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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
An Adventure in Hampstead.

s CEER!” 1 muttered, frowning.

1 came to a halt in the centre of
the muddy pavement, and stood lis-
tening intently. The long thorough-

fare, with its big houses set well back on
either side, was completely deserted, and not
& soul was within sight.

The district was Hampstead, ihé time
approaching midnight, and the weather was
cold and chill, I had been visiting a friend,
and was now on my way to the Tube station,
vintending to take the Underground to Baker
Street. Tinker was not with me, having pre-
ferred to remain at home reading.-

I fancied that I should not have a great
amount of time to catch the last train, and
0 I was hurrying Dbriskly. And then my
thoughts took an abrupt turn, and I came
to a halt, '

I stood there quite still, with my cigarette
held between my fingers. Vague, hut ncver-
theless distinet, I couvdd hear the unmistak-
able sounds of two men struggling. It had
been a sudden cry which caused me to pause
in my walk. )

I coeuld not quite d{etermine where the
sounds were coming from, and there was cer-
tainly nobody in sight. I then observed that
there was a side-turning just ahead of me,
and 1 concluded that the commotion was pro-
ceeding from that direction.

Walking forward briskly, I arrived at the
corner and stared down into the gloom,

Two figurcs were engaged in_a fierce com-
bat not twenty yards from me.

“H'm! Ought I to intcrfere?»
mured.

The matter was decided for me a sccond
Iater, _

“Help!”® camie a gasping cry. “You mar-
derous ruMan—— Help!” .

I felt that I was certainly called upon to
take a hand in the geme, And so, without
further ado, I ran forward. Even as I was
doing so I saw one of the men strike the other
brutally.

Crazh!

He went down with a low cry, and his assail-
._ant immediately turned on his hect and dashed

ofNdown the dark street. It really seemed as
we had the place entirely to ourselves
—as thowgh no other living soul existed in the

I mur.

d found myself staring down

il-dressed man. He was
the pavement, and his
: For all this, I
eman was dis-
quite con-

I hurried up;
upon an elderly,
lying upon his back
face showed signs of v,
could sec that the old
tinguished-looking, And he
scions, .

«Can I be of any assistance, my
I asked quickly. .

He. raised himseli; t()]n {ns elhow and sta

in a dazed kind of way.
at“l’n[‘%e diamonds!® he gasped thickiy. ©The
Zamkala Diamonds! They have gone! They
have been stolen from me! For Hcaven's sake

sir 77
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"chase that man and recover my property!
The brute attacked me——*"

quickly.

“No, no! Iam all right!” he panted. “Oh,
why do you stand there? Go! Recover the
Zamkala Diamonds, and I will be for ever
grateful !”?

It was no time for hesitation. Only a few
seconds had passed, and I could still dimly
see the figure of the fugitive thief. It was
evident that he had rohhed the old gentlemun
of some valuable property, and my only course
was to give all the assistance within my
power.

Demanding a full explanation would waste
time, and then the diamonds would have
vanished for ever. As matters now stood there
wa3s a distinct chance that I should be able
to render adequate help.

I think it is onc of my characteristics to
act promptly, and I did so on this occasion.
Pressing my elbows into My sides, I raced
down the road with every ounce of speed of
which I was capable.

I am not hoasting when I say that I am an
excellent runner. There are very few men
who can outdistance me, for I always take
good care to keep myself in perfeet condition
and recady for any emergency.

My quarry, on the other hand, was not an
athlete, This was obvious from the manner in
which he was running. I simply overhauled
him in next to no time. And he knew that I
was on his track. -

He attempted to dodge across the road, pro-
bably hoping to escape in the darkness. But
I was after him. And as I came up I saw
that he was plump, thick-set, and encumbered
by a heavy fur overcoat.

“It’s no good, my friernd!” ¥ said grimly.

As I spoke I grasped his shoulder and swung
him round. We were how some little distance
L from the spot where the original struggle had
taken place, but were quite alone. Police-
constables appeared 10 be non-existent in this
district.

I “Don’t—don’t you touch me!” gasped the
man thickly.

He was almost exhausted by his run, and
was hardly capable of coherent speech. But
there was fear in his eyes, and I knew that
I should not have much dificulty. The rogue
had evidently expected to make good his
escape without being chased.

“The dtamends—at once'” I rapped out.

“ Hang you'” he snarled. “I will not——"

“The diamonds!'”? I repeated curtly.

And this time, in order to emphasice my
order, I displayed my revolver, and pressed
the barrel of it into the man’s chest. He
gave a gasp of sheer terror, and commenced
trembling violently.

“ You—you infernal hound!” he muttered
hoarsely.

- “1 will j(ive you just two seconds!” I said.
“My hand is not over-steady, and this re-

1 the

volver i in a most uncomfortable position for
) !:)

u’ve got me!" he panted. “Here, take

hrust a hand into bis coat-pocket,

«T am afraid you are in a bad way,” I sald

oodwinked!
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and produced a washleather bag. I took it,
and had no difficulty in deciding that it con-
}t-ained quite a large number of stomes. There
was no trickery about it.

“Thank you!™ I said smoothly.

I removed my revolver and dropped it into
my pocket. And on the instant the man
lurched sideways and rushed down the road.
I allowed him to go, since there was really no
object in detaining him, He had been com-
pelled to give up the stolen property, and
that was all that really mattered.

In a flash, however, I tore open the wash-
leather bag and examined the contents. Yes,
the diamonds were there—a sclection of mas-
sive uncut stones. I switched off my electric
torch and reclosed the bag.

“ A most valuable collection,” I decided.
“Uncut, too! A cplendid prize for any thief,
for such stones are easy to negotiate. It Is
rather a fortunate thing that I am an honest
man!”’ °

It would have heen quite easy for me to walk
oft and to vanish with the booty. I was left
entirely by myself, and the real owner of the
diamonds was certainly incapable of chasing
me, He didn't even know how I had fared.

It is not one of my habits, hcwever, to run
off with other people’s property—it is rather
my habhit to recover it—and I briskly retraced
my steps up the dark road. And then I saw
a dim figure lurching unsteadily towards me.

It was the old gentleman who had been
knocked down, and he gave a husky little cry
| as he approached. .

“ Have you got them? Have you got them?»
he asked shakily.

“ Here you are, my dear sir!” I replied.

And I handet over the bag of diamonds. He
grasped it with a feverish hand, and uttered
a low cry of delizht. With quivering fingers
he unfastened the hag, and then felt the dia-
monds within.

“Yes, they’'re all here—all here!” he mut-
tered. “How can I thank you, sir? How can
I express my gratitude for the wonderful ser-
vice you have performed? That scoundrel
| overpnwered me, but you have retrieved the
situation !»

I lTaughed. )

“A very slight scrvice, sir,” I said.
need not——*

“Oh, but I must do something by way of
recognition!” interrupted the old gentlcman,
fumbling in the bag. *“Here, you must take
one of these diamonds as a reward—one of
the biggest and finest. It is merely a slight
mark of my gratitude.”

But I shook my head decidedly.

“T couldn't possibly accept it,”” I said
firmly. It is most gencrous of you to make
such an offer. But, my dear sir, that dia-
mond is worth hundreds of pounds, and I
deserve no such reward. Moreover, I most
positively decline to accept anything beyond
your verbhal—"

“But it is nonsense—sheer nonsense!” he
interrupted. “I wish to make vou a hand-
some present—and. indeed, I shall do &so.

[ ] You

If you refuse to accept this dlamond, you will
not refuse something 1 have in mind.
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Furthermore, I am eager to «xplain the whole

situation 10 you, Mr.—Mr.—

“My name is Blake,” I smiled, -

“Well, Mr. Blake, may I reek a further
gervice -from you?” said the old gentdeman.
“You (o not know my name, do you? I will
tetl you—presently. I am feeling most un-
steady, and I fcar that . shall be unable to
recach home unassisted. And 1 am nervous;
1 am t,erribly afraid that I shall he again
attacked— —’ _ :

- “Have no fear,” 1 interrupted. “I ghall he
most pleascd to sce yvou safely home. If we
walk to the ¢nd of this road we might pos-
sibly he able to obtain a taxi.” :

“Ah, yes; that would be aplendid, Mr,
Blake!" said my compenion. *Come, we will
lose no time. And I shall insist upon taking
you indoors; I shall insist upon explaining
the whole circumstances to you. At present
I am hewildered and dazed, and you must
forgive me if I s®em incoherent. My head is
paining me considerably, and my cyesight is
not exactly powerful. May 1 take your ann,
-8ir? Would you consider it a liberty if I
rested upon you?”

. “I am only too pleascd to help you,” I
hastened to declare. )

And so, he leaning on my arm, we walkéed up
ihe road. I wondered who he could be, and
certainty decided to accompany him home,
and to hear his story. It promised to be
quite interesting. :

By a stroke of luck we succeeded in getting
a taxi within five minutes after reaching the
end of the road. I left it to the old gentle-
man to give the cabby his directions.

“Drive to No. 169, Grosvepor Square!”
ordered my companion. .

“Right, me lord!” said the cabby brlsm{.

We entered the cab, and I suspected that
the driver was not far wrong. The old
gentleman would probably turn out to he a
peer. His address, at all events, was 4 most
distinguished one.

« How lucky ! he cxclaimed, a3 he lay back.
%I hardly hoped to obtain a taxi so promptly,
my good preserver. When we arrlve home I
will satisfy yoyr curiosity on all points, Dear
me! I am somewhat dizzy, and some brandy
would not come amiss-—<ch?”’

“Why, of course,” 1 said, fecling for my
flask.

“No, no!” he said quickly, laying a hand
upon my arm. “You must share mine, Mr.
Blake! I insist! I have ample for us both,
and you must grant me this little privilege.
T am host, you must remember.”

I smiled, and watched him as he took from
h'&eovercout pocket a sllver-mounted flask
fitted with a neat cup at the top. This was
-unscrewed, and he poured out a full measure.

“Drink this, my dear sir,” he said
pleasantliy.

“After you—-"

“No; you must honour me by drinking
lirst.” he interrupted. *Come, sir!”

1 took the little cup, and quickly drank it;
not that I was in need of brandy. He re-
required it far more than I did. And he
poured himself out a dose, and drank it. Ib
fact, he partook of two measures, and then
put the flask away. .

“Al, that is better—much hetter!” ho cx-
claimed, wiping his mouth with a silk hand-
LKerchief. "1 trust that this dizziness of
mine will soon pass.”

He lay back amongst the cushions and
closed his eyes. At least, I judded so, for he
said no moro. The interior of the cab was in
total darkness, and I could only occasionally
catch a glimpse of my companion a3 we sped
past a street lamp.

- And so we¢ procceded towards QGrosvendr
Square.

——y

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
‘The Threaded Ferrule.

<% OW then, guv'nor, pull- yourself
together!” ‘
I opeped my eyes, and stared at

the red face bending over me with

tbme coufusion, and vainly attempted to obey
the injunction. o

“If 1'd knowed you was in this ’ere condi-
tion I wouldn't have had you in my keb!”
went on the voice gruffly. “Wake up,
guv'nor, there's a good 'un! 1I've pot a wife
':mt' 'klds to git home to, an’ it's shockin'ly
atet!”

I shook myself vigorously.

“That's the way,” said the man,
my shoulder. - “I'll give you n
yYou pull yourself tozether. I
all the bloomin' night--—"

*One motecnt, my friend,” I interrapted
dazedly. :

rasping
'and out, if
can't waste

-

My head was singing, but I managed to
gather my wits sufficiently to see that 1 was
in a taxi-cab, and that the driver was at-
tempting to get me out. And I remembered
all that had passed. .

We had evidently arrived at Grosvenor
Square, and the old gentleman must have-
alighted first. 1 felt very foolish for having
dropfed off to sleep; the regular motion of
the taxi was responsible, no doubt.

““All right, driver; I won't make you wastc
any further time,” [ said, preparing to alight.
“I must have dozed off. We are in Grosvenor
Square, I presume? Why did not my friend
awaken me —" . o

“Grosvenor Square!” arowled the taxi-man.
“You're ctill half asleep, ain't your We're
in Camberwell—No. 16, Montjoy Terrace.
The old gent told me to bring you ’‘ere, an’
I s’posc he knows where you .ive, guv'nor!”

I felt rather atartled. J

% (fiood gracious." T exclaimed, ¢ Caniber-
well! But, my good man, I didn't want to
comc to Camberwetl! Why didn't you

awaken me when my friend alighted in
Grosvenor——" o .
“Lor' lummy! You seem to ‘ave got

Grosvenor Square on the braini” snapped the
man. “We didn't go there at all; the old
gent got out in Piceadilly, just at the top of
the 'Aymarket. An’ he give me inztructions
to hring you on 'ere.”

My brain was rapid'y clearing now, and 1
wa3i becoming not cnly convinced that 1 was
au absolutc fool, but iny anger rosc greatly.
1 was simply furious with myself for having
been eo casily dupedl.

My firat action was to feel quickly over my
pockets; but all my property was intact, an‘l
nothing had been touched. Why on earth
had the old gentleman played such an extra-
ordinary trick upon me?

Why had he got out at the top of the Hay-
market, and why had he secnt me on to Cam-
berwell, of all places? 1t didn't take mo
long to realise that the brandy I had par-
taken of must bave been prepared in some
manner—in short, drugged. It was also fairly
clear in my mind that my latc companion
had only pretended to drink some brandy
himself. .

If I could have thought of any feasible
reason for his remarkable behaviour I should
have bheen more comfortable. But the old
gentlemen had utterly no rcason to treat me
50 shabbily. True, I was unbarmed, and
nothing of mine had been taken. But the
whole affair was most singulur, and I was
frankly puzzled.

The explanation was probably simple
enough. I was a stranger to the old fellow,
and he might have been afraid that I should
be tempted to turn on him and take the
diamonds away. And 5o, in his eccentric way,
he had decided to-get rid of me, and had
adopted this curious method of doing so.

But 1 certainly did not want to rcmain in
Camberwell, :m(f I should find it impossible
to get to Baker Street by train at this hour
of the night. I scrambled oul of the cab,
and felt rather unsteady.

“Thought you was never comin’,” gsaid the
driver, in a grumbling voice. “You owc me
five-an’-a-tanncr, guv'nor. The old gent paid
me for the other part of the journey, but
not for yours.”

“Look here, my man. there has been some
nmistake,” I said quletly. “I didn’t want to
come to Camberwell, and T don’'t want to re-
muin here. My friend gave »ou wrong in-
structions.” ) 4 ‘ e

“Oh, did *e?” said the cabby. “Well, that’s
your trouble, guv’nor! I was told ‘to bring
you ’ere, an'—"

“I'm not blaming you,” [intcrrupted. “ But
I want you to drive me to Baker Strect
straight away—-"

“Not likely!” Interrupted thc man, in his
turn. “Why, my garage ia at Kennington.
just near ‘ere, an’ I'm hlowed if 1I'm going
right over to Bakér Street to-night. Not me.
Why, I shiould never get 'om: till daylight!”

“The whole iourney won't take you more
than an hour, so you ncedn’t raise all those
objections,” I said impatientty. “I certainly
don’t want .to walk home, and it’ll bec worth
a soverelgn to you if you'll drive me.”

The man scratched his chin.

“In advance?” he askod.

“T am not called upon to pay vyou in
advance, -but there’'a Lo
shouldn’'t do s0,” I replied.
take itl”

He took the pound-note cheerfully.

“You're a gent, guv'hor!” he said. «Hop
inside; I'll econ ‘ave you. at Baker Street.
What number iz 1£?” )

I zave it to him, and then rec-entered the

‘ Here you are—

no notice of him.

reason why I}

cah. A moment later we were bowllng away
through the doserted streets towards the

heart of London. It was somc satisfactlon,
at least, to be able to get home in comfort.

As I lay bhack and lit a cigarctte the light
from my mitch fell upon a small brass plate
fixed to the woodwork in front. It simply
bore the name of the motor-cab company,
and gave the address in Kennington. I only
noticed it subconsciously, but the knowledgo
was destined to come in uscful later on.

By this time I had fully recovered the use
of my wits; bat, puzzle as I would, I could
not understand why my strange old com-
panion had left me in thc lurch in such aa
unaccountable manner. B

What were -tho Zamkala Dlamonds? From
the glimpse T had obtained of them I was
quitc¢ convinced that the diamonds were of
very excellent quality, and cxtrcmely valu-
able. And I could bhave had onc for mysell
if I had so chosenn. But I had ccrtainly not
earned it, and I should not have 1clt justified
in accepting it. -

I determined to look into the affair on the
morrow—at least, to give it a certain amount
of attention. Anything in thc naturc of a
mystery ulways attracts me, and this whole
adventure had been rather mysterious.

The taxi jolted heavily over a rough port-
tion - of. roadway, and something struck
against one of my heels. I moved my foot,
and it came in contact with a hard chject,
which upon investigation proved to bc a
walking-stick. .

It wasn't mine, for I had carried nonc.
But a moment's examination was sufficient.
I recognised it as the stick which tac old
gentleman had carried. In  his agitated
frame of mind he had obviously forgotten it.

“ A souvenir, at all events!” I told myselr.
as I laid the stick on the s=eat beside mc.
“And it is quite possible that I may be abl-:
to learn much from a close examination ol
this cano. Walking-sticks arc frequently
highly instructive.” :

% arrived homo after a swift, uneventf:l
run, and found, as I expected, that ‘Linker
was in bed. I was not feeling exactly bright.
and I retired to my own bed-room witheunt
any delay.

In the morning T was quite fresh, and wii
the ctfects of my “doping ” had disappeared.
Indeed, my appetite for breakfast was rather
more keen than usual. 1 found Tinker stand-
ing before the ftire, rcading the morning
paper. _ .

“Well, guv'nor, what have you got to say
for vourself?” he demanded severely.

“Quite a lot, if necessary. ’

“I should think so!” ho eaid, “I waited
up for you until long after midnight, and
then I got fed up and went to bed. Whers
thg dickens did you get to, guvnor? Gal-
ding about in the middie of the night—"

“You will pardon me, Tinker, but I was
not gadding about!” 1 intcrrupted grimly.
¢ [ should have arrived home in yuite respect-
able time had it not been for a somcwhat
remarkable adventure which befcll me.”

«1 suppose you thought it out in bed,
guv'nor?” he grinned.

“Thought which out?”

*The remarkable advcnture!” _

“Since you appear to be so sarcastic,
Tinker, I shall say nothing further about the
matter, and your curiosity must o unsatis-
fied,” I said sternly. “No; you ncedn’t in-
dulge in thosc absurd antics. I am firm.”

The young rascal had placed his hands
beforo him ae though in prayer, but I took
I knew very wcll that he
was anxious to hear what had dcelayed me
the previous evening, but I resolved to keep
tiim in suspense until after -hreakfast.

‘He pretended to ba loftily indifferent, hut
I knew that he wasn't. Hc scized one of the
newspapers and buried himself in it. Then
Mrs. Bardell arrived with the breakfast-
trays, and wc were soon discussing iricd soles
and coffee. .

“Rather a_ queer affair at Hampstcad,
guv'nor,” remarked Tinker thoughtfully.

“Eh? Where?” .

“ At Hampstcad, guv'nor,” hi said, stirring
his coffec. “There’s a report in your paper,
isn't there? 1t scems that Lord Wraxson was
robbed in the open streets of some valuable
diamonds. You can clear off, Pedro, because
there's nothing on the table that'll satisfy
the cavity which you call a moyth.” :

I 1aid down my paper, very interosted.

“Lord Wraxson was robbed of some dia-
monds, Tinkcr—in Hampstead!” I asked.

“That’s right, guv’'nor,” hc replied. * Yon
were in Hampstead Inst night, werco't vou®
Al, pcerhaps that’s the explanation of your
being late l-ilome!" he added, grinning. “I
supposc you haven't turned burglar, for =a

change?”
U. J.—-No. 706,
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“Do mot be so ridiculous, Tinker!* I gaid,
feeling nevertheless that his suggestion was
perilously near the mark. “Let me see that
paragraph.”

“I'll rcad it out, if you like,” he said.
“The police have got charge of the case,
and they're looking for both the thicves, for
it ceems that his lordship was attacked by
two men. This is how the gccount ruus,
guv’nor: :

“‘DARING ROBBERY IN HAMPSTEAD.

“*Late last night a somewhat startling
affair occurred in a quiet thorougbfare In
Hampstead. The victim is none other than
Jord Wraxson, who will he remembered as
an explorer of eonsiderable note. It appears
that his lordship was walking home alone
when the robbery occurred.

“*A man of vencrable appearance—un-
doubtedly a desperate thief in disguise—
accosted Lord Wraxson, and demanded that
he should give up a bag of valuable diamands
which he was gcarrying at thc moment. His
lordship naturally refused, and the stranger
thercupon attacked him. There was a des-
pcrute fight far a few minutes, during which
the tldef obtained possession of the dia-
ionds, but was finally overpowered.

“*Lord Wraxson, the diamends once more
in his pocket, hurried away in search of a
policeman, According to his lordship’s story,
a confedcratc now appeared upon the scene.
This man was much more active than his
original assailant, and overteok him before
hic could c¢ross any police-oficer—or, indeed,
any ordinary civilian.

@ The confederate was arined, and forced
his victim to give up the diamonds at the
point of a revolver, The daring scoundrel,
having all the advantage, took thc diamonds
away, and then allowed Lord Wraxson to
cecape. By the time the unfortunate peer
had managed to find a constable both thieves
had vanished into the darkness of the night.

*“* The matter Is heing investigated by the
Hampstead police, and it is understood that
Reotland Yard is taking a hand in the in-
vestigation. Lord Wraxson's loss was a con-
siderable cne, for the diamonds are worth
cvery penny of twenty-flve thousand pounds.
The police” are hepeful ¢f making an arrest
very shortly.’

“That's the account, guv’nor,” concluded
Tinker, laying down the paper and helping
himsclf to a slice of bread-and-butter. “It's
a queer thing, isn't it, but there’'s hardly
cver a pollceman on hand when he's parti-
cularly wanted?”

T nodded abscntly.

1 am startled, Timker,” I ohscrved—"con-
siderably startled.” |

“Eh? be eaid. “What the dickens are.
vou startled about? After all. it’s only an
ordinary robbery; nothing strange about it.
Late at might, in & deserted street, it's easy
cnough for twe desperate scoundrels to
attack—"

“Quite 8o, Tinkcr—quite se!” I interrupted
curtly. ‘“But there is one fact which will
asbound you cemsiderably. The daring scoun-
drcl referred to in that aceount—the armed
confederate—is sitting oppositc to you at
this very moment!” .

Tinker stared at me blankly.

“What on carth do you mean, guv'nor?”
he gasped.

“I mean cxactly what 1 say.”
-“But you can't, guv'nor!” he protested.
“You’re intimating that you were the chap
who forecd Lord Wraxson to give up the
diamonds, and that’s absurd!”

I laughed grimly. -
-* Absurd or not, young ’'um, it's the abso-
lute truth!” 1 said.- “It was I who com-
pclled Lord Wraxson to give up those dia-
monds. You nay well stare, my bos, for
you are gazing upon an arrant noodle!”

Tinker looked at me very anxiously.

“You're not joking, guv'nor: I can tell that
hy your tone!” he execlaimed. “But what’s
the matter? Why are you talking so wildly?
1i you expect me to believe that you robbed
Lord Wraxson last might—wecll, you'll have
to cxpect!” o

I rose to my Peet and paced the room for
4 moment or twa.

“Herc is a fine thing, .Tinker!” I said at
Jast. “Last night I was duped and deceived
like the veriest country bumpkin! I actuall
helped a thiei t0 rob Lord Wraxsen—indeed,
Y committed the theft with my own hands'
1 am ahaolutely responsible for the toss of
thosc diamonds! Tpon my soul, Tinker, 1
feel amazingly humiliated !”

“0Oh, come off it, guv'nor!®

U. 5.—-—No._ 796,

1it is a matter of duty.

“I deserve to go to prison for being such
a fool!” I said, glaring.

“But—but’_"

“It’s no good making cxcuses for me, b?-
cause I deserve no consideration whatever!”
I went on savagely. *“Hang it all, Tinker, 1
have been taken down a peg or two in
serious earnest! And Lord Wraxson has
lost his diamonds!”

Tinker made a hopeless gesture.

. “l don’t know what the dickens you’re
jawing about, guv’nor!” he said. “I wish to
goodness you'd explain!”

And then and there 1 did so. I told Tinker
how I had met the old gentleman under such
dramatic e¢ircomstances, how I had chased
the man who now turmed out to be Lord
Wraxson, and how 1 had forced him to
give up the diamonds. I also told Tinker
how I had been imbecile enough to drink
the drugged brandy in the taxi, and how
I had awakened to find the “old gentleman ”
gone, and myself in Camberwell.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Tinker, when
I had done.

“A most unpalatablc story—ch, young
'un?” I cald grimly. *“The simple fact re-
mains that I made myself a confederate
in that robhery, and the daring rascal got
completely away. You must rcmember that
I did not sce him once in a strong light,
and there can be no doubt that he was
cleverly disguised. Aectunally, the man is
probably as young as myself, and he s
undoubtedly a consummate actor. 1 was
hoodwinked from the very start.”

Tinker shook his head obstinately.

“Y don't see why you should be so0 ‘jolly
hard on yourself, guv'nor,” he said. “Per-
s?nally, I don't think you're to blamc at
all.”

“Nonsensc!” I snapped. “I am entirely
to blame.”

“Well, therc's no nced to bark at mie,
guv’nor,” said Tinker, in 2n injured tone. .

“I am sorry, my boy; but my nerves are
not exactly in an ideal condition at the
moment,” said, pacing up and down. “I
cannot help admiring the fellow, for he suc-
ceeded in making me an accomplice in the
most cool way. When I came upon him
lying on the pavement I natarally assumed |
that he was the victim; and he saw that in
a flash. Temporarily out of aotion himself,
ke informed me that he had been robbed,
and begged me to recover his property.”

“It was rather smart, guv'nor.”

* Astonishingly so, Tinker,” I agreed. “The
situation was not improved- by Lord Wrax-
son’s behaviour. He was almost exhausted,
and thoroughly scared. If he had been able
to al:explain on the spet, all would have been
well.”

Tinker grinned.

“You didn't scem to give him much chance
of explainlng, guv’nor,” he remarked. “You
simply jabbed the revolver into his chest,
and told him to fork out. What else could
he do? Talking didn't seem to be much

good, did it?” ]
“The diamonds are pgone, and I am mainly
responsible for their loss,” I declared. *“I

cannot possibly let the matter stand where
it is at present.”

“What else can you do?”

“1 can recover the diamonds, and T intend
doing so,” I said firmly, “My dear Tinker,
I should never feel
comfortable again if 1 allowed this affair
to drop. At all cost, I must get Lord Wrax-
son’s diamonds bhack and restore them to
him.”

“Well, that would be the right thing to
do, guv'nor,” said Tinker thoughtfully.
“But I'm Jiggered i I can see how you're
going to get on the track. That old gentle-
man will have become a young gentleman
by this time, 1 expect, and it'll be almost
impossible to trace bim. What do you know?
Simply that he got out of the taxi at the
top of the Haymarket. You might scarch
for weeks, and still be no further.”

“Yes, it is a dificult preblem—I admit it
frecly,” I sald, filling my pipe. “It iIs quite
a unique situation, to tell the truth. I have
been frequently engaged to recover stolen
jewels, Tinker, but 1 have never before fouad
it neccessary to recover property which 1
stole with my own hands!”

Tinker chuckled.

“Dash it all, guv'nor, the thing’s got a
humorous side, hasn’t it?” he said. “Tt’s
such a quaint position, when you come to
think of I1t. What you did was done in all
innocence.” .

“In al idloecy, you mean!” I snapped.
“You can’t get ‘over the fact, lad, that 1
must have heen half asleep, or 1 should
not have been s0 completely duped. The

- rascal wcted his part snperbly, and I find

"from amongst our own collection.

‘8ame position.

ft difficult to believe, cven now, that he I8
a professional criminal. Yet his behaviour
in the taxi proves that to be the case. Heo
used me for his own purposes just as long
as It suwited him, and then coolly got rid
of me. I doff my hat to that mun, Tinker."”

“A jolly conl customer, guv'nor,” said my
young assistant. “But the qucstion ia, how
are you going to get on the track?”

I lit my pipe, and puffed at it for a fe
moments In silence. »

“Fortunately, the fellow forgot to take
his stick away with him,” I said. *Therd
js just a chance that we may be able to
learn something from it. The man left it
f» the taxi, and-I brought it away with
me."”

“That's something, anyhow,” said Tinker.
“I remember once that you found out quite
a lot from a walking-stick, guv'nor. You
werc able to tell, by the pmud at thc bottom
of it, where the owner of the stick had come
from. But it was largely a matter of
chance, wasn’t it? Those sort of dedue-
tions are all very well for a detective story,
but they don’t always work in recal life.”

“There is a great deal in what you say,
Tinker,” I agreed, sitting down before the
fire. “Howcver, an examination of the stick
might prove quite instructive. Even if weo
can obtain no definite facts, we might get
a few hints. Bring the stick over herc, my
boy; you will find it in the stand.”

Tinker went outside, and had no difficulty
in selecting the jewel thief's walking-stick
It was a
stout article, with an ordinary plain,
curved handle, heavily silver mounted.

“It appears to be faidy new,” I remarked,
as Tinker handed me the stick. “You will
observe that it is rather lighter than omne .
would expect, considering the nature of the
wood. Did you notice that, young 'un?”

“I can’t say that 1 did, guv’'nor.”

“One would be inclined to assume that the
stick has a pith centre, accounting for the
lightness,” 1 went on, turning the thing over
in my hands. “But it is made of cane,
Tinker—~a hard, solid varieby of cane—and
it Is quite obvious that the lightncsas must
have some other cxplanation.”

“It's hollow, perhaps?” Tinker suggested.

“If.80, there will be nothing very unusual
in the fact,” I observed. “It is quite a
common thing for a walking-stick to Le made
hollow, and to have a screw-on handle.
But this handle, Tinker, is part of the whole,
and certainly does not unscrew. Neither is
there any trick opentng at the extrcme end.”

I was nearly ready to confess that we
should be unable to discover anything from
the walking-stick, It was singularly lack-
ing in marks of any desacription. Thero was
nothing whatcver to show_the characteristics
of its owner, - ) ,

In fact, the cane was a most ordinary
affair, and I was just about to put it aside
when I happened to glance at the ferrule. At
first look this appeared to be of the ordinary
type—brass, with an iron base.

It was worn considerably on onc side—
always the case with a stick which has a
crook handle, for such a stick is constantly
made to strike the ground in precisely the
A knobhed stick, on th
other hand, woars perfectly evenly. :

“H'm! This is interesting, at all cvents,”

' 1 remarked.

"What's that, guov'nor?” _

“The ferrule, Tinker, appears to he merely
ammed on. for no nails are visible, which
18 unusual. With constant using, onc would
suppose thut the ferrule would drop off.
It must he sccured by some other mecans.”

While I was speaking I scized the ferrule
and attempted to pull it off; hut it was
fixed on very firmly. Then, suddenly, as I
%ripped it, something seemed to loosen, and

knew what had occurred. '

“Why, this ferrule is thrcaded!” I ex-
claimed. *“ Do you see, Tinker? It unscrcws,
like a cap. And a ferrule which unscrews
is a distinet novelty. 1 am bheginning to
suspect that this stick is not such an
ordinary article as I feared.” :

“It’s certainly out of the
guv'nor,” said tho lad.

By this time I had the ferrule off, and
then discovered that there was an inner
brass fitting, also threaded. It was hollow,
and a small wooden {ylug Ailled the cnd.
This was jummed In tightly, and all ‘my
cfforts to remove . it were unavailing.”

“Fetch me €he pliers, Tinker,” I said
briskly. . i

He did so, and came back eager to see
what would be revealed when the plug was
removed. The very fact that it was there
pro]':ed that the stick was of a very special
make. - :

common,
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“Ah, this is bLetter,” I suid, as T manipu-
lated the pliers. .

The plug came out caxily, and tuking the
stick to the window, I gazed into the hollow
cavity which was now revealed. 1 could sce
nothing but a little ball of white cotton-
wool, and 1 was soon probing this with a
length of stout wire. .

With very little troubls 1 succceded in
pulling it completely out, and with it came
threo hard objccts, all of them embedded in
tho cotton. Threshing out the stuff with
mf fingers on the table. I soon discovered
the actual truth.

“What do you think of those, Tinker?” I
said calmly. : : T

Thero were three red objects on the table,
nnd Tinker stared at them with wonder.
And he was scarecly to he blamed, for thoge
Jittle red objects were medinm-sized rubies,
and very valuahle ones at that.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Plan of Action.

INKER picked up one of ibe precious
I stones and cxamined it.
“Why, they're rubies, guvnor!”
~ he “efaculated. “Lither that, or
they're elever imitations—-"
“No, my boy, they -arc genuine rubies!”
I interrupted. “I should say that they are

worth nothing 1lcss thau three hundred
pounds each, possibly more. DMy friend of
tast night made a hig mistake in leaving
this stick behind.”

“Well, here’s a qucer state of affairs,” said
Tinker. *“You're out after the recovery of
some diamonds, guv'nor, and you find some
rubles! I suppose there aren’t a few nore
jewels in that stick—sapphlres or emeralds,
for example?”

I probed about with the wire, and soon
estublished the fact that there was nothing
further in the hollow cavity. But the dis-
covery of the rubies was sufliciently inter-
cating, and I was very elated.

9

“This 18 most fortunate, Tinker,” I
declared. “There ia more than a chance that
this stick will serve to put me on the track
without delay.”

“How do you make that out, guv’'nor?”

“My reasoning is slmple,” I replied. “The
thief was so anxious to get rid of me lust
night that he apparently thought of.nothing
¢lse, and when he left the taxi at the top
of the Haymarket he fourgot that his stick
was o the floor of the vehicle. 1t is only
natural to assume that tha man will be
extremely anxious to recover his property at
the tarliset moment.” > . ,

“1 can quite believe that, guv'nor,” said
Tinker, noddinz. “It's no ordinary stick, is
1t? According to your calculation, it must
he worth something like g8 thousand pounds—
with those rubies in It. Even though the
diamonds are worth twenly times as much,
the man won't willingly allow a thousand
quid to escape him.”

“That is my argument, mny lad,” I said
crisply.
that 1 took the stick away with me, or that
it was left behind in the taxi. The latter is
by far the most probable.”

" “Why is it, guv'nor?”

“Because the man will remember that 1
was drugged,” 1 argued. *“He will know that
I was3 in no fit condition to notice a stick
Iring on the floor. Indeed, I did not notice
it until I waa well on my way to Baker Street
from Camberwell, 1f I bad alighted from
the cab there, in my muddied condition, this
stick would have remained in the taxi.”

“Well, and what then?”

“Obviously, the owmner will apply to the
taxi-driver, or to the company, for the return
of his property,” I declared.
course, decide to lose the atick. fearing tlat
inquiries milght lead 1o awkward conse-
quences, But he will be aware that the
giolice are not looking for any taxl-driver,
and wili probably be bold.”

“How will he know where to apply?”

“The taxi was of a distinctive type—a typo
wiich is only owned by a big ftirmt whose
garage is in Kennington.,” T replied. ¢ You
must remember that the thief is a  very
nstute person--I have' good reason to know
tbat—and ho will know what to do when it
coimes to recovering a stick worth a thousand
vounds. But I know what to do, too, and I
shall not lose a minute.”

I passed into the consultiug-room, and
Tinker followed me. A few moments later I
wasz talking with the manager of the tui-
cab gzarage at Kennington., asked him if it

“Now, the fellow will either assume |

“IMo may, of’

was possible for me to have a word with the

driver who took a gentleman over to Daker

Street late the previous night.”

“I expect that will be Simms,” &aid the
manager, “He came in very late, and I
remember that he mentioned that he had just
come from the West End. " He was about the
last man in.” : -

“Js he on the premises now?" I inquired.

“I’ll iust see, sir.”

I soon learned that Simms was the man
who had driven me home, and that he had
just arpived at the garage in order to take
his cab out for the day. I requested him to
come to Baker Strect at once, when he would
be well repaid for his trouble.

He turned up an hour later, and was
ushered into the consulting-rdbom: by Mra.
Bardell, who was looking somewhat indignant.
She seemed to think it -highly tindlgnified for
a taxi-driver to enter the sanctity of my
consulting-room.

“You remember me, Simms?” I asked.

“OR course, sir,” he grinned. “You're the
gent I drove home last night, ain’t you?
You mentioned that you was goin’ to make it
worth my while for comin’ over here. I
should ‘ave got ’ere sooner, only I 'ad to tuke
& fare to Waterloo first.”

“That's all right, Simms,” I said. “You
remember the old gentleman who was with
me last night, and who left your cab in the
Haymarket?”

“Well, sir?” , o

“He left a walking-stick in your vehicle—
I bave it here,” I sald. “It i3 Just possible,
Simms, that there will be an inquiry at your
garage with regard to this stick.”

“That’s all right, sir,” aaid the driver. “If
there is 1°ll tell ‘em to come to you——"

“No; 1 don't want i’ou to do that!” I
interrupted. “That old gentleman is not
well known to me, Simms, and I have certain
reasons for making this reqnest. Should he,
or an agent of his, inquire after the stick, I
want you to make an appointment with him
for this evening at, say, eight o'clock.”

“It can't be done, sir,” gaid Simms, shaking
his head., “That’s my busiest timc, an’ I
shall lose—" .

“You will lose nothing, for I will make you
s present of five pounds if you find it
necessary to keep the appointment,” .I put
in. "“Go about your ordinury business for the
present, but communicate with me as soon
as you hear of an inquiry having been made,
I will then give you more precise instruc-
tions.”

“An' 8’posc there's no inguiry, sle?”

“In that event, there will be po appoint-
ment, and your time will not be wasted,” I
smiled. “Here is a ten-shilling note to.repay
you for your trouble ‘this morning. And
'phone me up at once if there is an inquiry
after the stick.”

The man took his departure, well pleased,
and I knew that I had done all that was
posasible for the moment. I was quite con-
fident that the owner of the stick would
attempt to get it back. and I should bhave
been very disappointed if the matter hed
fizzZled out. Needless to say, I had no inten-
tion of giving the taxi-driver a hint that the
stick waa of any spectal value.

Having disposcd of the matter, I cast it
from my mind, and busied myself in cther
directions.’ 4
was in the .City, attending to the- affairs of
one of my cllents.

I returned at ltunch-time, when Tinker
informed me that there had Leen no telephone
message, and no further signs of Simms. I
was not disappointed, for I had scarcely
expected sich an early result.

“Oh, by the way, guv'nor,” said Tinker,
“is ~there anything special doing this
evenlng 7™ ]

“There might be quite a lot,” I replied.
“But, any case, I don’t think I shall need

you, my hoy. Why do you ask?”
“Well, guv'nor, Nipper's coming up to

London this afternoon with his guv'nor, and
I thought about running round to Gray's Inn
Road,” sald Tinker. “I haven't seen Nelson
Lee and Nipper for wecks; they're so seldom
in London nowadays.” '

“You are at liberty to visit them if you
wish to,” I sald. “I shall probably drop
round mysel{, if there is nothing else to do.
Lee, I understand, has been having quite an
interesting time down at St. ¥Frank's College.”

“Rather, guv'nor!” said Tinker. “He and
Nipper have been doing all sorts of detective
work, in spite of belng at school. 1t's a half-
holiday to-day at St. Frank's, so I suppose
they're taking advantage of it to take a trip
llp."

So Tinker arranged to be out that evening.
He went off soon after luncheon, as a matter

Practically all that morning I°

of fact. and he had scarcely taken his
departure when the telephone-bell rang, {
answered it at once. -

“It's me, sir—Simms!” came the voice over
the wirce.

S UWell?* T osaid
an inquiry?”

“Yes, sir; about an hour ago,” answeured
the driver. “I happened to he at the garage
at the time, an' the gent spoke to me him-
self. Wanted the stick straight off, but I
told 'lm it couldn’'t be done. 1 said I'd tcok
it ‘'ome."” - - L -

“But you made an appoluiment?”

“Yes, sir. I wanted to meet the gent up
West, somewhere, but ‘e said it wouldn't sult
'im,” came Simmgs’ voick. “So I arranged to
go to the Riyer 'Otel at Hampton Court, and
to be there at eight o'clock with the stick.
It's a fair way out, but ‘e promised to pay
me well for my trouble—not that I thought
about that much, secin® that I'm gittin' fiic
quid from you,” . . -
- “You have done well, Simms!” I exclaimed.
with. satisfaction. *“You bhad bhetter call
round here, during the afternoon, and I'll give
you the stick, and half your payment in
advance.” .

“Right, sir; I'll come straight off!”

I hung up the receiver, and smiled with

fresh satisfaction. Nothing could have goue
better. My frlend of the night before had
decided to take tho risk, and had arranged
to meet the cabman at an hotel In the
Hampton Court district, . _
. It would only be'npecessary for ‘me to get
to the spot in advance. T eould then watch
the huilding carefuly, witness the arrival of
the taxi, and then wait until the jewel-thief
emerged with the walking-stick.

My task would then be to follow Lhim—tio
shadow bhim to his home. It would be the
first step, at all events, and I should make
further plans afterwards. =~ The main thing
was to get on to the man's track; and it
looked as though I should do so with the
minimum amount of .difficulty. _ )

I replaced the rubies into the stick, plugzcd
it up, and screwed on the ferrule once more.
To return the stick without the stoues would .
be a mistake, for the owner would have sis-
pected trickery at once.

As matters now stood he werely thought
that the stick- had been in nobody’s hands
but the cabmau's, and would fee! himself
quite secure. -

Simms turned- up presently, and I handed
him half the promised reward and the stick
itsell, He repeated the arrangement, and I
gave him a few words of advice and warning.

“You must be careful, Simms, not to make
any mention of me when you hand this canc
over,” I said. “If the man osks you apy
questions, evade them. Lead him to believe
that you took the stick home with you, and
that it has been in your posséssion all the
time. I am not suggesting that you should
resort to falsehood—" )

“That's all right, sir!” grinted Simms. “A
few lies o' them sort won't do no ‘arn.
Besides, I've alrcady told 'im that I've got
the stick at ‘ome. You can trust me, sir.
I sha'n’t give nothin' away.” )

He picked up the stick, and cyed it
critlcally. :
“Secems a bloomin’ lot ¢ fuss over an
ordinary walkin'-cane,” he rcmarked. “lt
beats me why you're payin® five quid,
guv'nor. Still, it ain't my business, an’ thc
money's good enougih for me. I don’t want
to ask no questions.”. . .
“By the way, who madc the inquicy?” I

asked.

“Oh, a chap I've never seen afore!” re-
plied Simms. *“A gent of about forty, I
should say—clean-shaven and bronzed. Sald ‘is
tather ‘ad left the stick in my keb last
night.”

% smiled. .

“Well, that’s all right, Simms,” I said.
“You carry out vour part of the programme.
and give me a calt to-morrow morning. I'll
then hand over the rest of your payment.
That's all for the present.”

He went away in high good humour, little
realising that the atick now in his possession
was worth something like a thousand pounds.
But it was to be the mcans of my getting
on the track, and T was quite content to sec
it leave my possession.

Tinker was away, and so I made my own
arrangements. I decided to take Pedro with
me on the trip, for the old dog would pro-
bably come in treful. As it happened, it was
an extremely lucky thing that I did come to
that decision. )

Pedro was destined to distinguish himself
very thoroughly in this particular case.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Surprising Development.

‘HBE River Hotel, Hampton Court, was
a select -~establishment, and very |
- quiet, being pituated qolte near to
the river in a secluded thoroughfare,
Its chief prosperity wus in summer-uiue, but
nQw iv looked deserwed and foriorm.

At a quarier wo eigne A had waken up my
stand 1n a posivion 0. advaniage. 1 comd Bee
the n0ws vuvrunce wivh greab @svILCLRess, .
#nd yco L peuwnsued CouCcumcd.  Xeuro whe
JUuab wcoluE Mg, Be YUty o B LBluL.

ANC eveully WHS ey Uain, #ald jucilicd W
be 1:0av), auU 2 was wonlilg & ulica OVer-
€0ty nuu wasul gIoves. .

1¢ Wi De wusudicu, perbaps, why I did not
D2  wiTallgutlw W baye Wy Yuarly
&rresied 86 Luce, BC Was corviiiny tug uua
WHO uad Lancn LOrd WruazQu 3 WamOuus—
SO 0 Dk GIEUILE. )

Buo & preierreu w he cautious. There was
DO ptlze wlnawyver M Lelug hasvy. LRI A had
Mo wwn arresied QD biguy LHE  GIALOUUS
*oud pe profaniy 1Qst Lor g00d. AlwuOugu

Wiao CORVINCEO Of Tue Mad’s laentity in luy

Wil IDiuG, 3 bad DO prool O submly, and tue
elow cowmd epolty ndced Iduieks OUL.

un ulle owner uauy, u L acwd wiln caution
and waited my opporeuniyy, 1 should be atue
$0 reguyer Lue ruweicl properly Wi Iy own
bhands. 1 wouid thep rewurn 16 W Lo:d
Wrasson in pecsgn, and feel vhat my obuga-
tlob was ended. )

Av ilye nuuuees to eight a man walked
briskly up our of the g.00m, paused 105 a
mouicnt nb voe DBOwl clwualce, sud passed,
jnslue. Tnag one gimpse was guive alwcient
for me.

I'ne man, although clean-shaven and
youugish jooking, was my compaulon of uoe
Dguy oelore.” L3 disgulse wus remoyed, bue
be couid nou aser e gnape 01 llis nead, or
the sev of his suoulders. ne nad arrived on
the scene ftirss, and 1 waited sowewnat
anxiousty for Dimms 10 put in an appearauce.
Everyvnsug depended upon the cabwan piay-
ibg nis part progerly.

1 need naoc have been concerned, however,
far aimast at once a buzz sounded from down
the road, and two point3 of ligut came inwo
view, ‘‘he taxi puied up in fronv of the
liotel with a jerk, and t ciearly saw Simms
dirmount, and enter vhe cstablishment, carry-
mg the fateful stick.

1 half expected him to remain Inside for
ten minutes or more, but he was ouc again
hetore five had clapsed. He wiped his mouth
a3 he pauwsed in the entramce, hit a cigaretie,
#nd looked at peace wich all the worid. He
wag prohably tehing himself that this was
the finest day he had had for months.

He drove off, and I was lcft to watch for
the appearance of my rcal quarry. The man
came out barcly a minute faver, swinging the
stick in his hand. le, too, paused in the
entrapce, and I smiled grimly to myself as
I saw hiin finger the ferrule. He obviously
wanted to assure himself that it was fixed
on gecurely,

He set off briskly after that, never once
looking behind him. He had no fear of being
thadowed, evidently.

As ] followed at a safe disiance behind
him, 1 reflected upon the simple cause of
cverita which had led me to be in my present
posftion. It seemed gimost providentfal that
the diamond thief had left the stick behind
him in the taxi-cab.

1 wondered where I-should end my quest,
but was grimly determined to stick to this
man at all cost. The night was dark, and
this helped me, although, at the same time,
I found it necessary to keep fairty close be-
hind my qudrry. It wouid have been an easy
matter to lose him if I relaxed my vigilance
even for a moment.

I was wecaring special boots with rubher
siles, and my movements were quite noise-
Icss as 1T walked. Pedro knew his husiness,
and he remained at my heels, quict and
obedient.. J should not bave known that he
waa there at all, and I even glanced behind
once or twice to assure mysef of his
proxiniity.

I was led down one quiet road after
ancother, passing scarcely a soul on the way.
At length T found myself at the end of a
‘newly-eompleted thoroughfare, and there was
nothing beyond but blackness—obviously
some waste ground or some meadows.

I knew that ¥ was very near to the river
now, and I wondered where 1 should finally

| generally lacked up during

-groan.

voices.

fin® myself. I could just dimly see the figure
¢f the man ahead as he paced down a parrow
notpath. -
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“We must be cautions now, Pedro, old
boy ¥’ 1 breathed softly.

1f once the man discovered that he was
being shadowed, my whole scheme would be
wrecked. And so 1 displaycd extra care, and
a}llm\(ried my quarry to get somewhat farther
ahead.

I followed in a crouching attitude, keeping
low to the ground—in case he should glance

‘behind, and sce iy sgule against the sky-

line. I instinctively felt that the chase was
nearing its end, and this proved to be the
case. -
The man in front of me directed his steps
straight towards a low building which stood
quite fo ltselt some little distance ahead.

Not a single light was showing anywhere,
landlthe spot couid scarcely have been more
onely.

The building, I had no doubt, was a river-
slde bungalow. One of those places which are
the autumn,
winter, and spring, and erc only used in the
summer months.

drew somewhat close~ &8s my quarry
turned in at the gateway. He closed the
gate behind him with a little click, and I
distinctly heard the rattle of a bunch of keys.

This was all very satistactory. 1 had
shadowed the thief to his lair, and I began
to entertain hopes that I should recover Lord
Wraxson's diamonds that very night—without
even troubling to approach the police.

And then I received a big surprise.

There came the sound of a sndden, low cry,
followed by muffled thuds. And as 1 hurried
forward I saw what was happening. The man
was fighting furiously with two dim figures.
These bhad apparently heen lurkjng in the
short front-garden of the bungalow, and now
a regulgr fight was taking place.

For the moment 1 was undecided. 8hould
I dash forward and take a hand in the
game, or should 1 remain where I stood, a
Dassive spectator? I decided upon the latter
course—until the fight hegan to look bhlood-
thirsty. Then, of course, I should assert my-
self very promptly.

This, however, was not necessary. The
whole incident had been unexpected, and 1
was feeling surprised and somewhat irritated.
What was the meaning of this fresh develop-
ment? Who were these men who had sprung
out upon the jewel thief?

I deemed it safe to approach ‘even closer,
and Pedro remained. behind me, glightly
excited, but qulet. *

“Why don’t you give In, you fool?"” came
a bhreathless, muttering voice. “You know
well cnough that you can’t get away——"

‘i‘You infernal rogues!" panted another
voice.

“Stow that, Hemming!” snapped the other.
“Are you golng to glve in quietly or not?
I've got a stick here, and T'll use it—
Hang you! Hold him, Tom—hold the fool!”

There had been a slight Jlull, but the
struggle now commenced afresh. It seemed
that my qudrry’s name was Hemining, and he
was not lacking in pluck, since he continued
to fight his two assallants, knowing well
enough that he eould rot possibly hope to
escape.

I hieard a sickening thud. and then a slight
The fight ended abruptly, and only
the sound of heavy panting remained. The
two strangers were staring down at the still
form of their victim.

“You've killed him!” muttercd one of the

“Rot!” enapped the other. “I only gave
him a light tap. I believe he’s shamming,
anyway. Find his keys: they dropped some-
where on the path. We'd better get him in.
doors as soon as we can.”

As the strangers ware searchine for the
keys Hemming gave another groan, and
moved his position slichtly. I was convineed
that the man was only temporarily stunned.
One nf his asrailants moved across to him.

“Haven't vou got those keys yet, Sander-
son?” he whispered. “Hemming’s coming
round, and bhe'll vell for help prerently—»

“If he vells we'll give him another tap.?
interrupted the other man, “You stay there
and watch him. I can’t see anything in this
infernal darkness. The keys fell—— Ah, here
they are {»

“ Good 1” muttered the iellow near the pros-
trate Hemming. )

His companion walked softly down the strin
of path until he arrived at the front door. T
heard the rattle of the kevs and then the
Sanderson turned and

« Make

click of the lock.
beckoned. - _
“Bring him along'!® he murmured.
haste, Pratt |®
¢ Don't be a fool !” snapnped the other. “ Do
you think I can shift him without your help?
He's &till unconscious—"

“ All right; don’'t make a fuss]”

Sanderson came forward, and 2 moment
later he and Pratt were carrying Hemming's
mert body tcwards the front door. It was
quite a task, for it is no easy matter to carry
an unconscious man, even for a short distance,

They stumbled over the threshold into the
hall, and then the front door closed with a
soft thud. I remained standing perfectly still
for a moment or two, and then crept forward
to the gate, Pedro following. )

“H'm! Rather a queer business!” I mur-
mured, frowning. I should like to know ex-
actly what relations exist between those two
rascals,”

It was falrl{ obvious that Pratt and Sander-
son were not confederates of Hemming's—
unless they had elected to turn on their com-
panion. But they had been lying in wait for
him, and their attack had been premeditated.
This was no case of a sudden quarrel between
friends.

I was rather uncertain as to how I should
act, for the whole situation had undergone a
complete change. According to my original
plan, I bhad merely one man—Hemming—to
contend with. It would have been a compara-
tively simple matter to get the diamonds from
him, or to await my chance to secarch the
bungalow.

But what was the pasition now? i

Instead of one man to deal with, -I bad
three—or, at least, two, for Hemming was
out of action for the time. By acting reck-
lessly I should probably ruin all my cbances
of success. My best plan, therefore, seemed
to be to bang round the bungalow and watch.
Perbaps my chance would come before long.

The wisdom of this decision was apparent a
few seconds later. for a light appeared in the
front room, and I guessed that a candle had
been lit. There was probably electric light
or gas installed. but it may have been cut off
at this time of the year. Or the raseals may
have decided that a candle would be safer.

The point which intercsted me most, hots-

ever, was the fact that the curtains over the
window did not meet in the middle. These
curtains were of hcavy tanestry, apparently, .
and rtgaey excluded all the light, except In the
centr®, where they did not meet.
., Behind them were heavy lace curtains, but
it was possible to see through these with a
fair amount of distinctness. fshook my head
as I regarded the window. Every moment [
expected to see the curtains pulied together
until they overlapped. But this did not
happen, and my hopes began to rise.

I turf®® swiftly. -

“Lie down, Pedro! Stay here, old boy!” I .
whispered.

The old dog wagged his tail slightly, and
flopped down obediently. And I gently pushed
the gate open and entered the garden. I
knew that Pedro would remain in his present
position until he received further orders—or
until something occurred to excite him.

The garden—it it could be called by such a
name—was really nothing more than a tangle
of weeds, with a few evergreen bushes dotted
about. These would come in bandy for cover,
g%rha 8, in the event of a sudden surprise,
: ﬁy ad already served Pratt and Sanderson

ell. '

I crept very cautiously to the window, for
I bad observed that a dead bush lay almost
in my path, and there were probably a
number of rotten twigs lying on Fhe ground.
Stamping on these with force would certainly
not improve my position. for dead twigs have
a habit of cracking noisily.

However, I managed to avoid them, and at
length arrived at the window. The curtains
were still in the same position, and my first
glance into the room showed me that the two
Intruders were celebrating their triumph by
sampling Hemming's stock of brandy.

I could see them [fairly distinctly, and

ohserved that their expressfons were cloquent
of =atisfaction. Hemming himself was in-
visible. and 1 judged that he was lying on a
couch beyond my vision, or on the floor.
- And now 1 understood why the curtains
were allowed to remain in their present posi-
tion. For some reason the tapestry curtains
were nearest the glass. the lace curtams being
fully exnosed to the view of the men within
the room.

At the top the tapestry met. and one glance
had assured the rascals that the curtains were
fullv drawn. Thev were unable to see that a
small crack remained towards the lower part
nf the window.

Forthermore. Pratt and RKanderson were
under the impression that this neighbour-
hood was completely deserted—that they had
the place entirely to themselves. Had the
bungalew hkeen situated in a2 busy thorough-
fare I bhave no doubt that more drastic pre-
cautions would have heen taken.
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I watched with great interast, aud with
some relief I observed that Hemming was
rapldly recovering. He had been prppped
in a chair, and I could just scc his left arm
and shonlder.

“Pull yourself together, man,” said San-
derson, his voice being quite audible to me
in the stillness of the night—for there were
no disturbing exterior sounds in this deserted
_district. :

“Better make his hands fast,” suggested

Pratt grimly.
.. This was apparently done, for I saw San-
derson take out his handkerchief and bend
over the victim. The short silence which
cnsued was bhroken by Hemming himself,
who spoke rather thickly.

“What's the meaning of this, you brutes?”
he demanded. “If you wanted to speak to
me, why couldn’t you come up in the ordi-
nary way? You’'ll suffer for this, I can tcll
you—" ’

*Oh, don’t make a fool of yourself, Hem-
ming!” snapped onc of the oinhers. “You're
not quite in a position to utter threats, are
you? If you want to know the blunt truth,
Pratt and I have come for those diamonds.”

“What do you mean?”’ asked Hemming
hoarsely.

“Not deaf, are you?”

“But I haven't got the diamonds! You
know as well as I do that Lord Wraxson has
them in his safe!” declared Hemming. “The
whole game's off, so you'd better not raise
your hopes——"

“Look here, Hemming,” interrupted Pratt,
“those lies won’t wash with us! TUnder-
stand? Do you think we haven't got eycs?
Do you think we don't rcad the newspapers?
The diamonds were stolen from Wraxason last
night—and you've got them!”

“I didn't steal them! I swear I didn't!”
panted Hemming.

I smiled grimly as I heard those words.
In a way, the man wag telling the truth.
I had stolen the diamonds for him. But it
was merely a quibble, and Sanderson and
Pratt were not deceived.

“I didn't say that you stole them!”
sneered Pratt. *“I sald “you've got them!
And so you have, Hemming! We don’t know
who helped you in the job, but the diamonds
are in your posseseion at this moment. We
want two-thirds of them.”

“You won't get one! I can’t give you what
1 haven't got!™ shouted Hemming flercely.
“If my hands were free I'd kick the pair of
you outside!”

Sanderson laughed.

“Do you usually kick people with your
hands?” he asked gleasuntly. “And what
about your head, old man? There’'s a lump
on it the size of an egg; and I don't sup-
pose you're feeling very bright—eh?
You’ve got to sit there and tell us where
we can find those diamonds. And if you're
well hehaved you'll get a glass of brandy.”

Hemming appeared to choke,

“The diamonds aren’t here—and you can
threaten all you like!” he shouted thickly.

“It's no good: the fool won't tell us any-
thing!” snapped Pratt. “The best thing we
can do is to bind and gag him, and then
search the hungalow. The couch will just do
right for the job.”

“You hounds! You brutes!” gasped Hem-
ming. ‘

But his protest was in vain, and he was
lifted on to the couch. I could just see his
feet, but nothing more. Pratt and Sander-
son lost no time in performing their work.
One of them came to the window and ripped
down two cords which were used for draw-
ing the curtains, I half expccted that the
man would pull the curtains to -while per-
forming this operation, bhut he didn't. He
was too intently engaged upon his task to
think about other matters.

Hemming was cvidently bound most
securely, for the task occupied not a second
less than fifteen minutes. It was done
thoroughly, as I could see by his feet. It
the rest of Hemming's body was bhound as
securcly, there was no prospect of him break-
ing free. And the fact that he uttered no
word told that he had alreasly heen gagezed.

. Having performed this task, the victors
refreshed themselves once more, and lighted
cigarettes.

“We ought to have done it at first,” re-
markeéd Sanderson. “The fool secems to think
that we've got no more sense than he has.
To begin with, Pratt, we'll search this room,
and il we draw blank we'll go over the
whole place.”

They lost no time in getting to work., In
spite of myself, I had been more than once
inclined to go to Hemming's rescue. I have
& strong dislike of sceing onc man being

brutally handled by a supcrior cnemy force,
so to speak. - .

But in this casc I deemed It wiser to
remain inactive. For one thing, Hemming
was not deserving of any pity, and he was
certainly not being burt in any great degree.
His captors bhad merely rendered bim help-
less—which, to tell the truth, was a distinct
advantage from my point of view.

The whote situation, in fact, was eminently
satisfactory.

Sanderson and Pratt werc very kindly per-
forming the work which I had come here to
undertake. They had decalt with Hemming,
and were now finding thc diamonds for me
My turn would come when the jewels were
in their possession. There waAs no reason
why 1 should act now, for such a move on
my part would be premature.

I could scarcely help smiling as 1 waited
outside in the darkness. The situation was
not without its humour. After Hemming's
assailants had taken all their trouble to
sccure the diamonds, it would be my task
to relieve them of their booty.

This prospect did not fill me with an
misgiving. [ was confident that the tus
would be comparatively easy, and I did
not object to being saved the trouble of
searching personally.

The minutes passed stowly, but still Pratt |

and Sanderson kept up their Iabours, ran
sacking the room with great thoroughness
I began to wonder if Hemming was right,
after all. Had he in the course of the day
succeeded In disposing of his ill-gotten loot?
This hardly seemed possible, bai there was
just a chance that such was the case. If
80, I should be greatly disappointed.

But I need not have worried—In point of
fact, I didn't—for a moment later Pratt
uttered a sha
and delight.
a4 moment. L

“Yes, here they are—all the merry collee-
tion!” came Pratt’s voice, in exultant tones.
“What a llar! Swore they weren’t here, and
look at thig!”

The candle was standing on the table, and
Pratt approached and laid upon the cloth a
small wash-leather bag—which I had good
cause to know, and to recognise on the
instant.

Pratt tipped it wupside down, and a
collection of uncut diamonds rolled out upon
the tablecloth. They looked like mere
pebbles, of- no value whatever, and only an
expert would be able to jadge their exact
quality. And even then it would be im-
Elosslble to value the stones without cutting

1cm. .

“Don’t look much, do they?” remarked
Sanderson.

“They're worth a fortune!™ said Pratt,
flushed and excited. “I've seen a few un-
cut stones in my time, and these are genuine
enough. Besides, wasn't it reported in the
papers that they're worth twenty-five thou?
They don't look worth sixpence at present,
but you wait until the{'re cut!” -

Pratt shovelled the dlamonds back into the
bag, closed the ~opening, and dropped the
bag into his pocket. He threw his cizarette-
end away, and lit a fresh one. Then he
grinned over towards the couch.

“Makes you go green—eh, Hemming?” he
remarked, “Well, you shouldn’t have been
po infernally greedy. We were willing to
take two-thirds, and leave you your share,
but now you've lost the lot!* -

“And serve him rizht™ sald Sanderson
grimly. “We'd better clear, old man.”

I knew that the men would be emerging
from the bungalow within the pext minute,
and T was rather undecided as to my plan
of action. Yet it was highly necessary for
me to come to a decision without a
moment’s delay,

And I did so. I determined to hold the
rascals up at the point of my revolver as
soon as they emerged from the front- door.
It would really be a repetition of my per-
formance in Hampstead. For the second
time 1 should seize the diamonds by force.
But on this occasion my object was to get
the stones in order to rcturn them to their
rightful owner. I meant to repair my
blunder of the previous night.

And T could do no hetter than pursue tho
same tactics. With this object in view, I
crept from the window and planted myself
immediatety behind one of the bushes which
grew close to the shallow steps lcading to
the front door. :

1 was none too soon, for, glancing round,

anderson was by his side in

1 I saw that the light.in the front room had

been extinguished. The unforiunate Hem-
ming, apparently. was to be left bound to the
couch, and his chanccs of getting frce were
quite remote,

exclamation of satisfaction ]

!

‘A small

I heard the two successful rogucs in the
hall, and it was evident that they wcre
strangers in the place, for one og themg
blundered noisily over a chafr, and a few
violent oaths followed. |

Then, as the door opened, I withdrew my
revolver and held it ready.

The moment for action had arrived,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Success—and Disaster!

ANDERSON pause? st the threshold,
S and did not emerge.
“What about the sparklers, Pratt?”
he asked. “You've got the¢ lot, vou
know. We ought to divide them.”
“Do you think I shall run off?” snapped

Pratt.

“No,; but we might as well come to an
understanding——"

“Don’t be so confoundedly #mpatient.”
said the other, interrupting for the second
time. “The househoat is cnly a few hundred
yards away, and we shall be absolutely
privato there. Wait until we get abonrd.”

“Oh, all right,” said Sanderson,

They prepared to come out, and I re-
malned still for about obe second. I tiad
already changed my plans. It would be far
better, I concluded, to wait until these mcen
were in the confined quarters of the house-
boat they referred to. There would he much
less chance of their making a dush for
freedoin. und much more security for myscif.
It would be easy to hold them up from
the doorway, and make them obey my orders.

But there was Pedro to consider. He twas
just outside the gatc, lying quiet. He would
be therec when Pratt and Sanderson cmerged
from the garden, and his prescnce would at
once arouse their suspicions.

I was on the point of going Dack to my
original plan when Pratt spoke.

" Wait a minute,” he said. “I’ve forgotten
the keys; they're on the table,”

“We don’t want them,” objected the other.
“The lock will ¢lick to.”

“Yes; but we might want to get in azain.
I'd better fetch them,” sald Pratt. “You've
got some matches, haven't you?”

They both wont back along the short hall,
Sanderson striking a match as they entered
the doorway of the front rcom. Thiz was
my epportunity. I quletly and swiftly left
my place of concealment and made for the
gate. Poedro was waiting there, patiently and
obediently.

"Good oid boy{"” I breathed, " Come on!'!”

I hurried round the angle of the fence, and.
crouched down there, in complele conceal-
ment. Pedro stood just in front of me, eagcr
and alert.

“There’s nothing doing just vet, Pedro,” I
whispered. “Lle quict, old fellow.”

He understood perfectly, and I waited for
the pair of rasculs to emerge. They did
80 almost at once, and closed the door behind
them. They strode down the path, and
passed out of thc gateway.

“Quict as the grave,” remarked Sanderson,
with safisfaction. “Couldn’t have a better
spot for this job, Pratt. But we'd better not
stay on the houschoat too long. I think
we hctmght to clear out of the district to-
nlE .n .

“Nervous, eh?” laughed Pratt. "My dear
man, we're safc as houses!”

I wasn't quite so sure of that, but I did
not think it necessary to enlighten the con-
fident Pratt. His enlightenment would come
soon énough, in any case. He and .hls com-
panion strode away- inte the darkness.

In a moment I was on my feet, and. with
Pedro in the rear, I stole after the men.
If Pratt had spoken truthfully—and thcre
was no reason for mo to doubt the state-
ment—the houseboat was only a few hurdred
yards “away. -

And this proved to be the cast. - -

Out of the darkness loomed a squat, ugly
building, which seemed €o be standing in
a meadow, just beyond a hedge. But closer
investigation revealed -$he fact that the
houseboat—a very old, ramshackle affair—
was moored in-a quict backwater of the
rivcer,

It was fairly close to the bank, hut not
close¢ enough for a man to jump on bonrd.
gangway-—actually: a plank—led
acroas, and Pratt and Sanderson negotiated
this gingerly. They disappcared into the
doorwgy of the deck-room, and 2 match was
struck. .

Standing on the bank, I saw Pratt light an
oil-lamp. As thc flame increaséd I nated

C. J.-—No. 705,
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The man emerged from the hotel carrying the walking-stick. Sexton
Blake noted with satistaction that he fingered the ferrule carefully.
(See page 6.)

that the apartment was very small, that it
had only one doorway, and that a small
table occupied the centre of the room
Both men took seats on thut side of the
table which waa opposite the doorway, 80
that they faced it.- .

Nothing could have becn better for my
purpose. But 1 was not permitted to sce
anything further, for Pratt suddenly rose
to his feet, and drew a heavy cloth com-
Fle;t;;-ly over the window, shutting out all the
ight.

“1 was expecting that,” I murmured.
“Well, it doesn't much matter in this case.
There 5 nothing to be gained by deluy.”

It was my intention to act at once, before
the diamonds were divided—before they were
removed from the bag, in fact.

“Lie down, Pedro!” I ordered.
zot to stay here, old boy.” o

Pedro looked up at me in a reproachful
kind of way, and lay down. He evident.lg
considered that e was being left very mue
out in the cold. I had brought him on the
ofichance that he might be needed. Bo far,
however, therc had been mnothing for him
to do, hut there was no telling how events
would shape themselves. . .

I smiled grimly as I pulled a silk handker-
<hfef from my pocket, and bound it round
the lower portion @f my face. There was no
reason for mec to take the .precaution, but 1
thought' that it would add to thé eflect, and
jroduce more panfe. T

Then, yrasping my revolver firmly, I
stepped upon the gapgway. :and crossed to
the antidy deck. Pratt and Sanderson, no
doubt, hafl_hi_red this househoat for the ex-
press purpose of watching Hemming, whom
f judged to “he a former confedcrate of
theirs. ,

The plank sagged as I walked aeross, and
1 felt that it was in a rotten condition. Im-
mediately below, tiie black water was choked
with reeda and other growths. The water
ftzelf was absolutely stagnant.

[t was highly neccessary for me to be
cautious, for my plan would be ruined if
Sanderson and Pratt received an inkling of
my object at this stage of the procecdings.

I reached the dcor, and opened it abruptly.

The situation was quite dramatic. The two
men were s0 startled that they sat in their
chairs, staring at me almost dazedly. On the
iable before them lay the bag of diamonds,
gltnd Pratt had just been in the act of opening

1C
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The lamp stood to the left; and did not
interfcre with my view. It was in an ideal
position, for 1 could see the thieves clearly,
and they could see me¢. The table intervened,
s0 there was no prospect of a sudden attack
on their part. They were ccinpletely at my
mercy.

“ Who—who—" ‘-began Pratt huskily.

“Hands up, hoth of youl” I ¢aid, in a harsh
vojce. *Quickly, you senm!’ v

My revolver wavered from one to the
other, and they deemed it wise to obey my
order. That revolver looked dangerous. Both
men were pale and startled, and there was
an evil glitter in Pratt's eyes. Banderson
seemed scqred out of his wits, and he was
trembling visibly.

“That's better!” I aaid, as their hands were
upraised. *“Push that bag over towards this
edge of the table!’

“Yau—you infernal thief!” gnacled Pratt
savagely. :

He grasped the bhag, and held it tightly.
I knew well enough that he rebelled at the
thought of tamely handing me the diamonds,

and he was ready to risk his skin to outwit |

ne.

“Now theu; over with it!"” I snapped, bend-
ing forward aggressively. < This place is
very quict, and a shot wouldn't be heard by
anybody save ourselvea, I'm not bhluffing, Mr.
Pratt!”

He glared at me flercely, but said nothing.

“Revolver hulletg are cheap,” I went on.
“I don’t mind losing one; bhut I fancy you
would mind recviving it, my friend. I am in
a hurry. Over with thai bay, hang you, or
I'1 shoot !

The final ecitenca I uttered in harsh, biting
tones. Pratt etarted, and stared feverishly
at my revolver. Sanderson gave a gulp, and
clutched at his companion’s arm.

“Hand it over, you fodl!” Lic mutlered.
“Do you want to be shot?”

Pratt ¢wore violently, - and threw the bhag
over towards me. It slid across the table,
and stopped just against the edge. I picked
il up at once, and held it lightly in my left
hand.

“1 am much obliged,” I said pleasantly.

My task was completed--far more easily
than I had dared to hope--aud it only now
remained for me to make niy retreat. 'This
presented no difficulty, for outside all was
pitchy dark, and I should be able to elip
away in a few moments. _ ) _

The diamonds were in my Dossession tor
the second time ; hut when I parted with them

again it would he to hand them over to Lord
raxson. I should then feel that 1 had made
amends for my blunder. .

"But misfortune stepped in in a curious way.

“I wish you good-cvening, rcntlemen!” I-
said mockingly. e

As I spoke 1 took a stcp backwards, to-
wards the door imnmediately in my rear. ‘It
was highly necessary fo keep Pratt and
Sandcrson covered untfl I made my exit. But
my {oot descended upon something soft and
yielding. : -

There was a frightful squeal, which I in-
stantly recognised. I had trodden on a cat!”
The animal, no doubt, had made it’s home
on the houseboat—or it may have heen a
atray—and it had entered by the door.

At all events, the cat’s presence therc was
disastrous for me. I lost my equilibrium, and
stageered sideways. My shoulder hit against
the deoorpost, and I nearly collapsed. Fratt-
was an his feet in a sccond. .

“Now's our chance!” Le shoutcd tbickly
“On him, manl!”

Instinctively, I knew that 1 was in danger
of betng overpowered. And as I vainly at-
tempted to recover my balance 1 thought of
the diamonds. The washleather hag was
gtill clutched in my left haud, and the door
was wide opcn behind me.

I acted on the spur of the moment. .

Even as Pratt reached my side 1 flung my
armi out through the doorway. YThe bag of
diamonds went, flying out fnto the blackness
of the night—on to the grassy bank, 1.
imagined. At all events, they werc safely out
out of the way for the moment. Later on,
it T succeeded in getting the better of these
men, I could easily recover the loot.

But the whole situatio: was changed.

Pratt was determined. and he grabbed me
ficrcely as I succeeded in recovering my
balance. Tue wretched cat which had caused
the catastrophe—an unintentional pun, for
which I erave lorgiveness-—-had scuttled away
under the table, spitting and snariing.

“Lend a band, Sandereon, jyou
gasped Pratt. ) )

He made a fierce lunge at my right arm,
and succeeded in grasping my wrist. The bext.
monient we were struggling furlously, Pratt
endeavouring to obtain the revolver, while 1
strove to break away from him.

But for Sandcrson, 1 should have succeeded
in a few moments. But Pratt's companion
plucked up his courage when he saw that I
was bugily engaged. He biundered round the
table, trembling with cexeitement, and seized
an old fishing-rod, which stood propped
against, the wall. : :

The next second the rod whirled through
the air, and struck me across th~ mouth—a
most cowardly blow. My lip was cut, and
two front teeth slightly loosencd, and the
pain was considerable.

Just for a second the vigour of my attack
was relaxed, and Pratt succecded in hooking
Tiis foot round my right heel. I was tripped,
and found it impossible to save mysclf in

fooli®

~that confined space.

My head thudded against the boards as I
floundercd down. Pratt and Sanderson were

.upon me at once, and further resistance was

out of the question. But Pratt was taking no
¢hances. T
. “Some of that rong—qutck_l“ hc panted.

“AnythingT} do!”

In less than thre¢. minutes 1T was bound
hand and foot—roughly, but eflectively. Not
until then did Pratt take a breathing spacc.
He raised himself froin my prostrate form,
and stood over me, panting heavily.

“[ don't know who the thunder you are,
hut your little game’s spailt I’ he exclaimed
boarsely. “You put up a decent fight, I'll
admit, and you’d have got away but for that
cat. Il feed the little brute on milk for thé
rest of its life!™ _

I was too infuriated to give any answer—
cven if I had felt so inclined. When suecesy
ilad been g0 near it was exccedingly hitter to
rcalise that 1 was now under dog. Yet [k
couldn‘t blame myself for what had occurred.

Under nn circumstances could I have been
prepared for the event which had ecaused the

dizaster. The cat had stolen in silently, and
when 1 stepped backwards I hade't a

thought of any misadventure. Anybody who
has trodden upon a cat will know what aa
upsctting. cffect it has upon one’s balance.

However, the misfortune had occurred, and
there was no sense i{n being angry. 1 was
glad that I had succeeded iIm throwing the
diamonds out, for it would take my captors
egome time to find them—poessibly hours, if the
bag had fallen amongst the reeds.

And there was Pedro on the bank. I could
not expect too much of the old dog, and if k
called him now he would probably share mmy
fate. Pedro is not a ferocions beast, and
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these men could casily deal with him. Some
people imagine that bloodhounds are exceed-
ingly tierce brutes, but this i3 a mistake.
They are reallg nothing of the kind, and
seldomn attack human heings.

I finally decided to leave Pedro where he
was, and to see what would happen. While
heing bound -1 had made a final attempt to
cet free, but the task had been impossible.
fn a large open space I might have succeeded,
but not in a cramped position with a wall
on one side and a tablc on thc other, so
that 1 could scarcely shift. :

“What about that revolver?” asked Sander-
son nervously. “Youw’'ll kick it in a minute,
Pratt!” - :

“You geem to he coufoundedly nervous!”
snapped the other man, seizing the revolver
and stuiling it into his pocket. “What are
we going to do with this fellow? That's the
question.

“Can't we take him into the other roomi”

1 don’t faney having the brute here!”
said Pratt savagely. “I'll tel! you what—
we'll carry him to that deserted old boat-
house just along -the hank. He'l be secure
there, and can yell until the middle of next
week without attracting any attention.”

“And what then?” asked Sanderson.

“Why, we've ot to search for thosc dia-
monds!” snapped Pratt. “They're outside
somewhere.  Pido’t you see how he flung
them out of the doorway? I expect ve shall
flud ‘em on the bank somewhere.”

“Hadn’t we bhetter look for 'em now?”

“No. Let’s get rid of this skunk first.”

I was half afraid that the raseals would
scarch me and take all my valuables. And
there was quite a considerable amount of
money on me, to say nothing of my gold
watch and chain and other costly articles.

But Pratt and Banderson were so anxious in

rezard to the diamonds that they didn’t
think it worth while to plunder me. Their
main ‘object was to get me out of the way.

I maintained a complete silence, having
no desire to converse. Truth to tell, I was
heginning to think that those fefllows would
be carcless, and that I should be able to
cacape as soon as they turmed their backs.
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A deserted boatbouse did not scund like a
vVery secure prison. . .
I was roughly grasped and dragged out
on to the deck. It is really rurprising that
the gangway plank did not collapse as I was
carried across. I certainly cxpected it to
do so, for it sagged and groaned and creaked
in the most disconcerting iushion.

However, we got across safely. And then,
still being dragged, I was conveyed along
the bank for some little distance, at length

Ainding mysclf in front of a very low build-

ing, almost invisihle
willows.

The door was secured on the outside
a couple oi rusty bolts and a decrepit pad-
lock which was apparently without 2 key.
Pratt wrenched it off and dragged the bolts
back.

I was earried
down.

“Shut  that door,”
atrike A match!”

The door creaked to, and Sanderson struck
a match, applying it to a candle-end which
Pratt produccd from hia pocket, having evi-
lden;,l},' brought it with him from the house-
yoat. :

The wick was short, and the light was a
mere climmer, It was sufficient, neverthe-
less, to show me that the little building was
by no means so ramshaekle as I had hoped.
The walls were of brick, and quite solid;
and the door, for all its age, was stout and
heavy. The only satisfactory thing abont it
wag that a space of six or scven Inches lay
between the bottom of the door and the
gsround. The opening was quite considerable.

“Those chains will come in handy,” rc-
markced Pratt, nodding to.the end wall.

And then I saw that there were several
rusty chains flxed to stout iron rings. Rome
very cautious individual had evidently used
them jin the past for securings boats, .pro-
bahly with padlocks, -in order to prevent
them being stolen.

And therc was something else which didn't
please me in the least. A coil of thick rope
was hanging from a hook on the wall, and
Pratt took this down, I was then bound

behind a clump -of
with

inside and flung roushly

panted Pratt, “and

more securely, -the ropes
through the links of the  chain In such a-
manner that escape. for-me was practically:

being throaded

out of the question.

“Therel I reckon he'll do!” :aid Pratt
at last. “We'll clear off now, and letch
those diamonda. -Then we’ll scoat, Sander-

son; we'l slide right off the landacage."] .
the

“And the best tining, too!” growle
other man.

Pratt turned to me as he wasz about to blcw
the candle cut. :

-+ I don't know -when you'll be found, hut if
yau keep up a continual yelling all day to-
morrow yoi might De heard by scmebody,” he.
ald, © Iy‘s tust about ten o'clock now, and 1
hone you'll have a quiet night.”

1 made no reply, and Pratt ilaughed shortly
and blew the candle out. Then he and his com-
panion  passed oulside, and {he door was
closed, the belts being shot and the padloclk
secired, Not that this really mattered, for
thcre was no prospect of my cever reaching the
door. . .

“ Well, old man, you've got yourself into a
frightful mess this time!» I murmured, some-
what bitterly, “ And all hecause of that hrute
of a cat. A cat! By Jamea, what a thought!»

Five minutes’ hard work convinced me that
ezcape was impossible. My arnmas, fortunately,
were not hound to my sides, and I was able to
move them about fairly freely. DBut as for
untying my ropes; this was out of the ques-
tion. I couldn’t hend forward and reach my
ankles, or even my khees, owing to the chains,
For my cshoulders were secured to one chain,
and my feet to another, and I was compelled
to lle full-length in a shockingly uncomfori-
able pocition, y

And I pictured to myself Pratt and Sander-
son scarching for the diamonds and .finding
thera, They would inake themselves scarce
without delay, of course, and there would he
little hope of getting on thelr track,

But there was Pedro—I had bheen forgetting
him. If only I could obtain my freedom I
could set Pedro on the trail at once, and he
would be able to track the rascals with the
greatest case. The scent would probably end
at a railway-station or on a tramway route.

With the help of ths pliers Sexton Blake soon scre\ﬁod oft the fer:rule of the walklng-at'iék. The latter was hollow, and a
number of diamonds shot out on to the table. (See page 5.)

U. J.--No. 790,
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But careful lnguiries after {hat would pos-
sibly lead to substantial results,

Where was Pedro? [ confess that I was
becoming somewhat anxious about bhim. He
had not been in evidence when I had been
conveyed across the plank from the house-
29&!',.? Had the old dog been watiching all the
ime )

Pedro has many curious ways, and he’s quite
a cunning old rascal. He was quite capable
of remaining in the background, inactive. I
had told bim te lie quiet until further orders,
and it seemad as though he had literally
obeyed.

While I was Pondaring thus I suddenly
became aware of a Jamiliar sound, and 1
listened intently. It was the sound of sniffing,
and I recognised that particular sniff im-
mediately, _

# Pedro—Pcdro. old boy!” 1 enld softly.

‘A low whine came from the cther side of
tho door, and then followed much scraping
and grunting and scrambling. My heopes were
raised at once. Pedro bad arrived, having
evidently followed my trail, and the space
bcneath the door was sufficiently large to
cnable him to crawl through. )

A triumphant grunt came to my ears, fol-
lowed by a pattering of feet, and Pedro pro-
cceded to do his ntmost to wash my face. He
was very joyous, and I nced not add that my
own feelings were somewhat akin to his,
b'fi‘tolr the coming of Pedro suggested possi-

1 1 eSA

THE 8IXTH CHAPTER.
Pedro Does His Duty.

1 ONFOUND you, Pedro! XKecep your
‘ sloppy tongue to yourself!™ I éx-
claimed, jerking my head out of his
way. “All right. old fellow; don't
get excited! I don’t know whero you've been
all this time, but you might be useful now.”
For a tLhought had occurred to me. It was
somewhat too optimistic, I imagined, bhut it
was worth trying. Pedro’s instinct was won-
derful, and I mncant to give it a good testing
on this occasion. _

In snort, it was my intention to send him
home. ‘Lhis was certainly a tall order, and I
strongly doubted whetner be would ever reach
Baker Strect. But there was just a faint
chance that be would. The instinct of a dcg
f3 semething more than mere human beings
can rcadily understand.

Although mi hanus were bound, I found It
possible to take a pencil Trom my waistcoat

cket—after much trouble. 1 also succeeded
n fAshing one of my cards out, and ¥ scrawled
uvpon it the brief message:

“ Hampton Court—Rivér Hotel—Pedro will
lead froin there. . Come at once. Need help.”

In the darkness it was quite possible that I
had written one line of words upon anotber,
aithough I bad done my best to avoid this.
However, in my extremely hampered position,
I couldn't be at all sure that the message
would even be decipherable.

With great difficulty 1 managed to secure
the card in the buckle of Pedro’s collar, pierc-
ing it with the pin of the¢ buyckle so0 that It
couldn't possibly work loose during the
journey.

And my scheme. although so groblematlcal,
was not quite =o wild as it would first appear.
Pedro would prcbably mnever rcach Baker
Street—I hardly expected that be would—but
he would undoubtedly be seen by any number
of poticemen on his wanderings, and one of
these worthy individuals would probably con-
gider it his duty to take possession of Pedro,
and bustle him oft to the nearest station.

The card, of course, would then be found.
My name was upon it, and the message was
just as valunble to the police as it would be
to Tinker. ’'lhey would lose no time in coming
to my assistance. It was even possible that
Pedro would be seized in the Hampton Court
district itself, and my rescue would be then
miuch sooner. .

At all events, the plan would succeed one
way or the other. I was quite convinced of

that.
“Now, Pecdro, you've got to obcy my
orders,” I said, speaking to him teusely.

¢ Home, bov—home as quickly as you can!®
Pedro whined elightly, and I felt him
quivering.
“ Heme, Pedro ! I repealcd.
fellow
"He gave one more whine. and then trotted
across to the door. A quick scramble, and
then com;iﬂetc silence. He had gone, and there
was nothing for me to do but to await his
return. whenever thal would he. I was ex-
Uo J‘_NO- 796.

¢ Jo home, old

tremely pleased, however, that I had brought
him out with me, for he was proving very
useful, .
His sagacity was of the highest order, as I
had proved on many occasions, and my hopes
ran high. Pedro wouldn't fail me. ‘I névet
even considered the possibiiity. Pedro would
hring help one way or another,
_ And now, since there is nothing of further
interest to rccount regarding my own adven-

‘tures in the old boathouse. 1t will be jvst as

well for me to transfer the spene to another
quarter, for this record of events wiit tuen
be far easier to follow in its ccrrect sequence,

This fresh scenc is Baker Strcet—my own
residence. At half-past cleven, almost to
the minute, Mrs. Bardell was preparing to
retire for the night. My housekceper was
rather later than wusual, having cntertained
a lady friend in her own quarters.

That friecnd having now been disposed of,
Mrs. Bardcell was intent upon sceking the
rcpose of her couch. She was walking along

“the basement passage—ar she told me after-

wards, with many intcresting dctails—when
she heard a vigorous ecratching and scraping
at the arca door.

"“Rless my soull” exclaimed Mrs. Bardell.
“What can that be?”

Her first thought was that several cats of
the neighbourhood had clected to joln in a
free fight in the area. But the absencg of-
ear-splitting howls polnted to the fact that
this was not the case.

The scratching and scraping continued;
and then came a whine. Mrs. Bardell, very
startled, had been on the point of fetching
one of the maidservants, who had already
lt-gatired. But that whine scitled the ques-

ion.

“Why, If it Isn’t that Pedro{™ paid Mrs.
Bardell, with great relief.

She hastoned to the arca door, unlocked if,
and unbolted it. The very instant she
turped thc handle the door was thrust vio-
lently into her face, and Pedro bounded in.

There was something unusuat ahout this,
as Mrs. Bardell could see at a glance. Pedro
was excited. Morcover, he had bcen rum-
ning hard, for he was in a web perspiration,
was panting heavily, and his tongue lolled
out, as It does when the old dog is in the
tropics. _ :

“Why, whatever's the matter with you,
Pedro?” demanded Mrs. Bardell, looking at
him wondcringly. “And where's your master
—where's Mr. Blaket®”

The housckeeper knew that Pedro had gone
out with me compargtivcly early in the even-
ing, and for him to return alone, and in this
condition, was sometbing which bad never
occurred before. .

Mrs. Bardell didn’'t know what to do for a
moment or two. Tinker was out, and he
would probably mot return till midnight, or
after. He was over at Gray's Inn Road, with
Neleon Lee, as Mrs. Bardell knew.

And, seeing that something was dccidedly
wrong, the worthy woman camc to au most
gsensible declsion.  She resolved to go up-
stalrs, and to tclephone to Neclson Lee's
address without dclay. She felt tbat this
was a matter beyond her powcrs, and that
Tinker ought to attend to it.

Accordingly, she lost no timec in getting
to the telephone. A few minutes of flustered
dolay was occasioncd while-she was searching
for the required number in the telephone
book. Pecdro, meanwhile, was stalking about
in a most unscttled condition.

Mrs. Bardell disliked telephones cexceed-
ingly, for she generall{‘ got muddied. After
attempting to make herself heard at the
Exchange by speaking Into the transmitter
without releasing the receiver from Its hook,
she romembered that- most cssential detail.

She then succeeded in ?ving the numbecr,
although she made the turther mistake of
speaking into the rcceiver. Mrs. Bardoll was
undoubtedly very flustered on this occaslon,
for she was alarmed as well as cxcited.

With great rellef she managed to get
things right at last, and then heard a voice
at the other cnd of the wire.

“Who is that?” came the voice. “Hallo,
hallo! Can't you answer?”

“Is that Mr. Tinker?” gasped Mrs. Bardell.

“No, although Tinker is hero,” camec the
reply. *“My name is Lee.”

“Oh, Mr. Lee, will you pleasc tcll Mr.
Tinhko~ to come at once?” said Mrs. Bardell
hurriedly. “Pedro’s most amazingly excited,
sir, an’ 1 don’t know what can have hap-
pcned to him.  Please tell Mr. Tinker to
come.”

“] belicve I am talking to Mrs. Bardell,
am 1 not?” asked Lee. - -

" Yes, ‘sir; that’s right—"

“Hold the line for just-a momecent.”

Mrs. Bardell didn't konow what it meant,
but shc clung to tho instrument almost
despairingly.  And then Tloker's welcome
voice made itsclf heard.

“Hallo, Mrs. Bardell, what's the matter?”
it came over the wires. *“Has the guv'nor
turned up yet?”

“No, sir; and I'm awfully worrited,” sald
Mrs. Bardell. “Pedro’s just come¢ home, Mr.
Tinker, an’ he scems Tright quecr. He’s
simply soaking with perspire, an’ he must
have been running for miles! An’ he's ever
so excited. Plcase come home at once, sir,
because 1 don’'t know what to do.”

“All right!” sald Tinker promptly. “Iil
3gllt;}wre as quickly as possible, Mrs. Bar-
€il. .

At thc other end of the line Tinker hung
up the receiver, and gazed at Nelson Lec
and Nipper with some show of alarm In his
eyes. y were all in Lee’s coneulting-rcom
at Gray's Inn Road, and Tinker, jn point of
fact, had been getting rcady to take- his
departure. Nclson Lee and Nipper were
only on a fiylng visit to London for a change,
being really located at St. Frank's College
at this period.

“Well, it's jolly queor, Mr. Lee,” said
Tinker. “ What the dickens cufa be up? Mrs.
Bardcll doesn’t usually get in:p such a stew.”

“The best thing is to hurry home with all
speed!” replied Nelson Lee briskly.  *“You
can have the loan of my eat if you likec. In
fact, Nipper and I might as well drive you
to Baker Btreet. It will be a little blow for
us before going to bed.” -

“Oh, good!” said Tinker. “Thanks awfully,
Mr. Lee!”

“Rats!” grinned Nipper. *“The guv'nor’s
curious, my son. He wants to find out what
all the excitement’s about. I expect it'll be
a storm in u teacup; but that doesn't matter.
I'm game for any old thing.”

“It's rummy that Pedro should turn up
alone,” remarked Tinker thoughtfully. “Mrs,
Bardell said that Pedro’s dripping with per-
spiration, and that he must have been run-
ning for miles, And he seems to bc unusually
excited.”

“It is Just possible,” said Nelson Lee, " thnt
your master has gent him home with some
message, Tinker. Appearances would point
that way, at all events. Do you know what
work Mr. Blake has hecn engaged upon to-
night?”

“Not cxactly, sir,” said Tinker. *“1 came
over here before the guv’'nor completed his
plans, but I expect he's been doing some-
thing in connection with thosec diamonds be-
longing to Lord Wraxson. You Lknow I told
you about them.”

“Well, let's get off!”
briskly.

Nipper had alrcady been busy with the
telephone, communicating with thc near-by
garage where Nelson Lee’s car was kcpt. By
the time the trio reached the pavement the
car was just belng driven down Grax’s Inn
Road, in charge of a mechanie.

Two minutes later Nelson Lee was at the
wheel, and the little party was whizzing
towards Baker Strect. Tho journcy was cou-
pleted rapldly, but it was after midnight
when Baker Street was reached.

Mrs. Bardell, as Tinker had half-expected,
was waiting on thc doorstep, anxiously scan-

ning the road.
Mrs. Bardell?” asked

“What's wrong,
Tinker quickly. ,

“Which I don't know, Mr. Tinker,” de-
clared the housekecper. “I'm rare pleased
to sce you, sir, that I am! An’ you, too,
Mr. Lee! I'm mortal afrald that some-
thing's happened to the master.”

“You mustn't be alarmed,” said Tinker
“The guv’nor will turn up safe
be much in
by the

said Nelson Lce

rcassuringly.
and sound, and there may not
the affair at all. Where's Pedro,
way?”

“J locked him In the consulting-room, sir,”
replied Mrs. Bardell. “He was that restless
and fidgety that I couldn't do nothing with
him, so I took him upstairs and shut him
ap. I was afraid he'd take cold, walting
about In this raw air, an’ him in such a
state of perspire.”

Tinker hurried indoors, followed by Nelsor
ILce and Nipper. Mrs. Bardell brought u
the rear, and hovered in the corridor out
gide the consulting-room, being most anxiout
to hear what was afoot, but not caring t
intrude. _

Pedro gave a bay of joy as Tinker enterec
the consulting-room and switched the lights
on. In a moment Pecdro planked his front
paws against Tinker's chest, and ncarly scnt
him staggering backwards. :

“Whoa! Hold on!” exclaimed Tinker.
“That’s all right, old boy. What the dickens

b4
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ou must

is the matter with you? ¥} say,
ust Jook

have been running a bit, Pedro!
at his legs, sir!”

Nelson Lee nodded.

It is quite evident, Tinker, that Pedro
has come from a considerable distance,” he
said keenly. “He f8 by no means exhausted,
bhut thoroughly tired. I wonder if Mrs. Bar.
dcll has been thoughtful enough to give him
a drink?”

“Oh, yes, sir!” came the housekeeper’s
voice from the doorway. “I offered him
milk, but he wouldn’t touch it, although he
drank ever such a lot of cold water! An’ as
for food, he turned his nosc right up!”

‘“ Excitement, I expeet,” commented
Nipper.

“Well, 1 hardl{
said Nelson Lee slowly.
go out—" . )

“Why, what's that on his callar, sir?”
cxclaimed Tinker suddenly. L

“Your eyes are gharper than mine, Tinker,”
said Nelson Lee, bending down and holding
Pedro, while Tinker rapidly unfastened his
collar. “It appears to be a visiting-card, con-
siderably chafed and worn, f00.” .

The card was extricated, and by this time
Pinker and Nipper were in a fine state of
excitement, although Nelson Lee remalned
stonily calm* Mrs. Bardell still hovered in
the doorway, on tenterhooks.

“What is it, sir?” asked Nipper eagerly.

“Jt is one of Mr. Blake's cards,” replied
Lee. “Perhaps you would care to examine
it, Tinker?”

“No; you read if, sir.” ’

“H’'m! This writing on the back was un-
doubtedly written in the dark,” said Lee
grimly. “It is not only atroclously scrawled,
but hinting that Blake's hands were ham-
pered in some way, but onme line of writing
is superimposed over two others. Can we
deeipher the message? That's the point.”

«I -can, sir,” said Tinker, craning over.
“It’s the guv’'nor's writing all right, although
it looks so spidery. Yes; there you are!
* llampton Court—River Hotel—Pedro will
lecad—lead——' What's the pext?” )

“+« Pedro will lcad from there.! I think
that's it,” said Nelson Lee. *“The other words
are almost invisible, owing to the chafing of
Pedro’s collar. But I can distinetly make out
* need help® at the end. Ah, I've got it!” he
added suddenly. “Those faint words are
‘come at once.'”

Tinker looked alarmed.

“Great, Scott!” he ejaculated. *The guv’'nor
scems to bhe in a tight commer ol some sort,
sir.  What's the full message? *Hampton
Crurt—River Hotel—Pedro will lead from
there—come at once—need help.” That’s
it!”

*“ Well, nothing could be plainer, could it?”
said Nelson Lee. “Your master, Tinker,
wants us to hurry to the River Hotel,
Hampton Court. Pedro will pick up the
trail from that spot. Blake evidently doesn’t
know cxactly where he is situated, or he
would have given more precise directions.”

“Can—can you come with me, sir?” asked
Tinker eagerly. “If I could only have your
car, we¢'d get to Hampton Court in no time
and-—-->"

“My dear lad, I have already decided that
Nipper and I shall go with you,” interrupted
Nelson Lee crisply. “In an emergency like
this we could scarcely act In any other way.
Your master is in need of urgent help.”

“We'll start without a second’s delay,”
declared Tinker. *Oh, w goodness! Why
does the guv'nor go off without me, and get
himself into a hole?”

Nipper was staring at Pedro.

“I'm blessed il I can understand it!“ he
oxclaimed. *“Do you mean to tell me that
Pedro’s found his way home—all this distance
—from Hampton Court? Why, it's not
possible.”

“It is not only possible, young ’un, but an
absolute fact,” said Lee. “Pedro is a bralny
animal, as we have reason to kpow, but it
was his instinet which served him so well on
this oceasion. I fancy, however, that Blake
rcally sent Pedro out in the hope that some
potice-officer would get hold of him. Pedro,
however, did much better.”

Further conversation would have heen a
waste of time, and the trio, having assured
Mrs. Bardell that everything would turn out
all right, hastened down ta the wmotor-car
with the excited Pedro in front of them.

Nelson Lee took the wheel, and Nipper and
Tinker seated themselves in the tonnean,
with Pedro between them, The old dog was
now looking quite satisfled, for he evidently
knew that measures were being taken of a
- satisfactory character.

The journey was a swift one. The hour

know what to suggest,”
“We can’t very well

being late, the roads through London were
praciically empty and deserted., Nelson Lee
draove the car at a rate of speed considerably
higher than the regulations permitted.

However, they were not hailed by any
oflicious constable. and finally arrived at the
River Hotel without incident. Pedro leapt
down from his seat, and commenced hurrying
down the dark road with & low whine of
excitcment. He evidently knew what he was
up to, and pauscd reluctantly when he found
that nobody was following.

Tinker ran after the faithful bloodhound.

“Just 2 minnte, old man,” he said. “ We'll
soon he off.”

But Neison Lee could hardly leave the car
standing out in the road, neither could it be
taken with them, for there was no telling
where they would have to go. The landlord
of the hotel, however, was not yet in bed,
and he readify agreed to have the car housed
In his garage. '

This operation took about flve minutes,
and then the chase continued. Pedro was in
no doubt as to his direction, and he led the
way eagerly. Tinker had found it necessary
to fix a leash to Pedro’s collar, and the party
proceeded almost at the double along the
deserted road.

The way led down several quiet thorough-
fares, and then acroes a piece of wastie land,
or a meadow, towards the river. The party
went straight past Hemming's bungalow,
Pedro never pausing for a moment.
° They also passed the ancient houseboat,
which was apparently deserted, and then
came within view of my prison. I heard
Tinker’s voice while he was some little way
?‘2‘, and then recognised the tones of Neleon

e. . :

“Splendid!” ¥ thought. “Upon my soul!
Pedro must have got home, after all! 1
hardly anticipated such good fortune.” ,

It was interesting to know that Neleon Lece
had come with Tinker, and I knew that my
release wonld now be only a matter of
minutes. 1 had made several attempts to get
free from my bonds during the interval of
Pedro’s absence, but had only succeeded in
working my hands slightly loose—at the cost
of grazed wrista

Pedro was the first in, as I had anticipated,
being too impatient to walt until the dcor
was unholted. He bounded over to me with
a bay of delight.

“Good old boy—you've done well!” I ex-
claimed heartily. -

“Guv’nor!” shouted Tinker from outside.

“All right, young ‘un, you ne¢edn’'t have
such a note of alarm in your voice,” 1 re-
assured him. “You find me in a most un-
fortunate position, but the situation is now
practically restored—thanks to Pedro.”

The door was finpng open, and two electric
torches blazed out upon me. Tinker cama
running forward with a shout of consterna-
tion, Nelson Lee caught his breath in sharply,
and Nipper whistled. -

*“What the dickens has happened, guv'nor?”’
gasped Tinker.

““uch a question ia scarcely necessary. my
lad,” I said grimly. *As you observe, I have
mnanaged to conduct my inquiries this even-
ing in such a way that I flnally got myself
into this preposterous fix.”

“I think 1 detect a certain note of bitter-
ness in youor voice, old man,” said -Nelson
Lee. “How are you? I ean't very well shake
hands at the moment, but I hope to have
that pleasurc almost at once.”

Three knives were brought cut simultane-
ously, and my rcscuers cut through my bonds
in a dozen places. With their assistance I
managed to get to my feet, and although the
“pins and needles » sensation was excruciating
for some few minutes, I smiled with pleasure.

“Well, I suppose I must thank you all
equally,” I sald, stamping about.

“By no means,” declared Lee. “You must
thank Pedro. He was the carrier of your
message, and without him we should have
heen helpless. The old dog has worked
wonders, Blake.”

1 was soon put in possession of the f-cts,
"nd my admiration for Pedro was consider-
able—although I'm afraid I neglected him at
the moment. He had done his duty, and had
fonped himself down with the utmost
content.

“But we want to know what you’ve been
doing, guv'nor!” said Tinker cagetly.

“It is rather a curious story, but I will teli
it as briefly as possible,” I replied. “DBy the
way, Lee, do you know anything about those
Zamkala diamonds?”

“Tinker has to'd me a few facts concerning
some diamonds belenging to Lord Wraxson,
but 1 did not know they were called. the
Zamkala diamondsz,” replied Lce.

l

-y

Within five minutés my rescuers were in
possession of the main facts of the ease.
briefly described how I had shadowed Heni-
ming, how I had obtained the dizamonds from
Pratt and Sanderson, and how that infernal
cat had upset mc in more ways than one.

*A pure misfortune, Blake,” paid Nelson
Lee, at length. *You had the most atrocious
luck. It must have been galling to submit
to defeat when vietory was so near, just
because of a stray cat.”

I nodded.

“1 am afraid that Pratt and Sanderson bave
cleared off By this time,” 1 gaid. “For some
time I heard them séarching about amongst
the grass—their voices came to me faintly,
but audible. They must have found that bay
of diamonds, and cleared off. 1 suppose you
saw no sign of life on the houseboat as you
pagsed?”

“ We saw nothing, guv'nor,” said Tinker.

“Well, I think we had better scarch that
househoat as a preliminary move,” I went on,
“We might possibly be able to find some clue
which will serve to help us. If not, other
methods must, be adopted.”

By this time the circulation of my blood
was in full working order onc¢e more. I only
felt slightly stiff in my joints, My lip was
swollen, and my front teeth ached, bhut thlis
wag merely a detail.

Arriving at the houseboat we crossed the
plank, and at opce entered the room where
the struggle had taken place. We used our
electric torches as a means of illumination,
and made a %uick but thorough ‘search.

Tinker and Nipper, meanwhilte, explored the
other portions of the vepsel. After ten
minutes we collected together on the deck
and compared notes. There was nothing on
the houseboat of any value as 3 clue. But
one point was quite clear. = Pratt and
Sanderson had deeamped.

“1t's no good searching on the bank for
those diamonds, I suppose?” suggested
Tinker.

“Not a hit of good,” I replied promptiy.
“The diamonds have gone, or Pratt and
Sanderson would oot be goné. Besides, the
bag could not have been Tar off, and it must
Eave“beeu found with comparatively little
rouble.”

“‘I'hen what's -the next move, guv’nor?”

“The next move, Tinker, will he to inter-
view Mr. Hemming at the bungalow,” I said
grimly. “He. I have no doubt. is still in a
somewbat similar Vgosition to that in which
you found me. e must release him and
hear what he has to say.”
- “But why not go straight after those other
two rotters, sir?” suggested Nipper.

“Because there is a distinet chance that
Heinming will be able to give us some valu-
ahle information,” I answered. “He knows
Pratt and Sanderson. and thére is more than
o probability that Hemming will be in a posi-
tion to name some possible haunt in London.
In that way we shall save much time. My
original idea was to put Pedro on the track of
P#att and Sanderson. but T think it would bo
far wiser to deal with Hemming first. If we
draw a blank we can easily try the other
scheme on. The trall will be just as fresh.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“Quite a good Plan. Blake!” he sald. ©Rut
there is no need for us all to go to the bunga-
low, surely? Yoo and Tinker will be quite
capable of dealing with Hemming.”

“ Why, you're not thinking of going on,
sir?® asked Nippér indignantly,

“0Of course not!™ lauched Tee. “Bnt it
would be an act of wisdom. perhaps, to dfvido
our forcés, Nipper and 1 will remain here,
Blake, and keep an eye on this houseboat. It
is on the cards that your two worthv friends
will return. although not probahle. 1 suggest
being on the safe ride. however.»

“Perhaps it would be just as well,” I
agreed. “Thanks, Lee! Tinker and I will
hurry off at once. and will return for you as
goon as we have deatt with Temming. I don’t
suppose we shall he very long.”?

And. without any further waste of time,
Tinker and I left our friendly rivals and
hastened away towards the bungalow, Pedro
at our heels.

What was to be the next move in the game?

THE SEVENTH CHAPRPTER.
What Hemming Had to Tell.

T W EMMING'S hungalow was looking very
H dark and deserted as we {nrned in
) at, the gateway. I had already

= resolved to go straight down to the
rear and force an entrance by means of &

back window. _
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The front-door key was in Pratt’s posses-
sion, and wec couldn't very well enter by that
means. A rear window, however, would pre-
sent no difficulties. A bhungalow of this type
was nolb exactly secure..

My idea proved to he correct. A small
lean-to scullery or kitchen projected out from
the main structure, and the window of this
was absurdly insecure. I had heen prepared
to smosh the glass, but this was not neces-
&ary. ) "

The preposierous catch was pushed back
within a minute, and the window opcned.
Tinker scrambled through first, and I fol-
lowed. Pedro, having recelved no orders to
stay outside, leapt in after us.

“ Mouldy little place!™ s=aid Tinker dis-
paragingly, flashing his light round the un-
tidy kitchen.

“You might as well light that  candle,
Tinker,” I said, indicating a candle which
was fixed in a cheap painted-bolder, with a
box of matches lving alongside. ¢ There's
no need for us to cxhaust our hatteries.”

Tinker did as I bhid, and then we pocketed
our torches, and I seized the candlestick.
Carrying this, we proceeded along the hall
until we arrived at the door of the front
room. We cntercd, and ome glance was
-suflicient.

Hemming was still on the sofa, bound
tightly and utterly helpless. He had
managed to work his gag off, and he was
glaring in our direction.

«Come back, have you? he exclainmed
fiercely. “ Why, what——  Who are youy
What are you dolng here?”

His voice was utterly startled in tone.

“No doubt you recognis¢ me, Mr. Hem-
ming?” I suggested, laying thc candle down
and approaching the couch. ¢ You surely
remember that little affalr last night at
Hampstead? It was not very gentlemanly of
yo‘;: o give me-drugged brandy in the taxi-
cah.” .

Hemming stared at me in wonder.

“ How—how can you recognise’ me?”
asked huskily.

“I have bcen giving _Tou&uite a consider-
able amount of attention, Mr. Hemming,” I
replied. ¢ Your disguise was an excellent ope,
but I know you at your true worth now.
Last night you hoodwinked me most
thoroughly, and made me your accomplice.
I am not the man t{o take such treatment
tamely.” .

¢ You—you don’t understand, Mr. Blake'®
panted Hemming. “And I haven't got the
diamonds any longer. They—they werc stolen
from me by two scoundrelly rascals namcd
Pratt and——» :

“Quite 0! I know all about it!” T inter:
rupted. “And I have come here, not to etfect
your release, bui, to obtain what information
I can concerning those two rogues. I advise
you, Hemming, to be quite frank with me.”

The man was still dazed.

“T can’t understand it!> he muttered.
“How on earth did you get on my track?
How did you find out that I lived here? How
did you know my name? Ilow did you know
anything about Pratt and Sapderson?”

“Quite a number of questions!™ I zaid plea-
santly. “I dorn’t feel inclined to satisfy your
curiosity, Hemming.”

“ Pethaps he doesn't know who you really
are, guv'nor,” Tinker remarked..

“I know that this gcentleman s Mr. Blake,”
said Hemming.

“ Ah, but there sre plenty of Mr. Blakes,”
went on Tinker. “ But théere’s only one Mr.
Sexton Blake B

“What ?” gasped the prlsoner.
vou Sexton Blake, the detective?™

I nodded. -

“Good heavens!” Hemming was amazed
and startled. < Then I do understand?! I-—I
suppose you've come here to arrest me? And
I dldn't know! I got you to help me last
night, and then drugged you! What a fool
Y was! And yvet 1 thought I was exceptionally
clever!® ]

Theére was something about Hemming which
attracted me. He didn't secm to he the type
of man I should set down as an habitual
criminal. Indeed, tliere was an expression of
honesty in his eves, and his voice was refined
and musiecal.

“Pratt and Sanderson”have got away with
the diamonds,” I said quietly. “I am anxious
to get on their track, and you, Hemming,
must help me. You musl tell me everything
vou know about those two men. Last night 1
stole the diamonds from Lord Wraxson, heing
under a false Impression. Apd it is my in-
tention to restore his lordship’s property at
the carliest possihle——?

“Walt, Mr. Blake!” interrupted Hemming,
his eyes gleaming. ©“Will vou give me a

U. J.- Ne. 796,

he

¢ Are—arc

r

chance? Will you let me tell my s<tory?
You're going to hand me over to the police-—
I know that. I can't expect anything else.
Bu{ for merey's sake let me explain the
position!”’

His tone was <o earnes{ that I was im-,
pressed,

“ Very well,” [ =aid,
the ropes, Tinker!”

“But he might try to bolt, guv'nor——"

ST won't! I swear that I will cubmit!?
interjected Hemming quickly. “JTorgive me,
Mr. Blake. for treating you as I did last
night. was doing.

after a woment. “Cut

I—1 didn't realise what [
I am terribly.sorry.”. .

I made no comment, hut lit another candle
wibch stood on the table. Meanwihle Tinker
was rcmoving the ropes which hound Ilem-
tning to the couch. He rose at last, and
stretched himself painfully. Tinker kept a
wary eyc open, I noticed. But there was no
chance of Hemming. getf{ing away.

Tinker had taken the precantion Lo fecl in
the man's pockets hefore releasing him, but
had found no conccaled wcapons, And now
Hemming sank back on to the couch, his face
showing evident signs of the pain he was
suffering. .

“ How is your head 2" I asked.

“(h, pretty right by this time—" Ilciu-
ming paused. “But how did you know that
anything was wrong with it 2* be added.

“I happened to see the attack upon yon,”
I replied, smiling. I wmight have inier-
vened, but there was no time. Well, HeIn-
ming, I am ready to hear what you have to
sayin

He looked at me steadily.

“I don't want you to think that I'm a crc¢ok,
Mr. Blake,” he said.. “I acted crocked last
night, I"l adwit, but I didn’'t do you any
harm., And I offered you one of the diamonds,
dido't 1?¢

“Considering that they were not your pro-
perty, that was comparatively easy,” I repliced
grimly. “The diamonds belong to Lord
Wraxson—-" -

Hemming jumped up.

“They don't!” he shouted passionately.
“ They don't! The diamonds are mine—mine! |
Wraxson I3 a murderous scoundrel, and he
ought to he in prison! If you get tho-c
stonesz, and return them to that brute——

¢ Steady—steady ! I put in gently. “There
is no need for you to ;fet excited, Hemming.
8it down again and. enlm, yourself!"

The man obeyed. breashing hard.

“«'m sorry, Mr, Blake !’ he muttered. ¢ But
somehow my blood bolls when I hear Lord
Wraxson mentioned. I‘ll tell you the whole
yarn from the very beginning. Do you think
vou could let me have a cigarctte ?? .
K Certainly!” I said, smiling. “Help your-
self ! ‘

He selected a cigarette from my case, and
we both lit up. Then, after pufing away for
a few moments, Hemniing leaned forward.
There was a very earngst, intense expression
on his bronzed face. N

“Wraxson and 1 mct ouf in Africa,” he
commenced. “That was two years ago, and
he hadn’'t succeeded to the title, then. He
was just nobody—a worthless younger eon.
tn fact, who had gone out to Africa hecause
he wasn't any good in England, His name
thad an unpleasant smell about it in London,
{ believe. But I didn't know this at the
time, and we were two Englishmen amongst
crowds of blacks. We met right out in the
jungle, quite by chance, and as he was |
going up-country in the same direction as
myself, ve decided to go together.” ’

“That was quite natural,” I remarked.
“White companionship, even of @ question-
able character, was welcome to you, I dare
Sa)'-" -

Hemming nodded.

“But I didn't know he was of a question-
able character,” he said. “Wraxson was a
most pleasant fellow {o talk to—and is now,
I suppose—and at first I didn't see under
the surface. We got on well together, and
had some tare hunting adventares. 1 will
say that Wraxson isn't lacking in courage,
and he's a good Lunter. But he's a vile
scoundrel, for all that.”

“You can't expect us to take your word,
you know.” put in Tinker. - .

Hemming shrugged lhils shoulders.

“No, I suppose not.” he agreed, rather
bitterly.. “You think I'm several kinds of a
scoundrel, don't you? And 1 don't expect
yvou'll helleve a quarter of what I'm telling
you now. But it's the truth, every word
of 1t. as Heaven’s my. judge. I shonld be
an absolute fool to fake up a yarn for your
benefit, Mr. Blake. I've read about you,
and I know that vou're not a man to trifle
with.”

“Yet you trifled with me last night,” I
observed drily. . _

“But I didn't know--1 didn't know who
you were,” put in Hemming quickly. “I do
now, Mr. Blake, and ¥ou won't find me try-
ing to hoodwink you again. There’s no need
for me to go into full dctails of that up-
country trip- which Wraxson  and 1 under-
took. I'll tell you what happened when we
got to Zamkala River.” )

“Where you found the ~diamouds,
doubt?” I inquired

“Yez. The Zamkala is onty a small stream,
actually,” went on Hemming., “I ‘don’t sup-
pose many white men have scen its banks,
for it rung right througzh the pygmy country.
We camped, there, on the hanks of the river,
and stayed at that spot for a couple of
months, using it as a ccntre for hunting
expeditions.

“Wel, onc day I happened to see a dirty-
looking stonc in the hands of one of the
premies—we were quite friendly with the
tribe, and they were by no means hostile,”
continued Hcmming. “That stone attracted
my attention, for 1 was quite convinced that
it was a dilamond of considerable value.”

“Why were you so sure of that?”-

“Wefl, Mr. Blake, I'd knocked about South
Africa for a ycar or two, and I'd even workcd
for-a time in one of the big diafnond mincs—
that was when I was fairly on my uppers,
and had to find something to do,” said our
companion, “8So knew a  bit about.
diamonds, 'and I was- surprised to see this
stone in the posscssion of the savagc dwarf.
He didn’t scem to value it much, and I
offecred him a pocket-knife for it. TUpon my
word ! You should have seen the little
tellow’s face light up! He exchanged cagerly,
and seemed to think me an absolute tool for
making such a bargain.”

“The pocket-knife was of use to him,”
I smiled, “and the stono valueless.”

“Yet it was worth seven hundred pounds.
if it was worth a penny,” declared Hemming
firmly. “Naturally, I was dclighted with the
barter, and Wraxson called me a lucky devil
for having got bold of the diamond. And
then came the really astonishing sequel.”

“I thiok I can gucss what it was,” I said.

“Can you?"

“[ gather that other

no

) pyjmivs came to you
with further supplics of diamonds, eager to
bargain on similar lincs?” I suggested.

“Yes, that was exactly the case,” sald
Hemming. “Why, within a week Wraxson
and T had cnough diamonds in our pos-
session to. make us rich for life. My huntiog
trip secemed a mere farce, and I was anxious
to get to the coast. And, mind you, the
payment we made to the pygmies—chicefly
cheap pocket-knives and mirrors—mainly
came out of my own storca. Yet Wraxson
and I divided equally, and wc considercd our
selves highly fortunate.

“Weo tricd to make the pygmlics fell us
where they got the dlamonds from, but they
were  mum,”  continued Hemming, “We
offered them the most priceless treasures—in
their eyes—but not a word would they say.
Therc may be milllons of pounds’ worth of
stones out there, a veritable reef; hut Wrax-
gon and I were inclined to belicve that the
diamonds had conic up-coontry, brought by
the natives. and passed from tribe to tribe.
However, that is of little importance. We
had our prize, and made preparations to
break camp, atd make for the coast.”

“Quite a natural decislon.” I commented.

“And it was then, Mr. Blake, that I found
out Wraxson’s truc character,” said Hem-
ming, rising from his scat and pacing up
and down as. he talked. “Two mornings
before we meant to get on the move he
and I went out to shoot something .for break-
fast. Weil, I only need to tecll you that
Wraxson dellberately shot e in the back,
intending to kill me outright.”

“Good heavens!” ecjaculated Tinker.

“It's the truth-.I. swear it's the truth:@’
said our companion carnestly. “That foul
bruto took advantage of me, and pulled out
his revolver, and fired when I was unable
to defend myself. The bullet cntered just
beiow my right shoulder-blade, and pene-
trated the lungs.”. |

“Did you lose consciousnecss?” '

“Not at once. T just managed to turn
my licad as Wraxson bent over me, and [
caught a glimpse of his cyes,” raid Hem-
ming., “There was an cxpression of gloating
triumph in them, and I kinew in an instant
what his game was. He wanted alt those
diamonds for himesell, _and he had tried to
kil me in order to obtain them. 1n fact,
he thought Lie had killed me, and went away
leaving me there in the forest. He probably
thought that cven if I wasn't auite dead,
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srlsrme prowling beast would soon finish me
off.

“I lost consciousness a minute after he had
left me, and then I remembered nothing more
untd 1 awoke in a semi-delirious state in
the hut of one of the pygmies. It seems that
I had been left out of the forest for two
days, and by some strange chance nething
had interfered with me. The pygmies found
me after Wraxion had moved on, and thcy
nursed me back to health. It was a long,
slow job, and 1 waen't able to walk until
two nionths had passed.

“But T'm a strong beggar, and I pulled
through in the end. How those little black
fellows extracted the bullet 1 don’t know,
but they did. And they cared for me won-
derfully. I shall always be grateful, for
they undoubtedly saved my life. When I
wasthcompletely well 1 determined to go
north.”

“You heard nothing of your treacherous
companion, meanwhile?”

“Not a word,” replicd Hemming. “ He maust
have made for the coast with all speed.
And there, I suppose, he learned that hoth
his elder brothers had been killed during the
fighting on the Western Front. His father
bad also died, and he was unexpectedly in
possession of a title and a considcrable
cstate. The diamonds, to him, lost most of
their value. As for me, 1 drifted north
wards by decgrees, penniless, and I needn't
tell you all my adventures.

“1 finally joined his Majesty’s Forces, and
fought in the East African campaign,” said
Hemning. “When the fighting was prac
tically over there I was transferred to
Egypt, and then to France. A winter In
the S8omme trenches—or, rather, February
and April of thls year—did me no good. My
old - wound troubled mo, and 1 was finally
invalided out of thc Army. For a month
or two 1 was in a oconvalescent home in
Wales, and didn't reach London, cured, until
this autumn.”

*“And then, no doubt, you thought about
the diamonds again?”

“I did!” declured Hemming grimly. “I
saw some reference to the tragedles in the
Wraxson family in fMlustrated Subnday
paper, and I suddenly realiscd that the
present peer was the murderous rascal who
had been with me in Africa. Well, Mr.
Blake, I went and saw him—I faced him
squarely.” ’ : -

*“And what happencd?”

“What one might have expetted,” said the
other bitterly. “I was nobody—a fellow
without any money or influence. Wraxson
was a peer of the realm, and he calmly
denied all knowledge of me. Said he had
never scen me before In his life. I thrcatened
to go to the police, and be simply laughed,
and told me I could do what 1 liked. Well,
what was the good of me going to the police
on such a matter? I knew my threat was an
idle one, and it was. But I found out one
thing during that interview.

“The diamonds werc still undisposed of..

Perhaps Wraxson didn't mean to do any-
thing with them until after the war—I be-
licve there's some difficulty in getting over to
Amsterdam nowadays. And, besides, Wrax-
son has got a fine income, and the diamonds
don’t interest him so much.”

“The awful rotter!” said Tinker indig-
nantly. “He ought to bave given you the
whole collection. He ought to have made
all the amends in his power.” )

“But he didn’t,” said aur prisoner. “Hc
thought it was wiser to ignore me, and
actually threatened to hand me in charge
it T pestered him again. Well, Mr. Blake,
that’s about all. I waited until! I had a
chance, and watched Wraxson as a cat
watclies a mouse. I clung to him like glue.
And I found out that he intended taking the
diamonds to a friend of his last night—just
to exhibit them. Well, 1 waited for him in
that qu‘iet'Ha'mpstead’ road, knowing that
he would pass that way on foot. I needn'
go into detalls as to how I found out ail
this, nced 1? 1 encountered the bhrute,
having carefully disguised myself beforehand.
in order to mystify him. But be succeeded
in getting away, after a struggle, and then
you appeared on the scene. You know what
happened then, of course. A wild idea came
to me that you might be able to get the
diamonds, and s8¢0 1 made out that Wraxson
was the thief, and that he had stolen the
stones from me. Yeou believed it, and rushed
after him.”

“And held him up at the point of my
revolver,” I said grimly. “1 don't regret
having done so0 now, Hemming. Knowing all
the facts has made a very great differcnce
in the whole affair.”

“You—youn bellcve me, then?’ asked Hem- g
min?l huskily.

I held out my hand.

“Yes, I do believe you,” I said simply.

He secized my hand with great cagermess,
and pressed it hard.

“You'’re a white man, Mr. Blake!” he said
earnestly. “1 was terribly afraid that you
wonld think my yarn a mere fabrication,
and that you would hand mec over to the
police. But I'll show you the bullet-wound
if you like—-" ,

“That is not necessary, Hemming,” 1 in-
terrupted. I should like to know why ¥
drugged me in the taxi-cab.” -

“1 was mad, I suppose,” he replied. “But
in the eyes o} the law I had committed a
deliberate theft, and 1 was afraid to tell you
everything. Besides, you might have got
into trouble. I didn't know you then, Mr.
Blake. I thought it best to get rid of you,
without doing you any real harm.”

“And you did so with singular ‘clevcrness,”

1 remarked. “Your acting, Hemming, was
of a very high. erder. Have you ever been
on the stage?” -

“Yes, for a couplc of years,” said Hem-
ming. “But that was ages ago, and 1 never
cared for the life. But I was considered
tairly decent at the job, I believe. After I
left the taxi-cab last night, at the top of
the Haymarket, I came straight here. And
then I remembered that I had left a walking-
stick in the cab. 1 was angry, becausc that
stick contained three small rubies which I
bad got hold of In East Africa just ‘before
joining up.”

“It was that stick which helped me to get
on your trail,” I explained. “I took it
home, Hemming, and arran'ged with the taxi-
driver for you to meet Bim. 8o w'hen" you
left the River Hotel T was close behind.

Hemming snrited ruefully. .

“And I thought I had been smart!” he
said. “You saw Pratt and Sunderson grlng
out on me, then? You were near by -

“Exactly!” 1 replied. “But who are thosec
two men?” oL

“Qh, I supposc I've been several kinds of
a fool over this job!” sald Hemming. “I met
Pratt and Sanderson a month or two ago,
and shougat tnat they’'d be able to help mein
getting the diamonds. I took them into my
confidence, and thea felt that I'd made a
mistake. 1 distrusted them, and called the
deal off. So we parted, and it is weeks since
I saw them—until to-vight.” :

“They evidently read the reports in 'ghe
papers, and put two and tw together,” I
observed. “They knew that you had got the
diamonds, Hemming, and mcant to force
them from you, as they actually dild. The
rascals hired a houseboat just up the river
here, and I dare e.a.yf they l{a\ie bee¢n watch-
ing vour movements for weecks.” ]

E}ynd I knew pothing about it!” said the
other. “I've been a fool, and no mistake!”

I rose to my feet. .

«“Well, Hcmming, although I belicve your
stoty,” 1 sald, “I shall have to obtain some
sort of corr ation. T mean to see Lord
Wraxson, and I shall thresh the matter out
thoroughly. In shorlll;, 1 intend to see that

u obtain your rights.” ]
yo“lt?s goodyot you, Mr. Blake,” said Hem-

inz. “But Wraxson will deny ecverything,
ing)?pect. You'll get mo corroboration from
him.”

“No?” I smiled. “We shall see. If Wrax-
son lies to me 1 ghall deteet it at omee. He
won't. be gble to biuff me, my dear fellow.
You needn't fear that. But the most anfor-
tunate point about the whole casc Is that the
diamonds have vanished. Can you te}} me
anything about Pratt and Sanderson?”

“Nothing., Mr. Blake,” he replied. I
never had much to do with them, and I
really thought they’d gone up to Manchester.
I'm afrald I can’t give you much informa-

t"(.’.l.ll't.s up to Pedro, then, guv’nor!” aaid

Tinker briskly.

“Yesy and §ervm will return to the houseboat
without delay!” I exclaimed. " You musg
come with .me, Hemming. There is just a
chance that we can get on the trail, but I'm
pot by any means -sure.”

“You mean that we shall recover the dia-
monds?” asked Hemming eagerly.

“1 am hopeful of doing so0.”

“And what will you 30 with them—hand
them to Wraxsoni” _

“Certainly not!” 1 replicd quictly., "They
are yours, Hemming, by all moral right, and
you shall have them! But we are prema-
ture. The diamonds have still to be re-
covered.”

As a matter of fact, we did recover them
but not in the way we expected. :

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Pedro Solves the Mystery.

ELSON LEE gripped Nipper's arm
N tightly.
“Do youw scc anything, young
'un?” bc breathed
“Yes, guv'nor,” replied Nipper. “Two

figures are coming ulong the path. But wo
Deedn’t be cautious. Tuey're Mr. Blake and
Tinger, 1 expect.”

“Tnat was my frat impression,” sald Lee.
“But look again, Nipper. Those figuras ap-
pesr to be of cqual beight, and there is just
a chance that they are those of Pratt and
Sanderson, the two men Blake is afier.”

“Well, we shall soon see,” growled Nipper.

He was feeling rather sore. Nipper didn’t
believe in Imactivity, apd be considered wiaf;
he and his master had been left out in the
cold. Literally, this was the truth, for the
nigut was raw. However, it bad beén Nelson
Lee’s own su g}estion, 80 Nipper had no
reason 1o e -

‘Moreover, they had been watching the eold
houseboat for nearly an hour, and nothing
had bappened. Nipper hudn’t expected that
anything would. it was a shecr waste of
time, in his opinion. And he was getting
chilled, and felt miserabhle,

Tue prospect of a diversion was welcome,
and he waiched the two approaching figures
with interest. Hc and Nelson Lec were out
of sight behind a handy bush, which grew
quite close to the houseboat gangway.

Tney walted, listening.

It was quite evident by this time that the
approacihing figures did not belong to Tinker
and myseclf. Lee and Nipper knew that. It
was poseible, of eourse, that the men were
narinless residents of the distriot, but
hardly seemed likely that honest  people
wouid be walking in this lonely spot at such
an hour of the night.

And as the pair approachcd it could he
heard that they were enguged in a somewhat
heated argument. And their words revealed
their identity.

“What’'s the good of talking like that, con-
found you?” -snapped onc of the voices.
“That interfering brute threw the bag into
the river, I suppose, and the only thing we
can do is to drag it!" . _

“That’s all very well, Prott, but 1 doma't
call it safe!” protested the other voice. “It’s
a mad thing to come back here after what's
bhappened. 1've half a mind to leave you to
yourself—" . . ) . .

Al right; clear off I snarled the other,
“If you think I care for that threat, Sander-
son, you're mistaken.. We set out to get
those diamonds, and we actually had them.
You know as well as I do that they were
thrown out of the doorway, and they simply
must be close hy.” ,

“Didn’'t we search for ‘a whole howr with-
out finding 'em?” S :

“Very lkely; but that doesn’t meor to
say they're not there,” said Pratt. I didn't
think you were 8o beastly nerveus. Theére's-
no danger. Hemming can’'t get away, and
that other fellow’s in the boathouse. Not
another soul Xknows anything about the
affair.” ' ' :

-*0Oh, well, I'm uneasy, and I dor’t mind
admitting it}

“We went away to fetch these rakes, and
I'm going to drag the river,” said "Pratt.
“The hag must have fallen in amongst the
rceds just near the bank, and H we persevere
we shall be successful. As for your uneasi-
ness, you’'d better get into a different fram
of mind.” -

“And yet Sanderson was not exaclly um-
wise in being uneasy,” remarkcd Nelson lee,
abruptly appearing from bchind & bush. “I
advise you, my f{riends, to throw up your
hands inatantly. Two rcvelvers are covering
you.” . .

Pratt and Sabderson stood stoek-still,
both startled emormously. The latter was
terribly scared, and his bhinds went up with-
out a second’s deluy. Nelson Lee had chosen
his moment well.

Nipper was near by, and he, too, held a
revolver in his hand, But Pratt, with a
snarling oath, was not im tho mood to tamely
surrcnder. He whirled the heavy rake be
was carrying over his hcad and charged at
Neison Lee. '

Crack!

There was a spurt of flame and a sbarp
report. The ¢t from Nelson's revolver
flew harmlessly past Pratt’'s lread, as Lee
liad intended, hut the shot brought the mam
up with a jerk, ard he staggered back,

asping. .-
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“The next time 1 shall shoot to injure,”

sald Nelson Lce grimly. “Throw that rake
down, and put your hands up!
me?”

Pratt did, and the rake was flung aside
and his hands went up. That revolver-shot
had scared niin, ]

“Now, Nipper, you'd better get busy!”
went on- Lee 1n crisp tones. “These two men
will stand back to back, and you can bind
thelr ankles together. . 1 fancy that will
render them helpless for the inownent.”

“ivgnt, sir!” said Nipper prompuly.
then, back o back, you huigniers!” )

Pratt and Sanderson, stili holding up their
hands, obeyed the order. And Nipper, witi-
out losing any time, tied his handkerchief
firmiy tound Pratv’s lefe anxie and sander
son's right. As the two men were facing in
opposite directions, any attempt to escape
would be futile.

Pratt’'s own handkerchief, whipped out hy
Nipper, formed the other hound. Then some
string was utilised to bind their wrists 1o-
gether behind their backs. ‘They were now

Do you hear

“Now

in a most impossible position, and quiw
helpless.

elson Lee lowered his revolver.

“That's better, my friends!” he said
‘pleasantly. “So you returned in order 1o
drag the backwater here? That is most

satisfactory, for it proved that you have not
got the diamonds.”

"Who are you--hey?”
savagely.

“My name would be of no interest to you,”
said Lee; “but you might like to know that
your {:risoner of the hoathouse has escaped,
and that he is now effecting the capture of
your accomplice, Ilemming.”

“He's no accompiice of ours!”
Pratt.

“T told you what it would be, you blamed
fool!” gaid Sanderson hoarsely. *This is what
comes of returning here. We ought to have
bolted . while we were safe. Now we shall
end up in gaol!”

“It's _just as well that you realise—"
began Nipper. .

He paused, and stared-into the gloom.
 “Somebody else coming, sir,” he added
quickly.

On this occagion it was Tinker, Hemming,

myself, and Pedro. We had hecard that
revolver shot, and were hurrying up to in-
vestigate. My delight can be imagined when
I saw that Pratt and Sanderzon were
prisaners.
_ “8plendid, Lee!” I exclaimed.- “Why, this
is astounding.” » .
. "Who's that with you, sir?” asked Nipper
quickly.

“Oh, let me introduce you to Mr. Hem-
‘ming!” I said. “He's not the criminal we
supposed him to be, but a very hadly-used

growled Pratt

snapped

man.. You needn't be startled, Hemming.
This gentleman is Mr. Nelson Lee, my
colleague.”

Both Lee and Nipper were surprised to find
that I was on amiable terms with Hemming.
Lee quickly explained how he had captured
Pratt and Sanderson, +nd Tinker and I were
highty pleased. Hemming's excitement was
considerable. )

“Have they been searched, Mr. lee?” he
asked eagerly.

“8earched!” snarled Pratt. “What's the
good of searching us? We haven’t got the
inferpal diamonds! This ran you called
‘Blake threw them into the reeds, against
the bank. They're there still.”

I regarded Pratt keenly.

“That story won't wash, my friend,” I said.
“You'll hand over——" .

“Hang you, I've told you the truth!”
shouted Pratt. _

“I think he's right, Blake,” put in Nelson
Lee. “Both he and the other man arrived
here with rakes, and they were talking abhout
dragging the water just near.the bapk. They
haven't got the diamonds.”

And Lee repcated the words he and Nipper
had overheard.

“Thia is all the bhetter, I remarked
smoothly. “The diamonds can't he far off.
and if they fell into the water we can easily
recover them -—especially as theag gentlemen
have been kind e¢nough to bring rakes. |
imacine that they wera put tec considerable
trouble to obtain them.”

A grunt from Pratt was ample evidence
that T epoke the truth. And. then and there.
we commenced the drageing onerations. That
is to ray Neleon Y.cc, Hamming. and T did
‘50, ‘Tinker and Ninper were left to guard
the unhapnpy prisoners.

“tail, and remain otherwiee still.

“I think it will be just as well to com-
mence operations by my going on hoard,” 1
said. *“You two reniain out here. I wil
throw an object in approximately the same
manner as 1 threw the bag of diamonds, and
it will be your task to see where it falla, It
inight help us.” E

“Yes, qultc a good idea,” said Tee, nodding.

I found a small block of wood on the deck,
and entercd the room where the stru%:gle had
taken place. Taking up my position just
within the doorway, 1 flung the block out
into the open in the same direction as I had
thrown the bag of diamonds<. Then I went
outside, and crossed the plank.

“Well, where did it fall? 1 asked.

“Why, right over herel!” replied Lec, in a
puzzled voice. ‘“As you can see, Blake, the
spot is fully cight fect from the bank, and
1 can't quite understand it. If you repeated
your throw accurately the diamonds ought to
be close to this spot.”

I flashed my torchlight upon the ground.

“H’'m! There’s something wrong here,
evidently,” I remarked. " The ground is bare,
and the bag would be visible at once; yet
Pratt and Sanderson didn't find it. And 1'l
swear I ilhrew this piece of wood in the
same manner as the bag!”

“My dear old man. you couldn't have
done!” objected Lece. “If the bag fell
amongst the reeds you muost have cast it in a
totally difierent direction. 1 think you must
have gained a wrong impression at the time."

This seemed to be the only explanation. and
I wag compelled to accept i, although I wa-
far from satisfied. Lec and I commenced
plying the rakes through the reeds. The
water was only shallow, and we could easily
touch the hottom, and drag the rakes along.
It was really a most unsatisfactory process;
but we had no other tools on hand.

After twenty minutes’ hard work we had
achieved no result, and Hemming was be-
ginning to look despondent. And, to tell the
truth, I was not exactly happy cn my own
acoount. It was a mystery where the dia-
monds had vanished “to.

I did not entertain the idea that Pratt
and his companion had taken the stones
away. The very fact that they had returned
with rakes proved that such was not the case
—t%o say nothing of the words which Lee and
Ninper had overheard when the men camne up.

No, the diamonds hadn’t been seen since }
threw them out of the doorway. I paused
in my labours near the bank with an im-
patient exclamation, and looked down at
Pedro, who was near hy.

“Find them, hox!” I said, half humorously.

“We've falled, so now you'd better have a
go! Find it, old chap!”
. And then Pedro acted in the most astonish-
ing fashion. I had expected him to wag his
t But, on the
inztant, he gave a joyous bay, and lumbered
over to a bush which grew near by—the bnsh
m fact, behind which Lee and Nipper had
found cover. . :

Pedro proceeded to scrape up the amround
with his front paws vigourously, sendine the
earth flying in a shower hehind him. We all
pauged and gazed at the old doe in surnrizn
L “What on carth is he up to?” asked Nelson

ee.

“I only spoke to him in fun,” I remarked.
“Tt ean’t be woscible that Pedro has-—-"

And then Pedro left the bush, and came
bounding towards us. There was somethine

‘in_his mouth, which he dropved at my feet in

trimaph. Then he wagpeed his tail with keen
gaticfaction, and barked in his decp voice.

“Good gracioua!” I eiaculated.

At my feet lay the bac of diamonds. T
snatched it un and anickly examined it. It
was intact, and only slightly covered with
damp earth. Nelson Lee and Hemming stared
at the bag in amazement.

“But how in the world did Pedro know?”
asked T.ee wonderingly.

I suddenly gave a roar of laughter.

“How did he know?” I repeated. “Why,
my dear Lee, those that hide can generally
find, I've heard. I understand this thing
perfectly now. Good old Pedro! He cer-
tainly saved the situation; for, without his
action, Pratt and Sanderson would have got
completely away with the diamonds.”

“But what did the dog do, Mr. Blake?”
asked Hemming excitedly.

“When I went on board the houseboat I
left Pedro on the bank,” I explained. “That
picce of wood, I imagine, fell in approxi-
mately the same spot as this bag. My cal-
culation wasn’t wrong. Pedro was lying here,
and when the diamonds came out he appar-

ently considered in his canime mind that he
was expected to do something. Accordingly,
he carried the bag behind that bush,
scratched a hole, and concealed it—as he
would a bone, Them he must have waited
behind the bush on guard, as it were; that's
why I saw nothing of him when L was carried
across the plank. Later on, becoming unesasy,
he tratled me to the old boathouse.”

“Well, I'm hanged!” said Lce, laughing.
“No wonder those fellows searched in vain --
no wonder our dragging operations wero fruit-
less. Pedro has solved the riddle.”

And Pedro knew it, too. He stalked about
proudly, as though he had performed his part
with unusual thoroughness. The old hounder
had evidently considered that the bag was
not to be brought to light until he received
the order, It was a most lucky chance that
1 had given him that order.

Hemming, after an examination, pro-
nounced that all the dlamonds were there.
And, as a proof of his good faith, he handed
the bag into my keeping. Thix, I constdered,
was the right thing for him {0 do. And he
made a further suggestion.

“1 don’t know what vou'll say to this, Mr.
Blake,” he said. “But I was wondaring if it
wouldn't be ‘better to let Pratt and Sanderson
go? They’ve gained nothing, and therce’s
really been no harm done.”

“Don’t you feel inclined to charge them
with assault and robbhery?”

“Well, it's difficult,” said Hemming, seratch-
ing his head. "“The law won't consider that
the diamonds are mine, and thec whole thing
will have to come out. T might cven tind my-
self arrested. 'Thc police are after the man
who took Lord \Wraxson's diamonds,
remember.” :
q '.‘lwhich happens to be myscli,” I remarked

rily.

“Well, in a way,” agreed Hemming.,  “But
it seems to mo that the affair will he com-
plicated if we don’t let those fellows go free.
And, after all, there’s nothing much to charge
them with; and they’ll go away with cmpty
pockets.” ’

I was inclined_ to agree with Hemuming that
it would be better, ail things considered, to
send Pratt and Sanderson off. By doing this
the police would not he brought into the
matter at all—which was really far morce
satistactory.

S0 the two men were informed of our
verdict. They couldn't quite believe it, and
suspected that I was hlufing. However, aiter
their honds had heen removed, and they werce
told to make theinselves scarce, they were
convinced. - ‘

Pratt was off in a moment, but Sanderzon
paused.

“I'm sorry we turned on you, Hcemming,
he said, with some show of deceney. “Jt was
Pratt’'s idea, and I didn't like it from the
first. And I think Mr. Blake's a real aentle-
man for letting us go.”

“You have to thank Mr. Ilemming for
that,” I said quictly. .

Sanderson went off a moment later, and I
noticed that bhe took quite an opposite
directlon to Pratt. It was apparcntly his
intention to avoid hlis accomplice in future.
And that was the last .we saw of either of
them. '

As for the rest, it is quickly told.

We all repaired to Hemning's bungalow,
refreshed ourselves with some very cxcellent
whisky which he provided, and then walkcd
to the River Hotel. Hcraming came with us,
for I thought it far wiser that he should he
with rae until the matter was completely
scttled up.

We arrived at Baker Street in the carly
hours—travellin% in Lee's car, of course.
Nelson Lee and Nipper bade us good-bye, and
went their way. They had been of exeellent
service, and I thanked them very warmly.

In the morning, while Tinker remained with
Hemming at Baker Street, I journcyed to
Lord Wraxson’s house at Hampstead, and re-
quested an 1mmediate interview with his
lordship. -

He turned out to he a man very much as
Hemming had deacribed—about forty years of
age, stoutish, and obviously dissolute. 1
do not intend to set down that interview in
detail, for it would not prove of sufltcient
interest.

It is suflicient to say that I told Wraxson
in the plainest of plain language that he was
an unmitigated scoundrel, and that he
deserved to go to prison for the rest of his
life. At first he tried to bluff, and got into
a towering passton. 1t was then my turn to
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bluff, and I quietly informed him that unless
he Jropped all police proceedings forthwith,
he would probably find himself in the dock
charged with the attempted murder of Arthur
Hemming. ' ’ :

" He could see that I was determined, and
that I knew all the facts of the case. This,
coupled with my profession, scared him most
thoroughly. He abjectly assured me that his
revolver had gone oft by accident, and that
he had fled from the scene in & moment of
passion.

This, of course, 1 took—to use a popular
phrase—whth a pinch of salt. However, it
wis a confession, and Wraxson had given him-
selt away. He promised to let the whole
thing drop from that minute, and I knew
that he would do so. lfe was scarcely in a
position to dct otherwise, - * *

And so I returned to Hemming with the

good news. Theré were fully three-quarters
 of the original diamonds in Hemming’s bag,
and these, I considered, were casily his share.
Wraxson had no doubt disposed of the others
—not that he deserved a single one of them.

However, Hemming was set up for the rest
of his  life, and his gratitude to me was
rather touching. He ipsisted upon Tinker
and I accepting two of the diamonds, and we
agreed. Those diamonds are now amengst
our most prized possessions—cut and sct to
perfection. ,

Hemming, I believe, has settled down
somewhere on the South Coast, an@ he has
recently got married. He certainly deserves
to spend a quiet life, in ease and comfort,
after his highly adventurous career,

And that, 1 think, is all that I need to
say.

THE END.

FOOTBALL COMPETITION No. 7.
£50 WON.
Matches Played Saturday, Nov. 30th, 1918,

In this Competition no competitor suc-
ceeded in correctly forccasting the results of
all the matches. The Prize of £50 has there-
fore been awarded to:

M. J. GAMBLE,
82, Ogilvic Street,
Belfast, Ireland,

whose forecast contained fiftcen correct pre-
dictions. Five of the matches on the coupon
were abandoned, and these were not taken
into account in the adjudication.
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INTRODUCTION.

Only the preliminary paragraphs of this |

short serial appeared previously. They intro-
duced a small town in Yorkshire and a strange
character known as the “ Professor »—reputed
a miser. Both he and his gold—if there is
any—disappear mysteriously, and Nelson Lee
investigates the case at the request of a
friend.
{Now read on.)

The Mystery at Dead Man’s Hollow—
{(continued).

VERY slight inspection sufficed to con-
vince him that neither windows,
roof, nor door had heen tampered
with, and a further

proved that several boxes, which had pre-
sumably contained the Professor’s gold, had
been broken open and emptied of their
contents, - ,

“Now, Nelson Lee,” he said to himself, as
he sat down on the corner of a heavy oaken
chest, “let us argue this matter out. A
shriek was heard in this hquse at ten o’'clock
the night before last, from which it is mani-
fest that at that time some person or persons
must have been in the place. Half an hour
later this person had disappeared. How did
he leave the house?

“It is certain that he did not leave by the
windows, the door, or the chimney. 'Ihere
only remains, therefore, the roof, the floor,
and the walls.

“It is clearly impossible for him to have
passed througch the walls, and the roof is
thickly thatched with straw. Consequently,
however ridiculous it may sound, he must
have gone through the floor. There is no
other way. _

“And it is not so ridiculous, after all, when
you come to think of it. The whole of the
surrounding district is honeycomhed with the
workings of the old mines, and it is quite on
the cards that one of these underground
passages runs heneath this house.

“ As the louse is at the bottom of a hollow,
there is possibly only a small thickness of
ground beneath the roof of the passage and
the floor of the house, and a determined man
might easily break through. Let s
investigate.”

With a thick iron bar, which had served
the Professor as a poker, he commenced to
rap upon the floor, which was flagged with
gmooth, square slabs of stone, and he was
presently rewarded by discovering that one
portion of it gave out a hollow sound.
Striking & match, for dusk was now approach-
inz, he went down on his knees and examined
this portion of the floor. He quickly detected
that one of the largest stones had recently
been removed. -

It had evidently been pushed up from
below, for there was no projecting edge, or
anything by which it could be raised from
above, and it fitted quite closely to the stones
around it. As there was nothing in the house
by which he could prise it up again, he
returned to the Miners’ Rest, and asked to
see the landlord, whose name was Adamn
Young. : _

“You used to work in the mines, Adam, did
you not?” he asked. °

“Yes, sir,” replied the landlord. “I worked
in 'elm up to the time the company went
smash,”

A Magnificent Story of Nelson Lee, Detective.
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examination.

- - ey -

“Then yon probably know the workings
pretty well?”

“Every inch of them, sir!”

“Do any of them run under Dead Man's
Hollow ?! .

“Oh, no, sir! They runs in quite a
hopposite direction.”

“That’s strange!” muttered Nelson Lee,.
t “I'll swear there’s an underground passage of
some kind under Silas Hinton’s house !”

“You must be mistaken, gir,” answered tke
innkeeper. ‘“There’s nowt imt. solid rock
under Dead Man's Hollow. The seam doesn’t
run_ in that direction, so it was  never
worked.” )

*“ Anyhow, I intend to have a look heneath
that floor,” said Nelson Lee.
me with a pick, a lantern, a coil of rope, and
a ball of string?”

*“Certainly, sir!” replied the landlord; and
he quickly produced the articles in question.

Armed with these, Nelson Lee returned to
Dead Man’s Hollow, and prised np the stone
in the floor.

He then plrceived that, as Adam Young
had asserted, the house was built upon rock;
but that portion of the rock helow the stone

and he found himself peering into a kind of
well, whose depth he could not guess.

Having fastened his rope to one of the iren
bars in front of the window, he tied his
lantern to the other end, and lowered it
through the opening. It came to a halt
about fiftcen feet below, and as the well—H
it was a well—was apparently dry, he let him-
self down by means of the rope.

When he reached the bottom he found
himself in an underground passage, whose roct
was 8ix or seven feet helow the floor of the
house. A portion of this roof had been hewn
away, leaving nothing but a simple stone,
which could ecasily be pushed up, between the
passage and the room above,

A few yards from where he alighted was
the body of the Professor, and one glance
at his livid and distorted face showed that he
had been smothered, probahly by one of lis
own pillows as he lay in bed.

Whilst he was examining the hody by the
light of his lantern he heard stealthy Icot-
steps in the room abhove his head,

“What a fool T was to lecave the door vn-
locked!” he muttered hastily; and, springing
to the rope, he commecnced to swarm up.

Before he reached the top, however, the
rope was suddenly cut across, and, as he
 tuinbled back into the underground passage,
the stone was replaced over the opening, and
the heavy oaken chest dragged upon it.

An Explosion—The Mine Flooded.

¢ AM rightly served!” muttered Nelson.
Lee. “I ought to have had more sense
than to blurt out my - suspicions to
{ Adam Young. It is he, no doubt, who
has followed me here and trapped me, for he
is the only person who knew I was coming.
«T bave learnt something by my foolish-
ness, however; I have learnt the name of
Silas Hinton's_murderer. By his own con-
fession, Adam Young is acquainted with cvery
inch of these workings, and hc must have
. known that he was lying when he sald they
did not run in this direction. His only object

in telling me such 4 deliberate lle was to put

“Can you supply *

he had removed had been.recently hewn away,’

me off the scent, and I think, therefore, that
we may safely assunie that Adam Young,
knowing there was this passage under the
Professor’s house, broke his way. through,
and murdered thc old man for the sake of
his gold. '

“To do this he must have entereq the mine
at another place, and if he could enter, 1 can
get out; so there is no occasion for despair at
present. But there is no time to be lost, for,
having blocked up one way of escape, he will
naturally hasten to block up the other.”

Tying onc end of his Lall of string to one
of the wooden beams which propped up the
roof, he started off on his journey of explora-
tion, unwiding the strinr as he went.

Ten minutes sufficed to convince him that
he was only plunging deeper into the mine.

L and he accordingly retraced his steps by

means of the string. The place was like an
enormous rabbit-warren, with passages (or
“drifts,” as they are called) branching out in
every direction, and, but for this ingenious
device, he would have quickly lost himself in
the labyrinth.. With the aid of his string he
was able to come bhack to the starting-point
after cvery fresh attempt.

About two hundred yards from the spot
where Silas Hinton’s body lay, he came to a
wooden door in the wall of the drift, and,
turning agide for a moment, he passed
through this door, and found himself in what
was practically a cave hewn out of the rock,
but which had formerly been the blacksmith's
shop inside the mine.

A heap of ruins in one corper showed where
the hearth had been, and above this heap was
a narrow shaft, which had derved as a chim-
ney. The stars were shining down this shaft,
and, placing his lantern on the ground, he
started to climb up. - ’

Several of the bricks, with which the shaft
was lined, had been left projecting in the
form of steps, this having been done to enable
the chimney to be cleaned; but, in spite of
this, the ascent was neither casy nor safe.

The whole interior casing of bricks were in-
secure, and it crumbled away beneath his fect
like dry and rotten wood.

By dint of dogged perseverance, however,
he accomplished thrce-fourths of his task in
safety, and then an accident occurred that
stopped all further progress in that direction.
The masonry proved rottener than ever he
had believed. Tt gave way beneath his feet,
and Nelson Lee fell headlong down the shaft,
amid' a copious shower of bricks and stornes.

How the udetective contrived to escape
destruction he never knew; but though he
escaped with his life, his body was a mass of
cuts and Dbruises.

Thinking that his escape was now assured,
he glanced up .the shaft once more, pre-
paratory to renewing his elimb.

To his dismay, he found that the stars were
no longer visible, for the upper part of the
brickwork had fallen in a solid mass, and was
tightly wedged about half-way up the shaft.
Nothing short of blasting would suffice to
dnslgdge it, and, with a sigh, he turned away.

His lantern had been utterly demolished
by the falling brickwork, but by striking a
match—his last but one!—he found his way
to the wooden door; and continued his journcy
along the drift.

He had not procceded far before his quick
sense of hearing detected the striking of a
match some distance in front of him, and,
with a dim foreboding of fresh disaster, he
preassed forward at full spced.

Upon turning the corner he saw that Adam
Young, having inserted a chargze of blasting-
powder in a hole in onec of the sides of the
drift, and having laid & train about twenty
yards in length, was in the act of firing this
train with.a match. -

With a cry of indignation he rushed for-
ward, but at the same moment a thin line of
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flame sped towards him, and h¢ had barely
time to spring into a neighbouring recess ere
the rock was rent asunder with a deafening
report, and an cnormous mass fell right
across the drift and cut off -his way of escape.
* This was by no means the full cxtent of the
disaster, for, looseneéd by the shock of the
explosion, a portion ol the roof-fell in, and
as this took place about half a dozen yards
in ‘the rear-of him, he found himself im-
prisoned between the two fallen Masses. . -~

To advance or to retreat was equally im-

possible ; but worse was still to follow.
There was a spring of  water in the rock
above the drift, and that portion of the roof
‘which hped fallen formed the hed of this
spring, so that now it was free to pour into

the mine. .

As the secton of the -drift into which it
flowed,  and in. which Nelson Lee was im-
prisontd, was blocked both hefore and be-
hind hy masses of rock, the water, of course.
was unable to make its-escape, and conse-
%ugrl;tly rose, inch hy inch, up the side of the

rift.

In other words, the intrepid detective was
cooped up in a narrow underground space,
which was filling with water at such’ a rapid
rate than in ten minutes’ time he was up
to his Kncocs!

Eescape and Viotory.

Y the light of the last remaining
match, Nelson Lee examined the

mass of rock which blocked his way

- in front. It plugeed up the narrow
drift like a cork in a bhottle-neck, but he
- fancied "he could perceive a narrow space
between the top and the roof through vhich
lic might possibly crawl. Before he had

time to make sure of this his match burnt |

out, and thencctorward he was Ip absolute
darkness, Lt

With his hands outstretched bafore him
he stumbled along the pitch-dark drift, now
wading up to his waist in water, and row
only ankle-deep. Although he realised. quite
well the necessity of procceding cautious!y

_scoundrel has heard me coming, and

and quietly, lest Adam Young should be
lurking in onc¢ of the many reccsses with
which the mine aboundcd, he could not
avoid a certain amount of stumbling and
splashing, and be could only hope that his
encmy had given him up tor lest, and left

the mine.
¢ soon discovered that this was not the
casc, for upon turning a corncr he perceived
a lighted lantern standing on a ledge of
rock on the side of the drift. ‘Therc was no
sign-of Adam Young, however, and he paused
to ask himsclf thc meaning of this strauge

phenomenon.
“I have it!" he muttered at last.  “The
know-

ing how" difficult, if not- impossible, it wauld
be fot me to shoot in the dark, he has left
thiat lantern to revcal my presence as I
pass, and has concealed himself a little
distance away.
I saw the gleam of a revolver half a dozen
yards beyond the lantern on the opposite
side of the drift. He is only waiting for
me to come forward into the light, and then
he will fire. What i3 to be done?”

A mement’s reflection suggested a plan,
and he silently groped on the floor of the
drift until - be found a stone, Having
measured with his eye thé distance bétween
himself and the lantern, he took what school-

boys call a “shy,” and knocked the lantern |

ofi its perch. -

As the lantern fell into thc water, plung-
ing tbe drift in darkness again, he rushed
towards the spot where he fancied Adam
Young was hiding. Quick as he was, the
innkeeper was quicker., and he only sue-
ceeded in grasping the taila of his coat.
Therc was a sound of rending cloth, and the
next moment Adam Young was tearing down
the drift.

“He is hauling himself up a rope,” thought
the detective; and hc clutehed the foot with
savage désperation. - -

Finding that he could not frec himself by
kicking, Adam Young pulled out his revolver
and fired. The bullet splashed harmlessly
into the water, but by the fiash Nelson Lec
perceived that Young was clinging to a rope-

T could almost faney that]

TINKER wuhich will appear

ladder, which hung through a hole in the
roof of the drift. .
With a  jerk he pulled the innkecper
down, and in endguavouring to &ccure him
flung him against the side of the drift. The
result of this was terrible. to contcmplate,
for in Adam Young’'s pockct there was 9
quantity of blasting-powder and a ‘hox of
nmatches! The sudden erash against the
wall ignited the latter, which in their tum
exploded the powder, and Silas Hinton's
murdcerer was literally blown tg bits,
The concussion of the .air was so terrific
that Nelson Lee was flang to the ground,
hut, picking himseli up, he groped his way
to the ladder, mounted through thc opening
in the roof, and found himsclf in the cellar
of the Miners' Rest!

LS . . [ Y ] L4 L

There is liitle more to tell. The whole of
the professor's gold was found in Adam
Young’s hed-room, and as Silas Hinton had
no heirs, and had made -no will, the Crown
stepped in and claimed it. “In consideration
of Mr. Nelson Lee’s distinguished services”
—so the official document ran—a sum of
money was granted him, and this hce for-

‘warded to Dr. Patterson, with thc request
that he would distributc it amongst the poor

of the desertcd village. . . -
) THE END.

(Next week there will begin another zhort
serial of Nelson Lee, an account of whose
adventures appears every week in the
“ NELSON LEE LIBRARY.
long complete story of SEXTON BLARE and
next week is
entitled “THE CLUE OF THE CUFF-LINK,”
a Fuscinating Romnance by the Author of
< Dirk Dolland’s Redemption,” “Tke Amnazing
Affair at Clanmere Mansionz,” ©The Silent
Partner,” ete., including the Stories of the Bat
and the Mysterious Mr. Keece. Please orde
in adraonce.) )

£1,00

No Entrance Fee!

y

Cash Prize for a Simple

FOOTBALL

FORECAST

No Goals Required! = Scottish and Irish Readers May Enter.

On this page will be found a list of the football matches in
the London Combination, tho Midlend Section, the Lancashiro
Section, and the Scottish League, to be played on SATURDAY,
JANUARY 11th. All that competitors have to do is to strike
out, In ink,; the names of the teams they think will lose. If,
in the opinion of the competitor, any match or matches will

be drawn, the names of both teams should be left “untouched.

Tho comret.it,cr who succeeds in accurately forecasting the
resulte of all the matches on one coupon will be.awarded the
sum of £1,000. In tho event of no competitor succeeding in
doing this, the sum of £60 will be awarded to the competitor
who sends in on one coupon a forecast nearest to the actual
result. In ctases of -ties, the prizo will be divided. Coupons,
which -must not be enclosed  in-envelopes containing efforts
in other comnpetitions, must be addressed to: |, . .. .

FOOTEALL COMPETITION -No. 10. - T
GOUGH- HOUSE, GOUGH SQUARE,
c " . LONDON, E.C. 4,

.that ndd.z',ess not 1ater

2 S

[

and must reach
JANUARY oth. RO S
, This" competition i§ run in conjunetion with * Answers."
* Answérd’- Library,” * The Marvel,” * The Fainily Journal,”
* Butterfly,” “ The Home Companion,” and ‘“The Woman's

World,” and readers of those journals are invited to compete. -

g

'RULES WHICH MUST BE STRICTLY ADHERED TO.

1. All ‘orecasts must be made on coupons taken from ** Answers.
" Anzwere’ Library,” ** Butlerfly,””* The Marvel,” * The Unijon Jack,”

“ Tle Family Journal,” ** The Home Companion,” and * The Woman's

World,” dated Junuar?' 4th, or the issues of those journals dated
Janunry 1ith, and it Is esseptial that the names of teams shall be
gtruck out in black ink. The undertaking at the foot of the coupon
to accept the Editor's decisicn as final rust also be signed in black ink
.and the addres3 clearly given, '

ﬂ?.. tAuy aiteration or mutilation of the coupon will disqualify the
-effort, ‘ :

8. If any match or matches in the list shonld be abandoned or
{ull time is not played for any reason, no comjetitor shall be entitled
to clalm the prize of £1,000, but the prize of £50 will be paid to the
competitor sending a forecast on onc coupon nearest to the reaults
of the matches actually played.

4. The liditor reserves the right to disqualify any coupon for what,
‘0 kis opinion, 18 good and sufficlent reason, and It is a distinct con-

N

than THURSDAY,

:.D-

JOA e

dition of entry that the Edifor’s decision shall be accepted as fina!
and legally bindirig in all matters concerning this competition.

6. No correspondence may he cnclosed with the coupons, and nonc
will be entered into. Neither will: interviews be granted.

6. Entries will be accepted until THURSDAY, JANUARY 0th.
Any received after that date will be disqualiied. 'No responsibility

" for any effort or efforts lost, mislaid, or dclayed can be undertaken.

Proof of posting will not be accepted as proof of delivery,
or insufficiently stamped efforts will be reiused.

NN - — _
'Football Competition No. 10,
Matches Played SATURDAY, JANUARY 1lth,
Closing Date, THURSDAY, JANUARY fth,

BEENTFORD .. v. CHELSEA :
WEST HAM UNITED v. TOTTENHAM BOTSPUR

Vinstamped

MILLWALL - v. CRYSTAL PALACE . i |
FULHAM v. ARSENAL L
CLAPTON ORIENT v..QUEEN’S PARK RANGERS
BULL CITY » - v. BRADFORD . .~ -
"LINCOLR CITY , v. SHEFFIELD WEDNESDAY
"NOTTS FOREST . * . LEICESTER-FOSSE = - 1
ROTHERHAM COUNTY v. HUDDERSFIELD TOWK . -
SHEFFIELD UNITED v. CQVE Y CITY - ‘

BLACKBURN ROVERS - - v. BOLTON -WANDERERS

BLACKPOOL v. STORKE . .

BURY = "~ - “v..BURNLEY

MANCHESTER CITY v. ROCHDALE
v. EVERTON

OLDHAM ATHELTIC
-PORT VALE .
AIRDRIEONIANS
-DUMBARTON ™.

v. PRESTON NORTH END
v, THIRD LANARE
v. ST. MIRREN

BEAMILTON ACADEMICALS v. FALKIRK
KILMARNOCK - v. RANGERS
MORTON v. MOTHERWELL j-l

1 PARTICK THISTLE v. AYR UNITED

1 enter Football Compefition No. 10 in accordance with the Rules
| and Conditions announced above, and agree to acoept the published
decision as final and legally binding. F

Bigned .,..

"."l'..l.'I'10|'1l.V.IIII'II!'

Address.......

ot to s b s o0l e bedb iRy daqton

_—

11-1-18
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The siplendid :



