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CHAPTER L

Introducing Madame Yvette Jure—Jean the Apache, otherwise known as
the Snake, Makes a Demand—Surrender.

ITH the coming of miduight, the metamorphosis of Paris takes place.
The Champs Elysees, the. Avenue de Bois, and the wide sfreets-
which radiate from the Place de I'Etoile, grow silent and descrted.
while even the boulevards attain some degrec of nightly guietude.

Across the river, on the Boul’” Mich, and through tae “ quarger,” up the hill
to steaming Montmartre, the night life of the city may Lut yawn auvd
awaken—the stringed orchestras of the might cafes may but begin to tune
up, and the gaily-attired dancing-girls make their appearance in those halls
of gilt and tinscl; but west, by the quiet reaches of the Champs Elysees,
““ night cometh in its raven dignity.””

. From the Ltoile, straight away to the Place de la Concorde, one can stand
and gaze down an avenuc of mysterious Jight and shadow, with the narrowing
vista of the lights mceting in a brooding perspective.

. A wide, gushing artery of the city by day, the beautiful avenue is a silent
channel by night, sleeping in the dim shadow of its own ramparts.

- An occasional motor, a lone pedestrian, or now and then a small party
veturning from one of the theatres, may break the silence of the avenue;
but it is not long before cven those disturbers of its peace pass away, leaving
the great artery to brood alone.

Therefore, had one been abroad to revel in the shadow of the night, or
had onc been brooding out upon it from one’s hotel window, one would
(uickly have noticed a solitary figure which appeared from the direction of
the Etoile, and, choosing the depth of the shadow on one side, began to walk
burriedly in the direction of the Rond Point. .

And had one been close enough for detailed obscrvation, onc would have
seen on this particular night that the figure was that of a woman, heavily
veited, and cloaked in sombre black from throat to feet.

No loiterer of the street was she, as was evidenced Ly the rapidity of her
walk. Straight down the Champs Elysees she went, until across the avenue
by the now darkened Colisce she sighted a lonc taxi. | '

With a little click of satisfaction issuing from Leneath her veil, she left the
wide footpath which she had been treading, and, crossing the avenue
diagonally, came up with the man who lounged on the front seat.

“Voila I”” she inuttered, when she saw that the flag was up. ‘It is well—
this!”” Then aloud she said: ‘ Awaken, by friend of the wheel! I would
Tise you !”’



2 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

'I'he driver. who had bLeen hall asleep, roused himself at the sound of her
voice, and, gazing at her sleepily. demanded:

““ Where do vou wish to gof 1 have had a long day, and am tived! I
canunot go far.” )

“T.a, la, Ja!" exclaimed the woman, in reply. ““ When I wish to make a
fortune and grow independent. I shall take to the driving of a taxi!
Bestir voursell, my friend! I go only a short distance, and I shall bring
vou back here.”

Something authoritative in the tones of the woman caused the man to
clamber down from his place with a mutltered apology and open the door.

When she had climbed in the woman leaned forward and said:

““ Drive to the corver of the Boul’” Mich, by Harcourts.”

With a nod and a grunt the man climbed back to his seat, and a moment
Jater the taxi went carecering down the Champs Elysees, to turn to the right
xi. the Place de la Concorde, and thence across the Pont D'Alexandre.

Ou the other side of the river it drove, through to the Boulevard Raspail
.-that broad Boulevard which runs from the old quarter of the nobility far
up past Montparnasse—and, reaching the Hotel Lutetia, which lies only
a stone’s throw from tlhe Square Boucicault and the famous Bon Marche,
turned Lo the left. -

Winding and twisting about, it finally came into the Boul’ Mich, that
thoroughfare of the Latin quarter which in the days gone by was so fanous
a rendezvous of the art students and the models.

Today it has sufiered much of the eclipse of Montmartre, and like that
night quarter, exhibits but a tawdry sﬁow of ils past glories for the
henefit ol the uninitiated tourist, who sees the shell and goes away dreaming
thzt he has touched the romance of the past.

Marcourts, the Pantheon, the whole array of little cafes and dancing-halls
—-what are they to-day? No more the rendezvous of the long hair, the
wide, baggy velvet trousers, aud the soiled Windsor tic! They reek of
staleness and vulgarity, and he who 18 the wearer of the costume which
once spoke of the brotherhood of art is to-day but the empty-headed and
cmpty-pocketed poseur.

' .H:uch, alas! is the result of the inevitable change of such things. Truo
it iz that there are those who still find a retreat for their illicit doings
b"rl’, hidden indecd are they from the loud-voiced tourist. &%
_T'he Quartier Latin! What a world of romance that phrase once held!
]‘Iow meaningless it will soon he! How rapidly the old order pussc-th;
(o ye soon who wonld taste of its fast vanishing joys, for the day cometh
on wings of might when it will be no more—when "lie who knew it will but
SI;,BL wn,h} thﬁ memory of what once was! ‘ !
own the Boul’ Mich, which was still crowded with 1: ] Jatti
tl‘(]:;lll]])(;l{f:s, L(:‘ro‘:{:l Lhe_tt::]xi containing the veiled \\'Lllt;lnliig‘ hi::lgl;ifluuiltdlx;lé:;lég

Tarcourts? ‘I'here it drew agains corl) ¢ - , :
“‘O\l\lm? told the it S \f':"l-ii'.l.l]) against the kerb, and stepping from it, the

Vithout a single glance to right or to left, she eather loak '
P;l.;n?&d’|]l|l”'-‘-'“1g along a side-street which ]cdggf';r'h?lf(f.l l])lg:;l;l?!ﬂi,a]lzggf
t,o m llcfﬁ;;.[c came to still another narrow thoroughfare, which branched off

Down this she went until she ecame { i 3
which reioiced i - ame to a small gloomy-looking café
Sk e ghe me of Vernn, 2 was eidenod by th shagl lgh

The woman betrayed no hesitation as she '0uC i
open the half-flap, which barely concealed ::Llll)énii‘;.;];fo(}' t]slﬁ doo:i':, bcl:it- pushing

I'he place into which she had come held littl Lo Tomantiol .s
ind far less of the beantiful. A s cld little of the romantic about ity

- . small room to begin with, it looked even
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smaller owing to the low ceiling, which one conld almost touch with one'y
hands. Along cach side were rough tables, served by long benches against
the walls and by chairs in frout. Down the centre, the full Iength of the
room. there was roont {o pass through to the rear, which was curtained oft
by cheap muslin curtains.  ‘The walls were smoky and grimy, and both chairs
and benches wero disfigured by the initials of several generations of art
students, cut there in the happy, irresponsible days of youth.

What an index of fame some of those initials would have been had one
cared to trace the owners!

On the. night in question the place was almost [ull. Tvery table had its
occupants.  Students and scribblers they were, with their attendant models
or girls of the quarter. An impecunious loc they were to be sure, but a
“happy one withal. Beer in huge flagons was the order of the evening, or
in :1I few cases the cheap red wine which Madame Verens served with tho
meal.

The place was full of smoke and the smell of stale heer. But what cared
they? Ilere and there one broke out into song, and Ly the unwritten law
of the place, be it man or woman, they were given a hearing. Then, if it
met with the approval of the habitues, that approval was expressed by a
pounding of the flagons on the table and the shrill ery for more. Tf the
contrary, then the talk broke out again until some other would-be singer
ventured an cffort.

So il went—song, laughter, and talk. It was not very terrible, afier all,
and some of those there would, when fame had laid the laurel on their
brow, look back with wet-cyed regret to the nights at Madame Verens.

Past a table where a would-be ecaricaturist was sketching the profile of a
girl who was ginging, went the veiled woman, and keeping on until she came
to the curtain at the rear, pushed it aside.

It brought her into a small cubicle which was Madame Verens sanctwm,
and at a high desk sat the old dame herself. She looked up with a frown
of surprise as she saw the veiled woman, for it was only the favoured few of
the quarter who were permitted past that curtain. But pauwsing just withia
the door, the newcomer said:

““Is Jean above?”’

“ Abh, it is you, Yvette!"” exclaimed the old dame. her brow smoothing.
*I didn't know you under that veil! DBut, yes; Jean has been above this
hour or more. Will you go up to him?”’

““ Merei, madame,”” replied the woman, in a low tone. I will go up at
once. I'or the table I will have—er—Dbien an absinthe—{rappe.”

“ Voila, Yvette. It will go up to you at once.” ‘

With a nod, the veiled woman passed throngh the cubicle, and coming 1o
a flight of narrow stairs, which were almost hidden by the darkness of the
passage, she laid her hand on the banisters and began to mount.

At the top she paused for a moment, then walking along a narrow,
odourous passage lit by a single feeble gas-flave, she paused before a dcor
half-way down, and tapping lightly on the panel, turned the handle.

As the door swung open it revealed a small room containing a table “a
deux,” a couple of ancient chairs, a few sketches on the wall, all of them
hearing the names of students long since departed from the guarter, and a
threadbare rug on the wall.

At the table sat a man, who leaped to his feet as the woman entered.

“Yvelte!”” he exclaimed. )

The woman nodded silently, and through her voil_ rognrdec!‘hlm. _

He was typical of a certain class of Paris was this man. Tall, slightly
stooped, with a carcless manner of movement—a manner which verged more
than a little on the spectacular—he was of the sort which was bound to
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. oL \in amount of atlention. His faco was clean-shaven, and hid
};tltlf.q;t,: gﬂﬁi;}:mcl?)sc?croppcd at the back and sides, and pushed back from
“‘,c forchead. He was garbed in a black coat, with a waistcoat of a loud
yaltern and trousers of a Iavender stripe. His boots were patent, .\Vlt'll grey
cloth tops. From the point of view of the new Irenchman, this individual
was an upallractive specimen. He cchoed a past day, when the prosperous
Apache had a certain licence in the city; but now - )

Not until a girl had come up with the absinthe frappe and had retired,
closing the door alter her, did the woman lift her \'Oll.. Then shg drew it
hack over her hat, and slippin[i{ out of her cloak, tossed it to oune side. She
sfood revealed at last—a slight, beautiful weman, who might have Dheen
thirlv. but looked no more than twenty. :

The eyes of the man glittered as they rested on her beauty, but he only
smiled, and motlioning her to a chair, rescated himself. _

«“Well, Yvetle,”” he said, the while his eyes played about her; “ you
came?”’

The woman shrugged. o

“1 have always come, haven't I¥”" she asked. “ What is it this time? I
Lave told you, Jean, that I canmot submit to any morec of your demands.
"You have bled me of every penny I possess, and I dare not ask my husband
for more. Ah, sacre! If T had only kuown what kind of creature you were !’

Iler voice (railed off as she sat back and gazed at the man unsecingly. Iler
mind had suddenly gone back to the past, when she bad first fallen inte
the clutches of the man opposite her. '

Then, a simple girl in the quarter, with a penchant for art, she had met
this man, who had fascinated her ignorance and innocence. lHe had been
hail fellow with every student in the quarter in those days, and none had
dreamed that the youthful Frenchmen who sketehed and sang and lavghed
was even then of the Apache class.

Little did any of them dream that his affluence came cven then from a
{imid goul, into which he had driven the arrow of fear.

In her simplicily the girl Yveite had drifted into an intimacy with him,
and then had come the time when she thought she loved him. In her
inexperience he represented all that was worthy, and, feeling this. she had
poured out her girlish infatuation in letter after letter. ‘Then had come
the day when it was discovered that she had a voice.

In that very room downstairs she had been singing one night when the
director of one of the great operas had wandered in with one of the students
of the ¢uarter. He had heard her sing, had spoken to her, and the result
which had followed had been swift and certain. She had been {rained, and,
under his auspices, had made her debut. -

Iiverybody in Paris acclaimed her as the coming prima donna, and, as
ihe months passed in success after success, her income had doubled and
trebled and guadrupled. Then into the very midst of her success had come
a man with love. Long ago had Mademoiselle Yvetlie vecovered from her
girhish infatuation for Jean. Ide was of the dim past, and she had forgotten,
Rhe had found the love of & woman in the grave man who had laid lis
name and fortune at her feet. When marriage had followed, she had retired
from the stage. )

To a beauliful home in the Avenue Wagram was she taken, and there
was enthroned as its mistress. Yet all was not honey cven then. ‘I'he man
she had married was a widower, and at no time is it easy for the second
wife {o assume the responsil-ility of motherless children.

1€ they are young, and have little memory of the past, then it is soon
blended into the passage of (ime. Butl if the child is a daughter almost
as old as the wife, whom she must look upon as a second mother, if sho
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must yield her place as mistress of the home to another, then is it indecil
hard for the one who comes in.

But Yvette had met the daughter of the man she had married with a
smile and a grave little air of sweetness which had gone deep. Over the
sulkiness of reserve she had triumphed, until the girl who had greeted her
coldl{ and with hatred now came to her with all the warmtlof love.

It had Leen a greater triumph than her greatest achievement in opera. Tt
seemed then that she had nothing to ask of life. A husband whom she loved.
and who loved her, a home of happiness, love, and honour and sweetness.

Then from out of the past one day there had come a letter from Jean of
the Quarter, demanding money. .

Scarcely able to believe it nothing but a joke, she had yielded to his
demand for a meeting, and then the last shred of her girlish ignorance
was torn aside as he coolly demanded a great sum. holding her own love-
letters over her head as a threat.

Terrified lest the happiness of her home should be wrecked, she had
surrendered, and from that day o period of misery had commenced. In less
than two years the blackmailer had stripped her of all of her own fortune
saved from the days of her successes. Then she had been forced to beg
morce of her husband, who lhad given frecly, though at the same time
wondering at the need for it. '

Now her master had summoned her again, and perforce she had come to
him at the old rendezvous.

He had all she could give him. What could he possibly demand now? He
must have known the tenor of her thoughts, for he smiled and shrugged.
> “Be not alarmed,. Yvette,”' he said smoothly. ‘“I have not requestcd
you to come here to-night to ask you for money; though, to be sure, I am
without any. The tables are an expensive luxury, and my luck is out. But
listen. You have a step-danghter. She is just twenty now, and is very
beautiful. Tor yecars it has been arranged that she marry the young Comte
Phitlipé Bergons. You see, I am quite au fait with all that is going on.
Her father, your husband, will give her a magnificent dowry, for Dbe is
very wealthy, as we all know. Now, I have discovered that on the day
of her marraige sho will receive the jewels which belonged to her mather.
Fiveryone in Paris knows them. They are the creations of an arlist, and
their worth is anything. But, Yvette, these jewels will never go to your
stepdanghter.”” - '

“ What do you mean?’’ gasped the woman hoarsely.

The man shrugged again.

““ What I say, Yvette. These jewels must be mine, and, with your aid,
they shall be. Wait!"" he commanded as she made to speak.  Hear me
out. I have made up my mind that they are to be mine. With them 1
can realise, in one stroke, a fortune. Your part will be very simple, but
you must fulfil it. Do this for me, and I will hand you back every one
of vour letters. Refuse, and I send on a few copies to your husband.
Which is it?”’

The woman’s face went a deathly pallor.

I had never dreamed that the world could hold anyone so vile,”” she
breathed. “Time after time you promised me back my letters, and yet,
like everything else you have told me, your promises were lies. You have
stripped me utterly of all I possess. You have jeopardised my posilion at
home, and all beeause when an ignorant girl I wrote you some lcth'.e;.
Oh, one day you will nieet your deserls, Jean! And now you order me to rob
my own. It is too awful. You can do what you will. Send the copies of
the letters to my husband. There is a limit past which you cannot drive me.
Ruin me, if you will; there is always a way out for me,”
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The man was silent for a little. He was sufficient judge of human
nature to realise that be was driving the woman close to breaking-point.
If he were to gain his end, and not precipitate a tragedy which would for
ever ruin one very lucrative source of income, he must tread very warily.

Finally, he looked up.

“ You mean suicide, of course,” he said slowly. ‘ Well, that is all very
fine; bul you make a statement without thinking of the consequences— not
to yourself, but to your husband. You escape, but does he? Your object
in doing away with yoursclf would be to get releasc: but that would not
save you, for on the day you died I would still send him the letters, and
what would otherwise be a dear memory to bim would turun into the arrvow
of sorrow.”

‘I'ie woman dropped her head with a low moan. Too well she saw how the
coils of this Apache, whose intimates called him the Snake, were bound
round her. Not even in death was there release.

She raised her head, and, as she gazed across at the man, her eyes burned.

““ What is it you want me to do?"”’ she asked thickly.

The Snake smiled, for hc scented victory.

“\What you have to do is very simple,”” he zaid. ‘ Tell me first—have
the jewels been yet taken to the house?”

The woman answered mechanically,

s XFCS.’J

“ Where are they?”

“In the safe in my husband’s library?”’

“Your stepdaughter is to be married next week, is she not?’’

“ Next Wednesday.”

“Who has the key of the safe?’

““Ay husband.”

“Can you gain access to it?"

“Yes."”

“Then listen. You will getl hold of it in some way and {ake a wax im-
pression of it. That impression you will send on to me, together with an
mnpression or a duplicate of all the keys of the.doors leading from the
street through the courtyard to the house i{self. Do you understand?”’

«f ch-ll

“ And you will do as I say?”

II,YCS-IJ

The woman might have been in a trance, for all the life there was in her
toues.

“Are they guarded only by the safe?’’ went on the man.

““No; there are two plain-clolhes detectives on guard over the safe cach
night. They will be there until after the marriage.”

“Ah, that is a complication,”” muttered the man. ‘“But never mind,
Lthat must be pot round some way. You send me the impressions of the
keys and 1 will do the rest. You may rest easy in your own mind, Yvette,
When I have brought it off T will send you back the letters and will never
trouble you again. Nor will there be any suspicion cast on you. I have
thought out a plan which will keep the police guessing, never fear. Now,
that is all T have to say to you. Get these impressions as quickly as possible,
and send them here to this cafe. To-day is Thursday. See that they are
here by Saturday. Will you do as I say.”” '

The woman nodded wearily.

“Yes,' she whispered. ““TIs that all?'”

“That ia all.”

She rose to her feet, swaying as she did so; but, eonquering the weakness
which assailed her, she »eacked for her cloak. SKlipping 1t over her shoulders,
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she drew her veil dewn over her face, and, without another glance in tho
direction of the man, who sat at the table with o sinister smile on his lips,
she passed from the room and down the stairs to the restaurant beneath.
Once in the street she hurried back to the Boul Blich, and, pausing only
long enough to tell the driver to go to the Etoile, she climbed into the cul.

Once within its fricndly shelter, she collapsed in a heap in the corner
and broke into a torrent of dry sobLs which racked her from the Boul Mich
lo the Etoile.

Arriving there, she got oul of the cab, and, tipping the man generously,
hurried along to the Avenue Wagram.

Before a pair of stately guates, about halfway down, she stopped, and
taking a key from bencath her cloak fitted it into the lock. Slipping within
the courtyard, she crossed to a door which opened into the magnificent
mansion which the gates concealed, and, opening it, stepped into a splendidly
furnished hall.

Treading with certainty and caution, she felt her way across the dimlv
lit hall to the grand staircase, which she mouunted to the floor above. Then
along a wide corridor to a door, from beneath which there came a faint line
of white.

Turning tho handle of that door she stepped within, and, as she did so,
an old woman, her maid from the days of her earliest successes, rcse to
take her cloak.

With o shiver the woman slipped it from her; then, keeping her face
averted from the old woman, she passed through to her own bedroom
adjoining, and, undressing mechanically, slipped into bed. _

Her fault had been little indeed, yet terribly was she paying the price.

—  —

CHAPTER IL

The Black Wolf Hears Something of Interest—A Little Sleight of Hand—
Sunday Night—With the Compliments of the Black Wolf,

N the luxuriously furnished library of his house in Montmartre, the Comte
de Monte Bello sat before the fire smoking one of his eternal Russian
cigarcttes, and idly turning over the pages of a magazine,.

Outside, the rain beat down fiercely, and, as he glanced out of the window

from time to time, the comte snuggled decper into his chair.

“ A day for those who like it.”” he muttered. as he glanced at the clock:
“put for me it is death. IHad it not rained—— Eutre!”" This. as there
came o knock at ‘the door. ,

In response to his summons it opened to admit a manservant. who bowed
awkwardly and stood at attention just within the door.

“What is it. Marcel?”' asked the comte genially. “Isn’t (he day
sufficiently horrible without my being worried by you and your affairs™

The man essayed a smile.

““ But, Monsicur le Comte, I have news for you.”

“Ab, ha! It is news you have, is it, Marcel? Very well, _cogng,'('losor,
and do* not shout it to the whole of Paris. Now, then, what s 1t‘r'”

“ Monsicur le Comte has heard of the Apache known as the Snake?™

A faint gleam of snrprise entered the comte’s eyes. L

“The Snake!" he exclaimed. “ You mean that vulgar, swaggerinyg
nobody who thinks he is clever?”

““That is the man, monsicur.’
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ey

“1 have scen him, Marcel, What of him?"”

“ He meditates something which alfeets the Black Wolf, monsienur. My
brother, who goes sometimes to {he Cave of the Innocents, heard him talk-
ing last night, monsieur, and lhe sadd he would make the Black Wolf
gurprised very soon.”’ | _ ' ‘

‘I'he comte sat up ana lard aside his book.

“ He did. did he?” he said, with a peculiar smile.  ‘“ Tell me all you kuow
of this, Marcel.” .

* It is this way, monsieur. Mf' Lrother, he is a fool! He is friends
with the Snake and his like, and he goes with them to their places. Last
nigrht he was at the Cave of the Innocents when the Snake came in. Ile is
meditating something, monsieur, and he wanted two men to join him. One
be asked was my brother, hut he could not accept since he must go to thio
country to-morrow. e has some afiair on there, monsicur, which can be no
Fund if 1 Jomow him. But the Snake, monsicur, told him he was going to

wing off a big coup on Sunday night, and that it would he the biggest
jewel haul of recent years. Ie offered my brother ten thousand francs,
monsicur! e also saud to them that when he had finished the police would
never snspeet that he was the one who had done it, but that he had arranged
it so the deed wounld be credited to the Black Wolf, monsicur. That I
wormed ont of my fool of a brother this morning, monsieur.”

The Comte de Monte Bello lit a fresh cigarette, and rising, began to
Lace up and down the room, while the eyes of Marcel followed him with the
affeetion of a dumb animal. Finally the comte stopped, and, lacing Marcel,
said

“ Can you discover where one might find the Snake, Marcel?”

“T got that from my brother, monsicur. Tl¢ goes {o-night. whicl is
saturday, to the Café Verens, off the Boul” Mich, where he is Lo meet the
two who will he his confederates, and where the final arrangements will be
made.”’

“ You have done well, Marcel. T, too, will gol to the Café Verens to-night.
But keep to yourself what you have just told me, Marcel.”’

~ Murmuring a word that he would respeet the comte's wishes, Mareel
reticed, and the comte sank ouce more into the deep chair before the five,
smoking and pondering on what lie had just heard.

e sat there until past five, when a footman hronght in tea—the Comle
de Monte Bello was a devotee of the British habit of afternoon tea—1tlien,
when he had finished that, he lelt the library and ascended to the sitting-
room of his own private suite on the floor above,.

‘There he rang the bell, and when the summons was answered, the door
opened Lo reveal an elderly woman, whom the comle addressed as Ninette.

*“ Nincite,”” he said, ** lay ouf, my things. T will wear black, I think, and
fretoul also the Martigny pearls, for I shall wear them. Then get ready to
come with me about seven, for I shall leave here then.”

Ninette howed, and disappeared into the adjoining voom, while the
“comice ™ idled ahout the room, humming the bars of a new opera.

It was some [ifteen minutes later when Ninette canie out to announce that
cverything was laid out, and with a nod of thanks the ‘“ comte ”’ left the
rooni,

Ninette also disappeared, and it was nearly half an hour Lefore the door
leading {o the adjoining hedroom opened, and a lovely girl appeared.

She was habited in a heautiful evening gown of black, which, cut low at
the throat, revealed a neck gleaming like a pillar of alabaster. Mer hair,
black as night, was done high upon hér head, and clasped by a pearl clasp.
About her throat was a magnificent collar of pearls—the Martiguny pearls,
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the theft of which by the Black Wolf had set Paris by the ears.
?inglset with a pearl was on her hand, but beyond that she wore
jewels, '

Ninctte enlered the sitting-room just as she appeared. and slipped over
Ier mistress a clonk which she had brought. Then she stood off and gazed
with adniiration at the girl. '

* La, but you get more heautiful every day, mademoiselle!” she said.

The girl langhed.

““ That is because X live wisely and well, Ninette,” she said.  “ You thoueht
that a mixed life would be had for me, and behold, it has done wonders to
me! You thought that a girl who adopted the role of a man, as I have
adopted that of the Comte de Monte Bello—who lived part of her life in
that guise, as 1 have done; who went back to her own lite when she listed -
who operated.as I have done, setting Paris and the police by the cars as the
Black Wolf—would lose all the roses from her cheek. You see, after all, I
was right. The life—ah, Ninette! It is heavenly, the freedom of it!
To-night, chérie. we go across to the Quartier Latlin, where I have a little
business afoot. ‘Lell Jacques to get out the big car.”

““ But, yes. mademoiselle,”” replied the maid, as she started for the dvor.

When she had gone the girl sat down, and, lighting a Russian cigarette,
smiled introspectively. And well she might, for of all the law breakers of
modern times, none had succceded in so setting the police of the great cities
of the world by the ears as had this slim girl, who was known as the
beautilul Mademoiselle Miton. :

Mademoiselle Miton—the Comte de Monte Bello—the Black Wolf! She was
cach—she was all!  And beyond those who were her servants only one persou
knew it. ‘That person was Nelson Lee of London, and, truth to tell, he had
not known it for long.

As a law breaker her carcer was probably unique. Not one person in o
million ¢ould have suceessfully combined the iriple role as she did. Yot it
is a fact that, as Mademoiselle Miton, she was daintily feminine, while as
the Comte de Monte Bello she was slim and almost girlish in figure, yet
withal a huge success in that role.

Certain it is that those who knew the smart and Bohemian comte did not
dream for a single moment that the ““ comte ”’ was in realily a girl.

And the chicef reason for her success was that she never ran ene role into
another.  In her house in Chantilly she was mademoisclle as mademoiselle.
In the house in Montmartre she lived as the *‘ comte,”” even when alone. By
that she had so perfected the part that each nuance of expression and manner
came naturally to her. _

Thercfore, it is not to he wondered at that she should contemplate going
to the Cafe Verens as her true self. No one there would be likely to conucet
her with the Comle de Monle Bello, although it is true that as the comte
she knew Lhe place well,

They arrived at the cafe a little after cight, and taking Ninelte with her,
Mademoiselle Miton passed throngh the dingy restaurant to the little garden
al the rear. ‘ L.

There it was the custom for some of the early diners to have their simple
meal and a bottle of vad wine, and thither mademoiselle had decided to go.

Sccuring a small table, which was set close bencath a spreading bush
which, in some extraordinary fashion, grew from a green {ub which so‘en:vcl
far too small fer it, Mademoiselle Miton ordered dinner for hersell aud
Ninctte. )

Then she sat back to survey her surroundings. There were some cight
tables in the garden, and with the exception ol one all were oceupied - in
almost every case Ly students and models of the quacter.

A single
no other
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The same {ype of gatherivg might have been found at a hundred small
restaurants of the quarter at that hour any cevening. . . ‘

When the dinner had been served by a neatly-dressed girl, Mademoisclle
Miton devoted herself to a more detailed study of the customers {here, even
going so far as (o etroll along to the door which opened into the main
restaurant., )

Mademoiselle was wailing and standing there by the door when she at
last saw that for which she was waiting. -

1t was Jean of the Quarter—the Snake. He was sitting at a .table clese
to the piano, drinking from a huge flagon of heer when she saw him. IFrom
the dishes in front of him it was evident that he had but finished his dinner,
though he had not heen there when mademoiselle had first entered.

Over the top of the flagon his eyes caught those of mademoiselle, and for
an instant he staved at her as though scarcely able to believe that she was
real flesh and blood. She returned his gaze for the fraction of a second,
then dropped her cyes quickly. - .

The Snake still continued to stare, for such a gem had not come his way
for many a day. Knowing the quarter and the man as she did, mademoisello
knew but the harest encouragement was necessary, so once more she raised
her cyes to hix, seemed to smile fugitively, then disappeared towards the
garden again, .

With an exclamation, Jean was up and after her. e had caught a single
brief glimpse of the white throat bhencath the cloak she wore, and if ho
could belicve his eyes then lie had seen a pearl collar which was worth a
foitune.

“ A stranger to the quarter,” he muttered to himself. “ A sightscer
probably, but cvidently not averse to a little fun. Well, she will get it
from Jean.” ’

Swaggeringly he passed out to the garden, and sighting mademoiselle and
Ninetle, made his way along to the table where they sat.

As he drew near he raised his cap which he wore, and howed with whaf;
he flattered himself was the pink of gallantry.

* May one presume to join you, mademoiselle®”” he asked daringly.

“If monsicur ecan find any pleasnure in our company, I think perhaps he
niight for a little.” replied Mademoisclle Miton.

Ninetie, frue to her part, frowned bhoth on mademoiselle and on the Snake.
hut the presence of a duenna only made Jean all the more sure that he had
had the good fortune to strike the faney of sightseer, and a wealthy one at
that, for as he sat down Mademoiselle Miton carelessly threw aside her cloalk,
revealing the great Martigny pearls in all their heauty. -

The Snake's cyes remained glued on them, and inwardly Mademoisello
Miton laughed as she saw the greed in them.

“* He is what he is,” she mused to herself, as she watched him. X

Then, with a light laugh, she spoke to him, and the Snake, gathering
himself together, endeavoured to make himself agreeable.

From time to time he kept looking towards the entrance to the main
restaurant, and madcmoiselle knew he was watching for the two men whom
Marcel had said would meet ‘him there.

Yet she also knew that by now his mind would be in a ferment over the
collar which she wore. If Jean of the Quarter could get possession of it
m any way he would do so. But little did he dream that, instead of
spreading the web for an unsophisticated girl, he was being cleverly drawn
mto the trap of none other than the Black Wolf himself—the pride and
Lervor of Paris,

It was when mademoiselle had graciously consented to take a liqueur, and.
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Ninette had grudgingly assented as well, that the Snake rose to get, as he
said, ‘“ the best the house could provide.” Shty 88

When he had gone, Mademoiselle Miton leaned over the table and
whispered to Ninelte:
Do not drink it, Ninectte; it will be drugged.
settle with him.”
" He came back some few minutes later, followed by a wailress earrvine
tray on which were three glass of an amber-coloured liqueur. T
The Snake himself handed them to his guesls, and, disimissing the girl,
resumed his seat. At that same moment Mademoiselle Miton leancd n(?ross
the table, and her hand went out towards him.

The Snake, with a glitter in his eye, pushed his hand along to meet hers,
when even as it was half-way there 1t stopped, and he grew rigid. 1lis eves
looked cloudy and dazed, then closed, and so he sat. ’

Mademoisclle watched him carefully: then, when his eyes closed, she
quickly thrust lher hand beneath her cloak, slipping something which she
had held into an inner pocket.

That done, sha bent even closer, and under the pretence of putting her
arm about his shoulder—an act which was by no means unusual in that
place—she went through his pockets with a dexterity which the Snake
himself would have cnvied.

From the pocket of his coat she took several articles, amongst which was
a letter. This she siipped across to Ninette.

“ Read 1t quickly, Ninctte,” she said, in a low tone.

Ninctte grasped the letter, and slipping out the single sheet which it
contained, she read in a whisper: '

“Jean,—In the packet which I am sending you ure four impressions.
The large one is for the outer gate. The medium-sized one for the front door
of the house. The third in size is the key of the library which contain
the safe. The small one is for the safe itsclf. The two guards are on
every night.  You will have to be careful. Il you have any pity left at all,
send back my letters. You have made me worse than thief—you have made
me traitor to my own husband.—Y.”” :

- “Tut it in the envelope and give it back.” said mademoiselle quickly.

Then from the hag which Iay in her lap she took a flat, black articie.
which at first sight looked like nothing more than a picce of black lacquer.

Laying this on the table in front of her, she took from the medley of
articles on the table four keys, which were shiny with newness.

One after the other she pressed upon the flat article before ber, and when
she removed them there remained a perfect impression of cach key in all
its details. -

Pushing it across to Ninctte, she said:

“ Put i1t away, Ninette, quickly. Ile¢ is coming round.”

Hurriedly thrusting the difierent articles back into the man's pockets,
she resumed her former position, aud snatching up her glass, poured
the contents on to the ground.

Ninette had just dome the same when, with a qucer exclamation, the
Snake opened his eyes.

“La, la, monsicur, you are ungallant!”’ ecried mademoiselle. * Sce, we
have drunk your health and you have not even lifted your glass!™

The Snake stared at her stupidly for a moment, then tried to smile.

““ Pardon, mademoisclle,”” he said, lifting his glass. “ I felt strangely
faint for a moment.”

“I am sorry, monsieur. It is nothing serious, I hope?”’

Jean of the Quarter shook his head.

When Lie returns T shall

i
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“1 am all right now, mademoiselle, thank you. Did you cnjoy the

iqueur?”’

] 2 It was delightful !’ replied mademoisclle.  “ But now, monsiecur, I am
afraid we must go. And I sce two men in the doorway who keep looking
our way.”’

} I\l:ldcll}loiscllc Miton rose as she spoke., and the Snake rose with her.

T will see you along, mademoiselle,”” he said. ** Those men can wait.**

Mademoiselle Miton laughed.

* No. no, monsicur, that is impossible! My chaperone will sec me safely
along.”

She held out her hand as she spolke.

* Good-night, monsicur! Thank you for a pleasant hour !’

The Snake took her hand.

* But--but surely I may sce you again, mademoiselle®”’ he cried.

““ Perhaps, monsicur. In fact, I think I can promise you that you will
sce me again. But now, good-night!”’ .

She was away, lollowed by Ninetie, before the Snake could stop her, and
as she disappeared inlo the vestaurant, Jean muttered:

T must follow them. They have taken the drug, and it will work soon.
I must be on hand. Sacre, what pearls!”

He went after them, making a sign to the two fellows who awaited
him that he would return. He almost ran up the street to the corner and
ulml;],r to the Boul Mich, but, strange to say, there was no sign of the two lhe
sought.

The only thing he could see was a great black car, with servants in black
Jivery, which was driving up the Boul Mich at a rapid pace. So with a curse
al ks luck, the Snake went back to the Cale Verens.

— ee—

CHAPTER III

The Robbery at the Jures—The Black Wolf Leaves His Sign—The
Snake Receives a Surprise—Murder—Flight.

UNDAY night. Lleven o’clock. Up the Champs Elysees rolled a great
black limousine, which turned round by the Lloile and drew up near
the top of the Avenue Wagram.

. No sooner hadrit done so than a black-liveried footman lecaped down from
his place and opened the door. From the car stepped a slight figure clad in
a long black cloak, with features concealed by a soft slouch bat of thg same
colour as the cloak.

1le paused long cnough to say, ““ Fifteen minutes,”” then walked quickly
down the avenue.

The man climbed back {o his place, and a moment later the car drove
on {towards the Bois.

The cloaked figure kept on until it reached a pair of large gates about half-
way down the avenue. Here it paused. and afler adjusting a masque over
its cyes, drew out a large key, which glistened new in the faint light which
came from a distant street Jamyp.

Iuserting it into the lock, the Black Wolf, for it was her, turned it slowlv
il 2 moment later one of the big gates opened inwards. v
Rlipping through, the Black Wolf closed the gate after him, and then
keeping to the shadow, made her wily across the courtyard to the front door

of the mansion,

lere another pause was necessary in order that a second key should be
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fitled, but a few seconds later the Black Wolf stoed wilhin the main hall of
tho liouse listening. nE R
A [aint light burned at the back of the hall, and using this as a ouide

Black Wolf made her way along until she stood just \sitlllll(;;t‘.a laz‘,gid;,‘]fif.'ﬁ
she knew opened to the library. ) ) B

No sound broke the stillness of the hall, but bending close (o the library
door, she was able to detect a chink of light shining through the keyhole, and
Lo hear whispers.

%hc gluards were awake, and on guard.

_ ut the danger of the position or the difficulties of it s ‘0 WOTITYV
tho Bliok Wol%. I es of it seemed not Lo worry

‘Thrusting her ‘'hand beneath her cloak she drew out a rubber bulb, to
which was attached a long rubber tube, at the end of which was a thiu
black nozzle. IHolding the bulb in one hand, the Black Wolf inserted the
point of the nozzle in the keyhole, and then gave a sudden press of the bulb.
"There was a faint hissing sound as the contents of the bulb were shot throueh
Lthe keyhole into the room. °

Listening at the door, the Black Wolf could hear no more of the whisper-
ing.]:\ndkuftcr waiting perhaps half a minute, she drew from her pocket
anolher key.

Into the keyholo she inserted this and turned. The next moment the door
had swung open softly, and the Black Wolf was within the room. A candle
burned on the desk, beside which sat two men in plain clothes. They were
hoth sitting exactly as they must have been when they were whispering,
hl“t now their eyes were closed, and they looked as though sleep had claimed
them. . N

With scarcely a glance in their direction, the Black Wolf made fer a large
safe which stood in one corner, and taking out another key from the inner
pocket of her cloak, inserted it in the lock. Within a miunte of her entry
into the room the door of the safe stood open to the Black Wolf, and there
in the centre shelf was o large black leather case.

Tuking it out, the Black Wolf walked across to the light with it, and
when the spring which released the cover had been pressed, the lid flew up
to reveal a collection of superlh diamonds. There was a tiara fit for an
cmpress, there were rings and brooches and clasps, there were diamond hair-
ornaments and diamond buckles.  There was cven a pair of handsome
diamond shoe-buckles, not to mention a massive set of carrings.

With a soft exclamation of delight, the Black Wolf picked uyp the picces as
she could grasp them and thrust them into the capacious inner pocket of
her cloak. '

Then, when the case was quite empty, she drew out a slip of paper on
which was written: ‘“ Le Loup Noir ”’ (The Black Wolf), and laying it in tho
cmpty case, closed the lid. .

“ That will be a pleasant surprise for the Snake,” she mutfered.

Then she replaced the case in the safe, closed the door and locked it, and
made for the door of the room.

Slipping through into the hall she closed the door gently after her and
turned the key. For a few minutes she hent close to it listening.

Suddenly there was the sound of whispering within the room, and she
knew that the two guards had come round to resume their conversation,
never dreaming what had happened.

With .a soft smile playing about her lips, the Black Woll crept along the
hall to the front door, opened it, slipped through, locked it, and started
across the courtyard. Two minutes later she was in the avenue again with
the big gates standing locked and grim as before. :

Along the avenue she strode, taking off her mask as she went, and

»
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at the top when the big black limousine appeared

warcely had sho arrived
o L 1t drew up beside the kerb, and the footman

from. the direction of the Bois.

‘umped down to open the door.
Ju.lsstlc)-pping in, the Black Wolf gave the order: ‘‘ Home,” and the car

zped down the Champs Elysces towards Montmartre,
The Black Wolf had never pulled off a ncater job!

CHAPTER 1IV.
Nelson Lee Tackles a Baffling Case—Monsieur Fabert, Head of the Criminal
Department of the Paris Police, has a Theory—Lee is Puzzled.
ELSON LEE awoke in his apartment at the Hotel Carlton in the Champs
Elysces and blinked sleepily at the electric clock which was set in the

wall over the fireplace.

Although the blinds of the room had been drawn, there was still enough
light filtering through for him to sce that it was scarcely eight o’clock.

He had a feeling that something outside himseltf had dragged him from
a sound sleep, for he had left orders to be called at nine, and, as he could
soe, it still lacked more than an hour of that tihme.

Just as he was wondering what it could have been the telephone on the
night-table beside his bed rang sbrilly. Instantly he knew it had been
ringing beloxe, for there still remained in his sleep-laden mind the memory
of a shrill ringing in his dreams.

Turning over on lis side, he took bold of the instrument and removed the
received.

** Hallo, hallo!" lie called.

*“ Monsicur Fabert is on the telelphone, sir,” came the voice in reply.
*“\Will you speak with him?”’

“ Certainly! Counect him!”’ auswered Lee promptly, and by now wide
awake.

He wondered what the Chief of the Criminal Department of the Paris
Police could want with him at that hour in the morning, for he had left
Monsieur Fabert only the previous midnight, and the chief had said then
that be would look Lee up at the hotel about noon.

There had been no mention then of an early call. Nor on this occasion
had Lee any business with the Paris police. He was in the Freuch capital
on a purely private matter, and that having been attended to the previous
day, he had intended to return to Louzdon during the coming afternoon.

He was to discover in a few minutes, however, that Monsieur Jules Fabert
had not called him up on account: of any trivial matter, for when the chief’s
voice came over the wire, Lee could detect in it signs of excitement, if not
of agitation. :

“ {s that _\,'ou,hLee?” Sallue the voice, in perfect English.

“Yes, yes; this is Nelson Lee speaking,” repli . “That is
Monsieur}i?ubert, is it not?”’ : ° P .ed Lee That is you,
"It 1s. Good-morning, Lee! De forgive be for disturbing you at this
hour. My only excuse is that something has happened during the night
which I am certain will arouse your keenest interest. In fact, had ;*ou
not_lmppened' to be in-Laris, [ think I should have wired you to éome over
It is impossible to tell you the details over the telephone. How sooit
-ezn: _You llae mmdy?l I {:?vet 1;31: l&eakfﬁst-cd wyself, so will call round to the
2olel and we can breakfast ether re. 1 ; t
where the—er—event huppene%.” fhere. Then we can go ou to the place
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. I shall call Nipper at once,” said Lee quickly. “It will take me
exactly forty minutes {o bath, shave, and dress, monsicur. Let us say
cight thicty-five in the hotel breakfast-room. Will that suit you?"’ '

‘“ Perfectly, Mousicur Lee. I shall be there at that time.”

With that the chicf rang olf, and Lee, hanging up the receiver, hopped
out of hed. He opened the door leading into the sitting-room which
adjoined, and, crossing that apartment, knocked loudly on the door of
Nipper's bed-rbom.

The lad’s voice answered him slecpily, and telling him to Deslir himself,
Lee hurried back to his own room.

IEntering the bath-room. he shaved and bathed at express speed, and
then, getting into a well-cut morning coat which was set off by grey striped
trousers and fawn spats, he lit a cigarette and entered the sitting-room.

At the same moment Nipper emerged from his room, and bidding his
master good-morning, iuquired what the fuss was all about.

Lee smiled as he tucked the morning papers under his arm.

“I cannot tell you that, my lad, for I don't know. Monsicur Fabert
called up to say that he would be here direetly, and that something had
happened during the night, which would be of interest to us, That is all
I can tell you. for it is all I know. But at breakfast he will probably
cnlighten us further, and as he should now be arriving, we shall descend
at once.” )

They passed oul into the corridor,and making their way along to the
lift, were soon shol down to the ground floor. There they walked along
lowards the door of the breakfast-room, and scarcely had they reached
those wide portals, when the swing door in the front of the lobby turned
and Monsicur Fabert himeelf appeared.

He came forward with a smile on bis face.

¢ Punctual as usual, Monsieur Lee,”’ he =aid, as he shook hands. T must
apologise for getting you out at such an hour, for I know you were tired.”

Lec shrugged.

“It is quite all right, monsicur. I am glad you took the trouble. Shall
we get along to breakfast, then vou can tell us what has happened?”’

The eyes of the chief sparkled.

“I fancy I shall make you sit up this morning, Lee.'” he said. I have
something to tell you which will interest you all right.”

It was not until they were scated at the breakfast-table that Monsicur
Fabert enlightened them, and then he only spoke when the waiter had
retired out of carshot. )

Knowing the chief as they did know him. both Nelson Lee and Nipper
were aware that he would not have come to them so carly unless the matter
in hand were onc of a particularly important nature; therefore they were
both ‘more than keen to hear the tale. .

‘I had little idea when I left you last night, Lee. that this morning was
to see such a development as has come to my notice. Let me tell you. to
.begin with, that it seems—1 say seems—to have a good deal to do with
your old friend the Black Wolf. Counsidering the affair of the Martigny
pearls, I knew you would at once be interested.” )
. For obvious reasons Nelson Lee had never told Monsieur Fabert of his
second passage at arms with the Black Wolf, which had its inception in
the jungles of South America.

““When I was still asleep this morning, the telephone by my bed rang,
and I heard the voice of Dupres, my confidential assistant. He told me
~that a scrious thing had happencd during the night, so I ordered him to
come on to my rocms at ounce.

£ Now listen! This is what he told me. There is a family named Jure
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whiclh lives on the Avenue Wagram. It consists of the Monsicur and
Madame Jure, and one daughter.’> ) -

““They—Jure!” iuterrupted Nelson Lee quickly. “I scem to recolleet
that name. Wasn't it rather prominent a few years ago?’* ]

“You are right,”” replied Monsicur Fabert. ‘“ Monsicur Jure married a
well-known stage lady—Mademoiselle Yvette C——. She relired from tho
stage just beforc the marriage.”

*“Ah! Now I remember,” said Lee. ‘‘ Procced, please.”

““ As T was saying. they live in the Avenue Wagram. I shall endeavour {o
rive vou a bricf outline of the family. To begin with they are wealthy—
Monsicur Jure being a well-khown member of the Bourse. lle is about fifty
years of age, and from my own knowledge, a gentle-natured man with fine
ideals. The daughter, I should tell you, is his by a previous wife.
Madewmoiselle Yvette was, as you kuow, several years younger than her
husband when she married him, and my assistant tells me that she is now
under thirty. The daughter is twenty. At first I believe there was a
little tirouble between the stepmother and the daughter, but Mademoiselle
Yveite, or Madame Jure as she is now, overcame the girl’s dislike. and
they have been very happy for some time. These details I have acquired
from Dupres, my assistant, and you rest issured that he has verified the
facls. For some time past the comte had been attentive to the daunghter,
and 2 definite marriage was arranged for next Wednesday.

“ Now is where the interesting part comes in. The girl’s own mother
had some magnificent diamonds—she eame from an old and wealthy family.
These diamonds were to go to the girl on her marriage, and for the purpcse
of handing them over to ler formally they were brought from the bank to
1he bouse. They were in a large leather case, and were put by Monsieur
Jure himself in the safe in his library.

*“ Not satisfied with that safeguard, he sent for {wo detectives, and they
have been on guard over the safe every night sinee the diamonds have been
in the house. Last night those diamonds were taken, and the two men who
were guarding them were murdered !

“Good heavens! I should think you do interest me, monsicur,” said
Lee in a low tome. ““Go on, please.”

*“ Last night, Mousicur Jure locked the two guards into the room,” went
on the chief. ‘“ That was his custom—to lock them in and take the key to
his room with him. Then in the morning, at seven, when the servantis
began to make the house rcady for the day, it was the custom for the
hutler to come to the master and get the key of the room.

“ T must say here that each night, before he locked them in the room,
Monsieur Jure himself saw thiat the diamonds were in the safe, and the
safe properly locked. Well, this morning the butler went as usual to his
master’s room for the key. He unlocked the door of the library, and to his
horror, discovered hoth of the detectives lying dead on the floor. '

“One of th(:m had been stabbed to the heart, and the other had a terrifio
gash across hig throal. Blood was everywhere about the room, but so far
Bupres has heen unable to find any traces outside the four walls of the
hh_::ar;\', which is ‘most extraordinary, as you must acknowledge.’2

;‘ Where was Monsieur Jure all this time?’’ asked Lee.

In bed,” replied the chief. “ The bLutler lost his head on making such
a ghastly discovery, and brought the whole houschold round with his cries.
Monsicur Jure came down in his dressing-gown, and afler confirming the
discovery of the butler. made at once for the safe. On opening it he dis-
covered that the diamonds had been taken from the case, but that the case
itself had been left.

" Like a sensible man, he drove the servants from the room, locked tha
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safe, and telephoned at once to the Criminal lnvesticati .
Dupres was in attendance, and went on at once. He Dcznllllzlc‘l El)lg‘p'lllr\l m::”f
told you, and when I had gathered the facts of the case, I rane ymln .

““But you have not told me in what way it affects the Black Wolf." lq:lid
Lee, in a puzzled tone. o

““Ah! I was keeping that bit of knowledge until the last,” respon:
the chief. “I will tell you. On the floor of the library, \vllo:'g'li)gllf};{;i}
obviously been tossed by someone, Dupres found a crumpled np piece of
paper, which, on being straightened out, revealed the words: ° Greetine
from the Black Wolf.” That is where he coraes in."” °

Nelson Leo folded up his napkin, without replying to the remark of the
chief. Then he rose.

““If you arce ready. we had better be getting round Lo the Avenue Waeram
as soon as possible,” he said. °

The chief and Nipper got to their feel, and passing out of the breakfast-
Toom, they got their hats and prepared to enter the chief's car, which
stood pnntiu%{ at the kerb in the Champs Elysees.

It was only a short run to the house where the terrible ltiagedy had
occurred, and leaving the car in the street, they entered through the great
gates aud crossed the courtyard to the main entrance of the house.

An agitated-looking footman opened the door to them, and as they passed
down the hall to the hibrary, they saw two of the chief's men stnﬁding in
the shadow.

In the library itself they found Dupres, and Lee noled how carcfully
cverything had been guarded, by the fact that Dupres himself unlocked
Lhe door to them.

He saluted when he saw that it was Monsicur Fabert, and having shaken
lhands with Lee and Nipper, said:

“I have just completed my examination, Monsicur Fabert. Shall I go
over the details of what I have found?”

Mousicur Fabert nodded, and the party walked over to a large screen
which stood in onec corner. Drawing aside onc of the flaps of the screen,
Dupres revealed what lay behind it.

Lee could scarcely refrain from a shudder of horror as he viewed the two
victims who lay side by side on a hurriedly arranged couch.

“I have placed them there until the arrival of the doctor,” said Dupres.
¢ He has been here once already, but is returning.'”

It is not necessary here to go into the details of the examination which
Nelson Lee and Monsieur Fabert made of the two bodies. Sufficient is it
to say that when they had finished, the truth was all too plain to them.
Both of the detectives had been foully murdered—one of them having been
stabbed to the heart, and the other's life blood having gushed forth from
o great wound in the throat.

‘As he straightened up, Nelson Lee said in a low tone:

“It is a most shocking affair. The attack must have been of the most
vicious nature.”

The chief nodded. _

““ There can be no doubt about that,” he said. “ But come. let us replace
the screen and see what else Dupres has found.”

Returning to the cenire of the room they stood in a circle, while the
chief's assistant took out his notebook and began to read therefrom.

“ Dealing first with the room itself,”” he began. “you will kindly note,
gentlemen, that, as you enter the door, the window is directly in frqnt.
It is, as you will see, an ordinary French window, and the cleosest examina-
tion has failed {o show any signs that an entry was gained that way.

Tt was locked on the inside as usual last night, and this morning 1%
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was found exaclly as it was left when Monsicur Jure retired to bed. . The
only other means of entry is the door. That, according to the custom
of the master of the house, was locked by him when be retired, and the
key taken to his room with him.

i “I'his morning, when the butler got ile key, he found that the door
was quite natural in its appearance, and the lock worked freely. It had
not been broken, proving that those who came into this room last night
were possessed of a key which filted the lock.

“In the right-haud corner you will see the safe from which the diamonds
were taken. It has been left open, and in a few moments I will show youn
tbe jewel case which was thrown back inte the safe by the thieves.

““ Now then, monsicurs, with your permission T will endeavour to relate
the results 1 have come to by my examination here. .

““ Working [rom the fact that the lock of the front door showed no signs
of having been tampered with, and the fact that all the lower windows
of the houge were found to be locked, uas they had been left when the
family retired to rest, I have come to the conclusion {hat the thieves not
only possessed a key or a duplicate of the key of this room, but also one
of the front gates, the front door, and the door of the safe. From start
to finish there are absolutely no signs of tampering with any of the locks.

“ T have submitted the safe to the most scarching examination, and can
find nothing to go upon there. Therefore, gentlemen. it is my idea that
the thieves entered the courtyard some time during the night, crossed {o
the front door, let themselves into the hall by means of the key which they
had, and crept down the hall to the door of this room.

“I have tried to imagine what happened then., The two guards were
probably whispering together. At any rate, they were smoking, because
on the floor by the side of each I have found the ends of cigarcttes which
must have been dropped there by them. I have imagined the thicves to
have worked very softly at the lock of the door, and to have turned the
key, making an entry into the room before the guards were aware of what
was happening,

““Then the struggle must have taken place at once. The thieves struck
quickly and struck hard, as is proved by the {wo bLodies behind that screen.
Then the safe was opened, the jewels taken from the case, the safe relocked,
and the retreat made,

“ By this crumpled piece of paper we are enabled to fasten the deed upon
the Black Wolf. It is crumpled, as you can see, and was probably jerked
from the hand of the Black Wolf himself during the struggle. It is my
opinion Lhaf it was the intention of the Black Wolf to leave it in the safe,
and that it was writlen by him before he came here, and lLefore he knew
that there would be killing.”’

Nelson Tee stretched out his hand for the piece of paper which Dupres had
drawn from his pocket. Tt had been straightened out, but still showed
the rayed lines where it had been erumpled up.

*“Greetings from the Bluck Wolf,”’ he read.

Iis memory went back to the days in Paris when he had first been pitted
against the Black Wolf, and when he had been the recipient of so many
warnings from {hat mysterious individual. Certainly the writing on this
aper was the same as the writing which he himself knew as that of the
lack Wolf, and the paper was a piece of the thick white sort which the
Black Wolf had used on those olher occasions.

Ilere and there the paper was stained with a dark-brown stain which
Lee knew only tao well was blood. '

Midway between the safe and the door there was another great pateh on
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the floor, aud here and there bits of the furniture showed the same stajn.
The struggle which had taken place in that room must have been frightful,

Lee handed the paper across to the chief, and, walking across to the
safe, turned the handle. The door came open readily enough, and the first
things his eyes lit on was a large leather case.

Taking it out, Lee pressed the spring which released the cateh, and the
lid flew up, revealing the interior of green satin, emply of the jewels which
had lain there suck a short time before.

Lec replaced the case in the safe, and walked back to Monsicur Fabert.

*““ Do you really wish nie to assist you in this case, monsicur?”” he asked.

The chief nodded quickly.

““If you will give me your aid, Monsicur Lee, I shall be very grateful
indeed,” he replied.

“I am quite willing to confess that the case interests me exceedingly,'”
went on Lee, ““ and if there is any lhope of bringing it to an ecarly conclusion,
then I think Nipper and I can remain in Paris for the purpose of running
the Black Wolf to catth.” °

‘““Then you agree with Dupres that the Black Wolf did this?"’ asked Lhe
chief cagerly.

Lee shrugged.

““ I shall not_questior the points of Monsicur Dupres’s story,”” he said with
a smile. ““If T am to assist you I prefer to make an examination myself.
'_I‘hﬁn Id shall come to what conclusions I ind compatible with the cvidence
in hand.”

With that, Nelson Lee turned, and, walking abruptly from the room,
made his way along the hall to the front door.

He scrutinised the lock of the big door carefully; then, starling at that
point, worked his way along the hall to the door of the library, examining
cach portion of the wall on both sides as he went along. But he had arrived
at the library door again without finding the slightest mark of blood.

Standing on the threshold of the library he gazed into the room where the
tragedy and theft had taken place.

“Is it odd, that,”” he muttered to himself. ¢ There is blood everywhero
in this room, proving how terrible the struggle was. It stands to reason
that the person or persons who killed the two guards must have got splashed
with blood. There are the stains on the paper to prove that point. But,
strangely enough, there is not the faintest sign of blood outside this room.

“The paper, although stained with blood, shows no signs of finger-prints.
That is sufficient to prove that the thicves wore gloves of a sort. I can
only surmise that they came prepared for any eventuality, and that after the
double murder they were able to efface the stains of the struggle from their
persons. .

¢ And there again I come to a point worth considering. Monsicur Dupres
is one of the cleverest detectives in Paris, and I do not wish for a moment
to throw any cold water upon the excellent theory which he has worked
out. At the same time, I am afraid I <hall have to question it in one or
two points. Tor instance, he has conctuded from the paper which he found
that it is the Black Wolf who is responsible for this affair. I wonder. 1
know, cven if Mousicur Dupres and the chief do not know, thal the Black
Wolf is a woman. I know, further, that such a deed as this would not only
bo beyond her physical strength, but utterly repugnant to her nature.

‘““She is one of the cleverest thicves in Europe, but murder—no, I cannol
credit that. Morcover, the Black Wolf has always made it a praclice to
work alone. We know enough of her movements to be sure of that poinl.
Then how does it come that she would enler here and commit murder?
Certainly the fact that the entry and exit were arranged so faultlessly arc
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sufficient in themselves o throw a strong suspicion on the Black Wolf, and

that piece of paper, as well as the writing, undoubtedly came from the
ack Wolf.

B]'E(\l.‘:-‘;‘-o(,]it. not for that, T should be inclined {o think that others had

broucht off the joir and had arranged to throw suspicion on the Black Wolf.

But kill those twa men—no, the Black Wolf never did that. But what dees

it mean? That paper certainly bears the writing of the Black Wolf.”

Slowly Nelson Lee walked into the room and {ook up the picce of paper
from the table. Bit by bit he cxamined it again, then {urned to Monsieur
Dupres, who was watching him closely.

““ Just where did you find this, monsicur?”” he asked.

Dupres pointed to the floor near the fireplace.

““ Just there, monsicur.”

Lee walked across to the spot, and. dropping to his knces, made a close
examination of the floor; but though he went over every portion the scarch
rielded nothing. _

Finally, he got te his feet, and. turning to Monsicur Dupres, said:

““ Have you considered the possibility of the thieves having an accomplice
within the house?™” lhie asked

The Frenchman nodded.

“ But yes. monsicur. The fact thal the doors were opened so easily. and
locked after the thieves, proves that there miust have heen some collusion
within the house. I have examined all the servants, but have failed to
elicit, anything of value. I have men on the job who will keep them all
under close surveillance.”

I.ec nodded his approval.

“ And where is Monsicur Jurez” he asked.

“T requested him to remain upstairs for the time Dbeing, monsicur. If
you wish to speak Lo him you may do so at any time.”

“T should like a word with him, and also with Madame Jure and
mademoiselle if possible,” replied Lee.

“I will go at once te see if it can be arranged, monsieur. T may say {hat
Madame Jure aud mademoiselle are completely prostrated over the
occurxrence.”’

““I shall only keep them a few moments,” re]]ﬂied Lee.

Monsieur Dupres left the room, and while they waited Lee, Nipper, and
Monsieur Fabert discussed the case in all its bearings.

It was some ten minutes or so before Dupres returned. accompanied by
Monsiecur and Madame Jure. As they entered the room. Lee glanced sharply
at the pair of them. Like every detective, he had nct put by the thought
that it was always possible the master and mistress themselves might have
had a hand in the aftair, but the moment he looked at them he knew that
such a suspicion was impossible. '

They were not the stuff of which thieves and crooks are made. Monsieur
Jure was grave and sombre, while madame showed red-rimmed eyes from
weeping. )

Lee met their courteous greeting with a bow, and asked cach of them a
few questions which had some slight bearing on the case.

Then he signified that he was finished, and whken Monsicur Fabert had
spoken to them they left the room.

When they had gone Lee turned to Monsicur Fabert. :

“I think I have seen all I wish Lo see bhere, monsicur. I shall return to
my hotel now, for I wish to give some consideration to the evidence which
we have been able to collect here.”

Do you agree with any part of Dupres’s theory?”’ asked the chief,

Lee smiled.
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*“ That is impossible for me o answer yet,” he replicd.
better later on. What do you think yourself?

“I am inclined to agree with Dupres,” said the chief, in a low Lone, for
Dupres was still in the room. ‘“Ue is {he best man we have at the Quai
des Orfevres, and he rarely makes a mistake. Myself, I think the evidencs
against the Black Wolf overwhelming., At any rate, 1 shall put my fellows
on the trail, and I swear that this time I shall cateh the scoundrel.”

Lee smiled to himself. 1le knew how futile the previous cftorts of the
T'aris police had been Lo run the Black Wolf to carth, and he had a deep
respect for the ingenuity of the dame --Black Wolf.

ut a thought was beginning to form in Nelson Lee’s mind, and he was
anxious to get away in order to ponder upon the circumstances surroundine
it. Therefore. he took leave of the chief and Dupres, and, signing to
Nipper to follow him, made his way to the door. As they went along the
hall, Nelson Lee and Nipper came upon an elderly woman, who struck
them as being o maid of sorts. .

They stood aside to allow her {o pass, and while they continued on their
way to the door. she disappeared townrds the back part of the house.

Neither Lee nor Nipper gave any thought {o the mecting al the time,
but it was not to be long before they saw the same woman again. They
got {heir hats in the hall, and, puassing through the front door, started i¢
cross the courtyard.

Emerging into the Avenue Wagram, they went ahead or fool towards
the IXtoile. and, walking at a brisk pace, it was not long before they came
in sight of the magnificent Ave de Triomphe which crowns the wide Place.

It was just when they were rounding the Btoile to pick up the Champs
Elysees, for it is only u few moments walk from there to the Hotel Carlton,
when Nipper suddenly caught hold of his master’s arm.

“There, guv'ner,” he said guickly. *“‘ Look!"

Nelson Tiee glanced quickly in the dircction indicated by the lad, and
saw, just ercssing the Etoile, a woman. -

T'or a moment he did not recognise her, but when his eyes had taken in
the details of her dress, which was almost hidden beneath a long coat, he
saw that it was the same elderly maid whom they had passed in the house
a few minutes bLefore.

““That is odd,”” he said in a low tone. “‘She musi have passed out at the
rear of the house and come up the other street to the Ltoile. It is odd.
too, thal some of Fabert's men arc not after her. They were to watch every
servant who left the house. After her, my lad. and see where she goes,
and do uot let her discover that vou are following her.”

\WWith a nod Nipper darted away, and as he turned into the Champs
LElysees, Nelson Lee saw him dodging across the Etoile on the heels of the
woian.

Tor himself, he continued his way to the hotel, mnttering as he went:

“ The Black Wolf never committed that murder, nor did she have any
hand in it, no matter what Fabert or Dupres may say. She wopld_ not be
such a fool as to leave that pager there if she had had any hand in it. F(‘n'
the jewels—yes, she may have been mixed up in that. But how? How could
she, and not be cennected with the murder? .

*“If it were not that I recognise both the paper and the wriling. I would
say that it was all a plant to throw the blame on to the Black Wolf—unless,

ol courss, the paper was stolen and the writing is a forgery. _However, I
shall go over the affair poinl by point; then, perhaps, I may arrive at some
definite cenclusion.

At that moment, he pushed open the swing-deor of the hotel and passed
into the lebby.

“I can tell you
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CHAPTER V.

Nipper Has a Queer Chase—The Cafe Verens Again—The Letter—
A Cool Move—What the Letter Said,

IPPER found it comparatively easy to follow the old woman across the.
Jtaile, for he had the great Are de Triomphe to dodge round, and,
althongh she Jooked ahout her several times as though in fear of being

Iellowed, he was certain she did not see him.

She miade her way straight across to the top of the Avenue de la Crando
Armdée, and there signalled the first taxi in the rank, ’

Nipper had just time to race up to the spot as the cab drove away, aud,
jumping inte another, he told the driver to go-uafter the first.

Lown the Champs Elysées the cabs went, and as they passed the Carlton
Nipper saw Nelson Lee just turning into the hotel.

Then, on reaching the Place de la Concorde, the leading taxi made for the
Yont ' Alexandre, which it crossed.  Away, then, they went, turning up the
Boulevard Raspail, and so on to the Boul' Mich.

Although Nipper did not know it, the taxi in front was bound for tho
Café Verens, Ay the corner near Harcourts, the cab in front drew up, and
the old woman descended. ) ,

Nipper was out and after her, telling his driver to wait a few minutes, bus
taking the precaution {o give the man mere thon the fare due in case ho
should not come back.

Then along he went nutil he saw his quarry turn into the Calé Verens. On
the way over in the taxi, Nipper had taken the opportunity to make a
racical change in his personal appearance.

In place of the natty lad in grey who had gene with Lee to the Avenuo
Wagram, he now wore a blue coat—[for the grey coat was reversible, being
grey on one side and blue on the other, and likewise reversing his cap.

He had alzo removed his collar, substituting a neckerchief in its place. and
with the cap pulled low over his eyes he presented more the oppearance of a
lad of Montmartre or the Latin Quarter rathei than an Lnglish lad.

Yo he had little fear of his identity heing discovered by the woman whom
he was following.,

On cutering the café, he saw that she had gone on to the rear, and was
standing by a small doorway which was shut off from the main caté by heavy
curtains. It was the sanctum of Madame Verens.

Nipper slouched along until he eame to the table in the corner and, sitting
down, leaned back. The table was but a few feel from the doorway whero
the old woman stood. and from his pesition he could see her every action.

scareely had he taken his place when the curtains were pushed aside, and
ho_sn w what he rightly judged to be the proprietress of the place came out.

She glanced inguiringly at the old woman, and the latter, stepping close,
whispered sotething in her ear. )

“Jdean of the Quarter?” said Madame Verens, in a toie which earried to
Nipper.

** Ilo is not here, madame.””

Then, at a sign Irom the other, she spoke in 2 tone so low that Nipper could
hear no more.  But he did sce the old woman’s hand go to her pocket, and
1I|'e£| witnessed the passing of a letter from lier to Madame Vervens.

he proprietress took it, and thrust it inte the hig pocket of the apron
which she wore, saying as she did <o

:l"lt. will he delivered th'is c\-'cnin,r_r_, madame, do not fear.”

NI_u-n the old woman said something clse, and took her departure.

Ipper was i a quandary. e wanted to follow his guarry, and vet ho
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felt sure that the main object of her jonurney from the Avenue Waeram had
been accomplished. °

He figured that she would now return 1o the Avenue Wagram. But she
had left a letter here for someone whom she had called Jean of the Quarter,

and he was determined to get a glimpse of the contents of that letter if
possible.

But how? That was the question.

e was racking his brains over the puzzle when Madame Verens came up
and asked him what he wounld have. On the spur of the moment, Nipper
ordered a pot of coffee and croissants.

IIis cyes were glued on the capacious pocket in madame’s apron, where he
knew the letter Lo lic, and as she turned away to get his order, his hand
shot out.

For a single moment it hovered over the pocket, then, as madame moved
away, his finger shot down, and, holding his hand thus, he gripped the edge
of the letter. :

A moment later, Madame Verens had disappeared towards the kitchen,
leaving the letter in Nipper's hand. .

Quickly he dropped his hand into his lap. and, bending over, glanced down
at the superscriplion on the envelope.

“Jean of the Quarter,”’ he read. and that was all.

What did that letter contain? IMe had it now, and could easily make his
escape before Madame Verens detected the loss. But he knew full well that
such a move might complicate matters. 1le could not tell what he should
do until he had rcad the contents.

At that moment madame came back, bhearing a large pot of coffee, and
as his eyes fell on the steaming spont of the pot, Nipper had an inspiration.

When she had departed kitchenwards again to bring the order of two cus-
tomers who had just come in, Nipper drew the pot of steaming coffee towards
him, and, taking the letler in both hands, held the tip ef his fingers
together.

In this fashion the letter was quite concealed by the walms of his hands,
and, holding them thus, he raised them unntil they were on a level with his
forehead. -

“Next be leant his elbows on the table, and, pressing his forebead against
the edges of his hands, bent forward as though in deen thought.

Anyone watching him from a near-by table would only have thought that
he was a yonng man somewhat depressed, for the letter was not visible save
from a point beneath the level of the lad's hands.

But had one becn curious, one might have noticed that the steam from the
pol of coffee. was rising cxactly bencath the lad’s hands, -and Nipper was
taking good care that it struck full against the gummed flap of the envelope.
It was no casy task, sitting there in tha! position with the hot steam
striking his hands, but he stuck to it, and paid no attention to the occasional
curious glance which Madame Verens shot in_his direction.

ITad he ordered any alcoholic drink. and then sat in that attitude, sho
would have thought he had been indulging too freely: hut she knew that
Le was perfectly sober, and her main concern was for the few sous which the
coffee and croissants would come to.

It seemed an cternity to Nipper before he dared risk dropping his hands
into his lap, but finally he did so, and, slipping the letter on to his knees,
went to wark gently at the flap.

IIe had not. miscalenlated the time necessary for the steam to soften the
gum, for, working carefully, he was able to lift the flap, and a moment later
the folded sheet which the envelope contained lay at his mercey.

Watching his chance, Nipper nntolded it, and eagerly read the contents.
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““ Jean,” he read,—** I send yon this as a last appeal. If yon do not return
my letters to me, 1 shall destroy myseif. 1 have been your tool in every way.
‘This lust aftnir is too awlul! I am beside mysell with grief at your brutality.
11 you do not return the letters you promised me. I shall confess all,"and then
carry ont my purpose. 1 shall come to the Caf¢ Verens this evening ,i,‘or
them., Y.

Nipper folded up the letter, and thrust it back into the envelope. Mis
voung brow became furrowed with thouglt.

*That is meant for the man the old woman called Jean of the Quarter,”
he mutlered to himself. ** And it came from the house where the murder
took place last night. Now, who is there there who could be writing to
Jean of the Quarter? Someone whose name begins with ‘Y. It is a
woman’s writing, and she speaks of having been the tool of this man Jean.
Also, she says she will destroy herself unless the letters are returned.

“ What letters can sho mean? It must be the letters which have given
this man Jean the hold over her. It is a queer mixture, and the guv’nor
will have to' know about this. But I iustn’t take the letter. It must
remain here for the man Jean to get. I must memorise the contents, then
1 must manage some way to reseal it, and get it back into the pocket of
madame. How on carth can I manage that?”

Nipper pondered the matter as he poured out a cup of coffec and buttered a
croissant; then suddenly an idea came to him, and, Madame Vereus passing
at 1hatl moment, he beckoned to her.

“ Ilave you any eggs?™ he asked in French.

** Yes,” she rveplied. ‘“How will you have them?”’

“ Will you pleasc bring me one fresh egg—raw?®" suid the lad.

Madame Verens glanced at him in momentary surprise, then, with a nod,
she departed.

In a few mom-nis she returned, with a single egg in a saucer.

Nipper thanked her, and when she had gone picked up the egg.

“ T hate raw eggs,’”” he muttered, “ but it must be done, otherwise she will
o gretling: suspicious of me.”’ .

Breaking a small hole in the tap of the egg, he allowed a little of the white
to drip out into the saucer; then, placing the ege to his lips, he threw back
his head and allowed the contents to slip into his mouth,

Hating raw eggs as he did, it was almost beyond his power to swallow it,
but he managed it finally, and, lowering his head again, returned the shell to
the saucer.

As he drew his hand back again, he took care that some of the white which
had dripped into the saucer was adhering to his finger.

Picking up the envelope, which had been lying on his knees, concealed by
the table itself, he rubbed the white of the egg along the edge which had
been gummed.  That done, he pressed the flap down, and held it thus until
the white had dried. ‘

Ho knew now Lhat the envelope was not only sealed as firmly as before, but
111.;:};. it would tuke a sharp eye indeed to discover that it had been tampered
with,

He finished his coffee and croissants in leisurely fashion, then heckoned to
madame for the hill.

Shice stood close beside him while she made out the slip, and, with a quick
movament, Nipper rose to his feot. )

As he did so, he ook occasion Lo stumbloe against madame, and at the same
moment Lo slip into the pocket of her apron the letter which he had read.

With an apology for bis clumsiness, e paid the bill, adding a snbstantial
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pourboire (tip)., which was sufficient Lo soothe madame's ruffled fealings, and

then, pulling his cap down over his cyes, made his way from the pl:‘lcé’..
Once in the street, he hurried on to the Boul' Mich, and, hailine a taxi

there, ordered the man to drive to the 1lotel Carlton as quickly as l?ossibh-:.'

CHAPTER VII.

Nelson Lee and Nipper See a Suspicious Th'ng—Tee Sces Light—
A Desperate Woman—An Exciting Fescue.

ROM a purely deductive point of view, and with only the material to
be gathered at the house in the Avenne Wagram to go upon, it must
be confessed that Nelson T.ee found little upon which to build a work.

ing hypothesis. The known facts comprised little indeed. and could almost
be counted upon the fingers of one hand. ’

There was, first and foremost, the fact of the double murder—eruesome
fact, which assailed one with a sharp degree of unp]easzmtncs:. There
was also the fact that the collection of diamonds had been taken from the
safe in the library. Thirdly, there was the discovery of the blood-stained
paper by Dupres oun the floor Ly the fireplace. There anything of a really
definite nature seemed to ecnd. )

From that point all was theory. And by theorising Nelson Lee was
compelled to try to find some solution of the mystery, though, to be sure, he
lad one great advantage over Monsicur Fabert and Monsieur Dupres. That
advantage comprised the personal knowledge he had of the Black Wolf,
who had been put down by bLoth the Frenchmen as the guilty payty.

On the face of it it scemed more than possible that the Black Wolt
might have been mixed up in the affair, but when the facts were dissected
it assumed quite a different phase in Lee’s mind.

Certainly the mystery of ingress and egress smacked more than a little
of thie methods employed by the Black Wolf, but, on the other hand, the
frightful murder in the library could not be reconciled by Lee with what
he knew of the Black Wolf. _

Indeed, in all the wild stories which were curreat about that mysterious
person, Lee could not recall a single one in which the Black Wolf was
accused of the capital crime.

Of robbery and swindling—yes; but of murder—nd! Chief argument
against that was the blood-stained picce of paper, and to explain that in
a satisfactory way Nelson Lee was forced to ceunstrict theory aftev theory
on what, to be sure, was a flimsy basis.

Yet after several hours solid thought and deduction from the available
cevidence ho had come to the following conclusions—firstly, that i somo
way the Black Wolf had been connected with the robbery at least: secondly,
that the double murder. which could not be veconciled with what he kuew
of the Black Walf, was the work of others: thivdly, that the ecase with
whicl ingress and egress had been made pointed to collusion within the
house. S

Now ho came to an impasse, TIf the Black Wolf had had a hand in at
least the robbery, did it argue that the Black Wolf was an accomplice of
the murderers? How could such a {hing be when Lee could not and would
not graut that the Black Wolf would countenance such a frightful deed?

Then what was the probable truth? Was {here anything upon whlcl} he
could hang a thread w\nich might support a theory leading to the timth?

Tale the three definite points which he had accepted as facts. Iw the

e ity w—— T _
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fact of the murder there was nothing, when considered alone, for that he
had already decided was not the work of the Black Woll. ‘

I'he second fact—namely. the robbery—pointed a dc[inil_c suspicion, and
the puzzling picce of paper leant weight to that second point.

The murder had been analysed as far s possible, and had yielded nothing
more than he already suspected. The robbery must be set aside for the
time being, because whatever he decided regarding that must be inspired
by deductions in other dircctions.

"Lastly. he came {o the piece of paper. Could he make anything out of
that* Tt had been found crumpled up on the floor by the fireplace. If it
had been left by the Black Wolf—and certainly the words upon it pointed
that way--as a mockery of the Paris police, then would the Black Wolf
have fossed il info an obscure corner of the room?

Above all things, the Black Wolf was an artist in his profession, and

there was little of the artistic about that crumpled picce of blood-stained
prper.
! \I\"hg,' had it been thrown there? What stafe of mind did it indicate in
the one who had thrown it? Certainly not a light mockery which was
usvally the state of mind of the Black Wolf when upon a coup. Rather it
peinled {o a condition of mind bordering on anger—or, at least, irritation.

What could be the cause of such irritation? Why not the paper itself?
Motive and reconstruction, that was it.

Bit by bit in this fashion Nelson Lee worked his way back until from out
the fog of mystery there suddenly ‘emerged a bright ray of inspiration.

It that piece of paper had been the cause of the irritation which had
caused it to be crumpled up and thrown in the corner, {lien a certain
theory was possible.

Lee advanced it tentlatively. It was certain that the paper had been
thrown there after the murders. The bloodstains proved that. Then why
was {his theory not a possible onc?

The Black Wolf had been in the house in the Avenue Wagram the night
before. Nelson Lee knew that it was guite within the powers of the Black
\\l'olf to render the two guards hors de combal before he entered the
library.

The manner in which the Black Wolf had stolen the Martigny pearls
proved {hat. Nelson Lee knew that onc of the strongest weapons which
the Black Wolf used was a certain mysterious drug which he could spread
aboul in his immediate neighbourhood, rendering those about him oblivious
of whal was going on. He himself had been under the influence. Nipper
alto had felt 1t. Others, too, had been vietims to it.

Therefore, it did not require a very great stretch of the imagination Lo
presume that the Black Wolf had used it upon the two guards. ‘Then the
entry into the library would follow, and the theft of the diamond collection
would result.

What more like the Black Wolf than {o take the jewels and leave a
mocking note for whosocver opened the case. Then he would make good his
cscape, getting away before t]llc two gunards recovered from their stupor.

That was only theory, it is true, but it was all part and parcel of what he
knew of Lhe Black \-Vo]yf.

What next? Enter the men who had done the murder. The struggle had
fn!l‘mvcd their entry, and the deed was remaining proof of the result.

I'hen, {o carry the supposition still further. They, too, had opened the
safe while their 'hmlds still reeked with the blood of their victims. They
had opened the jewel-case, and there, instead of the diamonds which they

%\\&o{cud to find, they had come wupon the mocking message of the Black
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. What more natural under such circumstances than for the one who found
it to c!'umple it up .illlg.l'll)" and hurl it from him? Standing by the safe
and doing such a thing it might well fall in the neighbourhood of the fire-
place. Then they, too, had made good their escape, and <o the terrible
deed had remained undiscovered until the morning,

Therefore. by this line of reasoning, there must have been two distinet
and separate attempts at the house in the Avenue Wagram, and by the
same process of thought it would scem that the Black Wolf had succeeded
in making the haul of jewels while the murderers had received nothing for
their awful work.

Yeb there was still that question of collusion to consider. Somcone withia
that house had furnished the necessary keys ov copies of keys.

ITad the Black Wolf received these. or had the murderers. or had both?
If the latter, then the whole fabric of the theory he had just outlined must
collapse to the ground., for it would at once connect the Black Wolf
with the murderers, and that was a point which Nelson Lee would not
acknowledge.

Then, if not Loth, who had? Judging from his knowledge of the Black
Wolf, Nelson Lee was mueh more inclined to think her capable of 2 fault-
less ingress and cgress by her own astuteness rather than the men who had
done their work so clumsily and brutally. Brutality rarely goes with
prlistic natures. The irnate refinement of such natures forbids the harbour-
ing of such a bestial uality.

Then the collusion withia {he house must have been with the murdercrs
rather than the Black Wolf. And, thatl being so, who could this accomplice
within the house have heen?

Ali, there was the rub!

Scarcely had he asked himself this (nestion than {here was a sound at
the door, and Nelson Lee looked up to see Nipper entering the room. It
nceded but a single glance from the detective to see that his young assis{ant
was brimming over with news of a sort.

““What is it, my lad?’’ he asked quickly.

Nipper tossed his cap aside, and sat down on the couch which :lood near
Lee’s chair.

“I followed the old woman,” he said abruptly. “and it is a good thing I
did so. I found out something which I tnink is important.”

“Out with it, my lad?’ zaid Nelson Lee qguickly.

Then Nipper began, and related to his master all that happened from the
time he took up the trail of the old woman in the Piace de 1'Efoile.

When he had finished lhis tale, and hag repeated word for word {lie
contents of the letter which he had so cleverly managed to read, Nelson Lee
glanced at him with approval, _ .

“You have done magnificently, my Iad,” he said warmly, © The reading
of that letter may have far greater effect on this case than you at present
imagine. You say it spoke of the writer going there to-night to get =ome
letter?”

“Yes, guv’'nor.”

““And it indicated a desperate state of mind?™

“Yes, guv'nor.”

“You are quile sure the writing was that of o woman?"’

“(Certain, guv’ner.” . :

““I think you are right, my lad. The wording of it was the “-"0]'(1“_"3 1
woman would use, too. And the signature—the single letter °Y. Good
lheaveus, Nippcr. I have just thought of something!”

“What is 1t?" asked the lad quickly. .

T will tell you later, my lad—T will t¢ll you later. But we shall do little
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{o.day until {his evening. Then we shall go in disguise to the Cafe Verena.
In ihe meantime, 1 shall write a note to Monsieur Fabert. I have come lo
certain conclusions vegarding lhis case, my lad—conclusions which your
information has strengthened materially.” . _

But not yet did he tell Nipper that the reason of his exclamation a few
moments before way Lthe sudden recollection ihat Madame Jure’s own
Christian name began with the letter “Y."

. « . . . [Y [ b s » >

At seven o'clock sharp that evening a tall man. whose appearance was
<habby in the extreme. und whose unkempt beard gave little idea as to
liis age, pushed open the swing flap which half concealed the Cafe Yerens
from the gaze of the passer-by in the street, and walked into the main
restatirant.

Ouiside there was a steady drizzle coming down. and the cafe was crowded,
for on such occasions none of the customers cared to consume their meal
in the garden. .

I'he new-comer walked down the full length of the room until he came
{o the same table at which Nipper had sat that morning, and, sinking into
a vacant seat, gave his order.

From his appeavance one would scarcely have thought that it was Nelson
Iee, the great British deteetive. At precisely five minules past seven a
lad, dressed in the style of the quarter. entered the cafe and took a seat near
the door.

Tt was Nipper.

Then, at intervals of five minutes, three more men came in and took seats
in different. parls of the place. The first of these was Monsicur Fabert,
well disguised ; the second, Monsicur Dupres, who on this occasion presented
the appearance of . a shabby artist; and thirdly came Monsicur Figuelmont
—-another of the assistants of Monsicur l'abert.

None of the five gave any sign of recognilion of the other, but cach in
his turn ordered a substantial meal and began stolidly to eat it.

Yet of those five pairs of eyes, not one but serutinised surreplitiously
cach person who entered the cafe, and when Jean of the Quarter came in
and disappeared on the other side of the curtains which shut off the sanctum
of Madame Verens from the cafe, there was the careless upraising of a
knife by Monsicur Dupres Lo indicate to the cther that the man known as
Jean of the Quarter, and the one for whom they waited, had come in.

There were few of tie characters of Paris whom Dupres did not know.
Sl they went on with their food, and when some ten or fifteen minutes
later the swing door opened to admit a woman, heavily cloaked and veiled,
there was another upraising of a knife, this time by Nelson Lee.

Ile knew instinetively that the woman who had just come in wa she who
had written Lo the Snake, signing herself *“ Y ’"; and had there been any
doubt in the matter it was settled a moment later when she, too, disappeared
hehind the curtain.

No move yet, only the slolid demolition of the food.

Five minutes went by, and a man slouched into the cafe, Icoking 1o right
and to left. Straight on to the end of the room he kept until he reached
the enrtain. Then, with a furtive look about him, he thrust it aside and
wis gone trom view. Another {en minutes, and a second furtive-lookine
mdividual repeated the same action. ;

Perhaps five minntes more went by when the curtains over the doorway
::()‘(' suddenly thrust aside, and the cloaked and veiled woman once more

ppeared. She hurried to the door, looking neither to right nor left, and
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as she disappeared inlo the street, Nelson Lee shot a quick, meaning lenle
at Nipper.

The lad was on his feet in a second, and tossing down on {he table suflicient
money to more than pay his seore, he dodged into the street.

Then and only then did Nelson Lee vise and make his way through the
curtained doorway. At the desk in her sanctum sat Madame Verens. Sha
turned her head 2s Nelson Lee entered, aund, sceing a stranger, frowned
sharply. -

“What do you want?” she rasped.

IFor answer Nelson Lee moved {owards her, then before she could even
ery out, his long arms had wound themiselves about her, and his fingers were
at-her throat.

“ Not a word!” he hissed into her ear.

Before she could recover from the surprise the ecurtains were pushed aside
once nmore, and Monsicur Fabert slipped inte the cubicle.

Jerking a cord from his pocket as he came, he slipped it round the woman's
wrists and tied them tightly. Then he thrust a gag into her mouth, and
when that was securely fixed, Nelson Lee allowed her to slip back into her
chair. They took the [urther precauntion of tying her to the chair, and
scarcely was this part of the job finished, when first Dupres then Fiquelment
came in.

With his finger on his lip, Nelson Tee passed through the cubicle to the
foot of the stairs; then, followed by the others, he began to ascend.

Slowly, step by step, he went up, until he was standing at the top gazing
along the dingy and dimly-lit hall.

When his companions had joined him, Nelson TLee tip-toed along the
corridor. pausing for a moment outside each closed door he came to.

Finally, when he had passed three, he stopped, and lifted up his hand to
enjoin extreme caution on his companions.

Standing thus, Lee bent close to the door, and now he could hear the
murmur of voices on the other side.

Slewly he turned his head.

““The birds are here,” he breathed to Monsicur Fabert. I think il iz
time to move.”

The chief nodded. and drawing a heavy automatic from his pocket, signed
to his two assistunts to do likewise. Tee already had his weapon veady,
and when he saw that his companions were prepared for the work they
had to do, he lifted his hand and rapped softly on the door.

“There was an immediate cessalion of the voices on the other side of the
door, and he could hear a chair being pushed back gently. Then came the
sound of foalsteps approaching the door, and a sccond later the key turned.
Slowly a tiny crack of light, hetween the door and the jamb widened, until
there was a space ol almost an inch. Following that, Lee saw a shadow cross
the opening, and the glitter of an eye as the light fell on it,

That was enough. With a word to the others he threw himsell heavily
against the door, and burst into the room. As he did so he saw two men,
wlho sat at the table, leap to their feet, and a loud cuvse from the man whao
opened the door revealed the utter surprise felt by Jean of the Quarter.

Nelson Lee covered the Snake withehis revolver, while Monsicur Fabert and
his {wo assistants burst in after him.

That the Snake did not propose to yield without a fight for freedom was
evidenced a moment Iater, for with another curse he ducked, and, shooling
out one long leg, kicked aover the table. The candle upon it fell to the floor,
and one of the other crooks made a motion to stwmp out the flames.

A moment later the room was plunged in Stygian darkness.

‘ Quick,”’” cried Lee—*‘ the door! Dou't let them get out!”

I
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Searcely had he uttered the words when there was a deafening roar,
followod Ly a blinding flash, close to him, and a hullet went whisthing over
his head to lodge in the door.

Lee leaped like a cat for the place where he had scen the flash, but the
Snake had been too quick for him, and he only clutched emptly air.

Then, in that small room in the Cafe Verens, there broke out one of
the most awful fights it is the power of man to conce:ve. Scven men there
were—seven desperate determined meu, three of them bent on escaping or
dying, and four of them cqually determined to make a capture. .

“Shot aflter shot went whistling across the room, flash after flash broke
out, until the very rapidity of the firing sounded like the spit of a Maxim
run.
€ It was every man for himsellf now—every man trying to pivk his antagonist
and drop him beforo he himself was dropped. .

Lee had managed somchow to close the door, and what with the fumes of
powder and the strained breathing of seven men, the air in the room was
almost overwhelming.

Then the fight shifted round a little, and in a Jull Nelson Lee saw the
door jerked open and a figure slip out into the corridor.

With a shout to Fabert and his men, he tore after, and was just in time
10 sce Jean, of the quarter, racing for the stairs.

Nelson Lee fired from the hip as he ran, and at the top of the stairs the
Snake turned and sent a bullet crashing back at his pursuer.

‘Then he went headlong down the stairs, with Lee after him. They tore
through the cubicle where Madame Verens still sat, bound and gagged,
and into the restaurant proper, where the customers had one and all risen
in horror at the pandemonium which had been going on over their heads.

Some of the women had run into the street, but for the most they were
crouching by their tables.

As the Snake burst into the room with Nelson Lee on his heels there were
a few screams, but the mnext moment, when Nelson Lee leaped for his
quarry and caught him by the throat, a sudden silence settied over the
room, and men and women on all sides watched with bated breath tho
:I[)cginning of a fight that was {o go down into the history of the Quarticr
atin, .

Both weapons were now useless, for the chamber of each had been emptied
in the fusillnde upstairs, and neither man had had time to slip in a fresh
clip of cartridges.

Yet the Snake was no coward, and he was nothing lToth to come to grips
with the shabby-looking man whom he knew now was of the police.

He swung, with a curse, as Lee’s hands gripped him, and drove his fist
full into the detective’s face. Lee was compelled to take the blow, but the
next moment, though he was bleeding hadly at the mouth, he had pushed
the Snake from him, and was driving in blow after blow.

Back, back, back he drove his antagonist, until Jean was jammed up
against a table. Then with a quick leap, the Snake sprang out of reach
of the awful punishment he had been taking, and with a lightning-like
inm:mni*pt lifted his leg, driving the end of his high heel full to the point of
ee’s chin.,

Only in time had Lee seen the move, preparatory to the famous French
savatle, and had jerked back his head as far as he could. He could not
cvade the blow aliogether, but he managed to minimise its effects, and before
tho.1 Snake could do it the second time, Lee had rushed into a eclinch.

Then all pretence at the rules of fighting were swept aside. Neither man
bothered one whit, Rach was out to get the other, and in doing so he was
compelled to apply every atom of strength and knowledge he possessed. The
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rules framed Ly the famous Marquis of Queensberry were never intended
for a fight such as that terrible struggle between Nelson Lee and the Snake.,
The customers of the restaurant were still held spellbound by the fury of
the struggle, and when the flying, fighting, pauting figures approached
any of them they were given all the room they required. )
By a marvellous bit of strategy, Nelson Lee managed to ect his man
worked over into a corner, and there, watching that the hell-work was not
repeated, he started in with a vicious attack which had the Snake dodging
frantically. >
He came back pluckily, but Lee was now fightiug coolly and with almost
prolessional care. Time after time the Snake tried frauticully to avoid the
punishment, but T.ee was after him like lightning, and, watching his
{rhfan.ce]. drove a terrible right to the jaw, following it up by a vicious cross
eft jah. ) '
Both blows caught the Snake on the spot intended, and when the second
crashed in upon him, he rocked back oun his heels with a look of glassy
stupidity on his lace.

Drawing back his arm, Nclson Lee sent in another right, and with a queer
litlle groan, the Snake went down to stay. ’

Like a Tlash Nelson Lee was on toy of him, and a moment later there was a
click as he slipped on the handeuffs. ITe was taking no chances with
the Suake. '

Scarcely had he done so when there was a stir at the end of the room, and
Mousicur Fabert and his two assistants came in, dragging after them tie
two accomplices of the Snake.

Monsicur I'abert’s eyes glistened with satisfaction as he saw Lee.

“T thought he had got away,”” he panted.

Lee shrugged.

“I thought he would manage to do so0,”” he replied. ‘“ But, thank
goodness, I was able to overtake him before he got clear of the place.
Your men ought to be outside, oughtn’t they?”

The chief nodded.

““I told them to have a patrol motor here at half-past seven. Fiquelmont,
just slip outside and see if our men have arrived.”

Saluting, the assistant went out to the street, and returned a few
moments later, followed by four men in the uniform of the Paris police,

They saluted the chief, and stood waiting for his orders.

““Take these three men out to the motor,” he said curtly. ‘ See that
they are well secured, and then come back to clear this place out. I want
it locked and a seal put on the door until this affair is over.”

The four men acted promptly aud with precision. Jerking the Suake
and his two accomplices to their feet, they dragged them outside to the
patrol, and forced them into it. _

Then they returned to the café, and shouted to the remaining customers
that they must depart at once. Sceing now that it was a police-raid. those
who were slill in the room made good their escape, for there was more than
one person there who had no fancy for running foul of the police.

When the place was quite empty. Dupres and Fiquelmont unbound
Madame Verens, and talked sternly to her. That done, they locked the
front door and put a police seal on the outside. Then, jeining Lee and
Monsicur Fabert, who were waiting in the latter’s car, they all drove on
to the Criminal Department Headquarters at the Quai des Orfevres.

It was just as they were drawing into the kerb in front of that great
cheerless stone building that o taxi dashed up to the kerb, and out of it
came Nipper. He turned to assist somcone from the cab, and they saw a
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cloaked and veiled woman, with garments dripping wet, lean heavily on
his arm as he conducted her into the building. )

They followed close after, and on the way Monsicur Fabert said to Lee:

“ I ]1ope, mousicur, we have made no mistake. It was in compliance with
{he request of your letter to-day that I made all these arrangements for the
raid on the Café Verens, but I stil cannot see what Jean of the Quarter
had 1o do with tbe affair in the Avenue Wagram. All the cvidence points
so strongly to the Black Wolf."

Nelson Lee shrugged.

““ Patience, mousieur, paticnce. When we arrive in your bureau I shall
make the charge, and it will be the charge of murder against Jean of the
Quarter, and his two accomplices. I have an interesting story to tell you,
and unless I am greatly mistaken, I shall be able to bring proof of its
truth.” .

“The woman,” murmured the chief; ““ who is she? And what does your
young assistant with her? She was dripping wet—did you notice?”

Lee nodded.

"I don’t understand that myself,” he said. ‘“But we shall soon know,
for Nipper will tell us.”

With that they continued their way to the offices of the chief.

»

CHAPTER VII.

Wtat Happened When Nipper Left the Cafe Verens—A

Struggle in the Water.

70 understand why it was that Nipper was arriving at the Quai des
Orfevres with the cleaked and veiled woman dripping wet, it is
necessary to go back for a little to the time when he left the Café

Verens on her trail, just before Nelson Lee had his terrific fight with the
Snake. _

It was comparatively easy for the lad to keep her in sight to the Boul’
Mich, but there she slipped into a big limousine which stood waiting at
iho -kerb, and the car drove off at once.

It was only by sheer luck that Nipper was able to get a taxi, and,
leaping in, he told the driver to keep the big car in sight. Straight down
the Boul' Mich the chase ied, until, by many turnings and windings, they
came to the Boulevard Raspail.

There the car ahead turned to the right, heading for the river, and on
reaching the end of the Rue de Belle Chausse, suddenly drew into the kerb.

Somewhat puzzled, Nipper leaned out and told his man to go slowly,
but as he passed the larger car, he saw the cloaked woman get out. Then
the car drove on, and with a quick glance about her, the woman turned and
headed for the river side of the Quai.

Nipper rapped smartly on the window, and when the taxi had stopped, he
jumped out, tossing the man ten francs for his fare.

Keeping well in the shadow—for it was still a dark. stormy nighi--he
dogged the woman along as she made her way towards the Quai.

Those who are acquainted with that portion of the Seine will know that
just below the bridge which spans it, there is a long stone ““:#lip.” running
from the Quai proper down to the cdge of the river. where almost every
day in the year the famous Seine fishermen may be seen angling for the
fish which they never scem to catch.

IL also forms a highway for loads going Lo or coming from the numerous



EDGES OF STEEL 23

barges which moor there, but on a dark and drizzling night such as the
onc in question, it is a silent and deserted spot. '

Therefore, Nipper was a good deal puzzled to know what could bhe the
w_oxﬁm's object in going down that slip to the edge of the river on such a
night. _

She was cautious not to be seen, too, for ag the lad slipped along after
her, keeping close to the high coping of the stome wall, he saw her pause
and turn round.

He crouched low, waiting until she should resume her way, and then he
was after her again.

She kcrt. straight on to tho edge of the river, and creeping along as
close as he dared go, Nipper could just make out her figure, where she
slood at the very edge of the water, gazing across at the myriad lights which
glecamed through the Tuilleries across the river, and at the red glare of
the sky in the background where the high lights of Montmartre held sway.

HOe was intensely puzzled was the lad, but never for a single moment did
he anticipate the awful thing which happened a moment later,

He saw the woman raiee her arms up towards the sky, then her cloak
dropped from her, and a moment later Nipper uttered an exclamation of
horror as she plunged full into the black waters of the Scine. :

Like a flash he was up and racing down the remaining distance. e
gained the edge of the river in a few scconds, and, standing on the same
spot where she had stood, he thought he could just catch o glimpse of a
white face tossing on the current.

Without the slightest hesitation. Nipper threw his arms over his head
and dived in. He came to the surface some distance out, and swimming
with a strong. overhand stroke, followed the current in the direction where
be had seen that ghastly face.

The scconds seemed ages as they passed, and he began to fear that he
had missed her after all. ) ,

Just when he was considering turning lLack to scarch farther out, he
saw an upraised arm, and swimming as hard as he could, he made for it.

He munaged to catch it just as it was disappearing lLeneath the surface
and then, in the black waters of the river, he had to struggle with a woman
who was determined to drown,

She fought wildly to be released, Lut® Nipper, now that he had caught
hold of her, had no intention of being witness to a deliberate suicide if he
could prevent it, and altbough he had to be rough with her to_ control
her, he finally managed to force her to stop her struggles, and a few
moments later he was struggling to reach the bank, dragging with him a
choking, sobbing woman.

How he managed to make the slip again the ln_d never k'ncw; But after
an eternity of aching struggle. he did manage it, and with a last cffort
succeeded in dragging himself out of the water with his burden after
him.

Another ten minutes was consumed endeavouring {o calm her and revive
her somewhat, then, wrapping her cloak about her, he led her up the glip
to the Quai where they were compelled to stand shivering for some time
before a crawling taxi came along. )

Nipper’s first thought was to get the woman to her home, for while she
stood shivering in his arms, ke bad, to his amazement, recogunised her as
none other than Madame Jure. - .

He did not pause to wonder what she could have been doing at the
Café Verens, though, to be sure, he was keen cnough to put two and two
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togrellier, and to realise that it must have been she who had written that
note to Jean of the Quarler.

What a woman like Madame Jure would have in common with the Snake
—how she had ever fallen into the clutches of such a creature—was beyond
him.

But the knowledge caused him to determine o take her to Lee without
delay, and, rocLomurr that Neleon Lee’s plans had malured, he knew that
his master must soomer or later arrive at the Quai des Orfevres that
cvening.,

Tt was not Far from where they then stood, and knowing that he would be
able to get dry garments there for himself aund Madame Jure, he told the
taxi driver whom De hailed to drive there at once. |

“Thercfore, it was that, as Nelson Lee and Monsicur IMabert arrived af
the Criminal Department headquarters, they saw Nipper assisting into the
building the woman lic had saved from a watery grave.

CHAPTER VIII

A Strange Scene at the Quai des Orfevres—Nelson Lee Talks—Madame
Jure Makes a Confession—On the Trail of the Black Wollf,

N the private burcau of the chief of the Criminal Department, there
was gathered a strange company. The chief himself was seated at his
desk with Nelson Lee close to him.

On the other side cf the desk, and clad in dry clothing, which had been
provided by the wife of the concierge, sat Madame Jmc, with tear-laden
cyces drooping to her lap. Close to her sat Nipper and just behind them
were Dupres and Ifiquelmont.

In an adjoining room four officers sal with thc three prisoners who had
been brought from the Cafe Verens. Monsicur Fabert had assembled them
thusk'lt the request of Nelson Lee, and now he was waiting for Lee o

wi

l'l‘hc British detlective did not. waste any time in coming to the point.
"When be saw that the chief was ready, he rose, and lcotlllﬂ‘ his long lean
fingers on the edge of the desk, begun to speak.

“ Monsicur l‘abert * he said qmotly, when I wrote Lo you to-day asking
you to make certain arrangements for a raid on the Cafe Verens to- ulcht
it was wholly based on the “theories upon which I had been working. True,
1 had come Lo certain conclusions, but it was something which my “assistant
Nipper discovered that decided me.”

Then Lee turned slowly round and faced Madame Jure.

“ Madame Jure,”” he said gently, ‘“ this morning, when my assistant and
I were leaving the house in the Avenue Wagram, we pnsscd in the front
hall an elderly maidservant, whom we took casual notice of. On walking
up the Avenue Wagram and reaching the Place de 1'Etoile, we again saw
her hurrying across the Place.

“I sent my assistant to follow her, and need T say, madame, that e
tracked her to the Cafe Verens, off the Boul' Mich.

At this point, Monsicur FFabert bit his lip, for he was annoyed that none
of hix own men had been on the track of the woman.

“She took a letter to the Cafe Verens,. madame,’”’ resumed Lee, *° and
how it happened does not matter just now, but I may tell you that my
assistant, by a dariug trick, not only managed to get possession of that
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letter, bul he succeeded in reading the contents, and i

, _ : s, rescaling tl ter

to ‘Ifet.urn it to the pocket of Madaine Yercus, from which he ha%l tnllie:leti:;m,
* That letter, madame, was addressed Lo one Jean, of the Quarter. ;md. if

you wish I can tell you the contents. It was signed wi \
Madame Jure.” s signed with the letter Y,

A low moan came from Madame Jure, : o ; v h:
task in hand, he went on mercilessly: » and though Nelsou Lee hated the

“T leave you to judge if I am deceiving vou, madame., 7T A ‘as
an appeal to Jean of the Quarter and when my assistant 'b1-;1lifhil,-eif)t;;k“tiz
information, it was all I needed to prove beyond a doubt that the men who
murdered the two guards in your husband’s library last night, madame
had had a confederate in the house. That counfederale was yoursell"
madame. ’
. ““And now, mousieur,” he went on, turning back to Monsieur Fabert

I will tell you in detail what occurred at the house last night The
diamonds which were stolen were taken, as you suspected, by t?he.BlacE
Wolf, but monsicur, the Black Wolf had nothing whatsoever to do with
the murder there. Jean of the Quarter and his two accomplices entercd
the library after the Black Wolf had departed with the booty. It wosy
they who murdered the two guards, and I think, when I have told you al.l'l
you will agrec with me. ’

Forthwith, Nelson Ice began and related step by step, the tale which
he was cnabled to consiruct from the deductions he had made.

Thosc in that room listened spellbound as he proceeded, gazing at him as
though he were a wizard. o °

When he had finished, not omitting a single detail, he turned sharply to
Madame Jure. and raising a forefinger, said sternly:

“Now, Madame Jure, will you confess? Give us your confidence, and
we may be able to help you more than youn think.”

Madame Jure raised appealing eyes to Lee’s, and half rising in her chair,
stammered :

** Monsicur—monsicur, it—is—true. I gave Jean of the Quarter impres-
sions of the key. He—he it was who must have done the deed, though. as
Heaveu iy my wilness, I did not know such a terrible crime was intended.
I have been at his merey for years, monsieur. Oh! monsieur, you are good
and gencrous. Help me, I besecech you.”

With that Madame Jure sank back, and Nipper was just in time to
grasp her as she fainted.

Nelson Lee turned to Monsicur Fabert.

“ We have in her the proof we desire, monsicur. Bring her round. IFace
Jean of the Quarter with her, and he will have to confess. Myself, I am
ooing to get the Black Wolf. I will have the Black Wolf here before
midnight and I will recover from the Black Wolf the nmissing diamonds.
Make no move, I beg of you, until we have finished all the evidence.

«“T cannot see that it will serve any good purpose to punish Madame Jure
any more than she has been punished. - She was in the grip of that murderous
devil, but in her heart she was innocent of auy wrong intentions. Mde leld
her in the grip of fear. Come, Nipper, we have much Lo do yet!”

With that Lee picked up his hat, and before the astonished chief could
reply, he was at the door with tho lad at his heels.

Men the chief found lis voico, aud called out:

““ Will you take any of my men with youz’?

“ No, thanks,” replied Lee pausing. .

“ Then have my car,” said Monsicur Fabert. It 1s at the kerb.”

$I shall accept that with pleasure,’’. vesponded Lee, with a nod; and,
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leaving the chief still gaping with astovishment, they went down the long
‘stone corridor to the street. .

Once they were in the car, Nelson Lee leaned forward, and said to tho
driver:

“ Do vou know the Rue de Presle. in Chantilly*”’

““ But, ves. monsieur,”’ replied the man.

“ I'hen drive to Number Ninety-two,”’ said Lee; and, scttling himself in
Lis scat. he smiled at the look on Nipper's face,

“ Guv'nor!” said the lad.

“ Yes, Nipper? What is it?”’

“ How did vou do it, guv'nor? Things went so quickly, back in Mousicur
Tabert's room, that I have not been able to grasp it all. I am sure, too,
that Monsicur Fabert has not beew able to do so. Iow did you know that
i{he Black Wolf had nothing to do with the murder?”’

*“It iy a long story, my lad,” replied the detective, *“ and I prefer not to
tell you how I arrived at my conclusions until I have roped in the Black
Wolf. She is a very slippery customer, and may have cleared outl of Paris.
But I am taking a chance, my lad. Yet I am willing to wager that when the
Black Wolf read of the murder in to-day’s papers she was as surprised as
any of the public. And let me warn you, my lad, that when we reach her
house, if we find her in, we must move very warily. You know, and I know,
of the strange drug she uses. We must ensure that nothing of the sors
happens to us. Therefore we shall have to strike quickly and surely.”

“ Tl be on my guard,” replied Nipper earnestly: and, with a nod, Lee
sunk into deep thought.

Nor was any*more eaid between them until the big pelice car drove past
the Chantilly golf links.

Those who recad of the first stirring brush between Nelson Lee and the
Black Wolf, at the time of the theft of the Martigny pearls, will recall that,
as Mademoiselle Miton, the Black Wolf lived in Chantilly. It was the house
oll the Boulevard Clichy in Montmartre that she used as the Comte de Monie
Bells, and it was because she attended with such precision of detail to iier
scparate roles that the Black Woll was able to go so long uncaptured.

Little did the Paris pelice or Paris society dream that the charming,
heautiful, and somewhat mysterious Mademoiselle Miton was the same as
that handsome young Bohemian known as the Comtc de Monte Bello, and
they would have looked upon one as mad had one suggested that hoth those
individuals hid the identity of the Black Wolf.

Yet Nelson Lee knew it—and the Black Wolf knew that he knew it—and
he was fully determined that this visit to the hiouse in Chantilly should not
end so disastrously as his first visit there.

A few minutes after passing the golf links, the car drew up at the kerb
hefore the entrance gates to Mademoiselle Miton’s house. and, getting out,
Lee told the man to wait for them. Then, signing to Nipper to follow, he
?f)cnled the small gate, and started up the curving drive-way which led to

1¢ honse.

Ho rang withont hesitation, and they were not kept waiting long. Tho
door was opened by the maid, whom Lee recognised as Ninette. °

When she saw who was standing on the threshold, she drew back quickly,
aud opened her mouth to seream, for in Nelson Lee she scented daneer to her
mistress, : . °

But Lee was upon her like a flash, throttling the cry in her throat. ITe
had no (aacy for the work, but he did not intend that she should upset all
his plans.

e worked quickly and deftly, and three minutes later Ninelte lay on
the ball floor, neatly hound and gugged,
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IIO“:’?QIHG on, my lad,” whispered Lee—* we must capture tlhe iistress

At that sama moment a silvery voice was raised near at hand, calline:

** Ninctte! Ninefte!”’ . °

Lee stopped short, and, taking Nipper by the arm, drew him in behing
the concealment of some heavy curlains, which hung as portieres over a
door.

Scarcely had they managed this when a light step sounded down the hall,
and, peering from betweon the curtains, Nelson ILee suw a slim figure
approaching,

The hall was lit by 2 single great brazen lamp, which hung at the upper
end, and for the moment Lee and Nipper were perfectly concealed.

' Scarcely breathing, Nelson Lee watched Mademoiselle Miton approach,
.l‘hqn, as she drew nearer foot Ly foot, he tantemed his muscles for the
spring.

Another yard, and she would be just opposite them.

On she came, one more step, and then, thrusting the curtains aside, Nelson
Lee launched himself towards her.

She heard him ay he came, and, stopping short, gave a sharp exclamation
of surprise.

With a swift motion, she thrust her hand towards the bosom of her dress.
hut, betore it reached ils objective, Nelson Lec had her wrist in a grip of
iren, and, with Nipper beside him a moment later, they soon had her
helpless.

Her decep brown eyes blazed with anger through 1he gloom of the hall.

"“So 1t is you, Monsieur Lee!” she said, panting heavily. I owe this
to you. What is the reason for it, pray?”’

Tec smiled into her cyes.
3 “I regret having been compelled to use force, mademoisetle,” he said,

but I have remembered a pleasant little habit you have of drugging those
of whom you would rid yourself. I have no intention that it shall happen
to me the second time. You ask the reason for this? I will tell vou. I
want you for a certain little affair at the house of Monsicur Jure, in the
Avenue Wagram, last night.”

Cool as she was, Madcmoiselle Miton’s eyes fitled with a look of fear. It
was gone almost at once, but not before Lee had seen it, and he knew in his
heavt it was because mademoiselle knew of the double murder which had
taken place there. :

As Lee had thought, she kad read of the murder in the papers, and it had
come to her as a tremendous surprise.

She had puzzled over the affair all day, for she knew that when she left the
house the two guards were all right.

She knew, too, that the ocenrrence had placed her in a deadly peril, and.
not knowing that Nelson Lee had already raked in Jean of the Quarter and
his two accomplices—not guessiag for a single instant that his keen mind
had ferreted out the truth of the affair and the purt played in it by Madame
Jure, she saw that if the theft conld be pinned down to the Black Wolf, then
she stood a good chance of being acensed ol the murder as well,

Once the Paris police knew that she; Mademoisclie Miton, was the Black
Wolf, then hev whole secret would be out, and they would act with decision.

Lee knew what she was thinking as well as thoagh he conld read her
every thought, but he had no intention of enlightening ler inst then. e
was ot for business this night, and dispatch was his chief aim.

“ You must come with us to the Quai des Orfevres, mademoiselle !’ ho
said curtly. ¢ Nipper, hand me that cloak which is hanging near you!
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Wrap 1t round mademoiselle.  That is e way ! No; keep both her hands

outmide, where we can walch them.” _

Muademoiselle Miton gubmitted in silence, and then, forced by Lee, she
walked along the hall to the front door. _

She raid nothing when she saw Ninetle lying, bound and gagged, on the
Hoor, but her cyes filled with anger, aud Lee knew il she could she would
make him pay for that night’s work.

But he wus too elated at his capture of the Black Wolf to pay heed to her
anger, aud, compelling her to come with him, he led the way out to the car.

Once they were ensconced in the tonneau, he gave the order to drive back
at once to the Quai des Orfevres, and some thirty-five minutes later they
were once more threading their way along the stone corridor which led to
{be burcau of Monsicur Ifabert.

It would be difticult to portray in words the blank amazement which rested
on the faces of those in the room when Nelson Lee, Mademoiselle Miton, and
Nipper entered. . _ . .

Mousicur Fabert still sat” at his desk with Messieurs Dupres and Fiqguel-
mont in close attendance upon him. In one corner, under the guard of two
men who watched them every moment, were Jean ol the Quarter and his two
accomplices. _

In tne same seal she had occupied when they were there before was
Madame Jure, looking pale and frightened.

With one accord, they stared at Lee and the two who were with him.

Nelson Liee smiled as his eyes rested on Monsicur Fabert. With a bow,
he addressed the chief.

“ Monsicur,”” be said slowly, “ permit me Lo present to you Mademoiselle
Miton, alins Monsicur le Comte de Monte Bello, alias the Black Wolt!”’

If those in the room had been amazed at Mademoiselle Miton's appearance
there under such circumstaunces, they were even more so at Lee's announce-
ment.

Mongieur Fabert stared al the British deteclive with frank incredulity
writlen on his countenance. Both he and Monsienr IFiguelmont knew the
zirl whom Parig called Mademoisclle Miton, and from the look on the [ace
of Madame Jure it was plain that she, too, knew the girl.

Monsicur IFabert rose to his feet.

“But surely. monsicur, ihiy is some joke! he said. ¢ Mademoiselle
Miton the Black Wolf ! Impossible!”

“ Nol impossible, but a factl,” replied Lee quietly.  “ When I have finished
my report, you will see that it is not a joke, but sober and serious reality.
Mademoiselle Miton, permit me Lo offer you a seat. Nipper, yon will keep
your ¢ye on Mademoiselle Miton, and if she makes a single move vou will at
once seize her,” ' -

Nipper nodded, and took up his stand close to mademoiselle’s chair. Then,
turnimg Lo Monsicur Jabert, Lee said:

T notice Jean of (he Quarler here, monsicur. 1las he yel confessed to
his crimes?"”’

The chief nodded.

I have it in writing, monsicur,” he responded. I have just had it
and witnessed, "

3:94: nodded with satisfaction. Then he went on:

The robbery and double murder at the house in the Avenue Wagram
pruscuth s0mo curious phases, monsieur. I will confess that, when I first
went Lo inspoct the library, I was tempted to believe with Monsicur Dupres
i-hlm. thlu Black Wolf had had a hand ig the whole business. ‘That was hefore

1ad had o chance Lo properly examine the evidence. But then I devoted
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some thought to the matler, and from what T knew of the Black Wolf, I
could not reconcile such a brutal deed with her.

“Yon look surprised when I refer to the Black Wolf as ¢ her,” monsicur.
Do not be astonished. You will understand all in a few moments. The more
time I devoted to the case, the more convinced I hecame that the Black Welt
had been there—had, parhaps, managed to get away with the diamonds—bug
that there had been olher visitors to the house that same night.

‘““Now I shall outline to you what I consider a reasonable theory. You
have the confession of Jean of the Quarter. You will have that of
Mademotsclle Miton within an hour, or I shall be very much mistaken in my
cstimato of hev.” -

Then Nelson Lee began, and, starting with the three major faels in the
case, he went over every bit of the evidence. enlarging at each point ou the
dednctions hie had made as he had gone deeper and deeper into the case.

ITe dealt with the fact of the robbery, the fact of the murder, and the
fact of the finding of the paper on the floor by the fireplace. Ie next dealt
with the theory of collusion within the house, owing to the case with which
ingress and cgress had been accomplished. TFrom that he went on to the
long process of analysis which he had applied, and to the result which be
had arvived at Ly it.

Then came the visit of Nipper Lo the Cafe Verens, when he had so cleverly
read the letter which Madame Jure had sent by her own maid to Jean of
the Quarter. From that the chief was cognisanti of what had occurred, and
Lee passed it over quickly.

When he had finished ane might have heard a pin drop in the room. Lec
waited a few moments to allow his words to sink in, then he went on:

“That is the caszse as 1 see it, Monsicur Tabert. When I amuse
Mademoiselle Miton of Leing the Comte de Monte Bello and the Black Wolf
1 am making a chavge which you can prove this very night. Send some
men to Ninety-two, Rue de Presle. Chantilly, and have a thorough search
of the house made. If you do not {ind the Jure diamonds, then I shall bo
very much mistaken.

““You have the confession of Jean of the Quarter. That part of my
theory has therefore been proven already. In it you are bound to sec that
he denies having got the diamonds.”

“That is (rue, mousicur,” said the chief. as his eyes rested on ono
pavagraph of the written confession before him. ** He says he found the
jewel-case empty.””

“ e was bound to do 0.’ said Lee coolly. © He arrived theve afier tke
Black Wolf had atrcady decamped with the booty.

“ Now, Mademoiselle Miton,” went on Lee, turning to tlu? gi‘r‘l‘. who was
smiling with mockery, ““ will yon confess your parl of the affair?

She did not reply for a.moment; then,-as her eyes rested on Jean of the
Quarter, she shrugged.

“Y am surprised that the Black Wolf was ﬂC(:ll.‘i(‘El of snu‘h a brutnlﬁ:lml
bungling affair as the murder of which I read to-day,” she said coolly. “ My
part in the Jure aftair was almost exactly as Monsieur Lee has outlined ll'L
That butcher ”’—pointing at Jean—* bousted unwisely that he wnuld‘gL‘
possession of the Jure diamonds, and would so arrange it that the l)l.mul.
would be thrown on to the Black Wolf. ad it not been for that I sl{ouli
not havo bothered myself about it. But I set my wils to work. Walch
him now. He recognises me all right. ; . .

“T found him at the Cafe Verens one night, and I played with lnm.l tI
ot from him impressions of keys which took one through from the s‘trce‘t:rlir;
the safe where the diamonds were hidden, I bhad keys made, aud last nig
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I visited the bouse. I get the diamouds without any trouble, and in their
place left a «lip of paper for this butcher. That is all.”

Lee nodded quickly.

“I way puzzled to know if you had used duplicate keys,”” he said. “If
vou had, I wondered how you had managed to get impressions from which
1o make them. Now, Monsieur Fabert,”” he continued, “ what are you
doing about Madame Jrre? In view of the confession of Jean of the
Quarier, do you not think it possible that her part in the afluir may be
suppressed 2’

Monsicur JFabert stroked kis heard.

“I have given that some thought, Monsicur Lee.”” he replied. ‘T have
come to the same conclusion. I shall also take good care to get possession
of the letlers which this fellow held over ler head as a threat, and she
herself shall destroy them. No one need cver know of her part in it at all.””

With a cry Madame Jure was oun her feet, and bending low over the
hand of the chicf. _

““ Monsicur-——monsicur,”’ she said brokenly, while the hot tears scalded her
dieeles and fell upon his hand, ““I kiss your hand with gratitude. You
have lifted a mountainous weight from my heart. You have saved me frem
worse than death.”

The chicf, in some embarrassment, patted her shoulder and led her to
the door. .

““(lo home. madame,” bhe said softly. ‘“Find your way in as you camec
out. Torget what has happened. To-morrow you shall have the letters,
and can then destroy them with your own hands.”™

He openced the door as he spoke, and, with a grateful look at Nelson Lee,
Madame Jure passed out of the room and out of this story. :

A few minutes later, Monsieur Fabert ordered the guards to remove Jean
of the Quarter and his twyo accomplices, and then, requesting Muadcmoiselie
Miton to draw closer to the desk, he set himself to one of the sirangest
examinations in all his long carcer.

Nelson Lee and Nipper did not remain for that examination, but, bidding
good-night to the chief and his two assistants, prepaved to relurn {o their
notel, for they werc leaving for London early in the morning.

Just before he went, Lee went across to Mademoiselle Miton, and, bending
over her, said:

*“Belicve me, madenroiselle, I am more than sorry that things are as
they are. You are toc full of the beauty of youth to follow such a line
as you have been following. ILven so, I am sorry it fell to my lot to unmask
you, Good-bye.”

For a momenl the lids of the girl veiled her eyes, then slowly she lified
her head and said:

““ Good-bye, Monsicur Lee. Your advice is good, I have no doubt; but
please spaie me any more of it. It comes badly from the ome who exposed
nme.”’

Lee hesilated, as though he would say something clse; then, with a shrug,
he bowed and started for the door.

Mademoiselle Miton followed him with sombre eyes until he had passed
out; then, with an enigmatical smile, she turned back to Monsieur Fabert.

An hour later Nelson Lee and Nipper had finished their packing, and
were just preparing to retire when the iclephone rang, and, picking up the
receiver, Lee recognised the voice of Monsteur Fabert.

' Is that you, Monsieur Lee®” he asked, in tones laden with excitement,
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" Yes—yes.”” answered Lee quickly. ““ What is it?"

“I have both geod news and bad news for you,”’ said the chief, ¢ My men
have but returned from the house in Chantilly, and they brought with them
not only the full collection of diamonds which was taken from the Avenue
Wagram last night, but also they brought a large collection of articles
which had disappeared from many places during the past few months. But
to cap_ that, Monsicur Lee, I have to tell you that the Black Wolf has
escaped.

“We were sitting here talking one moment, and at what scemed the
next she was gone. My meu are on her track now, and I hope to recapiure
her by morning.””

“T hope you succced,” replied Lee; “ but, monsieur, T do not think they
will ran her down. It is a pity that she slipped out of your hands, but
we can only hope that the police net will enmesh her.’ *

“It will—it will! It must!”’ eame back the voice of Monsicur Fabert.
““ Iorgive me, Monsieur Lee, for ringing you up at this hour, but I wished
to tell you how utterly your prophesy came true. It has Leen a wonderful
bi of work, monsicur. I would we had you in Paris always.”

Lee laughed, and, thanking the chief for his kind words, rechung the
Teeeiver,

Turning to Nipper, he said:

“What we feared bas happened, my lad. The Black Wolf has escaped.
I do not think they will recapture her in a hurry.”

““Nor do I, guv’nor,” replied the lad. ‘“But what do they expect us to
do--stand by her night and day. We handed her over to thiem. They
should have been able to hold her.”

"It scems so, my lad,”’ rejeined Lee, with a smile; “ but let us remember
that they still have the Jure diamonds and a lot of other booty as well.
And now, Nipper—to bed! We shall start early in the morning.”

Bidding each other good-night. they made for their respective rooms,
and in the oblivion of sleep forgot the Black Wolf and Jean of the Quarter.

THE END.,
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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,"’ etc,

r

Hucn ArNoLp a young Englisk lad, goes out lo the far North with an expedition.
Le is joined by an Irish sailor—MikE O'Grapy, and also VAL RuxToN.

The latter und Hugh become fust friends, bul one day Val hints that Huyh
joined the expedition under a false name, und says that Amaki, a neighbouring
Ioskimo, hay been asking for lidings of a certavn explorer whose name 15 well Inown in
the scientific world. For some reason, IHugh turns pale. _

The camp 18 raided by a mneighbouring parly, but Hugh and Ruxlon, with (wo
sailors, pul up o stiff fight.  They are beaten off, and a trap is laid for them.

Hoaving captured the strangers, the leader—GRIMSTOCR-—comes wpon the scene, and
1l scems that Hugh and Ruzxton are in for a bad time.  (Now read on.)

Ruxton is Amuszd.

“Well, gentlemen,” began Grimstock, and his veice was harsh and
grating. * What is the meaning of this?” )

*Of what?” asked Ruxton, who felt himself more particunlarly singled
out,

“Of what? You ask me? I am told that you have ill-treated these men
here. That they came to our camp, of which you were in charge, wishing to
know if we had a little tobacco to barter or sell, and that you set upon them,
and ruthlessly assaulted, not only them, but others as well, who went out
from here to the assistance of their comrades.”

Ruxton gave a gasp, while Hugh muttered something under his breath
which might have been, ** Good gracious!"—only, it wasn't.

“They said that, did they—just thal?’’ Ruxton asked.

“ Come, sir, don’t beat aboul the bush,' said Grimstock, with ominous
coldness.  ** I want to know what it all means.  Why have you behaved in
a manner which, as you must know, is likely to gel us o bad name amongst
Lhose people, and turn those who might have been useful allies into possible
enemies?””

“ T can answer that question,”” Hugh burst in.

“ 1 didn’t ask you, Mr. Arnold. 1 asked Mr. Ruxton. I suppose he can’
answer for himself.”

" 1I've no doubt he can—and will=but he’s not going Lo answer for me,”
sidd Hugh hotly.  1Ie was stung by his leader’s tone, and indignant at the
manner in which Ruxton was being dealt with. 1 am as much in this
thing as he is,”" he wenl on, and 1 wish to say al once that you seem to
have been told a pack of lies. These men are no such milk-and-walery
mnocents as you appear to think. They're a lol of half-drunken rowdics,
who made n descent on the camp while our backs were turned, and »
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“ How do you know that, if your backs were turned? - And why were they
turned? T left you in charge. Why did you leave the camp unguarded?”’

N We did not, Mr. Grimstock,”” Ruxton put in ¢uietly, though he had some
dificulty in restraining himself. * \Ve_ were both there at the time: we
were merely walking up and down. It is true that, as Mr. Arnold puts it,
our backs were turned for the moment. When we looked round we saw two
of these peaceful would-be traders, as you seem to consider them, attacking
our two men, and four others walking ol with sundry packages under their
arms. Of course, we interfered '

“ What do you mean by  our two men *?” interrupted Grimstock. ° You
were quite a dozen oltogether. It doesn’t scem very likely that two or three
strangers would attack a camp guarded by a dozen people.”

“‘ The others were down yonder, at the Eskimo camp, and there they stuck.
and, for the matter of that, there they are now, so there were only two with
us at the moment the thieving raseals put in an appearance.”

“Ah! Now we're gelting at it. And why, pray, did you allow your men
to be absent at the Eskimo camp, instead of attending to their duties with
you, and looking after iny property?”’

‘“ Because I couldn’t get 'em away,” returned Ruxton. ‘“ You know what
men are, Mr. Grimstock, when they first get ashore after a long bout on
board ship. I could do nothing with the beggars, and I almost doubt if you
could. cither, if you had been there,”” he added doggedliy.

“That’s a nice confession to make, Mr. Ruxton,”” commented {he leader,
still in the same cold steely tones. ‘‘ I should be rather ashamed of it if I
were in your place. It’s as much as to adinit that you are not a fit person
to be placed in charge of men.”

Ruxton started and flushed, and was cvidently about to make some warm
rcjoinder, when Hugh again intervened.

““ One moment, Mr. Grimstock,” he said, forcing himself to speak calmly.
“ The important question at this moment is not how these things came
about, but what vou are going to do with the rioters. Whether we have
been to blame is & matter we can discuss afterwards. The thing. just now
is that, rightly or wrongly, we thought we were defending your goods, and
I may say our goods, for some of 'em, at any rate, as you know, are my
property as much as yours, and in doing so, we have had to fight almost for
our lives. Fortunately, we came out on top; and if you'll take the trouble
Lo go up to our camp, you'll fine nine of 'em laid out there, ticd hand aud
foot. The question is what are you going to do with them? While we're
standing arguing here they may be getting frost-bitten. We came to see
if we could get their sleeping bags to put them in for the night. If you
choose to let them loose instead, you can do so, but situated as we were—
only four of us—we dared not do it.”’

(rimstock, who had hitherto kept his gaze fixed chiefly on Ruxton, turned
it sharply on Hugh in very cvident surprisec. There was that in the young
fellow’s mananer, to say nothing of the firm, resolute tones in which he had
spoken, which was altogether new to him. TUp to this time, Hugh had
never shown such an independent spirit, but had always scemed lo defer to
him as the undisputed leader and master of the expedition. o

But whatever his real thoughts may have been, (irimstock gave no indiea-
tion of them, beyond that one quick glance. He scemed to reflect for a
moment or two, and then, as though getting the better of his momentary
ill-humour, he said:

“ Well, if that be the case, we must, as you say, Mr. Arnold. see to them
at once. And if you really had to fight a rowdy gang with the odds of a
dozen to four against you, I don’t see. that you can be blamed much if you
used them rather roughly. Certainly, I'm not here to champion the cause
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of a lot of drunken ruflians, if that’s what they were. Only, you sece, these
chaps here preached a very difllerent tale to me—showed me t_:h(-u' bruises,
and all that; one fellow swears you pushed a sledge on top of him and broke
his arm. But it isn't what I think about it; it’s what their skipper will
think it they preach the same tale to him. 1t seelns to mc it will be a
(question of their word against yours. Well, now——

“ What's all that row?” asked Ruxton suddenly.

A noise of barking dogs, mingled with shouts and the cracking of whips,
had become audible. Faintly borne at first on the clear, keen air, it was
rapidly growing louder.

‘“ Somebody coming,” said Hugh, after listening for a moment. Dogs—
sledge. More natives, I suppose.”’

** No:; they're driving too fast for ISskimos,”” Ruxton declared.

““ Besides, thoxe are not natives' shoutls, nor,”” he added, with a short
laugh, '‘ native curses. Nobody but a dare-devil white man, one three
sheets in the wind, probably, would drive like that by night.”

““Then it must be McClinter I’ said Grimstock., ** At least—er—I heard
the men here say they were expecting their skipper, and that is his name."”

Ruxton and Hugh both opened their eyes. It was passing strange that
their leader should have the name so pat, and they made mental note of the
fact, and also of the »ather lame manner in which he tried to account for
his knowledge.

A few minutes Jater the sledge arrived, drawn by a team of large Eskimo
dogs. It was driven at a reckless speed by a skin-clad figure, flourishing a
long whip, which he kept cracking to an accompaniment of shouts, oaths,
and snatches of song.

IHe pulled up suddenly—so suddenly, that another skin-clad figure beside
him, who secemed to have been dozing, swung forward and réiled off his scat
into the snow.

As the driver threw the reins loosc, the dogs started on again, and would
have pulled the heavy sledge over the fallen man, if Hugh had not dashed
forward and dragged him clear. -

“ Ilallo, Grimstock "’ roarcd oul the driver to Hugh. ““ Mon, I know ['m
behind time. Dinna ye fash yersel” about yon sleepy chiel. A mickle
bumping’ll help t* wake up. Eh? What? Who the deil are you, mon?”’

He had suddenly found out that he had been mistaking a stranger for
CGrimstock. The latter now came up.

* Come tnis way,” he suaid, taking him by the arm, and leading him out
of carshot.

Mcautime, Hugh and Ruxton helped to put ¢ the sleepy chiel ' on his legs.
e turned out, as they afterwards knew, to be MeceClinter's mate, a rough.
surly fellow, who had the appearance of one who had uot quite slept off
his last debauch,

His first act, when he was completely roused, was Lo eatch up the long
whip the skipper had dropped, and set aboul an Eskimo attendant who had
been sealed at the back,  He blamed him, with much fierce language, poured
forth in broken English, for not having been quick enough in going to take
charge of the dogs .

Hugh and Ruxton looked at one another and drvew back in disgust.
”;‘|-I_\‘it-o.(-nmpuny we've (_lrifLod into," mutlered Rui\"ton, in u.’low tone.

Skipper and erew are evidently much of a kidney. That deesn’t surprise
me-~1 expected it. But what does surprise me is the clear evidence we have
heve that Grimstock is on friendly terms with such gentry.”

“Yes: the skipper had his name as pat as Grimsteck had his,”” returncd,
Hugh, in tones equally guarded. ‘I confess I don't understand it.”
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“You will—later on—or I'm a Dutchman,’” was the enigmatic reply, and,
just then their leader and his companion came back. ,

““Our friend here will accompany us to the camp and sct his men free
himself,” Grimstock explained.

“Ye're comin’ wi’ us, ye ken, Landshutt,”” said the skipper o his mate,
*“and bring ma’ whip wi’ ye—an’ yer ain, too.”

““ He’s going to set ’em free himself, is he?”” Ruxton whispered {o Mugh.
““Yes, and in his own fashion, too, I reckon. Well! The beggars descrve
no mercy. They'd have smashed us up in their drunken fury if we hadn't
been too much for ‘em. I, for ome, sha'n't fee! any sympalby for ’em if
they getl it hot.”

And, as a matter of fact, they did got it pretty hot. McClinter and
his mate cut their bonds and set them on their feet, one after the other,
and then laid their whips about them in ne playful fashion. The men,
on their part, made ncither resistance nor remonstrance, but accepted it
all as though it had been an ordinary part of the day's routine, and slunk
back to their camp like whipped hounds. °

Then, Grimstock went off to the Iskimo camp, to round up his own
recaleitrant followers, and the skipper and his man accompanied him there
also.  Whether the whips were used there, in like manner, neither Hugh
nor Ruxton kuew, for they remained at their own camp, putting things
straight, and making preparations for a night’s rest.

Presently, the missing men came dropping in by twos and threes, some
looking sheepish, some roaring out in moisy chorus, most of them walking
unsteadily.  They stumbled into the tents set apart for them, scrambled
somehow into their sleeping bags, and lay down.

“T'm going back to the ship,” said Grimstock, shorily, when ke had seen
{them all into their quarters. “I shall expect to see you two gentlemen
there an hour or so befere sunrise, o as to get everything ready for landing
more stores as soon as il’s light enough.” :

And with that, he and his two strange companions went off together.

Hugh and Ruxton had a tent to themselves, and they were not long
bhefore they turned in. ’

“Well,” said the latter, Lefore going to sleep, ‘‘ this is our first night
ashore on the little trip that was to bring everybody engaged in it fame,
and honours, and so on. hat do you think of it?"

“I don’t know what to think. I'm both surprised and puzzled. DPuiting
aside the secrimmage, who are these people? Who is McClinter? What's he
doing here? How came Grimsteck to :now he was here? And why did he
come to meet him in this queer, clandestine sort of way?”

But Ruxton did not attempt to answer these questions. He only gave a
short, grim laugh. )

“I fancy yow’ll meet with a good deal more that will both surprise and
puzzle you before we’re many weeks' older, or I'm a Dutchman,’” he said,
And with that he turned over and fell asleep.

The First Motor-Sledge—Eskimo Dogs Disapprove Running Amok—
A Plucky Rescue,

FTER a few hours’ sleep, Hugh and Ruxton woke up, serambled out of

/—X their sleeping bags, and called the two sailors.  These, in turn,

roused up the other men, who, still sleepy and half-dazed, after the

““ feasting ”* in which they had indulged overnight, turned out in ill-humouy,
grumbling and discontented at being calied so soon.



410 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

The moon had disappeared, and it would bhave been very dark had it not
been that the sky was lighted up by the northern lights, which threw a
weird, lurid, fitful sort of twilight over the desolate landscape.

Bob Cable and a couple of men went off to the Eskimo camp lo bring back
the teams of dogs, which had been taken there the previous evening to be
fed and spend the night. _

Presently, a noise of much barking, cracking of whips, and shouts in a
strange tongue, announced that they were on the move, zm'd a little later
the tecams appeared. They were in charge of a dozen LEskimos, who pro-
ceeded to harness them to the sledges which had come in so handy for
purposes of defence in the carly part of the night. .

Theun, the whole party, save a couple of men who were left in charge of
the tents, moved off through the strange, dim light, and proceeded across
the ice to the distant ship.

There they found Grimstock already at work with the crew of his vessel,
and the new-comers joined in Lhe necessary preparations for landing further
stores. .

The morning was fine, and when the sun made its tardy appearance, it
Tose in an almost cloudless sky, shining cheerfully upen a busy scene. There
were the sounds of the clanking capstans and rattling chains, the chanting
songs of the sailors, the wnoise and bustle of shifting heavy cargo and
bhoisting it into the steam pinnace lying alongside. This travelled to and
fro between the ship and the landing place, pufling and coughing.
churning up the dark waters, and bumping its way through masses of
floating ice. ' '

The stores included half a dozen large moter sledges—novelties whicl
excited no small amount of curiosity and astonishment among the aborignes,
who had never in their wildest drcams imagined such a -method of travelling
over their snowy land.

They were, indeed, almost as much a novelty to the white men themselves
as to the natives, for though similar machines had been (ried with success
amid the snows of Norway, this was the first time they had been seen on
the ice-ficlds of the Far North. Much curiosity, therefore, was felt as to
how the cxperiment was likely to turn out.

“Il’s evident the dogs don’t approve of ‘em,”” laughed Hugh. “ Just see
how disgusted they look! It offends their dignity to have to play second
fiddle to such un-doglike monstrosities."”

Not only the dogs, but their native masters, looked askance at this new-
fangled method of travelling. Dog-sledges had been good enough for them
and for their ancestors from time immemorial. But as to thesc queer con-
trivances, which went by themselves and required neither whips to urge
them, nor ‘‘ pemmican,” or other food to cat, they knew not what to
think. They regarded them with mingled awe and, fear, and forthwith
dubbed them by a name which was the naive equivalent for *“ devil-sled.”

Now, Val Ruxton had been trained as an engineer, and Grimstock had
consulted him at the time the expedition was being organised, as to the
advisability of adopting these new devices. He had assisted at their trial
tests before leaving England, hence, he felt a special interest in them now,
and had arvanged to drive the first one himself.

As the dogs had so unmistakably evinced their disapproval of the new
arrivals, it was deemed belter to let them go on first with their own drivers,

As soon, therefore, as a couple of dog-sledges had loaded up, they drove
off, and a little later, Ruxton, with Hugh beside him, took his seat on one
of the motor-sledges and started in their wake.

The motor, besides carrying a heavy load of its own, was towing two

loaded dog-slodges, in charge of Mike and Bob. These two sailors, it should
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be, n.lentioned, had been picked out Ly Grimstock’s licutenants to atteud
specially on them. Ilence, their present post of honour, which made them
the envy of the rest of the crew, who, with Grimstock himself, were watchine
the performaunce of the machine. i

The start—o_ff was a splendid success. The motor quickly showed that it
thought nothing of its loads, and was not afraid of the slippery ice. Away
it went, drawing with case the smaller sleds behind it. Panting, whirring
amid a chorus of cheers, it glided over the frozen surface at a rate which
showed at once that it wouid very quickly overtake the tcams of does in
front of it. °

Gradually the speed increased, but with it the humming increased also,
till it grew into a loud, uncarthly wail. Soon this reached the ears of the
dogs, and iuspired them with a desive to stop and turn round to see what
kind of monster it was that was pressing them.

“I say! Isw’t this glorious!” cried Val. ““I’s a bit of an eye-opener.
you know! Why. we shall be able to reach the Pole in no time if we can
travel there in this style!” '

“Yes, if our stock of petrol docsn’t give out,”” Hugh ussented. ‘“ But how
about those johnmies in front of ua? I'm afraid we're scaring those dogs
out of their lives. Ierhaps we’'d better stop for a few minutes, and give the
drivers a chance to get their teams in hand.”

Ruxton saw the force of this and drew up; but not without a protest.

“Humph! We sha’n’t gain much, after all, if we’re going to have all
this fuss cvery time,”” he grumbled. *“Why don’t the stupid drivers
clear off to one side, and give us a chance to get on ahead?”

“ They scem to have come to the conclusion that that is their Lest plan,™
observed Hugh. ‘I can sce that they're trying to do it.”

Amid much shouting and cracking of whips, the Eskimos effected this
manceuvre, and managed to drive their unruly animals oif to the right,
leaving the track clear for the motor. :

““ Thank goodness for that,” mutlered Ruxton. ‘‘Now we’ll go past ia
style, and show ’em what we can do!”’

Forgetting the sleds he was towing. he started forward too quickly.
There was a jerk, the towing line snapped, and the motor-sledge flew forward
at full speed. Then, with that erratic freakishness which motors so often
exhibit as part of their nature, it suddenly became unmanageable, and
dashed oft to the right towards the barking dogs, as though determined to
punish them for their impertinence. ) .

Another moment and it would have been amongst them: but the panic-
stricken animals, now completely out of hand, started off in their turm,
and galloped for their lives, heading straight for a wide lead in the ice.

The driver of onc team somehow succeeded in turning his pack, and raced
past the end of the fissure; but the second one was less skilful or less lucky,
and the whole plunged into the water, the sledge carrying 1its unfortunate
driver with it. :

Ruxton, meantime, had managed to bring the motor to iis senses—and
a standstill; and springing down he and Hugh ran forward to the edge of
the water. .

There they saw the dogs swimming about, doing their Lest to keep t-hou:
heads above water, but still eld by the harness to the submerged sledge;
which fact showed that it could not be very deep there. Of the drivex
nothing could be seen. ) _ . '

Without a moment's hesitation Hugh dived into the ice-cold water.

It was even shallower than he expected, and th.e first thing he did was
to dash his head against the sledge which was lying on the bottom. The
knock was a hasty one; but paying no atteution to it bhe began groping




43 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

about till he grasped the man he was afler; only, however, to find that
he was pinned down under the sledge. _ | '

Rising to the surface for a fresh gasp of air, he turned over like a
porpois, and plinged downward again in such a way as to get his feet
on {he bottom. Then he got both hands under one side of the sledge, and
with a mighty eflort, raised the whole aflair sufficiently to enable him to get
tbe driver clear. A moment later he regained the surface with him.

Here he found himself in fresh difficulties. He came up in the midst of
the crowd of struggling dogs, and some of them resented his intrusion
amongst {hem avd began to attack him viciously.

Hampered as he was by the dead weight of the one he bhad rescued—
the man was unconscious—Hugh found himself in a very tight corner. He
could not hold up the man and fight off the dogs as well; but he was not
going to let go. Then an idea occurred to him. )

He scized one of the dogs nearest to him from behind by the harness, in
such a way as to make him, whether he wished to or not, assist him in
supporting his burden with oune arm, the while doing that he beat off the
rest of the dogs as well as lie could with the other.

There was a whizzing sound, something hurtled through the air, and a
noose fell over his bead. It was a rope which Ruxton had thrown, and Hugh
slipped an arm through it.

Then there came a tug on Lhe line, and he was drawn towards the edge of
the ice. As the dogs were tethered to the sledge they were quickly left
hehind. and he released his hold of the one he had seized. A moment or
{wo later he and his burden were hauled on to the ice.

Ioskimos are pretty well used to an occasional plunge into the icy water
of their seas. They meet with many such little incidents in the course of
the hunts after seal and walrus, and this one soon came to and secined none
the worse for the experience.

Hugh himself was nearly exhausted, but after a pull at a flusk which his
friend produced, he began {o pick up.

The whole adventure had been witnessed from the ship, and a party,
consisting partly of sailors and partly of natives, presently arrived, and
set to work Lo recover first the dogs and then the sunken sledge.

Mecantime, the rescued Eskimo, a rather good-looking man for one of his
race. was volubiy pouring out his thanks, though, as he spoke in his native
tongue, lugh did not understand a word bhe said. Ruxton, however, who
had been amongst these people hefore, and could speak the langnage a
Jittle, was able to interpret.

“He 1s telling you how grateful he is,”” he explained. ‘“Ie is telling
you his name, and a good part of his family history. He is called Lybendo,

and he s particularly anxious that you should remember the fact. I
suppose he is someone of importance amongst his own people. He also is
filled with wonder and admiration at the prowess you displayed. He

declares it would have taken two ordinary men to have lifted the loaded
sledge up and pull him from under it even on dry land—to say nothing of
doing il at the bottom of ¢ight or nine feet of water.”

Hugh kimghed in his usual casy, good-lumoured fashion.

““Say something nice to him, Val, by way of acknowledging the compli-
ment,” he said.  ““And then, if you've no objection, I'd like to resume
our interrnpled journey. 'I'he sooner we can get to some place where I can
get a change, the befter I shall be pleased. I'm already frozen stiff all
over. These lskimo johnnies may be used to that sort of thing; but to
e as yei 1t feels jolly uncomfortable.” -

(Another Stirring Instalment will Appear Next Week.)



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY i

FREE FOR SELLING 19

and upwards of BEAUTIFUL
XMAS & NEW YEA

SEND NO MONEY. WE TRUST You. W,

Quer 5,000 unsolicited Testimonials reccived.

p_As an advertisement we prive every reader of this paper a cplendid present
B ABSOLUTELY FREE, ~imply tor sclinge 12 or upwards of aur Leantifns]
E Nmas and New Year Cards, at 1d.
- ) & 2d. ench, usual shop price, =d.,
3l & gdleiach: Gold Mounted, Em-
bossed, Silk-ticd, Folders, Glossy, stc.
Our up-todate Prize List contains
hundreds ot different free gty
for uvveryone, includine—Ladles'
and Gent's, Boys' and Gilrls*
Blcycles, Gold and Silver
Watches, Ostrich Fezthers,
Furs, Sults of Clothes, Boots,
Perlgcopes, Chalns, Rings,
Acoordlons, Clnemas, Gramo-
phaones, Alr Guns, Engines,
Toys, ate., ete. 1.7 yon veed oo
920 Seond des e Nawre and 4 darvess
fa pesteard o8l Qo)) and we st
send 30i @ selecticn of lovely cardy

o sl or use at 14,

——

and & eark, When
soldd send the money
obiained, and we will
inmncdiately torwarndl
chosen GIFT accorl-
iy to the Grand List
A wesend your,

START EARLY.
Colonial Appli-

cation Invited.

Send a pusteard pow to—

THE ROYAL
CARD CO.,

(Dept. 23),

KEW, LONDON.

3t
A

v @op

N e

cdg T NYFOT 01?;
AWANA)
_;_‘éfﬂij A
= =

0 d

X

£




405 NL‘.LDUN I-I:‘.l‘.‘. lel’(ﬁ.l(!

R w4 © aeNRE s

[
L

4 -

’
&
-

e tu asatatotetaturusatese stusasose staTusnte ucusntu et e

>
A O
2
‘&“: *
RN .
<
B N .

—— -

”
~

"mﬁmmm

Tﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁgﬁﬁﬂﬁ

READ THIS MAGNIFICENT
BOKJNU”YARN_WHILH

- 15 appcarwrfln

Boys " Realm

ONE PENNY OUT ON FRIDH.Y.

Q.
UvﬁfﬁbﬁbDDOQOQDQQﬁQGQQQQQQQQQﬁQﬁQX&C&Q

AR TN

3

foﬁ? 38
"'“' SO S ATy ara

Y
v

Iunud andd published weekly by the proprictors at The Flectway “(lth I unn,_dnn Street, London LI m;l.md
Applicitions 1wr Advertisciment space should be sddressed to the Manager, The Flevtw. ay House, I uru||.,d0u Strect,
Lowdon, E C. Communications tor the )ichitor .should be addressed—=*" The 12 dntgr,” NELSON.LER LIBRARY,
lllc Fleetway Houte,. Farridpduwi Street, qu(\on E.Co Avents-1or Austealits “Gordon & Goteh, Mdhourue,
v.ducy, Adelaide, Brisbane, and W L”Illhlull N.Z.  South Africa: (..Lll r.nl \L\\: Ageney, Ll.d (_dpr. Towit §
NO. 22, R - cand Tohannesburtr. - D



