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Morley Loses His Man-'-Jim the Penman’s Ruse—At Ipswich,

" OOD-BYE, Sir Oswald. The guard’s getting his flag ready, I see.
Best wishes. Look me up when you are in town again.”
“ You may be sure of that, Lee,’”’ replied Sir Oswald Mastin
smilingly. * I'll look you up right enough. But the question is, shail I
find you at homer You're such a fellow for dodging ahout, you know!”
Nelson Lee langhed.
. ““ Well, you can hope for the best, at all events,” lie said cheerily.

The scene was one of the main line departure piatforms of Liverpcol
Street Station. The Lowestoft and- Yarmouth express was about to lecave,
and Nelson Lee and Nipper had accompanied Sir Oswald Mastin on to the
platform to see him off.

Sir Oswald was leaning dut of the window of a first-class compartment,
and Lee stood close beside the train with Nipper. The trio had lunched
together a short while before, and were in the best of humours.

Months before, Nelson Lee had performed a valuable service for Sir
Oswald Mastin, and since then they had been the best of friends. The
baronet lived near Tunbridge Wells, but was now paying & visit to a
relative in Lowestoft.

Ae Lee had said, the guard was getting his flag rcady. And when Sk
Oswald glanced down the platform he saw the guard wave the green flag
-aloft. At the same second his whistle blew.

‘“ Off!"” said Nelson Lee, standing back. °° Good-bye, Sir Oswald.”

““ Good-bye. See that Nipper doesn’t get into misohief,”” said the baronet
pleasantly. ‘“ He wants looking after, I know. Good-bye, youngster.”

Nipper grinned. |

The train commenced gliding smoothly out of the stration. There was a
sudden scuffle at the gate, a shout, and then the sound of swiitly running
footsteps. Nelson Lee and Nipper turned curiously. |

A tall man, carrying a Gladstone bag, was pelting along the platform at
full specd. He was shabbily dressed, and wore a big unkempt moustache,
Lee observed.” He looked rather like a superior kind of workman.

“ You’q better buck up, old man!"’ shouted Nipper.
The man gasped a handle, deftly tuned it, and swung himself on tn

the footboard. The next moment he was within the compartmeat, and tho
door slammed.
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 I’retty emart,’”’ commented Lee, lighting a eigar. * Well, Nipper, wo'll
I going——""

"gOh,gst.arn! Look who's blown on to the platform !’ grinned Nipper.

Iec threw his match away, and glanced towards the gate. A big man,
withont a hat, and looking decidedly flustered and red in the face, had
commenced rushing along the platform. As soon as he saw that the train
was hopelessly gone, however, he came to a halt. And both Lee and Nipper
heard a certain short, much-used expletive.

* Upon my sounl! It’'s Morley!” said Neléon Lee, in surprise.

Nipper waved his hand.

** How do, inspectorr”’ h;Jelled cheerfully.
The big man with the face was about to turn, but he glared at Lee

and Nipper, and then uttered an exclamation. He came forward quickly,
and dic! not trouble to shake hands. He was, in fact, too excited and too
furious.

“Did you wce him, Lee?'’ be shouted thickly. ‘‘ By thunder! And you
were on the platform all the time! Haven't vou got eyes in your head?’

Nelson Lee counld scarcely help smiling. Yet he knew very well that
something was greatly amiss. e new-comer was Ietective-Inspector
Morley, of the C.I.D., New Scotland Yard; and the worthy inepector was
not a man to get cxcited over a trifle. ‘

“ Didn’t you see him?’’ he repeated huskily.

‘“ Nce whom?'’

“Whom! Why, that fellow, of coursel’ shouted Morley. *‘ Don’t you

know who it was?"”’ L - _
‘* My dear fellow, what on earth is the matter with you?’ asked Lee
roothingly.
The inspector swore freely and openly.
' The matter is, I've lost the man Scotland Yard’s been on. the look-out

for for months past!’’ he replied. ‘‘ But I'll have him yet, the hound!
Oh, the pity of it! And I was only a minute behind him!"

' Who wus he?’’ asked Nipper, with a grin.

** You ought to know well enough—the pair of you!’ said Morley bitterly.
‘* You've had enough dealings with bhim, anyhow. It was Sutcliffe—
Butcliffe, the forger! Do you understand, Lee? Jim the Penman himself!
And you could have stopped him as easily as—""

The inspector paused, too furious for further words.

Neleon softly whistled.

‘““Jim the Penman!” he repeated, giving Nipper a quick glance. ‘‘ Well,
you have surprised me, Morley. I can quite understand your present etate
of mind, my dear fellow. But are you sure——"’

‘““Am I sure!”’ grunted the inspector savagely. ‘* Am I sure there’s a
eun in the heavens? Don’t be surprieed if I burst a blood-vessel in a minute!
I've never been so infernally furious in all my life! 1 had him—had him

fair and square!"’
" Then why did you let him go?’’ asked Nipper inierestedly.

Detective-Inspector Morley gulped.

‘ Any cheek from you, my lad, and you’ll find yourself flat on your back
before you know what’s hit you!”’ he exclaimed darkly. ** Why did I let
him go? Do vou think I gave him special permission? Be sensible, for
Heaven's sake "’ , | |

Nipper chuckled, and backed away rather hastily. But he knew well
cnongh that the matter was really eerious. Nelson l.ee, tog, was under -
nge fr'en impreesiqn qm, that point. He wished with all his heart that he
Lo - "o <habby-looking man’s identity a minute carlier.
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Jin the Penman'!

The great detective's face set rather grimly. ¥e and Nipper had had
many exciting encounters with Douglas James Sutcliffe, the master-forger---
the man who was known to police “and public as ‘“ Jim the Penman.” Tt
was more than galling to know that the great criminal had been within
an arm’s length,

When Mone; had calmed down a iittle he explained what had actually
occurred.

Nothing had been heard of Jim the Penman since Lis extraordinary
exploit in France, when he had penetrated right to the trenches on the
British battle-front for the object of obtalmng, by :neuns of forgery, a
number of extremely valuablc shares. As in other affairs, he had becn
defeated by Nelsou Lee.

It had been a desperatc effort on Jim's part, for the fmge" was badly
need-of money. It had failed, and he had disappear<d into obcnunt} thh
an amazing facility for which: he was renowned.

But while he had been at the front, Jim the Penman had dhtmvulnuefl

himeelf in quite a novel manner. He had taken part i a desperate “hattle,
and had dlsplayed the mcst astonisliing bravery in the face of f« arful odds.
After that exploit he had vanished, "and Leo had leard nothing of him
until now.
* From what Detective-Inspector Morley related it appeared that Scotland
Yard had got on the track quite by accident. Sutcliffe, once more in
London, was desperately in need ¢f money, arnd he had planned a hurried
forgery. As a general rule, Jim the Penman went to the utmest lengths
to ensure success in his efforts. But on this occasion ne had failed to take
especial precautiens—probably because he thought the affair too ircignilicant
to be risky.
‘* In that he made a mistake. He had pianned to obtain five bundred
pounds—just sufficient to carry him along for thc time being. A £500
forgery was a very trifling affair to Jim the Penman; he usuually aimned for
tremendous stakcs.

- And it was because he considered thic plot so trivial that he had failed.
He had been over-confident; and over-confidence 1s a fatal error to make.
The forgeéry had been eimplicity itself——and that was ancther reason why
Jim had deéemed himself safe. But fate had evidently been clecan agatinst
him.

One of those little hitches occurred which upset the wuole seeme. Moiley
did not go into exact details, and Nelson Lee was not particularly curiovs
to hear them. But, owing to the hitch, Scotland Yard got wind of the
projected fraud; and Morley was sent to inquire into it.

A trap had been eet, and Jim the Penman, belicving his plans to be
running smoothly, had walked neatly into it. But with his usual adroit-
ness, he had grasped the situation in a moment. \Without waiting to Iic
attacked he had -assumed Lhe offensive. Morley had been bowied ove:.
and by the_time he had scrambled to his feet the forger had gone.

" He jumped straight into a passing taxi-—the affair had occurred in {he
city—and prommed the cabby a sovereigu if he arrived at Liverpool Street
in time to catch the Yarmouth express. Jim had not intended tr:velling
by that train, but he knew the time of its departure, aud reckoned that ke
wuld just catch it. All he wanted was a little time—a breathing space.

The inspector, furious, had hotly followed his man m another taxi, and
the two vehicles had arrived at Liverpoo! Street at otout the same time.
Without waiting for the cab to stop Jim had leapt out, had rushed through

the bookmrf-oﬁoe and on to the platform.
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In any other place but a station a man running at full speed would harve
attriacted unwcll(:ome attention. But at the great terminus the spectacle
was (uite a common one; and even the fact that Morley was rushing along
iu tho rear made no diffcrence. Those who saw the chase naturally sup-
posed that both men were ruahing for a train. And tbhe noise and commeo-
tion of the huge railway station eflectually drowned Morley’s gasping
shoute for hig quarry to be stopped.

It had been touch and go, indeed. And now, at least, luck had favoured
the forger. The train was on the move ae he entered the platform. And
he had got away, as Morley expressed it, by the skin of his tecth.

“The man’s as slippery aa a pailful of cels!” growled the inspector.
* But I'll have him yet, Lee—I’ll nail the scoundrel. 1lis coup didn’t come
off, and he's absolutely without funde. I know that for a fact. He can't
get far.”

As far as Ipswich, I expect,”’ said Lee. ‘' The train doesn’t stop until it
renches Ipswich. You'll wire the police there, of course?” \

Morley decclared that he certainly would wire. And in another ten

minutes the Ipswich police were instructed to invade the station, and search
the oxpress the very moment it arrived.
. 'There was another train—a slower train—travelling by the same routo
fifty minutes later. And Detective-Inspector Morley stated his intention of
taking that train; he would, at least, get to Ipswich juat over an hour later,
and would be able to bring his prisoner back.

lce was not quite so sure on that point. The famous detective had had
experience of Jim the Penman’s ingenuity before, and be was not at all
certain that Sutcliffe would allow himself to be captured so easily.

It chanced that Nelson Lee had no particnlar work on hand that aftcrnoon,
anid ro he decided that he and Nipper should accompany Morley to the Suffolk
capital. l.o would have been considerably surprised if he could have known,
then, of the ventures which were to follow that journey.

Mcanwhile, the Yarmouth express was rushing throungh the gloom of the
Jate winter's afternoon. Snow was falling rather heavily, and the country-
side was becoming eushrouded in a white mantle. ' -

It had been a dull day altogether, with a keen wind, and heavy clouds
overhead. By the look of things, a good deal of snow was destined to fall.
And the white flakes were certainly falling now in grim earnest.

Jima the Penman stared out into the gathering dusk from the corner seat
of the third-class compartment in which he sat. llis disguise was good, and
none- of the other passengers—there were four— took much notice of him.
He was, to all iutents and purposes, a working plumber, or a gas-
fitter. And his behaviour was merely that of an ordinary traveller.

After having scrambled into the train, Jim had cahnly placed his bag on
the rack and had seated himself. Lighting a cigarette, be scanned a news-
paper, and then settled down into his cormer.

e had much to thiuk about. |

'Things had been going very badly with him for some time past. He had
n:t with failure again and again. All his big schemes had fallen to the
ground. ‘They had all cost money, and the forger’s reserve fund had
dwindled away until he was practically penniless.

This was, of course, all wrong. Instead of making money he had been
spending it.  But Sutcliffe, if he thought there was a certain prospect of
raking in, say, o cool ten thousand, was quite ready to expend a hundred or
two on his preparations. e had been doing that for quite a long time; and
every scheme bad feiled. Thus his resources had been sapped completely

NIYAY s
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. His thoughts werc bitter ard grim as he saw the white countryside fash-
Ing by. So engrossed was he that he hardly noticed that night had falien,
and that all was dark outside. But, suddenly, he came to himself, and took
stock of his surroundings. He knew well cnough that he wzs in a ticht fix.

But Jim the Penman was an ingenious rogue.

By a desperatc effort he had gained time. He was safe unlil the train
steamed into Ipswich. Then, he knew well enough, he would be safe no
longer. For the time being he put aside all his bitter thoughts, and gave
himself wholly up to the problem which stared him in the face. How was
ho going to evade capture? How was the trick to-be worked?

To leap from the train was obviously impossible—unless he was anxicus to
break his neck., And, desperate as things were, or might Lie, Jim the Peiiman
was not the man to commit suicide.

But to staj on the train would be fatal. Iven if he could have disguised
himself the fact that he had no ticket would tell against him greatly. And
if he were detained on suspicion, that would bo the end. Once detained, there
would be no getting away.

A grim smile came into Sutcliffe’s eves. lle was amazingly resourceful,
and a plan had alrcady suggested itself to him. If the circumstances had
been different he would have enjoyed the adventurc. But he was fleeing
empty handed—and that fact was not a joyous cne.

The train was an excellent one, and was compesed of corridcr coaches. Tt
was possible for Jim to léave his compartment, walk along the corridor, and
enter another compartmeut further along. In his particular ccach every
compartment was occupied by scveral passengers. There was, therefore, no
privacy for him.

How, then, was it possible for him to act?

The fact that he was in a corridor coach scemed to be a fatal drawback.
Yet, as a matter of fact, his schcme would have becn impossible in an
ordinary, non-corridor compartment. It was the very presencc of the
corridor which was to be of such assistance to him.

Jim was quite sure that the train would not be pulled up before Ipswich
was reached. There was no reason why it should be. The Ipswich police,
of course, had been instructed to scarch the train—that was a foregone cou-
clusion. Well, Jim had a shrewd idea that he would neatly ‘ diddle *’ the
Ipswich police officials.

Directly after the express had roared through Colchester, Sutcliffc rose to
his feet and took his Gladstone bag from the rack. It was quite an
ordinary bal to look at; but a very close examination would have revealed
the fact that the leather was imitation, and that the bag was capatle of
being folded up into pocket-compass.

For some little time past Jim the Penman had been apparently extremely
restless. He had shifted in his seat; he had lit cigarette after cigarette,
and thrown them all down upon the floor. His fellow passengers had noticed
his peculiar agitation, and they watched him curiously. His eyes, too, had
' been working strangely, and he had been biting his fingernails for fully ten
minutes. '

Then, with a sound which secmed almost like a sob, he rose aud pushed the
sliding door back which gave on to the narrow corridor. He passed out,
and slid the door back info place.

He was in the corridor now, and he saw that he was quite alonc. All the
inner blinds were drawn, and he could not see into the compartments as he
passed them. Tho outer windows were flecked with snow.

Walking softly, Jim the Penman arrived at the end of- the corridor.-
Here, as is common in all corridur ccaches. wag a tiny lavatory, where one
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may have a wash and brush up, frec gratis, and for nothing. A glance at
the dial told Jim that the lavatory was unoccupied. Nevertheless, he tried
.the handle, and opened the door slichtly. ‘

‘Then he took a swift glance behind him.

The corridor 'was empty, and not a soul was in sight. With a curious
little smile on his lips, Sutcliffe laid his hand upon the handle of the outer.
door nearest to him—it was, indeed, within reach without his being obliged
to move.

He suddenly flung the door open, and a blinding rush of snowflakes roared
into the narrow corridor. The door remained wide open, pressed back by
. the rush of wind caused by the motion of the train.

The next second a horrible cry rent the air—a cry of despair, terror and
madness. It was a cry whick almast sent the blood curdling in the veins,
and it was heard by cvery passenger in the coach.

Jim the Penman had uttered it, and, considering that it was purely a
theatrieal effort, he did it remarkably well. It sounded like the last cry of
a d(ispairiug soul, and cchoed and reverberated strangely throughout the
coach,

And, even as he gave voice to the horrible scream, he stepped swiftly into
the tiny lavatory and silently closed and bolted the door. He had performed
the first part of his ruse—and he was positive of the result. It now
vremained for him to loaok lively and prepare himself for what was to follow.

That which followed immediately, however, did not trouble him; he had
known that it would happen. For as the last eeho of the wailing dreadful
cry died out, several doors were pushed hastily back, and the passengers
Legun crowding into the corridor. What they saw filled them with horror.

One of the cuter doors was wide open!

This discovery, immediately following the terrible scream, was significant’
in the extreme. There could be only one explanation—somebody had flung
himself out into the night! And, considering that the train was travelling
at about sixty miles an hour, there could be but one result of such an action.

Nobody imagiued for a moment that the author of the cry was at that very
moment calmly regarding his own reftection in the mirror of the little
lavatory close by. With the outer door wide open it seemed unnecessary to
look further. It was perfectly obvious that some desperate soul had com-
mitted suicide!

And this theory was fully confirmed by the evidence of the passengers of_
the compartment in which Jim the Penman had been seated. 'With pale,
scared faces, they told the other passengers of the shabby-looking man with
the Gladstone bag; how he hatf rolled his cyes; bow he had bitten his
fingernails; and how he had displayed every sign of acute mental distress
and agitation. -

‘* He left our compartment only a moment before that awful cry rang
out,”” said one gentleman shakily. ‘‘° Without a doubt he deliberately flung
himseclf from the train. Poor fellow—poor fellow! He was obviously
insaue !’

Everybody had been so startled that fully two imiles had been covered
before the communication cord was thought of. And then it was too late.
But Ipswich would be reached presently, and the somewhat scared:
passengers decided to wait. | .

Jim the Penman’'s ruse wae undoubtedly smart. It was a master-stroke.
While he was alive and perfectly well, he made it appear that he had throwa
himself to destruction.

For the shabLy mpm with the straggly moustache vanished from that
moment,
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When Ipswich was within five minutes run Jim the Penman c¢mereed from
the lavatory. He had not becn idle, for he bore a totally different appear-
ance. He had donned a new suit—over the other—and had effec®d other
surprising changes.

Whereas before he had looked like a plumber, he now recembled a
successful bookmaker. He was red-nosed and horsey-looking, and a big
cigar stuck out of his mouth at a rakish angle. A morc complete change
1t would have been impossible to make. ' 7
. Without hesitation he cntered a smoking-compartment and sat himself
1n a corner. There were three other men there, and they were talking
together ceriously, and scarcely gave Jim a glance.

And when the expre:s steamed into Ipswich the polic> were veady.

Before the search commenced, however, several pa<sengers ecxcitedly
related what had occurred. The inspector in charge of the operations
listened to the news with compressed lips. He had received instructions to
detain a shabby man with a Gladstore bar—a man who wore an unkempt
moustache. —
~ And right off at cnee, before any searching operatlicns could be instituted,
1t was made thoroughly apparent that the wanted man had flung himself
out of the train. Jim the Penman had committed suicido.

The evidence of the pascengers was absolutely conclusive. After hearing
it there was obviously no object to be gained by detaining the train, or by
mconvenicucing the travellers. The one man who had bhecn wanted had
thrown himself to destruction.

And so, exactly as Sutcliffe had shrewdly surmised, the express was allowed
to proceed, after having becen delayed only a few minutes. There had Lieen
no search and no inquiry. The police had been bound to believe the story
which the passengers had to tell, and it was, after all, a story which counld
easily be believed. That the desperate forger had taken his own life was n-t
in the least surprising.

Jim the Penman breathed a sigh of relief as the train procecded on i's
journey. So far, eo good! He had hoodwinked the enemy by his clever
ruse. He had a further breathing-space granted him.

He was free from further immoediate worry; for the timic being he wes
secure

Fxactly an hour later another train arrived, and Nelon Lee and Nipper
and Detective-inspector Morley stepped out of it. They listencd to the
report of the local police officials with mingled feelings. Morley was furious.

““So the ecoundrel has defeated us, after all!” he exclaimed savagely.
*“ Somebow, I didu’'t think Sutcliffe would throw hix cwna life awony. But
.what about th> body? Hasn't it been recovered yet:"

Apparently it had not. Ard, a little later on, word cumne tiiat the wh:l»
stretch of permanent way had beeun clceely searched without result. In
spite of the exact details given by the pascengers, it was cloar that Jim the
Penman had vot flung himself to destruction.

It was absurd to suppose that the fifteen or sixteen pa<:engers, who had
all told the came story, were confoderates of Sutcliffe’s.  The goed pespl:
were fully convinced that the '‘ zhabby m2>n"" had committ:d suiciie. Ail
liad heard the terrible death scream; all had seen the wide-op.n door.

There was one man at Ipswich Station who had been cn the earlier expross.
He had, in fact, been in the same coach as Jim the Penman, and his version
of the affair had been in exact accordance with all others. And he was cns
of the railway officials—a man in a responsible post.

From this gentleman Nelson Lee kearned that the carriage door which had
been open had been the one wext to the lavatory at the end. Lee waza :truc*
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at cuce by the significance of the fact. The great detective was on the look-
out for some daring ruse, and he was at once suspicious.

No body had been “recovered. No man could have escaped grave injury, at
least, from such a fall. Therefore, everything went to prove that Jim the
Penman had not taken the leap, but had merely played a clever trick.

The whole affair was puzzling, but one fact stood out above all others—
Dougias James Sutcliffe had compiletely evaded the pursuit! And Nelson
Lece was highly suspicious.

CHAPTER IL
The Blizzard—The Story of Monn the Miser—Jin's Decision,

In Norfolk the snow had been steadily falling for practically the whole
day. But now that night had come the wind rose to a gale, and the
white flakes became thicker and thicker.
It was, indecd, a terrible mght'

Jim the Penman, seated in the Yarmouth express, found it impossible to
keop hiinself warm. ILiafting the window-blind for a moment, he saw that
tlic glass was choked and smothered with snow.

'I'he forger had bhecome rather tired of the journey, but he was feeling
highly pleaeed with himself. For the time being he had shaken off the
pursuit, and he did not worryv. DPerhaps he would have worried if he had
xnown that Nelson Lec and Nipper had taken up the trail with Detective-
snspector Morley,

Jim the Penman was not the type of man to breod over his troubles. He
nlways made the best of everything, and if one scheme failed he immediately
«.t to work evolving another. And the forger had a surpnmng facility for
adapting himself to almost any circumstances.

lle began to wonder how he should go on during the nett few weeks.
For Jim to be short of ready money was almost unuaual asg a rule he couid
always lay his hand on several hundred pounds, at the very least. '

But it just chanced that he was now *‘‘ on the rocks.”

He almost smiled as he thought of the humorous side of the difficuity.
Jim the Penman was a forger and a scoundrel, but he poszeseed 2 eonse of
humour. 1t was all so absurd—for himm to be fleeing from the counfry,
fleecing anvwhere, without so much as & five-pound note in his possession.

But Sutciiffe did not worry particularly. He relied upon his wits {o sce
him throngh. And, before long, he told himself, he would startle not only
the police, but the whole counh) He certainly meant to make up for lost.
time at the very earliest opportunity. |

The {rain came to a stop at 2 bleak country station, and oue of Jim's
fcllow-travellers opened the door and got out. Jim caught a glimpse of the
platform without. It was coated with snow to a thickness of seven or «ight
inches, and the white flakes were whirling down in bewi]dcring Musses.

** What a night!”’ thought the forger. ‘¢ Perhaps it is just as well. 1
Hagd mure chance of gettlntr clear away in weather like this. By Jove, it's
cold !’

'The train restarted, and continued on its way. The snow whirled down
ceaselessly, and the wind rose to a terrible fury. In Norfolk, at least. a
blizzard was raging. Even above the roar of the train the howl and whistle
of tii» gale could ba heard. It was eone of the wildest nights for vears.

.",.l,‘h,e X prgea eame to a’suddep, abrupt balt. The brakes were applied

S\TOW lay thick every where and more was coming down every minute.
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suddenly, bu't-. somcthing else seemed to stop the train, for so abrupt was the
shock that Jim the Penman wus pitched clean across the compartment,
together with two other passengers with him.

It was i.mpossiblg to hear anything beyond the gale. Now that the whoels
of the tralp were silent, the shrill scream and howl of the wind was terribie.
A long wait followed, and the travellers began to get a little anxious.

Then one of the guards came along the corridor, opening cach doer in
turn and imparting a certain item of information to the pacsengers withye,
Ho arrived at the compartment in which Sutcliffe was seated.

“ We'ro stuck in the smow,” sail the guard gruffly. *“ Ther~'s been =«
fall from the cutting. Can’t get along for an hour or two. Nothing to
worry over.”’

“ By George!’’ exclaimed one man. *‘ That's pleasant '

““Can’t help it, sir! We didn't ask the snow to come'” And the guazid
passed on. . .

Jim the Penman lay back in his corner and ccnsidered. All this delay
was not to his liking. He realised that the Ipswich po'ice miight possib’y
suspect a trick when no body was discovered. And it was on the cards
that the train would be searched, after ull, at a later stage of the journey.

It was still comparatively early in tle evening, and there was no telling
how long the express would be delayed at this spot. The longer it was
delayed the greater became Jim the Peninan’s risk.

After a while the forger rese from his seat and passed out inta the
corridor. Then he opened an outer door and stepped upon tlie footboard.

When he leapt down he sank inlo snow right to his knees.

But he was not the only passenger who had left the train. Several bardy
individuals were tramping up and down beside the permanent way, asking
questions of the worried guard, and doing their best to turn his hair grey.
Jim was rather surprized to find that tho snow had ceased, except for a few
downy flikes which were being driven by the gale.

A look at the sky, however, told Lim that it was only a lull in the storm.
In all likelihoed there would Le more snow than ever later on.

Jim walked to the front of the traiu, and ihen understood why the train
had stopped so abruptly. A great bank of enow campletely obitructed.the
metals, and it was obvious that the train could not prceeed for heur«. Sut-
cliffe was inclincd to believe, indeed, that morning would arrive before the

line was cleared.
The spot was a deep cutting, with tremendously steep. hiegh banks: and
the snow from these steep banks had suddenly thundered down ou to the

permanent way, completely blocking it.

“I don’t quite like this,” Jim teld himsolt. It T remain here T shab
probably simply wait for capture. I've given the hounds the slip so far,
and I'm hanged if I'm going to play into their hands!” -

The forger stamped up and down for a few minutes, and then, with his
usual promptness of decision, he made up his mind. Indeed, he wondered
why he had not decided even before.

He would leave the train at this point, and make his way into the country.
Sooner or later he felt sure that he would strike some quiet, sleepy villuge.
He would put up at one of the local inns, and spend a peaceful night. Ou
the morrow he would make fresh plans; his future movements, indeed, wero
more. than half formulated even now. But he required a good night’s rest

before getting to work again, o o
To remain tDv.-'ith the train would be simpiy waiting for arreet. At any
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rate, il was a doubtful rcfuge now that it had come to a compulsory stand-
stall.

And no sooner had Jimn the Penman made up his mind than he put his
plan into execution. He marched down the permanent way to the very rear
of the train. At this spot he found himeelf quite alone and unobserved.
Quickly he ran forward angd scrambled up the stecp, snowy bank. Halfway
up be paused and looked back through the deep gloom. The lights of the
train gleamed brightly down below in the cutting. But Jim was sure that

he had not been observed. He did not want anybody to know that he had
slipped off.

At last he arvived at the top of the embankment. The darkness was
sutense, and a bare, bleak expanse of open country lay before him. He was
well aware that his project was fraught with a certain amount of risk. It
might be hours bhefore he struck any village, or he might find himself
{]lt_)undle}ring in a snowdrift, out of which it would be impossible to extricate

imse

But it is said that fortune favours the wicked. Jim the Penman was
certainly wicked, and fortune favoured him very markedly that wild night.

For, after he had flounderod laboriously across two ﬁezis, he pushed his
way through a gap in the hedge, and found himself upon a narrow, winding
country road. It was obviously little used, for the smow lay undisturbed
upon its surface. In all probability there had been no traffic for hours,
and it was almost certain that there would be no more before the next day.

Dimly in the deep gloom Sutcliffe could see the white lane leading slightly
downwards. In places the enow lay three and four feet deep, and the going
was slow. On the average, however, Jim made fairly good progress.

The exercise warmed him up, and he strode along fceling in a comfortable
glow. He had plenty of clothes on, and his boots were stout and weathex-
proof. The sky was-black and threatening, but only a few stray flakes
were falling. FEvery now and again, however, a fierce gust of wind would
send up clouds of fine snow from the roadway, and Jim would be smothered.

The wind was behind him, and so these sudden wild gusts did not in-
convenience him to any great extent. He plodded on through bare, open
country. Once or twice he passed a wayside cottage, where lights gleamed
warmly; but there was, as yet, no sign of a village.

Jim the Penman was not feeling particularly hungry, but he would have
given much for a drop of something kot and warming just then. As luck
would have it, his wish was to be granted very shortly.

e had been walking along bare lanes for some time. In spite of the
deep gloom, he cculd sce that the country was flat and sparsely inhabited
—-at least, he had passed very few houses during his trudge through the
snow. Turning a bend in the road, he saw a glimmer of light ahead—a
glinimer which proceeded from a crack against a badly drawn blind.

Jim found himself paesing a few cottages, and then a couple of small,
closed shops. A village at last. And the light he had seen was coming from
a window of a small but comfortable-looking inn. The forger made straight
for the snow-smothered porch, and thrust open the door. It was not closing-
time yet, evidently.

He found himeelf in a dimly lit pascage, and he stamped the caked snow
from his hoots. Then, as he heard voices, he walked forward and entered
a low, narrow doorway. lle was now in the bar-parlour of the inn, and
very cosy the little room looked, too. As Jim entere.d a strong smell of
beer and tobacco-<thoke met his nostrils, and he took in every item of the
goene at o glance,
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There were five men seated in the parlour, all of them gathered round
the cheerfully blazing fire, The landlord of the inn was leaning comfortably
over his bar, resting his chin on his hands. Apparently, Jim the Penman
had disturbed some yarn or other. All eyes were turned towards him.

Four of the men round the fire, Sutcliffe saw, were villagers, and tha
fifth appeared to be a somewhat shabby man of the commercial travellee
type. The landlord was stout and red-faced and bald-headed.

‘“ Evenin’, mister,” he said, staring, and raising his head from his hardas.
‘“ That be a wholly rough night.”

““ Not so rough as it was, old 'un,’’ replied Jim, slapping his gloved hands
vigorously. ‘‘ The snow’s holding off a bit. We’ve got a mighty ot ¢
come, though, or I ain’t no judge.” o

Sutcliffe stamped towards the bar, making a regular commotion. Hiz voice
was loud and coarse, and he puffed noisily. But he was only acting up to
his part. He did it well. He looked and spoke like a coarse-type racing man
to the life. ‘

‘“ Some rum,’’ he ordered. ¢ Hot, old man—blazin’ hot.”

‘“ Bin walkin' some distance, I dare say?’’ ventured the lardlcrd.

‘“Oh, a fair way. Got any cigars®’’ said Jim, changing the subject. ° Ah,
that’s the ticket, old son! Good ’uns, are they? Hurry up with that rum.”
Jim turned and sat down upon a broad seat. ‘‘ Evenin’, gents,”” he added,
nodding casually to the men round the tire. ‘I reckon you know which
13 the best place.”’ ._

‘““We ain’t got much longer, mister,”” returned one of the villagers
regretfully. ‘ Mr. Drake’ll bave to turn us out afore long. Still, that
’on’t be such rough walkin’ now the snow’s stopped.”

There was a short pause while Jim the Penman lit his cigar.

‘““ About this old Monn——"" began the commercial-looking gentleman.

““ Ah, yes, Mr. Saxbey; I'll tell e about old Monn,” said one of the
Tustics—an elderly man. ‘‘ We were talkin’ about Monn afore this gent
come 1n, weren't we?’’

““I dunno as ‘we’ was!” exclaimed another villager. “ I was tellin’
Mr. Drake about Monn. Sam Cornish. If so be as you want to do the talkin’,
I'm agreeable. I ain’t much of a ’and at tellin’ a yarn, any’ow.”

Sam Cornish took a pull from his tankard.

““ It ain’t exactly a yarn, neither,”” he said, deftly wiping his mouth en
his sleeve, ‘‘ It’s just fact. There ain’t no yarn about it. old Jasper Monn
is a real man, livin’ in this ’ere very village—or, leastways, outside of 1t.
Mebbe it’s a mile an’ a ’arf to old Monn’s wherry. I ‘oughtn’t swear to
a ‘undred yards.” .

““ To old Monn’s what?”’ asked Mr. Saxbey, the shabby commercial.

‘“ His wherry, I reckon I said.”’

““ Don't the old man live in a house, then?”

The company laughed. .

“ Not for years.”” said one man. ‘‘ It’s nigh on e -

« Am I tellin’” Mr. Saxhey this ’ere yarn, or are you, Bill Jelroser
demanded Mr. Samuel Cornish, removing the clay from his mouth and
glaring. ‘“If so be as ’

““ Oh, git on with it, Sam!” growled the other. |

Jim the Penman listened casually, somewhat amused Ly the gossip of the
yokels. It was-a change, anyhow. And Jim was now ripping the hot rum
which tha landlord, Mr. Drake, had handed to him. The rum was excellent,
and Jim was feeling contented and at his esse. The fire too, was serding
forth a warm glow.

B 4
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““Well, this ’er~ Jaszper Monn come to these parts—to the Broads—nigh
on cicht year ago,” continued Mr. Cornish. I ’mind the time well. I
tho't he wag a furriner fust off, an’ I 'on’t denv it.” Secmin’ly, he bo’t the
old wherry what lics up by Farmer Twitt’s medder, in the backwater. Old
J}asptir l'donn went aboard that wherry and never come off agin—not to
this day!"”’

** Nomsense!”’ said Mr. Saxbey. ‘‘ Eight years on a wherry—""

“It's the gospel truth, mister!”’ declared Sam Cornich. “I ‘ouldnr’t
be fer tellin’ you a loie. Folk round Little Rexthorpe reckoned as the old
man ’ad quarrelled wi’ somebody—or mebbe his wife went an’ doied. There
nin't no sorter tellin’. Old Jasper Monn comed to these parts, and ’ere
e’y bin ever rince. An’ for the last fower year—foive year, nigh on—’z2’s
bhin ecalled * Monn the Miser.” ’’ :

‘* Monn the Miser,”” repeated the shahby gentleman. *“H'm! Sounds
quite grim, Cornish. And ie he a miser really? Is he mean?”’

S:an Cornish lit his pipe’ from a burning brand of wood. Jim the Penman
was mnlerested now—at L*ast, he was by no meane bored. By what he could
ree, these rustics were telling the stranger about eome local character.
And Jim was lecarning a few facts which interested him. He was in the
Broads district, and the name of the village was Little Rexthorpe. Just
the very place Jim wonld have chosen.

‘“1 dunno as old Monn’s ezactly mean,’”’ went on Cornish slowly. ‘‘ Folk
rcund ’ere ain’t never ‘ad a chance of findin’ out, seein’ as the old man never
leaves the wherry. But ‘e’s rich—wholly rich. On that there wherry ’e's
got hundreds o’ pounds "’ .

“ You don’t know what you're a-talkin’ of, Sam Cornish,”” interrupted the
landiord from the bar. ‘“ Hundreds o' pounds! I’ll lay Monn the Miser's
worth ten or fifteen thousand—and that ain’t ezaggeratin’, neither.”

““Phew!” whistled Mr. Saxbey.

And Jim the Penman became cven more interested.

‘“1 'on’t say as you're wrong, Mr. Drake,”” went on Cornich. ‘ Old Monn
is fair rich, an’ no mistake. I was just speakin’ general-like when I cez
'undreds.  An’ the old mau is that queer in 'is wave a man ’ud think ’e
was lcony. 1 ain’t sure that old Monn ain’t a bit off ’is head. Queer—
well. he’s wholly queer, Mr. Saxbey.”’

‘“ Fecoutnie, you mean, I s8’poze?”’

Ain’t ’centric the same as queer?”” demanded Mr. Cornish. ‘“ If g0 be
you loikc the word better, I ’cn’t alter 1t. Ain’t it queer and ’centric for
n man to live on a little old wherry? Monn the Miser lives in that boat
day in an’ day out, an’ never comes ashore. He lives all of hisself, wi'out
m;‘nther soul ever settin’ foot on the deck. He ’on’t let a man go near the
wherry-—""

““ An’ for why, 8am Cornish?"’ asked the landlord. ‘‘ Ain’t it because of
kis money—ain’t it because he's afeared of being robbed of his hoarded
wealth?”’

“I reckon as you’re right, Mister Drake,”” acreed Sam Cormish. ‘‘ You
ace, Mr. Saxbey.”” ho went on, ‘“ this ‘ere wherry is moored in a little old
backwater of the Burc—the Bure ruus throuzh these parts, as you know.
And that boat is fixed; it can’t shift nohow. 1It's like it were a cottage,
only its fifty feet or more from the bank—right out in the backwater.”

‘“ It’s a funny bit of a varn,”’ commented Mr. Soxbey.
““ Tt is, mister, an’ I 'on’t go for to deny it,"” said Sam. T *mind readin’
a tole about an old miser, but he warn’t a man loikc old Monn. Jasper
b 1te yorth tlsﬂmn“ds——as Mr. Drake sez—an’ all that there money is
. 3 .

. " M | IER ! . . .
O R whitry Atene of ‘im. Don't everything prove it? He ’on’t never




MONN THE MISER 13

leave the boat ‘hisself, not for nobody, an’ he ’on’t never allow a man to
go near. He ain’t bin ashore for years and years. Ilow an old man could
live loike that wholly beats me.’"

““ How can he prevent folk goin’ ncar the wherry?”’ a<ked Mr. Saxbey.

Sam Cornish laughed. .

““That there litlle ole backwater is ’is—'is own—seein’ as the wherry's
moored in the middle on’t,”” he replied. ‘“ Monn the Miser caun’t prevent
folk walkin’ along the banks, o’ course. I never said that. But if so ho
a man went in a boat within twenty feet o’ the wherry ’e’d soon have a
gun poked at 'im !"’

“A gun! Well, I'm durned!”’

““ Fower guns, Sam,”’ said Bill Melrose.

‘““Ain’t I just goin’ to say so?”” demanded Sam. T don’t see no reascn
for these ’ere interruptions.. Yes, Mr. Saxbey. Old Monu's got fower guns,
an’ all fower is allus ready loaded wi' shot-cartridges. If a boat goes too
near lre hollers out that if it don’t git outer the backwater ’e’ll shoot. But
that only ’appens now an’ agin in the summer, when Lunnon folks git
about the Broads. Us in Little Rexthorpe know better than to git near
Monn the Miscr’s wherry."”

. There was a short pause while Sam Cornish spat into the fire.

‘“ There’s one point I'd like to hear cleared-up,” said Jim the Peuman,
jerking the ash from hia cigar. ‘° You say that Monn the Miser never
leaves the wherry, Mr. Carnish? How the thunder does he live? hat
does he feed on? I reckon he must have grub of some scrt. He can’t hve
on reeds, can he?’”

m‘\nrn 1wmwrag o 'f)‘!l

Lhere was a .augh. angad Qam Carniah “"I‘I'l'lhﬂd t

‘1 was expectin’ Mr. Saxbey to arsk that there questiéﬁ. rrister,”’ he
said. ‘““ Old Monn gits his food every day. Ieastways., cld Jerry Bliss

goes up to the wherry every day, and gits what Jasper Monn wants.”

‘““ And who's the cheerful Jerry Bliss?'’ asked Jim.

‘“ Cheerful ain’t the right word, mister,”” chuckled Sam Cornish. ‘‘ There
never was sech a mis'rable ole man as Jerry. The kids in the village all
larf at ’im, an’ call ’im names. My own Dick an’ ’Arry do, an’ I pever
so much as ’ide ’em for it. Jerry is Monn the Miser's man, as you,migh?
say. Jerry gits three or fower shillin’ a week, I reckon. 'E fetches an’
carries everything that Monn wants.”

““ Then this Jerry Bliss is allowed on the wherry?’’ asked Mr. Saxbey.

““ No, ’e ain’t! Nobody never sets fcot on the boat!”

, ¢ Je-hosephat !'’ ejaculated Sutcliffc. ‘‘ Jerry Bliss must have a decent
pair of arms! Does he hurl the groceries and meat and bread fifty feet
acrcss the water——’’

"There was a loud laugh. .

‘“ No, mister, Jerry couldn't throw fifty inches, ‘ardly,” said the landlord.
¢« 'F's a mean little ole man, nigh on seventy, wi’ bad eyesight, and more n
half deaf. Just the feller for old Monn, though. Some folks say as Jerry
Bliss is 'arf-witted, an’ they ain’t far wroug, I'm thinkin®.”

““ How does he manage to deliver his things?’’ asked Mr. Saxbey.

‘“ Ah, that just shows old Monn's cunnin’,”” replied Sam Cornlsl’x.”shakm,c:
bis pipe solemnly. ¢ That just shows ’is queer, ‘centric ways. E's got a
lictle ole bit of wire stretched from the ole boat to a tree what grows st
of the backwater. An’ there’s a basket what hangs from this ‘ere wire,.
an’ runs along a mite of a wheel. Old Monn draws the baskct up by.-.s

:ope across the water !
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« .Oh, a kind. of cradle arrangement,’”’ said Mr. Saxbey. ““ A pulley-whec)
vfTair. My eaints! That's a smart idea, ain’t it? O’ course, old Monn
gets what he wants like that, without a soul ever setting foot on the
wherry. Well I ncver! An’ the old man ain't been ashore for—for eight
year:”’ |
~* Not once, mister,’”’ declared the company.

" What about burglars?’’ asked Jim the Penman interestedly. * Don’t
thieves éver try to nab all the miser’s wealth? I can understand the old
fcllow being on guard during the day, with his four guns. But he can’t
be awake all the time. At night he’s in danger of being rchbed, especially
if the wherry is in a lonely situation—'’ -

. Mr. Drake, the landlord, laughed, and reached for Jim’s empty glaes.

‘ Oh, the wherry is lonely enough,’”’ he said. ‘‘ It’s a mile and a half
on the other side of the village—up the narrow lane to the left, an’ then
nlong. More rum, mister? Right; I'll let you have it hot. Yes, the
wherry 18 lonely enough. Not a soul goes near once in a week, ’ceptin’
Jerry Bliss. But there’s the dawg.”

" Oh! There's a dawg, eh?’’ said Jim the Penman pleasantly.

"I fergot to mention the dawg,’”’ said Sam Cornish. ‘‘ If so be as nobody
rocs nigh the wherry after dark—an’ there ain’t a man in these parts who
would, scein’ as the ole boat has a miser on board—the dawg barks wholly
much, and old Monn wakes up. Ob, ’e’s cunnin’, is the old man. An’ the
Jawg kecps faithful guard durin’ o’ nights.” |

" It's a queer yarn, ag you say, Sam,” said Mr. Saxbey thoughtfully.
" But you ain't said what sort of a man this Monn is.”” o -

**’E’s dried-up,’”’ replied S8am. ‘‘ Like an ole mummy, ’e is. Bent an’
wizeued, and with wholly funny ways with 'im. I anly seed ’im twice
durin’ the whole eight year. ’E fair makes a man creep to look at ’'im.
I ‘ouldn’t go ncar the wherry after dark—not for all the beer in this ’ere
‘ouse !’

“1 ’ouldn’t like to bet ye!'’ said the landlord, shaking his head.

‘T reckon Sam’s right,”’ exclaimed one of the other rustics. ‘‘ None of
us 'ud go nigh the ole wherry after dark. What do ye think of the story,
Mr. Saxbey? We ain’t ro slow down in Little Rexthorpe, are we? Monn
the Miser lives as though ‘e was as poor as a church mouse. An’ I'll lay ’e’s
got thousands—'e's tremendous rich, by all accounts. An’ all in cash,
too!”’ - .

'There was another pause, and Mr. Saxbey ordered drinke round. A glance
ai the old clock made it plain that there was not much mere time.

Jim the Penman sipped his hot rum and sat wrapped in thought. He was,
to tell the truth, coming to a decision. As was usual with him, he did not
hesitate. In less than five minutes he had coansidered all the pros and
cons, and had made up his mind. The forger’s eyes were gleaming
strangely. | | .
~ He rose, placed his glass on the beer-stained counter, and then entered
into o short, casual conversation with the landlord, while the other men
fell to discussiug the war—Monn the Miser being dispensed with. _I‘}_}l_t_..llm-
was talking of Moun the Miser, and Mr. Drake anewered Sutcliffe’s ques-
-tions unsuspiciously, .

Jxactly five minutcs later Jim the Penman was out in the snow once

IQ% 1, 1190¢ i'{#&%{”inn ¢ street.

4 s . . . . .
ic master Torger i decided upon an amazing schema.
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| CHAPTER II1.
The Wherry—Face to Face with Monn the Micer —Jim’s Success.

HE strange story which Douglas James Sutcliffe had just heard in the
var-parlour of the little inn had impressed him exceedingly.
He had thought swiftly and keenly.

And the decision he had come to was one which pleased him tremendous!y.

Small things often lead to great issues. And if Jim the Penman had not
entered that little inn he would never have heard of Jasper Monn lae
miser. ]
- As he walked silently down the village street Jim reviewed the facis
concerning old Monn, as he had heard them. The wind was whistline
icily, and seemed to chill one to the marrow. And enow was again whirling
down, but in fine flakes. Jim felt sure that before long another blizzard
would sweep the countryside.

Jim the Penman was impressed.

He did not believe much in the tale of Monn the Miser's wealth—it was
not that which impressed him. Badly as he needed money, Jim did not
think it likely that there was any truth in the story. It was, in all proba-
bility, merely idle gossip. ]

Nevertheless, it was pretty certain that old Monn had a certain amcunt
of cash on the wherry; and even that would be acceptable.

. But Jim the Penman was thinking of something else.

Here he was, hounded by the law, scarcely knowing whether he had eluded
the pursuérs or not. He had no certainty that Detective-inspector Morlcy
was off the trail. It was quif possible that the sleuthhounds of the law
were hard at his heels.

What Jim was looking for, therefore, was a place of refuge.

He wanted to hide himself—to disappear utterly and completely for the
time being. By staying at the inn he would do himself no good. And he
would have to continue the flight on the morrow. He would have to baflle
his pursuers somehow.

How could it be done?

He was practically without money. A pound or two, perhaps, but that
was as nothing. And here—here in this little village of the Broads—lay
the solution to his knotty problem.

The old wherry!

What better place of conccalment could one imagine?

On board that ancient craft Jim the Penman would be completely hidden,
The police might search again and again, and they would never find him.
For they would certainly not search Monn the Miser’s river home. 'There
would be utterly no reason for the minions of the law to suspect the wherry.

Jim ticked off the points as he walked through the thick snow.

The wherry lay right to itself, away from all houses. It was inhabited
by one man—an old man, who was armed, it is true, but in such a way
that Jim smiled grimly to himself. And there was a dog. Jim had an
idéa that he would surmount those trifling difficulties.

Nobody ever visited the wherry except a certain Jerry Bliss—a man as
old as Monn the Miser himself. Jerry Bliss, moreover, was deaf and had
defective eyesight. These disadvantages in no way rendered him incapable;
but they were very helpful to Jim the Penman’s little scheme.

' Old Monn, too—Jim had learned from the landlord—always wrote his

daily orders on a scrap of paper, and placed the paper in the basket which
he eent across the wire to his retainmer. This was necessary, for Jasper
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Mourn could scarcely shout his orders across fifty feet of water to a dcaf

old man. And Jerry Bliss, with the aid of glasses, could easily read.
Nobody ever set foot on the wherry, and it was known far and wide that

1t was unsafe to approach too closely. As Jim thought of all these points,

he could not help smiling. It seemed as though everything had been
planned for his especial benefit.

Bat Sutcliffe had no 1dea of the events which wcere to follow!

If he had had some idea he might not have been so elated.

'I'rudging through the snow, he followed the little lanec which, he under-
stnod, ultimately led to the backwater in which the wherry was moored.
'I'he snow, he could see, was whirling down in thicker gusts every minute.
‘l'his was  excellent, for by the morning his footprints would be completely
hidden.

Sutcliffe had fondly supposed that the task of locating the wherry would
e an easy one. DBut the blackness of the night and the whirling snow-
fl.kes made it impossible for him to see many yards in any direction. It
was, indeed, difficult for him to distinguish the roadway. In places the
srowdrifts were piled completely over the low hedges which lined the lane.

More than once Jim the Penman found himself floundering waist-deep in
thick snow. But he managed to extricate himself in safety, and once more
found his correct bearings. .

The night was growing wilder every moment.

As Jim had anticipated, the snow had not held off for so very long—
mcrely two or three hours. And now the gale was howling with a fearfal
fury, and the snow was driving into Sutcliffe’s face with such force that
ke found it impossible to keep his head upright. The snow cut like a
whiplash, the fine flakes beating down in dense clouds.

Thus, although the snow was fine it covered rapidly. It had also the
cffect of creating an impenetrable mist. More than once Sutcliffe halt
decided to give up his project and return to the inn while he was safe.
He had hardly expected such a renewal of the blizzard as this.

But, once Jim the Penman had made up his mind, the circumstances
had to be extraordinarily exceptional before he would admit defeat. MHe
pressed on doggedly. He knew well enough that much depended upon the
success or failure of his project. Moereover, if he could only locate the’
wherry, the snowstorm would help him to a very considerable extent.

The difficully of how he should cross the fifty feet of water to the old
boat was solved for him by the very weather conditions themselves. The
frosts up in Norfolk had been severe for days past, and Jim was quite
certain that the backwater would be frozen over. The river itself, perhaps,
would not be covered with a sufficient thickness of ice to bear a man’s
weight. But in the stagnant backwater the frost would have had a chance
of getting to work thoroughly. .

And, at last, when Jim was nearly despairing, he saw before him a sharp,
hairpin turn in the lane. At this point, as he had learned from Mr. Drake,
it was necessary to leave the road, and follow a footpath across a meadow
until the river bank was encountered. Then, a hundred yards to the left,
and the wherry would be in sight. Jim the Penman crossed the meadow
blindly ; he could not possibly know wheére the footpath was, for t-he_ whole
ficld was one expanse of thick snow. . '

But the forger had a keen senee of direction, and at last !:1e arrived at 'ghc
river's bank. He was under no false impression as to his exact position
now, for ke mearly floundered headlong iuto the river itself. The bank
was rather high, o9& Jim knew that if he had fallen down upon thg__lce
ke weuld certaipdylhaveiplunged through. o |
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He followed the river bank closely, walking slowly and with extreme
caution. After all, therc was no necessity whatever for him to hurry
himself. He had the whole night before him for his deadly project. And
the hour was really quite early; nlthough it seemed to Sutcliffe as though
he were alone in the whole world. He was hemmed in by the raging enow-
storm. - Everything outside a radius of twenty feet was blotted out utterly
and completely. Now and again, however, an extra fierce gust of wind
would blow a space- clear for perhaps five seconds, and he would be able to
see ahead for fully a hundred yards.

And it was during one of these periods that he caught a glimpse of
Monn the Miser's wherry. It was merely a momentary glimpse of a black
shape out on the snow-covered ice. And then the flakes whirled round him
once more.

Jim paused here, and took out his revolver from his hip-pocket.- Then
he gingerly stepped down upon the ice and moved forward. He could feel
1t giving a trifle beneath his weight, but it held. And, in any case, he
would have to trust to luck.

IHe would have to trust to luck, moreover, during the next ten or fiftecn
minutes. His plan was alrcady cut and dried in his own mind as far as
possible, but it would be necessary to suit his actions to the nceds of the
moment.

The wind whistled and moaned, but suddenly seemed to chango its ncte;
or, rather, an added note appeared in the shrill whistle. And there was
a momentary lull—during which Jim the Penman heard the new sound with
more distinctness. He recognised it at once.

It was the bark cf a dog.

““ Hallo, this is where the fun begins!’ murmured Jia grimly. * My
canine friend has a good scent, apparently—for I'll be bound he has not
heard my movements. VWell, I am rcady for him.”

‘The forger realised that the stormy elements were very much in his
favour. If he had fired every chamber of his rcvolver in quick succossion
not one of the shots would have becn heard a hundred yards away. And
the lane was much further than that. Therefore, Sutcliffo felt that he
could act as he chose with impunity, and he would run utterly no risk.

It was not long beforc he came to grips with the first of his victimx,
This, of course, was the dog. The ice w}illsich covered the backwater was
very helpful to Jim the Perman; but it also enabled the dog to leave his
floating prison and venture forth in search of the intruder.

Sutcliffe did not know exactly where he was, but he felt, somohow, thot
the wherry was very close to him. And then, as he paused to get his bhear-
ings, he saw something big and black bounding towards him acrass tho
8nOVY.

. At the same second Jim heard a furious smarling. The dog, evidently,
was not only large but savage. And Sutcliffe was not particularly fond
of savage dogs, especially when they were attacking him.

. He acted with astonishing swiftness.

The revolver was already grasped in his hand. There was a tiny spurt of
red fire, and there was a report which sounded no louder than the crack ot
a whip. The black object was now within four feet of Jiin tho Penman,
and it suddenly collapsed into the snow without another sound. So great
was the momentum of the animal, in fact, that the lifeloss body came
slithering through the snow right to Jim’s feet.

The dog was stone dead—shot clean through the brain. Jim’s aim had
been perfectly accurate, and Monn the Miser’s night guardiap was ccconeted
for. Sutcliffe had scarcely heped tor such an casy tegk,aa thie
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There was now nothing between him and the old man. True, Jasper
Monn was armed, but on such a night as this his old shot guns would not be
of much service—even if he found a chance to use one of them—which was
doubtful.

Jimm the Penman examined the dead dog. for a few moments, and then
walked on. By following the animal’s tracks he walked straigcht to the
wherry. The wind howled rcund him and the snow beat down in amazing
-clonds. Never before had Jim the Penman seen so many flakes at one time.

The 1co felt extremely precarious beneath his feet. It ‘‘ gave’ con-
siderably, and one or two ominous sharp cracks warned the forger that
his position was none too secure. He was nearer the wherry now, and
quite suddenly it loomed up before him almost in his face.

At the very same second therc was a sharper crack than before, and
one of Jim’s feet plunged through the ice with a sickly equelch. He
hurled himself forward, and just managed to grasp a projecting portion
of wood. The ice round the boat itself was quite thin, and incapable ot
bearing a man’'s weight. That plunge forward of Jim’s saved him from
disaster.

Iiven as he grasped -hold of the woodwork he felt the ice give way. And
he pulled himself up into safety with one of his feet just a trifle wet. Upon
the whole, Sutclific considered himself very lucky. - There was no rign of
old Monn, and Jim supposed that the micer was below, slecping.

This was only natural. The old man trusted to his dog to keep gmunard.
The animal had done €0 for many years past, and Monn had never once
heen disturhed during the dark hours. On such a night as this, moreover,
it secmed impossible that danger should be lurking near. ’

The intruder hauled himself aboard and took a look around him. As
far as he could see in the gloom and through the whirling snowflakes, the
dcek was one mass of whiteness. It had evidently been altered a great deal.
und was unlike the general run of wherries. But Jim was not concerned
with the structural details of the old boat. He was looking for the com-
panion.

This, it proved, was covered by a stout Weat.her-proof doorway. The dog,
Jim aesumed, was allowed the run of the deck during the night. Up in the
bows a big kennel had been fixed. ,

“* 1t’s dead casy!’”’ muttered the master-forger with a grim chuckle.

The companion doorway, he found, however, was alsolutely secure. It
was evidently lecked and bolted on the inside. This was a hitch. There was
no other way of getting below.

Standing in tho snow, with the wind whistling round him, Jim eoon hecame
¢iilled to the marrow. He knew that it was no time to stand on ceremony,
and he acted promptly and drastically.

'The companion door, he could feel, was strong but not extra stout. A
sudden charge would probably burst the hinges clean off. Oh, if that
falled, a cecond and a third assanlt would complete the work,

Noise did not matter in the least. Sutcliffe was utterly aiono with his
inteaded victim, and no amount of commotion would bring as«istance. So,
without hesitating in the least, Jim the Penman stepped back and gathered
himself for a charge.

He flung his body forward, and his left shoulder crashed upon the dcor
with terrific force. Indeed, Jim’s shoulder was hurt.more tbhan a little,
aud the bLruise lasted for three days, it may be added. But Jim was not
hurt needlessly. The door smashed in completely, the hinges and bolts
giying. way, together. . .

ol i1 Wastovlg dhyr o gvoat .effort that Jim saved himself from plunging head-
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long down the 00mp5m.ion stairs. The door had already disappeared into tha
darkness. Tferg quickly now Sutcliffe took out a small electric torch and
flashed a bright beam downwards.

Tho light, scemingly intensely brilliant after the darkness, fell upon a
worn stairway, and a kind of passage beyond. Sutcliffe gu>ssed—correctly -
?hat'old Monn had altered the wherry both inside and out, to suit his own

ancies.

And as Jim stood for a moment at the top of the companion, he heard
a sudden noise below, and then a queer figure came into view-—preceded by
the barrel of a gun! The figure was attired in an aged dressing-gown arnd
sleeping cap. |

Jim the Penman did not wait for the gun to go off. A dosc of shot at
such close quartere would have been serious—probably fatal.

Bounding down the stairs, Jim was beside the gowned figure in a moment.
He grasped the gun-barrel, and wrenched the weapon clean out of the
other’s hands. Then Sutcliffe thrust his revolver forward—the light, all thi-
t:me, playing full upon the old maa. |

““ Now, Mr. Monn, we can talk!” panted Jim.

““Who are you? What-—what does this mean? How did you get in>"’
screamed the old. man, his voice guavering with tright and fury. ** You
you scoundrel! Yecu villain! You dastard! Where is Mike? What have
you done with Mike?"’

“ My dear sir, pray calm your-elf! Mike, I presume, was the name of
our dog?” said Jim the Penman smoothly. *‘ I regret to inform you.
Mr. Monn, that Mike has departed this world for ever. Ho was untortunate
enough to stop a bullet from my automatic, and his skull was scarcely
thick enough to——"

Monn the Miser uttered a hoarse cry.

‘“ You have killed Mike i’ he screcamed. “ You rascal! My Mike —my poor
Mike!”” The old man’s voice seemed to break for a moment: and then he
panted hoarsely with fury. °° The brute—the accursed gcod-for-nothing'"
he added fiercely. ‘‘ He 1s hetter dead! Why did he not warn mne? Why
did he not fly at you——"'

““ I scarcely gave him the chance.’’ interrupted Jim the Penman. ** Conse,
come, Mr. Monn, calin yourself. This revolver of mine is dangcrously near
to you; and Mike’s fate might be shared by his master unle<s you are very
careful !’ |

There was a pause. The situation was tense, and Jim the Penman found
time to take a good look at his companion. Jasper Monn was a wizened old
man. He seemed to be ehrivelled up, and the skin on his face was like
old leather. He was no taller than a boy. and his hands were bony. But
he was perfectly clean and well-gronmed.

Jim jerked his automatic slightly.

‘“ Lead the way to the cabin, or whatever you call the place,”” he orderet
crisply. ‘ You have been warned, Mr. Monn. I am in dead carnest.”

The old fellow glared at the other balefully. But he turned and went int«
a low doorway and lighted an oil-lamp which stood upon a small tahle. It
wuas a neat little apartment, scrupulously clean, with a low ceiling. and
saveral old oak chairs were placed ahout. Other articles of furniture, too,
practically filled the place. A small enclosed stove wae placed up one
corner.

Jim the Penman tucked his torch away, and lowered his revolver. Just
as he was about to epeak, however, an idea struck him. Old Monn was
agitated now, and Jim considercd the time to be'sorp &itting! fora" il
cxperiment,
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He raised the revolver again and jammed 1t firmly upon the old man's
chest.  Jasper Monn breathed hard, and his eyes plainly told of his terror.

‘“ You- -you are going {o kill mc?’’ he croaked.

‘“ Not just yet—and not at all if you do as I order,” replied Sutelifi-.
““ Your moncy, Mr. Monn--that is what I am after! Yon understand?
Wheie is your money? Where do you keep your hearded wealth?”’

" 1 havo nothing--nothing!”’ gasped Jasper Monn fearfully.

“That won’'t do!”’ snarled Jim the Penman, with sudden affected furv.
“T am here for yonr money, you old miser¥ I give you just onc minute
{o tell me where it is—one minute! Tf you won’t tell me I'll shoot you as
you «tand! I'll shont you dead! Speak now, or youn’ll never live——"’

“I’ve mo money!”’ panted the old man, quivering and shaking. “‘I'm
not wealthy! T am worth nothing except a few pounds. You will find them
in a drawer of the table—just a few pounds. You—you murderous thief!
Wonld you kill me?”’ |

“You've ot fiftcen ceconds left!” grated Sutcliffe.

Monn the Micor etared at Jiin dazedly, as though he could not realise what
was ha(})poning. But he did not speak, although it was plain he fully
believed Jim the Penman’s thcatrical bluff. For the forger was merely
“{rying it ¢n.”” He did not believe that Jasper Monn was wealthy, bnt
ho thought it was well to apply a test. He had no intention of killing the
old man. Jhs object i coming to the wherry was to seek shelter—a safeo
shelter. '

And the miscr’s hehaviour obviously showed that the tale of his wealth
was idle gossip. The recady manner in which he admitted that a few pounds
were in the table drawer satisfied Jim that he had not stumbled upon o
forfunec.

AN right, old "un,’’ said Sutclifie suddenly. ‘“ I'll he merciful.”’

e lowcered the revolver and stowed it away. Then, without further ado,
he took out hic handkerchief and bound Monn’s wrists. At first the mizcer
re<isted, and Jim was astoniched at the strength he displayed. In spite of
his agoe and wizened-up appearance, Jasper Monn was wiry and strong, and
full of vitality.

Il¢ was no :match for the intruder, however, and very soon he was securely
bound to one of the -oaken chairs. Then Jim the Penman sallied out, and
found that the storm was raging more furiously than ever. The ice on the
other side of the wherry—-the weather side—was thicker aud stronger, and
after gingerly testing it, Jim was able to make his way round through the
snow. lis object was to remove the body of the dead dog. .

Jim dragged it through the snow, and deposited it vight among some high
veeds which grew near by. If the snow all melted the dog’s body would not.
be seen. It was not a hig point—but an important one. ‘

And after that, after Jim had roughly repaired the companion door, and
had passed below again--the snow tame down in thicker whirls than ever.
Long before daylight all tracks were smothered and hidden. When dawn
broke the ice round the wherry was covered with an unbroken sheet of
snow. The river bank was the same.

'There was nothing to show that Monn the Miser had been visited by a
human being during the darkness of the night. It was ot possible for o
soul to know that there were now two men on board the wherry.

Jim the Penman’s scheme was entirely successful.

He was in sole possession of the old boat, and the rcal owner was a prisoner
—a prisoner in hi® own vessel. -And, owing to the peculiar circumstances,
net d suspicion ‘woalhe aroused. It had been a bold stroke on Sutcliffe’s
part- but it was a geod onc. Jasper Monn's strenge method of living made
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iv perfectly safe for Jim to remain on the wherry until it was his pleasuro
to depart. |

And at about nine o’clock in the morning, when Jim was on the look-out,
he saw a big bent-shouldered man approaching the wherry—a man who

appeared smaller than he really was. owing to his stoop. It was Jerry
Bliss, the miser’s ‘“ handy man.”’

Jerry Bliss came to a halt opposite the old vessel, and stood as thoug
andecided, looking at the wherry. Jim watched him from a small squarc
window in the boat’s side—a window which was an obvious addition. It was
li:')ro‘r[n this window that old Monn had always pulled across the cradle-lil:«

asket.

‘“ Looking for the dog, I expect,”’ thought Jim.

The forger was already prepared. He had disguised himself slightly.
To 1mpersonate Jasper Monn was impossible, for the miser was much smaller
than Jim. But Jim had darkened his face, and was wearing a pair of
spectacles which Monn always used. And upon hia head was an old smoking
cap. IFrom a distance of fifty feet—that 1s, from the river bank—it was
almost impossible to detect the difference. Even a keen-eyed man would
have been deceived, for only Jim’s head and shoulders were visible.

Old Jerry Bliss saw the figure at the window, and raised his hand.

““Mornin’, master!’’ he shouted, in a wheezy voice, as Jimm opened the
window. ‘° What be the matter wi' Moike? He ain’t on deck this mornin’,
abarkin' at me. Be the dawg ailin’, or summat?”’

Bliss apparently did not expect any reply, for he stood waiting. And
very soon the wire which was stretched from the wherry to a neighbouring
tree was carrying an cld basket across to the shore. The wind caused it to
sway to and fro, and before Jerry Bliss could catch hold of it, the basket
was speckled with snowflakes. For snow was still falling heavily.

Fixed in the basket was a emall piece of paper, and upon this was scrawled
a few words in pencil. Jasper Monn’s bandwriting was extremely
characteristic, and almost impossible to forge without laborious and
repeated efforts. But Jim the Penman had forged the writing at the first
attempt—accurately and with ease. With the pen—or pencil—Douglas
James Sutcliffe was an absolute genins. Forgery to him was mere child’s
play. He was the most amazing forger the world had ever known.

On the paper was written a few orders for articles cf food, and a word or
two to say that Mike, the dog., was ill, and below. Jerry Bliss read tne
scrappy sentences, and then asked for money. Jim had not known exactly

how these things were done. He drew the basket back, and placed in it the
money required.

Bliss went off into tbe snow, without having tha least suspicion. And
Jim the Penman chuckled to himself. He could tell that he would have no
difficulty with his one and only visitor. DBut an hour later, when Jerry Bliss
returned, Jim received something of a shock.

For he learned that Nelson Lee and Nipper were in the viliage!

Bliss imparted this information by saying that a ‘‘ Lunnon gentleman an’
his son were stayin” at the Blue Boar. A Lunnon gent. who was summat to
do with the police. Name o’ Lee.”

Jim had no difficulty in recognising the description as that of Nelson Lee
and ‘Nipper. ' ‘For' 4" short while the forger was furious and alarmed. Hec
kad bad no-idea-that his old enémy was on his trail.

But, ,upon due-eonsideration, Sutcliffe became easy in mind. Clever as
Nelsoh! Lies' tab]stNe Eiéat Meteetive could never track Jim to the wherry.
But Jima was thankful that he bad adopted the ruse. But for his pt‘omrgf
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action he would now have been captured! Ife had h
but he was safe. Oh, yes. He wula)s perfectly safe, 2 a marrow escape
%nd 1\§ b;eemeg as though Sutcliffe was right.
or NNelson Lee was at a complete standstill. By clever soni
persistant methods he had trailed his man to the yBlue(a Bogal?::lmgl,i?tnlg
Rexthorpe. But beyond that point Lee could not get. ’

The famous criminologist was at a loose end.

At Ipswich, the previous evening, Nelson Lee had been struck by the fact
that no body had been recovered from the line, and that the carriage door
which had been found open was that nearcst to the tiny lavatory in the
corridor coach,

Lee, reasoning things out. decided in his own mind that Sutcliffe had
played a clever trick—that he had, in fact, continued his journey in the
train. It would have been easily possible for him to adopt a new disguise
while m'the lavatory. So far, Lec was correct.

And his conversation with the railway official who had traveled in the same
coach from London with Jim the Penman was to have important result«.
The official had informed Iee that a horsey-looking man had been in the
coach when it reached Ipswich. Possibly he had travelled all the way from
Londop, but the official could net swear to that. He had seen him for the
first time near Ipswich. He had certainly not crowded into the corridor
when the alarm had been given.

- Both Nelson Lee and Nipper were suspicious. And Detective-Inspector
Morley believed that there was . something in it.”” The inspector, however,
was only too willing to relinquish the chase to Nelson Lee. Morley decided
to return to London; having Iee’s assurance that he wonld stick to the trail.

Nelson Lee himself was anxious to ‘ nab ”’ the forger. Lee felt that it
was his duty to keep up the chase. The great detective had had so many
encounters with Jim the Penman that he was eager to see where this affair
would lead him.

It led him, in brief, to Little Rexthorpe—and no further.

Lee and Nil‘)]per had travelled from Ipswich to the spot where the Yarmouth
express was held up by the snow. The detective at once deduced —fairly
easily—that Sutcliffe would have seized the opportumity to break away.
The express was still snowbound when Lee and Nipper arrived at the cutting ;
a large party of railway navvies were at work clearing the line.

The snow had stopped—or nearly stopped—and before fifteen minutes had
clapsed Nelson Lee had located the deep tracks leading up the embankment.
I.ce was practically certain that those tracks had heen made by Jim the
Penman. TFor the ¢ horsoy-looking man’ was not on the express—
although the guard remembered him. _

\WWith these facts in his possession, the detective pursucd the chase hotly,
and with grcat eagerness. He felt that he was very close at Sutcliffe’s heels.
And, indced, he was. DBut the weather conditions, although favourable at
the start, turned against the pursuers.

It had been child’s play for Nelson Lee and Nipper to follow the decp
tracks to a spot within a mile or so of Little Rexthorpe. And then the
hlizzard come down again with more violence than ever. It was at about
this time that Jim the Penman was leaving the little inn. So, in reality,
Lee was very close on the forger’s track.

On the outskirts of Little Rexthorpe, however, the trail was dufiemlt to
follow, for the fresh snow was obliterating everything..dui, by the.asd.od
pocket lamps, and aided also by their vaggt.gxpene,nag,”hg,pnd_kh per. .at
last grrived at the Blue Boar Inn. The bljzzary wan noafat-iw baight. aad
@hé{j}ﬁir were only too glad to find shelter
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Mr. Drake, the landlord, at once informed them that the horsey individual
hud been in his bar-parlour not an hour before. He had passed out into the
night, and not a soul knew which direction he had taken. So, to Lee's keen
disappointment, the trail ended at the Blue Boar.

To trace Jimm the Penman further was impossible.

All snow tracks were now smothered by the fresh fall. And the detective
‘new better than to venture out again in that storm. Any attempt to find

im would have been futile. 8o J.ce amd Nipper stayed at the inn.

They had tracked their man thus far—Mr. Drake’s evidence proved that
¢hey were hot on the scent. But the fresh snowfall upset everything. And
in the morning everything was white. The countryside was smothered in
snowdrifta, and most roads were impasasable.

Jim the Penman had vanished into the snowy wastes.

Where was he? Surely he could not have got far?

At all events, Nelson Ice decided to remain at the Blue Boar for a day or
two, at the very least.

CHAPTER 1V.
The Tragzedy—The Coming of Dora Monn—Grave Suspicions.

VERYTHIN(@G wac: gnring smoothly.
E So thought Jim the Penman, as he sat over the fire in the cosy
living-cabin of Monn the Miver'e wherry. It was evening, and Jim
had had the whole day to ponder over the news he had heard from Jerry
Bliss in the morning--the nows that Nelson Lee and Nipper were in’
Rexthorpe.

It had been startling news, but the more Sutcliffe thought over the facts
{he more certain he became that he was secure from detection. There weas
utterly no method by which Neleon Lee could hit the trail. -

Although €0 close. Lee might have been a thousand miles away for al
the difference it made. Not a soul on carth knew what Lad Lappened at
the old wherry the night before—not a soul, at least, except Jasper Monn
himself. And Jasper Monn was eitting opposite to Jim the Penman now,
glowering and «ilent. .

Sutcliffe was in high good humour. He would be safe for wecks in tke
wherry, he told himself. And it amuced him to think of Nelson Lee in
the villuge, within a couple of miles. helpless and impotent.

Contrary to Jim’s expectations, there was plenty of comfort in the old
craft. Mounn had made himself quite a splendid home, id its way. In
addition to the apartment in whic:l) the pair now sat there were two other
cabind, one of which Monn had uced as & bedroom. All the old than's
washing had been donc by Jerry Bliss.

The only drawback, so far as Jim could eee, was Jasper Monn himsel?.
The miser's presence aboard the wherry was not desirable, for Jim was
forced to keep him under constant observation. But Sutcliffe could not
very well kill the old fellow. Jim was not the kind of man to commit
murder needlessly. '

If he had had the chance of killing Nelson Lee he would not have hesi-
tated a mmcment. But he hated Lee, and feared him. too. It would be to
Jim's advantage for Lee to be got rid of. But to murder a helpless old
wan—-" No, Douglas James Sutcliffe was not that type of man, villain
though he was. |

, Therefare Mapnn the Miser was a necessary evil. ‘He had to remain on
"board. Sl d&’a%d’;gf"' had, kgpt. hie victim within the cabin—bound fo & .
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ehair some of the time. Now, however, old Monn was frced, and he sat
perfectly etill, glaring at his captor, and mumbling to bimse!f continually.

““ You had better take things quictly, old ’un,” said Jim plecsantly, a=
he it a cigar. ‘““You can’t escape, and you can’t attract atiention. 1
don’t intend to harm you, and when I leave this gpst youw will be none
the worse off. I am merely your guest for the time being.”

Jaaper Monn glared angrily. |

‘“ You écoundrel "’ ho muttcred. ‘‘ You shall pay for this!”

‘“1 think you are mistaken, my dear Mr. Moon,’’ was Jim’s-emiling reply.
‘“I fancy it is you who will pay for things. I happen to be cxceedingly
hard-up, and, by the way, the excellent Mr. Bliss will conclude that you
have suddenly developed an enormous sppetite. I shall have to be careful
not to arouse his suspicions.”’

The miser made no reply, but went on mumbling to himself. It was
undoubtedly galling to be made a priscner in his own domain, and to suffer
the compaunionship cf the man who was his captor. But things might have
been very much woice. On the whole, Jim the Penman was not a hard
jailer. :

Sutcliffe’s plan was to remain on the wherry until the weather bad brokcn,
and nntil the bue an:l ery =fter him had been dropped. The faet that Nelson
Lee had taken up the scent made Jim all the more determined to bide hi-
time. -

While he stayed cn the whorry, too, he would be able to formulate fresh
plans. He alrecady had a sch-ms2 in mind—a huge echeme to defraund a wel!-
known Britich nobleman. But that plan required much pondering ov.r,
and much planning. When everything was cut and dried to the lart detai!
Jim the Penman would act. And this enforced idlences gave him the
opportunity he wanted.

When the cvening had grown late, Jim pulled aside the evrtain and tcok
a look at the sky. It was still murky, but no snow was falling. The
temperature had gone down a lot, and Sutcliffe found th2t a thaw had set
in —not a violent thaw, but the enow was gradually subsiding. The steady
drip-drip from the tree branches told its own story.

Jim led old Monn into his.sleeping-cabin. Then he bade the miser undress.
The cld man did so, knowing it was useless to refuse. When he was in
bed, Jim deftly bound his ankles, and then his wrists.

“Now get to sleep: you won’'t come to any harm,” Jim assured him.
‘““I'm a light sleeper, and if I hear any suspicious sound I'I} be on you in
a sccond. T advise you to trcat me well. If you -do, I'l treat you well.
You may as well accept the pcsition without grumbling.” /

Jim left the cabin and closed tho door. There was no lock upon it, but
the forger had no fear of Monn attempting to escape. Even if he did get
free—which was very doubtful—he could get no further than the deck.
for the ice would not bear a man’s weight new, and the miser could not
launch the little boat which wans perched on the stern withcut attracting
Jim's attention. , ' , ;

So Sutcliffe felt cafe. As he had said, he was a light sl-eper, and he turned |
in straightaway, making a bed of a long couch which ooccupied a porti-n
of the hving-cabin. o

He weunt ¢ff to sleep at once. The steve made the li'tle apartment com-
fortably warm and cosy, and perhops a few furaes ezcayed. frem it... At zll.
events, Jim the Penman slopt more scundly than usvali - As a rulg the..
tiniest unvsual sound awake¢ned him. The hours pau.ed. and the wherrv
lay still and silent in tke backwater. 3 Lo

Dawi was just breaking wheg?Sute'tfe «xa; wo 1ast; cpenans eyes. "Somo-
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thing bhad disturbed him—he did not know what. He lay still on the
couch, wide-awake, listening. To his amazement, he heard soft, stealthy
footsteps out in the little passage.

Monn the Miser had escaped!

In some way or other the miser had freed himsclf from his bonds, had
dreseed himself, and was even now making for the co>mpanion! Jim th>
Penman slipped off the couch, gritting his teeth grimly. He was angry
‘with himself; he could not understand why he had not awakened before,
for surely Monn had made other slight sounds during his dressing
operations. :

It was not too late to prevent the escape, however—that was something
to be thankful for. Jim grimly resolved to be more harsh in future. Hoe
would make the old man pay for this!

. With a sudden movement Sutcliffe wrenched the door open, and at the
same time he whipped out his electric torch. He had been sleeping half-
dressed, in readinecs for any emergency. ‘

A startled cry came to his ears, and then a sudden scramble.

““ Come back, you old fool!" snarled the forger harshly.

But Monn the Miser did not return. It was, indeed, the old man. Je had
spent the whole night freeing himself, and now he waa on the point of
escaping. The miser was frantic with fright and rage, and he tere at the
rough fastenings of the companion door.

It was hopeless for him to think of escaping. But he was desperate, and
acted wildly. In a moment he was out on the deck, ready even to plunge
reckleasly on to the ice in an attempt to recach the shore.

But Jim the Penman was too quick for him. =~

Iiven as the old miser turned, mad with fury and ready for ficht, Jim
was upou him. The deck was dimly visible in the grey light of dawn. The
anow lay thick everywhere, for the thaw was gradual, and scarcely cny
snow had disappeared. The ice of the river itself, however—outside th~
backwater-—was already broken by the swollen current.

“ You sha’'n’t stop me !"" screamed Jasper Monn frantically. °° You sha’'n’t
stop me, you vile scoundrel !’

Jim the Penman muttered an oath.

“‘ Hang you!"’ he snarled. ‘“I'll show you——

But he could get no further, for Monn the Miser flung himself forward
with the fury of a wild cat. Jim was angry at the commotion which weay
being caused, and he was determined to fling the old man down the com--
panion and quieten him.

Monn, however, took matters into his own hands. TInstead of waiting to
be attacked, he sprang forward himself. Jim was taken unawarcs, and
Monn displayed the most astounding strength and ferocity for a man of
his age.

Hc was frantic, however—frantic and mad with fury and fear. And he
fought like a maniac. Sutcliffe found himself battling against clawing
finger-nails and wildly hacking feet. I'or a moment it seemged that Jasper
Monn was to get the better of the struggle. But Sutcliffe, with a curse,
exerted all his strength. Monn the Miser staggered backwards, tripped
on a projecting piege of wood, and fell. But he was quite near the boat's
gide and he was undble to check his fall. There was a hoarse, despairing

, aud then a moment’s silence.

Crash! ="'

“ Good -heavens !’ muttered Jim the Ponman huskily. .

He ' dash, ;%a{ the f{idq: and gased down. Of Jasper Monf .there was no
alpt, hat I wE Tee ) tHere' appecred an irregular, jagged hole. Against
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the pure whiteness cf the surrounding snow the little patch of water looked
intensely black. There were a few 11pples upon the suifice, a few bubbles
burst, and pieces of broken ice were floating about—Lut that was all'

Monn the Miser had plunged through the ice, and Lad not come up agsin!
For a moment or two Jim the Penman stared down almost stupidly. Then
he tcok a deep breath and glanced swiftly round. -

“He’s gone !”” muttered the fcrger. ‘“He must have come to the surfa o
under the ice! He’s down there, trapped—drowned !’

And, indeed, that must have been the explanation of the mi<er’s non-
appcarance. He had crached through the ice to h's de~th!

For some few minutes Jim rcmained, staring downwrrls at tre jagecd
hole, wondering whether the body would rise to the surface. But nctii 1
happened, and Sautcliffe, only half-clad as he was, felt th: ecld chilling him
to the very marrow. A thick, clinging mist hung over everything, anl
the drip-drip’ from the trees along the river-bank secm~d to make a cherus
of sound which irritated Jim almcst to distraction. Two minutes before
he had been struggling with an active old man, but now he was alone,
utterly alone. |

Jim the Penman went below and stoked up the fire in the little liviag-
cabin. Then he sat and warmed himself, and. as the minutes passed he
grew easier in mind.

‘““The old fool!” he muttered. ‘‘It was his own fault—his own fault
entirely. If he had remained below, here, he would have becn safe. Now he's
dead—lying under. the jce!”’ o

In a way the forger was half glad that the tragedy had cccurred. Monn
the Miser was certainly disposed of now, and his death had Leen purely
accidental. At the time of the tragedy Sutcliffe had, inderd, bcen on the
dcfensive. Jasper Monn had gome to his death accidemtally, and it was,
perhaps, all the better that he shculd be out of the way. Jim would have
a clear field; he would be safer than ever.

He did not fear that the body would rise to the surface, even if the icc
broke up completely, for, Jim told himself, there was no current in tke
backwater, and the old man’s lifeless form would remain entangled in th.
weeds for ever. :

Towards nine o’clock Jim the Penman stole on drck rnce more. He
looked round carefully, but not a soul was in sight; only the barren wastes
of snow were to be seen. No human habitation, even, was visible from the
wherry. ' |

Theybla,ck hole was still the same in the ice, and Jim the Penman wan
glad that it was on the opposite side of the vessel from the bank which
Jerry Bliss used; thus it could not be seen. .

By nine-thirty Sutcliffe wee himecelf again—cool, calm and determined.
Mr. Bliss arrived, and was sent off to the village for eeveral little items of
food. The aged ‘‘handy man’ was totally ursevspicicus; there was,
indced, no reason for him to be otherwise.

But almost as soon as Bliss had gone—or about ten minutes after—Jim
the Penman received something of a surprise. He had another visitor! Yet,
h2 had understood that nobody in the world except Jerry Blise eame to the
old wherry. ) | | o

“The forger was seated at breakfast when he heard.a hail—in a femiatue
voice! Laying down his knife and fork; Jim douned the smoking-cap .awl
spectacles, and showed himself at the little window,

There, on the bank, stood a young girl! -

She was no older than seventeen or eig}f.teen,,.md,.wal.-rdrcqsed.jm._rlfi
well, ahd with extreme neatnecs. She was, 1n fact, a very pretly g,



28 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY -

snd made quite a charwing picture, with the background of emow-covered
meadows.
““ Who the thunder can she be?’’ thought Jim perplexedly.
He opened the window, and took care to stand back a little, so that the
irl could only sce him dimly. As he had supposed, she took him té be
onn the Miser without hesitation. For sho waved her hard gaily.
‘“ Is the ice safe enough for me to walk on?” she cried.
Jim hesitated for a moment, anfl then shook his head.

. “No, no!” he exclaimed, in an exact imitation of Jasper Monn's quavei-
g tones. ‘ The ice won’t bear you. Go away, girl—go away! You can't
come here. This wherry is private property. Go away, I tell you!”
The pretty girl was obviously taken abaci. |
“Oh! Whatever is the matter?”’ she asked. ‘* Why must 1 go away?
Aud where is Mike? Mike—Mike! Come on, old hoy—"’ .-
“ The dog is unwell!’’ snapped the pseudo:Jasper:Monn. . You. cannot -
sec him. Go away, girl! I don't want you here!"’

Jim was rather concerned at this sudden visit. Who was the .dainty
girl? Probably, thought Jim, she was Jerry Bliss’s daughter, or grand--
daughter. Anyhow, whoever she was, it was necessary to show her that
she could not remain. '

““ But—but——"" 'The girl paused, in amazement. ‘‘ What has hap-
pened? Oh, there’s the bout! You'll let me come on beard, won’t you '

Jim waved his hand angrily.

‘“ No, no!’ he shouted shrilly. * Go! Get along with you!"

And the forger slammed the window to, and backed away so that the
girl could not seec him. Apparently, she was at a complete loss, for sho
stood on the bank perfectly still, staring at the wherry with pained and
startled eyes. | _

Then, as though she had made up her mind, she turned abruptly and
walked away. Jim ‘breathed freely, and mentally resolved to inform Jerry
Bliss that not a soul was to come ncar the wherry except he—Jerry—
bhimself.

Meanwhile, the girl was walking slowly back along the footpath to the
lane which led to Little Rexthorpe. She was wearing a very thoughtful
expression, and her fresh young face was worried, too. It was plain to
sec that she had received something of a shock.

And little wonder! .

For thero was one event in Moun the Miser’s life of which Jim the
Penman knew nothing—an event which happened every year, but only
once every year. ‘I'o-day was old Jasper Monn’s birthday, and on this one
day out of the threc-hundred-and-sixty-five he allowed a visitor to come on
board the wherry.

Nobody in Little Rexthorpe knew old Monn's history, but mcst people
were aware of the fact that on a certain date the miser’s granddaughter
was allowed to be with him. Sho was the only person who had ever stepped
on board the wherry since Moun the Miser’s tenancy. And she had come
regularly every year. .

ti'he educated people of the village—such as the vicar, the doctor, etc.—
imagined that old Monn had had a bitter quarrel with his family at ono
timie in the distant past. . And he had come to Rexthorpe to live the lite
of u recluse—bittey at heart and firm in his resolve to live utterly aloue.
“The one eoft spot in his heart, it seemecd, was reserved for little Dora

" Mdonw, “his ‘grandclild. o
«» AWhen- thetgirl” bad first 'commenced her visits she had been merely 13.
child, but now she was growing into delightful womanhcod. And not once
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had she missed that yearlg visit. She was the one privileged person of
all, and she took real delight in visiting her grandfather on his birthdav.

The old man had always made her gloriously welcome. He had looked
forward keenly to her coming, and had never failed to greet her with a
cry of delight and a happy smile.

It was because of the fact that his daughter would be coming on that
day that Jasper Monn had made his attempt to escape from Jim the
Penman’s clutches. Unfortunately, the old miser had fair:d. He had pail
dearly for his attempt to escape.

It wae small wonder that Dora Monn was vastly perturbed'

Instead of making her welcome, her grandfather—or the man she thouzht
to be her grandfather—had brusquely ordered her away. He had acted
In a most astounding manncer. And although she had not seen him with
any degree of distinctness, it had seemed to the girl that there was some-
thing different about him.

She was undecided. What could she do? She had conte from a village—
where she lived—twenty miles away, and she revolted against the thought
of returning home. There was something wrong with her grandfather.
Something strange had happened, she felt sure.

Why was old Monn so cold, and why had he sent her off as though she
were a stranger? Dora was not only anxious and concerned, but thoroughiy
alarmed. She felt suspicious; ske was gravely troubled.

_‘ - CHAPTER V
Nelson Lee Has a Brain Wave—°< tartling N~ws—A Wonderful Se-r<t.

ELSON LEE and Nipper stcod in the lane about a mile out of Little
N Rexthorpe, talking to Jerry Bliss. The old man was on his way
from the wherry to the village, and he had met the great detective

and his assistant about five minutes before. |

Lee and Nipper had met with no success whatever. During their stay at
the Blue Boar they had sent forth 1nquiries in every direction, but none had
borne fruit. Jim the Penman had apparently vanished off the face of the
earth. After leaving the inn on that eventful night he had disappeared
completely and utterly. | “

Astute as Nelson Lee was, he could mot follow a trail that was non-
existent. The circumstances were such that to trace Jim was little short
of impossible. But fresh circumstances were to arise which would give
Nelson I.ee an opportunity for using his remarkable powers of deduction.

At present, however, Lee was determined to leave for London that very
afterncon. Nipper was quite fed-up, and would be only too glad to return
to town. The thaw had made a great difference to. Nipper’s point of view.
He had decided to indulge in some skating on the Broads, but tkat prospcct
was now knocked on the head.

He and his master were out for a walk, with no particular object in vievw,
when they came across old Jerry Bliss. From Mr. Drake, at various times,
they had heard much about Monn the Miser, and were naturally a little
interested. And meeting old Bliss, Lee entered into a little chat.

The old fellow was quite capable of conversing sensibly and volub}lIv, and
he was not averse to having a talk with the ‘‘ Lunnon ” folk. e ‘vas
i: forming Lee and Nipper that ‘ summat seemed to be amise wi’ ole Mr.
Monn,”” when a slight figure appeared round the bend .aiitke.-lenemedgame
towards the group. It was a girl, andﬁk&:,qg;ghm]%hhpﬁg)% afgofOpn as
she gaw the bent figure of Jerry Bliss.; Qniworg 25W Ihe Won fud hiian

‘‘‘‘‘
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““ Oh, Mr. Bliss, whatever has happened to my grandfather:" she cried
impulsively, as ehe came up. *‘ Oh, 1 beg your pardon,’”’ she added. turu-
ing to Lee and Nipper. ““ Am I interrupting?’’ '

““ Not at all, my dear young lady,”” replied Nelson Lee. ‘“ As a matter
of fact, we were just discussing Mr. Monn. I gather that you are the old
gentleman’s granddaughter?”’

““Yes, I am Dora Monn. How did you know?’’ said the girl. “ I suppose
Mr. Bliss has been telling you that I was in Rexthorpe to-day® But oh!
I am so worrted. I am sure there is something very, very wrong.

Old Jerry looked at the girl queerly.

“ I dunno as anything is partic’lar wrong, Miss Dora,’’ he said. *‘ Your

grandfer don’t seem quite hisself this last day or two, and he’s bin givin’
me some wholly queer orders.”’
- ‘“ He'’s changed completely,”” declared Dora Moun, after Jerry Bliss had
told her that the tall ‘“ Lunnon '’ gentleman was Mr. Lee. “ I can’t
imagine what is the matter. Every year since I was a little girl T have
visited grandfather upon his birthday. He has always expected me, and
welcomed me. Yet this morning he ordered me to go as though I were a
getranger. And he spoke as though he didn’t know me at all.”

‘“ Has he ever treated you that way before?’”’ asked Lee.

‘““ Never. Oh, never!” exclaimed Dora emphatically. ‘“ Aud he looked
different, too, so far as I could see. He doesn’t seem so small and
nunched-up. Oh, what has happened? And what has become of Mike,
the dog?”’

‘“He be ailin’, so I understand,’”” said Bliss, holding onc ear, so as to
catch all the words which were being spoken. “ 1 dunno at all, miss.
‘T'here’s summat wrong.” '

‘“ Evidently,”” exclaimed Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Please tell me, Miss Monn,
exactly what occurred when you saw your grandfather a little while ago.
Pray do not think I am inquisitive. I may be able to help you.”

‘““How can you help me?”’ asked the girl, looking at Lee curiously.
“ I—I hardly know what to think. It’s so strange—so terribly strange.”

She told the detective, in detail, what had occurred on the river bank.
Lee listened intently. There was a curious look of concentration in hig
eyes—a look which Nipper would have recognised if he had seen it. But
the lad was only mildly interested. After all, the troubles cf these country
people were not of much i1mportance. |

‘“ As you say, Miss Monn, there 1s utterly no reason why your grandfather
should have treated you so brusquely,”” commented Lee. ‘* What were your
own intentions?’”’ . | o
. ““ I—T1 hardly know.”’ replied the girl. ““ But I thought of getting Mr.
Bliss to take me to the wherry in a boat. Once I was on board, I know
my grandfather would not force me off. Aand then, perhaps, he would tell
me why hc has changed so greatly.”

‘““ A very excellent plan of action,’”’ said the detective. ‘ But please let
me- persuade you not to attempt such a plan immediately. I may seem

presumptuous, but you will understand my motive later on. Wait until
this afternoon, at least, before you make any effort to sce your grandfather
again.’”’

Lee’s words were very sincere, and, although he was a stranger to her,
the girl felt that the advice was good. She agreed to do nothing until the
aftevmaon,. apgd wveptecoft with. Jerry Bliss, sorely troubled, to the latter’s
gattoqe .. - : o

And.Nelson Leo.and Nipper continued their walk along the snowy lane.
5 MARBET TG Mlam e Bokpsylutipuasled.
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“What's the wheese, guv'nor?”’. he asked. ‘* Why the dickens are you
putting your oar in? 0Old Monn the Miser’s nothing go us,

Lee came to a halt and faced his young companion.

“ V&e] are not returning to-Lenden this afterwoon, Nipper,”’ he apnowneed
smoothly.

‘“ Eh?y What the thander—— Why aren’t we?”’

' Because I wish to test a most amazing line of rcasoning,” was Lee's
- calm reply. *‘ You have heard exactly what I have heard, young ’‘un. Are
You not struck by the extraordinary significance of all the facts?”

Nipper stared at his master blankly.

" What facts?”” he demanded. < Blessed if T can see the idea, guv'nor.”

. We have heard all about the old man who is locally called Moun the

Miser,”” said Nelson Lee. ‘* We know that the aged gentleman lives in a
wherry, %uj,tg..alone,: and protected only by a dog and some presumably
obsolete shot guns. Nobody ever goes near the wherry except Jerry Bliss—

and he is deaf and has defective eyesight.”’
- " Well?” said Nipper, somcwhat impatiently.

““Well, on the top of those facts we get theve fresh ones,’”” pursued Nelson
Lee. “ Follow me closely, Nipper. Old Bliss told us that his master’s dog
was not to be seen, and that Monn the Miser himselt bad undergone a
'slight, vague change. Then this.girl comes to us and adds the information
that her grandfather had treated her as a perfect stranger. That he had,
in short, acted in a manner which was totally contradictory to his usual

habit. What do you make of it, my bey?”’
. T can’t make anything of it,”” admitted Nipper, looking puszzled.

“Dear me! I am afraid you are dull this morning, young ’'umn,” said
Lee evenly. *‘I have deduced quite a lot from those scemingly simple
facts. Mind you, I may be totally wrong; my theory may be merely idlo
conjecture. But I fancy not. Aad, since you are so dull, I will explain my
line of reasoning. We know that Jim the Permun stayed at the Blue Boar

1)

b

the other night for close upon an hour

‘““ Great Scott!”’ gasped Nipper, aghast. ‘‘ You- you don't mean—-

‘“Ah! You are beginning to jump to it now, eh?’’ said Lee grimly. ‘‘ We
know also, my dear Nipper, that while Jim was at the Blue Boar he heard
several of our local friends speaking of Monn the Miser. Well, does it not
strike you that Jim the Penman is very probably within a mile of us ut
this present moment?’’

‘“He’s on the wherry!"”’ roared Nipper excitedly.

‘““My dear lad, don’t inform the whole neighbcurhood!"”’ protested Le-.
“But that is exactly what I do mean. The thing which has puzzled mo
more than anything is where Sutcliffe couldd have sought refuge. It was
obvieus that, on such a wild night, Jim could not have got very far. Well,
here, by a process of deduction, we have the whole thing cut an .dried. Jim
badly needed a place of conccalment—and the talk he heard in the bar-
parlour of the Blue Boar suggested a plan to him. The fact that Monn i~
eupposed to be wealthy probably added to the forger’s satisfaction.”’

.\
‘79

‘Go on, guv'nor!” ejaculated Nipper. ' You're fairly off now!

““T am merely doing my best to drive into your slumbering brain o
hypothesis which seems to be fairly obvious,”” was Lee’s smooth reply. ** We
will try to rccomstryct what happened on that night. It may be, as I said,
conjecture, but we will soon set to work to prove the aetual truth.Fim tha
I’enman, 1 belicve, went straight from the Blue Boar to old Jasper h&pwr’u‘
wherry. Presumably, the dog attacked him and he killed rt. “T!mt, is a
permissable argument, since the dog hasvdidappeared. ' ''Well, Jim "Bt pe.d
the wherry aud then attacked the mser. Possibly he killed old Monn, *co,

-
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it the latter may be a prisoner. At all events, there is a strong likelihocd
:hat Sutcliffe is now on the old boat posing as the man who owns it.”

“By ginger!' exclaimed Nipper breathlessly.

“ 1 was not struck by the thcory until Miss Monn made her singular
itatement regarding her grandfather’s strange behaviour,’”” went on Nel:on
Lee. ‘“I was given food for thought, and everything sprang clezrly into
:lief before my eyes. I firmly believe we have hit upon the truth— and
that is why I advised the girl to do nothing uutil this afterncon.”

“You mean to investigale, sir?”’

" Of course. "Sutcliffe probably thinks that he is cafe in the wherry for
weeks. If things turn out as I have outlined, then Sutcliffe avill receive
:omelthing of a shock, for, instead of being safe, he will find himself in a
rap r

Lee uttered the words in a tone of satisfaction. And before he cculd
continue he saw the figure of an aged farm labourer hastening down the
snow-covered lane towards him. Nipper looked at the man, too—for the
yokel’s face was drawn, and he was obviously perturbed.

‘““Anything wrong, mny man?’’ asked Lee, as the labourer was about to
pass.

““Ay! Enough, sir!"’ replied the man hvskily. ‘““I  be a-goin’ for the
doctor. Ole Mr. Monn's met wi’ an accident-——""'

““ When?" snapped Lee quickly. ‘“ At what tim-?"

‘“Just arter dawn, sir. He's been at mine since then——"’

Lee flashed a look of triumph at Nipper.

““1 am something of a doctor,” he said, turning to the labourer. “ Tell
me everything that has happened. You say that Mr. Monn met with an

accident soon after dawn, and that he has been at your house since then?”’

‘““ Ay, sure enough, sir!”’ replied the man, obvicu-ly relieved. ‘It ver:
just gettin’ light, and I went down to the river for :ome water. My cottage
ain’t far from the river, you see, an’ I was just bendin' over wi’” my pail
when I saw something floatin’ quite near. Lor’ sxkes! I co't a raic fright
when I saw it were a man. But 1 pulled him out, an1 then I ee2 as it wes
old Monn the Miser!”

‘“Was this anywhere ncar the old man’s wherryr”

““Just round the bend from the backwater, sir,” roplird the labourer.
*“ My name be Tom Winch, and I work up at Farnier Twitt's. My ccttage
is just agin the little ole backwater in which the wherry lic..”

" ‘“ Was Mr. Monn able to speak?”

‘“ Not ezactly, sir,”’ replied Tom Winch. ** Ho weren't de:zd., leagtways.
Me and my missus have bcen a-puttin’ of he to bted, an’ iryin’ to bring
him round. But it worn’t no good. An’ at last my missus sent me to fetca
Dr. Turner!"’

All three were walking brickly zleng the laue now.

‘“ This looks rather bad, Nipper,”” remarked Nelson Lee. ‘I am afrail
we ehall find Mr. Monn in a dying condition. An old man such as he coull
not remain long in icy water without being fatally affected.”” L-e turied to
Winch. *‘ You ought to have fetched the doctor scover, my man.

““T didn't think as it were necessary, sir,”’ replied Winch. ‘“ Me and my
missus thought we’d soon bring old Monn to hiscelf. But he seems to be
getting wuss ’stead o’ better. I'm wholly glad you're a-comin’ along, sir!"”

In 3 very short ‘while the trio had arrived at the farm-labourer’s cottage.
Thid "was ‘quité nea¥ o' the wherry, but invisible from it, owing to inter-
vening tfeéﬂ#*""'ﬂ‘n?~1\\'i'f’h?ﬁ, lyfirg wp-n an cld cereh snd wrapped in blankets,
&'Mﬂﬂﬁ"%c"ﬂﬁ.,ef’:' PHE B4 Mhn was conscious, but in a bad way.
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* The scoundrel !”” he muttered, with shining eyes, as Lee bent over him.
“ The dirty villain! He is there—on my wherry—"’

“I am here to help you, Mr. Monn,’”’ said Nelson Lee softly. ' Please
tell me everything that happened, and the scoundrel you mention will soon
be placed under lock and key. I am your friend.”’

Oid Jasper Monn stared at Lee glassily for a moment or two, and then
seemed to suddenly become ratiomai. In jerky short sentences he explained
how Jim the Penman had killed the dog, and had then forced his way aboard
the wherry.

Moin described his attempt to escape, and the subsequent fight upon the
deck. The old miser had had a miraculous escape from death. When he
had crashed through the ice he had plunged under the water and had come
up s.ceme feet—with the ice above him. .Struggling frantically, he had
at last reached the surface quite a distance from the wherry—and hidden
frem Jim the Penman by the bows of the vessel. Nearly unconscious the
old man had floated into the river itself, where the ice was broken com-
pletely. OIld Monn did not remember much after that, but he had evidentlv
floated with the current some yards further, when he had been seen by
Tom Winch.

Although Nelson Lee was gravely concerned regarding Jasper Monn's
condition, the detective could not help feeling some degree of satisfaction.
Jim the Penman waz on board the wherry, and he had no idea of the storm
which was gathering around him. He fully believed that he was still
perfectly safe.

Then and there Lee decided not to take action until evening came—when
it would be possible to approach the wherry without Jim knowing of it.
Aund in the meantime there was old Moun to see after. He was amazingly
wiry and ctrong for a man of his age, but the icy water and the great
shock had bad its grim effect. The old man was weak and feverish, and
only retained consciousness by sheer wiil-power.

His eyes were unnaturally bright, and his face flushed with fever. When
he had finisked his story he clutched at Lee’s sleeve shakily, and therc was
a tone of pitiful entreaty in his voice when he epoke. _

“My little Dora!”’ he breathed hoarse-lﬁ. ““ Where 'is she—where is my
grandchild? T am dying—I am going quickly. I do not want a dcctor—"~

** Plonse do not excite yourself, Mr. Monn !’ said Lee softly. ‘

““T am not excited !”’ exclaimed Jasper Monn, with sudden fiercencss. “1I
waant iny little Dora! I must have her here before 1 die. I sha'n’t last
long, and I have a wonderful sccret to tell her. Ah, yes, a wonderful
secret !’

A sudden cunning lock crept into his eyes. N o

‘“It is my sccret that I have kept for years!” ke croaked. And it 1s
for little Dora to know. None but she shall learn of it. Briag her to me—
bring her to me while T still have strength to use my lips!”
~ And Nipper was at once dispatched, post-haste; to bring Dora Mcrn to
the Ledside of her dying grandtather.

Y —— y——

CHAPTER VL
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thunderstorm which was brewing around him. He was sure that .\I‘mm
the Miser was dead, and that his hedy would tigfeﬂep,,hgnl;gcoge;r::,d.,_,,I.J,:?-,

J IM THE PFENMAN, on board the wherry, was totally uncounecions cf the
forger woull have received a stunuing ;hed Lo I:gwbﬂy_e,_,#pam'rn;} kG,
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Nelson Lee was aware of the whole facts, and that the zreat detectlive was
only awaiting his time to strike.

In a way Jim did receive a sheck-—but it came in the form of a very
'pleasant discovery. It was a discovery which filled Jim the Penman with
amazement, and which sent him into ccstasios of keen delight.

For, all unwnttingly, Sutcliffe stumbled upon the sccret which Moenn the
Misecr was even then imparting to his granddaughter.

It was soon after midday. and Jim had somehow allowed the fire to burmn
out. The little living cabin soon became cold, and he at once set abont
lighting a fresh fire. There were plenty of coals, he had discovered, in a
small cupboard at the end of the passage. During his years of resideice
Monn the Miser had fitted up the old wherry with surprising ingennity.

But the forger could find no wood. At least, he did not trouble himu«clf
to look far. It mattered little to him what became of the old furniture, and
s0 he decided, with a chuckle, to smash np one of the eld oaken chairs to
make a fire. This was only natural, for Jim had no use for the ancient
stuff.

There was a big hatchet handy, and he soon got to work with his task.
Two heavy blows smashed oft the chair-back, and he picked up the picces
in order to split them inte smaller portions. Somcthing white was lying
amidst the wreckage, and it appeared to be a tiny roll of crisp paper.

Jim examined it idly. intending to cast it aside out of the way. But ther
was something curiously faimilar in the feel of the paper. and he openced it
out wonderngly. 'Uhen he uttered a strange, startled gosp. It was a gasp
of absolute amazement.

For the paper roll was nct so worthless as it had scomed. It counsisted,
in fact, of four five-pound Pank of EFugland notes!

““ Good heavens!" panted Sutcliffe, runring to the windosr.

A fleeting suspicion had enterad his head that he had heen mistiken. But
no! The notes were genuine enongn, and in no way harmed. Jim held 11
his hand twenty pounds, and he could see by the date of isque that they were
many years old. But he knew that they were none the worse for this; ho
would casily be able to dispose of them in the right quarter.

With a sndden. exclamation he turned, A <tartling thought had cntered
his brain. The little paper rol! had fallen from a amall cavity in the crecs-
piece of the chair-back. And if one cavity, why not more?

With feverish haste ho smashed the chair uvp mnto fragments, bat with
gingerly care. And, as he had half ¢xpected, all the woodwork was ho'lecwed
out into dozens of small cavities similar to the one he huad first seen. and
cach little space contained rolls of banknotes. In that one small article
of furniture alone Jim discovered thirty-sevean five-pound notes and twenty-
six ten-pound notes—totalline four hundred and forty-fivo pounds
altogether! It was utterly amazing'

Sutcliffe could scarcely believe the cvidence of his eyes.  But it was true-—
absolutely true.

The tales regarding Mcnn the Miser's wealth were true, afler all! And
it was now evident that the old man had been fuily occupied in his timo
during his eight years of solitude on the wherry. . .

Day after day, week after weeck. he had been busily employed in cutting
out the cavities in the old furniture, and fitting them together again so
as to show no trace of what had been done. Picking up another chair Jim
realised that it was etrangely light for an article of sclid oak.

Monn the Mis2r had come upon the wherry with a fortune in banknotes,
and for ecight yvears hc bad btcen engaged in- conccaling them. It was o
Sirﬁﬂgvi'imd.—-ﬁﬁﬂ,wi&_}ﬁ ‘Batcliffe- knew- that nren who iive solifary lives

i N | I S YRS ,
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have extreordinary and almost uncanny ecccentricities. Ve r
Jeespcr Monn had tinished his task a year gr so before, for there'Zag) n(:wbzi};:{u
on tbe wherry of any recent work having heen done.

Jin the Penman was almost aghast as he thought of the poeeibilitio~
Ho had smushed up but one chair! and there was plenty of other furniture
cn beard the old beat! It was almoet staggeriug to think of what tl.
whole sum tota! would come to.

The Just for hidden wealth was upon the master-forger now ; hia face wou
flushed, and his eyes glittered with a feverish light. He eared nothing 1 r-
lighting thc fire now, and although he hud been hungry, for food, the oanly
appetite which now possessed him waa that of treasure seeking!

Casting his coat aside he set to work in grim carnest. Picce by piece the
furniture wans smashed to atoms, and each article yictded a thick pil> . ¢
crumpled banknotes. Tho whole thing reemed like scme glorious drin::
It scarowly eeemed possible that all this wealth conld be an board th:
rotten old hulk.

But there wis no dream about it. And it was Jim the Penman who h:)
pessession of the wealth. The forger could have danced for ioy had he th -
time. But his time was fully occupied in creating wreekage.

It was growing dusk when he had, at last, completed his task. He car-
nothing for his aches, and the grime which smecthored his face and hard:.
Sprawling on the floor of the passage, with the ail-lamp clage beside him, b
counied up the notes. It was a lcag job. Jim had smashed the table, an |
every other articl: of furniture, and both cabias were chocked with rmash -1
pieces of wcod. There was only the passage left for Bim to occupy. The
lamp stood ~lmost at the foot of the stairs, but no Jight found its way
outside. because of the companion doorway at the top of the stairs.

There were ihou-ands of banknotes, and their tota} value was exactly
£18,645! It was a vast fortune, and the impostor was iintensely elated.”
Buot Sutcliffe was methedical in all things, and he fetched out a mouldy
old leather bag and piackcd the banknotes into it cloacly, and strapped it
.up. When he took his departure-—even if he was obliged to go in a hurry--
he would be able to take his ill-gotten gains with him.

All this was totally uncxpected. Jim had not anticipated for a mcement
that he would chance upon such a magnificent hanl. He had come to th-:
wherry meraly for concealment—and he had found a fortune!

It was nearly dark by this time, and the reaction after all his strenuons
wcrk eet in. Sutcliffe was grimy and hoarse. He had been breathing dust:
for hours, and his throat almost felt choked. He felt that he wanted air,
and he determined to mount to the deck for a feww minmtes to breathe 1he
cold atmosphere before he prepared himself some focd and drink.

To think was to act, with Jim the Penman. Leaving the lamp just where
it was, he mounted the stairs and opened the doorway at the top. The
fresh air filled his lnngs gratefully, and he took two or thrce breaths with
keen enjoyment. It was very gloomy outside, but Jim conld just +..e that
all the 1ce had broken, and that thc snow was melting rapidly. The thaw

had cet in with a venacance. R .
And then—just as Jim was dreamming of the things he would do in the

immedjate future, he received the stunning shock which was destin-d (o
fall sconer or later. It wos curiously meet that it should fall just whiie he
was counting himself absolutely secure. .

A slight noise made him turn his head. And ‘there, céming from . the
river bank, was a small boat! S, BERRUR A ' SRR

‘“ Great heavens!”’ gaeped Jim the Peuman, wath ia furswas puips .0t

For, in spite of the dimnces, Sutcliffe plainly recognised the two foures
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who occupied the boat. Nipper was pulling the oars and Nelson Lee was
sitting in the stern! Jim's eycs werce as keen as those of a weazel, aud he
knew he had made no mistake. ‘1'co.often had he seen the fioures of Lea
and Nipper to be in ervor! °

He was trapped!

The forger’s fury was unbounded. It scemed as though history was
destined to repeat itsclf again and again. Whenever he was quite convinced
of the sucoess of any scheme Nelscn Lee would appear. It scemed that
Sutcliffe was under a spell—a spzll which never permitted him to achieve
the success he had aimed for. )

With a bitter curse he took out his revolver and levelled it huriiedl y. Theo
barrel spat flame, and a faint ‘““ping "’ told him that the bullet had struck
some metal object on the toat.

Nelson Lee made a swift movement.

“ Still, Nigger!" he rapped out curtly. “ We have been gcen!'™

Nipper needed no telling, for the bullet from Jim's revolver had sung
past his ear in a most unpleasant fashion.

But Nelson Lee was even smarter than Jim the Penman.

For ;:hen the dotective’s automatic spoke, the bullet did not fly wide.

Crack!

Almost simultancously there was a hoarse cry from Deouglas James
Sutcliffe MHe staggered, caught his heel upon the threshold of the com-
panion doorway, and then tumbled headlong backwards below.

““He's hit!”’ roared Nipper.

That fact was obvious. But more had happened. In his fall Suicliffo
upset the paraffin lamp which was standing almost at the foot of the stairs.
In a second a roar of flames burst forth, and a lurid glow flickered up into
the night. ’

With frantic haste Nclson Lee and Nipper ccrambled on board. They
dashed to the companion, but then fell back hastily. A mass of flames
secred up to meet them, and they were defied. The whole companion shaft
waas like tho chimney of a furnace! To descend was utterly impossible.
"The paraflin had spread rapidly, and the rotlen woodwork had caught fire
with amazing swiftness. -

““ Is there another entrance, sir:”’ gasped Nipper.

A swift glance round showed that there was not. Jim the Pemman had
fallen down the stairs, had upset the lamp, and had imprisone:d himself in
a furnace! Already, probably, ic was burned to death!

““It is the  justice of Heaven, Nipper!” said Nelson Lee quietly.
“ Scoundrel though the man is, I would go to his rescue if it were humanly
possible. But there is no escape for him. Jim the Peuman has goue to his
last account!”

‘“ And—and the moncy. guv’nor?’’ panted Nipper, horrified. “ We heard
all the yarn from old Monn! What of the furaiturc, stuffed with bank-
notes——"’ ,

Nelson Lce did not reply; there was no nccessity for him to do io.
Already it was growing unbearably hot, for the wherry was new well alight.
To salve the valuable furniture was lmpossible. *

All wasylest! And Jim the Peniman had met his doom’

» ] e . . ® 4

Buf an astoni:sh-ing revelation is to foilow. |
. Véry soon the otd boat was bluzing from stem to steru. The rotten wood-
work burned like tinder; @nd it was obviows that ‘mathing could stem the
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all-devouring flames. Both feeling strangely subdued and quiet, Lee and
Napper hurried to Tom YWinch’s little cottage.

Here they found J asPer.Monn and his granddaughter. The old man was
still conscious, and he looked up eagerly as Nelson Lee entered. The doctor
had heen, and had declared that Monn was in danger, but there was just
a chance of his pulling through the crisis. Tue miser had thought himself
to be dying, and had told his secret. But he was not dying.

The -dreadful news, however, proved to be a terrible shock. A1l his hoard
—-cvery farthing of the £18,645 was now nothing but burnt paper! It
was an awful blow; but, at the same time, it brought home to Jasper Monn
the folly of hoarding so much cash on the old wherry.

While Lee was doing his utmost to pacify the old fellow, Nipper went off
to have a last look at the burning wherry. The lad put off in the boat
from Tom Winch's door, practically, and rowed away to the backwater--
where a red glare showed that the fire was dying down,

~ Nipper turned the boat towards the far bank, and came to a stop clezo
against some rceds which grew within thirty feet of the wherry. The old
crait was unrecognisable now; it was nething but a glowing mass of red
embers, scarcely above the water’s edge. Every now and again a tongue
of yellow flame would flicker up. Strangely enough, nobody clse was there;
altbough, had Nipper only known it, scores of villagers were even then on
their way to the cpot.

“ And Jim the Pcnman’s among thase red cinders!” thought Nipper
gravely. ‘“Poor chap! He was a wrong ’un, but he had a few gocd
qualities, after all. I'm almost eorry heo’s gone to——"

lIe broke off in his thoughts. For a sudden flicker of flame had shot up.
And Nipper’s eye caught sight of scmething which lay in the reeds ten
feet from the boat. He padcﬁed towards it, and saw it was an aged leathcr
hand-bag. .

Out of sheer curiosity Nipper fished it aboard the boat, and unstrapiod
1t. Then he nearly fell bacﬁwards with stupefaction. The bag was stuffcd
with banknotes! In a flash Nipper realised the truth. Jim the Penman
had thrown the bag there before the fire! Jim had discovered the secret!

Like a maniac Nipper rowed back to Winch’s cottage. He burst in with
his find, and the sight of the great treasure brought Monn thq Miser back
to rcason just as he was on the point of lapsing into uncomsciouness.

'“ My wealth!”” he croaked gleefully. ‘“ My wealth!” .

In parenthesis, Nipper’s arrival at that moment turned the scale. Irem
that second Jasper ﬁonn progressed, and when he ﬁnalli got well he wuas
a different man. He had learned his grim lesson, and he allowed Nelscn
J.ec to invest his fortune as the great detective thought fit. And Moun
the Miser was a miser no longer. He went to live in a sweet hittle modein
eottage-villa, and his companion in his happy waning years was Daia

i
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Monn, his granddaughter So the coming of Jim the Penman into Jasper
Monn's life had excellent results, after all

o . > . . . [S . |

But.on that fateful night an incident happened of which Nelson Tee
and Nipper knew nothing. They believed Sutcliffe to bLe dead : they were
convinced that the forger had fallen to his doom amid the flames.

But only five minutes aftar Nipper had vanished into the dackneas in
the little boat, with the mouldy leather bag on board, a dim figure crept
through the reeds close against the almost burnt-out wherry. “

It was Jim the Penman! |

Fate had turned against him at the last moment. Yet. at fir-t. jt hud
scemed as though fate were with the master-forger. In falling down thn
companion he had kmocked the paraffin lamp over, but he had managed to
scramble back unharmed. Lee's bullet had only stumed him for ths
moment; an ugly scar showed upon his left tempic where the bullet hod
gashed the skin. '

With astonishing promptitude FJim had seized the leather bag. and had
flung it far out of one of the windows into the reeds. Then he had
slipped into the water himself—unsecn by Lee and Nipper on the other vide
of the wherry. They, secing the flames, naturally assumed that the former
had met with his death.

But Jim the Penman, in tho 1cy water, reached the shore. The glare ~*f
the flames made it impossible for kim to search for the leather bag, bus
he knew approximately where it had fallen. And eo he slunk away.
determined to return after the fire had burned itself ont. If Le had rashly
searched the reeds at the time he would certainly have beca seen.

When he did return; however. it was teoo late. )

The bag had been taken away—and cnce more Sutcliffe was-dofeated.
With terrible fury and hatred Jim the Penman cursed Nelson Tee. Almast:
crying with passion and disappointment, the fcrger left the spot. But ho
was safe from Lee's attentions. He was thought to be dead, and so thers
was no bhue and cry.

He disappeared into obscurity, soured and bittered by his experience.
And he swore that when the time came, he wounld strike at Nelson Las—-ancl
strike hard: Once again the scheming of Dcuglas James Sutoliife had
come to nought. )

But he was free—free to plan further villainies. And it was not so very
long before he proved to all Britain that he was very much alive!

THE END.

s
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"THE ISLAND OF GOLD

H A Story of Treasure Hunting in the South Sea Isiunds

By FENTON ASH |

You can begin this Story to-day !

ALEC MACEAY, the hero of our slory, with CLIVvE LowTreR, an cld chun.
DRr. CAMPBELL, and BEN GROVE, a hearty old * sea dug,” are comrades in a
expedition to the South Seas in search of a supposed treasure island.

They meet with many adventures. One day, Alec and Clive are lost in a
rocky and cavernous part of the icland. They =it down to talk matters over,
but tmmediately become the targets of a troovp of huge apes, who threw pebblcs
at them from the rocks above. Alec examines one of the stones and finds it to
be coated with gold—one of those for which the party &3 searching !

They fall sn with a party of blacks led by a stalwart native . amed OLTRA, cnl
an Irishman—one PETE STORBIN, who warns the treasure hunlers against o
rascally filibuster—PEDRO D1EGO, and hisgang . . . . By come means the pirate
has got lo know the object of the erpedition. Later a fight lukes place, but the
pirates are driven off. This encounter posnts lo the necessity of u stronghold, and
st 13 while one is being constructed that a loud report is heard, appa enly from
some poind inland. Pedro D.equ anc hig ga: g have blow) v i ¢ @ irince of the
treasure eel'ers’ mine, and it scems that the:r friends must be buried alive,

(Now read on.).

[

An Underground | abyrinth

OW Alec could see themn nncovering a small cannon and leading it. A

N minute later there was a flash, and even before the so .nd of the report

had come to their ears a cannon-ball had come whizzing into the camp

below the platform of rock, knocking over oune of the tents and sending a
great cloud of sand and shingle up into the air. .

‘* There goes one of our tents, Tom,”” said Alcc regretfully. ** It’s a pity
we hadn’t time to take 'em down and stow ‘em away.” . .
ey makcs a good decoy fur their ehot,”” Tom remarkcd philescphi-
cally. ‘*They thinks we be all down there in them tents instead o’ up
here.”’

. So far thinge had gome as the defenders had dcsired. But mow they
began to go wrong.

'%he sho%we p’:rtg suddenly made their appearance; and made a rush
towards the camp, and Alec gave the signal to his men to open ﬁ;e. Thie
was all as per programme. Sailors and natives ]omed1 in an irregular
volley, which, coming from the rock above inste.d of from the camp
itself, evidently took the assailants by eurprise. '

" 'They were thrown into confusion, and halted: then, as the firing con.
tinued and men began to fall, they made a rush to 0!16.81(16, and toal:
shelter behind some rocks. From there they be~ n firing at the de-
fenders, and bullets came whistling round thwsoacigarts of the crowh

. nest,

f—— .
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So far so good. The assault on the camp had been checked, and that with
rifle-fire alone. Now, according to Captain Barron's programme, the fili-
busters should have moved on to follow up the yacht, leaving the camp
and the people on the crow’s nest to be dealt with on their return.

But they did nothing of the sort. Instead they got out their boats, and
began clambering into them the while that the cannon was trained ou to
the crow’s nest, and a shot came hurtling at the defenders.

Evidently Diego had decided to deal with the camp before dealing with
the yacht. He was going to send his boats full of men to join with those
on § ;)re in a determined effort to capture the place first by an irresistible
assault. : |

Seeing this, his men on the ehore at once plucked up heart again. From
behind the rocks they now started a fierce fusillade, and this, together with
the booming of the cannon and the sight of the men getting into the boats,
had a bad effect upon the natives. They began to fire wildly, and as
they were mostly armed with but old-fashioned guns, it was becoming clear
that the filibusters. were not much afraid cf them.

‘““ What are we to do, Tom?"” Alec asked of the mate. ‘‘ The captain’'s
instructions were not to make use of the maxims. But if we don’t we shall
be rushed, and even now it may be almost too late, for I'm afraid we can’t
trust these natives. They have such a fear of Diego and his desperadoes
that I can sce they are ready even now to rush off in a panic.”

Just then a shot from the cannon came screaming along, and struck a
boulder, exploding with a loud report—for it was a shell. This was too
much for most of the blacks. With cries of fear and terror they began
«crambling down the.path to the shore, only anxieus for a chance of escape
before the dreaded men in the boats could reach them.,

In the undergrocund passage within the mountains, a few miles away,
Dr. Campbell was holding a council of war with Clive and Ben Grove.

Instead of the whistling bullets, the screaming of shells, and the hoarse
shouts and cries of men fighting for their lives, such as rang in Alec's ears,
the doctor and his companions were surrounded by the pressing silence.
And in place of thc blazing sunlight there was utter, terrible darkness,
relieved only by the dim gleam of lanterns, which they knew would vanish
altogether when their limited store of oil ran out.

The men in these underground caverns were fighting for their lives
no less than were their friends in the sunlight. It was a duller, nicre
gloomy fight, it had no excitement in it, and to them at least it seemed
more hopeless.

Nevertheless, the doctor was not one to give way to despair. It was his
duty, he considered, to do everything that could be done to husband such
atorcs as they could get in order to make them last as long as possible.
For he was not altogether without hope that his friends at the camp would
vet find some way of rescuing him. Captain Barron was not only brave
and loyal, but resourcefui; and he would not leave his leader to die with-
out making an effort to get to him. And the longer the undcrground
prisoners could make their stores last, therefore the greater their chanccs
of ultimate rescue would be.

Reasoning thus, the doctor set about a careful examination of his
resources, in order that he might draw up a sort of table of the amount
to be allowed all round per day. Assisted by some of the natives, he and
Clive were inspecting with the light of a lantern some barrels of biscuits
whiﬁl had been placed in one of the side galleries leading out of the large
grotto, |

~a
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_ Suddenly one of the natives uttered an exclamation. The dector, turn-
ing round, saw that he was looking at a part of one of the barrels down
ncar the recky floor on which it rested, and feeling it with his fineers. The
man was one of the native scouts, and he spoke a little Enelish. Ile now
tricd to explain himeelf to the doctor. Something, he said, had becn
gunawing at the wood of the barrel. Furthermore, the gnawing was fresh

1t.l had been done quite recently-—since the burrel had heen brgught to that
place. . |

The doctor started. He had grasped the man's idea.
ratlike animal had been there, and, guided by its instinct or keen seuse
of smell, had been trying to get at the biscuits within.

But where, then, had such creatures come from? Had thev come from
the underground lake, for instance, or from some other direction? On the
answer to that question much might depend. o
" At once the doctor and the scout began a careful serutiny of the floor of

It was that same

the gallery. There they found some traces which led them further, t:11

their 1nvestigations were barred by the fall from the rcof.
The scout lay down at full length, and sniffed about here and there. Then

he uttered a grunt of satisfaction.

" Him beast come in an’ out dis way,”” he declared.
-

12 -

1t blow

“ Blows?"” exclaimed the doctor,
18 a current of air down there?
some of the rulbish.

these men is wonderfully acute sometimes.

»

“T emell him. And

“Can he mean, I wonder, that there
Clive, get some tools, and we will move
There may be nothing in it, hut the instinct of

It may be that this man’s

izstinct is telling "him there is a way out here.”’
(Conti.'+-ed overleaf.)

SGIENGE CGNGUERS RHEUMATISM.

GREAT DISTRIBUTION OF FREE TREATMENTS,

Jr you suffer from Rheumatism, or any
complaint caused by an-excess of Uric Acid
in the blood, I want you to send me yout
name and address-so that 1 can send youa
FREE a box of the celebrated ‘‘ Urace'’
Fablets to try. It will convince you that
‘““Urace '’ does what hundreds of so-called
rcmedies have fatled to accomplish—actually
cures Rheumatism, Gout, Sciatica, Lumbago,
Neuralgia, Gravel, and all Uric Acid
ailments.

With the treatment I will send you an
illustrated book on Rheumatism, which
explains in an interesting manner why Uric
Acid is responsible for so much terrible pain.
It tells you how *‘ Urace ”’ has cured those
who thought their condition was hopeless—
people who had tried dozens of remedies,
worn belts and plasters, besn mms<aged, had
clectrical treatment, visited health resorts,
spag, etc., all without results. ‘Po cure, you
must drive the Uric Acid—which has caused
the complaint—out of the blood. That is
just what °*‘ Drace’ Tablets, the great
Rheumatic remedy, does. It cxpels the cause,
ang that is why it cannot fail to cure Rheu-
matism, Lombago, Sciatica, Gout, Neuaralgia,
etc. It cures the sharp shooting pains, the
burning and itching sensation, the aching,

throbbing muscles, and stiffened or nsch<sg
joints. No matter what remedies you have
tried, or are now taking, throw them awayv,
and obtain a sopply of *‘ Urace "’ Tallets
at once.

TEST THE CURE FREE.

I want you to try ‘ Urace ’’ Tablets and
learn for yeurself that IRRheumatisn can te
cured. A fair test is all I azk. If yon find
‘““Urace ™ I3 curing youn, order more to
complete the cuare, and recommend it to
others.

Do not wait till your heart is injured
or your congtitution wrecked by the deadly
Uric Acid. Send your namne and address, and
¥ will send you a free Treatment of ** Urace '*
Tablets. Address the Secretary, ‘ Urace
Laboratories, 14, Prince’s. House, Stanecutter
Street, London, E.C., and enclose penny
stamp to cover cost of postage. 1f you dao
not suffer, draw the attention of someono

who does to this angq.pgc;mqpt. e

w?

““ Orace * Tablets 2t oBtainaHleiWom stio

Branches ot Boots’ Cash Chemists, '[ay
Drug Stores, and all high-clnss Chemists and
Stores, in boxes at 18, 3d., 3., and 58. [ADVE

@ .
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Ncedless o say, it did not take Chvc and Grove very long to bring some
picks and shovels. Acting still upon the suggesticn of “Akrola, as the
scout was named, some of the rubbish was cleared away, until a narrow
pathway had been made into it for a few feet in length.

Here they came upon a very evident run, which had Leen made by some
small animal, and the doctor himself could now dlstmctly feel a current of
air coming throuoh it.

Somewhat cheered by this, the workers apphed their ‘tools faster, and .
other natives came to help. : T A

Aund finally, after two or three houry’ worl\, they came to the end of the
fall, and found themselves in a broad gallery of fair hcmht whlch soemod'

to be quite clear, and might extend for : any dlntance S "
A strong draught came through, showing that there must be an cutlet to
the open air somewhere further along. S T I¥ VIR B

i

Then the doctor called all his followers torrether and ta.kmO' with them
their arms, lanterns, and plenty of ammumtxon they all set out in a
state of excitement to explore the new pashacre T T

They found it fairly free from falls, 5o were able to march alon«r wnthout_‘;
impediment, till presently they beo'an to notice a low murmurmd' wlnch'*’-
increased at Jast to a roar, telhno of an underground stream. , -

-
re » -a-r: o - . L.

A little later they reached a va st grotto -where an und- lfrrmmd uvet:
rushed suddenly into view out of.the ;darkness fand r‘.sappeared again *
a3 suddenly into the inky depths of a ternble gulf IEREIORPIE SIDEE-TON

The dim light of lanterns showed tl . va E rrreat masses of white ;
foam and rolling clouds. of _spray_and vapg. r. Bverything_was_wet_and
slippery and ahmv, and when they looked about fcw snme means _qf .con:
tinuing their Eroo'ross they found the only Way .0k - some slimy steps
cut in the rock beside the fall. . - soee o~ W C e i e o e

These steps looked uninviting and dano'erou.b, but there was mo, otlxer\
road, and they lmd perforce to descend them’ by’ the dlm Tight of theu

. o . - *'""'
lanterns, e -,,..:».,. R T

The - ovcrpowcnnrr thunder of the fall in their ears all the txmo durmo- tha

X . 1
descént’ rendered- -speech qutterly impossible.: = . - et b xe. &y

Ho“ever, the descent was effected at last,’and then it was found that the’
river went off one”way while the path cdntlnued in" another "‘dlrectxon,
through a furthor gallery. - - - o L T R A A ’

-

This was but a short passage,.and then, quite unexpectedl ” as™ it
secmed, they found themselves in anothervgrotto"glarger... than any ‘they’
had. yet seen, and containing fresh'and starthng surpnies. el et o 5

> -~ al' "'E"-..(

%
. Looking down on'them through ‘the g loom were several large faces: ofw.-__
unuttérable ugliness. They belonged, 1t appéareéd, "to somie’great” E‘tone—*"
images, which reared themselves to such a height that they were zﬂl but] 5
lost in the darkness above. ' Ld.

L (Andthar thrilling Instalment of this grand yarn next week.) ::
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