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DEAD MAN’S SECRET.

This Story, showing how one of London’s most puzzling Mysteries was
Solved, is founded on Facts gleaned from the Notebook of
Nelson Lee, the famous Detective.

By MAXWELL SCOTT.

. : 5

CHAFPTER I
The Midnight Mail.

{ was 2 wild November night. as black as it was bLoisterous.
The West of Encland mail was half an hour behind her time,
and, as she thundered down the line between Reading and
London, she experienced the fullest fury of the storm. Wha#t
with the roaring of the engines, the clatter of the carriage-
wheels, the bellowing of the wind, and the rattie of the frozen
£now as it was hurled against the windows, her passengers found
themselves surrounded by such a pandemonium of noise, that
even the most sociable amongst them gave up attempting to
carry on a conversation, and relapsed into a moody silence. A
few, it is true, endeavoured to while away the tedium of the
journey by means of booke, but the majority wrapped their rugs
around them, drew their travelling-caps over their cyes, and
curled themselves up in the corners of the carriages. It was
~ only here and there that a hardened traveller found it possible

‘tio filltleep, and to one of these his slumber proved the eleep of
eath. -

He was an elderly man, with erisp grey hair, and the ruddy
complexion of one who had spent his life in the open air. He

was reclining fast asleep in the corner of a third-class carriage,.

with his feet and legs enveloped in a travelling-rug, his hands
enclosed in woollen gloves, and only his bronzed and sunburnt
cheek exposed to view. The only other oocuﬁ)ant of the com-
partment was a young and beautiful girl, who was sitting at
the other end of the same seat as the sleeper. An open book
lay on her lap, but, if one might judge by her drooping head,
ghe, too, was fast asleep.

Whilst the mail was still some thirty miles from London, the
door of a first-class carriage flew open, and a tall, thin, military-
looking man, with tanned face and evil-looking eyes, stepped
out upon the footboard. So great was the force of the wind
that it was only after a struggle that he succeeded in closing
the door again, and, when this was
done, he cautiously made his way
along the outside of the train,
crouching down so as to avoid the
carriage-windows, and counting the
compartments as he passed along.
‘When he reached the seventh from
his own, he muttered, * This should — ____—————" &
be the carriage,” at the same time "'M—:— .
raising his head to the level cf the
window, and peering into the
dimly-lighted compartment.

It was the carriage in which the
man and the girl were sleeping,
and a chuckle of satisfaction from
the man outside testified to the fact
that this was the carriage he sought.

‘Whilst one hand grasped the
handle of the door, he dived into
his pocket with the other, and pro-
duced—strange weapon of assassi-
pation !—a blowpipe. In shape snd
size it resembled an ordinary lead-
pencil, but inside that innocent-
ooking tube was a tiny dart, some-
thing like a short sharp thorn, whose
point was tipped with poison.
Placing one end of the tube
between his lips, the assassin cautiously opened the door of the
carriage sufficiently wide to admit of the other end passing
through, and, as the air was filled with the roar and rattle of
the train, the howling of the elements, and the clatter of the
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driven snow, the slight noise made by the opening of the docr
was drowned, and those within the caxl'?riage sf)umbe%ed on.

The sleeping man was sitting with his back to the engine,
and his uncovered face, therefore, presented an easy target to
the man outside. In obedience to a vigorous puff, the poisoned
dart flew on its errand of death, and buried its murderous point
in the sleeper’s cheek. A sudden spasm shook his frame: he
half-rose from his seat, and then, with a sigh that was half a
groan, he fell back intc the corner again, with such a sudden

SUDDENLY SEIZED FROM BEHIND, AND HURLED WITH IRRESISTIELE FORCE IN FRONT OF
THE SNORTING ENGINE !

shock that the dart was shaken from his cheek, and fell between

the cushion and the back of the carriage. He appeared to be
sleeping still, but it was the sleep that knows no waking here
below. Vith a smile upon her pretty lips—for she was dream-
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ing of the lover who would meet her at the journey’s end——ths
giri slept on, whilst tlie author of this dastardly crime crept
sack to his first-<class earriage.

When the mail drew up at Paddington Station, ke sprang out
upon the platform, and, after a hurried glance around, Lastencd
towards a red-haired coachman, who was standing, whip in
hand, beneath a lichited lamp.

* Did you manage 1t7 " asked the coachman eageriy.

Before his companion could reply, the station rang with a
woman’s anguished scream, and, as a crowd of passengers
flocked tu the door of the carriage in which the dead man lay,
the tall individual spoke again. .

“You may take that scream as vour answer,” he gaid grimly,
“ My task, however, i3 only half completed. 1 must ssours
idz luggage bafore his daughter elaims it,” and, ecalling a portec
to his side, he hastened to the luggage-van, and asked fur
* Mr. Thomson's tnggage.” :

The porter, not doubtiuz, of course, that this was the owner
of the luggage, procured it for him, and, assisted by the red-

haired coachman, canvered it to a carriags, which was walting
cutside the station.

“ King's Cross, a5 quickly as you can,” sald the tall, thin man,
after bestowing a gratuity upon the porter; and, stepping into
the carriage, he drove away.

CHAPTER IIL

Melson Lee is Consulted by Arthur Pryce—A Very
Difficult Case,

. Nelson Lee, the famous detective, sat in Lis room in Gray's
Inn Road, dealing with his morning's correspondence. 8o great
was the demaund for his advice and help that nine-tenths of his
veplies were to the effect that ““ Mr. Tee regrets that, owing to
the number of cases he already has on hand, he is unable to
deal with Mr. So-and-so’s case”™ He had already replied 1n this
sirain to an earl whose fan:ily jewels had been stolen, a banker
whose clerk had absconded, and a well-known member of the
Jockey Club whose favourite race-horse had been poisoned,
when he was interrupted by the entrance of his landiady, who
handed him a card, beariug the following inscription :

Mz, ARTHUR PRICE,
19, Raglan Road,
Stoke Newington,
Yondon, N.

““This is an early visitor,” said Nelsow I.ece, pushing his
papers aside. “ It must be an urgent case. Show the gentle.
man up at once.” )

In obedience to this command, the Iandlady ushered into the
room 2 tzll, handsome young fellow, with curly flaxen hair
and light-blue eves. Ha was obviously in great distress, for his
face was pale; his hand shook, and he had the unmistakabls
appearance of a man who had been up all night.

“ Take a seat,” said Nelson Lee in kindly tones.
in trouble?”

**T am,” eaid the young man sadly. ‘I have been recom:
mended to consult you by Professor Dawes, whose kidnapped
child you traced and restored in so marvellous a fashion.”

“71 remember the cage,” said Nelson Lee. It was a very
simple case, and the professor has always given me a great deal
more credit for it than 1 really descrve.”

“ He does not think so, at any rate,” replied Arthur Pryce,
“and if you display the same amount of cleverness on my
behalf, T have little doubt of your success, although the case 1
bring you is a case without a clue.”

“ A case without a clue!” said Nelson Lee.
promising. I have already more work than I can do, but if your
case is indeed as complex as your words imply, I shall only be

““You ars

too delighted to devote myself to its solutien. Tell me all

about it.”

“To begin at the very beginning,” said Arthur Pryce, “I
must tell you that about twelve months ago I went to Australia,
a3 the representative of a Yorkshire firm of woollen manu-
facturers. Amongst the sheep-farms that I visited was that of
a certain Ralph Thomson. He was a widower, not over.

rosperous, and one of the most silent men I ever met. He
1ad an only daughter, named Ruth, as frank and cheerful as ha
was moody and reserved, and, before I left Australin, Ruth
Thomson had promised to be my wife.

t was arranged that T should return to Australia at the end
of this year, for the purpose of getting married, and should
bring my wife back to Fngland with me. T also suggested that
when we were married Afr, Thomson should sell his farm, and
come to live with us; but his reply was to the effect that Loth his
father and his grandfather had lived and died on the farm, and
he asked no better fate than to follow their example. Judge,
then, of my surprise, when about two months ago I received a
letter from him stating that he had sold the farm, and was
eoming to spend the rest of his days in Iingland.

¢ That sounds.

*“He gave no bint a3 to what Liad made him change his mind,
But this did not surprise me, for he was by nature and by
habit so reserved, that it was a wonder he condescended ta
write to me at all.

“ Needless to say, I was delighted at the prospect of se«ing
Ruth so soen, and, as there was no time for a letter, 1 cabled
to him that we should expect themn to stay with us until they
had decided upon a house of their own. received a telegram
from hun last night, saying they had arrived at Plymouth, and .
were coming on to London by the West of Enzland mail. My
motuer and I {my father is dead} went down to Iaddington
Station to' meet -them at four o'vlock this moruning, and—
and——"  But at the remembrance of what had happened the
?pe:d:er completely broke down, and was unable to proceed with
1is story,

** Poor fullow!" said Nelson Lec .c;ympathetieally. “I know
what you found. You fouud that Mr. Thom=on waz dead.”

** How did you know ? " asked Pryce, in surprise.

““I¢ 1s 1 the morning papers,” replied the detective, handing
him a copy of the * Standard,” in which was the following
paragraph :

**SUDDEN DEATH IN A TRAIN.—On the arrival of tle
West of Engiand mail at Paddington, this morning, a third-
class passenger, named Ralph Thomson, was fuund to have
suddenly died between Reading and London., An inquest
will be held.” »

““That i3 true, as far as it goes,” said Arthur Pryee, ‘‘but 1t
15 not all, The awful discovery upset us all most terribly, of
course, and by the time we had recovered from the shock, we
found that, with the exception of two small bags, which they
Lad in the carriage with them, every box and bag of their
luggage had been spirited away. Until then, T had been dis.
posed to believe that Mr. Thomson's death was due to heart-
disease, from which I knew he suffered, but the theft of his
luggage, following so closely on the heels of his sudden death,
makes me suspect foul play.”

“ A very natural suspicion,” said Nelson Lee approvingly.
“* Have you any reason to suppose that the luggage contained
any article or artioles of particular value to anyone but the

owner?”
““ Ralph

“I do not see how it could,” said Arthur Pryce.
Thomson, as I have¥already told you, was a very ordinary, and
not particularly wealthy farmer. It is difficult to imagine him
possessed of anything more valuable than the few hundred
pounds for which he sold his farrn; and I do not suppose he
carried that amongst his luggage. He would almost certainly
deposit it with his banker.”

* One never knows,” said Nelson Lee. “Some of these
farmers are very averse to entrusting their money to .other
people’s keeping. They will hoard it in an old stocking, or
under the floor of a room, or anywhere where they can look at
it from time to time, rather than let it go out of their sight.
Ralph Thomson may have been one of these distrustful people,
an(tl he may have brought over all his money in one of his trunks
or bags. .

pe ghz»t is possible,” said Arthur Pryce. “ But, even if we
assume that 1t was so, I do not see how the thieves could know
it, or could even know that he was in England at all. TFxcept
his daughter, Lie had not a single living relative in-all the world,
and I am positive that he knew no one in the country but
myself.”

“ That may be,” replied Nelson Lee, * but somecne may have
flollowed him from Australia, and robbed and murdered him

ere.” ' |

HTrue,” said Pryce, “ T Lad not thought of that.”

For several minutes Nelson Lee remained buried in thought,
his eyes half closed, his finger-tips pressed together, and his
forehead drawn into the wrinkles which accompany concentrated
thought. “If I read this problem aright,” he said, at last,
*‘ gverything depends upon the motive which induced Ralph
Thomson to forsake his sheep-farm and come to England. You
have no idea, vou say, what this motive was. Does Miss
Thomson know?”

““1 cannot say. She is naturally so upset by her father's
sudden death that I have not thought it wise either to worry
her with questions, or to hint that T suspect foul play.”

**That 12 all very well,” said Nelson Lee, ‘‘ but if we are to
get to the Lottom of this mysterious affair, she must be ques-
tioned, and the sooner the better. YWhen can I see herf”

“ At once, if you consider it necessary. I have a hansom a$
the door.”

“T will

““T do conszider it necessary,” said Nelson Lee,
return with you to Raglan Read, if T may.”

““ Of course you may,” said Arthur Pryvce. And half an Lour
later they arrived at the house where he and his widowed
mother lived, and where Ruth Thomson was at present staying,

“I wish to spare your feelinga as much as possible, Miss
Thomison,” s:\idI Nelson ILee, *“‘but there are one or two
qguestions I want answering, and you are the only persen who
can answer them. When did your father first broach the idea
of coming to Kugland?”

“ About six months ago,” she answered.

“THE HUNT OF THE WALRUS.” SEE NEXT FRIDAY'S “UNION JACK.”
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“TUp to that timie he had always declared his intention of
ending his days cn his farm ¢ " '

" Yes.” :

:‘ Have you any idea what made him change his mind?”

{ only know that it was in consequence of a discovery he
made,” she replied, “ but what that discovery was I can only
guess. There was a time when my father was light-hearted and
demonstrative, but, after my mother's death, he seemed to
siut himself off from the rest of the world, and became a
reserved and gloomy man. He never took anyone, not even me,
1nto his confidence, and all that I know of his reason for coming
to England is this: One dav—it would be ahout the middle of
Mosy, 1 think—he came to mo, and, without a trace of excite-
ment in his voice, announeed that he had made an important
aiscovery, which would probally result in our spending the
rest of our days in England.” ' '

**Pardon my interrupting you,” said Nelson I.ee, * but at
the time when he told yuu this had he recently been away from
home? Had he beeu in the neighbourhood of the gold-fields,
for instance ?”

**Oh, no,” she aaswered readily; ““on the contrary, for
saveral weeks previous he had been more at home than usual.
This was because Lie was rebuilding a part of the house, which
13 a very cold one, and ons that has been in the family for many,
many vears. He was having one part of it pulled down, 1n
order to build a new wing, and, as he was very much interested
in the alterations, he staved at home to see that his plans wera
properly carried out. 1 do not think he had heen awar from
home for quite six weeks before he made the announcement 1
hkave told you of.”

*Thank you,” said Nelson T.ee.
siory, please?”

** After telling me of this discovery,” she went on, ‘‘ he added,
‘1 am going down to Malbourne now to see a lawyer, and, if
ke advises me to do so, 1 shall sell the farm before I return.’
He was away about a forinight, and, when he came baok, he told
me he had sold tha farm, snd that, as scon as he could settle
his business affairs, we were to sail to England. I knew his
uature well enough to know that it would be useless to question
him about his discoverr, and, as a matter of faot, he only
ailnded to it once again,”

* When was that?"” asked Nelson Lee.

* 1t was when our luggage was being taken aboard tlie boat
at Melbourne,” she replied, ** Fe pointed to a brown-leather
portmanteau, with his initials in white letters on the outside,
and said, ‘1f anvthing should happen to me before we reach
England, you will find my discovery hidden inside the lining
of that portmanteau. Guard it as yoeu would guard vour life,
for it wiﬁo i ”

**Will sou continue your

make you one of tha richest girls in England.

** What construction did you place upon these words¢? " said
Nelson Lee. o

**You will probably laugh at my fanoy, when I tell you,”
ghe replied. © There is a tradition in our family that one of
our ancestors was a memher of a titled English family, who
emigrated to Auatraliz, and changed his name. 1 thought,
perhape, this ancestor might have run off with soms of the
family jewels, and that when my father was pulling down the
old hcuse, he found themu under the flooring, or behind the
wainscoting.” :

Nelson Lee shook his head. “ Do you know the name of
the lawyer your father consulted?” he asked. ‘

“1 do not.” ‘

¢ Did he write to anyone in England about hisdiscovery?”

“ If he did, he never told me. But, as I have already said,
Lia was not accustomed to take me into his confidence.”

“I am afraid that hia death, and the subsequent theft of his
Inzgage, prove that he did write to someone 1n this country,”
said Nelson Lee, more to himself than to Ruth Thomson.

“You do not suggest that my father's death was due to foul
play?” she cried, with a new, wild horror ia her eyes. ‘ Oht
do not tell me that my father was murdered!”

* Where is the body 7" he asked, turning to Arthur Pryce, in
the hope of evading her qusstion.

““Tn one of the waiting-rooms at Paddington Station,’
Arthur. ‘It will remain there until after the inguest, which is
at two o'clock this afternoon.” :

“Very well,” said Nelson Lee, taking up his hat. ‘I am
going to Paddington now, to inquire about the luggage. Good-
bye for thie present, Miss Thowsen. As soon as T have anything
to comimunicate I will do my=elf the honour of calling upon you
again.” '

= But you have not answerad rmuy question yet,” shie said im-
ploringly. *‘ You surely cannot believe that my father was
murdered! He was alive and well when we left Reading
Station; the train did not stop Letween there and London, and
wo had the carriage to ourselves the whola way.”

“ 71 will tell vou what I think when I have seen the body,”
he answered gravely. ¢ Your information has shed a flood of
light upon the problem, but it is a difficult case—a very difficult

case,” and he Lowed himself out.

—

said
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CHAPTER IIi. -

Nelson L.ee Falls into a Trap, but obtains some

| Valuable Information. _

It wanted still an Lour te moon when Nelson Lee left the
Pryces’ house, but, owing to a dense November fog which had
sprung up during Lis visit, it was almost as dark as night, The
hansom, which he had left standing at the gate, was gone, and,
as neither he nor Arthur had paid the driver for bringing them
from Gray's Inn Road, its disappearance ocoasioned him no little.
surprise. Turning up the cellar of Lis coat, for the air wuz
damp and chill, }i2 set out at a brisk pace towards the nearest
cabstand, but had not proceeded far when a curious ecene

arrested his attantion, and caused him, for the moment, to forges
the singular behaviour of the cabman.

At the garden-gate of a house not far reivoved from the one
he had just left, stood a red-haired individual, wrinzing his
hands, swaying himself to and fro, mopping his brow with »
huge bandanna handkerchief, and altogether presenting a side-
splitting picture of helplessness and deapair.

Upon the ground, at his feet, lay, or rather wallowed, a
gentlemn, as uulike his companion as could possibly be. He
was tall and thin, with aristocratio featnres, and dressed in the
latest fashicn. lie was apparently in the last stage of in.
toxication, and to all the red-haired individual's exhortations te
 git up and come 'ome,” he responded with a drunken grunt,
and a realistic attempt to swim across the pavement on his
stomacli. | ,

When the coachman {for such the red-haired man appeared to
be) saw Nelson Lee, who had paused to contemplate the dis-
gusting scene, a comical grin spread over his face, and, address-
ing the detective, he said:

- **He's a beauty, ain't he, sir?”

“He's & beast!” said Nelson Lea, with a contemptuous

glance at the figura on the ground.

‘“He's been drinking since yesterday arternoon,”

continued

“the coachmen, ‘“and now ho wants # go down to the City."

** Is-he your master?” asked Nelson Lee. . ‘
“ He is,” replied the coachman, “* but if this sort of thing goes

“on mucl longer he'll have to look out for another coachman.

What do you think 1'd better do with him " ‘

“Oh, take him home by all means,” said Nelson T.ee, without
a moment's hesitation. ¢ Does he live far from here?”

“He lives there,” said the coaclinan, pointing to a large
house, whoso outlines loomed indistinctly through the fog.
*“ He couldn’t git further than 'is own gate, and 1 don’t know
how I'm to git him back to the house again!”

“T’ll give you a hand,” eaid Neison l.ea. *‘Catch hold of his
feet, and wo'll have hira indoors in a trice.”

‘“You're a gentleman, sir,” said the coachman gratefully,
seizing his master roughly by the ankles, whilst the detective
toolk charge of his shoulders.

“You go first, sir,” said the coachman. And, raising the
mean from the ground, they passed through the open gate, and
up the path towards the house, Nelson I.ee, of course, walking
backwards.

This proceeding apparently found littie favour in the eyes of
the inebriated gentleman. More than once he drew up his
knees with an abruptness that nearly brought the coachman
to the ground, and then, before the mari had recovered his
equilibrium, he extended thomn again so vigorously that he was
all but upeet in an opposite direction. With bulldog determi-
nation, however, the coachman stuck to his guns, or rather, to
his master’s ankles, and, finding that he could not shake him off,
the struggling drunkard turned his attention to Nelson Lee.

After butting the detective ficreely with his head, and after
vainly endeavouring to wriggle lis shoulders out of hLis grasp,
o threw back hiz srmg, knocked off tho detective’s hiat, and
clasped his Liands behind Lis neck.

ThLis was more than Nelson Iee had bargained for. He had
already been compelled to adopt the undiznified procedurc of
walking backwards, with: his body bent double, but to be tightly
embraced by a total stranger, and to Lave his face drawn into
loathsome proximity with a drunkard’s, was more than he could
stand.

¢ (fome, stop this, my good man!” he said, with a shudder
of disgust; and, dropping the mon’s shoulders, he sqized his
hands, and endeaveured to unleck the fingers. The moment he
let po the shoulders the coachiman dropped the feet, and the
whole weight of the man’s body being thus suddenly thrown
upon Nelson I.ee, lie was dragged down upon bis linees, and,
but for his cutstretched arms, would have faillen forsvard on his
face.

Ag thus Lie crouched on his hiands and kunees, with tlie man
still hanging like a millstone rourd Lis neck, a sudden suspicion

a
of danger flashed into his mind. The breath of the man who
frea from the odour of in-

was supposed fo Le drunk was as
toxicating liquor as his own!
He struggled furlously to free Limself, but the man stuck to

SOME SPLENDID IMPROVEMENTS WILL BE TAKING PLACE IN OUR COMPANION PAPER,
THE “UNICN JACK.” SOON. LOCK CUT FOR THEM.
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him with all the tenacity of a leech, and presently he heard the
eoachman softly say, ‘‘ Look out, sir!”
At this warning the man unclasped his hands, but, before
Nelson Lee could take advantage of his freedom, the coachman
dealt him a stunning blow upon his unprotected head, and,
ith a stifled groan, he fell senseless to the ground.
For a eouple of hours he lay stunned and hleeding within a
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 BE SAW A MAN, WITH THE UPPER PART OF HIS FACE CONCEALED BY A MARE,
ABSORBED IN EXAMINING A PACXET OF DOCUMENTS.

dozen yards of Raglan Road, which is usually a fairly busy
thoroughfare, but which on this eventful morning was, owing
to the fog, comparatively deserted. When, at length, his
scattered wits returned, it would be difficuls to say with whom
he was the more enraged—his assailants or himself. An
ordinary citizen, he told himself, might well be excused if he
allowed a couple of accomplished actors to deceive him; but for
a detective, and a detective so experienced as himself, to be so
completely taken in, was both a humiliation and a disgrace.

The house which the coachman had asserted was his master’s
residenca was an empty one, and the rest of his story was
doubtless equally untrue, and had been invented on the spur of
the moment, for the purpose of luring Nelson Lee into the
deserted garden.
1etective had no doubt, and, udpon searching his pockets, his
suspicion was amply confirmed. Yet it was robbery of a
singular kind. His watch and chain, his ring, and his purse
were still in his possession, but every scrap of written or
printed matter which he had about him had disappeared.

* Nelson Lee,” he muttered to himself, *‘ this precious couple
havemade a fool of you, but they have given you some valuable
information. The fact that Ralph Thomson’s luggage was
stolen this morning, and that you were entrapped and robbed
immediately after you had visited his daughter, is too startling
to be 2 mere coincidence. 'These men are doubtless the men
who stole the luggage, and they were apparently watching the
house where Miss Thomson is staying. Seeing you arrive, they
probably thought she had sent for you in order to hand over to
you the something which her father had discovered and brought
over to England. That is as good as telling me that they
haven’t found the soniething amongst the luggage they have
gtolen, They imagine Miss Thomson still has 1t in her posses-
sion, and, fearing that she might have handed it over to you,
they paid for your hansom, sent it away, and then entrapped
and robbed you.

““As they have carried off all your fpapers, probably to
examine them at their leisure, it is manifest that it is papers
they are after, and that proves, beyond all reasonable doubt,
that the something which Ralph Thomson discovered was not
jewels, as his daughter fancies, but papers of some kind.

That robbery had been their object the -

“We will forgive them, Nelcon Lee, for this nasty cut, and
for making such a fool of you, since they have given us these
tw9 valuable bits of information. . '

“ Qur object must be to trace the luggage, and restore it to
Miss Thomson, before they discover where the papers are
hidden, and we will never rest until we have done it. . 'They
ghall learn what it costs to make a fool of Nelson Lee!”

CHAPTER 1V,

Discovery of the Dart—The Face ab
the Window— An Attempt on
Nelson Lee's Life,

The inquest-on Ralph Thomson’s body
was held the same afternoon, and a verdich
was duly returned of ‘‘ Death from natural
causes, probably heart-disease.”

Amongst the handful of spectators who
were present at the inquiry in the dimly-
Yighted room at Paddington Station was a
benevolent-looking old clergyman, who

seated himself next to Arthur Pryce, and
followed the somewhat brief proceedings
with an air of amiable and interested
curiogity. When the jury, however, re-
turned the verdict given above, he bestowed
upon them a scathing glance of undisguised
contempt, that seemed strangely out of
keeping with the bland and childlike smile
that played around  his kindly-looking
mouth, »

When the coroner had departed, he
~managed, by a judicious distribution of
iips, to gain admittance to the room in
which the dead man’s body lay, explaining
to the policeman, to whose complaisance he
owed this favour, that the viewing of dead
- bodies was one of his favourite amusements !
Had the policeman seen the expression in
Liis eyes as he scrutinised the body, he
> would have seen little of ** amusement ” in
“them. No police-surgeon could have ex-
amined the Australian's lifeless form with
greater precision, or with a mere intel-
ligent appreciation than did this benevolent
white-haired clergyman, and the result cf
his investigation was summed up in the
half-muttered exclamation, ** Where is the
dart?” ‘ WF

After thanking the policeman very
kindly for having allowed him to view
the body; this singular clergyman sauntered on to the
platform, where, in consequence of the all-pervading fog,
the lamps were lighted. Accosting the first porter he met, he
gaid, ba.n vou tell me, Mr. Porter, if the carriage in which
that gentleman was found dead this morning is still here, or
bas it gone away?” 5

*“ It 18 still here,” replied the porter. ‘It was taken off the
train and shunted into a siding, in case the coroners jury
wanted to see it.”

“Did they ?” asked the clergyman.

““No, sir. They said it wasn’t necessary.” .
- ‘““How wice of them,” gaid the clergyman blandly. ‘‘Really
Eort‘er, you have no idea how this case has interested me. i

ave just been having a look at the poor man’s body, and I
should so like to see the carriage in which he died. Can you
tell me where it is?”

The porter took him to the end of the platform, and, after
crossing one or two lines of rails, pointed to a row of empty
carriages, which could only just be seen through the thick
vellow fog, and said, ‘‘ You see those carriages in the far siding ?
gygl;,the third from this end is the one in which the gentleman

ied. :

““ How interesting!” murmured the clergyman. “It is too
far away, and the fog is too dense, however, for me to see it
clearly. I should dearly like to go close up to it, and have a
good look at it. Do you think I might?” and he sfipped half-a-
crown into the Porter’s hand.

“T think so,” said the porter, touching his cap. ¢ Nobhody
will see you in the fog. You will have to keep a sharp look-out,
however, for the half-past four express is almost due, and to get
to yon siding you have to cross the line of rails the express
comes up on.”

‘¢ All right,” eaid the clergyman. *‘T’ll keep my eyes open.
By the way, were you on duty when the West of England mail
came in this morning?” '

“Yes, sir,” said the porter. - .

“I wonder if you were the porter who handed out Alr.

Thomson’s luggage? ”
“Mr. Thomsen’s?” said the porter, scratching his head.
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~ however, for—— Hist!

& W%S that the luggage with the Australian’steamboat labels
onit?”

- “ 1t was,” said the clergyman eagerly. ¢ Did you get it out

of the van?” . ' ‘ S

“Yes, sir.”

“ Who claimed 1t?”

““There were two of them, sir. One was a tall, thin, well-
dressed gentleman, with a black moustache, and a yellowish
sort of complexion, and the other looked like his coachman, or his
groom. He was not so tall as his master, but he was stouter,
aud had red hair.”

** The very same couple!” muttered the clergvyman; and then
aloud he said, **I want you to tell me exactly what occurred in
connection with that luggage. 1 don’t mind telling you that
those men had no right to claim it. As a matter of fact, they
stole it. You, of course, are not to blame, but I want you to
help me to recover it.” :

*°I will do what I can to help you, sir,” said the porter.
“I'm sure I'm very sorry if I have innocently helped two
thieves, but I didn't know what the owner of the luggage was
like, and when the tall, thin gentleman came up to me, and cried
out, in a hurried voice, ‘IPorter! Mr. Thomson’s luggage,
~quick! I want to catch a train at King’s Cross,” I naturally
concluded that he was Mr, Thomson.  Certainly, now I come to
think of it, he wasn’t particularly spry at pointing out which
was his luggage, but he was in such a hurry that at the time I
couldn’t think of anything but getting the luggage out of the
van as quickly as possible.”

“ Yes; and what did you do with it when you had got it
out?” asked the clergyman, deeply interested.

**The gentleman bhad a carriage waiting outside,” continued
the porter, ‘‘a four-wheeled carriage, driven by a couple of
chestnut horses; and he was in such a hurry that both he and
the coachman lielped me with their own hands to stow away ths
luggage. When we had got it all in the carriage, the gentle-
man ‘gave me half-a-sovereign, and jumped into the carriage,
crying, *King's Cross, John, as quickly as you can!’' The
coachman whipped up the horses, they dashed away at a furious

~ gallop, and that was the last I saw of them.”

.. ““Your information does not help me much, I am afraid,”
said the clergyman in tones of disappointment. *‘ Thank you,
What was that?” ' :

"They were standing at the end of a long row of empty trucks,
some distance from the principal portion of the station, and all

" alone, as they sugposed. Yet the sound which had startled the -
e unmistakable sound of a smothered sneeze! -

: clérgyman was t
; ‘* We have been overheard!” exclaimed the clergyman, and

_he darted round to the other side of the empty truocks with an
agility that was remarkable in one so old. The fog, howerver,
was so dense that the eavesdropper—if such there been—
got clear away, and, in no very amiable frame of mind, the
clergyman rejoined the porter. g

‘* 1 hope it wasn’t one of the inspectors,” said the porter, in a
doleful tone of voice. * If it was I shall get into trouble for
bringing you here.”

- **1 don’t think vou will, if you mention my name,"” said the
clergvman, with a curious smile.
“ What is your name, sir? " asked the porter.
*“ Nelson Lee,” replied the clergyman.
““The detective!” exclaimed the porter; and, before he had
recovered from his amazement, the clergyman had plunged into
the fog, and was making his way towards the deserted siding in
which stcod the carriage he wished to see.
It was, indeed, Nelson Lee, who had adopted the disguise of
a clergyman in consequence of the attack made upon him in
.Raglan Road. That attack had convinced him that the thieves
“were aware of the fact that he had been entrusted with the task
of hunting them down, and, such being the case, it became im-
erative for him to conceal his identity, if he wished to pursue
. his investigations with a fair chance of success.

Before taking up the question of the stolen luggage, he had
determined to inspect the body, in order to settle, once for all,
the question of foul play. 'The reader already knows how he
obtained an opportunity of examining the body, and, as he had
been originally educated for a doctor, he was able to bring to
bear upon his task a trained intelligence superior to that of the
ordinary detective.

Not only did his quick eye discern, in the lividity of the face
and the contraction of the muscles, the symptoms of death by
poisoning, but he also detected a little black spot on the dead
man’s cheek, where the poisoned dart had entered. Marshalling
his facts together, and setting them in what he conceived to be
their proper order, he speedily traced in his mind as true a
picture of the murder in the mail as though he had been an eye-
witness.

Putting aside the important questions of the identity of the

agsassin, and the motive for his dastardly crime, the only other
point that remained to be solved was the whereabouts of the
dart. It was no longer in the dead man’s cheek, and it was
inconceivable that the murderer could have recovered it before
the train arrived at Paddington. TUnless, therefore, he had done
80 since, it must still be in the carriage, and if Nelson Lee could

" was, until both of them had passed.

the snorting engine !

find it, it would not only confirm his theory of the crirae, buj
mifht also prove an important piece of evidence 1n after daya.

The assassin would doubtless also realise the importance of
removing this proof of his crime without delay, and, in his owa
mind, Nelson Lee had little doubt“that the smothered sneezg
he heard when conversing with the porter cams from him. He
was evidently on the same tack as the detective, and this is why
Nelson Lies left his companion so abruptly., He wished to be
first in the field. : :

So dense was the fogz in the deserted siding, that he had soma
little difficulty in finding the carriage he wanted, and, when at
Iast he did so, he was obliged to strike a match, in order to
explore its dark and silent interior. With this in his hand, ke
groped about the compartment, subjecting every nook aund -

- corner to a searching investigation. Just when he was begin-
ning to fear that the assassin had forestalled him, he espied tha
object of his quest between the cushion and the back of the
carriage.

A low ery of satisfaction escaped him at the sight, but, as hs
was cautiously placing the dart in his pocket-case, he suddeunly
perceived a face—a thin, sallow face, with a black moustacha
and a pair-of cruelly-gleaming eyes—closely pressed against thwe
window on the opposite side of the carriage.

It disappeared the moment he caught sight of it, and, dropping
the lighted match, he bounded towards the door, only to find
that it was locked. w o :

With a muttered malediction on his luck, he rushed to ths
other side of the compartment, leaped through the open door,

~and ran swiftly round the end of the row of empty carriages.
. There was no one to be seen. Inwardly raging at his want
of success, he entered the compartment once more, changed hiy

clothes, and, when he started on his walk back to the lighted

" portion of the stationy he no longer :é)peared as a clergymor,

ut as an ordinary individual. He had crossed several lines of
“rails, when a rushing sound upon his right, coupled with a
trembling of the ground, warned him of the advent of the hal:-
past four express, of which the porter had warned him. A
“mineral train was coming up in an opposite direction, and, a4+
" it was impossible, owing to the fog, to tell upon which set ot
“rails the trains were travelling, he decided to stay where he

- As events turned, out, he was standing close beside the lins
up which the express was-thundering. e did not realise this
"until it was almost abreast of him, and, when he saw his danger,
he quickly'stepped backwards, only “to f:%ld himself sudden!y
seized from behind, and hurled with irresistible force in front of

CHAPTER V.

" A Midnight Intruder at Raglan Road—Arthur gets

‘the Worst of a Struggle.

We must now turn our attention for 2 moment or two to No. 19,
Raglan Road, in order to describe a series of events which were
not only sufficiently exciting in themselves, but which, by a
rare slice of good luck, led to the discovery of a most important
,clue. ‘
Ruth Thomson was present, of course, at the inquest on her
father’s body, but she was so overwhelmed with grief that it 13
doubtful if she ever noticed that an individual in clerical
costume was amongst the spectators. Arthur Pryce, as already
stated, was also there, but, although Nelson Lee sat by him
throughout the whole é)roceedings, he failed to penetrate the
detective's disguise, and was secretly disappointed that Nelson
Lee had not—as he thought—considered it worth his while to
attend.

When the verdict had been duly entered, and the necessary
certificates made out, he arranged for the removal of the body
to Raglan Road, and then, with Ruth, drove there himself.

It had been a trying day for the orphan-girl, and his heart
ached at the sight of her wan and tear-stained face. He tried
to comfort her by oft-repeated expressions of his confidence in
Nelson Lee; but these brought little solace to the stricken giri,
for, after all; neither the great detective nor anyone else could

~ bring her father to life again, and, compared with the loss of

her father, the rest of her troubles were insignificant.

When they reached Raglan Road, they found that Arthur's
mother had caused an appetising tea to be prepared for them ;
but Ruth declined all offers of food, and, in accordance with
Mrs. Pryce’s advice, she went to bed. Arthur and his mother
passed a miserable evening together, discussing the mysterious
calamity which had overtaken Ruth, and at ten o'clock they,
too, retired to rest. The servants followed a little later, and by

~half-past ten the house was dark and silent. '

For quite an hour after retiring to bed, Arthur tossed ahout,
in a vain attempt to woo sleep, and, when at last he succeeded,
he was haunted by frightful dreams and horrible nightmares.

" In one of these he dreamt that Ruth was being murdered
before his eyes, and such were the violent efforts he made (in
his sleep) to save her, that he awoke to find himself bathed ia
perspiration, and trembling in every limb.

“THE HUNT OF THE WALRUS. ADVENTURES ON THE ICE-FIELDS.
SEE NEXT FRIDAY'S “UNION JACK.”



6 | | THE “HALFPENNY MARVEL.”

"“Jf I goon
I wonder

“ This will never de!™ he muttered to himself,
hke this I shall be a perfect wreck befere morning.
what time it is? ", I

As if in answer to hig thought, the little eloek upon the
mantelpices struck iwo, and, so strained werve his nerves, that
the low and ciivery chime of the clock gtartied him like a clap of
thunder.

““Great heaven!™ he growled, “how ehattered my nerves
must be! Il try what a cigarette will de in the way of com-
posing them,” and, with this intention, Le got out of bed, and
turned up the gas.

Finding that he had }eft his eigarettes downstaire, he slipped
into a dressing-gown and o pair of woollen shippers, opened his
chamber-door with as little noise as possible, g0 24 not to diss
turb his mother or-Ruth, and, with a lighted taper in his hand,
gtole noiselessly down the thickly-carpeted stairvs,

- On his way to the dining-rcom, where he had left hia
cigarettes, he had to pass the door of a little roem in which he
kept his bocks and papers, and which he dignified by the name of
his ** library.” As he approached this door, he was surprised to
perecive a faint band of light streaming through the uarrow
space between the floer and the bottom of the door. 1lis first
tmught was that the servants had forgotten to turn out the gas
before they went to bed, but immediaiely afterwards he remem-
bered that he himself had put cut the gas, and had also locked
up the room, leaving the key in the lock on the outside of the
door, where, as he could see, it still remained,

Extinguishing his taper, he crept along the passage, and
placed hLis ear to the keyhole. There was someone moving on
the other side of the locked doot ! ’

““It is a burglar!” he muttered. ‘‘He must have got in
through the conservatory or the dining-room+4” A

In order to render this remark inteﬁi.gible, it is necessary to
explain that between the dining-room of Pryce’s house and the
room which Arthur calied his library, there was a glass con.
servatory, which opened at one end into the dining-room and
at the other into the library. ‘There were consequently three
ways by which the burglar might have entered the little room,
without making use of the door which wsas locked. He might
have entered by the library-window, which overlooked the lawn
at the side of the house; he might have broken into the glass
conservatory, and so made his way into the hibrary; and, lastly,
he might. have effected an entrance through the dining-room
window at the back, passed from that room iuto the conserva-
tory, and thenee into the library. .

With cat-like tread, Arthur glided past the library door, and

ained the dining-room. The window was shut and fastened,
rom which it was elear that the burglar had net gained an
entrance in that direetion. Arming himself with a heavy poker,
he stole silently into the conservatory, and as the door at the
other end, leading into the library, was open, he was able to
sco right into the latter room.

A singular scene met his view., Upcn the corner of the
mantelpiece stood a small dark-lantern, and by its light he saw
a tall, thin man, with the upper part of his face concealed by
a mask, kneeling in front of an open drawer, and absorbed in
examining a packet of legal documents which belonged to Mrs.
Pryce. The floor of the room was strewed with letters, bills,
and papers of various kinds, all of which belonged to Arthur or
his mother; and, as Arthur paused to observe the masked
intruder, he tossed aside the papers he was then examining, and
opened ancther drawer.

As he watched this man overhauling his papers, a dim sus-
picion of the truth began to dawn upon Arthur's mind. He was
unaware, of course, of the fact that Nelson Lee had been robbed
of all his papers, but he was shrewd enough to come to the
same conclusion as the great detective. This was the man, he
conjectured, who had stolen Ralph Thomson's luggage, and,
judging by his present proceedings, it was natural to suppose
that he had stolen it in order to obtain certain papers of value
to himself. Failing to find these papers in the stolen luggage,
he had broken into Arthur's house, to ascertain if Ruth had
handed them over to her lover. .

As none of the glass in the conservatory was broken, it was
obvious that the noeturnal visitor had gained admittance
through the library window: and ag, no doubt, he would have
left this window open, in order to make his escape at the first
sign of interruption, Arthur's only chance of eapturing him was
to take him by surprise.

For this purpose, he threaded his way, with infinite eaution,
amongst the palms and plants with which the conservatory was
filled. He traversed two-thirds of the distance without mishap,
and then, in stepping aside to avecid a spreading palm, he
stumbled over a watering-can, which had been cavelessly left on

- the ground. A terrible clatter was the result of this mischance,

and, all hope of taking his enemy by surprise beihg now at an

end, he grasped the poker tightly in his hand, and rushed into
~ the library. At the same moment the man in the mask, alarmed
by the din, dropped the papers he was examining, and sprang
to his feet. It was not until he did so that Arthur perceived
that a revolver lay near him; but it was too late to think of

drawing back, and, though the intruder instantly covered him
with his weapon, he still rushed on. :

His bulldog courage met with its reward, for though tle
trigger descended there was no report, and, of course, no shot.
The revolver, in fact, had missed fire, and, before the mun
could make a second attempt, the heavy iron poker descended
on hig wrist, with such terrible force that the revolver fell from
liis nerveless grasp. .

Maddened by pain and anger, he sprang upon Arthur, just as
he was preparing to repeat the blow, and, (Egpping the poker,
which was useless at such close quarters, Arthur grappleﬁvith
him in the centre of the room. - A short, sharp struggle now tooic

lace, and, though Arthur’s movements wero considerably

ampered by the heavy folds of his cumbersome dressing-gown,
he managed to hold his own for a time. He made several
attempts fo tear away the mask from his oppeonent’s face, and on
his part the man put forth all Lis efforts 1o prevent any trace of
his identity being revealed.

Round-and round the little room they staggered, locked in
each other’s embrace, whilst a patter of feet upon the stairs
apnounced that the rest of the household was hastening to the
gcene of conflict. As the footsteps drew nearer, the exertions
of the combatants grew more desperate, until at last Arthur
managed to clutch the mask that concealed his enemy’s face.
With a sudden wrench, he tore it off, but, at the same instant,
the man swung round his arm, and knocked the lantern off the
mantelpiece, plunging the room in darknese, and so preventing
Arthur seeing his face. Then, putting forth a final effort, he
lifted Arthur oif bis feet, and just as Muys, Pryce, with a lighted
candle in her hand, was opening the door, he hurled him seross
the room with such savage force, that the door was bangegl to
in the old lady’s face, dashing the candle out of her hand, and
knoecking her backwards into the arnis of the frightened servants.

Stunned by the force of the blow, Arthur lay unconscious
and unable to rise; and, with a cry of trjumph, his assailant
rushed to the open window, and disappeared into the darkness,

CHAPTER VI

Nelson Lee gets further Information-—An Uncom-
fortable Ride.

In the ordinary walks of life, the man who practises modera-
tion is almost always more successful than he who goes to
extremes, and this holds good to an .even greater degree with
those who follow the dark and dificutt paths of erime. If, for
instance, the man who pushed Nelson Lee in front of the in-
coming express had heen content to give him a moderate push,
there is httle doubt that he would have succeeded in his mur-
derous design ; kut, as it was, he overshot the mark, and failed
through Leing too eager. Instead of quietly thrusting his
enemy under the wheels of ‘the locomotive, he hurled him right
across the line, and consequently eclear of danger.,

It was a narrow squeak, and. in spite of his iron nerves, the
detective's face grew pale at the thought of the awful deoom
from which he had so narrowly escaped.  As soon as the express
had thundered past, he darted back across the line, and ran
hither and thither in a vain endeavour to discover the would-be
assassin.  After half an hour's useless toil, he gave up the
attempt in despair, and once niore turned hie steps towards the
lighted portion of the station.

When he reached the main platform again, the porter with
whom he had-previously conversed came up to him, and said :

“ I wish I’'d known you were still in the station, Mr. Lee, I
thought you would have gone by now.”

‘“So I should,” replied Nelson Lee, ‘‘but for a dastardly
attempt up'on my life. But why do you wish you'd known I
was here?” '

““ Because I could have introduce:d you to someone who knows
E’hers Mr. Thomson’s luggage was taken after it went from

ere. ,

““You could ? ” eried Nelson Lee joyousty., ‘Can you not do
s0 now?”

‘“ Not at present,” said the porter. * It's partly my fault, for
I forgot to tell you something when I was talking to you
before.”
~ **Qut with it now!” said Nelson Lee eagerly. * Better late
than never! If it enables me to trace the ﬁlggarge you shall be
well rewarded for vour information.”

““Well, it’s this,” said the porter. ‘‘There's a dirty young
ragamuffin, called Nipper, who hangs about the station selling
matches and evening papers, and who's a perfeet young demon
for jumping up behind the cabs and carriages. He was lLere
about ten minutes ago, and, as soon as I elapped eyes on him," T
remembered that I had seen him jump up behind the carriage
in which Mr. Themson’s luggage was taken away.”

‘‘ But surely he would only ride a hundred yards or so behind
1t ? ” suggested Nelson Lee.

‘““He went as far as the earriage went,” said the porter
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faughingly, “If I'd thought I wae going to sec you sguin
fo—éa.y 1'd have kept him for you to see.” -

“‘It’s ten thousand pities you didn’t.do so in any case,’ gaid
Nelson Lee bitterly. ** When shall you see him aguin?”

*“Oh, he'll be here again to-night, or to-morrow morning, at
the latest!” said the porter. ‘“But I must warn vou that he
won't answer uny questions unless he's paid for doing so: and
if he gets it into his dirty head that you are connected with the
pelice, he won't open his mouth.”

- He shall be paid, of course, if he has anything to com.
rmounicate,” said Nelson Lee. I hope you haven't frightened
him away by any indiscreet remarks?”

“Oh, no!"” said the porter. **All I said to him was, *Did
o have a good ride behind that carriage this morning,
Nipper?’

*** They drove so fast that T couldn’t have jumped off if 1'd
wanted, which I didn't.” he zaid.

*“ ‘ Then you rode behind it all the way to King's (ross?’ [
asked.

““*King's Cross?’ he said.
Cross.’

*“ “Where did it go?’ I askeidl.

‘“ * Look here, porter,” said he, ‘whore you trying to pump?
Is it a perlice fake?’ :

“‘It’s not,” I said, ‘but I know a gentleman who would,
maybe, give half-a-dollar to know where that carriage went to.’

* < Well, T can teil him,’ said he.

‘““Where was it?’ I aszked.

““‘*What do you take me for?’ he acked, with a knowing
wink., ‘I know how to take esre of a good thing, when ['ve got
hold cf one. No, don't you try to come the confidence dodge
on me!’”

* What 1s his address? 7 asked Nelson Lee.

The porter laughed. *‘I asked him the same question my-
gelf,” he said, ‘*and his anzwer was, ‘ The open air, London!’”

“ I should like to know the young rascal, apart from the fact
that lie may bhe able to help me,” said Nelson Lee. * He seems
to be quite a character. Here is half-a-sovereign for yourself,
and if Nipper comes again to-day, tell him there is another for
him, if he will come to my rcoms in Gray’s Inn Road to-morrow
at nine o'clock.”

** Thank you, sir,” said the porter, touching his eap. “T will
be sure to give him your message.” And, with increasing hope
and confidence, the detective returned to his rooms.

It was six o'clock when he reached home, and, without so
much as a thought of food, he went straight to what he ealled
his “ workroom.” This was a spacious room at the back of the
house, into which nobody but himself was ever allowed to enter.
On tvo sides the walls were lued with shelves, containing all
kinds of chemicals nsed in testing for poison, whilst on a table
at the end were microscopes, lamps, retorts, and all the para-
phernalia of an analytieal chemist, On another side of the room
stood two massive hook-cases, one containing a perfeet library
of scientific, medical, and legal works, and the other containing
serap-books, filled with newspaper-cuttings relating to erime in
every part of the ecivilised world. ¥Finally, the whoie length of
the remaining wall was occupied by drawers and cupboards, in
which were stored wigs and disguises of every shape and Lue.

For several hours he remained hard at work in this room,
examining the dart which he had found in the railway-carriage,
and analysing the fihn of poison with which its slender point
was tipped. With regard to the dart, he found that it was
nothing more than a simple thorn, but, from its size, he con-
eluded that it was of tropical growth, for it is only in such
regions that thorns of such dimensions are grown. The poison
he discovered to be identical with that employed by the savages
of C'entral and Western Africa to tip their poisoned darts and
Arrows, £

*“1t is more than probable,” he muttered to himself, “ that
the man who shot this dart has travelled or lived in Africa, and
bas come in contact with the natives, from whom he has obtained
this specimen of their barbarous weapons, Unimportant theugh

‘Why it didn't go near King's

this fact may seem at present, it may come in useful at socine’

future date as an additional aid to the identification of the
murderer.”

Having concluded his investigations, he remembered that Le
was hungry, and, after placing the poisoned dart in a place of
security, he sat down to a good square meal. When this was
finished, Le smoked a single pipe, and went to bed.

Like Arthur, he found it unpossible to rest. The dark. in-
scrutable problem of Ralph Thomson's death intruded itself
even into hig dreams, and made sleep-even more exhausting than
work. About midmght he got up, and, enveloping himszelf in
a dressing-gown, he lit a pipe, and settled himself in an easy
chair to think. He attacked the problem from fresh points of
view, compared it with all the similar cases of which he had
ever heard or read, and invented a score of plausible theories as
to the nature of the papers which the dead man had discovered,
and which someone in England was so anxious to secure.

Suddenly he sprang from his chair, and, tearing off his
dressing-gown, began to dress with frantic haste.

““What a fool I am!” he said, speaking half-aloud, in rapid,

disjointed tones. ““Those villaing as geood as told me this
morning that they hadn't found the papera yet. They attacked
me hecause they thought Miss Thomson might have given them
to me, and, when they found I hadn’t got them, they would
naturally conclude that they are still in her possession. Since
they have muvdered her father, and attacked me, they will
certaiuly not spare her, if they think she has the papers; and,
whilst I am sitting idly here, she or her lover msy be in deadly
eril. I ought to have set wuatch on the Pryces’ house, or, ab
feazt, t0 have warned Arthur of danger. I have failed in my
duty to the Australian’s orphan, and if murder is done at No. 19,
Raglan Read to-night, I shall counsider myeelf as guilty as the
man who strikes the blow.” :

Thrusting a revelver into his pocket, he left the house without
disturbing his landlady, and set off to walk at a rapid pace to
Ragl:n Road., At that early hour he had little hope of meeting
with a eab, and, as a matter of fact, the only empty vehicle he
2w was a private carriage, which, with unlighted lamps, was
stawding at the corner of a deserted street, quite close to Raglan
Read, This—although, of course, he did not know it—belonged
to the man whom Arthur had discovered in the act of over-
havling lis papers, and was waiting here to eonvey him away
when his task was done.

When Nelson Lee approached the carriage, the coachman,
who was dozing on the box, gave so sudden a etart that he jerked
up the reins, and, the horses taking this for a signal to start,
commenced to trot away. With a savage cath, the coachman
pulled them wup, but not before they had emerged from the
shadow in which they had previously been standing, and had
passed a lighted lamp, whose light enabled Nelson é?Lee to see
them quite distinetly, With a thrill of exultation, he dis-
covered that the carriage answered exactly to the one described
by the porter at Paddington Station, and he had'little difficulty
in identifying the coachman with the man who had helped to
attack him in the morning. ;

** There is mischief afoot, as I feared,” he muttered. °‘‘This
carriage is waiting here, no doubt, whilst its owner ransacks
ti}:e Pg’yces’ house 1n search of the papers which he thinkg.are
there.

Whilst these thoughts were passing through his mind, he con-
tinued to walk ramdly towards Raglun Road, hoping againet
hope that he might be in time to prevent any further cstastrophe,
Presently, however, he heard someone running in the opposite
direction, and, slipping through an open garden-gate, he waited
for the man to pass. It was the man whom Arthur bad un-
masked, though, of course, Nelson Lee knew nothing about the
encounter in the library, and, as he passed beneath a neighbour-
ing lamp, the detective once more beheld the face of the man
who had entrapped and robbed him in the morning. It was the
face he had seen at the earriage-window in the afternoon, and it
wag the face the porter had described to him-—long and thin,
with sallow eomplexion and black moustache.

Assoon as the fugitive had passed the garden in which he was
hiding, he crept out and followed him. . As the night was both
dark and foggy, this was an easy task for one who was an adept
at the art of '‘ shadowing,” and when the tall mman reached the
corner where his carriage was waiting, Nelson Lee was less than
half a dozen vards behind.

The coachman was alert enough on this oceaston, and, as coon
as hiz master came within speaking distance, he asked in cager
tones, *‘ Did you find them?”

“{urse it, no!” replied the other. ‘‘I was interrupted
before I had finished my sgearch. But I do not think they are
there.”

** Either Nelson Lee or his ghost has just pone by,” continued
the coachman. ** Did you meet anyone on the road?”

* Nelson Lee! ” cried his master, in alarm. ** If he 13 in this
neighbourhood the sconer we clear out the better,” and, jump-
ing up beside the coachman, he seized the whip, and lashed the
horses into a furious gallop.

Like a greyhound leaping after its prey, Neleon Lee sprang
up behind the carriage, but so fast and fyrious was the pace

‘that he had eonsiderable difficulty in maintaining his seat.

“ If thev keep up this pace much longer,” he growled, “I
shall soon be shaken off into the road.” But when the fugitives
had put what they considered a esafe distance between them-
selves and Raglan Read, they pulled up the horses, and for the
rest of the journey proceeded at a pace less likely to arouse the
suspicions of the passers-by.

After rattling through an endless succession of deserted
streets, they crossed the Thames at London Bridge, turned
sharply to the left, and finally emerged into the open country.

*“We are now in the county of Kent,” thought Nelson I.ee
who, in spite of his cramped and dificult pesition, had followec
the route by which they had come az closely as though an open
map had been before him. *‘‘ We have driven quite twelve
miles from Raglan Road. Surely they cannot bave much
further to go.”

'The journey, however, showed no signs of coming to an end,
and it was not until nearly five o’clock in the morning that they
dashed through the entrance to a well-wooded park, and drew
up at the door of a large old-fashioned country-house.
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Ths moment the horses stopped, Nelson Lee slipped down
from his perch and crawled beneath the carriage. 'The tall,
thin man got off- the box, and after a whispered conversation
with the coachman, mounted the steps in front of the door, and
inserfed a latch-key in the keyhole. '

‘“ Good-night ! ” he shouted, as he opened the door. * Don't
forget, to-morrow at ten.” "
**Grood-night, Sir Oliver,” replied the coachman. ‘I’'ll nob

forget,” and, as the door silently closed, the coachman drove off
to the stables, leaving Nelton Lee lying flat upon his face on
the carriage-drive in front of the house.

1 ‘t‘ 'S&r Oliver!” he muttered. “I begin to see daylight at
ast.,

CHAPTER VIL

Nelson Lee Takes to Housebreaking as a Means of
Escape—Chased by Bloodhounds.

In the City the fog stil hung about the streets and houses,
but in the country it was a clear and star-lit winter's night.
When the sound of the carriage-wheels had died away, Nelson
Lee rose to his feet, and, by the cold light of the stars, con-
templated the house to which he had so courageously tracked
the man he was hunting down.

It was a picturesque Tudor mansion, dating from the reign of
Queen Elizabeth, and surrounded by a small but exceedingly
well-wooded park, which, in one direction, extended to the very
walls of the house itself. In spite of the (iecay into which some
portions of it had recently been allowed to fall, it was still a
- tine old place, and one that was worthy of a better owner than
tlie man who had just entered it. : '

Whilst Nelson Lee was surveying that part of the house which
adjoined the park, a light appeared in one of the upper windows,
and a moment later the man whom the coachman had addressed
a3 *‘Sir Oliver” came to the window in order to draw down
the blind. He was evidently in an angry moed, for he gave the
cord such a vicious tug that not only the blind but the roller as
well came rattling down about his ears. He made no attempt
to replace them, but, flinging them from him with an angry
gesture, walked away.,

In front of the lLighted window grew an elm-tree, and, by
swarming up this, Nelson Lee gained an uninterrupted view of
the interior of .the room. Sir 6liver was in" the-act of guiping
down a glass of brandy, and, when he had drained the glass, he
flung himself into an easy chair, folded his arms across his chest,
and scowled at the toes of his patent-leather boots. :

‘I know exactly what you're thinking of, my friend,”
thought Nelson Lee, as he watched the scene from his lofty

reh,  “* You're wondering where on earth those papers caa be.
‘ou have made desperate efforts to get hold of them, and,
although- you have actually succeeded in doing so, you are un-
aware of the fact! You're a baffled man, in your own estima-
tion, and, in addition to that, you're haunted by the fear that
vou've jeopardised your own precious life without achieving

the result you aimed at. That extra scowl you just now in-
dulged in was produced, no doubs$, by thoughts of me. You
have every reason to hate“me, I admit, and you shall have
reason to fear me ere long!”

Presently Sir Oliver rose from his seat, and walking over to
an iron safe in the corner of the room, unlocked it, and took cut
a couple of letters.
curiosity as he beheld these letters, for he could see that they
bore Australian stamps upon the envelopes.

** I knew Ralph Thomson had written to someone before he left
Australia,” he muttered.  **I would give ten pounds to have
those letters in my possession for ten minutes.”

Taking the letters out of their envelopes, Sir Oliver spread
them out before him, and, with his elbows on the table, and his
hands to the side of his head, he read them and re-read tliem
half a dozen times. - o

*“ Again I follow your thoughts,” said Nelzongl.ee, to himself.
““You are trying to discover in those letters some chance
allusion to the whereabouts of the papers—some clue that will
enable you to find them. I fervently hope you will not succeed.”

Apparently Sir Oliver did not succeed, for, after studying the
letters until he must surely have known them by heart, ha
suddenly crumpled them up in his fist, and tossed them angrily
into the safe again, In his anger he failed to notice that one of
the crumpled sheets fluttered to the ground, and, huving locked
the safe, ae took up the lamp, and left the room.

“ Now is my chance,” thought Nelson Lee.  This branch
extends to within an inch or two of the window-sill. T have-only
to wait until Sir Oliver is asleep, and then—— Great heavens!
What is that?” 5

The sound which provoked this exclamation was the deep bay
of a hound, which grew louder and louder, until at last a full-
grown and ferocious bloodhound bounded to the foot of the tres
in which he was hiding. 5 '
 The animal made frantic efforts to get at Lim, and the park
re-echoed with hig loud-mouthed bay. '

. IF YOU WANT

The detectiva’s eyes grew big with eager

‘ Lie down, you brute!” shouted the detective, . ‘

The animal, however, evinced no intention of lying down,
and, alarmed {)y the dproar, Qir Oliver threw open the window,
and leaned out. It was only by lying flat upon the branch
that Nelson Lee escaped discovery, for he was so close to Sir
Oliver that he could almost have touched him with kLis hand.

“1 don’t see anything,” growled the baronet audibly, ‘‘ bub
there must be something wrong, or the lLound would never
behave like that. It cannot be poachers, for they would nos
venture so near the house. I know what it is!”—and Nelson
Lee could hear him gasp as the thiought occurred to him.
** That sconndrel Liee has tracked me here! If such should ba
the case, he shall bitterly rue the Lour when he set foot im
Riversdale Park! TI’ll set the hounds on him!” and he drew in
his head and disappeared. '

The moment he had left the room Nelson Lee crept to the end
of the branch, and crawled through the open window. Picking
up the letter which Sir Oliver had dropped, he thrust it into his
pocket, and darted back to the window, only to find that Sie.-
Oliver and the coachman were standing underneath, with
lighted lanterns in their hands.

It would have been madness to have attempted to escape by
the way he had entered, and, slipping off his boots, he left the
room and descended the stairs in search of some other means of
exit. When he reached the bottom of the stairs, he found
himself in a long and thickly-carpeted passage, which led to the
billiard-room. The footsteps of awakened servants could now
be hieard on every side, and, runuing swiftly down this passage,
he entered the billiard-room and made for the window.

Just as he was preparing to open it, he heard footsteps on the
gravel-walk outside, and, doub{)ing back, he darted across the
smoking-room, along a narrow passage, down a flight of steps,
and into the kitchen. To unlock and unbolt the door was the
work of a moment, and, passing through it, he found himself in
a kind of area, at one end of which was a flight of stone steps.

With his boots in one hand, and Lis revolver in the other, ha
ran up these steps, and, after crossing an extensive kitchen-
garden and climbing a low stone wall, File found himself in the
park again, but in an opposite direction from before.

Here he paused to put on his boots, and also to consider wiwab
his next proceeding should be. Though he was now so far from
the house that the voices of those who were searching for him
could no longer be heard, the appalling howls of the blocod-
hound still continued to awake the echoes of the £lace,.and a
moment or two later a gruffer and deeper bay told him that s
second hound had been set loese to hunt him down. In the
east the first faint glimmer of dawn was illumining the horizon,
and altogether the outlook was anything but promising for the
intrepid and dauntless detective.

To make his situation more unfortunate, he had entirely loss
his reckoning, and had no idea what course to take. This,
however, was speedily decided for himn, for he soon becams
aware that, led by the bloodhounds, a party of men wers coming
towards him from the right. _

“ Those infernal hounds Lave found the scent!™ he muttered,
springing to his feet, and darting away to the left. * Having
found it, they will never leave it until they have tracked me

- down, and}lwhen that occurs, Sir Oliver will not call them off

until they have worried me to death.” _
He ran as he had never run before, in and out amongst tha

“ trees, and through the tangled brushwood with which the park

abounded. He was running a losing race, however, for the
velps of the hounds and the cries of the men came nearer and
nearer, but with such varying intensity that it was easy to per-
ceive that one of the hounds was some distance ahead of the
other, and both were ahead of Sir Oliver and the servants.

This discovery gave rise to a gleam of hope in the detective’s
breast, and the gleam grew brighter still, when his eyes caught
sight of the reflection of the stars in a sheet of water about a
hundred yards ahead. 1f he could manage to reach this sheet of
water before the hourds caught up to him, there was a possible
chance of throwing:them off the scent, and he redoubled his
efforts to do so.

Whilst he was still about twenty vards from the edge of the
water, he heard the panting of the foremost bloodhound at his
heels, and, turning swiftly round, he fired a couple of shots
into the animal’s face. With a yelp of mortal agony, the hound
rolled over, and, without pausing to ascertain if it was dead, he
rushed to the water’s edge, and plunged in. A dozen powerful
strokes carried him sufficiently far to render him invisible from
the bank, and, by the time the rest of his pursuers came up, ha
was almost in the centre of what he found was a large, deep
ornamental lake.

"Here he took a rest, for he guessed that Sir Oliver would take
the remaining hound all round the margin of the lake, in order
to discover where he landed, and he wished to see what direction
the lights on the bank would take. His idea was to wait until
they started off, and then to select as his landing-place that part .
of the park which it would take them the longest time to arrive
at. To his chagrin, however, the pursuers divided themselves
into two parties, and began to walk around the lake in opposita
directions !
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Tt was a shrewd idea, but Nelson Lee was equal to the
occasion, and, as soon as the two parties had separated, he coolly
swam back to the very spot from which he had plunged inl
This proceeding had not only the advantage of enabling him to
elude his pursuers for the present, but it was almost certain to
bafHle the bloodhound, since it gave rise to no fresh scent!

He had no intention of retracmg his steps as far as the house,
and, when he had gone as far as he thought prudent, he struck
out a path at random ; and, as luck would have it, this led him
to a turnpike road.

By this time it was fairly light, and as the roofs of a fair. -

sized country-town were visible about a mile away, he started
to run along the deserted road, thus increasing the distance
between himself and danger, and at the same time restoring the
circulation in his frozen limbs.

As he approached the little town, he was overjoyed to perceive
that it possessed a railway-station, and, meeting an intelligent-
looking countryman, he inquired what time there was a train
to London. ‘

““There’s one due now that doesn't stop between here and
London Bridge,” replied the man. ‘See! there she comes,”
and he pointed to a train that was rapidly nearing the station.

At the same moment the deep bay of a bloodhound caused

them to turn round, and, to Nelson Lee's dismay, he perceived
Sir Oliver and the red-haired coachman less than two hundred
yards away !

- CHAPTER VIIL

Nelson Lee Finds a Friend in Need—The Dead
Man's Secret.

Nelson Lee, of course, had little fear that Sir Oliver would

ttempt to do him any personal injury in the main street of the
little market-town, but he had several reasons for not wishing
to be handed over to the police and detained—even though it
were only for a few hours—on the charge of breaking into
Riversdale Hall.

In the first place he had not yet read the letter he had purloined,
and if he were taken to the police-s.ation his pockets would be
searched, and the letter wouﬁ‘l) be taken from him, and possibly
given back to Sir Oliver, before he had an opportunity of ex-
amining its contents. What light this letter might shed on the
dark enigma, he knesr not; and, in fact, up to the present, he
had little or no evidencs to substantiate the conclusions he had
come to in his own mind. o

t was possible that all his theories might be wrong, and, in
any case, nothing but the recovery of the papers which were
hidden in the stolen portmanteau
could put the question beyond all
doubt. At nine o'clock Nipper would
be waiting at his rooms, to tell him
where the luggage had been taken,
and it was quite conceivable thab
before noon he might hold the key to
the dead man’s secret. On the other
hand, now that Sir Oliver knew he had
been hunted down, his first thought
would be to destroy all traces of his
crime. If he could manage to put ths
detective under lock and key for an
hour or two, it would give-him time
to remove or destroy the luggage, and,
in that event, not only would Ralph
Thomson’s secret perish for ever, but
the case which Nelson Lee was slowly
but surely building up against the
owner  of Riveradale Park would
crumble into dust.

1n a word; if he were captured now
Lis plans would be spoiled, his future
action would be hampered, and the
solving of the mystery of the murder
in the mail would be rendered a
thousandfold more difficult, if, indeed,
it did not become impossible. After
thanking the countryman, therefore.
for his information, he tore along the
road towards the statioh at full speed.

The train was already in motion
when he dashed upon the platform,
but, in spite of the efforts of the porter
to prevent him, he leaped upon the
foothoard of the nearest carriage,
opened the door, and sank panting into a corner seat.

As the train moved out of the station, Sir Qliver, livid with
rage, rushed on to the platform, and, with wild gesticulations,
called upon the stationmaster to stop the train. This, however,
he declined to do, and, as the train swept round the curve,
Nelson Lee lost sight of him.

“ How d'ye do, Mr. Lee?” said a voice from the other end of
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the compartment, and, turning from the window, he found
himself confronted by Professor Dawes, who, as the reader may
remember, was the man who had advised Arthur Pryce to
consult the great detective. '

‘T am indeed delighted to see you,” said Nelson Lee. ¢ Will
you do me a small service?”

‘“Need you ask?” said the Professor. ‘‘But for your mar-
vellous skill and dauntless courage, my kidnapped child would
never have been restored to me. As 1 told you at the time, I
would do anything in the world for you.”

* Thank you,” said Nelson Lee, touched by this display of

ratitude. ‘‘ Perhaps, however, I do wrong to call the service
wish you to Perform a small one, for it may involve your arrest
on a charge of burglary.”

*“What of that?” cried the Professor. ‘I would run much
greater risks than that, if by so doing I could repay a small
portion of the debt of gratitude I owe you.”

*“ The debt will be mine, if you will do this thing for me,”
said Nelson Lee gracefully. ‘ You were good enough to re-
commend a young gentleman, named Arthur Pryce, to place his
case in my hands. - It has been, and still promises to be, a re-
markable, and, in many respects, a unique case. I do not feel
at liberty at present to disclose its details. It will be sufficient,
for my present purpose, if I tell you that, in order to arrive at
certain information, I have been obliged to enter a certain
gentleman’s house without his permission.” -

‘*‘ Unfortunately I have been discovered and recognised. For
the present I have eluded pursuit, but it is possible that the
gentleman to whom I have alluded will telegraph a description
of me to London Bridge Station, and order me to be arrested
as I leave the train. You know me well enough, I hope, to be
assured that I have done nothing which any right-thinking
person could condemn, and I am confident that if I allowed my-
self to be arrested I should be set at liberty in a few hours’
time. It is this few hours’ detention, however, which I wish to
avert, and—to put the matter bluntly—I want you to change
clothes with me'! '

““ Possibly you ma{ not be molested, but if you are you reed
only keop silent until I have got clear of the station; ard it will
then be an easy matter for you to prove that you were never near
Riversdale Hall, Will you do me this service—not for my
sake only, but for the sake of your friend, Arthur Pryce?”

“ I would do it for either of you, " #aid the Professor promptly,
“but when you ask it in the mame of both, your claim is
irresistible.” o ‘ :

A few minutes sufficed for the transformation, and, when the
train arrived at London Bridge, Nelson Lee, who had had his
head out of the window, drew back, and whisperéd to the Pro.
fessor, ** I am afraid you will be arrested, for, unless I am

N,
- i - /“.__.’-

HE HEARD THE PANTING OF THE IFOREMOST BLOODHOUND AT HIS HEELS, AND, TURNING
SWIFTLY ROUND, HE FIRED A COUPLE OF SHOTS INTO THE ANIMAL'S FACE,

greatly mistaken, tliere are a couple of plain-clothes constables
on the platform!”

This proved to be the case, and, as soon as Professor Dawes
stepped out of the train, he was pounced upon, and taken into
custody. He made no remark in reply to the charge, and,
whilst the constables triumphantly marched him off to the
nearest police-station, Nelson Lee quietly made his way to the
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cabstand, hailed a hauscw, and drisve (o Lis roomis in Gray's
Fun Road! .

Here he found Arthur Tryee, tn the act ef walking away from
his door.

“ What js the meaning of this? 7 asked Arthur, with a comieal
awr of perplexity. ** I ring your bell and ask if you are at home;
vour landlady says you are not yet out of hed, and, five scconds
jater, yeu jump out of a hensom, in a suit of clothes two sizes
teo swall for vou!?”

“ Tt is easily espluined,” said Nelon Lee, with a laugh.
*“J let myself out by means of a latehikey in the middle of the
right, and, as I ecloced my= bedroom-door behind me, she
suppeses I am still in bed. She hag siriet injunctions never to
disturb me, for some cof my hardest thinking is done in bed;

and she is so zecustomed to my habits, that I don’t suppose she
would knock at the door if I never came down at all! But you

with to zee me?” .

“I do,” said Arthur, following him to his sitting-room.

have something to teil you, and T also want. vour advice.”
- You can watt for half an heur, I suppose? ”

““Oh, yes., Miss Themeon and my mother, who are shopping
:nthe City, are going to call here for me in about an hour.”

““That's all right. Make yourself at home whilst T take a
bath. and clothe myself decently, We can then talk whilst I
am getting my hreakfast.”

Half an hour sufficed for him to make his toilet, but, instead
=f returning ab onve to Arthur, he slipped into his workroom.
Here, for the first time, he examined the letter he had purloined
from Sir Oliver's room. It ran as follows:

““ Melbourne,
*Qect. 8th, 169-—.

6‘1

* Dear Sir,
**T am surpriced to have reeeived no answer to my
former letter. Though vou have treated my offer (which
my lawver ealls a *foolishly-generous offer ') with silent
cortempt, I am still desirous of avoiding ltigation, and will
give you one more chance of accepting it. My daughter
and I are leaving Melbourne by the Orient Steam Navi-
gation (‘om})mly'u boat the *‘Austral.’ which is timed to
arrive at Plymouth on Nov. 21st. We shall proceed to
Leidoen by train, where, for a day or two, at least, we shall
stay with friende. If you decide to accept my offer, a letter
sddressed to the carc- of Mre, Pryce, 19, Raglan Road
" Btoke Newington, will ind me. If you do not write I shag
take it that you refuse to entertain my offer, and I sha
at once place my proofs in the hands of a competent English

lawyer,
“Yours fatthfully,
“Rarre THOMSON.
“Sir QOliver Drew, Bart.,
“ Riversdale Hall,
“ Kent, England.”

‘“ How provoking ! ” muttered Nelson Lee. *‘ Why on earih
¢idn’t he drop the other letter, instead of this? This makes the
case elearer, of course, for it explains how Sir Oliver came to
be so well acquainted with the Thomsons’ movements, and how
he cbtained the Pryces’ addrese, but the other letter no doubt
vontains the details of the dead man’s discovery. Since, how-
ever, the letter is not available at present, I must try and supply
the details myself,” and, walking across to one of the book-
cases, he took dovwn a thick, gold—?eitercd velume, entitled, ** A
History of the English Aristocracy.”

Turning to an article on *‘ The Drews of Riversdale Hall,”
he perused it with a profound attention, which presently gave
place to suppressed excitement, When he had finished the
article, he c-io'sed up the volume, and, replacing it in the hook-
case, muttered to himself, *“I no longer need to zee the cther
ictter. I have discovered the dead man's seeret!”

‘When he returned to Arthur, whom he had left in the sitting-
room, all trace of excitement had vanished from his face,; and,
seating himself at the breakfast-table, he anncunced that he was
ready to hear his story.

In brief, straightforward terms, Arthur told him of his adven-
ture with the masked intruder
deseribed the attacks which had been made uvpon him 1n Raglan
Road and Paddington Station. The story of his jcurney to
Riversdale Hall, and the discoveries which had resulted there-
from, he suppressed for the present, for a reason which will
presently appear, -

* The point upon which I want your advice,” said Arthur,
“*concerns the safety of Miss Thomson. Her father has been
murdered, you have been assaulted twice, and T have been
attacked once. Who knows but what she may be the next
;'ictém? What steps do you think I ought te take to protect
rer?

“ Marry her!” said Nelsen ee curtly,

Arthur shook his head. “I don't think ehe would eonsent
to that so soon after her father's death,” he said. ** Besides, I
would rather wait until you have fonnd out—if ever you do find
out—what 'it was that Ler father discovered. 1t may he that
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the discovery will make her a very rich girl, and, in that cuse,

I eould'not think of holding her to her engagement.”

" Nonsense!” said Nelson Lee. * You surely do not douit
the cincerity of her love?”

“* Heaven forbid!” said Arthur feiveptly., “ But I would
never lay myself open to the charge of marrying a girl for Ler
money.’

* You surely do not mean to say that you would deliberaiely
wreck the happiness of two human lives for the sake of a siily
scruple? ” said Nelson Lee impatiently.

*“1 would never marry a girl who was immensely richer than
myself,” said Arthur irmly. * You may eall it a silly scruple, -
if vou like, but I chould never respect myself again if 1 did.”

““ Ah, well!” gaid Nelson Lee, ‘it will be soon enough to
discuss the question when it arises. At present my advice to
vou 18 to marry Miss Thomson without delay. And, as I live,
here is the lady herself!”

Mrs. Pryce and Ruth had been purchasing mourning in the
City, and, on their way back to Raglan Road, they called for
Arthur. Nelson Lee went to the door to meet themn, and,
drawing Ruth aside, he told her more of Liig discoveries than e
had deemed prudent to tell Arthur, and explained to her the
nature of her lover's seruples. The result of this conversation
wag shown in the following dialegue, wlich took place when the
ladies entered the sitting-room.

Walking up to where Arthur sat, Ruth tock his hand in Lers,
and gaid, ** Will you marry me, Arthur?”

“* When?” he stammered.

‘‘ To-morrow morning, at eight o’clock! Mr. Lee says we can
he married by special licence at the Registry Office, at Stoke
Newington.”

*“ Isn't this rather abrupt?” he hegan.
better to wait until-—7”

*““Where is your chivalry?” demuanded Ruth., ‘It is nob
every day that a woman asks a4 man to marry her. I have laid
myself open to a charge of unwomanly forwardness, and you
reject me!”

*“No, no!"” gtamimered Arthur. 1 will marry you, if you
wish, at the hour and place you nanie.”

** And I will be the best man ! 7 said Nelzen Lee triumphantly.

CHAPTER IX.

Nipper—The Detective’'s Queer Disguise—On

Track of the Missing Papers.

Punctually at nine c'clock, just after Ruth and the I'rrces
had departed, the landlady knovked at the sitting-room door,
and announced that ‘'a dirty young vagabond” was down-
gtaire, and had the impudence to astert that he had an appoint-
ment with her lodger.

* Show him up,” said Nelson Lee, to her obvious disgust and
gurprise. i

“ Are you Nipper? ™ he asked of the barefcoted urchin who
presently entered the room. ) _

“ Yessir,” replied that precocious individual, ‘' Are you the
gent who's offering ‘arf-a-sov, for an address?” _

“I am,” said Nelson Lee, producing the eoin in question.
“This is yours as soon as you have told me all you know.”

**Then it’ll be mine afore you can wink,” said Nipper. “I
rode behind the kerridge till it stopped outside a empty oftice in
one of the sireets off ‘Qlborn. . I sced about ‘arf the luggage
unleaded, and then I seed a bobby. Arter that I didn’t wait to
sce no more. Tip up that ’arf-sov., guvnor!”

*“I'm afraid ycu haven't earned it yet,” said Nelson Juee. ‘1

Can you

“Would it not be

the

must know the name of that street off Holborm. C
remember 1t?” .

““ Never knew it, guvnor,” said Nipper., *“ But I'll take you
to the very spot for a extra bob.”

“ Very well,” said the detective. ‘‘ But it would never do
for us to go out together in our present clothes. ‘The difference
in our appearance would attract everyone’s attention, which is
just what I want to avoid. Either you must put on betier
clothes or I must put on shabbier. Which shall it be?”

*“1 should be happy to oblige you,” said Nipper, with sublimae
eheck, ** but misfortunately my evening dress is at my huncle’s,
But I don’t mind being seen with you, for once in a way, in
your working clothes.” '

There was something o indescribaly Indicrous in the manner
in which this impertinent speech was delivered, that Nclson
T.ee wag doubled up with laughter. Having somewhat recovered
his gravity, he presented Nipper with a'cigarette (he knew the
way to win a street-orab’s heart!). and, after bidding him keep
out of mischief, retired 1o his workreom to make the necessary
changes in his attire.

Being left to his own devices, Nipper firet made himeself com-
fortable in an easy-chair, and then lit his cigarette. He was
about half-way through it, when there was a rap at the door.

“Come in!” cried Nipper; and there cshuffied into the
sitting-room a seedy-looking tramp, who asked, in a thick, un-
steady voice, if Mr. Lee was in.
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“He is,” said Nipper, blowing a cloud of smoke into the
visitor's face, and thereby causing him to cough in a mosh
distressing fachion. ** But wot's your business with Mr. Lee?
He's engaged at present, and I'm doing of his work.”

““Indeed!” said the tramp, after another violent tit of cough-
ing. “Then praps you can tell me where my little boy 1s?
He come ‘ere to carn ‘arf-a-asov., and he's never been heard of
sinee!”

“*'Wot!” cried N ipper, bounding to his feet.

“Don't try any o vour tricks on me!” eried the tramp ex-
eitedly. *‘* Where’s my lad? They tell me Nelson Lee gets
boys to come to his house by promising to give them meney, and
then he cuts 'em up alive!”

“I'm off ! 7 erfed Nipper, whose hair was literally on end:
and, seizing his cap, he made for the door. Before he 1eached
it, however, the tramp had eaught him by the collar of Lis eoat,
and the voice of Nelson Lee said, ** Where ure you off to,
Nipper?? _

This only added to his terror, and he made fravtio efforts to
wriggle away from his captor’s grasp. At last, however,
Nelson Lee—for, of eourse, it was he, disguired as a tramp—
succeeded in making him understand the trick which had been
played on him. ;

‘““Well, I'm blowed!” said Nippcr. “ Yer own mother
wouldnt know you in that get-up. There's got {0 be no more
o’ these tricks, if you and me ain’t to quarrel! My nerves won't
stand ‘em.”

“ All right,” eaid Nelson Lee, “I only wauted o test my
disguise. Now, then, come along with me to Holborn, and
remember, if any questions are asked, my name 1s Stubbins,
and we're both on the look-cut for a job!” £

‘*“ Right you are, Stubbins! ™ eried Nipper delightedly.

A ‘ten minutes’ walk brought them to Hoiborn, one of the
busiest theroughfares in London, and five minutes later they
arrived at Barber Lane, a rshort and somewhat narrew lane,
lined on each side by offices and show-rooms.

‘“ This is where the kerridge drove to,” explained Nipper.
‘‘'The office where it stopped iz about ’arf way aloug on the leit-
band side.”

* All right, but T must see it,” said Nelson Lee. ‘‘ Keep close
to me, and we will saunter along on the left side of the street.
When we pass the office don’t «top and point at it, but just say,
‘ Thisis it,” and we will walk past as though we had no interest
in the place.”

When they had traversed about half the length of the strect,
Nipper suddenly stooped down to pick up a piece of orange-peel,
at the same time saying, in a low tone of voice, ** That’s the
place, guvnor ! ”

The office they were then passing had little to distinguizh it
from its neighbours, except its general air of desertion and
neglect. This, however, was very marked. The solitary
window on the ground-floor was securely shuttered on the
inside, and, like those in the upper storeys, was coated with
dust and grime. The doorstep was the coleur of the pavement,
the handle was green with verdigris, and on the door, which
was locked, an oblong patch of paint, slightly cleaner than the
- rest, testiied to the f%wt that in former days the door had
boasted of a plate. Now, instead of a shining plate, the door
bore a label, on which were the words:

DexTox Brnos,
Toy Dealers,
Removed to 2704, Fetter Lane.

On the inside of the window, scarcely legible through the
grimy pane, was i prin’fed card, which stated that * these com-
wodious premises ” were to let, and that *‘full particulare,
together with permission to view them,” could he obtained of
** Messrs. Gray and Whitworth, solieitors, 75, Cannon Street,
agents for Sir Oliver Drew, Bart.”

Having taken in these details at a glance, Nc¢leon Leo
sauntered across the road, to where an ancient individual with a
broom was engaged in sweeping the street,

““1t's a cold day, mate,” he said, by way of introduction.
‘ Dentons ‘ave flitted, I see.”

*““Ay! They left a couple of months ago,” replied the
sweeper. :

“Jest my luck,” growled the detective. ' Me and my lad
eould always count cn a crust, and mebbe a copper, ot
Dentons’. Ain't nobody took the oftice?” '

“I dunno,” replied the sweeper. * The bobby on this beat
told me yvesterday that a couple of coves had drove up about
five in the morning with a kexridge full of hoxes and things, but
I ain’t seen nobody myself.”

Whilst they were thus conversing, a man appeared at the end
of tho street, and, after glancing nervously up and down the
road, approached the empty office. With a thrill of wild ex-
citement, Nelson Lee recognised Sir Oliver's red-haired coach-
man! "The red hair was concealed beneath a jet-black wig, and
his clothes were evidently borrowed from his master's ward-
robe, but that it was the coachman he had not the shadow of a
doubt. ;

When he drew nearer he bestewed a searching glance vpon
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- In hLis ticket-pocket is a door-key,
i vou'll get 1t for me without attracting his attention.”

11

the three tattered individuals on tlie other side of the street, bhut
apparently he failed to vecognise Nelvon Lee, and, producing
a key, he unlocked the door of the office, zud walked . He
only remained inside long enough to make sure that nothing Lad
been disturbed, and then he reappeared, locked the docr, put the
key i the ticket-pocket of his overcoat, and walked rapidly

away.

“U'ome along. my lad,” said Nelson Lee to Nipper. “‘ Let's
be moving,” and, hidding the sweeper adieu, he followed the
rapidly-retreating form of the coachmanr, '

*(‘an you pick a pocket, Nipper? ” he asked, as they turned
into 1olborn again.

“I ‘ave done it when times was bad,” replied Nipper un-
blushingly,

“Well, you see that man who has just been into ilie office,
Ll give you five <hillings

Without a word, Nipper took from hLis pocket a ccuple of
bhoxes of matches, and, hurrying forward, begged the mun to
buy a box. =x

The coachman refused, with an angry gesture, and Nipper,
with a crestfallen air, dropped back aud rejoined Lis com-
pauion,

*Can't you manage it? 7 asked Nelson Lee, for thouzh he had
narrowly watched Nipper's every movement, he had seen
nothing to arouse the shightest suspicion,

For answer, the young rascal coolty slipped the key into his
hand !

‘““You're a perfect young terror!” gasped Nelson L.ee, in
amazement, ** Where on
) earth did you learn to
Z pick pockets hke that? In
future I shall look well
aftcr my pockets when
yowre about ¥ Aud, tak-
ing out his purse, hic ten-
dered a sovereignto Nipper,
in payment of his zervices,
at the samne time intimat-
ing to him that he requirved
him no longer. To his
surprise, although Nippev
regarded the cuin with
lomging eyes, he did not
offer to take it. '

** Come, take your money
and be off!” he said im-
patiently, “I have no
time to waste.”

It was some time before
Nelson Lee was abls to
persuade his ally to accept
the meoney and go, and
then the detective retraced
his steps to Barber Lane.
On the way he turned into
a clothier’s shop, and, pull-
ing off the stubby beard
with which he had decor-
ated his chin, he zaid to
the astonished shopke:per,
: “I am a detective, 1t is
necessary for me to change my dizguise at ence. (Give me an
ulster that will reach to my hecls, and cover these 1mzs and
tatters,”

‘The shopkeeper chowed signs.of demurring, but at the sight
of a well-filed purse lie hastened to obey. JIn less than ten
minutes, and at u cost of seventy shillings, Nelson IL.ce had
acquired & long brown ulster and a round felt hat, attired in
which he once more sallied out.

He had not proceeded far before hie was haunted by the con-
selousness that scmeorfe was dogging his footsteps. It was a
strange, uncomfortable feeling, all the mare disquieting beeause,
though he turned round sharply several times, he was unable to -
detect or identify the shadower, or even to make certuin that
he was being shadowed. ' A

“Bah! 1 am hecoming nervous,” he muttercd.
take a holiday when I have done with tlis case.”

At a lamp-shop in MHolborn, he purchased a dark-lantern,
ready trimmed, and from a boy in the street he obtained a
box of matches. Then, turning up the collar of his ulster, he
once more entered Barber Lane.

The uncanny feeling that he was being followed =still con-
tinued to haunt him, but, brushing his fears aside, he 1arched
boldly up to the door of the empty office.

Nearly half an hour had ‘elapsed since his previous vizit, and
the old sweeper had worked his way to the deor of the oftice,
He suspended his operations when Nelson J.ee appeared, and,
muttering, *‘ This must be the other gent,” favoured the de-
tective with a long and ecurious stare.

Apparently he failed to recognise in this well-dressed, clean-
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shaved gentleman, the tramp o whom he had recently spoken,

and, without interruption or incident, Nelson Lee unlocked the
door and entered. , )

CHAPTER X.

Nelson Lee Discovers the Luggage, but is Himself
Discovered and Taken Prisoner.

After closing the door and locking it on the inside, Nelson
Lee found himself in a narrow passage, lighted only by the
grimy fanlight over the door. At the far-end was a staircase,
“leading to the rooms above, and on his right was a door opening
into the room, whose securely-shuttered window overlooked the
street.

Cautiously lighting his lantern, for the place was as dark
and silent as a tomb, he passed through this door, and entered a
room whicl, in former days, had been used as an office and
show-room, Xmpty shelves and cases lined the walls, and
beneath the window were a long, worm-eaten desk and a couple of
- stools. What riveted Nelson Lee’s attention, however, was a
miscellaneous collection of empty trunks and portmanteaus,
whose locks had been broken open, and whose contents had been
turned out and scattered in all directions on the floor.

One glance a#® the labels proved that this was indeed Ralph
Thomson’s stolen luggage, and he could scarcely restrain a cry
of triumph when his eyes fell upon the brown-leather port-
manteau described by Miss Thomson as the one her father had
pointed out to her on the quay at Melbourne. Stepping lightly
over the clothes and things with whiclh the floor was strewed,
he made his way to this portmanteau, which lay on its sida
with its lock burst open, ang apparently empty. By passing his
hand carefully over the inside, he quickly detected a slight
bulging of the surface, which was caused, no doubt, by the
papers which were hidden beneath the lining of the bag, and,

ulling out his pocket-knife, e was about to rip open the
lining, when the sound of well-known voices just outside the
door drove the colour from his face, and caused him to hold his
breath in an agony of apprehension.

* Curse it ! 7 said the voice of the red-haired coachman, “I've
lost the key!” - ‘

“ Just like your carelessness!” growled Sir Oliver. “ We

should have found ourselves in a pretty mess if I hadn’t taken

the precaution to provide myself with a duplicate key.,” And,
a3 this key was thrust into the lock, Nelson Lee realised that
it was time he was making himself scarce,

Snatching up his lantern. he glanced hurriedly around in
search of a hiding-place, and, perceiving an arched doorway at
" the end of the room, he glided silqutly through it, and found

Liimself in a small, dark room, which, judging from the amount
of straw and tissue paper it contained, had formerly been used
to pack up the goods which Denton Brothers sold. The door-
way through which he had entered was not provided with a
door, but on the opposite side of the room there was a door,
leading into a yard at the back of the office. This door, Liow-
ever, was locked and bolted, and the key was gone. There was
alzo a tiny window overlooking this yard, but, in addition to
being screwed up, it was crossed by four strong iron bars. It
was manifest, therefore, that if Nelson Lee were discovered, he
would be caught like a rat in a trap. :

Having observed these facts, he turned the shade over his
lantern, not daring to extinguish it, lest the smell should betray
him, and placed it on the floor, so as to be free to defend himself
if necessity arose. He was only just in time, for, as the little
room was plunged in darkness; the front door opened and closed
again, and a moment later Sir Oliver and his companion ertered
the room where the luggage was.

In consequence of the removal of the former tenants, the gas-
brackets had all been taken down, but, after a little fumbling,

- the coachman produced a candle from the worm-eaten desl, lit

- it, and placed it on the mantelpiece. From the conversation
which took place whilst this was being done, the detective
learned that the previous visit of the.coachman had been for the
purpose of ascertaining if the coast was clear, Sir Oliver having
prudently remained some distance away until Lis accomplice
had visited the place, and reported that all was safe.

When the candle had been lighted, the coachman, addressing
Sir Oliver, said, * I'm sure it is a waste of time to examine the
luggage again. We searched it so thoroughly before that we
couldn’t have overlooked a post-card, let alone a packet of
papers.

**I don’t intend to search any further,” replied Sir Oliver.
““T have done my best to get hold of them, not because I want
the cursed things myself, but in order to prevent Miss Thomson
making any use of them, and though I haven’t succeeded I am
pretty sure she hasn’t got them. It is possible, therefore, that
they may be concealed amongst this luggage, but I'm not going
to waste any further time in looking for them, for so long as
Miss Thomson hasn't got them my purpose is served.”
= *“Then why are we here?” asked the coachman.

-avalanche. . _ ' the /
~candle'in his face, at the same time summoning his accomplics

“For this reason,” said Sir Oliver. ‘‘ Now that Nelsou Lee
has taken up the case it will not be long before he unearths the
luggage, and I wish to destroy it before hs does.so.” -

* But I thought you said you overheard him qlues’clonin_g the
porter at Paddington Station, and the porter could give him no

- 1information?” :

‘““So I did. But I know Nelson Lee. He has a scent like
a bloodhound, and you may take my word for it that in some vay
or other he will find his way to this office. If we could have
captured him this morning, and got the police to detain him for
twentv-four hours, I should have been able to snap my tingers
at kim, but, as he escaped, we must make the best of it.”

““What do you propose to do?” asked the coachman.

‘“Pack up the luggage again, leave it here until dark, and
then convey it to Riversdale Park, and sink it in the lake. 1f
the papers are amongst the things my purposs will be as well
served as though 1 found them, and if they are not, no harm
will be done. On the contrary, we shall have done ourselves u
good turn, for if Nelson Les should find his way to this placa
he will find the lugeage gone, and we, of course, shall swear thas
it never was here. Now you know what we have come for. Let
us get to work.” : :

When everything had been packed up again, and the lugzage
was ready to be transferred to Riversdale Park as soon as it was
dark enough to remove it with safety, Sir Oliver took the candle,
and glancing round the room, said, “‘I don’t.think we've for-
gotten anything. When this has been removed there will ba

‘nothing to prove we were ever here.”

*It was a lucky thing this place was to let,” remarked the
coachman. “If it hadn’t been you would have had to take tha
things to Riversdale, and that would have been awkward, with
s0 many prying servants about.”

* It was lucky,” said Sir Oliver. “Just run upstairs, and
see,if we have left anything up there that might incriminata
us.’ 5
The coachman hastened to obey, and, when he had gone, Sir
Oliver, apparently with the object of ascertaining if he had ief$

- any tell-tale évidence in the little back-room where Nelson Les

was concealed, stepped quickly across the.room, and passed
through the arched doorway. ; A L

For one brief instant hunter and huated stooed face to face ia
the candle-light! T :

Nelson Lee was the first to acs. . Doubling his fists, he bors
down upon his opponent, with all the force and swiftness of an

Quic‘ll); ag lightning, Sir Oliver fluag, the lighted
by a shrill, olear whistle. - - - - N . o
- Half-blinded by the scalding tallow, Nelson Lee paused for
an instant to colear his eyves, and, with a panther-like bound,
the buronet sprang upon him, his long, thin hands encircling the
detective's throat. : ‘

With a mighty effort, Nelson Lee flung his adversary from
him, but, ere he could make any use of li3 liberty, Sir Oliver
leaped up and attacked him again. Once more the detective %
hurled him to the ground, and this time with such force that he
was unable for the moment to rise and continue the combat. &

Fiushed with triumph, but too breathless to call for help,
Nelson Lee dashed from the packing-room and into the dark
front office. The sound of the coachman descending the stairs
by leaps and bounds made him doubly anxious to reach tlie
outer door, but in his excitement he quite forgot the bags and
bhoxes which strewed the floor. It was a forgetfulnessthat coss
him dear, for, before lLie had taken half a dozen steps, he caught
his foot against one of the boxes, and, with a crash that made
the empty place re-echo, fell floundering to the ground. Defore
he could regain his feet the coachman, with a candle in his hand,
rushed into the room, and, taking in the situation at a glance,
sprang upon him, and, by seating himself upon the prostrats
detective's chest, succeeded in keeping him down until Sic
Oliver lighted another candle and came to his assistance.

Whilst the coachman, with his hands tightly squeezing the
detective's throat, prevented him crying out, Sir Oliver bound
his legs together by means of a lon% portmanteau strap. Then,
thrusting a silk handkerchief into his mouth. the baronet took
charge of his hands, whilst the coachman pinioned his arms té
his sides by a number of other straps. A second handkerchief,
bound tightly round the lower part of the detective's face to
keep the first from coming out, completed their precautions,

- and, with mutual congratulations, the two villains rose, and

triumphantly surveyed their helpless captive. ,
¢ What shall we do with him?” asked the perspiring coach.’
man.

“ Xl him ! ” said Sir Oliver curtly.

““ Yes, of course,” said the coachman. *But how?™"

“ We will bind him a little more securely, and then roll him
back into the packing-room again, and leave him there uctil we
come for the luggage this evening.”

“ And pitch him into the lake with the luggage?” suggested
the coachman.

“No. Hand him over to the hounds! He has escaped them
once, but 1t'will be a miracle if he does so again.”

““ Better kill him now, as you killed the old man in the
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train,” paid the ecachman, ‘“‘and afterwards throw him into the |

lake. It would be eafer.”

‘* Not a bit of it,” said Sir Oliver. “If I killed him with an
Ashantee dart it would be all over in a eouple of seconds, and
he has earned something worse than sudden death. Come, give
me a hand!”

Having tightened the straps with which he was bound, and
having made the gag a little more secure, they rolled him back
into the packing-room, rearranged their disordered dress, blew
out the candle, and left the place, locking both the door between
t{ie f:'ont room and the passage, and the door that led to the
Btreet.

CHAPTER XI.

The Office in Flames—Nipper to the Rescue—
Recovery of the Papers. ‘

The front door of the office had scarcely closed ere Nelson Lee
began to cast about for a means of escape, although to most men
escape would have seemed impossible. Frem his ankles to his
shoulders he was encased in leather straps, and the only maove-
ments of which he was capable were to roll along the ground, and
to slightly separate his feet.

Rolling into the front office, he found that one ef his captors
had left a half-cpen box of matches on the ficor, and at the dis-
eovery a daring, but terribly dangerous, plan flashed into his
mind. This was to colleet a pile of straw and paper under the
worm-eaten desk, and set fire to it, in the hope that the smocke
and flames would attract the attention of someone outside. It
was possible, of course, that both he and the precious papers
might be burned to a cinder before this happened, but, in his
b}?}ll}l{d ?.nd gagged condition, i¥ was the only plan he cculd
think of.

Rolling back into the packing-room, he seized a wisp of straw
with his feet, and, after many disheartening failures, succeeded
in rolling over with it to the space below the desk. Backwards
and forwards between the two rooms he rolled, now with a wisp
of straw and now with a crumpled piece of paper between his
feet, until at last, after four hours’ wearisome and exhausting
labour, he had accumulated sufficient for his purpose.

Before setting fire to the pile, he managed, with infinite pains,
to push into the little back room—where it would be farthess
from the flames—the portmanteau containing the. precious
papers; and then, wriggling himself into such a position that
the buckle of one of the straps with which he was bound was
over the half-open box of matches, he deliberately rolled over
on the box. = As the metal buckle came in contact with the heads
of the matches, they burst into flame, and, pushing them with
his feet amongst the straw and paper, he rolled back into the
packing-room with all possible speed. ;

A bright light streaming through the archway told him that

" his bonfire was alight, and presently a crackling sound testified

to the fact that the worm-eaten desk was on fire. :

" Dense volumes of smoke now rolled into the little back roum,
and, as there was no sign of anyone coming to the rescue, he
began to fearthat he would be suffocated befcre the needed help
arrived. Presently a little tongue of flame appeared at the
doorway, and, with a sinking heart, he realised that the fioor
of the front room was on fire. Nearer and nearer crept the
flames ; the heat became more intense, the atmosphere more
choking; but, just when he was beginning to despair, there was
a thundering knock at the outer door.

- To this summons he was, of course, unable to reply, and the

knocking gave place to biows of an axe, beneath which the
doer flew open. The inner door was treated in a similar fashion,
and there entered a member of the Metropolitan Fire Brigade,
who had been summoned from the station, a few score yards
away.

AZsoon as he heard him enter, Nelson Lee began to roll from
the packing-room, with the intention of rolling to the fireman’s
{eet, and attracting his attention. When he reached the door-
way, however, he was dismayed to find his further progress
barred by a sheet of flame, which would have been easy enough
to cross had he had the free use of his limbs, but which would
1mevitably have roasted him to death if he had attempted to
roll through it. On the other side of the flame the fircman
hacked away at the burning woodwork, blissfully unconscious
of the fact that a human being was in deadly peril less than half
a dozen yards away.

It was an appalling situation, but just when Nelson Lee had
given up all hope, he%leard—sweet as an angel’s voice, just then!
—the voice of Nipper! .

“Let go!” he was shouting to a couple of spectators, who
were trying to hold him back. ‘I tell you there’s a pal o’
mine inside that hoffice, and I ain’t a-goin’ to see him roasted
to death!” and, eluding his would-be detainers’ grasp, he
dasghed into the burning huilding. ‘

Wild shouts arose frem the crowd outside, and the fireman,

pausing in his work, made a grab at Nipper, and caught him by

the tail of his tattered coat. In an instant Nipper had elipped
out of his coat, and, before the man could catch him again, he

darted through the flantes—and, as luck would have it—into ilLe
room where Nelson Lee lay. ~ F s .

Before the fireman had recovered from his astonishment, a
whoop of triumph from Nipper eaused him to dash after him,
and a few moments later, followed by the radiant Nipper, ke
bore the now unconscious detective into the open-air.

_Although Nipper had appeared to go away when Nelson Lea
dismissed him, he had dogged the detective’'s footsteps back to
Barber Lane. Seeing Sir Oliver and the coachman enter the
office a short time after, he had guessed that there would be a
gcene ; and, when they came out alone, he followed them, in
case their address should be afterwards wanted. He shadowed
them for several hours, but at last they gave him the slip, and
he then returned to Barber Lane, to find the office on fire.

“*You have saved my life,” said Nelson Lee gratefully, when
he revived and heard the story. ‘‘More than that, you lave
given me a chance of saving my reputation,” and he once more
%ashed into the burring building in quest of the brown-leather

ag. :

By this time the.whole of the front office was in flames, and,
finding that it was impossible to reach the packing-room in thas
direction, he seized an axe, rushed round to the back of the
premiges, and burst open the door leading into the yard. After
a thrilling fight with the smoke and flames, he at last recovered
the bag, one side of which was actually in flames. The ride
in which the papers were concealed was still uninjured, and,
slashing it open with his pocket-knife, he drew out a packet of

yellow papers, and thrust them triumphantly into his pocket.

Just a3 he did so, a carriage and pair drove up to the outskirts
of the crowd, and, by the ruddy light of the roaring flames, Le
recognised Sir Oliver Drew and the red-haired coachman.

They had come back to fetch their plunder and their prisoner,
but the sight of the burning building filled them with a vague
alarm, and, leaping from the carriage, Sir Oliver eagerly
questioned the nearest spectator.

I don't know exactly what has happened,” replied the man,
““ but they say thas a man was found inside the building.”

““Was he dead ?” asked Sir Oliver, with an ashen face.

‘‘ Some say he was, and some say he wasn’t,” said the man.
‘ Here's someone pushing his way through the crowd. Per-
haps he can tell us.”

Sir Oliver glanced in the direction indicated by the man, and,
to his terror, saw Nelson Lee making his way towards him.
Turning swiftly round, he endeavoured to spring up beside the
terror-stricken coachman, but, before he could do so, the de-
tective seized him by the arm. '

“'The game is up, Sir Oliver,” he said. “ Escape is out of the
question.” | :

Instantly the barrel of a revolver flashed in the light of the
flames, and a bullet whistled past the detective’s head. The
next moment a second report rang out, and the master of Rivers-
dale Hall fell to the ground, shot by his own remorseless hand.

CHAPTER XIL

" The Dead Man's Secret.

Round an overflowing table at 19, Raglan Road, were
assembled half a dozen people, all of them: more or less kitown to
the reader. At the head of the table sat Mrs. Pryee, and at
the foot Professor Dawes. Onv one side, with grave but happy
faces, gat Ruth and Arthur, whilst the other was occupied by
}xlvelion Lee and Nipper, the latter clad in a brand-new suit of
clothes. ;

It was Ruth’s and Arthur’s wedding:breakfast. An hour ago
they had been made man apd wife, and in another hour they
would depart upon their honeymoon. |

“ You never told me Low you got on with the plain-clothes
constables, Professor,” said Nelson Lee. * I hope your kindness
didn’t cause you very much inconvenience.”

- *“Oh, no!” said Professor Dawes. ‘‘They took me to the
nearest police-station, expecting, no doubt, to be congratulated
on ‘their smartness, but the superintendent recognised me as
soon-as he set eyes on me, and, after abusing the constables for
heir stupidity, ordered me to be set at liberty. He even went
g0 far as to offer me an abject apology. .

“T know you don’t like to talk about your cases until ycu have
got to the end of them, but I think—if only as a reward for my
assistance—you might tell me how you are progressing with the
present case. It is too bad to keep us all in the dark, and I, for
one, am dying of curiosity.” _

*““And I, too,” said Arthur. ‘I should very much like to
know, before we leave London, if you have any hope of recover-
ing the stolen luggage, and thereby solving the mystery of Mr.
Thomson’s discovery.”

““ With Miss Thomson’s—I beg pardon, Mrs. Arthur Pryce's
—rpermission, I shall be glad to tell you all I know,” said Nelson

ee.

“Yes,” said Ruth, ‘‘tell them all about it. But, before Mr.
Lee begins, promise me that you-won’t be angry, Arthur dear,”
and she took his hand in hers, and held it there until the detec.
tive had told his story.
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“Arnyry with you on our wedding-day!"” said Axthur,

“* That would be iispossible! Why do yeu ask me to promise? ™
** Because we have wilfully deceived you,” said Nelson IL.ee.
““We allowed you to suppose you were marrving 2 peunilessy

crphan. whereas in reslity you have married a svealthy hiiress,
€ Ife

one of the richest girls in Eugland, in fuct.”

“Mr. Lee is rather premature,” interrupted Ruth.

means that I may turn out to be rich, for everything dcpends
upon whether he succeeds in recovering my father's stolen
papers.”’
- I beg your pardon,” said Nelson Lea politely, *“I mean$
exactly what I said. 1t is customary, 1 believe, for the best
man at a wedding to give the bride a present. Here 1s mine,”
and he lLianded across the table the packet of papers he had
recovered from the burniog portmanteau.

As the rest of the party, with the exception of Nipper, were
in ignorance of the eveuts of the previous day, the dramatio
effect of this preseatation may be better imagined than
deseribed.

When Nelson Lee b:ad deseribed how he had succeeded in re-
covering the papers, and had given Nipper more than a fair share
of the credit, Arthur eaid, “* Bnt what i3 the nature of thesa
papers, and how do they concern my wifa?”

** They are papers discovered by Ralph Thomson when he was
rvebuilding his farm-house,” said Nelson Lise, ** and they prowve,
bevoud a.éizl aoubt, his right to the title and estates held by tha
Iate Sir Oliver Drew. Ralpli Thomson, unfortunately, i3 dead,
but amongst the papers you will find his will, in which hae left
verything to his daughter: so that, as I said before, you have
married one of the richest girls in Ingland.” ;

“Did you know this when you advised me to get married?”
demanded Arthur, who, in spite of his good fortune, was in-
clined to resent the deception to which l:a%aad been subjectad.

“T guessed it!” said Nelson Lee unblushingly. "It was
‘ The History of the English Aristocracy ’ that opened my eyes,
I have copied out a portion of the article on ‘'The Drews of
Riversdale Hall,” and, with your permission, 1 will read it to
the company.”

Taking a slip of paper
following extract:

“In 1784, Sir Jonathan Drew, the ninth barenet,
quarreiled with his eldest son and heir, and the young man,
whose name was Fdwin, emigrated to Australia. From the
moment he landed in Melbourne nothing more was over
heard of him, and when Sir Jonathian died, the title and
estates passed, in the absence of the rightful heir, to a
distant cousin. It is possible, of course, that Edwin Drew
may have left descendants in Australia, and (if they cculd
prove their descent) their claim to the title and cstates
could not be resisted. Probably, however, Edwin Irew
would change his name, and his descendants, if there are
any, will consequently be in ignorance of their aicestry.
The presant holder of the title 1s Sir Oliver Drew, who, at
the time when he succeeded to it, was serving with bhis
regiment in the Ashantee war.”

“ As soon 23 I had read this article,” continued Nelson I.ee,
““¥ knew that I had discovered the dead man's secret; but it was
not until T visited Riversdale Hall last night, in company with

from his pocket-bhook, he read the
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the police, that T was ablle to preve that my view of the case was
correct.

“Tu Sir Oliver's safe we found a letter from Mr. Thomson,
vwritten from Melbourne on May 2lst, announcing that the
writer had, when pulling down his house, discovered cerinin
papers, proving that Fdwin Irew had changed his name to
Thomson, and that he, Ralph Thomzou, was his grandson, and
therefore the rightful owner of the title and estates Sir Oliver
held.  On condifion that Siv Oliver acknowledged his claim, he
offered to divide the estates with him, but, receiving no reply
to his letter, he sold his farm, and cazae to FEngland to enforce
his claim ia a court of law.

““ He was shrewd enough to conceal the papers beneath the
lining of one of bis bags. but unfortunately he was foolish
enough to tell Sir Oliver the name of the boat in which he was
coming over, and the address at which he proposed to stay. 1
vauture to think that if he had known the character of the man
with whom he had to deal, he would never have committed this
indiscretion, for it cost himn his life,

* 8ir Oliver fought in the Ashantes war, and, when he re-
turned to England he brought with him a native blowpipe and &
supply of potsoned darts. He brought thiem over as curiosities,
but, when he found Limself threatened with the loss of halt
his eatates, he bethought himself of a fiendish plan whereby,
wlith the least postible risk of detection, he hoped to avert the
blow. :

“ He weut dovwn to Plymouth to meet the boat in which Mr.
Thomson came over, and, having identified him, he got into
the same train as his victim, and—but I will wot harrow your
feelings by describing the ecene again. You know what
happened.

** Whilst vou were all lammenting the old man’s sudden death,
he and his accomplice were making off with the luggage. Not
wishing to arouse the suspicions of the servants at Riverzdale
Hall, they took it to an ofhice in Barber Lane, which belonged
to Sir Oliver, tud which happened to be to let. Failing to
discover the papers, Sir Oliver rashly coucluded that they were
still in Miss Thomson’s possession, and you know the desperate
efforts he made to get them. That he did not succeed iz mainly
owing to the shrewdness and courape of Nipper, and, as the
young rascal has promisei me that he will never pick pockets
again—except in the cause of justicel-—I have made him my
assistant! , -

““ But here is the cab that-is to také youw to the station, If
you will leave those papers in my hands, I will promise to have
all the legal difficulties removed before you return from your
honeymoon.” _ :

In handizg him back the papers, Ruth, with tears of grati.
tude in her hbeautiful eyes, observed, ‘It is characteristio of
your modesty that you should endeavour to give others all the
credit. T know that 1 owe much te Nipper, as well us to my
husband and Professor Dawes. But it is to vou, my friend,
that the lion's share of the credit belongs. Without a single
clue to work upen, you have unravelled one of the most in-
tricate problemns in the annals of crime, and, when Arthur and
I are settled in Riversdale Hall, there wili be no one we shali
be better pleased to see than Nelson Lee.” '

THR END.

N
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Story of School Adventures for
Young and Old.

CHAPTER XI. (continued).

Still Jenkins hesitated. To offend Brading was furthest from
his thoughts, for Lie knew from experience that a licking frcm
the bully was not a thing to be desired; yet he could not even
conjecture what weuld lappen if he allowed his friend to see
the letter. While he was racking his brain to find some way
out of his awkward position, lia was unconsciously ramming tha
wretched paper stﬂ{ further into his pocket, and, seeing tuis,

Brading shouted, ¢ L.ook here, Jenkins, isn’t it part of cir agree-

o

;]

ment that we have the privilege of looking over each cther's
correspondence ? "’ i

“ Yes, Brading; but you know you never show ‘'me any cf
your letters s

“ How can I, when I never get any—leastways, none that
would interest you? Besides, haven’t 1 been your friend when
none of the others would look at you, and protected vouw from
the third kids, who could lick a coward like you any day, though
they are a head shorter? And ain't I your friend now, though
I am taking a little holiday?"” Drading paused, to note the
effect of his words on the young sneak,

Jenkins, however, made no reply, but simpered, and clutched
thepooket containing the letter with both hands.
© Exasperated by the silence, the bully went oun :

S Jeakins, it's quite three months since I had to lick sou.
So cease being a young fool, and fork out that letter.”

Jenkins could no longer refuse, and, trembling at the thought
of what must inevitably follow, he handed over the envelope,
still retaining the postal-order, Lhowover.

With a triunophant air, Brading opened the letter, but he
clenched his fist, and fired up indignantly, when he Lad perused
a few lines.

“So your precious mammy ‘hopes you won't spend the
morey extravagantly, or give any of it to that boy Brading,
who will only get you into trouble,” dces she?” he almost
velled. ““You thundering little cad! Then vou've been
writing home lyving about me, eh? I thought I told you to show
e u-l,l letters before you posted them? A pretly friend you
are!’ '

Jeukins had heen expecting a-thundsrstorm to burst around
his head, and had even wished the ground wceuld open and
swallow him up, but, as Lis “friend” finished speaking, he
thouzht his wrath bad passed, and was just coneratulating
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himself on having escaped thus lightly, when, in jeermng tones,
the bully read a-?aud:

*** I shall have to save and scrape to make up the money 1
now gend you, my dear boy, but ? know T ean trust “you not
to waste it. - T'ry to-get a bester friend, my¥ chiid ; I feel sure the
one you mention will do you no good. I leok forward te the
time when. you will be a great and respested .man, and then
vou do not know how proud vour sister and I will be of yow
Mo bear in mind what a great influence vour school-friends can
have on your future life, either for good or bad. Mary sends
hier love. Good-bye, my bLoy.—Your lovinz mother.””

Surely such a mother's pathetic appeal should soften aven a

bully’s nature! It had ro other eifect on Brading, however,
than that of enraging him tlie more. _
- He savagely tore ths letter iuto fragments, and then, seizing
tha tnlucky Jenkins Ly the collar, proceeded to pull his ears,
twis=t his arms, and punch his head; nor did he desist uatil the
tittle sneak fairly howled for merey. <

** Fancy sncaking Jenkins being a great and noble man!”
the bully sneered. * Loving mother and fond sister, indeed!
A couple of gossiping old women!” : : »-

No matter how many insults he bears himself, the average
British boy will not allow anyone to speak disreapectfully of
his mother or sisters. Anyone else in Jenkins'’s place, no matter
how small he might have been, would have endeavoured to
knock the bully down. 2 KA g

No honourable feelings found a place in the litile sueak's
Lecart., however; he cared for nothing beyond his own personal
safety, ’ hwt

Brading well know this..  He would not have dared to speak
to any of his class-mates ag he had to Jenkins, and he found
some sort of satisfaction in gloating over the small Loy's
cowardice, -

“*Why don't you atrike me, apron-strings?” he went on.
“{an’t you see I'm afraid of you? But, look here, Jenkins,
¥ou're a boy now, not a mammy's kid, and it’s about time you
had done with this lovey-dovey rot. I wouldn’t stand it, if L
were you. Stick to me, and you'll be much bettor off than if
von had all the mammies and sisters in the world advising you.

1at do you think the others woeuld say at school, if I told
therr? “Why, they'd call you ‘ mummy’s darling * until you teft,
and the name would stick to you even after that.”
~“ Put you won't tall theiti,witl you, Brading?” pleaded tue
Little sneak, who dreaded lest another weapon saould, be given
to his torturers. *‘I'l do anything to please vou—-~" . ~°

“ There, now, yui' can't do without me, you see! Anyona
eise would have no mere to do with you, and give you a (f,'ood
sound licking into the bargain, after lying as you have done
Confess they were all lies, now.”

**Yes, Brading, yes,"” said Jenkins eagerly, a lie coming
naturally to his lips, as Le saw a chance of winning his friend
back. “ It was all untrue about you. I don’t know why 1
wrote the letter. But I'll tell them what a nice fellow you are,
the next time I write. (" i}

Only forgive me this time |

““ Well, well,” replied the bully, with a patronising air.
always did like you; we'll be friends again. Come along, we'll
go into Aintree. It would be no use your going to the post-
office with that money-order, because they don’t pay cver to
youngsters.” ==

*“ But they did before, Brading.”

“ Oh, they did, did they? Then that's another occasion when
vou've been hiding things from your friend. I really ought to
thrash you, Jenkinai - bu. the post-office has made new regula-
tious since then, and I know a nice place where we can get the
thing changed.” ,

- This was, of course, a fabrication on the part of Brading, by
means of which he hoped to drag the small boy still deeper i:to
his power, and how he succeedead in this design will be seen later.

They took a roundabout road to Aintree, this course bLeing
necessary to avoid observation, and Brading led the way up che
of the town’s narrowest and dirtiest streets. IHe stopped out.
side a public-house that was obviously not of the first class.

It was one of the schcol rules that no boy should enter a
public-house. This exists in most private schools, and js,
unfortunately, the one most often violated; and, knowing this,
the Doctor had had it printed in red, in order to impress it upon

the boys' minds, whilst the rest of the rules appeared in black.
- - %% say,” protested Jenkins, “you know we aren't
allowed ” ; ' :

“Pon’t be a young muff ! " was the only reply he got: and,
a3 it was not the breaking of the rule whieh troubled him, but
the fear of the punishment which might follow, he gzlanced up
and down the street, to make sure that no one saw him, and
then followed Brading into a place which reeked with stale
tobacco-smoke. The den—for it cannot be dignified by the
aame of room—was behind the public-bar, and geemed %o be the
private quarters of the publican. Here they found Ad Bealey,
who scemed to be on very friendly terms with Brading, for he
st:00k him cordially by the hand.

“Well, young shaver ! ” said the poaclier, turning to Jenkins;
““ very pleased to meet yer. Anybody who comes with a young
gont like Mister Brading is welcome,”
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To Jenking’s astonishiment, Brading produced from a corner
gome tobacco and a very black pipe, which he proceeded to fll
and smoke, and, though Jenkins was not a very sharp hoy, he
concluded that his friend was a frequont visitor hore. His
surprise was increased tenfold v hen the bully calmly called for
a pint of ale. .

*“And what will the voung gent take ?” asked the poacher.

Jdenkins replied that he would take n ¢iass of lemouade.

Brading burst out laughing, while Ad Bealey aaid that
lemonade was only the drink for kids, not for the friends of
* Mister Brading,” and a momeut iater placed a foaming glass
of ale before the bewildered bhoy.

“Come, drink up! " said Brading,
now."

Jenkins took a sip, and, though it tasted like poison, with an
effort he kept himself from pulling a wry face, and, following
his friend's example, ngaoked his lips with well-feigned enjoy.
ment. ' R s .

- “*That's the style ! " said Ad Baealey, who had himsalf drained
*a huge jug; ‘‘now you're a rea! man, voung gent. Ncne of
your naimnby-pamby school-kids for me! Who pays for these?”

“He will,” said Brading. * tle's got an order lLe wanis
changed, Ad.”

Jenkins knew protestations would bLe useless, and, very re-
luetantly he handed over the note. To his wonder, he only
received five shilling2 and sixpence change, but he dared no%
complain, '

The air was stifling, the tobacco fumes got down his throat
and threatened to suffecate him. Still, it would never do to
let them gee this was the first time Le had been in a public-
house, he thought, so he tried to look as if he was enjoying him-
self, although inwardly he longed to be breathing the pure air
once more. When, however, the smoke became extry trouble-
some, and he could not prevent himself coughing aloud, Brading
only laughed at Lis discomfort. N

How the little sneak wished he had never set foot in that
hole! But he was only one of the many who learn too late that
though it is easy enough to fall into temptation, retracing oune's
steps is very up-hill work. _

There was one point on which Jenkins wished to satisfy him-
self before he made an effort to get out of that place: whether
Brading had dealt the blow which led to such terrible con-
sequences, or whether the school was accusing him falsely.

He longed to ask his friend to elear up the mystery, but feared
lest he might feel insulted by such a persenal inquiry.

at 7t Tast he plucked up courage. He would ask
tion; and theun go. s

I say, Brading,” he began, “did you really do it? Al tha
boys say you did.”

Brading fully understood what the “it” referred to. Hoa
burst out, with an oath that fairly startled the little sneak :

““So that's what they think, do they? It's just like the
cowards, to go talking about me behind -my back. I'd thrash
every one of them if they were here. Well, if it'll do yeu any

d to know it, I did do it, and I'm not ashamed to own it.
t served the cad right, toe, and I only wish I'd hit him harder,
He was down on me when he got that sneak Alton to back him
up, and when I—when 1 wasn't in fighting trim; but we're
quits now.,”

‘“ He's been awfully ill, though,
doctor in, and hasn't got up yet.”

“ You are not in school

the ques-

cading. Had the Aintree

HIN 9! It isn't so bad as that, now, or else the cad’s sham-
ming.

“ But he is really wvery ill. Thay say you hit him with a
stick 1 ™

“ The liars!
very hard.”

This was, of course, the first Brading had heard of T.eander’s
serious illuess, On that fatal Saturday he had, from a distance,
seen the wounded boy carried back to school, but had imagined
that very little was the matter. Gradually, however, it cams
‘home to him that somecone must have seen the act, and thab
when it came to the Doctor’s ears he would not be allowed to
go unpunished. Then, in a fit of desperation, he determined
to play truant from school.

t should be said that when Drading struck his elass-fellow
he had not meant to inflict sericus Lurt. In his blind hate
it was the only way he could think of to avenge the thrashing
he had received from Lieander. Neither had he mntended to play
truant for long, but, as cach day weunt by, he found it all thae
more difficult to return to the schioel. o far he had maintained
a show of bravado, but now, for the first time, he regretted the
blow, and a feeling closely resembling fear took possession of
him,

“Don't you thiuk you had Letter coma back ? " asked Jenkins;
““they are sure to find you scoucr or later, and then 1t will ba
all the worse for you.™

“Iean’t go back now,” replied tise bully moodily. “ 1 must
wait a litfle longer. At any rate, {hiz is much better than Leing
ghut upin a beastly hole of a schocl, ain’t it, Ad?”

Thus appealed to, the poacher assured his Learers that, in Lia
opinion, there was no gpirit in a boy who did not play *“ the log

L 4
It was only with my fist. DBesides, it wasn't

FOR YOUR 1d. WILL YOU HELP US BY

MENTIONING THIS FACT TO YOUR FRIEND?
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oceasionally. He recalled his own schooldays, when the boys
actually defied the masters if there was too much work or not
guflicient holidays, and ended by advising Jenkins to stay away
with his friend for a few days, and have a *‘ high old time.”

But this, with a display of courage that quite startled his
friend, Jenkins ahsolutely refused to do. . _

‘““ At any rate, you won’t tell them where I am?” rsaid
Brading, ‘“ or even say you have seen me? I shall be safe encugh
here for a bit . Do you promise?”

And Jenkins promised, though, for his cwn sake, he Ienged
to see his friend and protector back at the school cnce more.

Presently Ad Bealev produced a pack of greasy cards, and
suggested a ‘‘ quiet little game.” ‘ |

‘* I suppose you can play, young gent?” he added, to Jenkins.
‘“ A reg’lar dab at the game, I'll warrant.”

Jenking gaid he could play such games as “snap” and
‘“dragon,” whereat Brading and the poacher laughed.

“Them’s only kids’ games,” said the latter, *‘and much
below a youn%lgent like you. I'll teach you to play like a young
lord, although I gee youll turn out quite a nib with the.
pasties, and be winning all my money, perhaps.”

Jenking protested &at' he had never pﬁ)‘ed for money,
whereupon Brading called him an ass.

Ad Bealey owned that he was not much of a2 player, but such
;:1.10“3 edge as was his he would cheerfully impart to his ** young
riend.”

* Suppose we play penny ‘nap,” he said. ““It's quite a gent’s
glms, a?ql as easy as A B C. ‘What do you say, Mister

rading?” :

Bradmg, who had brightened up considerably at sight cf the
cards, was quite agreeable, and, almost before Jenkins knew it,
he was seated at the table, grasping several cards in his hands.
They were &:;ite different to the ones he had played with at
Liome, and, though Brading seemed to be quite at home with the
gaméi i* was as foreign to him as a dead language.

Still, the poacher looked over his shoulder and advised him
what to call, and which card to play. _ ,

Of course, he lost. At first he could not understand why
every time he called three the poacher or Brading went four,
and why, on each ocecasion, he had to pay over something to one
or both of these. But, by the time he had lost two shillings,
he was fairly-well advanced in public-house *‘nap,” and sig-
nified his intention of looking after his own ‘““hand.” -

Then, for a while, he fared better, managing,at least, xet to

lose, though he gained nothing, until, in response t6.a pressfng

invitation from Brading, he drank some more ale. In a dazed
kind of way he wondered why his companions displayed no
stakes of their owa fthey had made him place his five shillings
on tho}a table in fromt of him) except the money they had won
from him. ' '
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Soon he began to lose again. Whatever he plaved, the poacher
bad something higher. 1t seemed strange that all the aces and
kings (for he had learnt to distinguish these as the highest
cards) should find their way into the hands of either Brading
or Ad Bealey every time, while he had only threes and fours.
But still he played on, in the hope of yet winning back zi! he
had lost. *
__How many there 3re like Jenkins! His case is only an
llustration of what is happening every day. The working-man
who loses a shilling over a horse-race still goes on betting,
hoping to make it up again soon. The rich man who loses
£1,000 over a game of cards still plays on, thinking he
recoup his losses sooner or later.,

But they both find out that that time never comes. Thousands
there are who date their ruin from the moment they staked a
shilling on a horse-race or a game of cards. At last Jenkins
found he had only a shilling left. The ale was getting into his
head, and he wished he had never left the school that day; but
still he could not tear himself away from the game.

‘““I will go three!” he cried, growing desperate/

‘‘ Get them ! ” responded his companions.

He played a king.

The poacher threw out an ace.

He played a queen.

The poacher produced ancther ace, the counterpart of the
one he had played before; but Jenkius was too bewildered to
notice this. : ' '

** Your play again,” said Brading.

Jenkins threw down a nine.

Brading played a ten. :

*“You’'ve lost, my hearty!” cried the poacher. * That is six-
pence each to us.”

Jenking did not endeavour to reason out how this could he,
but calmly allowed them to take his money. ,

“Five shillings is, perhaps, not a very large sum, but te.
Jenking it represented several months’ pocket-money, and now
the last penny of it had gone—seven-and-six gone in one day.

He had a vague idea that he had been cheated, and, scarcely
knowing what he did, he bluried out his suspicions, appealing
to Brading to give him back at least a portion of his money.

By way of reply he received a sounding cuff on the ear from
Brading, sending him stumbling over a cia.ir. : _

‘ 1f you ever say in that I cheated,” roared the bully,
““111 thrash you out of your sgkin!” ' .

.. The fall seemed to bring Jenking back to his senses. At any

rate, when-Le rose to his feet he made for the.door. Neither the

poacher or the bully made any attempt to stop him, the latter

eimply warning him to keep his promise, if he valued his life.
(To be continued.)

nuLtH

THE EDITOR SPEAKS!

A friend to THE HALFPENNY MARVEL tells us of a pet he

has, which has learnt to imitate his voice in a manner that is
truiy remarkable. It is a bird that a friend of his sent him from
New Zealand, and is not unlike, in size and appearance, the
English starling. : :

It 1s not at all unvsual to find foreign birds with such mar-
vellous power, and some of our larger British birds are admirable
imitators, when properly trained and taught, of the different
gounds they may hear. The raven, as is well known, has been:
long renowned for its imitative pocwers, and its ready knack of
picking up scraps of talk from various sources. ' :

Next to the raven, the magpie is, perhaps, the most wonderful
of our mimics, seeming to possess the power of rendering almost
any loud noise. Omne of these birds once startled its master by
giving a repetition of a flourish of trumpets with remarkable
accuracy. About a week before a band of Volunteers had
saraded the town, the bugles fascinating the magpie to such a
Segree that he moped sullealy until he could render the ¢all
which had taken him so by surprise.

No less wonderful in his way is the starling. Carel.iiy
trained, this bird can almost say anything. To make him very
talkative, it was supposed to be necessaryv to slit his tongue
with a sixpence. But the starling can talk without any such
cruel treatinent. Now and then he learns odd words as he flies
to and fro, especially if he be in the vicinity of a stable or inn,
under the eaves of which he often builds his nest.

A starling so situated learned to articulate very plainly the
words ‘‘ Jack, quick ! ” much to the groom’s annoyance, for that
worthy (his name being Jack) was often called away by what he
supposed to be his master’s summons, but which in reality was
only the acquired call of the loquacicus bird.

Readers are constantly writing to this and othe¢r papers
complaining of the hardness of the times, and bewailing that,
owing to the increase of competition in every trade, it every
year becomes more difficult to obtain a living. ‘

Don’t despair; big fortunes have been built from the smallest
of ‘magnnnn%;_h | ‘

William, iteley, the owner of the biggest shop in the
world, started with one little draper’s establishment, not so
Very many years ago.

Huntley and Palmers were originally small bakers.

" The father of the late Right Honourable W. H. Smith, owner
of the railway bookstall system, once kept a little newsagent’s

shop. »
_Gli\-tti, the famous London_restaurateur, started in London
with an ice-cream stall near Hungerford Market. .
The late Jay Gould, who could probably have bought up half
America had he chosen, as a boy sold newspapers on the railway.
A well-known baronet was originally a clerk at a few shillings
a week 1n the very establishment of which he is now the head.

We have offended one of our readers, and he does not hesitate
to lay his complaint before us. -

“1 write to inform you,” he says, *that I am much annoyed
to find that you very frequently puff the MARVEL, not only in
:cihe. paper itself, but on walls and in tram-cars. Why do you

o1t7 ,

We do it, good Frederick, because the very best paper in the
world (mind, we do not say that this is it !) would never succeed
unless 1t were well advertised. Perhaps our critic will be shocked
to hear that, though our chief aim m bringing out the MARVEL
is to instruct and interest the public, we have another object in
view—that of adding to the little store which, by dint of hard.
work and enterprise, we are collecting in our money-box. It is
a by no means easy task though, so much are we giving for the
humble ha,lfpenn%

Perhaps good KFrederick is one of those who think an editor
has nothing to do five days of the week but sit in a comfortable
chair and smoke a big pipe; and in that case he will probably
now be offended the more, seeing that we have dignified cur
calling by the name of ‘‘work,” but he knows now why we
advertise ourselves. At any rate, we are obliged to him for
giving us a chance of defending ourself, and for not going about
condemning us unheard.

TrE EDITOR.

NOTE.—The ‘“summary of previous chapters” and a picture illustrating this week’s instalment of ¢ Charlie’s Chum?
have been ‘‘crowded out;” but we have made arrangements for it to annear in next Friday’s ¢“ UNION JACK.”



The “Marvel” is published EVERY WEDNESDAY.

Are you fond of Red Indian Stories? You probably are, so you should
not miss seeing No. 21 of the “Union Jaek.” Our circulation has increased
so rapidly of late that there must necessarily be many who have not heard
of the * Union Jack.” We might therefore mention that it is a companion
paper to the *‘ Halfpenny Marvel,” and each of its numbers is com-
plete in itself, containing a long tale of mystery or adventure, with plent

of illustrations. It is quite as good as the ‘ Halfpenny Marvel,” for suc

authors as 8. Clarke Hook, Harry Blyth, Maxwell Scott, Hal Meredith, and
Paul Herring write for both papers. ~So that if you like us you will like our
companion. No. 21 of the ** Union Jack” contains a story of peril and

adventure with the Indians and brigands in Mexico, entitle

|“THE APACHES’ CAPTIVE”

By PAUL HERRING,

and the picture below illustrates an incident taken from it.

~ § Ask for No. 21 of the ““UNION JACK"” (Price }d.), now on sale.

“Some of them carried a log of wood between them, Mand, giving this a swing, they battered

at the stout door.”
18/0/04



