Sexton Blake and Leon Kestrell

. GNION JACK 2

THE STRANGE @
- CASE OF THE
" RUNAWAY
SURGEON

_ - ERP—

A Pt 3 ‘ W

. COMPLETE in this Issue, and Appealing to READERS OF ALL AGES.
£ 492511004 . - EVERY THURSDAY, ' Suly 10t 1924,



2

QW

“SEXTON BLAKE'S

No.
1,084,

PAPER " [E==)

Z

Z
2

>3

(5,

7 2
7%
%,

-

%
7

: e !
N\ s T T iV S
@)_ — '7-77_7 _?.‘r__'____-w__',# - 75_- —
——m——————

HOW IT BEGAN.

IXON SCURR is a rich American,

N a millionaire, and a fugitive

from justice. He has bought

the secret of an unknown island

in the Pacific from a sailor, and has set

up a colony there. He has brought

there, mainly by force, numbers of

people whose business is to minister to
his comfart.

HARRY FORREST, the hero of the
story, 1s lured to Slave Istand on the
promise of a big salary to attend to the
electrical installatitn, which has been
wilfully tampered with by his predeces-
sor, now dead. _

JOAN CARTWRIGHT, a cinema
actress, has also been lured to the island
by Scurr with the object of marriage.
She resists the unscrupulous millionaire's
advances, and Forrest is the means of
reseuing her from his harsh treatment,
for which he incurs the enmity of Scurr.

Forrest does not see Joan Cartsyright
for some days. for she has been avoiding
him, Nixon Seurr having threatened to
shoot him if scen speaking to her. They
meet. however, ouc eyening, and are
overheard by Wu,-a Chine-e iorturer
employed by the tyrant of Slave Island.

Forrest attacks him, and leaves him for
dead when he hears a commotion at
Scurr’s bungalow. The tyrant is being
attacked by two of his hirelings who have
mutinied, one of whomn, BILL
DINGLEY, Forrest hides in his own hut.

A search by Beurr’s men fail to disclose
him, but Forrest is afterwards taken be-
fore the millionaire, who accuses him of
trying to murder him, and demands to
know where Dingley is.

Forrest refuses to tell. Then Wu is
called in. e is not dead, as Torrest
thought, and he reveals that the Britisher
and Miss Cartwright have been speaking
together. v

Seurr then hands Forrest over to the
Chinaman to torfure as he will. :

Bought—at a Price !

HIS bloed frozen with
horror, Forrest con-
pelled his half-
paralysed body to

iffen  courageously,
and, his head held
high, marched unflinch-
ingly towards the
threshold.

Whatever happened,
he must spare Joan as
much of this painfal
scene as he could.

- But just as the party
reached the door the girf sprang up.

“Btop!” she screamed, her eyes almost
starting from her head with horror.

“To blazes!” Scurr strode forward,
a hand outstretched to bar hér way.

Before the menace of his brutal ges-
tare she halted, pale, but resolute.

“¥You eha'n’t! You sha'n't!” she
exclaimed, stamping her small foot im-
periously, all fear for herself vanished in
sight of Forrest's peril.

“Rat! Wu's going to deal with him—
he's Wu's meat!” Scurr jeered. “VYou
holdl your screeching fongue, will you 77

And as she strained forward to thrust
past the milliongire, the latter added:

“An army corps scouldn’t save him
fram that” Chink’s revenge. Bo yon
needn't bother to try, my dear. All the
gold in the world wouldn’t tempt Wu—
and I've given Forrest to him.” !

Joan's slendor form tensioned. For a
long -moment she stood ercck, her white
hands olenched, her oyes closed. Then,
with 'a Jong, cenvulsive shudder, she
faced Boeurr oRce more. -

“Then Tl buy him—at a greater
price” she announced, in a still, death-
like voice; a voice from which all feel-
ing, all passion, had vanished. “A price
vou won't refuse, Nixon Seurr. Sooner
than this—this thing should be, Tl
marry you! To-morrow’s your birthday.
If you wish, it can be then.”

“You—you mean that?” Scurr ex-
claimed, gripping her slim arm in a
fever of execitement; while his brutish,
bloodshot eyes gleamed greedily upon
her lovely features., * You're not fool-
ing me?”

She drew herself up coldly.

“On condition that you release DMr.
Forrest, and promise faithfully to spare
his life—to let him go unmolested—un-
tortured—I swear to do as I promised.
To marry you, since needs must, and
there is no other way.”

Tt was crude melodrama; but, as is
often the way in'a crisis, stagefolk react
naturally to the subconscious, all-im-
pelling call of their art, through which
an urge to the dramatic is. born, as
second mature, in their oft-schooled
minds.

Long training, long usage, had dealt
with Joan as with the others, and
though her. words were sensational
enough, she hardly realised it.

But Forrest sensed the magnificent

esture with which she soight to save
Eim, and, what was more important,
glimpsed the tragedy that Iay bebind
the mock splendour of her spectacular
sacrifice.

“ And I refuse to be hought away at
such a price!” he literally shonted,
straining in his captors’ hold, “1 for-
bid it—reject it T—". .

“¥You're not asked!” Scurr broke in.

Vwith a sncer. “Ilold your derned row,
will you?

e nodded peremipiorily to his men.
*Let him go! She's Vonght him 17
. The gonmen released iheir hold upon
Yorrest, and'as he felt their grip relax
he sprang forward towards the girl.

“Joan, Joan,” he implored, “you
can't—you mustn't—-="
“No! A million tines no 1

. With a howl of fury, the Chink leapt
m, whipping out an ugly, curved knife
15 hie eame, and, seeing himself about to
be bavlked of his vengeance, slashed
madly at the engineer.

But, even as he sprang, a thunderous
roar burst upon the room and, amidst a
drifting haze of acrid fumes, the Chink
crashed to the Hloor in a heap, his bony
arms outstretched, while Seurr stood
over him, the smoke still curling up from
the hot barrel of his automatic.

“I—get—him—yet.”.

With a dying effort, the Chinaman
sought o drag himself along the floor,
gripping his knife in his failing hand, as
his cruel, revengeful spirit gave him
power to force himself forward, despite
his shattered spine,

But the millionaire, his bestial
Teatures blazing with passion, emptied
his magazine into the skeleton hody of
the frenzied Celestial. And, beneath the
deadly hail of lead, Wu, the torturer,
crumpled up, to roll over, a shattered
corpse, the blood streaming from his
foam-flecked lips,

his

With a laugh, Scurr pocketed
.empty weapon.
“Take this carrion away,” he

ordered, kicking the poor clay that had
once heen Wu, the instrument of how
many cruelties Heaven alone knew., ‘1
know how to deal with scum who dare to
disobey my orders!”

As® the gunmen dragged the dead
Chink from the room, he turned to
Forresc,

“You're free to go back to your hut,.
vou great stift !* he said, with utter in-
difference to what bad just taken place:
“But let this be a warning to you, and
sec you get those dynamos functioning
in time for to-morrow night,”

“As for Dingley—well, T guess he
don't matter. It's only a matter of time
before hunger drives him out of his
hiding-place.  And, since -we'll watch
yon like a cat watches & monse, you'll be
able to do nothing for him, for the in-
stant you go to him vou'll be caurht.
Get me?” 3 i

Forrest nodded,

“Yes, 1 get you, Nixen Scurr,” he
answered. “Dut you can wateh,
YOI::” see nothing, for there's nothing to
see.

Then, without a word, he left the.
room, with Joan’s tired, hopeless eyes
following him in mute appefli.l :

Of what cach had inwardly drea:
and yet to which each had refl)jnined ?rg:]ﬁ
giving utterance, this scemed the end,

Yet, as Forrest crossed the thy
and ihe curtains, fell behind !1img:qh:111[:'-
ting Joan off from view, the message of
her eyes came to him as in & vision,

At last he knew—knew what till now
he had scarcely before dared even to
hope. \

..}:mn Cartwright loved him!

oved him, though she had given het-
self for his sake to mothef—to that
bloodstained ogre in whose gold-gorged
grip writhed this hapless company of
slaves, dwellers in an earthly paradise,
yeb lodged upon the brink of a volcano.

(Cantinued on Page 26.)


















































































