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Opposite there stood a tall man, a ludicrous picture of
dismay and fright. He was in his trousers and shirt,
and in his hand ke held a handkerchief. As he loolked
np,_lwith his mouth half open, Blake could not Tepress a
smile.

“Drop that handkerchief,” he said—‘ chloroform, I
expect—and sit down on the hed!

““No,” he went on, ““T have not got that mateh in my
possession. T'm afraid you won’t have a chance of
telling the Marquis as much, as I am going to give you
in charge. I should have thought the Marquis would
have known I was mnot quite such a fool as to carry
valuable property about with me. Now, Mrs. Medli
cott,” he added, as the landlady entered the room, ‘‘ do
you think you can find a policeman 7 j

In a few minutes a constable appeared, and the man
was given into custody.

“Take him away, officer, and keep him back for a
couple of days, and then I'll appear. I'm too busy till
then.”’

“Can’t ’elp that,” said the peliceman. “ You'll ‘ave
to appear at the court to-morrow.”

“Take your orders,” was the quiet reply.
Sexton Blake.™

The policeman collapsed, and led away his prisoner,
who was too greatly astonished to say a word.

“Now, Mrz, Medlicott,” said Blake, T think I'll go
to bed.”

And the astonishing man slept soundly till eight the
next morning, when he rose, had a good breakfast, and
then started off to Baker Street. As he turned the
corner of the railway-station he saw a smart-looking
commissionaire gazing into the shop window next to his
lodgings.

Blake went up to him and tapped him on the
elioulder.

* Waiting for me, my man, aren’t yous” he asked.

““Me, sir? No, sir!” said the man, turning round in
surprise. 5

“I think you are,” went on Blake. * But if you must
wear disguise, see that it’s a proper one. Black broad-
cloth trousers don't go with a commissionaire’s uniform,
you know. And if you want to wear a false moustache,
see that it’s glued on properly, There!” He twitched
at the man’s moustache, and it came off in his hand.
*“Take that back to the Marquis with my compliments,
and tell him that T got back home quite safe, and shan’t
lose anything—not even 4 match!”

The man grumbled out an oath, and strode away.

Blake watched him with a smile, which faded away as
ha nuttered to himself:

““The Marquis means husiness,
gkinned,”

Upstairs ‘he found Tinker, heavy-eyed and drowsy for
the want of sleep.

“Good gracious, my lad,” exclaimed Blake, “yon
surely haven't been here all night !

“Yes, sir,” replied Tinker cheerily.
perhaps you might ring me up.”

“Good lad! But don’t overdo the work, or I shall
bave you laid up. Anything happened?”

' ““Ne, sir—nothing: I got home safely, and took the
hanzom ‘back to the yard without any further trounble.
Someone rang up at about ten at night and asked me
where you were. I told them Rider Street, as you
said.”

“You've done well, Tinker,”” said Blake. * And now,
directly, I shall want you to go to the office of the * Era,’
the theatrical paper, you know, and hunt up the file till
you find ont where the Marquis appeared on the stage,
and who was in the company with him.”

“Very good, giv. T'll find out all about him, if T have
to go back to the year 11"

“I'm

T must keep my eyes

“I thought
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER. :
Tinler Rehearses—The Man with the
Hnife-TinHer Saves Blake—The Hotel

Mystery.

LARE told Tinker all atout his adventure of the
night before.

“Now he careful in everything that you do,
Tinker,” he said ““The Marquis means to have
me out of the way, and T mean to have him in gaol.
What his game is, T don’t know, but he's worth fighting,
and I am going to get to the boftom of this, whatever it

is.” ‘

* But, sir,” asked Tinker, “ how ever did you know he
would put one of Lis men on youn at Rider Strect?”

“I didu't know, Tinker,” answered Blake, with a
smile. “TI guessed, T gambled on the chance, for I
reckoned the Marquis knew T had that match on me, and
wanted it. First he éried to upset the cab; then two of
his men were in that cab which I told you to lose,
Another one, disguised as a hawker, was watching No.
96, Rider Street. Therefore, anyone with a peanyworth of
brain would know they were after me,

“ The bed-room incident was absurdly simple. It is
such an old thieves’ game to take rooms next to the man
you want to rob. I thought they would try it on, and
when Mrs, Medlicott described the new lodger, I kneyw it
was Fordyce, the most expert hotel thief in London.
He was evidently there for something, so all I had to do
was to wait and arrest the genmtleman. First trick to
Sexton Blake !’

‘“And where is the match, then, sir?”’ asked Tinker.

“With Professor Alwyn, Tinker. Don’t forget that,
whatever happens to me. Now, you come away with me
to the Monument Theatre. We're going to be actors,
and afterwards you can go to the * Era’ office.”

“Guess you think the Marquis murdered poor Mr.
Revelle, sir, with that match.” .

“You'll know soon enough, Tinker,
the show.” .

At eleven o'clock they presented themselves at the
theatre, and were soon on the stage, where they found
Merrivale.

“*T've had a good look abt the part,’” gaid Blake, *“ and
I think I can manage it. By the way, T’ve brought up
a little protege of mine. He'll be useful to me in the
dressing-room, I dare say, if you don’t mind.”

* Certainly—certainly ! Ever heen on the stage, my
boy#?

“ No, sgir—no, sir,’
thought I'd like to.”

“ He seems a smart lad,’” said Merrivale, turning to
Blake. “I think he could play that ‘little cockney
messenger in the last act. We'll try him, if you like.”

The rehearsal started, and Blake astonished every-
one by the ease with which he trod the stage for the
first time in Lis life,

If they had known the different parts he had played
on the stage of life they would not have been quite =o
agtonished.

His sonorous, clear voice rang oub over the theatre,
and the beautiful words gained in intensity and feeling
by his delivery.

At last it came to Tinker’s turn. He was given a
little brown-paper-covered book, and told to read the
lines when it came to his cue.

A cue, it should be explained, is the last word spoken
Ly one character, and means that it is now tle tuin
for someone else to spenlk. ;

Tinker listened attentively to what the others did,
and when it came to his turn, he ran on the stage and
réad his lines in the coekney accent that they demanded,

The part was not a long one—that of o c‘.hqeky
messenger hoy; hut it required to be played in a light
and jolly way. Al

Merrjvale was delighted with Tinker. 4

**He's a find, that boy of yours,” he said to Blake.
“He will play that part admirably, and be ehall have
a couple of pounds a week for doiug it.

Tinker was secretly elated, for he had always had o

Now let’s go to

’

replied Tinker; “but I've often
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great ambition for the stage, possibly owing to the

disguises which at times he assumed in the service of

Sexton Blake.

The first act was gone through again, and as Tinker

had nothing to do in tke early part of the play, he
wandered across the stage, examining everything with
interest. The ingenious arrangements for the lighting,
the scenery, and the thousand and one wonders of the
world behind the scenes attracted him with a strange
fascination. y

As he walked down the left-hand side of the stage, or,
- as it is theatrically termed the prompt side, he noticed

several overcoats and hats which had been flung to the
side by the actors.

Tinker picked them up, and placed them on a chair.
Then, noticing Blake's coat he put that by itself, so that
there should be no confusion when the rehearsal was over.

““’Ere, ‘ere, where are you putting that coat?” asked
a rough voice. “That chair’ll be wanted directly.”

Tinker turned round, and saw a sullen-looking man
in his shirtsleeves.

‘“’Ere, put it up behind ’ere; there's a mnail. Mr.
Blake's coat, ain't it?"”

““Yes,”” said Tinker, curiously wondering why the
man wanted to know if it was Blake's coat. Then he
hung it on the nail, and walked away. !

In a few minutes he returned, and, walking on tiptoe,
saw the man in shirtsleeves busy rifling the pockets of
Blake’s coat, ;

With a bound, Tinker was on the man, and seized him
by the wrist.

‘“‘Fre, ‘ere, what's up?”’ said the man, trying to
release his hand. But Tinker had him fast, and dragged
him to the centre of the stage.

“I1 found this man with his hand in Mr,
pocket,’” he explained to Merrivale.

The man flustered and blustered, but it was mo use,
and Merrivale finally pronounced judgment.

“You’ll have to go, Rogers,” he said: ““We can’t
have this sort of thing in the theatre. Get your money
at the office and go.” ,

Rogers muttered and growled, and then slunk off,
casting evil glances at Tinker.

“Good boy, Tinker!” said Blake, when rehearsal was
over. ‘“Now, you pop off to the  Era’ office and look
up the Marquis’s career, and I'll get back to Baker
Streat.” !

As they walked down the little side strest which led
from the stage deor, Blake suddenly pulled Tinker up
with a jerk.

Phit ! Something buried itself in the wall at their
side.

‘T thonght so,” said Blake, examining the mark on
the plaster. “It's one of those new German air-guns.
Look out for another, Tinker. Look out, lad! There
it is!"”

Phit! The same thud as before, and Blake looked up
to the third floor of a dirty house, let out in tenements.

“Mhird floor front,”” he muttered. ‘““ And the sun
shone on something bright. Are you with me, Tinker?"’

“Iike a bird, sir.”

The general door of the house was open, and they
ran up the stairs till they reached the third iloor. Blake
knocked at the door. There was no answer, and the
dstective produced from his pocket an exquisitely made
little jemmy of aluminium—light, and yet hard as rock,

Blake winked at Tinker, and whispered:

“The gentle art of housebreaking, Tinker. Watch!"”

He placed the jemmy in the door just below the lock,
and seemed to give a gentle twist with his finger. Crack!
The lock dropped on the floor, and Blake and Tinker
walked into the room. ;

Crouched below the window-sill was Ropers, tha dis-
charged scene-shifter; in his hand he had a long, shining
air-gun. In his surprise at the unexpected entrance he
seomed speechless and unable to move.

Blake walked over, and twisted the gun out of his
hand.

“I thought so,” he said. “One of those German in-
ventions; deadly, too, at short range.”

“Took out, sir! For THeaven's sake, look out!”
ghrieked Tinker, as another man, with & knife in his

Blake'’s

»

liznd, leapt from behind a' chest of drawers and flung
himself on Blake.

Blake half turned, and in another minute he wounld
have been stabbed in the back, when Tinker jumped
like an athlete and caught the man’s hand as it was
descending. .

Blake put out his foot, dashed his fist in the mpian's
face, and sent him spinning across the room. while his
knife clattered to the floor.

““ Thanks, Tinker,”” said Blake. ‘*XKeep the knife a3
a memento, and I'll take the gun. T don't know this
other gentleman, but I know that Rogers. Mr, Rogers
tried to kill me last night by dropping a heavy iron
bar on my head, and now he’s tried it again. My re-
gards to the Marquis, and tell him he's clumsy—deuced
clumsy! Good afternoon, gentleman! Come along,
Tinker !”

When they were outside, Blake took the knife from
Tinker.

““I'll take this home with me,”’ he said, “ and you get
off to the ‘Era’ and hunt up the Marquis, and then
come back to me, And take care of yourself, there's a
good boy !

Tinker hurried away to the newspaper office, and
Blake jumped into a cab. As he drove across the Strand
he saw the neéwsboys excitedly running with huge bundles
of papers, which were being bought up as fast as they
could sell them. He stopped the cab and bought one.
A bold headline caught his eye:

“MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE OF DAN
: SELLARS.
AMERICAN MILLIONAIRE DISAPPEARS FROM
° THE MAMMOTH HOTEL.
FOUL PLAY SUSPECTED.”

Blake folded up the paper and remained in deep
thought till the cab stopped at Baker Street.

When he was safely in his sitting-room, he opened tha
paper and read intently:

““ Dan Sellars, an American millionaire, known as the
Cotton King, had for some weeks been staying at the
Mammoth Igotel. The previous night he had entertained
a few friends at dinner, and retired to his bed-room
early. When his servant went to call him the next morn-
ing the room was in a state of disorder, as if there
had been astruggle, and the millionaire had disappeared.
No trace conld be found of him, and the matter is now
in the hands of the police.”

Such was the bald statement in the newspaper.
Sexton Blake took down a book of reference, hunted np

. the career of the missing man, and then stretching him-

self on the sofa, thought long and carnestly till the
return of Tinker,

e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The First Night—The Deadly Wine—Tinker

Scores a Success—Dan Sellars.

N about an hour’s time Tinker returned.

“Well,” said Blake, ** what Inck?"

““ Found out all about him, sir,” panted Tinker
excitedly. *°I turned up the volume for 1890, and
found this paragraph: Mr. Alistair Rortrey, wha

has just completed an engagement at the Albert Theatre,
will go on tour with the entertainment party known as
the Rastern DMysteries. Mr. Rortrey will be stage-
manager, and the company will include the celebrated
Ram Chowder.” "

*“ Good—good ! said Blake, sitting up on the sofa.
“ Anything olse?”

“ Yes, sir. Six months later there was this paragraph:
¢ Mr. Alistair Rortrey, who has just concinded a snceess-
ful engagement with the Tastern Mysteries, has decided
to leave the stage, and return to commerciel life.” There
were two or three other references to him, and I copied
them all, but I don’ think they are important. In one
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him. But he pulled himself together, and managed to
stammer out his opening lines.

The scund of his own veice speaking to all these peeple
startled him at first, and then encouraged him. He
gradually warmed to his work, and as the lines were
funny and he spoke them well and distinetly, he was
rewarded with plenty of langhs.

At length the scene was over, and when a burst of
applause followed his exit, Tinker began to wish that he
had more to do.

 Capital, my boy,” seid Merrivale, patting him on the
shoulder. * Don’t run away; T expect there’ll ba a call
for you to go on at the end of the act.”

When the curtain fell to a pronounced success, the com-
pany all had a call before the curtain, and then the pit
and gallery gave a unanimous shout for * Tinker!
Tinker I' as he had been put down in the programme.

Tinker took his call, and then, bubbling over with joy,
rushed down to the dressing-room,

“ Good boy, Tinker ! said Blake, who was washing off
the paint. ** Youn’'ve knocked them. You'll be in all the
papers to-morrow. Yes, come in, whoever you nre.":_

“ Sha'n't be in the way, I hope, Blake,"” said Merrivale;
“Dbut there's a gentleman here would like to be intro-
duced to the hit of the evening.™

~“Send him in,” said Blake.

Merrivale held open the door.

“ Blake and Tinker," he-said, ““let me introduce fo you
Mr. Dan Sellars, of America.”

—_——

THE SIXKTH CTHAPTER., 3
The Marqguis Again—The Press Notices—
The Actor-Manager—A Sirange Invitation.

R. SELLARS, in evening-dress, with an enor
mous diamond blazing in his shirt-front,
walked into the dressing-room, and held out a
friendly hand. :

“Say,’”’ he drawled, in 2 masal American
twang, “I guess I've seen the finest show and the finest
ncting I've ever struck! Boys, I congratulate you!
Guess you were both great!™

“Thanks, very much,” replied Blake.
weren't kidnapped, Mr. Sellars.”

*“ Waal, I should smile, it'd take a darned cute man to
kidnap me!’

“I believe it wonld, Mr. Sellars,” said Blake. “I
suppose you won't have a glass of your own champagne?
I am afraid it’s flat by now.”

““Thanks, I ain’t drinkin’ jest now, and reckon I must
git! So long, you boys; glad to have seen you !

When the American had left the room, Blake dropped
into his chair and laughed silently.

“ Heavens, what fools some men are!” he said.
** Come on home, Tinker; and don’t talk in the eab—I
want to think.”

As they crossed the stage, Merrivale called to them:

““ Rehearsal to-morrow, eleven sharp. Sha'n’t keep
you long.”

“ Right you are,”’ replied Blake,
guccess?””

* Certain ; everyone delighted. T.ock out for the papers
to-morrow."’

Blake didn't speak a word on the way, and Tinker
kiew better than to disturb his reverie. When they
were in the sitting-room Blake turned to Tinker.

“ Promise me not to jump out of your skin if I tell
yon something.” y

Tinker grinned, and waited. f

“ You saw that fat gentleman in the dressing-room to-
night?”’

Tinker nodded.

“And you thought he was Mr. Dan Sellars, didn’t

ouf"”

% Of course I did, sir,” gaid Tinker. * Wasn't ha?"

Blake laid his hand on the boy's shoulder and spoke
slowly : ]

“ That fat man who was introduced to me as Mr. Dan

" Glad yon

“Think we've got a

“ JAGK, SAKl, & PETE'S TREASIIRE HUNT "—3™
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Sellars was mo other than than—don’t jump—our cld
friend the Marquis!"

Notwithstanding his promise, Tinker did jump. i

““But how, sir,” he gasped—*“why, how did jyonm
Imow?”’

“I had my doubts from something that happened
earlier in the evening. Never mind w%at, Tinker; but
when I saw the man I was nearly deceived. But he
gave himself away when he stroked his moustache. I
gaw a triangular eut on his little finger, just under the
nail. Now, I gave the Marquis a wound just like thaf
when T arrested him on the Stafford House affair. T
looked closer, and recognised the diamond in the shirt-
front. Tt was reset, but not recut, and was the identical
blue stone which could never be found, and which fha
Marquis was always suspected of having sold abroad.”

““ Do you mean the Stafford diamond, sirf"

.*“The very one, Tinker! But what a make-up!
may say so, I conldn’t have dozne it better myself! Face,
voice, figure, wonderful—really wonderful! And what a
nerve the maa must have, too, to bluff it off at the hotel
and c¢verywhere else! Now, the question is—ywhere is the
real Mr. Dan Sellars?"

“The Mraguis has
promptly.

““Good for you, Tinker!” was the approving remavk,
“But we must find out where and why. I think this
must be the big thing the Marquis was gassing about.
Now, then, Tinker, give me the evening papers, and you
pop off to bed. You look tired, and T dare say you are.”

““Can’t' I stop up and help you, sir?”’ pleaded Tinker.
I know what it means when you've got that look on
you.”

" No, my lad,” said the detective affectionately. *I
want you to be fresh in the morning, for I shall have
gsome work for yon after rehearsal.”

With a cheery *° good-night!” Tinker went off to bed,
and left Blake alone.

The daotective looked thoughtfully into the fire for a
few moments, and then, rising, he took the cork from his
pocket and locked it up in the safe, \

““No good telling the lad about this yef,” he said.
“T'll keep him on the other joh at present.” ’

Then, sitting down, he took up a bundle of evening
papers, and studied the financial columns for hours.

got him, s&ir,”" replied Tinker

IET s

At length, with a sigh of relief, when the dawn was

creeping through the window, he threw himself on the
sofa and snatched an hour’s sleep. When he woke, it was
to find Tinker standing over him with a cup of tea.

“You haven't been to bed again, sir,”” wds the we-
proach. !

“ That you, Tinker?” yawned Blake. A cup of tea,
too! Why, bless me, what ever should T do without you?
Now, T'll just have a bath, and then T'Il be ready for
breakfast. Have & look at the papers; and see what they
say about last night’s performance.”

Tinker rapidly scanned the papers, which all prophe-
sied a long run for the play, and were enthusiastic over
the performance of two actors hitherto unknown to
London.

“Mr. Sheldon Blake,” said one paper, “is decidedly
an acquisition to the ranks of London actors. Hmer—
formance of the injured husband was manly, forcilile,
and convincing, and thoroughly earried out the author’s
idea of the character. Another new-comer—curiously
named on the programme as Tinker—also scored a dis-
tinct hit as a cheeky messenger-boy. In gesture, action,
and voice he was the London boy to the life, and a
brilliant career may safely be predicted for him.”

“There you are, Tinker,”” said Blake; * there's glory
for you! But don’t let us forget our real business in
life. Now, listen!”

*“ Yes, sir,”’ said Tinker promptly, putting down ihe
paper. “I'm ready, whatever it is.”

“Very well, then, after rehearsal I want yon to go
round te old Lazarus and get rigged up as an Eton boy.
Silk hat, tronsers turned u atg’g:a bottom, light waist-
coat, and a thick gold watchchain, well displayed. You
Iknow the rig-out.”” ;

** Yes, sir; seen dozens of them at the Eton and Harrow
mateh.”

*Good! XKeep your eyes open—that's the way! Then
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messenger boy quite bore out the remarks of the news-

inker now began to feel at home on the stage, and
with all his nervous feelings gono began to understand
ithe fascination of the drama.

“Youw'll be a great comedian yet, Tinker,” said Blake.
*And ow we'll be off to the Etcetera Club, for Mr.

Dan Sellaz’s supper-party.

As they 1umsp:p St. Martin's Lane to take a short
cuf, two men shuffled out from a deorway, and whined
eomething to Blake. Y

" What is it? What do you want?” asked Blake,

Oune of the men repeated something, and shuifled closer.

- Hungry: no hed, signor,”” said the man, advancing.

“Poor fellows, wait a minute,” said Blake, putting
his hand in his - :

Tle man said a few words to his companion, and ook
another step farward.

Like a flash, Blake’s hand was aut of his pocket, and
the man dro like a log, with a broken nose, while the
otber found himself smelling the muzzle of & revolver held
ix Blake's left hand,

The defective rattled off a fow words in a foreign
tongme, and the men pulled themselves together and
shufiied of. -

** Italians, Finker,” said Blake. I kmew what thez
were up to when they came up, and I heard ome of them
say,  Quick, now, the knife Fook, here's a tip for you.”

I]Ie held out-his hand, and showed half-a-crown in the

alm.

“I waited till T got hold of that, and then let out.
You can always hit harder when vou’ve got something in
your fist. T think I've frightenen{ those good gentlemen.
I told them I knew their names, and whers they live,
which T don’t. Tinker, my lad —he stopped and spoke
impressively—" you knaw how I hate to be questionad
when T amn worlang out anything; but Il tell you this—
every step I take brings me mearer the murderer of my
dear friend, Aston Revelle, Now, let's get on to the

club.”

The Etcetera Club is rerhaps the hest-known
Eghemian club in the world. Actors, painters, singers,
racing-men, millionaires, musicians, and everybody who is
anybody, belongs to the Etcetera.

Us Guis parucular evening tie handsome club-rooms
were full, as Dan Sellars had extended a general invita-
tion to evaryome to meet the members of the Monument
Theatrs at supper.,

Blake and Tinker were introduced to a crawd by Merri-
vale, and quickly made welcome, with that good nature
which distinguishes the dramatic profession,

“ Come and sit by me, Tinker?” said one of the Monu-
ment men,

““Rob a bit of it,” put in Blake. * You'll give him
champagne, which isn’t good for oungsters. I may want
you Tinker,” he whispered. * SIEC]A)S&.“

Down the length of the magnificont dining-room ran the
supper-table, loaded with delicacies and decorated with
costly flowers,

At that moment there was a stir at the upper end of
the rcom, and some festive spirits struck up, ““For he’s
a jolly good fellow.”*

* Gentlemen,™ shouted a nasal voice, ** take your seafs,
and guess we'll wade in.™?

Laughing and chatting, everyone serambled into his
ehair, and Blake looked intently at the figure at the head
of the table.

** Look, Tinker!” he whispered. “ There's naive for
you. Fancy that man being shle to hluff all this com-
pany—all, except you and me! By Jove, ihis is better
than any play !?

*“Gentlemen,” rang out the nasal voice, T give youn
the ald toast—luck, astonishing luck, and all that you
wish yourselves.™

The toast was drank with enthusiasm, and the clatter
and tha laughter began afresh.

Blake turned to Tinker with the etrange light in his
eyes, which only came when he was excited,

“Pinker,” fie whispered, “he’s not wearing  the
diamond, and when he lifted his left hand there wes 1o
scar on the little finger. My eyés are like gimlets, and
there was 1o sear, I'll swear. Now, my boy, think oub
which Mr, Sellars if is this time.*

“THE BOOK OF FGOTBALL”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. :
Tinlier as Comedian—The Tromps—The
Midnight Ride—Two Dan Sellars.

HEN the cigars and coffee had been handed
round, Dan Sellars hammered on the table and
called for silence. 2
““ Guess we'll have a song,” he said, “if any
of the boys will velunteer.”
A well-known tenor quickly sprang to the piano, and in
a sweet, liquid voice sang a pretty ballad.
After that there was no lack of talent, and seng, veci-
tation, and funny story followed in quick succession.
“I'm not quite safisfied with Mr. Sellars,” confided
Blake to Tinker. “T can’t get a look at that little finger
somehow,”
At last the opportunity came. .
“And now,” drawled Sellars, when Sir Harvey King,
the eminent tragedian, had thrilled the company with a
recitation, “ will any of the guests of the evening
obliger”? ;
“You, Blake, go on!” cried Merrivale, from the end of
the table. “ Give us a show of some Lind.”

. Fill up five minutes, Tinker,” he whispered. “I'm
thinking out something.’”

* Blake—Sheldon Blake !’ cried the company.

“All vight, in a minute,’”” veplied Blake. * In the

meantime, my littla friend here will ohlige.™

A round of applause greeted Tinker 2s he made his
way te the little platform at the end of the room.

He had never recited or performed by himself in hLis
life, and he was wondering what sort of 2 fool he would
look. when an idea passed through his mind.

Ife had often amused his friends with imitations of
animals and street cries, and, in default of anything else,
he would try them here. As he mounted the platform a
sudden thrill of terror went through him.

It is. no light thing to entertain a numher of pecple
single-]mudet{ and when those people are all professional
aﬁtois of the highest standard, the boldest might well
think.

His first imitation of a parrot went well, and, with the
cordial applause ringing in his ears, Tinker felt encour-
aged, and warmed to the task,

One after the other his imitations of animals and street
cries rang out c]ear]ﬂ and distinetly in his flexible, easy
voice, and with each successive effort the applanse te-
doubled. He concluded with rather a daring piece of

“work, which was nothing less than an imitation of Dan
- ‘Sellars:

The raucous voice, the nasal twang, were hit off fo
perfection, and as Tinker stepped off the platform, the
room ran‘g‘; with langhter and cheers. ’

" Excellent—excellent " sdid the deop voice of Sir
Harvey King.

And Tinker felt that a compliment from
greatest actor was worth all the rest.

“ Now I call on Mr. Sheldon Blake !’ cried Sellars,

Blake rose with a peculiar smile, and walked to the
platform,

“ Gentlemen,"” he said, ‘““as a change from song and
story, I will endeavour to show you a few experiments in
thonght-reading.”

He commenced with the familiar experiment of finding
a hidden pin while blindfolded, and followed up with a
few aother tricks which are by no means difficult.

“Now,” he finally said, ““for my last experiment I
would like the assistance of the chairman. ask you,
Mr. Sallars, particularly, so that there may be no thought
of collusion. Have you a five-pound note in your pocket,
My, Sellara?* J

*“Yes, I think I have,” slowly replied Mr, Sellars,

“Then may I ask you to carcfully get the number in
your memory, and I will tell you what it is.*”

" A hum of expectation went up as Sellara opened lLis
pecket-book, took out a note, looked at it earnestly for
a few seconde, and then put it away again,

“Giuess I have got that fixed in my mind now,” he

said.

“ Very well, then,” went on Blake,

England’s
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“Not a soul. Come up."” :

Blake took a ladder from the corner, and coon emerged
into the shop behind the shelter of a grand-piana.

The proprietor, who traded as Brockbank & Co., was
one of Blake’s few confidants, and the secret passage was
only used in case of great emergency. g

““ No,”” said Blake, in a pronounced German accent, lest
anyone should hear, ‘I tink I no settle on de biano to-
day. I see mein vife first. , Goot-tay, and tank you!"

As he walked out of the shop, he saw a flower-girl
outside his lodging, standing on the kerb, as if waiting
for custom.

“Very likely,” muttered Blake, as he climbed to the
top of the ’bus; “ but the Marquis should have chosen
someone not quite so well-known to me as Flash Poll to
watch my goings and comjngs. I'm afraid the Marquis
is falling off.” ’

Blake journeyed as far the General Post Office, where
he learnt, in an interview with one of the head officials,
that a private line had been fixed at the Firs at the
order of Mr. Dan Sellars. .

““Thank you,” said Blake, in his own voice.
all T wanted to know.” ‘

The official bowed out the great detective, and went
back to his desk to wonder what was in the wind now.

As Blake got off the *bus at the corner of Baker Street
he noticed that the flower-girl had disappeared. But,
risking nothing, he entered the piano-shop, and returned
to his room. by the secret passage. ‘

““ Now, then, Tinker, my lad,”’ he called, ‘" we'll have
to get ready for the theatre now.”’

There was no answer, so Blake went into the bed-
room, The bed was turned down and the room was in
disorder,

But Tinker had vanished.

‘“That’s

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Cowardly Act— Rogers @& Co.— Blake
: Receives a Cheque.’
LAKE rushed out of the bed-room, and looked
round the sitting-room. ’

There, on the floor near the sofa, lay Tinker,
with a gash on his forehead, from which the
blood" was oozing.

Blake hurriedly picked him up and laid him on the
bed, and, dipping a towel in water, succeeded in staunch-
ing the blood. :

Tinker slowly opened his eyes and looked up.

“Tt's all right, sir,”” he said. ““They didn't get any-
thing.”” Then his eyes closed, and he swooned off again.

With the aid of 'his wide experience, Blake applied the
proper remedies, and Tinker soon recovered; and was sit-
ting up again. ; r

“ Now, my lad,” said the detective, * take your time,
and when you feel like it tell me what happened.”

In a feeble voice Tinker told his story.

“I was sitting near the fire, sir, trying to. think ouf
some new imitations, when the housekeeper came in and
gaid that two gentlemen from Scotland Yard wanted to
see you on important business. The men followed cloze
behind her, and as soon as they came in 1 saw they
weren’t Scotland Yard men at all. One of them, dressed
as an inspector, had the wrong band round his cap.’”

“ (food boy !’ nodded Blake. °* Observation—that’s the
game. Goon.” = -

s« Phe other one, in plain clothes, was Rogers, the scene-
shifter, with his beard shaved off. I recognised him by
his loft ear—half the lobe missing, ‘Mr, Blake not in?’
gaid the inspector. ‘No, sir; gone. to Norway,” I
answered.”’

Blake smiled. h q

“““No lip, youngster " went on the inspector, °Stand
by the door, Ted. Now, then, where's that match thak
Blake is keeping so safe and sound? Come on; we mean
to have it!” I told him I didn’t know what he meant,
and then T just saw him lift his hand, with something
in it. I felt a blow, and remembered nothing else. And
that's all, sir.”’
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s Poor hoy—poor boy !’ said Blake. * They might have
left you alone. Now, let's have a look at the safe.”

Blake carefully examined the safe with a microscope,
and grunted with satisfaction, as he picked a tiny strand
of cloth off the edge,

“ Every time,”’ he murmured—* every time they give
themselves away."” ;

 So you think you feel up to the matinee, Tinker,” he
asked, as he unlocked the safe, and put the little piece
of cloth away.” :

““ Yes, sir,”” answered Tinker bravely. My head aches
a hit, but I shall be all right when it comes {o my scena.”

As they left the house, Blake walked up to a flower-
girl at the other side of the street and bought a rose.

“ Why not go home, Flash Poll?"* he said. **I'm just
off to the theatre, if your friend wants to know where 1
am.,”

The girl laughed musically, and spoke in an educated
voice.

‘I haven't forgotten how you saved my kiddie from the
workhouse, when I was puf away, Mr. Blake, and I've
come to warn you."’

She leant over and whispered :

““They mean to have that match; the evidence is too
deadly to be in your hands.”

““ When you mention the kiddie, I know you speak the
truth. I know what they're after; but thanks all the
same, Poll. Take care of yourself.”

¢ Well brought up, that girl,” said Blake presently to
Tinker. ° Shop-lifting first, then anythiug, and finally
she married our friend Mr. Rogers. She's good ab
bottom, though, is Poll.”

When the matinee was half over, Max Merrivale cams
down to the dressing-room.

“TI've got a cheque for you, Blake,” he said. * Poor
old Revelle left you-a hundred pounds to buy any little
remembrance. I'm winding up his estate, so I may as
well give you a cheque now.”

“ Thanks, very much! You have my address, do you
mind posting it on. I hate carrying an amount of money
with ‘me. And how's the play going—finaneially, I
means"’

“ Capitally! I think we shall run the piece a month
longer, and then take it on tour. I drew seventy pounds
this week as my share.”

“You'll be a millionaire directly!” langhed Blake.

““Yes; but when I draw the money I can’t help wish-
ing that poor Revelle was here, and drawing it instead of
me. By the way, Tinker, would you like to give those
imitations of yours before the play? I think they'll go
well, and it would mean an extra fiver a week for youn.”

““Tf you think it all right,’* answered Tinker, I should
be very pleased.”

“ All vight; start on Monday, then, 8.15 sharp.”

““ et all the experience you can, Tinker,” said Blake,
when Merrivale had leit. ** Something might happen te
me at any time, and then you would have a profession
at your fingers’ ends, Besides, it's capital practice fot
your voice, and will teach you how to disguise it when
necessary.’” . L

The next morning, Blake went off to the police-station,
and appeared in support of the charge against Fordycs,
who was committed to the sessions on the charge of enter
ing a room at Rider Street. \

¥ That's one out of the way,” said Blake. ““And now,
then, Tinker, out with the bicycles, and we'll go and
have a look at Surbiton.”

Wkhen they arrived at the pretty little suburb, Blake
walked into a house-agents’, and asked if they had any
house to let—something quiet] and not too near the
station.

“Well,”” said the agent, *there's the Firs. Mr.
Sellars, the American, had that, but he was suddenly
called away to America, and moved his furnifure only this
morning. . You might have a look at it.”

““Thanks; I think I will.”

“ Really, Tinker,”” said Blake, as they walked up the
familiar, drive, marked with the wheels of heavy vans,
*‘this is about the sweetest litile job I think I've ever
been on. That excellent Marquis forgets there are such
things as newspapers, There’sa big hoom of ecotton on af
Liverpool, and of course he's gone there, and taken the
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keeping it in position with little pieces of blotting-paper,
which he damped in his mouth. Suddenly he dropped
down, and breathed a sigh of relief when a policeman
paused underneath, without looking up. Standing up

once more, he untied the string for it to run free, and.

breathing a fervent hope that Tinker was on the look-
out, hurled the disc across the strest., It was a wonder-
ful throw, and no one but Sexton Blake would have ever
attempted it. :

The street lamps were half down, and there was only the
knowledge of the exact position of the bed-room to guide
him. But he risked it, and across the street sped the tiny
ball of light, looking like a falling star.

Blake listened intently to hear the tinkle of the metal
on the pavement in case he had misded. So much hung
on his aim and the waiting Tinker. If he had missed, the
dangling string would sutely attract somebody’s atten-
(fiim:f and then he would be in an awkward position, in-

eed.

He waited and heard no sound, so he knew that Tinker
had caught the dice. !

“Just in time, too, by Jove!” he thought, as a noisy
party of revellers passed along, making the street hideous
with their shout. If Tinker hadn't caught it, these
gentlemen’ would have found i, and then—what-ho!

§ was a wonderful catch, too; none but a boy skilled
in ecricket could ever have held it, and Tinker waited,
hugging the little disc with justifinble feelings of pride.

Blake found the climbing off the balcony harder than
the climbing on; but his muscles stood him in good stead,
and in a few minutes hie was back in the bed-room, con-
gratulating Tinker.

“ Splendid catch, Tinker,” he said.
little eavesdropping.”

He took another disc from his bag, connected it up
with the string and handed it to Tinker.

“You always think of me as well, sir,”’ said Tinker
gratefully, feeling touched by the foresight which
prompted the purchase of the third disc.

““We hang together, you know, Tinker,” said Blake.
‘“Now, listén.”

Tinker gave a start of surprise when he held the dise
to his ear. The well-remembered voice of the Marquis,
now speaking in his natural tone, was as clear and dis-
tinct as if he were in the same room.

*“ Now, what do you advise to-morrow,” he said. Then
came the nasal tone of the real Sellars repeating languidly,
a list of instructions to be followed on the Ixchange.

This was all Greek to Tinker, but Blake understood.

*“He's telling him what to do, and how simple—how
gorgeously simple! Sellars advises, the Marquis acts,
and, of course, collars the profit. Hush!”’

““ How much have we made, up to date?"
Marquis.

* A million and a half,” drawled Sellars.

*“ And when shall we have made two millions?’’

“ By Saturday, if the market holds,”

“Then make out all securities open, and payable to
Alistair Rortrey at sight, How scon can they be
Tealised 2"’ -

““ At once.”

Sign these papers, then.”

There was a pause, and Blake whispered to Tinker:

“ Bee what hie's doing, Tinker? He’s making the un-
fortunate Sellars gign over all that money, as he can’t
imitate the handwriting. Then the Marquis cashes
everything in his own name of Alistair Rortrey, and there
can be no trouble, or even hints of forgery afterwards.
Oh, it’s a beautiful scheme. I wonder what le intends
to do with the wretched Sellars. Listen, they're at it
again 1"’ - :

“ Now, don't forget,” went on the Marqunis, “ when
Yon come to, you will know ]:’.gu’\ie made a profit, but you
Won't ever try to find out where it has gone to. And you
never heard of the name of Alistair Rortrey. Repeat that
now."’

“ T shall know I have made a profit, but I don’t ever
want to know where it has gone to, and I have mneyer
heard of the name of Alistair Rortrey.” B

“But nntil you come to you are to pass as Alistair
Rortrey. Now you go to bed, and I'm coming too,”

“ Sea the plant” said Blake, * The unfortunate man
has no chance of telling anyone ha's Sellars, and when he

“Now, we'll do a

went on the
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is allowed to wake np from the hypnotic steep he'll have
forgotten all about the Marquis. By Jove, it’s so clever
that it's almost a pity to spoil it! Wait a bit, and let’s
see if there’s anything else.” :

They listened for some minutes, but there was perfect
silence.

““They've gone to hed,” said Blake, “go we’ll pop
over and recover the telephone.”

“Let me go this time, sir?”’ asked Tinker.
having all the danger.”

‘“No, no, my boy,” said Blake; * this is my own
affair, and I donbt whether T ought to have brought you
into it at all. You have done wonders for me, as it is.-
Now, keep your end of the dise, and when you feel a tug,
pull the string. T'1l eut my end so that they'll be mo
wiser.”

Blake slipped out of the house, and in a few minutes
was once more on the balecony. Quietly he removed the
telephone, gave the line a tug, after cutting it, and felb
it rapidly slip through his fingers.

** Now, then, Tinker,” he said, when.he was back in
the bed-raom, ‘‘ away with you to bed. You've had some
late nights, and I don’t want you to break down in that
little entertainment of yours.”

“You'ra

—_——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Blake as Actor Merrivale Reappears—
Sellars in the Dressings=room — The
Third Match.

HEN Blake and Tinker were breakfasting, the
next morning, an excited messenger appeared
from Hallows’s hotel to say that the actor-
manager was suddenly taken ill, and would
Mr. Blake play his part to-night—rvehearsal

at eleven?

“Just hear me in the part, Tinker, will you?”’ said
Blake.

He ran through the lines quickly with Tinker, and ab
eleven they presented themselves at the theatre. Thae
rehearsal was quickly got thfough, and Blake delighted
everyone by the way in which he spoke the stirring lines.

The part was very similat to the one he played in the
“Love Light,” and as it was a modern piece there was
no difficulty about clothes.

When they came out of the theatre, Blake bought a
second edition of the local paper, and after lookin
through it, placed his finger on a paragraph, and passe
it to Tinker.

“ATTEMPTED BURGLARY AT THE ALBERT
HOTEL.”

It described how a lhole had been found cut in one of
the windows of a suite occupied by Mr. Dan Sellars. 1t
added that the police had a clue, and an arrest was
hourly expected. y )

“We know these clues, don’t we, Tinker?” smiled
Blake, “Now, I'm going home to have a final study ab
this part, and you'd better have a walk round the town
and get some fresh air, !

By a roundabout way Sexton Blake returned home,
and slipped into the house by the back door,

For ‘a hour or so, Tinker walked about the town, ad-
miring the noble buildings, and keeuly observant of
everything as he went, with a view to introducing seme
local colonr into -his entertainment.

““ Always keep your eyes open,”’ an old entertainer
had told him, “‘and then you will never be at a los:
for material.”

As Tinker was listening to a strect singer in Marked
Place, and trying to fix his peculiar voice in his memory,
a hand tappc(‘l him on the shoulder.

He turned round and saw Max Merrvivale.

“I thought it was Tinker,”” he said. ‘‘And where's
Blaket”

* At home, studying Hallows's pact.
night.”’

““Does he, by Jove! T saw your names on the bill at
the theatre, and meant to look you up.”

‘*Are you playing here, Mr, Merrivale?™ asked Tinker,

He plays it to-
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. 3
Meredith’s Mistake—The Advertisement—
The Coach Drive—Arrest of Sexton BlaKe.

ITH the telephone in his pocket, Tlake
stepped out into the street, and looked
cautionsly up at the haleony. As he put his
hand on the waterspout a strong pair of arms
gripped him from behind and pulled him haclk.

Blake twisted back lhis leg under the assailant’s knee,
touched a muscle on the wrist that was round his neck,
and the man dropped to the ground.

Like lightning Blake was on him, and had his knee on
his chest. As he looked down into the man’s face, he
released his hold. 2

‘* Meredith,'” he whispered, *“ I'm awfully sorry, man!

. Get up and come round the corner.”

Meredith rubbed himself as he rose.

“That confounded twist of yours, Blake! It mearly
broke my wrist! I didn't know it “was you {till you
spoke.””

Blake explained that he was out on busizess, and that
all he wanted was to be left alone. ¢

Meredith, who had béen telegraphed for to investigate
the mystery of the¢ round hole in the millionaire’s
window, was quite satisfied, and said he would have the
explanation w(l‘aen Blake cared to give it.

*“ All right, old man; you stop and keep the dogs off
while T nip upstairs,” said Blake.

Meredith kept guard while Blake again fixed up the
tclephone without detection.

‘“Now, don't ask any questions, Meredith, there’s a
good fellow!” said Blake, when he had climbed down.
*“ Are you keeping those unarchists back for me?”

““ Bless you, yes! They won’t be up again for another
month.”

““Then you pop back to town like a good boy, and say
there’s nothing in the burglary theory, will you? " As o
matter of fact, I did it myseli.”

““ All right, Blake, I'll take your word; only tell us all
about it one of these days. n pop back to town to-
morrow.”’

Blake said good-bye to Meredith, and in o few minutes
wag listening with Tinker through the telephone.

“You've made out all those securities to me?’ said
the Marquis. ‘

““ Yes,” answered tiic monotonous voice of Sellars.

““ A million and a haif in all, are they? And we shall
make another half million by Tuesday.”

“Yes, the market’s going all one way; but after
Tuesday I think it will drop.”

“Very well, then you'll wake up on Monday, and go
on as if nothing had happened. TIf anyone asks why you
shaved, say it was a sudden fancy. Understand, you
will forget all about me, and enly remember that you
tavc been speculating and made a profit. Now go to

ed.”

*“ We must have the Marquis on Tuesday,’ said Blake;
** but how the deuce can we stop in Liverpool without any

- excuse? If we stop, he may seo and suspect. Come onj;
they've gone to bed. I'll get the telephond back. The
old hola did again, and there won't be any more sus-
picions of burglary:”

Blake secured the telephone without being scem, and
returned with beaming face.

“ Night air is good for me, Tinker,”” he said. “I'ye
thought out a splendid idea for stopping in Liverpool.
Bed, now, my boy, and talk in the morning. .

“How would you like to go on the music-hall stage,
Tinker?” said Blake, over breakiast.

“ How, sir? 1T don’t quite understand.”

““ Look here.” .

Sexton Blake nnfolded a copy of the * Stage.,” a pro-
fessional journal, and pointed to an advertisement,
* Wanted, Monday next, conjuror and enterfainer for
the TLyric Music Hall, Liverpool’ That's yesterday's
““ Stage,” published Thursday, and we'll apply for the
engagement to open next Monday. Your entertainment
will do, T know, and I used to conjure a bit. Fee if the
landlady’s got a pack of cards.”” }

The ¢ards were produced, and with his long, slender

a3
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fingers Blake went through a series of wonderful tricks
which simply electrified Tinker. =

““Pretty fair,” said Blake, when he had finishéd; “but
I must have a look at myseif.” Standing in front of the
glass he went through the tricks again and again, until
the quickness’of his hand deceived his own eye. * That's
better! Now for the cigarette trick. That used to he
one of my favourites.”

Taking a cigarette and holder, he threw them hoth into
the air, and caught the holder in his mouth, and the
cigarette in the holder.

* There you are, Tinker,”’ he said, * Now we’ll go
over to the Lyric.” ;

The manager of the Lyrie, a shrewd North countryman,
wag not inclined to be agreeabls. 1

“Tha’ may be very clever,”” he said, “ but I don't like
amateurs on ma stage.”

y i 1I‘-]vc:r seen this?'* said Blake, performing the cigaretta
rick.

“Coom on the stage,” said the manager, ‘““and let's
see what else tha’ can do.”’

Blake produced the cards, with which he had provided
himself, and went through his tricks.

t"uAnd now the little'un !’ called the manager from the
stalls.

Tinker stepped to the front, and rattled off part of his
entertainment, including a few Liverpool peculiarities
which he had picked up.

“Tha’ll do,” said the manager. * Tha’ show’s goad,
T’ll give thee twelve pounds for the week, and the little’un
shall have six. The conjuror at nine-fifteen, and the lad
at eight-thirty.”

*“ The luck’s going our way, Tinker,”’ said Blake, *“ and
I'm beginning to feel sorry for the Marquis. He won't
even so much as smell that munfiy." y

At the theatre they found Hallows apparently guita
restored to health, and fourishing a bundle of news-
papers. Y

““ Here you are, Blake!” he cried. ‘The Press is abt
your feet, and I'm going to retire.”

The papers contained a glowing account of Blake's
success, and assured him that he would always be welcouie

at Liverpool. i ¢
“ And now,” went on Hallows, ** that old American,

Dan Sellars, has sent Merrivale to ask us all ouf to a

coach ride and lunch. He is theatre mad, and Merrivale

thinks he’ll put up some money to run a London theatre ]

so we may as well keep in with him, Will you go, Blake:™
¢ Rather; I should think I would#”’

At twelve o’clock the Marquis drove up to the theatre,
with Merrivale seated on the box.

““What on earth is the Marquis up to?’ whispered
Blake to Tinker; ‘““but I dare say I'll find out hefors
the day’s up. If anything happens to me, Tinker, go 1a
the chief constable and tell him everything.” :

The drive aboub seven miles ont was most emjoyable,
and the Marquis and Blake were the life and soul of the
party with jeke and story. "

To Tinker the experience was amazing. There sat the
Marquis, holding the reins, and secure in the belief that
he had hoodwinked Sexton Blake, and mext to him 'qat
the detective halding the secrets of the hotel, and smiling
at the Marquis, as might a cat at a mouse. After
luncleon at a pretty little hotel, the party sauntered out
into the garden.

“Tiverpool was the first place where T met poor
Revelle,” said Merrivale, as he and Blake chattered to-
ther. It gives me quite the blues to be in the town !
* Never mind, old chap, cheer up,” said Blake;  ¢hear
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And as they drew near the bottom of the garden, which
looked down over what might almost be called a cliff, he
started telling one of his inimitable stories. Merrivale
shricked with langhter, and the Marquis and the others
hurried up to see what was the matter.

“It’s only Blake!"” gasped Merrivale.
more,”’

Blake told one or two move stories, and kept them
roaring with laughter. As he explained afterwards fo
Tinker, Lie felt in good spirits, and Ba warbed the Marqgunis
to have a good laugh for the last time.

As he finished one very funny story, Merrivale neatly

u
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choked with laughter, and fell up against the Marquis,
who was standing just on the edge of the cliff.

Blake shot out a long arm and pulled him back. In
another second the Marqnis would have dropped a sheer
five hundred feet over the cliff to the rocks below.

““Thanks, Mr. Blake,” he said, with a queer look in
his eyes. “I sha'm’t forget that. And mow I guesa
wa'll be getting back. T’'ve had enongh of tea-garden.”

*“You'd have been safer on the Exchange, Mr. Sellars,”
laughed Blake,

“Guess I'll give cotton a rest to-day. It's down.”

The drive back to Liverpool was undertaken almost
in silence. His good spirits secemed to have forsaken the
Marquis, and Blake was strangely silent, though Tinker
knew by his eyes that he was thinking hard.

The Marquis pulled up at the hotel, and invited all the
company to a final glass of champagne.

““Guess I'll be leaving -Liverpool after Tuesday, and
sha’n’t see you good folk again, so drink hearty.”

While the champagne was being opened he took Blake
on one side. :

““Say, Mr. Blake,’" he said, “I reckon you saved my
life. Will you give me the address of your bankers?'’

“Thanks, no,”” replied Blake firmly. I am not out
looking for rewards.” And at that the matter dropped,
though Merrivale seemed much upset at the accident, and
eould hardly touch his wine. Soon the party broke up,
and Sexton Blake and Tinker walked down town eo as to
return to their lodgings by a roundabout way.

“The Marquis has his good points,”” observed Sexton
Blake.: “I really believe he would have handed over
some of his ill-gotten plunder if I'd allowed it. T
think he was only keeping up the character of the
original Sellars in asking the company out to lunch. Glad
I pulled him back, though.”

““Well, sir,”’ said Tinker, “ if it hadn't been for you he
would have been killed.” ¥

““Well, you see, Tinker, I didn’t want the fruits of
vietory to escape me, so I snatched him back to enjoy
a little penal servitude later om.”

When they reached their lodgings two men were wait-
ing on the doorstep.

““Why, here’s Meredith!” said Blake.
won had gone back to London.”

“ g5 T did,” answered Meredith, “and I came back
by the afternoon express. Can I come in?"

¢ Certainly,” answered Sexton Blake. “And bring
your friend with you. The Yard, I perceive by the—
excuse me—by the boots.”

When they were in the sitting-room, Meredith turned
to Blake with a grave face.

““Take it quietly, won’t you, Blake, old man:" he said.

“What do you mean?” asked Blake.

“I've a warrant for your arrest.”

And on what charge, may I ask, Meredith?”’

“ For the murder of Aston Revelle!”

“I thought

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Home Secretary—Blake Loads His
Revolver—Arrest of the Marqguis—The
Real Sellars.

INKER looked on and gasped, while Blake dropped
into a chair with a smile.

* Oh, you Scotland Yard men,” he said, “ you
are funny people. Never mind, Meredith, get
the handcuffs ready. Wkhere are you going to

take me—back to London?”’

“1It's not my fault, Blake,”” said Meredith, looking
somewhat abashefl. ““I'm only doing my duty. I shall
have to take you round fo the chief police-station here
for to-night, and back to town to-morrow."”

““All right,” said Blake, jumping up; ““call a cab,
there’s a good fellow, and for goodness’ sake let nothing
get in the papers! Come on, Tinker; I may want you.”

They all got in a cab, and were driven to the chief
police-station.

*“ Now, Tinker,” said Blake, wheén they were inside
and the detective had the charge read over to him.
“You go round to the théafre, and do your work as
usual; and tell Hallows that I'm suddenly taken ill—

Every Friday.

anyone can play my pavt—and then come back here for
me,”’ -

Tinker hurried away, and then Blake turned to
Meredith.

““Now, then,” he said firmly, © where's the chief?’ I
must see him ab oncs.” :

Meredith hesitated, but Blake repeated his request with
such authority that at last he was taken into a private
office, where was geated the Chief Constable of Liver-

col.
P You know my name, sir,”’ said Blake,

The chief nodded.

“Then I would like five minutes alone.
Meredith can stop.”

The other man withdrew.

“ Now, may I ask who's laid this charge?” said Blaka,

“ Information received,” answered Meredith.

 Very proper, Meredith,”” said Blake; “but all the
same I know. Now will you release me if I give you my
word to surrender inside a week? Sexton Blake never
broke his word.” .

“Sorry, Mr. Blake,” answered the chiel constable.
“T don’t believe it's you for a moment; but I can’t let
you go on a murder charge.”

“ Quite right—quite right,” said Blake. * You can’t
go beyond your duty. Let me think for a moment; wait
a minute. . Isn’t there a political meeting on at the town
hall to-night?”’ f

The chief nodded.

‘“ The Home Secretary’s speaking, isn't he?”* went on
Blake. *‘Now, if he gave you an order for my release,
would you take it?"’

““Yes; I think so,”” answered the chief.

““Very well then; let me write a note, and Meredith
shall take it.””

Blake rapidly scribbled on a leaf of his notebook, and
read it aloud:

““ Dear Lord Lancing,—Will you, without wanting to
Lknow anything, hand the bearer an order for my release?
I am committed on a charge of murder, and will surrender
inside a week. I have good reasons for asking, and you
know.—SExTON BLAKE.”

Meredith took the note and left Blake with the chief

constahle

“XI'm very sorry, Mr. Blake,”’ said the chief, rather
uncomfortably. Of course, we all know you; but a
warrant for murder is a serious thing, and I daren’t
take any risks.” -

“ Now, don’t worry,’’ said Blake cheerfully; “you've
got your duty, and I ought to be the last to kick against
authority.”

Very shortly Meredith returned.

““I saw his lordship just as he was going on the plat-
form, and he gent the note back endorsed.”

The chief constable took the note, and read out:

“ Release Mr. Sexton Blake at once.—LaxciNa.”

Blake heaved a sigh of relief.

“T don't mind telling you, gentlemen,”” he said “‘ that's
the nearest squeak I've ever had. The Government owe
me something, and this is the first time I've ever asked
for anything.”

“Now we're private citizens, Mr. Blake,’”” said the
chieg. “Have a cigar? Is there anything I can do for
you?'’

““ Nothing much in the way of business, thanks, as
I'm on my own hook; but you can let my little friend in
whenever he calls. Yes, there is one thing. You can be
ready to receive the real murderer of Aston Revelle next
week, I hope. Now I'll have that cigar.

About half-past nine Tinker returned to the police-
station, and HEL]{C bade farewell to the chief, aud left the
station.

““Show all right, Tinker?"” he asked.

““ Yes, sir. Mr. Hallows soon got someone to go on
as the servant.”

“ The Marquis in the house?"

“No, sir. Mr. Merrivale looked round hehind, and
gaid he was very sorry to hear you were ill,”’

“ Well, he’ll be ill to-morrow as well, By the way,
Tinker, just write a paragraph and send into the local
aper. Say that Mr. Sheldon Blake, who played MMy,
Tervyn Hallows's part two nights ago, has been taken

At least,

“THE BOOK OF FOOTBALL” *="'=* ™ *n! 2 Rgsnanie Sapl Newensent:






28 THE

raught a glimpse of the large hall packed from floor to
ceiling. A comic singer was singing the last verse of a
doleful song, and the audience were inclined to be restive.
At last they could stand him no longer, and began to
hiss! Eventually, amidst a tumull of derision, the poor
fellow was driven off the stage.

“* What’s yours?” he said to Tinker, with tears of
vexation standing in his eyes.

* Imitations,” said Tinker. 5

“ Imitations! Lor’! They’'ll kill you!”

A number was slipped into the frame, the orchestra
played one long chord, and Tinker stepped on to the stage.

There was a murmur of surprise at his youthful appear-
ance, and then, with the North-country sense of fair play,
the andience seated down to listen,

Tinker goon grippad them. His imitations went with
Ioud applaunse, and when he gave the quarrelling scene
the enthusiastic audience yelled for more.

Tinker then gave a few vocal impressions of Liverpool,
and when the curtain was lowered he was called in front
no less than five times. “

““Thes can stop a month!" said the proprietor, who
was watching at the side, ‘‘ That was a great act!”

“Thanks; we'll talk about it later,”” answered Tinker,
who was uncertain what Blake’s plans were.

It was soon the detective’s turn to appear.

In simple evening-dress, with a pack of cards in his
hand, he stepped on to the stage, and for ten minutes he
kept the audience in a state of bewilderment. The cards
seemed to live in his hands; and in Tinker's eyes, at least,
hie seemed inspired. At last he stepped to the footlights,
and putting the cards into his pocket produced the
cigarette and holder,
= “ And now,” he said, * lest anyone might think this is
not a real cigarette, I will ask one of the audience to
obliga me with a light.

“* Here you are!’’ said an old gentleman, in a box on a
lavel with the stage.

“ Thank you, sir,’” said Blake, stepping up.

The old gentleman leant over politely, struck a match,
and handed it to Blake, as he bent forward with the
cigarette in his mouth.

Blake tcok the match, then snddenly he clutched it in
his fingers, slipped it into his waistcoat-pocket, and with
one bound leapt into the box and seized tlie old gentleman
by the throat.

“* Now I've got you, you murdering dog!” he cried.

Tinker, who had seen the incident from the side, rushed
across the stage and flung himself on the old man; buf
Blake already had the handeuff on him, and then, with
a deft movement, stripped off a wig and beard. Tinker
released his hold and fell back in surprise. ”

There before him handcuffed, a prisoner, was Max
Merrivale!

The house, of course, was in an uproar, and the pro-
prietor ragmg, rushed .into the box.

“I'm a detective,” said Blake ecurtly, “and I've
arrested this man for murder! Make what explanations
you like to the andience. My name’s Sexton Blake!”

Leaving the proprietor gasping in his astonishment,
Blake, followed by Tinker, hurried Merrivale out of the
theatre and into a cab.

On the way Sexton Blake sat grim and silent. Once
his prisoner ventured a remark.

“ Silence, you hound "’ said Blake.
Aston Revelle.”

_ Merrivale shuddered, and with livid face shrunk back
into the corner and was silent. When they arrived at
the police-station Blake walked straight through into the
chief's office, with Mervivale in front of him.

I"'Pl'i’b this man in the cells,” he said; ““and I'll ex-
plain.”

Merrivale was taken away, and Blake spoke privately
to th? chief, who nodded at the conclusion, and spoke
gravely.

* Of course,” he said, “T still hold the Home Secre-
tary's order for your release, Mr. Blake, so that puts us
right. In the meantime I'll Lold this man till you are
ready to appear. Is there anything else?”’ 3

 Nothing, thanks, for a day or two. I'll call again.”

When Blake returned to their hotel with Tinker, lie
sank wearily into p chair

12

“I'm thinking of

% UNION JACK LIBRARY.”

Every Friday.

¢ He shall swing, Tinker I”” he said. * He shall swing,
the dog! and poor Revelle shall be avenged. What a
strain this has been; but it’s all der. 'Pon my word the
Marquis is sweet compared to that dog! There’s a knock.
See who it is, Tinker."”

Tinlker opened the door and admitted a telegraph-boy,
who handed a telegram to Blake.

¢ Extraordinary change in patient; come at once!”
read Blake. “ All right, boy, there’s no answer. That’s
from the doctor, Tinker; come on!"

When they arrived at the private hospital the doctor
met them with a puzzled look.

T can't make the fellow out,” lie said.
have a look at him.”

Sellars was in one of the wards, stziding up and down
impatiently, his energy and vigour having apparently
quite returned. ;

“8av!” he cried impatiently. *°Why am I stuck in
this tarnation hole? If there’s any fooling round with
Mr. Dan Sellars, I guess there'll be trouble. That guy
of a man refuses to let me out, and I'm going to break
something, and that'll be his head !’ :

Blake walked up to him and held out his hand.

“T'm awfully sorry, Mr. Sellars,”” he said “bub I'm
afraid it’s my fault. However, if you will come with me
I think I can give you a satisfactory explanation.”

““Don’t care what you give me so long as you get me
ont of this. There geems something funny about my head,
and I don’t quite get the grip of things, Give me some-
thing to driag;, will you?*’

As the doctor mixed a soothing drink, Blake whispered
to Tinker.

“The influence has died away, and this is just aboub
the time the Marquis told him he could wake up.”’

“ Now then, sir, are you ready?"’ asked Sellars.

 Quite. Come along with me,’" replied Blake. Then,
going up to the doctor, he whispered: **1 suppose the
word of Sexton Blake is good enough to show ‘that we
are not playing tricks with'a member of the medical pro-
fession?”’ - :

The doctor opened his eyes in surprise, but bowed
slightly. ; !

“ Sexton Blake's word is quite sufficient,’”” and with that
he opened the door and the party left. When they re-
turned to the hotel Blake watched Sellars intsntly, and
noticed that as time went on he became quieter in his
mood and was gradually settling down, though he still
appeared to be puzzled.

At last when he caught sight of himself in the glass
and noticed the absence of his moustache, he turned to
Sexton Blake and spoke firmly.

““ Say, stranger,”” lie said, “ arve you going to tell me
what sort of a game this is, or am I to walk out of this
hotel and rope in a policeman? I feel pretty weak, and
I guess I've been hocussed !*

““Qit down, Mr. Sellars,”’ said Blake, “‘ and listen.”

He then related the events with which we are already
acquainted. When he had finished, Sellars drew a long
breath.

““ Now I remember " he said. “I met a deeent sort of
fellow in the hotel lonnge one night, and he said, * You'll
come to me after dinner to-night to——" I forget the
address now.” *

““No. 42, St. George Street, was it?’ put in Blake.

“That was it—that was it!”

~*“Where the Marquis had rooms, Tinker,” said Blake,

I remember going to my room after dinner,”” went on
Sellars, ““and I can’t seem to remember anything else.
And so that crook hypnotised me, and I should have lost
a clear million and a halt! Well, well, I'lIl guess I'll go
to bed aud sleep on it.”’

“ And so will T,”” said Blake.
conld sleep the clock round.”

When Blake was in bed and settling on his pillow for
sleep he was roused by a light shining m his eyes.

Dan Sellars, in his nightshirt, holding a candle, was
standing by the bed.

“8ay,”’ drawled the American; *I've been thinking
about that crook. Don't put him out of my sight yet.
1'd like to see him.”

“ Come and

“Tinker, I feal ag if T
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