


i THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY No. 14.
Tho “Lord Roborts”' ]..“i Gnnjurlng' Triaks. s; ‘_!otg .Trk 'l.'\‘ .(Io
TARGET [ b e e et o) il +rd

PISTOL e stupremnlons Attractions, Fds 10, the b =
. 1ed 1 fnided lll‘g'.llli!‘. & Co, Seation Kool Tlarlarne, BIK M ING,
Neautifully 312 an ni . 1AM, Bacering Powder, ¢l Moy,

May b carrred  In Ahe pocket,
Tosns the ovo amt cultivaten the

Juslgment, Ihrui'r too yanlt Tagen
ol per sov. Nobwlew TRl Cantridge, [
trer roe. Shot, 1,6 per 102, Nemal for K,
Crown Oun Works, & Whittall 51, Blrmingham.

VENTRILOQUIRM, casy methud,
Astonish and myatify your fricrulx,
Mw 40 tricks with cands.  Tue
whole lut sent, post free, &l Three
lots 1/-.=T. W, HARRISON, ;-i?'
Pentonville Road, LONDON, N.

lF YOU WA"T u.“l.ghl.::cﬁo:ml ,':.h,f.f spon'r =Cstapult, whh shot, ¢/ Cath lurds
smlunl for Bamples and hulo?o TRLE—-Workat . tin, Fl;nﬂ“l-i:::.:tm\{'f:eai‘u:fl::,‘h-«l."“:\‘lll‘;m
ULY ROAD, LIYERPOOL, frec.—WICKS BKROS,. NORWICIL

ARE YOU NERVOUS? | 3° PAYS.FREE TRIAL.

Tackal Vree, Carrlage Pand,

1l viv o1 wenulive, sufler from Involuma . No deponit sequiral MIEAD

T yvoa ANE RCIVOIY Of AWCINYC, uniar -
!"-‘-r-'--c v oeas nelieesibon, comtipation, Jack of & II [ oove"‘."y F’yePSU

R, REACU DA } . " Warranse g Years, Punciiie Rean.
vontrdence, will power, o1 mind concentratlon, 1 can ing or RDuniop Tyres, Ircoks Smtifices,
tl pora Liuw o quickly arquite $206ng nerved and mind Coanrtepy, Sprecd Gean, &,
cernenttation which will give yeu al=olute velf-¢onfis From 101- Monfh’y.
denee. No drugs, applances. or belte Soml at once Promd delivery. No alvancem et

1 penny stampn for pasticulan of my guiranteed cure Weite '0""*!' ot Art C'IHIOE\EB and
ey thyr=GORERY Lin101:53000t, 477 hnpenal Special Ofer. Ruder Agents ’;ﬁ“d.

v MEA CYCLE CO., t .
Itatdingy, Ludgate Circus, Lotulon. 11 Pacadise AL, Liverposr

How Charlie Won the Fight

Chirpy Charlie had a nght !

iz opponent looked a sight !

Coarlie’s win was brought abosut

{And of this there is no douln),

By hisx HORSESHOE more than pluck !

GIET ONE TOO="TWILL BRING VOU 1LLUCK,

FRIDAYS AND NO. 13

will hold no terror ior the superstitious it (hey

WEAR A CHAMPION CHARLIE
HORSESHOE
OR A

CHARLIE CHAPLIN CHARM

Yar particulars of this wonderful offer, go to your
newsagent, and ask for a copy of any one of the (ollow.
it papers = Family Journal,” * Family Favourite,”
*'Woman's World,” “ Home Companion,” * Weekly
Friend,” and * Pluck Library.” All these publications are
on sale this week at any newsagent —price One Penny cach,

Also send n Horaseshoe to Tommy and Jack
to help them win their Fight.




No. 14. THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY. ONE PENNY

2%%%%%%%%&%%%%%%&%%%%%i%&%ii%%ii%&%iﬁ

:The King's Bad Bargain;:
Or, Corporal Maynme, V.C. .
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CHAPTER 1.
The Tommy from Canada

YL big, bluff sergeant-najor glanced alony the platform, where groups
of [riends stood enthusiastically welcoming the warriors, home on sick
leave. Then his fingers unfolded a letter. e turned his eyes on

the lonely Tommy who, with wounded head shrouded with bandages, leaned

Lack agninst Lthe cushions, staving before him with dull, dreamy cyes.

“Sece hiere, son.'” said the non-com., ‘I gness you'd better take this note
right alonpg with you! Sort of identifies you, as well as tells you whero
you'ro going to hang out for the next few wecks.”

Corporal Charles Mayne, of the 1st Canadians, sat up and smiled. The
smile transfigured his clean-cut, pale features. It wis a strong. srrauk,
manly face, and the cyes, now alight, showed the spirit, the bravery, the
pever-be-done determination of the lad.

“Sorry!"” he said. ‘I was thinking of mother and dad and home.
Cunada scems a long way offi when you getl crocked like this and have to
full back on the kindly help of—of strangers.’

““You'll be all right, son!"’ smiled the sergeant-major. ‘‘ This Sir Samuel
Mortimor is ono of the dearcat old chaps living. ‘'here's been scores of
Tommies down at his home. Ile’s got a lovely show that'll remind you ol
the old farm out West. IHe treats ‘e all topping, too—inst as if they werc
his own sons, they say. You'vo got your Cross the King gave yom, vour
papors, and your brass all right?'’

“ You bet!”” grinned tho wounded Tommy, tappiag the leit breast-pocket
of hlia tunic. “ Hang this head of mine! I wish I was coming back with
you!"’

‘“ A picce of shell in the for'ead ain’t no joke!” said the non-com., shaking
his head. ‘' You'll scon get all right down Risedule way, though. They'll
make heaps of fuss of you, you being a V.C.!"

Corporal Mayne took tho letter.

“T hope they won’t!™ he replied. “ I hate fuss! Well, so lonF sergeant-
major! It’s reul good of you to waste a precious honr of your leave Lo sce
me righted !”

The bluff non-com. gave a suorling laugh.

““ Nothin’, lad—nothin’ at all!’ he said, waving his huge hand. “ Ae
aud tho boyvs I've left Lehind ‘Il never jorget what you did for ns—prac-
tically saved ns. The fiends tooked like gettin® through that night! Well,
good luck, son! We'ro always glad of your sort back ag'in.”

e dived his hand through the window and canght his corporal’s. The
big. strong fellow’s voice had become husky. The memory of ono awful
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night when hie and {wo plutoous lind raced through an inferno of gas and
bursting shells to find Corrornl Mayno holding o trench single-handed
agaiost twenty Huns mnde his eyes moist. _ . _

No louger hd the quict, umnssuming youngster been able to hide his
light under a bushel. Ile had been o hero with the 1st Canadians ever since.

“‘hanks!” said Charley Mayno simply, bhis own cyes swimming. “I'll
be back amougst the boys ns soom as cver I can.”

Ho sank back wearily against tho cushions as the train Yegan to move,
‘Ihere was a thin cheer from those on the platform. Nearly all the
lrumngcr& were wounded ‘Tommies, bound for nursing-homes along the
ine.
So for as be knew, Charley Mayne was the only Tommy travelling to Rise-
dale. ‘That wae why he was alouc as much as anything, though he preferred
solilude for his ever-nehing temples.

He looked ont of the windows till the last of London’s houses was Jost
to sight in the beat of the sumumer haze. As he fell back drowsily, the
note tho sergeant-major bad given him fell from bis fingers.

“ Mustn't lose thal!” he murmured. ‘‘It’s all the introduction I've got
to 1ho kind-hearted old johnny at Risedale.”’: g

e opened it out, and read the round, clear handwriting. At the top
tho words, *‘ ‘T'he Oaks, Risedale,”” had been impressed with a dye stamp.

“ Kindly give this to Corporul Charles Magne,” he read. “If he will
present it on reaching here, it will be proof beyond all doubt that he is
really the brave Jad whom the King has gso deservedly bonoured. I'or my
part, I undertake to do all I poseibly can to muke Corporal Mayne welcome,
aud (o help him regain fitness for returning to his duty at the front.

““ SAMUERL MORTIMER."

The wounded Towmy. put the letler with the other pupers in his breast-
mcket.

P Good luck to him!"”’ he murmured.

e lenned back against the cushions again. ‘T'here was over an hour and
a-half’s journey to Risednle. Iis mind reverted to Canada—to the farm
awmidet the flonrishing wheat-ficlds of Ontario, to home and his parents. An
only son, he had responded to the call of King and Empire.

After the strenuous iraining in England, after four months—that already
reemed like a lilelime—in Flanders, after miraculous escapes, he had received
hiy first wound. While in billets behind the fring-line, a bursting Jack
Johnson shell bhad brought down the remnants of the cottage upon him and
three comrades. They had mever woken again from their sleep, but he had
heen dugr out of the ruins with splinters of shell in his arme and chest and
forchead. '

A month in tho bose hospital had followed. His head alone remained
obstinale to healing processes, and they had sent him to England—a tem-
porary wreck of a stalwart, athletic lad who scarcely knew what fatigue
meant—to regain strength and convalesconce,

The rocking of the train, the sing-soug pounding of the wheels, and most
of all the hent, soon had effect.

Corporal Charles Mayuo fell aslecp.

Ihat lapse into slumber was to have momentous consequences in the life
of the young Cunndian. Stalion after slation was flashed by. Twice thevro
woro atoppages. ‘T'ommics alighted to continue their journey to somo ten-
porary homo of rest, and still the young Canadian: slept on. L

It was when Risedale was but five wiles distant that something happened.
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Just outside Ambley Junction, iu response to the signal-arm, the train came
to a standetill. ‘'I'wo minntes it pausod there, and then went on again.
In those moments a khaki-clad figure climbed to the step on the off-side of
- the compartment, swung open the door, and climbed in.
‘““ Not empty, after all!’ declared the wvew-comer, panting breathlessly.
“ Heavens, I wonder il I can risk it!"’
_He was a young man, well-built and good-luoking, thouglh eyes and chin
were irvesolute.
~ “Who's that?”
Tho slamming of the door, in tho comparative silence of the molionless
Erain,.lnroused Charley Moayne from his sleep. Ile blinked and stared
rowsily. :
‘“l‘hi% isn't a station!’ he said. ‘““ What the dickeng—"’
‘The new-comer advanced upon him throateningly.
“ Daxe to shout and warn *em, aud I'll brain you!"’ ho hissed, raising a
clenched fist. .

‘T'ho corporal’s mouth grew grim. Io pushed himself uusteadily erect, and
looked into the bulging eyes of the intruder.

“ Ob, it’s liko that!"’Jhe snid guictly. *‘ You've done something you want
hushed up? You can bet your boots you'll get no assistance from me! I'll
know you again, and I'll speak—"'

The last word broke into a gasp. The interloper flung himself at the
wounded Tommy. His hand went round tho other's throat. Corporal
Mayne's fists drovo like piston-rods against his adversary’s ribs, but thero
was not the old-time power in his blows. Sufficicot thero was, howover, (o
wind his adversary and send him tottering to the seat.

Corporal Mayne fell on him. Iis brain was reeling. lle was fighling by
instinet, and fighting well. The two struggled crect, and, gottiug to
wrestling grips, careered from side to sido.

“ Hold! Chuck it! I—I've had enough!"

The intruder gasped as he tried to push the wounded Tommy away.

Corporal Mayne had lost his tan. Hia face was ghastly—liko nmrtlc. and
a8 hard. He dived down, thrust his arm under the other’s thigh. Lifting
hlim ?s though he were n child, he pitched him with a mighty thwack against
tho door.

The man’s head struck the woodwork. Ie fell inlo a limp heap, and o
moment alter he relapsed into unconscoinaness, Corporal Mayne, his strength
all out, a mist before his cyes, his head splitting with pain, groped his way
to the cushions, and sank to them as helpless and as senscless as the wman he
hwl conguered.

For two minutes the sun blazed in on the outstretched figures in khaki.
The limp heap by the door gradually straightencd itsolf out. 'The intruder’s
Jaco inflamed with rage as he bliuked about bim and reulised what had
happeued.

o I-Ic's been dome in, too!"” he panted. ‘‘ Aud—and he’s in my power
now!"’

I{o stood over the unconscious Canadian, his eyes bloodshot and gleaming,
his ﬁngeﬁ opening and shutting with nervous tengion. 1lis brain was work-
ing quickly.

v Il doyit.!" ho decided, glancing furtively about him. * Ie sha’n't give
me away!"

He beut over the young Canadian. Iis trembling fingors went to the
tunic pockets. le emptied them of their coutents, taking tobacco pouch

.and everything from them, The pupers he casually glanced at bofore Ning-
ing them on the seat. '
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MHin fingers trembled when they picked out the litile bronze cross which 18
the ighest mark of bravery a man cay win. . ers .

A V.C., ch?” be mused. “ May as well keep it. Ierhaps it'll come in
useful.”’ | . :

1is work was soon accomplished. The one thing that pleased him most
was the discovery of a little purse of gold tucked away in a pocket of tho
under-waistbell.  With a pcu}mirc, he cut away the blackened letters from
the young Canadinu’s shonlder-strap. ) i

Tho screech of the whistle warned him that they were nearing Risedale,
llo looked out of the window. They were passing through o deep cutting.
0 high grass ran almost to the track. )

“It's cither him or me!” he muticred, opening the off-side door.

Corporidl Mayne did not atir when he picked him up bodily in his arms. Ile
lurched with him to the door, clung desperately to the jamb as the train
swung round a curve, and then released hold of his burden,

IJe dared not look down, nor even look back. IHe fell back on the sent,
mop ving the icy perspiration from his brow. So he sat for several moments.

' l‘!iscdalo! Riscdale!” called a raucous voice. ‘‘ All change!”

e swvung himsell crect as if from a stupor. As the train slowed down, ho
rushed to the swinging door. ' .

“ My lcavens!" he gasped, closing it. ' Good job I noticed it! Might
have blown the whole gnft !’

Sinking o the scal once more, he gathered up the wounded Tommy's
belongings, and stuffed them into his pockets. Ho was reading Sir Sawmuel
Mortimer's letter when Lhe train came to a standstill. :

With Corporal Mayue's railway-pass, he slepped out on to the platform.
A coachmun in A smart livery approached him.

** Corporal Mayne, sir,” he exclaimed, touching his hat, *“ Sir Samuel and
Miss Maigio is outside wailing for you.’

The man hesitated. Ile was the ouly soldier to alight. 1le stared ont
through the exit. An exceedingly pretty girl was smiling at him from her
veat behind two sleek, handsome greys.

“ Right-boI" he said auddenly. “Catch bhold of my bag!™

He gave him Corporal Mayne’s property, and stepped behind the conchman
lo the waiting barouche.

A little old gentleman, whose pink face beamed with geninlity, took the
lettor from him he had bimeelf writien. A moment later he leaned forward
and gripped his band.

* Welcome to Riscdale, my brave lad !’ he said warmly. ““ It is an
honour (o have you with us! Friends,”” he added, raising ms voice, ** this
i3 the gallaut Canadian, Corporal Mayne, whom the King decorated yester-
da.f‘ with the V.C. for his slerling bravery. Give him a cheer !

II'QI‘O wnd o considerable crowd around the station. Tho mews of the
hero's arrival had been the ono topic of conversation that day in the sleepy,
old-world town. They had been waiting for a cuc like this.

' Good luck Lo ’ce, mister!” farmer und plonghinan shouted alike. ‘“Ay,
we ro prond to ha'e ye amongst us!”

lIllc mnpostor’s good-looking face became blanchied. He looked about him
almost Lerrified, but Sir Samuel gripped him by the arm. He felt himself
pIEl.ggcd down on Lhe seal beside the smiling, pretly girl.
woruhltu".; daughter Milllilf:." dcclared_ the _ulﬁ gentloman.  ““She’s a hero-
» llerol Per, corporal ! She hne no discrimination. She thiuks cvery Tommy

I'm suro Corpornl Mayne is o hero,” langhed the girl, giving her Jhand

Lo the man. ** All her . oy i _
poral Mayno detests it ¢ Modest, and disliko fuss, aud ity plain Cor-
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. ““Tudeod I do!”’ murmured the man. * Il—it's very good of you to tnke
8o much notice of a poor Tommy 1"

T'bo carringe drove away from the cheering crowd. Lle bit his lip and
stared down the white road. Ie was playing o risky game. Dared ho go
bn with it?

Ile shuddered as he thought of the Gigure he had hurled to the gleaming

metals. Supposing the man recovered? Ho turned to meet tho tendor eyes
of the bewilching girl at his side, and his own checka glowed.
“It's o chanco too good to be missed!™ ho decided.

CHAPTER II

Nelson Lee and Nipper Come to Risedale

U ORT. Tommies!’’ cjaculaled Nipper. “ Why, they're everywhers,
sir! If you don't run acrdss 'em in the training camps, you meel
‘em, like these poor wounded chaps, round some big house iu the
country. My word, théy're doing thomselves proud!*

ITo rested his cyolo against the bramble hodge, mopped the perspiration
from his forchead, and nodded in the direction of a fine old mansion that
was crowning Lho crest of the hill up which ho and Nelson Lee, the great
detective, had pushed their bikes.

‘'he battlomented towers of the mansion before them made a pictureaque
background in the azure skr. Through the short, semi-circular drive,
tianked with tall laurels, could be secen tho broad, imposing front. It was
the home of a1 rich man—a beautiful haven of peaco and rest,

Before the wide steps was a big, handsome motor-car, fillad with tanned-
checked Tommics. A few bore evidence of their wounds—at least one had
his arm in o sling—but all scemod very well pleased with life. Their
laughter rang out over the hot August air.

“Thoy'ro forlunatn lads to be the guests of Sir Samuel Mortimer,”’ said
Nelson Lee. “ There isu’t a lovelior place in the home countics than the
Risedale Oaks, or a kinder-hearted old gentleman living than ils owner.
1Ie’s ontertnined hundreds of poor Tommies, broken in the wars.”

“Good lIuck to him!"” cried Nipper. “I've rcad about him. Lost his
only sou in the first scrap of tho war, wheu our boys fonmd themeelves out-
numbered at Mons, didn't he?’’

Nolson Loe wheeled his eycle out to the middle of the white rond.

‘“ Young Morlimer died o hero’s denth.”” he said. ‘‘ It's cut Sir Samuel
up badly. That’s why he gives up his lifc and his home to the Tommics.
“?c'll push on now, Nippor,” he ndded. “ Croxley's only three miles the
other sido of Risedale.”” -

‘““ Right-ho, guv’'nor!”’ was Nipper's cheery response.

With a hop, skip, and a jump, he was in the saddlo beside his master.

After o long and worrying criminal caso that had entailed much investi-
gation and not a little peril in the slums of London's dockland, Nelson Lee
and bis nssistant had decided on a short cycling tour—usually all the holiday
tho busy dotectivo was able to get.

‘This wae {heir first day. ey had loft London after breakfnst, had
Iunohed amidst tho beautiful Surroy hills, and now, at the close of the
aftornoon, wero within a few miles of Croxley, where arrangements had been
made for thom to ata_{I tho night. .

““ Don’t build your hopes too high, Nipper, my hoy !** Nelson Leo had told
his assislant as they set oul from Gray’s Inn. *“ We'll be Incky if wo got o
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whole week to ourselves. Some of my wmost perplexing cnses have been

; n me when I've been bent on boliday-making.”” i
Hp,r\l:::[g: jl;piuhc truth were {old, a curious presentiment scized the detective as

they drew ncar the massive ornamenial gates of Sir Samuel Mortimer’s
mansion, and came in full view of the car-lond of wounded soldiers.

Boy-like, Nipper could not restrain hie entbusiasm at sight of thc_brn\-o
fcllons who hugc '“done their” bit ' so gullantly and ungrudgingly .in the
terrible trench warfare in Flanders,

 Hi, hi!"” he cried, swinging his arm. * Good luck to you all, old sons]
Down with tho Huus! Give ‘em ginger!” L

There was a gencrnl lnugh and a wave ‘of uninjured hands,

“ Wo'll give *em hotter stuff thau that, young "un!” called a Tommy.

‘o voices brought Irom the doors of the mansion a l:tftle, white-baired

old man and a slim, pretty girl. ) .

““Look !’ said Nelson Lee. “ There’s Sir Samuel and his daughter.”

Evon as Nipper turned bis head, the little old gentleman caught ::(Elht of
{he cyclists. 'it had a remarkable effect upon him. Ie doshed spasmedically
Jown tho sleps and along the drive, his arm upraised.

“Mr. Lee!” he called.” “I want you—want you badly, Mr. Lee |

Nelson Lee swung from (he saddle and wheeled about.

“ Wo'ro up against it, Nipper!” he said, with a smile and a shrug of his
broad shoulders. ‘‘ Sir Samuel’s in trouble. lis quavering voice shows it.
He looks years older.”’

““ A caso up here, anyway, isn't so bad as in the East End,” agreed the lad
with a philesophic sigh. ‘‘Go ahcad, guv’nor " J

They wheeled their cycles into the drive.

“ Nelson Lee! That’s the famous detective, ain’t it?”!

Tho Tommics looked on with interest as their host warmly shook the big
man’s hand.

“I'm so glad you've turned up!” declared Sir Samuel. ‘‘ Just the man
I wanted to sec! These are my friends,” he went on, nodding towards the
soldiers. ‘' Some of them are fit and are returning to London, and tho
others are secing-them off. They're waiting for Corporal Mayne—the brave
Gapadian V.C., you know, who lheld a first-line trench single-handed against
the Huns.”

Nelson Leotnodded. :

““I've heard of the hero,”” he said. ‘I shall be glad to meet him."”

“A splendid chap—isu’t he, Maisie?”” Sir Samuel continued, with
cnlbusiasm. “‘ le’s a general favourite—always so mcrrF and light-hearted,
Generous, too! Gives away everything! And he’s one of the best recruitling
speakers I've heard. He's obtained scores of recruits, Ie’s off to Croxley
lo-day, Lo begin a tour of the market-towns.”’

There was o voice from the ear.

‘“Good old Charley! Here he comes!”

A fine-built, handsome fellow swung down {he steps, a footman behind
:ll:nl car{gmg_ liis_ ki:-bng.]J ]lIe loo]ied 3 sold%er ;u every inch. At eight of

e pre irl in the while muslin dress he laughed gaily and st
briskly to{mgrds her. . 8 gy *Pped

Maisic Mortimer held out o huge bouquet of roses—crimson, eream, and
plp‘k—tho hest the liend gardener could gather for his young mistress.

Roses—for you, corporal "’ eried the girl, her eyes brightening. ** You'll
uot forgot your stay at the Oaks?"’

He took the flovers, and : A a1
stage lover. ers, and pressed them to his lips with the gallantry of &

. Forgot you and your dear father and this lovely home, Miss Maisie " ho
said roproschfully, meeting her qyes. ** Rather W%Iﬂd I go down with the
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firat German bullet when I go back Lthan forget all the kindness I've received
lere. On tho battlefield, amidst the shot and shell, I sball think of your
awecet face. It will urge me to greator cfforts. It will '

lle broke off. For the first time ho discovered the cyclists. Nolson Leo
was within hoaring distance. ‘The hero discovered two shrewd, penetratiug
eyes fixed on him.

‘The flnnco was embarrnesing. Iis gaze fell, the smiles left hiy lips, his
_bnck stifened.

** Who—who’s thoe stranger?”’ he stammored. -

““Oh, it's Mr. Nelson Lee!” criod the girl. “ How stupid of me not Lo
introduce you! Of course, you’ve heard of the fumous detective?”’

Corporal Charles Mayne shook his head.

“It’s late!” ho said hurriedly. *‘ It’s really too bad of me to keep the
olher chaps wailing! They might miss thoir train. Farewell for a time,
dear Miss Maisic! Good-bye, Sir Samuel! You and your servants have
given mo a simply gorgeous time.”

Beforo Sir Sumuel could stop bim, the handsome hero sprang to the seat
Deside the chanffenr. The ear rolled off at once. - ' -

“ Canadian, is he?”’ remarked Nelson Iee casually. “ Doesn’t us¢ much
of the vernacular!”

“Oh, no; good reason for why!"™ smiled the baronat. ‘‘ Mayne's an
cducated chap. Took his degree at Montreal. Not that I know much about
him! He’s as silent 28 an oyster about his personal afairs. If he’d been the
}nox;t.' ignorant boor, 1 shou{d still have been proud of him aund his glorious
eat!”

“H'm!” said Nelson Lee., ‘“ Now, tell mo what’s worrying you!”

The little old man’s face became grave.

‘““It's a delicate matter, Mr. Leo,”’ he said. *“ We've been the victims of
gseveral robberies during the past few weeks, and they've been carried oul so
successfully and mystoriously that I cannot for the life of me accuse a soul.
I don’t think the thief is one of my servants. All have 3o [ar been absolutely
honest, and they’ve been with me for ycars.”

““ The only other conclusion is that the raecal is one of the 'Tommies you've
been entertaining so unselfishly,”’ suggested the detective.

“I don’t know what to thiuk!” sighed Sir Samuel, ‘It scems bnse—
unpatriotic—unjust to a brave and noble-minded class to even barbour the
thought. May I put the meagre particulara bofore you?*”

The detective led the way to a garden-seat.

The details were indeed meagre. On three separate occasions within the
past fortnight seven articles of jewellery had been stolen from Miss Maisic's
and Sir Samuel’s own bedrooms. How, by whom, and precisely when, Sic
Samuel did not know:.

““ Al T can say is that it was by someone skilled in the burglary business,
for he must have lhad possession of skeleton keys,’” the little old gentleman
concludad. ““ On every occasion the theft was from a room where the door
‘was locked.” -

“ Aud the windows—what about them?"’ asked the detective.

“ The robberies could not have heen managed from the outside,” answered
Sir Samuel. ““ See, that's where they occurred! There, on the third floor,
amidst the ivy! My daughter’s room is uext to my own. No: reluctant aa [
am to admit it, I cannot help feeling I've been sheltering a professional thief
during Lhe past few wecks. For the life of me, I can point no finger of
suapicion at any man!”’

They talked for some time on tho subject. Nelson Leo made many shrewd
sBuggestions, ‘and at last called Nipper to him from the direction of the
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orchard, whither pretty Maisic had taken him lo stufl his pockets with
aches. . .
gri.]m.;il:dsgfnucl would not allow the crelisls to leave lnm.: .

“ You may as well stay the might here as at Croxley,” he exclaimed.
* You can ring up the George on the telephone. My dear Lee, {ou and your
Jad must etay and have dinner with me! For another thing, I should like
you to sce my s;:ldicr bonrders. Your keeu cyes may discover the black

ongst them.” .
Hh’i?h[:: 3;‘31103:0( it all was that Nelson Leo agreed {o stay. Within an hour
tho ‘motor-car returned. Three Tommies were in the tonneau. The guests
besides these ware seven others who hobbled round the lovely grownds on
crutches or meandered about with the aid of sticks. .

They were pathetic figures all, but as cheerful as schoolboys on holiday.
‘Ihe hour thal Nelson Lee spent with them before dinner was a merry time.
One would bave thought, to see the frank way the soldiers Lalked with bim,
that he bad koown thew for years. )

“ ')l guarantee that every one of those brave chaps ie as honest as the
daylight ! the detective declared to Siv Samuel, as they smoked an after-
dinner cigar on the verandah.

““Then the thief is perhaps amongst those who have alrcady left me!"
exclaimed tho baronet. *I'm glad of that, because it happens that at tho
moment I bave a large amount of valuables in bonds to bLenrer and stock
corlibeates in the house. My stockbroker is giving up business, and sent
them on to mo by registered post only this morniug. 1 shall feel safor now,
even though I've got them locked away in the combination safe in my beds.
room.ll

Nelson Lee blew a cloud of smoke thoughtfully from bis lips.

** Does anyone know you've received them?"- he asked.

** No one apnrt from my daughter aud Jenkins, the butler, who’s been in
g‘&' ﬁ&;;&cc for forty ycars. Come and see what Maisic is eo noisy about,”

oa .

The click of billiard balls came to them on the cool night air. Maisie and
Nipper were playing a *“ hundred up,” and though Nelson Loc's assistant
could boast fairly frequently of a fifly break, bis pretty hostess beat him
soundly after u serics of cannon shots that woulcr not have disgraced a
prolcssional.

“* Never miud, Nipper!"” che langhed gaily. ‘‘ All the luck came my way!
T owo my victory to Corporal Mayne’s teaching. Ile’s an absolute ‘wizard
with the cuo!” .

‘I should not have thought that of a Canadian farmer's son !’ said Nelson.
Ico. ‘ Billiards is not a Canadian game, and the beavy farm work soon:
spoila a cueist’s delicacy of {ouch.”

“ Young Mayne was the exception Lhat proves the rule!”’ laughed Sir
Samuel. ““There was nothing wrong with his touch, He wae clever enough
to compele for an nmateur champiouship,’

“I'm gottmg ffllite intereated in this brilliant young hero,’ exclaimed the
deleclive, ell me some more of his accomplishmeuts.

Muisic Mortimer enthusinatically responded to the request. Her eyes
Nashed and her checks glowed as she told of the young corporal’s skilful
horsemauship, of hiz athletic powers, of his abilities with musical instru-
menta, and of his amazing dash and recklessness.

lle is the cleverest and handsomest man I've ever met !’ the girl declared,
with flushed cheeks. ** We all think hoaps of bim! The place in quite dull
w::hﬂnl, him "’ '

" Ho seemn a wonderful chap,” said the deteclive, stifting a yawn., “ It
a pity I missed making his mEquainl,ance 1" 6a7 s
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“Oh. yon'll hear from him again!*' smiled Sir Sumuel. ‘“ A man of Cor-
poral Mayne’s personality can’t be kept uuder.™

The kindly little old gentleman never dreamed how soon his guest was lo
make the impostor’s acquaintance, ,

Soon after all went to bed. Nelson Lece stood in the hall while Sir Samuel
made bis examinalions of the lower windows and the outer doors to see that
all were - sccurcly [astened by the servants. -

“ Always sec to them myself,” he puffed, returning to the detective,
““ Can’t slcep soundly unless I've bheen vound! Got up often in the middie
of the night to make sure. Bless me once if I didn’t find onc of the patients
prowling round! Scooled off before I recognised him, thongh!™”

Nelson Loe bade him good-night at the door of his room. Nipper was
already in bed and asleep in the next apartment.

Darkness and silence scttled on the old house. Nipper was thoroughly
tired after his long day’s ride, and slept on. One o'clock chimed, and then,
soon afterwards, something happened that roused the boy as completely as if
n bl:l&kft |ol' cold water had been thrown over him,

L1} e ."

A stifled cry came to him. It was followed by o dull thud. -

Nipper bad been dreaming of his bero. lle and Corpornl Mayne were im a
trench, defonding it against a horde of Germans. In the cloud of smoke
from their wenpous, the Huns disappeared, but the face of Corporal Mayne
stilt floated before bim. It grinned at him and mocked him.

As he sat up in bed. all s nerve-strings taut, listening intently, he still
saw Corporal Mayne's handsomo fnce mocking him.

‘““ Hi, Corporal!”” he shouted, so real did the face appear.

IHe leapt out of bed and ran to the door in his pyjamas. Only then the
face disappeared. ‘There was a short, sharp bang. The door was slammed in
bis face. Nipper felt the cool air on his cheeks as it closed.

It wns someone, after all!”’ thought the boy, and tugged at the haudle.

It failed to move the door. He pulled and strained. Me beat his fists on
the panels. He had noticed the key in the lock on the inside of the door.
Now it was gone. Obvionsly someone had withdrawn it, and inserted it on
tho other side to lock him 1.

For what reason? - Lest he should go to the help of the person who had
ultered the astifled cry! What foul work was afoot? 1Where was Nelson
Lee? Tho noiso must have disturbed him'!

Ho caught the handle and pulled again.  The rvesult was nnexpecled.
Nipper svung suddenly back as the door opened. So violent were his cfforls
that. as the door crashed back, his fingers slipped, and he slid half across
the room on his back.

““Nipper " came a voice out of the filmy darkness. ‘‘ Come, for mercy's
sake! r. Iee—"" :

The boy bouuded ercct. In the doorway, secing a shape that was umlike
his mnster's, he flung up his hands and gripped a soft white throat. The
t-lin%ing texture of a dressing-gown told him his mistake Lthe next instant,

‘“ Beg pardon, Miss Maisie!™ he stammered. I thought—-""

‘“ Oh, come—come quickly ! gasped Sir Snmuel’s danghter. My father's
room! Somcthing terrible’s going on there! I—I can’t get inl™ .

" She darted away into the gloom of the corridor. XNipper hastened arter
er.

A few steps, and he pansed. The door of Nelson Lee's room stood wide
nrun. The blind had been drawn. It was a moouless night, but u faint
glow lighted up the room. . .

The lhedelothes were tossed anvhow.  Nelson Lee’s eycling suit had
vanished from the chair at the bedside. So had ils owner,
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. “Phe guv'nor—gone !” thought the boy, momentarily pausing. * Then
it’s all nght!”’ . ] . . )

As he got to the end of e corridor, Maisio Mortimer appeared with a
lighted candle. She indicated o door. _ ]

*“That’s futher’s room P’ she cried. ** Oh, did you hear his call for help?
There's been o fearful al.rqule going on in there!”’

** It’)l be all right, miss !’ snid Nipper, strainiog at the bandle. *‘ Nelson
Lee's about! You've scen him, of couree?”’

I'hie girl chook ber bend. . She was trembling still, and looked wonderfully
glost-like, witl her whito face and her slim figure in the pale-blue dressing-
TOWwWh.

&5 [ got up nl once—Dbefore father even called out,” sbe said. *“ I've scen
nothing of him.’’ . ]

Nipper turned from the door. Nothing would move it. From the room
itaelf there wos pot o sound. ‘I'he servants—an old butler and n middle-aged
footman, and several frightened girls—came down from the floor above.

“*We'll buve to break it down!' cried Nipper. *‘ Got anything heavy
handy?*

“"I':ilc the butler hurried off, Nipper and the footman bhurled their
shoulders against the door. It wae of selout material, and the Jock was
strong. Their cfiorts only bruised their muscles.

Beuson returned presently wilh the heavy side-picce of an iron bedsiead.
With tho threo of them helping, and wsing il as o ram, they drove it agnin
and again at the door.

Panels were splintered,.and at lnst, with a report Jike that of a pistol-
shot, the ehattered woodwork flew inward.

Maisie way the first o enter the room. Nipper nnd the menservants fol-
lowed. “The frightened housemaids clustored 1n a group by the door.

It was a slrnnFe sight (héy witnessed. Light was shining from two clee-
tric bulbe over tho dressing-table by the window. In the corner on the left
the curtain bad hegn drawn aside from a small steel snfe, {he door of which
#tood wide open. Dapers littered the floor immediately bofore it. Signs of
a struggle wero evident in the overlurned chairs. ’

All these things wore focussed in Nipper's eyes at a glance, but his gnze
rested longest on the limp, prostrate figure clase to the eafe,

Sir Samuel lay there, staring with wide, wild eyes at the ceiling, one arm
pmggd, ne i!‘ shiclding a blow.
= Nipper shivercd slightly, and a girl bebind him sereamned out hystericnlly.

CHAPTER III.

The Robbery

“ ATIHER! Father!” sobbed Maisie, falling to her knees. *“ Speak to
me!”
IL broko the cerio spell that scemed to have scttled over Nipper
and the servanls. The lad turned sharply about. With a manper worthy
of his master, he took control of proccedings.

wke that girl away!” ho told the housemaids, lryingeto comfort {heir
hystericul companion. * Get yourselves dressed! You may bo wanted.
Mr. Benson, will you ring up Sir Samuel’s doctor on the ‘phone? Keep.on
vinging till he answers! Je'n got 1o come at once!™

CAnd me!™ waid Timms, the footman. ** Can I help?’*

Nipper thought rapidly, Whether Sic Samuel had been fulally struck
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down or not, it was up to him and his mnster now to la
the heels. Whilat Nelson Lee was away, he must act in his place.

*“Arm yourself with something,” snid the bog, * then go down and havo
a look round! Keep your eyes o’mu for anything suspicions! I'll he down
as soon as I can leave Sir Samuel !

The man took Lhe instructions from the junior without a demur.
minute, Nipper and Maisie were alone with the prostrate figure.
was sobbing softly, doubled up over her father.

Nipper dropped to his knees beside her,

o romained silent whilst his keen, young eyes, far from unaequainted
with (he features of uncomsciousness and ceven death itself, rested on the
old gentleman’s face. ’

Lhere wns a long, black bruise, an inch wide, that passed over (e
left ere in an obligue direction and was lost amidst the silvering lair.
Mivor marks of struggling, shown in seratches and blue, pufly spots, were
on glle:ks and chin. ‘T'he wrists were red and scarred as Nipper took cach
up in turn.

He gave a little snort of delight. The pulses were throbbing faintiy.
Quickly his hand went to Sir Samuel's breast. The heart was Dbeating.
1ts pulsations seemed lo grow stronger in the seconds the youngster rested
his hand on the flesh.

“ It’s oll right, Miss Maisic,”” he said gently. *‘ Sir Samuel’s only been
tnocked out. He mayn’t be badly hurt, after all. See, the brute's hil him
with a londed stick across the lorehcad. Can you find some water and a
smelling bottlo?”’ :

The girl threw herself forward impulsively and kissed the whitoe fealures,
then she looked up at Nipper with eves shining amidst her tears.

““You think that?"”’ sho cried. “‘Oh, I'm so glad! Dear, dear falher!
of co:ltrac—-how stupid of me! I'm wasting time. I ought to help,
instead—""  ’ '

. With tho sentence uunfinished, she sprang to her feet and darted awar.
She was qluil.e courageows when she snw Nipper coolly and calmly sPonging
the senscloss man’s forchead. She helped him raise ber father’s head
whilst some epirit was forced between the white lips.

In & fow miunutes Sir Samuel showed signs of recovering., His evelids
fluttered, and n gasping sigh left his lips.

Nipper lifted him bodily in his strong arms and carried him to a couch.
ill[n.islo was beginning to sot right the disturbed furniture, when he stopped
hor.

““The guv'nor would like to sce it where it is when he comes back,” ho
cX lninedg. .

wt where was the guv'nor? That was puzzliug his miud slill when Sir
Samuel suddeuly clutohel at his wrist and stared, open-moulhed, at him.

‘“It’s all right, sir,”” tho boy told him ronssuriugllyl‘. “It's Nipper—
Nelson Lee's assistant. Miss Maisie's been a brick. She brought us here.
Who gave you the oner across your head, sir?™ :

The girl put her arm lovingly about her father's neck. Her words com-
forled him, helped to clear his muddied mind. .

“ I—I remember now,” he quavered. ‘I was asleep, when something
disturbed me. A cold draught was blowing on me from the window. The
casement was flung wide back. I got out to shut it, when a man sprang
at me. I—I was no match for him. He was a big, powerful brute, and
when he struck me I went down, and knew nothing more.” i

Nipper pressed the apongo agaiust the old man's aching head. Iis cyes
rovocr lo the two windows. Both were cnscmonts opening on hinges. One
was fastoned by o latch. Tho other was closed, but not fastened. Obviously,

¥ the assailant Ly

In a
‘The girl
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recing that Sir Semucl had been found in o locked .room, the burglar must
have entered and cscaped by means of the window, 5

Nipper's glance went to tho safe. His knowledge of safes of all kinds
was cxtensive and peculiar. He had onco opened a so-called burglnr-proof
safe wilh pnothing more than a hairpin. His glanco showed him that Sir
samucl possessed & Chugg’s of the very best kind. Iis many steel com-

artents were dynamite-proof. No skeleton key would open its doors.
‘ts sccrel was the combivation of lettors, and prossure on the pin-head
spring in (he heavy handle. i . o

“What made you tell anybody about the pin-head spring, sir?”’ asked
Nipper quietli;. )

“\Whal—whal's that?"”’ gns!)ed Sir Samuel. “I've told no one—not
cvon Maisie. Why do you ask? TYou don’t mean—"' ]

He thrust the slim girl aside and tottered across the floor Lill he slood

before the safe. e looked down at the hilter of parchments—slock and
share certiticales—at his feet, then, with diffculty, he stificd n mdan of
hain.
P Robhed—-practically ruined!” he groaned. e dropped {o his kuces
and sorted the litter. *‘ He’s no fool,”’ he murmured at last. ‘“ lHe's taken
only the bearer bonds. Over ten thousand pounds’ worth. He'll be able
%0 change them as if they were bank-notes. My heavens, the loss will hit
rye hard P’ -

Nipper wanted lo say sometbing lo cheer him. . )

“Don’t you worry, sir,” lhe exelaimed. ““ It'H be all right presently.
Tha guv'nor’s on his collar. . You can rely on that.”

He left father and daughter 1ogether, and went {o Nelson. Lce’s room.
Nipper was worried. Usually when his master went off mysteriously he
tirst of all gave him inetructions. Why had he not done so in this case?
Was there foul play of a particularly cunning kind at work?

There was nothing (o Le learned in the detective’s room. Nelson Lee's
outdoor clothes were missing. He had been in bed, for the sheels wero
disturbed. Both the casement windows were half closed. Nipper went
mull:d the room slowly aund carcfully. His trained eyes could discover
notbing.

‘“‘The guv'nor went off in a great hurry, that's c¢ertain,” bo decided,
‘“olse hie’d have left o note for me somewhere.”

Nipper went downslairs. Timms, armed with an old blunderbuss taken
from the hall wall, was unlocking the front door to admit tho doclor.

““ Master’s upstairs, Dr. Watts,”' said Benson, the old butler, coming from
a room. “I'll take ye straight up to him, sir. He—he's been half-killed
by a burglar, sir.”

_ The stout, clderly doctor stifled a yawn and nearly dropped his case of
mstruments. N

‘“ Burglar—half-killed !"* he ejaculated.

“ Sir Samuel’s recovered now,”” Nipper said shortly. ¢ But he needs
your atlention.. Onc moment, doclor. Did youw notice anything unusual
—-cxiraordinary.on your way here?”’

Dr. Watts gave a nervous Jittle laugh,

“ Unusual—that isn’t the word for it,” lie said jerkily. *I'd hardly,
swung my molor round into tho main road, when u madman—an absolute
madmau-—camg gnlloping at me on & horse as mad ns himself, Took me at
8 lean, Lhey did, as if I and the motor were a thickset hedge. George, I
ducked for my life. and steered straight into the ditch. Nearly meseed up
my steering gear. Took me ten minutes to get clear again. But—Dbut who
arc you? Don’t like being cross-examined by bits of boys!" :

It’s Nipper, sir, you know,” interposed Benson,
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“Oh, Nolson Lee's young aasistant!”’ cried -the doctor.

you ,told mo on tho ‘phone. Of courso, you and Mr, Lee'll take up this
case?"’

“The guv’nor’s oul,” said Nipper. ‘“I was asking you if you"
anythinggof him. Who wae the ml; chap on the horso?'g ’ yowd scen

“ True, it might have been Nelson Lee,’” said Dr. Watts thoughtfully,
“ Couldn’t say. Couldn’t see properly. On o in n jifly, and out of eirht
Lthe next. Wounderful horseman, though—wonderful! 'Got an idea he had o
respirator, or a mask, over his face. Anyway, he disappeared Tound the
bend in the direction of tho dyke. I listened to the ma Lont of tho hoofs,
and all of a sudden the sounds vanished.’”

‘““He left tho hard road and went on the turf, I suppose,’” ventured the

boy. “Is that all?”’

LAY ejaculated the medico. T had a bigger shock mext moment. 1

wae straining at tho car, trring to pull the off front wheel out of the

ditch, when o cyclist, -.coming noivclessly up, banged clean into me. The
aiv of us went elithering into the middle of a duck-pond. Look at me!”

'Eo added, with a wail, his hands held trouserwards.

Neither tho footman mor Nipper cculd suppress a grin.  The doctor's
nether garments, originally of groy flannel, were black and green with

ﬂllime and weed. The wet was dripping [rom his tronser-ends as lhe stood
thero.

“ We were only floundering about for a minute or two,”” Dr. Walls
resumed. *‘ This other fellow—the cyclist—must have been nadder than the
horseman. He didn’t utter a word. He just grabbed mo by the scruff
of the neck, hauled mo out, dropped me as cool as yvou like on the scat of

my own molor—car, and went trotting off after his confounded cycle. In
two secconds he'd disappeared.”

Ni rer let out a taugh.
“That's good mews,” he grioned. “I'll Let any money that ecyclist
was the guv'nor. The horseman was the burglar who stole Sir Samuel’s
bouds, but Neleon Lec’'ll nab him, You mark my words.'

““They ought to be shot—the pair of 'em,”” grunted tho little man.

Pufling and blowing, and wringing tho water out of his cuffs, Dr. Walts
passed upstairs, '

CHAPTER 1IV.

. The Meeting in Ghosties Dyke
¢ ELP! For the love of Heaven—help!”
) Old Joc Strudwick, stumbling homeward along the main line

irack after a long day at hay-making, jerked his bent igure crect
and listened intently.

It was ate. The night was dark; great grey Lanks of cloud hid the
moon. The last train had gnsscd through Risedale half an honr before.
Tho track saved the tired old fellow a tramp of at least threo miles.

“ Seems as I be hearin’ suthin’,” ho murmured; (ryiug to picrce tha
darkuess. Then all of a sudden he saw, with a start, something ahoqd of
Dim, some dark shape with a white top—hardly hwnen—diragged itself
. across the glcaming melals, and made a further despairing cry.

The old man stood stock still. is ﬁanled fists, clenched tightly, shook a
bit. The figure suddenly collapsed. 1ere came n pioreing m_:recch cut «.
the blackness far ahoad. An instant later, round & bend in the tracw.

“T remember,

\
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rushied a locomotive. n long row of loaded goods l:_-uclcs, snake-like, Lebind
it. 'The rnddy glaré from the cab lit up the issuing steam,

y Junan dashed forward,
l‘h‘(; ::l;‘\l'grml'::p be. he'll be killed,”” he slammered. “I be an ol’ fool

to Le fo mervous. Looks a sojor, too. Lordy! Might be my boy Jim!”

Reaching the figure, bo lifted it in his strong arms. There was littlo
~immediate danger. He had plenty of time to carry his limp burden to
the edge of the emUavknent and lo sink with it to the grass, ere the
beavy train, laden with war malerial. thudded heavily past.

But for all that he had saved a life. Ho was thrilled by the thought
as e clung o the figure till the last truck had disappeared. )

“1t be all right, lad—all right mow,” ke said, with trembling lips,
** Yo'vre nothin'——" . . ]

A groan cscaped him. o was staring down into a Ere_v face, the life-
loss faco of a good-looln'n young soldier., Round his head wae the
poculiar white thing (hat hag firet alarmed him. It was a bandage, marked,
a8 lie saw, with a shudder, with wel crimson stains.

The old man’s heart wenl out (o tho young soldier. His clothes, of
course, showed Lhal he waa a member of Kitchener’s gallant army. Old
Joc's only son, Jimn, was one of Kitchener’s men—and a sergeant, too—as he
would have proudly told you. '

“ Tlo no use slayin’ here,”” he determined, conscious that the seldier was
atill breathing. “ Must get un ‘ome. Maybe ns Dr. Watts'll come an’ see un.””

Pwenty minules later, almost ready to drop with exhaustion, he stumbled
o the door of a tiuy, thaiched-roof cottage, on the cdgoe of the dyke.
Very lonely and desofate it appeared in the gloom, wilh its surrounding
pasturcland and the great yawning chasm of {he dyke, pitch-black and grim,
only a few yards distant. .

A kick sent the door flving open. TFinding his way uncrrinﬁly in" the
darkness, old Joe made for the bed, and gently, tenderly, laid his burden
upon il

I\‘\-‘il;lu:mt.,pruwing' to think of his own comfort, he lighlted a small oil
lnmp. DBreathing more freely now, he kindled o fire, already luid, on the
tiny hearth, and set a kettle upon il.

““ Poor lad !"* he murmured, moving in his stockinged feel to the bed, and
gazing inlo the grey face. “‘ Them’s shell wounds as is under that bandage.
What's he doing on t’ railway? e be some father’s boy, anyways.”

Ho set to work to restore consciousness to the wounded man. His clothes
were wel with dew. [Lvidently ho had Leen Iving on the irack for hours.
The old fellow was -clumsy in his movements, but he kept rubbing away
b tho stiff, lifelesa hands. When the kettle boiled, he made cocon and
-orced some of the flnid between the white lips. ‘

Al Inst his cfforts were rewarded. The lips parted to emit a moan of
sain. Life seemed Lo come suddenly into the stiff hands. They fastened
s a light grip about the old mau’s wrists.

* You cur!” the soldier hiseed. “I guess vou Lhought you'd killed me.”
_ The man’s bloodshot eyes blazed fiercely in their hollow sockets. Old
Joe Sirudwick met the gaze steadily. -

“It bo all right, 1ad,” he said gently. * Ye've nolhin® to fear from an
ol’ man. It’s my Loy Jim as is in ¢’ Army, samo as veself. Maybe as yo
knows un?" '

) ?}c ficrceness faded from the grey fuce. The hands relingunished their |
10ld. :

“TI'm sorry,” slammered Corporal Charles Mayne. “ I've made n mistako.
1 was thinking 1 waa in the (rain again.” ,

~Lc-looked round tho room. Ite furniure was of a crude order. The
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emell of the oil lamp filled the air; it scomed as if ns much sn.oke streamed
from tho fire into Lhe room as passed up the chimney. The room was
bare of anything save the ncocssilics for ono old man living alono; but
to the young Canadinmn, with the hardships of the firing-lino of Flanders
elill fresh iu his memory, it was o haven of comfort and peace.

“Jusl ye luck into that, lad.,” said old Joe, hobbling Lo the deal tablo
and drawing it close to Lthe bed. ‘“’Tis somethin’ of a walk into Riscdale
for the doctor's, but I'll be there a3 soon as I can.”

Corporal Mayne glanced at the cotables on the table. Besido a mug of
sleaming cocon was a hunch of sweet, while farmhouse bread, and a knucklo
of pink-and-white boiled bacon. It was the old man’s supper. Ho was
foregoing it. was ready to tramp tho four odd miles to Risedale and back
again for the eake of the wounded Tommy. :

*“ 8it you down, friend !’ cried Charley Mayne. ‘“ You want no doclor for
me! I gucss I'm right cnough for anybody now."

Ile laughed with forced merriment as he swung himself erect from (lo
bed and bronght his hand to the forchead in o salute. The movement caused
bhim lo winco with tho pain, though he turned away so that tho old fellow
should not see.

By the mercy of Providence he had fullen on his shoulders when ‘his
myaterioue assailant had burled him [rom the railway carriage. His head,
however, had steuck the rails and rendered him unconscious. At the foot of
the embankinent, half covered by dried leaves, he had laid for hours—until,
in fact, a few moments before old Joe Strudwick’s arrival on the Lrack.

“ Just sit you down!”* the corporal went on. “‘ You look tired out! I tell
you, friend, I'm all right! Sull, I'd be obliged if you could put me up
for to-night. I'm due somewhere clse to-morrow.”’

‘The old man willingly agreed. They sat dowir to the meal, and devoured
tho joint bLetween them. Neither hod caten for hours, and as they ato
Corlarrnl Mayne told of the attack made upon bhim in the train.

“Why the hobo should bave gone for mo is more than I can answer!"” he
declared. ‘‘I'd never scen him before. But I shall know him again *’—his
faco bardencd—'‘ and L pray for the day wlien 1 can meet him and sctlle
accounts!"”

But when old Joo got up the following morning at sunrise, his visilor was
loo ill to leavo his bed. The kindly old fellow prevailed on the soldier lo
stay there for awhile. Corporal Mayne could not do otherwise than agree.
Betore ho wont, old Joe Lathed and bandaged his wounds with the tender-
neas of & woman. N

“ Stay yo there, lad!” he advised. “ Don’t ye thank me! I be suve
nnﬂ'one'd trent my boy Jim=Dbless him'—in t' same way. I'll be back for
a bit o breakfust later on.”

Charley Mayne had managed to dress when the old Tonghmnn reiurncd,
but he was still stilf and sore and quite unable to walk. and by that time
tho postman had come, leaviug behind him o letter which was like a knock-
down blow to the old man. .

‘““Read it, lad!"’ ho urged, in a choking voice. “My old eyes ain’t so
strong as they was. It's Dnd news, I knows, by the strange writin’. I've
no wish to live if anythin's bappened to my boy Jim!™ .

Ho had torn the envelope open and glanced through the stiff, scrawly
writing. Mayne took the missive from his trombling fingers.

It Loro tho nddress of the Royal Kent's camp at Wortley. This is what
the wounded ‘Tominy read to him:

‘“Dear Sir,—I very much regret to inform you that your sonm, Sergeant
Jamed Strudwick, has met witg n scrious injury in tho course of his duty
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here. Whilst in charge of the guard engaged in arresting n man c'nught.in
the act of robbing the canteen till, he was tired at by the scoundrel, receiv-
ing a bullet in his lung. An immediate operation will be necessary, and we

sincerely hope it will be the meaus of saving your son’s life.”

Old Jae condd not keep buck a sob of pain. The corporal wenl on after
o puunse, bis own voice n little husky:

It may hearlen you lo know that Sergeant Stradwick is ouc of our most
popular und cflicient non-commissioned officers. There is a great future
before him if only we can pull him t(brough. Unfortunately. the scoundrel’
who fired the shot, a private in your son's platoon, cscaped in the excite-
went. So far be has not been recaptured, but depend upon it that we will
renve no stone unturned wntil he is caunght and made to suffer for his crime.
In the meantime, I tender my sympathy, and bid you be of good courage. I
will let you kmow at intervals how your poor, brave lad i8 progressing.—
Yours sincerely, JounN Soxers, Colonel.”’

Corporal Mayne laid down the leiter, and hobbled painfully to the old
man. 7The ploughman was sqbbing bitterly. The news had broken him up.

The wounded Canndinn clicered nnd comforted him. But there was no
more work in the Gelds for him that day. All the old fellow could do was
to sit by the doorway of his collage and stare before him with unsceing cyes.

The following morning, when the wounded soldier would have left him to
conlinue the journey to Risedale, old Joe persuaded him to atay nnd keep
him company. There was better news that day. The bullet had been
cxtracted, and there was every possibility of Sergeant Jim’s pulling round.

" The wors\ of it is,”” said Mayne, ns he folded wp this second missive from
Colonel Somers, * they haven’t hagged thal varmint who plugged him yet !
;l'.h(')'. traced him lo the main-line track to Loundon. After that they lost
nm,”’

'The old plonghan’s face hecame hard as granite,

‘““ Only let me get my hands on him,” he said fiereely, ““an’ 1'll tear tho
ugly throat out o' him!”’

‘The wonnded Tommy nodded grimly.

1 understand,”” he said. “That's how I feel about that hound who
pilched me from the train !’

The days passed. until Corporal Mayue had been the old ploughman’s guest
for ncarly a forlnight. By then Jim Strudwick was out of danger and
making rapid recovery. Old Joe had been to Wortley to see him. Ie camo
back to the Jittle thatched cottage with his mind full of vengeance.

" It wos n skunk, Marry Stone by name, ns vearly did my poor boy in!"
he told the corporal. ** A thorough bad lot he.were, for all his good looks
an' h_lls devil-may-care spirits. But they can’t get no trace o’ him ! he added
wearniy., . )

Corporal Mayne leld a lighted spill to the old fellow’s pipe. They wero
lm.\.-mg n last smoke at the door before turning in.

" Well, wow you kmow your lad’'s gettin’ Delter, old fricud, you won't
mind me leaving you,” he said. ‘I musl go to the big house at Risedale
Lo-morrow. Sir Samuel Mortimer'll be wondering what’s become of me.”
du-;l"l had writlen to nobody. 1le had expected to leave the cottage every

1 heered nowt about ye when I met Sir Samivel t'other day,” obsorved
old Joe. ** Mindin’ what ye snid about keepin’ a still tongne, I didn't let
o its ye were stayin® with me. Likewise, t* squire had a sojer wi’ him—band-
somo chap, he were—what they says is after courlin’ pretty Miss Maisio.
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Funny thing, thia sojer’s name was Mayne, come to think o' it! Any of
your (olk, lod?™

The wounded Tommy shook his head.
“ NMayne's not an uncommon nume,” he said. *““ T got to know several ont
in Flanders. Darc vay I'll get to know him to-morrow.”

He bade the ald man good-night. In less than five mivutes after turning
in, both wore sound asleep.

v L] L] o' .
‘“ Corporal, wnke up, lad!”

How long he had been asleep, dMayno did nol know. He sat up at once
on the conch that scrved aus bed. It way pitch-dark still.

Tho old ploughman was gripping his shoulder and pointing with shaking -
hand in th(l: dircction of the <Iyllm. : 6 €

“’I'here be a horseman theve!” he quavered, “ Listen! llecar them hool-
bculsc!l I;'I‘EQ allus a sign o’ terrible trouble whin ye hear L' ghostic horseman
in t’ o!”

The y'lmld‘icr was inclined to laugh at the old man’s fears. The smile died
away. o gritted his tecth.

From the direction of tho dyke Lthere came the unmistakable sounds of o
horacman. ‘The Loals of the flying hoolfs were distinct and regular. Cor-
poral Muyne had heard tho sounds too often in the Canadian prairie to e
mistaken. .

They stood at the door, listening intently, ears and eyes strained. RBefore
them yawned the velvot blnckness of the great dyke—Ghosties Dyke, as the
coltagers called it. '

“It's a horsemaii right enmough,” said Mayne. “ What's it mean? Can
he bo on tho rond beyond?'”

‘““No, no!" roplied old Joe. ‘‘‘lis three miles ta the rond hevent. Thero
bo a track in from Risedale, hut only n madman’'d tackle it.”

““Ho's that, I gucss, if he’s in the flesh,’” granted Mayne.

And then bis voico froze, and the old man clutched fiercely at his arm
as tho weird tattoo of hools broke off suddenly. It was succeeded by a wild,
blood-curdling scream.

After that camo silence—a silence more profound and tense than the old
ploughman had over experienced. ‘

They waited, scarcely daring to breathe, but not a sound came out of the
" darkness.

“It's somebody down there!”' declared the corporal. “ I'm going lo sce!
Where's that old lantern of yours?”

“Pis tho ghostic!"" cried the superstilious old fellow. ‘“Ye'll never
come bnck! Don’t go, lad!™

In vain ho cntreated. Corporal Mayne lighted the old storm-lantern,
gripped a stout stick, and stepped off iuto the gleom, leaving old Joo
oxpostulating behind him. _ ] . )

The dyke was liko somo crude pudding-bosin. It had a width in parls of
over' a mile. Its steep sides, perpendicular save for a rugged bridlestrack
here and there, ended at the foot, a hundred feet below, in eerie black
cnverns where none but the boldest ever sct [oot,

With the feeble light of the luntern, Charley Mayne made for the path

neavest the old plonghman's cottago. Fiuding it, he pansed for a momeut
and listencd.

Surely they were groans of pnin he heard from far below!
“‘ﬁir{:'a for chmﬁ:ing it!"Phe decided. ‘“ Ghoslies don't make souuds
like thom "’

Hooking tho lantern-handlo to his tumic, and with one hand grippiug



18 THE NELSON ' LEE LIBRARY

i bis stick, the other fecling his way down the steep path, and by
::-.E.P::ilgnally grabbing at the long grnss, he reached a broad plateau several
wide, T
I'-.-cﬁnd then, hefore he knew it, e stumbled into a soft, yielding figure. ]
Again there were moans of pain. There was no doubt now who wae their

uthor. .

g ‘t'hAII right!”" cried Corporal Mayne. *“ ')l goon gel you out of this!*’

He unbooked the lantern, and laid it on the ground. The figure was l{::.n
in & huddled licap, the legs asprawl, the head tucked into the chest. Wil
dificulty the ‘Tommy lifted the man and turned him over on his back.

Then he stared, aghast. There was a mask of lines over the man’s face,
Nothing was (o be scen of his fealures—nothing but two eye-slits!

“ What be bappened, lad?” came a hoarse murmur [rom Lhe dyke top.
“De yo sale, lad?”’

“ G}ucm I'm all right,” Mayne returned. ‘“I've got him—poor chap!

. 'I'here’s no sign of his horse, though !™

Ho knelt beside the fignre. With a grunt of satisfaclion, he made suro
that the heart was beating. Ilis brows knitled. Somethiug ixt Lthe bunild,
iu the pose of the man, scemed familinr! For some unaccountablo renson
his nerves became taut and vibrant. '

With a quick, spasmodic movement, he unfastened the tape which held
tho linen mask.

ITo lifted the lamp the belter to gaze inlo the unconscious man’s fealnres.
‘Then he nearly dropped it.

“Him!" he cric«l tensely.

It was the man who had entered the train and fought him, the man who,
no doubt, had flung him cruelly on the track!

A cyrious trick of fate bad wow delivered his cnemy into his hands, Cor-
poral Mayne flushed the lamp around. Below bim, just a few feet from tho
edge of the platean, yawned the bottom-most depths of the dyke—fifty to
sixly feet below—Dblack, remorscless, terrible!

For a2 moment murder was in his heart. He could have picked up the bruto
and hurled him {o dealh as easily as he could kick a slone inlo the black
abyss. Who was Lo know he had done the deed? The man was at bis mercy
even as ho had been at his. The scouundrel had not spared bim! He had
flung him to his death! Why should he not take a eimilar revenge? Was
it not fair to take an eye for an eye?

He stared down inlo the handsome white face, his mind a torrent of
emolions, Calmer counsels prevailed.

*“ 1o shall suffer for it,"”” he determined. ‘‘ He's in my power now, but he’s
not worth spoiling my career for!” ' -

Signs of returning conscionsness made him hasten his plan. Stooping
suddenly, he lifted the fellow across his shoulder. He staggered uwnder the
weight, but his mouth and cyes were grim and determined as be stumbled
forward up the rugged, narrow path. '

If it hod nceded cournge to come down the path, still more it required a
sleady nerve to ascend it in the dark, laden as he was. Time and again his
foot slipped on the loose path, and a grab at the strong-rooted grass saved
them both,

Almost exhausied and panting heavily, he reached the dyke top and
eank wit’ his burden to the ground. e gazed towards the little cottage,
A light slrenmed out from the doorway. Old Joe Strudwick could be heard
pollering about.
~ 1e gazed down at Lis prisoner. The eyelids Lwitched as he shone the light
~n the pale face. It did not strike him, nevertheless, that the man had
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recovered his wits, and was in lurn gazing up at him through his laghes in
tc'g"rflﬁcd be\\'ilt:lerr;:[ent;. :

‘Joe,”t crie ayne, hurrying away—‘‘rope, quick! I've pot th
scoundrel who tried go kill me F ¢ pe 1 € °

“Eh? What? Whaty" :

Tho old ploughman waa too amazed to bestic himself as tho Tommy
bundled inlo tho living-room, Il¢ stared at him, with open mouth.

“It's what I say,’” cried the corporal. “I found him hall-way down.
Ile’s the chap we heard galloping, Quick—Dbefore he comes round **

The old man fumbled about in a cupbonrd. Precions moments were wasted
Leforo he found an old clothes-line. \Yith it they lhastencd to the dyke-top.

The spot where the prisoner had laid was bare. In vain Corporal Mayne
flashed the lantern abont him, “There was no sign of the man who had
allempted to take his life.

‘““He'’s dono me agnin—hang him!"' eried the corporal, unable to control
. iz chagrin. )

But ho stumped np and down in vain. There was not a trace of him—
nol even a foolprint; and at Inst the two went buck {o the cottage.

“ e be still in ¢ neighbourhood—that's clear!™ declared the old plongh-
man, looking nt Mayne’s grim face. “ Maybe as ye'll hear about 'un at t*
squire’s to-morrow."”’

Which was a pretty shrewd guess as events turned out.

CHAPTER V,

Nelscn I.ee's Dramatic Reappearance

IPPER turned impatiently to Timms. He had made a {our of tho lower
floor. Al had been in perfect order. He had discovered nothing.
I'hence he had gone to the building wherein the wounded soldiers had

their quarters. There again his investigations had met with no result.

‘e mystery became more bafiling with every step he took.

‘“ Now, Timms, what have you got to say?’’ he asked. * Have you seen
anything suspiciong:’’

'i‘ho footman linqored his chin.

““ Nothing at all!’ he answered readily. “ There's not a sign down here of
anybody having got in or gone out. found every window and door was
sccuroly fastemed as when I did ‘cm last night afore turninﬁ in, Sceing
as how your guv’nor slept on the second floor, same as master, how could ho
be that cyclist Dr. Watts spoke of if these 'ere doors and windows ain’t been
touched?””

“ We'll soon see!” was Nipper's answer. _

Timme opened the front door, and they went out into the drive. The
greyness before dawn cast an cevie light over the clms and the shrubs of tho

ardeuns.
¢ Nipper led the way Lo the left wing, immediately below the windows of the
room occupied by hum and Nelson Lee.  All that side of the house, right up
to, and beyond Sir Samuel’s windows, was thickly covered with ivy.

The boy thrust his hand amongst the leaves, and canght the thick stem
lll)onflnth. To Limms's amazement, be began to haul himself wp land over

and.

“I'll bet that's the way the guv'nor came down,” he said, dropping to
the lawn beneath, ' )

Yet bie conld find no broken leaves upon the grass! There were no sigus
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of scraped brickwork when he peered beneath the ivy! There were only tho
impressions of their own boots on the dew-wel lawn!

Not lo be done, Nipper hastened round to the garage where they had
Jott their cycles. Only hie own machine was left.

“There you ave!’ he cried trinmphantly. ¢ This proves the guv’nor’s
gone after him! ‘The next you'll hear of him’ll be from the police-station
where he's taken the honsebrenker.” . .

*“I hope s0,”” said the middle-nged footman, scratching his head. * It fair
Jicks me! Who'd be villun enough, d’ye think, as to rob the dear, kind-
'carted old master?”’ :

Nipper sirugged his shoulders. WWhen they got to the front of the house,
Dr. &nl:ts reappeared,

* It’s shook Sir Samuel up rather badly,”’ he declared. ‘ He's got a nasty
blow on the forehead. ‘There's no serious danger provided he’s kept quiet for
a few danys. though he’s feverish and light-hended just now. IE must get
home to change these sloppy brecks of mine, but I'll be here again after
breakfast.”

Dawn broke. the sun rose higher and higher—another glorious summer
day—and Nipper stepped impnt-icntlf' about the grounds. For all his
reassurance about Nelson Leée, be felt anxions. Iie strained his e¢nrs for
every sound that might betoken the detective’s return.

Breakfog(-time eame, and still there was no news., Maisic had becomeo
alarmed nt her father's condition. lle was calling out loudly in delirium.
Dr. Watts was sent for. Nipper. pushed away his scarcely-louched plate.

“I'm going for a ride round,’”” he told Timme. “I can’t sit idle here
when perhaps the guv'nor may want me somewhere.”

Gelting out his cycle, he alled through the gales and cmerged into
the main road. Furst of all be cycled to the corner by Besley’'s Farm,
whither lay the duck pond inte which Dr. Watls had floundered during the
amall hours. ‘Thence he passed to the dyke—a deep, natural hollow, with
precipitous sides—that lay some fifty yards from the road. There were signs
of hoof-marks in the rcdy carth., Nipper followed them to the brink of the
dyke, and there lost them. Of a cycﬁsl.'s wleel-tracks there were no signs
whatever,

Going back to the road, he twrned his front wheel in the direction of
Crozley. ‘The red-tiled roofs of the outlying houses of the market town
wero in sight when a smart, soldier]ly figure turned sharply from a hedge,
and o right hand swung to the forebend in a military salute.

It was Corporal Churles Mayne, tanned and handeome, immaculate as
ever,

‘ Good-morning, Nipper !” the V.C. cried cheerily. *‘ Just the very person
I was anxious to meet! I've got a note here from your C.O., otherwise tho
great Nelson Lee.”

Nipper was out of the saddle in an instant. There was an air of geniality
about the corporal that scemed to make them pals nt once.

** It served as an cxcuse, don’t you know,” smiled the corporal, * for my
calling wp at Lhe great honse. Now, I suppose I'll have to make some other
plan to sce Miss Maisie,”

Nipper took tho envelope, and tore it open. It was nddressed to him in
hia muater’s familiar, characleristic hand. Inside was more of the samo
handwriting. It ran:

“ Dear Nipper,—In cnse von should be concerned abont nie, please under-

stand by this that I am quite O.K. I expect to be buck at the Oaks by nbout
cleven.  Awaitl me there.—N. L.”
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A shade of dixappointment passed over Nipper's face. TL was a colour-
less note. * It told am nothing except that the detective wans safe and sound.
It hardly seemed worth the trouble of writing, secing that Nelson Lee would
be returniug to Risedale so soon afler ils delivery.

*“ Did the guv'nor give vou this?™ asked Nipper, smiling admiringly up
at the big, strong, handsome fellow,

Corporal Mayno shook his head.

“I'm stayiug at the George before I begin my recruiting tour,” he
anewered. “‘ Mr. Lee sent it up to me while I was shaving. He was off
again before I'd smartened up and came down to the cdfice-room. 1t’s not
bad news, I hope?”’

“ Ok, no!” smiled Nipper. *“Thore’s been bad news at the Oaks, thongh!
Thero’s wo harm in telling yon. It'll be all over the place before long! A
burglar got into Sir Sawmuel’s room last night, knocked the old gentleman
oul of time, und clearcd off with a lew thousand pounds’ worth of bonds.’”

The V.C. fell back a half-pace. His lips opened, and his eyes went wido
‘in incredulons amazement.

‘““ No, no; il's impoasible!” he gasped. “ That gentle, kindly old fellow
robbed and knocked about! After all he's done for the boys in khaki! No
scoundrel would be black-hearted cnough to rob bhim!™

“‘ You can’t get away [rom facts ! said the boy bluntly.

“And the dear old chap’s been badly knocked about!'’ cried the V.C.,
his cyes blazing. ‘“ Oh, I could throttle the brute that's done it!”

¢ clenched his lists. Nipper watched the strong, handsome face grow
stern and grim. It would have gome hard with the burglar if Corporal
Mayue had him in his power Lhat moment.

“Of course Miss Maisic’s badly cut up,”” said the hero—* she's sure to be!
Sho pnssionately loves that dear old man, How 1 should like to see her
and comfort her and ber father! Dare I go, Nipper? Weunld they think it
impertinent of me?”’ :

Nippex put a hm@I on the khaki sleeve.

“They'd never think that of you, corporal,” he said enthusiastically,
“ whatever yon did! Sir Samuol’s ns proud of you as if you were his son!
There’s no one alive who could comfort ‘ein more than you. If Nelson Lee
was here, he’d say the same.”

Tho soldier looked thoughtfully down the toad.

“ You’ro s good chap, Nipper ! he snid, “ I'll come back with you.”

They stepped along side ll,)‘; side. They talked of the war. Nipg‘qr
listened in silent bero-worship whilst Corporal Mayna told bim some of his
experiences with the Huns. Half-past tem was chimed from the tower of
Risedale Church as they passed up the drive.

Maisio Mortimer hurricd down immediately Corporal Mayue as
announced.

‘““ O, it’s so kind of you to come aver '™ she said, with sparkling eyes. “I
knew you'd como directly you heard of our trouble. Poor dnddie is a little
botter now. Dr. Watts is still with him. Come up and sce him—and you,
too, Nipper!” - i

Tho lovers wandered in tho garden whilst Nip\per placed his cyclo in Lhe
rarage. Sceing nothing of them on his return, Nelson Lee’s assistant made
1is way upstairs to Lhe sick-room. Dr. Walls admitted him. : .

““1 beg pardon, sir,” he stammered. turning to the bed. *‘ Miss Alaisic
;;lkcd mo to come up. I thought she was alveady here, with Corporal

ayne.” .

"yi\h, is Chat fine fellow here?’" said the baronet, his faco lighting up.
“It’s just like him to call! They'll be here in a minute.  Sit down, my boy !
Any news of your master yet?™
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Nipper exphiined hiz meeting.with the V.C. hero. )

" 1\]llr Lcclsuyn he’l} bo bncg at cleven, sir,”” he replied. ‘: We sha'n’t bo
much longer in the dark. We'll soon know whether he’s collared tho
burglar !” ) .

Sir Snmuel’s face was pole. Ilis eyes burned with fever as he snt ]n:oppcd
up with pillows, and they talked of the theft. Dr. Watts was telling of
Lis meetiug with the strange horseman and the strauger cychist when Cor-
pornl Mayne and Maisie came in, _

'The hero stepped across to the bedside. With great reverence he pressed
Sir Samuel’s cold band to bis lips. . :

T would Inr rather bave had u dose of German shell than that this should
ever have happened !’ declared the soldier—'‘ you who have done so much
for us lT'ommics! This rognie must be one of the blackest-hearted scoundrels
hiving !

o Agy, ho's all that!”’ nodded Dr. Walts. ) )

A faint flush came into the old man's checks. The adwmiration, the grati-
{ude underlying the corporal’s words, impressed him greatly.

" You're a good chap, Mayune!” he said feebly. “X pity the rogune if yon
got hold of bim!'> .

“ You can well ray that, sir,”’ respouded the hero. ‘‘ No puuvishment'’s
Loo bad for him! He'd be given to the Ifuns to torture if I had my way with
bhim !’

“ Nelson Lee’s af(er him,” suid Sir Samuel. ““IHe’ll yun him down, I'm
sure, sooner or later.”

;11 only wish to Heaven ho does!’ cried Corpornl Mavne empbatically.
L] c__l’

A quict, cold voice from the casement cut him short.

“‘Ihen your wish is gratified, Corporal Mayne,” it said. ' Hands up!
Nelsou Lee hos already run you down!™

Me swung round like a flush. Mis eyes saw what they all snw. In the
hall-open casement window appeared the head and shoulders of a grim-faced
man—none other than the great detective! And while he clung to the wido
Tlill \{ith ove band, the other pointed a revolver straight at the soldier’s

ear

CHAPTER VI,

Nelson Lee's Leap into Space

ELSON LEE'S voice ringing through the room scemed to rob his
hearers of all life and movement.

For perhaps two whole minutes they never stirred. Their gaze,
focussed upon the dramatic figure in the casement, was held by the keen
eyes and the etrong, determined face, There was not o tremor in {he hand
that held the gleaming revolver. '

“ Stop that!” suddenly snapped Nelson Lee. ‘ Take those hands away
from your hips. Up with them!”

It awitched atlention to the erect figuro of tbe soldier. Corporal Mayne's
faca wns grey as ashes, and hard as granite. All its soft, pleasing lines,
all the good looka, bad vanished. There was an ugly, sinisler appearaneco
ahout il—characterislic of the criminal.

Maisie and her father could not repress a shiver. Yet their confidence and
belief in the man reassoried themselves,

" Mr. Lee,” stammered Sir Samuel, “I—I don’t understand. What is the
meanmmng—""
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“It means {hat the man before you is as hearlless a scoundrel as was
ever in gaol,” the delective interrupted, hauling himself to the sill. ** e i

«i3 who has been robbing you (or some time past—iwho attacked you and stole
your bonds last night.’ .

“It's a liec!" shouled the soldier, “ How dare vou! I'll make you cat
thoso foul words. You can’t prove it.'" . you ca

“ Ay—ay, you mwst bring me proofs, Mr. Lee, before I can believe a
word of this—er-—surprising accusation,”” declured the old man quaveringly.
“There must be some mistake.”

Nelson Lec stepped into Lthe room. There was a slight diversion. Maisic
gave o little frightened shriok as Nipper darted across the floor. The
soldicr had half turncd and swiftly dropped one land.

As Nipper divined, ho had n revolver in a hip-pocket. The boy's fingers
closed round the other’s wrist. A sharp turn and a twist—a Iit.lj ju-jilsu
trick—and the fellow gave a squeal of pain. A small Colt repeater chroppul
to Lhe floor. -

“ Well done, my boy !’ smiled Neﬂson Lee. ‘' Pick it up, and use it
il he attempts another movement, though we don't waut to alarim Sir
Samuel more than necessary in his present condition.”

‘““Curse you, for a mcddlesome fool!™ bellowed the soldier. “ I'll make
you pay for this. T'll make you prove your words—--'" .

His voice died away to a whisper. The detective had withdrawn a packe

of llmp;:rs from an inner pocket. He tossed them on to the bed before the
alient.
P Have a look (hrough them, Sir Samuecl,”’ he said. " If they're not
your property, or Lhere are any missing, I'm willing to withdraw my
words. Still, you should know that I found them in that fellow’s room at
ithe George, Croxley.” : .

‘There was o uervous rustle of paper as the old man's trembling fingers
went through them. Ile gave a little gasp of delight. , :

“‘They'ro mine, and—and they're all ll)u:ru:." he quavered. “ It scoms
incredible that I've got them k so quickly. I—I can't believo the
corporal guilty. Are you sure? Perhaps, ufter all *

nisie aprang to her fect. Her pretiy checks were lily white. She had con.
trolled her emolion only by a great effort.

“It’s not true,”” she cried, with twilohing lips. ‘‘ There's been some
terriblo Llunder. Charler and I love onc another. I'Nl never believo he
wonld stoop to such a monn crime as to rob father.” =

She turned to the kbaki figure with outstretched arms.

- ** Charley—Charleyr,’” she cried beseechingly, ““ tell me it's all false, and
I'll cling to you through everything. Your word—"

The soldicr dared nol raisc his cyes to the girl's tRnlc, agonived features.
She had come between him and the revolver in the detective’'s rock-like
hand. Nipper was at the bedside by Siv Samuel. The rogue glanced
gwiftly about him, )

‘“ Nipper,” cried Nelson Lee, ““ the door—quick !’ i .

Thoe detective had seen a way of escape as guickly as the seldier. Nipper
wheelod swift)y round. He was too late. As he leapt forward, the man in
khaki seized the girl by the arms and hurled her savagely at tho boy.

Both recled backward to the bed. Next moment the room resoundad
with a noisy * bang,” as the door was Mung to and the ping of a pistol-
shot.

The vogue had disappeared. The detective’s bullet was buried in the
closed door. Whilst t{)lc smoke atill issued from the revolver, Nipper and
his master threw thomselves at the paucls.

Again they were an instant too late. The fellow had Lwisted Lho koy
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oulside. It was a nmew door. It hnd Leen put wp scarcely moro
?]l:m:h‘:. couplo of hours before, and had replaced the onme Rippzr had
bioken open in the carly morning in his effort to reach Sir Samuel. Con-
sequent)y, though they (hrew themselves against it, they made no impres-
vion upon it.

Nelson Lee turned to the casement window, . o
 Follow me as best you cau, Nipper,” he snapped. * Wing him if you

see him.”*
“He must be a rogue,

“Ile sba'n't get away,” declared Sir Samuel. ¢
after all. See to the poor child, doclor, while I put the servants on their

vard.”

y Dr. Walts beut over Maisie. She had collapséd-in a fainting heap on
the floor. While the old aquire took up the speaking-tube attached to the
side of his bed, and urged Benson lo rouso out the wounded soldiers and
the menservants, and so prevent Corporal Mayne's escape, his dilaled eyes
were fixed on Lhe detective and his assistant,

Nelson Lee disappeared through the window as quickly as he had come.
Nipper woae soon after him. le gasped with amazement as he saw the
detective disentangle a ropo from amidst the ivy, preparatory to sliding
down it.

It was lasicved to a sltout ring slaple that had been driven into iho
wall. Its length dangled Lo the gronmd. It had been hidden behind the
ivy that covered this side of the building. .

** Been up for weeks.” jerked Nelson Lee. * Shows the régue’s craft and
deliberation, I'll take the right. Rush round {o the garage and get out

vour bike.”

" Nipper slitbered 10 the ground. Taking the direction indicated, he
rac«] round lo the [ront of the house. Benson, the old butler, had just
reccived his master’s measage.

* ITe hasn't come downstairs, anyway,”” he cried excitedly. *‘ I've been .
in the hall all the time. Timms is watching now while I tell the gardener
and the Tomuies.”

Nipper ran round with him to the gardens at the rear, where the wounded
heroes from the battlefield were basking in the sunshine. They wero
chatling and smoking in pleasant contentment as they strolled about or
lolled i hammock chaire. They had seenm mnothing of tho corporal, they
told the butler.

Nipper van hjs cycle from the garage. Continuing his circle, he met
Nelson Lee in the drive. The detective’s efforls had been as fruitless as his
own.

*“Jle's still in the house, guv'nor,”” said Nipper. ‘“ We're bound to
calch him. Here’s the Tommics coming. Can’t we make a cordon?”’ '

'lr‘l;e first of the soldiers hurrying along in their direction overheard the
words, : '

“ That we will, an’ all,”” he asserted. “ Benson’s just told ws. The
dog, o rob 1that dear old chap what’s treated him and us s0 well! Come on,
hoys! Any ol’ thing’ll do lo kuock tho senses out of the rotter!’

Nelson emiled as they seized pilchforks and rakes and brooms, and
“ shouldered arms,’”’ looking to the sergeant amongst them ivstinclively
for ordera ns Lhey lived up in double file. )

They mado a pathetic group wilh their empty sleeves and pale facea,
More thau one could only move at a hobble with the aid of a stick.

“Well done!” said Nelson Lee. *“ You can take my word for it Lhat
Corporal Mayne is o rogue and an imposior. Ho's only one black shecp
amongst hundreda of tllgu.sands of lmave Brilish soldiors, but we're going

to stop his capers.” : )
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«“ 'glfnr,' hear i;‘c‘i:lm;-usod the ‘T'oinmies.

“Shun!” ea the sergeamti, limping back a pace, ; j
German shrapnel that had Exkcn ul e o D i Cursin
off! Left turn! Quick march!"

Nelson Lee did nol waitl to sce them form an extlended
lovely old houwse. Ile darted within doors,
with his cycle at 1he ateps.

Tuquiry amongst the servants made it clear that nothing had been scen
of Corporal Mayne on the lower floor. The detective hastened upstairs.
On the second floor, where was Sir Samuel’s bedroom, there was not a
single locked door. Into cevery room went the detective, whilst Benson
kept watch upon (he stairs.  Nelson Leo peered under beds and into
cuphoards in vain. .

** There’s only the top floor mow, sir,”” explained 'the old butler. “‘It's
where mo and the other servants sleep. If he's there, you’re bound to
collar him, sir.”’ _

With hia revolver in a handy pocket, the detective led the way upstairs.
The result wos the same. In none of the six rooms was there a sign of the
roguc. None of the doors were locked. His scarch in cupboarda and under
beds being wnavailing, the delective thrust a curlain-pole up the fireplace
chimueyrs.

Nelson Lee passed into a small lumber room, used, to judge by the odd-
ments in it, as a store-room for furniture nceding repnirs. Here at last
lie foumnd a chue.

Theve were foolprints in the thick dust that covered the floor. Tbhey
Il to Lthe window. The top sash was lowered several inches. ,

““ Those printa?”’ snapped Lhe detective. *‘ Can you account for them?””

The butler rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

“Can’t say as I cam, sir,”” he said slowly. ‘ They ain't my size in
boots, and they ain't Timms., Leastways—"

e broke off with a jerk. Nelson Lee had thrust up the window. With a
sudiden quickness of movement, he began to crawl through tho spaco to
the narrow ledge. There was scarcely enough room to admit his stalwart
figure. .

i For Heaven’s sake Ve careful, sir!”’ he stammered; and then his voice
rose in a squeal of amazed alarm.

Nelson stood crect on the sill for an instant. Taking a deep breath,
like & high diver before the plunge, next morent he hurledvhimself feet
forward into space. ' _

Old Benson clutched at the woodwork. MHis heart ceased to Leat as he
watched. The window overlooked the rear of the grouunds. Far below—
pixty feet at least—was the roof of the garage. Between it and the house
wera the spreading branches of o huge old chestout treo. Just now it was
thick with foliage.

*“ Crash!"” ] ' .

With o thud that secemed to split the old butler’s ear-drums, Nelson
T.o alighted and disappeared amidst the maes of dark green leaves as il
hie had fallen into & tossing, rustling sea. For a moment the old man lest
sight of him. The delective reappeared again, the black shape of his
figure like a snake, as he rolled and twisted and clutched for a iold on a
stout bough. There wae violent jerk aud a smap. A branch broke off and
made a rustling course through the leaves, . '

““ Thank Heaven,” gasped old Beuson, ‘‘ he's safe!
With only' one haud, for a terribly perilous second, Nelson Lee hung
amidst space, forly fect from tho ground. He daugled there, swinging te

tho
! the movement from his hip, * NEmhor

n e d cordon round the
Lidding Nipper wait for him



20 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

ond fro like a pendulum. then his figure straightened quickly. A sample
then was given him of the doteclive’s immense strength.

Wilh the coolness and deliberation of a gvinnast, he pulled himself up with
one arm till his chin was above the Lough. A grip with the free haud,
and a swing of 1lic leg, brought him astride the stont branoh, and finally,
a9 nonchalantly as you please, he drew out a handkerchief and wiped Lhe
perspiralion from hw brow,

“ Bloss you,” cried the old butler. ‘ Whatever made you do it?”

Nelson Lee thrust the bondkerchief away, and began to crawl rapidly
along Lho bough towards the trunk.

“The garage—quick "’ be cried. * Can’t you sce? Below me now! Call
lo the Tommies Lo stop him.”

Only tben did the dld manservant realise the reason for the deteclive’s
thrilling leap. Il was through the wiudow of the lumber-room that the
rascally soldier had escaped. He, too, had leupt imto the wassed leaves
of the cheatnut Lree.

Benson saw him now. Colipornl Mayne was in the act of dropping [rom
ihe lowest bough to the roof of the garage. At the lop of his voice Lhe
old butler shouled: )

““Stop him! There be is! On the garage! Stop him!™

CHAPTER VII

A Stern Chase and a Surprising Climax

HE next few scconds were crowded with ijucidents. The garage was-
oulgido the cordon formed by the wounded Tommics and the men-
servants, yet, as the butler’s voice rang out, those nenrest turned in

the direction indicated.

“ By George, it's Corporal Mayne!"” gasped a Tomwny, hurrying forward
?l:_ul hl;:di:::g the long hay-fork as ho would a bayonet. * Now we've got

im, 5! ’

‘‘ Look, there's another of ’em!”’ cried the wunder-gardener. -

Ho pointed to the tree, The detective was scrambling down it with (he
speed and reckleasness of a squirrel. ,

*It's Nelson Lee!” shouled Timms, ‘“ Good on you, so’jer!" he added.
“ Hold Jum !’

The footman cut round to where the garage path ran into the drive. The
bogus corporal had leapt on top of n lommy whose left arm was in aplints.
Both fell heavily to the ground.

As the rogue got erect, another Tommy swiped at him with a birch-broom,

cntﬁlnng‘ Ihim on the neck, and sendiug him with great force agaiust the
wall. . : '
The Tommy alepped forward to follow up his advantage. Ho could only
do 80 with a limp, however, and before he gol within striking distance tho
scoundrel leapt hotween two advancing patients and scooted along the drive
to Lthe front of the howmse,

He mado direct for Dr. Watts’s two-seater motor-car, which was standing
at the end of the house, its engine softly rurriug. Into this he leapt, just
a3 Nelson Lee alighted on the roof-top of the garage and continued tho pur-
suit. Al this moment Nipper, guessing the couse of the commotion, rested
his cycle agaiust the brond steps and ran in the direction of the noise.

But the luck of tho Evil One was with the corporal, - The car was in
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rolion before the boy could ﬁct in its way. The rogue’s own repeater was
etill in Nipper's possession. 1le whipped it out to threaten the fellow.
*“Pull up!”’ he cried. “I've got you covered!”
He conld have sent a bLullet through the rogue’s breast, but he hesitated

at taking anch a terrible reaponsgibility. In Lis hesitation he was lost. 1o
was compelled to leap hack to avoid being run down,

The two-senter swept past him. In the matler of moments, it had whizzed
through the gates into the lane.

Nipper was standing, forlorn and crestfallen, heside his ¢ycle when Nelsou
Lee, breathing hard, reached him.

*“ Follow him!” said the detective briefly. “ T'Il overtake you iu tho
car.”’

Nipper was in the saddle in a twinkling. Tt gave him o chance to retricve
his mistake. TIle pushed off vigorously, and lowered Lis nose to the handle-
bars. When he turned into the lane, the cloud of dwat n hundred yards in
front indicated his quarry’s whereabouts,

Faster and faster whizzed the pedals. Nipper simply flew over the
white, firm road. Round by Barley Lane, into the main rond, shot tho
motor-enr. Iteaching there it slowed down, and on coming to the cross-
roads pulled up. . ‘ : ‘ :

Nipper was now less than twenty yards behind.  As he raised his head, ho
saw the white, hunted features of Corporal Mayne staring at bim. Tho
rogue snorted in rage and amazement. Je¢ had never dreamed that he was
Leing followed.

Nipper was alongside him bLefore he could get the two-seater into rapid
wotion again.

“ Tt’s no good !’ pufied the boy. “ You'll have to give in! The guv’nor’s
after you!”

o reachéd ont a hand and seized the upholstered scat-back. It was a
daring thing to do. Terhaps Nipper thought the scoundrel would be com-
pelicd to stop the car in this way. Perhaps be had some notion of hanging
on, and thus keeping in close tonch with the thief. Anyway, it maddened
the rogune. Ho made several wild Llows at Nipper's head, all of which tho
boy dexterously dodged.

They turned into the Beesdale Rond, leading to the big junction at Cross
Heath by a thoroughfare that was parallel with the railway.

a ** Get away, you young fool!" bissed the raseal. *‘I'll brain yon if you
on't!’

He stood erect, the better to aim a blow at his persistent purswer. But
he could not reach Nipper without relinquishing his hold on the steerimg-
wheel, and he rank back on the seat, cursing like a bargee.

Nipper chuckled in glee. The other’s impotent rage amunsed him. Ile bad
only to cling on, and the fellow was bound sooner or later to give in.

There was another reason. A wmotor-car was in pursuit of them. Thero
could Le no doubt it was Sir Samnel’s fast Rolls-Royce, with Nelson Lee at
the wheel. Nipper dared not look round, but the pounding of the pistons
and the whir of the wheels, in ever-inereasing crescendo, was proof positive
that they were being overtaken. :

“It’s the guv’nor " he cried, half-launtingly, as the rogne looked appre.
hensively round. “‘ He's on your track!™

It was boy-like, but indisercet. The motorist gave the wheel a turn.
e was determined to be rid of the vouthful limpet at any cost. They
rushed toward a bridge where, in a deep cutting below, gleamed a series of
railway lines. .

It wag just an ordinary brick-wall railway-bridge, such as are to bo scen
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in counlry roads. At cach end was a solid mass of masonry, the supports
of the spuo. .. .

Corporal Mayne drove {he car straight for these. It scemed any odds in
those terrible moments that the whole car would hurl itself with tremendous
force ngainst the solid stonework. Imstinclively Nipper relcased his grip
on Uie npholstery. Ile owed bis life Lo his presence of mind.

Just in time the rogue swung the two-scater vonnd. There was a barsh,
griuding noise as the front mudguard was smashed against the bricks. Next
sceond tho car shot tho crown of the bLridge, and whizzed safely down the
sloping rond. . . .

ut Nipper was not so fortunale. Carried along by his own impetus,
though s feet still irippcd Lhe mdals as he free-wheeled, he was almost
afraid to put the brakes on, and before he knew what was bappening, his
front wlheel collided with terrific forco against Lhe masonry. Out of the
saddlo he shot liko a stone from a calapult, to fall flat on his back with a
thud that jarred every nerve in his body and completely dazed his senscs.

Ho was atill on his hack, limP and helpless, when, with the grinding of
brakes, a motor-car pulled up a onfaidc him. Me was sufficiently conscious
to realise that he was picked up hurriedly and laid carcfully down on o
cushiored seat; then he went right off.

When he camo to, a figure in khaki was bending over him, and a bronzed
face peered into his own. Nip[;‘or instantly began to struggle. Something
burning was upon his lips. He kicked out, his foot mecting something hard:
then his car was caught as if by the jaws of a vice.

‘“ Stop it, yon young fool!"’ cried u voice that was certainly not Corporal
Mayne’s. *' Say, Nelson Lee, your urchin’s like a greased cel! The young
chfnr’s nearly windod me, and he’s upset your spirit-flask.”

Thero came a laugh—unmistakably l!is master’s. It reassured Nipper, and
brouglnt back all his wits.

o ﬁc‘:clin ll;nind about that,” said the detective, ““ as long as the young rascal
is all right.”

““When you've done wilh my ear, sergeant,” cried Nipper, " I'd like il as
a sort of ornament to the left flank of my counting-house! Say, guard, am
I right for Riscdale?’” ‘

The boy’s imperlurbable good-bumonr was infections. They bad scen
him clinging desperalely to the rogue’s motor-car, and they had shuddered
when he had been hurled against the stone parapet. Nelson Lee bad audibly
groaned when he had beot over the unconscious boy, thinking that at lenst
some bones were broken; yet here he was, grinning and audacious as usual.

“You’ll bo xight for Colney Hatch after the way you threw yourself
about on that jigger of yours!” grinned Sergeant Appleby.

In tho car beside the wounded soldier and the detective was burly Tiwmms,
the foolman, :

e There ho is, sir!” cried Timms suddenly. ¢ He's taken the forked road !
I'hat’s how we missed him. Ovor the level-crossing, sir! Sharp, before the
gales close! There’s an express coming!” .

It riveted Nipper's attention to the chase. Nelson ILee swung the ear
round sharply through the gates. As they rushed across the gleaming
metals, there in a series of Lwo up and down lines, they could see tho loco-
molive of the express rushing through Croxley, half a mile distant. Round
into the road they ewung agnin. An instant fater the ** clang ”’ [rom bechind
told them that the gates had been automatically locked..

A'tul then Nipper realised what the footman had seen, and what was Nelson
Iee’s object in racing tho car at such terrific speed. ]
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Before them, scurrying towards them, was Corporal Mayne in the stolen
two-senter. i

_‘They had missed him in the forked roade onlside Croxley. The rogue had
circled the market town, and was doubling back on his track, congralulatin
himself on his cleverness at cluding them, when the detective’s car leap
into the road before him. :

Tho road was narrow. There was room, perhaps, for the two vehicles to
pass if Lthey slowed down and took care of each other’s paiunt, but it was sheer
modness to atlempt to pass cach other at the rato boll were travelling.

Such an irtention, howerer, was far from the detective’s object.

‘“ Hold tight !’ bhe cried.

Shutting off the ]:owor and applying the brakes, he brought the Rolls-
Royeo to n standstill in ils own lenglh. At the same time, he swung the car
halfl round, so that it almost blocked the rond.

Nipper's head was spinning, and his back was sore and bruised, so that
cvery movement brought a twinge of pain; but he leapt into the road aflter
the others.

What would the scoundrel do? Would ho pull up and surrender? There
was no lime to turn round. To dash at top speed imto the Rolls-Royce was
the maddest of suicides.

A shricking whistle, no less than the cloud of steam and Lrealh of flame
frown the locomotive, was a warning of the rushing cxpress in the cutling
parallel with the road.:

Nipper's eyes pnssed from the gleaming track and the flying express to
tho white rond. Le shouted with horror.

Corporal Mayne was standing up in the two-scater, his face fiendieh in
its expression, his clenched fists beld high. Fle wus momentarily mad. Ile
rcalised his doom.

Aund in that moment of obsession, with no control on the steering-goar, the
motor-car cut a sharp tangent to the left, plunged through the feuce of old,
diecarded sleepers, and disappeared down the steep embankmeat.

The sight paralysed the onlookers. Only Nelson Lee rushed to the fence,
and saw the two-seater crash on the rails. It turned completely upside down
just a moment before the locomotive flew into the ruins.

The rending and crushing of woodwork, the shrick of the escaping steam,
the denfening grind of the powerful brakes, scemed to bo mingled into one
terrilying noise. For twp ‘sccouds it lasled, then fell a silenco by com-
purison that was tense and profound. It was broken in turn by the alarmed
crics of the passel:Feru.

*“Ie—is he killed, guv’'nor?” .l

Nipper asked the question in a whisper as he reached his master’s side
and gazed down at the track. The express had stopped. Nothing wae to be
scen of the two-scater save a few scattered bits of twisted steel and frag-
ments of upholstery scattered about the embankment. .

““ Nothing can have saved bim, my boy,” murmured the detective. ‘*He
has paid the penally of his crimes with a terrible death!”

He, Nipper, and the others passed down the embankment through Uhe
gap made Ly the two-seater. The engine-driver, the two guards, and a few
men passeugers were gathered round some of the debris. They looked wp
with awed, white [aces at Nelson Lee. i .

“ Wo were pursning the occupant of that car,” c:l’)lnmed the detective.
‘““Ho was wanted for a particularly heartless robbery.” i

“ Oh, o0 you're a detective!” exclaimed a passenger, glancing at the keen
features. " You'll be disappoiuted in a capture this time, sir. No man
counld live through that terrible collision.” ' . .

“I didn't eco anybody in the motor!” stammered the engine-driver.
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" You'll bear witness as it wasn'l my fault, sir? Il ain’t likely as I'd soe
much, though—it was all over so quick!” . . .

Nelson Lee gove o few jnstructions to Nipper. With Timms as companion,
the Loy hastcned round to the other sido of the track. i

“Ifo was a well-built, good-looking man in khaki,”” snid Nelson Lee,
“and went under the name of Corporal Mayne.”

I1o looked searchingly about him and camo back.

“‘I'lhere’s no need lo delay the express, driver,” he wenl on. “ Report
the matter in the usual way. We'll attond to the remains.”

Many of the passengers had strecamed on to the line by now. All took
their scale. The train steamed on its way. With the track Lo themselves,
Nelson lee and Sergeéant Appleby joined 'il'ﬁ)or and Timms.

** Nothing doing!"* the hoy reported. ‘‘ Heaps of splintered wood and
Lusted wheels—that's all! Not a Bii“ of the corporal anywhere!™ :

* IHere's his cap, anyway!” remarked Sergeant Appleby, picking up that
arlicle ont of a clump of furze. ‘‘ My word., anyonc’d think he’d been
tossed into nothing with a high-explosive shell !’ o ]

Nelson Lee was puzzled. He strode along the track, peering to right and
Icft. Ten minutles pnssed in this way. ‘There were only the ruins of the
car.

* I{o might have gol away if he'd been thrown clear of the express,” he
reflected. ** Still, he must have been seriously injured Ly the fall. It's
impossible 1o conceive he bad friends aboard the train. Iie must be lying
scriously wounded somewhere.”’

Bul the four of them searched for an hour without result. They returned
al last to Sir Samuel’s home to recount the thrilling story.

Dr. Walts heard with dismay of the wreek of his car until Sir Samuel pro-
mised to replace it.  In their abzence, the old baronel had insisted on getling
up. ‘I'he recovery of the stolen bearer bonds bad acted npon him wilh beller
results thau the physician’s tonic.

They were all—Nelson Lee, Nipper, Dr. Watts, and Maisie, the latter very
\\"li:.c, wilh dark rings under her big, tender eyes—in the old gentleman's
study.

“* Well, as far as I'm concerned,” Sir Samuel exclaimed, “I'm done with
him. If he's escaped with his life, he's had a severe lesson. You sce, Mr.
Lee, with my lass interested in him, it's best to let the matter drop.’”

A painful silence fell on Lthe room. It was broken by the girl. She spoko
with an effort. Two red spots appeared in her round checks.

** I—I must admit I was deceived—Ilike all the rest,”” she said hesitatingly.
“You're quite sure, Mr. Lee, there was no mistake?’”

" Lislen!"" snid the detective quietly. ““I will tell how and why I
snapeeled him, and how I ran him to earth in the George at Croxley."

In his brief, explicit way, Nelson Lee began his story. e explained how
he doubted Corporal Mayne's origin by his lack of Canadian accent, by his
kuowledge of billiards, {a dozen other incidents, trifling in themselves.
On the evening of ilic robbery he had discovered the rope hidden beneath
the ivy immedintely below Sir Samuel’s window. Consequently, when ho
was ronsed by the old man’s ery for help and had found his door locked, he
guessed ghe way by which the burglar would attempt his escape.

Climbing from his window, determinod Lo stop him, he had got to the
ground by clinginF to the sloul ivy stem. The rogue had disappeared
amongat Lhe clmwy lining the drive. There he bad a horse hidden, and had
galloped off before the detective conld intercept him. There was nothing
to‘fln but to atlenipt Lo overtake him on the eycle.

Ay. 1 know that par(,” interposed the doclor, with a rueful smile. * In
Iact, T ghall never forget it!" A
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Nelson Lee went on to relate how ho had lost his qua i )
Reaching Croxley, he began bis investigations ere it \(\!aa rgyﬂlglﬂl.e 2*}1-];‘::':
Garrod’s livery stables in the town a horse had been hired overnight and
not returncd. It trotted in an hour after sunriso in an exhausted state, foan:
flecking its muzzle, its cont in a wretched condition Lhrough dust and sweat.

A man in a civilian attire had hired the borse,” he continued, ** bul
there was no doubt about his bLeing Mayne. Mis deseriplion tallied with
Lhat of the roguc. I called to see the corporal, but was told he had gone to
bed carly, and was not yet awake. T wou’t wearr you with all the details,”
ho procecaed. ‘‘Suffice it to say that, by the time I returned to the George
for breakfast, I was absolutely couvinced that Mayne was the thief, and
that he was still in possession of the bonds. ’

J*Tho rest you kmow. To disarm the rogue's suspicions, I left a note
with him for delivery to Nipper. When he left the George, I found, as 1
suspected I should, the bonds hidden away in his room.’”’ '

It was o modest story. Nelson Lee had made light of his difficulties, had
discussed his dp(:rllsl a8 i[ they were jokes, but for all that his listencrs had
sat spellbound.

M It's a wonderful performance!” began Sir Samuel. “I've heen the
viclim of o brilliantly clever rogue, and had you not been on the spot—"

'I‘hcredcnmo o tap on the door. Bensou, the butler, looking very grave,
appeared,

‘BeCorpornl Mayue to see you, sir!"” he exclaimed.

CHAPTER VIIIL

Flash Harry Turns the Tables

F o thunderbolt bad fallen into the room, it could not have created o
l grenter sensalion.
Ill as he was, old Sir Samuel sprang from his chair.

“The man has no limit to his andacity!"’ he snorted. “ How dare he
como here? Ile shall pay for his rashness! Send for the police, Benson I’2

Nelson Lee sto;?cd the old butler, g

““ Perhaps you'd better see him first, Sir Samuel,’”’ he suggested. *“I've
a notion you will be surprised.”

“He will. be surprised, too,’”’ declared the old baromet. ‘‘ He’ll leave
this house only under police escort!”

They waited in o tenso silence. Presenfly the old butler returned.

Behind him stepped a man in kbaki—not an crect, stalwart fellow like the
Corpornl Mayne they bad known, but a bent, white-cheeked young fellow,
whose forchead wae swathed in a linen bandage, and who trod the floor with
uncertain step and the aid of a walking-stick.

“ What does this mean? TYou’re not Corporal Mayue!”

Old Sir Samuel tried to speak sternly, but it was impossible in the face of
this pathetic figure. The new-comer raised his deep-set, carnest eyes,

‘““I'm nobody eclse, sir,” ho answered quietly. ‘‘ I guess you’re Sir Samuel
Mortimer, the gentleman I was ﬁi\'cn a note of introduction to. I can’
produce it. I lost it and the little bronze Cross the King gave mo on the
train journcy from London.” )

““ But—Dbut the .other Corporal Mayne lhad my uote!” stammered Sir
Samuel, puzzled. ‘“ And the Victoria Cross and tho papers!” .

The soldier broken in tho wars drew himself sharply wpright, and his dull
cyes flashed ficreely.
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* ‘Ihey were my property I he cried, with cmphasis, He was an impos
tor—a thief! Me waylaid me in the train on my way here. I was wounded,
helpless—no mateh for him. And after be'd robbed me, he pitched mo on {o
the wetals!™

I'here was an indrawing of breath from all. Every word rang with truth,
The old man turned to Nelson Lee.

“ Dare 1 believe him?"* he asked.

“I don’t usk for charity!” cried the Canadian. “I haven't como here to
cadge! I henrd only lo-day that a Corporal Mayne had been living here,
had been using my name, aad I came to show him up. If you doubt my
word, send for old Joe Strudwick, who found me on the line and corried mo
lo his home. I owe life—everything to him! My own [ather could not
hnve done more for me!™

Sir Samucl was out of his chair before he had finished. 1lis hand gripped
the soldier’s.

* strudwick, the old plonghman!”’ he exclaimed. “I know him well for
an honest old sonl. I’ll believe all he says. Felch him in here, Nipper!”

Nelson Jeo's assigtant returned with a quaint-looking old mauv. His
wizened face was framed with enow-white hair and a flowing beard. Heo was
strongly built though howed, and as he stepped in, twisting his cap ner-
vously in his guarled fingers, bis little eyes twinkled with shrewd geniality.

Maisic placed a chair for the wounded ‘T'ommy, but though lline smiled
kindly at the pretty girl, Corporal Mayne refused to sit.

“I be listening, Sir Samivel,”” declared old Joc Strudwick. *“ "Twas all
gaspel as t' corporal said. Ay, he's a reet brave 'wn, SirSamivel! A hero
he be—Dbless ‘un! I was takin’ short-cut home along the line that night
when I found ’'un lying Dbleedin’ an’ unconscious.  But, deario me, he
wouldn’t let me carry Llidings o nobody. ‘ I'll find that scallywag my own
self, I guess,” were what he kept sayin'.”

‘““ IL’s enough !’ cried Sir Samuel, wringing the soldier’s hand again. ‘[
can ree it all mow! I've heen dlu)cd by the scoundrel! Forgive me, lnd!
You havo been trented badly. We've both a grudge against him. We'll
ran him to earth, and Nelson Lee will help us.™

* You can have my hand on that!"’ said the deteclive.

They talked for somo time. Sir Snmuel insisted on Corporal Mayne being
his guest. ‘Though old Joe Strudwick had dome all in his power for tho
woundod Tommy, there were few appliances for regaining health iu his tiny,
thatched coltage.

Old Joe himgelf urged the Canadian 1o accept the invitation.

‘“‘Thanks!” said the corporal. “‘I'll stay!"’

“ Well done, Mr. Mayne ! cried Sir Samuel. “ We'll try to mako up to
you for tho inmjuries you've received at this scoundrel’s hands. There's no
doubt he deliberately impersonated youn."”

No doubt at all!” cchoed Maisie, with white lips. ‘I con scarcely
believe o man could be 8o vile! 1 hate him!”

Nelson Lee rose from his chair,

““And now,”” he said, "it’s time we got moving again! Since Corporal
Mayno has como forward, it hns done much to simplify the mystery. I
should like to make o tour of tho places where our Canadian friend
cnconntered the scoundrel.’”

* We'll bavo the big motor out!"’ declared the old baronet, and gave tho
order Lo Benson. '

A fow minutes Jater, wilh Nipper beside the chauffeur, Nelson Lee and tho
throe men drove out into the high-road. At the delective’s request, Corporal
Mayue went again over the details of his life since leaving London. The
visit Lo Ghoslica Dyke brought a smile lo thg grave, strong fuace.,
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*I nearly had him there,” he remarked—'‘ should have had him, in fact,
had it not been for my unfortnmate meeting with litle Dr. Watls. I
renched the dyke, but from where I was I conﬁd find no path. To lell the
truth. T thought the fellow had planged over the brink to hia death. It
I‘I;ui“it’ till afterwards that I learned he had returned safely to tho Georgo

otel.”

“ o knew the dyke quite well,” said Sir Samuel, ‘“ now I come to think
of it. He was ns well ncquainted with its history us I am, which is suy-
]}rlsmg. sccing that he posed as a Canadian. 1le took a party of woundi

ommies down to the caverns only a few davs ago! T wonder how it came
abont (lilmt Corporal Mayne found him on the platcan? Apparently his horse
escaped.”’

‘““1've good reasons for believing that the horse shied on the very brink of
the dyke,”’ returned Nelson Lee, ““and in that way threw his rider. By a
'l;:.vot.l;;c" ul’ chance tho rogue fell on the plateaun instead of to the boulder-strewn

om,’>

They drove first of nll to the main-liue track, where old Joe bed found
Co\rllmrnl Mayne lying scuseless upon {he metals. |

Nelson Lee's pencil and: notecbook became busy. The detective roughly
sketched the scene. From the corporal himself he elicited the iuformation
that the express had left the London terminus at half-past two, Lee con-
sulted n pocket time-table.

‘“ The train was due at Risedale at five-ten,” he said, looking up. " * That
mcnpl-.;:l that the scoundrel pitched yon out here at five-five as near as

ssible.”

P And it be after nine afore I found ’un,” execlaimed old Joe. ‘* What n
gny! I shall no’er forget it. It was same day as my boy Jim were struck
own.”

‘“ Ay, the fellow who slot him was as big a scoundrel as this rogue who
im‘?orsonnted me!” gsaid Charley Mayne grimly.

That's queer!” said the detective. *‘ 1 should like to hear abont Lhat.”

Old Joe Strudwick told the story of the canteen theft at Wortley Camp
and of the shooting of his sergeant son.

“They traced him to t’ track, too,”” the old man went on. ' That was
in t’ afternoon, but they ain’t set nary an eye on him since. ’'Andsome chap,
ho were, they say—'andsome as sin, an’ as clever as t' Eril One. There
\\'ci:'lo uone to {cnt him at riding or boxin’ or runnin’ or any devilry, bis mates
told me.’

“ Phew!"” ejaculated Sir Samuel, quick to see the analogy.

Nelson Lee was looking at the map of the main-line track. ]

“'I'ho nearest point from Wortley on the main line is Ambley Junction,”
ho remarked casually.

Corporal Mayne drew in a quick breath. :

‘“ Ambley !’ ho exélaimed. “‘That’s where the brute first mado for me. I
woke up aYl of a sudden. We flashed through a station as he came. for me,
and I just caught the uame. By George, it's the same chap! Do you think,
mr—!l

Ho broke off suddenly. Nelson Lee led the way to the motor-car.

“Tt’s cleaved the air a hit,”” he vemarked. \Ve'll soon find out whetbher
the Private Harry Stone who shot Sergeant Strudwick is the same individual
who impersonated Corporal Mayne at Risedale!” i
~ Little more was said until they left the Rolls-Rayce in the narrow by-lane
that was nearest o old Joe's cottage, and tramped across.the weadow.
Reaching the dyke-top, from which the rogue had escaped, Nelson Leo
sketched tho scene geuerally, .

e indicated the apot—tihe steepest and most davgerous side of the dyke—
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where he had been pulled up in his eycle pursuit of the (hief. It was n
hundred yards at least from the rongh, narrow track leading down {o tho
platean whercon Charley Mayne had found (he masked maon.

Nipper stepped before his master. .

' Looks like some private papers right down at the boltom, sir—below
the lodge!™ ho remarked. “* Shall I get ‘em?”

His keen, observant eyes had noticed what the others had overlooked. In
fact, their atteution was concentrated om the plateau. Down below this,
aharply outlined against the black, ynwning depths of the caverns, wero
various paperes sirewn about. They looked like lctters ecattered in the
wind. 'l‘imt they had been recently blown there wag obvious by their clean
appasrance. -

“ Yo cnn’t rcach t’ caverns here, boy,”” exclaimed old Joe. “ Ye'll have

lo go round by the path nearly opposite—an’ that’s a good mile!”
Nipper {ook auolher pecp down the sloping sides. It was a bad enough
triuck to the platecau, but beyond that it went down in sheer perpendicular,

the clayslone as bare of grass and furze as a marble monument.
“I'll het you I'll do it, anyway!” declared Nipper. '

“ You'll do nothing of -the kind !"* threalened his master sharply. ‘‘ But
you can go down on a rope if Mr. Strudwick has onc handy."”

** Ay, that I have!"’ declared the old ploughinan, and hurried off to got it.

When he returned, Nelson Lee suggeated that they shonld go down to the
plalean from which Nipper would be lowered. Sir Samuel iunsisted on
sdccompanying them.

“My chauffeur will look nfter the car,”” he smilingly observed. “I'm
Lthoroughly intercsted in this case. I'm not going to be out’of the fun!”

Nelsou Lee tested the rope before he made a noose and slipped it under
Nipper's urmpita. The boy’s laughter went re-cchoing strangely across Lho
dyko a8 he was lowered down, twisting round and round, like o joint on a
roasting-juck, .

‘“IVs the other clmv who'll get the .ronsting, though!” he grinuned.
** Lower away, guv'nor!”’

With hands and feet he kept himsell off the rugged side, and avoided
many a nasty blow. The last yard of the rope was paid out before hottom
wasg reached. 1t was then that Nipper's perilous part in the proceedings
commenced. Like an ant, far down below there, he crawled about, mow
clulching atl o tuft of weed, slipping and swinging, bruising hips and
shoulders, ns he struggled to reach almost inaccessible places.

1o first paper he ‘)ickctl up and glanced at was Corporal Mayne’s dis-
charge from the hase hospital in Flandera and the doclor's recommendation
for convaleacent treatment in England.

" Hurroo!"” came {ho boy's voice up to them. ‘‘ Choer up, corporal!
'Il'lm :f.e your papers right cnough. You’ve begun to get some of your own
YICK )

" As I expected,”” remarked the delective. “ Thoy must have fallen from
the impersonalor’s pocket when he pitched from his horse and rolled hore.”’

Nippor was ﬁathering the last of the papers within reach—an envelope.
Noleon Lee and Charley Mayne had their haude to tho ropo now. For a
moment Nipper twisted round as ho examined ils contents.

“ Look I"* cried tho boy, and held somo small metal thing out on tho palm
of his hand.

* My Cross!" camo o honrse murmur from the woundod Tommy. ‘‘It's
what the King gave me.”

It was indeed the Victorin Croas, and bore upon it Corpor'ﬂ Mayno's name
A8 Nipper presently informed them,
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“ Right-ho, guv'nor!’ the Yoy went on. * It's time I had a rise in the
world! Heave-hp., my lads—heave-ho 1™’

Nelson Leo aud the Tommy strained at the rope. Old Joe and Sir Samue!
prepared to climb (e rugged path to the top. Then suddenly Nipper's
voice rang out again, this time without banter and with a note of alarm.

‘‘ Look out "’ he yelled. ‘“ On top, there!' :

They glanced up hurriedly. A dishevelled figure, in soiled, ragged khaki,
wns gtanding on the brink of the dyke immediately above them.

In his hands, held high above his head, was a heavy boulder as hig round
as Nipper's body. He was glaring down at them like a madman,

For a second they stared at him with fascinated gaze. Neither Leo nor
Mayno dared to move leet Nipper should be eent, a whirling heap, to his
death below,

““ The impostor and thiel!"’ gasped Sir Samuel. .

“ Tho skunk who attempted to kill me!"” cried Corporal Mayne.

There came a raucous langh from the man on the brink. The hand holding
the boulder never wavered.

‘““Go on!” he sneered. ““ Any more? Names don’t hurt me!”’

“1I know ye now " screeched old Joe. ** Ye shot my boy, Jim Strudwick,
al Worlley!”

‘This time the erect form quivered.

“Ah. so you’ve learned about that. have you?"’ he jeered next second.
“ Oh, well, it docsn’t matter! You'll be in Kingdomn Come, all of you,
within the wext five minutes!” o

As his presence now showed, Harry Stone—to give him the name he was
known hy—had escaped from the motor-car disaster ou {he railway with that
extraordinary good-fortune that daring criminals always seem to possess.

" At the moment the stolen car reached the metals, and a full half-minute
helfore the express thudded inlo Lhe ruins, {he scoundrel had jumped clear ol
the ruins. e pitched in the wmiddle of the up-track, and laid there for a
minute or two completely stunned. By then Lhe express had come to a stand-
still. A third-class carringe at tli®eond of the train was, indeed, towering at
the side of him.

Ho stood up aud looked about him. Not a single face appeared at any
window. The paesengers were, in fact, staring out from the farther side of
the compartments, watching Nelson Lee and Nipper descend the ewnbank-
nment. .

With tho gquick wits that had saved him from prison scores of times, the
rascal climbed within (he empty compartment, and gently closed the door.
Thus Nipper and the footman saw nothing of him a minute later when they
made their examination of that side of the line, and thus Nelson Lee ouly
guessed at the means whereby. the rogno had disappeared.

At the Brst ston he had alighted, peid the excess fare with the excuse that
ho had lost his ticket and his cap whilst assisting in clearing the lines or
tho motor-car ruine, and had tramped at onec into the country.

It waa the discovery that he had ounly a few shillings in his pocket {hat
had led him back to tl‘;e dyke. ‘The money he had previously borrowed from
the manager of the George by means of a specious tale, for his pockets had
heen emptied of Corporal Mayne’s stolen papers and property when he had
fallen to the plateau.

To regain these, and Legin again a further career of imposture oun the
strongth of them, he had visited the scene of bis thrilling rescue by the man
ho had attempted to kill. oo

“You'ro at my mercy!” he bawled down at them. . “I’ve heaps of
boulders here, and I can hurl every oune of you to desth! Say, Sir Samuel,”
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ho went on, ‘‘ have yon gol vour cheque-hook with you? I know you're in

the habit of carrying it about wilh youn.” .
‘“ Well?" uskmf llge old baronet fiercely. y '
“ Then just fill it up—an open cheque, mind you—for five thousand quid

in my name,” wasg the cool request, ‘““and give me the use ol your motor for

Lalf an hour to cash it, and I—I’ll nlter my miud about doing you all in."”

Old Sir Samuel boiled over with rage.
o Not'n penny, you blackmailing hound!” he thundered. ‘‘I’ll sco you

hanged first !” ) i . .
Nelson Lee was quielly hauling Nipper up. It was at this moment that
tho figure above observed his aclion. Nipper was almost within hand-grip

of the top bank, . ' .
“ Stop that, detective!” bawled Private Stoue. ‘“‘I owe yon and your

brat something !” .

Nelson J.ee mever looked up. He hent“down and gave a hand to his
plucky yowug assistant. Nipver scrambled on his knees.

“Down! Down!” he yelled.

Sir Samuel ung himself on his chest amongst the furze. Old Joe Strud-
wick was slower in his movements. It was unfortunate. The scoundrel at
the top hurled the boulder down at them. As it happened, it first of all
struck a projecting cornice of earth, thus breaking the violence of its force,
cre it cannoned off and struck the old ploughman in the ribs.

It bronght him down instantly, and but for the detective's gquickness would
have carried himm with it over Lthe edge to the depths bevoud.

Nipper scooted wp the path like a rabbit. Nelson Lee and Sir Samue),
otiending the old ploughman, who had been knocked senseless, failed o
notico; but Corporal Mayune did, and he followed him as fast as he could

race up the loose stoncs. .
“That's one to go on with!” came a husky voice from above. ‘' Icre's

another!”’

Private Stonmo reappeared. Agaiu his hands beld aloft a heary boulder.
Nipper was almnost at the top Jr now. Defore he could carry his threat
into ¢flcct, the boy darted up and hurled®himself at the scoundrel.

“T'ho boulder fell harmlessly. The two crashed down on top of it, and then,
liko a pair of Kilkenny cats, they fought and kicked and strugpgled. Over
and over they rolled, perilously near the brink, each pnmmmelling the other.

““ Hold him, Nipper!” puffed Corporal Mayne, gaining the top.

It nerved the rogue o a greater effort. Nipper's fingers were about his
Lhroat, choking the life out of him. Suddcnll;,' he brought ap his knces
violently. They cmlght the hoy a terrific blow in the stomach. His hold
relensed ns he panted onut a moan of paiv, and then, as he fell back, badly
winded, Private Stone sprang lo his feet and bolted like the rat ho was.

Corpornl Mayne went in pursuit, but his wounds handicapped him. Ho
wag not able to overtake the rascal, aud when Stone vaulted a high bramble
hedgo and disappeared in the lone, he gave it up and returned to the dyke-

top.
. Llippor had vecovered by now. Looking very white and sick, he was hely-
ing Nelson Lee and Sir Samuel carry the old ploughman to the cottage.

“Gently! Carefully!” advised the detective. “ That brute’s smashed
the poor old fellow's ribs. We'll have to get a doctor, Sir Sammel. In the
meantime, wo musin’t bother about the rogue. We must reuder first-aid
to his victim.” .

They 1aid the old ploughman carefully on the bed in the tiny front room.

John shall go for Dr. Watts in the car,”’ declared Sir Samuel.
Nelson Lee was gently peeling off the old ploughman’s clothes as .the
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baronel hurried outside. ‘The chanffeur, sitting on the box-seat of the Rolls

RRoyce, in the lane a hundred yards distant, turned his face Lo his master.
Sir Samuel Leckoned to him, -

‘““Johm! John,” he cried, ““I want you!”

The man eprang down. Ile ran through the gate towards his muasler
vwho was hurrying to meet himn with Nipper and Corporal Mayne beside bim.

A figure dared out of the hedge, and glided silently along tho lane
towards the molor-car. Nipper was the first to obscrve and recogmise the
Bpuan,

l Be'l’l,in(l you!”’ he shouted lo the chauffeur. ‘“Gel back! Stop that
fvllow! S

Tho bewildered chauffeur pulled up. The man he had known as Corporal
Mayne had reached the motor and was winding the starting-handle,

le wheeled round and reached the lune again. Nipper was apeeding afler
him like a hundred yards’ champion.

“Ii! Ii! Get out of that !’ shouted the chaufleur,

Stone let out a conrse onth and a lu.ugh.

“ Donc you again!"” he glonted. *“Tell Nelson Lee to chuck up bis job!?
1le’s no match for Flash IHarry of the Hawks !’

With brazen impndence, he set the car moving at a slow speed till Nipper,
owtdistancing the chaufleur, was within a few yards of him; then he began
{o open the throttle. -

“*Come on!"” he jeered. ‘‘Don’t give in, brat! I've gol a bone to pick
wilh you over that last chase! You won’t come off trumps this time!”’

Nipper gave up the pursuil. 'The motor-car disappeared round a bend in
the lane. Within half an hour he and Sir Samuel were at Risedale Police-
station, giving particulars of the stolen car, and the telephones were buzzin
the description in all directions. By then Dr. Watts was attending 015'
J'olfu Strndwick, pending his removal to n cottage hespital with fractured
ribe.

When darkvess fell, an officer came to the Oaks to report that all efforts
Lo recapture the thief had been wnavailing.

“ Very well!”’ said Nelson Lee grimly. ‘e wants mo to chuck up my
job as private detective. I will, too, unless I bring him to justice within
forty-cight hours from now!"

Nipper grinned and rubbed his hands.

“ Now you're in for it, Flash Harry of the Hawks—or whatever you call
yourself !” he said. .

CHAPTER IX.

‘The Recovery of the Rolls-Royce

NELSON LEE bhung up the receiver and turned to Sir Samuel with a
smile.

“News of your car at last,”” Te said. ‘‘Major Hicks bas tele-
phoned the police at Risedale that he saw a Rolls-Royce answering to the
description of yours pull up last night at the King’s Arms, Ambleyn!"

It was the following morning. The detective had made ceascless inquiries
in all direclions, up to that moment without sunccess. No tidings could be
gained of cither the stolen motor-car or of the notorious Flash Harry.=

‘““ Major Hicks,” repeated Sir Samuel, with a puzzled expression, ‘“I'vo
pnever heard of him before.” . N e e Yrr

““Oh, vyou must have domne, daddic,” exclaimed Maisie. He's one of
the officers home wounded from the Dardauelles, who is to take part in the
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greal reeruiling rally at Croxley lo-morrow. Benson was telling us about
it ol breukfast-timc this morning.”

“ \Well, well, it's very good of him to give infornation about my car.”
snid her fatbher. * No doubt he’s heard of the theft from the police. It's
very decent of him, I'm sure.”’

“VYery decent of him, iudeed,” remarked Nelson Lee. “At the same

time, ho may have been mistaken. There are probably more cars of the
" Rolls-Royee ﬁind on Lhe rond than any other. Nipper and I arc going to
investigate, anyway. It may lead uwp to something.”

“1'd come with you, Mr. Lee,”” snid the kindly old man, “ounly I've
promisod to receive a deputalion here about the great rolly to-morrow.
They want me to go there with the wounded Tommies staying here.
Ambley is only a few miles distapt. Take the small two-seater and run over
lbhere."’

In little more than half an hour, with Corporal’ Mayne accompanying
(bem, the detective and his assistant pulled up at the King's Arms.

The proprictor, an alert-eyed business man, came to them in the billiard-
room. Neclson Lee had sent in his card.

‘““ Pleased to meet you, Mr. Lee,”’ he said genially, shaking the detective’s
hand. “I can't guess why you've givenm me a call, though. Don’t lell
me, for goodness’ suke, that 1've been harbouriug some: dangerous criminal
in my hotel for week's past.'’

His laugh was joined in by the others. ‘
“ Oh, nothing alarming in any way,"” smiled Nelson Lee. I want to

know if any of your guesis are owners of IRlolls-Royece cars, that’s all.”
_“Nat that T'm aware of,” said the proprictor, knitting his brows. ‘At

presen t—-:"" :
“You've got one in the garage,” observed Nipper. “I saw it as we

came by.” .

‘“Abh, yes, so we have,””- agreed the stout, keen-faced man. “It only
came in yestorday, and I'd almost forgollen it. X shouldm’t have, though,
sceing that it made me fifty pounds the poorer.*’ _

“How was that?"’ asked Nelson Lee. :

‘ Oh, some officer chap, who was driving it, had an accident. a spill.of
some kind, that put it out of order,”” was the.answer. ‘' He was in a
dreadful way, poor chap; pitched hin out, don’t you sce, and shook him
up rather badly. He was due at Wortley with a War Office dispatch.
Being very lale, it was impossible to get a train, and we badn’t a single car
in the garage. I lent him fifty poun(i;. after all, on the car as a guarantee
to enable him to hire a car from Smith's, in the High Strect, and continue
bia journey.”"

He led the way through Lo the garage. Nipper had not been alone in
obsorving the Rolls-Royce as they pulled up at the door. Nelson Lee had
soen it, and his quick, keen cyes bhad also observed the dent in the offside
front lnmp—remnants of a past collision—which characterised Sir Samuel’s
car amongst others. :

““I'm afraid, Mr. Baxter, you've had the worst of the bargain,” remarked
the detective ns they stood alongside the Rolls-Royee, ummistakably the
stolen car. ‘' This is Sir Snmuel Mortimer's property. Tho thief to whom
you gave the fifty pounds was the notorious crook, Flash Harry, the swell
mohsman."’ .

He gave particulara of the theft to the astounded hotel-keeper, and
ﬁll.l:tlh ) wilh a descriplion of Lho regue. : .

2 It's lifeliko—undoubtedly the man who swindled me,’”” Mr. Baxter
admitted. ‘“Ob, Lut he's a cunuing rascal. Ho took mo completely in. I,
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g:r::zz .l:nc's done them down at Smilb’s garage as well, I'lN’phone them

They followed him Lack into the hotel. He was soon in connecti i
the High Strcet garnge. As Nelson Lee expected, the motor pc‘;';?: k‘;lf:g
of the theflt, for Lhe police had supplied them with particulars of the missing
car, but the thicf had never called at their premises.

‘ Apparently he was (!uite content to clear off with the fifty pounds,” .
obaer\'id "hﬁ uiltcctwe. ‘ I'l{{tcll Sﬁr inmucl to c]fmc along and claim his
property. By Lhe wny, was Major Hicks etaying here recently?””

hP:. lfnxtcr shook h?s head. ) e y

“I don’t know him personally,” he declared, * but, being so near Lo Lhe
irainin cuml'ps at Wortley and Croxley, we have many officers calling here.
Dear, dear, I feel very small at the way that swindler robbed me. Do you
think you're likely to collar him?"”

Nelson Leec shrugged his shoulders before he stooped over the Rolls-Royee.
They had returned to the garage. He had lifted the lid of the bonnet.

* Look here,” he said, ‘‘ this will convince you if nothing else has. The
roguc had no accident with the car. He deliberately put it out of order to
sll)ring his specious tale on you and get your money. He's been aiming
blows at the delicate mechanism with o neavy spanner.’

‘“ And doue far more than fifty pounds’ worth of damage, the destructive
brute,’’ added the holel-keeper.

Nelson Lee clicited that tho moncy had been paid in gold and one-
pound notes. The numbers of the latter Mr. Baxter had not troubled to
record. Afler that Lhey took their departure.

‘““ That money will take him to London, Liverpool, even abroad,’”’ remarked
Corporal Mayne, when they were back in the two-scater. ‘“It looks as if
he'y slipped through your fingers sltogether, Mr. Lee. You woulda’t have
known oven of the car but for the kindly act of Major Hicks.”

‘“That’s a fact,’” agreed the detective, and beeame silent and thoughtful.

Even Nipper was glum. The case was a complete fiasco. It seemed as if
Flash Harry was too clever for them every time. And mow it was hopeless
to expect to get on his track.

‘““ And the guv’'nor’'s threatened to cbuck up the spenge unless he collars
bim bLefore to-morrow night.’”

In silence they turned into the drive before the Oaks. Nelson Lee had
told them somewhat gloomily it was no use making inquiries clsewhere. It
would only be a wild-goose chase. : -

An eclogant motor-car, with the driver in a kbaki uniform, was before tho
wide steps. Maisie, recovered from her shock, and radiant once more,
hurried to meet them. ) .

“The officers from Croxley are with daddie,” she exclaimed. * Thie i3
Major Hicks's car. Poor fellow, he’s been badly wounded, practically lost
the use of his right arm. Oh, here they come.” o

A group of officers, five in all, came out of the house. In_ their gmdst,
hobbling side Ly side, were Sir Samuel and an officor in a major’s uniform.
They made n couple of pathetic figures, Sir Samuel lcaning heavily on his
stick, the officer, his right arm in a sling, his left gripping a crutch with
which he swung himsclf painfully along. _ . . _

“This is most fortunate,” cried Sir Samuel brightly. ‘Here is Nelson
Leo and Corporal Mayne, the very men we've been talking about. Corporal,
these gentlemen have come purposely to ask you to make a specch at the
rally to-morrew.” ] v off

Corporal Mayne swung his hand smartly to the salute and the officer
gravely nodded. . hom the

‘“We shall be delighled to have the-brave young Canadian, whom U
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King so deservedly honoured, amongst us,” said Major Hicks, in a stiff,
sommanding voice. .

The corporal looked inlo the other's face. He wns very pale and ill-
{ooking. ’l"inlcd glnsses covered bis cyes from the strong sumlight. The
short, 'i)rusln-like moustache served to accentuate the strong mouth and chin.

“I'm no good at spenkivg, eir,”’ replied the youugchero. “but if you
think my presence will bring in a recruit or two, 1'H glad to do what I
‘can.” -

“Well done!”* cried n young licutenant. *‘I'm sure when the lads hear
tbe stories of fichting on the battlefield which yon and Major Hicks can
tell them, lho)"rl come nlong by the dozen to join wus.”

““And you’ll come, too, Nelson Lec,” ‘snid Sir Samuel. “I know you
can make a ratUling good speech. You'll persuade the lads to fight for the
Flag.” ' .

All eyes were turned on Lhe detective. He shook his head.

*““Much as I should like to take part,”” he observed, I am afraid it's
impossible. I've sworn to lay this thie( low before to-morrow evening. I
shall have to take train for London at once.”

Nipper glanced at his master in utter surprise.

“Ob, 80 you’ve news of him iu Loudon, then?’” asked Sir Samuel.

‘“ Oh, not cxactly,” smiled Nelson Lee. * Bul I feel almost certain T
shall find him in Uhe neighbourhood of his old haunts.”

“It's a great pity—u great pity,” said the baromet. ‘‘By Lhe way,
major,”” he went on, “I'm more than obliged to you for informing the
police about my car. Mr. Lee has just told mne that it has been discovered
in Lhe King's Armms garage al Croxley.”’ )

“I'm glad,” enid Major Hicks curtly. ‘I was in the hotel last night
when the fellow came in. I could not help hearing the bargain he made
with the proprictor. Wasn’t his story true aboul the accident and his
message from the War Office?”

The tinted apectacles were turned on Nelson Lee.

*“IL was an abmolute tissue of falschoods, sir,”’ was the answer.

“The scoundrel!"* exclaimed Major Hicks. “‘I would never have belicved
it. I, too, was completely taken im. Sir-Samuel has been telling me of his
scandalous heliaviour, H{: deserves to be hung.”

“That looks like being his wltimate end,”” remarked the detective.
*“Allow me Lo help you to your car, major.”

‘*Thanks,” said the other coldly, ‘“ but I get on better alone.”

With diflicnlty, be descended the steps and enlered the tomneau. The
olher officers followed him.

Sir Samuel and Maisie waved their hands to him. :

“ What a splendid-looking fellow,” said the old squire. A Dborn lcader
—anyone can see Lthat.” _
“ All the same, I shouldn't like to be under him,” said the V.C. hero.

* There's too much of the martinet about him.”

*“Oh, you mustn’td'udgc him by his present conduct,’” snid pretty Maisie
~ympathetically. * Ile mwst be in dreadful pain still through his wounds.
I'm sure Mr, Lee will agree with me——"’ '

She turned about wilh a smile. But neither the detective nor Nipper
vere onywhere {0 be seen.

" Where's Nelson Lee and Lhat boy?'* exclaimed Sir Samuel. ‘I want to
sk them about that car of mine.”

" I—T think they wenl towards Lbe garage,” said Corporal Mayne un-
erlainly,

The three of them went in that direclion. They were not to be seen.
I‘h'o:r cycles, however, had vanished. '
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“They've alrendy gone o London, perhaps,” vent Maisie w
iuquliries in t.hcd house had been of no a!ruil. ! ventured Maisie when
* It’s extruordinary they should have gone so suddenly,” execlaimed 1
father irritably. *‘ My opinion is that Nelson Lee feels that his rc;p:ftati'g;
has been damaged by his failure to truce thiv Flosh Harry raseal, und he's
cleared off out of it, though it’s hardly like Lhe great detective.

And with this ungenerous remark, he stumped off indoore,

CHAPTER X

Flash Harry's Last Daring Effort

“ IT'S o great suecess, major—a great success! Yonr speech touched ’em
up fine! And as for yours, corporal—why, it's brought at least a
scoro of lads nlong to fight for King and Empire.”

Sir Samuel beamed upon the wounded soldiers before him.
Undoulgedly the young Canadian, whom the King had so signally

honoured for his bravery in France, and (he stern, commanding figure of

Major 1licks, pathetic as well with his white face and wounds, had made a

deep impression on the crowds of yonug men who had flocked from the sur-

;;o:ll&xding districts to Croxley, where the great recrniting rally had been
eld.

A fino band had marched through the streets at the head of a contingent
of tho Royal Kents, as smart a collection of Kitchener's army as had ever
worn khaki. And in an open motor bad sat the V.C. hero from Canada, side
by side with Major Hicks, the hero from the Dardanclles. Others in the
tonneau were Sir Samuel, who had also made the apeech of his life, and his
pretty daughter Muisie, whose round cheeks scemed all the rosier in contrast
with her simple white dress.

They had driven in the procession to the market square, where, with a
motor lorry as a platform, speeches had been made by the heroes from the
battlefield. Great enthusinsm had prevailed, and the rally had concluded
wilh the hugh crowd swelling their voices in the National Anthems of Great
Britain and her glorious Allies.

‘'hey wero back now at the George Hotel, the headquarters, and those
concerned were congratulating cach other on the success of the rally.

“I'm nfraid yow’re exaggerating my small part in the affair, sir,”’ said
Charley Mayne modestly. “ The lads don’t want much talking to. You've
only got Lo tell ’em the old country is in danger, te ask ’em to do something
to protect their own dear oues from the Larbarity of the Huns, and they
cluster round to sign on for King and Country.” _ .

Major Hicks gripped his crutch, and turned impatiently, leoking from
right to left. . .

“ Now it's all over, Sir Samuel, I must be getting on!” he exclaimed
abruptly. ‘ Remember, I've got to appear at another meeting at Agglestone
this afternoon.” ) .

Sir Samuel bit his under-lip. Somelow, the more ho got to kmow this
officer, the less he liked him. .

“Get ready there! We'll bo off in o minute!” the major called enrtly
to his chauffeur, who sat rigid on the box-seat of the powerful Daimler.
GHe sti:[mpﬁd ot paninfully up the steps and through the doors of the
aicorge Llotel.

Mcgt of the officers and officials who had taken part in the rally were about
the doors, chatting ecagerly and laughing as they recounted their experiences.
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“ Now, I supposc we'd Dbelter get back home!™ declared Sir Samuel.
** Perhaps we’ll hear from Nelson Lee there. I can’t make out why wo
Laven't heard from him! Surely he can’t have given up the case!” .

““Phere’s a boy aboul, daddie, who atrnngely reminds me of Nipper,
though,” said Maisie. *' Look! There he gola!™ )

Shie indicated o smart-looking, }:ork r-fa boy iu buttons, evidently page-
boy at the George. As they watched bim, this lad looked sharply about him,
tben ran down the steps, whignered for a few moments lo a stalwart-looking
man in the uniform of r:.dpri\'nte in Kitchener's army, before he returned Lo
the botel and disappzared.

** 1t’s like Nipper, certainly !"” agreed~Corporal Mayne. ‘‘ But it can’t be!
*or what reason would he be there, and—"’

There was a sudden diversion. The tall man in khaki pushed his way
through to the Daimler. What be said was only indistinetly heard by them.

‘I'here were the words *“ Flash Murry,” * Hawk gang,” and finally:

“The game’s up, Darky Wilson!”

“Well, I'm jiggered!"" cried the chanffeur, suddenly grey-faced. ‘“But
you sbha'n’t collar Harry! I'll warn him!™ ‘

Ilo sprang from the box-seat. Defore he could raiso his voice, tho big man
;‘ualflnvd his fingers about his neck, and gripped his wrist with his freo
vand.

** Come on, Jeffreys!™ he cried, nodding to where two conslables had heen
standing watching altentively for some time. “‘'This is.the beauty! Mako
no fuss! Take bim away!” '

“That's Mr. Lee's voice, anyway!”' declured Sir Samuel, pushed toward
Lire molor by the crowd bebind.

They stared in astonishment as Lthe constables, without n word, seized the
chaufleur, and foreced him through the throng. It was soon over. In lesa
than o minute neither the policemen nor their prisoner wero to be seen,

*“ What do you make of it, daddic?’’ asked the bewildered Mnisie. * In—
is it Nelson Lee?”’

Old Sir Samucel could only shrug his shoulders. Ile waa complotely
puzzled, tho mere so s the tall man in khaki coolly stepped into the
Daimler and took the captive’s place behind the steoring-wheel.

" Make way, please!” cried a voice. ** Whore's Major licks's motor?*

Old Sir Samuel swung round. Two waiters, foolmen for Lhe time being,
:'.'c_rc bebind him. Fach was earrying a couple of stout leather portman-
GAUR,

“ 1"!erc y'are, mate!" responded the grufl voice of the chauffeur. ‘‘ This
way!"”’

The tall man in khaki slipped.down (o open the door of the tonnean. The
wnilers Jaid their heavy bags upon the seat,

““ Tuke care of 'em!" said the waiter who had spoken. *“ That major of
yours 18 a grumpy old hounder!”’

‘The chauffeur returned to his seat and sat rigid as a statlue, Sir Sumuel,
doubtful whether the wan before him was the detective, wys on the point
||.f n|lle|||y questionizg him, when there came a diversion from the door of the
intel, .

*The manager!” cried an exciled lieutenant, “ Where's the manager?
['vo been robbed! My room’s been clenred ont of every valuable I've got!
My watch, my rinfs. my revolver, my pocket-book—cverything's gone!”

Tho manager wheeled round from the group with whom he had been
chatling carnestly.

" That’a u serious nssertion, sir!"* he began. ““ Ave you sure—"

Another figura burst through the door. |

Ab, thero you ure, Mr. BDenvett " cried a white-faced, elderly gentle- ’
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man. “Do you know, sir, that you've got Lhieves in your hotel? My
room’s been cleared! 1’ve been robbed of over two hundred pounds!”’

The pathelic figure of Major Hicks appeared on the threshold. With bis
arm in a sling, and clingingpajnfully to the crutch, he stood there, gazing
mournfully at the excited scene.

“I'm not a bit surprised!” he exclaimed. * There have been several
shady characters about this hotel! I baven’t had time to sce whether I've
lost anything., but——"’ '

Yet o further figure burst through the doers. It was Mr, Bennett, the
botel manager. Jls face was purple with excitement.

M“'I'v‘i[jlft got a .telegram| hiom the Wmi Oﬂice!’; he cried. * They say
ajor Iicks 13 an impostor! I'm to give him in charge at once! Where
is he? Oh, t.h«:-rr.-—’Pcllq s d ore
1Ie wmade a grab at the crippled figure. Neither he nor the crowd Lefore
the steps were prepared for what had happened.  Major Hicks suddenly
withdrew his aupposedly fractured arm from the sling, and drove his fist
~with all his st.ren;'-;th into the manager’s face.

Mr. Bennelt recled, lost his footing, and crashed heavily down.ihe steps.

“Out of the way!"” roared the “ major.” “ You're the simplest lot of -
mugs I've ever struck!”’

Bcefore those round about could recover [rom their astonishment, the

crippled man, swinging his erutech around his head, had them rushing Lack
and making o lane for him to the motor-car.

In a trice he was in the tonnean beside the bags.

* Sharp, now, Darky!’ ho called out. ‘' Let her rip!”

“ Right-ho !’ vesponded the chauffeur, and the next seeond the big
Daimler shot off, and, with increasing speed, rapidiy left the hotel and
disappeared. _

‘Iere was indescribable confusion and excitement. Men ran out into
Lhe lane, shouting after tho car to stolil. Women screamed and fainted. A
few, amongst them Sir Samuel and his fricnds, were too amazed to o

anything except stare down the road at the cloud of dust which marked the
impostor’s departure.

*“Iu the nano of goodneas, what does it all mean?”’

Charlie Mayne was the first to break the silence.
~“ It meany, lad, that Major Hicks is nonc other than Flash Harry,”
sighed the old squire. ““ It means he’s dnped ws again, and now he’s got
clean away ouce more !’

“I'm nol so sure of tHat, six!”’ said a samall voice at bhis elbow.  Nelson
Lee isn't quite finished with him yet, I'll wager V"

It was the boy in buttons. There was no mistaking that pert griu.

“ Why—why, it's Nipper!" said’ Maisie.

* *It's mo right enough, mies!’’ griuned Nelson Lec’s assislant. ‘“‘I've got
a new job. Bgecn here since I left your house yesterday. I'm giving it up,
though, now. Bit of a fag, you kuow, rauning errands for other people.
l__!l

Sir Samuel caught the boy by the car.

““Yon young rascal!”’ he eried. ““ A nice iOb you and your master have
made of things! Do you know you've let Flash Harry escape again? Whero
is he? Where's Nelson Lee?” o ) ..

‘““ Would you like to sec him, sir?”’ smiled Nipper. *Ife isn't far away.
That's your two-seater over. there, iem’t it? ~ We'll call on him right
away!"”’ )

Nipper led the way to tho car and climbed upon the box-seat beside Lhe
chauffeur. With puzzled face, Sir Samuel, Maisic, and Corporal Mayuo
followed him,



44 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Nipper whispered to the chauffeur. In ten minutes Lhe two-sealer pulled
up oulside Risednle Police.stntion. There was a powerful Daimler car in
(-,mr o of the police slnuding outside. _

* Upon my soul I’ said Sir Samuel, rubbing his cyes. ‘' This is Lho very
car the scoundre] oscaped in! What does thid mean, you young riP?"

“This way, sir!” grinned the boy. ‘‘ The guv'nor’ll give you full par-
ticulars.”

Ineido Lho chnrgo-room they found the {all man in khaki talking with Lthe
chiel officinls. When he wheeled round, there was no doubting his being
Nelson Leo any longer. IHo had brushed away Lhe slight false moustache
and the lines of the inake-up peneil. _ :

“Well done, Nipper!” cried the delective. ““I'm glad to see you, Sir
Samuel! And you, loo, Miss Maisic! Corporal Mayne, you'll be jnterested
{o know that the man who so brulally atlacked and impersonated you lns
had his carcer suddenly cut short. 1le’ll be lucky if he Jeaves the dock with
less than seven yenrs' penal servitude.”

And as he spoke two consiables led a handecuffed prisoner from an inner
room into the corridor in the direction of the cells.

It was Major Hicks—Private Ilarry Stone! Otherwise Flash Harry, of

the IHawks gnn%‘ of swell mobsmen'!
““ Curse you, Nelson Lee!" he hissed, shaking the handeufls frantically.

* Only wait till I come out again—"’

His voico died away along the corridor, and Nelson Lee turned to explain
Lo his friends how the {rick was done.

“'There was wvothing in it, really " ho laughingly explained. ‘ By his
very daring and andacious effrontery, Major %icks threw us off the track
for a time; but when Nipper got a job as page-boy, and was enabled to
peep aboul his room, we soon got our doubts seltled. Inquiry of the War
Office did the rest. You've seen the contents of his bags? OI course, they
conlnin the property stolen from the George.”

o took them into the inner room. There on the table lay a miscellancous
collection of valuable articles—jewellery, silver-bucked brushes, binoculars,
and such-like.

“‘1le hired the Daimler and then slole it,’”” €he detective went on, ‘‘ and
Lad got onc of the members of his gang to act as chauffeur. Darky Wilson
made a poor show of it. so I took his place, and gave Flush llarry a freo
rido to the police-station. It was a treat to sce the rogue's face when ho
discovered how he'd Leen tricked.

All met again at the assizes, whero Flash Harry was sentenced to scven
years ‘‘ hard,”” whilst his companion, Darky Wileon, was given three ycars
ol the same medicine.

Sir Samuel was able then to give them good nows. Old Joe Strudwick
had recovered, nnd was fit enough to accept the post of head gardener at
the Onks, whilst his son Jim, no longer a sergeant but a sergeant-major,
was doing well at the front, _

“ And that’s where Corporal Mayne, V.C., is too!"" whispered the old
squire. ‘“ But I} Lell you a liltle secret. He's to be given o commission
any day now, and—and a3 soon as he comes back thero's to bo a pretty littlo
wedding al Risedale. Isn’t that so, Maisie?”’
 And neither Nipper nor his master had need to ask the name of the bride
when they looked into her lovely, rosy face.

TOB END,

Next Week’s Grand Complete Tale of Nelson Lee and
Nipper, will be entitled : “THE SPENDTHRIFT.”



o0ys of Ravenswo ollcge;

or, Dick Clare’s Schooldays.

A New Story of School Life. By S. CLARKE HOOK.

Aathor of the famous Jach, Sam & Pete stories, . )
" The Marvol !ft'bcn:r;.r'.'u appearing wechly in

Dick Clare, a rich youngsler, joins Ravenswood College, and he soon makes his
prescncc felt,

One day news comes lo the school that Dick: and his chum, Tom, have been drowned,
lut ultimately they turn up safe and sound.

. Melby, one of the other boys, takes a violend dislike to Dick Clare, and is especially
jealous because the lHeadmasier lukes speciul nolice of the netw boy.

*Dick and Tom climb to the top of an old tower and Gowl imprisons th;rn there. -
Laler, to is horror, Gowl lcarns that the tower is on fire. (Now read on.)

Melby Gives the Show Away.

“O\H, Gowl!” gasped Meclby, gazing at the burning tower. * They will
be burnt to death. They ave doomed. It's an awful erime for you
to have on your shoulders.”

“You mad little viliain "’ gasped the bully, who was really as terrified as
Meclby. ‘ We bad nothing to do with it.”

““ Of course, I didu’t! But you took the ladder away so that tlhey couldn't
get down.””

‘“ What has that to do with it? We shifted a ladder—although there is
no necessity to mention such a thing.”

*If you hadn’t done it they would have been able to escape.”

“Absurd! LEven if we knew they were there we could not kuow the place
wonld catch on fire. To my miud, they were attacked by some of the gang
who attacked them on the island. Very well, if that is the case, do you
suppose the gang would have let them escape? Of course, we are net ¢o
foolish as (o get ourselves into a bother, and so shall say nothing ahout it.
I have n perfecily clear conscience——"'

“Oh, I say, Gowl,” exclaimed Mclby, “ 1 don't ses how you could
possibly have that, even apart from this awful thing! Ia fact, it doesu't
sound likely that you have gol any conscience at all.”

“If you dare to talk to me like that, vou little thief, I'll knock your
head oftf your shoulders!’’ snarled Gowl,

“Oh, I'm not going to say anything {o officud you! It isn’t likely I
would, sceing how savage it always makes you. But, don’t you sce, &
don’t want lo be an accessory afler lhe fact. There’s no aense in two
chaps getting hanged for your crime.”

“Yery well,” exclaimed Gowl; ““ the best thing for you to do is to go lo
the 1lead, and tell him (hat the tower is on fire, and that yau know Clare
and Uart are in it, because you took (he ladder away, and they could
not possibly get down without 1t.”
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“ 1 chenld have lo mention that vou took it away.”

“ Aud I should have to prove thal I was never ncar the spot. In fact, I
have been in Fox's company all the afternoon and evening. We oertainly
saw you going towards the tower, and .we warned you not io go Lhere,
hecause it was out of bounds. It is a question whether I shall not have to
report your confession Lo the Head to-morrow morning. I will cousider
the wmatter—after having spoken to Fox. I am sorry for you, Melby. Of
course, I am ready to Delicve that you lighted the straw in the place for
a lark, but if it has cost two lives, you will have to answer for it.”’

“Oh, I say! Aund f'ou talk about your conscience after that! Why, you
have just said probably the gang from the island did it.”

“That was my finst 1mpression ; but after your confossion of having lighted
the straw, naturally I kuow that my impression was wrong. Good-night!
I am deeply grieved at your awful crime.””

As Gowl went to his dormitory, Melby slunk back {0 bed ; but sleep was ont
of Lthe question. Ile had not the slightest idea thal Gowl would execute his
threat and lay all the blame on hiin, while Fox would only be (oo ready lo
back up his friend the bully. ~

“It's sinful,” mused Nelby, commencing to weep. ‘ My word is never
helieved. -Just because the Ilend has bowlad me out in one or Lwo lics, he
never believes me when I speak the truth. It's not fair. If Gowl goes and
pitches that awful yarn about warning me not to go to the tower, the
Doctor will naturally believe he had nothing to do with it. I've a jolly
good mind (o be the first in the field.”

Aud the more Melby thought over the affair the more ferrified he
became. It was a moonlight night, and he cast many an anxious glance
round the dormilory, for he had worked himself into such a stale of nervous-
ness, that ho slarted at every sound. The boys were all asleep and Melby
was thinking of some excuse lo nwaken one of them, when the slight rattle
of the window cansed him to start up in bed.

Then in the moonlight Melby saw Dick Clare’s face.

1t was more than Melby's highly-strung mnerves could bear. ITe utlered
yells that awoke every boy in the dormitory, then rushing from the dormitory
and down the stairs, he burst into the Head's study.

1L was nearly midnight, but Dr. Stanley was still up. He had been reading
n learned looking volume, and as he sprang to his feet he dropped the book
to Lhe floor, while Melby very nearly bowled bim into the fireplace as he
rushed at him,

““Save me!” howled the terrified yvouth, badly tearing somo of the pnges
of the book as he trampled on it in his- wild terror. ‘‘Save me from his
ghoat, I never killed him. I wouldn’t do such a thing. It was Gowl,
and he onght to be hanged. lie pulled the ladder away. IIe has mnurdered
Dick Clare and Tom Hart. They are burnt to cinders, and their ghosts
are ronminF all around.”

Dr. Stanley was quile aceusiomed {o surprises, but this was what Tom
would have called a slarller. Melby’s sudden entrance had given him a
shock, whilo the information that two of his acholars had been burnt to
cindors was enough to upset the strongest nerves. Melby’s ravings were
quile incoherent to anyoune not knowing the facts of the case.

“Romain where you are,”” commanded the IHead, leaving the study, and
locking the door.

lle made hia way to Dick’s dormitory, and met Mr. Fosler coming from it.

“ Maa any accident happened?”’ inquired the Hend.

“ Not as far as I con gather,”” answered Mr. Foster. ‘“ None of the boys
appear 1o know what hias happened. Nelby is missing, and I fancy he must
have utlered the shricks. 1 was veading in my study——"'

[y
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“So was I in mine. Meclby is there. Will vou come? 1 ¢
have |I:Inyed him some wild pr?t.nk. Clare and Hart are quite c::P ect.';enll:‘.l'o’y

Melby was still in a state of lerror when the masters entered the sludy.
5‘0 '!Tt'll’l?{ﬁllltlllem l;lot] t(; ltlf:\'oﬂlgim hanged “Ed \-(ilwcd he had nothing to

o with it, although what tke ™ it "’ was, neither the Head nor Mr. F
bad the slightest iden. or Mr. Foster

‘ Now, Melby,”” exclaimed the Head, with all the sternness ho could
commaud, ““stop this nonsensical talk, and tell me what you mean by
slaling that Clare and Ilart are burnt to a cinder.”

** Oh, please, sir, it’s the honest truth. If it isn’t, may I never speak it
again, ‘* Jusl Lecause on one or 1wo occasions L have—have been misunder-
_8tead, it doesn’t follow that I speak the truth sometimes, and I'm doing it
now. T saw them both bumt to death. I leard Lheir shricks of agony.
I was watching the whole scene from the passnge window.”

““ \Where were Lhe two boys?”’

“ At the top of the blazing tower, and the flames licked round them.
Thc{ writhed in agony.”’ '

** I never heard anylhing so preposterous in all my life,”” gasped the Head.
“The Lower is at least two miles away, aud yet you dare to tell me you
saw and heard all this?”’

““Well, sir, when boys aro being burnt to death they make an awful
row. I know my mother made a frightful noise when I accidentally slopped
some boiling lea over lher hand, and my father——"

. ! We are not dealing with that. IIave Hart and Clare been playing you
some trick?"’

““ Oh, I say, sir! Do vou suppose two boys aro going lo frizzle themselvea
up like rashera of bacon just to play a trick on me. They aro burnt to
axhes, and I saw Clare’s ghostly face at the dormilory window.”

;s ] :-Vlutl; had Gowl to do with this?” inquired the Head, who began to sce
Ig 1L,

* Ile burnt them, sir.”’

““ Those boys are Loth in their bells,”” said Mr: Foster.

““ Not, really?” exclaimed Melby, gazing at the Housemaster in wonder.
“'hen they must have—must—— Well, I say, I'm sorry, sir—sorry
that I told—that I had the nightmare. I was dreawming. 1 wasn’t feeling
well lact night, and think it must be indigestion. My mother often gets
indigestion. And I'd say my father does, too, judging by his beastly
temper when—"" :

“'Melby,”’ exclaimed the Head, “ go to bed immedintely !

- ¢ (iood-night, sir. Hope I haven’t disturbed yonu with my nightmare.
Lots of o%o get it; and T've had it hot and strong to-night.” '
- Then K:elll,)y bolled, and the two masters stoed gazing at each other with
a @aspy exprossiou. L o ..

“ Poster,” sighed Dr. Stanley, “ I trust thero is nothing in our dispositiona
to cause a boy to imagine we ‘are so unutterably stupid as to believe a story
like that?”’ ) .

““ Let us trust not,”” said Mr. Foster. *‘ I do not believe even Melby himself
would credit such a fable.””.

““ What are we to do with the Voy?” .

“T really do not know. Falschood comes as naturally to him as truth-
fulness comes to his study chums. I fear your Jiope that their influcuce
would do Melby goed is in vain.””- | . . )

The following morning Tom and Dick were ordered into the Doctor’s study,
and they found Gowl and Melby there, as also Mr. Faster. |
~ **Did you break bounds last night, boys?’’ inquired ,t’he Head.

® ¢ No, sir,”” answered Dick; * but we came n late.
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* How did you get in?" . ) _ .

““ ‘Ilirough the dormitory window, eir. Climbed the ivy.”

“ Did you know there had been a fire ab the ruined tower on Farmer
Garliog's land:"” .

“ Yes, sir.”’

““ Tell mo exaclly what happened.”

“We went lo the tower, climbed to its swnmit, and coudn't get down
again—at least, we thought we couldn’t. But you never know what you
can do till you try. The stonework is broken away on the cliff side, and—
well, we gol down somchow.”

“It was terribl} perilous!” exclaimed Mr.- Foster. ‘“ Had you fallen
you would have heen dashéd to picces on the rocks at the Lase of tho cliff.”
** Yes, sir, we thought of that; but—well, we also thought of the fire.
™e flames were roaring up, and ‘we¢ had the chance of a fall, or the
certainty of being burnt alive. We risked the fall—and didn’t have it.”

*“ What sel Lhe tower on fire?” demanded Dr. Stanley.

“ I fancy a tramp, sir,”” answered Dick. ‘ The place was full of straw,
and possibly he came in 1o rest. We did not see him come in, but wo
thought we smelt tobacco, and soon after the flames burst up we saw o
man bolling for all he was worlh—er—retreating as fast as he could go.”

““ You kuew vou had no right to go to tho tower?™

“ Yes, sir.”

“Is there anything more to tell?”

‘“No, sir.”

“You have told me everything that oceurred?””

‘“ No, sir; but—well, I'd rather say nothing more."”

‘“ Were you near Lhe tower last night, Gowl?”’

“Yes, sir. I was with Fox.”’

“* Did you kmow these two boys were up the tower?”

“1 had not the slightest idea. I was somne distance from it.”

“ And never entered it?"” ' .

" No, sir.”’

“ You poesitively assert that you uever removed the ladder to prevent
sheir descept ¥”’

“T cerlainly did not.”

‘*“ Nor inciled another boy o do s0?"

‘“ No, sir.”

“ Do you coufirm that slatement, Melby?”

‘“Oh, yes, sir! Every bless—every single word of it. It's ome of the
most truthful statements I have ever listened to. In fact, I was surprised
al its truthfulness.” '

“ Why, surprised?”’ '

“Oh, I don’t mean 1o say that Gowl doesn’t aways spenk the truth; but
he stated the actual facts so exactly.” .

‘“ Were you there?”’

“ I, sir? Oh, no—not at all near!"’

** And did not remove the ladder?”

*“T wouldn't think of doing such a thing."”

“ How did yon know it had been removed?”

“T never did, sir,”’

“ You told me Jast night thai Gowl had removed it.*”

““Oh, T say, sir!™ :

Dr. Stanley fixed his gaze on Gowl, and if evor a bully looked uncomfort-
nble, it was he. Mo lowered his oyes before the steady gaze, and although
Dick had good cause to delest the fellow, he really felt sorry for Liwm now,*
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“T do not know what statement Mecelby has made, sir,”
last: but stjll the Iead was silent. ’ ho mutlered at

** I camn only say that I know nething of the removal of the ladder, which
1 presume was done for n joke—or possibly by the tramp.”

And still Dr. Stanley remained silent.

“T'm certain il was, sir!"” cricd Melby, regardless of Gowl's black looks.
“T happen to know it was., Of course, like Dick, 1 don’t care 10 tell the
whole truth, and I haven’t got such & jolly convincing manner about me as
he has. Mastera alwaya believe him, and it doesn’y give other fellows n
fair chance, beeanse if they say one thing aud Dick says another, the
other Lhing is always beiieved, and he shoves that calm, truthful eort
of a look mlo- his eyes thau is better than all tho evidence. Ibs a gilt
I only wish I had inherited it.”’

“It is & gift,” repeated Dr. Stanley. ““A greal inheritance. Do you
suppose. that the expression of a hoy‘s eves would induce me to believe
hisa word. Do you imagine that I would believe IHart and Clare if they
had spoken as falsely as you and Gowl have done on this occasion—and,
regrel to say, on many other occasions. The reason why I believe those
boys is because they %m\'e never given me cause to doubt their worda,
Cannot you see the sinfulness and meanness of your mendacily, Gowl? Think
lhow those {wo boys must scorn such action, and how contemnptible it makes
vou appear in their eves; as conlemptible ax it makes you appear in the
eves of Mr. Foster and myself. Youw are many ycars the senior of these
two lads, vet yvou have much to learn from them. Will vou never learn
the lesson.” Will you go through life branded as a liar. Llave vou no.sense
of shame, nor sense og honour. Cannot you realise (hat unless vou amend
vour ways vou will force me to publicly degrade you. You are a young
man. The. world is all before voun. Let me see n change in future, and
the past shall never be brought against vou, '

“I*or the xest I am convincod that no real harm was intended. On this
occasiolt there will-be no punishment.  You can go.”

Giowl liesitaled. for some moméits when he had left the room, then he
followed - the chums to No. 7 Study.

“ You canling voung hypocrite!"” he cried, striding up to Dick. * You
miserable little sycophant, I'll have vengeance on you jor thiz! You can
do your worsl, and I will do mine; then we shall se¢ who suffers most.™

“I don't know what your werst is going to be,’”” retorted Dick. gazing ab
him contemptuously, “ but I'm jolly certain it will be more serious than
*my worst, as vou call it. There will be no worst on my part. If I had the
power Lo injure you L would never use it.”’

“ You young liar, you have used it! T know that by words that have
reached mo from others.” .

“You do not. If any stupid report has been spread about this college
it has never emanated from me.” . o 7

“You little viper, just you bear my threat in mind. .

“Rats! Do you think I"m going to bear in mind the rolten silly threat
of a contemptible bully? "It isn’t my fault if the Head has dressed yon
down. Ii's your [anit for lying to him, and it serves you Jolll?' well right.

Possibly, if Dick had been alone, he would have suffered for his daring
words. As it was, Gowl left the study, and (of the next day or so Melby

gave bhim a wide berth.

(Another rollicking, long instalment of this fine school yarn will
T ‘appear next week) - Y
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