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Our Fine New School Story of Sensational Surprises ! 

The DUD FO at 
St. F K'S! 

Fighting James Kingswood, Amateur Boxing Champion, is appointed head­
mast.er of St. Frank's, following a disturbance on the cricket field which is 
witnessed by the Governors. A strong disciplinarian, and a man of unusual 
ideas, Fighting Kingswood takes up his post with the fixed in~ntion of com­
mencing a startling and sensational campaign of reform at the school. And the 

reform starts with a BANG ! 

The New Head Learns a Thing or Two! "JCST a minute, dear old fellows!" 
Vivian Travers paused in the dom1i-

1 ory pa8Rage of the Ancient House, and Sir 
Ji1111ny Potts nnd " Skeets ,, Bellton, his 

,·hun1s of Study ll, hutted. It ·was only jn~t Rix 
~.in., and th~ :--nnunC"r's n1orning was sunny and 

bright. All three juniors were carrying towel:<J 
and bathing costumes. 

"Not going to ,vait for Handforth, are you ? '~ 
asked Potts. " He'll only start arguing. I don't 
believe he's awake, nnvho,v. Isn't that llandv's 
Fnore I can hear ? " w 

A donnitory op0ncd, nnd lfandforth strodo .. 
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out, fully dressed, with Church and ?.lcClure in 
his rear. 

" \Ve'll have the river to ourselves, my s!'ns," 
Handf orth ,vas saying. " Nobody else 1s up 
yet-- Hallo! Well I'm jiggered! We're not 
tho first, after all ! " 

"Is t.hat very surprising ? " asked Sheets. 
" Didn't a whole crowd of us agree to be up 

. ? ,, eorly, for a swim 
",veil, come on-let's be going," said Potts. 
" I was really thinking about Arc~ie," mur­

mured Travers. "He shuddered last night u·hen 
we suggested an early swim. Don't you think 
we ought t~ lug him ~ut, aa,,a matter of duty, 
and rush him to the river ? 

" Good idea," said Ha.ndfort h briskly. 
"Archie's getting lazier_ than ever." 

They piled unceremoniously into Archie's 
bedroom · and there lay the noble scion of the 
Glentho~e's, flat on his back; with his mouth 
·wide open, snoring energetically. 

With one energetic movement Ha.ndforth 
yankeµ the bedclothes clean back, and Archiba~d 
'\\rinston Derek Glenthorne lay fully exposed in 
all the glory of his orange striped silk pyjamas. 
_ " Y c gods ! ". ejaculated Potts.. " I '!"'onde,~ 

Phipps allows him to wear these dizzy things! 
Archie sat up, blinking, and feebly beating 

his hands. 
" Absolutoly not, Phipps, you dashed 

blighter! '' he said desperately. "I mean t.o 
sa·u· I bought those bally pyjamas, and I'm ., , h ,, 
dashed well going to wear t em ! 

" \Vake up, Archie I " bawled Handforth: 
" You 're not speaking to your giddy valet ! " 

" Eh ? Good gad ! ,, gasped Archie, gazing 
round in mingled relief and wonder. "Some of 
tho cheery old lads, what ? · I must say I'm 
frightfully relieved. Phipps made a poisonous 
fuss over these pyjamas last nigh_t, and I w~s 
obliged to put my foot down with a cer.ta1n 
amount of firmness!' 

"\Veil, you can put it down again--on the 
floor ! " said Travers. " In other words, dear 
old fello,v-show a leg! It's time to get up.,, 

"!\Iorning, and all that sort of thing, what ? " 
said Archie, looking at the ,vindow. "Odds 
wonders and mysteries ! The good old sun 
appears to be somewhat lo,v in the heavenly 
void ! •~ 

" Yes ; it's just gone six," said Handforth. 
" Six ? ,, yelped Archie, with a jump. " Good 

· gad! You don't mean to say that you're getting 
me out of bed at this blighting hour?" An 
expression of horror came into his eyes. "I say, 
is this a new dashed rulo ? Something that our 
new headmaster has instituted? I moan to say, 
six o'clock. Gett.in~ near the bone, isn't it ? 
\Vha t a perfectly poisonous person ! ,, 

"\Ye haven't had time to judge l\Ir. Kings­
wood yet-but if he goes on as well as he's 
started, he'll be all right. You will remember 
tha.t, although he heard that we had kicked up 
a shindy on the cricket field_yesterday-he said 
l1c ,vas not going to refer to it any more," said 
'l'ravers, grinning. "Still, you needn't worry, 
Archie. This early rising stunt is quit-e volun­
tary.'' 

Archie G lent,horne looked relieved. 
" Speak for yourself, you dashed disturber 

of the peace ! " he snid coldly. " I absolutely 
refuse to voluntarily leap from the good old 
feathers in the small hours! Nothing doing, 
old things ! ,, 

And, reaching for _t.he bedclothes, he luxu­
riously pulled oyer himself, and stretched full 
length again. 

Travers looked at the others. 
"I rather think Phipps is right about those 

pyjamas " he said. " A dose of river wat~r 
wouldn 'i do them much good, ·would it ? Grab 
him?" 

Once· again, tho bedclothes were yanked 
back, and Archie was grabbed and hurled t-0 
tho floor. 

" Here, I say ! Help ! I mean, stop it., yon 
frightful fright.a ! " he shrieked. 

" l\ly dear chap, we're doing this for your own 
good," explained Jimmy Potts. 

"I don't want to be done good. I mean-­
Hi ! Phipps ! Help ! " wailed Archie. " The., 
young masrer is beset by miscreants ! '' 

"There are your slippers-and there's your 
dressing-gown," said Hnndf orth briskly. " Are 
you going t.o g«:'t into. 'em, or shal~ ~vc cart ~ou 
off to the river 1n those b1 hous-look1ng 
pyjamas?" 

"Good gad! You don't absolut.eJy mean--" 
" ,,re'll give you ten seconds ! '' said Hand­

fort.h. " One-two-three~four-five--" 
Archie fairly leapt into his dressing-gou:n 9:nd 

slippers, and, surrot!nded by t~e gr1n1;ung 
Removit-es, he was whirled downstairs, and into 
the open. 

" I say, you know, you can't do this ! " he 
panted desperately. "I mean to say, somebody 
might see--" 

His protests were ignored. Tommy \Vatson 
and Tregellis-\Vest joined them, to say nothing 
of Gresham and Duncan and Fullwood. ?.lore 
Removites, led by Reggie Pitt, were appearing 
from the ,vest House. But at this early hour 
none of the masters ,vere in evidence ; and tho 
unhappy Archie was whirled away to the rh·er 
at top speed. 

" N o,v ! " panted Handforth, as they came to 
a halt on the grassy bank. " Tako off that 
dressing-gown, Archie, and dive in." 

"Positively not! '' said Archie stoutly. "I 
mean to say, never ! Let -me change into o 
bathing costume, and I'll disport myself some­
what in the wetness. But I absolutely refuse to 
bathe in pyjamas ! " 

" Come on, you chaps-lend a hand ! " sang 
out Handforth. " The silly ass will keep us hero 
until breakfast-time ! Let's chuck him in as he 
is!' 

There were many ,villing bonds. Archie, pro­
testing to tho l~t, ·was swung once, t~ice, !hrco 
times. Then, w1t.h arms and legs waving wil~Iy, 
he shot through the air, and struck tl:ie water 
with a terrific splash. 

" Ha, ha, ha ! " 
But oven as the laugh rang out., it ~-a.3 

smothered. For Archie Glenthorne, coming to 
the surface, spluttering and gurgling, found 
somobody else in the water. The iunior3 on tho 
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bank saw that somebody-and stared in ·horri­
fied fascination. For they instantly recognised 
the n1gged, square-jawed features of Mr. James 
Kingswood, the new Head I 

" Dear old fellows, this ho.s distinctly done 
it! " murmured Travers tragically. " We're 
sunk!" 
. " Oh, crumbs ! " breat,hod Hancl(orth. " How 
the dickens were we to guess that the Head 
would be taking a bathe e.s early as this ? ~' 
.' Now that ft was too late, the juniors realised 
that they had hurled Archie into the river under 
the very eyes of Fighting Kingswood ! 

" Gug-gug-gurrrrrrh ! " spluttered Archie, 
flounderincr wildly. " Good gad l You-you 
poisonous bounders ! ?tiy pyjamas ! ?tly dressing­
gown ! Absolutely ruined--" His voice 
trailed away a.s he suddenly beheld the head 
which was visible in tho water near by. " Odds 
images and frights! Am I seeing things? Gug­
gug-good morning, sir l " 

" Good morning, young 'un I " said 1\'Ir. 
Kingswood smilingly. "\Vater's first class, 
ch ? ,, / 

" Oh, rather, sir ! ,, replied Archie hastily. 
" Absolutely ripping, I mean ! Just practising 
a new sort of stunt, sir," he went on chattily. 
"The jolly old dressing-gown stroke, if you 
know what I mean ! I thought the lads would 
be slightly ·amused.'! 

He struck out boldly, and swam like a duck 
in spite of the ho.ndicap of the clinging dressing­
gown. The japers on the bank understood, and 
they appreciated Archie Glenthorpe's sports­
manship. 

l\Ir. Kingswood evidently understood, too, 
for he offered no comment on Archie's peculio.r 
attire, and with a cheery "good morning" to 
the other Rcmovites, he continued his swim. 

--
The Forn1 That Didn't Count! "THE new man's all right, 0 said Reggie 

Pitt genially. "He proved it last 
night when he first arrived-and he 
proved it o.gain this morning.'~ 

"Yes, rather," said Tommy Wat.son. "He 
actually saw ua chuc~_ Archie into the r.iver­
and he didn't say a giddy word ! '! 

The juniors were clustered round the dressing 
huts, after their swim. The river, in the early 
morning sunlight, looked plocid and charming, 
with the fair expanse of meadowland stretching 
beyond. In the distance lay Bellton ,v ood, 
and peeping over the trees, in the other direction, 
were the ivy-covered, picturesque school 
bui1din6s. 

" I wonder why the Head didn't jmnp on 
us ? ,, so.id Handforth thoughtfully. 

" There's only one reason," replied Reggie 
Pitt. " He knew that we were up before the 
risin~ bell, and he knew that we had no 
suspicion that a master was on the scene. So 
he said nothing. If he had uttered one word 
about Archie's pyjamas and dressing-gown, he 
would have been forced to continue the inquiry. 
So, like a true sportsman, he remained con­
veniently blind to the whole business.'.! 

"Archie helped, too," f,"inned Church. "He 
passed it off very neatly. ! 

" Easy, dear old fellows easy ! " murmured 
Travers suddenly. "I wonder if we have 
been congratulating ourselves too soon ? '~ 

They $1an~ed round-and understood. Mr.· 
James K1ngswood was bearing down upon them 
-a tall, massive, imposing figure. He came 
with long, swinging strides, and the juniors 
watched him with a mingleclsense of wonder and 
incredulity. For this big man, so youn~ 
looking, with the aggressive jaw, and wit~ hi~ 
hat perched on the back of his head, and with a 
pipe clenched between his teeth, looked less 
like the headmaster of a great public school 
than any man could look. 

'' Had your swim ? " he asked, his face break­
ing into a good-natured smile, as the Removites 
doffed their caps. "I like St. Frank's, you 
fellows. Fine old place. This river is pretty 
good, too.•~ 

"We think St. Frank's is all right, sir/' said 
Reggie Pitt. 

"Best school in the country-bar none/! 
declared 1\-Ir. Kingswood stoutly. . 

"Better than Rydehouse, sir?'' asked Hand­
forth, with o. grin. 

"Heaps better," replied the Head. " But 
I will say this for Rydehouse-the school is 
alive, virile. There are three -houses at Ryde­
house, and the rivalry between them is as keen 
as mustard. There's not a pin to choose between 
either one of them.'~ 

" I'm not sure that you can say the same 
about St. Frank's, sir," said Handforth,. shak­
ing his head. "There's only one House here, 
really-the Ancient House." 

" To which, no doubt, you belong ? '! asked 
l\Ir. l{ingwood, grinning. 

'' Rather, sir.'~ 
"I shouldn't advise you to take any notice 

of Handforth, sir," said Reggie Pitt, with o 
sniff. "You'll soon find that the West House 
is the only really decent house at St. Frank's. 
The Ancient House is more or Jess of a barn1--'~ 

"Why, you silly ass- I-I mean.-­
Sorry, · sir," stammered Handforth. " But 
when this chump says things like that.--- " 

"That's all right, 0 said the Head cheerfuIJy •. 
"House rivalry is good for the school. I like 
the boys of ea.ch house to think that their own 
house is the best under the stm.'! · 

He took the opportunity_ to become ac­
quainted with aU the Removites there. 

"So you're Pitt, the Remove captain ? ,, he 
went on, looking at Re~gie. " Well, Pitt,. 
we're going to be grea~ friends, I h~pe. Y~u 
are in charge of the J un1or sports, I thmk ? I m 
rather keen on sports myself. How are you 
off for boxers? Anybody specially good ? " 

"We've a fellow at St. Frank's, sir, who is an 
absolute genius in the ring,'~ replied Reggie 
promptly. " He's a boxing miracle I Law­
rence, of the Fourth.'! 

Although the new Head was interested, he 
frowned slightly. · > 

"The Fomth? ~' he repeated. "You'll have 
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to forgive me, I'm still very much of a stranger, 
you know. All you boys belong to the Remove, 
don't you ? !~ 

" Yes, sir," they chorused. 
" And it was you, the Remove boys, who were 

involved in that unfortunate little scrap of 
yesterday, with those River House follows?~,. 

"Yes sir.,, , . ,, 
" Then where does the Fourth come 1n ? 
" As a mo,ttcr of fact, sir, the Fourth seldom 

comes in anywhere," said Pitt, shaking his 
head. " It's funny about the Fow·th. The 
Form is practically as big as the Remove, and 
there are some first class chaps in it. But the 
Fourth never does anything. It's stagnant. 
It's a proper washout." 

~~ Oh l ~~ said ~Ir! Kingswood slowly. "So 

With arms and legs waving wildly, 
Archie shot through the air_ and 
struck the water with a terrific 
splash-a few yards from the figure 
of the new headmaster of St. Frank's • 

the Fourth is a. washout ! No.turally, I mako 
allowances for your prejudiced point of 
view-'' 

"No, sir-really," put in Handforth. '' Pitt's 
right about the Fourth. There are one or two 
outstanding fellows-such as Lawrence, but all 
the rest are as dead as mutton.,, 

"H'm! I'm sorry to hear this," said the 
Head, stroking his jutting chin. " How does 
the Fourth do at cricket? You have ForIQ 
matches, don't you ? " 

",ve always lick t.hem, sir," replied Reggie 
Bitt. " Our Junior Form matches are pretty 
slow. \Ve can lick the Fourth without even 
trying.'' 

" How did you get on in the football season ?'! 
"Just the so.me, sir. The Fourth didn't 

win a match ago.inst us.'-~ 



•• GALLEON'S GOLD ! " Startling story of treasure-seeking-
" ,Vhy waste time in ta.)k!ng a.bout th~ 

Fourth, e.nyhow ?_" put in Handf orth im­
patiently. u The Fourth doesn't count at 

. St. Frank·s. All the beet swimmers, and· the 
· best runners, and the best cr:cketers in the 
Junior School arc in the Remove. You'll find 

t 
. ,, 

ou , sir. -
" I seem to be finding out quite rapidly,~, 

nodded the new Head. " Don't you boys ever 
do anythin_g to wake up this comatose Form ? ~~ 

"We have a shot now and again, sir, but it's 
o. pretty hopeless proposition," said . Pitt. 
" Even if we jape the bounders, they take it 
Jying down. Never think of japing us back, 
so thero's not much fun in it.'! 

" I see," ea.id ?\Ir. Kingswood thoughtfully. 
" Mind you, sir, I don't want to run the 

Fourth down too much,'~ went on Reggie, 
suddenly becoming earnest. " Christine and 
Yorke and Boots and Corcoran a.nd those 
chaps are o.11 right-they're friends of ours, and 
they 're true blue. A few of them are included 
in the Junior Eleven. too. But, genera.lly 
speaking, the Fourth isn9

t, in the picture.•~ 
; "4" Well, thin~ are like that sometimes," said 
the Head smilmg. "It's a pity, of course.11 

He went off abruptly; and there was some­
thing aggressive and purposeful in his very 
sti·ide. 

"I don't quite like the way he left us," said 
R-eggie Pitt, troubled. " I hope he doesn't 
think we were just gassing. About the Fourth, 
I mean.•~ , 

" Dash it, we only told him the truth," pro­
tested Handforth. " lie'll jolly soon find out 
that the Fourth is no good.'! 

But even so, they were still somewhat 
unoa5y at breakfast. They just couldn't 
understand their new Ilea.d's sudden interest 
in the Fourth Form. 

The Head Makes Some Inquiries! 

T HERE were no sensations during the 
morning-as the Junior School had half­
hoped. Merely because Mr. Kingswood 
possessed the 1·eputation of a fighter, 

some of the more imaginative spirits seemed to 
think that the ne,v Head would go about the 
school whacking people in the eye. 

Handforth, for one., was not only disappointed 
but disgusted. 

Prayers came, and then rooming lessons, 
and St. Frank's was proceeding on the even 
tenor· of its way. Certainly, Mr. I{ingswood 
left his mark wherever he went; Housemasters, 
Form-masters, and prefects, face to face with 
that dynamic giant, experienced a sudden and 
overwhelming sense of insignificance. No matter 
how self-satisfied they had been earlier, they 
felt dwarfed, both bodily and mentalJy, in the 
presence of this 1,eme.rkable young man. 

Tho boys saw little during that morni~ ; 
but, actually, Fighting Jim Kingswood made a 
tour of the school, and what he saw brought 
him to the conclusion that half the school, at 
least, needed waking up_ --- - .. --- · 

At Rydehouse he had been an under-master 
at first, and then a Housemaster. Within six 
months of his promotion, l{ingswood's House 
had leapt ahead of its rivals. Seniors and 
juniors alike, infected with their Housemastcr'e 
spirit, had won .the cream of the sports honours ; 
studious fellows had secured the most c.ovetous 
scholarships. Kingswood 's House, in every 
department, had worked like one vital, humming 
machine. · · 

NaturaUy, the other HQuses of Rydchouse 
College had sat up and taken notice; and they, 
too, had soon entered into a fine, healthy 
rivalry with the House which had once been the 
laugh of the school. · 

Mr. Kingswood found an almost parallel caso 
here at St. Frank's. But his position was 
different. He was not a Housemaster. privileged 
to urge his own boys on to do great-er things 
than the.other boys. He was the Head, and it 
was his duty to maintain a strict impartiality. 
But he sa,v no reason why he ehouJd not get 
immediately to work. In fact, he couldn't he!p 
himw,lf. 

In the Ancient House he found things very 
satisfactory. l\Ir. Alington Wilkes was a prime 
favourite with his boys; he understood th01n, 
and they understood him. The very atmosphere 
of the place was alive. ·Mr. Kingewood crune to 
the conclusion that there was very little for 
him to do in the Ancient House. Where he did 
find cases that needed his special treatment 
he made a careful note. 

" I am glad I came to this school," murmured 
Fighting Kingswood, as he sat in his own t:Jtudy 
that evening. "Somehow, I don't think I shall 
P.roceed quite as the Governors planned; but 
1f I don't wake up St. Frank's until its ho.it• 
stands on end, I'll chuck schooling and beco1ne 
a prizefighter l !! 

.And in the headmaster's eye there was a 
grim gleam-not to say a mischievous gleam a.CJ 
there was bom the beginning of an iclea. which 
was destined to have some remarkable results 
at St. Frank's. 

John Busterfield Boots, the red-headed leader 
of the Modem House section of the Fourth 
Form, looked down at his dormitory ma tea 
with indescribable disgust. 

" Lazy blighters ! " he saicl fiercely. " What 
the dickens is the matter with you? \Vhen I 
went to the bathroom, five minutes ago, you 
said you'd both get up ! 1

~ 

Percy Bray and Walter Denny, ,vho also 
shared Study No. 6 with Boots, grunted and 
rolled over in their beds. 

" Rats r " mumbled Bray. " It's not seven 
yet. Why get ur, ? The rising bell won't be 
ringing until--.! 

'~ Blo,v the rising bell ! " roared Boots. 
" \Vhat about Handforth and Pitt, and those 
other Remove chaps ! They're getting up early 
every morning these days, and going for a. swhn. 
\Vhy shouldn't we do the same.'~ 

Boots was one of the rea11y energetic stalwart-a 
of tho Fourth. But even he had given up his 
I?orm fellows ns a bad job. There was Bob 
Christine, of course-Christine of Study No. I, 
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with Roddy Yorke and Charlie Talmadge. 
They wore stout enough chaps. 
· In fact, they came along now, fuJly dressed, 
and cheery.looking. 

" Let 'em sleep ! " said Christine, ns he 
beheld Boots' study mates. 

And there, in thoso three words, Bob exem­
plified the general spirit of the Fourth. 

Tho four Fourth-Formers went downstairs, 
debnt?ng the doubtful question whether any of 
the East House fellows would be out. Lionel 
Corcoran, the leader of the East House section, 
was a kindred spirit of Boots', and it was almost 
cc-rt.a.in that he would have turned out. But, the 
rest "~ere doubtful starters. 

E,·en in this matter of leadership, the Fourth 
was uncertain. The East House fellows declared 
t.ha t Corcoran was the Captain of the Fourth. 
The Modern House fellows wore equally con­
vinced that Boot.a was the Captain of the Fourth. 
'£his was all \\Tong. But, like everything else 
on this side of tho school, the question ·was 
allowed to drift, without being definitely 
settled. 

"Armstrong swore blue that he'd get up 
this morning,,, said Boots, as they reached 
tho bottom of the stairs, and were about to 
cross t.he lobby. "Not that I take much notice. 
He said the same yesterday·--" 

" Beggin' your pardon, ?.laster Boots," 
interrupted a voice. 

The Fourth Formers looked round, and found 
Sprn tt, the l\f odern House page-boy, grinning 
from enr to ear. 

" '1lhet's your trouble, infant ! !~ asked Boots 
kindly. 

" 'Taint mine, sir-it's yours, I think," 
replied Spratt. " You ought to see. what some­
body's done to your study door. In fact, all 
the study doors I Seems like some o' them 
Remove young gents have been over 'ere. I 
found the little window, at the end of the 
passage, open and the catch broke " 

The Fourth Formers did not wait for him to 
go into any further details. They dashed into 
the Fourth Form passage, and just as abruptly 
back-pedalled and skidded to a ·standstill. 

" Jumping gingernuts ! !! ejaculated Boots, 
agba~t. . 

They were staring at the door of Study No. 1 
-Bob Christine's study. Daubed upon it in 
great white letters, hurriedly and roughly 
executed, and stretching from the top of the 
door to the bottom, were the folJowing words : 

" THE FOURTH-THE DUD FORlI OF 
ST. FRANK'S ! !? 

That logend was very much like a red flag to 
a bull. The Fourth-Formers could hoar euoh 
remarks yelled derisively at them many times a 
day-but to see the painted words gave them 
a jolt which~as very much like the kick of a 
mul&-. 

" Ye gods and little fishes 1 ,, breathed Bob 
Christine. " Our study, you chaps ! Paint, 
too I !! ,, 

He touched one of the sprawling letters. 
" Dry as a giddy bone ! !' he said breathlesslyi 

" The rotters must have used quick-drying 
enamel; but, even so, the job must have been 
done hours and hours ago.'' · 

"Never mind when it was done," said Yorks, 
with a gulp. ·" Look at Lawrence's door ! !' 

On the door of Study No. 2 ·was this pie('..o 
of bright information : 

"THE HOPELESS FOURTH. N.G. AT 
GA?\-IES, N.G. AT JAPES, N.G. AT EVERY-
THING." -

" The awful rotters I !! gulpod Boots, hot 
with wrath. 

They went down the passage with burning 
faces, uttering vows_ of vengeance. And on the 
various doors they read more of thoso insul t.ing 
inscriptions : 

"POOR OLD FOURTH-lVHAT A \VASI-I­
OUT ! " 

And another : 
"'\VHO AR.E TOP DOGS Al' ST. FR.ANii'S? 

-THE REl\lOVE ! '! 
And still another : 
",vHY NOT DIE AND GET IT OVER 7 

YOU'RE HALF-DEAD ALREADY!., 
These, and similnr atrocities, ,vero to be found 

up and down the length of t.he F,ourth Form 
passage. Without any question whatever, the 
~hole thing was the work of some Remove 
Japers. 

"Come on! ,, roared Boots. "By thump ! 
This'll wake tho chaps up! "· 

It did. Rushing from dormitory to dormitory, 
and yelling t.he tidings, Boots and his companions 
succeeded in getting the Fourth out within 
thirty seconds. Fellows scrambled f rantico.Uy 
into their clothes and hoofed it downstairs 
as though the House were in danger of tumbling 
about their ears. 

In t.he midst of it all, Corcornn came tearing 
up from the East llouse. He brought the 
alarming tidings that every Fourth Form study 
door, in the East House, had been treat.ed in 
exactly the same way. 

" ,ve're not going to stand it ! '~ shouted 
Corcoran. " Dash it, there's a limit I Are wo 
going to let those fatheaded Removites break 
into our Houses and insult us like this?"· 
■" Not likely I " went up an infuriated roar. 

Naturally, all this noise brought prefects and 
masters ou~ in o. very short time. And they 
were nearly as angry as the juniors. Thoy were 
all the angrier because they knew periectly 
well that the Fourth was slack, nnd deserving 
of censure. Still, they felt that thoy had been 
personally affronted. 

"This is more than o. mere jape!" said 
Reynolds, . the Hoad Prefect of tlio l\lodern 
Houso. "Thore's going to be trouble over this.'~ 

"So there ought to bo ! !~ growled llills, 
another Sixt.h-lformer. 

" Old Goole is raving mad about it," so.id 
Swinton, of the Fifth, o..~ he joined them. "He's 
roaring and ranting like a, bull.'~ 

" That won't do any good," said Reynolds, 
with a frown. "In fact, I don't sec how we can 
drop on tho culprits.'~ 

( Continued on page 43.) 
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Into Snowbound Alaska. A Powerful Detective-Thriller, Starring ..• 1
~ 

- . 
\' 

CHAPTER 1. 

In the Scottish Express! 

"LONDON train! London train! Next 
stop, Crewe ! ~! 

The mighty engino with it~ string 
of carriages was waiting for tho signal 

that would send it out again into the murk 
of the night on its long rush down through 
England. There wcro a few passengers on the 
p~atfonn, mo:3t of them having emerged from 

j ·- -.:::_-

the train itself to stretch their lin1l>s. A mo.n 
with n travelling rug un<l a S1nall suit-case 
was led to a first-class con1partment by a porter, 
and a corner sent was found for him. · 

" Tako your seats, please ! ~! 

The man in tho corner sett.led.,himsclf, then 
the door of the con1partmcnt was flung open 
and another passenger entered. Ho was 
baro-hcadcd, obviously tho owner of the coat 
nnd rug that lay on tho seat in the opposite 
cornor. · Ho can10 to a hnlt as ho noted tho 
stranger, and a, frown crossod his heavy faco. 



• • . Nelson Lee, the Famous Detective,and his Assistant, Nipper! 

• 
THRILLS I 

THRILLS I 

To journey half-way across the world and deliver a belt into the hands 
of an outcast Red Indian is the strange task that is set young 
Malcolm Ross-a task which, if completed, means a fortune to 
the lone adventurer. Row Malcolm Ross, with true British grit 
and co~age, faces the unknown dangers and terrible hardships 
of the long trail to Alaska, you will discover when you read this 

powerful· complete story! 

Tho guard chanced to bo pa.ssing, and he turned 
towur<ls him. 

" Someone has got into this co1npartmont, ". 
ho said, in a loud voice. "And I widerstood 
that you woro reserving it for me.', 

Tho guard leaned forward and glanced at tho 
quiot-looking stranger. Now and again a 
Jmsscngor by a judicious tip may contrivo to 
got a compartment to himself, but ho has no 
legal right to domand ono unless he books a 
cortain numbor of scat.s. Tho guard rubbed his 
chin doubtfully. -

" I'm sorry, sir," he said. 
Thero ,vas no earthly reason why tho n1an 

8l_10uld grumble. Ho had u wholo scat to 
hunsolf if ho wanted it. 

" Find another carriage for this man ! '.' t.he 
bullying voico went on. 

Into the steel-blue oyos of tho quiet individual 
in the corner thero ca1no a swift gleam. I{o 
loaned forward slightly. 

"I shouldn't trouble to do that if I woro :'\'On, 
l\l'I(enzie," he said, addressing the guard by 
his name. "I am quite comfortablo whoro I 
run. Unless, of course., this gentleman ,vants 
to shift." 

Tho guard fadod away from t.ho door, 
evidently deciding to lot theso two gentleman 
settle tho 1natter th01nsolvss. Tho door was 
closo<l, and tho shrill ,vhistlo sounded. Tho 
heavy faced mnu turned and glared across tho 
compurtmcut~ 
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" Infernal impertinence ! u be gi•a.ted. " I 
ought to have asked the guard to examine your 
ticket. This is a. first-class compartment '! 

cc I am quite aware of that,,, came tho quiet 
response. - "It is also a corridor coach, and you 
may find better quarters if you look for them." 

Thero was something in his very quietness that 
had its effect on tho blusterer. That clean• 
shaven face with the keen oyos and grim chin 
,vns not the type of features that could be 
easily frightened. He dropped sulkily into his 
scat and hid himself behind a magazine. 

N clson Lee, the famous detective, leaned back 
and smiled grimly to himself. The incident 
was by no means a pleasant one, and the man 
had act-Od like o.n unmannerly cad, yet his 
clothes were well-cut and his voice cultured. 

"There is a reason for everything,•~ Lee 
thought, " and I'd like to find out just why you 
were so angry. You could not possibly use 
both scats, evon if you tried. What mado you 
loso your temper, I ,vondor ? ~! 

'.fho detcct.ivo had been away for n week's 
shoot on n friend's 1noors, and was just making 
his way back to London again. He looked tanned 
and fit, and had had a most pleasant time. It 
was rathor annoying that an · incident such as 
tJ1is should ha vo happened to mar the memory 
of what had been otherwise an enjoyable trip. 

Tho train drummed on through tho night, 
and tho steady sway of the carriage had its 
usual effect. Nelson Leo closed his eyes ond 
ri.l lowed himself to sink into a half-doze, but 
every now and then he would rouse himself 
and throw a quick glance at the comer opposite. 
Tho other man had wrapped himself in his 
. rug, and was apparently sound asleep. 

It was well past midnight before the train 
ran into the v.ri<lo station at Crewe, and Nelson 
Lee, who had not slept, knew that his com­
panion had novcr loft the compartment. The 
train came to a halt, and Leo alighted to take 
a walk along the platform to the buffet where 
hot -coffeo was waiting for those who required 
it.. There were four or fivo sleepy-eyed 
passengers around the sta.ll, and just as Nelson 
Leo received his cup ·someone jostled him. 

. " Oh, I say, I'm very sorry ! " a voice said. 
And Lee found himself looking into a dark 
handsome face. 

cc That's all right," the detective returned, 
stendying the cup again. Half the contents 
had gono on to tho platform, and the young 
stranger reached out his hand. 

"Lot me get ft filled up for you a.gain," l1e 
said. "It was beastly careless of me. But 
I'm afraid I was half asleep." 

Tho cup was filled and returned to Nelson 
Leo, then the young passenger received his own 
cup. 

"I don't seem to be able to get right off 
into a sleep," he said to Nelson Leo. "I just 
doze by fits and starts. I expect I'll be like 
a wet rag when I reach London. There are 
four or five in my compartment., and we are 
rather cramped. I might as well have travelled 
third, really, as I did when I ca.me up yesterday." 

"You ought to have taken a sleeping berth,'' 
said Nelson Leo, with a smilo. 

" That would have been o. bit too oxtrava• 
gn.nt. '~ ho replied~ "As o. :rnn.t,tor of fact. I 

have never travelled first-class be!oro. Third 
is more in my line.'! · 

They finished their coffee and began to walk 
along the platform until they reached Leo's 
compartment. Lee chanced to glance insido 
it, and noted that tho n1g and coat ha<l van­
ished from t.he other seat. 

"Hallo_! l'Iy travelling c~mpanion_ sce~s to 
have varuF.ihed," he said with e. grim smile. 
" And, by the way, why shouldn't you co1ne 
into this compartment'? Thero is more room.'~ 

" That's a good idea I !! came the swift 
response. " I'll go and get my case.'! 

He stepped into the compartment and placed 
his case on the rack. He was wearing a coat; 
and he wrapped it round his feet as he took his 
seat. He was a much more sociable creature 
than the surly sneering man whose seat he had 
taken. Nelson Lee passed across his cigarette. 
case, and they lit up. The shriek of the whistle 
set the train on its way again, and the mono• 
tonous rumbling of the wheels on tho sn1ooth 
rails began afresh. 

NELSON LEE was leaning back puffing 
at his cigarette, when he cho.nced to 
look u~ at the rack above his com­
panion s head. 

"I don't think much of that catch," )10 said. 
0 It's a wonder that it holds ! !! 

His companion turned and looked at the 
case. A startled exclamation broke from his 
lips,-and he rose to his feet. 

"What the dickens!--~! , 
The case came down on the seat, and the 

catch gave way~ dropping on to the ~oor. 
0 It was loeked firm enough when I put it on 

the other rack I !! . 
He had lifted the lid, and was turning over 

the contents. A cry of utter dismay broke 
from his lips. 
-·-u I-I've been robbed!!! 

" Robbed ? !! 
A white., startled lace was turned towards Lee, 

and the young man dropped into his seat. 
"A belt!" he broke out. "I put it there 

·when I left Ardley this morning. It-it'fl 
gone 1 !! 

His dismay over such an apparent trivial loss 
almost made the detective smile. 

"It must be rather annoying·--" 
" Annoying ? But you don't understand.· 

That belt meant everything to me. It ro­
presented the biggest chance that ever will 
come my way. And I've lost it already ! '.! 

There was agony on the young voice, and the 
eyes were drawn together in a frown of uttor 
dismay. 

"You interest mo," said Nelson Lee, quickly. 
" and, r unless it is breaking a, confidence, I 
would like to know more about this-· this 
belt/! 

The young man ""as leaning back hi ting his 
lip, a picture of helpless dejection. 

" I am much obliged," he said at lae.t, " but 
I'm afraid that you could not help me." 

Nelson Leo waited for a moment: then 
slipping his hand into his pocket, ho drew OHt a 
card. 

" I am not too sure that I cannot help you/! 
he said .. in a quiet voico, 
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Tho young man looked at tho card, then 
suddenly sat up ! 

" Nelson Lee, the detective ! "· 
"I'm glad you've hoard of mo bofore,,, said 

the detective. " It 1nakes things easier. 
Now, let us look into tho problem. You so.y 
that the case was lockod ·when you put it on tho 
rack ? ,, 

"Yes, l\Ir. Lee." 
" And did you notice ,vhat it ,vas liko bofore 

you loft the compartment at Crowo ? I mean, 
,vhon you came down to the coffee-stall ? " 

" I did. I thought at first of taking it "rith 
me, but it would havo looked so beastly 
suspicious, with the other passengers there. 
But I did try the lock, and found it secure." 

"And ,vhen you brought it to this carriage?,, 
"Oh, I didn't look at it then," Lee's com­

panion confessed. "I didn't have much 
time. I just slipped it under my arm and 
ruHhed back here.'' 

",vell, if it was under your arm thoro wasn't 
n1uch chance of tho belt slipping out." 

"It couldn't have done that., for it ,vas 
stowed away under my pvja-mas. Someone 
1nnst have deliberately forced open tho lock 
and taken the bolt..,, 

Nelson Leo loaned forward. 
" \\re will go along and have a ,\·ord with 

tho guard presently," he said. "I know 
hirn, and ho knows me. If your belt is on board 
tho train wo will have a good search for it. 
Anyhow, we can have a word with tho oth·or 
travellers in your compartment. But, first of 
all, why is this belt so valuable ? '~ · 
· " It contains over twenty ounces of pure 
gold-dust,,, camo the quick reply. " It was 
e~tru_sted to me hy my ~uncle, and I had to 
gtve 1t to--to someone.,, He looked at Nelson 
Lee for a moment. " I might as well tell you 
the ·whole story, sir," ho said. "I know that 
I shall want someone to help me, and perhaps, 
after you have heard my tale you may be in­
clined to do so." 
, Nelson Lee leaned back against the cushions, 
and l\Ialcolm Ross, as he said his name ,vas, 
plunged into his story. 

" Yes, my name is Malcolm Ross, and Sir 
Roderick Ross, of Castle l\Ior, Ardloy, is my 

.uncle .. I had never actually seen him bofore, 
but I came north at his request. He has no 
direct heir, and the succession to the estates 
rests between me and a distant relation, 
named Stephen Morrison. Sir Roderick wanted 
to make up his mind between us, and has set 
us both a task in order to test our fitness to be 
his hoir. 

" l\Iy uncle told me what ho ,vanted me t-o 
do. It appears that over fifty years ago, my 
uncle-then plain Roderick Ross-was in 
~harge of a, big trading station of the Iiudson 
Bay Company. Ono night he ,vent into 
tho nearest town and ·was persuaded to 
enter a gambling saloon. Ho ,vas something 
of a gambler tlien, and he playod for high 
stakes, with tho result that when ho arose from 
tho table he found that he had lost, not only his 
o,vn monoy, but also about a hundrod and 
fifty po1:1Ilds of tho company's cash, ,vhich ho 
~1~tl foolishly enough carried into tho to,vn ,vith 
um. 

"1'Iy uncle was awaro tha-t he ·would have 
to hand over the money within tho next few 
days, when the head agent came round, and he 
was at his wits' ends to know what to do. He 
wont back to the station, and just as he arrived 
there an Indian trapper knocked at the door. 
It was a man named White \Voll, and he and 
my uncle had always been very good friends. 
White Wolf had just returned from a torriblo 
!rip on the Yukon, a practically unknown region 
1~ .those days, and aft~r my uncle ho.d given 
1nm some food, the Indian produced a reindeer 
belt and showed my uncle that it was simply 
stuffed with gold-dust. White Wolf said that 
ho had found the gold in the mountains, and 
,vas going to take it down to be valued. 1.ly 
uncle told me that he is sure now that White 
Wolf had actually found the present-day gold­
fields at Dawson City." 

l\Ialcolm Ross came to a pause for a moment, 
and glanced across at Nelson Lee. 

"I hopo this doesn't bore you, llr. Lee," he 
said, "but I have to tell you the story, for it 
explains my part.'' 

"It's very interesting," said Lee. "Go·on ! " 
" To cut a long story short, my uncle robbed 

\Vhito Wolf. He stolo tho Indian's belt and 
replaced it ,vith an empty ono. \Vhito Wolf 
went off without examining his pack again, and 
my uncle was able to pay the head agent when 
he appeared. For years my uncle expected 
White Wolf to return to the station, and accuse 
him of tho theft, but the Indian never appeared, 
and at last. my uncle decided that he must have 
perished in tho snow that same night. 

" Three years ago a man came to Castle Mor 
who had known my uncle in the North-\Vest,. 
lie was an old trapper named John Celeste, 
a. half-caste, French Canadian. My uncle was 
pleased to see his old friend, and' they chatted 
ovor old times, and presently John Celeste 
1nentioned the name of White Wolf, the 
Indian. It appears that he is still alive, and is 
living in one of the wildest parts of Alaska, 
almost an outlaw. John Celeste told my uncle 
that White Wolf had never traded with a ,vhite 
man for years and yea.rs, and there were stories 
going about that ho seemed to have sworn a 
vendetta against them. 

"My uncle realised that he was the cause of 
that, and it came to him that he could do only 
one thing. Ho would have to return the belt 
and the gold to tho man he had robbed. He 
felt that his act had driven the old India.ii into 
exile, and the matter preyed on his mind. He 
is a very old man, no,v-close on ninety, I 
believe.,, · 

"I think I have heard of Sir Roderick Ross, of 
Castle l\lor," said Nelson Lee. 

"That is my unclo," Malcolm Ross returned. 
"And he ,vants you to find ,vhito ,Yolf and 

give him the belt and the gold, and ask his 
forgiveness ? " 

"Yes. The doctors have warned him that 
ho may not live another six months, that was 
nearly three months ago," the young man werit 
on. " And he wants his account with ,vhite 
lVolf settled before that time." 

" You have throe months in ,vhich to do the 
task, then ? " 

l\Ialcolm Ross mo,dc a gesture of despair. 
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"I will never be able to carry it out," he 
returned. "I have Jost the belt." Ho leaned 
forward. " My uncle told me that it was to be 
a trial of wit and strength between myself and 
my distant relative, Stephen Morrison. Ho is 
my cousin, in a distant way, and represents 
the other branch of my uncle's family. I fancy 
he thought that he was the only possible heir 
to the Ross estates, but now I have turned up 
and he hates me for it. I met him at Castle 
Mor, and, to be frank, I didn't quite hit it off 
with-him. He was hostile from the start, and 
threatened mo more than once.'~ . 

" And this Stephen l\Iorrison knows that you 
a.re going to be entrusted with this mission ? " 

" Yes. My uncle had two belts made, after 
the exact pattern of the one_ he stole, and each 
of them contains the same amount of gold. 
I understand that my cousin has already 
received his belt. He is much better off than 
I am, I think. He lives in chambers in London, 
and· belongs to a lot of clubs. Jiy uncle seems 
to hint that at one time Stephen Morrison 
regarded himself as the heir to Castle l\Ior. But 
there are two of us now, and the one who gets 
back first to my uncle with a message of for­
giveness from White ,v olf will bo acknowloclged 
the next-of-kin and heir." 

Ho looked across at Nelson Lee. 
" You mustn't think that it is because of the 

money alone that I l\Ill so anxious to win," he 
went on. " I've got a mother and a sister 
dependant upon me, and I'd like to win for 
their sakes, of course. But apm-t from that, I 
want to prove to my uncle that-that the last 
of his raco has the right stuff in him. I ,vant 
him to know that, although I'm only a Lon­
doner born, I a.m capable of doing what he 
·has asked me to do." · 

Nelson Leo tossed his cigarette on to the 
floor and stamped on it. 

'' And yon havo lost the belt 1 '! 
l\lalcolm Ross nodded. 
" I ,vill nover forgive myself for that," he 

muttered. ":aut I did not dream that I ,vould 
bo robbed in the train, almost under my very 
nose." 

Nelson Lee was silent for a moment, then he 
rose to his feet. 

" '\Vo'H go along and have n, talk with 
l\l'Kcnzio," he said, "·although I'm a.fra.id that 
your property is no longer on boa.rd the train." 

" How do you make that out ? " 
"Becauso the man who stole your belt would 

not be so foolish as to take the risk of having it 
found in his possession,,, came the quiet reply. 
" Had it been an ordinary robbery he might 
have gone on in the train. But there's far too 
-much attached to tho fa.to of that belt to allow 
onyono to take risks.'~ 

CHAPTER 2. 

The Missing Belt I 

T IIEY went along the s,vaying corri<lors 
and finally reached the guard's van, 
when Nelson Lee to]cl l\I'Kenzie of ,vhat 

' had happened. But although)• they 
made a thorough: search of the train, and ques­
tioned many people, nothing could be· dis­
covered concernin_~ tho missing art.iclo. -- ..,._ 

When they were back in t11eir own compo.rt• 
ment the guard pointed to Ross' seat. 

" Who is occupying that place ? " he asked. 
" I am," said l\Ialcolm Ross. 
The guard turned to Nelson Lee. 
'' Did you notice when the other gentlcnhtn 

left T _!! 
" At Crewe, didn't he ? " replied Lee. 
l\l'Kenzie scratched his head. 
u It's like this, llr. Lee," he said. "I thought 

that you and that man wouldn't get on verra 
wee] together, and so when we stopped at Crewe 
I.came along to tell him that there was another 
empty compartment at the back of the train. 
Ile picked up his things and le£ t your carriage. 
I happened to stop and :glance back, and sa,v 
him going into the verra compartment that this 
young gent's ca.so was in. 

" I was at the other encl of tho train by then~ 
but I turned back to tell him he'd ma.de a 
mistake. But 1\·hen I reached tho carriage he 
had vanished, probably by way of the corridor. 
I went on up beside the train, but I couldn't 
see him, and at last I thought I wouldn't 
troublo any more about him. He was a can­
tankerous kind o' ecndividue.l, and I ,vas fair 
fed up wi' him.'' 

Nelson Lee turned towards Ross. 
"Could yon describe your cousin, Stephen 

Jlorrison, to us ? "he asked slowly. 
1-Ialcolm twisted his brows into a thoughtful 

frown. 
" ,von, I should describe him ns rather 

l1ea.vily built, with a small black moustache 
and a prominent chin." 

'' And a-tweed suit 7 " asked the guard. 
" He was wearing a light tweed suit ,vben X 

la.~t saw him," said .lla.lcolm. 
'' Then he's on board this train,"· tbe guard 

put in. " And he travelled as far as Crewe with 
~Ir. Lee hero." 

"I certainly believe that Stephen l\lorrison 
travelled from Carlisle to Crewe with me,,,. 
retorted Lee, ~' but. I'll be very much surprised 
if he is on this train now, }!'Kenzie. However, 
you can soon settle t.hat. Go and have a look 
for him.'~ 

The guard """as absent for about twenty 
minutes, and ,vhcn he reappeared a.gain he 
shook his head. 

"There's not a sign of the man," he reported. 
" He must have missed the train.'~ 

Ne]son Lee's keen eyes lit up in a. grim way. 
"He missed it because he had no desire to 

catch it," he said. 
l\l'Kenzie saw that there was some sort of 

understanding between the detective and his 
companion, and presently tho old guard retired. 
llalco]m Ross leaned forward and put his hand 
on Lee's arm. 

"I am sure that you're right," ho broke ont. 
"It is my cousin who has stolen the belt. 
He must have been watching me all t.hc time, 
and took the only opportunity that I gave him.". 

"Your case is of the usual type," said Nelson 
Leel " Tho lock would scarcely off er any real 
difficulty. · He had B chance at Castle l\Jor 
to study it and get a key t-0 fit it. Of course, ho 
cou]d not have known that the belt was actually 
in tho case, but ho took the chance of it being 
there and made a lucky find. Had he failed, he 
would probably have gone and found tho othci1 
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compartment. As it was, he did the wisest 
thing, and left the train." 

" His aim is, I suppose," said l\Ialcolm, " to 
provent me completing the task my uncle has 
set me."' 

" That is obvious," returned Nelson Lee. 
"But I want you to promise me just one thing. 
Do not tell another living soul about your 
loss." 

" But how on earth shall I get it back ? " 
The detective leaned forward. 
" Leave that to me," he said. " Your story 

has interested me, much more than you may 
imagine. I am out to help you, and will see you 
through." 

Tho dark face opposite him suddenly glowed 
and t-he brown hand was outstretched. 

" You mean that, sir ? " Malcolm Ross 
cried, scarcely able to believe his own ears •. 

" I do," said the famous detective. " You 
appear to be on the threshold of o. very grim 
experience, and I always make it my business 
to help t.he honest against the ropue. You will 
have to give me your address. 'You have mine 
already on that card. And remember, Ross, I 
want you to keep your loss a secret. Do not 
tell anyone, friend or stranger, that you have 
lost tho belt. Do you understand that? " 

" Yos.,, 
" And if anyone should come to you nnd 

demand to see the belt, come and see me before 
you make any statement." 

l\lalcolm was looking at the keen, intelligent 
fa.co. 

" I don't know what you 're driving at, sir," 
he said ; " but I'm ready to obey.'! 

--
CHAPTER 3. 
Ross in a Fix I 

ABOUT ten o'clock on the morning of the 
foil owing day Nipper was eyeing the 
brass plate at the entrance to some 
residential chambers in a quiet street 

off Pall l\Io.11. 
"Flat No. 4. S. IIorrison. Out," road Nipper. 
,vhen a. man is in a certain position in life 

nntl has his name in the telephone directory, 
it is child's play to find him in London. Nipper, 
gh·en that task by his master, had succeeded in 
locating his man ·within half an hour. That is 
to say, he had located a certain S. l\1orrison, 
but was he the man Nelson Lee dosired to find? 

Nipper crossed to the lift and touched the 
bell. A porter, in his shirt sleeves, appeared from 
one of the ground floor flats. 

"Has Mr. l\lorrison returned from Scotland 
yet ? " asked the young detective. 

'' No, not yet. '\\re expected him this morning, 
hut he didn't turn up. Did you want to see 
hiin ? " . . 

"It was only about an account," said Nipper, 
knowing that most clubmen owe bills to some-
one. "I'll en.II later on." · 

" I shouldn't advise you to rush ?\fr. 
llorrison," said the portor, with a grin. " He's 
a hefty sort of gent, o.nd hasn't got tho best of 
tc-m pers." 

Thus, in two 1ninutes, Nipper had completed 
the needed details. Tho man ho was seeking 

was a rather burl1, man, and did have a bad 
temper. The incident of the first-cln.ss com­
part1nent testified to that. 

" I think I've found him," the youngst.or 
thought, as he turned away. 

A short, thick-set man was entering the wide 
doorwn.y and nearly ran into the young detec-
tive. -

" Sorry, mister ! " the man said gruffly, as 
he ~assed. , 

Nipper hesitated, then halted on the step. 
Tho porter's voice came to him. 

"You here again, Dan ? Mr. l\lorrison hasn't 
come back yet." 

" Blow 'im ! ,vhat did he send me a telegram 
for, then ? ,, 

" Better ask him when he comes, old son." 
" Oh, I don't care. I charges him for my time, 

·whether he takes a lesson or not. And I ain't 
goin' to wn.it, either. Just tell him I was here 
sharp t-o time, and he wasn't. So long ! " 

Nipper went out on to the pavement, and the 
thick-set figure come out behind him. One 
glance from the keen young eyes was quit~ 
enough to identify that battle-scarred face. 

,. Why, it's Dan Murphy!" Nipper cried, 
holding out his hand. 

The man who had once been middle-weight 
champion of the world looked at the lad, then 
grinned from ear to ear, as he shot out a huge 
paw. 

." Was it you as I nearly barged into just 
now, my son?'! 

., It was." 
"I was in a hurry. Apologies, and all 

that ! " . 
The o!d pugilist laughed and tucked his arm 

through Nipper's. -
" And 'ow's the detective trade goin', old 

sport ? " he asked.- •" And 'ow's the guv'nor ? 
I ain't seen him for such a long time. Now, 
he's what I call a ~nd cat:!e, he is.'~ 

" Sad case ? " 
Don shook his hend mournfully. 
"Terrible," he returned. "Don't I kno,v 

him ? Ain't I told him often enough that he 
spoiled a champion boxer when he took up 
this detective work ? What a left he has! 
,vhat an eye, too! " A sudden idea came to 
him. He jerked his thumb over his shoulder. 
" One o' my pupils lives in that place," he 
said. "Gent by the name o' ~iorrison. Ever 
heard of him ? " 

u It isn't an uncomomn name,,, said the 
cnutious Nipper. 

" Well, he fancies himself-not half I I 
admit he's strong and tough enough ; but he 
ain't got o. scrap of science and never will have. 
Ile reckons he's IT,· and I can't drum it into 
him that he's got a lot to learn-a powerful 
lot, to learn." 

He heaved a sigh. 
" I'm getting a. bit too old to give him a real 

hiding, or I feel I'd like to do it," he added. 
" Sometimes he loses his temper and goos for 
me like a bull, and the best of us has to take a. 
punch or two when a big man starts rush.ing, 
my son. He pays me top price, so I suppose 
I shouldn't complain, but there are tnncs 
when I do wish that he'd someone else fucing 
him ns was a little younger and a littlt, qu~ckc1· 
than me.'.~ 
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" Were you going to give him a lesson just 
now, Dan?'! 

"Yes. He has a. room fitted up as o. small 
ring. It's quite a decent little crib.,, 

If Stephen Morrison ha.cl a special boxin~­
room in his suite it was evident that he did 
fancy himself at the gentle art. 

" I expect he'll get on the 'phone to me this 
afternoon," Dan wont on. "He's been away in 
Scotland for three 01· four days, and he told me 
that he wanted 0, lesson this morning. He's 
bound to have one to-night.'~ 

Into Nipper's alert brain o. sudden inspira­
tion came. He was · not quite sure how it 
would pan out, but he went to work to prepare 
the ground cautiously. 

"Do you ever send another man along in­
stead of yourself ? " 

"I did once," said the old pug. " I've got 
o. couple of assistants-young hands at· the 
game. But the gent gnve my Jads such a. 
doing that none of them would ever tackle him 
again. So I've got to take hjm on myself." 

Nipper drew out a pencil aru;l notebook. 
" Give me your 'phone number, Dan," he 

said. "Maybe the guv'nor would like _to 
have a. word with you." 

A prophecy that was soon fulfilled, for an 
hour tater Dan, in his little boxing school in 
Kensington, was rung up by Nelson Lee. 
They spoke together for ten minutes, and the 
pug's face was a- mask of grim delight when he 
replaced tho receiver. 

" If only it comes off ! ,, he muttered, rubbing 
his stout palms together. 

He went back into the boxing saloon and 
continued his lessons. Dan was always well 
patronised and never Jacked pupils. A couple 
of hours passed and then the 'phone whirred 
again. This time, it was the porter of the 
residential chambers. · 

" That you, Dan ? '! 
"Yes, me son." 
"WelJ, l\Ir. ?tlorrison has just turned up, and 

he wo.nts you to come along at nine o'clock 
sharp to-night. And he told me to tell you to 
bring your towels with you l,, 

The old pug grinned to himself. _ 
" Righto ! " said Dan. Then, to himself.: 

"By James, but I wish I could be there!" 
As the porter left the telephone box in tho 

chambers he_ met the broad shouldered figure 
of Stephen l\iorrison outside. The man had 
changed into another suit, and he was carrying 
o. small brown paper po.reel. The porter noted 
that the parcel was tied up with thick cord, 
and was sealed at the knot and corners. " ,v as that all ri~ht about Dan 1\-Iurphy t !, 
Stephen asked, in his harsh voice. 

" Quite all right, sir.'~ 
" Good ! ,, 
Stephen l\Iorrison went out into the street 

and hailed a to.xi at the corner. He was 
driven to a bank in Piccadi1ly, and when he 
emerged again the parcel was no longer in his 
hand._, He gave an address in the City, and 
entered the vehicle. He seemed .to be in a 
particularly satisfied mood at that moment. 
There was a smile on his lips as he leaned back 
in the taxi. 

It was at the offices of a famous shipping 
company that he alighted next, and this time 

his business took him some time, and when he 
reappeared it was to give tho driver a third 
o.ddress. 

" Number thirty-four, Huckelston Street,'.~. 
he said. 

It proved to be an old-fashioned building, 
and l\lorrison entered the offices on tho ground 
floor. A brass plate indicated that they ,vere 
occupied by l\lessrs. Radley, Platt and \Vest. 
solicitors. There was another long wait, and 
ho appeared again. -

" National Boxing Club," was the address 
he gave this time, and the ta.xi turned west• 
ward once more. 

About ten minutes after ho had left the 
lawyer's office, a. little gentleman in grey 
frock coat and top hat, emerged from the offico 
and made his way to the Tube station. He 
travelled out to Balham, then, after ma.king 
inquiries, turned into a quiet side street and 
knocked at the door of a small house. l\:larion 
Ross answered the knock, and her fine, black 
eyes glanced inquiringly at the sprucely dressed 
little gentleman. 

" l\Iy ~ame is West,,, the solicitor said, " and 
I represent Sir Rodorfok Ross. I would like 
to see Mr. Malcolm Ross for a few moments." 

He was led into a tiny sitting-room, and the 
slender girl vanished for o. moment. l\f r. West 
glanced round the room mentally valuing the 
contents. The door opened behind him o.nd 
Malcolm Ross entered. The solicitor had no 
difficulty in tracing the likeness between his 
wealthy client and this slender, supple young 
man. 

"I am your uncle's lawyer," sa·d West, after 
the formal introductions. " And I kno,v why 
he sent for you. It is quite a romantic story. 
and I suppose you have agreed to take up the 
task ? " 

" Yes, sir," replied !Ia.lcolm. 
~' I have just received a communication from 

Sir Roderick," the lawyer went on. "He 
wants_ you to start for Canada to-morro,v. He 
is paying all expenses, and I am authorised to 
give you a draft on the Bank of Montreal for 
three hundred pounds. It will be ready to­
morro,v, and I want you to call nt my office by 
ten a.m. I ho.ve already arranged that a 
berth will be booked for you on the' Dominia/. 
and the boat train leaves at two p.m. Do you 
think you can be ready by then ? !! 

MALCOLl\I was standing in the half 
light and the so1icitor di<l not see the 
qui'ck shadow that crossed the young 
face. 

"Y-yes. I will be ready by then," he re• 
turned. 

"Good! " 
Mr. West rose to his feet. 
" There is only one other thing that I want 

you to do,,, he said. " Your uncle gave you 
a certain belt. \Vill you let me see it no,v, 
please ? '! 

,vith an effort 1\ilalcolm controlled his dismay. 
" It is only a pure formality,., the little 

gent.Jeman in grey said, with a smile. " I know 
you have to value the belt very greatly indeed. 
But I have a reason for aaking you to show it to 
mo.'! 
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The young man drew a sw_fft breath. The 
det-ective's warning came ~o him_, an~ l\lalcolm 
Ross, relying on the prom1s~ whwh N olson Lee 
had gi\~en him, fought for t1mo. 

" I will bring the belt. down to your office at 
t.en to-morrow, l\fr. ,Yest," he said. "Will 
that satisfy you ! ,, 

To his utter rolief the little lawyer bowed. 
" That will be quite all right," he said, and 

:r.Ialcolrn heaved a sigh. ' 

·" /. '/, 
~ '·t 

,' _:.,- /~ 
/ I' .I .; ,,, 

-
J; 'I, 

• •:r1:i. 
" 

to his disappointment Nelson Leo was not in ; 
only the housekeeper was there, and she could 
not offer him any news at all. 

"That cunning brute, 1'-Iorrison, has won ! '" 
l\Jalcolm Ross thought desperately. ,: But., by 
gosh, I feol that I'd like to meet him fa.co to 
f~iJo again ! " 

That tl?-ought gradually outweighed ovory 
other des1ro, and for a long hour l\Ialcolm 
tn1dged tho streets of London, brooding ovor 

Morrison saw Nelson Lee leap at him and he made a desperate effort to meet the attack, but 
too late ! A pile-driving punch went straight to the mark and sent him crashing helpless across 

the ring. 

Thoy chatted for a few moments about Castle 
l\lor and its old owner. Then l\lr. '\Vest rose to 
go. 

0 If there is any kit that you have to buy, 
you can· lot me know to-morrow,,, tho solicitor 
said. " l\Iy orders n-re to see that you lack for 
nothing.'' 

l\lalcolm shook hands with him and saw him 
l<'C\vo tho house. ,vhen he had gone, the young 
Londoner leanod against tho wall of the hall 
an~~ s~othored a groan. 

I m b~aten ! ,, he thought. " If I don't 
turn _11P with that bolt by to-morrow morning 
he will ½now whnt has happened, and-and my 
unclo will learn that I was not to be trusted. 
By James-, I've $Otto do something!" 

Ile wont out into the street, turned towards 
tho main thorough£ are and . boarded a. t.ram. 
~o had decided to look up Nelson Lee and tell 
h!rn what had happened. It was about six 
<> clock when he reached Gray's Inn Road, and 

his rival. He felt sure it was the sallow-faced 
cousin who had robbed him. There was no one 
else in the world who knew anyt,hing about the 
belt. 

"If I could only find him!" Malcolm thought 
-a savago desire surging into his veins. 

Ho hung about for some hours and then re-, 
turned to Gray's Inn Road. The landlady 
shook her head as she recognised her visitor. 

" Not back yet, sir,,, she said. "But l\Ir. 
Nipper is in, and if you'd like to see him--'~ 

" I don't know him," said 1\-Ialcolm, " but 
you could· give him my name-?tialcolm Ross.'~ 

rrho old lady was absent for a moment or so, 
thon she reappeared, and Ross was led into the 
study, whero Nipper mot him. A fow words 
served to introtluco tho young detective, and ho 
and :l\lalcolm shook hands. 

"I don't know if l\lr. Lee told you anything 
u.bout my a.ffa.ira 1 !! bogan Malcolm. 
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" The guv'nor sent me off this morning to do 
something that was in your interests,:' said 
Nipper. "I found out where a. certain Mr. 
Morrison lives.,, 

Malcolm leaned forward eagerly. 
" And is l\lr. Loe " 
Nipper glanced at the clock on the wall. 
"I expect the guv'nor back somewhere 

between ten and eleven," he said drily. " And 
when he comes back you'll hoar all about it. 
But I can tell you this 1nuch-hc's out in your 
interest." 

l\lalcolm Ross heaved a sigh of relief. 
"And that is all I want to hear," he returned, 

"for, by gosh, I certainly need someone to help 
me now!'! 

CHAPTER 4. 
Lee's Strange Task r 

NELSON LEE stood in front of Dan, at 
'. the boxing school in Kensington, look• 

ing amazingly different from the man 
?tfalcolm Ross had met in the Scotch 

I express. He was wearing a very loud suit of 
: clothes, a hard hat was pulled down over his 
brow and a cheap, massive ring flashed on one 
fingor. Then, again, he had used a. stain that 
had dyed his face a rich tan, and a. visit to the 
barber's had seen his smooth hair treated to 
what was something like a prison crop. 

Finally, his wonderful command over his 
mobile features had allowed him ~ alter the 
whole expression of his face. There was a quick, 
alert look about the face now, and the aggres• 
si vc thrust of the jaw hinted that its owner was 
of the type that looked for trouble at all times. 

Dan gavo him the bag containing the boxing 
gloves and towels. ___, 

"I'd give a fiver to be able to come with you, 
sir," he said. 

There was certainly an element of romance 
nbout this particular move of Nelson Lee's. 
Nipper's account of his meeting with Dan had 
given Nelson Lee the idea of· gaining an entry 
into l\lorrison's flat by taking Do.n's placo for 
that· particular evening. In the detective's 
mind there was no doubt as to the identity of 
the man who had stolen Malcolm Ross' belt. 
Stephen Morrison was the only one, apart from 
Sir Roderick, who knew anything about the 
belt, and it was to his advantage to take it 
away from Malcolm. 

" I'll be able to have a good look round," Lee 
thought, " and I'll also be able to find out what 
sort of man l\lorrison is.'! 
• He reached the residential chambers and 
entered the wide doorway. The porter came 
forward, and Nelson Lee nodded to him. The 
det~ctive, when he spoke, used the slow, easy 
drawl of the American, as though to the manner 
born. 

"I wanta see l\lr. Morrison.'! 
· The porter guessed the profession of tho visitor 

at once. 
" Are you from Dan Murphy's place Y !! 
'' Yep. Dan's hurt his thumb some, nnd sent 

me along to give the young gen 'lemo.n a few 
lessons, kid.~! · 

The ·porter grinned; 

" ,v ell, it's your funeral," ho returned, head• 
ing for the lift. " But I might tell you that !:Ir. 
1\-lorrison expected · Dan., and he's got a bad 
temper.'' 

N olson Loe was swung to the second floor and 
was ushered into the flat. 

" That you, Dan ? '~ the harsh .voice of 
1'1orrison called out. . 

Thero was a lighted room at the end of tho 
passage and Nelson Lee walked along it. H~ 
found himself in a small study, and the figure 
of Stephen llor~·ison was lounging in a chair. 
The broad-shouldered man stared at tho new• 
comer. 

" Who the dickens are you ? " ho asked. 
Nelson Lee took off his hat, revealing hi~ 

close-cropped head. 
"?vly name's Nat Lawson," ho returned 

" and I'm one of Dan,s friends. He's stubbec 
his thumb, and can't do any sparrin' fQr the 
next day or so, and he's sent me along to see 
you." • 

Stephen Morrison folded his arms and 
looked at the loudly dressed figure. Nelson Leo 
was o.lways veey deceptivo in his outward 
appearance. He was at least four inc bes shorter 
than the man opposite him, and looked almost 
slender compared with the burly frame. 

A hoarse guffaw broke from Stephen l\Iorri­
son's lips. 

"Going to give me a lesson, are you ? " he 
answered. " \Vell, that is your business. If 
Dan sent you along he must have thought you 
good enough, or it's a sad look-out on your 
side.•~ 

The quiet eyes in the dark face did not a.I ter 
their easy, smiling expression. 

"I kin only do my best, mister.'~ he said in 
his quiet drawl. • 

Stephen moved towards the door and Nelson 
Lee followed him aero~ the passage into the 
larger room. It was fitted up as a small gym., 
and Lee noted that a ring had been erected in 
the centre. It was about fourteen feet square­
a very cramped place to manceuvre in. 

"Brought your kit with you, I suppose ? '~ 
said Stephen. 

Lee removed his coat, revealing the fact that 
he was wearing a. white jersey underneath. He 
slipped out of his trousers and appeared in the 
short boxing-pants. From the bag he drew out 
a pair of rubber-soled shoes, and seated himself 
to remove his boots. The quiet way in which he 
set about his preparations wo.s not without its 
effect on the hulking watcher. 

Morrison was in a dressing-gown, and it 
slipped aside, revealing the fact that he also was 
in boxing kit, with a big sweat~r drawn over 
his shoulders. 

" I guess I'm ready now, mister,'! said Lee, 
as he straightened up. 

Stephen Morrison eyed his new instructor. 
Tho white sweater seemedJ to fit very tightly 
over the arms, but even so there was a great 
disparity between the two men. Morrison was 
at least a couple of stono heavier than Lee. 

"You'll have to wait a moment," be grunted. 
"I have some friends coming in at nine o'clock. 
I don't want a lesson. There'll be more fun in a· 
littlo mill, unless you don't feel inclined to 
tackle that ? !~ 
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The sn~or in his voice was put t,here with n 
doliberate purpose. Ho wanted s fight, and 
tl1is was tho way of ge~ting one-b~t always 
wit.h a rival vory much lighter than lumself, of 
course! 

N olson Lee pretended to hesitate. His eyes 
wore fixed on tho white sweater worn by his 
opponent. And suddenly Stephen l\iorrison 
gnvo n little hitch to his waist. Quit.a plninly, 
Loo snw the outlines of s thick belt in the folds 
of the sweater. 

Morrison was taking no chances of losing his 
pro~rty. He was wearing the precious belt, 
round his waist. 

"I don't mind a scrap, mister," Lee returned. 
'' But I expect to git somethin' extra out of it. 
I'm Nat Lawson, champion of Seattle, nnd 
bere's my belt to prove it." 

He dipped into his bag nnd produced a 
polished !eat.her belt with a beautiful gold 
buckle. 

"Middle-weight championship, won by N. 
L., Esq.," wns the inscription on the embossed 
front. Morrison was not to know that those 
initials stood for a very different name. He 
only gave a casual glance at the bolt, then re­
turned it with a smile. 

" I don't mind putting up something for you 
if you win," he said. •• I'll make fifty pounds 
against your belt.,, 

Nelson Lee heard a footfall in the passage. 
Stephen l\:lorrison was standing in the dcorway, 
and he did not notice the two figures ia evening 
dross that appeared behind him. 

"Right, sir, we'll fight for the belt," said 
Nelson Lee, in a voice loud enough for the new­
comers to hear. 

" Hallo, Morrison ! " 
The broad-shouldered man wheeled to 

welcome the first of his friends. Close behind 
t,hem camo L\nother trio, and in a few minutes 
there were seven or oight sporty-looking men 
sathered round the little ring. 

"Who's the professor ? ,, a. drawling voice 
asked, &Qd o.n insipid-looking youth pointed to 
Lee, who was standing quietly beside tho ring. 

"His name is Lawson,,. said liorrison, " and 
he hails from Seattle. He and I are going to 
• seattlb I things in six rounds of two minutes, 
with one-minute intervals. Tony, you will be 
timekeeper and referee. lVill one of you fellows 
do a little seconding for Lawson?'~ 

One of them detacned himself and camo 
across to Lee. He was ro.ther dissipated­
looking, but- his face was a hnndsomo one, and 
he smiled at Leo in a very friendly way. 

" You'll find Morrison something of a hand -
ful, Lawson,0 he said. "In fact, I don't think 
you've got much chance. But as you're game, 
apparently, I'll do my best for you!~ 

Ho slipped out of his immaculate dreRs coat, 
and rolled up bis shirt sleeves, v:\niehing for a 
rnomont, to return presently with water and 
sponge. By this time Lee and his huge ad­
versary had slipped into their boxing gloves, 
a!ld were facing each other across tho narrow 
ring. 

Again, so fs.r o.s the ring was concerned, it 
favoured tho bigger man. A narrow ring is 
always a danger to a light-weight boxer, for 
he cannot make use of his superior speed, and 
footwork becomes almost impossible. 

u You've got it all your own way.'! thought 
Lee grimly, u and that means that I'll just 
have to ftlce you nnd fight it out in your 
sty le.•~ .. 

CHAPTER 5. 

The Fight! 

T HE man appointed as timekeeper, drow 
his choir towards the ring and glancod 
at. his watch. 

" Seconds out ! !? 
'fimo ! 
Stephen Morrison started into the cent.re of 

the ring, a grin on his heavy faco. Ho was 
tanned and brown, and looked a picture of 
muscular strength. Against bim the lithe 
fi~ro of Loe seemed a preposterous match. 
They shook hands, and Lee dropped back into 
his guard. He had barely time to raise his arms 
when Stephen Morrison lunged at him, S\Vinging 
at his head. 

It was a favourite trick this of his, and in 
nine cases out of ten was very successful. A 
full-arm~ punch delivered in the boginning of 
s fight before an opponent can get properly 
settled down, usually had a lasting effect on its 
recipient. The blow was hea\."Y enough to havo 
knocked Lee off his feet had it landed. But tho 
man who, nccording to Dan Murphy, had the 
quickest eye in all England, was not to be 
cnught napping. JuRt as Morrison's fist touched 
the closo-cropped head, the head seemed to 
melt] away, nnd the blow swung harmlessly 
over Lee's shoulder. 

A pace to the side saw him clear of Morrison, 
and he danced away to distance, while tho heavy­
built man came round to face him again. Tho 
whole effort was so beautifully timed and 
carried out that a murmur of delight went round 
the little group. 

"Steve didn't fetch off bis favourite litt!o 
trick that time," someone murmured. 

The remark seemed to nettle l\f:orrisoo, for 
he closed his gloves and went for the figure in 
front of him hammer and tongs. He was relying 
eolely on his superior reach and weight-not at 
all bad things to rely on. But a punch, to be 
successful, must land on its target, and a rash 
has to reach the opponent before weight can 
tell. 

Gradually an intense silence fell on the little 
knot of men in evening dress. They were watch­
in~ a display of defensive tactics such as it had 
seldom been t,hoir lot to witness. Round and 
round that narrow ring, which seemed scarcely 
big enough to swing a cat in, lumbered the 
huge figure of ~lorrison, and in front of him, 
nlways cool and erect, kee:ping just that safe 
foot away, moved the htho figure in the 
sweater. 

A dozen times in as many seconds, did 
Stephen !\lorrison swing his fists, and alwa.ys 
they wero evaded, parried, slipped under, until 
his efforts seemed like the clumsy attempts of 
a. bear to reach a swift greyhound. Nelson Lee 
was fighting for a definite object. Ho had to 
wear down this beefy bully, sap the strength of 
those mo.ssive limbs. so that when the time camo 
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for him to attack and set his fists to work, tho 
enfeebled fro.mo would not be so capable of 
withstanding the sting of the blows. 

'rhat extra two stone weight had to be 
changed from a handicap to an advantnge. In 
other words, Stephen Morrison would have to 
fight on until his heavy body beco.mt) a burden 
to his tired legs. And for that task one needed 
patience, and there was no man moro patient 
in tho world than the stern-jawed detective. 
His very profession had taught him that, and 
with it ho was doubly armed. 

Once, and once only, did Stephen manage to 
work his man into a corner, and then the young 
clubman who was seconding Nelson Lee saw 
something happen that made him open his eyes. 
Lee, instead of ducking to slip beneath the 
long arms of his adversary, changed his tactics 
like lightning, and where l\lorrison expected a. 
duck and a side-step, he roceived instead a 
lunge and a smashing hit with a glove. 

So powetful was that unexpected punch that 
it sent the thick head back with a jork, and 
brought Morrison up as though he had been 
shot. It wns easy then for Lee to whisk out into 
the centre of the ring . again, and his adversary 
turned and followed him at once. 

That punch had been delivered while Morrison 
was standing between Lee and the rest of the 
spectators, and only the young clubmnn saw it. 
And when the warning call of "Time!,. sent 
both mon to their corners again, Lee's second 
looked down into the steel-blue ejes with a 
curious expression on his face. 

" You come from A1norica, don't you, 
Lawson?:! 

"That's so," drawled Loo, as hi9 second 
swung the towel to and fro. 

Tho clubman grinned. 
"\Veil, I want to know where it was that you 

picked up that English atrnight left,,, he said 
~imly, H for they don't teach that sort of smash 
1n your schools ! '~ 

Nelson Lee shru~ge<l hi:3,shoulders. He kr.ew 
that the youngster had begun to smell a rat, 
but that did not make any difference to his 
plans now. 

"Oh, we Amurricans kin use tho left when we 
like, mister,>' he returned. 

And with that the clubman had to be con• 
tent ; but t,here was delight in his eyes as he 
set to work to massage Loo's smooth, supple 
limbs. 

For two rounds Lee allowed :Morrison to 
wear himself out, yet the commencement 
of the third round found the big man still full 
of confidence. Right through the third round 
he forced tho pace. His thick breathing and the 
quick scrape of the feet on the bare boards were 
the only sounds that broke tho silence. By the 
end of the round llorrison was in a welter of 
sweat, and a.she sank into his chair he signalled 
to his second to remove tho sweater that ho was 
still wearing. 

Nelson Lee's eyes follo,ved the movement, 
and o. quick gleam came into them as they 
caught sight of the thin belt that was clasped 
round the thick waist-
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" '\\'hat about your sweater, Nat t !! th8 

young clubman a9ked. 
Nelson Loe shook his head. · . 

, " I ain't hot enough yet,,. ho _reph_ed, a fact 
·which was evident enough from lus quiet, steady 

b thi There were reason why he dared 
res- n~ Th b ta· h not remove that sweater.. e rown s 1n e 

had used only covered his neck snd fore arms, 
and the removal of ~he sweater would have made 
that fact very plmn. " s ECONDS out ! Time ! " 

1tlorrison was not quite so quick 
in gotting into the contro of the ring 
now, and ho seemed inclined to 

slacken the pace a trifle. His vnst exertions 
in t,he first three rounds were tcJling on him, 
and he hoped to take it easy until he got his 
second wind. With another opponent that 
ruse might have been successful, but Leo knew 
that his chance was coming now. 

And so the battle changed, suddenly and 
Rwiftly. For from being the attacker Stephen 
l\lorrison became the attacked. Twice, in swift 
succession Lee sent heavy blows into the sweat­
ing face, and his burly antagonist began to 
ret,ire, covering himse]f as he went. But 
Lee jammed his opponent in a corner and sent a 
perfect hurricane of blows into the thick ribs 
and chest,. 

Out of that fierce meloo Stephen Morrison 
broke by sheer strength of body, and the 
rage in his eyes told of how he took this grim 
proof that his adversary was able to punish 
as ,veil as retire. The huge man went in with 
a snarl, and tried once again to smother his 
rival in a shower of blows. But Lee was readv 
~nd the fate ~tephen Morrison had ~n looming 
1n front of him came to the gasping, swaying 
figure. 

l\Iorrison had made a weak swing at Lee, and 
had swayed forward after his punch. His 
groat hulking body was almost too heavy for 
his shaking limbs to support, and ho blundered 
on past Lee, to turn again and try to raise his 
~ands. As he came round he saw the white 
Jerseyed figure leap at him, and an instictive 
effort made him throw his gloved hands up to 
guard his face. 

. B_ut it was the solar plexus that Loe was 
a.h1m 1ng for, and straight and sure his fist we~t-

ome, dead on the mark. For a moment the 
effect of. that punch was scarcely observable, 
a fact which the boxing world knows well enough. · 
Th_e knock-out on the point of the jaw is a 
(uick, . spectacular effort that is followed b~~t1ately by the collapse of the opponent ; 
with h elf deadly solar plexus punch, delivered 
the sur!r atr:n fnd all the shoulder behind it, is 

N 
1 

a · ac t of the two 
into e then h~ee .Jenped ~ack • at once, and looked 
parted and ~vy, sweating face. The Hps ,vore 
betwoo'n the::ir a moment no breath came from 
l\lorrison's thr~at~ hoarse so~md broko froi:n 
antagonist ; but 'mf d he . tried to reach h1H 
that deadly, numbin ore hi~ fist-s could land 
menced to creep u fr:ens~t.1on tha~ had com­
~ull, curious ache Pthat~a lower_ h~b~-thnt 
1s yet strong enough t . no pain 1n 1t, and 
reo.chod his brain 

8 
do ?rip_ nt the hoart-had 

hoavy body landi~g ~n L:e:itched forward, his 

The detective slipped a.side, and St.ephen 
Morrison went down slowly as lJis knees gnvo 
away beneath him, first on his hands, thon 
forward on to his face, his massive legs limp, 
h_is gloved hands helpless by bis sides. The 
timekeeper roso to his feet, and watching his 
second-hand, began to beat t.he moments 
out on the rope. 

'' One-two-three-four'--" 
Occasionally a man may rise from n biol\,. on 

the jaw, if it pe delivered just a little out or 
place, before tlie ten seconds have passed; but 
no man whoever breathed arose after he had 
gone down f.o the deadly solar plexus plmch. 

"Seven-eight-nine-Nat Lawson, the 
winner!" 

They gave him a cheer, and his second, leap­
ing into the ring, gripped at the gloved fist of tho 
detective. 

" You're hot stuff, Lawson ! " he cried. 
"By James, you'vo dono what we thought 
was impossiblo." 

Nelson Lee began t.o draw off t.he gloves, 
and when his hands were free he turned and 
looked across the ring. Stephen l\Iorrison was 
still lying on the bare boards, and his heavy, 
broken breathing indicated that he was safo 
enough, althougli unconscious. 

"I guess -yo_u gentlemen will admit that I 
won that belt fair and square ? " 

Nelson Lee had stepped up to the circle, and 
his hand indicated the fringed reindeer belt, 
around the thick waist. 

u l\lorrison's belt ? " someono said. " \Vas 
that what you were :fighting for, Lawson ? " 

Nelson Lee pointed to his o,vn bolt lying on 
tho chair beside his bag. 

"I put my belt against his," he said, 
" although I guess his was the most valuablo. 
'\Ve were fighting for each other's belt·.--" 

" That is quite right ! " someone chimed in. 
" I heard tliem 1naking the arrangements aR 
we came in. Don't you remcmbor it, Roy?" 

" I did hear him mention the belt," said Roy 
Nelson Lee knelt down and took the weight.v 

ci_rcle from the thick waist and slipped it round 
his own. 

" I hope you gents won't mind if I git along," 
he went on, in his drawling voice. " Pvo 
got. to see another pupil by half-past ten." 

A gnsp went round the circle. 
"Another pupil! But surely you won't feel 

fit to do nny more work to-night ? " 
Nelson Lee had already slipped out of the 

ring and was hurrying into his clothes. 
u Business is business, gent.(J," he drnwled,. 

'" and you kin explain to Mr. Morrison "·hen he 
comes round that I couldn't stop." 

",vell, you're about the coolest beggar I 
ever struck f ,, ·was Roy's remark, and tho 
circle joined in his laugh. 

CHAPTER 6. 

The Voice of the Unknown! 

STEPHEN l\[ORRISON kicked up n fns:=. 
ovor the loss of his belt, but he got no 
satisfaction frol?l Dan !\Iurphy, and 
when, the following morning, ho loarncd 

from l\Ir. "\Vost, the _solicitor, that l\Ialcolm Ro5s 
had shown him his belt-, he know that he had 
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been tricked, and his temper was badly frayed. 
:In the afternoon lla.lcolm and his mother, 

and 1\Ia.rian, · were standing on the platform 
beside the boat train. l\Iu.lco1m 's seat had 
been booked and he was standing at the carriage 
door, glancing an.."-riously up and down the 
))latfonn. He saw Stephen I\Iorrison arrive 
o.nd enter a compartment lower down. 

But it was Nipper and Nelson Lee for whom 
he was searching so eagerly. Lee especially, 

. for warm gratitude was in th~ heart of the 
young adventurer. He had not forgotten 
tbe.t n1oment of utter relief that had come to 
hin1 on the previous night, when the detective, 
fresh from his grim fight in the flat, had ha.nded 
l\Ia,lcolm the precious belt. · 

And the story of how he had won it, although 
only told in a few short sentences, had been 
grimly added to by the sight of the bruised, 
battered countenance of Stephen that morning 
at tho lawyer's office. 

" ,vhy doesn't he turn up ? " the young man 
thought. 

He did not receive any reply to that question, 
and the train moved off with hie desire un­
fulfilled. Apparently, Nelson Lee and Nipper 
had either forgotten the time of the train's 
departure, or else they were too busy to come. 

It made ~lalcolm feel rather miserable, and 
be was glad when the long journey came to o.n 
end, and he found himself mounting the gang­
way on to tho white decks of the great liner. 
He found that his cabin was on the boat deck, 
o.nd he was the only occupant. It was situated 
well back towards the stern, a.nd was quite a 
roomy Jittle place. 

1\lalcohn had a wash and brush up, then went 
on deck just as the great vessel moved off from 
the quo.y. Tho clamour of the dinner bell 
announced the readiness of the first meal on 
board, and the young traveller went down to 
the saloon and took stock of the passengers. 
There were a.bout fifty in the saloon, and 
l\falcolm noted that Stephen llorrison was 
already friendly with one individual-a 
wrinkled, dusky individual, across whose face 
lay the jagged trace of a knife-cut, giving it 
a curiously sinister expression. 

" My cousin has a. confederate," he decided, 
"and that means tha.t I have two of them to 
watch." 

He made· up his mind to play his gams 
slowly and surely, giving no chances, watching 
every move. If crmning had to be met with 
cunning he would do his boat. 

An old talkative mnn at his elbow began to 
chat to him, and 1\Ialcolm found the con­
versation very interesting, for it apJ?eared that 
the stranger was well acquainted with the very 
1·egion that lialcolm had to visit. Roaring 
Jack Ca1np was one of his camping places, and 
l\Ialcolm plied him with question after question, 
storing away all the f~cts he heard for future 
use. 

Tho result wo.s that they were the last to 
leavo the saloon, and when }t!alcolm opened 
the door of hia cabin and switched on the 
electric light he came to a. halt with a cry of 
surprise. The place was tw·ned upside down. 
~.t\.lJ his kit was scattered about on the bunk 

and the floor. Malcolm stepped back on · to 
the deck just as one of the stewards was passing. 
He called to the man and indicated the state 
of hia cabin. 

"·As it happens," he said. " I've lost 
nothing. But someone, has been tryin'g to 
find something worth stealing, a.pparen tly 
and I want it reported ! !! 

The steward hurried away, and retnmed 
presently with the officer on duty. They 
helped to rearrange 1'1alcolm 's kit, and in th~ 
midst of it the captain entered. 

".A thief on board, eh? " he said. "And 
starting his game before we aro out of sight of 
land. . \Vcll, ,ve will see that you're not visited 
again, Mr. Ross. I'll l3ost a. seaman about here 
for the rest of the trip.'! 

Stephen Morrison had over-reaohed himself. 
and it was Malcolm who really scored, for that 
blue-clad sentry leaning outside the row of 
cabins. would see to it that no further attempt.s 
of that kind would be ma.de. 

The " Dominia. " was one of the fastest 
liners on that particular route, and the voyage 
was completed almost without incident. On 
the last evening, however, Malcolm Ro_ss was 
subjected to another attack, and a more 
serious one. The young traveller had been 
extremely cautious, always on the look-out 
for trouble. He never ventured on to the 
deck alone a.t night. . The old Colonia.l who sat 
by hie side at meals was only too glad to have a 
companion, and he and Malcolm were always 
together. 

The grim-jawed brute who watched his-young 
rival was forced to admit that l\Ialcolm was 
meeting him on more equal terms now. But 
at last it seemed to Stephen that an opportunity 
was presenting itself. It was after dinner that 
he noticed the old Colonial leave the saloon 
alone, and be heard him remark to ~Ialcolm 
that he was going to be busy for the rest of the 
evening writing letters. 

Stephen gave a quick signal to the man with 
the scarred face, and presently they found them­
selves standing together below one of the huge 
lifeboats. It was the place where they usually 
met, for it was well in the shadows, and there 
was no chance of their being approached by 
anyone. The lifeboat hung just above the 
rails, and t~e maindeck was immediately_ 
below. Stephen leaned on the rail, glancing 
down at the maindeck, where the second-class 
passengers were gathered . in little groups. 
The " Dominia. '~ carried three clo.sses of 
passengers, and she was fairly well filled. 

"I think we could risk that t.rick of yours 
to-night, Jake," Stephen said. "I must get 
that belt, and as it wasn't in his kit, I suppose 
he wears it night and day.'! 

" Don't blame Wm," said Jake. 
Stephen peered below the swinging boat 

along the white deck. 
"He's bound to come dlong here," he went 

on. " And we must not miss him. I think 
you'd better get your little scheme ready now. 
I'll keep watch and give -you the signal.'! 

About twenty paces away from the two men 
was a roU of tarpaulin lying against the rails. 
Jake had to pass it as he crept forward beneath 
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the lifeboat.a, and ho almost touched it with 
his foot. It was pitch dark on the deck, and 
ho did not notice t.hat the tarpaulin moved 
slightly as he passed. It seemed to wriggle 
forward, then one of the ends unfolded and there 
came into view a small head-a head that 
craned itself forward to watch the thin figure 
of Jake. 

Presently Jake stopped, and lea pin$ up, 
caught at the edge of a boat and drew himself 
on to the canva.s top, vanishing over the edge. 
There was a moment's pauee, then an arm 
reoched up to the long, curved loop of the 
davit, and a hook was attached there. The 
watcher from the roll of tarpaulin waited 
patiently, and presently ho saw a round, heavy 
object swing down from the boat, make a half 
circle over the deck and swing back to the 
boat again. 

Twico this operat.ion was carried out, and 
t-he observer noted that the unseen man in 

WHO IS 

JUST where the voice came from Stephen 
Morrison was never able to say. An 
oath leaped to his lips as he sprinted 
forward. The heavy block had been 

within an inch from l\Ia1colm's head when the 
cry went up, and instinct made the traveller 
duck his head. The result was that the heavy 
block did not land fairly on its mark. It just 
grazed the top of l\falcolm's head, but even then 
the force of 1t was strong enough to send tho 
young man spi:awling on his face. 

The lithe body of Jake shot clean through 
the air from the suspended boat, and landed 
full on the prostrate body of the man he had 
tried to murder. At the same moment l\forrison 
flung himself on his victim. His hands went 
round Malcolm's waist, and he felt for the bolt. 
An oath came to his lips, for there was no sign 
of the heavy, gold-filled band. 

l\Ialcolm was half siunned, but, he managed 
to kick out, and send Jake staggering buck. 

'-., THE . SHADOW '' 
THE MAN OF 100 DISGUISES ? 

Meet Him In The Dramatic Detective-Thriller in Next Week's Issue ! 

the boat was shortening the length of rope 
to which the heavy block was attached, until 
he had adjusted it so that the block would 
swing across the deck at the height of a man's 
head. Jake was completely out of sight, 
and the broad deck quite deserted. The trap 
was well laid, and even the caution of l\lnlcolm 
Itoss would hardly save him from that noi.seiess 
attack. 

An hour passed, then presently l\lorrison, 
lurking in the shadow of tho lifeboat at the end 
of the deck, heard a foot scrape on the com­
panionway that led down to the saloon. He 
had a brief glimpse of blalcolm's face as the 
young traveller stepped out from the light. 

The hulking rogue crouched lower a.nd waited. 
AU depended now on whether l\ialcolm turned 
to port or starboard. A swift smile of malicious 
satisfaction flickered acrosa Stephen's face 
as he saw the young figure turn to port. 

" Got you, this time, you hound ! !~ he 
breathed, clenching his fists. 

He leaned forward, watch:ng l\Ialcolm as 
he went off down the deck. Stephen counted 
the boats as they were passed, one by one. 
He knew that Jake was in the fifth lifeboat, 
end as l\Ialcolm camo opposite the fifth one 
Stephen coughed suddenly-a hard, rough 
8<?Un~ •. It was the signal warning Jake that 
his v1ct1m was at hand. 

l\1orris?n moved forward noiaelossly, ready 
for a swift leap. He was watching the boat, 
rind suddenly he saw the long cord swing 
downward. 

" Lat>k out, Malcolm ! !~ 

"Help ! Help ! " 
His clear voice startled the silence, and from 

the stern there came the sound of running feet. 
The sailor on guard at the row of cabins came 
pelting down the wido deck, just as Morrison 
leaped to his feet. Jake was already darting 
down the wide deck; and the broad-shouldered 
rascal followed him, leaping down the com­
panionway on to the main deck to dart forward 
among the shadowy groups of passengers 
below. By the time the seaman had reached 
R-oss the deck was cleor, and H.oss himself 
was sitting up holding his throbbing head. 

The sailor helped him to his foot, and Malcolm 
thanked him. 

" I'm all right, thanks to you,'! he said, 
quietly. " That shout you gavo just saved mo 
from being brained by that s,vinging block I.". 

" But I didn't shout, sir," he said. " First 
thing I knew about it was when you called 
out! !~ 

It was Malcolm's tum to stnre now. 
" But I heard someone call out to me," he 

returned. 
" There's no one here, sir," replied the sailor, 

glancing along the deserted deck. 
Malcolm was silent for o. 1nomcnt, t.hen h9 

laughed unsteadily. 
"Well, I don't care about that," he returned. 

" All I know is that I heard someone call, and 
took the tip at once.,, 

"Jolly good job you did, sir," was the sailor's 
response. "You-you ain't lost anything, I 
hope T !! 

l\laloolm moved off towards his cabin a.nd the 
sailor ewung along by his side. 
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" No, I did not. lose anything, because I did 
not have anything to lose," was the quiet reply. 
" But thnt was no fault of the brute who went 
for me. He bad his opportunity and took it, 
but there was nothing there.'! 

He reached his cabin and entered it, seating 
himself on the edge of the bunk. It had been a 
very narrow shave, and his face was pale. But 
it wns not his escape that he thought over then, 
but the way that it had been brought about. 
\Vho had called to him, by name T 

And then an idoa came into his mind-an 
idea so startling and unexpected that he leaped 
to his feet for a. moment. Was it possible that 
-that Nelson Lee or Nipper--

He dismissed the idea. from his mind, and yet 
it was the only possible solution to the mystery 
of that warning voice. The only possible, and 
yet a very impossible solution ! For why should 
Nelson Lee trouble over the affairs of an un­
known y.outh such as he? The groat detective, 
who had handled the affairs of statesmen-ay, 
and even kings-would hardly trouble himself 
over tho fate of an obscure London clerk-at 
least, so he thought. . 

The warning cry that had puzzled him also 
puzzled Stephen l\Iorrison and his confederate. 
They met later on in the farmer's cabin, and 
Jake was plainly wrathful a.t the failure of his 
plan. 

" Someone gave him a shout," he muttered, 
" and that's the long and the short of it. It 
wns up to you to look after that side of the affair. 
You shouldn't have given the signal if the deck 
wasn't clear.'~ 

" I tell you it was clear," l\forrison grated 
o.ngrily. " \V asn 't I standing besido the com­
panion wa.y all the time T Not a. soul came up 
or went down while I ,vas there except that 
young fool ! '! 

" He ain't such a darned fool neither ! " re. 
turned his companion. " Even if I missed my 
mark, you had your chance and didn't do any 
good with it.'! 

" He wasn't wearing the belt," said Stephen 
slowly. "\Ve made a mistake, that's all." His 
eyes were sullen and full of rage. "But I'll get 
him all right. To-morrow we land in }lontrea}, 
and he'll have to take his belt with him when 
he leaves the ship, Jake. It's up to you and 
me to colJar him then, and we'll make sure of 
him this time.'! He was silent for a moment. 
" But I'd like to know who it was that called to 
him," he added. "This 1mknown friend of. 
l\Ialcolm Ross' wonies me, and I want to shake 
him off my scent if I can. So this is what I'm 
going to do. I'll leave the ' Dominia ' and go 
straight to the railway station, and take the 
fu·st train for Roaring Jack. If I can get this 
cursed spy to follow me it'l1 mean that I'll leave 
the field clear for you. And I should think you're 
good enough to beat Ross single-handed.'! 

The evil visage in front of h!m widened into 
an unwholesome grin. 

" Yon want me to get the belt and follow 
you along to Roa.ring J ac~ t !! 

"Yes.'..!. 
"And what about Ross, after I've got the 

belt t ~! 
The eyes of Stephen Morrison glittered. 
"\Viii there be any reason to trouble about 

him, oft~r you've got the belt t !! he asked, 
meaningly. 

Jake nodded his head. 
'' Meaning that you want him settled for 

keeps ? '! 
"):es.'! 
" And what about the cash ? ~! 
They haggled over the price of a man's life. 

but the bargain was struck at last 1 

--
--

g_ 
~--

, 

CHAPTER 7. 
Malcolm Ross in Danger f " s HIVER me, if it isn't the little Nipper t !! 
The remark came like a roar from 

the lips of the stout man behind the 
_counter, and in another seoond he was 

out into the front of the shop and gripping the 
band of the youngster who had just entered. 

"So you haven't forgotten me, Jem Steer t !! 
" Forgotten ye, my boy ! And am I ever 

likclv to do that ! What about the little-favour 

t 
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y~ did for me some t:me back, when I was 
broke, and that gang had me T ~! 

The deep voice had taken a lower note and 
the eyes of the stout man wero full of gratitude. 
Nelson Lee, and Nipper had befriended this 
man in a long-forgotten case, and had saved 
him from death and danger, and J em would 
never forget. He hod written to Nipper from 
Montreal at h-regular intervals, and now that 

!c_k, the lithe figure of the waiting crook shot ft .. · 
air full upon him. ~ ·.:_ 

Nipper found himself in a fix it was only natural 
that he should seek o. friend. 

"What has brought ye to 1\iiontreal, lad T ~~ 
Steer asked, when he and Nipper found them­
selves in the little room behind the shop, where 
J em set to work to make a, cup of coffee. 

"I'm in a hole, Jem,'! said Nipper, " and I'll 
toll you all about it.'! 

His story was a very simp1e one. He and 
Nelson Lee and Wolf, the Alsatian, had travelled 
to Montreal on tho "Dominis,'! but they had 
booked eecond-olass, for Lee did not want 
Stephen Morrison to know of his presence on 

board. It was Nipper who had sent tho warning 
cry to l\Io.lcolm Ross, and on tho foil owing 
morning, when the " Dominia 's !' passengers 
"?en t on shore, Lee had asked Nipper to keep in 
touch with }lalcolm, while the great dotectivo 
kept watch on Stephen Morrison. 

Nipper had done his best, to obey Lee's in­
structions. He had heard Malcolm give the 
address of a hotel, and had seen the young 
traveller's baggage taken away by ono of the 
hotel porters. Ni.Pper himself had had to look 
after Wolf and his and Lee's luggage, and not 
knowing who.t the detective intended to do, the 
young assistant had waited at the landing-stege, 
expecting Lee to turn up again. 

He hung about for the best part of an hour. 
Th~n there came a. messenger with a letter for 
him. It wns from Nelson Lee. and, as Nipper 
said, it " put the tin hat on it.!~ 

" 1\1. has booked for Roaring Jack, and I am 
travelling in same train. He is alone. I want 
you to get in touch with R. and keep a look-out 
for man with a scar. Follow on to Roaring 
Jack.-N.L.'! 

Nipper coJlcctcd the traps at once and set off 
for the hotel which Malcolm Ross had chosen. 
Whon he arrived there and booked his room he 
took the first opportunity of glancing at the 
visitor's list. Malcolm Ross' name had not been 
added to it, and an inquiry proved to Nipper 
that the young traveller had never turned up 
there. 

Another point which caused Nipper some 
alarm was the faot that the booking clerk in. 
formed him that there were no hotel port,ers 
from that particular hotel at the landing-stage. 
Yet Nipper was positive enough that he had 
seen the name " Imperiale !! on the peaked cap 
of the mo.n who took charge of Ross' luggage. 

Nipper scarcely knew what to·do. It was easy 
to guess that Ross had stumbled into danger 
and trouble, and Nip~r glanced about him to 
tind someone who could help him. And his 
choice had alighted on Jem Steer. 

Jem bad opened a second-hand shop-that 
had been his business in the Old Country-and, 
according to his letters, he had made many 
friends among the Montreal police. A second­
hand shop is a rare place for thieves to visit in 
the hope of g~tting rid of their wares, and the 
dealer who would keep in the good books of the 
police must run scrupul.ously straight. 

J em had evidently done so, and had hel\led 
the representatives of the Jaw once or twice. 
That fact was to stand Nipper in good stead 
now. 

" Let's get to the rights of this, me son,'? said 
J em. " Could ye describe the porter who took 
your man ,s baggage away with hi~ t !! . 

Fortunately Nipper had been quite close to 
that individual, and his memory was a retentive 
one. He ga.ve Steer a quick word-picture of tne 
man, and the eyes of the dealer brightened. -

" Did ye notice if he had anything wrong with 
his arms ? '! he asked. 

" Yes,'! said Nipper. ~~ I did notice that his 
left arm seemed shorter than the other, and it 
was slightly twisted; as though he had broken 
it at one time and the bone had set bndly/! 
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Steer brought his fist down on t-he table w·ith 
a crash. 

" By Jinks, but you've got the eyes of a 
camera. ! ,, he roared. " '.['hat man ,vas Hookor 
Dave, and he's one of the best-kno,vn crooks in 
l\lontreal. How t.he police let him on to the 
landing-stage beats me l " 

• 
young detective only waited to slip into a heavy 
coat that he had brought with him for the 
voyage : then, making sure that his revolver was 
safe in his hip-pocket, Nipper hurried out of the 
hotel again and went up to the corner. - A few 
minutes later tho noisy old car came up and 
halted. Nipper slipped into the seat beside 
the greasy-looking driver n-nd the car rattled 
off through the busy streets. 

"I don't think he was on the landing-stage," 
said Nipper. " I sa,v him outside, standing 
beside a taxi. Ross was with him then, and tho 
baggage was being heaped on to the taxi. I JEl-1 made no attempt at conversation, and 
didn't go too close, for I didn't want Ross to Nipper waited until they were clear of the 
recognise me.,, big city. Then, when they found them• 

Jem Steer rose to his feet. selves on a wide, level road, Jem Steer 
"Business is closed for to-day," he said. slackened speed a trifle. · ' 

cc I'll put the shutters up this minute, and I'm "I think we're pretty safe now," he observed, 
off to hunt for Hooker Dave. \Vhcro ,vottld I "although you can never be sure." 
be able to find ye ? ,, " \Vhat has happened ? " Nipper asked. 

"At the Imperiale," said Nipper. "Your man is held up by a river gang," said 
It was arranged then that Jem St-eer should Jcm, "and they've taken him to Felspe, a litt.Ie 

communicate with the young dotect.ive as soon place on the river about ten miles from here. 
as he got on the track of Hooker Dave, and Don't ask me just how I know. I've got men 
Nipper left the shop to make his way back to ,vho'll tell me things and find out things, when 
the lmporiale. It was then about half-past four I ask 'em. I heard tha.t your man was takeµ in 
in the afternoon, arid Nipper went up to his ho.nd by Hooker Dave, and after he'd cashed his 
room for o. change of clothes and a wash. credit note and thought he was going to the 

,v olf had been quarantined at the docks and Imperiale, he was stunned and taken to Felspe. 
Nipper went down to try and arrange for the So I went and had- a look round out there and 
dog's release. How he succeeded in doing that saw Hooker Dave skulking round by the old 
need not·be mentioned here, but he was able to gravel mill, and there's a lot of huts down thoro 
bring the great Alsatian back with him, and that Hooker Dave's gang have used before 
\Volf was found a drv comer int-he basement of to-day. You can bet that your man is some• 
the big hotel. .. where there, and what we have to do is to locate 

"It's the best I can do for you, old man," him. I left Felspe this morning and hired this 
Nipper said. "and, anyhow, it won't be for old bus on the road. Some of the gang will be 
long. '\\7e'll get off to Roaring Jack Camp just bound to be watching the station, and if they 
as soon as wo can." know n.bout you, you'd never get a chance t-o. 

He went back to his room and spent the rest reach Folspe alive." 
of the evening waiting for Jem Steer to call him They swung through an nvenue of tall trees 
up. But the night came and there v."as no and emerged presently into what was a little 
messa~e. The· next morning he made more bay. There was a cluster of hous0s ahead and 
inquiries, but although l\lalcolm Ross had called beyond the houses the ground shelved sharply 
at the Bank of Montreal to ca.sh the credit, note down to the wide, grey river. 
signed by Sir Roderick Ross, shortly after he ",ve get out of this bus here," said Jem. "I 
landed, he seemed to have vanished after. that don't think anyone will find it, and they wouldn't 
as if the earth had-opened and swallowed him trouble to steal it if they did." 
up. The car was run in among the trees, and B 

Nipper went back to the Imperiale on foot, couple of bushes were arranged in front of it as 
and as he turned into the street in which the a slight concealment. It was getting on for 
hotel was situated he noted that there ,vas a four o'clock by now, and a grey mist wa.s lifting 
rather shabby looking mot.or-car drawn up a from the river, cold and wet and clinging. 
few yards away from the ma.in entrance. The " All the better for us, sonny," said J em 
driver of the car was lounging against-an electric Steer, as he moved out of the trees, "for we've 
stands.rd, and as Nipper came up the mo.n got to find your man and find him quick ! ,, 
moved forward. . A •t ~ 11 th t · d h " Got a light mister ? !' he asked. .__ s1 ence . 1e upon e wain an ~ ey 

. ' . . . plodded on along t.he road towards the little 
N 1pper sea.rched in his pocket for his match- cluster of houses ,vhich marked the station of 

box. Tho_ man reached out his hand and Felspe. Just before t.hey reached the houses 
touched Nipper on the arm. Steer turned sharp to his right. and took to the 

" It' J " h hi d ' s e!ll, e w spere •. . damp ground along beside the river. Nipper 
The greasy, frayed coot which he was ~·ea.r~ng ,vas trudging along a pace or so behind his 

and the cap had m~de ~n excelle~t d1sgwse. guide through the wet mist when suddenly a, 
But there was no mistaking the voice. muffled sound co.me to his ears. 

"I'm on,'' cried Jem, "but it ain't safe for Chug! Chug l Chug! 
me to talk to you here. Meet me at the corner He listened and the sound was repeated. 
in ten minutes. You'd better put a thick coat "\Vhat is that, Jem ? '~ he asked, in a low 
on, for we're going for a trip."· whisper. 

He lit his pipe, returned the matchbox, Steer was straining his ears to locat.o the 
touched his cap and stepped into the car a.gain; sound, and he turned at In.st towards his 
while Nipper went on to the hotel. companion. 

It was evident from Steer's 7'lanner that he " Sounds as t-hough the gravel-mill wa:3 a.t 
had found out something important., and the work again,,, he said, half to himself. " But 
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that ain't possible. The company that ran it 
went bust two years ago, and there ain't been 
any ,vork done since then.'! · 

Ho paused for a moment, his head thrust 
forward into the wreathing fog. 

"I think we'll have a look, old son," Jem said 
at last. " I've got a feeling in me bones--'~ 

Ho· broke off his remark suddenly and, 
leaping at Nipper, brought tho youngster down 
with a. thud. 

" S-sh ! Not a word ! ,, he whispered. 
"Look! '~ 

which as it reached the end of the chute, fell 
into the pit beneath the great iron crusher. 

And half• way up the chute, bound hand and 
foot, lay the ~elpless body of a man. His head 
was downwards, and the slow-moving rollers 
carried him nearer and nearer to the edge of 
the chute. And as Nipper stared at the fi~ 
a stray flash of flame from the donkey engine 
alighted on the white tense face-the face of 
Malcolm Ross ! 

_,__ 

CHAPTER 8. 
The Wagerl 

Looming through the fog there appeared a. 
lean, gaunt shape. It was an armed ma.n-a 
tall, ragged ruffian. He came down the path, 
his rifle between his hands, his eyes peering NELSON LEE sat in the hut of Jean 
straight ahead of him. Nipper and Jem lay Celeste, the trapper, outside Roaring 
flat in the wet grass, watching the menacing Jack Camp, having made himself known 
figure. It passed on and they watched it. It to the grizzled veteran of the wild North. 
ca.mo to a. halt at the beginning of the path and, West,. and struck up a friendship with him. 
resting the butt of the rifle on the ground, took He had explained his errand, too, and they were 
up position there. talking of Stephen Morrison. 

" One of Dave's men," whispered Jem. "And "I find that at night he spends his time in 
if he's watching this path it means that there the gambling saloon at Wilder's corner,'~ said 
are others of the gang doing the same at all the Nelson Lee. "He is obviously waiting for 
other roads to the mill. Come on 1 '! someone, and as Malcolm Ross has not yet 

He rose to.his knees and crept int.o the gloom arrived I nm afraid tbat Monison's confederate 
until he was out of sight of the sentry, then has got at him. I must delay Morrison some­
r~s~ _to his feet. The beat of the do!1key . how. to give Nipper a chance ~ find Rosa and 
engine was much louder now, and at ln~t Nipper get into touch with me, so I think ll'll rgo up to 
could see the outli.aes of a long, low-roofed the saloon and test Stephen Morrison's skill at 
shed ahead. poker.'' 

"Tho mill ! " Jem whispered. "And this is "Yougamble ? '! 
whore we'vo got to go careful unless you want "No. But I have an object in view. I want 
to end--your useful career with a bullet through to make him hand ovor his belt.'! 
your brain, me eon!'~ Celeste laughed and rubbed his hands to-

He dropped on his knees again, and signalled gather. 
for Nipper t? follow him. It seemed to the "I see what you mean,'! he b;roke out. 
y~un~ detective that thoy covered at least _o. " And, ma. foi, it is a good idea. A gambler will 
~le ~n t~at cramped pose, but that was only his stake everything when the fever is: on him, and 
imagination: He wa~ led- along through this Stephen 1\-Iorrison will be no exception to 
st!lCks ~f driftwood~ skirted a.. heap of slag, and t.hat rule. It is in his blood. But you wi11 
slipped across a ht~le TU9?1ng torrent, then have to be careful. They are a rough lot who 
pr7~ontly l~o f?und_ himself~ da!kness. , frequent that place, and the revolver is as 

The mill 1s built on short piles, and we re quick as the word/! 
in among them now," came Jam's whisper. H If an hour later th y were out on th 

Nipp~r could fee! tho_ wooden fa.bric shaking wind-swept road, and a:ruggling on toward: 
o.l~ove him to_ the throbbing beat _of the powe;ful the little glimmer of lights that marked the 
donkey engine. He heard h!s companions vista of the rough boundary town. Onco a 
movo away,_ and he followed again.. . man on snowshoes passed them, coming down 

"Careful now!" came tho warrung ~h1sper. the wind, his cloak billowing out behind him 
There was a red glow ahead, and Nipper saw like a, miniature sail. Dark though it was, 

that it was coming through a portion of the Jean Celeste recognised the man. 
floor where the boards had given way. He "Good-night, Red Deer 1 !! he called. 
~aw tho _stout shadow ?f his coll:lpn.nion ·raise A grunt came back to them 08 the tall 
itself until the bend was 1n the gap 1n the boo.r~s. Indian went on noiselessly across the snows. 
A moment later Jem Steer dropped back again, Celeste jerked his thumb in tho direction of 
o.nd a. low groan of horror ca.mo from his lips. the tall figure 

"Look! Look!" he whispered. "I would ~ot advise your young friend to 
Nippor drew himself forward beneath tho have Red Deer as a guide when the time comes 

gap, and raised his head until it was above tho for him to make his choice," he said. 
level of the floor. In a flash he had taken in "Especially with a belt filled with gold.'! 
the whole picture. nnd the sight sent his blood "If l\lo.lcolm Ross is wiso he will leave the 
cold in his veins. In the centre of the shed was choice· of guides to his uncle's old friend," Lee 
a round, shallow pit, and in it there moved returned, and the French-Canadian smiled. 
round and round the. huge iron mill, grinding They found themselves in the straggling 
tho fragments of granite beneath. etreet. It was not much of a street as simply a. 

From the pit there went up at a steop an~lo double line of houses. The telegraph poles 
B Jong wooden chute. The bottom of tne hummed· beneath the fury of the gale, and 
chute was moving slowly forward on rollers, Celeste indicated the littlo office beside the low­
cnrryjng with it the layer of uncrusbed gravel, roofedhoteL 
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" l\{orrison has not £ar to go for his telegrams," 
ho explained. "l\lcNab who owns tho hotel is 
also postmaster, telegraphist and bnnkor, o.Il 
rolled into ono. 11 

They went on po.st the ho_tel, a_nd finally 
Celesto pointed to a row of bright lights that 
woro shining on the left of the roo.d. 

"That is the saloon," ho said. "They cnn 
o.ff ord to spend plenty of monoy on oil. There 
is nlwa.ys a gambler to be found with 1noney to 
burn.0 

Colesto led tho wny into t-ho small bar, 
whero a number of men wore seated round a 
tnblo. 'rho old t.rapper called for drinks, and 
ono or two of the mon nodded thoir greetings to 
him. 

" l\f y f riond is a stranger," said Celoste to 
the bar-t.flnder, "and has o. mind to play 
pokor, just to pass the time away. I do net 
piny, so I brought him hero, knowing that so1no 
of t.~10 boys would quickly obligo him.'~ 

Thero was a general stir at this remark, nn<l 
the loungers oycd tho stranger closely. .A n1an 
cnmo forwnrd and pointed towards tho green-

baized doorl\'ay that shut off the gambling 
saloon from the bar. 

" There's an Englishman in there who knows 
ns much as most about poker,'' ho drawled. 
"Ho's just skinned me-sixty dollars of t,ho 
best. Maybe your friend would like to givo 
him a fling.'' 

Ifo led tho way into the saloon, and pointed 
to n table whero a little knot of spectators hn<l 
gnthored. Nelson Loe saw the burly figure of 
Stephen ?.Iorrison seated, at the head of t.110 

table, dealing out a hand. 
"That's him," said tre informant, " and if 

you kin beat him I'll be darned glad.•~ 
They crossed to t.he table and stood in the 

circlo for a moment, l\lorrison was playing with a 
red-haired man who seemed to havo boon 
getting tho worst of the bargain. Ten minutos 
lator tho man pushed his chair aside and rose to 
his feet. 

"You've got the dickens own luck,,, he said, 
" and I've had enough. I guess I kno\v when 
I'm up against a snag." 

Tho broad-shouldered rogue lea.nod back in 
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bis chair and laughed. There was a small pile 
of notes and gold by the side of him. His 
rival vanished into the circle and Stephen looked 
round. 

" Come along, sports ! !' he said. " Are you 
all afro.id of me ? Who says o. deal T '! 

Nelson Lee stepped out of tho circle and 
dropped into a chair. 

" I'm ready,,, he said. 
He was still in his fur coat, and the cap was 

pulled well down over his brow. Under 
ordinary circumstances it is very doubtful 
whether Morrison would have recognised him, 
and at that monient the man was gambling mad, 
and did not do more than cast a quick glance 
at this new rival. A fresh pack of cards were 
brought, and Morrison, who was holding the 
chips, gathered a handful of them. 

· " What's it to be T !' he said. " I'm tired of 
plaving for cont points. Are you ready for a 
reai ga-mble, mister ? !! _ 

"Make it anything you like,'! came the calm 
reply. 

"Half-dollar points T !! 
"That'll do me," the detective said. 
Jean Celeste was in the circle and he watched 

the first three hands being played. The old 
trapper had never cared for cards, but he knew 
tho game well enough, and saw that Nelson Lee 
was a master of it. Jean turned and, lea~ the 
circle, crossed to the wide fireplace in the 
corner, seating himself in one of the deep, 
comfortable chairs. 

The saloon was very-quiet. There were eight 
or nine tables going, but the players were much 
too intent on their varying fortunes to waste 
time in speech. Gradually old Jean sunk into 
a doze, lulled into sleep by the comforting heat 
from the blazing logs. How long he slept he 
did not know, but he was wakened by the crash 
and tinkle of a broken tumbler. 

He leapt to his feet and looked round. The 
circle around Morrison's table had backed away 
swiftly, and Jean saw Lee· 1eaning forward, arm 
resting on the table, revolver covering his 
adversary. A gasp came from the trapper's 
lips, and he leaped forward towards the group. 

". What is it ? What has happened t !! he 
whispered, catching a man by the arm. 

The man turned, revealing himself to be the 
tall individual who had first led Lee up to 
l\Iorrison 's table. There was a grin of satisf ac• 
tion on the tanned face. 

" I guess your friend has revenged my loss,~! 
he returned. " And you've missed the treat of 
a lifetime. He's absolutely skinned that 
skunk, and now the beggar doesn't want to pay 
U u p .... 

The proprietor of the saloon came bustling 
forward, his face twisted into a mask of anxiety. 

"Now then, you fellers,'! he broke out. 
~-• What's this? We don't want any guns here; . t ,, mis er .... 

Nelson Lee nodded to .Morrison. 
" He tried to draw on me, but I got there 

first,,, he said in a level tone. " Make him hand 
over his weapon and I'll drop mine at onoe. !! 

The proprietor reached out and felt in 
Morrison's pocket, and drew out the revolver it 
contained. Nelson Lee lowered his weapon. 

"Now then/! the ~_pi:ietor went on, ~' let's 
get to the bottom of this I !! 

Lee in4icated the big pile or chips in front of 
him. . 

" There's a thousand dollar's worth here,,, he 
said. "And it's up to him to pay me for them, 
I won them fair and square.'! -

" I haven't got t.he money, curse you I!! 
grated Morrison. " I've told him that already. 
If he likes to wait until to-morrow I will pay 
h . ·,, 1m •. 

Now, there is one law that never varies where 
gambling men meet-. Whoever loses must pay; 
and the fact of Morrison continuing the game 
long after he was cleaned out of ready money 
-was a very grave offence in the eyes of the rough 
men standing around the table. 

" Holding a bank and bluffing, oh ? " said the 
proprietor, in a grim tone. " Paying out chips 
without the money to back 'em, en? I guess 
that's not the sort of stuff that we swallow in 
these parts, Mr. Morrison.'! 

CHAPTER 9. 
The Telegram I 

MORRISON a.rose to his feet. His eyes 
were bloodshot, RDd the beads of 
sweat were standing on his low fore• 
head. 

" Right or wrong, there it is," he said, harshly. 
"I haven't got the money to pay.'~ 

Nelson Lee leaned forward. 
"We've only got your word for that,'~ ho 

returned. " And I think I am in my rights to 
ask someone to search you. If you haven't got 
the money or the money's worth-well, I lose. 
But I'm going to take care that you are as 
broke as you say.'! 

For a moment Morrison hesitated, glaring 
around the circle. But there were far too many 
there for him to attempt to break his. way 
through them. And at last he thrust his hand 
into liis pocket and tossed an empty wallet on 
the table. 

"You won't find anything there,'! he snarled. 
One by one llorrison turned his pockets in­

side out, proving that he had spoken the truth. 
He had not a coin or note of any kind in his 
possession. Then, the last pa.rt of the grim 
comedy-the po.rt that Lee had been leading up 
to all the evening-was played. 

The detective leaped to his feet and the 
revolver was levelled. 

"rm tired of this,'! he said, in the drawl he 
had assumed. " Put up your hands, quicl:t I ~ 

Under the menace of those deadly eyes; 
Morrison had to obey. Without removing his 
eyes from the pallid face in front of him, Lee 
spoke to the proprietor. 

" See if he's got a belt/! he said, tersely. 
A moment later the heavy reindeer belt had 

been removed from Morrison's waist, and the 
proprietor, slipping o..side the [fast-0ning, tilted 
the belt and a, little stream of gold dust fell on 
the table. 

"The belt doesn't belong to me I!! cried 
Morrison, thickly, "and I warn you that-that 
it'll mean trouble to ,vhoever takes it 1 !~ 

!~ Bring me the scales!~~ shouted the pr04 

pfietor, 
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Someone came rushing back with the delicate 
scales, and the proprietor began to pour the gold 
dust into the scoop. It was evident that he ,vas 
weH used to handling this sort of deal, for, nftor 
a glance nt the weight, he nodded to Nelson Leo. 

"You're in luck, sir," he said. "It just 
happens that this gold is worth as near to a 
thousand dolla.rs as makes no odds." 

" I warn you not to give that belt.--" 
Someone grabbed at 1\-[orrison as he flung 

himself forward. He turned ond, mad with 
rago, lashed out at his interrupter. That \\"OS 

the signal for a general uproar. 
" Out with him ! " a voice blared. " Give 

him a roll in the snow for luck.', 
The struggling man was whisked off his feet, 

and in e. laughing, roaring mob the saloon 
emptied itself into the streets. The proprietor 
had been refilling the belt during the fracas, and 
he did up the fastening now and held it out 
to Lee. 

"That's yours, sir," he said, with B ~im 
smile, " and I guess it would have paid l\[r. 
Morrison better to hav·e handed it over in the 
first place." 

He watched Lee slip the belt round his waist 
and fasten it there. 

" And if I might add a word to you, keep an 
eye on that same l\Iorrison,,, he added. " He's 
only o. stranger here, but he's no ornament to 
Roaring Jack." 

"I guess he'll have good cause to hate you, 
my friend,,, a. sort voice whispered t.o Le~, and 
the detective turned to find Jean Colesto by his 
side. 

Nelson Leo laughed nnd slipped his nrm 
beneath that or the old trapper. 

" He h~s hnd co.use to do thnt before,,, he 
replied, quietly, " and I would rather have his 
hate than his friendship." 

They st.epped out of the saloon nnd began to 
make their wny hack to Celeste's co.bin. They 
passed the hotf>, nnd a man who was hiding 
behind the verandah peered at them, then 
slipped out into the street and f o1lowed. 

It was Stephen l\[orrison, who had n10-naged 
to get nway from the crowd of men, although 
he would carry the marks of their fists for 
many a day. He had recognised the figure of 
Nolson Lee and the old trapper, and it was just 
f\S well for the twain that Stephen's revolver 
lay on the table in the saloon. 

He managed to keep the two figures in sight 
until they vanished into Celeste's cabin, then 
he crept up to tho building and circled round it 
until he found a gap through ,vhich he could 
see into the interior. Celeste had removed his 
coat and was making up the fire, while Nelson 
Lee lit the lamp. Stephen watched the figure 
nt the table, when the lamp wns turned up and 
Lee removed hie thick fur cap tho watcher 
studied the face for a long moment, then a s"·ift 
memory came to him. 

It was the man with whom he had travelled 
to Crewe I 

A desperate idea came to l\lorrison, and ho 
found his way to the door o.nd knocked on it. 
He heard Celeste's voice bidding him enter, 
o.nd he stepped into the lighted interior. 

NcJ~on Lee whipped round as he entered, 
nnd the two men stared a.t each other for a 
1noment. 

"\Vhat d'you want ? " Lee asked. 
Stephen :Morrison came forward. 
"I want to try and come to terms with you,'• 

he said. "I admit that I owe you a thousand 
dollars, and I a.m prepared to pay you ns soon 
as I get some money through from l\lontreal. 
Tho.t belt is very valuable to me-worth much 
more than two hundred pounds-and I a.m 
willing to add another fifty to that sum if you 
will give me back the belt.,, 

Nelson Lee never took his eyes from tho 
heavy face. 

"I will do evon better than that," ho re• 
t.urnod. " I will give you back your belt 
intact, and will not require tho money thn.t you 
owo me-but only on one condition." 

" ,vha.t is that T ,, 
"I am expecting a friend of mino to arrive 

here at any time now," said Lee. " \Vhen he 
comes, and I have had a chat with him, you can 
ho.ve your belt." 

There was something in the quiet voice that 
made Stephen l\lorriso~1 quail. 

" And-and this friends of yours ? " he asked• 
" \Vho is he ? ,vhat's his name T " 

"His name is l\falcolm Ross! '! said Nelson 
Lee. 

" Then-then it was a trick ! " snnrled 1\lor. 
rison savagely. "You knew I had tbnt belt, 
and you were out to win it! •~ 

Nelson Lee leaned forward. 
"I was out to win n belt-for the second 

time, 1\Ir. Stephen l\Iorrison," he said grimly. 
" ~ly first win wo.s registered at your fiat, 
under the nome of Nat Lawson.'~ 

The hate that en.mo into l\Iorrison's eves was 
terrible to behold. He caught at his throat for 
a moment as though he were about to choko. 

'' You-you--" he stammered. 
Lee shrugged his shoulders. 
" You've played e. dirty game, l\Iorrison," 

he said. " You were not man enough to accept 
the test and play the game, letting the better 
man win. From the very start you've tried every 
vile ruse you could think of to get rid'of your 
rival, and it was only right that someone should 
step in nnd look after his interests. \Vhen 
l\lalcolm Ross arrives here, and I find that he 
still has his belt, then you will get your property.'• 

A hard laugh broke from St.ephen l\forrison's 
lips, and he thrust his hand into his pocko t 
and drew out a. telegraph form. 

" You will wait till Doomsday for that younc, 
fool I " he cried. " He's out of_ tho game l 
YOU understnnd 2 Out of the game ! ~~ 

He cast the telegram at Lee's feet and 
turned towar.ds the door. 

"And it'll be your turn next,', the scowling 
bully went on. "I've got your measure no1v, 
and look out for yourself. You tricked me out of 
my belt, and, by heavens, you'll be sorry for 
it ! ,, 

He flung back the door and strode out into 
t.he dusk, thudding the door behind him. Lee 
leaned forward and picked up the telegram. 
It was addressed to Stephen l\forrison, and ran 
as follows: 

" Got the bird. Will cage him to-night. 
You can rely on me and go straight ahead.'!. 

Nelson Lee exn.mined the date stamp ::!.\nd 
noted that it was dated the fifth, and delivered 

'\ 
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on that da.y, but it. had evidently been handed 
in on the day before that. 

'' There is a very big gap," he thought, "and 
,vhoever sent that telegram had ample time to 

et here since then. Why has he not done so ? 
ind why should Moi:rison b~ still wasting ti~e 
here instead of starting off 1n search of White 
,volf ? It see~s as if something unexpected 
is delaying his confederate. There's many a 
slip twist the cup and the lip, l\:lr. Stephen 

. ! ,, )lorr1son . -

CHAPTER· 10. 
The Pressure Gauge I 

CHUG ! Chug I Chug ! 
The throb of the donkey engine and 

the slow, remorseless grind of the heavy 
iron mill wore the only sounds that 

broke the silence in the long, low-roofed shed. 
Malcolm Ross, bound hand and foot on the 
slow-moving chute, was being carried nearer 
and nearer to the end, where the revolving mill 
was awaiting him. A word would save him, 
but that word l\lalcolm Ross refused to speak. 
The man who had prosented himself as porter of 
the Imperiale Hotel had been a crook, and there 
was no mistaking what his design had been. 

The man with the scar had given him to 
understand that they were aft.er the belt, and 
the belt they meant to have. They had searched 
his kit and himself, and Malcolm's dry smile 
had exasperated the ugly-looking rogue. 

" Where have you put it ? !! the man had 
snar]ed. 

"That's my business," was the plucky reply. 
And so the last terrible trial was brought into 

p]ay. 
" You '11 speak or be crushed to death," the 

man with the scar had hissed, as he took his 
stand on the little platform, and now he was 
leaning forward watching the face of his victim. 

Chug ! Chug l Chug I 
The steady beat of t.he engine went on, and 

nearer to the end of the chute llalcolm Ross was 
carried by the rollers. The man on the platform 
leaned forward to watch the lips of his victim. 

A faint whiplike sound seemed to leap out 
suddenly from the throb ansi rattle of the mill. 
Nipper, crouching in the gap in the floor, had 
turned andisent one fierce warning whisper to 
Jem. Then, drawing his revolver, the boy detec­
tive had taken careful aim. 

The man with the scar was standing with one 
hand on the control, and in front of him was a 
long glass tube, at which he glanced now and 
a~ain. It was a pressure gauge of some so~, and 
Nipper noted that it was exactly level with the 
man's hand. 

_Resting one arm on the edge of the fl~oring,. 
Nipper took a long and careful aim. Then his 
finge~ c~rled round the trigger and he fired ! 
He hit his mark full in the centre~ 'l,he pressure 
gauge was smashed into a hundred fragments, 
and there came squirting out from it a hot 
~c~lding jet of water and steam. It Eµllote th~ 
evil face full between the eyes and with one 
awful. shriek, the man went ba~kwa.rd over the 
platform _to fall on the floor and roll over and 
over in agony-, 
_ ~d as the pressure of steam vaniah.ed fl:om 

the engine its steady throbbing faltered and 
came to o. halt. The hissing of the escaping 
steam sounded like music in ~ipper's ears, and 
he reached out and grabbed at Steer's arm. 

" Now, old man ! " he cried. " Lend o. 
hand.'' 

As he spoke Nipper grabbed at the loose 
board and began to tug at it. Jem Steer ca.me 
into the picture, and in a moment they had 
ripped a section of the board aside, and there was 
a gap in the flooring wide enough to allow Nipper 
to scramble through. He drew himself up 
through the gap and darted across to the chute. 
He had on]y stopped the engine in the very 
nick of time, for lialcolm 's pinioned body 
was poised above the huge iron cylinder, and 
another turn of the rollers would have seen 
him flung head downwards under the heavy 
mill. . 

Nipper gripped at the body and tugged it out 
of the narrow chute, then darted across to the 
gal! in the flooring. , · 

' Here, J em-quick ! '! he gasped. 
As he lowered his burden into the -gap he 

heard the thud of a door as it swung inwards,· 
and a harsh voice rang out. Ni~per dived 
into the-gap and the sound of runwng feet on 
the floor warned him that he had been observed. 

" We've got to get away, Jem," he breathed, 
"and sharp's the word." 

J em had been cutting at the ropes round 
Ro~' arms and feet, and they were removed. 
Then the stout dealer signalled to Nipper. 

"Follow me,,, he whispered, "and don't 
make a noise.,, 

They crept away below the floor, through the 
low piles, and found themselves in the wet, 
clinging mists again, while J em peered about 
him. 

"We'll have to make for the river,,, the 
dealer whispered at last. " It's our only 
chance.11 

A shrill call ,vent up from the shed behind 
them, and it was answered from right and left 
and rear. 

" That's the signal that something'& hap­
pened," Jem ·murmured, "and they'll be 
watching every track. Come on!!! 

He seemed to be able to feel his way through 
the river fog, and they followed him over the 
rough ground. There was no time for explana­
tions, and Nipper and Malcolm plodded on side 
by side in silence. A warning hiss brought them 
to a ha.It and Jem pointed ahead. Dimly, 
through the whirling mist, they saw the sluggish 
stream and a skiff tied up to a ramshackle 
jetty. · 

Cautiously they approached it, wondering if 
a sentinel had been posted there. But appar­
ently the gangsters had not suspected -danger 
from that quarter and there was no sign of the 
enemy. 

Hastily J em, Nipper and Malcolm boarded the 
boat, cut the rope and drifted up stream with 
the current, towards LMontreal, and the fog 
blotted them out, while Hooker Dave and his 
men were prowling over the marshes in search 
of their escaped victim. 

That night Malcolm spent in J em Steer's 
hous~, in c.omparative safety, and the explana­
tions brought exolamations fron;i all lips. 
Malcolm discovered who had warned hi_m of 
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danger aboard ship, and how Nipper and J em 
had trailed him out to Felspe. 

0 But," said Nipper. "\\'here is your belt, 
anyway?" . 

Malcolm laughed gaily. 
" I have made many mistakes in this 

business," he admitted. " But I think I have 
clone one good thing. I did it up in a parcel 
and sent it to Roaring Jack Camp by registered 
post from London. It is waiting there for me 
now! " 

Nipper could not suppress a chuckle of 
amusement that such 0, simple trick should have 
fooled so astute a. rogue as Stephen 1\lorrison. 
He had been rather inclined to write :.Malcolm · 
Ross down as a helpless idiot ; but there had 
been reasons for his apparent carelessness, after 
o.ll. 

",Vo.it tiU we get to Roaring Jack," said 
Malcolm, his jaw tightening. "That's where 
the real trial begins. And if Stephen gets the 
bettor of me then-well, · he'll be entitled to 
claim his ·prize." 

T HE- next day they left l\lontreal for 
Roaring Jack, travelling across the 
mighty continent all that day and 
through the night, and on again during 

the following day. The express reached tho 
little ,vayside station for Roaring Jack late in 
the afternoon, and Nipper and his companion 
alighted and gathered their few belongingR. 
\Volf came in for a good deal of attention frorn 
the little group of idlers who had congregated 
on the plntf orm, and the Alsatian seemed to 
take it as a matter of course. 

"Any messages for me ! " asked Nipper, 
giving his name to the station-master. 

There was a letter from Nelson Lee. 
"\Vniting for you," it ran. "I am living with 

.Jean Celeste. Anyone will point out his cabin 
to you at Roaring Jack." 

There was no sort of convoyance to be found, 
but the station-master promised to send up their 
kit.a by the mail van in the morning, and 
suggested that the five-mile walk would stretch 
their legs. The road was plain enough, for tho 
telegraph posts ran along across the snows, and 
there were marks of many feet up and down. 

"Might as well get used to it," l\Ialcolm 
suggested. " Thank goodness we thought of 

. snow.shoes and mufflers. ,ve can do with 
'em I " 

They started off, wit.h \Volf jogging along 
between them, and the lights of the .station 
vanished in the distance. 

" I wonder if Morrison thought of Jeaving 
someone to ·watch for me ? " queried l\falcolm. 

" That idea struck me at the station," replied 
Nipper. " but I didn't see anyone attempt to 
f olJow us." 

carpeted earth, there appeared a figure by his 
side. 

" Peace, brother ! " a deep voice said, io 
halting English. 

" \\Tho the deuce are you ? " l\lalcolm asked. 
" l\ie Red Deer," he replied. " l\le chief and 

friend of white man." 
" You have a jolly startling way of intro• 

dueing yourself, then/' said Malcolm. 
Nipper was staring steadily at the tall figure. 

It wa.CJ lithe and lean, and the tanned-leather 
trunks and close-fitting · coat revealed the 
muscular lines of the\ tall, straight body. 

" You go Roaring Jack, huh ? '.~ 
'" That's right." 
" l\le go there, too. Guide you short cut.'! 
Nipper touched Ross on the arm. 
" Better accept his offer," he whispered. 

" I-Io's out for a tip, and he may be useful.'~ 
"All right, Red Deer," said l\Ialcolm. "Yon 

show us short cut, if you like.,, 
Tho Indian was as good as his word. From 

the summit of the hill the litt.lo town had 
Rppearcd as though it was a good three miles 
away, yet twenty minutes later, after stumbling 
through deep snow and along narrow ridges, 
Nipper and Malcolm found themselves on the 
edge of the town. The Indian had stalked on 
ahead during the whole journey, never even 
glancing back to see if his employers were 
following him. He came to a halt now, and 
waited for them to come up. It was plain that 
he wanted to know what pa.rt of the settlement 
they wanted. 

",ve want to go to find a. friend, Jean Celeste. 
You know where he lives ? ,,_ 

It was too dark to see the Indian's face, and 
they did not note the queer gleam that came 
into the eyes. . 

"I take you to cabin, but you no find 
Celeste there ! ,, 

" How's that ? " 
" You come and see." 
The tall figure turned and strode down the 

short slope into the town. Nipper and Malcolm 
followed him through the straggling streets and 
out on to the wind-swept road. Presently the 
unmistakable scent of burning wood and the 
heavy stench of a paraffin came to Nipper. 
growing stronger and stronger, until at last, 
rounding a corner, he came to a halt beside the 
tall man. The Redskin pointed to a. heap of 
smouldering ash that was piled on the left of 
the road. 

".That Celeste's cabin I " 
Nipper drew a swift breat-h of dismay. 
" When did this happen ? " 
"Last night. ,ve saw heap flame. Come 

along, see cabin on fire. - Big fire, no able put 
out. Burn till this morning. \Ve senrch after­
wards. No find Celeste or his friend.,, 

A SICKENING sensation came to the 
listener. He caught on the lean, strong 
arm. 

They came to a halt and listened. The white 
slope in front of them, broken here and there bv 
tall trees, was as_ silent as the grave. Wolf had 
halted and was standing still, with his head 
turned slightly to one side, a trick familiar 
enough to Nipper. 

you say 
well ? ,, 

" His f1 iend ! " he repealed. " Y otf­
t.hnt his friend was-was burned as 

" Do you hear anything, old man T !' he said 
to the dog. 

Ross could have sworn that no one was near 
him., yet suddenly, as thou2h out of the white-

"I do not know the whole story," said Red 
Deer. " but they say Celeste's friend big 
gambler. Win money and gold belt from 
Paleface.'~ 
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" \Von a. belt from an Englishman t Was his 
I . • ,, name l\ orr1s011 , -~ 

" Yea, l\[orrison him no.me. l\Iorrison, him 
want revenge. Swear to have revenge. They 
say ho came along here last night, with burning 
oil, and set fire to cabin when Celeste and friend 
asleep." 

" ,vhat ·was Celeste's friend like ? " asked 
Nipper, hoarsely. 

Tho Indian laughed. 
"Him a. good man. No afraid of anyone. 

Eyes Jike steel." 
They questioned him, and his description 

could not be mistaken. It was Nelson Leo right 
enough. 

" You no need me any longer," ho said. 
" Track back easy to find." · 

Nipper dre,v a couple of notes from his 
pocket and handed them to their guide. The 
long fingers closed over tho note greedily. 

"We shall require a guide later on,· and o. 
couple of sleighs and dog teams," Nipper said. 
" We want to find the settlement where a chief, 
,vhite Wolf, lives." 

" I know ,vhite Wolf. Ho same people as 
me," said t,he renegade swiftly. 

"Well, if you come to the hotel to-morrow, 
there might be a job for you," Ross ,vent on. 
" Ask for 1ne-l\'Ialco)m Ross." 

Tho Indian bowed. 

Morrison levelled his revolver at the weary figure of 
his young rival. Crack ! Even as he pulled the 
trigger Red Deer flung himself rorward and jerked 

the gun-arm Into the air I 

" ,Ye watch here all night, till fire go down, 
then we make search. Find gun and traps, but 
no man. Fire heap big. Burn them to dust.,, 

" I can't believe it ! " Nipper broke out. " I 
won't believe it I I don't say that this man is 
lying, but I know my guv'nor too ·well. No man 
in the world ever got the better of him, and he 
could havo beaten a dozen !\Iorrisons ! '~ 

Ross spoke to the Redskin again. 
" \Vhat has happened to l\lorrison ? " ho 

asked. 
The long arm was waved towards the dark 

masses of hills far ahead. 
"He go," came tho slow reply. "They 

search for him all day, but no find. Good job 
for him that they no find, or he hang! " 
" " I am going back to town," ~said Nipper. 
. \Ve'll put up at the hotel and get some more 
mformo.ti9n. I am not satisfied by a long way." 

The Red Indian bowed. 

"Good! I be there to-morrow and ask for 
you-1\Ialcolm Ro88." 

He turned, and crossing the roadway, 
vanished into tho white silence, while Nipper 
and Ross headed back along the road to 
Roaring Jack. Neither of them spoke very mucg 
for their thoughts were enough to keep them 
busy. If Red Deer had spoken the truth, then 
Nelson Lee was dead, and they would have to 
fight this battle without his help. 

But Nipper's jnstinct told him that it would 
take a smarter man than Stephen :Morrison to 
finish off Nelson Lee in ~uch a. manner. And, 
although he did not know it at the time, he was 
rig-ht. Nelson Lee expected vengeance from 
l\I~rrison and had been watching him. l{c had 
Accn ~lorrison prepare to firo the hut, and when 
the hut burnt itself out Celeste and his friend 
could not bo found, for the simple reason that 
they had not been there at all. 
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Nelson Lee and Celeste had cleared out before 

l\Iorrison bad fired the hut, and they were in 
hiding in a cavern up in the hiUs, letting 
l\Iorrison believe them dead. 

CHAPTER 11. 
Red Deer's Debt r 

"WHE,v I Hold up, old son!~~ 
Nipper made a sudden grab at 

Malcolm just as the latter's feet slid 
awav from him, and together they 

fought for their"'balance on the edge of the high 
snow bank. Below them lay the white expanse 
of the frozen lake, the hard ice revealing itself 
here and there in patches where the wind, 
sweeping down the valley, had lifted the snow 
away from the hard surface. There was a sheer 
drop of at least fifty feet down to the lake, 
and the bank r~n along clean and unbroken as 
far as the eye could reach. 

They were trudging along behind the sleigh, 
which was now moving at a very slow pace. 
The dog9 were sinking deep into the soft snow, 
and Nipper and. Malcolm could hear the harsh 
voico of Red Deer and the crack of his whip 
as he urged t.he tired animals onward. Wolf was 
pacing along behind his young master, a dejected 
figure in the deep snow. 

" I know nothing about it,"• _ Nipper said, 
" but it strikes me that our guide has bitten off 
more ~ban he can chew. We ought to have 
called a halt back there at the beginning of the 
1.ake. ,v o could have found some sort of shelter 
in the trees." 

J\Ialcolm nodded his head. 
" I thought tbe same thing," he returned. 

cc but I didn't like to interfere. After all, we're 
all in the same boat, and that's the only comfort 
we have. Even if he doesn't study us, Red 
Deer is likely t-o study himself." 

Ahead of the team, a bulky shadow against 
the blur of the snow, stalked the other guide. 
Neither Nipper nor Malcolm had paid much 
attent,ion to him. He was in charge of the dogs, 
Red Deer explained, and his duty was to go 
ahead and lead the way. Only one curious 
thing about the man struck Nipper. Once, 
just before reaching the lake, he had led the 
t.eo.m round a bend, and Red Deer had called to 
him, making him turn to the left again. Nipper 
gathered from that little incident that the huge, 
muffled Indian was not so sure of the trail ns 
he should have been; but the incident seemed 
of little importance at the time, alt-hough Nipper 
was to recall it again in the near future. 

The dusk was gathering rapidly now, and it 
seemed to Nipper as though it was going t-o be 
un a11-night journey, for there was neither 
sight nor sign of any sort of shelter. The bleak 
lake lay on the left, and iri front of them was 
the unbroken valley, tireless,':white and barren. 
The on)y sound that broke the silence was tho 
crack of the whip, Red Deer's voice, and the 
creaking and straining of the harnessed team. 
Even the dogs had ceased to lift their yappinrr 
chorus-a sure sign of their exhaustion. 

0 

Nipper felt a wet muzzle touch his palm, 
and he looked down. Wolf came to a halt and 
held up one broad paw. 

" Poor old chap ! " the young detectiv·e cried. 
"No wonder you want to st.op ! " 

The soft pnds were smotQered in snow, and 
little hard balls had formed between the broad 
toes. NiJ?per knelt down and began to remove 
the clogging snow. 

" All right, ?tla.lcolm," he said. " You go on. 
I ·won't be a minute.,, 

But the job took longer than he thought it 
would, and five minutes must have paesed before 
he and '\\"'olf took. the trail again. The sleigh 
had vanished, but the tracks were quite visible, 
and Nipper pu.~hed on as fast as he cou Id go. 
He found himself on the top of a small ridge, 
and as he appeared there came to his ears a 
quick, muffled call, 
· " Nipper ! Quick, old man ! ,, 

The young detective charged . down the 
slope at full speed, stumbling over the soft snow 
t-o the edge of the lake. What be eaw there 
brought him t-o a sudden halt, and a gasp of 
horror broke from his lips. The sleigh was 
turned completely over, and the dogs ware 
mixed up in a hopeless tangle, while there· 
was no sign of 1'1alcolm or the two Indians. 

The gasping voice sounded almost at his feet, 
then another couple of paces revealed the 
mystery. The sleigh had dipped into a deep 
gap, and its weight had broken the surface, 
with the result that Red Deer had pitched 
forward almost through the gap. Malcolm Ross 
was now lying fiat on the snow, his arms thrust 
down into the crevasse, and Nipper saw that he 
·was holding on to the powerful wrists of the 
Indian, holding on like grim death, although he 
wns obviously very near to utter exhaustion . 
himself. 

Already his young body had been drawn 
forward inch by inch as the snow gave way 
beneath him, and it could only have been a 
matter of moments before he followed the Red­
skin down into the deep gap. Nipper came up 
with a. rush, and flung hrmself down beside Ross, 
reaching out and taking a firm grip of one of tho 
leun wrists. 

"A!l right, Malcolm!,, the young detective 
breathed. " I've got him as wen l Now, then, 
together ! Heave ! " 

?\lalcolm's arms were stiff with the cold and 
strain, and he could do little more than give a 
convulsive tug. But Nipper drew the arm of the. 
Redskin up until the head appeared above the 
level. The eyes of Red Deer were wide open, 
and they were looking straight into the white 
face of the lad who had saved his Jife. 

" Once more l Heave l ,, cried Nipper. 
Tho second pulJ saw the wiry shoulders level 

with the top, and a quick grab ·saw Nipper 
slide his arm beneath the shoulders. There 
was a scramble and a roll, and Red Deer lay 
gasping on the snow, while Ross, sitting up, 
began to laugh-a half-broken, gasping sound. 

It ,vas only then that the muffled figure of the 
dog-leader appeared through the dusk. Red 
Deer went up to him, and Nipper heard his 
angry voice sound for a moment, but he could 
not hear what was said. The sleigh moved 
fonvard at last nod Red Deer came to a halt, 
waiting until Malcolm drew level with him. 
Then his lean, wiry hand was thrust out. 

cc You brave I You risk life save me 1 !~ 
Malcolm flushed eJightly. · 
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u That-that's all right, old chap," he said. 
.. •• It was nothing, really. I saw that you were 
. ,going to take a header and I was lucky to reach 

. t" ,, you 1n 1me. 
Through tho dusk the_- eyes of tho renegade 

were glimmering like stars .. 
" You brave ! " ho repeated. " Red Deer 

not forget. He owe you life. Pay back by 
n.ncl by." 

He swung round, cracked his whip, and wont 
on a.head to the side of the sleigh. 

" I wish to goodness he'd find the blinking 
camp, and I'd call it quits," said l\Ialcolm, 
with a shake of his hea.d. 

, · " How did it happen ? " 
' " Don't qui t.e know," tho handsome young­
Ater returned. "I was dawdling along, ,vaiting 
for you to come up. But it seems to me that 
our , silent leader must have made another 
mistake and took the dogs too far to the right. 
I heard Red Deer shout, and ho ran forward ; 
but he was too late. It's o. wonder that the 
.sleigh didn't go headlong into the beastly 
place ; but the dogs leaped forward and just 
saved it. I saw the snow give way undor Red 
Deer, and I made a bee-line for him. I just 
managed to grab at his wrists as he went do,vn, 
and that's a11 I can tell you." 

Nipper smiled to himself. 
'' You did a mighty plucky thing, old chap," 

he replied. "You might have gone down 
with the Indian. And he knows it, too." 

.A. long drawn cry came to their cars and tho 
jinglin~ of the bells on the dog harness ceased. 
Rounding a bend, they caught sight· of a squat, 
black shapo standing on tho edge of the lake. 

" Thank goodness ! A roof 1 !~ breathed 
:Malcolm, stumbling forward. 

I T proved to be a little shack, used in the 
summer by the hunters, and they were 
glad to get inside and start a fire. Nipper 
saw that the hut was divided into two 

chambers, and Red Deer and his companion 
had placed their belongings in the smaller one. 
The dogs were rounded up in the apace behind 
the hut, and Nipper listened to their snarling 
chorus as they were fed. Red Deer was 
busy making a fire -for his two employers, 
and when their kits were produced and the 
blankets laid out close to the fire, Malcolm 
stretched himself out and drew a long breath 
of contentment. · 

"This is what I've been looking forward 
to all do.y," he admitted. " I don't think I 
have ever been so tired in my life.'! 

A kettle was on the fire, and it began to 
splutter presently, and Nipper made tho 
·coffee. A· little later Red Deer appeared 
with a. pan full of crisp fried bacon and some 
fresh bread. They had taken good care to 
buy a plentiful supply of grub for their long 
journey to White ,volf's settlement, and tho 
appetising odour fairly made l\lalcolm 's mouth 
,vater. 

" The rood of the gods ! n he declared, 
forking a great chunk of bacon out of the pan 
and clapping it on to a big slice of bread. 

Red Deer stood looking at him for a moment. 
" Going to be bad storm to-night,,, he said. 

•• I bring in some grub. Keep it from getting 
spoiled.'! 

He vanished and returned presently with a 
great Joad of stores-bacon. coffee, bread, 
biscuits, sugar, condensed milk, and a packet 
of matches. He carried these to where Nipper 
wns Jying on his blankets, and kneeling down, 
arranged the little pile behind tho young 
detective's bed. 

" Grub keep dry there,'! he grunted, as he 
straightened up. . 

He stalked out of the room and the l1oavy 
door closed behind him, and the two youngsters 
waded into their supper with the keen hunger 
that their long trudge had given them. 

" I think I must be getting suspicious in 
my old age," said Nipper, after a long pause. 
"But why should Red Deer have gone to the 
trouble of opening one or two cases and giving 
us o. few odd tins out of them? If he wanted 
to keep tho stuff dry, why didn't he bring the 
cases in here ? " • 

l\falcolm laughed. 
"I never thought of that, but it's not 

worth worrying over,'~ he returned, sleepily. 
" You can ask old Red Deer in the morning, 
if you like. And if that's · all you've got to 
worry about, why, chuck the beastly stuff 
outside and go to sleep-same as I'm going 
to do." 

Thero was obviously little use talking to 
him any longer, and Nipper curled himself 
up in his blankets. and closed his eyes. But 
had he been able to see what was going on in 
t.he other room Nipper might not ho.ve been 
so ready to let matters slide. 
. Stephen llorrison had reason to be wen 
satisfied with tho march of events. He had 
felt uneasy a.bout his dis~ise as an Indian 
guide; he felt sure that neither Malcolm Rose 
nor Nipper actually ~cted him. He had 
lost his own belt, but his vile deod had assured 
him, so he thought, that th_e man who had 
taken it from him would never mako use of it. 

It was the arrival of another telegram 
which had made the present plan possible. 
It had come from Jake, and the delay in its 
despatch was laconically suggested by the 
opening words. 

"In hospital, nearly blinded. The cub got 
a,vay and just heard he and friend left Montreal 
on Thursday. Look out for him. Up to you 
now .-J ako." 

And now, in this lonely shack, Stephen 
1\-Iorrison was waiting for the opportunity to 
put his final scheme into operation. Already 
he was aware that Malcolm had the belt 
round his waist. The young Londoner had 
duly presented himself "-t the .pos.t office, and 
had taken delivery of the precious little parcel 
that was waiting for him there. 

l\Iorrison moved from his seat and crossing 
tho room peered through a gap in _the wan 
into the other room. The :fire had died away 
into a faint glow, and· he could see the sl~ing 
figures of Ross and Nipper outlined in the red 
halo. l\Iorrison turned away, and stepping 
to his kit, clrcw out a revolver, glancing at the 
chambers to make . sure it was fully loaded. 
There was no mistaking the evil look in his 
deep-set eyes. He meant murder at that 
1noment. 

" Wait ! '~ 
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The lean, motionless figure of t-lio Indian 
suddenly grunted out the word, and Stephon 
turned towards him. 

"It's aafo enough, now," ho muttore<l, 
grimly. "They're fast asleop.". 

R ED DEER came closer to him. 
" I promise to help you get the 

belt, but no promise t-o help you 
murder." 

Stophon backed a,vay a paco and a cynical 
smile crossed his Jips. 

" That sounds good, corning from you ! " 
he sneered. " I havo heard ,vhat your reputa­
tion is, Red Deer. You have killed man--" 

The sneering ,,,.ords camo to an abrupt 
end, for, as a panther springs on its prey, 
Red Deer launched himself across the room. 
The revolver was jerked out of 1\lorrison's 
l1and, and.in a moment ho was-flattened against 
the wall of the shack, ,vith tho sharp edge of a 
hunting knife at his throat, and two terrible 
eyes glaring into his. 

" Red Deer never killed sleeping man ! " 
the grim whisper came. "And if any man 
says otherwise, man lies!" 

"I-I didn't mean to insult you," gasped 
1.lorrison. " '11ake away that knifo.,, • 

In a momont he was free and Red Dcor 
leaped book a pace. But his eyes wero liko 
stars in the dusk as he ,vatched his man. 

" Listen," he said. "I promiso to help 
you get belt, and I keep that promise. Hut 
you not take life of I\lalcolm Ross ! U ndcrstand, 
huh 7" 

The huge rogue shrugged his iihouldcrs nnd 
scowled. 

" There's nothing clso to uo done," ho 
returned, with a snarl. 

" You wait here. I got bolt," said Rod 
Deer. 

Stephen l\Iorrison dropped on his heap of 
blankets and folded his arms. Ho sa.,v tho 
lean figure glide out through the door, and a 
muttered oath burst from his lips. Ho had 
been cowed completely by his fierce com­
panion, and ho did not dare to move from his 
seat. He listel}ed intently, straining his oars 
for the faintest sound from tho next room, 
but there was nono. And yet suddenly the 
ta.11 figure appeared by his elbow, and t.ho 
heavy belt wn.s held out t-o him. -
· " Belt," said Red Deer. 

1\1:orrison's fingers closed over tho soft 
loather with a grab, and, standing up he slipped 
the belt round his waist and fastened it. 

"I didn't hear a sound,'' ho said. 
A grunt came from his companion. 
" Indian born thief. Taught steal ns 

pn.poose. Not safo to make · sound." Ho 
pointed to the door. " Red Deer got sleigh 
ready. You come when ,vhistle." 

He slid out through the door, n.nd a whirl 
of sno,v carr10 rushing into t-he chamber. 
~Iorrison begun to prepare himself for his 
journey, collecting his blankets and ,vrapping 
himself up in his fur coat. As he glanced 
round the chamber, his eyes alightod on tho 
revolver, and he stopped and picked it up. 
His eyes travelled to the crack in tho wall, 
nnd the ev'il in the man's black hoart ,yhispcred 
to him again. Out-side the ,vind was howling, 

and he kne,v that tho smothered report would 
not bo hoard. Ono shot would put an end to 
the rivalry betweon him and his cousin for 
ever. 

Ho crept towards tho wall, the woapon tight 
bet.ween his fingers. Then-whow !-a. Io,v 
,vhistlo ca.me to his oars, and he started back 
,vith a curse. It was the signal from Red 
Dcor ! :For a moment ho hesitated; then he 
hoard tho creak of the door and leaped back 
from tho wall, stuffing the weapon into his 
pocket. As he turned round, he saw the tall 
Indian watching hhn from the doorway, and 
the faint glow of the firo revealed tho cold 
glare in tho hard oyos. 

"Como! " -
?\lorrison slunk out past tho tall 1nan and 

trudged round behind the hut, ·with Red 
Doer at his heels. 

Silently the dogs moved off through the 
whirling snow, and it was only when l\lorrison 
got near to thorn that he noted that each of 
the gaunt creatures had been muzzled by a. 
thick piece of cloth, tied round their jaws. 

They struck t.he trail, and for a moment 
l\lorrison found it almost impossible to move 
ngainst tho fierce ,vind. Then at last ho regained 
his balance and went on, his great body bent 
forward against tho pressure of the icy ,vind. 

CHAPTER 12. 

Lost in the Wild I 

"GREAT Scott ! ,, 
Tho ,vor<ls broke from Nipper's 

lips, and he dropped back a pace 
from tho open door. Piled up on 

tho threshold ,vas a solid five feet of snow, 
blocking tho opening. Beyond it, ho could 
seo tho cold blue of tho morning sky, cloudless 
and still. 

" \Vhat's up, Nipper ? " 
l\Ialcolm Ross' voico sounded, and tho young 

adventurer propped himself up and glanced 
to\\·ards tho door. . 

"We'ro sno\\~ed up, my son," Nipper re­
turned, " and you'd better get a n1ove un ! '~ 

Ross was out of his blankets at a bound, 
and carno towards the doorway. The sight of 
the solid block of frozen sno,v brought a lo,v 
whistle of astonishment from his lips. 

"How tho dickens aro ,vo going to got 
out ? " ho asked. 

Nipper had picked up his fur coat, an<l ho 
slipped into it. 

" I'll sho,v you," ho returned. " One, 
two, three-go ! " 

He shot forward and took a header through 
the gap between tho top of the door nud tho 
pile of snow. Tho snow gavo ,vay beneath him, 
and he struggled for a moment before recovering 
his bala.nce. 'Then his rod, smiling face appeared 
on the other_ side of the barrier. Ho found 
that tho fall of snow had added over a fout 
to tho white covering, and progress was rather 
_difficult. But ho struggled on, and finally 
roached tho cornor of tho hut, reaching .tha 
place whoro tho dogs and sleigh had been 
she I tercel. 
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Tho young detect.ivo ca.me to a halt, and a 
quick stab of dismay ran through his veins. 

" Gone I " 
Liko o flash tho truth camo to him. He 

turned and hurried round to the other door 
of tho hut, thrust-ing it open with a kick of his 
feet. Tho chamber ,vas empty, and all signs of 
tho Indian nnd his companion had vanishecJ. 
He crossed to tho fi_ro and placed his hand 
on tho heap of cinders. They were ice-cold, 
a sure proof that tho fire had gone out hours 
ago. It was only then that ho thought of 
glancing at his watch. He was amazed to find 
that it was after eleven o'clock. 

"Nipper! Nipper ! " 
Tho voice of llalcolm Ross co.me to him 

with a. note of wild dismay in it. Nipper 
backed out of the empty chamber and scrambled 
through the snow into tho outer doorway. 
Malcolm Ross was standing in the room, his 
jacket unfastened, a. look of helpless glooin 
on his face. 

u What's up ? '~ 
Ross flung up his arms. , 
" My belt ! It's gone ! " he broke out. 
They mndo a hurried search through his 

blankets, but there was no sign of the belt, 
and the suspicion that was growing in Nipper's 
mind became a cer-
tainty, then. 

" Stephen 1\Iorrison 1 !! ho cried, clenching 
hiR fists. . _ . 

" \Ve 've been ~ricked, old man ! ~' t11e young 
detective went on. "It was all part of a plot, 
and Red Deer was in it." 

'' I saved tho beggar's li£e yesterday," added 
J\Ialco1m bitterly, •· and this is my reward! 
I have always heard that you could not tn1st 
an Indian, and, by J ameR, I'll always believe 
it now! '! 

~ipper was silent for a moment. 
" I shouldn't be so quick to make n decision 

yet," he said at last. "I've been thinking 
things over, and rather fa.ncy that although 
Red Deer was hand-in-hand with Morrison, 
he was not quite so black a rogue as he appears. 
He. left behind these provisions, o.nd, knowing 
1\lorrison, I feel sure that he did that without 
1\Iorrison 's knowledge.'! 
· He stopped up to the little heap of stores 
and began to examine them. Ross hoard him 
murmur, and presently ho steppe~ into the 
light a.gain with a little piece of bark in his 
hand. 

" This settles it," Nipper said. " I am suro, 
now, that Red Deer did his best for us. Look! '' 

He pointed to the piece of white bark, and 
Ross saw that it was a rude map. The position 

of tho hut was 
pla~nly marked, and 

" Your belt is not 
the only thing that 
has vanished/' ho 
said at last., breaking 
th e grim n e w s • 
•' Tho dogR and sleigh 
and our two guides 
have followed it ! !! 

No one knou,s 1vl10 lie is I 
the line of route back 
to Roaring J a c k. 
Red Deer had oven 
indicated the position 
of the sun, so that 
they might be able 
to shapo their cou·rse 
by it. In its way, it 
was a kindly inspir­
ation, for it meant 
that tho Indian had 
done his best t_o gi"ve 
theso two stranded 
youngsters a means 
of escape. Tho f ~od 
he had left behind 
was _quito enough ·to 
feed them for a week, 
and, after nll, it lwas 
only one long day's 
tramp back to Roar­
ing Jack. 

Ross stared at him 
for a moment. 

"But it - it~s 
treachery 1 !' he 
broke out.. " He 
hns stolen my belt, 
and I wish I had 
let him 'go yesterday, 
the thieving brute ! 
Thia is a nice sort of 
return for what I did 
for him 1" 

Nipper had been 
looking out at the 
snow, and suddenly 
a great cry ca.me to 
his lips. 

" By James, I've 
been a fool-a blind, 
careless fool ! " he 
saitl, "'·heeling round 
t.o Atare at :Malcolm. 
" Don't you see ,vhat 
it means? Can't you 
guess ? Tho.t other 
Indian, who never 
camo close enough to 
us to let us see his 
face ! Isn't there 
nnother big man who 
-who,.---'' 

Into l'\I a le o 1 m's 
fnco a s,Yift light 
leaved. 

He ,.,or,~s like a tvill o' the tclsp 
ba/ff,ing tl1e police tvitli startling 
ease I He is "The Sl1adou,," tlae 
~Ian of 100 disg1eises I 

Follow Ids aniazing c:rploits in ~t 
u,eelc 's g·reat detective-thrille1• ! 

" What d o y o n 
think, l\Ialcohn ? '.~ 
Nipper asked at last. 

"I am going on,'' 
said l\lalcolm fiercely. 
" That s ch o 1n i n g 
brute haa got tho 
better of me, but, he 
will not get a·way 
scot-free! I am going 
to hunt for him and 
find hi1n, if it takes 
me a life-time ! They 
have gone on to find 
\Vhite ,volf, and I 
will follow them. I 
wouldn't turn back 
now, even if it mcn.nt 
my going to n1y 
death 1 !~ 
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Thero was a steady note in his voice that 
indicated a now, inflexible deterinination. 
Nipper realised at onco that it would be useless 
to attempt t.o shake his companion ; and, apart 
from tho.t, the young detccth·o himself "'as 
also fooling soro and enraged. 

" Thon "'C go on together, old man," ho said. 
"I've got a bono to pick ,vith 1\1:orrison, just ~ 
much as you havo ! " 

l\lalcolm leaped forward und held out l1is 
hand. · 

"I know that you're ono of tho best, Nipper," 
he said. " Onljr I hate to think that you're 
going to sacrifice yourself for my snke." ",,,.o "·on't talk about sacrifice until the time 
comes," came the quiet reply. "And no,v 
lot's get busy and have something to cat. 
-i:'hnt is nlways tho first duty of 1nan, old son ! ,, 

lio tackled the fire and soon had a blaze. 
Then they prepared a big meal. They know 
that it might be the last one· for many a long 
honr, and Nipper saw to it that it ·was a. good 
substantial one. He prepared a great heap of 
soaked biscuits and tinned beef for ,volf, and 
he shook his head at the dog. 

"I'm rat-her ashamed of you, though," he 
said. " Fancy letting someone come in hero 
and steal from us t Still, you must have boen 
as exhausted as ,ve were, and so1ne of these 
Indians can pick t.heir way through lines of wide 
uwnke sentries and never bo heard! " 

" ,,.,. e wero all to blame,,, said ?\Ialcolm, 
gri1nly. ",ve trusted, and we ought to have 
\\·atched instead. But "'e v."ill never trust 
again." · 

After the meal ,vas completod they preparod 
for their journey. The food ,vas arranged in 
a couple of packs, and ?.lalcolm shouldered 
ono ,\'hilo Nipper took the other. The young 
detectiyo tore up long strips of blankets antl 
wrapped tho strips round ,v olf's pa.·ws. 

"Sno,\·shoes for you," he said. "And don't 
you try to t.ake them off, eit-hor. You'll find 
them jolly useful." 

They-started off along the high bank, but at 
the end of half an hour Nipper came to halt, 
panting and breathless. The trail was im• 
possible. The soft snow allo,ved thorn to sink 
knee deep, and he knew that they ,vould never 
be able to continue. Two hours of that 
struggled would seo them dead beat .. 

" It can't be done ! " ho gasped, ldoking 
at Malcolm. " \\ro might have managed if wo 
had snowshoes. But ,ve're only ,vearing our• 
solves out and poor old Wolf is dead boat 
already. I vote we try the lake. Thero is 
just tho chance of finding solid f oot-ing down 
below.'' 

They had to slido down the high hank, lying 
flat on their backs, like so many human tobog­
gans, but thoy·landcd on the ico safely enough, 
,v olf scrambling down and whimpering down 
the s1ope behind t.hem. Nipper's bright i<loa 
\\'a.s rewarded. · 'rho surface of the luko, 
although broken here and there by hugo 
mounds of drift snow, ,vas hard and crisp, 
and thcro were groat stretches of it that was 
puro, black ico. 

They began to movo off along the bank, and 
although often they had to make a wide detour 
to avoid somo gigant,io hum1nock of snow, 
t.hey made steady progress. l\lalcolm trudged 

along beside his companion, head down and 
silent. ,volf, thanks to tho strips of blanket, 
,vas able to trot on without discomfort. '.fhe 
sun swung across its .narrow· arc, and presently 
began to tilt towards the west like a ball of cold 
gold. --

CHAPTER 13. 
A Gallant Act I 

T HE two tired figures swung round a small 
headland that jutted out into the lako, 
and Nipper glanced into the littlo bay 
that it formed. Ono or two stunted 

trees ·wore standing thcro with thoir naked 
branches above the snow, and he pointed 
to·warda them. 

" We'll have to find a camp somewhere_,~ 
ho said, " and that is as likely a spot as any.'~ · 

A b1ack object sticking up out of tho snow 
caught Nipper's eye, and he approached it. 
It ,vas an upturned canoe, a roomy a.ff air of 
thick ribs and tarred canvas. 

" I don't know who left it here, but it'll come 
in mighty useful as a shelter," the young assist• 
ant muttered as he began to clear a,vay the 
snow from the canoe. By propping it up at on 
end and blocking up the gaps with a ,vall of 
solid snow it made quite a roomy shelter. 
Nipper built a high wall of @now between the 
trees, and when it was dark lit a fire behind it. 
Ho knew that tho flames would be hidden 
behind the rampart of snow, ana the darkness 
would hide any trace of smoke. 

Malcolm Ross seemed very quiet and subduod. 
Tio helped his companion to prepare a meal, 
gathered brushwood for the fire and stamped it 
out after the meal was over. He and Nipper 
crept into their shelter, and ,vol£ lay do,vn 
between the two tired adventurers. Nipper 
tried to talk to his companion, but llalcolm 
only \eplied in monosyllables, and at last the 
young detective dropped off to sleep. 

But in the morning, when Nipper ,voke, 
}lalcolm had vanished! He thought at first 
that Malcom had only gone off in search of wood 
to feed tho fire, but when his shouts ,vero not 
answered he made a search through the trees. 
He found himself at the edge of the copse 
with the white valley sweepi~g away in front of 
him. Thora were no eigns of llalcolm, but 
suddenly ,v olf ,vho had been nosing about in tho 
sno,v came running back to Nipper with a. 
piece of strap between l1is ja,vs. It was a. 
buckle from a. dog ha.rnes.s, and there were a, 
f e,v hairs from tho animal still adhering to the 
strap. . 

"I'll look into this presently, old man,•~ 
Nipper said to the dog. · " But we've got to 
find out v.,hat has happenod to Ross first." 

He wont back to tho uptun1ed canoo and 
noted then that a blanket had vanishod, and 
tho tin of biscuits had been visited. Tho true 
meaning of it dawned on Nipper then, and he 
drew a doep bronth. _ 

" Didn't ,vant mo to risk anything. But if ho 
thinks that I'm going to turn back now he,s 
very much mistaken. And there's a thick 
car \\'aiting for him when ·we meet again. He's 
loft mo all tho grub, too-tho fathoud 1 !~ 
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He set to work and made up his bundle, sling­
ing it across his shoulder. Then, making hie 
way through the trees · he ·went to the spot 
where Wolf had found the buckled strap, and 
began to examine it. He hit on the tracks 
of a sleigh fifteen yards away from where the 
buckled st.rap had been dropped, and a quick 
glint of delight came into his eyes. 

"1'Ialcolm has probably stuck to the lake, 
and I'll take this trail," was Nipper's decision. 
" And, by James, l might get on these rogues 
first-.'~ 

The trail seemed to lead up the slope away 
from the lake, but he did not pay much attention 
to this at first. At the end of a couple of hours, 
however, when he halted for a moment and 
looked about him, he saw that he was moving 
along in a hollow between the hillR, and the lake 
was nowhere in sight. The sleigh marks were 
still quite clear, and he decided to follow them. 
They were bound to ]ead to some camp sooner 
or later. It was impossible for him to guess 
that these marks had been made weeks ago, and 
by a strange sleigh. . 

Yet late in the evening he was conscious of 
his error, and that truth was forced on him 
by a discovery that he made. He had reached 
a slight riso, and he l<>Qked up at the mountain 
on his right. A black line running along half­
way up the slope caught his eye, and he followed 
it-a lino· of short poles with wires on them­
telegraph poles l 

"It's t~e pass road I've struck," he thought. 
" ... o\.nd goodness on]y kno,vs what part of it this 
is ! '! -

He was dead bent now for that last pull up 
the slope had taken all his strength. He began 
to ~ove n!on~ the road slo,vly, Wolf trudging 
a.Jong by his Sl(lo. _The darkness ca.me down on 
him, and ho kne,v that the moon would not 
appear for another hour, or so; yet he dared 
not call a halt. So long as he moved forward 
h~ could keep warm, but to stop in that bleak 
place would mean disaster. 

Then, 011 turning a. bend he caught sight of the 
black outlines of a little hut, and his spirits rose. 
He staggered up and opened the door. He 
struck a, match and glanpe~ at ~he dim i~terior. 
It was empty. And with a sigh of relief the 
lad dropped his bundle on the floor. -He was 
too tired even to light a fire, contenting himself 
with a drink of water and a few biscuits. He 
coiled himself_ in his blanket, called Wolf to 
his side, and pillowing his head on his haver­
sack,· he was fa.st asleep_ in a few moments. 

Ho was awakened by a low, deep growl from 
the big dog at his f~ct, and he sat up and listened. 
He heard a voice cal1iug, and with a. bound 
Nipper was 011 his foot and had darted to the 
door of the shack. The moon was up now, and 
he peered clown the trail. A do'> sleigh was 
coming towards the hut-a. dog sleigh with two 
men striding a}.ong beside it! Were they 
Morrison and Red Deer ? 
· Nipper did not stop to tl1ink out how it came 

about that the rogues had reached· the upper 
road. There was no time to wa.ste, and with a 
warning word to \Volf the young detective slid 
out oft.he hut. Ho found a hummock of snow 

. and ½nelt b~hind it, listening intent]y. He 
heard ... the sle1gh halt and the yapping chorus of 
the dogs broke out,. drowning all other sounds. 

His hand ,vas on Wolf's collar, and he felt 
the big dog strain to get a,vay. 

" Lie down, you old fool ! " Nipper whispered. 

WOLF Jay flat on the snow, and the 
youngster released his grip, and crept 
forward a pace or. so. As he didiso;,' 
he saw a shadow rise out of the groundi 

almost at his feet. Without a word Nipper 
flung himself at the man, and Jocked in each. 
other's arms they went down on the soft snow.: 
Nipper had managed to put his hand over the 
man's mouth, cheeking the cry that camo to thcf 
lips. I 

" Oh, no, you don't, my friend," Nipper 
muttered fierce1y. " One o.t a time is quite, 
enough for me to tackle." · : 

His swift rush had caught his victim napping,, 
and Nipper, kneeling over the prostrate figure,,. 
pinned him down into the deep snow. The 
man's arms wer~ round the young detective· 
and he was trying to get out of the hold that 
Nipper had put on him. Suddenly, a dark; 
shape went rushing past Nipper, and .the 
youngster caught a glimpse of it as it passed.: 

'' ,volf ! Wolf! " ho whispered. But tlie' 
dog seemed deaf to his voico, and he sped off 
across the snow towards tho hut. Nipper 
realised that the clog would certainly betray 
him, and he would have- t-0 get away at_ once .. 
He made a fierce effort o.nd broke th~ hold of 
the rest-raining arms. Then, with a. bound, 
he was on his feet, while his assailant lay back 
in t.he snow, panting heavily. Nipper turned 
to dart off, and as he did so there came a shout 
from the hut. 

"Wolf, by Jove ! ,, 
The young detecth·o cnme to a halt, and a,; 

breath of amazement broke from his lips. 
" Guv'nor I ,, . 
\Vhipping round, Nipper went pelting across 

the snow t~:r~vards the fur-clad figure that caino 
round the corner of the hut. 

"Nipper, by all that's wonderful ! !! 
For a moment they stood together, thenJ froin 

behind them a voice sounded. 
" A friend-eh ? . Then why did ho jump 

on me like a-wild cat?" 
Old Jean Celeste had risen slowly to his °foot 

and was brushing the snow from his fur ·coat. 
Nipper and .Nelson Lee turned and hurried to 
the old fellow's side. 

"I-I thought you were someone. else,'! 
said Nipper~ " I-I'm sorry/~ 

The old follow chuckled. 
"Say no more about it," he returned. "It 

was my fault for not being more careful. 
I forgot that I was an old man, and not able to. 
tackle everyone.~! '-, 

They h~d roached the hut by then, and Nelson 
Lee began to .ply Nipper with questions. Tho 
youngs~er gave Le~ a full o.ccoun t of their 
adventures, ,vinding up with the going of 
?tialcolm that mqrning. · 

" I lost the trail," ho said, " but I feel sure 
now that l\fo.lcolm's plan was right. It was 
stupid of me to leave the lake; and g~odness 
only knows what has happened to him now 1 !! 

It was Lee's turn to exp1ain, after that • 
" Wo left the hut and allowed ?\Iorrison to 

think we had peris~ed in the fire," he said. 
"That was hefore you arrived at Roaring Jack. 

. -
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l\ly plan was to get into touch with "you, and 
watch every move of .l\'lorrison. Thinking I 
was dead he would not bo looking out for me. 
But we had to get a dog outfit secretly, and it 
t-ook time. When we returned to Roaring 
Jack it was to find that you and -Alalcolm had 
come and had set out at once to find ,Vhite 
Wolf. \Vhat was worse, Red Deer and an 
unknown man, whom we guessed to be l\lorrison, 
\\"ere guiding you. We knew they had taken you 
by the dangerous lower trail, so we trred to 
follow, but the storm on that first night wiped 
out your tracks. ,v e failed to find you, so we 
took to the safer, higher road. I intended 
hast.ening on to ,vhite \Volf's territory hoping 
to got there first. And now, I suggest that we 
tako o. short' out which Celeste knows, and get 
ahead of Red Deer and l\Iorrison. And·in that 
way we're more than likely to get news of 
l\Ialcohn Ross as well." 

They rested, but only for an hour, ns time 
was now -precious. The sleigh moved onward 
o.ga.in, Celeste going ahead, picking out the 
track, whilo Nelson Lee and Nipper swung olong 
behind him. They kept up the steady puce 
until the dawn was broaking, and reached the 
huge post that marked the forked trail just as 
the sun was rising. Celeste and Lee went down 
the lake trail for a mile, but could find no sign 
of the sleigh or of the other party. \Vhen they 
came back to the shack beside the forked trail 
they found that Nipper had lit a fire and there 
was a pot of coffee awaiting them. 

" According to the track,,, said Nelson Lee. 
'' Red Deer had not reached here yet, and he 
must pass here to get to \Vhite \Volf. So we are 
shead of them, after all." 

,vheri the meal was over they laid their plan 
of campaign. Tt wa.s arranged that Jean 
Celeste should wait at the shack ,vith t,he sleigh, 
while(Leo and Nipper went otI down the lake 

1 trail to ~ry and loca.t-o Rod Deer. 

·cHAPTER 14. 

Red Deer Pays His Debtl "No good! Dogs tired!,, 
Red Deer stood leaning nga.iust a 

tree, while Stephen Morrison, whip 
in hnnd, wns lashing at the tired 

aninrn.1s. 
" I so.y no good," tho Indian grunted again. 

~\ Dogs know when dona enough. You cut 
tlmn1 to pieces if you like, they no move now." 

\\'ith nn onth St,ephen :h-Iorrison cast the whip 
a.~;tfo nnd turned to tho spoaker. 

" I-Tow ftir is it to the fork ? ,, he asked. 
'l'hc f nclinn ht.·ld up two hnnds. 
\• ~ino !en 1nilos," he returned laconically. 

"lf,n·c lo wnit till to.morrow." 
'J't.P.y had hnlt.cd at the edge of a clearing 

r·!~"'-' to tho lake. 
" \\\· ~•-~t biankcts make camp,'·' Red Deer 

\':1"-:t o:L " It, ·would havo been better had 
wr. £~oppnl ,·.-hen 1 wnnted, at shack. But you 
·:·,r no. nncl now ,v~ sleep out. You better 
~:P( \\'llll~t' ! u 

· i\lurrison turned and went down the slope 
("\l ,, on to the ice in scnrch of a suitable spot, and, 
k!Wl· L n~ <lon-·n, ho began to chip at the hard 

surface. He managed to cut a good-sized wedge 
in the ico, and presently a great sheet of it 
smashed, revealing the dark water beneath. 

Morrison filled the kettle and returned to the 
ba.nk, placing it on the firo. Red Deer was 
soa.rching about in t.he trees for brushwood, and 
to aYoid that task Morrison went down to the 
lake again, and crossed to the wide ga.p he had 
made in the ice, kneeling there to watch t-he 
slow-moving wa te-r and to ponder on the 
possibility of a fish diet, when suddenly he 
caught sight of something moving on the 
frozen lake. It had come out from behind a 
high mound of snow, and was moving slowly 
towards ·him. 

Morrison stored for a long moment, then an 
oath broke from his lips as he recognised the 
slender figure. It ":as his cousin ! Ho had 
followed them ! 

A look of fiendish rage leaped into l\{orrison'e 
eyes, and he cast o. quick glance towards the 
trees. There was no sign of Red Deer. 

l\lorrison made a quick rush across the lake 
and reached the bank, then, stooping low, he 
began to run along the snow. He was aiming 
for the huge mound, and he knew that the weary 
figure, staggering forward had not noticed him. 
His plan was to reach the mound of snow and 
wait until Malcolm wn.s passing it. Theo a 
bullet would do the rest. 

" You've had plenty of chances I " the 
ruffian muttered. " Far too many, in fao\. 
This time you will not escape me 1 ~~ 

He made no sound as he ran on, and at la.st 
he ·was close to the mound. He had to slip 
down the ba.nk and rush across o. littlo stretch 
of ice to reach his objective, but he did so 
,vithout being observed. Then, leaping- on t-o 
the snow, the broad •shouldered rogue began to 
work his way up to the top of it. He was flat 
on his face, moving slowly forward an inch at a 
tiino. The snow ,vas soft and gave way slightly 
bencnth him, but that was all the better for his 
purpose, for it hid him from view. 

Foot by foot he worked his way forward, 
until at last he was over the top of the mound 
He lay still for a moment, then, inch by inch, ha 
raised his .head and peered do~vn on to tho lake. 
l\ialcolm had not yet reached the spot, and with 
a grim smile his cousin drew his revolver from 
his pocket and coiled his finger round the 
trigger. 

Stephen waited, slowly thrust his revolver 
forward, and waited. The1•e was no hurry, and 
he wanted to make sure of his aim. The young 
figure seemed almost at the end of its strength 
as it dragged its tired limbs along. One shot 
·would easily settle all their rivalry. 

The ruffian dropped his head, and his eye 
ran along the shining barrel to fix itself on the 
figure ben~a th. . 

"Huh! ,, 
Fro1n behind llorrjson there came a grunt. 

and a lean shapo flung itself forward just as 
he pulled the trigger. Red Deer's body fell 
headlong across the hidden mo.n, ood the re• 
volvor, gripJ?ed in o. sine,vy hand, was jerked 
upwards ns 1t exploded. With a curse of rage 
Stephen Morrison drew himself clear from t.ho 
Indian. He heard a shout below, and Malcolm 

(Continued on page 40.) 
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Gather round for a chin-wag with the Editor I 
39 

l\IY DEAR CHu~rs, 
- ,v o 've got a. very 
special detective­
thriller on the board 
for next week's 
issue. It is entitled 
"The Shadow." The 
Jl)an of 100 Dis­
guises! 

lirs. Sinith: "\Vhy 
were you so long on 
tho staircase ? '' 

:Mr. Sn1ith : " Our 
neighbour had lost a 
pound, and I ,vas 
helping to look for 
·t ,, l • 

1\Irs • .Smith: 
"With success ? " \Vho is the Sha­

dow 7 He is a mys­
tery man, a ruthless 
master-crook whom 
the police have 
failed for years to 

Letters to the Editor !\Ir. Smith : "No, 
should be addressed ----iw.;.;.;~ he found it him-

to HELSON LEE LIBRARY, Fleetway Bouse, self." 
Parringdon Street, London, E.C.4. (P. Glassman, c/o 

identify. One day he may be a forger, o.nd 
the next o, well-known scientist absolutely 
above suspicion. Then, again, a gunman or 
burglar. But, whoever he is, he certainly gives 
the men-hunters of Scotland Yard a large size 
in headaches. 

. His exploits are as amazing and daring a.s his 
hidden identity, and he moves from London 
to tho :::\Iidlands, to the South Coast, and to the 
Contincut like an elusive will-o' -the-,visp. 

But at last there comes along a man who is a 
match to his amazing genius-that man is 
Nelson Lee, the famous detective. 

It is proof of tho wonderful capabilities of 
Nelson Lee that he has so far never " lost his 
man.'' He has been up against the most 
baffling riddles of the year; he has fought 
against odds that might well turn a braver man 
away, but, like the intrepid fighter he is, he has 
never called a halt until the end of the trail is 
reached. 
~, Such a man is a .fitting rival to The Shadow, 
and in next week's long complete detective­
thriller we find master-detective matched against 
master-crook in a thrilling bout for law and 
order. 

Nipper and ,v olf, too, are not far behind their 
beloved master in this epoch-ma.king battle. 
Nelson Loe is certainly lucky to have such 
wonderful partners as these, who, on more than 
one occasion, have had a big hand in turning the 
tide of battle in the detective's favour. 

You will thoroughly enjoy reading "The 
Shadow "--every word of it. 

Besides this complete story in next week's 
issue, there will also be our Grand School Tale 
of the Chums of St. Frank's. This is just 
anot,her brilliant pen-effort on the part of E. S. 
Brooks who certainly knows how to write 
thrilling school yarns. 

As more than one reader has said, " as we 
read the stories of the St. Frank's boys we feel 
as though we ourselves are living amongst 
them," which, of course, is as it should be. 

Next week's chapters of "Waking Up St. 
Frank's," continues with the sensational regime 
of Fighting Kingswood, St. Frank's new. hef:\d• 
master, and tells how he shapes his campaign 
of reform against the slackers of the school. 

Just one last word before we come to another 
batch of Readers' Prize Jokes-there is bound 
to be a rush on the NELSON LEE next week, so 
order to-day, 

11, Peter Street, 
Betluial Green, E.2--a pocket wallet.) 

.,,~.,.. . . . 
An ancient car chugged painfully to t-ho 

gates of the cricket ground. The gate-keeper, 
demanding the usual admission fee, called, 

" Hal£ a. crown for the car.'! 
The owner looked up with a pathetic sigh o! 

-rolief. 
" Sold ! " he said. . 
(L. Fineberg, 12, Alfred Street, Kew, J" ictoria, 

A ustralia---.:..-a grand prize.) 

• • • 
Jones (looking over garden wall) : " Do you 

realise, Brown, that you've been digging a holo 
in tho back of my coal cellar? '! 

Brown : " Good gracious, no ! ... ..\.nd all these 
years I'vo been telling myself how lucky I am 
to have a coal mine in my garden.'~ 

(F. KendaU, 4, Talbot Road, Penworkham, 
Preston, Lancs--a pocket wallet.) 

• • • 
Salesman : " A pair of socks, sir ? ·yes, 

here is just the thing for you. Worth doublo 
the money, latest pattern, hole-proof, will not 
shrink, and it's a very good yarn, air." 

Customer (politely): "Yes, and very ",~en 
told." 

(0. Luck, 12, Dollis Cottages, Barney Lane, 
Barnet, Herts--a penknife.) 

• • • 
Old Lady (to bank clerk) : " Look l1ere, 

young man, I have heard that there is o. ne,v 
moon to-night." 

Bank Clerk (puzzled and annoyed at being 
intcrn1pted with big job): ",vell, madam." 

" Old Lady : " Well, would you be so kind 
as to turn my money over ? " 

(J. Thorpe, 4, Bolton Road, Tf"edne..~eld, 
StajJ8-a pocket wallet.) 

• • • 
Kind old gent, noticing a. small boy crying 

and gazing longingly into a. pool, ,vent up to 
him and asked what was tho 1na.tter. 

"l\Ie mate's in tho water! " he shrieked. 
The man at once dived into the water, and 

after swimming around for o. few.minutes, camo 
again to the sobbing boy. 

"Are you sure your mate fell in ? "he asked. 
" Yes," replied the b~y, " it sli ppod off n10 

bread.'~ 
J. E. Taylor, 42, T'll)O Gate Lane, Gradley, 

Sta,/Js-a pocket u·allet.) 
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THE FORTUNE TRAIL l 
(Continued from page 38.) 

Ross wheeled and looked up to,vards the 
mound. 

l\Iorrison ma.de o. cat-like spring that saw 
him half-way do\\'n the heap of sno\\", and the 
next moment he ,vas down 1n the ice, sprinting 
across it as hard as he could pelt. 

" Follow him, l\Ialcolm Ross ! He meant kill 
vou ! '' .. 
.. Tho deep voice came from tho snow, and 
Malcolm. hardly knowing ,vhat it meant,, 
\\•hipped round and pelted aft.er the burly 
figure. He had recognised his cousin in that 
brief moment., ,vhcn they had stared at ea.ch 
other, and the sound of the shot told him that 
~ attempt hnd been made on his life. 

The ,veariness slid awav from him, and ho 
<'.!Pnchcd his fists. He sa,v thut l\Iorrison "'as 
unur1ned now, and a grim joy ca.me to him. 

They were to meet on even terms at last ! 

STEPHEN turned again, and saw now that 
he "ras close to the bluck gap in t.ho ice 
,vhich he had made. Tho Rhort hafted 
axe ,vas still lying on the ice, and coming 

to a hn.It, l\lorrison stooped and picked it up. 
He s,vung round to fnco his pursuer, ,vho was 
no"" ·within twenty yards of him. ~lalcolm was 
polting along empty-handed, but the look of 
grim determination on his young fa.co made 
the craven heart of the big man shrivel. ,rith­
out a "'Ord of ,varning l\Iorrison raised the axe 
and sont it ·whizzing at Ross' head. 

The youngster caught o. glimpse of the bright 
steel head as it rushed to"rards him and clucked 
swiftly. The axe flew harmlessly over his head 
and another leap saw him on his foe. Stephen 
made a vicious swing at the youngstor ns they 
closed, and the blow landed full on l\Ialcolm 's 
face. But the lo.d's blood ,\·as up, and he 
hardly felt the heavy punch. His arn1s went 
out, and he collared l\lorrison round the waist. 

There was a wild swerve, and l\Ialcolm was 
almost driven on to his knees. l\lorrison flung 
himself forward on the youngster. and they 
,vent, down on the ico together, l\lalcolm under• 
neath. A laugh of triumph broke from the lips 
of the ruffian. 

"Thie is where I get you ! " ho snarled, as 
he bent over the slender figure. 

He raised his fist and sent it crashing into the 
tense, white face beneath him, but before the 
blow could fall l\falcolm put out· all his strength 
in one tremendous effort. His arms were lifted, 
8nd every ounce of- strength went into· t.he 
s,vift throw. The heavy body of Stephen 
1\Iorrison shot forward, ond then suddenly there 
came to the ea.rs of the panting youngster a 
splash, followed by a. terrible cry. 

Swinging round, l\Ialcolm rose to his knees 
and stared at the ice in front of him. His 
<~ousin had vanished ! For a moment the 
astounded youngster could not understand 
,vhat ho.cl happened, then his eyes picked out 
the black gap in tho frozen surface. It was 
only about five feet from where he knelt,, and 
even as ho looked at it thore came up from the 
ic-y depth a pair of cla,ving hands. 

A breath of horror broke from:l\ialcolm 's lips, 
nnd he staggered to his feet to rush forward. 

But before he could reach the gap the hands 
had slid away from the treacherous hold and. 
went do,vn into the river. 

"Gone! " 
Ross waited-waited-but there was never 

again sight or sound from tho black-hearted 
rogue, and presently l\falcolm rose to his feet 
and drew his hands across his eyes. 

"That-that has settled him," he thought 
solemnly, " and-his death was none of my 
seeking ! " ' , 

Ho glanced around him and not.ed the bivouao; 
and tho fire, then the memory of the voioo thati 
had warned him came to him. It had sounded: 
from the mound of snow and Malcolm started 
off towards the great heap. 

" Red Deer ! " he called. 
J'or n. moment there ·was no reply, t.hen a:: 

faint voice answered. 
" lfere, l\lalcolm Ross." 
It cnme from the top of the mound. and l\lal.,._ 

~olrn climbed to it. He found Red Deer lying 
in tho hollow where he had fallen, and the dark 
stain on the snow by his side told the youngst.or: 
only too plainly what had happened. · : 

" You-have-kiJled-the other ? " faltered 
Red Deer ,vea.kly. 

" He is dead," said Ross. 
A grunt of satisfaction came from the thin 

lips. 
" Huh ! That is good! " 
" But you are hurt ? Can I do anything 

for you ? " 
"No use. I go-soon." 
A spasm of coughing took him, and ?.lnlcolm. 

noted the red stains on the lips. 
" But· I am a.U right. You save my life, I 

sa~·e yours. That count before the Great 
Spirit-huh ? " 

The tenrs were hot in the lad's eyes, as he 
nodded his head. He could hardly speak for 
the mornent-. That this man, this thief and -
renegade, could have made t.he great.est of all 
sacrinees-that he could lay down his life for 
a friend-touched llalcolm to the heart. 

It was only when Red Deer spoke again 
that ho controlled himself. 

" He meant to kill you in shack," the Red 
Indian said. " But I no lot him do that. He 
pay me to help st.eal belt, and I promise to do 
tho:t, and keep promise. But you save my 
life, and I not a dog. How I let him kill you 
t.hen-huh ? " 

"He has gone~ now," said Malcolm. "He 
went through the foe into the river. He i~ 
dead." 

"But he ·wear belt round waist-never ta.ke 
off. If ho gone-belt gone-huh ? ,, 

"It can't be helped," the youngster returned, 
"and you needn't worry nbout, it." 

He felt so helpless kneel ng there beside the 
dying man. They were - miles away from 
civilisation, a.nd he could do nothing. 

"Let me try and get you back to camp," he 
said. 

Red Deer smiled and seemed amused at the 
anxiety in the young face. Malcolm tore up a 
strip of cloth and made a rough dressing for 
tho wound ; then he managed to get R-ed Deer · 
down to the level ice, and, lifting him in his 
arm~, the yolmg adventurer carriod the stricken 
man across to the bivouac, where he laid him 
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r>eneath ~he blan!tets. It was only the ~onder­
fol vitality of his race that was keeping Red 
Deer alive now, for he had l~st a lot of blood, 
and it was still ebbing away through the thick. 
bandages. 

-His eyes closed and l\lalco]m thought that 
lie was dropping off to sleep. The dusk was 
gathering and the young adventurer drew the 
blankets up over the lean form, then seated 
himself beside the fire. The long hours passed, 
and the moon came up to cast its cold, white 
beams over the hushed world. The dog team 
had ceased their snarling, and Malcolm, wrap­
p_ing himself in his blanket, stretched out beside 
the bivouac and dropped into a deep sleep. 
· He was awakened by a. curious sound, and 

for the moment he did not know from whence 
it came. Then, at last, as the sleep left his 
eyes, ho caught sight of a figure kneeling in 
front of the dying fire. 

"Red Deer! ,, he whispered, starting up 
into a sitting posit.ion. 

· The swaying figure did not hear him. With 
his long sinewy arms stretched out in front of 
him Red Deer was murmuring some soft, 
monotonous words. 

"Hearken, brothers! Dim are my eyes, 
weary my limbs ! Soon must I- fall ! Far, 
oh far, are the tepees-the home of my people ! 
Let the Great Spirit hear me I I gave Jife for 
life " 
; - The voice dropped, lower and lower, the arms 
dropped to the sides, and, with a long, deep 
sigh, Red Deer fell forward on his face. 

l:lalcolm was on his feet and rushed through 
the darkness. towards the prost-ra.te figure. As 
he knelt to lift the tufted liead he knew that all 
was over I 

\.nd thus, Red Deer paid his debt I 

CHAPTER 15. 
T.he End of the Trail r 

MALCOL~I found a· place betwt,en tho 
trees and he began to clear the snow 
away, just as dawn came. It was hard 
·work to dig in the frozen earth, but 

the youngster stuck to his task. He would not 
leaYe the ino.n who had made such a sacrifice 
to be torn by the wolves. And so, after a couple 
of hours of steady toil, the grave was ma.de, 
and the body, wrapped in the coloured blanket, 
was lowered into it, and a heap of stones placed 
on the top. 

Malcolm commenced to load the sledge with 
a heavy heart. It seemed to him that he had, 
after all, been a failure, and the best thing he. 
could do would be to head back for Roaring 
Jack. He hoped that by pressing on he would be 
able to overtake Nipper who, he felt sure, would 
l>o on the return trail now. 

Then, as he toiled, he hea-rd a shout. 
" Ha1lo, there ! '~ 
Faint voices from the hills, 
" Hallo I '.! 
They seemed to be coming from in front, 

~here the road lifted steeply, but they sounded 
far off. 

Malcolm lifted his revolver and fired into the 
nir, 

Crack ! Crack ! 
The blue smoke cul'led out of the short muzzle 

into the motionless air. There was a long pause, 
then.-- , · 

Crack I 
From the hills, but $ little cloRer this time.-

came an answering shot. · 
" I don't care who they are," the youngster 

thought. "Friend or foe, rn be glad to see 
th 

,, . . em. , 
1:en minutes passed ; then a voice sounded 

age.in. 
" Where are you ? ,, 
And this time Malcolm recognised it. Stand­

ing up on the sleigh he slipped out of his huge 
coat and with one bound was down on the 
snow. 

"Nipper!" he called, as he made a rush 
forward. 

A moment later Malcolm Ross was shaking 
hands with Nelson Loe and Nipper, a.glow with 
excitement. 

" You, Nipper, and-and l\lr. Lee, too ! " the 
delighted youth broke out. " I-I seem to be in. 
a dream. How-when--" ' 

"Steady on, l\lalcolm," Nipper saicJ with a, 
laugh. " One at a time, please.,, 

He saw that his companion was overstrained, 
and he slipped his arm beneath tho other's. 

" Just talte it easy and Jet us know what has 
happened to you." 

They began to walk down towards the clump 
of trees, and l\Ialcolm, steadied now, told tho 
listeners of the drama that had happened on tho 
f rozon lake. 

Nipper drew a. deep breath when }Ialcolm 
came to the end. 

" Well done, Red Deer ! " the young assistant 
said in a grave voice. 

" Amen to that ! " Lee added, touched by 
the story he had heard. 

l\Ialco1m Ross turned to the detective and 
'\vas silent for a moment. -

" I am sorry for all the trouble I have caused, 
you, Mr. Lee," ho said eventually. "And, after 
all, it has been a wild-goose chase. I shall 
never deliver the belt to White Wolf, for it is 
somewhere under the ice, and--'~ 

Nipper laughed. 
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" Have you torgotten the yarn we heard, my A white and sinewy shape crawled out, from 
son ? " he broke in.· "Didn't Rod Deer say a mound high up the hill-side and halted for o. · 
that Jean Celeste's friend was a gambler, and · moment ,vith nose pointed and bristles twitching 
had "~on a belt of gold from Stephen 1\-Iorrison ? -then the clear bark ·of the dog-fox came clow1i 
~r ell, that ,vas the other belt, and the guv'nor tho frozen lake, to echo amidst the tall trees, 
has it ,vith him still." where tho mound of stones stood marking t.ho 

Nelson Leo slipped his bands to his waist resting place of another creature, just as wild 
and the leather belt with its precious content,s and lawless ns the white furred animal above. 
,vns handed across to the young Londoner. But a. croa.ture that had made great a.mends, 

"I meant to delay liorrison at least.," and earned for itself, surely, a place in the 
explained Nelson Lee. "I thought that you ha.ppy hunting ground! 
had had an accident, or that Morrison's hired * • ' • * 
roughs had kidnapped you. The lea.st I could MALCOLM ROSS, Nelson Lee, and 
do was to get· l\{orrison 's belt and refuse to Nipper stood in the ba.nqueting hall 
restore it until I kne,v t.hat you were safe. It at Castle l\Ior. The great table had been · 
prevented him going off up country to find laid ip. readiness for dinner, and_, 
,vhit-e \Volf ,vhile you, maybe, were under lock Sir Roderick Ross stepped up to it and took 
and key in l\Iont.real. Still, as he took your belt his stand at the head of the table. Then his eyes 
at tho shack, you are quite entit.led ~o take sought l\Ialcolm's. , 
his.,, " \Vhere is it ? " he asked. " The pipe ? " 

For a moment Malcolm stared at the belt, l\lalcolm slipped his hand into his breast and. 
then ·with a bound he was in front of Nelson dre,v out the long big-bov,led pipe. 
Lee, and had caught at the detoctive's hands. Sir Roderick's thin fingers trembled for a· 

"I-I shall never b~ able to thank you, moment as ho took it, then he lifted the bowl 
sir," he stammered. "I didn't stand a ghost of and peered at it for a long moment. 
a chance-never did, until you-you came to Cut in the wood were a number of blackened 
my aid. At the eleventh hour you-you have signs-meaningless to the oyes of most men, 
given me another chance, and-and · " but not to that of the old trapper. 

"You have to take it" Nelson Leo put in "White "\\Tolf's totem! " he said, in a tremb-
" Don't forget that we h~ve yet to find Whit~ ling voice. " Yes, it is White ,v olf's totem, and 
,volf, and it is a far cry back to Castle Mor. White ,volf's pipe of peace! " 

. There is a time limit to this job, and you have ~la.lcolm _too~ a pace for~1ar~. . . ,, 
barely five ·weeks in which to accomplish your ~her~ 1s s~1ll tobacco 1n 1t! Sir Roderick,_ . 
task and return to your uncle with the pipe of he said: ,vh~~ Wolf ~~oked it, and handed it 
peace from \Vhite Wolf. It is the best foot to me Just as it 1s now. 
forward now, l\lalcolm Ross.,, . Tho baronet turned towards the fire and 

" . . . picked up a, blazing ember with tho tongs, and 
. And the ,~rst. Job ~s to get the~e clogs into dropped it into the bowl. Then he drew a long 

their braces, said Nipper, wheeling towards breath, and a thin cloud of smoke ca.me from 
the team. . his lips. 

Lam1?s could not have .. st_ood more quietly The peace was completed, and a.n old crime 
thnn did those powerful animals, although it redeemed! · 
v ... as amateur hands that fastened the buckle and The pipe fell from the old 1nan's fingers, and 
st-rap. he dropped into a chair, covering his face with 
· Nipper took the ,vhip and acted as guide, and his hands, and for a long moment there was 
as the sleigh started off up tho trail, heading for silence. . 
the fork, Malc?lm ~ame to~ hal~ and took of! his Suddenly he started to his feet .. 
fur cn-p, looking 1n the direction of the httle "Sandy, ,vhere are you, man ? " he cried. 
mound of stone. " Would ye shame us bof ore our guests ? Fetch 

" Good-bye, Red Deer ! " he said quietly. the wine-quick ! " 
The chorus of the dogs broke out, and the Sandy, the butler, ,vont round with the great 

sleigh went rocking and swaying up the track .. It decanter, and Nelson Lee and Nipper were 
vanished over the top, and the yelping chprus introduced by llalcolm. 
died away, until once a.gain the silence of the " ,vithout these two I would have failed," 
wild crept over the scene. he said. "All that I hav·e done was by their 

wonderful aid." 
The glasses "~ere lifted and Sir Roderick 

bowed to his guests. . . 
" Then here is to you, gent.lemen," he said, 

bowing to Nelson Lee and Nipper, " for all you 
did for my nephew-and me ! '-' 

And the toast,s ,vere drunk by l\lalcolm and 
his uncle, draining their glasses to the last 
drop. 

THE END. 

( Tlie most ,lange>·ous masfe,•-crool~ iv1,o · 
J1os ever cl1allcnr1cd laiv and order-" '1.'HE 
SHADOW I " ltead tllc sensational ex­
ploits of tliis tnystery-1nan in nezt tccel~ 's 
non-stop <letective-tllrillcr. .And don't 
forget-tl1ere's a ,~isl, on tl1c "Nelson 
Lee,,, so ordc1· your copy to-day/) 
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The DUD FORM 
_, l ST. FRANK'S! 

at impromptu m~ssed meeting in the 'rriangle­
and as yot _ the rising bell ha<l not sounded ! 

I-
(Continued Jroni page 7.) 

" D"on't see ·how ? " repeated )!ills, staring. 
,, Those Remove kids did it..'~ 

,,·of course! But how can we prove it?": 
"Does it need any proof ? It's as obvious as 

daylight." . 

i\Ir. Goo le did not even hear Fighting l{ings­
,voocl's contented chuckle. Still less did lHr. 
Goole dream of tho Head's thoughts. . . 

"It seems to have worked famously," 
murmured the big young man happily. " It's 
rather a ticklish business, pepping up a, ' dead ~. 
FQrm, bµt with a little diplomacy it ought to 
be fairly easy ! !~. 

And while both affected Houses seethed with 
this early morning excitement, l\Ir. Barnaby Ructions r 
Goole legged into the headmaster's study. "WHO did ·it?!! 
A mild, harmless sort of man, he was subject · " ,vho's the unknown genius 2 !! 
to ,r_iq_lent excitement if anything touched him Everybody in the Remove was 
on t4e raw. asking questions of that nature. 

".Looking for me ? "sang out a large voice. - The rising bell ·had not long sounded, but on 
l\I~. Goole, who was running hard, his gown this fair summer's morning every Removite "·as 

wnving, his mortar-board in his hand, pulled already do"?n and full of -the joyous story. 
up short. He beheld a, squa.re-jawed face, with " Well, it's about time somebody told those 
a pipe sticking out of it, viewing him from Fourth-Formers the truth about themselves," 
over the top of the hedge which divided Inner said Handforth, us he stood in the- Ancient 
Court lrom t.he Head's garden. Houso lobby. ,vi_th Church, -~IcCluro, Tommy 

"·Sir!,, panted l\fr. Goole. "I have some. ,vatsori, Tregelhs-'1Vcst-, nnd a crowd of other 
thing terrible to report! I beg of you to come Removites~ "It's only by chance thnt I.didn't 
at once·~to· ·the .East House.". work the stunt myself. I thought- of the 

",,11iat's the matter? '~ asked l\Ir. I{ings- ~heeze some days. ngo '~ 
wood, removing his pipe and regarding ~Ir " Did you raid those Fourth-Formers during 
Go~le-· with tha utmost calmness._ "Is- the the night "yith o. pot of paint1 1-Inndy ? " broke 
pla.be on fire ? !! in Russe]I. 

"Good heavens, no ! '-~- "Not likely ! " sa~d Church, with a sniff. 
"Smallpox :broken out ? !! "Handy didn't think of tho wheeze, either~ 
"R~ally, 1\Ir. Kingswood ! " snappecl tho But you know· whnt his inutgination is like·!'~ 

Housema.ster, with some asperity .. "All the "Look here--" began· 1-Iandforth wrath.;. 
H fully. 

doors in the. Junior passage of my ouse ·are "Don't etart an argument, for goodness~ 
dnubed with white paint! There's no question sake,'! said i\IcClure. ",ve want to· find out 
at an as to ·who the culprits are. Those con-
folinded Remove boys haYe done this! lVhite who played this jape on the Fourth.,, 

P
a.int·! ~!- _ Vivian Travers came along just then, cool, 

cheerful and happy. 
:. i\Ir ... Goole seemed •far more -·concerned about "Any news of the hero yet, dear clu fellows 2 !~ 
the white.· paint than about the legends them- he inquired. -
selves. He went into details-somewhat in. "Bogad ! I'm ,vonderin' if you did . it, 
co~erent ·, · de~ails, but tho Head, curioi1sly Travers-I am, really ! " said Sir ~lontie 1 

enough, grasped the truth almost before l\Ir. Tregellis-,v est, adjusting his pince-nez, . ai;icJ, · 
Goole had told his _story. eyeing '!'ravers closely. " Don~t . you thin~; 

"It wouldn't have mattered so much ii the _you'd better own up, d,ear boy ? '~ · ' 
wretched boys had used chalk," went on l\Ir. ",Yell, well ! This is most .charming of 
Goole · hoUy.~ '' Insulting epit~ets have ,been you-most complimentary," said Trnvcrs 
chnlked on the doors of my House before to-day. graciously. " I'm sure I appre~iate ,, 
But paint ! " - - . . " Don't rct ! " interrupted Ha.ndforth. " Did 

"If the paint is still wet it can be wiped you do it, Travers, or didn't you ? " 
nwav--'~ "I'm very much afroid I didn't.'! 

"

0

1\Iy dear siP, it is bone dry ! '! " Honest Injun ? '~ _ 
" It seems rather a good idea to me," said cc Honest Injun,,, said Travers. u Quite apart 

~Ir. l{ingsw·ood coolly. from the fact that my bro.in isn't bulky enough 
" A-a goo-good idea ! " stammered the to think of such a wheeze, I hate the smell of 

Housemaster, his jaw dropping. ,vet paint.'! . _ . 
" It proves that the culprit;, or culprits, had " Do- you know who dicl it, then ? ,! 

foresight," explained the Head. "Chalk marks "1 haven't the faintest idea," replied Travers, 
might have been rubbed out by an .early riser- shaking his head. " It's rather nunmy, too. 
and "then the work would have gone for nothing.'~ Somebody in the Remove is responsible, of 

"·For nothing! '' almost shrieked l\Ir. Goole. course, and there's really no reason why ha 
"I'll come straight along, lir. Goole," in- shculd hide his light under $ bushel/! 

terrupted the Head, replacing his pipe in his "I'll bet it's one of those 1Vest House 
rnouth. "And don't be too sure that the fellows," said Jimmy Potts regretfully. "That's 
Remove is guilty. After all, you haven't a rather a pit:y.'~ . . 
shred of proof, have you 1 !~ " St-il1, we have the consolation of knowing 

And in the headmaster's eyes there wa.s a thnt-ho belongs to the Remove," ~a.id Travers. 
twinkle of joy. From afar he could hear the " Ii1. fact, only n. Rcmovite could ho.vc thought 
b.nnult of the otitraged Fourth as it held an out such n stunt.'! 
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lnquil'ie:-. in t Ji,~ \YeHt, 1-f ou:--c-, however, pro\'ed 
hnrrPn. H0ggio Pit swore that. lw know uothi11g 
~•bnt:t. it, ai1Hl no?1C of tho 0(!1or \-Vest. Hou:-.c 
R<-in<>vit PS c-lni1ned -tho honour. 1'itf, &. Co. 
j I\ f net,. l1iHl t nkcn j t for grnnt cd thfl t tho 
A1wicnt lro118e l,nyK wer~ re8ponsihk·. 

The ina ttcr !.·rn1ai1~cd n eon. pll•tc iny::--t cry. 
But, the Fmt!'( h-Fonnc-r~ wc~·o not, !nkin~ it, 

]yin!! down. ]n ~. hrge Loci~~, ht·<,athiug fin•, 
1 he_\' surgPd ncr:1S8 tho Tri:~nglP, ancl 1·ce1dr•:-:-sly 
in\'tH!cd th•.~ A neic-nt Jr OllS('. 

]n t.hc lobby tl10._v can1c: Ltcc Jo _fnf'o with 
1-J:_!!ldforth. Trnvcn.:, \Vatson, Pitt, nnd a wholo 
g1.1ng c,f ot h~i· n,,1no\'ilcs.'. •. 
~ ~ • • f •. • ~ . •.. I 

"\\'lwt ha\'c we l1e1·c, c·hilclr0n?" fl!-:1,wd 
R<'!~l!i<' Pitt, ht- wonder .... '' Cun· it J~e pcssihlo 
1Ju1t:· tho 'J,\>lll'th lins nwnkcnc:.L froin its Ion!,!, 
ft;1;·g sl~~~-p ~ ,:.', ~·. .. .,... .. _ ~ _ 

· "Peen· ok! Fourth ! ".r•mid llnnclfcwth, quoting 
one of the fnn1ous lC'gc-rn.ls. " The due.I forrn of 
8t. FrHnk ':-; ! " 

' . J ,. I ' I " I " . - n, ta, lh • 

"~.G. nt gnm(•s, N.G. at jnpc~, N.O. nt <'\'<'r~·­
t laing! ?' went. on lfnnclfort.Jt. · ~~ Aud eun 
;''.Oil · he .surpris!:d ? . Look nt 't'1n ! · · Thr•y'J'o 
e\·cn N.C:. in tlw nu1.t.ter of good }ooks ! " 

,, H ) )· I ,, , a, Ul, U\. .- . 

: '- You-you ·.~nck1ing _hyron~s ! " bellow~•<l. 
Boot!'.-, his re-cl hnir .fliirly standing 011 C'n'rl. '' \Vo 
wnnt to know whnt y9u me-an by hrc-o.king into 
our ·qua rte-rs· uifrl dur.hjrig 11c,int-·---" . . .• . . , ..... .. - . _.. . . ' - . . ' ,, . 
j '~Jui,t_ n. ~n1inutC',. 0 impn..tu.ou:-- youth ! '' 
iut~rrup.lQd:Pit.t .. " .. \Yhy this-lln1::-ness·i. }low 
coino this i·nsh necuf;ufinn ~ \\'hnt 1nnk<'s vou 
t lr_ii&k tl~nt we lpl0.w n~l_-t.hin~ ab~>ut it _? " •' 

' BE .. ST·R· O·NG 'I J)fOllli.SC you Hobtist"llcnlth, i>'oubled 
. Strcn~t h and Stnmi11a 1n 30 days or 

· 111011r·.v bark! ?-l(y nm:tzing 4-in-1· Course ndd8 10-20 ins. 
lo'.·yonr mt1fi<•11l:tr den•lo1nm-nt (with 2 ins .. en ChC'~l and 
1 i11. on .\r111s). brings Iron Will, 8c-lf-Co1itrol, Yirilc 
~h11hood. l'<Tsonal l\raJ?llf't ii-;m, lktnils FREE; privatC'ly. 

:; STEBBING INSTITUTE (A), 28, Dean Road, 
LONDON. ~.W.2. . ·-·. . 

B.C TALLER I Jncre:u:rtl my own height to 6ft.. I:. ■ 31i11s. 'J'r<'ntmcnt .£2.2s.-Jk'tailS 
.... , • · . . . 21.d. st,1.mp.-A. Jl. · M.-,. P.OSS, f: ll<'id1t 8p<'rinlist. SCARBOROUGH. F.!\GLA~D .. -

1 ·Bl·: USHl•tf-c· ·, Shyness. "_Nerves," Self-consciousness . 
. ·· .: . Won·y Ha.bits. Unreasonable Fen.rs, etc· .. 
- · . . . · _, cured or money. back I . Booklet sent. 

;Ft·ee .. 1\r!v_a~ly.-L .. A: St~1:>~ing .. 28, Dean Road. London, N.W .2. 

STOP ·-s-TAMMER·ING ! · Cure. yourself_. ns 
. , .. . : ..,. .. •.. I • chcl. Part1cu-
1a.rs Free,_:.::FRANK B. HUGHES. 26, Ha1·t St .• 
--LOiti>ON: W·.U. l ~ . . ~ I ., • 

' ' ]Jen 't dcnv it ! " ::-:houlcll Lionel Corcor:tn. 
" You Hernovc.· clwps p!ayc<l tlwt jape ! " 

" \\'c'rc- not, den~ ing tlrnt one of us 1nigl1t. 
ha\'o donl' it- ln,_t wo'ro•just .. r..s n1uch in th·., 
rlnrk l)S you arr.," said l[andfort.h. · " Anyhow, 
tho chnp ·,.<'rt n inly knew 11is stuff ! " 

H Hathcr ! ,, 
,c BlC'ssNl. if T can ui1dcrstand, why ~•pu 

f ollo\\·s a re' so I wt. u udc!'· t lie c-ollnr.s ! " <'On -
tiuur·d Handforlh, in U:,f.n11;-..;J11nP.nt. l' Jsn't it 
knowi1 all over ~t. Fr:.111k'i tha·t the Fourth i:-: n 
wa~h-out '! " .. · :· . . 

' . 

l' :\nd to 1wo,·e it, n1.,• sons, ,,:c wilJ now pro-
re0d tl> clnir·k thC'~0 ·~prciri1cns out 0~1 thc-ir 
hacks ! " ~i, icl ~ HPgg~'o -.Pit t-.-l>rif.:kly. " TittC'k np,. 
]{c1n<1,·e ! Cr:1h the fnthPnds ! \No'H fc-acrh 
t Jirm t<> 'co'rric o-,-~,r- on this· si<le 'of the Tri~lllfd~ ! ,, 

"I-lcifr,.hf:'tH: !·'?: ,. ·. - .-.. · 
'' On the ball,' Rcmoyc ! " 
"I-ln, ha, hn r" -:· •,; ~. ~: 
And, with tr01nPndom~ entht1Rir.-~m, ll1uulfort.h, 

Trayer.~, ]>itt :!IHI tl.c rc~t u~lltipon t.hc disnJnyccl 
Fourt.h. Buster .Boot.s51pd .h,s :support ors woro 
grnbbc.~l,. tlwy wrro ,_~u~pC'd, nnd t}l(~y W(•l'O 

duly hurk•<l forth on l llf'ir ·nee-ks. . - . . . . . . . 

And thu~· in:-:1ilt ]1r.d.J1¢cn .ndded to injurr-­
and tho:Itoi1rth·b<>iled nnd sPcthc-cl like~ nn 
brupt in_g vole:1110. - .. - , •i , 
' The. unknown jnper had certainly wakened 
the Fourth. 

-· 
(Don't 1n is.-. the Tlu·ill.4f n,ul sensntio11s in 

11e.rt_ 1rePI. 's {•lu1-1)f<~1·s of this <.h•e,,t Scliool 
Sto1·11 ~~II · 1.;. S. ··Jl1•oolls.' _Tell 110111• ptiLfl 
"'"'"' it~t1,e11 1rill enjoy 1·eading it tlS u,ell 
! ... ~ ,;,,;; !) . ' 
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