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DO YOU LACK SELF-CONFIDENGE?

Arc you sensitive, irritable, or depressed? Do ynu
su ‘er ‘rom involumtary blushing, nervous indigestion,
wunstipation, lack of self-confidence, encryy, will power,
or mind concentration? Do you teel awkward in the pre-
«ence of others? 1 can tell you how to acquire strong
rerves and mind concentration which will give you
absolute self-confidence. No drugs, appliances, or belts.
>end at once 3 penny staunps for particulars of my
guaranteed cure in 12 days. —GODFRY ELLIOT-SMITH,
4-2. Impenal Bldy., Ludgate Circus, 1.ondon. E.C.

VENTRILOQUIST'S Double Throat:

fies; sing like a ¢
puppy, and imitate birds and beasts.
Ventriloquism Treatise free. Sixpence
each, four for 1s.— T. W. HARRI>ON,
(Dept. 6), 239, Pentonville Rd.,Logdon, N.

Good Ch Photo hie

'F You WANT M?berlalezl? Ca;erg.‘ s?end

ostcard for Samples and Catalozue FREE—Works:
ULY ROAD. LIVERPOOL.

fts roof of mouth; astonishes and mysti-
. whine like a -

NO. 44

50 COMIC SONGS, 750 Ridd'es and Conun-lrums,
4 Stump Speeches, 30 (.Zard and Conjuring Tn ks, 50
Jokes. 21 Humour 815 Recitations, 1so Witty Toa-ts, etc.,
etc. Lot 8d. (F.(O).)—Ideal Pubdblishing Co.. Clcvedon,
Sum. 6 assorted Novelties, Catches, Puzzles, 1.6.

SMOKING HABIT >0

Famous specialists’ prescription, 1/3.—H. HUGHES,
(B.P.), Leaf Btreet, Hulme, Manchester.
Famous Doctor’s Recipe for

BL“S“IN ¢ this most distressing come-

plaint, 6d. (P.O.) Neverfails. Hundreds of Testimonials.
Mr. GEORGE, 8o, Old Church R®ad, CLEVEDON.

The “Lord Robearts®
s TARGET
PISTOL

Beautifully plated afd fnished,
May be carried in the pocket
Trains the eye and cultivates the
Judgment. Range 100 yards. Targetg
od. per 300, Noiseless Ball Cartridges, 1/-.
per 100. Shot, 1/6 per 100. Send for iist,
Crown Gun Workas, 6, Whittall St., Birmingham.

| 1S PUBLISHED

ENTITLED.

A WONDERFUL COMPLETE NOVEL
OF MYSTERY AND ADVENTURE
IN THIS WEEK'S

~ UNION
JACK

PRICE CNE PENNY.

“ The_ Place of Fire,”

A STORY OF

SEXTON BLAKE, DETECTIVE.
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THE

‘“ Doctored ”’
Racehorse

L ’y ‘ @ .

A Thrilling Detective Novel,

introducing Nelson Lee, detec-

tive, and the notorious ¢’ Grezn
Triangle.”’

By tiie Author of ¢ The Mummy Mystery,” * The House of Fear,” * The
President’s Peri),” * The Burled Iavention,” * The Red Spider,” etc., etc.
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CHAPTER 1.
Sir Rozer Hogarth’s Revelation—A Fruitless Visit.

« HAT is the situation, gentlemen. Reluctant as T am to admit it, the
League of the Green Triangle is on the downward grade. I put it
thus bluntly in the common interest of us all—for it i3 necessary

{that you should know the exact truth. It is never a wise policy to conceal

bad news.”

Professor Cyrus Zingrave ceased speaking.

He had been delivering a speech, and as he looked at the faces rounud
him he saw that they were grave and troubled. Some, indeed, were exprex-
sive of alarm. For Zingrave's speech had been the reverse of cheering.

'The ecene was a curious one. A fairly spacious room, with a rather
low ceiling, from which numerous incandescent electric-lamps hung,
dclicately shaded, and casting their soft light upon a large table. Round
the latter were many luxurious easy-chairs, and a number of these—not
all-—were coccupied by gentlemen in evening-dress. Some were smoking
and lolling back among the cushions; others were drawm up to the table.
But all eyes were fixed upon the figure of Professor Zingrave at the table's
head.

The apartment was, in fact, the Governing Chamber of the League of the
Green Triangle: and the men in evening-«fross were all that remained of
the Governing Circle. There were very many present, it i3 true, but the
ones who had gone had been, for the most part, tho lecague’s greatest and
cleverest men.

Zingrave himnself was undoubtedly the brains of the vast criminal organisa-
tion, but thcee Governing Members who had left this chamber, never to
return, had been among his ablest iieutcnants.

Where woere they?

‘Bven Zingrave, notwithstanding his undoubted genius, had informed the
circle wrongly. He had declared that the absent men were victims of
circumstances and ill-luck. But the real truth was very different.

This thinning-out of the Governing Circle was the direct resuit of a creat
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campaign against the Green Triangle; a campaign undertaken and executed
by Nelwon lece, the celebrated detective. Many months had pessed since
Neleon Lee had commenced his grim labours—but the result was very

apparent.

And Professor Zingrave did not suspect that Nelson Lee twas the chief
cause of the league’s decline. He knew that the detective had been con-
cerned in several league affaire; but Zingrave laboured under the delusion
that Nelson Lee was as ignorant as Scotland Yard regarding the league.
The official detective force were utterly in the dark—they knew nothing.
Nelson Lee, on the other hand, had been supplied with information which
placed him in possession of the Greem Triangle’s most cherished secrets.
And, because of this secret knowledge, the detective had waged his war
sticcessfully and with terrible effect.

Zingrave was standing at the head of the table, resting the tips of
his fingers upon the polished surface. His clever, clean-shaven face wore
an expression of gravity and determination; and his strange eyes gleamed
from behind his gold-rimmed spectacles. It was not oftem that the pro-
fessor’s dome-like forchead was wrinkled; but at present deep furrows hned
the white skin,

““Yes, gentlemen, I have heen perfectly frank with you,’”” he went on, in
his soft, silky tones. *‘ The league is suffering—suffering severely from a
seriee of great misfortunes. Our resources are getting low, and it 1is
incumbent upon us all to look the facts in the face, and prepare our-
selves —"' ' ‘

‘“Prepare ourselves?”’ interjected Edmund Gresswell, K.C., sharply.
‘“ Prepare ourselves for what? You are not anticipating a crash, Zingrave?’’

'The professor shook his head.

*“ A crash? Oh, no—not a crash!’ he replied softly. *‘° That would be
the end of all things. A crash would mean the break-up of the league, and
tho exposure of us all. We must prepare ourselves for hard werk—grim
work—in order to place the league in a firm, sccure position again.

‘“ Recently several of our biggest and most ambitions money-making
schemes have fallen to the ground. The resmlt is that the position is——
Well, the portion is difficult. There is no danger, no fear of a collapse;
but strenuous efforts must be taken to bring reeources to our coffers.

‘““ To mention only a few of our recent failures,’” went on Zingrave, ‘‘ you
will all remember Sir Gordon Hyde, and the money-making workshops
which were situated on his island in Scotland? That island was blown to
atoms deliberately, in a moment of extreme danger. The loss was irrepar-
able, but the lcague stood it without flinching. Soon after that Mr. Austin
Sheldon—one of our cleverest men—lost his life at Port Said. Then came -
the untimely death of Dr. Simeon Whitten, during the unfortunate land-slide
on the south coast. Owing to that land-slide, and the consequent ruining
of an extensive echeme, the league lost no less a sum tha.ne%ahf-a-million
sterling. That was a stunning blow, for many great plans of mine had

to fall to the ground.”

. S&ir Roger Hogarth grunted. o

~ *“ A regular series of disasters,” he exclaimed. ‘“ Luck has been cruel
to us.” :

“* But two other valuable Governing Members have perished since that
fatal land-slide,”” went on Zingrave gravely. ‘“ I refer to Don Calleja and
Mr. Dudley Foxcroft. Calleja went to South America on a big mission,
and died out there—the league losing another good man, and benefitting
not ouo peuny. Foxcroft fell the victim to a sad accident near Swansea,
quite recently, while attempting to secure some vadunable plans. Had he
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been suceessful we should have made a fortuns. But, owing to an unkirdly
fate, he failed, and in Foxcroft I lost my right-hand man. The situation now
13 this: we must all work strenuously in an effort to stop the decline, and
to bring fresh blcod into the league. I have many splendid plans, tut
they all need capital—and capital, just now, is lacking. Sir Roger has
news for us, [ believe, and that is one reason why this meeting was called.””

Sir Roger Hogarth nodded.

‘““1 have important news,”’ he said, rising.  May I speak now, Zin-
grave?”’

The professor seated himself, and nodded.

The circle regarded Sir Roger interestedly. It was such an urusual
thing for Professor Zingrave to make a pessimistic speech that the Governing
Members wer» grave and sorely troubled. Hitherto they had been so secure
—so hidden beneath their cloak of respectability—that they regarded
exposure as imposesible. Yet Zingrave had certainly hinted at a general
break-up; and a break-up would be, as he had said, the end of all things
for the league. ' |

What was the project which Sir Roger Hogarth was about to lay before
the cirele?

The anxious men were soon to learn.

““ What T am about to say will, I venture to think, be a very adequate
answer to the professor’s specch,”” commenced the rascally baronct. ‘1
do not agree that the league is on the decline; and a plan I am about to
. suggest will provide a sclution to the present financial difficulties. As
vou all know, I have lately returned from a visit to Ireland. It was while
there that T made an imporiant discovery.”

“ A discovery?”’ remarked Lord Sylvester.

““ One that will be extremely profitable, if we go to work the right way,””
continued Hogarth. ‘¢ As a preliminary I will just state the bare facts, and
the splendid possibilitiee—leaving details until afterwards. While in Ireland
1 stayed quite close to the estate of Sir Terence Brent, a young Irish baronet,
who has lately inherited the title. As I have said, I won’t go into long
explanations at present, and will tell you at once that oa Brent’s estate
is a huge fortune. Unknown to him—and, indeed, umknown to a soul
oxcept myself and a league agent—his property containg an incalculably rich
deposit of hematite.”’

There was a murmur.

‘“ Hematite?”’ asked Lord Sylvester bluntly. ¢ What is hematite?”’

‘“A valuable mineral, commonly known as red oxide of iron,” repliad
Sir Roger. ‘ Frem secret investigations, which I caused to be made, I
iearned that the hexaatite contained in Brent’s property is singularly pure,.
and very abundant. Brent is totally uncouscious of the fact that his estatea
are not only vakiable, but that a vast fertune is in his hands, waiting te
e discovered:’’

Professor Zingrave nodded approvingly.

““ Very excellent, so far,”” he commented. ‘° But where does the leagus
come in, Sir Roger? How do you propose we should posseas ourselves of
this property? We cannot go to Ireland and bring it away with us aa
though it were a priceless diamond.”

““ When you know all the facts you will realise how simple the whole
thing is,” said Hegarth, learing forward. ¢ We shail get this fortune in a
perfectly legal manner; there will be no robbery, no risks. It will be
perfectlv straightforward and simple. You will say that it is one of the
¢ coftest.’ jobs we have ever undertaken. Yct there is a big fortune in it,”
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‘““ Perhaps il ia too ‘soft’ {o he really good?”’ suggested one of the
nmen. .

‘“ Not at all,”” repiied Sir Roger quickly. ‘ Let me explain. This young
baronet, Brent, is in a decidedly bad way—financially, I mean. He is quite
poor, and congequently the cstates are almost allowed to go to rack and
ruin. Brent himself lives in London, in a fairly modest flat. He has not
the slightest suspicion that his seemingly dilapidated and poor property is
actually worth tens of thousands.”

“ Ah! You think he will sell?’’ asked Zingrave.

‘“T am sure of it. I intend to pay him a vieit, and make him a substantial
offer for the freehold of his estates. And once the land is in my possession
- bought outright—it will not matter a jot if the truth concerming the
hematite comes out. It will bo too late for Brent to repent of his bargain.’2

Zingravoe again nodded. |

"* Excellent "’ he said smoothly. ‘‘ Really, 8ir Roger, if this is true—>>

" Ithis’ truc! Indeed, I have not empnasised the value of the property
erough.’ '

‘ 'ghcn there i3 nothing in the way of success. Since Sir Terence is a
poor man he will almost certainly jump at a good offer, and the plan has
the splendid quality of being perfectly legitimate.’”

*“* That 1s W{l I am so optimistic about it,”” said Hogarth. * We are not
penniless, gentlemen, and it will be a simple matter to finance the sclteme.
Before long the league will be reaping a rich barvest. BSince Breant is
too slow to diecover the value of his own property, he will have no cause to
grumble if a smarter man gets ‘in first, and takes the fortume out of his
hands. There will ke nothing illegal in it—no roguery, no robbery. The
whole srcheme is straightforward.”” . :

" But suppose—suppose Brent refuses to sell?’”’ asked Gresswell pointedlyqs

Sir Roger shrugpged his ahoulders,

** I do not anticipate that,”” he replied. ‘* If, however, Brent refuses my
offcr, the league will have no difficulty in forcing his hand. He has got to
tcll—you understand, gentlemen? There is a fortune here, and we must
gain posseesion of i1l. Let me repcat emphatically, that these mineral
deposits are worth tens of thousande—hundreds of thousands! Brent has
got to secll.”’ ) |

And then Sir Roger went into details; how he had discovered the hematite,
and how extremely valuable Sir Terence Brent’s estates were. At the con-
clusion of the speech, the Governing Circle were in much better epirits, and
a resolution was firmly carried.

1f Sir Terence Brent refused Hogarth’s offer, there was only one course
to pursue. The young Irishman would be forced to sell.

-The meeting of the circle had taken place quite early in the evening, at

the Orpheum Club—the league’ss headquarters. And, a little less than an
hour later, Sir Roger Hogarth presented himself at Brent’s flat, in the
ncighbourhood of Knightsbridge.

The young Irishman was at home. He lived quite alone, for he was an
oyphan, and the last of his family. Sir Terence was engaged to be married,
but at present lhis financial position was not exactly favourable to his getting
married.

Sir Roger’s ring was answered by a stately old manservant—one who had
been in the family since boyhood, and one who had accompanied his young
master to London from Ireland. In a few moments Sir Roger was shown
into a quietly furnished reception room. Here® seated in an easy-chair,
was a tall, lithe, young man of about twenty-eight. He was clean-shaven,
dark, with singularly expressive eyes of a deep brown. . ,

He jumped to his feet and shook hande with his visitor cordially. He
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had heard of Sir Roger Hogarth as a famous shipowner, Lut could think of
no, reason for this visit. The twe baronets faced one another.

““1I dare say you are wondering what has brought me here. eh:'" said
Sir Roger genially. “ Well, I won’t beat about the bush. Sir Terence. Just
recently I have been in Ireland, and while there I had the pleasurz of
secing your cstates in County Tyrone.”’

Brent laughed.

‘“ Not much pleasure, I should imagine.” he repliel.  The old liouse
and grounds have been sadly neglected of late, and, to speak frankly, I
am ashamed of them.” |

“ Well, in a nutshell, the object of my visit is this: I am here to proposc a
sale,”” said Sir Roger. ‘‘ Your property toock my fancy, Sir Terence, and
I want you to sell Brent Castle and the surrounding estates to me—for
cash.” .

“By Jove! You want me to sell?”

‘“ Exactly!”’

‘“ Rather a sudden proposition to lay before a man, isn't it?"’ asked Sir
Terence. ‘I am afraid that your visit will prove fruitless P

““ My dear sir, pray do not be hasty. I require the freehold cf your
property, and I am willing to pay your own price,”” Hogarth hastened to
say. ‘‘ Name it—whatever it is—and you will not find me unreasonable.”

Sir Terence smilingly shook his head.
~ ““Sell Brent Castle?’’ he asked. °‘ Heavens, what a thought! No, Sir
Roger, it is impossible! I am sorry if you have been entertaining hopnw
that T would »?

“But this is a matter of business. I am prepared to make terms wiih
you,”” interjected Sir Roger. ‘7 If it would not be impolite to say so, vous
property is in a sad state of neglect, and if T acquired it I would make
drastic alterations without delay.”

The young Irishman lit a cigarette.

‘““ Brent Castle, I know, is in a lamentable condition,”” he exclaimed.
““ The castle itself is not so bad, but the estates have, for many years, been
suffering from a lack of attention—and lack of fuands. But Brent (Castle
is my home—the ancestral home of my forefathers. No, Sir Roger, I cannct
cntertain your proposal.”

** That 13 final?”’

““ Quite.”’

- Hogarth bit his lip beneath his moustache, but gave vent to a good-
natured laugh.

““I am disappointed,’”” he said. ‘I was optimistic enough to assume that
you would be only too willing to sell the property for the high price I wax
willing to pay. But i3 your reason solely owing to sentiment?®”’

*“ Quite so. The estates are certainly of no value,”” replied Brent. “ A
considerable sum of money will have to be spent before the property becomes
anything like decent again. But I intend to build up the old traditions of
my family, and to make the Brent estate a profitable agricultural concern.*’

Sir Roger Hogarth nodded. Already his companion had said quite suffi-
cient to prove that he knew nothing whatever of the valuable mineral which
was hidden beneath the ground of the Brent estate. Very good. Since Siv
Terence would not willingly consent to scll, other steps would have to be
taken.

‘““ T have no wish to be impertinent,” remarked Hogarth, * but would it
be out of place if I asked you how you intend to restore Brent Castle® It
is a well-knoyn fact—although it is hardly a nice thing to say—that yous
financial posﬂion is—well, precarious.”




[ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

- Brent laughed softly.

* You have hit it exactly,” he replied. ‘‘ At the present moment I am
almost a heggar. Therefore it seems curious to you that I should refuse
* your offer?”’

“ Very curious indeed. I thought we should come to an arrangement
immecediately. And since you are almost a beggar, where do you propose to
get the necessary means from to carry out your programme? I should have
thought the easiest way out of your difficulties would kave been to sell the

woperty.”’

l “pI vgil] explain, Sir Roger,”” answered Brent. °‘‘ You may have heard

that one of my really valuable possessions is a racehorse—none other than

the famous Blue Diamond. My father was a great racing man—and, inci-

dentally, he left this world practically penniless, and with the family

Enoperty neglected and worthless. But Blue Diamond is mine; and all my
opes are centred upon the horse.”

‘“ I've heard of the racer, of course,”” said Sir Roger. ‘‘ But even the
high price the animal will fetch will not make your way clear.’”’

‘“ You mistake mc. I am not proposing to sell Blue Diamond,” said
Sir Terence quickly. ‘“ The horse is a marvellous racer, and is first favourite
for the Shire Cup—the race for which will be run at Oldmarket at an
carly date.”

‘“ Ah, I begin to understand.’’

' 1 am absolutcly confident that Blue Diamond will romp home a winuer,
and I am staking every farthing I possess on the horse. With the
winniugs, which will be considerable, I intend to marry and settle down
at Brent Castle, Quite simple, isn’f it?”’

‘“ Exceedingly so. But has not one pcint escaped you?”

‘“ Not that I am awarsz of.”

« Suj)pose—just suppose—that Blue Diamond should lose?’’ said Sir Roger
ointedly.

l The otyhe'r shrugged his shoulders.

‘1 have never allowed myself to suppose anything so improbable,’”’ he
replied. ‘‘ I am as confident as it is possible for a man to be that Blue«
Diamond will turn the tide in my fortunes. But if, as you suggest, the horse
fails me, 1 shall be utterly and completel{ ruined. What little money I do

ossess will be gone. My marriage will be out of the question, and Brent

“wtle will know m2 no more.”

Sir Roger’s eyes narrowed.

** I trust nothing so unfortunate will come to pass,’”’ he exclaimed. - But
this is a world of uncertainties, Sir Terence—and horse-racing is a decidedly
uncertain pastime. I should not advise you to be too confident.”

* No doubt your advice is sound, but I am, nevcrtheless, exccedingly
ccnfident,”” rep?}ed the young Irishman. ‘‘ Of course, if Fate does decide
against me I shall be forced to abandon all my plans. And Brent Castle, -
and the estates, of course, will bave to be sacrificed.’’ ‘

~ir Terence roze to his feet.

‘* 8o keep your eye on events,”” he laughingly concluded. ‘“ If Blue
Diamond does not win the race for the Shire Cup you are perfectly at
liberty to approach me again. I shall then be quite ready to discuss your
proposal, and my ancestral home will pass into your hands.’’

T sincerely trust that your hopes will be fulfilled.”

‘“ If it werc possible to stake my life upon Blue Diamond I would do so
without a second’s hesitation,” said Brent. ‘‘ That will give you some idea
of my overwhelming faith in the horse. I do not anticipate defeat, Sir
Roger, because I know it is practically impossible for defeat to come. Your
chances of ever possessing my estates are about a thousand to gne!” |
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A few moments later the two men shook hands. Sir Roger Hogarth w4
good-humoured and cordial, and took his failure with the best of spirits.
I1e gave Brent the impression that it was really of no importance whethe
the deal was transacted or not.

But as Sir Roger was bowling towards the Orpheum Club in a taxi, his
cxpression was-very grim, and he softly slapped his knee.

" There is only one way,”” he muttered grimly. *‘‘ If Blue Diamond wins
the race all chance of gaining possession of the Brent estates will be gone.

“Therefore, the matter is quite simple. Blue Diamond must lose!"

\

s, & =

CHAPTER 11,
The Telephone Call—Nipper Receives Instructions—He Gets Busy.

“Oh, I'm glad you’re in, Mr. Lee. I'm M. C.”
““0Oh, it’s you, Caine?”’

““Yes, sir. And I've got a little piece of information which you might
care to follow up.”

Nelson Lee’s eyes gleamed for a_moment. The famous detective wad
standing in a small cupboard, in almost total darkness, with the receiver
of a telephone to his ear. It may be thought that a dark cupboard was
rather a curious place for a tclephone instrument to be fixed.

As a matter of fact it was a curious place—but this was a curious tele-
phone. It was a private instrument, and the wire merely led from Nelson
Lee’s rooms in Gray’s Inn Road to an attic severul doors away. It was
very seldom used, and then only by one man. '

That man was Martin Caine, a controlling agent of the League of the
Green Triangle. He was one of Nelson Lee’s most faithful assistants, and
had, on occasion, provided the detective with information which had led
to the downfall of morc than one Governing Meinber. In spite of his
apparent loyalty to the league, he was actually working against the ter-
rible organisation.

It was necessary, when imparting news to Nelson Lee, to exercise the most
stringent precautions. Accordingly, €aine seldom visited the detective, but
usually rung him up by means of this private wire—having previously dis-
guised himself before venturing near the vicinity of Gray’s Inn Road. The
spies of the league werc so numerous that Caine could not possibly be too
careful. The precautions he did take, however, effectually rendered his
movements fairly safe. .

Being a contrélling agent—-that iz, a man who received orders from the
Governing Circle to pass down to the ordinary working members—he was
in a position to impart informalion of the most vital nature. On this
occasion, however, his news was somewhat scanty.

Nelson Lee never under-estimated the value of Cuine’s assistance.

“ Well, what is ycur news to-day?’’ he asked softly.

‘“ Nothing very much, sir,”” came the whispered reply across the wires.
‘“ But there might be more to follow, so I thought I'd prepare you. There’s
some big scheme about to be launched against Sir Terence Brent.”

‘“ Ah! The young Irish baronet—owner of the racehorse Blue Diamond="

“ Yes, sir. The plot concerns the hovse.”

“ Dear me! Roguery connected with the Turf.”” murmured Nelson Tlee,
into the receiver.

** That’s it, Mr. Lee—-and pretty deep roguery, too, I believe,” replicd

. H ALLO! Well, what is it? Yes, I am Nelson Lee.”



s THE NELSUN LEE LIBRARY

Caine. I can't say, at present, what game is afoot, but this much I do
know. Blue Diamond 1s in training at the stables of Mr. Rupert Mitchell,
at Oldmarket, and the league means mischief. The horse is favourite for
the Shire Cup, sir, and there’s going to be some foul play; pretty dirty work,
1 believe."”’

““ Can yom give me no details®"

‘“ None, sir."’

" You have told me allr”

“ All 1 know at the present,’’ replied Martin Caine. ‘I think it is very
probable that I may know more to-morrow, when I receive the circle’s
orders. But I thought it would be better to give you a word of warning.”’

" \'eri sensible’ of you, Caime,’”’ said the detective. ‘‘ You will let me
know, then, what the game is as soon as you receive fuller information?’’

| think you can rely ¢n me, sir, 0 do my best.”’

*“Of course. You are a splendid fellow, Caine. One day you will bd
amply rewarded for all the risks you ure ta‘ing in assisting me in my came~
paign against the dreaded league.’’

A few moments later Nclson Lee, having rung off, walked slowly out of
hin bedroom—in which the secret telephone was situated—and entered his
consulting-room, absentmindedly sucking away at his empty pipe. His
hrow wan wrinkled, and his stecly eyes were very thoughttul.

* Hallo, guv’'nor, what's the trouble?’’

Nelson Lee took no heed of the query. It had been voiced by Nipper, the
fumous detoctive's astute young assistant, who was lolling luxuriously in
one of the easy-chairs, :

* Ntruck dumb, sir?’’ went om Nipper genially. ‘' My hat! You look
as though-—"'

" Oldmarket !'*

' Khy"

“* Get ready, young ‘un!’’ rupred out Neleon Lee crisply. * You’ve got
to sturt for Oldmarket immediately. Do you hear, you young rascal? Don’t
stand there gaping! Move yourself!”

" I've got to go to Oldmarket, guv’'nor?’’ asked Nipper ea erl{.

o { car lad, do you want mu to repeat 11?7 But perhape I'd better tell

nou what Caine has just rung up for—you’ll have to kmow, anyhow.
ercly us o precautionary measurc I have decided to send you to Oldmarket

to keep an eye on Blue Diamond until,I know fuller details of the game.”

Ni Kpor looked somewhat excited. |
" A jewel robbery—ch:’' he said quickly. ‘‘ 8o the league’s on that lay
agaip—->""

o .{:nl robbery!” roarcd the detective. * Who asaid anything about
cwels?”

e You did, sir. TI've got to watch some blue diamonds——"

bo" Y‘ou young idiot'"’ soappcd Nclson Lee. * Blue Diamond is a racee

'” 'l.

" Oh, crikey!”* grinned Nipper. ‘' How was I to know that?’’

" Well, you know now, don’t you?r'’ ..

And the great crime investigator lost no time in giving Nipper his
instructions.  Tho lad listened cagerly to the news which Caine had
im!mrted. '

“ It is quite possible that this is merely the opening which will lead to
auother important case,’”’ sanid Nelson Lee. ‘‘ In any case, I intend to act
ot once—there in nothing like being prepared. Let us hope our efforts will
result in the downfall og another powerful Governing Member.”

‘* But where do I come in, xir?”*

** As 1 have alrcady said, you will at once procecd to Oldmarket,” replied
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the detective. ‘It is still early in the day. and you have heaps of time
to get there long before cvening. Do your best to obtain emploxment iit
the training establishmeut of Mr. Rupert Mitchell '’

‘“ Suppose I can’t, guv’nor?”’

‘ Then wire me the position. But if you do manage the trick, e¢impiy
keep your eyes wWall open, and let them bhe directed particularly towards
Sir Terence Brent's horse, Blue Diamond. See that no harm comes to the
animal; for I suspect pretty grim mischief. from what (aine told me. You
arc going to Oldmarket to act as a kind of watchdog over the horse until
I give you further imstructions.”’

‘“ Thanks for calling me a dog, sir!’’" grinned Nipper. * Right-ho! TI'll
go and get togged up for the giddy part. I pride myself that I can handle
gee-gees quite as well as most jockeys—and a dashed lot better than some!”

‘* Oh, yes; you’ll be able to take care of yourself all right!”

‘“ Rather, guv’nor!”’ Nipper replied. ‘ And if we cver have a split—a
merry bust-up, I mean—1I shall easily be able to earn my living by riding
gee—— Whoa! Oh, crumbs!”

Nipper fled as Nelson Lee suggestivelyr lifted his slippered foot. Twenty
minutes later the lad reappeared, but there was a vast change in him
now. He was attired in riding-brecches and a check coat and vest; his
cap was one with a large pcak, and a horseshoe tie-pin reposed in hic scarl,
Altogether, Nipper had a decidedly ‘‘ horsey ” appeaiance.

‘“ Well, guv’nor, what’s the verdict?”’ he asked. ‘ Everything O.K.:"

‘“ Splendid, young ‘wn!’’ replied Nelson Lee approvingly. ¢ I'll warrant
Mr. Mitchell will take you -on at once. You look an exceedingly smart
stable-boy, and almost unrecognisable as vour own self. Certainly, the
disguise is quite sufficient.”

‘“ Good enough, sir.”’

And, very shortly afterwards, Nipper took his departure. He arrived
at Oldmarket without incident, and found the famous racing town some-
what quiet in comparision to London. It was not a race day—otherwise he
might have found Oldmarket a little livelier than the metropolis’

He made his way through the town to the heath. His attention was at ouce
attracted by a group of racehorses being taken out for exercise. Thcy were in
charge of a ehort, stoutish individual, and several stable-boys. )

In the distance Nipper could see the training establishmment of Mr. Rupert
Mitchell. The house was a good-sized one, with a great length of stabling to
the rear, a number of paddocks, and the staff's quarters. :

For a moment Nipper thought of preceeding direct to the training stables:
but decided, finally, to watch proceedings on the heath.

Accordingly he strolled nearer, and stood looking on with keen intercst.
He wondered who the man was, and thought it decidedly probabic that he
was Mitchell, the trainer, himself.

As it chanoced, he knew for certain a moment later, for one of the yvoung
jockeys cantered near to him. The lad was mounted on a restive two-year-
old, and he seemed to find a difficulty in holding the horse in hand. Tho»
stoutish man called something to him, amd he turned.

£ All right, Mr. Mitchell, I’ve got the beggar under control!” tho
stable-boy shouted. °‘‘ He seems to be gettin’ a bit wicked lately Whoa !
steady, you brute!”

The two-year-old, high-mettled and fidgety, suddenly started off at =«
canter, and then swung round, canmoning into a cantankerous racer, who
seemed to be giving his rider a coasiderable amount of trouble. The latter
boree reared up viciously, with a decided display of bad temper. -

The lad in the pigskin was unprepared for the sudden move, and the
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next second he was nent flying, and only just scrambled to his feet in time
to grab the reins and prevent the horse careering off.

‘“ Under control, eh?’’ roared Mr. Mitchell. ‘' You're ahi'oung fool, Pack-
ham! See what ‘you‘ve done to the Darkey! Hold him, Miles! You youny

duffer—— Bah® What's the good of a crowd of nincompoops like you!
There’s not a sound horseman among the lot of you!”

Milea, the youngster who was now at the head of the Darkey, muttered
romething under his breath, and glared at Packham, on the two-year-old.
The latter moved off, however, and Miles prepared to jump into the saddle
again. Nipper saw at a glance that the Darkey was rather more than a
handful for the unfortunate Miles, who seemed to be a somewbat nervoua
lad. And nerves, where racchorses are concerned, are of no use whatever.

Nipper strolled nearer.

““ You want to be a bit firmer with him, old son,’” he said genially. “ It's
no good being funky. Show him you're the master, and he’ll knuckle under
like @ good ‘un. Just let me hop across him ’

“ You mind your own aflairs!"’ growled the jockey ferociously. ‘I don't
want your rotten advice, you outeider! Sheer off before you get hurt!”

Nipper frinncd

“Horry !’ hemaid. ‘' 1 only thought-—"'

“"Bhut it! We don't want your sort here!’ cried Miles. ‘‘ Clear off,
‘hear?’’

Mr. Mitchell trotted up. mounted on a staid old mare. ,

“ What's this?’’ he cxclaimed sharply. ‘‘ Is this young fellow interfering
with you, Miles?'’

" Yea, sir He—""

" Steady !"" interjected Nipper. ‘1 didn't interfere. I only gave you a
Lit of jolly round advice.”

“ Who the dooce are you, anyway?’’ demanded the trainer.

““Ob, nobody in particular, sir!”’ replied Nipper coolly. ‘‘ Name s Mike
Tracey—Mike for short. I thought you might want a good stable-lad. I'm
not one for hoasting, but 1’'ll soon show you what I'm worth if you let
me get into the saddle of the Darkey. He needs maaterini, he does!”’

'“Oh! So you fondly imagine that you can master him—eh?”’ asked
Mitchell sarcastically.

‘““1 don't ask you to take my word, sir. Let me have a shot, and see for
yoursedf!"’

‘* Dasbhed lot of swank!”’ growled Miles. * The chap couldn’t ride a
donkey!”

The traipner regarded Nipper uncertainly for a few seconds. The lad
certainly looked a cool card as he stood there, emiling amusedly, and care-
Icasly chewing a straw. Mitchell saw at once that Nipper was sturdy and
rtrong, and obviously poeseesed of heaps of eelf-confidence,

" You want a trial, boy?'’ asked the trainer abruptly.

‘“ That's all, sir."”’

" Well, I won't send you off untyl you’ve shown what you can do. Hold
the Darkey firmm, Miles, and let this youngster get into the saddle. If he
ian't any good he'll be flat on his back in two seconds.”

Mitchell was smiling slightly, and it was obvious that he expected hise
words to como true. Ho had had inuch experience of boasters, and thought
that Nipper was a member of that vast fraternity. But Nelson Leec’s shrewd
assistant was. well awaro of his own capabilities, and one glance at the
Darkey was ¢nough for him. Hce had taaned worse horsee than this can-
tankerous chestnut, v -
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- *“Thank you, sir!” he said briskly.  It’ll take more than two scconds
to have me on my back, I can tell you.” ,

Miles scowled, but there was a certain cruel look of anticipation in his
eyes. He, too, was of the same opinion as his master. ile held the Darkey’s
bead while Nipper leapt lightly and easily into the saddie—Nipner having
previously possessed himself of the jockey’s whip.

““ Now then, let go!”’ ordered the trainer.

Miles did so, and backed away hastily. The Darkey was well aware that
a stranger wae on his back—he knew it instinctively, if not by sight. And
lﬁm apparently set himself out’ to be as vicious and obstinate 3as he knew

ow.

For instantly he reared up until he was almost perpendicular. Miles
grinned delightedly, expecting Nipper to slide off ignominously. But the
lud was quite at home, in spite of the difficulties of his position.

- ““So that's your game, you brute!”’ muttered Nipper. My hat! We'll
soon see!”’

He sct his teeth fitmly. Curiously enough, at that moment he was thinking
of the lad Miles, and he vowed to himself that he wouldn’t give Miles anyv
cpportunity of having the laugh over him.

These thoughts flashed through his brain in a second, as the Darkev
was rearing on his hind legs; and Nipper acted promptly. He slipped his
fect from the stirrups and gripped the pigskin tichtly with his knees. Then
he brought the butt of his whip down fairly forcibly between the horse's
ears.

The Darkey reassumed his normal position quickly, but almost immediatelv
ccmmenced the same tactics over again. But as he was in the act of
rearing Nipper clubbed him once more. The Darkey lashed out faricuslv,
arched his back, and did his very utmost to unseat his rider. '

Nipper, however, was not at all in danger. Mr. Mitchell watched approv-
in¢ly, nodding to himself with satisfaction. Experienced as he was, he saw
at once that this strange lad was perfectly at home. »iles was scowling
now, for it would have given him intense pleasure to sce Nipper discom-
forted.

Nipper was sitting well back, holding the reins tightly. And every time
the Darkey kicked Nipger gave him a touch of the spurs. It was a struggle
between the vicious horse and the cool lad, and Nipper was quite enjoyine
himself. The racer used every means in his power to unseat his cool rider.
He kicked, he reared, he pranced about with helpless fury. Nipper, indeed,
found the horse more of a handful than he had anticipated. He could
understand why the nervous Miles had been unable to hold the animal in

check.
At last, giving it up as a hopeless task the Darkey gripped the bit
between his teeth and bolted. .
Across the heath he careered, and .Nipper grinned cheerfully. He knew
now that it was only a matter of time before the horse would be subdued.
When his fury ‘had exhausted itself he would be as meek as a lamb.

Nipper enjoyed that wild ride immensely. He swayed to and fro with
gracedlfl ease as the Darkey galloped madly along. He gave the horse his
head, and for several minutes the pace did not slacken. When, however,
the Darkey did show signs of tiring Nipper spurred him on relentlessly.
It was an unpleasant shock for the racer to find that he was unable to do

just as he pleased.
Nipper came round in a wide circle, still maintaining tha killing pace.
Probably the Darkey would have been quite willing to sub.ait now; but



12 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Nipper had no intention of obliging him. The animal needed a lesson;
and he was ccrtainly receiving 1t! ‘

With his chest flecked with foam, his ribs heaving, the Darkey was c-m-
pelled to gallop homewards. All the fury had left him now, and he was
quite tamed. Nipper had scen at once that nothing was required but firm
handling. Finally a_touch of the reins was quite sufficient. The Darkey
was only 1oo pleased to come to a stand still, quivering and steaming,
after his strenuous exertions.

Mitchell was close by, and there was a queer look in the trainer’s eyes as
Nipper lightly dismounted and stood beside the subdued amimal, with no
sign of {riumph or *‘swank ”’ in his manner. The lad gazd into the
animal’s e¢yes, rubbed his nose, and patted him affectionately.

“1 reckon you know who's master now, Darkey, my son !’ he said chcer-
fully. ““You only wanted the nonsense knocked out of you?!”’

He gave the reins a slight touch, and the Darkey meekly followed him to
Mitchell’s side. Miles kad now changed his expression; in spite of Lim-
sclf the young jockey could not keep the admiration out of his eyes.

‘““ Well, you ain’t such a duffer, after all!”’ he grunted.

‘““ Duffer!”” cjaculated Mitchell. ‘‘ This lad’s no duffer! He’s shown you
a few points it won’t do you any harm to learn, Miles, my boy. The
Darkey’s been nceding a lesson for some time, and now he’s had it.”’

“ Well, boss, is there any chance for me?”’ asked Nipper quietly.

‘“ Consider yourself engaged,” replied the trainer promptly. * You're
just the sort of lad I wanted. " Trot the Darkey back home, and we’ll
discuss the terms later.” - :

Aud thus, merely by an exhibition of good horsemanship, Nipper obtained
the post he required. He was installed as a stable-boy in the -training
cstablishment of Mr. Rupert Mitchell—according to Nelson Lee’s instructious.

But, so far as Nipper could see, there was no evidence of any kind that
the League of the Green Triangle was at work. Before dark Nipper located
the loose-box of Blue Diamond, and he managed to catch a glimpse cf Sir
Nerence Brent’s famous racehorse.

Exactly how Nipper was to guard the animal he hardly knew. But ke
had received his orders, and he was resolved to carry them out. He was at
Oldmarket to watch over Blue Diamond, and to see that the racer camc to
no harm.

But, in a famous training stable like this, from whence could harm come?

Nipper didn’t know. Probably the game hadn’t started yet—but when
it did, he would be quite ready and prepared to play his part.

By nightfall he was feeling quite at home. He got on well with his
fellow stableboys, in egite of the fact that he was—at first—regarded as
an outsider. But his cheery nature and genial tongue soon woen him many
friends. It was quite a change for Nipper, and he was enjoying himseclf
immensely.

But there was one anxious thought constantly in his mind.

What was the league up to, and when would the real work commcuce?

CHAPTER 111
A Corference—A Dastardly Scheme=—Mitchell Enters the Plot,

ORD SYLVESTER nodded.
L ““I understand, Hogarth,”” he said. ‘“What you =said at the
meeting of the Circle supplied- me with all the facts, and your
explanation now is perfectly clear.. Since Brent refuses to sell his estates



THE *‘'DOCTORED” RACEHORSE 13

tnete is only one course open for the leaguc to adopt. Blue Diamond must
lose the race!”

“‘ Precisely,”” said Sir Roger Hogarth. |

““Rather a ticklish job, isn’t it?’’ went on the scoundr racing peer,
thoughtfully examining the end of his cigar. ““ Everyth will have to
Le done in secret, and no suspicions will have to be aroused. Blue Diamond
i3 tl:.z’tining at Mitchell’s place, and it’s no easy matter to get at the horse

““We mustn’t get ahcad too fast,”” interjected Sir Rozer. * This matter
has got to be discussed slowly and deliberately. If there are difficultice
in the way, well, we must overcome them.’’

The two men were seated in a cosp ““den’’ in Lord Sylvester’s country
mansion, on the outekirts of Oldmarket. Sylvester was a famous racine
man, and one of the most popular figures of the Turf. Genial, bluff, and
good-tempered, he appeared to be one of the most harmless men on earth.
Those who knew him kked him, and he was welcomed everywhere. Certainly
the real truth was never suspected.

And the truth was just this: Lord Sylvester was a clever, cunning man,
in si)ite of his apparent innocence and good-heartedness. He was one of
the league’s most influential Governing Members, and his numerous coups
added much grist to the league’s mill. What these. coups were need nit be
explained; but all were connected with the Turf, and all were of vast
proportions. Large sums of money are synonymous with horse-racing,
and Sylvester was constantly arranging fresh ‘“ deals.”” His very popularity
and high position rendered him utterly immune frmn suspicion.

There was only one man—outside the Ureen Triangle--who knew [L.ord
Sylvester for what he was worth; who knew that the pcer was often engiged
in decidedly ‘‘shady’’ transactions. And that man was Rupert Mitchell,
the trainmer.

But his knowledge was of no use to him; on the contrary, he waa entirely
in Sylvester’s power. The latter found Mitchell very useful on oecasion,
and he had no fear of the trainer betraying him. For Sylvester was quite
aware of certain villainous schemes which Mitchell had indulged in, and a
single. word from the peer would have ruined the trainer utterly amd coer-
pletely. The two men understood one another, and had no fear of betrayal.

*“ Blue Diamond has got to lose,”” murmurcd Sylvester musingly. ‘‘Th
torse is a wonder, Hogarth. I’'ve rececived inside information—and I kuow.
There’ll be nothing in the field to touch him.”

“Your own horse, Speedwell—"’

‘“ Speedwell is a eplendid racer,”’ interrupted Sylvester, ‘' but he simply
can’t hold a candle to Blue Diamond. Brent’'s horse will win handsy dowr
—1f it's allowed to. That’s why ¢the man’s so confident. Speedwell ia
secoud faveurite, and I honestly beliocve my horse will romp ahead of alf
tho rest, barring Blue Diamond.”

* “You’re backing Speedwell, of courac?”’

‘“Heavily. Jove, if he won I should rake in a Yretty pile!?

“If Blue Diamond loses, Sylvester will certainly win.”

“I'm sure of it,”’” replied Sylvester. ‘‘ All the reet will be nowhere. But
how can we work the pbusiness? You say that Bluc Diamond must lose —
I wonder——"’ :

‘“You wonder what?”’

““Wait !’ said Sylvester. ‘‘ Let me think, man!"’ _ _

He lay back in hie chdir with puckered brows, Sir Roger watching him
curiousty. When at last Lord Sylvester spoke again his face was somewhat
flushed, and hie voiece a trifle low. Ie drew his chair closer to Hogarth's.

““I've thought of a plan,”” he cxcluimed softly. Lt i3 quite simple—
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and success will be certain. And it has this advantage; nobody will know
that anything is wrong, and the price will -not be altered. I shall back
Specedwell for all I am worth, and the odds will be such that I shall rake
in a fortume., Not a soul will suspect that Blue Diamond will lose until
the race actualy takes place—and then it will be too late. If you want
to make a pile, Sir Roger, back Speedwell !’

““I am not concerning myself with Speedwell,”” said Hogarth. ‘ What-
ever fortunes can be made out of racing, the rcal prize is Sir Terence Brent’s
cstate. Blue Diamond must lose in order to make Brent sell his property.'2

Sylvester nodded. -

"“ My scheme cuts two ways,”’ he replied. ‘‘ We shall be making money in
two directions. If Blue Diamond loses, Spcedwell will win—for those two
horses are the only decent animals entered. The faet of Brent’s horse
:osing l1:.'rill compel him to accept your terms, and will assure Speedwell’s
riumph.”’

“ QlIl)ifc 0. But you have not cxplained how——""

"“Give me time—give me time !’ interjected the other. ‘‘ Now, listen !’”

And in a low voice, he outlined his plan. Sir Roger listened interestedly,
nodding from time to time. Finally, the two men shook hands, and Hogarth
slapped his knee with satisfaction.

“ Splendid I’ he cxclaimed. ° Failure is almost impossible. But——'2

‘““ But what?’’

‘““It is mecessary, for the success of our plan, {o bring Mitchell into our
confidence. Do you think the trainer is to be trusted?”’

Sylvester laughed.

‘“Mitchell har no choice,”” he said sbortly. ‘“He is in my power, and
he dare not refuse. Have no fear on that score, Hogarth. Mttchell will
cause no trouble.”’

The peer rose to his feet and crossed to a telephone. Having given the
number required, he looked at his companion.

‘““May as well settle the thing right away,”” he remarked. ‘‘Time ig
getting short, and we must not delay——  Hallo! Ah, is that you,
Mitchell?”’

““Yes,”” came across the wires. ‘ Who’s that?’2

“ Sylvester.”

““Oh! Anything I can do, your lordship?”’

““Yes; you can come over to the Manor at once,” said Lord Sylvester. ‘I
have urgent business to discuss, Mitchell. Can you come now?’’

‘“ At once, my lord.” |

And, in less than half-an-hour, the trainer’'s somewhat portly form was
ushered into the apartment. He found Sylvester alone, for Sir Roger
Hogarth had no wish to be mixed vp in the transaction—there was really,
no reason why he should be. Sylvester was quite capable of dealing wit
the situation.

Having eeen that the door was securely closed, Lord Sylvester seated

himself close to his visitor, and touched the latter’s knce. Mitchell was
looking sommcwhat uncasy; probably he had an inkling of what was coming,
for Sylvester’s manner was suggestive.
- ‘““Now, Mitchell, T want to talk quietly to wou,”” began the peer. “‘I
don’t intend to beat about the bush, but will get straight to the point.
Sir Terence Brent’s horse, Blue Diamond, is being trained at your stables,
I understand?’’

“ Yes, that’s right, my lord.” .

‘‘ Between ourselves, Mitchell, Blue Diamond is practically a cert for the
Shire Cup? My own horse, Speedwell, doesn’t stand an earthly chance. eh?”

‘“ Well, Blue Diamond’s the better horee, iny lerd. He’s bound to win,3
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““Blue Diamond has got to lose!" said Sylvester bluntly.
¢ Eh? But—but » )

*“The favourite has got to lose!” repeated the peer. ““ You kunow what
I mean, Mitchell? We understand one another, and we've done busincsa
together. I’'m backing Speedwell very heavily, and I can’t lcave anvthine
to chance.’> ) >

Sylvester intended the trainer to think that the plan was to be adopted
merely for the sake of ensuring Speedwell’s success in the race. Mitchell
knew nothing whatever of the League of the Green Triangle, and the plot
againgt Sir Terence. And this was by no means the first " jobh ' Sylvester
and Mitchell had been partuers in. )

But the trainer turned suddenly pale.

*“ You mean that Blue Diamond has got to be dootored?’” ke avked hoarsely.

“ Yes, doctored—that is the exact word.”

Mitchell shook his head.

‘““No, my lord, I can’t do it!”’ he said anxiously. ‘ (iood heavens, 1
should be ruined if I consented——"’

‘““You will be ruined if you don’t consent!"’ cut in Sylvester grimly.
¢“And I will see that your ruin comes about! Look here, my dear fellow,
you_land I don’t want to quarrel. This business can be arranged qnito
easily.””

‘““I've been going absolutely -straight for cight months now,” said
Mitchell huskily. ‘‘I thought all this sort of thing was finished with. I
was a fool once, years ago, and you got to know of it. Oh, I'm well
aware that you can drive me from Oldmarket if you wish to—your wor:l
1s stronger than mine! But I'm going square now; I'm training the
horses in my care to the very best of my ability——'2

‘““No doubt—mno doubt!”’ Sylvester broke in. ‘“*But you've got to help
me this once, Mitchell. Don’t look so frightened, man! My plan iz per-
fcetly safe, and I will pay you with astonishing liberality—although pay-
ment will be perfectly gratuitious. For, if I chose, I could force you to

do the thing without giving you a farthing compensation. Be sensible,
and listen to me.”’

The trainer shifted yneasily.

‘““ But Blue Diamond !’ he protested. ‘‘ The finest horsc in my stables - —"'

““ Tell me, where is Blue Diamond’s box situated?”’

““ At the extreme right of the building,”’ replied Mitchell. ‘ The l.ose-
box is separate from all the rest, divided by a long blank wall, and quite
close to a private gate which leads straight out on to the heath.”

Sylvester chuckled.

‘“ Excellent—excellent!” he exclaimed. ‘“Begad, couldn't be better;
there’ll be no need to shift the horse from his present quarters. Near to
a private gate leading on to the heath, eh? Splendid!"”

*“ Why, what is your scheme, my lord?’’ asked the trainer.

““ All in good time. Now, suppose the horse were taken out on the heath
at dead of night?’’ asked the peer. ‘ Would anybody hear? I mean, would
the other stables know anything about the move?”

“ No—nothing would be heard. Blue Diamond’s box is quite separate.”

““ The horse isn’t left alone all night?”’

Mitchell stared.

‘““ Left alome all night!”’ he echoed. ‘“Good gracious, what a question,
my lord! I should think not! One of my stable-lads keeps guard con.
stantly—night and day. Blue Diamond isn’t left by himself for a second.
For the matter of that, no other horse is, cither. But the favourite's box
is so far distant from the rest that I take pains to guard him with special
care.””
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‘“ At night a stablc-l::ly is on the watch?’>

‘“Yes. He 18 relieved at five o’clock by another lad—7> .

*“ That's of no consequence,’”’ said Sylvester. *“ H'm! We needn’t worry
vl selves over a stable-boy. A little something in his tea at supper-time
will scttle him until the small hours. And he'll think he’s merely been
sleeping on duty. The horse will be there, apparently as healthy as ever, so
the boy will suspect nothing.”

** Why, wkat 1s your plan?’’

‘““1 think you can guess,”’ replied the racing peer. ‘‘ Twoe years ago,
Mitchell, you perforined a little operation on a horse called Corncob. You
are an expert at the job, so—"’

‘“ Corncob!”’ echoed the trainer. ‘ But—-"

‘“ No, now! Don’t get excited. The situation, on this occasion, is much
more favourable for the work. You succeeded with superb ease with Corncob,
and you will have no difficulty with Blue Diamnond. There’s no need for
me to go into details, for you now know the plan I propose; but I'll just
state the scheme in a few words.”

Mitchell looked at his companion nervously.

‘“1 don’t like it, my lord!”’ he muttered.

‘““ Neither do I, as a matter of fact; but it's got {o be done!” replied
Sylvester firinly. ‘‘ To-morrow night something will be placed in the stable-
lad’'s teca—the stable-lad who 15 guarding Blue Diamond, I mean. You
had better take the boy’s supper to him yourself, Mitchell. But we needn’t
go into these little matters now. At about two o’clock in the morning,
when the boy is senseless, and when everything is quiet, you will enter the
box and bring Blue Diamond ouf on to the heath. As you know yourself,
it will be impossible to perform the operation in the stables, for the horse
may create a commotion. But on the heath you will be perfectly safe and
free from observation. Not another soul in the world will know what is
happening.”’

“But 1 cannot do the job myself "’ Mitchell growled. .

T am not suggesting that you should. Let me finish before you raise
any objections. Once on the heath I will meet you. Then, together, we
will perform the simple little task. I presume you understand perfectly
what I mecan?”

*“It’s a shame !”’ the trainer muttered. ‘' A fine horse like that——"’

“Tut, tut! We cannot afford to stop at those considerations!’’ snapped
Sylvester curtly. ‘“ It will be Brent’s misfortunc—mnot yours. My dear
man, it is quite simple. You have only to-make a slight nick upon the
tendons of Blue Diamond’s ham. I will provide the nccessary instruments,
and the operation will be performed subcutaneously. That is to say, abso-
Jutely no trace will be left.”

** Oh, there’ll be no trace!”’ the trainer exclaimed. ‘" It’s-a ticklish
operation, but I can easily do it. Blue Diamond will develop a slight
lameness which will be put down to a strain in exercise. Foul play will
never be suspected, but the lamengss will probably be noticed——"

*“ The race will be run so shortly afterwards that there will be no risks
from that quarter,”’ said Sylvester. ‘‘ But it is certain that Blue Diamond
will lose—and that is the main point. If, on race day, hc is known to be
slightly lame, it will not matter a jot.”

¢ But suppose I am discovered? Suppose——"* - |

‘“ You seewn to be raising all the objections you can!”’ snapped the other
harshly. “* Dou’t be a fool, Mitchf.-ll! What on earth is the good of sup-
posing utter nonsensc? There will be no risk whatever. . Yoy are the
master of your own stables, and the very fact of your doing this job yaurself
renders detection impossible,’?

o
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The trainer frowned uneasily.

““I suppose I've got to do the thing whether I like it or not—and I'm
hanged if I like it!’ he said bluntly. ‘° Well, my lord, we must plan
cverything to the last detail. I am glad that you're going to help me
yourself !”’

““It will be the safest in the end,’’ said Sylvester. “* I can’t trust a thing
like this to a third party.”

And the pair, having partaken of whisky and soda, went into all the
details of the precious plot then and there. And, when Mitchell left, the

league’s plane for ruining Sir Terence Brent were thoroughly matured and
cut and dried.

———————

CHAPTER IV,
The First Step—Nipper Suspects Things—The Operation,

IPPER was somewhat surprised.
N It was the cvening following the coaversation between Mitchell
and Lord Sylvester at the latter’s home. And Nipper, who had now
been in the training stables for several days was feeling quite at home.

He was, nevertheless, surprised this evening to receive orders from
Mitchell that he would be required to mount guard over Blue Diamond
that night. The reason for this was simple; the trainer argued that Nipper,
being a new-comer, was best suited for the task,  and when it was revealed
that he had apparently slept at his post, Mitchell would easily be able to
dismiss him at a moment’s notice. He had proved himself to be a smart
1ad, but it was better that he should be dismissed than any other member of
{he staff.

But Nipper, of course, knew nothing of what had becn planned. He was,
to tell the truth, beginning to get a little impatient. He had received no
sign whatever that the League of the Green Triangle was at work. Every-

thing seemed to be quite ordinary; the daily routine of the stables never
altered.

The lad, moreover, had heard nothing from his master. He had written
to Nelson Lee, explaining what he had done, and how the position stood;
but Nelson Lee had not replied. Nipper was not at all worried, for he knew
that his master would act just as soon as it was advisable.

Nipper went on duty in Blue Diamond’s box at mine-thirty, and would
thave to remain at his post until relieved by another stable-lad in the early
hours of the morning. The prospect did not displease him at all, for he was
provided with a good lamp, and had an excellent novel to be reading to

.wblille away the hours. At ten-thirty, he knew, his supper wonld be brought
to him.

He sat back in his chair and looked at Rlue Diamond critically. Nipper
knew a good deal about horse flesh, and Blue Diamond met with his whole-
hearted approval. The racer was a real thoroughbred, and in the very
pink of condition.

*“I wonder if there was anything in Caine’s information, after all-"
thought Nipper. ‘‘ He told the guv’nor that some mischief was afoot con-
cerning Blue Diamond. Well, I'm blessed it I can sniff anything out of a
shady character!”’

Nipper was rather pleased at the turn of events, for he was now obeying
Nelson Lee’s instructions to the letter. He was not only keeping his eye
upon Brent’'s horse, but actually mounting guard over it. He hoped that
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the tfluty would fall to his lot until he received fresh instructions from his
master. '

" Quarter-past ten,”” muttered Nipper. ‘‘ Not long before supper now.
Well, I'm feeling quite ready for it. Let’s hope it’ll be something
appetising,”’

And when, fifteen minutes later, Mitchell himself appeared, Nipper was
quite satisfied with the nature of his repast.

' Everything all right, my lad?’’ asked the trainer briskly.  Thought
I'd come and have a last look at you myself, as this is the first time you’ve
been on night duty.”’

" I'm all right, «ir,”” said Nipper.  This grub looks all right, too, and
after I've got outside of it I'll Le as fit as a fiddle.”’

*“ That’s right, Tracey,”” said Mitchell. ‘ And no dozing off, you know.
If I hear that .you’'ve closed an eye for cven half a mipute you’ll be thrown
out neck and crop from my establishment. I'm testing you to-night.”

Ni{'JPer grinned.

““ You won’t find me one of those duds, sir,”’ he said cheerfully.

‘“.I hope not.”

And, after a few more words, the trainer left the loose-box in sole charge
of ‘‘ Mike Tracey,”” the new hand. With such a famous racehorse as Blue
Diamond it was quite necessary to mount a special watch over him during
the hours of darkness. ,

Nipper took the basket containing his supper over to a little side-table
upon which stood a lantern. -

““ This 1s O.K.,” murmured Nipper, drawing his chair up to the table
and setting to. ‘‘ Before long 1 shall get quit> used to this sort of life. I
must say 1t’s a bit too monotonous, though. 1 shall be jolly glad when
something happens.”’

Nipper poured out a mug of steaming tea from the enamel can, and as
he bent over his suppér the steam wafted full into his face, and he sud-
denly paused.

He looked fixedly at the tea, and ther picked up the cup.

“ Quecer!” he murmured. ‘' There scems to be a funny niff about this
tea!” :

Always ou the alert, Nipper was instantly suspicious. Tea was tea, but
this beverage had a certain cuvious odour which was quite foreign to the
nature of tea. Nine lads out of tcn would have noticed nothing wrong,
but Nipper’s sense of smell was cexceedingly acute. For years Nelson Lee
had trained the lad to use all his faculties to the full extent of their power-—
and Nipper had been a good pupil. |

He detected something wrong with the tea at once. Moreover, knowing
the nature of his position, there was nothing surprising in his being par-
ticularly on the alert. e was at Oldmarket for the special purpose of
keeping his eye on Blue Diamond—becausc some sort of foul play was
anticipated. . ‘

Well, he was on guard now, and was, indeed. the only hindrance to any
stranger appearing from the lieath and entering the loose-box. For, as
Nipper knew, this particular box was quite separate from the rest of the
etables. N

He sniffed at the tea keenly, and then tasted a little.

‘““H'm! Tastes all vicht,”” he imuttered. ‘* There’s nothing in the flavour
to verify the curious whiff. DPerbaps it’s only my fancy.”

He took another s«ip, but the result was the same. But the lad was
frowning and somewhat uneasy Before drinking the beverage he intended
to make a little investigation.  Accordingly, he crossed the stable and
picked up an empty tin which lay in one corner. Then, very carefully, he
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cmptied the tea from the enamel can into the tin until only a few drops
remained.

““ Now we’ll have a squint at the dregs !’ he muttered.

In the full light of the lantern he saw that therc were no tea-leaves, but
his attention was instantly attracted to some slight gritty substance which
clung to the smooth enamel at the bottom of the can.

He touched his finger upon this, and then put his finger to the mouth.
For a second Nipper remaincd expressionless, and then his eyes gleamed
with excitement. At the same second he made a wry grimace and spat
out with some force. |

‘“ Great Scott!” he murmured tensely. ““I was right! The giddy tea's
drugged !”’

.Drugged !

There was not a doubt about it. The sediment he had tasted had a
decidedly bitter flavour, and Nipper knew, from experience, that it was an
'extremefy pungent drug which would have rendered him senseless in less
.than half an hour,

- He guessed that this particular drug had been used because the natural
. bitterness of the tea would conceal the other bitterness. And, doubtless,
this effect was gained. But the slight odour had given the game away.
. Lord Sylvester and Mitchell were not to know that ‘‘ Mike Tracey '’ was
utterly unlike any other stable-boy. Most boys would have been unable to
detect anything wrong with the tea if the drug had been double the strength,
‘for most boys had no experience of such things. But Nipper was difierent ;
‘not only was he on the alert, but he was well acquainted with tricks of this
nature. And so, by a sheer train of natural circumstances, Nipper was
'forewarned of the excitement to come. -

‘“ And Mitchell brought it to me himself!” he muttered, staring fixedly
‘before him. ‘“B jingo! Can 1t be possible that the trainer himself i
connected with t{e Green Triangle? Of course, it's quite on the cards.
‘Most Green Triangle men are chaps one would never suspect. The guv’'nor
iand I have good reason to know that!”

Thorough?y aroused now, and quite ready for anything that might turno
up, the young detective slipped across to the door and softly opened it a-
.few inches. He was socn satisfied that the yard was quite deserted. Mitchel:
'had obviously returned indoors, and would not reappear until the time for
‘the drug to take full effect had passed. -

“ So that’s the game !’ Nipper murmured grimly. “ Well, Mr. Mitchell,
if you're mixed up in any roguery, I'll set myself to find out what it is.
‘It looks to me as though Blue Diamond’s going to be tampered with to-night.
‘'Well, although the wheeze will appear to have worked, I sha'n’t be quito
s0 unconscious as I seem to be!" .

For Nipper had at ouce decided upon hiz course of action. \

He would dispose of the tea by means of other channels than that of his
throat; and, having apparently swallowed the beverage, he would behaveo
‘as though he had actually done so. Thus he would be more on the alert
'than ever, but seemingly totally oblivious of what was going on. S

Without loss of time he very carefully poured the tea down one of the
‘drains, and then washed all trace of it away—cleansing, too, the old tin he
‘had used. Nipper was nothing if not thorou h: t
" And, although he was decidedly hungry, he determined to sacrifice his
supper. He could detect nothing wrong with the food, but he did not mean
to risk eating it. The task of disposing of this was somewhat more difficult.
JHe carefully wrapped the food in a sheet of paﬁer, tied it up with string,
and then placed it in one of his overcoat pockets—for the garment waa

‘hanging in an obscure corner.
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Upon the table stood the empty mug, the empty ean, and the remaining
crumbs of his meal on the {:lates To all intents and purposes Nipper had
¢njoyed his supper thoroughly, for everything had disappeared.

*“ Now we're all serene,”’ he murmured “1'd better——”

He suddenly stood stock-still, and then darted to his chair, picked up his
hook, and lo%od back. The next moment the door opened, and Mitchell
appeared, warning of whose approach Nipper had heard. He had only just
hm hed his preparations in time.

‘A last look round, young ‘un !*’ exclaimed Mitchell .genially. ‘“Al
vou've finished your snpper, I see.’

" Every bite and every drop, sir !

" Then yon ought to feel fit for the night’s ugll > sald the trainer,
'xll()]wmg a gleam t{o cnter his eyes for a moment. ‘“Did you enjoy tho
food?"’

‘ First-rate, <ir; and the tea was prime!” answered Nipper heartily.

e lcaned back, half closed his cyes, and .then commenced to yawn. As
though rcmembormg himself, he pulled up short and shook himself.

““Now then—now then ! oxclaimed Mitchell qhmply ‘““Yawning! That
won't do! Yow've got the night before you, and——"=

“Sorry, sir! I’'m as fit as a fiddle.””

But Nlpper uttered the words in a dull and listless veoice, and actually
vawned again as the trainer turned his back. Mitchell did not fail to notice
it. And as he went out he smiled quietly te himself with satisfaction. He
did not care for this business, but it was Hobson’s choice; and now that the
<cheme was fairly afoot he was pleased to find that no hitch was occurring.

Half an hour later it was quite cvident to Nipper that he was alone for tho
night, or until the grim business—whatever it was—should commence. Ho
had no intention of remaining in the hard chair, and so he took his book
with him to a pile of hay in a far corner, the light from the lantern shining
full into it. Here he flopped himself down in luxurious comfort, and was
nstantly prepared {o affect insensibility when the right moment should
A Ve,

There was no danger of his falling off to sleep, in spite of the ease of his
position.  His mind was too full of thoughts for sleep to come to his eyes.
Dozens of wild notions surged through his brain. What was the game?
When would the next move take place? How did the league propose to get
to work? .. And what was to be done to the racehorse?

All these questions were unanswerable, and Nipper was compelled to

consume his impatience, and wait further events.

As it turned out, he was destined to wait until close upon two o’'clock.
Aud then, just as he was reading an interesting chapter of his novel—having
aiven up conjecturing as a bad job—he heard a faint footfall outside in the
vard. It was so faint that at first he thought he was mistaken.

.But Nipper instantly allowed the book to slide down the hay, and his
head to flop on one side. But he was in such a position that he could see
cverything that went on within the stable. Nipper hadn't forgotten that
detall !

A moment later the door silently opened, and Mr. Rupert Mitchell entered.
‘The trainer was pale, and he cast an anxious glance round him. His eyes
fixed themselves upon Nipper, and he at once crossed to the lad, bent over
Lim, and shook his shoulder.

Nipper didn’t flicker an eyelid.

ﬂead off I’ he heard the trainer mutter.  Poor youngster! I shall be
rnfernally glad when this devilish business is over!”’

I'rom the tone Mitchell used Nipper gathered that he wasn’t exactly
happy in his nefarious work. Tbhat whnch happened next was quickly accom-
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plished. The trainer soon had ruge across Blue Diamond’s back, and the
racer was ready for his ordeal.

With scarcely a sound the horse was led out of the loose-box, and Nipper
;:]ou!cc}l] tell that he was being taken through the little gateway on to the
heath.

Nilg)per sat up abruptly, all his senses on the alert.

‘““Pinched!” he muttered excitedly. ‘“ Blue Diamond half-inched! My
stars! I never expected anything like this!”

Without hesitation he lecapt lightly to his feet, and ran across to the
closed door. Passing out, he found the night dim and still. A soft pound-
ing of hoofs told him that Mitchell had taken the racehorse on to the heath.

““ What can it mean?’’ Nipper asked himself. ‘‘ Blue Diamond carted off
by his own trainer! What can Mitchell be up to? Blessed if I can see the
object of pinching the gee-gee!”

"Knowing nothing of the plot, Nipper was naturally nonplussed; but he did
not waste a moment. Quietly running to the gateway, he emerged ou the
heath, and could just see the dim outline of Mitchell and the racehorse in
tho distance.

Nipper started off in pursuit. But before Le had taken ten paces a

startling thing happened. The lad was totally unprepared, for he was of
the opinion that he was quite alone.

Yet, without warning, two hazy figures loomed up out of the darkness
and flung themselves upon the lad. Before Nipper could turn, before he
even knew of the danger, something hard descended upon his head with
sh;?ning force, and he pitched forward on to the grass and lay perfectly
slill.

““That was quick work!' muttered one of the figures. °‘He’s settled,
though !’ .

Nipper was certainly kunocked completely out. But how could he havo
guessed these scoundrels would be lurking in wait for him? To tell the
truth, the pair were two cmissaries of the League of the Green Triangic.
Their presence on the spot was even unknown to Mitchell himsclf.

By Lord Sylvester's secret orders, the men had been stationed there, with
orders to closely watch and see that the programme regarding Blue Diamond
was carried out. They werc not to move from the stables, but were to stop
any person who might perchance follow the trainer on to the heath. They
had both been rather surprised to see Nipper, for they had imagined every-
thing would pass off without a hitch.

Without delay Nipper was carried to an old ruined stable, some distance
from the spot, and left there on a pile of straw—the league men having
first assured themsclves that there was no prospect of their victim regainiug
his senses until all was over, and Blue Diamond in his stall once more.

By an unkind fate Nipper had failed, but not by any carelessness on his
part. And, meanwhile, what was happening to Blue Diamond?

At about the same time as Nipper was being dumped in the ruined stable—
which was not actually connected with Mitchell’s training establishment—
Mitchell came to a halt in a little hollow, out of sight of any building or any
road. Here, waiting for him, was Lord Sylvester.

The dastardly operation was to take place, after all!

Scarcely exchanging any words, the two men lost no time in getting to
work. While Sylvester held the horse, Mitchell made ready. He placed
‘an clectric lamp on the ground in such a position that the light was cast
directly upon the animal. Then he grigged the delicate surgical knife with
which the operation was to be performed. |

Such an operation was by no means unheard of; but it was a drastic
measure, and would oertainly ruin Blue Diamond’'s chances in the race.
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Sylvester himself was taking a personal part in the scoundrelly businews
because he dare not trust anyone else. And Mitchell, much as he disliked
the work, was compelled to do it. .

As Sylvester had said, the operation, skilfully performed, would leave no
trace whatever, and Blue Diamond would, without any apparent reason,
develop a slight lameness which would certainly be attributed to a strain
1In exercise or a touch of rheumatism.

And there, in the little hollow, beneath the clouded sky, the dreadful
thing went on. The patient was rather restive, but Sylvester held him
firmly, and was somewhat surprised that he was not even more troublesome.

The peer did not fail to notice a sudden quiver pass through the horse.
Blue Diamond’s nostrils dilated, his ears went back, and he whinnied a
little. At the same moment he lashed out uneasily with his hoofs, and it
was some moments before he could be (unietened. Sylvester easily gucssed
the reason for the moment of restlessness on the racer’s part.

A minute later Mitchell faced Lord Sylvester, and carefully replaced the
surgical knife in its case.

“ Well?”” demanded Sylvester, with hoarse sharpness.

““Blue Dfamond will lose the race!”’ the trainer replied significantly,

““Gee! You have done the trick?’

““ With every success. And it’s the most infernal thing a man could do to
a horee,”’ 'added Mitchell fiercely. ‘I should hope you are satisfied, Lord
Sylvester! I’in in your power, and I've heen forced to do your dirty work,
Well, it’s done!”’

And Lord Sylvester was perfectly satisfied.

- —————

CHAPTER V,
Nipper’s Fury—Nelson Lee Appears—A Double Surprise,

HE early morning sun was gleaming down on the heath when Nipper,

I dazed and bewildered, staggered out from the old ruined stable into

the open. The lad had come to his senses several minutes before, and
now he passed a hand over his eyes and tenderly rubbed his head upon the
spot where he had received the blow which had stunned him.

A glance told him that the training stables were astir, aud that the race-
horses would soon be brought out for their early morning exercise.

‘“ Blue Diamond !”’ Nipper murmured. ‘‘I remember now. The horse was
stolen—stolen by Mitchell himself. 1 was following him when somebody
sprang out on m¢ and Oh, I’ve failed! I shall have to tell the guv’gor
that I've made a mess of things! What a fool I was to let myself be whacked
on the napper!”

But Nipper was not being fair to himself, as he fully realised when he was
able to think more clearly. No blame whatever could be attached to him
for what had happened. He had displayed very great shrewdness in detect-
ing the drug in his supper, and in remaining on the alert. But for him to
have been prepared for that unexpected attack in the dark was impossible.

The league men who had attacked Nipper had been perfectly content to
leave him in the old stable to recover his wits in due course. Had they
known his real identity they would probably have finished him off once and
for all. But they thought he was merely a stable-boy who had rushed out .
to investigate. Even if he had seen Mitchell himself taking the racehorse
away it would matter nothing. For when he came to his senses the horse
wou{d be back in its loosc-box, apparently as healthy as ever, and every-
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thing would be in order. Tven if Nipper Ytold his story, v 1o would believe
it> Who would take the word of a mere stable-lad agu.inst that of the
trainer himself? The very nature of Nipper's story would cause it to be
ridiculed, and it would be supposed that he had made up the tale as an
cxcuse for his own neglect of duty. The league men were quite comfortable
on the point. They had prevented Nipper giving the alarm, and that was
sufficient. .

““What can have happened?’’ Nipper asked himself again -and again, as
the fresh morning air made his brain clear and acute. ‘I was supposed to
be drugged, and I rsaw Mitchell take Blue Diamond away. Has the horse
been stolen? Oh, of all the rotten luck! What will the guv’'nor say? How
the dickens can I explain?”’

Nipper was nearly distracted. He had bcen sent to Oldmarket especially
to keep watch over Blue Diamond. He had detected the trick to drug him,
uwnd yet hed fallen a victim to the Green Triangle. Everything seemed to
‘bave gone wrong.

While he was still worrying himself, and wondering how he should act,
he saw a couple of young jockeys in the distance—Miles, and a lad named
Poulter. The latter was a rather arrogant youngster, but a #mart jockey
who had won several important races.

Secing Nipper, the pair bore down on him at once.

“* Where in thunder have you been, Tracey?’’ demanded Poulter, as he
approached. *‘ By gum, you're in for a fine old hiding from Mitchell! The
very first night you're put on duty, you desert your post and leave the most
valuable horse in the whole place to logk after itself! Gosh, you're going
to get 1t hot!”

*“ The guvnor's been fairly ravin’,”” put in Miles, not without a certain
vindictive pleasure. ** Says hels going to kick you out!”

“Oh, stow it!” snapped Nipper testily. ° You kids don’t know what's
been happening. I guessed there'd be the dickens of a rumpus. What's
bappened to Blue Diumond: He's gone, I suppose?’”

Poulter stared.

“ Gone!” he cchoed. * Strike: me you’re going dotty! Of course he
ain't gone. Did yvou think he'd fly away just because you deserted your
post ¥’

“ Then—then the borse is still there?”

“Oh, the chap’s loony!” said Miles. ‘“ He'll soon have some sensc
kunocked into him once old Mitchell gets busy!"’

. And the two jockeys marched off, leaving Nipper decidedly relieved but
strangely uneasy nevertheless. He was relieved to learn that Sir Terence
Brent's Korse was once more in his box, but the mystery of the affair worried
him greatly. What had actually happened he could not even guess. But,
as he continued to rack his brain, a shrewd suspicion of the truth entered
his mind.

*“ I thought Bluc Diamond had been pinched!” he murmured. ‘° But that
can't be the case, because he's back in his box again, and everybody thinka
he’s never been out. But I know jolly well he wasn’t taken on to the heath
in the middle of the night just for the sake of exercise. Mitchell’s not a
Iunatic—and he’s cortainly a rogue!™” |

A grim expression came into Nipper's eycs.

** There's been some rotten shady work going on-while I was lying help-
less,”” he told himself angrily. ' I know a bit about the Turf, and the
Green ‘I'riangle is up to some mischief with that horse. If Blue Diamond
wasn't taken on the heath for the mere fun of the thing, he was taken
there for some rotten trick. By Jupiter, they've been monkeying with
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himm—they’ve been doctoring him! Oh, what will the guv’'nor say when ho
Kknows? I’ve failed—I’ve failed!”.

Nipper paced up and down, hardly conscious of the fact that his head
was throbbing agonisingly. His mind was too full of frantic thoughts for
him to heed bodily pain. He was simply furious at the turn events had
taken. In spite of all the precautions tke league had been successful in
their efforts. Out of all his chaotic thoughts one stood out clearly in
-Nipper’s mind.

He must tell Nelson Lee at once. He must communicate with his master
without the loss of a minute. With this idea growing in bis mind he com-
menced walking along the road to Oldmarket. At this early hour Nelson
Lee would surely be in his rooms at Gray’s Inn Road, and Nipper had
decided to telephone him straight away.

But before he reached the town, and while he was passing down a little
hill bordered by thick hedges, he became aware of a stranger approaching.
Half-unconsciously the lad saw that the stranger was an elderly man with
a slightly bent back, grey beard, and spectacles.

Nipper was in the act of passing the man when he felt a hand on his
arm. The lad turned quickly, the frown leaving his face and giving placc
to an expressien of mild surprise. He saw that the stranger was smiling
down upon him curiously.

‘““What’s up?”’ demanded Nipper. “I'm in a hurry——"’

‘“To communicate with me, probably?’’ interrupted the other smoothly.
‘““ Well, young ’un, what have you got to rcport? I declare, you seem to
have the worries of the whole world upon your shoulders. Buck up, my
lad—buck up!’”’

Nipper gave a joyous cry. .

‘“ The guv’'nor !”’ he shouted. “ Well, I'm blowed !’

The stranger was, indeed, Nelson Lee. Nipper recognised his master’s
voice instantly, but he had certainly not recogmised his features. The
disguise was a very clever one. o,

‘1 was just going to ring you up, sir!’’ exclaimed Nipper quickly, when
he had got over his astounishment. ‘‘ Something terrible has happened !
I've made a proper mess of things! I've—"

‘** Hold on; not so fast!” Nelson Lee interjected sternly. ‘* You are
looking quite groggy, my boy. Let us sit down on this bank and have a
quiet chat.” ) .

A moment later they were both seated on the grass leaning back against
the thick hedge, and the famous detective lit a cigar.

‘“ Now tell me exactly what has happened,’” he said calmly.

Nipper did so in as few words as possible. .

‘“ They’ve done, something to Blue Diamond, sir!”’ he finished up fiercely.
““ T did the best I could, but how was I to be prepared for those blighters
who sprang out on me? I diddled Mitchell properly over the drug, and then
I got dotted on the napper before I could see what the game was. I'm
sorry, sir, but I know I've made a proper hash of things——"

‘ Nonsense, young ‘un—nonsense !”” broke in Nelson Lee. ‘ Don’t worry
yourself over what has occurred. You acted admirably, and I have nothing
but praise for you. I sincerely hope your head is not badly knocked about.”

“It’s a bit sore, sir, but I shall get over it. I suppose you’ve just
arrived?’’

““ On the contrary, I have been in this ncighbourhoed for two or three -
days,”’ replied the detective calmly. *‘ Ab, you seem surprited! To tell
the truth, my lad, I have been keeping my cye on things. I reccived the
fuller information regarding this plot which our friend in London promised;
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and I accordingly disguised myself and came down here, realising that a
big capture will probably result.”

** Well, you are a chap for surprises, sir!”” Nipper ejaculated.

. ‘“I think I am going to give you another surprise in a few moments,"’
rcjoined the great crime investigator. ‘I will tell you why Blue Diamond
‘was taken cut upon the heath in the middle of the night. It was Mitchell's
intention, assisted by that rogue Lord Sylvester, to perform an operation
‘upon the horse and render it impossible for thec animal to win the race
for the Shire Cup!”

"~ ** Oh, the devils!” gasped Nipper. ‘ But, of course, you were on the
spot and spoilt the little game?”’

“ Not at all. 1 was nowhere near.”

““ Then—then !

““ The dastardly plan was carrvied out,”” went on Nelson Lee evenly.
‘““ Had you becn able to follow, my boy, you would have frustrated the
‘whole plot. But Fate ordained it otherwise, and—apparently—the plot has
succeeded.”’

NiXper was quick to noticc a note of amusement in his master’s voice.

‘“ Apparently, guv’nor?’’ he asked shrewdly.

““I spoke the word deliberately,”” replied Nelson Lee. ‘I said appar-
ently, young ’‘un, because Blue Diamond has not suffered in the slightest
degree. Lord Sylvester fondly imagines that the operation took place, and
it seemingly did so; but I stepped into the game in time to prevent the
dastardly ideed.”’

“ You—you mean s

““I mean that by adopting these tactics Lotrd Sylvester is lulled into
helieving that everything has gone smoothly. It is simply a waiting game
now. When the race is actually run Blue Diamond will not have developed
an unfortunate lameness, but will romp past the post a winner!”

Nipper lct out a soft whoop.

““Oh, you’rc a wonder, guv'nor!” he gasped. ‘° How did you manage
ite”’

“ I will tell you,’ replied the detective. ¢° This plot is directed primorily
against a young Irish baronet, Sir Terence Brent. For some reason Lord
Svlvester requires Brent to be ruined, and by queering Blue Diamond that
object will be achieved.”

“ But why-—"’

““Don’t interrupt. I have interviewed Sir Terence, and have learred
that Sir Roger Hogarth proposed to purchase Brent’s property in Ireland.
Brent refused, but told Hogarth that he would be quite willing to see if
Blue Diamond lost. There is some deep game afoot here, but I don't quite
know what. Time will show. In any case, I advised my Irish friend to
let you ride his horse in the race, and it is up to you to spur Blue Diamoad
on to victory!”’ |

Ni]l.)per’s eyes sparkled. .

**1 am going to ride the favourite, sir?’’ he asked cagerly.

““ Exactly. For once you are to become a jockey,” smiled Nelson T.ee.
‘““ My reason for suggestfg such a course was simple. We are dealine
with scoundrels, and there i1s a bare chance that they will make assurance
doubly sure by bribing the jockey to ‘ pull ’’ the horse in the race. If
you are approached, my boy, you must pretend to agree, and thus our
enemies will be utterly discomfited at the finish.”’

‘““ But how did vou find out about the operation on Blue Diamond, sir?"”

““ Merely by adopting bold methods,”” replied the detective quietly. ¢ As
I said, I have been in Oldmarket for several days, and I have been keeping
my eyes open. Well, knowing that Lord Sylvester is engineering this plot,

L ]
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Y suspected things when I saw Mitchcll, the trainer, paying & visit in
Bylvester. Of course, it was quite a commeonplace incident for the trainer
to visit Sylvester, but I was struck by one fact. After having interviewed
the peer, Mitchell’s whole manner had changed. He was ncrvous, ill at
ease, and obviously perturbed in mind,

““ Yesterday morning I was still on the watch, still uncertain how to
act. I suspected Mitchell of being implicated in the plot, but I had ne
proof. In the forenoon I followed Sylvester on to the heath, and there saw
him meet a siranger. He apparently gave the man some instructions, and
I thought it my best policy to transfer my attentions to the stranger.

‘“ He journeyed to Cambridge, and I followed hot on his track, although
he was completely unaware of my gentle attentions. The fellow simply
went to a large chemist’s shop, made a purchase, and then returned to
the station and waited for a train back to Oldmarket. Having seen him
enter the train, I made my way back to the chemist’s, and ascertained what
the man had purchased. Mecrely a non-poisonous drug, the chief use of
which is to induce unconsciousness. Needless to say, my boy, my keenest
suspicions were at once aroused.”’

‘“1 should think they were, guv’'nor,’’ said Nipper interestedly.

““ Well, T returned to Oldmarket by the next train, and before the
morning was out, I had the satisfaction of seeing Lord Sylvester meet
Mitchell,”” went on the dctective. ‘‘ Sylvester handed the trainer some-
thing, and I had little doubt that it was the drug the league agent purt-
chased in Cambridge."’

““ What did you do, sir?”

‘“1 adopted, as I intimated, bold methods,” replied Nelson Lee grimly.
* Since Mitchell was in possession of the drug, it stood to reason that the
trainer intended some mischief. And when I learned that yon were to
guard Blue Diamond during the night T was naturally somewhat anxious.
It is all perfectly simple, young 'un. It is rather unusual for a trainer
to take in a stable-boy’s supper, and I was at once struck by the fact.
Accordingly, after Mitchell had visited you at about ten o’clock, I followed
him to the house, and, as he was entering, confronted him.”

“ By Jimmy !’ gasped Nipper. ‘‘ You—you got the truth from him?"’

‘“ Precisely. I need not go into details, but will merely state that after
Mitchell had taken me into a private room I made it clcar to him that I
was quite cognisant- with the chief details of the plot, and that for him
to deny his share in the scoundrelly business would be futile.

““ 1 soon found out that Mitchell was unhappy in his task. Perhaps he haa
been a scoundrel in his time, but he has been going straight recently, and
a horse, to his mind, is of more importance than a human being. It went
absolutely against the grain for him to tamper with Blue Diumond; but
‘his position was a grave one. He had been forced to agree to Sylvester’s
schemc, and to perform the operation.

“I had a long talk with bhim, and finally we came to an agreement.
Finding that I knew everything, Mitchell could do scarcely anything but
accept my proposals. Had he refused I should have exposed his villainy to
the Jockey Club without delay, and he knew it. And if that exposure l_lad
been made the trainer would ha#ve been warned off the Turf and hLis training
licence would have been withdrawn. That would have meant utter ruin and
disgrace, and so Mitchell had no choice. Moreover, he was only too glad
to fall in with my suggestion »? :

‘“ What suggestion, guv’nor?” ] 5

“To go through with the dastardly scheme—but to trick Sylveeter,”
replied Nelson Lee smoothly. ‘“ You see the idea, lad? Mitchell took the
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racehorsc on to the heath, ho met Sylvester, and apparently cut the tendon
as planued. In reality, however, the trainer did not harm Blue Diamond
in tho least; he merely pricked the animal’'s leg in order to make him start
so that Sylvester would think the operation had taken place.

““1 learned that you had been drugged, but that fact did not worry
me, for the drug was quite harmless. It was tco late to prevent you
partaking of the tea, and so I decided to let things go on. I did not guess
that you wotld Le astute enough to detect the drug. All things considercd,
it was perhaps as well that those two spies prevented you following
Mitchell.”’

Nipper grunted.

‘“ My brain-box is pretty sore, sir!"’ he said ruefully. |

““You have had worse knocks!" laughed the detecti; ‘““Your hehlthy
agpect now., my dear fellow, is ample evidence that you are not badly iajured.
There is, after ull, rome advantage in being wooden-headed !”

Ni&’xr giared at hie master.

‘““ Wooden-headed !"” he snorted wrathfully.,  Why '

“Don’t get excited !’ interrupted Nelson Lee. “° You may have a wcoden
head, but the contents of it are of sterling uality. There! Has that
appeased yon? DBut, jokes apart, young ‘un, this business is turning cut
quite satizfactorily. Sir Terence Brent is in Oldmarket, staying at the same
hotel as myself, and he will call upon Mitchell to-day, and express the wish
that you q{muld ride Blue Diamond in the race. It is a great honour for
vou, and youn must ride to win.”’

* Trust me, ﬁnv'nor!" said Nipper, with sparkling eyes. * And if any
roltera approach me, and try to bribe me to deliberately lose the race, I'll
pretend to fall in with their suggestion, and then give ‘em a surprise cn
raco day.”’

“Exé}ollcnt? And now you had better return to the stables. Mitcliell
will affect anger, and will take you into his office in order to call you over
thoe coals for fleeping at your post. Once in privalo with you, however, he
will tell you what hae been arranged between him and myself—for he is
aware of your identity. It had been agreed—between Sylvester and Mitchell
- that you should get the sack, but the trainer will keep you on, and will
mike some plausible excuse to Sylvester. He will probably explain that:
‘Hrent haa expressed his desire that you should ride Blue Diamond in the
race, and {hat to sack you is impossible. Sylvester will not worry, for he
‘hinks everything i settled.”’

‘““Right-ho, sir. 1 euppose I shall have to go into training?”

‘““Of courre. And there is very little time,”’ replied Ne'son Lee. ‘“ But
you are in splendid condition now, and there will be no neccssity for
strenuous dieting. You will pass the scales satisfactorily, I am eure, and
the jockey's liccnoe con easily be arranged.”

A few minutes later Nelson liec and Niprer parted, the detective promising
to sco his young assistant again before long. |

Both were feeling highly pleased with the turn of events. All the odds
wera on their side, but the Green Triangle imagined that the plot against
Nir Terence was progressing smoothly. The operaticn h:d been performed,
and there was nothing to do but await race day.

But the depth of the league’s grim orgenisation was again in evidence
hicre.

For as soon as Nelson Lde and Nipper had disappeared—the detectivo
towards Oldmarket and Nipper back te the training-stablos—the bushes
parted in oue of the hedges, and » small man appeared on the road. His
fice was flushed, and his eyes were clittering with triumphant satisfaction.

The man wae, in fact, a epy of tho Gireen Triungle!
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And _he had overheard the whole of the conversation between Neison Loe
and Nipper! He knew exactly how matters stood—how the league’s plot
had failed—and he wouid lose no time in communicating his information to
Lord Sylvester! The tables were now turned with a vengeance. It was the
great detective who would be at a disadvantage! The whole effect of his
counter-plct would be rendered futile.

But what was the reason for the spy’s presence at that spot—the very
epot where Nelson Lee and Nipper had discussed their plans?

It was no matter of chance, no convenient coincidence which had placed
the spy in that position. Sueh coincidences only occur in fiction, while
this was stern reality. The league man had been there deliberately.

In short, he had seen Nipper talk for a few moments with Miles and
Poulter, and he had scen the lad commence his walk to Oldmarket. Knowing
what had occurred, the spy was anxious to learn the reason for Nipper's
journey to the town. He had followed the lad, taking care to remain
invisible all the time. When Nipper had met Nelson Lee the spy had been
behind the hedge in the adjoining meadow. And he had cautiously crept
up behind the cover of the hedge until he was immediately behind the
pair. From this coign of vantage he had listened to everytging, making
notes with ease.

And in less than an hour his valuable news was delivered to Lord Sylvester.
Sir Roger Hogarth was with the peer at the time—having come, in fact, to
learn of the night’s doings.

The scoundrelly pair were contentedly discussing the success of the plot
when a sealed packet was brought in, having just been delivered. It proved
to be a long account of the true state of affairs, compiled by the spy, and
written in the league’s secret code.

As he perused the report, Lord Sylvester turned pale, the cigar dropped
from his lips, and he started to his feet.

‘““We have been betrayed, Hogarth!’ he exclaimed hoarsely. ° Mitchell
has tricked us! Blue Diamond. is as sound as ever!”’

. ““By Heaven! What are you saying?’’ gasped Sir Roger. ‘‘There must
be some mistake! You yourself were present when Mitchell performed——""

‘““ He tricked me, I tell you! See—see for yourself !’

They both read the report carefully, Hogarth being decidedly the more
perturbed of the two. Both men stared at one another with startled
expressions. In one second they knew that the whole villainous scheme was
futile. Blue Diamond was unharmed, and would certainly be watched with
extra care right up to the day of the race meeting. _

““The hound !’ snarled Lord Sylvester furiously. °‘‘By Jaines, Mitchell
shall pay for this treachery! I will expose him! I wiil have him Lounded
from the Turf »?

Sir Roger swcre. i . . i

‘“ What’s the good of uttering threats against Mitchell?”” he said sharply.
‘“ Nothing can alter the fact now. Mitchell can wait until afterwar
until the business is settled. There is something more im.portant. to occupy
our attention at present. Blue Diamond is safe, and Mitchell is working
with these two strangers!” . L

The spy had been unable to say who Nipper and the disguised man had
been, and so the Governing Members did not guess that Nelson Lee himself
was opposed against them. But the startling nature of the revelation was
enough to drive such minor matters out of their heads. ' _

«“ And this lad—this stable-boy, Tracey—is to ride Blue ]_)mmond in the.
race,”’ went on Sylvester. ‘‘He is out of our reach, for in the event of
our offering a bribe he will pretend to take it! Heavens, what’'s to be donme,

Hogarth?”
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Sir Roger frowned thoughtfully.

‘“Don’t get into a panic,” ho said.  ‘“Let me think-—let me think,
Sylvester. The position s this—we can’t touch the horse again, and we
cun't touch the jockey—at lcast, not in the way of bribery. It seems aa
though we shall lose—""

‘* But think of the issues at stake——""

‘“ Let me finish !’ protested Hogarth testily. ‘T say it seems as though
we shall lose. But there are ways and means. Who was to have riddenm
Blue Diamend? Do you know?”

‘““Yes. Mitchell said that young Poulter would be the jockey.”

‘““ Poulter! A clever 1ad,” said Sir Roger. ‘‘ He has already won saveral
important races. If this fresh lad, Tracey, is nowhere to be found on race
day Poultey will certainly ride in his place.”

““Good gracious! What do you mean?”’

Sir Roger looked grim.

“I mean that Poulter will be far easier to buy over than Tracey,”’ he
replied pointedly. ‘‘Tracey is working against us—he is in the know.
But Poulter—— Yes, Sylvester, there is only ona course for us to pursue.’’

Aud the pair, their plans utterly wrecked, set about the task of thinking
out a new modus operandi, and this time their thoughts were turned in tho
direction of Poulter, the young jockey, and in the diréction of Mike Tracey—
olherwise Nipper.

The League of the Green Triangle had net exhausted all its resources by
any means. The most exciting incidents in the case were yet to take place.

CHAPTER VI.
A Startl:ng Adventure—Poulter is Bougat,

to-morrow, or Sir Terence will be a ruined man!”’

Mr. Rupert Mitchell was the speaker, and he addressed his
remarks to Nipper. The pair were standing out on the heath near the stables,
and Nipper had just finished his day’s work.

It was the eve of the great race. To-morrow Oldmarket would be thronged
with bookmakers, racing men, and sightseers of all varieties. And the
weather promised to be excellent, for the sunset was superb, and the wind
in a dry quarter. The Oldmarket trainers had been a little anxious regard-
ing the weather lately, for it had been very dry, and the ground had been
hardening. A downpour, long and continuous, the previous day, however,
had made the turf springy and soft, and in splendid condition. There was
every prospect of a successful meeting.

Nipper and Mitchell understood one another. The trainer, although some-
what nervous when he thought of Lord Sylvester, had been assured by
Nelron Lee that no harm would come to him. In the past he had erred,
bLut he was now running his training establishment on businesslike and
scrupulously honest lines.  The detective was determined that Mitchell
should not suffer from the machinations of the Green Triangle.

“Don’t you worry your head about me, sir,” said Nipper cheerfully.
“I'm not a chap to boast, but I reckon I could ride Blue Diamond to victory
any day. He’s a ripper, and in first-class conditioun!”’

After he had left the trainer, Nipper smiled slightly to himself. Blue
Diamond was in splendid condition. And yet Lord Sylvester was under the

impression that the horse was mainfd—at least, Nipper thought so,

5 YOU get off to bed early, my lad. You’ve got to pull off that race
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The situation was curious. Nelson Lee and Nipper were taking things
easy because they thought that their enemies were deluded into believing
everything was in their favour. Yet, in reality, the league was aware of
the exact facts, and were planning to play their last trick.

Nipper was feeling bright and merry as he txrudged along the road towa:ds
Oldmarket. It was comparatively early yet, and he had arranged previously
to run down and see his master at the Cambridge Arms Hotel. He was to
see Sir Terence, too, and to acquaint the pair with the exact condition of
Bhlue g)ilam'ond. A3 the racer was in really excellent fettle Nipper was quite
cheerful.

It was almost dark now, and this road—although it would be thronged
on the morrow—was practically deserted this evening. In fact, Nipper
strode along to the accompaniment of his own whistle, and saw no other
human being. The road was soft owing to a shower which had fallen an
houdr before; but although the sandy surface was spongy, there was no
mud.

Nipper’s thoughts were entirely concerned with the events which were to
occur to-morrow. He told himself that the Green Triangle, in this instance,
would be beaten. Ang it was rather curious that he should be pondering
on the subject when an incident occurred which proved very clearly to hir
that the league was far from being beaten.

He hcard a motor-car coming up from the rear, but took no notice, for
motor-cars in Oldmarket were just as common as.in any other town. The
car passed him slewly, and he could see that it was a closed limousine. It
came to a halt a few yards ahead, and two men emerged and stood in the
road. Nipper could not see their features, for it was now too dim.

Even then Nipper had not the slightest thought of possible danger. Alert
as he was, there was no reason for himn to suspect peril because of this
seemingly trifling incident.

But as he was passing the car one of the men clutched his arm in a firm
grip and spun him round like a top.

‘“In with him, Jerry!” snapped one of the men quickly. ‘‘ Sharp, man!"™

Nipper had no chance te make a bolt for it. The attack was so sudden,
and so simply planned that success was assured. But, in a flash, Nipper
knew that he was in the hands of Green Triangle men; and he instinctively
guessed that he was to be kidnapped so that he would be unable to ride
Blue Diamond the next day.

‘““ You—you rotters!"’ gasped the lad furiously.

He struggled with all his strength; but even as he did so he knew that his
cfforts would be futile. He was in the grasp of two strong men, and to
resist was a sheer waste of energy. But Nipper resisted, nevertheless—
resisted with all the fury of a little demon.

And his reason for so doing was an excellent one. His quick braina
instantly grasped the fact that before so very long he would be completely
spirited away. There were no witnesses to this dramatic little adventure,
and Nelson Lee would be utterly perplexed as to what had become of hix
young assistant. There would not be a single clue to aid him in his search
for the lad. Nipper would be kidnapped, and no trace would be left.

Accordingly, Nipper was providing some clues!

The ground was soft, and he dragged his feet about with as much forca
as possible in order to give visible impressions of a struggle. And, at the
same time, he slipped his hand into his coat-pocket and fished out a big
clasp-knife. As he struggled he dropped this on to the ground.

It was.quite possible that a stranger would find the knife, but by no
means probable. The road was dark, and pedestrians were few. In any
case it was the utmost Nipper could do under the circumstances.
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For, a fcw minutes later, he was bundled in the limousine, accompanied
bz many curses from his two attackers, and by the men themselvea. Then
the car jerked forward. Although Nipper was tightly held down, with a
band over bis mouth, he could feel that the car was turning back on its
own tracks. |

Having turned, the automobile put on speed, and rushed away through the
.athorin% night. Apparently, the leaguc men did not wish to risk passing
through Oldmarket with their prisoner.

Nipper was soon bound hand and foot, and a coarse scarf was tied over his
mouth. With a captor on either side of him he had no chance of escaping,
even had he thought of such a thing. But he knew quite well that he
waa helpless. '

He was in the hands of the Green Triangle.

‘That fact wos self-evident. But even now Nipper did not guess the
true state of affairs; he did not realise that this was a last desperate effort
on the league’s part to bring success to their scoundrelly plot.

Nipper thought that the league was carrying him away so that anothcr
jockey would ride Blue Diamond—a jockey who would have instructions
to lose, if the horse showed any sign of winning. That, in fact, was the
tilnn, but Nipper was unaware of the fact that Lord Sylvester knew of
Mitchell’s trick.

The lad was bitterly disappointed, and inwardly furious. For he knew,
now, that the league would probably win. If Nelson Lee failed to get on
the track—and it was mcre {han probable that this would be the case—
Rir Terence Brent would be ruined. After all the efforts of his master,
Nipper realised that it was now practically a lost game. Time was so short
that it would be too late to frustrate this lust-minute kidnal}))ping plot.
A bribed jockey would ride Blue Diamond, and Well, the horse would
loac. ,

Nipper did not attempt to think of any ways of escape. He knew his
own capabilitier, and he knew when he was beaten. He was beaten now,
so there was no sense whatever in making his position worse by foolishly
sttempting that which could not be accompli~hed.

The limousine journeyed stecadily through the night, and Nipper koew
that he was being taken many miles away from Oldmarket. lI)n which
diroction he could not tell, and his captor- volunteered no information.

The bours went on, and the miles sped by, and with every mile Nipper
realised that the prospect of Nelson Lee rescuing him was growing more
and more remote. Aud there was another thought troubling the young
detoctive. He was in thy hands of the league; and if they were aware
of his real identity he knew that he could expect no mercy.

It was possible that he was now being taken to his grave! Nipper was
not poasessed of a morbid mind, but he could mot help his thoughts straying
into gloomy channels now and again. If these league men did intend to
kill him, he knew tbat he had no chance. But, he mused hopefully, if
his death was intended he wouldu’'t have been conveyed all this way from
Pldmarket.

And, while Nipper was speeding through the night, another link in the
chain of villaiuy was being welded on Oldmarket Heath. The moon,
appearing from bechind a bank of clouds, shone down upon two men who

were standing behind a thick clump of bushes, not far distant from
Mitchell’s racing stables.

Oune figure was that of Poulter, the jockey. He was a small, wiry lad,

with an old-looking face aud cumning eyes. His left cheek was marred by
» decp scar—the result of a wound inflicted by a horse’s hoof a couple
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of vears Lefore. His hair was somewhat thick, and of a decidedly
** carroty ”’ hue.

The other figure was bigger. He was, in short, a gentleman known to
the world as Mr. Josh Siggers—bookmaker, racing tout, and many other
avocations, all of them of a more or less qucstionable character. He was,
moreover, a member of the League of the Green Triangle, and his business,
at the present moment, was in connection with the league’s plot against
Sir Terence Brent, Baronet.

“ Don’t be a young fool, Poulter!”’ Siggers was saying in soft, oily tomes,
*“ Think of the reward! My dear young feller, you’'ll be rich——"

Poulter growled impatiently.

** Don’t go over that again!”’ he snapped. ‘“* I'm not thinking of the
reward, although- I admit it’s tempting. But suppose I'm bowled out®
Fine thing that’ll be, won’t it? \What will you say then? Will your money
compensate me for being warned off the Turfr Warned off! Just when
I'm getting a bit known "

** Oh, you make me mad!"’ interjected the other. *‘ Warned off ! Why,
you young ass, who's to bowl you out? This sort of thing’s done every
day'! Racing. ain’t such a clean business as some people seem to think;
there’s hardly a jockey to be trusted nowadays—"’

** That’s a lie, anyhow!'" said Poulter.

** Oh, well, we don’t want to quarrel. But you’'d better make up your
mind quick, young feller. There are plenty of other jockeys who’ll simply
lcap at a chance fike this. Tracey’s out of the way—I told you that—and
you'll be chosen to ride Blue Diamond in his place. But if you doun’t
agrec to this proposition I'll drop a word to Sir Tercnce Brent, the owner,
and he’ll mighty quick change his jockey ”

“ I'm going to ride Blue Diamond!” said Poulter warmly.

“ Not if you act the fool!”’ said Josh Siggers, with a grim note in his
voice. ‘‘ Look here, can’t we finish this business nice and friendly? Here
I’'m offering you a small fortune just to ‘ pull ’ the gee-gee so as to make
him romp iome second, and you raise all sorts of objections! Never saw
siich a young idiot!"’ |

‘“ But suppose I'm tripped——7""

‘“ Suppose nothing!”’ rapped back Siggers. ‘“ The thing’s as safe as
houses—it’s a dead cert! Well, I'm waitin’? What’s your answer?”’.

I’oulter thought for a moment. He was an unscrupulous young ra:eal,
and the only thing which caused him to hesitate was the thought of pos-
sible exposure. Principles were unknown to him. His own safety and his
own pocket were his chief concern.

** Oh, well, perhaps it’ll be safe—" )

‘* Ah! That’s the talk!’ said Siggers softly. ‘“It's a go, then:™

‘“ Hang you, yes!’ Poulter cxclaimed, thrusting out his hand. “ I'll
work the thing sure enough. Blue Diamond won’t win to-morrow, although
he is favourite! 1It’ll be a ticklish job holding him back without being
spotted; but I'll do it!”’

‘“(tood! Shake on it!”
And the precious pair warmly shook hands on the scoundrelly compacty

CHAPTER VIL
Ne!son Lee is Puzzled—On the Track.

“ TRANGE! The lad should have been here hours ago!™ .
S Nelson Lee consulted his watch with a worried frown on his brow.
He was in his private room at the Cambridge Arms Hotel, and S
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Terence Brent was with him. The young Irish baronet was on intimate
termms with Nelson Lee, and had commissioned the latter to look after his
interests in the strange affair of his racehorse; Both had bcen in the
highest of good humours this evening.

But o disturbing thought was in Nelson Lee's mind that something had
happened to Nipper.

"1 cannot understand it,”” said the detective. ‘‘ Nipper positively
arranged to be here at half-past seven. And the time is now twenty minutcs
to ten. Can the lad have forgotten the arrangement:”’ |

“ That is the most likely explanation,’”’ said Sir Terence, smiling. *‘ Yon
know what youngsters are, Mr. Lee!”’ )

The great detective nodded.

““And I know that Nipper is about as different from the ordinary
youngster as 1t is possible to be,”” he replied grimly. *‘ Nipper never forgets
my orders; I only made the suggestion unthinkingly. Nipper must have
bevn detained for some reason. But what can the reason be? You and I
know, Sir Terence, that we have enemies "

**Jove! Do you think something has happened to the lad?’’ asked Brent,
startled. ‘I hadn’'t thought But what do you suggest, Mr. Lee?”

“I can offer no suggestion as to the reason for Nipper’s non-arrival,”
answered Nelson Lee; ““ but I can suggest action on my part. I am goihg
to take a walk up to Mitchell’s establishment, and ascertain what has been
keeping the young beggar.””

And, without loss of time, the detcetive donned his hat and hurried out.

He still wore his disguise, and was registered at the hotel under an assumed
name. When he emerged on the old High Street the moon was shining
overhead, shedding a soft light over the picturesque tewn.
. But Nclson Lee gave no thought to thie moon or the landscape. His mind
was too busy; and, although he had not admitted the fact to Brent, he was
decidedly perturbed. The race was to be ruun to-morrow, and Nipper was
to be the jockey. Nelson Lee knew quite enough about the criminal side
of the Turf to realise that Nipper might have fallen a vietim to encmy
designs even at this eleventh hour.

The great crime investigator found Mitchell at home, resting after a
hard day’s work. The tvainer was surprised to see Nelson Lee, but he
shook his head when asked if he knew where Nipper was. In fact,
Mitchell's face suddenly became alarmed in its expression.

“ T thought the lad was in bed!” he exclaimed quickly. “ Haven't you
scen him at all, Mr. Lee:”

‘““ Not this evening.”

. ““But he left me soon after sevem, saying that he was going straight
{o Oldmarket to visit vou,”’ exclaimed the trainer. ‘° Good gracious, what
can have happened?”’

““ That is a point which is worrying me cousiderably,”” replied the detec-
tive. ““ We’d better resign oursclves to the fact, Mitchell, that Lord
Sylvester’s agents have been at work again! Nipper started out from this
house nearly three hours .ago, intending to walk straight to the Cam-
bridge Arms. He didn’t arrive, and the road- to Oldmarket is rathcr
lonel »?

t ]gv thunder! That reminds me of somethiug!” put in the trainer
¢+harply. ‘I have only just retvrned from Russell's training stables nearet
the town. And as I was walking back something glinted in the moonlight
ou the surface of the road. I picked it up, and Here, sce for your-
gelf !’ -

‘** Nipper's pocket-knife!” ejaculated Nelson Lee sharply.

It was, indeed, the clasp-kpife whick Nipper had deliberately dropped
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on the road. It had not been discovered hy Nelson Lee bimself Yut by
Mitchell. Nipper’s object, however, was achieved.

Nelson Lee thought quickly for a few seconds, and then he turned to the
trainer.

" Come!” he exclaimed crisply. ‘* We must investizate this matter,
Mitchell. You must show mc the exact spot where you found the knife.
I begin to have grave fears that disaster has overtaken the lad !

The trainer was decidedly disturbed, but eager enough to lead his com-
anion to the spot where the knifec had been found. Omce there the
detective produced a powerful clectric torch, and flashed the light upon the
ground. There had been practically no traffic, and the marks in the soft,

damp sand told their own tale. To the detective’s trained eye, the whole
thing was startlingly clear.

"“See!” he exclaimed grimly. ‘' These marks, Mitchell. There was a
struggle here, and Nipper dropped his knife while attempting to gain his
freedom. Ah, by James, do you not notice the curious tracks of a raotor-
car? The vehicle came to a halt here, and then manceuvred round and
went back on its own tracks. Without the slightest doubt Nipper was kid-
napped and taken away by automcbile !’ :

It was as plain as daylight. The whecl-marks were very distinct on tho
damp surface of ‘the road. Morcover, the motor-car’s wheels had been

shod with new tyres of a decidedly distinctive pattern. The impressiona
of this pattern were clearly defined.

Nelson Lee did not waste 2 second.

Bidding Mitchell return, he, himself, hurried back to Oldmarket at the
double. ‘‘ Desperate ills nced desperate remedies,”” and the present situa-
tion was desperate enough in all conscience. On the eve of the race Nipper
had been spirited away; but his kidnappers had left clear traces of their
villainous handiwork. :

Nelson Lee rapidly explained this sudden dramatic surprise to Sir Tarence
when he arrived at the Cambridge Arms. The young baronet was decidedly
alarmed.

- ‘“ Nipper kidnapped!” he exclaimed blankly. *‘ This is terrible, Mr. Lee.
You say that you are-going to get on the track. But suppose neither of
you return in time for the race? What shall I do? What—""

‘“ There is Poulter,” interjeeted Nelson Lee quickly. ‘‘ He ia a good
jockey, but I am ratker doubtful as to his honesty. From what I bhave
heard of his character I do not think he would he above bribery. But he is
the only lad who really understands Blue Diamond, with the exception of
Nipper. It is too late, now, to get another jockey. But we must not look
on the dark side. I have strong hopes of finding Nipper and returning
with him in good time."’

A few minutes later the detective started on his journey. While he
had been talking with Brent he had given orders for a fast motor-cycle to
be made ready for him. And when he descended to the moonlit street he
found a six-horse power twin-cylinder Royal Enfield awaiting him. The
detective was pleased, for he knew that he would have no trouble with such
a sturdy machine beneath him.

Arriving at the spot where the struggle had taken place, the detectivo
then commenced the uncertain task of tracking the motor-car by means of
the wheel-marks upon the road. The moon was now brilliant, and he could
sec the trail with perfect distinctness.

For the first twenty miles he had no difficulty whatever. Then he-came
upon a stretch of smooth, tarred road, and the tracks disappeared. He
kept straight on, however, feeling sure that his quarry had taken the same
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course.  Opeuing the throtile he caused the Fnfield to roar along at a
terrific ¢peed.

Neveral miles further on, at the foot of a deep incline, in a spot which
was overhung by trees the ground was slightly muddy. And, upon slowing
down, Nclyon Le2 distinctly saw the marks of the motor-car’s wheels upon
the road.

Feeling snmewhat elated the detective tore on afresh. The league agents
had never anticigated ruch a prompt pursuit a« this, and Nelson Lee knew
that he wae on the right trail. Unless luck entirely deserted him his efforts
vould be successful. »

On through the night h: went, halting now and again to examine the sur-
face of the road.

Nome little time later he came vpon a spot where the road forked. Both
surfaces were tarred, and there was nothing to show which highway the
quarry had n. So Nelson Lee wins compelled to ochoose at random.

After riding fully five miles he came upon another muddy patch. And
here there were no wheel-marks whatever. Without hesitation Nelson Lec
turncd his machine round and sped back on his own tracks. He had been
travelling quite slowly, in order to pick up the trail, and thus many precious
minutes were wasted. )

Arriving at the fork again he took the other road. But mile after mile
went by, and there wus no sign whatever that he was still upon the trail.
Then, Just as he was deespairing, just when he was giving up hope, tho
surface of the road changed —probably at the border-line of two counties—
nud the fresh surface was composed of damp, sandy dust. Here, to the
detective’s joy, he quickly saw the motor-car’s wheel-mmarks.

Filled with rencwed coufidence he continued his pursuit, and rode on
rapidly and steadily. On several occasions he had similar difficulties to the
oug he had alrcady cxperienced. But by dint of careful tracking and shrewd
calculution, he stuck to the trail. Upon the whole, however, it was a slow
busincss, and his speed on the average was by no means fast. Now and
angain he had covered the ground at close upon fifty miles on hour, but tho
many stoppages negatived this fast going.

By glancing at his wrist-watch he found that the time was close upon
four o'clock, and he must have covered well over a hundred and twenty
miles—possibly much more. Aund he scemed no nearer to his quarry. Whero
had Nipper been taken to?

Nelson Lce was travelling over the ground only a few hours after the
limousine, und so the trail was comparatively fresh all the way. Other
traffic was light, or he might have lost sight of the track altogether.

As ho was riding along n particularly bare piec- of country he sped down
a curly hill. At the foot o) this dechine, as 18 common in such places, tho
surface was quite moist, and the wheel-marks were distinct and dcep.

But, although there was no other rond, Nelson Lee suddenly became aware,
upon riding out of u patch of shade into the moonlight, that the trail
had disappeared! The road before him was quite innocent of motor-car
wheel marks. '

‘“ Scott! What can this mean:*’ he multered perplexedly.

Ho throttled down, neatly turned in the road, and slowly went back.
And now he raw a narrow opening between the hedges on one side. At one
timo a gate bad barred the opening, but it had long since fallen to ruin,
aud oul|y tho posts remained. |

** Ah'
at last!™

He could see, now, that the automobilec had turned up this narrow track,
aud it was equally certain that the car had not turned. Wheeling his

.
I &

This looks interesting !*' Nelson Lee murmured. ““ Run to earth,
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mﬁhine close against the hedge, he left it there and then made investi.
gations.

By walking out into the main road again, and mounting a bank, he conld
sce that the tiny lane led to some dim buildings three or four hundred yards
away. By the appearance of the buildings, and by the presence of a swiftly
running stream, he guessed that he was looking at a water-mill. And, so
far as he could judge, the place was ramshackle and deserted.

* Nipper is a prisoner in that cld mill,”” Nelson Lee told himsel? grimly.
* Well, I've been successful so far, and now I must go very cautiousiy. It's
up to me to liberate the lad and then get him back to Oldmarket in time
for the race!”

Very cautiously he proceeded up the little lane, and before long he came ir
full sight of the building, and he could now see that it was indeed a ruineZ
water-mill. Utter silence reigned, and he could sce no sign of any life.
Except for the moon’s radiance there was no light of any description.

The spot was dreary and lonesome and seemingly deserted. This, pro-
bably, was the reason for its choice for this particular job. Neison Lee
pressed on, revolver in hand, and fully determined to effect his purpose. ,

But would he be successful? :

Was it ible for the detective, unassisted, to reescue Nipper in the face
of big odds? For, without a doubt, there would be at least two men on
guard, and probably three.

Nelson Lee set his teeth grimly and crept on with resolute determination.

- . CHAPTER VIIJ,
Sir Terence is Worried —The Race—Lord Sylvester’s Choice,

LDMARKET was crowded.
The town had nearly doubled its population. As the trains
arrived from St. Pancras and Liverpool Street, the crowded
streets became more crowded still. Motor-cars, brakes, ehar-a-bancs, and
pedestrians were all moving along in an endless procession towards the race-
course. The hotels were overflowing, and in the bars men were packed
tightly, and laughter and gay shouts filled the air. |

The time sped by, and the day’s racing openmed with an Apprentice’s
Plate, and the Shire Cup Race was due to start thirty minutes later. The
sun streamed down gloriously, and the course wae gay and brilliant.

But in the private enclosure—in the ‘° Birdcage >’—Sir Terence Brent was
pacing about with a very worried frown. .With him was his fiancee, and
gshe shared his concern. For he had explained the position to her.

There was ample reason for Brent’s worry, for at this hour, when the race
was almost due to start, there was utterly no sign of Nelson Lee or Nipper.
Siunce the detective had started out the previous night Sir Terence had not
heard a word from him. It was not only puzzling, but decidedly alarming.

While the young baronet was talking to his fiancee, an exciting race was
being run, but neither of them took the slightest notice. In less than an
hour Sir Terence’s fortunes would be decided. He would either be a ruined
man or would be possessed of a considerable sum with which to marry and
settle down on his Irish estates.

With such vital issues at stake it is little wonder that Brent was nearly
distracted. Since Nippér had not turned up it would be necessarv for Poulter
to ride Blue Diamond. And Poulter, although a good jockey, did mnot
understand Blue Diamond as well as Nipper. For Nipper, lately, had becen
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constantly with the horse, and could make the animal do almost miraculous
feats at a pinch. Moreover, Nipper was perfectly trustworthy, and would
ride a straight race; whereas, Poulter might possibly pursue a crooked
path. A liberal bribe may have beon proffered to him. and

Sir Terence's thoughts were interrupted by the appearance of Poulter
himself. e informeq ]}rcnt that he was just going in to change, and the
_V_nlung baronet, now giving up all hope, realised that Poulter would have to
ride.

" Look heve, youngster!"” said the baronet grimly. ““ You’ve cot to ride
Blue Diamond te victory! You've got to win this race for me!"

- Dm‘\'t. vou worry, sir,”’ replied the lad. “ I sha’n’t fail. If it’s in the
Pnr.-'uf: I'll be first past the winning-post—and 1'll romp home by a length,

on !

“ Do your best, my boy—do your hest!”’

Poulter went off with a comewhat arrogant swagger. He certainly seemed
confident enough; but, inwardly, he was telline himself that Blue Diamond
would never win. He would have loved to have ridden the favourite to
victory, but the bait which had been offered to him effectually drowned all
Yis< scruples. »

F.Tc went into dress, and when he emerged he was attired in the pink cap
and blue and black jacket of the Mitchell stables. He carried with him
Li« saddle, bridle and whip, and walked into the weighing-room.

He {urned the scales satisfactorily, and then emerged and mounted Blue
Diamend. 1t was almost time for the race to start—the most important
rico of the day-—aud as he cantered past the grand stand there was a
di~tinct murmur. Blue Diamond was a magnificent animal, and there were
thonsands of people who had wagered big sume of money on Qim.

“ The dic 14 cast now,” exclaimed Sir Terence, to his fiancee. * Well, wo
mu-t hope for the best. But I have noé the confidence I sheuld have had if
i\'ippcr ind been in the pigskin.  'What has happened? Why hasn't
e ! .

“ Don’'t worry yourself, Terry.” Interrupted the girl gently. ““It's too
Lite now, for the race 1s just starting.”

They stood watching, Brent's heart beating fast. So much depended
npon the outcome of the next few minutes! He thrust all thoughts of
Nel-on Lee and Nipper from his mind, and settled himself to watch the
yleful race. What a game of chance it was. Either ruin or prosperity—
and it all depended upon bis horse being just a-trifle faster than five others.

On the brow of the hill the white flag was lifted. It was too late now for
Nipper to mount Blue Diamond, even if he arrived. As Sir Terence had
»2id, the die was cast. Upon the flag being lifted two horses galloped, but
they were stopped, turned back, aund again induced to take their places in
the line. -

Then the starter dropped his flag. The white flag was lowered also, and
u bell aounded in the stands. Instantly a roar arpse.

[ Oﬂ :"

“They re off--they’re off ¢’

The cry burst forth thunderously as the hor:ea swept away. It was a
magnifioont start. and one which is to be seen on no other racecourse in tha
world except an English onc. Thero was scarcely half a length’s distance
Yetween the first horse and the last.

Sir Tercnce's heart commenced pounding away with the tense excitement,
and there were others who were excited in addition—there were others who
wore emiling eonfidently. For in the grand stand T.ord Sylvester and Sir
Rogoe Hogarth, side by side, walched the race. -Like Sir Terence, very
much depended upon the result,of the race for them. Brent's success mean
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their
It was a grim

their failure, and
neant Brent's ruln.
cnough situation.

“ Blue Diamond leads!”

The ¢ry went up from hundreds
of throats, and field-glasses were
pressed to hundreds of cyes. It
was seen that Blue Diamond had
broken the line and wos leading by
a c¢lear iwo lengthe.  Behind him
came the rcst of the field in a mad
gallop.

Then one horse—Lord Sylvester's
Speedwell—forged ahead, and was
very soon pouading almost neck and
neck alongside the favourite.  As
the race procceded the positions of
th~ horscs changed. At the Ditch
Mile Post Bluc Diamond was still
leading, but it could be scen that he
was not striding with his former
assurance. Speedwell crept up, and
this time he forged slightly ahead.

“*He'’s beat '’ ]

“The faveurite’s beatent”

The shout rang out excitedly and
madly. 'the rest of the horses were
nowhere; 1t was clearly a race
beiween Blue Diamond and Speed-
well. Bui which of the two would
win? Lord Sylvester kinew quite
well that Blue Diamond could win,
bhu! that he was heing held back by
his jockey. And Sir Terence scemed
to choke as the possibility of a
defeat dawned upon Lim. He had
been certain of success, and yet——

At the Abingdon Mile Post Speed-
well was leadieg by a length, and

‘he result of the race seemed assured.
~hole seene had darkened and grown dim.
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It seemed to Brent as though tho

Spcedwell was leading, and

Blue Diamond was obvicusly out of the running.
But there was suddenly another shout-—this time a howhuz, excited roar.

Just past the Abingdon Mile Post a miracle cecmed to happen.

Althouch

specdwell was cooing magnificently, an apparently certain winner, there
was a rush like a recket by his side, and Blue Diamond forged up with the

utmost ease.
““ The favourite wins'

‘)’

“‘Blue Diamond wins!

b

The two horses forged steadily up the hill.
thg horse and spurring him mercilessly. but Speedwe

{ o
fiogging

Speedwell's jockey wag
N was domng

cvery inch of speed he was capahle of. Both jockeys raised theiv whips in a

simultancous flash.

At thoe slightest touch of the whip Blue Diamond simply leapt ahead,
leaving Specdwell as though the latter were almest standing. When failure

i
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seamed certain, success had come; and Sir Tercunce, in a wild hurst of excites
ment, Qung his silk hat high in the air and yelled with all his trength.

It was a splendid finish. To Brent's delight, and Lord Nylvester's utter
dismay, Blue Diamond flew past Tattersall's ring, leading by two lengths,
and when the winning-post-was reached Specdwell was fully three lencsths
1n the rear.

Blue Diamond had won—had won easily!

““TI think,”” said Nelson Lee calnfly, ‘‘ that I've a little surprise for you,

Sir Terence.”’

“By George, I've had one surprise already!”’ exclaimed Brent breath-
lessly.  ““ Blue Diamond has won! Poulter, my lad, you were simply
spleadid !”’

Nelson Lee and Brent were standing. in the jockeys' dreesing-room. At
the conclusion of the race Brent had found, to his amazement, that the
detective was standing by his side, and after the excitement was over—after
Brent had proudly led his horse in—he and Poulter and Nelson Lee had
gathered together here.

““This i3 the surprise,”’ said the famous detective quictly.

And Poulter, to Brent's amazement, ripped off his auburn hair, rubbed a
scar from his cheek, made one or two deft touches, and Nipper was revealed!
. ‘““Nipper!”’ gasped Brent amazedly. ‘Then—then you rode Blue
Diamond all the time! I—I thought *

“Yes, I rode your horse, Sir Terence,”’ said Nipper cheerfully. ‘‘And,
by gum, what a race it was! If that hound, Poulter, had been in the pig-
skin there would have been a different finish.”

And then Nelson Lee explained. He described how he had tracked Nipper
to the old water-mill. The rescue of the lad had proved quite a simple
matter, for the league men were utterly unprepared for Nelson Lee's visit.
Tho detective had found Nipper in a cellar of the mill, bound band and
foot, and unable to move. Having freed the lad the pair lost no time in
entering a room where Nipper's three captors were enjoying a game of
cards. While Nelson Lee covered them with his revolver, Nipper had bound
them all in turn. The trio had then been plaeed in the motor-car, and
Nelson Lee had driven straight to the nearest big police-station. Here the

_ three were handed over on a charge of abduction. '

‘““You wonder why I didn’t reveal myself —why Nipper didn’t come and
take his place at the start of the race?’’ Nelson Lee proceeded. ‘‘T1 will
explain. Had Lord Sylvester known of Nipper’s presence he would probably
have resorted to some final villainy in an attempt to ruin you. By letting
his lordship think that the kidnapping scheme had succeeded, everything
was quite easy.

““ Long before the race started Nipper and I concealed ourselves in this
dressing-room—in that cupboard over in the corner. When Poulter came in
to dress we calmly confronted him, and told him that it had come to my
ears that he had agreed to lose the race. It was merely a chance shot, hut
it went home. Poulter immediately crumpled up and confessed, and the
wretched youth will, in due course, be warned off the Turf.”

‘““ But where is he?’’ asked Brent, in astonishment.

‘““In that cupboard, bound up,’’ replied Nelson Lee smoothly.  You eee,
for the success of my plan it was necessary that Poulter should seemingly
ride Blue Diamond. Therefore, Nipper quickly donned the colours, and
then I disguised him into a fairly passable imitation of Poulter—very great

carc was not necessary.”’ .
““ And what's the programme now?’’ asked Sir Terence.
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““We 2re now going to deal with Lord Sylvester,’”’ replied the detective
zrimly. ‘I have delayed action so far because had I exposed him before- °
fand more strenuous efforts would probably have been made to bring about .
your ruin.’

Nelson' Lee knew quite well that had Lord S lvester been dealt W1th
béfore the race, Sir Roger -Hogarth would oertamly have moved heaven and’
carth to attain his ends. . But, by pursuing this course, the detective had-
utterly foiled the ecoundrels, and Sir Tcrence Brent had emerged with ﬂylno
colours. : :

.. " . . . . - . . . o o .

But Lord Sylvester was warned of his commo' downfall. How the warning
nad been given Nelson Lee ¢ould never discover; but the racing peer settleJ
thermatterronce and for all by acting drastlcally . e

When Nelson Lee, Nlpper a Scotland Yard official, and Rupert Mltchell
arrived-"at Sylvester's house -they " found - that a tragedy had .occurtéq.
Mitchell. was quite willing to give ev idence of Lord Sylvester’s gmlt—-—for'
Sylvester had actually taken part in the supposed maiming of Blue Digmond:

The .scoundrelly peer shot “himself.. Rather. than face disgrace .he’chdse
this course. But, when discovered, he was not dead, but fu]ly conscious. and X
dying fast. And he performed a last Uoodservme, for he.informed Brent
of the valuable hematite deposits on his Irish estates, and the real reason
for.desiring Blue Diamond to lose was made evident. Thus. Brent.came
into his own, and gained far greater fortunes than-hé had ever dreamed of.

But the Loan'uc- of the Green Triangle had lost, yet annther;?owerful
Governing- ‘Member; it had not galned 2 penny pleoe and its decline- was
moro pronounood than ever. ! -

It swmc-d as though \cl~on Lee's 0roat campalgn was drawmo' to a close

THE END. ' .-
Next Week s ]ssue R
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