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NIPPER S

ONE PENNY.

Or, THE VENGEANCE OF
PARTEB SINGH.

irEiy | i‘lcw Series of Episodes in the Lives of

NELSON LEE and NIPPER. Sct down by Nipper, and

precpared for publication

by the duthor of the

“JiM THE PENMAN” Series.

INTRODUCTION.
NIPPER COMES TO A MOMENTOUS DECISION,

ELSON LEE’S consulting-room was
quiet and peaceful.
The hour was just eleven o’clock
p.mn., and the clock on the mantel-
piece had only a second befare announced
the fact in a slow, musical voice. The
clectric lights were switched on, and a
cheerful fire blazed in the grate,

A big easy chair was drawn up before
the fire, and within 1t lolled Nelson Lee,
lazily pulling at a cigar, and scanning the
evening paper. The famous criminologist
was attired in dressing-gown and slippers,
and he certainly looked extremely com-
fortable. As a matter of fact, he was
extremely comfortable.

The clock ticked quietly, and this was
the only sound except for the occasional
rustle of Lee’s newspaper.

The detective was not the only occupant
of the room, however. Nipper, Nelson
Lee's young assistant, was seated at the
table, his elbows reposing gracefully upon
Lee’s blotting-pad, and his chin, in turn,
reposing in his two palms,

Nipper was reading, too, for a book lay
on the table—a cloth-covered *‘* shilling
edition.”” The lad was very quiet, and
had been quict for some little time. He
and his famous master were indulging in a
little ease after a rather strenuous day.

Suddenly, however, the quietness was
disturbed.

A grunt came from Nipper—a grunt of
impatience and disgust. The next second
his' book came flying across the rocm, its
pages fluttering wildly, and the volume
landed with a smack upon Nelson Lee's

opened newspaper. There was o tear, and
the book went clean through the news.
sheet.

“ Good gracious!”
starting up.

**Sorry, guv'nor,” said Nipper with a
grin. I didn't know you were there !

“ Upon my soul, Nipper, what are you
playing at ?” demanded Nel~on Lee,
turning his head and frowning. " Didn’t
know I was here! And, in any case, what
do you mean by wildly hurling your hook
across the room ? "’

Nipper twisted round in his chair.

“I'm fed up !’ he said impatiently.,

“I am not surprised—you demolishad
enough supper, at all events !’ declared
Lee tartly.

“I mean I'm fed up
book ! ' growled Nipper.
giddy neck.
in my hife!”

“ It you are dissatisfied with the story
that 1s no reason why you should throw i:
at me ! was Lee's reply. " If you want
to vent your spite on somebody throw the
book at the author—he is the guilty party,
1 should judge.”’

“ Guilty ! He ought to be hung, drawn,
and cquartered !”

Nelson Lee could not help smiling.

I am afraid you are rather scvere,
Nipper,” he said. ~~ What hasx the poor
man done ? I believe you selected the
book yourself, now I come to think of i,

ejaculated  Lee,

with that rotten
“ Fed up to the
1've never read such pifil

The cover, at all events, 1s attractive.”

" It’s supposed to be a detective story.
guv nor,” explained Nipper. " ['ll bet the
chap who wrote it never met a real live
detective in his natural existence ! [ve
been trying to get the hang of the plot tar
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hours, and it's so complicated that I'm
in & blessed maze all the time.”

** Perhap=s your intelligence is at fault,
young ’un ? "’ suggested Lee.

* My intelligence !’ grunted Nipper.
‘“ I'}1 bet the author himself couldn’t make
head or tail of the thing! It's simply a
mans of wild rubbish from start to finish.
I didn’'t wade through to the S6nish,
though.”

“ 'I:l'\en you oughtn’t to pass sentence
** Have a good look at the book yourself,
gav'nor 1 ” growled Nipper. * ‘The detec-
tive in it—the bang-up, go-ahead private
crime investigator—is about as senselers
ns my left slipper. He doesn’t see clues
which stare him in the face, The story’s
pific in every page!”

** My dear lad, don’t gat excited about it.”’

“P'm wild !’ said Nipper. ‘‘1 thought
the yarn was going to a ripper, and I
moeant to compare this fiction-detective’s
mothods with yours, But that's impos-
sible. ‘The author ought to be suppressed”

Nelson Lee f)icked up his torn newspaper.

“ Moral: Don’t buy any more of his
books,” he maid leisurely.

“ 1 jolly well won't,” was Nipper's reply.
“Why, 1 could write a hetter detective
yarn than that myxelf. I've got heaps of
roal matorial to go at, anyhow. Some of
our adventures would beat this stuff into
fits,”

4 Oh,
yournelf, Ni r?”

“Yer, I could”

“Then why not try 1’ suggested Leo
drily.

(1] I.:h , 7

. Whry not” hecomo a full-blown author
yoursell, my lad ?” went on the detec-
tivo. " If you are so certain of your capa-
bilitice—1 don’t like to call it boasting—
you should prove your word#®’

* Who's boasting ? "’ demanded Nipper
warmly.

“Didn't yoy say that you could write
a detectivo atory t

“ Yes, Idid. And I will, too ! ” declared
Nipper decidedly. *“ I'Nl write up one of
our cases, and if 1 don’t make a hetter
job ol it than this chap I'l—I'll admut
that I'm & duffert”

“ That will be something novel, at all
ovents |7’ muriured lLee.

Nipper got up froin his chair, and paced
the consulting-rooni. Thero was a tenso
exprossion upon his fgee, and he wus
obyiously suffering from inward excite-
ment. His maxter’s suggestion, uttered in
yost, had improwsod Nipper greatly,

you could write a better yarnm

For ten minutes Nipper
then he came to a halt before
chair,
eyes.

“I'll start right away, guy’ ?
exclaé;)ned’inwntly. Yo gavinor:™ ho

“ ?”  Jee laid down his
“ You’ll start, Nipper ?** paper.

“Yes. I've come to & momentous
decision,” repl.ned Nipper. “1I'm ‘going
to writo up a kind of journal in my leisure
time. I'm going to set down some of our
most exciting and mysterious cases. I've
got heaps of notes packed away, and I'll
choose the adventures in which I took a
pretty prominent part. I'll show you
whether I 'was boasting, guv’nor | »

And so the die was cast=

From that hour ‘‘ Nipper's Notebook
came into being.

ed the room :

c Nelson Lee’s
T'here was an eager light in his

NoteE.—The following pages wil] provo
very conclasively that Nipper was not
bragging when he declared that he would
write some exciting and mysterious detec-
tive stories. All the episodes are worked
up froimn notes which either he or Nelson
Lee took a4 the times of the actual
adventures. Nipper’'s yarnsin his journal
are surprisingly well put ther, and
only require a slight amount of knocking
into shape. My task of editing the journal,
ond preparing the tales for publication,
has been—and is—a light and pleasant .
one.—AUTHOR, )

CHAPTER L.

IN WHICH TRE GUV'NOR AND I HIT UPON
A BINQGULAR MYSTERY.

HE powerful twin-cylinder engino
was  runnin beautifully—as
sweetly as it's possible for an
engine to run—and the old ’bus

was mopping along at a good thirty.

It was as black a« your hat (if that }ap-
pens to be a black o:‘), and there was just
8 suggestion of rain in the air. Mr. Leo
and I were on the way up to London from
the coast, and so far we had had a ripping
journey—no punctures, no mishaps, no
anything.

The old ’bus—by which I mean my
brand-new side-car combination—was run-
ning as though she knew we were on the
way home. The guv'nor was ip the gide-
car, of cqurse. He takes jolly good caro
to select the nost comfortable place! I
believe he was dozing, too; anyhow, he
only uttered a sort of growl when I -yelled
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that we were eating up the miles like a
sixty horse-power Rolls-Royce.

We.should have been going faster, only
the lighting restrictions are so rotten, that
it's not possible to have a decent head-
light nowadays. The engine was capable
of doing twice the speed, and she was
bumming between my feet without a sign
of a miss. The whole turn-out, in fact,
was in fine form.

Mr. Nelson Lee and I were on our way
home, aftor spending the day down at one
of the south coast towns. We’d been there
on bu-iness, of course, and we hadn’t
started back auntil late, )

I glanced at my wrist-watch-—fitted with
one of those luminous dials—and found
that the timo was close upon one. Going
as we were now, we should be home at
(Giray’s Inn Road before two, at latest.

Mr. Lee was lolling in the side-car.
I can’t always add the prefix ‘‘ Mr.”” when
[ refer to the guv’nor; so, at the risk of
being dixrespectful, I shall drop it. T'll
rimply refer to him by his name alone—just
ns the professional author chaps do. I
reckon I've made a good start, and I'm
feoling a full-blowh author already !

As I said, Nelson Lee was reposing
gracefully in the side-car with about a ton
of rugs wrapped round him. I, of course,
wad on the saddle—a jolly comtfortable
one, I'll admit. And, to tell the truth, I
preferred doing the driving business myself.
This doesn’t mean to say that the guv’'nor
wasn't so capable as I am—because I
expect he could drive a heap better—but
I rather fancy myself driving the old
jigger, .

The dky was black, and only one or two
«tars were to be seen. The moon was
thundering 'lazy; anyhow, he hadn’t
troubled to come above the horizon on this
particular night.  There were showers
about, too, and now and again I felt a spot
of rain on my face.

We pelted through T little village, and
I opened the throttle wide, in order to
sweep up a hill which led out into the
country again. Wetook the rise beautifully,
and then settled down upon a long, straight
stretch which would lead us directly into
one of the outlying suburbs of the great
metropolix,

I was just deciding what I should have
for supper after we arrived home. I knew
I should require a terrific amount of grub,
for the ride had made me as hungry as a
hunter, I expect Leewas a bit peckish, too.

Just at that time I little thought that
it would be morning before we tasted food
of any sort,

I was smacking my lips at the thought
of poached cggs on toast—about six eggs
and three rounds of toast—when Nelson
Ice gave a sudden yell. For a seeond 1
was startled.

“Look out, young 'un!” roared Lee.
‘“ Brake, lad—brake !

And then I saw something dark lying in
the road about thirty yards ahead. As it
happened, the surface just here was sandy
and light-coloured, and so the dark object
stood out rather clearly.

It was pretty obvious that the guv’nor
hadn’t been dosing much, for he spotted
the obstruction before I did. I clused the
throttle and practically stood upon the
brake lever with my heel. At the same time
I jerked the old ’bus round, and at last
caome to a stop perfectly alongside the
thing which lay in the road.

Nelson Lee leaned out over the side-car
to have a squint at it. From my seat I
couldn’t see anything.

“ What is it, guv’nor ? ” T asked. " An
old sack ? "

L.ee threw the rugs from him and leapt
out. :

““No, Nipper,” he replied tensely. “I
am very much afraid the thing is a human
body. A man, by all appearances.”

‘“Dead, guv’nor?’’ 1 asked, hopping

oft the saddle and dodging round the side-

car. I expect the poor chap was bowled
over by a passing car, or something.”

The famous detective—Mr. Lee will like
that !'—was bending over the still form.
using his electric torch. After a moment
he looked up at me, and I thought I saw an
expression of relief in his eyes,

' Only unconscious, my boy,” said Lec.
“In fact, I don’t think the man is really
badly injured. No bones broken, at all
events. Just bruised and stunned.”

We looked down at the fellow. He was
slim and rather smartly dressed. One
curious thing, however, was that every-
thing he wore was dark. Even his collar
and shirt were of soft, grey flannel. Just
upon his forehead there was a whacking
agreat bruise, and it had been bleeding a
bit.

“What's to be done, guv'nor?’” I
asked.

“Well, we don’t happen to be travelling
in & big motor-car,” replied Lee. ‘ Therv-
fore, I think we had better take the poor
man to the nearest cottage and leave him
there. I’ll give the cottager some money,
of course, and we can either send a doctor
out, or come ourselves in the morning.”

“ Hadn’t we better try and find out who

lthe manis ?”
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“ T intond to do s0,!” replied the guv’nor.

Heo bent down again and started feeling
through the stranger’s pockets. But he
Jidn’t bring anything to light except a
clean visiting card. This was just tucked
into one of the injured man’s waistcoat
poekets, Upon it was the name, in rich,
copperplate writing, ‘' Roger Pavitt.”
Bolow was the address: ‘ Hill Villa,
Molfort Road, Beckenham.”

" Thero’s something writfen across it,
imn’t there, sir 1 7’ 1 axked.

Jee held it closer, and I read: ‘‘ Com-
municate with me,” in a wretched pencil
ecribble. That was all.

I asked.

‘“Who's Roger Pavitt ?”
** Not this chap, surely ?”

“*1 should hardly think so,”’ observed
Ieo thoughtfully. *“H’m ! This is rather
curious, Nipper. It looks to me as thaugh
this card was placed upon the fellow by
the man who knocked him down.”

I stared.

' Well, that's rummy !’ 1 cjaculated.
** Surely no man was fool enough to leave
the poor fellow right in the middle of the
road, unconscious and helpless 1 Even if
it were impossible to take Inm away, I
should think he could have beoen dragged
on to the grass.”

" Yes, it iz vather mysterious,’”’ remarked
the guv’nor, continuing his search. ** And
there docsn’t seem to be anything else in
the pockets, either, That is astonishing in
itee}f. Not even a watch, not even a
cigarctte caso or a pipo.”

‘rhe whole thing looked

jolly queer-

Why on earth Mr. Pavitt hadn’t done|

somrething was astounding. [ figured it
out that Pavitt had bowled the poor chap
over, and had then continucd hix journey.
But he must have stopped, or that card
wouldn’t be thore,

And to leave the unconscious man lying
in the middle of the road ! That was what
puezled me more than anything else.
Surely Pavitt could have dragged his
victin on to the grass ?

-Beckenham, I judged, was about twenty
mil's away —on the other side of London.
To get there it would be necessarg to cut
avrosd country, and then through Sutton
ond Croydon and DPenge, a roundabout
route from this particular spot. \We were
just about ax nvar to Londaon as Beckenham
i, but in guite a different direction.

“"Hallo!” I excluimed suddonly,
“ What's this, sir ¢

1 pointed to the man’s left sleove and
wrixt. Just near the cuff a portion of the
cloth was completely missing, a piece about

I
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two inches gquare.. .And the chap’s wrist.
was rather badly jagged. . .

“His arm caught a portion of the
vehicle which knocked into him,”’ said Lee.
“1 didn’t notice this before, Nipper. ' A
rather deep wound, although by no means
gerious. It has been bleeding a:lot.”

Tho detective took out his handkerchief
and lightly bound it round the injured
wrist. Then he examined the torn sleeve.
The material was dark, but of quite a
distinctive pattern, a kind of check
mixture stuff, with spots of dark green and
red in it—1Irish tweed, I believe.

'* Come along, young ’un—Ilend a hand.”

We lifted the stranger into the side-car.
And then, while Lee hung on to the
carrier, I started wp the engine, and we
shifted off fairly slowly. After gcing half a
mile, we came upon two or three cottages
lying back froin the road.

“This do, guv’nor ? ”’ I asked.

** Splendid, Nipper!”

We stopped, and Lee pushed open the
gate of the first cottage and proceeded to
perforin a lively tattoo upon the front door
with his knuckles. After about three
minutes a head was struck out of one of the
upper windows,

“ What'’ll you be wantin’ ? ”’ demanded
a gruff, sleepy voice.

** I want you to open the door to us, my
friend,” called up Nelson Lee quietly.
** There has been an accident, and if you
will provide accomnodation for an injured
man——"’

* Lor’ sakes !
uick, =ir.”

The head disap

I'll be down there right

peared, and Lee strolled
up the path to the gate whe.e I was
standing,

*'I wos going to offer the man money,
Nipper, but he saved me the trouble,”
said the guv’nor. * Evidently our friends
here are good-natured ple. Well, the
reward will bo all the greater because tHey
are willing.” -

In a short while we heard the bolts
drawn, and then an elderly man camo
down the path towards us. He was a
typical country labourer, good-natured and
rough in appearance,

“ What bq wrong,
concernedly.

Lee briefly explained, saying we had
found the stranger upon the road, and
could not convey him far, because we weroe
only mounted: wpon a motor-eycle :and
side.ear, ‘

“I dom’t think the poor man is badly
hurt,” continued Lee. ‘* He will probably

come to his senses by the morning. But il
r

sir ?”’ he asked

-I‘
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not, a doctor will arrive—I will see to that.
And you may be sure that we shall compen-
sate you——"

“ Don't you go for to mention nothin’ o’
that sort, sir,” interrupted the old fellow
gruffly. “‘ It ain’t likely I'd want a reward
for takin’ in a poor gent that’s been knock-
ed down and injured. Why, when the
Zeppelins came this way, eight months ago,
I took in Mr. Biggs and his young nippers—
fower of 'em. 'Z[ghey was all knocked about
a good bit.”

“ Quite so—quite so!’ put in the
guv’'nor, while I did a little grin. ‘' T have
no doubt, my friend, that you are only
too anxious to oblige us. Nevertheless, I
intend to leave some moncy with you,
whether you like it or not.”

Jerry Gates, as the cottager was named,
helped us to carry the stranger into the
little house. There he was made com-
fortable upon an old-fashioned couch. He
was still unconscious, but breathing regu-
larly and evenly.

After a few more words we took our de-
parture, Nelson Lee very thoughtful and
abstracted. He climbed into the side-car
without a word, and I didn’t speak until
we’'d started off.

““There’s something mysterious about
that affair, guv’'nor,”” I exclaimed, when
I'd coaxed the engine into an even hum.
“ You seem to be pretty thoughtful. What
do you make of it ? "’

‘““Well, I hardly know, Nipper,’ replied
Lee, bending towards me. It is quite
obvious that the motorist who knocked
the man down—Roger Pavitt appears to
be his name—went off after finding that
his victim was injured and unconscious.
Upon the whole, however, I am inclined to
think that the affair was only common-
place.”

‘‘ Perhaps that card was on the poor chep
bofore he was bowled over ? ' I suggested.

‘“ Possibly—quite possibly,” agreed the
detective. ‘‘ That is a shrewd suggestion,
Nipper. It may not refer to this particular
affair at all. The man may have been
knocked down by a motor-car, and
brutally left in the road. Such casgs have
occurred more than once. But I am
convinced that Mr. Roger Pavitt is very
closely connected with the accident.”

“In any case we shall learn all about
it to-morrow, sir,” I said. *‘‘ And now
we’ll buzz along home as quickly as pos-
sible. Why shouldn’t we run out here in
the morning ?”’ I added.
of a jaunt, anyhow.”

‘““ We might, Nipper—we might."”

But we were very shortly to find that

“1It’ll be a bit]

there was no home for us that night. It
was, indeed, to prove a night of stirring
adventure.

We dipped down a hollow, and then pro-
ceeded rather slpwly up a narrow winding
hill. There were plenty of trees about
here, and they stood out darkly against
the night sky. Over to the left I caught
a glimpse of a low built house, tucked away
among the trees. There seemed to be no
other houses in the vicinity.

Tho engine was making a fair noise,
for she was hauling the old "bus up the hill
in a gallant manner. We were going protty
slowly, too, for we wero on the second
gear,

Quite suddenly a dim form appeared
from a gateway, and came to a halt in the
middle of the road. His arms waved
wildly, and I slowed down.

“ What’s up, now 7" I
deringly.

We came to a stop right in front of the
figure, so that the light of the head-lamp—
pretty bright at such close quarters—shone
fully upon him. He was elderly and bent,
and was only dressed in a partial degree.
At least, I saw that his braces were not
over his shoulders, and he’d simply thrown
an old overcoat on, and it was not but-
toned. '

** Thank Heaven, somebody has come!”’
panted the old man huskily. “I want
help—I want help ! ™

““What is wrong ? ”’ asked Lee, jumping
out of the side-car. *° You appear to be
greatly agitated "

““And little wonder—little wonder!”
quavered the other. ‘° My master, Major
Hansard Yorke, has just been brutally
murdered !

asked won-

Gpee——— e—

CHAPTER I1.

IN WHICH WE MAKE INVESTIGATIONS AND
AN ASTOUNDING DISCOVERY.

THIS_announcement took us by sur-
prise.
Nelson Lee wasn’t a bit flus-
tered, though. What a wonderful
chap the guv’'nor is! He always keeps as
cool as a chunk of ice in the most startling
circumstances. Perhaps I've caught his
way a bit. At all events, I just let out a
soft whistle, and then waited for further
information.
First an accident, and now a murder !
We were having quite a chapter of sur-
prising incidents.
The old man said that his name was
Simmons, and that he was Major Hansard
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Yorkes butlor. His hair was almost
white, and it waved in the breeze as he
talked. It was easy to sec that ho waos
terribly agitated, for his face was pale, and
he quivered all over as though he'd got
the ague, or whatever that shaky feeling s
called.

* The r master’s been killed, sir,’”’ he
maid hoarsely. * Do you think you could
fetch the police——"

** Are you sure the major is dead 7 in-
terru the guv'nor.

** Quite sure, =ir; quite sure ! ”’

*“ Why are you suro ? "

* The poor master's lying in the library,
atill and silent,” raid Simmons shakily.
** He doean’t hrecatho, and there’s blood —-
blooxl ! The room ix in disorder, and the
safo i« smashed open!” .

“H’'m, sounds bad!” exclaimed tho
detoctive, ‘1 think I will come and have a
Jook round, Simmons,”

‘The okl man stared rather sharply.

“I'd suther you went for the police,
air.’l

My gomdl Simmons,” interjected the
guv’'nor quictly, ** you necd have no fears
rogarding Nipper and nyself. My nameo
is Nglson lee, and 1 will be fully respon-
sible for everything that may oceur.”

*“Jee- Leo!” murmured the old man,
* 1 --1 soom to revnember the name.”

* Mr. Ime iy the famous London detec-
tive.” I put in &t this point. ** Better thap
all tho police put together, Simmona.”

Tho butler's eyes openrd wider, and there
wan rolief in his eyes.

* Ah, yes! The detective!” he ex-
claimed. ' And you are Mr. Nelson J.ece ?
How fortunate, sir—how extremely for-
tunate. You may come in at once, and
right plad I am to have companionship.”

Nelvon lee and Simmons started off
down the drive towards tho hause. And 1
purhed the jigger into the ganden, and left
it clomse againat the bushes which bordercd
the drivo.

"~ Whon I entered the dimly lit hall, Lee
and the butler wcre talking.

* No, sir, thero's nobody awake but
mysoll,” 8immons was raying. ‘1 eame
down and —and discovered —— ‘

*“One moment. How many servants
are there here 77

** Three, besides myself. Two house-
maids and o cook. - 1 didn’t want to wake
the women,” replied Simmons. ‘' They’re
hyﬂteriml creatures,»and T should have
had tho house screamod down.”

The guv'nor smilod slightly, .

** Probably,” he -said,” with & certamn
grimness, - Bat @wlmt of - the -mmjor's

"

family, Simmons? 1Is there 1o My,
Yorke ? Are there no children ?

** None, sir. The master was a hachelor.,
There was nobody here except the inijor
and T and the women. Dear Heaven !
And to think that this tragedy should como
to ws!” lamented the old man ver.
ingly. * We, who have lived so quietly
and peacefully for these ten years past !

" Tragedy always comes with over-
whelming suddenness,” said Nelson Lee
gravely. ‘' You must pul yourself to-
gether, Simmons. 1 wish to ask you a fow
quertions before entering the library.’”

“ Yes, sir. I'll do my best to answer.”

The poor old chap was nearly overcomo
with horror and fright. He sank weakly
mto one of the hall chairs. Nelson Leo
fook out his brandy-flask, and allowed
Simmons to take a gulp or two. I lookel
on with interest, and with a kind of stirred-
up feeling inside.

- What was the tragedy we had hit upon ?

The dark, windy night, the old hours
among the trees, the aged butler’s story,
they all combined together to make the
whole affair scomewhat sinister and mys-
terious, | felt that we were on the vergo
of something ‘* big.” |

Looking rourid the hall, T saw that it
was fairly well furnished. The light was
supplicd by a small oil-lamp which was
hung upon the wall; an old-fashioned
ornamental affair, which was designed moro
for looks than for use. At least, the light
it sRhed was disgraceful. The shadows were
deep, and the corners of the hall were dark
and dreary.

Somehow, 1 felt jumpy.

Nelson J.ee was as cool as a cucumber,
and his eyes were gleaming. Only twenty
minutes before, in the side-car, he had bcen
jolly dozey. He was keen-witted -enough
now, though,

" Now, tell me, 8immons, how long ago
did the tragedy occur ? '’ he asked.

**} don’t know, sir, I don't know !’

* But you must have some general idea,
surely ? "

' lylmow the master was sitting up lato
to-nght, sir,” said the butler, who was
looking more alive after the brandy. ‘* Ho
told me that he would lock up, and see ull
the lights out. He was going to write, I
believe, in the librgry.”

** And you went to bed ?

** Yes, sir.”’

* What caused
perhaps' ¥ ¥

Smmons shook: his héad. 7

‘* 1 heard nothing at all, sir,” he replied.
‘“ But at about one o'clock I awoke, and

you to waRe-—a cry,
s . - . -
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lay in bed, listening. This must have Nelson Lee turned to me with a frown.
been hal! gn hour ago, because it’s half- ‘*“ If you please, Nipper,” he said curtly,
past one now,” he added, glancing at the |““I will conduct this affair in my own
grandiathar’s clock across the hall, which |[way. I wish to hear Simmons’ story
was solemnly ticking away with a subdued |[fully before I make any investigation
note as though it knew that something was | myself. If you cannot make sensible
vastly wrong. {suggestions please be quiet."”

“Why did you lister ?’’ asked Lee| I flushed a bit, rather abashed. Per-
abruptly. haps the guv’'nor was right. It was better
. ““It’s queer, sir. I've been wondering |to hear what the butler had to say.
that myself,”” replied the butler. I “The master was lying still, sir,”’ said
seemed to know that there was tragedy in | Simmons unsteadily. “ There was a great
the air. I was uneasy and restless, and | bruise on his forehead, and his face was
couldn’t get to sleep again. The billiard- | torn and had been bleeding. He had been

room is just below me ”? killed with a heavy Indian club, and that
““The billiard-room ? ’ I put in. *‘‘ You |{one blow must have smashed his head.”

didn’t mention that before.” ““Is the Indian club there ?”
Simmons turned to me. *“ Yes, sir, beside the body. It is blood-

““ No, young sir, I'm flustered—right |stained—all blood-stained !’’ muttered
flustered,”’ he said. ‘‘ Major Yorke some- | the old man. *‘ Heaven'! Can it all be
times went into the billiard-room”of nights [ true ? The master brutally killed with
and practised alone. He'd be in there |one of his own clubs!”
knocking the balls about for perhaps an ‘“ There was no sign of life whatever ?”’
hour or more. Then he’d go Into the | asked Lee.
library for a smoke and a read.” ‘““None whatever, sir. 1 staggered

““And you listened for the sounds of |away, almost mad with fear and horror.
the billiard balls ¢ ” I believe I wandered about the hall for

““Well, partly, sir. I heard nothing some time, not daring to go back into the
except the wind in the trees outside my |library,” explained Simmons. * And
window,” said the butler, shivering. ‘‘F ]then, while I was still in a state of terror
got out of bed and looked out upon the |and uncertainty, I heard your motor. And
garden. A glimmer of light upon the path |I rushed out to stop you.”
told me that the library lamp was going.| ‘° And that is all you know ?”’

And I thought that the master had gone to “All, sir—all ! ” |
sleep over his cigar.” ‘““ Tell me one thing, Simmons,” said the

“ But you were not alarmed ? " asked |guv’'nor quietly. “ Are you a light
Lee. sleeper or a heavy sleeper ? ”’

“ Not alarmed in the right sense, as I | *‘ Why, rather light, as a rule.”
may say, sir. But I'm nervous of fire, and ““ And the library is in a state of great
when I thought of the major asleep, and |disorder ?”’
his cigar on the floor—smouldering per-| ‘‘ Terrible, Mr. Lee—terrible !”

haps—I decided to slip my trousers on and { *‘‘ You intimate that a fierce struggle
go down.” - took place ?” _
“To awaken your master ?” ‘““ It seems so, sir.” _
““ Yes, sir, exactly.” “Then is it not somewhat curious,
“And when you got down—what |Simmons,” said Lee quietly, * that you
then ?” : - did not hear that struggle ? You cannot
Simmons shivered again, but violently | be far from the hbrary, because you saw
this time. the light on the path from the library

“ I opened the library door after knock- | window. Why did you not hear that
ing gently, and looked in,” he said, his |dreadful struggle? There was surely a
voice dropping to a hoarse whisper. “I|commotion.”
knew that something was amiss at once.{ This was rather a good stroke of the
The furniture was toppled over, and|guv'nor’s, and 1 looked at Simmons
overytning was in disorder. And Major | curiously. The old man had opened his
Yorke was lying close against the hearth- | eyes wide. and he was staring at Nelson
rug—dead ! " : ~ Lee wonderingly and almost fearfully.

" How had he died ?".. “ Don't—don't you think I've told the

“Why not. go into the library and see, | truth, sir ?’* he asked huskily. " N
~guv'nor ? . I put in rather impatiently.] ‘To be framk, I believe you have,
- * We don’t need to question Simmons, do | was the detective’s reply. * But you

wel” : have not answered my question, Simmons."”
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“JI can’t answer it, sir. I don’t know—
it never struck me like that before. Why
1 didn’t hear anything unusual is a mystery
to me. But I didn’t; I just woke up and
lay in bed, uneasy. I may have bcen
" awakened by a nmse, but 1f so, all was
quiet afterwards.”

Nelson Lec nodded thoughtfully, and
wage silent for a moment., We were all
silent, in fact, and Simmons’ forced breath-
ing was decxdedl wheezy and agitated
I thought just the same as Lee, I was sure
that the butler had told the straight,
simple truth.

He wasn’t capable of lying, anyhow.
He was just a kindhearted old family re-
tainer, one of those old-world class of
servants which are not met with often
nowadays. As a rule, butlers are pompous,
sclf-important bounders, who think they
are cverybody.

The front door was still open, and the
rustle of the trees sounded. And there
came to our ears the steady throb of a
powerful motor. Nelson Lee looked at me
sharply, and I wondered why.

“That 13 a motor-car approaching,
'Nipper,” he exclaimead crisply.

** Yes, sir, I know,”’ 1 replied.

“¥¢’s the London mail,” vouchsafed’
‘Bimmons. ‘It generally passes here at
this hour. It wakes me up as a rule,
.because the house shakes. Maybe it was
‘8 passing motor-car or lorry which woke
me to-night,” he added as an afterthought.’

**We must stop the mail-van,” said
Nelson Lee quickly. *‘The police—don’t
you understand ? The driver will be able
to carry a niessage to the police-station in
the nearest town or suburb. Is the van
going to London, Simmons ? ”’

‘" YG‘S, sir.”

‘“ All the better.
a. message.”’

‘The guv’nor hurried out, and I followed
him. Simmons, I heard, got up and
tod@led to the door, where he waited for

We arrived in the road just as the
hxmbermg mail-van was coming up at a
fair speed. Those Bost Office vehicles
usually travel fast when they’re on the
open road.

In response to our wild signals the van
came to a stop, and Lee soon told the
driver what to do. He handed the man a
half-crown, too, and we were promised
that the police would be instructed as
soon as possible.

Then we went back to the house, and
found Simmons on the doorstep. 1 believe
he was afraid to remain in the house alone.

'This affair had got om hig nerves more than
B ST

I will give the driver
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a little bit; and I was Jeeling shaky, too,
And 1 lmdn t seen the library or the body
yet. All the same, there was a sensation
of mystery and tragedy in the very
atmosphere. ‘

‘““Any more questions,
Simmons hesitatingly.

" No, not at present,’”’ said Nelson I.cc.
“ You may lead us to the library now,
Simmons. You have given me a fair out-
line of the tragedy, so far as you know it,
and I must now investigate myself, It is
possible that I may be able to draw cer-
tain conclusions from the data which tho
library will provide.”

We all moved down the hall, and I could
feel my heart thumping against my rib«,
I wondered why 1 was so affected. In the
course of dozenq of cases, I had seen many
a dead body, and 1 hadn’t flinched in tho
slightest degree. A fellow gets used to
anything in time, and our profession was
not exactly a kid’s game.

It was the general atmosphere of the
place, 1 suppose. Everything seemed to
be so sinister. The semi-darkness, and the
1solated position of the house, added to
the geaneral tragiceffect.

When we entered the library, however,
I felt a lot better. 'This may seem curious,
but it’s a fact. There was a big lamp in
the library—a huge table-lamp, which shed
a bright light over the whole room. It
was turned fully up, and the circular wick
was giving a splendid flame.

Nelson Lee did not pause to look round
the apartment. He strode straight acress
to the hearthrug, and knelt down beside
the still form which lay stretched there.
There was just a scrap of fire in the grate,
and the room was comfortably warm:. |
stood looking on silently.

“You are right, Simmons,” said tho
guv’'nor, after a minute. ** Ma Yorke
18 quite dead, and has been dead I should
imagine, a full hour. Acecording to your
statement, he must have died only a few
minutes before you awoke, for 1t is just
upon two o’clock now.’

* Perhaps the struggle woke me, aftcr
all, sir,” suggested Simmons. ‘1 may
have been disturbed, I mean, and woke

up after the noise had died down. I den't
know anything more than I have told you.
Oh, I wish I had been awake all the time !’
he added fervently.

I looked down at‘the body.

Major Hansard Yorke had been a fairly
big man, and his age, I should judge, wus
elose upon fifty-five. He had a profu%luﬂ
of dark hair, turning slightly grey, and @
big military moustache. His face wasd

sir 27 asked
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linod and haggard, as though with great, a
worry ; but perhaps this was the eflfect of
death.

Upon his forehead, half-hidden by the

hair, was a great bruise. The skin had
.only been broken slightly, and the wound
had not bled much. But his noso was
.scratched and his cheek badly grazed.
* * Looks as though he had a fight hefore
that fatal blow was struck, guv'nor,”
-I said keenly. *‘ Look at those marks.
-And what a blow he must have received !
The murderer’s a strong chap, anyhow."”

Lee remained kneeling for several
minutes, and he didn’t answer my remark.
When he got to his feet he looked at
Simmons, and nodded slightly.

“I am convinced that Major Yorke
died instantly,”” he exclaimed. *‘ Or,
perhaps, I had better say that appearances
all go to prove that theory. That would
account for the absence of any sudden
ery.. The fight may have been a quiet
one

Qmet guv'nor 7"’ I repeated.

It is perfectly possible for two men
to struggle without rising an outcry,”
said the detective. ‘' Supposing, for
instance, the major ontered this room
and found a burglar in possession. He
would, perhaps, spring at the man. They
st.ruggle for several minutes, panting
heavily, each endeavouring to gain the
mastery. Then the other man, finding
himself near the wall, wrenches down an
Indian club. He steps back and delivers
a blow which settles the ﬁ?ht very abruptly
I repeat, that is a possible theory.

““Sounds jolly likely,” 1 remarked,
glancing at one of the wallq There was
.an Indian club hanging there—evidently
one of a pair. The other was lying upon
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the hearthrug, just where it had been
flung down by the murderer.

While we had been in the hall I had
had a notion that suicide might be the
explanation of the mystery. And 1
believe the guv’nor thought something
of the same sort himself. But we knew
positively, now, that Major Yorke could
not have taken his own life. The blow
which had killed him had been delivered
bw a man possessed of great strength.

To have imposed such a blow himself
would have been absolutely impossible.

Nelson Lee picked up the club, and
closely examined 1it. I drew nearer,
and had a look, too.. It was a heavy
thing, and made a dﬂadl weapon. The
fat end of it was amooth and this ac-
counted for the absence of any great

skin-wound, The (eath-blow had been

9

a straight swing, killing the major out-

right, without making any serious surface
wound.
There was just a trace of blood upon
it, though, and a couple of dark hair.
But these may have helonged to the rug :
1t was impossible to tell without a careful
examination.

I looked round the roon.
had said, tho library was in great dis.
order. Two chairs wcre  overturned.
and a lot of papers had been swept off
the table on to the floor. And in the far
corner of the room a s~mall sale was -et
into the wall. The green-painted door
was open half-way.

““The safe's been busted, sir,
marked, crossing to it. " This
to point to burglary, doesn't it ?

‘** Probably the murderer’s object was
burglary,” said Nelson [.ee. ‘' ‘The major
surprised him, and there was a fhght.
Dear me! This job was perfomw(l by
no amateur,” hn added, looking closely
at the safe. ‘“ An expert cracksman
foreed this lock it is really a masterly
piece of work."” [

“Isn’t it rather curiouz that a burqlar.
should crack the crib while the major|
was in the billiard-roomn ? " T suggested.,
“Surely he would have waited until the
house was all quiet ? "

“I don’t Auppose he knew the master
was up, young sir,”’ said Simmons, ' [t
was after midnight, you know, and out.
wardly the house was all quiet. There
are shutters to the windows in the billiand.
room, and when they're closed—as they
are now—there’s not a ray of light escapes.
And gne can't hear much in this room
when the door is closed. It’s baized-
covered, you see, and shut: off the sound.”

I turned my eyes towards the door.
It was baize-covered, as I now noticed.
While T was shifting my gaze I spotted
something lying on a chair. 'The char
was half under the table, and it was »
metallic gleam which caught my eye.

Crossing over, I picked the thing up.
It was a kind of metal dize, made of
partially polished brass. And upon it
were some words, roughly scrawled in
blue pencil. It was only just possible
to tead the words.

‘“Great Scott!”’ I ejaculated sud.
denly. ‘' Look at this, guv'nor!"”

Nelson Lee came to my =side qmckly.
He took the dise, and read the words
which had so startled me—" THI. VEN.
GEANCE OF PARTEB SINGH.” What
could it mean? Who had written that
significant mecaage ?

As Simmons

"

I re-
Heern<
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‘““Dear mo! This is rather interesting,”
«aid the guv’nor quietly. *‘ The vengeance
of Parteb Singh, eh? We are getting
somcwhat deeper, Nipper. This smacks
of India——"

‘* India—India !’ Simmons crossed to
us, his eyes alight with sudden excite-
ment. ‘' Did you say India, Mr. Lee ?
The major spent several years of his mili-
tary career out in the Punjab. He has
been on the retired list for six or seven
vears, and has lived here during that
time.”

“*A case of Hindoo revenge!” I ex-
claimed.

Nelson Lee frowned.

** Do not jump to conclusions, Nipper,”
he said. “ This may be a blind. Any-
body could hve written these words.
However, we will bear this interesting
dise in mind, and see how 1t tallies with
the rest of the evidence.”

He turned to Simmons.

“ Did your master ever refer to his life
i India ? *’ he asked. *‘ Did Major Yorke
sver hint that he was in danger ?

‘“ Never, sir—never !’ declared the old
man. ‘““ Now and again, perhaps, the
master would chat with me about some
adventurc or other in the jungle, or about
the native customs out there. But he
never once mentioned that he had made
any enemies,”

“H’m ! This problem is rather interest-
my,”’ ¢commented Lee,

J could see that he was very keen. 1
knew that light in his eyes well enough.
The guv’nor always is interested when
there’s anything especially tough in the
mystery line to be unravelled. He turned
back to the safe again.

*“ Do you know if the major kept a large
sum- of money in here ? ”’ he asked.

Simmons smiled weakly—the first smile
I had séen on his haggard, worn old face.
And he shook his head. '

*“ The master never did have any large
sum of money, sir,” he replied. “If a
burglar did break open the safe he must
have been disappointed. There was
nothing in it except a few pounds for
current cxpenses, and the tradesmen’s
account books.”

‘'The major was not rich, then ? *

*“Rich!” Simmons almost laughed in
a bitter kind of way. ‘ He was poor, sir
—dreadfully poor. I was completely in
his confidence; indeed, he owed me
several months’ wages. But 1 never
grumbled. 'The master had a bit of money
at one time, but he invested it badly, and
e lost it ol Ayd through that he got
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into bad financial difficulties, 1 know fop
a fact that several London people wecre
on the point of issuing proceedings against
him. This tragedy has only just averted
a smash-up, sir. The major often told
me that his home would soon be
sold up.”

Nelson Lee and I looked at one another.

““Then it couldn’t have been robbery,”
I said decidedly.

““And why not ?’’ asked the guv’nor
in that smooth, exasperating way of his.
" Why not, my good Nipper ? In my
opinion the mystery is clearer. A profes-
sional burglar entered the house, thinking
that he would rake in a good haul; bhut
upon opening the safe he found nothing
—or next to nothing. And he was con-
sequently enraged. The major, entering
the library at that moment, received the
full brunt of the unwelcome visitor’s fury,
Hence the fight, and the tragedy.”

“Yes, that sounds a likely theory,” I
admitted grudgingly.

““The murderer, terrified at his own
action, sought for some means to smother
the trail,”” went on Lee. ‘‘ Knowing that
Major, Yorke had spent many years in
India, the murderer hit upon the idea of
leaving a dramatic message behind him.
By the way, Simmons, have you seen this
disc before ¢ "’

‘“ Never, sir.”

. Nelson lLee turned to the dead man,
and after a short examination be covered
the poor remains with a cloth. Rather
curiously, I thought, the major’s eyes
were closed, and there was an expression
of dull despair upon his face. Certainly
there was no sign of anger or fear.

I noticed that there were I'rench win-
dows, and 1 walked over to them. They
were closed, but not locked. Passing
through, I found myself upon a wide, old-
fashioned rustic verandah. I took out
my electric torch, and flashed the light
to and fro. Then, suddenly, I caught my
breath in. |

I had not expected to find anything out
there, but then, of course, it is generally
the unexpected that happens in this life.

Just on the edge of the verandah there
was a small bag. I picked it up, and felt
that it was jolly heavy. Looking inside,
I saw scveral highly-polished steel tools.
A burglar’s kit !

1 was just about to turn when I spotted
something else.” For perhaps twenty
seconds I stood as still as a statue. Then
I twisted round, burst open thc French
windows, and stuck my head into tho
library.
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“Guv'nor!” Igasped hoarsely. ‘ Here
—come here quick!”

_ Nelson Lee was by my side in a moment ;

he knew that something was up by the tone
of my voice. I dragged him out upon the
verandah, and focussed my light upon one
of the upright posts. A nail was projecting
from the woodwork—a nail which had
probably been stuck there to secure some
creeper or other,

“Do you see, guv'nor?’” I asked
excitedly. “ There's a trace of b'ood on
that nail, and a piece of cloth. And it’s
exactly the same pattern as the clothes of
that man we picked up unconscious in the
road a mile or so back. It’s the piece of
cloth which was torn from his sleeve.
T'hat man, now lying senseless in a
@bourer’s cottage, is the murderer!”’

CHAPTER IIl
(N WHICH SEVERAL EXCITING INCIDENTS
| OCCUR.

BROUGHT out that dramatic state-
I ment rather well, I thought.

Nclson Lee didn’t seem to be so

vastly impressed. That’s the worst
of the guv’'nor, he takes everything so
blessed coolly.

“ You appear to have made an important
discovery, Nipper,” he exclaimed, in an
even votce.

- ¢« Appear to!” I echoed. ‘I jolly well
have ! "’

Lee bent closer to the verandah post,
while I held my light steady. As I had said,
there was a small piece of cloth hanging to

the nail. It was a piece of tweed stuff,
with traces of red and green in it. There
was no mistaking that material ; it had

‘certainly been torn from the sleeve of the
min we had picked up in the road.

That chap, therefore, was directly con-
nected with this murder !

He had certainly been here, and had just
as certainly fled from the house in a
serrific hurry. He was, of course, the
burglar—the man who had forced the safe,
and who had killed the major. . That was
as clear as daylight.

We were fairly on the track now.

. *““ You are undoubtedly correct in your
statement, Nipper,”” remarked Nelson
Lee, aftor a few moments. ‘‘ This scrap of
cloth is the piece which is missing from the
sleeve of our friend up the road. I did
not connect him with this crime at all
Yet it is now obvious that he is very
closely allied with the whole affatr.

‘“ He’s the murderer, sir !’ I declared.

But

|

i

“ Look here—these are his tools ! I found
'em just below this post on the floor.”

“Yes, I saw them i your hand,” said
the guv’nor calmly. “ It is easy enough
to reconstruct what happened. The
burglar was surprised at his work: he
flung himself upon the major, and a fatal
fight ensued. Terrified at his crime, the
gyilty man dashed out, and happened to
catch his hand and sleeve against this nail.
The sudden shock jerked the bag of tools
from his grip, and he was too frightened
to stop to recover it., Later on, while con-
tinuing his flight, he was unfortunate
enough to try conclusions with a motor-
car—or, at all events, a motor vehicle of
some sort. And he is now within Mr.
Jerry Grates’s cottage, a mile or s0 away."”

“We've got him, guv'nor,” [ said—
“we’ve got him properly.”

“ Yes, young ’un, I believe we have,”
replied Lee, with a note of satisfaction in
his voice. ‘‘ We got him, as a matter of
fact, before we knew that any crime hal
been committed. I don’t think we have
often nabbed our man before we knew that
he was our man. There are several singular
aspects of this case.”

‘ “' Why, it's all as clear as daylight now,
sir !’

‘“ Hardly, Nipper. There are one or two
minor points which puzzle me. This torn
piece of cloth points to one thing—it would
appear that the murderer fled from his
crime in a state of mortal terror.”

*“ So he did, didn’t he ?

“ At least, he stayed behind a sufficient
length of time to write those words upon
the brass disc,” replied the detective
quietly. “Don’t you consider that ie-
markable, Nipper ? Having remained
behind for that, one would think that he
would be comparatively calm. Yet it is
obvious that he fled wildly and swiftly.”

“ Does seem queer,”’ I admitted.

‘““ And perhaps you noticed those two
chairs within the library ?' continued
Nelson Lee. ‘ They are heavy chairs,
Nipper : they are of solid mahogany.”

“Well, what about ’em, sir ? "’

““They are overturned, and therefore
my origiral theory of a silent fight i
knocked on the head. Those chairs in
crashing over—if they did actually crash
over—must have caused two decided hangs,
which would have been felt plainly in
Sirnmons’ room. Yet he heard nothing."

**Are you suggesting that the chairv
were quietly laid in that position, sir ? " |
asked wonderingly.

“ My dear Nipper, you know as much an
I.” replied the guv'nor. ‘' And vou wili
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tell
all theso facts do not fit,
thing wrong somewhere.

There 18 some-

1 have an inkling that we have not

rcached the bottom of the mystery.
And, to tel the truth, Nelson Lee had

made me feel a bit uncertain.

yet

burglar, and that was as
that he was the man who
the murder.

as saying

“What's to be done, guv’nor 7’ 1 |burning

asked. :

“ Well, you may remember that our
friond at tho cot was not seriously
injured,” saxd Lee.
rccover the use of his wits before morning,
and, naturally, he will make tracks without
the loss of a second.
herc at any moment, but we had better not
rely upon that.”

" We muatn’t let the rotter escape,” I|man o’

said soriously,
**No; that would be unfortunate.
‘Thercfore, Nipper, you had better hurry

But 1 don’t just | scoundre
know where to lay my hand upon the flaw. | de-combat.

Still, 1t | the road wasn’t
was clear that the injured stranger was ghe | {all ; -onl

od
ﬁd committed |a dim figure standing

The police may be | once.
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yoursolf, after carecful thought, that ;cver an unconscious, vinknown murderer §

In a wa.i/ retribution had overtaken the
, and he had been placed hors.

I soon covered the distance, for, after
all, 1t was only a short way, and the old
’bus  simply whizzed. - The surface of
spoilt at all by the rain-

y dampened slightly, '
Rather to my astonishment I perccived
at the door of
. tage, and a candle was
mn the room behind it. 1 slid
from the saddle and crossed the road.
The figure was now at the gate.
‘“Hallot -It’s Mr. Gates!”

Jerry Gates’s cot

I ex-

“He will certainly | claimed, peering through the darkness.

** Anything wrong ? "
The old labourer recognised me at

—

y

‘“* Ay, Master Nipper,” he said. ‘I
be glad you’ve come back. That there
yours has woked up.”

“Phew!” I thought. ‘' Onmnly
in time !” |

‘““ An’ he’s fair gone mad, in my way o’

just

hack to the cottage on your motor-cycle, | thinkin,””’ proceeded Gates, in a worried

and kecep your eye on the man. As

toon as ever the
send somebody along.”
1 should have liked to rcmain there,

tone. *‘ He came to hisself about ten

police turn up I will | minutes hgo, while 1 was upstairs, talking

to the missm.

. When 1 got downstairs he
wes a-sittin

up, and he looked at me

but 1 knew better than to argue. Besides, | in a way that made me feel right queer.”

it was important that I should go.

** Right-ho, sir,” 1 exclaimed briskly.
“1I'll be off at once.,”

* Good lad.”

Just before we went in I felt a few
spots of rain, but this didn’t worry ms.
Only a shower, probably.- And, in any
case, rain won't hurt you; at
it doesn’t hurt me.

1 drow my cap on, buttoncd up my
warm overal
lcaving the guv’nor explaining things
to old Simmons. When 1 got outside,
in the front drive, the rain was coming
down smuartly. _

But, as 1 had expected, it wasm’t much.
Aftor one burst the pelting rain eased
down to a mild shower] and then stopped
altogether. By this time [ was wecll
on the way to the cottage, and I was
somewhat dump, too. -

Of course, my overalls kept me as dry
a3 o bune, really, and the side-car was
ull right, because there wus a big water-
proof cover for wet weather. ‘The air
was feeling cool and fresh, and there was
w gonerul earthly kind of nifi about.

1 was on a curious errand. ~

Riding through the small hours of the

**Don’t you worry, Mr. Gates,” I said
pleasantly. “ I'll look after the man,
Good thing 1 came back——"

““Ay, but 1 ain’t done,” interrupted
the man. ' As soon as ever that feller

coat, and then started ofi, | I said.

}

saw your cerd—or your master’s card
mebbe it was—he stood up and started

least | swearin’ something frightful.”

I grinned a bit.
**Not much wrong with him, then,”?
* That knock an thé napper ”
**An’ hie staggered out of the house
like he was afeared,” said Gates. ‘' Not
two minutes ago, young master. I was
tryin’ to look tor him whert you come up,
He’s elecan gone——"’ :
““Gone !’ 1 yelled.

““Not two minutes ago!™ repoated
Gates heavily.

" Why, you—you ” I stopped
suddenly, and gulped. ‘' Which way

did the chap go ?”’ I added frantically.
“*Which way ? Why the dickens didn’t
you tell me at once, instead of wasting
all this time ! Which way did he go ?”

“ Down the:road to thoe right, 1 be-

liove,” said the old labourer, jerking
his head in the direction. "I was right
startled. I knew the poor man wasn’t

morning, with tho intention of watching] fit to be out, but before I could get to
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the gate he'd vanished into the dark-
ness,”’

Gone ! |

The murderer of Major Hansard Yorke
had given us the slip!

To say that I was wild would be putting
it mildly. I was simply boiling with
inward rage. Only two minutes ago!
And I had been talking to that old idiot
for nearly two minutes ! If he had only
told me at first——

“What luck—what ghastly luck!”
I groaned, in absolute dismay.

And then I saw something which gave
me hope. Upon the surface of the road,
damp with the recent rain, I could see
a set of clean-cut footprints. They
were rather uneven and unsteady, but
I knew that they had been made by the
fugitive.

Perhaps that rain would prove a help,
after all !

At any rate, the surface of the sandy
road was in such a condition that foot-
prints stood out with surprising dis-
tinctness, Without hesitation, I set
off on the track, leaving the jigger on the
grass beside the road.

After all, not much time had passed,
and I stood a good chance of nabbing my
man. Butit was annoying, nevertheless.

All this trouble for nothing ! But even the

guv’'nor had not thought that the injured
man would recover so soon.

Of course, I knew thundering well why
the chap had hooked it ; that was as plan
as a pikestaff. Nelson Lee had left his card
with the old labourer, and it had been
lying upon the table. The injured man.
upon recovering, spotted the card, and
then received a forty horse-power shock.

Being a professional criminal, the fellow
was naturally very well acquainted with
the guv’nor’s name. And he had simply
rushed out of the house in terror. After a
few moments I wasn't feeling quite so
dismayed. I began to see the thing in its
proper light—in its true perspective, as the
real authors say.

The fugitive must have made his escape
while he was still extremely groggy on his
pins. After recovering from that blow he
certainly couldn’t have felt very comfort-
able. He had been stunned—and I’ve
been stunned more than once.

I know what the feeling’s like.

It’s not nice, by any means. Sometimes
your head is throbbing as though somebody
were beating it with a mallet ; sometimes
you're just dazed, and don’t know exactly

what’s happening around you. In any case,:

it's not possible to recover from a huge

N

once I got going, and I don’t stop
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whack on the head end be fit within the
next minute,

- Therefore, my quarry must be in a pretty
bad way, even now. -

He couldn’t have progressed very quickly,
and I don’t suppose he got far during the
few minutes I lost while I was Jawing with
old Gates. And to follow the footprints
with the aid of the jigger wasn't practic-
able. In addition, the chap would have
heard the engine, and would have taken
cover,

I think T may safely say that I've got
good eyesight. The guv’'nor’s told s
sometimes that I've got eyes like a cat—
but I don’t reckon that’s a compliment.
Although It was very gloomy, I could see
the footmarks upon the damp surface of
the road quite easily.

From the way in which they went from
side to side of the road, it was clear that
the walker had been unsteady. And this
gave me further satisfaction. By the time
I caught up with him he'd probably be as
meek as a lamb. If he wasn't—well, I was
quite ready for a scrap.

The man was a murderer, and I was in
no mood to deal lightly with him. "If it
did come to a fight——

But just then, while I was thinking of
my special left-hand uppercut, I caught
sight of a dim figure about a hundred yards
ahead. Instinctively I came to a halt and
stood watching and listening.

Not a sound came to my ears except the
rustle of the leaves in the night wind.
The man in front of me had evidently
stopped, too. This seemed to show that
he was aware of my presence.

I decided to act boldly.

So, clenching my fists, I ran swiftly
ahead with the intention of closing with
the fellow at once. Afterwards, when 1
thought of it, I realised that it was a pretty
risky proceeding. For the man was a
murderer. and absolutely desperate. If he
had been in possession of his usual strength
and agility, I reckon it would have been a
poor look-out for me.

But I'm an impulsive sort of bounder.
to
consider the odds. When I arrived at the
spot the road was.perfectly clear. The chap
had vanished again. But by looking at the
road I saw in a second that he had broken
through a gap in the hedge which was just
opposite.

I gripped my revolver and cautiously
slipped through the gap. Before me was a
larga meadow, rising slightly upwards.
And as [ losked. I saw my quarry- clearly
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outlined above, agaynst the sky. He was
running hard—fleemng.

**Oh!' So that’s your little game ?”
‘T muttered grimly.

He was trying to give me the slip. And
if I wasn’t pretty smart, he’d doit. There
was no sand liere in which footprints would
be visible. Once I lost sight of my man he’d
be gone completely. For in that darkness
it would be a hopeless task to search about
on the off-chance. And, of course, he would
have the advantage of the aituation; he
‘woiild be able to spring out upon me from
behind.

1 pelted across the meadow with every
ounce of speed I could manage. And when
I arrived at the top 1 uttered a little
cxclamation of relief. The murderer was
«xtill visible, moving quickly towards some-
thing huge and towering which was dimly
to be secn a short distance away.

It was a bridge—one of those girder
bridges, something like a minature edition
of the tremendous Forth Bridge. This
thing, 6f course, was just a tmy affair in
comparison. But when I arrived close 1
found that even a tiny one like this is
prctty big.

The girders rose into the air for a con-
siderable. height, and through the criss-
cross of steel work I could see the sky.
T'he fugitive was making straight for this
bridge, “with the idea, I suppose, , of crossing
it. 1 couldn’t make out whether it wags a
railway bridge or one of the other kind.
But it epa.nncd a kind of deep gorge, with
a shallow bit of a river in the middle of it.
From the bridge to this stream it was a
pretty deep drop.

1 gained on the fellow quickly, and 1
was confident of being successful in my
enterprise. After-all, I was armed, so that
in the event of the man turning nasty,
I could show him the -business end of my
. automatic. 1f that didn’t do the trick, then
1 should grab the business end myself, and
use the butt.,

But I was thinking a little too much
ahead, as I soon found out. For, to my huge
surprise, my quarry didn’t cross the bridge
at all! Instead, he gripped hold of the
girders and started hauling himself up the
r'nss cross work,

"Well, I'm jiggered ! ”
ama.zed]y.

I arrived at the spot, but by that time
the chap was high above me, and making
hi= way towards the centre of the huge
~pan. His idea, of course, was clear to me
in & minute. The cunning fox! He knew

| muttered

jolly well that if it came to a straight chase|

1 should gain on him hand over fist, .

|
ﬁ

| scrap ?
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And 5o he had hit upon this wheeze. He
reckoned that I should miss him in the
darkness, If I followed him on the girders
he would perhaps be able to drop off and

get safely into cover by the time I reached
the ground again.

I expeet he thought that it was the
guv'nor who was on his track. If he had
known it was only little me, he might have
acted difierently.

Of course, there was only one thing to do
—and that was to follow hlm He had the
advantage in a very marked degree,
because he was above me. But if I stood
there much longer he would get out of
sight, and then I should be diddled
properl

Nobody ever called me a funk-—at least
not without reckoning with me, and then
they had a nasty, sore, tender feeling all
over them—and I lost no time in grabbing
hold of the ironwork.

It was ticklish business climbing those
huge girders. It was dark, don’t forget,
and the ironwork was all wet and slippery
with the rain that had fallen a short time
before. Somewhere above and ahead of
me was the murderer of Major Yorke, and
he was desperate. 1 don’t suppose he would
care tuppence whether he added me to the
list or not. A chap of his calibre isn’t at
all particular.

Still, he was. groggy, to the best of my

belief. By this time, perhaps, he had
recovered his full wits, and was steadier on
his pine. But I was as fit as half a dozen
fiddles put together, and quite in the mood
for a scrap.
" The question was—would it come to a
Or would he drop something soft
and juicy on my head from above, such as
a chunk of gramte ? 1 remembered seeing
heaps of stones near the bridge. He might
have pocketed a few.

. After climbing up the steelwork for a
good bit, I paused, and listened. I was
hanging on to my eyebrows and toe-nails,
figuratively speaking, and there was a sheer
drop belew me. Looking up I saw that a
ledge, about a foot wide, ran along in an
upward slope to the apex of the bridge.

And coming along this, towards me, was
the murderer ! _
This was a discovery which cheered me
up to a huge extent. I was only about three
feet helow the ledge, and in about twenty
seconds the chap would be immediately
over me. Qne kick from his boot, and I
should bc sent dewn to a wet and watery
finish. Seeing my helpléss position, the

rotter had turned ‘on his tracks.

I was absolutely at his mercy. It was
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my own fault, of course, but I didn't hang
there weighing the chances. I just moved—
and moved like a mouse that’s strolled on
to the hot litchen stove by mistake.

With a terrific leap I arrived on the ledge.
How 1 did it, I'm jiggered if I know.
Under ordinary circumstances I should
have been mad to attempt such a risky
feat. But things had begun to look ugly,
and I didn’t stop to consider the chances.
I might have plunged down—— But, then,
I didn’t, so what's the <good of talking ?

It was a near thing. **

I had only just got to my feet when that
fellow was on me.. He came along tho
ledge in a crouching attitude, and seemed
mightily surprised to find me rcady for the
scrap. He paused, evidently thinkirg of
his own precious skin. In the darkness he
could not see much of me, nor I of him, for
that matter,

“ Who are you ? * he grated out harshly.
““Who are you? Why are you following
me ? I'll throw you down ?

“ No, you won’t, my friend ! "’ I inter-
Jected, in gruff tones. *‘ Please understand
that I've got you covered by my revolver.
One movement on your part will lcad to
unfortunate conse——"

That’s as far as I got. He was on me,
snarling out an oath of fear and despera-
tion. Don’t lose sight of the fact that we
were standing on a ledge no widor than
twelve inches, with a sheer drop on one side
and some beastly sharp steel girders on the
other. I grabbed hold of a girder, and
landed out.

" My fist caught him on the jaw. I'll
admit freely that it was sheer luck—I
_ hadn’t aimed for his chin-piece at all.
But he caught it fine, and there was a dull
kind of crash. My knuckles felt tingly, but
. his teeth, I believe, were all knocked
sideways.

Anyhow, he swayed backwards, and
paused. - Then' he spat  something
_of his mouth, .and .I heard his breath
. pumping like a steam-engine. He was
gathering his strength, I concluded.
. That . which .had. happened was merely
. & Joke compared -to the mnext—so I
. thought.

But then a surprising thing occurred.

I was almost resolved to use my auto-
matic—]I . didn't want to unless I was
absolutely <forced—when he sprang at
.me. His foot, however, slipped on the
wet sloping steel, and he came barging
right into my arms.

Instinctively, I backed away ; I didn’t
.want to be pushed off. the girder. -Utter-
ing a low cry of fear, the man fell flat
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on his stomach, and 1 uneard his head
go whack against the ironwork.

Now, when a chap had been nearly
brained by a motor-vehicle, his head
1sn’t exactly his strongest spot. And
I judged that this fresh blow, on top of
the other, didn’t do my cheerful friend
a large amount of good.

And I was right. He lay there, moaning
slightly, and made no attempt to get to
his feet. The position was easy now,
for he was at my mercy. I had begun
to think that [ wdas an ass for not having
made my will, but this sudden collap«e
altered the aspect of things completely.

He raised his head slightly.

“I'm  done, boss!’ he muttered
thickly. ‘‘Don’t be hard on me. I'in
dizzy and dazed: I can’t see straight.
For the love of Heaven, lot me get to the
solid grough again! Jimmy the Gont
knows when he’s down and out!"”

I nimbly stepped over him.

*“ Right you are,” I said. “I've got
behind you, my friend, so you'd better
not try any fool tricks. Climb down
in front of me, and don’t think you'll
get away. You won't, The game’s up.”

“I know- it, guv'nor—I won't play
the goat,”” he said huskily. “ 1 was »
blamed fool to get on this bridge. But
I thought I'd trick you. I haven't, so
I'll give you best. I'm beat, absolutely ! "’

And he was, too. .

We got down to the solid earth some-
how, and I took good care to arrive just
before him, so as to prevent him dashing
away. I needn’t have feared, though.
That second blow must have dazed him
afresh, for he was as meek and mild ax
a lamb.

And, together, Jimmy the Gent and I
returned to the main highway.

- I'd got my man.

S E—

CHAPTER IV.

IN WHICH THE MYSTERY DEEPENS,
MY captive frankly admitted himseli

out}l-

beaten. He didn't attempt any

more tricks, but obeyed my orders

without question. As a matter
of fact, he wasn’'t capable of jibbing.
He was- just about on his last legs.

When we got to the spot where I'd
left the old 'bus I found that it hadn't
walked away during my absence. I
don’t suppose anybody had passed alony
the road, as a" matter of fact. It waax

‘between two and three in the morning.

‘““Hop into the side-car,”” I said briskly.
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The man did not seem to understand.
He was leaning against the back of the
jigger, with one hand to hix head, in an
nttitude of sheer exhaustion. For a wee
kecond I wondered if he was shamming.
If he was, and if he tried any more tricks,
he’d find himself facing the wrong fellow,
] wasn’t going to stand any more tom-
foolery.

1 flashed my electric-torch upon him,
and saw at once that my suspicions
were. wrong. The man was as pale as
a ghost, and his arm had been bleeding
afresh, 1 jerked the side-car cover off,
and opened the little door.

" Get n,”’ I ordered, pointing.

Without a word he got in, and I took
tho prccaution of passing a strap round
Lis neck and securimg it to the back of
the car. 1 don’t suppose he felt i1t at
nll; but if he tried to jump out of the
car—well, the hangman would be done
out of a job.

The engine started up at the first kick,
and in two shakes we were bowling along
towards the major’s house. I let the old
Jigger rip, and we simply flew. I'd had
n bit of excitement, and I was feeling
" pood,” as the Yanks say.

In next to no time we had arrived
at the scene of the erime. 1 drove right
in, and pulled up in front of the main
door. Before I could dismount the door
opened, and Nelson Lee appeared.

“Why, i that you, Nipper?"
asked, in surprise.

“ Large as life, sir!”

“I thought it was the police when
I heard the engine’s hum,” went on the
guv'nor. °' They haven't turned up yet.
But why have you come back, young
'un? I thought 1 told you to remain.
Dear mc, who 1s that in the side-car ? ”’

" Well, he told me his name was Jimmy
the Gent,”” 1 replied. ‘' But he didn’t
a2t much like a gent, so far as I could see.”

The man grirmed feebly.

" You’ve got me proper,”” he exclaimed.

" Luck’s been dead inst me to-night,
anyhow. I know when I'm beat. Jimmy
Payne is my handle—Mr. James Payne
i privata life. This’ll mean another
rtretch, 1 su , and me only out of
qwod a couple of months. They can’t
give me much, though. I didn’t pinch
so much as a hairpin.”
Nelson Lee and I looked at him grimly.
Was he trymg to bluff us—us, mind
y>u? He spoke as though he knew
nything of the murder. They couldn’t
give him much! Oh, no! Only about a
m>inth of waiting, and then the rope.

he

'said  smoothly.

| My head’s a sight
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The guv’nor stepped forward.

" I have never had the doubtful pleasure
of meeting you before, Mr. Payne,” he
“But I have heard
of you on scveral occasions. Mr. Morley,
of Scotland Yard, is quite anxious to
make your aequaintance. Since you
came out of ?rison you have committed
no less than four daring burglaries.”

" Jee-hosephat! You seem to know
my record all right,” said Mr. Payne in
surprise. ‘‘ And I thought I'd covered
up the trail, to& What a fool I was to
crack this erib to-night.”

He had evidently reeovered during
the ride in the side-car. The cool air,
no doubt, had revived him a lot. Before
letting huim loose I told the guv’nor what
had happered. Nelson Lee listened in-
terestedly, and nodded with approval
when 1 had finished. ‘

" Well done, Nipper,” he said. ‘‘ You
were smart to capture your man. 1
think we will have him inside and hear
what he has to say. I am glad you have
brought him here. I have been making
onc or two interesting discoveries, and
Mr. Payne’s story might prove to be
of interest.”

In a very short time Jimmy the Gent
was seated in a big chair in a small break-
faxt-room on the opposite side of the
hall to the hbrary. Sunmons, the old
butler, still looking scared, hovered about
uneasily.

We had net referred to the murder
at all, and for some reason Payne was
now looking cheerful. He was
evidently resigned to the fact that he
was collared, and, being a cheerful soul
by nature, he made.the best of it.

““Now then, Jimmy, let’s hear your
version of what happened,” said Nelson
Lee, handing the man a cigarette.

*“ Right you are, boss,” replied the
captive. “I reckon I know when it’s
safe to talk. If 1 should harm myself
by spouting 1I'd keep as mum as an oyster.
But there’s no reason why 1 shouldn’t
let you have the yarn. Y'd like a drop
of something warm, though,” he added,
gazing longingly at a whisky-decanter
which stood upon a sideboard.

The guv’nor nodded to Simmons, and
the butler poured out a stiff dose. Jimmy
Payne tossed it down in one gulp, smacked
his lips, lit a cigarette, and then leancd
slightly forward

‘*Seems a deal of mystery hero,”
he began. ‘‘ Where's the major? 1
thought he’'d be pottering about. Gosh!
tter than it was.”
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Nelson Lee was bending over the still form.—(See p. 3.)
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“1 will sttend to it presently,” said
the guv’nor,

“ Thanks, old sport. Well, you want
to know what happened ? " said Jimmy
tho Gent. ‘‘There’s precious little to
tell, anyway. I happened to be out this
way a week or so ago, and I got into
conversation with a smart bit of goods
who’s housemaid at a big toff’s place
about a couple of miles away. She was
a talkative sort—girls always are—and
she yarned about Major Yorke. Said
he was worth pots of money, and had a
big safe in the library. Of course, I
was interested. That safe smacked of
swag, and I was on the job right slick.

“The girl had applied here for a sit-
uation once, I believe, and saw the safe
then, Anyhow, I thought it was worth
trying, so to-night I came out here all
prepared—nothing on me except -my
tools. T arrived here and scouted round.”

‘““What time did you arrive ? " asked
Nelson Lee.

“What tyme ? I don’t know exactly,”
replied the captive. ‘ About half-past
twelve, I believe., 1 figured that every-
body would be in bed by then. Well,
after having a look round I opened the
French windows of the library—Kkid’s
worlk.

“The safe wasn’t much of a thipng—
one of those cheap, soft articles. I did
the trick quickly, and after swinging
the door open, looked inside. Thunder !
You could have knocked me down with
a penny ruler! Threo quid was what
I found—three measly, mouldy quid
currency notes, and about six bob in
silver and copper.”

The guv’nor smiled slightly,
grinned.

“ You expected to find more ?’’ sug-
gosted Nelson Lee drily.

‘“ Have some sense, boss,”
Jimmy Payne. ‘' What do you think
I came here for? I'm not a sneak-
thief—I do thihgs properly when I do
’em at all.”

“What did you do next ?” asked the
guv’nor quietly.

“Well, T said a few complimentary
things regarding Major Yorke, his father,
his mother, his relations generally, and his
ancestors,” replied Jimmy the Gent grimly.
.*“ Then, as I was looking round, I heard a
footstep out in the passage. By Jove, that
surprised me ! T thought that 1 was as
safe as a bank.” .

. “ You picked up a weapon, probably.? "

Junmy Payne stared.

““A weapon ?”’ he repeated,

and I

protested

‘“ Not
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likely, boss ! That's not my handwriting.
If I'm alarmed when I'm at work, I slide—
and slide without waiting for develop.-
ments. I've never yet touched a soul
unfairly, and I never carry weapons. I'm
not one of those brutes who use violence—
not this child!”

I looked over at Nelson Lee, and he
looked at me. We both wore expressions
of disbelief and grimness, I believe. Old
Simmons, I know, was boiling over with
inward wrath. But he managed to keep
his tongue still

“So you don’t use violence, Mr.
Payne ?”’ said Nelson Lee very smoothly.
" We will go into that aspect of the matter
later on.. Proceed with your story. What
did you do when you heard footsteps in the

passage ? "’

““1 turned towards the door and then
saw an old gentleman enter,” replied the
captive. ‘‘ At least, he was fairly old, with
a big moustache and a regular mop of hair.
Majors, as a rule, are supposed to be bald—
especially the retired variety.

““Well, that’s all I waited to see. For all
I know, the old chap was carrying a shooter,
and those articles are thundering un-
healthy. I bolted. As I was passing
through the verandah, however, I caught
my slecve on an infernal nail, and this is the
result,”” he added, indicating his arm.

“ You had time to pick up your tools ?
asked the guv’nor pointedly.

.* They were all in the bag, ready to my
hand,” replied Jimmy the Gent. ‘I
didn't want to leave ’em behind, boss ;
they might have served as a clue. When
I caught my arm on that nail, I was in
such pain for the minute, that I didn't
notice that my tool kit had dropped from
my hand. I just slid off, and romped along
the main road like a two year-old.”

“ And that is all you have to say ? .

“ Yes, except for the accident,” replied
the other. ‘I knew, of course, that I'd
miserably failed, and so I walked along,
intending to get into London as soon as
possible.  Woll, I was tramping. in the
middle of the road when some blamed fool
of a motor-cyclist came tearing round a
corner——""

““ A motor-cycle—not a car ?’’ asked
the guv’nor sharply. :

‘““ No, just a bike. It was on me before
I could even dodge. I just remember feeling
a torrific crash, and then I woke up in the
front parlour of a little cottage,”” replied
the cracksmag. ‘“I was half dazed, even
then, but J.woke.up quickly enough when
I saw a card on the table bearing the name
‘ Nelson Lee.’ Dazed\as I was, I thought
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the best thing 1 could do was to clear off.
Well, as for the rest, this young feller here
can tell it. I'm feeling in need of another
dfiﬂ‘k." ‘

There was a short silence. For my part,
I was really struck with the fellow’s acting
capabilities. He’d have made pots of
money at Drury Lane or the Lyceum.
He’d told his story as though he knew
nothing whatever about the murder.
Bluff, of course, and jolly clever bluff at
‘that.

Nelson Lee walked across to where the
burglar was sitting, and faced him squarely.
The great detective was looking very grim.

“‘Don’t you think you had better be
perfectly frank, Mr. Payne ?”” he sug-
gested quietly. ‘‘I strongly advise you to
tell me the whole story while you are about

it. It will be all the better for you after-.

wards.”

The man stared.

“ I have told you the whole story,” he
declared. '* What else is there ? They can’t
give me much for this job, anyhow—three
years at the most.” |

* And you intend to say no more ?.”’

Jimmy Payne swore under his breath.

‘ What in thun-er are you getting at,
Mr. Lee?” he growled. " I've been
absolutely frank with you—told you every-
thing from start to finish. I can’t do more
than that, can I ¥”

* Since you appear to be in ignorance of
the fact,” replied the guv’nor, ‘1 will
inform you upon one interesting point—
a pommt which you seem to have considered
unworthy of mention. Major Hansard
Yorke i3 at present lying lifeless in the
library. He has been killed by violence—
in short, murdered ! ”

Jimmy Payne opened his mouth and
looked at Nelson Lee with a curious
expression upon his face. The guv’nor
himself was taking particular notice of
Payne’s actions. I was, too, to tell the
truth, and we were both rather surprised.

For Junmy the Gent secemed absolutely
bewildered. He looked first at the guv’nor,
then at me, and then at old Simmons.
After that he uttered a queer kind of
gurgle and started up in his chair.

* The—the major’s been murdered !”
he gasped out hoarsely.

‘“ Brutally—with an Indian club.”

There was another tense silence.

‘“Do—do you think I killed him ?”
pantod Payne at last. | |
©"**The evidence is conclusive, my friend,”
said Nelson Lee grimly. ' You bYoke into
this house, you opened the safe, and you
kiled——" : - :

rd
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“1 didn’t—T didn’t ! ”’ shouted the man
frantically. ' | swear before Heaven that
I know nothing about the murder—nothing
at all, 1 am innecent. 1 only saw the
major for a second——"’

" One moment,” interrupted the guv'nor,
in that deadly calm way of his. ** A4 you
have omitted a certain portion of your tale,
Mr. Payne, I will oblige you by describing
what occurred. Upon seeing Major Yorke,
you were startled and enraged. You wecere
enraged becauso of the poor haul you hal
made. And you at once sprang upon the
major, and a struggleensued. During that
struggle you snatched an Indian club from
the wall and dealt the old man a feariul
plow. Probably you thought that he was
only injured. And you fled precipitately.”

*“ It’s not true—it’s not true at all!”
gasped the other, with sheer terrgr. *° Oh,
for the love of Heaven, believe me, Mr.
l.ee! I amn innocent. I don't know any-
thing of what you are saying. [ didn’t
touch a hair of the major’s head.”

" That’s enough of this blufi !’ I struck
in.

““Bluff ! It’s gospel truth. youngster !
panted Jimmy the Gent. ‘'’ Ask about my
record—Scotland Yard will know. I've
never harined a soul all the time I've been
at this game. Jimmy Payne never carried
o shooter in his life, and never lifted his
hand agcainst You bhelieve me, Mr.
Lee 7" he added breathlessly. ‘- Say that
you believe me ! ”

There was a strange earnestness in the
man’s tone. Surely this was not bluff ?
} and Nelson Lee and Simmons looked at
the fellow queerly. Somehow, we all
believed him at that moment; we all
believed that he had told us the plain
truth.

But, if this was the case, the mystery
was deeper than ever. Who had killed
Major Yorke, if Jimmy the Gent wa-
innocent ? We knew nothing of any othes
participant in the night’s events—at least,
I didn’t.

I didn’t harm a hair

“Don’t go over it again, Payne,”
interjected Nelson Lee. *‘ I will admit that
I amn inclined to be doubtiul. 1f you did
kill the major, then you have acted w:th
amazing cleverncss during these last few
minutes. We will let tho matter rest for
the timne being.”

Curiously enongh, we heard a motor just
then, and In about a minute Simmonsy
ushered in a police-inspector and two
constables. The former introduced himself
as  Inspector Merritt—although, )judging
from appearances, I shouldn’t have thought

”
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Le possessed much merit ! He was short
and stout, and evidently regarded himself
as a kind of walking Scotland Yard.

I'he guv’nor. told him just what had
occurred.

“H'm! Hardly a fit cese for you to
handle, Mr. Lee,” exclaimed the inspector
heavily, ‘“Too big—too big! You've
done good work, I know—good work,
for an amateur, of course, Just as well
you sent for me."”

I felt like landing the pompous bounder
a wallop on his red nose; but Nelson
I.ee was as serene as ever. Inspector
Merritt evidently regarded the guv’nor
as a kind of kid at the game,

“It was indecd fortunate that you
arrived at this moment,”” said Lee
smoothly, “ I was beginning to feel
the responsibility exceedingly, inspector.
I have a prisoner for you.”

“The murderer ? ” asked the inspector
sharply.

‘1 am inclindd to think the man is
merely one of the actors in tho drama,”
replied the detective., * Not the prin-
cipal actor, Mr. Merritt. However, that
is for vou to decide. I have not the slight-
cst doubt that .the affair will become
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soon as yvou get to work. An officer of
yout undoubted ability will naturally
make light of this singular mystery. I
am merely an amateur, as you say, and
cannot expect to possess that insight
and acumen which is characteristic of
the police force.” .

1 grinned openly. The guv’'nor’s voice
was as grave as a judge’'s. I believe
the inspector sn<pected that his leg was
" being pulled, for he looked at Nelson
J.ec rather sharply. Lee, however, walked
out of the room, and I followed him. We
came to a halt in one of the recar apart-
aments,

*“The seli-important beggar!” I ex-
‘claimed. ‘“ Why didn’t you put him
in his place, sir 2”7

*“ My dear Nippcer, why should T trou-
blot” asked Lee Ilgisurely. “I have
more imporgant wofk on hand. While
you were away I made one or two dis-
coveries.”

“ What weré they, sir?” 1 asked
eagerly. ‘Do you think that Payne
killed the major ? Do you think——"

“ Not so fas<t, young ’'un. No, I dont
think that Payne killed the major. I
purposely sprang the surprise on him to
note the effect it would produce. I am
convinced that he was genuinely startled —
that he learned of the murder for the first
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time. Jimmy the Gent did not commit
the crime.”

“Then who the dickens did ? ™ I asked
wonderingly.

“ That is what we have to discover. Tt
Is necessary to go off on a completely
new trail.”

“ We've got to find it first, guv’nor,”
I said ruefully.

“On the contrary, Nipper, the trail
is fairly clear,”” said Nelson ILee. ‘I
did not think it necessary to take Inspector
Merritt fully into my confidence. He i«
such an astute man, however, that he
will probably get on the track himself
sooner or later.”

“ Rather later than sooner, I expect,”
I grinned. *‘ Well, sir, what’s the new
trail ? It seems that while I was dodging
about after that chap I thought to be
the murderer, you were getting on the
right scent. Just my giddy luck.”

The guv’'nor smiled rather amusedly.

“You did well, young 'un—very well
indced,”” he replied. ‘" After you had
gone I sat down and had a good think.
There were two things which puzzled
me greatly ; the brass dise, and the over-

turned chairs, Everything went to prove
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Who, then, written those words
upon the brass disc ? Payne’s story
makes it clear—if he was telling the truth—
that he did not leave the disc behind.
And, then, the chairs. They appear to
have been knocked violently over, yet
Simmons heard no sound of a struggle.”

“It’s thundering queer,” I said thought-
fully.

“Very queer indeed. Well, after a
while I examined the dead man’s diary,
which I found lying upon the desk,”
went on Nelson Lee. “It containg
merely commonplace references to every-
day happenings. Occasionally, however,
I found the name of Roger Pavitt. . How
does that strike you, Nipper ? ”

I stared, rather bewildered.

““Roger Pavitt!” I echoed. “ Why—
that’s the name on the card! The card
which was left in one of Payne’s pockets,
as he lay on the road. Roger Pavitt
was the man who bowled Payne over!"”

“ Exactly. I realised at once, that a
fresh line of inquiry had sprung into
being. Roger Pavitt was evidently a
friend of Major Yorke’s, and he has been
here to-night. He has been here after
Jimmy Payne left the house ! ”

“Phew!” I whistled. ‘“Hold on a
bit, sir. I—I can’t quite get the hang
of thinea ”
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' *“Yet, surely, it is very clear 7” went
on the guv’nor easily. * The burglar
was hurrying away fromn the house when
he was knocked down by the motor-cycle.
This proves that the motor-cyclist was
travelling in this direction—towards the
house—at the time.”

“ But he might not have becn coming
here.”
*"Put-tut !

Where are your wits, young
un ? > snapped the guv’nor. ‘‘ Cannot
you put two and two together? We
know that the motor-cyclist was Roger
Pavitt ; the card he left upon the bul'grl’ar
proves that. And In the murdered
man’s diary are several references to
Pavitt.” |

*“Then Pavitt must have arrived some
little time after Payne left ? >’ I asked.

" Precisely. He and the major were
therefore alone for some little time, and
Simmons was then asleep. He did not
awaken until one o’clock. The question
which faces us is this: what connection
has the unknown Roger Pavitt with this
extraordinary mystery ?”

“ Looks as if he is the chap who did
the dirty deed,” 1 exclaimed. |

‘*“ Appearances certainly go “to prove
that thcory,” said Nelson Lee. ' But
we must not be too sure, Nipper. We
were certain, were we not ? that Payne
‘was the mutderer. Now that these fresh
facts have eoms to light Payne’s inno-
cence i8 almost proved. But Pavitt—
I am highly suspicious of Mr. Pavitt, my
lad. We know that he comes here, and
it is equally obvious that he must have
"taken his departure. Oh, and there 1s
something else I must tell you. Close
a.¥ainst tne porch there are distinct signs
of motor-cycle tyres.”

* 1 wheeled my jigger right up

‘*‘ o, Nipper, the marks were not made
by your tyres,” interjocted the guv’nor.
‘“I believe the wheels of your machine
are shod with Kempshall tyres, are they
not ? A very distinctive pattern, too.
The marks I saw were clearly those of
a studded Dunlop—vastly difierent. Pavitt
was certainly in this house during the
night, 8nd the facts are suggestive.”

I scratched my head. -

““That disc and all the rest of it looks
as though thc murder has been preme-
ditated, doesn’t it 72’ 1 asked. * It seemns
that Pavitt came here with the deliberate
mntention of killing the: ‘major.”

** 'I'he evidence seems to point that way.”

*)

‘*Then Pavitt wouldn’t want ‘a soul |

to know that he’d been on the snot, would
he 7 ‘
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“ Obviously not.”

“Then why the dickens did the chap
leave his card stuck in one of Payne's
pockets ? I asked, with an air of triumph.
“It doesn’t seem in keeping with the
rest of the facts, does it, guv’'nor ? ”

‘** Frankly, Nipper, it does not. If
Pavitt had had murder in his heart he
would surely not have left such an obvious
clue—such a deliberate clue. There is
something about the whole affair which
puzzles me exceedingly, and 1 am now
anxious to interview the mysterious Mr,
Pavitt. I intend to travel to Beckenham
at once, my boy.”

This was just like the guv'nor. Once
fairly on the scent he was anxious to carry
on his inquiries until he arrived at some
definite solution. For my own part, I
was just as anxious to get to the bottomn ot
the business as he was. And it seemel
our best course to take a journcy to
Beckenham. Even if Pavitt wasn’t to he
found there we might learn something of
a conclusive nature,

When we returned to the library we
found Inspector Merritt looking as self-
important as ever. He had uncovered the
body, and was bending over it., As we
appeared he looked up at us.

“*It’'s quite plain to me how the man
met his death,”’” he exclaimed in a tone of
voree which seemed to imply that he had
made¢ a remarkable discovery.

" Indeed ! said the guv’'nor, elevating
his eyebrows, |

“Major Yorke was murdered by means
of an Indian club, which has been removed
from this left-hand wall,”” announced the
inspector.

“¢“ You astound me !’ exclaimed Nel:on
Lee calmly. _

 You’re a marvel, inspector!” I put
in, crossing over to him. *‘ How do you
do these things ? You must havo had a
brain wave when you feund that the major
had been killed with an Indian club. I
dare say the club it=elf, lying there, gave
you a clue 77

““ A direct clue, my lad,” said Inspector
Merritt, with no inkling that the guv'nor
and I had been pulllng Lix leg again. ** And
I'm willing to swear that James Payvne i
the murdercr. The proof, 1n fact, s
absolutely conclusive.”

I bent over the body, and put out my
hand in order to push back a lock of the
dead man’s hair which partially obscured
the bruise. But the old axs of an mspector
yerked my hand back sharply.

** Don’t interfere, boy ! "’ he snapfed.

*“Nerry,” I gasped. ' I suppose 1 shall
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disturb a whole ne<t of elues. Hallo !

Why, what the dickens——"

L paused, in sheer amazement. Com-
pletely regardless of the pompous inspec-
tur I gave a tug at the dead man’s heavy
military moustache. In jerking my hand
back the inspector had caused me to brush
the moustadhe, and something had
resulted which ceught my eye in a jiff.

The moustachc came off in my hand—
it was false,

S c——— ——

CHAPTER V.

IN WHICH WE TRAVEL TO BECKENHAM AND
MAKIE A CAPTURE.

ELSON LEE gave a little jump as he

N spotted what had happened. He

was by my xide in a moment. As

for In-pector Merritt, the poor

chap opened hiy mouth to say something,
but only suceerded in gaping,

“It's—it's falve, guv'nor ! 7’ I ejaculated

t(jlli_(fkly.
" Dear mo ! This is a most unexpected
idiscovery, Nipper—a most remarkable

discovery ! ” xaid Ncl-on Lce smoothly.
“T frankly admit that T never suspected
lanything of this nature.”

* Bless my soul! Bless my soul
pasped out the inspector,

And then, for want of ~oinething better
‘to say, he added ** Bless my soul !’ again,

Old Simmons came in at the door at
that moment, and it was a few seconds
hefore he could grasp the significance of
my discovery. He stood on the ether side
of the table looking at the dead face—
now clean-shaven—with an expression of
blank amazement and consternation upon
his countenance, -

“What—what has happened ?” he
panted. '

“It seems that your master was in the
habit of wearing a false moustache, Sim-
mons,”  exclaimed Nelson Lee quietly.
*“ Fither that, or this is not the body of
Major Hansard Yorke at all. Thix dis-
covery complicates matters, I'm afraid.”

‘“ A-—a false moustache ? ”’ asked Sim-
mons, with a cateh in his voice, *‘ It can’t
be true—it can’t be true! 1 know right
woll the major never wore a false mous-
tache ! 7

“I'hen this body here i1s not that——

“ Tt ! deelared the butler vohemently
imterrupting. ** No other man but the
major has a forechead like that, or a nose
of that particylar shape. I'd know him
in a thousand. moustache or no moustache.”

"
!
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“You are positive that this is the body
of your late master ? ”

* Certain, sir—absolutely certain!”

Then, for some reason or other, it was
the major’s habit to wear a false mous-
tache,’”’ said Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Does this come
as a total surprise to you, Simmons ?
Think carefully. Has anything ever hap-
pened in the past which, although seem-
ingly trivial, now strikes you in a new
light ? "’

‘*“ No, nothing, sir,”” replied the butler.
““I can't understand it at all. T never
dreamed that the master’s moustache was
false. But he is the master—I'll swear
to it!”

There seemed to be no doubt about the
matter. But, to say the least of it, there
was something strange—sinister in the
discovery. DBut the mystery was deeper
than ever, and I looked at the guv’mor
with a rather blank expression.

But Nelson Lee was just as cool and
serene as ever. It takes a blessed earth-
quake to upset him, and even then he’ll
keep his head. There was a certain grim-
ness in his eyes, though, that I was well
acquainted with.

The guv’nor was right on his mettle now,
and he meant to follow the thing up, for
all it was worth. And I was pretty nearly
the samme. Sundry gnawings beneath my
waistcoat reminded me that I hadn’t
tasted grub for hours, and that the poached
egg on toast supper I had promised myself
was further away than ever. Still, for
the time being I was being fgd on excite-
ment, and so didn’t feel so hungry as I
should have done otherwise.

After closely examining the moustache
we found that it was an expensive article,
not one of those cheap theatrical things.
Naturally enough, we hadn’t noticed
anything wrong with it, because it was
utterly absurd to suppo=e that the dead
man’s moustache was false.

The guv’nor wasn’t inclined to be talka-
tive, and I knew better than to question
hirn. After the inspector had made a few
unnecessaty remarks Nelson Lee and I
decided to take our departure. We went
outside and found that the light was now
c¢lear and fine.

Of course, we didn’t say a word to old
Merritt regarding the object ot our journey.
Ile probably thought that we ‘were off
home. But that was just where he made
a bloomcer. l'or we headed straight for
Beckenham.

We were soon off, the guv’nor in the side-
car, as before. He could drive a jolly
lot better than I could, but I knew thatb
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"he wanted to think. and so I took the
saddle as a matter of course.

I said we went straight to Beckenhamn.
“ Straight ”’ waen’t exactly the word to
"use, though. Beckenham was only to be
reached by devious and roundabout
routes, and we had the very dickens of
a job to find our way in the darkness,

And at last, somehow or other, I found
that I had driven into Sutton. I turned
to the guv’nor with a grin.

“ This is Sutton, sir!™ I yelled as we
bowled through the place. “I know my
“way all right now. We’re sutton to get to
Beckenham »?

Nelson Lee looked at me with such an
oxpression- of pain that the rest of the
words froze on my lips, as the nov=lists
say. We were practically in Croydon
before the guv'nor had fully recovered
from the effects of that ghastly pun.

We simply mopped through Croydon—
passed the Swan and Sugarloaf, and down
High Street until we shot past Crown Hill,
and so along North End.

If we’d been going ta London I should
have kept straight on towards Broad
Green, but it was our idea to get to Becken-
ham. So we turned up Poplar Walk, op-
posite the old Croydon Guardian office
“and then bore round to the left. We

soon struck the tramlines again, and fol-
lowed them through Selhurst and South
Norwood. My idea was to get to Penge,
and then
There may have been a more direct way
to Beckenham, but I knew this route well.
So I stuck to it. |

We shot up- the hill to the Robin Hood
which stands opposite the end of Anerley
Road—and then commenced the gradual
descent into Penge.

Here we turned to the right, and in a
.very short time we had arrived in the
neighbourhood of Beckenham. It was
still quite dark, of course, and about the
loneliest and quietest period of the night.

Sven tho bobbies seemed to bhe asleep, for I
hadn’t spotted one since pascing through
South Norwood.. But, of course, this was
comparatively a country district.

As it happened, we found Melfort Road
with very little difficulty. It proved to
be one of those new roads, with all de-
tached houses, each one built in some old-
fashioned style or other—white plaster
walls and red-tiled roofs. And Hill Vila
was In about the centre. .

The house was.in total darkness, and
scemed quite m an excellent condition—
I mean, thio windows were neat, and the
garden was well kept., It was the guv’nor’s

take the Beckenham road. |
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idea to drive straight up, for there was
nothing to be gained by secrecy.

Lee hopped out of the car and strode up
the garden path. I was close at his hecls
feeling somewhat excited.

Should we find Roger Pavitt at home ?

Personally, 1 was pretty sure we
shouldn’t. Having committed murder,
the chap was not likely to return home.
I believe the guv’nor, too, wasn’t hoping
to nab the man.

At the front door it was as dark as
pitch, for there was a kind of trelliswork
porch, with a spring creeper growing ov¢r
it. Lee rang the bell loudly, and we
could hear it buzzing away somewhera
inside. Then we stood quite still.

Thero was no wind, and everything wax
tremendously quict. As we stood there
we both grew a little more rigid. For wo
distinctly heard the sound of soft footsteps,
and then a kind of stumble. After that all
was quiet.

* There’s somebody there, sir,”” I mur-
mured.

* Yes, so I heard.”

But evidently the somebody did nect
intend to answer the door, for there was no
further sign. Again we rung the bell, but
nothing happened. I gripped Nelson
Lee’s arm softly.

* Perhaps it’s Pavitt!”” I whispered.
‘“ And the rotter may be escaping by a
back door. Shall I buzz round——""

‘** No, remain here.”

The guv’nor picked out a bunch of
skeleton-keys and attacked the lock. It
was one of the Yale type, but of a cheap
make, and, after a few seconds of almost
noiseless fumbling, I heard the wards shp
back, and the door opened. )

We strode into the hall, Lee flashing
his electric-tarch straight before him. Of
course, thi3 was a pretty high-handed
action on our part, entering a private house
without the slightest warrant. But the
guv’nor thought it best to act boldly. The
circuinstances werg very exceptional.

I believe we were both rather highly
strung at that moment. I know I was, at
all events. There’s something that gives
you a rummy feeling inside wnen yon
enter an unknown house and know that
there might be a murderer lurking some-
where inside—perhaps armed and des-

rate.

I shouldn’t have been surprised to hea:
a revolver-shot at any #&econd, but the

i

guv'nor and I were wdll accustomed te
taking all sorts of risks A}ld, .as it hap-
pened, nothing of an ali /ming nature id
occCur,
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Nelson T.ee walked forward cuickly, and
cast his light round a bend of the wall.
And there, standing fully exposed in the
light of the torch, was Major Hansard
Yorke !
~ Yor just one second the pair of us were
too flabbergasted to move another inch.

The man who was facing us was abso-
lutely the exact counterpart of the inan
who lay dead in that house among tho
troes, twenty miles away !

He was clean-shaven, of course, but the
features wero the sameo in every detail.

What could it mean ?

What was this astounding revelation 1

I began to think that I was in tho
middle of some weird nightmare or other.
‘I'nis man was Major Yorke—positively,
certainly, undoubtedly ! The same head,
the very same inop of black hair, turaing
slightly grey at the temples.

He was as pale as a ghost, and obviously
frichtened out of his wits. KEven at that
tense moment I felt a kind of inclination
to laugh. The very thought of this man
proving forinidable avas ludierous.

He pulled hiimnself together with a great
effort.

“Who—who are you ?”’ he demanded
huskily ; and his voice seemed to give him
more confidence. *‘ What are you doing
in this house ? How—how dare you >

“My name is Nelson Lee,”” said the
guv’'nor quietly. “You are Mr. Roger
Pavitt, I bzlieve ?”’

“ Yes—yes, that i3 my name!”’ ex-
claimed the other with surprising eager-
ness.

“ On the contrary, I think your name is
Major Hansard Yorke,’’ said Lee, his words
c-aing out like bullets from a Maxim.
** You will consider yourself my prisoner.”

A hoarse, inarticulate sound came from
the man’s throat, and -he suddenly dashed
up the stairs for all he was worth. He
had been standing just at the foot of thein,
and so he had the advantage.

My word! I've never seen a chap
mount. a staircase at fuch a terrific rato !
And ho wasn't exactly a two-year-old,
either, We were after him hot-foot. and
got to the landing just in time to have
a door slammed in our faces. Even as
l.ze shoved his shoulder against the door
tha lock clicked.

“ Confound it !” growled the guv'nor.
*“ We were slow, Nipper, we wore slow ! "’

“You can open the door in two ticks,
sir ! T gasped.

Ha flashed his light into the keyhole,

“To pick the lock is impossible, my
bad, the key is still there, and it is blocking
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the way.
shoulders.”

Three or four times we charged the door,
but the blessed thing wouldn’t budge.
Either the lock was a very strong one, or
thero was somathing jamuned against the
door on the other side.

While Lee was still thudding away I
dashed into an adjoining bedroom and
grabbed a pair of tongs from the fireplace.
The house seemed absolutely deserted
cexcept for the man wo had seen.

I hurried back and the guv’'nor grabbed
the tongs. ]

“Good lad ! he panted.
things ! -

He hammered away at one of the top
panels, and the wood splintered and
smashed. But a full minute passed before
the panel gave way completely. One
flash of the electric torch showed that the
room was empty, and that the door was
only locked. Nelson Lee turned the key,
and we burst in,

The room wasn't furnished in the

We shall have to yge our

“The very

ordinary sense. It was quile small, and
had evidently been used as a luinber room,
for there wore several trunks and bags
lying about, and one or two old mattresses.
One glance was sufficient to show us that
our quarry was not there.

Yet there wasn’t an inch of room for
him to hide.

““Where the blazes has he got to?”
I. gasped breathlessly.

We crossed to the window and saw that
tho catch was unfastened. But it was
tightly closed, and the ledge outside was
only a narrow one. The window was
fairly high from the ground, too, and
right beneath it was a concrete path.

If the man had dropped from the window
he could not possibly have escaped a couple
of broken legs, or several other similar
pleasant little injuries.

“He couldn’t have jumpgd out, sir!”
I exclaimed. ‘‘And he’s certainly not in
the room. Great Scott ! The fellow can’t
have vanished into thin air.”

We looked round amazedly, the guv’'nor
plainly at a loss. Then suddenly he
strode forward and directed the rays of
his light upon a certain portion of the
flooring. I was on the spot in a tick.

““My hat! A trap-door !’ I ejaculated.

“ Exactly, Nipper, a trap-door,” =said
Nelson Lee in very satisfied tones. ‘I
think we have our man cooped up bheau-
tifully. He evidently thought that we
were half-blind—for this trap is by no
means invisible.”

I levered up the trap-door with the tongs.
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and then we bhoth slood ready.
flashed his light right into the cavity
which yawned at our feet. There was a
space sbout five feet long by three broad
—and it was completely filled a water-
tank. This tank, of course, supplied the
house.

“Great Hcaven! Has the man

Nelson Lee paused, and directed his
light straight down into the water which
filed the tank to the brim. It was so full
that the water was almost overflowing.
And the bottom was clearly visible.

There was nothing in the tank except
water. |

‘““Not here, sir !’ T said disa

“But where is he t”

1

pointedly.
exclaimed the

guv’'nor. ‘“Where is he ? I was sure——
Come,d N’l,pper, we must search the
grounds !

3

*“ Why, do you think he jumped

“My good lad, the fellow escaped
somehow, and the window is the only
means of exit, except the door—and we
‘know he did not pass that way,” said
Lee rapidly, as we- descended the stairs.
*‘In some way or other Pavitt—or Yorke

—escaped - from that room by the
window.” oL e
But a thorough search of the small

garden was barren of result. There was
not a mark or a sign. We came to a halt
beneath the window, which was the
highest in the house, the room being a
kind of half-attic.

*“ It's uneenny, sir !’ I said in a whisper.

““ Yet there must be some explanation,
Nipper,” said Nelson Lee impatiently.
‘“ Hang it all. where are my wits ? There
must be some explanation! That water-
tank was ceriainly empty »

* Except for water,” 1 struek in. *‘ And
‘it was nearly overflowi too. Those

¢

supply-tanks don’t usually fill to such an |

extent, do they, sir 7”

Nelson' Lee 'slapped his leg.

‘“ Dunderhead !’’ he exclaimed sharply.

* Thanks, guv'nor!”

“1 was referring to myself, not to you,
young 'un!” he went on. ‘“The man
must be in that tank ! No, don’t inter-
ru He must be therc, I say. It is the
only possible solution. Didn’t you notice
a mark all rcund the inside of the tank,
about six inches from the top?! That
mark shows the usual water-level. The
man’s bulk, of course, raised it until the
water necarly overflowed !”

‘ But we saw the botto "

‘“A delusion!” criecd the guv’'nor.
_*“ A piece of sacking, Nipper, a square of
oilcloth, perhaps—anything' you like !

Lee |
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But the man i4 certainly there! Come
quickly ¥ We must not lose a second !

Weo dashed round to the front and
found the door still njar. as we had left it.
Bursting in we rushed at the stairs p~ll-
mell, Lee leading. Quite suddenly he
camo to d4 halt, and I butted into the
small of his back with a crash.
| " Whoa! What the merry dickens

I paused, and recovered mny balance..
Looking over Nelson Lee’s shoulder T saw
a peeuliar spectacle. Upon the stairs stond
the man we were after. He was drenchel
to the skin, and looked like a drowned rat.
His hair straggled over his white forchea
1n thick matted masses.

“I—I thought you had gone!” he
muttered thickly. * Oh, Heaven! Thw
13 too much for me—too much! You are

bR )

police, I suppose—detectives?  (ireat
powers! How soon you were on my
track !”’

*“ 1 warn you to take things quietly——"

““I am done, complately done,” said the
man, descending the other stairs ‘wearily,
and with an air of resignation. * I have
failed, and I am glad that it is all over.
I could never have carried it through!”

*“Perhaps I had better tell you that
I am not an official detective,”” said Nelson
Lee quietly. ‘‘All the same, I shall
detain you, and hand yom to the polie
on a charge of murdering Major Hansard

' Yorke—— "’
i Tho man gave a hoarse, bitter laugh.

“I am Major Yorke !’’ he cried. * There
has been ne murder on my part—I havo
not harmed a soul! Thank Heaven you
are not the police. I think you =aid Lee.
did you not ? I seem to remember your
name, Mr. Lee.”

“ This fencing is objectless,” put in the
guv'nor curtly. “ Whether you are Major
Yorke or not makes little difference. 'Tho
events of the night, and youractions now,
prove quite conclucively that you played
a sinister m the killing of the man we
assumed to be Major Yorke—— "

The wretched man clung to the stairs,
and looked at us with alarm and fear 1n hix
eycs. And, romehow, I felt pity for hun.
He was so helpless—so utterly and com-
pletely exhausted, both in body and mind.

‘“ Hear what I have to say, Mr. Lee—
for mercy’s sako hear me !’ he exclaimca
huskily. * Dan’t hand me to the poulico
yet ! I give you my word as an oflicer
and a gentleman that I will make wo
attempt to escape !”

Nelson Lee was anly a couple of seconds
in deciding.

“I will belicve you, major,” he sanl
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quirtly. ‘ Change into some dry things,
and then we will talk.”

‘““God bless you, Mr. Lee!” said tho
other fervently.

Woe littlo imagined, then, what a strange
story our prisoner had to tell,

CHAPTER VL

IN WHRHICH THE GUV'NOR AND I HEAR A
QUEER YARN, AND THINGS ARE CLEARED
UP GENERALLY.

ITHIN fifteen minutes the three of

\R/‘ us wero seated in a cosy little

smoking-room, and a gas-fre

was roaring cheerfully. Major

ITansard Yorke was looking quite different

now, for ho was attired m a suit of tweeds,
and hig hair was carefully brushed.

He had recovered his composure, to
a cortain oxtent, too, and he didn’t look
such a torrific wreck. As I mentioned
before, 1 folt jolly sorry for him. I don’t
know Wwhy, for he was, of course, a rotten
murderer.  But there it was—I felt as
though I could pity hom.

“l am Major Hansard Yorke,” he
began. ‘ Perhaps you will not believe
that statement, Mr. Lee * Nevertheless,
it 18 the truth. This house belonged
to Mr. Roger Pavitt, and it is Pavitt
who is lying dead in my own library.”

“ Yes, I beliove you,’” said Nelson Lee.
“I had gathered that much already.”

“The doad man was my brother, my
twin brother.”

“Oh!” I exclaimed.

“What I have said is true, young
noen,”’ went on the major, turning to
me. ‘‘Indeed, it is my mtention to tell
you, now, thc exact facts. I shall suppress
nothing, or oxaggerate nothing. I realisa
that my wisest courso will be to be per-
fectly frank. I am in a dreadful position,
eand I cannot see daylight. And, in a
way, I have made iny position doubly
perilous by my own foolish and mad
actions.’

“But the mname,
curiously:.

‘“ Was, of courso, assumed,’” he replied.
“My brother's name was Robert Yorke,
but he changed it to Pavitt sorhe six or
8oven years ago.'’’

L “Why did he change ?" asked Nelson
~o,

“I really do not know exactly,” was
the roply. ‘ Some business -affair, Mr.
Line. y brother was in trouble, I believe,
and ho thought it wiss to alter his name.

Pavitt ? "

I asked -
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honourable in his action.
a matter of discretion.
mother’s maiden name.”

The guv’nor inclined his head.

“ Roger and I did not get on very woll
together,” continued the major. * Wo
did not quarrel, but our tastes wera totally
different. We resemble one another,
perhaps you will say ?”

‘“ As alike as two pebbles,’”’ I remarked,
*“ just like the Terry twins on the halls !’

The major smiled wearily., -

““At one time there was confusion,”
ho said. *‘ And so, to stop it, we decided
uPon a certain course. Roger remained
clcan-shaven, while I grcw a heavy mous-
tache. This effoctually altered our ap-
pearance to such an oxtont that there
was no further danger of.mistakes being
made. Seen together, we were not even
greatly alike—for my brother, too, always
wore his hair plastered straight back.”

Our prisoner waved his hand about
him.

“This house belonged to Roger,” he
continued. * Roger was comparatively
rich, and he did not want for anything.
Yot he was eccentric, in a way. He
lived hero quite alone, being a bachelor.
Now and again I would visit hun, but
he never visited me—he disliked travelling
exceedingly. Recently, however, he pur-
chased a motor-cycle, and had promised
to come to my place occasionally.”

- *“What about servants?!' I asked
wonderingly.

“When I said alone, I did not mean
alone in that sgense,” replied Yorke.
“ Roger declared that he would not have
servants sleeping in his house, and so &
maid and a cook were engaged daily.
They still come in the morning, as usual,
of course,”” he added bitterly. “ Poor
things—poor things! What a shock for
them!” t

Nelson Lee gave me rather & curious
look. We could neither of us quite make
out this captive of ours. Certainly, he
didn’t seem like a murderer.. I knew
that theé guv’'nor’s hand was on his revolver,
though, and his jaw was set jolly sternly.
There was nothing ‘“soft’’ about  the
great detective.

Thoe major leaned forward,
the fire, shivering slightly.

“To come to the events of this fateful
night—this terrible, ghastly night,”” he

ursued. “ For somo time past I have

en ‘in great financial diffioulties, I
invested money badly, Mr. Lee, and lost
it all—every penny. And debts accumu-

It was merely
Pavitt was our

towards

. I am certain that thero was nothing dis- | lated around me wuntil ruin threatened -
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to overwhebm me, As a last resource
1 asked r to help me out. I say as
a last resource becausc I loathed the idea
of going to my brother for assistance.
But what could I do? We had no other
relatives, and my hand was forced. It
was wiser to swallow my pride than to
succumb to the ruin which hovered over
msa.”

““ Roger promised to help you ?”

“Yes. He said that he would do
what he could,” replied the other. ‘ We

talked over the telephone yesterday, and
" he promised ‘to run over to my house
to-night on' his motor-cycle—I say to-
-night, although, of course, it is the morn-
ing. But you will understand me, no
doubt. Well, I sent Simmons, my butler,
to bad.” :

- “Did Simmons know that Roger was
coming 77

“No, I did not tell him. He is in
my confidence to a certain extent, but
1 decided to say nothing to him until I
had surmounted the stile. He ‘went to
bed, and I adjourned to the bhilliard-room
for a littls practice. Now and again the
local doctor would call upon me, or the
vicar. I lived, very quetly, Mr. Lee,
and was, in a way, happy.” By Heaven !
What an outlook i3 mine now ! ”

Ho gulped for a moment, and then
proceeded, both-the guvfno? and I listening
with great interest. .

‘“ After T had been in the billiard-room
some timo I went into the library
and to awalt Roger’sarrival. As a matter
of fact, he was overdue even then. You
can imagine ‘my consternation when I
found a man in the apartment—a man
who was very obviously breaking open
the safe.” |

“ What followed next ?” <

‘“He fled; Mr. Los—he fled without
waiting a second,”” was Major Yorke’s
reply. “I did not attempt to follow,
because I knew a chase would be hopeless.
I merely went to the window and looked
out. But all was dark and quiet.””.

**So Payne teld the truth, guv’nor,”’
I remarked. | -

‘*“ As I believed, Nipper. Well, major ?”’

Our prisoner smiled bitterly:

“I now come to the part you will scoft
at,” he said. ‘‘Oh, I am prepared for
‘it ; T know that you will say that I am
lving. How can I expect otherwise ?
" 'Phe case 'is black:'against - me—as black
. asnight. I shall be-acéused of kiling——"

** Please describe. what occurred, major,”

interrupted Loe quietly.

‘ For z=ome time I examined the -room,

to read, |

10f

-me hope

27

and found that the burglar had stokn
nothing,” said Yorke. *“In his hurry
he had even left the few notes which the
safe contained. I don’t know exactly
how long I was in examining the safe
and the room, but I was suddenly attracted
by the noimse of a motor-cycle. KRoger,
of course, I told myself. I had forgottin
my brother in the unexpected exciteine nt
the burglars unwelcomne visit. 1
opened the French windows, and allowcd
the hght to stream out upon the garden
path.”

The major's face hecame hard and set,
and there was an air of dogged defianco
about him when he proceeded.

“You will disbeleve me now,” he cail
pitifully. *“So will the police—and the
judge—and the jury ! All will be against
me—I] know it as well as I know that 1
am Innocent.”

Nelson Lee laid a gentle hand upon the
major’s shoulder. In some way, the
guv’'nor had become totally changed during
the last few minutes. There was a lock
of real concern and sympathy in his eyes.

" Perhaps not, major,” he said quietly.
“You must not be pessimistic.”

* By Heaven, Mr. Lee; your voice gives
!” eried the other. * But ne -
I must not hope—I am a fool to hope!
The cass 18 too black against me. You
will laugh me to seorm. Well, to econ-
tinue,”” he added, calming himsel. *f
saw Roger dimly in the gloom. To my
astonishm-nt he let the motor-cycle crash
to the ground, and he came staggering
across to me. When he entered the
library I was shocked and amazed to
s2e that he had a terrible bruize upon
his head ; his face wuas scratched, and
his breath entered his Iungs in great,
hoarse gasps.” :

“ Great Scott!™ I yolled. * Payne’s
accl DA

‘““Hush, Nipper!’ said Lee sha .
“Let the majcﬁ'e proceed.” Ply

‘*“ Roger stood against the table,” went
on our captive, breathing hard. *' Before
I could ask him questions, he began to tell
me that he had met with a terrible accident
up the road. And while I was supporting
him he suddenly uttered a hoarse ery and
fell limply to the floor. I was shocked and
alarmed. Examining him, I was horrificd
to find. him dead!”

The major took in a great long breath

- ““You don’t credit that statement, of
course ?”’ he went on quickly. “ You wili
think that this is a faked storv—a lie from

-beginning to-endy’ But it is the truth of
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Heaven, a8 T live. I did not kill Roger ; he
dird from the result of an accident. At the
actual timo he was able to mount his
motor-cycle again, but succumbed as soon
a3 he roached mny house. Such accidents
have happened again and again.”

‘“ Please go on,’ said the guv’'nor softly.

“Thero is littlo else to tell—excopt an
account of my own folly,” said the major
bittorly. “f was struck by my own
ghastly position, Mr. Lee. Simmons was in
bed. aslcep, and ho knew nothing of what
had occurred. I, alone, knew the truth.
Thero was not a single witness to support
my story. Roger’s accident, of course, was
unknown.to a soul. He had fallen from his
machine, [ supposs, and thore would
certainly be no witness at that hour of the
night. My position almost dazed me ; but
I thought of a solution.

“ Think of the damning evidence against
me. Mr. Lee. Roger had come with money,
and I was known to be in sore straits.
Upon Roger's death, too, I inherited all
his wealth—thero was every reason for me
to kill him. 'The motive for such a crime
wad dreadfully apparent. I should Dbe
nccused of murder—I shall bo accused, no
doubt. Thore was nothing to prove that an
acoident had occurred ; the circumstantial
ovidenco 13 overwhelmingly against sne.
Thore i not o singloe loophole. I realised
all this with fearful swiftness.”

“ Your predicament was indeed appal-
ling,” said tho guv'nor gravely.

‘“ Half mad with fear, I conceived the
insano idea of making it appear that I had
boon killed—that it was I who had been
murdered ! "’ went on Major Yorke. ‘‘ The
thing took possession of ine—it grasped mo
complotely. It wasa way out. Nobody but
mywsolf knew that Roger had arranged to
come, and he, therefore, would never be
*accus~d of the cerime. His name being
difforont to minoe, I had never even
aquentioned to Simmons that I had a
brothor. Tho way of escape was open
before mo.” :

“You changed places
brother 1"

‘ Yes, yos ! But you don’t believe me—
you are leading me on!” said Yorke
fiercoly. ‘' It is tho way of you detectives.
I determined to step into Roger's shoes.
1t was casy. He lived alone, and his name
was difforont. I had only to shave off my
moustache to become Roger to the life.
In miy desk I had a case of theatrical
make-up--a high-class, expensive =ret—
which I used occasionally at Christinas
time, or other festive occasions. And I

eod a falso moustache wupon poor

with your
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Roger’s dead face.
ghastly task !

“ After that I took down one of the
Indian clubs and smeared a little blood
uFon it. Then I gently overturned a couple
of chairs, and swept some papers off the
desk on the floor. As an afterthought, I
pencilled some words upon a flat brass dise
which I had found in Roger’s pocket—
anything to send the police on a wrong
scent. It was a mad scheme—the act of a
desperate, despairing man.

“It aelzf)eared, now, as though I had been
murdored, and I took my departure on

oor Roger’s motor-cycle, and came here.

alf-dead with fright, I nevertheless pre-
pared a hiding-place. The tank upstairs
struck me as being a likely spot. Years ago,*
in India, a native once eluded capture by
lying complotely under water in a river,
and breathing through a hollow reed ; his
pursuers lost him completely. I wondered
if I could adopt the same device. I cut a
squaro of linoleum, and found a long piece
of rubber tubing. This I fixed in the tank,
the end hanging over the side. When you
camo I dashed upstairs and got in the
tank, pulling the linoleum over,me, and
placing the tube in my mouth. I judged
that the dull pattern of the oilcloth would
resemble tho bottom of the tank.”

“By Jingo ! It did, too !’ I burst out.

“But I was mad,” said Major Yorke.
“ T left the tank too quickly, and you came
and surprised mo. Well, I suppose it is all
over. I am beaten—I am doomed to die a
felon’s death. Yet I am innocent! Oh,
what & blind fool I was to fake that
evidence ! It has added to my troubles—"

Nelson Lee stood up.

“ Major Yorke,” he said quietly, *the
evidence seems as black as night "

“You think I have lied, of course !’
the wretched man exclaimed fiercely, his
eycs blazing. ‘I didn’t expect you to
balieve mo. Go away from mo ! Take me
to the police ! T know that I need expect
no mercy from you.”

He seemed to shrivel up, and his voice
trailed away. I was on my feet, too, by
now, and both the guv'nor and I stood over
the poor old johnny. There had been no
murder, of course. The whole thing was
as clear as crystal now.

“You acted unwisely, Major Yorke,”
said Nelson Lee very gently. “ Yet I cannot
blame you. Your position secmed hopeless
to you ; you were caught in a terrible trap.
And so0, In desperation, you adopted a
scheme which was practically bound to
fail. Yet, at the time, you could not rcalise
this,”

By Heaven, it wag g
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- Ho looked at us wildly, and the guv’'nor
held out his hand.

“I belicve your story, major,” he said
simply. |

'The old chap stared dazedly.

. **You—you believe me !’ he panted,
his eyes growing wider.

“1do. For, as it happens, the facts are
not go black as you imagined,”. replied
Nelson Lce. *‘‘ Your brother met with a
fatal accident—but there was a witness to
that accident. I knew almost every word
of your story before you told it to me, for
I had alrecady pieced the facts together.
You thought that Roger’s accident was
unknown to a soul save yourself, major.
You were wrong. Nipper and I have
spoken with the man your brother knocked
down.”

*“Oh'!
gasp out.

“Wo found himn lying upon the road,”
went on the guv’nor. *‘ It was the burglar
who broke into your house, by a curious
chance. Yet it was not so curious, when all
is considered. The burglar was hastening
away, and your brother was cycling along
the same road. They collided, and .the
burglar was knocked sensclessi  Your
brother, although fatally injurcd, was
conscious at the time. He left his card
upon the other man, hence 1 am here.

THE

Oh!” was all the major could

29

Roger, presumably becoming w al,
mounted his machine in a dazed conditich,
and rode to your house. Once there, :« we
all know, he fell dead, even while he was
gasping ont the story of the accident.”

Major Hansard Yorke lifted his face to
the ceiling,

" Thank God ! he exclaimed fervently,
“ for He has been merciful !’

What a fat-headed ass I was! Me, a
.great hulking chap like me ! I tarned my
head away, and my eyes were more than a
little damp. I was blubbering, or jolly near
it. And I believe, on the quiet, that tho
guv'nor wasn’t far off the waterworks,
either,

Of coursc we had to hand over the majoT
to the police—that was only to be expected.
But his evidence, and our evidence, and
Jimmy Payne’s evidence, jolly soon stt
matters to rights.

About a month later Major Yorke calle:l
upon us at Gray’s Inn Road, and he handed
Nelson Lee a really decent cheque. For tho
old boy was out of his difficulties now.

And the guv’nor, like the thundering
good sort he is, handed the cheque to e,
and told me to send it to the Red Cros:
Fund, as a kind of memoriam to poor old

Roger Yorke,
END.
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THE ISLAND OF GOLD

A Story of Treasure Hunting in the South Sea Islands

By FENTON ASH

o~ ——

You can beain this Stol/ Io-da!!

Avxc MAcCKAY, the hero of our story, with CLIVE LOWTHER, an old chum,

Dr. CaMprBELL, and BEN GROVE, a hearty old ‘‘ sea dog,”’ are comrades in an
ez pedition lo the South Seas wn search of a supposed treasure island.
" They meel with many adventures. One day, Alec and Clive are lost in a
rocky and cavernous part of the wsland. Tkey sit down to talk malters over,
but smmediately beccome (e largets of a troop of huge apes, who threw pebbles
al them from the rocks above. Alec exainines one of the stones and finds it lo
be couled with gold—one of those for which the party is searching !

They fall in with a party of blacks led by a stalwart native named OLTRA, and
an Irishman—one I’ETE STORBIN, who warns the treasure hunlers against a
rascally filibuster—PgDRO DiEGO, and his gang . . . . By some means the pirate
has got to know the object of the expedition. This points lo the necessily of a
atronghold, and the very day follounng its comgletion, Pedro Dicgo altacks, but
ts bealen off. Our chums, whilst exploring, are fired upon Ly two strange men,
and in the act of scekiny shelter twmble through a: aperture wn the rocks into an
underground cavern,

(Now read on.)

St gemus

The Golden Temple.

UT even before they gained their feet there was a report close behind
B them, followed quickly by another. At the same moment a man
rushed in upon them.

A man—yes, and an honest. bravé man—yet one who was just then a
roging demon, filled with murderous revenge, and possessed of a madman'’s
streneth. |

'T'oo eager apd impatient to aim or fire again, he sprang upon them, and,
with swinging blows, laid low the one who had cscaped his bullet. Down he
went beside his companion, who had fallen under Ben's first bullet.

And now, looking down on them as they lay motionless at his feet, he
recognised them-—they were the Dago Miguel and the deserter Slaney.

As the old seaman stood there gazing in some surprise on his fallen foes,
watchtul as a cat with a mouse for the slightest sign of resistance, he heard
his name called.

He knew the voice; it was the doctor’s. But he would not take his eyes oft
the two.

** C‘ome over here, sir,’” he called out. *‘ Come and help me tie up these
two—or,”” he went on, between his closed teeth, ** help me to finish 'em. For
they've killed Mr. Clive and Mr. Alec!™

Dr. Campbell had been brought up to the place by the sound of the shots.
IIe had scen, as he bad approached, the two strangers rise up from among
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the thick vegetation, and had seen Ben spring up, too, close by, fire at the
pair, and then rush at them.

‘“ What did you say, Ben?”’ cried the scientist, as he got close. ** They've
killed Alec and Clwe* Heavens, man, it can’t be true? Tell me that I did
not hecar aright!”’ »

*“ I be afraid it be only tco certain, sir,”” Ben answered in a vmce choked
with emotion. I meself see these two murdermg hounds shoot ’em down
behind their backs, wi’out warnin’, wi'out givin’ the poor young ftellows a
chance to defend theirselves. What shall we do with the dogs? Shall I
finish ’em both off, like the snakes in the grass they’ve «howed ’t,helr‘s@h.resD
It’s the two as tried t’ kill Mr. Alec afore—the Dago an’ Slaney.”

‘““ No—no; you mustn’t do that, Ben,”’ the doctor replied gravely. * We
must hasten to find the two—they may he wounded and in sore need of our
aid. In which direction are they?”’

‘“ Over yonder, sir.”” Ben pointed to where he had last seen the two.
‘““You go, sir,”” he begged in husky tones. '‘An’ I'll stay an’ keep guard
here. I— don’t feel—I be—ekal t’ look on 'em—not jest yet.

The doctor put a hand on the old sailor’s shoulder. Its firm, friendly
pressure told that he understood. Then, with a keavy sigh, he murmured:

“ So be it, Ben. Stay and watch these two, and I will go. You can signal
to me if I am going right. And I will let you know at once how things

are.’
He set off in the direction Grove had indicated, and, looking back once or

twice for guidance, speedily found the place where Alec and Clive had been.
It was easy to know when he came to 1t, becanse there was one of their

WHY BE TOO STOUT?
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have looked upon for yecars as being sibly bring about such a wonderful trans-
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again, and lookmg exceedingly healthy and of advocates for Antipon, and in this way it
bnght. into the bargain, yvou must be naturally lias triumphed all along the line. Antipon
curious to know what has wrought the mar- roots out the most stubborn tendency to
‘vellous change. Ask your friend, and he obesity. Once the weight is reduced to the
(or she) wijl most certainly teil you that the | normal and the shape to symmetrical pro-
surprisingly altered condition of the body is portions, there is an end to the course. The
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riflee lying on the grass, and an impreseion on the herbage as of a bod s
having lain there at full length.

But of the two young fellows themselves there was no sign whatever.

Yet there, alongside where they must have been, was a hole—a long trench
rather—partly hidden by broken feins @nd other plants. )

The doctor went closer and examined the place. He could see an oblong-
shaped opening, like a yawning grave; and, throwing himself down at full
length, he peered into it in a state of mingled curiosity, astonishment, and
anxiety. .

He ():rould see that there was a dark space below like a cave or vault, but
his eyes could not pierce the gloom.

‘“ Anybody therer’’ he asked tremulously.

And then there came back an answer—the sound of the voice seeming fo
him more welcome than almost anything he had ever heard in his life.

‘“ Why, ves, doctor,”’ said the voice—and the listener knew it was the voice
of Clive. “ We are down here, and we are all right, except for a few
bruises. But how the dickens we’re going to get out again I'm blessed if I
$now, unless you can get some rope or something to help us up. We were
just going to try firing oftf our revolvers, in the hope that vou might hear the
shots, and come to our assistance.

The doctor’s delight at hearing they were all right was so great that he
could hardly find words to express himself.

‘“ And you’re really all right?”’ he said at last. ‘‘ Ben thought you’d been
shot, and he followed up the two who had fired at you, and nearly killed
them both. In fact he may have done so, for all I know. I didn't stop to
see, but came on to look for you.”

‘“ Bravo, Ben'! Good old Ben!"” came from Alec. ‘“ So he soon avenged
us, then, as he thovght? Who are our two honourable foes? - Any idea,
gir?”’

““Yes; they are two ybu ought to know well. One is Miguel the Dago,

and the other is his crony, Slaney—the two who tried conclusions with you
before.”’

Alec whistled.

‘““ Fancy that!”’” he murmured. ¢ Well, if Ben has given it ’em hot it only
serves em right. But how in the world did they come to be up here? They
seem to have found a way to get up here when we couldn’t!”’

‘““- That must be so.”” the doctor agreed. .

‘““ The fact 1is,”” Clive put in, *‘this mountain seems to be a regular
labyrinth of underground galleries. It must be honeycombed with ’em.
But, doctor, we’ve got better news than that for you!”

‘““So; I shall be glad to hear it, my lad. I've reasons of my own for
wishing to hear something cheerful. What is your news?”’

“We believe we’ve found the cave of gold!” was the astonishing answer.
““In fact, we’ve tumbled into it. The ground opened beneath us and lct
us through, and here we are in what seems to be a most wonderful place;
only it’s so dark down here we can’t see properly, so can’t yet tell you more
exactly what it’s like !”

‘“ I can scarcely believe my ears!”’ exclaimed the doctor.

~““We could scarcely believe our eyes,”” Clive returned, ‘“ when we
grasped what was around us. We had felt more like swearing when
we found ourselves tumbling down into the earth, and plunging into what,
for all we knew, might be a sort of bottomless pit. And when we scrambled

to our feet, in a smother of stones and dust, and found we couldn't reach
the hole above us to get out, we were in a fine stew.”

““ I can well understand that,”’ eaid the doctor.
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“ And then, you see, there was the question aus to what the j:hvnics who
had fired at us might do. They might come ani peep in and ~hoot at ns
here from above, or they might try to cover the hole up in some way, and
go cff and leave us hege, and perhaps youn would never have found us. Ro
wo were in a regular pickle, as it seemed, and, on the whole, we thought it
wiser to lie low for a bit, hoping the beggars might mi<s the place, and so
leave us alone. _

*“T can see the dilemma you were in,’” the doctor commented.

““So we went off along the gallery we fonnd we wore in for a little wav,
to be out of sight in case they looked down. And then, using our little
clectric lamp, we found we were in a place which seemed all solid gold. [
don’t suppose it's that; bhut, any way, the whele place—sides, roof, even the
floor and all, as far as we’'ve heen able to investigate—glistens in the light
of our little lamp like polished gold !’

““ Dear me, dear me!"’ exclaimed Dr. Campbell. ““ This is wonderful news,
indeed! We must come down to vou with some lanterns, and find out more.
But first I must inform Ben. He’s in a terrible way about vou, poor
fellow. It will be such a relief to him to know that vou are safe. And
thon I must tell him the rest, too  T'll be back very shortly.”

“ All right, sir,”” said Alec. “* We don’t mind now. We're in no particular
hurry to get out. We're not so used to being shut up in a cave of gold as
to have grown tirea of it yet.”

The doctor laughed. It was a relief indced to be able to Jaugh, after the
strain of the last quarter of an kour. And he hastened away to where Ben
awaited humn, still standing over his prisoners, like a bulldeg on suard.

The doctor signed to him before he came close that their two friends.
were safe. He did not call it cut because he did not wish the two men
to hear. And thé same applied to the other news.

Ben looked at him, wondering it he could have understnod aright.

“ They're not killed, sir?’’ he whispered, when his leader was quite
close.

““ They're all right, Ben. Only fell into a hole, and couldn’t get out —
that accounts for their not shocting back. But I've got more astounding
news still!”’ '

And then he told him, and the veteran's delight and joy and thankfulncss
were so great that he felt he could almost forgive the two he had captured.

To these the doctor now gave Lis attention. They were both pretty badly
hurt, one—Miguel-—having a bullet wound in the breast, while as to the man
Slarey, Grove in his rage and mdignation had so banged him about that ho
was evidently severely bruised all over.

Dr. Campbell and Ben between them carried the two to a stream of water
which ran near, and there they bathed their injuries, and did the beet
they could for them. And bota socon revived.

(Continued overleaf.)
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“We must go back to where we left our things,”” said the doctor, ‘“ and
fetch a few articles we want and amongst them we must bring some lint
and bandages for these men. .

"But we’ll have t° tl(.‘ ‘em up. sir, “lnlst we're gone, won't we?"’

“This one we will,” indicating \Lmov * But theré is no need to bind
the other one. lle is too badly hurt to be able to get away.”’ '

Ben had o leneth or ‘two of line wound round his waist, and with this
he bound the deserter. Then he and the doctor went back to where their
two young friends were imprisoned, and held a short talk with them,
honest Ben expressing in loud exclamations his wonder wnd delight at tho
dIHCO\«{‘I'y of the veritable cave of gold.

“And so it wor through thein blac]\fruarda we've captured as ye found
it!"” he commentcd ﬁm]ly “ They tried t’ murder ye, and made ye lio
down—an’ ye lay on the very place we was a-searchin’ for "~

“ That's how it was, Ben,” Alec answered. “ If it hadn’t been for them
we might have scarched about for months before we found it.”

W cll, well, well! For sure, Providence do find wonnerful ways of doin’
things!™ was honest Ben's pious comment., -

Then he and his leader set off for the place Where they had left the
acroplanc. Dr. Campbell had taken the precaution to bring up from below
rome special lanterns, as well as ropes, and other articles that he thought
might-be useful in (-\plmmo' dark caves and galleries.

In less than half an hour they were back, “and the scientist sent Grove
on to their two triends, while he himself took the two injured men in
hand. ’ e

Ilaving bound up their wounds and made them as comfortable as he
could, he began to question them as to how they had gained access to the top
of the” mount‘uu, and.other matters.™ Ho tound the Dago sullen and silent,
but the man Slaney was ewdcn*ly cowed and depressed “and was inclined to
bo communicative. y .-

¢ It scémed, from his account, that Miguel’s 1ma0matlon and greed had
been so excited by what he had overhcard the doctor say - when he had
listened ’outside the leader's tent that first nio ght, after he had been rescued
from the snake, and then from drowning in “the pool, ‘that he could think
of nothing elae. lle went back and told the rest of -Diego’s- gang, and
thercafter they, too, as has been told, determined to coarch for the cave
c! gold after capturmo' or driving away the doctor’s party. -

~ L iR
.t (To be concluded shortly) . - _ -
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