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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Persistence of Mr. Walter van Dusea
EXTON BLAKE frowned and shook bis
S head.
“No,
“Certainly not!”
“Eh?" 1-said, looking up from tie Dem

Tinker!” he siid docideHy.

ing paper. “Certainly not wkat, gcaveoe?”

It was brecakfast time, and the swvy z-or and
I were in the midst of our mormimg w=cal 1
had been rather interested m a paragraph.
and had been taking Bo »ixe of my sur-
roundings.

-Now, however, I saw thkat Mrs. Bardeil
was standing just imside the dosrway. and
that Scxton Blake was f=gorimz a visiting:
card, and gaxing at it zs ibowgh the thing
bad done him sqmse perscaal imjury.

“Has somcbody had the merse to call at
this bour of the mormixg, gwv'nor?™ 1 asked,
gtirring my coflee. ~Xatwrally you can scc

“That Is mot the peimt, Tinker!” inter-
rupt-d Sextom Biakm. ~I do mot think I
ghould feel incimed t®» see this doubtful
gentleman at aay time of the day. What
i{s your opmion?"

And the guv'mor passed the card across to
me. I looked at it with interest, wondering
why Blake shcu’d be s0 severe in his tone.
On the cand I read the mame and address—
‘I‘-l \(\:';E.ltcr vaR Dusen, Hatton Garden, London,

1 reccgnised the mame at once, for Mr.
Walter van Dusem was a famous diamond
mcrchant, and a most important personage.
But I answered Sextom Blake's question
without a moment’s besitation.

s “I wouldn't see him if he was the last
man on earth, gavoor:™ I said grimly.

The guv'nor s and took the card bhack.

“Kindly tell Mr. Van Dusen that an inter-
view is inconyenient, Mrs. Bardell,” he said.
“If he seems inclined to persist, be firm.”

“Vcery good, eir!™ said the housekecper.

She retired. and clesed the door. Sexton
* Blake apd I continued our breakfast, and as
I Relped myself to dry toast and marmalade
I saw that the guv'nor was looking more
thoughtful than wsual.

“A bit of a scoundrel, isn't Le, guv'nor?”
I asked. _

“He is more than a bit of a one, Tinker,”
teplicd Blake. “Mr. Walter van Dusen, the
famous diamond mercbant of Hatton Garden,
althhough to all appearances abp upright,
honourable man, i3 actually one of the most
despicable rogues in London. I do not care
to think of the number of pcople he has
dcliberately ruined.”

“And yct the law can't touch bim,” I
obscrved. “That scems wrong, guv’nor.”

Sextom Blake nodded.

“It is wrong, my boy,” he replied quietly.
“But there are many things which are wrong
In this world. I hate had some experience—
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irdirecz!y—of Mr. Van Dusen, and I should
peed to be m a desperate plight before I
accepted 3 commission from him. If he has
beem Tobbed, I should not lift a finger to
beip him. [ almost find mysclf hoping that
b ks beern robbed.”

I cgrimmed. .

-Your opinion of Mr. Van Dusen, guv'nor,
im't exactly flattering,” 1 remarkped. “It’s
rather a wonder he’s approached you, isn’t
it: I shouldn't think a man with his con-
scivnce would come to you.”

“My dear Tinker, pray Dbe reasonable!™
protested Scexton Blake. *You surely do not
suppose that Mr. Van Dusen possesses a con-
ccicnce? A man with his record can only be
a soulless reptile.” i

“What a pity he isn’'t up here to hear these
compliments, guv'noti” I chuckled. “I should
just like to sec bis face—— Hadlo' What's
wrong?®” :

Mrs. Bardell had reappeared, looking some-
what flustered.

“The gentleman
panted.

“Oh, won't he?” said the guv'nor grimly.
“Confound his impudence! Tell him that I
positively refuse—>

“But he’s upstairs, sir!” intcerrupted Mrs.
Bardell. *“And le’s that excited he don't
hardly know what he's doing. There! I
do declare he’s gone into the consulting-room
—without so much as knocking!”

“All right. Mrs. Bardell, leave this to
me,” said Bluke. *“You may go downstairs
at once. I will see Mr. Van Dusen off the
premises.” .

The housekeeper rctired, greatly relieved,
and Sexton Blake rose to his feet.

“Want a hand, guv’'nor?”’ I asked casually.
“I don't mind helping -to pitch the Jellow
downstairs—" .

“We can't usc violence, Tinker” inter-
rupted the guv’'nor. “The fellow is infernally
impertinent to come up here after being told
that I could not see him. I don't want to
see him. I 1efuse to see him!”

“But he's in the consuiting-room, guv'nor!”
I objected. '

“Exactly!” said Blake. “You will get rid
of him, young 'un.”

I grinned, and arose with alacrity.

“Just as you like, guv’nor,” 1 said. “I'll
tell him politely, but firmly, that you don’t
care to interview men of his type. Burglars
or forgers might have a chance, but not Mr.
Walter van Dusen.” _

“Tell him what you like, but pitch him
out!”

Sexton Blake was really angry, and 1 knew
well enough why he would not deal with the
intruder personally. Having stated that he
could not see Mr. Van Dusen, he did not in-
tend to do so—not even to throw him out.

It was very seldom that we had to deal
with anything like this. Pcople came to see
the .guv'nor, and were disappointed: but I
could not recall anotber instance exactly like
this one. Here was Mr. Van Dusen, a
wealthy diamond mcrchant, on the verge of

won't go, sir!”™ she

being hoofed off the premises as though he
ware a common hoolican. ™,

1 cntered the copsulting-room with studied
carclessness, intending to remain cold and
icy throughout the brief interview. I socon
found, however, that my tesk was not to be
an easy one. _

The very instant I entered the _there
was a quick movement from the window, and
Mr Walter van Dusen faced me. 1 had never
scen him before, but he was very much as I
had pictured him in my mind—big, ungainly,
and gross. Hiz face was clean-shaven and
coarse, and bis hecad was half bald. He woro
glasses, and his hands were red and puffy.

“Is Mr. Blake coming?” he asked quickly.

His voice was in keeping with his figure—
hoarsc® and wheezy—although his speech was
quite perfect. I imagined him to be a man
of Dutch origin, judging from his rame, but
he was certainly English in his manner and
specch.

“No, Mr. Van Dusen,” I replied.*
Blake is not coming.”

“But he fs hcre?” asked the diamond mer-
chant. .

“Mr.

“Mr. Blake is at home?”

“Mr. Blake is.not at home to you, sir,” I
replied. “I think he sent down a messago
to the effeet that an interview was not con-
venient? 1f you will follow me, I will escort
vou downstairs—"" L ,

“Good heavens, boy, I must see Mr. Blake!”
shouted Van Dusen. “Do you hear me? 1
must see him! I shall not budge from this
room until I have seen him! Go at once and
tell him what I say!” o

1 looked at thc man squarely. I took him
in from toc to crown, noting his iimmaculate
attirec and Ris spotless dinen. He was agres-
sive, and amr aggressive man always irritates
me. _

“We don’t want any unplefsdntnesu, M¢e.
Van Dusen,” 1 said grimly. “I bavc already
told you that Mr. Blake cannot scc you. [
don’t ask you again to take your decparture.
I order you to clear out! That’s plain
lan{%;xage."

“You—you impudent young jackanapes!”
roared Mr. Van Duscn furiously. " How—how
dare you spcak to me—"

He broke off abruptly, and mopped his
brow with a silk handkerchief.

“I beg your pardon,” he went ob, remain-
ing calm with an effort. " But if you knew
how worricd I am you would forgive this
scemingly outrageous behavjour on my part.
You are justified ig ordering me to leave. I
am an intrud.er;]f am well aware of that
fact.”

“I'm glad yousknow that, Mr. Van Dusen,”
I said ieily. . _

“I adopted a wrong tone, and 1 beg your
forgiveness,” went on thc man, *“I ask you
in all sincerity—will you plea tell Mr.
Blake that I wish to see him on vitally urgent
business? 1 beg of him to sce me.”

I didn’t quite know what to do.  As a
matter of fact, I was rather sorry that he
had eaten humble pie, for I was not in-a
position to act as I would have done.- [k
couldn’t kick the fcllow out now,
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“I'm sorry——: 1 began

“Tet mo sec—you are Mr, Tinker, of
course?” jnterrupted Mr. Van Duscn. “You
are Mr. Blake's assistant? The truth is, I
hardly know what I am doing, my boy.
have been robbed of diamonds to the value of
filfty thousand pounds. Guod heavens! Will
not Mr, Blake help me in this terrible
crisig?” '

- “You have the police —"

“Tah! The police are useless!” snapped the
visitor. “I need the most expert help that
can he obtained; -and I know full well that

1 could have approached no one better than
I will tell ;

Mr. S¢xton Blake. But listen!
.you a few detalls of what occurred.”

“It's no good, Mr. Van Dusen,” I said
sharply. “I wish you would realise—"

“But you must hear me,” interrupted thc
diamond merchant, grasping my arm {ever-
ishly and staring Into my face. “You must!
Then, perhaps, you will be able to induce
Mr. Blake to listen. Last evening 1 remained
Iate at my private office. I was expecting
the arrval of a special messengar froin fouth
Afriga; a man bringing a bag of diamonds

<« “You're wasting your breath,” I put in im-
patiently. . .

“I am nqt—and you must attend to me,”
went on the unwelcome visitor. “This man—
this messenger—was named Bryant, and I had
‘tiever seen him before.

& - e ————————— - -~ % S

He was sept from ,

Cape Town by my agent in that city. and the -

whole aftluir was arranged to the last detail.
He carried the diamonds secretly upon him,
and the appointed hour of his arrival wes
nine o'clock last night—— No, don’t inter-
;ull)b again. I intend to finish. Listen care-
uily.

“The messenger arrived at five minutes to
nine. A$ least,. I supposed him to be the
messenger, and I welcomed him warmly, But
“You may judge of my amazement and dismay
when the fellow calmly informed me that it
was his intention to overpower me. and to
take my place.

“Imagine it, boy! This rufian—this
infcrmmal impostor—faced me in my own
private office, and had the audacity to tell
me that he meant to lock me in my own
strong-room, and to sit in my own chairt He
would then receive the dilamonds from the
real messenger—who, naturally, would mis-
take him for me, Is it not the most out-
rageous trick you ever heard of?”

T conldn’t helé) smiling, and I couldn't help
being intercated. Van Dusen had persiated
in his eflorts, and I couldn’t stop him. And
now, not unnaturally, I took notice of his
words.

“It waa certainly rather neat, Mr. Van
Dusen,” [ remarked. “The very audacity of
the thing was startling, and yet it was so
simple. You dldn’'t. know Bryant by sight,
and Bryant didn't know you. As » conse-
quence, you mistook the first arrlval for
Bryant, and Bryant mistook the impostor for
you. Rather invoived,- but it’s really clear
enough. Yes, decidedly neat.” ,

“Neat!” screamed Mr. Van Dusen. “How
—how can you stand there and remain s0
calm, buy! Thi#§ vile trick succceded—do you
understand? The confounded rascal got
away with those diamonds, after locking me
in my own strong-room for the whole night!”

“You must have spent quite a pleasant
time,” 1 ohserved calmly. .

“The man who undertook that scheme was
the most astounding individual I have ever
.met during the whole course of my experi-
eunce,” said the diamond merchant deliberately,
“I am telling you the truth, Tinker, when I
gay that I produccd a loaded revolver and
fired before he could stop me. I think I
must be mad! But I will swear to you that
‘my bullet Rad no effect—absolutely no effect!
The fellow’s arm®was pierced—a hole cleen
through the fleshy part. Yet ho laughed, and
took no further notice.”

“Didn’t he feel any pain?” I asked quickly.

“He did not even wince,” said Van Dusen.
“And Dbefore T ¢ould fire another shot he
came round the desk, and pulled me out of
my chair as though I weighed no more than
& baby., I am blg—I am heavy—but this
man lifted me clean from the floor and hore
me, struggling vainl{. to the couch. And the
whole time he remained amusedly calm.”

By this time I was greatly impressed, and
I came to a decislon,

“Beforo you say anything further, Mr. Van
Dusen, I must leave you for A moment,” I
said briskly. “Please excuse me.”

I dodged quickly out of the room, and a
moment later I was facing Sexton Blake, who
was still sitting at the breakfast-table, sipping
his final cup of coflec, and smoking a
eigarette.

——

] “The man who robbed him was shot through

-Waldo's track I shall be happy.

“You got rid of the brute, young 'un?” he
smiled.

“ No; he's still there, guv’'nor—" .

“Still there!" exclaimed Blake angrily.
“Upon my soul!”

“But I

ani((xl. “He’s been robbed of fifty thousand
qu [ 1]
“I don’t care if he’s been robbed of two
millions?!” .
“But listen, guv'nor,” I persisted hurriedly.

the arm, and he took no notice of it. He
lifted Van Dusen out of his chair without uny
apparent effort, and remained as calm as ice
the whole time. Great Scott, guv’nor, there's
only onc man who could have done it!”

Sexton Blake's nianper ehanged.

“Rupert Waldo,” he sald slowly. *“Waldo—
the Wonder-man!” "

“0Of course, guv'nor; 1 guessed it at once,
1 said. “Don’t you think we ought to looR
into the matter? We don't care a_fig for
Van Dusen and his rotten diamonds. But it’s
one of Waldo's jobs, and that makes a
terrific difference.”

Sexton Blake nodded.

“You are right, Tinker,” he said crisply.
“1 waa ahout to suggest that you should
take Pedro into the consulting-room, in ofdet
to give Mr. Van Duacn a fright. But if
Waldo is mixed up in this crlme, I shall
investigate. Not because I am anxlous to
help Van Duscn—I don’t care a straw for him
—but hecause I am certainl
my hands on the audacious Mr, Waldo.” ,

[ could quite understand the guv'nor’s
attitude. We had already had two exciting
tussles with the amazing iIndividual who
called him-e!f the: Wonder-Man. Waldo had
been bilted under that name when he was 2
strong man in a circus. And it was a pame
which fitted him to perfoction.

For Waldo was more than wonderful; he
was the most astounding character we had
ever encountered.. Wild, iinpossible as it
seems, Waldo had no scnse of feeling. Cuts,
burns, and bruises were nothing to him—we
had proved that. And his strength was

! slmply staggering.

Twice Rexton Blake had captured him, and
twice he had escaped. He had stated his
intention of doing great things in the future,
and it seemed to me that this big diamond
robbery was Waldo's first coup.

“You’ll see Van Duscn, guv'nor?” I asked
eagerly.

“Yes, Tinker.” -

“Good!” I said. “If wc can only get on
I've no
personal animosity towards the fellow—he's
rather likecable in some ways. But this is a
matter of prestige, guv'gor. Waldo has set
his wita agalnst yours, afid it’s up to you to
show him that he's your inferior.”

“I] am not sure that he is, Tinker,” said
Sexton Blake grimly. *“Waldo is really the
most interssting enemy I've ever had to deal
with, and certainly the moat accomplished,
He has the great advantage of his physieal
abnormalities, and they enable him to elude
the police. Yes, I will certainly get on his
track again if it can be done—even at the
cost of intcrviewing Mr. Walter van Dusen.”

And the guv'nov, tossing his cigarette-end
into the fire, walked briskly across the room,
and & few moments later he was facing the
diamond merchant. Van Dusen came forward
with outatretched hand, but Blake ignored ft,

“I wish to tell you at once, Mr, Van Dusen,
that if I help you it will he because I am
interested in the crimlnal who victimised
you,” he said coldly. “I will do my best to
recover your diamonds, but I tell you frankly
that my main object will bo to effect the
cagture of the thief.” ]

he diamond merchant flushed with exclte-
ment. :

“I want you to do your hLecst, Mr. Blake,”
he said cagerly. “I was sure that you would
help me if only you heard my story. Has
this young man told you what happencd last
night ?”

“Only briefly,” replied the guv'nor. *~I
should like you to repeat the story.”

Van Dusen did so, and there i3 no necessity
for me to set it down again. When he
reached the point where I had interrupted
him to hurry in to Sexton Balke, he paused.

“That is as far as I got with my story, air.
Blake,” he said, mopping his brow. “That is,
Tinker knows no more than you now. That
infernal roguo lifted me like a baby, and
carried me to the couch,”

«But surely you struggled?® asked {ike
guv'por. “You are big, Mr. Van Dusen, and
I should imagine that you are strong—"

«] am strong,” interrupted the diamond

.merchant.

think you ought to sce him,
guv'nor,” I went on, grabbing the guv'nor’s

‘merchant,

anxlous to lay.

“suffered !

.of my clerks

SBut my strepgth we: :mply
nothing; I was like a child in that feliow’s
arms. Wkhen [ attempted to cry oot be zicaply
forced a cuzhion Gi¢r ipy face. ard witkin tive
minute; 1 was bound harc: and fat, acd
gagzed-~utterly belplesa, Was it st app:l-
Ling 2 .

I think the guv'nor was rather amg:2d, for
I ohserved a ciight twinkle in his eye. It did
not pain us to hear of Mr. Van DPuseas
troubles. I was rather sorry, in fact, that
Walde had not treated kim more drasticaliy.

*I shculd liko tu have a few more details
regarding your position at nine o'clock la:t
night, Mr. Vau Liusen,” said Sexton Blake,
* You were alone in your office before the im-
postor arrived. But wus there nobody in tha
outer ofllee?™

“Not a soul. My clerks went home at six.?

“ But there are other offices near hy—>

“No, Mr. Blake,” interrupted the diamond
“1 am unusually private and well
protected—wilch, as you will agree, is highly
necezsaty in a business such as mine. Unfor-
tunately, in this case, my seclusion was a
misfortiine, since the thicf had cverything
his own way."”

“PDid nobody hear your revolver-shot?”

“Not that I am aware of,” was the reply.
“There i3 nothing astounlshing in that fuct,
however.” Tho window of my office overlocks
a wile yard, with nothing but cther offices
on cvery hand. All were deserted at thut
hour. And a revolver, after all, does not
creatc a very loud explosion.”

“I understand that you were locked In your
own strong-room?” aszked Blake.

Mr. Van Dusen breathed hard,

“The most frightful indignity I have ever
he exclaimed, clenching his fat
flats. “ What a night I bad, Mr. Blake—what
a ghastly night! 1 was bundled into
the strong-romm, and the door was closed upon
me! And I knew that those dlamonds were
being stolen, although I could do nothing to
avert the disaster!”

-~ The thief, no doubt, relieved you of your
key~, and =6 forth?™

= He took evervthing, bang him!®

“How the dickens could you breathe all
night in the strong-rocm?™ 1 arked.

“It is not an airtight safe,” replied Van
Duzen. <1 had ample ventilation, although
the cold was intense. And there I remained,
freezing and helpless, until this morning. Orna
eard my hammerings, and
opened the door.”

“ How?"

“My keys had heen left on the desk.”

«And what was the first thing you (did?»
asked Sexton Blale.

€I knew that Bryant, the messengcr, was
to have stayed at a quiet hotel in Holbhorn,
and I iminediutcly rang up that hotel,” said
the diamnnd merchant. “ Bryant was there,
and he camo round at once. The fellow was
amazed and scared out of his wits. He had
delivered the diamonds to the iinpostor, never
dreaming for a moment that anythlog was
wrong. He had left In a good humour, helng
relieved at having got rid of his precrious
burden.” '

“Is Bryant absolutely reliable?®

“My dear sir, you need not suspeet him of
being - implicated!” declared Van Dusen.
« Bryant is ahsolutely innocent. He was duped
in exactly the same manrer a3 I was duped.
He arrived at my office, and found a gentle-
man there—a gentleman who introduced him-
self as Mr. Walter van Dusen. What recason
was there for Bryant to suspect trickery?
Everyvthing was 5o straightforward— 0 simple.
He delivered his bag of diamopnds, and left.
I do not blame tlie man in the least.”

“« You could hardly do so, Mr. Van Duzen,
scelng that you were just as completely bluiTed
earlier,” sald Sexton Blake drlly. € The i¥iel,
I understand, succeeded in getting sway?
What about the police?”

«1 have already given information,” replied
the diamond merchant. © Yez, Mr. Blake, tho
diamonds have gonc—fifty thousand pounds’
worth! TUnless they are recovered I shall bo
rulned—utterly ruined!”

“ Really, Mr. Van Dusen?” smilcd Scxton
Blake. I fancy you are exaggerating—
altbough it is none of my bhusiness. And it
really scems to me that the pclice will be
able to trace the audacious rascal.”

“ Possibly—possibly ™  said - Van  Dusen
quickly. “DBut the police are slow, Mr, Blako
—they dilly-dally so much with their recu-
lations and red tape. You are an iudependesnt
investigator—you strike at the root of things.
And I ask you fervently to Liclp me in tiis
terribly erase matter.”

Sexton Blake stroked his chin {houghifuily,

«My fce,” he said, “wid Lo one thonzang

= »
poumds. U. J-X. 3.
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“It is not for me to haggle over such a
matter,” said the diamond merchant slowly.
“} thought, perhaps, that your fee— But
no matter. 1f you recover my diamonds, Mr,
l}lake, you wiil fully earp the sum you men-
tion.”

“My fce will he one thousand pounds, irre/

spective of whether I recover the diamonds,”
said the guv’'nor smoothly. “1 want you to
nnderstand that gquite clearly, Mr. Van Dusen.
1 will commence no investigation until you
have handed me your cheque.”

Vap Duser stared—and so did I, for that
matter. : .

“ But—put this is not your uswal—er—pro-
cedure, Mr. Blake ?” asked Van Dugen.

“No,” replied Sexton Blake, “it is not. But
in this instance a fancy has taken hold of me
to name my terms in advance. You may take
them or leave them, Mr. Van Dusen.
me your eheque, and I will accompany you
back to your office at once. } guarantee Do
result, but I'll de my best.” .

Van Dusen hesitated a moment, and then
jerked out his cheque-book.

“} always thought your methods were dif-

ferent, Mr, Blake,” he zaid coldly. ® However,

I need your help, and I suppese I must pay for
it. But It does not séem- to me to be quite
businesslike.” '

He sat down at the desk, and commenced
ﬂllhl‘g iu the cheque.

“ No,” replied the guv’'nor, glancing over his
shoulder; “ do not make it payable to me, Mr,
Van Dusen. That cheque will be sent without
delay to St. Bute's Hospital for Cripples. It
is not my wish to profit over this little inves-
tigation.”

“ Just as you wish, Mr, Blake}'" snapped the
diamond merchant.

I looked at the guv’'nor and grinned, {or now
1 completely understood. And 1 also realised
why Van Doser had spoken so shortly. The
fat old rogue knew well enongh that Sexfon
Blake would not accept his money., The
guv'nor’'s fee wags really nothing more not less
than an order for Van Dusen to contribute
one thousand pounds to a charity. It was
probably the first donation of that character
he had ever made.

“Thank you, Mr. Van Dusen!” said Sexton
Blake. taking the cheque, glancing at i, and
slipping it into ap envelope. “We wil} post
this as we go.”

Pive minutes later we were bowling down
Baker Streef iIn a taxi, en route for Hatton
Garden. Our mission was not entirely for the
herefit of Mt, Walter van Dusen, although,
having accepted that fee. Sexton Blake would
be ohliged to fulfl! hiz obligatiom.

Our chief motive. however, was to get on
the trail of Waldo, the Wonder-Man. Whether
we should do so or mot was something of a
problem, for Rupert Waldo was perhaps the
most slippery customer we had ever had to
deal with, .

And this ¢ase was to prove no exception.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Clue of the Return Half.

BE neatness of Waldo’s coup com-
' manded my admiration.
We knew what an audacious beggar
he wae, but this atfair took my breath
away. Waldo had bluffed through the whole
zame, and had carried it through withoul a
biteh, without the slightest difficully.

Obviously, Waldo had prepared his ground
beforehand. In order to bring off sueh a
daring game of bluff be must necessarily have
had inside information—that is to say, he was
well awdre of Mr. Walter van Dusen’s arrange-
ments, : .

And so our old enemy had walked into the
diamond merchant’s office, eoolly profml;uelg
to be Bryant, the messenger. Having gaine
admittance, he just as coolly dealt with Van
Dusen, and then took his victim’s place. 1
don’'t suppose there was any impersonation
whatever with regard to likeness. Bryant had
never seen the diamond merchant. and it was
only natura} that he should accept Waldo as
the genuine article. ‘

Such a scheme could only have been carried
out by sheer, unadulterated cheek. A cautious
crimina) would never have essa{ed it. But
Rupert Waldo was utterly reckless, and 1
don't reckon he would have cared much if his
blufl had been discovered early iz the game.
He would certainly have escaped.

But. owing to its very audacity, it had suc-
ceeded. He bad disappeared with a consign-
ment of diamonds worth fifty thousand. What

was more, those diamonds could easily be dis-
UO J.—; 0.. 801-

Hand

poscd of without fear of them being identified,

seen them; neither, for that matter, had
Bryant.

Waldo had had the whole night to make &
clean “get-away,” and ¥ must acknowledge
that ¥ did not entértain many hopes of suc-
cess, We were not only bours late op the
j scene of the rcbhery, but I had good reason
to know that Waldo was a difficult gentleman
to deal with. He was 4s cunning as & fox,
and kept hiz head under all eircumstances.

0f course, we had no_definite evidence—
 visible evidence—that Waldo was the culprit.
At the same time, neither Sexton Blake nmor 1
had the slightest doubt. This affafr could
have beert accomplehed by no other man. Any
normal Individual would have crumpled up
| after being shot through the arm. And this
thief had, on the contrary, bBeen unaffected,
and liad deal€ with the fleshy Van Dusen with
.asffou‘zédmg édgse., Waldo was certainly the
culprit.

The description of him supplied by our
client tallfed perfeetly fn al} éssential mat-
ters; the man Bad beéen medium-sized, slfm,
and agile. Not a picture of a strong man,
1 will admit. but Waldo was different from
all others.

Arriving im Hatton Garden, our taxi pulted
up before a wide doorwag, on both sides
iO’ which wére several bighly-polished brass
plates. One of these brass plates simply
read: “Mr. Walter van Dusen. First Floor.”

We entered, Van Duvsen leading the way,
and monnted a flight of wide stalrs. n
the first Handing we were confronted by
 two glass-topped doors, ene bearing the word
!"Private,'f and the other our client’'s name
| agalo, with ap invitation bencath it fo
walk in. ,

We did so, and found ourselves in the
t outer office. Two clerks were at- work, and
} I glanced round with interest. The offlee
was strictly businesslike, and exceedingly
well appointed. The furniture and effects,
in fact, were luxurious. Mr. Van Dusen
believed in good appearamees.

t  “There’s 4 gentleman in the waiting-

room, sir,” sajd one of the clerks, .

“Oh}” exclaimed Van Dusen. * Did he give
his name or ard?”

“Yes, sir, He is Mr. Lennard.”

This conveyed very little to Van Dusen,
but Sexton Blake dand I amiled at ome
another. For we knew that the visitor was
no less a person than Chief Detective-In-
gpector Lennard, of the Criminal Investiga
[tion Department, Scotland Yard—a very
old friend of ours, by the way. :

I We passed down a superbly-carpeied cor-
ridor—after learning that Lennard had been
waiting for flve mimités only—and Vap

Duser opcned the door of the ante-room.
He peered into the apartment over the tops
L of his glasses.
| “] must heg of yos to excuse me this
morning, sir,” e said. “¥ am extremely
busy, and wauld like you to eall—*'

“Hold on!” interrapted the ehief-nspector.
“.I?take it that you are Mr. Van Dusew,
sir?”

oOch-”

“Well, what’s the idea of asking me to
exeuse yon— Whr, hallo, Blake! |
didn’'t see you out jp the passage. And
Tinker, too! Trust you {0 be op thc sceme
when there’s something big doimg.™

Van Dusen suddenly snapped his fmgers

“Why, of eoarse! How aheurd of mef®
he exclaimed. ~Youw are prebably an efficial
from Scotiand Yard, Mr Leomsard?™

A chicl-imspecior of detectives,” replied
our friend, bowing. -} wmay as well v
Mr. Van Dusen. thatl sy thee is not entirely
valfueless, and | have been waiting here for
| mearly ien mimwtes” .

~} am seury; (e fanit is mine c¢om-

letely,” said tfie diamond merchant. “I

to be back much earlicr, . but. it
required great persdasion on my part to get
Mr. Sexton Blake to mvestigate this sbock-
ing robbery.”
-0, I see,” eid Lennard. “PT'm glad
you succeeded, Mr. Vap Duscn. 1 don’t
want to rum down the offielal organisation,
but ¥ will say that with Mr. Blake on the
spot your chanee of getling your diamends
back are at least doubled.” .

“Flattery, guv'nor,” ¥ grioned. “Don’t
take any netice cf him.” . .

“Y don’t, Tinker,” smiled 8exton Blake.

The ehief-inspector sighed.

“What's the good of fryinz te pay com-
pliments?” he. asked. . ‘8trictly epeaking,
Blake, I ought to resent your heing here—
that's the official attitude towards a private
investigator. But we lknmow ome angther,
don't wel?*

3

“1 hope go,” said the guv'nor drily. -

They were uncut{ and van Dusen had not even.

tengaged Bryant arrived.

“Then we might as well get busy,” said
Lennard. “I can see that Mr. Van Dusen
fs vastly impatient, and Fm not surprised.
} don't think } should care to lose ffty
thousand pounds before breakfast; it would
rather spoil my appetite.” )

“There’s no fear af that with you, in-
gpecteg,” I grinned. “I'H bet you wish you
"had fifty thousand to lose!” .

“1 wish 1 had fifty thouwsarnd to kecep!”
said Lennard grimly.

“ Really, gentlemen, this is hardly thc timo
for sueh frivolous talk!® said Van Dusen
tgtily. “Please follow me mto my private
oftice.”

He strode down the carridor, and Len-
rard glanced at the guv'nor and winked.
“Not your type of client, is he?” he whis-
perea, ' :
“No,” murmured Blake. “It is the type of
eriminal I am interested in, Lennard. I
;,’l&jn.k I know who enginecred this little

air.” ' :

Lennard stared. .

"The dewrte you do!” he ejaculated.
you haven't investigited yet.”

“} have heard Van Dusgen’s story.”

“Wait until I have got the details,” said
the inspector. “I might be able to guess
things, toa, It's a bit roiten’ when the
official representative. of ° Seotland Yard
knoows less thanr a mere amateur.”

“ Another striking e¢ompliment, Tinker!”
chu~kled Sexton Blake. :

“Ot, we know what e means, guv’nor,”
? said. ‘““Mr. Lennard’s quite harmless.”

We followed Van Dusen into his private
office, whiclr had bheenr loeked up, empty,
during the diamond merchant’s absence.
Lennard looked round him searchingly as be
stood just inside the door.

“ Anybody been in here pince the rob-
bery, rir?” he asked.

“Only my chief clerk and myeelf,” was the
reply. T was loeked i the strong-room all
night, and Hartley, my clerk, relcased me.
But 1 left at omee, and Hartley camc with
me. Nothing has heen disturbed.” '

“Just tell me ai} the details, please,” said
the ehief-inspector. .-

And while Sexton Biake and } were look-
fmg round, Van Dusen told Lennard ibe
main facts in brief. While we were thus

“But

—p

Bryant was the
man who had brought the diamonds from
8outh Africa. .

One glanee at hiin was suofiiclent to con-
vince us that he had had no band in the
burglarﬂ. He bhad been duped just as Van
Dusen himself had been duped. His state-
ment was clear ard conecise.

“1 arrived soon after nine last might, sir,”
he sald, while the chief-inspector took down
the- shorthand notes. “I found the outer
staircase empty and deserted, but there
was a light behind the door marked
‘ Private.” I rang the bell, and Mr. Van
Dusen at once came to the door—"

“Y did nothing of the sorti” interrupted
Van Dusen sourly.
h"What It mgan to say, air, is Bthttl. tooli
the man to be yovu,” replied "
had ncver seen sou, and whea g:n_gentle-
man came and told me that dé was Mr.
Walter van Dusen, what else was I to think?
He was s your private office, addressed meo
by same, and instructed me to follow him
down the passage to this office.”

“0f eourse, you accepted the man as Mr.
Van Dusen, - paturally,” said Lennard.
~Well, what, then?”

~ Why, air, I simpl{b_deliyered the bag of
diamomfs, aceording my orders, and ob-
tained a reccipt,” said Bryant.

“The thing was a fordery, and uscless!”
snapped Van Dusen. - o

“It might not be uselcss,” said Lennard.
“Can I see it?” . S

The diamond merchant handed over a alip
of Pape‘r. ‘ . )

“Y got it from Bryant this merning,” he
expltained. “There’s no e¢lue in thaft paper,
inspeetor. It’'s a sheet of my own paper,
and was typed on this machine here. The
signature ia a mere forgery, and only faintly
resembles my own. 1 #duppose the rascal
roughly. copied my own writing {rom a letier
whieh lay upon the desk.”

Lensard was examining
he shaok his head. - o

“Quite right,” he grunted. - “This i8 no
good, Blake. I thought it was gi} written.
There's no writing be- identifled; even
our experts at the Yard would be able to
make nothing of this.”

He turned to Van Dusen.

“You say you wounded.-

the receipt, and

the ecriminal??

he asked. “Was there any blood?”
[ =& good deal,” replied fhe diamond naeﬂ
chant. ba

~1 thought the fellow was
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hurt, Hhut he didn't seem to care a Jjot. |

"GGopd graclons! The man was positively
ghastly. - He fingered his wound until I
winced at the sight of it. and yet he scemed
to teet no paln. He hcund a duster round
his arm——"
“Is It still herci” askhed Lennard sharply.
“Yea; I think he threw it into the waste-

pa{!er-baskot.”
Le inspector strode acrosa the reom. and
rummaged in the basket. - After a moment

he gingerly  held up office duster,
ominously bloodstained. This he placed
upon a large shect of paper, and wrapped

it up carefully.

“May come in useful,” he rcmarked.
“That semi-dricd blood would take finger-
prints. nicely, and our cxperts will probably
discover quite a lot—— What arc you shak-
ing your head about, Blake?"

Sexton Blake smited.

“I think you will find, Lennard, that the
thief was pot 80 incautious as to finger that
duster with hls bare hands,” he replied.
‘““A man wearing gloves docs not leave many
finger-prints behind him."” -

“That's right: be chcerful,” said the in-
gpector.  “Just when I was beginning to
zet some hope, tno. Well, Mr. Van Dusen,
‘you can rely upon us doing cverything in
our power as quickly as possible.”

“But I want something done at once—at
once.” said Yan Dusen hoarsely.

“If you've pot thc idea that we shall
pucceed —"

“No, I have no such idea,” interrupted
Van Dusen. “You will use your own
methods, Inspector Lennard. I base all my
hnpes on  the activitics of Mr. Scxton
Blake."” .

“I am flattored,” said thic chief-inspector
_gravely.

I grinned, and the guv'nor looked as
solemn as an owl. He seemed to he en-
gaged in examining the large blotting-pad
which adorned Mr. Van Dusen’s luxurious
deak. He removed the top shecet ol paper,
and took it across to a mirror, and held it
there for a moment.

“Do you know anything about this, Mr.
Van Dusen?” he asked,

The diamond merchant went to Blake's
side quickly, and then caught his breath in.

“No!” he declared. “I did not writo that,
Mr. Blake! TUpon my soul! The man evi-
dently wrote a note after he had obtained
the diamonds, and very incautiously blotted
the sheet while the ink was still wet.”

The chief-inspector and I went over to the
mirror. There was quite an amount of
juk-marks upon the sheet of blotting-paper,
but scveral words stood out far more clearly
than the rest, and this is what I saw:

“O.K. Meet me at 37, Milton Street,
Dristol, to-morrow.”

“By Jove!" oxclaimed Lennard eagerly.
“You've hit it, Blake! The thief must have
written that messago in order to post it when
he went out, Why, if we’re sharp, we might

an

v !

be able to get him—"

~ “I shouldn’t count too much on it, Lcn-
nard,” ‘interrupted Sexton Blake. shaking his
head. . “This blotted . message is rather too
readable.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that it has every appearance of
being a fake,” replled the guv’nor. *“Can
you imagine & calm, collected individual, such
as this man proved himself to be, making &
blunder of this kiud? Can you imagine it,
Lennard? It's too transparent; it's too
ohviously a fake.”

“Perhaps vou are right,” grunted the in-
spector. “Now 1 come to look at it squarely,
I can see that the rascal chose the clearest

rtion of the whole sheet. He seems to
1ave quite a pretty sense of humonr. And,
by the way, who Is he? I thought you said
You knewt” |

“Dow't you knows"” smiled Sexton Rlake.

“1 know that he’s a confoundedly {m-
pudent rascal,” sald the insnector. *And
ho scema to be pretty callous, too. That
yarn about his messing about with the bhullet-
wound-— Why, good lord! You—you don't
mean Waldo?” :

“Who else?” sais Blake, “Who else could
liave carried out the project so successfully
ufter bheing severely wounded? Who else
could have carried Mr. Van Dusen bodily
across the room?”

Leunard gazed mcditatively at Van Dusen’s
ample figure.

“No, the fellow must lLiaye been infernally
strong,” he admitted. “But i we'rc up
agalnst Waldo, Blake, we're in for a warm-
tine. Twice we've had that brute, and twice

!

It's & poor took-ouf for Mr.
if Waldo has got

he's eseaped. L
Yan bDusen’s diamonds
them.”

*Waldo got away with a lof of gold once,
Mr. Lennard, and you were hopclessly at
sea,” I remarked thouchtfully. “But he
didn't keep that gold, did hct The guv'nor
saw to that all rightt”

“And M. Blake will see to this, too!”
declared Van Dusen. *“I have the most pro-
found faith in yon, Mr, Blake. Should I
hayve come to you otherwise? I approached
you because I knew that you would suc-
cecd—-"

«I am sorry for that, Mr. Van Dusen, Le-
causc I am by no means certain,” interrupted
the guv'nor quietly. “And I shiould just like
to point out that if any result is to be
achieved, I must insist upon being left un-
disturbed to make my investigations. I
don’t want to offend you, but interruptions
are tiresome.”

The diamond merchant nodded.

“Your hint is a strong one, Mr. Blake,” he
said shortly. .

And, without another word, he lcft the
oflice, taking Bryant with him.

Detective-Inspector Lennard was folding up
the sheet of blotting-paper, in readiness to
stow away. [ grinned at him.

“What's that for?” I asked. “There's
no need to identify the writing, Mr. Lennard.
Wo know jolly well that Waldo is the man!
And you can bet your boots that Waldo
knows that we shall suspect him! Ho doesn’t
care, anyhow.”

“My job is to collect all the evidence,
whether it's important or unimportant,” re-
plied the inspector. “There’s no telling what
little thing might he of value later on.
But I must admit that I'm fairly stumped
here. ‘There seems to be nbthing to get hold
of.” -

“Except the. bloodstained duster,” said
Sexton Blake. “And you neecdn’'t he greedy
with it, Lenoard.”

“Greedy?”

“(an't you manage to tcar a picec off for
me?” asked the guv'nor. “I should liko a
srmall portion to examine at my leisure.”

'lihc chief-inspector stroked hia chin doubt-
fully. '

“1 don't know whether I can manage it,
Blake,” he replied. “I don’t objcct person-
ally, you may he sure; but I'm not my own
master. If the Yard people get to know
that I've parted with a piece of the duster.
there’ll be trouble. We fellows are supposed
to hang on to everything.”

“I know thot.” anid Riake. “But you
ian’t always do what yol're supposed to dn.
old man. [I'll accept all responsibility—"

“Oh. nonsense!"” interrupted Lennarad.
“Here you are!”

He hrought out the package, and carefully
tore oft about a third of the duster. It was
one with ragged edges, so there was nothing
to show that a portion of it was missing.

“« Keep it dark!” he said confidentially.

We knew well enough why our official
friend was so careful. Tis superiors would
not take the same view of the matter ns he
did. And, strictly speaking, he was excred.
ing his orders in parting with any eingle
article.

“Thanks, Lennard!” said Sexton Blake., "I
bope it may be useful, that’s all.”

The guv'nor stowed the plece of duster
away, and then commenced a minute ex-
aminntion of the room. Lennard excused
himself, for he found it necessary to com-
municate with the Yard at once.

After he had gone, Sexton Rlake and I had
the office to ourselves for a time. And,
althonzh we apent a full half-hour, we foumd
nothing of:lmportance. The guv’'nor was ap-
parently inteorested In a time-table,  which
*av onon upon & shelf—a DBradshaw's Rai!
way Guide,

“That's queer, guv'nor,” I remarked, after
a while. “Just when you're looking at that
time-table I come across a giddy railway-
ticket!” :

- Rexton Blake twirled round.

“Where did you'find it?” he as%ed sharnlv.

“Just against the fender, guv'nor, half
tucked under the rug,” I replicd. “I suppose
it was dropped by Van Dusen. Do you know
if he lives at Purley?”

&« Mr. Van Dusen does not live at Purley,
young ‘un,” replied Blake. *“This ticket
bears yvesterday’'s date—and this is & return
half—from London Bridge to Purley, Just
glance at this time-table: it is now open at
the same page as it was when I first looked
at it.”

I glanced at the timce-table with interest.

The trains set forth on that page were those
running betwcen London Bridge and Couls-
den—and other stations of a semi-local
character in :‘urrey. Purley, of course, was
on that route, :

“Rather eignificant, guv'nor,” I remarked.

“It is nignly signil.cent, Tinker,” said Blake
grimly. “We know that Waldo had a bit
of a struggle with Van Dusen, and it is by
no means Iimprobable to assume that this
ticket fell from his pocket in the course of
the cxercise. Having completed his work,
Waldo lgoked up a train, and took his
departure.”

“But we're no better off even now,” I
objected. “What's the good of knowing that
Waldo went to Purley—even sup;osing that
he did? It's not a very big station, I know,
bat we couldn't possibly trace him-——"

“You are forgetting the portion of duster,
Tinker,” interrupted Blake.

I stared in amazoment.

“What's that got to do with it, guv'nor?”
I asked.

“You are also forgetting Pedro,” Blake re-
minded me.

And then I jumped.

"You—you mean that Pedro might be able
to plck up the trail from Purley, guv’'nor?”
I asked eagerly. ' By jingo, that’s a stun-
ning idea! With that blood on the duster,
Pedro ought to be able to sniff the scent In
a moinent, although it will be rather old by
the time we get on the scene.”

“Pedro, 1 am confldent, will be capahle of
the tusk,” said Sexton Blake. *“But we must

not count our chickens bhefore they're
hatched, Tipker. (t is, after all, only a
chance shot.”

“What about Lennard?” I asked. " Wil

you teil him:"”

“I have no intention of waiting until the
worthy inspector revurns, so we can't tell
him,” replied tine guv'nor. “If we meet with
any success, however, I shall lose no time
In ucquatnting Lennard of the facts.”

Less than half an nour later we were back
at Baker Street. 1t was still comparatively
early in the afternoon, and we found Pedro
in the middie of nis w.orning n.p.

“Rouse you.self., you slumbering lubber!”
I sald briskly.

Pedro was not inclined to do so, possibly
belleving that I was only chaffing bhim. He
soon learned diaerenity, for a leash was
a:rﬁxed to his collar, and then we started
off.

We took a tax!l to Victoria, and thences
travelled by the lrighton Railway to Purley.
Sexton Blake preferred this to motur-car be-
cause we .adguv jossibly be led across country
by Pedro, and a car would be an en.
cumbrance.

Pedro was not required for service until we
were out:ide the station. There were very few
people ahout, and the day was fine and clear.
By all appearances we should have quite a
plearant time—if the clue was of any value.

But for the mcment we were rather anxious,
The chances were about even. There was
every likelihood that we should draw a blark;
and it iz not a plcasant secnsaticn to know
that ono hagr travelled a consideruble distance
on a fool’s errand.

“Now, Pedro,” said the guv'nor, patting the
old dog's head, “ you've got to do your best!"”

The bloodstained portion of duster was
heldd down for Pedro’s inspection, He didn't
pay much attention to it vi<ually, but his nose
was quite busy, !le knew well enough what
was required of him, and, without receiving
any instructions, he commenced scouting
round with his nose to the ground.

For at least ten minutes his efforts were in
vain. We went this way and that way, and
back on our tracks, and goodness knows where,
All to no purpose. Pedro was unsuccessful.

“Tooks like a frost, guv'nor!” I said
gloomily.

“ Not necessarily. Tinker,” sald Blake, “We
can't expect Pedro to pick up the trail until
he finds it. And we bhaven't covered a quarter
of the ground yet.” ’

“But Waldo must have come out through
tlie booking-office, guv'nor.”

“That iz by no means certain,” was the
guv'rrre's reply. € But. in eny cace, the point
ia of no importance. since we could not ex-

ect the trail to be traceable after this morn-
ing’s foot traMe. We must go farther afield.»

I bhad practically no hope—which only
shows that it's a sillv thing to get despondent
hefore there iz sulficient caunse, For, leas than
three minutes later, Pedro changed his atti-
tude completely.

He hecame more eager, more intense, and
his back fairly bristled. He cast round several
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timéa, barked, and then set off at a loping
trot down the read, quite close to tho hedge.
“He's got it, guvnerl” 1 ejaculated

detightediy,
S had got on the track with far more
ease than we had reason to anticipate.
It had bheen a chance shot, and it had proved
true. There was no telling where the adven-
ture would lead us,
«I wonder what will come of this, guv'nor ?°
I remarked, as we strode down a country lane,
with high hedges on either side of us,

“You are perfectly at liberty to wonder,
Tinker—I don’t,” said Sexton Blake cheerfully.
*There 18 rcally no sense in wondering at such
a timc as ithis. We might be successful, and
we might be led upon a fruitless errand.
There is no telling. We can only continue our
course.” .

The guv'nor was quite right. Guessing at
things was never a wice course. In pnine cases
out of ten one always guesses the wrong thing.
Besidcs, conjecture is liable to cause con-
fusion.

So we trudged on, ready for anything,.

As it happened, cur walk was not to be of
wery great length. On a lonely stretch of
road Pedro suddenly took a fancy to explore
the region in the rear of the near-side hedge,
At al)l events, he dived tbrough a gap, and
wc dived through after bim. .

“Looks like the end of the trail soop,
guv'nor,” 1 abserved.

Blake made no reply except to nod, and we
found ourselves in a small plantation or
spinney, with a glimpse of a meadow beyond,
Pedro did not hesitate at all—indeed, he
appeared to bhe more eager than ever now,
and went uperringly through the trees and
undergrowth.

lt tﬁho edge of the wood Sexton Blake called
a halt.

“We must not be rash, Tinker,” he said
softly. “Just look ahead between those two
trees. There i3 no footpath beyond—nothing
hut the meadow, with an old barn in the far
corner.”

“ Do you think that's tbe end of the trip,
guv'nor?”?

1 don't know; it might be,” replied Blakc
—=4 although I should hardly suspect, Waldo of
acguiring such palatial quarters. However,
wo shall ?rocee cautiously now, and refrain
from talking.”

“JIalf a tick, zuv'nor! Do you call that
barn palatial 2>

“['m afraid you don’t know when to take
me serfously, young ’'un!” chuckled Blake.
“You surely remember that Waldo s some-
thing of a dandy? I was speaking in garcasm,
you young duffer!®

1 grunted, and we hroke out of cover of the
wood, and proceeded across the meadow.
Pedro, sure enough, went off in a bee-line
towards the barn. We followed him without
a word until we were almost in the rear of it.
Then, abruptly, Sexton Blake came to a bhalt,

+ 1 don't believe for a moment that we shail
find anything in this old building,” he whis-
percd. “RBut there is just a chance that we
shall, Tinker. And it ia never a wise thing
to make use of all your forccs at once, Take
Pedro back to the cover of the wood, and wait
there. Wateh until you see me signal, or until
you hear me call,”

«“But why, guv’nor?? )

«] want to have a preliminary look round
alone,” replied the guv'nor.

I knew 1t was no good arguing, although I
was rather disappointed. nd I also knew
that there was sound sense¢ in Sexton Blake's
decleion. Although he did not say so, I think
I guessed his actual motive.»

There was just a chance that this was a
trap—a bare possibility,. We didn't want to
hoth walk into it like a couple of bocbies.
With Pedro and I In recerve, as it were, ihe
position would be niuch hetter.

The wisdom of this plan was fully realised
Later on.

I don't intend to describe what happened
to me at this juncture, It will be far better
f T relate Sexton Blake’s adventure.

Heo waited until 1 had taken Pedro out of
right, and {hen strolled round the angle of
the building. It was of stone, without a win-
dow of any description. The old tiled roof
waq in a sad state of repair, and the place was
ohvjously disused, '

Blake found a pair of double doors on the
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THE TI;IIRD CHAPTER.
The Cunning of Rupert Waldo.

EXTON BLAKE was locking very pleased,
This wasn’'t very surprising, for we
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other side, They were closed and padlocked.
This was not very promising, for 1t proved,
at all events, that the place was empty. The
only window was op this side, and it looked
a8 though it hadn't been opened for years.

“H'm! 1 am afraid it is a waste of time,~
Blake told himself.

He approached the door, and fingered the
rusty padlock. It almost fell off in his hands,
and the anclent iron fastening clattered down.
jllilakpl pulled at the door, and it dragged open

eavily.

All was darkness within, and the detective
threw the door open to its widest extent in
order to admit as much light as possible.
Then he walked into the place, and looked
round him. _

“ Good-afternoon, Ar. Blake! Delighted to
sce yon!”

Even as the words were being uttered Sexton
Blake was seized from hehind., For once he
was taken by surprise. Half prepared as he
was for triekery, he had not been ready for
that sudden attack.

The grip whicb encireled him was appalling,
and be almost winced with pain, Strong,
agile, and nimble, he struggled flercely to
obtain the mastery. He might just as well
have siruggled with a wild gorilla,

His assailant bore bim to the ground, and
within a migute Rhis ankles were secured.
This was quite sufficient as a temporary mea-
sure, And in the dim light of the barn Blake
saw the figure of Waldo, the Wonder-Man.

Waldo was bhimself—that is, he wore no dis-
guise, He was immaculately attired, spruce,
and appeared to bc highly amused. In spite
of his enormous strength, he was no bigger
than the Aaverage size, and bhis somewbat
reﬁned-lookin% tace was clean-shaven.

® Alone—eh?? he remarked smoothly.

“Yes, 1 made a mistake—> Dlake
paused, and hit his lip.

“In sending Tinker back with Pedro?” said
Waldo. ‘*You might as well say it, Blake,
Yes, it was certainly a blunder, becauso I
should have had rather a job with the three
of you. And ] have really no desire whatever
to inconvenience the excellent Tinker. 1 shall
not trouble about him now.?

Sexton Blake made no reply. He wanted
to give Waldo the impression that I had left
the scene completely, and it seemed that he
had succeeded. The guv'nor’s feelings, I need
not add, were very bitter.

He had hoged to capture Waldo—and Waldo
bad captured him. The enly coneolation was
that Pedro and I werg falrly cloge at hand.
Ap things bad turned out, it would have heen
better had we all entered the barn at once,
But Blake bad acted for the best, and Fate
is rather apt to play meap tricks of that sort,

“You are looking as well as ever, Blake,”
said Waldo lightly.

“We need not discuss the state of my
health, Waldo,” replied Sexton Blake. “You
have got the better of me for the moment.
Well, what is the meaning of it? Let us dis-
cuss the things that matter.”

“Just what 1 expected you to say, Blake,”
observed Waldo, producing his cigarctte-case.
“Try one of these—— No? I can assure you
they are quite safe. I am not a drug flend.”® |

‘He selected a cigarette for himaclf, lit it,
and regarded Blake smilingly. Then he
bent down and secured the ropes more
tightly, and added some more to Blake's
arms,

“1 bave no real fear of your getting away
Blake,” he cxplained, “but it is just as well
to he on the safe side. QGalling, isn’Y it, to be
handled like a mere child? That’s the ad-
vantage of strength.”

It may be thought that Sexton Blake had
not put up a very good fight. He had. But
it was futile to attempt any struggle with
Waldo. The man’s strength was staggcring.
I helieve ho gould bave pulled a tramecar
along the road as casily as a boy pulls a
iradesman’s truck.

“Naturally, you are furious with yourself
for having been tricked,” sald Waldo. “1 am
sorry, Blake, that I was compelied to do it.
But what do you think of my littlo coup?
Not a bad haul, was it?” ]

“It was a haul such as you will never
obtain again, Waldo,” replied Blake grimly.
“ And 1 shouldn’t he too confident now. Scot-
land Yard is hot on your track—"

“My dear man, Scotland Yard docs not
worry me in the least,” interropted Waldo.
“It was you who I got Into a funk about.
That’s not a corapliment; it is simply a state-
ment of fact. 1 didn’t fee) safe while you
were at liberty. By the way. did the police
spot my little blotting-pad idea?”

Sexton Blake smiled in spite of himecll,

“No; I spotted it,” ho replied.

“Youn weren't deccived?”

ibr ar v

t— “Not at all.”

“Y thought you wouldn't be,” said the
asteunding crimimal. “That’s why 1 prepared
that other faked evidemce—the return half
and the open time-table. The fact is, BRake,
I was fairly sure ¢ you would get on the
track by means of Pedro and the duster.”

"You prepared everything in grder to hood-
wink me?”

“Bxactly!™ smile@ Waldo.
figurcd the whole thing cat as I thought it
would happen, or as it might happen. You
waquld investigate, and youn wauld find that
duster. You would come to Purley, and put
Pedro on the trail. Quite a good line of
reasoning, wasn’t it? 1 took the precaution
this morning to walk up ané down the road
towards the statian. 1 thought it only fair
that Pedro should have cvery chance.”

“Upon my soul, Waldo, you arc an amazing
fellow!” said Sextaon Blake. *“1 should be
furious, but I'm not. ¥ don't think I have
ever met a criminal with a sense ¢f humour
like yours. Why don't you throw up this
game—-"

“With the policc afier me?” imterrupted
Waldo, ~“No, Blake; it's not good cmough.
Fve got to kecp on now, and 1 shall do so.
These quarters are not my usual ones, by
the way. And that window, akthough it
looks sealed up with age, opens quitc casily.
That’s why you thou the place was
empty, being padlocked on the outside.”

“X 1ail to see any object in explaining so
much to me,” said Blake quietly. *“You didn’t
get me liere for the zake of a chat, Waldo.
You mecan mischief, and 1 should like to know
what it i9.”

Walda modded,

“I am very much afraid, my dear Blake,
that you will soon be foreed to undergo a
very distasteful experfence,” he gaid. “X
robbed Walter van Dusen, and I consider
that I have performed an actiom in the ser-
vice of the country. 1 darc say you know
Van Dueen better than 1 do. Secotiand -Yard
regards me as a scoundrel, but I am a saint
compared to that Hatton €Garden reptile.”

“You draw his character fairly accurately,”
said Blake drily, ‘

“1 am glad you agree with me,” smiled
Waldo. “Honestly, Blake, tliere js keen
pleasure in knowing that you have robbed
such a man. To plunder the property of a
decent citizen troubles one’s eomscience, but
1 laugh when I think of Van Duscn. And
now that you have stepped into my little
trap, my last worry has vanished.”

“You are optimistic;” raid Blakc. ‘“Your
worries, Waldo, will be many. I am not the
only detective in the world; there arc others
who have ability of a highér quality than
mine.”

“That’s just your meodesty!” chuckled
Waldo. “I know differently. And I want
you to thoroughly understand that I have no
quarrel with you. You are my mnatural
enemy, hut that is alk. Petaonally, I admire
you very much indeed, Blake, and 1 have
no intention of barming you.”

“That, at all events, is gratifying!" ¢om-
mented Blake.

“It would be Tar simpler for me to kill
you at once,” went on Waldo, “But that
would be ghastly. To kill a man you like,
Blake, would be to cause an Injury to tho
community at large. 1 am not sarcastic;
please don’t think so. Rather than imjure
you, 1 prefer to go to much trovble and
expense. All I want to be ctertain about is
that you will he placed in such a position
that you will be powerless to inaure my own
plans. It will be necessary, therefore, for
you to indulge In a protracted sca-voyage.
During your absence I shall be ablc to com-
plete my own plans in England, and when
you return I shall he beyond gour recach.”

Scxton Blake laughed lightly.

“Apn excellent programme,” he sald. “But
how will you carry it out?’

As a2 matter of faet, Blake was by bpo
means casy in mind, although he pretended
to be carcless. He was satisfled that Waldo
would do him no injury, but bhe kncw the
Wonder-Man fairly wcll. Waldo was capable,
he was cunning, and when he embarked upon
a scheme he oarrie@ it through. Sexton
Blake's position was serious, and he knew it.
But he could scarcely help marvelling at this
astounding rogue’s attitude towards bim.
There was an element of real bomesty in
Waldo’s conversation, in spite of hia crooked-
ness. - . .
“How will T carry it out?” repeated Blake's
captor. “I will tell you, since there is no
barm in your knowing. The whole scheme is
cut and dried. It is with great regret that
I sball find it neccssary to administer a little

“You see, 1
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harmless drug, almost at once. It is merely
2 dose to put you to sleep, and will be quite
harmliess.”

“As harmless as your prepared cigarettes?”

“That's infernally uunkind!" protested
Waldo. “I don’t lie to you, Blake. You can
always be sure of that. Somehow, it isn't
possible to lie to A man of your stamp. My
c:Farettes aro harmless, and I have never
willingly doped myself with drug in all m
life. I shall chloroform you becauge it
necessary. Then your clothing will be re-
moved, and you will be attired in the rough
garb of a sallor. After that you wlll be con-
veyed to Tilbury, and shipped on an old sall-
ing schooner which Icavea for the Paclfic this
cvening.”

“I am to be shanghaled, you mcan?” asked
Blake grimly.

“You have used the precise word,” agreed
Waldo. “When you recover you will be far
out to sea, and the skipper will not llsten
to you. You will be a common for'ard hand,
and threats and persuasiona will he futlle.
You will not touch land for at least two
months, and then—  Well, you are at.
liberty to do as you please then. My OWR |
plans will be completed by that time.”

Sexton Blake made no comment. He knew
that Waldo would carry out his programme,
and the prospect was distinctly disconcert-
ing.

But what could be donc? How could Sex-
ton Blake improve his position? Unless help
came from outside hc was doomed to the
fate Waldo had outlined. And the guv'nor
knew that the omly help which could come
was from me. And the knowledge that T was
comparatively near by cheercd him up, and
made him almost ready to laugh at the
Wonder-Man’s plan of action.

“Well, that's all, Blake,” went on Waldo.
“You remain sllent? I'm not eurprised,

juse. you must be feeling rather bad. I'm
[\y porry that ench drastic measures are)

-,

“nglfogiaty. s 1
. ¥Wgldo dost no further time. He reached
-up:

' a low beam, and the next moment he
had g d Sexton Blake firmly from behind,
and was holding a heavy pad of soft cotton
material over the detective’'s mouth and
nostrils.

The whole thing was 8o deliberate, 8o calm.
Blake did not even attempt to struggle, and
he was wise. For such action on his pan
could only result in greater pressure of the
pad, and that could easily mean death., The
.only possible course was to0 give Waldo hils
head. When resistance was useless, Sexton
Blake was never foolish enough to resist.

And within a couple of minutes the {amous
dctective was totally unconscions. He had
attempted to trick Waldo—to retain his wits
while pretending to losc thein, Bub the
dodge was nof practicable, and Blako suc-
cumbed.

And after that Waldo worked rapidly.

He stripped oft Blake’s clothing, and at-
tired his unconsclous victim in a suit of
dirty, rongh élothes, which had been hought
from an impecunious merchant seaman.

To add to the effett, Waldo soaked Biake's
chest and shouldars with neat whisky. He
reeked of the splrit, and anybody entering
the barn at that time would have heen will-
i?& to swear that it contained a dead-drunk
sallor.

Waldo’s plan had been successful—so far.

Would he be successful all through? That
was the main question. An early success,
without being able to sustain it, was far
worse than no success at all. And it must
not be supposed that Sexton Blake was
beaten.

He wgsn't. And I wlll state quite holdly
that I wasn't, either.

O pm————

“FED up. that's what I am, Pedro—fed
- grumbling voice, and Pedro looked
Nearly an hour had passed since Pedro an
occurred to relieve the monotony: there had
Several times I bhad been tempted to go

what the guv'nor was doing, and I had no
wish to butt in,

It was extremely fortunate that I held
myself in check. For, without the slightest
doubt, I should have shared Sexton Blake's
fate if I had approached that barn, But mnow
1 was free, and there was plenty of hope.

But at this time I knew nothing, and I was
only wiid with the guv'nor for belngboso
thoughtless. He was probably messing about
In the vicinity of the bamm, mrking
examinations, entirely forgetful of my near
presence. That’'s what I told myself; not
without reason, either. .

I could tell of instances where Sexton Blake
hag left me somewhcre, with orders to wait,
and he has then gone off, forgetting all about
me untfl bhours later. This secmed to bo &
similar case.

What I didn't like was the view of the
barn, & seen from my point of vantage. The
door wasn't visible, nor the window. I simply
gazed at the blank. staring back of it, and

.could only guess what the other side was

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Clue ot the S8and-writing,
up!”

I growled out the words in &
up into my face, and wagged his tail in agree-
ment. -
I had been sent back into the wood with
instructions to walt. Nothing whatever had
been no slgn of 8exton Dluke, and no sign of
anybody else,
forward, in defiance of orders. But I thought
it wiser not. to do s0. There was no telling

"rniserable.

like.

When a full hour had elapsed I lost all
patiencc.

“Pedro,” I sald grimly, “I'm cold and
You stay here, old son, while I do
a little scouting. I'm not going to let my-
sclf be seen, but I want to find out what
the silly game is. Lie quiet, old boy!"

Pedro, who had been sguattlng on hls
haunches, flopped himself down obediently,
and prepared to wait. He was a wonderfnl
g}d dog for understanding what was said to

m,

[ moved away amongst the trees, intending
*0 work completely round the meadow on the
other side of the edl;e. My idea was to pet
round so that I could see what was taking
place at the front of the barm.

The round-about journey occupied at least
ten minutes of tims, but I succecded In my
objest, My reward, however, was simply dis-
gusting. ¥or [ saw nothing but a pair of
ancieat doors and a window, securely closed.
There wasn't a soul in sight, and everything
looked deserted.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” I cxclaimed, glaring.
“1 can see what's happened. The guv'nor
must bave found some footprints, or some-
thing, near that barn, and he's foliowlag ‘em
up. My hatt I'Hl sy a fow sweet things
later ont” .

And then a look of surprise sprang into my
eyes; at least, I suppose it did, for I was
very astonished. Quite distinctly T heard the
steady beat of 2 motorcar engine. And it
wasn't coming from the dircction of the road
in my rear; the sound proceeded from some
spot beyond the barn, where there was no
road at all. Furthermore, it was nnmis-
takably the beat of & stationary engine; the
car was not in motion.

What could be the meaning of it? I was
puzgled, but there’s no reason why anyhody
clge should be. The truth, in fact, was that
Waldo had a car concealed in a hollow just
behind the barn. He had carried Sexton
Blake to this, and was now preparing to
depart. If I had made up my mind to go
scouting five minutes earlier, I should have
seen the guv'nor being carrled away,

But I hadn’t seen it, and I knew nothing.

The steady hum of the motor-car changed,
and increased in volume. Several grindimg
nolges sounded, and I knew that the vehicle
was heing put into motion. I watched with
great intercst. .

Then I saw a glimpse of the car between
two trees, and came to the conclusion thaf
it was muking its way down an old farm-
track. I wanted to sce that car, but I
didn't want the occupant of the car to see
me,

Some quick reasoning followed.

Once the car was on tho road it would
probably go towards Purley. If so, I should
be able to gain my object. So, without
wasting a second, I turned round and scudded
towards the wood. Reaching it, I raced
amongst the trees, and arrived at the dividing
hedge in a breathless state., Just beyond lay
the road, and I could see it clearly, although
hidden myszelf,

And I was only just in time, for the car
came speeding alonﬁ as [ had anticipated. I
stared steadily at the driver, but only caught
a mere glimpse of him as he flashed by. He
wore a thick muffler, and large gozgles, and
it was really impossible to form any. positive
opinfon. But [ received the firm impression
that the man was Rupert Waldo!

The car was a small limousine, and by no
means smart. After it tnd poassed me I
craned over the hedge, and tried to read the
number. It was spattered with mud, and
half obliterated.

“Rotten!” I grunted. ,

I bad discovered nothing, slthough I sus-
peoted much,

What had that car bLeen doing, concealed
behind the old barn? And why had the blinds
been drawn?  Why, furfhermore, had the
driver been wearing goggles when there was
no dust upon the roads, and the car was fitted
with a wind-screen? A small point, perhaps,
but a significant one.

For it clearly indicated that the goggles
and the muiller were Intended as a kind of
disguise, The drawn blinds suggested that
there was something within the car which
required to be concealed from view,

[ was very anxious and worried, for I fcared
that Sexton Blake had met with some mis-
adventure. It had been a trick, after all, and
the guv'nor had fallen into the trap. It was
another of Waldo's cunning games.

This, of course, was a conjecture, but it
was based on fairly strong evidence. And row
I considered that it would be absurd for me
to wait any longer. The only course was to
approach the barn and [nvestigate.

And the best way of doing so, I comcluded,
was to hurry down the road and find out
exactly where the motorcar had emerged
from, and then follow its tracks. There was
something Oshy about the whole business.

Before starting, however, I turned and
gave a soft whistle. Within a minute Pedro
was by my side, and then we both set off
together. As [ had suspected, the car had
entered the road from an old waggon-track
which skirted a plooghed field. At one time
of day the track had led to the barn, but
both had tallen into disuse.

I woasted a few minutes In examining the
tracks. Except for the fact that the car had
been fitted with studded tront tyres, I
learned nothing. And [ hastened on. and
presently found myself in a2 small hollow,

The car had been driven twenty or thirty
yards past the barn, and then turned. And
here it had stood motionless for some time,
as 1 could see by the deeply-impressed marks
on the ground.

The spot secemed to be utterly deserted, and
my alarm increased. However, I kept my
wits about me, and acted with caution. And
I received some comfort from the thought
that Sexton Blake might aot bhave been
trapped, after all.

It was just possible that he had spotted
Waido as he was about to leave, and had
concealed himself in the car. At all events,
there was no sense in getting into a stew
untll T had sufficient ceason.

Finding nothing in the hollow, T turned my
attontion to the barn. The door was closed
and padiocked, and [ scouted round for a few
moments bhefore approaching, At last, con-
vinced that I was alone with Pedro, I boldly
walked ap to the door,

The padlock was not secured, and I casily
pulled the rusty thinz away from the fasten-
ing. Then [ dragged the door open, and
peered into the barn, ready for any trouble.
But none came. The place was gmpty. .

“This is & qucer afiair, Pedro,” I said
grimty.

Qver in one corner lay some odds and ends
of rope. It was knotted In places, but had
been glashed through in several other places.
Apd ns [ looked at it [ instinctively knew
what that ro‘-»e had been used for.

Somebody had been bound, and the rope
had been afterwuarde cut. Then, as
wandered round the ramshackle building, I
became awarc of a somewhat curlous odour in

the atmosphere.

“Whisky.,” I told myaself. *“Whisky and
cigarette-smoke—and something clse, What
the dickens can {t bo? The whole odour sort
of suggests a chemlst’'s shop. By jingo! I'll
bet a quid it’s chloroform!"

The thought startled me morec than ever.
The stent—the drug scent—appeared to be
stronger in one place than in others, and for
several minutes I endeavoursd to ascertain
the cause.

And ab last [ met with success. There was
a low beam just above my head, and the air
scemed to smell stronger of drug at that spot
than anywhere else. ¥ grasped the beam and
hauled myself up. )

Then I dropped. uttering an cjaculation.

A soaked pad, or something, must have
pbecn placed on that beam in readluess. 1t
wag as cleaf a3 daylicht to me. 8exton
Blake had cntered the barn, and had becn
jumped on from bchind—and doped! .

I didn't worry myself about the whisky,
although I found several portions of the floor
which reeked of the spirlt. The main fact
was that Sexton Blake had x?el; with fou}
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play, and had been taken away in the motor-
car,

liow could I help him? 1low could I get on
his trail? I had been unable to sce the
number of the motor-car, und to track it
was a8 good as imposaible. Even if I had
taken the pumber the sitiorn  would not
have Dbeen improved, or the car would
certainly reach its destination before it could
be traced. :

“We're done, Podro--absolutely done!” I
cxclaimed bitterly. “Why the dickens didn't
the guv'nor let me go with him? Nat that
that would have been any good, I suppose.
We should both have been collared, then.”

Pcdro looked round at me, and raised his
cars intelligently. " There was an ecager light
jin_ hls eyes, and he sniTed at the fioor
noisily, giving all his attention to one par-
ticular spot. The floor was of sandy carth,
and perfectly dry. '

“Found something, old man?” I asked.

I crossed over to his side, and then I
realised that that spot was where Scxton
Blake had bcen lying. The impressions in
the dry earth were. uninistalahle. The
guv'nor must have been propped with his
back against the wall.

And then I noticed somicthing clse which
made me jump. ‘ :

“Clear out of the way, Pedro!” I roared.
“Mind your clumsy fect—"

I gave him a terrific push, rolling him
over. Hec picked himscif up, lookine rather
astonished and pained. Bnet there was an
exccllent reason for my action. There, in
the soit earth, I saw some writing! And
Pudro’s front paws Lad heen perilously
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ncar to it. A silght movceinent on his part
would have obliterated several letters.

1 crouclied on my knces and flshed out my
clectric-torch. A strong light was needed
for & job like this, The written words were
simply traced in the sand, as a child some-
times writes on the gscashore with a grubby
finger. .

And the presence of that writing there
was excecdingly significant. For it was close
against the spot where Scxton Blake had
been lying. Only the guv'nor, thcerefore,
could be responsible.

And why should he trace words in the
sand—except as a message to me? A recret
message, performed without the knowledge
of the encmy. I judged that Sexton Blake
must have used the only means in his power

to give me a slight clue as to his Tfate.

But therc was no sense in guessing.

I stared at the floor eagerly and anxiously.

And what I saw was this: “T-L—RY
DO—8.” Just .that, and nothing more. There
were two worda, and seven letters were quite
plain. The others were blurry and unrcad-
abhle—at Tleast, at first glancc.

“Nnow, what the thunder can this mecean,
Pedro?™ I asked. “There's no sense to he
made out of those words, What does
‘ Do—s ' stand for? By lingo! That letter
hefore the s-looks like a k-—it is a k, too!
That makes it into ® Do-ka.' Docks! What
a silly ass I was not to sec it hefore!”

I stared with rencwed excitement at the
two words.

“Tilbury Docks!" 1 shouted. “It can't
mean anything eélsc!”

The sccond word had given me the elue.
And now that I konew the truth, I casily

LN

Waldo seized one
of the dstectives,
whirled him oft
his feet, and
threw him at two

othsrsa.

biurred marks aa ihec re- -

rccognised the
quired lctters. Without the slightest doubt,

the 1aecssage left for mec was “Tilbury
Docks.”
Sexton Blake must .bave learned fram

Waldo that he was to be taken to Tilbaury,
and tirat was where the cat was bound for.
It was very smart of Sexton Blake to takc
that action, for 1 .could not hLave got on
hiis track by any other means.

And Tilbury Doeks suggestad something
elsc to me. hy the docks? Obviously be-
causc Waldo had made arrangements for
Sexton Blake to be taken on board a ship.
E‘Jle whole thing was_ becoming quitc clear

me.

Waldo had told .ue oncc before that he
would never harm Sexton Blake. And so, in
order to get rid of thc guv'nor, he had
adopted this course. I was cager and cx-
cited—and extremely worried.

Before I could reach Tiihury the ship
might have sailed. 1t was neccssary for me
to act without a second's deldy.” And so,

after only a brief glance round to make sure

that I had missed nothing, I hastened away.

When Pedro and I arrived at the station
we discovered—naturally—that there was no
train for thirty-five minutes. Our only
course was to wait. Pedro was contented
cnough, and he floppcd himsel? down for a
quiet map. But I paced the platform im-
patiently and angrily. Why. the dickcna
couldn’'t the trains run more frequently?

To make matters worse, this train was
late, and 1 reviled the enginc-driver, tho
entire railway stafl, and the whole system.

And then the train proved to be a slow
onc, and by the time I reached London
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Bridgze I waa nearly exploding. I lost no
timie in getting to Fenchurch Street, and
here again I rcceived another check. The

next train for Tilhury left In  scventy
minutes.
“Oh, it's no good, Pcdro!” I grunted.

“Fate’s against ua to-day. I'd go hy car,
but that wouldn't he so quick as the hceastly
train. The best thing wc can do is to go
and find somc grub!”

_ On eccond thoughts I
into a taxi and take Pedro home. He would
Le useless to me at Tilbury, I decided. For
Scxton Blake had been carried on board the
ship—that was obvious. Bcesidea, Pedro’s
very presegnce there would give the game
away, if Waldo happened to be watching.
And then I should find trouble on my own
account, instead of fading the guv'nor.
Pedro had his usce, but he was a hindrance
somectimes.

Therefore he was taken home, and 1
managed to get some food into me, and
pocketed all that I had no time to con-
same. I simply cleared the luncheon-table
at a swecp. Then 1 hastened away. _

Mrs, Bardell had informed me that Chief-
Detective-Inspector Lennard. had called. and
that he was going to ¢all again. BSo I left
a brief message, saying that we¢ were very
buey, and would sce Lennard later.

I managed to cateh the train just com-
fortably, 1t was now fairly late in the
afternoon, and long hefore Tilbury was
reached darkinesa.had set in. 1 had no fixed
plan in mind as to how 1 ehould set to
work, but one of the first things was to get
down to the docks. _

1 knew very well that my task was a
difficult one, and thai the odds were against
my achieving any result. 1t would probably
be necessary for me to pursue my inquiries
for hours on end before 1 received evea a
faiut inkling..

decided to jump
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} peaked cap. and a recfer coat.

It was just as well that I had come pre-
pared iz that way. TFor hours did pass. |
went from dock to dock, making casual in-
quiries of all sorts of peoplc—dock
labourers, seamen, Customs' oflicers, and
goodness knows wi'lom elsc.

But 1. learned nothing—nothing whatever.

I was weary, tired, and filled with intcnse
worry. What had become of Sexton Blake?
Why was it that 1 ecould lcarn nothing?
Why had be left me that message in the
old barn M it meant nothing?

The only solution which oficred itself was
that the guv'nor had bheen mistaken; he had
not becen taken to ‘Tilbury Docks at all,
but -somewhere quite differcnat. I bad lost
all hope of gaining any success now.

I wandered aimlessly abunt, and found
myself gazing across the wide river in the
direction of Gravcsend, just oppositc. In

J fact, I was looking at tke ferty as it crossed

from port to port. ' .

“Looking for somehodyx, youngz man?”

I turnced round, and found myself con-
fronting an elderly Individual in a greasy
A pipe pro-
truded from bencath his grizzled moustache,
and he lcoked at me soinewliat curiously.

“No: it’s all right, thanks,” 1 sald shortly.

“Mebbe you don't know as this quay Is
privit,” went on the old fellow. I thought
you was waitin’ for somebody, perhaps-—"

“Look here,” 1 jnterrupted. “As a matter
of fact, I'm anxioud to find out what has
happened to 2 man named Mr. Blake. I
think hc's been here to-day—a tall gentle-
man, clean-shaven, dressed in blue serge,
with a Melton overcoat.” i
. My companion shook his hecad.

“«That description -ain't very complete,
young un,” he said. *“I’ve scen many a
gent dressed like- you' describe. I'd help
ye if 1 could——" )

“Well, can you tcll me if anything of a

/.
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suspicious nature Las occurred?” I aslul
“The fact is, 1'm afraid that Mr. Blake
met with some misfortune. 1 belicve he's
be_;:‘n taken away on a ship, against lis
will.” )

The old man removed hig pipe.

“1 8’posc this ain't a yarn you're tellin'i®™
he asked suspiclously. :
“No. I'm half worrfed out of my wits.”
I replied. *“Mr. Blake was probably brought
here during the afternoon, and it's quite
possible that he was carried on hoard ths
ship. If you can give me any information,
I'll pay you well for it.” -

“I don’t want no payin',” gaid my cont.
»anion. “Bill Edwards—that's me~ain't tho
ind o man to take advantage of a young
feller like you. Besides, I don’t reckon I
can help ye.”

“1 didn’t think you could“' I said duliy.
“No, there's becn nothin' suspicious that
1 knows of,” went on Mr. Edwards, pufiing
at his pipe again. “The only ship what's
left the dock this arternoon was the old
Cornish (Coast, a reg’'lar old windjammer!”

“8alling ship?”
“A schooner, skippered by old Cap'n
Brent,” replied Mr. Edwards. “I1 ain’t no

friend o' Cap'n Brent, let mec tell ye. I
reckon he's one ©' the wust shipmasters
I cver set eycs on—a fair brute. An’ his
crew §s jest about the thickest scuin he
could sigo on. - Decent sailormen won't aail
with him.”

“Yea, I suppose there are a few rotters
about,” 1 sald, without interest.

“The Cornish Coast sailed for the Daeific
this arternoon,” went on my intormant.
“ About four blokes went on half soused
at the last minute. Why, one feller was

carried ahoard, he was that drunk.”
I suddenly had a vislon of that old barn:
411 again smelt the odour of whirky
rug.

and

Whisky! And here was mn old

e e S,

Neleon Lee’s first shot piirced Brent’s cap, the second bullet struck the bow! of the captain’e pipe, and the third
whistled pass his ear within a hair’s-bhreadth. i
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schooner, bound for the Pacific, with one
sailor so drunk that he bad been carried on
hoard at the last moment! And Captain
Brent was a well-known bhrute. Evcrything
fitted in, and my interest was acute.

“Did you sce that man carried on board?”
I asked quickly.

“Ay. I did*”

“Who carried him?”

“The fus-mate and the cook, so0 far as I
rectlect.”

“And how was the drunken man dressed?”

“Why, you young shaver, that feller wasn't
the gent you're inquiring after, if that's what
you mean!” said Mr. Edwards, shaking his
lwcad. “Hc was a rough sailorman, dressed
in rough clothes—"

“DId you sce hia face?”

“Yes; clean-shaven he was, with dark
hair,” said my companion. “An’ now you
come to ask the question, I kind o' remem-
ber wonderin’ why the bhloke’s face looked so
refined and fresh. [t struck me at the time
that Le seemed to be more dopey than
drunk. But mebbe I was mistook. There’s
all sortsa amongst sailors.”

“But I knew very well that Mr. Edwards
had not been “mistook.” The whole sequence
of events was too conclusive to admit of any
doubt, Sexton Blake had been hrought to
this dock, and he had been carried on board
the echooner, Cornish Coast. Therc were
several questions which needed answers,
Lowever.

“Look here, Mr. Edwards,” I said earnestly.
“I'm pretty sure that the man you saw wase
the gentleman I want, He’s leen shang-
haied.”

“Qosh!” said the old man staring.

“And I want to find out ait I can,” I went
on putting a pound-note into my companfon’s
hand. “No; please take it, Mr. Edwards!
Cap you rememher if Captain Brent had a
civillan on board when he sailed—a land-
lubber, I mean?”

The old fellow scratched his head.

“Not when the,uld hooker sailed,” he re-
piled. “There was a feller come aboard with
the cap'n about two hours afore, and they
went down into the cabin. The feller looked
n real gent, and I reckon he must have
come off a motor<car, seein’ that he wore
some o' them goggle things on his cap.”

“By George!"” I exclaimed. “Did—did you
sece a motor-car?”

“There was one come along during the
arternoon,” replied Mr. Edwards. I believe
Cap'n Brent came down from Londom in it,
too. B8till, I can’t be certain o’ that, 'cos I
never saw it meself. But old Bob Adams wasg
fair took up abhout it. He couldn’t under-
stand a scallywag like Cap’'n Brent using &
motor-car.”

“And this stranger yon saw with the cap-
tain?” I asked. “I suppose he went ashore
be‘f({ro the schoouner saited?”

(] 'es."

“Was he on hoard when the drunken sailor
was carried over the gangway?”

“Yes: an’ he laughed it to bust,” said Mr.
Cdwards. )

If T had the slightest doubt previously, I
hiad none now. After all my fruitless eflosta,
I had come across this old fellow by sheer
acoldent ; and lie had been able to supply me
with the very information I had needed. I
took him to he one of those gentry who
appear to snend their lives In lounging about
the quayside, doing nothing. And he had
witnessed everything that mattered.

“When did the schooner sail?” I asked
quickly.

“About four o'clock this arternoon.”

“And what is her first port of call$”

Mr. Edwards grinned,

“] reckon that'll he somewhere on the
other slde of the Horn,” he replied. “The
«chooner sails for the f‘aclﬂc, an’ she don't
call nowhere. 1 reckom that’ll bo eight
weeks afore—-"

“But she goes down the Channel?” I asked.

“I reckon s0,” sald the old man, nodding.

“She’ll be well started by now, young gent.
There's n decent wind blowin’, and the!
(,'lcar'qish Coast is a fair goer, slthough she is
old!”
- I put several more questions to My,
T.dwards, and elicited the information that
tho owners of the Cornish Coast had offices
in Gravesend. This was good enough for me,
ind I hurricd away with all speed. -

By a piece of luck I caught the ferry
iust as it wes aboul to leave, and half an
hour later I was at the shipping-ofice. Natur-
ally, it was closed; hut the clerk lived on
the premises, and I tearned from him the
approximate position of the Cornisht Coast
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at glant-hour, and where it would be by mid-
night.

1 could do nothing further. If I told my
story, and made a demand that the schooner
should be stopped, I should be laughed at.
I had no proof whatever, and thc owners
of the Cornish Coast would do mnothing.

The old ship was not Iinstalled with wire-
less, and there was no means of communi-
cating with her, Drastic actlon was neces-
sary, and I needed help. Alone, I couldn't
see how I could manage things. .

The time was now close upon elght o'clock,
and one item of information I had learned
was that the Cornish Coast was due to pass
Caistowe _between eleven and twelve.  And
that very name gave me hopo. '

For Caistowe, on the S8ussex coast, was
within three miles of St. Frank's College.
And at St. Frank’'s resided my old friends
Nelson Lee and Nipper. They, of all people
in the world, would be able to help.

Sexton Blake had to be rescued, and I
didn’t know how It could be managed. But
Nelson Lee would probably be able to suggest
a plan, The first move, therefore, was to gct
to St. Frank's.

The trains were hopeless, and so I turned
my thoughts in another direction. I ohtained
a8 fast motor-cyecle from a big garage, and
was soon specding away Into the night. The
journey would not take very long, and 1
hoped to arrive at the famous public school
before bed-time.

That ride was one of the most reckless I
had ever indulged in. All I wanted was to
gob more speed out of the machine. I had
orgotten Van Dusen's diamonds; I had for-
gotten Waldo, the Wonder-Man.

All I rcmembered was that my beloved
guv'nor needed help.

——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Nelson Lee Means Business,

IR LANCELOT MONTGOMERY TRE-
S GELLIS-WEST yawned.

“Nearly time for bed, dear fellows,”

be observed languidly. “Watson, old

boy, 1 wish you wouldn’t make up the fire

so flercely at this late hour! Just think of

the frightful amount of coal you are

wastin’!”

Tommy Watson grunted.

“And just thiok of the frightful amount of
coal Government departme are wasting!”
he said. “It makes me wild, for people to
talk about coal economy when the Qovern-
ment never practises what it preaches!”

“My dear ass,” remarked Nipper, lookin
up from & book, “for geodness’ sake dom’
start jawing about politica! Handforth was
arguing with Church and McClure half an
hour ago, and about five black eyes are the
result. We don’'t want a free fight in this
gtudy, even if Handforth likes ‘em in his!”

“Oh, rats!” said Tommy Wetson. “I don’t
see why I can't speak freely.”

The scene was Btudy C in the Ancient
House at 8t. Frank's, and bed-time was
drawing near. Supper was alrendy over, and
Nipper and his chums were enjoying a few
minutes relaxation before retiring for the
night “As for the coal,” went on Watson.
“] don't sce why—"

“Begad!” interrupted Sir Montle.
&« What's the noise, old hoy?"

“Oh, don't interrupt——"

“Qounds like a motor-bike!” Nipper ex-
claimed, throwing his book aside, and going
to the window. “I wonder who can be
arriving at this hour? The gates were locked

lorg ago."” ]

e pulled the curtain aside, raised the
lower sash, and leaned out of the window.
The old Triangle was dark, but a glaring
light shone from the direction of the gates.
Nipper dimly saw the figure of Warren, the
achool porter, opening the gates.

“Thanks!” came a clear voice.

Nipper started. .

“Well, I'm hanged!” he exclaimed. *“I
could swear that was Tinker's voice, you
chaps. You know Tinker—8exton Blake's
agsistant, and one of my best pals? But it
can't be Tinker, really.”

In order to make X
burried out of Study C, followed by his two
chums. They raced down the passape,
through the lobby of the Ancient House, and
emerpged into the Triangle.

The motor-cyclist—which, of course, was
me—was just pushing his machine agalnst
the steps.

uite sure, Nipper

I kicked down the stand, and

jerked the bike back, Then I turned my
attention to the three fcllows whe had just
emerged.
~ “Who's that?”
inquiry.

“Me!” I replied nngrammatically.

“Tinker!” roared Nipper, rushing at me.
“l thought I was dreaming when I heard
your voice at the pgates. “What tho
dickens—"

“This is a rippin’ surprisa, begad!” sald Sir
Montic, adjusting his pince-nez, and eycing
me beamingly, “Just a friendly call, I sup-
pose, dear boy?”

“No,” I replied grimly. “There’s big
trouble, and I['ve come here to obtaln help.
lét_)n’t tell me that your guv'nor is away,

lppel'—-—-"

came Nipper's excited

“He's not,” Nipper Interrupted. “Mr.
Lee’s in his study.”
“Thank goodness for that!™ I said. “Look

here, take me along to Mr. Lee at once! E'Il
explain there. You can all come, if you like,
but don’t tell the rest of the feliows.”
“You'd better come round to the private
door,” said Nipper briskly.

“One moment, dear old boy !” said T -allis-
West. “I don’t think Tommy an’ I eught to
come——"

“What?” sald Watson tartly,

“T really don't think we ought to go, Tommy
boy,” said Sir Montle languidly. “Mr. Lee is
one of the best, but it ain’'t tair to take ad-
vantage of him, An' in a matter of business
like this we should he in the way. Besides,
it’'s nearly bed-time.”

“Oh, all right!” growled Watson,

I could see that they didn't exactly care
for the Idea of heing left out tn the cold; but
Tregellis-West was quite right. I liked the
pair of them well enough, but just at present
I was so filled with anxiety concerning the
guv’nor that I wanted to see Nelson Lee alone
—except, of course, for Nipper. Tregellis-
West and Watson were schoolboys, and this
business was no light affair,

“Decent of your chumsi” I remarked, as we
hurried to the private door. <«Still, I'm glad
they're not coming. There's grim work to be
done, Nipper. We shall probably he up half
the night, and there'll be excitement.”

% Just what I was wanting$” said Nipper
promptly.

We entered the doorway, and less than a
minute later Nipper was ushering me {nto
Neison Lee's study. The famous Gray’s Inn
Road detective cseemed quite at home in his
position of Housemaster at St. Frank's,

“Why, this s a surprise, Tinker!” he sald
cordially, rising from his chair and taking my
hand. “I heard a motor-cycle a few minutes
ago, but I did not connect it with such nn
interesting person as yourself, Is Mr. Blake
here??

% No, sir,” 1 replied grimly.

«“8it down, Tinker, and tell me the reason
for this impromptu visit,” said Nelson Leec,
regarding me steadily. “I can see that you
are greatly worried, and that you have been
travelling furiously.”

“The guv'nor’'s been kldnapgod. sirt? I ex-

claimed tensely. “He's heen taken on board

g[shlp. and I don't know how we can rescue
m____”

«“ Now, Tinker, it is not your way to make
outbursts of this kind,” said Nelson Leo
%sntly. “ Your master has met with trouble.

ell, we will discuss the matter calmly, and
see what can be done.”

“ Rather, sir!” put in Nipper. <We'll help
all we can.”

& Do you remember that fellow Waldo, sir?”
I asked.

“] am bardly likely to forget him, my
boy,” said Nelson Lee quictly. %It i3 some
time ago since that affair hapgened at Dan.
nington. But I know Waldo to be a most
amazing individual. His strength is astound-
ing, and the %)Ilce were unable to keep him
in custody. ou are Implying, I presume,
that Waldo is connected with this present
affair?” :

% Yes, sit,” I replied. “Just Hsten.”

And, as briefly as possible, I told Nclson Lee
and Nipper of the theft of Van Dusen’s dia-
monds ; Pt-old them how we had investigated,
and bow we had travelled to Purley on the
trall. Then I concluded with an account of
my own investigations. . )

« A very shrewd line of reasoning, Tinker,”
said Lee at length. * You are fully justified
in taking it for granted that Mr. Blake is on
the Cornish Coast as a forward bhand. If he
is to he rescued we must lose no time.”

« But how can it he done, sir? That's the
question!® I exclaimed. “The ship is an old
schooner, and she Is hound straight for the
Pacific, and doesn’t call anywhere, And she’s
got no wireless, either.”
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ship or the naval authorities and bhave her
stopped 2" asked Nipper.

“My dear boy, you overlook the fact that
we have no proof,” put in Nelson Lee. “We
can't expect the police to act on the somewhat
Yague information which is ip our possession.”

“But it's not, vague, sir!” protested Nipper.

“Not to us, I will agree, But the police
would hesitate to take any drastic action,”
said his master. “ Not only that, but I doubt
it the police have the power to help us. The
schooner is no longer in port, and Captain
Brent is master on his own ship. When at
sca he is lord of all he surveys, and can give
his orders as he chooses.”

“ Then—then we're helpless, sir?” 1 asked.

“80 far as obtaining official assistance is
concerned—yes,” replied Nelson Lec. “But
there ia another way, Tinker. We can use
force.”

“ How, sir?» I asked eagerly. .
“1 don't quite know for the moment., We
must eonsider the position carefully,” replied |
the schoohmaster detective. *“Captain Brent,
we may be sure, will refuse to give Mr. Blake
up; be will not admit, even, that Blake is any-
thing but a common seaman. The skipper
will not listen to reason—because he has heen
paid by Wgido. He has contracted to take
your master to the Pacific. And when we
remember the rich bhaul that Waldo made, we
can safely assume that Brent has been wcll
pald. He will carry out his instructions—if ;

he can.”

“Couldn’t he be bribed—"

“My dear Nipper, 1 would have nothing to
¢o with that sort of thlng L lntcrrupted Lee,
“ You are only thinking of Mr. Blake's safety.
But I intend to rescue him and get the better
of this rascally skipper.®

“RBut how c¢an you on the bigh seas, sir??
protested Nipper. < Dash it all! We can't
defy Brent on his own ship!? -

_“His officers and crew would
him up, sir,? I pud in.

“J am inclined to agree with you, Tinker,®
said Lee quietly. “At the same time, if we
only act boldly enough we shall win. To begin
with, we will try to reason with the man. If
that falls the only other method is force, And
I think that just we three must undertake the
trip alone; we want no outsiders in the
affair,”

“But how are we going to reach the chip,
ai_r?” lﬂaaked. “It seems to be rather too

ig—

“You are naturally filled with douht,
Tinker,? interrupted Nelson Lee. % Well, I'm
not surprised at that. The task, however,
will he fairly simple, 1 think. Waldo obtalned
those diamonds from Van Dusen by a piece of
consummate audacity. There is no reason why
we should not try audacity, too.”

“The ship is due to pass Caistowe in an
hour or two,® I said anxiously.

“ Which leaves us ample time to make our
preparations,” nodded Neleon Lee. *I am
acquainted with a man at Caistowe who owns
a very powerful motor-boat, and I am quite
sure that he will give us the.use of it for
to-night. That is the only preparation which
need be made, in fact. Our movements after
we reach the schooner must be dictated by
the clrcumstances.?

Nelson Lee was a man of action, and he at
once pulled the telephone towards him and
ot into communication with the owner of
the motor-boat. IHe learped that the little
vessel needed supplies of rol and oil, but
that {t was in perfect ronning trim. It would
be ready for sea at eleven a'clock precisely.

«“ And is Mr. Flelding coming with us, sir?”
asked Nipper, when Lee had finished.

«“No, my boy,” was the reply. “Didn't you
hear me say that I will explain my reasons
for requiring the boat to-morrow? It will he
rather a risky undertaking. and I am not at
al) gure that I ought to allow you to come

“ Ob, chuck it, sir!®

“Wa could, of course, take two or three
policemen with us,” went on Lee. ¢“But ol
what use would they be? And I don't think
{he local insl}ector would allow them to go,
in any case, It is far better to have the thing
done quietly.”

“But ecan

“ You're right, gir,” I agreed,
we do it )

“ We shall sce, Tinker!” replicd Nelson Lee
grimly.

“Couldn’'t you send a wireless to another |

probably back

The sea was very calm, and the motor-boat
sped across the smooth surface swiftly and
casily. The twinkling lights of Caistowe were
behind us, and all was dark ahead. And some-
where on that mass of water the Cornish Coast
wns gliding lazily along under ber patched

canvas,
Everything had gone smoothly,

NION JACK

We had arrived at Caistowe to flod Mr.
Fielding there with the motor-bort, apd we
had started off without any delay. Nipper
was supposed to be in bed at this hour, of
course, but this was a very exceptiynal
<ccasion.

“ Rather rotten that ’Poor old Montle and
Tommy couldn't comel” said Nipper regret-
fully, as he and I squatted in the gows. “ But
in a case like this they would be in the way,
1 suppose.® '

“Not. only that; but the game is risk¥,” I
said. “It wouldn’t Le fair to their people to
take them on a perilous adventure. With you
it's different, old chap. You're accustomed to
this sort of thing—and s0 am L.»

“ Well, let's hope we shall succeed!” gaid
Nipper fervently. .

The motor-boat proceeded steadily on its
course, and although we sighted several
steamers, we saw nothing of the schooner.

It was starlight, and a waning moon was.

shining. The night, indeed, could not have
been hetter suited to our purpose,

It was well after midnight before we met
with success. And then we sighted a sailing
vessel with the unmistakable rig of a schooner,
There was no telling that it was the Cornish
Coast, hut we bore down upon it.

And at length we were near enocuglh to the
stern, having gone round in a wide circle, for
the night-glasces to be brought into play.
And as we drew nearer and nearer I distinctly
read the words painted on her stern:

“ Cornish Coast, London.»

“She's the ship, sir!” I said quickly.

“So I observe, Tinker,” said Nelson Lee,
‘sho was also using glasses. “Now, my hoys,
you must, kecp your wits about you. I intend
to sweep alongside and board the vessel.?

“ And what, about ua, sir?» :

“You will remain on this boat, and keep
her running parallel, at the same speed as
the schooner,” said Lee. “Keep just clear,
and hold yourselves ready to draw in along-
side when you get the signal. I can trust

you to manage this little craft with skijll.”

*But what about you, sir? You can’t go
on board alone!” protested Nipper, in alarm.
“Why, you'll be collared at once, and then

“You will please allow me to conduct this
affair in my own way, Nipper!” broke in
Nelson Lee grimly. “You have your orders,
and that is sufficient. Leave the rest to
me.”

1 took the wheel, and Nipper placed him.
gelf at the controls. e cngino had
already been reversed, and we were heading
straight towards the starboard side of the
sailing ship. Nelson Lee held himself rcady
to leap on board.

Owing to the calmness of the sca 1
managed the thing beautifully, and we went
right alongside, and only bumped once, and
then lightly. Nelson Lee gaye a leap up-
wards, and grasped a festoon of ropes.

The next minute he had climbed up as
nimbly as a monkey, and was standing on
deck. It was a daring move, and 1 was
filled with doubts as to what the rcsult
would be. The motor-boat, meanwhile, drew
slightly away, and Nipper kept the engine
running slowly, so that we maintained tho
same amount of speed.

But it is my intention to rclate what
occurred to Nelson Lee.

As he leapt to the deck there was a
shout from several voices, and the detective
found himself confronted by three or four
rough deckhands. Then an officer came
hurrying forward. :

“Who the blazes are you?'’ shouted this
gentleman coarsely.

“I want to see the captain at once—Cap-
tain Brent,” replied Nelson Lecec.

“How did you get on this ship?” demanded
the officer.

“'E just come aboard from a motor-boat,
sir,” said one of the sailors,

The officer—who was probably the second
“greaser "—strode to the side, and stared
at the motor-hoat for a moment as it
skimmed smoothly along less than three
fathoms away.

“Wel}, I'm durned!” execlaimed the man, in
astonishment. “Rum way of payin’ a “call,
isn’t it? You can’t see the skipper now—"

“1 think I can,” interrupted Leec. * Please
fetch him at once.”

And then a shout came from for’ard.

“By Jove! 1s that you, Lee?” roared a
well-known voice. “Good man! I don’t
know how you managed—-"

“Get below, you scum!” bhellowed the
officer, tushing along the deck, and swear-
ing frightfully. ere, . Jackson—Binns—
Hirst! Take this fellow below, and keep
his mouth shuat!”

Nelson Lee hurried forward. Sexton Blake
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wag there—Sexton Blake attired in rough
se?farmg gurb, and looking grotesque. And
before he could advance any distance he was
gelzed by several saflors and held secure.
The situation was rather dramatio, and was
g:&c;et more so by the arrival of Captain

“What's all this hle ion?”
bellon ¥ blessed commotion?” hLe
. “This saflor again, sir,” said the officer.
It was a mistake to sign the swab on; he
thinks he’s u dook, or something! An’ now
this fool has just come aboard from a motor-
boat, demanding to ree you.»

The skipper, a big, i
fou}]{y. ' PP big, hulking brute, swore
wmHold that man tight!” he shonted.
"I“'ake him below, and put him in irons!”
eOne moment!” gaid Nelson Lec sharply.
That genfleman is Mr. Sexton Blake, and
zelgaa;e” como herc to demand his instant

“You ‘old your lip, darn you!" snarled

the skipper. “Take him below, men! Look
lively, you lazy ‘ounds!” .
Sexton Blake, struggling flercely, was

forced below. Just a minute before, and he -
would have been able to leap overhoard into
the motor-boat without dificulty, Now the
po'git.ion looked rather eerious.

“You are very foolish, Captain Brent,”
gaid Lee grimly. “I do not intend to leave
this vessel until I take my friend with me.

know well enough that you bave been paid
to"ta_kc him away from England—-"

Git off my ship!” thundered Captain
Brent furiously. “I'll do what I like oun
my own craff, and I don’'t take no orders
i’ﬁ"r ongg})dy! dUtxlxldeli:tand? tG]t off while

e, an ank your stars ’
mgn~handled!" ¥ ars you aln't

‘}’ will go when Mr. Blake: comes with
me, 8ald Lee quietly.

Mister Blake—Mister Blake!” roared the
sk!,pper. “That man's a for'ard hand, and
he’'ll know what's what afore this voyage
18 over! T give you just one minute go
get back to your blamed cockleshellt”

}:{elson Lee stood his ground squarely.

And I give you just onc minute to hand
over my friend,” he retorted. :
he’glhe captain awore, and turned on &i

“Here, you lazin’ dogs, chuck ihja thing
overside!” he roared. “Look lively! An’
you needn’t he careful ahout handlin’ him!”

Half a dozen men advanced, apd things
looked grave. The men were rough, brutal
fellows, and Lec looked very slim and easy
to deal with.

“Just one moment,”
smoothly.

He held something lightly in his flngers.

“This little article is a fully-loaded re-
volver,” ho went on. “I assure you, Cap-
tain ﬁrent, that I shall use it if my orders
are not carried out. Stand back, you
jdiots! X am in earmest!”

The men backed away hastily, .

“You white-livered scum!” bawled tho
skipper. . “Thc fool won't shoot—hoe daren't!
Git hold of him—

“I repeat that 1 am In ecarnest!™ inter-
rupted e cvenly,

rent swore.

gaid Nelson Lce

“You can't shoot!” he raved. “I defy
you_n
Crack! Crack! Crack! -

Nelson Lee, realising the necessity of teacl.
Ing this blustering bully a lesson. gave a
display of markmanship which scared@ the
skipper out of his wits. As an exhibition
of revolver shooting that little display would
have been hard to beat.

It was all over in five seconds. Leec Had
seen that the deck was clear in Brent's
rear, and he fired harmlessly, without injur-
ing the skipper or anybody eclse. But his
first shot pierced Brent's cap; the second
bullet struck the bowl of the captain’s pipe,
and the third whistled paet his ecar wrtﬂin
a2 halr’s-breadth.

To shoot in that manner so rapidly, and
so accurately, it required o steady hand
and a nerve of iron. Lee was sure of him-
sell, and he smiled grimly as the skinpcr's
pipe clattcred to the deck in pieces. It had
been projecting at an angle, and had offered
an easy mark. -

“Now!” sald Nelson Lee quietly. “Do
you «efy me again, captain?”

“Yon—yonu——"

It is really impossible to set down what
Captain Brent actually sald. Several of
his teeth were loose, owing to the jar of the
pipe, and hec was completely cowed. The
next bullet might come mearer!

“I--1 dou’t want no trouble ahoard my
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ship!” he snarled. “Git that blighter up
from below, and let him clecar off. T'll be
giad to git rid of him!”

Nelson Leo breathed a short sigh of relief.
It had been touch and go, hut he had
won. Audacity had gained the day. He,
alonk, had compelled Cajtaln Brent and his
men to surrender their prisoner.

It was that revolver display that did the
frick. Even if the skipper had remained |
firm, the men would never have obeyed him.
They would rather face their captain’s fury
than Nelson Lee's unerripg aim.

Exactly. two minutes later Sexton DBlake
wis on deck. Lee had given the signal, and
the motor-boat was clpse alongside. Blake
came over first, and then his rescuér. Lee
preferred to keep that revolver ready for
-actlon until the last myment.

“Thank goodness, guv'nor'” I gasped fer-
vently. . :

Nipper jerked open the throttle, the motor
roared in response, and wc sped away into
the night.

THE BIXTH CHAPTER.
On the Right Trail at Laet,

EXTON BLAKE laughed gcnially.
S “Really, I don’t know whom tq

compliment  most—you, Lee, -or
Tinker!” he cxclaimed. “You have
both done wonders, and I mustn't leave

Nipper out, since, without him, you would
have heen handicapped.”

“1 reckon Mr. Lee is a masterpiece,
guv'nor!” I exclaimed warmly, ©Just fancy
him holding up the whole giddy crowd!
Defying that rotten skipper to his face!
Why, Mr. Lee deserves half a dozen medals!”

* Please don't talk such nonsense, Tinker,”
cliuckled Nelson Lee. “That giddy crowd,
as you put it, was composed of the worst
types of sallormen., They were ready cnough
to attack me when they thought I was
harmless. But a lttle firmness in a case
1i%e” that works marvels.”

It was splendid of you, old man, to
risk your lite in the way you did,” said the
guv'nor quietl;&. “And Tinker has been very
cute indeed. The manner in which he traced
me to Tilbury, and then to that vessel —~

“Oh, rats, guv'nor!” 1 broke in. “There was

nothing cute about thue. You left a
messagoe for me in that old barn. Without
that I should have been helpless. So where

dics the cuteness come in?”

Sexton Blake chuckled.

“Well, we will say that we have all done
well, then there will be no quarrclling,” he
smiled. “My own part, however, was an
ignoble one. [ have been in hot water ever
gluce I fell into Waldo's cunningly-contrived

tap.”

“Do you fecl any bad eftects, guv'nor?” I
asked,.

“Not now, Tinker,” he .replied. *“The sea
rir has freshened me up wonderfully. I
aliould have been in a fine plight if you had
not come to my rescue so promptly. Waldo
did well; but his game is spotit.”

We were nearing the little harbour of
Caistowe, and we were all feeling vecy light-
hearted. Sexton Blake looked rather queer in
his seafaring attire, but it was the guv’'nor
wll rigiit. -

His story was .very easily {old, for it
practically amounted to nothing. When he
hud awakened he found Irimself in the
fo'c’s’la of the Cornish Coast, and darkness
had already descended.’

He had been kicked and cuffed about while
still semi-dazed, but after that he had con-
franted the skipper, domanding to be put
wshore, Of course, his demand was ignored,
und be was treanted as an ordinary deck-
hand. Left to his own decvices, he would
probably have escaped in timme—hut not that

night.

And time was of great value in ¢this
investigation.

Havipg arrived at Caistowe, we all climhed

info Nelson Lee's car, and returned to St.
Frank's. Here Nipper went off to hed at
once, and Sexton Blake was supplied with
i complete outfit of Nelson Lee’s attire, and
he looked himaelf again.

It is too late for me to give instructions
with regard to a bhed-rgom for you,” said
loe, when he and the guv'nor entered his
study. “But I dare say I can manage to find
Yot R comfortabhle—"

“My denr Lee, pleass don't trouble!” in-
terrupted Blake. “Tinker and I are leaving
almpst at once.” -
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t don¢t’

< Are we, guv'noe?” I asked sleepily.

“0Oh, vonscnse!” exclalmed Lee. “I won't
permit that, Blaket You must stay the
night’ at St. Frank's.”

¢ Please don’t presa me, old man,” said the
guy'nor quietly. “I am worried; for the
life of me [ don'st know bow to get on the
right trail! Bu} that trafl is in London—not
here. I mean start work the very frst
thing in the morning, 'and I want to be in
town, You quite understand, don‘'t you?”

“Yes, I think I do,” smiled Nelson Lee.

“Waldo has thrown down the gauntlet,”
went on Blake—"he has challenged me.
Well, I mean to beat him yet, if it is
humaply possible. I am.n particularly |
anxious to recover thost diamonds for Van
Dusen, put I am anxious to get the better
of that amazing crook.”

“And how do you propoac to get to Lon-

“I am going to summon ap enough im-
pudence to ask you to lend me your car,”
replied the guv'nor, with a smile. *“Tinker
and I witl be home by five o’clock, or a little
after, and we can then enatch at least three
hours’ slcei).-"

“How rippingi” I yawned. “I'll bet I
shall snateh more than three hours, guv'nor!
I s'hall be . asleep all the way up in the
car!”

"You won't, you lazy voung beggar!” said
Blake. “You'll have to take your share of
driving! I don’t believe in encouraging—"

“Oh, all right, guv'ner!” I interrupted.
“I'l do my whack.”

And fifteen minutes later we were bowling
away, having parted cordially with Nelson
Lee. He had helned us splendidly, and we
were grateful. Without Nelson Lee's aid,
indeed, everything would have been ruined.

We arrived home just before five, and
tumbled - straight inte bed, and went to
sleep, By cight-thirty we were up again. A
bath and a viegorous rubbing-down frcshened
us up wonderfully. and when we went in to
hreakfast we looked aund felt fresh and
ready for anything.

“YQurprising what o lot wo go through,
guv'nor,” I remarked as I raised a dish-cover
and peeped underneath it. “Oh, topping?!
Fried soles! All smoking hot, too! (Jet busy
with the serving, guv'nor! I could cabt &
shark this morning!”

Wo wero soon making those soles disappear
at an astonishing rate. Sexton Blake was
thoughtful, and he did not even glance at
the morning paper. I was rather absent-
minded, too.

How were we going to get on the trail?
Tilbury? Would it be aguny good going to
the docks, in an effort to trace Waldo? I
rather fancled that such a trip would be
# mere waate of time.

At last I (decided to appeal to the
guv’'nor.
“What's the programme, pguv'nor?” T
asked.

“I'm afraid, Tinker, that it is difficult to
map one out,” he replied. *“But I mean to
get hold of those diamonds—and I mean to
get hold of Waldo. It will be a stiff task,
and all the stiffer hecause we don't know
where to start—— Well, Mrs. Bardell?”

“There's a gentleman waiting to see you,
sir,” said the housckeeper, who had entcred
at that moment. “Wants to see you real
urgent, sir.”

Sexton Blake frowned.

“For the second mornilng in succcasion we
have heen distvrbed at breakfaat, Tinker.”
he observed. “It really won’'t do! Surely
we are permitted to partake of our meals in
seclusion? Did the gentleman give his name,
Mrs. Bardell?”

“Yes, sir; Mr. Brunton.”

“Never heard of the merchant,”
marked.

- Please tell Mr. Brunton that I am unable
to see him, Mrs. Bardell,” said Blake
gracefully. “If, however, Mr. Brunton cares
to make an appointment by letter, I will
probably arrange an interview.”

“And he's settled!” I observed, as Mrs.
Bardell departed.

But Mr. Brunton wasn’t. It was rather
a coincidence that this visitor should inalst
upon seeing the guv'nor during breakfast,
exactly as Van Dusen had done the previous
morning. Mrs. Bardell reappeared, carry-
ing a written message this time.

“The gentleman asked me to give you this,
air,” .she said.

Sexton Blake took the cnvelope with a
sigh.

“J wish peoplo would be less troublesome!™
he exclaimed irritably.

I re-

“plied,” smiled Blake.

A3 he tore the flap open 1 watchied him

with interest. The offair was probably
nothing, 1 decided. He took a card from the
envelope, glanced at the name, and then
turned it oyer. For a moment he remaioed
with pursed lips, and fiually hroke into &
emile,

“Pleaso show Mr. Brunton into the con-
aulting-room, Mrs. Bardell,” he safd. “Tell
him that I will be with him in a moment.”

The housekeeper departed.

“What about the appointment hy letter,
guv'nor?” I asked. )

“Well, in a way, Mr. Brunton has com-
“But rcad this.”

I tcok tho card, and rcad the following
shor{ message upon it:

“Pleas¢ sparo mc five mirufes. I think I
can give you some valuable information con-
cerning the Hatton Garden robbery.”

I looked up quickly.

“It might be¢ a dodge, guv'nor,” I eaid.
“Waldo 15 & cute customer!”

“ Preclsely, Tinker,” agreed Sexton Blake.
“I sNall he on my guard, and well prepared
for any trickery. You had better come into
the consulting-room with me—to act as a
kind of guardian. I fear I am incapable of
heing left alone with Waldo, after my ex-
perience of yesterday!”

I grinned, and a few minutes latcr we
entered the consulting-room. We did not
really suspect that our visitor would turn
out to be Waldo. Mr, Edgar Brunton, as a
matter of fact, was a short, thick-set young
man, with an expression upon his face of
resigned misfortune. It struck me that he
had seen a lot of worry.

“It is good of you to spare mc a few
minutes, Mr. Blake,” he said, speaking in n
refined voice. “I am the owner of a house
in Fulham—a small apartment house. It
s quite select, however, and I just managc
to make a fair living.”

“Is it really necessary, BMr. Brunton, for
you to enter into personal matters with me?”
smiled Blake. “I understand that you are
in a position to throw some light upon the
recent burglary at Hatton (larden?”

Brunton nodded, and we regarded him with
interest. He was obviously sincere: obviously .
honest. It was written in every line of his
open features. He rose to his feet and
clenched his fists in a sudden outburst.

“When I think of Van Dusen, I—I {fecl
like breaking things!” he sald huskily.

“I bheag of vou not to start here, my dear
sir!” said Blake. .

“That man is the vilest scoundrel unhung,
Mr. Blake,” went on Brunton, his eyes gleam-
ing fiercely. “But for him I should be «
rich man, Instead of a lodging-house keeper!
When 1 heard that he had been robbed |
laughed with joy!”

“Then why have you come to me now?”

“Becausc I realise that my own personsl
affairs should not bias my judgment of
what is right and wrong,” replied Brunton.
“I think I can put you on the track of the
man who really stole the gems.”

“One moment, Mr. Brunton,” said Sexton
Blake. “What reason have you for referring
to Mr. Van Dusen as a vila scoundrel?”

Brunton sat down in his chair.

“Two or three vears ago,” he said, “I
arrived in England from Africa, baving
worked for seven solid years, so that I might
come home with a little substance for my-
selt and the girl I was about to marry.
Those seven years were fruitful, Mr., Blake,
for I landed in England with diamonds in
my possession worth ten thousand pounds.
Van Dusen stole them from me—-he deliber-
ately stote them!"

“How was the theft accomplisl:ed?” nsked
Blake.

"I was a young fool!” cxclaimed Brunton
flercely. “1 went to Van Dusen without
troubling to find out what his real character
was. knew he was a famous diamond
merchant, and I thought I could go to no
better man. As it happened, I went to him

“after office hours, without having previously

made an appointment, and found him alone.
1 iClowed him my diamonds, and he told mc
that they were worth eight thousand pounds.
I sdid he could have them for ten thousand,
or not at all. And at last he agreed. I lcft
the diamonds with bim that night, and he
promised me that I should have th¢ money
the next morning—""

“Dear me! Then you were foolish indeed,”
interrupted Blake gently.. “Do you actually
mean to tell me, Mr. Brunton, that you left
your diamonds in Van Dusen’s possession,
merely on his promise to pay you in the
morning?”

Our visitor shook his head.

“No: I was not quite such a duidcr as that,”
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he said bitterly.. “But 1 was inecautious; I
made the mistake of thinking that Van Dusep
was anp honest man. He strongly advised me
to leave the diamonds in his safe, instead of
carrying them ahout on my person. At the

time I thought it was decent of him, and I

never suspected treachery. He wrote me out
a receipt, signed it, and gave it to me for
n’:i inspection. It was in perfect order, and
I knew that 1 was safe.”

“But there was some trick about it?” asked
the guv’nor.

*In the morning 1 presented myself at Van
Duaen’s office,” said Brunton. “You may
imagine my amazement when that bloated
rogue disowned all knowledge of me. He said
to my face that he had never seen me before,
and that I had never handed him a single
dfamond. 1 was simply flabbergasted; 1
couldn’t helieve it.”

“But you had the reeeipt!” I pointed out.

“That is what I told Van Dusen.” said
Brunton.
it turned out to be nothing but a blank sheet
of -paper! Then I knew how I had been
tricked. When Van Dusen handed me the
receipt for my inspection I read it, and was
about to put It o my pocket. He laughingly
said that it would be better in an envelope,
and he took it back and sesled it up. But
the brate substituted the paper in some way.
and sealed up a blank sheet. I didn’t even
look at it until T was in his office, the next
morning. He ‘must have burnt the real
recefpt. But what could I do? I seemed to
he a liar -myself after producing that blank
paper, and it was fmpossible for me to go to
the police. I had no case—no evidence.
Walter van Dusen stole those diamonds from
1e deliberately.”

“I have no hesitation, Mr. Brunton, in
believing  your statement,” said Blake
quietly. ‘ |

“You do believe it?” asked our visitor. “I
—I was afraid that you wouldn’t, Mr. Blake.
1 have no proofs of any sort——"

“But 1 happen to know Van Dusen's
character fairly well,” Sexton Blake Inter-
rupted. “Your story does not surprise me,
Yan Dusen has committed worse crimes on
niany occasions, You were shamefully
treated, my dear sir, but I'm afraid you had
no redress. Van Dusen’s crime was far worse
than that of .a common burglar, since he
robbed you of all you posscssed.”

Brunton sighed. .

“"Well, it is no good talking ahout that
mte re;; II; said. bA’lé my l‘titrt‘.!lamgsi were shat-

y o1 egurse, - .my little girl was true
10 me, and we were married in ‘of every-
thing. Anpd since them we have jogged along
quietly.” .

“But you have something clse to tell me,
surely?” :

“Yes, Mr. Blake, and it is this,” replied
Brunton. *“A week or two ago a man took
apartments in my house. His name was
Horace Carslake, and he was exceedingly
pleasant, and middle aged. He was g0
pleasant, indeed, that I soon found myself
tclling him my troubles. He was very
sympathetic, and we became very friendly.
In the coarse of our chats, J mentioned to
him that Van Dusen would be recetving a big
consignment, of diamonds from Africa.”

“How did you know that?" asked the
guv'nor.

constantly,” replied Brunton grimly. “It has
heen my vain hope that I might be able to
trap him—to cx him for the scoundrel
be is. I also obtained information from one
of Van Dusen’s clerks. And I told all that
to Carslake quite casually.

“And you think that Carsiake is the thief?”

“The very idea seems
cannot help believing that he committed the
erime,” replfed -Brunton. *“MHe vanished from
is rooms an the very evening of the burglary
—without settling his bill, by the way—and
‘T have not set eyes on him sinee. I honestly
believe that he took Van Dusen’s diamonds.”
, l“‘Y?mx know nothing about this man Cars-
u e\!’ .

*Nothing more than I have told you,” re-
pltied Brunton.

“That amounts to practically nothing,” said
Blake, “He came to you as a stranger, and
then suddenly disappeared. It is
possible that he was an expert diamond-thief.
} can assure yQu that such gentry are gener-
ally suave, pleasant-mannered
adepts in the arts of disguise.”

*“That is what 1 feared myself—and that is
why I came to you,” said Brunton. *“I didn’t
Kke to go to the police, Mr. Blake. Do you
think you will be able to make use of my
information ?*

Sexton Blake nodded,

“1 produced it, as 1 thought, and

reposterous, but 1

quite.

individuals,’

“In one way, perhaps,” he said. “If you
will permit me to go home with you, and to
examine the rooms recently occupied by
Carslake, I might be able to plck up some
scrap of information, There is no telling

“what such an investigation on my part will

lead to. It might result in much or little, I
cannot tell until T have examined Carslake’s
rooms. - But he leit hurriediy, and that may
be a point in our favoir. Have I your per-
mission to go?”

*“ Why, of course—of
cagerly.

1 looked up keenly. Brunton scemed very
anxious for us to go with him. But it was

‘course!” said Brunton

-not another trap; had it been one, he would

not have bheen so eager. Besidcs, if Brunton
wasn’t honest, 1 had never scen an honest
man. .o : '

His story was significant, although I didn't
see how it would help us. Both Sexton Blake
and I were faitly convinced that Carslake was
no less a person than Waldo. We could
scarcely think anything else, ‘

And so, without delay, we accompanied our
new fricnd to Fulham, and were there intro-
duced to a very charming young -lady, who
turned out to be Mrs. Brunton. It was a
terrible shame that these young people should
have been swindled out of thelr little fortune
by a shark like Walter van Dusen.

Our investigations in the rooms lately occu-
pied by Carslake were fruitless, We found
absolutely nothing, and this only strengthened
our hellef that the fellow was really Waldo.
We knew that Waldo would leave nothing of
value behind him. His favourite trick was to
fake up false evidence, bhut that had not
happened here. -

A real stroke of luck befell us, however.

While we were talking with Brunton, his
wife appeared with a letter. It was addreased
to Carslake, hore the SBouthend postmark, and
was inscribed oh the flap witlh the name and
address of an eatate agent.

“]I suppose I'd better send it hack to South-
end,” rcmarked Brunton.

“Just on¢ moment,” said Sexton Blake
keenly. “This is rather curious, surely? This
letter was posted five days ago, according to
the Southend postmark. Jt should have heen
delivered four days ago. That is to say, it
ought to bave arrived long berfore Carslake
left you.” .

“But why should it take five days on the
way, guv'nor?’ I asked curiously,

“Probably .a mere coincidence— But
wait,” snid the guv'nor. “I remember secing
in the paper a day or two ago that an
accident occurred on the Southend line. A
goods traln ran into the rear of a passcnger
train, I Dbelieve, and the mail-coach was
wrecked, and set on fire. Many mails were
lost ; but this letter, evidently, survived, and
has just found its destination.”

“Yes, that must be it, Mr. Blake,” agreed
Brunton.

Blake calmly opened the letter, and read
it. It was from the estate agent, saying
that “the hungalow was ready for oecu-
pation,” and that the key would be handed
over when Mr. Carslake chose to cail for it.

“There’s nothing in that, guv’'nor,” I.
remarked. _ ) .

“You think not, Tinker,” said Sexton Blake
quietly. ‘“You must allow me to ditfer. 1
fancy this letter §s of the highest importance.

“X have been keeping my eye on Van Dusen:' Carslake, you must remember, ought to have

had this letter long before he lert—when it
would certainly have been destroyed, My
idea is that the man prepared a safe retreat
for himself, so that he could retire to it after
the coup.”

“But the fellow wouldn't do it openly—"
- “Why not?” asked Sexton Blake. “What
was there to prevent him? In the identity
7of Carslake e was a respectable citizen, and
there is even now nothing whatever to prove
that he is the man who stole Van Dusen’s
dlamonds. And don't forget that this letter
was Dever intended for eyes other thap
Carslake's. - »
railway, we have been provided with a definfte
opening.” o

“And what will you do, guv'nor?” I asked
interestedly. _

“1 shall visit Southend at orce—withoit
a moment’s delay,” replied Sexton Blake, "1
have an idea that such a journey will bear

considerable fruit.”
S I am not referring to myself par-

ticularly, but to others.. Sexton Blake
was in the famous seaside resort, to say

——

THE SEVENTH CHABTER.
8amecen the Second.
OUTHEND had some distingnished
“visitors that niorning.

Owing to that mishap on the |

Ibr a r i

nothing of Chief Detective-Inspector Lennard,
and flve ‘other_leading lights of the Crimfnal
Investigation Department. :

“The whole tuing nmiay be a nmare’s nest, o
course,” remarked Lennard comfortingly, as
we left the station. «Still, I must admi$ that
tbe thing looks fishy, Blake. And if we yet
hold of Waldo to-day it’'ll he your doing. Fm
banged if you're not the first in the field with
this Waldo fellow every time!”

“If we do get him, inspector,” I put {p, ©J
should advise you to keep your hands op him!»

“ A taunt!” exclaimed Lennard indignantly,
“Do you always allow this young rascal to
cheek the- majesty of the law, Blake? Il
admit we’'ve let Waldo go twice, but § wasn't
responsible, thank goodness! I'll see that the
fellow doesn't slip through my fingers$®
., Our plan was a simple one, Having made
inquiries at the estate agents, we discovered
that Mr. Carslake had entered into occupation
the previous day. And here, again, I might
mention, there was a connection whieh weo
could only regard as significant. We Nelieved
that Waldo’s retreat was here in Somthend;
and Waldo had planned to get the guv'mor
placed on board a ship at Tilbury. It was
practically in the same general district.

Sexton Blake and I were to visit the hunga.
low alone—boldly. Needless to say, our Scote
land Yard friends would he close handy within
call. Lennard, Indeed. was to conceal himseélf
exactly opposite the docrway of the bungalow.

Everything went oft without a hitch. Len-
nard placed his men and got into his own
position. ' This done, Sexton Blake and I
| strolled coolly along the road and made for
the bungalow.

This was a pleasant little huilding, ocom-
parativeély new, standing amongst a row of
other hungalpws. The road was a new one,
and only one side was bullt upon. Facing the
houses was a meadow, divided from the road
by a hedge. )

“Now, Tinker,” sald Blake grimly, Shold

yourself ready for instant action!”
- We arrived at the gateway, marched in, and
approacbed the front door. This was glase-
topped, with a curtaln inside. Having rung
the bell, therefore, Sexton Blake stood aside,
and motloned me to do likewise. We didp't
want Waldo to peep behind the curtains and
get a glimpse of us.

The door opened, and Mr, llorace Carslake
stood before us.

He didn’t turn a hair. He regarded tho
guyv'nor and I mildly, apd with an ajr of in-
uiring curiosity. But, in spite of his clever
disguise, we recognised thc man as Rupert
Waldo. And his acting was simJ)ly astounding.

“Well, gentlemen?” he asked. ‘

“] bhave come from the ecstate agent—=
began Sexton Blake.

. 471 think it would be better if we discussed
matters inside,” sald Waldo, < \Will you please
step in?”?

4 Certainly !»

Sexton Blake went first, and I followed, But
1 pulled out my handkerchief, and jerked it
violently bhehind me—unseen by Waldo.
Detective-Inspector Lennard would understand
that signal.

It was really splendid. Waido was kidding
himself that we had come there alone, and he
bad politely asked us to walk into his web,
He probably thought that he could dea) with
us at his leisure. _

We entered the front room, and + Carslake »
indicated chairs, )

“Is there some hitch about the hungalow?”
he inquired. “I trust not, because I think I
shall be comfortable herc. And I have mot
tihe”pleasurc -of knowing your name, my dear
sir. ‘

Sexton Blake laughed lightly. ’

“You do it extremely well, Waldo,” he said,
“1 had no idea you were such a clever actor.
But it’s no use. Disguises are all very well
superficially, buf they do not conceal the
really vital parts of a man’s facial and bodily
‘characteristics.” ; g - S

“I give you best, Blake!” said Waldo
frankly. “I thought I should get clear this
time. How in the name of wonder did you
do it? I have heard it raid that I am amaz-
ing, but 1 fancy you can heat me. TUntHl a
minute ago I thought yon were performing
the duties of a deck-hand on the schooner
}-Cornish Coast.”

“T didn't care for the joh!* :aid Blake ban-

teringly. <1 want to know, Waldo, jf you
.mean to submit quietly, or—— Hold him,
Tinker!"

While Blake was speaking he threw himsgelf
forward. I did the same, aldo had abruptly
made a dash for the door, and 1 knew why,
He had caught sight- of the Scotland Yard
men, and realised that he was tragped. _

For the guv'nor and I to hold him was
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-simply fmpossible. He threw us aside just as
though we were a couple of school-children,
Sexton Dlake went staggering back over the
table, and I reeled over dizzily. But I
managed to grab one of Waldo's feet, and
pulled it violently.

Crash!

Waldo went to the ftoor face downwards,
and 1 heard his head strike the threshold ilke
a hammer. But he was on his feet ugain in
# sccond, unburt. But he was too late.
Detective-Inspector Lennard was in the door-
way, backed by two other Yard men., And
three more were scrambling through the
. window., It was one of the neatest captures
1 had secn.

“ Afraid you're outnumbered this time, old
man!’ said Lennard pleasantly. ¢ Better not
try any games, you know! You may be strong,
but therc are cight of us here, and we mean
business !

“ What infernal luck!”
“Yes, I'm bcaten!”

“Don’t believe it, Lennard!™ said Sexton
Blake sharply. < Handcuff him at once, and
have him completely surrounded!”»

The chief-inspector grinned.

“ How do you like the look of these, Mr,
Waldo?” he asked, displaying a pair of
“enormous handcufts., “You cught to feel

honoured. We had them especiaily made for
your use. They are of the finest steel, and I'll
dely you to break them if you try it for fifty
years! \We've got another pair for your
ankles.”

“ Thanks all tho same,” said Waldo grimly,
“but I don't fancy that quality. 1 never go
in for expensive things.» -

kpew what was coming, and so did the
gu¥'nor. We hoth yelled at once, and grabbed
the prisoner from behind. And we were right.
¥or Waldo made an attempt to break away.
It seemed sheer madness, and I know well
cuough that the C.L.D. men were taken by
surprise, They had mever deemed it possible
ihat Waldo would try to escape.

I've seen a few fights,” but this fairly stag-
gered me,

“This is the part of the game I cnjoy!”
shouted Waido exultantly.

He seized one of the detectives, whirled him
oft his feet, and threw hiin at two others.
'They collapsed, and Waldo turned to {the door.
He mnet Lennard and the guv'nor. The only
thing possible was to get the man down, and
to hold Lhim down by :heer weight. Fighting
wags impossible,

With strength such as his ke could bave
Lkilled a man with one blow. Therefore we
avolded his terrific thruats, and gave all our

~energy to getting him down. But Waldo was
dersrerate NnoWw.

e fought frenziedly, Again and again we
held him, but he broke away every time. Two
men were already stunned and out of action.
A third was as good as useless. After every
fresh outburst our force grew weaker.

And the end was inevitable.

In;agltc of our united efforts, Rupert Waldo
at last suceceded in breaking a way through
into the hall. How on earth he managed it
I don't knew, but I do kncw that he was
even stronger than I bad criginally supposed.

He fled down the passage with Sexton Blake,
Lennard, and T in full pursuit. ‘Through the
kitchen he charged, and slammed the door to
beclind l:im without pausing.

Aud then came the terrible sequel. Owing to
the kitchen door being slammed, both Sexton
Blake and I were saved from terrible injury.
I am certain of that. For we were delayed,
and prevented from entering the kitchen as
carly as we might have done.

Waldo relied upon his strength once too
often. Not that it failed him—his strength,
indced, was bis undoing. The back outer door
~was locked nnd bolted, He kncw that. There
wlas no time fo unfasten it. He knew that
also,

There waa oniy one course, and that course
was to charge the door hodily and smash it
to pieces. No otdinary man would. have
attempted such a thing. But Waldo had no
lﬁ'powledgu of pain; exertion was ncthing to

im.

And he charged.

The result was startling, The door was well
made, but the scullery wasn't. It was a kind
of addition—a jutting-out portion quite to
itself. And inatead of the door smashing to
atoms, the whole outer wall collapsed,

It was cazy to understand why this hap-
pened. Waldo acted as a kind of battering-
ram, and, the place being jerry-built, it could
not withstand the strain. :

Even as Sexton Blake was opening the
flim:y inaer door a terrific, appalling crash

exclaimed Waldo.

sounded. We were smothered with dust and
debris, and knocked in a heap, grazed, brulsed,
and staggered.

And when we picked ourselves up we found
the scullery nothing but a mass of wreckage,
The roof had fallen in, and underneath that
great pile of debris, buried completely, lay
what remained of Rupert Waldo.

THE EIQHTH CHAPTER.
Juctice Defeated—but Justice Donae.
'Y ELL, that’s finished him!” eaid
Detective - Inspector Lennard

grimly. .

We were gazing down upon our
prisoner. He had been rescued from the
wrcckage, and was now lying upon the couch
in the front room. Lennard’s men were busily
engaged in searching the bungalow from end
to cnd.

It had been a delicatc task, extracting
Waldo from the debris. At first we had
thought that he was dead. But the scullery
had only been built of comparatively light

materials, and Waldo had escaped any vital }

injuriecs. No hones seemed to be broken, but
he was undoubtedly in a bad way.

He was terribly cut, battercd, and other-
wise mutilated. He was also suffering from
concussion of the brain, for he was uncon-
scious. A severo scalp wound had been dealt
with by Sexton Blake on the spot.

Mcanwlhile, the ambulance had becen sent
for, and it was almost due to arrlve. Waldo
had been beaten at last, but not by his
{lving cnemics. He bhad been defeated be-
cause of his own strepgth.

“I'm rather sorry,” said Sexton Bluke. 1
didn't want to see the man finish up in
this way, Lennard. It's my opinion it won't
be lung hefore he’s as active as ever—"

“3y dear man, the fellow's smashed all
up!” interjected the chief-inspector. “His
bones may not be broken, but 1°ll warrant
he's got a few severe internal injuries. Il's
my opinion he won't get over this.”

“Well, 1 hope you're wrong,” eaid_ the
guv'nor.

“Wrong?”

“Certainly! ]
fatally injured in this way, Lennard, even if
he docs happen to be a criminal,” replied
Blake. “But you have your opiunion, and I
have mine. Time will show which of us s
rivht.” ‘

I couldn’t look at Waldo without feeling
jolty gorry for him. Somehow, in spite of
the fact that he was a dangerous criminal,
I didn't regard him as an ordinary wrong
‘un.. He had his good points, and if he had
run in diffcrent grooves he might have been
a fine citizen. .

He had chosen crime as a carcer, and this
was the result. I have always noticed that
crime never pays in the long run, although It
may be very profitable up to a certain point.

Waldo looked ghastly, and I turned away
from the couch, feeling a bit gloomy. The

-guwnor and I had beem successful—we had

run our man down, and he was in the hands
of the police.

That is what we had set out to accomplish.
And I suppose we ought to have been higuly
satisfied. As for Van Dusen’s diamonds, I
Lardly gave them a thouzht. We had only
investigated this case in order to get on the
track of Waldo. Sexton Blake bad fulfilled
his promise to the diamond merchant, and
we had completed our casc. It was really
for the police to do the rest. ]

“Wwell?” asked Lennard, as onc of his men
appearcd. .

“We've scarched cvery room, sir, and wo
can find nothing of any account,” replied the
C.I.D. man. *“Evcry place has been turned
inside out, but there are no diamonds here.”

«Confound the man!” growled Lennard.
“But they must be here! He wouldn’t have
left them anywherc else. Have another
scarch, Robsom, Turn the garden upside
down—look in the coal-cellar—look under the
fioor-boards!” .

“We've done all that, sir,” said Robson.

“Then do it again—more thoroughly!”
enapped the chief-inspector.

The man rctired, and Lennard grunted.

“It's all rot!” he said. “If thc diamonds
aren’t here, where are they?”

“[ don't want to discourage you, old man,

‘hut I hardly cxpected the diamonds to be

licre,” said Sexton Blake. “Waldo only came

I dor’t llke to sce a man}-

down ycsterday, remember, -and he wanted
to be sure that ho was safc. No matter how
much he declared that he was an honest
citizen—in the cvent of an inquiry—those
diamonds on the prcmises would be fatal.”

And, as o matter of fact, although the -
place was literally ransacked, pothing rc-
sulted. By this time the ambulance had
takon Waldo away, and he was due to find a
cot in the police infirmary.

We ouraclves had not cscaped very lightly.
Sexton Blake and I were cach cut in a dozen
places—slight wounds, I'll admif, but annoy-
ing and painful. Lennard, too, had euffered
from that scullery collapsc; and two of
Lennard’s men were quite useless, having
been knocked sllly in the fight.

‘However, we had got the crook, and that
was the main thing. And when tho search
was completely over, Lennard furfously lit
a cigarette and glared round at the walls..

"I've got an idea those diamonds arc here,
even now,” he said. “We haven't half looked
yet. The fellow might have buried them, or
dropped them Into a hollow tree, or somc-
thing. Perhaps he'll tell us when he recovers;
it'll mean a lighter scntence, anyYhow—--
What the deuce is the matter with that
chap?”

He stared out of the window, and wc fol-
lowed the direction of his gaze. A ubniformcil
police-constable had ridden up furiously on
a bicycte. He now leapt off, flung bhis
machine against the fence, and dashed to tiie
front door. . .

“Can 1t possihly be— No; it must be
wrong !” murmured Blake. _ .

A moment later the constable charged into
the front room, breathlcss and red-faced with
excitement and amazcment.

“He—he's escaped, sir!” he gasped hoarse!y.

The chief-inspector stared.

“Who's escaped?” he demanded. “If
you're trying to tell me that Waldo—"

“It’s true, sir!” panted thce policema:.
“He’s got completely away!” ) .

“Then mﬁ first suspiclon was right,” said
Sexton Blake grimly.

“But—but it's mad'!” shoutcd Lennard.
“Do vou think I'm going to believe that
Waldo has got away unsided--— Oh! Yon
mean that be was rescued by some of his
confederates——"

“Waldo has no confederates,” put fn the
guv'nor. ‘“‘He works alone.”

“Mr. Blake is right, sir,” said thc constablc.
“The man cscaped without any help at all.
It's the most amaging thing I've ever heard
of! Came to life, he did, and cscaped in the
ambulance !”

“Look hcre!” exclaimed Lepnard.  “Tell
mo exactly what happencd.” .

“I" was onc of the men scut with the
ambulance, sir,” replied the constable. “Wo
went =all right until wc were getting
near the infirmary. There were two men on
the ambulance besidcs me, and we thought
that the prisoner 'was unconscious.”

“ And so he was.” '

“He wasn't, sir, if you'll excu:¢ me con-
tradicting you,” said the policeman. ¢ All of
a sudden he jumped off the stretcher, threw
his two attcndapts out at thc rear of tho
car—"

“But didn't you pull vp?” .
+“0f course we did, sir—at least, we triod
to. 1 was thrown down backwards, and ['m
gure I don't know how 1 escaped -heing badly
hurt. The driver was pitched out after mc,
and then the prisoner jumped into the scab
and drove away furiously. That's the last
we sayw of him or the ambulance.”

“Hang it all, I can’t believe it!" declared
the clief-inspector flatly. “It’s like a con-
founded fairy-tale! The man was smashed
all up—horribly cut and bruized and battered.
I thought he was dying!” .

“We all did, sir—until he came to lite,”
said the constable feelingly.

Sexton Blake broke into a laugh.

“Quite funny, isn't it?” snapped Lennard,
turning round.

“My dear fellow, there’s no need to get
into a temper about it,” chuckled Blake. *1
was only laughing because I realised how
completely Waldo dubped the lot of us. He
was no more unconscious than I am. It was
a ruse, Lennard—just that and nothirg
more.” _

“By jingo!" I exclaimed.
been, guv'oor!”

“Waldo knew that he had no chance of
escaping after that collapse,” went on the
guv'nor. *“So what did he do?. Hc pretended
to be badly ipjured—"

“It must have
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“Pretended to bel” roared the inspector.
“Well, he was badly injured; if that will
please you better,” said Sexton Blake, “But
Waldo is -different from other meén, Lennard.
As we hate proved before, blows and burns
and gashes leave him as formidable as ever.
1 must confess that F was NBodwinked this
time, though. The man looked positively
ghastly, and I thought he was done for.
Instead of that he waited for the ambulance
to come—intending, all the time, to make use
of the car as a meaps of escape, Upon my
soul! You can’'t help admiring the man’s
astuteness.” . .
Detective-Inspector Lennard swore under his
breath. ‘ )
“Ir ever I capture that wizard again, even
if he's dead, I’ll handcuff him and chain him
up!” he declared flercely. “I've had a few
surprises in my life, but this fairly leaves me
winded! I raise my hat to that feilow!”

"The next day Sexton Blake and I discussed
the casec at Baker Street with somewhat
mixed feelings. We had succeeded, and yct
we had failed. This seemed to be generally
the case with Waldo. There was no holding
the man, The tighter the corper, the easier
he gotr out of it.

Reports had eome in that the ambulance
- had been seen at different points. And the
vehicle had finally been discovered in a ditch.
many miles from Southend. Waldo himseli
had vanished, and no trace of him had been
found. ,

How he had managed it was a mystery.
And with regard to the diamonds, we had
heard nothing further. It was my private
opinion that we should mever set eyes upon
them at all. But I was wrong, and this was
proved to me almost at once.

For the telephone " bell and 1
answered 'it.-

“Well?” I asked. “Who's that?” .

“T want to speak to Mr. Blake. Is he in?”
came a voice, * . :

“Yes,” I replied. “What name, please?”

“Rupert Waldo,” was the éalm reply.

I nearly dropped the whole instrument.

“I say, none of those jokes!” I protested.

rang,

NIO N JACHK

1 am not joking, Tinker,” said the voice.

on't yon reeognise me? I thouglit it
rather unwisc to call round personally, but I
should rather like to have a chat with your
master. Fetch him, therec’s a good fellow!”

I told the guv'nor in a dazed voice, and he
could hardly M:lieve me. I'll set down the
conversation as it took place. There's a
second receiver on our instrument, and I
glued this to my ecar.

“That you, Blake?” came Waldo’s voice.
“No, I'm not joking. I just want to com-
pliment you upon your astuteness. I'm sorry
1 disappointed you yesterday, but I didn’t
much care for the idea of the police infirmary
as a botcl. 1 have patched myself up quite
satisfactorily, although I am showing myself
as little as possible. I want you to express
my regrets to Mr. Van Dusen—a mere for-
mality, of ceurse. Personally, I think he's a
snaky rogue.” ,

“Several shades worse » than yourself,
Waldo,” remarked the guv'nor. . I

“Thanks for the compliment!” said our
extraordinary enemy. “Oh, and I should like
to tell you what I have done about the
diamonds. YT'm not greedy, and 1'm oaly
keeping ten thousand pounds’ worth. " All the
rest will go to deserving charities. and other
people. When 1 want some more money, 1
can easily get it. Before long I hope to meet
you again. Good-hye!”

We heard the line “close,” and we both
hung up our receivers.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” I eXclaimed amazedly.

“The. man's cheek is collossal!” said Sexton
Blake. “I don't believe what he said about
the diamonds——"

" The door of the consulting-room burst

[{]

L open, and Edgar Brunton appeared, hot and

excited.

“You’'ll never believe it, Mr Blake!” he
panted. “1 don't know what to do; I'm in
a complete muddle. But I thought I'd come
to you first.” :

““What about?” asked Blake.

“Legs than an' hour ago a District
Messenger-boy delivered a parcel at my
house,” said Brunton. “This i8 it, Mr.

Blake. It contains forty thousand pounds’
worth of diamonds—from Carslake!”
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The guv’nor and I stared in amazement at
the uncut stones, and at a neatly typewritten
request that Brunton should keep ten thou-
sand pounds’ worth of the diamonds for
himself—the amount out of which he had
heen swindled—and that the rest should be
distributed amongst hospital funds.

It ' was scarcely surprising that Brunton
should have been half dazed, and unable to
decide what to do. Sexton Blake soon
settled the matter. He wrapped the parcel
up, and handed 1t to the startled young
man.

“1 prefer to know nothing ahont this,
Brunton,” he said quietly. I advise you
to zo away, and a2ct as you think Dbest.
That’s all J need say, except that I have my
own opinion as to what you ought to do.”

Rexton Blake's opinion was the same as
Brunton's evidently. For we learned, somce
days later, .that the diamonds had been dis-
posed of to an bonest firm, and that many
hospitals had henefited to the exact amount
stipulated. @The rest went into Edgar
Brunton’s own pocket. It had a perfect right
to be there, for it belonged to him. B

“Really, Tinker,” remarked the guv’nor
languidly, “there is nothing whatever to prove
that those diamonds “were really Van Dusen's
—even I\c?nldn'_t prove. And I honestly tell
you ibat I am heartily glad that Waldo
defeated justice by escaping.”

“Why are you glad, guv'nor?” I asked
curiously.

“Because justice has been done to others.”
was Sexton Blake's quiet reply. *Mr. Walter
van Dusen will never see his precious parcel
of stones again—not that that will be any
hardship, for he already wallows in ill-gotten
riches. I consider that the affair has ended
really splendidly!” ;

“Waldo in a new role!” I exclaimed, with
e grin, “Righting the wrengs ot a scoundrel’s
victims. Tkat chap is the most astounding
opponent we have -ever had, guvnor. I
wonder when we shall come across him
again?”

“Yes, Tinker, T wonder?” murmured Sexten
Blake dreamily. ’

THE END.

i

New Short Serial.

INTRODUGCTION.

Between DICK TREVELYAN, a boy of
filtcen, and MR. GADSBY, his stepfather,
there is bitter blood. The boy’s real father
has died, suspected of murder, and Gadsby
takes any opportunity of taunting his step-
son with this unpleasant fact.

-Should Dick die a small fortune is to come
into the hands of Gadsby. The latter con-
cocts a scheme with a schoolmaster named
CARKER, and the result is that Dick is
transferred to the school of that gentleman,
where he has an unplcasant time.

Dick runs away from the school, closcly
followed by SAMUEL CARKER, son of the
hcadmaster, and an enemy of Dick’s.

They both manage to get taken on a vessel.

Several of the sailors on board mutiny, and

.are joined by young Carker. - The mutineers
- get the u Qer-hand, and Dick i3 placed in one
of the ship’s boats with the skipper and some
faithful sailors. They are left to the mercy
of - the sea, -and Carker thinks that he has
successfully " disposed of Dick. After many
bours of agony, however, a sail is sighted.

(Now read on.)

Breakers Ahoad—Cast Ashore.

OURS passed, The topsails came clear
into view; but the storm-cloud in
the south was growing blaeker and
blacker, and spreading over the sky.

A look of savage disappointment came over
Denton’s face. I
t's

__*“Curse the luck!
the Boadicea!»

“The Boadicea!” repcated Flaherty and
Johnson, in hlank dismay.

Pick #ilung himself down in the hoat. It was
the Boadi¢ea, and hope of rescuc had gone.

“Curse them! What are they doing here??
the boatswain mutteréd. <« All drunk, I sup-
pose. Having a high old time, and letting

I know them spars!

HOOL TO SEA.

I<t<D<Dr -t i
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things slide. By Davy Jones, they must be
drunk, or they wouldn't leive all the canvas
set with this here blow coming on.»

It was clear that the Boadicca was follow-
ing no regular course. As the scamen watehed
“her she sitddenly swerved and stood north-
ward. The helmsman—if there was a man at
the helm—must have bhcen half-scas-over.

The topsails were sinking below the horizon
again. The danger of the castaways now
claimed all their attention,

The storm burst with the fury common to
tempests in the so-called “Pacific.”

A growling roar of wind, a rush of inky
blackness across the sky, and foam-topped
waves leaping and tumbling in wild disorder.

Denton had takem in the sail and lowered
the mast. But be bad no hope of weathering
the storm. : -

“Say your prayers, mates. The game's up.”

Like a- cork the boat was tossed upon the
leaping billows. It seemed a miracle that she
was not instantly overwhelmed. The seameb
began to bale dezperately, fighting off tneir
doom to the last possible moment.

Above the roar of the wind and waves they
gradually became aware of a deeper sound—
4 dull, reverberating boomn, boom! .

The hoatswain clicked his teeth.

“ Breakers!”

“ Land, then!" exclaimed Dick.
a chance for us yet!”

Denton shrugged his- shoulders,

The boat tore on, escaping destruction, as
it appeared to Dick, by a series of miracles.

Louder, deeper, sounded the booming of the
breaking waves.

Dimly, darkly through the storm-shadowed
air loomed a hlack mass ahead.

It was land, some rocky island of the lone
Pacific, upon the shores of which the billows
broke and roared.

“ Look out!” yelled Denton.

A thubhilering wave smote the dancing craft.

% Therc's

It was the last straw. Flooded, dislceated,

the boat turned turtle. Buffeted and blindced,
the four struggled in the raging sea.

Dick- clutched at the snapping mast; hy
sheer luck caught it. Holding it tenaciously,
e was whirled cshoreward along with it.. A
racing wave flung him towards the lund. He
felt {he pelbles grinding under his “cet.

In such blinding, confu:zed commotion no
man could have kept his head. Dick simply

~atruggled with the instinet which all living

things have to keep alive.

e felt, as we say, the pchbles heneath him.
Only for a moment. . A receding wave sucked
himn back to the hungry ocean,

Back to the raging hillows, only half con.
scious by this time. "Then forward again,

‘tossed among the breakers like a hall from a

bat.

_With every ounce of strength heaten ouc of
him, he let go the spar and slipped back to
death—to the death that"roarecr and foamed
and howled behind him. ' ‘

A grip~upon his collar, an indistinet snout
of encouragement, and he was dragged
through dashing wave and piling sand, high,
it not dry, upon a pchbly beach. -

He was too far gone to even feel curious.
Ile had been saved, but he was incapable of
cemotion then, . .

He lay still. listeming dully to the rpar of
the storm, panting hard. '

A few minutes, and exhaustion passed.
Strength came creeping back. He breathed
more regularly. He lifted his head and looked
about him,

He saw a stout stake planted in the ground
near him._ From it ran a rope, which dis-
appeared into the frothing breakers. ~ He
understood. The isles was inhabited. His
rescuer, whoever he was, had gone out u
second time at the end of the rope to atteunpt

1 to =ave another life.

“ A hrave feéllow! Heaven bless him!'”

The rope swayed and swung. From the wild
waters came staggering a stalwart figure,
right hand clutehing the rope, left hand hold.
ing to a senseless form. Denton, the beat-
swain, was laid heside Dick, and the rescuer,
p:mtl,ing and exhausted, sank down upcn the
sand.

He was upon his feet again in a minute or
two. Dick could only see in the dimness that
he was a white man of powerful frame. He
swept the waters with an anxious gaze. Then
he looked at Dick, and, seeing that he was con-
scious, spoke.

* How many were in your boat ?°
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“ Four.®

Again {the stranger,
grzed scaward.

“Then two are lost.”

«] thought we were all lost.

with sombre Dbrow,

We <hould

have been if yvou badn’t fished us out. I'm
awfully grateful!”
“You do not need to thank me. T would

run twice the risk\if only to sce an English
facc again. Cuan you walky”

(49 ch.:)

Dick rose.

“« Ceme, then!”

He lntul Denton in kis arms, and moved
away. Dick followeidl him up {he beach,
chgcd in between two cliffs was a little
woodcn hut. _

There was a dim light within, Tt procceded
from a primitive kind of lamp—a wick float.
ing in a gourd of oil, burning dimly, but filling
the hut with its odour.

The stranger zet down the boatswain, who
was beginning to come to himself, unpon a hed
of rushes, Dick looked curiously at the man

of the izland. .
A gnainter figure he had never seen.  The
islander was a4 man of powerful build. Hix

face, tanned by the sun, was very dark, but
clearly a white man's. His garb was non.
descript.  Kemnants of old sailor clothes Kere
cked oul with skins and vegetable fibres skil-
fully woven.. His hair and Lecard were long
and thick.

He caught Dick's loak, and smiled «lightly,

“You arve thinking I look like Kobinson
Crusoc.” he ¢aid. . He spoke good cnough
l'lllglish,. with a certain hesitancy as of a
man unaccustomed to speech. “No doubt,
] have been five yeats upon this island, which
Liolds no soul but nysclf.”

“Tive-years?® cried Dick, aghast.

The eastaway pointed to a log.
was ‘scarred with innumerable notcl’ncc

“« That is my calendar. Each of those notches
represents a day.”

“ And there ar¢e——"

Its surface |

JACK

q « On( thousand seven hundred and nmctg
ive.'

Duk felt a sensation of horror. Had he been
saved for this, then, .to share this terrible
Crusoe life till death closed his eyes?’

“And in five years you have never secn a
sail ?v

“Never! This lonely rock is far out of the
course of ships. If I had a ho.nt———- Ah, per-
haps yours will come ashore!”  His face be-
came hopeful. “In a4 boat I believe I could
rcach the continent of Australia. Good
heavens, what would I not give to sce Old
England again, and to learn what lras become
of my poor boy?* He sighed. ¢I1 suppose,
now, you have never happened to meet a lad
—a little younger than you, I should say—
of the name of Percy Conway 29

Dick fairly jumped. :

“Percy Conway?"

“Yes. Do vou Rnow him:I"

“He was my schoolinate,”

The castaway’s sombre face hecame eagerly
animated. :

“ He -ix alive, then? He iz well?™

“Alive? Certainly. and ™=Dick hesitated
as he recalled the conditions of life at CIifl
House under the sway of Elisha Carker—¢ and
fairly well. But you—who are you?”

«J am Captain Conw: ay.»

!‘Perc-\ s father!™”

The Way of thes Transgressor—The
Wrock of tha Boadicea.

ICK slept soundly that night—soundly,
D though the storm roared with cver:
increasing violence.

Morning hroke dim and drear. Tlic
ocean was rtill lashed to fury by a2 raving
wind. Still the breakers rushed, foammg upon
the pebbly beach of the lone islet.

The sun struggled to appear through hoa 'V
clouds, but ouly a dim bLalf-light fell upon the

troubled waters.

Captain Conway produeed cassava bread,

Jbr'ar

hmled fish. yams and bananas and ceeoantiis
for the breahfast of his guests, and, in spite
of thefr late experiences, théy contrived to
make a substantial meal.

The captain asked eniless questions, mainly
ahout Percy; ahd althouyzh Dick wanted to
avoid giving him pain, hc.was too closely
cross-examined to be able to ecnceal the truth
about Clit House School.

Itis own story lLie told.
with decp intercat,
dozen times.

“Ileaven bless you for being a’ friend to my
boy!” he e\clalmed with cmotlou “&o ho
thinks me dead?”

“Yes. It will be a surprise to Lim if we
ever get home to England.”

“ We must,” said (‘aptain Conway f(.\(‘rlamk
“YWe must! We shallt”

'The boatswain had gone sut to look nt the
gea. -A sudden shout frem him startled Cap-
tain Conway and Dick.. They hurried out.

The bos'un's finger pomtcd sedward.

A large vesscl, “with a mast gone -and her
rigging hanging in tatters, was dmmg hclp
lessly towards the shore.

Dick uttcred a cry.

“The Boadicea!”

(To be continued.)

and Conway listened
Hc wrung Dick’s hand a
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entitled: “THE CASE OF THE
BLACK FEATHER; or, The
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OUR ‘FOOTBALL COMPETITION OFFER.
£300 MUST BE WON!

ONLY TWELVE MATCHES. T e

SEOTTISH AND IRISH READERS MAY ENTER
' £300 will be Paid for Correct Forecast or NEAREST.

¢

‘Below you will find a coupon giving twelve matches which
aro to be playtd on SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 22nd. Wo
offer the suin of £800 for a corrcct or nearest forecast of the
results of these matches. No goals are required.

All that competitors have to do is to strike out, in lnk the
naracs of the teams they think will lose. If, in the opinion of
‘the competitor, any match, or matches, nxll be drawn, the
names of both teams should be left untouched.

The competitor who succeeds in accurately forccasting the
results of all the matches on ono coupon will be awarded the
sum of £300. If no onc, forecasts tho results of tho twelve
inatches correctly, tile money will bo paid to the reader whose
forecast is nearest. In any . case tho full amount of £300 must
be won.

. Coupons, whickt must not bo enclosed in envelopes containing
elforts in othcr ccmpetitions, must be addressed to:

FOOTBALL COMPETITION No. 13,
, . Gough House, Gough Square,
' LONDON, E.C. &,

end must réach that eddress not later than THURSDAY,
I'EBRUARY 20th.
next week.

This compctition 8§ run in conjunchon mth “ Answers,”
“The Familyv Journal,” * Ifome Companion,” * Woman's
World,” * The Marvel, " ¢ Tho Butterfly,” and ** Answers’
Li brar_s, ' and readers of thosc journals are invited to compota,

RULES WHICH MUST BE STRICTLY ADHERED 'TO.

1. All forecasts must be made on eoupons taken-from *“ Answers.”
“The Family Journal,” ** Home (mnp.lmm]," ‘“ Woman's World,”
*“ Marvel,” “ The Buttmﬂ\ " Auswers’ Library,” and ¢ Union Jack,”
dated l‘cbrunrv 15th, or the Issues of those Journals dated Fcbruarv
£2nd, and it is cssential that the names of 4cans shall be struck out in
black ink. T'he undertaking at the foot of the coupon to accept the
Tditor’s dccision as final must also be signed in black ink, and the

address clearly given.
2. Auy alteration or mutilation of the coupon will dlsquahfy the

ei[ort.

. The prize of £300 will be paid to the competitor who scnds in .

on one coupon the cerrect results of all the matches,  Should no
comnpetitor succced in doing-this. the vrize will be awarded to the onc

N

‘This coupon and - offer will eppoar again .

NO ENTRANCE FEES.

sending a coupon showing the ncarest number o£ corrcet predictions.
In the. event of ties the prize will be divided. - In any case the-full
amount’ of 2300 will be i)ald even shauld any of the matches be-
abandoned. If that should happen, such matches will not be taken
into consideration in the adjudication.

4. The Editor réserves the right to disqualify any coupon for wlut'h
in his opinion, is good and sufficicnt reason, and it is a distinet con-
dition of entry that the Iiditor's decision shall be accepted as final
and legally binding in all matters concerning this competition.

5. No correspondence may be enclosed with the coupons, aud none
will be entered into. Neither will interviews be granted.

6. Entries will be accepted until THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 20th,
Auy reccived after that date will be dlsqual:ﬂcd No responsibility
can be undertaken for any cffort or cfforts lost, mislaid, or delayed.
Proof of posting will not be accepted as proof of deliv cry. Unstampced
or insufficiently stamped efforts will be refuscd.
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| Foo‘tball Competition No. 13.

Matches Played SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 22nd.
Closing Date, THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 20th.

WEST HAM UNITED v. BRENTFORD
TOTTENHAM HOTSPUR v. FULHAM
CHELSEA v. MILLWALL :
BARNSLEY v. COVENTRY CITY

v. BIRMINGHAM

GRIMSBY TOWN
v. HULL CITY

‘LEICESTER FOSSE

BLACKPOOL - v. STOCKPORT COUNTY
BURNLEY v. MANCHESTER UMTBD
BURY v. LIVERPOOL
KILMARNOCK v. HEARTS
MOTHERWELL

v. THIRD LANARK
‘RANGERS » v..CLYDEBANK .
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and Conditions announced above, and agree to acoept the published
decision as final and legally binding.
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