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: Brifish o the Backbone :

- Or, The Great Troop-Train Mystery. “

2 A Story of Nelson Lee, the Famous Detective, and his Young :

: Assistant, Nipper. :

WELRERELELRAMREREARELERELLLELRELREL LY
CHAPTER L

A Fight and its Consequences.

“Y T'S a le, and you know it!” cried Juck Brendon, his fuce all aglow
l willh indignation. :
“It's the truth!™ returned Edward Miller, an evil glitter in
Lis closc-set eyes, which, in spile of his brazen doggedness, e averled so
a5 lo avoid the olher's gaze.

“ It’s a lie, I say ! rejoined Jack. ‘“ My [ather was a true-born English-
mau, and my mother was a true-born Scotswoman. ‘That makes me British
21l through ‘I should think; and’ it’s a foul and cowardly thing to do to
try and poison Millic Winston’s mind against me by telling her that I'm a
forcigner in disguise, and an cnemy {o this country!”

“You don't like Millic knowing it—eh?”’ sncered the other. *“ Want
10 Le first [avourite with her, don’t you? DBut vou've no chance, I can
assure youn, against me.”’

“That's for her to sny,” said Jack, the crimson ou his face dcepening
as he thought of the pretty village girl to whom both he and Edward
Miller had been lately puyin% attention. ‘‘If she tells me that she prefers
somcbody clso to me--why, I'll give up my claim at once. But till she
does, everything’s got to be fair and above-boaxrd. I won't have lies told
aboul me by you or anybody clse; and youw've pot to apologise straight
away, or risk the consequences!’

“Mallo! What do you mean by that:”

““Give you a good hiding—or try to!”

‘I say, two can play at that game, you know !"’ said Miller.

“Then we'll start the game unless you apologiso!”’

“ lPuoh! Apologise to a foreiguer like you—a dirly German!  Not
much!”’

The red faded from Jack's checks, leaving it white with anger at the
repeated insult. -

“*Put up your fists!"

“Right you are. You're looking for lrouble, so don’t blame me if you
find it! There’s a sample to go on with!” And before Jack had cven
assumed a fighting attitude, the other felched him a treacherows hali-arm
hit, narrowly missing his jaw, and raising a dark flush on his cheek.

“ Now we'll fight in carnest,” said Jack, wincing a little under the unex-

('Lcd' blow, “ I wasn't ready for that; bul no mabter. I'll make you pay
or it!” . '

Lo stepped back Lo remove his khaki tunic, ag did his adversary. For.
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Tem were in uniform, being members of tho same Territorial
::;:l!:n;{llt(;le 14th Royal Downshirc's,gnow in 4raining at Yalwood Camp,
which wag n mile awny ncross the weald.

Facing cach other in fighting attitude, they presenled a coutrast which
at first sight certainly sccmed {o favour Edward Miller.

fle was heavily built—nearer thirteen stone H_mn twelve, wit'h.'broad
shoulders and deep chest, thick forcarms and big, bunched-up biceps—
un ugly customer in a close tussle,

Jmﬁt Brendon, on the other hand, had turned the scale at eleven stouo
cxactly only a day or two before. DBut while he lncked tho other’s solidity,
there was a cleanness of limb and a silkiness of ekin as the muscles played
beneath it, that suggested the perfeclion of condition and training, and a
lithe lissonencas and plinble :fllil.)' wholly lacking in the other.

It was a case of thoroughbred versus carthorse, or a lion against elephant,
if you will, and in a contest where s was likclf to count as much or
more Lthan sheer brute strength, Jack Drendon’s chances of vietory wero
likely to be by no means small.

Not that Miller scemed to entertain ithe smallest doubt about the result
of il. As a lifter of weights and such like [eats of strength, he had proved
himsell to be the most powerful man in the battalion, and he [elt quite
confident now that he could rely on that strength to vanquish quickly
the man now facing him, :

With his heavy jaw thrust out and a fiery look of intense hate in his

eyes, he came straight at Jack as though to end the contest by one instant
couy. ' )
But Brendon was refidy for that. Fully alive to tho advantage in
strength which Miller posscssed, he knew that in-fighting was not the
game he musl play. e must adopt wearing down tactics right from the
ntart, biding his timo to get in or other of the effective blows of which
he was 2 master.

For Jack was no novice in the art of sclf-defence, as many a member of
the Cestus and other London boxing clubs could have testified. I3ut neither,
then, was Miller, who had been very prone to play the bully, and to brag
of his fighting prowess among the weaker and younger mmembers of his
company.

Whercfore, Jack Brendon dotermined not to. make the mistake of undor-
rating his adversary, went Lo work warily.

Skipping clear of Miller's first attack, he quickly fore-stepped to land
a fairly heavy left clean on the other’s brond nose. A crimson trickle in-
stantly descended, for often your very powerful men bleed casily.

*“ First blood!” smiled Jack, who had quite recovered the good tomper
and cquanimity wbich are among the first things to bo (foaired in a
successful boxer, '

The smile and the warm trickle down his upper lip, angered Miller.
With a savage lunge, he gol home with his right on Jack’s ribs,

It would have winded an ill-trained man; but Jack was as fit as o fiddle.
He just bucked for breathing, waltzed round his slower opponent for ten
seconds, and then, feinting with his lelt ns though he would repeat his
previous blow, awung with bis right, with all his weight behind it, clecan
on o Miller’s car.

It wnde the car sing, and the owner of it dance.

Curae you!" he bellowed. And with an action for which Jaok certainly
Was ot prepared, and did not the lenst expect, swung up his right
fout, and brought his stout marching boot Lthudding agaiust Jack’s side.

Only the latter’s litheness and elaslicity of fibre prevented disaster theu.
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‘Although (]uile unprepared for it, Jack imtiucti\-oly shrank sidewnvs, g0
ihat the kick, instead of landing plump against a rigid body, was Hroken
in force ae is n cricket ball by the ﬁoldcr's back-drawn hands. Instead,
therefore, of collapsing, Jack escaped with: nothing more than a badly—
bruised rib.

“So that's your game, yon coward, is it?"’ he said, cre his lips closed
tightly. “ Very well, then!”

At was no Blush of shame that lived on Miller's checks, only a purplo
flush of hate and fury at 4he failure of hia illegal tactics.

Instantlly he sought to repeat them, but Jnck wasn’t (o bLe caught
napping twice.

A8 the heavy boot swung up a second time, he side-stepped. while as it
descended Lo earth ‘again and brought Miller lumbering forward, ho
-moved in with swinging right.

Smash! it came on the fellow’s Lilted jaw, with such force as to lift
him clean off his fect, and then -fall heavily to the earth, breathing ster-
torously for a moment, and then lying quite still!

“ Knocked ont!” muttered Jack, bending over him. “I was sorry to do
it, but he deserved it!”

A referco timing him, might have counted Miller out at least twice,
ere he opened his eyes.

“ Teel all right now? Shall T get yon some water?” asked Jack, with
all traces of animosity gone now that he had vanquished.

“Curse you, no!” spluticred the other savagely. ‘1 want nothing fram
you. That was a foul blow. I'll pay you for it!” And he rose to his fect.

** The blow was fair enough. Your kick was foul—horribly foul if you
like. But do you mean that you want—"'

But belore Jack could finish his sentence, or again raize his hands, Miller
had swung a ponderons fist upward, 4o catch Jack full on the eye and to
send him to earth four paces awny.

Tlhere for several sccomds he lay groaning. not so much with pain as
with chagrin at allowing himself to be taken unnwares a second time, and
conscious that his left eye was rapidly closing as the cheek beneath swelled
up to a prodigious size. .

Mopping the damaged oplic, he rose to his fcet and looked about him.

But Edward Miller was nowhere visible. At the moment he had seen
hia adversary fall, that worthy had made off, and was a( this momeut
doubling back to Yalwood Camp. - _

Thither at a slower pace, for that last cowardly blow had dazed lum,
Jack presenlly made his way also. Iis closed eye pained him, but the
manner in which the cansing blow had been given, hurt him more.

“ ITang the fellow!” he muttered. “‘ A foul kick and then a foul blow.
It isn’t British; it's a traitor's trick!”

Al, if Jack had but known then how literally true his words were! DBut
he bad merely used them as a figure of speech, and nothing was in his mind
save Lhe resolve to have another go at Miller, and get quits with him
on a Muture occasion. ) '

[] - N [ ] v v - »

Arrived at (he corner of a lane running Lelween Yalwaod Camp and the
village. his look of resentment vanished, and all his thoughts changed
their current. ) )

Coming along .the lane with a baskel of wild flowers in her hand, was a
trim and dainty figure in a white sammer frock and a flopping hal—a little
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out of fashion, perhaps, but not the less alluring for that—trimmed with
red poppies. . ey d ps :

“ Millie ! exclnimed Jack, and all his blood ran warm within him.

« Mr. Brendon!” came her answer, ‘‘ Who would have thought of

eling you?”
m(:?'i't'f ::lle uuexpected that always happens,” laughed Jack, and then
pointed to his eye. °* This was unexpect J _ _

Sho had boen Dlushiug most charmingly o moment bofore. Now at sight
of his closed cye, all bruised and blackened, she turned pale.

**Oh, Mr. Brendon!” she exclaimed, in alarm.

“ Why ‘ mister,” Millie? We're not “ mistered * in the Army unless we'ro
lieutcnants, and I’'m just n full-blown privete of four months’ service.
Why nol Jack?"* i

She isuored the direct question, though her personal concern for him
jucreased.

“ Your poor cyel’” she said, o {car trembling in her own. * How did ib
huppen?™

. ll’mcnt- for a good boy!” he answored gaily. ‘‘ Edward Miller gavo
i me!”

Sbhe shuddered at the name, and won};:‘lmlc again.

“That man! You've been fighting Edward Miller alter his telling meo
all these horrid falschoods about your being a German?’

“I fought him on that account. There are some slanders a chap cay
put up with, but one muet draw the line at a thing like that.”

“But to fight him, Jack!"” she said, in gentle, feminine reproof, and
using his Christian name involuntarily. ‘‘ How could you lower yourself
so?"’

“I lowered him; or floored him, anyway,”” grinned the young fellow.
** Knocked him clean out with a right on the jow—a recal beauty—after
he'd kicked me. Then after bo got up, and I'd asked if I should get him
somo waler, he walked into me and did this when I wasn’4 looking.”’

*“ You shouldu’t have fought with him,’” said Millie vehemently. ‘‘ He’s
a bad fellow; I'm sure of it. But you can’t see out of your eye. Oh, you
must come back homo with me¢ and let mother bathe it for you, and—-"

“I'd like 0, Millic, but I can't. I'm for duty presently. As to my
eye, I’lIl get round the cook’s mate for a bit of raw beef. That’ll put it
rlp{ht in no Lime.” :

Vhen after a little more talk they parted, it was on the uuderstanding,
arrived at on Jack’s urging and Millie’s coy consenting, that they were
to meet on the following cvening, at a certnin point along the road where
a railway bridge spanned it.

Arrived back in camp, Jack was destined to mett wilh a surprise.
Pagsing along the lines of huts and entering the one where he was quartered,
he nt once detected n queer silence nmong his comrades as he made his
appearance. This wae the moro curious, as up to that time he had always
been popular with his fellows. ) '

" Hello! What's up, you chaps?”’ ho asked, ‘looking across at a group
wl!? sreem'cd lo have deliberately turned their backs on him.

What’s_up- with you?” asked Private Bollerton, turning -round and
glaring.  To was a big, ldking fellow, given to fite of sullenness and
never over genial towavds Jack.

Az no ono nceds Lo be told, the Brilish Army, both Regunlar and Territorial
(and indeed there scems but little need of distingunishing them to-day),
containg  many of the finest and noblest fellows in the ‘world, the very
flower of British manhood. But as in every flock there is said to be at lenst
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onokblnck sheep, 60 hero and there may be found a black sheep in the military
TONKs. ’

Beyond all ?uestion, Mark Bollerton was one of these. Ife had, morepver,
shown himself to be a close crony wilth Iidward Miller, and unknown to
Juck, had alrendy received a highly-varnished account.of the fight that had
taken place.

“ Perhaps my eye's worrying you?” langhed Jack, quite good-tomlmrodl_'.'.

“It ain’t a very pretly picture,”” relorted Bollerton cultingly: * but it
certainly ain’t likely to worry me as much as it will you. llope you enjoye:l
the i:oml hidin® that Ted Miller gave you.”

*““I think he got as good as he gave,” said Jack, slill gaily, but Inwardly
l;urp;‘i.sed at Lthe general look of hostilily with which the others were regard.

n im, ¢ .

f Looks like it [rom your eye!” Bollerlon said, move savagely than ever,
‘ Serves you right though, you beastly German traitor!”

“ Bh—what’s that?”’ fnck exclaimed, with reddening face. * ITas Miller
been telling you that lying tale?”

* There's no lie about it, is there, you chaps?”’

“No,” came in a harsh and bilter chorus from the others, the sound
filling Jack with dismay. ‘‘It's true enough!”’

“1 tell you it’s a lie, a vile and cowardly lie!" thuundered Jack. “I am
British to the backbone—Britich as any of you!”

“ Likellv tale,”” snid Bollerton, with a scowl. “ As if a Britisher counld
write such a letter as you wrote to Miller.”

“ Letter? What's this mean? I've never written him a lefter!”’ :

“Don’'t try and Lluff us! We've seen the letter with our own cyes,
baven't we boys?’’

““ Yes, we have,”” came in chorus again.

“ This is some plot!"” said Jack hoarsely. * Somethiug I know nothing
about! What did this letter yon refer to say?"

“You know well enongh, so it’s no use pretending you don’t! You'll get
your deserts before long, no doubt. Meanwhile, none of us want to have
anything to do with a beastly Bavarian!”

Roused to fierce indignation, Jack demanded to know more, but not
another word could he elicit from any of them. All turned their backs on
him, 80 that in a few minutes he was forced to recognise Lhie fact that Lhe
qé\'il n;;nchinntious of Edward Miller bad had the effect of sending him to

oventry. _

Quite ymndy he was to maintain his honour by fighting any man who should
spread the gross slander regardin§ him, but very soon he found that he was
to bo cut by all in the camp, and to fight the whele battalion was, of course,
quito out of the question. -

HMad he hut*kuown the whole truth them, he would certainly have taken
i:lqmo encrgetic steps to clear himself of the stigma Miller had laid upon

im. :

For the letter which Miller had shown to some of his closer intimales,
and so poisoned their minds against him, was vile indeed.

It purported to be written by Jack, and to bo addrvessed to Miller. It
comcernod their dual attentions to Millie Winston, and it contained Lhe
following diabolical threat: - '

“T1f ‘you do not cease your attentions to Miss Winston, I will make yon
sulfer for it, even if it means shooting you down omn sight!”

That lettor, written in a close disguise of his own handwritinf. was the
cause of his comvades’ change of demennour towards him, coupled with a
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circumstantinl statement to tho effect that Jack had been born of Clermanm
parenis in the Bavarian town of Ingeclstadt. . o

But poor Jnck was not to he made aware of these lying details till later.
Mcantime, he resolved to suffer in silence, and trust {o time to live down the
undoubted enmity they had aroused in the brensts of (hose around him,

CHAPTER II.

The Wrecking of the Troop-train,

: ELSON LEE, the famous deteclive, and his young assistant, Nipper,
hurried on to the lighted platform at Waterpool Street Station, the
great London terminue.

* Long train, sir,”” said Nipper.

‘““And n heavy one, too, my boy! Full of troops and ammunition—all to
be transhipped to France from Sandhompton to-night. We're going down
to sce thatl there’s no tanpering with the staff while it’s being put aboard.
Slowish job, but necessary with so mavy spics about.”

** Don’t scem to be much room for us, sir,” Ni[') per said, with a glanco
along the train, every window of which scemed full of kbaki caps, bright,
cheery, bealthy faces, and craping sunburnt necks, as the troops called and
waved their adieux lo their friends.

" You necedn’t worry, thero’s room [or us,’” Lee said, and wnlocking tho
door of o compariment marked “ Ileserved,” thoy entered. ‘‘ You ece tho
ndvaniage of being an Inspector of Factories and Government Works.”

‘I'k+ Lrain might have been waiting for them, so promptly was it off as they
seltled themselves in their seats, It was u good train, too, and was clear of
London and steaming through the open country iu next to no timo,

“Wo sha'n’t bo long getting to Sandhampton at this rate,”” said Lee,
nlle:-l they had been travelling some time. “How far are wo now, I
wonder?”’ .

“ llere’s a station, sir,” said Nipper, looking out of tho window, and
adding ne he canght sight of a name on a lighted lamp that flashed by:
* Ynlwood Junction!”’

“ Yalwood—wbhy that’s nearly half-way! There’s a camp o mile or so
oul yonder. If it were daylight wo shoufd have got a glimpse of the huts
presently, but we eha’n’t seco anything in darkness. ¢’'re going along
at—— Greut heavens! What has—

There was not time for Leo to finish his sentence, let alone for Nipper to
mnke o reply. : e

For tho eudden Jurch which the train had given, and the weird shriek
of the engine resembling almost the agonised wail of a human being, which
hud called forth Nelson Lco’s exclamation, was followed ab once by some-
thing o thousand times more terrifying. .

A loud e:.|'zloaion a8 of o huge siege gun, followed by a fierce fusillade of
bullets, as it tho troops within tho train had simultancously etarted firing
und cuptying their magazines at the dark fields on both sides! At theo
#ame moment there camo such a mighty Jurch and heave of the rearmost
parl of the train whero Leo and Nipper were, as to pilch them violently
across Lthe comparlment,

* Out of the train—we're off the metals!™ yelled Nelson Lee.

L was necessary to yell at tho top of his voice in order to make-himself
heard, for, following on lhe explosion and tho fusillado of bullets, had
gome u great crash and a lerrific throbbing and hissing from the cugine -
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which, a8 they serambled out through Lhe door, they saw Iving on its side,
with several of the foremost conchies, some distance nhead of them.

‘“It’'s an awful smash ! groaned Lee. “ Meaven have merey on the poor
fellows in the front of the train!”

“What a wrock! What a wreck !”* aobbed Nipper.

“Terrible! DBut come. lnd, we must pull ourselves togelher, and lend
a2 hand in rescue work!™ : .

‘I'hey hurried forward, the while some scores of khaki firures, who had
eacn with slight injuries, serambled from amid the wreckage, and at the
word of command from their oflicers, rangod up as il on parade, to reccit o
hurried instructions how hest to assist their leas fortunate comrades.

“How did it happen, major?"’ asked Lee of one of the scmior oflicers,
whom he knew., _

Major Knightly didn’t know. He could only hazard a guess that tha
gtores of ammunition which were in the train had blown up. ‘This {heory
was supported by the engine driver and the guard, both of whom hail
Iuckily eseaped with but slight injuries.

“PBut that doesn’t account for the first great explosion,” said YL.ee to
Nipper. ‘“ Come, boy, there are plenty of men—soldiers and others—to do
tho rescue work. I rather fancy we may be of more use in our own legiti-
mate sphero. We've got to find out how this explosion was caused.”

It wasn't an casy matter, for the whole line was blocked for two or three
hundred yards, while the sccue was one of the most excited it was possiblo
to imagine.

While the uninjured troops set to work to reseue their dead and wounded
comrades, Leo and Nil)por. cach carrying a lantern, began to search ior
possiblo clues that might help to show how the explosion had been caused.

AL the place where it had ocenrred, the permanent way ran along the lop
of a high embankment, fringed oun cither sido by a low, thick hedge.
Beyoud the hedge on the down side, the ground shelved away to a wide
expange of nllotment gnrdens.

“laghing his lantorn among the grass and bushes of this shelving ground,
Nipper suddenly gave a cry. .

“'\\'lmt is it?”’ nsked Lee, running forward.

“ A dead man—a soldier. Poor fellow! Ile must have been blown right
out of the train, and then shot through the breast by one of the bullels when
the ammunition van exploded.”’

- " No, my lad, you're wrong,” Ico said gravely, as he examined the body.
“ Thia poor fellow was dead before the train arrived here.” )

*“ Good heavens, sir! Ilow do you make Lhat out?”’

“ Rigor morlis has already set in, and a dead man certainly doesn’t begin
to stiffen Lill he's been dead at least hall an hour. From this poor fellow’s
temperature, I'should thitk he's been dead nearly a couple of hours.”
© ““Tlow can that be, sir? Surely hé must have been in the train?™

“I'm certain he wasn't. Look at his shoulder-badge. DBifferent regiment.
Ah, corporal, perhaps you can help us!”’ The last words were spoken to a
tall young N.C.O., who had suddenly approached. “ Do you know this
man?’’

“I @6, sir. Lle's one of ours. T wasn’t in the train. I belong lo the
Iloy;al Downshire's. We're stationed here. I'm corporal of the gunrd to-
night."”

* And Lhis poor chap?”’ . .

“Was doing sentry-go on the railway-line close to this spot,
corporal with emotion.

“Sentry-go, ch? And his name? Do youn knrow it?" :

“Yeory well indeed, sir. 1le's Privale Edward Miller, of B Compnny:'

said the



8 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

1 had goue, * this is important.
Ile must have been shot while on

“ Nipper,” said Lee, wheu tho corpora
How did he come by his

Edword Miller has been dead two Jiours.
sentry duty, long before tho train blew up.

dc‘;:l{’.\’rhnl'a this, sir?”" snid Nipper suddenly, trying to open the dend man’s

irht hand, which was tightly clenched over something. .
m"'.A ;ﬁcl? of hair,” cxcglim{d Lee, refeasing it from the palm with somo
dificulty. ““ A lock of human hair torn out by the roots.”

““ From his own head, sir?" . '
“No. That's certain. It's the wrong colour—lighter than his own. It’s

a clue, anyway, and ought to be a valuable one. And, by Jove, here’s
another! A patch of tar on his fingers!”

« And more of it on his tunic, sir. TFresh tar, too!” ]

“ You're right, my boy. It's quile damp still. Don’t touch it! If
there’s beem urder done, os secms likely, these things may help us to
rolve 3.”°

“Eh? What's that? Who's talking of murder?” came in a jorky,
authoritulive voice, and the next momecunt a bull’s-cyc flashed right into

Nelson Lee’s eyes. . .
** You're a police-officer, sir,”” Lee £aid, catching sight of a peaked cap and

a braided coat.

I am Inspector Lorrigan, of the Downshire Connty Police.”

“Good! Aud I’m Mr. Nelson Lee.” The inspector gave a slight start
ot the news. *‘ Ilcre’s a job we may tackle together, inspector. It looke
to me like a case of murder.”’ .

And he told the local officer all he could about the dead Edward Miller.

** On senlry duty, was he?’’” mused the inspector. *“ Then it’s possible he
cemmiilted suicide. Might have shot himesel(?"

“ lHardly likely!”” sald Lee. ‘ His rifle's missing. Weo shall have to
wearch for that. And how comes he to be near the bottom of the emmbank-
ment?  1is job was to guard the railway-line, and this is right away from it.
How came he here?” )

““lere’s his rifle, sir!"” exclaimed Nipl)er, suddenly looking up from a
clum‘(l:\ol' purple heather, amid which he had been foraging.

L " Twelve yarde away, at least,” said Lee, measuring the distance, with
ccn Cyes.

“* Might have singgered that distance after shooting himaself,” snid Lor-
rigau. ‘“ F'm still of belief that it may be n case of suicido.” '

"I think you’re wrong, inapector. Here’s evidenco of a struggle. I took
this from the dead man’s hand only a minute or two ago.”

“Humon hair!” said Lorrignu, pouncing on the clue. “ You’ll let me
have that, Mr. Lee? That’s going to help us a lot.”

" We'll divide it. Here’s half of it for you; the other balf I'll keep.”

" AN right. I.must get n couplo of men (o remove the Lody. shall
Koo {rou ngnin, Mr. Lee?” '

. Yea. I was due at Sandhampton; but I shall send n wiro thero to say
I'm notl comiug, ns soon ae the poat-officc opens. There’s a good inn in tho
\'I"'ﬂ‘ ¢, il I remember rightly.” ~

" The Chequers—yes. Ialf a milo from here.”

) Good ! shall make it my headquarters for the piesent. I want to

'“.‘P you solve thia mystery.”

Tllhght you are, Mr. Lee. I will call ou you in the morning."”

e deteclive dia not go on o tho Chequers at once. %ntil daylight
'r'-'lll“;. ho realised Lhut it was uscless to pursuo his special investigations
;ll‘l ier, and for the next two or threo hours he and Nipper aesisted in
the work of rescue nnd search among the debris of the wrecked train,
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It was grim and gorrowful work emough. Not that the result of the
wreck was as Lerrible as at first it was feared it might be. But when the
“first grey streaks of dawn appeared, and the roll came to bhe called, it
wag found that fourleen poor fellows had lost Lheir lives, while Lelween
lil'tq and sixty had received more or less terrible injurics.
Not wutil that result wns known, and Lee knew that they could be of -
lto 'i;usther use, did he and Nipper seek out the Chequera Inn, and retire
o bed,

S— —

CHAPTER III.
A Man's Arrest, and a Girl's Sorrow.

ELSON LEE was not a man to slumber long when work awaited doing.
Three hours after seckiug his bed found him up again, and splash-
ing himsell in a refreshing cold bath,

All aglow wilh vigorous health he dressed himself and went ont. Barely
had ho .gone fifty yands towards the scene of the wrecked train than a sight
made him suddonly stop.

Round the turning of s lane appeared a little procession. Inspector
Lorrigan and a policoman headed 1t. Immediately behind them came Lwo
soldiers with fixed bayonets, and betiwween them walked another young
so!ldicrr with handcuffs on his wrists, and a look of deep trouble upon his

ale face.

P Catching sight of Nelson Lee the iuspector hurried forward, with a grim
look on his face.

“ Morning, Mr. Lee!” lhe said. ““You were right last night. It was a
case of murder.”

““ AL, you've found that out? And who's your prisoner there

‘““ The murderer—the maun who killed Edward Miller!”

‘““ Good henvens! Yon don't say so! Ho doesn’t look a bit like a man
who would kill another!”

“Oh, he did it right enough! I've l'plenty of evidence to hang him, a3
I'll tell you presently. Or, I supposc, he'll he shot, for, of course, he'll b
tried by court-martinl. I'm only going as far as the railway-station. The
military escort will take him on from there to Greymiuster Barracks.”

“I'll come with you,”” snid Lee, and walked Ly his side.

As they traversed the village High Street, the knot of villagors followiug
the arrested man, grew and grew. The news of his arrest at Yalwood Camp
wns quickly spreading.

‘“‘ What's the prisoner’s name?” asked Lee, as they went along.

‘“Jack Brendon—a privato in the same regiment as the man he killed.”

“IWhat was his motive for killing him, if he did so?™ .

‘“ A love quarrel in the first place. Both men had been payiug attention
to the same girl—Milliec Winston.”

‘“ And what’s your evidence that he did kill him?”

“The two mon quarrelled, and fought a day or two ago. Brendon,
according to reports, scems to have got the worst of the fight. That scema
to have riled him, and to have made him lose his temper entirely. MHe wroto
Edward Miller a letter which is now in my possession, threatening that he
wonld kill him.” : . I

““Whew! That's bad for Jack Brendon!” snid Tee, pursing his lips in
in a low whistle. . .

“ That's not all. 1Ie knew that Miller was on sentry on the railway line,
and there are witnesses to prove that he was seen lurking about near the
spot late last night.”

“ll
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 ‘Phat’s bad for Jack Brendon, too.’s . L. )

* Mut there's something atill mere,” eaid Lorrigan, warming to his eub-
jeet like a man wel salisfied by the result of his dizcoverics. “I've learnt
that there wne another motive for his despernte act.”

"~ ** Ah, what was that?” . .

- “That he wne a German, masquerading as an Englishman, and {hat

" Edward Miller was the first to discover that fact.”

“ Whew!"” whistled Lee again. ** If thal’s true, it’s the worst of all.”

“ You're right, Mr. lee,” snid the inspector, reserving his most important
revelntion till lnst, *“ because, Lelieving that he is & German, and bearing
in mind his last night’'s movements, many of the men in his regiment are
inclined to believe that it was he who caused the wreck of the troop-train.”

* Goed hienveng! What proof have you of that?” : ]

““ None at present. DBut it's early times. You may depend mpon it we
shull get the proof before long.” .

They had reached the etation Dby now, and tho prisoner was being
conducted through the yard.

Suddenly, close behind them, came a ery. The next moment and a very

- pretty girl with fair hair, all flying looso from itls lastenings, and her
wautifi) eyes full of untold griefl, burst through the crowd, and, before even
the escort could interfere, had thrown her arms round the prisoner’s neck.
“ Oh, Jack—dear Jack? she cried, in anguish. *‘ What is this terrible
thinq they sny about you? Tell me—oh, tell me that it isn’t true!”
** No, Millie, it is not true,” answered Jack, with a brave smile. ‘‘On
my most sacred word I am innocent of this terrible chargo!”’

The military oscort, nstounded like everybody else at this unexpected
l;c('no. ;mght ive let it go on, but instantly Imepector Lorrigan strode
orward,

* Here, what’s this?”’ he snid, laying a firm but not rough hond on the
weeping girl. ' We can’t allow this, yon know.”

" Oh. let me speak to him for just one moment!”

" Sorry, but it can’t be allowed. Tlease let go of the lprisonor."

" Yes, Millie, you must let go,” said Jack, smiling still, though the tears
hovered in his eyes at his sweethearl's devotion. ** We shall mect again
before long. I swear to you I am innocent, and it will not be long Lefore I
am [ree again?”’

. " Heaven bless you, dear Jack!” she murmured, as he was hurried awa
nto a waiting train, and then, as he disappearcd from her sight, she fcﬁ
to-wcormbr bitterly.

l"t'w 10 18 that poor girl?”’ asked Lee, as the train steamed out of the
slation.

" Millie Winston, the girl T spoke about. The girl about whom the
priconer and the dead man quarrelled,” replicd the inspector.

"': Not. much doubt which of them she preferred,” said Leo thoughtfully.
. She seems very fond of Jack Bremdon, and it’s plain she believes in his
Mmerenes, ' .
" Well, that's like a girl, isn’t it? Anywuy,‘ it doesn’t count for much.”

U T'moaot gnre---1'm not. sore.”” murmured Lee, half to himself. *‘ I'should
like to spenk 1o the girl, anyway.”

" Don't go buoying her wp with false hopes, Mr. Lee. There's littlo
dovbt abit the prisoner’s guill.”’

AR Lo that, it's early daye Lo make up our minds too definilely, as

o rladd . ) , ou
T '!]l"”;".d yourself Jusl now,"” said Lee, a little coldly, for hcydid J:lob
'I:_'ldt- lllw the other 8 cocksure wmanner. ‘* And while there’s any shadow
o) donbt aL ), the prisoner’s entitled to the benekit of it,’ S
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“ Oh, by all menng!" said Lhe other airily. “ I'll bid you good-day for the
present, Mr. Lee!” )

Lee waited a minute or two, and then appronched Millic Winston, who,
by a brave cffort, had mrtlr controlled her cmotion by this time.

"~ ' My dear young lady,”’ he said gently, “ you must notl give way to gricf.
You musl hope. I understond that you and Jack Brendou are sweethearts?'”

With a faint bluah ehe admitted it, adding, in n low, tremulous voice,
that itdwns only on the previous cvening that they had become formally
engaged. /

** At what time?”’ Lee asked, with a slart, for he saw in this a most
important point.

“I met Jack at sevemn o'clock mear the railway-arch,”” she answered.
‘“Wo then went for a wnlk. It was on that walk that he told me how much
Lo loved me, and asked me if I loved him in return. I toid him ‘ Yes,”
and he then gave me this ring.” ..

““ And what time did you part from him? You musin’t mind my asking
Ell tiihcso questions, becauso I am a detective, and want to get al the
ruth.”’

“Weo parled at n quarter to eight. sir,”” she xeplied.

“You seem very sure of tho time?”

““X am, becanse T had promised molher I would be bhack home at cight.
The clock was striking when I went indoors. Dut, oh, sir, vou don't
believe that Jack did it? I'm sure ho didn’t—quite sure! Xe couldv’t do
such a dreadful thing. Ie’s the kindest, gentlest fellow in the world. It
would be impossible for him to do a thing like that.”

“ I'm inclined to think so too,”” answered Nelson Lee.  And that's what |
mean when I say you must hope. Leave the matter to me. and rely on my
doing my very utmost to clear your sweetheart of this uwtul charge.”

e bade her good-bye, and went away very thoughtiully. e meant
what he said. Ile did believe in Jack Brendon's imnocence, in spite of
what Lorrigan lhad told him. No man in all England had looked upon
the laces of 8o many murderers as Nelson Lee, and Jack Brendon did not
look like any onc of them. IIc was not the type at all—very far from heing
80. The eyes—those wondrous mirrors of the soul—=were much too open and
houcest to permit Lee to believe him capable of killing a man in cold blood.

But in hot blood. As the result of a quarrel about Millie Winston?
What of that?

To say truth, a doubt as to that had lingered in Lee's mind when lho
looked at the prisoner. It had .occurred to him as a possibility that Jack
Brendon might have been stirred to wrath, as many a man had been befors
him, at tho idea of losing the girl he loved, and that such wrath might
have taken n tragic turn towards the man who had supplanted him in Ter
affection.

DBut that doubt had vanished instantly as he talked with Millie. Irom
her own lips he had heard that, between seven o’clock and a quarter lo
cight, vows of love had. been exchanged between them. That, and Llhe
u::;lgrstanding they had.arrived at, disposed of the question of rivalry for
E .

Edward Millexr, as far as Lee could compute, had met with his death
somewhere botween nine and ten o'clock, and in tbis the doctor who had
examinod the body confirmed him.

More than an hour before that Jncic Brendon had assured himself of

Millic's love. What possible motive then conld he have for revenge against
Miller? None. '

And was it the lcast bit likely (hat, after having won such happiness,
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he should deliberately jeopardise his life and liberty by committing euch
i ime? S .

* 'rol.}?':vf:?ldcrl:m-c to be mnd to do so, and he docsn’t look in the least

bit mad,”* was Lee’s comment to himself. ‘° Well, T'll Fet along to tho

roilway, and rce if I can find anylbing new. Tho clue of the tar-staive is

the one 1 must follow firet.'>

CHAPTER 1V.
The Clue of the Lock of Hair.

UT Nipper had starled work first, after all. Lee had loft him sleeping,
but the boy had awakened almost as soon ns the detective had left tho
inn.

Nuw here he was, a litlle away from {he breakdown gang who were hard

al work clearing away the train wreckage, closely searching the embank-
ment where the dead body of Edward Miller had been found.

** Any luck, my lod?"” Lee asked as he came up. )

‘“* None at present, sir. I've been examining all the posts and palings I
can find {o see if any of ‘em have been freshly tarred, but I’ve found
nothing.”

. \\'f musl continue the search. It's most important that we should find
oul. how thove stains came upon the dead man’s hand and tunie. You've
heard aboul the arrest, I aurposc?"

‘“ Of Private Breudon of the Downshire’s? Yes, sir! I heard about il as
1 came through the village. Do you think he's the man, sir?"”

“It’z carly to un{ yct, but at present I don’t. I’ve scen the prisoner, and
he doesn’t look a bit like a man who’d kill another. ]’ve secen his sweot-
heart. Ltoo, and vhe firmly believes in his innocence.””

" What'y the prisoner like, sir—dark or fair?’’

** Is that important at the moment, my lad?”’

*1 should think so, sir,"” said Nipper, with a lift of his eyebrows. * You
haven't forgotien that lock of hair, I suppose?”’

Lee clenched hiys fisl and smote the empty air.

*“Clean forgolien it, Nipper!” exclaimed Lee. “ Fancy me overlcoking
so important a thing as that. Jack Brendon is decidedly ?nir, and—""

He ook the lock of huir from his wallet and examined it critically. As
he did ro, his brow clouded and his mouth tightened. '

“I'm afraid it's {uat about the colour of Brendon’s hair,’”” he said, in a
curious voice.  What a fool T was not Lo compare it! But I must do so
ut once. The prisoner has been taken over to Greyminster Barracks. That’s
uboul twenly milex away. I must leave you to work here alone for the
present, and must go over to Greyminsler al once.”

e went straight buack to the station. Near the éntrance to the Looking-
llice he met-Inopector Lorrigan.

* Going off by train, Mr. Lee?’’ he snid.

“Yes, o see the prisoner. Do you know, I forgot a most imporiant
thing. 1 forgol to compare that lock of hair with Brendon’s head. I'm
gomy over (o do so now.”’

" You mn_{ a3 well save yourself the trouble,” said Lorrigan, with a
snperior smile. **If you forgot it, I didu’t.” i '

" You compared the hairp”

“1 did.”

* And what did you find?"

“That it matches exactly.”
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Lee looked worried at the laconic answer, and Lorrigan smiled,
- “It's only one of the many things Lhat point Lo lgreudon's guilt,” the
lalter snid. .

“Did you examine hix head closely?"' asked Lee. recovering himeelf.
* Did you actunlly find that hair had been lorn from his head by the roots?*

“Well, I'enn’t sy I did, but I don’t altach Loo much importance to that.

Breiidon's gob an uncommonly thick thatch, and I doubt if a little Lit
grabbed out of it would be missed.”

‘““The bald spot would show, surely?”

“I don't know that it would.”

“Oh, come, I must satisfy myself on that point.”

““Please yourself. I'm quito salisfied. Still, if you Lhink it worth while,
here's Lhe Greyminster train coming in, and you can be over there in three-
quarlers of an hour.”

In about that time Nelson Lee alighted at Greymiuster, and walked
through the narrow streets of the ancient cathedral city. He was worried.
Lorrigan’s confident manner, and his worda to the effect that the colour of
ithe hair matched exactly, made him uncasy on Milliec Winston's account.
1t roally began to seem as if the web of guilt was being woven round Jack
Brendon.

Arvived at the barracks, le sought out the commanding officer. and
readily oblained nccess to the cell in which the prisoner had been confined.,

Jack Brendon looked up as be entered, and listeued engerly as Nelson Lee
introduced himsell. and told him of his interview with Millic.

The young soldier’s eyea glistened at the mention of her name,

“She's n good, sweet girl, sir,”” he said.  ‘“ The sweelest little girl in the
world. You don't know what a relief it is to find that she, at all cvents,
believes in my innocence.”’

“L don't mind telling you, Brendon, that I'm ready to do my best (o
establish your innocence. In order that I may do so, you must help me all
you can. You are ready to answer my ¢uestions?”’

“ Certainly, sir.” .

“Verg avell, then, You went Lo see Miss Winston last night.  Where did
you meet her, and at what time?"” :

“ AL seven o'clock, sir, near the railway bridge, a quarter of a mile the
olhier side of Yalwood Station.”’

‘“\What did you do then?” :

“ We went for a walk, sir, and durin$ the walk we—we came Lo a definite
wnderstanding. I—I told Millie that I loved her, and—and she told me (hat
she loved me. Then I gave her an engagement-ring. I had it ready, fcr
I knew pretty well beforchand what her answer would be.”

“ And what time did you lecave her?"

““ Yery soon after, sir—at a few minutes before eight. She bad premised
to be home by cight o’clock.™

Lee breathed with relief al finding that Brendon’s story, so far, lallied
exactly with his sweetheart’s. DBut his next question was also important.

‘“Did you go straight back to the camp then?” _ .

“ Not immediately. You see, I felt very happy kunowing that Millie loved
me. so I rambled about a bit thinking over my happiness.™

““In your rambling did you go near the railway hne?” _ _

“Why, yes, sir, ‘i did. I walked along the railway line for a littie
distance, Lecause it was a short cul Lack to camp.  One of the sentvics
challenged me. and I answered him.'”

“Who was the sentry? Was it Edward Miller?"’

“ No, sir. It was Private Norris, of D Company."”’

‘“ Did you sce Edward Miller at all?”
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“ No. ~ir. I left the line before I cnme to where he was on sentry.”

Jae paused to reflect. IPart of the cvidence aguiust Brendon was that
he hud been scen on thesrailway line. This the prisoner had now admitted,
»nd expluined plausibly enough. But one thing more Lee wished to kuow,
and that was an jmporlant one. He put his next question slowly.

** AL what time did you quit the railway line?”’ )

“ Abont half-pnst eight, sir. I had to be back at tamp Ly nine, becauso
I-was for picket duly. I was back au few minules before that time.”

Loe brenthed easily again. He was confident in hie own mind that Miller
had not been killed till afler nine o’clock—that it might cven have been
nearer ten when he had lost bis life. His belief in Brendon’s innocence was
no far coufirmed; yet as he glanced at his thick, fair hair, and thought of
that lock of hair in his wallet, he atill felt uneasy, )

** Brendon,”” lie said suddeunly, ‘‘ plecase sit down on this slool. I want to

examine your head!”” . .
* My head, eir? What for? That’s what Inspector Lorrigan did. What’s

the meaning of il?"’ :

* You mustn’'t ask questions yet; only answer them, and do what I say.
T'bin is o matler of the greatest importance to you.”

“* Yery well, sir,”’ suid the young soldier huskily, and promptly sat down
on Lhe stool.

Nelson Lee bent over him, and gave o starl as he placed the torn lock
of hnir close beside that on his head. No wonder that he starled; no wonder
that Inspector Lorrigan had smiled so confidently.

For the bair, not ounly in colour but in texture also, matched exactly !

Nelson Lee drew a quick breath. His discovery was disquieting, but by
no means conclusive.

Out came a powerful lens from his pocket, and through this he examined
the prisoner’s head, inch by inch, as he carefully pulled the hair back.

“*That'll do !’ he exclaimed when he had finished,

*“ Mr. Lee, what does this mean?”’ asked Jack. ‘‘ Do, please, tell me.”

“I'll tell you one thing, my friend,’”’ said the detective. ‘“ You’ve much
to be thankful for that nmatlure has given you an wnusually thick® crop of
hair. I shouldn’t wonder if it has saved your life!"" ,

‘““Saved my life! I don’t understand.” -

‘““Perbaps you will later. One thing I'll tell you now, and it's this—if
you’d had a single bald spot on your head, an inch or even half an inch in
diamotor, it might have cost you your life |’

““ Mr. Lee, you bewilder me.”

“Do I? Look at this! |

Jack Brendon gazed at the lock of hair in amazement,

** Why, it’a like mine "’ he exclaimed.

* Very like yours, but it isn’t yours. "Noue of yours is missing,"t

“ How did you get this, sir?"’

* T found it tight-clutched in the dead man’s hands !’

** Who's hair is it, then?” .

"1 don’t know. If I did I could tell yon who killed Edward Miller; or,
at any rate, I could tell you the man with whom he struggled just before ho
met his death ! . .

““Then you don't bLelieve I did it, gir?” '

“T don’t. Your head has gaved your neck, so to speak.’”

¥ Thaunk Henven for your words, sir!" said Jnck with cmotion, *‘Shall I
be eel free now?”’

“TF'm ufraid not. They seem to hnve worked the case up againet you

preity “""‘"E'i;' What I_ have just eaid disposes of ono lml'.,gl)ul; tll};re
nre others. ere’s oune in which a letter is concerned. Did you write a
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letler threatening (o kill Edward Miller if he did i : on
towards Millic Winston?"’ ' ¥ el cease i allentions
" Liood heavens, no, sir! T have never written to Miller in my life !’

“Qood! Then that’s all I want Lo ask you at preseut. Good-bye, snd
kcep up your courage ! -

CHAPTER V.
The Clue of the Tar Stains. ‘

HILE Lee had been investigaling one clue, Nipper had been Lusy
on another.

No sooner had the delective departed for Greyminster than the
young fellow conlinued his search for the source of those tar-stains,

Not a post or paling or bit of honrding within several hundred yards of
whore the body of Miller had been found went uniuspected.

But for a time all his search was in vain. BafMed and vonplussed, Nipper
proacntly sat down on lhe embankment to try and think things out.

Up to then the day had been fairly fine, but now came signs of a change.
Clouds that had Leen sealtered and fleecy before now began to mobilise into
dark, piled-up banks as the wind drove Lhem (logetlher.

“ Hallo, the wind's changed,” quoth Nipper, as he observed the stir of it
among the bushes and heather amid which he was sitting.  “ Blowing up
for rain!"’ -

It was blowing up something else, too—somelbing that made Nipper sniff
and his nonlrils quiver. ' _

“Tar!" he exclaimed, as the pungent smell reached him in a strong waft,
and he leapt to his fect. '

Where did it come from, this odour of the very thing for which he had
been looking for the pust hour—fresh tar? Plainly from somewhere on the
plain below—the level stretch given over, as has nlready been mentioned, Lo
allotment gnrdens. It was dotted all over with small sheds in which ke
various small-holders -kept their 91:“105 and forks and other garden imple-
monts, and would have attracted ..’il|:por'a attention before as the possible
source of the tar-stains, but that he had thought it unlikely for a sentry (o
swander 8o far from lis post.

Now, however, with the pungent smell to guide him, he nt once descended
the embankmenl and started amew on his scarch. But though he made a
closo iuspection of at least a score of the tool-houses, all of which had been
tarred in their time, he could find no trace of any sufficiently fresh to give

-off so strong an odour.

He was returning somewhat disconsolately towards the embaukmment, when
he suddenly caught sight of arother shed which had hitherto escaped his
notice. |

It wns somewhat larger and more substantially built than the majorily,
and was tucked away so close to the embankment as to back right against il.

Nipper appronched it, with no great hope that it woukl yield any mora
salisfactory result than the others. e looked all round it, but no signs
of fresh tar appeared. . .

Stay, what was this? A Dblack streak, oongealcc.l irto jellike bLeads,
showed distinctly at the joining of Lwo boards. The inside, Lhen, had been
recently tarred, and some of the black liquid had oozed through.

Quick as lightning Nipper was vound at the door. It was fast, made secure
by a big pn(i'lock. And what was this upon the very padlock itself. Tar-
staina upon ite rusly surlace, and, more imporlant still, other marks
upou the tar-staine, : | )
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“ Fingerprints!” cjaculated Nipper., * Well, if this isn’t a stroke of
uck! T won't touch it until the guv'mor comes. I wouldn’t spoil I’:IIQSG
marks for anything.” . . _

It wasn'l easy to repress his inclination to pick tho lock, aud so get o
o'k of the ingide of the «hed, but he did it. Who knew how valuable
those finger-prints might prove? On wo account must they be interfered
with unti‘i Nelson Lee should be there to examine them.

He woited, o tedious process, killing the time by walking to and fro
along the embankment, with his cyes almost constn.ntl;: fixed upon the
shed below, lest anyone might approach and tamper with those marks,
and with only an occasional glance in the dircction from which Lec would
approuch.

At Lhe end of (wo hours he came. .

** Buck again, vou see, Nipper,” smiled Lee. “ I’ve examined Jack Bren-
d-n’s hoir, and the torn lock doesn’t Lelong to him.”’

. **Glad to hear that, sir. I’ve found out something too. I've found out
vhere the tar-stains come from, I think.”

‘““The dickens you hinve! Geod Jad! Show me.” '
*‘This way, sir,”” Nipper said; and led the way to the back of the shed,
where the tar had ocozed through. .

. l}os. you're right; tho ineide las been fresh done, my boy. Been
ineide?”

‘“ Nol yet, sir. I didn’t want to tamper with the padlock.

" Why not?”

‘“ See for yourself, sir!”” And he led the way round.

“ Finger-prints !’ exclaimed the detective, us he bent down close to the
padlock. ‘“ Whose are they, I wonder?"’ :

*“ Perhaps the dead man’s, sir.”

** No.- Edward Miller had tar-staing on his palm and on his tumnic, hut
none on his fingers. These marks were made by somebody else while the
lnr was alill wet. It’s baroly dry even now., They may have been mado by
the owner of the shed, and in that case they may be of no value to us.
On the other hand, they may possibly have been made by somebody clse, in
which case—"" -

Loo® broke off, musing. Then, with n sudden thought, he eaid:

"* There’s & man working in one of the allotments over yonder, Nipper.
{io over and ask him who Llls this plot.”

_ Nipper was off cagerly enough, and in four minutes was back with tho
mformalion that the shed and plot was rented By ‘‘ old Amos Larcombe.’”

* And where does old Amos Larcombe live?"’ queried Lee.

“In the sccond collage this end of Station Lane, the man told me.
Ile’s n mon of nearly cighty, it appears.”’

“Then go and sce the old gentleman, and bring him here as fast as his
ancient lege can carry him. You can tell him I’ve got somo of the finest
cut-plug that ever grew in old Virginia.”

Whether it was the mentionof the peculiar kind of .tobaceo, which T.ce
knew wag generally a prime [avourile with ancient sona of the soil, and
which he sometimes smoked himself we cannot say, but certain it is that
Amox appeared in remarkably quick time for an “ old "un.” >

laving shaken hands, and then handed him over about Lwo ounces of
cut-plug, Lee at once got to Lusiness with questions.

Yes, Amos had tarred the inside of his shed only Lhe day before, and was

gomg (o do the outside later on.: No, he could swear them wasn’t his fingers
on the lock. '

" Why so sure, grand-dad?" asked Lee.
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]'-' 'Cos, sur, whenever I've got a bit o° pitehin® Lo do, I allus wearsy
gloves,””* '

““ And you wore gloves yesterday?”

““To be sure, sur.” I meck no doubt I mid have smeared the padlock
wi'’ me gloves, but I make no marks wi’ me fingers, that I'll swear '

“Then these prints makg it clear that someﬁudy must huve tampered
with the lock after you had left the face yesterday.” .

“ Ayl snid the old man angrily. “*‘ Arter some o' my secds, that was
'what they were arler, I'll warrant! Let me ketch (he danged scamp as
.I([loli:f":t’- that's all, and I'll lay my slick acrost his thievin' head, old as

“ Is it an ‘caay Jock to pick?” :
~“No, sur; that’s what it just bLaint. That there lock was bought, and
the key minde, by young Dick Dove, as used to have the plot afoor me.”’

“ Dick Dove, who is he? YWhere does ho live?™

‘e used to work at Job Multon’s, the blacksmith’y, in the village yon.
Didn’t belong to Yalwood, he didn’t, sur. Sort o' forcigner, fic wt?r, wur,
Worked here about Lwo year, he did, aed then went away a bit sudden
last 27th July.” | )

A foroilgnor with an English name, who went away on the 27th July
last! Nelson Lee suddenly scemed Lo become engrossed in thought.

Little wonder, for the dale mentioned he knew Lo be a very ominous one.
July 27¢h, 1914, was just a weck Dbefore the war had broken out.
On that day, as Lee well knew. 1lie secret word had gone threugh the
length and breadth of England, for all Germans and Austrians to return -
10 their Fatherland and rejoin the colours!

Supposing Ghis Dick Dove was a (iecrman or an Auslrian! Here indeéed
waa,faod for laler reflection.

“Graund-dad,” he enid, with sceming carelessuess, *‘ you don't mind my
having a look inside the shed?” )

‘““To be aure not, sur! Tere Le the key! Your eye be yonnger ner mine,
and yer hand steadier for tetchy work like lo that. Unlock it, sur!™

Lee did so carefully, taking care noft Lo spoil the finger-prints that wes
now gradually drying. -

“You'll let me keep' this padlock. grand-dad,’”” he said. with a quiel
smile, “if I buy you another, and give you half-a~sovercign into th
bargain?"’ ) ’

“"Half-n-guvrin!”’ gasped the old man. * You don‘t mean that, sur’®
surelie 1"’

“ Why nol? Iere’s the money!”’

With the little deal completed. they passed into the shied.

“ Why, you're quite smug here!" said Lee, glancing round. “ Gol 2
carpet hore, and everything.” And he pointed to the square of feit that
covered the floor. )

“ Ay, sur—that were Dick Dove's doin’, that were! He put the felt
Jown.” He used Lo sit here a lidy bit o° summer nights. and he said it kep
the draught from comin’ up atween the boards.™ _

“ No (ﬁ)ubt it docs—no doubl,” arid Lee lightly, but Nipper could sec
{hat hie hnd some other Lhought at the back of his mind.

The deteclive spent Lbe next few minutes in examining the newly-larved
walls. One or two amears and smudges were to be scen, and one of these
varticularly abtracted Lee's attention. e actually brought his lens I«

ar wpon it, and lonked carefully through it for several s.ocnnds. .

*““That’'s where Miller's tunic rubbed against the wall,” he said, in 2
whisper to Nipper. . _

““YLow do you kuow that, sir?” -
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“ Look through mfl Jens. You will see that two or three minute pieced

aki till adhering to the tar.”
nr"k .g:ktlhﬁlfrgr::l;e ’i.i'tl.lc tiny llngiecea of fluff, as though the nap of the cloth

hd rubl ?ﬁéhould Miller have come (o this shed, sir?”” Nipper asked

l;r;ag::.'l'\-,w ::'ilcn old Amos had deparlgd to buy » new padlock, and the two
“.":'.'OC?::EE ';:“..c:l,lo;:-csont. It's cerlain he did, though, and il’s équally

certain somebody clse did also, ns witness the finger-prints which are nob

Ldward Miller’s, and are not those of old Amos.”

** Whose ean they be. sir?” . o

““ Why not the previous t-tinant cl)‘f Ille place—Dick Dove?,

“ have had a duplicate key?”’ ] .

o {{'oh:::-u:';an more likel.jrl to have such a thing? He’s a blacksmith, and
very likely n lockemith as well.”

. :ont away last July.” . .
" ]13:: l::: Tﬁ: 2?;;: .)m)' Iad. y'I'he very day that all Germans and Austrians

in England were called to rejoin the colours.”
** You think he's a German or an Austrinn?”’ .
““ We know that he’s a forcigner. according to old Amos. And if lhe

was't an enemy_ of England, why ehonld he depart suddenly on that
particular date? It nay be merely a ccincidence, but it may easily Le some-
thing more. It’s ominous, at all cvents, and I sha’n’t jeel satisfied till

v n Mr. Dick Dove.”

g 'Fﬂ‘eclm’s at war against England, it’s like his impudence to adopt a
peaceful name like that!” said Nipper. . .

‘‘ Done delilserately, no doubt. It's a sample of tho Teuton’s peculinr
humour. Most of ‘em, of course, adopt Scoltish mames.” :

Old Amos returned presently with the new padlock. This Lee carcfully
locked, and having instructed the old man that npbody was to be admitted
to the shed during the next few days, he and Nipper went off,

** Are you going 1o begin your search for Dick Dove, sir?"’ Nipper asked.

‘“ Not 1ill 1he day after to-morrow. The Board of Trade enquiry into the
cause of the wrecked train begins this afternoon, and will probably finish
to-morrow. I shall wait for that, and then try and get on the track of Mr,
Richard Dove.” ' . |
' The enquiry referred o duly {ook: place. Several witnesses wero called,
including the engine-driver. He was most emphatic in declaring that the
railway ’T'ine had n clear of obstacles. Had this not been so, the engine
musl have struck anything Iyving there, whereas it struck nothing, but was
thrown off the line by force of Lhe explesion,

How this latter had occurred remnined a mystery. The official verdict
declared that it must have been caused by the accidental fusing of somo of
the shells aboard the train, and with this vague finding, people had to
remain content for the time being. ©

But Nelson Tee was by no means satisfied. Evidenco had been given as
lo the strictness and carefulness of the loading and packing, and short of
fpoutancous combustion—an almost impossible theory—the detective could
:lol,' understand how Lhe explosion coulg have been caused from imside the

rain,

_ Yol if it had bheen caused by an agent outside, how had it come about?
That was the ystery which Lee wns now sctting himself to solve,
- Tuspeetor Lorrigan had already volved it (o his own salisfaction. Meeting

Lee after the enquiry, he at once said t) ifer: .
"l;rnde imqmelor'sq finding, 'l that he differed from tho Board of
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“The explosion was cansed by somebody not in the brain. The wrecking
was a deliberate erime,’”” Lorrigan said. -

“Just what I think.” agreed Lee. *‘ But who could have done it? - Tiw
ecntrics say Lhat nobody wae scen Lreapassing on the line.”
‘““LExcept one man—Jack Brendon.”

“He admits that himself,”’ said Lee; “ bul that was a full hour or more
before the train came along.”

“ My Dbelicl is thal he returned later. Anyway, I've alinost abmlute proos
that he did it.”

‘“ Proof’s a strong word,” said Lee, a little testily. * And, anyway. you
were wrong about that lock of hair. I've absolute proof that that didn'l
come from his head.”

“T don't carc for thal,’” Lorrigan said, with a shrug of his shoulders.
“I'm not relying omn the hair clue.”

‘“What are you relying on then?" asked Lee, irritaled by. the olher's
gr‘l‘nI (;l‘ confidence. ‘“ Havo you any [resh evidemce?”
nve.”’

“What is it?” '

‘“ Documentary evidence found in Brendon's kit. Lelters from Kocuniger-
gralzstrasse 70"
" “In Berlin?” exclaimed Lee, with a start. “ The headguarters of (ke
German Seccret Service?”™”

‘“ Exactly.”” Lorrigan was rubbing his muscular hands in triwmph,

‘“What do Lhe letters say?*

“ They prove that Breudon is a German spy of the most dangerous kind.”

“Do you mean that? What has he done?” :

‘Do you remember the burning down of the munitions factory at Beedie-
bridge. fifleen miles from ‘here, a month ago?”’

“Why, yes; I investigated the affnir.”

“Ila! And what conclusion did you come to?"’
d'“ That it might have been the work of an incendiary, but who, I couldn’t

iscover.”’

“Then X can tell you, Mr. Lee. The man who did that was Jack Brendon !

““ You say that deliberately?”

“I've proof of it. One of the letters found among his kil commends him
highly for this specinl act!” ’

*Does the lelter mention him by name?”

“Why, no All the letters are in Germau, gud begin ‘Dear Sir’ in
¢ach case.'" :

*But the cuvelopes—how are {hey addressed?”

“T have found no envelopes. They have probably been destroyed.™

“ Envelopes destroyed and the letters themselves preserved!™ cncdwl.co
with emphasis. “ I'll uever believe they were sent to Brendon at all!
““Not when I've found them among his kit?”’ e
“T don't belicve for a moment that he's capable of such an act of villatuy.™
“He'll have a toughish to porswade a court-martial to that Lelief. .m:!!

@ man who can burn down a factory is just as capable of wrecking a train:

"¢ T don’t believe for a moment that he did cither,” Lee said culmly..
“Then X can’t help saying you're the most obstinale man in the world,
r. Lee.” .

MAnd Inspector Lorrigan, full of the feeling that he was boal.mgll,hﬁ

famous London dctective at his own gamo of mystery-solving, strutled o

as proud ag any peacock.
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CHAPTER VI.
Louis Radetsky, alias ‘' Richard Dove.”
O uny that Nelson Lee wos not disturbed would mot be true.  What
Inspector Lorrigan bad told hiwm, bad come upon him like a small

bombshell.
Not that he believed now in Jack Brendou's guilt any more than he had

done Lefore. Dut the fact that those incriminating letters had Leen found
among his kit, was a circumstance to make him feel very uncasy.

The abscuce of Brendon's name, which Lorrigan admitted, were a sort
of negalive confirmation of Lee’s belief that the letters had been sent to
somebody clse, and that that somebody bad endeavoured to cast suspicion
on Brendon by plncinE the letters where they had beca found.

Who was that somebody? Circumstances pointed to Edward Miller. Was
it not he who had tried to poison Millic Winelon against her lover by
telling her he was a German in disguise? Was it not he who bad turned
all Jack’s conrades nguinst bin by telling them the same story?

‘T'hat being so, what more likely than that he should support his tale by
smugeling: those incriminating letlers among Jack's things?

But now Edward Miller was dead. and the task of tracing such a perfidious
net to him was rendered a hundredfold more diflicult, if not quite impossible.

It might prove beyond Lee's powers o do it. The court-martial might
come Lo believe what Lorrigan and other people Lelieved ; mi(th regard tho
case against him as amounting to proof—and even Lee had to admit the
strength of the circumstantial evidence in some respects.

If they did, Jack Brendon would be found guilty of ireason, and death at
the hands of a firing party would be his punishment ! _

It must not be,” excloimed Lee to himeelf. I Lelieve him to be
innocenl, For his own and his sweetheart’s sake, ho must be saved, and
the only way Lo save him is by proving that another man in guilty! How is
that to be done? Had the missing Dick Dove anything to do wilh this
business? 1 fancy he may have had. In any case, it’s the only theory I
have, and 1 musl follow it up to the bitter end !

1l¢ hastened back to the Chequers.

* Bring me a time-table at once.”” he said to Nipper. “I catch the next
train to Loudon,”

““What's up now, sir?’? Nipper asked as he brought the book.

“TI'm going to try and find Dick Dove. I must find him within the
In_cr-xf.”l‘ew days. IU's the only way I can sec of saving poor Jack Brendon's
ife!

*“Is it as bad al that, sir?"’

" Yes. Inspeclor Lorrigan’s got some absolutely damning evidence against
him. Unless we can disprove it, peor Brendon will be shot for certain.”

Nelson Loe arrived in London that same afternoon. During his journe
up he had planned out his course of procedure. To have attempted to fin
Dick Dove in a mighty city like London without a clue to his whereabouts,
waw, on the face of it, like looking for a needle in a haystack.

But Lee bad a plan, and forthwith proceeded to carry it out. Entering a
taxi at the stalion, he drove straight to a cerlaiv office in Westminster. On
sending in his card Ly a clerk, he was iinmediately shown into the room of
a high official Lo whom he stated his business.

o you wish to examine the registers of all aliens who have beeomeo
naturalised during the past ten years, Mr. Lee?”’ the official said. * That'’s
a longish job, but the registers are at your service.’" ]

I.ee retired {0 a_smaller room which was placed at his disposal, and here
for the next Lwo hours he procecded with his self-imposed task.
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Long were the lists of names that he examined without coming wpon the
ene for which he sought, Still he scarched on patiently and carefully, and
atl Jast his patience was rewarded.

His poised finger dropped upon a name, the very one for which he had
Dbeen looking—Richard Dove!

There was a reference number and letter Deside the name, which sent
Lee to other documents for their meaning. This he discovered in a few
winutes, and it amounted to this:

TPhat the man Richard Dove had assumed that name by deed-poll: that
by birth he was a Hungarian, having been borm at Iolomea, in Galicia.
and that his inherited name was Louis Radetsky !

The dale of naturalisation went back some seven years, and Radetsky's
occupntion was given as that of am clectirical engiuncer!

“ Electrical eungineer,” mused Lece. “Not quite the same thing as a
blacksmith ; still, the namo’s the same, and it's more than ible i1l’s Lhe
anme man. Now, if he's in London, as is more than likef , the thing is
where to find him. DPerhaps they can help me at Scotland Yard.”

They could, as Nelson Lee very guickly learned. In conformity with
regulations pnssed since the oulbreak of war, Richard Dove, as a born
forcigner, had reported himself to the police, and been duly registered.

‘““As a (lualiﬁod cngineer, he’s offered his services to the Ministry of
Munitions,” the police official iuformed him; ‘ but I believe his offer is
slill under consideration. It's a ticklish business employing forcigners on
Goverument work, naturalised or not.”

“ Quite so,”” agreed Lee. ‘“ And where does Richard Dove live?'*

‘““Here's his address, 28a, Tregona Street, W.”’

“H’m, that’s in Soho,” said Lee. ‘‘Still favours the foreign quarler.
Evidently hia sympathies are still with his compatriots.’

‘“ Got anything agninst him, Mr. Lee?”’

““ Nothing definite—only surmise at present. If anything develops, I'll
let you know.” And the deteclive took his leave.

Ile wanted to get a look at Richard Dove, but knew that e must exercise
caution in this 1o prevent arousing his suspicions. That he wounld be able
to recoguise him if he saw him, he felt tolerably certain. For before
leaving Yalwood, he bad obtained from the local blacksmith a cabinet
photograph of his former assistant. .

Now the question was how to come face to face with its original. Lee
secemed to settle Lhat question in his own mind by going straight to his
chambers at Gray's Inn, :

There he remained for a full hour, busying himself Lhe while in selecting
suitable garmonts from his very extensive and varied wardrobe, and in
eflccting a very complete disguise of himself.

When, at the end of that time he gazed at himself in a long pier-glass,
he smiled at his completely altered appearance.

““When I bought this suit three years ago at that shop in Buda-Pesth. 1
thought it might come in 1mnd{ some time or other,”” he said. ‘ They’re
certainly the very things for this job. My command of the patois isn’t
over-gront, but X think I kvow it well enough to back up my appearance,
Louis Radetsky, alias Dick Dove.” _

Passing out of the door into the dusk of the strect, he suddenly felt hix
arm tightly gripped. . o i

““ Hallo !’ exclaimed a stern voice. *‘ What were you doing in that build.
ing yonder? You don’t live there, you know.’’ ) .

‘I haf been galling on mein vriendt,” replied Lee, in broken English.

“That’s hardly good enough,” replied the pluin-clothes’ officer, for the
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man who was gripping him was no other.
registered?’

** 1 voy registered von, doo, dree wonths ago!™

“ All right then, you will show me your certificale.” :

“ Sorry, Sergeant Wace,” lanughed Lee, speaking in clear English now,
“but youn've bealen me.””

“Why, blow me if it isn’t Mr. Nelson Lee himself!” exclaimed the
rergeant, recognising the voice which was well-known to him. * And all
the time 1 thought it was somebody paying a visit to your cbambers in
vour absence.”” :

““ Lucky for me I wasn’t,” laughed Lee again. “ You fairly beat me in
vour demand for my certificate.” '

“It's yon who beat me with that Jisguise, sir. Your make-up’s
wonderiunl,”’

“ Thunks, sergeant. Your tribute inspires me with confidence. 1've need
of a good make-up to-night. Within the uext few hours I lope to move
among some very exclusive Hungarian circles.”

“The besl of luck, then, sir,”” Sergeant Wace said, smiling at the menn-
ing wink which Lee gave him. ““There are a good many of ’em still
knocking about, but we've got most of ’em spotted. Where are you going,
wir?"

**Tregona Street, Sobo.’t . ‘

“ Nasly place lo go sinFle-lmnded. Best be careful, sir, though in that
rig you ought to pass well enough.”

‘““Oh, I think 1 shall manage,’’ and Lee moved eff.

Arrived in Soho, he slouched along with his sombrero shading his
swarthy face, until he reached Tregona Streel. Taking up a posrition in a
dark doorway, he looked across at number 28a, which was opposite.

The dowmstairs part was a fourth-rate restauwrant, while cerlain of the
upper rooms scemed to he let off in lodgings. Save for the lights behind the
closely-driwn blinds of the restaurant, and one lighted window on the very
top floor, close under the roof, all was in darkness.

Looking across at this wpper light, Lee was presently able to make oug
certain shadows moving across the blind,

“Two men at least,” murmured Lee. ‘“ Perhaps three. Wonder if one
of them’s Radetsky? It'a quite likely, I imagine. Alh, they’ve turned the
Jight off! ‘That's good. It’s probable they’re coming ont.” ' :

He remained where he was. siaring straight ncross at Lthe entrance. Tho
outer door was open, giving on Lo a small square lobby. Out of ihis,
another door on Lhe right-hand side led into the restaurant, while at the
back. u third door led to the pnssnge nnd stairs beyond.

Fiven while he looked, this latler door opened and three mem passed
through it. Tlalting in the lobby, they seemed to debnte which way they
nionld go, and in a minute settled the question by not coming into the
street al all, bul by turning into the reataurant. *

In that minute the lobby light, shaded from above, bad fallen upon their
faces; on one round and swarthy face in pavticular. ' '
" Dick Dave far a million !’ exclaimed Leo to bimself. * Luck’s running

my way. New fo beard the lion in his den at feeding time. I'm merely
ARG 1o look and listen, but I hope my Inck will last.” '

“You're n foreigner. Are yod
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- - CHAPTER VIL
) Nelson Lee’s Perilous Escape.

E crossed the street, and sauntered into the restaurant ns earclessly ns
if he were quile familinr with the place. His attire and appearance
secured him against undue scrutiny, while for his part, he was able

to observe Dove and his two companions just seating themselves at a table
near.

The place was not over brillinntly lighted, and such illumination as there
was, was deliberately lessened by the guests themselves, by meaus of screens
placed between the tables. Evidently most of the people who came there
were mote or less auxious to avoid being stared at. )

Dove and his party were no cxceptions to this, for one of them at once
drew a screen between their table and a small one standing in a corner.

This latter was vacant, and Nelson Lee mnoiselessly sidled to it, having
firat obtained some liquid refreshment from a bar at the end of the roon.

It was a trifling thing to do, but it was n wise one, since it would now be
unnecessary for a waiter to approach, and hidden by Lhe screen as he was,
Dick Dove and his companions would rxot suspect bLis presence there.

. They were thus likely to talk with less restraint, and this, supposing
they had anything important to talk about, was a matter for congrntulnlioa
on Nelson Lee’a part.

And Lhat they had important matters to diseuss became immediately
perceptible, though at first their themes of talk had no direct bearing on
the particular business on which Nelson Lee had come.

But he quickly learnt from their talk that both Dove’s companions were
Hungariaus like himself. Their names appeared to be Carlo Kallay and
Gral Krieg. DBoth were tall men, dark and cunning of eye. Dove himself,
as Lee cautiously observed him throush a mirror, was of middle height,
bt“t wé]l-ll n depth of chest and thickness of limb that suggested great
arren 1. .

“ ‘{g tlough lot to tackle if it ever comea to tackling them,” wns Lee’s
thought as he strained his ears to catch their talk.

This for a time concerned some mission which Carlo Kallay seemed to
have boen on in Rumania. It was connecled with an endeavour to per-
suade the neutral government there to allow .free passage through their
territory of ammunilion intended for the Turks.

Nothing of dircct interest to Lee in that, yet it was not without imporl.-
ance. It told him what he wanted to know, namely that Dick Dove, in
spite of his having become a naturalised Englishman, still sympathised
with the country of his birth, and its allies., .

But presently the conversation was tc become positively startling.

The man named Graf Krieg quite suddenly drew the talk round, as he
turned to address Dick Dove. :

‘““ And what’s your next move, Radetsky?"’

Radetsky—alias Dick Dove—leant across the table and whispered some-
thing which Nelson Lee could not eatch, strain his ears how he might,

“That’s a big job,” said Krieg, ‘' and terribly risky!"

‘“ Ay, so it may be,”’ returned Dove, his eyes aflame with evil. ‘ Bul
think of the reward if it comes off successfully. It was my own idea, and
the count has approved it. I received a letter from Berlin to-day. It's
taken ten days to smuggle it acroas, but it's here at last.™

‘““You havo it in your pocket?’’

‘“ No, it is in my room upstairs, You shall see it when we go up presontly.
All the details of the schome are set out. It will take some little time to
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orpanise, bul when it is done, thousands will die at one swoop, and all this

g H »”
d England will be staggered ! .
cu'r'sf-h:n::’ugto tho success .E it, then,” said Kriog, raising -his glass and

drinking. )
“ And here's another toanst,”” said Dove. ‘‘ Success to the arms of our

*atherland, and death to Englnnd P . ]
** Ay, perfidious England ¥’ added Krlei‘fﬂdrmmng_ his glaes. _ :
behind that scrcen, Nelson Lee felt his bloed beginuing to.

Listening _
That such men as these should be able to move freely about and talk

boil.
such gross trenson againet the country which gave them hospitality and
shelter, filled him with hot indignation.

1lad he had no particular mission to carry out, he would havo step][;ed
forward at that moment and denounced these men on the spot. But while

that would have meant their iustant arrest, it would have probnbls pre-
vented further discoveries in the case he was investigating, and would help
him but little towards saving the life of Jack Brendon, which was his chief
object at Lthe moment.

ut, even éhough for the time being he must let these men go froe, there

was soniething be could do; something he must do at once.
The letter from Berlin, of which Louis Radetsky had spoken! It wase in

his room upstairs,
T must get posscssion of it before they go upstairs again ¥’ Lee said to

himself. ** 1 must act at once!”’
lle remained where he was n minule or so more. Then, as a greasy-

looking wailer bronght the three men more drink, Lee slid silently from

_behind the screen, and made for the door unbeeded.
Reaching the lobby, he instantly tried the inner door through which the

men had emerged, i
¢+ It was unlocked, and opened at a turn of the handle. Lee passed through,

closing it softly behind him. e found himself now in a dark, narrow

~ passage, wilh a slaircase facing him.
Ue listened intenlly. Not a sound came from overhead. The wpper

rooms scemed to be quite empty.

‘ Now or never!” muttered Lee, and placed his foot upon the stairs.

The woodwork was old and crazy. but {)lc prevented its creaking by keep-
ing to the side. Reaching tiie first landing, he pnused again to listeun.,

Still nol a sound. lle ascended to the second floor, and listened again pre
ho climbed to Lhe tap floor. :

Here everything was as quict as the grave, only the distant sounds of
traffic in the street far below reaching his eary.

On the landing where he now found himself, were three doors, two leading
Lo buck rooms, and one Lo the front. He turmed the handle of Lhe latter,
and entered a big, square room. The dim glow from a street lamp shono
upon the window, and showed a blind partly torn away from its roller.

“So I'm in the right room,’” Lee murmured. *‘“T remember seeing that
Lorn blind from outside. Now for my séarch !*’

lle drew an cleclric torch from his pocket, and flashed it carefully round
Lhe room. I revealed several chairs, a table with empty glasses smelling
of spirits upon il, and in a corner against a wall, n knee-hole writing-tabl'é

wilth drawers down ench side.
“* That’s the place where he most likely keeps his papers. Let me have

n look.”
He tried one drawer afler another to fiud that all were locked. Out camo
2 big bunch of keys from his pocket. In two minutes he had opened. ong

Lthe lop drawers with o skeleton key, .-
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*“ Nothing much here,”” he said swiftly,
papers. “* I'll try the next.
~ * Ha, this Ioolcs_ like business! A letter addressed from Berlin; wrilten
in German, and signed by Count von Revlo. Von Revlo, I know him, the
scoundrel. He’s_one of the chicfs of the German Secret Service. And,
good heavens; this must Lo the very letter that Radetsky spoke of. It
18—t i8,"’ he added, as his eye roved swiftly over Lhe contents. *“ What a
scheme, what a frightful scheme !’ :

He paused to wipe his brow, upon which the moisture had appeared.
This was not surprising, for the plan whose details were wrilten in tho
letter he now held in his hand, was one of the most dinbolical ever invented,
even by a German'! -

“If only I can fruslrate that, and I must, T shall have been well repaid
for my trouble. What arc these other papers?”” - '

MHe took from the drawer a wad of documents, tied tcgether with a picco
of tape, and began hurriedly to examine them.

But before he could get more than a vagwe idea of their purport, an
ominous sound made his heart almost stand still.

Footsteps on the stairs—footsteps, and gruff, drink-thickened voices.
Radetsky and his companions were coming up to the room'!

Without a second’s hesitation, Nelson Lee thrust the papers into his
pocket, and bastening to the door. opened it.

But it was too late to escape that way! Even as he opened the door o
few inches to peep out, he was scen! -
. Wlith an oath one of the men sprang forward, a revolver glislening in bis
nd.

Bangr went the door, and in an instant Lee had turned the key. He was
not a second too goon, for the fraction of a moment afterwards.came a
heav pounding at the panels as the foremost man set his shoulders to it.

‘“‘ Betrayed!”” came in the voice of Carlo Kallay. *‘ Who is the traiter.
Break down the door and seel”’

*““No use, he’s barricading it!" cried Krie% And in truth Lee was
dragging table and chairs againat the door to bar their entry.

Thie gave him a brief respite, and he breathed more freely. But none
realised better than Nelson Lee how desperate his plight still was.  Alone in
that house, .and with three desperate men thirsting for his life, he knew
that his peril was extreme.

Soon, in spite of his barricading, they would batter down the door. Why
were they uot doing it? What was the men.nmg of their inaction, and their
whispered conference out there on the lmu!mg. .

“]!;o“mstairs!’-’ he heard Radetsky say in his foreign patois. “ We can
get at bhim from the room below.” :

“ What did that mean?’’ Leo asked himself, ag he heard the sound of their
footsteps deacending the staivs.

Tle was very soon lo know. From under the floor of the corner of the
room in which he was, came the sudden pulling back of a rusty bolt.

Lee turned his electric toreh on the spot, just in time lo see a emall
woollen mat slide sideways, as a trapdoor was lifted from under it. :

With a leap the detective pounced on to the trapdoor with bath feet,
closing it with a bang, and sending Radetsky and a short ladder up which
le had climbed from below, clattering to the floor Leneath.

Lee remained where he was, pressing with all his weight wpon the trap. It
was the only means of sccuring it, for there was no Lolt or fastening on his
gide. By standing where he was, he conld at any rate keep them out for a
time. Byut, good ﬁ"lcaveus I what was happening? :

turning over some miscellanoug
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Something wus moving right under his very feet. He shifted Lhem a few:

inches, then he saw,
Law thal the trapdoor was perforated. and that through one of the holes a

long, thin riflc Larrel of peculiar paltern, was bLeing thrust!

Ho stepped aside as.if it had boen an adder, and indeed this d:u-l:lyI

gleaming thing wos every wit as deadly, or even more so.

Hec was not an justant too soon!

Ping! came a sound, with only the very softest of reports, and a bullet
buried itself harmlessly in tho ceiling above his head.

Nelson Lee took in the situation in a moment. Tho villains were using a
silent rifle, such as he had onco scen being made at Essen, when he was on
a secret vixit to Krupp's. They could shoot him wilh impunity then without
a sound being heard 1n the street below.

Ping! came again, and Lee sprang a-vay from the trapdoor just in time

to avoid o sccond bullet.

This left the way open for the scoundrels {o climb into the room, but
there was no help for that. To remain on that trap meant death for cerlain
by means of that deadly silent rifle thrust there through onc of the
specially-hored holes.

But did his allered situation mean anylhing less? What chance wounld
ho have againsl these three armed men? What merey was he likely to get
from them? None.

What could he do, then? Was there no -means of escape? He gazed
quickly round the room, the while the sounds of the men readjusting tho
ladder below came Lo bis cars, .

They were ascending. One man was nearly at the top. The trapdoor
wiy opening again. A hand appeared—a rough, strong hand, holding a
revolver.

Another moment, and the man’s hend and shouwlders would appear, and he

would fire.

In that moment Nelson Lee took his last desperate chance. With a rush,
ho bounded to the window, tore the blind aside, threw up the sash, and
leapt on to Lhe sill. _

ne glance he Fn\-e at the street, some eeventy feet beneath him. 1Wilh
time for the people helow to have prepared a sheet or something for him to
have jumped into, he would havo jumped without hesitation.

Butl there was none. Nobody in tho street could see him in the darkness,
whilo Radetsky and his two scoundrelly accomplices were already in the
room.

One way of cacape remained, and ono only. Standing there on Lhoe window-
rill, Lee reached upward and grasped the parapet a few feet above his hend.
()ll(li I‘a"llec'e move, oue Lliniest shp or loosening of grip, and he must bo hurled
to death!

Bul he made no slip. Like a gymmast al the horizontal bar, he pulled
himeoll breast-high to the parapet. ‘Then, still pressing, he hoisted himself
until, with a finel inward movement, he threw himself on to his knees on 1o
: ::p len(:cn gulter. A forward crawl, and he was right upon the flat part of

1¢* TOODIL, '

o lu}uaod Lo breathe, but only for a brief spaco. Then a sudden sound
made him start. The villnine were following him on to the roof! Radetsky
was already there!

Leo hind barely time to shelter himGelf behind a chimney-stack ero the
figure of Lounis Radotsky was rovealed, clearly silbouctted agaiust the sky-
Imo..“ H.o tlul_tlgol. nfdvnnlce. but stood where he was.

“Ile is waiting for the others,”” thought Lee. ** When they hav i
the roof, they’ll all come for mo at o rﬁah. What can I 4:10.’Jr Ha,e fgzeﬂ

1
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Dbare chance! The next chimney-stack there!. Tho telegraph cables run
from there across the street. 1It's the only way.”

At o run, he hastened along the gutter, climbed over the shallow roof of
the next house, and gained the chimney-stack., But by this time the threo
nmen had gained the lirst roof, and had caught sight of his llecing figure,
Towards him they came at a rush. Another few geconds, and they would
be right wpon him.

One chance alone remained Lo Nelson Lee, and he took it.  Wilh an upward
leap, he clutched the bunch of telephone cables, and with a lond cry swung
himself into mid-air, )

‘That cry saved him. It atlracled the atlention of those in Lho street
below, and gave Radetsky and the others iustant pause. They might have
fired at that swaying figure, but to do so would have been ruin to them. The,
fiving would be leard, the house would be entered by the police, and they
wonld be taken.

" *“ Curse him, who ever he is !’ hissed Radetlsky. ‘‘ He’s slipped us, and wo
must let him go. Over tho roof quick, and into the house by tho back
windows. W¢ muat make our cscape before tho police come,"”

—

_ CHAPTER VIIL
What the Documents Revealed.

IGII over the houses swung Nelson Lee in mid-air. Unaware that his
H foca were no longer in pursnit of him, but were intent on making
good their own escape, he hastened, hand after hand, to reach tho

roofs on the other side of the street.

His method of escape was indeed perilous, and one at which even a sailor
might well have hesitated. Suspended there in mid-air, high above tho
streot, with nothing belween him and death save his hand-grip on the
insulated cables, Lthe consciousncss of such terrible danger might well have
dizzied & weak-nerved man, and caused him to relax his ﬁold.

But Lee had xerves and fibres like inteywoven steel and whipeord. In
face of danger, he did not weaken but grew stronger, firmer and surer of.
hand, clearer of eye and brain. Beneath his weight the cables sagged and
swung, bul they supported him well, and it was not he. the man n peril,
who quaked at Lhe Lthought that they might yield to tho strain, but the
terror-stricken people below. -

Ilow they watched, with open moulhs, horrified eyes, and fluttering hearts,,
the unconth figure—foxr it must not he forgotten that he was disguised—as
it swayed aleft and moved ever onward, a foot at the time, lowards tho
opposite roofs!

And when at length it was seen that he had reached them in safely, what
sighs of reliel went up. Thero might have been cheers, too, had the peoplo
bc%ow known the full truth. But they didu’t. While full of admirvation of
Lee’s courage and nerve in ventnring across those slender wires, they did not
kriow what had led to such a risky performance. It seemed to most of them
as if the adventurer must have Leen engaged in some nefarious task, and,
being detected in it, been forced lo cicape in this way. Conscquently, ther
admiration was tempered with considerable suspicion.

Most suspicious of all were the many police who lad by this time gathered
in the strect below. ‘They looked npon the man aloft as nothing more nor
less than a burglar, and had taken prompt steps to bring about his capture.
- Inspeclor Fewings, who had arrived and taken command, had sent round
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to n firc-station hard by, and just as Lee set foot safely on the roofs afller
crorsivg, o fire-cscape came quickly trundling up. .

e (elescopic ladders were at ouco run up. Inspector Fewings looked ur.
appurently surprised that the man nbove made no at t.empt?to run away. llo
sinrled to nscend, and then received another aurprise as Nelson Lee shouled
down !

“ All right, inspector! I'm coming dawn.” _

“ am .em-o..s'?" The man's an Egnglishman! I could have sworn, [rom
bis rig, he was a forcigner.” )

Closely he watched Leoe as he rapidly descended. ]

““ And he is a foreigner,” he exclaimed, as !Je caught sight of the dark
hair and swarthy complexion, *‘ in spite of his speccl, ome, my man,
~ what's this little game you’ve been playing?” . , § o
“It’s all right, inspector. I'm English all right. I'm Nelson Lee,

whispered (ke Jatter. . ) .

““Good gracious me!” said the startled Fewiugs. * What cver's tho
matter, then?”’ i ) .

*“Tell you everything presently. Meantime there are three men in that
liouse—three desperate villaine. "I it's possible to take them, they must
be tuken. Come with me!™ )

He led the way inlo the house, followed by Fewings and nearly a dozen
police-oflicers, while as many more remained outside in the .sl.rcet.

But they were too late. Search the house how they might, from top to
hottom as they did, they could find no trace of Radetsky or his companions.
h" T]hcdbirds have flown,” Lee exclaimed disappointedly. ‘I was afraid
thay had.”

7 Who are thoy?’’ asked Iewings. .

“’I'irec enemies of Britaju, three as vilo villains as ever breathed! Thoy 'ro
in the pay of (he German Secret Service.”

And quickly he related what he knew abont them to the amazed inspector.

‘““ But Lhero’s more to learn yet,” he concluded. ‘‘ I've got some of Lheir
papers here in my pocketl, but there are others in that desk. We must take
possession of Lhe lot.*’ _

“I'N leave you to do that, Mr. Tee. I must set about scouring the
neighbourhood for these men. See you later!™ -

lle moved away to give the necessary instructions to his men, whilo Lee
once more made his way to the top of the house, where three constables had
been Jeft in charge. )

Going through drawer after drawer of the desk, he possessed himself of
their contents, and, placing them all in a bag, presently returned in a cab
to Gray's Inn, -

“ Now {o go through the papers!”’ he said, and locked bis door to guurd
againgt interruption.

For the next hour he remained engrossed in his task. There was much to
occngy his mind, much to arouse his angry nslonishment at the depths of
rerfidy to which Germany, a nation bonsling of ils advanced civilisation, had
escended, and atil) showed her willingness to descend, for the correspondence
between Radotsky and the heads of the Seeret Serviee in Berlin and Vienna
acconnted for sevoral terrible catastrophes which had already taken place in
this country. Ono letter, for example, praoised Randetsky highly for the
cnnning way in which he bad sct fire to a munition factory at Becdlebridge.

Becdlebridge !”” exclaimed Lee. “ The very crime I[nspector Lorrigan
accuses Jack Brendon of having commilted! Well, this letter clears the
P:"::)i;‘l:!}ap of that, any way! If only I can clear him in regard to the troop

. But, search how ho might, he could find no document relating to that.
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Nevertheless, there was one lelter that seemed to have an indirect bearing
on it. This was the letter from Count von Revlo, a man whom Lee had mel
cars before, and knew Lo be a villnin among villains.

This letter embodied in detail what was evidently an claboration of a
suggestion Radetsky had himself made. As set out by Von Revlo, it
anmounted to a scheme of the most diabolical sort.

_The details of this, as wrilten in the letter, need not be recorded here. Tt
13 suflicient to say that the scheme amounted to this—that, at a given time,
twelve trains, leaving London at about the samo hour, were to be blown up
by cortain ingenious means, fully explained in tho Jetter, and that Louis
Radetsky was to organise this vast schemo of wholesale murder. . ,

“Terrible !’ said Lee.- “ And it’'s cvidently Radetsky's own idea. And
what morae likely than that be should have been respouai{-lo for the blowing-
up of the troop train at Yalwood? How I wish I could prove that he did,
and so save poor Jack Brendon! But whether Radetsky did that or not, ho
must be caught. So long as a scoundrel like that remains at liberty, nny-
thing may happen at any time!”’ :

Having finished his examination of the papers and removed his disguise,
ho left his chambers, and drove at omco to the police-station to which
Inspector Fewings waa attached. =

‘““Any trace of the men?"’ he asked of that officer, whom he was lucky
enough to find in.

‘“ None at present, I’'m sorry to say. My chaps are still searching.”

“I'ut every man you can spare on the job! It's of the utmost importanco
that they should bo caught! I'd wait to help you, but I want to get back to
Yalwood. My inspection of Radetsky’s papers has given me an idea in con-
nection with tho_train wreck there, and I'm cager to put it to the test. I
shall bo down thidre for the next few days most likely, but wire me at the
:Jhegulf:s Inn if anything happeus and I can be of any use. I'm going down
o-night.”’ '

It li-my late when he arrived at Waterpool Street Station.

‘‘ Any train to Yalwood to-night?” he asked of a ticket collector,

‘“ No, sir. Last train went near an hour ago.”

““But I must get down! I'll sec the station-mastor.”

A few word of explanation to the latter, and the difficuliy was solved.

**You can. )go by the Sandhampton mail. I'll arrange for the train to
drop you at Yalwood, Mr. Lec.”> .

Bag in hand—the bag contained those precions papers—Lee secured a firat-
class compartment to himself, and was locked in by the guard.

He did not notice, keenly observant man though he was, that, as he seated
himeelf iu one compartment, three other men entered another not very far
away.

Prycaenﬂy_‘ the train started off. It was a fast one, and was very soom clear
of London and running through the oPen country.

Full of the important business he had in hand, Lee ogoned his bag and
started on n re-perusal of the documents he had found in the house-in
Soho. So engrossed did he become during the next three-quarters of an hour
that Lhe did not think of anything that might be happening aboard that
train.

And something very important was happening! A man was at that
moment walking along the upside footplate! i

He walked carefully, as befitted so hazardous a journey. At cach door
as ho passed it, he clutched the bLrass handle, and stooped so as to avoid
tbﬁing seen through the window Ly anyone who might chance to glance

at way. .

But arrived abreast of Nelson Lee’s compartment, he acled quite
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diferontly, and with n cowrage wnrl.hy of a beller canse. Wilhowl hosl-
tation, he thrust o hand through the window, which was open on this warm
night, and sent the spring blind flying into ite socket with a rattle,

ftound cume Nelson Lee's head with a jerk. A cry of surprise broko
from thia throut ae he recognised Carl Kallay !

“You'" he exclaimed, leaping to his feet and rushing lowards the window.

“ Stop o Diissed the man, as he pnssed in Lhrough the door, which he
‘had” unlocked. ** Stop, or 1 shoot !"”

But before he could level the revolver, which he had quickly drawn
from his pocket, Nelson Lee was upon him and gripping him by the wrist.

To his amazement, Kallny, inslend of showing alarm at being (hus
tackled, merely gave vent to a hoarse, guttural laugh.

The rcuson for this became at once apparent, Ior at that very moment
the door on the other side swung open, and into the compnrtment came
two men—DLouis Radetsky leading, and Gral Krieg at his heels!

‘“ So we've tricked you—eh, Nelson Icc!”” rasped out Radetsky, and Lhe
deleclive realised jmmediately that they had,

For by springin% upon Kallay as he had, he had allowed Lhe lailer to
rrip him &0 that he conld not free himsell from his hold. The villaina

1ad had no inlention of shooting. the revolver being produced gimlﬂy with
the intention of bringing about the very situation that now existed.

With & wrench Lee tried to free himself, but before he could do so Lhe

werlul, sinewy hands of Radetsky were fixed upon his throat from
sehind. A sccond aller, and Krieg, swinging a life-preserver aloft, brought
it down wilh slnnni::{; force on the detective’s head.

Iis cyes closed and his limbs went limp. Then as Radelaky and Kallay
releaced (heir hold of him at the same moment, he sank tg the floor of the
carriage in an inanimate heap! .

“I8 he dead?” asked Kallay of Radetsky, who had dropped to one knee.

““Not quite; but as near as makes no matter. But we must get rid of
him. Kallay, you gather up the papers; we must keep those close. You,
Krieg, open the door and help me lift him up.”

There followed some dreadful seconds during which this was done.

“We're at Black Bridge, crossing the river!"” whispered Krieg.

“All the better!” was Radelsky's answer. ‘‘ Stand aside; I can manago
him better alone!* '

Ho had Jifted (he wunconscious Nelson I.ee in his powerful arms, and
advanced ncar {o the open door. ‘T'he next moment, and he had hurled
him out and over the low parapet of the railway bridge, over which the.
tramm was at that moment rumning. into the pitch-black night and down—
down towards the darkly gleaming river.

P——

. CHAPTER IX.
Nipper's Discovery and Alarm.

OWN al Yalwood, Nipper had not been idle. He had become ag
keenly interested as Lee himself in Juck Drendon and 'Millie Winston,
and jnul‘. as determined to save the young soldier from the conse-

quences of the grave crime with which he was charged, but of which ho
firmly helieved him innocent.

On lae’'s departure to London then, he forthwith resolved to do what
he could (o further the end dhey had in view.

By this time the breakdown gwng had cleared the line of debris, and
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the local police were already at work searching the place where the explosion
had taken place, on Lhe chance of finding furiher clues,

In this very necessury work, Nipper had promptly offered his assistauce.
But this Inspector Lotrigan had somewhat derisively declined. Aunoyance
at what he looked nwpon as Nelson Lee’s obstinacy, still raunkled in the
officer’s mind, and where he felt he could not work harmoniously with (he
master, he was not likely to feel more kindly disposed towards the
agsistant.

““What do you think you can do, young fellow-me-1nd?*’ hio asked of
Ni‘p]icr with a superior air.

_© I thought perhaps X might help you search for clues,” said Nipper
modestly. “ I've helped Mr. Nelson Lee in heaps of cases,-and I'm uscd
to work of this sort.” - .

‘““ And so are other people,”’ rcjoined the inspector loftily. ‘‘ Took lere,
my lad, il you think you can teach your grandmother to suck cggs, you're
making o mistake. Why didn't Mr. Leo take you away with him? I’ve
got this job in hand, and X tell you straight yow're not likely to be of
any use here.”

- Ain’t I?”” was Nipper’s inward thought. ‘‘ Perhaps we shall see.’

With his presence clenrly resented by Lorrigan, he tdok care to sleer
clear of that scntlcmnn as far as possible.  Nevertheless, ho did not
relinquish his idea of assisting in the search. DBut he could not start on it
properly until the polico had finished, and that was alter Lee had Leen
away from the place a couple of days.

He did not wonder then at his employer's absence. Ifo had no means
of knowing that Lec had been so soon successful in getting upon tho track
of Dick Dove, and he was quite prepared to find the hunt for him ocenpying
several days at least. Doubtless Lee would drop him a line reporting pro-

ress, and giving him [urther instructions within the next day or so.
glcmm'hilc, Nipper would start on his belated work,

Ho betook himself to the railway line. A quick survey showed that
soveral new sleepers had been laid down to replace those which had been
shaticred by the force of the explosion.

These old ones had been stacked in a pile on the embankment pending
removal, and Nipper started to take a look at them. There were nearly
twenty in all, aud all were more or léss damaged. Not greatly damaged,
blut. mainly corrugated and torn by the cugine and coaches falling over on
them.

Except one of them! That ‘one sleeper showed signs of having sus-
tained o special kind of shock which all the others had escaped. It was
splintered clean in two along its whole length, the two halves lyving a
few leet from one another, awa{ from the pile of the lesser damaged ones.
- ‘““Now, what’s the causo of that?’”’ Nipper asked himself. ** Why should
thie one have copqqed it more than all the others put together?”

Accustomed 4o Nelson Lee’s own deductive methods, and ever mindful
of the importance of getting at the bottom of things like this, ho went on
his knces and inspected one hall of the sleeper closely.

It had been splintered as clean as a piece of match-boarding smitlen by
an axe; sevored straight with the grain, hard though the wood was, the
wliole of its lenglh.- .

“That’s queer!” muttered Nipper, * That conldn’t have been caused
by the engine or a coach falling on it. How could it—""

Me stopped abruptly, his breath catching as his eyo fell on something.
A little, somi-circn}nr cut in the splintered cdge of the wood, about a foot
from the end. Letting his eye travel along, he at once beheld a similar,
clean, ‘crescent-like cut, an equal distance from the other cud.
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Both semi-circler were smooth an@l blackened ad wilth amoke.  Fe bent

or and applied his noso to them. . .
]n:"‘cll.;-::.l:n:iql'cl, or some other explosive!”” he cxclaimed, and then wiped
his beow. startled at his discovery.

“ What does it mean? It musl mean—-

11> junped lo his feet, hauled at the other half of the severed sleeper,
and drageed it close beside lhe other. . o

Tho two splintered halves fitled exactly, while two similar crescent cuts
" in the sccond hall tallied with those in the first, and combined with
(hem to ferm i{wo complele round holes, about an inch and a halfl in
.l .l \r. . .
m.:"\'{'!:cw!" « Nipper mopped hiz brow again.  ““The holes run_ right
through the whole de sth of the sleeper. _Looks fo me ns 1_!‘ I.he)_-’d hoen,
epecizlly Lored l!|roug-ll|. and a couple of high explosive carlridges inserted.

But cven if that had been done, they’d have neceded a fuse to fire ‘om,
and I don’t ece how that could have been done. The guv’nor may gather
more about ’em, but {hey puzzle me altogether. Still, it’l! be something
to tell him when he comes back. Wonder when he will come back?
Wounder if he's got on (o the track of Dove yet? I ought to hear from him
to-day or to-morrow. Ierhaps 1here’s a letler for me already.”

But on arriving back at the Chequers, there was no leler.

“JU'Il come to-morrow morning.”” Nipper said to hiwself.

Bul it didn’t. The postman’certninly arrived, but he brought no word
from Nelzon Lee. Nipper began to worry, us he oflen did when separated
from his employer for Jong. .

** llope the guv'nor ain’t mel wilh any trouble,” he murmured. “Ib
ain’t ngual for him to let lhrece days go by like this wilhoul writling.
Still, T won't broad. A letler is almost sure to come to-night. I'll go
ovl for n slroll.”’ '

Hisx walk dvew him 1o the railway again, and Lo the heap of slecpers, as
i 1hey had been a magnel. e took another look al these Mackened
virclezs, and longed more ardently tham ever for Lee’s return,. so that ho
might scquaint him with his discovery.

Moving along the embankment, he presently caught sight of old Amos
Larcombe’s {ool-shed, the key of which Lee had left in his charge.

“I'H go and have anolher look at it; it'll kill time, anyway.”

Ife descended the embankment, and filting the key into the padlock,
enlered the shed. All was as they bad left it, and it was clear nobody
had visited the place since.

Nipper looked about him. The 4ar was quite dry by now, and tho
sirong morning swnshine, coming in through the door, made it glisten
like black enamel. That same sunshine revealed something else.  Another
dab of tar made a print, not of fingers, but of a human palm showing
quile clearly npon it'!

It was on the floor, in what at the time of Uheir previousevisit had been
a dark cormer. It was on account of the darkmess that the stain had
cseaped Nelson Lee’s notice.

“'Wonder if this was cansed by Edward Miller?”’ mutlered Nipper, as
he dropped to the floor. “ \Why, blow me if it docsn’t look ns il some-
body had been pulling the floorcloth up! Why should he do that? Is
there mn{thing underneath? 1’1l have a peep!”

He wnhooked a trowel from a nail on the wall, and with its flat blade
:;Fgrnl:: ]!;nsmg up the square of felt which was secured to the floor Ily means

Flflllly |'_or anybody lo have (uken so much trouble to carpet a tool-
shied like this. Looks as though there wae something to hide. Ia!"

By
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He had rolled back the felt, to disclose a number of loose planks laid
over the ground. Lifling one of theso he looked down into a hollow, space
below.

A little gasp of astonishment eseaped him, which grew into sheer- amaze- -
ment as he raised a secoud plank. For mow a square space, some six or

seven feet deep, was revealed—a space partly filled up by a jumbled-up heap
of mechanism.

Exactly what this wag, Nipper could not determine. There was two or -
threo coils of wire, nud parts of what might have been a dismantled clectric
battery. But in addition there were a number of thin steel rods made to

fit into each other like tho joiuls of a fishing-rod, the use of which Nipper
could not at the moment determine.

But his mind was greatly cexercised by his discovery, and abt once was:

workiug on the possible conncction between it and the explosion whick had
wrecked the tram.

His first thought suggested a tunnel. The shed’ backed close agninst tho
railway embankment. Qiven plenty of time, it would not have been
diflicult for anybody working Lencath the shed to cut a passage through
ithe embankment to right under the permanent way.

It was an obvious theory, yet one which Nipper was forced to abandon
in a very litlle time. TFor search as he might, 'he could find no traco at all
of any nttempt at tunnelling. This was the more strange since, owing
to the formation of the embankment beiug wmainly chalk, no passago
through it could have been cut and afterwards filled in again without
leaving unmistakable signs behind.

Yet here there were none. Save for a chip or two, the chalk face of the
undergrouvd wall showed no trace of having been disturbed.

‘““ Nothing in the tunnel notion, that's clear,” muttered Nipper. ‘ Wonder
what all this machinery means, though? 1It's a puzzie which the guv’nor
may be able to solve, but I'm sure I can't. Hope Le turns up again soon.”

But the last post came that evening without bringing an{ news of Nelson
Lee. When the next morning came a like blank result, Nipper's anxiety
grew and grew. .

What could his prolonged absence mean? Had any ill befallen him?

An answer to these questions grew pressingly urgent on another account.
Meeting Inspector Lorrigan that evening, Nipper received a startling piece
of news.

““The court-martinl on Private Brendon finished to-day,” the inspector
seid.

There was a nole of grim satisfaction in his tone which made Nipper’s
heart quake. :

“What’s the result?'* le asked. -
"% \What T knew it would be. Brendon has been found guilty of treason!”

‘“ Not of murder, then?”

“We didn’t try to prove the murder cbarge. There was mo need to.
He's been found guilty of wrecking the train, and of treason against
England, and the result will be just the same.” o

“ What will the result be?”” Nipper asked, with his heart in his mouth.

“ Breudon will be shot!”

_““Good heavens! \When?”"

“That I can’t say for cerlain. Nobody knows yet. We sha'n’t know
till we hear of a firing-party being ordered for duty. It might Dbo
to-morrow, or it might uot.be for two or three days.”
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'CHAPTER X.
. The Secret of the Tool-shed.

I terrible news was true. With a quickness quile differenl from the
procedure of a civil court, the court-martial had arrived al ils decision,
and had found Jack Brendon guilty of treasou.

" Despite its slartling celerity, nolhing of thoroughness had been lacking
at the trial, Juck had been properly defended, but the defence hnd broken
down under the accumulated mass of circumstantial evidence.

The case agninst him was, from that point of view, exlremely strong.
Apart from the evidence of his quarrel with, and threals against, Edward
Miller, there was the lestimony from the other sentries that he had been
seen on Che railway line at a time whon he had no sort of business there.

* Abave all, there were the incriminating documenis found among his kit
by Inspector Lorrigan, which were interpreted as proof that hie hnd been in
the pay of the German Secrel Service,

Useless for the defeuce {o urge that {hese documentis had never bLeen
inlended for the prisoner, uscless to urge that they had been put in the placo
where they had been found by somé enemy or olher,

The Court refused {o believe such a tale.  They believed, as on tho
evidence they could not help doing, that Brendon was an enemy to Brilain,
and, that being so, they had decided that he must dic.

To Nipp~r the news came as a very heavy blow. He believed in Jack's
innocence, and Nelson Lee believed in it, too. Before this, the latter might
possibly have obtained evidence to rebut the charge made against Lthe young
soldier; yet, unless the deteclive should return soon, Jack Brendon might
go to his death in spite of all.

With sych a trgmendous issue hanging in the balance, Nipper did all ho
he could. Me wired to Lee’s chambers at Gray’s Inn, only to receive a reply
from the housokoo‘rer there saying that she bad not heard of her employer
for three duys, and that she knew nothing of his present whereabouts.

“Where can he be?’” groaned Nipper, as he sat alone in his room at the
Chequers that evening. *' Heaven grant that he may return in time."

- In great bitterness of spirit he sat up Lill late. Suddenly, just before mid-
night, the sound of a motor-car driving right up to the door of the inm
roused him.

IIe jumped to his feet, rushed to the window, and looked out. His heart
bent for joy as he recognised Nelson Lee engaged in paying and discharging
the driver of the hired car in which he had come.

Down the stairs. two steps st a time, he hurried to open tLlie door.

" Thank goodnese you’ve come back, sir!" he cried,-grasping the deteec-
tive’s hand. Then, as he caught sight of a while bandage bound round
Lee's hend, he ndded in alarm: ““ But you've been hurt, sir!"

‘““‘I've been in the wars, my boy,”” Lec answered, in rather a weak voice.
“-As a matter of fact, I've been unconscious for the better part of three
days, and only came to o few hours ago.”’

“*Good heavens, sir, what has happened?'*

“It’s a longish story, Nipper, and I won’t tell it you all now. But I will
tell you that T traced Mr. Dick Dove all right, His real name is Louis
leglsky. He's a Hungarian, and an avowed enemy of Britain. I've proof
of .!mg complicity in erimes sufficient {o hang him.”

“ You have, sir? Is he in custody?"

Unfortunalely, no; although the police are after him. I've told them
where Lo look, and I may hear from them al any time. But they found out
I was on their truck. That's how I came by. this broken head. _I've much
to be thankful for, though, that it isn’t much worse." | : -
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‘And Lee recounted to his amazed companion what had bappened in the
train.

‘“l‘hc;' stunued me. my boy. and then they pitched mo right out of the
train. They chose a spot midway between here and London, at a place
wlhere the railway line crosses the river. Their intention was, of course, to
drown me, and drowned I should have been in ordinary circumstances. But
Providence was on my side. A barge happened to be passing at that ver
momeunt. It was loaded with hay, aud covered Ly a great sheet of tarpaulin
strelched taut over it. The (arpaulin broke my fnﬁ, and I landed on the
hay with nothing worse thun a bruised back. But of that I kuew. nothing
at the Lime, for I was senseless,  And senseless I remaioed until a few bours
ago. when I came to to find mysell lying in bed at a riversido cottage where
the bargeman had landed me.

~ **The kindly cottager had sent for a doclor at once, but in spite of all his
cflorts I didu’t get back my conaciousneces till to-day. When I did, T at once
sent for the local police, and instructed them Lo communicate with Inspector
Fewings in London. I gave them full details of what had happened, and
instructions where Lo look for Radetsky and his crew, Then I hired a car,
and camo on here. It woe dead against the doctor’s orders, but I had to
disobey them becauso I didn’t know -how things might be going on down
here in regard to poor Jack Brendon.”

“You're not very fit to travel, sir,”” said Nipper, *“but I'm glad you've
come, all the same. Jack Breudon's position is eritical, The court-martial
has found him puilty of trenson, and he's to be shot !’

“ Shot !” cricEl Lee, starting up. ‘' When?"" -

“ Nobody knows yet, but it may be to-morrow !**

“Good beavens! And I still lack proof of his innoceuce. I'm convinced
(:lf itg:’nysell‘, but how to convince others? Nipper—Nipper, what's to be

one?"” :

“I've discovered something in your absence, sir. I don’t know exactly
what bearing it has on this business, but it seems to me mighty suspicious.’

“What iy it—what is it?”’

Quickly Nipper explained what he had found beneath the tool-shed.

“ Al:d you could find no trace of a tunmnel?”’ said Lee who had listened
intently.

‘““No trace at all, and I searched thoroughly. Yet those stecl rods and
the other things must mean somethiog.”

**They must. It is useless going to the place to-night, but be ready at
‘daybreak. We must find out all there is to find out. we are Lo save gack
Brendon we have no time to lose.™

In the first grey strcaks of dawn they might have been seen hurrying
towards the tool- {cd the next morning. Nelson Lee was much refreshed
and strengthened by his few hours of sleep, but he still had his head
bandaged. _ _ .

Nipper unlocked the shed, and in a minute they had dropped into the hole
under the floor. There, with the aid of the daylight, supplemented by their
electric-torches, Lee made o minute inspection of the various pieces of
mechanism he found there. . . .

For many minutes he remained thus occupied, examining the coils of
wire, the hollow steel rods, and the various other tbings with the closest
atlention. ; .

‘““ What do you make of it, sir?"? asked Nipper at last, * There's no sign
. of a tunnel, as you sce."

“ Yow're right as to that, Nipper. There’s no tuunel, but there’s some-
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thing clec.” He was lying fnt on his slomach, torch in hand.  Look
Iw‘..cA small hole !'* exclaimed Nipper, with his eyes close lo the junction of
floor aud wall. “ What can that mean? There can’t be much in. that,
gurcly? IU’s so small and-——" i

“ Bjg cnough Lo take Lhese rods—see?”” And Lee thrust one of the hollow
sleel sections into the hole till the whole six feet of it wng buried in Lho

chalky wall. ..

‘“ Good gracious!"’ $nspod Nipper.

“ Pass the bundle of rods!™”

Nipper did so. - _ o

Lee screwed o second on to the firet, and, pushing it slightly, made that
disappear, too. A third rod, screwed on to the end of the second, was
similnrly swallowed up by the chalky wall,
““My word, sir, however far does that hole go?”’

““ WWe are going to find out, my lad,”’ was Lee's answer. And quietly but
carcfully he fitted one rod after another until, like the jointed seclions of o
chimney-sweep's brush, they had all vanished from view. :

“The end al last "’ he said, when the rods would penetrate no further.
““ Pourteen rods, cach of six feet, makes cighty-four feet. Threes into
cighty-four gives us twenty-cight. Twenty-eight yards at the angle through
the embankment which youn saw the rods took would bring us somewhero
near the permanent way. Our next job is to examine that.”

As they quitted the Bilcd and climbed up the embankment, Nipper was full
of eager questions. But Lee, as yet. would not nnswer them.

“You must wait a little, my lad,”” he snid. ““ Ah, bere’'s a man who'll
be ablo to help us,”

The last words referred {o a ganger who, with a sledge-hammer over his
shoulder, was nppronclling. Nelson Lee, standing near to the heap of
damaged sleepers, beckoned him.

“ I wonder if yon can tell me where this one cune from?'” he said, pointing
Lo Lhe sleeper which hind been so ncatly split.

“I'o be sure, sir. I helped to take all these up, and to lay the new ones.
And cvery sleeper is al ¥ays numbered. Here we are, sir—26611 1),”” he added,
pointing to a branded number on the end. * Now I can tell you exactly tho
gpol it came from.”

He led the way along the permanent-way for a lillle distance, Lhen
stopped and slooped to consult the numbers on other slecpers.

“ Ilere’s the spol,sir,” he said, and polnted to where & uew sleeper had
been lately placed. g

“Good,” sanid [ec: Lhen, catching ,Nip]mr's eye, pointed. “ You sce.”

Nipper followed the direction in which he-pointed, and saw that they were
immediately opposite the tool-shed.

“ Exaclly opposile. sir,”” he said. ‘“ And as near {o Lwenty-cight yards
away as makes no odds. Just what you said.”

“Probably a yard or lwo more over the surface,’” said Lee, when tho
ganger had moved on to his work of testing bolts and screws. *° We'll
take Lhe exnel mensurements later. Also, we'll have this new sleeper taken
up later, and see whal's underneath the stone bed.”” )

“* What do you think is underncath, sir?”’

“ Oh, nol much to see! Nothing more than a little space, I expect,
sillicient to take two upright, insulated wires,”’ ' .

O Wires—for what?”

.o, Tuses Lo fire the two dynamite cartridges that had been embedded in
the old siceper.” i |

" Thew you think the explosion was caused—"
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By means of those two cartridges fired by an cleclric fuse, and -
trolleg from the tool-shed yonder.” J con

“ But how did they get the wires through the chalky embankment?”

‘“ Encased in the steel rode which were afterwards withdrawn. The
passage through the chalk was probably made by means of cyliudrical drill,
such as is wsed for bLoring mines. All it would be necessary to do then
would be to take u‘) the sleeper and join up the wires beneath the cartridges.

A ¢

Not a very diflicult job for an enginecer—and Louis Radelsky, alins Dick
Dove, is an engiucer, you know.”

““ You think he did 1t?"’

‘““It’s highly probable.”

‘“ But surely ho would have been spotted taking up the sleepers? Think
how closely the line is guarded.”

‘“ Only ginco the war broke out. Before that, there would have been

opportunitics in plenty. - Remember, Dick Dove lived down here for two
years,.”’

‘“ Would he have made preparations like these before war broke out?”
‘“ Nipper, by boy, the records of tho German Secret Service show us that

they have been preparing for war against us for the past ten years and
more.”

. ““ But even now we haven’t got proof that Dove blew the train up!”

‘‘ No, not proof, but strong presumptive evidence. Still, we shall want
more in order lo save poor Jack Brendon's life, and I only hope we may get
it. Come, we’ll get back (o the Chequers to breakfast.”

CHAPTER XL
Positive Proof.

REAnAST was hardly over than a telegram arrived for Nelson Lee.
“ From Inspector Fewings,’” lho said, tearing it open. “It’s in
police code, and says that the local police at Frendon have got on
tho track of Radetsky and Company. Fewings is alrcady on his way there,
and wants mo 1o meet him. Let’s sce, Frendon is some forty miles from
here. I go as far as Ecclesham Junction, and then change. I must start
at onca”’
't“ You'll como back as soon as you can, sir?”’

“ Depend upon that, for Jack Brendon’s sake. I hope to be back
to-night.”’ .

Lee was off in o very few minutes, and was fortunate enough lo find a
train waiting at the station which would take him to Ecclesham. Arrived
at the latter place, ho had to wait some twenty minutes for another train
1o take Lim on to Frendon, the town where he was due to meet Inspectdr
Fewings and the local police. _

It was theso latter who had discovered the presence of Radeisky and his
accomplices in their midst, but it was Fewings who had dvawn their
attention to the possibility that they might bo there. -

Not that the credit of this belong altogether to the London iuspector.
That was indeed due to Nelson Lee. Amoug the ({mpt_ars which ho had
discovered in Radetsky’s room was ono contaming ctails of a plot then
being hatched, in comnection with certain important railway centres of
England. - Frendon- Leing one of the most important’ _rmct-lons in the
country, Lee had veasoned tliat it was oue of the places Ii tely to be visited
by the conspirators. In his communication to ‘Fewings, he had emphasised
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this, and Fewings in bis turn had. telegraphed warnings lo the local police,
and in Chis mwanner had the prescut siluation come about. . .
““Arrived at Frendon, Lec mado his way straight to the pelice station.
IFewings was alrcady there, engaged in closo talk with Superintendent
Druitt, chief of the local l‘oroe.. . - . . _
““Ah, Mr. Lee!”’ snid Fewings, vising and introducing Druitt to him.
« 1 knew after getling my wire yon wouldn’t be long before you came here.
We've excellent news! Superintendent Druitt liere has located Louis Radeteky
: X ny."”’ . . . N
" {::;:ll);lt:. Lee,” said ihe superintendent. ‘They are slaying at the

ing’s Lead liotel in the guise of British officers.’”’

Kl‘l‘] ‘l':at’s like their cool fmpndence! - You haven’t attemnpted. to arrest
em yel?”

lh“ Wel), T couldn't. I only had meagre details, and didu’'t know lill

Inspector Fewings arrived half an hour ago, the precise nature of the charge

against them.” . )

* And I thought we'd better wait for you,” added Fewings. .

“ Perhaps it was as well, for I’ve obtained some fresh evidonce this
very morning,” and Lee relnted his discoveries at the tool-shed. .

«““My word, but Lhese fellows are a crafty lot!” said Fewings. *‘‘ No
wonder General French says this is a war of machinery! It’s all machinery,
even lrere at home. IUs plain that tho enemy have been planning this war
for voars. But, I say, Mr. Lee, we're likely to have somoe trouble in arrest-
ing themn! They'ro a desperate lot, and well-armed. We don’t want a.
“repetition of the Sidney Street business.”

““ We certainly don’t,’”” said Lee, and fell into deep thought for-a minule,
“ We must avoid that at all costs. We musl bring their arrest about Ly
strategy. If only this was London, there would be no difliculty. I have
a plan! I wonder if T can carry it out here? lave you a good theatrical
wigmaker in Frendon, superintendent?”’ :

‘* Branch of Foxon's, the London perruquier, round in Market Street, Mr.,
Jee.”

‘““Excellent! Then I can get ihe disguise I want round there. I shall
be ready in an hour,” -

‘“ Wonderful chap, Nelson Lee!” qiloth Fewings, as le disappeared.
““ Ought to have belonged to Scotland Yard. If he had, he’d have been at
the head of affairs there. 1lis resource is wonderful!”

Lee was buck in less than an hour, so wonderfully disgnised that they
would never have recognised him had he not revealed himself. '

“Who are you supposed Lo be?”’ asked Fewings.

. ‘" Comunt von Revlo of the German Secret Scrvice, the man under whose
mstructions Radelsky is acling. I know the count fairly well, and a
precious villain he is. I flatter myself my mako-up is a good one, and as
to Yon Revlo's voice, well, his croak isn’t dificult to imitate. I ehall
beard Radetsky boldly in his den.”

“ Risky business, isn’t it? He might penetrato your disguise.’”’

“1 uila’ln’t give him time. You will be on hand when I want you,'

They discussed tho plan of campaign for a few minutes, then separately
quitled the police-station.

Owutside the King’s Head Hotel, Lee and Druitt met agnin.

My men report that Radeteky and the others are still inside,”’ the local
ollis:ol" #said. ‘* Radelaky is staying there in the name of Captain Reswick,”
(100(]; lh:ltﬁ all I wanted {o kllo‘\‘ | 1 said I,ec’ and (]isnppeamd.

< . " . o , ]

Some twenty minutes or so later, Loujs Radelsks, alias Cnptai;x Reswick,
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wasg sealed in his private silting-room "with (wo other men also dressed ng
British officers. The Lwo were no’other than Kallny and Xrieg, and all
three were in tlcelp discussion of the plany which had brought them there.

This included Lhe blowing up of Lhe railway station, and thus interfering
considerably with the Lransport of British troops to the embarkation port.

“ Everylhing will be ready in three days’ time,”” Radetsky was saving,
“*and we shall then only have lo awanit word from the count.” "

‘““Good thing we got that fellow Nelson Lee out of the way,” remarked
Krieg. “If he’d got clear away with Lhose p:‘rcrs, all our plans would
have been spoilt, and we should have been arrested.”

“Well, we ncedn’t worry about him,” Kallay eaid. ‘“ We've got the
papers back, and Nelson Lee is dead and done for.” )

“Iush!” said Radelsky suddenly. *‘Somebody outside the door!”

‘“ And pushing a note under!"’ cried Kallay, springing up and possessin
himself of the envelope which had been quickly thrust beueath the door.
““ Addressed to Captain Reswick. Whose writing is it? Surely I've scen
it before?”’

“It’s from the counl himself—Count von Revlo!” said Radetsky, in toncs
of excitement. ‘‘ Yle says Lhat our scheme ig so important that he's como
to England to supervise it himself. Ile’s here—in this very hotel, and
wants 10 sco me at once in room No. 15.”

““How did he know we were here?”” asked Kallay in amazement.

“ Ask him that. Docsn’t he get Lo know cverything? He might easily
havo seen us going in or out. ait here till I come back.”

Radetsky departed. Like all unscrupulous villains, ho had a strong streak
of vanity in his characler, and it flattered him to be sent for in this way
by the great Count von Revio,

“ Ah, Radetsky!” came in hoarse gultural German from the man who
was standing on the heathrug Lwisting a fierce moustache. ‘I have found
you, you see, in spite of your disguise. Aa X said in my note, this business
we have in hand is so important that I have come over to see it through
myself. Don’t think that I have any complaint to make against you.
You havo done excellent work for Lhe cause of the allied Fatherlands—
exccllent?work! Let me see, what was your last job? That troop train,
wasn’t it?”’

“Yes, your Excellency,” answered Radetsky; “the troop frain at
Yalwood. I am glad your Excellency is satisfied with the wn?' that was
‘done. It is a pity that more cursed Brilishers were not killed, but——-*

‘““ Silence, you muxlerouws villain !’*

The words came from the supposed Count von Revlo, but in & very difierent
voice—the voice of Nelson Lee!

Radetsky heard it and sprang back, his hand to his hip pocket.

But before he could diaw his revolver, Fewings an ruitt had sprung
from Lechind u sercen, and had snapped tho handeuffs on his wrists in @
twinkling.

“ Cnrsg you! What’s the meaning of thie?”” demanded tho Hungarian,

“ The meaning is simple,” replied Nelson Lee. “ Lounis Radetsky, alias
Captain Reswick, aling Dick Dove, the game is up! I am Nelson Lee, aud
X have been nfter you in connection with the wrecking of the troop lrain ab
Yalwood. You have confessed to that dastardly crime in the presence of
us all, and you are our prisoner !'’ .

““ Curée you—curso you all "’ cried the fellow, his face deathly pale.

** Cursing will do you no good, nor will struggling, We have a dozeu
men wilhin call, if necessary.  Ah, what's this?"”’ '

Ho had taken a bunch of keys from Radetsky’s pocket. On onc of them
- was o black stain, : - '
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“Drr lar!" exclaimed Lee. “ This is the final link in the chain. This
is the key with which you opened the padlock of the tool-shed.” ' ‘

“Ciirs¢ You again, Nelson Lee—youn seem o know everything!” the
fellow hissed, and then hie was led away by {wo olher police-officers who
hudd been called in from an adjoining room. . ]

“ Kplendid, Mr. Lee!” sald Superintendewt Druitt. * Your plan has
ancoeeded bevond anll my expectations, How about the other two? Shall
we go and arrest themn?” _ .

“"No; they shall come to us, one at a time,” smiled Lee. ‘Tt will save
omible bloodshed. Kallay is slaving here in the name of Major Gurton.

‘e will send for him first.”

But for Lhe very scrious issues involved, the cvents of the mext five
miunles wounld have been comical. For first word was sent to Kallay, alias
Major Gurlon, to join Radelsky and the count in room No. 15. When ho
came it was only to find himsell promptly pounced upon nnd handcuffed as
soon as e entered the room. Then a minute or two later EKiieg. alias
Liculenant Riser, was similarly {reated. )

Thue were three of the most dungerous and desperate ruffians in Europe
beguiled into a trap and captured without so much as a shot being fired, and
without their being allowed to put up the least show of resistance. .

Of their guilt there was now no sort of doubt. Radetsky had convicted
himself out of his own mouth in answering Nelson Lee’s question regarding
lhe.troop train, n question purposely framed so as to flatter the scoundrel’s
vanity. .

But even without {he absolute confession to which Rndetsky’s words
amounted, Lee bad quite enough on which to act. The key wilh the lar
#laing was strong evidence, but stronger was presently to be discovered, for,
on visiting tho Hungarian in his cell at the police-station and examiving
his head, it was found that the tult of hair not only matched his in colour
cven more closely than it had matched Brendon’s, but one bald spot was
discovered from which it had plninly been torn.

“'This is tho man with whom Fdward Miller struggled just before he died,
then,” Lee said, ‘‘ and there can e little doubt but that this is the man who
alterwards killed him.”’ :

“You have positive proof of his guilt now,”” said Fewings. ‘' You will, of
course, lose no timo in going back to Yalwood and obtuining poor young
Brandon’s release?” . -

“1 must see about that at once! The prisoners I, of course, leave in your
hands,’”” said Lee, and at onee hurried away.,

— —

_ CHAPTER XII.
A Blank Wall and a Firiog Party.

EE had telegraphed to Nippeor, advising him of hia return, and the lad
was at Yalwood awailing him on his arrival. Oun his face was a look
of the most strained anxiety,

“ What's the mattor, Nipper?’’ asked Loe¢ in alarm,

“IUs awful, sir! I'm afraid you're too late!" replied Nipper huskily.

" Something’s bappened within the last hour—"

e broke down, overcome by emotion. Lee seized his arms and shook him,
" What has Il:l]:l)oned?" demanded Lee. ‘ Speak, my boy—speak!”
mi“:t\'e']uat heard that u firing party went over by the last train {o Grey-
ex ! )
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_"fégﬂd heavens! Does that mean that Jack Brendon is to be shot {q-
pight?'>
g I don’t know, sir. I'm afraid to think.”

“ Wo must act at once! Quick! The telegraph offico(”

‘" It’s too lato to wire, sir! The telegraph office closes at seven.”

““ A train, then, to Greyminster. What’s the next?™

*“ Thero's none for two hours. I’'ve just inquired.’:

“* We must get a motor-car, then. There’s a garago in the village.'

They hurried there at ouce, ouly to lecarn that all three of the cars belong+
ingl there wore out on hire.

Nelson Lee was as near distraction a3 he ever was in his life.

“ Where can I get a car?”’ he demanded fiercely.

a Blil'. tl':o man in chargo could only shake bis head, and couldn‘t help i

10 least,

“Y must get to Greyminster before sundown !’ cried Leo. “‘ A man’s lifd
may depend upon it. What’s that?’”

**A biplane coming down over in that field, sir,’”” answered Nipper, who
wis looking skywavd [rom the doorway.

Nelson Lee said not o word. What hoe did was to tear along the village
Slre‘it at such a pace that all the village turned out to see what was tEo
matter.

He turmed down a lane with Nipper at his heels, and across the ficlds to
where the aeroplane was mow settled. .

Straight up to the pilot—a wilitary licutenant—Dbe dashed, and in o
minute had explained his errand. ‘

““I fear that Breudon is to be shot before sunset over at Greyminster,’ ho
said. ‘‘ And Brendon is innocent! He must be saved if possible.”

““Ilo shall be saved, if speed can do it!” replied Lieutenant Rodway.
¢ Jump into that seat, sir!”

They were up and away in next to no time, and whirring towards Grey-
minster at a rare pace.

‘“Wo shall be there in a few minutes!”” ecried Licutenant Rodway
presently, leaning back and yelling so that his voice should be high above the
whir of the propeller.

But terrific as was the speed, and althongh the square twin towers of Grey-
minster Cathedral came very quickly into view under the setting sun, it
wasé not [ast enough for

Would he be in time His experience of such grim events told him that
condemned spies were generally shot at dawn, but in oue or two cases the
execution had taken place at sunset. What had been arranged in the caso
of Jack Brendon? . X

“ Groyminster Barracks!”’ yelled the pilot, pointing to a big block of red-
brick buildings far below, every window of which was glinting as if with
flame in the sunset. . )

But Nelson Lee’s eyes, glued to the prismatic binoculars lent him by the
observer whose placc he had for the time taken, were fixed, uot on tho
barracks themselves, but on a gpace in the rear of them,

A courtyard, surrounded by a very high wall, into which, at that very
moment, several figures were walking. )

Lec saw them through- his glasses, and bis face blauched.

“The 'ﬁring party !”” he g'ﬂﬁli'ﬂl- “‘They are filing into the court ard and
ranging up. And now—now they are bringing n & man. Merciful heaven,
it isi—it. is poor Brendon! Faster—faster, in mercy’s nanie, or we shall be
too late!” S .

It was even as Lee described. At that very mowent a firing party from:
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the Downshire regiment had entered the courlyard, while poor Jack was
being ted forth with all the grim ceremony befitting auch.an occadion. .

Soon. in a very few scconds, it scemed as though his doom would bo
sealed. Bul just then a sudden sound drew all eyes skyward—sounds of
fiving from the acroplane which for some momenis past several of the party
had been furtively watching as it hovered high above their heads!

“* Shots—revolver shots!™™ exclaimed one oflicer to another. “ What can
thoy possibly mean?”’ ) . ) )

““Doune simply to attraclt onr altention, sir, I Lhink,”" said a sergeant.
“ Look! They're signalling to us!” .

And sure enough there was Nelson Lee—although no one in the courtyard
knew who il was—sending n Morse message down to those bLelow by means
of a pair of flags.

. {'lmt does he say, sergeant?’” asked the officer. ,

A 1le’s nsking us to slop, sir. Sayvs there's something wrong, and that
Brendon isn’t to be shot on any account.”

“ Who can it be (o make such a demand as that?”

“ Ile's Nelson Lee, he says,” replied the sergeant, still following every
“dot and dash of the waving flags.

“‘I'he detective. Something must have happened. We'd better wait till
they can plane down. A few minutes delay can’t matter much.”

They had not long to wail, Tall of amazement at the strange inlerrup-
tion, they followed the movements ol the acroplane as the pilot, eircling
round, deflly landed in an adjoining field.

" A minuto or two later, and Nelson Lee eame ranning inlo the courtyard
al full-speed.

“Am I in time?” he gasped.

“ Yes, Mr. Lee,”” returned the officer. “ We got your signal, and I have
had the prisoner removed for a few minutes. What is the meaning of all
this?™ ) ,

“The meaning is that Private Brendon is innocent. I have absolute proof
that he had nothing whatever to do either with the murder of 12dward Miller
or with the blowing up of the troop train. A man named Louis Radetsky, .-
a Iungarian spy, was guilty of both.”

“Great heaven! If that’s the case, we can’t go on with this buginess!
But you musl see the general and get his anthorily.”

““ I'lease take me to him at once ™’

It was some quarfer of an lionr luter that Nelson Lee entered the cell
where Jack Brendon. pale and haggard and closely guarded, was. The mean-
ing of Lhe interruplion was to him a complete puzzle, nor could his guards
enlighten him on that poiunt,

But at sight of the detective coming into the place, the poor fellow's eyes
Jit. up as they had not done for several danys.
| ‘; {\h Ice,” he exclaimed hoarsely, ‘“ you have conme to sce me again at

asl!”’

“ Ay, my dear young friend, and bring good news.”

“Good news !’ said Jnck., shaking his head wearily. “ Whal news can
be good for one in my place?””

" 'll:he very best of news! Prepare for it, Jack! You are a free man!”

‘ree?”’

. Yes, T have given Lhe general proofs that another man is guilty of the
crimes for which you have been condemned. Pending a few formalities, you
will be set at liberty !

One luok Jack gave him, ond look of such heartfelt gratitude as o words



‘BRITISH TO THE BACKBONE 13

conld possibly describe. 'Then, wnable lo trust himself-to speak, the paor

fcllow hid his fnco in his hands, and gobbed as if bis heart would burst with
his new-found happiness.

Lee’s worda were verified to the letter. Wilhin an hour Jack was o f 1co

man and on his way back to Yalwood to carry Lhe joyous mews to Millio
Winstou, the girl he loved.

CHAPTER XIIIL

Conclusion.
T

N nll England there was no more astonished man than Inspector Lorrigan
when he heard the news that Jack Brendon had been act free.

Ho sought out Nelson Lec at once, only to find that the famous detee-
five had again left Yalwood. Ho did not return for several days, so that
Lorrigan bad to wait till then to hear Lhe full story. By the time he did
meot him, he had quite got over his chagrin, and was quito prepared to
rejoice ovexr Jack’s release,

* Since ho is undoubtedly innocent, I'm of course glad he is free. But
what beats me, Mr. Lee, is how on carth you proved his inmocenco. The
cnsc I had against him was oue of the most complete in my experience.”

" ‘“So it-was, inspeetor. A very complete case indeed! But, luckily for
Jack, it was made almost entirely of circumstantinl evidence.”

‘“ But I had proofs that he was on the line—""

“An hour or more before the cxplosion. He himself admitted that to
mo-’l

““ It was easy to sup(fose that he came back again later.”

“The court believed that, and sentenced him in that Lelief, but it was o
nmistake. They also believed that those documents you found among his kit
were intonded for him.”

““Aund they weren’t?”

“Not & bit of it! They wero intended for Edward Miller, It was Miller
who was a German,”’

““ Miller a German?”

“Yes. His rcal name was Muller. The rumours ho spread about Jack
Brendon were all false. What he said really applied to himself. Xo was a
German born, and for yoars he has been a paid German spy.’*

“ Good heavens! How did he come by his death?”’

““ lIe was murdered.’>

““ By whom?”’ | .

“ By Louis Radetskg, the Hungarian, who afterwards blew up the train
in the way you alrcady know about.” . _ .

Apart from the details with which the reader is already acquainted, the
substance of the story which Lee recomnted to the astomished inspector
amounted to this: i . :

Both Radetsky and Muller, alias Miller, had been for years employed
by the German Sccret Service. To Radetsky had been deputed the task
long before the outbreak of war, of contriving a meaus of wrecking a train
at will, in that part of the count.r%r where he worked. i

For this purpose he had specially hired the allotment he had tilled, on
account of the proximity of its tool-shed to the railway embankment. In
this tool-shed ho had secretly arranged the clectric battery, while on a
certain night a few days. before tho war broke out, he had, with assistance,
taken up one of bthe sleepers, and having embedded two powerlully explosiva
éartridges in it, had joined them up with cunmngly contrived wires
underneath.
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With everything ready he had, on deparling for London on the oulbreak
of war, reporled his act to a superior seerel gervice oflicer in London. ‘I'ho
latter, in his turn, tranemitted the news to Count von Revlo, bub wishing
to take the credit to himself, omitled to mention Radetsky’s share in tho
work. . : . o

Now, o Yon Revlo devolved the task of alloling to {he many spies
in Lugland their various work after the outbreak of war. It happened
that hie had Jalely been iuv correspondence with Muller.  He had been
spesially pleased to find that he managed 1o pass as an Englishman, and
to enlist as an English soldier. ]

ILooking aboul for some work that Miller might do, and finding that he
veus stationed at Yalwood, he had bethought him of the.preparations mado
there some time bhefore for the blowing up of the train, and had wrilten
Muller a letier asking him to make a preliminary survey of the place pre-
paratory to carrying oul the grim work that had been planned. .

On the night he was on guard on the railway, Muller, finfling himzell
in close proximity to the shed, had thought this an excellent opportunity
of seciug if everything was in order. : :

Now, il so happencd that Radetsky, quile ignorant of the fact that
another )iad been deputed to carry out the work for which he had made
all the pians, was keen on earrying il throwgh himself.

He had learnt that a special lrain, loaded with ammunition and troors,
was to pass over the spot that night, and had resolved to blow it up. With
dhis vile. muirderous intent, he had come down to Yalwood. and had hidden
himself in the tool-shed until the moment for action should come.

Thus had it come about that while he was waiting there, Muller, quile
obliviova of the other’s presence, had visiled the spot, and had entered
the shed, the door of which he was amazed {o find open.

Radetsky. crouching there, was equally astonished to sce anyone approach
al such an hour of night. Astonichment grew to alarm as he saw that
the vizilor was dressed in the uvniform of a British soldicr.

As Muller stepped into the shied, Radetsky pounced uwpon him. There
was a struggle, brief but fierce, during which Muller tore that tuft of
hair from his adversary's head. Then Radetsky gol the upper hand. He
managed to wrench the other’s rifle from his grasp, and the next moment
lhad shot him dead.

® He corried the body. and hid it amoeng the bracken on the embanlk-
ment,”” Lee continued. ““Then, as coolly and callously as if nothing had
happened, he relurned to the shed, and wailing till the train was approach-
iu;:. A his deadly work."”

“a terrible and wonderful story,” was Lorrigan's comment. “‘ How did
yon discover all (his?”

“From Radetsky’s own lips, most of it. The rest from documents
deposited by Muller at some rooms he formerly occupied in London.”

A few more words will suffice. In due time, and there was no great
delay, for Lhe cnse ngainst them was conclusive, Radetsky and his com-
pamions suffered the penalty of their misdeeds.

. As for Jack, he, of course, rejoined his regiment. He is at present
in Flanders, where up to now he has fortunalely escaped wninjured. He
and Millie Winston are plighted to one another.

Those wha hm-g followed his fortunes, will wish that when the time of
national trouble is ‘over, he will come buck safé 'and sound, to claim the
hoart and hand of the girl he loves.

THR END,
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Dick Clare, a rich youngsier, joins Ravcnswcood College, ard he soon makes his
preacnce felt. .

One day news comes o the school that Dick and his chum, Tom, have been drowned,
but witimately they turn up safe and sound.

Melby, one of the other boys, iakes a violent dislike to Dick Clare, and is especially
jealous because the Headmaater lakes special notice of the new boy, .

Dick, whilst taking a short eut across a cerlain Farmer Qarling's land one day, is
chased by a bull, and secks refuge in « tree where the infuriated farm:r finds him,

Qarling orders him (o come down. (Now rcad on.)

Up a Tree.

1 UT look here, Garling,”” said Dick. “ I know jolly well that it will
: also be the worse for me if I do come down. Don’t you sece, old
boy, I'd rather stop where I am.”

“I'll eotch you if I wait here all night.”

‘“ You will cotch rheumatics in both of your legs, old chap, and that will
hurt ncarly as much as the bull's horns. Take my advice and go home.
There are only two other thinFs for you to do. One is to go for your gun,
aund I strongly advise that. The other is to climb the tree. "That isn’t a bad
iden at all.” )

It was an impossible one, though. The farmer was very fat, and the {ree
was & bigh one. Dick could have climbed it all right, yl’mt Garling ncver
could—unless he went for a Indder.

This was also impracticable, because he knew perfeetly well that directly
his back was Lurned Dick would drop to the ground and bolt.

But he saw another way of bringing Dick down, and it was one that had
not occurred to that worthy. There were some stones round about, and hav-
ing sclected the largest ones, Garling commenced hurling them at Dick, who
retaliated with apples. He succeeded in hitling the farmer on the nose with
a large one, whire a second one on the ear caused Garling to draw out of
range

ITe was not fav from the tool-shed where there was a long-handled hay-
rake. Ile bolted towards it.

Dick dropped to the ground, damaged a few more cabbages. then bolted
through the opening the bull had made. e was certainly in the wheatfield
wilh the bull, but hoped for the best. lle went across the wheat at top
speed, and the infurinted farmer went after him with the hayrake. The bulil
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had not the same {errora for him ns it had for Dick. As a maticer of facl it
did nol trouble cither of them, finding the nearly ripe wheat o most delicious
Kipper.

:jlnrling only got half across his ficld, and as Dick was alrendy serambling
through the further hedge, he fnvc up the chase as hopeleas. But he was
determined to have vengeance that very night, and knew the surest way to
gel it was to approach Dr. Stanley.

Dick crossed n few more ficlds, then struck the lane lending to the college,
Lbut as he scrambled through the hedge a shout cansed him {o turn, and he
saw Vince the porter returning to the college.

*“ Your night out, old chap?” inquired Dick.

““ 1t is #o, and I'm jest returning. You've been Lrespassing.’’

“ Correct !’ exclaimed Dick, gazing thoughtfully at him.

*I shall report you.”

“ Correcl ngain.”

“ You will get caned.”’

“ Once more correct I say, Vance, would you like this sovereign.”

““1 would so, young gent. I'd never report a boy that did his doosly by
me."’ ‘

* Put it in your pockel. and listen to me if you would like another one.
You know Varmer Garling. Well, I’ve ridden his bLull, bashed up his
kitchen-garden, romped down his wheat, hit him on the nose with an spple,
and I fear he i8 vexed.’

““ Bust me! He wounld be too. It takes a lot less than that to rile him.”

‘“ Well, look bere, just you go to him and seec if you can appense himn.”

“ Right you are. I'Il tell him it wasn’t intentional.”

“1 don’t think he would credit that. Square it, Vance. If you can
rquare it for anything under {wenty pounds he shall have the bLrass to-
morrow. Tell him I will call and pay it. You shall have the change. Sco!
If you square it for fiftcen pounds you make a fiver. If tem you make a -
similar amount."” ) -

*“ Suppose I square it for five!”

** You won't. There's more than five pounds damage done. No, you need
‘not go lower Lthan ten pounds—and I'm jolly well certain he won't. Off vou
go! If you fail :lltogothor you shall have another xovereign.”

And that night Voree came in with the news that he had compromised’
mattera for fifleen pounds after some difliculty. ro Dick handed him a fiver,
and the following morning ‘scttled matters with Garling,

Melby's Mishap.

“ g WON'T stand this,” criecd Melby, emergiug from the cuphoard in No.
7 Study, where he had bezn trying to listeu to the conversation of Dick
and Tom; but they, Lknowing perfectly well-that he was there, had

kept lowering their voices in a most tantalising manner each time they

scemed on the point of revealing Lheir scerel.

“I say, Melby,” exclaimed 'T'om, looking serious. ‘“I liope you haven't
been listening lo our seeret. That would be mean, you kuow.' )

“ 1t it jolly mean to have a seevet from me,”” snarled Melby. ‘“ Don't
You always leave me out of all vour giddy tricks? It isn’t fair! T don't
5-Enu-;ulor iL’s honext, and it's no good you bragging about vonr truthfulness
i you are notl honesl, Dick !

"1l vow T've mever thought of doing anch a thing,” langired Dick.
‘t‘l Ill'lfin_v_\; ans: aboutl the giddy college singing. ¢ Please love me. I'm &

‘wheul boy,” *”
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“\Well, I don't care,”’ I rumbled Melby, *“ I'd rather swerve a bi
the truth sometimes and bg(; honest like I ?un than—-" » bit from
“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Tom. * You Jjolly well never swerve on to

the truth. How do you suppose we are going to let you into our secret
when you go and blab them to Gowl the bully?” y ’

* I should not thivk of repeating this one.”

“I bolicve. you there,” said Dick. ‘‘ I have made up my mind you shall
not repeat it. That’s why I'm not telling you. But look here, if you
like to come with us this afternoon, you can.’”

Such an offer a3 this wns not to be despised. It wag a half-holiday, and
gomg onl with Dick certainly meant u lot of fun with a tea attached to it.

] ;(‘lg’ll come with pleasure, old chaps,” exclaimed Melby. ‘ What's the
]o e.ll

* Oh, we will tell you all about it later on,” answered Dick. ‘‘ There gocs
the hash hammer! Hurry up!” .

‘“‘Here, jest you wait n bit while I look if you nre galed,”” cried Vance,
when they reached the porter’s lodge that afternoor. ‘“Ten to one, yon
ave.”

“ Woll, Iurry up, old lean and hungry!” exclaimed Dick. * We have
important busincas in hand and can’t wait all the afternoon while you
are trying to decipher your illegible scrawl. If I were your schoolmaster
I'd cane you till you wrote decently. He must have been a horrid little
boy at echool, don’t you think so, Tom?”

*“Rather! Much like Meclby—always sucaking! Oh, come on! The
idiot will be all night lookinﬁ for what ho cannot find !”

And they darted past, while Vance rushed after them, and two boys
who were really gated, dodged out. Needless to say Vance did not catch
the chums. ’

‘“ Are we going to start with a.feed, Dick?”’ inquired Melby, as the chuins
led the way into the stable yard of the village inn.

“ Why, we have just had dinner!” exclnimed Dick.

““ It wasn’t up to much, you know. What do you say to a few jam taris
~hot ones? They are jolly nice.” _

“ Got any money?”’ inquired Dick.

-“Cortain% not! \What has that got to do with it? You asked me to
como, and fdon’t suppose you will expeet your guest to pay! 1 kuow
when my father invites-—"' ; oL

‘“ Oh, never mind about your father!’ interpesed Dick, auticipating a
long and uninteresting yarn. ‘“ We are not going to have any jam tarts.
Now, what do you think of that little lot?*

It was a new motor-cycle, aud it looked a good one. As a matter of fact,
it was a good one, Dick’s mother having bought it for him. and spared no
expeuse, as was always tho case when she bought anything Dick fancied.

“ Jolly good !"” exelaimed Melby. I have got.a couple of them at home.’:

“ Then you can rido them all riliht?” inquired Dick.

*“I should rather think I could,” answered Melby, and he spoke the
truth. The two bicycles he had referred to were just ordinary safety bi-
cycles, but ko could ride those all right, and he rather faucied he could
ride a motor-cycle. .

*“All right!™ exclaimed Dick.  You shall have a {urn presently; but
look here, Melby, if you are romancing about having two at home, aud if
you can’t ride, 1'd strongly advise you to take some lessons before you get
on that machine.” '

‘“ What rot! I can ride a lot better than you can.

“T can’t see how you can tell that, considering that you have uever scen
- ane ride. But that ‘does not matter. You wait here while I have a spia
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round. She starla with a kick-starier, and thal’s better than hopping

! )l the engine fires.” ' .

a ??i%ku::'as q..n‘:f an experienced rider. He went out of the yard which
was o very largo one with n duck-pond at the further end. The innkeeper
did a litile farming. and sold u good deal of his produce to the college.

Dick returned in about ten minutes, then offered (o let Melby go.

** Pom cun go first if he likes,” observed Melly.

“ 1 have got lo teuch him first,”’ answered Dick.

“ Oh, well, give him a lesson now!™ enid Melby, who thought this an
cxcelient way of learning a little more than he know., i .

Dick explained a few malters, but Melby got them fearfully mixed. Dick
was a very rapid lenrver, and expecting others to be the snme rattled away
iu & manner tﬂut was most confusing to Melby’s brain. In the end he knew
that there was once way of starting the machine and three ways of stopping
it, but he was not quite- certain whether youn closed the throttle lever when
vou wauted (o start or whether you cut off the spark when you wanled to
;;top; but as lhe did not know which those levers were it did nol much
matter.

- The one thought that flushed through Tom’s brain as Melby mounted
‘and told them to get away was that it was deadly dangerous., _

Melby knew how the kick-starier worked, because he had watched Dick.
He also succeeded in putting in his gear, but that was by an unlucky chance.
Aller that he knew lhie was going—so did the ducks and fowls in the yard.

‘The convulsed yard-keeper bolted into the stables, sincerely trusting that
the daring Melby would not come that way; but in case he should do so
he armed himselt with a pitchiork.

By reason of heing able to cycle Melby kept on all right.

He went round in rapid circles, ) lling al the top of his voice.

' Stop me! Oh, I say, stop me!” .

“Ua, ha, ha! Cut off your spark!"” yelled Dick. .

“Oh, I say! Which is 1t?"’ -

“ (Close the throttle lever. Look out! You will kitl the ducks. Rum on
the brake!™

The ducks sought salety in the pond, which showed they were not so
slupid as they looked. Melby came whizzing round, then le ghot over u
rubbish bheap, and fAying off the machine at a tangent, dived headfirst inlo
the miry pond.

The man wrenched hiny oul by the leg, and Dick closed the throttle lever.

Tom only waited wntil he was convinced that Melby was not injured,
then he burst into howls of laughter, for Melby was a sight.

Ho had dived his head into about two feet of black mire. No masler
could have recognised him in his present state.

“How, haw, haw!" howled the man. “ Well, you are in a tidy state,
too! That’s right, yonng gent! Spit it out, ’cos mud ain’t healthy—
'specially il there were any worms in it! Haw, haw, haw! You might
grow marrers on him!”’ -

“Grooh! Oh, I say! I've swallowed a pailful of the beastly stuff! Thig
i5 all your fault, Dick Clare! It's too jolly shameful! Why didn’t you tell
me the beastly thing wouldn’t stop?”’

“ You gaid you couid ride, and that you had two of them at home."”

:‘ Mine are of a different. sort.”

. dolly lucky for your father’s ducks,” swid Dick; * though it’s bad for
ln-.‘;.ln-.lor. if you rode much you wonld want a new sult every day.”

I suppose yon think the scandalous lrick is funny?"’

o ?\;nl-'n doubt about that.”

“ You did it on purpose, vou ead!"
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“I'Il bet )'01: I did lllot.”

‘“ At any rate, you haven't gol tho right Lo spread the remo ¢
the college that Gowl is a dan erous crim%nal, um.r thut you eglu'l:ltsg:l:!l 1::?:
to IPriﬂon, and will do so if he 16n°t careful.” _

[elby shouted this out at the top of lis voice, for he saw Gowl inid Fox
entering the yard at that moment. They had come to hire horses. '

““Jump up behind, Tom,” whispered Dick, mounting the machine, * Cling
roml{l my body. Are you ready?”™ ®

ad 'ca .”

“Then we're off ! .

And so they were. Tho buly bolled out of their way, and Dick whizied
throngh Lhe gales, then along the street, and ho was out of the village in

-no time.

*“It’s no good lelting Gowl catch us,’’ snid Dick. .

‘“ Not o bit of it; cspecially after the lies Melby has been telling.”

. ;“"ell, he's savage. lla, ha, ha! I say, wﬁut au unboly mess he got
into.” - : '

“ I say, Dick, where are we going?”

““ To the station firat. I’ve gol a gide-car there, It was sent down last
night, and it will be n lot more comfortable travelling when we have hitched
it out. Afler that we are going to a certain riverside inn called the Mer-
maid. It's about fiftcen miles up the river. I went there once when
boating. Well, I wrote {o the landlord the day before yesterday telling
him we would be there to tea, and T told him to prepare the very best tea

“he possibly could. We are going to eat it. I would have brought Melby
in the eide-car if he hadn’t made himself so frightfully muddy.”

Dick found his side-car all right, and, having connecled it, starled off on
their. journey.

A prettier inn than the Mermaid it would be impossible to find, and it is
situate at one of the fairest spots in England. The little building is
quite close to the river, and it is surrounded by a well-kept garden, the
‘back being occupied with fruit and vegetables, the front with fruit and
flowers. Johmn, the landlord, is as jolly a man as ean be found in all
the land, and many a fishermai speuds a happy fortnight at the Mermaid.

" Dick left his motor-cycle oulside, and, entering the inn, shouted for John,
" but receiving o reply, he eutered the little parlour, whose window over-
looks Lhe river and the flower-beds.

““I say, jolly decent of John to be so punctual!”’ exclaimed Dick, for tea
xas on the table. > ‘* He has given us some trout here. New bread, home-
made cake, eggs, jam—well, this is all right! I said five o’clock, and it’s
lust striking. Nothing like punctuality. Pour out the tea, old chap, while
llmlp the fish. All right, isn't it?™"

“I'm not so sure,” said Tom.

“Don’t you care for trout:"” .

“You bet I do—with new bread and butter.”

“Then stop your grumbling aud make a start.”

The chums were fearflly hungry, the fare was excellent, and it quickly
disappeared. Iaving finished off the fish and the eggs. they started on
the plum cake. and were getting on famously wilh it whendh big, stout
geutleman, carrying a fishing-rod, cutered the parlour.

“Why, you young vagabonds,” he howled, ** do you dare lo tell mo
you have caten my tea?” ~

{Another rollicking, long instalment of this fine school yarn will
‘ ' appecr next weeh.) :
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TOMMY WILL
THANK YOU

il you send him a copy of this issue of
-the “Nelson Lee Library.”- All you need -
- do is "to ' fill in this address-form," alfix a
penny stamp, fold the paper, and tie it
..with siring and .then posl it . _If. poslin
to a sailor, sxmply cross out the words
“*Company,” *“Regiment,” and * Brmsh
Expedlllonary Force,” and wrlle “H, MS
Eenbow”—'or whalever the: shlp happen
lo be named.” Result: a soldier or sallo
made happler—and gralelul lo you R
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Regiment ..., s
British Expeditionary Force.

WIth best Wishes from .................................................. ..
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