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CHAPTER 1.

Crowell

‘““ Dear me, Burtoen,”’ =aid Mr.
Y on

.gazing over the top of his glasses.

I[N WHICH NIPPER AND THE BO'SUN MAKE A | must not make those extraordinary sound-:’

STARTLING DISCOVERY.

§s URTON!"
Tom Burton, known in the Remove
Form at St. Frank's as *‘ the

Bo’sun,” looked up from his work as
Mr. Crowell called his naine.
“ Ay, ay, sir!" he said absently. * I-—I
mean, did you hail me, sir?"
“ Yeg, Burton, I did—er—hail you.” =aid
the Form-master. ** You are blessed with
rather long legs, so I shall be obliged if you

L L

Burton was a big, ungainly junior, but, sur-
prisingly enough, he was almost gentle in
his movements.

Afternoon lessons were in progress, and the
Remove was busy. Only a few idle spirits,
such as Teddy Long and Ralph Leslie Full-
wood, looked up to watch the Bo'sun. Reach-
ing an ink-bottle down from a cupboard
wasn't particularly cexciting. The
indeed, was merely trivial, but it was destined
to lead to something which nobody could
have dreamed of at the time.

The shelf at the top of the cupboard was
high, and the ink-bottle was only just within
reach of the Bo'sun’'s strong fingers. He
grunted rather loudly as he exerted himsell;
and that grunt was really the start of it

all.

incident, |

The big junior turned red as he laid the
bottle upon Mr. Crowell's desk.

** Sorry, sir,”” he said. ‘" But, souse me
that shelf’s a bit high!”

“ U'pon my soul! What remarkable cxpres-
sions for a boy to wuse!"” exclaimed Mr.
Crowell. smiling good-naturedly. ‘* But,
really, Burton, I am afraid you are getting
fat! That shouldn’'t be so in war-timc,
surely?”’

The Bo’'sun grinned, and the whole Foer

been eating too much.

The Bo'sun looked utterly dismaye.l.

“ Swill my scrppers!" he ejaculated, in lus
surprise. **[—1—"

‘“Food hog!’' came a whisper from one
corner of the Form-room.

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"”

Mr. Crowell frown:d, his goad humeur
vanishing.
** The boy who made that objcctionable

remark will stand up!”’ he exclaimed curtly
** Burton knows that I was merely making
fun of him, and he took my chaff in the
right spitit. Who was it called out ‘ food
hog '?”’

There waz an intaense silence in the class?
and nohady moved.

** Bust me, it docan't ex-

matter, sir!”
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claimcd Gurton anxiously.

get anybody into a row.”
“ You may return to your place, Burton,”

said Mr. Crowell. *1 strongly ebject to

having a mere word of chafl turned into an

objectionable taunt. [ have an idea that

the call came from your corner, bong.”’
Teddy Long trembl~ l,

“I don't want to

** Pup- please, sir, it wasn't me!" be
gasped. **1--1 bhelieve Gulliver-—"'
** Shurrap, you #neakin’ worm!’ hissed

Albert Gulliver,

Mr. Crowell’s eyes gleamed.

“*You may «it down, Long,”’ he exclaimed
coldly. ‘' Gulliver, stand out of the class!"

Gulliver, with a2 glance at Teddy Long which
made the sneak of the Remove tremble,
walked out in front of the Form-master’s
Jdesk. He was rcowling furioualy.

“1 didn’'s say a word, sir!”’ he declared.

* You deny uttering the taunt?”

“Of coutse 1 do, sir!”

“Unfortunately, Gulliver, 1 know you to
be an untruthful boy, and I do not accept
your statement,”’ raid Mr. Crowell, rcaching
for his cane. ‘' Please do not deny your guiig
again. Since there may be, perhaps, a slight
doubt, 1 will not punish you for that parti-
cular offence.”’

Gulliver looked very satisfled.

* However, you referred to Long, in my
hearing, as o * sneaking worm,’ * pursued Mr,
Crowell deily. T will not have such ex-
ressionsa uscd in thoe Form-room, Guiliver.
Jlold out your hand!”

Qulliver sullenly held it out,

Nwish! .

** Now the other hand!”

Swish!

** You may now 2o to yonr place, Gulliver,”
sald Mr. Crowell pleasantly.

Qulliver went, scowling, nnd the Remove
rettled down to work again. Everybody
thought that the Incident was over and done
with. Well, perhaps it was, but it led to
soinething different.

As soon as the Form was dismisscd, Tom
Burton made his way out into the Triangle
with a very thoughtful expression upon his
rugged, gond-natured faced. He paused upon
the Anclent Housc steps, and leancd against
the stonework.

Dick Bennett and Co. emcrged a moment
tater, and grinned s theﬁ eyed the son of
old Captain Burton. The Bo'sun was looking
very preoccupled.  Dick Bennett—or, in brief,
Nipper—chuckled.

‘* The poor chap's thinking how he can get
his weight down!’ he murmured. ‘I belleve
he took old Crowsfeet's chaff to heart, the
silly chump!”’

Sir Lancelot Montgomery Tregellis-Weast
and Tommy Watson, the faithful chums of
the redoubtable Nipper, chuckled in turbp.

** Dear fellow, what's the matter?” asked
Bir Montie languidly. ‘1 don't wish to be
rude, but you'rec lookin' like a boiled owl—
you are, really!l”

Burton looked round with a start.

* Qpcaking to me?"’ he asked, smiling.

‘1 was addressin’ you, certainly, dcar
boy,.''. nodded 8ir Montie.

thin’? Were you thinxin' of cuttin' down
your rat’mus? Bcgad, they ain’t any too big
now—""

The Bo'sun turned red. :

‘“ Souse me, how did you know that I was
thinking of that?'’ he asked.

** Deduction, my dear chap—simple deduc-
tion,"’ inned Nipper. ‘Old Crowell was
only pulling your giddy leg, you ass. But I
must say that yon grunted to real perfection
when you rcached thit ink-bottle down.” -

“I know I did,” said Burton meekly. * The
fact is, yon chaps, Mr. Crowell was right. I
ain’t in good condition at all. I'm getting
too much flesh on me—that's the truth of it.
An’ I'm going to start a regular course of
phralcal training. Bust my tops’'l! 1 ain’t
going to be called fat!"
~ There was a certain amount of indignation
in the Bo'sun’s tone, but he spoke with firm
determination. Nipper and his chums
grinned, and several other juniors who had
paused upon the steps followed their example.

“If you're thinking of decking half your
meals, I'm ready to oblige,” said Handforth
humorously. ‘‘I sit next to you, Burton, so
you can pass over half your grub to me. I
don’t mind a little extra flesh!"

‘* Ha, ha, bha!”

Burton grinned, and didn't think it a wiss
policy to pursue the subject. But the junlory
very soon found that he was in deadly
earnest. Conroy minor, who shared Study F
with the Bo’sun, prepared tea in that cosy
apartment. As his study matc waa missing,
he sallied owt in search of him—and ran him
to earth in th= gymnasium. Burton was halt
stripped, and had evidently been exercising
strenuously.

‘**You—you giddy ass!”
minor. * Tea’s rcady!™

““I—1 think I shall cut tea, you know,”
panted the Bo'sun almost apologctically. .
**Tea ain’t really necessdry, Conroy. It's a
meal you can miss easily. It doesn’t do a
chap good to be gorging always—''

‘“ Does that mean that 1 gorge?’’ demanded
Conroy minor warmly.

‘* Not—not exactly,”” replied the Bo’'sun.
** But, souse me, you needn’'t get ratty! Why
not be sensible, messmate, and do as I'm
doin’? Havo exercise instead of tea. You'll
feel all the better, by hokey!"

Conroy minor grinned.

‘*1 don’'t want to feel better, thanks—by
hokey, or anythin% else!’’ he said. ‘‘ My hat!

roared Conroy

You have got it bad, Bo'sun! If you think
I'm going starve myself, and do a lu. ..
tn}.h?ade exercises, you're jolly well oft.
side!”’

And the Bo'sun’s study chum strode out of
the gym. somewhat indignantly. Burton
looked after him, and a tiny doubt crept
into his mind. Certain inward signs uninis-
takably pointed to the fact that there was an
empty void which needed filling. With a
get face, however, he turned back to the
exercisers. | ] .

This was only the beginning of his new
order of life. He had taken the Form-
master’s chafl seriously, and nothing the

“ Can we do any! juniors could say would alter his decision,
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Once the Bo'sun made up his mind, he wasn't
to be shifted from his purpose. The majority
of the fellows called him ohstinate and pig-
headed; but this was hardly juat. The
Bo'sun foupd it neceasary to exercise quite
4 large amount of will-power to stick to his
resolution.

To Conroy minor’'s disgust, Study F was
converted into a miniature gymnasium. The
Bo'sun exercised until he nearly exhausted
himself. At night he would sleep like a log,
and would awaken aching in every joint.

After several days, however, this effect
wore Off, ind there was no doubt that tune
strenuous physical training was doing him a
Int of good. Naturally he was laughed at by
-verybody, and chipped unmercifully.

Nipper. in a humorcus moment. invited th.
Bo'sun to tea, and was considerably aston-
ished wh2n the invitotion was accepted. The
fcllows were inclined to sneer—believing that.
the Bo’sun’'s resolution had gone to the
winds.

That tea in Study C, howevcer, was a re-
markable one. There was a really splendid
spread upon the table—enough to make a
fcllow’s mouth water; but Burton positively
refused to eat anything e¢xcept a single round
of dry toast, with a little marmalade, and
he restricted himself to one small cup of tea.

His next idea was to get up early every
morning—an hour before ‘the rising bell
clanzed out its unwelcome cail. It would be
full daylight at that hour, of course, and
fresh and invigorating.

As the Bo'sun said, howcver, there wasn't
much fun in getting up alone. His plan was
to go for a three-mile run every morning
before breakfuast, rain or fine. The loyalty
of Conroy minor was tested severely—and it
didn’t stand the strain.

For Conroy. in no uncertain terms, posi-
tively refused to crawl out of bed an hour
beft¢ it was necessary, just for the sake of
going on a trot round the flelds. It wasa't
quite good enough.

The Bo'sun tried several other fellows, but
wisely decided to cecase his efforts. The work
was too painful to be continued. Owen
major, when approached, merely sniffed and
walked away. De Valeirie,.the Rotter of the
Remove, contented himself with a polite, but
firm, Tefusal to make an ass of himself. De
Valerie had altered a great deal lately—he
had lost his sneer, and had b.come more
obliging in every way. In fact, he was losing
for himself the nickname he had earned
during his first month or two at St. Frank’s.
But it was much harder to rid himself of the
sobriquet than it had been to acquire it.

Edward Oswald Handforth, impulsive as
usual, punched Burton’s nose forcibly when
invited to get up early by that cnthusiastic
junior. Handforth was quite ready to follow
the punch "up by sevcral others. But the
Bo'sun could use his own fists, and in his
present fit condition he paid Handforth back
with great interest. Handforth, in fact, was
left upon the passage floor, wondering if
there bbad bheen an air-raid. '

Edward Oswald, however,
odds, and he was quite

never counted
ready to issue &

deadly challenge to Burton; and he wae only
dissuaded from his purpose by the forcible
efforts of his faithful study chums, Church
and McClure, who dragged him bodily away
and dumped him in Study D.

The Bo'sun met with success at last. He
found Nipper and Sir Montie and Tommy
Watson out in the Triangle. and he appealad
earnestly to their better feclings. It was
rotten to get up alone, he complained; and
at last Nipper good-nafuredly consented to
try the experiment the next morning.
Nipper had been accustomed to getting up at
all hours of the night, and this wouldn’t be
any particular hardship.

Accordingly, the next morning, a good hour
before the rising bell was destined to clang
out, Nipper sat up in bed and looked round
bim. The early morning sunlight was
streaming into the dormitory, and the birds
were singing in opposition to one another in
the brinches of the old trees.

‘“H'm! Not so bad!”’ murmured Nippcr, as
he slipped out of bed. ‘“‘1t's a pretty good
idea of the Bo'sun’s, after all—although 1
mightn’t have said so if the weather had
been different.”

Tom Burton was in bed—fast asleep. As a
precautionary mecasure, he Fad provided him-
relf with an alarum clock--n total disregard
of the storm of protest which had arisen from
the other ;uniors. The clock wa3 hung over
his bed-rail, and as Nipper set his feet upon
the floor the hammer buzzed noisily.

Nipper watched and waited, grinning.

Every junior in the doermitory slept on
pcacefully, with the exception of the Bo'sun.
He, being nearest the din, turned over in his
sleep. but showed no signs of waking wuy.
After an interminable period—-so it secmed to
Nipper—the bell ceased ringing.

** A fat lot of good that thing is!" growied
Nipper, striding across the dormitory. *‘1t'3
jolly lucky the guv'nor trained mc to wake
up at will! OQOur early morning troi. would
have looked a bit sick, anyhow!"’

Nipper was drastic, and he calmly tore the
bedclothes clean off the Bo'sun, and slapped
an exposed part of that junior’'s anatomy
gsoundly.

‘““ Souse me!” mumbled Burton, sitting up.
‘“ We ain't in port yet! By hokey, it's you,
Benny:."’

“ You lazy lubber!'' grinned Nipper. ** What
the dickens did you buy that clock for? [It's
been ringing for about an hour, and you
slept through it all?

The Bo'sun jumped oub of bed with
alacrity. He was profuse in his expressions of
regret, and thanked Nipper in well-choren
words for calling him up. And, ten minutes
later, the pair sallied out.

They were attired in runntag shorts, ana
this airy attire didn’t serve to keep them
warm, once they emergcd into the crisp
morning air. After five minutes of brisk
trotting, however, they were both glowing
comfortably.

‘“ Ripping, ain't it?"’ asked Burton,
shining eyes.

““ Not o bad.” replied Nipper. ** We shall
have decent appetites for brekker, anyhow.

with
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Which way shall we go, Bo'sun? 1 suggest a
circular course—we’'ll trot to the Bannington
road, and then go along until we comec to
the bye-lane which leads to Bellton Wood.
That'll make a nice little tour round.”

*““ Any old thing!'’ said the Bo’sun cheerily.

They ran on, and turned into the road
which Jed to Bannington. There were quite
a number of people about in the village—
mostly farm-labourers, and siych like. But out
upon the lonely country road the boys found
that they had the lanes to themselves,

“1'Il tell you what,” suggested Nipper, as
they went along, ¢ we'll eut across the moor
from hcre, and strihe the other road higher
up. They've been shoving a lot of fiints down
at this end, and they ain't exactly nice for
running on.”’

** Right. you are, messmate!”

Banuington Moor stretched away on their
left. A fairly hich hedge, with occasional
trees, divided it from the road, and the boys
made for a narrow gap which showed hetween
two bhushes.

And, with startling abruptness, they made
a shocking discovery. It is curious how
trivinl incidents frequently lead to big issues.
If the Bo'sun hadn’t grunted whilst reaching
that boltle of ink down from the shelf, he
and Nipper woul never have been upon the
Banbpington road at this hour of the morning
—and, conscquently, neither would they have
takon any part in a mystery which was to tax
the great skill of Nelson Le~ himself.

For there, lying at the bottom of the hedge,
in a shallow diteh, was the body of a man.
Both the boys were extrcmely startled to sce
it as they crouchied under the overhanging
branches.

One touch told Nipper the dreadful truth.

Tle man was dead!

— —— — ey

CHAPTER I1.
(Reluted by Nipper.)

IN WIHICII NELSON LEE INVESTIGATES—IN-
SPF.CTOR JAMESON ARRIVES UPON THE SCENFE
AND TAKES CHARQYE -18 DR. BRETT IMPLICATRD ?

HERE was a catch in my breath, and
my cheeks hnd paled, when [ turned
to Tom Burton after making the
awful discovery that the man in the

hedge was dead.
Tho Bo'sun was looking on with a queer
expression in his cyes.

** What's wrong. Benny?'' hec asked. ‘' Is—-
is the chap bhurt?”
1 turned away from the body, fecling

almost giddy.

“ Hurt!” I echoed. ‘* He's dead. Bo’sun—as
He’s been dead for hours!’’

‘“ Great marlinspikes!” gasped my com-
panion, gripping my arm. ‘' Don't—don’t be
an ass, Beony! You must have made a mis-

dead, I tecll you!’ I repeated
huskily. * Seems to be a gentleman, too, by
the look of his clothing. It couldn’'t have
bean, an accideut er, or hé would have
beon: lying in the road.” - :

cold as ice!

‘“ How did he die, then?" asked the Bo'sun
shakily.

It might have been murder!” 1 said,
suddenly recovering my coolness. *‘ We can't
tell exactly, Bo'sun—and we’d better not
touch the body. Why, if we hadn’t tried to
break through the hedge just here, the
t&hing' might have remained in tiris ditch for

ays!”’

‘“ But—but what shall we do?’’ asked Bur-
ton helplessly. |

**Do? Why, we’ll rush back to the school
a3 fast as our legs will carry us,” I replied.
‘“ We'll rouse up Mr. Alvington—he's tre-
mendously kecen on mysteries, as you know.
Old Alvy will know exactly what to do.”

We were rather glad to get out of the
hedge, away from the proximity of the dead
man. We hadn’'t seen his face, for the hady
was lying face downwards, and was partially
covered with tangled branches.

And, without pausing, we rushed away
back to St. Fronk’s. I couldn’t be absc-
lutcly open with the Bo'sun, for he didn’t
know that ‘‘ Mr. Alvington ”’ was Nelson Lee,
and that I, ‘ Dick Benneitt,”” was Nipper.
Only my own two study chums, Sir Mortie
and Tommy, were aware of the real truth.

The Bo’sun, however, had excellent reason
to know that ‘“0Old Alvy " was as kecn as
mustard on a mystery. Some little time
beforec Burton himself had heen kidnapped by
a rascal named Captain Jelks—an old cnemy
of the Bo’sun’s father—and the burly Re-
movite had been rescued mainly because of
Nelson Lee's activities.

Certainly, we hadn’t expected to meet with
any startling adventure this morning. But, i3
I've often found, these sort of things came
when one wasn’t prepared. Burton and 1
had bcen as cheerful and light-hearted as
possible five minutes ago; but now we wecre
grin, and rather startled.

I knew that I was doing the right thing in
telling Nelson Lece of our discovery. The
police would have to be communicatcd with,
of course; but it would bhe no good informing
the sleepy village constable in Bellton. It
would be far better to ring up Bannington
Police-station—and the guv'nor could do
that from the school.

When the Bo’sun and I arrived we found
the Ancient Housc, and 8t. Frank’s generally,
still wearing a dull, deserted aspect. The
rirsing-bell hadn't gone yet—it wanted twenty
minutes to the time—and the boys were all
asleep.

Nelson Lee, however, had just got up, we
found. He was emcrging from his bedroom
as the Bo’sun and I turned into the upper
corridor. ‘

‘““ Dear me! You are up early, boys,” he
smiled, coming towards us. ‘' Is thcre any
particular reason for this commendable
phenomenon?’’ Tle guv’'nor paused suddenly,
and looked at us with close attention. ‘' But
there is something wrong, Bennett,” he
added. ‘‘ You are looking pale, and—-"

‘** There's—there’s a dead man lying on the
Bannington road, sir—in the hedge!" I panted
brcathlessly. * Burton and. I thought—"
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The guv'nor looked at.me very keenly.

‘“Come to my study, boys,”” he said in
crisp tcres. _

We followed him, and when we had reached
his study, in the lower passage, he.closed the
door, and pulled the blind up.

‘* Now, Bennett,”” he said quietly.

As quickly as possible I told him of our
discovery on the Bannington road. He
listened carefully, nodding occasionally.

‘““You are quite sure the man was dead,
my boy?’’ he asked.

*‘ Pogitive, sir."

‘** Why are vou positive?”’

‘“ He—he was cold, sir—not cold in the
ordinary way,” 1 replied. * It's a different
kind of feeling, somehow—I can’t exactly de-
scribe it; but I know he's dead, sir. Besides,
ho was nearly stiff.”

‘* Was there any sign as to the cause——"’

‘““ We didn’t stop to examine the body, sir.”
I broke in. ‘ We thought we'd better hurry
back and tell you without delay. I've got
an idea that the poor chap died violently—
and, in any case, the police will have to be
informed, won’t they?”

‘* Most certainly, young ’un—most -cer-
tainly!” said the guv’'nor. *‘Indeed, I shall
ring up Inspector Jameson, of the Bannington
police, at once. At least, I shall inform one
of his subordinates—for I.don’'t suppose the
worthy gentleman is out of his bed yet.
This news, I have no doubt, will soon bring
him to the scene. Murders and mysterious
deaths are not at all frequent in this quiet
country district.”

Nelson Lee picked up the recciver of his
’phone while he spoke, and was soon in con-
versation with the sergeant at Bannington.
Having given the information, the guv’nar
pushed the telephone from him, and rose to
his feet.

“1 am rather curious to look into thia
matter,”” ho said smoothly. *“ If you will
direct me to the spot, Bennett—"'

‘““ Oh, we'll come with you, sir, if you'll let
us,”” I cut in. * Walk straight towards the
village, and we’ll catch you up before you
get to the bridge. We must put some dif-
ferent clothes on, Bo'sun.”

He nodded, and we raced up to the dormi-
tory and made an extra quick chanys. We
couldn’'t very well walk with Nelson Lee
attired merely in jerseys and running shorts.
The rest of the Removites were all asleep
still, although their peaceful slumber would
soon be ruthlessly interrupted.

I thought about waking Sir Montie and
‘Tommy, but didn’'t. A lct of
have been wasted in explaining things, and
they would have had to dresz completely.
The Bo'sun and I were off again within five
minutes.

We caught up with the guv’'nor just after
he had passed the hridge, and we fell into
pace with him, breathless.

‘“ We shall probably have a few minutes to
oursclves before the police arrive,”” remarked
the schoolmaster-detective. ** As you heard
me tell the sergeans. boys, the police will be

time would

shail b2 thiere. And, apart from that, [ am
somewhat curious.”

It wasn't long before we arrived at tha
spot. There wasn’'t a soul in sight, and the
body lay exactly in the same position. Nelson
Lee lost no time in making an examination.
The Bo’'sun and I stood some few feet away.

“ The man is certainly dead,” remarked the
guv'nor after a while. * The body is well
dressed, and the man"s age, I judge, was
about forty-five. \ithout a doubt he was
killed vinlently—brutally.”

“ Murdered, sir?’’ asked the Bo'sun. in a

whisper.
‘** Yes—murdered, Burton,” replied Lea
(uietly. ‘‘The poor man was struck down

from behind. apparently, by a heavy spanner
The implemeént is lying here now, in the
grass. But I shall pot touch it before thc
police arrive.”’

** How was he killed, sir?’’ I asked.
smash in the face, or——"

““The blow was delivered, it appears, at
the base of the skull,” replied the guv'nor.
“* Didn't you hear me mention that the man
had been struck down from hehind? Dcath,
I judge, was instantaneous, and took fplace
six or geven hours ago.”

‘*But he's stiff, sir,”” I protested. *“ I
always thought that a body didn't go stinf
until twelve or eighteen hours after death?™

‘““Not in ordinary cases, Bennett, oer-
tainly,” agreed Nelson Lee. *“ But in violent
deaths it is often noticeable that rigor
mortis sets in practically instantaneously. .Ax
I have said, this man died as the result of a
brutal attack.” |

Although I didn’t like the job, T had a look
at the .body myself—closely. There was »
terrible wound at the base of the skull. The
spanner was a large one—one of those heavy,
double-ended engineer’'s spanners.

Nelson Lee was extremely keen, and |
could see that all his instincts were aroused
by this mysterious murder.

Who was the man, and who had killed him?

What tragedy had been enacted during the
hours of darkness? The well-dressed stranger
must have been struck down some little time
before midnight, I judgzed. And I felt cartain
that the guv’'nor wouldn’t rest until he had
probed the matter to the very bottom.

‘““ What do you make of it, «ir?"” I asked
curiously.

“ Really; Beflnett. it is early to ask that
question '’ said Nelson Lee. ‘' Furthermore.
it is for the police to ‘make ' something of
the affair——not I. I have been tempted to
search the body for possible data, but the
inspector would undoubtedly object to my
taking such a course."’

** By hokey!" said the Bo’sun sudden!y.
‘““There's a car coming along, sir.”

We looked down the road, and the guv'nor
nodded. A few minutes later Inspector Jame-
son, of Bannington, stepped out of a small
two-seater car, followed bw a burly constable,

“ Morning, Mr. Alvington,”” said the in-
spector. with a curt nod. *‘ You 'phoned mv

C‘Bya

able to reccznise the spot by the tact that I ¥ sergoant, L belicve? What's that story of a
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murder, eh? Some cxaggerated noncense, I
supposet’’

Nelson Lee waved his hand towards the
hedge.

“1 leave you to judge Tfor yourself, Mr.
Jameeon,'' he said. '* These boys, whilst on
an carly morning run, discovered--what you
will ind in this hedge. They at once re-
{Jprtecl to mec, and 1 passed on the informa-
ion.”’

Inspector Jameson gave his moustache a
twist, and.crouched tn under the overhanging
branches of tho hedge. 1 didn’t like bhim
nuch—and the guv'nor, I know, thought him
to he a bit of a dufler. He was pompous and
important, but lacked common-sense and
Iimagination. Yet, curiously enough, he had
a“!ixed idca that he was an cxtremely smart
oflicer.

“Good gracious!" he exclaimed, bhacking
out of thc hedge, and knocking his hat off
In the process.  ** Upon my soul! This is
a serions affair, Mr. Alvington—a shocking
business! Thc poor man has been brutally
murdcred!”’

He pulled himself together after a few
moments, and thcen he and the constable,
v-hosc name was Beckett, made a thorough
examination. Ncelson Lec looked on, mean-
while, without making any comment.

** Certainly a case of murder,”” declared the
inspector at last. ** Of course, it is quite uec-
less nsking your opinion, Mr. Alvington,” he
added indnlgently. * I have no wish to be
disparaging, hut you arc a schoolmaster, and
it is hardly llkely tliat you would he eapable
of forming_ any opinion upon such a matter
as this.”

I grinned to mysclf, ard thc guv'nor kept
his faeo solemn with difticnlty.,

**Yet I have formed an opinion, inspector,”” b

be said calmly.
* Indeed, sir! Muy I ask what it is?”
Nelson Lee shook his necad.

‘1 would not presume to waste yeur vahi-
able time by voicing any simple little deduoe-
tions,”” he replied geatay.

*Tho man was struck down in the road,”
declared Jameson. °* Hc was killed by means
of a hcavy spanner.”

* Really?” murmured th-
surprised air.

** Morcover, sinee the man’s skull is frac-
tured near the base, it is obvious that the
fatal blow was a fierce, swinging one, tending
to be slightly upwards,” eontinued the in-
spector, apparently liking the sound of his
own voice. ‘' The wmurderer dragged his vie-
tim's body into the hedge -since it is quite
impossible that the fatal blow could have
been struck in such a 1estricted space as this
shallow ditch.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“1 follow you exactly,” he agreed.
one thing is rather curinus, surcly?”

“To what are you referring?”

*“ The weapon.'

** But it is here—ip the ditch.”

* Exactly,”” said the guv'nor smeothly.

guv’'nor, with a

(X} B‘lt!

* That is the curious point 1 referred to.”
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“ Really, Mr. Alyjugton, I cannot quite
follow you,” said the inspector, with an
irritablc :note in his voice. ‘T shall be
obliged if you will speak a trifie. more ex-
plicitly."”

“Well, isn't it somewhat remarkable that
the murderer should have left the weapon by
the side of his victim?’* said the guv’nor.
'** Just consider the point, inspector. - The
criminal, having killed this poor man,
dragged him into the ditch, so that the body
should be concealed—that, at least, is prob-
able, and easily wunderstood. But why
should the murderer place the spanner in tho
ditch also? 1t could scarcely hLave been
done by accident, and might turn out to be
a valuable clue. One would naturally assume
that the spanner might have been carried
away from th: spot by the fleeing culprit.”

“H'm! There's notbing much in thai.,”
said Inspector Jameson, chewing his mous-
tache. ‘' A mere quibble, my dear sir. And
now we must attempt to establish the dead
;mlm’a identity These papers may be use-
u .!!

The inspector had been fingering a pecket-
book and a bundle of papers which had been
extracted from the murdered man’s coat. And
now he turned them over carefully, and
examined them. The guv'nor, ajthough he
was greatly interested, appeared to be almost
indiffcrent. It was rather a sly move on his
part. Had he displayed any curiosity, the
pompous inspector would certainly have left
him unsatisfied. As it was, however, Jameson
volunteerced the information straight away.

‘“ Ah, here we are!”’ he exclaimed. *‘‘The
poor man’s namc appears to be Mr. Stephen
Ford, of Twickenham. London. At least, that
i8 thc name and address engraved upon a
numbcr of visiting cards. DBut what is this?
—what is this?"’

He opened out a folded slip of tough paper,
with a delicately engraved surface. I saw in
& moment that it was a cheque.

‘* A cheque!” exclaimed the inspector, with
the air of a man who has made a remarkable
discovery. ‘‘ A cheque made payable to Mr.
Stephen Ford, for the sumn of three pounds
fifteen shillings. And—dear me!—it is dated
with yesterday's date! The drawer’s name
is somewhat indistinct. It appears to he
James—James——  Perhaps you can assist
me, Mr. Alvington?”’

The guv’nor leaned over thc inspector’s
shoulder, and I suddenly saw his eyes gleam.

‘* Brett!” he exclaimed quickly—''Jamecs
Brett. I am well acquainted with the gentle-
man, inspector. Possibly you are also aware
of the fact that he is the medical practitioner
in Bellton?'’

‘““ Ah, yes, of course—Dr. Drott.)” caid the
inspector. ‘' The name is familiar to me,
Mr. Alvington. Now, really, what connection
can the doctor have with this mysterious
atfair?” _ .

‘** Surely there is no indication that Dr.
Brett is connected with it at all?’’ asked the
guv'nor. ° It is fairly ohvious that Mr. Ford
visited the doctor last night, receiving thia
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cheque. It was whilst on his way to Banning-
ton that he met with disuster; and it would
appear that robhery was not the motive for
the crime.”

Jameson folded the chegue, and returned
it to the pocket-book.

‘“ Nevertheless, I shall pay a visit to Dr.
Brett without delay,” he declared. ‘‘ We re-
quire information concerning the dead man—
and Dr. Brett is probably in a position to
supply it. He may, indeed, be able to fur-
nish us with a few details of Mr. Ford's
movements last night.”

Nelson Lee nodded thoughtfully. The in-
spector was right, of course—I saw that at
once. There was little doubt that Mr. Ford
had visited the doctor the previous evening,
and it was only natural that the police
should go to Brett at once. ’

I wondered what Nelson Lee would do. For
Dr. Brett, as it happencd, was quite a big
friend of the guv’'nor’'s. He was a splendid
chap in every way, and Lee often spent an
evening at Brett's house.

‘“1 will se¢ the gentleman at once,” said
Jamesom briskly. ‘‘ Beckett, you will re-
main with the body until I return.”

The inspector turned to the guv’'nor, and
the Bo'sun and I listened eagerly.

‘“1 am much obliged to you, Mr. Alving-
ton,” he went on. * You will doubtless be
required later on to give evidence at the
inquest—as also will the boys. But it will be
a mere formality, of course. 1f you are going
in the direction of Bellton, perhaps you will
permit me to offer you a lift?"”’

“ Thank you, inspector,” said Nelson Lee,
moving over towards the car with Jameson.
“ But I would crave your indulgence further.
Dr. Brett, it happens, is a personal friend
of mine, and you would be doing me a great
favour by permitting me to accompany you
on this business. It is natural, is it not,
that I should be slightly concerned?’’

Inspector Jameson laughed.

$* My dear sir, you may come, and wel-
come,’” he exclaimed readily. ‘I trust, how-
cver, that you will allow me to conduct the
inquiry in my own way.”

“ Oh, certaiuly,” agreed the guv’'nor.

We all climbed into the car, and were soon
bowling away towards Bellton, leaving Police-
constable Beckett in charge of the gruesome
remains ‘n the hedge. As the Bo’sun and 1
hadn't been mentioned, I mentally resolved
to be present at that interview with Dr.
Brett, too—if it could be managed.

I kept discreetly silent, and Inspector Jame-
son went up a few degrees in my estimation.
He wasn't such a self important old boundcr,
after all. I had half expected him to refuse
the guv'nor's rcquest, and was vcry pleased
that he hadn't. . .

But, as we sped along through thc morning
sunshine, I little guessed how that interview
with Dr. Brett was to end! I had an idca
that the inspector would practically draw a
blank ; but he didn't_.*(

On the contrary, tire whole mystery assumed
A grim and terrible aspect.

“ceeded from a small

CHAPTER ITL
(Nipper rontinues.)

IN WHICH THE DEADLY CLOAK OF SUSPY'IONY
FALLS ON DR, BRETT'S SHOULDERS.

surgery, was ecituated in the lane

which led to Caistowe. ' Inspector

Jameson brought thc motor-car to a
standstill beside the doctor’s gateway, and
we all climbed to the ground.

It was quite early in the morning, of
course, and very few people were about. In
1l probability we should find Dr. Brett still
in bed, although Ze was a fairly early riser,
1 remembered.

The inspector was just about to push open
the gate, when the sound of a motor-car
engine came to our ears. The buzz pro-
allev, and Jameson
glanced down it. A small woodecn shed lay
just at the bottom. The doors were open,
and Dr. Brett’s little two-seater car stood in
view. Williams, the doctor's man, was busity
engaged in cleaning the car. From the fact
that he was puffing and blowinz, and making
a curious, hissing nois¢ over his work, 1
gathered that Williams had been a groom
earlier in life.

“H'm!" said tho inspector hesitatingly.
‘“We may as well qucition this man. It s
guite possible that he can give us some items
of information. Do you know the fellow
at all, Mr. Alvington®"

‘“ Not intimately,”” replied the guv’nor,
‘“but I have rcason to hetieve that Williams
is a steady, truthful man.”

I could see that Nelson Lee didn’t quite lika
1he idea of questioning the chauffcur—I dida’t
quite lik= it myself. The proceeding savoured
of undernandedness. It would have been ize
better to seek out Dr. Brett without delay.
But Insp=ctor Jameson was taking this in
quiry, and the guv'nor knew better than to
interfere. If he had Heen himself, it would
l.ave been different; but he was ‘* Mr. Alving-
ton,”” a common-or-garden schoolmaster, and
that made all the diftercnce.

‘“ Mornin®, gentlemen!™ exclaimed Willinmas,
looking up from his work with a red face.
“ Just getting the little car into order. 1
think the doctor’s inside——"

‘““ Never mind thc doctor just now, Wil
liams,”’ int :rruptcd the inspector importantly.
““ That is your namec, I believe, my man?"

“ Yes, sir,”’ said the surprised Williams,

“J want you to answer a fow questions.”

went on Jameson, assuming a thoughtful air.
*“ And answer truthfully, my cood fcllow. |

DR. BRETT'S house. with the adjoining

am Ingpector Jameson, of  the Brunington
police.”’ _ . N
“ Is—is somcthing wrong, sir?’” ashed Wil

liams, puzzlad.

“ Never mind that, just now,"” rcplied the
inspector. “ You must answer quacstions,
Williams —not ask them. ! want to know if
your master received a visitor Iast night”

The chauffeur was moro puzrsicd than ~ver
and I could sec that he cido’t cexactly eare
for this catechism. He stodod scratctung his
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head thoughtfully, and eyeing the.inspcctor ; Bo'sun wasn’t attempting to follow things; he

in a wary manner. stood listening interestedly, without realising
*“T should like to know what you're | the significance of what had passed.

gettin' at, sir,”” hc remarked at last. * Did Nelson Lee, however, rcaliced it to the full

the master receive a visitor last night? | —and so did 1. We exchanged grave, con-

Well, I ain’t supposed to know none¢ o' them | cerned glances. Williams’s information,
sort o’ things—" given innocently enough, was terribly damn-

** Tut—tut!” interjected Jameson curtly. | ing in the light of what had happened on the
' Answer my questions, mian!" Bannington road during the night. Had

“Williams looked at Nelson Lee, as though | Williams known of the murder, I am quite
for assistance, and I saw the guv'nor nod his | sure that he would have kept as mum as an
hecad slightly. Williams’ face cleared, and he | oyster. But the inspector had taken a some-
gave a little cough. 1t’s a rummy thing how | what mean advantage of bim.
the guv'nor gives people a sense of conh- And while we were standing in a group,
dence. silent and thoughtful, a pair of French win-’

‘“* Dr. Brett did have a visitor last bight, | dows on the side of the doctor’s hause opened.
sir,”” said Williams. *‘1 thought, mebbe, you | Dr. Brett emerged, a cigarette betwecn his
'ad come about that little squabble—"' lips. Hc waved his hand cheerily, and passed

‘* Squabble!” interjected the inspector | down the short garden path to a rustic gate
sharply. °* Dear me—dear me! You must be | near by. He was a youngish man, and a
more explicit, Williams. I gather, from your | good sort all round. To my dismay, I noticed
words, that Dr. Brett and his visitor quar- | that he wore a haggard expression, as though
iclted last night?” he bad passed a sleepless night—as though

‘“1t wasn't exactly a quarrel, sir,”’ said | something of a worrying nature was upon his
Williams uneasily. ‘1 don’t know the rights | mind.
of it, properly speakin’. I reckon you'd ** Good-morning, Mr. Alvington!’ -he ex-
hetter ask the doctor——"’ § claimed warmly. *' 1 didn't expect to find you

** I intend to see Dr. Brett presently,”” put { here at this hour. And Inspector Jameson,
in the inspector. * Who was this visitor, | too! I hope there is nothing the matter?”’
my man? Where did he come from?”’ “1 am afraid a somewhat unpleasant—""

** Lunnon, I think, sir.” began Nelson Lee.

“Do you know his name?"’ : ** Permit me to question Dr. Brett, Mr.

‘It was Ford, I believe, sir,”' replied | Alvington!” mterrupted the inspector curtly.
Williams. *' Leastways, I—”’ ‘“I shall be obliged if you will remain

‘ Exactly—the visitor’s name was Ford,” | quiet.”
exclaimed Jameson, in a satisfied tone. ‘ Can The guv’'nor accepted thz snub without a
you tell me «t what hour he arrived, Wil- ord, although he bit his lip with vexation.
liams?—and when be left?” It was hardly possible for him to interfere,

‘1 dunno when he came, sir; but thie house- } however, and he remained silent. Brett him-
keeper was tellin’ me that Dr. Brett and | self was regarding us with astonishment, and
“the other gent had a few high words in the | he turned a cold glance upon the inspector.
curgery,”” admitted Williams. ‘It wasn’t ‘“1 really don’t see why you should treat
much—just a bit of a disagreement, like. | my friend with such disccurtesy, inspector,’’
They made it up afterwards, and sat talkin’ | he said with a frown.
richt till late.’’ ‘“* No doubt you will understand in a very

*“ And then?’’ asked the inspector keenly. few moments, Dr. Brett,” said Jameson.

““ Why, Dr. Brett took the gentleman in| * It is my duty to inform you that Mr.
liis motor-car t¢ Bannington, just before mid- | Stephen Ford’s dead body was found lying at
night. They was going to catch the one | the bottom of a hedge on the Banmington
o'clock mail, I believe,” replied the chauffeur. | Road early this morning!"’

‘“Ah! Do you know if Dr. Brett took Brett started back with a little cry, his face
Mr. Ford to Bannington?”’ expressing absolute bewilderment. He flushed

‘1 don’t think he did, sir.” crimson, and then went deathly pale. Theso

** What do you mean hy that?" signs, naturally enough under the circum-

** Well, sir, soon after they storted the | stances, were interpreted by the inspector, I
doctor came back alone.’” said Williams re- | believe, as indications of guilt. For, without
luctantly. ‘‘ He was in a fine old rage, and | a doubt, Jameson believed Dr. Brett to be
told me that he had dropped ‘ the brute’ on ] closely implicated in the murder. 1 must
the road. I was waitin’ up to put the car | admit myself that things were looking ugly.
away.”’ * Ford’'s—dead—body!"” repeated the doctor,

‘ And that i3 all you know?"’ | saying each word slewly.  ** Good heavens

‘* That's all, sir,” said Williame, wiping his | above! There must be somc mistakc, surely?’
hands on a piece of dirty rag. ‘I hope 1 “ There is no mistake, Dr. Brett,” said
haven't done wrong in tellin’ you all this?” Jamesron. *‘‘ Mr. Ford was foully murdered—

**Of course not—of course not!" said the | he was struck down from behind; and I have
inspector heartily, darting a kcen glance at | come to you because 1 have every reason to
Nelson Lee. ‘*Om the contrary, Williams, Lbeliwe: that you can give me a great many
your information {8 of the utmost import- [ details—"’
ance.”’ ** What—what do you mean?”’ asked Bretd

‘Jameson spoke the words in a voice which | hoarsely. _ .
wag eloquent of triumphant satisfaction. As . My words, I think, were sufficiently
for myself, 1 was a bit bewildered. - Thé¢ plain.
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Th: doctor stood staring at Jameson like a
man in n dreamm. Then suddenly his eyca
binzed with fire.

“ You—you madman''’ he shouted. * You
don’t mean to imply that | am auspected — -

‘I advise you, Dr. Brett, to say as little as
possible,'’ interjected the inspector sharply.

The doctor took a deep breath.

*“On the contrary, 1 intend to tell the
whole story at once,”” he declared. ** Thia
foul suspicion must he rempved--and it shall
be. 1 will make a statcment, Inspector
Jameson.” |

‘““1 strongly advise——""

“I do not carc what you advise!” inter-
rupted Brett angrily. ** Man alive! Do you
think 1I'm going to labour under a horrible
suspicion of this kind? I wish to tell you
exactly what occurred —so that you may form
f true opinion at once. Ford murdered! 1
can hardly bclieve it—it is too dreadful!”

As he spoke he turned towards the rustic
gate, swaying slightly. Then hc sct his
teeth, and turned.

‘“ Will you plcase follow me into my
.study?’’ he asked quictly.

** Certainly,”” said the inspector. ‘' Well,
Mr. Alvington, 1 don't think you need be
detained further,”” hc added, holding out his
hand with an air of dismissal. ‘I wish to bo
alone with Dr. Brett. Goud-morning'"

I felt like saying something disrespectfiul,
and only restrained myself with difficulty. So
the guv’'nor and 1 weren’t to be permitted to
hear Brett's yarn, after all. The doctor
himself, however, came to the rescue.

“If you will pardon me, inspector,” he
gaid deliberatcly. ‘1 think I have the right
to say who shall enter my house. I am not
under arrest yet, I presume?”’ he added
bitterly

‘1 do not think it ncccssary for Mr.
‘Alvington—'"’

‘It may not be necessary, but [ desire
that my friend shall be present while I relate
what occurred,”’ interjected the doctor coldly.
** The boys, too—they may as well come with
us. I have nothing to hide—and it Is far
better that they should krow the complete
truth at the outset. Half a story is lable to
bhecome groealy distorted in the course of con-
tinuous repetition.'’

The inspector shrugged his shoulders. but
made no remark. And we all ontcred the
house, and proceeded to Dr. Brett's cosy
little study. 1 could have hugged him: he
had tukcen the inspector down beautifully.
Jameson had attempted to carry thinga with
a2 high hand, and he had been put In his
place. The guv'nor, 1 knew, was just aa
plcased as I was; and the Bo’sun kert. nudg-
ing me uneasily. He didn’'t like the way
things were going on more than 1 did.

“ From what you have told me, I gathcer
that 1 am suapected or being concerned in the
murder of Mr. Stephen Ford?' asked Brett
quéetly. and in a steady volce. 1 am not
aware of any details, but your attitude, in-
spector. is unmistakable."”

* 1 do not think thcre {s any neccssity-—"'

“Do you me?* asked  Brett
dogeedly.

" 8lrce you are an peraistent, [ muat in
form you that the facts are extremely sig
nificant,’”’ replied Jameson. ‘' As matters now
stand, Dr. Bretd, | fenr that it is my duty
to place you under arrest upon suspicien.
And, furthermore, [ must warn you that any:
thing you say —"

**Oh, we need not go into those formal
mattera,” interrupted the doctor impatiently.
“I know nothing whatever about this affair,
inspector -1 am absolutely innocent of the
charge yon prefer ngainst me. Before [ tell
my satory I should like to have a few details
concerning the murder itself. [ think [ have

a right to make this rcquest.”

Tho inspector smilcd with grim dryness. I
could aee that he believed this to be a piece
of bluff on the doctor's part. [f Brett had
committed the crime, he must naturally know
all about it; but he had merely put the quee«.
tion in order to bluff us into believing that
ho was in total ignorance of the facta. That's
what the inspector thought. Personally, |
was quite convinced of Brett's innocence. He
wns about the last man in the world to com-
mit & brutal murder or, indecd, to commit
a crime of any sort,

In a somewtat Iimpatient voice Jameson
told how th» Bo'sun and I had found the dead
body in the hedgo; w Nelson Lee had rung
up the police In Bannington; and how the
body had been cxamined later on.

**Jt is a terrible thing,”” said the doctor
huskily. ‘'l cannot imagine how Ford mct
his death -unleas some footpad cnconntered
him upon the dark road. What a fool I was
to act as 1 did'"”’

** Again I advise yon to kcep silent,” maid
the inspector. ‘' If you have anything to say,
doctor, it would bo far bhetter to reserve it.”

** Really, Brett, 1 cndorse that view,”' anid
Nelson 1 re.

But the doctor shook his head.

‘1l bave nothing to hide,”” he said obsti-
nately. ‘1 can tell you exactly what hap-

ned, from first to last [ didn't lay n
nger upon Ford, and 1 shall feel far more
comlfortable If 1 am permitted to tell the
story straight away. In any case, the narra.
tion of it cannot harm me in the least.’’

** Then be as brief as possible, ploase,’’ sand
the inspector.

There wéis a Qight pause. and we all waite.{
expectantly. Dr Brett lit a cigarette, and
leaned back in his chair.

‘“ This news has shocked me, of course, hnt
[ can't pretend, with sincerity, to be deeply
grieved,” he began slowly. * Stcphen Ford
was u relation of my brother-in-law, but not
a rciation of my own. Ho was an utter cad.
and he and 1 were never upon amicabla
terms. [ suppose that statcment will be re-
garded na s'gnificant? Well, it cannot be
helped--I must tell the absolute truth

“ There is no need for me to go into close
details. Just over a year ago [ was in i
big difficulty, and my brother in-law tro
duced me to Ford. He wae very pleasant
thea. and adwanced me the sum of twenty.

-
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five pounds. A mere tiiviality, of course,
and 1 loathed Leing under obligation to the
man. But circumstances were so acute that |
was practically compelled to accept the loan.
Ford told me that 1 could pay him back just
when | pleassd, for he was well-to-do. Owing
t» a slight quarrel with my brother-in-law,
however, he turned nasty, and vented his
spite upon me. A week or two ago he tent
me a curt letter demanding the money 1 had
borrowed. The whole thing is a personal
matter. of course, and it would not interest
you if | weat into closer details. T was
totally unprepared for the demand, hut re-
solved to pay the sum by hook or by crook.”

“ And dd y(m(ray it?'’ asked the inspector.

“1 did. Ford came down from don
yeaterday, snd made hiinself most objcction.-
able in my house—in this very apartment,”
was Dr. Brett'as reply. * However, I did not
wish to have any bad blood between us, and
we patched up natters to such an extent
that, after a few hot words, we were sdon
laughing and joking. 1 didn't like the man,
but had no with to be at loggerhcads with
him. 1 paid him twenty-one pounds five in
cash--all I had in the housc--and the re-
maindcr by cheque.”’

‘" Indced!" snid Inapector Jameson sharply.
* Twenty one pounds in cash?  Why, there
waa not a coln of any desctiption upon the
body."”

The doctor lcaned forward cagerly.

** Then, rurely, that smems to point to dhe
fact that Furd wns waylaid and robbed upon
the dark road?'” he asked.

** Pleasce proceed with your story, doctor,”
asnid Jameson curtly. '

** There {8 very little more to tell,”” was
tho reply. ‘' By the time we had squared
things ur. we found that the last train had
already left Bellton. In a moment of gence-
rosity, thercfore, 1 offered to take Ford into
Bannl?um on my car- so that we would
be nhi®to catch the night mall to London.”

**You didn't take him 2all the way, did
you?"

“* How do you know that?’

“ Never mind how 1 know,” said the' in-
sjuestor,

* Oh, I supposc Williams has been talking.”

sald Brett, with some bitterness. ° IHe isn’'t
to be blamed, of course. No, inspector, 1 did
not tanke Ford all the way. after we

had pusscd out of the village the ecad in-
tulted me shamefully. You don’t wish to hear
how. 1 suppasc? Ford made rome insinuating
remarks concerning my sister, and 1 became
so furinas that 1 stopped the ear abruptly.”

" (!‘Lnd then?'’ asked Jameson, lcaning for-

Dr. Brett laughed.

**Na, 1 didn’t kill the man, if that s
what you are thinking,” he said quietly. *'1
yalled the car to a standstill and bundled

ord ou: into the road, telling him he could
wulk the rest of the way to Bannington. To
be quite frank, 1 was sick of him. He
nttempted to apologise, but I left him stand-
ing In the road and drove away."”

* And that was the last you saw of him?"
asked Nelnou Loe. sbeaking for the first time,
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‘“ Yes, old man, that was the last I zaw of
him,” said Dr. Brett quietly. ‘I didn't lay
a finger upon him—I didn't barm a hair ol
his head. ] came straight home, and handed
the car over to Williams, briefly telling him
what had oecurred. 1 am shocked to learn
that Ford has heen killed, and—I repeat—the
affair is a complete mystery to me.”

There was a short silence, and Inspector
Jameson roec to his fcet.

‘*Yon have nothing more #o say?”’ he
asked coldly. '

** Nothing. What do you Iintend to do?”

'* Well, much as I regret it, I must requcst

ou to accompany me to Bannington, Dr.

rett,”” said the inspector. *'1If you are
innocent, you bave nothing to fear. You will
agree, however, that 1 have every justitica-
tion for placing you under arrest?’’

Brett was silent. He sat gripping the arms
of his chair, and stared straight before him.
The Bo’'sun and 1 exchanged uneasy glances.
Only the guvnor's face was absohitely im-
mobile. It was quite impossible to tell what
was passing in his mind. Inspector Jameson's
face was an open hook. He was smiling rather
curiously. 1 knew that he discredited the
whole story. He believed, and not without
gmtiﬁcation. that Dr. Bret! and Mr. Stephen

ord had had a quarrel by the roadside —
indeed, the doctor had admitted as much,

Was 't not fcasible to suppose that theo
pair had come to hlows—that Brctt had used
a spanner in a sudden it of fury? The very
weapod itself was significant. 1 had seen
spanners of that description in the tool-boxes
of motor-cars many a time.

Having killed Ford, the doctor had heen
frightened, and had dragged the body into
the hedge—that is how the inspector read
the case, | was sure. He also believed that
Brett had removed the cash from his victim’'s
pockct.

Even the Bo’sun and I felt just a wee
doubt. The whole thing, from bezinning to
end, was so abeolutely obvious. mowent
later, however, 1 felt ashamed of myself for
baving had even a tiny doubt.

Nelson Lee rose to hms fect, and the doctor
regarded him anxieusly.

‘* Do—do you believe this yarn, Alvington?”
be asked huskily. ‘‘ Man alive, you caa't
think that I am guilty—"’

Nelson Lee shook his head.

“ There's my hand, doctor,”’ he said, thrust-
ing bhis fist forward. ‘' I frankly belicve your
story in evcgd detail.”

** Thanks, man—thanks!”’ muttered Dr.
Brett gratefully.

‘“ And 1 believe it, too, sir,”” 1 exclaimed
quickly.

** Souse my scuppers, so do 1! declared
the Bo'sun.

Dr. Brett looked from onc to another of us
with shining eyes. But before bhe could
speak the inspector intervened.

** Really, I cannot allow this,”’ he exclaimed
briskly.

“And why not?’ was Dr. Brett's angty
demand. * Am ] not permitted to hear my
friends’ opinions? 1 am willing to accompany
you to Bannington. inspector, but I will 10t
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suffer any indignity you choose to place on
me. Before long, when my innocence is posi-
tively established, you will feel sorry for
having adopted this cverbearing attitude."”

‘*“I advise you to keep silent,”’ snapped the
inspector sourly.

I felt like punching the rotter’'s nose. The
guv’'nor shook Brett's hand again, and smiled
cheerfully.

‘“ Thore is some mystery which must be
cleared up,”” he said. ‘““You may rest
assured, Brett, that I will do the utmost in
my pow2ar to bring the truth to light. Whilst
you are under detention, I will use cvery
cifort to establish your innocence."

“If you will take my advice, Mr. Alving-
ton,” said the inspecttr curtly, * you will go
FEack to your school and remain there. Can-
didly, 1 will allow no interference on your
part:. Now, Dr. Brett, I am ready, if you
are,”

And Inspector Jameson, fairly struttiag
with importance, departed with his prisoner.
We left the house with them, and saw them
go off in the inspector’s car.

¢ Tl}g——the rotter!” 1 exolaimed hotly.
“ By jingo, I'd like to tell him a few things,
sir! But the case is awfully black against
Dr. Brett, isn’t it?"

The guv’'nor nodded slowly.

*“ Very black indeed, Rennett!'’ he replied.
“ But we need not worry ourselves unduly.
Brett is a friend of mine, and I mean to
:’ierret.. out the complete truth before I have

on¢.”’

And ther~ was something in Nelson Lece’s
tone which gave mc complete confidence.

CHAPTER 1V.
(Nelson Lee continues the narrative.)

IN WHICH I BESSAY A BACK-ACHING TASK,
AND MEET WITH SOME BUCCESS,

IPPER. who is anxious to have the

1 facts set down concerning the mye-

terious death of Mr. Stephen Ford,

hhas requested mc to place upon paper
certain events—which I am here doing.

I was not in the least surprised at In-
spector Jameson's attitude. He certainly had
a very clear case, but I was quite convinced
that I should find a flaw in it somewhere.

I had known Dr. Brett for som¢ months,
and I have been told that I am a judge
of character. I believe I am. And I would
have staked my life that Dr. James Brett
was the last man in the world to commit any
violent crime—or, for that matter, any crime
at all.

The evidencs against him was all of a cir-
cumstantial character; and, although that
scemed to e conclusive, it would not take
much to upset it. One flaw would send the
whole structure crashing. [ made up my
mind to deteet that flaw. ‘To commence with,
I dismissgd Nipper and Burton. It was
impossible tfor me to have Nipper with me
during the morning—and, to tell the truth,
I was @lad to be rid of him

II

This does not mean to imply that Nipper it
useless. On the contrary, my young assistant
has proved his worth on scores of different
(occasions. Just at present. however, |
wanted to be quite alone; I wanted to pursue
this investization quietly, and wvithout inter-
ruption

aturally, Nipper did not gee the thing in
the eame light; he badly wanted to stay with
me. But his absence from the Form-room
would have caused unwelcome comment. He
and Burton, therefore, returned to breakfast
and lessons whilst I turned my steps in the
direction of the Bannington Road. -

I walked slowly, for I was thinking. Thia
disaster which had befallen Dr. Brett was
terribly serious. At the best, he would be
held by the police for some little time: at
the worst he:- would be¢ condemned for
murder. 1 did not allow the latter possibility
to enter into my calculations. ’

It was my desire to gain the doctor’s frce-
dom at the earliest possible moment. His
practice would suffer greatly if he was absent
for long. Brett was a splendid fellow, and
he and I were big friends—although he knew
me only as * Mr. Alvington.”’ If I succeecded
in freeing him from this trouble, I reflected,

I might take him into my confidence. I knew
well enough that my sceret would be safe
with him. ..

It must have heen a full hour before 1
arrived at the spot where the body had been
found. 1t had heen removed, and not a soul
was within sight with the exception of (on-
stable Beckett. Thiz worthy minion of the
law was leaning against a gateway, smoking
placidly, and against all rules. 1 assumed
that he had been placed on duty until the
police had finished their inquiry.

I had half expected to find a few gaping
country folk there, for it is a curious fact
that people of all classes are morhidly
attracted to any spot where a dreadful cnime
has been committed. The absence of thi3
usual crowd (even on a quiet road like this)
told me that the story of the crime had not
yet become public property.

““ You still 'anging about, sir?”" remarkcd
Beckett brilliantly.

“ It looks like it, constabie, doesn’t it? " [
said. pausing and lizhting a cigarctte. 1
am rather interested in this case, to tell you

!

the truth. Dr. Brett is a friecnd of mine.
You have been left in charge, I presume””

He nodded.e

““ That’s right. sir,” he agrced: * not but
what it's foolish. I can’'t see why [ should
spend my time 'ere. The body was took away
twenty minutes ago. It's a bad business, sir.
I never thoucht as how that doctor feller
could be guilty of such a thing-—a]though
some people do say as doctors 13 generally
reaponsible for a lot of deaths,” he added,
with an attempt at humour. .

* The inspector took the spanner away.
I asked.

“That's right, sir- that
dence,”’ said the oonstable. _
“inspector was real pleased with himsell tin

spanner’'s  ~vi-
“ My, but the

|

mornin'! [ ain't seen ‘'im 30 good-temperad
for years an’ yoars!”
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I smiled, and nodded towards the hedge.

** Have you had orders that robody is to
go near the spot?’’ I asked.

“ Yes, sir.”

It“ ll:!n! I was thinking of examining

' You, 8ir?"” said Becket{, staring. ** Beg-
gin' your pardon, sir, I don’t sec as how you
can find much—why, even I ain‘'t becen able
to sec anything-—an’ I'm a policeman!”’

The ecomparison was not exactly flattering
to myself. and 1 c¢ould scarcely restrain a
smile. Before I could speak, however, Beckett
resumed.

" Not as T mind you havin' a look reund,
sir,’”” he snid condescendingly. ‘1 dom’t see

‘ow it’'ll make much difterence, one way or
the t'other!”
1

** Possibly not—possibly not, Beckett,”
“I am merely an anxious friend, and

sald.

1 don’t supposc 1 shall be able to discover
anything of note. However, accidcuts are
always liable to occur; cven a simpleton such
as myseclf may hit upon a clue.”

The man looked at me rather suspiciously;
I helieve he had an idea that I was indulgiug
in a little geatle chall.

** Why, don't you belicve Dr. Brett did
it?"”" ho asked.

‘“‘ Between ourselves, Beckett, I don’t,” 1
said frankly. *'I amm quite surc that your
astute inspector has acted with undue haste.
I do not think it was necessary for him to

lace Dr. Brett under arrest so promntly. A
ittlec careful attention may throw quite
another complexion upon the case. Mr. Jame-
son apparently did not think it nccessary to
look further than his nose.”

“* Well, that's a fairish
Beckett, with a grin.

! smilingly agreed, for the inspcctor’s nose
was undoubtedly prominent. Having estab-
lished amicable relations with the constable,
I set abcut my work. DBelieving Brett to be
innocent, it stood to reason that somebody
2)Jso wus guilty. My task, therefore, was to
Hnd traces of the real murderer.

That he was a man of unusual strength
went without saying. Only a man with ex-
ceptional muscular power could have wielded
an upward blow with a short spanner result-
ing in a fractured skull so appaliingly serious

way, sir,"” said

as that which killed the unfortunate Mr.
Stephen Ford.  Indeed, I doubted if Brett
himeelf could have exerted the nccessary

strength, for the doctor was not a powerful
man.

1 closely examined the ground near the
hollow in the ditch where the body had been
lying. There were many interesting marks,
out it was diflicult to separate the trail of
vhe police from that of others.

At the foot of a clump of weceds I found
something which gave me grceat satisfaction.
It was thce stump of a blackened clay pipe—
just the bowl, with a couple of inches of
stem. There was tohacco in it, and its state
clcarly proved that the pipc had not been
lying in the ditch longer than a few hours.

I did not let Beckett see my trophy, but
stored it carefully away. Then [ satisfied
myself that a person of consiferable bulk
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had forced his way through the hedge a few
yoards turther on. The eonstable assured :ne
that none of the police had performed this
manceuvre. Dr. Brett hadn't, and it left the
undoubted certainty tbhat somcbody unkncwn
was responsible. '

Many ef tbc smaller twigs were smashed
off, and the exposed wood was still fresh. 1
became very keen, and pressed my investiga-
tions closely. 1 was rewarded at the end of
A fiftcen-minute survey of the ground near
the hedge. On a moist patch of ciayey soil
1 discovered a faint, but well-defined impres-
sion of a man’s boot. A short distanoc from
this there were other tracks of a similar
character. ‘

Foot by fcot I progressed. The moor
stretched out before me, hare and uneven,
rising in rocky hillocks here and there, and
often descending into little valleys. In my
recar Constable Beckett lounged upon the
gateway, eyeing me with flagging interest.
H< probably set me down as a crank.

I krew, however, that 1 was on the trail
of thc¢ murderer—of the man who had fled
from the road after doing Stephen Ford to
death. . ,

If there had beea any possible douht In
my wmind, this was dispelled by a di<covery
I made a few hundred yards from the road.

1t had taken me well over an hour to pro-
gress this distance, for it was only by cen-
stant attention and care that I had kept to
the trail. Without iny years of experience to
assist me I should have been utterly helpless

The discovery 1 made was significant.

A small root projected from the ground. It
was torm, and it woas not necessary for me
to guess what had bappened The man, who
had been runcing, had caught his foot in
the root in the darkness. He had crashed
over full length, for definite marks in the
ground proved this much. |

But what attracwea my
however, was a dull smear upon the hard
ground. It was slightly brown in colour, and
I knew, at the first glance, that it was
blood. Now, even if the man had grazed
his hand owing to the fall, he could not have
caused that smear upon the ground. [ felt
assured that 1 was gazing upon Stephen
Ford’s blood.

I detected the marks where the unknown
had commeneed running again, and for
several hundred yards, where the grass was
patchy, I- progressed without difficulty. Then
came a dry, hard track of ground, and I lost
the trail completely. Time after time I
fancied I had picked it up again. In this
way anothe: hour sped by, and 1 began to
grow impatient and irritable. It woas not
until 1 was on the point of giving up that 1
again met with success.

I had made a detour at random, and
abruptly arrived upon a shkallow, sandy
hollow. And here, staring me in the face,
were the boldest tracks I had ygt seen. The
man had evidently changed his direction—un-
consciausly, possibly—and it was this wmove
on his part which had upset me.

From this point. however, I progresscd

attention most,
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well. And at length I arrived upon the cdge
of the old moor quarrty. At this point there
was po precipitous drop—mercly a steep,

rassy slope. And, gnzing down, I saw that
2ho ground had been rudely disturbed.

“1'll warrant the fellow reccived a rare
fright here,”” 1 told myseif. ‘‘ He must have
run over the cdge in the darknesa, and it
was lucky for him that the slopc is not ex-
credingly steep at this point. Otherwise he
wonld have gone to certajn death.”

1 was about to scramble down the slope
when 1 heard a far-away hail. Turnin
round with a frown, I ohbserved Nipper an
two otler boye coming towards me at a run.
My frown decepened for A moment, but then
1 chuckled. ipper had brought Tregellis-
West and Watson with him—and, as they
wore acquainted with our secret, their pre-
scnhce would not hamper moe. With Burton,
howcver, ] had been obliged to act a part.
0Of course. } cculd have trusted the Bo'sun.
ton; but it was simply out of the question to
udmit everybody loto my confdence. The
eccret would have been no socret at all.

The boys arrived breathless.

“We mnanaged to gct away, guv'nor,”
rnnhvd Nipper triumphantly. ** By Jingo,
t's ripping to be able to talk freely—not a
enul can hear on the moor here. You can
be Nelmon Lez, and 1 can be Nipper. These
Rrinning asscas don’'t count!*

The * grinning as«cs,”* as Nipper had insult-
ingly called his chums, did not look quite
#) cheerful when they observed my grin
C\pPression.

"Who told you to come here, Nipper?™” |}
aaked sevuerely.

Nijper. tho young rascal, was not to be
frivhicned.

“Oh, como off It, guv'nor!” he grinned.
* Those tricks won't work with me, you
huow. You ain't old Alvy pow, thank mood-
ncas—end thas frown doesn't suit your
hinndsome features in the least, sir!”

** Begad!” murmured 8ir Montic,
shocked.

"1 repeat, Nipper, who told you te come
here?" 1 sald sternly.

“h, rata! | told myeell,”” sald Nipper.
“Man Inr Icssins are over, guv'nor, and |
thought that I might be useful. Tommy and
Montie arce almplf bursting to do something
in the detective line. Have you found any-
thing?"' he rattled on, without giving me
time to speak. 1 thought you'd be somu-
whore hepe, sir, pottering about.™

“ Allow. me to inform you, yowmg ‘un,
that it ls not my habit to potter about.' 1
sald. smlling In spite of mysell. - Well, 1
supposd I must accept this impertinence on
your part as a necessary evil. The discipline
of 8t Frank's nkparcutly srves to make you
more cheeky when you are free to speak
opnly. Has the news reached St.
ety

"* Not a sound, sir,” replied Nipper.

“1I'm glad of that- we may be able to
secure Brett's release almost as soon ns the
news of his arrcat gots abroad.’” | exclaimed
crisply. * | have not been Idle this morn-
ing. boys.” '@

rather

Frank's

|
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* What bhave you found out, sir?" askcd
Nirpcr cagerly.
told him, and he and his chums wcre very
eager. Tregollis-West and Watson gazed
down into the old quarry expectantly, but
there was nothing to be seen with the excep-
tion of rough masses of earth and rocks.

‘“What's the pext move, air?’’ asked
Nipper.

“Well, 1 sm going to continue my
search—"'

“ Qreat pip!’ gasped Tommy Watson sud:
denly. * k -look there!'’

1 turned quickly, and for a second 1 caught
a glimpse of a man’s figure behind a tower
ing formation of rnck. Even as I watched,
however, the man disappeared.

CHAPTER V.
(Nelson Lee continues.)
AN EXCITING CHASE AND THR CAPTURE OF
SIMMONS—THE INSPEOTOR IS NOT EXAUTLY
PLEASED WITH THER TURN OF RVENTS.
IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST took a
deep breath.
“ Begad! Did—did you see, sir?”
he gasped.

*“1 did, Mentie. 1 did!” 1 replied grimly.
“The man doubtiess heard our voices, and
ﬁcept-d round to sc¢ who we were. [ hardly
oped that we shonld ind him so handy.”

** Perhaps he’s only a farm-labourer——"'

** A farm-labourer would have no reason for
concealment, Nipper,” [ interjected. * This
man dodged back the Instant he caught sight
of me. PBut come—we must not waste a
second! Bo careful, boys!”

While | was specaking 1 commenced scram-
bling down the uneven slope. Nipper and hit
chums followed me without hesitation, and
we slithered and slid down the steep quarry-
sido until we reached the ccmparatively level
ground at the bottom.

Then, racing along, we turned the pile of
rocks, and camec within =ight of the main
portion of the quarry—a bare, drab place
at the best of timea. At the far side of the
great space, and guite a long way from us, a
big figure was running rapidly.

**By James,”” ] muttered, ‘' he'll cscape
us f we're not careful!”

1 ran with every onnce of speed possible
The boys attempted to keep pace with me,
but were unsbhic to do s0. 1 forged ahead
rapidly, and knew that I was falning upon
the fugitiv:. The very fact that he had fled

roved that he had excellent reazon to avoi:!
he socity of other wen.

Whilst 1 was atill tearing across the nneven
vround, the man was commencing the asceut
of tho oppasite slope. This one was more
difilertit than the one we had descended, and
he did not make rapid progress.

With a glance back ho saw that T wns
cluose apon him, and that the boys werc nee
SO very far behind me. And, aith desperad.:

cnergy, he forced his way highar and higher,
attempting to rcach the leveir ground beyonid,



A MYSTERY OF THE NIGHT

Once he succeeded in doing so, he would stand
qunite an excellent chanc: of el1ding me—and
ke knew it. For th: dark bulk of Bellton
Wood was only just beyond the quarry.
ZJitrlhin its depths the fellow could hide effec-
ively.

Therefore I redoubled my own efforts, and
reached the steep slope while he was more
than balf-way to the top. I realised that the
man had all the advantage. There were loose
boulders everywhere, and one or two of these,
:g(rlled down, would be ugly customers to

ge.

I was not wrong In my surmise, for I sud-
denly 3aw the man reach over to a heavy
boulder which lay near by. 1 sct my teeth
grimly, and even felt alarmecd when I remem-
bered that the boys were climbing up in my
rear. Even if the boulder missed me, it
might——

But then something happened which was
quite nnexpected.

_The brute’s evil intention never mate-
valised. His foot slipped as he exerted his
strength in lifting the boulder. It was not
80 very heavy, to judge by the look of it,
but the man had great difficulty in even dis-
lodging it. I judged that it had been firmly
wedged.

He gave a Jelp as he slipped. But, although
he vainly endeavoured to rccover his balance,
be did not succeed. The next second he
toppled completely over, and eame slithering
down full upon me.

His bulk would have sent me flying if I had
remaincd in my present position. 1 don't
think I have ever moved quite so quickly
before in my life. It would have heen futile
to make any attempt to stop the man's head-
long plunge—I should merely have made
matters worse.

I shouted to the boys to stand clear. The
stranger rolled past, yelling with fright. His
spced was considcrable. But, fortunately,
there were no jagged rocks on the slope. And
at last the man’s rush was brought to a
stop. His leg caught ‘n a deep crevice, and
he fell in a heap and rolled over and over
until hc lay still. i

‘“* Upon my soul!’ I exclaimed, taking a
decp breath.

The incident had not occupied twenty
scconds from start to finish, but it had been
rather thrilling. The only one who suffered
was the fugitive; and he, I feared, was in a
very bad way.

Nipper and his chums had been climbing
the slope some little distance to the left., and
they had been in no peril at all. Now they
went serambling helter-skelter down to the
fallen stranger.

But I ricached him first, and found him
groaning painfully. His eyes were open—
small, beady eycs, with a hunted expression
in them.

Hia face was coarse, and a tangled beard
covercd the lower part of his features. ]

“1t wasn't ne, guov'nor—s'help me, it
wasn't me!”’ he muttered hoarsely.

L was rather astonished to find him con-
scicud,. aud even more astonished whem he

|

| touch 'im!"”’

!
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sat up. He gave a sharp, agonised cry as he
moved his right leg.

‘** It’s broke, sir—broke clean'’’ he moaned.

1 bent down and examined the limb—ABnding
that the only injury was a decidedly severe
ankle sprain. The fellow was quite upbarmed
otherwise, except for numerous scratches and
grazes.

‘“It's a wonder he’s alive,
Nipper breathlessly.

*“ Begad, I thought he was done for—I
did, really!”” murmured Tregcllis-West. ** He
looks like a murderer "

“I didn’t do it, hoss—I didn’t tovch the
bloke!"” panted the mjured man. * I'm Ben
Simmons—an’ 1 ain’t never ‘urt a fly!”

I regarded him grimly.

‘“ Nevertheless, you apparently know my
object in chasing you.”” I exclaimed. * If you
will take my adviece, Simmons, you will make
a clean breast of it at once. There is no
chance of your——"

*“*1 didn’t kill 'im, sir! I tell yer 1 didn't

anted the man desperately. ‘1
found 'im lying there, in the ‘edge—dead’'”’

Just for a moment a doubt crept into my
mind ; but then I cast it aside. There could
be no mistake here—and, very shortly after-
wards, my convietion became more cert.in.
His denial did not ricg true. He was simply
crying with terror, and could scarcely speak
fluently.

**1 am pot a police officer, but 1 should
advise you to tell me the truth,” I said

sir!” said

sternly. ‘* Now, my man, speak up!”
**1've been 'iding in that quarry all the
bloomin’ night!”’ he muttered hoarsely. I

knowed you'd be after me. But I didn't de
no more thap take the bloke’s money—I

swears that on me oath!”
‘“ What have you dome with it?" I asked.

He fumbhled in his poeket,. and produe~d a
purse. Within one compartmént of this I found
£21 in currency notes, and five shillings—the
exact sum that Stephen Ford had received
from Dr. Brett. In another pocket there was
a quantity ol loose change, this being, with-
out a doubt, Ford’s own eash._

‘“ Why, it’'s as clear as a bell?’ exclaimed
Nipper. °‘ The rotter must have knocked Mr.
Ford down in the darkness, and robbed him
afterwards. Perhaps he didn’t know that
he’d killed him at the time—'

*“1 never touched ’'im!"” muttered Simmons
obstinately.

‘““It is really unpecessary for you to cay
that,” I exclaimed. *‘ At all events, my
man, you admit the theft—you admit that
you were concerned in the tragedy. We bave
every reason to hand youm over to the police.
But, for your own sake—"

‘“1 found the body lyin® there—I did,
straight!”’ said Simmons, with hosky despera-
tion. °* It was dark, an’ I was trampin’ along
the road when 1 "appened to sce somethin’ in
the 'edge. 1 pausged just there to light a {ag-
end, an’ I seec somethin’ white shinin’ in the
'edge.”’

** Well?2'" 1 asked grimly.

‘“] went to see what it was, gov'nor, an’
found a gent lyin' on ‘is face,” sad the:
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tramp. *“ That's the truth, sir! I thought ‘e
was d=2ad drunk, an' it ain't any use denyin’
that I took 'is brass. It was a good opper-
tunity, but T ain't afraid of servin®’ a bit o'
time tor pinchin’. It won't he the first time,
not by long chalks. But I didn't 'urt the man
—’'e was dead already.”

“Rot!"”" said Nipper warmly.

“'E was dead when I found 'im,’” insisted
Simmons. 1 'appened to put my ’'and up
to 'is 'ead, an’ 1 felt somethin’—sticky. An’
then it came ‘ome to me what was the
matter. The bloke was dead, an’ my ‘and
was all covered with ‘is blood. 1 just gave
a scrcam, guv'nor, an’ broke through the
‘edge. I've never run so fast afore. An’
fallin’ down this 'cre quarry properly put the
lid on it. 1 was &scared so much that I
couldn’'t move a hinch!”

1 pocketed the purse, and Nipper and I then
gearched the rascal for further spoils. We
found a gold watch and chain, a cigarctte-
case, and several other small valuables. The
man had no excuse.

He had robbed Stephen Ford, and his story
of the encounter was altogether too thin to
he believed. 1 could easily picture the
whole occurrence.

Ford, having been left on the road by Dr.
Brett, had commenced the trudge into Ban-
nington. Simmons had seen him—had, per-
haps, followed him. The tramp already had
the spanner in  his possession—in all proba-
bility he had picked it up during his
ramblcs—and he uscd it now as a weapon of
olfence.

] guve Simmons the benefit of the doubt
with regard to the actual dcath-blow. 1
don't think he intended murdcr. In the dark-
ness. however, he must have misjudged his
distance, and his strength; and the spanner
had crashed upon Ford’'s skull with such force
that the man was Kkilled instantly.

Simmons was frightened at this—he had not
bargainced for such a situation. And, having
robbed his victim, he had dragged him into
the diteh, leaving the spanner there in his
sudden state of terror.

I judged that he had fled so precipitately
across the moor because some vehicle was
approaching along the road—the mail-van
probably, which generally ran through Bellton
towards midnight.

The fall into the quarry had unnerved Sim-
mons completely. And the knowledge of
what he had done had kept him skulking
among the rocks, mortally afraid to venture
abroad. He wasn't a murderer at heart—I
believed that—but he was undoubtedly respon-
sible for Stephen Ford's death.

Simmons was a huge man, with arms like
those of a navvy. He coiulld have almast Killed
a man with his bare fist. And it is always
possible for an exceptionally strong man to
miscalculate his own muscular pbwer.

Needless to say, 1 was highly clated. My
investigation had borne fruit immediately.
Dr. Brett, indeed, was safe now, for the police
could not possibly maintain their charge
arainst him in the light of the new evidence.

Not ono murderer in a hundred confesses
guilt when first discovered: it was only natu-

—
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ral that Simmons should tell a false story.
He had_ probably spent the whole night in
concocting a plausible tale. It wasn't,
plausible, however—it was obviously a string
of lies.

I turned to Nipper.

““Run to the road as fast as you can, my
boy,” I said. ‘ Bring the constable back
with you—you will ind him on point duty at
the spot where the murder took place. 1
intend to give this man in charge at once."

The prisoner suddenly scowled with fury.

*“You—you interferin’ 'ound!”" he snarled
venomously. -

I took mo notice of him, but nodded to
Nipper. The latter went off as quickly as his
leas would carry him. Sir Montic and Tommy
Watson remained with me. They were both
looking excited. .

‘““ Begad! And is Dr. Brett cleared now,
sir?”’ asked Tregellis-West.

‘““1 do not see how the police can hold him
any longer, my boy,” [ replied. ** With
luck, we ought to effect the doctor's releazo
this afternoon.”

“ Is—is there some other bloke collered for
killin’ the¢ man? ' asked Simmons sullenly.

‘“ Yes,”” said Watson.

“'E did it—it wasn't me, guv'nor!”
dccelared the tramp. ¢ The other blake did
it! You bloomin’ brute, you! If my ankle
wasn't twisted so's I couldn’'t usc it, I'd pub
it acrost yer—-- But that wouldn't be no
zood,” he added. ‘I ain’'t got the strength
in me arm_ to even 'urt yer.”

I merely smiled at this. For Simmons ton
declare that hc had practically no strength
in his arins was rather humorous. He was
almost a giant, with huge, heavy limbs,
which told of exceptional strength.

It wasn't long before Nipper returnced. And
he brought, not only the constable, but
Inspector Jamcson himself. The worthy
police official was looking decidedly testv and
short tempercd.

“I found the inspector just arriving in hia
car, sir,”’ explained Nippcr, as he approached
in advance. ‘' Rather Jucky, wasn't it?"’

“ Unidloubtedly, Bennett,”” I replied—being
now compelled to use Nipper’'s school name.
‘““T had heen wondering how we should con-
vey our prisoner to Bannington.”

Jameson gazed at the tramp sourly, and
then eyed me.

‘““ Who's this fellow?"” he asked abruptly.

‘“ His name is Simmons,”” I replied, * and
I have cvery reason to believe that he is
%ongccted with the murder of Mri. Stephen

ord.”’

The inspector. snapped his fingers.

‘““ Stuff and nonsense, sir!'"’ he exc¢laimed
irritably, while Nipper and his chums stooq
looking on with smiling faces. * Sheer stut?
and nonsense! 1 advised you, Mr. Alvington,
t» refrain from interfering in matters which
arc¢c outside your province. T am sorry to
speak in this way, but you compal me to do
so. You fondly imagine, 1 presume,. that
this tramp is connected with the crime?””

I shook my head.

‘“‘1 do not imaginc 80,"" I replied; “1 am
sure of 1t.”

|
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Inspector Jameson laughed.

- “ Your efforts to sssist Dr. Brctt are un-
doubtedly praiseworthy, Mr. Alvington,” he
said mockingly.  ** But, I assure you, the
doctor will receive no bencfit from affairs of
this nature. You are a schoolmaster, and it
is not to be supposed that you can see things
In. the same light that I do myscH. The

presence of this tramp in the vicinity is of

no 'gigniﬂcance whatcver—1 intend to let him

go.
“That’s right, guv’mor!”’ said Simmons
eagerly. ‘“Tell the old fool off! 'E don't
know what ’e’s a-doin’ of. Schoolmaster, is
‘e? Interferin’ in what dom’t concern ‘im—
it’s sickenin’!”

“ You—you can't,let the chap go free!”
burst out Nionper hotly.

*“ Silence, boy!"" snapped the inspector.

“Rot!” roared Nipper. ‘* You old duffer

- What !’ gasped Jameson, going red with
fury. *° How—how dare you?"

'** Bennett, you must' not use insulting
terms,”” I cxclaimed severely. ‘* At the same
time, I do not blamc you, for the inspector
has acted in a2 manner which stamps him as
a man of little imagination—"’

‘‘ Indeed, sir?”" fumed the
glaring at me. |
“You force me to spcak candidly, Mr.
Jameson,”” I went on deliberately. *““You
bave accused me of being an interfering
busybody; you have stated that you will
allow this man to go free. I regret to
observe that you possess that instinct which
characterises so many police officials. Having

inspector,

made an arrest, you intend to prove your

case against Dr. Brett—regardless of the fact
that other evidence proves him to be in-
nocent. If sou had your way, you would
ignore the information I have to give, since
it will bring ahcut the collapse of your own
case. Fortunately, Inspector Jameson, you
will not be allowed to have your own way.
And you must permit me to point out that
you are a gervant of the public, and that it
is your plain duty to use all your eflorts to
further the ends of justice.”

Inspector Jameson was simply boiling with
wrath.

"*‘Upon my soul!”” he stuttered. ‘ Upon
my :oul: If you arc not careful, sir, I shall
place you under arrest for——"

“ Tut—tut!” I interrupted sharply. ‘' You
are talking nonsense, now, inspector. Your
dignity, I am afraid, bas received a fall. I
desire t» be on amijable terms with youw, and
regret that it has been necessary f-'r me to
speak so plainly. Although I am a school-
master, I am not quite the fool you set me
down for. 1 should not request you to
arrest this man without positive evidence
that he is connected with the Ford murder.
As to whether he actually committed the
crime, I leave that for you to determine. It
is your duty, and not mine.”

‘“ And why, pray, do you assume that this
man }s connected with the imme?_”, asked
the inspector sourly. ‘‘I shall not intgrfere
with him unless you can give me some very
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convircing proof of his connection with the
affair.”

I nodded.

““To begin with, Mr. Jameaon, [ must in-
form you that I doubted the doctor's gnnt
at the very start,” was my reply. * After
you had taken my friend to Bannington, [
walked to the scene of the crtive. Very
careful examination made it elear that ome-
body had bruken through the hedge near the
spot. I succceded in picking up the tracks
of this man, and followed them to the cdge
of the quarry.”

“ Well?”’ asked #he inspector douhtiully.

“Whilst T was talking to these bovg,
Siinmons revealed himself,”” I  continued.
“We immediately gave chase, and should
probably have lost him but for the fact that
he slipped and badly sprained his ankle.”’

Jameson sneered openly.”

**And that is all the evidence yom have to
offer?”” he snapped. ** My dear sir, my
paticnee is completcly at an end—-""

“I am sorry for that,” I interjected
evenly, ‘““since I must ask you to indnl:e:
me a few moments longer. ** It is a ract, i3
it not, that the sum or £21 5s. in cash is miss-
ing from the decad man's pocket? It is also
a fact that the dead man’'s watch and chain
were not to be iound. De you suppose that
Dr. Brett took——"

*““If you wish to know the absolute truth,
Mr. Alvington,” cut in the inspector, ** I was
on my way to Dr. Brett’s house when this
impudcent boy stopped my car. It is my in-
tention tn search Brett's premises thoroughly
—and I have little doubt that I shall find
the missing money and valuables.”

‘ Begad'” murmured Sir Montic. ** That
would be surprisin’—whats"’

*“Oh, let bim run on!” growled Nipper dis-
gustedly.

I produced a purse from my pocket.

‘“ Possibly this will interest you, inspector?”’
I said quietly. * There is a monogram, as
you will observe, stamped upon the leather—
‘S. F." Am 1 foolish in assuming that those
initials stand for Stephien Ford? In one com-
partment you Will tind the e¢xact sum of
£21 58."

Inspector Jameson started back.

‘“ You—you mean—"'

‘“ Exactly” T nodded. *‘ This purse was in

Simmons’s fossession."
The inspector <grabbed it hastily, ard
examined it with quivering fingers. When he

kad concluded, ) produced the watch and
cigarette case.

* These, too. were found in the fellow's
pockets,”” I continucd. ‘° Both the cigarctteo
case and the watch bear the engraved
initials ‘S. F.” Do you think I am so very
iusane in supposing that Simmons stolc the
articles from Stephen PFord? I you will
take the trouble to look, inspector, you witl
find a distinct bloodstain upon the man’s
sleeve—a stain which could not have buen
caysed by a mere graze or cut. You must
remember, algo, that I tracked him irom
the actual scene of the crime.”
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Iaspector Yameson acted in a manner which
Surpriscd me.

‘“Mr. Alvington, 1 owe you an apology,”
he sald quietly. 1 thorom}hly descrved
"nnr-—your dressing-down, shall we call it?

ou have convinc
a grave error, and 1 trust that you will for-
give me."”’

I thrust out my hand at once.

‘““My dear inspector, we necd say no more
about it,”’ I exclaimed heartily. 1 only
hope that you will do your utmost to secure

Dr. Brett's relcare at the carlicst possiblc
moment. "’ -

S EEE—

THAPTER VI.
(Nelson Lee continuer)

3 RFECEIVE A SHOCK, BUT AM ONLY SPURRED
ON TO GREATER RFFORTS,

II'PER and his two chums, the young
N rascals, took a mcan advantage over

me. They kept very quiet, and when

Inspector Jaineson’s car started for
Bannington, they took their seats behind
without uttering a word. Indecd, it was not
until we were nearly In the town that 1
realised thelr presence.

It wasn't a half-holiday, of course. and
alternoon lersons were duc to commence
mircady. Nipper was quite certain that |
should not send him hack to St. Frank's once
he had arrived in Bannington with me.

And when 1 turned in my seat and regarded
him with a severe cye, he merely grinned with
trinmph. Watson und Tregellis-West, how-
ever, were looking rather guilty. They were
not so barc-faced as my incorrigible young
assistant.

* What is the mcaning of this, Bennctt?”
1 asked sternly.

" We thought we'd come along, sir,” he
replied, with an alr of Innocence which
almost made me smile. ‘' Nothing wrong in
that, Is there, sirt We've missed our dinners
o-and just consider the saving of food in
these hard times.”

“1 can well imagine how much food will
be saved, you rascal,” I replied. * You will
fully eompensate for your loss of dinner at
tea time, I am well assured. 1 leave it to
the tuspector to determine whether you shall
remain with us or not.”

Just for a moment Nipper looked anxious.

* Oh, they can come!” said the inspector.
1 oughtn't to allow It, but wc'll let it
'.“.la
I The boys chuchled amongst themselves, and
I turned to Jameson with some romark con-
cerning the prisoncr. This grimy individual
was sitting bealde me in the front scat,
sullen and morosc. We had no fear that he
would make ony dash for frcedom, for his
ankle was really bad.

Bannington was quiel when we passcd
throngh !!t. and pulled up in frout of the
polic: atation. The inspector and 1 assisted
the prisoner into the bulldibip® Hereo
rcluted m) story to Byperintendent Dixon,

me that therc has becn
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who bad come to the town during the mora-
ing, In response to the inspector’'s appcal. A

murder case was not commonplace (o
Bannington.
The superintendent was a genial little man,

and he thanked mc heartily for the efforts I

bad taken.

‘ Undoubtedly Dr. Brett Is innocent,” lhe
exclaimed. “In the light of this frcsh
cvidence we cannot very well detain him
muth longer. I have no doubt that we should
have tracked Simmons to earth oursclves, Mr
Alvington, but this prompt capture is solcly
due to your shrewdness and foresight.”

Simmons maintained his innocence sullenly,
although he frecly confessed to the robbery.
Under the circumstances, he could scarcely
do anything clse—since the stolen propcerty
had been found upon him.

Whilst Nipper and his chums remained in
the waiting-room, I was permitted to have
a short chat with Brett. I found him in a
private room—not in a cell, of course —looking
cxtrcmcl{ downhearted.

** 80 they've allowed you to sce me?” he
exclaimed, brightening somewhat. ‘“ Good
heavens, Alvington, I scarcely know what [
am doing. Thc polico arc mad—mad!' [
didn't touch Ford—-"

“My dear fecllow, I have been busy,” I
interposed smilingly. ** With luck, you will
be free beforc the day is out.”

Dr. Brcett's cye gleamed, and he started
forward.

‘* What has happened?’’ he asked cagerly.

I told him, and he listcned with growing
cxcitement.

‘* Simmons killed him, of course!'’ he ‘ex-
claimed. ‘' Alvington, ynu‘’re a brick—you're
a real friend! How did you manage to get
on the track so easily? One might think
you werc a detective!”

** You flatter me,”’ I smiled drily.

I mentallg resolved to takc Brett into my
confidencc before long—when a suitable op-

rtunity occurred. We remained talking
or quitc a while, and then a constable came.
and told me that my presence was rcquircd
in the supcrintendent’s office.

1 went at once, hoping that Brett was to
be allowed to return to Bellton with me.
As 1 soon found, however, 1 was required for
quite another purpose.

Buperlgtendent Dixon was looking very

rave. There was another man with him, and

wondcred what was amias.

“1 am afraid that it will be impossible to
rclease Dr. Brett just {et. Mr. Alvington,”
saild the superintoendent. ‘' This gentleman
here is Dr. Browne, the surgcon attached to
this police station. He has examined the new
prisoner, S8immons, and has beon forced to
arrive at a very deflnite conclusion. Your
hope that Simmoas is the culprit, and not
Dr. Brett, is doomed to disappointment.”’

*“Indeed?’’ 1 sald quietly.

Dr. Rrowne nodded.

**The man simply couldn’t have done (t,"
he declared. ** He does not posscss sufficient

wer in his arms to doliver any violent

low. T doubt it be could cven wicld the
spanner —*'
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** But, man alive, Simmons has arms like a
dnek labourer's!” I pretested.

** A few months age the man was as strong
a8 a horse,” agreed the police doctor.
‘** Whilst } was attending his ankle, however,
he requested me—urgently—to examipe his
arms. 1 did so at once.”

** And discovered?”’l hinted.

“That the limbs are apinllingly weakened, '
said the surgcon. ‘' Only recently, he [n-
formed me, he was in a serious motor acci-
dent.- Both arms were brohen above the
etbow. The man's story is obviously true, for
1 bave seen the pronf of it—and he has also
glvcn me the name of the hospital to which

e was taken after the accident. Ris arms
are weakened for life. Strength will return
to them, but pever will it he fully restored.
At present his arms are as weak as a ehild’s.”

‘“ Dear me!”’ I exclaimed evenly. ** This is
rather surprising.’”

It is most unfortunate,”’ said the super-
Intendent.  ** Matters are complicated, Mr.
Alvington. Tt would have been a physical
impossibility for Simmons to have delivered
the death blow. He confesses to the robbery,
however, and will he therefore charged. It
remains, naturally, that Dr. Brett shall be
detained omr suspicion of being the actual
murderer. Yow must: admit, my dear sir,
that the faets are black against him. He
killed Ford and left bim in the hedge.
8immons came along—exactly as he himaself
describes—and thought the body to be that
.of a drunken man. In the absence of any
other pnasible culprit, it is imperative that
we should hold Dr. Brett in custody.”

““1 quite appreciate your point,” I agreed
slowly. |

Although I diasplayed no emotion, I was
considcrably taken aback. My theory was
wrong! I had made a grave blueder, and
Inspector Jameson would naturally be
triumphant. At the same time, Simmons
was certainly connccted with the aflair, and
1 had not been completely at fault. Upon
due eonsideration I rcalised that Jameson
would have nothing particular to * crow ™
‘bﬁm' hopes ding Dr. Brett’s rel

y regarding Dr. Brett’s relcase,
however, were completely knocked on the
head. 1 had {fully belicved that Simmons
had killed Stephen Ford. And 1 was just
a3 firmly convinced that Brett was innocent.

It was necessary for me to start all over
again. Brett waa innocent—and Simmans
eould not have eommnitted the crime. Who,
then, was the culprit? It was a tough pro-
blem to tackle. .

I do not profess to be perfect. My failures
have not been numerous; but occasionally a
case wil crumple up at the most un-
expected moment; a choice seleetiop of
theories will collapse like a house of cards
upon the discovery of one tiny flaw.

I f{elt genuinely sorry for Brett, and
roundly abused myself for having spoken to
him so prematarcly. 1 scarcely cared for
the task of telling bim this fresh develop-
ment. ] :

I was thinking deeply, trying to puzale
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things ouf. I could nnt see any starting
point for a fresh mvestigation. While think-
mg 1} idly picked up a Rewapaper, and
ecanned the fromt page without reading a
lme. My object in daing this was to assume
an aw of indifferenee in the presence of the
poliee officials. ,

And then a very curious thing occurred.
A probable solutien to the mystery came
into my mind. [t was an idea whieh seemed
almost wild, and [ dismisced it impatiently.
At the same second my eye rested upon a
line of type on the front page of the news-

aprer. I could searcely repress a start, for

e item of information I saw actually cor-
roborated the thcory I had dismissed a seeond
earlier.

I read the paragraph carefully now, and
then hid the¢ newspaper aside.

“Jt ¥ can psoducc absolute proof of Dr.
Brett’s irnocemce within the space of two
bours,” I ssked briskly, ** will you reclease
bim tkis everiing?”

The suaperintendent stared.

“} do not quite see how you can produce
soch proof, Mr. Alvington,” he said.

‘“ There is a possibility that I may he able
to—"

‘“ 1 must ask you to explain what you mean
enaetly.’”

1 would prefer nmot to,”” I replied. . “‘1I
have formed a theory, Superintendent
Diven, and I wish to test it beforc making
any atatement. There i3 a2 car outside, I
Lelieve—may I bhorrow it?”

* Really, you astonish me, sir,”” protested
Dixon.

“ May I borrow the car—for an Mour?” |
persisted.

The other hesitated.

“1 wish you would be frank with me. Mr.
Alvington,”” he said with a touch of irrit-
abifity. °* However, I see no reasen why I
should not oblige you——"

* Thank you,”” I cut in crisply.

And while the superintendent was still
staring at me I hastened out of the room
and enierged into the street. A minute later
1 was in the driving seat of the motor-car
speeding towards the scene of the crime.

’ CHAPTER VII.
( i narrative conclisded by Nipper.)
THE GUV'NOR GRTS BUSY, AND WE DASH ARBOUT

ALL @YER TRB SHOW, BUT THE MYSTERY OF

THR RIGRTY I8 SOLYERD,

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST aighed.

* Dear feilows, this ia frightfully

borin.”” be declared, yawning. * Ol

Alvy’s a shockin’ time, ain’t he? Do

you thing we sball take Dr. Brett back with
ns, Benny?”’ ‘ )

*We mighs,”” 1 replied without mach
enthusiasm. " But l've got am idea there's
something gonc wrong, my sona. Didn't you
netice the way Oid Alvy went into that room
with the superintendent and the police
dcetor? They were as solemn as owls, |
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don't know what's wrong, but there's a feel-
ing in my bones that we'se made a bloomer.”

“ About that tmmp?" asked Tommy Wat-
snn, staring. * Rot!”

“I'm not so jolly sure he did it,”” T went
on. *“ That yarn of his, about finding the
hody in the hedge, struck me as being too
tall; but I've been thinking about it since.
It's not s tall when you come to consider
all the facts.”

‘* Begacd, I'm in a shockin' muddle—I am
really ! sald Tregellis-West. “ An’ I ain't
surc that we did right in comin’. Benny. Old

Crowell will be down on us like a ton of
conals -—"*'
*“You ass!” I Interrupted. ‘' Alvy will

make things right for us. I'd like to know
what's going on, though.*

I looked over at the door of the superin-
tendent’'s room somewhat anxiously, We
were in the walting-room. This was a kind
of lobby, really, with scveral doors leading
out of it. The walls were distempered, the
seats were hard, and an icy draught cut
through it. By the wildest stretch of
iT:mlnnt-lon it couldn‘'t be called comfort-
anie.

“ We shall have to wait until—'

1 paused abruptly, for a door had opened,
and Ncelson Lee appeared. He walked
towards the exit so briskly that he had
passcd out hefore we could get to our feet.
He hadn't even looked at us; I don’t believe
he knew we were there.

*“ Going, sir?’”" 1 called out, starting up.

The guv'nor didn't reply, and Sir Montic
nnd Tommy and 1 dashed out and descended
the steps. Nelrson Lee was winding up the
maotor-car engine, and she commenced buze-
in’z ns we reached the pavement.,
till:ho guv'nor was in the driving-seat in a

K.

*Obh, begad, he's goin'!"* sald Sir Montie
hlankly.

*“Neems to have forgotten all about wus,”
was Watson's comment.

1 grinned.

“We're of no importance,’” 1 chiuckled.
“The guv'nor's thought of something, my
solug; he's always like this when he's keen—
forpgets ceverything. Come on!"

* Pear fellow-—- ="

““We shall be left behind, you ass!'"

As the guv'nor slipped the cluteh in and
the car started gliding away I wrenched
open the door of the tomneau and hopped in.
Tommy and Sir Montie followed my cxample,
and wo siank back into the soft cushions.

*“ My onlﬁ hat!"' gasped Tommy.

a bit of check, ain't it?'

* My dear kid, he doesn't kpow we're
heree,” 1 grinned.

“*But he will know, you ass!'’

“Oh, he won't mind,” [ said comfortably.
*“You don't know the guv'nor the same as
1 do. He's hot on the track of something,
but I wouldn't dream of asking him any
questions. 1 should only get snapped up for
m{‘ pains, anyhow.'

‘¢ hadn't the slightest {don ®f what was
in the wind; but 1 wasn't surprised when

** This is

|
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we pulled up at the spot where Stephen Ford
had been found. The constable was not on
.duty now, and the place was deserted.

‘ Hallo! I didn't know you boys were

there!’ snapped Lee¢, as he got out of the
car.

“We jumped
guv'nor—-="'

** All right,”” he interjected.
and don’t interrupt me'”

“Can’t I telp, sir!?"”

* No, young 'un, you can't!”

And Nelson Lee turned abruptly and walkel
towards the hedge. I looked at Tommy
Watson and Sir Montie, and winked.

‘“I¢t’'s no good arguing with him when he's

in a8 you were starting,

‘“ Keep quiet,

in this state,’”” I safd confidentially. *' It's
better to let him go his own way.”

‘“He’ll hear you, Benny!” mutterced
Watson.

“1 don’t mind if he does,’”” I grinned.

But, although the guv’'nor probably heard
us, he was too intent upon what he was
doing to take any notice. This afternoon
was quite an exceptional one, and now that
we had gone so far, I didn’'t see any reason
why we shouldn't accompany the guv’'nor
until he had finished.

We had started out from St. Frank's after
morning lessons with the intention of get-
ting back to dianer. The Bos'un would have
come with us, only Farman and Owen had
collared him just before we started. And
perhaps it was just as well that he hadn't
come, for things wouldn't have been so free
and ensy. Of course, we had intended get-
ting back after about an hour; but after-
noon lessons were over by this time.

I watched the guv’'nor with interest. He
was examining the branches of the hedge
with minute care. Now and again he would
nod with satisfaction. I was afraid to go
up close to him for fear of interrupting, and
gc hated anybody prying about when he was

usy.

For about ten minutes he continued these
cxaminations, and then he backed into the
middle of the road and gazed up into the
branches of a big tree. The tree itself was
a few yards away, but the branche: over-
hung the spot where the body had lain in
the ditch.

*“ It is possible—quite possible,"” said Nelson
Leoa absently.

** What's possible, guv'nor?”
help asking.

**Eh? Oh!” Lee looked at me and
frowned. * Nothing, Nipper—nothing!"’

And, having made that illuminating re-
mark, he stepped briskly over to the trec-
trunk and commenced climbing it like a
monkey. He shinned up it with astonishing
agility.

“Ureat pip!” gasped Tommy Watson.
** He's gone dotty!”

“'Don’t you believe it, my buck,” I
grinned. ** The guv'nor does queer things
sometimes, but he's always got 2 good reazon
for doing ‘em.”’ -

Sir Montic gazed up through his pince-nez.

“1'qd wonderin' what will happen if come

I couldn't
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of those branches snap, you know,” he said
thoughtfully. *‘ He scems to be in frightful
peril, old boys}”’ '-

“ Rats! He's gone up there with some
object, you bet,” T :zid firmly.

** Well, Benny boy, I don't{ suppose he

climbed the tree just for the fun of it,” re- |
He

marked Sir Montie languidly.
doesn’t look safe at ally?
Tregellis-West wasn't far wrong. Nelson
Lee had edged his way out along a branch
until he stood exactly over the fatal spot.
I saw that he was again examining the twigs.
And I became thoughtful myself. What was
hia game? Somewhere in the hack of my
:ningil seemed to get a faint inkling of the
ruth.

“My hat! I've got it,” said Tcmmy Wat-
son suddenly. *‘ That tramp ch:ap must have
been hiding in the tree! And when Ford
came along he jumped down on top of him!
That’s the truth, I'll bet a penny!”

* Ain’t you brilliant?’ I said sarcastically.
‘“ People walk in ditches, don't they? And
what about the tramp? Of courese, he’d he
able to fall through that tree on to Ford’s
shoulders, and walk away whole, wouldn’t
he? Tommy, my dear old :cout, you ain’t
much good at deduction!"’

Watson looked a bit sheepish, hut made no
remark, except to the effect that we should
sce what we should see. Not daring to deny
this, I gave my attention to thé guv’'nor
again.

He was climbing to the ground now, and
when he faced us there was a curious smile

‘** Begad!

of satisfaction hovering over his face. .
“ Found anything, guv'nor?" I asked
eagerly.

‘“ Quite a lot, Nipper.” .

‘““Was it Simmons who killed Mr. Ford?”

‘“ No, my lad, it wasn't!”

‘* Begad! Who did, sir?’’ asked 8ir Montie
mildly.

‘“ Ah, you mustn't ask questions,” was
Nelson Lee’s exasperating reply. ** Before
long, I hope, we shall have established the
truth definitely. Until then, I don’'t wish to
pass any opinion. I have already made one
blunder over this affair, and I am not
anxious to commit myself a second time.”

;' A blunder, sir?”’ I asked. * How?”

“] assumed that Simmons was guilty ol
the murder, Nipper.”

* Well, sir?”

‘* HRe wasn't—that’s all.” ]

And the guv'nor. to my disgust, turned
away briskly and walked to the ear. I
Knew it would have been a hopeless task to
question him now. I might just as wel
have talked to the engine of the motor-car.

“* Where are we oft to, sir?” I agked, feel-
ing safe in putting that question.

'* Bannington.” .

“To the police station, guv'nor?”

‘* As a preliminary—yes!”

And that’s all I could get out of him.
As a preliminary! That meant that we were
yoing somewhere else: &Iterwargls. I. simply
Lave it up,-but determined to stick to Nelson
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Lee like glue. Sir Montie and Tommy, natur-
ally, would stick with me.

It was still full daylivht, for events had
been brisk. We romped into Banniogton at
“nl[ specd, and pulled up smartly before the
police statiom.

‘““ Ne, boys, don’'t follow me in,” said the
guv'eor. “J¥ sha’n't be mose than two
minutes.’’

He was five, to be exact. so I judged that
be had had some little difference with the
police officials. His left coat-pocket hung
heavily as though something of consider:bie
weight was within it. My inkling of the truth
was beginning to look somewhat gk, for I
couldn’t follow the trend of Nelion Lee's
movements at all. He, however, was looking
serenely contented.

Of course, he’d hit upon the solutiom: I
knew that look of old. And I suspected
that we werec now on our way te collar the
real murderer.

We drove out of Bamnington again, hut
in the opposite direction, and soon arrived
at the big military camp which was sitmated
on the outskirts of the town. Tbhe car came
to a halt cpposite a " but”’ where the
colonel’s quarters were sitcated. The zentry
at the door informed the guv'nor that the
eolonel was within.

Nel:op Lee marched straight throuzh the
doerway, leaving us on the step. I zet my
teeth, and turned to Sir Montie and Tommy.

“* Now we're diddled!” I said desperately.
‘“Just when he’s got to the point we c:n't
be with him. It’s rotten!”

‘“ What's he comc here
asked Tommy.

‘* How the dickens do I know. ass?”

I was snappy, and both Watson and Tre-
gellis-West chunckled. I was seriously think-
ing of trying to slip past the sentry when
Nelson Lee emerged, preceded by a tall,
straight military offieer with grey hair. He
was the colorel commanding the camp.

- ‘I think it’s Lieutenant Bransby you want
to see, my dear sir,”” he was saying. * We
shall find him over—— Ah, I think I can
see him pow.” '

A private was passing. and the enlonel gave
him eordera te bring Lieutenant Bransby to
us at omce.

It was quite a successful cruise.” re-
marked the colonel. *“1I am exceedingly
sorry to le. that—— By the way, are
these boj¥s ;i.h you?'’ he added, eyeing us
with stern disapproval.

‘“ Yes, T brought them,’ smiled Nelson Lee.

“It was Bennett who di:covered the body
in the hedge—as 1 told you.”
- *“ Ah, yes, of course,” said the coloael. *“A
shocking aflair, Mr. Alvington. I am more
grieved than I can say. And am inpocent
' man is now under arrest? Gad! But faor
your smartness he might even have been
convicted!”

** We are not quite certain yet that my
theory is correet,”” the guv'nor said gently.
*“ Under all the circumstanmces, I do not
think there ¢an be¢ much doubt upon the
master, . however,”'

for, anyhow?"
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“No doubt whatever, sir.”’ eaaid the colonel.

At this moment a smart yonng officer came
steiding np. He anluted hriskly, and stond
lonking from the colonel to Nelsom Lere in-
Quiringly.

“You sent for me, air?”’

“Yes, Lieutenant Rramnshy,”” nodded the
eolonel. *° Thia gentleman Isa Mr. Alvington,
from Ht. Franmcis Collcge. It appears that
Lthere was a myterions death apon the lonely
Bannington Road last night, and the police
have arreated a friend nf Mr. Alvington's on
the grare charge of murder--at least, they
hold him ander suspicion. Prom what | can
understand, it was a maost tragic aflale.”

“ But what the deuce can 1 do, sie?”’ asked
the licutenant In surprise.

“1 merely wish you to anawer a few ques-
tione,”" said Nelmm lee gently. 1 wunder-
otand, Licutenant Rranshy., that jon were
in command of the airship which was crulsing
over DBannington and distriet dorning the
hours of last night?'

“ That's right.”’

“Did you approach Bellton?"

“We pasard right over the village.”

““At what time?"’

“1 suppose it was close upon midnight. *

““ And you ateered your enurse from Hellton
to Rannington?’” went on the guv'nnr, while
I tank a deep breath.

“Hang it wil, | can‘t tell you exactly,™
sald the licutenant, who was becoming some
what irritabic under this examipation. ** My
dear »ir, the nght was dark, and we were
not looking at the ground all the time,
although t:e vessel was only a few hundred
feet up

“1 quite understand that,”’ sald the schonl.
mastcer-deteclive. " Now, there s Ohe very
important question 1 wish to ask. Whilst om
this trip, did you, or one of the men und.r
your command, deop anything from the car®”

Liculenant Hronshy cave a littie start.

" Wh) -ye,” he sald slowly.

*“Can yonu tch me what it was you
dmpl;mﬂ‘

“ It was the mechanic who made the slip.”

replied Nranshyy. ** He was reaching over,
and lils funt hwrrm'd to alide nn some
grease. | didn’t know lnythinf about |t
ustil aflterwards, when he casually told me
that he had dropped a spannce!”

* Kuactly,” sald Nelson Lec smoothly. A
apanhuer "

*“ Then- then It wasn't murder, after all?””
burst out Tiamy Wataon excitedly.

“* Murder? satd the licutenant. ** Who's
talking about murder® Why, you don't
mean to say - HNe paused., and louked

round him with an cxpression of deep con-
corn. ' It wasa't possible that the spanner
killed anybody, was 1t?"° he added

“1l negret to tell youn that a penticman
was killod on the (nstant,” replied Nelson
Lee quietly. It was a mast extraordinary
mishap but casily understandable 1 must
request you to accompany me to the pulice
station, lecutenant. VYour evidence will be
sufficient to secure Dr. Brett's releoase.”’

“1'll come with pleasury,''ypaid Bransby.
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“It's a terrible thing—a ghastly nceident.
Over all that wide apace it was amazingly
crurl that the spanner should fall upon a
buman being.”

“ By the way, I have the too! here,” sa'd
Nelsem Lee.

He vduced I}, and Lieutenant Bran:by
nodded.

“That's the fellow,”” he sald. without hesl-
tation. ' It is a special type. manufactured
only by the makees of a certain engine.
Perhaps 1 had better go and rout out that
infernally careleas mechanle—-"*

" No; your evidence will be sufficient just
new,” put in the guv'nor. °** At the inquest,
no dnu.!:t. it will be neceisary for him to
appe.r.

he mystery was solved, and Dr. Brett's
release was only a matter of minutes. But,
even now, there were reveral points which
nizled me cxceedingly. How hod the hody
cen conveyed into the hedge? How was it
that the terrible wound was at the huse of
the akull, and not on thc crown, as one
wonld saupposc?

My own idea was completely off-side. 1|
had asswmcd that somebody had been con-
cealed in the tree, und had hurled the
agunnn down upnn Furd as hec passed. But
the stumbling-block with that [ttle theory
had been that 1 couliin’t see how the weapnn
had struck the back of the de 'd man's head.

It waa this point which seemed to pre-
clude all possibility of something droppe.d
from the air. 1t Stephen Ford had been
found upon the road with the top of his skull
smashed, and the spanmer lying heside him,
the solution would have heen fairly obvious,

But cven Nelron Lee hidn't dreamed of
such a1 thing until all else had failed. Ford
had been fonnd in the diteh, under the
hedge.  And  that's where I'd stuck; I
couldn’t arrive at the truth.

At the police-atation the lieutenant told
his story conciely and without any waste of
words. Roth Superintendent Dixon and In.
spector Jamesun listened kcenly, and did
their utmost tn make us believe that they
had guessed the truth from the start. Dixon
even  hinted that he had Iwen ahout to
release Dr. Brett in any case. But, as 1
confided to Montie and Tommy, this was all
swank.

“In the light of these facts it is plainly
ohvioua that the affair was a disastrous
mishap,” said the supcrintendent. * Dr.
Rrett will he released at once, of course.
We shall detain Simmons, however, since he
has confessed to the crime of theft. There

is one int, however, which rather puzzihes
:ne stiltl. 1 moust confess that | am #t »
w.i'

b‘;' You are referring to the position of the
,?.O

" Kuactly, Mr. Alvington—exactly'”

“1 am afraid it can never be definitely
roved how the hody came to be there,' said
he guv'nor. * But we ean, at least, form
a very near conjecture. 8o (ar as I can see,
there ia only one cexplanation which will
accurately At in with the facts.”



A MYSTERY OF THE NIGHTYT

** And what is that, «r?"

The supcrintendent didn’d like asking the
question at all. It was below his dignity, as
a high police oficial, to seek the opinion of
a mere <choolmaster. 8ut ** Mr. Alvington
had proved himselfl so astnte in this partien-
lar affair that both Dixan and the imspector
werc heginning to respect him highly.

“We will try and place ourselves in Mr.
Ford's position,”” said the guv’'nor. °* The
night was dark, and he was trudging along
the road to Bannington. He was a stranger
in this district, and was probahbly unaware
of the fact that a military dirigible is housed
close by. He heard the hum of its engines
as it approached. What would he assume?’”

" That it was a Zeppelin, probably,” sug-
geited the inspector.

* Precisely. That is how I look at it ™
novided Nelson Lee. ** Ford was possihly of
& nervoua disposition, and his first instinct
was to seck cover. He thercfore plunged
into the hedgze near a dig tree. In perform-
ing this manceuvre he was compelled to bend
hearly double, and it was at thia moment
that the spanner fell. It crashed through
the tree, and the force of its fall was some-
what broken. Unfortunately, however, it
struck the pnor man even while he was
crouching down, and, as you will readily
understand, the blow was at the base of the
skuil. He simply died as he fell, with the
spanner clos¢ beside him. He was found in
evactly that position. A terribly ecruel trick
of Fate, but purely accidental.”

The police officials eould only agree with
Nelson Lee. His explapation of the aflair
was accurate, without a doubt.

Within twenty minntes we were trawelling
bomewards, aceompanied by Dr. Brett. He
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had alvready thanked Nelson Lee profu-ely,
and was eager to hear the whole story.

*“ How did ymu hit upon the solution?” he
asked interestedly.

“ Well, T must admis that [ was sorely
uzaled,” smiled Lee. * I take the eredit,
owever, of having thoaght of the true
explanation before I received a hint. [ dis
misser! it, belicving it to be ton improbable.
And then I caught sight of a paragraph in
the ‘' Bannington Gazctte,” telling of the air-
ship's flight. So thcre had been aircrart
over the moor durinz the might' 1 at once
hurried to the scene of the tragedy, und
examined the bushes and the branches ol
the tree.”

**8o that's why you went there, -ir?" [
put in.

** Exactly, my Bay,” said the gunv'ner.
*“Upon many twigs anud branches I found
evident signs that something heavy Lad
crashed through them to tbe ground. My
suspicions were confirmed, and, a3 you know,
I at once paid a visit to the military camp.”’

Dr. Brett's ordeal was over. It hadn't
lasted long, but he suflered from the shack
of it for several days.

Of course there was a rare hubbub in the
Ancient House when we turned up soon after
darkness—practically famished, by the way.
The Remove fellows thought it a piece o}
terrific cheek that Montie and Tommy and
I had been enjoying ourselves while they
slogged away at lessons.

As ] privately eonfided to my chums, how:
ever, we were privileged persons.

And thus the mystery of that fatal nicht
was cleared up. Dr. Brett was a free man;
but he knew well that his position would
have been appalling but for the unmatched
detective ability of—** Mr. Alvington.”
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IN THE GRIP OF THE HUNS

to his hl':?‘. while he strohed tlhe pour
hruined head.
“And . he muermured. ‘a  singhe

Engimbman ean hold up a whale regiment
n{ the viper Huns' But I'm afraid the luck's
tor gond to last, Genrg:. my boy.

Fow. he thought. what charece had even
suwh hravery as this azaimst the Mundreds
f armed enermies who glled the yard?

Nondy !

Yet the Fates werr not disposed tn forsake
the haplesas prisoners in their direst nevd as
tde wrqoel proved.

The srene waa one pevep to he forgntten.
Long  afterwards, the remembrance of it
affnrded the greatest satisfaction to the
prishaers o war, who, during the firgt fow
months of the terrihle struggle. were Juormed
tr auffer such indignity and martyrilom at
the hands «f thelr enemics as han scldom
heen metedd nut to prisoners nf wWar since
thrietianity redremed the world.

Uyery Rritisher there, heediesa nof the rink
he ran of heing otenek down by heavy hutt:
rod, or stabhed with pointed havonet. hupst
hito a frenzied cheer S e of then nt-
trmpted to: rudch to the aseistance of the
tirnvs. A man namwd \hhott. inh il alung
s harly German aside ac it he wepr 8 N

Thr guard was well trained in Poush ueage,
e Srver. and well dacijlined. Ringing eorn

wande  aere uttrred by the oM re. amil
naiftly oheyed. Hiow followed hloa. The
hatl mutinnua prissners were driven hack.

a'nl covered by loade) riflea.

11 the prienpern attempt tn move frrwand.
ahuot them doen'' ecame in atern. oflllefal
tones, and the man Ahlatt knew that the
Zrin viesged snidiers In Beld grey, would
ey

" Stand fast. buys’'  be said. grinding h.e
leeth and dmhm' his ﬂm. w hile the bl
*utyrd Lo his head o an agony of Pejrresaion.
" WNe eam 40 ro gond.

lhe way wae harredd now.

';'.L Wak master of the sitnatinn.

T Uerman rommandant writhed at the
tnd of that rife-barrel.

He hncw In & moment that he Bad to deal
with a4 “wd and coliretrd Hritisher. a muan
who bmew how to Ore a rifle, and whoee amn

wae gufe.
He 2ls0 realised that a maddened prisoner
for the wnjust and

\nd yet Qeorge

whae hack was dripping
crwel inBictem of the Jash, wnuld not lean
towards merey

V¢ snme of LA under officers leapt to his
osistance, oae of theme brandishing o rv-
suiver, the commandant threw up hie bands.

" Stand hock, or b will il me ' he yelled.
and he face was livid with shame und im-

pulent ruyge.

“ Keep .up your hands'' eried Coorgr. s
deep velce rtimging clear. * Order yOr
offierrs (o stand away '’

It saeq dnnne

" And mow swear on your hohour, as g
rrman officer, that you will mfliet no fugther
vomishmwent oa we, and vwill gpare my
henther. Promtire, of even naw 1M Rpe*”

e commandant bt he lip e wore on

U
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his breast the [ron Crozs of the Second Claas,
with many other decorations and ridbons.

In hin Honnish way bis code of honour
was high. To have terms dietated Lo him in
tbe presence of the soldiers and ofMcers who
were wnder his command., was intalerable,
He felt that he would sooner draw his r.e
volver and bhlow his hrains out. anid  with
trembling lipa, he replied liemly enonsh -

“1 will give npo promise. | will not he
dictated to by a prisonce of war  Put down
that rifle, and surrender joursel! te ne.
You will have to rcly upon my merev

“Not much!"” cried Gray, as his ecves
mamvd abhout the vard, %0 muke sure that
nobenly was atealing up hehind him to sake
him at a disadvantage. 1 trust ne Geemwn
after mmy expertence of the race. Kutz is
only a fair exatople. [ demand your nath,
commandant, and it muat ne ane ynu wail
not hevak either, on your hope of salvation
hereafter !

The commandant's hrowa eame together in
A heething feown.  He dropped Nia arms ‘o
his aide, and dhrugoed his shonldere,

Very well” he waid calmly Q%!
Rut 2« 1 fal), vou will alsa o ta voor death?
\nd vour hrother and your fricad wilt suiter
death ton!”

twarge turned pale. He ded pot care o
rap about himarlf, hut hie brother's hife avaq
dear to him. What shiould he do? Wt
could be Jo? To kil the coremambant and
ened it all, to make enre that there was one
hated German the less in the world, was o
great temptation to m.

Just then, while the commandant awvaite §
the sane, and ieorze was tEYine ‘o m...r 4L
his mind, there was a4 commaotion at a4 dis-
tant part of the vard.

Mome commanda were uttercd o Geran,
and to the surprise of cyeryone, wldivrs o4
well as prisnners, an imposing-iocking Gerwman
oMeer of high rank came striding acrice the
yurd, followed by the membrrs of hig atafl.

2ome swethmnae of the assembicd solhdiery
hrought their arms to the salute Tlre
othere were busy covering the prisadiers,

The new comer frowned.

“ What is th meaning of all this’" he 4 -
manided, as M took his stand beside
commandant of the prizon. .

W hile he awaiter] his reply his ey s straye !}
to George Gray., Mul a cymieal sn ~ curved
his cruel waith ug he noticed tie blcud
drope on t hr d And broken akin.

The presence of the whippiow-post and the
disoed-red lazh upon the wround sufficientiy
expluned the conditum of the unfortunate
prisaner.

But the fact that he was free and arme),
and that he held the whole force at buy,
needed further elucidation.

Nwiftly the oflcer stepped hetwren Gooree
and the chagrined commandant. He showed
no trace of fear, ignored the poassille rek
he ran. Poiotiyg at the rifle George held he
crwd sternly :

(Continned owerlesl.)
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“Put that weapon down! Put it down!
Ach! TI'Il have you riddled. if you refuse!”’

Ile snapped out a fieree order, and a dozen
men stepped out of the ranks and covered
(icorge.

“We'll soon see,” he snarled, ““who s
master here! We are not to he outfaced by
a beggearly British prisoner! Put that rifle
down!” '

To his astenishment George found himself
obeying.  He dropped the rifle with a crash.

“Very well,” he said, with a shrug of his
shoulders.  ““Jf you have any authority
here, T'I place nyself in your hands. 1 have
been treated with great injustice. And all
ask is that you wili spare my brother.”

He swune on his heels and stepped to where

Wilson, sunk upon one¢ knee, was supporting
Jack, and trying to bring the poor bhoy
round.

“Poor old fellow!” he muttered brokenly.
“He saved me, but they may have Kkilled
him, Wilson!"”’

But no, Jack was not dead:; far from it.

I'or at that moment his cyelids ﬂickéred, then
opencd, and as he saw his bhrother’'s face
bending near, a faint smile curved his lips.

‘““George! dGeorge, old man!” he muttered.
“Ilave they set you free?”

Mceanwhile, the high: oflicial, whose timely
arrival had quelled the disturbance, had been
putting a few direct questions to the com-
mandant of the. prison. In a moment he
understood the situation. The prisoner who
had. been flogged - had been sentenceed for
assaulting a guard. His brother had inter-
fered, and got him free.

And the daring British had had the
:mda(elty to hold up the whole yard.

A smile of "grim amuscment showed itself

for a moment on the stranger’'s face.

‘““ Ah!” he remarked. ‘“ 1 have arrived in
the nick of timce it scems. . Commandant, you
have bheen removed from.your.post as gover-
nor of the prison of Oberhemmel. &ou are
to procecd to the' Western front. 1 have
come to relieve you.o I am now commandant

here.”
Then while the astonished and dismayed
prison oflicial started back, he said, pointing

to George Gray and the others:

““ Seize those men!" he cried.
back to their cells! Clear
quick about it!” - : ‘

Jack was scized and- dragged to his - feet.
Wilson was roughly pmmcod upon, and as
roughly led away. Gceorge Gray, having
'plcked up his clothes, was marched, by
cuard, towards the prls(m

The - old commandant frowning. angered
bevond thought, looked impotently on.

The new commandant was complete master
of the situation.

“Take them
the yard. DBe
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Then Kutz came to him.

‘“ He—the prisoner who was being punished
—assaulted me!”’ he stammered, his face
white, his lips trembling. *‘1I insist that the
punishment be completed! I—

A freezing look made him recoil.

““ Know your place, you swinehound!’
hissed the new governor of the prison *‘ I’]]
investigate this case to-morrow!™

THE NEW GOVERNOR.

EORGE passed again into the prison
Jike a man in a dream. His body
ached with a numbing agony. He
had escaped most of the terrible tor
turc of the flogging, but gained little satis-
faction from the thought, for to-morrow he
guessed he would- have to suffer again.
t Why hadi’t he fired when he had that man
at his mercy? . Why, at any rate, hadn't lc
killed the villain Kutz?

.On through the never-ending corridors, and
up the stone stairs he went, cruel hangs
biting into the muscular flésh of his arms.

He . _heard savage voices abusing him. If
he . heﬂtated he was flung rmmhlv onward.
And so they took:him to the door of his
cells which was swung wide.

Then the under ofﬁcer in charge of the men
gave an order, and he was struck and kicked,
hit with the butt-ends of, rifles, until, with
tightened lips and blazing eyes he turned on
lns “ill-users.

The - indomitable spmt there was in him
would not .brook- that.” He hit out blmtllv
only to be attacked with the utmost ferocity.

. He saw them kicking .blindly at -his :botly,
felt the thud of their boots agamst hls-un-
protected ribs, and then*one 'of " them” sttuck
him on the head, and he fell backwards, and
the light went out.

He did not know how long unconsciousncss
held him, but wheén : he: umke he -. shwere(l
for the contact of his:naked body with“the
cold stones-had:frozenshim.

He lay stlll stnrlnfunto the. darkness which
enveloped | hlm and then levered himself up
on his hands.

What had he done to dvserve this of any
race of men?

Was there no God that pity
were denied him? _

+As the thought ﬁaqhed_ across his aching
bram a- shaft- ofwlmht snddenly filled the
cell.4 Was it ;dllﬂ-dllSﬁVU

He stumbled up and looked
with. unseeing; eyes.

Then a voice spoke

(To be continued.)

and mercy

about him

- -— -
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