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This fine story, by the author of the popular Waldo the Wonder-man
varns, has a particularly novel subject for its theme, and is, moreover,
told in the gripping way which is characteristic of all U.J. fiction.
Needless to say, Sexton Blake and ‘Tinker play a big part in it,
and altogether it 'is a fine example of a fascinating detective tale.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
‘1 Mean to Prove My Words 1"
| |IR HOWARD WESTLAKE took o sip of port and settled himself more comfortably in his easy cha'r,
Y “Well, of coursc, I'm no great authority on the subject,” he remarked. * But I should say
- that it would be, impossible for anybody to reproduce the fcelings of a man who is standing. his
trial for murder.” .
“It must bo a shocking ordeal,” said Mr. Rogor Varloy, tossing his cigar end into the blazing ,
log fire. ** It is easy enough for us to sit here discussing the matter, but it is a very different thing '
. to the man who finds himself in the dock.” ' . . ‘
I'm not assumiug that the man is guilty.” said Reggie Winterton. * My argument is this. Supposing &
0 man, absolutely innocent, is placed in the dock for murder. What must his feelings be ¥ What arc his
thoughts when ho hoars the Crown counsel outlining all the deadly facts against him—the circumstantial evidonce ¥ |
What must it be liko for that innocent man to stand there, listening to the overwhelming evidence against hiny,
and feeling the not drawing tighter and tighter around him ? DPersonally, I should think it would bo an ordeal
that would turn him white-haired within o couple of days.”

Sir Howard shook his head. .

“ Not necessarily, Reggie,” he remarked. * Wo aro taking it for granted that this maon is innocent.  Versy i
well.  If ho is innocent, he will not be in any particular flurry. He will have suflicient confidence to cwrry Lim !
through. He will be quite sure in his own mind that the jury will roturn a verdict in his favour.” '

:‘ And what if the jury finds him guilty ? " asked Varley. .- Ccr : - :

o ‘Then, of course, the poor man will be driven almest out of his mind,”” said Sir Howard. * Buf, as I have
gaid before, this matter is really one which cannot bo discussed by people like . uz. ~ We redlly know nothing of
these mattersy and it is purely a wastc of timo Lo talk about them.” '

Reggio Winterton laughed.

Y Well, wo're passing tho time angway,” he said lightly.
Sir Howard, is absolutely top-hole.” -

' The threce men certainly looked extremely comfortable, It.was a chill spring evening, and the trio were
lounging in great easy chairs in front of the roaring log fire in Sir Howard Westlako's library. -

. Outside, the cold wind was whistling over the bleak countryside. Westlake Manor was situated in e particulariy
quet part of Kssex, and not very far from tho sea. ' o

The three men were very different. Sir Howard Westlake was big and red-faced. and somewhat coarse.
I!e was about fifty years of ago, end his head was practically bald, excopt for a grey fringe of hair at the rear,
Sir H_ownrd was immaculate, and it was very seldom that he had women of any kind in his house. Hc_: Was u
sporting man, and anything of thc sporting intcrest always attractod him. 1ndecd, he looked something like
{ prosperous bookmaler, ’ : -

Mr. Rogor Varloy, on tho other hand, was & totally different type. Slim, eustera, and severe looking, he
scemed rather out of placo in tho companionship of thesc othor two men. Bul, when ho liked, Varley could be
quito cheorful. And he was a wonderful chess playver. It was for this rodson. mainly, that Sic Howard had
invited himn down for the week-end. 8ir Howard was very koen on clicss, and Tie was an expert at the gamo
himself. o only liked playing with & man who was his equal. ' -

) N ,
“The cigars are excellont, and that port of yours,

" TINKER.
C. J.—No. 917,
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Reggie Winterton was quite a young-
sier. He was really a neighbour, for the
Wintertons lived only a few miles away.
Reggie’s father, Reginald Winterton,
M.P., was a rich landowner, and the
Winterton estates were very extensive.

The young man was fresh-faced, fair,
and well set up. His eyes were spark-

ling, and he always enjoyed the com-

pany of Sir Howard Westlake. It was
quite a common occurrence for Reggie
fo drop in of an evening to play billiards
with Sir Howard, or to join in a game
of cards. '

On this occasion they were having a

chat after dinner before retiring to the
billiard-room. Reggie had not known
that Mr, Roger Varley would be present,
. or perhaps he -would not have come.
IFor Reggie did not liké to butt in when
he was fot wwanted. However, Sir
Howard had made him very welcome,
and the three were having quite an
enjoyable time together.
ertainly, the subject under discussion

was rather grim. _For, somehow or
other, the talk had got round to murder.
'This was probably because an important
murder trial was even then being cnacted
at the Old Bailey.

Young Winterton lit a cigarette and
leaned %orward in his chair after a
lengthy pause.

“We’ll dismiss the. subject of the actual
irial,” he said. “ But there’s this point.
What must the eensation be when a man
is arrested by the police? How must he
feel when he’s handcuffed and taken
away on a charge of murder ?”

“ Assuming that he is innocent ?”’ asked
Sir Howard. ~

£ Yes' ”

“I should say thai he would feel per-
fectly confident,” said the baronet.
“Knowing that he is innocent, he would
not worry in the slightest degree.”

Roger Varley shook his head.

“YT don't agree with that,” he ex-
claimed. “Even supposing the man to
be innocent, he would be in a pretty tight
corner. Once the police arrest a man for
murder, they do everything they possibly
can to prove & case against him. And
the man would be in a bit of a funk.
Personally, I shouldn’t much care for the
ordeal. It would just about break me

up.” .
d&nt ?” inquired Reggie.

“Yes,” replied Varley, “Even if 1
was absolutely innocent. The very fact
of Dbeing arrested would get on my
nerves to such an extent——"

Reggio Winterton laughed.

“Well, I don’t think it would have
much effect upon me,” he said. “If 1
suddenly found myself in the hands of
the police, charged with murder, 1 should
laugh at it. Beingi] absolutely certain of
myself—knowing that I was innocent—
I should take the whole thing as a huge
joke. It wouldn’t worry me in the
sliﬁhtesb degree.’”

oger Varley gave an impatient ges-
ture. _ A

““That sort of talk is very cheap,” he
said, with a slight snecr in his voice. “1
was perfectly frank with my statement.
T am afraid you are inclined to be boast-
ful, my boy. If you found yourself in
the hands of the police, as you suggest, it
would DBe a very different story. You
would crumple up completely, and you
would be a whimpering mass of nerves.”

“Even if I had nothing whatever to
do with the crime 1 asked Reggieo.

“Yes.” ~

“Well, I'd like to wager on that!” said
Reggio prompily. “I' svouldn’t mind
betting a hundred pounds to a shilling
that I’'d keep my-pecker up, and that I'd
lnugh at everything. Being arrested for
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“Even if you were ab:solute]y inno- -

a murder that T didn’t commit wouldn’t
worry me in the slightest degree.”

Sir Howard chuckled. '

“Well,” I don’t euppose anybody will
be conveniently murdered just so that

ou can win this wager,” he exclaimed.
*So it will be better, perhaps, to dismiss
the subject altogether, and to get on to
something more cheerful. I am afraid
Varley’s nerves are rather on edge.”

‘““His temper, you mean, Sir Howard !”’
grinned Reggie.

Roger Varley snorted.

“ Nothing of the kind!” he snapped.
“My temper is absolutely calm!”

His companions chuckled, for it was
obvious that the very opposite wae the
case. ,

Reggie sat back in his- chhir, & very
thoughtful expression in his ‘eyes. He
remained there for some little time.
Then suddenly he sat forward. His eyes
were now sparkling, and there was a
flush on his face. He looked from Sir
Howard Westlake to Roger Varley, and
it was casy to see that an idea had
‘oceurred to bhim,

“Look here!” he exclaimed eagerly,
“I’ve thought of something that will
prove this—an idea that will give me an
opportunity of gelting myself arrested
for murder!”

“Don’t be -absurd!”

said Varley

 curtly. . o )
“What’s the idea?” inquired Sir
Howard in a good-humoured voice.

“I hopo I am not to be the unhappy
vietim 7"’ . .
“Yes, that’s just it!

ReBEir

“You're the one who is to be mur-
dered !” grinned Winterton.

“Well, it’s just as well to bo warned
in advance!” said the baronet, smiling.
“What hare-brained scheme 1is this,
Reggie? You always were a reckless
youngster, but this secems to be some-
thing out of the common, I should just
like to know how I am to be mturdered.
Will it bo poison, a dagger, or a——"

“I'm not joking, Sir Howard —
honestly !” said Reggio eagerly. “I
mean, I’m not saying this just for tho
sake of talking. An idea has just come
to me. It will enable me to get myself
arrested for murder. You won’t come
to any harm, of course, and the police
will be completely hoaxed.”

“Tm to be murdered, and yet 1T
sha’n’'t come to any harm?” inquired
Sir Howard.

“ Exactly.”

“That seems interesiing,” said iheo
host. “You'’d better explain yourself,
my lad. Well, I never expected to be
murdered! By gad! This will be
something fresh!”

Varloy frowned.

“Tho best thing you can do is to
dismiss the whole thing!” he said
shortly. “I don’t believe in joking on
a subject of this kind!” :

“But there’s nothing in it at all,
really 1’ said Reggie. “Nobody will
como to any harm, and the polico will
be hoaxed beautifully! I know that you
aro a sportsman, Sir Howard, and I'm
pretty sure that you'll agrce to this
scheme.” -

“Well, let’s hear it,” said the baronet,
with a chuckle. “I don’t suppose 1t will
come to anything, but wo might as well
hear the details.’ :

“Of course, I haven't planned it out
thoroughly yet,” said Winterton. *‘But,
to begin with, it will be nccessary for us
to havo =a {remendous quarrel.
example, I shall como here on Mon-
day evening, when you are alone, Sir
Howard,” We will have a t{remendous
bust-up—a regular slanging match, The

You are!” said

servants will hear, of course, and I shall

For

take good care to shout out something
{o the effect that I will do you in ™

“Splendid !’ said Sir Howard. * That
paves the way admirably I”

It was quite clear that the bharonet
took the whole maiter as a joke, and he
did not for a moment anticipate that
anything would come of it. It was quite
probable that Reggie Winterton himself
did not really believe that tho schemo
would be put into operation. 7

“Yes, that’s the first step,” went on
Reggie. “Then on Monday night, Sir
Howard, you must go away.”

“Oh, I must go away 1"’

“Yes—quietly, so that nobody knows
anything about it,” said Reggie. *None
of the servants must have any indication
that you have left. You mustn't go in
one of your own motor-cars, cither; but
that can easily be arranged. What you
will do is to go straight to a little bunga-
low I've got on the South Coast. You’'ll
be as safc as houses there, and nobody
will know anything about 1t. It will be
necessary for you to stay there ahout a
week.”’ '

“I sce,” said Sir Howaxd.
happens in the meantime ?*’

“Well, on the Tuesday morning you
will be missing,” proceeded Reggie.
“Don’'t you see tho idea? The servants
will come into the library, and they will
find the whole place in disorder. There
will be blood about, and there will be a
knife left lying on the floor. It will bo
my kunife, with my initials engraved npon
it. There will be all sorts of oiher clues,
too. The window will,be leit open, for
example, and there will be f{ooiprints
leading ont into the open country. Thoso
footprints will be mine.’?

Sir Howard nodded.

“I’'m beginning to seo the scheme
now,” he said. *“ Well, go on, Reggie.”

“Everybody will take it for granted
that you were murdered, and dragged
out of the house,” continued Winterton,
‘“And, rfaturally, after a few investiga-
tions have been made by the police, ib
will be concluded that I did the hornd
deed. Net result—I shall be arrested.”

“Hm! It certainly seems very
E]ausible," said Sir Howard, stroking

is chin. “And I must admit that it
rather appeals to me——"

“ But, man alive, you can’t enter into
anything of this kjnd!” put in Varley
sharply. “It would beo preposterous—
oven dangerous! And what of the
police? What would they do when they
found out the truth?”

Sir Howard chuckled.

“My dear Varley, it doesn’i matter a
{oss to me what the police do!”’ he said.
“To tell you the honest truth, I've got
a bit of a grudge against the local police,
and I shouq:i rather enjoy hoaxing them!

“The inspector at .Westlake is an
officious idiot, and he took very good
care to be extremely selt-unportant
when he came to me a few weeks ago
with regard to my caitle. A few bullocks
happened to stray on to the main road
two or three times, and the inspector
kicked up the deuce of a dust. Said that
I should have to Yut up new fences, and
goodness knows what else. I packed him
about his business.” .

Varley shook his head.

“] am afraid you are rather Yoo
blunt, Westlake,” he said. “It makes
you unpopular in the distriect——"

“What on earth do I caro?” inter-
rupted Sir Howard. “I am well aware
of tho fact that some people abeut here
look upon me with stern disapproval.,
But they can mind their own infernal
business, and 1'll mind mine! And, as,
1 said before, it would give me keen

“ And what

pleasuro {o play a joke on the pol'ice.”","
| .+ But you can’i call this thing a joke,’
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¢“It would involve all sorts

said Varley. 0
14 The

of complications——
* Nonsense !”’ said Sir Howard.
idea i8 not at all a bad one.”
The baronet was of an obstinate turn
of mind, and Varley’s attempts to per-
suade him to abandon the scheme had
precisely the opposite effect. Sir Howard

began to look upon it seriously, and not |

merely as a possibility. He and Varley
wore the boest of friends; they had been
for ycars. In fact, Varley was Sir
IHoward’s confidant in all things, But
tho baronet did not like to be thwarted.

#Well, Reggie, go on,” he said, light-
ing a fresh cigar, ‘ How do you propose
to get rid of my cumbeérsome person? If
there is to be every appearance that a
murder has been committed, there must
be a body—or, at lcast, indications that
the body has boen done away with.”

“The whole thing is utterly grue-
some !” said Varley curtly.

“Don't take any notico of him!”
smiled Sir Howard. ‘“Go on, Reggie.”

“Well, I think we can get over the
difficulty all right,” he eaid. ‘For
example, the lake is tremendously deep;
T’ve heard it said that the bottom can’t
be found in certain places. We can make
it look as though you were dragged out
to the lake, placed in a boat, and then
dropped overboard—" .

“Weighted, by gad!” chuckled Sir
Howard. *‘‘That's rather good! The
polico would never be able to recover
the body—of course they couldn't, seeing
that I shall be on the South Coast! But
they won’t smell a rat when the body
fails to turn up. And there’s another
point that struck me. What about this
quarrel of ours on Monday night? We
can't have a quarrel over nothing—there
must be some subject brought up.”’

"Winterton nodded.

“0Of course,” he agreed.
won't be so very difficult.
on a question of money, or— )

“One moment!” interrupted  Sir
Iloward. “ What about Sylvia?”

“Sylvia?”

“Exactly! You are engaged to
Sylvia, and she is my‘iece!” exclaimed
Sic Howard. ““ As her guardian, I have
the right to put my foot down about
this engagement. -We could have a
qguarrel on that subject——"

“But that
It might be

“Y don't quite like it, Sir Howard,” |

put in Reggie, frowning. * Dash it all,
1 wouldn’t like to have a row—even a
faked one—about Sylvia. We can think
of something botter than that.”

Varley sat forward impatiently.

“You speak as though you were
_seriously considering this preposterous
scheme,” he said. © But surely you must
realise that it could not be done? Do
you mean to tell me, Winterton, that
“you will allow yourself to be arrested
on a charge of murder, and cause agony
of mind to your fiancee and to your
father?” : ,

¢ 0Oh, with regard to the pater, I don’t
wotty about him !” said Reggie lightly.
‘‘He could stand it all right. And as
for Sylvia, I can decide what I shall do
‘about her later on. Whatever happens,
sho’}l believe in me all through.”

“1t'll be a test of her faith, any-
how, by gad!” said Sir Howard. “We
mustn't leave anything to chance,
Reggie. For example, if you want to
get yourself arrested for this murder that
13n’'t & murder, you mustn’t be at home
when you are supposed to be engaged
in.the cheerful task of putting me out of
the way.”

‘““Oh, that can easily be arranged,” said
Reggle.. “I can come out late on Mon-
.day night, and I shall make certain that
somebody sees mo leave. In just tho
samoe way I shall show myself when I
return—at about three o'clock in the
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morning. I shall be wild-eyed and dis-
hevelled then, and that’ll set tongues
wagging. Then, when the alarm is given
in the morning, my unaccountable move-
ments will be remembered, and I shall
be under suspicion. Within a couple of
hours I shall be locked up.”

Varley snoried.

‘“And do you mean {o tell me thal you
will undergo this ordeal?” he asked.
“My dear boy, you don't seem to realise
what it will mean, and I urge you to
abandon the whole absurd project.”

“Certainly not!"” said Winterton. ]
mean to prove my words—that is, if Sir
Howard will agree. I maintain that
there will be no terrors in being arrested,
simply hécause I shall know that I am
innocent. And I'll wager you a hundred-
to-one, Varley, that I carry the whole
thing through without turning a hair.”

“You couldn’t do it!" said Varley
curtly. “ Before the end of a week you
would be a mental wréck. The strain
would be too great for you—""

_ ;:Wdl, are you willing to wager on
it?”

“I don’t want to encourage you,”
said Varley grufly. ‘‘I don’t believe in
the thing a# all. And if I wagered it
would only urge you on.”

“Then you're not sincere——"

“Oh, yes,.I am!” broke in Varley.
“If you mean to go through with this
mad scheme, I don't suppose I shall be
able to stop you. And I will certainly
take that bet.”

*“Done!” said Winterton promptly.
“A hundred-to-one—in pounds—that I
emerge from the ordeal cheerful and
smiling, without being any the worse,
mentally or physically.”

The two men shook hands, and Sir
Howard Westlake chuckled.

“Well, it seems that my
sealed !” he exclaimed, smiling.

And thus out of a casual conversation
had come this extraordinary wager. Not
one of the three men had originally
thought that anything wowld ever come
of that talk. KEven now they knew that
the whole scheme: was opposed to com-
monsense and reason. But the compact
had been made, and they were not the
kind of men to draw back.

They had shaken hands upon the wager |
—the wager of death,

fate 1s

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
f 1t 1s My Duty to Detain You!"

TOR LENNARD, of New Scot-

land Yard, stepped briskly out of

the taxicab, told the driver to
wait, and stepped across the pavement
to the massive door of the old-fashioned
house in Baker Street, London, W.
~ He pressed the bell, and in a few
moments the door was opened by a some-
what stout, elderly lady in a spotlessly
clean overall. It was quite early in the
morning, and Sexton Blake's worthy
housekeeper had been disturbed at her
breakfast. She eyed the visilor without

approval. .
Blake in?” asked Lennard

“Me.
crisply.

. “Mr, Blake and Master Tinker are
just having their breakfast, sir,” replied
the housekeeper. “I don't know as
they’'ll like to be disturbed. Mr. Blake
is very particular about his meals, and
he don't like to be interrupted by callers.
If I'm not being dispertinent, sir, I
should advise you to wait——"

““Oh, that's all right, Mrs. Bardell!”
interrupted the chief inspeclor. * I'll
chance Blake's wrath, and beard him in
his den during feoding-time.. Don't
trouble about announcing me. I'll go

! CHIEF DETECTIVE - INSPLC-

straight up.”
Mrs. Bardell didn’t quite like it; but

Lennard was a fairly frequent caller,
and he had & masterful way with him,
He brushed past the housekeeper, and
ran up the stairs two at a time.

. moment later he burst uncere-
moniously into Blake’s brealfast-room,

K Laz begqars!” he exclaimed cheer-
fully. '*Here's & time to be feeding!
I had my breakfast hours ago, and I'm
nearly hungry enough for lunch !”

Tinker grinned.

““Is that a way of inviting yourself to
some grub?” he inguired. * Because, if
so, there’'s nothing doing. We've scoffed
everything, except one or two crusts,
and a few pieces of bacon-rind for Pedro.
You’re welcome to them, if you like.”

Lennard declined the offer Wwithout
thanks, and shook hands with Sextan
Blake. The famous criminologist was
smiling, and he looked wonderﬁllly fit.
He quite understood that the chief
inspector had not paid this early call
merely for the sake of passing tho time
of day.

And Tennard was not long in getting
to the point.

“ Just on my way to Liverpool Street,”
he said briskly. “As I was comin
down Holborn I thought of you, so
diverted the taxi from its course for a
few minutes. I can't stop long, or I
shall lose my train.”

“Then what’s the idea of coming?”
asked Tinker. ‘‘Of course, it's a good
thing wo've finished breakfast, or yout
face would have ruined our appetites.
What’s the idea, Mr. Lennard? Out
with it !”

The chief inspector frowned.

“I'm not speakinﬁ to you, my lad—
I'm speaking to Blake !” he said gruffly.
“The fact is, old man, we were rung up
at the Yard quite early by the Colchester
police. They believe that Sir Howard
Westlake has been murdered under mys-
sterious circumstances, and they appeal
to the Yard to have a smart man sent
down.” ‘

“Then why are you going?” asked
Tinker innocently.

‘“My dear young ass, I don’t intend
to start a slanging-match with vou now,"”
said Lennard, with his usual good-natwre.
‘“As a matter of fact, I _ha(f nothing to
do with it. The su{mrintendent dropped
on me as soon &8 1 turned up. By all
appearances, this is a very sensational
case.

“Sir Howard Westlake?”
Blake musingly. “Isn’t he the sporting
baronet? 1 rather fancy I met him once
—a big, blunt, somewhat coarse-looking
individual. Idave you any details, Len-
nard ?"” ’

*“Nono worth speaking of,” replied the
chief-inspector. “] only know that
Westlake Manor is in a state of disorder.
Sir Howard has been murdered, and his
body taken away—that's what the local
people say, anyhow. I'm going down to
have a look round, and—and—— Well,
I thought perhaps you'd care to céme,
Blake--1f you'’re not busy. I know
you're always interested in murder mys-
steries.”

Sexton Blake looked thoughtful.

“H'm!” he said slowly. ‘ As a matler
of fact you have piqued my curiosity.
And I'm not particularly busy to-day,
either, ‘“Thanks, Lennard! I'll ac-
cept your invitation with pleasure.”

Tinker rubbed his hands together.

“(zood business!” he said. “ A day in
the country will just buck me up. It's
quite glorioug this morning, teco. What
time is the train, Mr. Lenhard ?”

The inspector glanced at his watch
doubtfully.

‘““ Afraid we haven't got time to calch
it now,” he said. *“I.ought not to havo
called, strictly speaking—-"

“You needn’t worry,” interrupted

I:- J-—_NO- 9170
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Sexton  Blake, reaching for the tele-
phone. “TI'll ring up my garage, and
tell them to have my racer round at once.
1t'll be outside the door within five
m:inutes, and we'll easily beat the train.”
"~ Lennard grinned. '

“Just what 1 was angling for!” he
said, with delightful candour. “I al-
ways prefer a private car to the railway.
T'o be .quite truthful, Blake, that's the
only reason I came round—on the off-
<-har,1’c_o of being invited to run down by
car.

“You artful old bounder !” said Tinker
indignantly.

Sexton Blake’s calculation had not
Leen wrong, for within five minutes the
famoug detective’s powerful racer was
standing outeide in Baker 3treet. Blake
‘and Tinker were not long in getting
ready. They merely bustled into their
overcoats and travelling-caps, and they
wero prepared. .

Sexton Blake did not regard the trip
as one of any particular importance.
But ho had nothing on hand for the
moment, and the idea of a run into the
country by road rather appealed to him.
Tinker, of course, was in full agreement.

The chiecf-inspector dismissed his taxi,
and then climbed into the racer, seating
himself beside Sexton Blake. Tinker
squashed in, too.

They arrived at Westlake Manor after
a journey which had been quite devoid
of incident. Blake and Tinker were feel-
ing very fit when the car came to a stand-
stil. The ride had invigorated them,
for the air was rather keen, and the sun-
licht was brilliant. They regarded
Westlake Manor withh approval. ,

It was g fine old building, and although
the countryside round about was some-
what bagyren and bare, the Manor itself
stood in somo really delightful grounds.
Away in the distance Blake could see the
shimmering waters of a lake, or a river
and there wero plenty of trees in all
directions: '

“Now, remember, Tinker. we are
merely spectators,” said Sexton. Blake.
“T have not been commissioned to look
into t!}is mystery, whatever it is, and
]

“My dear Blake, you have my full
permission to do exactly what you
please !” interrupted Lemmard. “You
can roam about, and nose all over the
show, if you want to.. As a matter of
fact, I shall welcome you, because you
are as keen as mustard.”

Before Sexton Blake could reply a
uniformed inspector came down the im-
posing steps which led up to the front
door. Just behind -the police-inspector
stood a constable, and they both saluted
as Lennard walked forward.

“I'm glad you've come, sir,” said the

inspector. ‘My name 1s Dawson—In-
spector Dawson.  There’s been some
grim work here, Mr. Lennard. And

T'm not at all sure whether we shall be
able to get to the bottom of it. But
there’s no doubt that Sir Howard has
been murdered.” _
© “You found the hody?”

“Oh, no, sir; we can’t makc out
what's happened to it!” replied Inspec-
tor Dawson. “ But if you'll come inside,
ir, I shall be able to talk to you in
private.”

Lennard grinned.

“You needn’'t worry about. these
gentlemen,” he said lightly. “* Allow
me to intrgduce Mr. Sexton Blake and
Mr. Tinker. You may have hcard of
them.”

The police-inspector looked up with a
slight start. And he regarded Sexton

lako and Tinker with renewed interest.

e bowed rather awkwardly.-

“Very pleased to mect you, sir,” he
said, addressing Sexton Blake. “I’ve
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-bloodstains in man

asked Sexton Blake.

heard a lot about you, sir, and Mr.
Tinker. Have you come down to in-
quire into this case?”

“Only from a personal point of view,”
roplied Sexton Blake. * Strictly speak-
ing, I am an intruder, and I have no
real business here. * But Mr. Lennard
requested me to come, and I accepted
his invitation. If T can bo of any service
to you, I shall be only too delighted.”

It was quite obvious that Inspector
Dawson was impressed.. And he led the
way up the steps into the big lounge

hall There was an air of stateliness
about the ‘Iace which could not be over-
looked, he antique furniture, the

trophies from the hunt which adorned
the walls, and the air of solid, old-
fashioned respectability made quite an
xmpression on one’s mind. g

“We may as well talk here,” said
Lennard, coming to a halt. *“Now, In-
spector Dawson, you might as well tell
us all about it at once—tell us everything
you know. - By the way, who is in the
house at tho moment ?”

“Nobody, except the servants, and
they number only a few,” replied. the
police-inspector. * You see, Sir Howard
Westlake lived quite alone, except for
his niece, Miss Sylvia. But.she is awa
at present, and she wasn’t expected baci:
until to-day.” ‘ ‘

‘“ And what are the main facts?” asked
the Scotland Yard man.

“Well, we don't know very much,
sir,” replied Dawson.” “I haven’t been
here long myself, and I have had very
little chance of making any real investi-
gation. I have already questioned the
butler, but I can’t get very much out of
him. It seems that when the servants
came down this morning, they found the
library in a state of disorder. There had
evidently been a struggle, and there.are
places, The French
windows of the library are wide open,
and there are quite a number of foot-
prints on the carpet.” :

“Has anything been disturbed?”

“Not a thing, sir,” replied Inspector
Dawson. “T was very particular about
that, because I knew that Mr, Lennard
was coming down, and he would want to
see everything just as it was found.

The puzzling point about the whole affair |.

is that Sir Howard has completely
vanished. _ _

“He was evidently murdered, and his
body was taken away. - But why-such a
thing should be done is quite beyond me.
But I don’t think we shall have any
difficulty in obtaining some very good
clues, Mr. Lennard. There is the knife,
for example, and the footprints. Then,
again, it 19 fairly clear that Sir Howard’s
body was dragged out of the library, and
taken down to the lake. T've discovered
that much.”

“H’m!” said Lennard. “You assume,
then, that the body has been thrown into
the lake 7 '

“Well, it certainly looks like it, sir,”
replied the inspector. ‘ But perhaps
you’d better have a look round yourself,
and see what you can make of things.
In my opinion, Jevon knows more about
the affair than anybody else.”

“ And who's Jevon?” asked the Scot-
land Yard man.

* “QOh, he's the butler,” said Dawson.

“All right, trot him out!” said
Lennard. *“We'll have a chat with him
before we go any further. I always like
to get as many facts together as possible
before I start the actual examination.
We’ll have a look at Jevon before we go
any further.”

The police-inspector nodded, and rang
a bell. A few moments later an elderl
man  appeared. He  was round-

“shouldered, clean-shaven, and there was

an expression of worry and trouble in his

‘was an old retainer.

Jevon.

eyes. This was Jevon, the butler; and
it was quite easy to see that he was
almost dazed by this sudden blow which
had fallen upon the household. He
looked as though he had been in Sir
Howard’s service nearly all his life. ‘Heo
ol ) And he came for-
ward with faltering footsteps.

“Pull yourself together, Jevon,” said
the police-inspector kindfy.. . “Matters
won’t be made any belter by your worry-
ing. These gentlemen are ¥rom London,
and they would like to ask you some
questions,” . _

“Very good, sir,” said the butley, in a
low voice. “It’s a ‘dreadful business,
genilemen—a terrible ‘affair. Whoever

.would have thought that the poor master

would meet with an end like this? But
maybe he’s not dead. They haven’t
found: the body, anyway, and it’s just
possible that Sir Howard might be lying
somewhere, injured——"’

“Yes, of course,” interrupted the
chief inspector. “Bubt we “will go into
those details later,” Jevon. At the
moment I want to ask you some ques-
tions. I understand “hat yon were the
first person in the house to discover that
something was wrong ?”

“Yes, sir, that’s quite right,” said the
butler.

“Tell us all about it,” said Lennard.
“Don’t hurry yourself, and think care-
fully.” . :

“Well, sir, I don’t know as there's °

‘much to tell,” said Jevon slowly. ““The

master was perfectly all right last night,
and in the best of spirits; The last time
I saw him alive was when I said good-
night in the library. That would be
about eleven o’clock, sir. IHe told me to
go to bed, as he would be up, reading.”
“Did Sir Howard often do that ?”
“Oh, yes, sir—nearly always,” said
Jevon. “As a rule, he went up to bed
just after midnight; but I don’t re-
member him coming upstairs last night
at all. T suppose I was asleep, and’
didn’t hear him. Well, this morning,
sir, I went into the library. I'm always
the first to go in of a morning, because I
open the windows, and pull the curtains
aside, and all th# sort of thing.”
“Woell,” said Lennard, *what did you
find this morning 7**:
“Ah, it’s terrible, sir!” said the old
butler, shaking his head. ‘I knew there

was something wrong the very minute I

entered the room, because the curtains
were pulled aside, and the French win-
dows were standing wide open. The
sun was shining straight into the library,
sirr I stood in the doorway, fairly
amazed for a minute or two. Twd of
the chairs were lying over on their backs,
there were many footprints all over the
floor, and—and bloodstains, sir!”

‘“Many bloodstains?”

“Yes, quite a lot, sir—and a knife!”
said the butler. *“The knife was lying
on the floor, midway  between ithe desk
and the French windows. It was all
stained, and 1 was in a rare state of
worry.”’ -

“What was the first thing you did ?’2
asked Sexton Blake.

“Why, sir, I went upstairs,” replied
“l knew that something was
wrong, and I guessed that the master
had- met with an accident, or foul play.
And I went straight up to his bed-room
to see if he was there. I knocked on the
door several times, but I couldn’t get
any answer. So I walked in. A_ng I
found that Sir Howard wasn’t upstairs,
and, by all appearances, he hadn’t -been
in -bed all night, because everything in
the bed-room 1s in perfect order, and 1he
bed itself isn’t even disturbed.” .

“1 see,” said Lennard. *“‘Well, what
next 1’ )

“] came downstairs, sir, shouting for.

(Continued on page 8.)
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It was evident that a struggle

had taken place. (I’uge B.)
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Sexton Blake went down on his knoos

and lifted 8ir Howard’s ri —_— \ ‘ ““ It is my duty to detain you,
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assistance,” said Jevon. “I was very
exciled, sir, and very worried. Two or
three of the servants came running up,
and we went into the library together.”

“Did you interfere with anything?”
asked Lennard sharply. “Did you touch
anything in the library?”

“*No, sir, only the knife,” said Jevon.
“1 picked that up, and laid it on ihe
desk. And then I suddenly thought that
I'd better send for-the police, or ring
them up. I did so, sir, and before long a
constable came.”

“That’s quite right,” put in Inspector
Dawson. “The constable saw at once
that it was a big affair and more than he
could handle. %o‘he very sensibly rang
moe up at the station without any delay.
I came along as soon as possible.”

Lennard nodded.

“Well, it seems fairly clear that Sir
Howard was attacked late last night
before retiring to bed,” he said. ‘' Now,
Jevon, do you remember anything occur-
ring during the night? Did you hear
any strange sounds?” _
~ ‘“No, sir; there was nothing out of the
ordinary.” .

“ What about the other servants?"

“I have questioned them all,” put in
Dawson. “They know nothing, Mr,
Leunard—absolutely nothing. e first
they heard of this mystery was when
Jevon told them, this morning. None of
ithe servants heard anything during the
night—no disturbance, no shouts, or any-
thing. In my opinion, it happened be-
tween eleven o’clock and midnight. And
I should judge that somebody lurked
outside the library windows, and forced
his way upon Sir Howard after the
butler went to bed.”

“H'm! That seems the most likely
cxplanation, of course,” said the chief
inspector. ‘“By the way, Jevon, did Sir
Howard Westlake have any late callers
last night?”

The butler hesitated.

“No, sir,” he said at length, ‘‘there
werc no late callers.”

. "‘)Was Sir Howard alone all the even-
wmg?”?

Again Jevon hesitaved. _

“ He wasn’t exactly alono all the even-
ing, sir,” he answered. *“But I don’t
think there’s any connection——"

“Come, come, Jevon!" interrupted
Lonnard sharply. ‘“We want all the
facts. It doesn’t matter whether they
scem to be connected or not. Whao
called wpon your master last cvening ?”

“Mr. Reginald Winterton, sir.”

“And who is he?” asked the Yard

man. ‘‘Have you seen Mr. Winterton
before? Do you know him?”
“Why, bless your life, sir, Mr.

Reginald is always in and out,” said the
butler. “I’ve known him since he was a
baby, sir—one of the finest, straightest
;oung gentlemen you could wish to meet,
Ie’s ongaged to Miss Sylvia, the
master’s niece, sir.” -

*““Well, simply because he happened to
call during the evening, we are not goin
to suspect or arrest him,” smil
Lennard. ‘“Wo are only gaining all the
mformation we can, Jevon. YWho is Mr.
Reginald Winterton 1"

“Why, he’s what you might call a
neighbour, sir,” replied the butler, ‘' His
father is Mr. Reginald Winterton, M.P.,
and he lives only a mile or two away—
on the next estate, as you might say.
'I'he families have been the best of friends
ever since I can remember, and I've been
in theo service of Sir Howard, man and
boy. for the last fifty-eight years.”

“How long did Mr. Winterton stay
hero?” asked the Yard man.

“ About half an hour, I should think,
eir,” replied Jevon. “He came at about
nine o’clock, and left at half-past.”

Both Sextan Blake and Chief Inspector
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Lennard noticed that the butler looked
rather uncomf{ortable while making these
answers. He was certainly not at his
ease, and Lennard couldn’t quite under-
stand it. He docided to put his questions
more closely.

“Yon say that young Mr. Winterton
came here at nine o’clock last night,
and stayed for half an hour,” he
excluimed. ‘Do you happen to know
why Mr; Winterton called?”

‘“ Not—not exactly, sir.”

*“\What do you mean—not exactly?”
demanded the chief inspector. ‘ Have
you any idea of the obhject of lis visit?”

*1 don’t see that this s connected——"
began the butler,

“Look here, Jevon, this won’t do,”
icterrupted Lennard grimly. “You are
attempting tp keep something back, and
you must remember that we want all the
facts. What happened when Mr. Winter-
ton called upon Sir Howard last night?”

‘“ Nothing—nothing actually happened,
sir,” said the butler. ‘ But I think Mr.
Reginald and the master had a {few
words,”

“You think they did?”

“Well, I know it, sir,” admitted Jevon
reluctantly.

‘“ And what do you mecan exactly by ‘a
few words’ ?” .

“I don’t exactly know what it was
about, sir,” said Jevon. ‘ And it’s most
unusual for Mr. Reginald to have any
words at all. They've always been on
the very best of terms. Why, Sir
Howard, to tell the truth, always treated
Mr. Reginald as though"he were his own

son. They never had & cross woid
before in all their lives.”

“But, in short, last night they
quarrelled?”

“VYes, sir,” said the butler, in a low
voice, . .-

‘““Now, Jevon, you had better tell us
the exact truth,” pressed the chief ib-
spector. “First of all, you said that Sir

oward and Mr., Winterton had a few
words, and now gyou say that they
quarrelled. Was it a serious quarrel?”

“Well, I believe it was, sir,” admitted
Jevon, ‘ We all heard it—even the other
servants, “Mr. Reginald was very
excited, and he shouted at the top of his
voice. By what I could understand, he
wanted some money, and Sir Howard
wouldn’t let him have it. And in the
end Mr. Reginald went storming through
the hall, shouting out that he’d get even,
and that—that—"

The butler came to a stop suddenly,
and closed his mouth.

“Well, go on!” said Lennard.

“That—that’s all sir.”

“No, it isn’t all,” went on Lennard.
“Tell us exactly what Mr. Winterton
said; ‘his precise words, if you can
remember them. Did he threaten Sir
Howard?”

“Well, it sounded like 1t, sir.”

“Sounded like it—eh?” said Lennard.
“ Come along, Jevon, let’s have ithe exact
words. You surely must remember
them!”

“Very well,” said the butler.  What
Mr. Reginald said was this: ‘I'll be
back be%ore long, and if you don’t let
me have that money I'll—I’ll setltle you
for good!’ That’s what he said.”

The chief inspector exchanged signifi-
cant glances with Sexton Blake and
Tinker.

“Oh, Mr. Winterton said ihat, did
he?” said Lennard grimly. ‘“Arec you
sure they are the exact words, Jevon?”

“VYes, sir, the exact words,” said the
butler. ¢ Please don’t think too much
of them, sir,” he added pleadingly. *1I
could sce that Mr. Reginald had been
drinking, although I've never known him
to be like that before. He’s always so
good-tempered and kindly, siv. I can’i

] brought up the rear.

think what came over him last night to
speak in that way and to make such a
row. It was terrible, sir! But I'm sure
that Mr, Reginald didn’t do anything to
the master,” '
f “I hope your confidence in Mr.
Reginald will be justified,” said Lennara.
“Do you know anything else?”

‘“No, sir, nothing at all,” said the
old butler., “ But f;m certain that Mr.
Reginald is innocent.”

‘“If that is the case he has nothing io
fear,” said the chief inspector. * And
now I think we’ll go along and have a
look at the library. What do you say,
Blake?” :

“Just as you like,” said Sexton Blake,
“I'm only a spectator, yon know.”

As they walked towards the library,
Tinker managed to have a few words
with his master.

“What do you think of it, guv'nor?”
he asked softly.

“1 have really formed no opinion sn
far, Tinker,” replied Blake. “The facts
concerning Reginald Winterton are cer-
tainly very significant; but, after all, the
evidence 1s purely circumstantial. It is
quite possible that the young fellow will
be able to prove a perfect alibi. But
that remains to be seen. I shall be quite
interested to have a look at the library.
And here we are!”

They were ushered into the apartment
by Jevon, wha stoad aside and allowed
them to enter. Lennard and Blake went
first, and Tinker and Inspector Dawson
And they stood
just inside the door, locking at the room

eenly,

It was quite ovident thal a struggle
had taken place, for the furniture was
‘disarranged, and the carpet was decidedly
rucked up in one or two places. A pile
of papers on the desk lay scattered upon
 the floor, and here and there were somo
ominous bloodstaing. In one portion of
the carpet there was quite a large, ugly
patch. Here and there, spattered about,
| were other. bloodstains, some of them
actually beinr on the papers.

‘“Well, the mulﬁrer was very thought-
iul,” said Lennafd, after a moment or
two. ‘“He has left us some excellent
footprints, Blake. What do you think
of them? Quite clearly defined—eh ?”

“VYes,. unless they are Sir Howard’s,”
saidTﬁexton Blak?’. I o

“They’re not,” put in Inspector
Dawson. ‘‘I've already found that out,
sir, Sir Howard took a much larger size ;
and he was wearing slippers, too. These
footprints are those of a size eight bgot.
and the man was wearing rubber heels.”

“Yes, I can see that,” said Sexton
Blake, nodding. :

The footprints were, indeed, very clear,
It was almost as though the wearer had
been standing in mud, and had then stood
deliberately in the library for the express

urpose of leaving his trail behind.

cnnard walked forward, taki reat:
care not to disturb anything, and picked
up & knife from the table.

“We'd better leave everything as- it
is,” he remarked. ‘ We shall have the
draughtsman and photographer down
from the Yard before long, and there’ll
be an infernal row if tha rcom 1is dis-
turbed. So this is the knife—eh? Quite
an ugly-looking article.” .

He handled the knife very gingerly,
not because of any natural repugnance,
but because he did not want to disturb
any possible finger-prints. 1t was a large,
old-fashioned dagger, of a type that one
sees hanging upon a wall, probably with
another one to make a pair. It was un-
sheathed, and the bladl; revealed somo
significant stains. Lennard turned it
Luver, and then emitted a soft whistle,

“James!? he muttered. ‘Look at
thist?
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Sexton Blake went. to the chief in-; _
{ rather soft near the big glass doors.

spector’s side, and then understood the
reason for that soft whistle; for upon

the handle of the dagger wore some |

initials, carved into the hard ebony,
and these initials were “R. W.” Jevon
caught sight of the initials, and turned
sligttly pale. '

““May Heaven help the boy!” he
_muttered under his breath.

Lennard turned.

“Did you know that these initials were
on the knife, Jevon?"” he asked.

““No, sir,” said the butler. “I didn't
notice them when I picked the knife up.”

‘““ Well, without a doubt they are the
initials of Reginald Winterton,” said
Lennard grimly.
wether In a8 most satisfactory manner.”

“Dash it all, it’s a bit thick!” put in
Tinker. ‘‘Supposing that Winterton is
the murderer, he wouldn’t have been fool

cnough to leave this knife behind.” '

“That 1s exactly what I was thinking,"
said Sexton Blake smoothly.

Lennard looked round.

“Oh, I don't know,” he exclaimed.
“Murderers do queer things at times,
Blake. And Winterton doesn’t seem to
be the kind of fellow to do a job of this
kind deliberately. I don’t suppose there
was much in that threat of ﬁls, but he
came back between eleven and twelve to
try his luck’ again. He and Sir Howard
got talking, high words followed, and
then a scrap. Winterton probably
snatched up the knife, and the thing was
done in a jiffy. That's how murders are
committed sometimes—in hot blood.”

Sexton Blake nodded.

“I quite agree with you on the main
points, Lennard,” he said. * But you are
overlooking one or two facts, This knife
is Winterton’s, by the look of it, and
it is only reasonable to suppose that it
was brought here by the murderer. That
indicates premeditation. Again, as-
suming Winterton to be the criminal, and
assuming that he lost his head sufficiently
to leave the knife behind, why did he
take such a large amount of trouble to
dispose of the body? g you have it one
way, you can't have it the other. And I
maintain that if Winterton was calm
enough to drag the body out of the
library, then he was equally calm enough
to take the knife away and to destroy his
tracks.”

‘Exactly !” said Tinker.

Lennard grunted.

“It’s all very well {o talk iike that—
logic, and all the rest of it!” he growled.
“But we've got to go on facts, Blake.
And here the facts are as clear as day-
light. Winterton came here in the even-
ing, and had a row with Sir Howard.
He threatened to come back later on.
And now, this morning, the library is
found in this state, with blood all over
the show, and with this knife on the floor.
Sir Howard himself has vanished, and the
assumption 1s that he has been carried
away and hidden somewhere. And it's a
ten-to-one chance that he’s dead.” .

“1 quite agree with that,” said Sexton
Blake. “I think there 1s very little
doubt that Sir Howard is dead. But
supposing we go outside, and have a look
round? It is possible that we shall hit on
something of importance.”

They did not go through the French
windows, but turned, passed through the
hall, and then went round the house. It
was a roundabout way, but neither
Lennard nor Sexton Blake wanted to
destroy the footprints in the library. And
they were soon standing outside the
Irench windows upon the hard gravel
path. .

“H’m!” muttered the chief inspector.
“Threre’s plenty to look at here, any-
way!”

d'he gravel path extended right up to

‘“All this pieces to-

| chief inspector.
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the French windows, and the surface was

There were quite a number of footprints,
and some peculiar scraping marks, and,
here and there, some spots of dried blood.
Then curious scraping lines went right
down the path in an irregular fashion,
and came to a stop against a flower-bed.

“Well, one can read this quite easily,”
said Lennard, puckering his eyebrows.
“I should say that Sir Howard was
dragged out of the library, and then
along the path here. These marks were
made by his heels as he was pulled along.
What do you say, Blake?”

“Your surmise is probabl
said Sexton Blake. “The b
faken across that flower-bed, over the
grass, and then on to the other flower-

ed at the bottom. It is quite easy to
follow the trail.”

“ Ae easy as kissing your hand!” put
in Tinker. ,

There was no doubt that he was right.
The whole thing was obvious. A man
with onH' palf an eye could tell exactly
what had happened. The trail was clear.

The first Sower-bed near the French
windows was trampled on, and the
flowers and small bushes were smashed
and flattened down. The grass on the
lawn was quite short, but, despite this, it
was easy to see where the body had been
dragged. The little party went along,
examining the ground keenly.

They camoe to the flower-bed at the-
bottom, and this told the same story.
They went on, through a little shrubbery,
and then across a wide strawberry-bed.
There had been no attempt whatever to
conceal any tracks. Across the straw-
berry-bed was a distinct, wavering line,
where the murderer had dragged his
victim. The strawberry plants were
bruised and torn up and battered.

“Well, we're getting on,” said the
“Have you been out
here before, Dawson?”

“Why, yes, Mr. Lonnard.”

““And what conclusion have you
arrived at?”

*Well, it seems quite clear to me, sir,
that the body was dragged over towards
the lake,” said the police inspector.
“This trail leads direct to the water.
It's only a few yards farther now, any-
how."

At the boltom of the sirawberry-bed
there was a hedge, and a distinct gap
had been made. It was not a natural
gap, but one which had been literally
hacked out of the hedge. _

The little party passed through this
gap one after the other, and found themn-
selves upon a grassy slope which led
down to the water’s edge; and away in
front of them streiched the lake. It was
of quite a Trespectable size, and most
irregular in shape. It went round into
little unexpected corners, and here and
there were tiny islands. The banks on
nearly all sides were very thickly wooded.
In the summer-time the place would be a
paradise—a glorious spol for a quiet, cool
afternoon.

Sexton Blake and Lennard went down
to the edge of the water, and there tho
trail came to an end. Thero was not the
slightest doubt that the body had been
dragged to the spot, and had then cither
been placed in the water or into a boat.
As it happened, a punt was lying quite
near by. :

“Oh, there’s onc thing I want to tell
vou, sir,” said Inspector Dawson. “ We
found that punt floating about some little
distance away. Ii{ was among the reeds,
and had evidently been abandoned.
wa3s just about {o examine it when I
heard your car come.”

An examination of the punt proved:
to be very significant, for there wos

correct,””
y was then

blood upon it, clear and distinct. DBut,
beyond this, there was very little to be
seon, since the punt was quite dry, and
the boards smooth. But as Sexton Blake
was bending over it, he suddenly reachod
down and took something from betweeen
two of the boards. .
_ “What's that?” asked Lennard, look-
ing round.

“A cuff-ink—gold, and studded with
pearls,” said Blake. ‘“You'd better take
charge of it, Lennard. It'll probably be
useful for identification purposes.”

'{he chief inspector nodded. .

““Well, hang it all, there’s nothing in
this affair at all,” hé said bluntly. “It's
as plain as a pikestalff. This cuff-link is
obviously the property of young Winter-
ton. It's an expensive article. Every-
thing points to the fact that Winterton
is the murderer. And I'll bet a fiver to
& split pea that the body is in this lake at
the present moment.” )

“1 think there’s very little doubt about
that, sir,” said Dawson.  But whether
we shall ever recover the body is anothor
matter.”

“Oh;, I don't know,” said Lennard,
“I think you'd better get some of your
men to work, Dawson. Drag the lake
thoroughly——"'

I was thinking about the same thing,
sir, but I'm not sure whether we shall be
successful,” said the police inspector.
“I'm told that this lake is very, very
deep in parts—so deep that it’s difficult
to find the bottom. And it would cer-
tainly be impossible to drag at such a
depth. It’s my belief, Mr. Lennard, thas
the body was weighted somehow, perhaps
with some bricks or scrap-iron, and then
it was thrown overboard into the deepest
part of the lake. If that turns out to be
the case, 1t's very doubtful that wo shall
be able {o recover it.” -

“Well, we must do our best,” said
Lennard. “You'd better be getting busy
on the job, Dawson. Iu the meantime
I'll run over to Winterton’s place, and
have a few words with him. In fact, I
shall be compelled to place him under
arrest on suspicion. I'll take one of your
men with me.”

“ Yery good, sir,” said Dawson. * Mr.
Winterton lives at the Lodge, just aboub
two mtles away.”

Lennard nodded.

“Right!’ he said briskly. “I'll go
over there at once, and ma{e a fow in-
quiries. I can’t afford to waste any {ime
on a matter of this sort. Are you
coming, Blake?”

“Yes, if you have ro objeclion,’
Sexton Blake.

“Good!” grinned the chief inspeclor.
““Then we can use your car.”

They were soon off, but the journey
was only a short one. Millhurst Lodge,
the residence of Mr. Reginald Winterlion,
M.D., was a semi-modern mansiom, stand.
ing quite near {o the road. And as
Sexton Blako steered the car up the big
gravel drive towards the front door, a
young man lounged out from anothor
doorwvay, and slood looking on in a care-
less, indifferent kind of fashion. He was
very well dressed, and quite handsome 1
appearance. Lennard looked at hia
sharply.

“T rather fancy {hat’s our man!” he

’ said

multered. “And he seems cool enough,
by gad!”
The young fellow came forward,

regarding the visitors with interest.

Both Sexton Blake and Deteclive-
Inspeclor Lennard noticed one thing a%
the samo moment. The young man was
wearing a soft shirt of , some silken
malerial, and the left cuff was held by a
pearl-studded gold link. The other cuff
was loosc—the link was missing !

U. J.—No. 917,
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Lennard was quile blunt.

“Ave you Mr. Reginald Winterion,
juniors” he asked.

“Yes, thal's my name,’
“ Anything I can do for you?”

“T am Chief Detective-Inspector
Lennard, of Scotland Yard,” said the
C.LLD. man curtly. “YI am in this
district concerning the murder of Sir
Howard Westlake, and T am afraid it is
my duty to detain yon, Nr. Winterton.”

" Reggie laughed.

“Detain me'!” he exclaimed. *“ What
on carth for? You don’t suspect me.
surely ?”’

“I am very sorry, Mr. Winlerlon, but
the available evidence makes it impera-
tive that I should place you under
airest,” said the chief inspector. “1I
hope you will take it calmly, and with-
out any bother. If you are innocent of
this suspected crime, you have nothing
to fear.”

“I am innocent!” declared Winterton
promptly. “1 swear on oath that I
didn’t kill Sir Howard Westlake!”

“1 should advise you to say as litile as
possible, sir!"’ broke in Lennard. ‘' Take
my advice, and keep quiet. I warn you
that anything you say may be taken
down and used as evidence against you."’

There was no fuss and no bother.
Winterton allowed himself to be placed
under arrest, and he went off at once,
smiling and  apparently  cheerful.
Neither Sexton Blake nor Tinker could
Gutte understand his attitude.

“I helieve he's guilly, sir!”’ murmured
Tinker. ‘“When an innocent man’ is
arresled he gets a tlerrific shock, and
hecomes indignant, and all the rest of it.
A guilty man can take it in all sorts of
ways; he can either bluff it out, or
erumble to pieces, or appear indifferent.
It seems to me that the young chap is
guilty.”

*On the surface, it certainly seems that
such is the case,” said Sexton Blake.
“Bul 1 have an idea that there is some-
thing behind all this, Tinker. I do not
know why, but I am not satisfied with
the evidence. It i1s too obvious—too
plain and straightforward. There are
many queslions which are puzzling me.
Would a murderer really leave so many
traces? Would he allow himself to be
given away so completely? And why
were there no shouts in the night? Why
did the servants hear nothing? It is very
puzzling, I must confess.”

And, before long, the evidence was
even stronger, Kor it only needed a few
imquiries at Millhurst Lodge to ascer-
tain the fact that Reggie Winterton had
been out late the previous night---and
hie had not come home until nearly three

r

he said.

am. He had then been in a wild,
dishevelled state.
Lennard gained  this information

from one or two of the servants, who had
been aroused by young Winterton‘s re-
turn.  Reggio ha(f refused to give any
account of himself to these servants, and
had appeared to be dazed and bewildered.

In fact, from first to last, there was
absolutely cast-iron evidence that Reggie
Winterton junior had committed the
‘murder. There was not a single Joop-
hole of escape. There was no other way
to think., Every clue—every indication —
led to the conclusion that Reggie had
murdered Sir Howard Westlake

“I'm afrvaid it’s been rather a wild
goose chase for you, old man,” said Len-
nard, addressing Sexton Blake.
“There’s no mystery about this affair -
no intricate details such as you gloat in.
It's as clear as daylight from start to
finish—a crime of hot blood, I should
ray. And Reginald Winterton is the
inurderer.
and there will be no cscape.

U. J.' 'N(). 917.

It’s not

The net is lightly round him, }

merely a2 question of circumsiantial
evidence, but--—" -
Lennard was inftermpted at this

moment by the arrival of My. Reginald
‘Winterton senior. He had just come
down from London by car, having Leard
the news concerning his netghbour
hour or so earlier. And when hi‘m learned

that his son had been placed under arrest |

he nearly had an apoplectic Hit.

Mr. Winferton, M.P. was a big, stout-
ish man of about fLifty. His face was
clean-shaven, except for an iron-grey
moustache, and he wore gold-rimnied
pince-nez. It 1ook him some time to re-
cover from the shock, and then he wus
boiling with fury.

“ Confound your infernal blunderin
he exclaimed fiercely. “By gud! You
will hear more of this! You must be
absolutely mad to arrest my son on such
a charge! e and Sivr Howard wcere the
very hest of friends, and it is absolulely
preposterous to assume——"

“Please calin yourself, Mr. Winter-
ton,” broke in Lennard. T can assure
you that I thought very carefully before
placing your son under arrest. Yqu do
not know ihe details, or yon wouldynot
speak In this way. The evidence against

11?

your son is of an overwhelming natlure
1

“Rubbish !’ chouted Mr. Winterton.
““Nonsense!”

But he altered his tone when all the
facte had been laid before him. :

Mr. Winterton was staggered by that
Jlong list of deadly facis. I'vom first to
Jast the evidence all pointed to young
Winterton as the murderer. Reggie had
quarrelled with Sir Howard—threatened
to return. He had bcen away from home
during the hours of eleven o'clock and
three a.m. He had returned in a state
which was obviously an excited one. Sir
Howard had heen missing in the mom-
ing, and the library at Westlake Manor
had been in a state of disorder, '

On the top of all this there was the
fact that the knife found in the library
was the property of young Winterton.
It was one of a pair, and the fellow
knife was hanging in Reggic’s own
private den. There were the foolnrints,
the cufi-links—everything, in fact. It
was one long succession of posilive,
established facts. By all appearances,
Reginald Winterton junior was a doomed
man; nothing could @aave him from the
scaffold.

Winterlon senior was distracted almost
beyond words. He was staggeired—
dazed. This blow had come 1o him
suddenly; he had never expected any-
thing like it. He sat in Ins chair,
crumpled up, almost a shadow of his
former self.

But then, suddenly. he pulled himself
together and rose to his feet. '

“AIr. Blake. you are not connecled
with the official police,” he exclaimed
huskily. “ Will you look into this case
for me? Will you accept my commission
to investigate the matter thoroughly, in-
side and -out? In spite of all the evidence,
I am convinced that some terrible mis-
tako has heen made. I cannot belicve
that Reggie would do this thing. 1 do
not think he is capable of it. Aund, in
my heart, I believe that he is innocent.
Will you do vour beat to help him?®”

Sexton Blake shrugged his shoulders.

“Really, Mr. Winterton, I fail to see
that I can be of any use,” he said. ‘ You
would only be incurring needless ex-
pense in employing mae on a case of this
kind. Tho evidenceo is ahsolutely deadly.
If T do investigate, as you wish, it 1s
more than probable that the results of
my inquiries will be to condemn your
gon even more thoroughly.”

“In that case, Mr. Blake, I shall not
grumble,” said Mr. Winterlton brokenly.
“II my son has really committed this

[3

an !

I

[ committe

crime, then he will receive no pity from
me. I cannot helieve it. All I want is
the truth~tho absolute truth. And 1 -
am safisfied that you wiil be able to dis-
cover the truth. You ean name any feo
you.wish, Mr. Blake, i you will only
consenl. to investigate. You are here--
on the spot—and I urge you to do every-
thing that is humanly possible.” :
. " Very well, Mr. Winterton, I will look
into the matler,” said Sexion Blake
quietly. ** But Y must ask vou not to
rely on me too much. I will do every-
thmg I can, but more than that T cannot
say.

Before Mr. Winterton could reply the
telephone-bell rang. He lified the re-
ceiver from its hook, and then turned
to Chief Detective-Inspector T.ennard.

“IL 3s Inspeclor Dawson,” he said.
“He wishes to speak to you, Mr. Len-
nard.”

Lennard nodded, crossed to tho 'p! one,
and placed the receiver to his ear. He
listened intently for a few moments, and
then, in a mechanical way, he nodJed.

“All right., Dawson, I'll come over at
once,” he said at last. * Don’t interfere
with anything.”

He hung up the receiver and turned
round. .

““The bo:ly hae been found!” he said

grimly. *Tt was in the lake, just as we
expecled, Blake. I must go over at
once.

The body of Sir Howard Westlake had
been found!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

- ‘‘ Qive Vie 2 Matchbox !’
NSPECTOR DAWSON was wailing
near the bank of the lake when
Sexton Blake and Tinker and the
Scotland  Yard man appeared.
And near by something lay on the
ground—something which was covered
with a travelling mﬁ. The newcomers
needed no lelling what that something
was. And the policé inspector was look-

ing rather shaky. '

“How did you find it, Pawson?’’ asked
Lennard bluntly.

““Oh, no difficulty, sir,” said Dawson.
“I took out a small boat with one of the
constables, with the intention of making
a brief survey of the lake. And we were
in the west corner when I noticed some-
thing tangled up among the 1eeds. Wo
altered our direction at once. and soon
discovered that 1t was Sir Howard’s
hody. We brought it ashore at once, and
laid it down there. I should say he was
dead before he entered the water, A,
Lennard.”

‘‘Stabbed?” asked I.ennard.

“Yes, sir—in the back.”

Lennard turned to Sexion Blake.

“I’m afraid your investigations are not.
going to help Mr. Winterton much.” he
said. _“I don’t see what you can do in
this case, Blake. Mazn alive, you musi
know that it’s absolutely impossible to
clear the young fellow! He’s guilty—he

(fthe murder. Tlere’s no other
way to think.”

Sexton Blake nodded.

“So it appears, Lennard—s& it
appears,” he said thoughtfully. ‘“But
supposing we have a look at the body*™

It was rather a gruesome business, ex-
amining all that remained of Sir Howard
Westlake. There was not the slightest
doubt that the dead man was the baronet.
Inspector Dawson recognised him at
once. The body had also been identified
by Jevon, the butler, and two or threo
other servants.

Lennard did not spend very much time
on his examination. He mdérely satisfied
himself that Sir Howard had bheen
stabbed, as Dawson had said, and he
came to the conclusion that the baronet
had died as a result of that stab, In
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short, he had been dcad before being just what was wrong. It was tco plain—

pitched into the lake. :

“Well, this clears it up completely,”
sald Lennard at length. ‘ There’s no.
need for us to laook any farther.”

“On the contrary,” said Sexton Blake,
#1 think the case 18 more complicated.”

“What do you mean?” :

““My dear Lennard, consider all the
facts,” said Blake quietly. ‘“If we accept
them as they stand, then we must also
accept the fact that Reginald Winterton
is a most unusual type of murderer—
that, in fact, he committed this crime
and did everything humanly ‘possible to
get himself arrested.” . .

“I don't quite follow that,” said
Lennard. ' :

“ But, my dear man, you must!” went
on Sexton Blake. *To begin with, Win-
terton openly quarrelled with Sir
Howard. He even uttered threats as he
passed out through the hall—tihreats
which all the servants heard. And when
he lefi his own home, late at night, -he
did so, not in a stealthy manner, but in
quite the opposite way. Two or three
of the servants saw him depart, and at
least two of them saw him come back.
If Winterton had chosen, he could have
avoided this. He could have left his
bed-room secretly, and he could have
retumn secretly. And there would
have been no evidence that he had been
absent during the night.

““While he was at the Manor here, ho
not only left distinct footprints, but also
left behind a dagger bearing his initials.
He then brought the body down to this
lake and cast-1t-into the water, carelessly
leaving one of his cuff-links in doing so.
And, mstead of disposing of Sir Howard
in the most obvious way—by attaching
weights to the body— he merely placed
it in the water, so that it would float.
My dear Lennard, you cannot get away
fromn the facts, and they are very
peculiar. If Reginald Winterton is the

murderer, then I can only say that he{ po

13 anxious to have a rope placed round
his neck.” ' L

The chief inspector scratched his head.

“Yes, it certainly does seem a bit
queer,” he admitted. * But, dash it all,
Blake, there’s nothing elsa.to think! It's
the only possible conclusion we can arrive
at. Here are the facts, as plain as
possible, I can only assume that Win-
terton was either mad with rage or in-
toxicated.  The latter is probably the
real truth. Being under the influence of
drink, he would not realise exactly what
he was doing, although he was quite
sober enough to commit the murder, and
to bring the body down to the lake. 1t
was the details he overlooked.”

‘I should like to have a word with the

oung man,” said Sexton Blake thought-
gully.' “Do you think it would be
possible for me to have a little private
talk, Lennard? ~ He has not actually been
charged with the murder yet, and——"’

“Yes, yes; you can have a chat with
him if you want to,” said the Scotland
Yard man. * He isn’t far away—merely
in the-local lock-up. T'll scrawl a few
words on the back of one of my cards, if
it would be of any use to you.”

‘*“Thanks very much, Lennard,” said
Sexton Blake. “I will take advantage
of yvour offer.”

It only took the chief inspector a few
moments to scribble the few words.
Blake transferred this into his own waist-
caat-pocket, and then stood looking
thoughtfully at the body.
now in close conversation with Inspector
Dawson. And Tinker, who was standing
by, watched his master., For Tinker
knew that Sexton Blake was not satisfied.
Tinker could see that the famous detec-
tive was troubled by doubt., The evi-
dence was plain’ enough, but that was

Lennard was’

too obvious.
After a moment or two Sexton Blake

went down on his knees, and lifted Sir:

Howard’s right hand.
the detective bent closer.
back the dead man’s fingers, and looked
up at Tinker. "

“Give me a matchbox, young ’un,”
he said briskly.

“ A matchbox?” repeated Tinker, with-
out comprehending.

“Yes. If you don't happen to have
an empty one, turn the matches out,”
said Sexton Blake. “There is some-
thing here that might De of use to us.”

Tinker was rather mystified, but he
lost no time in carrying out Sexton
Blake's instructions. He took a match-
box from his cket which was very
nearly empty. Tinker removed the loose
matches and stuffed them into his

pocket,
open, my lad,” said

Then suddenly

“Leave the box
Sexton Blake,

A moment later the contents of the
matchbox were of a very peculiar nature.
Sexton Blake closed it and slipped it into
his  pockét, then proceeded with his ex-
amination, frowning thoughtfully, but
giving no sign of iis thoughts {)'y his
expression,

He rose to his feet after a while, and
then stood looking out abstractedly
across the lake. Everything seemed very
peaceful and quiet, and it could hardly be.
realised that a grim tragedy had been
enacted only a few short hours earlier.

“Well, Blake, found anything fresh?”
asked Lennard, with a smile.

“I was just looking at the water,”
said Sexton Blake. ‘Do you notice that
there is a certain current. No doubt
they are caused by streams which flow

into the lake at various places. I under-]

stand the body was found over yonder.
in tho west corner?” added the detective,
mting. ; '
“That’s right, sir,” said Inspector
Dawson. “Just over there, among those
reeds, right under the high bank.’
. "H’'m1
Blake,
. €8 Eh?
pard. _
“I cannot quite understand why the
body should have drifted to that particu-
lar comer,” said Sexton Blake.
“ According to the currents—as I have
watched them—tho body ought to have
drifted east. ‘“We can hardly assume
that the murderer placed the body in
that exact spot among the reeds. It
evidently drifted there; but, in that case,
it could never havo been placed in the
water from this side, or from the centre.”

The Scotland Yard man shrugged his
shoulders.

“I don’t see that that’s of any import-
ance, anyway,” he said. ‘“It’s neither
here nor there, Blake.”

" But Sexton Blake evidently thought
differently.

“ Do you mind if we go out in the boat,
and have a scout round the lake?” he
asked. ‘I have rather a funcy to look at

What's peculiar?” said Len-

1 the exact spot where the body was

found.” _

“By all means,” said Lennard.
as you like, old man.”

Threo or four minutes later, Sexton
Blake and Tinker were seated in a small
boat, and Tinker was rowing out towards
the centre of the lake.

“What’s the idea, guv'nor?” asked
Tinker, when . they were out of earshot
of the shore. :

“Well, for one thing, Tinker, I wanted
to have a few words with you in
private,” said Blake. ‘‘And I am really
anxious to look at the place where Sir
Howard’s body ywas discovered. I can-

[ {3 Do

He forced |

‘| asallant.

Very peculiar!” murmured

not quite make all the pieces of this
puzzle fit together. There is a mistake
somewhere—a fault. I want to lay my
finger on it, if I possibly can.”

““What was it .you put in the match-
box, sir?” asked Tinker curiously,

“Ah, yes,” said Blake. *Wps will ox-
amine our find now, Tinker, free from
observation. You must rest on your oars
foz'-r a f{ew momexcllts.”

inker osased rowing, and Sexton
Blake took the matchbgox out of his
pocket. He opened it, and emptied its
contents on to the pilm of his hand,
There was practically no wind blowing, so
he could do this in perfect safety, ' Tinker
bent forward, and was not particularly
struck by what he saw. A tiny plece of
some whitish substance, which looked
like paper, and a few hairs. Just this,
and nothing more.

“Well, that’s o fat lot!” he remarked,
with a sniff,

“Not much to look at, Tinker, but of
very great importande, unless I gm mis-
taken,” said Sexton Blake. *I found
these clutched in Sir Howard’s right
hand. A few hairs, and a small piece of
court-plaster,” :

“Court-plastor?” echoed Tinker, in
surprise.

“ Exactly |” said Blake, “I have been
attempting to reconstruct the erime, and

I imagino that Sir Howard wag struck
down from behind. But after :Lo fatal
blow had been delivered, the victim

staggered round, and clutched at his
That, after . all, ‘is quite
natural, and what one would expect,
Incidentally, Sir Howard clutched the
murderer’s head, and his fingers scraped
down the man’s face. Then his hand
closed in death, still retaining possession
of these significant scraps.”

Tinker looked at Sexton Blake's palm
with renewed interest.

“Those hairs seem to be groy, sir,” he
remarked. ‘‘What do you make- of
that?” ' :

“It is very singular,” said the great
detective. “ As we knoiv, Reginald Win-
terton does not possess one grey hair in
his head; he's only a youngster. There-
fore, these hairs did not come from his
scalp. But surely they came from the
murderer’s? If wo accept this evidence,
Tinker, wo must come to the conclusion
that Winterton is not guilty.”

Tinker looked rather startled.

“ But, dash it all, sir; there isn't much
to go upon here!” he protested. * Just
a few hairs and a tiny piece of court-
plaster? Evidence of that kind wouldn’s
save Winterton’s neck.”

“I am not so sure, Tinker,” said
Blake. “It is tho trivial, unimportant
details such as this which really count.
They arve not really trivial and unim-
portant; they only appear to be so.
Actually, they are of the most supreme
significance. I am afrald Lennard is
rather too prone to overlook the details,
and to be satisfied with what he sees on
the surface. But it is a very unsafe plan
to take the obvious for granted.”

Tinker was rather excited now.

“ But—but what dces this mean, sir?”
he asked. ‘‘ And why didn’t Mr. Lenrnard
find these hairs, and the piece of court-
plaster?”

“Simply because Lennard did not
think it worth while lookihg for them,”
said Blake grimly. “ILennard has come
to the conclusion that young Winterton
is guilty, and there is quite sufficient evi-
dence to hang Master Reginald. But is
that evidence true? That is what we
have to find out, Tinker. And, as a beo-
ginning, I am inclined to think that
there 1s something very fishy about the
whole business. Where could Sir

U. J.—No. 917,
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Howard have clutched these grey hairs?
It 1s obvious that he seized them at the
moment o% his death, otherwise they
'would not be held so tightly in his grip.
Jt is equally obvious that the hairs do
not belong to Winterton.”

. “And what about the court-plaster,.

sir?”’ -

“That is a very important point,”
replied Sexton Blake. “I judge that the
murderer—taking it for granted that
Winterton is not guilty—I judge that the
murderer had cut hjs face-—probahly in
shaving—and had affixed a small portion
of court-plaster. The position of this
cut, I should imagiie, is somewhere near
the ear, against the cheekbone. And Sir
Howard, when he seized the hair, dis-
lodged the .piece of court-plaster and
clutched it ip his hand.”

“ Qughtn’t you to have shown these
hairs to Leunard?’’ he asked. '

“ Stricily speaking, yes,” replied
Blake. *‘*But Lennard examined the
body before I did, aifd since ho did

~niot choose to make his examinalion a
thorough one, I shall. take my tiime.
Now, you'd better get busy with those
oars again.”’ : :
+Tinker picked them up, and the boat
was‘soon down the lake towards the west
corner. Ior the most part, this was
blocked up with reeds, water-lilies, and
eo forth. .

The lake wag rather curiously formed
just here. The bank wae- very steep—
mdeed, it was almost a cliff, rising up for
perhaps ten feet. At the top there were
many trees, and a low wooden fence.
'The fence had apparenily been erected
as a safeguard, 1 case somebody slum-
bled. along tﬁrough the treces in ‘a
thoughtless manner, - :
* Tinker managed the boat nimbly, and
gent it_gliding along towards the desired
spot. In order to do so, it was necessary
to pass this cliff-like bank fairly closely,
and ‘Sexton Blake was examining his
surroundinge  with inteniness and
interest. , :

* And quite abruptly the detective held
up his hand. '

+ 4 Wait, Tinker—wait!’ he
abruptly. ¢ Pull back, if you can}!”’

Tinker ceased rowing, wondering what
was the matter. And he found that
Sexton Blake was staring up at the low
clif. Midway between the top of the
bank and the water a short, jagged root
grojected. Its edge was quite sharp, and
Sexton Blake was gazing fixedly at this.

“What's the game, sir?’ asked

Tinker.
. “ Possibly I am mistaken, but I wish
to make sure,” replied Sexton Blake.
“ Bring the boat in near, Tinker—right
up to the bank. The water is quite
dreep ’here, and there are no obstruc-
tions.”.

Tinker obeyed orders, and at last the
"boat rested flush against the cliff. Tinker
held it in position by grasping a bush
which- grew out of the bank. Sexion
Blake rose to his feet in the boat, steady-
mg himself by placing -one hand against
the cliff. Then %e looked upwards.

He was.now immediately beneath that
projecting. root—-which was only a foot
or so out of his reach. And when Blake
bhad looked down at Tinker, there was a
gleam in his "eyes. Tinker knew what
that gleam meant—it was only to be seen
when Sexion ‘Blake had made an im-
poriant discovery. -

“ What is, it, sir?” asked Tinker

cagerly.

* Splendid, Tinker—splendid!’ said
Blake softly. ‘“ We _are getting on,
young ’un. We are doing famously!
This discovery is the most 1mportant of
all, and it will probably lead to others.

““But I haven't seen - any discovery
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said

yel !’ prolested Tinker, in an aggrieved
voice. -

“X am 10 a better position than you
are, my lad,” replied Blake. * Do you
see this root ¥’ .

“Yes, sir! . What of it ?”

“The end of it is quile spiky and
jagged,”’ wenl on Sexton Blake. *‘‘ And
adie‘ring to the spike, Tinker, are some
shreds of cloth.” =~ =& .

Tinker opened his eyes.

“You—you mean - that
climbed down?” he asked. _

“ Not at all,”” said the famous delec-
tive, I mean something very different,
young "un. In fact, Sir Howard West-
lake’s body was brought to that fence
above, and flung down into the lake.”

“ Great Scott!’ ejaculated- Tinker,
s@art’led. “ How—how do you know that,
sir '

‘ There can be no doubt on the point,
Tinker., You may have noticed that Sir
Howard was wearing a Norfolk suit
made of a reddish brown tweed-- quite a
distinglive colour.. And here, altached
to this spike, there are some shreds of
ihat reddish brown cloth. Sir Howard
was brought {o this spot, and flung into
the lake over that fence you see above.”

Tinker looked somewhat béwildered.

‘““ But—Dbut if this is’ the case, sir, then
all that. other evidence is faked!” he
exclaimed. *‘‘ Those tracks leading from
the library down to the lake—"' .

“ Undoubted!y the evidence is fuked,”
interruplted Sexton Blake grimly. I
suspecied that from the very first. The
very nature of the evidence, Winterlqu's
atlitude -when he was -arrested—every-
thing, in fact, struck me as being false.
We have not hit upon, the right note
| yet, Tinker; there is still a chord which
jars upon nie considérably. “Bit ‘perhaps
we ‘shall ind out the truth if ‘we only
persisi in our efforis’ - S

“ Well. you've done a lot already,”’
said Tinker., “If-it's a fact that Sir
Howard wa# thrawn over this fence into
the lake, then it stands to reason that
_Wiiltertgn didn’'t commit the murder,
and- :

“ Not exactly,” interrupled Blake.
“ Winterton, could just as easily have
tirown the body inlo the lake at this
point as at any other point. But he did
not comnit the crime. 1 am convinced
of that—and I am quite glad, now, that
I accepted the commission of the boy’s
father. There is a great deal more
behind this affair than we know of at
present.” '

** And whatl’s the next move to be,
sir?”’

somebody

 that he and Tinker were quite alone in
this quiet corner’ of the lake. 'They were
not under observation from any point.

And the famour deteclive turned to
 Tinker, and nodded rather grimly.

“‘ The nexl move, my lad, is to get lo
the top of this bank ¥’ he said. *‘I mean
to have a look at that fence, and the
surrounding ground. It is quite possible
lthat our search will not be entirely fruit-
f less.’

It was not a difficult maiter for them
lo get to the top of the little chff. Tinker
edged the boat along until it arrived at
a-spet where the bank sloped down, and
where it was easy for the pair to jump
out. The boat was tied to the branc
| of an overhanging tree, and made secure.

Sexton Blake and Tinker walked up
along the bank. The ground rose sharply,
and 1t had evidently not been trodden by
the foot of man for many a day. Big
irees grew all round, and the ground was
smothered with dead leaves, twigs, and
similar rubbish. And presently the ]ﬂu'r
encountered a wooden fence. They
climbed this, and then found theniselves
) upon a road. It was nol a mam road,

Sexton Blake glanced round, and saw |
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but merely a by-lene, with an indifferent
surface.

‘I don’t quile see where we
remarked Tinker.

“You will in a moment, my bhoy,”
said Blake. ‘' Seo—this is the exact
spot !’

They had continued their way along,
now skirting the fence closely. And, as
Sex{on Blake spoke, he leaned over the
t rail and looked down. Immediately
below lay the waters of the lake, and
that jagged stump with the tiny shreds
of cloth clinging to it, could he dis-
tinctly seen. '
. “You wilt now observe why this fonca
18 necessary,’”” said Sexton Blake ¢ This
is a public highway, Tinker, and it was
essential that some profection should be
provided. . The lake, you see, comes
practically up to the road—bul at a
much Jower level No, don’{ stand therve
—keep back, Tinker!’

Tinker stepped back haslily, and Sex-
{on Blake went forward in a gingerly
way, examining the ground closely as ho
oroceeded  And then suddenly Sexton

lake uttered an exclamation

are, sir,”’

“0-ho! What shall we see here?’ ho
murmured. ‘* Look, Tinker -use your
eyes! 'These grasses and weeds havo
been recently trodden down and dis-
turbed. And I have no doubt--— By
Janies?’ o -

Sexton Blake went down on his hands
and knees, and he stared closely at the
grass. He looked up with gleaming eyes,
and there was a light of {riumph
them. .

‘* Blood stains, Tinker !’ he said softly.
“Can youn see them—three, at lcast!
Down here, right in the grass!”

‘ My only hat!” ejaculated Tinker.

He watched his master eagerly, and
with a ccrtain amount of fascination.
For Sexton Blake was like a hound on
the trail. Active, alert, and intensely
alive. Here and there the great detec-
iive searched, occasionally bringing inio
use a powerful magnifying lens. Ho
furned over blades of grass one by oie.
He examined the ground underneaih.
And all the time he was humniing softly
1o himsel'{-—humming a ‘tune out of an
opera which he and Tinker had heard the
previous week. Dut this was quite un-
conscious on Blake's part. He was abso-
 lutely wrapped up in what he was dolig.

‘“Do you see these?’ he rapped oui
suddenly. ‘‘ Shreds of cloth—reddish
brown! Nol in one place, Tiuker, but in
dozens—clinging {o the rough edges of
the woodwork. There is only one possible
conclusion to arrive at.”

““You're right, sir!’ panted Tinker,
now thoroughly -exciled,.
body must have been hoisted over this
fence, and probably assisted with a heave.
Its clothing scraped along the top bar

and-—"’ . :

“ Exactly !’ said Sexton Blake. “ You
are quite right, Tinker. Sir Howard's
body was brought to this spot, and rested
‘upon this fence., and then pushed over.
During its fall to the river it struck that
projecting root below, thus providing us
with a certain clue.”

- PBut what does il mean, sir?’’ asked
Tinker. * It's all a puzzle—-"’ '

““ Dear me!”’ interrupted Sex{on Blake.
““ Another find, Tinkér—and a very pro-
mising one this time! Quile a nice little
silver pencil—what do you think 7¥

Sexton Blake held up something he
had just taken from beneath a thick tuft
of grass. Aud Tinker could see it was a
small, engraved silver pencil. There
were no initials upon it, or anything to

rove who its owner could have been,
.but, without a doubt, it was a find.
Blake handled it -iingerly—--as gingerly
as a photographer handles a wet plate.

(Continued on page 14.)

“ Sir Howard’s
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“ 'm not going to tell you anything
—not a single word !" (Puge 14.)
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Blake’s knee ca;po g{:) into his back. : / (Page 12)
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He carefully wrapped the pencil up in his
handkerchief and stowed it away.

“ Why are you afraid to touch it, sir?”
asked Tinker curiously. ’

“My dear fellow, surely you do not
need any enlightenment on that point?”
said Sexton Blake. ‘It is. more than
possible that thisgpencil has some finger-
prints upon it—invisible to us now, but
quite visible after a certain process has
heen gone through. I will examine the
pencil later at my leisure. For the
present we will continue our little
wnvestigation,”

Sexton Blake rose to his feet, and then
mmoved off slowly down the road, keepin
to tho grass border. Tinker himself
could seo vory little—the grass looked all
the same to him. But Tinker had an
1dca that Sexton Blake could see more—
tho famous detective's eyes were keen,

1

9

and he could follow the trail. §

“Yes, my dear Tinker, we are gettin
much warmer—distinctly warmer!” sai
Blake, as he moved slowly along. “The
body was dragged along this way. Don'¢
you see how 519 grass is disturbed and
flattened? It was dragged along—-
Hallo! What is this? Dear, dear! The
arass in this spot tells us quite & long
story!” ,

‘Sexton Blake had come to a halt, and
he was now staring down at the grass
¢losely and intenﬂ{. And eveh Tinker
could see that a ‘s ruﬁgte of some kind
had taken place on this particular spot.
There were a good many weeds growing,
and these were lying scattered about,
brujsed, broken, and squashed.-

Blake was soon on his knees, making
a elose examination, And he found, not
on3 blood stain, but many. And in one
particular spot therg was 2 large damp
patch ‘on the ground which told its own
grim story, o an ordinary passer-by
these stains would not have been seen—
indced, they were only obvious when one
subjected &19 grass to a close, minute
scruliny.

Anybody happening to pass along the
lano would never suspect anything—
would take no notice of the fact that the
grass at the side of the road happened
to Lo flattened down in one particular
spot. Such a thing ‘was of no special
significance, and would not call for any
closo attention. :

But Sexton Blake had been following
tho trail tenaciously, and theso appar-
cently insignificant details became highly
important, Tinker could see it, too.

‘After a while Blake turned round,
walked into the road, and looked up and
down. ~Not a soul was in sight, for this
lane was quiet and little frequented.
Blake gazed down at the road’s surfaco
keenly, walked along for several paces,
and then returned. Apd he nodded to
himself once or twice. :

“Yes, Tinker, I can reconstruct the
tragedy with a fair amount of accuracy,
T think,” he said, as though speaking to
himself. ‘‘The whole thing 1s clear; I
can read the story

l]'xUSt as it took place.”
““That’s more than I can do, sir,”
said Tinker. -

“ A motor came along this road,” went
on Sexton Blake musingly. * Whether
it- contained . Sir Howard or the mur-
derer—or both—I don’t know. But the
car certainly came along, and it stopped
here, at this exact spot.. It was not a
heavy car, but probably a light two-
senter, Assuming that Sir Howard was
in it, he got out and walked on to the
grass. And then he was struck down—
obviously from behind. .

““ And the murderer, I should think,
was a man with grey hair, and with a

atch of court-plaster on his cheek. We
cnow that much, at least, Tinker. But
as to his actual identity, and why he
killed Sir Howard, is still a mystery.
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After committing the crime the mur.
derer dragged his victim along the grass,
and then pitched him over the fence into
the lake. And I should say this took
place after the other evidence had bcen
faked up.” '

“You are quite sure it was faked,
then?” asked Tinker.

“Positive, my lad—absolutely Bosi-
tive!” said Sexton Blake grimly. By
all appearances young Winterton is the
victim of a plot, but we do not know
that yet. I must pursue my inquiries
closely, and without any loss of time.”

‘““And what will be the next item on
the programme, guv’'nor?”’ .

‘”&!e must Jose no time in interviewing
M:. Reginald Winterton junior,” replied
Sexton Blake.. “He may be sble to
supply the missing link in the chain.
We must know what he was doing last
night; we must know his movements
during his absence from home. It is
most unportant that we should have the
full story, and not a collection of scraps.
If Winterton will only be quite frank
with us it is possible that we shall soon
get to the bottom of the mystery.”

“And we are going to the police-
ata.t%g now?”’ asked Tinker.

-“ At once!” replied Blake orisply.

. THE FOURTH CHAPTER-
5 This is no Joking Matter !
¢ ELL, Mr. Sleuthhound, any-

‘)‘/ thing fresh?” inquired Chief

Detective-Inspector Lennard,

as Sexton Blake and Tinker
wallced briskly round Westlake Manor
towards the front drive. -

Blake had come to fetoch his car, for
he wanted to get to the
without any. loss of time. And Lennard
was smiling cheerfully as he mef the
palr. ) S

“T have made one or two discoveries,
certainly,” said Sexton Blake. *“But I
will not tell you of these now, Lennard.
I am particularly anxious to interview
young Winterton, and I am going round
to the lock-up at once,”

Tho C.I.D. man stared.

“You've made one or two dis-
coveries?” he . asked curiously. ¢ Look
here, Blake, you can’t bluff me! This
affair is as olear as daylight. Winterton
killed Sir Howard—and you know it!""

Sexton Blake shrugged his-shoulders.
- %71 will admit that the evid?nce against
Winterton is very strong,” he said.
“But we have not got to the end of the
case yet, Lennard. Don’t be too sure
of your man, that’s all I’ve got to say
at the moment. It is highly probable
that '],: shall give you a surprise before

long. .

Agnd Sexton Blake and Tinker walked
away, leaving the- Scotland Yard man
staring after them.

They were soon in their car, and the

journey to the local police-station was |
Armed with the chief:

only a short one.
inspector’s card, Sexton Blake knew that
he would have no difficulty in obtaining
a private interview with the prisoner.

d Blake was right,

When the little police-station +was
reached it was only necessary to produce
Lennard’'s card, and the pair were at
once permitted to enter Reginald Win-
terton’s cell. It was not really a cell
strictly speaking, but a quite comfortable
little room at the rear of the police-
station.

The sergeant ushered Sexton Biake in,
and he closed the door afier them;
whether he would remain outside was
the question, but Blake did not care
whether this happened or not.

¢ Good-morning, Mr. Winterton !” said
Sexton Blake. “You have met meo

before this morning, I think. My name

lice-station-

{ thinc—not a single word.

i3 Sexton Blake, and I have hLeen com-
missioned, by your father to look into this
affair—-"'

“That’s

] jolly decent of the dad!” said
Reginald eV

interton cheerfully. “ And
I'm very Sleased to meet you, Mr. Blake.
I've heard of you many a time. And this
young gentleman, I assume, is Tipker”
How do, Mr, Tinker? Plcased to make
your acquaintanoe !” "

Reggic was quite calm ahd collected,
and he regarded his visitors with an
amused light in his eyes.

_He had never imagined that such a
distinguished man as Sexton Blake would
be engaged upon the case, This was
altogether too rich for words! But, in
o way, Winterton was rather sorry; he
had not wanted to drag a famous private
detective into the hoax.

“I do not think you rcalise your posi-
tion, Mr. Winterton,” said Sexton Blako
quietly. “The evidence against you is
of an overwhelming nature, ‘and the
police are quite convinced that they havo
got hold of the right man. If it is pos-
sible, they will prove their case—and you
will go to the gallows!”

.“I'm not worrying at all, Mr. Blake,”
he said easily. Xnd I wish you wouldn’t
take any lfpart in the case; I'd much

refer it if you dropped out altogether.

don’t want to offend you, or anything
of that sort; but I didn't commt this
murder, so I'm not worrying. @ Why
should I worry? I'm .innocent—and
there’s no need for an innocent man to
be alarmed just because he happens to be
placed under arrest,”

Sexton Blako looked grim.

“I'm afraid that view of yours, Win-
terton, is not a wise one,” ‘he said. ‘I
has happened before in the annals of
crime¢ that an innocent man has been
hanged by mistake. o Personally, I ani
oonvinced of your innocence—"

“What?’ ejaculated Winterton, start-
ing, “ You—you don’t beliecve me guilty,
Mr, Blake?” ' '

“I know that
Blake smoothly.

The young man stared.

“But—but the evidencc!” he ex-
claimed. ‘“It’s as black as night!
Everything is against me right from the
very beginning to the end! According
to that evidence, I haven't got a single
loophole of escape.”

exton Blake nodded. -

“Precisely, if we only take the. evi-
dence which the police Ku\-e' go far dis-
covered,” he said. “But we will not

ess that matter now, Mr. Winterton.

have been commissioned by your father
to prove that you are innocent, and if
I am to be successful I must have your
co-operation.  In other words, you must
be perfectly frank with me.”

Reggie sﬁook,his head.

“I'm very sorry, Mr. Blake, but I
can’t say anything !’ \he replied. ‘

“You refuse to give your own account
of the affair?”’ asked Blake.

“I'm sorry—yes.”.

“Come, come, Winterlon! That is a
very hasty decision,” said Sexton Blake.
“I want you to tell me what you were
doing during the night. You left your
father’s house between eleven and twelve
o’clock, I think. _And did not return
until nearly three in the morning.
Where were you during that time?” .

“I can't tell you, Mr. Blake,” said
Reggie easily. :

“It is necessary that I should know
all— .-

“I'm awfully sorry, Mr. Blake, but it’s
no good pressing te,”’ interrupted Win-
terton. *“I'm not going to tell you any-
Later on,
perhaps, you'll understand why.”

“And you are .uct worrying ahoub
yeour position?’’

you are not guilty,” said
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grinned Reggie,

Both Sexton Blake and Tinker were
frankly surprised at the young man’e
attitude. He seemed to regard the
whole affair as a joke, and did not
appreciate the seriousness of the
situation. And he was quile firm in
declaring that he would not give Blake
any information.

“I'm very sorry that you have taken
up this attitude, Winterton,” said Sexton
Blake quietly. :“ It cannot possibly help
you; in fact, it will probably -have the
very opposite effect. I am not an
official detective; I have nothing to do
with the police. You will be quite safe
in confiding in me, if you wish to do zo.
And, once again, I urge you to be per-
fectly frank—-"

‘“And, once again, Mr. Blake, T must
iell you that I can give you no in-
formation whatever,” pul in Reggie.
“'That’s my last word—excepting that I
want you to give up the case completely.
I want youn to leave it in the hands of
the police.”

““Oh, well. you are simply asking for
it!” put in Tinker impatiently. ‘‘ You've
found one heap of trouble, and you're
Jdoing your utmost {o pitch headlong into
another. Why on earth can’t you trust
‘the guv’nor?”

“It is impossible for me to say any-
thing,” said Winterton.

“But, man alive, you'll find yourself
in such a net that vou'll never get out of
the tangle!” said Tinker urgenily.
“Why can’t you Dbe sensible? Mr.
Blake has.already had a_look at the body,
and he’s discovered certain things—"

I should prefer to do the talking, if
vou don’t mind, Tinker,”” put i Sexlon
Blake.firmly.

Winterton was staring at his visilors:
staring in. a curious, bewildered kind of
way. A remarkable change had come
over him during the last few seconds.
Both Sexton Blake and Tinker noticed
it at once.

“The—the body,” said Winterton
dully. “You're joking, aren’t you?”

“I can assure you, Mr. Winterton.
that this is -na jJoking matter!” said
Sexton Blake, in grim tones. ‘“Your
position is a serious one, and unless you
are frank with me——"

“ But—but T don’t understand !’ hroke
in Regyie quickly. ‘““The body? What
‘are you talking about? What hody?”

“Tinker was referring to the body of
Sir Howard Westlake,” said Sexton
Blake. ‘ What other body would there
he to refer to, Winterton? As far as 1
know, there has only been one man
murdered—Sir Howard himself.”

“Sir Howard—murdered!” stammered

slightest  degree

Reginald. * Yes—yes, of course! We
all know that, but—but the police
haven’t found the body! IU's im-

possible; that’s absolutely out of the
question! The police haven’t found the
body! They couldn’t have found it!”

Sexton Blake looked at the young man
closely.

“T must confess, Winterton, that I do
not understand you,” he said. “But
you can take it from me that the body
of Sir Howard Westlake has been found
—in the lake. And practically all the
available evidence points to the fact that
you struck the death blow.”

The change which had come over
Reginald Winterton was most remark-
able. He was now as pale ‘as a ghost,
and clinging te the edge of the table.
He shook as he stood there—shook with
emotion and a sudden, overpowering
fear.  All his former coufidence had
vanished, ldaving him week, shaky, and
haggard.

_erime,

His mind was-in a whirl, He could
not believe what Sexton Blake said.

Sir Howard Waestlake dead—mur-
dered! It was_impossible; absolutely
ridiculous, For Reggie knew very well

that Sir Howard had gone away to the
South Coast. 1t was all a hoax—a joke!
Sir Howard was alive, and was probably
laughing at this very moment; laugh-
ing at the way tn which the police were
being spoofed. And suddenly Wmter-
ton’s face flushed with anger.

“What do you take me for?’ he
demanded thickly. * This sort of game
won’t work, Mr. Blake: I didn't think
you would try such a dodge. T don’t
beliecve you when you tell me that the
hody has been taken out of the lake,
It’s simply a ruse on your part to get
me lo speak.”

Sexton Blake and
glances. )

““Really, Winterton, your altitude is
most remarkable,” said Sexton Blake.
“T am convinced that there is some-
thing behind all this. And, as -I have
said two or three times, I want you to
tell me the exact truth. You do me an
injustice when you accuse me of
treachery. Nothing is farther from my
ithoughts. You seem to be quite
astounded Dbecause Sir Howard’s body
has been found. And yet you must have
known that Sir Howard was murdered
during the night,”

“He wasn’t murdered! I tell you he
wasn't—""

Reggie broke off suddenly, and strode
forward, clutching at Sexton Blake’s
arm. His eyves were almost wild now,
and he stared straight into Blake’s face.

“Tell me—tell me the truth!” he said
hoarsely. ‘“Have—have they really
found ihke body. Mr. Blake? For
Heaven’s sake, tcll me the truth

Blake stared straight inlo the
prisoner’s face. -

“I have already told you the truth,
Winterton,” he said quietly. = “Sir
Howard Westluke 1s dead, and his body
hag already been recovered. He was
alst:ibb'ed in the back, and thrown into the
ake.”

“Do—do you swear this—on your
honour?"” panted Winterion.

“Yes; on my honour!”

Reggic staggered away, his face now
pale again. Sexton Blake and Tinker
were quite astounded by the young
man’s altiiude: they were in the dark,
and they could not imagine why the
prisoner was taking the thing in such a
curious way. It almost seemed as
though this was the first indication he
had received that Sir Howard was really
murdered, _

“Heaven help me!” multered Win-
terton brokenly.

He sauk heavily into a chaw, and sat
there, staring straight before him in a
dull, listless kind of way. And Sexton
Blake waiched him closely; watched
every fleeting expression.  For full
realisation had come upon the young
man.

And he almost went mad’ when he
thought of the situation.

Sir Howard Westlake was dead—really

Tinker exchanged

l!’

dead! He had been murdered in real
iruth! It wae no joke—no hoax. It
was grim, horrible reality. The awful

truth came upon Winterton like a night-
mare. For he, himself, had done every-
thing within his power to fasten the guilt
upon his own shoulders.

Everything became black; he felt him-
self hemmed in. He was here, a
prisoner in the hands of the police,
accused of wilful murder! And every
available clue went to prove that Le—
Reginald Winterton—had committed the
' Every one of those clues had
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been made deliberately—purposely. But
would the police believe this?  Would
t\l:Te. police Er]edit such a story? Never!

interton {elt stunned and dazed by th
shock of it all. v e

And then, suddenly, he faintly 7e-
membered a few words which Sexion
Blake had spoken,

‘Blake believed in his innocence ; Blake
did not share the view of the police. .\
gleam of hope came into his eyes as he
rose to his feet. And he looked ai his
visitors uneasily, and with an expression
of wild anxiety.

“Tho evidence is as black as night
against mo!” he muttered. “My
quarrel with Sir Howard—my return at
nmdnight—the knife with my initials—my
cuff-links—nothing can save me from
being placed in the dock and proncunced
gu‘;‘lty! Oh, it’s terrible—ghastly!"

R You apparently realise it now, My,
\}mterton,” said Sexton Blake quictly.
“You have suddenly become alive to

-Your own peril; and it seems that ihis

realisalion on your part is due to the
fact thai Sir Howard’s body has been
recovercd. What is the truth conceru-
ing l.lng, affair? Again I ask you to tell
me——

“Yes, Mr. Blake—yes!” said Winter-
ton cagerly. ‘'I'll tell you everything
now; I will explain the whole mad
business. I didn’t know. I thought it
was & joke. I thought—I thou ﬁt——
Oh, Heaven help me, I was under tlo -
impression that Sir Howard was still
alive !

‘“Blessed if I ecan understand him!'"

muttered Tinker.
_ “Bui—but you said that you believe
in me, Mr. Blake!” went on Winterton,
clutching at the detective’s sleeve. * Do
you mean that?”

“I did mean it, Winterton. And I am
more (han ever convinced now that yon
are not guilty of this crime,” said Sexion
Blake calmly. ‘‘And, what is more, ¥
rather fancy I have a good chance of
cstablishing your innocence if you will
only tell me the exact truth.”

“T will, Mr. Blake; T'll give you the
whole yarn!” said Reggie huskily. ‘DBut
—Dbut why should you think me inno-
cent! Everything points to my guili:
I faked up all that evidenco on
purpose !’

“On purpose?” shouted Tiunker.

“Yes; I must have been mad! It
was only a jokel” said Reggie. ‘It
wasg a“wager, Mr, Blake—a wager with
Varley. Why, good heavens, Varlev
can get me out of this! He knows all
about it! He’ll bo able to prove ihat
it was a hoax. X needn’t worry at all!”

An cxpression of infinite relief  canie
inlo Winterton’s eyes, but Scxion Blake
and Tinker could not understand what
he meant.

“I must confess, Mr. Winterton, {hat
T am more than puzded,” said Blake. X
think you had Dbetter begin at the
beginning, and tell us the full story.”

“Yes, I will; that is any intention,”
said the young man.

And, without any more beating about
the bush, he went into his surprsing
tale. He explained to his listeners how
he had been chatting with Sir Howard
Westlake and Mr. Roger Varley. He
described how the conversation had got
round to the subject of murder, and
how, in the finish, the grim wager had
been made. '

Winterton did not leave out -any
details, He described the full story
from start to finish,

“T wish to Heaven I had teken
Varley’s advice,” went on Reggie. ‘‘He
was against the thing from the start,
M. Blake; he told me 1 was a young-
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‘1liot to have anything to do with it.
And 1 suppose I was, too. But Sir
Howard agreed to the proposition, and
that’s how it came about. We did
cverything exactly as we had planned.
‘The quarvel, of course, was only a make.
believe one. It was done on purpose to
provide evidence; so that the servants
could hear. Then, later on, when I
returned to the Manor, I proceeded with
the rest of my plans. Sir Howard left
almost at once by car—"

““By car—eh?” interrupted Blake
quickly. *What kind of a car?”
““Oh, a little two-scater of mine,”

replied Winterton.

Sexton Blake nodded, and glanced at
Tinker. o

“So I imagined,” he said. “Well,
please go on, Winterton.

“There’s very little more for me to
tell,” said the other. *‘ After Sir Howard
had gone, I proceeded to make the
evidence. It was quite an easy job.”

“ But what exactly did you do?”

“I disordered the dining-room, left
ny knife lying on the floor, and left
cjuite a decent trail of bloodstains.”

“How did you obtain the blood?”

Winterton smiled faintly.

““Oh, that was quite a simple matter,
Mr. Biake,” he replied. “If I cut my
hand, or anything of that kind, it would
have been a tremendously big gash in
order to get sufficient blood. So I
adopted a more simple expedient. In
other words, I braced myself up and
delivered a hard punch on my own nose.”

‘““And the result was satisfactory?”
nsked Blake.

“Quite. You see, I'm rather a full-
blooded fellow,” said Winterton, ‘‘and
before many minutes had passed quite
a lot of gore had escaped. It was suffi-
cient for my purpose, and I made use
of it. But I must admit that my nose
was a bit swollen afterwards.”

“T am not surprised to hear that,”
said Sexton Blake. ‘“You proceeded
down to the lake, I presume, making your
tracks as you went, in order to delude
the police into believing that the body
had geen dragged that way?”

*“Exactly,” said Reggie. ‘ But, you
see, being certain that Sir Howard had
gone straight on to the South Coast—to
my little bungalow—I did not worry. 1
assumed that Sir Howard was alive and
well, and would appear at the right
moment. But this — this is awful—
ghastly !» .

“Yes, you appear to be in a tight
corner,” said Blake slowly. “But per.
haps we shall get you out of it, Winter-
ton. T hope so, at all events.”

“ But will the police believe the truth?”
asked Winterton anxiously. ‘ Will they
‘believe that I really did foke up all the
evidence in this way?”

‘““At the present moment I strongly
suspect that the police will look upon the
whole thing as a fabrication,” said
Soxton Blake., “You must admit,
Winterton, that tho story sounds ridicu-
lous, and we camr hardly expect the police
to credit—"" ‘

“But—but don’t you believe me, Mr.
Blake?” asked Reggie.

“Yes, I believe that you have told me
the absolute truth,” replied Blake. * But
L am not the police, Winterton. More-
over, I have made one or two other dis-
coveries of which tho police are in
ignorance, and which place me in quite
a differout position. For oxample, I
made one or two deductions, and a part
of your story corroborated them. And,
apart from all that, I know that you
have not been lying. Your very attitude
tells me that. ﬁut you must let me say,
Wintorton, that you were unwise and
ioolish to enter into any such arrange-
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ment. This wager of yours was a mad
one!”

“1I realise that, Mr, Blake. I know it
row only too well,” said Reggie bitterly.
“But how was I to suspect that Sir
Howard was killed? And who did it?
Who could have murdered him in this
terrible way? So far as I know, he
hadn’t an enemy in the world.”

“The murder was committed by
somebody who made his plans well in
advance,” said Blake grimly. “It
was done deliberately—a premeditated
murder. And you say that only this
Mr. Roger Varley and Sir Howard and
yourself knew about it?”

“That’s all, Mr. Blake,” said Reggie.
“] had intended telling Sylvia—Miss
Westlake—but I didn’t have the oppor-
{unity. She and I are engaged, you
know, and I meant to let her into the
secret, so that.she shouldn’t worry. She
was due to turn up this morning quite
early; but something must have delayed
her. I've been worrying a lot about
that.”

“And you tell me that Mr, Varley
knows the whole truth?” :

‘““Everything. He was with Sir
Howard and I when we made the com-
pact,” replied Winterton. ‘ As a matter
of fact, my wager was with Varley.”

“In that case there ought to {>e no
difficulty in establishing your innocence,”
said Sexton Blake. “If I can get you
reloased at once, Winterton, all the
better. Afterwards I will investigate
this matter and do my utmost to bring
Sir Howard’'s murderer to justice. Can
you grive me Varley’s address?”

“Yes; he is in London.”

“Very well, Winterton, I will com-
municate with him at once, and get him
to come down,” said Sexton Blake.
‘““As.soon as he arrives I will tell him
exactly what has occurred, and ask him
to reveal the whole truth to the police.
It is quite likely that.you will be released
without delay.”

“It’s splendid of you, Mr. Blake!
You're a brick!” saild Winterton grate-
fully. *“But for you I don't know what
I should have done!”

Very soon afterwards Sexton Blake and
Tinker left Winterton’s cell, and they
went out to the serreant. Blake was
active and busy, and his first task was to
ret into telephonic communication with
Mr. Roger Varley, the third party to the
compact. As luck would have it, Sexton
Blake was successful in catching Mr.
Roger Varley at once.

“Yes, Mr. Blake, I have heard of the
tragedy,” said Mr. Varley, through the
telephone. ‘A very sad affair. And I
am extremely sorry for Winterton. I
cannot possibly believe that he is guilty.”

“Circumstances have arisen, Mr:
Varley, which make it essential that
you should come down here as soon as
possible,” said Sexton Blake. * Winter-
ton particularly urges you to do so; and
I think you understand what I mean.
Can yvou come now?”

“Well, Mr. Blake, it would be very
inconvenient for me to come down just
now,” replied Varley over the long-
distance wires. “ But if Winterton 1s in
such serious trouble, and he thinks T can
help him, T will certainly come. What is
your personal opinion of the case?”

“To tell you the truth, Mr. Varley,
the evidence is overwhelmingly black
acgainst voung  Winterton,” replied
Sexton Blake guardedlly. “On the face
of it there is no loophole of escape. But
Winterton is very anxious indeed to see
vou. He declares that you may be able
to clear his name. I urge you to come
at once.”

“Very well, Mr. Blake. I will run
down in my car,” said Varley. ‘“You
may oxpect me in about two hours’ time
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—probably sooner. By the way, where
shall I come to?”

“Well, at the present, moment Wintcr-
ton 1s being held at the little station at
Westlake village,” replied Blake. * You
had better came straizht here, M.
Varley. If by the time you arrive
Winterton has been transferred to Col-
chester, we can soon make the trip.”

A minute later Sexton Blake rang off.
He- was looking very thoughtful, and by
no means despondent,

“Well, it won't be long before we
know the absolute truth, sir,” remarked
Tinker. ‘If Varley knows all about this
compact—this silly wager— it will make
a big difference to Winterton’s position.
lI]’.m Qot sure that the police will release

im,’ '

“After due thought, Tinker, I am
inclined to agree with you,” said Sexton
Blake. * After Mr. Varley has corrobo-
rated Winterton’s story, -the police will
be sceptical; for it must be remembered
that Varley is an old friend, and the
police will accept his evidence with a
certain amount of suspicion. They will
assume that Varley agreed with Winter-
ton just on the offchance 'of being able
to effact his release. The position is a
difficult one.” '

Not long afterwards Chief Detective
Lennard arrived, and he, too, interviewed
the vrisoner. Reagie Winterton had now
changed his tactics, and he was telling
the whole truth. He told Lennard
exactly the same story that he had told
Sexton Blake. He kept nothing back,
for he realised that his best course would
be to reveal the truth. Secrecy would
avail him nothing. :

When Lennard emerged he found
Tinker lolling about just outside the
police-station. And Tinker was looking
rather bored.

‘““Blake anywhere about?"” asked the
Scotland Yard man.

“I'm blessed if T know,” said Tinker.
“He went off somewhere when my back
was turned, not long ago, and I’ve lost
him. That’s just like the guv’nor. He’s
thinking, I suppose — mooching about
somewhere all by himself, and we shall
be lucky if we see him during the next
hour or two.” '

“H'm! He's got a lot to think
about!” grunted Lennard. “And I'm
afraid your guv’nor has bitten off more
than he can chew this time, Tinker.
He'll never get Winterton released, for
the simple reason thati Winterton is
guilty.” '

““Have you heard his story?” asked
Tinker.

“Yes, every word of it,” replied tho
chief inspector. ‘I understand that he
told Blake the same yarn—about -the
compact and the wager, I mean?”

“Yes,” said Tinker. “Don’t you
believe it?”

Lennard grimly shook his head.

“Not a word,” he replied bluntly.
“It’s a fabrication from start to finish,
young man. It’s a wheeze by which
Winterton hopes to throw dust inio eur
eyes. But it won’t work. And Winter-
ton has asked Varley to come down,
hopingr asainst hope Varley will take the
bait and agree with the story. But it
won't work, Tinker—not with me.”

Tinker was about to reply when Sexton
Blake appeared in the village street.
The famous detective walked slowly
along, and he was right opposite the
police-station before he scemed to notice
that Lennard was standing there. He
came to a halt and nodded.

“ A little spell of waiting, Lennard.”
observed Sexton Blake. “I can do
nothing until Mr. Roger Varley arrives.”

“ But, man alive, you don’t believe that
cock-and-bull yarn of Winterton’s, do
you?” asked Lennard.
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“What cock-and-bull yarn?”

and the faked
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‘“ About the wager,
evidence, and all that twaddle

“My dear lLennard, I can assure you
that Winterton has told us the truth,”
said Blake. *1 believe every word of
his story, and 1 am convinced of his inno-
cence. It wasn't Winterton’s hand that
struck the fatal blow.”

The chief inspector raised his eyebrows.

“Oh, come, Blake!” he protested.
“You can’t bluff me like that. And you
can’t possibly say, in all seriousness, that
you believe Winterton’s story. It’s pro-
bably a-string of lies!”

“Do you think s0?”’ smiled Blake.
“Well, time will show, Lennard—time
will show.” '

“Of course, I'd like to believe that
Winterton is innocent,” went on Len-
nard. “But it can’t be done, Blake.
The evidence
powering. And you will never get me to
believe that Sir Howard Westlake en-
fered into any such mad arrangement.
And you’ll never get a jury to believe it,
either. The rope’s round Winterton’s
neck already.” :

Sexton Blake merely shrugged his
shoulders, and walked on. And after
that he disappeared for about an hour.
Truth to tell Sexton Blake was walking
ahout, thinking deeply, pondering over
vll the facts which had come before his
notice.

He turned up again just when Tinker
was beginning to feel thoroughly and
absolutely fed up. And then, almost at
the same moment, a big open car
appeared in the village street. It came
roaring along, and finally pulled up in
front of the ﬁttle police-station.

Qut of the car stepped a tall, thin man
of austere appearance. He was attired in
“a thick motoring-coat and cap. And just
as he was about to enter the station,
I.ennard appeared.

““Good-morning, sir!” he said briskly.
“1 take it that you are Mr. Roger
Varley?”

“That is my name,” said the new-
comer, nodding. ‘“Mr. Sexton Blake, 1
understand, is here, and he requested
nie to come down——""

“Yes, that’s right, Mr. Varley,” in-
terrupted Lennard. “ Blake did request
you to come—— Here he is! Blake, let
me introduce you to Mr. Varley.”

Sexton Blake came forward, and shook
hands with the visitor.

“T am delighted to meet you, - Mr.
Blake,” said Varley warmly. ¢ Many
times have I heard of your wonderful
exploits, and I have often wished that I
should have the luck to meet you. I am
much gratified to make your acquaint-
ance.” :

“ Thank you, Mr. Varley !”’ said Sexton
Blake. ‘1 would not have troubled you
to come down this morning, but Winter-
ton was very anxious. You see, I have
been commissioned by the boy’s father to
look into this case, and to establish his
innocence, if possible. But, as I told you
over the ’phone, the evidence is very
black.”

“But of what assistance can I be?”
asked Varley, in surprise. ‘“‘What can
I do? Certainly, I know the boy, and
I like him well. He and I wereo always
great friends, and it is terrible that he
should have met with such a tragic end.
] amn not a man to reveal my feelings,
but inwardly T am greatly affected.”

Sexton Blake nodded.

“I can quite believe that, Mr. Varley,”
he said quetly. “It is good of you to
have taken the trouble to come down,
and, now that you are here, we will not
waste your time. Winterton has told a
very curious story, a story which, if it
i1s proved to be true, will go a long way
towards establishing his innocence. Win-

is overwhelming, over-|.

terton declares that you can corroborate
this story.”

“I?” said Varley. *“I must confess
that I am quite in the dark.”

The chief inspector coughed.

“Well, the fact is, Mr. Varley, Win-
{erton declares that you and he made a
wager,” he said. “I understand that
you were down here—or, rather, at
Westlake Manor—a few days ago.”

“That is quite right,” said Varley,
nodding. ‘I stayed with Sir Howard
for a day or two. As you may know, I
was in the habit of making frequent
\'isit,s. Winterton looked in one evening,
too.”’

“And did you enter upon this com-
pact?” asked Lennard sharply.

“Compact? What compact?”

Varley looked from Lennard to Sexton
Blake with mild surprise.

“ Apparently, Mr. Varley, you are
quite 1n the dark,” said the chief in-
spector. ‘““To be brief, Winterton has
told me that the whole thing 1as
arranged beforehand, between you and
Sir Howard and Winterton himself.”

“Arranged I” echoed Varley. ¢ But—
but I don’t understand. Are you trying
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to make out that I was a party to this
crime——"" )

“My dear sir, nothing of the sort!”
interrupted * Lennard.  “ According to
Winterton’s story there was to be no
crime, but apparently a fake. The whole
thing was planned as a hoax upon the
?olice. Everything was to point to the
act that Sir Howard had been mur-
dered, and all the evidence indicated
Winterton as the murderer. But actually
Sir Howard arranged to go away to the
South Coast for a week—"

“] don’t know what on earth you are
talking about,” said Mr., Roger Varley
deliberately. “I know nothing of any
wager, and this is the first I have heard
of a compact. Surely you do not believe
the story? It is quite probably a des-
perate invention of Winterton's, put for-
ward In the hope that it will assist him
in his present predicament.”

Lennard shot a keen glance at Sexton
Blake. : ~

“Well, to tell you the truth, Mr.
Varley, I thought as much,” he said, “1
didn’t believe the storfr myself. It was
rather too tall for my liking.”

“Winterton’s insane to suggest such a
thing,” said Varley, ‘ although, poor
boy, I don’t absolutely blame him,”
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
1 Have One or Two Other Inquirles
to Make !

R. ROGER VARLEY was quifo
cold and impassive,

There was a puzzled frown
on his brow, and he looked like
a man who had been told something he
could not fully understand. He was
worried, too, and turned to Chief-In-

spector Lennard, grave and sorrowlul,
“T am extremely sorry that T am un-
abld to help young Winterton,” he said.
“If T could bave corroborated his story
it would have given me the greatest
possible pfeasure. But what can I do?
I’ve never heard of the wager before. It
18 news to me. Either Winterton must
have dreamed it, or it is a deliberatc
falsehood, designed for the one purpose
of clearing himself. Heaven knows that
I would do everything in my power to
help the young man. I like him. I've
known him for years, and it will grieve
me beyond measure if he is proved guilty
of this foul crime.”

“I'm sorry, Mr. Varley; but it seems
to me that there's only one course to be
taken,” said Lennard grimly. “Winter-
ton will be charged with the murder,
broughi. before the inagistrate, and pro-
bably remanded. In the end he will
be sent for trial at the next assizes, The
case against him 1s complete in ecvery
detail.”

“Qh, quite!” agreed Sexton Blake,
nodding. * Winterton, in the face of all
the evidence, is undoubtedly guilty.” -

The chief inspector looked up.

“But I tho;fht you said he was 1nno-
cent?"’ he asked.

“A man is entitled to change his
optnion,” said Sexton Blake smoothly.
‘“And you must remember, Lennard,
that I accepted Winterton’s word. But
Mr. Varley has exploded that story, and
what possible conclusions can I draw? I
am afraid my efforts have been wasted
in this case, and I shall spend no further
time on the matter.”

‘“ Well, that’s about the most sensiblo
thing you can possibly say,” remarked
Lennard.

Mr. Varley nodded.

“Yes. Mr. Blake, I think it will be a
waste of time 1if you proceed further with
this inquiry,” he said. ‘“Obviously there
is nothing to be gained, since Winterton
is certainly guilty. The very fact that
he told this cock-and-bull story proved
that.”

Shortly afterwards the chief inspector
went into young Winterton’s cell, in
order to tell him of the arrival of
Varley. And Sex#®n Blake accompanied
the Scotland Yard man.

The prisoner sprang to his fect at
once as the two men entered.

“Has—has he come?’ he
eagerly. “Is Mr. Varley here?”

“Yes, Mr. Varloy is here,” replied
Lennard. *“Now, Winterton, I do not
wish to press you, and it is entirely in
your own power to refuse to speak. It
would, indeed, be far better if you satd
nothing at all, but reserved your defence
until the right time.”

“But there’s no reason why 1
shouldn’t speak!” -exclaimed Winterton.
“] am innocent. I have nothing to fear.
Hasn’t Mr. Varley told you about the
wager? Hasn’t he explained how we
faked up all the evidence, and how——""
“Now, now, Mr. Winterton, this sort

asked

"of thing Won’t do!” interrupted Lennard

curtly. “I’'m surprised at you for in-
venting such a story. You might have
known from the very start that it
wouldn’t wash,”

Winterton looked bewildered.

“But—but I don’t understand!” he
stammered.

“Perhaps you will understand when [
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oxplain to you that Mr. Varley. knows
nothing whatever about any compact or
any wager,” said the chief inspector. ¢ In
short, - there was no wager, and—"

“Good heavens!® gasped Winterton,
clutching at the table.  ‘“ Docs—does
Varley deny it?” ]

‘““Ho does, as I expecled he would,”
said Lennard.

“ But—Dbut it's true—every word of it
is true !” shouted Winterton desperately.
#“Don’t you believe me? Do you think
X should stand here and tell all these lies
when I know it sounds all so preposter-
ous? I knew Varley would corroborato
my story—"

*““But Varley has not corroborated il,"”
pul in Sexton Blake gently. * You must
accept that fact, Winterton, Mr. Varley
has informed us that therc is no truth
whatever in what you have said.”

“Then Varley 1s a liar!” shouted
Reggic hotly.  “Ho is a foul, con-
temptible lar!  Bring him here! lot

uie see him face to face!”

“I shall do nothing of the sorl!” said
Y.enunard curtly. “ And, furthermiore, I
refuse Lo say anything more to yvou, Win-
terton, while you are still i this obsti-
‘nate framue of mind. This kind of play-
acting won’t do. And you had Dbetter
take my advice,. and say nothing at all.

.Ieep your own counsel. Y ow'll have

lnfenty of time to prepare your defence

oforo the {rial comes off.”

They went away, leaving Reggie Win-
icrion pale, haggard, and with his mind
i1 a siate of chaos.

This was the very last thing that he
had. oxpected. Right from the start he
"had relied upon Mr. Roger Varley's cor-
roboration. He had counted on Varley
to help him. Now, for some inexplicable
‘reason, Varley denied all knowledge of
the wager! ' :

It was the most stagzering blow of all.

Varley did not stay. Having had a
short chat with the chief inspector, he
cntered his car once more and starled
off straight away for London, having
1mportant business i the City for the
afternoon. _ :

“] thought what it would be right
along,” said Lennerd. ‘I never ex-
expected . Mer.. -Varley to acknowledge
that preposterous yarn of Winterlon’s.

Tividently the young fellow thought of.

it in desperalion.”

“You may think me very foolish, Len-
rard, but T am of the opmnion that this
¢as0 i3 by no means settled,” said Sex-
ton Blake.. “However, I will say no
more at the moment. I inlend calling
at the Manor before returning Lo town.”

‘And shortly aftersards Sexton Blake
and Tinker were gliding along in their
own car towards Westlake Manor. Tinker
was rather puzzled, and he did not know
vhat to make of the whole business.

*1 supposc we're going back to Lon-
don this afternoon, sir?” he asked. -

“ Possibly. Tinker—possibly,”  said
Sexlon Blake absently. “But I am not
yet satisfied. I have one or two other
mwguirics to make.”

“But Winterton i3 guilly--you said
so yourself, guv’'nor!”

“Lh?” exclaimed Blake sharply. “1
said so myself? Bluff, my dear Tinker —
sheer Dluff!  Surely you had enough
scnse {o see that? 1 wanted the excel-
lent Mr. Varley to think that 1 had
Iitished niy investigations—that 1 had
given up the case.”

“Bul why should you want hun {o
think that?” asked Tiunker, surprised.

Sexion Blake looked at Tinker grimly.

t“Because Mr. Roger Varley is the
murderer !” he replied evenly.

Tinker opened his mouth, but no words
came. Ho stared at his master blankly.
with his eyes very wide open. Bul
‘Sexton Blake was gazing straizhi alicad,
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and quite unmoved. He apparently did
not think that his remark was a very

startling one.
“Varley  i1s the murderer!” gasped
Tinker. “ But—but—— Oh, I say,

guv'nor, this is a bit too thick, you
know !”

“My good Tinker, where are your
wits to-day ?” asked the great crimin-
ologist. “ Did you not observe that Var-
lcy has grey hair?- Did you not notice
that on his right cheek he has a small
cut which, we will assume, was rccently
covered by a small portion of court-

plaster 2" .

“Great Scott!” said Tinker. * But—
but this is startling, sir!”

““Not at all,” said Blake cglmly. I
anticipated it all along:.” ‘
“But you didn’t say anything—"
“I kept my own counsel,, my lad; and
I wanted tomakecertain before I spoke,”
said Blake. ‘‘I believe cvery word of
Winterton’s story and I know for a fact
that Varley was lying. His whole bear-
ing proved it. His very attitude was
false. Not for one moment did his tone
ring {rue. He denied Winlerton's slory,

bul merely for his own ends.”

“By jingo!” muttered Tinker. “I'm
beginning to see things now! But why
should Varley want to murder the old
man? What motive could he have had

“That 1s what we must find out,
Tinker,” interrupted Blake. “ And when
when we have found out we must obtain
somo very clear evidence of Varley’s
guilt. T am afraid that the police would
not be salisfied with the material which
I have in my hands at the moment.”

“No; tt's rather flimsy, sir.”

“ Iixactly,” said Blake. “ We must get
kold of something of a more concrete
naturee. I do not think you havo
troubled to consider this affair in all its
aspecls. Think carefdlly, Tinker. We
will take it for granted that VWinterton’s
slory is true. Very well. We find that
three men knew™ of this
Howard Westlake, Reginald Winlerton,
and Roger Varlev. Ii was to be a hoax
—a kind of joke on the police.

“Winterton and Sir Howard entercd
inlo it recklessly, and in a sporting
spirit. Varley <had nothing to do with
it, actually. @ He was presumably in
London when the pretended murder
was carried out. But, to tell the truth,
Varley must have been near by, watch-
ing. He saw Sir Howard leave in the
little car, and knew that Winterton
would fake up the evidence, as had

been arranged. And now we must
begin to theorise.
“Varley, no doubt, slopped Sir

Howard on the road, got into thc car,
and persuaded Sir Howard to go along
that liltle lane which -leads past the
lake. At a certain epot he brought the
car to a standstill, and then murdered
his companion, afterwards throwing him
over the fence into the lake. He took
certain precautions to cover his tracks,
but he evidently assumed that no in-
vestigations would be made in that
quarter.”

“ Ah, he didn't know that vou would
be dn the job, guv’nor ! said Tiuker.

“ Possibly not,” replied Blake. ¢ DBul
I've done nothing particulariy wonder-
ful. Lennard ought to have made theso
discoveries; he had the same field of
inquiry that I had. PBut he simply
took 1t for granted that the obvious
obvious evidenge was the true evidence.
In that Lennard made a mistake.

“To return to the murder. Varley
is the only other man who knew of
that wager, and he also knew that he
could deny it in perfect safety,.since his
denial would be at once accepted. For
some r¢ason he  wanted te get

wager—Sir |

Sie-* have seen you!” she exclaimed.
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Howard out of the way, dfid he seized
this opportunity.”

“Do you think he would have mur-
dered the baronet in any casc?"”

“I hardly think so, Tinker,” replicd
Blake. ‘““But this preposterous wager
put this idea into his head. He saw how
easy 1t would be for him to kill Sir
Howard in realily, and +with very littlo
danger to himself, since all the available
evidence pointed directly to Winterton
as the murderer. A cunning scheme,
Tinker—cunning and clever. Our friend
Varley is apparenily a cool customer. - If
he had only taken a little more care he
would ‘have been perfectly safe. DBut
he left his own trail behind, and thal
is how we shall get him. I can assure you,
voung 'un, that Varley will nol" escape
the gallows.”

Tinker had no opportunity to ask any
further questions, for Westlake Manor
had now been reached. Not that Tinker
wanled to ask any questions—he had ton
many thoughts in his mind. This sud-
den revelation came as a surprise to him.
And it opened his eyes a” great deal.”

Ile could not quite understand Sexton
Blake's movements after the Manor had

been reached. For the great detectivo

prowled about in all sorts of odd corners
of the grounds. He examined footpaths,
flower-beds, and other apparently useless
spots—useless, from Tinker’s point of
view.

And then in the middle of it a big
limousine rolled up, and came to a halt
in front of the house. From it stepped
a very charming yonng lady. She was
tastefully attired, rather above the aver-
ago height, and possessed a mass of wavy
brown hair and a pair of deep bLlue eycs,
which were suspiciously moist.

Tinker, who was lounging about the
front, lost no time in dodging off to find
Sexton Blake. At first Tinker's cfforts
were fruitless, but he ultimately un-
earthed the detecfive crouching in the
midst of some laurel-bushes.

“What oun earth are you doing,
guv'nor?” asked Tinker.

““TI am examining some footprints, my
lad ; and cuite interesting they are, {00,”
replied Blake. “ This is the spot where
Varley stood last night. He waited
here, in full view of the library IFrench
windows, but quite unseen himself. We
are getting along, Tinker; we are tight-
ening the net.” .

“I just came to tell you, guv’'nor, that
Miss Westlake has arrived,’’ said Tinker.
“At least, I assume she is Miss West-
lake. A jolly pretty girl, anyway; and
if you don't buck up you’ll probably miss
her. Because 1it's a ten-to-one chance
that she’ll go off to the Wintertons’ place
when she finds there's nobody here but
the servanis.”

Scxton Blake emerged from his retreal.

““You are quite right, Tinker ; we must
have a few words with Miss Westlake at
once,” he said briefly, ‘“ She may be able
to give us some imporlant information.”

¥or the life of him Tinker couldn’t -
understand what information Miss Sylvia
Westlake could give; but he didn't ask
any questions. And presently he fol-
lowed Blake into the big lounge hall,
]\v{)erc Jevon was talking to Miss Weosl-
ake.

“Yes, Miss Sylvia, it’s a terribly bad
business!” the butler was saying. ““I'm
mighty glad that you weren’t here this
morning——But here’s Mr. Blake, miss.
I sha'n’t need to fetch him now.”

Sexton Blake inlroduced Himself in a
few words, and expressed his decpest
sympathy with the girl on her sad be-
reavement. Miss Sylvia, to_ tell the
truth, was in a high state of nervous ten-
sion, and was almost on the verge of
tears.

“Oh, Mr. Blake, I am so glad that L
“This

-
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affair is dreadful—nositively dreadful! I
can . hardly realise that it has actually
happened. To think that Uncle Howard
is dead! I didn't know anything about
it until an hour or two ago. And—and
Reggie—Mrp. Winterton—he and 1 are
engaged, Mr, Blake, and—and—"

Her voice faltered, and she did not
finish the sentence. And she locked very
charming as she sat there—although, at
the same time, the sadness in her eyes
made Tinker turn his head away.

“You must be very brave, Miss West-
lake, and patient,” said Sexton Blake
gently. “I am very hopeful of achiev-
ing good results, and I can promise you
at once that I will do everything within
my power (o establish Mr. Winterton’s
innocence.”

“Then—ihen you do not believe him
guilty 7’ asked the girl quickly,

“On the contrary, I am convinced of
his innocence,” said Blake. *‘Although
tho case against him is very black, T can
seo several promising rays of light. And
if 1 can only conduct my investigations
as I would like, 1t will not be long before
your fiance is at liberty.”

“Oh, Mr. Blake, you must prove
Reggie’s innocence — you must!”  sai
Sylvia, laying a hand upon Blake’s
slcove and pressing his arm tightly.
“ Reggio couldn’t do a thing lhke that—
Ie couldn’t !”

““Miss Westlake, I want you to keep
quite calm, and answer my questtons—
that is, if you can answer them,” said
Sexton Blake. “I am not inquisitive,
but 1 should like to know a few facts,
if possible, . concerning your late uncle’s
affairs. I understand that he was your
guardian ?”

““Yes, Mr. Blake, that is quite true.”

“Do you know if he had made any
plans in the event of his death?”

“Yes; and I did not quite agree with
them,” said Sylvia. *“You see, Mr.
Blake, Uncle Howard has been my
guardian for quite a number of years
—ever sinco my parents were drowned
in that dreadful Titanic disaster.”

Tears welled into her cyes, and for
some moments she was silent. And

Sexton Blake and Tinker waited, not |

daring to disturb her.

‘ Plogse — please forgive me, Mr.
Blake,” she faltered, at length, looking
up. “But—but it seems too awful! I
have had so much sadness in my life,
and now, at a-blow, I have lost my
uncle, and—and Reggie is—"

] cannot possibly express my sym-
pathy, Miss Wesllaﬁe,” ut in Blake
quietly. ‘' But please dg not worry
yourself unduly with regard to Mr.
‘Winterton’s position. 1 know that it
.18 distressing you to be answering my
questions in this way. But it is most
important that I s]v'nould know these
things, and I would prefer to hear them
from your lips. Can you tell me who
will benefit by your uncle’s death ?”

Sylvia conirolled herself with an effort.

“Why, I—1 suppose I shall, Mr.
Blake,” she said. ' .

“You will inherit Sir Howard’s
money 1"’

“Yes, ”

“And I believe I am right in stating
that your uncle was very rich.”

“Yes, I think he was, Mr. Blake,”

said Sylvia. ‘' And—and that will be
black against poor Reggie, won't it?
He and T are engaged, and" the police
will cerlainly assume that—"

“We will not speak about what the
police will assume,” interrupted Blake
ently. “I am triing to get hold of
acts, Miss Westlake. Please do not
think me ungentlemanly, hut can you
tell me your age?”’

The girl looked rather surprised.

““1 am just ninetcen,” she replied, look-
ing at Blake curiously.

“Then your uncle, no doubt, has made
provision in his will for a guardian to be
appointed?”’ asked Blake. *“ For, being
an heiress, the law requires that you
shou’ld have a guardian until you are of
age.”

“Yes, I know that, Mr. Blake. My
uncle spoke of it with me,” said Sylvia.
“He made his will only a month or so
ago, and I remember everything
clearly.”

“And do you know who your new
guardian is to be?”

“IWhy, yes, my uncle’s oldest friend—
Mr. Roger Varley.”

Tinker shot a keen glance at his
master, but Blake seemed quite unmoved.

“This is very interesting, Miss West-
lake,” said the detective evenly. *So
Mr. Roger Varley is now your guardian,
or will be after the reading of the will.
Are you entirely satisfied with this
arrangement?”’

““Oh, Mr. Blake, what does it matter?”
asked the girl brokenly. “DBut, as a
matter of fact, I am not satisfied. Nol
that 1 dislike Mr. Varley—he has always
heen very nice. But, at the same time,
I was not very pleased with my uncle’s
decision.”

Sexton Blake asked a few miore ques-
tions, but they were of very little im-
portance., He had gained the informa-
tion he needed, and that information was
very significant,

For, assuming that Varley was the
murderer, = very definite motive for the
crime now became apparent;. and that
was a big step forward. As a result of
Sir Howard’s death. Varley became the
girl’'s guardian. and she had inherited
Sir Ioward Westlake’s considerable
fortune. Varlev would be in a position
to handle the money almost as he wished.
And Blake felt quite certain that Varley
had some schemes in mind for appro-
priating a considerable part of the
fortune for himself. Mgqgreover, it was
extremely probable that Varley himself
W(_)llllld benefit largely by the terms of the
will.

“There are one or two other points
that we must clear up, Tinker, and then
we shall have our man in a corner,” said
Blake, some little time later. ‘‘The
present evidence is not sufficient. 1
rather fancy that we shall find that
Varley is in financial difficulties.  But
that remains to be seen. For the
moment I am going to pursue a certain
line of inquiry here—on the spot.”

“What’s the scheme, guv’nor?”’

“Well, Tinker, I've been thinking
about the motor-car,” said DBlake.
“ According to Winterton, Sir Howard
left in that car, which is Winterton's
property. The idea was to proceed to
the South Coast. But, as we know,
Varley appeared on the scene, murdered
Sir Howard, and then had the car on his
hands. What would he do with it.?”

“ Abandon it somewhere?”’ ventured

Tinker.
“Good gracious, no!” said DBlake.

“That would not do at all, young ’un,.

For it would help to corroborate Winter-

ton’s story—it would prove that the car

had actually been used. Varley’s most
likely course would have been to take
the car back to its garage, and leave it
there. I have learned that Winterton
kept ihe small two-seater in a little
garage to ilself—a place which had
formerly been a coach-house. It 1is
reached by means of a side lane near
Millhurst Lodge, and Varley could casily
have put the car back without disturb-

ing anybody. 1 intend going there at

once, and having a look round.”
Half an hour later Sexton Blake and
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Tinker were within the little garage.
which was, indeed, some distance froi
the lodge, and quite isolated. The car
was a neat little two-seater, and Blake
examined 1t with interest.” He went over
everylthing—he examined the whecls, the
springs, and gave particular scruliny to
the foot-pedals and the steering-wheel.

After sprinkling a curious greyish-
yellow powder over the steering-wheel,
he blew the powder off, revealing a most
excellent set of finger-prints. They wero
clearly the finger-prints of the man who
had last driven the car.

“Unless I am greatly ‘mistaken, these
finger-prints will prove to be those of
the incautious Mr. Varley,” said Sexton
Blake, with much satisfaction. “‘He was
very unwise to remove his gloves, and
so-—— Dear me! What is this?”

Blake suddenly bent forward, and
reached down. His lean, strong fingers
grasped a small object which had been on

the bottom of the car, almost concealed

by the mat. He held it up, and it proved
to be a button of a somewhat large size,
and curiously chased. Attached to-it
was a minute rtion of dar

Melllohn cloth. Pe ke green

“That may belong to Winter i,
said Tiu_ker.y g nlerton, s,

“Possibly, but we shall sce,” said
Blake, “1It scems to me that it was torn
from the coat bodily. Clearly the result
of haste in jumping out of the car. 'The
button must have caught upon some pro-
Jection, or something of that sort.”

Sexton Blake was entirely satisfied wiil
the result of his visit to the garage, and
very soon afterwards he was closeterl
with Lennard, having a long, serious
talk with that astonished individual.

_Blake spent fully an hour with the
calef 1nspector, and by that time the
worthy Scotland Yard man had had his
eyes widely opened.

He accompanied Blake to the garage,
and then went along to Westlake Manor.
e ¢xamined the laurel bushes, he paid
great attention to a wooden fence above
the lake, and he positively swore when
he saw the bloodstains upon the grass.

_ “By thunder!” he ejaculated, remov-
ing his bowler, and scratching his head.

How on earth you got on the track of
all this, Blake, beats me!”

“My dear fellow, I used my cyes,”
smiled Sexton Blake. “ Well, 1 rather
fancy I have converted you, Lennard,
and now I must waste no further time.
I shall return to London at once, for I
have certain things to do. You won't
forget what I have told “you, and yon
will be ready for action when required?’

“You bet I shall!” said Lennard
promptly. “Blake, old man, this is very
good of you; vou've helped wonderfully,
And, what’s more, by the time ycu've
finished you will have saved youn
Winterton’'s life!” =

“I hope so, at all events!” said Sexton
Blake. ‘‘I have ascertained that Win-
terton never possessed such a thing as a
green Melton coat. Mr. Varley, on the
other hand, has been seen in such a
garment on several occasions. But we
need proof, Lennard, and you need not
worry. I shall get it.”

Exactly fiftcen minutes later Sexton
Blake and Tinker started off for London,

They had grim work to do!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
" Quite dramatic, Mr. Varley ! "
ILLIERS AVENUE, Kensington,
was a quiet, select thoroughfare. |
It possessed an old-world ap-
pearance of prosperity and sedate
gentility, The private houses on either

side -were large and commodious, and
U- J-_NO. 917.



were all inhabited by people of counsider-
able means. Without considerable nieans
ﬂnemcouldn't have inhabited the houses
at all.

No. 63. like the others, stood to iiself,
and was the private residence of Mr.
Roger Varley.

Sexton Blake and Tinker walked
briskly down Villiers Avenue, The time
was Just nine-thiriy; and Blake and
Tinker were well aware of the fact that
Mr. Varley was at his club. Neverthe-
less, they were bent upon calling at No.
63, for the ostensible purpose of seeing
the householder.

Blake pushed open the gale, and
walked up the short tiled path, Tinker
following close behiid. And, in answer
to the detective's ring, the massive frout
door was opened by a stout gentleman of
extromely prosperous appearance. Un-
doubtedly, he could be no less a person
than the butler.

“Will you please take my card {o Mr.
Varley, and say that I should like to
have a few words with him on a most
important subject?"” said Sexion Blake
smoothly. “You might further add
that—" .

“Beggin’ your pardon, sir, but Mr.
Varley 13 out at the moment,” said the
builer. ‘To the best of my knowicdge,
the master is at his club.”

“How extremely annoying!’ said
Sexton Blake, frowning.  “Perhaps I
havo called at a somewhat uncon-

ventlional hour. When do you expect
Mr. Varley home?”

“Well, hoe can’t be long now, sir,” said
the man, regarding the sﬁp of pasteboard
-with inierest.. “Mr., Sexton Blake, sir?
I am sure Mr. Varley will be dis-
appointed at having missed such a dis-
-tinguished gentleman as yourself, sir—if
you'll pardon me for saying so.”

“ My business 18 of the utmost import-
ance, and I shouid prefer to wait for Mr.
Varley, if such a {ﬁiug 1s possible,” said
Biuke. “I could, of course, go to vour
master's club, but I should probably miss
him on the way, and that would waste
much valuable time.”

’
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butler forthwith invited the callers to
enter, aud he conducted them down the
hall, and ushered themn into a comfort-
able apartinent where a gas-fire was
sending forth a cheerful glow.

“If you'll wait here, gentlemen, T will
tell the master as soon as he arrives,”
said the butler. *“Can I offer you any-
thing in the way of refreshmeut, sir,
while you're waiting."”

Blake politely refused, and the butler
withdrew. closing the door noiselessly
behind him.

“It worked, guv'nor—il worked!”
whis&ered Tinker. ’

“Hush, my lad—hush!’’ said Blake
softly. “I had no doubt that we should
be successful thus ‘far. Bul our real
object has yet to be accomplished.”

They sat down, but only for a few
minutes. Then Blake was active again.
He wentl to the door, listened, and then
quietly turned the handle. Having
opened the door, he again listened.

Everything was quiet in the big, com-
foriable hall. As Blake listened, he
heard the faint echo of feminine laughter
—eovidently proceeding from the ser-
vants’ quarters, in the basement.

And Sexton Blake did not hesitate.

He moved quietly out into the hall,
strolled along quite carelessly, in case he
should be surprised, until he arrived at a
little alcove where quite a number of
overcoats and other garments were hang-
ing Never for a moment did Sexton
Blake expect to find the green Melton.
Ho assumed that Varley would have
placed that garment elsewhere.

- But it was the unexpected that hap-
péned.

Blake had hardly gol opposite the
alcove before he saw a long, thick Melton
overcoat, with fur cuffs and collar. It
was the very article which he required.

He instantly observed that the buttons

were of a cutlous | in

attern, and chased
a peculiar way. é)uick as a flash Blake

produced the button that he had found
in Reginald Winterton’s car. And a
moment's examination of the coat proved

The ruse was quite successful, for the

 that he kad made no mistake. The
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boltom button was missing--iuciuding a
small portion of material.
Without a doubt, the last person to

drive Winterton’s car had been Siv
Howard \\"osllake’s murderer. And this
button, belonging to Roger Varley’s

coat, had been found in the car.

‘Blake strolled away from the alcove,
highly elated. And he succecded in got-
ting back into the roomn without being
observed. ‘At least, he imagined. so.
But for once the great delcclive was
wrong.

“Auny luck, guv'nor?
softly.

" asked Tinker

“The very best!” replied Blake. “I
located the coat with no difficulty,
Tinker—one might almost think that it
was placed there for my especial benefil.

ow we merely require our cubning
host’s fingerprints, and I do not think
we shall have any difficulty in obtaining
them. Varley suspects nothing.”

But Sexton Blake did not know that
Mr. Roger Varley would very soon have

good cause to suspect a great deal. For
almost 1mmediately after Blake had
entered the room, a figure quietly

descended the thickly-carpeted stairs. Tt
was a large figure, that, in fact, of the
butler. :

And he was looking rallhier siartled.
He had seen Blake fumbling with the
overcoat—he had seen Blake walking
quietly back along the hall.

““Good heavens!” mutiered the man.
“I must have been taken in! Sexton
Blake and Tinker—not likely ! A coupls
of crooks, I should think, with a
specially-printed card. Picking pockets
—that’s what he was doing !”

The butler was undecided as {o how to
act, and when he got down into the hall
he paused irresolutely. And then, to his
infinite relief, a key grated in the lock
of the front door, the door opened, and
Mr. Roger Varley appearved.

“What on earth is the maller with
you, Kenson?” said Varley sharply, as
the butler came swiftly towards him,
with a finger over his lips. “Whal is
the idea of this mysierious behaviour *”

“Hush, sir!” said the butler, in a
hoarse whisper. “They are in the morn-
ing-room——"""

“Who are in the morunirg-room, you

§ fool 2’ snapped Varley.
-
o said

» minutes ago, and I thought they were
8 Mr. Sexton n -

“I think they must be burglars, sir,”
Kenson.  “They came rnot ten

r Blake and Tinker—"
.What !” mutlered Varley. grasping
the butler’s arm. “Sexton Blake and
Tinker! They are here? Answer me,
you dolt !” '

“I'm trying to {ell you all the Llime,
sir!” gasped Kenson, stariled by his
master’s attitude. ““T'he gentleman
ooks a real swell—dress and everything.
I never thought he could be anything
else but the real Mr. Blake, sir.”

-*“And why on ecarth should you assume
that you have been deceived?” asked
Varley sharply.

¥ Woell, sir, I happened to go upstairs
just now, and as I was coming down, [
saw the man who called himself Mr.
Blake over by the alcove,” said the

[y

butler. “It looked to me as though
he was comparing a button which
he had taken from his pocket with

the other buttons on the green ccat

s —that Melton travelling coat of yours,

sir. But, of course, T must have been
mistaken. - He was really picking the
pockets—-"’

“Go!” snapped Varley harshly.
will deal with these—these people!
not interrupt me, Kenson!” _

‘“But they may be desperate, siv——

“I will deal with them. I tell you!”
snarled Varley. “Go!”

The butler imd rever scen his masler

“I'
Do
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like this before, and he went away hur-
riedly, leaving Varley in the centre of
the hall. .

In that moment Roger Varley knew
ihat all his plans had come to naught—
that he was giscovered—t_-hat this was the
«nd of all things for him. )

But Varley was not frantic with alarm,
Tnsiead, he was filled with an overpower-
ing fury—a cold, grim, deadly fury—
avzainst Sexton Blake, .

And Roger Varley positively thrilled
when he realised that Sexton Blake and
T'inker were here—in the house! He
must flee—that faoct dinned into his head
throbbingly, He must get away at once,
before he actually found himself under
arrest. But if he fled, Blake and Tinker
would be on his track. And, quite sud-
denly, Varley had developed a horror of
. Sexton Blake.

Before flying for his life, he must deal
with this human bloodhound!

And, with a firm, steady step, Varley
walked down the hall to the morning-
room. He had divested himself of his
overcoat, and was now revealed as being
attired in iminaculate evening-dress. He
opened the door of the morning-room
and entered. '

Sexton Blake rose to his feet.

“I am sorry to disturb you at such
a late hour, Mr. Varley——" he began.
“8Sit downl” ’
The words were rapped out like the
crack of a whip And, as they were
heing uttered, Mr. Roger Varley pro-
duced something from his hip-pocket.
This something was a neat, serviceable
revolver, and he pointed the barrel with
accurate alm at Sexton Blake’s breast.

For perhaps ten seconds there was
ibsolute silence in the room. Blake, in
that moment, knew that something un-
suspected had occurred to put Varley on
hie guard. .

“Quite dramatic, M. Varley,” he said
smoothly. ‘But may I inquire what the
1lea happens to be?

““Sit down!” repeated Varley, in cold,
cutling tones. ‘ By Heaven, Blake, if
you do not obey my orders I will shoot
you down! X mean it—and you know

I mean it! It matters not to me now
whether I kill you. One might as well
bo hung for a sheep as a lamb!”

Sexton Blake sat down,
“You admit, then, that you killed Sir
Howard Westlake?’* he asked calmly.

It i1s apparently useless for me to
keep up the game of pretence any
longer,” replied Varley. ‘I know why
vou came here, Blake, but you will not
go away! You may be laughing to your-
sclf; perhaps you think I am blu nﬁ?
Make no mistake! If you move the
space of one inch with any limb of your
body, I shall fire! The same words
apply to Tinker. I may mention that I
have taken several prizes for accurate
revolver-shooting.”

“It is just as well that you have
warned us, Mr. Varley,” said Sexton
Blake. “'f[‘inker, keep perfectly still!
Our host is quite serious, and i1n grim
carmest, You are a valuable assistant to
me, and I do not wish you to meet with
an untimely end.”

Again there was na shoit silence.
Tinker was standing against the table.
11e-did not move—he had more sense.

“My orders_must be obeyed ex-
plicitly,” said Varley. ‘ Tinker, go to
ihe cupboard on your left and open ‘the
door. Inside you will find a long piece
of blind-cord. Bring it out, If you at-
tempt any trickery, or if you think you
can throw something at me, Blake’s life
will pay for your foolishness )’

Tinker went to the cupboard and got
the cord obediently., He had more sense
than to do otherwise. The tahles were
turned, and Blako and Tinker were in
the power of this desperate murderes.

the floor, stunned,

J
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“Good!” said Varley. “You will now
take that cord and bind Blake to his
chair. Remember, you must do the work-
thoroughly. The cords must be tight
and the knots secure. I shall be watch-
ing you. Go ahead! Aud remember
this—if either of you makes the slightest
outcry it will be the last word you will
utter!”

Tinker went ahead.
else 1o do. _ .

He took the cord and bound Sextom
Blake firmly to the chair. He passed the
cord round tightly, taking orders all the
time. He was compelled to make knots
at froquent intervals. And at last Blake
was fixed firmly in the chair.

“Now lake the big scarf on the couch
and bind it round Blake’s mouth!” com-
manded Varley. “Bind it tightly!”.

Tinker could do nothing but obey.

“Splendid!” said Varley, his voice
quiet, but singularly harsh. ‘Now,
Tinker, come forward here and bend
down. Grasp your ankles ﬁrmlg. Go
on—do it! shalb shoot if you don’t!”

Tinker bent down and grasped his
ankles, He suspected what was coming,
and he attempted to throw himself aside
as Varley brought down the butt of his
revolver with great force.

Crash!

The revolver struck Tinker’s head with
considerable force. But, owing to the
youngster’s half-performed movement, 1t
was only a glancing blow. He rolled to
. but not seriously, If
he had received the full force of that
blow, he would undoubtedly have been
badly injured. = -

Varley acted like lightning. He ran
forward, briefly examined Tinker, and
then procured some more cord. Coolly
and deliberately he tied Tinker up and
then gagged him Both Blake and
Tinker were now helpless.

Varley looked round him, his eyes
glittering strangely. He went to the
window, and found that it was securely
fastened. Then he crossed over to the
fireplace and turned off the gas. The
fire went out with a “pop.” -

Varley’s next move was a significant
one. seized the top of the gas-fire—
which was not f)a.rhcular]y ot—and
wrenched the whole thing round. The
leverage thus obtained was sufficient for
his purpose. The supply pipe snapped,
and instantly a hissing roar of gas surged
out into the room.

Still deliberate in" his movementls, Var-
ley turned out the gas overhead. Then
he went to the door, opened it swiftly,
passed outside, and closeds the door
tightly. He turned the key in the lock
and placed the key in his pocket.

Sexton Blake and Tinker were now
imprisoned in that death-chamber—with

a8 - pouring out direct from the main.

o window was tightly closed
Blake and Tinker would be dead long
before the smell of gas penetrated into
the hall.

Varley lost no time. .

He hurried upstairs, went straight to
his bedroom, and transferred a large sup-

ly of cash into his own pockets. Then
ﬁe hastily packed & small valise, and
hurried downstairs again.

Tt was the work of a moment to slip
into his overcoat and hat. The servants
were all below In their own quarters,
and had not the faintest idea of what had
been going on. It would probably be an
hour before the butler happened to come
along the hall. By that time Varley
would be well away.

He opened the front door and stepped
outside. ' i

“T don’t think so, Mr. Varley !’ said
a quiet, grim voice. .

Varley stook stock still, his eyes nearly

There was nothing

and |

It was astounding—unbelievable !

Blake—here! And less than five
minutes before hardly had left him bound-
and helpless in the morning-room, and
the murderer at the mercy of the gas.
Sir Howard Westlake’s murderer was
absolutely staggered. ' :

A firm hang grasped his arm. Then,
before he could take any action, a kneo
came swiftly up to the small of his back,
and the next moment Varley was on the
ground. “Here you are, Lennard!” said
Sexton Blake calmly. “I thought I
should give him a bit of a surprise.
You're welcome to him now. ow’s
Tinker getting on?"

“Oh, coming round splendidly!” said
‘Chief = Detective-Inspector Lennard
briskly. “Sorry to trouble you, Mr.
Varley, but you will oblige me by
stepping into a taxi that I have waiting !'%

Roger Varley collapsed.

He gave one low cry and fell inert.
The strain had proved too much for him,
and the Scotland Yard men had no diffi-:
culty in taking him to the police-station.-

Meanwhile, Lennard had renfained
with Sexton Blake. And the pair walked
round the house to the morning-room
window. Sitting here, propped up against
the wall, was Tinker, feeling very dazed,
but improving rapidly.

My, Varley had been quite uncon-
scious of the fact, when arriving homo
from his club, that his house had beeit
surrounded by detectives. Sexton Blake -
‘and Tinker,” after all, had not been in
such a perilous position.

But, in sg)ite of the strong bodyguard,
they would undoubtedly have perished
but for the singular astuteness which had
been displaged by Tinker. .

‘“ Splendid, young 'un—splendid !” said
Sexion Blake, as he helped Tinker to
his feet. “I saw what your game was
at once. When you bound me up, at
the point of Varley’s revolver, you
apparently did the work with completer
thoroughness. But, fortunately for ur,
our cheerful host was unacquainted with
trick knots!” .

“You bet he was!” said Tinker, wilh
a grin. “I take a pride in those knots,
guv'nor. When I'm tying ’em they look
as firm as any knot possibly can look.
Varley was completely deceived.” '

. “And aoll you had to do, Blake, was
to exert a little pressure?” asked Len-
nard. - - .

‘‘ Precisely,” said Sexton Blake. “I
was half-afraid that Varley would lest
the knots after Tinker had finished, but
he apparently did not think it worth
while. T was free in less than a minute
and I flung up the window, carried
Tinker outside, and walked round to the
front door—to greet Mr. Varley as ho
made his exit.” :

“Neat!” commentied Lennard approve
ingly. “Infernally neat!”

L L ] *

That very night Reginald Winterion
was released from custody—a free man.
Solely owing to Sexton Blake’s astute
methods, he had gained his liberty, after
being a prisoner for less than twelvd
hours. _ . : !

And Sexton Blake had made two
staunch friends and admirers—Reggie,
Winterton and Sylvia Westlake, jguf.
hefore long the latter charming individual
thought it desirable to change her name.
Needless to say, Reggie thought ib
desirable, too. :

Roger Varley was committed for trial.:
The evidence against him, as supplied.
by Sexton Blake, was of an overwheln-
ing nature. And, in due course, thé
murdérer of Sir Howard Westlake wasg
found guilty by twelve good men and
true, and he suffered the extreme penalty,

of the law.
THE END.

starting from his head. For there, facing j
him, was—Sexton Blake!
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START THIS STIRRING MYSTERY AND SPORTS YARN TO-DAYI

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Geoff Carslake, captain  of  Naleombe
Tnited, is a elork in a shipping office. Nal-
combo win a Cup given by Mr. Dingwaree,
a wealthy Indian. Hiddea in the Cup is a
famous ruby eye stolen from a temple, and
supposed to bring ill-fortune on whoever
possesses it.

Harold Mudah, an Indian medical student
and a member of the Nalcombe team, is com-
manded by Thacass, a priest from India, to
recover the stone, but he is several times
unsuccessful. It ultimately comes into the
possession of Dolly Letchworth, Geoff's sweet-
heart. who gives it to him as a present.
Mudah unsuccessfully attempts to steal it,
and flees from the town, together with

Thacass. .

* Geoll is unjustly dismissed from his situa-
tion in Nalcombe, and accepts the offer of a
place in a big London club. He achieves a
brilliant success, and also dnes well in his
new job in the Loudon shipping office until
he is tempted into playing cards. Sustain-
ing heavy losses, he is forced to pawn his
watch; but the pawnbroker, being attracted
hy the Ruby Eye which is attached to the
chain, offers to lend five pounds on it, a
sul which Geoff accepts.

Lepstein, the pawnhroker, communicates
with a servant of Thacass named Rahid, and
it is decided to send for the priest, who is
still in search of the stoune.. The same
evening, however, Geoff wins nearly thirty
pounds at cards, and he accordiogly returns
to the pawnbroker's the followiug morning
to redeem the pledge, and arrives to find
Lepstein gloating over the Eve.

; (Now read on.)

“Thacasp Takes a Hand.

HE pawnbroker had a little desk,
with a glass screén td it at' one end
of thie counter, and behind this he
wa3s gloating over the stone through
a magnifying-glass.

Mr. Lepstein was a gentleman who thonght
ol himseli first of all, and of his own ¢nds.
Money was a great thing with him. He was
on¢ of those who put money before all else,
and he had not been at all satisfled with the
promise that Rahid had given him about his
“reward.” -

He knew that Rahid was associated with a
strange league of men—a powerful league—
and that:they were mostly foreigners. But
then Mr. Lepatein had had a lot to do
with forecigners in his time., He had been
something more than just a pawnbroker.
There had been more than one shady bit of
work in which he had been counected., and
he was not inclined to Dbe f{rightencd by
mere threats. ]
. He was firmly convinced now that this
little jewel waa indeed worth a fahulous
sum of money, and since it had come into
hi: hands—since he had bheen the onc to
detect it, from certain rather vazue informa-
tion that he lLad received, it did not scem
at all tight to-him that it should go out
of his posacasion again without him gaining
something substantial for himself.

Thacass, the priest! He know that Raliid
spoke about him with bated breath—that
this same Thacasa was reputed to. bhe an
individual who would stand no nonscnse—
that e was a dangerous sort of customer to
come up againat.

wt, after all, did

what that mabtter?

Tha
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1Ne LUCK of the LUp!
A Magnificent New Football and Adventure Story.

By WILLIAM E. GROVES

In a case like this Mr. Lepstein would have
the taw on his side. The young chap who
had brought this stone. in obviously did not
know its value. If he could be persuaded to
}nart with it quickly, if it could bcecome
egally the property of Mr. Lepsteiu, then—
*““ Good-afternodn !’

The pawnbroker started violently, and
looked up. And there was the object of his
thoughts leaning across the counter and
smiling at him.

Geoffrey pointed to the stone.

“1t seems to me,” he said. * that that
little pendant of mine is very intcresting to
you, sir.”’

Lepstein tried to swecp the stone out of
sight, but it was too.late. Gecoffrey stretched
forth his arm, aud he had taken ihe stone
in his hand. :

*“ Give it back!™

The pawnbroker spoke . swiftly.

‘“It's mine!” he went on. * You have no
right, young fellow, to come into this shop
and snatch at things like that!”

Geoffrey laughed.

‘““Perhaps I am as curious as you are,”
he said. “I'm sure I apologise if T seemed
rude, but I bave come to redeem this
pledge.” .

Lepstein's jaw dropped.

“ You said Saturday!” he gasped.

“I know I did. But I have had a bit of
luck, quite unexpectedly, and I am iu the
position to pay you back now, and take what
is my ownl™

As he spoke these words Carslake pushed
the requisite amount across the counter,
together with the ticket. '

“I thionk,” he said quietly, * that this
squares us, doesn’t it?”

“No!”

Lepstein almost shrieked out the words.
Here, it seemed, was a fortune slipping from
his grasp.

‘ (Jive it to me back! I will-——"

‘* You will do nothing, my friend, only tuke
the money I give you. I am claiming what
is my own. If you don't like that, you are,
of course, quite at lberty to call a
policeman.” -

And so, for all his cunning, Mr. Lepstein
was done absolutely.. It would do him no
good at all to attempt a high bhand with
this young fellow, who had the law on his
side.

So he changed his tone.

“ Your little stone intcrests me, sir,” he
said. *“I may say that my friend has had
a look at it, and he says——""

He paused.

“ Well?"' Geoffrey asked.

““It i5 of no value actually. If you went
from here and tried to sell it elsewhere you
would get nothing on it at all. Dut he—
my friend-—-has taken a fancy to it. He has
commissioned mc to offer you a price for it—
& very big price. You are lucky. - He wants
to use it for a certain purpose, nnd I can
offer you fifty pounds. Think of that, my
young friend! Yifty pounds—cash paid
across the cdounter now! Thiuk of what you
can do with fifty pounds! Come now! It's
a'chance of a lifetime! You'll sell it—eh?”

Carslake shook his head.

“I won't!" he said.

“ Yot for fifty pounds?”

“*'No; nor for a hundred and fiity or five
huadred !’

*“Then you'rc mad!” .

It was as much as BMr. Lepelein could do
{o keep his temper. .

4“1 may be. But T am going to keep a
tight hold on this, for I know that ueither
vou nor your friend would offer me fifty
pounds for. an.article unless. it were worti
considerably more {o you!”

I tell yon,”” Lepstein snarled, * that it
is worth nothing! It i3 a curio, that is all.”

Yery deliberately Geoffrey put the stonc
in his pocket.

‘“ As a curio, then, I will keep it,” he
said. .

It was useless for Mr. Lepstein to argue:
nothing he could say or do would alter
Geoffrey’s decision.

He had quite made up his mind now that
there was something more than met the ey
in all this; there was something of valuc
about this little stone, and he would g
elscwhere and get it valued.

If he were mistaken—if it were just a
curio purc and simple—theng he would keep
it, since Dolly had given it to liim. 1If il
turned out to Le worth a lot, then it would
be only fair that Dolly Letchworth should

‘know about it.

And that was how it happened that
Thacdss, traveling post-haste fromn the
North- of England, got fto Lepstein's shop
thut night and heard the tragic news that
the pledge had already been redecmed. '

Things looked rather black for the pawn-
broker just then, for the tall priest eaught
him by the throat and forced Lim to his
knees.

“You {railor!” he hissed.
s0ld the stone! You dog!
penalty for that?
death!”

‘“ Police! Heip'”

Lepstein gasped out the words as. wiih a
sudden movement, Thacass flung him away
so that he collapsed in a heap on the floor.

* Very little good your police will do you!"’
the priest said. ‘I tell you not all the
police in Londeon will save you from death
if th!:gugh vou wo lose that stone aguiu!

“You have
Do you kuow the
It is death—i._nst-ant

Rahid stepped up to L then, and whis-
pered something into his ear, and Thacass
nodded, and calmed down again.

““Quick!”’ he s8aid. * The narme and
address of the man who redeemed the
pledge!’

Lepstein did not shout out agaln tor the
police. They were alone in the place, and
there was something in the others eyes that
he did not like. _

He staggered across to his little safe and
took a book from it, and he gave the name
and address they asked for.

“ Carslake—QGeoflrey Carslake!™

Thacnss started. He remembered that
name. It was the vouug fool who kicked
the fuotball about, who had been connected
with the Dingwaree Cup in the Mfrst
instance. -

So that it looked as if there lhad becn
something in what Budah had said, after
all—that Mudah kaew more than Thacasg
had at first been prepared to admit.

“ He took the stome back to-day?”

““ Yes; about two- o’clock this afternoon.
He-he seemned to have soine sort of idea
that it wa3 worth something. I—I tried to
keep it. I ofered him fifty pounds for it,
so that,”’ the cunning Lepstein added, ')
could keep it for you, sir, but I could not
persuade him. Apd what could I do? He
had the law on his kide. He could have
called in a policeman, and 1 should have
been compelled to—" '

Thacass interruptcd
ilnperivus gesture. o

“ Better for vou if you hail gone to prison
Litan cross my purpose!” le- said. “ Tor
getting trace ‘of that stowe you would have
heen rewarded well—ay, even enough to
satisfy your greedy soul, which understands
nothing beyond money! -But for Iosing it
acain—if lost it is to us=you wiil pay the

Lim with a swill,
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HAIR BEAUTY

Write To-day for a Complete

+¢

““ Harlene Hair-Drill ’ Outfit,

GIFTS BY POST.

e
’4‘

EVERY ift of XNature is perfect. and of all the Dbounteous
gifts that Nature has given to women—the hair is undoubtedly
the most highly prized. - Yet, strange to say, it is so often neglected.
. Under the treatment of ** Harlene ” MHair- -
Drill  every woman can posscss this erown-
ing beauty, and can assure herself of the
truth of this declaration by self-demonstra-
tion free of expense. - .
No’longer, thercfore, is there any necessity
or excuse for anyone not to prove by per-
sonal cexperienice how *° Iarlenc Hair-Drill
causes the hair to grow in health and beauty.

WONDERFUL POPULARITY OF ¢ HAIR-
_DRILL.”

To-day all the' leading Actresses. Cinema
Queens and Society Ieaders make * Harlene
Hair-Drill " o part of their daily toilet, and
willingly testify to its hair-growing and
beautifving results. . o

Healthy, radiant, abundant hair makes. all
the difference to woman'’s appearance (and
man’s, too, for that multer), -and now you
have the opportunity to try the * Harlene
Hair-Drill ” method of securing and main-
taining halr-health and beauty free. "

IF _YOU VALUE YOUR_HAIR—WRITE
- NOW.

If by the cxpenditure of a little time—
Just about two minutes dailv—it is possible
to acquirc real hair health and Dbeauty,
surely it is folly to refuse or even to hesitate
a singlé moment in taking the first step to
sccure .it. o .

This is really a TFour-in-One Gift, for it
includes : .

. .1. A bottle of ¢ Harlene,” the true liquid
food and natural tomic for the hair, which
stimulates it to new growth.

Beauty Gifts to-day.

In the hest interests of your Hair, you 'should. post
your application for one of these Hair-Health and .
¢ Harlene Hair-Drill ’ is
the simplest and the surest method of cultivating |
really healthy, beautitul hair. s

1,000,000 FREE DISTRIBUTION.

2. A packet of the marvellous hair and scalp-cleansing * Cremex *
Shampoo Powder, which prepares the head for ** Hait-Drill." ’
3. A bottle of ** Uzon ”’ Brilliantine, which .makes a final touch of
- beauty to the hair, and is especially beneficial-
to those whose scalp is inclined to be ‘‘ dry."
--4.-A copy of the new edition of the secret
‘‘Hair-Drill *> Manual givieg full instructions
for this toilet exercise. o :
Do mot delay in sending for thiz Hair
Health. and Beauty Gift,  The demand will-
be great, and carly applieation is desirable,
After a Free Trial you will be able to obtain”
further supplies of * Harlene ** at Is. 1id,,
250 O, and 4s. 9d. per bottle; “ Uzoun ™
Brilliantine at 1s. " 1id. and 23, 9d. per
bottle; and * Cremex ” Shampoo Powders
at Is. Gd. per box of seven shampoos (single
Nackets 3d. each). from all Chemists and’
Stores, or will be sent direet, on reeeipt ot
Gd. extra for postage, from Fdwards™ Har--
lene, Ltd., 20, 22, 24 and 26, Lamb’s Conduit
Street, London, W.C. L, -

“HARLENE’ FREE GiFT FORM

)~
=S,

el . ‘ Dstach and post to
B A ' EDWARDS’ HARLENE ,
I V- . , 20, 22, 24, &026. Lamb's Conduit Street, -

Dear Sirs.— Plerase send m: ycur Free |
*“ Harlene' Four-Fold Hair-Grow.ng Outfit
as d:scribed ‘ubose. I enclose :d. instimps ¢
for pustage and pack:ing tomy nddress. !

3 YT
- '

UN10N JACK. ! D
NOTE TO READER,
Writeyour full name andaddress clearly og |
a plain piece of paper, pin this.cotpon to it, *|;
and post as directed above. (Mark env. lupe I8
““Sample Dept.”” i

\‘;pg“ a
1,};1- T ’\_‘ . _-
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L Packed FREE, Carriage PAID. Direct from Works.
| LOWEST CASH PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS.

Immediate deiivery. Big Bargains in Shop Soiled and
Second-hand Cycles. ’gyrcs and Accessories at pop-
lular Prices. Satisfaction gu.ranteed vr Money Refunded
¥ Oid Cycles Exchanged.  Write for Monster Size Z¥ @@
ist and Spgecial Ofler of Sample Bicycle

MEAD CYCLE COMPANY, Incorpd.

Dept. B 607, AIRMINGHAM.

ELECTRIC LIGHT!

BATTERY, WIRE, S8WITCH, REFLECTOR. LAMP,

. INSTRUCTIONS, &c. B/- & 9/- POST PAID.
HARBORNE SMALL POWER Co., 38 A.P.,, Queen's

Road, ASTON, BIRMINGHAM. (Illustrated Cat: 6d.:

“CURLY HAIR!"
timonials, proof sent.
(stamps accepted).—SUMMERS (Dept.

MAGIG TRIGKS ctc.—Parcels 2;8, 6/6. Ventriloquist's
Y

Instrument. Invisible. . Imitate Birds.
Price6d.each,4for1/.--"1". W, llurrison, 239, Pentonville Rd., London, N.L.

““Minecurled at once,” writes Major. Thousands of te -
Summers’ “Curlit’”’ curls straightesy hair, 1,5, 2.0
U.J.}, Upper Russell St., Brighton.

AEROPLANE AND CATAPULT ELASTIC.—Best quatlty only,
1-1Gth, 1-8th, 3-16th, and I-4th inch thick., Price jd., 1id.,.3d.. and 6d.
per foct 'Orders 1/- post free.~GREENAWLAY, 5, New Inn Hall Rt.. Oxford,

Also Ralneoats, Suifs, Ladles' Winter-Coats, Overcoats,
Cutlery,Melodcons, WatchesandJewsllery on Eagy Terms,
80/. worth, 5/: monthly, &c. Wrlta for Free Catalogue

and Order Form, Forelgn applicatlons invited.
MASTERS, L1p., 6, Hope Stores, Rye. - (Est. 1809),

o
Solid Leather, 5.-
monthly. Sead 5'-
now with'’ Size.
Satisfaction or de-
_posit refunded.

CUT THIS OU

“ The Union Jack.” PEN COUPON.

\falue 2d.

Send this coupon, with P.0. for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet St., London, E.C.4. In relurn you will receive (post free) a
splendid British Made 14ct. Gold Nibbed Flecet Fountain Pen, value 10:6. 1t
you sa¥e 12 further coupuns, each will count as 2d. off the price; so you may
send 13 coupons and only 3/-, (Pocket Clip, 4d. extra.) Ask for fine, medium,
or broad nib. This great offer is rade ito introduce the famous Fleet Pen
to the UNION Jack readers. S8atisfaction guarautec! or casi reiuroed.
Belt Lilling, or Safety Models, 2,- extra. ‘

NN

- Ventriloquial Dialogues, erc.; list, id.--T,

YY) " .

THE PLURASCOPE,”.

' 2'- post free. ) X
Contains 8 instriments in one @ Combined

Opera and Field Glasses, Telescog e, Sterec-
scope, Microscope, Eve-Mirror, Compass,

WATER PISTOL &=

Ejeets Six Powerful Sprays with One Loeadine. AN

Metal). Length 9 juches, Price 2 - Post free. Send
now for illustrated lists of Steam Medels, Watches, v
Pistols, cte., ete. Croxs P.O's § & (4

THE REPEATER

25
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BENNETT BROS., 5, THEOBALDS RD.,

LONDON, W.C.1.
Complete

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/
IN 30 DAYS. /2 Course.
The Molvin Siorons

No Appliances,  No Drags. No Dicting.
System .\'li\'l;.‘l! FATLLS, Full partrealars and Testira mials, 1a.
stamp.—Melvin Strony, Ltd, (Dept. 8)), 24, Southwark Nt.. S5

STAMPS of Germany., LEVANT, Cevlon. JAMAICA WAR FREE! ’

STAMDP, China, Victoria. PORYT SAID. Travancore, VENEZUELAN. Brazil
BOHLEMIA, Cape. ROUMANIA (New Issue), Nigeria, ALEXANDRIA, Fevpt,
and WALLIS AND FORTUNA ISLES. Aly ““GENUINE PACKET.” vtontain-
Jdng all these stamps, will be sent to all who erclese 2d. tnr ostare.  Pest

Mounts, 7d. per 1.000, post free.—-VICTOLR BANCROFYT. Mati ck. -

NERVOUSNESS 18 thr greatest dravwbhiack in hie to any mai or woman,
« Ifvouarenervous, imd dow-spivit d lick o li-coniidence, .
will-power, mind concentration,bln-h,or feet . wkward in the presence of others |
send 3 penuy stamps for particulars of the Mento:Nerve Strengthening Treat.
ment used m the Navy, from Vice- Admiral to Scaman, and in the Army from
Colonel (o Drivate, DSOS M.C s MM s and B.CM s —GODFRY ELLIOTI-
QMITH, Ltd, 327, Imperial Builddings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C. 4.

FSTHOXINA (Eesti DPPést). Belgian Oceupation

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELPF, 1/3 doz. 101N
LARGEMENTS, 8. . ALSO CIHEAD PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGU
AXND SAMPLES FREE.—HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOIL..

from £1.- Realvalue, F:- ms.

HGME ciNEMATOGRAPHS galore, Fuli ol interest, Tagt!)

Free.- Desk 1, DEAN CINEMA-CO., 94, Drayton Averune, W, Erling. Lundoh.:

PATTER

12 by

for_Amirtenr Comedians. 1 -, Crosstalk for Comic Duettists,
1/3. .Funny SKeteir (3 comedians), 16, Parodies. Skits.
M. FINN, Author, Colerester.

"Bt MAKE THIS!

setoof Parts for making Eleetric Shocking: (oil.
1/9 Post Free.

Harborne Small Powar Co., 38 A_P., Queen’s Rd.,
ASTON, BIRMINGHAM. Illustrated Catalogues 8d.
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