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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Leatter froem Miss Margarst Dell fo
Sexton Biske.
Hawley Manor,
Hawleyhurst, Surrey,
Fehruary 24th. -
& EAR Sir,—I rcally don’t know how to
begin this letter, but I do ask you
to read it most carefully, and to do
as I ask. I am in a terrible state
of terror and worry, and if the writing is
bad, and the grammar imcorrect in places,
please forgive me. You will understand better
when I have explained.

And, Mr. Blake, I intcnd to set down quite
a lot, Tor I have scveral hours beiore me, and
there is no prospect of my sleeping.

The time, as I am writing, is just one forty-
five a.m., and my dear father, Mr, Montague
Dell, is lying downstairs—dead.

He was murdered less than two hours ago,
and I am almost mad with grief. /

Who could have committed this shocking
erimo is a mystery, and 1 am writing to you
bceause I want you to accompany Reed back
by thc nine o'clock train. The doctor not
being able to comie is terribly unfortunate,
and even the policeman is wot to be found.

But I am afraid I am becoming somewhat
tncoherent, and I must be more careful. Per-
Raps it will be better if I relate exactly what
bappened, beginning at the hour when I
retired to my bed-room.

This was just before eleven o‘clock, and
then 1 was happy and light-hearted. What
& rhastly change can come about in a few
Bours! I am pot at all sure that I am doing
right in writing to you in this way, but I
sm doing so in desperation, because I am
alone—with bnobody to turn to. And my
father has many times spoken of your clever-
mess and generosity. I do hope you will help
ne.

My father was quite well off, and he and I
Bave lived down here, at the Manor, for over
ten yvears—since I was nine, My mother died
before we came here, and we have lived quite
alone—except for the servants,

When I went to bed at eleven o’clock I left
my father reading in* his study. He always
remained downstairs until about midnight,
for he enjoyed his last pipe before the fire
before retiring.

1 believe I fell aslcep very quickly; at all
events, I do not remember anything until
half-past twelve. What wakened me I don’t
know, but I sat up in bed, and distinctly
bheard my father moving in the study—which
is immediate!y beneath my bed-room.

And then, while I was still somewhat con-
tused, a pistol-shot sounded. I believe I gave
a little scream, for it was so sudden. and so
wenexpected. And I was fully awake in a
moment,

The noise of the shot was most peculiar,
and I am hall inclined to -believe that there
were two shots fired practically simultane-
ously, or one jmmediately after the other.
But. it may have been a kind of ectio. I
ean't quite make up my mind about it.

Everything was still, except for the niean-
g of the wind outside, and the ticking of
my little clock on . the mantelpiece.- For a
minute or two I was helpless; 1 was afraid

to move. All sorts of alarming thoughts
filled my mind.
Burglars! And perhaps they had shot at

my father]

There seemed to be slight movements in the
study ; listening intently, I thought I- heard
faint sounds, The shot had not awakened
Mrs. Porter, or any of the servants, it scemed.
dlrs. Porter is our housekeeper, I must add.

Cl

&
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Lwhat was wrong. -
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-Eho.an;llnt-he others sleep cm the other side
. At last I decided to get wp; I would see
By the tmme I had half
‘dressed mysclf, and had dommed my deessing-

had been alarming myself for mothing.

[ Perhaps there had been no shot at al; per-
haps my fancy had ran away with me. The
wind might have blown semething over out-
side, and. I had jmagined the rest.- But I
knew that I was only trying to cahp my
fears. Deep down in my heart 1 was very,
very worried and anxious.

Having slipped on a pair of light shoes, I
toek the tiny mnight-light and went out imto
the corridor. My father’'s bed-room was
opposite mine, and I quietly opened thg door
and looked in.

It was quite empty, and I could see that
he had not heen there at all. And he always
came upstairs before twelve. What had
delayed him to-night? My iears began to
grow again, and 1 hurried downstairs.

About ten minutes had elapsed since I had
first been alarmed, and the hall was dark and
still, But the light from my father’'s reading-
lamp was streaming under the study door.
As I approached I felt very mnervous and
afraid.

But I plucked up my courage, walked for-
ward, and boldly opened the door. I don’t
know what I expected to see, but I had no
idea of a tragedy in my mind; I was only
nervous about burglars.

The study was well lit. and the fire was
glowing. The curtains had been pulled aside
from the French windows, and they stood
open, the wind driving in gustily as I stood
in the open daorway.

But I was not looking at anything at that
moment except the still form which lay
sprawled upon the carpet near the hearth-
F rug.

“Father!” I panted, horrified.

1t was my iather, Mr. Blake; he made no
answer at all, but lay horribly siill. His
position was an unnatural one, and my heart
almost stopped heating with terror. For just
then I caught sight of something else.

A revolver was lying on the floor, within a
yard of the table!

I crept forward, breathing heavily, wonder-
ing if it could all be a ghastly dream. Then
I screamed—I screamed terribly. I believe
% went mto hysterics for just a moment or

WwoO.

My father’s face was covered. with blood—
there was a great pool of blood on the carpet
—his' head was lying in it! And he lay still
~horribly, horribly still. I backed away,
screaming all the time.

At last I got out into the hall—I don't
koow how—and I sank te the floor at the
foot of the stairs. I kpew that my dear
father was dead; he had been shot through
the brain, and his mnrderer bhad escaped by
the open window.

I don't remember what happened aiter
that; I suppose I sereamed all the time. It
seemed hours hefore anything else took place.
1 felt somehody taking hold of my shoulders.

“Good- gragious, Miss Margaret, what ever

18 the matter?” came a gasping voice.
. The presence. of another human being had
a wonderful eflect upon me. I looked up.and
saw the housekecper. She was very flustered,
and was doing her utmost to ealm me,

“Oh, Mrs. Porter,” I panted, “is—is it
true-”

“Is what true, Miss Margaret?” asked the
housekeeper, *There, there! Daon't carry on
8o, child! I dare say you've had a night-

mare. It's.a wonder to me jyou- haven't

-gown, I was feeling rather silfly. 1 thought I

soused the master!
screaming——"

“Father’s dead,” I said faintly.
Porter, he's dead?!”

ment, and was about to speak when we heard
& step on the stairs. For a mad moment I
thought that I had aetually been dreaming,
and that my father was coming down from
his bed-room.

But it was only Reed, the groom. He

of way.
“Is anything the matter, Mrs. Porter?” he
asked, in a whisper.

| replied the housekeeper sharply. “Get you
off, drat you! Coming here with Miss Mar-
garet only half dressed! Get back to bed
with you——"

“Oh, Mrs. Porter, I want him here!” I in-
terrupted weakly.

I mapaged to rise to my feet, and held on
to Mrs. Porter's ample fizure for support.
After 2 few moments 1 was feeling much
stronger and better, and the terror had quite
left me.

“Now, child, tell me what frightened you
80!” said the housekeeper gently.  Dear, dear!
You're all of a tremble! You give me a rare
fright, too—saying all that about the master
being decad——"

“Ile is dead, Mrs. Porter!” I interrupted,
trying to speak steadily.
in the study. He is lying on the fleor—killed.’
]I;l_e was'shot by a revolver, and I've—I've seen

im——"

“Lor’ save us!” gasped Reecd.

“Keep that silly tongue of yours still!”
rapped out Mrs. Porter. “Your mistress is
hysterical, boy, and don't know what she's
saying. You go back to bed—go on! Off
with yvou!”

“I'm not hysterical now, Mrs. Porter, and
I don’t want Reed to go back to bed!” I ex-
claimed. “Reed, go into the study, and be
brave. Mr. Dell looks terrible, and you mnsé
brace yourself.” '

The groom moved about uneasily;hisﬁoo
\'cr{\ pale. ;

“Are you afraid, Reed?”’ 1 asked. quietly.

“N-no, miss, I ain’t afraid'" he uid‘,-{vith
an effort. “But you said—— Al right, Miss
Margaret, I'll go!”

We waited in the ball. mntll Reed returned.
Mrs. Porter, 1 believe,. Btill.thought that I

uttered a hoxrse cry, and came runaning out
into the hall.

the man. “Fhere’s blood everywhere! He's
been shot—shot clean through the head!”

left me and quickly entered the study. I fol-
lowed her, and Reed temtatively brought up
the rear. When I arrived in the doorway, I
found the housckeeper standing quite near my
father.

“Heaven help us, Miss Margaret, you were
right!” she cxclaimed, in a whisper. “The
master’s dcad. What’s happened I don’t dare
to think, but it must have bcen somebody
elsec what shot him. He- couldn’t have—
have—" :

She pauscd, and I understood in a flash.

“Oh, how awiul of you!” I exclaimed
guickly. “You are suggesting ithat my father
shot himself!”

*It might have been an accident,” said the
kousckeeper, flushing.

hall angrily, « My father never had a revolver.
I don’t believe he knew how to use one. Angd

t

I -mcver. -heard such .
“Oh, Mrs.

The bousekeeper looked at me in amaze-

Jooked over the balustrade in a scared kind-

“XNothing that you can deal with, anyhow,” -

“The master's lyin' there—dead!” panted

Mra. Peorter did not utter a word, but she

“It couldn’t have been—it couldn’t!” I said, .

’

“My father is in— .

had been dreaming. But the groom suddenly
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I know—I'm pp%tlve——that he never kept any

firearms of any WoScription.”

~ “Besides, the p}ggow’s open,” put in Reed.
“The window woildn't be open on a cold night
like this™ gynless 8omebody had run off. But
is the master really dead? Hadn't I better
rush off for Dr. Esmond?”

Mrs. Porter pulled hers¢lf together,

“Yes, you mus} go at once, Reed!” she
ordered. The waster’s dead, but the doctor
must sce him a§ soon as possible. And you
oust bring {he policeman back with you, too.
Oh, what a terrible affair, to be sure!”

The groom lost no time; he was probably
very glad to bg gut of the house. Reed has
got a bicycle, And he went off on that, with-
out even trouhling té.light the lamps. .

Hawleyl.irst is only a little plate, and there
i3 only on¢ medical man—Dr. Esmond. And
we have nc pollée-station here; only just the
policeman’y cottage. :

Mrs. Porer mad¢ me go into the. dinlng-
room while we were waiting. I don’t remem-
ber much what bappened, bccause I was
aobbin¥ nearly all the time, But I know
that Mrs. Porter did ever)"]thlng she could to
make me comfgrtable, lighting the fire, and
makiogd some. tea. o

Perhaps you will think I am dreadfully Iong-
winded, and that ¥ am making this letter a
great deal longer than peed he. I hope you
will forgive me, but I must write—I must do
something to keep my thoughts occipled.

_And everything—every little detail and in-
cident—is Impressad upon my mind. I have
.two or threa hours yet, before this letter must
go. and T wahf to tell you everything.

Read did not return untit nearly half-past
one, and he came alone.

“Where’s the doctor?” inguired 3Mrs. Porter
quickly.

; "‘{Ic can’t come, ma’am!™ sai@ Reed breath-
easly.

*What nonsense! Did you tell him—".

“1 never saw him!” interrupted the groom.
“1 rode straight to Dr. Esmond’s house, and
rang the bell till my arm ached. Then Mrs.
Esmond came down and told me that her hus-
band bhas been called away sudden-like over
to little Rickworth, for some special case
ot other. They don’t reckon he'll be back till
after six.”

“It doesn’t really matter, Mrs. Porter,” 1
gut 'I?p quietly. “What can be done now, any-

ow?”’

“Nothing, I'm afrald,” said Mrs. Porter
sadly. *“That's true enough, child!”

“But the police will have to be told,” I
went on. “Haven't you seen him, Reed?”

“Not a sign of him, miss,” said the groom.
“I went all over the place, right from one
end of the village to the other, and he don't
seem to be nowhere.” .

“Are you daft, bhoy?” asked Mrs. Porter.
“Didn’t you go to his cottage? He's sleeping,
of course. Where did you cxpeet to fing him
at this hour of the night?”

“Well, not in hed,” replied Reed—'lecast-
ways. not after I'd heen to the cottage. One
of his kida came down and told me he was on
night duty this week, and that I should find
him somewhere about the village. But I
can't see no sign of him.”

Mrs. Porter frowned.

“Police never are to be found when they're
wanted !” she exclaimed testily. “ Well, what's
to be doné now, Miss Margaret? I'm afraid
.you're frettipg terribly. It's an awful time
for all of us—particularly for you.” :

“I don't know what to do, Mrs. Porter,” I
said helplesaly.

“It don’t leok as though we can do any-
thing till the morning,” sail Reed. “The
doctor’ll be coming soon after six, and he’ll
tell the policeman when le’s examined the
master. We can't do no morc now, that I
can see.” . .

I folt like telling Reed to zo out again and
srarch for the lpolicemun until he found him,
but what would have been the use? The
constable here is only a simple countryman,
and he would have done no good whatever;
hie could only have waited until the morning
to communicate with his superiors.

And ro we left it at that. Mrs. Porter and
Reell went into the study again and covered
up my poor father with a sheet, the lamp
was put out, and the door closed. Mrs.
Porter advised me to go to bed.

I promized to do s0, and I am now writing

his letter in my own room. But the very
thought of sleep is out of the question, and
my own helPlessness scems to weigh me down
more than I can bear.

Therc seems to be nobody T ean turn to. I
Lave one or two relations in London, hut they
are ali elderly, and could do nothing to help
me. That fs why 1 am venturing to write
{ou this strange letter. For, indeed. it is
trange. Br. Blake.

You are quite & stranger to me, but yet I
feel that you will answer my appeal, and that
you will come down at the ecarllest possible
moment. :

Reed will go up to London by the first train,
In order to take this letter, and will surely
arrive by eight. Thera is a train back just
before nine, and I want you to catch this. If
you can't, will you pledse tell Reed so, and
he will telegraph 'to me. ' ’

I want you {0 investigate the whole terrible
affafr, and, although am anxiqus not to
hur} your feelings, I must say that I am
willing and eager to pay every expense, no
mattt_?r how much, thé investigation will
entail. .

I feel that you can get to the bottom of
the mystcry——that. you will be able to find
my father's murderer, and bring him to
lustice. Do please come, and I shall be always
grateful.

I am just a girl, and I feel s0 terribly
frightened; I have nobody with me except

‘th¢ eérvants, and X am dreading the ordeal

with the police in the morning.

If you will only come you will be able to
advise me, and you will be able to taks charge
of everything. I urge you to come to my
assistance.

I don't think fhere fs anything more for
me to say, because I have told you all—and
this letter has already reached an appalling
length. I must wait now, with what patience
I can muster, until the morning comes. In
any cas¢, plcase send a reply of some sort.

Yours sincerely,
' MARGARET DELL.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
‘Leotter from Tinker to Nipper.
The Laurels,
Hawleyhurst, Surrey,

N February 24th.

- Y Dear Old Thing,—When you read
the addrcss at the top of this letter

You will probabhly wonder what in

the name of thunder—or goodness,
or something—I am doing in tbis poky hole
of a village.

Well, just at present I'm writing to you,
and I may as well inform you that I am only
doing so in order to kill time. It is quite
unuecessary for me to say this, but I believe
in being iruthful.

_The fact is, Sexton Blake and T afe Inves.
tigating a case—at least, the guv'nor is in-
vestigating, and I'm looking on. Perhaps I
shall have something to do before long. Until
Lhen I shall waste my time—or utilize my time
—in setting down the facts which have already
occurred.

I think you'll be rather interested, but I
warn you bhefore I start that I sha'n’t be able
to finish. At present the whole case is in a
statec of flux, so tp speak—I'm not talking
ahout soldering, bear in mind.

The affaic opened in rather an unusual way,
and as it is my constant maxim to do things
tboroughly, I'll commence at the beginning.

Picture the guv'nor and I, therefore, aris-
ing from our little cols at ahont eight o’clock
this morning. I might add a few words here,
but I don't think it would be advisable.
There’s no need for me to add to the picture
by stating that Sexton Blake was hauling
me out of bed when the bell rang. The detalls
you can imagine for yourself. But the guv'nor,
I belleve, will ind it necessary t0 affix a piece
of court-plaster to his off-side car.

When I strolled into the consulting-room
about fifteen minutes after the aforementioned
Incident I found Sexton Blake standing hefore
the fire dceply engrossed in a bulky manu.

scgpt-. . ) _
e was just finishing, apparently, for he
laid it aside, looked at the clock in a very
thoughtful way, and then glanced at me.

“We can breakfast on {he train, of course,”
he said musingly. '

“(On the train, guv'nor?” I repeated.

“ Quite so, Tinker.”

I don't believe ho knew what he was talk-
ing ahout, but there was nothing unusual in
this, of course. I have mentioned to you in
previous letters how the guv'nor occasionally
jaws at mo in an absent-minded kind of way,
and then seems surpriscd because I don't
know what he is talking about. .

“What do we want to breakfast on the
train for?” I asked.

«“Well, I suppose we shall be hangry—7=

“ But I can smell kidpeys, or liver, or some-
tling, even now!» I broke in. % Mrs. Bardell
will sound the gong in five minutes.
what's tbat you've been reading, guv'nor-—a
story 7 . . :

“No; a letier.®

“ A letter?” 1 yelled.
goodness’ sake??

¢ How long is it, tor

And

“My dear Tinker, I wish you wouldn't keep
bothering me with these paltry questions!”
snapped the guv'nor tarfly. “This is a letter
from a young lady, and it was-written between

two and Your o’clock this morning.”
I staraed

Dysaswwe

“Well, thgt’s a queer time to write letters!»
I sald, in surprise, “Young ladies ought to
be in bed and asleep between the hours of
two and four in the morning. I believe you

are pulling my leg.”

“ Conlound yoi, Tinker! Recad it for your-
eelf ! said Blake. .

I grinned, and shook my head.» . - .

“Tell me the gist of it, guv'nor,” ¥ replied
promptly. ‘

“ Your laziness, Tinker, is getting more proe
nounced <&very day,” said “Sexton Blake
severely. “I-have told you before n

(Here followed a choicely-worded little lec.
ture, which need not be included tn this letter.
| daré say your guv'mor, Mr, Lee, has a
similar weakness.)

“Quite s0, guy'nor,® I said, when it was
over. “But aren't we_ wasting time?”?

“There is no immediate hurry for a few
minttes,” replied Blake. It seems that a
Mr. Montague Dell, of Hawley Manor, Surrey,
vas murdered shortly after midnight. His
daughtéf has written me the very touching
appeal for assistance. It is also a wonderfully
concis¢ document, remembering the girl’s agi-
tated frame of mind when she wrote it, Yes,
Tinker, we will cerfainly g6’ down to Hawley.
hurst.» .

“ Without any breakfast 7" I asked coldly.

The guv'nor did not think it necessary to
reply; at all events, he said nothing. He
rang the bell, and a minute later Mrs. Bardell
appcared, .

“ Breakfast will be on in a minute or two,

‘8lr,” Bhe said, half apologétically,

“As it happens, Mrs. Bardell, we shall
require no breakfast this morning,” said Sex-
ton Blake. “Tinker. and I are starting oft
at once for the country. Tell the messenger
to come in here, will you?» S

« Yes, sir,” said the housekeeper.

She departed, looking rather indignant. Bus
her feelings were nothing compared to mine.
The prospect of breakfast on the railway-train
was not particularly alluring. But once the
guyv'nor gets an idea into his bhead there's no
chance of knocking it out, DIersonally, I
couldn’t see any reason why we should stard
off 0 hurriedly. Why can't people get mur-
dered at reasonable times of the day?

The messenger, whose name turned out te
De Reed, groved to be a young fellow in horsy
attire, whoze obvious vocation in life was
that of a groom. He was looking rather
scared, and I don’t suppose he had bad much
sleep ‘during the night,

“ We arc coming down with you, Reed,” said
Blake crisply.

“Thank you, sir!” said the man. < Miss
Margaret will be very relieved, sir. She’s beea
carrying on something awful. Even Mrs,
{’orfier couldn’t calm her, no matter how she

ried.” . .

“What was the position when you lefd
Hawley ??

“ Just the same, sir.” ,

“Just the same as what ¢»

% Well, sir, the master's lying dead in the
study,” said Reed, with a shake of his head.
“1 suppose the doctor’'s got there by this
time—not as he’ll be able to do much good,
Doctors can't bring dead men back to life,
can they? And the police, too. I reckom
they must Le on the spof-, nosing about,
There’'s going to be rare trouble, sir.”

It was fairly obvious that Reced could teN
us nothing, and the only way was to run dowa
to Hawley Manor as soon as possible. The
man had left quite early, and the situatiom
had been unchanged at that time,

"Well, old son, wo took a taxi to Victoria,
and managed to catch the train comfortably,
I'll leave you to imagine my fcelings whem
we cllscovered it was a rotten slow train, withe
out any breakfast.saloon. The guv'nor didn
seem to notice it at all, and when I poin
out the disaster to him he calmly told mé
not to grumble over trifles! '

However, wc¢ secured a couple of grub-
baskets, and managed to appeaze our appe-
tites somehow or other; and I might as well
mentionp 1 had one hasket entirely to myself —
at least, the contents of it. .

Hawleyhurst is an extremely quict viliage—
the kind of place where & fellow wonders how
the inhabitants ean continue to exist. The
idea of a brutal murder having been com-
mitted amid such peaceful surroundings was
rather shocking.

There was no sign of any excitement as we
walked through the village towards Hawley
Manor, which 13 only hilt a mile from the

Un J.—NUQ 810.



station. Pedple regaided w3’ curiously as we

-{aassed. but; there was notbing unusual in
hie. Strangers in a country village always
attract attentiom. ..

“ Yt seems as though the news of the tragedy
has not leaked ou
the guv'nor. “Well, that is all the better.
But the truth must be known very shortly.”

“The inquest you mean, guvnor?? I in-
quiréd, .

«1 am afraid the story of the murder will
be on everybody's lips before then,” replied
Blake, “ By the way, Reed, did your mistress

“mention anything about communicating with
the police?” .

“Only with the village constable, sir,” said
the groom,

“Well, of course, he i3 a mere nobods,”
wens on the guv’nmor. “It is quite posctible
that a man will be sent down from Scotland

Yard; but it i$ just as well that we should
be on the spot first.” ,
. A minute or two Iater we came within =ight
of Hawley Manor. It is quite a nmice little
rlace, althouglr similar in general outline to
iindreds of country homes. It stands back
fl:-qm the road, and is reached by a short

r'Ivo. .

Now, az you can imagine, we were expecting
to find Miss Margaret Dell close upon-the
verge of hysterice—or at least in a state of
prostrate grief, But we wete quite mistaken,
. For as we entered the gateway we caught a
glinipse of a face at one of the lower windows.
Before we were half-way up the drive the

front door opened, and a girl stood in the door- ¢

way. She had evidently been on the look-out
for ua, and was $0. éager that she could not
wait until we reached the porch. She came
runnipg out to meet ue :

And here, before - going Into any- further

detaila,;, I may as well mention that Miss |

Margaret Dell 13 very different, in appearance
from whbat I had anticipated. In fact, I'm
..jully pleated I came. One doesn't often get
& chance of meeting such a jolly pretty glrl as
Miss Margaret.
a sweet little mouth, and—— But it's no
rood. I can’t describe a gir! properly. All
I can say is that she's absolutely top-hole,

Well, to our astonishment, she ran up to
us, blushing and smlling, and there was a
leok in her eyes which did not express any-
thing in the nature of grief. Even Reed was
surpriged.

“Oh, Mr. Blake, I'm so. ashamed of my-
pelf!” she exclaimed. “I really don't know
what you'll think of me: and my only excuse
ia t_l'mt I was 80 worried and overwrought

“Yes: hut what has happened, Miss Dell?”
asked the guv'nor.

“My father js alive—"

“Alive?” 1 ejaculated.

“Yes, and not very much hurt, aceording to
PBr. Esmond,” sald Margaret quickly. “Oh,
you don't know how wonderfully relieved I

was! And now you have c¢ome here for
wothing, Mr. Blake! But please come
indoors!”

And the guv'nor and T glanced at one
* another, but made no comment. Reed went
oft hurriedly to the rear-quarters, with the
evident intention of putting a few leading
questions to Mrs. Porter. ‘

iIiss De¢ll Jed the way into the house. and
fexton Blake and I followed her through the
hall and into a comfortable sitting-room,
where a fire was blazing merrily. There was
no air of tragedy about the place whatever.

“I didn't know until it was too late to
send you a telegram,” said the girl, without
waiting to he questioned. “I suppose I was
hysterical when I wrote {hat letter in the
alght—it seems like a nightmare now, But
1 was sure that my father was dead, and
~Mrs. Porter was sure, too. If the doctor had
only heen able to come at first I should not
have bothered you at all”, i

:‘{;1 the doctor here now?” asked Blake,

(] es."

“And what is his verdict?”

“He says that my tather is only suffering
from a praze on the side of the head.” re-

led - Margaret, reddening again. “Oh, I

now I've been very sillv, and T want you to
forgive me, Mr. Blake. It scems that the
builet only just touched him, and caused no
grave injury.”

8 Then Mr. Dell is conscious?®

“No. not yet.”

*But yet he received the injury almost ten
hours ago,” said Blake. “It must be more
than a graze., I'm afraid. Misa Del). And
‘bow was the shot fired? Who committed the
gesanitz” . _

“We don't ¥mow. Mr. Blake; it's quite a
mystery:” declared the girl. “Inspector
)nﬁ'ne. of the local police, is here now, "and

e Jo"NO: 81!1 .

yet, Tinker,» observed |

She'a got deep Lliue eyes and ;|

! The

r fio and Dr. Esmond are having a chat in the)
morning-room. The inspector doesn’t seem to
think that the affaig iz of any importauce.”
“But hasn't he¢ suggested any motive or}
explanation?” I asked: N
.“He has said nothinz to me,” replied the
girk-"nothing, at all events, except that the

wound. could hardl§ have been self-inflicted:
and the doctor agréés with that, too. And I
knew all along that may father could not
have fired the shot himscif. He has never
owned a revolver at al}»

Sexton Blake nodded abeently.

“I think you mentioned that you heard two
shots?’ lie asked.

“X wasn't quite sure, Mr. Blake, and I must
have been mistaken,” replied our fair client.
“I Sugposc it was the echo I heard. Only
one chamhber of the revolver is discharged,
80 it 18 cbvious that I made an error. There
is really nothing for you to investigate, and
I am more sorry than I_can sag‘————"

“Plcase don't apologise, Mis3. Dell!” inter-
rupted the puv'nor. ™“Perhaps my presence
here "will net be entirely fruitless, aiter all.
One never knows, And I can readily under-
stand your distracted frame of mind when
'you wrote the letter,”

““It is very good of you, Mr. Blake, 10 make
 excuses for me,” said the girl gratefully.
“Perhaps you would like to have a word with
Dr. Esmond?” )

“Yes. I should,” said Blake. “By the way,
is your father still in the study, or has he
been taken upstairs?” .

“The doctor thought it advisable not to
move him,” was Margaret's reply; “and he
ia lvIng on the couch, comfortably tucked up
in blankets, with his head bandaged. I am
still anxious about him, of course. But the
doctor sars theregis ho danger.” .

We left the sitting-room, and were cs_?rtcd
by the girl down the hall to another“door.
This was opened, and we were introduced to
Dr. Esmond and Inspector Payne. They both
seemed very pleased to make our acquaint-
ance,

Payne is a great, fat fellow, but the doctor
is only small--a dapper individual, with
chfrming manners.
in his house, so I know a bit about him.
Why am I in his house? If you think you

can survive the rest of this letter, you'll find }

[ oult. .
«+T am afraid that your abilities wiil not be
needed in this little affair, Mr. Blake.,” said
Dr. Eamond. ‘“Miss Dell made a- mistake
when she concluded that her father had heen
killed; but quite a natural mistake, I must
admit. I was unable to come, and no proper
examination was made.”

“Yes, I can quite realise thc position,”
said the guv'nmor. “And what is Yyour
opinion, Mr. Payne?” he added, turning to
the inspector.

“Well, to tell the truth, T don't know much
of it,” replied Payne. “We can do nothing,
anyhow, until Mr. Dell recovers conscious-
ness. It's my opinion that some minor
burglar broke in, tired at Mr. Dell in a panic,
and then fled> without touching a thing—
being. of course, irightened by what he had
done."”

“Was there anything of value in the
studyt”’

“Oh, quite a lot. sir—to say nothing of a
considerable sum in cash on the desk it-
self!” replied the inspector. “But the room
was untouched.”

Dr. Esmond shook his head.

“But there are one or two curious points,
all the same,” he remarked. *“It is remark-
able that Mr. Dell has not yet recovered
consciousness, for example, The wound is
only slight, and he ought to have recovered
his senses hours ago. I must admit that
I am puzzled.”

“There's that blood, too,” said Inspector
Payne.

“Blood ¢ repeated Sexton Blake,

The doctor nodded.
“Yes,” he replied.
point, Mr. Blake. The wound, although
only comparatively small, must have bled con-
siderably. And yet I cannot quite see how
such an amount of blood could have escaped.”
"~ v“Perhaps there’s another wound?” I sug-'

gested,
“Oh, no!” said the doctor stoutir. “My
examination was quite thorough, and Mr,

Dell is only suffering from a graze on the side
ol his head. But perhaps you would care to
have a look at the patient, Mr. Blake?”

“I am quite anxious to,” said the guv'nor
proniptly, ) -
- Dr. Esmend escorted us into- the  study.
inspector remained behind, . and. he
seemed to consider that he was wasting his

time. The study Is quite & cheerful apart-
[ ]

I'm writing this letter.

“That is another cnrbm.

it
ment, and when we enfered the fire wis
blaging and the blinds were rgised. Upon
the couch lay Mer, Montague Dell; motionless.

Tha guv'nér was not able to’examine the

wound; of coursé, Because if;: was bound up.
Bug}'t-hq doctor cxplained thd precise fature
of it, and declared that no sérious complica-
tions could possibly arise, .
P !?hortlf| after that the doctor was called
out of the room, and I noticed an immediate
change in Sexton Blake. He became more
[ alert, more active, and he séemed to bhe
making a note of every detail of the room
in_hig mind.

“Well, guv'nor?” I ask:d, after a minute.

+ He made no reply, and I saw that he was
giving all "hiz attention to a revolver which
had been lyving on the desk.

“One chamber exploded,” he murmured
musingly. “Quite a cheap wegnon, Tinker,
and not- particularly powerful=ithough at
clos¢ tange deadly., The bullet evidently
grazed Mr. Dell's head, and then entered
that picture.”

I nodded. The picture was over the fire-
place, and the glass wa3 quite shattered.
But this didn't interest me particularly.

“Rather carcless of the inspector to leave
the revolver here, wasu't it, guvnor?’ I
observed.

“I don't suppose lie realises thé importance

‘1 of it., my boy.”

“Why, is it importanti® I asked, looking
up. .
u‘-ery !n

I Rouldn't quite s¢e it, but the guyx'nor
could, apparently.

“I'm not quite satisfied, Tinker,” he went
on, aiter ® short pause. “Why has Mr. Dell
not recovered? - He is lving there, as you
see, breathing quite evenly: there is nothing
very wrong with him, Yet he is still un-
comrscions. Tlhen, there is this blood. Do you
see "

The guv'nor was pointing to -an ominouys
stain on the light-coloured carpet— It was 2
large atain, surrounded by several smaller
ones.

“What about it, guv'nors” I as¥ed.

“Well, my dear Tinker, all this blood conld
not have flowed from a mere graze,” replied
Blake quietly. “The doctor ought to know
what he is talking about, and he declarea
that the wound is slight. Yet here we have

lenty of evidence that bLload has héen flow-
ng profusely. What we must establish,
Tinker. ia where this Llood came from.” *

“But that's already established,” IX-
objected. - r

“Tudeed!” -

“Of course it is.,” I went on. “It's estab-
lished that the blood was causecd by Mr.
Dell’s wound.

“So it would appear,” remarked the
guv'nor ahsently. “So it would appear,
Tinker. But we must not aceept everything
at_its, face value, 80 to speak. The main
thing 1s to gather all the available data, and
draw conclusions accordingly. Miss Deil has .
Instructed me to Investigate thls case, and E
don't think we¢ have come down here on a
wild-goose chasc, after all. In fact, I am
quite interested, and T intend to pursuc——"

“Hold on, guvor!” I interrupted. “Mr.
Dell moved, 1 think.”

The guv’nor at once transi¢rred his atten.
tion to the patient. I had scen a slight
movement of the rug which covered the un-
conscious man. And within a few seconds. I
knew that I had made no mistake.

Mr. Montague Dell, in short, was coming
round.

He groaned slightly, his evelids flickered,
and for a brief space he gave one or two
painful-sounding gasps. Then he raised a
hand and passed it dazedly ovér his brow.

“Fetch the “docfor, Tinker,” said Blake
softly.

I passed quietly out of the rocom, and found
Dr. Esmond just on the point of rejoiniug us
in the study; he was shaking hands with
Inspector Payne.

“Yes, I must ho off,” the inspector was

saying.

“Hotd on!” I interrupted. “JMr. De¢ll is
getting better.”

“0h," splendid—splendid ™ said the doctor
briskly.

Payne had no intention of heing left out of
it, and he entered the study with us, and
Migs Margaret was just behind, looking very
anxifous and rather excited.

Quite a change had taken place during my
brief ahsence. - )

The master of the house was now sittingz
up. his eyes wide open, and an expression of
bewildered astonishment. upon his pale, hag-
gard-face. But I saw at a glance that hc was

In possession of his right wits,



. ..“Stuft ang p

. are -these—these intruders?
. went on, pointing an accusing finger at the

. said stifily,
~:: “The—yywhat!” gasped Mr.

. %Did you say murder?”

< gonfusion.

““What—what has happened?” he asked

“huskily: .
. .“You really must not disturb yourself, Mr,
",Pe 1,” paid fhe doctor, in a soothing voice.

easo lie down—>

) sense!"" snapped Mr. Dell,
bhiz voice stronger. ™I fcel somewhat dizzy,
and my head is aching—but that is all. 1

B b_a.n'nOt. uaderstand what——  Good gracious
e !

YWhit is this bandage?”
“Oh, father, don’t you remember?” asked

. -Margaret, running forward.

- “Remember?”
what, child?

repeated Dell. “Remember
What is all this mystery? Who
ou, sir!” he

fuspector.
house ?”
-~-The f{at police oflicial coughed.

“Therc's no hecd to usc that tone, sir!” he
“I am here in the execution of
my duty. I came Yo this house to investigate
the murder of—"

“What are you dojng in my

Dell. hoarsely.

“I am gorry, Mr. Dell,” said Payne, in some
“But, you see, we all thought
that you were dead, and that some scoundrel
had killed you. It is a great relief to find

- fhat vour daughter’s fears were unfounded.

. It didn't sce

“the coucl&. dl{{;ﬁ 3
n

:.'Tell harshly.

I am afraid I muzt put a few questions to
]-Du_"-

“Not now, inspector—not now!” interrupted
Dr. Esmond. *“I cannot possilly allow my
patient to be hothered immediately upon his
rccovery. It is vitally neccessary that he
should hay¢ complete rest.”

so himself, for he rproceeded to get up from

) threw the rugs aside, gained

his feef, eh fell hack soraewhat limply.

*Oh, my head!"” he muttered. :

.. “You mwistn't exett yourself, father!" ex-
laimed Margaret, laying a gentle hand upon
is shoulder. *You are unwell; that bullet

must have hurt you terribly. I was awfully

frightened-—"

“No doulbt you would be!” broke in Mr.
“Women are all the same;
they got into a panfc at the slightest provo-
cation! I—I suppose you are responsible
for these—thcse persons heing in my house?”

Mr. Dell indicated the guv'nor and 1, and
wo did not feel particularly flattered. I don’t
know nbout you, old son, but I have strong
objectinns to helng referred fo as a person.
And. I bestowed a forty horsc-power glare
upon Mr, Montague Dell. The guv’'nor merely
smiled, quite uiperturhed. ‘

-+ “These persouns, as you call them, are very

-for a few minu

-8aid sourly,

~having complete

-attended me plready, Y helieve,

distinguished geotlemen, Mr. Dell,” said the
doctor, before Miss Margarct could reply.

« “They are Mr. Sexton Blake and Mr. Tinker,
_._oflj!ak ~Street, London.”
Vo r.

M noddcd curtly at us.

“T think I have heard their nameg,” he
“But I really fail to understand
what they are doing at Hawley Manor. One
might imagine that some crime had been

S eommitted !

“You will pardon me, sir, hut I was under
the impression that a crime had been com-
mitted,” put in Inspector Payne.

“Rubbigh!”. snapped qur host.

“Oh, father, I wish¥ you wouldn't he =o

croas!” sald the pirl quickly.
. - "“Haw cah I help being cross when o mere

trivial ac¢cident i3 bLeing magnified into a

sensation?” demanded the patient. “A
sensation, Hy George! One might imagine
that I Liad been half killed!”

. ‘It is all my Iaplt,” sald Margaret. *“1
hcard the rovolyer-Shot last night. and when
I came down I thopght you were dead. And
—and I wrote to Mr. Sexton Blake, asking
him to come down.”

“Mr. Blake. has -had
nothing!” growled Dell.

The doctor was Impatient with anxiety.

“I really must iosist upon my patient
.  quietness,” he said. “It
pains me ex-cecdingly, Mr. Blake, t0 ask you
to retire—"

“When I need your adrice, Esmond, I will
ask for it1” hroke in Mr. Dell. “You haye
1 r Very well.
Send in your hjll, and T will pay it. I will
send for you if I want you again.”

The doctor coloured.

. “Very well,” he sald coldly. *Good-morn-
ing, Mr. Dell!” :

“Please don't go, Dr, Esmond!” exclaimed
Margaret, in distress. “Father isn't himself
this morning. I'm Bure I don’t know what
to do. Wil - ouwwm't in’ the morning-room

877 : <
bowed, and retired--highly

his trouble for

Dr. Esmond .
otfended.

as though Mr., Dell thought |

“ And you, Inspeetor Payne,” gaid Mr. Dell.
“You may as well take your departure at
once. I will answer no -questions, 80 you may
as well employ your time in a more valuable
manner——" ,

“I'm sorry, Mr. Dell, but I can’t leave ‘this
house just at the moment,” interjected the
inspector. *“You were attacked last night,
and might have been murdered. It is my
duty to ascertain—" :

“You are talking twaddle, sir!” snapped
the patient angrily. *“There was no attack
—it was an accident, pure and simple.”

“But I understood—" S

“I dcn't care what you understood,” said
"Mr. Dell testily. *“Bince you are so infernally
inquisitive, T will briefly explain what hap-
pened, My mind is quite clear now—I can
y remember everything. .After my daughter
and the servants had retired to bed last night
I was foollsh epough to examijne that
revolver you see on the table—"

“But it isn’t yours, father!” said Margaret,
in surprise.

“Don’t be foolish, child, it is mine!”

“I've mever seen it before—-"

“You don’t see everything!” said Mr. Dell,
with 2 fro®wn. “] bought the weapon several
days ago, when I was in London. I thought
it just as well to have a pistol in the house,

A PARCEL OF
BOOKS!

._Ask a friend who has been demobilised
how, when he was in Francc, he would
have liked to have found in his mail a
parcel of good British story-books. He
will apnswer:

“Gee! I should Eave had the whole
hatt. round me begging for a loani”

Well, you can send four of the bhest
detective novels—THE CELEBRATED

SEXTON BLAKE
LIBRARY

to a friend now in the Army of Occupation
by sending a postal-order for eighteen-
pence, and your friend's address, to the
‘B.E.F. Suhscription Dept., “Sexton Blake
Library,” The Fleétway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C. &

Four Numbers o the *‘Sexton
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month. It's a parcel that will be
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in case of burglars. I said nothing about it
intentionally, because I knew that you and
Mrs. Porter would be alarmed.” -

“And the weapon went off by accident, I
suppose?” inquired the inspector.

“Qf course it did,” was Mr. Dell's reply.
“Weren't your wits sharp enough to realise
that—without imagining all serts of wild
nonsense? I expect I must have touched the
trigger. Af all events, there was a lond
report, and that’s all I remember. The
" bullet touched my head, I presume—although,
mercifully, it did not pentrate my thick
skull!” '

“Were you sitting down at the time of
the ‘gccldcnt. Mr. Dell?” asked Blake.

&4 es'll

“You are extremely lucky to have eacaped
so lightly,” went on the guv'nor. “But I can

uite understand how the accident otcurred.

he revolver is a cheap one—and cheap fire-
arms are generally dangerous.”

Mr. Dell smiled without humour,

“I intend to throw the thing Into the river,
or the sea!” he exclaimed, *“Well, inspector,
is there anything else you want? I suppose
tlﬁe; ,whole village is talking about my death,
e !

uIlm BU!‘G
shortly. .

“You needn't worry, father,” put in
Margaret., “We didn't say a word to any-
body, and the servgnts will bc quite discreet.
There is no reason why the accident should
become public at all.” -

“Thank Heaven for that!” said her father,
nodding with approval. “I detest publicity,
at_all times. Good-morning, inepector!”

Payne could hardly ignore that hint, and

I don't know,” said Payne

a2 minute later he had taken his deparfte.

leaving the guv'nor and I alone in the study

with father and daughter. Margaret was

looking relieved, buf worried at the same

time—{f you can understand what I mean by
that someWhat contradictory statement. She

vas relieved because Mr. Dell was practically

himself again, and werrled on account of his

decidedly antagonistic attitude towards the

inspector and ourselves. |

“Well, Mr. Blake, I trust that you are
eatisfied?” sald Dell. “J am aware that your
timc bhas been wasted; and I believe yous
time is valuable. If you will lct me have &
statement of your account I will see that
is promptly paid. I am anxious to be 1
in quietness. Recd will take you to the
station in the brougham.”

Sexton Blake smiled. -

“With regard to my fee, there will be
none,” he said. “I cannot accept paymens
for_nothing. And in any case I came here
at Miss Dell's request, and she is my client.
She agpeared to think that there were two
shots fired last night—> -

Mr. Dell snapped his fingers. -

“Fiddlesticks!” he interjected sharply. “I$
was imagination—pure imagination. How
could there have been two shats fired? Hasn's
the, fevolver heen examined? The girl made

a mistake.” : i
“I must have done, Mr. Blake!” put In
Margaret. “You will - stay to lunch, won't
you? There is a train at two-thirty—"
“There is no reason why BMr. Blake’s {ime
should be further wasted,” put in Mr. Dell,
rising to his feet and standing before us
quite steadily. “I' have no wish to be In-
hospitable, but I do not think this is a sult-

_able occasion for you to entertain visitors.”

This was straight, at all evenis. The
guv’nor and I, in blunt language, were given
the, order of the boot. 1 didn’t mind much,
alt-hou¥h I should have enjoyed luncheon with
Miss Margaret a4t the table. ' N

But her father was 2 decidedly. crusty old
fellow, and he scemed more than wusually
crusty npon this occasion, to judge by the
indignant expression upon Margaret’s face.
She wanted to protest vigorously, I knew,
but did not like to do so in our presence.

“Come into the dining-room, father!” she
said gently, taking his arm and leading hi
to the door. “I want to have just p wor
with you in private, if these gentlemen will
excuse me.”

The gentlemen in question smiled and
bowed, and the next moment Margaret had
piloted her father through the doorway, and
the trouble was already commenciag. The
girl was remonstrating with spirit.

“Excellent, Tinker!” murmured Sexton
Blake keenly. _

“Eh?” I exclaimed. _ :

“8tand by the door; and warn me if any-
body comes!”

I detected a sudden change In the
guv'nor’'s manner, and before ten seconds had
passed he wis dodging about the room with
brisk, rapid movements. I stood at the dooy
wondering what his game could be. I don'
know even now, so you mustn’t expect me to
go into details.

I only kpow that bc seemed particularly
interested in the wall opposite the smashed
picture, and he seemed to be quite pleased
with himself, too. I heard a sound out in-
the passage, and my attention was claimed
for some little time, and I thought that Mr.
Dell was returning.

But it was a falgse alarm, and when I vorned
hack the guv’'mor was just slipping some-
thing into his waistcoat pocket. .

“What's that you've got, guv'nor?” I
asked curiously.

“Oh, a mere trifle, Tinker!" gsaid Blaks
vaguely. “But I think that my visit to this -
room has been  decidedly instrnctive. And
Mr. Dell’s sudden recovery was rcmarkable—
quite remarkabhle.”

“To say nothing of his tempcr,” I obscrved.
“A crusty old bounder, guv'por!”

“Quite so, my lad,” agreed Sexton Blaka.

-“1 feel quite sorry for Miss Margaret.”

Before we could say any more the girl
hersclf appcarcd, flushed /‘and breathless, with
an expression of pain and trouble in her
heautiful eyes. She glanced rapidly over
her shoulder, and placed a hand upon the
guv’'nor’'s arm. '

“Oh, Mr. Blke, I'm so sorry!” she ex-
claimed, with sincere regret. “Father's jush
coming, and 1 daren’t speak beforé him. I’
sure I don’t know why he is so ill-tcmpere
to-day; it moust be the result of his injury.”

“Please don’t disturb yourself, Miss Dell

“But I do, Mr. Blél_ﬂe?" she interrupted.
“TFatler is perfectly horrid, and I don’t know
U. J.—XNo. 810,



how to apologise! I've never known -lim Lo
be so iunhospitable béfore. You do forgive
me, don't youi?”

sexton Blake laughed.

“My dear young lady, it would have given
mec greab pleasure to have aceopted your
kind ijnvitation to lunchcon, and I am surc
t-hl:}t, Tinker is of the same opinion 29 my-
self.”

“Rather, guvnor!” I said heartily.

““But, we realisc that your father prefers
ouf room to our company,” went on Blake,
with twinkling ¢yes. “I am very glad your
- orlginal fears were groundiess, ls? Dell,
and that everytbing bas turned out all right.
I hope to have the pleasure of mecting you
arain—or' a more pleasant éccasion.” ‘

“Thank you, M Blake; you are very
Eind !} sald Margaret gracefully,

A fcwy(?moments‘ later Mr. Montaguc Dell
appeareéd, and the guv’nor and I took our
departure without any further delay, Mr.
Dcll beigg very pleased, I imagine, to ohtain
a good vicw of our backs. .

We had hardly made our exit. from the
gorch when' we observed the dapper little
gurec of Dr. Esmond climblng Into his car,
which stood outside In the road. e had
¢vidcntly declded that his presence was
guperfluous. The patjent had certainly mado
a8 rapld rccovery. ' .

Dr. Esmond waited by the side of his ecar

witil wo came up. As I mentioned before,
he's a Jolly decent sort, and both Sexton
Blako and I like him immeénsely. Apd he
u{on, proved {that his heart was in the right
place.
- “I'm afraid you’ve met with cold comfort,
RIr. ‘Blake,” he obscrved sympathetically. “I
can’'t . imagine what's wrong with JMr. DeH
this morning; that graze ought not to harve
caunscd such an outburst of icritability.”

“Why, isn't he usually so crusty? I in-
Quired.

“(zood gracious, no!” repiicd the doctor.
“He’s a most amiable old fellow. as a rule.
He seemed to he enormously anxious to get
rid of the lot of us! Well, it docs not much
matter, Ho certainly nceds no attention
from me.” . ' _

“A curious affalr altogether,” commented
Bizke. “Payne, I suppose, has gone back to
Swanton—the local town?”

“1 imaging 80?"” replied Esmond. “I'd like
to tell you, Blake, that there is no train
rutil two-thirty, and the hotels in the village
av¢ nof exactly famed for their euisine—"

“That sounds checerful!”. I broke in.
“And_ I was wondering ityou would honour
nic Dy accepting an invitalion to my own
tablet” went on the doctor ecagerly. “]
should ho quite delighted to have the honour
of entertaining Hawleyhurst's distingmshed
sisitors!”

“Come, come!” chuckled Sexton Blake.
“You are resorting to flattery, my dear sir!
Yor my own part, I shall be most pleased to
aeecpt, and I think Tinker  will echo my
rordg, It is very good of you, Dr. Es-
mond.t .

But the doctor appeared to think that we
were granting him a big favour, and when
we arrived at his home, the Laurcle, he
introduced me to his wife, and made us
thoroughly comfortable,

And that’s about all there is {o say in this
tetter, old" mam. I'd like {6 give you more
details, but you'll have to wait. It is now
Inst after two-thirty, so it's pretty cvident
that we're not going to catch that afternoon

train. Why, I don’t know. But the guv'nor
Easa got more in his head than I can gucss
at present. . -

‘The. luncheon was excellent, and Sexton
Blake is now taking a walk—a pretty long
ene, [ imagine, for he's been gone a long
whife. And X am taking advantage of this
opportinity to drop’ you these few 1ines.
You will notice that I say “few.” As a
matter of faet, this letter has gone to an
appalling length, and if you can't read all,
don't blame me. I've been writing at top
speed, without pause. and my wrist is aching
like the dickens! '

0Of course, 1 shall send tou further details
fater on—in a.day or_two, ¥ expect. That is,
il there are any details to send. At present
A2 case séems to have fizzied out. But I've
got an idea in the back of my head that it'll
gnon take another turn. In short, old scout,
rm prcjti sure that somecthing surprising is
Brewing :

Su until I can give you some more facls I
nuist bid thea rarewell. Please glve my
hindest regards ta Mr. Lee, and don’t forget
t) write soon. I haven't heard from you for
weeks, you lazy bounder!

in—

P.S.—~The guv'ror has just como
almost as I was sticking this letter up—and

he is looking very thoughtiul and keen. F'm

[ more than cver convinced that 1 don't know |

half of this case yet. And Sexton Blake has
asked me to tell you that. he'll probably be
writing to Mr. Lece hcfore long. So tell your
guv'nor to look out. Savvy? T.

D

THE THIRD CHAPTER. )
Letter from Sexton Blake to Nelson Lee.
' Bakér Street,
London, W.,
Fcbruary 26th.

' Y Dear Lee,—I had intended writing
you before—while I was still in
Hawleyhurst, in fact—but I really
had no opportunity. However, the

affair of Hawley Manor is still quite fresh

in my mind, and I intend to give you a few
details. The whole case i§ now settled and
done with, 4nd I think it presents a few - un-
usual points. ' )

I am assuming that you have read Tinker's
letter to Nipper. 1f you have not donc so.
pleasc let mc¢ urge you to read it hefore
perusing ¢his little narrative. If you fail to
do so, you'll be quite in a muddle.

Tinker wrote his letter while I was out walk-
ing, and when I returned I had thought the
‘atga'ir: out quite thqroughly. Dr. Esmond was
in his s=nr;zer£t and so [ was able to have a
quiet little chat with Tinker. B

“You see, my boy, the case is not so simple
as it first appeared to be,” 1 Legan thought-
fully. “There are many points which do not
agree, and I find it dificult to accept Mr.
Dell’s explanation.” .

“What's your private opiuion, guv'iory
asked Tinker. . .

“I am not sure that I have apy opinion--
at all events, I do not intend {o voice one,”
I replied. “We are going by facts, Tinker,
and we must stick to facts. Now, Mlsa Mar-
garet mentioned in her letter to mc that the
sound of the revolver-shot was somewhat
curious—that it had.an echo—" )

«4hé thought that two shots wcre fired,
guv'nor.” : '

“No, Tinker,” I sald. “She. declared that
the sound might have hecen interpreted that
way. It was nothing more than a suggestion,
and at the present moment she is quite con-
vinced thaf only one reporf actually sounded.”

"}\Vell, isn't she right?” asked Tinker.

(l‘?o."‘

“Y can't see it, guv'nor. Only ore chariber
of thie revolver is empty—"

“That point does no:i Interest me in the
slightest,” I interrupted. “I will state as o
fact, Tinker, that two shots were fired.”

Tinker stared at me wonderingly.

“Oh, that's a bit thick, guv'nor!” he pro-
tested. :

“There is another point,” T went on. “Mr.
Dell told us that he was sitting down when
the revolver accidentally discharged. Have you
taken the trouble to think that statcment
out, Tinker?” - .

“« [ don't quite follow you, guv'nor.?

“Which proves that. you have nof bLeen
thinking at all!” I said severely. “We will
assume that Mr. Dell told us the {ruth. He
indicated that he was sitting_In the armchair
before the desk. Well, It thie revolver had
exploded ig his hand, the bullct would have
gone upwafds, grazing his forehcad on its
passage. And it would have finally lJodged in
the ceiling, or near the ceiling.” -

“But it went, through that picture,” Tinker
put in. “That scems to prove that Mr. Dell
wag standing up when thé shot was fired.
E\gh then he must have held the reyolyer

leveél with his head.”

“Exactly. And what happens when a fire-
arm Is dischdrged .at such close quarters?”

“Whr, the smoke is pretty certain to
hlacken the victim’a face.”

“You arec not quite so dcnse as rou appear
Fto be, Tinker,” I continued. *And yet Dr.
Etmond has informed me that Dell's face was
in no way blackened or scorched. It ig there-
fore fzirly obvious that the shot was fired
from some little distance—probably the lengtin
of the room.” ) . ) _

‘“'Then eomebody cls¢ was with hi?” Tinker
asked, _ )

“TUndoubtedly ™ - .
. "Well, I've been thinking tbat way myself,”
went on Tinker musingly. ~Why was the
French window open? It Mr. Dell was alone,
as he stated, whby did bc have the window
wide open?” .

“Mr. .Dell was not alone,” I said grimly.
b “That is not 8 merg opinion, Tinker—It is a
statement which I can substantiatc. You

Kcep smilihg! Cheer-ho!?
R Your affectionate chum, °
F.-J.—No. &10, - TIKRER,

bleod.” . .
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silent as to the frue story.”

“Why, you don't rieap—"

Tinker paused, ai;id looked
curiousty. T .

“I supposc the other fellow in the rocm
was wounded in the arm, or some other
place which didn't hinder hie movements*” he
asked. “The blcod must have spurted outb
before he could escape—"

“And stain the carpet in-onc pldce only?”
I interrupted. “No, Tinkgr, That stain was
caused by a large quantitx of blooq flowing
from a motionless body. Mr. DelF hinlself losu
practically no blood at all, and I'm rather
surprised that Dr: Lsmongd shouid actept his
patient’s story so readily. Howevepy the
doctor is a simple little man, and has nQ sus-
picions against anybody. I should he. very
intercsted to know exactly what took place jn
that study durini the night.” -

“You scem to Knmow-a good deal alrcady,
guv'nor,” ohserved Tinker: - ““For example,
how can you be =0 iclly certain that {wo shots
were fired? You haven't gof -cven a scrdp
of proof.”’ )

- I smiled. L

“1 will show you several items of cvidetiee
before.long, Tinker,” I said. “But this wl}l!
do to begin with. What do you make of it1"”

I handed Tinker a small object: which he
took between his finger and thumh. He only
looked at it for a few seconds hefore pro-
nouncing his verdiect. . o

“It's. a discharged revolver-bulletf,” he-de
clared. :

“Precisely. Anything else?”

Tinker examined the bullet afresh.

“It seems rather large,” he remarked slowly.
“Why, of course! This bullet is of a much
larger calibre than thosg of tbat revolver.
t]l'his;l 'isu't. the bullet that grazed Mr., Dell'’s

cad,” . ’

« It mighi be,” I replied. At all events, it
was fired in Mr. Dell’s study last night.”

“How do you know that, guyv'nory””

“Because I dug it ouf of the wall precisely
opposite the ashe«!c‘ picture,” 1 replied
sinoothly. *“In Tact, Tinker, therc were two
shots fired almost simultaneously— accounting
for Miss Dell's sligh{ confusion regarding the
sound.  One bullet grazed Mr, Deil, and
entered the picture, and the other hullet=
this onc—wounded an unknown man and pene-
trated the*wall. Qr the position niight he
viece-versa—it is really of little consequence.
The important fact is that Mr. Dell's story
is a false one, and that the real account ofy
what happened is very diffcrent. \What we.
have to establish is why Mr. Decil remained’
Kes

“It’'s becoming quite guv'por,”
said Tinker. "In my letter to Nipper—which
I haven't posted yet—I haven't mcentioned
anything of this at all. If didn't’ strike me
that Mr., Dell might have been telling us a
faked yarn. And fiow, of coungl* we can
undcrstand hia attitude.” .

I noned; : :

“Weé werc rather too keen, young ‘un,” X
smiled. “Mr. Dell was extremely aunxious to
have us out of his house. It is my opinion
that he yas fully comscious long bheforc he
mads’ anﬁ- movemént. And hé heard us dis-
cygsing tIg various points. and decided tha
OuT presence was most undesirable.” .

D3 you think he is a wrong 'un?”

“I wouldn't, lifc te.say, Tinker,” I replied.
“There miay be a very simple explanation, “it
we only knew it. But whatever it is, I intend
to gct to the bottom of the mystery. Ar.
Montague Dell hag succeeded in putiing the
police off the scent, hut I am net so dull as
Inspector Payne. It is quite lik¢ly that Dell
was conscious the whole time.” . .

“He recovered jolly quickly, anyhow,” said
Tinker. .

“Too quickty—{hat was where lLe blum-
dered,” T agreed. "I have said nothirg to the
doctor so far, hu 2 ' ‘ ‘
« ""Hallo!”" interrupted Tinker. “lLook what’s
blowing up the garden-path, guv'nor ¥ '

I glanced out of the window, and beheld
the portly figurc of Ifispector Payne approach-
ing the house. We heard the bell Ting,a
murmur. of voices {ollowed, aud then our own

at mc very

involred,

door dpened. _ : -

“Yes, Mr. Blake's in here, if you wanb him,
inspector,” said Dr. Esmond briskly. _

“But. I don't-want Mr, Bluke at all!” pros
tested Payne. “I hdve come for you, doctor.
I don't suppose Mr. Blake wil} be mlcrcsted,
in any case. 1£'3 only a suicide.”s

“@ood gracious!” exclaimed Esmond, “This
is a day of sensations apparently. Firet of
all a mgrder which turns out ton.be nothing
of the kind, and now a suicide! Hawleyhurst
is waking up!? :

The inspecfor smiled frimly. ]

“Just a coincidence, doctor,” he said. “This

must also rcmember that omincus pool of } suicide .affalr is pothing whatever to do with
" "Mr. Dell. 1 didn’'t want to he miscd up W
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l"}l;tdy sure, of course.
-5

it at all, but I was in Hawleyhurst, and I
couldn't avoid it.. The police-doctor has come
down from Swanton, but he'd be very glad
of vour co-operation.”

. “Why, is it anythinz special?” inquired our

host. )
-“0h, no—except that Dr. Russel is rather
puzzled!” replied Payne. “I domn't suppose
he'll keep you long. The body is at the
station, in the waiting-room.”

- *Somcbody kifled on the railway?”" inquired
Tinker.

i "Yes,” said the, inspector. “There’s every
appearance of suicide, but we're not ahso-
The poor chap’s a
ocking sight; his head is practically non-

~eXxistent, and it's quite clear that he deliber-

ately laid himself down so that the

. oould have

rain
killed him on the spot. 1 don't see hmtv he
got into that position uccident-

Cally.”

- *Where was the body found?® I asked

~keenly. i
“Some distance up the line. Nobody

morning, and it is assu
- committed suicide -<during the night.

about it until this
ed that the man
The
phody was taken to the station shortly after

seemed to know anythin

dawn, And it has been lying there ever since.

i\,nld now  Dr.. Russel would be glad of your
lelp.®

“Well, I suppose I must go,” said Esmond.
“You'll excu=* me, Blake, won’'t you? I
den't suppose I shall he——-7

¢ think I'll come with you, if you bave no-
ohjection,” I interrupted.

“Oh, certainly!” said Dr. Esmond readily.
¢ 1 shall be %lad of your company, Mr. Blake
—~to say nething of your advice. You may

-nat be a quililed doctor, hut I fancy you

- ¢nlirely unconnecied with the case

could heat me easily at my own game—in
cases of this sort, at all events.”

“ You scem rather interested in the matter,
Mr. Blake,” put in the-inspector.

“Well, I'm cerlainly curious,” I replied. |

“1 have an idea that thls suicide may not be
am at-

. present investigating.”

Both Esméngl and the inspector wére rather

s,surprised at my statement, as I could see,

. Hawleyhurst.

~%as ¢vident, however, that something unusual |
was afoot, for one or two groups of people ]

althcugh they miade no comnient. And almost:
immediately afterwards we toolk our depar-
ture for the station. arriving there within
fifteen minutes.

«
It is only a small place, lhe station at |
There was no train due just ]

then, and the platforms wére>deserted. It

- were ‘' chatting.together in the bogking-office, |
. and the stationmaster was looking rather
- important.

«I forygot to ask yvon. inspector, if the dead {

_man's identity has been establizhed,” I said,

. a8 we entered the booking-office.

“No, it hasn't,” said Payne. “ As a malter
of fact, the hody was searched almost as soon
as it was found. But there’s absolutely
nolhing on it to even hint at the nume or

. address of tHe deaid man.”

..+ “That's rather qucer,

izn't it?® pul in
Tiuker. o :
%1 don't know,” replied the inspecior. “Tt
secms 1@ me that the fellow prepared himsclf

for the joh. e doesn't want us to find out

'who he {3, und there’s nothing unusual in that

A greal man¥ suicides prcfer to die un-
~ known.*

. We were introduced to the stxtionmaster.
He seémed quite pleased o welecome Dr.
Esmond, but was rather inclinred to regard
Tinker- and I as intruders. However, the
stationmaster’s opinion was of little account.

.. 1 won't go into any details regarding the

mutilations of the body, Lee. There is no
reason why I should do so. 1 only need say
that the inspector’s description was fairly
accurale—the dead man’s head was alinost
non-existent. '

‘Dr. Russel proved, to he a hig, blufl indi-
vidual, and he greeted us warmly,

“The truth §s, I can’t quite determine at
what hour the man met his death,” he said
candidly. ¢ There are omrc or two puzzling
points, morcover. The mah was killed on

. the spot, instantaneou:ly; but there secms

10 have been a very small flow of blood.”
<'That is certainly curious,” I agreed. ©]

presume you have examined the spot where

the body was: found, Dr, Russel?” .

«0Oh, yes!"® '

“And whatl was
Ismiond.

- Well, as I 10ld you, there seems to be an
unaccountable shortage of blood,” rteplied
Russel. =~ Examipe the body for yourself, and
let me have your opinion.”. ’

Well, we made our examination—Esmond,
and I—while Rlus:el chatted with Tinker and
the inspector on the otbher zide of the wait-

the result?”  inquired,

L

.

inz-room, Tinally, Esmond looked at me
rather queerly.

¢ 1 should say the fellow was killed at about
one o’'clock tflis morning, or shortly after
midnight,” he observed. )

“*That is my opinion,” I agrecd.

“ And mine,” put in Dr. Russel, who bad
heard our words. “But that's why I am._so
puzzled. We all seem to he agreed upon that
point—the man died between the hoyrs of
midnight and one o’clock. But vet there is
no train along this lice from ten-thirty p.m,
to six a.m. That is to say, there was no train
whatever which could have killed the jnan
at the hour he died.” ‘

“That's infernally queer,” said Esmond,
stroking his chin. “You're quite right, Dr.
Russel. I remember now. The man was found
on the up line, wasn't he? Well, the last
train pas:zex hefore ten-thirty, as you said.
And the first train this morning was not until
s1X.?

Russzel nodded. . .

<At that rate, we have two alternatives,”
he said. % The man was either killed by last
night's train, which is too early, or by this
morning’s train, which is too late, What we
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bhave to decide Is which is the more protable
of the two, because one must be correct.”

“I should imagine that our judgment is
slightly at fault,” said Dr. Esmond, * and that
the poor {fellow was killed by last night's
train.” .

“ Exactly !? agreed Russel, nodding,

“Well, I differ from both of you,” 1 said,
with a smile,

“ You surely: do not suggest that the fellow
was alive until six o'clock this morning?®
asked Esmond, staring at me,

: [ 44 xo'” .

“ Then I fail to understand you, Mr. Blake.?

¢ Surely there’s only one conclusion?” I re-
marked. %It is fairly clear to me that this
man was dead before the train ran over him
—which also accounts for the singularly small
flow of Llood.” )

‘Both doctors looked at mc wonderingl?.

“Gad'» exclaimed Rus:el. “T hadn't
thought of that, I'H admit. Yet vou’'re right,
Mr. Blake. It iz the only possible explanation,
The man was already dead before he wus
placed on the rails, What do you say, Dr.
Esmond$»

“I agrec entirely,” was the reply. ¢ .And
this discovery alters the whole aspeet of the
case, for it is at once clear that the cause
of death was not injuries receiyved from the
railway-train. And it is also.clear that the
man’s death-blow was not self-inflicted. Some-
hody must bave placed him on the rails.”

Inspector Payne was beginning 1o take a
lively interest in the proceedings.

“Yes, thiz does Alter things,” he observed.
“ Are you gentlemen suggesting that this man
was murdered” oo

“Uertainly {” replied Russel,

“Well, I wouldn't go so far as to say that

myself,” I commented. «There. is no actual
evidenco of murder as yet. All we know is

this vnknown man wag placed upon the rails

Adorar

[ during the night, and he must have been Iying

there, dead, for several hours before being
run over by the train. How he met his death
is' qiiite another matter,” .

“It must bave heen owing to an injury to
the head, at all events,” said Russel. “The
rest of his body was lying quite clear of the
rails, and is not even scratched. To judge
from the deceased’'s génmeral appearance, I
should say he was zstrongFl healthy, and in tbe
prime of life. Me met his death, without &
doubt, by being injured about the head.”

“ And he was ghoved on the railway-linc o
that all evidence Wwould be destroyed,” put
in.Tinker. “ Why, it's quite clear! Rut who
the dickens actually killed him in the firs%
place %» ' :

“I do not think we slLall Lave much diffl.
culty in establishing that fact,” I said quietly.
“But, before making any further statement,
I should just like to make one or tuo little
cxperiments.” :

Well, Lee, T have no doubt that vou have

arrived at a definite conclusion by this time.—
you have surely guessed the truth. In any
case, 1 intend to leave you to think it over for
the present.
_ I really have no further time atmy disposal
just now, It would flve me great pleasure
to set down the rest of this episode, bit I am
rather busy at {:rcsent, and I must lcave
Tinker to write the concluding incidents.

He will probably attend to the matter im-
mediately, but, .if not, I can promise that he
will write no Iater than to-morrow. It is
just possible that I shall require him this
evening, =0 you must not be impatient. We
have work to attend to, old man, and this
letter-writing must be regarded as a pleasure,

When you have received Tinker's letter, and
have read the whole record of évents, I should
like you to drop me a fcw lines. I am always
delighted to receive n letter from you, us
you are fully aware,

With very kind regards 1o yourself and
Nipper. . Y
Yours, as always,

SEXTON BIAKK.

B} . e~ -
G————

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Letter from Tinker to Nipper.
Baker Strect, London, W,
Fehruary 27th.
Y Dear 0Old Nipper,—I have heen in-

" structed by the guv'nor to uddress
thiz leiter to Mr. Nelson Lee—and
this is how I am,doing it. It doen'¢

always do to ohey orders, particularly whea
they are unreasonable, )

It was like the guvnor's cheek to butt fn
at all. I started this particular narrative
by writing to you when I was down ag
Hawleyhurst on Monday. And then lie writes
to Mr. Lee, carrying on the yarn. 1 sup-
pose he got fed up with writing, so he's told
me to finish it. And this, mark you, is yhat
he calls pleasure. Well, in my opinion, it's
hard- work—and don't you forget it. . I you
don’t appreciate all the trouble I'm taking,
you ought to he slavnzhtered.

You'll hand this to your guv'nor, of courss
—just a3 I assume he has allowed yon to read
Sexton Blake’s letter 61 yesterday. It hiroke
off, I think, at the point where the guv'nor
said he wanted to muke one or two experi-
ments—the scene being the waiting-room ad
Hawleyhurst Statipn,

I'm not supposed {o tell vou this next bit
at all, but I think it’s necessary. Sexton
Blake calmly says in his Ietter that he has
no further time at his disposal.  Don't yon
believe it, my son.  It's all bunkum. - le
was yawning like the djckens when he got to
that point, finished the letter in a hurry, and
went to sleep in front of the fire! That's
why 1've got to write this. However, yow
have the great consolaticn of knowing that
my literary efforts are much morg readable
than his. I'm not so blessed particular
about grammar and all that sort of rot.

I scem to have written o lot, and haven's
made any prozress at all, so 1'd beiter ges
down to husiness.

Well, it bad Decn practically establishied
that the unknown man who was found ¢n the
railway had met his death hours bLefore the
train ran over him. And thizs led to tha
obvious conclusion that somebody clsc was
involved.

Who?

4

The guv'nor said that Mr. Les

would probably guess. Of course he'll guess. -

it's as.clear a3 water. Mf. Montague Dell

was connected with this myatérious death. . K
arrived at that conclusion within © minute.

“It's a great pity you éan’t detcrmine how

the fellow 1‘5“3 ']ki‘.led,” i«atid the inspect:ﬁ.-:-i«
“That wou elp u3 a lot. - caze isn
v. m. Bl4,
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Sexton Blake searched the sea

in every dlruilon, but there was no sign of a small boat. Were they

too late, after all 7

-

one of suicide, as I af first supposed, and it
therefore becomes far more important.”

“Exactly,” agreed Sexfon Blake. “I think
1 may -be able to aasist you, ipnspector. Do

u think this button, for example, will

atch any of those upon the clothing of the
deceaged?™ . : :

And the guv'nor produced a small waist-
tdat-button of a brown colour. It had & kind
¢f streak in it, and was not a button that
¢ould be confused with a dozen others.
Withio a fhinute we were a&ll quite satisfied

hat the buttons on the dead man’s waist-
abt were of precisely similar pattern.

“It’s the same, certainly,” sald Payne. " But
all these waistcoat-buttons are hete—there’s
ROt one missing."” .

“What about this?” inquired Blake.

Ho indicated the dead man's right sleeve.

ero should have beéen two buttons fixed

ere, hut one had gone. And the remaining
uttonm, a8 in most clothing, was of a very
similar site to a waistcoat-buttgn.

“By Jave'l’ exclaimed Dr. Esmond. “That's

g(lllt“ggough, Mr. Blake. Where did you

“Then there are a few hairs here,” went on
$he guv'nor without replying to the doctor’s
quéstion. ‘. )

He carcfully unwrapped a small piece of

lain paper, and .revealed three short hairs,

ged with grey at the roofs. I didn’t care
to look on while these were compared’ with
hat remained of the dead man's scalp. But
§oth doctors were In agreement that the

&irs wére identical.

“And, lastly, there is this tiny gold link
from a watchchain,” continued Sexton Blake.
“This man does not appear to have worn a
watch—"

“Yes, it’'s over here,” interjected Tayne.
“There was nothing on the body cxcept a
watch and chain and several pounds in loose

fcy. Now I come to think of it, I believe
he chain is broken, too.”

It was, and the link fitted exactly.

“1 suppose- you realise, Mr. Blake, that
these articles are of the utmost importance?”
went on the inspector.

*T should not have preserved them so care-
fully had I not known that they were vital,”
said Sexton Blake quietly. “You had as
many opportunities as myself, inspector, and
these clues could have been in your possession
Intead of mine.”

Payne coughcd, and stroked his grizzled
moustache.

“I don't quite vnderstand you, Mr, Blake!”

exclaimed. “Opportunities? Where? We
ven't been here half an hour—-" '

. J.—No. 810.

“But we were at Hewley Manor this morn-
ing, inspector.”

“Did—did you find these things at Hawlcy
Marllori?; demanded Payne quickly. -

a“” i .’1 -

“But where—where?” .

“In Mr. Montague Dell's study:”

“Good heavens!” said Payne, in amazement,
“It is not possible that Mr, Dell is responsible
for this unfortunate man’s death!” ,

“Don’t forget the’large pool of blood on
the study carpet,” I put in.

“Well, I'm hanged!" exclaimed Dr.
Esmand. “That’s right, Tinker. Now I ecan
understand where the blood came irom—for
it certainly could not have flowed from Mr.
Dell’s wound.” R .

“You suggest, in fact, that Dell killed this
man?” inquired Payne.

But Sexton Blake shook his head.

“I suggest notking,” he replied. “You
must draw your ownm conclusions, inspector.
You know the facts, and you can easily put
two and two together. If you bad taken
the trouble to examine the study more
thoroughly you would have noticed & some-
what curious mark in the wallpaper, opposite
the ﬂreqlace."

“That's where the smashed piclure is hang-
ing!” exclaimed Esmond.

“A curious mark?” repeated Payne. “ What
kind of mark, sir?” ' .

“A hole in the plaster caused by a spent
revolver-hullet,” replied the guv'nor. “The
bullet itself is here—I extracted it myseli.
As you will observe, it is of a heavier type
than Those contained in the  cartridges of
Mr. Dell’s revolver., I should say that the
weapon was a very powerful one.”

“Good heavens!” said Inspector Payne.
“This is getting rather startling, Mr. Blake.
Therc can be no doubt that Mr. Montague
Dell killed this unknown man last night,
during a fight with revolvers.”

“But I understood you to say that the
hullet was spent,” said Dr. Russel. “How
could.that Le the case if it was fired at close
range?”

“It is my opinion that the bullet passed
through the mdn’s head before entering the
wall,” reptied Sexton Blake calmly. “Death
was probably instantaneous, and that is why
Miss Dell heard no ceries or groans. The
cvidence against Dell had been accumulating
continuously, and I now venture to say that
the case is fairly complete.”

“Well, I'm not so sure about that,”
objected Payne. “I don’t want to make a
blunder, you know. I-can’t sec how Mr.
Dell could have performed all the work

-’

which must have heen done, Ee was

-at the ncarest point to Hawley Manor.

rendered unconscious by the wotund on his
head. How could he have carritd this dead
body to the railway-linet”

-“He coyldn't have done so while uncon-
sclous, certainly,” he said drily. .

“Then we must asume that there was 2
third man?”

“By no means.”

“But, my dear sir, there must have hcen
a third man—there must have beenl” insisted
the inspectdér. ‘“TBere's no other inference to
draw——"

“Except that Mr. Dell was never
conscious at all,” the guv'nor put in.

“Ah! Now you have got it-—that 1s un-
doubtedly the truth!” sald Dr. Esmond. “I
wag extrcmely ‘puzzled by Mr. Dell's con-
dition. X think I told you that he ought to
have recovered hours before he did? He is
only grazed, and I can quite believe that he
retained his senses throughout.”

The inspector commenced making notes in
his pocket-book.

“I must obtain & warrant without delay,”
he said grimly. “I am inclined fo act upon
my own responsibility, though, and detain
Mr. Dell at once. I think I shall be fully
justified in doing s0.”

“After the crime, Dell was undoubtedly
bewildered for a few moments,” said the
guv'nor. “But hc had his wits about him
sufticiently to hide the body of his victim
hefore his daughter entered the study. She
assumed that he was dead, and the house-
keeper was of the same opinion. And while
the body was supposedly reclining in the.
study, it was actually very much alive—dis-
posing of this other body.”

Payne nodded.

“It’s only a comparatively short distance
across the flelds to the railway-line—from Mr.
Dell's house,” he sald. “And the spot where
this fellow was found would be npproximaltely_
Y g,
cverything fita perfectly; Mr. Dell is guilty.”

“Without a doubt,” declared Dr. Esmond.
“How appalling! How truly appalling for
that sweet girl! 1t will be a terrible blow
for- ber—she will have nobody lelt in the
world. It is terribly sad?”

“And but for Mr. Blake Bere we should
probably have remainced In ignorance of the
rascal’s guilt,” said the inspector, “I should ’
be n fool if T did not coniecss that I owe
everything to you. Mr. Blake. It is ex-
tremely fortunate that you came down this
morning.”

“And wbhat i3 your present programmc?”
asked Dr. Russel.

“I intend t0 arrest Dell at once, without
waiting to obtain a warrant,” replied the

-



fuspector.
piclous and make ofl.

I thin

further test, inspector.

Mr. Dell's study, window.

The inspector nodde
“ YES, z% ’1‘
carlitr in the day. *“

accoipany me to Hawley Mdnor?”

“Y was thinking of asking for your per-

missione—"

“Oh, se, sir!” interrupted 'Pa_yne. “1
P to hav&? you with me—

shkall ba most gratifie ]
and Magfer Tinker, fool

Master Tinker pulled himself together, and
glanced at himself in the mirror.

The inspéctor evidently took me for
a kid, ¢
pose you've been {teated in lust the
game way. It's queer how pe.opl,e
fail to realize our importance, isn’t
it? :

The two doctors were left at the
station, and Imspector FPayue,
accompanied by Sexton Blake and
1, sct off on a second visit to Haw-
ley Manor. It was now jusd after
four o’clock, and the daylight was
already Beginning to walé—
although, naturally, it was still
quite light. It doesn't get dark
these days until well after five,

I did dot altogether care for our
mission. I'm pot exactly a soft-
hearted chap, but I couldn’t help
feeling jolly sorry for Miss Mar-
garet. fg would have been better,
perhaps, it her fatvher had been
really dead; for, as things stood at
present, he would be arrested, tried,
and probably hanged. The murder
was an upusually brutal one.

Dell had killed his vicfim, and had
catried him to the raifway in order
to give the crime thé appearance
of suicide. He wonld not bave a
leg to stand on at the trial—and he
would deserve his sentence.

But it would be frightfully hard
on Margaret. I found myself balf
hoping that the man would he able
to cecape, or something of that sort.
Sexton Blake had drawn his net

{ightly, and there could be no
cseape from it.
He knew practically all the facts

except what had actually taken
place in Dell's study during the
night. The prisoner himself would
be able te supply those details, hut
we thought it quite possible that we
should not hear them until the
trial.

The Inspector was determined to

‘indulge in no subterfuge. His plan

wag to sce Mr. Dell, and to effect
hi3 arrest immediately. As it
turned out, thie was not prac-
ﬁt'able.

For when we arrived at Hawley

Manor we were informed by a maiad-
servant that Mr. Dell had gone out
for a walk. Payne gave the guv'nor
a very significant glance when he
heard this piece of news.

“A walk—eh?” said the inspector.
“Your master seema to bave re-
covered with wonderful ra?idity."

“Yes, sir,” said the girl. “He
cecms all right again, now, excepd
for his temper. e've neyer known
him to be so irritable belore.”

“§ don't wonder at it,” said the

t I wasn'§ oflended. 1 sup-.

“The man might become sus-
This is a case of
murder, and drastiq measurég are n¢cessary.”

“1 agree with you,” sald the gav'ndr; “hut

it would be as well to apply one
There are quite a
number of footprints on the gravel, outside
-suggest that we
take the mecasurémen{s of thig man’s boota
and compare théra with the footprints. If
they tally, it will be tBe very final link.

at is quite a good idea, sir,” he
faid, with far more resPect, than he had shown
a8 {6 your intention to

¢

There, lying at the foot) of
the sotairs, was the stil{
form of Mre. Dell.

|

} “H'm !"” said the inspector.
a

ingpector grimly. “How long ago did your
master start out?”

“About twentf minutes, sir.”

“Which direction did he take?™

“I'm guré I don’t know that, sir!”

“Was he alone?”

“Yes, slr.” - _
] “This makes it
wkward, Mr. Blake. Did your master say
what time He would be back?” he added,
turning to the girl again.

“He didn't say anything, sir.”

There was a short silencé, which 1 broke.

“Perhaps Miss Margaret will know some-
thing,” I suggested. *“Is she in?”

“Misg Margaret has been gettl a little
rest, sir,” said the maidservant. *“She never
had a wink of sléep last night, and I shouldn’t
like to disturb her now. The master went
out without sarln% angthm‘f to the mistress.

not to di

The inspector glanced at Sexton Blake.

“I am afraid your mistress must be dis
tubed now,” he said. “Please tell Miss Dell
that we wish to see her at, once.™

“Very good, slr,” said the girl. “Will you
please wait ipside?’

y WeéPtrooped in, and were left in the morn-
ing:rooin while the maidservant ‘went in séarch
ot Misg Margaret, .

“He's skipped!" murmuréd Payne griml'y‘.r
“He ameclt danger, and cfared off!”

“There Is really no reason: whiy we should
assume that,’ said Sexton BlakKé. “It is far
more Jikely t.i:at hs is uheasy a u} his victim,
and bas gone out fo se¢e howy g e fand lies.”

“Well, I don‘t fcel domfogtable,” dectarel
Payne. “I think I ought fo Kave the district
seatched immediately, an '

He broke off as the door op¢ned, and turned
round. Mlss Margaret stood Lfefore us, looke

Ing rather flustered
‘T"m so so;ry!" she exclaimed. “Have I

v\','k\

He told Mrs. Porter no sturb her on any
account.”
]
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kopt you waiting lorg? I vas just baving a

little nap, Mr. Blake.” - ,
“We came to see your fatlier, Miss Dell,”

said the guv'nor gravely. .

“I belicve he has gone out for a walk,” said
the girl.  “I have just been told, but it
seems so strange of him. He ought not to
be out of doors with his head so had. Do
you think his brain has been affected by—by
t#: accident?”

“I hardly think £0,” replicd Blake. “Pos-
aibly tic will soon be back, my dear young
lady. ¥n any case, I am afraid yon must
prepare yoursel{ for a somoéwhat painful
shock. ' But before going into any details, will.
vou allow us to examine the gravel outside
the study window?” _

“Why, of cours¢!” said Margaret, wonder-
ing. “But—but I don't understand! A pain-
ful shock! Oh, Mr. Blake, you don’t mncan
that my father has met with an accident——"
- “Oh, no'” interrupted the guv'nor. “In-
spector, I should advise you t¢ €0 and exafmine
those footprints—I will join you in a minutc
or two. Bg very careful, won't you?’

Payne went off at once, rather pleased to
be doing something. ‘

“Now, Mlss Dell, T have a most unpleasant
duty to perform,” 'said Blake gently. * Your
father did not tell us the truth—he did not
give n true account of what took place in the
study last night.” .

The girl sat down, looking frightencd.

“Not—not the truthy” she said, in a
whisper. - .

“No. His account of what took place was
invented,” said Sexton Blake. *Your father
had a visitor, and it is quite certain that
:«;mething in the naturc of a quarrel took
Ilace.”

~Oh!”

“Did you wear voiees last night—- 7

“No, Mr. Blake, I heard not'fxingt" inter-
rupted thegirl guickly.

“Are you sure? It is very important.”

“I am positive.”

“Then it is evident that your father and his
visitor epoke quietly, so that the household
vould not be disturbed,” said the detective.
“There i3 another question I wish to ask.
Do you know if your father had an enemy—
a man he hated”

*“Oh, Mr. Blake, you are frightening me!”
said Margarct. “1 don't know what you
mean! My father never had any enemies that
I know of.. We have ulways lived so peace-
fully, and quietly.”

LYour father has never mentioned a pos-
sthle gnemy 7"

“Never--néver!” said our fair companion,
with great vehemence. “Have you found out
that a man came here last night, and fired
that shot at iny father?” ‘

dexton Blake nodded. .

“We have found out something far graver
than that,” he said quietly. “Your father,
Miss Decll, is responsible for the death of an
unknown man who now lies at the railway-
station. -T urge you to remain calm-——" .

“But it 18 itapossible ! exclaimed Margaret;
turning deathly pale.

It paina me exceedingly to tell you this,”
continued the guv'oor. “But I would prefer
to tell you now, Miss Dell—for you would
certainly receive the news in 4 more brutal
form later on. Untit the full facts are ascer-
tained, you must not worry unduly. Perhaps
the polica are wrong in what they {hink--
verhaps 1 «m wrong. But at the present
rroment your father is suapecled of a terrible
crime,  And Tuspector Payne came here with
the inteution of arresting him-—"

0h, T ean’t bear it!” panted Margaret,
rising to Ler feet and breathing heavily.
“'Thers must He some terrible mistake—-some
whastiy misunderstanding!  The inspector
won't arrest iny father—he can't! Oh, he
can't!” '

She sat down agaln, and hurst into a flood
of tears. Sexton Blake and I stoud looking
oi--silent and miserable. I was miserable, at
all events, The guv'nor’s face expressed com-
passion,

As you realise. old :nan, it was a rotten
position.  But the thing had to be done, and
it was far better for us to tell Margaret than
to 1eave the revelation to the blunt inspector.

“I—I am afraid you'll think I'm terribly
weak!” aobhed the girl, 1ooking up with tear-
stained tyes. “But I am so frighfencd, Mr.
Bluke. I am sure you must he mistaken. I
have had a terrible experience, and my nerves
are not capable of standing much more strjiin.
And I can't help believing that what you say
fs right!” she added inconsistently. “My
fathor had acted so strangely evet since this
morning, I was sure there was something
wronz—-<omething more than bhe had told us.
But 1 can't hoar it—" = - i
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She suddenly sprang to her feet, her eyes

gleaming.
“ Where'1s Inspector Payne ™ she demanded,
almost flercedy.
«Dut “in the garden,  miss,™

I replied,
“against the study window——-" .

She did not wait for me to finish, but ran’

out of the room, with the guv'nor and 1 fellow-
ing close behind her. As it happencd, the
iuspector was just passing through the study
‘on his way back to us, aud he balted in sonic
astonlshment. ’

“I've come to you, Inzpector Payne, to beg
of you not to arrest my father:!” exclaimed
Margaret tearfully. ¢ Obh, I know be hasn’t
done what you think! He is one of the
kindezst men who ever lived! He wouldn't
harm a son!, and be never had any cnemies
at all " :

“1'm very sorry, Mizz Dell, hut T'm a police-
officer, hnd my plaln duty i3 to effect the
‘Atrest of vour fatper Mt the earliest possible
moment. He is guilty of killing a man——"

“He's not guilty! He didn't 8o it!" panted
ihe girl.

«1f vour father is innocent, Miss Dell, sou
have nothing to fear—neither has he,” put in
Sexton Blake quietly, ¢ Therefore, il you
are convinced of his innocence, your mind
can be easy.” .

She made no reply, hut walked rather un-
steadily to a chair near the table, and sat
down,

The portly inspector looked at us, shrugged

his shotJders, and shooX his head regretfully. |

“I dom’t like this business, Mr. Blake,” Le
gaid frankly. ¢I1f people who commil crimes

{ would only think of those who love them—

well, there would be less wickedness in the
world. But this won't do,” he went on, giving
himseld a shuke. “Every moment is of value.
The man's guilty—not a doubt of it.?

“Have vou compared tho footprint:?"

& Yes, “They are exact,” was the reply—
“ubsolutely exact.™

“Then our hest courze will be {o leave Lhis
house without delay—-"°

Rut the guv'nor was interrupted by a sudden
ery frora Margaret. We looked round, and
found that she was staring at a bulky
cenvelope.

“ What can {his be, Mr. Blake ™ zhe asked,

Lalf in alarm.

“1 cannol tell you,™ replied the guv'nor.
“Probubly -a letter your fathcr bas swritten
and forgotten to post.”

“Yes; he locked himszelf in the study here
fot fully three hours, and wouldn't let any-
body disturb him,” said Margaret. < DBut it's
not for the post, Mr. Blake. 1t is scaled up,
and it is addressed to me.”

Again Scxton Blake and the inspector ex-
chauged glances, and 1 knew what they
thought—und I expect you can gness, too.
That letter was probhably a full confession,
and Mr. Montague Dell was now making an
attempl to clnde the chase.

© let me see it,” sald the guv'nor quietly,

He took the letter, and I was uble to read
the words written upon the face of it. In the
centre was the following inscription: “To
my daughter Margaret.” And in the
kand bottom corner were the foilowing words,
boldly written in red ink: “ Do not open this
untif six p.n.”

““What ever can it mcan?™ asked the girl,
“ Why should my father have wriiten to me?
And why must 1 not open it until six o’clock ?»

Sexton Blake glanced atl his wateh.

1t is yust after four-thirly,” he said. ¢ An
Lhour and a half to wait. Let me advice you,
Miss Dell, to open that letter at once, not-
witlistanding the injunction. The letter may
he of the most vital importance.?

The girl was plainly troubled by doubts,

$I don't know whether I ought to open it
now,” <he said, “Would it be right, Mr.
Blake?” o

I have alréeady given yon my advice,”
replied th: guv'nor.

Only for g second longer did Margaret hesi-
tate. Then she broke the scal and opened the
letter. So that you may follow everything
clearly, 1 am enclosing the document in this
letter, and you had better look through it
straight away before reading the conclusion
of iny own narrative,

The foliowing chapter, as it will he seen, is
composed or Mr. Montague Dell's letter to his
daughter. It is necessary to the continuity
of this history that. it should be in¢luded in
this portion. The conclusion of my letter to
Nipper wiil, of courze, follow laler on in its
rigﬁt place. —~TINKER.

lefr-’

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Lotter from Mr. Montague Dell to Hia
_ . Daughter.

Y Dear Little Girl,—I am going to
pain you, and I am going to ¢auso
vou untold grief. But it is a duty
which must be .performed, and 1

- would be a coward to shirk my responsibility.

When you read this letter 1 shall be—— -
But I will not mention that yet.
Firstly, it is my intention to tell you of the

] €vents which took place in this study, where

I am pénning these wor(s, between the hours
of eleven and twelve last night, It will be a
great shock to vyou, little Margaret, bnt yau
must try to forgive your unfortunate father.

I am convinced that. I should have been
perfectly safe but for the presence of Mr.
Sexton Blake. But he suspetts me. He knows
that my story was untrue. And he will do Lis
utmoszt to bring disaster upon my shoulders.

I have no bhitter feelings towards Mr. Blake.

After all,- it Is his profession to detect
criminals—and I am a criminal. By taking
the uction I have now decided upon, T shall
slip through Mr. Blake’s nimble fingers.
_ It has always hbeen my opinion that a hlow
15 all the harder to hear if it is delivered
slowly., I shall therefore tell you blunily
what occurred last night, detailing the whele
affair afterwards.. It is better that you shoulil
know the truth at the outset.

I killed Roger Clavton., ¥ shot him dead.

You will'now renlise, perhaps, why I have
trcated you so strangely to-day, 'I'ruth to
tell, my little sweetheart, I have heen almost
mad with worry and pain and_anxiety.

Until to-day 1 have been & good man, [
believe. T have Jived decently, and have always
had a horror of Iying. - But during this Jast
twelve hours I have died continuously; I have
performed ghastly acts which amaze and appal
mes I have lived in a Xind of nightmare. Bnat
there will he a finish to it all before long, and
this is my one consolation,’

You do not know Roger Clayton. Yon have
never scen him, and I do not think you have
ever heard of him. I had almost forgotten
him myself, And last night he eanme, uncx-
pected, unannounced.

It will be as well, perhaps, if I explain
who the man is—or was.

Many years ago, hefore T married your dear
mother, Clayton and I were acquainted. We
both met your mother, then a sweet girl ¢f
about your own age, at the home of a mutuul
friend—at a birthday-party, I think.

There is nothing new in what followed: it
s happened hundreds and hundreds of times
in the past, it is happening to-day, and it will
rontinue to happen in the future. Both
Roger Clayton and I fell madly in love with
the girl who afterwards hecame your mother,

It iz not necessary for me to say who found
fuvour in her eyes. She loved me, and pro-
mised to he my wifle. Clayton was jealous,
and his animosily was not long in revealing
itself. He took his defeat hadly, . .

However, he went away hefore your motter
and T were married, and I heard nothing more
of him. Indeed, he bad gone pfaéticaﬁy oul
of my memory. I do recollect, however, that.
he sent me a letter just before my wedding-
day filled with bitter taunts and veiled with:
threats., He accused me of taking from tim
the woman he loved, and swore that he would
come back fome day.

Naturally 1 took no notice of his vapour-
ings; he had always heen somewhat wild in
hiz speech and mauncer. And his accusation:
were quibe untrue and unjust.. He had hud
similar chances to myself, but your mother
never really cared a snap for him, and never
would have done,

Well, Clayton went away—{o Auslralia, 1
helieve. I.thought that I should never sec
him again, and bad almost forgotten his very
name—until last night. I have told you thad
I killed him. Bat I bave not told you how the
iragedy came aboul, The law, no doubt, will
stamp me as f murderer, but I im quite sure
that you, Margaret, will sympathise with we,

I do not remember what the exact timeé was,
but it was either just before or just after
midnight. I was gitting in the chair hefore
the fire reading, as I usually do, I was on the
point of rctiring, and had even put my boo.
axide, when I thought I heard something tap-
ping on the glass of the ¥French-windows,

Now, this was unusual,

The house was very quict. You were in hed,
and all the servants bad reticed also. At frsi
I thought that I had been mistaken, but I =at
up and looked at the heavy curiasinz, and
listened afrezh.

Tap, tap? :

It came again, and I knew that something
was outside on the gravel. It struck me
that it might be a cat, or somc such animal.

.



I did nnt qniter acceept the vicw that a human

Deing was tapping- upon the glass.

12 a visitor was calling he would ceriainly
ot beliave in such a carioua manner; and
a burglar would scarcely tap upon a window
to gain admittance. The sound was rcpeated,
snd L dccided to investigate.

1 rose quictly from my- chair, crossed the
room, andgpulled the curtaing aside with a
sudden jerk. The light in the stidy, as
vou know, is shaky, and the windows were
black as I gazed at them.

Then I distinguished some ohject moving
on the other side of the glass. .A man was
standing there, but I could not recognise his
{eatures in thd gloom; I only knew that he
was lookjng at me.

I was l'athelii startled, and you will not be
surprised to hear this. Fof a' man to be
outgide the study window at midnight- was
sufliciently unusual and extraordinary. " I
scarcely knew what to-do, but I saw him
touching -his lips wit his forefinger, plainly
indicating that I should remain silent.

1t was mysterious, but I decided to sec who
the fellow was, and what hé wanted. The
~thought entered my head that he was pos-
sibly one of theo village folk, somewhat the
worse for liguor, who had wandered into my
garden without icnowing eXactly what he was
doin[{). So I slipped the cateh back and drew
the bolts. :

“Well?” T asked in a low voice. “What do
you waut?”

The man stood in the open doorway, and
replied ;

“1I want—you!”

I regarded him with renewed astonishment.
He was attired in a tweed suit and a heavy
overcoat, .with a bowler-hat pulled over his
eyes, His face was hearded, and I did not
recognise him, although I must say that
there was something about his face which
seemed to strike vague chords in my memory.

“1 don’t know what youw mean,” I sajd.
“1If you have lost your way, I will willingly
dircet you——"

“F have nob lost my way!” he inf?rmptcd.
*'This is Jlawley Alanor?”

“Yes”

“And you are Montague Dell?”

“You have the advantage of me,” I said,
pcering at him keenly.

“Ia vyour memory $o bad that ‘you do not
recognise an old face or an old voice?” asked
the stranger, “I will come in, and perhaps
the stronger light will enable you to discover
my identity.”

I did not resist. I allowed the man to
enter the study. and closed the glass door
after him, I did not secure it, however.
You will wonder, perhaps, why I am sctiing
all this down at 1ull length, even going so
far as to record the actual words spoken—
s0 far as my mcmory serves meé. But 1 want
you to understand precisely what took place,
nry dear little girl, for I shall never have
aMFopportunity of describing the tragedy per-
sonally. Therefore. it bchoves me to lcave
no details unrcecorded, And you must be
patient.

The intrusion of this stranger was somec-
thing most unusval, and his whole attitude
was masterful. He had entered my house
as though he had a perfect right, and
alth(])lugh calm I was somewhat incenscd in-
wardly. ’

“Well, sir?™ I inquired. "Are yan satis-
ficdi? You have forced your way into my
ahodée,"and 1 ean only assume that you have
made some mistake. I must request you to
cxplain—"

I paused at that point, staring at him
closely. For in the strong light of the read-
ing-lamp I could sce his features more dis-
tinctly. He was smiling at mo with a kind
of sneer on his face—a sneer which I recog-
niscd at, once. It transformmcd his [ace, and
I knew the truth. :

“Roger Clayton!” I exclaimed wonderingly.

He laughed.

“I thought you would recognise me,” he
said. “It Is many years sinco we met, my
dear Dell. You did not ¢xpect to see me to-
nightt._ but Fate has decided that we should
mect.”

“You are talking very strangely,” I re-
plied..  “8it down, Clayfon. Why couldn't
you have come at a reasonable hour—and
why couldn'ty you have rang the bell like a
reasonahle human being?™” :

“Because I anr anxious to have you to
mysclf,”™ replied Clayton.

“] think I detect a note of animosity in
your tone,” I ecxclalmed. “Good gracious,
Clayton, you are not keeping up the old
quarrct? After nineteen or twenty years it
is all over, surely? 1ln any case, it was your
uwn doing—" . ;

“You do nnt endersfand,” faterroptcd
Clayton., “J kave not come here {9 pay wmy
respects, D¢ll. I have come here to quarrel
with you'> ;

“Indeed!” 1 said. “I'm afraid it wen't
) happen, Clayton. I bave no intention of
quarrelling, and you had better depart as
soon as possible.”

He laughed again—a curious, bitter Iaugh.

“I shall depart when 1 choose,” he gaid;
for, perhaps. I shall never depart at alli
Fate will decide.” :

L could not understand him.
always bécn a qucer fellow, cven in his young
days, but his eccentricitics had apparently
‘become more. pronounced in later years. He
gat regarding me¢ with an cxpressionn in his
e;}s which I can only descrthe as gloating.

I'm not quite so sur@'abont Fate,” I sald
in reply 1o his remark. “I think th¢ decision
will rest with me, Clayton.. Thi¥ is my
house, and I have no intcntion of letting
you create a disturbance. My daughter is
asleep, and the servants are asleep. do
not want a soul to know tHat you have
been——" '

“Your daughbter!” he interrupicd suddenly.
“How old is shet”

“XNineteen.”

“And a3 pretty as a picture, I'll be bound!”
he said. “As pretty as her mother used -to
be, Dell. T should like to sec her—-"

“You won't!” I intcrjected curtly.

“We shall see,” he went qn. “Nincteen—
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c¢ch? And her mother died just over ten years
ago, Decll. She died®at your hands, you in-
fernal roguc! You pitched her into the
grave——" .

-« Arce—are you mad?" I gasped, while with
ury.

“No, I am not mad; I am stating the
truth!” Clayton exclaimed tensely. “Dare to
deny it, you cur! Your wife—the girl I loved
with all the passion and ardour of my soul—
was sent to an early death by you—you!
By Heaven, Dell, I have come here to make
you pay?t’ - o

I was simply dumb with amazement,
* horror, and anger.

“1 have waited for ycars,” went on Clay-
ton, bending forward. My opportunity has
been long in coming, but it is herer now.
When 1 first saw the reportg ot your brutality
in the newspapers I went Insane with fury.
But 1 was thousands of miles away. and I
could do nothing. For years I have cherished
the thought of this night, and the hour has
now come! You will pay for your ecruelty
and villainy, Montague Dell. You will answer
to me!” . :

I began to nnderstand then. little Mar-
garct. And you, no doubt, will understand.
too. We have often had little chats about
that terrible scandal—eh? You Wwere too
youhg to understand it at the time, but you
wanted to knpow ecverything when you grew
older. And you know the facts,- litile girl:
' you know that no man loved a woman more
dear]ly than I loved your mother.

Jt was a dreadful affair, and 1 shudder to
think of it, cveh. now. My -anger subsided
somdwhat, and 1 faced Clayton grimly.

“You do not kné¥ what you are caying!”
T cxclaimed in a low voice. “You .are in
ignorance ot the real facts——" .

“Bah! I exXpected you to say that!™ said

Clayton ficrcely. “Do you deny®that a

cport was circulated in the ncwspapers—

published broadcast through the country—
that your wifec was driven to commit suicide
by your cruelty? Do you deny that?”

“No,” 1 replied. “But—"

“You dare not deny it!” he continued. pro-
ducing a newspapes from his pocket. It i
here—in my very hands! I have kept this
paper for ten years. waiting for -my oppor-
tunity of throwmg it in your vile face.”

I breathed hard with emotion.

“Look here, Clayton; fou are justified, per-
haps, in disulaying thi spirit,” I eaid. “But
you do not know the truth. I tell you. lave
you scen the issue of that newspaper for
the 23rd of thé month? .'That issue is dated
the 17th. ¥ remember the very days—"

“I hdve seen only this,” he bhroke in. “It
1is suflicient, Dells, Tt is -publicly proclaimed
that you were the Indirect cause of your
wife’'s death—the death of the woman I pas-
sionately loved. She. was bhéyond my reach,
but I {oved her gs dearly as ever. Ana
when 1 saw how. brutally you—-"

“Wait!" I interrupted. “Listen to me,
Llayton. My wife waa killed accidentally,
as that report describes. I dg not know why
I should explain all this to you, but I do
not want you to labour under thig mistaken
idea any longer. The subject i9 painful, even
after all these years. My wife. wus found
ond morning at the hottom of the stairs—

He had’

‘;:e dl,i;:ed in Lcndon thepwsnd sho was
dead.

:Knll_cd by you!” said Ciaytan harehly.

No,” I went on, striving ? keep . calm,

“I was in bed at the time, and the serv
aroused’ me, and a doctor was lotchetitn ti
will not tell you of miy gricf: ¥ will not tel
you that B wad nearly mad q’tb 8OTTOTW.
There were bruises on my dear ‘wife’s hody,
and her death had been ocaused by a frac-
tured neck, owing fo the terrible fall. Ib
was assumed that I had caused tlic bruises,
and that she had fallen down the staire
L;avqcldent. In short, it wag believed.that,
t wife had mct her deathh accidentally, but in
gonzequcncc of brutal treatment op my
art.” '
. .“Those are the actual facts,. you houngdl”
snarled Clayton. ¥ dl—
“They are nothing of the sert,” I said
quietly. “I wag detained by the 'police,' &8
that report in your hands states, and two of
my servants informed the police that my wife
and I had quarrelled violently late the
previous evening. It-was on the evidence of

those servants that I was detained, and the
newspapers published the so¢-call *news '
beforc the rea] truth was known. If ypu have

read the later reporte—" o
“I have read this one only—it is sufflcient !™
I rose to my fect, and laughed bjtterly.
“Clayton, you Are doing me a terribla
wrong!” I raid. . “There was a foolishh. mis
understanding—an_ insane misunderstanding—
which would appéoar farcical, were it not so
grieviously tragic. Everything came out at
the inquest, and I was totally exonerated.
The coroner and jury expressed the deepcsth
sympathy with me in my sad hecreavement,
and the newspapetrs published apologics and
reqrets. The cxplanation is so simple »
“That it is quite casy to invent?” sncered
Clayton, ‘ :
“By Heaven, do not say that again!” T ex-
claimed, almost choking. “I will ‘finish what
I was saying, and then you will go. At that
period my wife and I were rehearsing for a
little private theatrical performance, and in
the play wé were supposed to guarrel. The
servants heard us going over our parts, and
thought that we were really quarrelling.
When everything was explained—when wit-
nesses had testificd to the truth—ijt was scen
that I had been terribly wronged, The
doctors found thal the bruised on my wiie'n
body had heen caused by the fall. She had
probably walked in her sleep—we nevér really
knew the actual cause of her fall--and met
her death. 1It,was an awful affair, Clayton,
and all the more awful hecause of theé scandal
which was attached to it.” . .
He made na reply for. sorac moments. As
you are fully aware, Margarce, what I told
him was the positive truth. The later edition
of the varlous newspapers explainéed the thing
fully. Your dcar mother and I laved. one
another devotedly, and her death wag' a
hlow from which 11‘1.1\'0 never fully recovered.
But for you, my sweetheart, I do not think
I could have borne the agony. _
As for this man to comc here and rake
the whole shocking trouble.up agafn -aud to
do sa in such a manner—iiligd me with fury.
He only kncw half the story, and had never
taken the ‘trouble to diseover thé rest. Of
conrse, he preferred to lelieve that I was
guilty of cruelty, for he always hated me.
“Do you expect me to believe what you
have told me?* he asked, with. the same
sneer. - -
“You may believe it T you chosse; if,
matters not to me,” I replied. “You have
only to go to a newspaper office and consult
the filce, and you will learn—""_ . B
“Tt is quite possible that the newspapers
published the report you mentioned, bhut ¥
would not believe them,” said Clayton. “Dut
vou took care to have the vile story white-
washed, Dell. You treated your wiic like
a heast——" o .
“Stop!” .Y broke im flerccly. “One mniore
word, Clayton, and I will piteh you out of
this house, neck and crop! ¥ have explained
alt, and that is suflicient. Go! Leave me
at once, or T will not answer for what takes
place’”
And then, my |
began. ’ )
Clayton . produced 2 revolver from his
pocket. His eyes were glittering as Le did
50, and he pointed the weapon at me un-
steadily. e was s0 fiercely excited that his
hand quivered. But he was all the more
dangerous becanse of that, for kls finger
wags on the trigger, and we were at such
close-quarters that no hullet could miss.
“XY told you that I have fome here {0 make
you pay, Montagus Dell!” Ls exclaimed

S

ittle girl, the real drama

-1 tensely. “By thunder. and vou sail pay!”
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‘this life to-night!

; " Pell!

¢

-, oext few minutes.

.ravolver.

"exclaimed hotly.

-ﬂercel{. *No, don’t move!
u

-the revolver in his right hand

"What 8lae was there for it?

*You—you fool!" I panted. “Put ihat
thing down!”

“Oh, no!” he said. “This revelver is loaded,
and It will shortly be fired. But you will
baye a chance, ®ell, if you agrec to what I
propose. - I.dntend to arrange this matter on
a falr basis. Butl if you're obstinate, I shall
mshoot you as you sit in that chair! I will
kill you without merey!” N . :

“What-—what do you propose?’ I asked,
ﬂghhing for time.

“A duyel!” : :

@ A what?” I gasped, in amazement.

“*A duel!” he repeated, producing another
“We shall have equal chances, Dell.
X do not care if I die—J have no wish to
Jive! But cither you or I wiil pass out of
We wijll face.one another
and we will firg at the same second—"
- 41t is a mad, prepostcrous suggestfon:!” 1
“I will bave nothing to do
I have no desire to kill

with it, Clayton!
not want

ou, or even iniure you; and I do
risk my own life-—" :
“You are ufraid?” :
“No,” I said angrily, “But I do not see
why I should take part in this mad enter-
risc. You must be out of your mind, Clay-
n! I tell you there was a mistake when
my wife died—" -
“Agrée to what I propose, Dell—agree to
this duel—or I will shoot you!” said Clayton
Don’'t attempt
, or T will shoot you at once!
will allow you one minute by tbat
cloeck !

He was in grim earnest—I knew it. And
was kept

tc ge
Pecide!

levelled at my heart.

What a terrible position! '

A move op my part, an attempt to get the
revolver, would be fatal, Even if I succeeded
in grasglng his hand, he would shoot me¢ with
the pther wéapon. I was utterly helpless.
You will realise, Margaret, that my predica-
ment was a very appalling one.

I had elthér to fight a duel with thia in-
fariated idiot-—for I could not credit that he
was in his right senses—or be shot dead as '
sat on the chair. What could I do? -What
ajternative was there? -

" The fight waa forced upon me—I was help-

less in the matter. Any man, I believe,
would have decided to engage in the duel.
2 ¥ To be murdered
without resisting? No; I would at least
meet Clayton on equal terms.

e had forced this mad duel, and I could
do nothing but accept.

“The minute {s up!” he said suddenly.

“DPo yvou realise what this means?” I asked.
*8Supposing ‘you kill me, Clayton? You will

“be hanged for murder. And if I kill you—"

“You will be hanged for murder!” said
Clayton, with a curious laugh. “Splendid,
1t makes little difference, either way.
Do you think I care? We bhave equal
chances, and I mean to he fair.”

*1f you wili listen to reason—"

“Do “you refuse to fight?” he demanded
flercely. :

"tNo. I am ready,” I replicd, rising to my

“Excellent ' gaid Clayton. “Here, take this
revolver! You gee, I am trusting you, Dell.

"We will face one another without delay—
you before the fireplace and I opposite to

you."”

He gave me the weapan, and watched me-

rlosely as I examined it. I do not know
much about pistols, Margaret, and I was half-
afrald to touch the thing. And I was in -a
highly-nervpys state.

“It is loaded,” said Clayton. “Pull the
Grigger—that is all.” C

Hc had given me the higger of the two
weapons, bhut I syspected that the one he
retained was more accurate, In strict truth, I
fally beéeliecved that I should dle within the
It did not even enter my
l‘?gail,that I might be the victor in the insane

el

“Well,” said my visitor, “are vou ready?”

“Yes, I am quite ready,” I replied. *“At

- the same time, Clayton, I want to urge you

. to be reasonpble.

Cease this foolish nonsense,

. for the love of Heaven! Have vou not thought
‘_d Margaret, my dayghter—"

d:e. whatey
“Your daughter will he glad to be iree, Dell.
X have no doubt that you have treated her as-

‘sapther,”

“She will e well rid of you—for you will
happens now,” he interjected.

eraelly. and

as harshl_y as you treated her

I ¢ompressed my lips, and my eyes blazed.
© ~Come,” F-duid steadijly, “we ®ill ight—we

- sl get it over!"

He tcok up his position opposite to me,
V. T, S0, vp

y “X will count three!" lie exclaimed, his

eyes gleaming wildly. *“As I say ‘threc’ we
will both fire!” o

We both raiged our revolvers, and I was
c¢onscious of a peculiar thrill. Could this be
really happening? BSurely .it was thé most
fantastic adventure a. man ever experienced?
Forced to fight a duel in his own study, at a
moment’s notice! And I was positive that I
should die. )

“One,” said Clayton deliberately—"two—
three—" i

Crack-crack! ’ .

The two reports were almost one: we fired
simultaneously, or nearly so. I really think
he pulled his trigger a shade beforc I com-
pressed my own finger. And it is an absolute
fact, Margaret,” that I fired wildly, w_lthout
attempting to take aim. Indeed, 1 did rot
know how to handle the vile weapon. :

Something touched the side of my head—
something which felt like a-red-hot iron. 1
did not fall, although I staggercd, partially
dazed. And blood was streaming down my
cheek, . : L .

I knew that I had been hit; and I knew
that the wound was slight. A mere graze,
although it looked far more serious, with the
blood streaming over my face. In a kind of
dream I saw Clayton’s figure huddled on the
floor, right intfront of me. He bad fallen on
bis face. And there was blood on the carpet
—a 1, ever-increasing in size. ‘

“Heaven help me!"” 1 gasped. ‘I have
kitled him!” . )

In a sudden {ever—z» panic—I knelt down
and turned him over. Then I nttered =a
hoarse cry. My bullet had passed clean
through his brain—he was dead! He had
been killed on the instant. He had aimed
deliberately at me, and he had missed. 1 l_x.ad
aimed wildly—and my bullet had sped true!

And then, all in a second, I realised what
it would mean. I had killed Roger Clayton,
and I should be arrested. I should be tried,
condemned—and hanged! Was there no way
out of-the terrible position? _

My wits were unusually acute. The wound
in my head did not worry me at all; in fact,
I thought I saw a way of escape. Would it
not be possible for me to declare that there
had been an accident? The two shots had
sounded like one; I was injured; and not a
soul knew that Clayton had visited me. I
could dispose of his body later—easily.

1 could make out that I had heen tinkering
with a revolver, and that it had exploded, in-
juring me. Anything—no matter how wild—
secemed better than submftting to arrest and
imprisonment, with the certainty of being
condemned to death later. The duel had
been none of my.arranging; I had only con-
sented to it as an alternative to being shot
in cold blood. . o

The house was quiet. I stood listening in-
teptly. Surel ‘
At first I could only detect the sounds of my
own heart beating. Then, Margaret, I heard
you moving about in your bed-room. _

I knew that you would soon be down.

And I became intensely active; I worked
at express speed. )

It was a terrible task to move Clayton’s
body, and at first I failed. I pulled at his
clothing, attempting to lift him from the
floor. But my strength was not capable of
the effort. _

1 feared that I should be interrupted at any

_moment. Well, matters couldn't be worse if
I was. So I did my utmost, and at last suc-
ceeded in dragging Clayton into the big cup-
board, next to the fireplace. I threw one of
the revolvers in after him, and his hat, too.

There was nothing whatever to show that a
stranger had been in the room with -me; we
had spokem throughout our conversation in
low tones, and I was sure that you Lad not
heard us. My only chance was to resort to
bluf—and I was convinced that I should
succeed.

For I had already formed a plan for the
disposal of Clayton’s remains.

I heard you on the stairs, and knew that
I had only a few seconds. -I placed myself
on the floor in such a position that my hcad
rested on the carpet close against the pool
of blood. It was awful, little girl, but you
must remember that I was almost out of my
senses with worry and panic.

Well, there is little more for me to iell that
you do not already know. When you entered
the room I pretended to be unconscious: I
had not .realised that you might think I had
been killed. -

However, it suited my plans all the better,
for I was left alone in the study—alone for
the rem:inder of the night. - Until Clayton’s
body.tha.d been got away I was in a fever of
anxiety.

There was li‘tle fear of nnyﬁody entering

the reports had been heard?

the study until this morning, and I was mors
hopeful than ever of safegyarding myself.

My plan, in brief, was to make it appcar
that Clayton had met with- an accident, or
had committed sulcide. The railway was my
only bope. It is near, and 1 reckoned that
I should be able to drag the body across the
fields. It was necessary to destroy traces of
the bullet-wound—and the railwgy prescnted
the only mcans. .

You must forgive me, my little sweetheart,
for horrifying you with these ghastl{ detalls,
but it is necessary that you should knaw the
exact truth. Without a soul knowing, I took
Clayton to the railway-line, and placed bim
on the metals. His clothing contained
notling which would reveal his ldentity.

I was sure that these cbuntry police would
not connect the “accident ” here with the sup- -
posed suicide on the railway. And within a
week everything would be smoothed over, and
my danger would bave passed. .

That, at all events, was my plan. _

I got back, exhausted, and was prepared to
carry the deception through. . Esmond
was puzzled when he e¢xamined me, but I
don’t think he suspected much. At all evente,
he would have caused no trouble.

But you sent for Mr. Sexton Dlake—and he
is not a man to be deceived. .
I knew nothing of it. until he actually
arrived. And then, Margaret, I was very
alarmed.- I began to fear that my plan would
fail. Mr, Blake would very quickly arrive at

the truth. - :

- I had evidence of this as soon as he entered
the room. He thought" ] was unconsecious,
and he talked with his assistant, Tinker.
Both of them are amazingly astute, and they
were n¢t satisfied. They were not content to

0 away, believing that they had been called
rom London necdlessly.

And I decided that the only course was to

‘““recover,” and ge{ them out of the house
as soon as possible. This, as you know, I did.
I acted harshly and inhospltably; but it could
not be helped. - ]
" Furthermore, I am positively convinced that
I am in a trap. The jaws are preparing to
close even as I write this letter. Sexton Blake
has gone—<but he has not gone far. He in-
tends to ferret ouf the truth. I know him—
and I know his methods.  Before leaving
Hawleyhurst he will unmask~me. .

1 do not cherish any ill-teellng towards him,
Mr. Blake I3 a good map, and he is merely
doing his duty.” He capnot rvealise that I
have been grievously wronged, and that the
blame is not mine. I killed Roger Clayton,
but it was not murder; altbough I am afraid
the police will regard the crime as sugh.

Mr. Blake is at the doctor's—Reed told me
50 two hours 3go. And the body has heen
found on the railway-line. The police, repre- .
sented in the person of Inspector Payne, will
not suspect me. But Mr. Blake will. He will
exanzgme the body. He will put two and two

er.

ut the most important point of all is this.
The bullet which killed Roger (layton went
clean through him, and lodged In the wall,
opposite the fireplace. I did not think of this
at the time—a murderer alwags forgets some-
thing. But I bave scen the hole in the
plaster, and I have made a terrible discovery.
The bullet is missing! The second bullet—
which is of vital importance—has gone. Who
g:;uid lkave taken it? None other than Sextdn

ake. . :

And this is why he has not left the village
~—this is wh; he remains. Mr. Blake suspects
me, and before night he will have his case
complete. I know it—I. am positive of it.

And I canpot face the ordeal, little Mar-
garet. Heaven help me, I cannot submit to
arrest; I cannot submit to the trial, and to
a disgraceful death on the gallows, 1t is too.
terrible—too ghastly.

I have committed no sin, but I am lost.

You harve received several great shocks,
little girl, and you must now steel yourself
for another—the greatest shock of all. When
you rca@ these lines I shall be dead. I shall
put an end to everything—everything.

80 that f'ou may know what has become
of me, I will tell you my plan in this letter.
But: I beg of you to keep it secrét. I shall
dicappear, and not a soul save yoursell yill
know what has become of me.

Within ten minutes from now I shall start.
T shall go out for a walk, and I shall wander
to the beach. There are boats there, and I
intend to take one. By six o'clock—when you
open this letter—I shall have completed my
schéme. It is simple. And It is sure.

When I reach a spot about two miles from
the shore, my intention is to -tie weights—
stoncs, -or something slmilar—to my feet. I
shall ther plunge down inio the ses, Beyer



‘me. I a

A

o rise again. My rcmains will never be
tecovered. )

~ And you, my poor liitle swectheart, will bhe
{efl alone. Forgive me for all the pain I am
making you suffer, But it must be—there is
no other way. X .

My will is in ordcr, and all my property is
feit {3 you.

I only rerﬂlest. that you shall not grieve over

sk you, as a last request, not to
mourn. Do not wear black, Margaret. Go
away to London, to your Aunt Alice, and do
Your utmost to fo "alk that has happened.

There is nothing m for me to say—except
that 1 should liké you to give Mrs. Porter
fifty poinds before parting with her, and
tmaller sums Lo Reed and the other servants.
Use your own discretion.

And Lhope with all my heart that people
will not think that I have taken my own life
during “témporary insanity.” I am well
aware of the step I am taking, and it is
the bLest. 7

Again, my sweet daughter Margaret, I asgk
You to forgive your unfortunate father.

tiod bless you, child, and may He guard
you always;

' ~Your loving

FATHER.

—_—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Letter from  Tinker to Nipper
—~Oontinued.
ELL, what do you think of it, my
son?

I am assuming, of course, that
you have read Mr. Montague Dell’s
remarkable letter carefully. It deserves to
be read carefully, anyhow. 1t is a very

striking human document, in its way.

Sexton Blake read it aloud to all of us.
Margaret, you see, didn’t feel up to it—pér-
haps she felt that it contained something
terrible.  And the guv'nor read it out
quickly and clearly.

Inspector Payne and I listened wonderingly,
and Margaret sat in her chair, awed and

Trightened. But she didn’'t interrupt,
alr_.hough she must have been greatly
agitated. But the unfolding of the sjory

rather comforted her, I think. For it was
made clear that Mr. Deéll was not guilty of
deliberate murder.

But when Blake arrived at the last page.
when' Mr. Dell states his plan for departing
from this troubled life, the girl rose to her
feet, shaking with sobs, and almost
hysterical, - : -

“Oh, father!” she panted pitifully. ‘“Oh,
he¢'s dead—dead!” -

“It can't be helped, miss,” said the in-
spector clumsily. “You'll have to bear up
and be brave. It is a terrible trial—~

“Dear me, Payne, what are you thinking
about?” interrupted Sexton Blake, pointing
to the clock., “It s still fifteen minutes to
five, and 1 am quite hopeful. You seem to
forget, that we have read Mr. Dell's letter an
hour and a half hefore tlie arranged time.”

“What—what do you mean, Mr. Blake?”
asked Margaret, wild-eyed.

-“1 mean that your father did not intend
You to read this until six o’clock,” replied
the guv'nor grimly. “It is providential that
¥ou opened it a few minutes ago, Miss Dell.
;Vlei- may be able {0 save your father from his
olly.’ .

“Oh,” said the girl breathlessly—“oh{™

“We must Jook alive, then,” observed the
inspector. “This statement makes the whole
case clear, Mr., Blake. A queer business,
;)m:]‘ , I'm hanged if I'm not sorry for Mr.

ell.’ :

“Sorry for him!” echoed Sexton Blake.
“Man alive, he deserves sympathy and kind-
ress from everybody. To say that Mr, Dell
has committed murder is a sheer absurdity,
and no criminal court wquld condemn him.”
"Margaret clasped her hands feverishly.

““Do—do you mean that, Mr, Blake?” she
gsked, clinging to the guv'nors sleeve.

“Of course I do, Misd Dell,” ‘replied Blake
gravely. “Your father has got himself into
& rather seriogs fix by attempting to conceal
the affair—but that is all. He will be tried,
of course, but I have no doubt that he will
be acquitted. And wt have not heard all the
facts, either. It is quite probahle that
witnesses will be available—people who know
Clayton, and who cap give valuable
information.” .

“But—but father has kiiled himseli—>

“Nongense!” interjected the guv'nor. “I
em quite certain that we shall be ahle to
avert the -disaster. Mr. Dell will be in no
hurri', and we have a- clear hour at our dis-
posal, Inspeczor, do you happen to know it

able about here?™

Payne shook his head. .

“We are some little distance from the sea,”
he said. “I don’t know what they've got
"down there. Of course, it’s taken MMr. [}
a fairly good while to walk, buft we dhall be
able to get there (}uickly. What do you
propose, Mr, Blake? ,

“We will go at once, by motor-car,” replied
L the guv'nor. “No. Migs Dell, I can’t’ allow
you to come. There may be some rough
"work, and although I do not wapt to hurt
‘your feelings, T must say tha{ your presence
would hinder us. And every second Is of

value.”
“But you'll Jet me know at once, won't
you?” pleaded the girl. x.:

“Yes, I promise you that.” '

The guv’'nor spoke very gently, and we left
Margaret standing at the door looking aiter
us, still bewildered and confused. More had
happened during theé foregoing twenty-four
hours than in all her life before. '

Luck was certainly with us, for as soon as
we got out in the road we saw Dr. Esmond’s
motor-car bowling along towards.us. Sexton
Blake waved his hand, and the genial little
doctor drove up.

“I can't stop to explain, but will you lend
me your car for an hour&" asked Blake
crisply,

“Certainly ' was Tsmond’'s prompt reply.
“Here you are! Take it}!”

“Good man!" said the guv’nor approvingly.
"“Pile in, inspecior<Tinker can cling on
behind !

-“No room for me,” ohserved the doctor—
“not that I could come, in any case. I don’t
know what the trouble is, but I can see it's
something important. .There’s cnough spirit
in the tank for fifty miles, Blake.” .

““We sha'n't need a quarter of it, thanks.”

A moment later we were off, shooting down
the road at full speed. The guv’'nor had
never been in the car before—at least, he
hadn't driven it—but we tore along at a
frightiul rate. I cxpect you've experienced
something of the same kind when Mr. Lee has
been In a hurry—eh?

Hawleyhurst is only a short distance from
-the coast, as you will discover if you care to
consult the map. And we were there almmost
before we knew jt. There is a kind of
addition to the village down tlhiere—expressly
for the use of summer vlisitors.
of the year everything-is deserted. of
course, and only a few small boats were
-drawn up on the beacl.

We scanned the sea anxiously as we came
within sngt of the little bay. The water
was quite calm, but only a stecamer was
visible on the horizon. There was no sign of
a small boat. But Sexton Blake pulled the
car to a standstill, and whipped out a pair
of small binoculars. . With these he searched
the sea in every direction, Then he took a
deep breath. .

'; es, over to the south-west!” he rapped
out.
“Can you sece the boat, guv'nor?” I gasped.

“] did a moment ago.”

“Ol, my hat!” I exclaimed excitedly.

We were soon off again, but we did not o
far. Sexton Blake’'s eyes must have bheen
amazingly sharp that evening, for lLe drove
straight to a low wooden building where a
sign painted on the outside announced the
fact that rowing-boats and motor-boats were
avaflable for hire.

Well, by a lucky chanece—the second lucky
change in succession—we found the proprietor
at home, and the position was Dbriefly ex-
plained. Blake gave no reasons; he simply
wanted a motor-boat at once. '

“Yes, sir, I can do it for you,” said the
man, ¢} you'll wait half an hour—~

“1 can’t wait five.minutes,” interrupted the
guv’nor.

“I'm sorry, but T ecan't do it,” safd the
man. “l've got to get the petrol, and“%he
engine needs tuning up—she hasn’t been WSed
for months.” )

“I have a supply of petrol here, and I
daré say the engine will pull sufliciently for
our needs,” sald Blake. “We’'ll all give a hand,
and I'l pay you double the price you  ask.
But you've got to_ hurry as you've never
‘hurried before.” .

The way that fellow speeded up was simply
[astonishing. The boat was not, ready in five
-minutes, but by the end of ten she was in the
water, and the engine was running. And we
all ‘scrambled aboard and commenced the
| journey. . -

The proprietor did not come with us; he
could sce, at & glance that the guv'ner could

handle the craft. rericetly; and Inspector

there is any boat with an engine in it avall-’

At this time |
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'I"ayn(-’ar presence was suflleient goarantee
that we should not rum oft with the meotor-
boat. Besides, we had left the moter-car
“hebind. - .

“I don’t know whether we shall do it, but
‘we cad only try,” said Sexton Blake tensely. .
F‘-"It'l_l_ be tough-and-go, Tinkcer. What is the
time now?” . :

- “Nearly half-past five, guv'nor.”

“Then we must get this engine to do
better,” grodled the detective, -: >

It was not 4 very powerful one, bnt Bexton
Blake coaxed it and persuaded it to da better
things. How he mdnages to get speed out of
a2 mass of fron and steel is more than I can
imagine—that is to say, speed that the engine
is not ¢xpected to accomplisl,

We were soon shooting along at a fine pace,
and I was perched up in the bows, eagerly
scanning the sea. The minutes passed, and I
could see nothing exvcept the water. T began
f{o fear that the end had already tuken
place. )

Buf after fiftcen minutes had passed wo
rounded a number of projecting rbeks, a
good distance out to sea, which had partially
obstructed our view. And then we saw, in
the far distance, a small hoat.

A man was standing up in it.

“It's Dell!” e¢xcialmed the
hoarsely. > y

“Yes, and he’s just about’to jumyp, too!” I
shouted.

“Don’t he too sure,” said the guv'nor, as
cool as Ice. “Tinker, you'd better talke ome
?1‘ it1:hos;e oars, and tie your handkerchief
O lID .

“What the dickens for?”

“ A flag of truce!” jerked out Sexton Blake.
“Mr. Dell’ will- probably ‘suspect that we are
coming to effect hia arrest—and that would
precipitate his contemplated - suicide. A
white .flag might make him pause.”

- “A good idea, sir,” declar¢d Payne
approviugly.+

There were two oars in the hoat—in caze
ol emergency, I suppose—and I soon had cone
of these fixed up. Then I waved: the im-

imspeclor

plll'ovised flag aloft steadily, and kept iv
there,
Meanwhile, we Lepf aur eyes anxiously

upon the figure in the boat. By this time' we
could see that he was Mr. Mantague Dell.
Furthermore, he was working frantically,
bending down double.

“Fixing the weights to his fect!” grunted
the inspector. :

There was no doubt that he was rigi.. We
were still a good distance off, but presently

we grew within hail.
“Hold on, Mr. Dell!” shouted Sexten
towards us for a '

Blake. “Don’'t jump yet!™
Dell turned his face

moment, and then worked harder than ever.
Once he went overboard there would he no
hope for him. Weighted, he would. gink
rapidly, and diving would bo useless. The
' water at that point is a good many- fathoms
deep, I Dbelieve,

The man took no notice of us, and it was
quite plain that he was fully detcrmined to
defeat us, for he was anticipating arrest. X
began to think that it had been a mistako
on our part to bring the inspector with us;
it was his uniform which scared Mr. Decll.

And, my dear old son, the worst happened. .
I may as well tell you that at once. And
it happened just when we thought we wero
going to win. We were sweeping towards
the stationary rowing-boat, fecling sure thad
we were in tlme, when Mr. Montague Dell
stood upright and faced us with arms out-
stretched.

“You have nearly caught me, Mr. Blake!”
he shouted. *“But [ shall beat you, even
now! Good-bye!”

“Wait!” bellowed the guv'nor frantically.
f “We bave come—- Good heavens!”

Tor at that moment Mr. Dell jumped. _
Both the inspector and I yelled out with
horror. 'The rowing-hoat swayed over to the
gunwale, and Mr. Decll struck the water
heavily, chest first. But a hitch occurred—
a hitch tThat savcd his life,

He went clean overside, and at¥ached to
b his feet were lengths of line with gread
stones affixed. And one of these ropes merei-
fully eaught in a rowlock, and jammed tighs,

As a result, the weight of Mr. Dcll’s body
and the suddent jerk pulled the boaf coms-

etely. over, and turned it jpttom upwards,
i’)ell himselt had vamshed.”and for a horsible
‘moment we thought that he had gone.

But a3 wa awept up we found that tha
ropes were elill jammed, and it therefore
styod to reason that the poor mian had noé
sunk far. And even a9 we were looking

round he bobhcd to the surface.  For the
) Ul Jv""}dOo E'o.



had not taken
to the jam thcy were
at, and not from Mr.

you understand,

weights,
effect at_ all, Owlng
. hanging from the Dbo
Deil. '
“Catch  hold
cehouted Blake.
tangled at any

of those ropes, quickly!”
“They may become disen-
secondt! Splendid, Tinker—

spleggid ("
W¢ were u%oing at some speed, being unable
to stop, but T leaned overside and grabbed

two of the fopes with flerce energy. They

sli{)ped‘ I ’ngé?lrlj lost them; but then my
grip tightene Incidentally, I was nearly
ulle headfrdt info the sea, and 1 should

Eavé een if Indpector Payne hadn’t grabbed
hold of me.

My shoulders are aching even now, two
or thre¢ days latér, as the result of the
strain. But I clung on, and draiged Mr.
Dell and the boat réund after ys. Yt wasn't
long before wd ¢ame to a stop, ahd then
-the poor old fellow was hauled aboard our
craft, too cxhaysicd to protest much.

But ho still ,haél gsome life in him, and as
Iie lay at the bottom of the boat, breathing
heavily, his ¢yes flashed with an apgry glint.

“Why couldn’t y6u let me finish it all?”
ho gasped hoarstly. “I meant to defeat you,
Mr. Blake. And now I shall be dragged
through a terrible criminal trial, and hanged

“My dear Mr. Dell, You are quite mis-
taken,” said Sexton Blakc gently. “You will
atand your trial, no doubt, but I do not
think the result wiil be very¥ dreadful. You
?av;& been alarming yourself quite need-
essly.»

“Of course your have, sir!” added the in-
spector gruflly.

“It is ‘easdy for -you to talk,” whispered
" Montague Decll. “You do not know the
truth. I may as well confess now. I am
rescll)onsiblo for the death of Roger Clayton,
nn __—Dl

“We havo read the letter: you left be-
Lhind,” put in Blake. “That is why wo are
here, Mr. Dell, But there Is no reason why
you should anticlpate such dire punishment
for what you did. No jury in England would
convict you for murder.”

“But—but I killed him!”

“Against your will,” said the guv'nor
quietly. “But you must not talk now, Mr.
Dell. Tinker, help me to get his clothes off.
I daroe say we can spare enough of our own,
between the three of us, to provide dry
garments.” ' .

Well, we managed it somehow. Mr. Dell,
howevef, was compelled to go without those
very neceasary garments Kknown as trousers.
I positively refused to take mino off, and
the inspector was horrifled at the thought
of losing his. But the guv’nor’s long travel-
ling-coat Avas of ample length to cover Mr.
Dell to the ankles.

The journcy back was accomplished more

| slowly, particularly as we were towing the
1rowing-boat, which we managed to get on
an even keel agsin. By the time we reached
the shore Mr. Dell had recovered so rapidly
that he ‘was sitting up, and ‘was actually
smoking one of the guv’'nor's cigarcttes.

“I am afrald I have been a fo6l,” he was
saying.
wits, Mr. Blake: And even now I cannot
help thinking that I shall be charged with
myrder and convlcted for that crime. Sup-
Poslng they do not hang met? What then?

gshall be given penal servitude for the
remsinder of m{ days.”

Sexton Blake laughed.

‘“‘Have you taken the trouble to consider
your exact position?” he asked. “This man,
Clayton, comcs to you, apd threatens to
murder you unless you gngage in a duel with
him. You chose the latter, as any man in
his right scnses would do. Strictly speak-
ing, Clayton caused his own death; the fact
that you pulled the trigger of the revolver
is ol small importance.”

“But will a jury believe my story?” asked
} Dell. “There is not a soul to substantiate
it, I‘s’tr Blake. There is only my baro word

]

“At present,” put in the inspector. “It's

ulto likely that the position will bo very

ifflerent within a day or two, sir. Clayton
must have had friends—or people who knew
him, at leas#-aund it's quite pfobable that
Lbhe talked about his projected journey to
Hawleyhurst. We shall sce, sir. Your only
mistake was to attempt to hide the facts
from ug, but you can be excused for that.”

This little conversation took plice while
we were neirlng be shore, and, lpoking up,
I suddenly noticed a trim, girlish fgure
standing on the beach. 1 looked again, and
gave & shount.

“Your daughter’s bere, sir!™ I exclaimed.

Mr. Dell jumped up.

“Heaven bless her!” he exclaimed. “What
a brute I have been, to be sure! I don't
think she wilt ever forgive me for being such
an arrant coward.”

By all appearances he was forgiven at
once, judging from the manner Miss Margarct
hugged him when he stepped ashore, assisted
by the ingpector and me. And I wasn’t at
all surprised when he broke down.

It was pitiful to see the way he eobbed.
But he bad been throngh a terrible experi-
ence,- and the wonder is he bore up as he
did. We took him home in the doctor's
motor-car, and it wasn't until late in the
cvening that he was escorted by Inspector
Payne to Swariton.

And he's there, old scout. I think he is
L due to appear before the magistrate to-
morrow morning, but I'm not quite sure. In
any case, neither Sexton Blake nor I anti-
cipate any particular trouble. -

I can’t- tell you anything more, becauss I
don’t know it. .

“But I was frighténed out of my’

|

P -

You have received all the facts, what with
Sexton Blake's letter and mine, and you
wlil sce the result of Mr. Dell's trial {n the
newspapers. I only hope that he is lef oft
lightly. ¥He deserves to be.

_ Please show this letter to Mr. Lee, because
it rteally ou to have been addressed to
him in the first place. But 1 dars say he'll
ke it just as well. And don’t Yorgef -to
wtite to me soon, telling me what you think
of tho whole case. R
Your very affcctionats chum,
o TINKERR,

——

CONCLUDING NOTE.
INCE the abbive correspondence was
wniten Mr. Montague Dell hasz stood
on triafl for the kil ng of Roger Clay- -

ton. And some yery surprising facta

ca'}:nlf out on th_z;t ?{ccat.slogf. A1d ¢!

ere was no lack of witnesses, And there
was o necédsity for the jury to atcept BMr.
Dell's bare word. Betausp it turp®d out
that Clayton had escaped sfrom a cpnyales-
cent ‘home was merely another name for a
nice fittle dwelling Where they detaln people
who are wrong In ghe head. : ' :

Clayton hadn't been there many vears, but
his delusion was gbnown to every keeper in
the place--or what was tho;:ght to be his
delusion. Ho wanted to fight a duel wijth
a man pamed Dell, over long-forgotten
love affalr. Tho peoplg at the home thought
it was stmply a disorder of the brain. But,
as my letiers have shown, the “disorder”
had a foundation ot fact.

Clayton had cseapell, had purghased the
revolvers, and had found his way to Hawley-
hurst, for In general malters he was quito
sane. It was thus made quifc cleAr at the
trial that Montague Dell’s account of what
took place during that night was strictly
and absolutely true.

The duel had been forceg upon him. He
had been compelled to pafticipate in it in
order to save his own 1ife. Ang the prisoner
was acquitted, the jury expressjag ths
opinfon tbft ho had committed no wrong,
ang sympathy was extended towards him, -

fter that, of course, Mr. Dell was set
free, and at present he is still living at Haw-
ley Manor as comfortably as ever. And
both he and his daughter are grateful to
ggxton Blake for the guv’nor’s part in tho
air. . :

It 13 quite safe to say, at any rate. that
but for Sexton Blake's presenca Montague
Dell would have taken his own life, abso-
iutely necedlcssly. And that’s all I need to

set down. .
TINKZR.

(On no account miss next week's Grzat
Detective Drama, “THE HAND IN THR
SHADOW.*)

. THR END.
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A DEAD MAN'’S SECRET!

A Story of a Great London Mystery, intro-

By MAXWELL SCOTT.
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INTRODUCTION. _

MR. RALPH THOMSON, newly returned

from Australia with his daughier Ruth, is

murdered in the train bearing him home-

wards. The author of the crime departs,
taking the murdered man's bag.

- NELSON LEE, by questioning the daughter,
learns that the father was prompted to
return on account of “ga discovery ® he
had made. He is attacked and stunned
ufter leaving the murdered man’'s house,
but nothing is taken from bim. What
were his aggressors after?

Lee tracks them to a certain house, from
which he smanages to purloin a letter,
Then hc returns to Gray's Inn Road.

'(Now read an.)

Nelgson Les Arranges a Wedding.
ALF an hour sufficed for Nelson Lee
to make his toilet; but, instead of
returning at onco to Arthur, he
slipped into his work-room. ﬁere.
for the first time, he examined the letter he
had purloined from Sir Oliver's room. It ran:

“ Melhourne, Oct. 6th, 189—.

“Dear Sir,—I am surprised to have received
no answer to my former letter, Though you
have treated my offer (which my lawyer
calls a *foolisbly-generous offer ') with silent
contempt, I am still desirous of avoiding
litigation, and will give you one more chance
of accepting it. My daughter and I are leav-
Ing Melhourne by the Orient Steam Naviga-
tion €Company’'s boat the Austral, which is
timed to arrive at Plymouth on Nov. 2lst.
Wo shall proceed to London by train, where,
for a day or two, at lcast, we shall stay with

friends. It you decide. to accept my offer, a
letter addressed to the care of Mrs. Pryce.
19, Raglan Road, 8toke Newington, will find
me. If you do not write I shall take it that
you refuse to entertaln my offer, and I ahall
at _once place my proofs (n the hands of a
competenf English lawyer.
“Yours faithiully,
: “ RALPH THOMION,
“8ir Oliver Drew, Bart.,
“Riversdale Hall,
“Kent, England.”

“How provoking!© muttered Nelscn Iee.
“Why on earth didn't he drop the other
letter, instead of this? This makes the case
clearer, of course, for It explains how Bir
Olivyer came to be s0 well acquainted with
the Thomsons' movements, and how he ob-
tained the Pryces’ address, bhut the other
letter no doybt contains the detalls of tho
dead man’s Jdiscovery. 8ince, however, the
letter is not available at present, I must 6ry
and supply the dctails myself,” and, walking
across to one of the hook-cases, he took down
a thick, gold-lettered volume, entitled “A
History of the English Aristocracy.”

" Turning to an article on “The Drews of
Riversdale Hall,” be ﬁcrused it with a pro-
found attention, which presently gavwe place
to suppressed- excitement. When he had
finished the article, ha closed up the volume
and, replaclng it in the book-case, muttered
to himself, “I no longer need to s the other

lette:;.' I bavc discovered the dzad man's
gecret!” .
When he returned to Arthur, whom he had

il

-
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left in the sitting-room, all trace of excite-
ment had vanished from his face, and, seating
ing himself at the breakfast-table, he an-
nounced that he was rcady to hear his story.

In brief, straightforward terms, Arthur told [

hinmr of his adventure with the masked in-
iruder, and, in return, Nelson Lee described
the atfacks which had been made upon him
in Raglan Road and Paddington Station. The
story  of his journey to Riversdalc Hall, and
the discoveries which had resulted therc-
from, he suppressed for the present, for a
rcasos which will presently appear.

“The point upon which I want your advice,”
said Arthur, “concerms the safety of Miss
Thomson. Her father has been murdered,
you have heen assaulted twice, and I have
becn attacked once. Who knows but what
she may be the next victim? What steps do
You think I ought to take to pretect her?”

“Marry her!” said Nelson Lee curtly.

Arthur shook his head.

" I don’t think she would consent to that
0 soon after her ‘father’s death,” he said.
“Besides, I would rather wait until you bave
found- out—if ever you do find out—what it
was that hee father discovered. It may be
that the discovery will make her a very rich
zir}, and, in that case, I could not think of
bolding her to her engagement.”

“Nonsense !” said Nelson Lee. “You surely
do not doubt the sincerity of her lave?”

“Heaven forbid!” said Arthur fervently.
“Bit I would never lay myself open to the
charge of marrying a girl for her money.”

“You surely do not mean to say that you
would deliberately wreck the hanpiness of
two :human Jives for the sake of a silly
scruple ?* said Nelson Lee impatiently.

“I would never marry a girl who was im-
mensely richer than myself,” said Arthur
firmly. “You may call it a silly scruple, if
you like, but I should never respect myself
» .again if I did.”

“Ah, ‘well,” Baid Nelson Lee, “it will bhe
soon enough to discuss the question when it
arises! At present my advice to you is to
marry Miss Thomson without delay. And, as
I live, here is the lady berself!”

Mrs. Pryce and Ruth had been purchasing
mourning in the City, and, on their way
back.to Raglan Road, they called for Arthur.

Nclson Lee went to the door to meet them,
and, -drawing Ruth aside, he told her more
or his discoveries than he had deemed prudent
1o tell Arthur, and expiained to her the
nature of bher lover’s scruples. The-result of
this conversation was shown in the following
dialogue, which took place when the ladies
eutered the sitting-room. '

Walking up to where Arthur sat, Ruth took
his hand in hers, and said:

“Will you marry me, Arthur?”

“When?” he stammered.,

*‘To-morrow morning, at eight o’clock! Mr.
Lee says we can be married by special
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pavcment,

licenco at the Registry 'Ofice, at Stoke
Newington.”
“Isn’t, this rather abrupi?” he bhegan.

 “Would it not be hetter to wait until—~

man to marry her. I have laid myscli open
to a charge of unwomanly forwarduess, and
you reject me!” .

“No, no!” stammered Arthur, “I will
marry you, if you wish, at the hour and
place you name.”. o

“And I will he the best man!” said Nelson
Lee triumphantly.

Nipper—The Detective's Queer Disguise
—Omn the Traok of tha Missing Papers.
UNCTUALLY at nine o'clock, just
after Ruth and the Pryces had
departed, Nipper came bounecing into

the room. .

He had quite a lot to tell about the men
he had followed to a place just off Holbern.
At the time he did not know that it had any
bearing on the present case,

“]I had better take you there, sir.,”

“Yery well,” szid the detective. “But it
would never do for us to go out together
in our present clothes. The difference in our
appearance would attract everyone's atten-
tion, whieh is just what 1 want to aveid.
RBither you must put on better elothes or I
munst put on shabbier. Which shall it he?”

“I should be happy to oblige you.” said
Nipper, with sublime cheek, “but misfortun-
ately my cvening-dress is at my huncle's!
But I don't mind being seen with you, for
once in o way, in your working clothes.”

There was something 850 indescribably
ludicrous in the manner in which this im-
pertinent speech was. delivered, that Nelson
Lee was doubled np with laughter.

-‘Having somecwhat recovered his gravity, he
presented Nipper with a cigarette, and, hid-
ding him keep out of mischiel, retired to
his work-rcom to make the necessary changes
in his attire.

Being left to his own devices, Nipper first
made himself comfortable in an. easy-chair,
and then lit his cigarette. He was a about
half-way through it, when therc was a rap at
the door.

“Come in!” cried Nipper. And  there
shufled into the sitting-room a secdy-looking
tramp, who asked, in a thick, unsteady
voice, if Mr. J.ee was in.

“He is,” said Nipper, blowing a cloud of
smoke into the visitor’s Yace, and thereby
causing lhim to cough in a most distressing
fashion. “But wot’s your busincss with Mr.
Lee? He’s-engaged at present, and I'm his
assistant.”

“Indeed!” said the tramp, after another
violent fit of coughing. “Then p'r'aps you
can tell me——" -

“Well, I'm blowed!” said Nipper. “Yer
own mother woulda'’t know you in that get-
up. There's got to be no maore o these
tricks, if you and m= ain't to quarrel! My
nerves won't stand ‘em.”

“Afl right,” said Nelson Lee. “I only
wanted to test my disguise. Now, then,
come along with me to Holborn, and re-
member, i any questions are asked, my
name is Stubbins, and we're both on the
look-out for a job!”

“Right you are, Stubbins!” cried Nipper

delightedly.

A ten minutes’ walk brought them ta Hol-
born, one of the busiest thoroughfares in
London, and five minutes later they arrived
at Barber Lane, a short and somewhat
narrow lane, lined on each side by offices
and show-rooms.

“This is where the moter drove to,” ex-
plained Nipper. “The office where it stopped
is.d about ‘arf way along on the leit-hand
side.”

“All right; but I must see it,” said Nelson
Lee. “Keep close tno me, and we will saunter
along on the leit side of the street. When
we pass the oftice don't stop and point at
it, but just say, * This is it,” and we will
walk past as though we had no interest
in .the place.”

When they had traversed ahbout half the
Iength of the street, Nipper suddenly stooped
down to pick np a picce of orange-pecl, at
the same time saying, in a low tone of
voice, “That's the place, guv’'nor!”

The office they were then passing had little
to distinguish it from its neighbours, except
its general air of dcesertion and neglect.
This, however, was very marked. The soli-
tary window on the ground-floor was sccurely
shuttered on the inside, and, like thosec in

the upper storeys, was coated with.dust and-

grime. The doorstep was the cetour of the
the handle was "greem with

“Where is your chivalry?”’ demanded Ruth.-
4“1t is not every day that a woman asks a.

'Icgiblo through the grimy pane,

verdizrie, and on the door. which was locked i
an. oblong patch of paint, slightly cleancer
than the rest, testified to the fact that in
former days the door had boasted of a plate.
Now, instead oi a shining plate, the door
borc a labcl, on which were the words:

“DENTON BROS.,
Toy Dcalers,
Removed to 270a, Fetter Lane.”

On the inside of the  window, scarcely
4 was a
printed card, which stated that “these com-
medious premises ” were to- let, and that
“full particulars, together with permission
to view thiem,” could be obtained of “Measrs.
Gray & Whitworth, solicitors, 73. Cannon
Street, agents for Sir Oliver Drew, Bart.”
_Having taken jn these details at a glance,
Nelson Lec sauntered -across the road, to
where an ancient individual with a broom
was engaged in sweeping the strect. -

“It's a cold day, mate,” he said, by way
of introduction. “Dentons ’ave fiitted, I
see.”

“Ay! They left a couple of months ago,”

-replied the sweeper.

“Jest my luck,” growled the detective.
“Me and my Jad could always cowmt on a
crust, and mebbe. a copper. at Dentons’.

“The

Ain’t nobody took the office?”

“I :dunno,” replied the sweeper.

" bobhy on this beat told me yesterday ‘that

a couple of coves had drove up about five in
the morning with a motor full of boxes and
things, but I ain't seen nohody myself.”
Whilst they were thus conversing, a man
appeared at the end of the street, and after
glancing nervously up and down the road,
approached the cmpty office, With a thrill
of wild excitcment, Nelson ILee recognised
Sir Oliver’s red-haired chaufleur! The redi~

- hair was concealed bencath a jet-black wig,

and his clothes were evidently borrowed
from his master’'s wardrohe, but that it was
the chauflcur lle had not the shadow of a
doubt,

When he drew ncarer he hestowed a
searching glance upon the threc tattered
individuals on the other side of the street,
but apparently he railed to recognise Nelson
Lee, and, producing a Ley, he unlocked- the
dour of the office, and walked in. He only
remained inside long cnough to make sure
that nothing had heen disturbed, and then
he reappeared, locked the door, put the
key in the ticket-pocket of his overcoat,
and walked rapidly away.

“Come along, my lad,” said Nelson Lee to
Nipper, “Let’s be moving!” And, - bidding
the sweeper adleu, he followed the rapidly«
retreating form of the chauflenr.

“Can you pick a pocket, Nipper?” he asked,
as they turned into Holborn again.

“1 ’ave done it when times was bhad,”
replied Nipper unblushingly.
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once more entered Barber- Lane,

The uncanny feeling that he was
followed still continued to haunt him, but,
brushing his fears aside, he marched boldly
up to the door of the empty office.

Nearly half an hour had clapsed since his
previous visit, and the old sweeper had
worked his_way to the door of the office.
He suspended his” operatlons when \*elson

being |-
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