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ODUR POWERFUL,

LONG, COMPLETE NOVEL.

= THE FIRST CHAPTER.
What Will Win the Derby?—A Flat Refusal
—The Trial of Pride of Place —The Men
in the Ditch.
[ S R. HUGH MORETON, Sir Charles!” the foof-
Y | | man announced, just the shade of a look of
surprise showing on his otherwise expressionless
face.
Sir Charles Morefon, ex-Minister of the
Cirown, lord of many thousand acres in Kent, and a great
lover and breader of high-class horses, dropped the pen with
which he had been writing a letter, and looked up sharply.
The light of the reading-lamp on his desk fell full upen his
faoe, and its expression was one of surprise, too.

“ Show him in here, Henry,” he said slowly, “and switch
on. the other lights." -

The footman turned on the rast of the electric lights, then
strolled out, leaving Sir Charles Moreton alone in his oak-
panelled study, a frown on his high forehead, his long fingers
pulling uncertainly at tho end of his moustache. This visit
“1':'.5 ovidently a surprize to him, and not a pleasant one at
that,

. “Mr. Moreton I"t the footman announced, drawing aside
to let the visitor enter.

The man who entared the room was tall and of soldierly
bearing, well-dressed almost to a fault, and with an un-
mistakable air of good breeding about him. In fact, it was
plain that he and Sir Charles ware closely related, for their
fentures were very similar, the only difference being that
tha older man's were mouldoed on more certain lines.

A handsome man, this Hugh Moreton, but with something
about the dark eyes that datracted from the fuce. As he
entered now thera was an uneasy look in them, despite the
smile on his lips: and when he put out his hand, it was with
a “cartnin hesitation, though Sir Charles showed none in
neeepting 1t,

“1 thought you would be surprised to.see me, unele,”
Hugh Moreton said, taking the chair Sir Charles nodded
to. “Don’t come round this salubrious part much, do I %"

“You never were a country bird," the old man answored
guardedly.

“Quite right,” Flugh Moraton admitted, with a careloss-
nass that somehow seemed a trifle foreed. * Besides, thers
was that little difference betwesn us, you know,”

Sir Charles Iooked keanly at the younger man, who was
the only son of his dead brother.

l
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“I-have tried to forget, Hugh,” he said guietly.

Hugh Moreton langhed, and it was plain that he was
gaining confidenca.

*“ It wasn’t such a great crimo, after all,”” he said, with the
touch of a sneer in his voice.

“To you—no,” Sit Charles answered, his voice rising;
“but to me—yes. You knew my aversion fo betting; that,
though I run horses, I do so solely for the sport; yet you
went behind my back, bought—ay, bribed one of my owu
lads to turn trattor— -

“ And won twenty thousand pounds,”” Hugh Moreton put
in as his uncle paused. “What harm was there in that?
Other people huc‘f:ed the horse.”

“You knew my principles,” the old man said slern1¥:
“and that betting is an shomination to me. But let tha
subject drop; it is distasteful.”

Hugh Moreton pulled out his cigar-case, glanced at his
uncle for permission, and lit up. He smoked jerkily, as if
for something to do rather than for enjovment. Once or
twico he glanced up at the face of the old man, but when
he met his eyes he turned quickly away again. Perhaps
Sir Charles noticed this uneasiness, for an anxious look came
into his ayes.

“What has brought you here, Iuzh?"" he asked.

“Just to see you, of course, uncle,’ the young man
answared,

“ That may be one reason,” Sir Charles admitted; * but
what is the other. I never knew you fo tear yourself away
from London for so small a thing as that. What is the real
reason for this visit 2"

But still Hugzh Moreton found no other answer, buk
s;nlckcd away £o hard at his cigar that it barnt all down ong
S1U6.

“Is it money?” Rir Charles suggested; and his manner
showed that he thought the solution probable.

““No!" Hugh answerad, with sarprising conviction.

Sir Charles lcoked surprised with a vengeance now, and
the anxious look in his eyes became more pronounced. Ee
rose to his feet, crossed to the younger man, and laid a hand
on his shoulder.

“ Ie it anything worse?” he asked. h .

The young man shook the hand free a trifle impatiently,
}OR‘TCd the end of his cigar into the grate, and rose to his
ant,

“I haven't committed a murder yet,” ke said sneeringly,
“though I dare say thore are plenty of peopla think me
capsabla of it !" Ele furned to his unecle, and, for the first -
time, looked him straight in the face. *'I may as well own
what has brought me down here,”" he said. “1It's to ask a
favour.”

Sir Charles nodded in silence, unwilling to commit him-
self. He had already been told that it was not money that
his nephew wanted of him, and he wondered what it could
possibly be.

“Vou've got a colt entered for the Derbv—Pride of
Place,”” Hugh Moreton went on quickly, his voice a trifla
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unsteady; 'Yand alrcady there is 2 rumeur about that he is
a smasher, and stands more than an ordinary chance.”

“*“Well ¥ Sir Charles, gueried, in a cold voice, as the
yeung man pausad. rt

“1 want to know if jt's right, that's all,” Hugh Moreton
answereds ais ‘he edgerness in kis tones dispelled the
[ervOousness, :

i \‘?by ?il‘ <

“Oh, the usual reason !’ Hugh answered dchiantly.

“The colt's at a price now—twenties, i fact —and there's
1o reison one member of the family shouldn't make some
meney if he's going to win."”

8ir Charles drew away sharply from his nephew, and for
;1"_“1 moment his hands elenched, as if he would have struck

i, .

“¥You dare ask such a thing I he eried angrily.

_Hugh Moreton had tuken the plunge, and he was not
giving in easily now.

"It isn't a very great thing that I ask,’’ he said coolly.
“All I want is permission to wait here and see a trial. It
would be esgy encugh to arrange one even for to-morrow
morning, as all your best horses are quartered here.¥

Sir Charles stepped quickly to hig desk, and touched the
kuoh of tlie bell on it. The footman answered the sumsmons.

** OUrder the dogeart round,’” Bir Charles ordered shortly.
“Mr. Moreton has decided to go back to town to-night.”

The footman-bowed and left the room, and Hugh turned
angrily tewards his uncle. )

““Phere is no train tonight ! Le said sharply.

“There 15 a very good one at five in the morning,” Sir
Hugh answered coldly; ** and I believe that there is a fire
in the waiting-room of the station all night.”’ A

With a sharp exclamation, the young man turned and
swung out of the room. -

L T for.r.ixe boy's good,” Sir Charles muttered.

. ® . - . L3

‘Fhe wind bléw bLitterly over the heath, and there was just
a suggestion of rain in if, but the early morning it was six
©'clock—was clear and brighi embugh for the surroundings
of the Leath to be plainly seen. Away to the right showed
the great grey pile of Sir Charles Moreton’s mansion, rising
up from the midst of a small forest of trees; while nearer
Jay the modern red-brick stables in which his raceharses,
ander the charge of Jolin Fullman, his private frainer, were
quartered, Every stick and bush stood out clearly, yet there
wae one thing on the heath that only a very close observer
would bave seen. J

Crouching in a ditch, which was none toe dry, were two
men. They were muffled up in greateoats, and wore woollen
wrappers round their necks, buf even then they' shivered
with the cold. Their appearance atherwize cauld he summed
up in one word -** horsey.’’

One of them was tall and lanky, with a beardless face that

would hiave locked innocent had it not been for a pair of
small, shifty eyes. This was Jerry Long, known on every
raceccurse in England as a tout, sometimes a tipster; and
when very flourishing, or when he happened fo find a few
particularly gnileless young men, a bockmaker—who did
not always pay, -
. The other man - short and meagre of etature—had been
eliristened George Hell; but a kick from a horse had lamed
him early in life, and since then he had been known to all
and sundry, on account of his limp, as the Shuffler.
€ertainly the name suited him in nicre ways than one.

“Hang me if T'l play this game again!” the Shufiler
frrowled between chattering feeth. * What's the good of a
tiver fer the job if yer dies o' cold? Next time, I bet, Mr.
Hugh Moreton can come an' do his own watchin’ fer trials.’”

“Oh, shut it !” Jerry Long answered impatiently, drawing
a foot, with a sucking neise, out of the mud of the ditch
inte which it had €lipped. T ain't exactly tropical in
temperature, but T ain't mooning round for sympathy. You
make me fair tired, you do. If they gave yer a job zs a
erach jockey, yer’d want the ‘orse 'andcuffed, so as ‘e
coaldn't throw yer !”

The Bhuffler turned angrily towards his companion, for
the eold tinie of waiting had not improved his temper,

“If T was bigger, I'd put it acrost yor !’ he snarled.

Jerry Long laughed —a curicusly silent laugh, which he
had found useful at times when it was dangerous to be over-
heard.

* Aud if T was Rolly Joel, or Lord Rosebery, or ona o
them nobe, I'd pay ter build a dog's home fer the likes o
¥ou 17 he anewered.

on some minutes {he Shufler fumed, then he contrived to
comtrol his temper, ¢

"1[}5, the trial a cert. for this marnin’ 7" he asked.

- Jim Creed come down last night,” Jerry Long answered
with an air of convietion ; “and I guesa his nibs the orack

5 - £ L1Te rac
oekey don't come down fer less than a Derby trial &7
They say v “ow this Pride o' Place is a fair smasher '

JACK LIBRARY,”

“Tot o good it'll do us!’ the Shuflfer growled. *“ All me
fancy sparklers went long ago, an’ 1 don't suppose these “ere
beats would fetch enough ter be worth putting on, even at
fwenties.™

* Twenties ! Jerry Long rolled the word in his mouth.
*1t's a price enough ter give a cove the staggers !”

“An’ if you got twenties, I'd bet a ripe fermarter fo a

‘pawnticket as the bookie would do a mizzle ! the Shuffler

remarked pessimistically.  “ That kind o' luck ain't fer

poor coves like us. All we gets is jobs like this ‘ere —yer

l’h;&d return fare, 'bout a dollar fer beer, an’ yer deaih o
1

“What's-about the average cost of a fooneral fer a chap
my size, mate?”’

* Free!” Jerry Long snapped.

‘The Shuffler growled, and dragged his feet out of the mud
again; but before he could speak, Jerry Long touched him
on the arm.

 The ’osses, Shuf I'" he whispered. .

‘Che gates of Sir Charles Moreton’s private {raining-stables
had opened, and three horses, all heavily elothed, had come
out, ridden by stable Jads. Behind came three people riding
haclks, and as they drew nearer it was quite possible for the
touts lying in the diteh to make out their faces.

“That's Sir Charles, ‘im with the white whiskers,” Jerry
Long whispered. g

“*Pity 'e don’t hact squaye by his nephew,” the Shuffler
answered savagely, ‘“so as ’e could get his information with-
out—— Oh, curse this mud !

. And that's Fullman, the trainer, next to 'im,” Jerry con-

}mued: “an’ Jim Creed's 'im on the cob. Don’t look as if
e ought to be allowed fer earn a matter o ten thousand
per ann., does ‘e?”

+ Some peaple 'as all the Tuck ! the Shuffler snarled.

“That's so, mate,” Jerry Long agreed; “jest as some
coves 1 know does all the grumblin’ fer a county !’

The horses were coming ncarer, their lads having some
difficulty in keeping them from bolting, now“that the spring
of the turf was under their heels, and the cool morni 7y
breeze was ruffling their clothes. It was impossible for the
fouts to sea which 6f the horees was the Derby colt -Pride
of Place—but they knew that there would be no difficulty ‘in
spotting him when the trial started, for he was certain to
be ridden by the erack jockey. -Jim Cread; while a couple
of the lads, both good hands at a trial gallop, would he
entrusted with the other two.

““Whera do they etart 7* the Shuffler whispeved.

“Jest over there,’” Jerry Long answered, pointing to
where a solitary tree rose from the heath about twa Lifndred
yards away. © They start ’em from there for the mile and
a 'alf trials, take 'em round over the ’ill, and finish at the
iree, so we'll see both 'ow the colt starts, and likewise ‘ow
'e finishes.”

Jerry Long was obviously right about the starting-post,
for the little group of horsemen had reined-in by tlie tree,
and already Jim Crecd had taken off his short overeoat, and
was looking to the girths of Pride of Place. 'The stable-lads
were busily removing the clothing from the celt and the
other fwo animals, and getling their gear in racing trim.

“ Wonder what the weights are?” Jerry Long muttered
excitedly, crawling along the ditch, regardless of the mud,
to a spot from which he could command a better view of the
proceedings,

“Pride of Place will carry the Derby weight, of course !
the Shuffler answered.

“Oh, Jimmy Tatt, what a brain!" Jerry Long said
sarcastically. *‘Did they sell yer a race-card fer this event,
or are yer a stooard?'’

An exclamation broke from ihe Shufler as the clothes
were stripped from the 1hree vgcchorses. t

“I can tell yer one thing,” he whispered eveitadly. “See
the chestnut with the four white feet? Well, that’s Pretiy
chki,f}:e] finest {"-’S'S’eu-tclrld m training; an’ anything that
can lick him, whatever the weights, i safe thi
for thinyéssy Parbe® eights, is a pretty safe thing

Jerry Long peered earncstly at the bri hestnut wi
RV e ¥ he bright chestnut with

“1t's Pretty Dick, right enough,” he agreed. ‘*F's
ffamed‘ Jjest the other side o' the 'eath, o I guess that
Fullman’s borrowed ‘it fer {iis trial.” ;

. Unless “e's stole ’im I"* the Shuffler growled. **So likely,
ain’t it 1’ :

There was no time for farther talk. Already Jim Creed
had been given a leg up on to the Derby colt, and was
leaning fram the saddle to take instructions from Fullman,
the trainer. A smart-looking lad was up on Preity Dick,
and another lad on the other horse. So far as the touts
could see; they were riding at cafch-weights, for they had
seen no leads adjusted.

" That means Pride o' Plece is being asked ter give away
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Huagh Moreten’s eyes;
seside the detective. RN,
“T fancy he must have had an asitetipt on his racing

then he Iaughc‘fh and swung up

_ trophies, then,”” he said lightly. :
Sexten . Blake answered, as he flicked the

*“ Perhaps,”
horse with the whip: ‘“‘but it does not do for men in my
profession to indulgze in fancies.” i

‘Fhe cob swung along at a good pace, and the three miles

to hMoreton Hall were very quickly covered, Sexton Blake

und the man beside him speaking very little on the way.
When Hugh Moreton did speak, his manner was forced, and
just a trifle uneasy. As a matter of fact, he was rather
sorry that he had i]yecided to run down; and it is, perhaps,
as well to explain what had brought him.

It was simply this. Sir Charles had decided thai he had
been hard in refusing to let his nephew know the prospects
of Pride of Place for the Derby, and so he had written,
saying that if he cared to come down hie would arrange for
a toal. Little did he guess that the Shuffler and Jerry Long
had already informed Hugh Moreton of the kind of horse
the Derby tolt was; and had he learnt the means that his
nephew had taken to know, he would probably have never
ﬂpﬂk_'meé'o him again. Anything underhand he positively
abliorred. L
. The trap swung up through the fine avenue of elms lead-
]ng'ig}? the Hall, and Sexton Blake drew up before the deor,
Wi

was at once opened by a manservant, behind whoin

staod Sir Charles. f

“Is that Mr. Blake?" he &ried excitedly.

“ At your service; Sir Charles!” the detective snswered,
stepping down from the trap, and taking the old gentle-
man’s cutstreiched hand.

“You don't know how relieved I am that you have
eomie I Sir Charles said enthusiastically. “ I have been so
afraid that e

** Busiiiess later, if you please!” Sexton Blake inferrupied
sharply: and stépped aside, to make way for Hugh Moreton.

The old man greeted his nephew without enthusiasm, hesi-
tating a trifle as he beld out his hand. 4

I wrote that lerter only after much thought,” he said, in
8 low voice. '“Heaven knows I have tried to stop you
eambling; and I have decided that, if you must do o, I
will not stop you backing the colt that can win."’

_ "' And that's good encugh for me!” IHugh answered, with
a harsh lang{l:.

In the hall. Sexton Blake again tock the opportunity of
vequesting Sir Charfes not to discuss business until they
were alone. -

" But before Hugh—my nephew?” Sir Charles said, in
rurprise,

. Not even before him,” the detective answared, wonder-
mg v;’h.';t.‘:;he task before hi;ﬂ could possihly be. “ The fewer
People taken 1nlo a secret, howev "USTWOY y i

tlae%elter.” y ever trustworthy they may be,
; Dinner was served immediately the visitors had dressed,
DUL It was not a very lively meal. Sir Charles was obviouslv
il at case, and though Sexton Blake spoke fluently and
well, ‘e found it hard to interest his listeners. Mora than
onees, when he looked up, he found Hugh Moreton rlancing
ab him cuspiciously. It was after he had caught the man’s
eyes soveral times that he remembered where he had met
'lnm belore. It wag Jn connection with a Turf scandal.
There had been Suspicions of a horse being pulled when
starting a hot favourite, aud ono of tho men who had laid
heavily against him was this same Hugh Moreton. Nothing
had been proved against him,  or any '‘of the others
implicated, however.

The nioment dinner was over, Sir Charles rose fo his feet.

"I know you will excuse me, Hugh,” he said; * but Fhave
urgent business to discuss with Mr. Blake.”

* Certainly I Hugh Moreton answered, choosing a cigar
with great care. 1 might suggest that the Library is about
the best place for secrets.”

Alore with the detective in the library, Sir Charles locked
1h‘e‘ door, and dropped into a chair with a sigh of relief.

¥ou will probably think me very foolish, Mr, Blake,”
hie said; Sbut you must pardon an old man, especially
when ke i in hopes that 1n a week he will have accom-
plished the ambition of his life.”

“To win the Derby 1! Scxton Blake suggested.

Yo .Slr Charles answered, a flush of excitement on his
chiceks.  “ A]] my Jife T have raced for racing’s spke, with-
out dver having hacked one of my lorses for 50 miuch as &
Soxaréign, but until this year I have never had anything
gaad cncugh to win the Dorby.” >

Jhen Pride of Place is a pocd thing ¥’

Bir L‘harfzm. *Gse fo his feet, his eyes shining.

he colt is a cortainty I' 15 f >
“Ball Toulc;lut;:"’“fm a:ll‘:i?o:'{m[’ then his face clouded.
Sexton Blake flicked the ash from his cigar, and ihe lids
wore raised from hia 6y08. k
" Vour regsongi™ ke ingaired,

Ancthep long eomnlete Tale of SEHXTON BL
FPletorial,

a

followin

" to them: all his life.

“The police have warned me that suspicious-looking men
have DLeen hanging rvound of Iate,”” Sir Charles explained.
* They may only be trying to sce the colt at work; but that
aay not be all. You must remember that, because I don’t
baclk my horses others start as better favourites, the publio
the stable mcney. There are plenty of rogues on
the Turf, unfortunately, and if any of them have backed
another horse heavily to win I am’ afraid that an atfempt
niight be made to stop my colt.”

*“And you want me to guard it until thé race is runi’’

* ¥ee ! Bir Charles agreed excitedly. * It may all just bo
a fancy. But I am a rich man, and if T choose to pay for
my fancies, it is my affaiv. Will you help me??

**¥es,” Sexton Blake answercéd prompily;  “though I
wonld not have given up so much time for any other man
just now. 1 will help you for this reason—there are few
men on the Torf like vou just now, and you deserve lo win.

will wire to Tinker, my assistant, to-night, aud fo-morrow
wa shall take up jobs in your stables. You will arrange it
with your trainer. You had best tell him the truth, other-
wise it witl be difficult for me to work.” y

*“Everything you tell me will be done,” Sir Charles
answered eagerly, ‘‘and to-morrow morning you shall gce
Pride of Place run his final trial. I will have you called at
six, for the horses are to be ready half an hour later. What
would you care to do now?”

“To go for a stroll—alene,” {he dotective answercd.
** There 1s nothing like knowing the lay of the land.”

Five minutes later Sexton Blake left the house and strolled
away towards the stables. Half an hour later, when he
returned to the Hall, he knew the buildings and their gur-
roundings quite as well as many a man who had lived near
With that knowledge he went to bed
and slept soundly. As a malter of fact, ho was not sorry
1o undertake this case, for of late he had been very harnd
slriven, and this, so fur s he coul see at present, would
mean a rest,

A rest! Little «lid (he deicctive think of the troubles and
trials ho was fo go through hefore Sir Charles Moreton led
back his first Derby winner. i

At six in the morning Sexton Blake was called, and it was
only tweniy minutes Tater that, dressed for ri
descended into the hall, where he found Sir Charles and
Hugh Moreton waiting.  Brief greetings were exchanged,
then horecs were mounted, and they rode ont on ito the
heath, where the trial was to take place. ;

As they reached the open a little group of men and horses
euterged from the trainmug-stables, FFullman, the trainer, at
their head. carnd

“ Good-morning, Sir Charles ! the trainer said, riding up,

“Mornin’, Fullman!” Sir Charles answered. **Seems a
pity to put Pride of Place through a trial so soon before
the race, but I want my nephew to see him go. This gentle-
man is Mr. Sexton Blake, the famous detective.!

The trainer bowed to Sextonn Blake, but his face did not
wear a very pleased expression. Ile guessed why the detec.
tive was theré, and it annoyed him to think that he was
regarded as not being capable of guarding his charges after
nllgt]mae years,

“I should have dsked you for a trial, anyway, Sir
Charles,” he said rather shmtly. “We've never put the
filly Starlight through the mill, and she'’s still down to run
for the Quks, you know.” R

“ A mile's her distanee,” Siv Charles answered irritably.
“ Why didn’t yon remind me to have her scratchad?!

" No harm_in trying her first,”” tho irainer persisted.
“The public don’t .—Jumrh) lose anything, for she hasn’t been
h:u:kv(f)for a soveraign.”

There wds somathing in the trainer’s manner that im-
pressed Sexton Blake, but before he could speak to him or
quastion him, the horses to compete in the trial were
brought up, Jim Creed, mounted on Pride of Place, was
with them. The horse following was Pretty” Dick, who had
again been called in for the trial, and lust came a grey Ally.

She was short in stature for a racehorse, hut long and well

lat down, with a curiously reaching stride when walking.

“We'll pet to work at once!” Fullman said shortly, for
these trials for other people’s henefit were not much to his
liking. * Protty Dick will carry nine stone, Pride of Place
Derby weight, Starlight the Ouks weight.” i

“1It’s setting them a hard tasl,” ITugh Moreton said. Ho
knew that Pride of Place had already beaten the erack five-
year-old, but he believed that the Derby colt had had a big
pull in the weights, or at least weight-for-age allowance,

““That's my business ”” the frainer muttered, but not in se
low a tone that Hugh Moreton failed to hear him.

The trainer himsalf saw to the unclothing of the three
horses, and Sexton Blake and Hugh Moreton looked an with
interest, the latter showing from his remarks that he cer-
tainly was not a fool where horseflesh was concerned.

*He's a wonder for build,” Le said, examining Pride of
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Place. “By the way he's filled out he might be at least a
four-year-old. Stamina, too.”

 Hugh Moreton turned his attention to the grey filly Star-
light, and laughed right out.

“What's she entered for?” he asked, in a snecring voice.

lo pony race?”

“*The Oaks!” Fullman snapped.
out being tho size of an elephant.”

Hugh Moreton laughed again.

““I'd rather back the elephant in a race that needs staying-
power,”" he sneered.

For a moment Fullman looked angry; then his cxpression
changed, and he laughed, too.

I suppose you have backed Pride of Place?’ he inguired.

But Hugh Moreton turned away without answering, and
watched Jim Creed finish the ha(‘fﬁillg of the Derby colt.

*“Seems rather rot to start that filly, even in a ftrial,
doesn’t it?"' Hugh Moreton saidd, turning to Sexton Blake.

The detective paused in the act of liggiing o cigar.

““ We shall know soen,” he said.

Jim Creed was up, patting the Pride’s neck to keep him
quiet, for the feel of the turf under him was making him
rastive. He was already in the best of training, fit to
race for his life, and with a heart big enough for twe. Up
on Pretty Dick was the stable-jockey who Efrmd ridden him
before, while the grey filly Starlight was ridden by one of
Tullman’s own lads, ‘who, though he had not yet made his
dlcbul'. on a racecourse, was only awaiting his opportunity to
do s0.

“Take the inside with Pretty Dick,”.Fullman ordered.
“ Get next to him, Creed, but mind his heels. George, bring
Starlight eloser.” i

The three jockeys manceuvred for places just as if they had
been facing the starter for an actual race, and Sir Charles
and Sexton Blake watched eagerly. Hugh Moreton was
interested, too, but there was something in his expression
that suggested that he already knew how the affair was
going to end.

Suddonly Fullman gave the word, and, like arrows from
a bow, Pretty Dick and Pride of Place jumped off the mark.
Starlight dwelt badly, however, and was a full ten lengths
behind before sho fairly got going. .

 Don't bustle her, George ! Fullman shouted. * The last
furlong’s the thing!"

Away went the horses, the grey filly bringing up the rear,
and as Sexton Blake watched her he saw that she got over
the ground avith a curiously sweeping motion, the jockey an
her back hardly seeming to rise or fall, and the horses were
giailc}:piilg in this samoe order when they disappeared over
the hill.

“T ghould have put something better than Starlight in to
make the pace, FuHmun." Sir Charles said.

Before the trainer could answer the horses came into
gight, on the home-stratch now, with six furlongs to go to
the winning-post. z

““Pride of Place—casy!” Hugh Moreton cried excitedly,
levelling his glasses. ** Creed isn't riding Him yet, and he's
running well within himself.""

: Rhi'ght back, still four lengths behind, was the grey Star-
light.

“I':.\'nil',” Fuallman said quietly; ‘“the trial isn't over
yebl”

Another furlong covered, and Pride of Place deading by
half a length from Pretty Dick, with Starlight still four
lengths behind. Then only two furlongs to cover, and still
the order unchanged, save that Pride of Place had crept
forward until he was running clear of the five-year-old.

“It's twenty to one on the Pride!"” Hugh Moreton eried
excitedly, when there was only one more furlong to go.

“It's twenty to one Starlight!” Fullman answered with
equal excitement. k at her!”

There was no noed to tell the others to lock, for already
they were staring in amazement at the long, low-built grey
filly. Suddenly, with a remarkable spurk, with only another
handred yards fo run, she had sprinted up level with Protty
Dick. Passed—level with Pride of Placoe!

A dozen strides neck and neck, then the grey head showed
it front, and Starlight passed the group of watchers a good
neclk in front of the others—in front of the celebrated Protty
Dick, in front of the smashing Pride of Place ! Surely SOmMe-
thing was wrong? ] 0

In gheer amazement Sir Charles turned to Fullman, and
was astounded to find him smiling delightedly.

“What—what 153 the meaning of this?’ he gasped. :

“That we're going to make the double event of it, Sir
Charles,”” the trainer answercd, *and win the Dorby and
Oaks with Starlightt"”

Something betwesn a curse and a groan escaped Hugh
Moreton, and Sexton Blake saw that the man's face had
gone ghastly white.

“It'%s a ewindle!l' he eried savagely.

L1
“A horse can race with-

“You've let ‘the
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public back Pride of Place, thinking he was the stabla's
selected.”

“Swindle?” Sir Charles turned in the saddle, his heayvy
hunting-crop raised as if he would fell his nephew to the
ground with if, ‘I have only just learnt that Starlight is
s0 good. Besides, what business is it of mine if the publio
choose to back one of my horses?”

“* Curse the public!” Hugh Moreton snarled. “I'm not
bothering about them; they can take care of themselves!"”

““Then who are you so anxious about?”’ Fullman asked, a
sneer in his usnally good-tempered voice.

“ MyselfI"" Moreton shouted. ‘I have backed the Pride
for ten thousand pounds to win the Derby! I have backed
him for nearly every penny that I possess, and now I know
that he will be beaten by the filly!” y

Sir Charles positively reeled m his saddle, but quickly
recovered himself.

“ Here is another proof of the evils of gambling!” he
said, in a stern voice. A

“Bah! Don’t!” Hugh Moreton cried hoarsely. “I'm in
no 1]1100(! for it! All I want to know is—what are you going
to «lo?” :

Sir Charles looked at his nephew, the man who had been
a confirmed gambler for years, whom he had helped out of
iroubles time after time, and his heart hardened aguinst
him. ’ ;

“T am going to win the double with Starlight,” he said,
swung his horss round, and spurred back towards the Hall,
Sexton Blake following him. %

“Yes, I shall see this case through,” the detective muf-
tered, as he galloped along. * The grey is good enough for
the double, and I'll see that she has a fair chance.”

THE THIRD CHJ{PTER.
The Road to the Stables —Bought— Thae
Shuffler Learns Things—And is Surprised.

HE Shuffler paced up and’ down the grassy edge of
the lane with the peeuliar lame action that had
earned him_his nickname. The hour was ten
o'clock at night, and the expression of the man's
face suggested that there were many things he

would have preferred to pacing up and down wei grass, a
keen wind whistling down the lane, waiting for someone.

The hour was ten, but there was no checking it save by a
watch, for the sky was one black, pulpy-locking mass, with-
out so much as a yestige of a star to be seen. The extreme
darkness, and the moaning of the wind among the trees,
gave everything an eerie appearance. - .F {

More than once the Shuffler stopped, his jaw setfing
harshly, and dropped his hand to the pocket where he kept
a handy little bludgeon known as a life-preserver, which he
had never been withont since a day when its absence, or so
he thought, had cost him his liberty. L r

Apparently the Shuffler did not care particularly about his
lonelly vigil, for he started badly at the shadows when the
moon gcame from behind a cloud and accentuated them so
that they looked like men crouching back against the hedges.

‘“What they wants moons for, I can’t guess,” he muttered.
“Don’t know that I was ever took by 'em. Lamps ain't so
bad, fer yer can turn ’em ont; but moons—bah!"

Trom some little distance away came the crunch of foot-
stops on the loose surface of the road. The Shuffler shrank
beck into the shadow cast by a great oak, and once more his
hand was on the weapon in his pocket as he bent sideways—
listening, Ui

“T1Ff it's 'im, 'e’s walkin' fast and skeery like,' the Shuffles
mused. X g

The footfalls came nearer, hesitated, then came up tha
lane, and a low whistle sounded three times. 3

With a sigh of relief the Shuffler let his grip of his weapon
relax, and moved out into the moonlight just as Hugh
Moreton, a greatcoat pulled right up to his ears, entered tha

ne, %
lu“eThat you, Skuffler?”’ he whispered, in a hoarse voice. =

“ Yus," the man answered graffly. **I reckon yer'd better
fix yer aptics on me 'ard this trip, fer if I ain't caught me
death of cold, I'm a non-starter.” |

“Pon’t fooll® Hugh Moreton snapped, peering round
nervously among the shadews, and drawing & cigar from his
poclket. "He made a move to light a maich, but the Shufiler
struck it from his hand before he could do so.

“None o them illuminations, guv'nor!” he cried. *¥ou
may be ‘ankerin’ after bein’ seen, but yours truly ain’t—not
by a straight mite.'” .

Hugh Moreton laughed nervously, and made no further
attampt to light his cigar.

“Vou'd—you'd think I was here for some shady reason,”
he said, failing entirely to speak lightly. :

‘“Ho, impossible!” the Shufiler sneered. *“Are it likely
that a poor cove like me would dare ter think sich a horribla

Ly

thing about a pillar of the turf¥
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Hugh Moreton drew back into the shadow, taking the
Shuffler with him, as the lights of a trap came swiftly along
the road and past the end of the lane. Only when they were
out of sight did ho appear to breathe freely again, and then
he swung round and faced his companion so fiercely that
the man instinctively dropped his hand on to the weapon in
his pocket.

“ What d'you mean by giving mo false information?”’
Hugh Moreton whispered savagely.

The Shuffler shoole himself free, and drew back with the
ugly weapor Swinging in his hand.

““Ere, come off yer perch!” he growled. ‘“’Oo gave ver
- false information? ~ If Pride of Place didn’t come up to what

T told yer when he run the trial to-day, e must 'ave gone off

eolour.”

“You fool!” Hugh Moreton snapped. “‘It’s Starlight—
the grey filly entered for both the Derby and the Oaks—that
is the stable’s chosen.”

“ What?? the Shuffler gasped. “Don’t kid me they've got
anythin’ ter beat Pride o’ Place! Didn’t ’e beat Pretty

. Dick, an’ ain’t that good cnough ter go for without
blinkers?”’

“Listen,” Hugh Moreton whispered hoarsely. T saw the
trial this morning, and I tell you Starlight had the legs of
the lot of them. The filly’s a certainty for the double event
—unless she goes amiss.”

' Therc was something so suggestive in the last-few words
that the Shuffler looked keenly into the other’s face.

“Then why don’t yer back it instead o’ the other?? he de-
manded.

*“ Because I've Euh ten thousand on Pride of Place,” Hugh
Moreton answered, in a shaking voice.

_ The Shuffler gasped at the magnitude of the sum, then

rhistled =oftly.

i ’You’ll ’ave to edge, that’s all,”’ he gaid. ““ Starlight
8in’t been backed fer a penny yet, so yer ought ter cover
easy enough.” ]

1 Ougl'.l:‘- 1”" Moreton’s voice was hoarse and shaking with
anger. €an't you understand that I’ve got no more money
—that practically every penny is on the colt??

And yer can’t raise 1t?"

“No,” Hugh Moreton answered dejectedly.
good to raise even a ony.””

The Bhuffler pushed back his battered hat, and scratched
his tousled head. .

“ What's the game, then?’ he asked at last.

Hugh Moreton stood biting his lip, and.he peered round
nervously before answering.

‘“The filly might go amiss—lame,” he said at last, in a
whisper. g

“It might,” the Shuffler eneered, “but it ain’t goin’ lame
through me. T’ve bin up again thet kind o’ game before,
and it ain’t good enough.”

*“Who said that I wanted you to nobble the filly#”” Hugh
AMoreton snapped. ;

“Jest a litile bird, an’ a fly one at that, guv’nor,” the
Shuffler answered with a wink. * Come on, out with it!
What's the game?” .

“I will give yon twenty pounds to find out which hox
Starlight 1s in” Hugh Moreton answered, his voico
trembling with excitement.

“Think T want

“ Twenty quid!” The Shuffler laughed.

ter bu_'_.' straw, or what?"’
Hugh Moretor drew ont s pocket-book, and rustled the
He saw, even in the darkness, that the eyes

“I’'m not

notes inside.
of the tout sparkled with greed,

“ What'll you do it for?” he asked sharply.

** Jast find the box?” the Shuffier queried cautionsly.

‘‘ Yes—for the present.”

:;l’Undred quid, guv’nor, an’ cheap at the price,”’ the-tout
said.

Hugh Moreton drew five notes from his case, and at sight
of each one the face of the Bhuffler fairly twitched.

“There are fifty pounds here,” Hugh Morcton said.
“That is the price I will pay for the job, and no more.”

In the darkness the Shuffler thrust his cunning face
forward, and he saw that for once Hugh Moreton had made
up his mind.

“'And the boodle over,” he said. ‘“It’s fair workin® fer
nothin’, but what’s a poor cove like me ter do?”’

" The money changed hands, the Shuffler examining each
note carcfully.

“Afraid they aron’t good?”” Moreton sneered.

“As if I wouldn’t trust ver, guv'nor!" the Shuffler
?nsxvcye(l, with a laugh. “ Why, yer honest, open counting-
ouse is enough for anybody. If I'd ave ’ad your dial, T'd
avo bin 1 Rockschild by now:”

_Hugh Moreton drew’ closer to the man, and the instrue-
hm:m e gave him were in a whisper.

* Remember to wire me,” he concluded. ' Just put “third
on_right,” or wherever the loose hox is.”

The Shuffler nodded, buttoned his ragged cbat tightly over
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the notes, and went !im{ﬁng away into the darkness. Theore
wag a grin on his face, for in his pocket he had fifty pounds,
and he did not reckon that the job before him would be a
very difficult one. As a matter of fact, he had had occasion
previously to explore the stables presided over by Fullman,
and knew that they were easy of access. Even the watch-
dog was kept round in the yard of the {rainer’s house, and
now that he was getting old, it was ten to one he would not
hear anyone moving softly about the stables. Even if he
did, he would probably think it was a restless horse shifting
about.

Out on the road the Shuffler kept well to the side, moro
7 instinet than anything else, for there was not a living soul
iout at this hour of the night. Considering his lame foot,
e moved swiftly, once taking to the ficlds to avail himself
of a short cut, and it was only just striking eleven when he
halted by the outer wall of Sir Charles Moareton's training
stables.

Everything was quict, not a sound about save the rustle of
the wind among the trees; and the Shuffler limped along,
his right shoulder brushing all the time against the high
brick wall. He carried his bludgeon in his hand mow,
evidently in case of emergencies. ] 1

At the %wut gates of the stable the man halted, listening
intently; but all that he could hear was the occasional shift-
ing of a horse in his stall. He even coughed slightly, just
to test whether the dog, chained up by the house a hundred
yards away to the left, was very much awake; but no
answering bark came.

*“This 1s the kind o’ job thet suits me,” he muttered, and
tested the gates with his shoulder, only to find that they did
not movye. R

Gripping the top of the gate with his fingers, the Shuffler

rew himself slowly up until his head was above it, and he
was abla to look into the great yard. It was very dark
there, the boxes on all sides shutting out most of the light
of the moon, and he could see nothing to alarm him.

Higher he dragged himself, threw one foot over the top of
the gate, clambered across, and lowered himself down the
other side, where ho squatted down and dragged off his
boots—an casy enough matter, as they were innocent, of
aces. 3 i
“Jest yer stop there, mates,” he chuckled, as he pruoed
them handily against the gates, “ It ain’t fer the hikes o’
coves like me ter go disturbin’ respectable trainers in theip
beauty-sleep.” )

In stockinged fect the Shuffler limped along, always keep-

b
al
h

ing close to the wall, and so reached the line of loose boxes.

running along the right-hand side of the yard. He stopped
before tho first, trying the upper part of tho door, and find-
ing it locked. Then he looked above it, and a chuckle broke
from him as he saw that the name of the horse—Pride of
Place—was written there in letters half an inch thick.

“Some coves i thoughtful,” he chuckled. ‘“Won't
Moreton jib when I tells 'im that T only ’ad ter lock over
the gate ter read the names over the doors? Still, we’ll ba
honest, an’ earn the boodle by findin’ Starlight’s box.”

Moving cautiously, the Shuffler read the name over each of
the boxes; but he traversed the whole line without discover-
ing the'one he was looking for. He crossed over to the other
side, and the first one he came to was the one he wanted,
for Starlight was over the door,

He placed his ear against the woodwork, and a shifting of
straw inside, then the click of a hoof, told him that n horse
was inside right enough. That was good enough for him,
and he crept back :ﬁong the side of the yard, his one
ambition now being to get away and send Hugh Moreton tha
information for which he had paid.

Nearly to the end of the boxes the Shuffler had got before
he stopped with a cry of alarm—a ery that he endeavoured
in vain to choke back.

A lad, dressed as a stable-boy, had stepped quietly out of
the end hox, and was now barring his way to the gate. He
was not a very big boy, and it was only for a second that the
tout hesitated. Then, with the heavy life-preserver in his
hapd, he leapt forward, throwing all the force of his jump
from his sound leg.

The bludgeon swung down, but it never struck the stable-
lad.  Instead, it landed on empty air, and the Shuffier,
unable to recover from the force he had threwn into the
blow, pitched forward on to his face.

In a second he was trying fo struggle up,. but even that
short time lost meant his finish, for as he scrambled to his
knees a pair of hands possessed of a marvellous hold
gripped him by the arms, and he was fairly jerked on to his
feot.

“A fair eop, sir!” Tinker, who was the stable-lad,
remarked, with a grin.

It is something like that,” Sexton Blake answered.

The Shuffler made a frantic effort to break loose, dis-
covered that he might as well have tried to snap chains
from his arms, and started to whine,
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_, Pictorinl” a Magazine for mep and women. Got a copy now. -



BUY “PLUCK'—I1d.—EVERY SATURDAY, 7

“Carn’t a poor cove doss down in a stable without getiin'
alf murdered 2 he whined. ““I've done no 'arm, ‘ave I?"
th“tl\;c_s." Sexton Blake answered; “I took good care of

at ! -

“Then let us go, guv'nor!" the Shuffler pleaded.

Sexton Blake released one hand, and picked up the
dropped life-preserver, examining it critically.

“That ain’t mine !” the Shuffler assured him hastily, T
would not be seen with sich a thing—straight, I wouldn't!”

£“Shall T call Fullman up, sir?'" asked Tinker.

““No,” Sexton Blake answered. ‘It will be time enough
to let him know about this in the morning.”

Half carrying, half pushing, Sexton Blake forced the
Shufiler into an empty loose-box.

“Stop there, and keep quiet " he said sternly. *““If you
bc!u’l_\,'e yourself, you'll get off more lightly in the mora-

The Shuffler crouched back among the straw, for he knew
the kind of punishment that was usually handed out to men
of his breod].

“T meant no 'arm, guv'nor!" he wailed.
sake, let us go afore old Fullman's about!”

But all the answer he got was to have the door of the
box closed and locked upon him. For five minutes he
crouched down and trembled, then he touched the fifty
{)punds in his pocket, and a little confidence rcturned to
him.

* Can’t give me more than an
idin’,” he muttered; “and I'd
*ave one any day at fifty quid!”

“TFer '"Ilaven's

i SATHATEOIHHATHTHATEOITETROHTHICER
§ Next Weel’s Grand Story

“T'm not going to fight a kid your size!" he sneered, and
picked up the bucket. ; . ¢

“T think you are, my lad "' Sexton Blake said quietly,
advancing, and his eyes were no longer closed.

The other stable-boys, one heing told off to watch for
Fullman, drew round, and the detective turned to them.

“ Look here, lads,” ho said, ‘"if you're sportsmen, vou'll
see that your mate fights, unless he’s afraid !

“That's right I one of the boys cried. “Go on, Mat;
vou'll only have to hit him once ! .

Sexton Blake jerked the bucket from Mat Smith's hand.

““This is where you fight, not brag !" he said sternly.

But still the hulking youth showed no sign of commg u
to the seratch, and Tinker, taking a quick step forward,
struck him full in the mouth. It was not a hard blow, but
it would prove Smith a coward if he did not respond to
t

it,

At last the latter was aroused, his hands went up, and
he struck wildly at Tinker, who side-stepped with the neat-
ness that Sexton Blake had taught him, and swung his right
on to the bully’s jaw with a force that sent bim staggering
back. :
1t was a fight, richt enongh, and the stable-boys gathered
round in a circle to sec fair play, forgetting their duties for
the moment. . 2

With a savage cry, Smith rushed at Tinker, evidently
meaning to beat him back by
sheer strength; but the boy was
prepared for this, and though he
gave ground, he was clipping in
short-arm. blows all the time,

THE FOURTII CHAP-
TER.

will be entitled:

while, in return, he was only
touched once—a glancing blow
off the shoulder.

. Fullman Indignant—
Sexton BlaKe Proves
the Danger— The
Telegram — Tinler
pis-coversSomething’.
: five o'clock in the
morning Sir Charles
Moreton’s  training-
stable woke to life.
Stable - boys came
sleapily from. their quarters to
perform the first duties of the
.day—the dressing-down of their
“charges and other mattors which
had o be attended to before
exercise-time arrived.
At the door of the loose-box in
which the Shuffler was a
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Down! Tinker had stopped,
his right foot well back, and hiz
left hand shot out and landed
clean between the bully’s eyes,
knocking him backwards. He
seomed in no hurry to get up
again, either.

‘“Get up,” the other lada
cried—"‘ get up, and——"

A cry of alarm broke from the
lad left to watch for the
approach of Fullman, but before
the stable-boys could scurry to
their work, the trainer had
entered the yard.

At sight of Smith on the
ground, Tinker standing over
him, and the other lads doing
nothing, an -angry expression

it!

Prisnner sat Sexton Blake and
Tinker, the former, his eyes half
closed, sucking away at an old

in Advance.

came into his eyes.
“What does this mean?” he

black briar.

* Jest about as much awake as
the average cop, ain't he?"’ one
of the lads remarked. with a _
grin, to another as they passed the detective and his young
assistant. * Bot thoy wouldn’t wake up if someone pinched
all the ‘osses!”

Sexton Blake smoked on placidly, his evelids drooping
more than ever, if anything; hit Tinker reddened. The
boy had good reason to be proud of his master, apart from
being fond of him, and he was not willing to allow the
smallest slight to pass unnoticed.

Most of the lads got to their work without taking any
notice of the defective; but the one who had spoken baofore
seented bent on anunoying him. He was a big. hulking lad
of about nineteen, who was already far too heavy ever to
become a jockey, and Fullman had only kept him on because
Sir Charles was too kind-hearted to throw him out of work.
His name was Mat Smith,

¢ Stick a pin in yer boss,” the youth snecred, as he passed
with a bucket of water, **an’' see if he can detoct that !

This was too much for Tinker, and before Sexton Blake
_could stop him he had leapt to his feet and faced the
hulking youth, although he was nearly a head shorter.

“Come on!"” Tinker cried, sparring up to Mat Smith.
¢TIl toach you to sneer at my master !’

Smith put the bucket of water down, and tried to look
very fierce, especially when he noticed that some of the other
stable-lads had stopped work to sec what was going to
happen, Fullman not being about yet.

“ What d'you think you're going to do, sparrer?” he
asked.

“ Lick you!'' Tinker answered.

Mat Smith laughed, but not with entire confidence. There
was something in the oxpression of Tinker's eyes, and the
way he squared up, that he did not like.
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cried.

“That the lad on the ground
insnlted me, and Tinker has
punished him{" Sexton Blake
answered coolly.

“Has he?" The words broke angrily from Fullman,
“Well, I tell you what it is—you shift from here or I do!
I've managed to look after the horses here for twenty years,
and I'm not having any interference now!”

“You would rather have Starlight nobbled?" Sexton
Blake aslked, and there was just the %aintost suggestion of a
sneer in his voice.

A straighter man than Fullman never lived, but even his
best friends admitted that he was quick-tempered, and ha
proved it now. He raised tho heavy stick that he earried,
and shook it threateningly at the detective.

“QOut of the yard,” he shouted, “or it'll be the worse for
yon !”

““What does all this mean?”

Sir Charles Moreton had entered the yard, and now stood
looking in amazement from his trainer to Sexton Blake.

“ It means this, Sir Charles,” Fullman cried, before anyGne
could answer, ‘that I'm not going to be insulted by having
people put here to mind my horses! I've kept ‘em sale
all the years I've trained for you, and I can keep thom safe
without interference now ! Either Mr. Blake leaves, or you
can find a new trainer!"

Sir Charles pulled uncertainly at his white moustache,

““Vou can't mean that, Fullman,” he said, in a low
voico, * just when both of us hope to realise the dream
of our hifo?"

“71 do mean it, sir!” Fullman answered doggedly. I
thought it an insult to me when you suggested a detectiva
con;ingﬂt’o watch over Starlight, and now I won’t put up
with it! ¥

Sir Charlea opened his lips, but Bexton Blake spoke bafore
he could do se. »
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“ Not much of a dizzuise,”” Bpearing growled, in an un-
believing tone.

Soxton Blake shrugged his shoulders, and turned over the
ashes of the fire again. :

‘Tt is as good a disguise as a horse can have, especialiy
a racer,”” ha answered.

* What next, then?” Spearing jerked.

“To the nearest village, and telephone from there to the
police of everywhere around,” Sexton Blake replied.

Half an hour later the detectives and Tinker entered the
little village of Arrowfield, and Sexton Blake at once hunted
up the nearest telephene, which proved to be at the Star
Hotel, the largest inn in the place. IFor nearly an hour
he was in the box, the telephone number book open before
him, and when he emerged there was a satisfied expression
on his face.

“T think we shall have them,” he said quietly. “I have
*phoned every village within twenty miles, offering a reward
of fifty pounds for news of a grey mare, hough-maned and
short tailed. I think we may as well have another break-
fast: I did not feel much like it earlier.”

There was an eager expression in Sexton Blake's eyes as
he took the telegram from the landlord of the inn.

“ Any answer, sir?”’ the man inguired.

Soxton Blaka tore the euvelope open, read the message
it contained, and smiled.

** How far is Littleworth from bLere?" he asked.

“ Ten miles, sir.”

“Then there is no answer, but you can get a trap ready
for us at once.”

The man left the room, and Sexton Blake tossed the telo-
goam to Spearing. It ran: )

“Two men with grey mare stopped here for food this
morning,—GrEEN, Dragon Hotel, Littlaworth.”

* (ot 'em!” Spearing jerked enthusiastically.

fNot yet,” Soxton Blake answered quietly, “but it's a
trail; and there are few trails to which there are no ends.”

Ten minutes later a trap drove away with the detectives

sand. Tinker, and the old horse between the shafts hustled

along at a pace that he had not known for years, the driver
.urging him on to earn the sovereign that Sexton Blake had
promised him if he sucoeeded in reaching Littleworth inside
the hour.

The money was earned, for it was five minutes under the
hour when the steaming horse was pulled up before the
Dragon Hotel, In the doorway stood an abnormally stout
man, with a face so red, that it scemed to have been recently
painted that colour.

“You Sexton Blake, sir?” he asked, in a wheezing voice,
as the datective alighted from the trap.

“Yesi I have come about the grey mare,” Sexton Blake
answered ; and for all his customary coolness, he could not
keop the cager note out of his voree. ¥ ,

The fat man chuckled and rubbed his hands, as if enjoy-
ing a great jolke,

‘" “How long have Blake
drmanded sharply.

“They ain't gone!” the man answered, with a series of
chuckles that seemed in danger of choking him.  That's
the lark—I gots the fifty!” : e

Spearieg stepped forward exciledly and gripped the grin-
nivg man by the arm, faicly shaking him backwards and
forward.

“0utb with it he jerked. “ Where are they?”

“H-hore!" the fal man panted in between gasps for
breath. I g

Soaxton Blake pulled Bpearing away and confronted the
mwan,

“ What do you mean?” he asked.

The fat man started to chuckle agnin, but stopped hastily
as Spoaring lookad threatening. y

“ They astopped here drinkimg,'"” he answered; “and was
stitl ]{ore when you telephoned.  I've took care they're hera
now,
_ Somothing was too much for the fat man, and this time
ha simply could nol restrain the chuckles.

“ Chcome and see 'em!" Le gurgled.

Sexton Bloke was amazed, and aven his usually immobile
face showed it. That men who had besn clever enough o
steal SBtarlight in the manner thedy had, should make such
fools of thomselves just for the sake of drink, fairly stag-
gared him. He had known criminals do silly things many
a time, but never such a one as this. To have got as far
ns possible bafore the alarm should have been their game.
Why had they not done it? :

** Show me the men!"” he ordered.

 Right you are, sir—this way!" tho fat landlord chuckled.

Waddling along in front of them, the landlord led tha
way to a stable-yard that lay al the side of tho inn, and

thay besn pgone?” Sexton

round the gate of which a group of open-monthed village
loafers were hanging, craning their nocks to 523 inside.

* Make way for the geni what gives rowards for finding
crocks " the fat man chuckled ; and the crowd felt back.

Into the yard went the landlord, and Sexton Blake could
not refrain from smiling as he saw two burly stablemen,
armed with pitchforks, standing guard before the door of
the stable.

“ Popped ‘em in here, gents!” the landlord explained.
‘“This is the guard "—he waved a hugo hand at the two
stablemen—** they gets a quid each if 1 cops the reward ™

**Let them bring the prisoners out,' Sexton Biske
ordered; and Spearing thrust a hand info his pociet and
jinzled the handeuffs.

One of the men with a pitchfork threw the door open.

* Come out o' that—you!™ ha roared.

With surprising readiness the men inside obsyed. Fuerst
came the Shuffler, his cunning face weuaring a look of
righteous indignation, and behind him followed Jerry Long,
whose right eye looked as if it had gol the worst of matiors
in a recent fight. }

“It’'s the man, sir,” Tinker whispered; and Spoaring
stopped forward, the handcuffs ready in his hngers.

* Best come quiet!” he jerked. ““Worsa for you if don't.
Might get hurt, likely—very!™ ' -

Strangely enough, however, the Shuffler did not appear
in the least disturbed. Possibly his pluck came from sfrong
drink, for he was hot entirely steady on his feet, p

“Now then,” he said defiantly ; ** what's the wneanin® o
this 'ere? I lodges an objection, an 'there ain't ne chaace

= o' me payin' forfeit.”

He turned and waved a hand at Jerry Long.

**This is Mr. Long, an’ we wants ter know why we've bin
assaulted an’ kep' prisonors!"

If this was a bluff, it was a mighty good one, and Sexton
Blake's amazement increassd. .

* You are going.to be arrested for stealing a grep Gliy,"”
ha said sternly.

“Stealing?” The word broke from the Shufer almost
in a sob, and he turned and grippad Jorry Long's hand as
if for support. **"Ear 'im, Jerry; arter all these years of
our. 'onest lives they call -us thieves. It's ‘eart-brealun’,
that's what it a!" <

“Think of me poor mother if sha “eard 1L, Jorry Long
answered. ‘‘Don't cut up so, we'll *ave “em for refermation
of character.”

The Shaffer broke away from the grasp of his friend and
faced the detectives defiantly.

** What 'ave we stolen?” he demanded.

YA grey filly!” Spearing jarkad, for he had ool been
moved by this exhibition. . ‘

“The old groy mare?”  The Shuffer laughed hugely.
“*Er what we've "ad and cherished fer fifteen year, and
was goin’ ter try an’ sall, ’causo times is so ‘ard?™
“ Is the mare hero?' Sexton Blake broke in with.

The fat lnndlord, whosa chuckles were fairly doubling him
aip, pointed to snother door of the stable, for he was quito
unable to speak.

" Fetch her out!” Sexton Blake ordered; and one of the
stablemen entered the box.

The aniwal that the man emerged with was cectainly not
Starlight, the thoroughbrod racing filly, the only likeness
batween them being the eolour, 5['his: animal was old, so
ancient, indeed, thai she scarcely seemed abie to deagp ano
leg after the other; one eye was a stone-waller, and ler
ribs were sticking out as if they would burst through their
hide. As for her tail, it was devoid of hairs as a baki
man’s head.

*“There you are,’” the Shufller criad doﬁ;\nﬂy,‘ “hat's
Polly, what ’as bin with us ever since sho was a kitton—
a yearlin’, As kids we played torgether, sharin® cach other's
joy2 an’ eovrers, and now—""

‘hb‘-cxmn Blake stepped forward and gripped the man by

@ nrni, i

* Come with me," he zaid quietir. "I admit @hat {Hus
is not the horse we have lost, Come inte the inn, and we'B
sea if wa can't arrange matters."

The Shuffler fairly besmed, and made a drunkea greab
at the detoctive's hand.

“Now yer speakin'!™ he cried. “Come on, Jorrpi®

“What's the gamo?’ Spearing whispered excitedly, as ha
foltowed behind Sexton Blake and the two men,

“They're not such fools as we thought, thal’s all, the
detective answered, so that the others could not hear,

. Into the hotel went the men, the chuckling landlord lead-
ing the way, and winking at any one of the little parky he
could cateh the ¢ye of.

*What shall T bring you gents?” he manapad o whoess.

“Whisky!” the Shuffler answered rendi!‘yg. " Aa" the
samo fer Jerry--our tastes in drvink is twin-like!
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A minute or so lafer the drinks were on the table, and the
Shufiler, who was cbvicusly very pleatcd with kimeelf, raised
his glass.

*“Ere's luck !’ he gaid.

“ Make the mast of it,” Sexton Blake said in 2 hard voice,
“'it is the last you will taste for some time. I should think
¥ou will get three years—not less!?

The glass dropped from the Shuffler’s hand and splintered
on the floor, and the man suddenly became very sober. His
eyea darted swiftly towards the door, but just in time to sea
Tinlker, who had not geone to the stablés, enter. By the
window stood the burly Spearing, o that retreat was barred
that way, too.

* What—what does this mean?’ the man cried, with a
very poor aftemmpt at bluster.

Sexion Blake seated himself by the table and Iit o cigar.

I means that you have been just a little too clever,’” he
ansyered.

By an cffort the Shuffler pulled himszlf together, but Jerry
Long lcoked thoroughly cowed. -

* Just you tell us what we’ve done!” he snarled.

*“ Sir Charles Moreton's Starlight ha¢ been stolen,” Sexion
IB]a!’.'e answered, “and we can prove that you two stole
herid
_ “How?" the Shuffler managed to ask, but his cunning eyes
tield a frightened look as they turned towards Tinker.

" Precisely,” the detective remarked—'*that boy recog-
niscs you.”

Then all the fight died out of the Shuffler, and he became
ag abject as Jery Long. .

“It’s right, sir,” he whined, ““we've bin on the crook,
sure. But don’t be ’ard on us, it weren't our fault. It was
"Ugh Moreton paid us ter do if, because ’e’s backed Pride
o’ Place, and den’t want the filly ter run.”

| Alad, dressed as a stable-boy, had stepped quietly out of the end box, | 3<¢ar.
| and was now barring the Shuffler’s way to the gate. The tout hesitated
for a second, and then leapt forward, bludgeon in hand,

** Moreton—Sir Charles’s nephew !”” Spearing gasped.

* Yus, that’s the cove what led us into wrong-doin’,”’ the
Shuffler agreed eagerly. *“ We was inncrcent as babés un-
born afore we mer 'im."”

Sexton Blake tock Spearing by the arm and led him aside.
For nearly five minutes he whispered in the worthy official’s
ear, evidently pleading with him to consent to something,

“All right,” Spearing agreed at last.  * Against prin-
ciples, but do it if you think best.”

Sexton Blake turned back to the touts and eyed them
sternly. t

1 am willing to let you go free,” he said quietly,

© What? 'the Shuffler gasped.

*On conditions,” the detective corfocted.

“Do time first, I sunpose,” Jerry Long suggesied de-
jectedly.

Sexton Blake flung the end of his cigar away and lit a
fresh one. Not until he was quite sure that it was burning
to his satisfaction did he speak. and the wailing seemed
to get on the nerves of the two touts,

“ It comes to this,” the detective said at last, “You
know where thic filly is. Well, you give me the information,
and I allow you to go free if you swear to tell no one,
m?}urbng Hugh Moreton, that she has been recovered.

Want it ter ba.a kind ¢’ eurprise fer him?? the Shuffler
suggested, with a knowing look. :

* Precisely,” Soxton Blake agreed.  “Will vou do it?
li{cmem}ber this—if ¥ou break wvour word I \\'il% hunt you
‘I:F:" nh"tn]rcl'i'\g,r{i)‘l“j’r’ long it talkes me, and punish you for steal-

Jerry Long stepped forws and & R e :
du‘t‘ermir}miﬁn \“11; = hif; :\ri nd something like a look of
"Eﬁ’](?(:;;xi'f‘?gx'tillil!‘ wle‘ll go back on yer. sir,)”” he said,

¢ this Moreton over-much, for ‘a'd sell us as
enq}:“:;s a 'oss c:_..[.s a shee.”

. Where is Starlight ! Spearing joiled.

“ Mile back Il:Of‘i{." ﬂxcEf(?;;:[ngilfr‘;g“’idﬂ
large empty ‘ouse with stables at the side,”
the Shuffler answered, * She's quartered
there. We reskoned ter keep ‘er there tiil
the Derby was oxer, then let ’er log=e =0 as
someone could find her,”

alf an hour later the men proved thoir
words by leading the detectives to the
stables in question, and there they found
the missing filly, apparently none the worso
for her experience. And a fow minutes
after that Tinker led her away, Sexton
Blake whispering certain directions that
even Spearing could not overhear,

“We ’ops it now? the Shuffer sug-
gested, in a tone that rather implied a
e uhlt about the datective keeping his
word.,

Sexton Blake nodded, and the two men
Jost no time in hurrying away.

“Chance lost fo punish fwo rogues "
Spearing jerked, staring regretfully after
t5e disappearing: men, and clinking the
handeuffs in his pocket,

“ It is kinder to Sir Charles to let them
ra.”’ Sexton Blake answered thoughtfully.
e would have been bound to prosecute
had the scandal been made public,”

* Good job, too! Spearing snapped.

That evening the London papers had a
good line for their bills, 1t was:

“FAMOUS RACEHORSE STILL

MISSING !
LATEST DETAILS!”

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Dozrby Day — Sir Charles is
Anxiouse —Hugh Moreton
Loughs—Starlight Arrives—
The First Win of the Double.

ERBY DAY!

Crawds of people flocking into
Epsom Town by train, brakes
running backwards and forwards
to the course, always with their
full complément of passengers and a few
over, thousands of men and lads tramping
it along the road; coaches, drags, motor-
cars by the score, cyclists in plenty—all
going to see the most popular race of the

The old stagers were thors 1he men who
more or less lived on racncourses and uinde
fools of themseives by backing horses that
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dirty work for him. He was no longer almost in rags, but
in'& very horsey suib, with a check waistcoat that positively
shouted. A diamond pin was in his red scarf, and another
diamond blazed on the little finger of his right hand.
Evidently the Shuffler had struck oil. >

The Shuffier dropped the large cigar that he had been
smoking as he recognised the man who was alone with him
in the carriage, and his face paled. 1

“ Well—well, this ’ere is a pleasant surprise, guv'nor!”
he managed to say, in a shaking voice.

Hugh Moreton's eyes were full of hatred as he looked
ot the man.

“* Yes,'" he said, between his teeth, ‘T wanted to see you."

The Shuffler moved sideways: but if his intention was to
get near fo the alarm, he did not succeed, for Moreton
seated himself there first, and there was an ugly little grin
on his thin lips.

““So you sold me, Shuffler,” he remarked, in a curiously
steady voice.

The Shufiler fumbled with a fresh cigar, and his fingers
shoolc badly as he lit it.

‘“Me!"’ His voice was full of pained surprise.

**¥es, you, you cur!’ Moreton cried savagely, his anger
blazing out.

The Shuffler dropped his hand into the pocket where his
life-preserver lay, for even in the days of his prosperity he
wa3s nof without it, and felt distinctly more at his ease.
Even Moreton's supegior strength would not stand a chance
against a erack from that, he decided,

“Look 'ere,” he growled, ‘““there ain’t no need ter call
n cove 'ard names. Besides''—the man was gaining con-
fidence, and a cunning look had come into his eyes—‘’ow
do you know I let yer down?”

“Starlight started and won!” Hugh Moreton snapped.

‘“ Admifted, guv’nor,” the Shuffler answered; ° but "ow
wa3s I ter answer fer a black-"earted scoundrel like Jerry
Yong?' :

Hugh Moreton laughed harshly, for he knew well enough
that the Shuffler was lying, and that he had sold him. A
gleam of hope entered his drink-muddled brain. This man
had won, that could be seen plainly enough. He must bo
made to hand over some of his gains.

Hyen a weel back Hugh Moreton would have scorned to
talke money from the tout, but he was in such desperato
sfraits now that nothing was too low for him to do.

‘“Anyway, you won!"” he said, in a careless voice, loung-
ing back in his seat.

The Shuffler chuckled, all his confidence returned, and
patted his breast-pocket.

“Not 'alf, guv'nor!” he agreed, with a grin.
all mugs, yer know!” {

Hurgh Moreton examined the tout with his eyes, noting
the narrow shoulders and the thin chest. If it came fto
trouble, ha would be able to beat him easily enough, he
depided.

“Give me a ¢igar,
smaokes.”

“We ain't

” he said quietly, “I am out of
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The Shuffler produced a richly-mounted case, and Hugh
Moreton helped himaelf.

‘*Now, this 'ere is sociable!” the
getting friendly, “‘Suppose you 'as a snack with me when
we géts ter town?"

Hugh Moreton's face clouded angrily, but he recovered
his composure.

“I don't think s0," he answered; ‘I shall have plenty
of money by then."”

$Ho!” The Shuffler laughed, as if highly amused.
#Didn’t come orf so bad, after all, then?” .

Hugh Moreton glanced above his head, to make sure that
he was placed right under the handle of the alarm, and
that the other man could not get to it, and it was his turn
to laugh.

‘“How much have you cleared?” he inquired.

““Jest over a thousand,” the Shuffler answered hastily.
He spoke the truth, for evers halfpenny that Moreton had
given him had gone on Starlight for the double event beforo
the odds.were too cramped by the filly's first win.

“Call it five hundred each,” Hugh Moreton said slowly,
thro“;:pg the mateh with which he had lit his cigar out of
the window. “There is no nced to argue about odd
pounds.’’ ‘

“What?!  The Shuffler allowed the ornamental cigar-
t_:é:;? to fall to the floor of the carriage. **’Ere, come orf
i

“I am not aware that T am on it yet,” Hugh Moroton
answered coolly, ““but that I am going to be I can assure
you. Just you remember this, my friend—you've let me in
for every pennyi I've got"—the man’s voice grew hard and
his eyes flashed—*"while you have won. Well, I can’t shate
my losses with you, curse you, but you can share your gains,
and you are going to.”

A frightened look crept into the Shuffler’s cunning cves,
and he moved further away along the carriage. J

“ Chuck if, guv'nor,"” he whined, ‘“an’ talk 'orse-sensa !’

I am talking "—Hugh Moreton carefully flicked the ash.
from his cigar—*‘ the greatest sense that I have ever talked
in my life.”

“Then you've gone barmy "' the Shuffler enapped.

“ Neither have I gone barmy, us you poetically put it,”
Moreton assured him. *“I simply require money from you,
That should prove my sanity.” 1 3y I,

The Shufflar bubtoned his coat up tightly, and drew ouf -
his lifo-preserver.  The feel of the weapon between his,
fingers seemed to give him confidence. ;

‘“There's yer answer!” he growled.

Hugh Morcton laughed, with a mirth that was not plea-
sant to hear, and quietly pulled out his revolver. /

““I think that settles your anawer,” he aneered. !

The train was whirling on rapidly now, for it was fast
to London, and both men in the comparfment knew that
they could not be interrupted before their destination was
reached unless the alarm-cord was pulled. The knowledgo
frightened the Shuffler, so that perspiration came out in
beads on hw'forg'hcad:_but Hugh Moreton smiled. Never
before in his life had he been so cool and determined.
Before him was a man who had' money, and he was going
to get some of it, by whatever meains, before London. was -
reached. :

$It—it ain't loaded ! the Shuffler tried to bluster.

- Hugh Moreton clicked the revelver open, showed the ends
of the brass cartridges, and clicked it back into place again
before the other could move.

‘' Does that satisfy you?” he asked coldly.

“TIt's—it’s playin’ the gamo low, guy'nor,” the Shuffler
whined, trying fo appear not to be frightencd. *It ain't '
as if I've refused to 'elp yer, either.”

“I didn’t think youn would,"” Hugh Moreton remarked,

with a chuckle,

The Bhuffler drew one banknote from his pocket, and
tossed it across the carriage. Hugh Moreton took it up,
and saw that it was a fiver. He drew out his pocket-book,
sil‘]'lpcd the note into if, and laid it on the seat beside him,.
" ‘L should pay in bigger notes, my friend,” ho said, .
‘otherwise it will take such a time. Quick—fve hundred
to come in all!’ ;

The Bhufler drew another note out, hesitated, then tossed =

it after the first.

*‘That’s better!" Moreton grinned, as he saw that ft was '

a fifty. “1 fancied that vou would see reason.’

Apparently, however, the Shuffler had come to the end
of his reagoning. Ile buttoned his coat tightly again, and
his eyes gleamed savagfly as he gripped the life-preserver.

“You've got all you'll get out o' me!™ he snarled.

Hugh Moreton saw that the man meant what he said, !
but he was none the less determined to wrest the money
from him. TIn his brain formed the idea that he would
get all the thousand, instead of only half of it. 1t would
enable him to ¢lear out of the country, which was too hot
for him noi,

Another long complete Tals of SEXTON BLAKE, Datsctive, appears in to-day's issue of “ The Penn
fon e Pletordal’ a Magazine for men and wom%%: Get & copy naw. |- T =

Shuffler remarked,
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“Suppose T taka it all?’ he
putting his thoughts into words.

But the Shuffler was back against a wall now, and his
fonr had left him.

‘Suppore you try!" he answered coolly.

The life-preserver swung suggestively in the man's hand,
bhut against it was pitted Hugh Moreton’s revolver. The
latter raised the weapon quickly, an angry ery breaking
from him. then hesitated.

Murder! He wanted the money badly, but he shrunk
from .a deed that might pub his neck in a noese. Uncon-
sciously he shuddered, and the barrel of the weapon no
lenger covered the other man.

. The Shufiler laughed, but almoest before the sound had
crossed his lips Hugh Moreton had dropped the revolver
and sprung at him with empty hands. The attack was
sudden and violent, to such a dogree that the life-preserver
was wrenched from the Shuffler’s hand, and he was left to
fight TTugh Moreton on even terms. Lo iy =

The two men grappled round the body, gripping dike
wrestlors, and 1]1:&3!111!Hcr managed to struggle to his feet,
His arms were lockad to his sides, and he fought to get
them free to attack the other’s throat. N -

‘“Swear to give me the money,” Moreton hissed, “aud
1'il let you go!” ¥k, e

**No!" the Shufler sparled, all the fight in bim roused.
He had never been a fighting man, his size and his lamenoss
being against him, but now he folt that nothing would
mduce him to give in, and that he would fight on if it
meant his death,

Backwards and forwards along
pwayed, end the Shuffler forced his arms free and grlp])ec!
the other's throat, but only to have his hands torn away
and to reccive a jarring blow between the eyes. I‘_"l“’ f
wild beast he sprang as he recovered from the shock, and
together he and his opponent went to the floor. fa4%

Not a word was spoken now, neither of the men willing
to waste his breath. Both lnew that the fight was fo be
n long one. Hugh Moreton was astounded at the strength
that his lama antagonist was displaying, and fight though
he would, he could net yvet
. e wanted to stun his man, so &
from him without trouble.

By a mighty effort, usin

between his teoth,

=.’L£t]

get a hold that meant victory.
hnt he'could tale the money

all his remaining strength, the
Shufller. serambled free. of his opponent and leapt to his
fect. Ho glanced round quickly, and leapt stroight to
where the handle of the alarm hung down. - ;

Hugh Moreton saw the movement, and realised that if
the handle were pulled it would mean capture and disgrace,
and at the same moment his cyes foll on the revolver that
lay on the seaf beside him.

The Shuffler’s fingers were already on the handle, and
with o sneering laugh he turned towards Hugh Moreton.

““Wha wins?’ he snarled,

if he had not spoken the Shuffier would have succeeded

in giving the alarm. but  those fow w_qrds provpd his
wndoing. They just gave Elugh Moreton time to raise rthe
cevolver and hro.
; track! A shriek of agony broke out, and when the smoke
from the cartridge floated out through the window, the
Shuffler was lying quite still on the floor, face downwards,
an ug}]y little irickle of blood coming out from bencath
his body. 3

The revolver fell from IMugh Moreton’s hand, and he
staggered back against the door. His eyes started {rom
their sockets, and he tore at his collar as if it choked him.
He suddenly realised what he had done.

Murder! The man moved forward from the deor, stepped
towards the still forw, but drew back with a shudder. He
could not touch him. The bload coming from beneath him
looked so horrible, and he lay so suggostively still. Surely
-3 but o dead man had cver lain in such a way?

DEReRIT to passed, and during that time Hugh Morelen
£EpInt: A l‘f the body as if it held a terrible fascination
stood staring ﬁhl'ﬂi” wag! numbed, paralysed, by the know-
for him, }IIS!_ - that he had done. ““Murder!™ was the
ledge of the thing “to Ty ough kis brain, forcing itself
word that kept Hoating [t all other thoughts and notions
upon his atiention, 'hm“\t“\?'!‘ a man possessed of a know-
into t.iué bu(-kg}rpun(. h}hﬂnd‘ that a thing that would bring
ledga of one thing oniy,
]:in% to the gallows.

: cutting, shakin,
The train rocked and ratiled oyer = o

ugh Moretonad. that.ha siippod (ol Ter SEE S8 Qi
difficalty kept himself from fa lmbf to seat, picking at
n shudder and a gasp ho dropptd
the cloth with his fingers.
s Bhuflec !’ The cry bro did not move.. .
whisper, but the man on the floor Hl by, and instinetively
Then the lights of a station flaghec “Should 1ot be seen,
Hugh Moreton erouched down 0 that he \yizsible fo anyone
though the body would have been I
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Lo from him in an agonised
e :

the—carriage the men -

standing on the platform. Already ihe knowledge of his
awful guilt and its conscquences possessed him,

Hea moved a hand sideways, and it touched the cold barrel
of the rovolver. He snatched the weapon up and thrust
1t into his pocket. Slowly the fumes were clearing from
his brain, and dimly he asked himself what other ruien in
his position had dane.

Escape! Yes, that was it.

The thought of escaping drove the remainder of the
numbness from his brain, and he turned and Idoked out
of the window. Ahecad showed the lights of a station, and
nearer still the red Jight of a signal at danger. In response
to the latter the brakes were already throwing out showers
of sparks fram the wheels of the train.

Now: was the time to escape, afid Hugh Morcton cautiously
opened the door of the carriage and stepped on to the fooi-
board, It swayed under him, making him feel dizzy; and
it seemed to him as he looked down at the ground still
whirling past, that the train must be travelling at a furious
pace. Then he looked into the carriage, and his eyes fell
{ull upon the body of the Shuffier.

With a groan, Moreton swung round sideways and jnmpod

into the darkness, as far away from the frain as possible.
He struck the ground with his feet, pifched forward, and
went rolling down a grassy bank, landing shaken, but other-
wise unhurt, at the bottom of the slope.
. Shaken with fright, Hugh Moreton rose to his feét, just
it time 1o see the tail-lights of the train disappearing. He
watched them keenly, heaving a sigh of relief as they
vanished from sight, {

It would be some time still before London was reached,
he told himself, and by then he would have been able fo
reach Croydon., There he would stop for a few days, and
he remembered that he had left the money on the hody of
the Bhuffler, and cursed under his breath. But, anyway,
he had ffty-five pounds that the man had handed over
Liefore the fight.

He put his hand to the pocket where he kept his cace.
and o great cry of fear broke from hint as he realised that
it wase not there, but left on the seat of the railway carriage.

It would mean proof—proof positive—that he had eom-
ni.tted the murder. :

Down on to the bank Hugh Morefon gank, his brain ewim-
ming again, and buried his face in his hands. Ouly now
did the real awfulness of what he had done oeccur ta him,
because he had left something behind that would identify
him as the murderer. Thoe police would be after him gs soon
as the body was discovered. and then A

With a terrible ery Hugh Moreton leapt to his feel. and
¢tood staring round jufo thg night as if he already heard
s pursuers closing in upon hin. .

Then he stumbled off in the darkness, and ran ou blindly,
rushing inte fences, scrambling through them, to zo on
again. Into ditches he shipped, but ouly to leap out and
rush on.

He wanted to gel away—away from the spot wheve lLe
Lad commitied the murder. Beyond that he knew nething.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Moreton Hall—A Surprise Visit—' Help Me
to Escape!”—Spearing Arrives—Mercy:

IR CHARLES AIORETON sighed as he lit a cigar.

He and Sexton Blake had dined alone this Saturdey

after Starlight’s vietory in the Qaks, and Siz Charles

L certainly had not shown the cheerfulness that might

bave been expected from him under the civgun-

stanees. The deteclive had done his hest to rouse him, but

all to no purpose. He was like a man possessed of a sorraw
that rose above all other. considérations, A

1 am afraid I am poor company for you, Mr, Blake?”
ke said in a low voice.

“Perhaps I' can guess how you fecl,” the ({eteciive

unswered quietly.
. It's Hugh!"  The name broke from Sir Charles almost
in a sob. T know the poor boy's been a bad Jot at times,
but that’s no reason 1 should have let him get into the uess
over Starlight.”

" Is it as bad as that?' Sexton Blake asked, thoush he had
good reason to know that the man was absolutely ruined.
He had no ‘great particular sympathy for hiw, snd would
have had no compungtion in handing him over to the pelice.

" Yes!” Sir Charles said shakily. = All to-day I have
been making inquiries—that is why T went to town—and I
hear that he has been badly hit.”

* What is he doing?’ Rexton Blake asked, though the
matter did not interest him.

**He hax disappearcd.” ol UhA

The lids were raised sharply from his eyes, and there was
an cager light in them.

i DR'NK'” A Fn:s.elnntl_ng Story, specially written ta appeal to
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THE *'‘UNION

““8urely he would have come to you, if things had been
as bad—"' A 21

A footman eatered the room,
his usually wooden face.

** Mr. Hugh Moreton, Sir Charles,” he said.”

. The old man rose totteringly to his fect, his limbs twitch-
ing, and it was only by an effort that he contrived to speak.

*Show him into the library,” he said.

The door closed behind the footman, and Bir Charles
collapsed into a chair. Sexton Blauke poured brandy into
a glass and held it to his lips, and he recovered somewhat.

_ I must go to him,” he. said falteringly. ‘I must not
forget that be is my dead brother's son. It is my duty to
stand by him whatever he has done.”

“Then I come with you!” Sexton Blake answered frmly.

* You are not fit to be alone:”
_Sir Charles nodded silently in assent, and, leaning on
the deteclive’s arm, walked towards the library. As {hey
entered Hugh Moreton rose from a chair, his hands grippdd
ihe back of it, as if ready to use it as a weapon, His face
was dead-whife, his clothes were muddied from head to foot,
and his collar was gone.

a startled expression on

“Hugh " Sir Charles gasped, the pitinble spectacle bafore

him sceming to restore something of his strength.

But Hugh Moreton was glaring at Sexton Blake, and now
he swung the chair from the floor.

“Yon sha'n't take me without a struggle!” he cried
fiercaly. -

“Take you! What do you mean?’ Sir Charles cried in
amazement.

“Don’t tell me that you don’t understand ! Hugh More-
ton answered, with the leugh of a madman. *Why have
you brought that man here if it is not to arrest me for the
murder of the Shuffler 7
 “Murder!” Sir Charles swayed back-against the detfec-
tive, who kept him from falling. “ You have commitied——
murder?”

Hugh Moreton looked round with eyes full of terror, and

pa‘sﬁed his tongue over his dry lips.
.o I didn’t mean. te do if,” he said in a shaky whisper.
I was desperafe, and he robbed me. He had a thousand
pounds on him. and he wouldn't share with me, though
through him I had lost ten thousand !

‘Go on!” Sexton Blake commanded; in a hard voice. In
that morning’s paper he had seen a repoit concerning the
finding of a wounded man in a carringe of a train from
Epsom, and that Mr. Spearing, of Seotland Yard, was
already following up an important clue. At the time he had
1o reason to connect the crime with Huech Moreton, but
now he understood. There was the man's rage at seeing
the tout who had sold him, the sight of money, and——"

*“T never meant to kill him,” Hugh Moreton wailed again.
“He threatened me, and we fought. He broke loose, and
made for the alarm, and I—T il

“Shot him,” Sexton Blake put in coldly, as the man
hesitated.

Hugh Morefon dropped into the chair,
face in his hands.

Then it was that Sir Charles showed the:stuff of which
he was made. He pulled himself free from Sexton Blake's
support, and faced him.

“Mr. Blake,” be said in a steady voice. * there must have
been times in your ¢arcor when justice had to be put aside.™

“1I have always done what I thouzht right,” the detective
answered simply.

Hugh Moreton- rese {o his feet, and held his hands out
pleadingly.

“Give me enough to get away!"
I never meant to kill him!”

“Bilence I'"" Sir Charles ordered sternly,
to the detective.
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aht] buried his

he gasped, “I swear

and turned again

JACK LIBRARY.”

“* You have helped me loyally,” ho continued, * to achieve
the ambition of life, the accomplishment of which is, after
all, but dust and ashes; and now I want you to do an even
greater thing.”’ ¥ :

“¥Yest” Sexton Blake quericd, though he knew well
enough what it was that the old man was going to ask hin.

“Through my folly, this man has committed a grievous
sin,”” 8ir Charles continued falteringly, ‘' and it must not be
through my hands that he is brought to justice. I must give
him a chance to escape—if you will let me.”

Sexton Blake stood silently considering. He knew that
Hugh Moreton was a blackguard of the worst type. What
good would it do to-bring him to justice? If would mean
tfm dragging of a fino old name through the mud, a scandal
that——

There was a sharp knock on the door, and Sir Charles

placed himself between it and Hugh Moreton just as a foot-
man looked in. ) ’ 2

*“ My. 8pearing, of Scotland Yard, is here,” the man said
in a frightened vaice. v

*“Bhow him into the dining-room,’’ Sir Charles answered
steadily; ‘“and {ell him that I will be with him in a
minufe."”

The servant left, and, as he did so, Huzh Moreton leapt
to his feet, his hunted eyes turned towards tha window.

“ Give me money—quick!” he gasped. “Tf I get away
from here, T will try to leave the country and start a fresh
life abroad. I swear it!" f

Bir Charles turned to Sexton Blake, a world of pleading
in his eyes.

“ Shull he have his chance?” he asked.

““Yes,"” the famous detective answered simply.

Sir Charles dropped on his knees before the safe, and
fairly wrenched it open. He snatched oufs a bundle of
notes and a bag of gold and thrust them into his nephew's
hands. ;

Hugh Morcton stood dazed. But he was not permitted
to do so for long: Sexton Blake gripped him by the
shoulders and thrust him towards the window.

**Go, you fool!” he said sharply. **Make north, don't
"attempt fo ship from any of the southern ports."” iz
Hugh Moreton disagppeared through the window, and

Sexton Blake fastened it behind him. As he turned away,
the door of the room was thrown open, and Spearing, very
red in the foce and excited, dashed in, .

“ Got warrani for arrest of Hugh Moreton I’ he jerked.

Sir Charles Moreton was fighting for his nephew’s life,
and the control that he exercised over himself was remark-
able. 2 i

*“1 beg your pardon, sir,”" he asked, in a cool veice, ** but

- what are you doing here?” !

" Already told you!" the worthy official jerked.

* May I ask what he has done?’* 8ir (,'hnrljcs inquired.

* Attempted murder!” Spearing snapped. * Man nick-
named Shuffler—shot in train froni Epsom, but not killed L

Something between a sob and a sigh broke from Sir
Charles, and he gripped the adge of the table hard.

“T am more tﬁun grieved to hear that,” he said in a low
voice. “'If you think there is any likelihood of—of ftha
accused being here you are at liberty to search the house."

Mr, Bpearing glared, looked from Sir Charles to Sexton
Blake, and back again.

* Will take your word nat here if give it!" he jerked.

Sir Charles bowed in acknowledgment of the compliment.

“You have my word, sir,” he answered quietly, May [
have thé pleasure of offering you any refreshment before
you leave?”

““No!"” 8pearing snapped. **No time to waste. Can’t
have left London, after all, 'Night!” !

Out of the room went Spearing, then the front door hanged.
As the sound rgn('lmd the library, Sir Charles dropped
limply into a chair. )

“Thank Heaven it is not murder!” he whispered.

“And that he may get away and have a fresh start
abroad,” Sexton Blake answered, with his hand on the old
man's shoulder. For five minutes they were like that, thon
Bir Charles sat up, a look of determination in his eyes.

“I had thonght that there was no harm in the way I race,’
he said huskily; *“vot it has hrought about one man’s ruin:
To-morrow I will give orders for all my racehorses to bo
sold ; and should Hugh'get abroad and let me know where
he is, all the proceeds shall go to him.” y

“ And Starlight?”

Just for one moment a ftriumphant look
old man's eyes.

**No, not Starlight!” he said. * I shall always keep her.
It is not her fault that the accomplishment of my ambition

has turned to hitterness.”
as turnec to bitterne A Soleadid Tale of
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ji A Magnificent Story of the Sea in the Days of the Pressgang. ;;
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NEW READERS SHOULD COMMI%N}QE H:'IERE. :
Sitting by the seashore of the little fishing village o
f'cllillg,gF!‘({,l]k Fenton, a sturdy lad of about _fiftee?, sfes ]1.
boat manned by Nayy men swiftly approaching the ug(.
He realises that it is the dreaded pressgang, und_ rushes
off to warn the male inhabitants of the village, v.l:u‘:nt u:e
tuccessful in hiding {from the King’s men. In his an‘.}n_ ¥ to
warn his friends, however, Frank is himself cupﬁu:a e
The pressgang is under the command of a bu I3ing | oets
gwain’s mate named Gumimel, who treats Frank ]?1'“ }:utf:
wanner. This is alleviated, howuvcr,dlu&érl'ljlt:ifl;mnds ip shown
him b od-natured seaman named i
A ﬁ&lﬁlgguddcnly arises, and Frank is the means of rescu-

i i :ed crew of Frenchmen. e y
,ﬂ{‘}: iﬁf{ﬁ“ﬁq}ﬁﬂu.og ;ar Licutenant Travis is priimn%l the
guarterdeck, waiting for the captaln Lnlnl c::n:gcabr;:g.; il fm::
very much concerned when he hefxrs :p'] Yo aRe i

under Gummel are believed to have perisiy ]

ench Prisoners.
waid Travis gravely. “Perhaps the
something to do \\',x:th their dis-

The !:‘f
“That's bad news!
elorin of last might has
appearanee.’ . 41 4 ;
st oo eslion ARG SR i i
i t. **In either ¢ase we /059 , and at th
el men more than anything.

present moment we need e e e I P b ed
t Ay, we do,” d Mr. Travis, *‘for I'm hanged if

we need boys!’ tdshi hom Lieut Travi

shipman whom Lieutenant Travis
B ‘:‘]1‘ :',hitnl_]‘:_ﬁr!?:xlilgllerm:“de:‘k with the information that a
ad sen h

) . { from the shore.
{‘G'lffi}:;f “ite ::::g ?!ge captain's gig,” ha added, a moment

later. ! fal R B el 1t Eald
; after alll” eried Lientenar aldane,
 Perhaps My lads, ¥ § rard.  ** Yes,” he conti d
e i war shoreward. es," he continue
pringing his Inse to bea i s .

g,-\ nice boatload of fellows they seem to he

:

assente

“dg it 18! i
bringing 1=° in'e gig?? asked Travis impatiently

oy gptain’g gig! ~ RSKEC ravis 1niyg ¥.

i Bﬁt :gi-‘!feg“l‘-nfc criongh.  Still moored sougly io the
Q”ﬂ"-”, replied the second luff.

“ar. . Cartwright, cblige me by firing the stern-gun once
1" bawled Lieutenant Travis.

Bang! A puff of white smoke fled from the stern, and
warled right away over the dancing wavelefs; but, like the
previous signal, this was also passed unnoticed, and tl\u
eaptaif’s gig remained fast to the shore. X

Mr. Travis looked at his chronometer. {

"In ten minutes we shall lose the tide!” he exclaimed.
“¥f we lose it, we lose it. I cannot help it. If the Govern-
mient thinks I'm going to play the rols of nursemaid in my
old age, and look wfter all the little boys it sends to sea, it's
confoundedly mistaken

In the meantime not cene l\qaﬂomlj but twe had put off
from the ghore, and weré nearing the Fearless,

Tach boat was h”“.!n“"_”' """!" 80 that she sank gunwale
deep in the water. 1HEEE could not have been less than
forty in the two bod

“iPhatls something
luntly, as he eurvey®
fiearge, what confoilnl

ts,

m‘-cl:” exduimﬁ_d Mr.
d the opproaching bodts. *“But, by
da“;? sl.rn.rlaglc-lr‘:oklgu? fellows moat of
hem are! Where conil Guiung’ sere Dol than gp s
U “('-omn‘“}mﬁ:.d eipr! said the bl';ll!s;éams mafe n fow
minntes later as he saluted Mr. MMaldane on the main.

1
(i 1 4 ; t v
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EcninllE fo return ap all.”
“ 1t were the storm, sir.
Bit

Haldane jubi-

ible bad storm it we
A mrn{i:) be surel™ o
ne compassionately,
1, though, in your
have you brought

. and a awful night we ba’ had.nmn
bPoor fellows ¥ iy My, Haldnn
" You seel to have sucoceded very Ul
miasion: | Tell me, how many volun
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Wil b3 eptigtads.

Why, you have brought aloul five-and-twenty aloard. What
do you mean, siy? ™

* Twenty-two there he, sir—French prisoners!’

‘i -~ 1 ", 3

French prisoners!” repeated Mr, Travis, who had
descended to the main-deck. ‘“Where have you heen to
take French pritonars?”

Before Gummel could yeply, little Hilton hailed the deck
again,

* Caplain’s gig put off, sir!”

“ Very good,” rveplied Mr. Travis: ‘‘yon can come on
deck. Muster your men and prisoners on ihe main-deck,
Gummel. You may tell vour story to the captain. It may
amuse him,” growled Mr. Travis under his breath, as he
stalked away. 3

Captain Montagu Displays Some Ignorance
and the Goodness of his Heart —The
ShipwrecHed Frenchmen—Frank Reaps
his Reward.

Captain. Montagn mounted on deck in
unlike the uzual forial method of boarding their vessels
prafet-lsccl Uy commanders of a more sober age,

“Here we are,, Mr, Travis! ‘A hitle late, eh? Awfuly
sorry} But, vou gee, the Bath coach was late. and L ex-
peeted several things fo come down by it. Hereihere!
San, be yery careful of that package. Take it down to my
cabin, Now, Mr. Travis, if you please, we will “‘Qigfl
anchaor.”
. There waa something very like a
leutenant's faco, as he replied :

I exceedingly regrot to €ay, sir; that we cannet weigh

a4 manner very

smile of triumph on the

nm:]]:rir. ¢
“Eh—what? Can’t weigh anchor, eh? Stuck. T eu ipose?
What a confounded nuisance! We shall have o m,xf the

cables, then.”

‘‘The fact is, ®ir,” said Mr. Travis, “we cannol w eigh
anchor, Lecause the tide no longer serves. We have niiscd
the ebb, and could never clear the river mouth,™

“THow eame we fo nuse the tide?™ demanded the captain.

“ Waiting for you, eir!” returned the Heutenant imali
ciously,

Captain Montagu was silent.

“It's a confounded nuisarce!™ he. said at lengih. By
George, 3t 15! But 1 suppose thai there i3 a—h'm!
another tide of some kind some titne or other?™

"“Yes, sir, T helieve the fide 15 very regular in these
parts,” said Mr. Travis, with a twinkle 1 his eye.

“T'm glad to hear that. When is the next?”

*The tide will suit us, siv, in, 1 should =ay. about six ov
seven hours.”

* Good gracious! Are vou sure there is not one before?”

By this time all the crew, who were assemnbled on the
main-deck, were sniggering behind their hands,

*There is not one before, sir,” sait My. Travis coldly,
casting, meanwﬂile, a etern, authoritative look towards the
men which quicted their merriment instantly.

“Then I suppose we mi=t grin and bear it. But whao are
these fellowa?™ exclaimed the captain, as for the firsf time
bhe hecame awere of the presence of Gummel’s prisoners.

“*Why, AMlr. Travis, where in the name of goodness did
you ecollect thesa curiosities?”

1 was about to ask Cummel, the boatswain’s mate.
whom wo sent in charge of a boat on impressment duiy,
where he {ound these men, when you came on board, eir.
With rour permission, I will now ask Gummel to give an
dccaunt of hineelf.”

'Certainly ! ' said the captain.

tien Guinmel, looking very ahject, came farward, and
Pullt‘d hia forelock in a humbly respectful manner. In reply
h‘;’qleﬂ fquestions Mr. Travis ymt to him, he briefly narrafed

$ I‘P(-rno.nocs at Pelling, until he came to the storm, when
‘mlﬁ"f‘o:‘}“"ﬂﬁfd, stopped, and finally retreated, to mgke

W, wom"’g, ins, who taok up the thread of the story.

“Owin® great gune, yer worship, s yer warship

1% A Fascinnti
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is perhaps aweer, and it was as much as we could do to
stand up agen the wind, which was that violent as ye
seldom see in thess parts. and the sea, it was somethin’
‘terrific. But that young'lad who was with us, the volunteer,
which his name is Frank Fenton—which is 2 good name—
he bLends the cable o himself, and ses he, ‘I'll swim fer it.’
€It can't never be donel!’ cries Bill Hardin’. But the lad.
he ses no more, and afore we could lay hold on him he was
in the ragin’ water.

“Nat'rally, me and my mates gives him up for lost,
certain sure; but afore he went off the jetty, the lad, 'e ses
to us, “‘¥e meet me at the ’stremity o' the Devil's Finger—

“beggin’ yver worship’s pardon. So we weighed anchor, and
hore down the jetty, the wind a-howling down on our star-
board side, so it was a mercy we weren't blown out to
seg——

“Cut vour yarn short, my good fellow said the cap-
tain. ‘‘Some of the wind you encountered last night seems
to have been retained in your lungs, aud you are giving us
the bencht of it now. You, I presume, went to this place,
the Devil's Finger, and waited in the bar for your young
friend. Is that not so?” % : 1

“Lotr’ love yer honour, the Dévil's Finger ain’t a public-
house! It's jest a sbretch of sand pointin’ out to sea, like
nothin’ so0 much in life as a thunderin’ great finger. There
we waited, a whole crowd o’ us, for some of the fishermen
had come out o' hidin’ to lend a hand to some ship in dis-
tress. Never for a blessed minute did we 'spect to see the
youngster alive again. But he gained the Finger, arter all,
and the rope he carried wi’ him saved the lives of the crew
o' the vessel that had gone to pieces on the Leeward Rock.”

“ 1t was a French vessel, I presume?” said Mr. Travis,

One of the Frenchmen now came forward, and bowed to
the captain’ of the Fearless ‘and to the assembled  officers:
He was a tall, fine-looking man, with a pair of shoulders
that might have stood the burden of an ox.

“ May it ba permitted zat I speak a few vords?’ he asked,
in very fair English.

The captain bowed in assent, although the Frenchman had
addressed himself to Mr. Travis, thinking, no doubt, that
he was the commander.

‘I am ze captaine of ze barque La Belle Susanne, vhich
vas wreck upon your coast las' night. My name is Jules
Fournier; of age I have tirty-tree. Ve vas bound for zc

rt of Caldis viz a cargo of rhum and spice from ze Vest
ndies, but ze storm it so break out gouvernail—vat you call
helm, ruddair—zat ve become unmanageable, and soon, ma
foi, zo mast, over he go by ze board; zen anozair, and ve
are vizout help.

f“Zen it vas zat we drift upon your shore, and ze petit
garcon, zeé little English boy, he risk himself so that ve are
saved. To him, my crew and I, we owe our lives, ze brave
boy. And so, monsieur, if come about zat ve are your
prisonaires.”

And the French captain concluded with another low bow
to the English commander.

** Well, monsieur,” said Captain Montague, “you have
my sympathy for your great miefortune, and my congratu-
lations for your narrow cscape. I cannot regard you and
your men in the light of prisoners; I consider you rather as

uests, whom an adverse fate has thrown temporarily on our

ospitality. The English Government would not, I feel
sure, wish to take advantage of your misfortune, and I will
s0 far take it upon myself to tell you that you are free, and
that on the first oppertunity I will restore you to your
conntrymen.’

Now, while Jack Tar hates Johnny Crapaud with a
healthy hatred, he yet loves, as he always will, a noble and
generous sentiment like that ubtered by Captain Montagu:
And no sooner were the words out of the captain's lips, than
a hearty cheer went ringing and echoing up to the tops of
the lofty masts of his Majesty’s ship Fearless.

As for the Trench captain, he was profoundly touched,
and the tears started to his eyes as he thanked Captain
Montagu for his humane treatment of himself and his men.

““You are my guest for tho present, Captain Fournier,”
said the young captain. * Your men will be well cared for
forward.  But before I conduct you below, I would like to
gee the lad who was fortunate enough and brave enough to
be of service to you. Gummel, bring forward the boy who
saved the crew of the Belle Susannc.”

Guommel sulkily obeyed. Ile had taken an intonse dislike
to Frank, for a cowardly nature like his was as opposed to
a mature such as Frank's as fire i3 to water, and Gummel
had not forgotten the blow Frank had dealt him. Now,
Franlke was going before the captain, perhaps to receive
some words of kindness and encouragement, or some mark
of fayour that would be goll and wormwood to him
(Gumunel); but the order had to be obeyed.

“ Wanted by the captain!” ssaid Gummel gruffly. “ Come,
hnsry yourseif! Who the blue blazes are you that you
sliould keep the captain waitin’?”

(LA

Frank made no reply, but followed Gummel from the fore-
castle, where he had been put immediately upon boarding
the Fearless. Frank had not yet acquired the sailor’s
method of obeisance, the scrape of the leg and the tug at
the forelock, so he bowed, and by a lucky intuition, he
bowed to the right man, and did not make the mistalke the
French captain had fallen ioto. v

“What is your name?" the captain demanded.

“Frank Fenton, sir.”

The young captain smiled in so kindly a manner that
Frank, who had been trembling with awe, at once took
fresh eourage.

“Do I understand that you willingly volunteered to serve
the King, or were you improssed?’’

. I was a willing volunteer, sir,”” replied Frank, speaking
in a high, clear voice. -

“*Geod'!” said the captain. And he turned lo Mr. Travis,
with whom he had a short conversation in an undertone,

““Yes, sir, you have a right to do so, if you wish,” said
%_Ir. Travis. Then Captain Montagu turned again towards

rank.

‘“Mr. Fenton,” he said, “in recognition of your
courageous act of last night, I have decided fo put you on
my quarter-deck; von shall be rated as midshipman. Mr.
Cox, my third licutenant, will instruct vou in' your duties.
You may go.below to the cockpit and make the acquaintance
of your future messmates.”

Then, taking the French captain’s arm, without giving
Frank the opportunity to stummer his thanlks at this un-
expected slice of good luck, Captein Montagu went below,
followed by a lusty cheer from his men.

Frank, with his new rank on him, went below to the cock-
pit. He was still clad in his accustomed dress—a knitted
blue jersey, a cap of ths same material, and a pair of rough
serge trousers. ardly the style of dress for a midshipman
on board a smart frigate,

The cockpit was screened off by bulkheads, and a small
aparfment was thus formed, which went by the name of the
midshipmen’s quarters.

It was a dark, sparsely-furnished place, reeking most
villainously of oil, and alive with rats and cockroaches. Its
light emanated from a porthole during the daytime, and
from a small swinging oil-lamp in the hours of darkness;
but in both cases the illumination was most inadequate, and
the whole place was in a constant state of twilight. At a
long deal table four young men—or, to speak more
accurately, boys—were scated on as many sea-chests.  They
had a greasy pack of cards, with which thay were playving
some game of chance, the stakes of which comprised a
miscellaneous collection of personal property, such as knives,
brass buttons, books, insignificant articles of jawellery—real
and imifation—aud even a few shirts, well folded-up on tha
table, ready to change ownership if fortune so willed it.

They looked up as Frank entered, conducted by the
pimply-faced surgeon’s assistant, by name Sumpter, who
had been told off for the duty.

‘“Hallo. what's up?"' cried one. “ Who's your mate,
Sumpter?”’ : .

* Mate of vours, not of mine,’ said Sumpter super-
ciliously. *‘This, gentlemen, is your new messmate, Mr.
Frank Something or other, who, having saved a parcel of
Johnny Crapoos from an untimely death, has been rewarded
for his services by being allowed to share this sumptuous
apartmont with you.”

‘‘ That's rather prettily said!” cried one of the midship-
men. “ Let’s have it again, my worthy knight of the pestle
and mortar!”

‘*Shut up,
sittiggion.”’d i

1 should advise you to sit on the rest of the pack a3
well.” said Sumpter, “because old Cox’ll be hea[\'ri.rc;é in
sight in a moment."

The cards were instantly whisked away, and the stakes
swept from the table just as a step was heard outside.

Howaever, it was not their enemy, the third lieutenant but
th~ir messmate Harry Hilton, who entered. /

“I congratulate you, Fenton.” said Hilton, walking
straight up to Frank and holding out his hand. * You de-
serve your luck, and the captain’s a brick to recognise vour
plucky behaviour.” ]

The cordiality of Hilton’s weimnﬁo.. and warm shake of

‘arstairts! That's my Jack of hearts you're

. the hand revived Frank's drooping spirits.

:: Thank you very much,” he said.

I say, 1{1“01},’: interposed the youth who had been ad-
dressed as Carstairs, and who was the son of a wealthy
draper in London, “ you don’t mean to snv that we've got
1o associate with that chap, do you really 7’

(Another grand, long instalment of this thrilling
sea yarn next Friday. Mention Henry St John's
Spiondid new seorial to your chum. He js sure to

want to read it. Plense order next wesk’
advance.) il
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traight, Symmetrical, and Graceful Figure
is ﬁ}?&%’oﬁm af %orr:_'(tt light Exercise. The Sandell-Gray Figure
Trainer is the result of 15 years of close study of thé Human
Frame, and in this unique apparatus is carefully ~
thought out the only true basis from which

GURE TRAINER.

ique Apparatus, Scicﬁtiﬁc in Construction and Movément, for Malking the Body Erect, Graceful.
Un“‘ﬂnd ‘3’ Attaches Direct to User’s Body. §
FOR BOTH SEXES, from Childhood to Old Age.

THE MOST NOTABLE INVENTION IN PHYSICAL APPLIANCES FOR THE LAST FIFTY
PATENTED AND TRADE MARKED s
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No Wall or

IN TEN COUNTRIES.

In spite of wastly increased attention given nowadays to
physical culture, the modern civilised man and woman often
exhibit marked signs of physical deterioration. WIHY ! The first
reason is up to now the absence of any real
intelligent method. The kind of work advoeated

all bodily and organic improvement can be
derived. It has been ascerfained beyond dispute
that the cssence of True Exercise is Bodily
Resistance, a fact which, strange to say, i_mq .
been completely overlooked hy‘thc Leading
Exponents of Physical Culture. Every ounce of
ressstmmc 'creatct]l. by the human body means
5 - shysieal energy.

e Mier of a Sandell-Gray Figure
Trainer creates all his own resistance by bring-
ine his bedy into direct opposition with tl'lt_- ;
apparatus. It beingattached tothe user's
body, it is the most perfect Body Developing
Apparatns extant, and by no other method can
a straight, 5.\-111|u|.'tr|t=l&. n;lrl \\'El‘l::il.'t ﬂ;'rurt,: be
obtained.  The Sandell-Gray  Figure Frainer
attachesby the Feet, _Slumhlew‘ :En(i W aist, and is
:]lcoll!\'[)ll_\'n'i(:&ill.p]ﬂl.'.lllltt‘ﬂ'ilhl)f G00 varieties h‘ul.l-
ingin all parts of the World that complieswith this

so much of late years by “‘strong men” ar
Hweight-lifters,” by whom one is advised to make
supreme efforts to pull a wall down by means of
cords attached thereto, or to indiscriminately
juggle with dumb-bells, clubs, and such-like, is
harmful, excepting perhaps to the ** Sureival af
the fittest.”

With the Sandell-Gray every muscle in
the entire body is correctly and gently exercised
at, one and the same time in different ways by
different. exercises, consequently every separate
movement tends to make the body as @ whole
more physically perfect, supple, and graceful.
The principle of self-attachment, so simple, yet
soseientifically importaiit, is the principal feature
)\ of a series of patents in the prineipal Countries

of the World. y g b

Presented to cvery purchaser of a

Sandell-Gray is a course of selected move-

i stiverequirenient. Afterafew wecks’ use of

L;‘,L!’g‘;{}{l;;{{ﬂumy Figure Trainer you actually appear taller,
When exereising with an appliance attached to

the wall, theamount of bodily resistance ereated is comparatively

emall. o is the wall that gets the most of if.

mentsadapted tohis orher physical needs.  These
movements comprise a period of three months’ instruction, and,
carriedd out with trifling care and patience, will create a really
remarkable and striking improvement in the Carriage, Deportiment,

FOUR DAYS FREE TRIAL.

qhe Price of the Sandell-Gray Figure Trainer is 15s,,
{ogether with 8 months’ course of individual instruction, but ‘tlu:
nmmutuq complete will be sent with a preliminary series of h_mr
Lessons on Four Days' ABSOLUTELY FREE TRIAL to any genuine
n'mn'limmt. on receipt of o deposit of 25 Gd. as evidence of good
faith. You will be surprised at the benefit you will receive, even in
go short o period ; but in the remote ':_hmn-c of your feeling for any
reason dissatisfied with the results, kindly send back the m..wlnne,
when your money will be reurned in full, Fill up the Coupon
and post to us to-day. Applications are attended to in rotation
of rveceipt,
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| The Sandell-Gray Figure Trainer, Ltd.

Figure, and Health of the nser
ER.

A THREE MONTHS COURSE OF

FREE INDIVIDUAL INSTRUCTION GIVEN
. TO EVERY PURCHAS

Please send e on trial one Sandell-Gray Figure Trainer, for

which 1 enclose P.O. for 25. 6d. If atthe end of fowr days I am
diszatisfied with it, I any to send it back, and all insnay paid by ine
i to be returned ; or wpon making ¢ second payment of Js G, (at
the end of fowr days), and three consecrlive monthly paynents of
Js., the apparatus becontes my entire piroperty,

Name .
Address

(Dept. 4), 5, Wells Street,
London, W.

wlescape Uonmpass, Reading Glass, Mug-
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