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:The King's Bad Bargain;:
Or, Corporal Maynme, V.C. .

A Magnificent, Long Complete Story, Introducing Nelson Lee &%
and his Assistant, Nipper. *

&

t

EEBREREREEBEELRLELERARAMLEELLELLLABER

CHAPTER 1.
The Tommy from Canada

YL big, bluff sergeant-najor glanced alony the platform, where groups
of [riends stood enthusiastically welcoming the warriors, home on sick
leave. Then his fingers unfolded a letter. e turned his eyes on

the lonely Tommy who, with wounded head shrouded with bandages, leaned

Lack agninst Lthe cushions, staving before him with dull, dreamy cyes.

“Sece hiere, son.'” said the non-com., ‘I gness you'd better take this note
right alonpg with you! Sort of identifies you, as well as tells you whero
you'ro going to hang out for the next few wecks.”

Corporal Charles Mayne, of the 1st Canadians, sat up and smiled. The
smile transfigured his clean-cut, pale features. It wis a strong. srrauk,
manly face, and the cyes, now alight, showed the spirit, the bravery, the
pever-be-done determination of the lad.

“Sorry!"” he said. ‘I was thinking of mother and dad and home.
Cunada scems a long way offi when you getl crocked like this and have to
full back on the kindly help of—of strangers.’

““You'll be all right, son!"’ smiled the sergeant-major. ‘‘ This Sir Samuel
Mortimor is ono of the dearcat old chaps living. ‘'here's been scores of
Tommies down at his home. Ile’s got a lovely show that'll remind you ol
the old farm out West. IHe treats ‘e all topping, too—inst as if they werc
his own sons, they say. You'vo got your Cross the King gave yom, vour
papors, and your brass all right?'’

“ You bet!”” grinned tho wounded Tommy, tappiag the leit breast-pocket
of hlia tunic. “ Hang this head of mine! I wish I was coming back with
you!"’

‘“ A picce of shell in the for'ead ain’t no joke!” said the non-com., shaking
his head. ‘' You'll scon get all right down Risedule way, though. They'll
make heaps of fuss of you, you being a V.C.!"

Corporal Mayne took tho letter.

“T hope they won’t!™ he replied. “ I hate fuss! Well, so lonF sergeant-
major! It’s reul good of you to waste a precious honr of your leave Lo sce
me righted !”

The bluff non-com. gave a suorling laugh.

““ Nothin’, lad—nothin’ at all!’ he said, waving his huge hand. “ Ae
aud tho boyvs I've left Lehind ‘Il never jorget what you did for ns—prac-
tically saved ns. The fiends tooked like gettin® through that night! Well,
good luck, son! We'ro always glad of your sort back ag'in.”

e dived his hand through the window and canght his corporal’s. The
big. strong fellow’s voice had become husky. The memory of ono awful
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night when hie and {wo plutoous lind raced through an inferno of gas and
bursting shells to find Corrornl Mayno holding o trench single-handed
agaiost twenty Huns mnde his eyes moist. _ . _

No louger hd the quict, umnssuming youngster been able to hide his
light under a bushel. Ile had been o hero with the 1st Canadians ever since.

“‘hanks!” said Charley Mayno simply, bhis own cyes swimming. “I'll
be back amougst the boys ns soom as cver I can.”

Ho sank back wearily against tho cushions as the train Yegan to move,
‘Ihere was a thin cheer from those on the platform. Nearly all the
lrumngcr& were wounded ‘Tommies, bound for nursing-homes along the
ine.
So for as be knew, Charley Mayne was the only Tommy travelling to Rise-
dale. ‘That wae why he was alouc as much as anything, though he preferred
solilude for his ever-nehing temples.

He looked ont of the windows till the last of London’s houses was Jost
to sight in the beat of the sumumer haze. As he fell back drowsily, the
note tho sergeant-major bad given him fell from bis fingers.

“ Mustn't lose thal!” he murmured. ‘‘It’s all the introduction I've got
to 1ho kind-hearted old johnny at Risedale.”’: g

e opened it out, and read the round, clear handwriting. At the top
tho words, *‘ ‘T'he Oaks, Risedale,”” had been impressed with a dye stamp.

“ Kindly give this to Corporul Charles Magne,” he read. “If he will
present it on reaching here, it will be proof beyond all doubt that he is
really the brave Jad whom the King has gso deservedly bonoured. I'or my
part, I undertake to do all I poseibly can to muke Corporal Mayne welcome,
aud (o help him regain fitness for returning to his duty at the front.

““ SAMUERL MORTIMER."

The wounded Towmy. put the letler with the other pupers in his breast-
mcket.

P Good luck to him!"”’ he murmured.

e lenned back against the cushions again. ‘T'here was over an hour and
a-half’s journey to Risednle. Iis mind reverted to Canada—to the farm
awmidet the flonrishing wheat-ficlds of Ontario, to home and his parents. An
only son, he had responded to the call of King and Empire.

After the strenuous iraining in England, after four months—that already
reemed like a lilelime—in Flanders, after miraculous escapes, he had received
hiy first wound. While in billets behind the fring-line, a bursting Jack
Johnson shell bhad brought down the remnants of the cottage upon him and
three comrades. They had mever woken again from their sleep, but he had
heen dugr out of the ruins with splinters of shell in his arme and chest and
forchead. '

A month in tho bose hospital had followed. His head alone remained
obstinale to healing processes, and they had sent him to England—a tem-
porary wreck of a stalwart, athletic lad who scarcely knew what fatigue
meant—to regain strength and convalesconce,

The rocking of the train, the sing-soug pounding of the wheels, and most
of all the hent, soon had effect.

Corporal Charles Mayuo fell aslecp.

Ihat lapse into slumber was to have momentous consequences in the life
of the young Cunndian. Stalion after slation was flashed by. Twice thevro
woro atoppages. ‘T'ommics alighted to continue their journey to somo ten-
porary homo of rest, and still the young Canadian: slept on. L

It was when Risedale was but five wiles distant that something happened.
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Just outside Ambley Junction, iu response to the signal-arm, the train came
to a standetill. ‘'I'wo minntes it pausod there, and then went on again.
In those moments a khaki-clad figure climbed to the step on the off-side of
- the compartment, swung open the door, and climbed in.
‘““ Not empty, after all!’ declared the wvew-comer, panting breathlessly.
“ Heavens, I wonder il I can risk it!"’
_He was a young man, well-built and good-luoking, thouglh eyes and chin
were irvesolute.
~ “Who's that?”
Tho slamming of the door, in tho comparative silence of the molionless
Erain,.lnroused Charley Moayne from his sleep. Ile blinked and stared
rowsily. :
‘“l‘hi% isn't a station!’ he said. ‘““ What the dickeng—"’
‘The new-comer advanced upon him throateningly.
“ Daxe to shout and warn *em, aud I'll brain you!"’ ho hissed, raising a
clenched fist. .

‘T'ho corporal’s mouth grew grim. Io pushed himself uusteadily erect, and
looked into the bulging eyes of the intruder.

“ Ob, it’s liko that!"’Jhe snid guictly. *‘ You've done something you want
hushed up? You can bet your boots you'll get no assistance from me! I'll
know you again, and I'll speak—"'

The last word broke into a gasp. The interloper flung himself at the
wounded Tommy. His hand went round tho other's throat. Corporal
Mayne's fists drovo like piston-rods against his adversary’s ribs, but thero
was not the old-time power in his blows. Sufficicot thero was, howover, (o
wind his adversary and send him tottering to the seat.

Corporal Mayne fell on him. Iis brain was reeling. lle was fighling by
instinet, and fighting well. The two struggled crect, and, gottiug to
wrestling grips, careered from side to sido.

“ Hold! Chuck it! I—I've had enough!"

The intruder gasped as he tried to push the wounded Tommy away.

Corporal Mayne had lost his tan. Hia face was ghastly—liko nmrtlc. and
a8 hard. He dived down, thrust his arm under the other’s thigh. Lifting
hlim ?s though he were n child, he pitched him with a mighty thwack against
tho door.

The man’s head struck the woodwork. Ie fell inlo a limp heap, and o
moment alter he relapsed into unconscoinaness, Corporal Mayne, his strength
all out, a mist before his cyes, his head splitting with pain, groped his way
to the cushions, and sank to them as helpless and as senscless as the wman he
hwl conguered.

For two minutes the sun blazed in on the outstretched figures in khaki.
The limp heap by the door gradually straightencd itsolf out. 'The intruder’s
Jaco inflamed with rage as he bliuked about bim and reulised what had
happeued.

o I-Ic's been dome in, too!"” he panted. ‘‘ Aud—and he’s in my power
now!"’

I{o stood over the unconscious Canadian, his eyes bloodshot and gleaming,
his ﬁngeﬁ opening and shutting with nervous tengion. 1lis brain was work-
ing quickly.

v Il doyit.!" ho decided, glancing furtively about him. * Ie sha’n't give
me away!"

He beut over the young Canadian. Iis trembling fingors went to the
tunic pockets. le emptied them of their coutents, taking tobacco pouch

.and everything from them, The pupers he casually glanced at bofore Ning-
ing them on the seat. '



| . THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

MHin fingers trembled when they picked out the litile bronze cross which 18
the ighest mark of bravery a man cay win. . ers .

A V.C., ch?” be mused. “ May as well keep it. Ierhaps it'll come in
useful.”’ | . :

1is work was soon accomplished. The one thing that pleased him most
was the discovery of a little purse of gold tucked away in a pocket of tho
under-waistbell.  With a pcu}mirc, he cut away the blackened letters from
the young Canadinu’s shonlder-strap. ) i

Tho screech of the whistle warned him that they were nearing Risedale,
llo looked out of the window. They were passing through o deep cutting.
0 high grass ran almost to the track. )

“It's cither him or me!” he muticred, opening the off-side door.

Corporidl Mayne did not atir when he picked him up bodily in his arms. Ile
lurched with him to the door, clung desperately to the jamb as the train
swung round a curve, and then released hold of his burden,

IJe dared not look down, nor even look back. IHe fell back on the sent,
mop ving the icy perspiration from his brow. So he sat for several moments.

' l‘!iscdalo! Riscdale!” called a raucous voice. ‘‘ All change!”

e swvung himsell crect as if from a stupor. As the train slowed down, ho
rushed to the swinging door. ' .

“ My lcavens!" he gasped, closing it. ' Good job I noticed it! Might
have blown the whole gnft !’

Sinking o the scal once more, he gathered up the wounded Tommy's
belongings, and stuffed them into his pockets. Ho was reading Sir Sawmuel
Mortimer's letter when Lhe train came to a standstill. :

With Corporal Mayue's railway-pass, he slepped out on to the platform.
A coachmun in A smart livery approached him.

** Corporal Mayne, sir,” he exclaimed, touching his hat, *“ Sir Samuel and
Miss Maigio is outside wailing for you.’

The man hesitated. Ile was the ouly soldier to alight. 1le stared ont
through the exit. An exceedingly pretty girl was smiling at him from her
veat behind two sleek, handsome greys.

“ Right-boI" he said auddenly. “Catch bhold of my bag!™

He gave him Corporal Mayne’s property, and stepped behind the conchman
lo the waiting barouche.

A little old gentleman, whose pink face beamed with geninlity, took the
lettor from him he had bimeelf writien. A moment later he leaned forward
and gripped his band.

* Welcome to Riscdale, my brave lad !’ he said warmly. ““ It is an
honour (o have you with us! Friends,”” he added, raising ms voice, ** this
i3 the gallaut Canadian, Corporal Mayne, whom the King decorated yester-
da.f‘ with the V.C. for his slerling bravery. Give him a cheer !

II'QI‘O wnd o considerable crowd around the station. Tho mews of the
hero's arrival had been the ono topic of conversation that day in the sleepy,
old-world town. They had been waiting for a cuc like this.

' Good luck Lo ’ce, mister!” farmer und plonghinan shouted alike. ‘“Ay,
we ro prond to ha'e ye amongst us!”

lIllc mnpostor’s good-looking face became blanchied. He looked about him
almost Lerrified, but Sir Samuel gripped him by the arm. He felt himself
pIEl.ggcd down on Lhe seal beside the smiling, pretly girl.
woruhltu".; daughter Milllilf:." dcclared_ the _ulﬁ gentloman.  ““She’s a hero-
» llerol Per, corporal ! She hne no discrimination. She thiuks cvery Tommy

I'm suro Corpornl Mayne is o hero,” langhed the girl, giving her Jhand

Lo the man. ** All her . oy i _
poral Mayno detests it ¢ Modest, and disliko fuss, aud ity plain Cor-
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. ““Tudeod I do!”’ murmured the man. * Il—it's very good of you to tnke
8o much notice of a poor Tommy 1"

T'bo carringe drove away from the cheering crowd. Lle bit his lip and
stared down the white road. Ie was playing o risky game. Dared ho go
bn with it?

Ile shuddered as he thought of the Gigure he had hurled to the gleaming

metals. Supposing the man recovered? Ho turned to meet tho tendor eyes
of the bewilching girl at his side, and his own checka glowed.
“It's o chanco too good to be missed!™ ho decided.

CHAPTER II

Nelson Lee and Nipper Come to Risedale

U ORT. Tommies!’’ cjaculaled Nipper. “ Why, they're everywhers,
sir! If you don't run acrdss 'em in the training camps, you meel
‘em, like these poor wounded chaps, round some big house iu the
country. My word, théy're doing thomselves proud!*

ITo rested his cyolo against the bramble hodge, mopped the perspiration
from his forchead, and nodded in the direction of a fine old mansion that
was crowning Lho crest of the hill up which ho and Nelson Lee, the great
detective, had pushed their bikes.

‘'he battlomented towers of the mansion before them made a pictureaque
background in the azure skr. Through the short, semi-circular drive,
tianked with tall laurels, could be secen tho broad, imposing front. It was
the home of a1 rich man—a beautiful haven of peaco and rest,

Before the wide steps was a big, handsome motor-car, fillad with tanned-
checked Tommics. A few bore evidence of their wounds—at least one had
his arm in o sling—but all scemod very well pleased with life. Their
laughter rang out over the hot August air.

“Thoy'ro forlunatn lads to be the guests of Sir Samuel Mortimer,”’ said
Nelson Lee. “ There isu’t a lovelior place in the home countics than the
Risedale Oaks, or a kinder-hearted old gentleman living than ils owner.
1Ie’s ontertnined hundreds of poor Tommies, broken in the wars.”

“Good lIuck to him!"” cried Nipper. “I've rcad about him. Lost his
only sou in the first scrap of tho war, wheu our boys fonmd themeelves out-
numbered at Mons, didn't he?’’

Nolson Loe wheeled his eycle out to the middle of the white rond.

‘“ Young Morlimer died o hero’s denth.”” he said. ‘‘ It's cut Sir Samuel
up badly. That’s why he gives up his lifc and his home to the Tommics.
“?c'll push on now, Nippor,” he ndded. “ Croxley's only three miles the
other sido of Risedale.”” -

‘““ Right-ho, guv’'nor!”’ was Nipper's cheery response.

With a hop, skip, and a jump, he was in the saddlo beside his master.

After o long and worrying criminal caso that had entailed much investi-
gation and not a little peril in the slums of London's dockland, Nelson Lee
and bis nssistant had decided on a short cycling tour—usually all the holiday
tho busy dotectivo was able to get.

‘This wae {heir first day. ey had loft London after breakfnst, had
Iunohed amidst tho beautiful Surroy hills, and now, at the close of the
aftornoon, wero within a few miles of Croxley, where arrangements had been
made for thom to ata_{I tho night. .

““ Don’t build your hopes too high, Nipper, my hoy !** Nelson Leo had told
his assislant as they set oul from Gray’s Inn. *“ We'll be Incky if wo got o
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whole week to ourselves. Some of my wmost perplexing cnses have been

; n me when I've been bent on boliday-making.”” i
Hp,r\l:::[g: jl;piuhc truth were {old, a curious presentiment scized the detective as

they drew ncar the massive ornamenial gates of Sir Samuel Mortimer’s
mansion, and came in full view of the car-lond of wounded soldiers.

Boy-like, Nipper could not restrain hie entbusiasm at sight of thc_brn\-o
fcllons who hugc '“done their” bit ' so gullantly and ungrudgingly .in the
terrible trench warfare in Flanders,

 Hi, hi!"” he cried, swinging his arm. * Good luck to you all, old sons]
Down with tho Huus! Give ‘em ginger!” L

There was a gencrnl lnugh and a wave ‘of uninjured hands,

“ Wo'll give *em hotter stuff thau that, young "un!” called a Tommy.

‘o voices brought Irom the doors of the mansion a l:tftle, white-baired

old man and a slim, pretty girl. ) .

““Look !’ said Nelson Lee. “ There’s Sir Samuel and his daughter.”

Evon as Nipper turned bis head, the little old gentleman caught ::(Elht of
{he cyclists. 'it had a remarkable effect upon him. Ie doshed spasmedically
Jown tho sleps and along the drive, his arm upraised.

“Mr. Lee!” he called.” “I want you—want you badly, Mr. Lee |

Nelson Lee swung from (he saddle and wheeled about.

“ Wo'ro up against it, Nipper!” he said, with a smile and a shrug of his
broad shoulders. ‘‘ Sir Samuel’s in trouble. lis quavering voice shows it.
He looks years older.”’

““ A caso up here, anyway, isn't so bad as in the East End,” agreed the lad
with a philesophic sigh. ‘‘Go ahcad, guv’nor " J

They wheeled their cycles into the drive.

“ Nelson Lee! That’s the famous detective, ain’t it?”!

Tho Tommics looked on with interest as their host warmly shook the big
man’s hand.

“I'm so glad you've turned up!” declared Sir Samuel. ‘‘ Just the man
I wanted to sec! These are my friends,” he went on, nodding towards the
soldiers. ‘' Some of them are fit and are returning to London, and tho
others are secing-them off. They're waiting for Corporal Mayne—the brave
Gapadian V.C., you know, who lheld a first-line trench single-handed against
the Huns.”

Nelson Leotnodded. :

““I've heard of the hero,”” he said. ‘I shall be glad to meet him."”

“A splendid chap—isu’t he, Maisie?”” Sir Samuel continued, with
cnlbusiasm. “‘ le’s a general favourite—always so mcrrF and light-hearted,
Generous, too! Gives away everything! And he’s one of the best recruitling
speakers I've heard. He's obtained scores of recruits, Ie’s off to Croxley
lo-day, Lo begin a tour of the market-towns.”’

There was o voice from the ear.

‘“Good old Charley! Here he comes!”

A fine-built, handsome fellow swung down {he steps, a footman behind
:ll:nl car{gmg_ liis_ ki:-bng.]J ]lIe loo]ied 3 sold%er ;u every inch. At eight of

e pre irl in the while muslin dress he laughed gaily and st
briskly to{mgrds her. . 8 gy *Pped

Maisic Mortimer held out o huge bouquet of roses—crimson, eream, and
plp‘k—tho hest the liend gardener could gather for his young mistress.

Roses—for you, corporal "’ eried the girl, her eyes brightening. ** You'll
uot forgot your stay at the Oaks?"’

He took the flovers, and : A a1
stage lover. ers, and pressed them to his lips with the gallantry of &

. Forgot you and your dear father and this lovely home, Miss Maisie " ho
said roproschfully, meeting her qyes. ** Rather W%Iﬂd I go down with the
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firat German bullet when I go back Lthan forget all the kindness I've received
lere. On tho battlefield, amidst the shot and shell, I sball think of your
awecet face. It will urge me to greator cfforts. It will '

lle broke off. For the first time ho discovered the cyclists. Nolson Leo
was within hoaring distance. ‘The hero discovered two shrewd, penetratiug
eyes fixed on him.

‘The flnnco was embarrnesing. Iis gaze fell, the smiles left hiy lips, his
_bnck stifened.

** Who—who’s thoe stranger?”’ he stammored. -

““Oh, it's Mr. Nelson Lee!” criod the girl. “ How stupid of me not Lo
introduce you! Of course, you’ve heard of the fumous detective?”’

Corporal Charles Mayne shook his head.

“It’s late!” ho said hurriedly. *‘ It’s really too bad of me to keep the
olher chaps wailing! They might miss thoir train. Farewell for a time,
dear Miss Maisic! Good-bye, Sir Samuel! You and your servants have
given mo a simply gorgeous time.”

Beforo Sir Sumuel could stop bim, the handsome hero sprang to the seat
Deside the chanffenr. The ear rolled off at once. - ' -

“ Canadian, is he?”’ remarked Nelson Iee casually. “ Doesn’t us¢ much
of the vernacular!”

“Oh, no; good reason for why!"™ smiled the baronat. ‘‘ Mayne's an
cducated chap. Took his degree at Montreal. Not that I know much about
him! He’s as silent 28 an oyster about his personal afairs. If he’d been the
}nox;t.' ignorant boor, 1 shou{d still have been proud of him aund his glorious
eat!”

“H'm!” said Nelson Lee., ‘“ Now, tell mo what’s worrying you!”

The little old man’s face became grave.

‘““It's a delicate matter, Mr. Leo,”’ he said. *“ We've been the victims of
gseveral robberies during the past few weeks, and they've been carried oul so
successfully and mystoriously that I cannot for the life of me accuse a soul.
I don’t think the thief is one of my servants. All have 3o [ar been absolutely
honest, and they’ve been with me for ycars.”

““ The only other conclusion is that the raecal is one of the 'Tommies you've
been entertaining so unselfishly,”’ suggested the detective.

“I don’t know what to thiuk!” sighed Sir Samuel, ‘It scems bnse—
unpatriotic—unjust to a brave and noble-minded class to even barbour the
thought. May I put the meagre particulara bofore you?*”

The detective led the way to a garden-seat.

The details were indeed meagre. On three separate occasions within the
past fortnight seven articles of jewellery had been stolen from Miss Maisic's
and Sir Samuel’s own bedrooms. How, by whom, and precisely when, Sic
Samuel did not know:.

““ Al T can say is that it was by someone skilled in the burglary business,
for he must have lhad possession of skeleton keys,’” the little old gentleman
concludad. ““ On every occasion the theft was from a room where the door
‘was locked.” -

“ Aud the windows—what about them?"’ asked the detective.

“ The robberies could not have heen managed from the outside,” answered
Sir Samuel. ““ See, that's where they occurred! There, on the third floor,
amidst the ivy! My daughter’s room is uext to my own. No: reluctant aa [
am to admit it, I cannot help feeling I've been sheltering a professional thief
during Lhe past few wecks. For the life of me, I can point no finger of
suapicion at any man!”’

They talked for some time on tho subject. Nelson Leo made many shrewd
sBuggestions, ‘and at last called Nipper to him from the direction of the
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orchard, whither pretty Maisic had taken him lo stufl his pockets with
aches. . .
gri.]m.;il:dsgfnucl would not allow the crelisls to leave lnm.: .

“ You may as well stay the might here as at Croxley,” he exclaimed.
* You can ring up the George on the telephone. My dear Lee, {ou and your
Jad must etay and have dinner with me! For another thing, I should like
you to sce my s;:ldicr bonrders. Your keeu cyes may discover the black

ongst them.” .
Hh’i?h[:: 3;‘31103:0( it all was that Nelson Leo agreed {o stay. Within an hour
tho ‘motor-car returned. Three Tommies were in the tonneau. The guests
besides these ware seven others who hobbled round the lovely grownds on
crutches or meandered about with the aid of sticks. .

They were pathetic figures all, but as cheerful as schoolboys on holiday.
‘Ihe hour thal Nelson Lee spent with them before dinner was a merry time.
One would bave thought, to see the frank way the soldiers Lalked with bim,
that he bad koown thew for years. )

“ ')l guarantee that every one of those brave chaps ie as honest as the
daylight ! the detective declared to Siv Samuel, as they smoked an after-
dinner cigar on the verandah.

““Then the thief is perhaps amongst those who have alrcady left me!"
exclaimed tho baronet. *I'm glad of that, because it happens that at tho
moment I bave a large amount of valuables in bonds to bLenrer and stock
corlibeates in the house. My stockbroker is giving up business, and sent
them on to mo by registered post only this morniug. 1 shall feel safor now,
even though I've got them locked away in the combination safe in my beds.
room.ll

Nelson Lee blew a cloud of smoke thoughtfully from bis lips.

** Does anyone know you've received them?"- he asked.

** No one apnrt from my daughter aud Jenkins, the butler, who’s been in
g‘&' ﬁ&;;&cc for forty ycars. Come and see what Maisic is eo noisy about,”

oa .

The click of billiard balls came to them on the cool night air. Maisie and
Nipper were playing a *“ hundred up,” and though Nelson Loc's assistant
could boast fairly frequently of a fifly break, bis pretty hostess beat him
soundly after u serics of cannon shots that woulcr not have disgraced a
prolcssional.

“* Never miud, Nipper!"” che langhed gaily. ‘‘ All the luck came my way!
T owo my victory to Corporal Mayne’s teaching. Ile’s an absolute ‘wizard
with the cuo!” .

‘I should not have thought that of a Canadian farmer's son !’ said Nelson.
Ico. ‘ Billiards is not a Canadian game, and the beavy farm work soon:
spoila a cueist’s delicacy of {ouch.”

“ Young Mayne was the exception Lhat proves the rule!”’ laughed Sir
Samuel. ““There was nothing wrong with his touch, He wae clever enough
to compele for an nmateur champiouship,’

“I'm gottmg ffllite intereated in this brilliant young hero,’ exclaimed the
deleclive, ell me some more of his accomplishmeuts.

Muisic Mortimer enthusinatically responded to the request. Her eyes
Nashed and her checks glowed as she told of the young corporal’s skilful
horsemauship, of hiz athletic powers, of his abilities with musical instru-
menta, and of his amazing dash and recklessness.

lle is the cleverest and handsomest man I've ever met !’ the girl declared,
with flushed cheeks. ** We all think hoaps of bim! The place in quite dull
w::hﬂnl, him "’ '

" Ho seemn a wonderful chap,” said the deteclive, stifting a yawn., “ It
a pity I missed making his mEquainl,ance 1" 6a7 s
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“Oh. yon'll hear from him again!*' smiled Sir Sumuel. ‘“ A man of Cor-
poral Mayne’s personality can’t be kept uuder.™

The kindly little old gentleman never dreamed how soon his guest was lo
make the impostor’s acquaintance, ,

Soon after all went to bed. Nelson Lece stood in the hall while Sir Samuel
made bis examinalions of the lower windows and the outer doors to see that
all were - sccurcly [astened by the servants. -

“ Always sec to them myself,” he puffed, returning to the detective,
““ Can’t slcep soundly unless I've bheen vound! Got up often in the middie
of the night to make sure. Bless me once if I didn’t find onc of the patients
prowling round! Scooled off before I recognised him, thongh!™”

Nelson Loe bade him good-night at the door of his room. Nipper was
already in bed and asleep in the next apartment.

Darkness and silence scttled on the old house. Nipper was thoroughly
tired after his long day’s ride, and slept on. One o'clock chimed, and then,
soon afterwards, something happened that roused the boy as completely as if
n bl:l&kft |ol' cold water had been thrown over him,

L1} e ."

A stifled cry came to him. It was followed by o dull thud. -

Nipper bad been dreaming of his bero. lle and Corpornl Mayne were im a
trench, defonding it against a horde of Germans. In the cloud of smoke
from their wenpous, the Huns disappeared, but the face of Corporal Mayne
stilt floated before bim. It grinned at him and mocked him.

As he sat up in bed. all s nerve-strings taut, listening intently, he still
saw Corporal Mayne's handsomo fnce mocking him.

‘““ Hi, Corporal!”” he shouted, so real did the face appear.

IHe leapt out of bed and ran to the door in his pyjamas. Only then the
face disappeared. ‘There was a short, sharp bang. The door was slammed in
bis face. Nipper felt the cool air on his cheeks as it closed.

It wns someone, after all!”’ thought the boy, and tugged at the haudle.

It failed to move the door. He pulled and strained. Me beat his fists on
the panels. He had noticed the key in the lock on the inside of the door.
Now it was gone. Obvionsly someone had withdrawn it, and inserted it on
tho other side to lock him 1.

For what reason? - Lest he should go to the help of the person who had
ultered the astifled cry! What foul work was afoot? 1Where was Nelson
Lee? Tho noiso must have disturbed him'!

Ho caught the handle and pulled again.  The rvesult was nnexpecled.
Nipper svung suddenly back as the door opened. So violent were his cfforls
that. as the door crashed back, his fingers slipped, and he slid half across
the room on his back.

““Nipper " came a voice out of the filmy darkness. ‘‘ Come, for mercy's
sake! r. Iee—"" :

The boy bouuded ercct. In the doorway, secing a shape that was umlike
his mnster's, he flung up his hands and gripped a soft white throat. The
t-lin%ing texture of a dressing-gown told him his mistake Lthe next instant,

‘“ Beg pardon, Miss Maisie!™ he stammered. I thought—-""

‘“ Oh, come—come quickly ! gasped Sir Snmuel’s danghter. My father's
room! Somcthing terrible’s going on there! I—I can’t get inl™ .

" She darted away into the gloom of the corridor. XNipper hastened arter
er.

A few steps, and he pansed. The door of Nelson Lee's room stood wide
nrun. The blind had been drawn. It was a moouless night, but u faint
glow lighted up the room. . .

The lhedelothes were tossed anvhow.  Nelson Lee’s eycling suit had
vanished from the chair at the bedside. So had ils owner,
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. “Phe guv'nor—gone !” thought the boy, momentarily pausing. * Then
it’s all nght!”’ . ] . . )

As he got to the end of e corridor, Maisio Mortimer appeared with a
lighted candle. She indicated o door. _ ]

*“That’s futher’s room P’ she cried. ** Oh, did you hear his call for help?
There's been o fearful al.rqule going on in there!”’

** It’)l be all right, miss !’ snid Nipper, strainiog at the bandle. *‘ Nelson
Lee's about! You've scen him, of couree?”’

I'hie girl chook ber bend. . She was trembling still, and looked wonderfully
glost-like, witl her whito face and her slim figure in the pale-blue dressing-
TOWwWh.

&5 [ got up nl once—Dbefore father even called out,” sbe said. *“ I've scen
nothing of him.’’ . ]

Nipper turned from the door. Nothing would move it. From the room
itaelf there wos pot o sound. ‘I'he servants—an old butler and n middle-aged
footman, and several frightened girls—came down from the floor above.

“*We'll buve to break it down!' cried Nipper. *‘ Got anything heavy
handy?*

“"I':ilc the butler hurried off, Nipper and the footman bhurled their
shoulders against the door. It wae of selout material, and the Jock was
strong. Their cfiorts only bruised their muscles.

Beuson returned presently wilh the heavy side-picce of an iron bedsiead.
With tho threo of them helping, and wsing il as o ram, they drove it agnin
and again at the door.

Panels were splintered,.and at lnst, with a report Jike that of a pistol-
shot, the ehattered woodwork flew inward.

Maisie way the first o enter the room. Nipper nnd the menservants fol-
lowed. “The frightened housemaids clustored 1n a group by the door.

It was a slrnnFe sight (héy witnessed. Light was shining from two clee-
tric bulbe over tho dressing-table by the window. In the corner on the left
the curtain bad hegn drawn aside from a small steel snfe, {he door of which
#tood wide open. Dapers littered the floor immediately bofore it. Signs of
a struggle wero evident in the overlurned chairs. ’

All these things wore focussed in Nipper's eyes at a glance, but his gnze
rested longest on the limp, prostrate figure clase to the eafe,

Sir Samuel lay there, staring with wide, wild eyes at the ceiling, one arm
pmggd, ne i!‘ shiclding a blow.
= Nipper shivercd slightly, and a girl bebind him sereamned out hystericnlly.

CHAPTER III.

The Robbery

“ ATIHER! Father!” sobbed Maisie, falling to her knees. *“ Speak to
me!”
IL broko the cerio spell that scemed to have scttled over Nipper
and the servanls. The lad turned sharply about. With a manper worthy
of his master, he took control of proccedings.

wke that girl away!” ho told the housemaids, lryingeto comfort {heir
hystericul companion. * Get yourselves dressed! You may bo wanted.
Mr. Benson, will you ring up Sir Samuel’s doctor on the ‘phone? Keep.on
vinging till he answers! Je'n got 1o come at once!™

CAnd me!™ waid Timms, the footman. ** Can I help?’*

Nipper thought rapidly, Whether Sic Samuel had been fulally struck
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down or not, it was up to him and his mnster now to la
the heels. Whilat Nelson Lee was away, he must act in his place.

*“Arm yourself with something,” snid the bog, * then go down and havo
a look round! Keep your eyes o’mu for anything suspicions! I'll he down
as soon as I can leave Sir Samuel !

The man took Lhe instructions from the junior without a demur.
minute, Nipper and Maisie were alone with the prostrate figure.
was sobbing softly, doubled up over her father.

Nipper dropped to his knees beside her,

o romained silent whilst his keen, young eyes, far from unaequainted
with (he features of uncomsciousness and ceven death itself, rested on the
old gentleman’s face. ’

Lhere wns a long, black bruise, an inch wide, that passed over (e
left ere in an obligue direction and was lost amidst the silvering lair.
Mivor marks of struggling, shown in seratches and blue, pufly spots, were
on glle:ks and chin. ‘T'he wrists were red and scarred as Nipper took cach
up in turn.

He gave a little snort of delight. The pulses were throbbing faintiy.
Quickly his hand went to Sir Samuel's breast. The heart was Dbeating.
1ts pulsations seemed lo grow stronger in the seconds the youngster rested
his hand on the flesh.

“ It’s oll right, Miss Maisic,”” he said gently. *‘ Sir Samuel’s only been
tnocked out. He mayn’t be badly hurt, after all. See, the brute's hil him
with a londed stick across the lorehcad. Can you find some water and a
smelling bottlo?”’ :

The girl threw herself forward impulsively and kissed the whitoe fealures,
then she looked up at Nipper with eves shining amidst her tears.

““You think that?"”’ sho cried. “‘Oh, I'm so glad! Dear, dear falher!
of co:ltrac—-how stupid of me! I'm wasting time. I ought to help,
instead—""  ’ '

. With tho sentence uunfinished, she sprang to her feet and darted awar.
She was qluil.e courageows when she snw Nipper coolly and calmly sPonging
the senscloss man’s forchead. She helped him raise ber father’s head
whilst some epirit was forced between the white lips.

In & fow miunutes Sir Samuel showed signs of recovering., His evelids
fluttered, and n gasping sigh left his lips.

Nipper lifted him bodily in his strong arms and carried him to a couch.
ill[n.islo was beginning to sot right the disturbed furniture, when he stopped
hor.

““The guv'nor would like to sce it where it is when he comes back,” ho
cX lninedg. .

wt where was the guv'nor? That was puzzliug his miud slill when Sir
Samuel suddeuly clutohel at his wrist and stared, open-moulhed, at him.

‘“It’s all right, sir,”” tho boy told him ronssuriugllyl‘. “It's Nipper—
Nelson Lee's assistant. Miss Maisie's been a brick. She brought us here.
Who gave you the oner across your head, sir?™ :

The girl put her arm lovingly about her father's neck. Her words com-
forled him, helped to clear his muddied mind. .

“ I—I remember now,” he quavered. ‘I was asleep, when something
disturbed me. A cold draught was blowing on me from the window. The
casement was flung wide back. I got out to shut it, when a man sprang
at me. I—I was no match for him. He was a big, powerful brute, and
when he struck me I went down, and knew nothing more.” i

Nipper pressed the apongo agaiust the old man's aching head. Iis cyes
rovocr lo the two windows. Both were cnscmonts opening on hinges. One
was fastoned by o latch. Tho other was closed, but not fastened. Obviously,

¥ the assailant Ly

In a
‘The girl
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recing that Sir Semucl had been found in o locked .room, the burglar must
have entered and cscaped by means of the window, 5

Nipper's glance went to tho safe. His knowledge of safes of all kinds
was cxtensive and peculiar. He had onco opened a so-called burglnr-proof
safe wilh pnothing more than a hairpin. His glanco showed him that Sir
samucl possessed & Chugg’s of the very best kind. Iis many steel com-

artents were dynamite-proof. No skeleton key would open its doors.
‘ts sccrel was the combivation of lettors, and prossure on the pin-head
spring in (he heavy handle. i . o

“What made you tell anybody about the pin-head spring, sir?”’ asked
Nipper quietli;. )

“\Whal—whal's that?"”’ gns!)ed Sir Samuel. “I've told no one—not
cvon Maisie. Why do you ask? TYou don’t mean—"' ]

He thrust the slim girl aside and tottered across the floor Lill he slood

before the safe. e looked down at the hilter of parchments—slock and
share certiticales—at his feet, then, with diffculty, he stificd n mdan of
hain.
P Robhed—-practically ruined!” he groaned. e dropped {o his kuces
and sorted the litter. *‘ He’s no fool,”’ he murmured at last. ‘“ lHe's taken
only the bearer bonds. Over ten thousand pounds’ worth. He'll be able
%0 change them as if they were bank-notes. My heavens, the loss will hit
rye hard P’ -

Nipper wanted lo say sometbing lo cheer him. . )

“Don’t you worry, sir,” lhe exelaimed. ““ It'H be all right presently.
Tha guv'nor’s on his collar. . You can rely on that.”

He left father and daughter 1ogether, and went {o Nelson. Lce’s room.
Nipper was worried. Usually when his master went off mysteriously he
tirst of all gave him inetructions. Why had he not done so in this case?
Was there foul play of a particularly cunning kind at work?

There was nothing (o Le learned in the detective’s room. Nelson Lee's
outdoor clothes were missing. He had been in bed, for the sheels wero
disturbed. Both the casement windows were half closed. Nipper went
mull:d the room slowly aund carcfully. His trained eyes could discover
notbing.

‘“‘The guv'nor went off in a great hurry, that's c¢ertain,” bo decided,
‘“olse hie’d have left o note for me somewhere.”

Nipper went downslairs. Timms, armed with an old blunderbuss taken
from the hall wall, was unlocking the front door to admit tho doclor.

““ Master’s upstairs, Dr. Watts,”' said Benson, the old butler, coming from
a room. “I'll take ye straight up to him, sir. He—he's been half-killed
by a burglar, sir.”

_ The stout, clderly doctor stifled a yawn and nearly dropped his case of
mstruments. N

‘“ Burglar—half-killed !"* he ejaculated.

“ Sir Samuel’s recovered now,”” Nipper said shortly. ¢ But he needs
your atlention.. Onc moment, doclor. Did youw notice anything unusual
—-cxiraordinary.on your way here?”’

Dr. Watts gave a nervous Jittle laugh,

“ Unusual—that isn’t the word for it,” lie said jerkily. *I'd hardly,
swung my molor round into tho main road, when u madman—an absolute
madmau-—camg gnlloping at me on & horse as mad ns himself, Took me at
8 lean, Lhey did, as if I and the motor were a thickset hedge. George, I
ducked for my life. and steered straight into the ditch. Nearly meseed up
my steering gear. Took me ten minutes to get clear again. But—Dbut who
arc you? Don’t like being cross-examined by bits of boys!" :

It’s Nipper, sir, you know,” interposed Benson,
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“Oh, Nolson Lee's young aasistant!”’ cried -the doctor.

you ,told mo on tho ‘phone. Of courso, you and Mr, Lee'll take up this
case?"’

“The guv’nor’s oul,” said Nipper. ‘“I was asking you if you"
anythinggof him. Who wae the ml; chap on the horso?'g ’ yowd scen

“ True, it might have been Nelson Lee,’” said Dr. Watts thoughtfully,
“ Couldn’t say. Couldn’t see properly. On o in n jifly, and out of eirht
Lthe next. Wounderful horseman, though—wonderful! 'Got an idea he had o
respirator, or a mask, over his face. Anyway, he disappeared Tound the
bend in the direction of tho dyke. I listened to the ma Lont of tho hoofs,
and all of a sudden the sounds vanished.’”

‘““He left tho hard road and went on the turf, I suppose,’” ventured the

boy. “Is that all?”’

LAY ejaculated the medico. T had a bigger shock mext moment. 1

wae straining at tho car, trring to pull the off front wheel out of the

ditch, when o cyclist, -.coming noivclessly up, banged clean into me. The
aiv of us went elithering into the middle of a duck-pond. Look at me!”

'Eo added, with a wail, his hands held trouserwards.

Neither tho footman mor Nipper cculd suppress a grin.  The doctor's
nether garments, originally of groy flannel, were black and green with

ﬂllime and weed. The wet was dripping [rom his tronser-ends as lhe stood
thero.

“ We were only floundering about for a minute or two,”” Dr. Walls
resumed. *‘ This other fellow—the cyclist—must have been nadder than the
horseman. He didn’t utter a word. He just grabbed mo by the scruff
of the neck, hauled mo out, dropped me as cool as yvou like on the scat of

my own molor—car, and went trotting off after his confounded cycle. In
two secconds he'd disappeared.”

Ni rer let out a taugh.
“That's good mews,” he grioned. “I'll Let any money that ecyclist
was the guv'nor. The horseman was the burglar who stole Sir Samuel’s
bouds, but Neleon Lec’'ll nab him, You mark my words.'

““They ought to be shot—the pair of 'em,”” grunted tho little man.

Pufling and blowing, and wringing tho water out of his cuffs, Dr. Walts
passed upstairs, '

CHAPTER 1IV.

. The Meeting in Ghosties Dyke
¢ ELP! For the love of Heaven—help!”
) Old Joc Strudwick, stumbling homeward along the main line

irack after a long day at hay-making, jerked his bent igure crect
and listened intently.

It was ate. The night was dark; great grey Lanks of cloud hid the
moon. The last train had gnsscd through Risedale half an honr before.
Tho track saved the tired old fellow a tramp of at least threo miles.

“ Seems as I be hearin’ suthin’,” ho murmured; (ryiug to picrce tha
darkuess. Then all of a sudden he saw, with a start, something ahoqd of
Dim, some dark shape with a white top—hardly hwnen—diragged itself
. across the glcaming melals, and made a further despairing cry.

The old man stood stock still. is ﬁanled fists, clenched tightly, shook a
bit. The figure suddenly collapsed. 1ere came n pioreing m_:recch cut «.
the blackness far ahoad. An instant later, round & bend in the tracw.

“T remember,

\
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rushied a locomotive. n long row of loaded goods l:_-uclcs, snake-like, Lebind
it. 'The rnddy glaré from the cab lit up the issuing steam,

y Junan dashed forward,
l‘h‘(; ::l;‘\l'grml'::p be. he'll be killed,”” he slammered. “I be an ol’ fool

to Le fo mervous. Looks a sojor, too. Lordy! Might be my boy Jim!”

Reaching the figure, bo lifted it in his strong arms. There was littlo
~immediate danger. He had plenty of time to carry his limp burden to
the edge of the emUavknent and lo sink with it to the grass, ere the
beavy train, laden with war malerial. thudded heavily past.

But for all that he had saved a life. Ho was thrilled by the thought
as e clung o the figure till the last truck had disappeared. )

“1t be all right, lad—all right mow,” ke said, with trembling lips,
** Yo'vre nothin'——" . . ]

A groan cscaped him. o was staring down into a Ere_v face, the life-
loss faco of a good-looln'n young soldier., Round his head wae the
poculiar white thing (hat hag firet alarmed him. It was a bandage, marked,
a8 lie saw, with a shudder, with wel crimson stains.

The old man’s heart wenl out (o tho young soldier. His clothes, of
course, showed Lhal he waa a member of Kitchener’s gallant army. Old
Joc's only son, Jimn, was one of Kitchener’s men—and a sergeant, too—as he
would have proudly told you. '

“ Tlo no use slayin’ here,”” he determined, conscious that the seldier was
atill breathing. “ Must get un ‘ome. Maybe ns Dr. Watts'll come an’ see un.””

Pwenty minules later, almost ready to drop with exhaustion, he stumbled
o the door of a tiuy, thaiched-roof cottage, on the cdgoe of the dyke.
Very lonely and desofate it appeared in the gloom, wilh its surrounding
pasturcland and the great yawning chasm of {he dyke, pitch-black and grim,
only a few yards distant. .

A kick sent the door flving open. TFinding his way uncrrinﬁly in" the
darkness, old Joe made for the bed, and gently, tenderly, laid his burden
upon il

I\‘\-‘il;lu:mt.,pruwing' to think of his own comfort, he lighlted a small oil
lnmp. DBreathing more freely now, he kindled o fire, already luid, on the
tiny hearth, and set a kettle upon il.

““ Poor lad !"* he murmured, moving in his stockinged feel to the bed, and
gazing inlo the grey face. “‘ Them’s shell wounds as is under that bandage.
What's he doing on t’ railway? e be some father’s boy, anyways.”

Ho set to work to restore consciousness to the wounded man. His clothes
were wel with dew. [Lvidently ho had Leen Iving on the irack for hours.
The old fellow was -clumsy in his movements, but he kept rubbing away
b tho stiff, lifelesa hands. When the kettle boiled, he made cocon and
-orced some of the flnid between the white lips. ‘

Al Inst his cfforts were rewarded. The lips parted to emit a moan of
sain. Life seemed Lo come suddenly into the stiff hands. They fastened
s a light grip about the old mau’s wrists.

* You cur!” the soldier hiseed. “I guess vou Lhought you'd killed me.”
_ The man’s bloodshot eyes blazed fiercely in their hollow sockets. Old
Joe Sirudwick met the gaze steadily. -

“It bo all right, 1ad,” he said gently. * Ye've nolhin® to fear from an
ol’ man. It’s my Loy Jim as is in ¢’ Army, samo as veself. Maybe as yo
knows un?" '

) ?}c ficrceness faded from the grey fuce. The hands relingunished their |
10ld. :

“TI'm sorry,” slammered Corporal Charles Mayne. “ I've made n mistako.
1 was thinking 1 waa in the (rain again.” ,

~Lc-looked round tho room. Ite furniure was of a crude order. The



THE KING'S BAD BARGAIN 15

emell of the oil lamp filled the air; it scomed as if ns much sn.oke streamed
from tho fire into Lhe room as passed up the chimney. The room was
bare of anything save the ncocssilics for ono old man living alono; but
to the young Canadinmn, with the hardships of the firing-lino of Flanders
elill fresh iu his memory, it was o haven of comfort and peace.

“Jusl ye luck into that, lad.,” said old Joe, hobbling Lo the deal tablo
and drawing it close to Lthe bed. ‘“’Tis somethin’ of a walk into Riscdale
for the doctor's, but I'll be there a3 soon as I can.”

Corporal Mayne glanced at the cotables on the table. Besido a mug of
sleaming cocon was a hunch of sweet, while farmhouse bread, and a knucklo
of pink-and-white boiled bacon. It was the old man’s supper. Ho was
foregoing it. was ready to tramp tho four odd miles to Risedale and back
again for the eake of the wounded Tommy. :

*“ 8it you down, friend !’ cried Charley Mayne. ‘“ You want no doclor for
me! I gucss I'm right cnough for anybody now."

Ile laughed with forced merriment as he swung himself erect from (lo
bed and bronght his hand to the forchead in o salute. The movement caused
bhim lo winco with tho pain, though he turned away so that tho old fellow
should not see.

By the mercy of Providence he had fullen on his shoulders when ‘his
myaterioue assailant had burled him [rom the railway carriage. His head,
however, had steuck the rails and rendered him unconscious. At the foot of
the embankinent, half covered by dried leaves, he had laid for hours—until,
in fact, a few moments before old Joe Strudwick’s arrival on the Lrack.

“ Just sit you down!”* the corporal went on. “‘ You look tired out! I tell
you, friend, I'm all right! Sull, I'd be obliged if you could put me up
for to-night. I'm due somewhere clse to-morrow.”’

‘The old man willingly agreed. They sat dowir to the meal, and devoured
tho joint bLetween them. Neither hod caten for hours, and as they ato
Corlarrnl Mayne told of the attack made upon bhim in the train.

“Why the hobo should bave gone for mo is more than I can answer!"” he
declared. ‘‘I'd never scen him before. But I shall know him again *’—his
faco bardencd—'‘ and L pray for the day wlien 1 can meet him and sctlle
accounts!"”

But when old Joo got up the following morning at sunrise, his visilor was
loo ill to leavo his bed. The kindly old fellow prevailed on the soldier lo
stay there for awhile. Corporal Mayne could not do otherwise than agree.
Betore ho wont, old Joe Lathed and bandaged his wounds with the tender-
neas of & woman. N

“ Stay yo there, lad!” he advised. “ Don’t ye thank me! I be suve
nnﬂ'one'd trent my boy Jim=Dbless him'—in t' same way. I'll be back for
a bit o breakfust later on.”

Charley Mayne had managed to dress when the old Tonghmnn reiurncd,
but he was still stilf and sore and quite unable to walk. and by that time
tho postman had come, leaviug behind him o letter which was like a knock-
down blow to the old man. .

‘““Read it, lad!"’ ho urged, in a choking voice. “My old eyes ain’t so
strong as they was. It's Dnd news, I knows, by the strange writin’. I've
no wish to live if anythin's bappened to my boy Jim!™ .

Ho had torn the envelope open and glanced through the stiff, scrawly
writing. Mayne took the missive from his trombling fingers.

It Loro tho nddress of the Royal Kent's camp at Wortley. This is what
the wounded ‘Tominy read to him:

‘“Dear Sir,—I very much regret to inform you that your sonm, Sergeant
Jamed Strudwick, has met witg n scrious injury in tho course of his duty
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here. Whilst in charge of the guard engaged in arresting n man c'nught.in
the act of robbing the canteen till, he was tired at by the scoundrel, receiv-
ing a bullet in his lung. An immediate operation will be necessary, and we

sincerely hope it will be the meaus of saving your son’s life.”

Old Jae condd not keep buck a sob of pain. The corporal wenl on after
o puunse, bis own voice n little husky:

It may hearlen you lo know that Sergeant Stradwick is ouc of our most
popular und cflicient non-commissioned officers. There is a great future
before him if only we can pull him t(brough. Unfortunately. the scoundrel’
who fired the shot, a private in your son's platoon, cscaped in the excite-
went. So far be has not been recaptured, but depend upon it that we will
renve no stone unturned wntil he is caunght and made to suffer for his crime.
In the meantime, I tender my sympathy, and bid you be of good courage. I
will let you kmow at intervals how your poor, brave lad i8 progressing.—
Yours sincerely, JounN Soxers, Colonel.”’

Corporal Mayne laid down the leiter, and hobbled painfully to the old
man. 7The ploughman was sqbbing bitterly. The news had broken him up.

The wounded Canndinn clicered nnd comforted him. But there was no
more work in the Gelds for him that day. All the old fellow could do was
to sit by the doorway of his collage and stare before him with unsceing cyes.

The following morning, when the wounded soldier would have left him to
conlinue the journey to Risedale, old Joe persuaded him to atay nnd keep
him company. There was better news that day. The bullet had been
cxtracted, and there was every possibility of Sergeant Jim’s pulling round.

" The wors\ of it is,”” said Mayne, ns he folded wp this second missive from
Colonel Somers, * they haven’t hagged thal varmint who plugged him yet !
;l'.h(')'. traced him lo the main-line track to Loundon. After that they lost
nm,”’

'The old plonghan’s face hecame hard as granite,

‘““ Only let me get my hands on him,” he said fiereely, ““an’ 1'll tear tho
ugly throat out o' him!”’

‘The wonnded Tommy nodded grimly.

1 understand,”” he said. “That's how I feel about that hound who
pilched me from the train !’

The days passed. until Corporal Mayue had been the old ploughman’s guest
for ncarly a forlnight. By then Jim Strudwick was out of danger and
making rapid recovery. Old Joe had been to Wortley to see him. Ie camo
back to the Jittle thatched cottage with his mind full of vengeance.

" It wos n skunk, Marry Stone by name, ns vearly did my poor boy in!"
he told the corporal. ** A thorough bad lot he.were, for all his good looks
an' h_lls devil-may-care spirits. But they can’t get no trace o’ him ! he added
wearniy., . )

Corporal Mayne leld a lighted spill to the old fellow’s pipe. They wero
lm.\.-mg n last smoke at the door before turning in.

" Well, wow you kmow your lad’'s gettin’ Delter, old fricud, you won't
mind me leaving you,” he said. ‘I musl go to the big house at Risedale
Lo-morrow. Sir Samuel Mortimer'll be wondering what’s become of me.”
du-;l"l had writlen to nobody. 1le had expected to leave the cottage every

1 heered nowt about ye when I met Sir Samivel t'other day,” obsorved
old Joe. ** Mindin’ what ye snid about keepin’ a still tongne, I didn't let
o its ye were stayin® with me. Likewise, t* squire had a sojer wi’ him—band-
somo chap, he were—what they says is after courlin’ pretty Miss Maisio.
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Funny thing, thia sojer’s name was Mayne, come to think o' it! Any of
your (olk, lod?™

The wounded Tommy shook his head.
“ NMayne's not an uncommon nume,” he said. *““ T got to know several ont
in Flanders. Darc vay I'll get to know him to-morrow.”

He bade the ald man good-night. In less than five mivutes after turning
in, both wore sound asleep.

v L] L] o' .
‘“ Corporal, wnke up, lad!”

How long he had been asleep, dMayno did nol know. He sat up at once
on the conch that scrved aus bed. It way pitch-dark still.

Tho old ploughman was gripping his shoulder and pointing with shaking -
hand in th(l: dircction of the <Iyllm. : 6 €

“’I'here be a horseman theve!” he quavered, “ Listen! llecar them hool-
bculsc!l I;'I‘EQ allus a sign o’ terrible trouble whin ye hear L' ghostic horseman
in t’ o!”

The y'lmld‘icr was inclined to laugh at the old man’s fears. The smile died
away. o gritted his tecth.

From the direction of tho dyke Lthere came the unmistakable sounds of o
horacman. ‘The Loals of the flying hoolfs were distinct and regular. Cor-
poral Muyne had heard tho sounds too often in the Canadian prairie to e
mistaken. .

They stood at the door, listening intently, ears and eyes strained. RBefore
them yawned the velvot blnckness of the great dyke—Ghosties Dyke, as the
coltagers called it. '

“It's a horsemaii right enmough,” said Mayne. “ What's it mean? Can
he bo on tho rond beyond?'”

‘““No, no!" roplied old Joe. ‘‘‘lis three miles ta the rond hevent. Thero
bo a track in from Risedale, hut only n madman’'d tackle it.”

““Ho's that, I gucss, if he’s in the flesh,’” granted Mayne.

And then bis voico froze, and the old man clutched fiercely at his arm
as tho weird tattoo of hools broke off suddenly. It was succeeded by a wild,
blood-curdling scream.

After that camo silence—a silence more profound and tense than the old
ploughman had over experienced. ‘

They waited, scarcely daring to breathe, but not a sound came out of the
" darkness.

“It's somebody down there!”' declared the corporal. “ I'm going lo sce!
Where's that old lantern of yours?”

“Pis tho ghostic!"" cried the superstilious old fellow. ‘“Ye'll never
come bnck! Don’t go, lad!™

In vain ho cntreated. Corporal Mayne lighted the old storm-lantern,
gripped a stout stick, and stepped off iuto the gleom, leaving old Joo
oxpostulating behind him. _ ] . )

The dyke was liko somo crude pudding-bosin. It had a width in parls of
over' a mile. Its steep sides, perpendicular save for a rugged bridlestrack
here and there, ended at the foot, a hundred feet below, in eerie black
cnverns where none but the boldest ever sct [oot,

With the feeble light of the luntern, Charley Mayne made for the path

neavest the old plonghman's cottago. Fiuding it, he pansed for a momeut
and listencd.

Surely they were groans of pnin he heard from far below!
“‘ﬁir{:'a for chmﬁ:ing it!"Phe decided. ‘“ Ghoslies don't make souuds
like thom "’

Hooking tho lantern-handlo to his tumic, and with one hand grippiug
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edge of the platean, yawned the bottom-most depths of the dyke—fifty to
sixly feet below—Dblack, remorscless, terrible!

For a2 moment murder was in his heart. He could have picked up the bruto
and hurled him {o dealh as easily as he could kick a slone inlo the black
abyss. Who was Lo know he had done the deed? The man was at bis mercy
even as ho had been at his. The scouundrel had not spared bim! He had
flung him to his death! Why should he not take a similar revenge? YWas
it not fair to take an eye for an eye?

He stared down inlo the handsome white face, his mind a torrent of
emolions, Calmer counsels prevailed.

*“ 1o shall suffer for it,"”” he determined. ‘‘ He's in my power now, but he’s
not worth spoiling my career for!” ' -

Signs of returning conscionsness made him hasten his plan. Stooping
suddenly, he lifted the fellow across his shoulder. He staggered uwnder the
weight, but his mouth and cyes were grim and determined as be stumbled
forward up the rugged, narrow path. '

If it hod nceded cournge to come down the path, still more it required a
sleady nerve to ascend it in the dark, laden as he was. Time and again his
foot slipped on the loose path, and a grab at the strong-rooted grass saved
them both,

Almost exhausied and panting heavily, he reached the dyke top and
eank wit’ his burden to the ground. e gazed towards the little cottage,
A light slrenmed out from the doorway. Old Joe Strudwick could be heard
pollering about.

e gazed down at lis prisoner. The eyelids Lwitched as he shone the lighit
~n the pale face. It did not strike him, nevertheless, that the man had



































































































