that out ycars ago. And
you ought to know, I supposc, being
the family physician.”

“I knew Roddy when he was quite
a little boy,” said the doctor thought-
fully. ‘“He was an incorrigible young
rascal even then. Ever since I can
remember him he has been a responsi-
bility to his wuncle. Scrape after
scrape, and so on. I don’t wonder
that Sir Henry loses his patience
occasionally.”

“The old boy is an invalid, I under-
stand?” asked Eustace. ‘““Not that he
appearcd to be particularly decrepit
when I saw him at the top of the
stairs.” '

Dr. Smallwood compressed his lips.

“I don’t mind telling you, young
man, that I have a good deal of
trouble with Sir Henry, too,” le said
feelingly.  “There’s mothing much
wrong with him. Imagination, mostly.
IIe’s a hLypochondriac.”

“Oh, rather:” nodded Lustace.
“One of those melancholy Dblighters
who think they've got cvery sort of
illness under the sun, whilst actually
they're pretty healthy. That’s the
idea, what®”

“ Exactly,” said the doctor. “I
have a vague idea, too, that he keeps
to his room so that Roddy shall have
a fair chance. Roddy is virtually in
charge of the estate. And a fine mess
he has made of things, too! Heaven
only knows how it will all end! My
only hope is that he will play truant,
and then perhaps Sir Henry will lose
some of these fanciful idcas of his.
Perhaps he will take command of the
reins again.”’

“I dare say if Roddy has cnough
rope he’ll hang himself,” remarked
Eustace.

The doctor gave him a swift glance.

on cdge. I feel vaguely that Roddy
might do something terrible.”

“Don’t you believe it,” said
Eustacc, with conviction. ‘“Roddy is
too much of a cur, too much of a
coward. I know him. The most
frightful chunk of fungus that cver
grew.”

&~ OURTEOUSLY Dr. Smallwood

offercd Iustacc the hospi-
tality of his own home in
Little Melbury; but as it
happened they camec in contact with
a big car, in the main road, which
was going to Bury St. Edmunds, and
as the owner of this car offered
Eustace a lift, Eustace very gladly
accepted it. The doctor promised to
sec that Eustace’s own car should be
rescued and taken to a local garage.

So, in spitc of the heavy snowstorm,
Eustace did finally arrive at Halstead
Towers that night; and, incidentally,
he spent a very enjoyable week-end.

He didn’t return to London until
Tuesday. By then practically all the
snow had gonc. There had been a’
rapid thaw on Monday, and Eustace
drove back to town over wet, slushy.
muddy roads, and he found London
murky and unfriendly. But it was
good to be back, nevertheless.

He found his chambers in Half
Moon Strcet overrun with brisk-look-
ing men in overalls, carrying bags of
tools. Eustace was dismayed.

“What’s all this?”’ he demanded,
when Pagett, his valet, relieved him
of his motoring coat. “Why didn't
vou send mec a wire, or something.
Pagett? I mecan, I can’t live in this
frightful mess.”

“They’re telephone men, sir,” ecx-
plained the wvalet. “I understand
that they’ll be finished by this after-
noon.”

“Well, that’s a little ray of sun.
shinc, anyhow,” said Eustace. “ You’d
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better pop down, Pagett, and run the
old bus round to the garage.”

. ch’ gir.”

“Oh, and by the way, what’s wrong
with the telephone?” asked Eustace.

“These men are not interfering
with the ordinary instrument, sir,”
explained Pagett. “They are f{itting
up a special telephone—one that con-
neets your rooms with those of Mr.
Sexton Blake, in Baker Street.”

Eustace’s eyes opencd wide.

“@reat pip! Not really, Pagett?”
lie cjaculated.

“Yes, sir.”

“Take this, Pagctt,” said Eustace,
slapping a pound-mote into his
valet’s hands. “ You don’t deserve it,
but I’'m feceling so frightfully pleased
that I've got to give money away.
Well, I’'m dashed! I mean, really, I
am dashed !”

He was overjoyed. Only the
previous week he and Sexton Blake
had talked over the possibility of
having a private wire fixed up
between Baker Street and Half Moon
Strcet. At the time, Eustace had
mentally decided that it was only one
of Blake’s little jokes.

But Blake, obviously, had been in
carnest. And Eustace was tremend-
ously bucked at this expression of the
famous criminologist’s confidence.

‘This phone was being expressly
fised so that Blake could get into
touch with Eustace at any hour of the
day or night—with the certainty, too,
of absolute privacy.

Eustace was in a fever until four
o'clock in the afternoon—when the
telephone men finally took their
departure. Then Eustace sat down in
his most comfortable chair, reached
for the plione, and unhooked the
receiver.

‘““Hallo, FEustace!” came a cheery
voice over the wire, almost immedi-
ately.

“Good gad! Is that you, Blake,
old boy?”’ gasped Eustace. “I was
expecting some chirpy feminine voice
to cry ¢ Number, please V' I say, isn’t
this frightfully ripping ?”

“Well, it may come in useful,” ad-
mitted Blake.

“What about the cxpense, old
boy ?” asked Eustace ansiously. “I
mean, it must have cost—" ]

“Never mind about that,” put In
Sexton Blake, with a laugh. “It was
my idea, Eustace, and I'm footing the
bill. Salary, we’ll say, for your past
services.” .

“You should let me pay half,” said
Fustace. “In fact, I'd rather pay
the whole lot. And what about a
spot of work? Anything that T can
do, old boy”

“Not at present,” replied Sexton
Blake. “However, it is comforting
to know that you are within call. If
I need you, Eustace, I will ring you.”

“Need me quickly, old boy,” said
Eustace earnestly. “I’ve just had a
week-end in the country, and I'm
bubbling with vitality.”

Much to Eustace’s disappointmeunt,
tlie private telephore was silent dur-
ing the remainder of the day—
although Xustace made a point of
remiining in. And the next morning
lie vas the bane of Pagett’s existence.
He waundered about his chambers
restiessly, and more than once he

moved towards the private phone. At
the last moment, however, he held
his hand. He had a horror of forcing

‘himself upon Blake.

At about noon the midday paper
was dclivered, and Pagett brought it
to Lustace as usual. Eustace some-
times had a fancy to study the form
of racchorses; but just now his inter-

est in that sort of thing had
dwindled to vanishing point.
He unfolded the paper, and

casually read the headline across the
front page—*“Shocking Crime in
Suffolk Mansion.” Then he uttered
an ejaculation, and sat ferward in
his cflair, his cyes wide open.

Chapter 3.

Eustace Finds Work.

¥ T took a good deal to startle the
Hon. Eustace Cavendish, but he
was startled now.

Ordinarily, he would have
been interested in such a murder case,
for it had always been his hobby to
keep track of major crimes.” But he
felt that he was somehow conneccted

~with this particular affair, for he had

been at Chadwick Manor so recently.

““The murdered baronet, who was a
bachelor, was evidently killed in cold
blood,” ran the report. _
covery was made by Dr. Smallwood,
the family physician, who has been
in the habit of making an early-morn-
ing call for some months past. The
body of Sir Henry was found lying on

e
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thie bed, and he had been stabled to
the heart. No weapon, however, was
discovercd. Inspector Rankin, of the
Suffolk Constabulary——"

Before Eustace could read auy
further, the door opcned, and Pagcett
appeared. For once the imperturb-
atle valet was looking flustered.

“There’s a young gentleman lere,
sir,” he announced. ‘He appears to
be very agitated—"

“Out of my way, fool!” panted a
hoarse voice.

Pagett was elbowed aside, and
Eustace found himsclf gazing at the
dishevelled figure of Roddy Chad-
wick. Eustace did not turn a hair.
He regarded Roddy with a thought-
ful eye, and then used his monocle to
assist the inspection. -

‘“All right, Pagett,” he said, nod-
ding. “You’d better leave us.”

Roddy threw a frightened glance at
the door as the valet closed it, and
then he staggered forward, half-sink-
ing into a chair. His collar was
crumpled, his necktic unfastened, his
hair unbrushed. He was cven un-
shaven, and, altogether, he looked
very much of a wreck. His weak face
was unhcalthily flushed, and the bags
under his eyes were more pronounced
than ever.

“They’re after me, Cavendish!"” he
croaked. “I believe I was spotted at
Liverpool  Strect  Station. TFor
Heaven's .sake, hide me! You can
do it here. Nobody will suspect——"

““Steady, Roddy,” interrupted
Eustace. “I’ve seen the news, al-
though I haven’t had a chance to read
the details. What do you know about
Sir Henry’s death?”

“Nothing I’ screamed Roddy, leap-
ing to his feet, and rushing across to
Eustace, and clasping him in panie-
stricken terror. “Nothing, I tell
you! They think I did it, Cavendish,
but I didn’t! I tell you, I didn’t!”

“If you didn’t, why do you want to
hide?” asked Eustace evenly.

He took Roddy’s wrists, forced
them down, and deliberately pushed
the young man into a chair. There
was somcthing cool and collected
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about Eustace now. His monocle was
still in his eye, but in spite of this
all trace of the dandy had gone.

“Take it easy, Roddy,” he advised.
“No; - I shan’t give you a drink.
You’'ve had plenty of drink already,
by ‘the look of you. Give me some
details of this tragedy.”

“Details?”’ babbled Roddy. “I—I
don’t know any! When I got up this
morning, I heard that my uncle had
been murdered—stabbed to' death!
Jevons told me, and Jevons thinks
that I did it! The police think so,
too !”

“Why did you leave the manor?”

“I bolted—I knew they’d arrest me,
60 I bolted !” panted Roddy wildly.
“What else could I do? I thought of
you, Cavendish—and I thought per-
haps that you would hide me here.”

“If you killed your uncle, you’re
for the long jump—I'll personally sce
to it,”” said Eustace. “If you didn’t
kill your uncle, there’'s no need for
you to hide anywhere.”

“There i1s—
thereis !” shouted

Roddy. “I kad

an unholy row -; y !'!

with my i .
i \

uncle | ;|
lastnight. Every-"1 |
body hecard—the
servants — every-
body! My uncle
threatened to cut M
me out of his -:_;.il
will—and this
morning he was
found dead! I
tell you, they
think I did it!
You’vegot tohelp
me, Cavendish !”
“Well, we’ll
see,”said Eustace
soothingly. “The
thing is for you
to cool down.”
“You've got to
help ? in-

me !
sisted Roddy, in
a feverish tone.
“That quarrel
last night was
your doing !”

“Good gad! My ddaing?”

“Yes, it was!” ehouted Roddy.
“After seeing you the other night,.
I couldn’t stick that rotten country
life any longer, and I told my uncle
that he would have to let me go to
town now and again. That was the
cause of the row. He finished with
me! He threatened to stop my
allowance, and cut me out of his
will. And this morning—"

Thud, thud, thud!

A thunderous banging sounded
from somewherce within the building.
Roddy leapt to his feet with a
scream, and stared at the door with
fear-stricken cyes.

“The police!” he gabbled.
“They’re here! You've got to hide
me, Cavendish! I didn’t do it, I

tell you! I knew nothing about the
murder until I got up this morning.
Don’t let them get me! Don't let
them——"

His words faded away in his
throat, for at that moment the door

“Get out of this
house!’’ he thundered
at Eustace from the
head of the stairs.
“If you’re one of
Roderick’s friends,
you’re no good!”

opened, and two men in uniform

stood there—an inspector and a con-
stable.

“I am sorry to intrude, sir,” said
the inspector, looking at Eustace.
“But it’s a matter of duty. This
voung man, I believe, is Roderick
Chadwick.”

Roderick fairly shrieked a denial,
and he made a wild, insane attempt

©

to run through into Eustace’s bed-
room. He was quickly seized and
held. Eustace had never before seen
such a pitiful exhibition of rank
cowardice. If Roddy was guiltless
of the crime, then he was a fool
as well as a coward. For no man
ever looked more guilty than he did.

He was formally cautioned in

connection with the death of his
uncle, Sir Henry Chadwick, and the
police took him away. His descrip-
tion had been circulated after he
had bolted from the manor, and a
railway  policeman at Liverpool
Street had recognised him. It had
been an easy matter to trail the
taxicab which Roddy had hired to
Half Moon Street.
)X USTACE wunhooked the re-
Vg cciver of the private phone,
L and within twenty seconds
he was in touch with
Sexton Blake.

“A case, old boy!” he announced
briskly.

“I'm afraid there would be no
justification for us going down to
Chadwick Manor, Eustace!” camec
Blake’s voice. “Scotland Yard has
not been called in, and the local
police might resent——"

“Whoa! Hold on!” ejaculated
Eustace. “How did you know I
meant this Chadwick affair?”

“Isn’t that what you were ring-
ing up about?”

“ Absolutely, old boy!”

“It’s perfectly simple, Eustace!”
came Blake’s voice. “I knmew that
yvou went down to Suffolk for the
week-end, and I have an ideca that
Sir Henry Chadwick was a neigh-
bour of yours. The news of his
murder is contained in the early
evening papers. " It is matural that
vou should be interested. But I am
afraid that any investigation on our
part would be regarded as an intcr-
terence !”

- “You don’t wunderstand, dear
brother,” said Eustace. “Roddy
Chadwick, the blighter who is sus-
pected of the deed, has been
arrested !”

““Less reason than ever, then, for
us to 7

“He was arrested in my chambers,”
said Eustace.

“Oh, was hce?”

“Not five minutes ago,” continued
Eustace. “And there are certain
facts about this case which make
it frightfully imperative that we
should get a move on. I practically
promised Roddy that I would rally
round. T simply must go down to
Suffolk. And if you ‘came with me,
it would be joy undefiled!”

“I think you’d better give me a
few dctails, Eustace,” said Blake.
“You seem to know more about this
affair than T first thought!”

Eustace gave the details. He
described what had happencd on his
recent visitsto Chadwick Manor, and
he gave an account of Roddy’s panic-
stricken flight to London, and his
entry into Eustace’s chambers.

“It’s practically a commission, old
boy,” concluded Eustace. “If this
foul blighter is really innocent—
and, personally, I don’t think he’d
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have the pluck to jab a knife into
a rabbit—it’s rether up to us to fish
him out of the mire!”

“It is honestly your opinion,
Eustace, that young Chadwick could
not have murdered his uncle?”

‘““Absolutely !” said Eustace. “The
fellow is a cur and everything un-
mentionable. Tasn’t got the pluck
of a house-fly! The fact that he
bolted means nothing, because he’s
just the kind who would bolt!”

“I’ll be round within ten min-
utes,” replied Blake. “Be ready to
lcave at once, Eustace!”

¢\ EXTON BLAKE gave instruc-
D) tions to Tinker to look after
things at Baker Street, and
then he drove to Eustace’s
chambers in the Grey Panther.
Eustace was on the edge of the
pavement when Blake arrived, and
he leapt nimbly into
the powerful Rolls-
Royce roadster.
“This is really
frightfully  decent
of you, Blake, old
lichtning flash!” he
said happily. “I
mean, I hope I'm
not interfering with
any of your other

awfully upset if you
left something of
national moment to
come down with me on this Suffolk
stunt I . ‘

“I don’t mind telling jyou,
Eustace, that I shouldn’t have come
down if you had not given it as
your opinion that young Chadwick
is innocent,” replicd Blake. *There
arc some points of interest in the
case which attract me. Ae soon as
we get out of London, you can give
me a few more details.”

“As many as you like, old boy,”
promised Eustace. “Not, of course,
that I know many. Still, I'll tell
you all I know!”

And long before the Grey Panther
had passed through Chelmsford,
Sexton Blake was in full possession
of the facts as Eustace knew them.

“Well, on- the face of it, the
thing looks pretty black!” said the
detective. “Young Chadwick told
you that his uncle intended cutting
him out of his will this morning.
And during the night Sir Henry
was murdered !”

“A pretty good motive—what?”

“So it would secm,” said Blake.
“However, we caunot say anything
definite until we have made some
inquiries actually on the spot.”

When they arrived, they were
faced by a somewhat portly police-
inspector, who regarded them with
dietinet disfavour. He was Inspcetor
Rankin, of the Suffolk Constabulary.
He was in charge of the casc.

“Did you receive any instructions
to come here, Mr., Blake?” he¢ asked,
after Blake and Eustace had intro-
duced themseclves. “Personally, I
can’t sce any reason why you should
bother yoursclf over such a straight-
forward affair as this|”
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“I am here omn behalf of Mr.
Roderick Chadwick,” replied Blake

promptly.
“Young Chadwick!” echced the
inspector. ‘“But he’s under arrest!

He’s the murderer !”

“Not absolutely, is Le?” put in
Fustace. “I thought he was merely
arrested on suspicion:”

“By this time he has been charged
with the wilful murder of his
uncle!” said the inspector grimly.
“We’ve got enough evidence to hang
him a dozen times, if necessary!”

“Are there any Scotland Yard
men herer” inquired Blake.

The inspector laugled.

“There’s no need to call in the
Yard over am affair of this sort!”
he replied pompously. “There are
plenty of capable men on the spot!”

They were standing in the big
lounge hall, and
there was an air of
tragedy in that big,
lonely old house.
All the blinds were
down, and the in-
terior of the build-
ing was gloomy.
Now and again a
servant would glide
past, almost walk-
ing on tiptoe.

Dr. Smallwood
came out of the
library whilst Blake
and Eustace wecre
talking with the inspector in the hall.
There was a great change in the old
doctor. He was haggard and bowed
down with grief.

“You here again, young man?” he
said, as he recognised Eustace. “Was
it necessary, do you think, to visit
this house of death?”

“I'm really frightfully sorry,
doctor, but I rather fancied that we
might be able to do something,”
replied Eustace. “This is Mr. Sexton
Blake, whom you may have heard of.”

Dr. Smallwood bowed to Blake, his
cyes full of inquiry.

“I am here in the interests of young
Chadwick,” said Blake. “There scems
to be some doubt——"

“In the interests of young Chad-
wick!” broke in the doctor angrily.
“What nonsense is this? Are you
mad, Mr. Blake? Young Chadwick is
guilty!  Without question, he 1is
cuilty! The infernal young hound
won’t get half he deserves if he goes
to the scafiold! Hanging is too good
for him! Do you hear me? And you
say that you have come down here in
his interests! I have never heard of
anything more preposterous!”

His bitterness against Roddy was
intense.  His eycs blazed, and -his
whole face became flushed. The glare
that he bestowed upon Blake was posi-
tively threatening.

Not that Blake resented tiie old
doctor’s manner. Eustace, too, could
understand his attitude. Sir Henry
Chadwick had been cne of Dr. Small-
wood’s oldest friends; for many years
Sir Henry had been the doctor’s
patient. And it was only natural that
the old practitioner should be bitter
and harsh in his attitude towards
Roddy. He had lcathed Roddy even
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before the murder, and now that this
tragedy had befallen the house, the
doctor no longer found it possible to
hide his inner feclings.

“Didn’t I tell you that I was
afraid, Cavendish?” he said, looking
at Eustace in a reproachful way.
“Don’t you remember? I told you
that young Chadwick might do some-
thing terrible one day. Heaven for-
give me for failing to warn Sir Henry
in time! But never for a moment did
1 beiieve that the young houn' would
commit such a vile deed.”

“Were you present, during the
quarrel last mnight?” asked Blake.

“I was.”

“Can you tell me what led up to
that quarrel?®”

“The usual thing,” replied the
doctor curtly. “Young Chadwick
grumbled about being kept a prisoner
—as he called it—in this house. He
demanded permission from his uncle
to take a trip to London. Sir Henry
refused, and it was I who ordered
Roderick out of the room. T told
him bluntly that if he didn't go, I
would kick him out. He was worry-
ing his uncle unduly.”

“And then?”

“The young fool flared up, and said
that I was to blame for his uncle’s
attitude,” replied Dr. Smallwood
sombrely. “Indeed, he used such
vile language that it was as much as
I could do to keep my hands off him.
It was at that point that Sir Henry
came to his decision.”

“His decision to leave Roderick out
of his wiil?”

“Exactly,” mnodded the doctor.
“He told Roderick quite plainly that
he had finished with him. His experi-

‘ment had failed, and the whole thing

was over. Roderick could go to Lon-
don as soon as he liked—and stay
there. Not one penny of allc.rance
would he receive—and Sir Henry also
swore that he would fetch Williamson
from Bury—Williamson is the lawyer.
He’s handled Sir Henry’s affairs for
over thirty-five years.

“When Roddy heard that, ke
scemed to go absolutely mad, and lhe
shouted threats against his uncle, and
finally flung himseclf out of the rocm
and went down to the library; I
believe, to drink himself into a state
of semi-stupor.”

Inspector Rankin grunted.

“For the life of me, Mr. Blake, I
can’t undcrstand why you’re here,”
he said. “The case is straightforward
—and the murderer has already been
arrested. Young Chadwick, when he
knew that he was going to be cut out
of the will to-day, murdered his uncle
during the night. I think it quite
possible that he was half-drunk at the
time, and scarcely knew what he was
about. t all events, his counsel
will do well to put forward that plea
at the trial. As Sir Henry is dcad,
and as the old will was not annulled,
it means that young Chadwick is the
heir.  Then, again, his flicht this
morning. Why did he run off as soon
as he was awakened?”

“That’s quite a point,” mnoddcd
Blake. “If young Chadwick really
committed this murder, why did he
oo to bed at all? If he meant to runm,
why didn't he rum at some hour
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during the night, when he might
possibly have gained a good start?”

“Why?” repeated the inspector,
staring. “Because he intended inheri-
ting his uncle’s property.”

“In that case, it was madness on
his part to bolt this morning.”

“He evidently lost his head,” said
the inspector. “That’s the way I look
at it, anyhow. He probably drank
himself into a frenzy, went to his
uncle’s room in the middle of the
night, and stabbed him.  Perhaps
there was esome drunken reaction
afterwards—a stupor, say—and he was
powerless to start.”

“I knew Roddy was a polsonous
sort of blighter,” said Eustace, “but
I never set him down as an absolute
fool. No man would drink himself
to—" )

“Mr. Cavendish is right, iuspector,”
said Blake. “Young Chadwick is so
obviously guilty of thie crime that it
conld not have been premeditated. If
he really intended murdering his
uncle so that he could inherit the
estates, he would have adopted some
ruse to divert suspicion from himself.
But he did nothing of the kind. It
would seem that he deliberately put
the noose round his own neck.”

“And the sooner that mnoose is
tightened, the better!” said Dr.
Smallwood heatedly.  “Man alive,
lrow can you assume, even for a single
second, that Chadwick is not guilty?
Why, the very knife with which the
murder was committed was found in
his bed-room.”

“Indeed?” said Blake, glancing at
the inspector.

“I found it myself,” said that
officer with some pride. “Under a
floorboard, near the window. I natur-
ally searched young Chadwick’s bed-
room, and it wasn’t long before I
spotted that loose board. Not only
was there a big carving-knife in the
cavity, but a pyjama-jacket, too, ,with
one sleeve soaked in blood. You’ll
waste your time here, Mr. Blake, if
you think that you can save young
Chadwick from the scaffold.”

“He will not be saved,” said Dr.
Smallwood tensely. “The world will
be cleaner after Roderick has been
hanged. He’s a noxious parasite—a
thing of no use to man or beast.”

Chapter 4,
The Missing Toe. .

USTACE began to feel that he
had made rather a mess of
things. It had been a pity

there for mothing.  Yet there was
something about Blake which re-
assured Eustace. Blake was not look-
ing quite so disappointed as Eustace
had expected.

“Have you any objection if I have
a look at the body?” asked the dctec-
tive, glancing from Dr. Smallwood to
Inspector Rankin. '

“No objection at all, Mr. Blake,”
grunted the inspector impatiently.
“Go ahead, if you want to. But I tell
you frankly that there’s mnothing
whatever to see.”

Before Blake could go upstairs,
however, Mr. Frederick Williamson
arrived. from Bury §St. Edmunds.

to drag Sexton Blake down P

Mr. Williamson was a small, dapper
little man, and he now had a grave,
troubled expression on his face. He
was busy with Dr. Smallwood for a
time, and with the police, too. But
presently Blake had a chance of chat-
ting with him.

*“An appalling tragedy, Mr. Blake,”
eaid the lawyer. “So totally un-
expected, too. Sir Henry was ailing,
perhaps, but as Smallwood tells me,
it was more imaginary than real. No
reason why he shouldn’t have lived
for another twenty years.”

“And Roderick is the sole legatce?”

“Yes, the worthless young puppy!”
rctorted Mr. Williamson hotly. “It
always passed my comprehension why
Sir Henry allowed that scamp to live
in this house—and virtually to take
command of the estate. A mad thing,
Mr. Blake—and now it has led to
this.”

“There is mobody else, I suppose,
who benefits to any considerable ex-
tent by Sir Henry’s death?” asked

Blake.

“Nobody at all,” replied the
lawyer. “This nephew is the only
close relative, as far as T know. Of
course, there are some bequests to
servants. Jevons, for example, will

gct ten thousand pounds.”

“As much as that?” commented
Blake.

“He has been a very faithful ser-
vant,” replied the solicitor. “Becn in
Sir Henry’s scrvice for most of his
life. Then therc are some bequests to
the head gardener, the cook, and so
forth. But they are all trifles, com-
paratively.”

Blake shook his head when he had
a word with Eustace, some minutes
later.

“Pretty mouldy, looking at it by
and large,” said Eustaee. “The case
sccms to be as plain as a currant
bun at a school treat.”

“I’'m afraid it’s a waste of time,
Eustace,” said Blake. “Not that
Roderick murdered his uncle with
any idea of obtaining the fortume.
There was nothing premecditated
about the crime, as far as T can see
at present. It is far more likely that
Roderick drank himself into a con-
dition of maddened rage, and that he
took his uncle’s life in a moment of
sheer insanity. As the inspector says,
the case is perfectly simple.”

“What a frightful bore. old boy!”

“But you never know,” continued

Blake, witlr a sidelone smile. “We
haven’t finished vet, Eustace.”
Dr. Smallwood offered to accom-
any Blake and Eustace upstairs, to
view the body. Bcefore doing so, how-
ever, Blake carcfully examined the
fatal carving-knife. It was not an
interesting exhibit. Quite an ordin-
ary carving-knife, Dbloodstained, but
with no finger-prints on the handle.

“No finger-prints?” said Blake,
glancing at the inspector. “Very
strange, don’t you think?”

“Young Chadwick must have worn
gloves.” .

“ And he was in a drunken frenzy
when he committed the murder?”
mused Blake. “Rather peculiar that
he should take the precaution to wear
gloves.” _

“TDecidedly on the rummy eide, too,

| B

that he should conceal the old rib-
tickler under the floor of his bed-
room,” commented Eustace. “I mean,
rather asking for trouble, what? As
he took the care to hide the dread
weapon, one would have supposed
that he would have shoved it in the
farthermost attic, or the deepest
cellar. But hardly in his own bally
bed-room.”

“There is no accounting for what a
desperate man, having just com-
mitted a murder, might do,” said the
inspector. “I confess that I cannot
sece the object of these—er—quibbles,
Mr. Blake. The evidence is con-
clusive. Chadwick’s flight, in itself,
condemned him.”

“But he hasn’t confessed, has he?”
murmured Eustace.

“How many murderers confess?”
retorted the inspector.

It was apparent that he greatly re-
sented Sexton Blake’s investigations,
and judging by the glances he be-
stowed upon Eustace every now and
again, he looked upon that eclegant
young gentleman as a brainless
noodle. Not that Eustace minded.

The doctor intervened at an awk-
ward pause.

“Drink!” he said bitterly. “Drink
is the cause of this tragedy, Mr.
Blake. It was the curse of Roderick’s
Iife. His rotten example had begun
to affect other members of the house-
hold, too.”

They were walking upstairs,
towards the death chamber, and Blake
pricked up lis ears.

“How do you mean, Dr. Small-
wood ?”’ he asked.

“Well, there’s Jevons,” said the
doctor grufly. “As worthy a man as
ever lived—a man who has grown old
in Sir Henry’s service. I won’t say
that he didn’t like his glass of port,
now and again. But of late he has
been drinking more heavily—and
there isn’t the slightest doubt in my
mind that Roderick egged him on.
Only about a month ago Jevons was
positively drunk.”

“Did Sir Henry know?”

“He knew, and he gave Jevons
notice on the spot,” replied the
doctor. “It was only the old man’s
pitiful entreaties that made Sir
Henry relent. But right to the last
he was cold towards Jevons, and T
don’t think he rcally forgave him.”

Blake glanced at Eustace, and
Eustace winked.

“I wonder,” said Eustace, “if Mr.
Blake and T could wash our hands?
Long motor ride, you know, and all
that.”

“Certainly,” said
“Here’s the bath-room.
vou.”

They went in, and Eustace grinned.

“I rather thought, old boy, that
vou required a word in private witl

the doctor.
I’ll1 wait for

me on the subject of the Jevons bird,’
he remarked. “Dashed significant
what?” :

“I only regard it as significant,
Eustace, because of your strong con-
vietion that Roderick Chadwick could
not have committed this murder,”
said Blake. “The evidence is over-
whelmingly against him. Yet we
must examine these facts concerning
Jevons.”
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“I've got nothing against the old
blighter; but we can’t ignore the fact
that he heard the quarrel,” said
tustace. “So he must have known
that a new will was in the offing.”

“There isn't much you miss,
Eustace,” said Blake approvingly.
“That is precisely the point. Jevons
had been dismissed—and had been
reinstated. But he knew Sir Henry
was still angry with him; and when
he heard that a mew will was to be
made, it is quite likely that he feared
that he would be cut out of it.”

“So he knifed Sir Henry in order
to make sure of his merry ten thou-
sand,” nodded Eustace. “A foul
thing to do,. and I really can’y be-
lieve that Jevons did it. But it’s a
point.”

“The carving-knife is suggestive,”
muscd Blake. It is the very weapon
that a butler would select. And he
could easily have got hold of one of
Roderick’s pyjama coats—and Ife
could just as easily have planted this
coat and the knife under the floor of
the young man’s bed-room. In pro-
portion to Sir Henry’s fortune, ten
thousand pounds is a small sum; but,
to a man like Jevons, ten thousand
pounds is a very large amount in-
deed.”

They emerged from the bath-room
and found Dr. Smallwood at the top
of the stairs bidding good-bye to Mr.
Williamson, who had come up.

“Make no mistake, Mr. Blake—that
wretched boy is guilty,” said the
lawyer. “A thoroughpaced young
scoundrel—capable of any villainy. I
really do think that you are wasting

our time here.” '

“We shall sce,”
bricfly.

VERYBODY was
convinced that
Roddy was
guilty — the

police, the doctor, the

tawyer —everybody.

Blake could understand

that these good people

wanted to Dbelicve

Roddy guilty. They

harped on it so much.

“I hope you won’t b2
too long, Mr. Blake,”
said Dr. Smallwood, as
he opened a door. “I
can assure you that
there is mothing to be discovered in
this room.”

They were followed in by Inspector
Rankin, who had an impatient ex-
pression on his face. He was as re-
sentful as ever.

“A little more light, please,” said
Blake briefly.

“I drew the curtains out of respect
for the dead,” said the doctor. * Per-
haps we had better leave them drawn.
There is a lamp here—="

“I would prefer the daylight,” in-
terrupted Blake.

Eustace crossed the room and drew
the curtains well -back, so that the
wintry daylight flooded into the death
chamber. Blake went to the silent
figure on the bed, and gently drew
down the sheet.

At first his examination was merely

rcplied  Blake

cursory; but suddenly he became
more tense, more alert. Eustace, at
least, noticed the change, and he
wondered.

“You think that this wound was in-
stantaneously fatal, doctor:” asked
Blake, turning.

“Withoutt a doubt,” replied Dr.
Smallwood.  “Sir Henry probably
knew nothing of it. The knife pierced
the heart.”

Blake nodded, and continued his
examination.
powerful magnifying lens, and with
this he inspected the wound on the
dead man’s body. Inspector Rankin
grunted with impatience. He had
no sympathy with that sort of thing.

“Upon my word, Mr, Blake, this
is too bad!” he said half angrily.
‘““What is your reason for this—this
fooling? Are you trying to impress
us? The case is cut and dried. Sir
Henry was stabbed to death, and the
evidence—"

“I am sorry, inspector, hut I am
conducting this inquiry in the
interests of my client, Mr, Roderick
Chadwick,” interrupted Blake.
“Whatever Mr. Chadwick’s character
—and I cannot doubt that he is a
worthless scamp—I must ncvertheless
do my utmost in the interests cf
justice. Do you mind bringing the
carving-knife?”

“I object very strongly!” replied
the inspector curtly.

“But you will bring it, neverthe-
less.”

“I don’t sce why——"

“You will see why after you
have brought it,” interrupted Blake,
with a stecly glitter in his eyes.

The imspector shrugged his

shoulders, snorted, and
.departed. Dr. Small-
wood, with inquiry in
his eyes, moved ncarer
to the bed.

“Have you made
some discovery, Mr.
Blake?” he asked curi-
ously. -

“I think so, but I
am not qélite sure yet,”
replied Blake. “Did
you examine  this
wound very carefully,
doctorr” -

“I will confess that I
did not give it the close
attention which you are

giving it,” replied Dr. Small-

“I did not sce the necessity.
18 so

now
wood.
When the cause of death

obvious——'

“It is not always safe to accept
the obvious,” put in Blake. “Sir
Henry was found murdered—stabbed
to the heart. A knife is discovered
in his nephew’s bed-room. It seems
to be a case where two and two make
four. But when the inspector brings
that knife I want you to help me.”

The inspector came in, carrying the
fatal knife gingerly. Blake took it,
gazed at is closely, and then compared
it with the wound.

“Come and have a look at this,
inspector. You, too, Dr. Smallwood,”
he said. ‘““Do you notice anything
significant?”

“What do you mean—significant*®”
asked the inspector impatiently.

He even took out a-
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“This carving-knife has a very wide
blade—particularly towards the hilt,”
replied Blake. “You, Dr. Smallwood,
declare that the heart was picrced:”

“ Undoubtedly.”

“Then this blade must necessarily
]I:.llal\-'e been thrust in completely to the

ilt?”

“Yes, unquestionably.”

“Look at the wound,” said Blake.
“If you like, measure it. The blade
of this knife is considerably bigger
than the wound. I am suggesting
that a totally different knife was used
for the murder.”

“Good heavens!”
doctor, startled. *“You amaze me,
Mr. Blake! I must confess I never
dreamed that there could be any such
possibility.”

“But you agreer”

“Certainly I agree,” said the old
doctor earnestly. *‘‘Look, inspector.
What do you make of it?”

Rankin was an obstinate man.

“I make nothing of it,” he replicd
curtly. “You're a doctor, Smallwood,
and you surely know that nothing can
be judged from this comparison.
Isn’t it more than likely that the
wound has closed since death?”

cjaculated the

Blake looked at the doctor in-
quiringly.
“H'm! Tt is possible, of course,

though mnot likely,” said Dr. Small-
wood slowly,

He adjusted his pince-nez and
gazed more closely at the dead man’s
chest. He even took Sexton Blake’s
magnifying-glass, and gazed through
this, too,

“Curious—very curious,” he said at
length,  ““If another knife was
employcd, Inspector Rankin, then the
whole structure of the evidence is
shattered. It indicates that the
carving-knife was deliberately planted
in Roderick’s bed-room—and I should
hate to believe that. For who could
have done it, and for what reason?
Again, where is the actual knife
which dealt the fatal blow?”

“This is the actual knife,” said the
inspector gruffly. ‘I absolutely re-

fuse fo believe this story of yours,
Mr. Blake.”

‘““As a medical man, I can say defi-
nitely that the wound might have
contracted,” said the doctor thought-
fully. *“It is not very likely, but
possible,’

““That is sufficient for me,” said
Rankin, with a triumphant glance at
Blake. ‘I shall require you to give
that evidence at the inquest, doctor.
Why on earth should.we fool about
like this?”

Blake shrugged his shoulders.

#I am very much afraid, Rankin,
that this will be a matter for expert
advice,” he said. “Without wishing
to cast any doubt on Dr, Smallwood’s
statement, the opinion of a specialist
is essential. You, Dr. Smallwood,
will no doubt agree with me. I doubt
if you would care to accept the re-
sponsibility of —"

“Certainly not,” interrupted the
doctor, who was looking thoroughly

startled. ‘‘The goint is an important
one. The corroboration of a second
medical man is imperative. Mr.

Blake is’' right, inspector. If yom will
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Programme

Christmas-story-specialist GWYN EVANS gives us

O doubt about it, our Christmas
Number is going to be something
reclly special |

Strictly speaking, there will be lwo
Clristmas numbers, Next week’s issue,
out next Thursday, will be the first, and
the second will appear on the following
T'hursday, December 19th.

If you remember our last year's
Christmas issue, you will remember the
Iobin Hood Club—that quizotic body,
headed by the Earl of Huntingley, whose
mission 18 to act as a band of modern
Iobin Hoods.

Here they are again, and in finer form
than ever! Guwyn Evans, author of suckh
semorable yarns as ‘* Mrz, Bardell’s
Christmas Pudding,” and ** The Affair
of the Black Carol,”” eclipseg his prerious
best in this double-length yarn.

Next Thursday will see the publication
of the first part of it—the folloiwcing issue,
the sequel. Inshort,this year's Christniaz
programme 18 G double gerving of Y ule-
tide fare.

Next uweek's Special Christniaz N uinber
will be enlarged to 32 rages in order to
coatain this full-leiigth story, plus extra
Jeatures,

Tinker's Notebook will be bright with
topical and seasonable 1ilems, wnd—
make a note of this—the long-anonymous
authors of our Sexton Blake stories will
now make their appearaice in a page of
portraits and Yuletide greetings.

In all respects these two forthcoming
1ssues arc not to be missed. Book now .

The
Mistletoe~Milk Mystery

and L

The Masque of Time.

another seasonable treat!
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y and mirth;
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Sexton - Blake dete
by popular Gwyn' £

cand thiills, it this seasoneble

fHese

The Characters You
Will Meet . . o « »

Sexton Blake

Tinker

Splash Page
Det,-Inspector Cout's
Mrs. Bardell

Robin, Earl of Huntingley
The Hon. Toby Cripps
Pongo Paget

Lady Marion Huntingley
Padre John Browne
Bently the Valet

Julius Jones

Ruff Hanson

—and sundry others

no less delightful with
whom lo spend a Happy
Christmas

permit me, I will arrange with a
colleague to examine the body—and
the knife.”

LAKE pulled the sheet back
into place, and Dr. Small-
wood went to the window
and prepared to draw the

curtains again.

“Just a moment, old boy,” said

- Eustace gently.

“Mr. Blake has finished in here,”
said the doctor.
“Not yet, I fancy,” said Eustace.

“Blake, dear old ferret, what do you

make of these?”

Eustace nodded towards a corner
of the room which had apparently
escaped _attention. There was a big
easy-chair in the way, and beyond
this the carpet did not extend. The
floorboards were highly polished, and
there had been really no reason why
anybody should go behind that arm-
chair. But Eustace, with his accus-
tomed keenness, had not allowed his
eyes to remain idle,

‘“Footprints, you know,”
casually.

Blake moved the chair, and went
down on his knees at the edge of the
carpet. Mentally he registered a good
mark against Eustace’s name. At
close quarters he could sce that the
footprints were fairly well defined.
They could only be seen dircetly at
an angle, and they were the footprints
of a2 man with bare feet.

“Another discovery, Mr. Blake?”
asked the inspector sarcastically.

he said

“Very clever! Allow me to congratu-

late your astute companion!

“Not at all,” murmured Eustace
modestly. “It comes quite natural,
I can assure you. I won a prize at
school——"

“Good lieavens! ‘What do jyou
expect to find in the bed-room?” de-
manded the inspector. “Footprints:
The footprints of a man with bare
feet? Isn’t it as clear as daylight
that Sir Henry made those foot-
prints®”

“Let us see,” said Blake evenly.

He went over to the bed, uncovered
the feet of the dead man, and pursed
his lips.

“They are not Sir Henry’s foot-
prints, inspector,” he replied. * Look
here. The little toe of Sir Henry’s
left foot is completely missing, and
those footprints on the floor were
made by a man with perfectly sound
feet.”

“Oh!” said the inspector blankly.

“Did you know about this, doctor:”
asked Blake, indicating the missing
toe.

“Why, of course,” said Dr. Small-
wood. ‘Sir Henry had an accident
as a boy, and his toe was amputated.”

Blake took a closer look at the
dead foot. \

“As a boy:” he repeated curiously.

“Yes.”

‘““‘Are you sure?”

I am only sure because of what
Sir Henry himsclf told me,” replied
the doctor, with a show of heat. “I

sce no reason to doubt Sir Henry's
word on the matter. Why should he
tell me a lie regarding such a
triviality:”

“If those footprints weren’t made
by Sir Henry, then they must have
been made by Roderick Chadwick,”
said the inspector. ‘“We know that
he came into this room in his
pyjamas to commit the murder.
Obviously he was in his bare feet.
Good heavens! Why all this mystery
over nothing?”

The inspector was annoyed becausc
he hadn’t seen those footprints for
himself. Blake was beginning to sce
more clearly than ever that Inspector
Rankin was an inefficient officer.
Sound, no doubt, for the ordinary
routine work of the district, but quite
uscless in an investigation of this
type. If the Scotland Yard experts
had been called in, they would very
soon have robbed this room of its
secrets.

“ They’re not Roddy’s footprints,
old boy,” whispered Eustace, as hc
went on his knees beside Blake.
“Quite impossible.”

“How do you know?”

“Roddy often borrowed my shoes
at Oxford—he generally borrowed
everything he could lay his hands
on,” replied Eustace. “Size seven.
These feet are about size nine.”

Blake nodded.

The- footprints had not been made
by Sir Henry—since the mark of the

(Continued on page 16.)

-
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To Start With,
ABOY in Chicago has bcen awarded
£20 for an act of bravery.
Lacking full dctails, we can only sup-

pose he went out to play without his
bullet-proof vest on.

* * ¥

Wisdom of the Week,

k¢ ’I‘}IE best people do not do their

washing in the parlour,” said a
woman witness at the Marylebone Police
Court.

* * *»

Drama ot the Week.

ROUD of his son, a Parisian father
sent him to an expensive schiool in
the South of France. The father made
cnough money at
his profession to
give him a good
. education, but he
never confided
what the profes-
sion was.
' Later the boy
was cnlightened.
Home from
school for the
-holidays, he was short of moncy, went
into a pawnshop with his watch.
Behind the counter stood his father.

* *

*
Comedy of the Week.

ANG!

The discharge of a shotgun in a
wooded swamp in New Jcrsey, U.S.A.
Behind the gun, young Johnny di Rocceo,
a thirteen-ycar-old, with whom were
scverad companions; in line with the
sights of the gun, a low-flying hawk.

But the hawk flew on. Instead,
Johnny and his fellow-hunters saw a man
on the skyline fall and lic still.

Scared stiff at what lie had done, the
hunter dropped his gun, dived into the
woods. The others, white-faced, crept
back to their homes, and not for some
‘hours did they muster the courage to tell
of the man killed by that random shot.

Through the night hours a squad of
policemen, and Johnny’s mother, combed
the woods. Mecantime, he, paralysed
with panic, clung to the branches of a
trec, wherein he had hidden himself.

In the morning he ventured forth. He
met the scarch-party anprchensively.

They had found the body. It was a
scarectow, with Jolinny's shot in its
dummy head.

P = »

Flats for Flatties.
THE policemen’s lct is row
unhappy one.

From providing sentry-boxes where ke
can consume in peace and privacy his
between-duty snack, to supplying him
with commodious and well-appointed
flats (house-agents’ jargon) to live in,
the Powers who look after the interests
of Robert are doing their stuff.-

Recently has been completed the build-
ing of a fine block of flats solely for the
“occupation of policemen of the Metro-
politan Force and their families, at
Kennington, London.

Apart from the wonderful bowling
.green on the huge central lawn, they
have all modern conveniences (bed.,
rceep., kit.-scull., bth-rm.). '

The very idea of it makes me go
h. and c. all over,

a ncet

| employed by a Polish
woman in a house in this suburb of the

Thriller.

HAT is the

mystery of the

dilapidated house at
Montreuil?

Frederic Rigaudin
was an accountant,
living in Paris, and

city.

A few weeks ago a wicker trunk in
the left-luggage office at Lille Station
was opencd. Imside ~was the body of
Rigaudin.

Police investigations began.

The woman was Polish by nationality,
uneducated, but rich from her dealings
in rabbit-pelts. There came a time when
she wanted to move from the house at
Montreuil. She was surprised when
Rigaundin, who kept her accounts at a
salary of about four pounds a wecek,
offered to buy it.

Sixty-four pounds was the first pay-
ment, but he could not raise it. Anxious
to get the property, he persuaded her to
accept his promissory note.

THE house accordingly became his.

But it remained closed and shut-
tered, while the new owner continued to
live at his own flat in another part of the
city.

Witnesses have testified to seeing him
drive up in a car, meet various people
outside who spoke to him in some forcign
language, believed be Polish, and then
accompany them into the shuttered house,
They never remained for long, but
cmerged and went their various ways.

And now the accountant, owner of a
decrepit house he could not pay for and
never lived in, has becn found in a
trunk, murdered.

A rcal-life thrill-story, if ever there
was one !

* * *

Dark Days.

OU and I know the despair of debt
(alas, alas!).
Our sympathy, then, is demanded for

Sexton Blake’s assistant cheerily
—but mainly from that fam ousoeoi
* Index.?” If you'd like to writeta -
“* Union Jack,’” Fleetway Houds, |

t he villagers of
Porlock, Somersct,
whose local council
haven't got the
money to pay the
electric light bill
for last winter, "”u” Ja

"It scoms th at LUAUIEA
Porlock finances _ = ;
are in charge of MADE “U P
the Williton Rural ]
District Council, and they won’t yiehd
any more cash to Porlock till some
aggravating date in the next financial
year, or somcthing like that.

Special journcys to the hard-hearted
Williton purse-holders have been without
avail. On the plea that the ratc was
already made up, they simply turned the
prayers of Porlock down.

Commercial travellers for candle firms

)

(el
! _‘"—j’

1’1l be a bold burglar
that breaks In here!
This new block of
London flats will be
occupled exclusively
by policemen.



usgses Items from all sources
lion known as the Baker Street
ter, his address is : ¢c/o Editor,
ingdon Street, London, E.C.4.

ght to be able to book big orders in
rlock just now.

*

k, and——

AID a policeman witness in a begging

casc in a West London court: “This
in came up to me when I was in plain
thes and asked for a copper.”
Judging from the sequel of the man’s
urt appearance, he got the wrong sort
copper.

& * *

y Complaints.

IOSCOW is well in the running for
the Prize Par. this week.

[t scems that the director of a theatre

sre which had not been doing very

od busincss got the “House Full”

ards out by a very cute stunt.

He announced that
the orchestra and
chorus would, at the
end of the perform-
ance, give a special
item. Should anyone
of the audience not
like the extra number,
they had only to men-
, tion the fact and they
would receive their admission . money
back ten times over.

Packed, the house waited expectantly
for the surprise item. It duly came.
The programme ended, and the band
and chorus struck’ up the Communist
“Internationale,” with the audience
duly standing at respectful attention.

Then appeared the manager before the
curtain. They had just heard the special
item, he said. Did anyone wish to show
their displeasure at it?

Nobody did. To criticise the national
Soviet hymn would be distinctly un-
healthy. The audience dispersed, ticket-
money unclaimed.

*

Bigamystery. |

HERE are (as the chess-board de-

signer remarked to the corkscrew
bender) all sorts of queer ways of mak-
ing a living.

The latest is by getting married.

A man—a naturalised American—has
just been- arrested in Warsaw on the eve
of his sixty-second wedding. He had
previously married sixty-one .wives in
less than two years.

No, he was not a wholesale bigamist
—merely a business man. He had dis-
covered that the American immigration
laws forbade aliens entering the country
except under stringent regulations, but
that wives of mnaturalised Americans
already in the States could do so at any
time.

THERE were dozens of local girls with
lovers in America whom they wished
to join; also there was such a thing as
legal marriage by préxy. Result, he got
busy, and hence the spate of matrimony
and the steady exodus across the sea of
wives from those parts.

* *

LA

A game of bowis in
the new polilce
quarters—a pleasant
oft-duty antidote to
strenuous traffic-con-

" trolling or tramping

a beat.

E
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All they had to do was to get married,
quite legally, obtain the mnecessary
papers and photograph of the wedding
group, and say good-bye.

But the game was too good to last.
The police heard of it, arrested him on
a charge of bigamy, and, when they
found his artful proxy-weddings did not
make him guilty of this, held him for
wholesale evasion of the emigration

laws,
%

Oh, Horrors!

OF’I‘ in the stilly night a policeman’s
lot is not a happy one.

“Let me go! Let me GO/ ” screamed
an agonised voice from a house in
Gledhow Gardens, Kensington, in the
dark hours recently. |

Suspecting the worst, terrified resi-
dents rang up the police with news of a
new murder.

From the station sallied forth a
sergeant, an acting-sergeant, a constable.
The house was in sinister darkness and
empty. A stealthy prowl round thc
premises with flashing torches for signs
of the criminal—but darkness and
ominous silence.

Then bangings at the door and pulling
at the bell.

A portentous pause, and then——

EAVY steps clumping down the
stairs, and the door opening slowly.

It was the carctaker.

He denied knowledge of a murder.
There was nobody there but himself, lic
said. The policemen entered, poked
about.

They found a three-valve wireless set;
learned that the loud speaker had just

* L

-beenghrieking forth the last screams and

shouts of a wireless thriller play, “The
Monkey’s Paw.’

* *

Overdone.

HERE are burglar alarms, too, to dis-
turb the calm meditations of the
night watch.

I happened to be walking along Cheap-
side late one night when an ear-shatter-
ing din broke out overhead. It was the
big gong of a burglar alarm on the wall
of a jeweller’s shop,

I thought I saw a policeman some way
along the street. I hurried up to him.

He looked up casually as I approached,
and went on with his job of testing the
locks of shop doors. The bell still con-
tinued with its clamour.

“Can’t you hear it?” I demanded
urgently.

“’Course I can hear it,” he said, “not
being «eaf.”

“But what about the burglars? It’s a
jeweller’s shop.”

“There aren’t no burglars,” he said
casily. “I should get palpitations of the
heart if I worried about those alarms
going off. They’re doing it all night
long. They go off for the fun of the
thing, scemingly. Last night four of ’em
on my beat, and three on the next
man’s.”

I gathered that it was the habit of
these delicately adjusted alarms to err on
the safe side and ring entirely without
provocation. Probably one of these
times one may ring in real earmest as a
gentleman of the jemmy uproots the safe
when the burgling community get to
know of this information,
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(Continued from page 13.)
left little toe was quite clearly in-
dicated—and they had not been made
by Roddy. Then by whom?

“Jevoms?” Dbreathed Eustace,
apparently reading Blake’s thoughts.

“No,” replicd Blake, without hesi-
tation.

He had already noticed that Jevons
had bad feet—like so many men of
Lis age and calling. He walked with
a hobble, clearly indicating that his
feet were troublesome. Besides, his
very age was against any such possi-
bility.  These footprints had been
made by a man with perfectly
healthy feet—a man in the prime of
life.

Sexton Blake’s investigations were
progressing.

He was satisfied, in his own mind—
notwithstanding the doctor’s opinion
—that the carving-knife was not the
weapon with which the murder had
been committed. This was decidedly
a point in Roddy’s favour. Again,
somebody had been in this room over-
night—somebody with barc feet. Not
Sir Henry—not Roddy. Who else was
there? The only other people who
had been in the room were Dr. Small-
wood and Inspector Rankin—and per-
haps one or two other police officials.
And none of them could conceivably
have removed their shoes and socks.
These footprints had been made by
somebody else—somebody who had
not yet appeared in the case.

Who was this mysterious person?

A big man, since he had large fect
—a man in the prime of life—a man
different from any of these whom
Blake had yet scen. And he was a
man, apparently, of whom the oeccu-
pants of Chadwick Manor knew
nothing.

Chapter 5.
Left Luggage.
o HERE was a conference down

\ in the library shortly after-
wards.

Dr. Smallwood ‘was look-
ing grave and troubled; he declared,
quite frankly, that he was uneasy con-
cerning that wound. He promised
that he would get a collecague to come
over and give his opinion.

“I think the matter is more import-
ant than that, Dr. Smallwood,” said
Blake quietly. ‘“When the Director
of Public Prosccutions has the facts
laid before him, he will doubtless see
to it that a specialist is called in. It
is more than likely that the Home
Office expert himself will come down.”

Dr. Smallwood frowned.

“Surecly that won’t be necessary?”
he protested. “If we can get corro-
borative evidence, by an independent
medical man, if will be satisfactory?”

“Quite,” put in the inspector, with
a cold glance at Blake. “I will see
Superintendent Powell as quickly as
possible, and he, no doubt, will give
all the necessary instructions. 1
would like to point out, Mr. Blake,
that this case is entirely in the hands
of the superintendent. I do not mind
candidly telling you that he is a man
who resents any kind of interference.”

Blake smiled. -

“I shall have to see the superin-
tendent, then,” he repliced calmly.

He and Eustace went out—just to
have a stroll round the grounds.
Eustace suspected that Blake had
some ulterior motive, and he was
more than ever certain of this when
Blake led the way round one of the
gravelled terraces towards the window
of the death-chamber.

“I have an idea, Eustace, that In-
spector Rankin would very much like
to use the toe of his boot to me,” said
Blake dryly. *“You heard what he
said about interference?”

_"..""—"—7'—"'"‘__ L.“‘\!‘l.iii‘n_ni‘:;..:- ¥
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“The poor old fossil knows that you
are capable of twisting him into
knots,” nodded Eustace. ‘“Naturally,
he doesn’t think much of it. I'm a
bit sorry for the blighter. His com-
placency has had a number of holes
torn in it.”

4“Unless T am mistaken, his com-
placency will be shattered altogether
before long,” said Blake, with a grim
note in his voice.  “There’s some-
thing fishy about this affair,
Eustace.”

“So I gather, dear old sleuth.”

“On the surface, everything seemed
so plain and straightforward,” con-
tinued Blake. “Inspector Rankin
only looked on the surface—and that
was his mistake.” _

“That’s the worst of these bone-
headed blokes,” said Eustace, nod-
ding. “So frightfully sure that they
know best, what? As soon as I went
into the chamber of horrors, I knew
that we were on the track of some-
thing big. It hit me fairly in the

izzard. I was irresistibly reminded
of Yarmouth.”

“Yarmouth ?”

\.
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“It smelt so fishy, dear chief,” ex-
plained Kustace. “Then, again,” I
couldn’t help noticing how your back
hair went up into a ridge. I believe
you know something that I don’t
know,” he added reproachfully. ‘Be
a sportsman, and spill it into my
near-side ear.” .

“I know nothing more than you do,
Eustace,”” replied Blake slowly.

“Those footprints rather worry me—
and so do the dead man’s feet.”
“You mean, they don’t tally?”

“Not merely that—but something
clse,” said Blake. “Didn’t you
notice Sir Henry’s feet?” .

“I must confess I wasn’'t fascinated
enough to give them more than a
mere once-over.”’

“In the course of that ¢ once-over,’
did you see anything strange?”

“Well, they weren’t precisely the
kind of feet I expected to see,” ad-
mitted Eustace cautiously. “To tell
you the truth, old boy, they gave me
a bit of a shock. I've really been
wondering if Sir Henry actuaﬁy has
kept to his bed-room for nearly a
year.”

Blake nodded.

“Good man, Eustace,” he said
approvingly. ‘“Sir Henry’s feet cer-
tainly do not fit in with the facts as
we know them. As you say, it is
difficult to realise that they are the
feet of a man who has been an invalid
for so many months.”

“That’s just the point,” said
Eustace. ‘He hasn’t been an in-
valid. @ Roddy told me so. More
imaginary than anything else. I
can’t help thinking that Sir Henry
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has been acting very strangely—pre-
tending to keep to his room, and yet,
all the while, dashing hither and
thither. I mean, those feet of his are
a bit horny, indicating that he has
recently done quite a lot of walking.
I wonder if the old boy has been play-
ing a double game?”

SN ‘ \‘».
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“QOut of my way—fool!”

panted a hoarse voice. The

valet was elbowed aside, and

Eustace found himself gaz-

ing at the dishevelled figure
of Roddy Chadwick.

Blake thoughtfully lit a cigarette.

“If so, he has done it alome,” he
said. ‘“And that means that he must
have deceived the doctor. It’s all
very puzzling, Eustace.”

“And Jevons?” asked Eustace
casually.

“Somchow, I cannot think evil of
Jevons,” said Blake. ‘I may have
been deceived in him, but I doubt it.
He scems to be a fine cxample of the
true, faithful old retainer.”

“We seem to be getting into a
mess,”’ said FEustace, shaking his
head. “I mean, according to the
rules, we should first of all suspect
the doctor, and then the butler. But,
dash 1t, they’re both above suspicion !
It makes it so deucedly hard.”

He glanced round at the
ground, angd he gghed.

“Nothing here, old boy,” ke said
regretfully. “I mean, what with #his
frost, and the snow vanishing, there’s
no chance of finding any footprints
out of doors. And epecaking of foot-
prints reminds me of those specimens

hard

in the bed-room. Whose do you think
they arer”

“When we find that out, Eustacc,
we shall be a fair way towards a
solution of this mystery,” replied
Blake. “They are not the footprints
of the dead man, and they are not
the footprints of Roderick. They are

not Jevons’ footprints, and they are
certainly not the doctor’s.”

“We can hardly picture a respect-
able country practitioner recmoving
his shoes and sccks in the presence of
a patient,” mused Eustace. “Then
who else is there? Absolutely nobody.
Dash it, don’t we meet with snags?”

“Perhaps this snag is not quite so
difficult as it looks, Eustace.”

“How do you mean:” inquired the
young man, adjusting his monocle,
and regarding Blake with a straight
eye. “1f those footprints weren’t made
by any of the chappies we have men-
tioned, them who did make them?
There isn’t anybody else.”

Sexton Blake nodded.

“Exactly,” he said.
the point.”

Eustace stared.

“I confess,” he said, “that I don't
get you.”

“Think i1t over, old man,” smiled
Blake.
and eee what arrangements are being
made with regard to food. I dare say
you're getting hungry.”

Eustace went in in a very thought-
ful mood, and when he looked for
Blake again, Blake had gome. He
soon found out that the criminologist
had wandered off for a long walk.
LEustace #slt considerably peeved.

“That’s just

“And you might go indoors’
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)7 L' wasn’t until mid-evening that
Blake returned.

He was looking brisk and
businesslike, and he expressed
approval when he learned that dinncr
was about to be served.

“I'm hungry!” he said. “I’ve had
a long walk, and this crisp, wintry
air has given me a big appetite.
Hallo, Eustace! I hope you’ve been
thinking things overr”

Eustace looked at him reproach-
fully.

“A dirty trick, old war-horse,” he
complained. “Why didn’t you take
me with your”

But Blake only laughed, and it
wasn’t until dinner was well on its
way that he sprang a surprise on
Inspector Rankin—who was still
there, and who saw no reason why he
should not accept the hospitality of
the house.

“By the way, inspector,”said Blake,
“I’ve seen Superintendent Powell,
and I have arranged that we shall
mccet him at the cross roads at nine
o’clock.”

The inspector lowered his knifc and
fork, his eyes filled with fresh resemt-
ment.

“I don’t understand, Mr. Blake,” Lic

said angrily. “Why have you
arranged this meetingr TWhat is it
forr™

“Well, there is a little jaob to be
undertaken—over at Great Pelten,”
veplied Blake. “The superintendent
will have Lis car ready, and——-"

“Great Pelton!” ejaculated the
inspector. “That’s eight miles awayf”

“Roughly, I believe it is!” agreed
Blake.

“What on earth are we going over
to Great Pelton for?” demanded the
amazed jnspector.

“I am afraid our task will be an
unsavoury one,” replied Blake, as le
helped himself to some mustard. “To
be exact, we are going to exhume a
cofin from Great Pelton church-
vard.”

“Good gad !’ murmured Lustace.

“Exhume a coffin?” ejaculated the
inspector. “Whose coffin?”

“None will dispute that it belongs
to the late Mr. Matthew Knox,”
replied Blake gravely. “He died, I
believe, about a year ago.”

““Knox !” said the startled police
officer. “Yes, of course! I remem-
ber Knox—the blacksmith! But, why
in the name of all that’s absurd,
should we exhume his body? 1What
are you talking about, Mr. Blaker”

“If it’s all the same to you,
Inspector Rankin, I would rather not
say anything clse just at present,”
replied Blake vaguely. “I  have
formed a theory, and I am naturally
desirous of putting it to the test.”

The inspector was so upset that he
couldn’t eat any more dinner.

“But it’s so extraordinary !” he pro-
tested. “How can the death of Knox,
the Great Pelton blacksmith, have
any possible bearing upon the murder
of Sir Henry Chadwick? I cannot
help saying, Mr. Blake, that your
methods are—are——"

“Disconcerting, old boy?”
gested Eustace gently. _

“I don’t approve of them!™ said
the imspector,” compressing his lips.
“It will be an absolute outrage to

sug-
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exshume Xnox’s body.
spoken to the vicar?”

“All the necessary.arrangements
arc made,” replied Blake.

Eustace guessed that if Inspector
Rankin had been less antagonistic,
Blake would have taken him com-
pletely into his confidence. But Blake
was taking a little impish pleasure in
exasperating this pompous police
oflicer.

“You might, at least,” have con-
sulted me before you took these stcﬁ;s,
Mr. Blake,” said Rankin bitterly.
“I would remind you that I am 1n
charge of this case.”

“Indeed?” murmurcd Blake. “I
thought that Superintendent Powell
was.’

“Superintendent Powell left me in
full and absolute charge,” inmsisted
the inspector. “That being the case,
I am not altogether sure that I shall
sanction this exhumation. It cannot
have any bearing upon the murder of
Sir Henry. Besides, Dr. Smallwood
is coming back later on in the
evening. He is bringing Dr. Brad-
bury, of Prescott’s End.”

“That necedn’t interfere with our
own arrangements,” replied Blake.
“ Of course, inspector, if you prefer to
remain here, al} ‘well and good. Don’t
let me persuade you to come.  Our
mission, in any case, will not be over
pleasant.”

Have you

=y UT Inspector Rankin, when it
." came It)o the point, was cager
N cnough to accompany Blake
and Kustace to the cross roads.
And there, in the cold moon-
light of thkc winter’s night, they found
not only Superintendent Powell but
four constables as well. Sticking out of
the waiting motor-car were the handles
of picks and shovels and spades.

“What does this mecan, sir?” asked
Rankin, appealing to the super-
intendent.

“It means, if Mr. Blake’s theory is
right, that we shall have escaped making
an appalling blunder,” replied the
superintendent grimly. ‘The evidence
against young Chadwick 1s so over-
whelming that he would certainly have
been convicted, no matter how able the
defence.” .

The superintendent was a big, bluff,
good-natured-looking man. And, judg-
ing by the way he reFardcd Inspector
Rankin, he was not altogether pleased
~ with his subordinate's conduct of the
inquiry.

The inspector seemed to feel that he
was ‘“on the carpet,” and he was sc
dumbfounded that he had no more to
say. He scemed to be fairly bowled
over. That complacency of his had
received a jolt which shook him to the
marrow.

The vicar of Great Pelton—a thin-
faced, nervous little man, was awaiting
the party when it arrived at the church-
vard. He fussed about a good deal,
but he put no obstacles in the way of
the police.

IEustace watched everything in a
fascinated way. He was certain that
Sexton Blake had made some big dis-
covery, and, although he was annoyed
with Blake for keeping it to himself,
e was no less intcrested on that
account.

He was annoyed with himself, too.
He had seen everything that Blake had
seen, yet he could not follow Blake’s line
of reasoning. He could not see what
had brought Blake to this rural church-

yard, cight miles away from the scene
of the murder.

Eustace noted that the gravestone
gave the intormation to the world that
“Here lies the body of Matthew Knox,
aged 57,” and so forth. It was an obscure
grave, tucked away under the big, high
wall of the churchyard, and quite a
distance from the road. There wero
trees and bushes in the vicinity, which
made the spot even more private.

No lanterns were used, for the moon-
light was suflicient, and neither Blake
nor Superintendent Powell had any
wish to attract attention. The vicar was
the only soul in Great Pelton who
knew that this exhumation was taking
place, and be¢, too, desired to keep it
private. -

Sexton Blake said nothing as the
police got to work. He stood there,
thoughtful and confident. Eustace
attempted to draw him into conversa-
tion once or twice, but it was useless.

“Wait,” was all that Blake would
say. “Until this coflin is brought to
the surface and opened I can tell you
nothing:”

The police worked hard, and it wasn’t
long before they were rewarded. 'The
ground was soft, and the piles of earth
round the grave grew rapidly. Then,
at length, the coffin was reached, and
when 1t was freed ropes were passed
round it, and it was hoisted gently to
the surface.

It proved to be a stout oak coffin,
practically as sound as it had been
when first interred. It was placed on
the ground beside the cavity, and .the
loose earth was swept from the lid.
Then two of the constables busied them-
selves with big screwdrivers.

It was an ecrie kind of business, and
Eustace, whe was not morbid, felt a
de:ire to walk away. But he couldn’t
very -well do that without being sus-
pected of squeamishness, So he held
his ground.

The last screw was taken out, and
the constables wrenched at the lid and
pulled it away. Inspector Rankin stared
cagerly, and Blake, too, was bending

-over the coffin with an expression of

concentrated tension in his cyes.

The lid was moved aside and the
contents of the coffin lay revealed—fully
in the bright moonlight, which slanted
down between twe of the neighbouring
trees.

“Exactly,” muttered Blake,
satisficd voice.

All his tention had gone, and he
looked quietly confident. The others
gazed down into the coflin in amaze-
ment.

It contained no body, as they had
expected, but a number of large,
roughly-made parcels ! '

in a

Chapter 6.
Cold Storage.

HE parcels were wrappea round
with coarse canvas, and tied
with heavy string. . They were
jammed into the coflin tightly,
and wedged, in places, with
crumpled masses of old newspaper.

“Good heavens !” ejaculated Inspector
Rankin, aghast.

“You were right, Mr. Blake!” said
the superintendent grimly.

“So it would appear,” nodded Sexton
Blake. “I think, at all events, that we
were justified in opening this coffin.”

“But I don’t understand,” said the
inspector, staring from one to the
other., and then looking back into the
coffin again. “What does this mean?
Was—was the body cut up, and—"

“There’s no body at all,” said Blake.
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“These parcels, I have no doubt, will
merely contain stones, or bricks—bricks,
most likely, judging by the shape of
the parcels. But we’ll soon see.”

He pulled one of the packages out,
cut the string, and unfolded the canvas.

Three very ordinary-looking bricks.
were revealed.

“Not so gruesome, after all,” said
Eustace. “What I'm wondering, you
know, is how Blake knew that this coflin
contained nothing but bricks.” .

“I didn’t know—but I suspected,” said
Blake. “The bricks were evidently
wrapped in parcels, and packed with
newspaper so that they would not shift.”

“That’'s what I assume,” nodded the
superintendent. ‘It would have been
awkward if the coffin bearers had heard
the bricks shifting about while they
were lowering the coffin into the grave.
Now, Mr. Blake, it is for you to
explain what all this means.”

“It 1is, indeed,” said the vicar
agitatedly. “I have never been more
astounded ir my life! Matthew Knox's
body not herc—not in his own coffin !
What can the explanation-be?”

“I rather take it,” murmured Eustace,
“that Mr. Matthew Knox had his left
little toe missing—what?"

Sexton Blake nodded.

“Mr. Cavendish is right,” he said.
“The body of Matthew Knox is now
lving in Sir Henry Chadwick’s bed-rocm
at Chadwick Manor.”

The superintendent looked incredu-

lous, and Inspector Rankin, after a
gulp, laughed harshly. .
“You may be something of a

magician, Mr. Blake, but you're wrong
this time,” Le said. “Man alive! Are
vou suggesting that Sir Henry’s body
is not at the manor?”

“The body I examined to-day was the
body of Matthew Knox, the black-
smith,” said Blake.

“Oh, I say,” protested Eustace. “I
mean, a year ago—what 7"

“Matthew Knox died a year ago,”
agreed the inspector. “‘Look at the
gravestone! There's the date on 1it!
That body at the manor cannot possibly

.be the body of Knox!”

“And yet, strange to say, it is,” in-
sisted Blake.

“Then Knox did not die a year ago?”

“Yes, he did.”

“You’ll be a clever man, Mr. Blake, if
vou can solve this riddle,” said Super-
{n‘recrildent Powell, scratching his grizzled
ead.

“There is no riddle at all,” replied
Blake. “I arrived at my conclusions
by a perfectly logical process—and I
should have been very astonished indced
if this coffin had contained any human
remains,”

“But if the bodv at the manor is
not that of Sir Heary, what has hap-
pened to Sir Henry?” asked the
inspector, bewildered.

“I don't think he is dead,” said Blake.

“Not dead—not murdered ?”’

“1f you will come with me, gentle-
men, I rather fancy that I can do much
to clear up this mystery,” said Blake. “I
shall be obliged if you will allow me °
to do things 1n my own way.”

“Go ahead, Mr. Blake,” said the
superintendent. “You have already
exploded one bombshell, so I shall be
quite prepared for another.”

policemen, and a sergeant left in
charge. Then Blake and Eustace
and Powell and Rankin got back
into the car and drove away.
Scarceliy anything was said while they
bowled along the moonlit country lanes
towards Little Melbury.
Eustace had a shrewd idea of the
explanation, but Inspector Rankin was

E NSTRUCTIONS were given to the
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flabbergasted. Ile made no secret of
the fact. And his attitude towards
Scxton Blake was now noticeably dif-
ferent. When he looked at the detec-
Ll_ve he revealed the awe that gripped

im.

*“The body of Knox!” he muttered
again and again. ‘‘Impossible! The
wan died a year ago, and the body
a: the manor is the body of a man who
oniy died within the last forty-eight
bours.,”

'ne car came to a halt in a small by-
way, at DBlake’s suggestion. Then
Blake led the®way across a mecadow,
and he forced his path through a thick
hedge.

Eustace and the police officers fol-
lowed.

They found themselves upon some-
body's private property. It was a
garden—quite a big, well-kept garden.
Aund here, at the bottom of it, there was
a square brick shed. Through the trees
could be scen a comfortable, moder-
ately-big house, with one or two lights
gleaming from its lower windows.

“We won’t tackle the door,” mur-
mured Blake. ‘It is securely locked.
But there 1s a small window at the back
which I have tested. This way, geuntle-
men.”

“Oh!* whispered the inspector.
“You've been here before this evening,
then—"

*Roughly, about three hours ago,”
nodded Blake.

They squeczed into tiie shed by means
of the window, and Blake now flashed
on an electric torch. He cast the beam
round the interior of the shed, and the
others looked about them interestedly.

“What is it—an electric light plant ?”
azked the inspector.

“Yes—and _somcthing else,”
Blake.

A small oil-engino was tucked away
in a corner, but at present it was idle.
There were great rows of batteries, and
a switchboard, and wires running from
the leads.

Blake paid no attention to the bat-
terics, nor to the oil-engine.

He went to a great door, which was
built 1nto one corner of the shed, and
he swung it open. The light from his
torch revealed a  white-enamelled
interior,

““This is a refrigerator,” he explained
dryly. ‘“No doubt you recognise it as
such, Powell 7"

“Yes, of course,” said the superin-

sald

tendent,  “I expect it’s run from the
eleciricity supply. But even now T
cennot understand——  Gad! You

don’t mean that Knox’s body was kept
cere, in cold storage?”’

“There is no other cxplanation,”
replied Blake quietly.  “Knox’s body
was never buried. The bricks were
sabstituted before the coffin was in-
izrred, and thus the burial itself was
a mere farce. Knox’s remains were
trought here, and they were kept in this
rzirigemating plant until they were
czcded.”

=~ Needed!” burst out the inspector.
=XNaeded for what ?”

**For the purpose they have now been
1 t0.” replied Blake. “‘I hope you

satisficd, inspector, that the remains
1 t=e manor are those of Matthew
1. and not of Sir Henry Chadwick.

d. if you had been a little more
—:z:nt. you would have poticed that,
~.2igh Knox bears a facial resem-
z= w0 Sir Henry, it is only a super-
likeness.”
=T—I didn’t examine the dead man’s
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‘2 very closely,” stammered the
i- oo
*Yca should have done!l” said the

s:7-minzerdent sharply.

- D:: why, sir?” protested Rankin.

“T:zxre was never any question or doubt

1
that Sir Henry had not been murdered.
The body was found in Sir Henry’s bed-
room, and Dr. Smallwood never gave
the slightest hint that there Lad been
any substitution, The room, too, was
darkencd.”

“Which only goes to prove, inspec-
tor, that one should not be too sure of
the obvious,” said DBlake gently.
““Naturally, you had no reason to doubt
that the body was that of Sir Henry;
and yet, if you had made a close
examination, you would have known
that there had been a substitution.
You knew Sir Henry in réal life, and I
didn’t. Yet I soon came to the conclu-
sion that something was radically wrong.
Don’t assume that 1 am attempting to
give myself a pat on the back. I mercly
wish to emphasise that I was justified
in making those inquirics and investiga-
tions which you considcred to be so
unnecessary.”

The inspector breathed hard.

““I apologise, Mr. Blake,” he said
huskily. *“I can sce now that my atti-
tude was uncalled for.”

The superintendent was looking un-
easy and startled.

“But ali this implies, Mr. Blake, that
Dr. Smaliwocd knew of the substitu-
tion, and that he was a party to the
deception,” he said. *“‘That is a point
which puzzles me exceedingiyv. 1 have
always regarded Dr. Smallwood as a
man of honour and integrity.”

“I take it,” put in Eustace, “that this
shed 1s on Dr. Smallwood’s property 7”

“It is,” said Blake grimly. ‘“And
now, in order that matters should be
quite cleared up, I suggest that we
should seek Dr. Smallwood himself.”

Q HEY got out of the shed as they
had come in, and then, getting
back through the gap in the
hedge, they re-entered the car,
and drove out of the little back
lane, and turned into the road proper.

At Blake’s suggestion, the car was
driven right to Dr. Smallwood’s gate.

They went to the
front door, and it
was soon opened for
them by a smartly-
dressed maidservant.

“'T'ho doctor is with
some patients in the
surgery,”’ she ex-
plained.

“We will wait,”
said the superinten-
dent. '

They were ushered
into a comfortable
sitting-rcom and lecft
there. Apparently the
doctor had got rid of
his patients quickly, for he arrived
within a couple of minutes. \When the
maid took him the mes:zage that four
euch visitors were waiting for him, he
no doubt felt that they were of more
importance than his patients.

““Has something happened, superin-
tendent 7”’ he asked, as he came in, and
looked from one to another. “I did
not expect you herec this evening., I
have already been to the manor,
but——"

“Dr. Smallwood, these police officers
are here at my suggestion,” said Sexton
Blake quietly. “I would like you to
know at once that we have discovercd
that the body at Chadwick Manor is not
the body of Sir Henry Chadwick, but
that of Matthew Knox.”

Dr. Smallwood went as pale as death.

“Steady, doctor!” muttered the
inspector, jumping to the doctor’s side.

“I’m all right; I need no assistance,”
said the old man, pulling himself
together. ‘‘So you have found out—eh?
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Good heavens! And I had believed that
1 was clever!” he added bitterly. “I
thought that everything had becn done
so perfectly!”

He glanced at Blake and Eustace.

“1 suppose 1 have to thank these
gentlemen for this unfortunate collapse
of my plans?” he went on. “I felt,
from the first, that you were suspicious,
Mr. Blake. The moment you examined.
the body I had a premonition of
disaster.”

The doctor wen: over to a chair and
sat down heavily. Some of the pallor
had left his checks now, but he looked
haggard and weary—and yet thcre was
a lierce, dchiant light in his eyes.

“Ruined !” he muttered. “livery-
thing ruined! You don’t know what
this means to me, gentlemen!”

“It means, Dr. Smallwood, that
Roderick Chadwick will be freed !” said
Blake sternly.

*“Freed !” shouted tne doctor, spring-
ing up. ‘‘That’s just it! My plan was
to get him hanged !”

“But that, in itself, would have becen
murder !”  said the superintendent
sharply.

“Murder? No, you arc wrong!” re-
torted the doctor. “It would have been
justice ” :

Chapter 7.

A Pair of Slippers!
uAM afraid there willi be a great
N

dcal for you to explain, doctor,”
said  Superintendent  Powell
gravely. ‘“As a police-oflicer,
however, it is my duty to warn
you——"

The old doctor waved an impatient
hand.

“I necd no warnings,” he interrupted.
“I shall tell you precisely why this thing
vas done, and tl.en perhaps, you will
appreciate my own point of view. I am
fully prepare.d tc answer for what 1
have done—which, in the circumstances,
amounts to precious little.”

“But vyour in-
tention was grim
cnough—if, indeed,
you schemed to get
young Chadwick
hanged,” said the
superintendent.  “I
must warn you that
this will be a very
serious charge, and
you are under no
obligation to speak
now.,”

“Yet speak I
shall I’ said the doc-
tor fiercely.

Superintendent
Powell shrugged his shoulders.

“Very well,” k- said “Do as you
like, Dr. Smallwood. I havo warned
you, and I have done my duty. DBefore
we proceed any further, may I ask what
has actually happened to Sir Henry
Chadwick ?”

The doctor passcd a weary hand over
his brow.

“Sir Henry is in Londcn, at the
Charing Cross Hotel, under an assumed
name,” he replied. “You will very
casily be able to effect his arrest if yon
so desire. But you must not Jeave it
later than to-morrow, because Le will
sail for South Africa unless he is pre-
vented.”

“Well, I'm blessed !’ said Inspector
Rankin. “This is a mix-up, if you
like! Sir Henry not dcad! Somebody
clse’s body at the manor! And young
Chadwick arrested for a murder that
was never committed! Why, what does
it mean?”

“Before I tell you,” said Dr. Small-
wood. “I would like to know exactly
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how this
truth.”

He turned to Blake. Eustace was
waiting just as impatiently, and so were
the police-officers.

“I had several clues to guide me,”
said Blako slowly. “Singly, they did
not amount to much—but collectively
chey were very significant. I had no
rcal suspicion that anything was wrong
until I examined the body.”

“Just as I thought,” muttered the
doctor.

“Even then I did not guess that there
had been any substitution,” continued
Blake. “And I certainly could not sus-
pect that decath had come to that body
practically a ycar ago. You must have
taken very great care, Dr. Smallwood,
to preserve Matthew Knox so
perfectly.”

“I pride myself that when Knox was
placed in Sir Henry’s bed, not one man
in a thousand would have known that
he had been dead for a year,” said the
doctor. ‘““And all the time the body was
in my refrigerator, no soul on earth
gucssed, Not a single member of my
own household—not a living being in
the neighbourhood. Who, indced,
would believe that I could have such a
secret locked away in my little shed ?”

“The wound .puzzled me,” said Blake.
“But the mere fact that the carving-
knife did rot fit was not startling. But
I will confess that T was intrigued when
I took a look at the alleged Sir Henry's
feet.” -

“Woere they so different from what
you might have expected ?”

“They were informative in the ex-
treme,” said Blake. “They were the
fcet of a man who had led a hard, toil-
ing life.  They were the fcet of a
manual worker. There were corns on
the toes, and callouses on the ball of the
foot. Strange things to find on the feet
of @ man who had been practically an
invalid for a year” i

“But still there was no definite evi-
dence- that the body
was not that of Sir
Henry,” objected the
doctor.

““No. The definite
evidence came later,”
replied Blake. “When
[ discovered that the
ittle toe of the left
(oot was missing, I
knew, for an absolute
certainty, that the
sody was not that of
Sir Henry. 1 had
positive prcofi of the
fact.”

“In what way?”

“1 made it my business to examine
two pairs of Sir Henry's slippers,” said
Blake smoothly. “They were old slip-
pers, and well worn. And slippers,
gentlemen, are somctimes instructive.
There was ample evidence that Sir
Henry not only possess~d a little toe on
his left foot, but quite a big little toc.
The bulge in the shoe left no room for
loubt. Those slippers could never have
secn worn by the man whose body was
.ving on the bed. Indeed, the slippers
vere different in size, and different in
shape. They did not tally in any
respect. '

“Then there were the footprints., Theyv
were precisely the kind of footprints I
should have expected Sir Henry Chad-
wick to make—size, and s forth—and I
could not help but remember that the
only persocn in the house to have bare
feet, or not to have slippers handy at a
moment’s notice because he seldom
needed them, was the invalid, Sir
Henry. I soon arrived at the conclu-
sion that they were Sir Henry’s—and,

gentleman discovered the
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that being so, it naturally stood to
reason that the body was somebody
else’'s body. I deduced from that that
there had been a substitution, and it
was my next move, thorefore, to identify
that dead bedy.”

The doctor sighed.

“Once on the track like that, the rest
was simple, I imagine ?” he commented.

“ Astonishingly simple,” agreed Blake.
“For how many bodies of stqbbed men
are there to be found?” -

“Perhaps you suspected me of mur-
dering the unfortunatec Knox?” said the
doctor bitterly.

“Oh, no! I judged you better than
that,” replied Blake. *I knew, how-
ever, that there had been no suicide
or murder in the neighbourhood of late
—or I should certainly have heard about
it earlier. I was puzzled. I knew that
you were implicated, Dr. Smallwood,
because the substitution could not have
taken place without your knowledge.
As a starting-point, I went to the lucal
inn, and I got very chatty with the
landlord.

“To cut a long story short, I managed
to lcad up one thing to another, and ke
told me that an old blacksmith of Graat
Pelton had committed suicide about a
year ago. FHe only 1ccalled the tragedy
because, as he told me, Knox had borne
some slight resemblance to Sir Henry.’

“That must have been a useful
earful,”” murmured Eustace.

“] pretended to be only casually in-
terested,”’” said Blake. *“But, as ycu
mav imagine, I was hot on that scent.
A blacksmith bhad committed suicide at
Great Pelton! He was Known to bear
a slight resemblance to Sir Henry Chad-
wick! When I learned that this man.
Knox, had stabbed himself I knew that
I was on a hot trail.

“] went straight to Great Pelton, and
there I discovered that Knox had ween
something of a drunkard. He had taken
to drink, it sccmed. after the death cf

X « his wife. He had been
a lonely man, and one
night, in a fit of de-
pression—probably in-
fluenced by over-indul-
gence at the local inn
—he took a knife and
stabbed himself to the
heart.”

“There was quite a
sensation in  Great
Peclton when it hap-
pened,” said the
doctor. “I was called
in, and I found Knox
dead on the floor.”

“When I learned
. that Knox had lost
the little toec of his left foot some years
ago 1n an accident in his smith’s shop
there was no longer any doubt in 1ay
mind.” said Blake. “Yet, in spite of
this definite evidence—definite so far as
circumstances were concerned—I nceded
something of a more concrete nature. I
realised that Knox’s coffin must be
exhumed.

“But before going to Superintendent
Powe!l, doctor, I made a survey of yvour
premiscs, I was told that you were
the doctor who had given the death
certificate in Knox’s case; and, there-
fore, you were the man who could have
taken charge of his body. I was by no
mcans surprised, therefore, when I found
your refrigerating plant. You sce, it
was simple—once I had a clue.”

Q I1IE old doctor nodded.
“Alarmingly  simple,” Le
agreed. ‘“Indeed, now that
you have pat it all so plainly
I marvel that I succeeded to
the point I did. Yet I riaintain that this
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deception would not have been dis-
covered but for your intervention, Mr,
Blake. Without any disrespect to you,
Superintendent Powell—or to you,
Inspector Rankin—I say quite frankly
that tho police would never have had
any suspicion. And once the body had
been buried, then everything else would
have been plain sailing.”

“Everything else?” repeated the
superintendent sharply. *“ What exactly
do you mean by that, Dr. Smallwood?”’

“I mean the trial of Roderick,”
answered the old doctor, his eyes burn-
ing. “What chance would he have had?
In face of the overwhelming evidence,
do you suppose for one moment that he
would have been acquitted? Oh, no! *
He would have been sentenced to death;
and on the morning of his execution I
should have sent up a prayer of thank-
fulness—"’

“You had better say no more, Dr.

Smallwood !I”’ interrupted the superin-
tendent. “You are fortunate that this
1s not an official statement. As a friend,
I want to warn you—="
_ “You are very good, Powell I’ broke
in the doctor. *‘As a responsible police-
officer, it i1s your duty, no doubt, to
arrest me on a charge of conspiracy, I
admit my guilt. But if you expect any
expression of regret from me you will
be disappointed. My cnly regret is that
Mr. Blake came into this case and
ruined the scheme.”

“There is one other point that
occurred to me,” said the superinten-
dent. “Since Sir Henry Chadwick has
gone to London, and is staying at zn
hotel under an assumned name prior to
sailing for South Africa, it stands to
rcason that he knew of this plot, and
that he approved of it. Is that a fact?”

The old doctor smiled.

“Oh, yes—Sir lenry knew, and sap-
proved!” he said. *“If I could shicld
him, I would do so. If I could keep
him entirely out of it and take the full
responsibility on 1y own shoulders.
nothing would please me better. But I
can see that any such attempt on myv
part would be futile. Sir Henry’s very
actions prove that he has been an

accessory. Well, we have failed. We '
are at your mercy, superintendent. It
1s for you to do your duty.”

The superintendent shrugged tis

shoulders rather helplessly.

“l am trying to help you, and vou
won’t let me,” he said, with regret.
“Candidly, doctor, I don’t quite know
what to_do. I have never bcen placed
in such a position as ths before in all
my cxperience. I hate the idea of
arresting you; and I don’t suppose I
can do even that until I obtain a
warrant.”’

“Get your warrant, by all mecans,"
said the old practitioner. “You will
find me lLere, superintendent. I shall
not run awayv. But since this talk of
ours is unofficial, perhaps you will listen
to me if I tell you the full truth of this
unhappy affair?”

he two police-officers exchanged
glances, and the superintendent looked
at Scxton Blake.

“Personally, I should be very in-
terested,”” said Blake. ““And as this
conference is unofficial, it will naturally
be confidential. Mr. Cavendish, I am
sure, will be the soul of discretion.”

“Oh, absolutely!” said Eustace.

— —

Chapter 8,

Retrospect.

" R. SMALLWOOD was looking
§ calm and resigned.
The haggard expression had
died out ¢f his face now that
the shock c¢f discovery was
.Therc was not the slightest

over,
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indication of regret
or remorse, On the
contrary, he looked

“You'’ve been here before this

»

evening, then?

A
| .-.djﬁ]"m ’

within a day or
two of the wedding

whispered the Walter eloped wita

positively dignified inspector. “About three hours the girl. In some
in his resignation, PP way or anotaer he

“T can make only <989 :gree: B’Ilal;'e, as d he used his influence
one statement—now, squeezed in through the window. ., jer, and she
or at any otner ran away witih
time,” he said. him.

“So it is immaterial to me whether vou
regard this conference as official or un-
official. I am not sorry for what 1
have done, and Sir Henry himself will
support me to his last breath.”

“Ahem! I think you had better tell
us the whole story,” said the super-
intendent gently.

“Roderick, as you may know, is the
son of Sir Henry’s ycunger brother,
Walter.,” said Dr. Smallwood, settling
himself back in his chair, and half-
closing his eyes. ““ Walter was a sailor,
and a good-for-nothing. At heart, per-
haps, he was a scund ecnough fellow,
but he was undoubtedly a wastrel—a
reckless, philandering ne’er-do-well. In
those days Sir Henry was engaged to
onc of the sweetest oirls in the world.
I was a young man myself at the time,
and I can wcil remoember the incidents.

“Mary was the daughter of a Norfolk
vicar, a quict, unzophisticated girl, ab-
solutely unversed in the ways of the
world.

“ About two wecks before the wedding
Walter came home from sea. He was
a fascinating voung rascal, very differ-
ent from the rather staid and matter-
of-fact Sir Ilenry. Irom the very first
his sailor ways fascinated that un-
sophisticated young girl. Whether Sir
Henry gucessed anything or not, he has
never told me; but I faney that he
knew absolutely nothing. At all events,

““One morning Sir Henry dizcovered
his bride-to-be had gone. She had
cloped with Walter. and it later trans-
pired that they were married by special

licence in London, and they went
straight on to Walter's ship—a sailing
vessel—which set off that very same

day for the Indies.

“Can you picture Sir Henry’s desnla-
tion? What 1s more, can you imagine
his fury?  After the first shock had
worn off, his hatred against his brother
showed itself in a terrible way.  Sir
Henry had received a blow that stunned
him—that embittered him for the re-
mainder of his days. Ile never recov-
cred from it.

“Well, {he boy was bLorn—Roderick.
Both parvents werc drowned in a ship-
wreek when Roderick was five years
old. And that child, motherless and
fatherless, was sent home to England,
As the boy's unele Sir Iicenry was more
or less obliged to acknowledge him. Ile
hated the child from the first—not that
the child was ip any way to Dblame.
Yet, in all the circumstances, who could
blame Sir Henry? This Loy was the
child of the brother who had betrayed
hiin and the girl who had played hLim
false. It was 1umpossible for Sir Henry
to have the slightest love for that child,
and it was only his sense of duly which
causecd him to bring Roderick up.

“He gave him the best of eduecations,
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and it scemed that time would soften
the blow, so he became more resigned.
*But Sir Henry’s troubles were not
over. As a youth Roderick was wild
and wayward, and he showed that he
had the blood of his worthless father in
bis veins, At his Public school Roderick
was a coustant weiry to Sir lenry; at
Oxtord he was muxed up in a scandal
whicnr cuded In his being sent down.
At the age of twenty he was a vile
young rake.
~ " Now, gentlemen, try to imagine Sir
licury’s bitterness, if you can.  Lhis
Loy, upon whom he had lavished such

care, had turned out to be an utter
scawp.  Many men in Sir Henry's
pusitvon would have refused to have

anytiiung to do with the child. DBut Sir
Iienry bhad brought him up, had donc
everything witlin his power to give
him a fair chance in life.

" Roderick threw all those chances
away. And soon after that unhappy
aitarr at Oxford., Sir Henry disowned
huin. 1 shall never forget the scene in
the iibrary at the manor when Roderick
was called to acccunt by his uncle. 1
was present at Sir lenry's invitation—
for 1 was his oldest friend, Roderick
benaved hike the tilthy young cur he is.
And he cursed his uncle, and swore at
. If Sir Henry kad killed him then,
wil.a I:i1s cwn hands, 1 could not have
Llamed bim,

“Now, | will tell you something else,
genLici.,

“Ar that time I was the doting father
of a sweer gurl of seventeen. She had
just come fresh from school, and she
was the joy of my life.  Her mother
had died many years carlier, and this
girl was, as you can unagine, the onc
human being in all the world upon
whom I lavished my love. That young
scoundrel saw her.”

Dr. Smailwood gripped his fists un-
consciously. It was the only sign of
the passionate rage within him. He
took control of himself visibly, and
spoke in a tone of calm restraint that
niust have cost him an enormous cfiort.

“That young reptile saw my Elsic,
and he fascinated her—just as lus
father bhad fascinated a girl so many
vears earlier,” he said. “1 found them
walking together once, and I took Elsic
home, and I told Sir Henry what was

happening.  Without  hesitation  Sir
Heury sent his worthless nephew to

London, and told him point-blank that if
ever he returned to this district he would
chioike the life out of him with his own
hands.

“ [ was [ool enough to believe that the
aifalr was over. lilsie apparently for-
got that irifling fiirtation, and before
wany months had elapsed she was the
saine happy girl as before. T'hen, one
day, she wus missing. She left e with-
out a word—without even a letter.
Perhaps 1 was a fool, but it never
occurred to me that Roderick might Le
responsible. I thought that she had met
with an accident; that, perhaps, she
had lost her memory. She had gone
into Bury St. Kdmunds, merely to do
a bLit of shopping. And she did not
come back.

“1 did everything within my power.
1 advertised, I had the police scarch-
1y tne country. There is no need for
nie to rell vou of my wmonths of anguish
and anxiety. At last, through a private
detective areoney. I obtamned a clue. A
givl had been found in Middlesbrough
—=zrarving, dving. It was believed that
she was my daughter.

“1 went there, and I found her.”

The old man paused.

“My poor little girl—my sunny,
sweet-natured Flsie,” he went on, in a
tense voice. “There in Middleshrough
1 found her. She was a wife. Oh, yes!
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The man who had run off with her
had married her—mnot that- a marriage
certificate meant anything to him. My
little girl was a wreck. She had been
brutally ill-trcated, she had been
starved and beaten. She had been de-
serted by her husband, and without
money and friends; she had starved.
She had been too proud to write to me
—to confess that she had wrecked her
voung life. Ard when I got there I
was too late.

“Yes, gentleman, I was too late,” he
continued hoarsciy. “Elsie died in my
arms, and if any human being on this
carth was murdered, my girl was! She
died of no discase, of no fever. She
diced of starvation, of ill-treatment. In
her delirium, towards the end, she told
me her husband’s name. )

“You know the name,” he said, with
deliberate calm.  “Like father, like
son. In every respect Roderick had
repcated the accursed sin of his father.
But he was worsc—far, far worse. He
took my daughter, and he murdered
her. Hc left her there, starving, and
he went to London to live the life of
a card-sharper, a thorough-paced, in-
human scoundiel!

“I buried my little girl in the church-
vard here—in Liitle Melbury,” continued
the doctor. ‘Sir Henry, as you may
guess, was overwhelmed with grief.
More than.that, he swore to mc that
he was going to find my nephew and
kill him with his own hands. He felt
that he was responsible, since he had
brougl:t the boy up, and had given him
his education, and had been unwittingly
instrumental in bringing Roderick and
my girl together. He told me that it
was his duty to kill that vile creature.

“I disagreed. It was plainly my
duty, and not his. For I was the
wronged fathicr. In the end we came to
a compact. Why should cither of us
sacrifice ourselves for such a worthless
rogue? We docided to wait.

“It was at this period that old
Matthew Knox died in Great Pelton. I
thought absolutely nothing until I went
to Knox’s cottage to cxamine him,
after he had stabbed himself. And it
was ther that an idea came into my
hecad—a startling. staggering idca.

“For many vears it had been a stand-
ing joke in the district that old Kunox
resembled Sir Henry. I had never
noticed the likeness particularly. In
death, however, the hard lines were
wiped out of the old blacksmith’s counte-
nance, and his resemblance to Sir
Henry was quite startling

“It was th:s which put the idea into
my head.

REMEMDBERED that I had a re-

frigerating plant in my shed—
one that f had used for certain
experiment.! purposes. I knew
that I could preserve Knox’'s
body for any pcriod of time—sufficient
time, at all events, for me to mature my
plans. Once the seed had been sown I
soon evolved a scheme of action. I
told Sir Ifenrv about it, and he was
enthusiastic. He helped me in every
possible waxr. We regarded ourselves
as the instruments of justice. The law
could not touch Roderick for the crime
of murder that he had committed: it
was, therefore, up to us to take matters
into our own hands.

“On the night before Knox’s funcral
I wert in sceret to that little cottage
of his. I removed the body from the
coffin, and replaced it with bricks. 1
screwed the coffin down, and the next
day the coffin wis buried.

“Who was there to suspect? How
could anybody believe that the body had
been removed. and that only bricks

were interred in that churchyard of
Great Pelton?

“But the body was in my refriger-
ating plant—being preserved in readi-
ncss for the great day. And Sir Henry
co-operated with me all along the line.
He pretended tc have a minor stroke,
and he took to his bed.

“His first move was to send for
Roderick, and when Roderick came he
was told that he was forgiven—that he

was at liberty to live at Chadwick
Manor, and to take charge of the
estates. But he could only do this on

condition that he entirely gave up his
former life. Sir Henry made a new
will, leaving everything to the boy.

‘“As you can readily guess, gentle-
men, Roderick fell into our trap with-
out the slightest suspicion of what was
awaiting himn.”

“One moment, doctor!” said Blake.
“I take it that Roderick knew nothing
of the fact that you had learned that he
was the man who had run off with your
daughter .”

“Roderick did not know,” replied Dr.
Smallwood. “He believed that his
sccret was intact. Sir Henry, in fact,
spoke to” him of the tragedy—told him
that some scamnp had run off with my
daughter, and had left her to starve.
So Roderick breathed freely, thinking
that both his uncle and mysclf were not
aware of tha dastardly scoundrel who
had killed my girl.

“As for thc rest, is it necessary for
me to go into any details? Sir Henry
and I realised that it would be fatal for
us to do anything precipitate. We
knew that Roderick would chafe at the
quiet country life, and that, soconer or
later, he would kick over the traces.

“ At the first sign of kicking he was to
be trapped. We had actually prepared
the coup for the night when this young
man arrived at the manor,” continued
the doctor, indicating Eustace. *But
the snow unexpectedly hindered us—and
so did this voung man. Sir Henry was
very excited, and he behaved, perhaps, a
little rashly.

“We waited for a further day or two,
and it was Sir Henry himself who pre-
cipitated - the violent quarrel with
Roderick.

“That quarrel was so engincered that
every one of the servants heard. They
heard Sir Henry shouting that Roderick
was to be cut out of the will, and so
forth. As we had expected, the boy
drank himself into a condition of stupor
before going to bed. And when the
houschold was asleep, Sir Henry and I
carried the body of Knox in, and the
stage was sect.

“It was I who put bloodstains on that
carving-knife. and on the pyjama coat.
It was probably while Sir Henry was
dressing himself that night in the bed-
room that he thoughtlessly trod on the
polished boards with his bare fect. I
concealed the knife and pyjama coat
in TRoderick’s. bed-roomn—while he
slept. He was so drunk that he knew
nothing.

“Sir Henry went off to London in
secret, his idea being to take a boat
for South Africa—until after Roderick’s
cxecution.

“As for the rest, we believed that
everything would go smoothly. The
murder was discovered, and, of course,
it was discovered by me. That was an
important point. Roderick was sus-
peeted from the very first moment.
f.ike a fool he ran away, only adding to
the suspicion against him.

“Gentlemen, you have heard my
story. 1 tell you that in the eves of
Hcaven Roderick Chadwick mnurdered
my daughter, and hanging was the only
fitting punishment for him.”
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The old man sat down into his chair,
and covered his face with his hands.

The superintendent coughed, and his
fuce was pale.

“Dr. Smallwood, as a friend and a
man, I cannot blamie you for having
done this thing,” he said quietly.
“What I am to do as a police officer, 1
cannot yet decide. - I should like to bo
clear about Sir Henry’s position in the
matter. What was his idea in going to
South Africa?”

The doctor looked up.

“His plan was to establish a new
identity for himself there as William
Chadwick, a supposed third brother,” he
explained. ‘There were really only two
brothers—Henry and Walter. But after
the trial—after Roderick’s execution—I
was to drop a hint or two that there was
a brother named William. It would
have been .easy cnough for me to sce
Williamson the lawyer and to give him
thesc hints. A search, of course, would
have resulted in the discovery of this
imaginary William. By then, Sir Henry
would have grown a beard, and his plan
was to recturn to the manor, and to
inherit his own cstates. Thus he would
have lived here in just the same way,
and, although his whole life would have
been changed, he considered that it was
worth such a drastic step. He is a
true friend, is Sir Henry. His one
desire was to sce justice done—to seo
me avenged. We felt, too, that we
should rid society of a vile and unspeak-

able pest.”
o %
Blake drove back to Lon-
don.

“I am rather sorry, Eustace, that we
came into the case.” said Blake, with
regret. “I fancy that we have done
more harm than good.”

*“1 have been cursing myself for three
solid hours!” declared Eustace bitterly.
“Ir was I who dragged you into it,
dear sleuth. A poisonous beginning,
what? I mean to say. I thought I was
frightfully clever introducing you—"

“You have no necd to talk like that,
Eustace,” said Blake. ‘‘After all, we
have only served the ends of justice,
and our conscicnces are clear. \hat-
ever the police do in this matter it is

FOUL =sort of business
altogether,”” was Eustace's
remark, as he and Sexton

morally certain that both Sir Henry

Chadwick and Dr.
off lightly.”

“Do you know, old boy, I have an
idea at the back of my head that Super-
intendent Powell will hush the whole
dashed thing up,” said Eustace.
“ Whether he does or not, I gather that
we shall regard ourselves as quite out
of it, eh?”

“Jt is for the police to do as they
think fit—for the case is obviously out
of our hands,” replied Sexton Blake.
“Yet 1t is only right that those two
men should be punished for their con-
spiracy—right in the eves of the law,
But, between ourselves, Eustace, 1
rcally do hope that Superintendent
Powell will think of some way in which
to hush the matter up.”

There was another little surprise in
London.

Blake and Eustace learned that Roddy
Chadwick. in Brixton Gaol, was dead.
He had died unexpectedly, following a
heart attack. He had died from the
effects of Leavy drinking and evil living.
But both Blake and Eustace had a
shrewd gucess that the worthless Roddy
had died of shecer fright.

Whatever the cause, there was not
the elightest doubt that justice had
been done—and without the law.’

THE EXND.

Smallwood’ will get
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Continuing “ The Seven Sleepers,” by Francis Beeding.

The Man with the M Head Pi
e [vlan with the 1lviouse-1lea 11
I Join a Distinguished Regiment. discovered that he had killed Von
% T was somec time before I Emmerich instead of myself, and
] recovered from the effects of the further, that I had started for
chloroform, despite the cold- Hanover, there was nothing to pre-
water treatment applied by vent him warning whatever organisa-
Fritz. tion existed in that city to be rcady

Presently I rose and scarched the
apartment for towels in order to dry
nmy dripping head. This was soon
accomplished, but I found my collar
and tie thoroughly soaked with water,
and the mirror showed me that I pre-
sented a very disreputable appear-
ance. AsT had my suitcase with me,
however, these defects were scon
remedied, and I next zathercd up the
various belongings of my two friends
and packed them into their respective
suitcascs.

I descended, ordered the bill, and
asked for a railway time-table, in-
tending to get to Hanover without
drlay. From the time-table 1t
appeared that the next train did not
icave till 11.35 p.m., and it was an
express to Frankfurt. Looking at my
watch, I discovered that 1t was
twenty-five past nine. I had accord-
ingly some two hours to wait.

My first step was to settle with the
proprietor. I explained to him that
the two gentlemen whose: account I
was paying had already left to catch
the Paris train and had asked me to
settle everything for them. I then
iound the hotel porter, ordered him
to take my bag to the station; to
purchase me a first-class ticket to
Hanover, with slecping accommoda-
tion if available, and to mect me at
tiie train. T also told him to register
the baggage of Réhmy and De
Bianchegarde to Hanover to await
arrival.

These details settled, I left the
kotel on foot, thinking it unwise to
remain there any longer than was
nocessary. 1 crossed the river and
taok refuge in a small Bierhalle in
t:e Clara Platz, opposite the Church
¢f St. Clara, and sat where I could
command a view of the street without
myeelf being easily visible.

Ordering a glass of brandy, I filled

badly plpc and started to think thil’lgﬁ desporately risk}'.

-=t. I had two
=hings to fear—
=~t, that Gaston
=1 Réhmy had
-:-n unable to
- Fritz and

<_Lreckermann in

cfficer,

-zrsmit of them,

HROUGH a remarkable series of

events I, Thomas Dreston,
/ found myself
Karl von Emmerich, an agent of a
) Ferman Ssecret society conducting a
Nationalist plot, and directed by n

for me as an impostor. In that case I

SRt

R should be walking straight into a
The sudden decision to go to

N Hanover had naturally upset our pre-

The Professor.

formidable professor had discovered
the trick which we had played upon
him in the Villa Mortmain and might
arrive at any moment.

I had noticed, on consulting the
time-table, that there was a train
leaving the Swiss railway station on
the other side of the town at 9.16 p.m.
for Boulogne and Paris, and it
struck me that it was just possible
that my French friends might have
taken that in order to lead I'ritz and
Schreckermann well away from my
vicinity.

As for the professor, I could only
await cvents. I did not see that there
were any possible precautions I could
take, and I fervently hoped that it
would prove impossible for him, even
if he discovered his blunder, to rcach
Basle before the following morning
at the earliest, by which time I
should be well on my way to Hanover.

Of course, the whole business was
If the professor

What Has Happened.

vious plans, and the fact that we had
had no time bhefore the wunexpected
arrival of Fritz to make any fresh
arrangcements added to my difficulties.

In one sense, however, my task was
simple. There could be no going
back: the only thing for me to do
was to go forward and trust to events.
So far, indeed, despite several serious
relapses, fortune had favoured me. I
could enly hope my luck would hold.

Half an hour was cousumed in these
reflections, at the end of which time
I thought I had best be leaving for
the station. Before moving I exam-
ined the street attentively. Tor some
five minutes I saw nothing to cause
me any anxlety. A number of
pedestrians passed, of whom I took no
particular note. I could scc those on
the other side of the road more clearly
than those nearest me, owing to a
lamp-post which stood opposite the
window shedding a cirele of light on
the pavement, into which each passcr-
by stepped in his passage.

I watched this light for some
moments, and presently noticed that
a man whom I had just secn go past
the lamp from right to left was now
going past it from deft to right. As I
watched him he turned again and
oncc more began to walk down the
street. I caught sight of his face as
he entered the circle of the lamp-
light. It was vaguely familiar, but
for the moment I could not place it.
Then I remembered. I had seen him
cariler in the evening. He was the
man wlo had handed me my suitcase
when I had left No. 33, Martinsgasse.

I watched him for some moments,
and saw that he was indeed, as I had
thought, patrolling the opposite side

of the pavement,
keeping an eye on

. ) . the Bicrhalle.

incomplcte without the signature of @  Ha had presum-

€x- mysterious Captain 7, and it was ably  kent  meo
tmpersonating decided that 1 should continue to d .Ib

impersonate the dead Karl until this ~ “PCCr ~—~ observa-

had been obtained. tion the whole

time and had

=1 that my dis-
zrantled relatives

*:aid shortly :

z:czarm, in which  ¢ating  sercn
:zs¢ my inter-

% with them

v:z2d be of a

—-=: unpleasant

=zzxuare; and

2t
=ozndly that the

rascally professor.

The objcet of my impersonution, the
securing of a cipher document impli-
of Gcrmany's biggest
financiers, had been successful, partly
due to the aid given me by two French
Secret Service men, De Blanchegarde
and Réhmy, who had saved me and
Beatrice Harvel, the girl I loved, from
the fearful attentions of the profecssor.

We learned that the document wus

Twn of the prufessor’s men had fol-
lowed me to the hotel where I was
reporting to the Frenchmen, and to
throw them off the truil my friends
hound me and dosed me with chloro-
form. When the Germans arrived I
told them I had been assaulted and
rahhed of the document. They dashed
off in pursuit, lcaving me with the
document and my mission of getting
to Hanover to inierriew Captain Z.

followed mc
thither from the
hotel.

Satisfied with
my obscrvations,
I left the window
and decbated what
I should do.

Finally I sum-
moned a waiter
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and asked for a map of Basle. When
this was brought to me I studied it
closely. T then requested the same
waiter to order me a cab, after which
I walked to the door of the Bierhalle
and stood a while on the threshold in
full view of anyone watching from
the strecet, while I waited for tlie cab
to arrive.

When it drove up I told the man
to drive me to the Matthaus Kirche,
which I had scen on the plan to he
not far from the Badischer Bahnliof,
the station for Hanover. The cab
was a ramshackle affair with a great
hood covering the passengers’ scats,
and shaped somewhat like the hood
of a perambulator. It was quite

possible to speak to the driver while
the vehicle was in motion. When we
had gone some distance, thercfore, 1
leaned forward and tapped him
between the shoulder-blades, at the
same time bidding him to continue to
c11'§:lfe on while he listened to what I
said.

I officred him twenty-five francs to
oo to the Matthaus Kirche, where he
was to slow down, or even stop for a
moment, after which he was to drive
back by a roundabout way over the
Johanniter Bridge to the Bicrhalle.
This he promised to do, and I passcd
him up the money.

I then watched my opportunity to
lecave the cab. It was not long in

coming, We

passed through a
dark and narrow
thoroughtare, and

_;;_ = ._:_'== =‘-_7 ;F-:-—:
D s i 0 e

in turning a
corner the cab
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slowed down I
instantly  opened
the door .and
jumped from the
cab, bolting be-
tween two dark
houses into a
little alley, which
fortunately opened
in frout of me.
There I waited
and leoked cut.

A moment later
saw  the fellow
whe  had  been
watching the Bier-
halle go past. He
was on a bicycle,
and was following
the cab at a
leisurely pace. I
wished him joy of
his evening ride,
which promised to
be long and
tedious, and slip-
ping out of the

alley, made off in
the opposite direc-
tion.

FTER one
or two in-
quiries, I
found my

7
e,

way to the Bad-
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station restaurant
was an admirable
place. It had
many doors, some
leading to the out-
side world, some to
the platforms, and
others again to
shaving - saloons
and batli-rooms,

I finished my
meal at ten min-
utes past eleven,

PER-

ou would like a
GLAEB]to be

and after- paying:
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for it slipped unostentatiously through
onc of the many doors, arriving
eventually via the bath-rooms on the
platform for Hanover. There I found
the porter from the hotel with mjy
luggage and my ticket. He had
secured me sleeping accommodation,
and a moment later I was installed
in a first-class slecping compartment
with the door locked.

Ten minutes afterwards the train
was under way. I was due at
Frankfurt at 6.40 the following
morning, and I turned in almost
immediately and slept fairly soundly.
I must own that I had no little
apprehension that I might be de-
tained. It was almost certain that
by this time the professor was in
possession of the {facts, unlecss by
some happy chance things had gone
better than we had dared to hope,
And, once his suspicions were
arouscd, T was in a far worse case
than when I had been in Switzerland.

I was now in Germany, where tlie
professor could presumably cali in
the assistance of the authorities if
he necded their collaboration. He
would, in any case, be in a much
stronger position to deal with me on
German soil.

As an Engiishman with
papers, and masquerading as a
German subject, my position was
precarious ernough, quite apart from
any support he might be able to
command on behalf of the Seven
Sleepers.

I accordingly avoided the gencral
waiting-room and took .shelter be-
hind a little newspaper kiosk on the
platform, where I was screened from
possible observation or remark. No-
thing untoward occurred, however,
and I boarded the train for Hanover
without being in any way molested.

I was fortunate in having a com-
partment to myself, and now that I
had been somewhat refreshed by
some much-necded sleep, I empticd
the pockets of the suit T was wear-
ing and examined the contents with
interest.

In addition to the pocket-bock
which I had already investigated,
there was the passport of Karl von
Emmerich, by means of which I had
cutered Germany, and several letters.
It occurred to me that if I were to
impersonate Karl successfully, it was
cssential that T ehould find out as
muchh as possible of his cccupation
and general habits.

stolen

The servant at No. 33, Martins-
zasse, had addressed me as “Herr
Licutenant,” I recmembered, and Karl
Liad, therefore, evidently been in the
German Army. On closer examina-
tion of his papers, I discovered his
regiment. He had, I found, been an
officer in the third regiment of foot
guards, a famous corps which had
fought with great distinction
throughout the War; though thcy
L.ad more than met their match in
the Coldstrcams, at Landrecies, dur-
ing the retreat.

Apart from that, however, and the
fact that he appeared to belong to
an. Tast- Prussian. family--having
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been born at Heiligenbeil—I could
learn nothing.

1 turned to the letters. The first
cne I opened was a bill, apparently
from a tailor for a new uniform,
from which I judged that Von
Emmerich was still on the active
ligt; though, so far as I was aware,
the Prussian Guard had been dis-
handed, or completely transformed,
shortly after the Armistice.

The second was from his mother,
and contained various domestic news,
most of which was unintelligible to
me. The conclusion of it, however,
was significant. It ran as follecws:

You will, I hope, my dearest Karl, be
careful to hear yourself well in your new and
difficult task. Almighty God has graciously
preserved you throughout the terrible War.
lte will, 1 koow, support and strengthen
you in your present work. Remember,
dearest bhoy, that you come of a famnily
which has had the honour to serve the Kings
of DPrussia sizce the days of the Great
Frederick, and though, alas, an Emperor
no longer rules in Berlin, you mist never
be falze to the great and honourahle tradi-
tions of yeur h~use. Do your duty hravely,
no matter down what paths it may lead
you, In doiug so, you will prove a valiant
son of Germany and make proud the heart
of your old and loving.

MOTHER.

There was something very moving
in this appeal. Karl was obviously
a cherished son, and I found myself
lioping that his mother would never
learn the facts of his unhappy death.

The third letter wae the inevitable
billet-doux, from some lady of Karl’s
acquaintance 1n Berlin, imploring
him not to losc a moment in com-
ing to see his beloved Freda on his

arrival in that city.

T spent some little time in assimi-
lating these fcew facts. The part I
had to play would obviously be much
more difficult than hitherto. Up to
the present I had only had to im-
personate my double for a short
period, and with a well-defined ob-
ject.

Now, however, I had been suddenly
called upon to work more or less in
the dark. I was to deliver a letter
to a Captain Z, whoever he might
be, obviously a person of great im-
portance, and onc of whom even the
redoubtable I'ritz stood in awe.

I was ignorant alike of his iden-
tity and of his precise whercabouts.
I could, thercfore, form no adequate
idea of the length of time during
which T should be compelled to con-
tinuec my impersonation. (taston and
Réhmy, travelling roundabout as
they were, could not be cxpected to
arrive in Hanover until the follow-
ing day at the earliest.

Finally, I opened the sealed cnve-
lope given to me by Fritz the pre-
vious evening, containing the in-
structions as to my movenients on
arrival at Hanover. These
somewlat elaborate.

My first action was to tclephone
immediately to No. 5061, Linden. On
obtaining that number, I was to ask
for Herr Huber, and iuform him
that I had arrived safely with the
parcel of flour. I was then to leave
the station, and, taking the first
turning to the right, procecd to a
small cafe-bar, ‘“Das goldenc- Herz,”
which I was to enter.

I was to scat mysclf at the fourth

were
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table from the door on the left-hand
side, and call for half a litre of
Rline wine and two glasses, after
which I was to wait there until a
man wearing a mouse-headed tiepin
entered and sat down at the table.

I was at once to offer him a glass

"of wine, saying as I did so: *“Do you

prefer wine or beer?” To this le
would reply: “Wine that maketh
glad the heart of man.” All further
necessary instructions would be given
to me by him.

“On no account,” the letter ended,
“are you to hand the document to
anyone except personally to Cap-
tain Z.” At the foot of the paper
was written in red ink: “‘Destroy
immediately after reading.”

I rcad the instructions through two
or threc times until I was surc of
them. I then tore up the paper into
small pieces and scattered them from

my window. .

The remainder of my journey was
uneventful. The train sped out of
Saxony into Hanover, through Cassel,
near which, I remembered, Napolcon
I1I. had been imprisoned, and Got-
tingen, with 1ts university. For the
most part we ran through rolling
country, well cultivated and populous,
with little brick villages and many
farmsteads scattered over it. It was
a day of drifting clouds, and a high
wind was blowing.

I lunched in the dining-car. Foced
on railway journcys is never good,
but that must have been quite the
worst meal I have cver caten.

Punctually at 2.2 p.m. I stepped
on to the platform at Hanover

THE HAPPIEST

BOYS IN THE
WORLD

If you want to have the happiest
possible boyhood—be a Meccano
boy. If you want to be imagina-
tive and resourceful—if you want
your days to be full of fun and
thrills—be a Meccano boy. There
1s no other hobby in the world so
wonderful or so fascinating. You
will be able to build hundreds of
working models with your Meccano
Gutfit—and you will gain practical
engineering experience that will be
of inestimable value to you in later
life. The Meccano boys of to-day
will be the famous engineers and
inventors of to-morrow.

Meccano, the most thrilling hobby in the world, becomes
more fascinating cvery day. This year the scope of the
Qutfits is greater than ever, for never before have so many
models been shown in the Manuals of Instructions.

Ask your dealer to show you the 1929 Meccano Outfits.

Prices of Meccano Outfits from 3/6 to 365/-.

 MECCAN

MECCANO LTD. (Dept. 28.),

of

OLD SWAN, LIVERPOOL.

chums.

Write _clearly and
put No.28 after your
name for reference.
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FOR THIS
NEW BOOK—FREE

It is brimtul of beautiful illustrations showing
the marvellous engineering models that can be
built with Meccano
are fully described and many other interesting
details ot this wonderful hobby are given.

We will send you a free
copy of this new Meccano
Book in exchange for the

names and addresses

All the Meccano Outhits

three of your
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Station. I went at once to a tele-
phouc box, and after some time got
through to Number 5061 Linden,
where I inquired for Herr Huber.
Presently I was answered by a gruff
male voice asking what I wanted.
The manner of the man was distinctly
unamiable, and I suspected that my
message had interrupted him in the
digestion of his lunch.

“Is that Herr Huber?” I inquired.

“Ycs,” came down the wire. ‘“And
who may you be?”

“I’'m sorry to disturb you,” I said,
‘““but I have only just arrived. I am
bringing you the parcel of flour.”

At this there was an appreciable
change of tone.

“1 beg your pardon, Herr Licuten-
ant,” he said. ‘We wcre not
cxpecting you so soon. We had
received word from Major Adler that
there were difficultics.”

“They have been overcome,” I said
coldly.

“My congratulations,” he replied.
“We will losc no time in mecting
you.”

I rang off and left the station.

¥ ANOVER proved a larger and
far plcasanter town than
I had anticipated, though I
could see but little of it in
my brief walk from the station to the
little bar.

I had some little difficulty in find-
ing the place, for it was hidden away
in a small angle of the strcet. On
the outside it was no more than a
door from which a flight of steps led
to an wunderground cellar. Down
these I walked, and, pushing opcn
a pair of green baize doors, found
myself in a long, low stone room,
much overheated. Little tables were
arranged all round the walls, beside
which were stools and barrels.

I seated myself at the fourth table
on the left-hand side, and, summon-
ing a waiter, asked him to bring me
half a litre of the best Rhine wine,
two glasses, and a newspaper.

He returned with the wine and
“Das DBerliner Tageblatt,” which I
read while awaiting the arrival of the
man with the mouse-headed tie-pin.

Some quarter of an hour passed,
during which several persons entered
the Weinstube. None of them corre-
sponded to the description which had
been given mec in my letter of instruc-
tions, and I continued to sip my wine
and read my paper, with half an eye
on the door.

Presently it opened to admit a
short, dark man of about thirty-five
with a deep scar on his forehead and
an empty left sleeve. He was wear-
ing the ribbon of the Iron Cross in
his button-hole. His clothes were
neat but somewhat shabby.

He glanced round the Weinstube,
and his eye lighted on me. He moved
straight to my table, his hand to his
tie as he walked, and I noticed that
the knot was transfixed by a pin
bearing a mouse at its head.

As he came to my table I rose and
pointed to the chair.

#8it down,” I said.
prefer wine or beer?”

“Do you

#*Wine,” he answered immediately,
““that maketh glad the heart of man.”

I poured him out a glass of wine
and sat waiting. He gave me a
sharp, penetrating glance, and then
raised his glass.

“Your health!” lLe said, and in a
lower tone: *“My congratulations to
Section Q.”

T bowed.

“Herr von Emmerich?” he con-
tinued, with an interrogatory glance.

“At your service,” I replied. ““And
your”

“ Hauptmann von Salsnig. We did
not expect you so soon,” he con-
tinued. “Major Adler telegraphed to
us that there were difficulties.”

“There usually arc,” I said shortly.
“But we have dealt with them.”

“You arrive just at the right
moment,” he observed. “Everything
here is rcady. Huber has made all
the necessary arrangments, and we
can arrange a meeting for you this
evening. You know,” he added, “it
has been touch and go with us here.
We had the greatest difficulty in per-
suading him to see anyome.”

“Persuading whom?” I asked.

He looked at me in surprise, and I
rcalised that I had blundered.

‘““Captain Z, of course,” he replied,
“It was only when we assured him
that you were bringing him all the
necessary guarantees that he con-
sented to receive you. It’s lucky your
father was an old friend of the
family.”

This was news to me.

“Yes,” I said.

“You are some sort of connection,
aren’t your” he continued.

“Distant, distant,” I replied, since
he obviously expected me to say
something.

““Well, Licutenant von Emmerich,
the great point is that we have in-
duced him to see you. ‘I will trust
a Von Emmerich,” he told Huber. ‘I
know the family.””

I endeavoured to secm suitably
gratified.

“I am glad that we have inspired
such confidence,” I said.

“But you will have to go very
carefully,” he said. ‘I warn you it’s
far from plain sailing as yet. He
has been very difficult to approach,
very difficult. More than once Huber
has been almost driven to despair.”

“You may rely on me, Herr Haupt-
mann,” I replied gravely.

“T am sure of it,” he said. ‘“Re-
member that the document is our
strongest card. It goes further than
we ever dared to hope.”

“It does indeed,” I replied, drain-
ing my glass.

Von Salsnig rose to his feet.

“I presume you will come at once
with me to Huber’s? Should Cap-
tain Z be unable to see you to-night,
you will be able to have your inter-
view with him first thing to-morrow
morning for a certainty.”

“I am ready,” I answered, -and
picking up my bag, I followed him
from the bar.

Outside there was a car into which
we climbed, my companion taking
the wheel. He chatted. pleasantly
during the drive, which occupied
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some twenty minutes. We passed
through the more populous portions
of the town, my companion indicat-
ing various objects of interest.

Reaching the suburb of Linden, we
drew up eventually in front of a
Jarge house standing in its own
grounds. '

We were shown into a room on the
ground floor.

A fat man arrayed in a purple silk
dressing-gown and an enormous pair
of fur slippers was scated at a desk.
He 1r0se as we entered, and Vou
Salsnig presented me in the formal
German fashion to Herr Huber.

“Lieutenant von Emmerich, I am
delighted to make your acquaint-
ance,” said Huber. “Pray sit down.
I trust you have had a pleasant
journey.”

“ Perfectly,” I answered.

We chatted for a few moments on
unimportant subjects.

“I am afraid I was a little short
on the telephone,” he continued
apologetically. “But you took me
entirely by surprise.”

I murmured that it was of no con-
scquence. I noted with interest the
efforts made both by Huber and Von
Salsnig to be scrupulously polite to a
humble lieutenant of the third regi-
ment of foot guards.

Quite obviously courtesy was not
with either of them a gift of Nature.
It merely meant that I was a neces-
sary link in the chain they were forg-
ing. For some reason I was a man
who would be agreeable to Captain Z
and who would be trusted by that
mysterious individual for the sake of
kis family and traditions,

And yet I was Karl von Emmerich,
a man whom I knew only as a bully
and a murderer. It was a puzzle
which I could not read.

A telephone bell rang somewhere in
the house.

“Excuse me,” said Herr Huber. “I
expect it is the message for which
we are waiting.”

He got up frem his chair and
padded across the room.

VYon Salsnig and I remained silent,
seated opposite each other by the
stove. Now that the moment was
almost come, I felt a tightening
round my heart. 1 was about to
enter the presence of an unknown in-
dividual, obviously & man of great
importance and of an uncertain
temper; an old friend-who, for all I
knew, had dandled the infant Von
Emmerich on his knee. It was a
position full of possibilities, and I
wished my French friends were not so
far away. ’

The door opened and Huber re-
turned. ’

“He desires you to dine with him
this evening,” he said.

I bowed slightly.

Huber came up to me and put =
podgy hand on my shoulder.

“We are on the threshold of great
events,” he said. “We have done our
part. The rest mow lies with you.
Be open with him and all may yet be
well.”

(Who is Captain Z, of whom even
the Serven Sleepers are afraid? Tom
Preston is going to meet him—and in
doing so carries his life in his hands.)
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T\ FOUR BUMPER
CHRISTMAS GIFTS

Make Sure of One +
of These, Lads

The POPULAR BOOK
of BOY’S STORIES

If you aelwht in hvelv stories, of gripping action—
at sca® and in the Wild \Vest——-you will enjoy eve
page of the POPULAR BOOIX OF BOYS’ STORIE
Scouting, flying, motor-cyblmg—m fact every phase
of . adventure  is represented - in the budget of A\
splendid yarns in this grand new all-fiction ep. X
Annual. And there are many fine - illus- 2 6 <
tratlons, mclud;ng a p]ate in  full colour.

e

}.

Wmm

|

Ityou hLe school stories you will reve! in the wonderful
budget of ripping school yarns and thrilling adventure
stories in the HOLIDAY. ANNUAL. All “the "
favourite sclioolboy characters of Greyfriars, St. Jlms
and Rookwood Schools are here to entertain
you. There are thrilling stories as well
as interesting = articles, colour plates and’ 6/
Net - %
N

m'm\ clever dmumm
The BRITISH BOY’S ?g

e

ANNUAL

Here is a book for the boy who likes thrilling stories
—a wonder budget of exciting tales of school life,
sport, mystery ana ‘adventure that will thrill every
boy. It is lavishly illustrated with clever black-.
and-white drawings, and also contains several beau- |
tiful, colourcd platew The boy who .has the
BRITISH BOYS' ANN UAL w1ll have a book ~
that he will want- to read again and again. Net

The hl](ﬂ.‘at and bigge-.t glft books for Boys!_ |
pages of reading and 12 colour plates. - Stories of
school life, footer, mystery,’ cricket and adveti

Artidles on sport and hobbies, and everything m
which the modern boy is mterested 12 /

"There  arc many, many months"
<Iclightful entcrtamment in CHUMS' Net *

NOv_V ON SALE
-At all Newsagents and Booksellers.

La 7-12-29,
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SEE THE SPECIAL DISPLAYS

Now 1s the best time to see the Hornby Rallway System
demonstrated, for dealers everywhere are making special

displays of these famous trains and accessories.

This year Hornby Trains are better than ever. There
are true-to-type models of LNER, LMSR, GWR and SR
Locomotives, fitted with exceptlonally powerful mechanisms
that make possible bigger loads and longer runs. The
rolling stock includes Pullman coaches, Passenger coaches,
Trucks, Wagons and Vans of the latest types —all

PRICES OF
HORNBY TRAINS
FROM 6/- TO 95-.

direct to us, and we wi

ad be sure to put the letter

HORNBY TRAINS

IN ALL THE SHOPS THIS

Get the 1930 Hornby Book of Trains
Best Ever Issued

The new Hornby Book of Trains tells a wonderful story of our rail-
ways, and also includes a complete catalogue of

Get a copy to-day from your dealer, price
ill send you a copy post free.
mention the names and addresses of two or three of your chums, and
we will send them some mtemtmg Hornby literature.
after your own name for reference.

27

THIS IS

HORNBY

WEEK

beautifully enamelled ‘n the correct colours, and included
in the range of accessories are Stations, Signals, Bridges,
Tunnels. Level-crossings, Turntables, Engine Sheds—all
built in perfect proportion and realistic in design.

You'll be a Hornby Train enthusiast from the first

moment you begin to operate your Hornby Railway, So
will Dad! Take him with you to your dealers to-day.

On no account miss this great railway week.

ornby rains.
3d., or send 43d. in stamps
If you order direct

Write clearly

BRITISH AND GUARANTEED

MANUFACTURED BY MECCANO LTD. (Dept. L),

OLD SWAN, LIVERPOOL.

C aﬂ or

everyone.

[ustrated

Lists Free vﬁv

) HOME CINEMATOGRAPHY for EVERY BOY

MOST FASCINATING EDUCATIONAL HOBBY

Send for particulars and illustrated lists of this wonder{ul hobby within the reach of
Films of all lengths and subjects, accessories of every description, and
projectors at all pI‘lCBS from 5/- to £16.

FORD’S (Dept. A.P.2), 276, High Holborn, London, W.C.1

" FREE
i Write  now ‘or
: Hlustraled Guide |
: entitled  *“ Home }
: Cmema(ogmpk

......................................

[T

Our list explains everything.

A MAN'S GHANGE FOR A BOY IN CANADA

BOYS (ages 14 to 19)

WANTED far farm work. Training, cuttit and as:isted pas:ages
may be obtained through The Salvation Armiy. Weaik guaranteed.
Over: :a> Ollicers keep in touch with boys after arrival until zat:s.
factynly settled. Boys alsn wanted for AUSTRALIA :rd NEW
ZEALAYN;, Write or call: The Branch Manager:—3. Upper Thames
Stree!,. LONDON, E.C.4* 1£. Pembroke Place, I.I\'I—IRPOOL: R DH

” 8, New Bridge Street, LUDGATE

GROSE S London, E.C.4. CIRCUS

BILLIARDS AT HOME 1 /3 per week,

SIZE | pEPOSIT| §0onatis | casmH

31t. 2 In. X 1 ft. 8 in. 8/- | 5/« 19/«

3 ft. 9 in. X 2 ft. 10/- 6/68 26 /=

4 ft. 4 in. X 2 ft. 3 In 14 /. 7/8 32/-

4 ft. 9in. X 2 ft. 6 In 20/- 10/- 42/«

5 ft. 4 in. X 3 ft. 10 in 24/- 12/- 52/-
Complete with 2

Cues, 3 Compo. Balls, Marking Board, IS:;;m'n Level,

Rules and Chalk. COMPLETE LIST FRE

Your Ilcight 11’1(‘!""‘5‘!3(‘(] in 14 .

Hope Stre-!. GLA3SGOW; 5, Garfield Chambers, 44, Royal Asenue,
ormoncey back ! 3.5 inches 1 iy
ga.med health and strengtli

BELFAST. DOMESTICATED WOMEN wanted. Work auaranteed.
proved AI]l"l?lH""CDmL} e Conren
sent for 5/- P.O ., or 1ild STAMP

brings Free Book, ,I
STEBBING SYSTEH 28, Dean Road, London, N.W.2.

Testimonials, & Guarantee in plain scaled env,
30 TAMPS FOR sd. (Abrm.d 1/-), including Airpnst, Dar
bados, Okl lndm, Nigeria, New Qou }~
Wales,"Gold Coast, ete.—W A, WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE, Stourbridge.

MA‘E'G THIGKS ete.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/6. Ventriloquist's
y

Instrunent. Invisible. Imitate Birds.
Price6d.each,4forl/-.— T.W.llarrison, 239, Pentonville Rd., London, N.1.
—

{ OUTFIT & “BOY KING” PKT. FREE ! !I

Album, 25 Bohemian, pocket case. ete. 2d. post for approvals.
LISBURN & TOWNSEND (U.J.8.)s LIVERPOOL.

100 BOYS

15 to 181, WANTED MONTHLY for AUSTRALIAN FARMS.
Great prospects for strong boys of good character. Advanced
passages. Write or call: 0/S, Church Army. 55, Bryanston St., W.1.

BE TALLER!

Increased my own height to Gft. 5‘ms

STAMP brings FRFI‘ DETATIS

ROSS, Eei ht Specxa.hst
Scarborough.

—

e

DON'T BE BULLIED

Send Four Penny Stamps for some SPLENDID LESSONS
in JUJITSY and Handsome Photo I'late of Jap Champions.

The Wonderful Japanese Self-Defence without weapons. Take
care of yourself under ALL circumstances; fear no man. You
canl have MONSTER Illustrated Portion for P.O. 3/9.

SEND NOW i{o “YAWARA ™ (Dept. A.P.), 10
Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middlesex. Pr actical
Tuition London School Daily.

455 FOREIGN STAMPS FREE; unused ‘Pictorial

Lrlgium. Free to Genuine applicants for Approvals, Enclose 2d. Postage
D End 8d) - HORACE MILLER & CO. WHITSTABLE.

including set 8 large

You can take the first step to-day by writing for my

BE TAL two free books. Boftllzdillutstrnled‘ Sent on receipt
0 . stamp.
P. CARNE, 39, LINCOLN STREET, CARDIFF, S.W.

FOR SALE—BO packets, cach containing 100 different stamps.
Price 1/-, post free, per packet., No approvals sent.—
H. BUGLER, 19, Darran Terrace, Ferndale, Rhondda, Glam.

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/- “gairse
GUARANTEED One Month

3.5 inches without appliances—drugs—dicting.
THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVER FAILS.
Complete Course 5/- P.O. post free, or further partics. stamp.
P. A. CLIVE, Harrock House, GOLWTN BAY. (Est. 1908.; 4




