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: Brifish o the Backbone :

- Or, The Great Troop-Train Mystery. “

2 A Story of Nelson Lee, the Famous Detective, and his Young :

: Assistant, Nipper. :

WELRERELELRAMREREARELERELLLELRELREL LY
CHAPTER L

A Fight and its Consequences.

“Y T'S a le, and you know it!” cried Juck Brendon, his fuce all aglow
l willh indignation. :
“It's the truth!™ returned Edward Miller, an evil glitter in
Lis closc-set eyes, which, in spile of his brazen doggedness, e averled so
a5 lo avoid the olher's gaze.

“ It’s a lie, I say ! rejoined Jack. ‘“ My [ather was a true-born English-
mau, and my mother was a true-born Scotswoman. ‘That makes me British
21l through ‘I should think; and’ it’s a foul and cowardly thing to do to
try and poison Millic Winston’s mind against me by telling her that I'm a
forcigner in disguise, and an cnemy {o this country!”

“You don't like Millic knowing it—eh?”’ sncered the other. *“ Want
10 Le first [avourite with her, don’t you? DBut vou've no chance, I can
assure youn, against me.”’

“That's for her to sny,” said Jack, the crimson ou his face dcepening
as he thought of the pretty village girl to whom both he and Edward
Miller had been lately puyin% attention. ‘‘If she tells me that she prefers
somcbody clso to me--why, I'll give up my claim at once. But till she
does, everything’s got to be fair and above-boaxrd. I won't have lies told
aboul me by you or anybody clse; and youw've pot to apologise straight
away, or risk the consequences!’

“Mallo! What do you mean by that:”

““Give you a good hiding—or try to!”

‘I say, two can play at that game, you know !"’ said Miller.

“Then we'll start the game unless you apologiso!”’

“ lPuoh! Apologise to a foreiguer like you—a dirly German!  Not
much!”’

The red faded from Jack's checks, leaving it white with anger at the
repeated insult. -

“*Put up your fists!"

“Right you are. You're looking for lrouble, so don’t blame me if you
find it! There’s a sample to go on with!” And before Jack had cven
assumed a fighting attitude, the other felched him a treacherows hali-arm
hit, narrowly missing his jaw, and raising a dark flush on his cheek.

“ Now we'll fight in carnest,” said Jack, wincing a little under the unex-

('Lcd' blow, “ I wasn't ready for that; bul no mabter. I'll make you pay
or it!” . '

Lo stepped back Lo remove his khaki tunic, ag did his adversary. For.
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Tem were in uniform, being members of tho same Territorial
::;:l!:n;{llt(;le 14th Royal Downshirc's,gnow in 4raining at Yalwood Camp,
which wag n mile awny ncross the weald.

Facing cach other in fighting attitude, they presenled a coutrast which
at first sight certainly sccmed {o favour Edward Miller.

fle was heavily built—nearer thirteen stone H_mn twelve, wit'h.'broad
shoulders and deep chest, thick forcarms and big, bunched-up biceps—
un ugly customer in a close tussle,

Jmﬁt Brendon, on the other hand, had turned the scale at eleven stouo
cxactly only a day or two before. DBut while he lncked tho other’s solidity,
there was a cleanness of limb and a silkiness of ekin as the muscles played
beneath it, that suggested the perfeclion of condition and training, and a
lithe lissonencas and plinble :fllil.)' wholly lacking in the other.

It was a case of thoroughbred versus carthorse, or a lion against elephant,
if you will, and in a contest where s was likclf to count as much or
more Lthan sheer brute strength, Jack Drendon’s chances of vietory wero
likely to be by no means small.

Not that Miller scemed to entertain ithe smallest doubt about the result
of il. As a lifter of weights and such like [eats of strength, he had proved
himsell to be the most powerful man in the battalion, and he [elt quite
confident now that he could rely on that strength to vanquish quickly
the man now facing him, :

With his heavy jaw thrust out and a fiery look of intense hate in his

eyes, he came straight at Jack as though to end the contest by one instant
couy. ' )
But Brendon was refidy for that. Fully alive to tho advantage in
strength which Miller posscssed, he knew that in-fighting was not the
game he musl play. e must adopt wearing down tactics right from the
ntart, biding his timo to get in or other of the effective blows of which
he was 2 master.

For Jack was no novice in the art of sclf-defence, as many a member of
the Cestus and other London boxing clubs could have testified. I3ut neither,
then, was Miller, who had been very prone to play the bully, and to brag
of his fighting prowess among the weaker and younger mmembers of his
company.

Whercfore, Jack Brendon dotermined not to. make the mistake of undor-
rating his adversary, went Lo work warily.

Skipping clear of Miller's first attack, he quickly fore-stepped to land
a fairly heavy left clean on the other’s brond nose. A crimson trickle in-
stantly descended, for often your very powerful men bleed casily.

*“ First blood!” smiled Jack, who had quite recovered the good tomper
and cquanimity wbich are among the first things to bo (foaired in a
successful boxer, '

The smile and the warm trickle down his upper lip, angered Miller.
With a savage lunge, he gol home with his right on Jack’s ribs,

It would have winded an ill-trained man; but Jack was as fit as o fiddle.
He just bucked for breathing, waltzed round his slower opponent for ten
seconds, and then, feinting with his lelt ns though he would repeat his
previous blow, awung with bis right, with all his weight behind it, clecan
on o Miller’s car.

It wnde the car sing, and the owner of it dance.

Curae you!" he bellowed. And with an action for which Jaok certainly
Was ot prepared, and did not the lenst expect, swung up his right
fout, and brought his stout marching boot Lthudding agaiust Jack’s side.

Only the latter’s litheness and elaslicity of fibre prevented disaster theu.
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‘Although (]uile unprepared for it, Jack imtiucti\-oly shrank sidewnvs, g0
ihat the kick, instead of landing plump against a rigid body, was Hroken
in force ae is n cricket ball by the ﬁoldcr's back-drawn hands. Instead,
therefore, of collapsing, Jack escaped with: nothing more than a badly—
bruised rib.

“So that's your game, yon coward, is it?"’ he said, cre his lips closed
tightly. “ Very well, then!”

At was no Blush of shame that lived on Miller's checks, only a purplo
flush of hate and fury at 4he failure of hia illegal tactics.

Instantlly he sought to repeat them, but Jnck wasn’t (o bLe caught
napping twice.

A8 the heavy boot swung up a second time, he side-stepped. while as it
descended Lo earth ‘again and brought Miller lumbering forward, ho
-moved in with swinging right.

Smash! it came on the fellow’s Lilted jaw, with such force as to lift
him clean off his fect, and then -fall heavily to the earth, breathing ster-
torously for a moment, and then lying quite still!

“ Knocked ont!” muttered Jack, bending over him. “I was sorry to do
it, but he deserved it!”

A referco timing him, might have counted Miller out at least twice,
ere he opened his eyes.

“ Teel all right now? Shall T get yon some water?” asked Jack, with
all traces of animosity gone now that he had vanquished.

“Curse you, no!” spluticred the other savagely. ‘1 want nothing fram
you. That was a foul blow. I'll pay you for it!” And he rose to his fect.

** The blow was fair enough. Your kick was foul—horribly foul if you
like. But do you mean that you want—"'

But belore Jack could finish his sentence, or again raize his hands, Miller
had swung a ponderons fist upward, 4o catch Jack full on the eye and to
send him to earth four paces awny.

Tlhere for several sccomds he lay groaning. not so much with pain as
with chagrin at allowing himself to be taken unnwares a second time, and
conscious that his left eye was rapidly closing as the cheek beneath swelled
up to a prodigious size. .

Mopping the damaged oplic, he rose to his fcet and looked about him.

But Edward Miller was nowhere visible. At the moment he had seen
hia adversary fall, that worthy had made off, and was a( this momeut
doubling back to Yalwood Camp. - _

Thither at a slower pace, for that last cowardly blow had dazed lum,
Jack presenlly made his way also. Iis closed eye pained him, but the
manner in which the cansing blow had been given, hurt him more.

“ ITang the fellow!” he muttered. “‘ A foul kick and then a foul blow.
It isn’t British; it's a traitor's trick!”

Al, if Jack had but known then how literally true his words were! DBut
he bad merely used them as a figure of speech, and nothing was in his mind
save Lhe resolve to have another go at Miller, and get quits with him
on a Muture occasion. ) '

[] - N [ ] v v - »

Arrived at (he corner of a lane running Lelween Yalwaod Camp and the
village. his look of resentment vanished, and all his thoughts changed
their current. ) )

Coming along .the lane with a baskel of wild flowers in her hand, was a
trim and dainty figure in a white sammer frock and a flopping hal—a little
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out of fashion, perhaps, but not the less alluring for that—trimmed with
red poppies. . ey d ps :

“ Millie ! exclnimed Jack, and all his blood ran warm within him.

« Mr. Brendon!” came her answer, ‘‘ Who would have thought of

eling you?”
m(:?'i't'f ::lle uuexpected that always happens,” laughed Jack, and then
pointed to his eye. °* This was unexpect J _ _

Sho had boen Dlushiug most charmingly o moment bofore. Now at sight
of his closed cye, all bruised and blackened, she turned pale.

**Oh, Mr. Brendon!” she exclaimed, in alarm.

“ Why ‘ mister,” Millie? We're not “ mistered * in the Army unless we'ro
lieutcnants, and I’'m just n full-blown privete of four months’ service.
Why nol Jack?"* i

She isuored the direct question, though her personal concern for him
jucreased.

“ Your poor cyel’” she said, o {car trembling in her own. * How did ib
huppen?™

. ll’mcnt- for a good boy!” he answored gaily. ‘‘ Edward Miller gavo
i me!”

Sbhe shuddered at the name, and won};:‘lmlc again.

“That man! You've been fighting Edward Miller alter his telling meo
all these horrid falschoods about your being a German?’

“I fought him on that account. There are some slanders a chap cay
put up with, but one muet draw the line at a thing like that.”

“But to fight him, Jack!"” she said, in gentle, feminine reproof, and
using his Christian name involuntarily. ‘‘ How could you lower yourself
so?"’

“I lowered him; or floored him, anyway,”” grinned the young fellow.
** Knocked him clean out with a right on the jow—a recal beauty—after
he'd kicked me. Then after bo got up, and I'd asked if I should get him
somo waler, he walked into me and did this when I wasn’4 looking.”’

*“ You shouldu’t have fought with him,’” said Millie vehemently. ‘‘ He’s
a bad fellow; I'm sure of it. But you can’t see out of your eye. Oh, you
must come back homo with me¢ and let mother bathe it for you, and—-"

“I'd like 0, Millic, but I can't. I'm for duty presently. As to my
eye, I’lIl get round the cook’s mate for a bit of raw beef. That’ll put it
rlp{ht in no Lime.” :

Vhen after a little more talk they parted, it was on the uuderstanding,
arrived at on Jack’s urging and Millie’s coy consenting, that they were
to meet on the following cvening, at a certnin point along the road where
a railway bridge spanned it.

Arrived back in camp, Jack was destined to mett wilh a surprise.
Pagsing along the lines of huts and entering the one where he was quartered,
he nt once detected n queer silence nmong his comrades as he made his
appearance. This wae the moro curious, as up to that time he had always
been popular with his fellows. ) '

" Hello! What's up, you chaps?”’ ho asked, ‘looking across at a group
wl!? sreem'cd lo have deliberately turned their backs on him.

What’s_up- with you?” asked Private Bollerton, turning -round and
glaring.  To was a big, ldking fellow, given to fite of sullenness and
never over genial towavds Jack.

Az no ono nceds Lo be told, the Brilish Army, both Regunlar and Territorial
(and indeed there scems but little need of distingunishing them to-day),
containg  many of the finest and noblest fellows in the ‘world, the very
flower of British manhood. But as in every flock there is said to be at lenst
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onokblnck sheep, 60 hero and there may be found a black sheep in the military
TONKs. ’

Beyond all ?uestion, Mark Bollerton was one of these. Ife had, morepver,
shown himself to be a close crony wilth Iidward Miller, and unknown to
Juck, had alrendy received a highly-varnished account.of the fight that had
taken place.

“ Perhaps my eye's worrying you?” langhed Jack, quite good-tomlmrodl_'.'.

“It ain’t a very pretly picture,”” relorted Bollerton cultingly: * but it
certainly ain’t likely to worry me as much as it will you. llope you enjoye:l
the i:oml hidin® that Ted Miller gave you.”

*““I think he got as good as he gave,” said Jack, slill gaily, but Inwardly
l;urp;‘i.sed at Lthe general look of hostilily with which the others were regard.

n im, ¢ .

f Looks like it [rom your eye!” Bollerlon said, move savagely than ever,
‘ Serves you right though, you beastly German traitor!”

“ Bh—what’s that?”’ fnck exclaimed, with reddening face. * ITas Miller
been telling you that lying tale?”

* There's no lie about it, is there, you chaps?”’

“No,” came in a harsh and bilter chorus from the others, the sound
filling Jack with dismay. ‘‘It's true enough!”’

“1 tell you it’s a lie, a vile and cowardly lie!" thuundered Jack. “I am
British to the backbone—Britich as any of you!”

“ Likellv tale,”” snid Bollerton, with a scowl. “ As if a Britisher counld
write such a letter as you wrote to Miller.”

“ Letter? What's this mean? I've never written him a lefter!”’ :

“Don’'t try and Lluff us! We've seen the letter with our own cyes,
baven't we boys?’’

““ Yes, we have,”” came in chorus again.

“ This is some plot!"” said Jack hoarsely. * Somethiug I know nothing
about! What did this letter yon refer to say?"

“You know well enongh, so it’s no use pretending you don’t! You'll get
your deserts before long, no doubt. Meanwhile, none of us want to have
anything to do with a beastly Bavarian!”

Roused to fierce indignation, Jack demanded to know more, but not
another word could he elicit from any of them. All turned their backs on
him, 80 that in a few minutes he was forced to recognise Lhie fact that Lhe
qé\'il n;;nchinntious of Edward Miller bad had the effect of sending him to

oventry. _

Quite ymndy he was to maintain his honour by fighting any man who should
spread the gross slander regardin§ him, but very soon he found that he was
to bo cut by all in the camp, and to fight the whele battalion was, of course,
quito out of the question. -

HMad he hut*kuown the whole truth them, he would certainly have taken
i:lqmo encrgetic steps to clear himself of the stigma Miller had laid upon

im. :

For the letter which Miller had shown to some of his closer intimales,
and so poisoned their minds against him, was vile indeed.

It purported to be written by Jack, and to bo addrvessed to Miller. It
comcernod their dual attentions to Millie Winston, and it contained Lhe
following diabolical threat: - '

“T1f ‘you do not cease your attentions to Miss Winston, I will make yon
sulfer for it, even if it means shooting you down omn sight!”

That lettor, written in a close disguise of his own handwritinf. was the
cause of his comvades’ change of demennour towards him, coupled with a
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circumstantinl statement to tho effect that Jack had been born of Clermanm
parenis in the Bavarian town of Ingeclstadt. . o

But poor Jnck was not to he made aware of these lying details till later.
Mcantime, he resolved to suffer in silence, and trust {o time to live down the
undoubted enmity they had aroused in the brensts of (hose around him,

CHAPTER II.

The Wrecking of the Troop-train,

: ELSON LEE, the famous deteclive, and his young assistant, Nipper,
hurried on to the lighted platform at Waterpool Street Station, the
great London terminue.

* Long train, sir,”” said Nipper.

‘““And n heavy one, too, my boy! Full of troops and ammunition—all to
be transhipped to France from Sandhompton to-night. We're going down
to sce thatl there’s no tanpering with the staff while it’s being put aboard.
Slowish job, but necessary with so mavy spics about.”

** Don’t scem to be much room for us, sir,” Ni[') per said, with a glanco
along the train, every window of which scemed full of kbaki caps, bright,
cheery, bealthy faces, and craping sunburnt necks, as the troops called and
waved their adieux lo their friends.

" You necedn’t worry, thero’s room [or us,’” Lee said, and wnlocking tho
door of o compariment marked “ Ileserved,” thoy entered. ‘‘ You ece tho
ndvaniage of being an Inspector of Factories and Government Works.”

‘I'k+ Lrain might have been waiting for them, so promptly was it off as they
seltled themselves in their seats, It was u good train, too, and was clear of
London and steaming through the open country iu next to no timo,

“Wo sha'n’t bo long getting to Sandhampton at this rate,”” said Lee,
nlle:-l they had been travelling some time. “How far are wo now, I
wonder?”’ .

“ llere’s a station, sir,” said Nipper, looking out of tho window, and
adding ne he canght sight of a name on a lighted lamp that flashed by:
* Ynlwood Junction!”’

“ Yalwood—wbhy that’s nearly half-way! There’s a camp o mile or so
oul yonder. If it were daylight wo shoufd have got a glimpse of the huts
presently, but we eha’n’t seco anything in darkness. ¢’'re going along
at—— Greut heavens! What has—

There was not time for Leo to finish his sentence, let alone for Nipper to
mnke o reply. : e

For tho eudden Jurch which the train had given, and the weird shriek
of the engine resembling almost the agonised wail of a human being, which
hud called forth Nelson Lco’s exclamation, was followed ab once by some-
thing o thousand times more terrifying. .

A loud e:.|'zloaion a8 of o huge siege gun, followed by a fierce fusillade of
bullets, as it tho troops within tho train had simultancously etarted firing
und cuptying their magazines at the dark fields on both sides! At theo
#ame moment there camo such a mighty Jurch and heave of the rearmost
parl of the train whero Leo and Nipper were, as to pilch them violently
across Lthe comparlment,

* Out of the train—we're off the metals!™ yelled Nelson Lee.

L was necessary to yell at tho top of his voice in order to make-himself
heard, for, following on lhe explosion and tho fusillado of bullets, had
gome u great crash and a lerrific throbbing and hissing from the cugine -
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which, a8 they serambled out through Lhe door, they saw Iving on its side,
with several of the foremost conchies, some distance nhead of them.

‘“It’'s an awful smash ! groaned Lee. “ Meaven have merey on the poor
fellows in the front of the train!”

“What a wrock! What a wreck !”* aobbed Nipper.

“Terrible! DBut come. lnd, we must pull ourselves togelher, and lend
a2 hand in rescue work!™ : .

‘I'hey hurried forward, the while some scores of khaki firures, who had
eacn with slight injuries, serambled from amid the wreckage, and at the
word of command from their oflicers, rangod up as il on parade, to reccit o
hurried instructions how hest to assist their leas fortunate comrades.

“How did it happen, major?"’ asked Lee of one of the scmior oflicers,
whom he knew., _

Major Knightly didn’t know. He could only hazard a guess that tha
gtores of ammunition which were in the train had blown up. ‘This {heory
was supported by the engine driver and the guard, both of whom hail
Iuckily eseaped with but slight injuries.

“PBut that doesn’t account for the first great explosion,” said YL.ee to
Nipper. ‘“ Come, boy, there are plenty of men—soldiers and others—to do
tho rescue work. I rather fancy we may be of more use in our own legiti-
mate sphero. We've got to find out how this explosion was caused.”

It wasn't an casy matter, for the whole line was blocked for two or three
hundred yards, while the sccue was one of the most excited it was possiblo
to imagine.

While the uninjured troops set to work to reseue their dead and wounded
comrades, Leo and Nil)por. cach carrying a lantern, began to search ior
possiblo clues that might help to show how the explosion had been caused.

AL the place where it had ocenrred, the permanent way ran along the lop
of a high embankment, fringed oun cither sido by a low, thick hedge.
Beyoud the hedge on the down side, the ground shelved away to a wide
expange of nllotment gnrdens.

“laghing his lantorn among the grass and bushes of this shelving ground,
Nipper suddenly gave a cry. .

“'\\'lmt is it?”’ nsked Lee, running forward.

“ A dead man—a soldier. Poor fellow! Ile must have been blown right
out of the train, and then shot through the breast by one of the bullels when
the ammunition van exploded.”’

- " No, my lad, you're wrong,” Ico said gravely, as he examined the body.
“ Thia poor fellow was dead before the train arrived here.” )

*“ Good heavens, sir! Ilow do you make Lhat out?”’

“ Rigor morlis has already set in, and a dead man certainly doesn’t begin
to stiffen Lill he's been dead at least hall an hour. From this poor fellow’s
temperature, I'should thitk he's been dead nearly a couple of hours.”
© ““Tlow can that be, sir? Surely hé must have been in the train?™

“I'm certain he wasn't. Look at his shoulder-badge. DBifferent regiment.
Ah, corporal, perhaps you can help us!”’ The last words were spoken to a
tall young N.C.O., who had suddenly approached. “ Do you know this
man?’’

“I @6, sir. Lle's one of ours. T wasn’t in the train. I belong lo the
Iloy;al Downshire's. We're stationed here. I'm corporal of the gunrd to-
night."”

* And Lhis poor chap?”’ . .

“Was doing sentry-go on the railway-line close to this spot,
corporal with emotion.

“Sentry-go, ch? And his name? Do youn knrow it?" :

“Yeory well indeed, sir. 1le's Privale Edward Miller, of B Compnny:'

said the
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1 had goue, * this is important.
Ile must have been shot while on

“ Nipper,” said Lee, wheu tho corpora
How did he come by his

Edword Miller has been dead two Jiours.
sentry duty, long before tho train blew up.

dc‘;:l{’.\’rhnl'a this, sir?”" snid Nipper suddenly, trying to open the dend man’s

irht hand, which was tightly clenched over something. .
m"'.A ;ﬁcl? of hair,” cxcglim{d Lee, refeasing it from the palm with somo
dificulty. ““ A lock of human hair torn out by the roots.”

““ From his own head, sir?" . '
“No. That's certain. It's the wrong colour—lighter than his own. It’s

a clue, anyway, and ought to be a valuable one. And, by Jove, here’s
another! A patch of tar on his fingers!”

« And more of it on his tunic, sir. TFresh tar, too!” ]

“ You're right, my boy. It's quile damp still. Don’t touch it! If
there’s beem urder done, os secms likely, these things may help us to
rolve 3.”°

“Eh? What's that? Who's talking of murder?” came in a jorky,
authoritulive voice, and the next momecunt a bull’s-cyc flashed right into

Nelson Lee’s eyes. . .
** You're a police-officer, sir,”” Lee £aid, catching sight of a peaked cap and

a braided coat.

I am Inspector Lorrigan, of the Downshire Connty Police.”

“Good! Aud I’m Mr. Nelson Lee.” The inspector gave a slight start
ot the news. *‘ Ilcre’s a job we may tackle together, inspector. It looke
to me like a case of murder.”’ .

And he told the local officer all he could about the dead Edward Miller.

** On senlry duty, was he?’’” mused the inspector. *“ Then it’s possible he
cemmiilted suicide. Might have shot himesel(?"

“ lHardly likely!”” sald Lee. ‘ His rifle's missing. Weo shall have to
wearch for that. And how comes he to be near the bottom of the emmbank-
ment?  1is job was to guard the railway-line, and this is right away from it.
How came he here?” )

““lere’s his rifle, sir!"” exclaimed Nipl)er, suddenly looking up from a
clum‘(l:\ol' purple heather, amid which he had been foraging.

L " Twelve yarde away, at least,” said Lee, measuring the distance, with
ccn Cyes.

“* Might have singgered that distance after shooting himaself,” snid Lor-
rigau. ‘“ F'm still of belief that it may be n case of suicido.” '

"I think you’re wrong, inapector. Here’s evidenco of a struggle. I took
this from the dead man’s hand only a minute or two ago.”

“Humon hair!” said Lorrignu, pouncing on the clue. “ You’ll let me
have that, Mr. Lee? That’s going to help us a lot.”

" We'll divide it. Here’s half of it for you; the other balf I'll keep.”

" AN right. I.must get n couplo of men (o remove the Lody. shall
Koo {rou ngnin, Mr. Lee?” '

. Yea. I was due at Sandhampton; but I shall send n wiro thero to say
I'm notl comiug, ns soon ae the poat-officc opens. There’s a good inn in tho
\'I"'ﬂ‘ ¢, il I remember rightly.” ~

" The Chequers—yes. Ialf a milo from here.”

) Good ! shall make it my headquarters for the piesent. I want to

'“.‘P you solve thia mystery.”

Tllhght you are, Mr. Lee. I will call ou you in the morning."”

e deteclive dia not go on o tho Chequers at once. %ntil daylight
'r'-'lll“;. ho realised Lhut it was uscless to pursuo his special investigations
;ll‘l ier, and for the next two or threo hours he and Nipper aesisted in
the work of rescue nnd search among the debris of the wrecked train,
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It was grim and gorrowful work emough. Not that the result of the
wreck was as Lerrible as at first it was feared it might be. But when the
“first grey streaks of dawn appeared, and the roll came to bhe called, it
wag found that fourleen poor fellows had lost Lheir lives, while Lelween
lil'tq and sixty had received more or less terrible injurics.
Not wutil that result wns known, and Lee knew that they could be of -
lto 'i;usther use, did he and Nipper seek out the Chequera Inn, and retire
o bed,

S— —

CHAPTER III.
A Man's Arrest, and a Girl's Sorrow.

ELSON LEE was not a man to slumber long when work awaited doing.
Three hours after seckiug his bed found him up again, and splash-
ing himsell in a refreshing cold bath,

All aglow wilh vigorous health he dressed himself and went ont. Barely
had ho .gone fifty yands towards the scene of the wrecked train than a sight
made him suddonly stop.

Round the turning of s lane appeared a little procession. Inspector
Lorrigan and a policoman headed 1t. Immediately behind them came Lwo
soldiers with fixed bayonets, and betiwween them walked another young
so!ldicrr with handcuffs on his wrists, and a look of deep trouble upon his

ale face.

P Catching sight of Nelson Lee the iuspector hurried forward, with a grim
look on his face.

“ Morning, Mr. Lee!” lhe said. ““You were right last night. It was a
case of murder.”

““ AL, you've found that out? And who's your prisoner there

‘““ The murderer—the maun who killed Edward Miller!”

‘““ Good henvens! Yon don't say so! Ho doesn’t look a bit like a man
who would kill another!”

“Oh, he did it right enough! I've l'plenty of evidence to hang him, a3
I'll tell you presently. Or, I supposc, he'll he shot, for, of course, he'll b
tried by court-martinl. I'm only going as far as the railway-station. The
military escort will take him on from there to Greymiuster Barracks.”

“I'll come with you,”” snid Lee, and walked Ly his side.

As they traversed the village High Street, the knot of villagors followiug
the arrested man, grew and grew. The news of his arrest at Yalwood Camp
wns quickly spreading.

‘“‘ What's the prisoner’s name?” asked Lee, as they went along.

‘“Jack Brendon—a privato in the same regiment as the man he killed.”

“IWhat was his motive for killing him, if he did so?™ .

‘“ A love quarrel in the first place. Both men had been payiug attention
to the same girl—Milliec Winston.”

‘“ And what’s your evidence that he did kill him?”

“The two mon quarrelled, and fought a day or two ago. Brendon,
according to reports, scems to have got the worst of the fight. That scema
to have riled him, and to have made him lose his temper entirely. MHe wroto
Edward Miller a letter which is now in my possession, threatening that he
wonld kill him.” : . I

““Whew! That's bad for Jack Brendon!” snid Tee, pursing his lips in
in a low whistle. . .

“ That's not all. 1Ie knew that Miller was on sentry on the railway line,
and there are witnesses to prove that he was seen lurking about near the
spot late last night.”

“ll
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 ‘Phat’s bad for Jack Brendon, too.’s . L. )

* Mut there's something atill mere,” eaid Lorrigan, warming to his eub-
jeet like a man wel salisfied by the result of his dizcoverics. “I've learnt
that there wne another motive for his despernte act.”

"~ ** Ah, what was that?” . .

- “That he wne a German, masquerading as an Englishman, and {hat

" Edward Miller was the first to discover that fact.”

“ Whew!"” whistled Lee again. ** If thal’s true, it’s the worst of all.”

“ You're right, Mr. lee,” snid the inspector, reserving his most important
revelntion till lnst, *“ because, Lelieving that he is & German, and bearing
in mind his last night’'s movements, many of the men in his regiment are
inclined to believe that it was he who caused the wreck of the troop-train.”

* Goed hienveng! What proof have you of that?” : ]

““ None at present. DBut it's early times. You may depend mpon it we
shull get the proof before long.” .

They had reached the etation Dby now, and tho prisoner was being
conducted through the yard.

Suddenly, close behind them, came a ery. The next moment and a very

- pretty girl with fair hair, all flying looso from itls lastenings, and her
wautifi) eyes full of untold griefl, burst through the crowd, and, before even
the escort could interfere, had thrown her arms round the prisoner’s neck.
“ Oh, Jack—dear Jack? she cried, in anguish. *‘ What is this terrible
thinq they sny about you? Tell me—oh, tell me that it isn’t true!”
** No, Millie, it is not true,” answered Jack, with a brave smile. ‘‘On
my most sacred word I am innocent of this terrible chargo!”’

The military oscort, nstounded like everybody else at this unexpected
l;c('no. ;mght ive let it go on, but instantly Imepector Lorrigan strode
orward,

* Here, what’s this?”’ he snid, laying a firm but not rough hond on the
weeping girl. ' We can’t allow this, yon know.”

" Oh. let me speak to him for just one moment!”

" Sorry, but it can’t be allowed. Tlease let go of the lprisonor."

" Yes, Millie, you must let go,” said Jack, smiling still, though the tears
hovered in his eyes at his sweethearl's devotion. ** We shall mect again
before long. I swear to you I am innocent, and it will not be long Lefore I
am [ree again?”’

. " Heaven bless you, dear Jack!” she murmured, as he was hurried awa
nto a waiting train, and then, as he disappearcd from her sight, she fcﬁ
to-wcormbr bitterly.

l"t'w 10 18 that poor girl?”’ asked Lee, as the train steamed out of the
slation.

" Millie Winston, the girl T spoke about. The girl about whom the
priconer and the dead man quarrelled,” replicd the inspector.

"': Not. much doubt which of them she preferred,” said Leo thoughtfully.
. She seems very fond of Jack Bremdon, and it’s plain she believes in his
Mmerenes, ' .
" Well, that's like a girl, isn’t it? Anywuy,‘ it doesn’t count for much.”

U T'moaot gnre---1'm not. sore.”” murmured Lee, half to himself. *‘ I'should
like to spenk 1o the girl, anyway.”

" Don't go buoying her wp with false hopes, Mr. Lee. There's littlo
dovbt abit the prisoner’s guill.”’

AR Lo that, it's early daye Lo make up our minds too definilely, as

o rladd . ) , ou
T '!]l"”;".d yourself Jusl now,"” said Lee, a little coldly, for hcydid J:lob
'I:_'ldt- lllw the other 8 cocksure wmanner. ‘* And while there’s any shadow
o) donbt aL ), the prisoner’s entitled to the benekit of it,’ S
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“ Oh, by all menng!" said Lhe other airily. “ I'll bid you good-day for the
present, Mr. Lee!” )

Lee waited a minute or two, and then appronched Millic Winston, who,
by a brave cffort, had mrtlr controlled her cmotion by this time.

"~ ' My dear young lady,”’ he said gently, “ you must notl give way to gricf.
You musl hope. I understond that you and Jack Brendou are sweethearts?'”

With a faint bluah ehe admitted it, adding, in n low, tremulous voice,
that itdwns only on the previous cvening that they had become formally
engaged. /

** At what time?”’ Lee asked, with a slart, for he saw in this a most
important point.

“I met Jack at sevemn o'clock mear the railway-arch,”” she answered.
‘“Wo then went for a wnlk. It was on that walk that he told me how much
Lo loved me, and asked me if I loved him in return. I toid him ‘ Yes,”
and he then gave me this ring.” ..

““ And what time did you part from him? You musin’t mind my asking
Ell tiihcso questions, becauso I am a detective, and want to get al the
ruth.”’

“Weo parled at n quarter to eight. sir,”” she xeplied.

“You seem very sure of tho time?”

““X am, becanse T had promised molher I would be bhack home at cight.
The clock was striking when I went indoors. Dut, oh, sir, vou don't
believe that Jack did it? I'm sure ho didn’t—quite sure! Xe couldv’t do
such a dreadful thing. Ie’s the kindest, gentlest fellow in the world. It
would be impossible for him to do a thing like that.”

“ I'm inclined to think so too,”” answered Nelson Lee.  And that's what |
mean when I say you must hope. Leave the matter to me. and rely on my
doing my very utmost to clear your sweetheart of this uwtul charge.”

e bade her good-bye, and went away very thoughtiully. e meant
what he said. Ile did believe in Jack Brendon's imnocence, in spite of
what Lorrigan lhad told him. No man in all England had looked upon
the laces of 8o many murderers as Nelson Lee, and Jack Brendon did not
look like any onc of them. IIc was not the type at all—very far from heing
80. The eyes—those wondrous mirrors of the soul—=were much too open and
houcest to permit Lee to believe him capable of killing a man in cold blood.

But in hot blood. As the result of a quarrel about Millie Winston?
What of that?

To say truth, a doubt as to that had lingered in Lee's mind when lho
looked at the prisoner. It had .occurred to him as a possibility that Jack
Brendon might have been stirred to wrath, as many a man had been befors
him, at tho idea of losing the girl he loved, and that such wrath might
have taken n tragic turn towards the man who had supplanted him in Ter
affection.

DBut that doubt had vanished instantly as he talked with Millie. Irom
her own lips he had heard that, between seven o’clock and a quarter lo
cight, vows of love had. been exchanged between them. That, and Llhe
u::;lgrstanding they had.arrived at, disposed of the question of rivalry for
E .

Edward Millexr, as far as Lee could compute, had met with his death
somewhere botween nine and ten o'clock, and in tbis the doctor who had
examinod the body confirmed him.

More than an hour before that Jncic Brendon had assured himself of

Millic's love. What possible motive then conld he have for revenge against
Miller? None. '

And was it the lcast bit likely (hat, after having won such happiness,
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he should deliberately jeopardise his life and liberty by committing euch
i ime? S .

* 'rol.}?':vf:?ldcrl:m-c to be mnd to do so, and he docsn’t look in the least

bit mad,”* was Lee’s comment to himself. ‘° Well, T'll Fet along to tho

roilway, and rce if I can find anylbing new. Tho clue of the tar-staive is

the one 1 must follow firet.'>

CHAPTER 1V.
The Clue of the Lock of Hair.

UT Nipper had starled work first, after all. Lee had loft him sleeping,
but the boy had awakened almost as soon ns the detective had left tho
inn.

Nuw here he was, a litlle away from {he breakdown gang who were hard

al work clearing away the train wreckage, closely searching the embank-
ment where the dead body of Edward Miller had been found.

** Any luck, my lod?"” Lee asked as he came up. )

‘“* None at present, sir. I've been examining all the posts and palings I
can find {o see if any of ‘em have been freshly tarred, but I’ve found
nothing.”

. \\'f musl continue the search. It's most important that we should find
oul. how thove stains came upon the dead man’s hand and tunie. You've
heard aboul the arrest, I aurposc?"

‘“ Of Private Breudon of the Downshire’s? Yes, sir! I heard about il as
1 came through the village. Do you think he's the man, sir?"”

“It’z carly to un{ yct, but at present I don’t. I’ve scen the prisoner, and
he doesn’t look a bit like a man who’d kill another. ]’ve secen his sweot-
heart. Ltoo, and vhe firmly believes in his innocence.””

" What'y the prisoner like, sir—dark or fair?’’

** Is that important at the moment, my lad?”’

*1 should think so, sir,"” said Nipper, with a lift of his eyebrows. * You
haven't forgotien that lock of hair, I suppose?”’

Lee clenched hiys fisl and smote the empty air.

*“Clean forgolien it, Nipper!” exclaimed Lee. “ Fancy me overlcoking
so important a thing as that. Jack Brendon is decidedly ?nir, and—""

He ook the lock of huir from his wallet and examined it critically. As
he did ro, his brow clouded and his mouth tightened. '

“I'm afraid it's {uat about the colour of Brendon’s hair,’”” he said, in a
curious voice.  What a fool T was not Lo compare it! But I must do so
ut once. The prisoner has been taken over to Greyminster Barracks. That’s
uboul twenly milex away. I must leave you to work here alone for the
present, and must go over to Greyminsler al once.”

e went straight buack to the station. Near the éntrance to the Looking-
llice he met-Inopector Lorrigan.

* Going off by train, Mr. Lee?’’ he snid.

“Yes, o see the prisoner. Do you know, I forgot a most imporiant
thing. 1 forgol to compare that lock of hair with Brendon’s head. I'm
gomy over (o do so now.”’

" You mn_{ a3 well save yourself the trouble,” said Lorrigan, with a
snperior smile. **If you forgot it, I didu’t.” i '

" You compared the hairp”

“1 did.”

* And what did you find?"

“That it matches exactly.”
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Lee looked worried at the laconic answer, and Lorrigan smiled,
- “It's only one of the many things Lhat point Lo lgreudon's guilt,” the
lalter snid. .

“Did you examine hix head closely?"' asked Lee. recovering himeelf.
* Did you actunlly find that hair had been lorn from his head by the roots?*

“Well, I'enn’t sy I did, but I don’t altach Loo much importance to that.

Breiidon's gob an uncommonly thick thatch, and I doubt if a little Lit
grabbed out of it would be missed.”

‘““The bald spot would show, surely?”

“I don't know that it would.”

“Oh, come, I must satisfy myself on that point.”

““Please yourself. I'm quito salisfied. Still, if you Lhink it worth while,
here's Lhe Greyminster train coming in, and you can be over there in three-
quarlers of an hour.”

In about that time Nelson Lee alighted at Greymiuster, and walked
through the narrow streets of the ancient cathedral city. He was worried.
Lorrigan’s confident manner, and his worda to the effect that the colour of
ithe hair matched exactly, made him uncasy on Milliec Winston's account.
1t roally began to seem as if the web of guilt was being woven round Jack
Brendon.

Arvived at the barracks, le sought out the commanding officer. and
readily oblained nccess to the cell in which the prisoner had been confined.,

Jack Brendon looked up as be entered, and listeued engerly as Nelson Lee
introduced himsell. and told him of his interview with Millic.

The young soldier’s eyea glistened at the mention of her name,

“She's n good, sweet girl, sir,”” he said.  ‘“ The sweelest little girl in the
world. You don't know what a relief it is to find that she, at all cvents,
believes in my innocence.”’

“L don't mind telling you, Brendon, that I'm ready to do my best (o
establish your innocence. In order that I may do so, you must help me all
you can. You are ready to answer my ¢uestions?”’

“ Certainly, sir.” .

“Verg avell, then, You went Lo see Miss Winston last night.  Where did
you meet her, and at what time?"” :

“ AL seven o'clock, sir, near the railway bridge, a quarter of a mile the
olhier side of Yalwood Station.”’

‘“\What did you do then?” :

“ We went for a walk, sir, and durin$ the walk we—we came Lo a definite
wnderstanding. I—I told Millie that I loved her, and—and she told me (hat
she loved me. Then I gave her an engagement-ring. I had it ready, fcr
I knew pretty well beforchand what her answer would be.”

“ And what time did you lecave her?"

““ Yery soon after, sir—at a few minutes before eight. She bad premised
to be home by cight o’clock.™

Lee breathed with relief al finding that Brendon’s story, so far, lallied
exactly with his sweetheart’s. DBut his next question was also important.

‘“Did you go straight back to the camp then?” _ .

“ Not immediately. You see, I felt very happy kunowing that Millie loved
me. so I rambled about a bit thinking over my happiness.™

““In your rambling did you go near the railway hne?” _ _

“Why, yes, sir, ‘i did. I walked along the railway line for a littie
distance, Lecause it was a short cul Lack to camp.  One of the sentvics
challenged me. and I answered him.'”

“Who was the sentry? Was it Edward Miller?"’

“ No, sir. It was Private Norris, of D Company."”’

‘“ Did you sce Edward Miller at all?”
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“ No. ~ir. I left the line before I cnme to where he was on sentry.”

Jae paused to reflect. IPart of the cvidence aguiust Brendon was that
he hud been scen on thesrailway line. This the prisoner had now admitted,
»nd expluined plausibly enough. But one thing more Lee wished to kuow,
and that was an jmporlant one. He put his next question slowly.

** AL what time did you quit the railway line?”’ )

“ Abont half-pnst eight, sir. I had to be back at tamp Ly nine, becauso
I-was for picket duly. I was back au few minules before that time.”

Loe brenthed easily again. He was confident in hie own mind that Miller
had not been killed till afler nine o’clock—that it might cven have been
nearer ten when he had lost bis life. His belief in Brendon’s innocence was
no far coufirmed; yet as he glanced at his thick, fair hair, and thought of
that lock of hair in his wallet, he atill felt uneasy, )

** Brendon,”” lie said suddeunly, ‘‘ plecase sit down on this slool. I want to

examine your head!”” . .
* My head, eir? What for? That’s what Inspector Lorrigan did. What’s

the meaning of il?"’ :

* You mustn’'t ask questions yet; only answer them, and do what I say.
T'bin is o matler of the greatest importance to you.”

“* Yery well, sir,”’ suid the young soldier huskily, and promptly sat down
on Lhe stool.

Nelson Lee bent over him, and gave o starl as he placed the torn lock
of hnir close beside that on his head. No wonder that he starled; no wonder
that Inspector Lorrigan had smiled so confidently.

For the bair, not ounly in colour but in texture also, matched exactly !

Nelson Lee drew a quick breath. His discovery was disquieting, but by
no means conclusive.

Out came a powerful lens from his pocket, and through this he examined
the prisoner’s head, inch by inch, as he carefully pulled the hair back.

“*That'll do !’ he exclaimed when he had finished,

*“ Mr. Lee, what does this mean?”’ asked Jack. ‘‘ Do, please, tell me.”

“I'll tell you one thing, my friend,’”’ said the detective. ‘“ You’ve much
to be thankful for that nmatlure has given you an wnusually thick® crop of
hair. I shouldn’t wonder if it has saved your life!"" ,

‘““Saved my life! I don’t understand.” -

‘““Perbaps you will later. One thing I'll tell you now, and it's this—if
you’d had a single bald spot on your head, an inch or even half an inch in
diamotor, it might have cost you your life |’

““ Mr. Lee, you bewilder me.”

“Do I? Look at this! |

Jack Brendon gazed at the lock of hair in amazement,

** Why, it’a like mine "’ he exclaimed.

* Very like yours, but it isn’t yours. "Noue of yours is missing,"t

“ How did you get this, sir?"’

* T found it tight-clutched in the dead man’s hands !’

** Who's hair is it, then?” .

"1 don’t know. If I did I could tell yon who killed Edward Miller; or,
at any rate, I could tell you the man with whom he struggled just before ho
met his death ! . .

““Then you don't bLelieve I did it, gir?” '

“T don’t. Your head has gaved your neck, so to speak.’”

¥ Thaunk Henven for your words, sir!" said Jnck with cmotion, *‘Shall I
be eel free now?”’

“TF'm ufraid not. They seem to hnve worked the case up againet you

preity “""‘"E'i;' What I_ have just eaid disposes of ono lml'.,gl)ul; tll};re
nre others. ere’s oune in which a letter is concerned. Did you write a
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letler threatening (o kill Edward Miller if he did i : on
towards Millic Winston?"’ ' ¥ el cease i allentions
" Liood heavens, no, sir! T have never written to Miller in my life !’

“Qood! Then that’s all I want Lo ask you at preseut. Good-bye, snd
kcep up your courage ! -

CHAPTER V.
The Clue of the Tar Stains. ‘

HILE Lee had been investigaling one clue, Nipper had been Lusy
on another.

No sooner had the delective departed for Greyminster than the
young fellow conlinued his search for the source of those tar-stains,

Not a post or paling or bit of honrding within several hundred yards of
whore the body of Miller had been found went uniuspected.

But for a time all his search was in vain. BafMed and vonplussed, Nipper
proacntly sat down on lhe embankment to try and think things out.

Up to then the day had been fairly fine, but now came signs of a change.
Clouds that had Leen sealtered and fleecy before now began to mobilise into
dark, piled-up banks as the wind drove Lhem (logetlher.

“ Hallo, the wind's changed,” quoth Nipper, as he observed the stir of it
among the bushes and heather amid which he was sitting.  “ Blowing up
for rain!"’ -

It was blowing up something else, too—somelbing that made Nipper sniff
and his nonlrils quiver. ' _

“Tar!" he exclaimed, as the pungent smell reached him in a strong waft,
and he leapt to his fect. '

Where did it come from, this odour of the very thing for which he had
been looking for the pust hour—fresh tar? Plainly from somewhere on the
plain below—the level stretch given over, as has nlready been mentioned, Lo
allotment gnrdens. It was dotted all over with small sheds in which ke
various small-holders -kept their 91:“105 and forks and other garden imple-
monts, and would have attracted ..’il|:por'a attention before as the possible
source of the tar-stains, but that he had thought it unlikely for a sentry (o
swander 8o far from lis post.

Now, however, with the pungent smell to guide him, he nt once descended
the embankmenl and started amew on his scarch. But though he made a
closo iuspection of at least a score of the tool-houses, all of which had been
tarred in their time, he could find no trace of any sufficiently fresh to give

-off so strong an odour.

He was returning somewhat disconsolately towards the embaukmment, when
he suddenly caught sight of arother shed which had hitherto escaped his
notice. |

It wns somewhat larger and more substantially built than the majorily,
and was tucked away so close to the embankment as to back right against il.

Nipper appronched it, with no great hope that it woukl yield any mora
salisfactory result than the others. e looked all round it, but no signs
of fresh tar appeared. . .

Stay, what was this? A Dblack streak, oongealcc.l irto jellike bLeads,
showed distinctly at the joining of Lwo boards. The inside, Lhen, had been
recently tarred, and some of the black liquid had oozed through.

Quick as lightning Nipper was vound at the door. It was fast, made secure
by a big pn(i'lock. And what was this upon the very padlock itself. Tar-
staina upon ite rusly surlace, and, more imporlant still, other marks
upou the tar-staine, : | )
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“ Fingerprints!” cjaculated Nipper., * Well, if this isn’t a stroke of
uck! T won't touch it until the guv'mor comes. I wouldn’t spoil I’:IIQSG
marks for anything.” . . _

It wasn'l easy to repress his inclination to pick tho lock, aud so get o
o'k of the ingide of the «hed, but he did it. Who knew how valuable
those finger-prints might prove? On wo account must they be interfered
with unti‘i Nelson Lee should be there to examine them.

He woited, o tedious process, killing the time by walking to and fro
along the embankment, with his cyes almost constn.ntl;: fixed upon the
shed below, lest anyone might approach and tamper with those marks,
and with only an occasional glance in the dircction from which Lec would
approuch.

At Lhe end of (wo hours he came. .

** Buck again, vou see, Nipper,” smiled Lee. “ I’ve examined Jack Bren-
d-n’s hoir, and the torn lock doesn’t Lelong to him.”’

. **Glad to hear that, sir. I’ve found out something too. I've found out
vhere the tar-stains come from, I think.”

‘““The dickens you hinve! Geod Jad! Show me.” '
*‘This way, sir,”” Nipper said; and led the way to the back of the shed,
where the tar had ocozed through. .

. l}os. you're right; tho ineide las been fresh done, my boy. Been
ineide?”

‘“ Nol yet, sir. I didn’t want to tamper with the padlock.

" Why not?”

‘“ See for yourself, sir!”” And he led the way round.

“ Finger-prints !’ exclaimed the detective, us he bent down close to the
padlock. ‘“ Whose are they, I wonder?"’ :

*“ Perhaps the dead man’s, sir.”

** No.- Edward Miller had tar-staing on his palm and on his tumnic, hut
none on his fingers. These marks were made by somebody else while the
lnr was alill wet. It’s baroly dry even now., They may have been mado by
the owner of the shed, and in that case they may be of no value to us.
On the other hand, they may possibly have been made by somebody clse, in
which case—"" -

Loo® broke off, musing. Then, with n sudden thought, he eaid:

"* There’s & man working in one of the allotments over yonder, Nipper.
{io over and ask him who Llls this plot.”

_ Nipper was off cagerly enough, and in four minutes was back with tho
mformalion that the shed and plot was rented By ‘‘ old Amos Larcombe.’”

* And where does old Amos Larcombe live?"’ queried Lee.

“In the sccond collage this end of Station Lane, the man told me.
Ile’s n mon of nearly cighty, it appears.”’

“Then go and sce the old gentleman, and bring him here as fast as his
ancient lege can carry him. You can tell him I’ve got somo of the finest
cut-plug that ever grew in old Virginia.”

Whether it was the mentionof the peculiar kind of .tobaceo, which T.ce
knew wag generally a prime [avourile with ancient sona of the soil, and
which he sometimes smoked himself we cannot say, but certain it is that
Amox appeared in remarkably quick time for an “ old "un.” >

laving shaken hands, and then handed him over about Lwo ounces of
cut-plug, Lee at once got to Lusiness with questions.

Yes, Amos had tarred the inside of his shed only Lhe day before, and was

gomg (o do the outside later on.: No, he could swear them wasn’t his fingers
on the lock. '

" Why so sure, grand-dad?" asked Lee.
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]'-' 'Cos, sur, whenever I've got a bit o° pitehin® Lo do, I allus wearsy
gloves,””* '

““ And you wore gloves yesterday?”

““To be sure, sur.” I meck no doubt I mid have smeared the padlock
wi'’ me gloves, but I make no marks wi’ me fingers, that I'll swear '

“Then these prints makg it clear that someﬁudy must huve tampered
with the lock after you had left the face yesterday.” .

“ Ayl snid the old man angrily. “*‘ Arter some o' my secds, that was
'what they were arler, I'll warrant! Let me ketch (he danged scamp as
.I([loli:f":t’- that's all, and I'll lay my slick acrost his thievin' head, old as

“ Is it an ‘caay Jock to pick?” :
~“No, sur; that’s what it just bLaint. That there lock was bought, and
the key minde, by young Dick Dove, as used to have the plot afoor me.”’

“ Dick Dove, who is he? YWhere does ho live?™

‘e used to work at Job Multon’s, the blacksmith’y, in the village yon.
Didn’t belong to Yalwood, he didn’t, sur. Sort o' forcigner, fic wt?r, wur,
Worked here about Lwo year, he did, aed then went away a bit sudden
last 27th July.” | )

A foroilgnor with an English name, who went away on the 27th July
last! Nelson Lee suddenly scemed Lo become engrossed in thought.

Little wonder, for the dale mentioned he knew Lo be a very ominous one.
July 27¢h, 1914, was just a weck Dbefore the war had broken out.
On that day, as Lee well knew. 1lie secret word had gone threugh the
length and breadth of England, for all Germans and Austrians to return -
10 their Fatherland and rejoin the colours!

Supposing Ghis Dick Dove was a (iecrman or an Auslrian! Here indeéed
waa,faod for laler reflection.

“Graund-dad,” he enid, with sceming carelessuess, *‘ you don't mind my
having a look inside the shed?” )

‘““To be aure not, sur! Tere Le the key! Your eye be yonnger ner mine,
and yer hand steadier for tetchy work like lo that. Unlock it, sur!™

Lee did so carefully, taking care noft Lo spoil the finger-prints that wes
now gradually drying. -

“You'll let me keep' this padlock. grand-dad,’”” he said. with a quiel
smile, “if I buy you another, and give you half-a~sovercign into th
bargain?"’ ) ’

“"Half-n-guvrin!”’ gasped the old man. * You don‘t mean that, sur’®
surelie 1"’

“ Why nol? Iere’s the money!”’

With the little deal completed. they passed into the shied.

“ Why, you're quite smug here!" said Lee, glancing round. “ Gol 2
carpet hore, and everything.” And he pointed to the square of feit that
covered the floor. )

“ Ay, sur—that were Dick Dove's doin’, that were! He put the felt
Jown.” He used Lo sit here a lidy bit o° summer nights. and he said it kep
the draught from comin’ up atween the boards.™ _

“ No (ﬁ)ubt it docs—no doubl,” arid Lee lightly, but Nipper could sec
{hat hie hnd some other Lhought at the back of his mind.

The deteclive spent Lbe next few minutes in examining the newly-larved
walls. One or two amears and smudges were to be scen, and one of these
varticularly abtracted Lee's attention. e actually brought his lens I«

ar wpon it, and lonked carefully through it for several s.ocnnds. .

*““That’'s where Miller's tunic rubbed against the wall,” he said, in 2
whisper to Nipper. . _

““YLow do you kuow that, sir?” -
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“ Look through mfl Jens. You will see that two or three minute pieced

aki till adhering to the tar.”
nr"k .g:ktlhﬁlfrgr::l;e ’i.i'tl.lc tiny llngiecea of fluff, as though the nap of the cloth

hd rubl ?ﬁéhould Miller have come (o this shed, sir?”” Nipper asked

l;r;ag::.'l'\-,w ::'ilcn old Amos had deparlgd to buy » new padlock, and the two
“.":'.'OC?::EE ';:“..c:l,lo;:-csont. It's cerlain he did, though, and il’s équally

certain somebody clse did also, ns witness the finger-prints which are nob

Ldward Miller’s, and are not those of old Amos.”

** Whose ean they be. sir?” . o

““ Why not the previous t-tinant cl)‘f Ille place—Dick Dove?,

“ have had a duplicate key?”’ ] .

o {{'oh:::-u:';an more likel.jrl to have such a thing? He’s a blacksmith, and
very likely n lockemith as well.”

. :ont away last July.” . .
" ]13:: l::: Tﬁ: 2?;;: .)m)' Iad. y'I'he very day that all Germans and Austrians

in England were called to rejoin the colours.”
** You think he's a German or an Austrinn?”’ .
““ We know that he’s a forcigner. according to old Amos. And if lhe

was't an enemy_ of England, why ehonld he depart suddenly on that
particular date? It nay be merely a ccincidence, but it may easily Le some-
thing more. It’s ominous, at all cvents, and I sha’n’t jeel satisfied till

v n Mr. Dick Dove.”

g 'Fﬂ‘eclm’s at war against England, it’s like his impudence to adopt a
peaceful name like that!” said Nipper. . .

‘‘ Done delilserately, no doubt. It's a sample of tho Teuton’s peculinr
humour. Most of ‘em, of course, adopt Scoltish mames.” :

Old Amos returned presently with the new padlock. This Lee carcfully
locked, and having instructed the old man that npbody was to be admitted
to the shed during the next few days, he and Nipper went off,

** Are you going 1o begin your search for Dick Dove, sir?"’ Nipper asked.

‘“ Not 1ill 1he day after to-morrow. The Board of Trade enquiry into the
cause of the wrecked train begins this afternoon, and will probably finish
to-morrow. I shall wait for that, and then try and get on the track of Mr,
Richard Dove.” ' . |
' The enquiry referred o duly {ook: place. Several witnesses wero called,
including the engine-driver. He was most emphatic in declaring that the
railway ’T'ine had n clear of obstacles. Had this not been so, the engine
musl have struck anything Iyving there, whereas it struck nothing, but was
thrown off the line by force of Lhe explesion,

How this latter had occurred remnined a mystery. The official verdict
declared that it must have been caused by the accidental fusing of somo of
the shells aboard the train, and with this vague finding, people had to
remain content for the time being. ©

But Nelson Tee was by no means satisfied. Evidenco had been given as
lo the strictness and carefulness of the loading and packing, and short of
fpoutancous combustion—an almost impossible theory—the detective could
:lol,' understand how Lhe explosion coulg have been caused from imside the

rain,

_ Yol if it had bheen caused by an agent outside, how had it come about?
That was the ystery which Lee wns now sctting himself to solve,
- Tuspeetor Lorrigan had already volved it (o his own salisfaction. Meeting

Lee after the enquiry, he at once said t) ifer: .
"l;rnde imqmelor'sq finding, 'l that he differed from tho Board of
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“He'll have a toughish to porswade a court-martial to that Lelief. And
@ man who can burn down a factory is just as capable of wrecking a train!”
T don’t believe for n moment that he did either,” Lee said calmly.
“Then I can’t help saying you're the most obstinale man in the world,
Mr. Lee.”
Aud Inspector Lorrigan, full of the feeling that he was bealing the
famous London detective at his own game of mystery-solving, strutled off

as proud ag any peacock.
































































































