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i Nelsonp Lee~Cracksman: :

or,

A Thief’s Redemption.

-
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CHAPTER 1. '
The Fight in the Quarry.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

4

CHAPTER 11,

‘The Master-Thieves,

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

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

and a right good sort. :

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

uce. .

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

For it was evident Nelson Lee was thinking of something.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*“Oh. no; he daren’t!
pron:rlly shut. down. and refuse to
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tackle this subject in grim carnest, and try avd ferret out who the:n
vampires are, and bring them to justice.”’

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

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

““ And which one is that?”’

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

“And how?”

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

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

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

But the deputy-governor had to prolest at this.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

eddy in the rock-strenn niver,

B —

CHAPTER III
Spike Gawdry's Double.

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

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

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

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

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

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

as hin gueast, o

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

lwyond.

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

Spike hod been incarcerated since his

mere jounty than the rest ¢

sonole,
block of punishment cclls, where

fight. . e

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

CHAPTER 1V.

The Mpysterious Swiss.

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

Portmoor. B

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* Burglar " paaped Nipper

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

AW s ! ‘ priced,”’ said his boss o .

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ye was a Swiss, the detective jndged.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Tho inspector thercupon described him. . o

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

—

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

For this was the conclusion the delective had come to as to the valet'a
fate. ] .
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" ia Lopdon, and kicked out into (he gutter. Perhaps charged wilh
-tuI‘iml::n the ti:nr ain. llysterical sort ol chap, anyway. Thought lo
would end it all, and jumped into the river,”” was his summing-up of tho

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

" Yed. 1've gob some business I want to clear up, and on Friday I must
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from durance vile—for there was mmetﬁing about the cut of am, and per
haps the brown-paper parcel under bis arm, which made all the guards and
porters look at him askance.

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

“ Why, Spike, ol chum, ’ow are yer?” he heard a voice hailing him
delightedly 0s ho alighted. ‘‘’Ere, George—'ere ‘e is! ’Ere’s old Spike
come hack again! Shake ‘ands, old son, and welcomo to the Smoke once
wmore !*"-

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

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

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

The rogues, howover, wero not to be shaken off thus easily. Nér did
Nelson Lee intend them to be. It was o make these very men’s ncquaint-
ance that he had been Lo all this trouble. Wilth an exclamation of disgust,
they came after him again. ) _

““*Bre, Spike,’”’ remonstrated the fat wman, ‘wol's (he game? Ain'l got
too proud to be scen talking to old pals, ‘ave yer?”






































































































