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CHAPTER I
« On the Verge of Ruin.

T was a dull, depressing day, and London was wearing its least atlractive
aspect. Somewhere in the sky, uo doubt, the sun was shjning, but it
might as well have been non-existent for any glimpse of it thal

was vistble. It was dark nad cold and damp. The prvements were coaled
with a greasy film of grime, and the air was heavy with a misty drizzle
that was mpidlr developing into a fog. '

Gloomy and depressing as it was in the sireels, Lthere was an cven deeper
gloom and a blacker depression in the private oflice of Iervey & Foyl, the
well-known stockbrokers of Threadneedle Avenue.

John Mervey. the senior partner, was seated at his desk. staring moodily
at a litter of -books and papers. Gilbert Foyl. the junior member of the
fivm, was standing with his back to the fire, silently gnawing his moustache.
Both men’s faces were haggard and drawu, and in their eyes was a look of
ho‘peless despair.

‘The irony of the situatlion is enough to drive one crazy,” said Hervey
presently. “ Just think of it. We hold ten thousand shares in White
IBagles. At the present moment those shares are worth oxactl{ hali-a-crown
al:iccc. but from privale information in our possession we know—we arc
absolutely certain—that in a comparalively short time each of those shares
will be worth fifty pounds. In other words, if we can only hang on for a
Iew weeks we’ll be able to divide half a million between us! .

‘““In the mcantime,”” he continued, “ our balance at the bank is practically
cxhausted, we have raised all we can on our securities, and unless we can
lay our hands on fifteen thousand pounds by neon to-morrow. in order to
meel Salter’s claim, we shall be hammered on the Exchange and driven inté
bankruptey. Cruel, isn't it?"” . .

Foyl made no reply, but continued {o guaw his moustache in gloomy
silence. Hervey turned on him resentfully.

“Why don’t you sy something?’ he said irritably. “ Of course, 1 know
Lthis doesn’t hit you as hard as it hits me—"" _ _

‘“ How do you make that out?” interrupted Foyxl, breaking silence at last.
" Every peuny I bave is in Lhe firm, and if we are hammered. My run wil}
be as complete as yours.™ .

“‘I'rue,” said Hervey. **But you're a young man, and can easily make a
fresh start. I, on the other hand, am geltiug on in years, amd have neither
the Suergy nor the pluck to begin at the beginning again. Besidew, this
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1 founded it. and with pride and affeclion I've
It represents {o me my life’s work. and now
dragged down into the mire of dis-

i
!

firm i» mr child, as it were.
wutched it u'mwduml cx nn;::.“ o
o are it dextroved. bloited out, i
L:::“t and disgrace. J'll—ii, will break my heart, I think
There was u curious catch, almost a _sob, in his voice as he uttered these
words. Foyl., who was not easil mo\-_cd. was visibly affected. He came over

to his partner and laid hix hand on his shoulder. N _
1t's hard on you. old man, but it's cqually hard on me, he snid.
* ludeed. I'm not sure that it isn’t harder on me than on you. As yon know,
I"w not one who wears his heart on his sleeve, and I don’t oflc’n talk about
my private affairs; but, to show you what this means to me, I'll tell you a

weerel. . . . -

** About xix months ago I fell in love with a girl named Jessic Mualvern.
Khe's an orpbun, aud lives with ber guardian—Colonel Pryce. She’ll have
two thousand a year of her own when she comes of age; but at present both
«he and her money are cutirely under the colouel’s control. She’s very fond
of bim, aud thinks he is all that an English gentleman should be: and
ultbough she lovex me very dearly she would mever marry me, I know,
without the colonel’s consent. ’ . .

‘* Colonel Pryce bus a son, named Hubert, and I've no hesitation 1 saying
that there aren’t two bigger rotters in the country thnv the colonel and his
son. As I've already toF you, Jessie has no suspicion of the true character
of her guardiau, usud, of course, I haven’t enlightened her. As a malter of
fact, even if I told her my opinion of the colouel, I don’t suppose she’d
belicve me.

““* Now, I happen to know that before I appeared on the scenc the colonel
had made up bis mind that Jessic should marry his son—for the sake of her
mouey. of course. When he discovered that Jessie and I were falling in
love with each other, he did everything in his power to keep us apart. In
spite of ull his scheming, however, we managed to mcet from time to time,
nnd ouly lust week Jessic promised to be my wife on condition that I
obtained her guardian’s consent.

“I interviewed the colonel a coul:le of days ago,”’ conlinued Foyl.
* Although, no doubt, he would have liked to have poisoned me for upsettin
his plaps and winning Jessie's affections, he was outwardly polite and self-
possessed. Ile nsked me a lot of questions about myself and my family ond
my propects, and in the end he suiti he would talk the matter over with Jessie
und give me his answer next Monday.”’ '

ITe turned away with a gesture of despair, and resumed his former position
by tho fireplace.

" So mow'you know what it means to me if we are forced into bankruptcy,”
he concluded. ** In the first pluce, I should be a beggar, and, as an Lonour-
able man, ] could not hold Jessie to her promise; and in the second place,
rven if I did try to hold her to her promise, the colonel would refuse to
consent to his ward marrying a penuiless bankrupt. Jessie, I am sure,
would marry me—if I asked her—although I hadn’t a penny in the world,
but »hie would mever, mever marry me without her guardinn’s consent.
Unlens, therefore, this disaster can be averted, I shall not only lose my
meney und my position in the City, but I shall also lose what is dearer to
me than anything else in the world—the girt T love.”2

Hervey rose from his chair and held out his hand.

l :'UTG“'O we, Foyl,”” he said. “I'm a selfish brute! T had only looked
eune. tatler from iy own yoint of view.  T'iad only chonght of what 1¢
on you ne on Mot mit that if this Llow falls, it will fall as heunl_y

ol . . . o
But is it certain that the blow must fall #’2 said Foyl, making an obvious
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.;ll’fm-t;9 to shake off his deapondency. ‘“ Can nothing bie done to ward off the
blow?""

‘1 can think of notlhing,’’ snid Hervey.

‘“ How would it be,” sug%osted Foyl, ™ if one of us were Lo sce Salter this

afternoon, and frankly explain how matlers stand, and ask him to grant ua
a few weeka' grace?”

Hervey shook his head.
““It would bo useless,” he snid with conviclion. ‘‘ Saller, as you kuow, has
had his knife into us over since we bested him over that Romanza Rubber

affair, and now that he has got us in a tight corner Le’ll show us no mercy.
. It would be a waste of time to appeal to Salter.”

““ It might be worth while trying,” persisted Foyf.

‘Again Hervey shook hie hend. :

“ Well, I won’t try,'”” he said. ““Call it false pride, il you like, bul I
couldn’t bring mysclf to appenl to Salter for mercy. I'd sooner face ruiun.”

““ Would you mind if I appealed to him?*’ asked Foyl.

His partuer looked at him in surprise.

‘“ Are you serious?"’ he asked.

‘“ Perfectly,” said Foyl. ‘I wouldn’t do anything against your wishes,
but. if yow're agreeable, I'm quite willing to sce Salter, and explain the
~position, and ask him to grant us an extension of time.”

‘“ He wouldn’t do it,”’ snid Hervey.

“ No harm in asking him, anyhow," said Foyl. ‘It's our enly hope, and
~at the worst he can only refuse.”’

““I thought you knew Salter better Lthan that.”’ snid Hervey. “ He'll not
only refuse, but he’ll insult you into the bargain. The more yonu humble

ourself, the more he’ll taunt you and the more bLe’ll gloat over your
winmiliation.””

“ Tl(lieu you advise me not to go to him?"

€ I 0.'3

“ But you don’t forbid me to go aund see him?" .

T have no right to forbid you. I know it will be useless, but if you want
}:)o go—il yowro prepared lo expose yourself to his tanuts and insulls—go

all means.” :
y1“oyl hesitated for a moment. . If only he had known how much depended
on bis decision!

““I think I'll go,” hc snid at last. .

Saying which, he douned his hat and overcont and left the office, little
dreaming into what a pitfall of fate, into what a taugled web of tragedy.
he was innocently walking.

" CHAPTER IIL

“The Mu:der iu Penfold Lane.

O look at him, you would never have guessed that M:\rmm!uke Saller
was a member of the Stock Exchange. IHe was a short, thick-sel man
with a heavy, course-featured face avhich was nc!orncd by o snub nose,

a large mouth, and a pair of small, beady cyes. llis lower Jaw was very
square, and the hair on his bullet-shaped head was closely cropped.

At the best you would have taken him for a prosperous publican: at the
worst you might have set him down as 2 retired pugilist. o

Ilis "offices were in DPenfold Lane. a stone’s throw [rom I'hreadneedle
Avenue. They were sitnated on the ground floor of a handseme building
known as Caspian Chambers.
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The onter ofce. which was occupied by half a dozen clerks, fronted the
siret. Nalter's private office cverlooked a small courtyard at the back of

the buildiog. ' .
"l“h fog 5,, growing denser every winute whon Gilbert Foyl walked into

the outer offior, but it was not yet dark cmough to justify the clerks in
»witching on the clectric lighta.
]« Mr. Salter disengaged?”’ he asked of the clerk who camo forward to

snquire his businees. ' .
'.:I'.l"l‘l' inquire, sir,”” replied the clerk, who knew Foyl well both by sight

and mame. - _ . .

He tapped at the door of the inner office and disappeared into the room.
II~ resppeared s moment later and returned to F%!. . -

‘“ Mr. Salter iy discongaged, sir,”” he said. ‘““Will you please step this
WAY. .

h’cllor was scaled al a small knec-hole desk in the centre of the room,
Brhind him was the fireplace and in front of him was a bookcase.

On his Jeft was the door which led into the front office, and on his right
was the window which overlooked ihe courtyard at the back of the building.
In apite of the cold and damp, this window wae open a few inches at the

bottom,
“Come in. Glad to sece you,” he said, when (he clerk ushered Foyl into

the room,

He pointed to a chair.
“ Take a scot.” he continued. *‘I hope you don’t mind the window being

open, but the fact is when the wind is in this quarter the fire smokes if the
window is ehut. Bit of o nuisance, isn’t it?””

Foyl murmured somcthing in reply, and seated himself in the chair which
Salter had indicaled.

" I've called about our account with you,’’ he said, when the clerk had left
the room. “‘It’s duc to-morrow, I believe.’>

“That’s so,"” said Salter, pushing a box of cigars towards Foyl. * Have
e weed? No? Well, you won't mind if I have one, will you?"

e bil off the end of a cigar and Iightcd it.

“* Lel me nee, fiftecn thousand, isn’t it?”” le said. ‘“Not a largo sum for
a firm of the slanding of Hervey & Foyl.. A mere trifle, in fact. Have you
called to getlle now?

. ""No,” gaid Foyl. “The fnet is, we’ro raller hard-pressed for money
just now, and I've called to ask you if you can see your way to graut us an
extension of Lime.”

“Then you've called on & fool’s errand!” said Salter coarsely. * An
cxlension of time, forsooth! Not likely! The mouney is due to-morrow, and
it must Le paid to-morrow.”” ) '

- {lh_n[ﬁ that isn‘t your last word.”

- I8,

" At ony rale, you'll perhaps allow m i ition i i
my purtucr and n{ym" IP:O l!a 8 alls ¢ to cxplain the position in which
wypo €80 explain as much ns you like, but it won't alter my decision.’s
v ng  8re the holders of ten thousand shares in the White Eagle Mine.’2

" Muck! Worthlesa rubbigh !*

. i\""ll:;:‘:‘""’:““;ll';v'r_e uoted at half-a-crown apicce.”
. . ey re . N ’
paper o e e ST 2 80 Ve snon they woul b worth the
" That’s the general opinion, 1 admit, But we ) fidential inf
tion which leads us to Imlie\:e-—which. makes iel: m::c:?cl:ﬂll enci::tl:' l:l it
; in—that
the sharos will be up 1o ifty pounds apicce wil.mll): 8 »hm‘i‘;r time.”’
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gusﬂnt;:';ﬁl;l r%'l':ﬂ;ed ln: cigar [rom his mouth, threw back his head, and
“ at do you take me for?”" he jeered. ** Do i ) idi

that you can impose on me with o cgck-nnd-bull ta : tllﬂ:'(l-' lll.‘lrn[]? "'l n_':,':::::
zggon‘:ﬁ?ﬁ me to accept some of your roiltem shares in settlement of my

““ Not at oll,” said Foyl. “ We¢ have not i i
ing with a single alm,rey unless wo are [orm. rgl“;ro‘:;tjo:-'t‘.“i:ha:l?: Prou

. : g You
what I've told you is to make you understand that although we're sbort
o[em{::;ey ljlll:lt now, \}o shall ll:m'e plenty of money at our command—if we
are alone—in a few weeks” time. If, therefore, you will consent to
wait—m-""

“But I won’t! Not a day! Not an hour! Not-a minute! The money
must be gmd by noon, to-morrow, or—well, vou know what will happen.”

‘“Yes, I know what will happen,’”” said Foyl quietly. ‘“\We hall 'be
hammered on the Exchange ang forcod iuto bankruptey. DBut that won't
benefit you, will it?” If you drive us into the bankruptcy court—and ydu
can do 1t, I admit— you’'ll only get a fraction of the money we owe you.
The White Eagle shores wil] be sold before the rise takes place, and you'll
be lucky if you get a few shillings in the pound. On the other hand, if
you leave us alone, and grant us a few wecks’ grace, you'll get your
account in full, with added interest at five per cent. Surely, as a business
man, that must appeal to you?”

““ It docsn’t appeal lo me in the lenst. On the contrars, it leaves me
absolutely cold. Ei the first place, I don’t believe your fairy-tale about
the coming rise in White Eagles. And in the second place, even if T
did believe it, I should still iusist that you must sctlle my account to-
morrow, or take the comsequences.”

“ But why?"” asked Foyl. _

Saltér laid down hia cigar and looked his visilor full in the face.

“ You ask me why?” he enid, aud his voice trembled with au ppressed
assion. *‘ I'll tell yon. Have you forgotten that affair of the l‘ommua
tubber Fstates? You haven’t, I sce. Neither have I. You beat me over

that busincss, but I swore to have my revenge, and I've been working amd
waiting for revenge ever since.

““ You say you’re hard pressed for money just now.,”” he continued.” *“ Do
vou know whom you've to thank for that? Me! For months I've Leen
sccrotly working and scheming to drive you into a corner, to get you into
a hole. And at last I've dome it:" .

His face wne now transfigured with venomous hate, and his beady eycs
glowed with malignant triumph. N .

“ You and Hervey are absolutely under my thumb,” he went ou, * and
I'll show you no morc merey than I'd show to a couple of rals that I'd
;Mght in o trap. I can crush you—ruin you—brggor you—and, Ly Ileaven,

will !’ . - . .
‘““ Foyl was only human, after all. So far he had kept his temper with

commendable restraint, but this final outburst on Snlter’s part stung him
to the quick. , .

In scorching phrases he told Salter what hie thought of him. Salter
retorled with equal heat; and for 2 few moments the two men engaged
in an angry altercation, the sounds of which. though not the actual
words, were clearly heard by the clecks in the front office. _ .

While they were lhus slanging cach other, a man stole inlo the little
courlyard at the back of the building and glided towards the window
of Salter’s private oflice. .

lle was a youngish man, and was not wulike Foyl in general appearance.
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He wae not no well or 6o neatly dressed as Foyl. bul he was aboutl the
wme height and build, he had the came type of face, and, like Foyl, ho

. heavy dark-brown moustache, .
h‘:...lur:.&y mcntinoed; the window was open a few inches at the boltom.

Ou perceiving this fact, the new arrival chuckled softly o himself.

He glanced nervously to right and left, as if to m_nl:c sure that nobody
wan watching him: then, stooping down in a crouching attitude, he crept
1o Lhe ontaide of the window. . .

At that woment Saiter was sitting at his desk and Foyl was standing
m front of him, on the other side of the desk. Each man was glaring
ynto the other’'s face and talking at the top of his voice, 8o that they
neither suw nor leard the sinister figure outside the window.

Slipping his hand iuto his overcoat pocket, the man drow out an old-
fushion, long-barrelled revolver, and stealthily ingerted the muzzle into
the open space at {the boltom -of the window.

Crouching still lower, he squinted along the barrel, and was just about
to presg the trigger when Salter, for no reason whatever, happencd to
turn his head ang glance in the direction of the window.

ANl that was visible of the man from inside the room was the upper part
of his face afd the hand which held the revolver. It was more than
~nough for Salter. With a shout of alarm, he sprang io his feet, but
cven ns he did so a loud report rang through the room.

Crack ! -

One shot sufliced. The bullet struck Salter between the eyes and huried
itself in his brain. Decath was grobab!y justantancous, for he staggered
hack, knocked over the chair, and pitched to the floor like a pole-axed ox.

All this had taken place with such dramatic swiftness that Foyl was
too bewildered for a moment to realise what had happened. As the window
wax nol in his line of vision, he had never seen the man outside;. and he
had been utterly at a loss to understand why Salter had suddenly leaped
1o his feel with n shout of alarm.

When, however, the reporl of the revolver rang through the room, and
Sulter pitched (o the floor, it suddenly dawned on Foyl that somebody had
fired at Salter through the open window,

As. the truth burst on him, he glanced towards the window, and was
just in lime to sce the back of a man disappearing in the fog.

Without a sccond’s hesitation, carriecd away by his excitement and
his eager desire to capture the man, Foyl sprang to the window, threw up
the sash, and vaulted out inlo the yard.

As he alighted on hiy feet ontside the window, le slipped and fell, and
by the time he had picked himself up the man had vanished.

So far as Foyxl kmew there was only one way by which the fugitive
counld have esca from the yard, and that was b douhling round the
ll'llll of the building and down a narrow passage which led into Penfold

alne, ’ .

A the man had been making off in that direction whem Foyl had last
scen him, Foyl dashed away in that direction, teo, but had barely covered
# doxen yurds when something lying on the gronnd attracted bis attention.

It was an old-fashioned, long-borrelled revolver, from the muzzle of
which a winp of smoke was slowly dribbling. Apparently the fugitive had
(‘l“‘l(‘r dropped it or Lhrown ji away.

I 1-03-1 sloom and picked it up, and no sooner had he done so than he
,‘.':.':I'mtﬁ“;:e y running up the poesage which led into the yard from

“Ne's coming back to search for his revolver.” muttered Foyl.
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Wilh the revolver in his hand he dur
ran into Lthe arms of n constable,

“ You're in & mighty hurry, young man,” growled ihe constable,

Foyl by the arm and lixing his eycs on the smok Iver in 1 ripping
#* Now, what’s your littleg gamej.;" ing revolver in loyfn Ln.ml.

led into tho pamage, and liternll~

CHAPTER 1L

In the Grip of the Law.
HEN the clerks in the.outer office heard the report of the revolver

and the crash which followed, they jumped down from their stools
and gazed at cach other with frightened erves.

“ He’s shot him,” said one of them bhoarsely. He was Salter's head
clerk, and his name was Arnold.

.The words had scarcely crossed his lips ero the sound of on opening
window was heard.

‘““ Aud now he's escaping through the window,” enid Arnold excitedly,
#* Come on!”’ .

He darted to the door of tho inner office and flung it open. Then he
started back with a cry of horror, while Lhe other derEs. clustering behind
him, pecered into the room, over his shoulder, in shuddering silence.

Salter was lying on the floor beside the overturned chair, with a thin
strecam of blood trickling from a wound in his forehead. Even to their
untrained eyes, it was plain to be¢ socn that he was dead.

The window was wide open, and Foyl had disappeared, thougl: his hat
still stood on the end of the desk.

Arnold was the first to recover his wits.

‘ Brodrick and Smith—you stay here nnd sec that nobody moves any-
thing,” he said, turning to two of the terrified clerks. ‘ You '—turuing
to another—'‘ go for the police. You "—addressing a tnird—‘“ go for the
nearest doctor. I'm gojng after Foyl.”

And without waiting for their replies, he raced across the room and
vaulted through the window. ]

In the meantime, as already described. Forl had darted into the passage
leading to Penfold Lane, and had run into the arms of a police-constable.

““You're in a mighty hurry, young wman,” growled the latter, catching
Foyl by the arm and glancing meaniugly at the revolver in Foyl's hand.
#* Now, what’s your little game?”’ _ ) .

“Mr. Salter lins been shot—fatally. I'm afraid.” replied Foyl. apeaking
excitedly and nlmost incolerently. * While he and 1 wore talking in his
office, n man stole up to the outside of the window, which happened to
be open, and——"' . . _

Before he could say more, Arnold came running up through the fog.

*“ Ah, you’ve got him, I sce!”” he panted. y -

“ Yes, T've got him,” said the constable grimly. * Do you know vim?

““Ol, yes,” said Arnold. ** His name is Foyl—Gilbert Foyl, 1 belicve.
He’s n member of the firm of Hervey & Foyl, of Threadneedle Avenue.
He came to our place about a quarter of an hour ago and asked lo see Mr.
Salter. He was shown into Mr. Salter'a private ofice and very soon
wo heard him and Mr. Salter quarrelling. All at once we heard o shot.
followed by a crash. and when we rushed into the room we found that
Mr. Salter had been shot throngh the head and was lying dead on the floor.
Jhe window was wide open, and Mr. Foyl had vanished.
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Romething in the tone in which ke uttered these last words caused ilberg

1 to start.
F(f"-’,u‘: ;onur suggesting that it was I who shol Mr. Salter?” he demanded.

Arpold shrugged his shoulders and poiuted to the revolver in Foyl's
hand, N .

“"The facts apeak for themselves, I think.' he said. )

Foy! was not alarined—not yet. He was not even n:Ery with Arnold.
The iden that anybody could seriously believe that he had murdered Salter
wan too ridiculous lo cawse bhiln a moment’s uneasiness.

* You do not know what you are saying,” he said to Arnold. “‘ You are
exciteu tind upset by what has happened. When you've ca!mgd_ down a
bit. vou’ll be the first, I;n sure, to laugh at your absurd suspicions.”

le turned to the constable. ] ] ]

** I ndmit that Mr. Salter and I were :l\uarrclhng," he said. ‘ He insulted
me, and I—well, I Jost my temper, and told him what I tHought of liim.
Suddenly, to my surprise, Mr. Salter leaped to his feet with a ery of alarm.
Before 1 could ask him what was the matter, a shot rang out, and he
dropped to the ground. . .

. 'i‘hc shot appcared to come from the neighbourhood of the window, and,
on looking in that direction, I saw a man running away. He had evidently
stolen up to Lhe outside of the window while Mr. Salter and I were talking.
The window was open at the bottom, and although I didn’t sce him fire
the shot, it wans evident that he had fired througﬁ the open space at the
bottem of the window. )

“ With the object of catching the man Lefore he got clear away, I ran
1o the window, threw it open, and {'umped out juto the yard. Unfor-
tunately I slipped and fell, and by the time I had picked myself up the
man had vanished in the fog. I dashed off in the direction in which I had
lant seen bim, and found this revolver lying on the ground. As I picked
it up, I heard somehody coming up this passage. thought it was the
man coming back for his revolver. I ran into the passage—and ran into
your arms. And that’s all I know about the matter.”

Arnold locked at the coustable, and his lips hall parted in a derisive smile.
*“A very lame story, don’t you think?”’ he said.

_ ""It’s not for me to express an opinion,” said the constable. * My business

15 1o ascerlain the facts of the case, and the facts of the case, so far as I'm

concerned, are these. 1 was on duty in Penfold Lane, and was passing the

end of this paesage. when 1 heard o shot. It sccmed to come from this -
yard, so I ran up this passage, and collided with this gentleman, who was

kurrying down the passage with a smoking revolver in his hand.

" You saw nobody clse in the passage or in the yard?” queried Arnold.

" No,” replied the constable—""only this gentleman.”

A dim forehoding of bis danger now began to dawn on Foyl. At last he
began to realise what a cunning web of circumstantial evidonce the fates had
woven round him. .
3:1'1.| "‘:".Ii"?tl'\'(‘ to:;l you is the absolute truth.'” he said to the constable. * If
] in't meetl the mman 1 3
by sotc olher oo an in the passage, he must have escaped from thg yard
. l““!j‘"'._’ said the gon_stnhlo, in & noun-committal voice. * All I can say
%} hever saw him.  You're the only man I saw, and although I express no
al\|:?:::::: l:"; llo 'the truth or otherwise of four story, I'm bound to tell you that

|.~,,l>].|-' y lﬁn::":;.‘::;,t of my sight until I’ve made further inquir.ics.”

.. Does that mean that I'm to consider myself uuder arrest?”’ he asked

Ob, no!™ replied the constable, ** Noty)fcl., anvhow! DBut I must go to
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Mr. Saller’s office now, and pursue my inquiries there, and I must nak yo.
to accompany me. If you decline to accompany me——"

* But I don’t decline, of course,’” said Foyl. ‘‘ Lead the way!'"

e Bet.!:‘or give me that revolver first.,”” said the constable, halding out his
hand. “‘It’s an important clue, and if your story is truc—and I'm not say--
ing it is or it isn’t—that revolver may help us Lo discover the identity of the
murderer.”” . :

‘L hope it will,” eaid Foyl, as be handed the weapon over. * At any rate,
I'm sure of one thing. If you make inquiries. you’ll find that this revolver
isn’t mine, and’ wns never in my possession until a fews minutes agr

_ The constable bricfly examined the revolver, and saw that it contained five
live cartridges and onc spent one: He carefully placed it in his peckel.
Then he led the way to the open window, and he and li-‘oyl aud Arnold climbed
iuto the little room.

Mecanwhile, short as the time had been, one of the clerks had returned with
a doctor, nnd nnother with an inspector of police. The doctor was examining
Salter, and the inspector was talking in a low voico to one of Lhe clerks.

There was something of a scusation when Arpold climbed in at the window,
followed by Foyl and the constable. The last-named saluled the inspector,
and engaged in a whispered conversation with him, at the end of which he
handed him the revolver.

The inspector beckoned to Arnold, drew him aside, and questioned Lim.
Then he nodded his head, as though he had come to some decision, and
E!ault:ed dt;cross at Foyl, who had dropped inlo a chair and buried his [ace in

is hands.

Presently the doctor rose to bis feet. and announced that he had finished
his examination.

““ You can remove the body to the mortuary now,” he said. “I've scen
all 1 wish to see for the present.” :

“ Yon certify that life is extinct?’" asked the inspector, as a matter of form.

‘“ Absolutely! In fact, death must have beeu instantancous.”

“ And the cnuse of death?”’ o

¢ A revolver bullet which penetrated the skull and lodged in the brain.™

The inspector showed bhim the revelver. _

“Ts this a likely sort of weapon from which the bullet might have been
fired?”’ he asked. ]

The doctor examined it, and handed it-back.

““Yes,” he said. “‘I can’t be certain, of course, until the fatal bullet haa
heen removed nnd compared with those that still remain in the revolver. At
tho same time, I have very little doubt that this is the weapon with which
the crime was committed.  Where did you find it:™ :

The inspector smiled, and shook his head. = ] ,

““ You mustn’t question me!’”” he said. ** You Il be going now, I suppose:
Good-afternoon, and thank you. I'll let you know about the inquesl as soon
as I hear from the coroner.”

The doctor departed, and the inspector and the constable held another
whispered consultation. Tho inspector then walked over to Foyl, while the
¢lerks looked om in breathless Snspense. by

They guessed what was coming—especially wheu they heard the conslable
go to the front door and whistle for a (axi. )

““ Your name is Gilbert Foyl. I believer" said the inspector. ‘ I

Foyl looked up and nodded. Mis face was ashen grey. and he scemed to
have aged ten years in the last few minutes.

- *“ Yes,” he said wearily, ‘ that's my name.” . .

T nlse understand that you deny that this revolver is your properiy:
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*] meot cortamly do'’ mid Foyl. * If you donbt my word, you bave
«nly te make pguinice to watindy yoursell on the point.” :
“ Jaquitys ml' be made. you may depend on it,”” snid the inapector. “ Im
the meantime, 12 view of the information I have reccived from the constablo
. and thew: clerks, my duty is clear. Stand up, please!™
ke a man 1o a dream, Foy! dragged himself 1o bis feet. The inspector
laid one hand on hia sboulder.
* Gilbert Foyl.” he said, in cold and formal {ones, ‘“ I arrest you on tho
vharge of wilfully murdering Marmaduke Sulter at or about the hour of
three o’clock this afternovn. You nced not say anytlhing unless you wish,
Lut 11 1« my duty to warn you Lhat n‘l:i'tlling you eay will be taken down, and
may e uaed agninet you at your trial. Please hold out your hands!”’
As Foxl held out his hands, the inspeclor drew a pair of handcuffs from his
ru-k--i. A moment later the handcuffe snapped, and the Law had Gilbert

“oxl i als grip.

CHAPTER 1V,

Nelson Lee to the Rescue.

T was the following morning. Nelson Lee had just finished breakfast at
his reonik in Gray’s Inn Road, and was glancing through the morning
papers, when the door opened and Nipper bounced in. y

“ llere we are again ! he announced cheerfully. ““ Tho top of the morn-

ing to you! Tlope you've lefl me something to eat, for I'm as hungry as a
bunter!”

The detective looked up from the paper he was reading nnd glanced at the

clock, It was a quarter-past nine.,

" Thix in a nice time to come down to breakfast!” he sanid severely.

" A very nice time!”’ gaid Nipper, as he scated himself at the lnb{e. *“Tho

m_(:;sl time of theday! I always did think so, and I'm glad to find you agree
with me!'” )

Neleon Lee smiled and shook his head.

" You're incorrigible!”’ he said.

_ " Dunno what that means!” said Nipper. ‘ Bat if it's something flatter-
wg. I am. Anything startling in the papers this morning?”

Yen. A slockbroker was shot im the City yesterday aflernoon—Mr. Mar-
maduke Salter, of Caspian Chambhers, Penfold Lane.”

Who shot him?”

: "1t is nHeged that he was shot by another stockbroker named Foyl, but
oyl denies thin, and says that he was shot by some unknown man, who fired
a1 him through the office window, which happened to be open at the time.”

He picked up one of the papers which he had already rend and pushed it

Acreme Lo Nipper.
Ihut’s an good a report as any,” he snid. *“ Read it while I run throngh
‘|“r.i:l1- «ther papers.”
‘e rend the report and i i
'I'f[':;_""‘ mimton e l'md ﬁl:llils 1 el:]lel)(::,]]l:. I)reakm.sl, al the same time. In less
SOCIIN AN inleresll ”» . .
. a‘"' we likely |.:;rr:‘ :_1:1 lefln?::’?" he remarked, as he lolded up his napkin.
“'i|";'l"li“|;<‘il'_t::nl‘c(_ll at the ** we,” but made no comyent on it.
‘*‘_.l'-("_nli-iiliimul-d.:! l]:('oﬂlllli‘:lﬂ:mmo that my services—I mean our BCrvices—may

., oadd busineps " jnid N ST . 1 <

Yon've heard mc":lllicnk ltli)ll'mhll r. l{m!c? Hlakcs you thmk‘ ﬂc_». ,
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i " Yes.
isn't he?”

“Yes. And he's one of Lhe best and most (rastworlhy fellows in the world.
A year or two ago he took Foyl into partnership, um{

. an he's wure to want
to do the best he can for his partner, I think it's very likely—-"

The fronl-door bell rang.

‘“ Speak of angels!" said Nelson Tee. *“ Ten Lo one this ic he !

He was right, for a moment or two later his landlady. Mrs. Jonen. rapped
at the door and announced that a gentleman named 1lervey wished to see the
detective on urgent and important busincss.

- “ Clear Lhe table and show him up,’” said Nelson Lee.

The landlady whisked awa theL cakinst-things and ushered Herver into
the room. If he had looked {mggard and careworn the day before, he looked
ten times more haggard and careworn now.

“You can guces, no doubt, why I have come,” he said in a hollow vouice,
after shaking bands with Nelson Lee and Nipper. “ Gilbert Foyl is my
partaer, but he is more than that—he is my dcarcst friend. lle is n{wolulely
1mnocent of this terrible orime, and you must help us to prove his inmocence.”

“‘ 1 shall be only too glad to do what I can,’” said Nelson Lee. *‘ Pray bhe
scated. Am I to understand that Mr. Foyl has sent you to solicit my help:™

‘““No. I have come on my own responsibility. After Foyl was arrested,
he was taken to the police-station, from where he sent ap urgent mesange.
imploring me to come to bim at once. When I reached the station, he told
mo his story, and asked me to cugage a lawyer to defend him. I have
cngaged Mr. Booth, who will repregent him at the magisterial inquiry, which
opens this morning. - :

K Now. Mr. BoolEh is a very clever lawyer.”" he continued, “ and I havo
every confidence in him. At the same time, I feel we must have tho very
best help it is possible to secure, aud that’s why I've come to you. You will
help ws—won’t you, Mr. Lee?” _

‘T have already promised to do so,”” said Nelson Lee.

Te waved his hand towards the pile of newspapers on the table. )

“I have already rend the published reports of the afair,”” he said, ** but
thero aro ono or two points which the papers leave obscure. and which I
shall he glad if you can clear up. For instance, why did Mr. Feyl go to
Mvr. Saller’s office, and what did thc¥ quarrel about®"’ .

In reply to this question, Foyl told him of their financial embarrassment.
of the fifteen thousand they owed to Salter, and of the expected rise in White
E‘!!zllel';alwns only yesterday afterncon that we discovered what a hole we wore
in,”” he went on. ** Briefly, the posilion was this—Salter’s account was due at
woon to-day, and we conldn’t meet it. If he ingisted on payment, we should
be ruined, and foroed into bankruptey. On the other hand, if he would
agreo to wait a fow wecks—by which time the rise in White Eaglea would
havo materialised—we could pay him in full, and have half a million to divido
be‘t"“l'[e:nt‘l:;o circumstances,” he concluded, *“ Foyl volunteered lo go 1o
Salter’s office and ask him to grant us nn extension of time, I told lun:, |:
would be useless, and I was right. Salter not only rofused his request, bu
grossly insulted him. Stung by his taunts, Foyl lost his temper, and ;l e
while they were slanging each other that the unknown man crept up to the
outside o(yt,llo apen window and shot Salter through the head. )

The dotective pondered for n moment or {wo before he resumed his cross-
examination, . « ‘Lite Fagles

2 Yo:: are quito satisfied, I suppose.’” he said at last, “ that While Fagles

will be worth fifty pounds apiece iu a few weeks’ time?'s

HOe's the Slock Exchange man who invesls your money for vou,
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I+ 1» nm vertain as I'm sitting here,”” said Hervey. lil_lt tll!lt (loesn_'t.
smterest me pow,  Although Salter is dead, his account 18 & ill alive. It is
due ut novn to<day. and we cannot meel it.  We shall be declared bankrupt,
the shares will be mold before the rise takes place, and somebody else will reap

« W .
the ?..,::fdm. afternoon,”” he added, “ I could think of nothing but the
rmn which was staring us in the Iace. It scemed the most terrible thing
that could happen. But I care nothing for that now. Ruin, bankruptey—
nothing matters if only Foyl can be saved. And you will save him, won’t
you, M‘i lec?™’ . . g . .
“ -1 will do my best.” said Nelson Leo again. Meanwhile, therc's
unotker point on which I should be glad of information. Did Mr. Foyl see
the man who shot Mr. Salter?” . o

*“ He only saw his back as be wns disappearing in the fog.”

*“"I'lhen he can’t describo the man?”’

" No.”

“That’s a pity. It must have been someone who had a grudge agninst
Kalter. I must make inquirics on that Foinl:. And now for another
question.  Is it a fact that the only exit Irom the yard is through that
parsnge which leads inlo Penfold Lane?”

*“1 believe ro.”

* If that is =0. we are up against a very awkward fact; for the constable
declares, | see that nobody came down that passago except Mr. Foyxl.”

*“ Perhaps the murderer was in the yard all the time, and they never
rav him on account of the fog.”

“That's possible, but hardly probable. However, I'll go down to-
Penfoid Lane this morning, and have a look at the yard. And now ahout
the revoiver.  Mr, Foyl, of course, denies that it is his.”

“ And he speaks the truth. I know for a fact that he never owned a
revolver of any kind or deseriplion.”” . :

“The police will say that he may have bought a revolver without your
knowledge.  However, that’s another point on which I must make in-
quiries.  I'll get the police to allow me to take a photogriph of the
revolver: and then I'll interview all the gunsmiths in London, and find
out il any of them has recently sold such a weapon.”

* The police are already doing something of that kind, I understand.”

“ No doubt, bpt that necedn’t prevent me couducting an iuvestigation
op my own account. Do youn happen to know who’s in charge of tho case?”

* Inapector Mansfield.” ;

“ A pood man. T must see him some Ltime lo-day. At what time is Mr.
I'oy] 10 he hrought before the magistrate this morning?”’ .

* Eleven o'clock.” '

** Al Bow Street, of course?’”’

"You T

. \\_"cll._Nimmr and I will go down to Penfold Lane and explore that
yard,” said Nelson Lee, rising to his feet. ** We’ll then come on to Bow
Strect, and mcet you there. In the meantime, you have some shares of
mine in - the strong-room at your office—abont twenty thousand pounds’
worth, T helieve:” '

-:llmt 40,7 said Hervey, wilh o faint smile. *“ But you ncedn’t be

anxious ahowt them. Although the firm will ho driven into bankruptey,
your shaves will not bo seized Lo pay our debts!”’ -

" 1 never imagined they would,” said Nelson Lee. I wasn’t thinking

of that. T was Lthinking of Saller’s account wl i
) ol » Which Is due to be pnid at
noon to-day. 1f you'll bring the neeessary papers to BDow Street at? eleven
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.o'clock, L'll sign an order authorising you to
wor%l[ol' my sllrirou to scttle Salter's ﬁc(}:onnt. noe B
. course, I'm not thinkiug of makimg you ;
]Ic“lld:!cd with a lqugh'; “I’'m only lendini it to"y!;:-lc:':;:Laor[c\t-hfu:'l::‘?;
““lthout secl’l'rlty_? asped lervey, scurcely Lelieving his enrs.
L know you,” said Nelson Lee simply. “ ll? you eny that White Eagles
;_1:: {;tom 'llllglttglu‘:":f;eptullc‘ds nlplccc, ‘m quile conlent Lo take yonr word
. akes place yo —with interest,
-_it"ll! baso Tont comscience! place you cun pay me back—with interest, if
enrs streamed down Uervey’s face. Words failed him. AlL .
Jind affected to make light of the ruin which was staring him in It.‘;;:-gll!n::-c
}E._ !i,nd really .}:_orturﬁd him nlmorat_ as much as the fact of Foyl's arreal.
nd now, as if at the waving of a magician’s wand, } ; ise
pelled and tho sun was dlininigg again. & unds the clouds were dis
:: How—how ever can I thank you?” ho [allered.
By saying no more nbout it, said Neleon Lec. “‘Indeed, as a maller
of fact, we’ve wasted too much time in talk already. If you are to got
~tho papers prepared, and if Nipper and.I are to go to Penfold Lane, uud
meel you at Bow Street at cleven o'clock, we have none oi us any time to
sparc. Good morning!"’
“And before the 'be\\-lldcrcd stockbroker cowld finud his tongue, the detee
tive handed him his bat and bowed him out!

fleen thousrand prunds’

CHAPTER V.
A Smashing" Blow.
FTER Ilervey’s departure, Nelson Lee sent for-a taxi, in whith ho and
Nipper drove Lo Penfold Lane. Dismissing the taxi at the end of the -
_ prssage which lead to the rear of Caspian Chambers, they walked
down the passage, aud set to work to exploro the yard. :

By the light of what they had read in the papers, and what Hervey had
told them, they had no difficulty in locating the window of Salter’s office,
and the spot where Foyl bad picked up the revolver. .

They also satisfied themselves that there was no legitimate cxit from Lle
yard exoept through the passage which lead into Penfold Lane.

A few yards from the spot where Foyl had found the Yevolver, howaver.
thero was a rather high brick wall, which divided tne yard from a similar
yard at the back of the next block of bmidmia. From this sccond yard, a
narrow covered passage also led into Penfold Lane. .

“ That, no doubt, is how the murderer escaped.” said Nelson Lee, point-
ing to this wall. “It's o fairly stiff climb, I admit, but a desperate man,
flceing for his life, would make light of it. Probably his original intention
was to cacape down this passage, but just when he reached this spot he
heard the constable coming up the passage. so he dro‘)ped his revolver,
darted to this wall, leaped into the air, caught hold of the top of the wall
with his hands, and hauled himself over.” . . tonal

Nipper examined the brickwork of the wall with the aiv of a profesxiona
expert! . . . v aid
. ““hore are no signs of anybody having climbed over this wall, lie &ai
judicially., ‘I mean, there are no marks, or scratcies, or anylthing of that
kind."”’

_ ““There wouldi’t be,”” said Nelson Toe.
. “So we caunot prove that Lhat is how the man escaped?
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* Tywe® I'tn morally cerlain that that is how ho cscaped, Lut I l'rceiy

sdmit | 130t prove n.! '

] bonk hi« bead. o )
"'un:-l. bave no use for moral cerlainties!” lhe said. * They wand

preofs  definite cridence—something they can see and handle! ~ You’ll
weser mave Foxl from the gullows by presenting the jury with a moral
veriainty . . .

rll“:n: pot often that Nipper talked in this strain. The detective was
scerelly amused by his pupil’s solemn, and rather portentous air, but

to prescrve his groavity.

m?'ul.'f:]qn::ll well awnrcgol‘ that,” he said. “ But I hops to be able to
produce such proofs of Foyl's imnocenco as will satisfy even a British

u . -

. !?Aml where do vou hope lo find such proofe?*’ asked Nipper, glancing
round the vard. ** Here?’

* No." said Nelson Lee. “ All my hopes are based on tho revelver. If-
we can prove that it ien't Foyl's—better still, if we can find the real owner
of the weapon—1ihe case against Foyl will collapse like o house of cards.”

““ Ro rour next step will be to try to trace the owner of the revolver?™

“ Yes! As I told- Mr. Hervey, I shall ask Inspector Mansfield to allow
me 1o lake n photo of the weapon. I shall then interview all the gun-
smiths in London, show them the photo, and ask them il they recognise
. If one of them recognises the revolver, and can tell me to whom he
~old it —well, there yon are!”’ )

** And if none of them recognises it?”’ asked Nipper. Or, if one of
them recognires it, hut can’t remember to whom he sold it?”’

Nelwon Leo shrugged his shoulders.

* Kuflicient unto the day is the evil thercof!” he quoted. “ We've Seen
all there is lo be seen here. Lel us now go to Bow Street.”

Hervey had just arrived when they renched the famous police-court. leo
liad brought the necessary papers with respect to the detective’s shares:
and nfter Nelson Lee had appended his signature, Hervey introduced him
to 1he Jluwyer, Mr. Boolth—whom he had cngaged to defend his partuer.

“I'm glad we are to have your valnable help, Mr. Lee,” said the
lawyer. ** Helween you and me—there’s no wso in blinking the fact—the
case against Mr. Forl is very strong; and although I am comvinced that
he is innocent, I,am hound to confess we shall have all our work cut out
(o prove his innecence. I supposo you haveu’t had time to do anything
yel?”’ ]

“ Nothing worlh mentioning,” said Nelson Tee. “T sha’n’t be able to
Mart work in earnest uniil I've had a few words with Inspector Mausfield,
Do vou know il he's in conrt?”’ - -

" Not vet, but he'll bo here in a few minutes. Of course, you under-
stand that the proceedings ihis morning' will be purely formal—just
evidenco of arrest, ond then a remand to enable the police to complete
their_inquiries.” '

" Quite so!  You won't eppose & remand, I ussume?”

‘Oh, no! Like the police, we nlso need time to complete our inquiries.”

Ie hed keareely finished apenking ere the magistrate took his seat on the
beneh, and Foyl was placed in the dock.

‘:" ;ht‘ Inwyer had predicted, only formal evidence of arrest was given:
u;:::_ “1 :‘:‘Ie l:m application was made that the prisoner should be remanded
1 do not ohjecl,” said Mr. Toolk, rising u ing i

* Remunded for a week,™ waid the 'Inttergb:-li:;lll ;::owmg to the magistirate,
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IL was all over in less than five minulcs, and in five minutea mora, Foyl
was on his way, in a taxi-cab, to IHollowny Prison.
After his doparture, Nelson Lec sought an interview with 1 .
Mansfield, whom he ran to carth in one «fl‘ the corridors.e it Thepector

“Ah! Good-morning, Mr. Lee,” said the inspector cheerily. ™ Ia it
true—I've just heard a rumour to that eflecl—that I'm to havo you against
me in the Ponfold Lane case?”’

" Quito true,” said Nelson Lee. ““ We aroe to be rivals—not for the fiat
time—but that ncedn’t preveut us being friends, I hope.™

' It mover prevonted us being fricnds in the past,” said tho inspector,
.with a laugh, “ 80 I don’t see why it should now! I'm going to hang
'Foyllt.lr"l can—and I think I can—but I don’t want to hang him if he ian‘t
guilty.

“I know you don’t,” enid Nelson Lee. ‘“ That isn't sour way. Con-

?equent.ly, although I'm on the other side, 1 hope you'll grant me a small
avour.”’ :

““ Anything in reason. What do you want?"
., ** To photograph tho revolver.”

" Going to try to trace the owner?”

““Yes! With a man who plays the game as fairly as you do. I've no
objection to laying my cards on the table. If you'li allow me lo take o
'ph(cibograph of the revolver, I shall interview all the gunsmithe in Lozdon,
an _ll

“Then you'll wasle your Llime! 1It’s evident you haven't scen the
revolver. It's an old out-of-date pattern, such as no gunsmith stocks
nowadays.

‘“ Morcover, there's a private mark on it which shows that it has been
in pawn at some time or other. Instead of inlerviowing gunsmiths, there-
fore. you'd better de as wo are doing—moake a round of the pawmshops.™

“ Thanks for the tip,” said Nelson Leo. * YWhen may I photograph the
weapon?”’” i

Before the inspector could roply, a constable came up and beckoned him
aside. It was the constable who had captured Foyl in the passage leading
to the rear of Cnspian Chambers. )

His name was Dawson, and it was ovident from the look of cxcitement
on his [ace, that he wns the bearer of imporlant news.

Ho and the inspector conversed together in low tones for a moment or
two; and then tho iuvspector turned to Nelson Lee. . ) )

+ 4 You noedu’t troublc to photograph the revelver now,” he said quietly.
““ Wo have found the shop at which it waa purchasoed !’ ]

I( tho inspector could apeak quictly, in [face of this dramalic news, so
could Neleson Lee! ) i

“ And where was it purchased?” he asked in an even voice. o

“ At a pawnshop in Bermondsey—in Galling Rond, {o be precise.

Nelson Lee nodded. . o w . -

“That's a Poiut in our faveur,” he said. I mean, it's & poinl in
favour of Foyl's inn'?celllcet:" (o

“1I 4 that out?’

“ IY[g:r ﬂg\?cm;cg::‘ lgoy;." waid Nelson Iee. “ You know the sorl of man
he is. Is it likely that a man in hia social position, it he wished o Luy a
rovolver, would buy one at o pm\-nsh?pr v oaid the i o low

“ Murderers do queer things semetimes.’” agid the mspecior. fow-
-over, I nlllli;t now dtll'i\'o roundglt:) Gatlling Road and question the propricter
of the shop. Care to come wilh me?”

‘* Rather!” said Nelsoun lco.
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Nipper. wuch to his dirgust, wos sent back to Gray's Inn Roed,
while the inspeclor and Nelswa Icc drove lo tho sbop in Bermondsey. -

It was s thrd-rate pawpshop, next door to o jeweller’s, and the & -
prietor's name was Legg. lle was expecting his visitors, having ULeon
warned by telepbone that they were coming to see him, and he received
them in a sort of office at the back of the shop. '

* You've called nbout {hut revolver, I suppose?’’ he said to the ivspector.

“ Ye=,” repliad the Intter. ** You have scen the weapon?”

** Yos. The constahle showed it to e Lhis morning, and I recognised
it at once as a revolver which was pledged with me a few yeurs ago, and
which I sold acrors the counter on Tucaday night.”’ ' . .

* Tuesdoy night—the night before laust—the mnight before Mr. Salter
waa ahot "’ :

“ \".u-'. :

* Pleuse tell us what happencd?”’

* It wan iny nx=istant’s night out, so I was alone in the shop. About half-
past cight a young man came in ond asked if I had a sevond-hand revolver
to mell cheap. I showed him one or two. but the price was.- too high.
Fioslly, [ showed him an old-fashioned revolver which wns pledged with
me some vears ago, and which has never been redeemed. I told him he
could have it for seven-and-six, and he closed with the offer. He paid me
the money, ook the revolver, and left the shop—and that's all I know
ubout if.” '

** Did he purchase any cariridges?’”

““ No. I don't sell cartridges."”

** Did yon know the man?” :

* No_ He was a complete stranger tome.”, _

* Did he give any name?”’

* No. As il was a cash trapsaction, I didn’t think it necessary to ask
him his name.”” '

" What sort of o man wag he?"’

The pawnbroker described the man, and the inapeclor glanced triumph-
anmtly at Nelson leer The description certaiuly fitted Foyl very closely.

But Nclson Lee was not dismayed. The pawnbroker, he argued, had
proebubly seen a portrait of Foyl, and it had influenced his recollection of
the man {0 whom he had sold the revolver..

" ;\In'\- I rsk him one or two questions?’’ he inquired of the inspector,

* Certainly.”

The deteclive turned to Legg.

" Of courde, you hnve rcnf the newepnper accounts’of the murder in
Penfold Lane?™ he asked. :

* 1 have.” .

“ You know that a gentleman named Toyl is accused of having shot
M."-I ;“'_-'."-'r with the revolver which was purchased at your shop on Tuesday
mght*”

* Yen”

" Mave you ever scen Mr. Foyle?”

* Never.”

- Nux anyoue described him to you:”

0. .

"' Probably {here have been portrails of him published in some of the
newspapers. llave yon seen any of these porlraita?”

" No. There wax no portraits in any of the papers I bave read.”

" As a matler of fact,” said the inspeclor, '‘ no portrait bas been pub-
Viehedd in any of the newspapers. Is thet all yon want to ask him?’
Nelwon lee replied in ke aflirinative, and tﬁe inspector turned to l.egga
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-¥¢ About the man who bought th volver,” i “ W
know him aﬁgnin if you saw himg?” ¢ revolver.” he aaid. Would you
“ Oh, yecs?!” seid Legg. quite confideully.
‘“ Then plense put on your hat and coat and comc with me.”
Lc'Eg disappenred into an inner room.
‘“ You're going to take him to Holloway, I suppese?’” eaid Nelson [.co.

““Yes,” said the inspector. ““ I'm going ¢t it he can identi
man who bought the re\!:)lver." going (o &ce il he .cm identify the

‘“ May I come with you?”
‘* Certainly."”
A moment Jater the pawnbroker rcappeared and annnounced that he was

rendy. The three men then drove to Holloway Prison, where the inspector

left Nelson Lee and Le in an ante-room while he went off
matters with the chiof wgsdcr. ut off o arrange

He was absont about a quarter of an hour, at the end of which time he
returned to the ante-room and invited Nelson Lee and Legg to follow him
into the prison yard,

Standing in a line, with their backs to the wall, were fifteen men. Some
were tall and some were short; some well dressed and some in rags. Tho
fourth from the cud of the line was Gilbert Foyl.

“ Now, Mr. Legg,” said the inspector, “ I want you to look very care-
fully at these men and <ell me il you seo the man who bought the revolver
at vour shop on Tuesday uight. Take a good look, and don’t be ina
burry to answer.”

The pawnbroker put on his spectacles and glanced .along the line. When
his eyes fell on Foyl, he started and nodded his head.

“ “Phat’s the man,” ho said, pointing to Foyl. ‘“ He’s belter dressed now
than he wns on Tuceday night, but I'm positive he’s the man who purchased
the revolver.”

Once more the inspector shot a triumphant glance at Nelson Lee. The
latter calmly shrugged his shoulders.

« A clear case of mistaken indentity,” he said carelessly.

It was bravely said, but in his inmost heart the detective knew {hat a
smashing blow had Leen dealt at his hopes of saving Gilbert Foyl.

CHAPTER VI

The Forged Letter.

N tbe drawing-room of.a house at Hampstead sat a yowng a!u! pretty
girl. Her eyes were wet with tears, and on her lap lay a morning paper,
oben at the account of the murder in Penfold Lane. DBy her side stood
\derly man of military aspect. )

au‘l.?hee;lrl was Jessic h{nlvgrn, and the man was her guardian, Colonel
Pryce. : .

l.")‘clf;oor Gilbert!” sobbed Jessie, through ler tears. “To think that he
was arrested yesterday afternoon, and we never heard of it until now!
But, of course, it's all a dreadful mlistnllto on the part of the police.

“* e."’ aaid the colonel soothingls. _ L

“ (Iz‘lc.nl‘:g:l';u(;ousl?lldevo;: make me bolfc\'e that Gilbert was guilty. sho
coutimwed.. * The ided is absurd! lle mever shot the man—I'm sure he
didu’t.” ]

' y i ‘ 3 o T'm Iarly
“A am 1" said the colonel. * As you know, I'm not particul
fond :)‘lsl (??Il:t::'lt Foy!l', but I'm absolutely certain that he never committed
the crimo with which he is charged. -He is incapable of such a rthmg.
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The g 1t jumped up and impulsively flung her arms round his neck.

© You'te o dear”” ahe amad. ' | know you don’t like Gilbert, nnd T was
afrard you might be prejudiced agninst bim. You don’t know what a
camfurt 1t i to me to Lur youn mny that you don't believe him guilty.”

| t1uet ] can b fair, even 1o those I dislike,”” he said, with a virtuous
arr " And I'm as confident as you are that whoever shot Marmaduke
Malter, it was not Gilbert Foyl.” . _

Jovase rewardM him with n look of graleful affection. Little did she
dream what a doep and dastardly gamo her guardian was playing. )

** | would like to tell him,” she said, *‘ how sorry wo are for him, and
how we dou't belicve for a moment that he is guilty. Would they let me
me bim, do vou think, if I went to the prison, or the policc-station, or
wherever they bave taken himn?”

The colonel shook his bead,

** You are very ignorant of {he ways of tho law, my dear,” he said,
lying with his customary fluency. ““Now that Foyl has been arrested,
wobody will be allowed to see him cxcept his solicitor.”

** But it scems so dreadful not {o be able to let bim know that my failh
in him in mistaken,” she suid. ** If they won’t let me see him, will they
sllow me {o wrile to him?"’ :

** Certainly,”” he replied. * As a matter of fact, I inlend {o writo {o him
myaclf, amsuring him of my sympathy and of my firm belicl in his innocence.
If vou’ll write your letter now, I'll go down to the study and write mine,
aud they can be posted together.”

While Jessie sented berself at an escritoire and began to write her letter,
the colonel Jeft the room and strolled down Lo the study. This wase a small
room on the ground floor, and ils most prominent articlo of furniture was
a large knee-hole desk, .

Sealed at this desk was the -colonel’s son, Hubert Pryce, a weedy,
dissolule-looking young fellow and a true ““ chip of the old block.”” Propped
up in front of him was a letter written by Jessie to the colonel soma wecks
before, when onr a holiday. Lillering the desk were several sheets of paper
novered with luberl’s attempts o imitate the writing of this letter.

" Well. how are you getting on?” asked the colonel, afler carefully
closing und locking 1he door, .

“ Pretly fair,” replied the amaleur forger. ““I've got the hang of the
list. I think, Took at that.”

. le handed his father one of the sheels of paper. The colonel examined
i, compnred it with Jessie’s letter, and poatied his son on the back.

" This is splendid !”” he said. ** The signature js perfect. Go on practising

for a few minules Jonger, while I write my letter to Foyl.” '

I lltlo sealed himself on the other side of tho desk and wrote the following
ciler:

" Deur Sira—T waa very shocked Lo read the news of your arrest. I trust
you may be oble to establish your inmecence, but until you havo cleared
yeur wuine I nust ask you not to hold any communication whatover with
my ward. I may add that Miss Malvern cutirely sharce my views in this
matiler, and is writing to you lo that cliect by samo post ae this.

!* Yours truly, W. Pnyxce*

'llc'-.‘rmfcd the letler to his son.
" That's all right, T think?"’ he said.
.I.Itlube;l. I;olndl the Iet‘ller and handed it back.
should have mndo it stronger,” h id. gy I’
rendy now 1o write tho other lofte::. \\'Plhsai;;lihnll f&]c:’\:;v??'r » {tldo. T
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The colonel diclated the following letle ich hi i
very clever imitation of Jessie’s hgndwri:ingfluh hiv son wrote out in o

‘““ Dear Mr. Foyl,—Coloncl Pryce tells me that he i it
, 1 . - 3 ting to ask v
not to altempt to communicate wilh il you have. tos Vouraf
of tllf[ drolﬂdfl"'l charge against you. me until you have deared yoursf
‘““He thinks I ougbt to write to you myself, lest you should thi
= . . 5 . &, l‘
was tnltm% this step without my knowledge and approval. m:boil amn ::::ﬁ:l:z
this note to say that I quite agreo with my guardian that wo had better
not see caclh other or write to each olher for the present.

“ Yours sincerely, Jrssix Mavverx.'”

“ Top-hole !”” enid the colonel, after examining the forgery. ’
ecen you write it, I would have sworn it was ig Jossio'sg\\'l:il:ingl.r Ihik:-d:‘lo::
the cuvelope. DBy the time he gets the letter he'll have been brought
before the magistrate and remanded. That mcans he'll be taken to
Holloway Prison, so address the envelope there.””

Hubert addressed one envelope—imitating Jessic’'s handwriting again—
and the colonel addressed another in his own writing. The letlers were
Et!:cetl dm their respective envelopes, and tho emvelopes were sealed aud

mped.

. With the forged letter in his ]_m-ckct and his own letter in his hand. the
colonel then returned to the drawing-room.

Jessie had just finished her letter to Foyl and had cuclased it in an
envelope. It was a lolter of too sacred a character to be reproduced here.
Euough to say, it breathed undying love and wuunshakeable faith in his
innocence. )

““ Ilow shall I address it?”" she asked, when Lhe colonel entered the room.

“Heo told her. And after she had addressed aund stamped the lctter he
picked it up and walked across to the boll.

As ho did. so, .whilo his back was turned to the unsuspecting girl, ho
slipped her letter into his pocket, drew out the forged letters and placed
it under hia own. Then he rang the bell.

One of the housemaids answered his ring.

« Plonse take these Lwo letters,” he said, ““ and post them in {he pillar-hox
at the end of the road.”

The housemnid took the letlers and left the room.

The colonel walked over to Jessie, and kissed her on the brow.

“Tn n couple of hours from now,” he said, ““ Gilbert Foyl will know that
some of his friends, at any rate, have not turned their backs on him in his
time of trouble.”

Foyl was having o consultation with his lawyer in his cell at Holloway
when tho letters wero delivered. AL the sight of Jessie’s wriling—or what
he believed was Jessie’s writing—on one of the envelopes, an cager light
spraug up in his eyes. s .

“ Bxcuce mo half 8 minute!”’ he said to the lawyer. “This letter is from
my dearest friond. I must just ace what she says.”

¢ tore the envelope open. but no sooner had he glanced at the letter than
all tho happiness died (rom his eyes, and his [ace wont.wlnle with pain.

“ Bad news, I'm afraid?’’ said the lawyer ayml;r!theucnlly.

Foyl crushed back n sob. Jessio had deserled um! -

“1 think you'd. better leave me now,” he said huskily. < We can resumo
our consultation to-morrow, if you like; but, belween you .’f"d me. I don’t
caro very much now whether I'm acquitted or found guilty!
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CHAPTER VII

On the Trail.
FTER Nelson Toe had witnessed the pawnbroker’s identifieation of Foy)
at Itolloway I'rivon, he and the inspector made their way to the City
morlunry in order to be present at the opening of the inquest.on

Kalter's body. .

lere, again, the proceedings only lasted o few minutes. The body was
identificd by Aruold as that of his late employer, and at the conclusion of
bis evidence the coroner adjourned the inquiry for a week,

Before leaving the mortuury, the detective had a few words with Arnold,
who, it will boe remembered. was Salter’s head clerk. He then returned to
to his rooms in Gray’s Inn Road, where Nipper was impatiently awaiting his
arrival, and made a belated lunch. i

Now, although the scene nt Holloway Prison had dealt a smashing blow at
Nelwon Lec's hopes of saving Foyl, it had not in the least disturbed his belief
in the young stockbroker’s snnocence. .

 Ag I told Lhe iuspector, it was simply a case of mistaken identity,”” he
vaid 1o Nipper when he had related what had happened. ““I'm not casting
the loast doubt on {lic pawnbroker’s good faith. I'm sure he honestly
helieved Lhal Foyle was t:Ile man to whom he had sold the revolver, but I'm
equally sure he was mistaken.”

“ Il you'ro right,” said Nippev shrewdly, “ the pawnbroker’s mistake ha
given you some very imporiant and useful information.” .

The detective looked at bim, half in admiration and half in doubt.

“ It has,”” he said.  ““ But I didu’t think yon would be sharp enough to seo
it. In what way do you think the pawnbroker’s mistake has given me sowo
uaefu] information?” .

" l\'ou'ro convinced that it wasn’t Foyl who shot Salter?’”

. nnl-ll

“ Yon believe that Salter was probably shol by some man who bore him &
grudge?”’ _

I do.” _ .

"““Then, if you’re right,”” said Nipper, “it is evident that the person who
~hot Salter is a )'oun[f' mau ahout the same height and build as Foyl, and
very like him in the face, for, if the man wasn’t very mmuch like Foyl, the
pawnbroker would never have thought that Foyl was the man.”

- {'.'npnlnl—-cnyitnl I'" snid Nelson Lee, patting him on the back. “ You're
getting on! You’ll make a deteetive yet. I didn’t give you credit for so
much shrewdness. Your reasonini is perfectly sound. As vou say, it is
vleav from the pnwnbroker’s -mistake that the man who shot Salter—or, at
any rale, the man who hought the revolver—is somebody who very strongly
resembles Foyl in age and height and personal appearance.”

Se yon've got some sort of a clue at last!” said Nipper. * How will yon
follow 1t mp?’2 ) .
. " Belore T left. the mortuary this afternoon,” replied the detective, “L
lln‘vnl_ed .\rnnld——hn_ was Salter’s head clerk, you know—to call on me this
:I\enmg.\rlllo was inclined to refuse ai first, hut eventually he promised to
I:)t na. : 'ei he comes. T shall ask him if he knows of anybody who bore his
c;.“. f.'l"l' oyer any enmity. If he knows of such a person, I shall nsk him to
”"“:' w the man.  J1 his descriptlion fits Foyl, I shall know that I have struck

I?t :‘r_nl. :;ml 1 shall take appropriate sleps to follow it up.”

a3 then about half-past five. Two ';?oura later Arnold arrived, some-

\\'I t. I *na1op g - . . g - -
||u‘|?|n:r|,y and awkward, and with a distinct under-enrront of hostilily in bie
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“T've come because you asked me Lo come,”” he announced, *“ but I ma
well tell you at the start that nothing you anay say will .m. a
wasn’t Mr. Foyl who shot Mr. Sullcrg!'? y ooy will convince me that it

“ Are you then so prejudiced against Mr. Foyl,” &aid Nelson Lee, * that
nothing in the world will persuade you that he is innocent?”
“I'm not prejudiced against Mr. Foyl.”

“I'm Elnd to hear it. 1 may take it, then, thal your only desire is thal
the murderer—whoever he may be—shall be brought to justice®" ‘

““ Of .course.”

“That is also m{ only desire. Il Mr. Foyl is guilty, I have not the
slightest wish that he should escape the penalty of his erime. On the other
hand, if somebody eclso committed the crime, I want to find that somcbody
clse and bring him to justice. You agree with that?”

“ Mr. Foyl committed the crime!” said Arnold doggedly.

“ But if he didn’t?"’ said Nelson Lee. “ If it was another man who shot
Mr. Salter? If you could help mo to find Lhat other man, would you do so?™

““ Of course I would! But there was no other man! It was Mr. Foyl who
murdeved Mr. Solter.”

“ That hos yet to be proved. In the meantime. as yon have expressed your
willinguess to help me, have you any objection to answering ono or two
questions?”’

“ Not at all!”’ . .

“Then, by way of a begiuning, do you know of anybody who bore .

Sulter a grudge? Not a trifling grudge, but a very bitter aud deadly
grudge.” :

“Yes. Mr. Foyl!”

“ Loaving Mr. Foyl out of the qiestion, do you know of anybody clse who
was acluated by feelings of enmity towards Mr. Salter?’

“Tols! He was a shrewd and not very scrupulous business man, and many
snembers of the Stock Exchange bore him a grudge because he had bested
ihem over various deals. But they didn’t hate him cnough to murder him.

“ T didn’t mean n business grudge. I meant o personal grudge—a personal
cnmity. Do you know of anybody whom he bad injured, or who thonght
Mr. Sulter bad injured him, and who would be likely to seek revenge?

Arnold started, but did not speak. )

“ Yes?" said the detective encowragingly. “ You have thonght of some-
D rnold shook bis-heod

rnold shook his-head. . )

It has nothing to do with Ar. Salter’s death.” he said. ““ But when you
used the word ¢ revenge,’ it reminded me of a acene that took place at the
office about a fortnight ago.”

“ Plense tell me about it.” Y

¢ There's nothi]t:lglin li(lt’l'lk “stsmif you.] A

““ Neverthe should like to hear abo .

“ .L[\elllfl:t ﬁl;;? explain,” began Arnold, *“ that we used to have a clerk n:
the office named Shand. lle was an out-and-out wrong- n.n—dmnkg“:u:
. gawbled, and all that sort of thing. you know—and somotlmc_-s_l u o
think he wasn't quite right in his head. He was a clever fellow mtlus wh:;_\l.
and for a long time he managed to hide his little peccaglllocs rrom. li
Salter's knowledge. About a fortnight ago, hewever, Nr. .._altqr cl|sco\e:~;~l‘
that Shand had accopted a bribe from oue of Mr. Salter’s rivals on G n;
Yxchange, and hiad given this rival certain puivate information concerning
Mr. Sunlter” ions. . . .

“ hgilr!tgllio?‘f\l:::‘: Iﬂ:rious." he continued, “ and when Mr. Saller n_nslangn v
there was no man on earth could sting yow and scovch you with Iu‘:ll O“Ig"l::
like he conld. TFor a quarter of an hour he stormed and raved al Sbund lﬂ
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front of us all. and then he ordered him to leave the office and never show
his faie there again.

Khand reac down his hat and cont,” he wenl on, ‘““ and walked to Lhe
door Il wam an white as death, and his cyes were blazing with passion, but
be vever said a word till he reached the door. Then, turning round and:
pointing hix finger at Mr. Salter. he said—or, rather, hissed: ‘Mark my
words. Mr. Marmaduke Salter, if I have {o wait twenty ycars, I'll have my
revenge for this !’ . '

“‘Flhat's all that happened.”” concluded Aruold. ‘ I’ve never seen or heard
" of Khand since that day, and I'd forgotten all about him till your mention
1 the wend * revenge * recalled the scene to my memory.” :

“ Thank vou,” snid Nelson Lee. ** What is Shand like? In personal
appearance, 1 mean?  Is he at all like Mr. Foyl, for instance?””

Arnold staried again. _ :

** Well, vex; now you mention it, he is,”” he said. “‘ He’s about the samo
height and build a= Mr. Foyl, and be has the samo sort of face and the same
sert of brown moustache. Yes, now you ask me, I should say he’s very like
Mr. Foyl!” .

““ & like him."” said Nelson Lee, * that anybody who onli saw him for a
:Twlmillulcu in a dimly-lighted shop might easily mistake him for Mr.

‘oyl "’

" Quite easily !

‘The detective nodded. )

1 think we’ve struck the trail,” he said quietly. ‘“Can you give mo
Shand’s address*”’ C .

I dan't know il he’s still at his old addvess,”’ replied Arnold, “ but when
he was employed at Lhe oflice he lodged with a Mrs. Richardson—a widow, I
helieve—al No. 19, Ilansell Street.”

“That's in Bermondsecy, isn’t it?”?

“ Yer” '

** And the revolver with which Mr. Salter was shot,”” said Neleon Lee, ‘‘ was
purchaxed at a pawnbroker’s shop in Bermondsey.”’

For the third time Arnold started.

* Mr. Lee,” he said hoarsely, * are you snggesting it was Shand who——"" -

“I'm ruggesting nothing ot present,” interrupted Nelson Lee. * You
have given me some very interesting information, for which I am extremely
pratetul.  Will you grant me one more favour? Will yop kindly keep our
wmterview a seerel for the present?”’ ]

* Cerlainly, if you wish it,”” said Arnold. ‘' But what—"

o Please ask no questions now,’”” said Nelson Lee, handing him his hat.
I'mn sorry to appear to be-driving you away, but the fact is I'm anxious to
follow un the information you have given me without a moment’s delay.
Gicodeevening ! '
_Arnold teok the hint and his departure. Afler he had gone, the detective
Picked np hin hat and turned to Nipper.
" I'm now going down to HMansell Street,” he said, “ to try to ascertain
Shaud’s movements on Tuesday night and yesterday afternoon. I may be
Inle. wo don’t wait up for me.” _
\....ul (.|nn Uthink ! grinned Nipper, also reaching for his cap. “I'm coming
tl:ut" : :I‘ll.l:'lll couree.  IT you don’t let me come with you, I shall follow you—

" In that ecase.” said Nelson Lee, with n mack sigh of resignation, *‘ you

My well come with me.”

They et the house together, and, ) i )
o Phey te _ » nnd, just as a neighbouring church clock wae
clamig: a quarter to vine, they turned inte l-.lamfell Strecg. .
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CHAPTER VIII.

Face to Face,

ELSON LEE was perfectly correct in believiug he had struck the trail.
N It was Shand, the dismissed clerk, who had shot Marmaduke Salter.,
After the sceme at the office, described by Arnold. Shand had
relurned to his lodgings in Hansell Street, and for two whole days he had
remained indoors, brooding over his  wrongs ™ and nursing thoughts of
“ revenge.”
At the end of that time he had rouse

d himself from his apathy, and
had gtonc to sce the stockbroker, who had bribed him to betray his cmployer's
sccrets.

He had explained that he had lost his situation through gerving Lhix
man, osnd had appealed for finanocial help. As be could be of no further use
to the stockbroker, however, the latter had refused to help hiwm, and had
curtly ordered him out of the office. .

During the lollowing weck Shand had made many attempls to obtlain
employment: but, as Salter had spread the slory of his treachery, it need
hardly be added Lhat nobody would employ him.

Now, ns Arnold had remarked to Nelson Lee, there were times when Shand
was ‘““not quite right iu his head.”” That is to say, his mental balance
was ensily upset; and as a result of his dismissal, his desertion by the man
who had bribed him, aund his failure to obtain another situation, he sank
into a low, nervous state, in which his ouly thought was how to oblain
“revenge "’ on Marmaduke Salter. _ ]

For several days he occupied his-time in planning various scheines, all
of which_ he rejected ns impracticable. And then, on a certain Tuesdny
afternoon, he concocted the plan which he afterwards carried out.

That same night—Tuesday night—on the pretence of going out te post
a letter. applying for a situation, he went to the pnwnshop in Gatling Road,
and purchased a revolver. TIRI i .

At another shop he purchased a supply of cartridges: and on \\-ednesdni :
afternoon, telling his landlady be was going out to seek work, he beleo
himself to Penfold Lane. .

‘hanks to the fog, he gained the yard at the back of Caspian Chambers
without attracting observation. Through the open window of Salter's office
ho saw his hated enemy talking to Gilbert Foyl. ) :

As alrendy described, he sgto e to {:’he.oulsndo of the window, took eareful

i nd planted a bullet in Salter’s bram. L '
mlﬁ'i: nde'.?t tllm':wonumta were in exact accordance with Nelson Lee's thedry-.
That is to say, he first made for the passage leading into Penfold !.:lme.
but, hearing the constable running up the passage, he dropped his revolver,
climbed over the wall into the adjoining yard, and so got clear away. :

Lis landlady was out when he reached his lodgings. He was her onl y
lodger, and, in order to supplement her slender imcome, .f;lu-. was in the
habit of going out “ charring ’’ on three afternoons m-thc “ookl.l the houss

Tuesday was oue of her half-days; so that she was out, an llkt' hous
was deserted when Shand arrived and let himself in with his lalch (‘.‘l- i

Now that the fatal deed was done, mow that Shand had secumu mlt
“revenge,” it might have been thought that he would have been exultan
and triumphant. . . : i

But Lymt e“'l:itme he reached his lodgings the reaction ‘hml o\cl_'llall._o]n 'Illll::i
Instead of being exultant and trinmphant” he was {errified by w “; - ‘l‘l'i"l‘“
done, and specinlly by the fact that he had dropped the rc\-olverl ml.:b Eht.

His tea was-on the table, and the kellle was singing on lhe hob.
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be coukl neither eat nor drink.. His fuce was grey with fear, his lips wero
dry and parched. and he started every time a footslep passed the door.

not daring to let his landlady see him in such a condition,-

: ly.
Frentually and did not return uatil she had gone

be went out before she came in,

to ted. . -
Atter & night of sleepless tersr, he arose on Wednesday morning, firmly :

wolved to flee the country at the earliest possible moment. . . )

a Iven the news, which h{' recad in his morning paper, that Foyl had been
arrested for the wmurder, did not alter his resolve. " "
l:T have been all right if I hadn’t left the revolver behind,” he mut-
tered. " The police will find out where it was bought—the man will give
them o deseription of me—and before muny days have passed they’ll track

nie down. By hook or crook I must be out of England before to-morrow.”
‘Telling hix landlady he was going to seck work, he made his way. down

to the dorks. Here he ascertained that a cargo steamer—the Rillington—
wir leaving for Baltimore that night, and that there-was a vacancy for

un assistant nfess-steward. .
The man who gave him this informalion told him where to apply, and

by moen he had *signed on” in the name of Hurst, and had received -

indructions to reporl himself on board at tem o’clock that night. '
Having thus made arrangements for leaving the country, he next applied

himsd Il to the problem of covering up his tracks. o
Ile argued to himself that when the police discovered that it was he

who had purchasud the revolver, and when thcr‘l‘ouu‘d that he had dis-

appeared ’ rom his Jodgings, they would naturally make inquiries at the*
duckx in order to ascertain if he had Jeft the country on board any of the
vessels which had sailed on the night of his dirappearance. -

It wae true that he had given a false name to the mate who had signed
him on.  HBut that was not enought Ilo must alter his personal appearance.

The mate had only scen him for a few moments, and had net taken .
any particular notice of him, so he was nol afraid of the mate detecting
the clllallgo in his appearance. He lhad his papers, and those were all the

mute would ask to see. .
Again, in order to throw dust in the eyes of the police, he must invent

rome plansible reason for having disappeared from his ledgings. In other

words, he must pul the police and his landlady on a false scent. How

condd he do 17?7

St 1 know what T'H do!”’ he exclaimed, as a brilliant idea occurred to

hisn.  ** I'll commit suicide! I'll leave a note to say I've drowned myself !

Maving settled this and various other detnils in his mind, he returned to .

hiv lodgings for dinner.  As he well knew, Mrs. Richardson would be going :

outl at three o'clock, and would nolt be back until nine. '
“ Well, ‘ave you ‘ad any success?’’ she asked, when he appeared.
He shook his head, and assumed an air of unutterable dejection.

I haven't,” he replied. *‘I’ve been Lo six places this morning, but I
WaR ﬂl_hor too late, or Loo old, or Loo young, or there was some reason why
they wouldn’t have we,” .

0 l“'-ﬂ-l' don’t get down’earted,” she said cheerfully. ‘‘It's a long lane
Moas o turnin’. 1f at first you don’t succeed, try, try, try again.”
.I.It-.llt-u}'vil a mclancholy sigh. ’ ’ ’ )

e Ih:'_'l 't"l"‘.“' of Lrying.”” he said, in o hollow voice. ‘“Sometimes I think
.- “‘:‘".I' .l:llllf :ll:‘-?lull(ll do would be to nm_lt"e a hole in the water.”

you dow't mean it i"":ﬂll'-lovc'il in joke,” she said reprovingly. I know

me the eroeps.” ul 1 don’t like to hear you talk liko that. It gives -

Jle ate hie dinner in wilence, and spent an hour in reud'in:g tho * latest
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dotnils” of the murder in Penfold Lame. At three o'clock his I
garbed in qha?vl and bonnet,_‘mt her hend in at the dt')or.k Wia landlady,
- “1I'm going’ now,” she said. “"It's my late night Lo-night, you know
so I sha'n’t in till nine o'clock. Your ten’s on a tray in the kitehen.
and your supper’s on another tray in the pontry, if you don't mind cnrr)'ill:
them up when you're rendy for them.” :

**1 don’t snp.fose I shall need cither tea or supper,” he said lugubriously.
** In fact, you'll probably find me lying -on the carthrug with my threat
cut when you come back.” .

“Il you talk any more rubbish like that,” she said, *“ I'll send the doctor
to sec you. Il's a tonic you want—that’s what’s the matter with you.”

He laughed o hollow langh, and a moment or two latler he heard her
leave the house. Then he sct Lo work o carry out the cunning plot which
his crafly brain had concocted. .

First of all he went out and -purchased a second-hand suit of clotbea. a
emall and chenp portmanteau, and a boltle of hair-dye. This oceupied him
until nearly five o'clock. '

rmed with his purchases, he returned to his lodgings, and spent an
hour in cutting his hair quite short, clipping his moustache, and dying
both a deep jet-black. . .

When he had finished, the change in his appearance was remarkabla

‘Having carefully burnt all the clippings and effaced all traces of the
operalion, he dressed himself in the second-hand suit of clothes, and packed
the suit which he had been wearing in the portmanteau. For reasons which
will be apparent by-and-by, he left some letters, his handkerchief, his pipe
and pouch, his watch. his. fountain-pen, and his silver matchbox in the
poeckels of the coat and waistcont which he packed into the portmanteau.

He then sat down, and wrote the following leiter:

* Dear Mrs. Richardson,—Forgive me, but I caunot stand this any longer.
I have tricd my best to get work, but have fniled, and when I have paid
you for my board and lodgings this weck, I shall uot have cnough money
left to pay for u ’bus-ride inlo the City. I have determined, therefore. to
make an end of myself, and when I have finished this I shall go down to
Walker's Wharf and throw myself into the river. With many thanks for
all your kindness. Yours truly, G. T. Suaxp.”

“’P.S.—You can have all my things, as I haven’t a friend or relation in
the world.”

Te enclosed the letter in an envelope, addressed it to Mrs. Richardson,
and placed it on the kitchen mantelpicce in such a }I)osmon that she would
be bound to sce it as soon as she came home. Then he glanced at the clock.

““Quarter past eight,’”” he muttered. “*It’'s too socon to start for the.
docks yet. Desides, I might as well have tho old woman’s money hefore
I go. I can casily make it aprear that a burglar broke into the honse, and
stole t} fter I had left.’” . . .

H?a tl:fu:::vont.‘iﬁtg Mrs. Richardson kept her little hoard of savings m a
locked- rawer in her bedroom. ]

Wi(tl.l:yt)tt-dt]?e sliéhtost. compunction he went up to the bedroom, -prlsod the
drawer open with a poker, and transferred the money lo his pocket.

To give colour to "Ilc  urglar ” idea, he rnnspckcd all the other (lrl.l\;(:fs.
tossing the contenis about the floor, and taking possession of anythingr
that w : valuable.

Ho rr;?:ess:ll::-‘(lll l?l:‘odso proceedings in his own room: aud_ lhen. he we:l{, tlill:f;
into the back yard. smashed a pono m the pantry window, op(;nu d -:t:.
window and climbed into the pantry, so as lo make it appear that th:
woae how the burglar had entered tho house.
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Maving locked the back door again. he once more glanced at the clock.

- Quarter to nine.”” he mured.  “* I'd hetler ‘be off now, lest the old woman
should relurn before her Gime.” .
Ife pul on his het, picked up his portmanteau, and turned out the gas.
Then he walked to the front door, epened it. let down the latch, closed
the door, lurncd .round, and found himsell face to face with Nelson Lee:
and Nipper! . .-

CHAPTER IX

At the Dove and Rainbow.

ELSON LEE and Nipper had started to cross the road when they saw
the door of No. 19 open, and a man come out of the house with

small portmanteau in his hand.

‘They hurried accoss the rond, and. ns the man turned round, after letting
down the latch and closing the door, the deteclive stepped up to him. .

It should here be explnined Lhat it was a pitch-dark night, and the nearest
strcel lamp was twenty yards away. The detective, therefore, could nob
see Wie man very clearly, and, what he saw of him—a young man in a
»habby suit, with close-cropped jet-black hair, and a tiny black moustache—
war very different from Arnold’s descriplion of Shand. -

** Pardon me.”" be said politely, * docs Mrs. Richardson live hore?”’

“ Yes,” replied Shand, without a tremor in his voice, although he had
recognised the famous deteclive as soon us he had spoken. ‘“But she’s out
at pregent.”

"I.S‘lw has—or she used to have—a lodger named Shand. Does he still
lodge here®*’

“ Yes.”' .

* Perhaps you are Mr, Shand?”’ '

“Oh, no!"—with a langh. *““My name's Richardson. Mrs. Richardson
ix my aunt.” :

** Do you ulso live here?”’ !

“Yes. But I'm afraid I must ask you to cxcuse me now. I'm rather .
preased for Lime. I've a train to catch at London Bridge ut mine-fifteen, -
so [ haven’'t any time io sparc.”

“1 won't detlain you more than a minute. BMr. Shand, you say, slill
lodges bere.  Is he in?” ‘

“No. 'There’s nobody in al present.’*

““ Do you know where he is?"”

“I don’t. He wenl out after dinner, saying he was going to look for
work and 1 haven't seen him since. Bul why are you so curious about
him? Jlas he done anything wrong? Are you a detective?’:

. " Never mind what I am! Can you tell me what time Mr. Shand will be
mr

I can’t, though I shouldu’t think he'll be long. In any case my aunb
will be here directly, I expect, so if you like to hang around until she returns, -
yon can guestion her.  She knew I was leaving by the nine-fifteen, and she
kaid she would be back before I left, but something must have delained
her.  And now I must really be off,”" he added. “ Good-night!” -

e tarned :II)I‘II]'II.I)' ou his heel and walked briskly away. No sooner had
|w"tlm_u- u.o"t.'hun Nelson Lee laid an impressive hand on Nipper’s arm.

7 Linten ' he snid in o hurried whisper. I believe that’s the man
we're nfter! 1 ean’t bo sure Lill T see him in a belter light, but I'm alinost -
cerlam at is Shaud, and thal be's about Lo clear out of London. At auy
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rate, I'm now going to slmdot? him and put my suepiciona {0 the tesl. Yon
atay here, and when Mrs. Richardson relurns, question her about Shand
and find out what he was doing on Tue

aday night and yesterday aflernoon.
Then go to Gray's Iun Rond and wait till 1 come.” ? d

‘““ But supposing you’re wrong about Lhat man?” agked Nipper. * Sup-
pesing he isn’t Shand? Supposing the real Shand comes to the house after
you’ve gone away? What am I to do then?”’

““ Keep watch on the house,” said Nelson Lee, *“ and if he gocs oul again,
follow him and find out where he goes and what h

¢ docs.”
Thero was no time for further instructions, for by that time Shand had
nearly reached the end of

[ the street; so, without any further delay, the
detective glided after him. ]

‘Now, although Shand was feelinﬁ rather pleased with himself at the ready
way in_which he had answered the detective's questions, he was far from
satisficd that the danger was past. .

On the contrary, he had an uneasy suspicion that Nelson Lee would shadow
him; and so, instead of making straight for Waulker's Wharf, as he bad
originally intended, he irudged away towards London Bridge.

Presently he entered a tobacconists’s shop and bought a pucket of
cigaretltes. He lit one in'the shop, and as he camo out into the street ngaiu,
he let the cigarette slip from belween his lips and fall on the pavement.

And as he stooped and picked it up, he shot a swift backward glance along
tbe bLrilliant)y lighted strect. o _

One glance su%ﬁced! Nelson Lee was gazing into a shop-window.about
Lhirty yards farther down the street! . ) .

For a moment Shand was seized lw:tll %lllllcé Hlstsu&nﬁ:ons,were con-

d. Nelson Lee was shadowing him. at was to Le done?
ﬁri?jll?a mi:u;= ?voas soon made up. l:l% didhngttloik behind bim again.  Thero
d. He had learnt all he wished to kuow. o
wa];e“?u::eed th\.,en a neighbouring side street, and after threading l_u.s w?ly
through a labyrinth of streets and alleys on the south side of the rlsel:il_ .;:
finally turned into a low public-house, called the Dove and_Rmnl‘)ow, \} ‘Ii \
was well-known to the police—and to Shand—as a favourite resort of the
f the criminal world. . “ ) .
dr&‘ﬁ ohu:’dlord was strongly suspecte:ll ot!‘ tIlm;l!g .IIII gifngz.singgsrf“citt‘;l\e;"l:{
‘goods, but so far he had conducted his ille ine: b
:ttﬂ:?ngogkill that the police had never been able to obtain any evidence
ngﬁl:;t ]:t!nt:n where, argued Shand, he l‘]\rould find men who would help him
i n Lee. And he was right. .
toI:u:’le;.nl;clg?v room at the end of tie sanded pnssai;c son::: et“llg:;:?ei‘:_" t'ifl.l‘{
evil-looking ruffians were drinking and smoking.  The ce ] slances
when Shand walked into thehrocm:f and eyeiczklll;mc:;:slh e(filst‘lv\ll‘;nl hg i
ion their faces quickly
Bofe‘:-zi tlllm—-::g) ro?siﬂ-la. oﬁichardson’s sovercigns—on Lhe table. Cockney
AT i, frouble mih the cope! e sif Ly, DAME A i
. ‘““Nelson Lee is shadderin’ me. He s Pyt . >
Pi‘:liniﬁe slilfe Show me ‘ow T can do it, an yer can divide that quid belween
yer i 1 { them gol it.

0 . lden coin, and one o m gol. ]

E‘i"“lnl.i;,lgg'sﬁ"?dgrgwﬁngtﬂg t&l;fle%'g. “'E said wo was to divide it between
us,” " eai ' who had secured the

“We’ll talk ababt that afterwards!™ said tl.:he II'IEI‘II“:::!I‘EL ::.::ltc: o it
sovercign, as lie coolly thrust it into his pocket. s
afore we divide it!”’.

Ho turned to Shand.
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| dunso who yer are. or wot yer done.” he said, ““ an’ I dunno as I wang
1 know' JIf you're up agen Nelson Lee, that's good enough for us—ain’t
it. matea?” ,

There was a chorus of cordinl] assent.
‘* Yes. ves; but ‘ow can I dodgo ‘im?"’ said Shand. who was due on board

the Rillington st ten o'clock, and had much to do in the meantime.

Mi» new-found ally pointed to a door at the far-end of the room.

“Jt's an beusy as smokin® shag!’ he snid. * Nelsou Lee’s in the strect
at the froal of the ‘ouse, ain’t he?” *

Yoot

“ Well. all yer got ter do,” said the man, “is ter slip aht through that
door, an® dabn the passage, an’ turn ler the left, an’ while Nelson Lee is
conlin® “is "cels al the frout of the “ouse——"

Ile broke off with a startled oath, for at that moment Nelson Lee—sus-
pecting what Shand was after—strode into the room !

In an instant all was uproar and confusion. At the sight of Nelson Lee,
Shavd ultered a cry of dismay and dashed lowards the door at the far-
cad of the room.

Quick as thought the deteclive darted after him, but ere he had taken a
couple of strides, one of Lhe men snatched up his mug of beer and flung it
into Nelson Lee’s fuce! .

Before the detectlive could wipe the blinding fluid from his eyes another
of the men shol out his fist and struck him a violent blow on the chest.

Winded by the blow, the delective staggered back; and before he could
recover his balance another of Lhe rullians tripped him up and sent him
crashing to the ground. '

As he fell, he struck the back of his head against a corner of the table.
For {wo minutes—perhaps three—his mind was an utter blank.

When his scattered wits returned, his assailants and Shand had dis-
appearcd, and Lhe landlord of the public-louse was kneeling by his side,
wringing his hands and imploring bhim to tell him what had happened.

“ 1 was upstairs when I ‘eard a crash,” he said. “‘I ran down as [ast as
I could, but by the Lime I got ’ere there was nobody in the room but yerself.
‘Ow did il "appen?”’ '

The detective dragged himsell to his feet and briefly related what had
happened.

" The villains I cried the landlord, in a voice of well-feigned indignation.
“1Us blokes like them wot bring disgrace om a respectably-conducted
public-‘ouse !  Unfortunately, they was all strangers to me, so I can’t give
yer Lheir names; but if ever any of "em shows ’is face inside this ’ouse ngeu,

It "snd 'im over Lo the police, s’welp me I will !’ .

he deleclive smiled a trifle bitterly. He knew quile well that if the
Ila;lndlunl had wished, he could have given him the names of every man in

¢ room.

* Rut llml'wouldn’l, hcll) me to gel on Shand’s track again,’” he muttered
1o himself. “T've lost all trace of him now, so I may as well go back to-
Nipper and confesx my defeat.”

CHAPTER X

Nipper Takes a Hand.

All()lt']- wo minutes afler Nelwon Lee had left Nipper, the lntter saw an
clerly woman come down the wtreet and halt oulside the door of

No. 19. By the time shie had taken her lnteh-key from her pocket
he was al her side.
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. “*Escuse the liberty,” he said in his best imitat : .
“but aro you Mrs. Richardson?"’ tation of Nelson Lec's manner,
" {vaml,‘;' she mlilile:l,llunlleing in the act of insertin
' Would you mind telling me,” asked Nipper, ** if you bave a nephew wi
lodges with you here, and who'’s leaving Lond -nigl : "
froﬁi Londofr Bridge?*: G London to-night Ly the misediftecn
She looked at him with puzzled eyes.
‘“Is this some new kind of joke?'" she demanded.

‘““Not at all,”” said Nipper. “I’m pericctly serious. I'll tell you after-
wards why I ask.” .

) ““Well, I haven’t a nephew either ’ere or anywhero else,” #he told him.
! and the only person who lodges ’ere is a gentleman of {he name of Shand.”

‘“ Then the guv’'nor was right!” declareﬁ Nipper.

'A.E:l: she regarded him with o bewildered air. '

u“ k ’ere!” she exclaimed. *‘ What are you after? YWho are vou. and
who's the guv’nor, as you call 'im, and why was he right—and anyway
what’s it all about?"’

““It's very cold and dark out here!'’ he suﬁgested. “If you were lo ask
me to step inside for a few minutes I could explain things much more easily.™

Shoe hesitated for a moment, but there was something in bis frank and
boyish face which disarmed suspicion.

Al rigl':lb—come inside,’> sho said, as she unlocked the door and led the
way into the dark frount-passage.

As she afterwards told the police, the moment she entered the house she
*“felt ’ there was somthing wrong.

Tho place seemed so silent and deserted, and the very air seemed charged
with mystery.

When she had closed the door and had lit the passage-gas, she glanced up
the stairease and saw that the door of Shand’s sitting-room, which was on
the first-floor landing, was wide open. There was no light in the room.

““It’s too early for 'im to have goue to bed,” she muttered. “ He must
be out.”

Suddenly she remembered Shand’s parting words: “ You'll probably find
mo lying on the hearth-rug with my throat cut when yon come back:!”

She sEivered at the recollection, and the ceric feeling that ‘‘ something
was wrong *’ became ovorpowerin% ]

““ It's silly of me,” she said to Nipper, ** but I'm feelin’ very nervous fo-
night. ““ Would you mind going up to that room at the top of the stairs
and secing if there’s anybody there?”’

““ With pleasure !’ ho answered readily. ] .

He drew a flash-light from his pocket and ran upstairs. Mrs. Richardson
went into the kitchen and struck another match with the intention of light-
ing the kitchen gas. .

glo scdouer had the match spluttered into flame than a draught of wind
Jlew it out again and left her in the dark. ] o

“Drat it!”’ she cxclaimed, resisting a temptation to scream. The

antry-window must Le open.”
r Sheyst.ruck another mnttl:h and lit the gas. She then saw that the p:mu_'y-
door was open, and through the open door she saw that the window tllals
not only open, but onc of the panes had been smashed, aud several of | e
things on the bench below Lhe window had been knocked over and werd
Jyin hon the ﬂoor.b : o |

** There’ n a burglar 'ere!” she gasped. _ ]

The \v%fdﬁl:ld scagcely crossed hgr lips cve Nipper walked into the
kiitchen, his eyes ablazo with excitement. e ] be

! There’s nobody in the room upstairs,” he said, ‘“ but somebody has been

g the key in the lock.



» THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY" '

there and has ranaacked all the diawera and seatlered 1he t-h_ings_ on tho
@rest © Ae 1 happened to be upstairs, 1 look the liberty of looking into the
other tooms. ”h’_‘"l‘!‘ all in the same state—drawers smashed open and
things « hucked about all over the place! Aman the things in one of the
rorins 1 saw an emply cash-box, the lid of which has been prised open, so
11« anfe to may that you've been robbed !™ _

Khe wrung her hands snd zank into the nearest chair.

1 knew there'd been s burglar ‘ere!”’ she monned.

** Burglar your grandmother!" said Nipper rudely. *‘It's your lodger—
Ne. Nhaud—who has robbed you. For certain reasons, which I'll explain
in o minute, he made up hi= mind to clear out to-night; and before ho did
a li.,,). lI.w lwlkd"l(‘h.:in!!mgo of your being out to lay his hands on everything of
value e con ind.

She shook ber Lead snd pointed into the pantry, where even Nipper could
not deny there was the clearest evidence that somebody had climbed in
through the window after smashing oue of the panes.

* That's ‘ow the burglar got inlo the ’ouse,”” sho said. “ Mr. Shand was
in the “ouse, so there wuuld "ave been no need for 'im to climb in through
the poptry-window if he’d wanted to rob me. He must ’ave gone out
ugain, after I left ’im, and while he was out, and there was uobody in
the ‘ouse, a burglar must ‘ave—"'

At that moment she caught sight, for the first time, of the letter on
{he mantelpiece. She jumped up, snatched it down, tore the envelope
open, nnd reud the letter. Then she dropped back into her chair and began
te cry.

** ’oor, poor, oung man!”’ ghe monned through her tears. *“ He threat-
ened to do it, only thie afternoon; but I never thought he meant it. You’ll
he sorey now that you called 'im a thief! He’s been and gone and drowned
‘imaelf 1 Rozd that?” _

Nipper read the letier but was nol impressed.

“* I shall go down to Walker's Wharf and throw myeelf into the river,””
he read.  “ Where’s Walker’s Wharf?” .

*In Doat house Lane,” sghe replied. “ It’s only a few minutes walk
from ‘ere. Mr. Shand was employed there at one time, but the company
went bankrupt, and the wharf is now unoccupied.”

" Well, it you want my eandid opinion,” said Nipper. ““ this letter is o
clever fake. 1 don’t belteve for u minule that Mr. Shand has committed
wuicide, and I'N tell you why.” .

Ile told her how i:e and Nelson Loe suspected it was Shand who had
murdered Marmaduke Sulter. Iow they had come to Hansell Street to
make inquiries into his movements on the day of the murder. How the
:md I«vvll a young man leave the house with a small portmanteaun in his
L,

llow Nelson Lee had questioned this man, and how the man had said he
win Mr«, Richardson’s nephew. IHow the detective had suspected it was
Shand and had decided to shadow him, leaving Nipper to keep watch on the
hu.:'....._ Gl Mre, Richardson returned.

Now you know all this,” he concluded, ““ you can easily guess what
happened. “ Shand read in the papers that the guv’'nor was working on
the case and he woa afraid the guv'nor would track him down. He decided
1o take lo flight, but before he olenred out, he ransacked the house and
elped himself 1o vour money and valuables. Then he- chucked the things
about in his own room, and ‘broke the window, and wrote this letter—just
to throw dust in your eves.” ’
ln!\:‘: ;u;ll‘lt:;-lnnrtlegoll looked at him doublfully. TFor the first time she began -

wat Nipper, perhapr, might, after all, be right. .
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“ 'Ow did you know i 3 Mr. Sha : i

g i nikcd. v 1t was Mr. Shand that you saw coming out of 1he
“ Wea didn’t know at firstl—al leasl we weren’t certain.” he i

“ But it must have been Shand, of course?”’ criain,” he admitted.
** What was the man like?”

“* He was a_rather tall young man,

with short Llack haj : .
black moustache.” ith short black hair, and a am..u
She shook her head. Iler belief in Nipper's theory—never very stroug. -
began lo waver. ;

" That isn’l:, a bit like Mr. Shand,” she said. *“ Mr. Shand ’as rather
Jong brown ’air and a ’eavy black moustache.”

** e must have cut his hair and clipped his moustache, and dyed them a
dilferent colour.”

“ That dcesn’t sound likely. ’Ow was the man dressed?”’

““In a shabby suit of dark-blue serge.” .

Agniu she shook her head—more vigorously than ever!

*“Then it couldn’t ’ave Ueen Mr, Shand,” she declared. * Mr. Shand
didu’t own a blue-serge suit. I know every suit he ’'ad, for 1've cleanwd
and preséed ‘em scores of times, and there wasn’t a blue serze suit amoug
’em! What sort of a bag was the man carrying?” ’

Nipper described the bag, and his description destroyed the last linger-
ing trace of her belicf in his theory.

* That scttles the malter!”” she said triumphantly.
*ad a bag like that. He only ’ad a Gladstone bag. small brown ‘andbag.
and a black canvas trunk. So you're quite mistaken, youn sce. It wasn't
Mr. Shand you saw coming out of the “ouse. It was the burglar, and the
Lthings he ’ad stolen were in the bag! .

“ You snid I could casily guess what ’ad ’appened,” she went on. *“1I
can! Before I went ont this afternooun, Mr. Shand said~—but I thought he
- was only joking—that the best thing h2 could do was to make a ‘ole in
the water. After I'd gone he must 'ave sat brooding over 'is Lroubles titl
at last he decided to drown ’imseclf. So he wrote this letter to me, put it
ou the mantelpicce, and then went down to Walker's Wharl and threw

’imsclf into the river. i _ . )

““ After he’d gone,”” she continued, ‘‘ there’d bo mobody in the ‘onsc.
Some time after dark a man broke in throngh the panlry-window, stole
everything he could lay ’is "ands on, and packed ’is plunder in a bag which
he’d brought for the purpose. Ho then walked out by the front door and
‘walked into you and Mr. Lee. He put you off with u lot of lies. and then

“ Mr. Shand never

" onl:i” ho sheok his head

It was Nipper now who shook his head. - . o

“It :ll sgtl::ds very plansible,” he said; “but T don’t believe it for a
minute. However, wo shall soon know ihe truth, for the guv |}or llls
shadowing the man, and he’ll soon find out if he's Shand or not. : n the
necantime can you Lell mo what Mr. S!l.and wag doing, or where he was,
about lmll'-}()ast cight on 'l‘uesduyﬂm;;l;t?r — .

S i in an effort to re .

:-'I?)llwr;'gs }?'dsi:zrs::;g“:ttmlast. “ He was in his room all day, but ha went
out about qimrter—pnst eight, to post a letler. He came back before minve,
and went straight tol bed.”t day afternoon?”

“ 'l vas he yesterday 1 : .

“ ihﬁgn"‘tlﬁlco\:-. I wzs out n?l the afternoon, so I can’t say.” fresh
Nipper asked her n few more questions but \\'IL]lOIIl-_(‘IICIl-I;Ig any fres
mformation. ‘Then he picked up his cap and held out his hand. | .

““ Good-night!” he sanid. “i must be going now, if (here's nollung
more I can do for vou.”
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* I'ete’s ome thing rou can do for me, if you'll be so kind,” she aaid.
“ Tia pulice cughl to know that wmy ‘ouse ‘ox bheen burgled, and that Mr,
Mhand as lef® o oole to say he's drowned ‘imselfl.  Would you mind calling
ot \he j=!iestation and asking a policeman to step round?”
“ 'l do s with pleasure,”” anid Nipper. ** Where .is the nearest polico-
wlalia?™”
'* js Hoathouse Lane '’ a
** That's wbere Walker's Wharf is, fen’t i?”
“ Yea”
“ Theu I'll probably have a look at the wharl after I’ve called at the
Inw.station,”” said Nipper. '
lie I»ft the house, and a few minules laler, walking at a swinging pace,,
he turaed into Boathouse Lanc. As he swung roynd the cormer, he ran
jnto 3 man who was coming in the opposile direction—a rather tall young
mau with a small portmenteau in his bund.
1 beg your—"" begun Nipper.
Then be Lroke off with a shout of triumph,
He rcognised the man !
It was Rhand!

CHAPTER XI.

Safe at Last!

T the same moment that Nelson Lee crashed to the ground in tho
taproom of the Dove and Rainbow, Shand darted through the door
which one of the men had indicated as his best mode of escape.

The door opened inlo a covered passage, and after sprinting down this
pasaage, and lurning to the left, he emerged inlo a squalid alley at the
bark of the public-house.

By that time the other occupants of the taproom had taken to their
heels and were stampeding down the possage ay fust as their legs would
carry them.

As Bhand had now no further use for them, aud had no desire to renew
his acquaintance with -them, he put on a spurt: and after twisting and
turning through Lhree or four slrects nnd lancs, he eventually found him-
mell in Jamaicn Rond. .

** Bo far, ko good "> he muttered with a aigh of rcliel. * Now for Walker's
Wharf. and then for the Rillinglon.”

It wae half-post nine when he reached the wharf in Bonthouse Lane. As
Mr«. Richardson had told Nipper, the wharl had been closed for some
time, and the gates were shutl and Jocked. :

Shand, however, who had formerly boen employed there, kuew a way of
culering the premises without possing through the pates; and a few
moments later he wos slonding on the dark, deserted whar(side.

Opening his portmantean, he took onl the coal and waisteont which he
usually wore and laid them down on the edgo of the wharf. As alread
;l-ﬂf;d. he l.mu left in the pocketa of Lhese garments somo Jetters, his hand-

erchief, his pipe and pbuch, his watch, his fountain-pen, and his silver
mateh-hoa, '

Whaever found the garments, ther fore, would hav i i

. . d , ¢ no difliculty in nscer-

lmm‘ug the name nnd nddress of Lhoir owner: and the lindor’: cvidence,
coupled with the note which Shand haud left for Mre. Richardeon,- would
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leave no doubt that Shand had gone down {o t} _ .
and waistcoat, and plunged intog_t.ho ri\?er. 10 wharf, taken off hie cwal

“It'l be o clear case of suicide during y
chuckled. “* Of course the body will never be recovered, but that's a emell
matter. Many a man’'s body, who drowns himself in the Thames, s carred
down to Lhe sco and never scen apain!

“And now for the Rillington!™ he added, us he closed the porimantcsu
and picked it up. )

He made his way back into Boathouse Lane :ind started off for the Surrey
Commercinl Docks, where the Rillingon was berthed. On reacbing the end

of the lane, he was aboul to turn the coruer when a boy eame hurrying
round and bumped into him. )

‘1 beg your——"" began the boy—who was Nipper, of course.

Then he broke off witgh a shout of triumph. ppe

** Shand !’ he cried exultingly. .

*“ Nipper ¥’ gasped Shand, and even as he spoke, his fisl ehot oul and
landed on the point of Nipper's jaw!

Unprepared for this sudden attack, Nipper measured his length in the
gulter, whilst at the same ivstant Shaud spuu round on his heel and
Dbolted in the opposite direction.

Ncedless to say Nipper lost mo time in leaping to his feet and giving
chase.

‘“ Stop thief!"” he yelled. * Stop him! Catch him! Trip him up! Don’t
Iet him ecscape!”

His appeals fell on deafl ears. In addition o himself and Shand, there
were only six people in the lane. and two of these were women.

The four men evidently thought it was no aflair of theirs: for although
they stopped to gaze at Shand and his pursuer, they made no atlempt te
interfere. ]

“The beastly cowards!” panted Nipper. “ They're afraid of him.
However, I can do without their help; for I'm gaimmg ou him hand -over
list.”

This was quite true. Even if Shund had not been burdened with a port-
manteau, ho would have been no match for the flect-footed Nipper.

Havdicapped by the weight of the portmanlcau, ho was hopelessly out-
clnssed. Before e was half-way down the lane, Nipper was pounding at
his lleelﬂ. - - . - {3 L] "

““You may as well give in!” cried Nipper. “ You can’i—

The sentenco was never completed, for at thnlt.mom?]ltt fhnnd mul:lenly
wheeled round and hurled the portmeanteau at hig youth{u: pursuor

The bag struck Nipper full on the chest and bowled him over hl«-ha
ninepin! And before Kg could pick himself up, Shand darted -a!crn_m‘l the
rond und vanished down a narrow open passage which led to the riversid e._d

At the bottom of this pnssage was a rams iackle landing-stage, alongxide
which a boat was moore(f. 1 into the boat, cast off the mooring-rope

Iu feverisli hasle Shand stepped info Lhe boat, cas > THO! -rope,
matched up Lhe ours, and was in the act of pushing off when Nipper came
lim‘ping down Lhe prlasnﬁge. . ) \

““1eo.late ! jeered Shand, with a mocking laugh. _ I
© “ We'll see about that!” muttered Nipper, Letween his Cle“chﬂll l:\-‘nlll

In little more time that it takes to tell he kicked off hia boots, thre
his cont, and dived inlo the river. )

By that time the boat had vanished in the darkness, lml.I gllulﬂ'l| :*::l‘l""
splush of thewours, Nipper rapidly swam after it und presently caught =g
ol it aguin, '

{emporary insanity'"  he
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Xew 1t is a (rue asying that you cannot pul un old head on young shoul.
dere It Nipper had been older nud more experienced—il he had beepn
Nelwrm lar. [or instance- he would not have shown himself to Shand, bug
wou!d bavre followed himn until he suw where he lnnded, or until he could
sumnmon help. :

It hta yvouthlfu] impetnasity, however, na soon as Nipper caught sight-of
the boat again, he put on a spurt, swam alongside, and laid his hands on
the gunwale. _

Owing to the darkness. Shand did not see him unlil he wns alongside.

¢ With a ~tartled oath, he sprang 1o his foct, swung one of the oars aloft, and
aimed a savage blow al Nipper's bhead.

With the swiftness of a lightning-flash, Nipper dodged the blow, dived
under the boat, and came up on the other side.

As he onee more loid his hands on the gunwale, and began to haul himself
into the boat, Shand struck at him a second time.

In doing so. be lost his balance, and almost before cither of them knew
what was bappening, the boat capsized and flung both of them into the

water.
Aud that was Lhe last that Nipper saw of Shand. Whether he floated

away. or swam away under cover of the darkness, or whether the current
awept him away, or whether he went to the hottom, Nipper could not tell.
For a quarter of an hour the plucky youngster swam this way and that,
acarching for Shand and calling his name.
But it was labour in vain, and at last he abandoned the search and swam
Iack to the landing-stage.

Three-quarlers of an hour later a bedraggled man, minune a hat and
drenched to the skin, shuflled abonrd the Rillington.

“Greal Scott!. Who's this scarecrow?’” demanded the mate, eyeing him
with mingled amusement and disfavour.

** My name’s llurst, sir,” said Shand, for such it was. * You signed mo
on tbin morning, you know, as assistant mess steward. Here are my papers.
I'm sorry I'm late, but I've had an accident.”

“I remember your name,” said the mate, after glancing at the wet, limp
papers, * but upon iy word I shouldn’t have known you again in your
present condition. What on carth has happened to you?"’

“ T missed my way in tie dark, and walked over the edgo of the dock,”
said Shand.  “*I wasn’t hurt, and I managed to get out all right, but unfor-
tunately I've lost my kil, which is now lying at the bottom of the dock.”

“ Drunk, I suppcse?”” snid the mate, with a shrug of his shoulders.

" Oh, no, sir!" protested Shand. *“I'm a tectotaller.”
" Well, you gerlainly seem fond of water!” laughed the mate.-
in little joke restored his good-humour.

Come down to my cabin in the morning,” he said, *“ and I'll sce if I can
fikh ot wame old things of mine Lo replace the things you've Jost. In the
:ulu:s-.ulmw. ko 1o the galley and nsk the cook to lend you a rug while your

inge are drying.”
} Shand thanked him, Aand shuflled off {0 tho galley. IIalf an hour later, in
charge of a tug, the Rillington was on her way down the river.

And nn Shand, witting by the galley-fire, waiched the lights of Loundon

shipping paut, he henved a sigh of I i
" Sate nt lnet ' he mnrlmlfrc:l). profound relief. ‘
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CHAPTER XII,

Committed for Trial.

XCEPT for a §li ht headachie and u certain amount of sorenews al the

spot where bis head had struck the table, Nelson Lee was feeling quite

all right when he left the Dove and Rainbow.
Before he had walked ver

_ _ y far, however, a feeling of drowsiness Legan {o
iﬂ:ogl over him, and his feet begau to fcel as though they were shod with
eaa, :

““I can’t think whal's come over me !’ he muitered irntably., I feel f.or
all the world as if I'd been drugged !

He tried to shake off the feeling of drowsiness, Lut, in spile of all his
efiorts, it increased with every atep he took. To

[ \ make matters worse, hix
sight. began to grow dim, aud he began to recl and stagger like a drunken
man. |

Now thoroughly alarmed, he hailed a passing laxi. By the {ime the taxi
had drawn up alongside the kerb. however, he was unable to speak, and was
scarcely able to stand. In fact, he would havo fallen if a passer-by had not
caught him. -

Observing his condition, a erowd quickly gathered. As he was obviously
growing worse every monient, and as he was utterly unable to say who he
was, Lthe driver very sensibly lifted him into the cab and took him to Guy's
Hospital.

B; the time the hospital was reached, Nelson Lee was completely uncon-
scious. DPapers found ou him told the authoritics who he wzs, and after ho
had been put to bed, with an ice-bag on his head, a telephonic message was
sent {to Gray’s Inn Road. ] _ .
~ At that tinie Nipper was hauling himself ashore at the landing-stage in
Boathouse Lane. In spite of all that had happened, he had not forgotten his
promise to Mrs. Richardsen, . ] .

The first thing he did was to call at the police-station and deliver the old
woman’s niessage. Then, after langhingly declining to gratify the curiosity
of the police as to why he was wet through, he chartered a taxi and drove to
iray’s Inn Road. - . .

‘ 5936?., T’lm so glad you've come!” was Mrs, Jones's greetmg‘. *' They
telephoned from %uy’a Hospital necarly an hour rugl:) to say that Mr. ',[.0’9 had -
been suddenly taken ill, and had been brought to the hospital in a taxl

Iu less than a quarter of an hour after receiving this startling news, Nipper
had chauged his things and was on his way in auother taxi to Guy's ,

Hospital. : down to -
v r ipper,” he announced to the houso surgeon who camo dow
iuterv!il:awN inli}n in the waiting-room at tho hospital. “ How’s {be guv’nor?
_ Lee. Is he segiously illz” , . . "
I l‘l‘l%l:rﬁl'r’ said the hou:;;snrgcon gravely. ! Very scriously ill indeed!

€ ’ )

“W“lVl: Elznl}: )l:;:\gfl;md, as Mr. Lee is unconscions, he can’t tell ns. :\l[l we
kuow for certain is that he has injured his head, and is now suffering frowm

mpression of the braim.”” .

o le:glat. tﬁc same as concnssion of the brain?”

“ObL, no!”’ ben?"” )

“ I‘flﬁ:nlssll;’httc:']lo.ll he injured his head a small blood-vessel llnlnul;) ll;t
skull, betwoen the bone and the brain, was wounded and begun lo :ﬂe‘u.. t
is poss’ ible that. at the time he received the injury, he felt no |l|-¢l- u'ds.‘ T;l-
ke may have been stunned for & few minules and Lhen come round aud fe
all right,
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v JPresently, however, as the veusel went on bleeding. and the blood insido
the skull preased on the brain, he would gradually grow :drowsier and
dr. warer until he became as he is now—completely unconscious.’’

* And can’t you stop the bleeding?™ o i g .

" We are trying. uH course. We have applied ice to his head in the hope
that the cold will stop the bleeding. If it dues, the blood inside the skuil
will probably becomne absorbed, and Mr. Lee will gradually recover conscious-

. I it dovan’t——"" . .
ul"'-\'eu?" ~aid Nipper, as the house surgeon paused. “If the cold docsn’s

stop the bleeding*™ o
** Wa slmll bave to perform an operation.

“Will it be n dangerous operation?”’ . o,

** 11 will be a very scrious operation, but we have performed it many times,
and most of the patients bave recovered.” ]

' When will yon know whether you bave to perform the operation or not?”

“ 1 ean't say. If Mr. Lee were to become suddenly worse, we might have
lo opqrate lo.'night. If he remains about the same, neither improving uor
getling worse, we shall probably wait a day or two hefore we decide.” :

IL was then Thursday night. During the uext two days Nipper passed
through the most anxious time of his life. ' '

lc found time to call on Mr. Booth, Fayl's lawyer, and tell him what had
happened at Hunsell Street and Boathouse Lane, but for the greater part of
these two days he hounted the hospital, asking for news of his beloved
* guvnor.” oo

’l‘)n' Friday the news was “ No improvement ;. l_mlch_ about the same.” .On
Saturday it was “ Not quile so well.”  And wher Nipper called at the hos-
pital on Sunday .inorning, he was told that an operation had been decided
vpon, and would he performed at noon. .

flow Nipper lived through the next few hours he never knew. All that
he afterwards remembered was one of the doctors coming down to the wait-
ing-room and {elling him that the operation was over. "L

“IL was completely successful,’” said the doctor, “aund Nir. Lee bore it
remarkably well. He’s quite conscious now, but very weak, of course.”

“ Is ho ont of dunger?”’ asked Nipper. -

“ 1’8 too carly to say that,” replied the doctor gravely. *‘‘ My own opinion
:Ih that he wilt make a good recovery, but I can’t yet say that he is out of

anger.”

** May I sce him?”’

The doclor shook his head.

“ Most certainly not!” he said emphatically. ““ At the end of a week,-
perbaps, if all goes well, I may allow you to sce him, hut only on condjtion
that you don’t lalk business to him or say anything to excite him.”

“As evenls lurned out, however, the detective Qid not make such a rapid
recovery a8 Lthe doelors had hoped. e had one or two relapses. n second
olmrulmn was necessary, aud nearly three weeks clapsed before Nipper. was
allowed to nee him. : ) :

During those three weeks. of conrse, the world did not stand still. The
l‘f“’- for instance, had to follow ils appointed course, whether Nelson Leo
was well or ill, and hefore the end of those three weeks the first act in the
l“:\r,'('d}' of Gilbert Foyl's life had been brought to a conclusion. -
aflos :;:rb"'dy f‘:““"'- Foyl was bronght before the magistrate on the morning
e \:us“('nl;.:-“" er. and was remanded for a week. On the following Thursday
Crown s ;l:::‘:(: placed in the dock at Bow Street, and the case for tho

The priscipal wifnesses for the proseculion wore Ainold, Police-constablo
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Dawson, and the pawnbroker Legg. Olher witnesses were ealled. but these
- were the ones who gave tho most important evidence.

- Arnold_related how Foyl had come to the office, and had arked to ree
Salter. He described how he and the other clerks had Jicard the sonnds of
quarrelling, followed by a shot and a crash.

. He told how Lhey had burst into the inner office and had found that Fayl
had disappeared, while Salter was lying dead on the iloor.

After the doctor had testified to the causo of death. Police-constable
Dawson described how he had met Foyl * running away,™ with a smoking
revclalver in his hand.

‘Then Legg ste
as ‘the man whol;
the murder.

Mr. Booth opened the defence by calling Hervey. who explained why Foyl
had gone to see Salter on that fateful Wednesday afternoon. lle was closely
cross-cxamined by the prosccuting lawyer, who compelled him to admit that
both he and Foyl had regarded Salter as an *‘ enemy,” who was plotting to
ruin them. ,

Arnold was recalled by Myr. Booth, and questioned ns to Shand's dismissal,
his threats of revenge, and his likeness to Foyl. 1le admitled that Shand was
very like Foyl; but, aa Shand had disappeured, and as no photograph of him
could be produced, this porlion of Arnold’s evidence®was generally regarded
as of little value. - .

It should here be explained that by this time, of course, the story of Shand's
“ suicido ”’ was public property. Iis letter to Mrs. Richardson had heen
yublished in the papers, and his cont and waistcont had Leen found at

alker’s Wharf. ' )

It iy true that his body had nol been found. tliongh the river had been
dragged, but that, in the eyes of the public, was a maiter of small
) rtance. . ] ]
'mﬁ ter Nipper had Lold hia story, Mrs. Richardson was placed in the witness-
box, but it cannot be said that her cvidence assisted Lhe case for the defeunce.
She was obviously indignant that anybody shonld try to make out tlmli
poor, unlucky Mr. Shand’’ had committed the murder, and she reiterated
her belief that'a burglar had broken into her house after Shand had !”'o:!ef“b
to drown himself, and that it was this burgler, and not Shand, whom Nelson

ipper had seen. . .
Loghzn\gngs llown the bag which Shand bad hurled at Nipper. rmtlI \.t'lm-h l:::{
afterwards been traced and recovered by the police; but she _melie )bropen ed
that Shand had never owned such a bag, and that the things Ilal'l the .:g:hsouw
of which had undoubtedly b(tilonged to Shand, were the things wh.c

len from Shand’s room. ] . .
b“'lr‘ |L(::: li':(zlgt:ced to prolong tl:le rt_ztclitaill. It mdﬁ:o:'lagillic (%otza'gnnt|l)'|:t-s:‘l¢!it.hl::r
Booth’s cfforts to comnect Shand with the mur | se il
atr ic. ' -esult, in fact, was a foregone conclusion,
;tll::l l:ag:a:: l:,t,ec c:lra:-g?]?ol;l:-lil:é Gﬂ:;:c:'te Foyl was committed for Lrial and taken
back to Holloway Gaol. _

CHAPTER XIIL
Sentenced to Death.
TIE trial look place at the Old Bailey, a few weeks later, |;t'f0l‘t‘ I::tl;;
Justice Meredith. There was a brilliant array of counsel on

sides. the case for tho Crown being conducted by that eminent

; { Banham, K.C., M.D. . ;am

ba’;‘ll-:gt::mh: r\'\-iﬁ::;gzr::ere“cnl]ed as at Bow Strect, .mul|thc_{“§:; i:, :J':;: "l'::l'_z
evidence as they liad given there. ‘Uhe ouly additional wi

ped into the wilness-box, and once move ** identified ™ Foyl
1ad purchased the revolver at his shop on the night heforo
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ame wae Nobwan Leel who by that time had complelely recovered fromr
thr rferia of his sujury,

in hie opcaing statement the counrel for the defence had outlined Nelson
lee's theory, and when the deteclive wenl inlo the box he gave the jury
the (scla on which his thoors was based.

It was afterwards raid that the jury were greatly impressed by Nelson.
Iev's evidence, and were prepared to give Foyl the benefit of tho doubt;
but that they changed their mindx after bebring-the judge’s summing-up.

However that may have been, it is certainly the fact that the judge’s-
snmming-up was dead against Foyl.

| do not think I nced say much about Mr. Nelson Lee’s evidence,” ho
said. " We all admire Mr. Lee as an able and courageous investigator,
and [ sm wure we're all greally interested in listening to the skilful way
1a which he endeavoured to shift Lhe burden of guilt from the prisoner’s

shoulders.

' At the same time,”” he conlinued, “ it is my duty to point out teo
vou that ail the theories in the world caunot outweigh a single established
fact. However much you mnay admire Mr. Lee’s ability, however much you
may be struck by the ingenuity and plausibility of his theory, you are not
called upon to paes judgment on theoriex, but on hard, material facts.

** And | submit to yom, gentlemen of the jury.” he concluded, ‘“that if
vou confine your nttention to the ascertained fncts in this painful case,
you can only come to one conclusion.’

The jury came (o the ““one conclusion.”” which the judge had so plainly
poinied out to them. In other wards, they returned a verdict of ““ Guilty !’
and the judge, nfter expressing his ** complete agreement ~ with tho jury’s
verdicl, wentenced oyl to death. _ _

An appesl was promptly lodged, and as promptly heard and dismissed.
Apparently, however, Lhe delective’s evidence had raised a doubt in the
Home Secretary’s mind ns to the cerlainty of Foyl’s guilt; for two days
before the death sentence was due to be carried out, it was announced that
the Mome Secretary had advised hie Majesly Lo commute the sentence to
one of penul eervilude for life. :

Foyl roceived the news of Lhe commutnlion of his sentence with the snme
llm-hlol' interest he had shown when the judge had sentenced him to
denth.

Ever since he had recoived thal letter which hore Jessic Malvern's name,
but which had bheen forged by Hubert Pryce, he had displayed the most
complete indifforence to 'ilis fate. :

Little did ho know that she had writlen half n dozen times, but that
all her letlers had bren intercepted by hor rascally guardian. Little did
he know thal she was henrt-broken beeause he had never answered her
letters, or evon ncknowledged them.

_On the day that he was to be transforred from Newgate 1o Wormwood
Serubls. there Lo bogin the first alage of his Lerm of penal servitude, he
received 2 letler which once more bore the name of Jessic Malvern, but
which was another of Huberl Pryce’s forgeries.

YRR it ran,—1 am Fly.d you are not to he hanged, for you will now
h':n-o more time i which "to repent and seck forgiveness for your crimc.
You will underatand, of course, that all is over etween us now; and I
hope you will do your best to forgel me, as I shall try Lo forget you.

. “Youra truly, Jresiz MaLvern."

_And with these cruel words soaring his brain, Gilbert Foyl went to his
living dentlh. ’ -
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Conclusion.

N the day that the Homo Secretary’s decision was anbounced, bLu*
before it was mado public, Hervey called on Nelson Lec. '

“Heard the news?” ho nsked excitedly.

““Yes,” snid Nelson Lee. *“I’ve just had n telephonic message from the
{:.Iton}g Office. Foyl's sentence has been commutmr to penal afr\-ilud:- [.:;
ife. :

“ Well, thai’s something to Le thankful for, isn’( ji:"

The detective shrugged his shoulders. .

_*“From Foyl's poiut of view, I suppose it is.”" he said. * But there'a
}ltjilo un!.'xsfactlon m it for me. This caso will rank as one of my biggest
ailures.

;' 0(111,d , you mustn’t say that!” protested IMervey. * You've
splendidly !

P Splen)::lidly, indeed!” said Nelson Lee ironieally. *‘I was engaged to
prove Foyl's innoceuce; and he has been found guilty, and sent {o penal
servitude.”’

“But thal's no fault of yours. If it hadu't been for your unfortunute
illness—which stopped your investigations at their most critical stage-.
you would undoubtedly have succecded in bringing the crime home o the
right man.,”

g'he detective shook his head.

“I decline to shelter mysell behind my illuess,”” he said. “ The fact
remaing that I have failed.”

““You may scem to have failed at present,” said Iervey: *“ but one
cannotl tell what the future has in store. Some day, perhaps. as the result
of your work in this case, Foyl's innocence may be proved, and he may
be restored to wa.” _

- A ruined and broken mon!” said Nelson Lee bitterly. . )

““Not a ruined man, at any rate,”” said Hervey. ‘“On the contraiy, if
Foyl is ever relcased from prison ho will be one of the richest men in
the country.’” , . .

For n moment {he detective looked puzzied; then a light broke on him.

** Ah, White Eagles have risen at last, have they?” he said. .

“Yes,” replied Ifervey. “I didn’t tell you before, Decause I wished
to wait until I was able to repay )]'our geucrous loan. The rise was much
longer in coming than I'd expected; but it came off all right in the e‘;l_d.
and  to-dany the shares stand at sixty pounds apicce. I sold out yeslerday
at filty-seven, so that after I've panid back your loan there’ll be consider-
ably over half a million for Foyl and me to divide between us.

] 1 in,”’ “he has made over

*“As Foyl has neither kilth nor kin,” he added, “he :
his share tJ:) me. 1 have formally accepted it, but I shall always look up(:n
it a3 money held in trust for Foyl. I shall invest it, and k-:fp al .s('pll.lﬂl e
account of it, so that if cver Foyl comes .out;.ot' prizon he'll ‘ind his share,
with accumulated interest, waiting for him.

Aﬁ\in the detective shookllus l'"i“di iy

** He’ rer come out,” he snidl gloomily. .

Forccflllclem‘l‘:zwcvor. Nelson Lee was wrong. There came a lnrlle :::e::
the truth was brought to light—when Foyl's innovence \mla lprolvic: :\"run‘g .
the prison-gates opened and set him fvee—when, cmbittered l)} ll- N
and thirsting for revenge on those who had wronged hun.r e e.:-l-'.n:\-
cnormons wealth, nnd cmbarked on a ruthless vendella of vengeance.

But that is another story.

J ] sing story will be published on Wednesday nerl,
(3:{:{:: :z: cflu':;:: ![f;l :1':;:: é':;iaricl'g Vendetta.” Please order in advance.)

done
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Dick Clare. a nich youngsier, joins Ravenswood College, and he soon makes his
rrfatnrrfhﬂ.‘ . -

Onr day news comes lo the scheol thal Dick and his chum, T'om, have been drowned,
bul ultimately they lurn ug:’aaj'c and sound. . . .

Melby. one of the other boys. takes a violent dishike to Dick Clare, und s especially
jralous becauae the Headmasier takes special nolice of the new boy. . )

Dick and T'om pay a night visil lo an island close by the school. Myslerious lighls
have bren seen on the izland.

The Return to the School.
“q T isn’t likely that we shall get caught,”” said Dick.
‘“Good! I'm glad Lo hear that,’” observed Tom. *‘ If you are right
it will be because you were born lucky as well ts rich. However, it'a
no good bothering about the future, because it's a thing you can’t foresee."’

I'lhey landed in safety, drew the boat up bevond rcach of tho tide, and
were about to race towards the college, when a stern voice sent a shock
through their systems.

“Ilalt, or I fire!”’

“It's all right,” whispered Tom, peering inle the darkness. *““It is
Samuel, the village constable. He hasn’t got anything to fire with, and if he
had he wounldn’t be able Lo hit what he fired at. lle's too fat to runm.
Come on "’

Ther did, and the constable came pounding afler them, shouling to them
to stop; but as they proceeded, the shouts became more breuthless.

“IUs all right,” exclaimod Dick. “ He’s getling winded. Bother! There
goea my cap.”’

" Then you have left a clue behind,” said Tom; “ and to go back for it
would ean certain capture. It doesn’t matter. We are bound lo got
nabbed, becanse Samue! will report the matter lo the Head, and he will
ring us all in, se le’s bound to drop on the correct boys.”

“ 1 know who you are!”” howled the constable, who had not the slightest
chanco of overtaking them. “‘I shall report vou to-morrow. You are
Ravenswaood bors.” _

“He's hit the nail on the head,” panted Tom. ““Tho rest of the blows
won't fall on onr heads. We will scool through the privale grounds.
l'ul‘lnw me.  We've gol sometlhing 1o look forward {o to-morrow.”

Under n.rdmary.circumatnnces elting in would have been exciling work:
but on this accaxion Lthe chums did not irouble themselves much about the
matfer, knowing that deteclion was cerlain on the morrow.

]““?""""- they got 1o their dormitory withoul deteclion, and were soon
Heepimg as ealmly as I.hmuih no {ronble awailed them on waking.

v« There goes the bell, half an hour before its time,” exclaimed Tom.
llm'"'m(‘l'l'llmﬂ been on the warpath. Come on, Dick! We've got to face thoe

NuRic, 1w Doc. is desivons of digcovering the delinquent.”
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The boys of Ravenswood trooped into e great hull, and took their scals
in silence, for the Head atood at his desk, and every hoy knew that some-
|,]|in§i scrious had happened.

* Has any boy lost a college cap?’’ demanded the Doclor,

*“ Yes, sir; I have,” answered Melby,

“ Como herc! Is this cap vours?”

1 think g0, sir. It looks like it.”
““« When did vou lose it?”

‘“The term before last, and my father kicked up an awful row, but my
‘mother—"

“ That will do. Go to your place,” ordered the Doctor, who knew that

Melby would have gone on talking sbout himself and his family for Lalf an
hour if permitted.

‘‘ Two boys broke hounds last night—"

*“T’lIl bet there were more than that,” muitered Melby.

‘“Sit down, boy!” ordered the Head. ‘'I'wo boys broke bounds, and
went on the water to the island. I call on those boys Lo step forward.”
. Diek and Tom rose, and walked towards the deak, looking as though
they did not like it.

Melby Seeks Vengeance

S Diok .nnil Tom stepped up to the Doctor's desk, Samuel the constable

entered the Hall by the further door, and he looked extremely fut
and important.

““The constable charges you with having signalled {o the foe from Ahe
island, boys,”” said the Head. )

“ Last night, between the hours of cleven and one,” observed Samuel.

““ What have you to say, boys?’* _ ) .

“That the constable is .mistaken, sir,” answered Dick. ‘‘As far as 1
know no foe was there, and certainly if there had been we should not have
. signalled to him. I do not know w ether Tom is an expert at signalling,
but I know no more about it than the dode.” ]

““ You do not appear to realise that this is a very serious matter, Clare.
! onstable insists on arresting you.” . o
nl'?\ﬁ'tﬁ?, it ewcmltl Le serious itgit. were Lrue, sir, but as it isn’t tn:;-, I
don’t consider it scrious. As far as t(lllc_ cpnslntb!:a s charge is coucerncd, it
) ing—as far as we arc concerned it 1s not.
” 'l}%::s';tﬁl ({l:n;u;:h:t he saw you go to the island, and that subsequently
he saw you return.’” i 1 -

“ on’ i w us go, otherwise he would have stopped us, v,
He Ee:-lt(:;ntlyﬂ?nntf 1]:: :;lme bagk. because he chased us, and con!l)(ln t catch
us.”’

‘““ You Lroke bounds?"

“Yes, siré': o the island?"”

W id you 7o to the 1sland? ] .

“ P;:tj\rvd\:'hast I took to be signalling on the island. sir.”

“F 'hat point?”’ . ) . )

"E:ﬁml ‘I)O?Ill to answer (hat question, sir? Bl_lt it ‘:Mf_'::t“‘“;“‘::;'
TFrom the ltower. 1 know I ought not to have been there, m“. te o
1 saw the lights tlhe night before last, and overruled Tom Hart. e
not want to cc:ime.” 4T _ [

" id,”’ said Tom. o, ] . ,

"\I';’eeal’l h;o(:: ccr:aiuh' raised objections. a_ml would nohtI ll:l\(-‘li:_"ﬂ“’ht °
going if T had ot induced you. I am cotitled Lo the blame, sif.
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* You both are.”” «aid the 1lead slernly, ““ and will Lake thesconsequonces,
which are known to vou bolh. unless you convince me that your sole
purpose 1n going to the island was to stop the signalling, or to discover the
sgoallers.  (Can you assure me of that, Clare?':

“* Well  why it was— 1 really doun’t know, sir."”

*“Think, Clare.”” snid the Head. looking less severe. ““ Would you have
gone to the island last night had you not scen the signalling on the previous
night*"”

“* No, air.”’

** You went solely lo do a service to your counfry?””

“] can’t suy (bat, sir. As far as I am l|])erummlly concerned I did not
regard the signalling likely to be of much conmsequence. In fact, I did
not really know thal 1t was signalling. It looked suspicious, that was all. I.
went Lo Lhe island to discover what it really was, but I wanted the excite-
ment as well.  If there had been no excitement in it I'd bave come to you
and told yvou, then ‘Samaol’ could have gone.’-

Samuel, the village conslable, was frequently called “Samool > by the
boys, aud always by himself, and the youngsters tittered now as Dick called
bim Samool to the Head. It was conmdereg daring under the circumstances.

The Doctor, however, did not appreciate the mirth.

““ You appear to treal a very serious matter with levity, boy,”” he said.
“Tell me exaclly what happened.”’ . .

“We broke bounds. sir. Took a hoat. Went to the island. Were
allacked by a gang. bul escaped. On landing we were attacked again by
the police force which ran after us, but coultﬁl’t run fast enough. Unfor-
tunately we lost part of our equipment, which Samool commandeered.”

“ Your charge against the %)oys appears to be without the slightest
foundation, constable,” said the Head.

*But how do I know that they are speaking the truth, sir?”

“ It can easily be proved,” said the Doctor. ‘“ If you go to the island,
fou will surely find some trace of the men who were flashing the lights,

low were you atltacked, Clare?” '

“They heaved rocks at us when we were in a narrow channel, sir. We
didn’t like it, and backed out, then they fired, especially when we were
«mashing up their boat. If Samool hires a lighter—or something, heavy
that will carry him to Lhe island, he will find the damaged boat. We fairly
sniashed it up, and it will never flont again. and we chucked—heaved—
flung, T mean, cases of provisions overboard.” -

“It will be advisable for you to inform the coastguard of what has
happened. constable,” said the Head. *‘I believe you will be convineed
that you have no charge against these boys. In the meantime, I will hold
myxclf responsible to bring them forward at any time required.”

" Very good, sir. I only did my dooty.” .

" Quite correct, constable, and if you catch the delinguents, what these
Lads have done will have been of service to you. I hope you may succeed.
Good-morning I

Snmuel was not quile satisfied; however, he taok his departure, and the
rulprits were ordered inlo the Doctor’s study, where they received a severe
leclure, and an intimation that if they were caught breaking Lounds again
”'f')' wonld be caned. -

. Which you may consider a jolly lucky cxit,”” exclaimed Tom, as they
made their way to No. 7. ““ A future caning is not nearly so painful as——
"‘,‘,"“- Mclby ! How are your toes?” .
ml-'lr:r:;:!;.]_mso you would not like to have your bare .I_;.oos caught in a beastly

“"Not n bitof it. I was only inquiring after the general state of their
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“health, and you need nol get ratty because I make kind inquities ahaut
the hanged things.”

“I don’t want to have my Lloes made fun of, and I'm net going o slani
being bullied in the shameful manner 1 bave been.”

' Well, you must blame Gowl for that,” said Dick. “We bhave got
nothing to do with it.” _

“1I[ you stood by me like you ought,
the beast, he’d never dare Lo bully me again, I call'it Leastly mean, Dick.
But I'll get level with him, and I'll do it this very night, you sce if 1
don’t. Of course, 1 sha’n't tell you what it is, because you won't tell me
things; but I'm relying on your honour not to mention that I'm going to
pry him. He will jump to the conclusion that it is you, but that won't
matter, because yon will know thal it isn't. 1 wanl you to lend me o
couple of shillings, Dick.”

“Then you will have to go on wanting,”” retorted Dick. “1If you think
I am going to supply vou with funds to make the bully imagine I have
played him some trick you are jolly well mivtaken.”

Then Melby commenced arguing, and at last Dick flung him half-a-crown

" to stop him, which was sixpence more than be bad asked for, and a shilling
more than he expected. . . -
““1 daresay we shall ‘get the money's worlth of fun out of him,” suid

Dick, when discussing the matter later on. “* At any rate we will watch the

little joke. He i3 sure to get into hot-water.” ] _

But Dick was wrong. It was Gowl, the bully, who gol into hot walcr,
and ke did so in this manuer. )

That night he went into one of {he bath-rooms for a hot bath; this was
what Melby was waiting for and expecling, and -for which he was quile

repared. . .

: \'E’nbching his opportunity, and allowing the bully sufficient time to have

ot into the bath, he procured a chair from one of the dormitories, placed
its back against the bath-room partition, then climbed up until he could
sce over, there being a couple of feet space between the top of the partition

¥ iling. . .

mlgot::.:eh‘:zmproglucod from his pocket a large botie of the thick purple mk
s king multiplex copies. ) e

“b?‘de;reglcsl!l’g nmrmlured 'l‘lc:m. “If he's going to slop !]llllﬂ_all}l} 0:;:1

the bully there will be trou(ll)lo.’ Why, he will never get it off. Do y

‘Lhi ught to stop the idiot?’’ _ "

l'h‘l‘n(l.}cn‘l‘::!l; c:)ogdid," mt})rmured Dick. ‘“We are too l:_\lle. 1 reaching his

And so they were, for Melby had uncorked the bottle. m; .|ro' h Gﬁwl's
arm through, he poured the contents (;f tlllc :Jotllfi right on the lo]

i immediately beucath that spot. v .
he'lll“ill:a }‘gl\l-.ﬁl; t‘lvlzsb:l“}' utlered so startled Melby, tlmtllllc |H:|::d\\]:|l|: f:c:::::ﬁl
and he and the chair came toppling over (o fall ::; he
that smashed the chair and burt Melby considerably. d. eroaning as he

v ] . .
He bolted along the passage aund promptly disappeare n;" aning
went, while from the bath-reom came wild and f“"?“;: yf c .mcd down his
Gowl was in a truly fearful state. The purple ink s 'he made matters
face, and when be triec to ]Fet ril;d oftit;;\'ﬁllz lil::l}:nll;!: ?:: ;otf all over.
i ot out was dycd al <
te:i‘l::;::ml?e‘:;;ﬁ% all ho towels, and when h looked at his faco in the glass
' : s5i i his cyes. .

a very evil expression came into Yo domanded Mr. Faster, coming (o
. ke this noise. boy?" dema T > Who
the do:b‘: d‘ff%{',:}: _llm,l{\re you berefl of your senscs Lo apeak like that R
.Aane you?"' . .

and told me your secret power over
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* (}ow!, and some fiend has poured a boltle of violet stain all over my head,
I'tm in an awful state and--eh fury-—il won't como off.”

“ I in uwiess to lose your temper, Gowl,” snid Mr. Foster. “I ean only
any that if the boy is caught he shall be severely punished. Have you any
idea who it was?'’

* Ne. how could 1?** hooled Gowl.

““ Don't dare lo address e in that manner. Get your clothes on, then
come lo my study, and I will endeavour to discover the perpetrator of the
silly trick.”

"I say, vou chaps.” exclaimed Melby when the chums entered the dor-
mitory - he was in bed—‘‘ what have you been making this ghastly row

for?"”
i 1t°= all right, Melby,” murmured Tom. ‘ There’s going to be trouble *

over llliﬂ."

* Oh. well. I don’t know anything about it,”” declared Melby; ‘“ and even
it T did know I wouldn’t tell. I consider a fellow who told of a thing like
thal would be the greatlest scoundrel unhung, and that he ought to be shot
or burnt alive.” . '

““You appear {o Lhink Lhe punishment for encaking should be sovere,’’
observed Dick. ““ Yet I have a recollection of your having sneaked on
more than one occasion.’” .

‘“ Not in a thing like that.”*

*‘ Like what?"’

“Oh, I don’t know what it is, but [ feel surc it's something very serious,
beennse of the noise, and—"'

“It's all right, Mclby.”” laughed Dick. “I believe with you that it is
rerious, We shall know more about that in the morning: in the meantime,
go to sleep with the firm conviction that neither Tom nor I are foing to
turn sneaks. There’s just one word of advice I would give you, and that is,
kcep your mouth shut. We know what the trick was, and who played it,
but we are nol going to tell, therefore it would not be wise on your part
to land us with the consequences, for if you atart doing that it is ten to
one you will be bowled out.” _

“Ohb, I wouldn't think of doing such a thing. I believe in honour
amongst thieves.”

““It is quite evident Lhen that you are not a thief, for your exhibition
of honour i3 a ghasily failure.” )

The chums were up in good Lime the following morning, so were most of
the youngslers, hecause by some myslerious means it had got about that
there was a big row on. No one appeared to know exactly what had hap-
pened. although all knew that something had happened, and they con-
grezaled in the quad discussing the coming row, aud spreading the most
extraordinary reports. ’

Then suddenly howls of laughter rang out, while Gowl strode towards
Lhe master’s quarlers. :

Nis face was blue—so were his hands and neck and hair. The serubbin
he had ﬁn'gn bimself in his vain attempt to get off the stain had turneﬁ
the purple ink into a deep blue.

. Phere was not n emall boy there who did not dread him, and most of them

1ad good canse Lo do s0; but to have suppreased their shricks of laughter

would have been more than they could have performed, even though their

ll\:I.'H had clep't:mlod on their seriousnoss.

- h:'? tg-"os!' exelaimed Dick.  ““Ha, ha, ha! Talk about blue devils.
k> No you don’t, Gowl. I don’t want to bo thumped about because

vou've pol 1 ‘ ’ . . .
didn't “:wll‘_;uf!}“-‘ﬂ- Ha, ha, ha! 1It's no good getting angry with me.
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“If you don't come here, you little viper, I will make it all the hotler
for you when 1 do catch you.'>

‘“Then you shall have a run for your mouey, bully Gowl.”" laughed Dick,
dodging dexterously, but Gowl called on some of bis friendy to hielp catch

the daring youngster, and them Dick went across the Close, and look a
fiying leap ovér the hedge that surrounded the Head's privato grounds. He
did not actually clear it, but he got over all right, aud now he hoped {hat
the chase would be abandoned, but in this he was doomed to disappoiniment.

Gowl made no attempt to Icn?( the hedge, but be came through the gate
a littlo further nlonﬁ. and Dick’s retreat was cut off, unless he chosc 19
bolt right across the lawn in front of the Doctor’s study, which he did not.

But thero was a ueeful weapon at hand. It was the garden engine which
the gardener had left while going to sce what vegelables would be required
that day. Dick sprang to the engine and commenced to pump rigorously,
while he directed the rush of water full at Gowl’s breast as he charged.

The bully stopped dead, and as he uttered a howl of fury, Dick seut
the stream full ju his face. U

““ Come on, you beauly!” cried Dick. ‘ Think you are a charging
thinoceros? Ha, ba, ha! Getting wet, aren’t you? Why don’t you come
on, you coward? You can’t get much wetter!” .

This was perfectly. true, but it was no easy matter to come on with that
rush of water in his face, and he was balf choked by the time he gained
the engine.

Dick darted away, and Giles, the gardener, who bad been nearly con-
vulsed as he watched the proccedings on his return from the house. uow
dpproached, while Dick, who was very chummy with him, hid amongst the
laurels. .

“Tere !’ cried Giles, scizing Gowl by the arm, as he was gazing around
for his enemy. ‘ How dare you come into my garden and empty my engme
like this? Do do think I've got nothink to do but fill that en};me. Haw,

haw, haw! Why, you've turned blue with the cold. Bust me i he ain't as
blue asg violets.”

Sty S

Dick’s Daring Deea.

“ ELEASE me, you insolent ruffian!” howled (jowl. “If you don’t

R take your hands off me I'll knock you dom}! -

“Sce here, young gent,” exclnimed Giles, noticing that MrE

Forster was coming towards them from the college, “ I alwa_\'.v: did respc:
young gents in the ¢olleze—when the young blackguards don’t get uwp to
their tricks,” he added, beneath his breath. “I have m}(') Idmit_v{n t‘:» n.e‘:-;
" form, nnd shall perform it even if .you”knock me down, Oh, ay

g ir! id not see you coming. . . : .
m‘!"d\?\:ll’m?ris Jned:ne::ning ol? this l])oh:;v_:our. (J_m:l':’, demanded Mr. Foster
. dered you to come to my study this morning. - .

:‘[‘ ?;': r:haz young villain Clare,” eried Gowl. *“He has drenched me tc
e N 1 here, Giles?”

“ {{,:}’ilh!s?:tef S}::::I‘:l n'-eto'llike to say. I certainly thonght I suv-d—;:.l.:qlelll'l\q«l
" pre Jersc-zsji'ng young gent in the neigh—vicimty of thelno (".1'1:“r o .
. (gih.!u always consi ered it incumbent on him_when adt( l‘el%::ll; o
to use the lt))l;gcat words he could remember. He did not always us
in the right place, but it was near enough for him.

* \Why were you chasing Clare?” demanded Mr. Forster of the bully.
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*{ have resans to belicve he poured thal stufl over me when T wus in

hr Loth. sod- - -~
* Haw, haw, baw- abum -hough—hough—— Oh, this dreadful congh!*’

membled Giirs. Then he redoublod his congh, for n slight rustling in the
bashes warnced him that Dick was making hiz cscape. Dick had tipped
him liberally on more than ouc occasion, 50 that he was on his side all

the lLime. .
** Come to my study at once, Gowl,” ordered the master. *“ Did Clare

drench you op pur L

** Of coutar 'u- id.  The little villain squirted lhe water at me.”

“ Jlaw hough!"”

“Apd Gien helpod him,” added Gowl, maddened at the badly sup-
presacd laughter. and no more believing in the cough than did the master:

** Why, you wicked, sinful young bla—young gentleman,”” cried Giles, ‘I
wasu't npear the sp—the purlicus. 1 was perigrinating by the pantry.
Cook will tell the story.””

" The same lie, you mean,”” snarled Gowl.

*1 don’'t consider it opporlune that a young gent should doubt my
feracity,”” obscrved Giles. ** We all know how truthful you are.”

“ Follow me, Gowl,”” ordered the master.

“ You hound!” murmured Gowl, glaring at Giles, as the master walked
away.

Then Giles rubbed his own back, screwed up his mouth in a round, and
sjuinted horribly,

When Mr. Fomiler entered his study he found Dick awaiting him, for he
had previously been ordered inlo the master’s presence.

“ Gowl has informed me that you poured ink over him while he was
in hisx Dath last night. IU is not my custom to foree a boy- to incriminate
himsell, and (fowl says thal he did not actually cee you play the dis-
graceful trick. Do you wish to any anything?”’ .

“ Yen, wir. 1 had nothing to do wilh it.”

*“ Then it was Tom IlartL,”" declared Gowl.

“Tom Jlart can nnawer for himsell,’’ said Dick.

** You know who did jt!”’

“ First of all you accuse mo wilhout the slightest cvidence, then you
ancuxe Ilart under similar circumstances; then ycu assert that I know who
dlied it.  But in each case you are only guessing. I nssure you, sir, I had
nothing to do with it, and Ltrust that is all you will require me to say.”

“ Yea, If I will not force a hoy Lo incriminate himsoll, I shull certainly
nol strive to force himsell Lo incriminale another. I accept your word
that you had nothing lo do wilth the maltier, Clare. Now GQGowl charges
you with hoving squirted waler at him.”

" Quile correct, sir, 1 did."”

*“Why?

“ 1'd rather Giowl gave you that information, sir.”’

“ He wus gronsly dnpertinent Lo me,” deelared Gowl. ‘I ordered him
to come to my atudy, and as he ran away I followed. He leapt the hedge
mtu the Doctor’s private grounds, and 1 coneidered it my duly to follow
hm. e then drenched me with watler.” -

Repeat the words he uttered, Gowl.”

“He called me w devilish-blue scoundrel, jeered al me, aud incitod other
hoya to do the rame.™* ’

:' Do you admii that, Clare?™”

"1osuppone i is a half-truth, sir. It does not give you the right im-
Prisaion. I ocrtainly Insughed at him—Dby reason of his colour. I also
s2id * Tulk about blue devils,” gud 1 squirted at him. I also remarxked that
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T did not want to bo thum
e K onat | ped because he had i
ovcrg worlclln?[ gue::t&:o%_?.“gry with me becausci did pot lfft;(-h'l:'i'lrllln. hat oo

“ You did : .t
| : : I;Zertainfc’;o?!l'l' him a devilish ascoundrel?”*
.. Do you deny that e 3
I said * Talk nbouytoubﬁ:::loil l!lle 8 devil?” demanded Gowl,
is & very different thing from ce\'lll_s. I submit that such an ex Prongi
abominable falsehood to- nasort ﬂn tm You n devilish scoundrel. t in on
- :.{:Pe;e. is no differenco—r:* tab 1 called you anything of the A
o Sat 18 a point for Mr. F AT
“Bou :\'ant to deceive hinfs:greizgﬂglfﬁ;'u .
.o Bosh! Do you think I'm going to lie tg o "8 You deserve.”
B S ot BB ) e you o
1e .
d o to }':'}’ Clageor demal\:i(:: cert:E g:s\;:.rbecnuse you feared what he would
ot I, sir. I'm no more fri htened of hi
you, or the Head. I id i of him than I'm frightened—
I ul? did it for the l::lrci:.('i?“bt did'it 50 that he should nol cate m"? ]’::{
“ Your next half holiday will ;
the boy who played thntydi;érnl)ecn?lwa!ﬂ' m;[ shall Qndca\-ouvr to discover
.“"_'" 1‘!0 the S:Imﬁ- Was Hart in your com any wlfeﬁ:l’th(;otv:i];k i" d(:“btd'\‘ml
¢s, sir! He had no m ith i iy payeds”
We did not kuow the teet ::!:slgo(il:g“tﬁ ut )tlha::.d I had, which is nothing,
Yiad we the power of stopping Rt S e cl ayed m such a form, neither
i %“Iollllld]:yo“ llt:u'e stopped jton )
) ‘ell—I wouldn’t like to say: sir. T (hi
If I had known it would Lave d)!'rcd him tlln;"éll{m\;t-elywcc:ﬂ?;r 1I t=l‘|"'l l:m[‘t ould
lllt\"el t'c%t.o:)pped it, but I am uot at all sure on the point.” ik 1 would
o 4t 1s u great pity there should Le such enmi : ™
‘ As far as T am concerned, sir, there is :lc:tynbe!tv : ent a0 e Gom.
{here is no Sricudship, and never will be, but then it 13 searcely hhery o
sidering his age and mine.” ’ '8 searcely likely con-
tuinlo?'“t. l:‘i.gl::loll (!g:.):tlum tricks that you would not play against the cap-
“I'd play Vance tricks that I wouldu't play on th :
wood, sir. 'The difference between the two ispsc?lrccly g‘:o;::::“'? of Ravens-
o And that is how the little demon insults me.”
You know the reason why, Gowl. You can go.”
. Mr. F:mtor did his utmost to discover the delinquent, but he completely
niled. The fault was Gowl's, becausc he told the master that he was
certain Melby was not the culprit. Had Melby been questioned he would,
without ‘doubt, have given himself away; but Gowl had sent him oul en
an errand, and had imagined he was ucl;unllf' out at the timeo the trick
Was played. He thought Melby would blurt this out ae an alibi, and that
Would have caused furthber trouble. Thus it was that the culprit escaped,

While Dick got his lialf holiday stopped.
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Itie sdea war to make up tor it, ond o when Vance had his next night
eut, Iurk breie bounds, and took a stroll along the summit of the chiffs,
hivpng at & sals Distance From the college, e intended to pay a sub.
acquent viat {o the tuck-shop, and bring a supper in.

At abuut n mile to the nerth the clifls jutted out in a point where they
were almest perpeadicular, and it was a grand sight to watch the waves
hurstiug againet the fuce of the clif when the tide was high. It was now
coming 1, and Dick walked to the extreme cdge of the cliff, standing on
the brink witbout the slightest sign of nerves.

Thew an cxprotaion of wouder came into his eyes. On a ridge of rocks
utting far out into the ses, stood a young girl, and she had evidently seen
f....., tur she was waving her handkerchief as a signal of distress.

Inck knew that the tide had more than an hour to flow, and already it
had covered a portion of the ridge of rocks between her and the shore,
«utting off her retrent. Beyond the ridge of rocks, in the sheller of the
ittle nalural bay, a rowing-boat was moored, while others were on the
beach; but it would have taken Dick half an hour to get round, and by
that time the waves would have been hursting over the rocks on which the
young girl stood, : :

** she's Viva, the Doctor’s daughter,” muttered Dick, gazing intently
towards her. ** There’s just one way to get io her in time—at Jeast, there
ure two, only I'm too hig a coward to dive down this height and chance
hitting wy head on the rocks. ‘That being so I'll take the other way. My
father would have dived!”

As a malter of fact his Tather would have done nothing of the sort. 1lla
would naturally have udopted the surest means of reseuing the girl, and
thowe means were exaclly what Dick attempted—and failed in.

1le commenced to descend the rocks, and found his progress comparatively
cany for the lirst twenty-five feet; afler thal lurlther progress became im-
Jromsible, Tor Lhe face of the clill was sheer beneath him.

“Its all right, Viva,” he shouted, hoping that his veice would reach
her ** 1'm coming to rescue you. It's guite simple. Don't be frightened.”

He hurriedly took off his hootls, and }Iung offl his cont, then stepping to
the brink on which he slood, he gazed down the height, and [aintly, borne
by the wind, he heard Viva's voice.

“ Don't come. . You must not venture. You will be killed!”

“If T hadn’t. been a coward I'd have taken this dive from the summit,
aml xo aaved time,” mused Dick.

e was al least fifty feet above {he ]Jevel of Lthe waler, whose depth he
had no means of telling, but he look the terrible leap, and down the
height his bedy swepl to plunge into the. water.

Viva's hands were clasped, and her breath came in a gasp as she watched
for the reappearance of the brave lad who had faced what scemed like
certain death for her sake,

‘Ihen ahe uttered an exclumation of thankfulness as his head rose above
the wurface, and he came Lowards Lthe rocks with a swift side-stroke.

“'Phat’s all right,” he panted, struggling up.  “ The rest is easy, Viva.”
Another long and fascinating instalment of this school talewill appear in next weck's issuc.
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