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(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUCHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER L °
NORTH OF FIFTY-FIVE.

¢ ANDS up and be durned shck
H about 1!’
Angus  Macdonald turned
sharply and looked at the
door of his squat, comforlable log slore.
Framed in il was the figure of a man—
a big. burly brute cf a fellow, with an
ugly. aggressive face, revealing its
owner's conrisencess in every line., He
was attired in rough, travel-stained
rarb., and he held a big rvevolver ip his
grasp. He jerked thiz sharply as Mac-
donald looked round,

“(iuess I'm  waitin'!"" he snapped
harshly. :

The grizeded old fur-trader &tood
auile <till, making no attempt lo pul

his Lands aloft.  Very deliberately he
Iaid down his mipe and pouch upon the
vough counter. and then he thought-
fully stroked his iron-grey beard.

“ (Guess vou're kinder—deaf?”’  said
the stranger, enterin the shack.
“You'd besl et it ﬁxcs in vour head
right now (hat I ain't bluffun’. Get
me? Up wilh your hands cr I'll fill you
with dayhght '™

Macdonald didn’t move a hair. With
the aamo deliberate molions he picked
up his pipe and pouch, commenced
filling the former. and turned his lLack
upon this bullying stranger who
threalened himn. As a piece of

ure
coolness it would have Dbeen hﬂl'(.]i’ to
beat.

| we've

Three other men had followed iho
burlv rascal into the shack, and they,
too. held revolvers ready.

“ Say. Jake, this game ain't fazin'
huu any ! mullered one of the others.
“Guess vou'd best quit it!”’

Jake Crasher snarled an oath under
his breath,

“(Good fer vou. old 'un'' he ox.
claimed keartily, *“ I sure figgered I'd
scare vou some. 1ut vou've got nerve—
an’ a hull heap of it. by thunder! Say,
Mr. Angus Macdonald, I take off my
hat to you!”

The fur-trader turmred and nodded.

“What's vour busines:?” he asked
bluntlv.- "I don't reckon to havo
strangers threntening me under my own
roof. Your faces are new o me--I
gucss vou haven't been in IForl Derwent
twelve hours:” .

Jake Crasher stowed hisa revoiver
away. and leaned against the counter.
“That’s right enough, I figger,” heo
said. " We're sure  strangors. An’
we've come right here from Monlana—.
arrived by the steamboat this morning,
Gee! That sleninbont can sure raco o
tortoise if it pui on u bit of energy '™

““We'ra lucky to have the steamboal,
anvway,  said Macdonald, ** It keeps
us in touch with the oulside. Dut you
have the gdvantage of mmo. Who are
vou, and what do you want :ia my

store?”’
“Waal, Mr. Macdonald, T guess
come on imporlant business.”’



=
asid Jake Crasher. ‘ I'm figgerin’ ypu
know what that same business is. Say,

Daqane, I guess you'd best smug that
door to.’

Doh -Doane. one of the others, obeyed,
and the four strangers ranged them-
selves in front of Angus Macdonald,
and regarded him rather curiously.
The fur-trader was. indeed, a man to
command attention. Big, broad, wilh
a lined. wrinkled face. and keen eyes
which looked out from below bushy grey
brows. His attire was of a nondescript
variety. but this mattered little. The
man was all that mattered, and it was
auite obhvious that a keen, active brain
worked behind that wrinkled forehead.

His visitors were of a very different
_ Lype—ruffianly looking fellows, wwho
were undoubtedly out of their element

-an this peaceful little settlement on the
-hanksz of the Drake River.

- Only - half a .mile distant lay Fort
Derwent, ghstening wetly in the sun-
shine after a great deal of rain. Just

-zt this. point the Drake River and the

. Silver River ioined forces, and the spot
- was ono of the most entran(.mg that
-.could be imagined. It lay just below
- the mountains in the Athaba.aca region
of North-west Canada. The valley was
_.perfect—except for Fort Derwent,.

. This queer-looking litle lown was,
lo tell the truth. a blot upon the land-
scape, mainly consisting of a collection
of rough shacks and tents. At the
moment it was only the nucleus of a
great and thriving city—if one was to
believe the lively stor:es of the real

estate speculators ‘¢ outside.”
- Within a  very short time, these
.smooth-tongued gentry dedwred the

railway would be brought up to Fort
*Derwent. and as soon as ever it arrived
the place would begin to hum and
would "begin to grow at wmushroom
speed. It was a matter of small 1mport-
ance Lhat the railhead was on. the other
sido of Lhe mountains at present. Any
.number of men with much faith in
.mankind had. made the trip of two-
Sifty miles up the Silver Valley from the
existing . railway. It was their idea to
‘be on the spot well ahead, so that they
would be 1n ‘““ on the ground floor,”” to
use one of the terins of the real estalo
operators.

: But even these optimsiic individuals

.such hke.

‘companions North.

‘quite o Wwonderful crop of weeds.’
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a rush.  With the -raw-looking new
pine shacks. roofed with tarred felt and
and the sodden tents. the
little township did not present a very
ingpiriing view. ‘There was only one
building which pretended to be of any
importance. This was the palatial new
IFort Derwent 1lotel. At least, it was
called palatial bvy the owner. Other
peoplse had different adjectwes to use
in describing 1it.

The Fort Derwenl Hotel, as a matier
of fact. was a wretched lookmg shanty,
and onlv laomed above its fellow shacks
because of its larger size. These little

wooden buildings . and the tents
slretched out in a double . row,
straggling away in no particular
direction, Some attempt had been made

to plan out the city which was coming
along. Stumps had ‘been pushed inlo
the ground, separating the roadway
from the side-walks. Everything was
wet and muddy.’

Just near the river bank la the little
sternwheel steamboat Kl "had
brought Jako Crasher and hls three
She was a queer-
looking craft, and her architectire. was
of a8 nondescript character. Sho
seemed. Indeed. as though one good
solid push would smash her up, with
her ramshackle stern paddle-wheel and
lean-to pilot house. Her smoke-stack
could scarcely be likened to that of an
occan-going liner, for 1t consisted of
nothing 1more romantic than several
lenglhs of kitchen stove-pipe held to-
gether by a large number of wires,
These wires were not all even, and con-
sequently the smoke-stack wns full of
kinks wheve the lengths of pipe were
ioined. But the little steamboat had
plied up and down the river for yecars
during the summer months; and she
performed all that was expected of her.

Further up the river, and just out of
sicht of Fort Derwent, lay Angus Mac-
donald's - store. This was far more
picturesque than any of the buildings
in the settlement, {or it had slood there
for years, and was mellow-looking with
age. Moreover, 1t fitted n with the
surroundings admirably.

It was a low log shack with a roof
which, surprismgly enough, sprouted
It was
a sod roof. extremnely. iveighty, but moet

were prepared to admit that Fort|serviceable. The whole building seemed
Derwent was as dull as’ ditchwater just| to cling close to the ground, ﬂ.s though
- now. and-there were not many signs of ' seeking protection. - There were two or
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three windows. all of them crooked, and
"two doors. both built, apparently, for
the accomodation of dwarfs. The larger
door led straight into Lhc store 1I,selt'
"while the smallor door was that of
Angus DMacdonald’s living quarters.

There was something \elt; peaceful
and comfortable-looking out this
weather-stained log shack, with a great
" Dbelt of gigantic pine trees in the back-
- ground, and nearly all around, for ihe
shack stood within the clearmg, with
trees on three sides and the river facin
it. There was a stony kind of beac
leading down (o the water. And near
the shack, two vegetable patches were
in evidence. with potatoes and onions
well to the fore.

It was afternoon and somewhnt
humid after the rain. Angus Maec-
"donald had not been expecting any
visitors. He knew that the steamboat
had pushed her squat nose into the
river bank that morning and that some
strangers had arrived. But he had had
no idea that some of these newcomersa
“had planned to call upon him. And he
had certainly never dreamed that they
- would enter his store in such a remark-
able manner.

Jake Crasher Jit a cheroot And took
a soat upon the rough counter. He was
'ﬁvidentlv delermined to make himself at
" home.

““1 guess it's up to me to get busy
with the introductions.”” he said. ‘' My
‘name 18 Crasher—Jake Crasher. 'The

- others are Bob Deane, Pat Hara and
Josh Sins, Mebbe you've been

liggerin’ that we ain’t remdents o' this
locality.”’

“ VWell, Tl nd:mt 1 guessed some-
- thing of the sort,”” replied Macdonald.
" ‘““ We don't have your breed up here
- wenerally. And perhnrs you’d care to
explain the mecaning of your aggressive
entry.’
“ Aw. I'll allow that wus jest a bit
' foolin',”” said Jake Crasher smoothy

i Say. we were kinder testin’ you,
pard. Gee' I'll allow you've got
some nerve. Waal. it ain’t my way to

hang around blowin' hot air un
nothin’. I'll get down to facts.’
““I was wondering how long "you
~would be.” said the fur-trader dryly.
“I've leL on that we come from
Montana.” went on Jake. ‘It won't
Surprise you a henp. I reckon, when
. vou learn that we’re from Roaring Z
Rnnch owned by Mr. Big Jim IFarman

sayin’

3

—one of the whitest men who ever took
in air!”’ .

Maccdonald looked hi:
keenly.

“You've come from Mr. IFarman?”
he nsked.

' Sure !’

‘" Have you anv leller from him1”’

at visitors

ns

IRoarmg Z: Ranch, an'

' Suy, we don’t figger t’ carry
durned ‘letlers of introduction,”” sairl
Jake Crasher. ‘ Jumpin’ co_vows!
Guess we'd lnok a fine sot o boobs

goin’ around wi' u bunch o’ dog -gone
letters. DBig Jim is my boss, an’ I'm
guessin he’s your boss, too. Is that
richt?”

T'he fur-lrader removed his pipe from .
between his teeth.

““ There’s no secret about the fact
that this outfit belongs to Mr. James
IFarman.” he said. ‘“ I've been here for
a pood few vears, and I've served Mr.
Farman well. [ guess ho is getting—
careleas!”’

Jake Crasher scowled

**I don’t reckon on no rough talk,’’
he eaid harshly. *‘ Them msults don’t
affect me none. ‘I'm the manager of
I've come out

here on a special mission. You'll
‘probably guess what that is.”

““ Guessinz doesn’t help much,’” said
Mucdonald shortly. * What is your

business?”’

- Jake Crasher Jeaned forward.

* Mebbe il’s connccted with—gold!”
he seid. 1n a [ow voice.

The fur-trader started slighll

“ Gold!” he repeated qulck|§ * . Has

iqtnrllml and alarmed.

Mr. Farman told vou— :

‘“* Aw. ther's no hoss-sense in beafin’
about the .bush.’’ interrupted Jake im-
patiently. “ Say, vou sent a letter to
Mr. Farman lettin’ on about a blamed
strike—lhe biggest stnke that ever hit
the country. Waal, we've come up here
to—get basy on th’ job.”

Angus Macdonald made no reply.
e ‘stood quite still, appnlenlly as
immobile as ever. Ilis face ‘betrayed
no sien of the emotion which was going
on within him. But inwardly, he felt
He had never
imagined that his employer would send
such men as these up North.

1t was quile true that Macdonald
had dispatched a letter by special
messenger to Roaring Z Ranc in
Monitana. In that letter he had wen

inews of an amazing gold. strlko—whldl

was unknown to any white man save



"himeelf. And Maucdonald had fully
believed that Mr. Farman himself would
come, . _ | .
- It was disquicting to find this
" bullying brute of a man in possession
of the truth. But Macdonald gave no
sign “ of his thoughts.
"~ “Tho letler was dclivered safely,
then?’ he asked shortly.
- ““Guess you'll reco’nise 1t?’ .said

Jake. producing a soiled and crumpled
envelope out of his pocket. *‘ This 1s
the dope, 1 figger?”’

He handed over the lelter to the
trader. who took it at once and glanced
at it. It was his own letter.}{)crsonnlly
' nddressed 1o Mr. IFarman. ¢ handed
i1t back to Jake. and nodded.

‘“* Yes. this i3 the letter I wrote,”’ he
said. ‘I guess I'm sorry—I was ex-
pecting lhe chief up in person. I'd
like you to explain.”

*‘ Sure. that's an easy job!”’ replied
Jake Crasher. ‘Y’ gee, the boss hes
got & hull crowd o' vmitors on the
“ranch, an’—waal, ho jest can’t loave.
It couldn’t be done, pard. An’ seein’
as I'm- his manager, an' trusted like I
wus his own brother, he gives th' letter
over ' me. an’ hands out the notion
that I should hil the trail fer Fort Der-
went without hangin’ around a minute.
‘Waal. I hit th’ trail, an’ I guess I've
arrived. These boys are t’ help some, if
thev're needed. We've come t’
hull yarn from you, Macdonald, an' t'

look into this strike an’ fix things
proper. It's up t' you t' deliver th’
varn.”’.

Macdonald remained silent. Xle was
n hard-headed old fellow of Scotch
descent. and it was not a dificult matter
for him to define that this story of
Jake’s lacked the rveal truth.

- However. he did not belray any of
his thoughts as he looked at the ranch-

man.

*“*You want -th® whole story?’ he
said. ‘* You want me t’ tell you about
this gold?”’ '

* Sure. wo do!" replied Jake Crasher,
bending -forward. ‘‘ But see here, pard,
Mr. Farman duidn’t. take no sorter
interest in your letter—he jest kinder
laffed at it, an’ figgered that you wus
as funnvy as a cirkis clown. But he
reckoned he’d best loock into ¢ thing,
an’ .that's why we're right here. Do
you.get me?"’

- ““1 understand perfeclly,”” said the

trader. ‘‘ Maybe I'm wrong, but I was

get the]
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expecting something different to this.
It’s a real pity that Mr. ~Ifarman
couldn’t come up——"’

“Pity?’ interruted Jake " Not on
vyour durned life! Say, if this strike is
tho goods, as you let on, we’'ll sure be
a parcel o’ dog-gone focls if we let In
more than is nccessary. Say, Mae, ‘1
guess we ken run this outlit without-
no sorter help from the boss. Get me?
It's a sure cinch!”

Macdonald narrowed' his eye-lids.

‘* What are you trying o suggest?™
he asked bluntly. ‘

‘“ Waal, see here,”” said .Jake.
‘““ Ther's gold knockin' around, I take
it. Say, what d’you guess 'ud happen
if we let the old man inter this? I
sure reckon he'd grab (' hull thing an’
leave us as cold mutlon. Hes a
millionaire. I calc’late, an’ he don’t
need no more dollars jest now., See
here. Mac. we ken do this thing real
proper if you’ll only jine. Is it on the
table? Do we hit this?” | | |

“We don’t!” said Macdonald curtly.

‘“ But, sco here. a feller doesn't often
hev the chance o' gettin’ in first in a
play o’ this kind,” exclaimed .[ake
Crasher cunningly. “ The chief don’t
want no more—savee? We’'ll run this
lav-out as we stand. What's more,
we’ll keep our hands on everythin' we
touch!"

The trader smiled.

** And Mr. Farman sent you up-here
to look after his interesta?’ he asked.
“I'm readv to admit that the whole
crowd of vou ain’t fit to be trusted with
a Lwisted cent prece! My friend, there'’s
nothing doing. It doesn’t go down.
Until I see the chief in person. well,
there'll be no talk. Take my: advice
and hit the trail Soulh for the oulside.

We don’t hanker ifter entertaining
vour kind up in ‘this part of the
country.”

Jake Crasher scowled and swore.
1 guess I've been real patient,”” he

said. ** But this stuff kinder gets my
rpoat:. We want that infermation—
every blamed word. We're mortal
anxions t' know wher’ this gold is

localed, an’ you'’ve got t’ put us wise
t' what's domn’.” _
Macdorlald wént’ behind the counter
and c¢omuwenced sorting out a number
of fura. Then he looked up. -~ .
** Not gaing yet?’ hé asked. cgsually.
“Gosh durn you fer a skynkl!™
snarled Jake. * Say, teke my advice—
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can this durned stufl right now!
you get me? We ain't takin’ none of
it. an’ vou’d best re’lise before we go

a vard further that we’ve come here

for the information. I guess we're
goin’ t' get 1!’
The old trader chuckled. _
‘“You'll be needing to guess ngam,"

ho said. without raising his voice a

note. ‘“This varn of yours doesn’t
bluff me—no. sir! I'm not believing a
word. You'd better quit now!”

Jake reached out an arm and seized
the old man.

‘“Aw. sce here!” he snapped.
“You'd Lest get it right Lixed that we
don’t take no talk o’ that sort. We¢'ve
given vou a fair chance. If you don’t
choke up the infermation” willin’, waal.
we'll need to press yowu some. An’ J
‘calc’late  the pressin’ won't ~ be—
pleasant!”’

"*The trader made no rteply.
simply went on with his work as though
the four men did not exist. His air

of calm indifference and supreme con-

fidenco irritated Jake Crasher —more
than he could express.

““You've got five minutes'’’ he rapped
out. ‘‘ If you don’t give us the yarn by

that {ime—I guess I've got a gun in my-

belt!” : '

“But vou wouldn't be fool enough
to use it.”” interrupted the trader.
““ These threats of yours amuse me.
Soce here. how would vou get the secret
if you plugged me fatal? I'm guessing
you wouldn't get it at all.”’
~ This time. Jake Crasher made no
reply. He took out his watch and ex-
‘aminoed it with studied care, probably
believing that he would impress Mac-

donald. but the latter was as immobile

as a stone image.

For five minutes not a word was said

in the shack. Jake and his three com-
panions stood there with their hands on
their guns. And Angus’ Macdonald
went on with his usual vork as though
this kind of thing was an every day
occurrence. He did. not look up when
Jake returned his walch to his pocket.
. ““ Now. boys—itime's up!”’ exclaimed
Crasher harshly.
« They drew their revolvers, at the
same moment closed round the trader,
and pressed the iIuzzles of -their
weapons into his broad chest,

‘“ Mebbe you’ll catch on that wo're
meanin’ this.”” exclaimed Jake fiercely.
M We've sure gol you wher' we want

He

D’ | you, an’ our paiience is jest about used

You've got t' speak up now aboul

up.
that durned gold, or—

Jake left his senlence wunhAnished.
except for n elick from his revolver. If
he had expected the fur-trader to
crumple up, he made a big mistake,
Angus Macdonald laughed equarely in
his face, with a light of griin amuse-
ment twinkling in his shrewd old eyeas.

“Trying to scare me?’ he asked
smoothlv., ‘ See here, my friend, it
won't do. Put those toys away. You

won'l shoot—vou daren’t So what’s the
gocd of bluffing? There's something
behind all this, and I suspect that
vou've stolen that letter, and think you
can gel the information you r
of me. You can't! I'm not that kind
of a man. 7The door opens easily, and

you can leave it open.””

Jake Crasher nearlv burst a blood-
vessel. '

“ Hang you!’ he snarled thickly.
“You'd best knuckle under, or we'll
make vou change your tone. You're
dead righl about the guns—we ain’t
goin’ t' use them. Dut ther’s somethin’
else we ken use. Now, it ain’t my way
t' De hasty or unjust. I guess I'm gomn’
L’ give you fair warnin’, an’ if you
don’t like t' take it—waal, that's your
funeral.”’ :
~ ‘““And what is this interesting warn-
ing?”’ |

‘“We'll ix vou so that you can’t jib
any more.”’ said Jake darkly. “1'll
allow ther's more ways o' killin’ a cat
than wringin’ its neck. Say, we'll come
back after night-fall, an’ talk t' you
again. If you're wise you’ll sling out
the stuff we want, Jf you're hankerin’
after trouble, you'll remain obstinate.
An’ I guess the trouble will be almighty
bad. An’ see hyar. if you try any
durn. tricks with us 1I'll shoot you-down
as vou sftand. An’ I mean that this
time. If we can’t get this yarn, no
other cuss will!"”

Jake swmﬁg iowards the door and
opcned it. His three companions passed
out. and he turned his head for a
moment.
- “We'll be
said curtly,
Ho went out and slammed the hearvy
wood door after him, And Angus Mac-
donald emiled quiotly to himself for.a
moment or iwo. Then his face became
grave, and he stood looking straight
before him. thinking hard.

gel,tin' back later!’ he

uire .oud -
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S0 far he had defeated these bullies
with comparative ease. DBut would he
he able to defy them when they paid
their return visit?

CHAPTER II.
WATCHERS AT THE WINDOWS,

IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST

S adjusted his pince-nez.
s ‘““ Dear old boys, rt’s all fright.
fully interestin’,’”’ he said, looking
round. ‘‘ Begad! We've pasied some
glorious s&cenery, and it seems a

shockin’ly long time since we were on
Roaring Z Ranch.”

‘ Rather!” said Tommy Walson.
‘“ And the country’s totally different up
here, too—everylhing's different. I'm
not sure that I don’t like it better.
These rivers are wonderful, and every-
thing else i3 so—so fresh and ripping.
What do you think of it all, Nipper?”’

‘“My dear old chaps, I've got the
satne opinion as you,”’ X said. * But
1 haven't been studying the scenery, to
tell vou:the truth. I'm worried about
that murderous Jake Crasher and- Mr.
Macdonald. Jake and his gang got into
Fort Derwent this morning, and good-
ness knows what might have happened
bv now.”

‘“ I don’t think Crasher would do any-
thing drastic by daylight,” said Nelson
Lee. “ I'm not particularly concerned
nbout Macdonald—it is most improbable
that any harm has occurred to hin so

far. Taking everything into con-
sid?lra’tion, we have done extremely
waell.’

“ By glory, you're right!?’ exclaimed
Big Jim Farman, nodding. ‘‘It’s just
aa well that we did miss the steamboat
down the river. We've done the (rip
in canoes—in praclically the same time.
And Crasher knows nothing of our
arrival.” g |
. * There’s not a soul in Fort Derwent
knows that wo're in,'’ said Nelson Lee.
‘“ Having arrived after darkness, wo
were enabled to slip by and to land at
this point, which is only a few hundred
vards from Macdonald’s store.”

It.-was. practically dark—up in those
latitudes it never actually gets pitchy
dark -at this time of tho year. And the
scene was peaceful and quiet. TIFort
Derwent lay just a little down the river,
hidden from the spot by thick trees.

. Now apd again _the faint sound of a
barking dog could be heard, but little

{ private.
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else. And here, at this particular point
of the river bank, three canoes had been
hauled up out of the water. S

The camp was a small one and very
_ For the bank here was
curtously “formed, meaking a short cliff
which overhung at the summit. Any-
body passing along the bank in that
dim light would never know that a
camp existed. It was equally invisible
from the river.

“The party was not a‘-large one, con-
sisting, in fact, of Mr. IFarman, Nelson
Lee. Sir Montie Tregellis-West, Tommy
Watson, Reginald Pitt, Bob Christine,
Justin B. Farman, and myself. In
addition there were two cowboys from
Roaring Z Ranch— Square-Dezl Reeve
and Twirly Sami. There were ten of us
altogether. It had been a headlong rush
over a esection of Monlana, across the
border into Canada. and then up to
Fort Derwent by train and canoe.

The other six St. Frank’s juniors
were not included in our party—Hand-
forth, Fatty Little and the rest. And
neither Dorrimore nor Umlosj were
with us. We had left Monlana in grimn
chase of Jake Crasher and his murderous
companions. We reckoned that we had
done very well to arrive in Fort Der-
went only a few hours later than our
quarry, who were in ignorance of our
presence, '

And now we were inlent upon inter-
viewing Angus Macdonald, the trader.
Wo wanted to know the real truth con-
cerming the letter which he had sent to
Mr. FFarman—the letter which. by a

‘curious set of circumstances, had fallen

into evil hands.

Our host—Mr. Farman—had implicit
faith in Macdonald. The hard-headed
old Scotchinan had been in sole charge
of this fur-trading outpost ever since it
had been created. He had served Mr.
Farman well. and the affair was a
flourishing one.

For days we had been discussing”ihe
possibililies. To a large extent we
were in the dark, and did not know
what the real posilion actuaslly was.
And now that we had arrived at our
destination our first thoughts were to
direct our, steps. towards the trader's
store.

'The flies had been a bit troubl'es&na

carlier, but now that darkness had
descended they were more qutet. And

we were ready for our brief journey—
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for Macdonald's shack was only a little
distance away through the trees.

We were not all going, of course—
threoe of the juniors would be left behind
with Twirly Sam. The other six of us
would descend upon Angus Macdonald,
and we would do so quietly, for we had
no desire that our movements should be
5Cen.

Nelson Lee gave the word when all
was ready. |

“I'm not at all sure that we are wise

in tauking you boys,” he said. “ In any
case, vou must remaln in the Dback-
ground and refrain from speaking.

These precaulions may not be necessary,
b}:’t it i3 fust as well to be on the safe
side."’

‘“We'll keep mum,
‘“ You can trust us.”

Tommy Watson and Justin B. Iar-
man agreed with me, for they were the
olher two. Mr. Farman, the guv'nor,
and Square-Denl Reeve had their re-
volvers ready for action if neceseary.

“T guess you'd beiter follow me,”
said Mr. Farman. "I haven't been
here for a couple of years, but I reckon
I know my way.”

We followed "without comment, and
Big Jim set off through the trees with-
out hesitation. We were soon swallowed
up in the dense gloom. It seemed that
we were penctrating into a deep forest,
but this proved to Ee a false impression.

For presently we emerged into the
outer circle of a little clecaring. And
there, sitting squatly in the middle of
it, was the straggling log shack, with
two lighted windows showing with re-
markable distinctness in the dimness.

“IT reckon I wasn't far wrong™
whispered the ranch owner.. ¢ Say, Mr.
Lee, what do wvou reckon is the Dbest
thing now? We don’t want to give
Macdonald tco much of a shock by
slealing up like ao many ghosts—"’

- “Hush!' whispered Nelson Lee
abruptly.

Thero was something in his {one which
caused Mr. Farman to cease speaking
on the mstant. And we all stood there.
invisibla against the' background of
trees. wondering why the guv'nor had
commanded silence.

It was not long before we knew the
truth. .

Nelson Lee's eves were remarkably
keen. and he had spotted something

sir,” 1 said.

sound

aware of some moving figures on the

other side of the clearing, evidently
approaching from Fort Derwent along
the recognised trail. There were four
men. and it did not need a large
stretch of imagimation on our part to
know who they were.

Jake C'rasher. Bob Doune, Pat Hara
and Josh Sims'

It was a curious coincidence that our
cnenvies had  arrived at Macdonald's
shack ot the exact moment that we
entered the clearing. . But they were
much nearer to the store than we were,
and Llherefore reached it well 11
advance. DMoreover, they were making
no secret. of their movements,

We remained perfectly still, watching.

T'"he door of the shack was thrown
open. and the four men entered, one
after the other. They closed the door
with a bang, and we felt the tension
slightly relax. Mr. Farman was tho
first to speak.

“By glory!" he muttered. ‘' The
infernal rogues! ‘'tThey've beaten us
after all. Mr. Lee! If we'd only come
three minutes earlier——"

“It 1s just as well, perhaps, that this
has happened,”’ whispered Nelson Lee,

“Why?"

‘“ Because we may be able to find out
Crasher's exact game,”” replied tho
guv'nor. ‘‘ You will observe that the
windows of the shack are open, and
that bushes grow near by. We can
creep up and watch—and use our ears.
If Macdonald i1s in any danger, we can
quickly surprise these rascals and put
them to flight.” -

“I'm allowin’ that’s an clegant stunt.
Britisher!” murmured * ° Square-Deal
Reeve. ““ Say, I guess we'’d best be
movin’. It don’t take long Lo draw =
gun, an’ I'm figgerin’ that Jake Crashar
1s dog-gone handy with an autombdtic!'”

We moved forward silently through
the grass. A faint breeze was blowing
through the trees, and the rustling -of
the leaves served lo drown any slight
ithat we made.

. And we drew nearer and nearer.

Nelson Lee and I approached one
window, and Mr. Farman and Square-
Deal Reeve crept up to another.
IFarmman junior and Tommy Watson
were just Lehind, both of them mightily
exciled, but quiet. o

We bad hardly expecled anything of

which did not claim ouf attention at{ this nature, and it rather added to the

the fLirst moment, Then

we became] interest of the proceedings. :
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The night was distinctly warm, and
out through the open windows cameo the
voices of the men within. We had no
difficulty in hearing every word that
was said; but we, of course, were quite
_invisible to the occupants of the shack.
It was impossible for them to know of
our presence.

Craning my neck, I could see Jake
Crasher standing in the centre of the

store. DBehind a rough log counter
stood a big man, advanced in years,
with a firmly set jaw and hard eyes.

‘‘ Waal, we've come back!”’ said Jake
Crasher curtly., ' I'm . calc'latin’ that
you've had sufficient time to figger on
the chances, Mr. Macdonald. Mebhe
you'll be kinder reasonable?"’ |

The trader shrugged his shoulders.

“1I guess I can add nothing to what
I've. already said,” he replied bluntly.

“You won't tel us the yarn?”

i No"’ i

““Say, we're wastin’ our durned
lime!"" put in one of the others, with
an oath. ‘‘ Gee!. 'This obstinate old

coyote gels iy goat! Say, there’s only
onsc; wagy to deal with {uim—we'll be
needin’ {o use force!” |

‘“Yep! You’re sure night,
taid Crasher harshly.
Macdonald? I'm guessin’ it's up t' you
to do the sensible thing. I ain't the
kind o’ man to cause trouble.

Josh!”

Guess

I hanker aftex peace; but if you don't].

" sling out Lhe infermation we require—

waal, things’ll be almighty uncom-
fortable.”

“T shall tell you nothing,” said the
trader, 1n that same imperturbablé
manner. ‘‘ Your threats do not affect
me. I am convinded that you were not
sent to me by Mr. Farman, and by
remaining here you are wasting your
time. 1 guess I'm a plain 1mman, and
I'm not wasting any more words.”

Mr. Farman nodded.

“Good man!” hoe muttered, under
his breath. ‘I kmew you had a wise
head screwed on your shoulders, Mac!”
~ Nelson Lec gave Mr. Farman a warn-
m%vglance. _

ithin 1he shack. Jake Crasher shook
& hanry fist in Macdonald's face. .. .

‘““Y¥ou .obstinate old coyote!” he
snarled. ‘ See hyar, we've come out
to Fort Derwent to get the information
about this blamed gold strike. We're
goin’ to stay right hyar until that talk
iy handed out. Get me? I'm ellowin’
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that this country s wild, an’ a killin®
don't count much. “The police don’t
come to this one-hoss settlement, an’ if
we lay you out it won’t matter a cuss.
D’you agree to choke up the yarn, or
shall we slir you up some?"”’

Macdonald brought his hand down
with o crash on the counter.

‘“ Understand this!"”’” he thundered.
“1 don’t care a cent for your threats.
and If you're nol out of this shack
within one minute I guess I won’t be
answerabloe for what happens. I'm not
taking any of your blufl, and any infor-
malion that have to give will be
handed to Mr. Farman in person—or
nobody. Have I made that plain, or
would you like me (o repeat it?"’

I Jake was taken aback for a moment,

and before he could reply, the irader
produced an enormous revolver of an

“ D'you get that, |

old ﬁattern. His eyes weroc Dblazing,
. ?nd is face was flushed crimson wit
ury.

~“TIHl he'e ye know I'm no man to
be bullied!” he roared, dropping into a
pronounced Scottish accent in his rage.
* By Mackinaw! I'm thinking yc’ll be
safer 1f yet got ootside!”

Jake started back.

“You durned old fool!” he raved.
‘““ Put that gun—"'

Crack!

Tho revolver shot rang out so sud-
denly and so unexpectedly that I gavo
a jump. My heart seemed to leap at
the same time. My view was ob:cured
for a moment by a cloud of hazy smoke,
and then I saw that the trader was _
holding his right wrist, and his big
revolver was iissing.

The next second Jake and his three
companions leapt upon the trader, and .
held him firm. -

“Good ‘work, Pat!’ said Crasher
approvingiy. * You hit the gun, an’
didn’t even scratch him. Fold him,
boys!”’

“Gee! This ain’t goin’
healthy!I”” said Bob Doane,
apprehensively at the windows.
that shot might ha’ been heard

“ Aw, can that snivel!” snapped Jake.
‘“ Heard? * By the all-fired org, eh?
I Guess ther’s' no human bein’ within a
mile ‘0™ this shack. - Pat done right—
guess thia guy wus dangerous with that

gun in his paw!"”
Macdonald was pulting up a grim

to he
glancing
id Say’
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fight, but he was helpless in the grasp
oF ‘his four assailants. They hekl I;m:
t last

tightly, and with brutat force.
stood

his struggling ceased, and he
there. breathing hard.

. Well, you brutes, you've got me!”
he P'anted. “By Hoaven, you'll pay

“ Guess it's you're the one who's
goin' to pay!’ interrupled Jake. ‘' W=o
come to you fair an’ square, I reckon.
I put the .lhinﬂ:( before- you as man lo
man, an’ you kicked. Come inlo this
play with us, and yow’ll be a million-
airc. It ain’t loo lale, even now, I
figger. I reckon we've proved that we
mean business,”’

I won't say a word lo dirty hounds
of your breed!” replied Macdonald.

. Jake brought his hand round and
clapped it upon the trader’s face.

*“ Insult me, 'would yer?' he rapped
out. * Waal, T ain’l goin’ lo argue
no more. We've done what we could
to be peaceful; now we're tryin' sotne
cther game. If you don’t speak [ guess
you'll be sore for a month!”

. I looked at Nelson Leo anxiously.
‘““Aren’'t we going to do anything,
guv'nor?”’ 1 breathed.
“* Hush!”’ whispered Nelson Len.
‘““ Bat, hang it all. we can't——""

. “ Leave it to me, young 'un,”’ whis-
pered Lee. * I know what I'm doing.”
. Weo were, of course, simply boiling
over with anxiety to rush to Angus
Macdonald's assistance. So far the
trader was in no danger, and, cooling
down a bit, I undersiood thal the
guv'nor was anxious {o find out just
what Jaks Crasher’s intentions were.
It was not long before we knew.

Some rope lay bhandy, and Macdonald
was quickly taken tn one of the upright
posts which supporled the roof, and
placed with his face towards it. His
ankles were bound round the post necar
the ground; then his jacket was torn
off, his shirt followed, and his brawny
back was bared.

‘““ Now. boys, tie him up!"’ said Jake,
with relish. “ DBy gee, T'll give him a
taste of somethin’ that’ll make his
tongue run that loose we’ll sure think
a phonygraph has got goin’'!”’

‘Macdonald was soon bound up by
the three othors, and Jake atnused him-
self—to judge by his oxpression—hy
konolting a lergth of rope. He wound

one end round his wrisl, and senl the
ropc hissing through tho air.

““ Best -tie somethin® round his
mouth!"" he said. “ I'll allow he's likely
to voll some. Say, we're goin’ to knock
blazes oul of his durned ‘hide! Twelve
strokes I'll givé him, and then see if
his tongue’s worked loose.”

Jake swung thoe rope in the air again,
and now we know exactly what Lhe plaw
was. The trader was to he flogged un.
mercifull until he revealed the sacrot.
This - brutal bully took & keen delight
in adopting this course. It was a

leasure to him, for it exactly suited

1s beslial tastes.

Macdonald had reflused to say a single
word about tho gold discovery which
had beon mentioned in thal letter to
Mr. Farman; and Jake Crasher was fool
enough to imaginoe that the old Scotch-
man would be forced into submission.
If it bad actually come to the test, the
trader would have uttered no word.

But, before Jake could swing down
the first lash of the rope, an interrup-
lion came.

“ Hands up—and be guick about it!'"
commmanded a quiet, calm voice.

The bully swung round, his jaw drop-
ping. That voice seeined to cotne from
nowhere—n soft, refined voice which
scemned strangely out of place in theso
surroundings. j:lka glanced at the first
window—and gasped.

Nelson Lee's head and shoulders
could bLe seen, but Jake did wot pay
much attention Lo the guv'nor. Whal
claimed his full vision was something
in the famous detective's grasp, for
Crasher was looking directly down the
barrel of an automatic.

‘““By thunder!” he gasped. clulchiug
for his own revolver.

“Up with your paws, durn you'"
snapped another voice.

The four men within the shack stared
at the other window. My, Farman and
Square-Deal Reevo were there, and
their revolvers were also ready. Theve
was no mistaking Lthe gravity of the
position.

Jake's three companions flung Lheir

hands roofwards with all speed, and
only for a_second did Jake himself
hesitate. He made a <«light move

towards his holsler, and three distingt
clicks sounded. The next second Jake's
hands went aloft. too.
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CIHAPTER III.

"LEON, THE HALF-DREED.

TELSON LEE turned {0 me
N quickly.

L “Shp in and disarm these

men,”’ he said briefly. * The

won't dare to touch you. Nipper. If
one of (hem makes the slighiest move
he will be shot down without mercy.”

I scrambled through the window at
once. Jake Crasher oyed me with evil
malevolence., but he was unable to do
nnylhinﬁ: Ho knew well enough that
Nelson Lee’s words were not idle ones.

It only look me a few moments to
reizo -the weapons of the four men. 1
placed them in a heap on the counter,
fur out of their reach. Jake was swear-
ing. foully, and his fury was awful te
see. :
_** By thunder, you’ll pay for this. you
mterferin’ scum!”’ he snarled. *‘ How
in blazes did you gel up hyar in Fort
Derwent——"' .

1 bOgger 1U's fer you to keep your
2madd  mouth  shut!”  interrupted
“quare-Deal Reeve, as he dropped into
the shack. *‘‘ Now, you coyotes. you’ll
jest sland wher’ vou are. Say, I'd sure
be kinder amused if the boss would
let me plug holes through yow
carkises!™ :

. The capture was perfect n every
way. Jake Crasher and his men were
analJe to do a thing. Threatened by
imstant death if they played any tricks,
they could do nothing but stand there
with their dirty hands raised towards
the roof.  They werc mortally afraid to
lower their arms. .

“ Hoots!”" said Angus Macdonald,
tining s ‘head. “ 1 guess this is a
surprise, chief; but I'm mighty glad
to see you .right here in this store. I
reckoned that these hounds were trying
te . double-cross you!”

** They don™t belong to my ranch at
all. Mae,” said Mr. Farman. * They’re
e bunch of murdering cattle rustlers,
and .if they had -been caught by my
boys back in Montana they would have
been lynched by this time!"

““ Guess it ain’t too lale, boss "’ said
Square-Deal sugg’estively. |
~* No, we can't take the law inlo our
own hands,"” rephed Mr. Farman. ‘' Tn
fact, I'm sure puzzled regarding what 1
shall do. . Have yon got any sugges-
tions to make, Mr. Lee?”’

Nelson Lee looked thoughtful.

you’ve hit the wrong

north on our own business——

'siich an eas

“elternative 1s to let ‘
. kicking you out of this store I want to
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“* Well, to begin with, I want that
letter which was delivered to Crasher,”
he said. ** You'll hand it over at once,
my man!’ he added, turnirg to Jake.

“ Letlter?’ snarled Jake. '* Guess
ame, cuss you'!

ain’t seen no gosh-durned letiér!
You're kinder talkin’ loco! We come up

"

‘ Quit that babby stuff!” snapped

Square-Deal sharply. ‘ Say, Mr. Leo,
shall I search the hobo :

Nelson Lee nodded, and Reeve soon
began his task. Within a minute he
had found the letler, dirly and
crumpled, and~he handed it at onee to
the guv’'nor. One glance at it was suf-
ficient to tell Nelson I.ee that it was the
article which was required.

By this time 'Tommy Watson and I
had cut Macdonald free, and he was
now getting into his jacket again. He
still remained celm and collected, and
there was a twinkle of satisfaction in
his eyes.

‘Y was figuring on paying a visit to
Doc Judkins to-morrow, chief,”” ho said
dryly. *‘ These brutes had me at their
mercy, and I wasn’t expecting to get

way out of it. I guess I'm.
puzzled a heap. and it’s up to you to
explain what all this mystery means.’”

‘ Before we go into any details, Mr.
Macdonald, I'd like to say a few words
to these men,”” put in Nelson Lee.
"“We can't very well make them pri-
soners, and we can‘t hand them over
tc the North-West Mounted 1’olice—for
the siniple reason that there are no
olice within a hundred miles of Fort

erwent at this particular momeént.
I'm very much afraid wo shall have to
let them go.”

Jake Crasher started.

‘““ Say, I was [ergettin’ that!’ he ex-
claimed. *‘ You're sure right, you
blamed Britisher! You jest can’t do a
thing. Gee! I guess you're feelin’
kinder mean, ain’'t you? Thought you
wus goin’ to get busy—"’ |

“T'm doing the talking, Crasher. and
you've got to do the listening.’” inter-
rupted Lee curtly. ‘ Don’t think for
one minute that I've any idea of being
lenient towards you. If the police were
in this setdement 1 should hand you
into their charge at once. But it's too
much (rouble to hold you, and the only
ou go; but before
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give you a word of warning—and you'd\) since their weapdns had been tolien

"betier heed 1it.”

‘“] don'L want mnone o your hot-
air!"”’ snapped Jake. .
. “You are mistaken, for my warning
.13 one that you will be wise to take
_seriously,”” said Nelson Lee. *“ You
_are badly wanted by the Montana police
for cattle stealing and other criumes—
.all four of vou. You may think that
‘you are fairly safe up here, so far north
.of the border. DBul if you dare to
interfere with our plans al any fulure
“time vou will be trealed by us in just
the same way as we should treal rattle
~snakes. Your obiect has failed. and the
best thing you can do is to leave Fort
_Dorwent -before daybreak. Now vyou
can get out!” | |
. Jake seemed to swallow something
with difBculty, :

““ Say, I'll get evon for this one day."”
he snarled. *‘ By thunder!. You can do
the talkin’ now. but it won't allus be
this aways. I f[igger wo can have our
guns?”’

*“You figure wrong!'” said Nelsan
Lee smoothly. - : :

‘“ Say, look hyar—'

“ Quit!”’ shouted Square-Deal Reeve|

“abruptly. ‘- Say, my eyes are that sore
- with "lookin’ -at vou I'm feelin® kinder
tuckered out'! Get—before my trigger
-finger becomes jumpy!” - -

Jakoe Crasher and his fellow rogues
-had nothing to'say. They were helpless
and had to accept their dismissal. They
passed quickly towards the door, openel
1t. and went out into _the night.

It was the only thing that could ba
done. The North-West Mounted Police
-only came into Fort Derwent on thetr
. regujar rounds once in three or four
weeks. It might have been possible,
perhaps, to have locked the scoundrels
up, but this would have been a most
. unwise proceeding.

For the whale settlement would have
- been sel talking. and talk was the very
.thing which we wished to avoid.
- Suspicions would boe aroused, and i;
would probably be only a matter of «
few hours before the inhabitants  put
two and two together. And neither Mr.
Farman nor Macdonald had any desire
far the news of the gold strike to feak
out,

Sauare-Deal Reeve went afler
defeated quarlette. He made
that thev left the vicinity of the shack.
There was nothing to fear from thew,

tho
sure

away.

“I'm mighty pleased to see you, br
Farman,”” said Angus Macdonald. ¢ ]
knew there was .something wrong, but
I'm still a 'heap puzzled. I sent you an
imporlant lelter outside with Tom
Iianshaw., and I instructed him to
deliver it into your hands. 'I've got an
idea that something went wrong.”

“Wrong?' echoed Mr. Farman,
‘* Say, Mac, there's been some excilo-
ment on the ranch, but I don’t reckon
to tell you all that yarn now. We had
trouble with cattle rustlers—Jake
Crasher and his gang. They trapped us
in a canvon, and went along to ‘the
ranch {o create blazes. While ghay wers
there. Hanshaw arrived, and gave your
Jiote to Crasher, thinking he was e."”

“I thought Hanshaw had moro
sense.”’ said the trader grimly.

“I don't blame the man—the cir-
cumstances were peculiar,”’ said Mr.
Farman, ‘“Well, this letter was read
by Crasher. and he afterwards shot
Hanshaw in cold blood. and then quit
as quickly as he could.”

Macdonald looked gzrave.

““ Hanshaw is dead?’ he asked
anxiously.

‘““Ho wasn’t when we left, but mighty
near it."' replied the millionaire.

‘““ They plugged him, but he was still
conscious. and heard them talking
nbout the lelter and about gold. Then
we came on the scene, having escaped,
and I knew at once that the only thing
I could do was to come up North with-
out delav. I think we were wise 1n
taking this course.”

““You were. chief.” said Macdonald.
‘“ This letter doesn’t matter now you're
here. that's the main fhing. Whal's
the size of vour party?”’ |

““ There are four others down by the
canoes—a cowpuicher and three school-
boys.”” replied Mr. TIarman. “1
thought it better not to bring too large
a party. I know how careful we must
be where gold is concerned. 1 want
vou to tell me cxaclly what your dis-
covery consists of, NMac. And right
now I'd ltke to say that 1\'llatexf9r thoe
result is, you get a half sharo in the
first claim.” |
" “(old doesn't inlerest me a lot,
chiof.”! said the fur-trader. “I'm
getting on in vears, and I don’t reckon
I'd quit this store anyway. I was fairly
certain you'd be generous. And I can
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‘tell you at once that my half share
will make me ten times richer than you
aro at this present mnoment.”’ ‘

**Gee! 1 guess it’s sure some strike!”
Mmuttered Square-Deal.
‘"It is—the greatest that has over
been made. I believe,” said Macdoniald.
‘“ Here's- tho letter. chief—there’s not
much in it. I simply asked you to come
up as quickly as possible, sceing that
I had nows of gold. Naturally, I put
no real information in the letter—and
Crasher got nothing out of me.”

Mr. Farman glanced at the crumpled
Jeiter. .

‘““ And is this strike as valuable “as all
thie?’ he asked interestedly.

‘““ There i1s somebody c¢an {ell the
varn better than I can, sir,”’ said the
trader quietly. ‘* A French half-breed,
he 1a. and one of the whitest men I've
-aver met. Looks an Indian, but has a
avhite soul. I've lived among Indians
for the best  vears of my life, and I
‘know- them-—treacherous, cunning, and
without the slightest knowledge of
gratitude. Iudians need o be treated
like children. and I've never come
across a pure-blooded red-skin I'd care
to trust. DBut Leon Ascara is one of
nature’s gentlemen—and one of the
-worst treated heroes I've ever met.”

1 puess you make me interested,
Alac.”” said Mr. -Farman. *‘‘ Who 1is
this half-breed. Leon Ascara? Do 1
;understand that vou obtained the secret
cf the gold from him?”’

"* Yes, chief.”

'“Rather aqucer he should give it
away lhike that, isu’t 1t7’ asked Nelson
Lee. **These half-breeds generally
have a habit of looking after them-
. selves.”’

Ancus Macdonald turned.

' I'm a man who believes in saving
time. sir.”” he said. “ Weo shall he
wasting it if wo talk. Pleaso stay hero.
and I'll be right back with Leon Ascara.
His story will keep you real interested.”

The trader passed out of the shack,

and we looked at one anaqther curiously. |-

We had already. nearly forgotton Jake
Crasher. and- we were strangely stirred.
Tor ‘we wore about to hear a secrel
which men would have killed
another to know. We were to learn the
trulh about the great gold strike.
Macdonald was back in less than ten
-minutes. and he brought with him a
round-shouldered, elderly man, whom
cslyone would have laken for a full-

one
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blooded Indian. €o. dark was his colour,
and so _prénounced  ilie redskin
characteristics. Indeéd, he looked quite
6 ropulsive individual.

‘““Now. Leon, you mustn’t be
nervous.”' said Macdonald. * These
rentlemen aro my friends—one of them
18 Mr. Farman himself, and they can
all be trusted. I want you to toll them
the whole story that you have already
told me.”

The half-breed made no comment, but
walked slowly across the shack, and
equatted on a bale against one of the
walls. He looked up, his face quite ex-
pressionless, his eyes apparently slaring
into space. .

‘* I. Leon Ascara, me,” ho said, in
fairly good Iinglish, ‘1 talk plentee,
an’ vou listen, I tell you stor Enk you
never hear before. Trader him good
man. an’ he listen all w’at I say. I

talk plentee, me, an’ I tell you all w’at
[ know.”

“ Very well, Leon, talk away. and
we'll - pay great attention,”” eaid Mr. -
Farman. '

The' Balf-breed nodded gravely.

““Me, I not long in Fort Derwent,™
he said, ‘“I moch bad w’en I comn’—
hardly unot'ing left of me. Angus Mac-
donald. him save me out of river, an’
give mo life.  Wa! T thought I die,
nte.

‘“You haven’t bepun at the hegin-
ning, Leon,” said the trader. *‘Tell
the gentlemen what you did ‘twelve
years ago, and let us have the story in
the night order.”

“ Me onderstan’.”” gaid the half-breed,
nodding. ‘' Twelve years ago I have‘
big idea. I not lak way tings goin’, -
Wa! Everyl'ing all wrong—an’ him
been all wrong since ver' long tam. I
ret w'at you call big scheme to mak
things different. You onderstan’? Spik
bad Ingleesh, me."

“It’s quile all right, Leon. we under-
stand 1t perfoctly,”” said Nelson. Lee.
** Twelve yoars ago you got a big idea
{o make things different? Go ahead.
We are listening with great intlerest.”’

Leon Ascara nodded.
‘““T moch' ‘pleased,”

GII

he said.

‘travel a lot. me—I go down to Wiimi-

peg, one tam. My mot’er and fat'er
they died many years ego—me moch
sorrv. Me travel about anywhere, and
not care. And I gee things lak mak me
sad. Me. I t'ink me lak to mak big
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-alteralion. Me nol good frens wit’
‘white men at Landing, down Silver
‘River. Me called trouble maker.”

‘“ And did vou make trouble?’ asked
Mr. IFarman.

‘““Me. I not try to,” said the half-
breed, shrugging his shoulders. * Me
"see t'ings which were moch wrong.
Me no wish you misonderstan’. Me
‘Ink white man—me know while man
-good. Him do moch for country up
here. But I seen moch lo worry me.
White man good for white man. You
ondorstan’? White man moch bad for
red man. IL bettor if while man no
mix wit’ red man at all.™

" ““There’'s a great deal in what you
say. Leon, but- these. things .have: got
'to be.” said Angus Macdonald: gru.lﬁ. .

‘probably be-a much better man than he
18 at the present time.
with the white man during many
generations has not tmproved him.'

. ‘“Mak him" moch bad,”” said Leon
quicklv. ~ ‘““* Red man poor and sick,
and dirty . and lazy.
Ver' foolish. I t'ink. Not moch.savee,
- Everyt'tng bad. Yong whiln men

. come around tepeces and mix wit’ Red
girls, and som’tams marry. - All this

plenty bad. Red man get whisky, and
him brain lak fire. This bin going on

" moch generalions, lak I say. Red man

go dpown—him not lak him used to be."”
. ‘‘ Perhaps that's just as well,"” said

Mr. Farman drily.

‘aMe. I not Red man—my fat'er
avhite.”” enid. Leon. ‘‘But I sce all
t'ings in bad way. Me t'ink I mak big
improvement. - Red -man. -gettin’ Jak
children—copying  white . man lak
monkeys, spend money on dress and
fine t'ings. No want to work. They
become thieves. and live in w'at yon
‘call houses instead of tepees. They get
"the sickness which mak’s bad the lungs.
Red man not meant for life lak that.

‘““I trv improve t'ings—you onder-
stan’'? Me not bad man--no wish to
stir up trouble. Wa' It is twelve
yvears since I get my big idea. It hit
me Ink a blow. an” I moch excited.
Me t'ink now will do t’ings for Red
man, and bring peace to my mot'er’s
tribe.”” .

Leon - shrugged his agnin
rather hopelessly.

“ Me. I work hard.”” he went on. *'1I
find won'erful valley up in mountains—

shoulders
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up the Ghost River, long way from

heree. Wa! Wa! This valley mos’
slrange place I ever been in. All
enclosed. an’ no man know of it. Jven
to-day, this valley still secret—still
hidden. It lov'ly place, wil' moch
grazing lands and plenty food [or
t'ousands. Gold there, too. Wa!

Moch plenty gold! Gold lak you never

| seen—it lay about lnk you want to pick

it up. DBut me no tak notice of this.
Gold no good to Red man—mak him
plenty mad.”

“If this valley is all enclosed, how
did vou get nto it?"' asked Mr, IFar-
man.

“J tell yvou that later,” replied (he
Jalf-breed. “* ‘1 fren's wit’ my. mat'er’s -

" The contact

Him brain gone. |

people. . We mak plans. We tak all'.the. -

.“"The Red - Indian left alone-  would{.tfihé wit’ the: little children, and we:-

disappear _in this-valley—far from whito -
man. - Him moch puzzied—him nagt

No t'ink of

know wher’ we gone.’
looking in valley, because valloy un-
known. And we live happy in valley,
luk Indians lived before while 1nau
came."’

**T sece.” said Nelson Leeo thought-
fullv. * It was rather a daring schemo

of vours, Leon. In brief. you founded
an Indian colony in this valley, and
you hoped that your mother's people
would live peacefully and »-quietly in
their secret retreat without eny inler-
ference from the white man.”

“Yes. I t'ink lak that,” replied l.coun,
nodding. ** Everyt'ing go well for
many summers. [’apooscs grow up into
fine young men and maidens. DMe moch

i plan.

happy, an’ see t'ings going just lak I
No white man—no . trouble.
Indian by himself. and him grow inlo

But all -this too good forlbo
en

fine tribe.
true. Everyt’'ing moch nice for
vear. DBut then come a change.’

“I feared so.”’ said Lee. *‘‘Go on,
Leon.”

‘“Red man grow restless,"” said Lhe
half-breed. ““ Children now grown—
young men of iribe moch plenty in

number. My plans wrong, I t'ink—mo
no t'ought Red man would change lak
this. Instend of Dbeing peaceful and
content to stay in valley, the yo'ng men
want fights. They thirsting for blood.
Big, powerful yo'ng men, and not
sntisfed wit' valley.”

‘“That was bad for your nice lilile
scheme.' said Mr. Farman.

‘“T chief of tribe, me,” conlinued

\ Leon.  ““1 brought them iato ralley
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and rule. I trv mak’ themn onderstan’—
I do moch 1o keep pcace. But the yonE
men tak no notice of me—my voice la
whisper. Wa!. I sorry. I seo all t’'ings
goin’ different to w’at I pian. Red
man inslecad of being poaceful, him
warlike.” Yong braves get together and
talk moch. They angry wit’ me for
tryi’ to mak peace. They turn on
me one day, an’ t'ink they kill wme.
‘Wa! Wa'! An’ I done all this for mak
ved man happy!”’

“ Gralitude does not enter into the
- Red man’s composition.” said Angus
Macdonald prufily. “I havo had
twenly years experience of Indians, and
I know what I’'m talking about. Your
white blood. Leon. has made you very
ulil[ergnt- from the men of your mother’s
race.’

“Red man—I hate him:”’ exclaimed
Leon. with the first touch of emotion
that we had seen. *“*Wa! Him moch
wicked and deceitful and bad! Not all
Red man—but him of my tribe. I
‘tellin’ you w’at happen. One day ycug
hraves tnrn on meo_for becos I try mak
vimgs peaceful. They beat me wit
sticka till. I no more no sense, -I lak
dead—thevy t'ink me dead, and t'row
ma - river. 3ut I float down, an’ my

senses com’ back before I drown. Wa!
But T sore an’ almos’ gone. 1 no
sirenglh o pull myself ashore. For

mile an’ mile I float down river lak I
corpse. I know not’'in’ of this. 'Then
I found by Mist’ Macdonald, who was
i dugout on river. Ie Pull me in his

dugout. I t’ink me. I hin’ myself in his
shack.”

“I think 1 can tell you the rest,”
snid the trader. '‘I was on a trip up
the Ghost River to visit a little Indian
villago which is perched just on the
edee of Horse Lake. I had heard that
there were a couple of pelts to be had
—black fox. As vou know, Mr. Far-
man. pells of that kind don’t come my
wony once In three or four seasons.
''he last. black fox I had fetched over a

thousand dollars. I believe. And I had
heard there were {wo in this little
village. I got them all right, and paid

a-good price—] never believe in ta ing
advantage of the Indians. I {reat them
well. and thev do their business with
me. It was on my way back that I
came across I.eon. I thourght he avas
dead at first. but after I
him out of the water I

’ found thal he
was still- breathing.” g

1ad hauled
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* So you brought him home and
cared for him?’ asked the millionaire.

** That’s it, chief,’”” said Macdonald.
‘““ All .this happened abowt two months
ago, and for wecks Leon wns in de-
lirium, and I was expecting him to die
every day; but the crisis came, and he
pulled round. I guess he’s still pretly
weak, but quile alive now.” .

‘“And I grateful, me,”” put in the
halt-breed. **Me mno lak red man.
Mist” Macdonald, him save my life.
Yon all fren’s, Me lak 1o mak you
rich. Also I get even wit’ ireacherous
red men. Wa! I moch angry wit’
them.”’

‘“You have every reason to be,”” said
Nelson Lee. “ They treated you

"abominably, and it is only nalural, I

suppose, that you should wish to havo
your own back. But would it not bo
wiser to avoid this valley—"

““I guess you haven’t heard the wholo
yarn yet, Mr. Lee,” put in the trader.
“ Leon started this little valley com-
munity with the best inlentions in the
world... I'm sure .certain of that: but
these accursed Indians have grown into
an aggressive band of braves. On
several occasions recently they have
broken out of the valley and created
blazes around the other Indian villages.
They’ve murdered and plundered, and
brought whole contingenls of the
mounted police into the district; but
the police could do nothing, becanse it
was impossible to find this valley. I
reckon il's up to us to put down this
pest—and get u hand on the gold at
the samo time."”

*“1 suppose you are certain that the
gold really exists?’ asked Mr. Farman.

Leon Ascara started forward.

1 no tell lies, me!” he exclaimed.
“I no reason for tell you someling
that is wrong. Moch gold in this
valley. Wa! Gold lak it was dirt!
Never did I see soch a sight! It lie in
river  beds—on  banks—everyw’ere!
You pick it up wit'ont trouble by hand-
ful! I spik truth—no mak no lies.
W'at for 1 tell you this if not true? I
only bring trouble on me, myself. Gold
not good for me, so I tell you. You
mak somet’ing of it. * Me tell you how
to get intoy valley.” I

There was cerlainly someothing about .
Leon’s words which was convincing.
As he had said, there was no earbhfyj
recason why he should tell us a false
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story, and we all lislened eagerly and
- interestedly to the half-breed’s talk.
Mr. acdonald had perfect faith in
him—and this in ilself was enongh.
The old trader was a perfect judge of
human nature, and he had lived among
t-he"Indians long enough to judge them
well.

‘I reckoned the best Lhing I could
do was Lo get word down 1o you,
chief,”’ said Macdonald. ‘I can’t leave
the store at this timo of the year, and a

old strike of this kind can’t be left
‘lying around loose. Others may get in
before us if we're not slick, so I sug-
;03 you should go up the Ghost River,
ocate this valley, and get your claims
staked out.”

‘““ And find plenty of trouble, too,
eh?”’ asked Mr. Farman.

** The Indians?’ asked the trader con-

temptuously, ‘““ Heots'! They’ll nol
frighten you, I'm thinking. Indians
may be brave when they’re facing

Indians, but their blood turns to water
when they're up against white men.
-I'd go ameng the whole crowd unarmed,
and I'd cow the lot! They haven't got
the pluck to stand up against a real
‘man. ‘There’'ll be no danqor.”

“I lak t'ink you right,”’ said Leon

slowly. ‘‘But these red men, they
-moch different. They more slrong and
brave."'

‘“ They wouldn't dare to interfere
-wvith a party of white men,’”’ said the
trader. *  You needn’t bo alermed atont
that, T.eon. I'd let you go on this tny;,
but you’re not strong enough.”

‘“ But if Leon doesn’t come. and you
don't come, how " shall we know thk-
-way to this valley?’ I put in. *‘‘ How
can we got there, Mr. Macdonald?” -

“I'vo got that all planned, I guess,’
said tho trader. ‘ Of course, if the
chief insists, I'll comec on the trip; but
it wouldn't be wise. The folks in Fort
Derwent would get talking, and they
might smell a rat. We don’t want a

stammpede, I'm thinking. As for the
difficulty of finding the valley—that
doesn’t exist. Thete won’t’ be any

trouble at all. l.econ has described
every yard of the journey to me, and
I'vé got it all down on a map.”

‘“ ']tht. at all evenls, is very salis-
factory,”” said Nelson Lee. “We
shoul reatly like to have you with
‘us, Mr. Macdonald, but you know your
own. business besl. Afler all, there is
no necessity for us to go a vard further

| than Fort Derwent.

5

We heve com-
pleted our mission.”

'*You mean you've saved me from
Jake Crasher and his crowd?’ asked tha
trader. ‘“ Yes, I'm obliged to wou for
that. gentlemen. Crasher wouldé have
inade things bad for e, and I'm think-
ing he'll still be hanging aroutwt.”
~ ““By glory, if that skunk tries to
interfere again, he'll wish he'd never
been born!" said Big Jim Farman
grimly. “I wouldn’t have let him go
now only Tom Hanshaw was improving
when we left the ranch, and is practi-
cally cerlain to recover. And Crasher
as a prisoner would be more trouble
than he is as a free man. \What can ho
do? We shall be constantly on our
guard, and any tricks that he may get

up to will be futile, I guess.”
“You no goin’ to valley?’ asked
Leon abruptly. *“ Wa! I moch sud,

lak I was in pain. I t'ink you go and
put down red man. Him plentee bad."

‘““Well, it’s up to you, Mr. Lee," said
the millionaire. *‘‘ We're here now--on
the spot. What do you say? Shall we
return to the ranch, or are you gamo
for this grand adventure? Gee! A
Journey up the rivers to a mysterious
valley where gold lies about by the
handful! I guess we'd be wise to get
on the trail!”

N%lrson Le«al nodded. e M

“Yes, perhaps you are right, r.
Farman,’’ hc agreed. ‘It would be a
pity to return with things in their pre-
sont state. If e\'erybog; i3 agreeable.
we will start on this trip as soon as

possible. We oucfzht to do it within a
week or two, and still have time to get
back to England accerding to our

original programme "’
“Good cgg!” I cxclaimed heartily.

* That's the stuff, guv'nor!”

‘““Begad!"” murmured Sir Monlie.
“Dear old boy, I rather fancy we're
booked for a frightfully excitin’ time—
I do, really!”

CHAPTER 1V.

TOWARDS THE SECRET VALLEY.

AWN 'had come, and everslhing
D was ready for a swift departure.

A day and two nights had

elapsed . sincoe the confab in
Angus B\‘Il:wdonald's shack, and during
that time active preparations had beon
made. liverything had been done

secretly, and even rnow tho inhabilants
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of Forl Derwenl were in total ignor.
ance of what was going on.

The rive:r was looking exquisite in tha
early 7morning sunlight. The waler
lcamed wonderfully under the pale
ﬁlue sky, and on the other side of the

river stretched a meadow of intense
green. Altogether the scene  was
beautiful.

Not that we had much eye for scenic
affect just then. We were preparing to
leave Fort Derwent on this big adven-
ture. The canoces had been discarded,
for they were too frail to negotiate-the
rapids which lay ahead.

And, 'in place of the canoes, we werve

provided with sturdy dugouls—two of
them. They looked clumsy and awk-
ward craft, but they were exactly suit-
able for the purpose. Hollowed out of
the trunks of cotton-weod. trees, these
dugouts were extraordinarily long and
slender. Paddles were used to propel
thom, and 1t required skill and exper:-
ance to negotiale such craft down these
rivers, where rapids were frequently
encountered.
"~ Wo had cverything wilh us. - neatly
slowed away in the dugouts—food, neat
hittle tents, and evervthing to serve us
on our irip, which would probably be
one of severel days’ duration.

Nelson l.ece had the map in his
pocket, and upon this every little detail
ot the route was carofnﬁ; described ;
but, at Lhe last moment. Leon Ascara
had decided to come with us, in spite
ol Macdonald’s protests.

The half-breed was by no means
elrong, but he declared that he 1as
greatly worried. and would not care to
send us off on this trip without him,
[{fo would be able to guide us without
(rouble, and he further insisted upon
laking the paddle in the bows of the
leading dugout.

Nelson Lee would guide the :econd
craft, for the guv’nor had quite a lot
of experience, and could be relied upon
o maninpnlate his paddle with goodd
rosulls, And so we were al! ready lo
start.

“1 com’ loo, me.” said Leon, in a
salislicd voice. " 1f I stay behind I
miscrable lak e sick dog. I ne go into
valley—non! Red man moch wild on
me, and kil me plentee quick. 1T gude
you all way.”

It would have been useless to remon-
strate with Ascara, for he was deter-
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mined to come—he had, in fact, been
very miserable sinco the night of our
talkk; but now, kpowing that he was
included in the party, Eis spirits were
of tho highest.

Altogether there were eleven of us,
including Leon. In the first dugout the
half-breed was in tho bows, and his load
consisled of Mr. Ifarman, Thiirly Sam,
Farman junior, Bob éhrisline, and
Reginald Pitt, The second dugout car-
ricd Nelson Lee, Tommmy Watson, Sir_
Montice, myself, and Square-Deal Reeve.

The datter was in the highest possible
spirits, and he grinned cheerfully as he
surveyed tha scene.

“T kinder figger we’re out of our
element some,”’ he observed. ‘' Soy,
boys, this hyar scenery don’t come up
to the high standard of Montana.
Howsum. I sure 'lows it’s an elegant
country.”’

** Personallv, I reckon it makes Mon-
tana look like a cent!’ I said, with a
chuckle. ““In the winter-time it may
be different, but just now the Drake
River country is glorious. And we're
going afler gold!”

“I'm sure guessin’ that’s somethin’
wuth éhasin’.”” said Square-Deal.

The first dugout had alreedy pushed
away from the bank, and Nelson Leeo
soon brought our own ecraft inlo the
carrent. He plied his paddle with the
dexterity and experience of an Indian.

Angus Macdonald stood on the bank,
watching our departure. He was just
as stolid as ever, and one might have
imagined that we wero setting off on a
feww hours’ journey of no importance.

Once out in the centre of the river,
we found the current to be fairly swift,
and we were soon carried round o
bend, and out of sight of Mac’s motion-
less figure on the bank. Wo were new
in a land which was cut off from all
«igns of himan habitation, and we wero
going into the wilds.

The whole advenlure was rather
thrilling. and we glowed with enthu.
siasm as we considered all the possi-
Lilities. Of Jake Crasher there had not
l«ecen the slightest sign. and we belicve:l
that the rascal had left Fort Derwent
for good. Of what use was it remain-
ing? 1lle certainly could not hope to
gain anything, :

* By Jingo! It's glorious up here,”
sald Tommy \Watson. “I always
thought this part of Canada was
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At last we arrived at the Camp. But we were too late. Jake Crasher had
done his foul work! (See page 24.)




covered with snow and as cold as ice!
Il's simply wonderful to find all this
luxurious green grass and trees!'
© ““But it's summer-time, you ass!’ I
exclaimed.
- *“I know that; but we're so far north
that I thought they had snow all the
year round.”’ said 'f‘ommy. ‘“My only
hat! This is beiter than being on the
ranch! This is what I call a real ad-
venture.”’ -

** Begad'" said Sir Montie. ‘* Rather,
dear old boy!”

There was undoubtedly a great deal
to charm and delight us. It avas my
first visit to this part of the world, and
I was hoping that it would not be my
last, and, although I tried 1o dismiss
the matter, I couldn’t help feeling eagor
and excited when I remembered that
we were on our way to a secret valley
which contained Red Indians of a
totally different type to the usunl—a
valley where gold lay loose. .

It seemed almost too wonderful to be
true, but Leon’s story had had the ring
of conviction. Indeed, the very fact
that he was accompanying us proved
that there was no spoof about it.
would never have dared to come other-
- wiso.

“That story of Indians and gold had us
all in 1its grip—even inclucﬁng Nelson
Lee; and our one thought was to
on with all speed to this
El Dorado of the Far North.

But we had a fairly long journcy
before us. '-

If we had imagined that thia journey
was to be tedious, we had made a mis-
take, for it was proving to be a trip
of exceptional interest. And il was not
to be without its perils, oither—natural
Eerils tn addilion to those provided by

aman agsncy.

For our assumplion regarding Jake
C'vasher was by no means correct.

Even thon, as we were gliding pla-
cidly down the Drake River, the enemy
was prepering a surprise for us, which
Jake corsiderad to be a inasler stroke.
The rascally ex-forcman of Bar S
ranch was a bully and a blackguard,
and not the type of man to give in
tamely, and, as Le had explained to his
companions, there was gold to be got
on this adventure—enough gold to make
themm all multi-milhonaires! It \was
worth taking any amount of risk.

The Drake River. somne twenly miles
beyond Fort Derwent, emptied itself

ress
wonderful

He |
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inlo Boot Lake—so called because its
shape closely resembled that of a Dboot.
The Drake River entered the lake at
the toe of the boot. and passed through
a8 narrow gorge, whero the current was
swift and exceedingly strong—but not
a rapid in the ordinary sense of the
term. '

As Jake Crasher cunningly poinled
out to his companions, this discovery
of gold was obviously somewhere in the
unknown interior. QOur party, there-
fore, would be compelled to come up
through Boot Lake, since this was the
only possible route.

“An’ I guess we're got them good
an’ fixed!” declared Jake grimly. ‘‘ Say,
boys, they kinder reckon we’re finished
with. Waal they've made a dog-gone
nmislnke, you kin lake it from me.”

And, then and there, Jake had ouf-

lined his plan. The rascals had not
enlered Fort Derwent after being
kicked out of Macdonald’s store. They

wore well supplied with food in a httle
camp which they had made among the
lrees. They had canoes, too, having
purchased them in readiness,

And Jake, having made a brief
survey of the river, got out his scheme
quickly, for he knew that no time must
be lost. For eight solid hours he and
the others worked like men possessed,
and the result of their Jabours was very
evident.

" They had selected a section of the
gorge near Boot Lske, where the banks
of the river were close together, and
where the water sped through silenlly
and with terrific power. And here the
operations hed been performeod.

“I guess il's a cinch!' declared
Jake, with an eager chuckle. ‘' Say,
their dugouts will sweep around the
bend like electric trolley-cars, an' I
guess they won’t be able to put on no
brakes. We'll have the skunks where
we need 'em in less’n ha’'t a minute!”’

And Jake surveyed the gorge with
satisfaction. ‘What ho saw was un-
doubtedly something of a formidable
character. Right across the river,
within an inch of the waler, a barrier
had been placed.

Stout ropes had been stretched from
side to side of the gorge—numbers of
them; and these rvopes wore filled with
trce branches and debris of a similar
character. The barrier was apparently
strong enough to stop the Drake River
steamboat itself.
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™ 1 guees we've had a hea%of trouble,
but: it's wuth it,”’ said Bob Doane.
‘' Say, it’s a great stunt o' vours, Jake.
I'll allow you’ve got Dbrains. When
them galoots come sweepin' round the

bend in their dugouts, they'll get
mussed up goOd an' proper in ihs
durned tvap.”

“Suro!”" agreed Crasher. ‘' That’s

‘jest the tdea, I guess. Afore they can
know what's hit ‘em, they’ll be ho!lerln'
‘Help’! An' we kin kinder step in an’

‘jllmp the hull durned oulfit!'”

. others wore not aware of this.

Jake did not know how long it would
be necessary to wait. It was morning
now—the nmorning of our departure, as
a malter of fact; but Jake and the
Thoy
were prepared to camp there, on the
banks of the gorge, and awail their
opportunity. Sooner or later we should

"be bound to come.

While Jake and Bob Doane and Josh

'Sims stood regarding their handiwork,

Pat Hara was preparing Dbreakfast a
Jittle distance off. The sun was well

“up, and the morning was a glorious one.

Hara came running up abruptly, his
face flushed with excitement.
“Git ready, Dboys!” he
“ They’re comin’ right now!”
"““Jumpin' covoles!”’ shouled Jake.
4 How d’you know |
“1 jest seen th' dugouts from our
¢amp,’”’ replied Pal quickly. " We'd
“hest git ready fer th’ cirkis, I ligger.”

Mecanwhile, we were sweeping along,

panted.

"

‘.

_serenely unconscious of the peril whic

lay ahead. Not even Nelson Leo had
suspected that Jake Crashey avould
adopt a- scheme of this kind, and we
had no thoughis of danger.

For some littlo time the river had
‘been narrowing, the current growing
swifter and swifter, until we were shoot-
ing down through the gorge at great
speed, held tightly by the current.
There was no danger., for the svater
was deep, with no projecling rocks or
obstructions. ' .

Leon Ascara, in the first dugout, was
only using his paddle occasionally, for
it was hardly necessary to steer the
craft. They were kept 1n the centre of
the streamn by the force-df the rushing
wator. : ,

And then.. as the .leading dugout
swung. round . the bend, Loon utlered a

startled gasp. He turned his head
swiftly,
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Somet'ing . wrong™ ho
“ Moch trees .fellen— 7
shouted Bob Chris-

il “?n!
shouted. [

‘“ Great Scoti!”
tine, jumping up. ‘' What—" .

“No do that—upset us lak we wero
shell I"" interrupted Leon, as the dug-
out Llipped dangerously. * You mus’
koep still, or wo turn over. Wa! Wa!
This moch bad!”’ :

We could all see the peril by this
time, and we knew that nothing could
be cione to avert it,’ No. matter how
the paddles were plied, .the dugouts
coula’ not be forced out of the current.
We "were sweeping down helplessly on
to that barrier, and Nelson Lee caught
his brcath in sharply as he saw the four
figures on the bank. o ,

“ Crasher!” he - mullered. ‘' By
Ja:nes! We ought to have guarded
against anything of this nature! But
"we could never have known—"'

‘“ Look!” gasped -Tommy Watson |
faintly. *“ Tho first dugout’'s hit the
obstructiont .Oh, why, what— My
only hat!”

To say (hat we were not scared would
untrue. The thought  of becoming
tangled- up in that barrier was an
appalling one; a piclure of what would
happen flashed through my mind. The
dugouts would upset, we should be fluny
into the icy water—for, although
summer-lime, the water of these
northern rivers was intensely cold—and
we should be utterly helpless to savo
ourselves.

Leon Ascara knew well enough that

nothing could Lbe dnne to stog’ the head-
long rush of the dugouts. Just before
‘hitting the obstruction he drew his

paddle in, and flung himself down low,
vo that his head was almost under the
bos.

And then— ' {

The  dugout struck the mass of ropes
and tped branches. There was a splinter-
ing ‘erashing of wood, and the dugoiit
swept on! Not for ohe’ second did it
pause in its rush. It ‘smashed. clean
through the barrier as though the latter
had been made of papdf, so tremendous
was the force of the current which car-

L rted it down.

And we, following only about thirty
yards in the rear, swept on to the same
spot. DBending low, we shot past, the
trailing’ ropes and iree branches sweep-
.m% against us as weé wént through.

n the bank, Jake Crashe swore with
terrible fury. '
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““ Gosh darn my hide!” he raved‘.

' ““The blamed thing waren’t strong
enough, boys! We're sure left out o’
" this hyar game!”

““ The durned thing hez let nws down!”
snarled Doane. |

Iike twigs in a street gutter, we were
swept on
- caught one more glimpse of Jake
Crasher and his razcally companions.
That glimpse was one which made us

ali rock with laughter—after the tension
had relaxed.

The four scoundrels were fairly
daucing with rage, shaking their fists,
and relioving their feelings by quanti-
ties of profane language. Their whole

.. g0’ ¢ 2. pl ’ . e
schemo, ‘so c-arefu.ll:!_y planned, had come ‘along,”” he said slowly.

to nothing.
. . It was as. much: a- surprise to.us_ as
it was to them, for we had certainly
* believed that we should be trapped by
that carefully made barrier. And now
we wero enlering Boot Lake, well over
a mile from the spot.

For Jake Crasher and Co. to follow
was impossible. Thick forest lands lay
on both banks of the Drake River, and
“it would take the cnemy well over a
couple of hours to cover the distance.

Instead of delaying wus they had
~caused us not the slightest amount of
damage; and they themselves were not
"even 1n_a position to follow. Our feel-
. Ings can readily be imagined as we

"

“glided into the placid waters of the

" lake. |

. *'Wa! Him moch:- bad man!"” ex-
claimed Leon, showing - his teeth in a
smile. “ I t'ought we crumple up lak

"we was made of paper. hese men
~moch fools—don’t onderstan’ not’ing of
‘these rivers. Current plenty quick!”’

“ You're right, old man,” said Mr.
Farman, wiping his brow. ‘' By glory!
I thought we were taking tickets for
.above that trip!. That barrier - looked
#» strong as the Colorado canyon, and
we went through 1t as a knife gets
through cheese!”’

Intdnse relief filled us all.

“We were very lucky to have got
through,”” said Nelson Lee, ‘‘and we
only did so because of Jake's bad
.judgment. We certainly did nothing
to lLelp ourselves. It ought to be a
lescon to uws.”” . - |

“T'Il sure allow you're right ther’,

"Mr. Leo,”” said Square-Deal Reeve.
¥ (oo i

own tho gulley, and we only
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trail right then!  Say, it 'ud please me
a heap Lo fll Jake Crasher's hide with

lead !”’
“The rotter!' I exclaimed indig-
nantly. ‘“Ho tried to kill us all,

guv'nor! That’s what it would have
moant if we'd have been upset by that
barrier. We should never have sur-
vived in that awful curront!”

‘““The only consolation is that we
are now well beyond tLho scoundrel’s
reach,”” said Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Not that
I'm afraid of him. His interferenco
would be a nuisance, and we aro<bettor
without him. He can never hope to
overtako us."” .

Square-Deal Reeve shook his head..

““I guess.. ther's . trouble. coming
‘“I ain’t the
guy lo ﬁgEer on the dark side; but I'm

t

ollowin’ that Jake Crasher i3 a feller
who sticks to the trail. He don't
knuckle under none, an’ he'll sure
foller.”

“Let him!’ I said grimly. * Wﬁ"ll

be ready to give him a hot welcome!

CHAPTER V.

ON THE GHOST RIVER'
s EGAD' Ain't it simply rip-
B pin’, dear old boys?"
Sir Montie spoke with en-
' thusiasm. He had a great eyo

for boauty, and he was admiring the

scene with a full appreciation of its
charms. As a matter of fact, we wore
all very much impressed.

Nearly an hour had elapsed since wo
had shot through that gorge—to the
intense. discomfiture of Crasher and
Co., who had been planning such nice
little troubles for us. And now we wero
apﬁroaching the far end of Boot Lake.

ight in_ the centre of the wide
stretch of water lay two little islands,
with yellow beaches, willow trees, and
a pine or two. Tho scenery on overy
hand was impressive. Around the
shores rose unbroken masses of jack-
pines, and the hills rose, tier after tier
up into snow-capped mountains.

.And the sun shone down faacefully
and with grateful warmth. eon was
leading us with care, paddling steadily.
His weakness seemed Lo have left him,
and he was now full of enthusiasm for
this trip.

Nelson Lee found a chance now and

Giggored we wus on the last | again to have a look at the map which
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"Macdonald had prepared. According to
this, afler entering the ‘' toe ' of Boot
Lake, we were to go right to the heel,
and then almost to the end of the
“ upper.”” Here there was a narrow
tlream, winding its way off to the left.

Leon Ascara was keceping Lo this plan
exactly. To all intents and purposes.
the lake had no outlet. Search as I
would with my gaze, I could see no
stream - down which we could pass. It

seemed that we had come into a blind
alley.

 But: Leon kept sleadily on., now
ihreading the dugout through patches of
lillies and masses of reeds. Then he
lurned oft to the left, as though making

for the shore. There was certainly no
.outlet.

* What’s the idea. guv'nor?’ I asked.
‘“* We're not going ashore yet, are we?
I- thought we were planning to land
for g'ru%)
four or five hours’ time.”

““T think Leon knows what he is up
to,"” said Nelson Lee.
are sometimes deceptive.
wo will follow him.”

We soon found ourselves in a kind of
backwater, wilth the banks growing

At all events,

nearer. The water becamo an ooze, |

scarcely any flow; then. almost before
wo becamé aware of it. the dugoul was
" carried on. | _

~ A current had bccome perceptible.
Tree  branches bore down over . the
“water, nearly touching the strface. It
.certainly seemed that we were. about to
strike the bank; then, with the leaves
sweeping over. our heads, we passed
,through this strange bower of green.
Then we saw, {o our astonishment, that
we were entering a tiny siream.

. Well, I'm jiggered!” I exclaimed.
“ Who would La\'e ruessed Lhat this
.viver  could have heen here? We

shouldn’t have found it withoul Leon.™

“I rather fancy we should,” said
Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Here, it is all clearly set
down on Lhis map.”

*“ This mach big river,”” said the half-
breed, .in the other dugout. ‘‘ No look
-moch, I guess, but him big soon—bi
lak Drake River—plenly .current . an
moch wide. Wait—yoen wee..- T know
what I doin’, me.” =~ - - -

“I'mr quile sure that you do,” said
Mvr. Farman.: *‘ What river are we on
now?’. . . S

** Me not know,”” replied Leon. ** This

at noon, and that's in about}

‘“ Appearances |
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river g:c;b no name amon.. \vhfte. men,
but I call him Worm River—bhim s

anuch like 1i’l twistin® worm.” .

Leon’s description was quite apt. To
a_considerable distance the: river scarccly
altered its character, winding round in
the most extraordinary manner, and so
parrow that- at times it was awkward
to ply the paddles. In other places the
water was sq shallow that there was
scarcely enough to keep the .dugouts
afloat; we touched the sandy bottom
frequently.

Willow trees lined the banks, and
the branches thryst themselves into .onr
faces first on ono side, and then on the
other. And we were always encounter-
ing sharp bends, with here and there an
insignificant rapid which was negotiated
with no trouble and no danger.

‘“ Dear old boy, this is an amazin’

little river—it is, really !’ observed Sir

Montie, after we had left Boot Lake
behind for quite. a couple of hours.
“We don't seem to be gettin’ on at
all, begad! The river’s twistin' so much
that we keep comim’ back on our own
bally tracks, you know!”’

There was a.great deal of truth in
this. Aes Leon explained later, for
hours we should keep to the Worm
River, and ‘only progress .a mile or so
in actual distance, for the streain was
so crooked. But there was no other
way. = . .

At noon we all landed, Leon choosing
a delightful little meadow on the right
bank of the stream., After stretching
our légs, and. filling our insides, we Tfelt
quite ready for the next spell. B
- And, without any delay, we .took our’
places once more in the dugouls, and
then we once more procecded screnely
down the river. . R :
:But we were only serene for about an
houty then e noticed that the current_
was growing much more rapid, and
after ,we had passed:.round a gradual
bend, we saw ore us some rapids,
which boiled and hisred with . consider-
able. powey, Without turnipg. his head,
Leon waved his paddle aloft.

‘“ Be careful, Mist’ Lee !’ ho shouted.
‘“* Go moch cautious -here!” -

Almost before we knew it, we were
borne headlong into the rapids. We
shot -down, with the waler swirling all
around us, and wilh rocks julting out
on both sides; but, alter all, this rapid

was not a.big one, and we were. soon
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in quiet water again, with the river
"incroased in size.

" Hour after hour we kept on, finding
.fresh beauties to claim our aitention
.at, every turn of the river, and the size
_of the stream increased always, for, at
.irregular intervals, it collected in in-
significant little tributarics—mere creeks
“and brooks. They were nothing 1n
.themselves, but they added their walers
to the parent stream,

- Thoe banks were now well apart, and
the water deeper, so that we could keep
.in the middle, with the current, with no
difficulty. By the time nightfall came,
the Worm River was no longer like a
worm, but comparable to a big snake.
It had increased enormously in size:

** There was something quite charming
in camping out, with a roaring fire to
cheer us, and with our little tents set
up. Leon took it upon his shoulders
" lo provide our beds, which consisted of
dpruce bows. They were surprisingly
comfortable, and kept us well clear of
the damp earth.

We slept like tops, and arose soon
after dawn, feeling refreshed and ready
for another day’s adventure. The morn-
'mi_-was sunny and warm, with hardly
‘a breath of wind to worry us.

It was strange to reanlise that we were
on a river which white men had
_scarcely ever traversed before. Indeed,
1t was quite likely that we were the
first whites to come this way. And we
"were gelling nearer and nearer to the
wonderful valley of gold, where the
' Red Indians held full sway. |

We had been troubled quite a lot by
the mosquitoes during the previous
"evening, but now. of course. these
irritating little fellows were all quiet.

‘And we partook of breakfast in com-

fort. .
.- The scene all around us was one
which reminded me of a fairy glade in
a pantomime—only: of course, a
thousand times more exquisite. For
while tho scene in the pantomime was
.one of paint and cunningly contrived
lights, this was real—this was the actual
thing. :
The sun shone down Lhrough the
"green branches. and the water of the
stream caught the rays and set
"thousands of sparkling scintillations at
work. And beyvond, the pine forests
rose maijestic and solemn. _ '
~‘* Wonderful scenery here,” Nipper.’
gaid Nelson Lee. ‘' Montana oan claim

 startling inlerruption came.
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nolhing likke 1it. We are seeing a new

world.” |
" Rather, guv'nor!” I said. “Ibs
sitnply ripping. and the further wo

penetrate, the lovelier everything 1s.'

While we were speaking a somewhat
Just down
the ~lream—in fact, al only twenty yards’
distance—a huge. hairy head was thrust
through the trees. It was a head-which
caused me to give a violent starl, for
I recognised it at once. A body
followed. for the brute was unaware of
our presence,

It was, in fact, a huge brown bear!

Then. for the first time, he caught
sight of us. His ears cocked up. his
mouth fell open, and his tiny eyes
seemed to be full of consternation.
The bear instead of attacking, as some
of the juniors thought it would, gave
a snort of sheer fright and lumbered
awav. He trundled off at express speed.

‘““ Thank goodness!” gasped Tormny
Watson.

Leon Ascara laughed.

“ No scare of him bear!”
‘‘ Bear moch scare of you!'
mak’ attack, I guess.
coward!”’ | |

““ Well. it cerlatuly looks like it,”
satd Bob Christine. .** But, by )ingo,

: >

gol the wind up properly for a minute?’

We were soon on our wzhy again,
squatting in the dugouts, and gliding
serenely down the stream. Twirly Sam
it the one dugout, and Square:Deal
Reeve in Lhe olher—both in the stern—
were now provided with paddles. And
the going was much faster on account
of this. for the cowboys used - their
strength to advantage.

I conld describe the scenery to the .
full if I were able. and it would give
me great delight—but I am afraig'it
would take altogether too long, and
and might. indeed, become tedious

But all the morning we were carried
down a river of lairyland with graceful
willows and brilliant green meadows
constantly appearing in view, wilh the
sombre pines overlooking all, and row
and again some brawling rapids down
which we spun atl a great pace.

Here and there the forests came in,
shutting out all vision. And at other
places the trees swept away, making Lhe
river wider and with meadows gleaming
grocnly on either side. It was while
we were passing one of these meadows
that we saw a fully grown moose, Hae

he said.
Him no
Him lak big
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was standing there, quite at his easo,
avith. his noble hedd raised aloft.: He
was possessed of enormous antlers,
w;)lich seemed (o bear hum down. soue-
.w hat. :

_But he was soon’ gone. Aftér one
sight of us he fled, disappearing into a
belt of trees two or three hundred yards
away. y '

~ And ‘soon after this the Worm River
came to an end.

Without knowing anything about it,
we were swept round a point where the
ground was elevated, ang we found our-
selves upon another lake. Ior the first
time that morning the’ whole arch of
the cloudless sky was in evidence.
Woods and hills went back on all sides,
and the waters of the Jake were as clear

a8 crystal. And a cooling breeze came
.2CYOS8, ”

““ Where the dickens have we got to
now, guv'nor?’ I said.

*‘ This. I believe, is the Ghost Lake,”’
revlied Nelson Lee. ‘ We ought Lo be
entering upon the Ghost River soon.
And it will, be somewhere in that
‘direction that this strange valley -exists,
At all evenle. we are getting nearer
and nearer to our destinalion as we
progress.’’ '

The Ghost Lake was very much larger
than Boot Lake—a fairly wide, 1m-
posing stream which swept along with
maiestic force. - We - were in a real
river at last—a river even larger than
the Drake at IFort Derwent,.

“But it was now growing dusk, and
we made our camp for the night.
According to what I understood, the
next day would be even more exciting
than this. for we should have
negotiate some very formidable rapids.
But at present the river was calin and
peaceful.

We camped In a quiet little spot with
a natural meadow all around us, and
with willows as a background.
mosquitoes got to work early, but our
big- camp fires helped to keep them off.
‘And our tents were provided with nets,
30 that we should not be’ troubled as
we slept. - o

Upb in this Iatitude it never got
exactly dark, and the evénings were
long drawn out. Therefore, we would
all be 'in our tents., aslé€p, before the
semi-darkness fell. At present we were
chatting round the camp fire, sleepy and
tired after the long day.

to |

The|.

‘interrupted Nelson Lee.
‘think our best plan will be to take the

once.
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Nelson Lee and Mr. Farman went for
a stroll, smoking. They weére not gone
very long, but returnej rapidly. I had
scen- them on a little rising picce of
ground some distance away. - And when
they came ‘back I could tell that some.
thing' was amiss. o

I

“.Anything wrong, guv'nor?”
asked. R

“I'm not at all sure, Nipper,' said
Nelson' Lee. ‘‘ But there's a camp fire
burning about a mile down the stream."’

**Jake Crasher!” I exclaimed.

‘““ Undoubtedly.’’ -

““The awfal votter!” I said wrath-
fully. ‘* He’s followed us, sir! What
are we ‘going to do about it?"

"“That we must decide,’”’ replied Lee,
" The camp fire can mean nothing else,
Crasher and his gang have got canoes,
I know. and it 13 obvious that they
followed as quickly as possible, and saw

us enter the Worm River. They have
had no difficulty in keeping on our trail

stnee.”’

‘“But we can't let them keep up this
game, Mr, Lee!” said Big Jim KFar-
man. ‘‘Say., those rascals arec capable
of anv mischief, and if they once get
inlo this' secret valley, they'll—" |

*“T don’t think we shall let them get

as far as this valley, Mr. TFarman,”
In fact, X

bull bv the horns. In other words,
we'll déscend upon Crasher’s camp at
And we'll tell the scoundrels
point blank that there'll be {irouble if
they do not return. We are certninly
not going to have them following us!”

‘““Who's going?}’' I asked ecagerly.

The party was soon made up—Lee,
Mr. Farman, .Square-Deal Reeve,
Twirly Sam, myself, Watson, and IFar-
man junior, The others—Leon, Bob
Christine. Pitt and Sir Montic, were
to resnain behind in camp.

Wazvet off at once,~all the men fully
armed, and prepared for anything that
might turn up. With the juniors, I

‘was ‘mstructed to remiain'ini“the back-

ground.’" But, i it came ‘to a hand-to-
hand Gght, we could join in. DBub

‘Nelaon Lee didn’t went it to como to
‘a fight at all. '

We eéxperienced some difficully in
getting through a thick belt of wood-
land which separated us from the other
camp. But at last, we got through,

and could now see the thick spiral

r



24 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

smoke from Lhe camp fire going straight-{ Perhaps they had killed all . of them—
upwards into the still evening air, about | perhaps they— But I did not caro
two hundred vards away. Some willows ] to think of the possibilities.

concealed us from the actual camp, - | - At last we.arrived. .. . - :

; Our idea -was to take the men by And although my worst fears - were
_surprise, 80 that they would have no not .realised. we - nevertheless found

chance of resistance. - And we walked things in such a state that we were
almost helpless with-rage for the tune

‘cautiously. nat one of us speaking. We . : !
approached the camp without maimg a il’)l?lm%rde‘:lﬁ L‘:l‘lll;l,el:'&lﬁfh:?;] r";iu‘:‘"{"z“cﬁ;

sound. find—havoc.
Then we turned round the willows. I S o . :
" Nelson Lee was in sdvance, and| Bob Christine. Pitt and Sir Montie
cuddenly he came-to a halt ’ came rushing towards us with scared
: ' ' faces. They were quite unharmed. bul

‘“ 1t
' Good  Heavens! .!’.e nutlered. bubbling over with words which they

{\-b: :_:fler?;‘l‘ \'erl;k;?;f:.;.lm derstood ﬂllhowed to tumble out one from the
’ olher.

No camp existed—only a half burnt 5 : :

out fire in the centre of a little patch of At first we did not licten. for our
grass. Nelson Lee hurried forward and aitention was claimed by the sight of
Jooked round keenly. . There were no O"I' A wrack .

traces of the camp. Indeed, it was quite 1 lh “(‘]’“' a wreck. The 4¢enls had been
obvious that a camp hl}d never existed. ::r?liq;ed 111(;; :Eae({aﬁoirttzntgﬁ?d th‘:‘;“":
r . . : ; S W
This fire had been built purposely. upon the fire.  And worst of all. our

: irly Sam burst into a laugh.
"I““S::v]f %.-c've boen kinder lfxooled, 1| dumouts were hacked about as though
guess” he exclaimed. '~ Gee! ‘Them with an axe. Great holes were smashed
. in their sides, and they were no longer

river worthy.

guys ain't around hyar—"' .
“Y don't seem (o understand, .
) “It'sl In fact. the destruction was complete
and absolute, :

Twirly,” interrupted Nelson Lee. |
a trick—performed deliberately, with

only one object!”

T P S—

‘“Qay. I dou’t catch on.” . .
« And vet it is quite simple,”* said the CHAPTER VI
guv'nor grimly. ‘' The enemy has made THE TADLES TORNED .

This fire was lit on purpose so that we

should be atiracted—so that we shonld dﬂeﬁ b"ej‘.”‘-' we'll i
desceud upon the camp in exactly fhg flurno{i' c':_‘;ﬁiiws Eilh ﬁll;&d'rh?:'
way we have done. ake Crasher an thist" he  exclaimed grimly. ¢ Say.

. L
his men are not here at all. wher's Leon? Gee! I'm guessin’ that

““ Then what was Lhe idea of feichin )
ns-over on a fool's erPand. sir?”’ aske gﬂlitga ||3'as took a fancy to our durned

Tommy Walson wonderingly. ‘“ ’ a4 _ .

‘“ ('rasher has more sense than I gave | « Y;l:soon_éu‘ .eenil“l,'l'gde 3[" I'arr;:an. :
him credit for.” said Nelson Lee grimly. : ; h'l r,’f,h-‘ ake must have
‘““ While we have come hore—a mi{e canturec L. 13 means that we're

left without our guide— Ah, but

fromn our own camp—those rogues have | .. . _ .
probably descended upon Leon and the ::_?t'ﬁoi.ﬁ?:fthe map. I guess,” he added,

bovs. Heaven only knows what has GO | . ,
been happening there! ‘Bah! What a mapI\'P'sa.;:leN.}]lgc;: anc:a-l.cnﬁeot'll\' got the
fool I was to be tricked so easily!” “What* 1 gasped. y.

Wa were all looking intensely| ¢ If vou will remember, Nipper, we
elarmed. and now we lost no tiune in| were all lookinz at the map du’ring
hurrying back along our own tracks at|] supper.’’ said Nelson Lee.  ““ Leon ex-
full speed. The thought of what might | pressed a wish to examiune it, and I left
hqve huppened at the camp filled us|it in one of the -tents. There iz not
with dismay. the slightest doubt that Jake has secured
_ With onlg Leon Ascara and the three| it. There is no use disguising Lhe fact
wuniors to doal with, Jake Crasher and | that this disaster is a real one.” .

Co. 'would have had .no- difficulty.| - We— we can lell you everything
) ]

a movo and BlICCGFdE[I 1n dOCElV!ﬁg us. SOIT:\RE‘DEAL REEVE tOOk a
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gir!" panted Bob Christine excitedly. jdo no'ing wi’ soch men. They catch

“Tt all
went——'

‘“ You hadn’t been gone five minutes,
‘sir—"' began Pitt. -

o }?cﬁﬂd! It all came so suddenly

' happened just after you

‘* Now, boys, please calin yourselves,”

said Nelson Lee. ‘*One of you must
tell what happened—I cannot listen to
“all three at once. Pitt, you can explain
what took place. Please do so as briefly
as possible.” '

Reginald Pitt tried to calm himself.

‘““ The Grat we knew anythin?l about | Me heap sorry.”’
e

it was when Leon ran away, said.
‘*We couldn’t understand it at _all
Leon was sitting by the fire, quietly

| Nelson Lee, nodding.

smoking, when he suddenly jumped u{).
He told us to run, and immediately
went like a hare into the trees. And
then Jake Crasher and those other men
appeared.’’

“80 Leon fled”’ said Mr. Farman
grimly. ‘ The infernal coward!”

“Of course., we couldn't do any-
thing,”” went on Pitt. ‘“ The men told
us tao sheer off or take the consequences.
We simply scooted into the trees. And
then we watched those rotters smashing |
up the dugouts and destroying the
whole camp. We couldn’t do anything
but look on.”

“PDo you know if. they took the
map?'' asked Nelson Lee.

‘* Yes, sir, they did."”

nme an’ troat me jue’' lak child, I guess.
I no use for fichtin’, me.” |

““ You are quite right, Leon,” said
_ “X think you
were very wise to slip out of the way."™

““I no coward—I no run away when
danger,’”” said the half-breed proudly.
“But I t'ink me moch—all quick
inside. when I see bad men comin’.
You onderstan’? If they tak me, no
good. Me wanted here, I guess—me
guide. I could not fight, an’ they.tak
me easy. Me t'ink uick, Best t'ing
run away lak I rabbit till they gone.

‘““ By glory! The man’s right!”’ said
Mr. Farman. * There was nothing
cowardly in what he did. If he hadn’t
quit, Crasher would have.captured him
and taken him off. That would have
been worse still for us. I guess Leon
showed a great deal of sense.”

“Waal. I'm allowin’ that’s sure
right,”” said Square-Deal. *‘ Guess 1
didn’t ﬁgger it out this aways to begin
with. ut, say, we're sure fixed
good’'n proper. 1 figger them boats -
don’t look ezac’ly whole.”

We examined the dugouta carefully,
and our first Impression was not ima
proved. Both craft were terribly
knocked about, and Nelson Lee
estimated that it would take at least
fgrty-e:ghb hours to thoroughly repair
them.

And we were without a proper supply
of food. and our tents were of no better

L1 thought 30—1"1'1,?3' would hardly be| yse than a mass of rags. But the worst
likelv to miss that,” said the guv'nor.| disaster of all was the loss of the map.

‘“ Well, it is no good crying over epilt
milk. We must make the best of a
bad 1ob. Ah, Leon i1s returning!
am glad that he was not ceptured b
Jake and his ruffian crew. We will
hear what he has to say.”

I| stoad everything on the map.

True. Jaka and Co. would have (o study
very carefully before they fully under--

: 'ﬁut. they
had it in their possession, and they had
a clear forty-eight hours start on us.

It seemed as though they would be

Leon Ascara came UIIJJ looking very| ablé to get to the valley of gold in
y

serious. and he was met

Sam. and the juniors. The half-breed
went straight up to Nelson Lee and My,
Ifarman.

T sce everyt’ing that ]mqgen, .me,"”’
said Leon. ““ Wa! Wa! White men
moch bad. They:bad. lak -Red man, I
‘puess. Do moch damage.””

“ Say, yon all-fired coyote!’ :napped
Twirly Sam. “ Why did you quit?’

“Why I run?’ asked Leon. ‘* Wa!
What clse I do? Me not strong. Mel

several grim | advance.
looks from Square-Decal Reeve, Twirly| cold.

We should be left out in tha

But once again
decéptive. |

Jake Crasher and his men were un-
doubtedly camping  some. little distance
up the river—perhaps two or three miles
—fully aatisfied that we were unable to
follow. With our dugouts useless, we
were powerless,

But Jake Crasher need not have
imagined that he was to have cvery-
thing his own way. Hardly an hour

appearances \ere
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passed before a somewhat surprising
interruption came. The river lay in
setni-darkness, and all was gloomy.

And then, upon the bosom of the
water., we espied two sturdy dugouts
turned in towards the bank, and as they
grew ncarer, a paddle in the leading
one was raised aloft. The figure 1t was
held by was a huge, dusky one,

“ Wau'! We come. Umitagat,
falther !’ boomed a deep voice.

““ As large as life. an' as chirpy as
crieckets!” came another volce.

‘““ Dorrie!" I velled. *‘ Dorrie and
Umlost !’ '

““ Yes. rather. and weo've here, too!”
camo another voice, which I instantly
recognised as belonging to the one and
only Edward Oswald Ilandforlth. ‘‘ You
awful bounders! What do you mean
by getting so far ahead?”’

Our camp was now fairly dancing
with excitement.

Aud as the two dugouts camg in we
sawwv who the occupants were—Umlosi,
Lord Dorrimore, Handforth, Church,
McClure. Talty Little, Talmadge,
Lawrence and Ace-High Peter, the
latter being oune of the cowboys from
Roaring Z Ranch.

It was a tromendous surprise.

Lord Dorrimore was in charge of one
dugout, and Umlosi conducted the
olther. The great Kulana Chief was in
his element at last. On the ranch he
‘had been somewhat miserable. Dut
‘now he was in all his glory. He had
cast aside most of his clothing, and
merely wore a pair of while trousers
cut short at the knee. His burly chest
and shoulders were bare. '

And he was as much at home in a
dugout ns Leon Ascara himself. These
rivers were nol the same, perhaps, as
those of Africa. Umlosi’'s nalive land,
but a dugout is much the same the
world over. and Umlosi was an expert
of oxperls wilh a paddle in his grasp.

Dorrie. who had lived almost half his
life in Africa. was just as proficient in
the zrt of paddling as Nelson Lee.

Thev all landed. and for the first five
minules one might have supposed that

my

babel had Dbeen let loose. We all
talked at once. The juniors clapped one
another on Lhe back, danced and

capercd about, and generally behaved
as though thev had * gone ¢ff their
rockers."’ :
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“My hat!’ said Handforth. *It’s
topping to see you all again, you chaps.
Why, this is the first time we've sot
eyes on you since you left Montana.
It seems weeks ago. Thank goodness
we're all together again!”

“The

‘““ Rather!' said Church.
party’'s complete!”’

““The two sections have joined
forces,”” pul in McClure. “ And we're

not going to be parled again—not
likely !’

““ You’ve been having a high old time,
I reckon.” said Handforth. ‘1 say,
It's a grand country up here, and every-
thing is terrific! I've been enjoying my-
self gloriously; but what's all this
varn about a secret valley and gold?”’

“T don't know.” said Bob Christine,
““ Blow that! Jake Crasher has busted
up our camp, and goodness knows what
we're going to do.”

And while the juniors were talking
like this. the men were gathered to-
gother discussing the situation. Lord
Dorrimore, as languid as ever, puffed
a cigarette while he talked.

‘T did oxactly as you suggested, Lee.
old man.” he said. “It was a go
dodge of your's, too. We all arrived in
Fort Derwent—or reather at Mac-
donald’'s shack—the evening of the day
vou left. I timed it exactly.”

“T knew I could trust you,” said
Nelson Lee.

‘“* Well.- Mac told us the yarn— ex-
platned everythin’,”’ went on Dorrie,
““He gave us a copy of your map, an'
we had no trouble in findin' the way.
But it wasn’t long before we found out
that vou were bein’ followed—by Jake
Crasher an’ his gang, in dugouts or

canoes. or somethin’. By gad! Wo
kept well bchind and didn’t let .the
beggars know that we were close at
hand.” :

“T was reckoning on that,”” said
Nelson Lee. “ Well?”

‘ That's about all,”” replied Dorrie.
“We're here.”

‘“But why
time?”’

‘“ Because Crasher and his lot only
went ashore for a short time,” replied
Lord Dorrimore. *‘* They just lit a fire
and got back into their dugouts. I
smelt somethin’ fishy at once. So we

did vou come on this

waited a bit. and then canio on.”

“I am happy, mmy father,”” rumbled



UP THE GHOST RIVER

rivers . are
even as the

Umlosi. *“ Wau! These
magnificent—they are . _
streams of Kutanaland. Here I can
feast mine eyes with the wondrous
sight. and there is work for my arms.
Afy muscles no longer grow flabby, and
I can work as 2 man should.”

“T am glad you like the country,
Umlosi.,”” said Nelson Lee. * And.
talking about work, there’s a job for all
of us at once. 1 am ashamed to tell
vou that I was caught napping by
Crasher—with the result that you have
already seen.” |

The guv’'nor indicated the wreckage.

And now I was beginning to under-
atand how really astute Nelson Lee had
been. On the ranch, when we had first
started out. Nelson Lee had divided our
party into two, and those of us who
had come straight to IFort Derwent had
believed that Dorrie and Umlosi and the
others were to be left behind.

But this, as we now knew, was not
the case,. -

They had followed on a day .laler.
And ever since. they had been ]‘;a-rd on
our trail. = This preccaution had beer
taken so that any sly move of Crasher’s
could be counlered promptly.

- Jake had already made a sly move,
and it would not be so very long before
he received a pretty considerable shock,
For Nelson Lee. Umlost, Dorrie, and
all the other men of the party prepared
to take grim steps.

The position, in fact, was not nearly
s0 bad as it seemed. True, our camp
was wrecked. but this was a matter
which could soon be remedied. And
not one minute was ta be. wasted. QOur
whole party was together again—one
unit—and we were all feeling in the
very highest of spirita.

We were upon the Ghost River, and
well on our way to the ultimate goal.
But for Jake Crasher’s intervention,
everything would have been smooth,
And we were not going to allow this
rascal to interfere with our plans.

And sublimely unconscious of the
change which had taken place in our
camp, Crasher and his men wers
_celebrating about three miles up the
river, in a little clearing round a bend.
They had brought whisky with them;
and they were imbibing ireely.

‘““ Say, boys, we put it over on them
real good,” aaid Jake thickly, ‘' Gee!

‘Even then, things would be very

i upon their great success

5

I'm guessin’ thpsé galgole; _won’t be
gettin’ on the river again in Jess than

two days—and their durned Loats will
be kinder leaky.” o

The others 1roared .with. rough
langhter. D

“ This hyar map will come in might
handy, (00,”” went on Jake.. . ‘‘ Say, {
can’t quile fix it right, but we’ll sure
have timo to examine it to-morrow.
We ain’t doin’ no brainwork to-night,
I puess. We're after gold, pards!”

‘““ Yes, an’ we’ll get it, by thunder!"
said Josh Sims. '

The camp was an untidy one, every-
thing being littered about, and the
tents were simply thrown up. The
rascals knew well - enough that they
could not be interfered with, for it-was
impossible for anybody to get to them
by land—for they had meade their camp
on the other side of the river. :

They felt in merry mood, and having
eaten their fill. they were now drinking.
And they talked constantly all the
time. B

Thev knew well enough that they had
two days start, for the damaged dug-
ouls could not Dbe repaired -quickly

bnzr

Jake Crasher considered that he had

verformed a master stroke.

‘“ There's no .getting away f{rom it,
bove. we've hit them good'n hard,” he
said. ‘' They can’t ‘get at us, I guess,
seein’ that we're on the other side of
the river. and their dugouts are about
as much doggone wse as parlom
sifters!” 3

The more they discussed the situwation,
the better it scemed. S

And while they were colebrating in
this way, and congratulating themselves
something was

happening which would harve made
then éextremely unecasy if they had
knotvh. ' R

Two dugouts, well filled, had stolen
out upon the bosom of the Ghost River,
like ghost-craft themselves. The night
had ome - dim, and ' ‘thd stars were
twinkling hazily overhead. Away north,
the mountains rose majestically, with-
the pine -forests showing like black
blots, and with the snow-capped peaks
shimmering dimly.

In tho dugouts wero six nien—Nelson
Lee, Lord Dorrimore, Umlosi, Big Ji):_a

n

Farman, Squarc-Deal Reeve, a
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Twirly Sam. They
determined to pay Jake Crasher and Co.
back in their own coin. They had fully
loado® revolvers, and were prepared to
fight this matter out. '

Tho dugouts crept silently along, and
thoso on board kept their eyes sharply
open for the first sign of Jake Crasher’s
camp. They easily guessed that the
onemy would make no altempt to con-
coal their camp-fire, for they believed
themselves to be secure.

“It’s a ten-to-one clence thoy’ll be
on the other side of the river,”  mur-
mured Nelson Lee. ‘‘ They think we
can’t move on the water at all, aud
they wouldn't risk camping on the
samo side as us,’’
© Y Wise words, Um _
Umlosi. “.Wau! I like this adventure
miz~h; it stirs my blood, and it will
strongthen Iny Inuscles even more to
fight as a man should.”

“You'll have your chance soon, old
man,’’ said Dorrio softly. '

And then, after they had moved up
another three or four iundred -yards, a
faint glow . appeared on the opposite
bank—just a suspicion of a red haze
away in the distance. It could only be
caused by one thing—a fire.

And later, after progressing some
way, they saw the fire blazing, and then
thoy dislinguished figures moving about
near it. No watch was being -kept by
Crasher, for he had not the slightest
suspicion of coming trouble.

Nearer and nearer the dugouts slipped
down the river, moving with the
current, and making no sound. Nelson
Lee and Umlosi,- with their paddles,
odged the dugouts nearer and nearer to
tho bank.

- And, finally, both craft were brought
to land and hauled up in. eafety. The
six determined men drew their revolvers
and set off through the trees. -Nelson
Lep lod the way.

“ No shooting unless absolutely necas-
sariy." he said softly.
‘““Guess it’'s o durned shamg!” mut-

tered Square-Deal. * Say, boss, I'm
kinder itchin' to let some lead fly
loose !”’ . .

. They went on, and then broke clear

of the trees. and came upon the camp.
As thoy hud half expected. Juke Crasher
and his companions had rolled them-
solves in their blankets for the nicht—

were all grimly ) sodden

tagati,’’ whnspered{
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with drink, and content with

victory. |
The attackin party approached
quietly; bul Jake himself was not

asleep, and suddenly he started up with
a hoarse ¢ry. Ife rubbed his cyes, and
slared into tho gloom.

He heard nothing, but he thought he
saw figures coming near—dim, ghostly
figures, which loomed nearer and
nearer. He reached over and shook
I’at HHara roughly. The latter swore.

“You darned fool!’ hissed Jake.
“YWake up! Ther’'s—ther's spirils
around, I guess! Orvr Injuns—mebbo 1
can see Injuns '

‘““Aw, quit thal stuff!”" grumble
Hara. ' Guess you’ve bin soakin'—"
But Jake leapt to his. feet, and

grabbed for-his revolver.
‘“* No,- not just yet!” snapped Nelson
Lee curtly. ‘' Up with- your hands,
you rascal! Up, I say!”
Jake Crasher snarled out an oath.
The next moment the battle started.

Not a singlo shot was fired. Umlost
rushed in dnd got to work with his
brawny fists. e hit out right and

left, and - Nelson Lee and the others
aseisted ably. |

All the men were on their feet now,
fighting desperately, but putting up a
poor show. They could do little else,
since they were befuddled. with drink.
One after the othor they were knocked
out.

And, cowed and frightened, and de-
prived” of their weapons, they lay on
the ground, sore and furious. Jake was
held securely, and his pockets were
searched. The map came to light at
once.

* Gosh durn you fer a set of coyotes!'’
snarled Jeke thickly. ‘' By thunder!
I'll get even for this—"

“I rather think it is a question of
us getting even,” interrupted Nelson
Lee. “ We intend to make you pay
fitlingly for the damage you caused in
our camp.’’ :

““ Say, you don't mean to smash our
dugouts?’ screamed Bol Doane, start-
ing up in a frenzy. - “ We'll die out
here—ther's no way of gettin’ back to
civilisation. You can’t do it—it 'ud be
murder !”’ _
. “You had no scruplas when you
played the trick on us, had you?” as\(oc!
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Nelson Leo grimly. ““ However, it is|leaving the rascals nearly: .xnad  with
not our way to commit ruthless destruc- | fury and dismay. Later, tho damaged
tion. My intention is quite clear. You | dug-ouls were temporarily :patahed—just
smashed our boats, s0 you can have no| s0 that they would float—and. _ha.ndud
objection if we take yours in exchange | over to Jake. Tt was impaossible to
for them.” Ilcfm-e t.hesc}neilhhere \\.'ll?qu_;-'ql_ny_.r_nea(llni

o+ P Sacpal . (v, 1| of escape, for they would surely wande
YouE?::r don’gt.a:?;fn Ja-'.(c' Cee!: into the wilderness of forest.and die of

‘“ Rather ¢ h?'  said Dorrie | £¥POSUYE and starvation. I'h_r';l__onfy way
calmly et heal, chil sal orrie | qut of this country was by’ means of

the river. |
“We shall take your dugouts, andl

by LB All this took place when mo:t of the
we shall take your tents,” said Nelson juniors were asleecp. When they awoke

Lec. * They’re cnpable of being re- at dawn, everything scemed .as usual.

patred, but I am afraid it will be a| Jake Crasher and his ruffians had bean
longish task. ~That, of course, is your paid back as they deserved.

look-out.™ .
. And later, when we set off down the
The others were delighted with this| Ghost River, we passed the eneiny's

1dea. Nothing could have been more  camp. They were working [everishly
fitting. Crasher had wantonly damaged| on the dugouts, and they shook their

our d“B"‘?Utﬂ and equipment. Well, we| fists and shouted vile imprecalions at
werg taking his in exchange. Any| ys, '

repairs that had to be made—well, they And we passed on down the Ghost,
would have to be performed by Jake| River—on towards the secret valley and

and his men, further stirring adventures. : The pre-
Nelson Lee and his parly towed the | sent episode was closed. . ‘e
captured dug-outs back to -our camp,! But others were to follow! )

THE END.

NEXT WEEK'S STORY '

Will Be entitled “ REDSKIN CUNNING.” It i1s another ‘magnificent
yarn dealing with the further adventures of the Holiday Paity. Introducing
‘NELSON LEE, NIPPER, Mr. FARMAN, Lord DORRIMORE, and

the Junmiors of St. Frank's. Order tn Advance.

e e ——

| FOOTBALL COMPETITIONS
WITH VALUABLE PRIZES.

£1000 (MUST BE WON) FOR FORE- .
CASTING ONLY TWELVE RESULTS.

QOALPOSTS, NETS, FOOTBALLS, OUTFITS8, AND VALUABLE
" MONEY " PRIZES8 OFFERED IN SIMPLE FOOTBALL S8OHEME.

= THE MARVEL ™nl:2=,

v
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THE GREAT DETECTIVE OF
GRAY'S INN ROAD.

INTRODUCTION.

My, Herbert Dralg otherwise NELSON LEE,
secures an appointment as games master at

_ Marsh Manor School.. His real purpose is to

- tnvestigate the aﬂeged appearance of a ghost at
the sckoo! -

(Now read on.)

- i

CHAPTER 111. (Continued.)
Nelson Lee Lays Trapé. :
y HEN Nelson Lee left the study he

; ;  sent it off by passenger train at

once, and the postman had ‘brought it over

from Huntingdon in the mail-cart; and, hav-

-ing nothing “to do until the first interval
- at eleven, he made a tour of the grounds,
= ~and earefullv 1uspected the rmns -of the

- ancient abbey. - |
" -These lay, as we. kave already told you
. beyond the playing-field, from which they
--were divided by a hedge and a fence, which
latter had several convenient gaps in it,
- through one of which the detective passed.

The broken fragments were spread over an
area of quite two acres, and, climbing on to
a plece of mossy wall, he found himself look-
-ing over into the kltchen garden of the
‘ Belgian hostel.

Ir the far distance a lady was snttmg in a
. deck-chair, reading, under the magmﬁeent
“walnut- trees- but he saw no sign of his
. travelling acquamtance of the previous day.
¢ It was, as ‘Mr. Adoife * Malines had de:
cscribed it, a peaceful spot, with nothing to
“remind those homeless refugees of the h.:woc
‘that had ravaged their own country, unless,
‘indeed, the scarred and broken masses of the
“abbpey ruins might have recalled poor mar-
“ tyred Ypres.
As he retraced his steps and passed along

~-the hedge of sweet briar .that skirted the

Prmcapal's private garden, he became aware
‘that Joan Chard and ber sister were playing
tennis, and, without appearing to see them,
- he sbopped drew out- a note-book, and pro-
“ceeded to make a quite masterly sketch of
the beautiful west: wing of the Mmor Houqe

was delighted to see his suit-case
had just arrived, Nipper having

-

|

-—
'

He knew that as the hedge only reached
to his middle, the girls were: bound to see

what he was domg, and at the end of a few

minutes he was rewarded by their voices at
his eltow, with only the th:ckness of the
hedge between ‘them.

* Good-morning, Mr. Drake,” said the tall
Monica of the dark eyes. * We didn't know
you were an artist!” -

“] didn't know it ‘myself,” laughed the
new. master. . “ 1 only do a bit of sketching
in quite an amateur way. - Do you think this
is anything like the house?”’ and he held the
note-hook out te them.
© ‘“Oh, how positively ripping!” they cned
in a breath. * Will you do something in our
albums?”’

The eyes of the handsome master were all
atwinkle at -this request, whwh was }ust‘.
what he wanted.

‘““1I have sworn solemn vOWSs. that every
young lady’s autograph album .I am called
upon to deface shall be the verylast; but I
will make a final exceptmn in- }our cases—-
on one condition.” - - :
- ** Oh, what's that?""

*“ That you both = write your favourite
quotation in mine. - I had. a perfectly
beautiful one given to me two days before 1
came down here, and yours sha.l] be the flrst
contribution. .. Is it.a bargain?” - .

““ Rather!” laughed Joan. :

“I1 should - think =we will!" clmrused _
Monica.  “ Joan 'is sentimental, you know. -
She’ll do' you something from Tennyson, I
don’t mind betting.’ o

‘““ And you, Miss Monica?"” o

#¢ 0h, ’'m mad on Kipling: there’s no ona
like him!" And he fell to wondermg wlmt
her qelectmn would be. .

¢ May we get our hooks now?”’ asked Joan
““ It will be such a splendid opportunity.’”

“If you will,” and Joan ran off. * By the

way, I don't know whether I'm transgressing
any rules, Miss Monica, in talking to you
over the hedge Are you supposed to haw |
communication wuth the masters?’ .
. *“Oh, yes, if they're nice; but we mustn’t
speak to the boys,” said Mnmca, her mouth
perfectly etpre%sionleq .and her-eyes flinging
that defiant challenge that he had detected
in the drawmg room. _
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“ Mr. Herbert Drake, B.A.,” bowed as one
who accepts:.a compliment, and Joan came
racing back with the two books.

“You’ll do s_omethmg Jolly, Wént }ou‘?"

she laughed :

“I’ll try,”” he said, deposmmﬂ' the albums
in the poacher-pockets of his well-cut tweed
coat. . *“ You shall have my book some time
this evenmg But here are the fellows,” and

as the boys came out into the sunshme the__

new master-joined them.-
~In the quarter of an_ hour's breah he in
creased his popularity, somewhat to the dis
gust of Mr. Williams, the science master,
who was rather a disdainful svrt. of indi-
'VIdMI crammed full of *“isms?® and
ologles ”and having a sewet contempt for
: the games side, which, however, he wisely
‘kept to himself.
" "As for the trio, the keen disappointment
“they felt at no letter from Nelsor Lee was
‘almost forgotten in ‘their joy of at last
‘ havmg a real live man in their midst. |

"When the bell rang they felt they would'

go through fire and water for Mr. Drake,
and that afternoon they went through a good
“deal of the latter, for the first paperchase
of the term came off, and Nelson Lee was
.glad his bag had a;rwed for it enabled
~him to appear in running shorts which’ dis-
played his athletic figure to advantage |

The way he shepherded his - pack “and
brought them in without a straggler. three
minutes. after the hares was a revelatipn,
“and Sutcliffe and Gurling, the hares afare-
said, vowed it was the closest shave of their
lwes and the best run they had ever had.

“T want you to give this to Miss Monica
Chard, -Boyle,” said the new master after
tea, and he handed him a crimson leather-
.bound book, with . *‘ Autograpls ™ in gold
stamped on the back, and on the fiyleaf
incide: ‘“To Herbert Drake, from Sister
Emmie,”” dated two days previously.

He had purchased it from the beady-eyed
young person at the general shop an hour
‘before, at the same time buying two balls
of black worsted.

*“ When a man is a bachelor,” he had smd

“one must learn to darn one’s awn socks;’

| to which perfeetly correct observation she
had retorted with a sniff, and put her tongue
out at him when he had turned to go, for-
getting the little mirror marked 2s. 11d.
which showed him that very unladylike per-
formance. .
" It took Nelson Lee forty-ei;zht hours to
learn the habits of his companions in the
old Manor House, and to arrange a plan of
action.

Nine o’clock ﬂecmed to be the. ghost’
favourite hour, and by that time, as a
‘general rule, pupils and most, of the masters
. had retired to their rooms. "

" Mr. Jackson, Monsieur . V:]otte, and him-

. gelf had their quarters in“the ‘éast wing. Mr.
Williams . slept at the opposrte end of the

,‘corndor at the head of that other stair-

. CAse, :

" The Frenchman usually played for half an
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felt ‘g

. hall to the foot of the
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chamber “to -which Mr. Jackson, belng an
elderly man, who slept on his bd.‘d'i with his .
mouth open, snored an appropriate bass, and

on the Friday night, which was the third

evening after his arrival, Nels¢n Lee’ 8 door
opened noiselessly. - -

Lifting the oil lamp at the ‘Head of the
great staircase from .its brackef, he blew. it
out and crept liké -a bhddﬂw untll he
rea.(,hed Mr. Williams’ room,

The boys were safely housed, there was no
sound from the science master .and after a

keen glance about him he proceeded to lay a
series of traps which he had. pfekibusly pre-

pared

.The' secret panel ‘at the head of the stmrs
had not been tampered with,.but by the help
of drawing-pins he fastened .lengths of the
black worsted across the staircase, each of
them knee high—one  at the top, another
halfway down, and a. third at the-bottom.

By arrangement ' with Mr. Chard  all.the
clocks' in the establishment had.. bcen: sur-
reptitiously advanced a quarter - of. an hour,
every door on the ground floor -had -been
locked, and the keys removed, and the Head-
master arrayed in dressing-gown and slip-
pers, walted behind the green baize door for
the single blast on a whistle, which had been
agreed upon between the pair,

The entrance hall of the Manor House was
very large, paved with green and white Tudor
tiles, and had a ceiling of oak beams. The
main staircase was in the centre, tlie two
others placed one at either end;: and in the
walls were niches containing hali a .dozen
figures clad in half armour, adly in need .of

repair. -
Across the bottcm nﬁ the mam stairway
Nelson Lee stretched another piece  of -

worsted, repeating the process twic# hefore
he reached the upper floor again, where,
creeping back to his-own door, he took up a
position commanding the entlre lengt.h of
the passage. . i

Scarcely had he done so “when qomethmg
white crossed the other end of the. corridor
where he had seen .it. before, and, 'slipping
off his. shoes, for rubber had a hahit of
squeaking omn the polished ﬂoor boards, .he
darted in pursuit.

It was the merest glimpse he had caught .
but it was enough, "and as he turned the
fb.nglp l;tMr Williams’ room he .ftooped and
ently- with his hand. °

The first, thread had just been broken but:
there, was nothing in sight, so he’ swrtched,
o ‘His torch, fo find that the: piece .of stamp
paper was ﬁtlll where he had place t. The

“ghdst™ had nobt ‘used "the '‘door 'in ‘the
pmellmrr ‘and the great detective sm:led.r :

There  were undoubted eléments' of flesh
and blood about the mﬂnk. An apparition
would have left the® worsted " strand un-
touched, but“the second and third had been
broken llkewme, and he knew that he Wwas on
the right track.

From the point where he gained the tiied
grand’ stalrcase. the
distance. was twenty-five strides, ‘and’ 48 ﬁ

Y

hour on the oboe in the secluslon of his own J reached the bottom of it he was rewarded’
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another glimpse of* a~ white’ garment whisk-
Ang “oub ‘of: mghb round thre: wrner ot t-he
upper floor. * -
~Nelson Lee took the eh.a,{low eteps feur at
a time, but-gll to no purpose. “The corridor
-wa$ empty,. and there was nothing to - show
where the masquerader had vahnished to.”
+ - ‘Hé walked to the green baize door agam.
~ flashing-. the -powerful. beam /of the electric.
torch right and left- without: avail, - Then -he.

.' g .‘ _-.-"..

~ went into each. dormitory. in. turn; to find |-
. every-boy sound asleep,: and ﬁnaﬂy returnedl

to his stud} to think. -

. * This is a two-man job, v he sald to him-.
Eelf as he tapped out the. a%hes of -his second
pipe. ‘ Nipper will be here to-morrow, and
Master Monk shall have a good run for his-
money to-merrow nlght % :

“-H_

CHAPTER 1IV.

| HGW Nipper Saw the “Whlto Abbot"'_ ,
ATGRDAY'S dinner was always a joy-|-

‘ .ful meal, and -they were half through |
pudding .when the purr of engines

" announced that a powerful car had

drawn up at the hall door,

- . Nelson Lee recognised .the note, but made

"~ mo sign, and Boyle brought in a card, wlnch

he handed to the headmaster.

~ © “Eh?.  Who's this? “Gapbam Bartfm

- M.C., Cmalry Club, Plccadllly Don’t know

him, " said Mr, Chard 5

) There's a young gentleman with him, 511',

and I've .shown them mto the study,

- volunteered Boyle. :.

- ““ Ah! Sounds like a new boy.”

~ And the Head leit the room.

~ As the diners rose, with the pleaamg

prospect “of a soccer match before them,

- Boyle_ appeared again, with a request for can see for }ourqel["”

¢ Mr, . Drake’s' presence, and he found
- Roddy Miles, his solicitor, reclining in the
padded chair reserved for parents and

~.guardians, while Nipper, looking very demure
in an Eton jacket and white collar, sat on
the extreme edge of another one, nervously
- plawng with his bowler. :

* This is Mr. Drake,” said Mr. Chard,
“troducing the new arrival, *“an
Ca,mbndge Blue, Captain Barton

And the two men bowed, as though they
had never met before in their lives, although
Roddy Miles' eye tw nkled behind the glass
he screwed into it.

“ Mr. Drake, this young gentleman is the
captain’s nephew... It is the case of a bhoy
who has overgrown his strength and been
- allowed to lie fallow, from the educational

point of view, in consequence. It has
occurred to me that you mwht coach him

5 Monmvmm 20

in-
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" Nipper - put on-an. expression of almost'._':f
fnghtened tlmidlt'r. which was so well done ..
that- his" master had to keep his. own’ faa,e o

straight, by  a- strong effort, = - .= -

..*“Oh, yes!" nodded Nelson Lee,' .w.:th re- -
*“ What. are: ybu mosk

flssurlng friendliness: .
backward in?- ‘Know.any history?'” = = .-
. “TI .know. .my ~dates, * sif,” - said th
“ William. the* Flret

Second, 10——'".

Jin’ the Sllbjeﬂts in’, whmh he lS dcﬁcnent

o

wss Wlli[am tne'--l-

- Wait a mmute wa:l; a mlnute"' Iaughed i

Lee.:

-sort of thing; we have a new system alto-
gether.

away from dates and make it live.”

“That's what Y've always said,” drawled
you. know I think
Dont you

“1 say,
this is just the place-for Guv.
think so, old chap?”. -

Lol Ye* uncle,” responded \zpper prempt.ly.
‘o See, ther re just going to play soccer!”

At the end of five minutes the new master
and the new boy leit the room together,

leaving the uncle-and the Head to make the .~

business arrangements, and, -once outside,

.Nipper and the great detectwe clutched ‘each 5

|

other by the arm, the l‘ormer rockmg with
silent merriment,

‘“ Found - an}*thing?" h’e wh:spered

- “Encugh to go on,” was the reply.

** But have you seen 11;?" '
“Yes, twice.”” -

“Oh, joy!” gurgled Nipper.
sort of a show ig this?' - :
e 'l‘nppmg"'~ said - Nelson Lee. ‘“ The

Head's a white man, the boys are a first-
class crowd, and, as for the house—well, you

* Why, it's hke qupton Court!" said
Nipper. " S

“And he wasn’t far wrong.

“I'l put you on to those three young

beggars who wrote that letter,” said Nelson
Lee, as they mounted the staircase. * There's

a vacant bed in their dormitory—next to the
door, too—and only just across the passage
from my room. I want you to chum -in
with them; the other fellows don’t count.
Under pretence of coaching

the situation. This is my den.”

'And he ushered the delighted Nipper into.
a charming panelled apartment, with: one:
of its windows looking over the grounds to

the abbey ruins in the distance.

‘“ Hullo!"” said Lee., *‘‘ So soon?"

‘And, while Nipper walked to the window., *
he plcked up his autograph-album, Whlch
Boyle had placed on the table. .

A low whistle made  Nipper jump to hl-t

s:de, to find him with a scrap of crumpled
paper sepread out against the open book, . as
Lee compared the -two landwritings. " -

The detective -had made a r.lmcovery, f
(To be continueds.) .

- *“ And what

you up, we ghall
have lots of time in my studylto dzscua-s.'

““We don't trouble much about that -

Hlstory is one of .the most interest- ..
ing subjects in the world when we geb'

.r'. :
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