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THE DETECTIVE'S TRIUMPH.
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CHAPTER 1.
The Wager,

“7y)AL JO-OVE! Now here you are, Shandy. Here's {he very man for you,
Prove your bonst now, if you dare. Come on!"

_ Nelson Lee, who waas in the midst of sighling his cue for the
thinnesy of lesing hazards off the red into the top pocked, never turned a
hair, though it sounded as if n whole school treat were coming pouring
into the club billinrd-room behind him. He went on coolly addressiug the
ball just the same. He even langhed as he delivered the shot.

‘“ llallo noisy Boysey!"" he said dryly. “ No need to ask if tat's vou.
Wherve's ‘ what man,” and what’s all the bonsting about?’”

The finest of fine hazards ran sweetly into the pocket just as if the mast
perfect silence had reigned on the stroke.

“ Bai Jo-ove!” exclaimed the cull|:rit. serewing his monocle into his eye
to watch the shot. ‘“ Bai Jo-ove!'' he gasped again admiringly. *‘ Toppin

ood smile, old chappie. Afraid I'd put you off. Doocid sorry. But it’s
glmud here, you've got to blame, really, with his silly-ass talk!™

‘““ Hallo, Shand !”* nodded Nelson Lee, next to another of the invaders.

.~ Qaptain Nick Shand was a * blood about town * like Boysey, his bosom
friend. o was dressed, too, as the latter was, in the very latest of fin-de-
sicelo fashion, but with this difference; that there was nothing foppish
- about him. -

He had been an officer in a erack cavalry corps wntil he had strained his
lieart at Polo and had been compelled to leave the service. Ile still retained
all the air and swing of a dashing soldier, and he was handsome enough
to have carned his ten pounds a week nuf day, merely to walk on to the
stage of a Gaiety review and “ look pretty,” as Boyssy wonld have put
it. '

Captain Nick was a gentleman, {oo. Ile was down on his friend Jike n
thousand of bricks for speaking on the stroke and putting Nelson Lee off.

““ Put him off !** expoatulate Boi'sey. * It would take more than a blezsed
Zeppelin, perching on the blessed lamp shade and dropping bombs down
T.ce’s neck to put him off hiz game. Would it, old chappie?” he appealed to
Nelson 1o, ]

“ Rosides,” he added, “ with all your faults, Shaund, as I say again,
for gassing on against the police—"
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« Apaingt the police,” laughed Nelson Lee promptly. “ What has Shand
got togany ng-ninl;;;J my friends the police I'd like to {now?"

“ Why, we wero talking about that big burglary at Niptons, don’t cher

kpow,” explained Mr. Valentine Boysey. ‘' But hero I eay,” he broke off
apologelically, “1 oughtn’t to be chattering like this. it don’t spoil
vour gome, it will your partner’s.” :
" Howover, as it happened, the 250 up which Nelson Lee was engaged in
was just finished. A couple of run-through cannons and a slashing potting
of tﬂo red had scen the prince of crime investigators run out an easy
winner by sixty or more. .

““ So goahead !’ lio urged. ‘' What about the burglory at Lord Niplcus?
The police haven't found out who did it yet, have they?”

“ No. That's just it. Shand here is willing to back they never will,
Says Scotland Tard from top to bottom is a rottem goug af muddiers.
Boasts, what is more, that auy man of brains, giveu time to think out bis
plans, could commit any crimo from burglary to murder, and do it so that
no one oun carth conld twace it o him—npot even you.’”

“ Oh, come, come!” protested Captain Shand l_nughinﬁly. X never anid
that. I never brought Nelson Lee’s name into it at all. I couldn't be so
)creonal—-—="

P Oh, yes you could!’ persistcd Boyscy, who meant to pia him to his
bonst as was plain. ‘‘ We know just what you said, so it’s no use twyin
to slide out of it. You meant it, anyway. You said all detectives, au
Nelson Leo here is one of ’em. So own up.”

Captain Nick Shand smiled for a minute.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said slowly, “I was talking about Scotland
Yard really. Our friend here is a different proposition. But when it
comes to that, I reckon I'l] still stand to my gune.””

“ You will? Hooray!” cheered Boysey.

*“Yes. I still hold that the whole of crime detection is based on the
making of mistakes by the criminal.”

‘ Hear, hear!” agrced Nelson Lee promptly. ** That is so.” .

““ And if the criminal makes no mistakes—if bhe lays his plavs so care-
fully that he lcaves not one trace behind to incriminate him, then even
such an acknowledged genius as our friend Lee, is helpless.”

“ Quite right,”” assented Nelson Lee again. ‘‘ Absolutoly right. Fortu-
nately though for our civilisation, it scems ordained that no criminal ever
should commit a crime without lcaving some small trace behind by whick
he could ultimately be brought to justice,”

“Thon what about the hundred and one murders that aro never solved?”
demanded Captain Nick Hromptly. “What about the thousand and ome
robberice and crimes of all sorts?'’

Nelson Leo shrugged his shoulders. )

“ That dopends on the detectives,” he gaid. ‘‘ Whether they have the Inck
or Lho brains, ns you might put it, to drop on to that clne in time—Dbefore
:I: is oblilerated. DBut such a clue is always there for some quick eyo

o sce.”’

_ ““Rubbish! Not necessarily I”” scoffed the other. “ That’s just my point,
in fact. And as I was eaying to thees chaps—and I'll say it again, I'll
hack inyeclf liere, now and any day, to plot a crime and commit it—a real
crime, too, with not less than six months penalty attached to it. And I'l
undertake to do it all with snch eare that I don’t mind what detective ia
put on to the case, he'll never trace it to me.”

" Ho, ho, hark at the swanker! A wager! A wager!’ cried Boysey, who
wag an inveterate gambler, aud, indeed, was only nursing the whole thing
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up to this. ““ A wager! Take him on, Lee. Tak
lan.OhGivo“it l:l nnnﬁv,' Shandy ! ¢ on the beggali and show
‘“ Oh, well,"”’ drawled Captain Nick, *“ I'll make it a thousand i ike!™”
*“ And Nelson Lee is to Ke the steuth who is put on your I;):ailg"?,cm like
“ Al right. If he chooacs.”
““And yow’ll undertnke to commit a real, juicy murdler—"’
‘“ Not a murder!" protested the captain promptly.
* Well, o burglary with violence, shall we' put it?”
" No, nor even that. A burglary wilhout violence if you like,” enid
the captain,
“ Very well. And within what time. We must have a limit, you know, so
as to declare the stakes.”

o AI': right. A month, any, for me; and three for the other side 10 bowl
me out.” . '

* And what fr they do? No sugaring, you know; you'll have to go before
the beak for it.”

- Wllf, af coursc. I’ll go before the Leak, and, if he likes to gire mo
time, w |ir, I must do_it, that's all.”’

“ And lose your thousand besides. Well, you are a wunner, I must say !*
:lxcinimed Boysey, who loved n sportsman. And Captain Nick was always

at.

“I! Not I,” laughed Nelson Lee. “ I'm not going to be party to any
such folly. My profession is to prevenl crime, not to promote il.”’

“ So there you are, Lee, old chappie,’”” he went on to the detective. *“ Il
nl) fixed up. Shand undertakes to commit a burglary within one month
from date which you won't be able to nccuse him of in three---—*’

" Oh, but that’s tommy wot!” retorted the fop, disappointed. For
Transom’s was known for its sporting wagers, and this promised to be one
of the mcat sensational for years.

However, there was another member present it happened ready to jump
into the breach rather than the bet should fa)l to the ground.

“I'Il take Nick on,” he cut in; making everyone swing round in
astonishment.

For it_was Guy Baldrick who spoke, and he was Captain Nick's own
cousin. He seemed a funny one therefore to be challenging his own kith
to commit o crime, however harmless its motive, which nevertheless might
end in Captain Nick going actually to prieon,

So thought the captain obviously, from the little flash of contempt he
turned on the other. But he was a gentleman. Ib a second it was gone, and
be was smiling again. .

But he did not like Guy and ncver conld. For one thing the latter would
not let him. They were rivals. ' .

Old ‘General Shand, lord of three broad manors in Berkshire alone, was
their uncle, aud they were his heirs. In the right of succession there was
not a pin to choose between them actually. But like everybody clee the
old fellow favoured dashing Captain Nick the most. e

It was he who was down in the general’s will for the lion’s share. Guy
Baldrick, sour, sallow and cynical, had paid the penalty for his sourncas
ond cynicism., He was not forgotten, but where he would have a thousand
his luckier congin would have ten. .

This stuck in his gullet, as he let everyone se¢. So, perhaps after all it
wwas not so surprising that he leapt in now to clinch his cousin to a foolish
Doast which must end in unsnvory seandal if nothing woree,

“ Perhaps that is just what has made him do it,” thought Nelson Lee.
““ Thinke when the general hears of it, he’ll cut l}ls cousin down by hall,
if he does not strikeﬁlim out of his will altogether.™
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To roneral was ono of the stiff, old-fashioned sort who believed
inn’:ntléc:'ncb:: being gentlemen always. Hv would be furious if he heard
- that his favourite nepliew was masquerading as a burglar, even for a wager.

“But if young Baldrick thinks he’s going to mako mischief that way,
I'll make it my business that tho genmeral hears also that the man who
cgged hiv cousiu on to tho silly bet, was himself,”’ the detective decided.

cantine, thanks to Boysey, the wager was made, and there was no
ing back. For an even thousand pounds, Captain Nick Shand had let
simeell in {o commit a crime in cold blood.

Whose house he was to burgle, he neced not etate, of course; but thero
must pnot Le the remotest chance of collusion, nor mercy shown by tho
plundered persous in hunting down the perpetrator of the theft. )

‘““ And you, Nelson Lee, will take on tho job of irying to fosten the crimo
on o him, won’t you?"’ appealed Guy Baldrick, with a satisfied, snenking

rin,

g"I! Not I,” retorted the detectivo f)romptly. “I'll have nothing to
do wilh it, as I've told you alrcady. think the whole schemo a picco
of childish folll)' 1 .

“ Oh, rubbish !’ Jaughed the other. * Still, dou’t join in the joke if you
don’t like to,” he added anceringly. ‘ I'll stand by Scotland Yard.”

With that he turned on his heel and left the room,

““Shand, you’re a fool!” was the detective’s verdict. “* You’ve let your-
sclf be landed into something this day which will cost you more than your
lost wager, mark my words. Take my advice and back out of it while
you can.”

“ Back out of it!"” echoed the captain, wilh a look of scorn as if Nelson
. Ice bad asked him to turn and run in a fight. “ Not much. If you think
that ible, you don’t know me. The only thing I regret is that it's
you who've backed out of the challenge. For I'd have liked to have you mp
ogainst me., There would have been the satisfaction then of knowing that
I bad beaten the best.” :

The priuce of crime_investigators acknowledged the compliment with o
dry smile and a bow. He little thought—nor did Captain Nick—that before
many hours were out Nelson Leo would be eating his words, and throwing
himeclf into the battle of wits with such furious keeunces as he had rarely
shown in any case before,

CHAPTER 1II.
Mr. Guy Baldrick,

APTAIN NICK lost no time. Truth to tell, in Lis heart he know tliat
Nelson Leo’s warning was sound. He had been a fool. .
For one thing, with bad luck on the turf and at cards, he was in-
a tight corner financially. He had not a thousand shillings even just then
to pay away, supposing he lost. Nor ¢ould he raise amother fiver for tho
momeut out of the moneylenders.

“Yea, begad; I've been a fool !’ ho decided ruefully, thinking not eo
;u_ueh of this Jast picce of folly as his whole carcer. He was in debt up to
1is eyes,

. 0llfy one thing could save him, and that he loathed himself for ever think-
ing of. When his uncle died and he came into his share of the fortume,
he would be able 1o start again with a clean slate.

Ye stara!” o gronned. “ And yet there it is. My only hope is a
dead mew’s shoes. Look-at it which way you will, I am reduced to that.”



'NOT GUILTY .

‘“ Hallo, Perkins! That you? T did not hear vou come in.” Tle Lroke
off, ne he suddenly beecnme aware that his valet was in the ndjoining dress.

ing-room, laying out his clothes. He did not realise, even then, how be had
beon spoaking his thoughts aloud.

But had he <done 6o, he would not have heen perturbed: Perking was
the very model of manservants. For all Caplain Nick bothered, he might
know every sccret of his master's life. If o he kept mum as an oyster.

Perking came forward. '

* ““There are letters for you, sir—ome marked urgent,”” he said gravely.
“I put them on the mantelpicce. I don’t think you saw them.’

Captain Nick had not. lle took the firat, glanced at it, and a deep,
deapairing frown shot across his dark, handsome face.

‘“ Bannister ngnin; curse him !*’ he ground out between his clenched teoth
as¢ his man reltired. ‘‘ Deunco seize the vampire! Can’t he sce that I'm
squeezed absoluiely dry for the momenl? You caun’t get blood out of a
stonhe—and I'm pebbled if ever a poor devil was! Yet no; more threats
only. A thousand on account by Friday he wants vow,” he groaned, read-
ing the moncylender’'s peremptory note inside. ‘‘ By Friday, ¢ch? And a
thousand! Bah! He might ns well dun me for the gnnk of England !’

Yet he knew Bannister. Bannister would have his pound of flesh or he
would put him in the courts. And what would his uncle, the general, eny
to that?

He tore the letter in little picces armd flung them in the grate. He took
up the other letler then.

“Great Scott! Why, this is from uncle!” he gasped angrily. * But
nothing to do with Bannister, surely! The hound has dared (o go dunning
him for my debta!™ :

Captain Nick wns furious at the nolion. Yet when he opened the letter,
sure enough the moneylender had had the cheek to write to Lthe general,
too, threntening him with a public scandal unless his ecapegrace nephew
repaid the loan now due.

The old boy’s wrath was just what Caplain Nick expected. He blamed
Banunister for his impudence, but he blamed his nephew still more for
utting it in the shark’s power to insult them in euch fashion. .

“ The fact is,”” the letter ran on, ““ I have been hearing too many stories
of your wanton estravagance and foothardy behaviour of late. Unless you
mend your ways, I shall mend them for you, nlterm§ my wiil so that
someone clse, nnd not you, gets the lion’s share. Indeed, om second
thoughts,”” the general continued, ‘I have decided to send for my lawyer
and nlter my will at once. You will, perhaps, realise then that I am in
carnest, and that it depends ou you reforming your imanner of living
whether the codicil is ever cancelled.” .

Captain Nick Shand rend on to the end. Then he whistled loud and long.

“ Phew! That’s rather a smack in the eye!' he exclaimed bitterly.
“ He has actually altered his will, hae he? That means, I suppose, thal
Cousin Guy is shoved in my pince, until I've been gecod bey enough for him
to change us round again.” : _

“ Well, I don’t know,” he ran on. *““If Guy had been a decent sert 1
might not have grudged-him. But since I know that if I am a waster, he is
a ten times bigger one, I can’t say I like it. I'Il have to run down and sce
the old fellov. That'll be the best way.” . i

And then, before he realised \lvh::]t he was doing, he had torn up his
wucle’s letter. too. like the moneylender’s. . : e

“Dash it! I didn’t mean to do that,” he said repontantly. Buk since it
was doue he tossed the picees also into the wastepaper-basket.
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Perkine returncd then to say ihat his room was rcady when ho choee to
dress,

rﬁ%h. 1 sha’n’t dress to-night,”” he answered, to the valet’s astonishwent,
For it sounded as if the skies must be falling when Dandy Captain Dick

refusod ‘to change into evening clotbes.
“I mecan, I amm not going out,” be added vaguely; ‘“or, ralther—yes, I

am.” ho correcled himself. -

It had suddenly occurred to him—why not go down to Elleswood, his
uncle’s place in Berkshire, and soe.tho old chap to-night? That would not
give bis own courage time to cool. ] .

“You cap lay mo out a suit of tweeds,”” he told Perkins. ‘“And pack
my handbag, too. On sccoud thoughts, I may go out of town for a couple
of days perba "

Ho)rollllised his behaviour was rather vague. But even now lhe was not
sure that he wmight not change his mind. It would be time enough to
tell bis valet definitely what his plans were when he gol to the station, He
could casily ‘phone from: there. .

His thoughts flew back to the wager ho had landed himself in for. It
was on the Lip of his tongue to take Perking into his confidence and tell
him what an ass he had been. But ho refrained, and went to dress iustead.
Five minules later he emerged atlired in tweeds and travelling-cap..

But even then he only wandered restlessly round. Until at last, catehin
sight of the clock, he realised that if he meant to catch his train be ha
better hasten. So, taking his bag, he hurried out of the flat.

“ Well, if that doesn’t take the biscuit.”” declaxed the astonished Perkins,
as the outer door closed with a thump and a taxi whistle blew. ¢ It must
be those lotters that upset him. One of them looked like the fist of that
moucylending shark, Baunister—a fellow that’s brought more misery into
the world umonﬁ young gwells than any other tenm wmen put together.

“Ha, 1 thought s0!” he went on, picking up the scraps of torn paper,
one by ono, and piccing them together. “ That's Bannister, right enough.
Aud looks like one of his  finals,” too. A thousand by Friday, le’s asking.
Well, he can go on whistling for it, ‘cause the guv’nmor won’t pay. o
con’t !’ )

The other letter, he knew already, was from Captain Nick’s uncle—tho
general. Under ordinary circumstances Perkins would no more have thought
of reading his master’s correspondence than of trying to fly out of the
window ; for be was really a trustworthy fellow.

But, somchow his sympathy and real anxiety at sccing the captain eo
perturbed made him forget his scruples. He began to piece out this letter,
too. A very few moments showed him the tenor and tone of the missive.

“Phew " he whistled, in dismay. ‘The old cbap is going to cut him
out of his will, is he? That'll be where tno master's gone now, I guess—
down to Elleswood {o try and square him uql.” ] .

However, it was just at that moment that the door-bell rang again.
Perking hastily swept up the fragments of the two letters into his hand
and went out to answer it. It was Captain Nick’s consin—Mr. Guy Baldrick,

“Your master ju?”’ )

‘““No, sir! Ie hos just gone out.”

‘‘Oh! Where?” demanded Guy, as if surprised.

“I could not say, sir.”

‘““ Wasg he dressed?”’ demaunded Guy Baldrick,

‘“ No, sir.” _ . .

. ' Not dressed!” Guy's ej‘e'brows wont up. It must be urgent business
indeed to keep such n dandy ns Captain Nick out of dress-clothes at-thie
bour of cvening, .
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Then Guy Baldrick remembered himself,

‘“ I’erkins,”” he snid.

“ Yes, eir,"” answered the valet, without moving a musele,
- “I want you fo-do something for me. But first, there's o fiv
eclf. Take it; that’s a present remember.”

Perking took it as if he had no choice but to obey, since Mr. Guy was his
m:‘l?ter's friend. He did not pocket it, though, the otler noticed.

I've got a bet on with Captain Shand,” Guy continued. “It's a litlle

sporting wager, and I have no right, I suppose, to be approaching you
about it, renlly. But you'll keep mum—ch? "I mean, I want you to just

keep me primed uwp with all your master’s movemenls--when he foes oul
and whero he's been. Follow me?”” '

Perkins had long ngo begun to look indignant.

I beg pardon, sir,” he said, as if unable to believe his cars.

“I sny I've got o bet on with your master,” repeated Guy Baldrick.
“Whether I win it depends on my keeping nbsolute touch with all his
movements Lhese next two months. So what I am really offering to do is
to take you into partnership. You help me Lo win and—

“ Here, what in thunder are you doing?” he broke off, with a sudden
explosion of rage. For it looked ns if Perkins’s answer to oll this was to
tear the bribe up. .

‘“ That, sir, is a Tlestion I might very well ask you, I think,” was the
valet’s cutting retort, :

‘““You scem to think. sir, because I am only a servant, that I don’t know
what honour is, nor my duty to my master. But I do. There, sir"—he
_finished ripping the five-pound nole across—'' that is what I think of your
‘offer, and you-—"'

But Guy Baldrick had recovered himself by this time. Five-pound noles

did not grow on thistles where he came from. He clutched the valet's
wrist. '

‘“You impertinent hound!” he spluttered. ‘' You dare to destroy {hat!
Give it me at once! Do you hear?”

Tearing at the servant’s knuckles, he forced the ﬁnﬁfrs open so {hat not
merely the bits of the baunknote fluttered to the floor, but the fragments of
{oru letters Lesides.

“Why, hallo!” cxulted Guy, recoguising his uncle’'s handwriting
instantly. ‘ So, you mealy-mouthed humbug, with all your quack abont
Tionour and duty to your master, this is what you've been up to, is i?
Rending his letters behind his back? So you're that sort, are yon—eh?"”

Aud %hcn a thought suddenly struck him. His cousin Nick had gone ount
—left town hurriedly, by the sound of it. Was it something in this letler
thnt had prompted his departure? : .

And the other lettar was from Bannister, the moneylender, he recognised.
For he kuew his fist only too well himself. But Captain Nick, hie knew,
xvas very much in the vampire's grip. He must find out what these lelters
wero before he lefl. '

So, ordering Perkios out of the room, lie sal down to do what the valet
had done—picce the fragments together wmtil {he letters were complete.
YLiko Perkins, too, he whistled after ho had read them; then he wrinkled
lis brows aud lifted his cunning eyes, pursing his lips into a satanic smile,

Tho next, instant, though, all in a Oash the smile had ymusho(l. he
brows drew down into a vengeful scowl. He kwew what Lhis meant. His
cousin had gono straight off to conx his uncle to relent. If succeseful. he
would be reinstated in the old boy's will as heir to tle bulk of his estales.
Ciuy, on the other hand, would be relegated, as before, to the mere lenvings.

er for your.
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Aad =0 be eaf. alternalely glowering at tho letters then at the colllng,
tugging at his apology for a moustache. Then be glanced sharply at ks
watch. .

By-and-by he got up, and Perkins could hear him pacing up and down the
room. Suddenly the door was thrown open. Guy appeared. .

** Perkins,” he called sharply. * there is no nced, after what I know, to
ntk you whether vou have read theso letters of Captain Shand’s. You bave,
avd so have I. They arc serious. I must sco him the moment he returns,
as 1 bare no doubt I shall bo able to nelp him in both matters. Do you

undorstand?

‘ Understand what, sir?”" juquired tho valet frigidly. ,

*That you must ring me up to-night when your master comes back. I
shsll be out until one o'clock to-nighi unfortunately, but give me a call on
the ‘phone then, even if Captain Shand is still away. I shall be anxious
to hoar, Is that quite clear?”’ _ :

Terkins bowed. Guy bad already swept the bits of paper into nn
cavelope which he put into his pocket. He made no conccalment about it.
o picked up his hat and cane, and a moment later was out in the strect
ood hurrying o his own less pretcatious quarters in a side strect at the
bock of Maylair.

CHAPTER II1,
What Nipper Heard.

IPPER was * shaking o loose leg,” as he called it, that night, as it
happened. e had run across Bert Rivers, a young teleplione clerk

of the Central Western Exchange, who bad to go on relief night
duly at twolve. - .

Young Rivers was (he witness who bad been able to furnish such important
evidence in the case of the Fiji Bank forgerics. Therefore, Nipper and ko
foregathered oa old brothers in arms. ,

After o ‘" hall,” and a snack of supper together, Nipper had drifted
back with Rivors lo the {clephone cxchange. To aceept an invitalion to
“squat inside,” just suited Nipper's mood. As Nelson Lee’s famous
amistanl he was promptly made welcome. Thus they sat yarning until
just on one o'clock. :

Calle had been amaziogly few. Therefore, whon suddenly a tiny rod
oleatric Jamp lit up on the buge switchboard just by Nipper's nose, ho gave
quilo & Jjump of surprise.

. ““That'’s all right,” laughed Rivers, as, of courso, Nipper kmow i€ was.
Homaone was only calling up tho cxohango to be pul through.

** Ilyde Park, 77761," repeated tho clerk afler the inquirer, and promptly
Jang up this number in bis turn.

“Ar’ y' there—ar’ g' thero? Is that Hyde Park, 777617 Ar 'y’ there?
Is that Hydo Park, 77—— Ob, all right then! Bo civil about #! Iold
the line, please.” .

Rivera slammed in another peg, slightly flustered, as Nipper counld seo.
lle remainod with tho recciver gluod Lo his oar, in fact, as if o overhear
"'f". convorsation Lhal was pnssing. N-ippor watched him.

Olll{ithe Leggar was n bit ratly,” oxplainod his friond. *° Woken up

out of hia beauly aleep, 1 oxpeot. B s . .
(at, and 1 shall tel) bim so quiskes — — 0 O ¢ 80§ to sauco wo Liko
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... "Oh! Snapped your noso off, did he?" inquired Nipper. But the olh
did not roply. By-and-by he began to grill. The cl;lnvomntion bet?wc:;
Hyde Park, 77761 and his ringer-up was evidently rather sulphurous,

“ Just cock your onr to that,” chuckled Rivers, giving the recciver over
to bis guest. “‘If yon ask me, tho gentleman haee beon dining not wisely
but too well,”

And so Nipper decided, too.

‘““And I say you are impudent, and I shall report you to your master,"
one indignont voice was threatening.

‘‘ Begging your pnrdon, I am nothing of the sort,”’ came the prompt retort.
** You asked me to ring you up at one o’clock and report—"

“That’s quite enongh of that,” cut in the other voice. “I den’t want
to hear any more. You can ring off! I say, you can riag off! Do you
licar me, you insolent ow}?"’

As a matler of fact, the other had already rung off; Lbut No. 77761 still
kept on. The clerk apprised him of the fact himself at last. but without
much eflcet. :

“ Ril;g off yoursoll,”” he commanded at last, losing patience. ‘ What's
the good of your chattering there all to yourself, sir. Can you heor me?'’

However, the voice slill grumbled on. At lnst, though, there was silence:
but the red light still burned, showiug that the speaker had not hung up his
receiver, but left it off the hook.

‘“Gone to sleep. I reckon,” decided Nipper, who had been listening wilh
the observation reccivor all this time. ““ Probably his instrument is beside
his bed. Drunk or dotly, that’s what he is.”

In vain the clerk rang up Hyde Park, 77761 to tell him to “‘ riug off.”
Tho light slill burned on definntly. It quile got on Nipper's nerves. Tle
sicked up his recciver once or twice to sce if there was any further sound
}rnm the mysterious number

Guy Baldrick was the name of the subscriber they saw in the directors.
At last, suddenly Nipper heard the voice commencing again.

But this time t wns wideawake cnough. The speaker scemed to bho
giving instructions to somobody.

“Is that you, B.?*" it asked suddenly. " Just note what I eay carefully.
Have big business on, I believe. So hang up telephone receiver first n
case exchange is listening by any chance——"' '

‘“ Dash !’ ‘oxclaimed Nipper, scenting some mystery here. He glared at
the electric bulb, expecting to see the red light promptly extinguished.
But uothing happened. It still burned. Morcover, the voice continued.
nsking, afler a pauso:

‘“ Have you done it?"”’

There wns no onswer. But the speaker scemed satisfied. Te resumed:

“T’'ve gone to L—on the soven-forty-five— Brr-rr-rr!™

To Nipper's disgust the red incandescent bulb bad gone out, and the
voice was cut off. All was silence. ) "

“Well, what’s wrong with you? Have you l_)eeu hcnrmE n ghost?
demanded his friond, the clerk, laughingly, sccing the look of comical
wondor and disgust ou Nippor's face. N

The latter thought n minute, and then ho answered, “No.” After all.
what be had overbeard wns no business of theirs. So he turned the subject
Lo somcthing clse. L

Nevertheless, the incident still stuok in his thoughts. He regol-\'f.d :l“
stroll round past No. 7n, Vernon Street, whore this Mr. Guy Baldrick live L
and see what sort of a placo it was; also the address of the man who hu

rung him up.
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Cuytain Nicholas Shand, he faw, was his name; though the manuer of
speech suggested moro a valet than his master. :

Nipper took his leave then. It was alrcady twenty past ome o’clock,
cnyway. Five mivutes walk Lrought him to Vernon Street..

A man passed him just as he roached the corner. Ho was somo belated
swell, to judge by his dress-tie and crush-hat, but instinctively Nipper ran
his eyc over bim ns ho passed. For that is o detective’s trade, .

The man’s hand was partially coverini his face, though, pulliug at a
cigarette, so he got no clear view of what ho was like.

owever, your trained ‘tec does not nced to see a man’s face only to be
able to recognise him again. If bhe is a trained observer ono shrewd glance
al a suspect’s car will often give him a point to stick in his memory worth
all the other features put together,

Nipper, though, had no reason to suspect this chanco wayfarer of nny-
thing. He was merely o gentleman strolling homewards from a late night
al lis club, no doubt. Nipper i’ust noted mechanically what he could about
him and passed on, that was all. _

A few paces brought him to No. 7n, hut the house was in darkness. He
walked round past Captain Shand’s block of chambers noxt. DBut here, alco,
not a light was o be seecu.

So Nipper went home then, little drcaming that he had been listening to
the second chapter in au affair in which his chiel was already more than
interested.

Still less did he realise that he had gleaned 4¢hat night the most important
cluc of all in a mystery which was yet to shake London smart seocicty
to its foundations,

In fact, Nipper had clean forgotten all about {he matter until next
morning, when, on presenting himself to bis boss, he found Nelson Lee
looking white and even scared. . - . :

“ Why, guv’nor,’”” gasped his assistant, *‘ what’s wrong? Nothing serious
lmp]gncd, hias there? You look quite ill.”

“ Do 17" amswered the prince of erimo investigators, after a pause.
*“ Well, perhaps I do, and with reason. Look at that which has just been
sent down by Lhe Yard.”

Nipper read the slip of blue paper. His chief, though not of the regular
police force, had this compliment paid to him; that in event of any serious
crime happening, likely 1o need all hands to bring tho criminal to book,
he was onc of those on the list to receive official information at the earliest
moment possible.

And to-day the form contained these few brief lines:

Berkshire Constabulary notify murder and burglary committed at Elles-
weod Hall; owner, General Shand, found dead—hiead wounds. Safe rified
of £2,000 cneh, part ju notes. - Approximate cstimated hour of crime, 1~a.m.
:\I.E information or theory gratefully received.”

te depuly sub-commissioner signed it. Nelson Lee had had it an hour.
1!9 knew Elleswood, knew that the murdered man was uncle to Captain
Nick Shand, principal in that foolhardy wager of yesterday at Transom's
Club, He knew the terms of that bet—that the captain was to commit,
-'Ilb somo place unknown, within a month, a burglary which would never
‘{:!c lt:nccd lo him. Yet so far he had not apprised Scotland Yard of theso

. Why wol? The precions minutes were flying: i
five 4thousand milcs]in subsequent (:hnsne.'o ying; & word now might savo

doﬁﬁ::?n Lee knew all this. Yet still he sat silent and pale, torn with
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He liked Captain Nick. ITe was absolutely cortain that boyond being
a born gambler who wonld tako on any mad challengo in tho name of
sport, he had not an ounce of real vico in him.

Yet what did all this horrible business point 40? Nelson Lee kuow.
There was no blinding onesell to the obrious truth.

Captain Nick was hend over ears in debt, ae he never took the troubl:
to diwsguise.  Moncylenders were pressing him lard.  Yesterday wos
Michaelmas Day in the country calendar, when every landlord would lLe
sealed nt receipt of rent from his fermer tenants. There would be n bio
sum of money thore in the Elleswood snfe, most of it in cash or noles,
waiting to be Lanked next daoy.

* Now, what of the captain? Ilard pressed Ly creditors, with the added
crazy impulse of Lthis wager he had landed himself in for, what more likely
than that he resolved to make his uncle the victim of his fatuous boast?

The rest was as casy to read,

In tryinF to sccure the .asafe keys from under the old genmeral’s pillow
perhaps, tho latter had awakened. There would be n struggle, for with
the torms of his wager before him, Coptain Nick's imstinct would be Lo
iry and get away unrccognised.

Dut the gencral, being n fery old fellow, would hang on tooth and nai!:
thue a Llow would have to bo strnck to break his grip, and that blow, by
Lthe look of it, had proved fatal, '

All this was pure surmise, of course. Nelson Lee was merely recom-
structing the crime on Lhe strength of what he knew.

No wonder, then, he looked ill and haggard. For if it was this mad-
braived wager that bad cost the veteran lis life—and might even send
Jvis nephew to the gallows—then he had been ;lareaenb at the batching of
it and might havo done more than he did, really, to stop it. -

Ho told Nipper this after he had explained his fears.  Nipper .was
thunderstruck. And .then Lhis name Shand began to stick in his brain.

“Where on carth did I hear that? Only last night, too!"” he snid,
cudgelling his brains to think. At last he had got it.

‘“\Why, of course!”’ he cried.

‘“ Of course—what?"’ demnanded his chief. * If you have really got any
light to throw on this miserable affair, for Heaven's sake—""

“It was at the Centrnl Western Telephone Eschange. I was in thero
yarning with that chap Rivers of the Fiji Bank forgery case, you remember.
A call ¢ame through from this very man's address—Captain Shand—te
somcone of the name of Baldrick—" .

“ Yes, yes; that’s his cousin,”” struck in Nelson T.ee, his eyes aglow wilh
hope. ‘‘ Do you mean it was tho captain himself who was speaking?’’

“No. I shouldn’t say it was. More like his valet, il you ask wme,”
replied Nipper, while his chief uttered a groan of despair. TFor this would
mean that Captain Nick was not nt home—and at the hour of one in the
morning, too; just whon the erime wos judged to have been commilted.

‘“ I must cal round and mako sure,” he told Nipper. ‘ You stay here. If
the Yard rings up don’t tell them apything that I have told you. Say I
have gone out to make certain investigations, and will let them know how
I get on. Understand?”’ :

Nipper did, but he kunew also the risks his chiof was ruoning. If he
knew 80 much about the business already, surely ho ought to tell the
police straight away. For had not they asked his help?

Still, that was his chief’s business. And, besides, belore Nipper could
say anything, Nelson Lece was gone.
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CHAPTER 1V.
The First Clue.

TAXTI coon deposiled him at the captain’s block of chambers. Perking
A opencd the door. Nelson Lee eyod him. _
“ Well, he sccms to have heard nothing yet,” he decided. Then,

aloud, he inquired:

“ Your master in?"’

“ No, sir. Mec is away, I believe.””

** You believe?”

=] mean he may be back to-day or to-morrow. IIe seemed rather
doubtful when he left last night.”

Nelson Lee's heart fell. So Coaptain Nick had really gone out of down.
Nor had le told his man where to. He was in tweeds, with a emall handbng.
It really looked as if the worst snapicions were Leing confirmed.

** Now, Jook here, Ierking,” said Nelson Lee, who had scen the valet
often before. *‘ You haven’t heard the dreadful unews apparcutly. DBut
General Shand, your master’s uncle, has been murdered !

** Murdercd !’’ .

** Yes, and his house at Elleswood Lurgled into the bargain.”

* My stars, you dou’t say that, £% ! cried Perkins, aghast. *‘ Burgled!”
he repeated. Nelson Lee’s keen eyes were walching him.

“ Captain Sband’ enlered into a very foolish wager yesterday,” he con-
tinned. ' .

“I know, sir. At least, rather, I gnathered so,”” stammered DPerkivs.
“ Mr. Baldrick—his cousin—called lnst cvening, just after master had

one.” ]
it Oh! Aund what did he want?”

The valet described Guy's efforts to bribe him.

*“The dishonourable blackguard!”’ gritted Nelson Lee contempluously.
““And then you rang him up at one a.m—eh?”’

Perkine looked startled. He had not said anything about that yet. .

“ Ah, but I am Nelaon Lee,”” the detective remiunded him, *‘ Someliow, I
get to hear of Lhese things sometimes. But yon did ring him up at his
ghm'nlfor?. and Mr. Guy answered. So le wns mot out of town, oo, that
is phin.”*

The valet ced that this was so.

“ But look here, sir, there’s no one suggesting that Captain Shand had
anylhing (o do wilh this terrible affnir, i8 there?”’ he blurted anxiously.
* You've not como lhicre to try and prove that?"

*On the contrary, I am trying to help your master prove he did not,”
wns Nelson Lee's direet answer. ‘I must find him, wherever he is. _You
know nothing of his movements; you swear to that? Very well, he may
be ot Elleswood itsclf, perbaps. I will go on there at once.’

And go Nelson Lee did. He last so littlo time about it, that he did
not cven apprise N:lpper of his sndden plans. Ie jumped into a cab, and
cought a train, and in two hours was in sight of the dead general’s
mansion, one of the finest examples of Jacobeau architecture in the ome
Counlics. '

It was a house of lamentation, ncedless to say. The dead veteran was
:I\ crusly old warrior, but _his tenantry revered him. Pity the dastard who
!:l]d done him Lo death, if the farmers could have canght him then.

aickily, though, no one scemed to have any breath of suspicion yet that

Caplain Nick might be implicated i
ts the dend gcnfrnl himml" led i the oulrage. For lLie was as populnr.
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Captain Shaud jn charge,

Dowever, if Nelson Lee hoped. to find younli,r
drick who came forward (o

he was bilterly disappointed. It was Guy B
meet him after he had semd in hie card.

‘Oh, so you've come, have you?”’ began Guy, with an unmistakable
sncer,  “ Well, what do you think you're going to do? Not belp in wn-
ravelling the murder; .you con tako t.?:at.l'rom me, here and now,””

‘: Oh!” quoth Nelson Lee quietly. *“ And why not?” .

Why, you jolly well refused to come in ou that wager of Nick's, and
you can jolly well stop out, for good and all. Is that plain cnough for
you?*

“ Wn’;er of Nick’s! You cam harp on that here, with dealh in the
house I’" relorted Nelson Lec cuttingly. “ 1 should have thought if you
had any real regard for your dead uncle vou would hnve been only too
glad to sce anyoue who could help yow in avenging him. You nstonish
ne!

(h]? Baldrick coloured. Ie¢ saw he had made n mistake.

‘“ Besides, ns you must see,’”’ conlinued Nelson Lee, *“ with that accursed
wager hanging over him, ond the Fact that your comsin left town last

night and has not been heard of since, tongues will soon be at work hinting
that ho did the crime.”

Guy stared at him for a long minute.

*‘ Oh, fudge!"* he scoffed, thongh it was as if it were in afterthought only.
‘““ Who for a moment conld ever dream that my cousin had anything {o
do with the aftair? Besides,”” he Lroke off, ashing out again, *“ who haa
been telling you all this about his Leing awny last night? That precious
valet of his, I suppose?”*

“Yes. I called and asked lim.”

“ Aud did he tell you how I had caught him picciug logether two letters
that his master had torn up, so that Tie could read them?”

‘““No. e didn’t tell me that,” answered Nelson Lee. .

“Well, it’s a fact, nevertheless,” laughed Guy. ‘‘ One from that ghoul,
Banuister, the moneylender, threatening. Nick with a showing up if he
did not woigh out a thousand of the money he owed him, by to-morrow—""
. Nelson Lee started. ' .

““ The other from our uuncle, telling bim that if he couldn’t mend his
wayes, he would mend them for him. He warwed him, in fact, (hat he
was altering his will at once, giving Nick only a small share of his properly.
It de ndcs on himself then whether he turned over n new leaf and got
hiluself rcinstated or not. But what are you looking so funny about all
of n sudden?”’ demanded Guy DBaldrick, as if only then noticing the look
of dismay in Nelson Lee’s face. ‘ :

For if things looked black agninst Captain Nick beforc, they were three
times Llacker now . after this. _

“You think that what I've told you makes it only look worse for my
cowsin, is that it?”’ suggested Guy. ‘“ What ulter bosh!” lhe laughed.
““ Of course Nick was nowhere near the place. Why, he hown’t shown wp
at all yet, proving that he can know nothing about it.’

This wne innocent, of course, and rang false, as a less keen car Lhan
Nelson Lee’s could have told. The deteclive knew well what bilious, hate
Guy Baldrick always bore to his more favoured cousiu. .

““Aud you? \When did you get the news?” he inquired of him.

T didn't get it. I caught the 7.38 down from lown this morning. s
I intended doing, knowing. that my uncle always nceded help \\'gth his rent
accounts the day after quarler-day. It was only when I arrived (but 1
fouud what had happened.’
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Neolson Leo remembered Nipper’s siory. That and what Guy Baldrick

p ', med to dally.
ol 20 gt et vy ot f the o,

n ou’ro here. I su ou’ll want to sce nll thero s to be secen,”
ho .Eiﬁwciﬂ';.ﬂﬁ. . “I'lls l;:ruygu tho window by which the rufian broko
in. llo e\'identry koew that yestorday wae rent day, and that thero would
bo a lot of hard cash in the eafe. Ho chose his timo well.”

“ And you think your unclo wne awakened and closed with Lim?” _

““ Not n doubt of it. His dead Lody wae found on the threshold of his
bedroom. The thief had been trying to sneak tho safe key from under
the old chap’s pillow.”

This wase just ns Neleon Lee had surmised when ho first heard of the
trogedy. Guy DBaldrick took himn round to the French window which had
beon forced. The county polica werc alrendy l'(Funrdmg tho scenme.

Tuspector Tamson, though, of Scotland Yard, had arrived, and he took
Nelson Lee iuto’ his confidenco at once as to the cluea he had been nble to
collect.

“ There ought to havo been more,” ho told him ruefully. ‘‘ DBut, as
usual, theso heavy-hoofed country policemen have been tramping round
cverywhere, instead of keeping right away from the spot.

* Still, here is o find,”” he ndded, handing a tobacco pouch to Leo for
liis inspection. ‘“ Mr. Daldrick found that closo beside 4he gencral’s body
on the '{Sdroom floor, and eays it belonge to no one in the house.””

Nelson Lee had taken the thing as if it were poisoned.

He was thunderstruck, for he knew ¢he pouch well. It was Captain
Nick’s own, as Guy might have recognised.

And it was found in the room within a fow [eet of his uncle’s murdered
body. Verily Lhis scemed to clinch the captain’s guilt.

Forlunadiely, the iuspector’s attention bad been diverted for the moment
hy on¢ of his subordinates. When ho turmed to Nelson Lee again, the
latlor hnd regained his self-control.

: “n};l?el:l think (his pouch can only belong to the man who did the crimer”
10 . .

‘“ Undoubledly! Don't*you? I regard it as a most important clue, and,
what's more, an casy one to follow up. For yowsee tho maker’s name on the
nionogrom l)lnte—Cusbery’s, Dond Street. They are a swell firm, and quite
likely they’l) know who they sold it to.’2

“Quite likely!” sgreed Nelson Lee, thinking that with this clue agninst
him it would not be many hours now before Caplain Nick was wearing tho
darbics on his wrists. _

He went down to inspect tho rifled safe then. But he bad already scen

anough. His next move wes to get back to town, hae decided, and try to
fet word with the suspeet before the warrant was iesued nnd tho law had
uim in its clutch, '
_Circumstances might appear all agninst him. They did without a doubt,
Yot Nolson Loc knew bis man. Gambler he might be, but Captain Nick
was a gentleman to bis finger-tips. Nothing could moke the deteetive
helieve—firat, that he could strike an old man such a cruel blow, and
secondly, bnd he done it by any chance, that ho could still have gono on
riling the eafe, like any footpad.

“ I'll never believe that of him until I hear it from his own lips,” Nelson
Leo Lold himeelf doggedly. ‘‘ Aa for the pouch, if I recogmised it, them
surely his own cowsin should, for ho must havo scen it a thousand times
before.  That being o, how docs ho come to hand it over to the police 80
innocently? ‘That scews n funny thing to mol™

-
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o Nelson Lee enught the mest train back lo Lon i
get track of Cn!l;t.qin ick by hook or crook. don, determined to

However, Pa dington Station was not to sce him again quite so soocn, it
happeved. For chancing to look out of the window ncross at the far
.platform at Reading Station, who should he sce but Captain Nick bimaelf,
l:?sng;:g' about furtively, with the peak of bis cap pulled down low over
-his cyea?

“ My stars! Why, there is the man?!’ gasped Nelsen Lee, and in two
shakes was ont of Lhe trnin and across the footbridse.

“ Mallo, Shand!"’

CHAPTER V.
Nelson Lec Gets a Shock.

HE deteclivo had come up close to the other's clbow before he was
aware -of it.  Captain Nick turned with a guilty start, blank horror
in hib cye. .

“ What are you doing down here?” inquired Neleon Lee as casually as
e could. ‘“Goiug to your poor uncle’s place at Elleswood, 1 suppose?
You will have heard the terrible news?”

Captain Nick snid nothing for a second or two, but still stood staring
ns if to try to collect his scattered wits. ‘

“Yes, I am going,”” he snid at Jast. ‘‘The news is terrible indeed! I
only chu;necd to hear it a couple of hours ago. You are coming down, too, X
suppose?’’

**No, I have alrondy been,” answered Nelspn Leo. “‘ Scotland Yard has
the cage in hand. So far they have hit on one important clue—a tobacco-
pouch, which they say must have been left by the murderer.”

“ Indeed! That’s good pews!” was Captain Nick's heartfelt respounse.

“Is it?”" amswered tho detective dryly. “I am mnot so sure; for the
pouch is your own, Shond.”

*“ What !’

The captain was gonuinely aghast; the detective was convinced of that.

“Ierhaps we had better get into the waiting-room, where it is quict,
before we talk any more,” he suggested, taking the other's arm.

Cngtnin Nick Promptly wrenched himself free with quick pride.

“ Oune minuto!”’ he said. ‘I know what this means—you are arresting
me, is that it, Lee? You think it was I who murdered my uncle?’’

“ Not I, my dear chap!” answered Lee. "I don’t think anythiug of the
sort—at least, I don’t wnnt to!’’ he added. ‘‘ But cirecnmstances are looking

wretly black agaiust yon, I'll not disguise. There is that accursed ‘wager,
or oue thing!” he reminded him. ““I wish to Heaven you had taken my
advice nnd never touched it at all! Then you had two letters arrive, yonr
‘man tells me—onc demanding immedinte payment of a thousand pounds..
th‘fl other from your uucle, intimating that he was culting you out of his
will—" .

. Pell'kins told you that, the prying smeak!” exploded Captain Nick
furionaly.

‘“ Oh.ycomc—comc!" urged Nelson Lee. ‘“Don’t let us waste time over
+trifles! DPerhaps it wne as well he did read the letters, for your cousi.
has got Lhem now.”’ )

*“The deuce—Dbe has!”’ gasped Captain Nick, -
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*Yos; and anmother suspicious fact against you besides. You wero outb
of town last vight, withoul telling your man where you were going or when
you would bo home.” Lo _

“That is so,” answered the other, after a moment’s hesitation.  And
givce you've been so frank with me, I'll tell {Ion something more. I took
train fast night to Elleawood, to see my uuclo there.”

** You did?"’ .

“Yes, but I mnever got there. Oh, yes, I swear it!” added the
wretched man quickly. ‘I turned back when actually within sight of tho
house. And that is the naked, absolute truth, though the world may langh
¢l it for o pack of lics! -

“T turied back,”” he ran on. *' It struck me that my uncle would think
it n currish thing for mo to come whining to him just because he had
altered his will. I had been a fool, 80 why should I not pay the penalty? So
1 decided to chuck it and to walk cight miles to Pendlesham  Juuction,
calching the up mail-train there and returning home.”

* You mean you missed it?"’

“I did; by five minutes or go. My watch must bave been wrong,”
angwered the captain, with u groan. ‘I saw the lights go inte the station
nnd out, so I turncd aside into n stack-yard, and fell asleop in some hay."”

Nelson Lee was unable to suppress & whistle of dismay, for ho could seo
hipw all this onl{[ contributed to the tale of circumstantinl evidence inestead
of refuting it. Ile wanted to kuow when Caplain Nick first got news of his
uncle’s murder. :

“ Through overhenring some farm-labourers talking about it on their
way to work. The police Jind been scouring the country even then.*

** And inslead of going back to Elleswood, you funked it—was that it?**
demanded Nelson Lee.

““Yes, unluckily I did. I can ece my fatal blunder now,”’ confessed tho
olber. ““But at the time I could only think how suspicious my whole
movenienls must scem under the circumstances. A blind idea seized e
to get back to Loundon unscen and start afresh to come down to Elleswood,
{'ua!.- as if I had only heard the news in town. And now I suppose you doun’t
wlicve one word of what I am telling you,”” Captain Nick broke off
wretchedly, tears in his oyes. * You're setting it all down as rank, miserable
lies, just.’ . .

Neleon Lee looked hard at him for a minute, thenm held out his hand.
That was his answer. : '

** But look here,” he added, 1 can’t say what Scotland Yard will think
about it. You’ll have to bo prepared for the worst. I shall go on thero
now {0 look up some information which may be useful. Meantime, you must
puss me your word of honour, as an officer and a gentleman, that you will
go stranight to that holel youder and elop there nbsolutely until I come
back. Is that a bargain?”’

“ Of course; and I appreciate it the more since it shows how much you
wust really trust me. I'll go mow and never move over the doorstep.
Good-hye, and many thanks again!”’ :

Nelson Lee watched him leave the station and cross to the hotel in
queation. Captain Nick turned Lo wave his hand, then vanished.

He’s all right,”” the detective told himself. “ He’s got Lhimself into a
mosi, jnfernal mess, but I'll swear he no more committed that murder than I
did! What's more, I'll stake my head I ind him thero, true to his promise,
“:l:fll Ihcom;: bock "’ :

nother London-hound trnin was juet drawing up then across the line.

Nelson Loc made a dash {o catch it, J 8 '

—— o - — e = =
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“ Hallo! T'm very sorry!” he apologised. ns he nearly knocked
passenger bead over heels while rncll): for the stairs. y kiooked another

o thought he must have caught the fellow in the mouth with his elbow
bﬂ the way he wne keeping his hand pressed to hir lips. Then he realised
that it was merely a cigarette the other was hokling, so hie could not bo
much hurt after all. As cvery sccond was precious therefore, he apologiscd
again lmrriod:ly and fled up the stairs and away.

He tumbled into the train, and in fifty minutes was Lack at lhis
rooms in Gray's Inm Rond again. Ni')
1

per was there. Ilis chief kept no
sccrots from him, s0 he related all that had happened, down to his cncounter
with Captain Nick on the platform at Reading.

‘“ And you menn youn let him go ngniu.‘" exclaimed Nipper, amazed.
¢ That was a risky thing to do, surely !’
‘““ Not after hic had passed me his word."

“A man’s word isn’t going lo stand long between him and bolting for
his life when he sces the hangman’es rope dangling over his head,” was
Nip wr's verdict. )

‘Not the average man,’” agreod his boss. * But I know Captnin Nick.
Ife'll abide Ly his bond, though ten thousand hangmmen were after him.
I'll find him there at the hotel when I want him, you mark my word !’ .

IHowever, for once Nelson Lee’s cstimate of human character was out
b{ a mile. Within an hour a message came through from Scotland Yard
which sliowed that the police had not been long in hitting off the one and
only scont. A warrant was nlready out for Caplain Nick’'s arrest.

““Do you know anything of his whercabouts?” was (he Yard's demand,
and Nelson Lee, after a moment’s thought, answered:

“Yen. I hnve secen himn this morning. You will find him al the Wivenhoe
Arma, a public-housc hotel just ontside Rending Station. He passed ine his
word that he would wait there in case ho was wanted for this affair.”

““ Passed you his word! Then you suspected he might have committed
the murder, nnd yet let him go on a flimsy promise like that?” came back
the indignant reply. - ]

‘““It is no Nimsy promise,” Nelson Lee was retorting, when to his anger
lie was cut off. evidently the Yard thought with Nipper, that Nelson
Loe had boen a confiding fool, to say the lenst of it.
¢ All right, we shall see!”’ said the detective confidently.

However, his nssistant was right and he was wrong, as it Lurned ont.

Within another half-hour a furious ’phone message came throungh from the
Reading police:

¢ Coutain Nick was gone—bolted! And where to, not a soul conld say.”

CHAPTER VI.
Mr. Guy Baldrick Seeks Trouble—and Finds It.

s ALL yourself a detective! Why you're an ass and a fool! An ase
and a fool, X say! Do you hear me?” _ .

: Guy Baldrick had no nced to nask that question. In lLis rage

lie was raising his voice so that it might have been heard two streels away.

\ as still- at Nelson Lee’s rcoms in Gray's Iun Read. Soue
tll'}c::!ohts)?;oh;:lailnpaod aince the shattering news came through thatl Captain
Nick Shund had broken his bLond and fled.






































































































