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TO REFRESH YOUR MEMORY.

The worst House at St. Walstan's
School is that run by Mr. Flaclton.

Baciward in sport, and with low
prestige  geaerclly, it also  suffers
from somi-starviation due to  Mr.

Flackton's bad catering. Tony Smith,
a boy from Australia, is the leader
of a recolt against the Housemaster's
methods.

Flackton, Urought to bay, has «a
stormy interview with the butcher, to
whom he owes money. He doez not
go too far, howceer, as he wuants to
ask a favour.

(Now rcad on.)
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Trouble With Chopkins.

VERY nervously he proceeded o
a-k it,

“As T mentioned the other
afiernoon.” he =aid, “ 1 should be
perfectly willing 1o pay a higher price
per pound if yvon could :ee your way to
sc"idirur along mweat of rather beltt-r
qualiiy.’

But lhomaq Chopkins couldn’t sce h1~
way to doing that. He much preferred
to palm off on Mr. Flackion old and in-
ferior stovk, which otherwise would have
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remaired on his hands. So he declined
thie proposal almost felociouclv

“I tell you now, once an’ for all, wot
I told yer t’other day !> he énapped.
“You'll get wotev er it suiis me to send
along! Beggars can’t be choosers. Day
arter day I receives your horder for so
much beef or so much mutton. Bein’
the soft-’carted fool I am, I supplies the
weight you asks for at a price which
‘ardly pays for the troub]e o’ cuttin’ up
the jints an’ deliverin’ “em.

“An’. wot’s more, I never sees the
Colour o’ your money! The bill runs on
an’ on, an’ you puts me off wi' promises!
An’ now you've got the face to ask me to
send vou the very pick o’ the shop! Oh,
no, Mr. Flackton! 2Ny best gooda goes
to my best customers—them as planks
down ready-money, orv settles their bills
reg’lar every weck.

s This is my final word,” concluded ihe
butcher, *“For another month I'll cupply
your d:nly horder so far as quantity is
consarned. But, as regards the quality,
y'ou’!l ’ave no say wotsomever! You'll
jist ’ave wot you can get, an’ thank your
lucky stars 1 ain't connt} -courted you
long ago for wot's owin’!”

Chopkins had the whip-hand, and knew
it. In vain did Mr. Flackton try argu-
ment and cajolery. His creditor was
adamant. So, finally, the Housemaster
abandoned all hope of obtaining any
concession, and departed from the shop.

His heart was full of hatred and

bitterness as he made his way along the
strect. The insolence of Chopkins was
becoming unbeaiable. Oh, how he
wanied to revenge himsclf on the insult-
ing brute! And—oh, how he wanted 10
revenge himself also on the boy who had
brought about the 1ronble !

Yes, Smith was at the botiom of it all.
It onlv he could get even with Smith, h»
would be satisfied. .

Well, revenge mmust wail for a while.
The 1mmedmlc-. pressing ~necessity was -
the obtaining of better focd for bhis
boarders. Any repetition of to- cla}-c

revolt must be prevented at al costs? |
only one way of quicting Smith

There wa-

and his fellow-malcontents. It wouid be an
expensive  way, but that could not be
helped.

, :

For a time. at any rate. the hoys™ dietary
must be improved. And the improvemcent
must take place at once, othcrwise some af
the brats would probably be writing letters
of complaint to their parents.

Very well, then. For the nuxt three weeks
they should be fed on the fat of the land.
Their joints should be supplied hy Wadlow,
the hest-class butcher in the town. Wadlow
<old only meat of the fin€st quality, and his
prices were ccrrespondingly high.

Mr. Flackton gioaned inwardly as lie
thought of those prices.  Ncvertheless, he
presently entered the expensive establish-
ment, and gave an order for heef and mutton
that caused old Johm Wadlow's cyes to op ¢
wide in surprise.

The worthy 1radesman’s surprisec was
natural, seeing that hitherto he had only
supphed suflicient mcat for the daily wants
¢f Mr. aud Mrs. Flackton «ud the senior
bors in the house.

There weuld he no chance of running up a
long bill with John Wadlow. A weekiy
settiement had been his strict rule in deal-
ing with Mr. Flackton ever since the time
—some two years back—when the Housc-
master got heavily into urrears.

So much difficnlty had Wadlow experienced
in .cetting settlement of these arrears, that
he had civilly but plainly informed his long-
winded customner that a week’s eredit was tlhe

(Continucd on page 22.

OFFER OF

AND PAIRS OF

WRIGLEY’S
100,000 FOOTBALLS

LEYSH

CHEWING

FOOTBALL BOOTS

b O you want a full-sized Football or a splen-
did pair of Football Boots at HALF-
PRICE? Come along, then. The 25.000 we
first offered oun these terms went like hot
cakes, hut we have securcd another cousign-
ment of 100,000 Footballs, and we have also
made speeial arra ngements to include 100, 000
pairs of Football Boots in this offer. The Ball
ix honestly worth 24/-, and so are the
Beats, but you can have cither for 12 /- only.
Club Secretaries, cut this out and show to all
your memhoers, and be sure to tcll them to
apply AT OXCE.

The Football is made by Spalding's, of
the toughest English hide, {full-size, hand-
scwn, with a bladder of the finest red rubber.
It is cxactly the ball used by the premier
clubs. ‘The Boots are Spalding’s famous
Ilotspur pattern. Light Russet, laced to toe,
with strap: raised shank waist; bevel-edge
sole, rivetied—as worn by the crack players.

To get either the Footha_ll or the Football
Boots, all you have to do is to—

SEND 14/)- for a box containing
48 bars of WRIGLEY'S Assorted
Flavours, and the Foothall or the
Boots. State clearly which you want,
and in the case of Boots the size must
be given. It is best to send a pencil
outline of your stockinged <foot.
Whichever you choose will be sent
with the chewing sweet, carriage
paid, within 3 or 4 days. .
ALTERNATIVELY, send 50 wrappers
saved from ld. bars of WRIGLEY'S,
together with a postal order for 12/-
only. Don’'t forget to give your
address, and say Football or Football
Boots.

YOUR MONEY WILL BE INSTANTLY
REFUXNDID if you are not_delighted with your
bargain. If you prefer a Rugby shape ball in

the same quality, or Black Rugby Boots with
say so .in your letter.
WRIGLEY'S LTD.
Westminster Bridge
London, S.E. 1.

Address—

{Desk 23).
-Road,

bars,

235,

THE FOOTBALLER'S
COMPANION.

H.R.H. The PRINCE of WALES
has taken a great liking to
WRIGLEY’S CHEWING GUM,

particularly when engaged

in sport.
—Vide “Strand” Mag

KEEPS YOU FRESH AND THE
MOUTH COCL AND MOIST
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In this fine story one of the UNION JACK'S old characters re-
appears after an absence of many months. RUPERT WALDO,
usually known as the * Wonder-Man "' on account of his amazing
feats of strength and his natural immunity from pain, once
again crosses the path of SEXTON BLAKE and TINKER
—with what strange results this thrilling narrative will show.

ik

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
‘1 Say, This Is Astoundlng 1

IMMY SAVILLE stared in incredulous horror.
A F(D “It's a head, Bray—a human head!” he ejaculated

hoarsely.

“ Good heavens!" said Harold Bray. ‘ But—but it
can't be! There must be some fake about it, Jimmy.
Some——"

““ Man alive, look for yourself!"” panted the other.

The thing he held in his two hands was shaking slightly, for
Jimmy's nerves were on edge, and his muscles w ere not quite firm.
Peering forward, Bray caug t his breath in sharpl

Without the slightest doubt the object which Sanlle held in his
hands was the head of a man; but, somehow, upon close examina-
tion, the head lost its horror. It was not what Bray had first
supposed.

“Why, it's mummified !’ he exclaimed, with relief. ¢ You con-

founded ass, Jimmy! You gave me a frlght' I was thinking—""

“ But isn’t it e\tlaordmaly, anyway ?” demanded Jimmy Saville.
““ The head’s mummified, I'll admit—and amazingly well preserved,
too. Look, the base of it is mounted on a little wooden stand! I've
had a few queer experiences in my time, but this surely beats ev ery;

U.J.—No. 942,
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For a fesv moments the two young men
said nothing.

It was after midnight—indeed, getting
on towards one o’clock in the morning—
and London was quiet and stilled, except
for the distant rumble of railway trafhc
and the occasional purr of a belated taxi-
cab from the direction of Oxford Street.

Jimm Saville and Harold Bray were
in Trever Avenue, a quiet thoroughfare
in the neighbourhood of Regent’s Park.
As a matter of fact, they had been stroll-
g home to Jimmy’s rooms.

Bray had only just turned up in
London after some years abroad, and he

had lost no time in calling upon his old |

Oxford chum, Savillee And the pair,
after a theatre and a supper, were just
on their way home. The night was so
calm and mild that they had decided to
walk, and talk over old times.

Both were attired in evening-dress, |

with light overcoats. And it need not
be supposed that they were any the
worse for drink. As a matter of fact,
they were both perfectly sober, having
partaken very sparingly of the lightest
of light wine during supper.

And now, in Trevor Avenue,
extraordinary thing had happened.

The incident had taken place two
minutes earlier. Strolling along, arm-in-
arm, the two voung men were startled
by a sudden splintering of glass over
their heads. Tﬁen something had come
thudding down. And this something, in
fact, had knocked .Jimmy’s hat fying.
The hat had protected its owner's head
excellently. .

Considerably astonished, and not a
little indignant, Saville had retrieved his
damaged hecadgear, and had then picked
np the object which had come with such
startling suddenness from the smashed
"window on the third storey of the large
building which rose sheer {rom the
pavement.

d, as Jimmy Saville and Harold
Brdy had discovered, that object was
nothing more nor less than a mummified
human head!

They examined it with greater interest.

The light was not particularly good,
for there was no strect-lamp just handy.
But it could be seen that the head was
a full-sized one, and apparently that of
a~ man of about sixty. The skin was
wrinkled and startlingly lifelike, although
upon touching it Jimmy felt that it was
like parchiment—as hard as a board. To
the touch it was by no means horrifying.

But in appearance the thing gave
Jimmy a turn cvery time he looked at

this

it, for the colouring was extraordinarily

lifeliko and well preserved.

“Hang it all! What shall we do?”
asked Bray, with a sudden laugh.

“Ihere's no need to grin about it

“My dear feilow, what’s the good of
doing anything else?’ asked Bray.
“Now I come to think of it, there 1
something rather humorous about this
business.. Two perfectly tame young
men are strolling home when a head
comes hurtling down from nowhere——"

“Nonsense! It came from a third
storey window

“Well, that’s nowhere to us!” went
on Bray. ‘What a chap you are to
quibble! This head comes whizzing
down, nearly brains you—a frightfully
difficult proposition, by the way—and
then it calmly sits on the pavement and
gring at us. Are you sure we only had
one =mall boitle of light wine?”

Jimmy Saville grunted.

“I do wish you’d be serious, IIal!”
he exclaimed. ‘This affair isn’t one to
joke about! Don’t you understand?”

“I'm hanged if I do!”

U.J.-—No. 942.
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“We've got to do something!
Jimmy bhelplessly.
- “Good!” agreeéd Bray. ‘What shall
we do?” '

“I—I don’t know :

“Then what on earth’s the good of
ssaying we've got to do 1t?” grinned Bray.
“The best i1dea, to my mind, is to pro-
ceed with a little investigation. This
head droppéd from a window up there,
and as far as my weak intelligence can
penetrate, this building 1s a block of
flats.”

““Any idiot can see that!” snapped
Jimmy. '

“Quile so—even you could!” agreed
Bray calmly. “It stands to reason,
therefore, that this hcad came out of a
flat. Now, the puzzle is this—why do

said

. sy

people want to go throwing shrivelled

heads into the street? That’s the
probléem we’ve got to solve, old man!”

Jimmy Saville glared..

“I don’t think you’ve ever heen serious
in all your life, Hal!” he declared.
“Your talk about investigation is piffle!
There’s only one thing that we can do,
so far as I can sec.”

““And what is that, my dear Watson?”

“Find the nearest policeman, and hand
this infernal thing over to him, you
duffer!” said Jimmy. “We don’t want
it, I'm quite certain. . Neither do we
want to be mixed up in any crime ot

“You prize ass!” grinned DBray.
“Who’s talking about crime? - There’s
evidently been an accident, or something.
The head is just an ornament, I suppose,
and it must have fallen out of the win-
dow. Or perhaps a couple of cheerful
individuals up in the flat were having a
row, and they started throwing heads at
one another. You can’t tell. And I sug-
gest that we go up to the third floor and
see what’s doing. = We shall probably
mect somebody on the wayv, anyhow—
somebody coming down to recover the
spoils !” :

*“Perhaps you’re right, Hal,” said
Jimmg Saville. ““After all. we needn’t
mix the police up in it until we're satis-
fied that there's something fishy about
it.
came from?”

They both looked up; but they could
not sce any window with a- smashed
frame, owing to the gloom. However,
at the first crash of breaking glass they
had noticed that it was from a third floor
window thatl the head had come shooting
down. And a few yards ahead lay the
cutrance o the flats.

They walked forward.

“The thing gave me a shocking turn
at first,” said Bray. *1I was expecting
to see gore flowing, and I was picturing
some frightful ruffian up in that flat with
a chopper——"

“ Don’t be so horribly bloodihirsty.
IHal!” protested the other. **What 1
can’t understand is why the head didn't
go into powder when it struck the
ground !”’

“I1f it was a head like yours it might
have done——"

“Don’t you understand, you aggravat-
ing bounder, that mummified heads
generally go to powder if they’'re thrown
about ?’’ asked Saville.  *“That’s what
I’ve always understood, anyway.”

“There are different ways of preserv-
ing mummies,” said Bray. ‘This one
seems to be in specially fine order. The
owner is welcome to 1t.  Personally, 1
shouldn’t like to have an article of that
sort walking about my house!”

By this time the two friends were in
the entrance-hall of the block of flats, and
they found it quite deserted. There was
no hall-porter—not even a boy. So they
marched upstairs until, finally, they
rcached the third floor,

But how can we tell which flat it |

According to their calculations the flat
they were seeking was on the right-hand
side of the landing. Indecd, there could
be no mistake about it. But now that
thcy were practically on the spot they
didn’t exactly know how to proceed.
Jimmy halted on the stairs. “ I don’t like
this!” he murmured. ‘ Dash it all, we
can’t go and knock people up, and ask
them if they’ve been dropping heads down
in the road!” '

Bray grinned.

“It would sound a bit quecer if we
knocked up the wrong party,” he replied.
*8till, there’s only one head, and that
makes 1t a bit better. Why, by Jove!
Do my eyes deceive me, or do they not?”

ITe was staring at the doorway of the
flat on the right. It was No. 19, and it
was clearly indicated by a brass tablet.
And the door itself was slightly ajar. This
was rather significant.

“Come on!” said Bray. ‘“We can’t
hang about all night!”

He marched up the remaining stairs,
and jammed his thumb upon the bell-
push. An insistent buzzing sounded
somewhere within the flat. But the two
young men waited in vain,

“Very careless!” murmured Bray.
“What do you think of it, Jimmy?
These people need talking to! Ifancy
going out and leaving the door open, and
allowing the head of Abdullah the Tenth
to go for a stroll on its own!”

Without waiting for Jimmy to reply,
Bray pushed the door open, and found
himself in a little lobby. Beyond, there
was a well-furnished hall, and an electric
light was burning under a soft shade.

*“ Anybody at home 7" called Bray, in a
stage-whisper.

There was dead silence.

“Come out of this, you ass!” whispered
Jimmy. ‘“We're getting deeper and
deceper into this affair——*

‘““ All the better,” interrupted the other.
“There’s nothing I like more than a
thrill. But, seriously, old man, we can’t
leave the thing in this state.  Nobody
seems to be at home, so we'd better have
a look round.”

“What if we're caught in here?”

“Well, man alive, we aren’t burglars,
are we?"” said Bray. ‘“We've simply
come up to restore some valuable pro-
perty. For all we know, the owner of
this flat might have had a fit, and requires
a doctor. Anyhow, we’re going to have
a look round.”

It was idle for Jimmy to protest, even
if he wanted to do so. But, as a matter
of fact, he was as curious as Bray. And,
together, they walked into the hall, and
looked round them.

Two doorways were quite near them,
and both were standing ajar. Bray
reached forward, and switched on the
clectric light in one apariment, which
turned out to be a bed-room, comfortably
furnished, and extremely neat and tidy.

“Hallo!” called Bray. *Is there any-

body here?”

Still there was no reply. A brief glance
round told the visitors that the room was
innccent of all human occupants, save
themselves.' They withdrew into the hall,
and Jimmy shook his head.

“Drawn  blank!” he
“ Better try the next.”

They opencd the next door, and again
Bray switched on the light, This room
was also empty. It was a superbly-fur-
nished study, with a mahogany pedestal
desk in the centre, a rich carpet, and
numerous bookcases. The whole apart-
ment spoke of wealth and luxury.

“T say, this is astounding!” muttered
Jimmy Saville.

There was another door quite close to
this one, and it was clesed. Jimmy
turned the handle, and the door opened at
once. Here the electric lights were full

remarked,
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oi—a dull, subdned kind of glow came
out into the hall. The young man hesi-
tated before pushing the door open.

Somehow they felt that something mys-
terious lay beyond.

“ Anybody  here?” asked
cautiously.

Silence !

With a muttered exclamation DBray
pushed open the door, and he and his
comparion looked in. For the first
moment they were too astonished to say
anything at all. There was nothing par-
ticularly horrible about this apartment.

Bray

But it was so uncommon—so bizarre in’

every detail—that the two young men
could only stand there.and stare.

From the ceiling a pendant descended,
with a single electric light, encased in. a
peculiatrly-shaped shade—a shade which
entirely - enclosed the light, and sent a
weird diffused glow throughout the
room. -

This glow was of a bluish tint, with
just a tinge of green in it, and it gave
everything a strange character. And
the articles in the apartment were
st.ran%e enough, in all conscience, with-
out the assistance of the light.

Immediately under the pendant there
stood a kind of square platform, about a
foot high. In the centre of this there
was a quaintly-carved pedestal. But .it
had no ornament on the top. This top
surface was flat and highly polished, and
there was a faint circular mark on it. In
other words, within the circle there was
no dust, but round the edges a faint filin
had collected.

“By Jove!”  whispered Jimmy.
“Don't you see, Hal?”

“See what?" .

“That pedestal,” said the other.

“This head must have stood upon it—
there’s the dust mark. But why in the
world should anybody keep a mummified
‘head in the very centre of the rcom, as
though for exhibition?”

“It's no good asking me,” said Bray.
““But look at everything else! Did ycu
ever sce anything so extraordinary ?”

There was no furniture of the ordinary
type in the room. There were chairs,
certainly, but they were dull black, and
of a peculiar shape. The floor was
covered with thick black felt. And all
the walls were designed in a series of
panels. In the centre of each panel hung
hideously-carved figures. They were
mounted, and were appareutly carved
from hard wood, and each one repre-
sented a human face. But they were
. grotesque and almost horrifying to look
at.

These grinning, gaping faces looked
down from all sides. ¥very one con-
‘tained eyes—eyes that were. uncannily
lifelike. And, whichever way the two
intruders looked, these cold, glassy eyes
stared at them. The effect was most
uncomfortable and eerie. |

Jimmy shivered as he looked at them.

“What, in Heaven’s name, can all
these mean?” he muttered. *It looks
like the council chamber of some. hideous
Chinese secret society ! And what about
the head? Who could have thrown it
out of the window?”

“Well, it was thrown out, because
there's the window with the broken
pane,” said -Bray, pointing. “No,
Jimmy ; don’t put that head back on the
pedestal. We fouind it in the street, and
we're not going to put it back while
there’s nobody here. That wouldn’t be
right at all !”

““‘T'm sick of the infernal thing ! said
Jimmy. “It’s getting on my nerves!”

“So is this room getting on mine!”
said Bray. ‘‘We'll clear out, and ex-
plore the rest of the flat. If we can’t
find anybody, we’ll hold a council of war
on the spot, and decide what to do.”

There were many other strange thiugs
to look at in this remarkable rcom, but
Bray and Saville did not wait—they had
seen quite enough to satisfy them.
Going back into the hall, they found that
there were ouly three,other apartments
in the flat—a kitchien, a bath-room, and
a second bed-room. All were absolutely
empty—that is to say, there was no sign
of any human being. _

Jimmy Saville and Harold Bray had
the flat to themselves.

Without the slightest doubt this whole
adventure was an extraordinary one. It
was 8o remarkable that the two friends
were at a loss to know what to do. The
falling of the mummified head into the
road had been startling enough; but to

come up Lo the flat, and find it utterly

deserted, was even more startling.

“Look here! We'd -better not stay
here a moment longer!” said Jimmy.
“We might get mixed up into terrible
trouble over it. It's all.very well to
come into these things, Hal, but it might
be difficult to give a reasonable explana-
tion. Let’s get out while we're safe!”

They passed outside into the outside
lobby, and wcre soon on the landing.
They left the door of the flat slightly
ajar. Everything was quiet. No sounds
broke the stiHness as they paused at the
end of the stairs.

*Well, what's asked
Jimmy softly.

* The best thing we can do 1s to find a
policeman,” replied Bray.

“That's what I suggested at first.”

“I know you did; but things are
different now.” said Bray. ‘We've
discovered all these wild and woolly facts.
We've plumped right into the middle of
a mystery that beats any I've ever read
about. And, as vou said at first, we can’t
do better than find a bobby and gently
transfer the responsibility of that cheer-
ful hecad on to his broad shoulders.

e

Come on'!: .

They quickly descended the stairs, and
a weight seemed to lift itself from their
shoulders. That strange flat had got on
their nerves more than they cared to
admit. Outside in the street they looked
up and down, but there was no sign of
any living soul. And the time was just
after one.

“Ten-to-one we don’t find a bobby
until we've walked a couple of miles,”
said Bray. “It's a queer thing how
elusive these fellows in blue are! It
doesn’i matter which way we go.”

They staried off down Trevor Avenue,
Jimmy Saville carrying the mummified
head under his arm. ~

to be done?”

And, presently, they came into a wider
thoroughfare. At the bottom of it a
taxi-cab was comiug along. But there

was no signh of any policeman.
young men walked quickly.

They had covered just over a hundred
yvards when they saw that the taxi-cab
had come to a halt only a short distance
ahead. Two figures had stepped out on
to the pavement, and the taller of the
pait was paying the taxi-man.

“FHere we are!” said Bray -crisply.
“This taxi chap will help us, perhaps.

The two

Anyway. we can find a policeman more
‘quickly in a taxi—I don’t fancy waltzing

round the houses for hours!”

They quickeued their footsteps, but the
taxl-cab : was already shooting round
within its own length, in the peculiar way

that taxi-cabs have, and was speeding

off .down towards Oxford Street.

“Hold on!” yelled Bray. “Hi!”

They commenced running, and were
now opposite the pair who had just dis-
charged the vehicle. Jimmy Saville
glanced at them. and then gave a sudden
start of recognition.

he exclaimed

“Hold on, Hal!”
sharply. “By Jove! A ripping idea!

P—

We'll tell our yarn to this gentleman,
instead of to- a policeman—it’ll be
aitogether better.”

Bray expressed his astonishment
plainly.

*““Why, Saville!” exclaimed the taller
of the two strangers. “I hardly

expected to see you outside my door at
this hour. How are you?”

**Oh, tremendously perturbed,” roplied
Jimmy Saville.  “This is my friend,
Mr. Harold Bray. Haul, let me introduce
Mr. Sexton Blake.” -

Bray's eyes lit up—he understcod.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
‘‘ We’ve Put our Foot in it Properly! "’
EXTON BLAKE had met Jimmy
S Saville once or twice at his club,
and he liked the young fellow well
enough.

The famous criminologist had Tinker
with him, and they had, as a matter of
fact, just returned from the home of =
friend in another part of London, where
they had spent the evening.

“I'm sorry you missed that taxi-cab
just now,” said Blake, after he had
exchanged a few words with the two
young men. . ‘‘But there’ll be another
one along soon, I expect, so »

‘““Hold on, Mr. Blake—hold on!"’ inter.
rupted Jimmy. “We've got something

lt_o t”el[ you—something just in your
me.

Sexton Blake smiled:

“Some intricate problem ?” he asked,
with a chuckle.

“Yes, Mr. Blake—you’ve uscd the
very words,” put in Bray. “TI’ll

guarantec it's one of the queerest affairs
you ever had in front of you. Jimmy
and I are positively floundering in amaze-
ment and doubt.”

“I'll bet you're trying to pull our
legs!” grinned Tinker.

“Young man, I do not indulge in leg-
pulling,” said Bray severely. *“And,
under no circumstances, would I attempt
such an undignified procedure with a
famous gentleman like Sexton Blake.

“ Honestly, Mr. Blake, we are serious,”
said Jimmy Saville earnestly. ‘ Not
half an hour ago we struck something
extraordinary. In fact, we were just
looking for a policeman when I saw you.
I'd rather tell you all about it, and you
can advise us what to do.” '

Sexton Blake looked at the two voung
men clozely. o

“You had better come up with me,”
he exclaimed. ‘If you really have some-
thing of interest to tell me, I shall be
very pleased to listen.”

“Good!” said Jimmy Saville.
a lucky thing we
Blake.”

The famous detective had the door

“YWhat
spotted you, Mr.

.open by this time, and the two visitors

were ushered in, and they passed upstairs
to Sexton Blake’s comfortable consulting-
room. Tinker switched the lights on,
and busied himself with a few prepara-
tions—such as gettine a box of cigars
ready, and a whisky-decanter and a soda-
syphon. '

Jimmy Saville and Harold Bray were
invited to make themselves at home, and
they sat down 1a_two easy-chairs, and
Sexton Blake stood with his back to the
fireplace. Tinker had disappeared for a
moment, but soon arrived with Pedro,
who was wagging his tail with delight.

“I thought he might as well hear the
yarn, too!” grinned Tinker.

“I don’t fancy there’s anything for
Pedro to do in this particular case,” said
Saville. “By Jove! What a fine dog!
I’ve heard lots about him, but this is the
first time I've had the honour to make
his acquaintance.”

U.J.—No. 942,
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Tiuker solemnly took Pedro to the two
visitors, and Pedro just as solemnly
offered his huge paw. The ceremonies
being over, Pedro betook himself to the
hearthrug, flopped down, and gave his
tail one or two lazy wags. 'Then he
closed his eyes and went off into a nap.

*‘That shows how much interest he
takes in the business,” grinned Bray.
“Well, go ahcad, Jimmy. Kindly
remember that it’s after one o’clock, and
we're losing all our beauty sleep. Mr’.,
Blzke probably wants to get to bed, too.

“ You needn’t worry about me,” smiled
Sexton Blake. '

“Well, the fact is, Mr. Blake, we were
strolling home to my chambers, said
Saville.  “We came up Baker Street,
and then turned into Trevor Avenue—
{hat’s a short cut to my place, you know.
And as we were walking along there was
a sudden crash of glass, and this came
down on the top of us.”

Jimmy Saville suddenl produced the
head from beneath a fold of his light
overcoat. = He had held it there, comn-
cealed, until this moment, and Sexton
Blake had been wondering what the
hidden object could be. .

“Great Scott!” gasped Tinker.
“\What the dickens i . '

“This is interesting,” said Sexton
Blake. “‘Let me have a close look,
Saville, H'm! Quite unique!”

He turned the mummified head over
and over in his hands, examining it with
great closeness.- Tinker, 1nea.n_wh_11e,
stood looking on, and he was beginning
{0 realise that these two late visitors had
not come on a fool’s crrand.

- “Yhat do you make of it, Mr. Blake ?”
azked Bray, at length. '

Tt is an exceptionally well preserved
head,” said Sexton Blake slowly. .©
cannot exactly place the period, but,
judging by the style of embalming, 1
should say that this hcad has been in this
state of preservation for about twelve
handred years, and it probabl{ came
from an Inca tomb, or possibly from
Vucatan. I do not think it 15 an
Kgyptian relic.” . '

“'It’s rather queer how solid the thing
remains,”  said Jimmy. I always
thought that these mummified things
were fragile. “But it bounced on the
pavement like a football!”

Sexton Blake smiled. . .

“There are many ways of embalming
which the ancients employed,” he replied.
“Until I have refreshed my memory I
cannot say off-hand which tribe of people
this head belongs to. In any case, 1t 1s
guite an interesting specimen—particu-
Jarly so as the head is complete in itself,
heing fully mounted.”

**And you say this thing fell on the
top of you?” asked Tinker, in surpuise.

“Tt nearly Lrained Jimmy,” said
Bray. “I’ll tell you all about 1l.”

And he proceeded to explain the ful
facts. Assisted by Saville here and there,
he went into all the details, describing
how they had gone up to Flat No. 19,
how they had found the door open, and
the flat deserted.

Sexton Blake, meanwhile, listened with
close attention. He was unusually
interested, this affair presenting some of
those bizgqrre aspects which always claim
his curiosity. The very facts of the case,
as related by the two young men, were
singularly mpysterious, and far removed
from the common-place,

*Well, that’s the yarn, Mr. Blake,”
said Bray, at length. “We were just off
to find a policeman, and it was Jimmy’s
idea to tell you all about it. What do
vou think we’d better do?”

Sexton  Blake stroked his
thoughtfully. -

“Well, T hardly know at the moment,”

U.J.—No. §42.
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he said. ‘ As you intimated at first, the
affair is indeed a pecuhar one, and I do
not blame you for being perturbed. You
were wise to leave that flat withaut delay
as soon as ycu found it was deserted.”
“But can you account for it, Mr.
Blake?” asked Jimmy. “The flat was
empty, and yet the head was sent

-through the window out into the street.

That{ couldn’t have happened without
humman agency.”’ -
“0Of course not!” interrupted Blake.

*“There was obviously somebody in the

flat a few minules before you arrived.
Under the circumstances, discussion
would be idle. I cannot see that we can
serve any good purpose by going into
the whys and wherefores of the case.
One of a hundred things might have
happened, and in all probability there is
a perfectly logical explanation of the
whole occurrence. But I freely admit
that my curiosity has been highly
aroused.” ,

“Then what do you suggest, Mr.
Blake?” asked Jimmy Saville.

“Well, I am reluctant to put matters
into the hands of the police,” said
Sexton Blake. *‘ There may be nothing
criminal involved, so I do not think we
should ke justified in going to them.
The only correct course, it seems, is to
return this property to its rightful
owner.”

“But there’s no rightful owner there!”
protested Bray. '

“Weé might go and have a look round,
cuv'nor,” said Tinker eagerly., “I'm
jolly intercsted in this business, and it
may turn out to be something good.
What do you say? Shall we go along and
have a look at the flat in Trevor
Avenue?”’

“That is what I was about to suggest,”
said Sextan Blake, nodding. **We will
go at once, gentlemen, and if the flat is
still deserted, I will have a look round,
and then decide what to do. We cannot
determine anything until we have probed’
more deeply into the affair. By the way,
Tinker, look up No. 19, Trevor Mlan-
sions in the directory.”

Tinker walked across to a bigy book-
case, took down a bulky volume, and
turned oveir several leaves, Then he
glanced up,

“¢Ars. Horace Wigmore.” ”” he read
out. “That’s the name of the tenant,
sir.”

“H'm! That doesn’t tell us anything,”
said- Blake. * Probably Mrs. Wigmore
has let her flat furnished. There are some
hundreds of people who do that in the
West End. QVeﬁ, we will go along at
once.”

Sexton Blake, althougsh he had not said
so, was greatly struck by the peculiarity
of this strange affair. There was some-
thing altogether extraordinary about it,
and the famous detective’s instincts were
fully aroused. It seemed to him that
here were the makings of one of those
mysteries which he loved to probe.

Of course, there was the pessibility that
the thing would tumble to pieces as soon
as it was investigated. But it was cer-
tainly worth looking into.

Within three minutes Blake and
Tinker, with their two visitors, were
Baker Street in the direc-
tion of Trevor Avenue. They soon
arrived, and found the big block of flats
quiet and still. In one or two windows
lights were gleaming, but for the most
part the inhabitants were asleep. There
was not a soul about.

Sexton Blake had the mummified head |

in a small handbag. He had intended
questioning the night porter of the flats,
but no such individual was to be found.
As before, the entrance-hall was empty.
Indeed, it seemed fairly certain that
there was no night porter at all.

y

Mounting {o the third floor, the

quartette arrived outside the door of
No. 19, and Bray at once let out a soft
whistle. 'The door was closed, and a
bright light was glecaming through the
ornamental frosted glass, :

“Hallo!” he murmured. ‘‘The worthy
Mrs, Wigmore has returned.”

Sexton Blake pressed the bell-push and
waited.” Movements were heard at onco,
and the door was opened within a minute.
But it was not.a lady who stood there.
The quartette were faced by a tall, well-
built man of about forty-five. He was
neatly attired, and had the appearance
of a foreigrer, with dark complexion and
a short black beard. He wore heavily-
rimmed glasses. '

“*“You will pardon me for disturbing
you at this hour of the night, sir,”
said Sexton Blake smoothly. *‘I think
this is the address of Mrs, Wigmore?”

. The stranger smiled, and shook his
head, ]

**In one  way. you are correct,” he
replied, in a soft, well-modulated voice.
“Mrs. Horace Wigmore . is the legal
tenant of these premises, I believe, but
at the moment they are in my possession,
Mrs.” Wigmore having let the flat,
furnished, to me. I shall be greatly
obliged if you will indicate the reason
for your visit.” .

“Perhaps I'd better do the talking,
Mr. Blake,” put in Bray. *‘You see,
Mr.—Mr. ”

“My name is Brenner—Dr. Hulton
Brenner!” interrupted the dark man.
“But pray come 1in, gentlemen. It is
bardly polite of me to keep you talking
on the doorstep.” _

He retreated. in#d. the flat, and the
others followed him. Jimmy Saville and
Bray were looking somewhat astonished.
Everything here seemed quite in order,
and their extraordinary story, as told to
Sexton Blake, ‘struck them as being
wildly exaggerated. But they had to go
through with the thing now.

Dr. Hulton Brenner led the way into
the  luxuriously-furnished sitting-room
which the two young men had looked
into on their first visit. Dr. DBrenner
was vely polite and charming in his
manner. But Sexton Blake thought he
cculd detect an underlying grimness
which the others probably misseg.

“It is very lucky that you found me
awake,” said the doctor, as he waved
his visitors to be seated. “I happened.
to be reading a deeply interesting treatise
on the effect of disease bacilli upon the
corpuscles of human blood, and I really
overlooked the time. I am afraid my
man 18 asleep, and I must apologise for
the absence of refreshments. If you will
excuse me——"’

““My dear sir, please do not trouble,”
interrupted Sexton Blake. *‘We owe you
an apology for disturbing you at this
hour. l\fy name is Blake, and 1 was
requested to call upon you by Mr. James
Saville and Mr. Harold Bray, these two
young gentlemen here.”

The doctor raised his eyebrows.

“Oh?”’ he said inquiringly. “You
have aroused my curiosity, Mr. Blake.
I shall be greatly interested to know why
you have called.” '

“The fact 1s, Dr, Brenner, we've come
to return some property of yours,” broke
in Jimmy Saville uncomfortably. ‘“When
we called before you weren’t mm, and we
hardly knew what to do. Happening to
meet Mr, Blake, I suggested that he
should come round with us, because—"’

“Pardon my interruption, but I must

confess that I am at a loss,” said
Dr. Brenner smoothly. **You -called
before, I think you said?” -

“Yes, about half an hour ago.”
_ “Y think you must be mistaken,” said
the doctor, shaking his head. ‘I heard -

(Continued on page 8.)
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no ring half an hour ago, and I have been
reading—s;—""

“But there was nobody here at all,”
interrupted Bray. ‘We found the front
door ajar, and the flat was quite empty.”

Dr. Brenner laughed softly.

“Really, my dear sir, you arc quite
mistuken,” he said. *“I am not in the
habit of leaving my front door ajar,
neither do I leave the flat to take care
of itself, When I have occasion to go
out, I always leave my servant in charge.
With regard to this evening, I have been
in the whole time.”

Bray and Saville stared at one another.

“But—but that’s impossible, sir!” ex-
claimed Bray. ‘We came here not much
more than half an hour ago. We walked
rvight in. There wasn’t a soul about, and
we P’rought that head uwp to return to

ou.
! Dr. Brenner looked bewildered.

“Thers surely must be some mistake,”
he said helplessly. ‘I cannot imagine
what in the world you are talking about.
I have been in this very room for the
past three hours, You mentioned some-
thing about a head, I believe, and that
remark is inexplicable to me.”

Tinker nearly exploded as he glanced
at the dismay which was written clearly
upon the faces of Jimmy Saville and
I{arold Bray. It was only too obvious to
Tinker that the two young men had got
mixed up, and they had come to the
wrong flat.

“But—bnt this is No. 19, isn’t it?”
asked Saville.

“Tt 1s.” .

“Man alive, I know it's the I‘I%ht flat!”
ejaculated Bray. “Didn’t we look into
thie very room? This is the same carpet,
the sama furniture—everything! I can’t
understand it, Dr. Brenner. Are you
positively certain that you have been
here—-"

“Tut, tut !’ interrupted the doctor, with
a.slight touch of impatience. ‘‘Surely
I ought to know whether I have been in
my own flat or not! I repeat that I am
altogether mystified by what you have
told me.” i

Jimmy Saville took in a long breath.

* But—but what about the broken
window?” he demanded.  What about
the mummified head, and the room with
the staring eyes?” ]

. Dr. Brenner rose to his feet.

"flﬁIs this a practical joke?” he inquired
stiffly.

“No, certainly not!”

“Then I should be greatly obliged - if
you will explain—and at once!” said the
dactor curtﬁ;. “Tt is hardly pleasant to
be knocked up between one and two
o’clock in the morning to hear a fantastic
story of this kind. I am a man of even
temper, gentlemen, but you are certainly
trying my patience!”

Sexton Blake was about to speak. But
Jimmy was first.

“I think I'd better tell you exactly
what occurred, Dr. Brenner,” he said
tiuickly. “My friend and I were walkiny
down the street when there was a crash
of glass—-"

And Saville proceeded to explain every-
thing in detail. He told Dr. Brenner the
whole story exactly as he had told it to
Sexton Blake. Finally he turned to the
great detective.

“You’ve got the head, Mr. Blake,” he
said. ‘‘Please show it to the doctor.”

Sexton Blake opened the bag, and
produced the mummified head.
rather a startling thing to bring forth
so suddemly, and Dr. gBrenner gave a
guick exclamation, and stepped back.

““Good heavens!” he ejaculated
huskily. “What—what in the name of
- all that’s hideous is this?”

U.J.—No. 942,
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“But, hang it all, it’s your own pro-
perty, Ur. Brenner!” exclaimed Bray.

“My property!”’

“Well, it came from this flat, and 1
naturally assumed it to be your pro-
perty,” said Bray, “Mr. Saville hay
explained the circumstances, and there’s
no need for me to go over them again,
That head fell down upon us from one
of your windows——"
“Nonsense !” broke in Dr. Brenner
sharply. **You are talking ridiculous
nonsense, sir! I have never seen the
head before in all my life! Furthermare,
I don’t wish to see it! And I shall be
obliged if you will take it away at once.”

The two young men looked aghast.

“It seems that we have made a slight

mistake,” said Sexton Blake guietly.
“On behalf of my young friends, Dr.

Brenner, 1 tender my sincere apologies,

and trust that you will forgive us for
disturbing you——"

‘““Hold on, Mr, Blake: hold on!" in-
terrupted Brav. ‘This is beyond me!
I tell you we haven't made a mistake;
Dr. Brenner himself must be at fault.
He’s probably been-asleep, or something
of that kind. But I'm willing to wager
ten thousand pounds to a penny that this
is the flat we entered, and ”

“I can only conclude, sir, that you
have been drinking!” snapped Dr. Bren-
ner acidly., ‘“It pains me to speak so
bluntly, but I can think of no other ex-
planation. Why you should take this
absurd story to Mr. Blake is quite be-
vond my comprehension. I am certain

that he realises the absurdity of the;

whole thing.”

* Rather, sir !” put in Tinker. “ There’s
a bloomer somewhere, and that’s a fact.
I think we'd better retreat as gracefully
as we can under the circs. We've put
our foot in it properly!”

“If we had made a blunder, I should
be the first to apologise,” <aid Jimmy
Saville grimly, *‘Your accusation, Dr.
Brenrer, is absolutely unfounded.
Neither my friend nor myself have been
drinking, and our story is true in every
detail.  This
through one of your windows and fell
down upon us ”

‘““And I say that the whole story is’

preposterous,” interrupted Dr. Brenner.
““Not merely preposterous, but wildly
fantastic. 1 have never seen the head
before, and there is not a pane of glass
m this flat brokexn.”

He suddenly broke into a soft laugh.

“But why should we quarrel?” he
asked smcothly. “We mustn’t let a
little misunderstanding lead to high
words. Honestly, gentlemen, you have
made a blunder. But, even now, you
still think that this is actually the flat
you entered ?”

“I am certain of it
bluntly.

“In that case, my dear young sir, 1
must do my best to disillusion you,”
said the doctor suavely. “You will
please honour me by examining the flat,
and I shall be most astourded if you
find any sign of the extraordinary char-
acteristics you have described. I am noi
in the habit of decorating my walls with
grotesquely-carved faces with glaring
eyes. Neither do I have miummified
heads upon pedestals.”

Bray looked round him.

“ But this room—1I recognise it all——"
he began.

“You must remember, Bray, that
sitting-rooms are very much alike, afte:
all,” put in Sexton Blake softly.
““ Honestly, my dear fellow, there is some
mistake here, and I rather fancy that
we owe Dr. Brenner a humble apology
for disturbing him as we have done.”

Dr. Breaner bowed.

:r

said Bray
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“I am glad that you appreciate the
position, Mr. Blake,” he said.

Just for a moment their eyes met, and
they remained gazing at one another for
a few fleeting seconds. Then the faintest
of faint smiles flitted across the doctor’s
face. Sexton Blake’s own countenance
was immobile,

‘*“Come, gentlemen !” said Dr, Brenner
briskly.

He led the way out into the passage,
and paused.

* Now, which is this astounding room 2"
he asked, in an amused voice.

“This one!” said Bray, pointing to a
door.

Dr. Brenner opened it, and switched
on the electric-lights. Bray and Saville
half expected to see that bluish-green
glpw. But, instead, the room was flooded
with ‘a brilliant white light, which pro-

ceeded from a heavy brass clectrolier.

And the apartment itself was singularly
ordinary,

It was a dining-room, with a rich
carpet upon the floor, a heavy table, with
a thick plush cover, and a neat vase of
flowers in the centre. The walls were
neatly decorated with hand-painted
panels, and a massive sideboard stood
flush against one wall, the top of it carry-
ing gleaming glass and glittering silver.
Dr. Brenner waved his hand.

_ “Well?” he asked sardonically. ‘ This
18 your inystery-room, is it not? This
is your room with the pedestal and the
black felt, and the green light?  Oh,
yes! And the broken window-pane—we

t mustn’t forget that!”

He strode across the room, chuckling,
and threw back the heavy plush cur:
tains. And he revealed the fact that
every window-pane was whole. Not even
2 crack was visible in any pane of glass.

*“Weli, I'm hanged!” zaid Jmmy
Saville huskily.

‘* But—but—"

Bray couldn’t get any farther. Some.
thing seemed to fill his throat, and he
suddenly felt horribly sheepish and self-
conscious. He was aware of the fact
that he had flushed to the roots of his
hair.

“Oh, what asses!
muttered Jimmy.

For the realisation had come to him,
too. In spite of their certainty, there
was no doubt that they had come to the
wrong flat! And all they wanted to do
now was to flee—to get right out of it.

They babbled out their apologies, and
lost no time in getting to the front door.
Sexton Blake and Tinker followed them,
and Dr. Hulton Brenner, smiling

What prize asses!

 amusedly, saw them all to the door.

““Pray don’'t mention it, ﬁentlemen,"
he said, as they continued their regrets.
“These little mistakes will occur. It is
nothing; you need not worry. I sin-

%lope you will find the right flat,
and return that interesting relic to its
proper owner. Good-night, gentlemen;

good-night 1’
and Tinker

He closed
grinned.

‘““ And that’s that !’ he chuckled. ¢ Oh,
guv’nor, what a lark! I never felt such
a fool before! I think we’d better take
these two chaps and drop them down a
drain!  They’ve been spoofing us,
gu;’nor‘; they’ve been pulling your ley,
and—"’

““That brass plate!” muttered Jimmy
Saville dazedly. * Look at it, Hal; take
a good look at it! No. 19, as plain as
the nose on your face! If this 1sn’t the
right flat I’ll never believe in my own
wits again}”

Bray looked helpless, .

“I give it up!” he said wearily. “It’s
beyond me !”

They all descended the stairs, and
passed outside into the quiet street. And
therc they paused, both Saville and Bray,

the door,
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still in a state of chaos. They couldn’t
possibly understand the affair.

“You probably think we’re a couple
of fools!” said Saville quietly. ‘I don’t
blame Tinker for suspecting that we have
been trring to work a practical joke upon
you. Evervtaing points to it.”

“I should say 1t does!” said Tinker
warmly.

“ Dr. Brenner is a liar !’ broke out Bray.
* He lied like a bally trooper!
was the right one, and I’ll swear to it!
He was trying to put us off —"

“But what about that room, Hal?”
interrupted Saville.  “Dash it all, we
can’t get over that!"”

“By the Lord Harry!” said Bray.
“That room! Yes, Jimmy, we can’t ex-
plain that, can we? Less than an hour
a%o it was a place of mystic signs and
glaring eyes, and now it’s an ordinary
dining-room !’

“I say, chuck it!” said Tinker.
“What's the good of trying to keep it
up. Mr. Bray? You can’t spoof us, you
know! Why can’t you tell Mr. Blake
the truth?”

Bray glared. -

“That’'s what we have done,
young ass'!” he snapped.

“Oh. rot!” s=aid Tinker. “I suppose
vou made a bet with somebodr, and
faked up that varn. The idea was to
take the guv'nor off on a fool's errand.
Well. you've won rour bet, :0 you miglt
as well tell us the true varn now.”

Bray clenched lis fists.

**If there wa-n't plenty of justification
for your attitude, I'd wring your neck!”
he exclaimed grimly. “‘Look here, Mr.
Blake. can’'t you keep this young idiot
quiet ? We haven’t tried to spoof you,
and we’ve told vou the absolute truth—

you

just exactly as 1t happened. I’ve never

been so mystified in all my life. If you
want to investigate something really like
a riddle, you'd better have a go at this!”

Sexton Blake smiled.

“I fancy we had better sleep on the
facts at our disposal,” he said pleasantly.
“You’d better go straight home, and
get to bed, and call upon me to-morrow.
We'll have another. chat then. We
sha’n’t do any good by continuing the
discussion now."

‘“And what
Blake ?” asked Jimmy Saville.

“I'll take charge of it until the right-
ful owner can be found,’ replied Blake.
“Don’t worry yourselves, my dear
fellows. And let me thank you heartily
for putting this most interesting pro-
blem before me.”

“You really think it might come to
something, then ?”" asked Saville.

“Most certainly.”

“We haven't been trying to play a
joke on you, Mr. Blake—honestly,” went
on Jimmy. ‘‘And, what’s more, I'm be-
coming pretty well convinced that there’s
been some jiggery-pokery work here.
I’m sure we went to the right flat at the
very first. DBut that room! That's what
I can’t understand at all!”

“Well, Saville, don’t concern yourself
about it,” said Sexton Blake. *‘It won’t
do any good, and it will only disturb
your night’s rest. Take my advice, and
do your best to forget all about it. You
can safely leave it in my hands.”

The two friends parted with Sexton
Blake and Tinker shortly afterwards, and
continued on their way to Jimmy
Saville's chambers.

Sexton Blake and Tinker remained
looking after them for a few moments,
and then Blake gazed up thoughtfully
at the high buildings.

“Remarkable, Tinker—most
able!” he murmured softly.

Tinker stared.:

““But you don’t really believe that
yarn, guv'nor, do you?” he asked in
surprise.  ‘““You haven't swallowed it

remark-

That flat

about the head, Mr.]

P

"Hulton Brenner was not siiccessful

1 little fishes!

whole, surely ? It's my belief they were
just trying to spoof you——"

““No, Tinker, you are quite wrong,”
interrupted Sexton Blake.
Bray were perfectly sincere—of that I
am certain,’

‘“Then they made a mistake in the
number of the place.” '

“No they didn’t.”

“ But—-"

“If there has been any spoofing, it has
been on the part of Dr. Hulton
Brenner,” put in Sexton Blake quietly.
“Our worthy friend with the black
beard succeeded, up to a certain point.”

Tinker was becoming interested now.

“How do you mean, sir?” he asked.

““I mean that he was successful in
hoodwinking you and our two young
frfends,” replied Blake. ‘“But Dr.
in
Come, Tinker, where

hoodwinking me. _
of seeing

is your marvellous power
through a clever disguise "

“Disguise ?”’ repeated Tinker blankly.

They were walking along now, and
had left the flats well behind.

“Yes, disguise,” said Sexton Blake
calmly. “We have met Dr. Hulton
Brenner before, Tinker, and a most in-
teresting personality he &, too. In fact,
I might say that he is one of the most
remarkable mien who has ever pitted his
wits against my own.”’

“Well, I'm blest if T
saild Tinker flatly. “I've met Dr.
Brenner before? When? Where?”

“It is some months since we had the
pleasure of engaging in a battle with
Dr. Hulton Brenner,” said Blake. *“ He
did not bear that name then, Tinker.
He was, on (he contrary, quite well
known t{o us, and to the police, as—
Rupert Waldo !™

understand,”’

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

‘““He Told Me | had Signed My Own
Deaath~Warrant!'’

INKER jumped. _
I *Waldo—Waldo, the Wonder-

Man!" he exclaimed quickly.

“Bul—bat Dr. Brenner isn’t
Waldo, guv'nor!”

“Dr. Brenner is Waldo !”

“But—but he doesn't look a bit like
him !” protested Tinker. “Ye gods and
Waldo! And we'd been
wondering what had become of him
these last four or five months. Why,
only a fortnight ago. sir. we were say-
;g}g he’d probably settled down to a quiet
ife.

Sexton Blake nodded.

‘Evidently a quiet life doesn’t suit
Mr. Waldo,” he said. “Our amazing
friend is un to some new game, Tinker,
and I shall be most interested to discover
what that game actually is. I shall cer-
tainly not let the matter stand over.”

Tinker was still amazed. This disclo-
sure was a surprising one for him.
Sexton Blake had crossed swords upon
several occasions with Rupert Waldo,
that amazing criminal who had become
well kuown as the Wonder-Man—owing
to his extraordinary strength and physi-
cal peculiarities.-

Waldo's muscular power was posi-
tivoly astounding, and it was well known
that he knew no such thing as pain,
red-hot iron searing his flesh would cause
him no inconvenience—he would not
even feel it, Physical suffering was un-
known to Waldo., There have been
other cases of a similar character, but
never one connected with such a clever
personality as that of Waldo.

He was an astonishing man in many
respects—clever, witty, and cool on all
occasions. He was possessed of un-
limited confidence, and he had never
been known to lose his head, or get into
a panic.

“Saville and |

A

In fact, Rupert Waldo had the
makings of a master criminal, and soma
of his exploils were staggering in their
audacity and cleverness, He would
have succeeded many times had it not
been for the fact that Sexton Blake had
stepped in.

And Waldo was never vindictive and
savage because of Blake's activities. He
respected the famous detective, and it
was his one ambition to engage in a
fierce battle of wits against Sexton Blake
—and win, TUp till now he had lost
every time, _

“But_how can you be certain, sir?",
asked Tinker, after a while. ‘“Waldo!
I've met him two or three-times, but
Dr. Brenner doesn’t look a bit like
him.”

“The disguise is a particularly good
one, Tinker,” said Sexton Blake. ‘But,
after all, disguise is only artificial. The
eyes. the figure, and many other physi-
cal characteristics cannot be altered. I
recognised Waldo in Dr. Huiton Bren-
ner, and I think Waldo is aware of that
fact, too. There are some interesting
possibilities here, Tinker.”

“And what about that story ihat
Saville and Bray*told us?”

“It was perfectly true in all deiails,”
said Sexton Blake. - “I am convinced of
that, young ’un.”

““And what about that room %

“Waldo was exceedingly smart. He
changed the appearance of it with re-
markable rapidite.” said Blake. ¢ Pos-
sibly it is prepared in such a way that
it can be changed at short notice. How
the head came to be fung from tbe win-
dow I don’t know, and it would ke guita
useless for us to make conjectures. But
I mean to devote myself to thiz problewn
at ouce ”

“To-night., guv'nor?”

“Well, hardly to-night,” smiled Blake.
_ But the astonishing affair was to be
investigated that night, after all!
Neither Sexton Blake nor Tinkor had
any idea of the singuiar events which
were to develop. They had just turned
inlo Baker Street, and their ¢wn hcuse
was two or three hundred vards dewn.

Tinker stared, and then uttered an ex-
clamation.

_ “Hallo!" he said. “There's a car
just pulled up outside our door, sir!”

“So I observe, Tinker,” said the great
criminologist, “H'm! Two o'clock!
A somewhat early visitor, eh? It seems
that we are not destined to get to Led
quite yet. Let us hope this caller vill
not drag us away on a long journcy.”

“Well, it rests entirely \Vil-]ll you, sir.”

““No, Tinker, it rests entirely with the
case,” corrected Sexton Blake. “If it
proves to be of no interest there will be
no journey. If, on the cther hand, I
am attracted, there is no telling what
will happen.”

They walked uvp briskly. and found
that the car was a neat two-seater, and
that it had had only one occupant. This

entleman was now alternately pressing
the electric bell-pusk and hammering
vigorously upon the knocker. '

Blake and Tinker regarded tihe
stranger with interest. He was a big,
bluff man, attired in a heavy motoring
coat of considerable value. He bardly
seemed to notice the pair coming along
the pavement. His whole attention was
centred upon battering at Sexton Blake’s
door.

“ Infernal
“Must be out!
wanted—-"

“Pardon me, sir, perhaps I can be of
some service 7"’ exclaimed Sexton Blake,
as he came to a halt opposite the step.

The stranger turned

“Deucedly obliging. but T know m
own business, thank you!** he snapped.
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he mutiered.
Just when 1

nuisance'”
Pah!



“it doesn’t need two people to ring
this bell or work the knocker.”

“My name is Blake——"

*““What! Mr. Sexton Blake?* shouted
tle other. ‘Please forgive me, Mr.
Blake. I didn’t understand. Splendid!
.1 am indeed. thankful to find you. I was
just beginning to fear that you were out
of town,”

He thrust forward his hand. and
grasped Sexton Blake’s with relief and
fervour. His pleasure at seeing the de-
“tective was very. obvious. But neither
Blake nor Tinker knew the man from
"Adam. :

‘“Bless my soul " he exclaimed, wiping
-his brow, “I am so agitated I have for-
-gotten to introduce myself. And, by
gad, I've forgotten to explain why I'm
iere at this unearthly hour! But I came
to you, Mr. Blake, because I have an
extraordinary story to tell—one that I
Liesitated at relating to the police. I am
in danger of my life—even now, as I am
‘talking to you, I may be struck down!”

“(ome, come!” zaid -Sexton .
firmly. ‘That won't do, my dear sir!
Ferhaps you had better just come up-
stairs with us and explain the reason for
vour visit. I shall be most happy to hear
your story.”

“Thank you, Mr. Blake—thank yon
exceedingly !”’

_ Blake alrcady had his key out, and he
turned. '

*“Perhaps you had better remain out
here, Tinker, to watch the car——"

““No, no—not at all!” interrupted the
stranger. “The car will take care of
itself; I've no fear of it being stolen.
And what if it is? It is a mere detail
rormpared to the other terrible matter!”

They all passed into the house, and
within a minute or two they were within
Sexton Blake's consulting-room. Over-
coats and hats were removed, and the
three of them sat down. .

Sexton Blake and Tinker could now see
{hat their visitor was a man of about
thirty-five, rather stout, and with a
dee'pfy bronzed, full featured face. A
heavy military moustache adorned his
upper lip, and this, combined with his
‘manner, prompted Tinker to set him
down as a major or & colonel.

But this was not the case.

“By gad!” exclaimed the visitor sud-
denly. ‘“What on earth’s the matter
with me? I haven’t introduced myself
even now, Mr. Blake! - I'm off my head,
that’s what’s the matter! I don’t know
whether I'm on my head or my heels'
This infernal business has put me into a
turmoil 1”

He fumbled in his pocket, and pro-
duced a card, which he handed across to
Sexton Blake. And the card- bore this
inscription :

““Henry R. Kennedy, Sunrise Cottage,
Thornhill Lane, Hampstead.”

“That's my name, sir,” said Mr.
Kennedy. ‘““Very remiss of ma not to
ie!l you before. I have come to you,
Mr, Blake, because I am in terrible
danger—because I am sorely in need ot
r.dvice and help. And I think you arc
the very man who can be of assistance
to me,” : '

“I hopo I shall be able to help you,
Mr. Kennedy,” said Sexton Blake.

“J have been marked down!” said Mr,
KKennedy mysteriously.

‘“Marked down?”’

Blake |

That’s better-—much better!
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“By the Clan of the Seven Heads!
exclaimed the visitor. -

“‘Dear me !” said Sexton Blake. “That
sounds somewhat melodramatic, Mr.
Kennedy. I confess that I have never
heard of the Clan of the Seven Heads
before—and 1 presume it to be some
secret society.”

“The most deadly secret society:-on
earth, Mr, Blake,” said Mr. Kennedy,
with a hunted look over his shoulder.
‘““Even now, as I sit here, I may be in
danger! I have a terrible fear upon me
—and even that should convince you
of the reality of this menace. For I am
a man who has hunted in all the wild

-corners of the earth. I have faced perils

But this crumples me
o feel

in savage lands.
up—it robs me of my nerve.
that I am secretly threatened!”

Sexton Blake nodded.

“The fear of the ubnknown is always
terrible, Mr. Kennedy,” he said. *‘ But
pethaps you have been alarming your-
self unduly. I have made it my business
to become acquainted with every secret
society in existence, and I certainly do
not remember ha\'ing heard of the Clan
of the Seven Heads.’

“Why, that’s queer, guv’nor!” put in
'_If‘mke,l;. “The seven heads? 1 wonder
1 —————

He broke off, and reached for the
handbag which Sexton Blake had placed
upon the floor. Tinker opened it, and
took out the mummified head which had
dvopped from Dr. Hulton Brenneér's
window in Trevor Mansions.

Mr. Kennedy half-turned as Tinker did
so, and he caught sight of the grisly relic
—which certainlv  looked <omewhat
chastly at first sight, The visitor gave
a hoarse cry, and staggered back, send-
ing his chair flying.

“Great Heaven above!”
thickly, * What—what——"

“Please control yourself, sir!” inter-
rupted Blake. ‘Confound you, Tinker!
What on earth made you—"

““That—that is one of the signs of the
clan!” panted Mr. Kennedy hoarsely.
““What does it mean, Mr. Blake? How
does it come here? Heavwen help me!
Wherever I go I see some evidence of
this terrible society’s activity! I am
doomed ! Nothing in the world can
save me!”’ :

'Tinker was rather scared by

he gasped

the effect

of his action, and he hastily put the head
‘back into the bag, and ran across to the

sidecboard and poured out a
brandy. He handed this
Kennedy at once.

‘““Thank you—thank you!” said the
visitor, gulping it down. ‘ Ah, good!
Upon my
soul, I had quite a turn! Please tell me
ivhxit it.”means, Mr. Blake—that head!

“I must confess that I do not know
much about the head myself,” said
Sexton Blake. ‘It came into my pos-
scssion in a peculiar way.
no need for me to enter into details at
prescnt. I am still waiting to hear your
story, Mr. Kennedy. Please do not let
the presence of that mummified head
worry you.”

“After T bhave explained you will
realise my feelings upon catching sight
of that dreadful thing,” said. Mr. Ken-
nedy. “I have had a nerve-racking
ordeal, Mr. Blake, and you must forgive
meo if I am somewhat incoherent and dis-
jointed. Those masked figures keep ap-
pearing before me, and—and I fecar that
they. might ecven surround this
house !”’

“I should prefer vou to begin at the
very beginning, Mr. Kennedy,” said
Sexton Blake quietly. “Take your own
time; there 1s no hurry. And I should

strong

to Mr.

But there is }

very
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| prefer you to mention every detail.”

‘nightmare

Mr. Kennedy pulled himself together.
- “Infernal fool! That's what 1 am!”
he muttered. “Just like a frightened
child—and I don’t mind admitting it, by
gad! I've been through some queer ex-
periences in my time, but this is the
queerest of them all!”’ .

He lit a cigar which Sexton Blake
offered him, and then reemed rather
more composed.

“I've always been a wanderer, Mr
Blake,” he said, after a moment or two.
‘*“Africa, China, Peru—any out-of-the-
way corner of the world, in fact. I've
hunted cannibals in Papua, and I've
faced death on the Congo. I don’t spend
much of my time in England—hate the
place, in fact! That may sound un-
patriotic, but you know what I mean.
Town life bores me stiff. I'm an open-
alr man—always was. But when I drop
into Londen I avoid hotels. At present
I’'ve got a comfortable little bungalow
at Hampstead—cosy place. And I've an
excellent caok who cumes in daily, and
a man‘to wait upon me.”

“But at night you are quite alone?”’

“Exactly! That's what I was going
to say,” said Mr, Kennedy. “I hate

servants about the place at night, when
I want to be quiet—detest the beggars,
i fact!  All right in their way, but

thul’s all! Bless me, I keen wandering
on, and I don’t get any nearer the point !
The first trouble with this infernal clan
started just about'a week ago, when I
haplln)ened to get drunk.” o

“Drunk 1" repeated Tinker.

““Yes, sir—confoundedly drunk!” said
Mr. Kennedy grimly. *“What's the good
of concealing it? I don’t often get into
that state, and I'm not ashamed of it,
anyway. I was at the club—the Way-
farers’ Club, in Piccadilly. Been a mem-
ber for years. Excellent institution,
Talking with acquaintances, you know,
and drinking too much—that was the
cause of it. Anyhow, when I left I was

deucedly unsteady, and rather worse
than fuddled.”

“Can you remember exactly what took
place?” o

“No. That’s just the brutally bad part
of it!” replied Mr. Kennedy grufily. “I

can only remember bits here and there.

I know I got into a taxi, and I told the
driver to take me home. Must have
been a faked taxi, I suspect—the only
thing I can suggest. If 1'd have been
sober it wouldn’t have happened.”

~Mr. Kennedy glared at his listeners
almost ferociously,

“But what did happen, sir?’ asked
Tinker, with interest. '

‘““Yes, what happened? That’s just
it?’ growled Mr. Kennedy. ‘I knew
that I was in a taxi, but everything
afterwards seems dreamlike and unreal.

-1 remember being taken out of the

vehicle, and led up some steps.”

“What kind of steps?”

‘““ Heaven knows—I don’t!” said the
other. ‘“‘Therc it is, Mr. Blake. I was

“intoxicated, and when a man’s in that

stage he doesr’'t remember much after-
wards. But what I do remember was
this. T've got a hazy kind of recollec-
tion of being in an infernally queer
room. Nearly everything was black, and
there was a bluey-greenish light, and
heads! Heads! Seven of them! One
stuck in the middle of the room, and six
on little brackets round the walls! Most
uncanny e:’&,perience—-—like a confounded
!

Sexton Blake leaned forward.

“Is that all you can remember about
that room?”’ he asked keenly.

“There were faces, too—grotesque,
ugly faces with glittering, staring eyes!”
satd Mr. Kennedy, in a tense voice.
“But I don't vouch for these; they may
have been mere figments of my imagina-



tion. There were three or four robed
figures, too—fellows in pale-blue gowns,
wiich reached to their feet—gowns with

painted heads on themn. It was impos-

sible to recognise who these men were,.

for they.wore a peculiar type of head-
gear that rose from the shoulders and

+xent straizht to a point, with just a.

couple of :slits for the eyes.”
. “H'm!" said Sexton Blake. ‘ Some-
thing like the official robes of the Ku
Klux Klan, of America.” '
“Not at all, Mr. Blake—not at all!”
said Mr. Kennedy. ‘“I've heard of that
affair—but this is different. - Altogether
different. These robed figures were
doing a kind of sing-song business, and
there was I, sitting in -the middle—too

infernally drunk to care much what hap- -

pened, but still in possession of my wits.”

“Do you know where this mystery
room 1is situated?”

“T haven't the faintest idea—it might
be Bayswater, Putney, or Streatham!”
said the visitor. “I don’'t know the
road, the house—I don’t know anything.”

Sexton Blake noticed that Tinker was
looking at him eagerly—and Blake knew
why. ~ This story was strikingly remini-
scent of the tale which Jimmy Sarille
and Harold Bray had brought. It was a
remarkable  coincidence  that  Mr.
Kennedy should have called on this
particular night. -

Was it possible that this room he spoke
of—the apartment of the seven heads—
was really the mysterious room in Dr.
Brenner’s flat? WWas Rupert Waldo, the
wonder criminal. concerned in this
astounding affair?

“It is unfortunate that you were in
such a condition, Mr. Kennedy,” said
Sexton Blake quietly. ‘““If you had only
remembered the district, it would have
helped us a lot. Well,- pray continue—I
am deeply interested.” '

““Glad to hear it, Mr. Blake—glad to
hear it!” said the visitor, knocking the
ash from his cigar. ‘‘ What actually tooi
place in this room I don’t know—it’s all
mixed up. But I scem to remember a
kind of ceremony, with chanting and
singing, and all that sort of rubbish.
Then I was in the taxi again, and I sup-
pose I fell asleep. And when I woke up
—when I woke up, by gad, I was lying
on my own confounded doorstep, and :t
was just getting light.”

“Well, I'm blessed!” said Tinker.
“What about your pocket-book and gold
watch, and other valuables? All gone, 1
suppose ?.”

“Not a bit of it, my boy—I hadn't
been robbed of a farthing,” said Mr.
Kennedy. *“There I was, urharmed, and
no different from when I had left the
club. Yes, I was different—I was sober,
and my head was throbbing like ham-
mers. Of course, I thought I'd dreamed
it all—I took it for granted I'd had a
particular nasty brand of nightmarve. 1
went in, got to bed, and tried to forget
the whole business.”

““But that, I presume, was difficult *”

“Deucedly difficult, Mr. Blake,” vre-
plied the other. “It was so vivid—and
‘yet so indistinct, if you know what I
mean. That sounds contradictory, but
I'm no confounded good at explaining
things—never was! 1 couldn’t remember
rmmuch, but the liitle things I did remem-
ber stuck. You wunderstand? Those
seven heads—the distorted faces with the
glaring eyes. I can see them now!”

“Did anything happen the day after
this adventure ?” L

‘““No, nothing ; and I took care not to

get drunk a second time. Mr. Blake. |
But |

Once was enough for me, by gad!
the day after I received a letter. It came
in the morning, by the ordinary post, and
it was printed.” ST

“Have you.got it now 7" asked Blake

quickly.

“No—I burnt it.” :

“That's a great pity,” said the
detective. :

“T didn’t think it was of any import-

was simply a sheet of notepaper, with
these words in the middle: ‘ You are
required to attend meeting at IHead-
quarters at seven-thirty p.m. to-morrow
—Saturday. Attendance is absolutely
necessary. Do not fail!” That was all
it said, Mr. Blake. I couldn’t make 1t
out. It was addressed to me personally;
too.” ‘

“What did you do?”

“Nothing,” replied Mr. Kennedy.
“What could I do? I didn’t know any-
thing about Headquarters, or what the
thing meant. I simply ignored it. That
was on Saturday. ell, on Monday !
had just settled dawn to read at about
ten o’clock at night, when a hammering
came at the door.” .

't'“'By jingo !” said Tinker., “Who was
it ?’

““One of those robed figures ! said Mr.
Kennedy impressively. 1 can tell you,
young man, it gave.me a start! This
figure walked right in, and strode into
my sittins-room. And there he stood,
with his eves glittering through those
slits. I knew, "then, that that thing had
actually happened—it wasn't a dream.”

“You had a strange experience, Mr.
Kennedy,” said Sexton Blake. S

“Strange !” echoed the visitor. ‘ By
ead, sir, it was staggering ! This night-
mare fellow got to the point without
delay. He asked me why I hadn't
attended the meeting, as directed. And
then I made the appalling discovery that
when I was drunk I had joined the Clan
of the Seven Heads!"

“Great Scott!” said Tinker.

“Y had become a sworn member,”
‘went on Mr. Kennedy huskily. * What
was more, I had signed the Clan register!

f course, I scouted the idea, and told
the man I would kick him out of my
bungalow. I explained that I had joined
while I wasn't in possession of my right
wits, and that the whole thing was
ridiculous.” :

“ And what was his reply "
Blake.

‘“He said that it made no difference,”
declared Mr. Kennedy. “I was a mem-
ber, and there was no getting out of it
now. The penalty for disobeying the
orders of the Clan was death! T looked
upon the whole thing 2s a lot of sensa-
tional nonsense, and told the fellow so.”

“And he went wtthout molesting
you?"

“He told me thal I was a member of
the Clan of the Seven Heads, and that I
must attend all meectings,” replied Mr.
Kennedy. ‘ But, as I knew none of the
Clan’s secrets, it might be possible for
me to escape.”

“In what way?"

“He wouldn't say, and I offered Lim
money,” said the visitor. “I offered five
hundred pounds to be veleased. from my
oath. He scouted the idea, and told me
that the Clan never accepted money. This
exploded my idea that the thing had been
done as a trick to get money out of me.
I wefused to talk with him any longer,
and gave him two minutes to clear out.”

“ And did he clear?” asked Tinker.

“He did!" =aid Mr. Kennedy grimly.
“ But as he went he told me that I had
signed my own death-warrant. It made
me think a lot—bul nothing further hap-

ened until to-night. And that is why 1
ave come to you, Mr. Blake.”

““ Because of what happened to-night ¥

“Ves,” said Mr. Kennedy. “I had
been greatly worried over this uncanny

mquired

occurrence, and I couldn’t make head or

ance then,” protested Mr. Kennedy. “It

tail of it. Why should these people want
to get hold of me?. What good should I
be to them as a member? They didn't
want money, and they laughed at the
idea.  The only possibility that I can
think of was that they required me to
perform some dangerous mission, and
that they could compel me to undertake
it by this system of terrorism.” '

“That certainly seemed a feasible
explanation,” said Blake. T

““And it proved to be correct,” said
Mr. Kennedy. ‘To-night I was just
ready to go to bed. I returned late,
after visiting a theatre, and it was
between twelve o’clock and one. Well,
¥ was just abouit to turn out the lights in
my dining-room when, without any warn-
ing, the door opened, and two of those
grotesque figures came in, with their
conical headpieces looking like fools’ caps.
Before I could say a word, the window
was flung open, and two more appeared.
I was surrounded. These figures came
upon me, and then two others put in an
appearance, making six altogether.
What could I do? ‘I was hopelessly out-
numbered. One man was dressed in
more ornamental robes than the others,
and he spoke in an easy, pleasant way.

“Waldo!” thought Tinker grimly.
“The leader of the clan!”

“Well, this man told me that unless 1
obeyed the orders of the Clan of the
Seven Heads, I should be executed with-
out further delay,” said Mr. Kennedy.
“I was told that I was required to go
upon a mission to the United States.
The obiect of this mission was to murder
a prominent member of the American
Senate.” ‘

“Well, I'm blessed !" said Tinker.

“I was appalled,” said Mr. Kennedy,
“1 scouted the whole thing—I told this
man and his ¢rew to go to the deuce.
And he told me in return that I should
die within the hour if I did not agree.
I was given twenty minutes to consider.
and then {hey all vanished—they slipped
out into the night, leaving me al%ne.
By gad, Mr. Blake. you can imagine my
feelings! Now I understood why I had
been forced to join the Clan. I was to go
upon this murderous expedition ”

“I've an idea, Mr. Kennedy, that was
merely suggested in order to test you,”
said Sexton Blake. ‘I don’t suppose for
a minute that you would be actually
required to go. I certainly do not think
that this Clan of the Seven Heads is a
political society—but a criminal one.
The idea, no doubt, is to thoroughly
terrify you, and then extract a very
heavy sum of money from your banking
account.”

“I don't think so, Mr. Blake—I don't
think so!™ said the other. “In any case,
I didn’t wait to see. I stole out, and
managed to elude these watchers. My
little car is generally housed in a garage
a short distance from the-house.” I suc-
ceeded In getting it out, and- escaping.
And I came straight to you—and that 13
really &ll T have to tell you. Please let
me express my gratitude for the patient
way in which you have listened to my
singular narrative.”

Sexton Blake lay back in his chair, and
looked thoughtful for a few moments:,
His eyes were half closed, aud he really
appeared to be partially asleep. It
seemed thal he had no interest whatever
in the surroundings.

“Well, Mr. Kennedy, vour story has
interested me deeply,” he said at length.
“It is quite evident to me that you
have been victimised by this dangerous

ang of criminals—for the Clan of the
Seven Heads is, without any doubt, a
criminal society. What is it you want me
todo?” ’ _

“Y want you to come back with mea
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to Hampstead,” said Mr. Kennedy,
rising to his feet. “If you think it is too
dangerous, Mr. Blake, please say so.
-But you will do me a great service by
coming. You may be able to pick up
some clues—one never knows. And, 1
any case, I should feel far more confident
if you were by my side. I am wiiling to
pay you any sum that you might like to
mention——" : '

“We need not speak of that now, Mr.
Kennedy,” said Sexton Blake., ‘“Yes, I
will .come with you.” I shall be most
interested to look further into this
matter. - We will go at once.”

Tinker jumped up.

“No sleep for us to-night, sir,” he
caid briskly. “ But, still, that doesn’t
matter. This looks like being something
special—particularly after what happened
carlier. We’d better take our guns, too.”

Tinker knew well enough why Sexton

police with such a story, and Waldo knew
it. It was too fantastic and wild—par-
ticularly as Mr. Kennedy would have to
admit that he was-intoxicated when the
first event took place. And the viciim of
this plot would certainly not like the
facts to become published, as they pro-
bably would be if the police got on the
track.

By coming (o Sexton Blake, Mr.
I{ennedy had avoided all this, and Blake
himself did not grumble, becaunse ha was
most anxious to get on the track of this
new undertaking by Walde., Ile could
now do so in the ordinary course of his
profession, and probably earn a nice little
fee at the same time. Mr. Kennedy had
come upon the scene just at the right
moment, -

Not that Sexton Blake was thinking of
any financal gain. The great detective
did not shew many signs, but Tinker

pensively, and it was no doubt of very
high reatal. It was in total darkness
when the little party arrived.
Mr. Kennedy was obviously agitated,
but ke did his utmost to conceal this.
**Those infernal beggars may be luik-
ing about, waiting for me!” he mut-
tered. “They're quite capable of it,
confound them! Give me lions or wild
elephanis, and T'll go into the fray cheer-
fully. Bat this game fairly racks my
nerves !’ e o
They put the car away, and approache:l
the bungalow. There was no sign of any
living =soul. Thev entered, and Mr.
Kennedy switched on the electrie light in
the hall. It was very comfortably
furnished, and looked cosy and warm.
The night . outside was somewhat chill,
and a cutting wind was blowing.
The front door was closed, and Mr.
Kennedy led the way straight into his
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Blake had consented {o go to Hamp-
stead with Mr. Henry R. Kennedy. It
was because Wazldo was the prime maover
in this strange new game of his—the
Clan of the Seven Heads was something
quite fresh, and there was no doubt that
Waldo was the chief.

And everything fitted in, too. This
adventure had happened to Mr. Kennedy
between twelve and one, and at that hour
Dr. Hulton Brenner had been away from
his flat. There could be no mistake about
this business.

Tinker thought the  same as Sexton
Blake—that Myr. Kennedy had been
selected because he was a rich man, and
because there was a chance of fleecing
him of a large sum of money. It was
characteristic of Waldo to adopt some
such novel scheme as this.

Mr. Kennedv could hardly go to the
U.J.—No. 942,

knew quite weil thaf his famcus master
was as keen as mustard upon following
this thing up. After many months he
had dropped upon Rupert Waldo again—
an opponent whom DBlake almost re-
spected. It was a delight to him to be
on this master crook’s trail.

Without any further delay, Blake and
Tinker got into their overcoats and hats,
and led the way down into the street.
Mr. Keunedy’s car was still thare, and he
jumped into the driving-scat, and they
were soon shooting down the silent and
deserted streets in the direction of
Hampstead.

Thornhill Lane proved to be a quiet
country-like road, just on the edge of
the Heath, where there were scarcely

‘any houses at all, and where stately trees

grew in profusion. .
Sunrise Cottage was a picturesque litife
place—a modern bungalow, budé ex-

«tting-rooin, and a very comfortable
apartment 1t proved to be. It was a
roem where one could lounge at ease,
with luxurieus chairs, and everything to
cheer one. Books lay at hand, and the
sc]>ft1y shaded electric lights had a warm

0.

“*Well, Mr. Kennedy, we seem to be
all right so far!” suid Sexton Blake
cheerfully., “I'll have a look round as
soon as possible. I'd like you to tell me
l_iow”these mysterious visitors came in

“Just a minule, Mr. Blake!” inte:-
rupted "the host. “We might as well
have a hittle tonic before we start. What
do you say? TI've got some special
whisky in the cupboard.”

“ My dear sir, it doesn’t matter——"’

“Tut, tut! I 1ineist!” said Mr.
Keunedy, in his boisterous way. ¢ Just

(Continucd on puaye 14.)
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The shadow came
nearer and nearer.
Without doubt it was
& man—at last the
helpless SextonBleke
recognised the fea-
] tures. (Puge 16.)

Sic

Howard willingly
signed a long printed
- document, which he did
not trouble to read, and
proclaimed a
member. (Puge 20.)
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wait a minute, and I'll bring it in. We
might as well start properly, and we
shall probably need a steadrer, tool”

He bustled out, and they heard him
enter one of the rooms at the back of
the bungalow. Tinker losked at Blake
curiously. . I

-“ What do you make of it, guv'nor?”
he whispered. o

“I hardly know yet, Tinker,” replied
Sexton Blake softly. ¢ But it is evident
that  our - friend has actually passed
through the experience he talks about.
Were it not for the fact that we had seen
that mummified head, I might have cast
a doubt upon the whole story——"’

Crash! : '

From the rear of the bungalow came
a sudden thudding crash, as though a
table had gone over. Then there fol-
lowed a wild ery in Mr. Kennedy’s voice.
Sexton Blake and Tinker became rigid.

“Help, help! Mr. Blake! Mr.——
Help!”

“Good heavens!” gasped Tinker.

The ery was a startiing one, and both
Tinker and Blake were suddenly
galvanised into activity. Just during this
brief minute, while Mr. Kennedy had
;Jlgeen’ alone, something had happened to

im !

Blake tore out of the sitting-room,
closely followed by Tinker. The passage
was In darkness, but a light gleamed
from beneath the crack of a door at the
end. and this, obviously, was the door
of the kitchen,

The delective reached it. and wrenched
at the handle. But the door refused to
budge. It was locked on the inside.

Blake tore at it furiously, but with no
effect. He could not shift it.

“Shoot the lock, guv'nor!” panted
Tinker. _

“It's no good!” rapred out Blake.
“The door’s bolted as well—top and
bottom. We shall have to get in by some
other means—the window. Come,
Tinker, there's not a moment to waste!”

They turned swiftly, and were just
hurrying towards the hall door when it
suddenly opened. A figure appeared,
and’ the door was slammed behind it.
Two revolvers were pointed accurately
at Sexton Blake and Tinker.

“Hands up—and at once!” rapped out
a cold, clear voice. ‘“Make the slightest
sound or any movement, and .you will
be_shot down as you stand!” ,

. Blake and Tinker stood perfectly st ll,
and with upratsed hands.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,

f Never Make Terms With I[Ny
Enemies!”’
I_IE situation was a tense one.

T with their hands above tleir
‘heads, and that figure holding
two revolvers remained motionless.. 1ind
an extraordinary figure it was. Draped
in a long flowing robe of some silsen
material, with grotesquely painted he¢ads
showing here and there.
were voluminous, and came right d)wn
over the hands.
there rose a funrel-like headdress, gnin
up to a sharp point, like an inve:te
cone, :
From two slita the eyes of the man
within this costume glittered. And there
was no doubt as to his grim intention.
He held-his revolvers without a tremor—
once pointed 'at Blake’s heart and the
other at Tinker’s, e :
.“Understand, there " must - be no
attempt to draw any weapon!” said the
figure smoothly. “ At the first sign of
_treachery I shall fire! - Turn round, with
vour hands above your heads, and walk
1to the sitting-room. T shall be behind.
Obey !” oo .o
U.J.—No. 942.

Sexton Blake and Tinker stood |

The slei:ves|

And from the shoullers |

‘There was only one thing to do, and
Blake and Tinker did it.

- Without a word they turned and-
walked into the sitting-room. What had
happened to the unfortunate Mr.

Kennedy they could not imagine, but it
was only too clear that their client had
met with disaster, :

Blake's blood boiled within him; but
he knew better than to resist now. The
time might come when it would be good
policy to take a chance. DBut there was
certainly no sense in taking any chance
at this stage,

- The robed fizure glided silently into the
sitting-room after Tinker and his master
had entered.

““Blake, sit down in that armchair,”
said the figure, indicating a big chair with
a movement of his revolver. *‘‘Tinker,
remain perfectly still, with your hands
up. And remember, if you make any
move Blake will die!”

Tinker gritted his teeth, and remained
still. The threat was enourh for him.
Sexton Blake sat down in the chair indi-
cated, and the figurc came close. He
made a sudden, swift movement, and the
next second Blake found his right hand
securely fastened to the arm of the chair.
Before he could realise what his enemy
was doing, his left hand was secured to
the other arm. :

“Lxcellent!” said the cloaked form
softly. ““I rather fancy you are helpless
now, Mr. Sexton Blake. As for you,
young man, we will soon deal with you.”

Tinker found himself seized in a grip
of iron. He was forced into a chair, and
treated in exactly the same way as Sexton
Blake. His two wrists were secured by
means of handcuffs to the chair arms.
It was a very simple expedieni, but
exceedingly effective.

The figure gave a quiet chuckle, and
moved towards the door. He stood
listenine for a few moments, and then
came back. He closed the door softly,
and faced his two victims, : ‘

“All quiet!” he said smoothly. I
rather fancy that Mr. Kennedy is safely
dealt with. Those who refuse to obey the
orders of the Clan of the Seven Heads
suffer the extremo penalty.”

“It sounds very nice, of course,” said
Sexton Blake calmly. *‘But I should be
very interested to hear what your exact
game 1s, Waldo.” '

The figure started, and then laughed
softly, -

- Splendid !"” he exclaimed.

“Or, if you prefer it, Dr. Hulton
Brenner,”” went on Sexton Blake. I
didn’t think it necessary to keep the little
secret, Waldo. I am becoming quite
interested in this scheme of yours,
although I am in the dark.”

The robed firure made several quick
movements, and then took off the head-
piece of his gown, revealing a smooth,
clean-shaven face—a face which was at
‘once recognised by both Bilake and
‘Tinker.

The man who looked at
Rupert Waldo, undisguised.

“You're clever, Blake—cleverer than
I thoucht,” said Waldo., “I took the
trouble to disguise my voice, too. DBut
you were put on the alert by that other
incident, when you called at my flat.
That. was the worst piece of luck of all.
You recognised me then. T knew it.”

“Yes, I did recognise you, Waldo,”
said Blake.

** And s0 you put two and two together
—quite a simple process,” said the
Wonder-Man. “Luck has gone against
‘me. But jou needn’t think that you’ll
get the better of me in this little game of
wits, Blake. This time I mean to beat
'you, and I tell you so frankly.”

themn was

“If vou do, it will be the first occa-

Ysion on which you have won,” -said

.through the

-avoided.

Sexton Blake placidly. *‘‘ As a malter of
fact, Waldo, I wasn’t certain as to your
identity before you took that elaborate
mask oft. It was merely a chance shot
of mine. I'm ylad it went home, because
now we can speak much more freely.”

Waldo nodded. ' '

“Of course,” he agreed. ‘“Well,
Blake, how are you? It's quite a few
months since we met, and I'm awfully
irterested in vour affairs.”

Waldo had not altered his .character.
The situation was decidedly a grim ons,
but Le was talking as though they were
two old friends meeting after a long
parting. And Waldo was perfectly calm
and at his ease. '

“You rotter!” exclaimed Tinker
fiercely. “If we'd only had a second
longer, you wouldn’t have got us like
this. But vou had us covered before wa
could draw our guns. It may be your
trick now, Waldo, but you haven’t won
the game yeot”

“I rather fanecy I shall, my dear
Tinker,” said Waldo. ‘Please let me
apologise if I am causing either of you
any inconvenience, but, as you see, it is
necessary for me to be somewhat drastic.
I can’t afford to take any chances.
Confound that sneak thief for putting
you on the scent!”

T_“]'{You mean Mr., Kennedy?” asked
inker.
‘“Oh, no! I am very sorry for that

unfortunate gentleman,’ said Waldo. “1
was referring to a common housebreaker,
who apparently got up.the lift shaft of
my Trevor Mansions flat. The fool
evidently had a scare when he got into
the room of the seven heads. What hap-
pered 1 don’t know, because I wasn't
there. But this brute must have thrown
the head from the central pedestal
window., That's what .
brought you round in the first place,
Mr. Blake. And then Mr. Kennedy came
to you immediately afterwards, with the
net result that vou now find yourselves
in & nasty mess.” :
Sexton Blake did not reply for a
moment. He knew that Waldo was
speaking the truth. That head had been
thrown through the window by an ordi-
nary housebreaker, who had entered the
flat while it was empty. In a sudden
fright he had probably thrown the
mummified head from him and had then
fled, leaving the front door of the fat

.ajar, This he had done in order to avoid

the slam.

“What have you done with Mr. Ken-
nedy?” usked Blake quietly.

Waldo's smile vanished, and he looked
grim,

“Mr. Kennedy asked for this trouble,
and he has got ii.”" he replied. *‘‘Exactly
what my colleagues have done I do not
know, but I'm afraid that Mr. Kennedy
has suffered. It is the penalty of all
traitors. Personally. I am in no danger,
for this bungalow at the present moment
1s surrounded by eleven other members
of the Clan. But it was a little conceit
of mine to deal with you two single-
handed.”

Sexton Blake nodded.

“That is characteristic of you, Waldo,"”
he replied. “I am disappointed. I
always thought you were different from
this. In the past vou have performed
scveral courageous and praiseworthy acts,

-and it was not a habit of yours to commit

violence.”

Waldo shook his head.

] detest violence, Blake,” he replied.
“But in this instance it could not be
Kennedy was obstinate.”
‘“Have you killed him?" demanded

Tinker fiercely.

“Personally, I have not touched him,
but my companions may have been some-
what drastic,” said Waldo. “If he i3
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dead I shall be very sorry, but I do not
think matters are quite so bad as that.

“1 am sorry you have entered into this
business, Blake—deeply sorry. For 1
shall find it necessary to deal drastically
with you. too. I wanted to avoid that.
I have no quarrel with you, and it will
pain me exceedingly to harm you.”

‘“And what is all this Clan business?”
asked Blake.

**You probably think that it 1s-merely
a game of bluff, but vou are quite mis-
taken.” satd Waldo grimly, ‘‘Hitherto
it has been my habit to work alone, but
that system has always failed me. I have
forsaken it. Two or three companions
was not to my liking, and so I gathered
several thousands to my beck and call.
You are now standing before the High
Chief of the Clan of the Seven Heads. It
is the most powerful secret society that
has ever existed, and before long its
‘exploits will be talked of throughout the
civilised world.” E

‘““At present it is so secret that I have
heard of it for the first time to-night,”
said Sexton Blake drily. ‘“You have
altered vour tactics, Waldo. I do not
think it will bring you much gain.”

‘“ Unfortunately, vou are not in a posi-
tion to know the full truth, "said Waldo.
“This Clan of the Seven Heads is secret
—absolutely so. It his members in every
town in the kinzdom. and the orzaniza-
tion is so complete that I can arrange
«oups and have them carried out without
a flaw. OQur campaign has hardly com-
menced. but before long the sign of the
Seven Heads will be dreaded in every
quarter of the land!”

“¥ou are evidently ambitious,” said
Sexton Blake quietly. “But I am more
than surprised, Waldo, and I do not fancy
this new method of yours will bring you
much success.”

“You think not?”’ said the master
crook. “ You do not seem to realise what
it means, Blake. From my own personal
point of view it is infinitely better to
work with colleagues. Have vou con-
sidered what will happen if I fall foul of
the police and get myself arrested?
Within twelve hours I shall be rescued.
AVithin twelve hours a thousand members
of the Clan will be at work. No matter
what prison I am in. no matter how
closelv I am guarded, the Clan will effect
my release, and. those responsible for m=
capture will be dealt with.™

““Is that just a little hint for me?”
smiled Sexton Blake.

“You may take it as you wish,”
replied Waldo. ““But I should advise you
to heed my warning, Blake. Our organi-
sation .is complete in every particular,
As I have said before, I admire you, and
my last wish is to quarrel with. you.
‘Look here, can’t we come to some
arrangement?”’

“I never -make terms
enemies,” said Blake casually.

“My dear man, I'm not talking about
terms; and I do not look upon you as
an enemy in any case,” said Waldo.
“You stand for law and order, and I
stand for the opposite. - Yet we have
never actuallr quarrelled. Can’t you
keep out of this business, Blake? I don’t
want to hurt a hair of your head, or
Tinker's, either.  There’'s one way in
which you can walk out of this bungalow
now, without being harmed.”

““And how is that?”

“You have merely to give me vour
word of honour that you will drop this
case—that vou will not pursue your in-
quiries in any direction,” replied Waldo.
““Give me your word, Blake, and I will
release you within one minute, and you
can walk away, and you will never bhe
molested by the Clan. It is all in your
favour. You are taking no chances. I've
got you in my power at present, but I

with my

going through

don’t want to take advantage of the fact.
One word will be enough.”

““And what if I break my word after
giving it?”

Waldo smiled.

“1 know you too well, Blake,” he said.
“Your word "is good enough for me.
Give it to me now, and there will be no
further trouble.”

“You are very generous, but I am
afraid T cannot fall in with the sugges-
tion,” said Sexion Blake grimly. *“It
is not my habit to quit, as the Americans
put it. No, Waldo, I go through with
this case, and I tell you frankly that 1
shall do my utmost to deliver you inte
the hands of the police.”

Waldo sighed with real regret.

“I was expecting that,” he said
grufly. “Well, Blake, I'm downright
sorry. You mentioned that you are

with this case. No,
Blake; you are through with it already.
As far as you are concerned this case
is finished.” :

“]I would prefer that to any other
method,” replied Blake. ‘

Waldo shrugged his shoulders, and
came forward. He searched Sexton
Blake's pockets, and removed the de-
tective’s revolver, transferring it to his
own person.
in the same way.

After that he went {o the door and
opened it. He gave a soft, low whistle,
with a very peculiar note. Tinker ex-
pected to sce other members of the Clan
come in, and the lad was wondering
what the next move was to be,

But he was not allowed to see anything
further, For Waldo came gliding over
towards him, and the master crook now
held a peculiar little object in his hand.
It resembled a miniature scent-spray,
with a tiny bulb.

*Forgive me, Tinker, but it is neces-
eary,” said Waldo softly.

He pressed the bulb, and a spray of
whitish vapour came-out of the nozzle of
the instrument. Tinker gasped for
breath, his senses reeled, and everything
went black and dim.

Sexton Blake saw this, and he clenched
his teeth. And when Waldo repeated
the operation with Blake, the latter did
his utmost to deceive his enemy. He
took care to breathe in none of the spray,
and he pretended to swoon off. -

“That won’t do, old man!” said Waldo
amusedly. *‘I've been tricked like that
before. I'm up to your little games.”

Blake made no reply, and Waldo used
more drastic methods. He waited,
watching closely. And, after a few
moments, Nature forced Sexton Blake to
take in breath. Waldo pressed the bulb
quickly, and this time there was no doubt
about the genuineness of Blake’s swoon.

How much time passed neither Blake
nor Tinker knew, but they both seemed
to recover their wits at the same time.
They were out in the open, with the
cold night air blowing upon their faces.
It was pitchy dark, and it was impossible
to .seoe clearly. Something dim hovered
in front of the pair,

This dim something was Waldo, still
attired in his Clan garb. He held a
littlo pad in his hand, and he had been
holding this to Blake’s mouth and nose
—after having performed the same ser-
vice to Tinker.

And now the pair were practically
themseclves. They felt very little after-
effects of the anwsthetic, which was ob-
viously of a harmless character. But,
curiously enough, although their wits had
returned, they had found-it impossible to

move their limbs. TFor a dreadful
moment Tinker thought that he was
paralysed.

Then he discovered the truth,
Just behind him there was a wire

‘Heath.

Then he disarmed Tinker

fence, with wooden uprights at intervals
of about five feet. @ And Tinker was
bound hand and foot to one of these
posts, with his hands behind him, and
round the upright, : :

To move was absolutely out of the
question, for the binding had been done
effectually. Both Tinker and his master
were as helpless as a pair of trussed
fowls. They could not even move an
inch. . ‘

“You needn’t wait now; I can do the
resti”’ came Waldo’s vaice. ‘Get back
to _the bungalow, and keep watch.” -

Tinker strained his eyes, and thought
he saw some dim movements among the
bushes. Then Rupert Waldo turned, and
faced his two victims. ‘

“1 thought I would have a word with
you before parting,” he said. ‘“‘In (-
dition, there is one little operation I mu:t
perform. This particular spot is quiet
and secluded; but, only a hundred
yards away there happens to be a main
road. We're just on the edge of the
How do you feel, Blake?”

- “T wouid prefer to have no conversa-
tion with you, Waldo,” said Sexton
Blake curily. “You have the upper
hand, and it would be idle for me to
dispute that fact. Go ahead with your
infernal plans as soon as vou like.”

The Wonder-Man nodded.

“This unfortunate affair is not of my
making,” he said. “You have been
obstinate, Blake, and I have taken the
only course possible.  Since ‘organising
the Clan I have become hardened. 1
have decided that it is useless to be
merciful, And so I am taking measures
now which will place you out of the run-
ning for all time.”

“You mean to murder
Blako quietlg.

“Exactly I’ said Waldo, with perfect
calmness. *“ Why should I object to the
term? . 1t is reaﬁy the only word which
fits in., The time now, Blake, is just
three-filteen, and you will be greatly in-
terested to learn that both you and
Tinker are connected by high-tension
wires to a control box—or whatever they
arc called—of the local Electric Light and
Power Company. You understand? You
know  the boxes I mean—square iron
affairs standing on the ecdge of the
pavement.”

“Yes, I quite understand,” said Blake.

“Well, T happen ta know that at three-
thirty to the minute every night there -
a change over at the power-station.”
continued Waldo, - ** At present you i «
connected to dead wire 1n this contro:-
box. At three-thirty, when the change
over takes place, these wires will become
alive, It is you .who will be dead!” .

“You—you mean to electrocute us?”’.
gasped Tinker, horrified. //

“It is the simplest and cleanest wag,”
replied Rupert Waldo. ‘‘In just dver
thirteen mnutes your end will copé. It
will be swift and sudden—and rAdinless.
When the cable becomes charyged with
current the pair of you will’know neo
more. I have chosen the msst humane
method of dealing-with you..”

It was a ghastly schemws, and Tinker
felt sick at heart. Ther,/ was no escape
for him, or for Sexton, Blake, And yet
how simple the whole4dea was! It was
characteristic of Wal 40 to think of some-
thing of this naturd. It could not pos-
sibly fail if the #iring had been per-
formed correctly—as no doubt it had.
The change-over at the power-station was
a certainty, and nothing could stop it.
And then, when those dead wires be-
came charged with current, the end
would come in a flash,

Sexton Blake remained perfectly calm,
and made no comment. He knew how
useless it was to argue with his captor,
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Once Rupert Waldo made up his mind,
once he started out on a certain line, he
went through with it.

““There is still one chance left,” said
Waldo softly. ‘It is not too late for
vou to give your word, Blaxe. Nothing
would please me better than for you to
save Tinker and yowrself by agreeing to
drop this whole case.”

“I will make no bargain!” replied
Blake curtly. “You can go ahead with
your scheme, Waldo.”

Waldo said no more. He produced a
thick gag, and proceeded to bind it round
Sexton Blake's mouth. Having done
this to his satisfaction he gave his
attention to Tinker. Then he pulled the
funnel-like headgear over his face, and
stole silently away into the darkness of
the night. -

Tinker could not even look at Blake,
for his head was bandaged in such a way
that he could hardly move it. And he
could not speak. He was obliged to
remain here, motionless, waiting for the
end.

Ile counted the seconds as they passed,
and his mind was tortured by the un-
certainty of it all. How long would this
ordeal last? It could only be about nine
or ten minutes now. The minutes were
slipping away.

In vain both Blake and Tinker
wrenched at their bonds. But they knew
from the start that their efforts would
be useless. Even if they had had ten
hours in front of them instead of {en
minutes, they could not have succeeded.

The events of this amazing might
crowded through Tinker's mind in be-
wildering succession. First the meet-
ing with Jimmy Saville and Harold
Bray, and the story of the mummified
lead which had been flung through the
third-storey window. Then the visit of
Mr. Henry Kennedy, and the journey
to Hampstead.

Hampstead! It seemed impossible that
these bizarre happenings could” have
taken place almost in the heart of
London. Even now, as Sexton Blake
and Tinker waited for the end, there
were houses within sight—a main road
lay within call. But in this darkness,
in the small hours of the morning, the
pair might as well have been a hundred
miles from civilisation. - .

They were in a backwater—tucked
away on the outskirts of the "Heath
among these bushes. In the day-time,
perhaps, they might have been seen by
some wary-eyed passer-by. But now,
at this hour, not a living soul was in
the vicinity—except Rupert Waldo and
his strangely-attired accomplices.  The
only human beings near were those
members of the Clan of the Seven Heads.

. It seemed to Tinker that the full time
of grace must have elapsed. He found
himself holding his muscles tense and
alert, as though there was some pos-
sibility of resisting the powerful current
when it came into the wires. There was
something particularly awful about this
ordeal.

If they could have seen something—a
clock-face which revealed the time as the
minutes sped by,
been so bad under such conditions. But
they didn’t know what the time was,
they could only guess. And at half-past
three the dead wires would become
charged with powerful electric current.
Surelr it must be close upon three-thirty
even now !

And then, out of the darkness, came
a shadow. '

Blake was the first to see it, and he

stared. Then Tinker also became aware
U.J.—No. 942,
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of that dim, elusive shadow, which, at
first, might easily have been a mere fig-
ment of the imagination. But it came
closer, creeping from behind the bushes.
And yet it wasn't creeping, after all.
The shadow seemed to be dragging itself
along with great difficulty.

It came nearer and nearer; ves, with-
out a doubt it was a man. And, at last,
he swayed and staggered to the spot!
where Sexton Blake was tied to the
fence. And, in dense gloom, Blake
recognised the newcomer.

It was Mr. Henry Kennedy !

“By. gad, 50 here you are!” gasped
Mr. Kennedy breathlessly. ‘Infernally
pleased to find you, Mr. Blake; was
thinking all sorts of things, by gad!
Thought you'd met with disaster. Soon
have you out of this fix!”

Tinker nearly burst a blood-vessel. Mr,
Kennedy evidently didn’t know of the
real danger, and he was fumbling in his
pocket quite leisurely. And yet it must
be three-thirty already! '

At last Mr. Kennedy produced a
pocket-knife. There was a further delay
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in undoing this, for his left arm appeared
to be out of action. It hung limply by
his side, and now and again he would
wince in agony.

With a few slashes he freed Sexton
Blake's lrands. The detective tore the
gag from his face, and drew in a deep
breath.

“The wires—cut the wires !’ he panted.
“They are connected with the high
tension current, and the power might be
turned on at any moment.”

“Good lor’!” gasped Mr. Kennedy.

His voice was weak, and it was quite
clear that the unfortunate gentleman was
not capable of quick action. But Sexton
Blake had his hands free now, and in a
moment or two - the detective had
liberated himself completely, and he tore
desperately at the wires which had con-
nected Tinker and himself to the control-
box. These wires ran along in the grass,
in the direction of the main road.

With one huge heave, Blake snapped
them completely—and the danger was
over., And the time was exactly three-
thirty—all but twenty seconds! 1

' even been atitended to.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
‘‘ Mr.Blake Will'Remain in This Position
for Two or Three Days !’
INKER breathed a great sigh
relief.
“My goodness!” he ejaculated. “I1
thought it was all up with us,
Thank Heaven Mr, Kennedy came

of

guv'nor!
in time!"”
. "It's fortunate that things have turned out
in this way, Tinker,” said Sexton Blake. *I
shall be most interested to hear from Mr.
Kennedy what actually happened to him, and
how he ‘was able to come to our rescue.” ‘

“I can explain quite easily, Mr. Blake,” said
the other weakly, “It is more by luck than
anything else that I was permitted to know
of your peril, and I cannot express how
thankful I am that I have been of some
service. If those brutes had harmed you, [

should never have forgiven myself. Are you
sure those wires are ail right?"
“Quite sure,” replied Blake. “There Is

very little possibility of their being touched
by anybody bhefore the morning, and by that
time they will be disconnected.”

“But can’'t we disconnect them now, sir?”
asked Tinker.

“With the current on?” said Blake. "1.
fancy not, young 'un. 1 shall ring up the
power-station when we get home, and give
them all the necessary information. It is
for them to put things right.”

Both Tinker and his master were free now,
and they were feeling none the worse for their
startling adventure. But Mr. Kennedy was
not so fortunate, by all appearances. He had
sat down upon a hank, and was silent. Then,
as Sexton Blake was about to address him, he
swayed curiously.

“There’s somethinz wreongz with him, sic!”
said Tinker hurriedly.

“It's —it's all rigcht — nothing much,”
muttered Mr. Kennedy. *“This infernal wound
—Iloss of blood. Confounded nuisance—-"

His voice trailed away, and he sagged back.
But Sexton Blake was by his side in an
instant, supporting him. Tinker held an
electric torch, and flashed it on. Then he
uttered a little cry of horror. TFor he and
Blake were now permitted to see something
which had not been noticeable in the darkness.

. Mr. Kennedy's left forearm was smothercd
in biood! It was an awful sight, and Blake
quickly picked up the arm and examined it.
Just in the flezhy part, between the wrist and
the elbow, a bhullet-wound was apparent. It
had been hleedinz a great deal, and hLad unot
Some of the blood
had dried, and there was little wonder that
Mr. Kennedy had winced with agony.

“Great Scott!” muttered Tinker, *“And he
came to our rescue like this!”
“Quick, my lad—some water!” snapped

Blake briskly. *There’s a little brook a few
vards away, I fancy. I heard the trickle
over towards the left. Hurry up!”

Tinker dashed off, and soon returned with
his hat brimming with water. Before much
of it had time to escape, Blake produced a
clean scarf, and gently washed the bullet-
wound. Then he applied some antiseptic from
his pocket medicine-case, and bandaged the
arm.

“That will do for the moment, Tinker,” he
said. ‘““Some brandy now.”

He fook out his flask, lifted Mr. Kennedy
forward, and forced some of the spirit into his
mouth. Mr. Kennedy gulped it down. And
then, as Blake was holding him, he felt some-
thing moist on the patient’s shoulder.

“Dear me!” he murmured. “This i3 worse
than I thought!”

“It's nothing, Mr. Blake—~don't trouble!”
muttered Mr. Kennedy shakily. “Just a
graze—painful, but harmless, By gad, we've
tricked those rogues—"

“Please don't strain yourself. Mr. Kennedy!”
interrupted Blake. “We’'ll soon hive Yyou
fixed up.”

Tinker fetched some more water, and, mean-
while, Sexton Blake turned back the patient’s
jacket, and revealed a rather nasty furrow on
his shoulder. It had evidently been caused
by a bullet. Several inches lower, and the
damage would have been serious. Blake soon
had this second wound bandaged.

“ Awfully decent of you! 1'm all right now,
thanks,” said Mr. Kennedy, breathing rather

hard. *“They caught me properly, didn't
they?”

“It might have been far worse, Mr.
Kennedy,” said Sexton Blake gravely. *“If

you are feeling strong enough, I shoul!d like
to hear a few details. What actually
happened to you when you went out into the
kitchen? Don't spehk unless you feel that
you can do so—"

“My dear sir, there's no need to worry—1'm
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all right now,” said Mr. Kennedy. struggling
into a more upright position. “Gad, that
shoulder hurts, though! I'm a crock, Mr.
Blake—an infernal creck! - Confound those
brutal hounds!”

He took another swig ¢i brandy, and then
went on.

“When 1 leit vou in the sitting-room I'd no
idea the eremy was s0 near at hand,” he
continued. “I'd cnly just got into the
kitchen wien cne cf those masked figures ap-
peared before me. I yelled out, and as I
did so.the maa tired Lis revolver—twice. But
hoth his shcts Iailed, as you see. They only
inflicted flesir wounds.”

“Rut we didn't hear any reports, sir,” said
Tinker.

“That’s not surprising at all,” said Mr.
Kennedy grimly. “This fellow used a silent
weapon—an air-pistol, I suppose. It simply
made two faint -sounds, like thuds. 1
staggered back, more scared thanshurt, and 1
tripped against the table. The next moment
1 was over, and the back of my head had
an argument with the cast-iron knob of the
oven door. The cast-iron knob won, by gad!”

“You were stunned?”

“ Absolutely!” agreed Mr. Kennedy. “1
don’t know what happened immediately after-
wards, but—— No, no! Don't trouble now,
Mr. Blake—it’s only a slight graze and a
bump, I believe—" )

But Blake wcouldn't listen to him, and he
forthwith proczeded to examine the hack of
Mr. Kennedy's head. He was glad he had
insisted. for a very nasty wound was found.
The patient’s scalp was tadiy torn. and the
hair matted with dried blecd. Th2 wound
itself was still slizht!y bieeding., and Biike
patched it up as etfectively as possibie un:l-r
the circumstauces. Mr. Kennedy hiad becn
knocked about sever=lv, znd it was rather
a wonder that he had been able to ceme te
the rescue of his friends.

“I think those beggars took me for dead.”
he went on. “Anyway, five or six of them
came into the kitchen after I had rccovered
consciousness, and they all looked at me—but
pot too closely. They took it for granted that
I was done for.”

“But how did ycu get away, sir?” asked
Tinker eagerly.

“T heard them talking. and then I found out
that you two were in their hands, and were
being carried off,” said the other. *The
kitchen was left deserted, and so I crept out,
¢Xpecting every moment to be recaptured.
Don’t exactly know hew I did it, but I found
myself in the garden, and I kept crawling on
into the darkness.”

“And how did you locate us?” asked Blake.

“More by accident than anything else,”
replied Mr. Kennedy frankly. *“I was crashing
among the bushes, when I heard footsteps.
And then one ai those masked ficures came
striding along. He'd been keeping to a little
path, and I guessed that he'd been giving you
some attention. So I came alorg the same
way.” .

“Excellent!” said Sexton Blake approvingly.
“I have to thank yocu heartily for your
services, My, Kennedy——"

“Nonsense—sheer nonsense!” muttered the
other. “Good gad, aren’t you doing all this
for me? Nearly gettiug yourselves killed.
and goodness knows what else! Nothing to
thank me for!”

Then suddenly Mr.
note,

“But what shall I do?” he went on, terror
creeping into his voice. “I'm in danger. Mr.
Blake—ghastly danger! It will mean death
to go back to the bungalow, and those hounds
might be surrounding us even now!”

“We must get away somewhere at once!”
said Sexton Blake grimly. “You are certainlv
not safe here, Mr. Kennedy—and your wounds
need proper attention, too. Something must
be donc without delay.”

I have only you to lean on, Mr. Blake,” said
the other quietly. “I have nohody else to
turn to. Ii vou could ;_)rot-ect- me; I sheuls
he overwheimingly grateful., It's the darknese
I'm afraid of—the darkness! In the daytime
these brutes cannot touch me, Lut at nigh
they are everywhere—surrounding me, watch
Ing my every movement! Let me come home
with you, Mr. Blake ”

“Certainly! I was abcut to suggest the
same thing,” said Sexton Biake crisply. “W:
will return at once to Baker Street, and I ear
promise that you will be safe there, Mr
Kennedy. Sleep wauld do us all good. and to
morrow we can pursue our investigations wit!
confidence.”

“That’s the idea, sir!” said Tinker. “There's
Do sense in trymg anvining e:se to-nig
With all these murderers ahout we don't
stand an earthly. In fact, I’'m a bit dubious
as to whether we shall get clear even now!”

Kennedy changed his
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But Tinker’s fears were groundless,

He and Sexton Blake supported Mr. Ken-
nedy between them, althougzh the Jatter pro-
tested strongly, declaring that he was quite
fit enough. His left arm was in an improvised
sling, but it was quite ohvious that he was
in great pain. For he kept his teeth clenched,
and now and again he breathed very hard to
keep back a groan as his arm was jarred.

After walking some distance over the Heath

a lighted thoroughfare was reached, and then.

there was very little danger of heing molested.
Another fairly long walk, and the trio found
themselves in Hampstead itself,

It was now well past four, and there was no
likelihood of getting a taxi or any other public
vehicle. But they were lucky, after all, for a
big commercial lorry camc thundering by.
They stopped it, and the driver had no
objection to giving them a lift, particularly
as a five-shilling tip was forthcoming.

He even went slightly out of his way, and
dropped his passengers just against the Marble
Arch. And from here, of course, it was only
a few minutes’ walk to Sexton Blake’s address
in Baker Street.

They were glad enough to sit down in the
agreat detective’s consulting-room. The events
of the past few hours seemed more likc a
nightmare than an actual reality,
there was peace and quietness, and a feeling
of solid security. _ .

Tinker was not in the habit of drinking
spiritz, bt he gladly helped himself to a
small dosze of brandy, which steadied him a

YOU
[ Must Read

This thrilling new story
which is now running in

ANSWERS!

lot. Then he assisted Blake in the laboratory,
where Mr. Kennedy’s wounds were carefully
attended to. '

“1 anr deeply grateful to you, Mr. Blake—
deeply grateful!” sald the patient. “What I
should have done without your aid I do not
know—I daren’'t think, by gad! But I'm safe
1ere—safe from those confounded rogues!”

“You must go to bed at once, Mr.
Kennedy,” said Sexton Blake. “You, too.
Tinker. I shall follow almost at once. We
must. get all the sleep we can so that we
shall he fresh for to-morrow’s work—and we
are likely to have a heavy day. Will yon
follow me, Mr. Kennedy?”

The latter was glad ewough, for he was
tired and weary, and, indecd, in no fit condi-
tion to be active. He was escorted by Blake
to a comifortable spare bed-room, and the
detective assisted him in disrobing—for Mr.
Kennedy was greatly handicapped by his
wounded arm and shoulder.

Tinker lost no time in getting .into bed,
and he was soon asleep. Well before five,
Blake was in his own bed, too, and the house
remained in darkness and silence. It was
<till some little way from dawn, and Mrs.
Bardell would not be getting up until six-
thirty, at the earliest.

At bhalf-past five the whole household was
:lumbering, and it really seemed impossible
that any danger could overtake the sleepers.
But if they had been awake and alert, they
would have been astonished by the visitor
who arrived just a minute or two after five-
thirty.

And here |

where ne came from it was impossible to
say—lhow he had gained admittance was a
puzzle. But Rupert Waldo was capable of
extraordinary things!  For surely it could
have heen nobody else—this mysterious figure
garbed in the flowing cloak of the Clan of
the Seven Heads.

It moved like a shadow into Mr. Kennedy's
room; it moved like a shadow out of it.
Then, in the same stealthy, silent manner the
figure visited Sexton Blake's sleeping aparte
ment, and then Tinker’s.

Finally it vanished, presumably going the
same way as it had come. -

And the house remained in silence,

The dawn came, and shcrtly afterwards
there were signs of activity. Docrs opened
and closed, footsteps gounded on the stairg,
1P_J)’rushes and brooms were brought into opera-
ion.

Mrs. Bardell bustled about, and she did
not fail to notice the overcoats and hats upon
the stand. She knew that Sexton Blake and
linker had returned, and it was therefore
her duty to have breakfast ready at the
usual hour. It was quite probable, in fact,
that Mrs. Bardell was unaware that Blake
and Tinker had been out at all

By eight o’clock she had everything ready,
and she was rather astonished by the fact
that no sound of movement came from up-
stairs. Both Blake and Tinker were gencrally
up and about by eight o'clock, and on the
rare occasions when they did sieep late, Mrs,
Bardell was .always warned in advance.

By half-past eight the housekeeper was

more than curious—she was mildly astonished.
She even went upstairs and listened outslde
Sextcn Blake's door. She even ventured to
tap, but received no reply.
. "Queer!” murmured the good lady, frown-
Ing. “I've never knowed Mr. Blake to be as
late as this hefore! 1 suppose the poor
gentleman has been working himself too hard,
gnd 11'1,(.,=rht, well he deserves a good sleep for
nce !”

She passed on to Tinker’s room, and tapped
again. But Tinker gave no response. And
Mrs. Bardell ventured to softly open the
door and glance in. Tinker was lying in
hed, slecping peacefully, by all appearances.
But he was exceedingly still as lie lay there,
with the bedclothes slightly flung back.

“Mr. Tinker!” called the housekeeper
gently. -~

Tinker did not stir.

“Why, what ever’s the matter with him?"”
murmured Mrs. Bardell, a sudden feeling of
alarm coming to her. “Getting on for nine

o’clock, and neither of them astir! Mr.
Tinker—Mr. Tinker!”
She raised her voice almost loud.

Ordinarily, Tinker would have awakened on
the spot, for he had trained himself to sleep
lightly. Mrs. Bardell very seldom found it
necessary to call either Blake or Tinker, and
when she did so, they awakened at the first
sound of her voice.

But this time Tinker 1a8 like a log.

“Decarie me!” muttered the old lady. It
don’t seem right to me!”

She advanced into ' the bed-room, and
seized Tinker by the shoulder. and gave him
a good- shake. Tinker rolled about Iimrl}',
but showed no sign whatever of awakening.
He was breathing quietly and regularly, but
he was dead asleep.

“Wake up, Mr. Tinker!” shouted Mrs.
Bardell, in alarm. "My gracious me! Why
doesn’t the young gentleman wake up? Are
you trying to play a trick with me, Mr.
Tinker? Come, come—wake up!”

But Tinker did not wake up, and all Mrs.
Bardell’s efforts were useless. Thoroughly
scared, she hurried along to Sexton Blake's
room, and hammered loudly upon the door.
She received no response—and a cautious
olance within the room showed her Sexton
Blake lying in bhed-in exactly the same un-
conscious condition as Tinker!

“0Oh dear—oh dear!” wailed Mrs. Bardell.
“Something dreadful has happened! I never
felt so flustered in all my life!”

She called in a high voice, filled with
| anxiety, to Sexton Blake. But the detective

did not stir.

And then the housekeeper made another
surprising discovery. She happened to go
into the bhest spare bed-room. She couldn’t
remember afterwards why she went in. But
there, in the bed, she beheld a stranger with
a bronzed face and a biz moustache. She
had not known that Mr. Henry Kennedy wds
in the house. And this stranger, too, was
L incapable of being awakened!

Mrs. Bardell had never descended the stairs
so quickly in all her life as she descended
them on this occasion. She almost fell down,
and ran into the arms of a maidservant at

TC.J.—No. 942,
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the hottom. The girl almost dropped a tray , and found him breathing evenly and healthily “And yet I explained it to you before

{ull of crockery. _

“Why. mum, you-give me a rare start!” ghe
exclaimed.

. “I don’t know what-to do, Maud—I'm all
in a fluster!” panted Mrs. Bardell. “There’s
-Mr. Blake and Mr. Tinker, and another
gentleman upstairs, and I can't wake them
-up! [ can’t get them to answer at all!”

- “Oh, expeet they're sleeping heavy,
mum—->"

“Don’t bhe absurd, girl!” snapped Mrs.
Bardell. “Mr. Blake and Mr. Tinker always
-wake up immegiate. I don't kmow what to
do—I can’t understand it! I've got a horri-
fied [I.eling that something Is dreadfully
wrong.” ) :

“P'r'aps they'll wake up soon, mum!'” sald
the maidservant hopefully. “If I was you,
-1 shouldn't get so worried about it—"

But Mrs. Bardell wouldn't listen to the
girl, and she hurried upstairs, and had
unother attempt to awake the sleeping ones.
But this attempt met with complete failure.
By this time Mrs. Bardell was nearly in
hysterics. She had even {ried cold water
on Tioker, but with no effect.
" Then, In desperation, she gent off the girl
to 8exton Blake's doctor. The medical man
lived only a short distance away, and he was
soon round, looking anxious and concerned,
-for Mrs. Bardell’s hastily-written note had
been full of fears.

“0Oh, Dr.
%%an?" she asked shakily. “TU'm seure the

E. gentlemen are dying——"
* “Come, Mrs. Bardell, you must pull your-
Belf together!” interrupted the 'dc?ctor.y "1

will soon have a look at Mr. Blake, and tell

Jou what's wrong. You can’t wake ,
i uﬂdel‘st_and?n g h wake them up

“That I can’t, doctor!”

Dr. Davenport quickly went upstairs, and
he was soon In Sexton Blake's hed-room.
Mrs. Bardell hovered just inside the door, and
$wvo maidservants hung about outside. And
6he doctor submitted Blake to a careful
examination.

When he looked round his expression was
graw;,. i‘ is th

“Oh. i3—is the poor gentleman in danger "
.as!-r‘ed‘ the ‘housekeeperganxlously. angert
.. " There is no need for you to be alarmed,
Mrs.- Bardell,” said the doctor. “Mr Blake
i8.1n no danger whatever, but I have every
reason to suspect that- he has received an
Injecticn of some “drug which has produced
this trance-like sleep. Mr. Blake will
probably remain in this position for two or
t-hr_%eh days.” '

“Oh, my sakes alive!” gasped the house-
keeper faintly. “But—but he'll die in that
time. without eating or drinking—"

- ;\-,r:‘n.-“nae!" laughed the doctor. “The fast
will do him good, rather than harm, and
t}wf.*re 1s no need for you to get talking about
tiis, Mrs. Bardell. Mr. Blake will wake up
in due course, but not before three days have
passed.” . ‘

:And——and mustn't I do anything?”

. Nothing at all,” said the medical man.
“8imply leave Mr. Blake in bed, and he will
awaken and get up when the time arrives.
rI can assure you there ls no danger whatever.
The trance may be shorter than I have said,
but I dou't fancy so."

- The dcctor turned round, and examined a
tiny puncture which he had noticed at the
hack of Sexton Blake's neck. It was very
red, and slightly pufled up. And this was
obviously the place where the injection had
heen made

That unknown intruder, in the early hours
of the morning, must have crept into the
three bed-rooms, one after another, and per-
formed this simple little operation.

Rupert Waldo, without a doubt, was the
perpetrator. He had rendered Blake and
Tinker harmless for three days! And Mr.
Kennedy had been treated in the same way.
By the time they awakened, probahly Waldo
would have cleared out. The master crook
had declded to be merciful, after all. He
had evidently discovered that Blake and
Tinker had escaped electrocution, and

although he could bhave taken their lives on’

this second occasion, he had not done so.
The doctor examined Tinker and Mr.
Kennedf(’. and found that tiny puncture on
the neck of each. They were in precisely the
same condition as Sexton Blake. The dcctor,
having reassured Mrs. Bardell again, took
his departure. There was nothing he could
o to awaken the patients. :
Mrs. Bardell was still in a flutter, and
decidedly uneasy. But as the hours of the
morning wore on she grew more comfortable.
For she iooked in at Tinker several times,
U.J.—No. 942.
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-Davenport, what ever can it.

evecy time. But it worried Mrs. Bardell tre-
nicnaously to think that she had no meals
to get ready. IHer occupation was gone, and
sue could hardly settle to anything.

She was somewhat relieved by the doctor’s
promise to call again in the evening to see
that the patients were going on all right.
she obeyed the warning which the
medical man had given her—she did not
breathe a word of what had happened to a
soul, and she warned the maids to keep
their mouths shut. If they so much as
breathed a sound they would be dismissed
on the spot.

And so the hours.-passed until, in the after-
noon, Mrs. Bardell went out on a shopping
expedition. The house was quiet and still,
the maids being at the back, and busy with
their own work ‘ '

The upper part of the house was abso-
lutely deserted, except for those three quietly
breathing forms in the different . bed-rooms.
And then, after another short period of time
had elapsed, Sexton Blake's door quietly
opened. -

The famous detective calmly walked out
into the passage!

He passed quietly to Tinker's bed-room, and
opened the door.
motionless.’

“It’s all right, young ’un!” said Blake
softly. “Wake up!” _—

Amazingly enough, Tinker bobbed up like
a jack-in-the-box. ‘

“Well, thank goodness!” he exclaimed. “I
was wondering how much longer this .giddy
game would last, guv’nor! I never thought
ti;t du;ould be so frightfully irksome to lie in
e .” - - .o

“Don’t talk too loudly, and slip into your
clothing,” said Blake. “When you've done
come to me in the laboratory.

Ten minutes later Blake and Tinker were
in the laboratory, attired in their usual gar-
ments, and both of them looking in the pink
of condition. Dr. Davenport’s diagnosis had
scarcely been correct. But there was some-
thing strange about this whole affair.

There was a slightly amused expression in
Sexton Blake's eyes, but a somewhat grim
one, too. It was an expression which Tinker
well knew. It meant that his master had
determined upon a certain course, and was

only waiting for the moment when he would |

spring his attack on the enemy.

Tinker looked bewildered.

“I give it up, sir,” he said bluntly. “I’ve
been trying all the morning to think what it
all means, and I'm just as mystified as ever.”

“It won’t take me long to clear away some
of your problems, at least,” said Sexton
B®ke calmly. “It was highly necessary to
adopt this course, Tinker, as you will under-
stand later. My object is to turn the tables
upon the worthy Mr. Waldo. He believes
that he has put us out of action. And we
are going to show .him that his little atten-
tion has been of the greatest benefit to us.
For "while he thinks we are incapable of
taking any steps, we shall take quite a few!”

“Yes, that’s ripping, sir!” ~said ~Tinker.
“Did you notice.those two cards.on the con-
sulting-room table?” :

“I did,” replicd Blake. “Mr. Saville and
Mr. Bray have called, I can see; but we ex-
pected that. The good Mrs. Bardell has
doubtless put them off with some plausible
story, but I shall make a point of seeing that
pair of energetic young men as soon as the
time is ripe.”

“I'm puzzled about what happened in the
night, sir—"

“My dear, good Tinker, there is no reason
wihy you should be puzzied,” interrupted
Blake, a5 he lit a cigarette. “Our unbidden
vizsitor, who stole in during the early hours
of the -morning, was probably friend Rupert
himself. I can't swear to that, ‘of course,
but I hardly think that Waldo would leave
such a delicate mattcr in other hands. We
are dealing with a clever gentleman, Tinker.”

“ Rather, sir!”

“ Moreover, Waldo came here for the added
purpose of getting back into his possession
the mummified head,” went on Sexton Blake.
“At all events, it has disappeared. Waldo
didn’t like that out of his own Kkeeping, for
it was evidence. Ile thinks we shall be placed
hors-de-combat for at least three days, and
during that time he will certainly use every
effort to bring off a big coup, and then
vanish. That's just where we come in,
voung ’'un. We shall put a stopper on his
pretty scheme.”

“@Good!” said Tinker heartily. “But even
now I can't make out why we're still con-
scious——"

Tinker was lylng in bc-d,II

dawn, soon after the drugging took place,”
interrupted Sexton Blake. “No doubt you
were half asleep at the time, and I some-
times think that is your wusual condition,
young man!”

“Hang it all, guv’'nor—"

“We haven't ‘got time to argue now!”
chuckled Blake. “You see, Tinker, I wasn’t
asleep when Waldo burglariously entered my
bed-room. I had, as a matter of fact, been
expecting something of the sort.”

“You'd been expecting it!”

“Certainly!” .

“But why—"

“My dear fellow, Waldo must have dis-
covered that we had escaped, and he would
have wits enough to know that we had come
straight home!” exclaimed the detective. “Ilo
probably believed that we had brought Mr.
Kennedy with us, too. And so Rupert came
along with amiable intentions. In spite of
his electrocution sclieme, I was convinced
that he would not attempt to really harm us,
and so [ allowed him to puncture my neck
with his tiny syringe. He passed out of my
room quickly,-and a second later I was out
of bed, applying tests.”

*“That was pretty smart of you, guv'nor!”

“Not at all,” said Blake. “I -had to. ba
certain as quickly as possible, in case Mr.
Waldo had injected poison. I soon discovered
the actual drug, which is quite harmless, bu$
places the victim in a trance-like sleep which
continues for three or four days, according
to the strength of the dose. This drug is
well known to me, and it was merely the
matter of a few minutes to make a second
injection, nullifying the cffects. It is very
useful to have a knowledge of drugs and their
antidotes, Tinker.”

“I should think it is,
Tinker. . .

“0Of course, you were sleeping like a log,
as usual,” went on Sexton Blake. “ Waldo
administered the drug in your case, and you
were quite oblivious to the fact. No doubt
it was the same with Mr. Kennedy. Anyway,
it was not so very long before I came into
your bed-room, woke you up, and treated
you with a second injeetion. I also warned
you, a3 you will remember, to remain fast
asleep. even when you were called by Mrs.
Bardell, and visited by the doctor.”

“Jt's queer the doctor didn't rumble, sir?”
said Tinker thoughtfully. *“ Surely he ought
to have known that we were both shamming.”

“He did!” grinned Blake. ¢ Surely, Tinker,
you do not think that I should leave an im-
portant matter of that sort to chance? I
rang up the doctor just before six, and had
quite an interesting conversation with him.
You see, I explained a few details, and gave
him to understand that we were to be dead
asleep, with no possibility of being awakened
until three days had elapsed. Thus Dr.
Davenport was fully prepared when he came
this morning.”

Tinker's eyes glistened with admiration.

“By jingo, you're a cute one, guv'nor!” he
said, taking a deep breath. “It’s wonderful
the way you worked this thing! Why,
Waldo hasn’'t got any idea of the real state
of affairs, and while he’s kidding himself
that we're harmless, we shall be getting on
his track!”

“Precisely'!” smiled Blake.
idea."

“And what about Mr.

guv'nor,” agreed

“That is my

Kennedy?” asked

Tinker. “Of course, yvou dosed him with the
antidote—-"

“I did not!” .

“Eh?”

“J] left Mr. Kennedy alone,” said Blake
calmly. “As I said before, Waldo’s drug is

quite harmless, and our client will be far
safer where lie is. No harm can come to him
in this house, particularly as we are all sup-
posed to be belpless.”

Tinker nodded. :

“Yes, that's a good idea,” he said. "We
can leave Mr. Kennedy here, and get off on

the track. He'll be as safe as eggs, and out
of harm's way. And what's the programme
now, sir?” -

“Well, to begin with, I require a good
square meal,” said Sexton Blake. *I don’t
think it would be wise for us to let Mrs.
Bardell or anybody of the household know
that we are up and about. So we must sneak
out like daylight robbers, and obtain our food
elsewhere.”

“A member of this clan might be on the
watceh, sir,” said Tinker.

“I fancy not,” replied Blake.
we will chance it. Fortunately,
Bardell is out at the moment, and

“In any case
Mrs.
50 W3



have an opportunity. Get into your overcoat
and hat, and we will be off.”

“And what’s the programme to-night, sir?”

Sexton Blake looked grim.

“To-night, Tinker, we have one task to per-
form.” he =said "calmly. “We are going to
capture Mr. Rupert Waldo!"

@
THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

‘“You are now in the Sacred
Council Chamber.”
IR HOWARD BARNSTABLE, Bart.,

S f1st of the Marlton Club, stood on the
steps of that select institution in a
deeidedly unsteady state,

It could hardly be said that Sir Howard
was intoxicated, but he was precious near to
that condition. He had dined well, and he
had partaken liberally of the most expensive
port the club could bhoast of.

Sir Howard was fond of port, but it was
seldom that he took too much. On this par-
ticular occasion he was fully aware of the
fact that he had overstepped the mark, aund
he was feeling rather foolish.

Still in possession of his right wits, he was
nevertheless fuddled and somewhat hazy in
his bearings, and he was grateful for the arm
of a companion, upon which he leant heavily.

The baronct was a big man, jovial and
rood-natured. By all repute he was a mil-
lionaire, and he had aslways been exceedingly
liheral with his money. He was trying to
smoke a cigar, but somehow it wouldn't
hehave itself,

“It’s no good, o'd man: I can’t smoke to-
night!” he mumhled. throwing the cizar away.
“Where’s a tavi? We must have a taxi: I
was an infernal fool not to have my car
sent roend. You'il come home with me?”’

“Certainly, Sir Howard!” said his com-
panion genially. I doubt ii you could gqt
home without some assistance, anyway. It’s
rather a lucky thing that Lady Barnstable
is out of town just now. Youd be in for a
wigging, otherwise!” .

Sir Howard breathed with relief. .

“By. George, yes!’ he said thickly.
“Where’s that confounded taxi?” _

A. cab soon came as Sir Howard's com-
panion waved, and the pair got into it. The
millionaire baronet’s London address was in
Mayfair, but he was too far gone to notice
that the taxi took the direction of Oxford
Street, and then turned into Baker Street.
And when it finally pulled up in Trevor
Avenue, outside a big block of flats, he was
under the impression that he had arrived
home. . .

“Here we are, Sir Howard!” said his com-
panion. '*Can you manage all right?”

Sir Howard stepped out upon the pave-
Jucat, and clung to the other for support.
Then he lccked about him rather bewildered.

“What's this?® he demanded. “We've
corie omewhere else——"

“0f courze we bave:!’ chuckled the other.
“Ay dear Sir Howard, you surely didn't think
I sheuld take you home in this condition?
T've hrought you to my chambers, and
within an hour you'll he quite yourself
acain.” '

*Gocd idea, old man—deucedly good!” said
fir Howard dully.

He went with his companion into the main
entrance without any objection, and they
mounted the stairg until they arrived upon
the third floor. Outside the door of No. 19
they paused, and the other man inserted a
key in the lock. A minute later they had
both disappeared into the flat. .

The landing remained quiet. It was very
dim:, with one softly-shaded electric light
gleaming frem a wall bracket. This was not
a high hlock of flats, and there were no
further zpartments on the fourth floor—
mecrely store-rooms, and so forth. And the
top landing was in total darkness.

Tinker cat on the top stair, eager and im-
patient.  And Sexton Blake, who had heen
razing into the tiny mirror of a folding peri-
scope, juined his young companion almost at
once.

“Well, guvnor?? asked Tinker softly.

" The light. unfortunately, is not particu-
laviy brilliant,”” said Sexton Blake. “In one
way, perhaps, that is to our advantage, since
there was no fear of my perizcope being seen.
I didn't run the risk of putting my head
cver the balustrade, in any case.”

“But what did you see, sir?”

“I saw a well-dressedd man escort no less a
person than Sir Howard Barnstahle into the
flat.” replied Sexton Blake grimly. “And
Sir Howard, as you know, Tinker, is one of
the richest men in London. As I suspected,
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Waldo is not letting the grass grow under
his feect.” :

“Phew!” whistled Tinker. “Hec¢ means to
rook Sir Howard of a tidy sum, I expect.
Was the other man Waldo himsclf?”

“He was—alias Dr. Hulton Brenner,” re-
plied Blake. “This is quite a neat little
scheme, Tinker, and Waldo has now very
obligingly supplied us with all the evidence
we need. I might have sprung sooner, but
I could not have done so without the posi-
tive proof. But now we shall capture our
tricky friend red-handed.”

“And a good many members of the Clan,
too, sir,’” said Tinker.

Sexton Blake nodded. )

“Every one!" he replied grimly. “Every
single member of the Clan of the Seven Heads
wil% be roped in to-night, Tinker. This is
going to be one big swoop, and Waldo, as
the Chief, will regret the day that he started
this project.”

Tinker stared. L

“But how can you rope them ail in, sir?"”
he asked. *There are thousands of members,
and they are scattered——"

“From to-night the Clan of the Seven Heads
will cease to exist,” interrupted Sexton Blake
curtly. “There are some things you do not
know, Tinker. I have made my plans com-
pletely—in every detail.”

“And what do we do now—at the moment?”
asked Tinker.

“We wait—until Lennard and his men
arrive!”’ said Sexton Blake. *“They ought to
he here within flve minutes, and then the
responsibility will be out of cur hands. We
have done all the work, Tinker, and the police
will reap the benefit.”

“That’s just like you, guv'nor!” grumbled
Tinker. *“You're always giving Scotland
Yard tons of help, and you never get any
credit for it.”

Blake chuckled.

“But I have the pleasure of conducting
interesting inquiries such as this,”” he replied
“That is all the reward I need,
Tinker. My tussles with Waldo are always
interesting, and this one particularly so, for
he scems to have gathered tremendous

And while Sexton Blake and Tinker waited
outside, a very curious little scene was taking
place within the fiat. Sir Howard Barnstable
found himself conducted into a comfortable
sitting-room, where he was supplied with a
neat soda-water—which, although distasteful
to him, he swallowed without demur.

'Then, in his gemi-intoxicated condition, he
dropped off—orily to be awakened within a
moment or two by a hand shaking his

shoulder. He opened his eyes, blinked fool-
ishly, and then started.

“By George! What—what—-"*
for breath, staring. .

And ‘he had good réason to stare, for heo
found himself confronted by something whici)
did not resemble anything in -this world--
a cloaked fizure with a cone-shaped head-
gg?g, aénd_vtc-;lth s{its_fqrheyes. The robe was

ered with grotesque heads, an
stood mot-ionlgss. 1 . » and the figure

“Sir, Howard Barnstable, you are in the
presence of the Clan of the Seven Heads!®
said the flgure solemnly. “It js a privilege
which few have enjoyed, and you shall now
be taken into the Council Chamber itself !”

SerHoward staggered to his feet.

"\\ha_t—-what foolery is this?’ he mum-
bled thickly.- “Good heavens! I must, bhe
dreaming-—» ‘
. “No, Sir Howard, you are perfectly
awake !’ interrupted the figure. “I am the
High Chief of the Clan, and if you are
eligible for admittance, I ghall be happy to
pronounce you a member of the Clan.
Come!”

The High Chief moved out of the apart-
ment, gently assisting Sir Howard at the
same time. Tlicy went into the passage,
and thence into the Council Chamber. It
was filled wtih a bluish-green light, and was
an apartment of many wonders.

The door eclosed softly, and Sir Howard

He gasped

-Barnstahle looked round him with his watery

eyes, trying to grasp everything through his
befuddted brain. He saw things which hor-
rified him. : :

In the centre of the room steed a pedestal,
and upon it the head of a mummy—but it
seemed worse to Sir Howard in his present
condition. There were other heads on
brackets round the walls, and the panelling
was ornamented by horrible, grotesque faces.
.And all round stood other robed figures
like that of the Hich Chief, only their attire
was not quite so elaborate. There were eight
of them. standing round the walls as motion-
less as statues. And their eyes could be seen
gleaming behind the narrow slits.

“You are now Mm the sacred Council
Chamber,” said the High Chief. *“You are
in the presence of the High Chief of the Clan
and his eight Grand Advisors. You are at
liberty, Sir Howard, to hetome a member cf
this most Ancient, Order.”

Sir Howard pulled- himself together. .

“0Oh, so that's the idea?’’ he said uncer-
tainly. “Jolly good, too! Deucedly good. in
tact. Kind of Freemasons, or Druids, or some-
thing of that kind? Splendid! Quite an ad-
venture, by George!"” .

Sir Howard had accepted the bait—just as
Waldo had foreseen. He did not imagine that
this mummery was connected with a secret
gociety, but regarded the whole thing as a
’ U.J.—No. §42.



harmiess affair. He took it to mean that he
was In a lodge of some Masonic-like body.
And, in his present condition, he was willing
enough to join.

If 1e had not been willing, then Waldo had
methods to make him so.

“You are right, Sir Howard."” said the High
Chief. “The opportunity has come when you
can take advantage of this ofter, and you
will be made a member of the Clan if you so
wish it. We, for our part, will be most
gratified to have such a distinguished member
as yourself.”

“(Certainly—certainly!” said Sir Howard.
“Nothing will suit me bhetter. I supposs
there’ll be a kind of entrance fee, or some-
thing like that. I'm game, of course—game
for anything, by George!”’

“The entrance fee is a small matter—merely
a question of ten pounds,” said the High
Chief. “But members are always at liberty
to contribute to the funds of the Clan. You
may please yourself in that direction, S3ir
Howard.”

“Excellent!” said the baronet, pulling out
his pocket-book. - “This kind of thing
attracts me, yvou know—I like something out
of the ordinary. Makes a bit of a change, by
George! Here's fifty—that’ll do for a start,
eh?”

The money was taken by the High Chief.
and after that a kind of ceremony was gone
through. The High Chief chanted, and the
council chamber was filled with weird noises.
Then Sir Howard was seated before a desk,
and he willingly signed a long printed
document, which he didn't trouble to read,
and which proclaimed him a2 member of the
Clan.

Waldo's nlan had succeeded.

He had the signature, and that was really
all that mattered, Sir Howard would now
be allowed to go, and when he was sober
he would probably remember it all, and
chuckle with enjoyment. He would imagine

that he bad joined a perfectly .barmless
society.
Then would come the note ordering him

to attend a Clan meeting. Not knowing the
address—for he would certainly not remember

Trevor Mansions—he would not obey the
order. ) .
He would then receive a visit from =2

member of the Clan—probably Waldo him-
self. He would be told in blunt language
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what the Clan really was—a criminal society
—and he would be staggered by the news.

If he showed any signs of jibbing or be-
traying the thing to the police, he would be
reminded that his own signature had been

placed to an incriminating document. If
those documents were obtained by the
police, Sir Howard himself would stand

exposed as a leader of the criminal society.

There was little doubt that he would pay
up handsomely to have the whole matter
hushed up. Twenty-five or fifty thousand
would be nothing to him, and he would
rather pay it than suffer the scandal. And
so Waldo would walk off with his booty, and
he would be perfectly safe. It was, with-
out a doubt, a very ingenious scheme, for
he could work the same “stunt” again and
again,

A few more picturesque ceremcnies were
gone through, and then Sir Howard Barn-
stable was led out of the Council Chamber,
with its eight silent Grand Advisors, and its
seven mummified heads.

Sir Howard was feeling merry now, and he
had quite enjoyed the experience, A few
minutes later he was joined by the friend
who had brought him here, who proceeded
to give the barovet a whisky and soda.

It was onlv a small one, but, for some
reason, Sir Howard became quite fuddled
again, and he was decidedly unsteady as he
was led towards the -exit. There was cer-
tainly no fear of his remembering the hlock
of flats or the locality. Tihs was a mnst
important point, for Waldo did not want
his victims to give any information away
after they had been rooked.

Sexton Blake and Tinker, on the upper
landing, were waiting, and Sexton Blake
himself was filled with impatience and anger.
He glanced at his watch repeatedly, and he
clared at Tinker.

“They ouzht to have heen here ten minutes
ago!” he muttered, “What on earth has
kept them? My whole plan might be spoilt
by this, Tinker. Lennard faithfully promised
meihe would be here with half a dozen men
anl——

“Hold on, «ir!" interrupted Tinker
“I can hear something!'"

Blake whipped out his revelver, and stole
down the stairs. He did not need to look.
He knew well enough what the sounds
meant. Sir Howard Barnstable was being
steered out of the flat. And it was most

nuioaly.

should be
company of his

important that Rupert Waldo
caught red-handed in the
intended victim.

And still the police had nct arrived.

Blake ran down the stairs, with Tinker at
his heels. And they were just in time to face
Sir Howard Barnstable and his compaunion as
they came out through the tiny entrance
loBby of the flat.

“Hands up, Waldo!" rapped out Blake
curtly. “I know you're contemptuous of most
weapons, but if you make any attempt to
escape, I shall fire—and I shall shatter your
left thigh-bone!"

still, and then

Waldo stecod perfectly
laurghed.

~ “You win, Blake!" he said calmly. “How,
in the name of Heaven, you've managed it,
I don't know! I thought I was cleverer than
you—and you've shown me up as a conceited

idiot! The game's yours!'"
Tinker was clutching at the wall for
support. |
“But—but you've made a mistake,

guv'nor!’” he gasped faintly.

“How s50?” asked Blake, without shifting
hi3 gaze from Waldo.

“This—this isn't Waldo—it's Mr. Kennedy!"
shouted Tinker. “He's our client, guv'nor,
and—and——"

“And Mr. Kennedy is also Dr. Hulten
Brenner, and also Mr, Rupert Waldo!” said
Sexton Blake urbapely. “My dear Tinker, 1
must confess that 1 have deceived you
slightly, but I thought it the better way.
The excellent Mr. Henry R. Kennedy, of
Sunrise Cottage, Hampstead, is none other
than Waldo himself!”’

Tinker battled for breath.

“Great Scott!” he panted.
take it all in, sir!”

Waldo smiled.

“Well, Blake, there is
talk out here,” he said.
like a chat, eh? Why
down insidey No doubt
the police?”

“I am,” replied Blake curtly.

“Then we might as well have things com-
fortable,” said Waldo. .

“Don’'t go in, guv'mor!” put in Tinker
quickly. “It’s some other trap——"

“On my word of honour, Blake, T will
attempt no tricks upon you,” said Waldo
quietly. “I give you my word that I will
make no attempt to escape before the poilice

“I--1 can't

no need for us to
“1 dare say you'd
not come  and sit
yYou are expcecting
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- THE TOPICAL BUDGET!

RUSSIA.--Your Editor is particularly gratified to be able to
announce two forthcoming events that will be of more than
usual interest, for the reason that they both deal with topical

INDIA.—The stirring events that are now taking place in Southern
rising of the fanatical
countered by the activities of British troops, are the background
for a forthcoming Sexton Blake yarn that will do ¥ou good to
The title, ** Besieged in Malabar!” can only hint at the
wealth of incident the yarn contains, and both Sexton Blake and
Tinker are not only in the midst of things, but acquit themselves
in a manner that will delight their most exacting admirers.

THE CONFEDERATION.—-Another Confederation story is on the
way, written with all the author’s old power of gripping his
readers from start to finish. ¢ Diamond Mad; or, The Man Who
Hired the Confederation' is a yarn you will remember for
months after vou have read it.

¥ THE MARSH FARM MYSTERY !

A good detective story and a good mystery storv are almost
Seldom, however, is the excitement of
delective investigation and the lure of a first-class mystery so
skilfully blended as in the yarn which is the main item on next
It shows Sexton Bilake to his best advantage—
which is saying somethipg—and altogether is one of the best that
have been published this year, from all points of view.
the author has achieved a really meritorious piece of work, and any
readers who miss next week’'s number will have cuuse to regret their
Regular readers will not risk it, of course.
already have ordered in advance. :

In short,

The first is a splendid long, complete story
of Sexton Blake and Tinker in the famine-stricken arcas of
Russia. It is a fine theme, and the author has risen to his oppor-
tunity and given us a tale that will rank as one of the hest of
Look out for it.

]
i
®
i
a
They will N
]
i
n
a

The title is: ** In the

Moplahs is being

More details later,
tok:

Do YOUR friends know of all these good things?
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arrive. The game is up, and I might as well
take it calmly.” , -

“That is your solemn word, Waldo?” asked
Blake.

“Yes."”

The famous detective stowed his revolver
away dt once, and Rupert Waldo bowed.

1 thank you for accepting my word!” he
said quietly “You will never have cause to
distrust me, Blake. Please, come in!”

Tinker was not feeling very comfortable,
hut Blake was. He had studied Waldo’s
character many times, and although the
Wonder-Man was a master crook, he, never-
theless, had honour,
that werd was his hond.

They all entered the fiat, and Sir Howard
Barnstable was dropped into an easy-chair,
and he forthwith went off into a heavy sleep.
Waldo removed his disguise with extra-
ordinary rapidity. He pulled a prepared
cloth from ome of his pockets, swiftly wiped
his face, and the disguise vanished, revealing
him as himself. .

“Sir Howard will be all right,” he said
calmly, “I've merely dosed him with a little
harmless stufl taken with a whisky. And
now, Blake, perhaps you'll he good enough
to -tell me when you jumped to the truth?”

“When you first came to my rooms in
Baker Street.”

“What! You knew then?”

o Yes-” . . .

“Well, I'm hanged!” said Waldo ruefully.
“I knew you'd spotted me through Dr.
Hulton Brenner, but I had an idea that I
should hest you with thé Kennedy disguise.
I fooled myself into believing that I had
deceived youw.” )

“No, you oply deceived Tinker,” smiled
Nexton Blake.

“ You—you rotter!” sa2id Tinker indignantly.
“I should think you did deceive me! 1
thought you were a genuine client! But—but
I can't understand it all! And what do you
mean by trying to electrocute wus, you
scoundre] ?”

Rupert Waldo grinned.

"My dear young inuocent, you don't seem
to appreciate the position,” he replied. “I
am glad of this opportunity to explain a few
things, for I shouldn't like you to have any
hard ideas about me.” '

“You had better look sharp,” said Sexton

Blake. “The police will soon be here. Of
course, Waldo, I knew all along that this
was a one-man show, and I must really com-
pliment you upon the astonishingly ingenious
way in which you have worked things.”

“One man!” repeated Tinker blankly.
“But—but what about the Clan?”

Blake waved his hand.

“You now sec -the Clan bhefore you,” he

repiled.  “Waldo represents the entire
membership, my dear Tinker. This has been
a4 most curious case—nothing more or less
than a bhattle of wits between Waldo and
myscli. There has not even been a client.”
_ “Well, I'm jiggered!” said Tinker scratch-
ing his head. "1 can’'t realise it,,you know!
Dr. Hulton Brenner, and then Mr. Kennedy'
And it was Waldo all the {ime. But why on
earth should Waldo want to come to us as
a client and take us off to Hampstead? I'm
frightfully mixed! And how did Waldo get
to Baker Street before us?”

“These little points can he easily clearcd
up,” said Waldo. *“When you called upon
me last night, Blake, I knew that I had heen
recognised. I fear you more than the whole
ef Scotland Yard put together, and I knew
that my only chance of succeeding in this
present plan was to deal with you first.”

*“That is what I judged,” said Blake.

“Well, 1 lost no time in discarding Dr.
Brenner, and becoming Mr. Kennedy,” said
Waldo. “I performed this very rapidly, got
my car out. and drove straight up to your
door. I hardly thought I should arrive hefore
you, but the fact that I did made it all the
hetter. I was under the impression that my
highly imaginative story went right home.”

“It didn't.” smiled Blake. “It is an
amusing game, Waldo. I have heen quite
interested to see how you made your moves.”

“But, guv'nor. ii you knew who he was
all the time, wihy didn't you capture him,
instead of going to all that trouble?” asked
Tinker. '

“On the face of it, that seems a most

rcazonable question,” said Blake. “But,
Tinker, I wanted to obtain the real evidence
of Waldo’s guilt, and now I've got it.
merely let him run on—I hided my time.”
" “Yes, confound you!” said Waldo gruffly.
“And you've won the game, too, Blake., I
was only just ready to start when you butted
‘in, and 1've been preparing and paving the
way for this busciness for weeks and months.
You must admit that it’s rough on me.”

If he gave his word,

“I admit nothing of the kind,” said Blake.
“You are working against the law, Waldo,
and as long as you do that you will be in
danger of cxposure.. I can well imagine that
this scheme has taken you months to
perfect.”, .

“For many weeks I have been living a
kind of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde existence,”
went on Waldo. “I have spent much of my
time in the smart set in the character of Mr.
Kennedy—becoming acquainted with rich
peaple. T am well known in Hampstecad as a
hoisterous old boy with a somewhat gay tem-
perament. And in Trevor Mansions I've
cstablished a character in Dr. Hulton
Brenner—a quiet scientist who lives quite
alone. And in one blow you have wrecked
it all!”

“But why did you take us to Hampstead?
demanded Tinker.

“Because my one object was to fool you,”
replied Waldo. “Onco in thc bungaiow, I
went into the kitchen, screamed, pushed the
tahle over, locked the door, and slipped
through the window. My Clan garments
were there ready. It was the work of a
minute to remove my disguise, slip into the
gown, and enter by the front dcor at your
rear, Of course, I was there alone, although
I tried to make you believe that there were
many others.”

“Well, this beats everything!” said Tinker.
“You went into the kitchen as Mr. Kennedy,
and then came and collared us as yourself!”

“Precisely !” agreed Waldo. “Quick work,
wasn’t it? 1 think I should do rather well
on the music-hglls as a quick-change artist—
eh? 1 doped you, and tied you to that fence.
Of course, those wires were not connected to
any control-box, as I explained to you. That
was merely a little joke of mine.”

'y

Football Competition No. 3.

‘Matches played Saturday September 24th.

£300 WON.

In this competition six competitors ecach
sent in a coupon correctly forecasting the
results of all the matches on the coupon.
The Prize of £300 has therefore been divided
among them as follows:

Mr. H. Haslam, 66, Healey Wood Road,
Burnley. '

Mr. J. Worsfold, East End, Fairford, Glos.

Mr. A. Priddey, 31, Nottingham Road,
Ilkeston.

Mr. R. Sumner, 39, Adrian Street, Moston,
Manchester.

Mr. J. E. Taylor, 84, Grenville Street,
Stockport.

Mr. C. Cornwall, Down Qaks Cottage, West-
fleld, Sussex.

“89 1 iwagine.” said Sexton Blake drily.
“But when you came back as the wounded
Mr. Keunedy, I kept up the deceit. You gee,
Waldo, we were both playing the same game.

You were fooling me, and I was f{ooling
you.”
“That's just it!” said Waldo ruefully.

“Your part was all right, but mine was the
opposite—I wasn't fooling you at all!”

“But what about those wounds?” asked
Tinker.

“My dear boy, I inflicted them myself!”
said Waldo lightly. “I couldn’t feel them, so
what did it matter? My idea was to get
back to Baker Street with you, and then
settle you for three or four days. That was
my whole object from the very start. 1
couldn't do it at the beginning, because you
would never have fallen for the trick. Ot
course, when we got to Baker Street, 1 simply
slipped out and injected that drug, and 1
made a little puncture in my own neck to
correspond with yours. Then, this afternoon,
I slipped away, and imagined that I had
left you two sleeping peacefully in your beds.
I was a fool not to make sure. How on
earth did you wake up, Blake?”

.Blake soon explained what he had done, and
Waldo grunted. ’

“You've heaten me at every rn!” he
growled. “But one of these days, Blake, I'l
beat you; before long I'll prove that I'm
your master !'I sha’n’t harm y_ou—-I respect
you too highly for that—hut in a straight
hattle of wite, I'll gain the upper band.
Give me time, aud I'l do it!”

“You had plenty of chances this time,
Waldo,” said Blake. “But I let you run on,
knowing that you would give yourself away
in the end. You have done. And your story

~and ushered

-of the Clan of the Seven Heads was mnever
quite convincing.” . _

“1 tried to make it so!” exclaimed Waldo
gruffly. “But it was a one-man show, Blake,
and T was not fully prepared. The seven
heads, as you may guess, are mummy heads.
I picked them up from an old curio dealer

‘in Paris, and it was these heads. in fact,

which first guve me the ideca. Inside my
little council chamber I have a number of
robed figures, and they look quite convincing
with their gleaming eyes behind the slits—
but these eyes, I may add, are glass ones.”

“ Yes, hut look here,” put in Tinker.
“What about that broken window-pane?
How did you manage to replace it so
quickly?” .

Waldo smiled.

“That was quite simple,” he replied easily.
“The bhed-room window is fitted with panes
of the same size, and it was a very short task
to take one out and refit it in the other
room. You may remember that I didn’t
allow you to go very close—or you might
have seen that it was only hastily fixed.”

“And the room itself?” asked Blake.
“Bray and 'Saville told me that it was a
weird apartment—"

_“Quite right, too; it’s in the same condi-
tion now, if you care to look at it,” inter-
rupted Waldo. “You see, Blake, I planned
everything carefully, and that room contains
a few of my own little patents. The platform
in the middle of the room, for example, lifts
up in on¢ movement and becomes a dining-
table. All the panels are reversible, and
there are’ many other similar quick-change
effects. I spent quite a lot of time in making
my plans.”

“You certainly made every preparation,’
said Sexton Blake. "I dare say you would
have succeeded, hut for the accident of that
one head heing flung into the strect. It is
unexpected details of that kind which wreck
the most elaborate plans.”

“And I couldn’t be prepared for it, cither.,”
said the Wonder-Man. “Well, I fancy your
friends are coming—I can hear footsteps ¢b
the stairs.”

Neither Blake nor Tinker had heard them,
but a thunderous knock upon the door came
a moment later. Waldo's hearing was
amazingly acute. Tinker opened the door,
in Chief Detective-Inspector
Lennard of Scotland Yard, several other Yard
detectives, and a small, mean-looking man in
uniform. .

“Enter, officers of the law!” said Waldo
mockingly. “And. as usual, they are late!”

“Not my fault!” grunted Lennard, with a
glance at Blake. ~“We came by Tube, and
there was a confounded hold-up in the tunnel.
I've never heen so furious in all my life! I'm
glad to find everything’s all right; Blake.”

Before Sexton Blake could rsay anything,
the mean-looking man in. the uniform stepped
forward, his face alight with eagerness and
zelf-importance.

“T knowed he was a wrong 'un!’” he ex-
claimed triumphantly. “My name’s Williams,
sir, and I'm the perter here. I was alfus
suspicious about Dr. Brenner, and when he
was out last night I thought I'd have a
look round!” -

Rupert Waldo glared.

“Oh. so you were the interfering rat who
hurgled my premises?” he snapped.

“Burgled !” repeated the porter indignantly.
“1 was aidin® the law'! I crep’ up the lift.
shaft, and looked round the flat to see how
things was.” _

“This may be a serious matter for you, my
man!” interrupted Chief-Inspector Lennard
curtly. “We don’t require {our sort to aid
the law, and you've practically admitited
that you acted as a housebreaker—and the
hest thing you can do is to get the whole
thing off your chest at once.” _

“That’s what I am doing!” said the pezter,
in an aggrieved voice. “I done my best to
help the police, ain't I? I went in that
front room with a little electric-torch—I
daren’t switch on the lights in front. Then
I saw that 'orrible head starin’ at mo™ .

“T hope it spoilt your supper!” gaid Waldo
grimly. .

“I was fair shook up,” replied the porter.
“My heye ! I ’ardly knew what I was alae
for the minute. I grabbed hold of t¥e thing
and flung it across the room, I was that
scared. It must have gone through the
winder, because I heard a crash of glass.
Then I bunked, and went out ‘of the “d¥¢ By
the front door.” ) "

“ And I suppose you went straight home?"
asked Blake.

) Continued on pagae 24.)
\ ( U.J.—XNo. 942.
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(Continued from
page 2.)

utmost he could ever agzain extend to him.
Directly that term of grace was up, supplies
would, he said, be stopped. .

Kuowing old Wadlow to be a man of his
word, Mr. Flackton had always taken care
tq settle ~his bill promjptly. That weckly
bill would now be three or four times the
ugual total, amd Mr. Flackton, as he slowly
returned to the school, found himself wonder-
ing how on earth he was going to find the
money wherewith to settle it.

Well, it would have to be dopoe somehow.
Perhaps those West African mining shares
he had recently acquired might come off
trumps! He had great hopes of those shares.
They might suddenly *“boom ” on 'Change,
and in that event he could sell out at a
handsome profit. Meanwhile, he would have
to temporarily diseontinue further specula-
tion. All the money he could get hold cf
weculd be wanted for Wadlow.

And in a month’s time that inzolent brute
ChopXkins would be dunning him again!

A Surprisse for Snoll’s House!

HERE were no complainrts at dinner-
time next day. Not only was the
food of first-rate quality; but, thanks
to a visit paid by Mrs. Flackton to

the kitchens, the cooking had been satis-
factorily carried out.

So Tony Smith and everybody else cleared
their plates with gusto., and devoutly hoped
{:h%ct the improved condition of things would
ast. .

When, at the end of the meal, Mr. Flack-
ton rose from his seat and left the dining-
hall, a mob of boys surrcunded Tony and
ingisted on. shaking hands with him.

In vain did Tony try to escape thetr
attentions. Much to his astonishment, he
found that he had suddenly become the most
popular feillow in the house. FHis sensa-
tiohal cricket debut had already gained hini
- considerable esteem, but the satisfactory out-
come nf his protests against the bad food
brought him . still. more into favour.

- Had Tony's form-fellows bcen equal to
the burden, they would most probably have
hoisted him shoulder-high and hcroe him in
triumph round the hall. Having regard to
his size and weight, however, they prudently
forbore to attempt it. and contented them-
selves with shaking bis hand aud slapping
him on the back. ' :
. “Don't he a lot of silly idiots!" exclaimed
Tony, as he tried to shake off the mob.

“Idiots, he blowed!"” rejoined -Fafty
Boyle. “We'd be a pretty set of rotters if
we didn't return thanks, wouldn't we, you
chaps®” '

“Rather!” agreed half a dozen others.

“You've just about saved my life, Smith!"
went on Boyle - with ludierous gravity.
“ What I've suffered at this school nobody
knows except myself!. Bad grub has- been
steadily but surely killing me! Yes, you
fellows may grin, but it's the truth! For a
long time I've been gradually fading away
and—"

- ““Oh, shut wp,
broke in Tony. “Fading away'
look like a prize porker'”

Fatty Boyle looked hurt.

“If you build up much more you'll go off
bust ovne of these days!" laughed Touny, and
hurried away 'to escape further embarragsing
attentions. *° -

A few days passed, and the improyement
in the quality of the food was maintained.
It really looked as though the reform had
come to stay.

-On Wednesday afternoon not one hoy of
the Fourth and lower Forms in Flackton's
absented himself from the cricket-field. All
turned up in the hope of sceing Tony Smith
do great things in the match against Snell’s
House.

Nor were they disappointed!’

Going in first Snell’s were dismissed for the
paltry total of 35. Tony captured seyen
wickets—including that of Trenton, the

you corpulent gorger!'”
Why, you

school captain—and had only 11 runas scored
off his bowling.

Then, as usual, Wade aod Denyer oncned
the ionings for Flackton’s Houae. They.
played with such extreme caution that in
half an hour they had amassed ouly 18
runs bhetween them. - .
At that total Denyer waz caught at the
wicket, and Touy. Smith came in.

Aund then the fun began!

[t was almost a repetition of what had
happened in the scratch game a few days
previously. For Touy at ouce began to pul-
verise the bowling. Off the first over cent
down to him he scored 14—three 4's auil
a 2.

Wade smiled grimly,
cautious tactics. Ordinariiy, Wade was
anvthing but a stonewaller. To-day, how-
ever, he stonmewalled shamelessly. At only
the very 1loosest balls did -he lash out; at
everything else he played forward or back
with the onc object of keeping his wicket
intact. i _

For the present, hiz game must be a
purely defenszive onc. He must just keep
his cod up, so that Smith might have =
cautious tactics.  Ordinarily, Wade was
well knew the danger of a collapse. Once
he and Collins were disposed of, the chance
of anyone remaining in with Smith was
remote. The woefully long “tail™ of the
side was not at all likely to “wag.”

S0 Wade resisted all temptation to take
risks, and was well rewarded for his. un-
selfishness. For the .voung wiant at the
other end continued to punizh {lie howling
so unmercifully that the trundlers” became
ahsolutely demoralised, and bhegan to -send
down so many bad balls that Wade was
able to score on his own account without
imperilling his wicket. ' :

Su:n the hundred “went up., and after that

houndary succeeded bhoundary with such
frequency that the excited crowd of cnlodkers
arew hoarse with yvellina.
- Then 159 was reached, of whici no less
than 103 stood to Tonv's credit. S0 confi-
dently were both batsmen playing, that it
looked as if the second eentury would be
recached without the long partnersiiip being
severed.

But when the total was only six =hort of
that number, Wade got his leg in front of a
straight-pitched bali, and retired for a well-
played 37. '

Collins, the house-captain, now emerged
from the pavilion. He had pads on, and
carried a bat in his hand; but before going
to the wicket he took Tony on one side.

“Are you keen on making any more,
Smith?” he asked. - . ’

“Not a bit!” answered Tony, who knew
what was in the captain’s mind. “I'd much
rather -we tried fo lick 'em. by an . innings.
I3 there time to do it?”

"“We've just, a few minutes under the hour.
I leave it to you, Smith. Shal!l I declare or
not?"

“Oh, rather!
all out.”

““Thanks awfully!” said Collins, and, turn-
ing to the rival captain, he announced that
the innings was closed.

Trenton grinned and nodded, then made
for the pavilion with his men.

Flackton's House had, of course, already
won the match on the first innings; but, as
has been- previously remarked, the glory of
inflicting an innings' defeat on a rival House
was infinitely greater than a win on the first
innings’ aggregate only.

So, with the score at 194 for two (Tony
Smith not out 137) :Collins had “declared”
in the Lope that Snell's might be got out a
second time in the hour, which still remained
for play. '

Needless to say, it was on Tonry he was
chiefly relying to bring about that happy
result. Tony had taken seven wickets for
11 in the first innings. If he could only reneat
the dose, -an innings victory might be
achieved.

But could he do it? Collins and Wade were
far from. confident that he could; for it
really sedhed too much to expect that the
youngster, big and strong though he was,
could bowl at hiz best immediately after a
strenuous batting bout. However, as there
was nothing to lose and everything to gain,
the attempt was well worth making,

and continued his

We may be able to get ’em

1 dose.”
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No time was wasted. Snell’s House were
as eager to go in again as Flackton's were to
start getting them out. For although the
match was lost, Snell’s were anxious to prove

~that they were capable of better things than

the poor show they had put-up in the first
innings  That Flackton’s, the wooden-spoon
holders, could get them out again in some-
thing under sixty minutes they deemc:l
impossible. Trenton, their captain, derided
the idea. It was, he considered, like Collins’
cheek to close the innings in order to attempt
stich a hopeless job. Snall's would jolly soon
rove that their wretched- first innings waa
lust one of those unaccountably feeble dis-
plays of which even the very finest teams are
occasionally guilty.

So Trenton made himself comfortable on
one of the pavilion seats, while his two
opening hatsmen--Keith and Jackman---strode
out to the wicket with the determined aic
of men who intended to play out time to-
gether, and incidentally improve their batting
averages in doing it. .

But the pair didn’t play out time tozetler.
They didn't even stay with oue another for
an over! For with his very first hall, Tony
Smith uprooted Keith's off-stump!

The next man in—Jordan--managed to at
once break his duck with a lucky snick for
a single. Titls gave Jackman an opportunity
to sampl> Tony’s bowling. ‘

And Jackman evideatly did" not like the
first sample sent aleng to him. lle made «a
feeble attempt toeplay the ball, only to see
it swerve in from the off and miss his
wicket by a fraction of an inch.

The next ball swerved from .the leg-side.
Once again’ Jackman’s bat miassed it --and otf
flew the bails!

" Two wickets down for one run!

In came Trenton, captain of Sneil's, and
captain also of the School Eleven. He shapes
in his usual confident style, and returaed the
two remaining deliveries of the over to Tony.

Denyer now took the ball, and off hi3
opening over Jordan and Trenton betwecn
them scored 11 runs. This left Jordan to
face Tony. Ouce again he snicked him—this
time for a couple. Then he cut him for four.
And then--weil, then, Jordan, in attemptin
to repeat that last successful stroke, cut
only empty air. ‘The ball eluded his bat,
shot in, and disturbed his middle-stump.

To describe in detail the remainder of that
innings would only be to weary the reader.
It was just a “procession.” Snell’s could do
nothing with Tony Smith. The youngster
was simply unplayable. Once again he clean
bowled 'frenton, and but for the wusually
safe Wade mufing a catch in the slips, he
would have brought off the “hat trick.”

But happily that mistake did not affect
the issue. TFor, with a quarter of an hour
to spare, Flackton’'s dismissed Snell's for
31 runs— which was 4 less than they had
made in their first innings!

Tony Smith had more than “repeated the
He had actually gone one better by
bagging eight wickets for 10!

That was, indeed, a great day for Ilack-
ton's House! After going almost through
the season without winning a match, they
could at first hardly realise that they had
vanquished Snell’'s in such overwhelming
fashion.

But the thing had really happened. It was
no dream, but hard, solid fact. Flackton's
the despised—Flackton’s, the lolders of the
wooden spoon—had triumphed at last!

And that evening Tony Smith got his
school cap. It was handed to him by
Trenton, the captain of the team for whose
crushing defeat the youngster had been 80
largely rezponsible. .

“1 want you to turn out for the school
on Saturday, Smith,” said Trenton. *We’'re
plaving Danehurst College, you know. It's
the return game—the last school match of
the =eason. Danehurst licked us badly a
month ago, and I'm particularly keen on
turning the tables on 'em. I fancy we're
safe to do it now!'"

Coming as it did from the great Trenton.
this was a high compliment indeed to bhe
paid to a mere Fourth-Tormer. It took
‘Tony completely by surprise. _

Before he could find words with which to
thank Trenton, the latter had turned and
hurried away.

(Another fina instalvient next Thursday!)
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INSTANTLY
KILLS PAIN

Everyone suffering pain should
try the quickest, surest, and

safest way of obtaining
immediate ease. This is the
VIKWIK way. No -matter
how the pain 1is caused,

whether by Rheumatism, Gout,

Sciatica, Lumbago, Neuritis,
Neuralgia, Synovitis, Cramp,
Sprains, DBruises, and for

every kind of muscular pain,

WORLD'S CHAMPION VIKWIK is the finest pain-

RUNNER, Mr. A. SHRURB, killing,  curative liniment
CURED BY VIEWIK. known. VIKWIK stops irri-
ELM TREE HOTEL, tation in a remarkable

OXFORD. manner. Chilblains and Burns

November 17th. 1919. vield to its soothing effects

Sirs,.—Rheumatism in my Lknee at once. VIKWIK is some.
i““?‘d me Gr‘ia‘h 91&0"9-’ a";{ 0“55 thing differcut, something
rying several kinds of oils an . ] i N

salves withoul success I was E’Lt_t‘" than "i""!’thmg_el'\i'h. }'E
adrised by a friend to use VIKWIK, succeeds where everything

else has disappointed. .
If you sufler from any kind

of pain, go to your Chamist

and get a bottle to try. Irice

I did so, with the rcsult that the
pain has gone. Now I use VIRWI1K
at the least sign onj overstrain
and as a general liniment during
training, which I can hearlily

recommend.—Yours truly, 1s. 3d. and 135"St from all
g Chemists  anq ores, Cr
rraf;’&i%ii:;:ﬁ[,ii'n" direct, post free, from the

and Record-Holder. YIK\VIT\' CO, Desk 92,

Sture St.,, London, W.C. 1.

-1y

LINIMENT

INSTANTLY KILLS PAIN OY

Rbheumatism Cl-ilblains Lumbago Neuritis
Sprains Gout Sciatica Nerve Palns
Bruises Sore Throat Rheumatoid Neuralgia
Sramp Stiff Neck Arthritis

In 1/3 bottles, large size 3/-.
. _From BOOTS'. TAYLOR'S, and all' Chemists.

direct from factory at wholesale prices
and SAVIE POUNDS. Wo ld's nnest
massive Table Grands, Porabile-
Hoemless and exaquisitely coloured ;
mouster horn Mead-o-phones (LY
to sclect from. Grand bargains
in Columbia, Regal, Zouo-
Phone Pathe, Edison Cell
and Deceas. Immeiate.d:hivery.
Sent o1y dwvs il packed fre, car-
rire pail. B rerorniviz2 turesr ar d oo
necdles incic ded, Satisfiction fua. 1ced
Or miNey T pied. Sonlopostoerirow
i st teautiully

for tie ©bisret unld
ilustrated  art catziogue cver 1ssued

MEAD CO. (DEPT,.G105),
BALSALL HEATH,
SIRMINGHRAM,

d. POST FREE

=

Powerful Lens Sterco-

scope anl DPicture

. A Holdzr, £i ins. long,
Pdift“fggo N 7d. Pest Free. Ofered
¢«d.per i y to introduce Cata.
OGK ; W lozue TRcal Kinema
E Y i Film Pictures, any

T 3 : KI_N EMB_J number up to 1,000,
ICTURE - ' SRS ol | B\ SNl 2!l different, 7d. 100
ALAGE ~ I : Post  Free. Delight
5 or Money Back. FREE—Illusirated Catalogue

sent wilh above, or Post Free Separately on request. Bargain Watches, Clocks,
Jewellery, Accordeons, Useful Gcods, Novelties, Xinas Cards, Tovs, Ete.,
Etc., Etc., PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUSE, Dept. 33K, HASTINGS.

NERVOUSNESS

is the greatest drawback in life to any man or woman. If you
are nervous, timid. low-spirited, lack sclf-confidence, will power,
mind concentration, blush or feel awkward in the presence of
others, seml three penny stamps for particulars of the Mento-Nerva
Strengthening Treatment, used in the Navy from Vice-Admiral to
Scaman, and in the Army from Colonel to Private, D.S.0 s, M.C.’s,
M.A’s, and D.C.M.'s. — GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd., 527,
Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C.4.

HOME GINEMAS | FILMIS #5557

STOP STAMM ERING ! ¥Full particulars FREE.—
FRANK HUGHES, Ld. 7, Southanmipton Row, London, W.C. 1

(LARGE STOCKS) FREE
BOOKLET. UNIVERSAL,
23, Tothill fit., . London.

IKWIK |

‘M snmmer-houses,

—

Home Handiness

M

means Reduced Expenses

Mr. J. FLYNN, Dundese, wriics:—

**T find "The Amateur Mechanin’ excellent, instructive, anad
profitable. It should be in every home, as there are so many things
a working man requires to be done which he could do himself if he had
these books, therchy saving many a shilling.”’ :

T

This is one opinion out of thousands that
have been received in connection with

Amteuechaic

| THE COMPLETE SELF-INSTRUCTOR
IN HOME HANDINESS,

containing 4,000 Money-Saving Recipes,
{ with 6,000 “ How-To-Do-It” Illustrations.

IT TEACHES YOU HOW

To paint and paper a room—To sole and heel and paich boots and shoes—
To make a pair of hand-sewn boots—Ta restore colour to old brown
shoes—To 1ake hensehold furniture—To re-seat chairs—To upholster §
sofax, ete.—To install a speakinp-tube~To clean a I'rimus or other
s1ove=Ta repair bicycles—To overhaul a motor-car—To repair motcer- §
rycles--To work in metal—=To eolour metals—To make a egarden frame— §
To repair water-taps—To varnish a vielin=To remedy damp walls—To
repast the piano—To make a padded chair from an o)l cask=—To stufl
animals—To dress furs =To stuff 2nd mount birds—To do wood-inlaying
—T0 cure a smoky chimrey—To prepare working drawings—=To renovate
4 a grandfather clock—To make garden furniture. arbours, arches, seats,
tables, ete.—=Te use melal-drilling toels—To_ renovate
mirrors—To upholster furniture in leather cloth—To mend broken china §
—Ta do fretwork—To huild a boat—To make a canue, cte.—To lime- J
white poultry-houses--To do gold-plating and silver-plating—To clean a
i} walch—To mend keyless watehes and ordinary watches—To distemper
# cellings and walls--To make picture-frames and frame pictures—Ail about
Ml curtain fttings—To »ake meial castings—"To clean paint off glass—To fit,
- up 4 motor workshop—To clean boilers—To fix an anthracite stove—To

re-gild a»d restore picture-frames— How to nge spanners—To make doors
and windows dmu;}htqn-né:f‘—'l‘o'nrr.lnr walls—To make a garden path—
How to do mickel-plating—To cure noises in hot-water pipes—India and
d clue varnishes—To c¢lean and repair locks—All about plaster casts,
4 ele., ctfe,

| THIS IS SOUND MONEY - SAVING |
KNOWLEDGE. ‘

Cver 85,000
N Citizens are
| now using ‘‘The
N Amateur

Mechanic.”’

Mr. MAXWELL,
Hett Mill, Crox-
dale, Durham,
wiites : —

““T sanrnt but let
vou krow how valu-
able I have feund
the books, rot only
as a greatb saving
in cash, but they
are interesting and
instreetive. . . .
The work is so easy
to understand.
Everything comes
to me to be done
now; I sometimes
say : ‘'Look what
‘“The Amateur
Mechanic '’ has
let me in for.'’’

{ SEND FOR FREE BOOKLET TO-DAY .t |

8 To THE WAVERLEY BOOK CO., Ltd. (U.J.L. Dept.),
96, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

YaND THLN ACAIN ITS
S0 DIFFICULT TO CET
MEN TO LAY IT TO

— SAY NOTHING OF
— THE COST = WHEREAS

Why enlist_the upholsterer’'s aid
When lino is so simply laid?

Please send me, without charge or obhligation to order, your Free
H Tllustrated Bookler, cortaining all particulars as to contents, authors, §
| cte., of * THE AMATEUR MECHANIC,” also informaition as to
M vour offer to send the Complete Work for a merely nominal first payment,
the balance to be paid by a few small monibly payments, beginnivg E
thirty days after delivery of Work -

BOF 131 L N
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(fend this Form or a Pesteard.)

BN L U U PP

N U.J.L., 1921



TAe, UN ION JACK library §

},av0v.</0 0930 L0 \/GwC‘CO + ol charges. Fortumately, the Tuhe 1(:1d strength, Waldo chargced ot the door. Ir

. ‘gﬁ up has not caused any trouble.” buckled and spliutered  up llk,- niatole
. g 2 5 It e Ol '..'.‘

¢ IN THE GRIP OF .o Muldoroe tohicfeet. e A A A
® & I gave you my word, Pliake, that 1 desperate. s Rrhateiand, e,
& WALDO ! e | Wouldn't attenipt to escape until the pelice p He mave cne lear. anl diemooeare o
- LA & arrived.” he said smoothly. “The police have the will 5 tlr srap. anloGisrppeated uts
. (Continued from paye 21.) e | Arrived, and I don't feel inclined to remain. vyt o the stairease. ) .

. Gentlemen, I wish you good-evening 1™ Hall-way dewn, his handz came joto cune
M w6 . 95i9.-9 A b S L N T tact with the apposite halustrade, He scieed
b SR 98 00 03T “Look out:" yelled Tinker abruptly. it. gripped. Slithered down a few fert ":'n-i

“That 1 did, sit,” declored Williams, “1 _“,uh}qv acted like lightninz. As a picce of |hen releaseid his hoid.  Uresint He Landed
wits thirt upset. 1 ardly eared what hanpened, | FoPidfire work it was the most amazinz f upon the moor of the entrancelall in »

But 1 discoversd this Lloke's scerct, didn't | L1ing that had ever been scen. Belore Blake § hvap.

17 b could draw his revolver, before Lennard could Aud when the detectives rushed dewn the

ST wm slad this Tittle point is cleared | ove a step forward, Waldo whipped up 'tlhl stairs, the oniy sinis of Rupert Waldo were
up,” said the, detective.  “Just because this. heavy. chair. he had been sitting on. and } twe or three spots of hlood upon the tiled
inquisitive perter chose to pry into your | tossed it across the room as though it Wete | floor. Tl Wender-Man had vauished, aud
affairs, Waldo: this wheie disaiter to vour |-Me of cane. : althonsh tie Yard men scoured the preigle
plan has oceeurred. 1 ean now understand It thudded against t‘.\"ﬂ of the le‘thl detec- | hourliond, un trice i bim was found.

why theic was no porter on duty -when we tives, hurting them considerably. They went . . . s e

came, wnd it disisses the idea of r'cunme dewn, and Waldo, at the same second, AN interesting case, Tinker,” sald Seaton

?I'Il”'] - which Torever really .u_lgpt(ni Mo charged fOI‘W:ll"d. B_l“ke wrenched at him, | Bigke, us he Iolled bacic in his eassichair
hardencd  Lonschrodker . NTEN Hy . into a and Lennard seized him by the neck. in the consulung roon in Baker Street. It
qum at the sicut of o mummy’'s hem!." Waldo threw them off without difficuity. | provided us with anite o nuwher of thrilis,

“Well: bardiv,” =uid Lenpard. ©You'll have | Lennard found himself gripped as he had | qand I think we may olaim o haose beaten
to come. .nlnnff to- the station .with us, | never been gripped before, and was flun? | Walido all adoang the line”

Williwms-:hut  you needn't leok frightened. | back as though a battering-ram had struck “Right enovugh, sir'” agreed Tinker. "W
You've had no trouble. Bluke? And 1| him. He -unp‘l\ whirled into Blake's arms, | didn't even iose him at the cnde—thi podice
suppose  yon've  got  your  case  pretty | sending the detective fiving. and Tinker was | «did that.  Our respousibility had crded o
complete?” mixed-up in the aenerial melee. suon i~ the YVard men stopped fu. Tiv o cinze .

Hv}:tun_li_lu!{v noddedd. . Walde streaked dewn the passage, reqaehed | Walda s an extraordinary maa sir!”

. “There’s your prizoncr, }..umr-_]."‘ Iie =aid. | the front door. anid did not pause to apen Sexton Blake nodided thoushtoally. Do
Uocan stipply all the evidence.you need - | it. Rlake and Lennord and the others were Yol are enrrect there, Tinkor,” b replicf,
a'though 1 ravey Waldo 1s wanted cn several  hard on his heels. With all hiz tremendous THE END. s ey

NIXTS KIEL

SILVER WATGHES

Yours To Wear Whilst Paying For It.

.. Gent.'s~ full-size Keyless Lever
Watch, strong Nickel Silver, dust aud
danip-pioof cases, clear ‘dial, genuine
Lever Movement, perfect railway time-

1\ keeper, price 15-, or cash with order,

h13 6. - Ladies’ or Gent.'s \\ll_tl.t’{
umde (a beantiful present), 4&,-
extra. Any of these splendid

‘watches sent on receipl of the
first payment. After receiving
the watehvou send ug a fmthm'
2.-, and promise to pay -
balanée by weekly. instalments of
6. each, or 2/-.morthly. - War-
ranty for 10 yvears sent 'l.\lth oa('ll

watch.  No unpleasant inquiries.
‘Don't risk disappointment, as this is
manufacturer's stock, purchased. at
m‘f at  reduction  (usually sold at
23/7-). Send 2/- and -6d. extra for

THE ,WOBURN WATCH CO.
(Desk U.J.7), © Woburn House,
: LONDON, W.C.1. -

LUMINOUS
DIALS
2. EXTRA.

'\m
ARE YOU NERVOUS, SHY, BASHFUL?

Sénd for FREE ADVICE How to Cure Yourself of all
NERVOUS COMPLAINTS, BLUSHING, SLEEP~
"LESSNESS, cic.,, IN A WEEK. Simple, DPrivate,

ADVISER, 12, All Saints Road, ST. ANNES-ON-SEA,
PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELF, 1/3 doz. 12 by 10 EX-

LABRGEMENTS, 8d. ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE
A‘L\'D SAMPLES FREE.—-HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL., - -

HOME CINE MATOGRAP]IS from £1.
from £3 Accessories, Standard Films,
Desk E, DEAN CINEMA CO.,

With AUTOMATIC Re-Winder,
Illustrated Catalogue  FREE. —
94, Drayton Avenue, London, W.13.

FUN FOR ALL -t e e e Binre:
8hes B €3 a tras ea .
eto. 1/« P.0. {Ventriloquism Treatise included).—Ideal Co., Clevedon, sgr;.

the

po tage and insurance at once to—-

!

b .

. even increased the height of soldiers after years of Army drill.

GHEAT MUSIGAL DISGOVERY

, A BRITISH INVENTION
A pocket instrunient that playa
1 all Keysas perfectlycsa Vi
lin, without the laboriousstudy
of acales. Theonly Brit:<h Mads
Pocket Instrument on the mar
ket. TPost Free—with rull n
structmm—l/ﬁ Bett:"uuxhtr
29,from:

-Hall Avenue, HUDDERSF[ELD

Range 31 Octaves

R. FIELD (Dept. 33)

A To :iear :.t ook uml_-, we ofer grerhauled and renovated
Governaent Bizycles at HALF tsual prices.

CASH OR EASY PAYMENTS.
B.S.A., ROYATLL-ENIFIELD,  KYNOUH, -NE¥.
HUDSON an‘d other colebrate ! makei—all 1 excellows
Briding condition, My oqual to new, No reasonads :
ofler refused.  Tyre, and Accessories at big recuc:: «o
K from shop prices. Write for Frec List, and Spe-ial Otles.

E A CYCLE COMPANY, Incorpd.

Dept. B607 BIHMINGHAM.
Complete, ready for work, 15/-, 21/-, & 32/-. Rails, €d. per length. ,
Post extra 1/-. ELECTRIC LIGHT! Battery. Switch, Wire, Lamp,
Holder, Reflector, Lnstructions, etc., 8/6; postage 6d. Larger size,
: ~ 8/6; postage 9d. SHOCKING COILI

L e - Set of Parts for making, 1/9. Battery
. o Parts, 1/6; postage 3d.. each. Electro
Magnet, 9d.; postage -3d. Lifts 1 1b.)

Box Electrical Experiments, 3/-; postage
6d. Spccial Cheap. Telephone Set, com-
plete, 1/9: postage 4d, (Uatalogus 14.)
4-¥Yolt Dynamo, /6.

The HARBORNE SMALL POWER Co.
as, Queen s,Road, Aston . Birmipgham. ,

You can secure a palr ot our Real Busset HcGregor

¥ Football Boots on -first pavment of 10/- and.oa.

4 your prcmising to pay-further week‘y instalmsnu

a3 set out below.

BOYS' (11, 12, 13 1), 12!8 10f- down and bala.ncog

of 2/6 the followmg week.

§ YOUTHS' (2, %, 4, 5), 14/-,—~10/- down and two

weekly lnsta.lments of 2/-.

Ta ME&”S (6, 7. 10), 15/-.—-10 - down and two
weekly instalments of 276.

BEST QUALITY FOOTBALLS lMatch Slze). 10/ 9. Complete Mt‘v

P . tra
Bladder (fostago B0 e2tr2%). 8, Arthur Road, HOLLOWAY, K. 7.

" —These are the mi~n who Wwin success.in
FULL'S'ZED MEN- business. Ii you are under full, 3!3(‘1,“?!;
crease your height by the Girvan Scientific Tregtment., This treatment hag

:Students
Serd n postcard for purllculals “and
17, STROUD (GREEXN

5 inches increass.
ta ENQUIRY DLEPT. ANM.T.,
q,

report from- 2 to
our £100 guarantes
RO.\D LONDON, N.

-“ CURLY HAIR!"—
Proof sent. Ross' ““WAVLIT’
(Stamps accepted. )—ROSS (Dept.

CUT THIS OUT

‘“ The Union Jack." PEN" OOUPDN. Value 2d.

Bena 13 . these coupons with ooty - dw direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet Street,- London, E.C. 4. You will receive by return a Splendid
British Made -14-ct. Gold. Nibbed Flecet ~Fountain FPen, value 10/6 -(Fine,
Medium, or Broad Nib).-.If agly 1 coupon is sent, the price is 4/9, 2d. being
allowed for each extra coupon up'to 12. (Pocket Clip. 4d. extra.) This great
offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the UNION JACK readers,
Satisfaction guaranteed or cash returned. Foreign post extra.

Lever Self-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/. extra.

It's Wunl.lel'ful *owrites B, 10,000 Testimoniala.
(LRLS STRAIGHTEST HAIR.~1/3, 2 5
L) 173, New North Rd., London .1




