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HE strange thing about Mr. James Glenthorne
was that he always had plenty of money. He
paid his landlady with unfailing regularity, and
he was positively reckless in the lavishing of

sixpences and shillings on the landlady’s two little girls
aud oune little Loy.

Mrs., Alloway had had axtists in her boarding-house
beforc, but their finaneial ecccentricities had imposed
<meh a2 stvain on the cood ladv's vatience that she had

ing his suggestion of advance payment as though it were
the utterance of a polite lunatic.

He had boarded in this respectablec Camden Road
cstablishment for three weeks now, and Mrs. Alloway
was readjusting her views on artists. Mr. Glenthorne
evidently had a ready and lucrative market for his
sketches—or it was just possible that a considerate
relative had died and had left him a comfortable
annuity. That Mr. Glenthorne had robbed a bank never
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Waldo shot across the
bows of the speeding
bus and whisked up the
demented woman in his

arms.

Illustrated by E. R, Parler.

Rupert Waldo, the strong-man Robin Hood crook with a

personality, is up against it.
It was his chivalrous nature that

on a murder charge.

He is wanted by the police

got him into that undeserved fix—and in spite of his

danger he still continues to risk his liberty and indulge

his chivalry. Even the cops who are hunting him have a
soft spot for Waldo; so it’s certain you will.

and the setting sun bathed the big double-decker motor-
buses in a golden glow as they passed up and down., But
Mr. Glenthorne did not actually sce the traffic; he was
mentally viewing the premises of a bank in the Finsbury
Park arca. Twice he had had a casual look round. . . .

At this point of his cogitations Mr, Glenthorne did an
cxtraordinary thing.

He suddenly gripped the edge of the veranda-rail and
launched himsclf into space. It was a fair distance to

the ground, but he landed on the little patch of “lawn ”
with the springiness of a panther; and as though hc
were made of rubber he rose again, soared clear over
the spiked railings, and dropped into the road on the
other side of the pavement.

Pcople were staring in amazement; some were shout-
ing with alarm. For they had just seen what Mr. Glen-
thorne had scen five seconds earlier—a screaming, wildly
hysterical woman running madly out of a gateway on



the o'It:Eosi_té side of the road—running

past the rear of a stationary tramear,

gnd into the path of a swiftly moving
us.

Mr. James Glenthorne, artist, alias
Rupert Waldo, bank-robber and crook
extraordinary, had judged, with un-
canny accuracy, that he could just
make it. He shot across the bows of
the speeding bus, meeting the
demented woman half-way. He
whisked her up as though she weighed
a mere pound or so, and gathered her
into his arms as he reachcd the safety
of the opposite pavement.

The whole startling incident had
occupied no more than twelve seconds.
Unquestionably, Waldo’s lightning
action had saved the woman from
certain death.

“Pardon the he-man stuff,” said
Waldo. “But, really, in the circum-
stances——"’

He broke off. She was limp in his
arms and as pale as dcath. She had
fainted. And people, wild with en-
thusiasm, wecre crowding round.

Waldo ignored them. He carried
the unconscious woman into her own
gateway and up the weed-grown path
fo the fine old mansion which had the
“Sale ” notices in the front windows.
The door stood wide open. Waldo
cntered, kicked the door to with his
heel—and the incident, so far as the
startled public was concerned, was

over.
~~ Carrying the woman into a fromt
room, Waldo placed her on a couch.
Then he smiled ruefully. If this
affair got talked about, the police
might become suddenly interested in
the elderly-looking man who had
vaulted down from a first-floor
veranda. But what did it matter?
Rupert Waldo had been inactive for
some weeks. The craving for excite-
ment and action was upon him.

“Anybody at home?” he called,
striding out into the big hall.

As though in answer to his shout,
a key turned in the lock of the front
door, and a slim girl entered.

Her fine eyes revealed her anxiety
as she becheld the mild-looking
stranger; her pretty features were so
wan and strained that Waldo
hastened to reassure her. But she
spoke first. o

“Has something happened
mother ?”” she asked quickly.
people crowding outside—-"

“Your mother, I am afraid, has
fainted—but that is all,” interrupted
Waldo. “I took the liberty of carry-
ing her into this room. She ran into
the road and collapsed. What the
doctors call a brain-storm, I believe,
and——"

He broke off as the girl hurried
past him into the room. In a moment
_she was on her knees beside the faded,
haggard woman.

“Oh, I'd better run for a doctor !”
she said, in fear. “Poor mother!
The strain has been so great—"'
She checked herself, looking at Waldo
aratefully. “X heard what some of
the people were saying out there,” she
went on. | :
run over, wouldn’'t she? You saved
her lifc. One man was saying that

to

“The-

“Mother would have been

it was the most wonderful thing he
had ever séen.” =~ )
“He was talking nonsemse, Miss
Gresham,” said Waldo cheerfully.
“Now, I wonder if you can get me a
glass of cold water? Smelling-salts
might help, too. I don’t think
brandy would be advisable. We’ll
soon have your mother ship-shape.”

She fiew to obey, and soon Waldo
was applying the simple restoratives;
and Mrs. Gresham was showing signs
of recovery.

~ “Nothing to worry about,” he said.
“Just a matter of a few minutes now.*"

“I don’t even know who you are,”
said the girl, watching him wonder-
ingly. “You're so gentle and so
skilled—-""

inquisitive
fellow, Miss Gresham,” said Waldo

“I'm afraid I’'m an

apologetically. “My name is Glen-
thorne, I’m an artist, and I lodge
across the road at Mrs. Alloway’s.
And during these past two or three
weeks I’ve been very interested in
this house of yours; that’s how I know
your name, by the way; I hope you'll
excuse me. I’ve  watched the
auctioneer’s men coming and going,
putting up the notices, and all that
sort of thing. The sale comes off
to-morrow, doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” said the girl, in a low voice.
“Mother has been very low-spirited
for weeks. I—I suppose the strain
became too great for her. I’ve tried
to get her away—we’ve booked rooms
at a private hotel—but she wouldn’t
leave. She’s clinging to the place
until the last.”

Waldo nodded, and continued his
first-aid efforts. He knew more about
this tragic widow and her pretty
daughter than the girl realised. He
knew that the last of the servants had
gone a fortnight ago, and since then
the mother and daughter had been
living alone. He knew that Mrs.
Gresham was the widow of the late
Brigadier-General Gresham, D.S.0.

Mrs. Alloway was a great gossip;
she had told Waldo of the former
glories of the ‘“house opposite’; of
the many servants—bhe butler, the
footman, the maids, the chauffeur,
Everybody in this part of Camden
Road knew of .the tragedy of Mrs.
Gresham. _ _

And Rupert Waldo, lying low in

that quiet boarding-house, became |,

fascinated by the many stories he had

" heard.

~dazzled me, Mary!

: Waldo was no ordinary
criminal; it cannot be said, with
great accuracy, that he was a
criminal at all. Certainly, he had a
supreme contempt for the law; he
took things that did not belong to
him; but rever in his life had he com-
mitted a mecan action.

EKnown as “The Wonder Man *
bpcause of his uncanny strength, his
singular sense of hearing, his amaz-
Ing eyesight, lLe was admirably
cquipped for a lome fight against
odds. For some time he had tried
going straight, but life had become so
drcary that he had thrown it up. He
craved  thrills—danger—excitement.
But he possessed infinite patience; he
could wait until something in his own
particular line cropped up.

He believed that something had
cropped up now.
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mad,” said Mrs. Gresham
tremulously. “I—I don’t
scem to rcmember much. I
had been going through the house, to
take a last look at our most prized
belongings. But I couldn’t see any-
thing. I only saw the labels—° Lot
62 °'—° Lot 127°—‘ Lot 201.” Oh, they
I saw nothing
but Lots—Lots—Lots !

“Don’t excite yourself, mother
dear,” said the girl gently. “You're
all right now. This gentleman was
kind enough to bring you indoors.”

“I'm so afraid I made a dreadful
cxhibition of myself,” said Mrs.
Gresham, looking at Waldo grate-
fully. “And you saved my life, sir.2

“I wish I could also save your
home, dear lady,” said Waldo gal-
lantly. “I understand that it is to
be sold over your heads to-morrow ?”

“Everything — everything !” whis-
percd the stricken woman. “My
furniture—which I have had since I
was first married—my pictures, my

X/y ES, dear, I must have gone

trinkets — even the house itself.
Everything !”
Waldo was sympathetic. This was

a case where the innocent were suffer-
ing for the guilty. He remembered
the crash some months earlier. It had
caused a great sensation in the news-
papers. The Grant River Lead and
Spelter Syndicate, Limited, had top-
Eled, and thousands of shareholders

ad badly suffered. The chairman of
the company, Brigadier - General
Gresham, had been arrested on a
charge of fraud with his co-directors,
George Crofton and Walter Tiverton.

General Gresham had been sen-
tenced to three years’ penal servitude,
and he had died in prison within a
month. The other two gentlemen,
irretrievably ruined, escaped prison.
It had been a nine-days’ wonder,

And this was the aftermath.

“It’s more than I can bear,” sobbed
Mrs. Gresham, suddenly giving way.
“1It killed your poor father, Mary, and
it will kill me! Oh, I know it!” She
raised her tear-stained face and looked
at Waldo. “Why did you save me?”™
she asked wildly. “It would have
been more merciful—?"

“Mother! You mustn’t talk like

The Union Jack—No. 1,501.—




that !"” cried the girl. “You frighten
me so !”

“Forgive me, dear !” whispered the
distractcd woman. ‘“But as sure as
there is a judgment, that Billings
will pay the penalty!”

“Billings 7 murmured Waldo, with
sudden interest.

“You won’t believe me, but I swear
to you—I swear by everything that I
hold loly—that Sir Montagu
Billings was the guilty man,” said
Mrs. Gresham, her voice becoming
fierce in her indignation and anger.
“My poor husband was tricked—
trapped ! He lost every penny of his
own money in that dreadful crash.”

“This is more important than you
rcalise, Mrs. Gresham,” said Waldo.
“Do you scriously tell me that Sir
Moutagu Billings was at the back of
the Grant River Lead and Spelter
Syndicate? I am well aware that
Sir Montagu is a great City magnate,
but—"

“He’s a shark! He’s a vampire—a
devil I” said Mrs. Gresham. “It was
he who induced my husband to sink
Liis money in that company; it was he
who dragged Mr. Crofton and Mr.
Tiverton into it. My husband and
these other men were just dupes; they
did not know that the company was
crooked. Billings made tens of
thc&usan:is out of the fraud, and—
and—"

““And your husband and the other
directors stood the racket?” mur-
mured Waldo. “It’s the same old
story, Mrs. Gresham. With all my
heart, I sympathise with you. Your
husband was disgraced, and that dis-
grace “killed him. Now you are
losing the home that you loved. Per-
Lhaps it won’t come to that. Billings
may come to your rescue at the last
moment.”

“You don’t know him, Mr. Glen-
thorne,” said Mary Gresham quietly.
“Sir Montagu is as hard as flint. He
disowns all responsibility. His name
was not mentioned once during the
trial of my father. With all his
millions, he kept himself out of the
case.” '

Waldo was not surprised. He knew
something of Sir Montagu Billings,
the financier. He had received his
knighthood during the War, when
knighthoods were bestowed somewhat
carelessly. He was a financial genius,
and at the very mention of his name
Waldo was on the alert. He knew
that Billings always cht- within the
law; he induced the “suckers” to
accept the respousibility in his ques-
tionable companies, and then, if any-
thing went wrong, they “took the
rap.” He himself remained immune,
and to the world at large he was a
man of unimpeachable integrity and
Lonour.

“Now, Mrs. Gresham,” said Waldo
cheerfully, “I am nobody, of course—
just an artist of sorts—and I don’t
expect you to take much notice of
me. But try not to worry too much.
Billings will probably do something
for you at the last moment—and he’ll
do it secretly.”

“You don’t know him, sir,” said
Mrs. Gresham sadly. |

But when Waldo took his departure

.he was thoughtful.
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—having received Mary’s assurance
that she would take good care of her
mother—he was in a gleeful mood.
He could see some vastly interesting
work ahead of him.

This was just the kind of job he
sgccialised in—making financiers do
philanthropic things sccretly.

Chapter 2.

Will o’ the Wisp Waldo !

& RS. ALLOWAY, stout and
N homely, regarded her lodger
with open-cyed wonder.

“I don’t know how you
cver come to do it, Mr. Glenthorne,
sir,” she exclaimed. “The pity is, I
never saw it. I was busy with the
mangling——"

“I can assure you, Mrs. Alloway,
that the mangling was far more enter-
taining than anything you could have
scen in the street,” put in Waldo
cheerily. “Who's becn making all
this fuss? I saw the poor woman
running hysterically into the road,
so I just hopped down from the
veranda, dodged across, and helped
her to safety. Surcly there was
nothing remarkable in that?”

“You're a caution, sir—that’s what
you are,” said Mrs. Alloway. ‘Mrs.
Munroe saw the whole thing, and she
says it was impossible. The very
word she wused, Mr. Glenthorne.
‘ Impossible !’ says Mrs. Munroc.
‘ Why, to scc that gentleman, at his
time of life, jumping off that
veranda——" "

“I would like you to inform Mrs.
Munroe that I am in nfy prime,” said
Waldo firmly. “A Spartan youth,
Mrs. Alloway, and a due regard for
daily exercising have kept me
singularly fit. Now, my good lady,
What have
Smoked

kindly drop the subject.
we for supper to-night?
Splendid !”

haddock?

Waldo was not exactly uneasy; but
There had evi-
dently been a lot of talk about his
“impossible ” feat. It was quite
likely that there would be a para-
graph in the morning mnewspapers.
Still, there was really nothing _to
connect the amiable Mr. James Glen-
thorne with Rupert Waldo, who was
rather badly wanted by an anxious
constabulary.

After supper Waldo announced that

he was off to pay a visit to .an

imaginary friend in Chelsea.
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“It will be a Bohemian affair, Mrs.
Alloway, and it is quite on the cards
that I shan’t be home until the small
hours of the morning,” he said.
“However, you need not be afraid
that I shall roll home in an inebriated
condition. I am not a teetotaller,
but I am careful.”

~-Mrs. Alloway heard him depart
after she hersclf had retired to bed.
Thus she did not sce him—otherwise
she might have been mildly surprised
at his appearance.

For Waldo, letting himsclf out by
the area door, was wearing blue
workman’s overalls, and on his head
there was a peaked cap. But even if
Mrs. Alloway had seen him she would
not have been greatly surprised; for
she had always been given to under-
stand that those Bohemian parties
down Chelsca way were queer affairs,
where therc were rare goings-on.

Waldo made his way leisurely to
the fashionable district of Mayfair.
He found that Alford House, Berke-
ley Square, was a large, imposing
mansion, standing on a corner.

It was the London residence of Sir
Montagu Billings, and lights were
glowing in many of the windows.
The hour was not yet late.

Waldo killed time by making a
complete survey of the property. He
found, to his satisfaction, that there
was a quiet side road, onc side of
which was almost cntirely occupied
by the backs of some buildings which
were flush .with the pavement. On
the other side there was the high
wall of the Alford House garden. It
was an exceedingly high wall, im-
posing and substantial—like every-
thing else connected with Alford
House. All along the top of it were
lots of spikes.

Choosing a moment when nobody
was in sight, Waldo leapt lightly
upwards, and with the agility of a
monkey he grasped the spikes, cased
himself over, and dropped gently to
the ground on the other side.

He had deliberately come early, so

1 that he could get the lie of the land

before he commenced the actual
“job.” He found the gardens to be
limited but picturesque. There was a
beautifully kept lawn, with a foun-
tain in the centre of it; there were
exquisite flower-beds, and le was
particularly charmed by the rose-
trees.

“An cxcellent specimen, this,” he
told himself, as he inspected one
beautiful trce which was assisted in
the way it should grow by mecans of

a long bamboo pole. “H’'m! YVery
interesting. I must bear this tree in
mind.”

He approached nearer to the house,
and even peeped into some of the
windows. On the face of it, his
activities were rash; but he moved
with the stealthiness of a shadow,
and all his acute senses were on the
alert.

Some of the curtains were drawn to,
and some werc not. He casily recog-
nised the drawing-room, and he was
lucky enough to locate Sir Montagu’s
library. He even spotted Sir Nontagu
himself, big and florid, chatting with
one or two guests.’ o -

Having satisfied himself to this
extent, he retired to a quiet, shady
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part of the garden, and here he coolly
squatted down and prepared for a
long wait. By way of a change, after
about half an hour, lhe leapt to the
top of the wall and took a careful,
yard-by-yard survey of the quiet side
street.

He watched the lights go out one
by one in the lower part of the house;
he saw some upper windows glow; he
waited until these, too, became
darkened.

Hec was very gratified. It was not
at all late yet—not much after
eleven. Sir Montagu’s bhousehold,
apparently, kept highly respectable
hours.. :

“The Bohemian party promises to
break up early,” murmured Waldo
complacently. “I shall be able to
get to bed like a decent citizen.”

-He went into action at once.
Approaching the library window, he
produced a small, ingenicusly made
jemmy of his own device. At the
resent stage of his operations he
}md no need of an electric torch; his
cyesight was so cat-like that he could
sce perfectly. Having satisfied him-
sclf that there were no electrical con-
nections attached to the window, he
calmly and skilfully forced the catch.

Before entering he turned, and took
another look at the garden. He
mentally jotted down distances and
other dctails. .

Then he slipped through the win-
dow and, carefully pulled the heavy
curtains to.

He now rcmoved his peaked cap,
turning it inside-out. It was a most
ingenious affair, for by this simple
process a black mask formed by the
lining came down, covering Waldo's
face; and the cap itself became an
ordinary-looking one, of a loud check
pattern. He gave a tug at his blue
overalls, and a fold of cloth came out,
dropping down into a black silken
cloak. Waldo had madc these things
with his own hands, and he was rather
proud of them. He was something of
an artist—but not the kind of artist
that Mrs. Alloway took him to be.

The silken cloak in no way ham-
pered his movements. He flashed an
clectrie toreh round the room, and he
quickly located the heavy, substantial
safe which was built into one of the
walls. Crouching down, he chuckled
contemptuously.

“The poor man might as well use a
sugar-box !” he murmured.

From an inner pocket—an invisible
“skin ” pocket, which was attached to
his waist—he took two or three
cleaming pick-locks. These, too, were
of his own invention.

Waldo was probably the most skilful
locksmith alive. For years he had
made a closc study of every type of
safe, of every design of lock. This
particular safe in front of him was a
good one; but Waldo knew every trick
of the lock as though the stecl was
transparent and he could see through
it.

He manipulated the first pick-lock,
withdrew it after a few moments, and
tried another. Then a third. And
now he smiled. There was a certain
“feel” about this one.

His sensitive fingers were so highly
trained that he could detect the
‘slightest “give.” A gentle twist here,

a cautious turn there, and at the end
of three minutes he sensed a welcome
click. He turned the handle, and the
safe door swung noiselessly open.

No, not quite noiselessly There
was an almost inaudible snap, like the
sound of an electric spark there was
a tiny bluish flash. Waldo pursed his
lips and nodded.

He found, within the safe, ~n
clectrical connection—and che open-
ing of that door had broken it. Hesat
there, listening intently. But there
was no sound of a burglar alarm, as
he had half expected. He rose
quickly to his fcet, went to the door,
and opened it. The house was un-
disturbed.

“This 1s rather exciting,” mur-
murcd Waldo, grinning. “I’ll bet a
peuny to a quid that the electric wires
conncet direct with the nearest police
station! That’s a pity—because I
shall have to hustle. And I hate
being hustled.”

E went back to the safe, and,
quite unconcerncd, he pro-
ceeded to examine the con-
tents. The knowledge—or

the belief—that police officers were
hurrying round to Alford House did
not make him turn a hair. He had
come here with a purpose, and he was
not to be denied.

He fancied he heard the faint tinkle
of a telephone-bell somewhere, but he
only smiled. The police, ao doubt,
ringing up Sir Montagu and glvmv
him the warning. He proceede with
his exploration work, and he became
vastly interested.

For one thing, he found a consider-
able sum of money—ten thousand
pounds in banknotes. This was ex-
cellent. He pocketed the notes coolly.
Then he proceeded to go through
various documents. One document,
enclosed in a scaled envelope—which
he ruthlessly broke open—he pocketed
with immense gratification. Then he
became interested in a certain book,
and he even dipped into Sir Montagu’s
diary. He was certainly in no hurry.

Yet from time to time his acute ears
caught the sounds of stealthy move-
ments in the hall and out in the
garden. He carried on blithely.

He was not in the least startled
when the door suddenly burst open,
lights came up, and an inspector of
police and two constables barged in.
In the Dbackground hovered Sir
Montagu Billings, red of face, and
evidently in a considerable stew.

“Well, well 1” said Waldo, straight-
ening himself. “This is most unkind,
inspector ! You might have given me
a warning.” .

“Better come quietly, my man!”
said the inspector sternly. “It’s no
good you trying to escape by the
window. The garden is full of police
officers, and you wouldn’t get ten
yards. This place is completely sur-
rounded.”

“You’re mnot telling me that the
Flying Squad is on the job?” asked
Waldo. “What a fool I was not to
guess! I saw that electric gadget,
but as I heard no alarm bell, I
thought it was disconnected. Well,
go-long !”

The inspector and the constables
were advancing quickly upon him,

their truncheons ready. But Rupert
Waldo did not wait. With a spring
which took him complectely over the
big desk, he reached the window cur
tains. Flinging them aside, he leapt
out. Shouts sounded; men appeared
from all parts of the garden, running
towards him,

“Get him !” yelled the inspector.

“Some hopes!” sang out Waldo
mockingly

He bhad. half expected this. The
{mlice and the Flying Squad officers
1ad been silently admitted into the
garden, and they were now surround-
ing the mansion. But—as Waldo was
well aware—none of these police
officers carried firearms. Waldo
regarded the whole thing as an cnjoy-
able game.

His actions now had the precision
of a prearranged plan. He had not
expected this development—but bhe
was ready for it.

Three police officers rushed at him,
converging from different directions.
Waldo rose clean into the air in a
perfect double somersault; and the
startled officers gaped as they saw
their intended prisoner soaring over
their heads. He landed nimbly on
the lawn, dodged two other men, and
like a flash he grabbed the long
bamboo pole which he had previously
noted. He was sorry about the rose-
tree, but no doubt Sir Montagu’s
gardener would come to the rescue in
the morning.

“Well, cheerio, cverybody !” shouted
Waldo. “Sorry I've got to dash away
in such a hurry”

He judged his distance with
accuracy.. The end of the pole jabbed
into the lawn, and the W%nder Man
soared upwards in one of the most
magnificent pole-jumps the police
officers had cver seen.

He cleared the wall in that leap,
and as he landed squarely on his feet
he saw that the side road was utterly
deserted.

Waldo had not leapt ower that wall
at random; he had chosen his spot.
Almost at his feet lay the heavy
cover of a manhole. Rcaching down,
he gripped the mctal-work, and the
cover, despite its enormous weight,
came up as though it were merely the
lid of a coal-shoot.

Waldo slid into the depths,. lower-
ing the cover after him,

Not three seconds after he had
leapt over the wall, detectives, shout-
ing, appeared at both ends of the
road ; others, scrambling up the wall,
stared over.

The road was empty.

The bamboo pole lay in full sight,
but this extraordinary burglar, like a
will-o’-the-wisp, had disappcared !

“But it’s impossible !’ snorted the
police-inspector furiously. “The
fellow hadn’t time to get out of this-
road—and there’s only a blank wall
opposite. Where the devil did he get
to?”

“Beats me, sir,” said one of the
coustables helplessly. “You ought to
have secn what he did in the garden!
Talk about acrobats! Why, we never
got a chance of getting near him !”

Meanwhile, Rupert Waldo, on the
iron ladder which led down to a
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scwer, coolly reversed his dress. Once
again he became a workman in blue
overalls with a peaked cap.

He rcached the sewer, and was
somcwhat disgusted to find a good
deal of mud, through which he was
forced to walk. Ilc carried on for
some distance, found another shaft,
mounted, and coolly raised the cover.

He was in another street—a fairly
busy thoroughfare. With the utmost
sang-froid he climbed out, lowered
the manhole cover, and walked away.
Various pcople who happened to sce
him took uno notice. A workman on
the job.

Cutting through another strect,
Waldo hailed a passing motor-bus
and climbed aboard.

“You’ve been somewhere, ain’t vou,
rate P’ said the conductor, looking at
Waldo'’s fect. “Where'd you get all
that mud from?”

“I’ve been doing some gardening.”
replied  Waldo facetiously, as he
mounted to the upper deck.

Chapter 3.

-The Wonder Man’s Challenge.

EXTON BLAKE, with a Lard
light in his cyes, shook lis
head. It was just after mid-
night, and the famous

detective, telephone to his ear, and in

a state or considerable undress, was

squatting on the corner of his desk

in the cousuiting-room.

“I am very sorry, Sir Montagu, but
I am altogetihier too busy,” he said
decisively.

“Don’t sav that, Mr. Blake!"” came
an agitated voice over the wire. “ You
are at liberty to name your own fee.
I tell you this infernal burglar has
stolen some vital documents. The
moncy doesn’'t matter so much. I
must get those documents back.”

“The police are very efficient, Sir
Montagu,” said Blake curtly.

“That may be—but I'm willing to
pay for the best brains,” rctorted Sir
Montagu Billings. “I’'m not flatter-
ing you, Mr. Blake, when I say that
vour brains are better than the best
Lrains of Scotland Yard. If you'll
come round at once I'll give you an
open cheque ”

“I am singularly disinterested in
your open cheques, Sir Montagu,”
interrupted Blake. “I’'m sorry, but
pressure of work prohibits me from
accepting this commission.”

Aud without another word he hung
up.

Tinker, attired in a flowers-looking
dressing-gown, appearaed in the door-
wav.

“What’'s that you were saying
about an open cheque, guv'nor:” he
asked.

“It appears that Alford House, the
West End residence of Sir Montagu
Billings, has just been burgled,”
replied Sexton Blake. “Sir Montagu
told me that I could name my own
fee if I took on the ease. I politcly
told him to go to the devil.”

“But why, guv'nor:” asked Tinker,
in  astonishment. “You’re not
particularly busy just now——’
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T he door burst open, lights came up, and an inspector
and two constables barged in on Waldo at the safe.

“Sheer idleness is preferable to
accepting a commission from Sir
Montagu Billings,” said Blake, as he
went back to his bed-room. “I know
the man too well—and all my sym-
pathies are with the burglar. Billings
is onc of the biggest crooks in London,
young ‘un. And he's one of those
slimy, slippery crooks who keep
within the law. I wouldn’t touch his
money with a barge-pole. He has
ruined more homes, he has driven
more men to suicide, than I care to
think of. And the law cannot touch
him. Like an ugly spider in the
corncr of his web, he cnsnares his
victims.”

“What kind of job was it?" asked
Tinker. “I mean. what did the crooks
oget away withe”

“I did not inquire—I was
interested,” replied Blake.

He spoke with unusual brusqueness,
for the very thought of Sir Montagu
Billings angered him. The burglar
who had Dbroken into Alford House
was probably a saint in comparison
to the man he had robbed. Such men
as Billings always made Blake sec

not

red. It took him half an hour, with
the assistance of a book, to calm his
mind.

Then  the  telephone-bell
Blake had switched the
through to the bed-room.
out, unhkooked the
placed it to his car.
harder than cver.

“Well?” he almost barked.

“You sound a bit peevish, Blake,”
said a familiar voice. “Not in bed
vet, surelv?”

“Oh, it's you, Lennard?” said
Sexton Blake. “Sorry, old man., I
didn’t mean to roar at you.”

Chief Detective-Inspecetor Lennard,
of the C.LI.D., was a personal friend
of Blake's.

“It seems,” came Lennard’s voice,
““that we have been treated to a
speetacular display by our mutual
pal, the one and only Waldo.”

“Indeed !” said Blake, with sudden
interest. “I have been wondering for
some weeks when Waldo would crop

up.”

again.
Instrument
Ile reached
receiver, and
is ceves were

He's cropped,” said Lennard.
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“Busted Sir Montagu Billings® safe
not an hour ago, and lifted ten
thousand quid and sundry priceless
documents. At least, Sir Montagu
says they're priceless. But he won’t
give us any hint as to their nature.
Looks a bit fishy to me.”

Sexton Blake considered. :

“Where are you now, Lennard ?” he
asked abruptly.

“At Alford House,” replied the
inspector. “Mind you, there’s mo
definite proof that the burglar was
Waldo; but, whoever it was, he did
rather an extraordinary disappearing
act. The place was surrounded, but
this burglar performed a few somer-
saults over the hecads of the con-
stabulary, did a ncat pole-jump into
an adjomning street, and—bing !-Th,e
just wasn’t. If that isn’t Waldo's
trade-mark, whose is it?”

“T’l1 be with you within twenty
minutes, Lennard,” said Blake crisply.

“Well, I’'m glad you're coming,”
said Lennard. “I’'ve only just got
on the job myself. I thought some-
Liow that you would be interested.”

Blake rang off and called to Tinker.

“Dive into your -clothes, young
'un, and fetch the car,” he sgud
rapidly. “If’ve chaunged my mind
about that Billings burglary. It
scems that Waldo did the job—and
my high opinion of Waldo 1s
strengthened.”

“If you think that, guv’'nor,
take on the case?”

“Beeause I’m very keen on gettin
3in touch with Waldo again,” rephe_g
Blake. “I'm highly interested in his
methods.” .

Tinker got into his clothes in record
time, and by the time Sexton Blake
was ready the Grey Panther, pulsa-
ting gently, was waiting outside the
door, in Baker Street.

“No need for you to come, Tiqur,”
said Blake, as he got into the driving-
seat. “You’d better stay here—"

why

“Well, that’s a bit thick,” pro-
tested Tinker. “After fishing me out
of bed, and making me fctch the car,
I’m not wanted any more !”

“Don’t be a young ass! 1 shall
probably ring you up soon,” said
Blake. ‘“There may be something for
you to do at this end. At any rate, be
ready to go into action when you get
the word.”

P E left Tinker much disgusted,
§ and, judging by his smile,
he appeared to be singuiarly
callous regarding his young
assistant's feelings.

He was overtaking an opcn-to%ped
motor-bus a minute later when there
was a heavy thud beside him. The
Grey Panther sagged on its resilient
springs at the shock.

“YWhat the——" began Blake.

And then lhe broke off. Sitting
beside him, without a trace of dis-
guise, was Rupert Waldo. The
effrontery of the Wonder Man’s
action almost took Blake's breath

away.

“Sorry to drop on you so un-
expectedly, old man,” said Waldo
cheerfully. ‘“How are things going?

No mistaking this car, you know. I
was on the top of that bus.”

“You needn’t explain,” interrupted
Blake. “It may bc past midnight,
Waldo, but I'm not asleep. What’s
the idca of this move?”

“I was just coming along to sce
you, as a mabter of fact,” confided
Waldo. “Am I right in suggesting
that you are on your way to Alford
House, Berkeley Square?”

“What if T am?”

“So you are, then,” nodded Waldo.
“The excellent Sir Montagu has
called you in. I am surprised at you,
Blake. " I thought you were rather
particular about your clients.”

“Confound you, Waldo, I declined
the man’s commission!” growled

“ The MERCILESS

MA b2

The utter ruthlessness and
amazing cunning of this
arch-crook in his desperate
fight for a fortune, will
thrll and intrigue you 1n
the sensational long new
novel of this title by the
popular

JOHN HUNTER.

Make sure of reading this great story in
this week's 1ssue of

Sexton Blake. “It was only when
Lennard rang up and told me that
you were concerned in the case that I
changed my mind. You have
practically admitted——"

“To you, old friend, I would admit
anything,” said Waldo blithely.
“Yes, I’'m proud to say that I busted
Sir Montagu’s safe. But look here.
As a favour to me, I want you to keep
out of this business. There’s only one
crook in the case—and that’s
Billings.”

“I am well aware of Billings’
character.”

“Good enough! Then you’ll leave
me aloner” asked Waldo. “Frankly,
old man, I'm a bit scared of you. I
don’t mind the police a bit; they
rather amuse me. But if you’'re going
to butt in there might be some awk-
ward complications. F’m only just
starting on this stunt, and I don’t
want your interference. In fact, I
won’t have it.”

““Aren’t you a little cocksure about
that ?” asked Blake stcadily.

“Cocksure or not, I’'m going alead,
and I'm giving you the straight tip,”
replied Waldo. “That’s why I came
along to sce you—just to be on the
safe side. You needn’t try to ‘get’
me—because you’ll fail.”

“That sounds very much like a
challenge,” said the detective. “And
it’s a very rash thing to challenge
me, Waldo.”

“You can take it as a challenge if
you like,” said Waldo. “It might
make the affair more piquant. With
you on the job, I shall need all my
wits about me to win through. All
right, then—that’s understood.”

“You're several kinds of a fool,
Waldo,” said Blake, with annoyance,
as he kept his cyes on the road ahcad.
“I had half made up my mind not to
interfere with you. This challenge of
yours is unfortunate. I should advice
you to withdraw it—"

He broke off suddenly, for, turning
and looking at the seat beside him,
he was startled to find it empty.

“What in the name of wonder——"

Glancing back, Sexton Blake under-
stood. The Grey Panther had just
overtaken a big lorry—and that lorry
carried a great number of steel
girders, which protruded from the
rear of the vehicle. Blake was just
in time to see Waldo dropping lightlg
to the ground from one of those
girders. He had gripped it as the
Grey Panther had passed, and had
thus lifted himself out of the car. A
mad thing to do—but quite character-
1stic of Waldo.

By the time Blake pulled his car
up and jumped out, the Wonder Man
had effccted ome of his rapid dis-
appearing acts. Blake laughed rue-
fully.

“The infernal impudence of the
fellow I” he muttered. “All right!
I’ll get him for this |”

A IR MONTAGU BILLINGS,

R
RN

millionaire, had stark fear in
his eyes. Moucy had always
been his god, but as he faced
Sexton Blakc he temporarily aban-
doned his lifelong creed.

\\\x\\‘
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“Recover those documents for me,
Mr. Blake, and you can name your
own figure,” he said hoarsely. “The
moncy docsn’t matter—a mere ten
thousand. e can leave it to the
police to get that back. But those
documents are of vital importance.”

“May I know the nature of them?”
asked Blake.

“They are contained in a sealed
envelopc; and they can be of abso-
lutely no use to the burglar,” replied
Sir Montagu, his flabby face joggling
unhealthily up and down as he jerkily
paced the floor. “The cuvelope is
plain, except for two words —
* Branson Trust.” And the documents
themsclves are private papers inti-
mately connected with the Brauson
‘I'rust itself, which, as you may know,
is in the bands of the Official
Receiver. AMr. Blake, those papers
are valuable only to me. Get them
back *—he gripped Blake’s arm
lightly and lowered his voice—*get
them back hefore the police can
sccurc them, and you can put your
own figurc to an open cheque. I don’t
want those papers to fall into the
hands of the police. It might mecan
—publicity.”

“Or somcthing else, perhaps, Sir
Montagu®” asked Blake quietly.

The millionaire scemed to swallow
something.

be—if you bring me those papers
intact.”

Sexton Blake was filled with con-
tempt. Hc had put the screw on
deliberately. Ordinarily he would not
have entered this case at all; but
Waldo had challenged him. He was
determined to get those stolen papers
—and just as determined to accept
Sir Montagu’s cheque for ten

.thousand pounds.

Therce were at least four charities,
Blake remembered, which would be
mightily glad of two thousand five
Lhundred ecach.

Chapter 4.

Sexton Blake—Burglar.
= UPERT WALDO spent the
next morning very cnjoy-
ably.

Quictly but tastefully
dressed, and bearing no resemblance

“The affairs of the Branson Trust [ 1.

arc in a bad way,” he replied. “There
is a strong possibility that a crash
can be averted; but not if these
stolen decuments fall into the hands
of—of unauthorised persons who may
makec certain facts public.”

Sir Montagu was at some difficulty
to select his words. Sexton Blake
understood perfectly. The documents
were incriminating. If they fell into
the hands of the police, they would
be forwarded to the Public Prosccutor
—and for the first time in his carcer
Sir Montagu Billings would find him-
self in the dock. That was the simple
truth, as Blake cuessed it.

Blake secretly admired Waldo's
discretion. Waldo had selected the
Branson Trust papers deliberately.
Yet, in thinking this, Blake won-
dered. It wasn’t like Waldo to
descend to blackmail—the dirtiest
and most contemptible of all crimes.

“I'll be perfectly frank, Sir
Montagu,” said Blake calmly. “If I
get hold of the Branson papers and
return them to vou, how much will it
be worth?®”

“If you rcturn them to me intact.
with your assurance that they have
not becen scen by the public, or by
newspaper men, I will pay you any
ficure you care to name.”

“If I brine them fto you, Sir
Montagu, I shall require ten thousand
pounds,” said Blake bluntly.

The millionaire stared.

“Good heavens!” he cjaculated.
f But—but that’s an outrageous—"

“And yet you told me to mention
my own figure?”

I certainly did, but I had no idea
that you would All right—all
right,” said Billings suddenly.
“You’re a business man, Blake. I
can sce that, Ten thousand it shall
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to Mr. James Glenthorne, he attended

the sale in the Camden Road.
Although he wore practically mno
make-up, he succeeded in giving the
impression that he was something
between a lawyer and an old-fashioned
business man.

He bid quietly, cxpertly. The first
lot was knocked down to him; the
second; the third. After a while the
auctioncer found that he had
practically nothing to do.

This quict gentleman, giving the
name of Robert Scott, was buying
cverything. Nobody clse had a look
in. Pecople who had come to the sale

to pick up bargains were disap-
pointed; decalers very soon became
discouraged.

It was obvious, in fact, that Mr.
Robert Scott was determined to buy
cverything at whatever price was
necessary. The auctioncer discreectly
requested Mr. Scott to produce his
credentials. Waldo was very polite,
and very charming. He was, he said,
acting wunder instructions. . He re-
gretted that he could not go into
further details, but he produced ten
thousand pounds in cash, and pressed
the auctioncer to hold it as an
ecarnest of hie good faith. And the
auctioneer, naturally, beamed all
over his large face, and carried on

Waldo was quite comfortable about
that money.

He was certain that neither Billings

known a sale like it.

>

nor Billings’ bankers had any record
of the notes. There were notes of all
denominations, and the serial numbers
were not in sequence. It would be
possible, of course, within a period
of some weeks, to trace them. But

to-day there was not the slightest
danger.

The sale proceeded

rapidly—and
somewhat flatly. bon

_ For as soon as the
bargain -scekers thoroughiy wunder-
stood that Mr. Robert Scott was
determined to buy everything, bid-
ding became half-hearted.

Waldo made a thorough job of it.
He purchased not only the contents
of the house, but the house itself;
and the sale concluded, as he had
hoped and expeeted, in record time.
Instcad of dragging on until late in
the afternoon, it was finished by
lunch-time. . ; 5

In order to complete the purchase,’
Waldo was obliged to provide another
onc thousand three hundred and
seventy-four pounds, ten shillings.
He did this cheerfully, obtained the
receipts, and went his way.

Sundry merchants who were ready
with vans to remove the furniture,
were disappointed. 'They had never
For the furni-
ture, instead of being removed and
carted off in a dozen different dirce-
tions, remained in the house.

The sale over, the new owner took
possession of the keys, locked the
house up, and — briefly — that was

. that.

At about two o’clock, Mrs. Greshiam
had a card, bearing the mame of
“Robert Scott,” sent up to her. She
and her daughter were in a emall
private hotel a mile farther wup
Camden Road. Mrs. Grosham was
more resigned now: the blow had
fallen, and she was dull and listless.

“I can’t scc anybody, Mary,” she
said wearily. “Oh, what does this
man want? They've taken everything
from us! There’s nothing left——"

“But, mother, there are two pen-
cilled words on the back of the card,”
said Mary Gresham, in wonder.
“Look! ¢Good news." The gentle-
man wouldn't have written that un-
less he had something important to
tell you!” ,

“There can be no good news for
us now, child!” said Mrs. Gresham
sadly. “The worst has happened !”

But she consented to see Mr. Scott;
and two minutes later Waldo was
ushered in.

“Ah, Mrs. Gresham, I am obliged
to you for granting me this inter-
view !” he said brightly. “I shall
not keep you long; my business will
take but a few minutes.”

He found Mary’s gaze fixed steadily
upon him; so steadily, in fact, that
Lhe knew what was coming.

“Haven't we mect Dbefore,
Scott?” asked the girl quictly.

“I think not,” he replied, returning
her scrutiny. “No, Miss Gresham, I
don’t think I have had that
pleasure!” :

“Then may I ask, Mr. Scott, Gf
you are in any way related to a
gentleman named James Glenthorne?”
asked the girl.

Mr.
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Waldo coughed.

“Daes it really matter?” he said
softly. “It is a point of small im-
portance. Now, Mras. Gresham, to
business, We have here the auction-
cer’'s receipts for the furniture and
houschold effects. And here we have
the title-deeds of the house itself.”

Mrs. Gresham was bewildered.

“But—but I don’'t understand:”
she faltered.

“It is quite simple,” beamed the
genial Mr. Scott. *'The sale is over,
and you arc at liberty to rcturn to
your home just as soon as you please.
But I forgot. Here is the key!”

Mre. Gresham took the documents
and the key mechanically.

“Oh!” murmured Mary Gresham,
her eyes full of wonder—and under-
standing.

“And now, really, I must be hurry-
ing away,’ said Waldo, rcaching
for his hat. “I have another urgent
appointment——"

“But, pleasci” interrupted Mrs.
-Gresham. “I—I thought everything
was sold, Mr. Scott! You bewilder
me. Why have you given me the
receipts and the title-decds and the
key? The property i1s no longer
mine *?

“It has Dbecome yours within this
last minute, my dear lady,” said
Waldo calmly. “I very much regret
that I cannot disclose the identity ot
my client; but I can assure you that
there 1s mo suggestion of charity in
this action. Merely justice!”

Mrs. Gresham rose to her feet, her
‘face flushed, her eyes glowing.

“If that man Billings has done
this, I refusc!” she said, with spirit.
“I will not accept—-"

“I give you my word, madam, that
Sir Montagu Billings is not the kind
of man to make a gift to anybody,”
said Waldo vaguely. “I will only
hint that this is merely a beginning.
There is much more to come—a great
deal more. I wonder if you will be
good enough to tell me the name of
your bankers?”

“My mother’s account has been
virtually dead for eome time,” said
Mary quickly. “It is at the Camden
Road branch of the London & Home
Counties Bank.” _

“Splendid !I” said Waldo, giving
her a quick look. “Well, Miss
Gresham, I will leave you to talk
this over with your mother. I can
rely on you, can’t I? And I do hope
that you will both return to your
home at once. Everything is quite
undisturbed—and will remain so.
Not a single article of furniture has
been taken away. Well, good day—
good day!”

He bowed himself out, and he was
glad that the ordeal was over. This
part of the game was not at all in
his line. But he did not mind, really.

He was having a good time. There
was somecthing quite humorous in
the situation. Sir Montagu Billings
had robbed these unfortunate people;
and Waldo, having robbed Sir
Montagu’s safe, had bought Mus,
Gresham’s home with the money.
Not that Mrs. Gresham would ever
know anything about that.

“4

=

The Wonder Man had his plans ah
cut and dried. So far, everything
had gone famously. But the Tteal
adventure of the day had yet to come.

He hired a taxi, and was soon
bhowling citywards.

any way called upon to take

Inspector Lennard into his

confidence.  Lennard had
called his attention to the case, it
was true; but Sir Montagu Billings
llad commissioned Blake quite inde-
pendently.  And that placed the
detcctive on a footing of his own.

He was interested for two reasons.
Firstly, to secure the arrest of Rupert
Waldo; he could mot Iet that
challenge go unanswered, much as he
privately favoured the mnature of
Waldo’s work. Secondly, charity
would benefit by his efforts if he
succceded.

Blake's aim was to get on Waldo’s
track as quickly as possible. In the
small hours of the morning, after he
had solemnly agreed with Inspector
Lennard that the case undoubtedly
carricd Waldo’s trade-mark, he made
a general survey of the area round
and about Alford House.

No finger-prints had becn found on
thie safe, or on the library furniture,
or on the window-frame. Waldo had
not left that kind of trade-mark. He

SEXTON BLAKE did not feel in

was far too wily. But the fact that -

<

the safe had been picked without
cven damaging the lock was sug-
gestive enough of the Wonder Man’s
uncanny skill.

The police were only guessing—but

- Blake knew.

Waldo’s extraordinary disappear-
ance, after he had vaulted over the
wall, was a facer. Lennard had a
theory that Waldo had made his get-
away by using a fast car; and it so
happened that a sports two-seater
had been seen dashing across Berkeley
Squarec at almost the identical
moment of the burglar’s leap.

Blake favoured the idea that this
was a coincidence. He had a look at
that side road, and although he knew
Waldo to be as fast as a hare, he did
not think it possible for any human
being to have reached the end of the
road in time to get into that passing
car.

It was true that the police officers,
and the detectives, were all concen-
trated within the grounds of Alford
House. There was nobody to
definitcly say whether a man had
leapt into that passing car. Lennard,
fastening his faith to this theory,
spent the rest of the night in making
futile efforts to trace the sports two-
scater.

Blake had a theory of his own., He
tested it later, when he had that side
road quite to himself.

The TUnion Jack—No. 1,501,
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As -Blaka was overtaking an
open-topped bus there was a
heavy thud beside him.

Waldo had timed his leap to
a nicety.

He had examined the exact spot
of Waldo's jump—and the approxi-
mate spot where Waldo had landed
in the road. And it was significant
—to Sexton Blake—that there should
be a manhole cover not two yards
away. The police had not given that
manhole cover a second glance. From
Inspector Lennard downwards, they
all scemed to be fascinated by the
burglar’s speed.

Blake, Lknowing definitely that
Waldo was the thief, remembered
Waldo’s uncanny strength.

Being quite unable to lift that man-
hole cover single-handed. Blake
calmly attached a rope to it, tied the
other end to the rear of the Grey
Panther, and the cover was hauled
off with perfect ease.

Blake descended the shaft to the
scwer, and his cfforts were quickly
rewarded. Therec had been no rain
for several days, and the sewer was
comparatively dry.

But all along the floor there was
a thick Iayer of mud—and there,
clearly impressed, were recently made
footprints.

Blake followed them. They seemed

No. 1,501—The Union Jack.
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to go on cndlessly; but at length he
came to another shaft. He mounted
and arrived at the top. Everything
was quict.

By utilising every ounce of his
strength, he managed to lift the cover
an inch or two—realising, cven as he
did so, that it was a risky proceeding.
Auy passing vehicle might strike that
cover, with disastrous consequences.

However, Blake risked it. He took
one look and was satisfied. Breathing
hard after his exertions, he descended
the shaft, retraced his steps, and
mounted the original shaft. He found
a suspicious police-constable awaiting
him,

“What’s the idea of taking this
cover off without leaving any danger
lichts ?” demanded the officer. “You
ought to know better—— Why, I
th;)ught—— It’s Mr. Blake, 1sn’t
it?2”

“Sorry, constable, if I've broken
ahy by-laws or regulations,” said
Blake lightly. “I had a fancy to look
down this shaft, that’s all. I was
hoping to get back before one of you
fellows spotted anything wrong. In
any case, I backed the car so that
nobody could fall down.”

“Why, that’s all right, sir,” said
the constable, relieved. “You don’t
think that burglar escaped by the
sewer, do you? Why, he couldn’t have
lifted the cover without help. I sce
that you had to use the car.”

“I belicve in cxploring every

i1

avenue,” said Blake, with a smile.
““Now that you’re here, you can lend
me a hand with this cover.”

He tipped the man half-a-crown,
and then he drove off in the car. But
only for a short distance. Turning
out of one strecet into another, he
finally reached a spot he had recog-
nised when he bhad peeped through
that sccond manhole. In a direct
line, it was not a great distance from
the back wall of Alford House; but,
owing to the intervening buildings,
the detour was considerable. Blake
appreciated the wiliness of Waldo's
escape.

Therc was a cab rank within sight,
and here he made some inquiries.
Yes, one of the taximen remembered
& workman coming up from that man-
hole at about midnight. It might
have been before midnight, or after.
Anyhow, he was a man in blue
overalls with a peaked cap.

This taximan proved very useful.
For it so happened that he had been
hired at that particular moment, and,
cutting through into a main
thoroughfare, he had again seen the
man in overalls—and the man had
l15))(3e13. getting on to a passing motor-

us.

“You didn’t happen to notice the
number of that bus®” asked Blake.

“No, sir; but I did see that it was
going to Finsbury Park.”

Bl“k el“l’:& 1tltmtl;s something,” said
ake. ate bus, going to Finsbur
Park.” some 7

Blake tipped the man and drove

straight home.

FTER a fow hours’ sleep and
an early breakfast, Sexton
Blake was out on the scent
again.

He knew that it was advisable to
wait until now. He would not have
learned much in the small hours of
the morning; for at that hour the
buses were in the various depots, and
the busmen were off duty.

Now, however, he pursued his in-.
quiries. By diligent work he
identified the particular bus which he
sought; hc obtained the address of
the conductor. For that man was not
on duty now, and would not report
until the afternoon.

As a matter of fact, Blake fetched
him out of bed, and the conductor
immediately remembered the man in
the blue overalls and the peaked cap
who had got aboard his vchicle in the
neighbourhood of Grosvenor Square.

“Why, yes, sir,” he said. “Cheery
sort of fellow. He had muddy boots—
couldn’t help but notice him, with
all that mud on him.”

“Did he say anything about his
boots ?”

“Said he’d been gardening, sir—
although I didn’t believe it.”

“Do you happen to know where this
man got off ?” |

“Why, yes, sir—in the Camden
Road, not far from the York Road
stop. I can tell you the exact spot
where he pulled the bell.”

The conductor did so, and Blake
memorised it. There was a very keen
expression in the detective’s eyes now.
Something had stirred in his memory.

He tipped the man liberally, and
his next move was in the direction of
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Camden Road. He recalled an item
he had seen in the mormning news-
paper; just a trifle. ' i

An elderly man, living at a house
in Camden Road, bad made a
spectacular leap from a first-floor
window, or veranda, and had rescued
a woman from being run over.
Ordinarily, Blake would not have
paid much attention to that trivial
piece of news.

But he now saw the significance of
it. YWho else but Waldo would have
doune such a thing? And Waldo, after
his daring exploit at Alford House,
had travelled by bus to the Camden
Road ! :

The next link in the chain—and the
strongest link of all—was virtually
forced upon Sexton Blake’s attention.
Reaching the bus stop, where, accord-
ing to the conductor, the man in
overalls had alighted, Blake saw a
stir about one of the big houses. He
saw the sale boards, and he paused to
light a cigarette opposite a grocer’s
boy, who was leaning against his
bicycle.

“Somebody being sold up?”’ he
inquired casually. ‘

“Serve ’em jolly well right,” said
the grocer’'s boy. “It's them
Greshams.”

“Oh?” said Blake. ‘What have
they been doing?’*

that the wunfortunate woman had
attempting to commit suicide,

A thought occurred to Blake, and
he turnmed back. The grocer’s boy
was still wasting his employer’s time,

“Do you know the name of the man
who jumped down from that
veranda ?” he asked.

“Why, Mr. Glenthorne,” said the
boy. “He don’t live there recally—he
lodges with Mrs. Alloway. She’s one
of our customers, so I ought to know.”

Going to the boarding-house, he
rang the bell, and the door was
opencd by Mrs. Alloway herself,

“I've called to see Mr. Glen-
thorne,” said Blake,

“Sorry, sir; he’s out!”

“When do you expect him back:?”

“I can’t rightly say, sir; he didn’t
leave word,” replied Mrs. Alloway,
mentally deciding that Blake was
respectable. ‘““Being onc of them
artist chaps, he’s a bit crratic.”

“Well, I don’t think lhe’ll be long.
He knows I'm coming to sce him,”
said Blake glibly. ‘‘You don’t mind
if I come in and wait, do you, Mrs.
Alloway?”

“You're not one of them rcporter
chaps?” asked the landlady sus-
piciously. “Mr, Glenthorne didn’t
like that bit in the paper this morn-
in’. He said it was making a fuss

tion of the documents within con-
firmed Sexton Blake’s carlier eus-
picions.

Those documents were indeed in-
criminating—and they would be well
worth ten thousand pounds to Sir
Montagu Billings, It wae a moot
point in Blake’s mind whether he was
justified in restoring them.

But his hesitation was only
momentary. Ho even chuckled.
Waldo would soon discover that the
papers were gone, and it was any
odds that Waldo would get them back
again. In the meantime, Sir Montagu
would part with ten thousand pounds,
and charity would benefit to that
cxtent,

Sexton Blake did not wait. He
made his excuses {o Mrs. Alloway,
and he requested her to give his
compliments to Mr. Glenthorne, and
to say that they would mecet later.

“He’ll understand perfectly when
you tell him that it was Mr. Blake
who called,” said the dectective,
smiling. :

He was tempted to make inquiries
opposite—for he had a shrewd idea
that Waldo was interested in that
sale—but the business now appcared
to be over, for there was much less
activity.

But Blake did not want to take
his eyes off Mrs. Alloway’s boarding-

We want the best
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But he knew perfectly well.
Gresham! Gresham was the man who
had been sentenced to three years’
penal servitude for fraud in connec-
tion with the failure of the Grant
River Lead and Spelter Syndicate.
He had died in prison. Im that in-
stant Blake detected the hidden hand
of Sir Montagu Billings—and Rupert
Waldo’s activities became clearer.

“You've heard of that bloke
Gresham, ain’t you ?” said the grocer’s
boy scornfully. “Him what was sent
to prison for fraud. This is where he
lived—an’ the old girl is bein’ sold
up. I’ll bet she was just as bad as her
old man !” .

“You shouldr’t judge so hurriedly,
my lad,” said Blake, shaking his
head.

“Well, anyway, she tried to com-
mit suicide last night,” said the
grocer’s boy triumphantly.

“How do you know that

“J see her, didn’t I?” said the boy.
‘““She run out of the house an’ tried to
chuck herself in front of a bus.
Crumbs! Some bloke jumped down
from that there veranda ”—he pointed
—“and picked her up as though she
didn’t weigh no more than a kid’s
balloon ! Never saw anything like it!
'There was a bit in the paper about it
this mornin’.”

Blake nodded and walked on. His
morning was proving singularly
instructive. It was Waldo, without
doubt, who had saved Mrs. Gresham
from death. Blake was not prepared
to believe the grocer-boy’s statcment

?9!

ove® nothing—although, if it comes
to that, I dide’t agree with him.”

“I'm one of Mr. Glenthorne’s
friends!” laughed Blake. “He’s told
me all about you, Mrs. Alloway;
and it's a wonder your ears haven't
burned !”

“Well, really!” said Mrs. Alloway,
flustered.

“He says that he never had more

comfortable lodgings,” continued
Blake cheerfully. *“I’'ll give him
twenty minutes; and if he hasn’t

turned up by then, I'll call again
later.”

He got into Waldo’s rooms with
supreme ecase; and during the course
of three or four minutes he pumped
Mrs. Alloway so skilfully that the
good lady had no knowledge of it.
Blake obtained all the details of the
previous evening’s affair.

Then, left to himself, he com-
menced a swift and systematic scarch
of Waldo’s sitting-room. Hc¢ was far
more successful than he had expected
to De.

In the sccond drawer of an old-
fashioned bureau he found a bulky
foolscap cnvelope. The flap was
sccurcly fastened, and there was no-
thing on the outside to indicate the
contents.

Blake felt it carefully; his fingers
detected the broken seal of another
envelope within, Without compunc-
tion, he tore it open. And then he
smiled grimly.

For therc was a second cnvelope
within, and on it were the words:
“Branson Trust.” A quick examina-

house. He had already mnoticed a
concrcte tclephone bootk within easy
reach. Intering this, he was still
able to watch the house, '

He phoned through to Tinker, and
told the young detective to come and
meet him straight away.

TRING Blake’s wait, nobody
D remotely resenthling Waldo
cntered Mrs. Alloway’s
establishment, Upon Tinker’s
arrival, Blake gave him his instruec-
tions. And Tinker’s eyes opened
wide when he learned that Waldo
had already been tracked down.

“Yes, young ’'um, he lodges here,”
said Blake. “ Watch this house until
you hecar from me again—or until
Waldo returms. If he comes, take
carc to avoid being seen. If he goes
out again, follow him. He challenged
me to ‘get’ lLim, and I’'m not going
to rest uutil I've handed him over
to the police.”

“It doesn’t sound like you, guv’-
nor,” said Tinker, troubled. ¢ After
all, Waldo isn't an ordinary crook
and—"

“You young ass!” interrupted
Blake. “How Iong do you suppose
Waldo will remain in the hands of
the police’ I'm going to get him—
that’s all.  After that he can make
his break for liberty as soon as he
pleases—and good luck to him!”

“I get you, guv’nor!” grinned
Tinker. “Just a personal matter
betwcen the two of you, eh? And
you mean to win!”
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THEROUNDTABLE

FOR OR AGAINST—
WHAT SAY YOU?

“J should like to see your cor-
respondence column withdrawn. It
seems incredible that the “U.J.”
should sink to such a low ebb as to
publish such rot as appears there
every week.”

“ I noticed the return of the Round
Table. TAhis feature is absolutely
necessary as a connecting link between
Editor and readers. It was always
popular, and I could never under-
stand why it was absent for so long.”

HERE vou bhave it—another
demonstration of the old truth
that you can’t please everybody !

From a Birmingham reader,

J. Grubb, as quoted above, the

Round Table gets it in the neck; from

Reador Will Jones, of Lower Edmonton,
and others, it gets the glad hand.

pieces picked out of their favourile author
or character, and consequcnt dampcning of
their entertainment.

I say emphatically that unless they
possess a8 head so thick that nothing affects
them, nobody can enjoy an author’s work to
the full after it has been labelled ** puerile,”
‘“ nonsensical,”” etc.

Several months back you endeavoured
to find who were the favourite authors.
G. H. Teed, I think, waz elccted for that
honour, yet week after week for four months
you have published letters which make it
appear that Mr. Teed’s yarns were s0 much
scrap paper. If your correspondence
column can do no better than that, then I
suggest you withdraw it.

ou could easily act upon suggestions
to please the majority without publishing
such rot. I quite realise that, if the corres-
pondence column is popular with the over-
whelming majority of your readers, it cannot
be withdrawn, but at least publish lztters
dealing with other subjects, such as sugges-
t-it%ns or more stories of certaln characters,
e .
You could make some refercnce to this
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author is under fire from some. othe®
uarter it usually causes & pening of
the entertainment the author’s admirer
antioipates. I should suggest that the
general reaction would bo: “ The other
fellow doesn't know what he’s talking
about ; doesn’t know a good story when
he sees one!”

Perhaps our pal from Birmingham
overlooks the function of this get-together
page. This committece meeting at the
Round Table is not so much a corres-
pondence column as & placo whero wo
can all air our views, as the name implies ;
not so much a voting-booth as & forum.
Readers can, and do, state their preferences
for certain authors and characters; but
they can give their opinions on any other
relevant matters that may interest them,
too.

And if they can state their likes, they
can equally well stato their dislikes. It
would, I admit, lead tos an unbalanced
state of things if opinions went all the samc
way, or if I printed only one side of the
argument. Therefore the comment c¢on-
talning the words ‘ puerile ’ and * non-
sensical "’ which disturbed Mr. Grubb was
bracketed wi}tl,h another reader’s éetttler
giving just the opposite opinion of tho
same G. H. Teed story: * 13 ¢ « « I think
he has reached the Al point . . . one of
the greatest favourites.”

MRS. BARDELL Says:—

“Mr. Blake has a new Portugal wireless
set, cemented to him by a client that he
successfully electrocuted a case for.”

“ The times Mr. Blake ’as ’ad ’'airbrush
escapes is too humorous to mention.”

“J] still maintains that all persons the
worse for drink, inoculated, in short, should
be confirmed in a deformatory.”

The abore Bardellisms were sent
tn by the following readers respec-
tively, and Ten Skillthgs has been
sent to each of them: Miss M.
Rapley, School Iill, Storrington,
Sussex; Mr, A. Wiltshire, 83,
FEugenia Road, London, S.E. 16;
Mrs. C. Crowhurst, 49, Alann
St., Walworth. London, S.F. 11.

E want to add to our

collection of Bardellisms

to get one or two extra laughs
into your life weekly.

The*'U.J." offers TEN SHIL-
LINQGS to the author of each
original pear! of Bardell
wisdom selected for publica=-
tion here each week.

Think out as many Bar-
dellismsas you like,write them
on a postecard, and send them
to: “ Mrs. Bardell’’: UNION
JACK, B, Carmelite Street
London, E.C.4 (Comp.)—-anc‘

: don’t forget to include your
: own name and address.
Merit alone counts; one

reader can win more than one
prize, but, everything else
being equal, preference will be
given to the previous non-
winner.

SUPEIRIINIINIREIS

»

I say ‘“ and others ” because practically
everybody who mentions this mutual

age of ours does so with commendation.
En fact, the counterblast from Birmingham
is the first kick that has come its way.
So, following our policy. of giving both
sides of a question a hearing, I will print
Reader Grubb’s argument in full

Before laying down my complaint against
¢ U.J.” correspondents, I should like to say
that I am writing in all sincerity, and not
for something to write about.

The reason I am sending this letter Is:
that I should like to sce your correspondence
column withdrawn. It scems incredible
that the ¢ U.J.” should sink to such & low ebb
as to publish such rot as appears there week
after week.

When the majority purchase a paper
such as the “U.J.,” they do so for the enjoy-
ment they get out of the yarn=, not to have

subject in your editoriel, and invite letters as

to withdrawing it or not. o
Anyhow, please do not keep publishing

letters concerning the authors or characters.

ELL, wc're all eligible to say our

piece on this question, but as I

have the advantage of a good start over

the rest of you, I'll give my own proliminary

response to Mr. Grubb’s remarks while

waiting the comments of other Round
Table-sitters. ) ]

It seems to me (if he doesn’t mind my
saying so) that he has an admiration—
and rightly—for G. L. Teed’s stories,
which he cannot bear to have disturbed—
but not so rightly. I don’t think it can
be a general feeling that nobody can enjoy
a favourite author’'s work after seeing it
criticised as “ puerile ” or “ nonsensical.”
I don’t think either that when a [avourite

It may be overlooked, too, that by
opening these columns to the clash of
opinions and comment in general, this page
attains a brightness that would quickly
fade away if it oontained nothing but
correspondence asking : * Please-give-us-
more-stories-of -such-and -such -charaoter,"
23 Reader Grubb suggestas.

In fact, as he will readily recognise, his
own letter has charmingly given brightness
to our Round Table discussion this week.

G £

Blake took the Grey Panther, and
drove straight to the Strand. He
parked the car, and then walked to
the palatial edifice, known as Bill-
ings’ Building, which Sir Montagu
had erected as a monument to his
industry and power.

No. 1,601—The Union Jacl.

It was just . half-past two, and
Blake was hoping's?hat Sir Montagu
would be back from lunch. Arriving
at the fourth floor, where the
millionaire’s private office was situ-
ated, his card acted like magic. Hc
was immediately escorted to the
great man’s sanctum,

On the way through an outer office,
bristling with clerks and girl stero-
graphers, he caught a glimpse of a
gaunt, haggard man, who was crcat-
ing a bit of a scenec. _

“I’'m very sorry, sir, but you can-
not possibly see Sir Montagu without
an appointment,” a suave clerk was

(Continued on page 16.)



FEW months ago the attention
of the world was focused on
the Mediterranean island of

A

Corsioas, where the French
Government was having a
large-scale bandit-hunt. Six hundred
Frenoh troops, tanks, machine -guns,

blood hounds,
armoured
cars, aeroplancs,
three battle

MEN

Of the cruisers, and
oven & sub-
MOUN- marine, to inter-
cept  possible
T AINS outlaw fugitives
fleeing from the
island, werec
The brigands in their used in this

rocky fastnesses may somewhat farei-

be picturesque, but cal war against
their c::;;:-g ha.re real forty e%usive

brigands of
the wild Corsican mountains.

Some were captured or killed, and the
war petered oat to the accompaniment
of gentle laughter from those who saw the
humour of the situation ; meantime the
traditional trade of banditry is probably
building up afresh.

Certainly it had got out of hand in
Corsica; it was ruining the island’s
trade and undermining its morale much as
the American gangsters are undermining
America’s. But Dbrigandage is by no
means a Corsican monopoly ; it thrives to
greater or less extent in many nearer parts
of Europe—wherever, in fact, the gocal
conditions favour it, and especially in
the mountainous and wilder parts of
southern and eastern Europe.

In essentials, the picturesque mountain
bandit is8 much the same as the slinking
American gunman., Both prey on honest
geople for a living. But somehow the

andit has got a saving touch of romance,
a sort of Robin Hood flavour, about him,
that gives him & little spmething the
' an hasn't got. A glamour; &
theatrical appeal.

Georges Ponard may be mentioned as
& case in point. His early career was more
or less sordidly commonplace as a crook
always in and out of prison for robberies
and other crimes, until he took to the trade
of mountaineer brigand ; and he operated
in the Jura, the mountain range that
separates France from Switzerland—only
& tew hours from London by rail.

The terror of his name and his many
feorsome exploits held the whole country-
side in awe of him. At last the police
organised & manhunt, and a strong force
of gondarmes advanced across his territory
with a sweeping movement designed to
brush him into the net.

Dodging from point to point in his
rooky, thicket-covered fastnesses, Ponard
was many times within half a minute of
capture. Only his knowledge of every
poat-track and cranny saved him as the
line edvanced.

Twice ho eluded capture by risking his
neck in making astonishing long-jumps
across mountain chasms where no one
else dared to follow him, and for a night
and a day the gendarmes toiled after him
in vain,

Then they closed in on a peasant’s hut
to which his tracks had led. The last
twelve-foot jump across the abyss had
landed him with o broken ankle, and he
had limped for two hours to reach the hut,
where he had collapsed exhausted, and
the peasant gave him up to the man.
hunters. \

Rumania has always had her bandit
outlaws also. One of the latest, whose
name is unknown, and has not yet been
caught, held in thrall a district between
Bucharest and Galatz, snd made it so
unsafe with his murders and pillagin
that the Rumanian Government detaile
s detachment of troops to guard travellera
on the road where he operated. Once or
twice & day convoys were formed, and a
long procession of cars dashed through

ANDRE SPADA, one of the bandits killed
in the Corsican bandit drive. He was a
typical example of the colourful brigand of
the mouniains.

the danger arca at speed, with an armed
goldier sitting alongside ench driver.

Probably the most famous of these
modern Robin Hoods of the road was
Jovo Carug, tho criminal king of Slavonia—
a district in Yugoslavia about as large as
Wales.

The romance in his case was more
apparent then real, for he was an out-and-
out villain. Most crimes from murder
down were on his record, and all of thom
so frequenily repeated that nobody
knows the total—burnings of villagers’
houses, robberies, hold-ups, plunderings,
killings, The Government put a price on
his head of £1,000, dead or alive. When
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SNAKES.
N Hamburg, Germany, timorous taxi-
riders may be sure of sober drivers.
Badged officially, Prohibitionist taximen

. who are abstainers wear another badge,

voluntary, unoflicial.
It denotes their sympalhy with the
Dry cause, suggests their safe sobriety.
The badge : The snake of Strong Drink
being crushed to death in the fist of
Prohibition.

SHARE.
IN Berlin many wcere the ccmplaints of
non-receipt of expected letters ; mysteri-
ous the leakage. None of them was believed
to confain money.
Solved at last was the problem when
snooping detectives cavght a postal worker

t L

examining the mail and removing a letter,
pink and perfumed ; and found also a’
lis house a further huge accumulation,

They were all love-letiers.

Said the letter-lifter :

“I am forty-two and lonely. I feel an
irresistible impulse to have my share of
. love.”

: * » *
NECK.

: AT Penge Police Court the magistra.t-es’
: clerk addressod a Labour Exchange
official in terms of stern robuke.

LA R NN N NN NN

he was ultimately captured there wmmours of hayrick burnings in the distriet,

over & hundred charges against him, ap
from seven murders and eighteen robberies
to which he freely confessed.

A sample exploit will serve to show the
measure of Jovo Carug.

He disguised himself ag a cattle dealer
and obtained the hospitality of a farmer,
with whom he stayed for & weck. Nobody
connected him with the ocourrence,
but one might the place was raided by a
gang of robbers, and all the farmer’s
money stolen, .

Sympathising with the farmer (who had
no suspicions as to who might have told
the raiders where he kept his money) the
cattle-dealer bandit, who passed under
the name of Baricz, stayed with him a few
more days.

During that time he met and fell in
love with a village girl, and became
engaged. He left eventually, but returned
at various times later, and corrcsponded
with her between-whiles.

Then he planned & sccond robbery of
the same farmer, to take place after the
harvest, when he knew there would be a
lot of money in the house. The scheme
was that, while his gang set fire to an
outlying haystack, he would enter the
farmhouse when the oceupants had rushed
out to deal with the fire, collect the money
from the hiding-place, and afterwards to
roh as many of the village houses, likewise
left empty, as he could while the confusion
lasted. "

At the last min however, he could
not attend personally to this little job,
and had to leave it to the gang. DBut for
some reason the gang failed him, ulso,
and there was no rick-burning and no
robbery at the farmer’s.

Hearing no news where he was living
in o distant part, he tried to get it in a
roundabout way from his village sweet-
heart, He wrote saying he bad heard

Bd inquired whether it wero true. By a
freak of chance there bhad bhecen some
hayricks set alight, and the police were
opening letters to try to trace the
culprits. They arrested both the girl and
the alleged cattle-dealer.

The girl was acquitted at the trial, but
Baricz seemed certain of a sentence.
In desperation, his sweetheatt appealed
to a former flame of hers to try to do
something for him. This old lover was &

olice sorgeant. He went to the court,
ooked at the prisoner—and was certain
that he bhad scen him somewhere before.

Days of brain-cudgelling brought the
sudden realisation that he wes none other
than Jovo Caruz, the elusive handit
whom every policeman in Yugoslavia
was sceking. He was different now, with
beard and long hair, but the sergeant was
sure. He had a vivid recollection of a
time, two years before, when he had been
present at an attack on a farm by bandits,
and for & moment had stood face to face
with the brigand chieftain, both of them
having expended their last cartridge in
the fight,

He confronted the alleged cattle-
dealer Baricz in tho presence of the
prison governor, and challenged him with
the words: “ You are Jovo Carug!™

Taken aback for a moment, the will-o’-
the wisp brighnd admitted it.

It was an admission that put him on
trial for a much more onerous crime—
or scries of erimcs—than mere ricke
burning, and 1ihat removed the most
formidable bandit of modern Europe.

And, whilo he lay in the prison at
Belgrade . under mulliple charges of
murder and lesser crimes, the long-
memoried sergeant heceame the richer by
the Government’s £1,000, and the village
girl the poorer by a prospective husband
whose loss was really a gain.

Said he :
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DETECTIVE WORK IN ALL VARIETIES.
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““ Your conduet will be brought o the
notico of the Ministry of Labour. This is
a court of justice, not a sports meeting !

His sportive conduct—wearing an open- :
necked tennis shirt.

DOOR. *

IN Berlin, two officers of the Flying Squad,
called to an alarm of burglars in a

Nat, stood outside the door, heard movcments

inside, demanded :

““ Open jor the police I

The door remained shut.
through the wood.

Forced, the opened door revealed a body
just inside—a policeman who had been
about to unlock it, who was dying of his
wounds.

He it was who had given the alarm to the
I'lying Squad.

Serr0estrane

They fired

* » .
REFERENCE.
Tottenham, London, the police

T

A court magistrate was*asked advice
by & woman applicant as to the regulations
concerning pawnbrokers, and the question
of & time-hmit for redemption.

uthoritatively the magistrale made
reply. His authority : The rules printed
on the back of a pawnticket in his own
Possession.
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QHE other week, in the garden of
a private house at Welling, Kent,
a party of perspiring policemen
spent several futile hours digging
for the body of a missing woman.
The reason their digging was futile was
that the woman was still alive in Southend.

di szgfrZrcd :ﬂ;.{
FALSE
ALARM!

afterwards, of
courgse. They
wero thie victims
of the latest of

Legs, flies, parrots,

mummies—these

and things even less

likely may be the

the long series
of false alarms
raw material of a
mare's nest,

with which po-
lice history is
sprinkled.
Naturally the
police have to
act on any
information
that seems
plausible, just as firemen lhave to turn out
for any fire alarm.  Missing persons,
missing jewellery, raumours of uncommitted
murders, burglaries that haven’t hep-
pened, stolen articles that are merely lost—
these and all sorts of things have, as Mrs.
Bardell would say, jerked the police up to
& state of execration. :
A £5,000 pearl necklace was rcported
as missing, and found later in a pocket
of the owner’s coat. She had been to
the Horse Show at Olympia, and couldn’t
he sure whether she had worn it there cr
not, till it turned up safe at home, and
tho police hunt was called off. Another
pearl necklace, worth only £2,000, but
giving just as much unnecessary trouble,
was similarly lost and reappeared in a
garment lying in a chest of drawers.
Mcantime the butler had been arrested.
“ When we receive complaints of thefts,
we usually inquire first whether there
Las been any mistake,” said & Scotland

Yard man. * Sometimes we have hunted
for ¢ stolen ’ jowels, or luggage containing
valuables, or even motor-cars, only to
find, efter going to endless trouble, that
they have been merely mislaid.
“People are often reported missing,
and we find they have becn staying with
friends for a night or two, or maybe have
only missed the last train home. One
old lady I know reported her sou-in-law
as missing threce times for that reason.’

Still, it’s a bhuman {ailing. Evon
Scotland Yard itself isn’t immune from
mislaying things. When Sir Basil
Thompson, then director of the Special
Branch, was leaving a hotel where he had
been staying in Newport, Virginia, he
reported the loss of his wallet. His train
was just leaving the station when the hotel
porter came running up and handed it
over. It had been left under Sir Basil’s
pillow.

And in a similar case that happened at
Wroxham, on the Broads, a wallet full of
benknotes, which had mysteriously van-
ished {from a houseboat—and which
couldn’t be found when the boat was
emptied and even the floorboards taken
up—was ultimately discovered at the
local laundry, where it had journeyed in
company with the wash.

OME people are so apt to jump to
conclusions, too. It must have
been an embarrassing moment
for the ladywho ordered the driver
of the taxi she had hired to take

her to the police station, and she there
realiscd she had made a mistake. She had
missed some valuable rings while in the

cab, and accused the driver of taking-

them.,
It was while she was signing the charge

sheet that she found tho rings in her coat

pocket. Having proceeded thus far, the
matter had to go to court. The driver
was, of course, acquitted, and the magis-
trate told him that it was open to him
to bring a charge against the woman of
malicious prosecution. ‘

Turning to something more unusuals
the police at Waltham Abbey had a
curious case of false alarm when they
were notified of clouds of smoke high up
around the tower of the abbey church.
Several constables climbed right up to
the belfry, but never a.sign of fire ecould
they see ; though apparently dense clouds
of smoke still drifted round the topmost
pinnacles of the tower.

The mystery was solved when {he clouds
were found to be myriads of flies which
had emerged from their breeding place
and were swarming in preparation for &
ceneral exodus.

Many a murder sensation has lapsed
into laughter. The pcople of ihe York-
strasse, Berlin, once rumoured some dark
deed of death and reported a murder to
the police. There was an unpleasant
odour, they sa:id.

.-‘.‘. o » accused the driver of taking them."

There was, sure enough, and the police
eventually tracked it down to a coftin
under & pile of timber in a ocarpenter’s
yard. The coffin contained human bones
and a skulll They were those of an
Egyptian mummy not so well proserved
as it might bave been. The owner lLad
forgotten it and gone abroad.

HENX there have heen sinister finds
in the shape of scvered limbs. At
Sacramento, California, a leg,
apparently a child’s, was iound
in the street, and a few hours

afterwards a similar leg turmed up in an-
other part of the city. Within the next
few hours child-murder was the theme
of the headlines and the preoccupation
of tho police. And then a doctor care-
fully examined the relics and showed them
to be the legs of a bear cub.

Apparenily a practical joker had been
active. This scare certainly worked,
and was widely reported at the time. But
it’s news to us that a hear-cub’s leg looks
like a human chLild’s.

_ The finding of artificial limbs has given
rise to similar seares in various places-
also; at a township called Cudaby,:
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¢ Screral constabics cliimbed
the belfry . . .

, right up to

Wisconsin, for instance. What threatened
to become a local murder sensation petered
out when it was found that & woman who
had thrown away a pair of artificial legs
had done so because she had some mew
ones and had no iurther use for the old.
But people ought to be careful where they
throw their cast-off limbs; it’s so un-
settling to the public and the Press.

A New York telephone operator recently
sent in & hurry-call to the cops, giving the
address of a flat where murder was being
done. A sergeant and six policemen
rushed there at full tilt in a patrol wagon
with the gong clamouring for the right
of way, and got the facts.

What had happened was this: A tele-
phone call had eccme to the flat, and the
woman occupant had answered it. There
were two parrots in {he place, but their
chattering had prevented her from hearing.
Leaving the receiver off the hook, she had
gone into another roomn and translerred

the call to an extension telephone.

Thereupon the two parrots, as if actuated
by pure devilry, had hopped to the first
phone and sercamecd their piece :

“ Kill Tim! Call the police !
deor !

The phonc-girl’s false alarm was the
patural result.

'Tho old line about the policeman’s life
not being a happy one may be denicd
nowadays, but while there is such
scope for sending them off on wild-goose
chases it will certainly not be a restiul
one,

Shut the
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(Continued from page 13.)
saying. “Sir Montagu is very busy
at_u . :

“I will sec him—TI will !” shouted
the gaunt man wildly. “You ecan't
stop me. The rat! The swindler!
1f you don’t let me into his office——"

“Unless you go quictly, sir, we
shall bc compelled to call the police,”
said the clerk, his voice becoming
hard. “I tell you it’s no good acting
in this way—"

Blake heard no more, for he was
being ushered into the inner sanctum.
Sir Montagu, jumpy and nervous, was
alone.

“Well?” he asked eagerly, as the
door closed.

Blake advanced, took the papers
from his pocket, and placed them on
the desk. Sir Montagu fairly pounced
upon them.

- “The scal is broken!” he panted.
“Who did this?” He glared sus-
piciously. “Look here, Blake—"

“That seal was broken by the
thief,” interrupted Blake curtly.
“There are your papers, Billings, and
Ull tiouble you for a cheque for ten
thousand pounds !” '

“It’s robbery!” stormed Sir
Montagu. ‘‘Ten thousand pounnds for
one morning’s work! By Heaven, I
knew that some of you detective
fellows were pretty crooked, but I had

an idca, Blake, that you were an

L3} ]

exception !

Sexton Biake eyed him steadily;
and the big man’s gaze quailed.

“Would you have preferred me to
spend a fortnight in the search?”
asked Blake contemptuously. ‘“You
wanted thosc documents back quickly,
Billings—and there they are. Not a
police officer nor a mnewspaper man
has seen them. Do you think I want
your dirty money? You told me to
name my own figure, and I named
it.”

“You'll oblige me by speaking

civilly.”

“Civilly, be hanged!” snapped
Blake. ‘‘I'd speak civilly to a pick-
pocket, or to a bank robber—but not
to you, Billings. That ten thousand
is going to charity—and it’s going
anonymously. You’re mnot going to
get the credit for it, and I don't
deserve to, since it’s not my money,
and I wouldn’t contaminate myself
by touching it.”

Sir Montagu went pale with anger.

“If you think you can come into
my office and talk to me like this—"
ke began.

“(Give me that cheque!” demanded
Blake dangerously. “I’ve said all I
intend to say to you, Billings !”

And something in his tone, some-
thing in his manner, made Sir
Montagu sit hurriedly at the desk
and write out the cheque. Blake
took it, saw that it was in order,
and without a word he walked out.

He had no sooner reached the other
side of the door than he beheld a
flushed, frantic-looking man who was
demanding to see Sir Montagu—and
who was being told by, distracted
clerks that Sir Montagu wds cngaged.
There appeared to be an epidemic of
unwanted callers to-day.

Blake acted with commendable
promptitude,

¥
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Whisking a newspaper from his
pocket, he opened it and held it close

to his face, as though he were short- P

sighted. Thus he passed out, and the
frantic man did not even see his
features.

Blake reached the marble lobby in
a thoughtful mood. For he had scen
through the disguise of the frantic
gentleman. And Blake knew him to
be Rupert Waldo.

And the detective, remembering
Waldo’s cliallenge, came to the con-
clusion that a brief wait would not
be to his disadvantage. -

Chapter 5.

Waldo Acquires a Father.

UPERT WALDO, in his enthu-
siasm for the work in hand,
completely left Scxton Blake
out of his calculations, and that
was a dangerous thing to do,

as he would have recognised had things
not becn going so well. He certainly
had not the remotest idea, as he stood
arguing with the clerks, that‘B_lak?
had only just left Sir Montague Billings
private oflice.

Waldo was enjoring himself thoroughly.
MThis was a big day. He had had a
great morning; and, if everything went
right, he would have an even greater
afternoon. When it came to a matter
of cool, unadulteratod cheek, Waldo
was supreme. His audacity was stagger-

ing. :
%f Waldo had elected to go on the
stage he would rapidly have won his
way to front rank. His acting now was
superb. Ho had all the appearanco -of
a distracted man on the vergo of col-
lapse. He was frantic; he was a bundle
of nerves. :

“Y must see Sir Montagu,” he
pleaded, wild-eyed. “I must—I must!
He’s the only man who can help me.
Won’t you please take me to him?
Gentlemen, I beg of you—"

“Come, come, sir,” interrupted one of
the clerks, “you mustn’t make a scene
here! I've already told you that Sir
Montagu cannot sce you unless you
have an appointment.” .

“You can’t keep me from him!”
shouted Waldo despairingly. “I will see
him }” .

And with one sudden, standing lea
he cleared the mahogany barrier and,
bofore anybody could stop him, he
reached the door of Sir Montagu’s
private office.

The millionaire looked up angrily as
the door burst open; but after the first
shock he was not alarmed. The pal-
pitating wretch who stood in the door-
way inspired no fear,

“Sir Montagu!” panted Waldo,
staggering forward. “Please, please!
They wouldn’t let me in; I apologise,
but I must see you, sir! I know how
good you are; you can help me!”

Ho collapsed into the big easy-chair
which was reserved for visitors, and,
sobbing, buried his face in his hands.

There were two startled clerks stand-
ing in the doorway, and Sir Montagu,
after a look at his trembling visitor,
waved an imperious hand.

“I'll deal with this man,” he said
brusquelf. “Come in when I ring.”

The clerks, reclieved, departed; and
Waldo secretly gloated.

“Oh, Sir Montagu, how can I thank
you?”’ he muttered, looking up. *Here,
gir, look [”

s

<

With fumbling, trembling hands he
took some War Loan Stock from his
ocket,.

“That’s of no interest to me,” said
Sir Montagu curtly. *What the devil
do you mean by forcing your way into
my office like this?”

“My name is Turner, sir—Arthur
Turner,” said Waldo, looking at the
millionaire with feverish eyes. “My
father—— But, no; you wouldn’t under-
stand. There’s five thousand pounds of
War Loan Stock here, Sir Montagu. I
want you to let me have three thousand
pounds in cash—now—immediately—this
minute [ .

“You're talking wildly,” retorted the

other. “I’m no moneylender—"
N “I know it, sir!” interrupted Waldo.
“The stock’s geniiine. I'll—I'll redeem
it within a weck and pay any interest
you like to namo. I daren’t go to a
moneylender, because that would mean
delay. But you're different, sir. The
security 1s good, and——"

“Yes, this stock is all right,”” said Sir
Montagu, who, with an expert eye, had
been glancing at the stock. ““You can
get five thousand on this without any
trouble—"’

“But not at once, sir I’ panted Waldo.
“I was afraid that a moneylender
wouldn’t have three thousand pounds in
cash, and any delay will mean disaster 1”
. ‘Come, comec!” said Sir Montagu
mmpatiently., “This is all very well, but
I'm not going to help you. The whole
thing is preposterous. ~With such
security as this you can get your money
without any difliculty.”

Waldo suddenly came nearer; his eyes
were burning, and his voice, when he
spoke again, had dropped to a mysteri-
ous whisper. '

“May I spcak to you in confidence,
sir?” he asked. “You swear you won't
breathe @ word ?”

I'll do no 'such

“Confound you!
thing——"

_“I need the money for my father,
sir; he’s one of the directors of Thorpe's
Bank—"

“What I”” ejaculated Sir Montagy,
with a start.

“Yes, sir—Thorpe’s Bank,” muttercd
Waldo, looking round him fearfully.
“It’s a private bank, sir; nothing to do
with the big combines.””

“I know—1I know !” said the million-
aire sharply. “ What about it? You say
that your father is a director of Thorpe’s
Bank? In Heaven's name, man, what
are you getting at?”

. Sir Montagu by now was not only
interested, but thoroughly alarmed. He
had a very big account at Thorpe's
Bank. It was a private banking house,
and one of tho most exclusive in the
City. Its integrity was of wrought iron.

Waldo secretly gloated as he saw the
change in his victim. ‘He knew well
enough that Sir Montagu kept a large
balance at Thorpe’s Bank, E)r Wa.lgo
had very carefully inspected the million-
aire’s bankbook, which he had found in
the Alford House safe. He knew, in
fact, that this Thorpe’s Bank account
was a purelf secrct one,

“If you’ll let me have the three
thousand, sir, I can get my father
safely out of the country—to-day—before
the crash!” whispered Waldo.

“The'— the crash!” stuttered 8Sir
Montagu.

“QOh, it doesn’t mean anything to you,
sirI” went on Waldo. “But Thorpe’s
Bank will fail morrow—when the
truth gets out.. , it’s dreadful! My
father’s a director—"

‘““Hang it, man, you said that before 1”
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gshouted Sir Montagu. “What are you
getting at?”

“Half a million!” panted Waldo,
clutching at the desk for support.
“Heaven help my father; he's robbed
Thorpe’s Bank of over half a million—
squandered it—speculated with it! But
the truth won’t be known until to-
morrow, and by .then, if you’ll lend me
this money, I can get my father safely
on a boat. I didn’t want to tell you all
this, but you mufst see how urgent it is 1’

“You're crazy!” snarled Billings.
“Half a million wouldr’t break Thorpe’s
Bank 1”

“Ii’s not a big bank, sir, and my
father says that when the truih gets out
there’ll be a dreadful crash,” said Waldo
despairingly. “The bank will have to
stop payment to-morrow, and that'll
mean a run; and—and then they’ll
never be able to save themselves from
disaster] But don’t you sce, Sir

Montagu, that if I get my father out
of the country to-day—"

“Yes, yes, I see!” interrupted Sir
Montagu, staring fascinatedly at the
clock. “Great heavens! Five minutes to
three! Wait here, you! I'Il—I'll get
that money !”

*““Oh, I'll be ecternally grateful, sir!”
breathed Waldo with tremulous fervour.

P UT Sir Montagu Billings was

& dashing out of his private office
at full speed.  Startled clerks
and stenographers watched him
as he blundered through the
outer office and reached the elevator.
In an absolute fever, the millionaire
went down to the street level; hatless,
he dashed along the Strand.

Exactly as Rupert Waldo had antici-

pated; he had precipitated the million-
aire into this action. Four more minutes
and Thorpe’s Bank would be closed for
the day ! Waldo had given Sir Montagu
no time to think, no time to detect any
possible flaws. The one staggering fact
—or supposed fact—that hit Sir Montagu
between the eyes was the knowledge
that ‘Lhorpe’s Bank would suspend pay-
ment 1n the morning,

S50 far the dreadful truth had not
leaked out. Sir Montagu thought only
of bimself—of his money. At all costs
he must make certain of it!

He reached the bank just as the great
doors were on the point of being closed.
He had no knowledge that Sexton
Blake, from a safe distance, had been
watching him with quite unusual
interest; he was just as ignorant of the
fact that a gaunt, haggard man, with
ia].motor-cycle, was equally interested in

im.

With a supreme effort Billings com-

posed himself as he crossed to the
dlgmﬁed, _old-fashioned counter. The
elderly chief clerk was smiling.

“Only just in time, Sir Montagu,” he
sald pleasantly.

“JI—er—I find myself in sudden and
unexpected need of a large sum—in
cash,” said Sir Montagu, striving to
speak normally. “I want you to tell me,
Mr. Hubbard, the exact amount of my
balance in this account.”

*“With pleasure, sir,”’ said the chief
clerk politely.

He was surprised, but perfectly digni-
fied. He disappeared for some moments
hehind a glass screen, and Sir Montagu
hcard the pages of a ledger being turned
over. And Sir Montagu was relieved to
note that the bank wore its usual air of
quiet, solid placidity.

“Yes, Sir Montagu, here we are,”
said Mr. Hubbard, appearing again.
“Your balance stands at exactly ninety-
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“As a be‘iﬂﬂl‘ﬂf we’ll try this scarf,”

said Blake.

four thousand eight hundred and
fifteen pounds.” i .

“Give me a blank cheque,” said Sir
Montagu. “I want to withdraw ninety
thousand now—in cash.” .

“ As you wish, Sir Montagu,” said Mr.
Hubbard politc(apr.

He watche interestedly as Sir
Montagu made out the cheque; he took
it with a smile. .

“If you will excuse me a minute,” he
murmured apologetically. ,

Billings was in a fever, for he knew
that the head clerk had gone into the
manager’s office with that cheque. It
was a dreadful minute. Had Turner’s
defalcations been discovered? Would

the bank stop payment

“Good-afternoon, Sir Montagu!” said
another voice. ]

It was the manager, and Sir Montagu
looked at him through a kind of mist.
He was reputed to be a millionaire, but
a great deal of his vast wealth was
floating, and, indeed, illusory. This
money of his in Thorpe’s DBank was
solid—his own private fortune.

“IJow would you like this money, Sir
Montagu ?” asked the manager
smoothly. )

“ITow? Ob, it doesn’t matter.” said
Billings, with a start.

His relief was enormous. .

“T suggest that you take it in one
hundred and eighty five-hundred-pound
notes,” said the manager.

Pedro sniffed at it eagerly.

“Certainly! That will do
didly !” said Sir Montagu.

'3

you—thank you i

He watched almost fascinatedly as
the notes wero counted out as though
they were sixpenny postal-orders. They
were checked, rechecked, the numbers
were noted, and then they were placed
in an envelope and passed across the
counter. :

Sir Montagu was ushered out of the
bank in the same polite, placid way.
And, for the first time, he wondered,
vaguely, if there was something wrong
about this. Well, it didn’t matter. He
had his money. And if Thorpe’s Bank
crashed, it could crash, and he wculd
only lose a few thousands. If he had
had the courage, he would have with-
drawn his entire balance.

“Good-afternoon, Sir Montagu !’

Mr. Hubbard closed the heavy door
after him, and Billings, taking a deep
breath, started across the pavement.
An alert-looking man, in a bowler hat,
with a short, scrubby moustache,
touched him on the arm.

“Sir Montagu Billings. I think,” said
this man, in a firm, hard voice.

“IWell 2 said Sir Montagu, staring.

“Y am Detective-Inspector Williams,
of Scotland Yard, sir, and I have_ here
a warrant for your arrest,” said the
alert man.

Sir Montagu's heart nearly stopped

 spien-
*“Thank
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beating, and every atom of colour had

drained from his face.
“My—my arrest!? he almost
squecaked.

“I'm sorry, sir,” said the other. “I
don't want to embarrass you, and I

hope you won't make a scene. But
here’s the warrant, and——"

“You're . crazy!” broke in Sir
Montagu. “The thing is preposterous!

iz

On what charge—
“The charge, Sir Montagu, is that
you have wrongly converted some stock
belonging to tho Branson Trust,” said
Detective-Inspector Williams steadily.
“]1 happened to sece you go .into this
bank, so I waited. Now, sir, I shall be
obliged if you will accompany me.”
And so brilliant was Rupert Waldo’s
acting that Sir Montagu Billings, look-
ing straight into his tace, was without
a single suspicion of the startling truth,

Chapter 6.

The Man on the Common.

EXTON BLAKE was intrigued.

Ho had a shrewd notion as to

the nature of Waldo’s game,

for there had been somothing

. vastly significant in Billings’
frantic dash to Thorpe’s Bank.

Quite obviously Sir Montagu had
been tricked into withdrawing a heavy
sum of money—in cash. And it was
just as obvious that Rupert Waldo had
designs upon that money.

But there was another factor. Blake
had not failed to observe the gaunt,
haggerd stranger with the motor-cycle.
This man had bcen hanging about the
Billings Building when Blake had
emerged, and the detective had recog-
nised him as the man who had made an
unsuccessful attempt to sec the million-
aire. The man had been about to ride
away on his . motor-cycle when Sir
Montaguc had emerged, and since then
the motor-cyclist had waited.

Blake, lounging in a deeply recessed
doorway, was watohing carefully. This
comedy, or drama, or whatever it was,
gripped him.

Immediately after Sir Montaﬁu left
the Billings Building, Waldo himself

emerged — much less . frantic-looking
now. He went straight to a shabby-
looking coupe which was parked farther
along. He got into the car, and Blake
could not fail to notico that the windows
of both doors were splashed with mud
to such an extent that they were
virtually screcened. -

The windscreen itself, except in the
spot where the electric wiper had been
in operation, was in the same condition.
That car, in fact, was as privatoe as
though blinds were drawn across the
glass. _ .

Presently the car shifted, and it went
slowly along until it reached Thorpe’s
Bank. Here it came to a standstill, and
a perfect stranger emerged.

Even Blake for the moment was taken
by surprise. Then he knew the truth.
Waldo had entered that car in one
guise, and ho had got out of it in
another. During that brief interval the
Wonder Man had effected a brilliant
change. .

Glancing round, Blake noticed that
the gaunt motor-cyclist was still in
evidence.

“H'm! This is becoming quite enter-
taining,” murmured Blake. ‘“You ap-
pear to be enjoying yourself hugely,
iny dear Waldo. But don’t be too sure
of yourself! I'm very much afraid
that you're going to get a shock pretty
soom {2 -

lection of Waldo's challenge.

For Sexton Blake was determined to
act. He was hardened by the recol-
For his
very rcputation’s sake he must take
Waldo. But he had a mind to give the
Wonder Man a little more rope.

He moved across to the Grey Panther
and got 1n,

6 OOK here, my friend, this is
an absurdity !® said Sir
Montague impatiently.

Yet

_ charged

Branson Trust papers!

police had taken action!

“If there’s been a mistake, sir, there’s
nothing to worry about,” said \Waldo,
with stiff politeness. *“ Anyhow, you
can explain things at the station. I've
got a car here, as I thought you'd like
the thing to be done quietly. I'm suro
you wouldn’'t have a scene, Sir

{ontagu.”

And Waldo suggestively jingled
some handcuffs in his pocket. The very
sound of them sent cold ghivers down
Billings’ spine. ]

“All right—all right!” he said
hastily. “Where’s the car? The whola
thing’s an infernal blunder, and I'm
going to make it hot for somebody, 1
can tell you! We’d better go.”

Waldo opened the door of the car,
and there was such a bland air about
him that Sexton Blake, from a distanceé,
could imaginoe Waldo whispering to
himself: “Walk into my parlour, said
the spider to the fly !”

Sir Montagu walked in, and Waldo
entered the other door. .

“Glad you’ve been so sensible, Sir
Montagu,” said Waldo calmly. “I'm
only doing my duty, sir.”

His duty took a strange {urn, for
Waldo had calmly produced a little
phial, and he was deliberately pouring
some pungent-smelling liquid on to a
cotton pag. He did so coolly, in such
a matter-of-fact way, that it was some
moments before Billings took notice.
And then Billings stared.

“What on earth are you doing ! he
asked, coughing.

“This?” said Waldo gently.
nothing much—only chloroformn.”

“Chloroform !” ejaculated the million-
aire. “What are you doing with
chloroform, you fool #” .

“Just a little idea of mine.”

“But what’s 1t for?”

“For you,” said Waldo softly.

And in the same second he placed a
grip round Sir Montagu’s shoulders
which was like the cMtch of a steel
vice. With his other hand he clapped
the chloroformed pad to Sir Montagu’s
face. Only for a fecw moments did
Billings struggle; then his movemenis
Became more and more fecble, and,
finally, he slumped down, unconscious.

The audacity of {he thing was
startling. Here, in the busy Strand,
with the traffic ccaselessly monnﬁ‘_up
and down, with pedestrians walking
within a few feet of the car, Waldo had
done this thing. True, the windows
and windscreen of the car were so mud-
bespattered that none of the passers-by
could see within. But it was a daring
act, nevertheless.

“Phew! I'm getting dizzy myself
muttered Waldo, opening the driving-
window.

He let in some fresh air, closed the
window again, and then he took the
bulky envelope from -Sir Montagu’s
breast pocket. His eyes gleamed with
satisfaction as he roughly calculatced the
value of the notes.

“Close upon a hundred thousand, or
I'm the ghost of Dick Turpin!” mur-
mured Waldg, By the Lord Harry,

. e ———— e A e

within him he was
with alarm. The
Alrcady the

“It’s
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‘certainly the stuflf to give them!”

even better than I cxpeéted! This is

He pocketed the prize, started the
engine, and the car glided away.

He did not know that two people were
tcemendously interested in his move-
ments. Waldo had done exceedingly
well, but so cngrossed was ho in iis
own activities that he was just a littlo
careless. And carclessness, in a man of
bis brilliance, was an unforgivable sin.

He drove off, and, being an cxpert

driver, he was soon bowling across
Irafalgar Square, and heading for
Whitchall., Not a grcat way behind

came a shabby-looking motor-cyclist.
And the Grey Panther followed.

By this timc Blake was puzzled. He
knew that Sir Montagun was not taking
this ride willingly. There was some-
thing very queer about the whole busi-
ness. Well, he would follow the muddy
coupe, and sooner or later——

Then 1t was that Fate took a hand in
tho game, and Fate favoured Waldo.

For a young fool in a rakish sports
midget came cutting in recklessly in
front of the Grey Panther. Blake
swerved adroitly, but he was a shade
too late.

Crash!

There was a shriek of buckling metal,
and the midget rocked against Blake’s
big Rolls, and both cars came to a
standstill. It was one of those unfore-
seen trifles which are deliberately sent
by an unkindly Providence to try us.

The damage to the Grey Panther was
small; but precious minutes were
necessarily wasted. Two constables
camoe up, and they Dboth recognised
Blake. 'The young fellow in the sports
midget, pale and chaken, was entirely
occupied by babbling out his excuses.

The policemen were cflicient.  They
rapidly disentangled the two cars, and
they made no atiempt to detain Blake.

But what with the gathering crowds
and the fact that the Grey Panther’s
steering was affected, Blake was not
able to resume his journcy until fifteen
minutes had elapsed.

He learned from a point-duty con-
stable that the muddy coupe had gone
across Westminster Bridge, but after
that he lost track of it compietely.

Blake shrugged his shoulders ruefully,
and, accepting the set-back in a philo-
sophical way, he drove home.

Blake had tea alone. Tinker was still
on the watch in the Camden Road, and
Blake was counting upon that fact. He
had lost track of Waldo, but probably
Tinker would soon report progress. In
fact, Blake had more than half a mind
to go along to Waldo’s lodgings himself;
It was practically certain that the
Wonder Man would return to Mrs.
Alloway’s., after he had completed his
“ business ”* with Billings.

Then came the bombshell.

Blake was on the point of leaving
when the telephone bell rang. Inspector
Lennard was at the other end of the
wire, and his voice was grave.

“I’m speaking from the Balham
district,’” he said. “I . thought you
might like to know, Blake, that Sir
Montagu Billings has been found on
Tooting Bee Common with his head
smashed in.”

“What?” ejaculated Sexton Blake,
thoroughly startled. :

“Fact!” seid Lonnard., “I hate to
think that Waldo.has done this, but it
looks mightily queer. Some children
came across the body bchind a bush;
handcuffs on the wrists and ankles, and,
meroifully, a big scarf tied completely
round the head. So the kids didn’t
know what they had actually found.
They told a policeman, and it was he
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who removed the scarf. There’s another
thing—Billings evidently knew nothing
of the blow, because he was chloro-
formed.”

“Waldo didn’t do it, Lennard !’’ said
Blake almost angrily. “Don’t be an
idiot! You know perfectly well that
Waldo wouldn’t murder a man in cold
blood while that man was unconscious.”

“Well, it looks very funny!” said
Lennard grufly.  “There were some
finger-prints on the handecuffs, and I've
sent them up ito the Yard. The report
ought to be here by the time you
arrive—if you’re coming.”

“I’m coming,’’ said Blake briefly.

RAVELY troubled, the detee-
tive reached Tooting Bec
Common in record time, and
he took Pedro with him in
the Grey Panther. On a

guiet part of the common, just off the

road which leads from Balham to

Streatham, he found a group of police

officers and Scoiland Yard detectives.

The body had not vet been moved.

“You've been quick, old man.” said
Lennard, as Blake came up. “Well,
you were wrong.”

“How was I wrong?”’

“The man who put those handcuffs on
Billings left his finger-prints, and thosc
finger-prints have been identified as
Waealdo’s,” repliecd Lennard.

“That docsn’t prove that Waldo comit-
mitted murder; it only proves that he
put the handcuffs on Billings.” .

“VYes: but hang it, that’s a bit thick,
isn’t it " protested the inspector. “We
were pretty certain last night that
Waldo was the man who had broken
into Billings’ house. Now we find
Billings dead, handcuffed, and Waldo’s
finger-prints on the handcuffs.”

Blake examined the body. Death had
been caused by a crashing blow on top
of the head, which might have been
made by a heavy spanner, or some such
1implement. L

“We've been making inquirics, and
we've learned that a dirty-looking coupe
was scen in this neighbourhood in the
late afternoon,”’ went on Lennard. It
stopped here for a bit, after driving
right on to the turf. We're looking for
that coupe now.”

Blake nodded. He could have told
Lennard something about that coupe.

“1 don’t believe Waldo did this,” said
the detective bluntly.

Lennard shrugged.

“J1f he didn’t, who did?”’ . ,

“That’s what we've got to find out,”
replied Sexton Blake. “ Look here,
Lennard, there’s one point you have ap-
parently missed. The cvidence last
night hinted that Waldo was the masked
man who opened Billings’ safe; vet that
masked man did not leave the slightest
trace of a finger-print. You only
guessed that he was Waldo.”

“ That’s true.”

“That affair was a commonplace
burglary,”’ continued Blake. “This 1s
murder, and yet Waldo is fool enough
to leave his finger-prints on the hand-
cuffs! He is careful cnough to use
gloves when he opens a_safe, yet he
commits the incredible folly, according
to your theory, of leaving his finger-
prints on the body of a man he has just
killed. It doesn’t fit.” o

“He might have done the thing in a
sudden fit of temper.”

“That doesn’t fit, cither, and you
know it,”’ said Blake. “Billings was
chloroformed. It’s my belief that Waldo
brought him here in that coupe,. hand-
cuffed as you found him. All Waldo did
was to Tift Billings out of the car and
dump him behind these bushes.”

i

~ No. 1 4001—The Union Jack.,

“And I suppose some passer-by found
Billings, disliked the look of his face,
and whacked him over the head 7’ asked
Lennard sarcastically.

“Haven’t you found anybody who
actually saw the man with the coupe?”
asked Blake, ignoring the inspector’s re-
mark. “We know that Waldo is an
audacious beggar. It would be char-
acteristic of him to bring Billings here
in broad daylight, and coolly drop him
behind a clump of bushes. Waldo would
do a thing like that without turning a
hair. But you’re not going to make me
bhelieve that he would dump a dead
body in the same way, or that he would
make a murderous attack upon his
v1ct1;n after he had lifted him out of the
car.’

“The funny thing about tho whole
business is that we can’t find any reliable
witnesses,” grumbled Lennard. “This
thing happened in the afternoon, and
that’s really the unfortunate part about
it. It was nearly teca-time, you sce, and
hardly anybody was about. This road
13 a quict one, and these bushes form
an effective scrcen. Nobody would take
much noticec of a car drawn up against
them, and Waldo could have pulled his
man out without a soul seeing him. Bug
I admire his nerve!”

“Did you find
Billings 7°’

“Nothing much—fifty pounds or so in
his wallet, and some loose silver in his
trousers pocket. 1’m having inquiries
made——"

He broke off as a Flying Squad ear
came up. Two men jumped out, and
one of them took Lennard aside and

apy nioney on

talked to him earnestly for some
minutes.
“This looks thunderingly ugly,

Blake !”” said Lennard, when he again
joined the detective., *“*We've 1ust
lecarned that Billings went to his bank at
three o’clock, and withidrew nincty
thousand pounds in solid cash,”
“Oh!”’ said Blake thoughtfully.
“You don’t scem very surprised.”
Blake twasn’t surprised. He had fully
cxpected to hear some suci report:
“Waldo must have known about that
big sum of money, and ninety thousand
pounds 1s a good enough metive for
murder,” said Lennard grimly. “And
don’t forget, Blake, that Waldo is a
crook. Big money like that is a huge

temptation.”’

“Do you know what the money was—
I mean, what notes ?” '

“It was all in five-hundred-pound
notes.”’

“Then, my dear Lennard, there’s a
snag,” said Blake. *“Waldo isn’t a fool.
Do you think he would murder a man,
steal ninety thousand pounds, in five-
hundred-pound notes, and expect to get
away with it? Even Waldo couldn’t
change such money, with all his nerve.
It’s so much waste-paper to him.”

“Yes, that’s true,” admitted Lennard,
puzzled.

“DBut if Waldo had left his victim
here, practically unharmed, the whole
thing would be different,” continued
Blake. “I believe Waldo took some-
thing else from Billings’ safe last night
—in fact, I know he did. Something
that gives him a hold over Billings, and
I believe he was going to use that in
a rather cunning way. In short, ho

‘meant to force Billings to keep quiet

about the stolen money until it was all
legitimately chenged into non-traccable
cash. How could he -have done that if

he had killed Billings?”

“T see your point,” said Lennard, with
a startlecf look in his eyes. ‘“And that
reminds me of something else. There
was a note in Billings’ breast pocket—
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just a scribbled note on a sheet torn
from a pocket-book. Leook!”

He produced it, and Blake's eyes
gleamed. The note, which was un-
mistakably in Waldo’s handwriting,

.without any attempt at disguise, ran:

“Be sure to be at home this evening at
scven-thirty, as I am coming to see you,
and we’'ll talk business. ntil then—
mum'’s the word.—BranpoN TRuUST.”

Blake nodded keenly. The thing was
perfectly clear to him, Waldo, of
course, had written that note on the
assumption that he still had possession
of the Brandon Trust documents,

“Lennard, we're going to clear Waldo
of this murder charge,’”” said Blake, his
voice becoming hard. ‘‘And you're
going to help me. I've just thought of
something. This note makes it clear
that Waldo left Billings alive. Other-
wise, why should he tell him to be at
home at seven-thirty ?”

*I thought it was a sort ef blind—to
make us think—-"

But Blake was impatient.

“Man alive! Waldo leaves his finger-
prints on the handcuffs—he lcaves his
note, in his own handwriting, which you
and I know perfectly well,” he said.
“The evidence, as 1t stands, is absolutely -
damning against Waldo. It's so
damning, in fact, that he cannot be
guilty. Look here, Lennard. Have tho
ncwspapers got hold of this?” '

“Not yet.”

“Then, as a personal favour, I want
vou to keep it dark,” said Sexton Blake.
“T’ll tell you more of this later. DBut
on no account must the evening news-
papers publish a report of Billings'
death. By the way, have your men
heard anything about a motor-cyclist
who might have been near this spot?”

“A motor-cyclist 7’ repeated Lennard,
staring. ‘“No, I’ve heard nothing like
that.”

“Then I should advise you to makae
inquiries,” said Blake. “In fact, I
think I can put you on to the real
murderer—and without much difficulty.”

“The deuce you can!”

“As a beginning, weé'll try this scarf,”
went on Blake. “I'm sure it’s not
Waldo’s—and 1'm equally sure that
Billings wouldn’t wear a scarf. Pedro
might be able to help us here.”

Blake, in fact, had secn that selfsame
ccarf adorning the neck of the gaunt-
faced ‘motor-cyelist in the Strand. It
was an important clue. As Blake saw
this affair Waldo had dumped his
victim, and the motor-cyelist had ap-
proached, had found Billings unconscious

'—or perhaps just rccovering—and he

had tied the scarf round his {ace beforo
striking tle fatal blow. The purpose of
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the scarf had been twofold—to prevent
Billings from seeing what was about to
happen to him, and to muffle any cries
he might have madec.

Pedro sniffed at the scarf eagerly, and
not a minute had elapsed before, after
nosing about, he set off across the com-
mon. He had picked up the trail.

Chapter 7.

No Blackmuailer!

¥ EANWHILE, Rupert
| was supremely happy.

Having left Sir Montagu
Billings behind the bushes on
_ Tooting Bec Common—very
much alive, as Blake had deduced—the
Wonder Man coolly drove into
Strecatham, and took the muddy coupe
into a lock-up garage. It was one of
those places, familiar enough in the

Waldo

suburbs, where ' dozens of lock-up
garages are built round a big concrete
vard., - Entirely unauthorised, Waldo

drove in, placed the coupe in an empty
garage, and then he calmly closed the
doors. It was this action of his which
. had so baflled the police—for that car had

not vet been traced, and wasn't likely®

ro be traced until the real owner of tho
lock-up garage came back and found a
strange car within, - -

The coupe had been hired by Waldo,
and he was perfectly easy in mind about
it. The rightful owners would get 1t
back in due course.

By taxi, Lie went back to London, and
here he spent an interesting half-hour in
loocking up newspaper files and other
records. Then he went into a post
office, purchased some olficial registcred
envelopes, and busied himself at one of
the telegraph counters.

He scnt thrce lettcrs—one to Mrs.
Gresham, containing forty-five {hou-
sand pounds in banknoles; another to
Mr. George Crofton, who lived ncar
Romford, containing ten thousand
pounds in banknotes; and a third to
Mr. Walter Tiverton, of Surrey, con-
taining {iftcen thousand pounds. Ile dis-
patched all these lelters at once,
expressing them in order to ensure quick
delivery.

And in cach letter he placed a little
slip of paper, containing the words:
“This money is yours—justice has been
done.”

He knew that these sums represented
the exact amounts which the three
directors of .the Grant River Lead and
Spelter Syndicate had lost in the crash.
That money, actually, had been stolen
by Sir Montagu Billings; the private
fortuncs of the three victims had gone to
the shareholders. In a word, Billings
had rooked the sharcholders, but the
directors had stood the racket. So
Waldo, by this one stroke, had indeed
administered justice.

General Gresham had been the
greatest sufferer, for his fortune had
heep much larger than the others, and
he had suffered disgrace, and that dis-
grace had killed him. But it was not too
late to help the widow.

“Yes, I'm rather pleased with my-
self,” mused Waldo, as he returned to
Camden Road. “It has been a busy
day, with plenty of quick work. And
I still have & cool {wenty thousand
pounds in my pocket, as my own per-
sonal fee.”

He felt that he was on perfectly safe
ground.

Billings would never dare to claim
that money—he would not even report
its loss, and have the notes stopped. For
Waldo held the Branson Trust papers—

or he thought he did—and Sir Montagu
knew it. Waldo was looking forward
to the interview at seven-thirty. It
would be the end of a very perfect day.

The Wonder Man, of course, was
labouring under the delusion that Sir
Montagu, upon recovering consciousness,
would yell for help and attract atten-
tton. Then a kindly police officer would
rcmove the handsuffs, and Billings
would find that little note in his pocket,

instcad of the ninety thousand pounds.
And that note would cflectually keep
his mouth shut.

At seven-thirty, with Sir Montagu in
a fecble and frightened state, the inter-
view would take place. Waldo had it
afl cut and dried. He was no Dblack-
mailer, but he was certainly going to
use those documents as a gentle lever.

Arriving near his lodgings, he got off
the bus—for he had travelled humbly.
And within half & minute Waldo came
to a sudden halt, his eyves filled with
mingled amusement and annoyance, and
even consternation.

He had just spotted Tinker.

He cursed himself heartily and called
himself a fool for cver hLaving had the
impudence fo challenge Scxton Blake to
“get ” him. Iere. in front of his eyes,
was the evidence of that foolishness.

It gave Waldo much food for thought.
What., exactly, did Blake know? How
had Blake trailed him to this humble
Camden Road boarding-house? Waldo
had been fondly telling himself that he
had covered up all his tracks.

- thorne ”

He realised that he would have to
go warily. Nothing must interfere with
his seven-thirty appointment. He would
have turned back, without entering the
boarding-house at all, if it hadn’t been
for the fact that the Branson Trust
papers were in the bureau——

“By the Lord Harry!”
Waldo, with a jump.

muttered
“1 wonder!”

He was certain that Tinker had not
made a quick

spotted him, and now he

detour, and arrived in a little mews
which branched out from a quiet side
turning. Soon he came to a gate, and,
opening this, he found hiinself in Mrs.
Alloway’s untidy back garden.
Incidentally, Waldo had spent a few
minutes in the shadow of a wall trans-
forming himself into *“‘James Glen-
once again. DBut he got
indoors without encountering the land-
lady, and he went straight up to his
room, closed the door, and opcned the
bureau.
“Gone!” he muttered. “Well, well!”
It was a nasty blow. His hold over
Billings was gone, and it meant that
Billings would circulate the numbers of
those banknotes and have them stopped.
Waldo sat down to think things out,
This was a great pity. Everything
would have been so casy. His plan, as
he had formed it, had been to face
Billings and tell him calmly that nothing
would be done with the Branson papers
until all the moncy had been cleared
and definitely credited to the accounts
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of Mrs. Gresham, Mr, Crofton, and Mr,
Tiverton. Then Waldo would return
the documents—and Sir Montagu would
be unable to prove a thing. It had all
been so simple.

“You’re a blithering idiot—that’s
what you are!” grunted Waldo, as he
lared . at his reflection i1n the old-
ashioned mirror. “This is what comes
of being cocky !”

He went to the door, opened it, and,

A
\:-?5:‘?&‘1‘3'—- S

Waldo tore at the edges of the
hole he had driven, making a
gap large enough for him to
squirm through on to the
roof of the police van.

as it happened, Mis, Alloway was down
in the hall. ) .
“Qh, there you are!” said Waldo in
his usual cheery way. “Good-evening,
fair lady 1” ] .
“Why, Mr. Glenthorne, sir, I didn’t
know you was in!” said the landlady.

“Came in the back way,” explained
Waldo. “Anybody becn to seo me

time !” said Mrs. Alloway. “The gent
said that you expected him.”

“The gent was right,” replicd Waldo.
“J ought to have expected him, but I’ve
been a bit carcless to-day. Did he leavo
any namc?”

“Yes, sir. Name of Blake. He said
you’d understand,” replied the land-
ady.

Waldo thoroughly
said so.

But he wasn’t donec.

understood, and

It was more

ves, sir—just about dinner-:
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than ever necessary that he should keep
that appointment. There was just a
chance that Blake had not yet returned
the Branson Trust papers.

HIEF INSPECTOR LEN-
NARD nodded.

“Yes; thcse are the marks

of motor-cycle tyres. You'ro

right, Blake. It seems that

there was somebody else in the business.”

“And I think I can put you on the

track of him fairly easily,” said Sexton
Blake. ‘“But first of all we must nab
Waldo. We can set a trap for him very
o_:as’ily—and he’ll walk hecad-first into
1t,’

Pedro had had a simple enough task.
Trailing across the grass of Tooting
Bec Common, -he had {ollowed an
crratic, zigzag course, which took Blake
and Lennard behind ecvery available
clump of bushes. And then Pedro had
come to a halt on a little cross-road. It
was little more than a track, and the
surface was sandy and dusty.

. The trail ended here—but clearly
mmpressed in the sand were the marks
of motor-cycle tyres.

“It’s casy ecnough to reconstruct
what happened,” said Sexton Blake.
“Waldo drove up in the coupe, and he
lifted Billings out and carried him
behind the bush. This man on the
motor-cvcle took this other little road
and waited. After Waldo had gonc he
approached the spot, delivered the blow,
and then went off,”

“This is only a theory,” objeccted
Lennard. “You mustn’t forget that
we've got the goods on Waldo——”

“I'm not forgetting that,” interrupted

like this before.
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Blake. “Now, Lennard, listen to me !
I know that Waldo did not commit this
sordid crime. I want yYou to be at
Alford House at scven-fiftecen with at
least half a dozen men. Pll be there
a few minutes afterwards.”

They talked earnestly for so
minutes,  Lennard no{iding sw?t]lg
ap‘?recmtglon.

All right1” he said at length. “Tt

might work, Blake;
reﬂ;l u];ill hbe casy.”
ake hurried away immediate]

he did not go straight to Baker Syt'rg)elilf
He drove to the Billings Building and
sought out Sir Montagu’s sccretary,
who, needless to say, was in a stato of
bewilderment. His employer had
dashed out, hatless, just before three,
and he had not been scen since. Not
a soul in Billings’ office knew what it
meant.

“I'm afraid that
pened to Sir
sceretary.

and if it does, the

something has hap-
Montagu,”gsaid tl?c
“He’s never done anything
That man who came to
see him—-"

“You may bo ri ht,”
Blake. *“In Jz;ny case,ng.
very unlikely that Sirs
return this evening. I came hero on
quite another matter. You remember a
shabby, gaunt-faced man who was hers
at about half-past two, demandine to
sce Sir Montagu? He was u%ing
ab‘uiu‘e language——>

‘I'm not likely to forget him. \Ir
Blake !” said the other impaijently.
« Th(;a.lt lwa(sJ Cfrofton.” patiently.

“Ohl Crofton?” said Blake. “On
of the directors of the Grant Ri(?re?'
Syndicate 7

_“Yes. He has been here many times
since the crash,” said Mr. Waldron.
“He has made himsclf an infernal
nuisance. Sir Montagu was in no way
connected with that wretched business,
and Crofton’s wild accusations wero pre-
posterous. It’s a wonder to me that Sir
Montagu hasn’t given the fcllow in
charge. I believe he’s a bit mad.”
“Do you know where he lives 7”
“Down at Romford, in Essex,” said
the secretary. “I can give you his
address, if you like; he has wriiten
many times. I hope you'll be able to
do something, Mr. Blake, to stop him
making such a nuisance of himsclf.”

“I think I can do something,” said
Sexton Blake quietly, and took his
degarlgure for Baker Street.

uriously cnough, no sooner had he
arrived home than Tinker rang up.

“I tried to get hold of you once
before, guy’nor,”” came Tinker’s voice.
“I'm speaking from that public booth.
I haven’t scen Waldo yet—"

“I'm glad you phoned, Tinker,” said
Blake. “I didn’t want to keep you
hanging about there for nothing. You
can abandon that watch now. Come
straight home.”

Heo rang off, and then he set to work
on one of thc most difficult impersona-
tions of his career. Hec was assisted in
this by a number of photographs,
but more from his own photographic
memory.

When Tinker arrived
detective was startled.
“What on earth

guv’nor ?” he asked.

“Trying to save our mutual friend
Waldo from the scaffold!” rectorted
Sexton Blake.

“What !” gasped Tinker.

“If you haven’t had anything to cat,
shovel something down, and then -get
outside and wait in the car!” said
Blake crisply. “Look at the time!
It’s seven o’clock | T’ll be ready in five
minutes, Tinker. No time to cx]‘),lain
now, but you’ll understand later.’

interrupted
Waldron, it’s
Montagn will

the young

are YyYou doing,



T 7.30 to the minute Waldo
rang the front-door bell at
Alford House.

Ho was still in his “Glen-
thorne ”” get-up, for he had
secn no nccessit{ to make any altera-
tion. He had already appcared before

Sir Montagu as Turncr, tlle son of the

imaginary director of Thorpe’s Bank,

and as the equally imaginary Detective-

Inspector Williams. There was no

recason why Sir Montagu shouldn’t now

sce him in this other guise. If Billings
was shrewd enough, he would very soon
see that all three men were one and the
same. It would not matter in the lcast.

He would have to know, anyhow.

The door was opened by a dignified
butler.

“Sir Montagu is in?” asked Waldo
olitely. *“I have an appointinent with
1m.”

“VYes, sir,” said the butler. “Will
you come in, sir? What name?”

“My name,” said Waldo, “is Trust—
Mr. B. Trust. If you give that name to
Sir Montagu, he will thoroughly under-
stand.” .

“Very good, sir!” said the butler.

He went to the library, and Waldo
‘heard a few words of murmured con-
versation. Then the butler returned.

“This way, Mr. Trust, if you please !”
he said.

Waldo went to the library, where he
was gravely announced. The butler
withdrew, closing the door. At the desk
sat Sir Montagu Billings—or somcbody
so exactly like him that even Waldo's
keenly penetrative ecye detected no
flaw. No lights were on, for it was still
davlight. DBut the heavy curtains were
kalf-drawn, and the man at the desk
had his back to the light.

“ Now, vou infernal scoundrel, what
have you got to say?” came Sir Mon-

tagu’s hoarse, strained voice, “Are you
mad enough to think that you can
victimise moe further?”

Waido sat down, without a suspicion.
Sir Montague’s voice was exactly as he
had expected 1t. He saw a man who
was in a highly nervous condition—a
man who was even desperate.

With very good rcason had Sexton
Blake Lkept the report of Billings'’
death from the cvening newspaper.
Only by doing that had he made this
trap possible. Waldo had come unsus-
pectingly. He 1was actually facing
Scxton Blake, who was playving a
trump card. Little did the Wonder
Man realise that in various parts of the
room, hidden by the hcavy furniture,
were no less than seven Scotland Yard
detectives.

And Blake's purpose was clear-cut.

By this picce of make-belicve he was
definitely establishing Waldo’s innocence
—of the murder. Waldo had come, just
as Blake had told Lennard that he
would come. And it was an unques-
tionable fact that Waldo would not have
come if he had battered Sir Montagu's
licad in on Tooting Bec Common. His

resence alone was conclusive proof.

ut more was to follow.

“TLet’s talk this thing over quietly,
Billings,” said Waldo. “I’m not giving
anything away when I tell you that it
was I who busted your safe last night.
I took ten thousand pounds, and with
that money I bought Mrs. Gresham's
house and furniture.”

“Oh?” sncered Blake, in Sir Mon-
tagu’s most arrogant manner. “And
what interest have you in Mrs. Gres-
ham ?”’

“None—cxcept that she was one of
vour innocent victims,” replied Waldo.
“I have handed her the key of the
house, the title-deeds, and the auction-
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eer’s receipts. That property is hers—
and there my interest in the lady ends.
I have been after you, Billings, and
nobody else. So don’t cast any rotten
insinuations or I may cease to be polite.”

“All right, all right!”’ muttcred
Blake.

“In your safe I also found some
rather interesting documents connected
with the DBranson Trust,” continued
Waldo smoothly. “I had a logk at your
pass-book, qnd I tricked you rather
neatly, I think, this afternoon, when I
frightecned you into withdrawing ninety
thousand pounds from your bank.

“No nced for me to tell you that I
was the fellow who came to your office.
I was also the *detective’ who arrcsted
you. You may rcmember that I used
a little chlorotorm, and I'm sorry that
I wasn’t on the spot when you recovered
consciousness, on Tooting Bec Common,
to find yourself handcuffed.- But you
evidently got that little note of mine.”

“Go on,” said Blake, knowing full
well that the Yard men were taking
down every word. ‘“Be careful, my
friend; I shouldn’t use any names, if
I were you.”

Waldo looked at him curiously.

“Does it matter?” he said. “Well,
perhaps not. I have distributed seventy
thousand pounds of that money amongst
vour victims, Billings. They had no
redress from the law, so I took the law
into my own hands. The remaining
twenty thousand I am keeping for
myself.”

“You fool!” snarled Blake. “Do you
think you can get away with this? I'll
have those notes stopped——"

“I don’t think you will,” interrupted
Waldo, his voice becoming grim.
“That’s what I'm here for—to have this
matter out, and to get it straight. You'll
take no action with regard to that
money, Billings, because, if you do, I
shall immediately send the Branson
pa}gers to the Public Prosecutor.”

lake laughed harshly.

“You poor fool!” he retorted. “Do
vou think I’'m frightecned of that
threat 7"’

“You're so frightened that you're
trying to bluff,” said Waldo. “I'm no
blackmailer; I'm not going to usc thoso
papers for any ends of my own. I am.
not using them to menace you. They
were merely spoils of my burglary. I'm
just holding them—as security. They’re
safe with me, and nothing will happen
to you so long as you do as I tell you.
Your victims are not to be interfered
with——"’

“Just & minute!” interrupted Blako
curtly.

Hc deemed that the Yard men had
taken down enough. The dialogue had
completely cleared Waldo already.

“There’s something you don’t know,
vou fool!” continued Blake harshly.
“The Branson Trust papers arc here!
What do you think I paid Blake for?
Hc recovered them ang returned them
to me. Now what have you got to say?
Where’s your lever?”

Waldo smiled.

“] wasn’t sure whether Blake had
returned them or not.” he said frankly.
“But it doesn’t make any difference,
Billings; I have photographic copies of
all those documents, and the Publio
Prosccutor will be just as interested in
the copics. Futhermore, I intend to
have the originals.”

And with one movement he leapt
round the desk and gripped the figure
which sat in the chair. One hand was
recaching for the sealed envelope on the
desk. And in that moment Waldo
received a shock.
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For the figure he gripped was not
flabby, as he had expected. He could
feel the strong muscles under his fingers;
also, strong hands seized him.

“You lose, Waldo!” said a familiar
voice. .

“Blake !” ejaculated the Wonder Man,
powerless in the surprise of the moment.

At close quarters he dctected the
make-up. But it was too late now.

“Well, you certainly know how to
spring a surprise, Blake,” said Waldo
ruefully. “I hadn’t the faintest idea—
Hallo ! Quite a party ! Kindly allow me
a minute while I severely kick myself.”

Inspector Lennard and his subordin-
ates had appeared as though by magic,
and they closed round Waldo grimly.

“Good enough, Blake,”’ said Lennard.
“You were right. But I'm going to
-.arrest you, aldo, on & charge of
burglary—and you can thank Blake
that it 1sn’t a charge of murder.”

“Murder |” repeated Waldo, mystified.

“The body of Sir Montagu Billings
was found on Tooting Bec Common
this evening,” said Lennard. ‘‘His head
had been battered in.”

“You don’t think I did that?” asked
Waldo, pained. *This is a staggerer!
When I left Billings he was almost on
the point of recovering from the dope.”’

“I’'m satisfied that you didn’t kill
him,” said Lennard. “All the same,
Waldo, you're in a nasty fix. I advise
you to make a frank statement.”

“It seems to me I've been rather
frank already,’”” said Waldo, with a
glance at two notebooks which were in
evidence. “Billings dead—murdered !
Whew ! That's a knockout! But if you
think I can give you the slightest hint
as to the identity of the murderer, you're
wrong. I don't know a thing.”

He suddenly looked at Blake squarely.

“What about that money ?”’ he asked.
“It’ll be a dirty trick if those unfor-
tunate people——""

“I should advise you to keep your
mouth shut, Waldo,” broke in Blake.
* Billings is dead, and you were warned
to mention no names. Billings mado no
charge, and there’s not likely to be any
complaint to the police. What Billings
did with the money he withdrew from
Thorpe’s Bank 1s his own affair.”

And as Blake spoke he looked mean-
ing at Chief Inspector Lennard; and the
latter nodded.

“I shall charge you, Waldo,” said the
inspector, ‘“‘with being in unlawful
possession of twenty thousand pounds.”

“Save your breath, old man,” said
Waldo cheerfully., “I’m not going to
pretend that I'm sorry about Billings’
death. He only got what was coming
to him. As for me—well, you know
what to expect, don’t you? If you think
tha* you can hold me, I can only say
that you’ve got another think coming |”

He readily submitted to the handecuffs;
they were of a spccially heavy type,
which Lennard had brought in expecta-
tion of this moment, and his wrists weré
secured behind him. Then, closely
guarded, and hemmed in by detectives,
he was taken out to the waiting Black
. Maria,

Chapter 8.

Waldo’s Way Out.
LEORGE CROFTON sat in his

cottage, near Romiford, with
his tightly clenched knuckles
pressed to his forehead. .
“I don’t remember, I don't
remember | he muttered feverishly.
It scemed to him that he had passed
through a nightmare. His haggard face
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was as pale as death; his eyes burned
with feverish intensity. A broken man,
destitute, without a soul in the world to
care for him, he had lived a lonely life
in this humble cottage during the past
few months.

One of Billings’ victims !

He had jumped at the chance, a year
earher,_ to invest his savings—the results
of a lifetime’s honest trading—in the
company which had promised so well.
Billings, the millionaire, had -assured
him that it was a certainty. He had
associated himself with General Gresham
and with Walter Tiverton. For some
time everything had gone famously; he
had believed himself to be on velvet.

Then the crash — ruin — disillusion-
ment. Every penny had gone, his little
home, his income. Disgraced and
broken, he had been almost on the point
of starvation during these past few
weeks.

. And all his efforts to see Billings wero
in vain. Billings would not acknowledge
him. Gresham was dead.

Dead !

Was Billings dead, too?

Crofton could not remember. It was
all a hideous nightmare. He had been
up to London to-day, in an effort to
see Billings; he remembered following
Billings, after the millionaire had got
into that shabby looking car. Yes, then
he had found him on the common, hand-
cuffed, slowly recovering. . ..

But after that everytiin was hazy.

“It didn’t happen—it gidn’t I” mut-
tered Crofton hoarsely. ‘I dreamed it !
I saw Billings there, and—— No, 1
didn’t dream 1t !” he added tremulously.
“Heaven forgive me! I killed him 1”?

Yes, he had to facc it. The mists
cleared. He had secn Billings helpless,
and something had seemed to spap in
his brain. He had a heavy spanner in
his pocket, and—yes—ho used it. In
a mad frenzy, seeing that hateful face,
lie had— -

There was a knock -at the door—a
double rat-tat.

Pulling himseclf together with an
cffort, Crofton went to the door of the
little cottage and opened it. It wasn's
the postman, but a telegraph messenger.
There was a registered letter, and it had
been expressed right through to its
destination. That was why 1t had been
delivered after the normal post-time.

Crofton signed for it, and the tcle-
graph-boy, wondering, went his way. He
was rather frightened. The man in the
cottage looked mad.

“ A registered letter—and for me!”
muttered Crofton dully., “ It can’t be a
mistake. Who can it be from ?”’

He tore it open, and in his hands he
held ten thousand pounds in banknotes.

Ten thousand pounds—the exact
amount he had lost in the crash! His
moncy had come back, and he had killed
Billings, and . . .

“No, no!” eried Crofton, in despair.
“It can’t be! Who could have done
this?”

He read the words on that :slip of
paper, and, trembling in every limb, he
sat down. Why couldn’t this money
have come earlier? Why couldn’t it
have come in the morning? Then he
would have been saved

The door abruptly opened, and threce
men strode in. They were Sexton Blake,
Tinker, and Chief-Inspector Lennard.

“Who—who are you?’ croaked
George Crofton. “What do you want?
How dare you burst into my house »

“Is your name George Crofton?”
asked Lennard, not unkindly.

“Yes.”

“I have a warrant for your arrest, and
I am going to charge you with the wilful
murder of Montagu Billings,”’ said
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Lennard formally. “ Anything you'

sa‘y_l, B

*“*No, nol It isn't true!” panted
Crofton wildly. “I didn’t do it! I’ve
got my money here—all of it! Every-

thing I lost! I don’t understand——"’

He broke down, sobbing hysterically.

“That money was sent to you {)y_
Billings,” said Lennard deliberately.
““ At least, that’s what I understand, and
1t’s not my business to make any further
mnquiries. You killed Billings—"’

“I didn’t know he had sent me this
money,” whispered Crofton. “Why
didn’t he tell me? I didn’t mean to kill
him! I found him there on the com-
mon, and I went mad. I’m not a mur
derer! I went mad, I tell you!”’

T L
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“It is my duty to warn you that any-
thing you'say may be taken down——"

“Take 14 down |” shouted Crofton. “I
don’t care! Take it down! Billings
was a shark, a vampire! I didn’t mean
to kill him, but I’m glad he’s dead, all
the same! He won’t ruin any more
poor viotims now. Yes I killed him—I
know I killed him. And I don’t believe
he sent me this money; he was too much
of a crook to give money to people. Ho
only took it—he only robbed people.”” -

The wretched man suddenly drew him-
self up straight.

“Take me!” he went on. “I don’t
mind answering for what I’ve done.
I’ve donc a service to humanity, and I'm

glad! Yes, glad!?
‘s ST E'LL mnever hang,” said
==} Lcnnard, later. * They’ll

pronounce him insane, and
he’ll spend the rest of his life
in Broadmoer. Not that
he’ll live long, for if ever I saw a man
in rapid consumption, he’s one. Poor
devil! I'm thundering glad he hasn’t
any relatives!”’

“He wants that ten thousand to go
to charity,” said Sexton Blake.
“Billings’ money is being put to a good
purpose to-day, Lennard [’

HE police certainly pguarded
Rupert Waldo cxtremely well.
The Black Maria in which he
was to be conveyed to the
police station was a formid-
able vehicle. It was motor-driven, and
in addition to tha driver another oflicer
sat in front in the cab. _
Waldo’s hands were manacled behind
his back and he was locked in one of
the box-like cells that lined cither side
of the van. The rest of these cubicles
were empty. The authorities had paid
Waldo the compliment of giving him a
Black Maria to himself—that was as
regards other prisoners; but two of the
higgest men in the police force took up
their position in the narrow little gang-
way that ran down the centre of the
van.
Then the doors were slammed fast and
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locked from the outside by the guard
who would sit up with the driver.

“You won't try any tricks, Waldo,
will you?” said one of the constables
doubtfully. “It wouldn’t do you no
good, anyhow.”’

“No?” said Waldo, in his most charm-
ing manner.

“We’ve had instructions to use our
truncheons if you start anything funny,”
said the man. “Wo don’t want to do
that, but it’s just as well that you should
know.”’

“Stout fellows!” said Waldo. “But
-isn’t that warning just a bit super-
fluous? How do you'suppose 1 can get
away? I'm not such a magician as you
fellows scem to think."

Through the narrow little grating that

zave him a very restricted view of the -

gangway, Waldo grinned amiably at his
guards. Even in this tight fix, his good
humour and nerve had not descrted
him. He was consoling himself with the
thought that, whatever happened to him,
the moncy he had distributed would not
be interfered with. Blake had made
that very clear.

But Waldo was far from resigning
himself to imprisonment. As soon as
the van gathered speed, he got busy
The first job was to free his hands, The
very narrowness of the cubicle he was
in aided him. He was able to brace his
knees against the side partitions and so
gain added purchase for the terrific pull
he was ecxcrting on the connecting
chain of his handcuffs. His palms were
pressed together for leverage, whilst his
forcarms strained outwards to the limit
of the chain.

Strong as thosc handcuffs were, they
had not been designed for supermen.
The chain was suddenly wrenched in
half—and Waldo’s hands were free.

He now pressed his back against the
side of the van which made the rear wall
of his cell, and splayed his hands against
the door. There was only room for him to
straighten his arms from the elbow,
but he was able to exert all the force of
his powerful frame as he strained back-

wards with his shoulders and forwards
‘with his hands.

Being flimsier, the door went first, It
ripped outwards across the gangway,
startling the two guards. It was the
first intimation they had had of Waldo's
activities.

The ncarest onc received Waldo’s fist
full between the cyes as the Wonderman
squirmed past the hanging door into the
constricted space of the passage. The
policeman fell like a log. “The other
gave a shout of alarm and haminered on
the van roof with his truncheon to warn
those up in the front. Then, gauging
his moment, he brought his truncheon

down with a terrific swipe across
Waldo’s head.

He gave a grunt of satisfaction as
Waldo pitched in a heap on the floor.
He bent over him to drag him into
another cell. But he had forgotten the
Wonderman’s imperviousness to pain.
The blow had dazed Waldo, but he had
not lost his senses. His hand suddenly

shot up and gripped the policeman

round the neck. His powerful fingers
tightened round the other’s throat;
glowly the man’s head was pulled lower
and lower as Waldo got to his knees and
then stood up.

Holding the man almost bent double,
Waldo quickly rifled his pockets till he
found a ring of keys. In a trice he had
bundled the man, hecad downwards, into
one of the cells and locked the door,
The man began an instant drumming
with his boots on the sides of the van,
and shouted as loudly as his position
would permit.

Moving like lightning, Waldo then
imprisoned the guard he had laid out
first. The van was slowing, braked to
a standstill. The two guards up in front
had obviously taken alarm. In a
moment they would be at the door, per-
haps armed. There was not a moment
to lose.

Crash!

With one terrific drive of his bare fist
Waldo smashed a holé clean through

the roof of the van.. His knuckles were
bleeding, but he félt no pain. The feat
was an amazing oge. And he followed
it up with another no less amazing.

Grasping the edges of the hole he had
driven, he tore the woodwork aside.
making a gap large enough for him to
squecze through.

Like an cel ho squirmed through the
hole and pulled himsclf on to the roof.
The noise from within was now tumultu-
ous. The driver and the other officer,
dashing round the rcar, had no know-
ledge of the man on the roof. They
could not even gucss what had hap-
pened. If they had any idea at all, they
thought that Waldo was engaged in a
frantic rough-and-tumble with the two
constables,

With frantic haste the Yard man un-
locked the doors and flung them open.

“Why! They’ve gone! Bates!
Finch!” The oflicer stared in consterna-
tion. ‘“And Waldo! He's bashed bhis
door down——-=""

The van gave a sudden lurch forward.
The officer was tilted back into the arms
of the driver who had run up behind
him.

“What's that?” yelled the driver. “I
left the brake on—"’

“It’s Waldo got through the roof! He
must have got round to the cab,
and——"’

But further words were necdless. The
Black Maria, with its doors swinging
crazily, was gathering speed.

And Rupert Waldo, laughing gaily,
was at the wheel.

That Black Maria was found ten
minutes later down a quiet side turning.
with two indignant and demoralised
police officers banging at the walls of
their cells. And on the driver’s scat
there was a ten-pound note, and written
across it :

“To pay for the damage.”
And Waldo had gone! Like a will-o’-

the-wisp he had vanished once again
into London’s teeming millions.

THE END,

NEXT WEEK—A NOVELTY STORY!
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This RanKs in the Forefront of Our Fine Serials.

How It Started.

N anonymous ring of wealthy art
collectors wlhose methods ‘are as
unscrupulous as they are eecret,
are bent on securing the Gyrth

. Chalice, an historic heirloom which
since Saxon times, has becn guarded by tho
Gyrth family at the Tower, Sanctuary.

Albert Campion, a momneyed young man
whose hobby is solving the mysterious, gets
wind of this proposed coup, and warns Val
Gyrth, son of the present owner of the Tower,
Sir Percival Gyrth.

With Campion’s bruiser-valet, Lugg, they
hurry to the Tower, and partly take into their
confidence Yal's slater, Penelope, and her friend,
Beth Cairey. On the day after their arrival,
Val’s aunt is found dead in the Tower grounds.
Beyond an expression of terrible fright on her
face, there is nothing to suggest foul play ;
but the villagers assert that it is witcheraft
that has caused her death,

The Chalice, which is kept on an altar in
the Chapel of the Cup, is veiled in accordance
with the Gyrth tradition after a death; but
when a few days later Sir Percival Is forced to
conduct an unwelcome visitor, the masculine
Mrs. Dick Shannon, to sec the Chalice, they find
it has vanished.

{Two Angry Ladies.

» RS. DICK was the only person
who did not realise imme-
diately that some calamity
had occurred.

“Not my idea of humour.”
Her stentorian voice reverberated
through the cool, dark chapel. “ Sheer
bad taste.2

But Val stared at Mr. Campion, and
his fath-r stared at Branch, and there
was nothing but complete stupefaction
and horror written on all their faces.

It was Colonel Gyrth who pulled him-
self together and provided the second
shock within five minutes.

“Qf course,” he said, “I had quite
forgotten. I'm afraid you'll be dis-
appointed to-day, Mr. Putnam. The
Chalice is being clecaned. Some other
time.”

With remarkable composure he smiled
and turned away, murmuring to Val as
he passed him: o

“For Hcaven’s sake get these people
out of the house, my boy, and then come
into the library, all of you!”

No., 1,501—The Union Jack,

Begin it NOW!

OLONEL SIR PERCIVAL
GYRTH walked up and down
the hearthrug in %is library,
while ms two children, with
Mr. Campion and Branch,

stood looking at him rather helplessly.

“Than Heaven that woman’s gone!”
The old man passed his hand across his
forchead. “I don’t know 1if my ex-
planatipn satisfied her. 1 hope so, or
we’ll have the whole country buzzing
with it within twenty-four hours.”

Val stared at his father.

“Then it rcally has gone 7”

“Of course it has.” There was no
misunderstanding the consternation in
the colonel s voice. “Vanished into thin
air. I veiled 1t myself on Sunday even-
ing, just after you said that busybody
Cairey was fooling about in the court-
vard. It was perfectly safe then. 1
brought the keys back and put them in
my desk. Branch, you and I, I suppose,
are the only people who knew where
they were kept.”

Branch’s expression was pathetic, and
his employer reassured him.

“Don’t worry, man—I'm not accusing
anybody. It’s ridiculous. The thing can’t
have gone.”

For a moment no one spoke. The sud-
denness of the loss seemed to have
stunned them.

“Hadn’t I better send somecone for
the police, sir? Or perhaps you'd
rather I phoned ?”

It was Branch who made the sug-
gestion,

Sir Percival hesitated.

“JI don’t think so, thank you, Branch,”
he said—“anyway, not yet. You see,”
he went on, turning to the others, “to
make a loss like this public entails very
serious consequences. We aro really the
guardians of the Chalice for the Crown.
I want the chapel locked as usual,
Branch, and no mention of the loss to
be made known to the staff, as yet.”

“But what shall we do?” said Val
breathlessly. “We can’t sit down and
wait for it to reappear.”

His father looked at him curiously.

“Pcrhaps not, my boy,” he said. ‘ But
there’s one point which must have

occurred to all of you—the Chalice 1s-

-for Heaven's sake let me in on 1t !

both large and heavy, and no strange:
has left the house since I locked it up
mysclf. No one except ourselves coule
possibly have had access to it, and we
are all very particularly concerned n
keeping it here.”

. “According to that argument,” sail.
Val bluntly, “it can’t have gone. Anc
if so, - where is it? Can’t vou send fo
the Chief .Constable? He usced to b
a friend of yours,”

His father hesitated.

“I could, of course,” he said, “thougl
I don’t see what he could do excep
spread -the alarm and question all the
servanis—scarch the house, probhably
and make a lot of fuss, No, we mus
find this thing oursclves.”

There was an astonishing air of finalit;
in his tone, whiclh was not lost upon th:
others.

“I'm not calling in the police,” h
sald—* not yet, at any rate. And I mus
pariicularly ask you not to mentio
this loss to anyone. I'm convinced,” h
went on, as they gasped at him, ‘“tha
the relic is still in the house. Now |

should like to be left alone.”

They went out, all of them excep
Val, who lingered, and when the doo
had c¢losed behind the others he wen
over to the old man, who had scate
himself at his desk.

“Look heére, dad,” he said, “if you'v
hidden the Cup for some reason or otli?r

I
all on cdge about this business, an
frankly I feel I’ve got a right to know.

“F¥For Heaven's sake, boy, don’t be :
fool !”” The older man’s voice was almo:
unrecognisable, and the face ho lifte
iowards his son was grey and haggarc
“This is ono of the most serious, mos
ferrifyving things I have ever experience
in my whole lifeiime,” he went on, h
voico i1ndubitably  sincere. “All th
nmore so because, as it happens, we ar
o sitvaied that at the moment it is in
possible for me to call in the police.”

IIo looked the boy steadily in the eye

“You come of age in a week. If you
birthday were to-day perhaps I shoul
find this casier to cxplain.”

Early the followiig morning Mr. Can
piormr ‘walked down:--the hroad staircas
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through the lounge-hall, and out into
the sunlight. There seemed no reason
for him to be partioularly cheerful, So
far his activities at Sanctuary secmed to
have met with anything rather than
conspicuous success. Lady Pethwick had
died mystoriously within eight hours of
his arrival, and now the main object of
his visit had disappcared- from almost
directly beneath his nose.

Yet he sat down on one of the
ornamental stone seats which .ﬁanked the
porch and beamed upon a smiling world.

Presently, as his ears detected the
sound for which he was listening, he
began to stroll in a leisurely fashion
down the drive. He was still sauntering
along the mijddle of the broad path when
the squawk of a motor-horn several times
repcated made him turn to find Penny,
in her little red two-scater sports car,
looking at him rcprovingly, She had
had to stop to avoid running over him.
Ho smiled at her foolishly from behind
his spectacles,

“Where are you going to, my pretty
maid *” he said. “Would you like to
give a poor traveller a lift?”

The girl did not look particularly
pleascd at the suggestion.

“As a matter of fact,” she said, “I'm
running up to town to see my dress-
maker. I'll give you a lift to the village
if you like.2

“I’'m going to London, too,” said Mr.
Campion, climbing in. “It’s a long way
from here, isn’t 1t ?’> he went on wit
apparcent imbecility. “I knew I'd never
walk it.2

Penny stared at him, her cheeks
Hushing.

“Surely you can't afford to go off and
feave the Tower unprotected,” she said—
and there was a note of amusement in
her voice.

“Never laugh at a great man,” said
Mr. Campion. “ Remember what hap-
pened to the vulgar little girls who
threw stones at Elisha, I can imagine
few worse deaths than being eaten by a
bear,” he added conversationally.

The girl was silent for a moment. She
was clearly considerably put out by the
young man’s unexpccted appcarance.

“ Look here,” she said at last. “I'm
taking Beth with me, if you really want
to know. I’'m meeting her at the end
of the lane.”

Mr. Campion beamed.

“That’s all right,” he said. “I
shan’t mind being squashed. Don’t let
me force myself on you,” he went on.
“Y shouldn’t dream of doing that. But
I've got to get to London somehow,
and Lugg told me I couldn’t use the
Bentley.”

The girl looked at him incredulously.

“What is that man Lugg?” she said.

Her companion adjusted his spectacles.

“It depends how you mean,” he said.
“ A species, definitely human, I should
say—oh, yes, without a doubt. Status—
none. Past—filthy. Occupation—my
valet.? '

Penny laughed.

“J wondecred if he were your keeper?’
she suggested.

“Tut, tut,” said Mr. Campion, mildly
offended. “I hope I'm going to enjoy
my trip. I don’t want to be ‘got at’
in a parroty fashion all the way up. Ah,
there’s your little friend waiting for
us. Would you like me to sit in the
dickey ?”

“No |” said Penny, so vehemently that
he almost jumped. She bit her lip as
though annoyed with herself, and added

more quictly : “Sit where you are. Beth
can squeeze in.”

She brought the carg to a standstill
against the sido of the road where
Beth Cairecy—smart and coolly attractive
in navy and white, stood waiting. She
scemed surprised to sce Mr. Campion
and her pgreeting was subdued.

“This appalling creature has insisted
on our giving him a lift,” said Penny.
“I do hope you won't be squashed 1n
front here.”

Mr. Campion made way for her
between himself and the driver.

“] couldn’'t very well refuse him,”
Penny added apologetically to Beth.
“Wo shall have to put up with him.”

Mr. Campion continued to look in-
cffably pleased with himself.

“What a good job there’'s no more
for the Skylark, isn’t it ?”” he remarked,
as he shut the door on the tightly packed
little party. “I love riding in other
people’s motor-cars—such a saving of
petrol, for one thing.”

“Silly, and rather wvulgar,” =aid
Penny; and Mr. Campion was silent.

“] suppose I can eat my sandwiches
and drink my ginger-beer so long as 1
don’t throw the bottle on the road ?” he
said meekly, after they had progressed
a couple of miles without speaking.
“I’ve got a few oranges I could pass
round, too, if you like.”

Penny did not deign to reply, although
Beth looked upon him more kindly.
Unabashed, Mr. Campion continued.

“I’ve got a rattle to swing in the big
towns,” he¢ said. “And a couple of
funny noses for you two to wear, If
we had some balloons we could tic
them on the bonnet.”

Penny laughed grudgingly.

“ Albert, you're an idiot!” she said.
“What do you think you’re doing here,
anyhow ? What are you going to do in
London 7”

“To buy a ribbon for iy straw hat,”
said Mr. Campion promptly. “The
thing I've got now my aunt knitted.
It’s not quite the article, as Lugg would
say.

Penny slowed down,

“You’re just being offensive,” she
said. “I've a good mind to make you
get out and walk.”

Mr. Campion looked apprehensive.

“You’d regret it all your life,” ho
said warningly. “The best part of my
performance is to come. Wait till
vou’ve heard me recite—wait till I’ve
done my clog dance—wait till the clouds
roll by I” _

“I should turn him out,” said Beth
stolidly. “We've come a long way—
it would do hun good to walk back.”

They were, it happened, in one of the
narrow, cross-country lanes through
which Penny was threading in her
descent upon the main Colchester motor-
way, some distance from a house of any
kind, and the road was deserted.

“Don’t turn me out,” pleaded Mr.
Campion. “I knew a man once who
turned such a respectable person out of
his car after giving him a lift for a
long way, just like you, and for the
same reason, all because he'd taken a
sudden dislike to him. And when he
got home he found that his suitcase—
which had been in the back of the car,
was missing, Suppose that happened to
you? You wouldn’t like that, would
you?”

Penny stopped the car, engine and all.
Both girls were scarlet, but 1t was Penny
who tried to rescue what was obviously
an awkward situation.

“How silly of me,” she said. “You'll
have to get out and start her up. The
sclf-starter isn’t functioning.”

Mr. Campion moved obediently to get
out, and in doing so contrived to kneel
up on th. ecat and grasp one end of the
large suitcase which protruded from the
open dickey. His next movement was so
swift that necither of the two girls
rcalised what was happening until he
bad lcapt clear ot the car and stood
bcaming in ‘he road, the suitcase in his
arms. In fact, Penny had alrcady
trodden on the seif-starter, and the car
was in motion before she was conscious
of her loss.

& R. CAMPION put the suit-
case on the bank and sat
down on it. Penny stopped
the car, and she and Becth
descended and came down
road towards him. She was

with anger, and there was a

the
white
gleam of defiance in Beth’s brown eycs
that was positively dangerous.

“Mr. Campion,” said Penny, “will
you please put that case back in the

car at once? Naturally, I can’t offer
yvou & lift any farther, and if ever you
have the impudence to appecar at the
Tower again I'll have you tﬁrown out.”

Mr. Campion looked dejected, but he
still retained his seat.

“Don’t be unreasonable,” he begged.
“You're making me go all melodramatic
and slightly silly.”

Tho two girls stared at him fascinated.
He was juggling with a revolver which
he had taken from his hip pocket.

_ Penny was now thoroughly alarmed.

“What do you think you’re doing?”
she demanded. ‘ You can’t behave like
this. Anolker cer may come along at
any momcnt. Then where will you be 7’2

“Then where will you be?” said Mr,
Campion pointedly.

With his frce hand he slipped open
the catches of the suitcase, There was a
smothered scream from Reth.

“ Plcase—plcase leave it alone,” she
whisperea.

Mr. Campion shook his head.

“Sorry,” he said. *‘Dooty is dooty,
miss! Hallo! Is that a car?”

The incxperienced ladies were deceived
by the old trick. They turned eagerly,"
and in the momentary respite Mr. Cam-
pion whipped open the suitcasg and
cxposed a large bundle wrapped lightly
in a travelling-rug.

Beth would have sprung at him, but
Penny restrained her.
“It's no good,”

sunk |’

And they stood sullenly in the road
with pink cheeks and bright eyes regard-
ing him steadily as he unwrapped and
produced to their gaze the eighteen
inches of shining glory that was called
the Gyrth Chalice.

she said—"“we’re

-Mr. Campion Subscribes.

OR some moments Mr, Campion
stood at the side of the glitter-
ing flint road with the bank of
green behind him, and the
shadows of the beech lcaves

making a pattern on his face and clothes.
The Chalice lay in his arms, dazzling in
the sunshine.

Penny anu Beth stood looking at him.
They were both crimson, both furious
and a litule afraid. Penny was fully
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aware of the enormity of the situation.
It was Campion who spoke first.

“As amateurs,” he said judicially,
‘“you two only serve to show what a
-lot of undiscovered talent there is knock-
g about.Z . .

He rewrapped the Chalice and put it
back into tae suitcase.

All this time there was an ominous
silence from Penny, and, glancing at her,
he was afraid for one horrible moment
that she was on the verge of tears.

“Look here,” he said, smiling at her
. from behind his spectacles, “I know you
think I've butted into this rather un-
warrantably, but consider my position.
In this aftair I occupy the same sort
of role as the Genic of the Lamp.
Wherever the Chalice is I am liable to
turn up at any moment.”-

Penny’s ¢xpression did not change for
some seconds, and then, to his relief,
a faint smite appeared at the corners of
hey moutn,

“Iow on earth did you know ?” she
said.

Mr, Campion sighed with relief.

*“The process of climination,” said he
oracularly as he picked up the suitcase
and trudged back to the car with it,
“combined with a modicum of common-
sense, will always assist us to arrive at
the correcet conclusion with the maximum
of possible accuracy and the minimum
of hard labour. Which being translated
means: ‘I guessed it.’ ”

He lifted the case into the dickey once
more and held the door open for Penny
and her companion.

She hung back.

. ' That’s not fair,”
vou ecxplain?”

Mr. Gampion shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, it wasn’t very difficult, was
it?” he said. *In the first place, it
was obvious that the chapel had not
heen burgled. Ergo, someone had
opened the door with the kecy; ergo, it
must have been you, because the only
other two people who could possibly
have known where 1t was were your
father and Branch, and they—if I may
say so, are both a bit conservative on
the subject of the Chalice.”

Penny bit her lip and climbed into
the driving-secat.

“ Anyway,” she said, “I'm the  Maid

of the Cup.’”
« “Quite,” said Mr, Campion. “Hence
your very natural feeling of responsi-
bility.” He hesitated and looked at her
owlishly. “I bet I could tell you svhat
you were going to do with 1t.”

“Well?”

She looked at him defiantly.

Mr. Campion laid his hand on that
part of the suiicase which projected
from the dickey,

“You were going to put this in
Chancery Lane Safe Deposit,” he said.

Penny gasped at him, and there was
a little smothered squeak from Beth.
My. Campion went on.

“You had reclied on the ten days’
veiling of the Chalice to keep its loss
a secret, and I have no doubt you
mtended to confess the whole matter to
Val and your father before they had any
cause for worry. Unfortunately, Mrs.
Shannon upset the applecart, and you
had to get busy right away. And that’s
why I was waiting for you this morning.
Now shall we go on?”

Penny sat staring at him in bewilder-
ment,

“It’s not fair of you to leook so
idiotic,” she said involuntarily. “People
get led astray. 1 suppose you won’t

. even he particularly bucked to know that
youw’ve guessed right?” '

The young man with the simple face

No. 1,601—The TUnion Jack.

she said. * Suppose

>

.couldn’t very well miss it.

and gentle ineffectual manner looked
uncomforiable.

“ All this praise makes me unhappy,”
he said. “I must admit I wasn’t sure
until I was in the car this morning that
vou had the treasure in the suitcase. It
was only when you were so anxious for
me not to sit beside it that I knew that
the rat I saw floating in ihe air was a
bona-fide rose to nip in the bud.”

Penny drew a deep breath.

“Well,” she said, “I suppose we turn
baok.” :

Mr. Campion laid a hand on the
driving-wheel.

** Please,” he said pleadingly, with
something faintly reminiscent of scrious-
ness on his face—‘“please listen to me
for a little longer. You two have got
to bo friends with me. We're all in the
soup together. Consider the facts—here
we are, sitting in the middle of a
public highway, with a highly in-
criminating piece of antiquity in the
back of the car. That’s bad, to start
with. Then—and this is much more
worthy of note—if I was bright cnough
to spot what you were up to, what about
our nosy friends who are out for crime.
anyhow 1”

“You mean you think they might
actually come down on us on the way?”
said Penny apprchensively. 'This aspect
of the case had clearly never occurred
to her. “And yet,” she added, a flash
of suspicion showing in her blue cyes,
“it’s perfeetly ridiculous. How is any
outside person to know that the Chalice
isn’t still in the Cup House? Only
father, Val, Branch, you and I know it’s
gone.”

“You forget,” said Mr. Campion
gently, “you had visitors yesterday, and
the unpleasant Mr. Putnam, who is
making use of your retiring little friend,
Mrs. Shannon, had a face vagucly
familiar to me.”

Penny’s cyes flickered. .

“That revolting little mam,” she said—
“is he the—the big fellow you were talk-
ing about? You know—when you said
the stream was full of minnows, and
there were no big fish about ?”

Myr. Campion regarded her gravely.

“Pm afraid no&” he said. “But he’s
certainly in the dab class. I fancy his
real name is Matthew Sanderson. That’s
why I kept so quiet—I was afraid he
might spot me. I don’t think he did,
but he certainly noticed that the Chalice
had disappeared. Hang it all, he
Anyhow, if
he is the man I think he 1s, then I'm
open to bet that he’s not twenty miles
away from here now.”

ENNY looked at lnm helplessly.

“I’ve been a fool,” she said.

“We'll go back at once.”

Campion hesitated.

“Wait a minute,” he said,
and glanced at Beth, “I don’t know
if we ought to drag Miss Cairey into
all this—"

An expression of determination
appeared upon the elder girl’s face, and
her lips were set in a firm hard line.

“I’m in this with Penny,” she said.

To her surprise he nodded gravely.

“J told Val you’d be game,” he said.
“He should be waiting for us at a little
pub called The Case is Altered, just out-
side Coggleshall.”

“Val?”’ Penny was startled,
does he know about 1?2

“Just about as much as I do,” said
Mr. Campion, considering. ‘““While you
were shouting your travelling arrange-
ments over the phone in the hall last
night he and I were discussing fat stock

“What
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prices and whatnet in the smoking-room,
I told him what I thought, and I per-
suaded him to let you earry on the good
work and smuggle the thing out of the
housc for us.”

“Then you think it’'s a good idea—
ihe safe deposit?” said Beth anxiously.
“I told Penny T was sure that was the
only certain way of kecping it safe.”

My, Campion did not answer her
inmediately, He had resumed his place
in the car and sat regarding the dash-
board thoughtfully, as though he were
making up his mind how much to say.

“Well, hardly, to begin with,” he
ventured finally, ““ Although perhaps it
may come to that in the end. In the
meantime, I wondered if we couldn’t
beat our friend Arthur Earle at his own
game. There’s an old firm in the city—
or, rather, the last remaining member
of an old firm—who’d turn us out a first-
rate copy of the Chalice, and somehow
I'd rather be playing hide-and-seek with
that than with the real one. I fancy we
shall have to show a bait, you see, to
catch the big fish.”

“Just one thing,” said.Penny. “What
about father? Does he know anything ?
I scem to have made a pretty prize
fool of myself.”

Mr. Campion looked, if possible, more
vague than ever.

“Your father, I regret 1o say,” he
murmured, and Penny was convineed
that he was lying, I thought it best to
kecep in the dark. You left your own
cxcuses. Val, no doubt, left mine and
his own. But,” he went on gravely,
“that 1s hardly the most important point
to be considered at the moment. What
we have to arrange now is the safe
conveyalice of the Chalice to London.”

Penny swung the car up the narrow
white road.

“I don’t know if I'm going to agrec
with all this,” she said warningly, “but
[’d like to sce Val. Of course, you're
not really serious about this attack on
the road, are you'?”

Mr. Campion regarded her solemnly.

“The chivalry of the road,” he said.
““1s not what it was when I used to drive
my four-in-hand to Richmond, don’t you
know. Natty Johnson is no Duval, but
he might make a very fine Abbershaw,
and old Putnam Sanderson can Jevel a
first-class bl:onderbuss. On the whole,
I should think we were certainly in for
fun of some sort.”

“But 1f this 1s true,” said Beth in-
dignantly, “why are we going on? How

do you know we shan’t be held up
before we get to Coggleshall 77
“Deduction, dear lady,” cxplained

Mr. Campion obligingly. “There are
two roads from Sanctuary to Coggles-
hall. You mi¥ht have taken either.
After Coggleshall you must go straight
to Kelvedon, and thence by main road.
I fancy they’'ll be patrolling the main
road looking for us!”

In spite of herself, Penny was im-
pressed. “Well, you’re thorough, any-
way,” she said grudgingly.

“ And clean,” said Mr. Campion. “In
my last place the lady said no home
was complete without one of these—
hygienic, colourful, and only ten cents
down. Get Campion-conscious to-day.
Of course,” he went on, “I suppose we
could attempt to make a detour, but,
considering all things, I think that the
telephone-wires are probably busy, and
at the same time I’'m rather anxious
to catch a glimpse of our friends in
action. - I think the quicker we push on
the better.” ‘

Penny nodded. :

“ All right,” <he said without resent-
ment. “We leave it te you.”
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HE Case 1s Altered was a small
and unpretentious red brick

bulldmg standing back from

the 'road “and fromted by a

square gravel yard.  Mr.
Campion % descended, and, cautiously
taking ‘the suitcase from the dickey, pre-
ceded: thé ladies imto the bar par]our—
an unlovcly -apartment  principally
ornamcented » by - large oleographs of
“The l',mptv Chair,” “The Death--of
I\elaon, cand .. “The Monarch of sthie
Glen,” and furnished with vast quantitics
of floral china, bamboo furniiure, and
a pot of paper .roscs.:.The atmosphcu,
was flavoured with new 011(‘]0th and stale
heer, and the motlf was sedate prcsel-
\atlon e o ot

Val was. sLandmg on . the hearthrug
wheir thc _entered, a’.slightly  amutéd
expression on his faco. -Penny reddened

when  shie ~ saw -him) and, w alking

towards him, alscd her f.uco defiantly

to his. . . Pono T R
“Well ¢, ulle ca.ld Dot

e kissed her. o
“Ioncsty is thc best poha my gl_rl

I' €

he said.  “Have some ginger- “heer
Peuny caught_her blothor “arm.
“Val do you realise,” sh¢ sald “ here

we are, miles from homo, with thc—t]m
Thing '1ctuallx in a portmanteawn?. - I
feel.as if  we..might be struck b‘. a
tlmndorbolf for impudence !” ot

Val-put his arm round her qhouldms

“Leave it to Albert,”. he said. “He
spolted your little game. Hc scems lo

have one of his own,” . . re-,
They turned to C‘amplon mqmrmrrh

and he; grinned. - - -
“Well,- look’ here,” hc said, “if vou

don’t ‘want to- play darts,
local heer..
G(‘l'\(‘S
the lu,tt(n. ‘What I suggest 1s that we
split up. © Penny, you and I will-take
the preciofis.suitcase in the {wo-seater.
Val ‘and Miss Cairey will follow élose
behind .40 come {o our assistance 3if
nc-(-es.uar'v. IIa\*c you got cnough
petrol 47 - N
Penny @ looked at him in surprisc.
“I think so,” she said; but as he
hesitated  shie- added, - laughing :
go ‘aind “see *if you like !”
Mr. (ump:on Iooke('l more f0011~h than
bheforel v -
“Twice armed is 130 who spoe-ds with

or trv the
or otherwise disport  your-

~ >

J"There was.
- 1ng beside the bar entrance, lmt 1o <1gn

"he chaftered

. really strong.
I' think :the’ sooner we get on!’ 2

i

an excuse, but ihrice i1s he whose car
is full of juice,” ho remarked absently.
. Penny went  out, leaving the door
opcen, and was' ]llat *about to ‘return
afrer satisfying herself that all was well,
wwhen the young man came out of the
doorway bearing the suitcase.

“We'll get on, if you don't mind.” he
sald. “Val’s just squaring up with the

good lady of the o~tab11<hmonr They'll
follow unme(harch. '

. Penny’ p,lancod about her.

“Where 1is _the other car? sho‘

demanded. s

’ a’ Ford trade van stand-
of a private car. — -

" “Round at the Dback, ’_ ald Cnmpmn
ghbl\ “There’s a p(-tlol pump there)

Jdle dl(')ppod {he suitcase carefully into
the back of the car and sprang in beside
t‘m givl. - .

“Now lot's drive like fun ” he =aid
happll\ “Iow about” letting me have
the wheel? T've got tesumomah from
cvery magisirate in the county.

Somewhat reluetantly the girl gave up
herplace, but Mr. Campion’s driving
soon. resigned her to the change. 1lle
drove with the apparent omnipotence.
of the born motorist,. and all the timo
happily “in  an inconse-
guential fashion that gave . lier no time
tolfconudel any one or any tlung but lum—
s8¢ w

I lovo cars,” he said ccctatlcallv “1
knew 2 man oncc—he was a relation of
mine, as a ‘matter of fact—who had onc
of the carliest of the breed. I believe
it was a roller-skate to start with, but
Lo kept on nnproving i, and it got on
wonderfully.  About 1904 it was going
‘ It-had gadgets all over
it then,  IFially, I believe he overdid
the thing, but when I knew it you could
light a cigarcttec from almost any pipe

~under the bonnet, and my relation made
tea in the radiator as well as installing -

a sort of mechanical picnic-basket
between the two- back wheels.  Then
onc day ‘it died”in Trafalgar Square,
and so,” he finished ‘oracularly, - *the
first coffec-stall “was ' born. Pllmmx-
fashion, you know. ' But pérhaps you're
not liking this,” lhe ventured, regarding
her anxiously.  “Afwer all, I have been
a bit trying this orning, haven't 177
Penny amllcd family at him.

“I don’t really dislike you,” she said,
“No, go on. Some people drive better
when - they're talking, I think, don’t
you?” . -

“That’s not how a young ladv should.
tall\ ” said Mr. Campion reprovingly.
“It's the manners of the modern girl
I deploro most. When I was a young
man—years before I went to India, don’t
you know, to see about thc muhm——
women were women, - Egad,. yes! How
they blushed when I passed. »

Penny shot a sidclong. glance in his
direction, Yo was pale and foolish-
looking as ever, and seemed to be in

‘deadly. earnest.

“ Arc’you try ing to amusc me, or are
you just getting it out of your system?
she said.

“ Emancipated, that's what vou are,’
said - Mr. Campion, suddenly dmppmg
Ih(‘ Anglo-Indian drawl he had adopted
for' the ‘last part’ of his homily.
“ Emancipated and proud of vourself !
Stap my crinoline, Amelia, if you don t
think you're a better man than I am !

Penny laughed.

“You're all right, really,” she said.
“When- does the -fun bcgm"” ,

“Any time from now on,” said Mr.
Ca1111)1on gml\, as he swung thc little
car into the main road. Penny glanced
nervously over her ‘shoulder.

“There’s no stgn of the others vet,”
she said.-

“Can’t help that,” said Camplon
“We'll have .to look after ourselves it
there's trouhle——and I think that’s going
to be soon.’
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Now yow u‘ read this instalment ¥
D wou may 7ml'.sr, if you' ve missed
Cprevious . ones, what - exciting
things hare bccn happcnmq with-
out your knowing about them. If
so, and you want to make up for
Io.st treats, send 3d. for every copy
“requirced to Back Number Depart-
“ment,  Bear Alley,  Farringdon
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