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THE DETECTIVE'S TRIUMPH.
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CHAPTER 1.
The Wager,

“7y)AL JO-OVE! Now here you are, Shandy. Here's {he very man for you,
Prove your bonst now, if you dare. Come on!"

_ Nelson Lee, who waas in the midst of sighling his cue for the
thinnesy of lesing hazards off the red into the top pocked, never turned a
hair, though it sounded as if n whole school treat were coming pouring
into the club billinrd-room behind him. He went on coolly addressiug the
ball just the same. He even langhed as he delivered the shot.

‘“ llallo noisy Boysey!"" he said dryly. “ No need to ask if tat's vou.
Wherve's ‘ what man,” and what’s all the bonsting about?’”

The finest of fine hazards ran sweetly into the pocket just as if the mast
perfect silence had reigned on the stroke.

“ Bai Jo-ove!” exclaimed the cull|:rit. serewing his monocle into his eye
to watch the shot. ‘“ Bai Jo-ove!'' he gasped again admiringly. *‘ Toppin

ood smile, old chappie. Afraid I'd put you off. Doocid sorry. But it’s
glmud here, you've got to blame, really, with his silly-ass talk!™

‘““ Hallo, Shand !”* nodded Nelson Lee, next to another of the invaders.

.~ Qaptain Nick Shand was a * blood about town * like Boysey, his bosom
friend. o was dressed, too, as the latter was, in the very latest of fin-de-
sicelo fashion, but with this difference; that there was nothing foppish
- about him. -

He had been an officer in a erack cavalry corps wntil he had strained his
lieart at Polo and had been compelled to leave the service. Ile still retained
all the air and swing of a dashing soldier, and he was handsome enough
to have carned his ten pounds a week nuf day, merely to walk on to the
stage of a Gaiety review and “ look pretty,” as Boyssy wonld have put
it. '

Captain Nick was a gentleman, {oo. Ile was down on his friend Jike n
thousand of bricks for speaking on the stroke and putting Nelson Lee off.

““ Put him off !** expoatulate Boi'sey. * It would take more than a blezsed
Zeppelin, perching on the blessed lamp shade and dropping bombs down
T.ce’s neck to put him off hiz game. Would it, old chappie?” he appealed to
Nelson 1o, ]

“ Rosides,” he added, “ with all your faults, Shaund, as I say again,
for gassing on against the police—"
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« Apaingt the police,” laughed Nelson Lee promptly. “ What has Shand
got togany ng-ninl;;;J my friends the police I'd like to {now?"

“ Why, we wero talking about that big burglary at Niptons, don’t cher

kpow,” explained Mr. Valentine Boysey. ‘' But hero I eay,” he broke off
apologelically, “1 oughtn’t to be chattering like this. it don’t spoil
vour gome, it will your partner’s.” :
" Howover, as it happened, the 250 up which Nelson Lee was engaged in
was just finished. A couple of run-through cannons and a slashing potting
of tﬂo red had scen the prince of crime investigators run out an easy
winner by sixty or more. .

““ So goahead !’ lio urged. ‘' What about the burglory at Lord Niplcus?
The police haven't found out who did it yet, have they?”

“ No. That's just it. Shand here is willing to back they never will,
Says Scotland Tard from top to bottom is a rottem goug af muddiers.
Boasts, what is more, that auy man of brains, giveu time to think out bis
plans, could commit any crimo from burglary to murder, and do it so that
no one oun carth conld twace it o him—npot even you.’”

“ Oh, come, come!” protested Captain Shand l_nughinﬁly. X never anid
that. I never brought Nelson Lee’s name into it at all. I couldn't be so
)creonal—-—="

P Oh, yes you could!’ persistcd Boyscy, who meant to pia him to his
bonst as was plain. ‘‘ We know just what you said, so it’s no use twyin
to slide out of it. You meant it, anyway. You said all detectives, au
Nelson Leo here is one of ’em. So own up.”

Captain Nick Shand smiled for a minute.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said slowly, “I was talking about Scotland
Yard really. Our friend here is a different proposition. But when it
comes to that, I reckon I'l] still stand to my gune.””

“ You will? Hooray!” cheered Boysey.

*“Yes. I still hold that the whole of crime detection is based on the
making of mistakes by the criminal.”

‘ Hear, hear!” agrced Nelson Lee promptly. ** That is so.” .

““ And if the criminal makes no mistakes—if bhe lays his plavs so care-
fully that he lcaves not one trace behind to incriminate him, then even
such an acknowledged genius as our friend Lee, is helpless.”

“ Quite right,”” assented Nelson Lee again. ‘‘ Absolutoly right. Fortu-
nately though for our civilisation, it scems ordained that no criminal ever
should commit a crime without lcaving some small trace behind by whick
he could ultimately be brought to justice,”

“Thon what about the hundred and one murders that aro never solved?”
demanded Captain Nick Hromptly. “What about the thousand and ome
robberice and crimes of all sorts?'’

Nelson Leo shrugged his shoulders. )

“ That dopends on the detectives,” he gaid. ‘‘ Whether they have the Inck
or Lho brains, ns you might put it, to drop on to that clne in time—Dbefore
:I: is oblilerated. DBut such a clue is always there for some quick eyo

o sce.”’

_ ““Rubbish! Not necessarily I”” scoffed the other. “ That’s just my point,
in fact. And as I was eaying to thees chaps—and I'll say it again, I'll
hack inyeclf liere, now and any day, to plot a crime and commit it—a real
crime, too, with not less than six months penalty attached to it. And I'l
undertake to do it all with snch eare that I don’t mind what detective ia
put on to the case, he'll never trace it to me.”

" Ho, ho, hark at the swanker! A wager! A wager!’ cried Boysey, who
wag an inveterate gambler, aud, indeed, was only nursing the whole thing
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up to this. ““ A wager! Take him on, Lee. Tak
lan.OhGivo“it l:l nnnﬁv,' Shandy ! ¢ on the beggali and show
‘“ Oh, well,"”’ drawled Captain Nick, *“ I'll make it a thousand i ike!™”
*“ And Nelson Lee is to Ke the steuth who is put on your I;):ailg"?,cm like
“ Al right. If he chooacs.”
““And yow’ll undertnke to commit a real, juicy murdler—"’
‘“ Not a murder!" protested the captain promptly.
* Well, o burglary with violence, shall we' put it?”
" No, nor even that. A burglary wilhout violence if you like,” enid
the captain,
“ Very well. And within what time. We must have a limit, you know, so
as to declare the stakes.”

o AI': right. A month, any, for me; and three for the other side 10 bowl
me out.” . '

* And what fr they do? No sugaring, you know; you'll have to go before
the beak for it.”

- Wllf, af coursc. I’ll go before the Leak, and, if he likes to gire mo
time, w |ir, I must do_it, that's all.”’

“ And lose your thousand besides. Well, you are a wunner, I must say !*
:lxcinimed Boysey, who loved n sportsman. And Captain Nick was always

at.

“I! Not I,” laughed Nelson Lee. “ I'm not going to be party to any
such folly. My profession is to prevenl crime, not to promote il.”’

“ So there you are, Lee, old chappie,’”” he went on to the detective. *“ Il
nl) fixed up. Shand undertakes to commit a burglary within one month
from date which you won't be able to nccuse him of in three---—*’

" Oh, but that’s tommy wot!” retorted the fop, disappointed. For
Transom’s was known for its sporting wagers, and this promised to be one
of the mcat sensational for years.

However, there was another member present it happened ready to jump
into the breach rather than the bet should fa)l to the ground.

“I'Il take Nick on,” he cut in; making everyone swing round in
astonishment.

For it_was Guy Baldrick who spoke, and he was Captain Nick's own
cousin. He seemed a funny one therefore to be challenging his own kith
to commit o crime, however harmless its motive, which nevertheless might
end in Captain Nick going actually to prieon,

So thought the captain obviously, from the little flash of contempt he
turned on the other. But he was a gentleman. Ib a second it was gone, and
be was smiling again. .

But he did not like Guy and ncver conld. For one thing the latter would
not let him. They were rivals. ' .

Old ‘General Shand, lord of three broad manors in Berkshire alone, was
their uncle, aud they were his heirs. In the right of succession there was
not a pin to choose between them actually. But like everybody clee the
old fellow favoured dashing Captain Nick the most. e

It was he who was down in the general’s will for the lion’s share. Guy
Baldrick, sour, sallow and cynical, had paid the penalty for his sourncas
ond cynicism., He was not forgotten, but where he would have a thousand
his luckier congin would have ten. .

This stuck in his gullet, as he let everyone se¢. So, perhaps after all it
wwas not so surprising that he leapt in now to clinch his cousin to a foolish
Doast which must end in unsnvory seandal if nothing woree,

“ Perhaps that is just what has made him do it,” thought Nelson Lee.
““ Thinke when the general hears of it, he’ll cut l}ls cousin down by hall,
if he does not strikeﬁlim out of his will altogether.™
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To roneral was ono of the stiff, old-fashioned sort who believed
inn’:ntléc:'ncb:: being gentlemen always. Hv would be furious if he heard
- that his favourite nepliew was masquerading as a burglar, even for a wager.

“But if young Baldrick thinks he’s going to mako mischief that way,
I'll make it my business that tho genmeral hears also that the man who
cgged hiv cousiu on to tho silly bet, was himself,”’ the detective decided.

cantine, thanks to Boysey, the wager was made, and there was no
ing back. For an even thousand pounds, Captain Nick Shand had let
simeell in {o commit a crime in cold blood.

Whose house he was to burgle, he neced not etate, of course; but thero
must pnot Le the remotest chance of collusion, nor mercy shown by tho
plundered persous in hunting down the perpetrator of the theft. )

‘““ And you, Nelson Lee, will take on tho job of irying to fosten the crimo
on o him, won’t you?"’ appealed Guy Baldrick, with a satisfied, snenking

rin,

g"I! Not I,” retorted the detectivo f)romptly. “I'll have nothing to
do wilh it, as I've told you alrcady. think the whole schemo a picco
of childish folll)' 1 .

“ Oh, rubbish !’ Jaughed the other. * Still, dou’t join in the joke if you
don’t like to,” he added anceringly. ‘ I'll stand by Scotland Yard.”

With that he turned on his heel and left the room,

““Shand, you’re a fool!” was the detective’s verdict. “* You’ve let your-
sclf be landed into something this day which will cost you more than your
lost wager, mark my words. Take my advice and back out of it while
you can.”

“ Back out of it!"” echoed the captain, wilh a look of scorn as if Nelson
. Ice bad asked him to turn and run in a fight. “ Not much. If you think
that ible, you don’t know me. The only thing I regret is that it's
you who've backed out of the challenge. For I'd have liked to have you mp
ogainst me., There would have been the satisfaction then of knowing that
I bad beaten the best.” :

The priuce of crime_investigators acknowledged the compliment with o
dry smile and a bow. He little thought—nor did Captain Nick—that before
many hours were out Nelson Leo would be eating his words, and throwing
himeclf into the battle of wits with such furious keeunces as he had rarely
shown in any case before,

CHAPTER 1II.
Mr. Guy Baldrick,

APTAIN NICK lost no time. Truth to tell, in Lis heart he know tliat
Nelson Leo’s warning was sound. He had been a fool. .
For one thing, with bad luck on the turf and at cards, he was in-
a tight corner financially. He had not a thousand shillings even just then
to pay away, supposing he lost. Nor ¢ould he raise amother fiver for tho
momeut out of the moneylenders.

“Yea, begad; I've been a fool !’ ho decided ruefully, thinking not eo
;u_ueh of this Jast picce of folly as his whole carcer. He was in debt up to
1is eyes,

. 0llfy one thing could save him, and that he loathed himself for ever think-
ing of. When his uncle died and he came into his share of the fortume,
he would be able 1o start again with a clean slate.

Ye stara!” o gronned. “ And yet there it is. My only hope is a
dead mew’s shoes. Look-at it which way you will, I am reduced to that.”
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‘“ Hallo, Perkins! That you? T did not hear vou come in.” Tle Lroke
off, ne he suddenly beecnme aware that his valet was in the ndjoining dress.

ing-room, laying out his clothes. He did not realise, even then, how be had
beon spoaking his thoughts aloud.

But had he <done 6o, he would not have heen perturbed: Perking was
the very model of manservants. For all Caplain Nick bothered, he might
know every sccret of his master's life. If o he kept mum as an oyster.

Perking came forward. '

* ““There are letters for you, sir—ome marked urgent,”” he said gravely.
“I put them on the mantelpicce. I don’t think you saw them.’

Captain Nick had not. lle took the firat, glanced at it, and a deep,
deapairing frown shot across his dark, handsome face.

‘“ Bannister ngnin; curse him !*’ he ground out between his clenched teoth
as¢ his man reltired. ‘‘ Deunco seize the vampire! Can’t he sce that I'm
squeezed absoluiely dry for the momenl? You caun’t get blood out of a
stonhe—and I'm pebbled if ever a poor devil was! Yet no; more threats
only. A thousand on account by Friday he wants vow,” he groaned, read-
ing the moncylender’'s peremptory note inside. ‘‘ By Friday, ¢ch? And a
thousand! Bah! He might ns well dun me for the gnnk of England !’

Yet he knew Bannister. Bannister would have his pound of flesh or he
would put him in the courts. And what would his uncle, the general, eny
to that?

He tore the letter in little picces armd flung them in the grate. He took
up the other letler then.

“Great Scott! Why, this is from uncle!” he gasped angrily. * But
nothing to do with Bannister, surely! The hound has dared (o go dunning
him for my debta!™ :

Captain Nick wns furious at the nolion. Yet when he opened the letter,
sure enough the moneylender had had the cheek to write to Lthe general,
too, threntening him with a public scandal unless his ecapegrace nephew
repaid the loan now due.

The old boy’s wrath was just what Caplain Nick expected. He blamed
Banunister for his impudence, but he blamed his nephew still more for
utting it in the shark’s power to insult them in euch fashion. .

“ The fact is,”” the letter ran on, ““ I have been hearing too many stories
of your wanton estravagance and foothardy behaviour of late. Unless you
mend your ways, I shall mend them for you, nlterm§ my wiil so that
someone clse, nnd not you, gets the lion’s share. Indeed, om second
thoughts,”” the general continued, ‘I have decided to send for my lawyer
and nlter my will at once. You will, perhaps, realise then that I am in
carnest, and that it depends ou you reforming your imanner of living
whether the codicil is ever cancelled.” .

Captain Nick Shand rend on to the end. Then he whistled loud and long.

“ Phew! That’s rather a smack in the eye!' he exclaimed bitterly.
“ He has actually altered his will, hae he? That means, I suppose, thal
Cousin Guy is shoved in my pince, until I've been gecod bey enough for him
to change us round again.” : _

“ Well, I don’t know,” he ran on. *““If Guy had been a decent sert 1
might not have grudged-him. But since I know that if I am a waster, he is
a ten times bigger one, I can’t say I like it. I'Il have to run down and sce
the old fellov. That'll be the best way.” . i

And then, before he realised \lvh::]t he was doing, he had torn up his
wucle’s letter. too. like the moneylender’s. . : e

“Dash it! I didn’t mean to do that,” he said repontantly. Buk since it
was doue he tossed the picees also into the wastepaper-basket.
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Perkine returncd then to say ihat his room was rcady when ho choee to
dress,

rﬁ%h. 1 sha’n’t dress to-night,”” he answered, to the valet’s astonishwent,
For it sounded as if the skies must be falling when Dandy Captain Dick

refusod ‘to change into evening clotbes.
“I mecan, I amm not going out,” be added vaguely; ‘“or, ralther—yes, I

am.” ho correcled himself. -

It had suddenly occurred to him—why not go down to Elleswood, his
uncle’s place in Berkshire, and soe.tho old chap to-night? That would not
give bis own courage time to cool. ] .

“You cap lay mo out a suit of tweeds,”” he told Perkins. ‘“And pack
my handbag, too. On sccoud thoughts, I may go out of town for a couple
of days perba "

Ho)rollllised his behaviour was rather vague. But even now lhe was not
sure that he wmight not change his mind. It would be time enough to
tell bis valet definitely what his plans were when he gol to the station, He
could casily ‘phone from: there. .

His thoughts flew back to the wager ho had landed himself in for. It
was on the Lip of his tongue to take Perking into his confidence and tell
him what an ass he had been. But ho refrained, and went to dress iustead.
Five minules later he emerged atlired in tweeds and travelling-cap..

But even then he only wandered restlessly round. Until at last, catehin
sight of the clock, he realised that if he meant to catch his train be ha
better hasten. So, taking his bag, he hurried out of the flat.

“ Well, if that doesn’t take the biscuit.”” declaxed the astonished Perkins,
as the outer door closed with a thump and a taxi whistle blew. ¢ It must
be those lotters that upset him. One of them looked like the fist of that
moucylending shark, Baunister—a fellow that’s brought more misery into
the world umonﬁ young gwells than any other tenm wmen put together.

“Ha, 1 thought s0!” he went on, picking up the scraps of torn paper,
one by ono, and piccing them together. “ That's Bannister, right enough.
Aud looks like one of his  finals,” too. A thousand by Friday, le’s asking.
Well, he can go on whistling for it, ‘cause the guv’nmor won’t pay. o
con’t !’ )

The other letter, he knew already, was from Captain Nick’s uncle—tho
general. Under ordinary circumstances Perkins would no more have thought
of reading his master’s correspondence than of trying to fly out of the
window ; for be was really a trustworthy fellow.

But, somchow his sympathy and real anxiety at sccing the captain eo
perturbed made him forget his scruples. He began to piece out this letter,
too. A very few moments showed him the tenor and tone of the missive.

“Phew " he whistled, in dismay. ‘The old cbap is going to cut him
out of his will, is he? That'll be where tno master's gone now, I guess—
down to Elleswood {o try and square him uql.” ] .

However, it was just at that moment that the door-bell rang again.
Perking hastily swept up the fragments of the two letters into his hand
and went out to answer it. It was Captain Nick’s consin—Mr. Guy Baldrick,

“Your master ju?”’ )

‘““No, sir! Ie hos just gone out.”

‘‘Oh! Where?” demanded Guy, as if surprised.

“I could not say, sir.”

‘““ Wasg he dressed?”’ demaunded Guy Baldrick,

‘“ No, sir.” _ . .

. ' Not dressed!” Guy's ej‘e'brows wont up. It must be urgent business
indeed to keep such n dandy ns Captain Nick out of dress-clothes at-thie
bour of cvening, .
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Then Guy Baldrick remembered himself,

‘“ I’erkins,”” he snid.

“ Yes, eir,"” answered the valet, without moving a musele,
- “I want you fo-do something for me. But first, there's o fiv
eclf. Take it; that’s a present remember.”

Perking took it as if he had no choice but to obey, since Mr. Guy was his
m:‘l?ter's friend. He did not pocket it, though, the otler noticed.

I've got a bet on with Captain Shand,” Guy continued. “It's a litlle

sporting wager, and I have no right, I suppose, to be approaching you
about it, renlly. But you'll keep mum—ch? "I mean, I want you to just

keep me primed uwp with all your master’s movemenls--when he foes oul
and whero he's been. Follow me?”” '

Perkins had long ngo begun to look indignant.

I beg pardon, sir,” he said, as if unable to believe his cars.

“I sny I've got o bet on with your master,” repeated Guy Baldrick.
“Whether I win it depends on my keeping nbsolute touch with all his
movements Lhese next two months. So what I am really offering to do is
to take you into partnership. You help me Lo win and—

“ Here, what in thunder are you doing?” he broke off, with a sudden
explosion of rage. For it looked ns if Perkins’s answer to oll this was to
tear the bribe up. .

‘“ That, sir, is a Tlestion I might very well ask you, I think,” was the
valet’s cutting retort, :

‘““You scem to think. sir, because I am only a servant, that I don’t know
what honour is, nor my duty to my master. But I do. There, sir"—he
_finished ripping the five-pound nole across—'' that is what I think of your
‘offer, and you-—"'

But Guy Baldrick had recovered himself by this time. Five-pound noles

did not grow on thistles where he came from. He clutched the valet's
wrist. '

‘“You impertinent hound!” he spluttered. ‘' You dare to destroy {hat!
Give it me at once! Do you hear?”

Tearing at the servant’s knuckles, he forced the ﬁnﬁfrs open so {hat not
merely the bits of the baunknote fluttered to the floor, but the fragments of
{oru letters Lesides.

“Why, hallo!” cxulted Guy, recoguising his uncle’'s handwriting
instantly. ‘ So, you mealy-mouthed humbug, with all your quack abont
Tionour and duty to your master, this is what you've been up to, is i?
Rending his letters behind his back? So you're that sort, are yon—eh?"”

Aud %hcn a thought suddenly struck him. His cousin Nick had gone ount
—left town hurriedly, by the sound of it. Was it something in this letler
thnt had prompted his departure? : .

And the other lettar was from Bannister, the moneylender, he recognised.
For he kuew his fist only too well himself. But Captain Nick, hie knew,
xvas very much in the vampire's grip. He must find out what these lelters
wero before he lefl. '

So, ordering Perkios out of the room, lie sal down to do what the valet
had done—picce the fragments together wmtil {he letters were complete.
YLiko Perkins, too, he whistled after ho had read them; then he wrinkled
lis brows aud lifted his cunning eyes, pursing his lips into a satanic smile,

Tho next, instant, though, all in a Oash the smile had ymusho(l. he
brows drew down into a vengeful scowl. He kwew what Lhis meant. His
cousin had gono straight off to conx his uncle to relent. If succeseful. he
would be reinstated in the old boy's will as heir to tle bulk of his estales.
Ciuy, on the other hand, would be relegated, as before, to the mere lenvings.

er for your.
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Aad =0 be eaf. alternalely glowering at tho letters then at the colllng,
tugging at his apology for a moustache. Then be glanced sharply at ks
watch. .

By-and-by he got up, and Perkins could hear him pacing up and down the
room. Suddenly the door was thrown open. Guy appeared. .

** Perkins,” he called sharply. * there is no nced, after what I know, to
ntk you whether vou have read theso letters of Captain Shand’s. You bave,
avd so have I. They arc serious. I must sco him the moment he returns,
as 1 bare no doubt I shall bo able to nelp him in both matters. Do you

undorstand?

‘ Understand what, sir?”" juquired tho valet frigidly. ,

*That you must ring me up to-night when your master comes back. I
shsll be out until one o'clock to-nighi unfortunately, but give me a call on
the ‘phone then, even if Captain Shand is still away. I shall be anxious
to hoar, Is that quite clear?”’ _ :

Terkins bowed. Guy bad already swept the bits of paper into nn
cavelope which he put into his pocket. He made no conccalment about it.
o picked up his hat and cane, and a moment later was out in the strect
ood hurrying o his own less pretcatious quarters in a side strect at the
bock of Maylair.

CHAPTER II1,
What Nipper Heard.

IPPER was * shaking o loose leg,” as he called it, that night, as it
happened. e had run across Bert Rivers, a young teleplione clerk

of the Central Western Exchange, who bad to go on relief night
duly at twolve. - .

Young Rivers was (he witness who bad been able to furnish such important
evidence in the case of the Fiji Bank forgerics. Therefore, Nipper and ko
foregathered oa old brothers in arms. ,

After o ‘" hall,” and a snack of supper together, Nipper had drifted
back with Rivors lo the {clephone cxchange. To aceept an invitalion to
“squat inside,” just suited Nipper's mood. As Nelson Lee’s famous
amistanl he was promptly made welcome. Thus they sat yarning until
just on one o'clock. :

Calle had been amaziogly few. Therefore, whon suddenly a tiny rod
oleatric Jamp lit up on the buge switchboard just by Nipper's nose, ho gave
quilo & Jjump of surprise.

. ““That'’s all right,” laughed Rivers, as, of courso, Nipper kmow i€ was.
Homaone was only calling up tho cxohango to be pul through.

** Ilyde Park, 77761," repeated tho clerk afler the inquirer, and promptly
Jang up this number in bis turn.

“Ar’ y' there—ar’ g' thero? Is that Hyde Park, 777617 Ar 'y’ there?
Is that Hydo Park, 77—— Ob, all right then! Bo civil about #! Iold
the line, please.” .

Rivera slammed in another peg, slightly flustered, as Nipper counld seo.
lle remainod with tho recciver gluod Lo his oar, in fact, as if o overhear
"'f". convorsation Lhal was pnssing. N-ippor watched him.

Olll{ithe Leggar was n bit ratly,” oxplainod his friond. *° Woken up

out of hia beauly aleep, 1 oxpeot. B s . .
(at, and 1 shall tel) bim so quiskes — — 0 O ¢ 80§ to sauco wo Liko
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... "Oh! Snapped your noso off, did he?" inquired Nipper. But the olh
did not roply. By-and-by he began to grill. The cl;lnvomntion bet?wc:;
Hyde Park, 77761 and his ringer-up was evidently rather sulphurous,

“ Just cock your onr to that,” chuckled Rivers, giving the recciver over
to bis guest. “‘If yon ask me, tho gentleman haee beon dining not wisely
but too well,”

And so Nipper decided, too.

‘““And I say you are impudent, and I shall report you to your master,"
one indignont voice was threatening.

‘‘ Begging your pnrdon, I am nothing of the sort,”’ came the prompt retort.
** You asked me to ring you up at one o’clock and report—"

“That’s quite enongh of that,” cut in the other voice. “I den’t want
to hear any more. You can ring off! I say, you can riag off! Do you
licar me, you insolent ow}?"’

As a matler of fact, the other had already rung off; Lbut No. 77761 still
kept on. The clerk apprised him of the fact himself at last. but without
much eflcet. :

“ Ril;g off yoursoll,”” he commanded at last, losing patience. ‘ What's
the good of your chattering there all to yourself, sir. Can you heor me?'’

However, the voice slill grumbled on. At lnst, though, there was silence:
but the red light still burned, showiug that the speaker had not hung up his
receiver, but left it off the hook.

‘“Gone to sleep. I reckon,” decided Nipper, who had been listening wilh
the observation reccivor all this time. ““ Probably his instrument is beside
his bed. Drunk or dotly, that’s what he is.”

In vain the clerk rang up Hyde Park, 77761 to tell him to “‘ riug off.”
Tho light slill burned on definntly. It quile got on Nipper's nerves. Tle
sicked up his recciver once or twice to sce if there was any further sound
}rnm the mysterious number

Guy Baldrick was the name of the subscriber they saw in the directors.
At last, suddenly Nipper heard the voice commencing again.

But this time t wns wideawake cnough. The speaker scemed to bho
giving instructions to somobody.

“Is that you, B.?*" it asked suddenly. " Just note what I eay carefully.
Have big business on, I believe. So hang up telephone receiver first n
case exchange is listening by any chance——"' '

‘“ Dash !’ ‘oxclaimed Nipper, scenting some mystery here. He glared at
the electric bulb, expecting to see the red light promptly extinguished.
But uothing happened. It still burned. Morcover, the voice continued.
nsking, afler a pauso:

‘“ Have you done it?"”’

There wns no onswer. But the speaker scemed satisfied. Te resumed:

“T’'ve gone to L—on the soven-forty-five— Brr-rr-rr!™

To Nipper's disgust the red incandescent bulb bad gone out, and the
voice was cut off. All was silence. ) "

“Well, what’s wrong with you? Have you l_)eeu hcnrmE n ghost?
demanded his friond, the clerk, laughingly, sccing the look of comical
wondor and disgust ou Nippor's face. N

The latter thought n minute, and then ho answered, “No.” After all.
what be had overbeard wns no business of theirs. So he turned the subject
Lo somcthing clse. L

Nevertheless, the incident still stuok in his thoughts. He regol-\'f.d :l“
stroll round past No. 7n, Vernon Street, whore this Mr. Guy Baldrick live L
and see what sort of a placo it was; also the address of the man who hu

rung him up.
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Cuytain Nicholas Shand, he faw, was his name; though the manuer of
speech suggested moro a valet than his master. :

Nipper took his leave then. It was alrcady twenty past ome o’clock,
cnyway. Five mivutes walk Lrought him to Vernon Street..

A man passed him just as he roached the corner. Ho was somo belated
swell, to judge by his dress-tie and crush-hat, but instinctively Nipper ran
his eyc over bim ns ho passed. For that is o detective’s trade, .

The man’s hand was partially coverini his face, though, pulliug at a
cigarette, so he got no clear view of what ho was like.

owever, your trained ‘tec does not nced to see a man’s face only to be
able to recognise him again. If bhe is a trained observer ono shrewd glance
al a suspect’s car will often give him a point to stick in his memory worth
all the other features put together,

Nipper, though, had no reason to suspect this chanco wayfarer of nny-
thing. He was merely o gentleman strolling homewards from a late night
al lis club, no doubt. Nipper i’ust noted mechanically what he could about
him and passed on, that was all. _

A few paces brought him to No. 7n, hut the house was in darkness. He
walked round past Captain Shand’s block of chambers noxt. DBut here, alco,
not a light was o be seecu.

So Nipper went home then, little drcaming that he had been listening to
the second chapter in au affair in which his chiel was already more than
interested.

Still less did he realise that he had gleaned 4¢hat night the most important
cluc of all in a mystery which was yet to shake London smart seocicty
to its foundations,

In fact, Nipper had clean forgotten all about {he matter until next
morning, when, on presenting himself to bis boss, he found Nelson Lee
looking white and even scared. . - . :

“ Why, guv’nor,’”” gasped his assistant, *‘ what’s wrong? Nothing serious
lmp]gncd, hias there? You look quite ill.”

“ Do 17" amswered the prince of erimo investigators, after a pause.
*“ Well, perhaps I do, and with reason. Look at that which has just been
sent down by Lhe Yard.”

Nipper read the slip of blue paper. His chief, though not of the regular
police force, had this compliment paid to him; that in event of any serious
crime happening, likely 1o need all hands to bring tho criminal to book,
he was onc of those on the list to receive official information at the earliest
moment possible.

And to-day the form contained these few brief lines:

Berkshire Constabulary notify murder and burglary committed at Elles-
weod Hall; owner, General Shand, found dead—hiead wounds. Safe rified
of £2,000 cneh, part ju notes. - Approximate cstimated hour of crime, 1~a.m.
:\I.E information or theory gratefully received.”

te depuly sub-commissioner signed it. Nelson Lee had had it an hour.
1!9 knew Elleswood, knew that the murdered man was uncle to Captain
Nick Shand, principal in that foolhardy wager of yesterday at Transom's
Club, He knew the terms of that bet—that the captain was to commit,
-'Ilb somo place unknown, within a month, a burglary which would never
‘{:!c lt:nccd lo him. Yet so far he had not apprised Scotland Yard of theso

. Why wol? The precions minutes were flying: i
five 4thousand milcs]in subsequent (:hnsne.'o ying; & word now might savo

doﬁﬁ::?n Lee knew all this. Yet still he sat silent and pale, torn with
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He liked Captain Nick. ITe was absolutely cortain that boyond being
a born gambler who wonld tako on any mad challengo in tho name of
sport, he had not an ounce of real vico in him.

Yet what did all this horrible business point 40? Nelson Lee kuow.
There was no blinding onesell to the obrious truth.

Captain Nick was hend over ears in debt, ae he never took the troubl:
to diwsguise.  Moncylenders were pressing him lard.  Yesterday wos
Michaelmas Day in the country calendar, when every landlord would lLe
sealed nt receipt of rent from his fermer tenants. There would be n bio
sum of money thore in the Elleswood snfe, most of it in cash or noles,
waiting to be Lanked next daoy.

* Now, what of the captain? Ilard pressed Ly creditors, with the added
crazy impulse of Lthis wager he had landed himself in for, what more likely
than that he resolved to make his uncle the victim of his fatuous boast?

The rest was as casy to read,

In tryinF to sccure the .asafe keys from under the old genmeral’s pillow
perhaps, tho latter had awakened. There would be n struggle, for with
the torms of his wager before him, Coptain Nick's imstinct would be Lo
iry and get away unrccognised.

Dut the gencral, being n fery old fellow, would hang on tooth and nai!:
thue a Llow would have to bo strnck to break his grip, and that blow, by
Lthe look of it, had proved fatal, '

All this was pure surmise, of course. Nelson Lee was merely recom-
structing the crime on Lhe strength of what he knew.

No wonder, then, he looked ill and haggard. For if it was this mad-
braived wager that bad cost the veteran lis life—and might even send
Jvis nephew to the gallows—then he had been ;lareaenb at the batching of
it and might havo done more than he did, really, to stop it. -

Ho told Nipper this after he had explained his fears.  Nipper .was
thunderstruck. And .then Lhis name Shand began to stick in his brain.

“Where on carth did I hear that? Only last night, too!"” he snid,
cudgelling his brains to think. At last he had got it.

‘“\Why, of course!”’ he cried.

‘“ Of course—what?"’ demnanded his chief. * If you have really got any
light to throw on this miserable affair, for Heaven's sake—""

“It was at the Centrnl Western Telephone Eschange. I was in thero
yarning with that chap Rivers of the Fiji Bank forgery case, you remember.
A call ¢ame through from this very man's address—Captain Shand—te
somcone of the name of Baldrick—" .

“ Yes, yes; that’s his cousin,”” struck in Nelson T.ee, his eyes aglow wilh
hope. ‘‘ Do you mean it was tho captain himself who was speaking?’’

“No. I shouldn’t say it was. More like his valet, il you ask wme,”
replied Nipper, while his chief uttered a groan of despair. TFor this would
mean that Captain Nick was not nt home—and at the hour of one in the
morning, too; just whon the erime wos judged to have been commilted.

‘“ I must cal round and mako sure,” he told Nipper. ‘ You stay here. If
the Yard rings up don’t tell them apything that I have told you. Say I
have gone out to make certain investigations, and will let them know how
I get on. Understand?”’ :

Nipper did, but he kunew also the risks his chiof was ruoning. If he
knew 80 much about the business already, surely ho ought to tell the
police straight away. For had not they asked his help?

Still, that was his chief’s business. And, besides, belore Nipper could
say anything, Nelson Lece was gone.
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CHAPTER 1V.
The First Clue.

TAXTI coon deposiled him at the captain’s block of chambers. Perking
A opencd the door. Nelson Lee eyod him. _
“ Well, he sccms to have heard nothing yet,” he decided. Then,

aloud, he inquired:

“ Your master in?"’

“ No, sir. Mec is away, I believe.””

** You believe?”

=] mean he may be back to-day or to-morrow. IIe seemed rather
doubtful when he left last night.”

Nelson Lee's heart fell. So Coaptain Nick had really gone out of down.
Nor had le told his man where to. He was in tweeds, with a emall handbng.
It really looked as if the worst snapicions were Leing confirmed.

** Now, Jook here, Ierking,” said Nelson Lee, who had scen the valet
often before. *‘ You haven’t heard the dreadful unews apparcutly. DBut
General Shand, your master’s uncle, has been murdered !

** Murdercd !’’ .

** Yes, and his house at Elleswood Lurgled into the bargain.”

* My stars, you dou’t say that, £% ! cried Perkins, aghast. *‘ Burgled!”
he repeated. Nelson Lee’s keen eyes were walching him.

“ Captain Sband’ enlered into a very foolish wager yesterday,” he con-
tinned. ' .

“I know, sir. At least, rather, I gnathered so,”” stammered DPerkivs.
“ Mr. Baldrick—his cousin—called lnst cvening, just after master had

one.” ]
it Oh! Aund what did he want?”

The valet described Guy's efforts to bribe him.

*“The dishonourable blackguard!”’ gritted Nelson Lee contempluously.
““And then you rang him up at one a.m—eh?”’

Perkine looked startled. He had not said anything about that yet. .

“ Ah, but I am Nelaon Lee,”” the detective remiunded him, *‘ Someliow, I
get to hear of Lhese things sometimes. But yon did ring him up at his
ghm'nlfor?. and Mr. Guy answered. So le wns mot out of town, oo, that
is phin.”*

The valet ced that this was so.

“ But look here, sir, there’s no one suggesting that Captain Shand had
anylhing (o do wilh this terrible affnir, i8 there?”’ he blurted anxiously.
* You've not como lhicre to try and prove that?"

*On the contrary, I am trying to help your master prove he did not,”
wns Nelson Lee's direet answer. ‘I must find him, wherever he is. _You
know nothing of his movements; you swear to that? Very well, he may
be ot Elleswood itsclf, perbaps. I will go on there at once.’

And go Nelson Lee did. He last so littlo time about it, that he did
not cven apprise N:lpper of his sndden plans. Ie jumped into a cab, and
cought a train, and in two hours was in sight of the dead general’s
mansion, one of the finest examples of Jacobeau architecture in the ome
Counlics. '

It was a house of lamentation, ncedless to say. The dead veteran was
:I\ crusly old warrior, but _his tenantry revered him. Pity the dastard who
!:l]d done him Lo death, if the farmers could have canght him then.

aickily, though, no one scemed to have any breath of suspicion yet that

Caplain Nick might be implicated i
ts the dend gcnfrnl himml" led i the oulrage. For lLie was as populnr.
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Captain Shaud jn charge,

Dowever, if Nelson Lee hoped. to find younli,r
drick who came forward (o

he was bilterly disappointed. It was Guy B
meet him after he had semd in hie card.

‘Oh, so you've come, have you?”’ began Guy, with an unmistakable
sncer,  “ Well, what do you think you're going to do? Not belp in wn-
ravelling the murder; .you con tako t.?:at.l'rom me, here and now,””

‘: Oh!” quoth Nelson Lee quietly. *“ And why not?” .

Why, you jolly well refused to come in ou that wager of Nick's, and
you can jolly well stop out, for good and all. Is that plain cnough for
you?*

“ Wn’;er of Nick’s! You cam harp on that here, with dealh in the
house I’" relorted Nelson Lec cuttingly. “ 1 should have thought if you
had any real regard for your dead uncle vou would hnve been only too
glad to sce anyoue who could help yow in avenging him. You nstonish
ne!

(h]? Baldrick coloured. Ie¢ saw he had made n mistake.

‘“ Besides, ns you must see,’”’ conlinued Nelson Lee, *“ with that accursed
wager hanging over him, ond the Fact that your comsin left town last

night and has not been heard of since, tongues will soon be at work hinting
that ho did the crime.”

Guy stared at him for a long minute.

*‘ Oh, fudge!"* he scoffed, thongh it was as if it were in afterthought only.
‘““ Who for a moment conld ever dream that my cousin had anything {o
do with the aftair? Besides,”” he Lroke off, ashing out again, *“ who haa
been telling you all this about his Leing awny last night? That precious
valet of his, I suppose?”*

“Yes. I called and asked lim.”

“ Aud did he tell you how I had caught him picciug logether two letters
that his master had torn up, so that Tie could read them?”

‘““No. e didn’t tell me that,” answered Nelson Lee. .

“Well, it’s a fact, nevertheless,” laughed Guy. ‘‘ One from that ghoul,
Banuister, the moneylender, threatening. Nick with a showing up if he
did not woigh out a thousand of the money he owed him, by to-morrow—""
. Nelson Lee started. ' .

““ The other from our uuncle, telling bim that if he couldn’t mend his
wayes, he would mend them for him. He warwed him, in fact, (hat he
was altering his will at once, giving Nick only a small share of his properly.
It de ndcs on himself then whether he turned over n new leaf and got
hiluself rcinstated or not. But what are you looking so funny about all
of n sudden?”’ demanded Guy DBaldrick, as if only then noticing the look
of dismay in Nelson Lee’s face. ‘ :

For if things looked black agninst Captain Nick beforc, they were three
times Llacker now . after this. _

“You think that what I've told you makes it only look worse for my
cowsin, is that it?”’ suggested Guy. ‘“ What ulter bosh!” lhe laughed.
““ Of course Nick was nowhere near the place. Why, he hown’t shown wp
at all yet, proving that he can know nothing about it.’

This wne innocent, of course, and rang false, as a less keen car Lhan
Nelson Lee’s could have told. The deteclive knew well what bilious, hate
Guy Baldrick always bore to his more favoured cousiu. .

““Aud you? \When did you get the news?” he inquired of him.

T didn't get it. I caught the 7.38 down from lown this morning. s
I intended doing, knowing. that my uncle always nceded help \\'gth his rent
accounts the day after quarler-day. It was only when I arrived (but 1
fouud what had happened.’
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Neolson Leo remembered Nipper’s siory. That and what Guy Baldrick

p ', med to dally.
ol 20 gt et vy ot f the o,

n ou’ro here. I su ou’ll want to sce nll thero s to be secen,”
ho .Eiﬁwciﬂ';.ﬂﬁ. . “I'lls l;:ruygu tho window by which the rufian broko
in. llo e\'identry koew that yestorday wae rent day, and that thero would
bo a lot of hard cash in the eafe. Ho chose his timo well.”

“ And you think your unclo wne awakened and closed with Lim?” _

““ Not n doubt of it. His dead Lody wae found on the threshold of his
bedroom. The thief had been trying to sneak tho safe key from under
the old chap’s pillow.”

This wase just ns Neleon Lee had surmised when ho first heard of the
trogedy. Guy DBaldrick took himn round to the French window which had
beon forced. The county polica werc alrendy l'(Funrdmg tho scenme.

Tuspector Tamson, though, of Scotland Yard, had arrived, and he took
Nelson Lee iuto’ his confidenco at once as to the cluea he had been nble to
collect.

“ There ought to havo been more,” ho told him ruefully. ‘‘ DBut, as
usual, theso heavy-hoofed country policemen have been tramping round
cverywhere, instead of keeping right away from the spot.

* Still, here is o find,”” he ndded, handing a tobacco pouch to Leo for
liis inspection. ‘“ Mr. Daldrick found that closo beside 4he gencral’s body
on the '{Sdroom floor, and eays it belonge to no one in the house.””

Nelson Lee had taken the thing as if it were poisoned.

He was thunderstruck, for he knew ¢he pouch well. It was Captain
Nick’s own, as Guy might have recognised.

And it was found in the room within a fow [eet of his uncle’s murdered
body. Verily Lhis scemed to clinch the captain’s guilt.

Forlunadiely, the iuspector’s attention bad been diverted for the moment
hy on¢ of his subordinates. When ho turmed to Nelson Lee again, the
latlor hnd regained his self-control.

: “n};l?el:l think (his pouch can only belong to the man who did the crimer”
10 . .

‘“ Undoubledly! Don't*you? I regard it as a most important clue, and,
what's more, an casy one to follow up. For yowsee tho maker’s name on the
nionogrom l)lnte—Cusbery’s, Dond Street. They are a swell firm, and quite
likely they’l) know who they sold it to.’2

“Quite likely!” sgreed Nelson Lee, thinking that with this clue agninst
him it would not be many hours now before Caplain Nick was wearing tho
darbics on his wrists. _

He went down to inspect tho rifled safe then. But he bad already scen

anough. His next move wes to get back to town, hae decided, and try to
fet word with the suspeet before the warrant was iesued nnd tho law had
uim in its clutch, '
_Circumstances might appear all agninst him. They did without a doubt,
Yot Nolson Loc knew bis man. Gambler he might be, but Captain Nick
was a gentleman to bis finger-tips. Nothing could moke the deteetive
helieve—firat, that he could strike an old man such a cruel blow, and
secondly, bnd he done it by any chance, that ho could still have gono on
riling the eafe, like any footpad.

“ I'll never believe that of him until I hear it from his own lips,” Nelson
Leo Lold himeelf doggedly. ‘‘ Aa for the pouch, if I recogmised it, them
surely his own cowsin should, for ho must havo scen it a thousand times
before.  That being o, how docs ho come to hand it over to the police 80
innocently? ‘That scews n funny thing to mol™

-
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o Nelson Lee enught the mest train back lo Lon i
get track of Cn!l;t.qin ick by hook or crook. don, determined to

However, Pa dington Station was not to sce him again quite so soocn, it
happeved. For chancing to look out of the window ncross at the far
.platform at Reading Station, who should he sce but Captain Nick bimaelf,
l:?sng;:g' about furtively, with the peak of bis cap pulled down low over
-his cyea?

“ My stars! Why, there is the man?!’ gasped Nelsen Lee, and in two
shakes was ont of Lhe trnin and across the footbridse.

“ Mallo, Shand!"’

CHAPTER V.
Nelson Lec Gets a Shock.

HE deteclivo had come up close to the other's clbow before he was
aware -of it.  Captain Nick turned with a guilty start, blank horror
in hib cye. .

“ What are you doing down here?” inquired Neleon Lee as casually as
e could. ‘“Goiug to your poor uncle’s place at Elleswood, 1 suppose?
You will have heard the terrible news?”

Captain Nick snid nothing for a second or two, but still stood staring
ns if to try to collect his scattered wits. ‘

“Yes, I am going,”” he snid at Jast. ‘‘The news is terrible indeed! I
only chu;necd to hear it a couple of hours ago. You are coming down, too, X
suppose?’’

**No, I have alrondy been,” answered Nelspn Leo. “‘ Scotland Yard has
the cage in hand. So far they have hit on one important clue—a tobacco-
pouch, which they say must have been left by the murderer.”

“ Indeed! That’s good pews!” was Captain Nick's heartfelt respounse.

“Is it?”" amswered tho detective dryly. “I am mnot so sure; for the
pouch is your own, Shond.”

*“ What !’

The captain was gonuinely aghast; the detective was convinced of that.

“Ierhaps we had better get into the waiting-room, where it is quict,
before we talk any more,” he suggested, taking the other's arm.

Cngtnin Nick Promptly wrenched himself free with quick pride.

“ Oune minuto!”’ he said. ‘I know what this means—you are arresting
me, is that it, Lee? You think it was I who murdered my uncle?’’

“ Not I, my dear chap!” answered Lee. "I don’t think anythiug of the
sort—at least, I don’t wnnt to!’’ he added. ‘‘ But cirecnmstances are looking

wretly black agaiust yon, I'll not disguise. There is that accursed ‘wager,
or oue thing!” he reminded him. ““I wish to Heaven you had taken my
advice nnd never touched it at all! Then you had two letters arrive, yonr
‘man tells me—onc demanding immedinte payment of a thousand pounds..
th‘fl other from your uucle, intimating that he was culting you out of his
will—" .

. Pell'kins told you that, the prying smeak!” exploded Captain Nick
furionaly.

‘“ Oh.ycomc—comc!" urged Nelson Lee. ‘“Don’t let us waste time over
+trifles! DPerhaps it wne as well he did read the letters, for your cousi.
has got Lhem now.”’ )

*“The deuce—Dbe has!”’ gasped Captain Nick, -
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*Yos; and anmother suspicious fact against you besides. You wero outb
of town last vight, withoul telling your man where you were going or when
you would bo home.” Lo _

“That is so,” answered the other, after a moment’s hesitation.  And
givce you've been so frank with me, I'll tell {Ion something more. I took
train fast night to Elleawood, to see my uuclo there.”

** You did?"’ .

“Yes, but I mnever got there. Oh, yes, I swear it!” added the
wretched man quickly. ‘I turned back when actually within sight of tho
house. And that is the naked, absolute truth, though the world may langh
¢l it for o pack of lics! -

“T turied back,”” he ran on. *' It struck me that my uncle would think
it n currish thing for mo to come whining to him just because he had
altered his will. I had been a fool, 80 why should I not pay the penalty? So
1 decided to chuck it and to walk cight miles to Pendlesham  Juuction,
calching the up mail-train there and returning home.”

* You mean you missed it?"’

“I did; by five minutes or go. My watch must bave been wrong,”
angwered the captain, with u groan. ‘I saw the lights go inte the station
nnd out, so I turncd aside into n stack-yard, and fell asleop in some hay."”

Nelson Lee was unable to suppress & whistle of dismay, for ho could seo
hipw all this onl{[ contributed to the tale of circumstantinl evidence inestead
of refuting it. Ile wanted to kuow when Caplain Nick first got news of his
uncle’s murder. :

“ Through overhenring some farm-labourers talking about it on their
way to work. The police Jind been scouring the country even then.*

** And inslead of going back to Elleswood, you funked it—was that it?**
demanded Nelson Lee.

““Yes, unluckily I did. I can ece my fatal blunder now,”’ confessed tho
olber. ““But at the time I could only think how suspicious my whole
movenienls must scem under the circumstances. A blind idea seized e
to get back to Loundon unscen and start afresh to come down to Elleswood,
{'ua!.- as if I had only heard the news in town. And now I suppose you doun’t
wlicve one word of what I am telling you,”” Captain Nick broke off
wretchedly, tears in his oyes. * You're setting it all down as rank, miserable
lies, just.’ . .

Neleon Lee looked hard at him for a minute, thenm held out his hand.
That was his answer. : '

** But look here,” he added, 1 can’t say what Scotland Yard will think
about it. You’ll have to bo prepared for the worst. I shall go on thero
now {0 look up some information which may be useful. Meantime, you must
puss me your word of honour, as an officer and a gentleman, that you will
go stranight to that holel youder and elop there nbsolutely until I come
back. Is that a bargain?”’

“ Of course; and I appreciate it the more since it shows how much you
wust really trust me. I'll go mow and never move over the doorstep.
Good-hye, and many thanks again!”’ :

Nelson Lee watched him leave the station and cross to the hotel in
queation. Captain Nick turned Lo wave his hand, then vanished.

He’s all right,”” the detective told himself. “ He’s got Lhimself into a
mosi, jnfernal mess, but I'll swear he no more committed that murder than I
did! What's more, I'll stake my head I ind him thero, true to his promise,
“:l:fll Ihcom;: bock "’ :

nother London-hound trnin was juet drawing up then across the line.

Nelson Loc made a dash {o catch it, J 8 '

—— o - — e = =
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“ Hallo! T'm very sorry!” he apologised. ns he nearly knocked
passenger bead over heels while rncll): for the stairs. y kiooked another

o thought he must have caught the fellow in the mouth with his elbow
bﬂ the way he wne keeping his hand pressed to hir lips. Then he realised
that it was merely a cigarette the other was hokling, so hie could not bo
much hurt after all. As cvery sccond was precious therefore, he apologiscd
again lmrriod:ly and fled up the stairs and away.

He tumbled into the train, and in fifty minutes was Lack at lhis
rooms in Gray's Inm Rond again. Ni')
1

per was there. Ilis chief kept no
sccrots from him, s0 he related all that had happened, down to his cncounter
with Captain Nick on the platform at Reading.

‘“ And you menn youn let him go ngniu.‘" exclaimed Nipper, amazed.
¢ That was a risky thing to do, surely !’
‘““ Not after hic had passed me his word."

“A man’s word isn’t going lo stand long between him and bolting for
his life when he sces the hangman’es rope dangling over his head,” was
Nip wr's verdict. )

‘Not the average man,’” agreod his boss. * But I know Captnin Nick.
Ife'll abide Ly his bond, though ten thousand hangmmen were after him.
I'll find him there at the hotel when I want him, you mark my word !’ .

IHowever, for once Nelson Lee’s cstimate of human character was out
b{ a mile. Within an hour a message came through from Scotland Yard
which sliowed that the police had not been long in hitting off the one and
only scont. A warrant was nlready out for Caplain Nick’'s arrest.

““Do you know anything of his whercabouts?” was (he Yard's demand,
and Nelson Lee, after a moment’s thought, answered:

“Yen. I hnve secen himn this morning. You will find him al the Wivenhoe
Arma, a public-housc hotel just ontside Rending Station. He passed ine his
word that he would wait there in case ho was wanted for this affair.”

““ Passed you his word! Then you suspected he might have committed
the murder, nnd yet let him go on a flimsy promise like that?” came back
the indignant reply. - ]

‘““It is no Nimsy promise,” Nelson Lee was retorting, when to his anger
lie was cut off. evidently the Yard thought with Nipper, that Nelson
Loe had boen a confiding fool, to say the lenst of it.
¢ All right, we shall see!”’ said the detective confidently.

However, his nssistant was right and he was wrong, as it Lurned ont.

Within another half-hour a furious ’phone message came throungh from the
Reading police:

¢ Coutain Nick was gone—bolted! And where to, not a soul conld say.”

CHAPTER VI.
Mr. Guy Baldrick Seeks Trouble—and Finds It.

s ALL yourself a detective! Why you're an ass and a fool! An ase
and a fool, X say! Do you hear me?” _ .

: Guy Baldrick had no nced to nask that question. In lLis rage

lie was raising his voice so that it might have been heard two streels away.

\ as still- at Nelson Lee’s rcoms in Gray's Iun Read. Soue
tll'}c::!ohts)?;oh;:lailnpaod aince the shattering news came through thatl Captain
Nick Shund had broken his bLond and fled.
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r thero was no other interpretation to be put upon his disappearance.
‘1111:30wwn of Beading, to say :Ething of the hotel, had beon searched high
and low without result. .

Now Detective-inspector Transom, of Scotland Yard, had como on to
Neleon Lee to hoar from his own lips how he had come to moot the suapect,
and more amazing still how, knowiug what he did againet him, he had
said’ nothing to tho police but mercly taken his promise that ho would
vot run away. . .

With tho inspector had come Guy DBaldrick, so red-hot with fury that
hie looked almost Jike knocking Nelson Leo down.

“I'l further,” he spluttered. “ I believo all this about my cousin
making ﬁs romisc is absolute bunkum! Tar morc likely that, as his
friond, you dcliberately warned him that the police would bo after him—
govo lum the tip to beolt, in fact—— What! Help! Ah, would you—">

Ilis valiant defiance ended Tn a helpless sercech.

For Neclson Lee had stood ecnough of this sort of thing. Never in all
his carcer had he been addressed in such a fashion before, and by.a senllywag,
too, a8 he knew Guy (o be.

So casling dignity to the winds he simply made one irnb at the mouthiog
wnster, and, catching him by the collar, éhook him like a rat. -

IIe shook him in fact until collar and shirt-front even ripped in his hand,
go that he recoiled one way with half-a-yard of his victim’s linen and eravat
in his hond, while Guy plunged the other, shooting under the writing-
{able.

There Nipper, who was as incensed as his chief, ‘“ accidentally ”* over-
turncd n half-gallon bottle of best *“ blue black *” on top of him, go that he
was drenchied 1 an inky cascade.

““You insolent dog!”’ hissed Nelson Iee. ‘“ How dare you mako such
inginuations againet me, you—yon hanger-on round betting clubs—you
cheater at bridge!”’

“ What!”

If his quarry had onli had a revolver, the detectiva verily helieved be would
have shol him dead. Inepector Transom thought it time to interfere, and
throw qil on the troubled waters where Nipper had just thrown ink.

“ Now come—come, gentlemen !’ said the Scotland Yard officer. *‘ To say
the least of it, we're doing no good, blackguarding cach other liko this.
Just ateady yourself now, Mr. Baldrick, please!”’ "

“Mc!” yelped the other. ““I like that. You can say what you like and
so can that beauty there, but I know what I think about it all, and I don’t
carc who hears me—-""

“Nor do I,”” cut in Nelson Lee promptly. * You can shriek it from the
house-tops, but not here, I'll take jolly good care of that! So dry‘up——*

‘““Oh, yes; dry up, indeed! You’d like that, wouldn’t you, now your
misernble pnl has cscaped ?”

Only the swift interposilion of the inspector’s bulky form heneath them
saved Guy from rccci\'inqI the thrashing of his life. :

Nipper had never seen his clief so absolutely furious before. It mado even
him tremble. But the inspector got him amoothd down at last.

Far one thing, Guy was babbling on again, and now was Nelson Lee's timo
to listen. e was splutiering about the tobnecco-pouch which had been
picked up close to the murdered man’s body.

" You kunew it wan Nick's, just as X did !’ spluttcred Guy. ‘“I saw you
rocngnlscd] it tl‘lle !l:mmo;lt I ahowﬁl _Iit. to you.” :

" You showed it me?”’ quote Neleon Lee promptly. *‘ That's a lio! It
woy Trausom hore, not you, What's moro,”p].lo lll,d ed, ‘“you hod already
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' Lold the pelice you did not know to whom it belouged. So come, what is the
meaning ol that?”’ .

Guy Baldrick saw that he had blundered, but he was ns ready to wriggle
as an cel. ' : '
O 10 e o o Lo o o o e i o e %
, "0y my own conein 8o long ns there was oue shr 1
tec had nothing to do{vith the crime?” ¢ of hope that

‘““And yet now you are hebaving like 8 madman because he is not here,
handcuffed and on his way to the gnllows!™ loughed Nelson Lee. ‘‘ You
- wagter—take care!” he thundered suddenly, clenching his teeth with a snap
(Illld hardening his face like a maek, 8o that Guy positively jumped with
alarm.

“ Taka care what?"’ he blurted, with a whining note of fear. )
“What I say!” rapped the detective, fixing him with eyes like red-hot
n;_l ers, which seemed to go clean through the other and out the other sido
of him.

‘“Come, come!"” protested the inspector ounco more, seeing nothing in all
this but a mero unscemly wrangle, without profit or sensc.

But Guy Baldrick did. His weak mouth gaped, and he shrank away o
mee. Whatever was in Nelson Lee’s miud, however, he wans content not to

ollow up his advantage further. He turued from his cnemy with a shrug
of contempt.

“ You are in charge of this cnse, Transom,” he snid, ‘ but rest assured’
that I shall be having a finger in it, too! This fool has levelled a chargo
againgt me which I shall hurl back in his teeth if it costs me every penny I
have in the world! I shall track Captain Shand down if it takes me a year,
and hand him over to stand his trial! And then wo shall sco what we shall
see!”” he finished with another meaning glare at Guy.

There was such unmistakable menace behind his words, in fact, that Guy
;elthcompelled to bluster again. But Neclson Lee was down his throat like o

Ak,

‘“ Not another word, you hound!”” he thundered. * Get out of my house,
or, by George, I'll throw you out! Goon!”

The other saw that the detective meant it, and, calching up his hat,
promptly skedaddled for the door, looking the weirdest scarecrow imagin-
able, covered with ink as he was, and with his collar and shirt-front torn
away.

Inspector Transom laughed. He had to.,

“But I say, Lee,” ho added, *“ it was unfortunate, to say the least of
it‘__’l

He got no farther, for the prince of crime investigators was eveing him,
too, with a glare thero was no misreading. Tho inspector promptly swal-
lowed the rest of the senience then, and, after a few clumsy attempts to turn
the subject, also picked up his hat and departed.

“Nipper,” exclnimed hie chief, when the door had slammed, * you wero,
right. ll)Iewna an ass! But, by Jupiter, I'm going to retrieve my blunder,
and in a way that'll make Mr. Baldvick sorry he cver came within a

thowsand miles of me to-day!” .

Nipper could quite imagine it. Never had he scen his beloved gnv’nor 1n
such o tearing rage in all the years they had been together. _

Nelson Lee went out, then. MHe hailed a taxi, and drove siraight to
Captain Nick’s chambers. As he hall expected, lie found them in charge of
the police and Perkius gone. It was the valet he particularly wanted, too.
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Still, bo was not far away, as it happened. He must have been watchin
from the corner of the strect, for, as Nelson Lee turned to walk into Par
Lape, there Perkins appeared at his sido.

** Good-cvening, sir !’ he said, saluting cagerly. ‘I hope you wou’t mind
this liberty, but it’s mews of my master that I want, and thoso brutes of
police won’t give it to me! They say he’s holted, but I know that’s a lic !”

*“ It ien’t, I'm afraid, Perkine,” Nolson Lee told him. ‘ He has bolted—
or, at any ralo, ke las vanished. And what’s more, after passing me his
solemn word that e would remain whero I left him in case the police should
decide on his arrest!”’

' But ho never bolted !’ protested the valet. ‘‘ The captain would see him-
self dead before he did that! If he has vanished, il’s because thero’s been
foul play. I'll ewear to that!”’- '

‘“ Ah, you think so, too—do you?"’ said Nelson Loe, eycing him shrewdly.
“ Well, thero you and I agree. I don’t believe Captain Shond would ever
turn tagl—even from the hangman—after giving his word as au officer and a
gentleman! But he’s gone, and I'm going to find Lim!”

“ {. the way, I suppose the police are ehadowing you too—are they? I
thought so!” -

He laughed, casting a quick glance round, and spotting, sure enough, a
plain-clothes officer just tucking himself out of sight behind a pillar-box.

From the savage glare the constable darted at him, he could see how
anunoyed he was at being cawght, but in this case Nelson Leo felt that
Scotland Yard and he were foes,

Ho could see that thcﬁ thought him guilt{‘ of a stupid error of judgmeont,
lo ary the least of it. Like Guy Baldrick, they might even ho accusing him
in their own minds of something worse.

- The xnowledgo stecled Nelsom Lee to the effort of his life. He never
remembered starting on a case with such rabid keenness before. e would
have fought half London if they had tried to stop him.

“So I tell yon that, Perkins !”’ he finished. * I’'m going to run down your
master, and you've got to help me. I dom’t believe for one second that he
had anything to do with Lhis crime. He awore to me ke did not, aud I’ll
tnke his word hefore all the world. But our only way to bhelp him is to
arrest him-—rescue him, if you like—since, like me, you believe hLis dis-
appearance is due to fonl play.”

“I'm sure of it!"" reiterated the valot. * Iaven’t I served him now theso
fivo years, and do you think I don’t know an ont-and-out thoroughbred when
I gec him? Xe¢ bad his debts, of course; but who hasn’t, I'd like to know?"
Yes, they’l] ﬂinilthem up againgt him, I suppose—particularly that letter
Inat might that Mr. Baldrick pinched from one moneylender, demanding n
thousand pounds, or he’d shovo him in the courts.'’

“Yes. I heard about that—from Mr. Guy,” enid Nelson Leo-drily. “ Ho
6aid he had caught you reading it.”

“ Well, and ho read it, too, sir,” retorted the valet in self-defence. ** And
that other letter also that came from General Shand, threatening to cut the
master oul of his will—you onght to have scen the grin on Mr. Ghy’s faco
when he saw that! I was watching him through the keyhole.” .~

" Oe was flattering himself that the general would promote him in the
captain’s Tnce, you think?"’ suﬁgested Nelson Lee. *“ Well, perhaps he has,

Fho will bad not been opencd when I left Elleswood. But it all com-

}::J.;;B'u) mako things about as black as they can be for the man wo want to
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CHAPTER VI,
Another Telephone Message—The Man Behind the Door.

UT that’s not the way lo look at it!" he went on quickly, hearing:
Perkins’s groan of despnir. “ We have tho captain’s solemn word
that, though he did go down to Elleswood lagt night, and even

arrived witlhio sighi of the house, he changed bis mind about interceding

with his uncle, and Lturned back to come home agaiu. X¥or a man af his
spirit, that is possible. What js not possible, I still mauintain, is that, after
iving me his parole to remain at that Reading hotel, he holted. I'll never

rlieve that! .

“ We've got to prove it, though,’> he ran on. “ We think that he must
havo been decoved. If so, by whom? It could not be by Mr. Guy himsell,
therefore he must have some confederate who may even have been shadowing
your mastec all along by Guy’s orders.

‘‘ Now, who could that be?”’ demanded Nelson Lee. ‘“ Do you know any-

one, any ol Mr. Gluy’s friends—he has plenty of shady ones—who wonld be
likely to take on such a job?™” ' '

Terkins acrewed up his brows, but could hit on no one. .

“ Unlegg=—— Ilalf n moment, sir!” lle broke off snddenly. *‘There 18
one man who, if people knew half as much as I know abont him, would not
be allowed to show his [ace so much as he does in the light of the day! Aund
he's o Iriend of Mr. Guy’s, too!™

“ Oh, and who's that*"" demanded Nelson Lee.

‘ Bereker, he calls limaself,'” answered the valet. “ But, when I knew

him first, he was plain ‘Sporty Flynch,” and that'll tell you more than a
whole volume the kind of card he 18.”

“A betting man?'’ suggested Lee.

“Yes, oll that and worse. Card-sharper, blackmailer—anything dirty in
that line is all in n day’s work with him. Ilow he has managed to keep out
of the clutches of the police so long, luck only knows.”

“Well come! That’s interesting,” agreed Nelson Lee. ““And he's a
friend of Mr. Guy's, you sny. You have scen them together. What is he
like to look at?”

Perkins described him. There was nolhing about the deseription, bhow-
cver, to mark him out from a hundred other spongers and hangers-on, who
glean a shady living round the West-End clubs, watil Perkins added ouo
item to his catalogue.

This Mr. Bercker—alias ‘“Sporty Flynch ’~—in . carliecr days had been
badly worsted in a taproom scrap, when some irate victim had hit him
acroas the mouth with a bottle. The result was such a disfiguration of that
feature that, though Sporty grew the heaviest of cavalry moustaches to
conceal it, he was still sclf-conscious enough to take other measures to munsk
it from the public gaze. - .

““ And thabs why, if yon were to meet him now, sir, for the first time.”
finished Perkins, ¢ he'd have his hand to his month, smoking a cigarette.
It’s got to be a trick of his, though it's done so natural you'd never notice
it_—lb

“ Wouldn't I? One¢ minute, though! Don’t you be oo sure!” ent in
Nelson Lee promptly his memory fashing back to the man he had collided
wilh and nearly capsized at Reading Station. o o

And now, when he came to con over Perkinds description again, jt was.
the very fellow. Nelson Lee was convineed of it. Morcover, Tis presence
thero fitted in exactly with their theory that Guy Baldrick had been keepiuy
his luckless cousin shadowed, amd that it was through bhis agency thed

-~
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Captain Nick had been decoyed away out of the hotel, leaving the world to
believe that he had bolted. . .

** By Jove, yea !’ gasped Nolson Lee delightedly. “ I'l go down to Read-
ing ugain nt once! I'l) very soon find out whether he came nosing round-
tl:e holel or not after I had gone! But firet I must get Laok to my rooms.
Aud you had better come, too,lerking. Come on! There’s n taxi passing
now."”

They hailed the cab and jumped in. '

“ Nipper, I'm on to a clue, 1 believe!” he announced eagerly as he camo
bursting in on his assistaut, '

“Oh, and what's that?"

His chicf told him. Nipper gave a jump when he heard about the man who
could slill hold a cigarette to his lips thongh nearly knockell spinning on his
back.

** Geewhilikins !’ he exclaimed. *“ Why, I saw a man like that, too, now I
come to think of it! It was Jast night, as I turned into the street whero
Mr. Baldrick’s flat is.””

Nipper described him. DYerkins’s face lit up at once. It wae Sporty
l-‘lyucll to a tee! '

*“‘I''en  that clinches still another nail in our argument,”’ decided Nelson
lee. ““ He must have just left Guy. And yet there were no lights in the
house, you say, when you reached it o second later! H'm!’

‘I'he detective was tapping his chin and pursing np his lips, as was his
habit when nouplussed. Suddenly he jumped up. _

“Perhaps I may not go down to. Reading to-night, after all,” o
announced. ‘' I've an idca I should just like to sce tho inside of theso
chambera of Mr. Guy’s first.” :

* What, break into them?’! demanded Nipper in astonishment.

llowever, his chief made no answer, but busied himself for a few moments
at a drawer, where Nipper kdew le kept a store of pick-locks, skelelon-keys,
and other burglarious tools, in case of emergencics. Five minules later
Imlwus out of the house and away. Perkina and Nipper were to await his
ORICrs, .

““ I shall probably telephone,”” was all Nelson Leo said.

Breaking into a gentleman’s private rooms to ransack them was a ticklish
business, particularly since Nelson Lee held no warrant whatever, and indeed
had nolhing Lo do with the case officially. But the deteclive did not care o
enufl aboul that, Guy was 4nfely out of town, ho kunew, and that was
exough for him. :

No. 70 Vernon Street, Piceadilly, turned out o be an old houee, let off
partly as offices. It had a public etaircase, the door of which was still
upen when Nelson Lee arrived. .

To coolly jemmf a man‘s door whilo strangers might come up or down
the staira Lo challongn hiin, wns out of the question, of course. Ho must
wait uulil all the business people had departed. ' *

Menutime, Nelson Lco was net idle. Heo had to deviso some way of
gamog entrance quiclly to the building without ringing up the housckeepet.
Still, that was easy cnough,

Ho slipped 2 fine gimlet up his cuff, and atepped into the doorway, as it
to look for the nanmie of some firm on the tablet at tho foot of the atairs.

Actually he was driving ﬂ hele with quick twists of tne gimlet through
the door panol, where tho handie hid it from view. Through tho hole he
lh‘n?ndcd n scrap of fine strong twine. '

'he lock. he had seen, was o common apring latchlock of the pull-back
vanely. Ilitching tbe and of the twine Lo Lhe handle, all he had to deo
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::f:::n:ﬂ; .to lug on the protruding cnd of string, and- the door would open

He had next to wait for the last of the clerk
keeper had cloaegl the door for Lhe nighte. S Fure
sound of ecrubbiur was henrd again from

the basement, Nelson Lee slepped up lo the door and appear

bell. A brief pause, and then any passer-by would l:al:g thf:ﬁ ll?tptm “::

call had been answered, and that Nelson Lee was being ushereﬁ inside. In

lneT\:l.-e?t.,_at aln,)- rate, and {the door gently closed. '
iplocing s way upstnirs, Nelson ¢ came to Guv’

topmost flight. Out came the skeleton keys then. Tl:‘eri (‘l‘o:: 110: ltl;::llec

:lm'ontlofi that he would not undertake Lo pick the seeret out of, if you only

ig):lvtec / l:l.m time.. And it happened this was one of the ordinary Bralima

Iu anothor two minutes Nelson Lee was inside, with the door safely
again. A muflled electric torch cast a soft glimmer round Gu;."-;e-s:l,t'?.illltuli
room. It was by no means a luxurious apartment, the detecti\-e.notieuf:
more like an office, in fact. An ugly American roll-tap desk assisted in the
resemblance, as also the telephone; aud still more so, n sccond bulk:
Inatrument beside it. which sct the deteclive blinking with astonishment
whon his eyes lit on it.

* Why, what in thunder can a man like him want with a thing Jike that?>"
he wondered. ‘“ Thal's only for the busiest of City men, and Guy Baldrick
was never that, that ever I heard.” }

_A polished onk box, on the floor in the corner, next attracted his atten-
Lion. Ile crossed to it, lifted the lid, and inspected the contemls. These
wero cssential parts of the ihstrument which had just excited his nstonish-
ment. He drew one or two out. fingering them carefully, and looking back
to the instrument again 04 if he bad an experiment he would dcany love
to Lry, yet did not dare.

Then his eves lit on something else tucked away belween some books on n
shelf. Ile crossed over and took this down,  cxamining it closcly. Again
his eyea turned longingly to the machine by the teleplone.

At that eecond, though he was unaware of it, a strange thing happened.
The tiny shalt of light filterin -throngh the keyvhole from tﬁe lamp on
the stairs outside was suddenly darkened.

. An eyc was peerinf through watching him. Contrary to Nelson Lee's
calculations, Guy Baldrick had returned to town.

This was him crouchinq on the landing outside, ahaking in every limb,
and his heart thumping like a steam-bhammer. Admitting himself by his
own latchkey, he had come softly up the stairs, and was just about to
open the door, when he overheard the detective prowling about inside.

A glance through the keyhole happened to reveal the intruder's face in
the full beam of the clectric torch. Instantly Guy had fallen back in con-
slernation, that sinister threat of Nelson Lee’s clanging in his ears: * Take
care, you waster—take care!” CL

And now here was his encmy raunsacking his chambers like a thief in the
night. Ho ought to rush in and challenge him, of course, yet he didn’t.
He only watched, torrified. .

At last, thongh, he did seem to pull himself together. Hia lalchkey wan
in his shaking fingers. But for one thing Nelson must have heard il as
it was fumbled into the Jock. . .

That one thing, though, was a human voice, which suddenly broke on the
stillneas of the silent house. Nor was it Nelson Lee’s: but Guy Baldrick’s
own. .

to l_em'c. when the house-
Three minutes later, when ihe
the good womau's quarters in

4
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Yot (hic Jatter wae slill there on his sido of Lhe door, with lips bloodless
and compresscd, while the voice came echoing through from the other.

Yo overcome with terror was Guy, apparently, that he went reeling nway,
lo cluleh at the iron baluslrade for support. For a full threo minutes ho
atond Lhus petriied, listening to the phantom cchoes of his own voico
droning on.

AL last they censed. The spelt which held him scemed to shatter and
disperse.  Again ‘he rallied his qll:n[nkiug limbs. It was to his hip pocket
that his hand groped this time. ¢ drew out a rovolver,

Touch of the evil-looking weapon secemed to give him fresh pluck. TTo
waa o man again. Hale and vengeance shone in his dark, closc-set cyes.
¢ took a strido back (o the door again,to dash it open and burst 1n,

Yet once more a voice was to forestall him, and send him ebrinking back.
It was preceded by the sharp tinkle of a bell. A canll had come over the
‘phone, and, never thinking for the moment what ho was doing, Neleon
Le¢e had taken down the roceiver and was answering it.

* Uallo! Well! Who je il?”

IJe realised his rashness instantly a moment later, when a voice replicd
with an equally sturdy ‘‘ Hallo !’ ' '

Al'l‘(ll then, as if sudden suspicion had seized the speaker, he demanded
quickly: :

“ Who's that? Who's talking. Who is it?”

Nelson Lee, though, was cqual to the occasion as ever. He had seen tho
llon7cklccpcr, 8o he pitched his voice as near to hers as ho imagined it
might be.

“It's me!”’ Guy heard him avswer in a thin, peevish squeak. ** What
d’you want? Mister Baldrick nin’t ‘cre to-day. 1'm only cleaning out ’is
reoms.”’ '

There was silence for a moment. Guy would have given his soul to know
who it was who wase talking into the deteclive's ear so confidingly, and what
he was maying. :

Nelson Lee knew, of course.

“Oh, 6o that's you, Mre. Tibbald, is it?*’ came back tho veice, more
easily, " Well, I'm Mr, Berocker—Mr, Baldrick’s friend, you remember;
that called on him (wo nighta ago.'”

““ Oh, indced, sir!”’ gqucaked back the detective, adding silently under
his breath: *“ So this is you, Sporty Flynch, is it? Very woll; good business'
Go ahead, and lel’s hear whnt youn’ve got to tell me.”’ '

‘ Mr. Buldrick is not Lack yet from the country, you say?’* continued the
voice over the wire. “ Well, I hardly expected he would be, really. But
vhen he does come in, I want you to give him a message.”

“VYery pood, sir!” answered tho aupposed houwsekeepor, with a char-
womun’s sniff. *‘ And what might thal be, if yon please?”

“Why, that T am down at V's, lell him, V's—that’s all. He’ll under-
stand. 'T'ell him everything is all rigllt., so far, and if ho wants me to send
ward 10 the Posthorn. Do you hear?—Iosthorn. Il’s the name of a hotel.
Thauks. Good-night!”’

The speaker rang ofi. Nelson Lee hooked up the reeciver again, and
“tond for a minute, a broad smile slowly apreading aver his thin, ascelic
features.  Them, still all uncanscions that o human eyo wae ngain watching
hia every movo (hrough the keyhole, he turned next to a Bradshaw time-
table, which lay on the desktop. '

_Two minutes Inter the telephone-bell wna *“ tringing " again, but this
time it was he who was calling up the exchange,
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‘“ Give nic West Central, double O seventeen nought four,”” )

It was his own telephone number at his rooma in (frny’: li:l'n R'fm'ilo.m?sn;:::ddl
by Nipper's voice anewered. ’

‘“ Hallo, Nipper; is that vou?
Baldrick’s chambers.  And ['ve struck oil, too, I think.”

“ You have! Good egg! What way?"’ demanded Nipper.

““ Ah, that must keep,” was the disappointing reply. ** But I'm going
aown lo Rending to-night—do yon hear?—or, not to Reading exactly, but
Sonnington-on-Thames, which is about six miles above it. Do you
know it?” ' )

“ Rather! But why Sonnington?"

“ Because—rwell, I've got rencons. But you are to follow on to Reading
and bring Perkins with you. Catch, not the cight-seventleen train, becauco
I'm going by that myself, but tho ten o'clock, which will be soson cnough.
Sleep at the Wivenhoe Arma, both of you, nnd be ready to come tho moment
you- get o wire from me. If Inspector Transom -is there, attach yourself
to him. You can ftell him I'm at Sonnington, snd on to something goed.
Good-bye! 'No time for more. Am just off Lo get a cab.”

Nclson IL.ee¢ gave his nssistant no time to answer, but hooked up the
receiver. Next, picking up the mysterious article he had taken from the
bookease, he carefully wrapped it, first in his silk handkerchief, then in a

thick covering of newspaper. Slipping it inlo his hip-pocket, he turned lo
the door. '

And then—aud only then—he eaw Lhat ho had an cavesdropper watching
him ali thia time.

For whero there had been ﬂitch darkness in the Eaamgc, was now suddenly
o 1iny point of light, which he knew was the keyhole. His quick ecars,
too, d)etm:tcd the faint shuMing of feet outside.

It’s Nelson Lee speaking. I'm here at

CHAPTER VIL
On the Trail of Sporty Flynch.

¢ OM!” thought Lee, startled, but cool nevertheless. * Now who is
that, I wonder? Not the housekeeper, or she would be whooping

blue murder long ngo: I suppgse it isn’t Mr. Guy come back, by
any chance? That would be rotten luck, if you like.”

moved, but just waited. A few eeconds later he seemed to
he:E: t:::vagft thud of a dgor, and then the click of a latch stealthily closed.
Ho kinew which oue it must be. It was o door on the landing. directly at

d of the staircase. ) , _
the lic:d :. fine place for an ambush, too,” he decided, ‘‘ supposing any-
body wauted to spring cut and down a chap. By-the-by—" Ho broka
ly, smitten by a notion. . ]
oﬂQ?ig‘tiley“li'isbh::nd stole to his hip-pocket again. Heo drew out tho parcel
he had so carefully made, unrolled it, and taking out the arlicle it contained,
k box in the cormer agam. .

hclf::oﬁiﬂc:: rth:c::e or so of similar artfcles, identical in size and shape,
arranged in neat compartments. To exchange one of these aud su.hshl'yte
the orﬁginal one to its place was the work only of an instant. Then w Tapping
wp tho second, hie thrust it into his pocket, and rcturned to the front door
acain,

e ———
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* Now, I wondor what surpriso this beggar—whoever he is—thinka he has
ot in store for me,”” he thought. “‘Is it renlly Guy Baldrick, and has
ic been quietly listening to all 1’ve been.up to? Beeanse, if so, I shouldn‘t

wonder if he means to break my neck for me. Certaiuly he had beller try
it, if he's wise, However, we ghall soon sec,”” Nelson Lee decided coolly;
apd thercupon opened the door and slepped out. -

Ar he anlicipated not a son! was to bo sceu.  But there was the door
of the cupboard, or' whatever it was, commanding the stairhend. And a
man was skulking inside it, he was convineed.

SLill, it was not his game to betray that he was on his guard. Ie
crossed Lo the stair, and without turning his eyes even, began to descend.

It was nboul os scvero a test of merve as cver even he had experienced.
For if the man m the cupboard was Guy Baldrick, then Nelson knew
cnough now to bhang him, ) '

And Guy must know that, too, clee why was lhe skulking there like a
thiof, when ho should bave come out, and barred the detective’a path,
demanding what he moant by this checky intrusion.

Down—down! Step by Stop Neleon Lee descended, exll)cching every
instant to feel n man's feet striking between his shoulder-blades, hurling
him to his death. For the stairs were of stone; lofty and steep.

Nothing happcoed, though. To Nelson Loe's amarzement, there was not
cven a sound. Before hie scarcely rcalised it, he was safely at the front door
again. A moment later he wos out _in the sircet.

An empty taxi was passing, it happened. The detective boarded it with
s spring. ‘‘ Paddinglon,” he commanded; and away il flew.

Agaiv and again through that ride he peered back to see whether his
cavesdropper was tryini to follow him., But he had gained a anarl atart
and the traflic was thick. ]

The 8-17 was already drawn up at the platform when Nelson Lee arrived.
lIo took his geat, still watching for sign of Guy. Ior the laller must
have overheard his instruclions to Nipper, of course. Botter had he waited
and ‘phoned from some call-box outsldl:

SLill no sign of Guy, and the train was beginning to move. Two or threo
belated paManc.ra were making s dash for the footboard at the furthest
end, but whether one of these was Baldrick the deteclive could not dis-
tinguish, Still time and Sonninftou station should show.

But when at last, lale that autumn night, Nelson Leo stepped out at his
destinalion, he wns the ouli nssenger to leave the lrain. So Guy must
bave remained in bis ransac rooms after all, without giving chase,

Sonnington on a summer’ds day is about as pretty a spot as you will find
on the Upper Thames. And pretticst of all is tho view of the old Pest-
horn Inn cmbowered iu clematis, nestling beside the quaint high-arched
bridge, with trim-kept lawns running down te tho river’s edge.

And even now, though it wos autumn and the mist and the breeze struck
chill 1o the marrow, 1ho old inn made a pretty picture with the big yellow
moon sinking low behind its twisted chimneys, splashing the river with
pools of liquid gold. i

Snug, teo, the lighted windows lovked, and cheorier still the crackling fire
n tho bar-parlour, a¢ Nelson Lee m‘ﬂ? into it.

He was not quite the snme Nelson though who had boarded the train
at Paddington. The miniature box of make-up etaing and pigments which
never left the deleclive’s inside ket, had worked a transformation ns
complote as it was wondorful. The barmaid oaw only a hollow-cyed and
ill-looking man, who looked ns if ho had one foot in tho grave already. -

'l]_e wns ou his way (o apend the week-end with frionds m a houscbont, too,
Which was about the worst place for him the girl decided.
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Nelson Lee liad alrcady arranged for the hiro of a neat, little motor-boat,
It was at the landing-stage now. He wanled some biscuits and cheeso
heégr? ho ?t ot(:lt.

10 sat reading a paper and munching his Trugal supper, but with ca
and cyes on tho alert. [For all that, lln':g was no% quitgl sharp cnouglf {2
detect a man who.stealthily pushed the outer door open a fruction of an
inch and remained eycing him through the crack.

It was Guy Buldrick. Ho had come down on the 817 after all, but had
ﬂlpped out at Reading; the station before. Thence he had come across

y car. _

_With him was a second figure, still less discernible in tho darkuness.'
Iis hand held to his lips, which were mibbliug nervously at an umlit
cigarclte, left little doubt as to his identity. ) :

. “The dog! Can’t you see him?” gritted Guy in o hoarse whisper to
his comm:on behind him. ' He's pamted his blackguard face, but that's
Nelson right cuough. And now we'll decoy the moogrel to his death.
I'll go on ahead. I know where to lay hands on all I need. Give me a
good half hour say, and then—you know what I told you !

Sporty Flyunch, otherwise * Mr, Bercker,’”’ as ho chose to call himself nov,
notlgcd assent.  Nevertheless, he looked by no means so eager for his lask
as Guy.

The latter was all fierce energy and savage hate. Unless Lhis meddler, who
had probed his secret guilt, was silenced for ever and quickly, he was
doomed ho knew.

**Yes, curso him! DBut wait,”” he promised himsgelf hoarsely. ‘ Half aun
liours start and then I'll settle his hash for him, or my name’s not Baldrick.
Come on, Bereker!"” he hissed, and led the way back to Lho boat-ralt beside
the inn. lawn, where Nelson Lece’s little motor-craft lay rocking. .

Near it was o eccond miniature launch, also petrol driven. It was the
onc Sporty Flynch had just come gliding up in, to find Guy awaiting him.

But it was not his own craft that Sporty boarded now but the delective’s.
Ille had & looeo end of half untwis tow line in his hand. Leaning over
the atern, he groped for the propeller. Then round and round the shaft of
this he Lwisteg the unravetled hemp. A treble knot to finish off with and he
scuttled back to shore again, '

By this time Guy had vanished, hurrying along the tow-paih down-
otrenm. Ilere, less than a mile below, was Sonmington Weir, anether
beauty spot, much sought out by picknickers on a summer’s day. .

To-uight, though, with dank mists rising and a flooded river roaring
ilirough tho weir stakes, like thunder into the swirling pool beneath, it
was hardly a spot to chose to loll in. L.

For Sonnington Weir, for all its beauly, had a sinister record. Morve
lives had been Jost there, it was said, than at any other point of the river,
excepting, perhaps, Waterloo Bridge, London’s Bridge of Sighs. .

Even in summertime the stream upproaching it wae swift. Craft makmgir
for the narrow cutting branching down to Somnington Lock, were warne
by largo notice boards to hug thé near-bank carefully, or they might find
themselves swept on Lo the piles and capsized. .

In the dark, and particularly with a rain-swollen stream as was running
to-night, this warning was doubly necessary. ]

Still, there were not many pleasure-seekers likely to be abroad at this llOl!r.
Tho river scasom was dead, in Ffact. llere and there in an old house-
bont up and down, a few Spartans lingered. . _

Oue such craft, as Nelson Lee heard, was moored in the reach of tl.l.e old
river just helow Sounington weir-pool. ““ A Mr. Bercker hired it,' the
barmaid told him. He was a keen fisherman and lived aloue.
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So Nelson Lec had managed to pick l:‘p some information anbout his quarry
whilo he sal muunching nis biscuils and choese. ] .

1 should think a mnun must got pretty fed up with his own company

‘'on a tub like that,” he suggested to the girl. “ I suppose he toddles up
lere pretty often of on evening?”’ _
. ll:, yes! Well, not every night,”’ answered the barmaid. ‘‘I rather
think, though, he's expecting a Iriend down to stop with him, so he wuy
look in. But here he s, just coming in by the other door,”” she suddenly
broke ofl.

The girl went out. Nelson Lee, glancing through, could sce a man’s figure
in the passage. ILle recognised him at once ns the man he had neurly
howled over on Reading pletform,

So this was Bereker, alias Sporty Flynch, and he lived alone on a house-
bont in the reach of the old river below Sonuington Weir.

*Aud a very soug out-of-the-way spot, too, nt this time of the year,”
Nelson Lee reficcted. ** For the river makes a good two-mile loop there;
all deuced hard-pulling up-stream. And when youw’ve got lo the weir you're
stopped. You can only turn round and go all the way back.”

Quile likely at this season not one boat a wmonth would bother to make
the passage. So il Sporly Flynél lived there, and it was Sporty who had
decoyed Captain Nick away, as the detective believed, what was more likely
thap that the latler was being held prisoner on this same lone house-boat the
barmnid bad deseribed? -

_Still, there was Sporty chafing the girl boisterously, and now Nelson Lee
liad got his cogle ¢ye on him, he did not mecan to lot him cscape until he
bad himsell tracked him to his lair.

Sporty came in, nibbling, as usual, at an wnlit cigarette. He cyed the
delective boldly amd wivhed him a weighbourly *‘ good evening.” I1lis pal
he had been expecting had not turned up it scomed, so he was just gomng
to havo oue short drink and then got back.

Nelson Lee took this as his own cue to retire and get ready for the coming
chase. He went down to the raft, boarded his motor-boal, and pushed ou.
The engine soemed to run fairly well and ho headed up-stream.

Time enough to turn and run down when Sportz bhad got his own craft
under weigh and was making for Sonnington Lock.

For to get to his house-boat below the weir, he would have to go through
the lock and all the way back round the iwo mile loop of the old river
again.

In a few minutes Neleon Lee saw his quarry appear on the hotel landing-
place. The detective wns waiting for him under the willows with engiue
slopgod. Me enw his quarry bonrd bis launch and an instant later the
sloe ' thrum of the motor told that he was off.

Nelson Lee gave him a fifty yard start, and then sot his own engine going
again. But this time something had gono amiss with it.

Confonnd the rotton thing! It’s utopll:ed— ot fouled up somewhere!™"
ho growled savagoly ducking down to overhaul '5.!0 motor and see where the
Jam had occurred,

CHAPTER VIII,
N The Arch-vi)hin.

EANTIME, of courae, his quarry was slipping away into the darkness
ot a rattling pace. Nelson Loe could have kicked tho bottomn out of

his craft in his fury. 7
Xct, fumble 0s he would, o could find nothing wrong with the motor
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iteelf. It occurred to him then to sce if it was the propelle
fouled. A quick dip of tho hand eolved the wholopm}ste:;.th:{t l‘::::pgg:‘
rope, cither by accident or design, ne was more likely, had” got entangled
roHnd the propeller shaft, effectually crippling it. | -
By gosh! Then that means I've been spotted in epite of my disguise "
raged the detective. ‘ Sporty hae dono this, you bet, to get the stirt of mo.
He knows I nm on his tracks, and now he has nip off, top-epecd, to
collect the captain and snake him away to gome fresh hiding place.’

It wau bitter luck. Still, the only thing was to hack away at the obstaclo
until the propeller was cleared. Nor did this take as long as ho feared. At
the most pdzorty had only got five minutcs etart of him, after all.
ntNtzw' mcd throttle open, Nelson Lee gent his Jittle craft forging forward

p opecd.

Sonnington Weir was half a mile only from the Posthorn Inn. Racing
round the bend, he suddenly drew into the full roar of it. A ghostly rank of
posts, with slender bridge above, spanned the swollen stream. :

Through these and the lifted weir-plates tho torrent rushed to plungo with
"8 din liko tbunder into the surging pool below.

The boat was fiying like a hunted thing, swept on by the floodéd stream.
Nelson Lee, though, was an old hand ot Ehc gome. He knew the Yo of tho
lock-cutting, dark ag it was, and the dangerdus cross-current which swept
across the mouth of it.

With o swing of the tiller he kept his craft well in to the near bank, as
ﬁllilo ltliotm-bonr 8 direccted. His thoughts, in fact, were all on the fugitive

ead,

Of him there was no sign, of course. But the detective hoped to over-
haul him beforo he could get through the lock.

Now his craft was in the very thick of the tussle. He could feel how tho
trencherous current was tearing all it knew to eweep him away brocdside,
aud hurl him over the weir. But the motor throbbed defiantly, and Nelson
Leco only smiled.

- And then, all in a flash, something happened; he knew not what exactly.
But it seemed as if the boat had struck something full titt.

Yet there was no shock, as from a sunken tree. Ounly the stem of the
boat seemed to be caught by a giant hand and flung aside. Worse still, it
was held aside ruthlessly, so that, do what he could, Nelson Lee found him-
self hurtling at exErm train speed, straight for the weir stakes.

- He ewitched off his motor, of course, but of what use was that with all
his own momentum and a current like a mill-race whirling him on to
destruction and even death. .

For the detective was mno foo)l. He knew what he was in for. He would
bo !l‘gcky if his brains were not dashed out in the collision aloue, with the
stu iles.

Sti l,pt-hero was no use yelling. It had to come. Fivo yards wounld &eo
the end now. He could imagine the shapely mshogany hull eplintering like,
matehwood undor him, and himself Alung into the raging whirlpool beyoud.

“ Now for it! My stars!” .

Crash! Splinter! Thud! The motor-boat had rammed the piles full
. tilt, ewinging Lroadside aud crumpling under him like an eggshell. In
rushed the torrent. Nelson Leo was flung in a heap.

However, even now the catalogue of his catastrophes was not complete.
For out of the darkneas, from the footbridge overhead, something came
whizzing down, striking his shoulder with sickeuing force as he ﬂoundomdl.

More than that, a second mysicrious bod(f .l'ollowed 1_nst..1nt_ly out of the
murk; and this time it was a man who had jumped blindly into the ship-
wrecked craft.
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. Nelson Lee Lhought, naturally, it was some bold fallow come to rescuc him.
11¢ tried 1o cry out hig thanke, but that deadly blow on his shoulder had
knocked half the life out of him.

Nor was il a second before he realised Lhat the man who gripped him
wns not friend bul foe. ) -

“You dog! What are you doing to mc?” blurted out Nelson Lee in
fury, and striving vaiuly to get a glimpse at the ruffian’a face.

With savage haste the fellow was wrenching at his pockot—the enmo
pocket, too, where the detective had slipped the mysterious article he had
conliscated from Guy Baldrick’s roomas.

Now, in a flash, it burst upon Nelson Lee what the game was. If this was
not Guy himself bent.on murdering him, then it wae a confederate quite as
auerciless.

" For having at luat posscssed himeelf of the prize he was nfter, he snatched

tup & lump of wood and struck the detective over the head agnin and
ain.

agl.lo“"ever, he had his own skin to think about. The vast weight of water,

crualt!ning and grinding the broken hull to splinters, had at last completed its

work..

Nelson Leo's assailant had just Lime to make n spring to clutch the
weir-l)ridge ngain when the wreck l|;ml'tn|:d. The detective only remembered
;;Imt ]l;.:l] long plunge down through the stakes into the roaring maelstrom
‘heneath.

He atruck out to make a fight for it, but the first movement of his injured
‘arm brought such blinding agony that he must have fainted, for he knew
no more.

How long he remained rolling senseless like a log in that turmeil of
waters, he could ot tell; nor how he ever came to get free of the whirlpool’s
‘gl‘;l, at lasl, and drift to calmer shallows. .
‘" Fajuling as he was he must still hove struﬁglcd. At any rate, when
his semses did at last come creeping slowly back to bhim, he was aground,
hough still in a foot of swiltly-running water.

In fact already the current had begun to take hold of him again ag if
detormined not to be robbed of its victim. In vain he clutched at the
itreacherous gravel to keep himself from drifting to what e knew must he
‘cerlain death. :

For the agony of his shoulder was intense. e could not swim even to
save his life. .

Al least that was how he felt. DBut when, in spite of all he could.do, he
Jound himself back in deep water and sinking, despair lent him strength, -

“lelp! ITelp!™” he shouled, forgetting for the moment the man who Lind
alrendy made such a furious attack upon lflis life. Yet to have séen cven him
'again would have been grcl‘ornble to dying like a dog in the derk.  ‘‘ Help!
Rescue! Muu overboard here!' he kept shouting, fighting on ‘feebly all
the time. His strength though was leaving him fast. Twice already he
had sunk, and the third time he knew must be the last. “ Resewe! Grent
heavens, can nobody hear me?”” he groaned.

And then as if i answer to his prayor his sound arm struck against
isomething hard. e clutched it. It was a chain,

.l‘lle. mooring chain of a craft, which now for the first time he discerned
lowering over him. It must be the houseboat the girl had told him about

—Sporty’s houscbont. It womnld he just about this very spot according lo
ber dexeription,

Nelaan Lee shouted no longer, but just hung on, trying to collect wils
and «trenglh. The water was ns cold as ice. Ilis limba were numb. Even
*Bow hie knew death had him by the heels to drag him down.
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““Thank ‘Heaven there is still tho moon " he th . .
altogother in the dark. oon ™ he thought; he would not die

Mo glanced up at the houscbont. No Jight showed in the eurtained
windows. It wns & mecan-looking craft after all, sadly in nced of paint.
l.n}e:g“gesertcd, too, or surcly anyono aboard it must havo heard his cries for
.. And yet I don't know,” decided Nelson Lee. * Who would be abonrd
it but ono man, and they'ro hardly likely to leave him loose while they're
away.”

lle was thinking »f Caplain Nick, of course! For if his eurmise was
correct nnd tho captain had been kidnapped, this houscboat should be his
prison.

_The old sleuthhound spirit was roused. Nelson Lee found himself handing
himeell along the mooring chain and clutching at tho housebont itself,
regardless of the agony the cffort cost him. Then round the gunwale he
:)cgn:ll Lo pull himeelf, peering up at cach window for any sign of lifo on
bonrd. S

‘“ Shand—Captain Shand!” he ventured to call in a guarded voice. But
no answer. .

Ile was wondering whether Ly any herculean effort he could manage to
drag himself on to the boat's deck, when suddenly something appeared at
the cabin porthole just above his hend—something which nearly made him
loose his grip involuntarily and fall back into Lhe flood.

It was & human face! BMore than that, it was Captain Nick’s—this he
would swear! And it appeared to look straight down iuto his, and then
as swiftly it vanished.

“Wick! Shand! TFor mercy’s sake, what are you doing here? I am
Nelson Lee—your friend! Help me, can’t you! My arm’s broken!”

ITowever, hic saw no more. Nor was there sound of anyone moving on
board. The man he was moving heaven and carth to save from the gallows
had seen bim there, clinging for dear life—had looked straight down inte
his eyes, and yet had deserted him.

“My stars,, am I mad or dreaming—or what?'’ gasped Nelson Lee.
““ Shand, you coward!”’

His lips opened to cry once more, but no sound came. Iustead, he turned
his ho‘ndp in startled dismay. . :

For from quite close at hand, though only now audible above the sullen
ronring of the weir, sounded the throbbing note of n motor-boat’s engine.

It was Sporty’s eraft that had passed down through the dock and round
the bend bLelow, and up the loop of the old river to where his houscboat
was anchored. - )

Hc had collected a passenger en route what was more. _

“Tho eur who attacked me from the weir-bridge.” thought the detective
instantly; and as promptly he begau to sidle his way back along the
gunwale again until the houscboat’s overhanging stem hid him from view,

Two minutes later Sporty was alongside. His passcnger was the first to

it. It was Guy Daldrick!

' e?::alii Lee \\mtch'cg amazed. So if that was Guy he had overheard eaves-
dropping at the keyhole while he was burgling his chambers, then he had
followed him to Sonnington alter all. '

Yet it was Guy withont a doubt. ITis first words confirmed tl:‘:s. .

“* Qo this ie your tub—ch?”* he said, with a sncer, to Sporty. Well, it's
in o lonely enough spot, and thidt’s the mam thing, I suppose.”” He peered
out ncross the swinging, foam-flecked walers to where ( 1e weirpool choped
and tossed. ‘* Ugh!” he shuddered. *IHow you cam stick such _a hole
beats mo! I'd eut my throat, I believe, if I had to remain hero a night, wilk

—
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1aad infornal wolr I»ooming away like Ningnrn Falls! GOSII, but I don’E
kuow hoaw I ever had the pluck to jump down into that bont as I did, cven
though I knew it was my onc chance to dodge the cursed gallows!”

This waz frank, and doubly [frank, sceing that there wns Nelson Leo
clinginz cn not ten feet from him, listening to him.

o the viilain who had tried to beal out his braing firet with a rock, then
roby nnd leave him lo drown, was Mr. Guy! Quite Ero‘bnbly it wns séme
diabolical eantrivance of his also that had caught Nelson Lee’s boat by
{he stem and diverted it to dizaster. . _

“ You heauliful blackguard ! muttered the detective under his breath.
“Well, I'll get you ten yeare for that, if nothing clse! By Jove, I will!”
he vowed.

lowever, Sporty Flynch had unlocked the cabin door and ushered his
confederate inside. And wone oo soon for Guy’s shattered nerves. All the
wav over, it scemed, he had been shaking with terror in case the corpse
of the man he had sent to his death should rise out of the swirling deplhs
and lift sightless, accusing eyes +n his.

He fairly flomidered into the cabin in his haste. Then and only then
did he seem to recall that the murder of his cuemy, Nelson Lee, was not
his cnly mission that night,

CHAPTER IX.
What Happened in the Hous>boat,

L HERE is the other fool? Where do you keep him?”” he blurted,
Nx/ trying to pull himself together. -

“The fool is in there,”” answered his companion, a tinge of
couzlempt in his tone, opening a stateroom door ns he spoke.

“AWhy, you menn, you haven't cven locked him in?” demanded Guy
furiously, noticing how ensily it yiclded to his touch.

*‘ Locked him in! Of course I locked him in!" retoried Sporty. *‘ And
what if I didn’t, anyway? No one is likely to come prowling up herc at
{his hour of night, and as for him geiting up and walking abou(, I haven't
seen him lift a finger even, the woy I keep him doped. See?”

Ile held up a Liny silver morphia-syringe as he spoke. Undissolved
tablels of the drug lay ready on the table.

“You can trust me. I reckon,”” he laughed. ‘“ He isn’t the first jay I've
kept quiet for a week, or even two. As soon a8 I got him to have that
drink at the holel last night, T knew I had got him set. e followed me
ot like a lamb, and there he is!”’ .

lle pointed to the bunk, on which a man's figure lay stretched. Oune wonld
have thought him a corpse but for his labonred breathing. Guy* crossed
over and peered down into his eousin’s face with a grin of nave.

For a momenl or two he said nothing. Then suddenly he straightened
wp.

** Now, look here, Bercker—or Flyneh, or whatever you enll yourself!
I've come lo talk Ledrock business wilth you. T've told you about that
prying hound Nelson Lee, and how he thought he had doue me and how T
did him, back there under that cursed bridge. Well, he's out of iL!” he
~ran on, ** What's more, all’he managed to worm out abont me and the
murder of my uncle has gone with him.” -

“ You are really snure of thal?”’ insisted the otber.

* Absolutely! Don't T tell you!’ snapped Guy. * Until the moment
be came ‘cheekily bursting into my plavre he had not one jot ‘of evidence
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to connect me with the erime, only his own confounded suspici
_ ’ ' spicions.  After
Temmagng my rooms, though, and fading what [ t: I
wrﬁ. where 18 that infernal tlﬁng?” g wha tald you By tho
°

broke of, nervously grabbing at hia pockets, fearful lest th 1
might bave been lost, But it wos there in its wrappi il. ol i
it, handling it as if it were poison. “rOppiNgs atill. - Guy opened

‘“ The sooner thia is out of the way, the bLetter,” he said, shaking again

with fright. ‘“ Have you got a fircplaco on this wretel !
that’s it, is it? And now a match?’: P retched hutk? “Ah, so

Sporty provided him with a vesta. The thing was stuffed back into th
grate of the little bogey-stove, A flame was ap gIit'nl to it: there was a llnslon
~and a roar which brought a crimson plume to the top of the chimney above
the upperdeck. In three minutes the blaze had burnt itself out. '

I_lleldson Lee saw the xeflection, and, strange though it aounds, he only
smiled.

‘“ That’s right! Now I feel safer,” continued Guy. ‘“If he had produced
that agaiust me nt the Old Bailey, where slionld I have beem—eh? On my
way to the condemned cell myself, and that’s a fact! DBut it's gone, and
go i3 the hound who stole it! And now I can breathe afresh—certnin that
:llo onc elso can prove oue line against me now, if they try till crack of

oom.”’ _
. "tl:?'cll, that’s all right; I'im very glad to hear it !’ wag*Sporty’s comment

o this.

*“ Meaunivg you think they may be able to after all?”” demanded Guy, with
fury born of the terror consuming bim. ‘‘ But how? Ilow, I ask you?
Go on, don’t stop now you've started, you white-livered coward!"’

*Ilo, ho, I like that!”’ laughed S]Erl.y dangerously. ‘ And, anyway, I
never started. It was you yourseclf. But still, if you want to know what I
think about it—""

“ Yes—go on.””

Il1"‘01' answer Sporty pointed to the insensible figure on the bunk beside
them.

““There's the man who may bent you yet,”” he said darkly. “ You think
{our scheme mighty clever and complete. Well, so it is! DBut you can’t

ecp your cousin here doped like this all your life. Your notion is to let the
police find him, when, of course, the fact that he has been hiding. as they’ll
think, will be another big point in proof of his guilt. But don’t forget,”
Sporty coutinued eagely, *‘ that the moment the police get him the morphia
dope stops. Your cousin’s wits will clear then, and he’ll defend himself
tooth and nail !”’

. You mean,” struck in Guy quickly, “ that if you werc me you would
etop his mouth for him, here and now? Is that it?’ -

“I? Not I'!'” protested S}:orty promptly. ‘* There’s been killing eno-“ﬁh’
and o dashed sith too much already for my taste! So I tell you straight,
Mr. Guy! When you first started me on this job, there was no talk but of
breaking into your uncle’s house and helping ourselves to a thousand or
two of qmrd cosh—reuts from his quarter-day. It was you who suddenly
switched off from that and hatched the notion of outing the old man
altogether, so you could succeed to his estates.” L -

“Well, and haven't I ofiered to pay you a thumping ghare of those?
burst out Guy. *“ And all you've got to do is to keep your mouth shut for
it. You didn’t kill my uncle, nor Nelson Lee_elther, dl(}' you? - Well, your
neck’s safe, isu’t it? what are you grumbling about? _

“I'm not grumbling,’” eaid the other. At least, I shall begin to
frumble if yon talk of putting your cousin’s light out, loo, with the rest.

6oy there’s been killing enough | o e
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~ “And T eay there hasn't!” flared ont Guy. ‘‘Tou’ve put the notion
into.my hend, and it's your own fault. As you say, the moment the morphia
is oul of him he'll begin to blab. And so long as he is left to blab, iny
neek isu’t safe. So T am going to stop his mouth for him, here and now!”’

He took a siride as if to carry out his threat there and then. DBut
Sporty grabbed him by the arm,

“ You mad fool!”" he hissed.: ““Not here on iny houscbont, where I am
Jkuown to everyome in the place—not here, you don’t! I say youn are a fool,
and mad! Aren’t your hands red snough with blood already?’’

“Ay, red cnough to hang me, anyway!”” Guy rominded him promptly.
*“ So what do I care for one life more or Icss? Desides, you haven't heard
me out. There can be no earthly danger to cither of us.”

“ No dauger?'"” i

“ No, you coward! My cowsin will be found dead by his own hand. ITe
will have committed suicide. Tlere will lie his confession on the table
beside him, admitling that he murdered the general and that the game is
n ,'ll

lSporl,y fell back, overwhelmed for the moment Ly the diabolical cunning
of tho scheme. I Captain Nick were found in such circumstances, with a
bullot throngh his head, of course the world would say at once that he had
committed suicide to chent the hangman. Guy would then succeed to =il
his uncle’s money+without a doubt, : :

“Well,” chollenged Guy, secing how his words had struck home.

“0Oh, don’'t ask me!” jerked Sporty. *‘ This is your funeral; you can Cn
as you dashed well like! DBut you take your cousin out of this first, 1'll
s¢e Lo Lhat!”

Guy reftected n moment.

““Oh, very well!” he enecred. ‘‘ Why not? What about that recd-
cutter’s hut, or whalever it is, down there where you picked me up on the.
bank? That will do even bhetter than this, I reckon, Boctmse they needn't
come bothering you al all then. Besides the hut would be the very place
whore he would likely hide. We’'ll take him along there.””

““You can; I won’t!"” answered Serty doggedly.

“Well, you'll jolly well have to drive the boat, anywayr ! answered Guy.
““You can liec oft then and wail for me, since you're such a chicken-hearted
coward! Tirst though, you can get me paper and ink,”” he commanded,
turning to the main cabin again. '

“To fuke his confession on, you menn?”’ demanded Sporty. *“You'll get
no paper out of me for that job. Iuvk perhaps, but nothing else.”

“Well, my stars, if you aren’t the limit!" hissed Guy, in his rage.
Howevor, he had n notebook of his own, it happened. With a coutemptuous
flourish he ripped out a page and set himselp down to write.

Sporty watched Lim with a sneering smile. The easy confidence with
which the other began Lo forge his cousin’s handwriting, without cven a
line of any sort to guide him, vus proof positive that this was not his firab
altempt at simulating Caplain Nick’s rather sprawling fist.

Nor wus it, as Sporty well knew. More cheques had been cashed by the
caplain’s boukers these last twelve monlhs thau ever the captain had
drawa himself.

A Still, Sporty had had his sbare of the illgotteu gains, so it behoved him
ill Lo starl encering uow. :

_In a few minutes only the scrawl was complete. It was a simple confes-
sion. The only thing that scemed to bolher the forger at all was the
posibion of the Lwo dots dividing the inilinls from the signature.

. " Jlang it, now, if 1 haven't forgotlen how thosc go again !’ growled Guy,
guawing the pen ti)l the cedar-weod holder wus almost bitten through. ‘I3

e ——— i - 5
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-4t above the ‘N’ and Lelow th; ‘E’ that he puts his beastly fullsto
the other way about? I know I made that l:niutnlm beforg: gu:el}m}::
can remember?”’

£ chanes it, Anyway, sbnce the. bank oty 1oy e Himaelt, So Ouy had
' L] » \d s .
he need not bother now, surel b po 1¢ ¢rror,

Mcantime, during all this the recumbent figure on the bed never stirred,
but snored stentorously on. Nor had Nelson Lee dared move, though his
limbs wero growing more and more numbed, aud the agony of his damaged
shoulder beyond endurance almost.

Most of the conversation between the two villaing he had been able to
overhear, but not all. He had scen Guy settle himself down to write, and
even knew that it was some forgery of his cousin’s hand that he was
exccuting ; but he hnd not ﬁ:thered why. But he had been able to catch
what Sporty had protested about there being * too much killing already.”

Partly the roaring of the weir drowned their voices; partly the detective's
brain was growing light with all the suffering he had cudured.

Thorefore, when suddenly ho realised that the precious pair were out on
the deck again. lugging some hoavy burden between them, he scarcely knew
what it was all about, or that anything mattered now that ho was ﬁimself
so ncax death.

For that was how he felt. Nelson Lee was about at his last gasp. If
these brutes did not go. and quickly, be would have to shrick, and then
let them club him over the head if they would.

However. when he opened his eyes nFnin the little motor skill was already
off and away, vanishing towards the far bank. The detective koew it was
now or never. He could not staud this icy water another minute. Putting
forth all tho last remaining dregs of his strength into one mighty effort, he
wrenched his body out on to the houseboat’s gunwale. ,

Another excruciating struggle sent him rolling like a drowned rat on to
the after-deck, and here he very promptly fainted. L )

Not for many minutes. though. Something roused him—it sounded like
a shot. Yes, it was a shot. And there was another and another—and
shouting, too. ) )

Nelson Lee dragged himself on to his elbow to listen. There scemed to
be Loats pulling fiie mad across the river. Someone was crying, too, for

ho'lp Quick! It’s Shand—Captain Shand! Hold him, or he’ll kill himself!
I've pot the revolver! Quick!" came the shouts. _ .

And it was Guy’s voice, of all people’s. A atrange endiug, surely, to bis
coldblooded plot to shaot Lis cousin dead, and then leave the corpse to bo
discovered, pistol in his lifeless hand and the fatal confession of guilt by
his side.

CHAPTER X
A Dastardly Plan,

i ’ t. Thero

LL this was not mero lightheartedness on Nelson Lee’s par
were actually both shots and shouts and boats, too, sprinting to the
rescue. _ i ] .
Aud in the leading skiff, pulling stroke-onr a3 if rowing tho -ﬁ:h;lh. of tllln;
?Varsity Bont Race, was Nipper. Perkins filled the thw“rtth:ll;men d:)mo'fnhis.
if the valet had only rowed less like o windmill, and kf:p o ada of B

]
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aculls out of Nipper's ribs, they would bave won in a canter ‘without a
bt.
doxu it waw, the sccond boat, propetled by two burly bobbies of the Reading
police, crept up and up so that the noses of the rival craft ran bump iulo
tbe bunk logether. - :

Steering this latler was Inspector Transom, of Scotlond Yard, to whom
Nelson Lee bud ivstructed his nssistani to attach himsell supposing thero
wae any active busivess ufool. This Nipper had duly done.

T'here was nctive business on hand, as he found out the iustant he arrived
at the botel where Porkins and he were to have stopped the night.

A clue as {o the whereabouts of the missing Captain Shand had come at;
last. An expedition was even then starting out to arrest him. There was
every rcason to believe that the suspect was in hiding somewhere not a
nmile below Sonniugton Lock. ) .

This was all the news, but it bad decided Inspector Trunsom to make o
careful scarch on both banks of the river without delay.

So off they started.on their six mile pull against stream. A fourlh police-
oficer coxed Nipper's craft. They had already boarded three deserted
house-bonls und a couple of bungalows below Sonnington Lock, and had
been lhieading up tbe old river to see what they could find there, when
suddeuly the sound of u revolver shot cracked clear on the night.

It.come from {be direction of a durk object, which might be a hut, on
the further banvk.

Belore the scurch-parly had time to recover from their surprise, lo and
behold, a whole salvo of pistol-shols followed, and next shouts—the same
cries for aid which had roused Nelson Lee’s numbed senses.

“It’'s Shand! Here, help! Hold him! He'll kill himself!"’ appealed the
chouter jerkily, as if he were having all his work cut out to hang on,

And so, indeed, he had. He was Guy Baldrick, of course. Sporly and
he bad ferried their intended viclim across from the housc-hoat and lugged
him, still senseless, up the bank.

The reed-culler’s hut was unlocked. Guy kicked open the door und
bundled his cousin inside. So deep was the latler in the grip of morphin
that he no more than gronned as he pitched to enrth like a sack.

Guy had the forged confession ready. He put it down at Captain Nick's
gide. ‘I'hen be drew out n revolver. .

Now {his was tho captain’s own. Quy had found it in its drawer in his
cousin’s rooms that fatul night when he had called Lo try and bribe Perkins
over Lo his side,

1lis present scheme was simplicity itself.~ There lay the captain like o
log. u hunted fugitive from the police. . :

‘bat it was he who had murdered his wiicle, General Shand, and rifled his
sufe, scemed proven beyond a doubt. ,

To begin with, there was that mad wager of his to commit n burglury
which no one could trnce to him. .1t .was meant innocently enough, no
tioubl, but it had been the beginning of the tragedy, nevertheless.

On lop of it hind come the moncylender's letter demanding payment of o
thousand pounds almost by return of post, and threatening public exposure
and disgrace if the money wns not forthcoming. .

Next, to drive the unhappy captain to still deeper desperation, came his
uucle’s own letier Lelling him thal he was sick and tired of his extravagance
a}a?_[oll}'ﬁ und that for the time being, at any rate, he was enlting him out
Cl s Will.

Thutl night the geneval had been found dead. with. a fractured skull, and
Lis mll'.e rausacked. ‘The monoy stolen would just have satigfied the moncy-
lender’s demands and a little cver,



NOT GUILTY 5"

Captnin Nick had fi :
an hour or leas l.\ol'o.-::t“ lﬁ?zedcs:::::ttl:ﬁ l:?lﬂobc?“tl?whin Sight of the house
however, was that he had changed his mind abo, :rpge y. [His version,
'uncnlc and had turned back Londonwards agnin nt interceding with his
. ¢ had tramped eight miles to cateb au carly morni \ .
m'lgl,l by hiy ;tcc?ltlmt, 2ut hnd lost it and slept |¥n a st::::llgyz:&]mss on another

_This was hnr convincing, . :
his word of llono:t“lr o Ne‘l::;:;g I?c{e c;::r:eel.n:il:ld Itess still when, after giving
wa\::’ l:\runte(ll(,l he bad straightway bolted at a certain place in case he

o could beliecve a man inuocent after all ) .
Yard. T : _ t after all that? Certainly not Se
ond ot th;(go:-lllﬂ?“t to rwa the fugitive down if the chasge loo};: Lthem T?nttll::l:

Henee Lhis last most cunni ’ .

"i(.:[!lil'h to adminisler tlfe ::?l:;)g-‘dzt-g}:lieo.r oll of Guy’s, standing now over his

The captain was to be discovered d 3 i
fived by his own hund. Beside him a :(:'ilttz:lﬂc:o:l‘gsl;!::: l-h r(;:igh his head,
lleTtltlloqe was respousible for hiz uncle’s murder would declare that
_ The inquest over, and the dead all bLuri 1V Wo .
into the whole of the general’s bigntort::;::e?;ng lllny\-:ﬁum -:’hc“,“el’ Qquictly
u ;\.llltl:"at \ﬁns nhccdcd ?'ns u steady aim. Guy stecled l(:i';p:;\zllfi\nc&- I?::‘::g f
tho shot. e tbrust the revolver muzzl i in' a9 or
R e L R
awsited him. The captain, for all the heavy dope injected int hi .
;:,lt?l(lli‘i;ll::{l g;li:tcd buck to life, as it were, und ‘rclplled Jo\-cr. l(j:l...:;- ::,s l"::::r

Ilis cousin, aware of his presence, glared at hi d

" ’ ’ -eyed

You!” he Llurted. ‘‘Wh s ing Lere? Whe, "
he ﬁ;tnrlt;ed to clamber to his fe[::;:.am you doing here? Where am I#* Aud
ut hig enemy had rallied his scat i i :
bonsted plan wyas to be foiled. Wi';:‘i:m g :tlnt:-l neml.mrlliil sg‘ivm::l? o };!s
victim to thrust him back to carth again. Then, with the revolver oln ;s
ahi!fs% prcsse(l} to Cuptain Nick’s temple, he fired. izl

That was the shot which Sporty in the boat below the bank wus waili
m. solEIIt:a reckoned that the fell deed was successfully uccompli:hc:lv.mllll:lgt

The bLullet ploughed deep along the captain’s scalp, but it 1
stung him to life nud strength again. i D e Te T dered
on tgr his l'cei(;l and bll:en close withghim. wrling Guy aside, he blundered

* You murdering hound! What do you mean? YWhat did you do that for.
—Uo kill me, ¢h?"" he _panted, clawing at his assailant’s wris{ that held tI(:;
pistol and wrencling it round till bone ond sinew cracked.

“Drop it—drop it!"” he roared. “You dog! You have been doing
3(:::::;3;11:&:0 me, I know. And now yon nct.mﬁly try to murder me. By

e had possessed himself of the pistol at last. The drug had maddened.
bim: his brain was on fire. Reckless of everything except revenge, he shot
and shot again. But his aim was wild and his bullets went wide.

It was then that Guy's craven yells were heard calling for help. Yet
even Row, ;\-Lt-ll death staring bim ju tbe eyes, his criminal euaning had’
not deserted him.

Iu o fMash he had seen a way to wriggle out of his danger, and still turn.
the tables on his vietim. ‘

** Quick, it’s Shand. He'll kill himself. Help!” he was shouting. And
then the door was filled with jostling figures, and Nipper and Inspector
I'ransom clmrged to-his aid. : :

Iu a trice Captain Nick was overpowered, . ’

e ————
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“ Hallo, Mr. Beldrick !"” said the inspector, breathing hard. ‘ You scem
to have discovored your cousin’s wherenbouls before us, then? Tell us what
bas happened.” )

“Why. yes. I did chance to get on to Lis tracks,”” admitted Guy. “ It
wns up nt Sonuninglon that I heard to-night from my friend Boreker that
he hm] scen a figure skulking about this shed at dusk. » :
*Mr. Bercker owns the house-boat yonder,”” he explained. * So that is

how he came to sce him. Ile sutfgcsl:od we might stecal up quiotly and
just see who the wman was. I did, and, peering through n crack in the
onrds, saw it was my cousin here—Captain Shand. He was writing some-
thing on a bit of papor.”

“Aud tbat's a lie!” protested tbe captain. ‘“ All that this hound .is
“{elling you is lios, I say. I kuow mothing of how I got liere, or what has
happened to me since goodness knows when.”

owover, tho inspoctor had alrcady picked up the trampled sheet of
mper which Guy had indicated, and was reading it. He looked at Captain
lvicl: first, then at Guy.

‘““Go on, sir,” he commanded, folding the paper wilh a satiefied smile.

. *‘Why, that is all I know about it,”” continued Guy, as if anxious to
spare s wretched cousin all ho could.

*“But n shot wne fired—several, in fact,”’ the oflicer reminded him.

“Yes,” admitted Guy; with sooming reluctance. ‘‘ The fact is, when I
appearod at the door, y wrotched cousin looked up, and the instant he
rocognised me clapped o pistol to his hend {o take his own wiserable life.
That was he first shot, and, sce, there is the wound on his temple left by
the bullet. The rest went off somchow when I was struggling to get
possession of the weapon.”

This was too much for poor Captain Nick. With face conlorted with
disgust and fury at such treachery, he was about to fling himself at the

linr's throat.

The two constables were watching for this, though, At a sign from their
superior they jumped betweon. There was a brief desperate struggle, then
the double click of handcuff-locks snapping on iheir prisoner’s wrists.

“Into the boat with him !’ commauded the inspeclor, and then turned to
Nipper, who had bocn only a silent spectator of the amazing drama.

Not so Perkins. Agnin aud again he had lifted up his voice to come to
his master’s rescuc. '

“That's a lie!’ he would protest wildly to almost every word Guy said.
“ A lio, I sny! Do you think my master would do a dirty thing like that?
Much more hkoly it was you who tried to ehoot him first. Yes; that makes
yeu dit up, doesn’t it? I believe you did.”

* Oh, shut up, Perkina!”’ commanded Nipper, who knew there was no
profit._in this sort of talk. Nor did Captain Nick offer any word in his
own defence, though with all that drug still poisoning his veins this wag
scarcely to be wondered at.

Tho police did not know how he had been doped, though. Nor did Nipper.
Even to tho lattor, knowing well how his chief believed in the prisoner,
his silence wont far to confirm Guy’s lying tale.
hT{wy conducted the captain down to where Mr. Bereker had his motor-

onti.

“ Why, great thunder! Where have I scen you before?” gosped the
fil(l'zp't:ct promptly nt sight of him. *‘‘ Somewhere, I kuow, and at my oost,

nl:;hhi!:g'.l Rubbish ! | I've never sot eyes on you before,” answered the oﬁhorz
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“ Then you're the image of some evil speelro that has been haunting meo
while I have been lying asleep, or stupefied, or demnk,- nil this time!"
retorted the cn!hl:nm osgcdly. " Which ig it? What have you fiends been
doing with me? Wow did I get here?” '

** Now Jook here, Captain Shand,”” struck in the inspector, sceing that
tho man undoubtldly was dazed, but Eutting it down to the scalp wound
beft by the bullet. *‘I advise yon to keep your mouth shut now; it’s the
eafest plan. For I warn you that anytbing you say may be used in evidenco
ngainst you. Wait until you have seen your lawyer iirst, and, meantime,
keep a Light tonguo in your heud. You had better.”

IMis prisoner recled, ag if his legs wore giving way under him. But he
wue safe in the boat by this time. Guy cunningly nsked the officer

whether he waunted to look at Bereker's house-boat where this witness lived,
now they were g0 near.

But the ingpector decided to -get on to Sonnivgton as quickly as possible.
Aud 80 dowu-strenm Lhe motor-boat was heuded ond round- through tho
lock until it lnnded them all at the boat-raft of the Posthoru Inun again.

So far Nipper had not recalled Neleon Lee’s namo in the wlair, though
he had given Iuspeclor Transom his chief’s message, of course. Siuce his
:)os:l ‘llmE not shown up, he thought it wiser to wait in silence, which
e did. .

This friend of Guy’s waa undoubtedly the same man he had seen in Vernon
Street that night outside Guy Baldrick’s chambers. And Perkins recoguised
him, too. Yossibly Nelson Lee was even now shadowing them, wajting to
spring somo bombshell on them all. They might find bim at the hotel.

But still no sign of his chief anywhere. A doctor wae called to tend the
prisoner’s hurts. Meantime, Nipper got u quiet word with the barmaid,
giving a dcscrivl;iou ol his bosy, and asking whether she had seen anyone
like him near the place that evening.

But, of course, she had not. Nelson Lee had been disguised. DBut ghe
told Nipper about the customer who had looked so pale and ill, who was
gloing_ on to spend a couple of days with friends in o house-boat further up
the river. ) '

Nipper wondered if this was his chief after all. Perhaps, by ill luck, he
had stumbled on a wrong scent, going up-stream inatead of down. ]

So when Inspector Transom announced his intention of conveying his
prisoner to Reading at once, Nipper and Perkins resolved to bide where
they were. ’

*“ You mean you'll wait for Mr. Neléon Lee?” suggested the officer, with o
scarcely concealed smile of triumph, that he had successfully wiped tic cyo
of the priuce of crime investigatora this journey. .

“*Why, you don’t mean that he is here, too, somewhere?’’ asked Guy
with well simulated astonishment. L T "

*So this young man says. He expected to find him here at the hotel,
- anawered the Scotland Yard officer.

‘“ Well, now, if I had only kuown that!"” exclaimed Gu{. with renl regret
a6 it souuded. ‘' Wby, we would have given anything to have had him with
ns wien we started out on our hunt. Wouldn't we, Dereker? T wonder,
since e wag here, he did not let me know. For we're old (riends, of course,
Lee and I.” ) s

*“ Friends, ¢h?” he lnughed in his elecve the next instant. “ Yes, by
thunder, ‘friends’ is right! You'll never sco your cursed waster :;Il\o
ngaiu, you young sweep, s0 don’t you think it. Ie's caught up somew m:_ci
at the bottom of Sonnington weir-pool, I hope, and there may he rot unli
the Day of Judgment! Thal's al} I say!” -
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With thav ont Lhey went, loaving Nipper and Perkine to grow more
bewildered and dismayed as hour after hour crept away and still thero wons
no sign of the man thoy sought. .

“ Perhaps ho has gone on to Reading. It was there, after all, that ho
told ws to wait,”’ recolleclod Nipper.

So next morning they caught the first irain to *‘ Biscuil’ Town, only to
be told that there hod been no sign of the detective there cither.

Alter wailing anothor day cooling their heels and afrnid to shift again,
Nipper decided to roturn to0 town in case lhis chief had heard of Cuptain
shand’s arroest and gone etraight on homo.

But still no luck. In fact, Nelson Lce scemed to have vanished off tho
face of the carth altogether.

it Ro—

CHAPTER XI,

The Trial—Nelson Lee's Dramatic Appearance.
IOBEE weeks had passed and still no sign of the great deteclive any-

whore.

Poor Nipper, half out of his mind with grief and anxiety, almost
forgot the Elleswood murder case adtogether, though day by day the papers
wore [ull of references to it—the golice-court- hearing, and now the coming
trinl of Captain Shand at the Old Bailey. .

*“Oh, he did it right enough!” was the popular verdict given beforo
the acensed man had offered his defenco even. For on the advice of his
counsel, Captain Nick had said little or nothing before the mngistrate,
except to return an emphatic denial of the whole charge.

However, the doy had come round now when silence would no longer serve
him. The court was crowded. Ni{per was there, of course, but filled far
more with the hope of scoing his beloved boss appear like a ghost at the
olovfnth hour than any thought of helping to save the captain’s neck
for him.

The case was called. A flutter ran through the thronged court as the
prisoner mounted into the dock and stood facing the judge. *

The case had shaken smart society to its foundations, and in revenge
smart socicti had turned out in its legions to gape and stare at a poor
wretch who had onco been one of its.popular pets.

Statesmen, dowagors, professional benuties, celebrities of every rank
marked how terrible had been the ravages of fear and a guilty conscience,
a8 Lthey regarded it, on the onco handsome face.

Caplain Nick watched them all wilh quiet scorn. He knew what they
were thinking. Ho know how terrible were the odds against him. DBut he
was innocent. If they really hanged him, he would die game. L

The Lrial commenced. - :

‘“ Not guillty !"” rang out the prisoner’s plea in clear, steady tones.

Thon counsel for tho prosecution opened his case.
~ The unlucky wager, the two letters, the prisoner's vague directions to his
valot, and his subsequent precipitate departure, his encounter with Nelson
Lee noxt day—- _

“ By the way, forgive my interrupling,” interposed the judge. ‘‘ But is
Mr. Nelson Leo hero in court to-day? I ask because I have heard rumours
that he hae not been econ since the arrest of the accused. I trust they
are without foundntion.’

Connsel looked grave.

"I rogret to smy, my lord, that they are far from being without
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foundation,” counsel assured him. “‘Mr. Nelson Lee has me slori
disappeared, but I had inlended to try and do withoutnlc;?: ?\?i:l'f:glmg
leave out his namo a4 far as possiblo altogether, in fact. I menn,”' he
broke off, turning to the jury, yet 6till hesitaling. ** Well, perhaps, I had
better aay no more,” ho concluded. And everyone kumew exaclly what lay
behind those words,

. For this wne the latest suspicion directed againdt the wretched prisoncr
in the dock; that not Guy Baldrick, but Nelson Lee hnd been the first to
happen upon the wanted man, and that the labter bad straightway done tho
delective to death, sinking his body perhape in the river closo by. .

It might have been Guy’s diabolical cunning that had given the start
to this cruel lic. That was a small matter. ie rumour hnd flown forth.
Even Nipper belicved it.

Counsel’s opening speech was resumed. From first to last—to the final
sceno when lis cousin, having appeared at the reed-cutter's hut, the captain
lired five ehots in attempt to murder him, after vain attempt at suicide. It
wag gencrally agreed that a more condemning indictméut lhiad never been
presented against any criminal in the whole history of Old Bailey.

The caso gathe strength, too, ae "witness after witness was called.
Perking was there, and a piteous figure the poor fellow presented, too, as
l\;vqud I‘.;_(\l' word his cvidence was dragged from him condewmnning the master

o loved.

““ That's all right, Perkins,” said Captain Nick, kindly, from tho dock, as
at last the valet broke down altogether. ** Tell the truth, that's all I ask.
‘Thero is a higher Judgo abové Who is listening to all this. He knows which
aro facts and which arc lics, before ever n mouth is opened.”

He looked across at Gany as he spoke. His cousin scemed to shrink, as if
to hide himeclf from those steady, accusing eyes. In a moment he had
pulled himself togelher, flashing back an answering enarl.

*“ And now, my lud, that closes the case for the Crown,’”” announced counsel
at last amid a sigh of pent-up excitement. He sat down, and Captain Nick’s
counsel arose. .

Mr. Tobias Kettle, K.C., was his name, He was a dry, shrivelled-up, little
man, with a rasping voice, and an eye that could bore onc through like o
red-hot gimlet when he chose. i .

Ile vealised full well that if he won this case and got the prisoner off if
would Le about the biggest achievement of Lis career. Like Nipper, lo
would.have given his head to have had Nelson Lee hero at his elbow, For
he kpew the prince of crime investigatora of olq.

Still, he was not dismayed. He waded gn:(lly in, . e

“ Call Mr. Guy Baldrick!" he commanded, with a defiant hitch of his
wig and rompling of his tattered silk gown. Guy faced him jauntily.

"“ And now, sir, on the 18th—the night of the murder, where were yon:

“ And what bour!” demanded Guy coolly.
© ““At one o’clock !’ snapped Mr. Kettle. i . )

“T was at my rooms iu Vernon Strect, as I have enid alrendy,” replied
Guy in injured tonca. |

“yl don’{; want to know what you have said already !" retorted the peppery
little K.C. “T am asking you to eay it again, and keep on saying it as
often as I think it necessary for the establishing of my case. Do you under-

that?” .
atanl:ly did. So couneel went on. He wamted to know when Perkins, the
valet, rang him up, exactly what words he had used in answering.

“ Again I bave already told the court!” expostulated Guy foohahly;‘ Ot

“ And you will tell ua again!” thundered the little lawyer. » ‘t‘
with thom. Is thero anything you regret about them that you hﬁ’_’f ato

e ———
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to repeat them. Wil you admit that your utlerance wag rather thick, and
your meaning votl very ceherent? Is that it?”

Uuy huvhed,

“ Where had you been diving that night, may I ask? Where, and with
whom?"’ rapped Mr. Kettle, T . ; .

Guy had pot had occusion to menlion this belore. Nor was he quite

reparcd for the queslion now. But he fumbled out some sort of an anawer,
-Bo ad been dining alove ot a small restaurant in Soho—the Cafe Montcalm,
bho thought, but he was not sure, . .

Mr. Ketile wns on this like a terrier glier n rat. The witneas was not
sure, he reminded the jury. -And néw he returned to hie demand for the
cxnol words Guy had used in replying to Perkins,

“ You were nﬁusi\-o?" he euggested.

““ Oh, no!”’ deniced Gu?'.

“But 1 say, ‘ Oh, yes!" *’ insisted Mr. Ketlle. ‘“ And I have two witnessea
to prove my point, beside the valet, remember.”

This was rather a staggerer for Guy. He had not thought of the posai-
bility of the telephone clerk slill keeping his ear to his end of the wire.
And who was Lhis other, morcover? .

Still, what did it matter, after all. It might have been serious if one
mon had been there Lo profit by all this. Bul he wasn't, and for excellent
Teasons that only he could rightly appreciate.

Ctuy wns thinking of Nelson Lee, drowned and dead in the weir-pool. The
thought nlmost made him chuckle. |

Therefore, bhe repoated his remarks {o Perkins as near as he could
remember them. And, since he had olrendy heard Perkins’s version of them,
1.ho‘y were near enough Lo the origiunl for all practical purposcs.

‘““And now,” began Mr. Xettle again, ‘‘ Having Lreatod Caplain Shand's
servant {o all that rambling rigmarole—the besl cxcnse for which is {hat
you were half asleep ol the time; vow, I say, I want to know how it was
thal you were able to talk so briskly within five minutes of the last telling
somcone you had ‘ big buwsiness’ on hand, and to hang up the telephoue
receiver in cose the cxchange might be eavesdropping, and overhearing
whal you snid?

“ What made you so wideawnke nll of a sudden, ch?” rapped the counsel,
mnl'ltillF, with entisfaction, the slortled look dart into (he witneases face.
*“To whom waa il you made this remark?” '

As 0 matier of Iael, Mr. Kettle had not the remotest notion what ho
was likely Lo get at by all Chis, himself,

No one was suggesling that Mr. Guy had committed {he murder. In
facl, he posed na a very honourable young man, who indeed had done all
ho could 1o shicld his guilty counsin.

However, having discomflled his witness, ns was plain, he proceeded to
fluater him slill move if he could, 1llc dragged an answer out of him.

“1t wna a friend who came in,” Ialtered Guy. ' -

“Friend! What friend?*’ demanded the lawyer, like the erack of a whip.

Guy stamimered and stuitered.

“ WMy friend. Mr. Bereker,” he blurted, while the * friend ** in quesLion,
{c.lu': \{as in the well of the court, promptly sat up ns if ho had been

icked.

All this was taken in Jike n finsh by Mr. Keltle's eagle eye. He wanted
o know what thix business wns hetween Mr, Bercker and himsell.

But here the judge interpored. Yo did not reslly see what it had ‘to”
do with the case. And no more did Mr. Ketlle, really, when it camo Lo

that. So he howed, and let Guy slink ont of the wilness-box like a
crushed worm, -
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Then Nipper was called. Back returned counsel 4o this uestion of th
exact words Mr. Guy had used in addressing Perkins when h(!; rapg him u o.

Nipper’s traiued memory recalled the dinlogue almost word foi- word.
Mo it wae, it appearcd, who had furnished tflis snatch of a subsequent
convorsation between Mr. Guy and his friend. :

“ But again I hardly sco what all this has to do with the cas .
Kettle,” gmoust.rnted the judge testily. *“I mean we must conﬁ:f:r 3::-
selves strictly to tho point, otherwiso we may e Lere for a month before
we're through., I—I—I—-" .

At - first tho gemeral impression was that his ‘‘ lndship’® by Uhis
“ I—I—I—ing "’ was workiug up for a mighty enceze. But when they saw
tow ho was staring towards the back of {hic court with eyes nearly bulging
out of his head, people began to follow his gaze, and gape, too.

*‘ Bless my soul, what's this?"" squeaked his lordship, flinging down his
pen with a bang. “ Usher! Stop that lady! What is she doing tearing
off her clothes in a court of law. She must be a Jun—-"2

However, he got no further—there was no noed. For it was not a lady
at all, but g man, os it turned out. OM had come hat and wig just as the

wearer stepped out of the flowing skirt in which he had u silting
disguised ns somo ringleted old dowager. '

But the most staggering surprise of all came when suddenly it dawned
u'pon everyone that this tall ﬁi“m regarding them quietly, was none otlher
tlian Nelson Lee, whom they had Leen mourning for dead. Nay, more;

whom Captain Nick, in all but words, was nccused of adding to his tale of
victims. '

“ Great Susan, it’s the chief!™” yclHed Nipper, fairly bowling over the .
man next him in his rush to get round to greet his beloved master. *‘ My
hat, but you'vo given ws o fright| Where in thunder have yvou'been all’
this time?” ’ :

‘“ Silence! Sileuce in court!’’ bellowed the usher, cutting short this
ungcemly demonstration.

“ Mr. Lee!” ‘fnsped the judqc, still wnable to Lelieve his eyes.

‘‘ At your ludship’s service,”” answered Nelson Lee, with a graceful bow.
““ [ ask your pardou for offending the dignity of the court in this strange
fashion. But I decomed it advisable.”

‘“ Advisable! How, sire?”

“ With your permission I will proceed {o show you, if Mr. Kettle will
only ho good enough Lo put me in the witness-box.”

‘“Certainly! Delighted !’ consented the counsel, his keen eyes on Guy
Baldrick, who looked as if Lo wero ready to drop through the floor during
all ¢his. Never was thero such a picture of abject terror aud consterna-
nation as. he prescented. . .

Yet only l‘:'.br a moment. Ido had recollected something cvidenlly.
Bravado came to his rescuc. He curled his lips to a sot sneer of defiauce
ae tho detective mounted to tho witness stand. .

However, before he permitted the examivation to begin, Nelsou Lee had
still a surpriso in storc. At a sign from him, and an apologetic bow to
the judge, two court assistants appeared bearing two desk telephonea
apicce, with long lengths of fex trailing behind.

Oue teleplione was put for uso of his lordship, a second for (he foreman
of the jury, tho third and fourth for tho counsel for the prosceuntion and
defenco res mctivelr. . . L.

You coult!l have lleard a pin drop during all these preliminaries,

“ Now, sir,” said Neclson Lec to Mr. Kettle, “ I am rendy. The evidenco
I can offer congcerus this very point you have been ingisting upon. M_r.l_




44 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

k's conversalion over the ’phone with Captain Shand's walel at
(]?l;‘(!d‘:.llt:lk Tm the night of the murder. Mr. Baldrick’s contention, I believe,
is that he was in London then at his own rooms,”” he added, turning to Guy.

« C(ontention ! gosped the latter. ‘I absolutely swenr 2t !"

« And I abrolutely swear that you were mnot!” was tho detective's
answer. It fell like the blow of a fist between his quarry’s eyes.

“ Pray go on,” snid Nelson Lee. Then, Lurning Lo conneel again: * Or,
with your lordship’e permission, may I arrive at my own facts 1n my own

wWiayr

‘?Nol: by cross-esamining my witness,” protested the coumsel for the
Crown, promptly coming to Quy’'s rescwe. .

“ Certainly not,” smiled Nelson Lee drily. ‘I should not think of
attempting anything so presumpluous. All 1 am asking is for his lordship,
and you, gentlemen, to participate in a little experiment. Kindly place
the telephoune instruments to your ears, will you? And you, me lud, will
vou be pood enough 4o ring up Exchange—Ilydo Park, 77761. That is
your telephone number, I believe, Mr. Baldrick, is it not?”’ lhe inquired
sweetly.

Guyyswnllowed a mighty gulp, and admitted it was. So the judge,
looking as if he were not.sure whether he ought to consent (o do anylhing
of the sort, rang up.

“ Now listen earefully, gentlemen,” Nelson Lee cantioned them. “ You
" have allsheard the identical covversation with Perkins the valet, canfirmed
by four witnesses, including Mr. Baldrick himself. Mr. Daldrick,”” bhe
went on scathiugly, *“ was there in his rooms when he first uttered it—at
least, so e has sworn on his solemn oath!™

“ And so I was, curse you!” Guy nlmost screamed at lnum, to the scandal
of the court. “I was there!"

“ Well. you are not there now, but here,” Nelson Lee remiuded him
coolly. ““And yet, all the same, I am going to show Lhe court that it is
pessible for you to have left your voice bebind to answer for you. More
than that, it is the identical voice, as I shall prove, thal answered for you
that night; when, in spile of your solemn oaths, yvou hod really left town
and gone down to Elleswood. where your uncle was murdered.”

If Guy Baldrick was flabbergasted before, lhe was utterly .bowled out
now. In fact, Nelson Lee quite thought he was. going to faint.

However, at that moment the judge’s voice was heard calling the court
to silouce. The exchange was answering.

‘““ Put me on to Ilyde Park, 4reble seven gix one, please,”” he commanded.

There was a minute’s pause, and then the faces of the four chosen
officials, each with his ear to a separate instrument, were a study. So was
Guy’s. For he realised now how completely Neleon Lee had out-
manauvred him. 7 . ’
_ Not merely had he managed to save himself from what secmed death
inevitable at Sonnington \Weir, but that thing which Guy had risked his
own miserable life to snatch from his pocket, was not the thing he had
wanted after all.

Nelson Lee must hhve Leen aware all along that he was being watehed
when he broke into Guy’s rooms. Being aware of it, he had had the cunning
t> put back the article he had first pocketed, substituting another in its
place. Thus, if he were waylaid—as Guy had waylaid him—and an attempt
made to wrest it from him, the spurious article only would be lost, while
t-lu‘.-' recions genuine one would be sale in the case amidst its follows..

. Well, my lond,”” inquired Nelson T.ee coolly, when, by all their expres-
6iout, he saw that the voice over the ‘'phone had ceased. *“ You are
Woudoring what to make of it all> I will tell you, '
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*“That voice you heard just then you will L i
Baldrick’s. But ho is here” beforo ou!.7 How thcn“gnnml‘::gll:;?f n::wg;i
you now, and promplly and naturally, tho instent the oxchango clerk put

you through?

* Nothiog is aimpler,” continucd the detective. * For in Mr. Daldrick’s
rooms, if you go 'I.limre,..as I trust you will, you will find an illstl'llrl:foll:
called a dictaphone. It is an instrument, os you kmow, for the convenience
of busy men who wish to dictate letters and suchliko ot odd hours of -dn

or night, when their secretarics cannot be present to tako them down, It is-
an adaptation of tho phonograph, in lact. "

‘“ The speaker placcs a wax cylinder on the machiue, and dictates what
he hes {o say, into it. Tho sccrotary Lhien takes the record, roverses tho
process, listens to Lhe messago it cootains, and (ypes it down. .

“ But tho cuoning in the present instanco lies iu this. Mr. Daldrick
had ordered Captain Shand’s valet to ring him up at ono o’cleck in the
mornmf. My contention is that this was a mero ruse Ly which to sct
up o false alibi. Mr. Baldrick’s voico anawered sure gnough, but he himself
was not there. He was at Elleswood, his unclo’s howse, as I shall prove—""

“My stars! Tho mdn lics! He lies in his throat, the rillain! Stop
him! I refuse Lo liston longer|”

<It was Guy, who had risen hysterically, shaking with terror and fury,

and looking as if he would make onc mad rush at the witness stand and
choke his accuser to dcath.

However, there were egolice in plenly to interveno and hold him back.

“ Go on!"” commanded the judge, in cold, level tones.

But Nelson Lee’s terrible indictment was all but concluded. Ho related
how, secing dictaphono and telephonc sct suspiciously close together on
Guy’s desk, it had flashed apon him that it would be possible to so adjast
the two instruments that when the telephone call-bell rang, the dicta-

hone would be sct in motion, and the recorded voice would make answer.

roof of this they bad witnessod for themselves, just now.

“ But wuit—listen !”" Nelson Lee commanded. *‘ You should be hearin
vow those myeteriona ndded worde telling a confederate that Mr. Boldric
was on to ‘big business.” Ah, I seo you are hearing them now!” bo
broke off, as the judge raised a warning hand.

. And such was the case.

*Is that you, B?"” the phantom voice was gsayiog. ‘' Just note what I
say carefully. Have big business on, I belicve. So hang up 4he telephone
receiver first, in case the Exchange is listening.” .

Now came a pause. The court had heard this part of the mysterious
m ¢ fronr Nipper's lipe, of course. More was to follow, however,

“ Have you done it?”’ inquired the veice aguin cantiously. “ Very well.
I've gone down to Elleswood on the 7.45 train. But no one is to kmow,
mind you, but what I am spending the night here in my rooms. That is
tho yarn I mean to pitch. Why, you will be able to guesa for yourself when

"you read the news to-morrow. DBut play up to it. Il you don’t, and
et mo down, you'll not get a sou out of the bargain, wlule I—well, you
will see for yourself, as I say. Good-night, and remember that I spent
the ll:igl:t here in town. You must back up this lio through thick and
thin ¥’

However, Guy Baldrick could stand this no longer. .

“It's all lies! I mever said what you are listening to now. I was in
town. Nolson Lee has faked this record, to hang me mercly’!, he shouted,
foaming at ¢ho Jips. ‘I was at home all night. I—I—"* .

R -
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But the hand of Fate had fallen on his lying lips and silenced them for
ever. He fell to the floor with a crash, in o fit. It was alrcady late then,
and (he hearing of ¢he court had lo be ndjourned. ]

The judge. though, with the counsel and jury, wemt straight then to
Guy Bnldrick’s  rooms, and thero saw the instruments m Nelsou Lee had
deseribed.

Nor wns 4his the only evidence (he detective had gloaned by which ho
proved beyond a sbhadow of doubt that it was G“f and not Captain Nick
who had gone down to Elleswood that fatal night .and foully murdered
their uncle.  And all to 4hrust the blame on to his innocent cousin so that
e should be swepl out of his path and the estates should all be his.

Every yard of Guy's journey Nelson Lee had managed to trace, during
these weeks when even JNippcr had supposed him dead. He had cvidence
ten times over sufficient to hang his man. And this without reference to
the daslardly attack n!mn his own life at Sonninglon Weir.

IHowever, the miserable murderer was destined to cheat the hangman
alter all. Stricken with paralyeis, and demented juto the bargain, ho wes
senl to Broadmeor Criminal Lunatic Asylum, there to drag on until death
claimed him, as it did.

Mr. Bereker, alias Sporly Flynch, was sent to penal servitude for ten
vears for Lis ahare of the plot.

Meantime, Captain Nick had heen relensed, of course, free of the smallest
sligma, though thanks only to Nelson Lee.

‘“Ior without you I should have been hanged, as sure as Fale. I know it!
1 could feel it all the Lime !’ he told- his deliverer. ‘I was helpless in
sich a tangle of lies ns surely never a man was left to striiggle in in all
the history of (he world!”

“lum!” was Nelson lee’s cool response to this. " Well. that is rather
“lr"",fﬂlor to think that perhaps. Still, il was a pretty closo ehave, I'll
allow ' .

TIHE END.

Next weék's story ﬁn’" be entitled : .

The TERROR of TROONE TOWERS.

' By the cuhor of
‘Twenty Fathoms Deesp; or Trapped Bencath the S:a."

In a Fortnight’'s Time .

No. 3:

of the

BLACK - WOLF SERIES

entitled

Edges of Steel;. or, The Apaches of Paris.
PLEASE ORDER IN ADVANCE!
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IN POLAR SEAS.

A Romance of Adventure in the Frozen North.

BY
FENTON ASH.

Author of *“ A Trip to Mars,”” “ The Radium Seekers,” etec,

Hucu ArNoLp, a young English lad, goes out lo the fur North with an expedition.
He is joined by an Irish sailor—MIkE O'Grapy, and also VAL RuxTox. pedition

The latler and Hugh become fast friends, but one day Val hinls that Hugh
joined the expedition under a false name, and says thot Amaki, @ neighbouring
Eskimo, has been aah'ng Jor tidings of a certain cxplorer whose name is well known in
the scientific world. Kor some reason, Hugh turns pale. .

The camp is raided by a ncighbouring parly, but Hugh and Ruzion, with tico
sailors, put up a stiff fight.

The moro the unfortunate wight struggled and kicked, the more
obstinately they held on to his legs. The more he tried to shout and explain
matters, the more they forced his wouth down into the snow and choked his
utterance.

How he managed to cscape being suffocated was something of a marvel.
Ruxton, however, afterwards declared that it was due to his sultry langunge,
which eventually thawed the snow round his head and so enabled hiwm to
waoke his voice heard. o s

Anyway, ho somchow got free, bounded up liko a jack-if-the-box, and
began hitting out all round, sending his zealous rescuers spinning, and let-
ting fly such a string of oaths ns left them in no further doubt as to who it
was they had 8o perseveringly kept buried in the amow. .

Suddenly, his flow of ornamental language was cut short by a well-nimed
missile from above, which caught him full in the mouth. It was nothing
more nor less than a snowball, and it was thrown by Hugh, who, inspired by
n senso of humour, thus contemptuously showed his opinion of the swearer.

The defenders had been watching the procecdings with great interest,
almost shakiug with laughter the while. Then Hugh had suddenly bent
down, rolled up a good hand(ul of snow, and flung it at the raving ringlender.

In an instant tﬁo other defenders caught at the idea, and, joining in tho
fun, they bombarded the enemy with snowballs as fast as they could mako
them. . ,

Now, though this had been done without premeditation on Hugh’s part,
in what Mike would have characterised as a fit of pure  divilment,” it
turned out to be a really clever bit of su'ntelgy. . . .

For liere, below, were n dozen men in recklcss mood, their passions inflamec
by drink, and their cupidity excited by the knowledge that just above thont
wero all sorts of goog things—tobacco, doubtless, for ome thing, to sny,
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nothing of plenty of drink—freshly brought out from England, There wera
only four men to defend all those desirable luxuries, and yet those four kad
the impudence and audacity lo imsult the Lwelve by snowballing them as
though they had been but a parcel of schoolboys!

So exasperated did the twelvo feel at thie unexpected treatment, that they
threw all discretion to the winds. Instead of taking counsel together andd
forming some definite plan of attack, they gimply turned and .rushed blindly,
madly up Lhe slope. N .

‘I'he slope formed the only direct way of reaching the terrace at that part,
but it was not a good way, for it consisted of hard frozen snow, with im-
prssable drifts of loose soft snow on ench side of it. There was only room on
the slope for three or four men abreast, and it was certaiuly none too favour-
able ground for the exciled rush of an angry crowd, such as those who now
charged up its slippery surface.

On they come, & disorderly mob, three or four deep, the back rows helping
to push the front oncs on and prevent them from sliding back. Struggling
to keep their feet, and half-blinded by Lhe snowballs with which the de-
fenders continued to pelt them, they nevertheless managed to scramble to the
top, or very uear it.

Sevoral of the men had drawn their kuives, and the shining blades glit-
tered with a cold glenm in the moonlight. Hugh noted this, and his face
grew slern as he pointed themm out to Ruxion,

‘“ You sec Lhose beggars, YVal,” he said. “ We'll ﬁi'n for those cowardly
Lrutes firat! You tuke the right hand men, and I will deal with the others
.to the Jeft.”

Just as the leaders of the assailants had all but reached the top, they
received an extra instalment of the snowy fusilade, and cre they counld clear
it from their eyes the defenders made their rush.

Whirling their formidable clubs in the air, they brought them down, first
on the arms and hands that carried the knives, then upon the heads.and
the shoulders of their owners.

Blow followed blow, crash upon crash. Sq fierce and determined was the
counter-attack that the front rank recoiled upon Lhe next. Two men
slipped and fell, eausing others to Lrip over them. :

.Jl: en, judicious laroda with the hoavy clubs, driven home with all the
strength and weight of the men behind them, sent the reeling ** corner
;men 7 Loppling off into the drifts at the sides, where they sank out of sight
as othera had done before them. .

The defenders pnured, and onze more could not refrain from laughing,
as they saw the predicament their foes were in. The rear ranks were still
.on their feet, and they were brandishing various wespons, cursing, swearing,
and throatening all kinds of horrible things. But belween them and the
.defenders was a tangled group of fallen warriors, likewise swearing and
splultering, siriving vainly lo recover their faoting on the treacherous
.slope. and meantime blocking the way against their own infuriated friends.

“ {f we'd only got something to shove down on ’em,”” cried Hugh Jaugh-

Jngly, “ we could—""
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‘At that moment, as he was casting his eges aronﬂ for n likel

carrying out an idea that had occurred lo If'{m. one of the mu.-m;-:-?-'itfl"| f\'l::gstﬁg

-ringleader hinmself—recovered his feet and darted upon bhim, knife in hand. -

A warning shout made him turn only just in time. A haud. Gearine = '
naked blnde, had alveady been raised ?;lol't CATIOE S

: and in another sccond .
Jiave fallen, whén Hugh secized the wrist and closed with tllc'ruﬁiat:. “"l("lllleu :

followed a short bul strenuous wrestling bout, The leader of the raiders.
exaaperated by his previous failures nnd all that had happeued since, bad
worked himsell up info a state of almost maniacal fury. '

He was n great hulking ruflian, as big as Ilugh himself, and doubtless, he
expected to easily master him. _

But in this hc_ was mistaken. His brute strength was no match for the
hardy young Brilisher. The struggle was a desperate one while it Insted,
-but 1t was soon over. With a wighty eflort Hugh threw hiin from him,
and hurled him off the terrace, and once more he vauished from sight iu the
soft bed of snow belovw, ' ‘

Panting, but still smiling, Hugh then turned to the sailors.

“‘ Mike!" he cried. ' Bring one of thoso sledges over here. The first ove
will do. And be tarnation quick about it! Lend a hand, Bob, sharp!’

Scarcely sooner snid than done. . Both sailors ran for the nearcst of the
rRledges which were lying on one side, and rushed it across the suow to
.where their leaders stood.

-** Good buriness ! cexclaimed Ruxton, catching Mugh's idea at once.
“ Swing her round, lads! Brondside! So! That's the ticket!” -

‘** Now, boys! All together!” : :

The heavy sledge was swung round so Lhat it lay across the top of the
glope. Then, all four, putting their backs into the work, pushed it over
sideways in such a manuer that it went hurtling down, broadside on, driv-
ing before it, with irresistible force, all in ‘its way,

ownwards il swept, and downwards, in front of it. like shavings hefore .
a broom, went the assailants, those who had »o far kept their feet striving
vainly to resisl ils descent.

They “might "ae well have tried to stop an avalanche. A second or tiwe
Iater they were all lying at the foot of the slope, plunging about, kicking,
fighting one with another, with the sledge almost on top of then.

The defevdders had been very near to sliding down Loo, for they had pushed
-0t the sledge with such energy that it alfost carried them with it, and they,

-had only let go just in. time Lo draw back.

But the marauders nere not vanquished even vet, and this time they re-
covered -themselves more quickly thaa one would have expected.

The last experience had a distinetly, sobering effect, and =ome of them

- promptly set to work to pick up their fellows and prepare for another
-assault, 7
. - Their lender was once more dug out, and Lhis time was set on hia legs ot
" the first attempt. Raging and furious, he poiuted lo another slope further
nlong, where there was greater width, and the agceut to the terrace was
moxe gradual, : ‘ i

“H'm! They're going ta have anather t.ox." said Ruxton, * and il looks
as if there's a little more method in their madness. They're warnnug wp to
their work and gelting the drink out of théir braius a bit. We shall have
a harder task this time. “'ney’il be able to come on all at once.”™

-(A;lother Stirring Instalment of this Magnificent Yarn
will appear.on Wednesday Next.) |
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