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i Nelsonp Lee~Cracksman: :

or,

A Thief’s Redemption.

-
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CHAPTER 1. '
The Fight in the Quarry.

“ XCUSE me for a minute, old chap. Thompson here wanls a word

E with me; but I wou't keep you long. You can be looking round

if you like, though I know you've seen it all belore.”

So saying, Captain Armour, Deputy Governor of Porlmoor Convict Prisou,
stepped within®the quarry watch-tower, leaving his guests outside gazing
first ncross the breezy, bonuy landscape of moorland and tor, then down
into the famous quarries plumb at his feet. ‘

The latter was a grim and savage sccue; the tragedy of which increased
rather than diminished in Nelson Lee's eyes every time e renewed acquaint-
ance with it.

For this gentleman in dark bLlue, with trim, pointed beard and the general
cut of n naval commander about him, was none other ‘than Nelson Lee.
the princo of crime iu\'ostiiators. though the name under which he figured
on the prison visitors’ Look was the agsumed one of “ Norval Lane.’

But that wae permissible. It was cven the governor's wish. For as
Nelson Lee put it laughingly, a visit from him to lEortmoor was like looking
up ‘‘old friends.”

There were dozens of criminals there always, who might still be ronnming
at large but for him. There was no reason why they should know when
he came to puy them a visit. In fact, Lthere was overy. reason why they
should not.

However, Nelson Lee was not there in any professional capaeity on this
occasion, but as Captain Armour’s private guest. There were salinon being
caught in plenty in the River Meto close by the prisov, and Nelson Lee
had just run down to try his luck at hooking a brace.

But firat the deputrgovcrnor lhiad te mako his usual morning round of
Lthe prison, and now this was the famous quarries they had called at. lere
stood the signal-tower overlooking the whole prison, and all the wide acres
_bclongiug to it. .

‘“Yes, by George, a grim and savage scene,’”’ thought Nelson Lee, again
gazing down into the cupshaped quarry hewn in a hill of granite. I'icks
and hammers thudded unceasingly: crames clanked and rattled, and every-
where drab-coloured figures swarmed like busy anis.

These were the ““ hard enses "—those men, that is lo say, who were hewing
at the face of the granite cliff, or handling the rough blocks, getting them
inbo position for the * dressers.”

Down under this nearest shed by the gate, though, were the “doclor’a
gaug,” convalescents on *‘ light duty,” wearing sleel ganze gogeles and
hammering refuse-stone to chips.

A whistle blew suddenly. A hoarse command rang through the gnarry,
and instautly the whole busy hive ceased work. The men on the cli® face
climbed dowan, those beueath withdrew belind angles of rock and waited.

A ““shot " was about to be fired. A sccond whistle shrilled at last (c
show all was ready. A fuse spultercd, and the lnst man dodged for cover.
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. ight loud of smoke and dQust burat from a point on tho
:::'T.'.'L! At‘;::ﬁ;' ¥ ?l:::l:lo' Thud—thud! Great chunks of rock came
thun ur down, then peace agsin, That waos over. Tho gangs got back

s d th rk went on
qr jo ¢ wo - . . )
ARG oo n:]u- excitement of that sort of thing soon wears off, cven for

r.,.rl : :(I':lt"l::! |lilm them?' suggested Nelson Lee, Lo the civil guard seutry
.?‘;rml:”ll“rwkou so, sir,”’ answered the map, quite ready for a yarn. ‘It
‘ud take more than dynamite to shake life into somo of them, particularl
the oues just starting o Jong stretch. That's ’when they feels it most,
believe,  Still, they aren’t all that way. There’s the other kind,” he went
on. * Now, there's ono chap there—n real. bad cgg- You can seo bin
down among them blocks of slone. He’s & rough "un, and givin all the
trouble he dares. And siuco he can’t take it out of nobod{‘.ese. he's
1

always getling o quiet punch in at some r brute; venting his spite on
bim.. A regular bullying waster he is, and I sce more of his goings on up
here than they do down there, or they'd stop him, .

The guard was pointing to o hulking convict who was making great
pretence of Leing hard at his job, but was really ““ miking *’ all he knew.

Aund sure chongh, as Nelson Lee watched, he could see the bully had some
quorrel e was picking with a grey-haired old convict working next to him.

The man's ugly mouth was twisting as lie hissed foul abuse out of the
corner of it. Nor was this all.

When he could get near enough and the warder’s hiead was turned, it was
a savage kick or a jab in the ribs with the clbow, making his terrified
viclim slagger.

At !:Ng': 10 bully’s chbunce came for a more deadly punch. Out lashed
hin hiorny fist, aud over went the old hag like n ninepin; the assailant
dedging away cunningly to-pretend it had nothing to do with him.

However, there was someone clse walching nll this besides Nelson Lee on
the tower and the seutry. A convict—one of the * doctor’s %nn ""—scated
pearby with a heap of atones between his knees, had evidently gad his eye
on the bully. Up he jnu:red cnraged, off came his goggles, and in he went
al his cnemy Lammer-an -tonfn. )

Now, for & man to start fighting in a convict prison is a dire offence, of
course. visiled Dy severe pennlties. And so the warders regarded it. They
dashed in to separate the struggling combatants.

Suddenly to Nelson Lee’s amusement they renlised who it was the man
from tho doctor’s gang was hammering. Promptly they pulled up short,
l;:rno.«|1 about, and seemed lost in contemplate admiration of the blue summer
K above.

{L was the funniest thing alive. For no sooner did the convicts see this
than down went their tools to walch the battling twain.

ey dare not yell their glee. They cheered in whispers, so to speak.
.-\ml' Spike Gawdry, whichever he was, was undoubtedly the favourite,

o o That's the chap out of the shed,” the sentry informed Neleon Lec.

l'h(e one that’s set about the big ‘un. They all hate tne brute; but none
of em _cver dared tackle ‘im ill now. I only hope the governor'll let ’em
;::;:\Il:q L oul and not stop ’em, that’s all. It’s just what the Llackguard

. So thought all his comrades evidently. A grizzied old warder cameo I -
ing ue) the winding path to the wn{ch-to\gcr. Por it was kno:rli utxi:.t{t
Caplain Armour was within. Nelson Lee, in fact, could sco his host inside
.0“. }-il“o'{- ‘;":Wlimg 'l.’hc scrup Lthrough a loophole window like any schoolboy.

.\\rm}, Westrup,” ho said, * what’s all that going on down bhelow? It's
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a fight, isn’t it? Yel all your chaps have gol their heads turned the ot -« -
way.”’

2 Well, sir,” apologised the warder, ** it’s like Lhis, you sce. ‘That man,
gir, is about the worst hundful we've got in the quarries, and junt apniling
for n thundering good hiding. And we thought that if that other chap
would only give it to him——"'

“ It would do the coward good—ch?"* suid Caplain Armour, finishing 3+
sentence for him,

“Yes, sir, and the others besides,” added the warder. “IL 'ud bo the

ﬁn:sl: _th.ing in the world all round, I believe, if you'd only let 'em fight it
out, sir.”
" T Oh, Lean’t! How could I# laughed the depuly-governor, witi
a wink at Lee. ““I am so absolutely fMlabbergasted at the nolion that I
can see it is going to be several minutes Leforo I can find breath to have
it stopped. cantime, what are you thinking of, Mr. Lane?”’ he added.
giving ‘Nelson Lee his assumed name. “ Lovely view, ien't it? Isn't tho
colour of that heather yonder just perfect?*’

The detective took his cue, of course. Ile thought the view over the
moor was grand. Dut while they talked of the purple heather, it was the
bully’s crimsoned nose on which their eyes were glued. The man in the
goggles bad ““ tapped his claret ** for him in about the second punch.

dowever, he was not lmvinF it_all his own way. The bully of the
quarcries was sbrong as a gorilla. He was lashing out mighty blows, any
onckol' which was likely to knock the hereic Spike in the middle of next
week.

But Spike was nimble as o panther. Encouraged by hoarse cries from the
gang he blocked and guarded, ducked and dodged, showing that Lhere was
not much about the noble art that he did not know.

“Who is tho fellow?”’ demanded Nelson Lee of the captain, sceing that
Warder Westrup had withdeawn, now grinuing. :

“Spike Gawdry. Cuan’t you hear them shouting it?'’ anawered Lthe deputy-
governor. ‘‘He's a cracksman by trade, and one of the very cleverest
and best, so they tell me. Ile is just finishing o three voar sentence here,
aud is due for discharge in less than a week, in fact. He's been in hespital,
and that’s how he comes to be here on tho doctor's gang.”

“ Well, anyway, he can box,’” said Nelson Lee admiringly. “ I wonder
whero he picked it up?”’

“ Don’t know. He’s a case I'm rather interested in mysell,”” was the
réply.. < He has always struck me as a fellow who, if only left alone by
his old associates, would go straight and carn an honest living. Ile has
told me so, in fact. Says he has a girl waiting to marry him as soon as
he gets out.

“"But there,” he finished, with a hopeless laugh, “ you know what thos.lo
old lags are. They can't keep away from it, and the master-thieves wouldn't
let them if they wanted to.” .

Mecantime, all unconscious how his private character and affairs wero
being discussed in such high quarters, the valinnt Spike was plugging away
at his bulking opponent, getting knocked spiuning more than once, but
always springing to the attack again like n hero. .

o Master-tﬁieves!" cchoed Nelson Lee. *“ You really think, then, thal
burglary is 2s much a business as running a blacking factory? ‘1at there
arc regular firms engaged in it, employing hands, taking them on and din-
charging them, according to the jobs in view? .

“PThink! I'm sure of it!"’ exclaimed his host. “ And so arc you, aren’t
ou?"”’ ) ,

v Ob, well, calching burglars has never been my line exaclly ! answered
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Volner ough withoul the smalleat tracoe of side. ‘I have heord, of
:m:,._: {T:“, ttl;..;,-:: are mysterions ° masler thieves,” a8 you call them, who
scheme and plan big crib-cracking jobs down to the smallest detnil, and
(hen band them over to a mere jobbing burglar to carry them out. DBut
what I want to know is why the police ngver nab these arch-villains, instead
of rupning iv underling like our friend do:\'n youder—— ..

Py Jove! Mallo! Did you see that onez’” he broke off admiringly, as
a terrific rally had ended in the bully of the quarries being nearly knocked
head over heels, And still the warders were aflecting not to have noticed
that there was auy scrap going on at all. ‘' Spike’s got the brute BTOGEYs
hanged if he hasn't ! He'll whip him yet. I quito admire the fellow.”

“And so do I,” said the deputy-govermor. *‘I think the chap is far
too goud to be ollowed to lot drift back into crime, ns he certainly will
do unless, ns I say, some chap like you holds out n helping hand to
save him.”’ ..

** Like me! Why, since when was I turned into a discharged prisoners’
churity organisution, I'd like to know?"* quoth Nelson Lee. ) )

' You aren’t,” was the grave reply. ** But if you bent that mighty mind
of yours to the problem I've just Leen telling you about, you would earn
not only the thanks of the police—you would win the sincere gratitnde. I
believe, of scores of old lags who go out of here after years of penal scrvitude,
knowing only too well that these vampires—these master-thieves—have
already [i'ot their minions waiting to waylay hem. They have it on their
digries the very minute, almost, when these poor devils are dwe to get
their discharge. Aund then the old, old process begins all over again; the
lemplation, the threats, the forcing them back to a life of sordid crime.

‘““They may try for a time to stick out and livo honestly. But iliey ars
ouly tic cl.-o%:lem-e men, 60 what can they do? The master-thief is always
at them, and sooner or later they are bound to yicld, only to get nabhed
again, of course, and sent back here {0 Portmoor.’> .

4

CHAPTER 11,

‘The Master-Thieves,

APTAIN ARMOUR spoke with real fervour. Ha was governor of a
prison, but he had a heart as big as a hiouse. He had made a study
of crime and the crimiual these many years.

Nelson Lee knew this. IIe was interested, if for no other reason than
that the subject of this couversation was obviously a lion-hearled fighter,

and a right good sort. :

For he had flown at a wan half as big again as himself to avenge another,
mercly. He knew, moreover, that for so doing he would almost certainly
receivo a further sentence of imprisonment tacked on to the term he was
Just completing.

In this case, however, there was no question of that, Wisely they were
lollm[l: the Lwo fight it out; and Spike wns winning now handsomely. He
had the I'mllv_ whipped. The coward was Leginning to ronr for merey.
’im’ue’ll.gl.p"]'hl' w:lml ler, tllnatllog's kuocking me about! Why don't you stop -

! APt he bhellowed, i in vai
lloml(:d llimsl)ack \\‘it‘;l\i.\(lslyril'll:)g 01;“ vain to cut and run. But lbis mates

" Go i, Spikey!"” they applaud “ i A ;
mangey seab right l'-‘i:':inhpl?i::nl!"cd- Put him through it! Serve tho

Aund ** finish him ** Lheir champion pretly well did. The bully’s eyes wero
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T pulling the shutlers up*’ fast. e even went down on his kneen for
::wrciy:. Whercupon a Jast lusty buffet knocked him head over heels, and
out.

*“ ITere, steady! Stow Lhat!” commanded n stentorian voice i
and Warder Westrup suddenly rushed forward as if he had on?ll;:cjli‘:l,ﬂlm:v':::é
aware of the scrap. ‘' Ilold that man !’ he said Lo his assistants, who aleo
made a great pretence of doubling-up with carbines at Lhe ready. ‘' Put
the irons on him, and lay on to that other chap, too, that's sprawling there."

The bully, though, was too far spent to stand. Ile was blubbing like
a child. They had to let him lic for a bit. Meantime, Lhe victorious
Spike was marched off, bandcufled, to durance vile, presumably,

1lowever, Warder Westrup must have murmured something consoling in
his car, for a8 he went down through the subterrnnean passage lending out
?l‘ Lhe quarries under the rond, a coutented grin lit up Lia not unhandsome

uce. .

Nelson Lee, through a fieJd-glaes, watched him go. A moment later the
gangs were all back to their work, bubbling with glee that the bully's
comb had been cut. .

“Well, now, I suppose I must slide out of this without anyone sceing,”
c}mc{:lcd the deputy-governor. ‘‘ Come on, Mr. Lane, we'll get this way, I
think."”

Sneaking out by an iron footbridge, connecting the mound on which the
walch-tower stood with the brink of the quarry, the two were soon out of
view of the convicts, and away.

“Well, now, that's almost as good as catching a salmon, isn't it?"”
laughed Captain Armour.

“ Quite,”” agreed Nelson Lee. “ And now X suppose that poor beggar will
be stuck on bread and water after doing you o good turn?”

“What, Gawdry? Oh, ne!”’ said his host promptly. “ He'll go into
punishment cells, of course, for the sake of discipline: but a beefsteak and
a cigar is more what I'd like to give him if I dared.”

‘““And you won’t dock him nn extra month, or anything like that? He'll
get his dlsclmr&z this week, as you said?'’

‘“Oh, yes! Why, what were you thinking about?’ inquired the depuly-
governor.

For it was evident Nelson Lee was thinking of something.

“Oh, I was just wondering !”’ was the tantalisin% answer. ‘““Go on! I want

ou to tell me a bit more about these ‘ master-thieves ' youn say exist, and
how you think they manage to evade falling into the clulches of (he law.”

‘““ Wly, yes, certainly,” agreed the other, glad to have inlerested him.

TFor as a studént og the prevention of crime it was a subject near to
Captain Armour’s heart. He dived siraight to the bottom of it.

¢ described to Nelson Lee what the latter already knew, of course—
how the pals of convicts awaited them on their release to welcome them,
nnd incidentally help to blue the few pounds of good-conduct moncy he
might have earned after his years in gaol.

Among these pals would Lo these harpies, he had mentioned; actnally
ready with n erib-cracking job, perhaps, at the * old terms."‘?r even better.

“T'or as you know yourself,” continued Captain Armour, “ your jobbing-
burglar does not get all he steals. Far from it. The master-thief who has
marked down the crid to e cracked, worked out the details and mado
special tools for the job, if necessary, takes all the profits, and merely pays
'Lllc bm"ig]ar a fair night’s wage.” )

““Aund is the burglar content? I should have thought having got Lhe
swag into his own clutches, he would have stuck to it.”
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The fences who are in with the master-thieves would
relieve him of the stuffl. Morcover, they
would park him—give him away {o the police. Your bLurglar knows too

ome those sort of tricks. e parts np honestly enough.”
O e eppont he stole say three hindred pounds worth of stuff at

“ And uuplmsinﬁ 4 ol sl
wiver’ , Ilow much would he get out of it. do you think?"
T Wall, pow., ike Gawdry told me tgllnt himself,” answered the deputy-

. v .. S r
mn-o‘rn::l:-'. Jlg"'.ll‘hrge hundred was about the figure he put his last haul at,
as threo five-pound notes.’’

1 was going {o get out of it w
n“‘('llint}lgt. a I'En:t.?’E ﬁnglfcd Nelson Lee, homestly taken aback. ‘A fiver
for every year of liberty it cost him!™ o

«Oh, well, that was pocket-money, renlly,” cxplained his host. “Ile
was being kept oll the time yow've got to remember. In six months he
cracked five cribs for his last omﬁloycr, at much the same terms. In each
cane he had every possible detail ‘worked out for him, even to the time
bis truiu started from London, and the one to feteh him back.

- » I{e had plane, too, of cvery floor, door, and ¥indow of the house marked

with arrows to know exactly which way he was to enter it, and where he
wns (o go. On the plaus were noles as to who occupied the various bedrooms
he had to pass, whether they were light sleepers or snorers, and even where
to look out in case e tumbled over the master’s boots. He had a bit of
poisoned meat all ready for the dog, and keys to open all the inside doors.
All he had (o do was to snip the burglar-alarms whero indicated in tho
chart, open a window with a putly kuife, walk in, and walk out again.
So you sce,”” concluded Captain Armour, *“ with all that propared for him
three five-pound notes was not such bad pay, after all.””

“ Perhaps not,” agreed Nelson Lee. “* But since it was all so simple, how
canie he to get mab at Jast?”’

*“Oh, the usnal way! IDis employer sold him.”

‘““To the police? Detrayed himt—you mean that?”

““Oh, yes! In the coldest-blooded mauner imaginable. It is the usual
thing. Perbaps Spike had been trying to get a rise of wages, or moro
likely the police were getting too hot, and somebody had to offered as
sacrifice to lull them to sleep ngain. So a burglary was planned, and
Spike sent off to do the job. Only the detectives fiad bLeem given the
tip, loo, and were all waiting for him.”

“Well, I'm hanged !”” exclaimed Nelson Lee, who, though he had never
made burglar catching a part of his regular profession, flattered himself he
knew all that was worth kuowing about the ways and wiles of the knights
of the jemmy. -

However, he was mistaken. He was learning somethin to-day which
was quile an eye-opener to him., He wanted toqmow whether Spike’s first
Job now would wot be to hunt out that master-thief straight away, and
umm;!l lI:w l(:lcnd in for him, ' : ’

"' 1 should feel like doing it, I know that!” ho said angrily.

Ab!’ loughed the deputy-governor softly. Ilnlsg y{tu’ve ot to
remember that he knows no more who this master-thief” was who was
emplo{mg him than the police, or you or I do. That’s the whole point of
mlcl:;acl“m telling you. These arch-templers behind tho scencs nevl;: show
cnen Lh:.: (llz :i];%“i: l;lu].)et;.h They work entirly through go-botweens, and
mg 3 l:g ot T ean m:: y\:uﬁc message it is thcy are carrying, That is a

clson Lee atared. It seemod j i
Bﬁ‘:imﬁr roceeded Lo demonsﬁaﬁcﬁﬂ::) l\e\'ha'l}'it; ﬁi?ﬁﬁntgﬂzt the deputy-

nd that’s why I say a man of your undoubted geniug ought renlly to

*“Oh. no; he daren’t!
pron:rlly shut. down. and refuse to



NELSON LEE—CRACKSMAN 7

tackle this subject in grim carnest, and try avd ferret out who the:n
vampires are, and bring them to justice.”’

The frown knitting Nelson Lec’s dark cyebrows showed how much hn
wis impressed by what he had heard. The tnsk appealed to him: he felt
‘like taking it on. It was a challenge. = '

“ By Jove, I will!”" he said suddenly. Anything which baMes Scottand
Yard is good emough for me. You say these brutes have mnever been
unearthed. I will uncarth them, or ono, at any rate.”

““ And which one is that?”’

. This cur that first used this wian, Spike CGawdry, of yours {o his own
dirty ends, and then betrayed him.  I'll start on him first.”

“And how?”

" “Why, you say Gawdry is due for discharge in a woek? Very well, on
account of this scrap ay you will give him further detenlion.’”

Neleon Lee was rapping all this out as if he were the Homo Secretary
himself. The deputy-governor smiled. Ile knew him of old.

“Gawdry’s mates must not know but what he has been relensed in the
ordinars way,” continued the detective. *“ On the contrary, the morning
when he is due for release will see him walk out of these gates a free
man.’”.

But the deputy-governor had to prolest at this.

*“Onc moment, yon are getting rather mixed, or I am,” he said. “ Just
now you said he was to have extra detention. Ifow am [ to release him
and give him that, too*™

“Quile simple,”” gaid Neison Lee. “ For the SPike Gawdry who walks
out of Portmoor Prison will be myself in disguise.”

*“The dickens!” gasped the deputy-governor. .

“ You say there wiﬁ sure to be harpies waiting to waylay me. Very
well, T shall be ready for them. They may even havo another crib-cracking
job to offer me at once, you suggest. Good! I will take it on. 1 will
turn bm'gllnr, and steal the Crown jewels themselves, il nccessary. But in
liec end I’ll bet I'Il get my fingers on the master-thief employing me,
though he has forty thousand go-betweens, and his head oflice is in
Timbuctoo.’*

“Bravo!’* cried Captain Armour delightedly. ““ And, by George, I'll help
you! I'll hold the luckless Spike im my deecpest dungeon for a month or
a year il you like; for it will all be for his soul’s good in the end.

“I know he wants to go straight this time when he gets ont,” ho
repeated. ‘I know also that he will never be able to resist the terrific
wessure these scum will bring to bear upon him, and that 'l.lo will bo
!lrngged down into the slough again as sure as eggs are eggs. .

“No doubt,” agreed Nelson Lee. ““The way of tho transgressor is
notoriously hard. No onc wants to cmploy an_ex-convict, Besides, you
sny he has got an honest girl waiting for Jum. We must think of her.

‘“ Yés, by Jove, that yow'll certainly have to do!” laughed Captain Armour,
while Nelson Lee’s jaw also dropped a bit. * Spike’s st\'eetl!enr't.. would bo
rather an awkward complication if she turned up to claim him.

“Still, that can’t be helped.”’ he said. “I'll have to chance that. And
now to have a closer look at this man I am going Lo impersonate. It will
bhave to be a mighty careful disguise.” ' . _

The deputy-governor told him that the best time for making o Icisured
study of l; ike's physioguomy would be at night, when the gas-lamp shining
into the cell would e lit, and the convicl would be seated beside it, reading
or writing.
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t off 1o their walmon-fishing inatead, driving in tho eaptain’s
;,ﬁn .'.'.'.',.’...:f.'.', : honny  Brookineet Brﬁlgo. There, having sot up their
nde, they tned the (ly first and the prawn next, plumbing cach foawming

eddy in the rock-strenn niver,

B —

CHAPTER III
Spike Gawdry's Double.

T lant a difficult cast of Nelson Lee’s was rewnrded by a furious swirl
and o flocting glimpse of o silvery body. The line tautoned, and ho

was fast in o big fish of fifteen pounds or more.

Nipper. his youthful arsistant, would havo loved to have scen his guv’'nor
then. Nelson Lee, who could Jook down any revolver-barrel pointed at his
head without {urning a bair. was quite carried away with excitement. .

‘I'he fish tore savagely downstream, reeling off forty yards of line, despite
every offort o cheﬁ( ¥|im. Nelson Lee, in fact, was “ giving him {he
butt,” Captain Armour roared (o him to let him rip a bit. )

No rip the fish did, charging ronnd and round pools, threatening to
scver the good line against the sharp houlder edges. However, luck was

kind.
** Now reel in; he’ll come now,’” declared the eaptain, every bit ag exciled

as hin gueast, o

So Nelson Tee revolved the winch with infinite care. The aalmon wanted
fo aulk; but he had Lo come. The rocks wero desperately slippery for
nailed brogues, such as the detective was wearing.  But by precarious
man@uvring he had almost brought the monster to gaff, when—Dbift!

Ilis heels had flown up, bounce he fell and souse he went heels over head
inlo the ice-cold river. The salmon, of course, was off like n rocket.
Fortunately, Nelson Lee had let go of the rod, or it would have been
«mashed for a cerlainty. As it was it went whizzing away downstream,
butt in ajr like the periscope of a submarine.

“You've lost him. Ilard lines,” declared the caplain,

Dut he did not know Nelson Ice. No sooner was he out on the bank than
he was off in pursuil Jike a houso on fire.

" There he in! 1 see it " he shouted; and then traversing another slippery
granite boulder up flew his heels ogain, and he repeated the vory same
performance. , ‘

The captain simply shricked. But Nelson Lee, now he was in the river,
slruck out to seizo hie rod. e got it, what was more, and then, flounderin
i;:ozl:g land ngain, brought his fish to gaff like am expert, amid “"i‘-(‘g
¢ .

If it had Leen one of these master-thieves that they had hooked, they
could not have heen more clated. .

" But I eny, old man,” panted Captain Armour, * you've cut your knuckle
])r.o.ll.y lmd_ly. haven't you? And just look at t.lu’lt 03;'0 of yourg:" ?

“ Why, in it Mack? It feels a bit like it.”

" 1t isn't black {01,, but it will Le.”

" Oh, well, all o] e betler !’ was the cool remark,

" ]\l\‘;l“cr!l'llm?“ nll|\|'o. what makes you sny that?”’

vy, it t i
¢|II.;1‘:'rit-r;." o ?\eol‘;ne]::e .tcll them I got it trouncing tho bully of thdq
10 captain had clean forgotten Lhis pnrt of it. -News of the f ht 1
of course, leak out, Such things nlways did, though uobody conlﬁl sn‘;o;:o(!;
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it was done  And, of course, Spike, on hin return o his old haunta, would
be expected Lo show some marks for his victory.

‘“And o painted black eye is never half so convincing as a real one,' s
Nelson remarked. ’

So his tumble into the river, if it did not give him double pneuvinonia, had
proved a blessing in disguise. A mere ducking, though, was nothing to
tough a campaigner as Nelson Lee. He walked home instead of driving.
That was all.

It was time then for the dopuly-governmor to take the nightly * march

ast ”’ of all the gangs, both those working within the prison and these

rom tho farm lands outside. Every man out of hospital had to parade, for
¢very man had to be scen and counted.

Nelson Lee had never witnessed this part of the daily routine before.

“No. We never allow anyone to look on on theso occasions,”’ Caplain
Armour told him. ‘ But, sceing it's you, you can be inside the orferny.
room, where you can watch it all from the window. It is n weird sight,
this march past of the Logion of the Lost.”’ :

And so it was, as the detective had to admit—a weird and trngic sight.
Filfteen hundred hangdog wretches, tramping by the ealuting-poivt, where
stood the senior prison official on parade. )

Tramp—tramp—tramp! The gangs which had been forming wp on tho
many walks amid the trim-kept lawns and flower-beds of the main court-
yard now began to ewing by in nevor-endin%proccssion.

‘“ Ob, the bitter tragedy of it!” thought Nelson Lee, quite moved by the
spectacte. -

‘T'he mere boys of the juvenile adunlt division came first; hooligans who
had committed murder and been reprieved. lads who had slain in anger, and
others guilly of terrible crimes. They went swinging by, some sixty of
them, with quite o soldier tread. .

** But what must their thoughts be at night, alone in the dark in their
cells?”’ wondered Nelson Lec. ~ .

Verily Portmoor Prison shou!d be haunted, if ever a place was, wilh
legions of hovering ghosts crying out for vengeance!

ext, when the lads had gone, the older hands passed by, two by two.
gang ou gaug, lhe warder in charge marching behind, trancheon at the
salutle. . :

“ Number forty-nine! Thirty-two, sir,’”” the warder would sing out as
ho pnssed the saluting-point. L

The first wns tho number of his gang, the last the men comprising il.
Alrcady, however, this had been checked by tho eagle cyes both of Caplain
Armonr and tho chief warder beside him. It tramped away, to be followed
immediately by the next. : )

Old men, with grizzle beards: bowed old men, with spectacles: tall, up-
right men, with squared shoulders and a swinging stride that showod they
had been soldiers once—they all went tramp, tramping pnst on their way o
their cells. .

“Here and thero was s coal-black nigger, while at the heels of some of the
gaugs hobbled a cripple on crutches. Some wore jackets of blue, with red
collars and cuffs. Theso were the more privileged prisoners, Tho reat had
u slop jacket with blue and red stripes. .

Oceasionally eame a man in parti-coloured garments of drab and yellow.
and be wore a broad leather Lelt, with chains fastened to his nnk‘lcs. or
his garb would be quartered with black, according to his crime. For the
first_ wore mnen who had tried to escape, nand the second those who had
altackod their warders. L. . ked

They would bo doing ** bread and water ** for their sins. Yet they loo
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n the whole, for a convicl who can boast (hat
he las worn th .ironw is u proud mnan und a hero for evermoro,

. M“In:l‘llll:c d:n::“g'n-y It-ginnplmd wound its wny out amid the graes plots,
cach gang Lreaking off o ils own particular block of cells in the courtyard

lwyond.

'}"Iu-ir cvening meal wonld be served now. Afler that would be Nelson
Leo's time to stndy the facial churacteristics of the wan he was to 1pper-
By-and-by Captain Armour and he set out, They crossed to the

Spike hod been incarcerated since his

mere jounty than the rest ¢

sonole,
block of punishment cclls, where

fight. . e

F:'I'Im prisun had meantime been locked up for the night. I:Iobody within
could get out, for there were only three cye—the governor’s, the deputly
governor's, aud the chief warder’s—Lhat could opeu the gates. And theso
oflicials all lived outside. - . ]

‘Thix system of locking in both guards and prisoncrs prevails throughout
the “'lmfe prison day and night. Tho warder in a workshop is as much a
prizoner ag his gang. Ile has no keys by which the latter could escape if
they did kill him, go they let bim alone. . i .

An iron-bound door and next a steel gate having yiclded to Captain
Armour's keys, he and his guest now stood within the special bloek of cells
set uvide for punishment purposes. The two warders on duty saluted.

‘'he building was lit by doy by a long skylight roof. Ticers on tiers of
cells, opening on to iron galleries, roso on cither side.

Mere were the black holes and padded cells, with doors four deep, where a
lmmln vm:lld ‘““shrick the house dovn,’”” as the saying is, and yet not a sound
e heard.

Spike Gawdry, however, hud not Leen confined in these. When Nelson
lLee peeped (brough tho tiny observation-héle to which Captain Armour
motioned him, there the convict sat, on his fixed log-stool, quite nuconscious
that ):e was heing observed.

The gras-jet, set in the {hickness of the wall and shiclded by inch-thick
plate glass, il u}:cllia sunburnt features. Ie was rather a gooud-looking
tellow, ns Nelson had alrecady noled. Certainly he was no Bill Sykes.

Ho was writing luboriously. 1t was a letter to his girl, as the detective
couid nol help reading. Nor was (he handwriting uncultured, though ho
reemed {o linger over every stroke as if to make it a work of art, worlhy
of the recipient.

U Dear FEwily,” it ran,—* Only aunother week, sweetheart, and T shall bo
with you again—this time to marry you and live honestly, which is iny
relemn vow.  Old pals will be sure to be after me, I know; but I swear to
leaven and lo you that T'Il have wotbing to do with them any more. It
may mean siarving for a bit wntil we can find some kind soul to give me o
Job, for your sake if not for mine. It's going to be a hard fight, like it
alwayy was, but with your love to help me—"" ’

That wan as far as the convict had managed to ! ]
_ ‘ ar ¢ get. There be sat, as if
I_n.a'l!r-ml. had guddenly grown too full for mere words. A tear came creep-
nuilmtu his cyes, They grew misty, and so did Nelson Lee’s.
" .é.llm;l pmdl!ccd his miniature make-up outfit, which ho always carried.
It n;ni:;“:: ::} ;:onemrror_:\u well as a stock of grease pnints, YPausing from timo
"¢T aAfrd ] i FIewW i
m-;l.-l, - H!l- mpiﬁl-;nl (:l‘l::ll.lkg'h thlc mspection hole for a fresh view of his
AN practice had made him a masler of the art. Wilh i
K . | . ale » art. ewift nd
srokes, he vubbed in the pigment on cheek and chin. Next can'wbll;?gh

Vhts and vh; low . .
S blcn:l (-:l‘ ﬁ:?:;: ::, harsh and strong, uutil o few caressing touches softened
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Caplain Armour watched him, amazed.
already filled out and coarsened n little.
broader, the nose thicker.

At last, bending closer, the deleclive lined in a few careful wrinkles nbout
mouth and eyes; a sawift dabbing with hare’s-foot and powder-puff compleled
the operation. He stood up and faced Ms host.

'1‘13: 1clnpll:ain \Lns dthIEstrickcn.

“ Call those cha ack ngain!"’ commanded Nelson Lee, fo
had been {old to ri?t%re duringg all this. r the warders

They reappeared from tlie empty cell where they had withdrawn. For the
moment they quite imagined that the real Spike Gawdry had broken out of
his cell, and was now confronting them in borrowed clothes. Tley tonk n
startled stride to close with him. -

But, belfore they could open their lips, Nelson Lee had taken n towel.
One swilt, vigorous scrub over hia features, and he looked at them annd
smiled. Another, and he was his former self again, motioning with Livger
on lips for them to keep silence in case they alarmed the prisoner within.

“Well, of all the miracles! e ain’t a man! He’s a blooming Maskelyuoe
and Devant!"’ he heard one of them gasping under his breath.

And Captain Armour agreed. Iow Nelson Lee. too, after his paios (o
ot an absolutely life-likeness, conld blot out all his work in that casual
ashion he could not think.

‘““ Oh, that's all right!” laughed the detective. “Once I've mastered a
disguize, I never forget it. y next attempt, even without our friend lo
copy [rom, will be belter than the first, I guarantee. ‘To-morrow you must
give me a chance to hear him talk. Then, after I have gone through his
identification record. I shall be all right.””

It wne characteristic of Nelson Lee to dismiss in this light-hearted {ashion

i;n ulndcrtnking which, before he had finished with it, might cost him cven
is life.

1'he thin, intellectunl face had
The chin and mouth looked

CHAPTER 1V.

The Mpysterious Swiss.

PIKE GAWDRY'S record of erime showed that the deputy-governor had
in no wise over-flattered him when he deseribed him as onc of the
most skilful and resourceful ‘ cracksmen " who had ever been through

Portmoor. B

¢« By Jove, the Enderby Rubies! Ile was the beggar that swiped those—
was he?”: ejaculated Nelson Lee as he saw this famous burglary down among
others to Spike’a credit. i .

The detective remembered the robbery well. Spike must certainly be a
master of his craft. )

‘“ Bxtremo cleverness in senling walls, roofs, cte., and expert knowledge in
the use of high explosives (or forcing safes,’”” were among his most roemark-
ablo characteristics noted by the police. . .

“H'm! Well, I rather wish L had hit upon an casicr man lo imper-
sonate """ decided Nelson Loe, smiling up at the captain, who was walcling
him. ‘I don’t know that I was ¢ver Eurticularly good at shinning up drain-
siper, if that’s what it means. And as for blowing open fmfm—woll. [
lmow how it is done, and that is all. Still, there you are! T'm hooked l:or
tho part, and I am going to play it, though I hope sincerely it will be for “u
feiv nights only.” " . . ,

And then, casting his eye down the long document to the last crime on the



12 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

ot for which Bpike was doing time now, be again uitered n little grant of
!:upl'l-r'. l-l-r' it !\'an in attempling to burgle lﬁo house of the Uon. Trevis
sturton. in Cormac Strect. Mavfair, that (he convict hnd come lo gricf
parcntly. . .
i \':vu know Sturton, then?"" queried Captain Armowr. .
“Yen, am o collector and connoimcur. Who docen’t?”” answered Nelson

Lee. * Why, they sav he hns the finest collection of paste and gems outsido
the United States.  ‘The burgling fraternily know that, too, for, if I remem-
her rightly, there have been nt least four attempts {o Lreak into his
ace.’ «
_ P But it ir too well provided with man-traps and spring-guns, I supposc,
for any of them to succeed,” suggested Captain Armour.

Such was the case evidently. At any rate, Spike Gawdry’s ‘effort had been
no happier than the rest. T .

Among other cssentinl facts which Nelson Lee noted were that Spike
Gawdry's customary haunts when at liberly were round about the Clerken-
well distriet, and that he was suspecied to be o member of the famous Nat-
tail pang.

'I'h'i nfxl day, then, having eat in an inner rooin while Svike was brongl:t
before (he deputy-governor, so that he could study his peculiarities of
speech and manner, Nelson Leo departed for London.

Spike, in any case, was not due for release until the end of the week.
Now, on the pretext of his fight with Dave Brown, the bully of the quarries,
he wan told he would be detained another month—and perhaps two-—accord-
ing to his conduct, '

The convict looked sick and savage. In vain he protested that he had
only gone to the aid of an older and weaker vietim. The deputy-governor.
ﬂf"cmlrﬁ('. was adamant, and Spike was marched back to his punishment
cell.

The fact that lie was being detained was to be kept a strict sceret from tho
rest of Lhe prisoncrs, ncedless to say. They were to be left to believe, when
Ncelwon Tee, disguiged, walked ont of the gates of Portmoor on the Friday
morning, it was Spike who was ﬁoing‘ forth to precious liberty.

It wns evening-time when Nelson Lee drove up to his old rooms in tho
Gray's Inn Road, Nip‘nr was cheekily waiting to receive him, with a sack
in which to carry up all the fish his boss was supposed to have canght. BRut
I.Nol]uon Ice's one and only salmon had been lc}
arder,

“In a tin, T suppose?”’ chaffed Nipper checkily, with a sly wink at lheir
Imlulllnd)', 'l\llrs. Jomnes.

e would have heen wiser to have kept his eyo on his ehief, it ha 1
for tho next instant he found himself };inncd {y tho enr and s unpll-’:tlll::l’
when the flat of Nelson Lee's boot, applied to tho base of his backhone pro:
jected him =prawling up the stairs for his impudence. .

ll;nt Nc{mn _{{ce wlasto'll:lly zlol:;ing. tolc;.dol‘ course. Mra. Jones had dinner
ready and waiting, but the detectiveo i i i : ie i
e mz,g“gemc““ ﬁEst. ado hie assistant bring in his dia y

" 1 want Lo see if there is anything particularly urerent fo <
vr twe," he said, * heeanse othirwiso {'\'b taken on agjob ofrntgooﬂﬁrl’;:week

N f\\\l_ll. and wh:lnt'a that?” demanded Nipper. )

Why, turn burglar,” was the cool reply, which nearl d
comsize 1) ‘ 3 4 Y made Mrs. Jones
nsznniulnn::-(::t?"um soup {ureen down ghppcr 8 Dneck in her shoeked

* Burglar " paaped Nipper

“Yes, What u(P(;I.'-‘ You scem surpriced,” said hi

AW s ! ‘ priced,”’ said his boss o .

Why, yes, you bet I am—that in if you really mean it."nlmly

t, forgotten, in his host’s
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“Oh, yes, I mean il !"" was Lhe nonchalant reply.

‘: Mcan that you are really going to burgle 1o steal?*’

“Of course. You don’t think I would take all the trouble to Lreak int
o !I‘II\I{!;H hous;: to Hlnykh(ll!il piano? What do you Lake me for:" e

‘hy, a champiou kidder,”” was Nipper's prompt ' .
reply. And thenl he added: ““ Come, plg)oss, l')o:'n!) L nllll'd ROl yory reapect ful
What is this game you're on now? You mn; bo g(};:;gl?g t':gul:ﬁi' !l :mo""
80, i&'s_only %10 catch a thief, I know.” ef. but it

““ Quito right,’’ assented Nelson Lee, laughing. * You've hit i
young 'un. I'm out to catch that rarest o‘lg nllg nol-birda.cb;:.:;llltnllgl;::t:t.
the master-thiel. They haven’t any specimens down in Porlmoor Privon. it
scems, and they’ve challenged me to procure one for them. Or 1 cam make
it two or half a dozen if I like—and if I can,” he added meaningly. .

Thereupon he proceeded to marrale what Captain Armour had said, and
what he in turn had undertaken. Nipper heard him out in silence Nelron
Lec nsked him at last what he thought of the scheme. '

‘“Don’t believe n word of it,”” was the laconic response. ‘I don'L Lelieve
there are such things as master-thieves. If I were a burglar, risking yeara
of Portmoor every Lime I cracked a crib, I would want all the swag I ot
for myself to repay me. You wouldn’t catch mo handing over three hiundral
pounds’ worth of loot, nnd only getting three five-pound notes for it. No,
i:?;l;; Anyone olse, cither. Your friend, the captain’s, talking through his
« ““ ANl right,”" answered Nelson Lee, *“ we ehall sce.  But to-night we'll
take a stroll round Mayfair together, and find this house where our convicl
come to gnef. He hna a great reputation I find for shinming up stack-
pipes. and I shall have to be rendy to do the same. I want to see the kind
of job I may be asked to tackle.'” ' ' | '

So off they sct. They found Cormac Street, and the Hon. Trevis
Sturton’s mansion was number nine, a corner house turning into a palatial
mews. It was a *“erib,”” which, il Nelson Lee had been put on to ““ crack ™
it, he would not have known how to set about it all.  For the lower
windows were claborately barred with orpamental grids, while to reach
the upper ones would have puzzled a monkey. If Spike Gawdry succeeded
in breaking into it at all he was a genius.

Nelson leo wondered whether it was any more aceessible from {he hack.
Telling Nipper to wait where he was. he went down the mews Lo leok. Here,
though, was a wall guarding the back premises, at least ten feet high.
There was a door in it, however, and this wns suddenly flung open with
some violence after the detective hnd passed.

- He had already heard voices in altercation, and now no sooner was the
door open than ont of it came shooting a young man, to fall on his hands
and knees in the road.

He wns a foreigner obviously, and excited. ITe was more excited still
when after him -came hurtling an old Lin trunk and a portmantoan, nearly
eatching him on the head. .

“Hallo!’ thought Nelson Iee. dodging promptly into the shadow. “ Oue
of the honourable’s domestic staff been misbehaving himself, and got the
chuck. And, by jiugo, he doesn’t mean to take it quietly, cither " he
added, as the man turned on the figures within the gate, abusing them
like pickpockets.

Ye was a Swiss, the detective jndged.

“You Anglecsh dogs! Tehah! You dare treat me like zis, do you? Vor
vell, den T show you! You don’t tink I live cre fife veeka wizonl keeping
my eyes open, do you? I go te ze polecce—oh, yes! I tell “em vot I tink
of you. Do you ’car me, you fat fool, you?"
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The ** fat fool ' wax the hunournbl(_-'s butler, cvidently. He was bein
cpged on by someonc hwhind who ight bave been tho mnster himself.
Hather than have the man there scandahising the whole neighbourhood with
hin shrifl objurgationus he wanted him fetched in again, neck and crop.

Whercupon the butler valinutly started to mako a dart to recapture their
quarry. llowerer, he had no sooner moved tham ho was cnu&,'ht by the
cont-tails, nod jerked back. Nelson Lee begoan {o get intorested.

There war o pause thenm for a minute or two, during which the Swish
ubused them more shrilly than ever. Ome or two coachmen and stable-
helpn belonging to the mews came out to listen. At last the detective saw
the mexning of the evident change of tactics.

For suddenly just behind the spot where the Swiss was standing a conl-
PI-'“‘-' in Lhe Im\'cmcnt was lifted, and a hand shot out, clutchi.ng him hj‘
the ankle. It was ncally done. The coachman roared.

And 30 did the Swiss. He ronred, but he kicked and wriggled nlso. It
was the butler's chance. Urged on by his employer, as Nelson Leo imagined,
out he dashied to close with the caplive. However, the Swiss was too agile.

Weenching himsell out of the grip which pinned his leg, he went gtum-
bling Lackwards in a bheap. The result 'was that the butler grabbed only
at thin air. e lost his balance, too, which wus worse; for the conl-
hole yawned at his feet, In vain ho tried lo stride clear of it. Through
went ove lef, and down he came wallop on his fat stomach on the pavement.

I'he conchmen round shouted with glee, of course, as if it were the
fuunicst thing in life to sce a man break all his ribs. The Swiss showed
hetter sense. Up he |l):9ked himself, and nway he ron like a hare, leaving
la;:g‘dand box behind him, Down post Nelson Lee he came tearing top

*The dsgs, the thieves! Bul I vill tell!”” he heard him panti rateri-
cally.  And then out by a backway he vanished, and acroasPPmt:;:n :E:IJesE:rtlo
Myde Park opposite. '

"Nolson Lee emerged from ihe shadow then, and strolled past the gate
I‘:-::Em '}:‘l)llccc:‘iﬂsl::‘“ (\;:ranglcd. The butler had been pulled out of the conl-

. gure directing operations was t{lie Hon. Trevis Sturton him-
welf, as the deteetive surmised. He was rating his unfortunate servitor
soundly for not recapturing their quarry, though one would have thought
he was we.ll ’onough rid of him, as it was. Anyhow, his servants (lrnggod
:::‘;:'I::S:R\\nys bag and box back ineide the gate again, and tho door

The deteclive wont to find Nipper round tl i '
over the whole thing. And it lgcrmi:ly “":1:: IF:I:.:;II ll?t ﬁ\t:moro::;ugl'lltl::
u«-c\-srrmg Lo Nelson Lee, however, that it was also a trifle mysterious. ¥
. What did the fellow mean by hoasting that he had not been five weeks
in the house without keeping his eyes open? What could there bLe di
creditable i the establishiment of sue) \ \risto.
racy e (he Fion T R R ch an catimable member of the aristo-
o im‘lico. on. Trevia Sturton? BMorcover, there was the threat (o tell

“ Oh, the usual bluster of a servant who i . ;
=lm-}' .I'""d' knowing that some is hound to slicl; !?Fite(:l'ectigteldﬁ:ﬁxso t:dstl;n%

"s:»lglil:::wlrm::de]‘n':rst';-';?lnglm L:.'icc about the affair. ' yed Hha
g » strolled nex 5 i . :
‘I'Itn ﬂ:l\:"(-‘:-n was lo be seen in llleu\i;(i;sz‘;ituifminrk'll:l:; t\gﬂf::e;\cl:ln::ll(ll:plqy

o aar S 7 : W
Noleah ll.:.f'("q'}. 1l?o:-:‘|r as the Achilles statue, and then turned back. Sndd%n};
1 K eyes delected a figure huddled up on £ ¢

L was the Swigs valet ngain. And atill letti b hg £ tho seats.
hin ** weere’s ™ and " nom de chiena.” c¢lling off steam by the sound of

as ‘\‘ . " X .
o, hanged if T don't just have n word with that fellow ! decided
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e detective, his curiosily whetted once more. “In any case, I'vo gol ta
remember that it was in the Hon. Sturton’s house tbal my fricnd Spike,
whose part I am wnderstudying, came to griel last.”

So ho stepped up to the fellow with o sympathetic * bon moir.” ‘Tne
man might Le innocent of any harm and quite homeless, for all ho knew.
Nelson told him he had just witnessed the way he had been sunmariiy
thrown out, and wanted to know if he could bo of any help to him. .

The man started and stared suspiciously. Ilis face grew more and moro
sullen. He growled back a surly negative.

“Ob, all night!” said the detective promplly. “I've no wish to intrude
myself, if you dou’t want to talk to me. DBut sco here,”” he added, prelucing
a card. “ You're a manservant, I take it, and out of a job now. If you
like to call on mo at this address I may bo able to help you. I won't
promise, but I may, I say.” .

The Swiss looked as if hoe were goinf to refuse even this. But suddeniy
o reached out his hand and took tho slip of pastcboard, pockeling it
with n growled word of thanks. Then Nelson Lee rejoined Nipper, and
the two rcsumed their walk again.

“What made you stop and talk to the brute at all?”’ demanded Nipper.
“You don’t renlly think there was anything in his gas about tellfng the
police? It was just spite, of course, to get his own back.”

“ Quite likely,”” answered Nelson Lee. ‘““But I suddenly thought 1
would, and when I think suddenly like that, I generally find it is wisc
to act on the instinct. IHowever, I confess it is rather like listening to
backstairs gossip,”” he allowed ; whercat again Nipper snorted. .

'‘Lhey strolled along home then, thinking no more about the incident. Dy
midnight Nelson Lee was in bed and fast asleep. ‘Two hours later the
insistent ringing of the telephone-bell at last roused him with a start.
HMe realised that it must lave been buzzing for scveral minutes, for he
remembered it in his dreams.

“Well? ¥allo! Yes. It's Nelson Lee speaking,” he answered, {o the
exchange. . X

To his astonishment it was the river polico at Waterloo Bridge Station
who were wanting him. ] )

“It’s a body we've just pulled out of the river,” the inspector teld him.
“Only been in a few minutes we should say, and we're still working to
bring the man round.”

“ Oh, and what do you want me for?"’ demanded Nelson Leo. :

“ Only that on him in a ticket-pocket wo found a card with a name wo
believe you use sometimes—* Norval Lane,” ” was the reply. i

«“Norval Lane.” Yes, that’s me,” answered the detective bewildered.

It was thé name he had passed under down at Portmoor. It was also the
ouc he had given to the Swiss that very night, ho remembered.

“ What sort of a chap is he to look at?”’* he inquired next.

‘Tho inspector thercupon described him. . o

““Great thunder! That is the Swiss; I'll bet nnything on it!" gasped
Nelson Lee.

—

CHAPTER V.
A Successful Impersonation.
’ LL right. I'll be round as soon a8 1 can get dressed,” promiacd
Nelson Lee; and a few minutes later had stumbled inte a belated
taxi, and was speeding along towards London’s bridge of sighs.

For this was the conclusion the delective had come to as to the valet'a
fate. ] .



16 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

" ia Lopdon, and kicked out into (he gutter. Perhaps charged wilh
-tuI‘iml::n the ti:nr ain. llysterical sort ol chap, anyway. Thought lo
would end it all, and jumped into the river,”” was his summing-up of tho

cn;-;““r' when he reachod the Embankment and mado hig way down the
way lcading to the floatin -slation of Lho river polico, he soon found
mtllw had n-poﬁen in haste. ere was a wound on tho back of the poor

wictch’s head that could only bave been inflicled b’v o club. .

** Foul play. if you ask me,” said tho inspector. ™ Do you know anything -
about him, sir? 1 suppose you do, gince he has ome of your cards in his
weket.”’ . .

: Nelswn Lce was (hinking hard.  The fellow’s threat against his late
master, the latter's prompt anxioly to get Pom_es.mon of him again, and
his subwequent surly suspicion when the detective had tried to befriend
him, all lent additional mystery and suspicion to the cnee. Nolson Leo
could not nake up his mind whether to tell all ho knew or not. _

Iowever, he did it at lnst. The inspector looked ineredulous. It appeared
he knew the Hon, Trevis Sturton quite well—so well that he was obviously
loath {0 trouble him with the matter at all.

** Well then, don’t, and leave it to ine,” said Nelson Lee promptly. It
way be just as I say. ‘The fellow is one of the hysterical tipo, and, what is
more, you say he is not dend, and may recover. Give him a chance to
do s0 before you make inquiries. In fact, don’t move in tho matter at all
until you hear from me,” he added. .

To relieve the inspector of all responsibility he promised to go straight
to Scotlond Yard, and get their consent to this course.

Nelsou lee and the river police had worked hand-in-hand together in
many a cage. Mo jumped into bis taxi agaiu, and drove {o hicndquarters
there and then. . Ile told .them of his new quest, and though the present
case hnd nothing whatever (o do with it apparently, he nevertheless wanted
it left entirely in his hands.

The fact that the man was reported Lo be recovering under vigorous first-
aid treatment cnabled the polico to comply. ON went Nelson Lee then
homewnrd bound; and now he woke up K‘ipper. '

*“I've gol a job for you,” he told him.

“ Huve you, guv'nor? Now, you mean?” replied Nipper, reaching for his
I.roua.o.rs.

** No. nol now,” anawered his chief; * to-morrow will do. I want you to
get taken on as a valet in the house of the Hon. Sturton.”

" Yalet in the house of the Hon. Howmuch?"’ gasped Nipper.

Yes. 1 don’t know what you are likely to find there, but you will soon
fee,” was Lhe imperturbable reply. ‘‘ Anyway, that Jast servant of his we
saw chicked out to-night has been knocked on the head by someope, ard
thrown in the river. They’ve just fished him out.”

. Nipper had wot been told this much yot, of course. He wanted Lo know _
::H:l_fln guv nor wanted him knocked on the head, and chucked in the river,
“y No.Tdon't. And T don’t want any cheek, either,”” his boss reminded him.
0 ou Just keep your eye on tho advertisement colnmns to-morrow, in caso
n:::l llllon. Sturton :ulvcrliacs.. Just cut round the servants registries, too,

e enll at the house itsell aud offer yourseli. I’ll lenve the names

::‘l;“l;l’l’reo or four titled people, which will get you the job, il any reference

ul‘.:“l::g’m-o them?”* echoed Nipper inquiringly. ‘“ Why are you going off,

" Yed. 1've gob some business I want to clear up, and on Friday I must
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go dowan to Lortmoor again, for our friend Spike is due Lo Le releaned then.
So I sha'n't see you again for a bit. But don’t forget when 1 do it must 1,
in tho Hon. Trevis Sturton’s livery. You must not fail me there.”’

Nelson Lee hardly knew himself why he was 50 sel on Nipper turning valot
at tho connoisseur's house in Cormac Street. Cerlainly Ilis asvizlant dad
not. Still, it all came in o day's work so far as Nipper was concerned.

Next morning, sure cnough, there was an advertisoment in the ** Morn-
ing Post " which might have hailed from the lon. Trevia Sturton. Nipper
chanced it, and found he was right. By noon he was signed on na recond
foolman, to wear powdered hair, velvet shorts and canary-coloured calves.

Mecauntime big gur’nor wae speeding on hie way to Birmingham, where he
had a case to put the finishing touches to. ‘I'hat night he waa travelling
down to Plymouth to make his way on the morrow Lo tho loncly recesses of
Portmoor where stoyd the prison.

Spike Gawdry, it happencd, was within halfl an inch of his own height,
snd only n shado less powerful in build. His brand-new suit of clothes,
which had been made for bim in the tailor’s shop ready for his release, fitled
Nelson Lee to o T'

This and a new bowler-hat, shirt, underclothes, collar and tio—every-

_ ::Jllnng a man could need in fact—were all laid out in a cell in the punishment
ock. :

A counvict orderly was in charge. Nelson Lee was marched in in due time,
wearing broad-arrow slops, and disgnised as the man whose time was up.
The whole routine was followed just as if it had been Spike himself. for, if
ever the fraud wa: detected and leaked ont, Nelson Lee might easily pay for
it with his life. '

At last, his ticket-of-lcave given him, he Jmssed out of the prison gates—
: freo man. At least, he had o warder beside him to see bim on the London

rain.

Nelson Lee almost felt what he was supposed to be—a convict just released
from durance vile—for there was something about the cut of am, and per
haps the brown-paper parcel under bis arm, which made all the guards and
porters look at him askance.

Five honrs later, however, saw him at Waterloo. Up till now he had secn
no sign of any of those harpies which the prison governor had described Le
him. He was wondering what he was going to do with them when he did.
IHowever, onco the train had drawn up, he was not left to wonder long.

“ Why, Spike, old chum, ’ow arc yer?” he heard a voice hailing him
delightedly as he alighted. * 'Ere, George—'cre ‘c is! ’'Ere’s old Spike
come hack again! Shake ‘ands, old son, and welcomo to the Smoke once
wore !*’ o .

Nelson Lee turned, to sce a short, stout, florid man wriggling his way
towards him through the crush. Another as short, but pale as pasie and
thin as a weasel, followed hard in his wake.

¢ Now, who the dickens ave these, and how am I to find out?'’ wondered
the detective. .

Then he remembered the real Spike’s good resolutions to “try and run
atraight this trip.” Treating the pair to a look of withering contempt, he
turned on his heel to pass them by. . o

The rogues, howover, wero not to be shaken off thus easily. Nér did
Nelson Loe intend them to be. It was {o make theso very men’s acquaint-
ance that he had been Lo all this trouble. Wilh an exclamation of disgust,
they came after him again. . in .

““*Bre, Spike,’”’ remonstrated the fat man, ™ wol's {ho game? Ain'l got
too proud to be scen talking to old pals, ‘ave yer?”
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v O ure yer guing to be nilly cnough (o rat? Ts that it, Spikey #** cried
his pasty-faced pal, whese nume sccmingly was George.

on | wind on them. ] ]
e e it Sou've oul, with an ugly twist of his

“ Yes, that's it.  You've hit it!"" he ra i .
mnul‘hr.mut;:llﬂi on Spike's when he Iu-ar(r ll)fcdwas going back to punishment

s raching the bully of the quarries. ** I am goin’ to ‘rat,” as you
:::Illl.i:f" lulu donf with you} and llleqlot of you. if you want to know. I’ve
come out now {o go straight—and keep straight! I want to sce my gol—
that's ‘oo 1 want to sce! Not youl!” . o

‘Iiiv wan bardly (le truth. te on¢ person the detective did not want to
run acrom—nol yet, al any rate—was Spike’s sweetheart. Morcover; a dis-
concerling grin spread simultancously over the faces of both rogues. The
dotective marked how their cyes met in a swift, furtive glance. Ile was
puezled, and tried to look alarmed. ' ) .

* Do you ‘enr what I say?’* he demanded. . “ My gal—where is she? Ain’t

khe ‘ere to meet me?"”’ ,
"T'he grin died on {he fal one’s face. He eyed the supposed Spike and shook

hir bullet-head. ) .
“*Em'ly, you mean,”” he suid. ‘“ No; she ain't ’ere, old chum. And it’s
bad noos for you, too—if she didn’t let you kuow! But she’s gone—Em’ly

ar.*’
**Gone ! demanded the detective, with o simulated gasp. ‘' Gone where?

Where's sha gone to?”"

** Abroad—Amerriky—with Nat "Olden,” was the answer. ‘“They got
married las’ Toosday, and eailed next day.”

* Married last Tuesday!” cried Nelson Lee, smiling his brow in meclo-
dramatic horror.

“Yes. It was you comin’ ’ome that done it. She always said on the
quiot she never wanted Lo sce you agin.”

Nelwon Lee was genuinely staggered by this bombshell—not for his own
wake. of course, but poor Spike’s—for had he not stolen a glimpse over the
convict's shoulder of that last tender letter he had beem writing, longin
for the day, so near at hand now, when they would be reunited and cpulﬁ
nel u‘!; a little home of their own together?

And now the jade had jilted him, aud gone off with a rival! I'oor Spike!
What would he say to that knock-down blow? .

llowover, this was no Lime to wonder. Ile had taken the convict’s place.
What the renl Spike would have said, if he had been there to hear it, le
would have Lo say wow for himn. ' '

And he did.  Ie played the part of a jealons and jilted lover to o 'I'. ‘The
iwo rognes grew quite ecared at his vehemence. IHe vowed he would take
the very next skip that sailed, and hunt bis rival down, if he had to follow
him lo the ¢nds of the carth, -

" Don’t be sich a bloomin’ fool!”” counselled the fat man hastily. ‘ Yon
don’t wanl to take no steamers! You leave tho gal, and forget all about ‘er.
£Lo ain’t wuth it—playin’ you up all these years, and then leltin’ you down
atl the last

“ No: that ghe ain’t, by gnm,” chimed in hia weasel-chested mate,
ct.-:n!:‘nt:fmgt another swift glance wilh his pal, not intended for Nelson Lce

rreept. “

Bul he did all the same, and then o light flashed upon him. Th
were lying, perhaps, Spiko's sweetheart mi a serted him nouil
bu':.' Ll:lo): wc{ﬁ lnt!king l(:nl; that she haim:ﬁ’;}got have deserted him at oll,

o drivo the supposed Spike to fury and 1 rse—to @
‘-'\"""‘cthﬂﬂﬂll rqsollullio.nu whi!:h they wm{ld knowes{:l:l'li;agr l:a%llll ma.]:?ngs!m%]q:
pweetheart might eyen havo taunied his pale with them foolishly—tbhat he
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;:io'“lil' never go atealing ngain. So, to checkmate this, they had concoctad
iy lie,

These rogues, the deteetive had Lo remember, were cmissaries of ane of
Lhose mysterions master-thicves that the deputy-governor had teld him
about. Skilled cracksmen like Spike wero far too valuable in their trade 1o
be let slip in such easy fashion. They might even had kidnapped Spike's
sweethenrt, and be keeping her out of {Iiﬂ way until, in disgust and despair,
he had once more relapsed into his old carcer of crime.

“The skunks!"’ breathed Nelson Lee under his breath, as this possibility
burst upon him.

However, it would not do o betray that he had suspeeted their little game,
He broke out into fresh revilings snd thrents.

Mecantime, at a sign from the fat wman, his pal had hailed a {axi.

‘““ Ere, where aro yer goin'? Wot are yer doin’'?"” demanded the supposed
Spike. hanging back as they tried to urge him into the vehicle.

“Goin'y hy, to the old.Pig and Gluepot, of course, where the boye are
all waitin® to give yer a friend En lead !’ was the reply. “ You don’t think
ol’ pals are going to forget a champion like you when ’e comes out of tho
ju&? Not likely. old son! You como along with us!™

ith something between a curse nnd a groan, the supposed Spike allowal
himsell to be stuffed inside, and tho word wons given:

‘““ Roschery Avenue!”

“Hallo! Clerkenwell again!”’ thought the detective, for he knew from
Spike’s prison papers Lhat the district below Saffron Hill was the convict’s
favourite haunt. :

The cab stopped in the main thoroughfare at last, and now, descending
rome steps to the foot of the viaduct over which tho streot passed, the threo
found themselves in Warner Street, and so round suadry squalid side-turn-
ings into Threo Harts Alley. At the month of this stood a low beerhouse,
known to the thieves fraternity as the Pig and Gluepot.

The princo of crime investigators got ren(:f. for the whole place was

e

abuzz with beery loafers, all anxious to give supposed Spike Gawdry o
fitting welcome home.

CHAPTER VI.
At the Pig and Glaepot.

ELSON LEE’S superb make-up stood the test. They might have held
his head under the pump, in fact, and never disturbed a {race of it,
for it was stain, every bit of it, and a stain, too, that was the dotee-

tive’s own particular secret.

It was evidenb that the real Spike was quile a famous morlal. Ilia

admirers camo crowding up from all sides, and now was tho time for Nelson
Loo to uso his ears to catch men’s names and know who he was talking to.

The little, stout mau was Bill Gunter apparently. his weasel-chested (riend
*Georgo Fresh. Of the rest, mine host was hailed familiarly as Bungo, while
two other slinky-looking specimens whom the detective kept his eye on par.
ticularly were Darky Kellerman and Jim Rees. And if they were not out-
and-out ruffiaps of the most cunning and dangerous type, he knew nothing
about ‘crime and the criminal—that was all!

However, everyone for the moment was on pleasuro bent. A ronnd of
boiled beef, entronched in mounds of steaming carrots, was only awailing
tho pleasura of their honoured guest Lo offer itsol( to the steel.

Tho roception in the four-ale bar was over at last, and the viands wero
served. * Success' to crime, coupled with the name of our ol and distin-
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puished pal, Spike Gawdry,' war the toast of {ho day. IL was drunk amid
w roar of ** For “e's a jolly grood feller,”* eapped by vociferows cheers.

Nelson Jae was expected to make a fpcech 1n acknowledgment, of course.
ltut ho hud his part to play—that of the jilted and vengeance-breathing
lover, whose dunah had deserted him basely.

« Ub. go on. Spike!” exhorled tho fat Bill Gunter. We know wot
vou'ro Lhinking abous still. But be o man! There never was o gnl yet in
the world that tliere warn't a dozen better o match ’or. And Em’ly, arter
ail. wax one of the blue-light cort, wot’d only have dragged a man of sperrit
down. and pever done ‘im no good. So forgit all about “er, ol’ gon! Fill up
vour bleomin’ mug, and let yoursell rip! Come on! The boys are wait-
g I lie cried. slapping the supposed Spike hearlily on the shoulder.

‘e cxhortation seemed to do ‘their hero good. He began to laugh lond
and reckleasly.  But it was not to say that every time his nose went into his
1=ag that any of the liquor passed his lips. Indeed, Nelson Lee wag never
woro alert in bis life, for he knew that he had but to make ome slip to
arouse one glint of suspicion in the mind of somcone more observant than
tfic rest. and instantly he would Le denounced as a ““split.”” Then nothing
on carth could save him!

But the tighter the corner, the better Nelson Lee enjoyed himself really.
Ho threw himself into bis part with a zest and abandon that quite swept his

audicnee ofl their feet.

* Long life and success to every jolly eracksman!’ T says. *‘Lomg lifa
and good luck to “im!’ he cried, whereat the four rogues round him
applauded and stamped. '

* Yus, and may perdishun take every gal as cver sold a chap as mino
«old me, the jade! Eh? That's it, bovs, ain’t it? That’s fair!” he
demanded, while the nir tocked with sympathetic cheers. “I tell yer, mates,
when I come out of the ol’ jug this mornin’ it was wilth me mind made up
that I 'ad chucked crime, and was goin’ to setile down and bLe honest. Ars
ol' Bill ’ere, if that ain’t so?”” .

“'Ear, ’ear! Them was your werry words!” confirmed the atout man
dutifully. * But now yow’ve thought betler of it, I "ope, bLein’ a man of
FENRQ Y :

" Better of it! Of course T 'ave! Just give me a job, and I'll show yor!
I've done fifteen year in Portmoor, but if 1 was to do fifty more it wouldn’t
irighten me_now my gal’s been and give me the go-by,” declared the
xupposed Spike. Whereat he gave the toast again.  ‘“Success to every
joly cracl_:aman. and death to the splits!”’ The last sentiment sending the
revellers into a frenzy of delight.

The fat man’s Imm{ was already on his arm as Nelson Lee sat down.

I'’ver mean that, Spikey?'’ ho whispered hoarsely. *“ About bein’' ready
lf.: r.rm.-!c another cribh, il we've got one rcady for yer? Good man! Then

;to 8ha’'n’t keep you waitin’ Jong, I give yer my word. We’ve got one we
‘:?ﬂnvrrll:s;ll::ﬁt J.l:s't. l[orf”lellt:(llms o’h rou. Il!ut come on out of ’ere, and 1)1

ell yer ; it,”” he finished, ti ving hie grip a i |

.m{' and up the dingy staircase tg nnothgr roo?n.p nd leadiug the mpostor

._lorgo Egmpuy :,“:I pal, George Fresh, followed them.

.. e COTRC a8 got the papers,” hegan Lhe stout man eagerly. *‘ Show ‘et
.:l"hiltlllc.'ri:.(r':rgg. :\_nsl T can tell you, Spikey, that if it'sga. g;'ib that wa:tt;

A l.,:u:::g:l ::_ Ill ma}:c a millionaire out of you when it's done.”

A0 Rrunted XNelson Tee. ' Well, that’s talking! 11 ice’ g

e o da ‘ » U g 1e price’ll have to

threa ﬁ:'““' Sight better than the last time—I tell yer stmi'g)'ht! No wore

e-pound notes for me for Lwo ’ s
ool *aved, . ) or lwo 'undred quids' w 1
w'll ‘ave Lo SPring a bit more than that, or ?'m iﬂ.’f rth of ewag! Tho
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- latter remwemlered Jropping ncross him on two occasions in this
"'rl':u ltul::n where the gone of l:llh!'til'ﬂg\\'(!l‘(' cleaned and kept. 1lis explanation
was that he wan a hit of an amatour gunsmith, and was adjusting tho
triggrr of ove of his twelvebores o lighten the pull. _

Hq- wan filing away at some small picee of steel at the bench vice on
the Inat ocencion. Nelson Lee had not noled what the thing was exnclgly.
for e had secepied the other’'s word. DBut the incident was worth bearing
in mind pow, . ) i

From the gun-room window that dotled line showed a brief climb up
a putter-pipe to the rool above. Thence some sloping lends gave access

to the main building of the castle itsell. . i .
‘I'hence all wos plane-sailing, tho detective noticed with increasing excite-

ment. ‘The venture quite thrilled him, in fact. Mere were the bedrooms
of auy guests slopping in tho place. To creep Pnst these would be ticklish
work. bat once at the stair-head he wonld be able to breathe afresh.

BBut he would still have another hundred yards of Jower floor rooms and
passages to negolinte.  And then only would the most dificult work
commence, '

*“This ‘cre marked in red, you see,” explained Bill, ““is a steel door
leading down to Lhe butler’s pantry and wot-not. Youw’ll 'ave to shift that.
And with the cold stufl, too. You dussent try no crackers ‘ercabouts just
yet.” ’ :

“Right-oh !’ answered the supposed Spike, as if a few steel doors were
nothing to him to force. - '

Nor wae this one likely to offer insuperable difficulties. For the mysterious
Deok bad unetually provided a fnlse key to open the principal lock, while
to demolish the second a heavy jemmy was to suflice.

Allogether iL was a most creditable piece of work, and won Nelson Lee’s
whole-hearted admiration. Ile began to seo now low it was that a mere
Journeyman  burglar reccived such an apparently miserable fece. ~ Nine-
tenths of his job was already done for him, as a matter of fact. e had
only to {ake the risk of detection.

Now they had traced and explained the plan down as far as the steel
doors of the strong voom itself. llere apparently much depended on Spike's
own special skill in the manipulation of high cxplosives.

For down in these dungeon depths, with every wall from nine to twelve
feet of wolid masonry, there shonld be small I3mnce of the thud of any
rx!.)logmn b?mg heard overhead.

' ¥o that's where K?“ come in, Spikey,”” the fat man told him. ““ And
that’s where ke Dook'll he able to spring a bit more for the job than les’
time, 1 reckon.  We ean but try ’im, anyway.” .

Nelkon Leo atuek out for a ** hundred,” and wanted to know how soon
he wonld get his answer. “ Two days”’ was the reply. The request had
lullnllor to the mysl'er_iona chiel by sl) w degrees, it scemed.

. n fact, the detective was able by a few crafty questions to. aatisfy
r.(l-::::‘l.:]qtlih“:: no:tlhcr tho slout man mner his wenscl-chested pal bhad the
L't"l\; “:. ]Iillllt.' ton who this man they called the * Dook ” really was, or how to

"o Captain Armour, of Portmoor Gnol, evidently had not exaggerated w
1 eReT i < - M ol, evide d when
:'l' ‘lll'; :‘i:"l‘l‘_l-:c‘::lee::::u;:.llg ('llllllllllg with which 1050 maatgpt Ee\'os covered

Two dayn pave N1 om the dupes they em loyed as cat’s-paws,
how Nim){.r l;‘_'m" ftf"m Lee leisure to marshal his theories, and even see
‘I'n{\-iu Sturton, gething on in his new job ns sccond footman at the Hon.

A wimple plan had heen arranged betlw _ .
cxchange . . ged between the twe by which they could

B¢ mewanges.  Every afternoon Nipper had beeuy told ho wzuld bo
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allowed n half-hour off Lo take a constitutional in the Park. If Nelson Lee
needed him he was lo be sprawling like any I'ark loufer on the RTOAS at
a certaiu spot, reading an cvening paper.

On Nipper's approach he would see the lonfer rise to hin lazy lega, and
stroll away, leaving the crumpled newa-sheet on the ground behind him.
Nipper was to pick it up and adjourn to a seat to read it. On the mmargin
would be any news in cipher that his chief had to communicate.

HOaving added his answer, Nipper would look out for Nelson Lee Lo comde
loafing back agnin. He would then leave the paper with any message of
his_own gcribbled on it on the seat, and siroll off without a sign.

Nothing could be more natural, and it worked without s bitch. Nipper,

~when he captured the abandonmed news-sheet, found this message written
on on¢ margin.

“* Everything all right, so far. Ol to Redlow Castle to-morrow night
most likely. No sign of Emily yet. Told she is married, and in U.S., but
suspect she may be kidoapped. How is that Swiss? Is he dead? And
anything to report?*’

hen quarter of an hour later Ncelson Lee, dusty and unsharen, came

shul'ﬂinF nck towardys the seat where Nipper was lounging, the latller
Br?"nl:]" i;_yuwned and got up to depart, in tnrn also leaving the pnper
chind him.

His chiel picked it up, lit an old clay pipe with leisurely deliberatiou,
then epread ont the crumpled pages as if he had never read it before.

‘“ All right at my cend, too,” he read. * Mnster at home. Swiss still
alive, but lost all memory. Have noted about Emily. Has given me an
idea. Qood luck!”

“Good luck! Docs that mean on my burgling errand, the cheeky young
scamp?”’ thought Nelson Lee. ‘“ And what iden had it given him, I should
like t«; know? Why didn’t he just jot down a line to indieate what he
meant?*’ - -

However, there it was, and he had to be content. He made his way back
then to a house close behind the Pig and Gluepot, whero he was being
provided with board aud lodging ad lib, free gratis. At lenst, mo pay
was ever asked, and he was living like a prince.

CHAPTER VII.
A Perilous Expedition.

EDLOW CASTLE is almost, if not quite, the oldest inhabiled dwelling
in the four kingdoms, and is cerlainly the quaintest and most beautiful
castle in Kent. Yet it is surprising how few people have ever scon it.

For omo thiig it stands some four miles back off the main Londou to
Canterbury rond, while a riclily-wooded park completely shuts off all view
ol‘&grfrg:l‘: :]ligrglgllt;ugﬂys on which the public are invited lo view it. It
contains too many treasures for any Tom, Dick, or Harry to be admitted
to_its precincta. . L

However, to-night there was a rude surprise awmtmi ils noble owner.
And two of the men who were laying thelnselves out to accomplish this
were crouched down now in a clump ol'l.i)usllos beside the road running along
the easternmost boundary of the park, a quarter of a mile from the castlo
ltac.sll‘f.l.-lwem one, needless Lo say, wag Nelson Lee. The second figure, crouch.
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i ot 1 motionless as a lare beside him, wus Darkey Kollerman, onc
::;‘.],,."u.:::l:-ugum the delective had fimt set eyes on at the Pig and Gluepot

that day of his relenwe.

Nelson lee had mado up his mind then that Darkey and his pal, Jim

Recn, were {wo crooks of the most cunning and dangerous type.  Sub-

sequent caperience of them had justified this estimate. :
AL any rale, they were good cnough for the Dook to sclect as brothere-

imoarmns of the supposed Spike Gawdry in this most desperate burglary of

odern times. . .
mJim ees had not appeared on the scene yet, but he was comieg. They

were waiting for him now. . . _
“ JIb! ‘Ark! That's ‘im!” whispered Darkey swddenly, giving Nelson

lLee a jog.

The Ijntlier lifted his head an inch above the bushes. From far away tho
whitring note of a motor-car, driven at [air speed, drew nearer and nearer.
It 1unhed upon them with a roar.

But it never slackened (}mco. With the glzre of the headlights in his cyes,
the supposed Xpike Gawdry just had time to catch a glimpse of the figuro
at e wheed and a single passenger behind bim.  Then it was gone in a w irl
of white chalk-dust.

Clank! Plunk! Thud! Clank! Clank!

What were all thoee objects Leing tossed out of the car one by one on to

the soft turf beside the rond? .

The two in ambush knew. Nelson Lee erept one way, {o collect those to
the leit. Darkey cerawled the other. In a few moments he, like his com-
panion. returned with his fingers crooked in nothing more formidable than
a hunch of eniply petrol tins. oo

That was sll. True, they were covered roughly with felt, and had queer
Joops of metal soldered to them. But otherwise there was nothing remark-
able about them.

Nor did cither of the watchers seem at all snrprised. It was just these
articles that they wero waiting for, in fact, for without them their bur-
glurions entry into the castlo by the route marked out in the Dook’s care-
lu'll' drawn plan was impossible. .

There was a deep and wide moat to be crossed before they could gain the
unprotected window they were aiming for. They needed a ralt of some sort
:o“(I:o itllus nn;lt lo_{frrgivl tlul:ir boot;;dbate:(ll:. The flat, screw-Light tins were to
nnke the raft with, the leops soldered on receiving light -
wnlo;l to ho}d them together. ! 'ng light cross-battens of

The amallest detail had hecn well thought out. Who cver thi te
thicf they called the Dook was, Nelson “had to i a5 » man of
'-‘-""l',i““ at his Job. e . Lee had to admit he was a man of

The felt covering the tins was to enable them to be carried in s

X 8il .
Fn“ that they had got what they were waiting for, Nelson Leo aml:ll h;se::::-‘

«derate stole back from the rond, making for the high oak pali
roundine ] ck Iro { gh oak palings sur-
T cotll’lalLlf:rl:T;!k'l To b:f]alc this, tllcy‘(%md a rope ladder already fixed
n a conple inutes both were over and striking away t :
"‘x"l‘ 0l|0nlt;; lslucl-,l;l';ng the castle from the n:md.g 1y towards the dark

couple of barbed-wire fenges were the ouly obstacles t i
}-l:r;-ﬂ:' winules they wero safe down in cover, with ilf: Iﬂy]-’:ov?:fgc‘:]h:::gé
:;llu.\::-( “";.\{‘nlt,r‘:m}' :’;nd deep bcfo::e them. Walls and battlements towered
elnmbor, @ light showed anywhere. The whole place scemed deep in

" Now them, Spike!” whi ‘
l)lll!(llc o Inu!s hcy ! \\h‘:cl;:ﬁtl;f:‘:-d tDnrkcy hoarsely, .]n-oducm_g the light

Fxen these luthe weve eunni i Tointo, i aarat wus Lo be constructed.
wgly Jointed. To elip them through the metal
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loops of Lhe petrol eans was the work only of a minute or two. The twelve
cane then made a small and compact rafl, which would bear double the
weight they were likely to put wpon it.

ow all was ready for launching. ‘The thing was light as a crate, and
steady as a rock when in the water. A joiuted pole was the menans of propul-
sion. It had another use, as was to be geen later. In Lhe end was a hool:
like a shepherd’s crook.

With infinite stealth the two climbed on (o their slrange eraft. and
pusbed off. Still not a sign or sound of life came from the battlements
overshadowing themn. They gained the other side.

There was the window for which they were making, some twelve feet only
abovre them. )

A narrow turf bank gave [oolhold at the base of the wall. Nelson Lee
crept on to it. He could see how tense and white his confederate’s face was
under the strain even in that pitchy darkness. Darkey evidently looked to
him as the older hand. )

Nelson Lee chuckled under his breath.

I wouder what the rufian wonld do now,” lie thought Lo himself, ** sup-
peeing I-suddenly grabbed him by the neck and said: ‘ You skunk! Yon
thought it was gplkc Gmwlr{ you had got with yon, but it's not. It's’
Nelson Lee, here to spy ont the whole dirty gang of you, and parcticulariy
your master-thief you call the Dook!" I believe the beggar would go clean
bead-over-heels backwards into the moat in his surprise,” laughed the detec-
tive softly, ns he got rcady his climbing pole now for the attempt on the
window, which was tho next stage of the atlack. )

The hook on the pole had been contrived exactly to fit the sill above,.
showing that the Dook had been actually within the castle at some time or
another, and long enough to have leisure to make the minutest measure-
ments,

Perhaps, like Nipper at the Honourable Sturton’s, he had managed to
worm his way into the houschold ns a servant—or even ns a guest! More
wonderful thimgs than that bad happened before now.

Tho hook fitted the window-sill (0 a hairbreadth. All the supposed Spike
had to do now was to swarm up it and cling there while he worked back the
catch with a putty-knife.

A last glance at Darkey, a furtive peep round to make sure that they weve
unobserved, and up went the detective hand over hand. Spike himself, for
all his reputation, could not have done it more nimbly.

At the sill, Nelson Lee hung till he got foothold. Then out came his kuife.
The cheap German-made catch of a suburban villa could not have yiclded
move ecasily. With infinite care he raised the sash, then, still all being
silent, he stepped boldly in, ’ o

He bhad a cord round bis waist. Mo bauled this up now, and his kit of
tools was on the end. It was time to say “ good-bye '’ o Darkey, for the
Tatter’s job was to remain outside on watch. Nelson Lee gave him a part-
ing wave, then went forward on his perilous quest.

Having stayed at Redlow Castle as his loxdship’s ?I}(\St for over n week,
he had no nced of the Dook’s precious plan to tell him which way to go.
Nevertheless, he thought it advisable to follow the line thought out Ior hin.

fest, no doubt.
Itl'Iwi:sntt;'l.-I[;)s staxk him to the gun-room, therefore, where he remembered to
have encountered the Hon. ‘I'revis Sturton on Lwo occasions when they wero
fellow-guests. The incident llnlshcsd back to I:'olsou Lee’s memory agiin--
1his and the strange affair of Lhe Swiss servauv.
g Il}m! I wondcgr whether it is not just possible that the lon. Sturton
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mey not Le quile such an all-square-and-above-board gontlemon as folk

« ko in Lo be!” . '
"ll l:‘nciu:s':ruvk him before that, whoever had plunned this burglary of tho
Jiedlow avtijues must have a marketl for them, aud not merely be stealing

em o mnelt down.
tbl-"::r the biggest of the Izuld cups would not bo worth more than a hundred
sovercigna in mere weoight of metal, wherens ns an example of medimval
crafumapahip it would make thal money thirty. times over and more.

(m the other hand, each cup was a8 well known in the collecting world a3
the dome of St. Paul's. Who would dare to buy it, therefore, knowing per-
fectly well it must hoave been stolen? o _

**Ob, plenty of people!” decidod Nelson Lee promptly, having in mind

one or {wo unscrupulous Yavkee millionaires who would snap at the chance,
and this though it only meanl keeping their ill-gotten booty hidden away iu
a cellar all their lives.” ‘Ihere would never be the leust difficnlty in finding a
mrchaser,
! Nelson Lee had gained the gun-room by this time, and now he had Lo
¢limb out of the window and up to the leads above. From here to scramble
1o o window leading into the living portion of the castle was the easicst
twzk in slockinged fect. ]

Onoce through this, tho amateur cracksman stood in a corridor where the
wuests’ bedrooms were situated. Here he experienced the first qualm of
awrm. A sound had seemed to bim to come from a cormer of the dnrk
pasage, bul though he waited, and finally crept forward to investigate,
there was no sign of anyone ahout.

Downstairs now, and he arrived at the steel door leading to the butler's
pantry. IL was necessary lo jemmy a way through this to gain the castlo
dungeons beneath where the strongroom was situated.

Of the two locks fastening it, the mysterious Dook had been able to pro-
vide a key for one, and this tho strongest. Nelson Lee fished it out. }le
slipped it in and turned it. The lock worked sweet as butter. All the same,
he stood cocking hbis ears to make sure that sLill all was silence. .

** Nol a sound!”” he congratulated himself.

Yel no soover was the whispered word off hie lips than suddenly from
above a crushing weight came burtling down with terrific force upon his
shoulders, smiting him to the floor, and pretty well knocking every ounce of
senso and breath oul of his I')odf.

e knew what il megnt. OI course, he had been overheard, stalked and
nabbed as neatly as nnyone could wish. One of the landings on the staircase
wan just above where he stood. His captor had stealthily poisod himsell
there, and d_roplm] straight down on his shoulders, plumb as a stone. Now
he wne nstride his back, kneeling on his arms, pivning him down. Others
were hurrying to his aid. . - :

! 8o, you beautiful blackguard, we've caught you—ch?” grated a voico
trivmphanily.

And §t was Lord Redlow, of all people! Nelson Lee hnd been assured that
he wan safely away from home. Yet here he was, as if ho had boen actually
wanting o pounce!

AL first the detective did not know whal to do or say, and then the humour
--T“tl(l;i situation rlnllck him, and he laughed. .

1, 80 you think it is n fit subject for mirth then, do you?” saj '
Redlow grimly. * Ilere! Ilelp mg put these handcufls oyn himanalﬁ:li-:}
,\|:|'n{-¢1|r. p(',‘.on!i‘l]ll: from Portinoor, {gg'll know lhow they work.” ’
vnmionlmu;lmzolnlt:'nlﬁrm on Nelson ¢ face had given place to a look of

So the cup of coiacidenco oven uow was not quite full! Io knew thab |
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the deputy-governor was an old friend of Lord Red) Lo . e
chanced to come to stop with him on the \'oryeni;;::'l: o[m:\'::-'ll:ln:“lr;c}": ‘l:lt-:r‘-
il;::;ous queat. But his lordship thought he saw how hix shaft had struck
“Ha! I thought that would make you sit up, sou black 11" he
laughed. “‘No doubt Captain Armour here cau r{-cognise \-'cl.(u.g“';'.;:ﬁm nln
old hand at this game, I'll wager.™ ‘ )
His lordship’s butler and a footman were gripping hold of Nelson Lee na

well. They picked him up and turned him over for the deputy.governor of
Portmoor to scrutinise. )

It was the latter’s turn to gasp then.

Why, great Cmsar!’ he exclaimed as the familiar fealurcs of Spike
Gawdry, as be imagined, were exposed to the blaze of an cleetric torch.
.:lm dreaming, or is this n joke—or what?"’ he demanded, bewildered.

‘Joke!” quoth his lordship. ‘‘ Not much of a joke, surely, to have o
man breaking into your place after your valuables!™ i

‘“ But I mean this man here!"” explained the captain. “‘ Either 1a's ono
who’t':ngllt to be in Portmoor Gaol now, and has escaped, or else be's—he's

‘““ Quite right!” laughed their prisoner coolly. “‘IHe's your mutual friend
Nelson Lee. That’s just who he is. And jolly glad, too, to have Caplain
Armour heve to explain matters!™

— —

CHAPTER VIIL
A Tight Corner.

o ELSON LEE!’ ejaculated his lordship, while the deputy-governor
looked vastly relicved. He came to the detective’s rescue like 2
man, for he could see what had happencd, of course.

“ But we won't attempt to apologise or explain matters bere, if you don't
mind,” said the deteclive, interrupting him. “I've got pals outside,
remember. So let us assume that I have succeeded in forcing this steel door
of yours, will you. so that we can talk matters over in the safe recesses of
the dungeons.””

Even- then Lord Redlow was inclined to see his captive further. Hoyw-
cver, Captain Armour assured bim it could all be explained. .

The door was opened then, and the five men passed through. for it was
jmpossible now to keep the butler and the other servant out of the scerct.
Then, once absolutely sale out of earshot of Darkey Kellerman, lying lurk-
ing outside, Nelson unfolded the whole ** why and wherefore ** of thir
violent intrusion. .

Lord Redlow was thundevstruck. He hardly knew whether he was on his
head or his heels, for he noticed that Nelson Lee still talked coolly, as il the
burglary must go on just the same as ever. . .

“Well, of course,” said the detective, “ that is if voun don’t want ta spuil
all the good work I have done so far. T can't say 1 am absolutely on the
track of one of these precious masier-thieves that Captain Armour here i3 so
anxious to sce bagged, but I believe Iam. And if X am right, then I promise
you the result will be worth it.” ) . ¢

“ Worth what? Having all my priceless gold relics welted up by 4 lot ©
raecally burglars!"’ expostulated his lordship. **I'll jolly well” se¢ you
hanged first, both of youn!™ L o e 1
Oh, but I would not think of lelting it come o that!” Nelson lae
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- him. * Whatever T aten) T guarantee you shall bave back again
pound lml'll drop tplu- awag accidentally into the moat on the way buck

' ) i .
,:'::;:):,T o1, if you like. You conld dredge them up then in two twos. But
J lllllul.n’]'n'll' sorzething for my night’s work, otherwise they’ll suspect mo

o not tryiug my bewt, und that would probably mean my being kuocked on
the bead.™

o Murdered, you menn!”” exclnimed Lord Redlovw.

‘Ihis put o differeut complexion on the cnse, of course. And then a
Lelliant notion struck him. Lo had some¢ replicas of his most famous
rpecimens which had been on loan at a provincial exhibition. They were
of nilver gilt. Nelson Lee was welcome to those. .

“Good! Then could 1 have them now?'* gnid tho deteclive. “I must
not waste too much time, or my friend, Darkey, will be getting suspicious.™

The replicas were fetched. Mcantime, Nelson Leo took the opportunmily
to make a few inquiries ns to the last occasion when the Hon. Trevis Sturton
had honoured Redlow” Castle wilth a visit, .

“ Why, what makes you ask about him?” demanded his lordship promptly
--4o promptly that il almoest secmed as if he, too, had something against
the fellow. llowever, it was mere sudden dislike it turned out. * ¢ was
down here two duys ago, as a malter of fact,” Lord Redlow said. ‘‘ Dropped
in quite casunlly for an hour or two. But when he came to start his car
again the thing jibbed. So he had Lo stop all night.”’

“Ah"" exclaimed Nelson Lee, with a chuckle which ounly whetted his
friend's curiosity the more. DBut beyond this he would say mothing. Heo
had not time, in fact. Darkey would be waiting and woundering what was
Rappening, and the swag was all ready and stowed in Nelson ‘s green
hasze bag he had bronght for the purpose. ‘' So I'll wish you good-night,”
he waid, offering his hand. “An(f just see your two men keep absolutely
mum about Lhis, as honestly my life will depend on it. If these brutes ever
kel an inkling that I am a “split,” and not Spike Gawdry as they think,
my number is up without the smallest shadow of—— IMallo! What noise
was Lthat? Ouiside the door, T mean,”” he whispered sharply—* or it might
have been the window. We’re all here, aren’t we? There is no one clse
oul. burglar-bunting except you four?”’

No, there certainly was not. It had happened that Caplain Armour
snd his host were Lesting an astronomicnl telescope which Lord Redlow
hnd fitted up as n new hobby in one of the towers.

_Ifrom this vantage point they had watched in darkness the shadowy
figure of Nelson Lee creeping across the gun-room roof. Thoy had then
roused up the butler and one of the menservants to help them. That was
the simple explnuation of how they had nobblod their burglar so neatly.
__(.nnuo(’uonl.ly, this noise outsido, if it renlly wns n noise, was alarming,
it only for the fact that they had too many people in the know already.

For n long minute they waited in dead silence. ‘T'hen swiftly Nelson Taw
llung open (he door to try and aurprise any eavesdropper; but none was
ewtalde. Nor was it possible that anyone could have been listening at the
window, unless it was Darkey. ‘

" Heaven forbid that!" said the deteclive fervently.

Nowever, there wus no one there now, and he must not delay. Gathering
up his ill-gotten gains then he took n silent furewell, and began to retrace
l'":\ “ll‘;!:“l "‘{"'L’ lli rﬁul;eozl)y which he had come.

. peep down at Lhe o of the moat showed Dar i it
l)‘r:.t:;nlli. ml(l):;' Itill)lcul tho Eupponod Sfpiko Gawdry to lcllt\:}e'r stllll: ;:lai%ll:)%
the othor wido "on{ ll:::u:;mlﬁl:fy wero safe on the raft, and poling back to

Neither hod spoken n word: but the detective had sven tho other dip
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his hand into the green baize bag, as if lo make sure that their work
had not been in vain. '

Nelson Lee was plying the Punt polo. Now was hia chance he saw far
an accidental capsize. For to let the gang find that what ho ).ud brought
hack was only silver gilt, would have been almest as bad as returning
empg-handed.

*“Here! Hallo! Curse you! What the dickens——""

Darkey's frantic effort to right tho tilling raft came loo late. The
supposed Spike seemed to have got his pole stuck deep in the mud somchow.
The next instant, before Darkey could gral the precious swag even, lhey
werc both overboard, and floundering in the water. ' )

“ You eursed clodhopper!”’ spluttered Darkey, bobbing up te the surface.
“ Now you've done it. Lost the swag. and got us bolh nabbed. Yus, and
that's the bloomin’ g\a’me your arter, 1 supg'ose!"

“Game!” echoed Nelson Lee, as if he had no notion what the olher
meant. ] ,

Yet he had, of course, only too clear a one. That noise had been hin
mate listening, after all. I{ Darkey had not overheard exictly what had
beeu said, he, at least, knew that the sup d Spike Gawdry had been
talking to somcone inside the castle, and had probably bought his own
frecedom on the promise of selling his pals.

Darkey was cunning as a weasel, and as vicious, as Nelson Lee kuew,
The question was how to bluff him? Fortunately, having fired his shalt,
the other was too much occupied in hauling his carcase on to dry land
to bother much what the detective replied.

And, having gained the Lonk, off he set as hard as his legs could carry
him, leaving %hﬁson Lee to follow in his wake.

The latler was in two minds whether he would or not. Dut, finally, ho
decided to see the job a stage further, at any rate. So off ho trailed at
Darkey’s heels

But there was no pursuit, of course. This had been arranged. The two
gained the road, and there, sure cnough, lurking at the bend. was the
samo motor-car that had passed them an hour ago, delivering them their
petrol Lins out of which to make their raft. '

Jim Rees was at the wheel; the other figure Nelson Lee had scen proved
to be Bill, the fat one. ‘They asked no questions, for they could see some-
" thing serious was up. No sooncr were the fugitives aboard than tho clutch
was dropped, and away the car flow at a cracking speed.

But not for long. Darkey had found his breath at last. and the others
were wanting to know savagely what had happened to them both. It all
came out them, just as the detective feared. .

A glint of light shown incautiously in one of the windows had aroused,
first Darkey’s alarm, then his suspicious. Crccpn';ﬁ his way along the sido
of the moat he had heard voices, and the supposed Spike Gawdry’'s among
them. . . .

“You lie!” lashed. ont Nelson Leo, for e was in a tight corner, as ho
collld 5CC, ' . -[

“Liar yourself! You were speaking to someone—tofls, loo, by tho sount
of ’em, and as like as not it was this ’ere Lord Redlow hisself " asserted
Darkey viciously. * They caught you, mebbe, but they let you go agiu.
And why, T asks yer? Why, il it ain’t that you're sworn to do the dirly

n the rest of us? , ,

° “tY?m. and that's why you went and tipped the sway into that votlen
diteh, too, so we shouldn't get it!” he ran on. **But Ive got a l.’."' of it,
anyivay !’ he encered, fishing oul one of the qllvor-gllt: cnps. ;\mll it
ain't gold neither, same as you were sent to pinch. It's fuked stufl they
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prive yor. that #her didn't mind losing. Only you wonlda’t et us get ‘old

cven of that, '

?""(:n:n, vou nark! he foamed, his fury getting the betler of him

suddenly, siuee the gupposed Spike Gawdry merely sat cyeing him in silence.

““A ralten nark I sny ‘¢ is! Go on, Bill, down ‘im, or ’e¢’ll be out of
the car and away before we know! Curse yer, I say!” he raged, clawing
at Nelwon Joe's throat. “ Wait till tho Dok gets yer, that’s all! Quick,
Ihill, out "hin !

It was a lonely sireich of the road, and as dark as pitch beneath the
ovethanging trees.  The ruffian at the wheel was pulling ul‘). the ecar to get
to the nesislance of his mates, If it had not been for him Nelson I.ce
uight have cracked their beads together, and sprung out of the car and
away,

But Recs, reaching over from the driver’s-seat, had a heavy spanner in
Wi fist, Once be swiped, and twice, catching the detective on the arm
with the first, and the head with second. Half-stunned and crippled, the
sthers roon overpowered him. A Jast thudding clout over the back of tho
neck finished him.  Neleon Lee pitched forward in a heap on tho opposito
scal, and for » minute or two knew no more.

When he came to his senses the brutes were tying him neck and heel.
Darkey was still raving on about .the vengeance the gang would wreak
< the nark when they got him home.

“Ro they do mean to get me home. They’re not going to finish me off
el here,” refleeted Nelson Jee, finding comfort in the thought.

The ear wan set going once more. The detective now had been thrust
own in a beap wilth a rug hiding him from view. Like Fat Bill, Darkey
donned molor-goggles and a huge scarf, covering the rest of his face. For
tre telegraph-wires might easily be at work already to head them off. If
ey werven't, thenm they did not know what to make of it, except that
Hpike Gawdry had sold Lthem somechow. Of that they were convinced.

Needlews {o say, the route they were choosing was as wido of the main
roads as they knew how to make it. Such villages as they went whirring
through were all “off the map.” There wns not a light to be scen any-
where. nor had they passed a soul on the way. .

And then all of a sudden an oath came flinging from Jim Rees at tho
vheel. Ilere was a Iight at last, and straight in their pnth.

“Three of ’em, and all wavin’, too!” cursed the driver. ““ Does that
mean we're to pull up?  I'll sce "em sugared first! Won’t-you, you chaps?”
“’ll}'.. you bet, you ravin’ idiot! Get stopped, you iean, with Spike
tiedl up like this, and all our tools abont?* Do we want to drive straight
12 Porlmoor, or what d’you think?”

The onthurst was guite unnccessary, for Rees was entirely of their way
ol thinking. Ile did not wenn to stop for a thousand waving lanterns.
ut what on earth could it mean? Yt was not another ear in 5ial:rcas.

. And then Darkey remembered. They were cockneys. They had forgotten
thal in these days of Zeppelin raids the specinl, constables of countli villages
c

-were often called out to hlock the roads, so as to intercept just su
¢ , stran
cars as theirs and examine them. PH 8

".'I‘.Iu-_\" |_uigi:|. be German gpics, for all anyone knew, out to pilot an encmy’s
-I-lﬂ-r-:l t: thal was the notion. And lhere these tbhree or four figures, now
"n(;:::ll#(l.){m“l];o ll‘us;.: '.II\LlIo lf.ho glnrel of the car’s headlights, were seen to have
W realiold-pole Lrestled aeross the rond. 'Theé i

anflicient” excuse for stopping it ¢ lights of the care alone wero

o \.‘lllllll:l\llllld!, they were yelling, while one had a gun cven to back tho
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- This was more than Jim bargained for.
fury of his fcllow-paasengers. Me even pulled up dead.

““ Your lights! Them lamps!”’ ahoutc!l the specials, as the car came to a
stop _within a_yard of the scaffold-pole barring the road.

“Lamps! What about 'em?”” demandcd Rees innocently,

‘“They’re agin the law. They’re too bright. We'll "ave to summons
you,'’ announced tho spokesman, fishing out a formidable-lookine notelhook,
and taking the number of the car for a commencement. ** And now let's
have a look at your licence, please,” he demanded, while hia mates camn
suifing round tho footboards, flashing their bicycle lamps in the faces of
the pnssengers belind. .

This was Rees’s chance, he reckoned. The pole ahend was only a single
one resting on a crazy trestle. Suddenly starting his car forward dcad

slow, he lct the pole just touch the bobnnel of it, then lhie opened out, and
butted through at top specd.

Awny went pole and trestle like tipeats.

“Whoa! ’K?t!" bawled the discomfited specials, ducking to dodgo the
filying timbers.

But the road was clear, and the car was away. DBang! bang! went Lheir
gun in & wild endeavour.to puncture their back tyres for them. DBut the
only thing that got punclured was I"at Bill’s car. Two pellets drilled neat
holes in this, making hin stamp and yell like a lunatic.

“IMa, ha, ha!”’ laughed Jim Rees definntly., ““ That did them in tho
eyc. And now let’s hope there’s no more of them, though if they're all
as soft as them wo sha'n’t come to much 'urt. I reckon.”

There wns another and bigger village ahead, though. \What was more,
there was mo way of dodging it. It was with quaking hearts then thal
they approached it. They had profited by the first warning to dowse their
big headlights now. .

{int no lamps, denoting any barrier, were visible in the blackmess of night.
They heaved a deep sigh of reliel. 'Their driver increased his paco a moich
or (wo.

And then just when they were congratulating themselves that another
ten-mile stretch ahead of them was free—flash !—a fresh array of lanterns
bobbed up wilhin a hundred yards of them. The beggars must have been
telephoned up by the police on the last barrier, and been lying in wait for
them. WWorse still, they were soldiers this time. )

" “Ialt, there! We’ve heard all about you! Pull up, and give acconnt

of yourseclves!”’ ghouted one Tommy, standing square in the road with rifle
at the prescot.

He clapped on hin braken, ta tha

S, A——

CHAPTER IX
Nipper has Some News.

HIS Jooked ns if their burgling trip was finished. Aud no one waa
more delighted than Nelson Lee to Irear it, ngodless to say. Stamped
on by Darkey’s heels, trodden on by Fat Bill’s cnormons boots, ho

was tired of being made o doormat of. Morcover, he knew that if theso
ruffians did. once get him home for the Dook to wreak vengeance on, ho

i av ugh timo indeed. ) L
m:llzl:f:!l 'i?n:n‘yq:ycli?nl enge then' was like sweetest music to the detective's
cars. Ho expected Lhe car to pull up dead prowmptly. Dul he reckoned
- without its driver.

Jim Rees had not much time to glance ahead and sce what obslacleq
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it was that harred their puth on this occasion. Dut it looked like a row

of empty barrels, . .
At any rote, he mennt lo chance it. Tt meanl five years for him, at

last, 3f he were nabhed.  So Biff! Bash! Crash! .

Straight at the row of barrels he charged full-tilt. But il ever a man
- px sold it was he,  The barrels burst, but they did not budge. They were
loaded full of stones. The shock was like n railway collision., '

And vet the car must have been o mighly stroog one. DBrought up dedd,
and even rebounding under the impact, it nevertheless forged forward to the
charge again. And this time it got through.

The ‘Tommics were ycllin% nngr_v threats. They treatened to fire, and
they did. Darkey and Fat Bill had just time to fling themselves forward
ou top of their helpless prisoner when two rifle-bullets zipped through the
back pancls, and shivered the glass screen to flinders. .

One cven ripped the sleeve of Jim Rees’s leather coat.  But neither
damaged their machinery apparently.. The car slill held on, though creak-
ing and groaning in every joint. .

lHowever, it was mortally hil, after all, as it turned ont. They discovered
the fact when it came to rounding the next sharp Eond of the road. The
collision had c~ippled the steering gear. ‘Twist and strain as the driver
would, he eould not get tho wheel sufficiently round to clear the curve.

Before anyone knew what was happening. therefore, the car was mounting
the hedge bank. IFor one hreathless sccond they threatened to turn turile
on to the road. DBut it sleadied itzelf, crashed through the hedge, and then
went rolling on its beam ends in a ditch of nettles on the other side.

Out srhot Jim Rees like a rabbit. Out blundered Fat Bill and Darkey,
cursing themselves black in the face. The soldiers had heard the erash, and
were coming on at the double, shouting like fiends. It was a case of eut and
run for their lives.

b'“ But we'll sock that narking hound first !”’ vowed Darkey, spluttering in
i3 rage. : :

Ilo snatched ul) a lump of twisted iron, and flew at his helpless victim.
[le smole, and the crash of the blow suggested that that was the last of
Nelson Lee, at any rate.

It was nothing of the sort, however. It was not his skull that sounded &
hollow, but the seat behind. Two minutes later he was being hauled ont of
the wreck by the excited soldiers and dumped about like a sack.

““Great scigsors, what's this? Why, the beggar's sonked to the skin and.
bound !’ exclaimed the sergeant blankly,

And so, of course, the detective was; but he was the coolest of the bunch,

“ While yow're all gaping at me, whacan't run away if I wanted to, you’ro
letting thoge vermin escape scot free!” he reminded them.

_ Whereat the Tommies did pull their wits together, and start to straggle
i pursuit.

Those lorl seconds, though, had cost them the rest of their bag. A very
fow minules of blundering about in that pitch darkness convinced them of
that.  So they came bnck 1o their solitary prisoner then, and demanded to
knlr:\;-) leglnh the lgnqu was all about.

e 10 1 explain all that to the proper authority !”” answered Nels
::i:::.‘:z) . Hlllm'tlal .\'oul a}nr ofﬁcotr lrc;um; l:)tjhout. here?y Because I shotfldoﬁkle‘o:
? 8enl Lo the chief consta e ¢con ; ! i
““':‘II E‘I('llllll think of telling my :;fo:y lt;o.o"co vty ot oncet e is tho only

(e Jomiies were myslified, but they saw that, whatever the rest of th

occupants of the car hind heen up to, their caplive conld lmr('ll;tbe :l:g

criminal. 89 one of them, havin “bi i
they still kept the detective tied Epl.‘ moter:bieyele, off e sct. - Meantimo
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But when an officer did arrive, he had Bim cast loose. Then, since the
residence of Captain Hamish, the countly chiel constable, was only ten miles

away, and Nelson Leo flatly refueed to divulgo anything except to him, bo
was put into the officer’s car and driven off there at once.

Once under Captain Hamish’s charge, be knew he was all right, for the
two bad worked together in mauy a case, and werc old fricods. Nor was
he disappointed, though, being disguised, it was not until the chief con-
stable had ‘phoned Captain Armour to come over from Redlow and identify
him that he would accept Nelson Leo absolutely at his word.

“ Well, Lee, my friend,” said the deputy-governor of PPortmoor Yrison, *‘ 1
suppose after this you’ll have had enough of trying to bag a specimen of
the master-thief for our gaol-bird collection at Portmoor!”

*““I? Why, uo; I certainly haven’t!” declared the detective. ** Why, I'm
only just beginning to get into the swing of the chase! 1'll bag a2 master-
thief for you yet, or I'm a Dutchman—and a rare fine specimen he’ll be, Loo!
I'll promise you that!” :

The deiuty-governor laughed. He always admired Nelson Lee’s indomit-
able pluck. Nothing scemed ever to danut him. le was & marvel.

"But when le tried to wriggle out of him where e thought this precious
specimen was going to be found, the detective was mum as an oysfer. llo
wanted a dry suit of pyjamas, a hot drink, and a bed. Those were all ho
was going to worry about for the present.

He got them, needless to say. As for Darkey and his mates, it is to be
presumed that somechow thc¥ found their way buck to their beds safely, tov,
for the police, thanks to Nelson Lee, left them wndisturbed for the time
being.

Negxt morning saw Nelson Lee out of his “ Spike Gawdry ** disguise, and
attired more like his old self again, in a suit of borr?wed clothes. He
caught an early traiu to town. At Cannon Street Station, who shonld he
rua into but Nipper. .

““Why, guv’'nor, bless my heart! TFancy secing you " gasped his
assistant, taken aback. * You don’t mean you’ve just come up from—gyou
know t—that place yon ‘were going to par a call on yesterday? so, where's
the—er—luggage you went to fetch?”’

“ Lu gage, you young scoundrel?’ exclaimed Nelson Lee, and then he
laughed. *“Oh, I {:now what you mean!’ he said. ‘‘That job, though,
didn’t come off quite. But I'll tell you about it later. Mecantime, what
are you doing so far afield?” .

“ Booking a passage for his nibs, the Honourable, to Spain first. .’_‘I‘lmn
he's off to Brazil, where the nuts come from,” was ngper 8 answer. Or,
rather, e ien’t himsell, but a friend *—he corvected nﬂscll‘— a party of
the name of—— What was it again? I've forgotten ! _Hﬁ'eousul.tcdcda
paper in his hand to vefresh his memory. * Oh, yes—Mullins ! ho .ﬁm‘sh .
‘ Stephen Mulling, sccond-class rail and first boat ouly, so he don’t soun
very grand for his nibs to be worrying himsell .abm::]._ _ but the next

rowned a moment, as if connmng this over; 5 >
seg‘;lgoll:e E::mic.:d tc:lbl have dismissed it. Ilc wanted to know how Nipper had

. i ] ' t. [ -
beﬁnAfx‘:ltt;ggv:nnllﬂ”hilsc I;icx‘:isll:gfl, ¢ want to know when I seribbled that on

believing Spike's sweetheart Lo be kidnapped, what yon

::lll:ngglf; :ll::\‘\::rlil:l}é l'hz:.t-niltl lmdp‘ given you a notion ? What notion has n:
given you, and why the dickens didn’t you say it ont flat instead of keeping
me in tho dark?” ] o _ T
“Well, it was only sort of snumcrm(i! explained Nipper. S
same, I’ve about got it to Lhe hoil now, L fancy. But don’t you {kin )
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had hotter find rome quicter corner {han (his, instend of jabbering here?™”
bhe suggested wigely cnough, .

llc'Lll:-('kullt'll that he ﬁvod not be pelling back to Nayfair for anothor
balf nn hour at least. So they sought oul an A.B.C. shop, where they got a
quict corner table and a enp of collec. Then Nipper told him.

His notion, since hir guv‘nor plainly suspecled that the Honourable Stur-
ton was ** on the crook ”” somewhere, was that it was ho himself who had
got hold of Spike's eweethenrt, and was keeping her close prisoner 1 a room

in the mews jusl behind their honse. . ) i
“ Grent Crosnr!  You don’t mean it!”’ cjaculaled Nelson Lee in astonish-

ment. " And how the dickens do you make that out? What do you know?**

“ Yery little, except that there are some stables belonging to my master’s
houke junt at the back with a door between,” said Nipper. “ They're sup-

sosed to be emply, and no one lives over "em cven. But, all the same, I've
canght mms, our buller, skulking down after dark with a regular meal
hid up in a basket, and it's through that door he vanishes.” o

“ But that doesn‘t make out that it's Spike’s Emily that the foed is for!”
protested Nelson Lee, disappainted. '

* No, it doesn’t; not alone. But the cook—Timms’s wife, and a wrong-"nn
if ever there was one—she’s in 1he myslery, too. And last night she didn’t
think I wns anywhere about, but I was, and I heard her talking about a
*hier " and a ‘stubborn hussy.” and about it being better for them all il
‘ghe ’ did die instead of only talking about it.”

“ And that's really all you've got to go upon?’’ demanded his boss.

“That and a remark she voluntecred that it waa the worst day’s work
the master ever did when he * Jumbered himself up with the jade. As if
there weren't plenty of good men for his jobh without making all this fuss
over one!’ she finished by saying.”

* And is {hal the end *’ demanded Nelson Lee.

‘“ So far as {hat conversation is concerned—vyes,’”” replied Nipper. ‘ But
this morning the Honourable was in the dickens’ own slew. It was after lre
had been talking over the ’phone to someone about stocks and shares,
though that might have been only a code. Me pitched into ‘I'imms, though,”
like steam. At lenst, not Timms himself, but someone whose life he was
going Lo have, e swore.

“1'm wondering now whether it mightn’t have been you,” concluded
Nipper coolly, ‘‘ for, as you may not know, the Honourable was down at
Redlow Castle {hat very day I saw you last, and didn’t come back till next
morning. And then he went straight to his private workshop upstairs,
where he has hie lathes and things, you know.”

But Nelson Lee did not know. This wae the first opportunity that they
had of exchanging notes at all since Nipper had become seccond footman
in_the llononrable’s service.

So there was a lot to tell and deseribe. The Honourable, it scemed, was
notilmoroly u connoisseur in art and antiques, but an amateur engineer as
well,

And this reminded Nelson Tee that the lost and most important of the
skeleton keys provided for the burglary of Redlow Castle had only been
.h:mtlod to him at the very moment of starting.

Was the 1lon. Trevis Sturton then really the master thief behind all this
rufinnly gpang? It would be a knock-down blow to London society il it were
proved he were. Yet Nelson Lee knew of his own experience that more
:-l;?.'.:-:lmmo things were Lo be found in almosl cvery page of the annals of
Hhi-::{(ll:::.nly __l.llu- Hononrable, in his dealings in the artistic world, rubbed

¢r> With some very funny people.  Milliouaires and wardrobe-shop
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denlers oll found their way to his house in Ma

ffair lo buy and to well. 1f
ho were really a crook, and the Redlow gold antiques had been stolen,
Nelson Leo would back the Honourable's chance of gelting rid of them

quictly and secretly against anyone clsée’s in London,

And now, on top of all this, was this yarn of Nipper’s alout somo girl
being koq:au prisoner in the mews behind the Ilonourable’s houso! 'Igiml.
ought to bo looked into certninly, and Neleon Lee took it on himself to do so
nt once,

Ho had one other question to ask, and this was as to the progress tho
little Swiss was making, whose jlgb Nipper was filling now.

““ Or i3 o dead?”’ demanded Nelson Tee

No; the poor chap was slowly recovering, though still in hespital, but hia
memory was impaired. So far, he could recall nothing of wl!:

at had hap-
enced to him, who had struck bLim that cruc]l blow over the head, or how

¢ came to fall into the river.

This was a pity. He might have helped them a lot, for plainly be had
fathomed somctlnnf to the Honourable's d_imdvn.ntage. That was evident
by his threat to tell the police—a threat which no doubt had been the cause
of his ncarly losing his life. _ _ ]

Still, there it wans, and Nelson Lee was quite content. Piecing out his
chain of circumstantial evidence link by link, he had emough to work upon
on his own. . : )

As Nipper had surmised, probably this telcphone message which had so
upset him that morning was a code one, informing him that the Redlow bur-
glary bad fuiled. Likewise, that it was through Spike Gawdry’s treachery
or blundering—or both. Ience the threat to liave someone’s lifo,

CHAPTER ¥

Bad News
T was time now for Nipper to be thinking of gelting back.

“I'll be round your way to-night,” the deteclive lold him coolly.
“T'm going to break into that back stable of yours, and just get word
with that girl they’ve got there. I don’t think I shall need your help, but
you can bo kecping watch on your side. About cleven would be the best
time, I think, from what you say. I'll be along about then.” ]
His boss said it all as if it were merely o game at billiards he was fixing
up. And, eafter all, the thing was easy ecmough. A word at the police-
gtation of the district left him free of the mews to do as he chose. le
marked down the stable behind the Honourable’s honse, and., snatching o
moment when the mews was empty, he scaled the end wall and gained the

roof. : . . -
a ekylight opening down into what had been the living rcoms
fo:):th?lclzfchmm{ go doH‘lz)t. gII; was bolted, but the detective soon settled
that dificulty. The skylight dropped him into a passage. He landed light
“sfi:l ::zgl)lbtlll% did, too, for at that very moment the click of a lock sounded
from Dbelow. So;ncono wag cutering through the doo:: _I_oadmg into the

arden of the Honourable Sturton’s house. It might be ‘Timus, the .lmtlo.r.
gr his master even. Nelson Lee glanced hastily round for some corncr i
01' L to hide. There was a liny boxroom on the landing, the daeor ot
::l::gh wns op;:-ncd wide. It was full of picture packing-cases and other
lumber. Ile dodged in there. '
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A utep was alrendy sollutlling on the stair.
comeone was coming up, fecling his way in the darkness.  The figure passed

ing to o door Iwyond. A glint of a pocket-torch, the grating
::": :iw .ll:;ﬂ::',f c:u:'imr {o wj;nmuc within to be silent, then the door was
. . ‘h(d .“. - )
h::, '1:::(:.;: wannfi:h!. so far. It was here the Hpnourable kept his fair
r: isoner, for the clectric ray had revealed tho visitor as the Honourable

”:':‘I.Ll;'u [co dodged out again. He tiptoed swiftly {o the keyhole. There

" i ‘jsible and no sound, . .
we l'l':]::,lghl)\":llouﬁlg door!” thought the detective, and pushed a long,

i cil through to see. .
.hl'.;linp:::rll:liuc prg\'od correct. There wae an inner door to keep any cries
of the prisoner from being heord outside. This was unfortunate.

Then Nelson Lee remembered that in the ceiling of the box-room he had
seen o (fupdoor opening, probably into the space beneath the slates. Lo
harked back o this, therefore. Scrambling on to n eg)le of packing-cnses
he quickly gained the trap, pushed it up, and climb through.

T'o pi(-_k' Lis way noiselessly along the ral'tors_ now in pitchy darkness and
in silence, was no casy task. But he managod it. . o

A few strides bronght him over what he reckoned should be the improvised
prison-cell. Lying down at full stretch he applied his ear to the lath
and plaster, :

]’lc' was right; he could hear voices—the Hon. Sturton’s lifted in loud,
bullying tones, n girl’s treble breaking in every now and thern alternately,
pleading and protesting. DBy straining every sense he conld even hear
what was being said.

* You lie!” the Honourable was declaring savagely. “‘ You must know
what your lover is. Do you think it is any good tellin% mo that? lla

raid when he came out that he wished to be done with all his old life, and
he meant il.  LasL night we put him on to another job which he pretended
fo be keen on. DBat that was only a ruse. He deliberately bungled it,
and played us falee, and now he has vanished !* : .

“Hallo!’ chuckled Nelson T.ee, to himsell. “ Young Nipper was right,
after all. This is Spike Gawdry he’s storming at—or me. rather. And,
tierefore, the poor lass must be Spike’s girl that I was told had jilled

him.  And, by Jove, she’s giving it to the blackguard hot, teo!”

In vain her gaoler was (rying to threaten her into silence. The girl
was not. to be denied. She repeated proudly that her lover had meant
Lo settle down and lead an honest life when he came ouv of prison.

“You knew that, you villain, for I was fool cuough to tell you and
enlreal with you to leave him alone, and let him go atraight as he wished,”
rhe ran on passionately. ‘‘ But what did you do? Decoyed me here, you
coward, to this place, and then kept me prisoner so Lhat you could fill
my poor boy with lies—that I had deserted him and married another.”

“ Certainly !’ was the sneering respounse to this. “ That-was one renson.
The other was that you alone, barring my one or two Lrusted hands around
me, have heen cule enongh {o discover that the Hon, Trevis Sturton has
Lwo rolea in life that he plays—one, that of a rich dilletante, who colleels,
hll}'n..;nul #ells rare antigues as a hobby, the other what is vulgarly known
v a Treceiver of stolen property.’

" And more than that, 100,” laughed her gnoler eynically, * you dircovered
that 1 and the myaterious ‘Dook,’ as my dupes know me as, were one and
l.h-.- H.'.I.Illl". You eame and {old me so. Lo my face, I remember. And then
you wonder that 1 koep yon here by force. when you have Lut to blab

Nor was he £ accond too roon.
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one word of your lLelief oulside, and the jack: ic ;
t.rncl{Ir 'instnnl;llyya | the jackals of police will e on .y

‘““No, my lady,” he added savagely, *“vou are loo fr: TR
:;ltogetheri You Lhi]\nk your mere r%m'ine to keep silence, {:::l‘ k\m::';.]::.']i];:

or your lover's eake, are enough for me. ' y
owlnl);kiﬁ to thiak about.” ¢ e You forget that I havo ny

‘T'he Hon. Sturton paused, as if he were forgetling thi ‘ .

indeed he was. He lllzld come here to-night nof to l.'ilzlra."tg'l':-(;:hl:'i::z'\-r:-e':::l.:1 |
prisoner, but to coax her, rather, with lies. _
_ Spike_Gawdry, without a2 doubt, had been caught talking o sompon-
inside Lord Redlow's liouse. ‘I'e IHomourable had had every word of
Darkey Kellermon’s sworn stalement on that point, communicated to him
thoug'h. ollier go-betweens, as sceret and mysterions as the Dook himself.

EKnowing already of Spike's avowed determination to have nothing to do
with his former confederates m crime on his release, the Honourable hnd
come to one conclusion.

Spike cither did. or did not, believe their lie about his sweetheart deserting
him. DBut,. either way, he had resolved cvidently to betray his old gmlg‘.
lock. stock, and barrel to the police.

‘This- was evident by the fact that though the attempted burglary mu-t
have been discovered long ago, there was mot a word or sign of activit:
about it at Scotland Yard. The thing might never have happened. The
Honourable’s purpose then was. by hook or by crook. te get hold of Spike

_wherever ho was, and once in his clutches to shut his month for ever. Tn
this ho wanted the maun’s sweetheart as a decoy. She must write to him.
gaying that it was all lies that she jilted him, and imploring him to conc
to her. She could prelend that he had bheen i1ll to account for her not
being there waiting to greet him when he came out of I’ortmoor.

The Ilonourable put all this to Emily, but not as set out above. needless
to say. He was nll repentance apparently. IIe was willing to releaw:
Spike, and never tempt him back to the old bad life again. Ife would
even give them a substantial sum to set up honse with.

Nelson Lee, on the rafters overhead, ouly wished ho could sce whet
effect nll these transparent lies were having on the girl. Overwrought as

"ghe must be after her close imprisonment, crazy with love and nuxiely
for lllJer sweetheart, it might well happen that she would yield even again.t
her better sense. ,

If she did it mattered nothing, of course; for Spike was safe in Portmocr.
It was Nelson Lee these crooks were trying to get back into their clutches,
though they did not know it.

And Nelson Lee, needless to say, could look after himself. .

But if it had been Spike, by any chance, and his sweetheart did [fall
into the trap now being l;nid for her, Heaven help them both, that was all!

So the detective listened and chwckled. =~ e

“T want you to belicve that I am genuine in all T am promizing,” the
Monourable “was assuring her, “You shall writa to Spike now lo-night,
and tell him that all you have both dreamt is Lo come true, You shall
have o little house thai your hearts shall be prond of. and Spike, L swean.
will never hear from me again, except as a riend. o take this pen and
mpe ' . .

Yy orwover, just then, rather to Nelson Tee's disgust, again the back deor
clicked, Somecone clse was entering by wn?' of the Nonourable's garden.
Je wondered who it could be? Not Nipper, he haped ! .

Tt was Timma, as it turned ont, that roguoe who was obviously nob butler

merely to his precious master, but chief-of-stafl as well.  1le came hurrying
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..{ the carpdileas slaircase. Al thik Lreble {attoo Lhe double doors opencid.
opourable a yeared.

: "'lll!- ';:ilw--u-op-l‘w got him ! announced the butler breathlessly.
vGol him!'  Wherer  llow?” demanded unc.l-{mlm!rablc! while simul-

tanrously n wild cry of alarm broke from the girl behind him,

With a curse he turned to silence ber.  Timms followed inlo the room, too.
Nelwn Jaoe. dumbatruck, as well he might be, had to clap his ear to the

d plaster again. _ _
h!-hsn:ilu.-lmund !"ghc thought to bhimself. “ Why, how can that be? Spike
ix in Vortmoor, and I am here.”” .

It was certainly amazing. Yet such was the message. Spike had come
wnlking into the gang’s haunt in Clerkenwell that cvening as cool as paint.

 Aud the fools arc holding him, I supposc?”’ demanded tho Honowrable
breathlessly.

“Why, ':at.hor. you bel! Darkey and. Rees gave him mo chance, but
downed him al once. They’ve got him tied up thero in the cellar.”

A fresh pitcous outburst came from poor Emily at this. It wasg the signal
for ull the fury and spleen in the Honourabi ’s currish breast to come boiling
forth. ;

Like a cur he jeered and taunted her with the trap he had been tempting
her feet into, bul which wae no longer necessary. .

* For we've gol your narking lover back into our clutches wilthout it,”
he luughed. ““ And. by the powers, he sha'n't escape us this time, nor you
cither! No, Lhere’ll be noue of us safe till you are both out of the way,
and that'll be before another mornin&'s daylight. or I'm a fool!

*“Come, Timms!” he broke off. * We'll leave this jade. 1 want to hear
the whole story. Spike is captured, you say. And what excuse has he
gol to offer for Jast night’s treachery?”’

**Why, he tries to make out he knows nothing about it; that he was
only let out of Portmoor this afternoon,” was the bewildering roply.

““This afternoon! The liar! Oh, 8o that's the game, is it? DBut, by
thunder, we'll show him! Come, Timmg! I've never risked myself down
umong my gang before, but I'm going to do so to-night.”

“ You, sir!” exclnimed the other. ‘““Don’t you be fool cnough to do
anylhing of the sort!”

‘ And why nol? T shall go disguised, of course. Do you think that I,
with all the shrift I am likely to get, am going to leave anyone clse to
reltle my account wilh a irailor who has tried to sell me. Not much! I
sin going now, I tell you! You can send them warning to look out for
mé. Tell them that I shall be masked, and warn them, too, that if any
fool tries lo find out who I am, he will get my bullet in his heart as sure
ns fale. Ilurry mow while I change. This slut we will deal with after-
wands, on our return.”

With that the pair hurried down the stairs to the door and vanished,
leaving Nelson Lee wot quite sure whether ho merely was dreawing, or
wilerly daft. .

" Spike let out of Porlmoor this afternoon! Why, how in humpty-
dumply can that be?"’ he kept asking himself, again ana again. :

_M¢ had seen Caplain Armour only last night, and heard from him how
Spike was being ko.rl. salely shut up still, though only the warders knew it.

I!Lml then it suddenly occurred to him that Caplain Armour was only
11\_'|ml ¥*Rovernor of the pricon, and had a chief over him. The lattor was o
hit t':l' n fool, ton, and jealous of his brillinnt subordinate. e had been
awny on leave while all thin pretty plot was being fixed up with Nelson Lee.

. Surely he haa not como bnek and found Spike bein j r “hi
time, aud so gone and releasod him without nl \\'ortl'i"- € dobained over ‘his
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This was just what the governor had d i i
. : » a8 it turned out, and
doing had sentenced tl conviet” to’d A
haélt%nt t!ﬁm tenese s‘;:ﬂ.:lnal‘-ortunale convict to dcath, ns surely ay 1f Ve
UL, of course, there was time. But what about Emi -
:::::: n]tl:er ]l:n[eemil_;s;n t‘e]rrfor hero in bher prieon-room? NcpI:;; 1:;“{!;0:': ‘ll:tl:
! . 15tened for any sound of anyon turni ' i
kmfeeb:gf;n to({m&k a small gole in tho 1.3&: c:;!li:gmg’ then with his
olea an i i i
as_well they _might.e crumbs of whitewash falling alarmed the girl below,
Ihtt; all right,” Nela:?n Lee assured her, in a tone that told her here
Wwas help come at last. “ X am a detective, not a police-officer, hut ono who
can and will help you just the same. And your sweetheart, Spike Gawdry,
tog; /DUt you must wait.> ‘
ait! Here in this awful place they are murdering my boy ! led
bn't.:k the anguished voice out ofp the darkuess. § My hoy " soung
Yes, for a little while. But they will not murder him—trust me. I
am off to prevent that, and to bring this villain and oll his Togues tu
Justice. So good-bye for the present, nnd be brave.”

CHAPTER XI.
Nelson Lee’s Triumph.

O release her now was impossible.  There were double doors, Loth
locked, and the risk of discovery besides. So rcluctantly Nelson Tao
had to make for his trapdoor again, and thence scale his way to the

skylight by which he had come in. :
~ Onco outside he was down out of those mews like a pickpocket. Scotlan:

Yard was the place he was making for. Only headquarters could suppi~
the force necessary for a haul of this magnitude. lle hailed a taxi, ar:d
sprang in.

“ A sovereign if you do it under the five minutes!"’ he told the dricer.

Tho man failed, but got his sovercign all the same. Ten seconds later
Neclson Lee was in the chief’s office.

‘“‘Hallo! Sorry to worry you, but I've got a littlo rush job I want yeur
help in,” he said coolly. * I've just jotted down about the number of men
I need, and where they're to go, if I can have them. It's a burglary cuse,
aud possibly a murder one, too, though that depends on how quick we can
get there to stop them.” ]

The chief was thunderstruck, needless to say. However, he knew Nelson
Lee of old, and Lhat he would never speak like this merely in joke. So lie
rang his bell as a signal to ‘“stand-by ” for a starter. Then he gol to
husiness. ,

Tt took only a few words to show him that they were on to one of the
biggest coups that the Yard had known for several years. Like the Deputy-
Governor of Portmoor, he also was itching to get his Engers on a few o
these master-thieves, who pulled all the strings m _l.he criminal world, «ov
most of them, yet were too cute always to bo nabbed themselves. .

That it was a member of the aristocracy whom Nelson Tee was aceusiuy
in this capacity, did not surpriso him iu the least. It might have been
an oarchbishop. For they knew out of their experience that these villains
could scarcely belong to the ordinary run of criminals. They would have
dropped on to their tracks before if they had. <

S0 Nelson T.eo got all the men he asked for, and the taxis to rush them
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to the meene of action bewides. A regular fleel was goon tenrinF off in the

direction of Clerkenwell, fillod with plain-clothes men and unilormed con-
sablea. Ihe latter were to keep oulpost, and help in the general clearing
up wark at the cod. . . .

They had heard that it was jn a collar of the ig and Gluepot, as the
pub was kpown as, that the real Spike Gawdry was to be triod for his life.

The first position 1o be rushed then was the house in the street behind
Lackiog on o the yard of the tavera. i

“Is 1t likely to be a job for burkers:™ the chief had asked, before they
staried.

Apd Nelson Lee hod told him that it certainly was. So they had lent
him nu aulomalic pislol, 1oo. - )

‘e raidera disembarked from the taxis some streets away, scatterin
round (ho flanks of Lhe encmy’s ition. Then Nelson Lee, the chiel, an
i doren picked detectives turner)i‘::to the back street, and made straight
for the house at a rapid run.

One huge constable accompanied them. Ilis hoast was that there was
never a locked door yet, mol bolted and barred, that he could mot burst
in sl the first bounce.

Iis method of ““ bouncing ' it was to run at it backwards. And this he
did very (rrompt.ly and effectunlly. A muflléid thud, a sharp splintering of
wond, and the next inslant they were bundling into the house, bowling aver
and throltling {wo men in the passnge, who were obviously there on guard.

Mcantime the street in front of the public-bouse had been closed to all
fool passergers, needless to say. There wos no chance of anyone giving the
#larm Lo the assembled gang that way,

** Now throu;lzh the yard at the back !’ commanded Nelson Lee. “ And
sce we go glow here! 'Those fiends will finish off their victim sure as cggs if
we give them the least chance, for they’ll only think that it is he who has
brought the police down on {hem.”

There waa no door communicating in the high wall at the back, but a
short ladder and some loos2ned hricks on the coping betrayed what Nelson
Jxee already knew—that between the two houses was a right of way.

Now (hey were in a typical London backyard of the slum type. A few
sernggy hens, in o ramshackle run at one side, threatened to epoil the whole
ruid with their clamonr, but fortunately no one came out of the pub’s back
premises Lo inquire the cause. After all, # man is not tried for his lifo in
one’s house every night in the year! '

Nelson Lee could picture them all agog, peeping in at the strange tribunal,
boea interested in the wretched vietim even than his judge in the black
mask—the Dook !

What Spike Gawdry thought of this for a homccoming after five years
penal servitude can be imagined. Burely had he shown his nose in his old
:;;:'mln than he was half-brained by his own old pale and trugsed up like a

And now here was this brute in the mask declaring that he lied in hi
I!nmat——llmt he kad been relensed from Portmoor notgthnt morning bn: ':
week ago nearly, and had been actually enguged cracking another crib last
mght. - Worse than this, he was accusing him of selling them to the

u_p|||lu.. and if the police had not swooped down upon them alrendy as a
l‘t‘-:-}ll:- L was only Lo make sure of a bigger bag when they did pounce.

ndge. i ¢ them forther—yes, by thunder, we will!” declared his
{u- E(.‘I;\\.I‘I ¢ the evil ring of ruffians round cheered. * Spike Gawdry may
bk Iu-r:- rt llr_m;:-.—wo know he is—but he was just too clever when he camo

nuling 1o blull us with hie baby-lalk, pretending it’s someone
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else all the time we have mistaken for him. A man as clever ar that, T «av
i8 too clever to live !’ <!

‘“'Ere, "ere, guv'nor!” applauded he crooks : . K ain’ Y

Put his light mﬁ_’ " we sy !"PP ooks around E ain’t safe!
' Spike Gawdry confronted them like a brave man. Ife had argued and
pleaded even, and he would plend no more. o could only imagine that
these mien were all gone raving mad, or else some othier fellow—a * ~plit,”’
no donbt—had been among them, palming himsell of as him. Ifc lad’
suggested that, but they only laughed and reviled him the more,

So there it was. They had gone through the mockery of letting him plead
now they bad gagged him again. But they had not bound his ankles, while
the lashing that sccured his wrists had been growing ledser and loorer Ly
the furtive working of his clenched hands. He knew already, in fact, that
with one last wrench he could get them free.  And then ho was going to leap’
on this black-cloaked villain at the head of the table, and tear the square:
of silk from his face, unmasking him for the vampire he was, battening
on the blood and liberties of better men.

Then, with luck, he would throttle the life out of the brute! And he
would, too, let him but get both hands on his lying throat! Ther might

knifo him to ribbons, but he would not let go!
© *““No, eurse him! Never—NEVER!” Spike suddenly scrceched, his
impotent rage getting the Letter of him. '

Before he knew what he was about himself, scaroelﬁ. his hands were free,:
and he was across the table in a bound, clawing at the master-thief’s wind--

Npe.

E all lhappened so0 unexpectedly that the two wero rolling there for
several soconds Lefore the rest gathered their wits sufficiently to go to their
chief’s aid. 'There the pair wero fighting like wild-cats, gasping and
cursing, overturuing the table even in their struggles, capsizing man after
man.

At last, though, the masked man managed to get at his pistol. There
was a report, n briefer struggle, and the master-thief broke free. White
with passion he was, and shaking like a reed. Sccin% him safe, the rest
were for flinging themselves upon his adversary and bludgeoniug the lifc
out of him. The master-thief, however, called to him to  Stand back!™

“ No, you dogs! You left me to him before,”” he taunted them, * you can
leave him to me now! So back, you fools, unless you want to get one of his
bullets in you!” .

Ho fired again as he epoke, making the rascally crew scatter, Then,
slowly advancing step by step to where his victim lay grqnn!ng, with cold-
bloodéd deliberation he sct lis revolver muzzle to Spike's temple and
gr‘l‘nNnﬁt, Spike Gawdry!” he sncered. ‘ Whalever chance of merey {l’ou
. might have had before, you have thrown that away for good and all. You
can say your precious prayers uow, and in the quickest time on recor(,l’, for
when I count threo I five!” Do you hear, you spy? One—.tw'o—lhr.—-

Bang! A shot rang out, but it was not the master-thief's. His weapon
had been literally blown from his startled fingers and sent hurtling across
the room. Me¢ swuug round in fury. ded a Tevel voice promptly

“ ’ ! Hands up!” commanded a level Yol ) 'y

ItN\.;':lsa bﬁ?;:nuig: who atoodpin the doorway, his still smoking pixtol

Jevelled this time at the master-thicf’s heart. o
c\::.“go aro the police. This honse is surronuded. If auyone is fdol cnough

to try and get away, his blood is on his own head, fox L at any rate will
shoot him like & dog and take the consequences,



o THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

e Naw, nit—you " he added sharply, sinee the master-thief’s armng still
liang twitehing af his sides. ' 1 don’t speak twice even to you! So up with
them or, by thunder *—he strode forward boldlf' in amongst the scum and
clapped the wenpon right against his quarry’s ¢ wek. .

The hands went up then quick enough. Vext, with a contemptuons
snitch, Neleon Lee tore off the villnin’s mask. )

““There yvon are, gentlemen!” he said to the police-officers. who now

varmed into the room. ** Permit mo to introduce you—the llon. Trevis
Sturton. of Mavfair, connoisseur and collector, of world-wide renown! Iis
fame will be even wider known alter to-night, I reckon, now that we have
also preved him Master of Thieves!” .

It wan almost pitiable to see how the guilty wretch staggered and secred
to crumple where he stood. Ilis eyes, that had blazed defiannce, suddenly
pank in their soclets. 1lis chin fell forward on his brenst, and his arms
gank, too, as il he had not the strength to keep them up.

Nor did Nelsen Lee pay much heed to this. The darbies were alrendy
clinking thal were to close on his prisoner’s wrists. He turned {o make
way ior the officer, _

And then—it was all done in a flash! In a trice the Honourable Sturton’s
hand had flown {o his pocket. There must have been a tablet of poison
there that he had been keeping ready ngainst this very mowent, when ho
knew the game was up. A gulp, and the poison was swallowed.

In vain Nelson Lee closed with the wretched man. It was too Inte—so
late, in fact, Lthat even as he clutched him he found the wretch slipping
to the floor. A few convalsive struggles, a bubble or two of greenigh foam
upon the livid lips, and the master-thief waa gone beyond rench of human
jllﬁliﬂ'. .

It was a pity. Dearly would Nelson Lee have loved to see such a vampiro
senl to wear the broad arrow und toil in the Portmoor quarrics, as Spike
Gawdry and many another had toited who had been his cat’s-paws in crime.

Still, it was done, and there was no use bemonning., And, after all, Spike
himselt had come to small hurt in the fray. ‘Che bullet-hole through the
muscle of his arm was a mere flesh wound. He had fainted, but alrendy he
was regaining consciousness, By the time he opencd his eyes, every inmate
of the honse was handcuffed and under guard.

They searched the place then and all the houses round it. This job, how-
cver, Nelson Lee left to the police. Without waiting even to see Spike
xalely on his way to hospital, he sprang iuto a taxi again with the chief.
They drove next at top speed Lo the Honourable Sturton’s house in Cormac
Street, Mn‘yl'nir. A sccond caly, full of detectives, followed hard in chase.

Posting fonr men at the front, to cut off cacape that way, Nelson Lée hur-
ried round to the mews al the back with the rest. They had managed to
commandeer a crow-bar from a roadmender’s store of toole on the way.

Fhud ! Smash! Splinter—Crash! The door of the stable was down.

"Whon! Look out! Mere's one of them!” exclnimed the first officer
throngh, tackling a figure confronting them with a wild-bull rush.

“That’l bo Timme! 1llold the blackguard !’ commanded Nelson Lee,
never pawsing, but climbing over them, and making for the staircase. Ho
had the crow-bar now.

I" Good news, Emily! We've mot Spike safe!” he called out, to reassuro
L:y tevrified girl within, * hese are friends coming to help you now.
Stand azide while I break in the door !

Fhree ar four deadly punches sufliced to smash the double doors to flinders.

Then Nelsou Lee flagshed n pockol-t i . i
cven now they might be oo |l “:e.cy orch into the room, hall drending that
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CHAPTER XII.
Conclusion.

: . » ﬂ d. i o
[—] the terrible strain had nlrcndy set in:“:m(l she waz!l sinkiné tt; fltl
10

floor. But Nelson Lee was in time t

ixl, too. for oll et . g ¢ to catch her. She was a pretiv

f\'i‘l;le lior e Gawdll: ;'cc.e\;.as so pale and drawn. She would make a bonny
nd now, with Mr. Timn ' : i
was broken, Nelson Leo fattored Wimeels, 1% the back of their work hero

_Unfortunately, though, it was not Timms at : i i
ning !.lown while they forced the handcuffs tftdllllisll:\?&ail;e pl‘;,hcc s Ninber,
angcrlght. lust:}_y“wns he letling the world kuow it, too. was Nipper,

Never was a fellow more furions—n i n-hat in this violer
[aghion, but at his bLoss for not letfit:agt lll)icnll“ ‘iul::: hmldlled-m et
Tan o e or n | gomehow that all this
fun ¢ was going to resign. It was not treating him fairly at

“Oh, rubbish, you young nss!’ rapped N o ;

a:;:.}l ;;t!i?\v i}lqt htht’o"\\'n yt;hrol.i;lg'h to yot?x! bn:k;l::('ll. L{%.“ cu?:toglllz‘:u}iﬁﬁrt::;
roureclf, at’ll please you. Go omn, you baby! Time'

r;;e ﬁl"m}' try t: fire l?‘: h:;use il weo dofr’t wlt)ltlcl:)lz it :I"nne s short, and the

ipper got a ‘‘ bit of a look in,” aft . i i
owed the butler one or two, in any case, :mtf l;-ngllk a'sel}ltlsmdi‘:c‘:!:lc (}l It.d {lto
All.t.he servants were rounded up and locked in, in fact, and Fo theilro gdt
be it said that o more utterly bewildered erew counld not be imagined e

For, if Timms and his wile kuew that the Hon. Trevis Sturlt‘u? \?;s ‘one of
tho higgest scoundrels out of gaol, the rest most certainly did not. Seeen?
the police swarming all over their master’s beautiful house, filled to its roo%
with artistic treasures, made them think the world had go’ne crazy

However, there were plenty of shocks still in store for them “and {ho
British aristocracy besides. Stolen property—the procecds of fifty bur-
glavies which had completely bafled trl’le police—ias found stowed azvq in
all sorts of sccret cupboarde and corners.” The house in Cormac Strcitll§r to
which Society had been wont to flock, was nothing more than a receiver's
den " of the most impudent and barefaced Rind.

'The pity was that the arch hypocrite running it had succeeded in dodging
his just deserts. Portmoor had to swallow its disappointment. and do
without its promised specimen of the master-thief among its collection of

aol-birds after all, for Nelson Lee was too busy just theu to turn to and
it for another,

Nevertheless, he managed to find time for one thing, and this was Spike’s
wedding to Emily. It ook a.long while for the ex-cracksman lo forgivo
the liberty his benafactor had taken in-palming himself off as him, tbough
it was entirely for his own good, as he was forced to allow, Still, all sanid
and done, it was a liberty, and he did not like it,

Emily did, though. She will noever cease blessing the name of Nelson Led
till her dying day, for through him her lmsband fms ot not merely o job
aud o fresh start in life, but a neat little home besides—anch a home as
Emily had always dreamt about, but unever thonght for a moment they

would ever posscss,
TNR END,

Another 'Stirrr'ng Long Complete Story of Nelson Lee
and Nipper will appear in Next Week’s ““ Nelson Lee

Library.” Order Your Copy Now!
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Dick Clare, a rich youngsicr, joins Ravenswood College, and he soon makes his

» fell.
’"Sffﬁaf; news comes lo the school thal Dick and his chum, Tom, have been drowned,

but ultimalely they turn up safe and sound. . ] .
Mclby, one of the other boys. takes a violent dislike to Dick Clare, and 13 especially

sealous because the Jieadmasicr takes special notice of the ncw boy. _
Melby munages to get hold of some rabbits, and prepares {o cook a meal in the

dormitory.
A Scratch Meal

«g 'LL be lighting the fire,”’ snid Melby, after having explained matters.
“ You slart skinning and clenning the rabbits, Dick. Tom will belp

you.”

“ No, he won’t,”’ said Tom.

““ Well, tome of Lhe other fellows may.”"

“ No, they sha'n’t?’ gaid Dick.

“‘Hang it all?"’ eried Melby. ‘“ Someone must do it."”

 Very good,”” answered Dick. ‘“By all means let them do it; but they
arc jolly well not going to help me.”

‘“ Do you want to do it all yourself?'’

“No, I don't. I'don’t want to do any of it.”

“Rol! Can’t you clean a rabbit?"”

“T might be able to manage it if I tried, but as I have not the slightest
intenlion of trying we needn’t discuss the matter.”

Blelby induced three enterprising youths to undertake the work, and a
fl'iﬁ']ltflﬂ mess they made of it. Dick snid they reminded him of pirntes,
and he made a mental vow not to touch the result of their operations.

In about two minutes the dormitory was full of smoke. The boys opeued
{le wiadows, but Lthat did not do much good.
© “Have you got the register up?** inquired Tom, gazing at the busy Melby
tarongh a cloud of smoke.

“What register?”’ inquired Melby. He had commandecred a scuttle of
coal from the kitchen, and smuggled it, and his cooking utensils, up the -
back stairease into the dormitory. .

. ;'}\;‘D‘ll" :a nugenornl rule there is only one register to a slove,” said Tom.
! ‘ 8¢ 0 1 2 .y .
nll.!ml’l h il,'isnl'ir;r!;{i?mlc’f’..ﬁ‘° or six to this one. X suppose it's possible,
W I, the silly owl has got it down,” cried Dick, kicking it up with his

fool. “'No wonder it has been smoki
turn his rabbits into kippers.” ing. I should say Meclby wanted to
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“1 woulda’t be surprised if the masters smell this smoke,"’ said Tom.

It wgnI’)t. nl:ake %‘ECh diﬂ‘erellllce. They will be bound to smell the oniona,'

anewere ick. course, there’s no accounting for tastgel

I wounld prefer jam tarts for supper.” § for tastepbut persomally
‘““ You can’t cook rabbils without onions,’”’ declared Melby. *“If you dou'b

kuow anything about it the best thing for you to do is to slfut up.'-’-y e

~ *““What am I to do with these skins and the insides?’’ inquired one of the
operators.

““ Leave them on the newespapers for the present.’””

It wouldu’t be a bad wheeze for you to shove the little lot in Gowl's
bed,” suggested a youth who was notorious for his vivid imagination.

“You are a stupid idiot, Sank,” said Melby severely., ‘‘ Of course, the
proper thing to do is to uee the giblets for gravy.”

‘““Oh, my cyes!”’ gasped Tom.

“So it 18,”" declared Meclby. ‘‘They use the neck as well. I've seen owr
cook—our chef do it.”

“If I were your mother, I'd jolly well shoot the beast,”” said Sank.

“ Well, leave them where they are,” snarled Melby.

“I'm going to,” snid Sauk.

Melby cut up the prepared rabbits, and stuffed them into the huge sauce-
pan, tlhie water in which was now boiling. He had giot it full of water,
overlooking the lawe of displacement, and be not only burnt bis fiugers
severely as the boilini water slopped over them, but he got hot ashes in bhis
eyes from the fire. Tbhis made him furious, and the chums’ badly suppressed
laughter increased his rage. .

“gYou are like a lot of giggling schoolgirls,” declared Melby.  What is
there to laugh at?’> _ .

‘“ Nothing from your point of view,” said Tom. ‘ You look just like
you used to when you first came to Ravenswodd and hadn’t got over your
snivelling.””

‘“ You are an empty-headed fool.”™

-« So the masters scem to think,” observed Tom calmly; “but I'm not
so foolish as to romp my hands into boiling water, and slop it over a roaring
fire, making it spurt hot ashes into my eyes.’

‘““Do you suppose I did it on purpose?”’. - ) .

« Couldn’t say, Meclby. I should imagine not, because I dou't believe the
sensation would be pleasant. They say Russians flog each other's backs
when they are having-their steam baths, but I never heard of a man stuffing
hot ashes into his eyes in order to obtain a little enjoyment. The same
remarks apply to putting his digits into boiling water. Of course, there
may be men who hke dong it, but I'd say they would be the exception to
the general rule.”” . . _ ) ked

It was possible that Melby might enjoy the supper when it was cooked,
but it was certain that he was mot going to enjoy the cooking. He got
chaffed too much. ) i

Sank sat on the end of his bed and made sarcastic remarks. -

“T say, Melby,” he exclaimed, * there’s a pungent perfume in this place,
and it's uot as cool as ice-creams. Don’t you think the beastly thing i3

. on .
no‘t!r;ty’scc::);ec};lr off it now,” dccla;od Melby, “I forget the exact Lime a
abbi : ron know, Clare?” .
n‘l!l:\l\t'cﬁl,kfnsu cggo )tukcs tbree siuutes. I would say a rabbit wguld take
longer."” : . ;

“gWould you really?’* sncered Melby., “ Pc':;lmps you imagine a tweuly-
pound joiut of beef takes louger than an egg
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¢ Fgaactly ) )

“ You don’t know anything about it."”

1 can cook an cgg.”

“ Whe's talking nbout cggs?”’

“1 am.”

““hen vou had belter go on babbling to yourself, because no one cares to

listen 1o the rot you talk. If you can’t cook, it docsn’t follow that everyone

clac is anadiot.”’ '

“] have already lold you I can cook an egg—with Iuck. I have cooked
one once. It wns hard, but it was distinctly cooked.’” ‘

“That's nolhing to what Melby is doing,” said Sank. “Ile’s cooking
four rabbits—and himeelf. You can jolly well -tell by the odour that he's
deing it pretty thoroughly.”

“It's done now,” declured Melby, taking the saucepan off the fire and
standing it on the floor.

DBut ke was not the only one in the building who was rabbit cooking that
night. Vance had made friends with Mary, the cook, who bhad prepared a
nice little supper with the other rabbils, and the servants had enjoyed them.

“Vance also enjoyed a little stimulant as well, and he was giving some of
the experiences of his past life when a scream from Mary caused him to
leap to his icet.

Through the kitchen window. which she faced, could be obtained a view
cf the upper dormitory where Lhe chums should have been gleeping.

The night was dark, and, happening to glance upwards, Mary saw a red
lizht ﬂas'iaing in the windows. llf it ad been a candle-light she would not
have thought much of it, having ofien scen such a phenomenon on previous
vcensions after ““ lights were out.”

But (hat red, flickering light gave her a shock, {he same as her sudden
scream had given Vaunee ove.

“Fire!" shricked Mary. ‘‘We ghall all be burnt in our beds.”

This was an impossibility, secing that they were not in their Leds, but it
was near cnough under such trying circumstances,

“Ring the fire-bell!”” howled Vance, rushing up the stairs. He knew
which dormilory it was. Tle flung the door open with a violent erash, and
rushed ncross the room howling *“Fire!” at the top of his voice; then he
caught his foot in the saucepan, and, falling forwards, dabbed his face in
the paperful of “ giblets.”

J“Ha, ha, ha!"" howled Tom. Thoughts of the future failed even to makeo
him serious. ‘“ Ha, ha, ha! Don’t you eat our gravy!"

“ You silly nes!”’ eried Melby. “The masters will hear you if you make
that noise.” ’

“1la, ha, ha! Hold me up, someone!" howled Tom. *“If the masters
haven't hoard the beastly fire-hell, and Vanco's howls of  Fire " all T can sny

By i that they must be jolly deaf, and a little further noise will never
reach them. T eay, Vance, you have made your face in a gory mess; but it's
to good howling like that.”

" Murder! I'm scalt!’

tu:n“tl.:; g[{'t iln W regular stew,"” said Sank. ‘o nceds a bath. Why not

“_{m's [;111::(.;:'1080 ox him? We ought tq start il going if there's a fire.
“ortunitely no one wns. Dick felt that they had

Luni _ ad gono too far already,

aud that if they started the fire-hose on the topy of it there would be serioa’a

:,::L‘:,bl“ Tom fell quite reckless, but not reckless coough to start the fire-
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Melby scrambled into bed, not desiring to pl ‘ .
t.rcublo)trui times before them. g lo play o leading part in the

Then the noise suddenly ccased, for Mr. Foster, the Housemaster, strode
into tho room. * ’

°* Oh, they've nearly murdored me!"* howled Vance,
#2Oh, overy bit of skin is boiled off my bLody."

‘“Is there a fire?'’ demanded Mr. IPoster.

‘““ No, sir,”” answered Dick; ‘‘ only in that grate.’

‘* Beastly sneak,’” muttered Melby,

“ Sank, go down immediately and give my orders that the ringing of the
beoll is to cense immediately. Now, Vance, follow me! Can you wnﬁc?"

Mr. Foster was forming o wrong impression. He imagined Vance's face
war injured.

“I'm very bad, sir.’s

‘“Sit on that bed and tell me what has happened,” ordered Mr. Foster,
sincerely hoping that it was not as serious as he feared. The fact that Dick
and Tom were making strenuous efforis to control their laughter gave him
‘this hopo.

‘“ Theso ’cre boyalit o fire and cooked some rabbits, sir,”’ said Vance, who
was able to guess pretly well what hud really happened. ‘“They stole a
sancepan to cook it in, and also stole the coal, which is theft—""

‘““I do not require your comments. Tecll me what has happened.’z

‘“They gave the alarm of fire, and, when I rushed up. made me stumble
over the saucepan, scald myself, and bash my face in the rabbits’ innards,
what they had left on the floor on purpose.’ .

‘“ What have you to say, Clare?”

‘“He is fairly accurate, sir, except that we did not give an alarm of fire,
neither did we place the saucepan for him to fall over, nor put the rabbits’
‘iunards’ there for that purpose. We left them there having no particular
use for them. There was an objection to turning them into gravy as was
sngﬁgsted as being the correct thing.'* )

'h id you break bounds? You need not auswer that question unless you
wigh,*” .

““ No one broke bounds, sir. We got the rabbits in the afternoon.”

““ Where did they come from?” _

“ From a shop in the village. I bought them, sir, for a hoax.™

“Is that the whole truth, Clare?”* L

“T'm afraid it’s all that I can tell, sir, without ineriminating others.”

“ T would advise you to tell me everything.” -

£ Well, sir, the original idea was to shoot rabbits. Same shots were fired
with a revolver.’: -

‘T ghall coufiscato the weapon.'s . .

#7 will place it in your hands to-morrow morntug, sir,"! .

** T accept your promise. For having lighted a fire in the dormitory, and
cooked o supper, you will all be gated next Saturday afternoon, and each boy
in the room will write o bhundred lines-in Latin and translate them into
English.”” Then, glancing at the fire to make sure it was quite safe, Mr,
Foster left the dormitory, telling YVance to follow him. )

“How much will you take for your revolver and all the carbridges you
have got, Mclby?’" i s

‘“You ought to giH\-o |:i|o l:l, SO\'el'ng':.l,_ but—="

« re. and them over.* . .

:A:Eler;[zl(l):;' awfns delighted with tho Largain. while the youugsters were,

perfectly content, not having expected to get off so lightly,

scrambling (o Lis fect.
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In Training.
a RE vou talking, Melby?'* demanded Mr. Fostcr.
A ".No. sir."”’ Py
*“ You were talking, boy!"”
s« What an idiot the fellow must be to ask we il he knows!” murmured

Mclby. _
“ What is that you sa¥, Nelby?"’
I anid that you couldn’t exaclly eall it talking, sir.- I merecly asked
Clare if he understood what you were explaining.”

“ Do vou confirm that statement, Claro?" _ . .

“I'd ‘be glad if yon would excusc me answering that (uostion, sir,”
mumbled Dick. ]

«“ Oh, I say!’ cried Melby.. “I call that shameful, Dick Clare! My
very words were ¢ Do vou understand,” and yow answered  Yes.””

*"Quite correct,”” said Dick. . ) o

“ Then why couldn’t you have snid so? You madc Mr. Fosler think X
wasn't speaking the truth.”

‘“ Were you talking, Clare?”

“ Yes, oir.” o

** About what I was explaining?'’

T was talking about the regatia, sir.”’

“You will cach write fifty lines for talking in class,”” said Mr. Fosicr.
‘“ Melby, you will write five hundred for telling me a falschood. ‘The work
will be neatly done, otherwisc I shall not pass it. Now attend to what I'm

~aying.’”’

o Y";u are the meanest snenk I ever came ncross,”” declared Melby, when
{hey enlered No. 7 Study to work off their Jines.

“ Rals!” exclaimed Dick, *‘ I never sncaked at ajl.”

“ Yes, you did !’ declared Melby. *‘‘ You could have Lhrown dust in his
eyes_jusl as easily as I could.”

“You are right there,” langhed Dick. * The fellow who starts throwing
Just in Mr. Fosler’s eyes will succeed ns easily as you do, and that’s not at
all. I consider Mr. Foster is a very clever master. Ho would have to be a
perfect fool 1o believe the fnivy-tales you tell him.” '

‘“ e would have laken your word if you had said we were talking about
what he was explaining. Ie never doubis your word. You kuow that
perioctly well.”

“Yes, and T know why he never doubts my word,” said Dick. *‘I’ll
never give him cause (o 'doubt it. I don’t caro what row it is, or who gels
into it—including myself--if 1 speak at all it shall be the truth.”

“You know jolly well if you told ihe truth about that seerot between
you and Gowl. He knows il, too, and it is very honourable of him not to
il You hold it over him, but it amounts to blackmail, and if you call
that honourable, I don’t.”

" You haven’t got {he semse of a maggot,” said Dick. * The (bing is
ton jolly ridicvious, isn’t it, Tom?"’

" Rotten!” exelaimed that worthy. ‘ Polish off your lines. What’s the
Rood of talking to him. Don't you sce, Melby. if you weren’t Jying in
soying Dick ever blackmailed Gowl, or any other bully, kow do vou 'supposo
Dick conld do it if his secrol would cause him to Le expelled?” *

.‘ l"don t care—-""'

No. When you are talking you never enre whether it is the {ruth or

nol. 1t’a much mere likely that Diek will one dav bee X . '
wood College than he will ever Le expelled ff'on?}it." ome eaptain of Raveus-
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1.

“e's favoured beecause his mother i3 rich, and—"’

“ When Hal Lakin's father died, his mother was so poor that had it not
been for the Head llal would have had {o leave. He became captain of this
college. You remember he told us all that in public, in spite of Dr. Stauley
trying to stop him, and he told us that the Hend was the truest friend he
hed on carth, and the truest friend every boy in this college had, then he
cmoe a cropper with his speech, and counldn’t finish it, although I1al isn’t
riven to sentiment. It shows vou what rot you talk. 1 don't believe the

- Head would favour a boy if he owed his life to him. He 1akes Dick's word
becnusobhclk'nows he takes the trutlh, and Dick takes a few lickings he might
escape by Iving.”’ .

Then Dick rattled on with his lineg, and he knew from past experience that
Tom was right concerning the Ilead’s umalterable rule never to show
favouritism. .

“Ii's the mennest Lrick a fellow could play,” declared Melby. “ It
would serve you jolly well right if I got my own. back, Dick.”

‘“ Oh, go on with vour lines, and be thankful for them, vou silly kid:”
Jaughed Dick. ‘I don’t Lelieve Fosler will pass that scrawl. Can’t you
write Detler than that?” '

“It's as good as yours, at any rale!” declared Melby.

« I jiever said it wasn't,”” TFetorted Dick.  I'm only telling vou it’s jolly
bad.” If Foster doesn’t Lell you it's abominable I shall be surprised.  Just

ook at that eapital A.” . ‘ :

“ It jsn't an’A. It's an H.” . _

“ Well,' I don’t care what it is. It's bad. Looks as though a spider had
drawn it with his foreleg while he was scratching himself with his back leg.

This made Tom laugh, but it madoe Mclby savage. Ile muttered something.
about refusing 1o steer them in the race, for t-rl‘nc}' were all three training
for the double sculling races, and the youngsters considered that No. 7 Study
would stand an excellent chauce of winning the prize iu the Lower 1lousc.
Dick did_not, for reasons of his own, but he kopt those reasons secret ¢ven
from Tom. K . . . - - .

The man whom Dick had cngaged to train-them was named Rabbits, and
ealled Bunne. He had once been in th? town-crew, and was a ‘ll'U:-l’l man.
Having saved money he bought a litule riverside inn, and fortune smiled on
Bunny. - -

f i ras frightfully severe. but he thoroughly understood his
wt;:‘?t aat:.(llmlll':;dtetﬁg s}'t:nnglg,'s"mrs do theirs. He wanted them to win, mli(tl',
although he was far from complimentary, he never used bad_l:lljngu:llgo.w:ltﬁ f¢
was strictly forbidden, and \\'oul(:_L }:Ew_c ln:xt; cllllngmuls out of bouuds, whic

ave meant Lhe best part of his income lost. . -
“%Ldsh;p?icd the want by the most oxl-rnordms:rg ex]pr'emor:;;; l;l‘l:‘l“:ll];‘:;l::
made an ominous pause before he uscd.t.hom. W lmt.l. (ie;s mc:..k Soul ““. e
uzzled Bunny or anyole clse to explain. Ile appeared 1o mako D

the spur of the momeut.

(An:)ther rattling, long instalment of this rollicking
school yarn will appear on Wednesday next.)

Order. your copy of “ The. Hg]_s.oj;; Lee Library” now:
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