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CHAPTER 1.
Nelson Lee's Bad Luck,

1LBURY DOCKS wore a decidedly animated aspect.
T It was late afternoon, and the spring sun was setting behind a bank
of angry-looking clouds. The day had heen fine, but ‘there was every
promise of a dull c\'ounw and a rainy night,

Just at present, however, the weather was excellent, and well suited to
the business of the moment. for a large mail steamer, belonging to th:
Eastern Line, was about to depart tor the other side of the world.

The usual bustle which attended the sailing of a large liner was apparent
ou cvery hand. The passengers were cml).lrklnrr with a zcod deal of com-
molion. There were groups on every hand, mo:th l'mcrlunrr but there was
olten more than a suspicion of tears behind the l..:urrhtcr IEves would be
woet, Loo, when the actual moment of departure arrived,

The mail steamer itself was a large boat of twelve lhous-'md tons, and
wias one of the Eastern Line's best vessels. She lay alongside the quay
pitiently awaiting the moment when she would warp out of dock. Thin
wisps of smoke 1'ollcd lazily from her bright-colourcd lunnels, and the Blue
Yeter was fluttering from the masthead.

Butl there was oonh,llnnrr unusual connected with the depariure of this
cship. That is to say, the procecdmrrs were very different from those which
attend 1he departure of a liner in times of peace.

Iu war time stringent precautions must be taken.

No visitors were allowed {o sel foot upon the steamer's deck. These who
had come to see the last of their loved ones were forced to bid the last good-
byes upon the quay. Morcover, every passenger found it necessary to dis-
Pplay his or her passport before setting foot on the gangway, and after the
passports had been examined the passengers were not allowed to mingle with
lht‘ll!.’ fricuds or relatious again, for fhoy were separated by stronﬂ' iron
railings,

It was impossivle for anybedy to get aboard without their passporls being
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subjected to cxamination; to attempt to board the Liner without a passport
was oul of the guestion. .

There was searcely a soul present who had not one or more friends, but a
tall gentleman, grcy-bcardeJ, and with a military aspect, was awaiting his
turn to be passed by the officinls in solitary aloofness. o

He was smoking a cigar, and was quite at his eare. Indeed, the suspicion
of a smile scemed 1o be lurking about his lips. Apparently he was not at all

heavy-hearted at the thought of leaving the Old Countl?':
*It's the best way, Jim, my boy!”’ he murinured to himself contentedly.

““ To get out of England for a few inonths will be a welcome relief. It’s a
great pity I've been unable to settle ywith Lee—Dbut my time will come! I
eba’'n’'t be away for so very long!” '

He puffed at his cigar a little more fiecrcely, and his eyes became steoly
for a sccond. Then he gave his shoulders o slight shrug, and murmured into
his beard: ’

‘* But what’e the good of worrying my=self about the past? 1 have no
fears regarding the proccedings of the next few moments. I shall pass these
dundcrheaded ofﬁcials without their having the slightest suspicion that they
are allowing the cleverest forger the world has ever secen to escape beneath
their very noscs!”

For this tall, military-looking gentleman was, indeed, Douglas James
sulclifle—Jim the Penman, the notorious forger!

He had called himself clever, but that was only proof that he was well
awarc of his own extraordinary abilities. Ior Jim the Penman was more
than clever; in some ways, his talents almost amounted {o genius. But for
the fact that one man had constantly crossed his path, his career of crime
would have been a triumph,

And that one man was Mr. Nelson Lee, the celebrated crime investigator.,

Jim the Penman had very excellent cause {o feel bitter against the great
delective. The forger’s most recent exploit-—when he had attempted to giin
a fortune by forging a false marriage certificate—had been brought to
nought mainly owing to Nelson Lee's strennous effors,

Sutoliffie had been arrested, and bad only cscaped by a clever frick--a
trick, moreover, which he would be unable to bring off again. Ile knew ver
well that, once the police got him into their hands again, they would watch
over him as a mother watches over her new-born balwe.

But Jim did not mean to let himself be captured again. By a mere fluke
he was a free man, and he intended to remain a free man. o had methods
of his own for frustrating any further attempt to make him a prisoner.

It was his present intention to sail for Italy. Ome of his confederates—
tor the forger had several—had put him on to something good in Rome, and
o was therefore intent upon following it up. Afterwards, and in a com-
paratively short time, he would return to England and settle down to somo
eX{ennive schemes which were already simmering in his master-mind.

It had heen a very ticklish task—a very difficult task—1o obtain his pass-
porl; but, by exercising the utmost care, and by ‘weing his amazing wits
to their fullest extent, he had achieved his object. At first. he had thought
of forging a passport, but had deemed that such a course would have been
too risky. By more claboralo care, he had gained possession of the real
thing, and within half an hour he would be aboard the liner, safe from all
Pessible discovery,

Jin the Penman took his place behind several passengers who were being
'p:lts?o(’ on heard, and he took his papers from lis pocket in readiness. It waa
an infernal nuisance, this passport business, bul thero was no risk attached

to it, Kl.lowil-lg (ull well that his passport was in perfect order, Sulclifle
was casy 1u mind, -
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At last he was before the officials.  There were Lwo of them, and a police-
coustable near by. Why the latter individual should be lhcro, Jim didu't
know—and he certainly didn’t care, for he had utter contempt for police.
oflicers of all ranks. 'The constable’s presence, however, was‘quite ordinary

aud usual,
The passport was taken from Jun the Penman by a broad-shouldered, blull

m.m with a grizzled beard.
‘Mr. Johu Reginald Logan!" he exclaimed, turning a pair of Lecu cyed
upon him. *“T shall be obhtrcd Mr. Logan, if you will accompany me!"’

The forger tightened his jaw,

“Is thie usual?"’ he asked calmly, and by no means alarmed so far.

““Oh, no! It is quite unusual!™

“I'hen "

‘“ You will kindly accompany me, Mr. Logan!”

There was something compelling in the ofticial’s voice, and a strong hand
closed over Jim the Peuman's arni.

I'or a sccond the forger was undecided how to act. This incident was so
unexpected that he was compietely taken aback. He had been quite con-
fident of success. e had told himself repenitedly that no hitch conld pos-
sibly aoceur.  And yet the strong grip on his arm made it clearly apparent
to him that things were not to be so casy, after all.

In spite of all his precauntious, he was not destined to sai! from England.

Some men would have become frantic with alarm. Some men would have
made a desperate attempt to gain freedom; but not Jim the Penman.

Suleliffe remained perfectly cool. Ile instinctively knew that he was in a
very tight corner, and his eyes glittered with dc-.p(-mtmn but he had huo-
sell under perfect control, and was apparently at his case.

Withoul resisting, he allowed himself to be led away from the staring
passengers, and was taken by the oflicial to a quict spot, free from observa-
tion, Jim the Penman noticed that the police-constuble was close behind, in
attendance. )

 Now, Mr, Logaun,” said the official calmly, “ I should like to have a
word with you! You muat pardon me for this rather singular proceeding !
But it 13 necessary to be extremely cautiouns.’

“ Well, whal's the trouble?’ asked Sutcliffe calmly. _

For answer the oflicial jerked his hand forward abruptly, gave Jim’s false
beard a ficree tug, and pulled it completely away. The movement caused the
lorger agony for a moment, but he was Loo startled to notice bodily paiu.

“ Iy { (hunder '

“ Ah, now we can talk more freely ! exclaimed the official placidly. I
llloughl I wag not mistuken! Better not give way to fury, '{[r 'ﬂuhliﬂ'o.
You're caught [air and square—as I_think you will’ wnllmﬂh admit.’

Jim the Penman swore l'mmuah

Ile clenched his fists, and his cyes blazed with awful fury. The constablo
moved n few steps nearer, bul his assistance was not required. Jim tho
l'c-nm:m dropped Lis hands lunph Lo his side, uul ullorod a ruolul laugh.

"I know when I'm beaten!™ he said guietly. * Yes, you've got me; but.
how the deuce did you manage it? You're a pnhocman of course! A con-
Iounded Scotland Yird meddler! I didn't think you were smarl cnough

-_._.-

The official smiled grimly, and said:
“*Oh, no'!' I have no comncclion whatever with the very excellent

institulion you named. T awm, in faclt, a very old friend of yours, Jim the

Penman! We have met several times hetore. ™ _
Tho official turned his head, and made some guick movements with hia
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hand. When he faced Jim agaiun the grirzzled beard had vanished, and a
clean-shaven face was revealed. A pair of stecly-grey eyes looked upon tho
yrisoner with an expression of quict amusement aund triumph.

** Nelson Lee!” gasped the forger, utterly surprised.

*“ Precisely !’ ,

“ Yoi—you infernal hound!” grated Jim, ‘ You—— By James, Lee,
what a dashed clever fellow you are!” . .

Nelson Lee smiled grimly. - All in a moment his captive had recovered his
composure, and was now perfectly under control. But there was a sinister
glitter in the master-criminai’s eyes which did rot escape Lee’s attention.

The famous detective was more than pleased with himself,

He had captured Jiin the Penman a week or Lwo back, after the latier had
made an uwn-uccessful attempt upon the life of a young man named lugh
Fllison. Nelson Lee had performed his task with every success: but by a
ciever trick, Jim had slipped out of the hands of the police. That, of course,
was in no way Nelson Lee’s fault. Iad the delective been present on that
cccasion the forger would never have escaped.

The great crime investigator had been working very slrenruously just
recently, in order Lo gel on the criminal’s track again.  Aud he had
succceded. The police were completely at fault, but not so Nelson Lee.

Lee had pursued his investigations and inquiries calmly and deliberately.
And, all unknown to Jim, the detective had learned that his quarry had
boldly made his appearance under the pscudonym cof John Reginald Logan,
and disguised g0 effectively that he could have walked into Scotland Yard
itsell without arousing suspicion. '

But Nelson Lee had aclted with-caution. IIe did not under-estimale the
ability of the man he-was after. Ie was aware, in fatt, that Jim would
probably give him the slip unless he acted with the utiest eaution.

Accordmgly, the detective had deemed it advisable to allow Jim to go his
own sweet way, unsuspicious of the danger which hung over him, until the
actual moment of embarkation arrived. In this manner Lee would e
absolutely sure of his man. The success with which the plan had been
accompanied was proof as Lo its wisdom,

Jim the Penman was canght!

But the forger himself had suddenly become cool for a very definito
reacon.  For he l::new that he would require all his coolness during the next
few minutes. Lis plan for escaping from England had failed, but he was
by no means resigned {o {he fate which seemed inevitable.

All the batred and fury of a madman was in bis brain. Ile felt an almost
uncontrollable desire to fling himself at Nelson Lee’s throat, and to choke

the life out of him. It was this man he had to thank for all his failures—
this man who had been constantly in his path of roguery.

But Jim held himself in check, realisin 11
| , simg the futility of such a move. 1le
stored his hatred up, and promised himself that he w ' Imsci
upon Lec at no great distnnlt date. ¢ would avenge himseif
‘I"t}r the present he must corffime himself to the necessity of the moment.
" .00k here, Jim,” sald the detective quiclly; I advisc vou not iIn
attempt any monkey tricks. It won't do you a ha’porth of good, and will

on'l.ylv.l;mso commolion. You are fuirlr collared, and there is no escape.”
now when I'm down,”” Jim replied rucfully,

"l:-u(.: motioned {o the constable.
Stand by the prisoner, Judson,” he ordered. ‘‘ Yes, vou'd better hold

him—I don’t trust him am inch. I am gorry {o inconvenicuce you, Mr.

Sulcliﬂ'o I)ut . . .
’ oun a . . . .
necessary.” y re suc.h n slnppc:y customer that these precautions aro
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Constable Judson laid a hand which resemblod a shoulder of mutlon upon
Jim the Penman's arm, and a scet of fingers ¢tosed thenaelves over the
forger’s sleeve which was like the gir ol a vice.

““No trick ind !’ growled ti iiceman «tolidl

No tricks, mind!"” growled the poiiceman stolidly.

Judson was possibly nol a very intelligent oflicer: hut what he lacked
in brain capacity ho certainly made up for in bulk and muscle. e stocil
well over six feet in his regulation bools, and was broad in proportion.
Altogether the constable was a huge man, and he waas possessed of Lerrilic
muscular power. Jim the Penman had about as much chance of slipping ont
of his lingers as o mouse has of escaping from a.cal with a healthy appetile.g
~Nelson Lee was thoughtful for a moment. He saw that the prisoner was
like a baby in Judsoun's hands, and he had not the slightest fear ol any
trouble ensuing. Morcover, he was determined to convey hig captive {o
London in his own car. The latter was only a short distance away, around
the angle of a huilding. with Nipper in charge. Lee himzell would drive,
and Jim would be scated between Nipper and the constable.

“Come on; we might as well go,”" said Lee. ‘ Hold on, though!™” he
added, as he sighted a figuve a short distant away.

The figure was that of the locnl inspector, and Nelson Lee deternmiined
to have a word with the offlicer before departing.

He therefore walked forward to meet the inspector, leaviug Jim alone in
charge of Judson. Lee was in no way lax in acting thus, for if that brawny
constable conldn’t manage Jim the Penman for hait o minute, nobody on
carth conld!

The very instant Lee's back was turned a curious gleam shot into the
forger's cyes. He was ossentially a nfan of quick decisions and prompt
action. And i1 this instant he made up his mind in s than three seconds
—and acled before the lapse of another. *

“T suppose T can smoke—ch?”" he exclaimed plea-antly. ““ No ban against
smoking, is theve?"’ ‘

Aud without waiting for the constable to reply, Jim dived his free hand
into an upper waistcoat pocket. .

““ Now then—now then!” said the constailo sharply, “ Keep your hands
out of your pockets——""

““My dear, good fellow,” sniiled Jim, ““T ain only getting a cigar!™

And he deftly opened a stlver cigar-caze which was now in his hand.
Judson's momentary alarm was allayed when he saw a aeat row of cigars
within the case. I'our were close together, and another occupied a solitary
position.

With his one hand Jim the Penman extracted the jonely cigar, put it in
his mouth, and replaced the case in his pocket. Out of the corner of his
cye he saw that Nelson Lee bad met the inspector, and the pair were slowly
walking towards him. '

There was not a second to lose. -

Jim removed the cigar from his lipzs, and remarked that he needed a
light. Then, to the constable’s amazement, “his prisoner held the cigar
within a couple of inches of his—Judson’s—lace.

“What the thundering "

The policeman’s words ended abruptly in a choking gasp.  TFor. to his
amnzement, a reddish-brown clond of powder spurted out in a cloud from the
end of the cigar. “The powdery vapour enveloped his face,

The next second Constable Judson was ulterly helpless and incapable of
action. Not that the powdor was anything in the nature of a drug. But it
wad equally as effiective for Jim the Tenman’s purpose.

The powder entered Judson's cyes, and caunsed the most exeruciating
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agony. Completely blinded for the moment, choking and sneczing, he
stagrered away, and Jim was free. .

With dightuing-like speed, the forger raced across am open space, his eyes
fixed upon a motorcycle which was lefning against a fence. It was the
property of a young man who had come to sce a friend off by the liner.
But the question of ownership was mo concern of Jim's, lle wanted io
cscape, and here was a loophole for hllll.. o

He grabbed the motor-cycle, pushed it forward, and the engine instantly
Legan to firc. Even as Jun leapt in the saddle he saw that the petrol-tap .
was turped off, but there had been sufficient spirit in the carburettor to
allow him to start. Hc pushed down the tap, and a sccond later was
speeding down the road “ all out.”

The whole incident had not occupied fifteen reconds.

The weird gasping noises caused hy the police-constable attracted Nelsan
Lee’s attention at once, and the detective twirled round just in time to sce
Jud=on collapse upon the ground, rubbing his cyes with [frantic agony,
And Jim the Penman was darting aviay like a deer.

A wild fury surged in Nelson Lee’s breast.

* Bolted!"" he roared thunderonsty. ‘* By James! That infernal fool of
a canstable hag let his prisoner escape! Oh, the imbecile, the dunderhead '™

The detective uttered these polite remarks as he tore along on Jim's
track. But long hefore Lee could reach his quarry the latter had started
the maotor-cycle and was off down the road, which led away from the docks
to Tilbury iteelf.

Quite a number of people had witnessed the amazing incident, and there
were startled exclamations from all quarters. But the detective paid no
heed to the excitement which prevailed. His cyes were blazing and his
cheeks a little pale, °

Like a whirlwind he burst upon Nipper, his youthful assistant, who was
lounging luxuriously in a big touring car just round a corner.

“ Out of that scat, Nipper!” roared Nelson Lee. * look lively, young
’un !Jl

Nipper gasped.

" Why, what the merry dickens——"

“Jim the Penman’s escaped!” Lee rapped out. “ We've got to fly after
him, and prove once niore that if he can slip through the fingers of tho
police, he can’t slip through mine!”"

CHAPTER II.
Hobson’s Choice for Jim the Penman,

ELSON LFE clenched his teeth hard as he crouched behind the steor-

ing wheel, and sent the hig motor-car flying along the road at a

lerrific pace. Only a few minutes had elapsed since the ruco had

begun, and a moment heforo Iee had scen a cloud of dust disappearing

round a distant bend. dle kuew that that cclour of dust had been created
by Jim the Penman’s stolen motor-oycle. '

_Nipper sat beside his master. Dceidedly startled, the lad hiad remained
tilent so far, but now he leaned over towards the delective. The wind was
roaring i his face, and he yelled:

.“‘ What's happened, guv’nor?”

I don’t know ecxactly, Nipper,” was Lee's Tusly reply. ‘“ But il is
apparently neeessary for two men to take charge of Sulcliffie—-he is evidently



THE FORGED WAR ORDERS 7

more than a match for one! Judson was big enough, thoungh, I should
imarine!”’

“ But what happened to Judson, sir?”" asked Nipper. “Why did the
blithering ass allow Suicliffe to slip away: And where were yon all the
time?"

“I was quite close by—but how in Heaven's name wus T to know thal
Judson would be fool enough to give his prisoner cven thé slightest oppor-
tunity of making a dash*” growled Lee testily. * By what T saw, Jim must
have taken something from his pecket and squirted powder or liquid iuto the
constable’s eyes—enyenne pepper, probably. But Jud-on was an imbecile
to allow Sutceliffe fo pexform such an act!i™

“ Just onr rotten luck!” snorted Nipper. ““'That giddx chap is just like
a slithery ecel, guv'nor—I'm blessed if we can hold him for two ticks!™

The detective did not reply. Once again he had cavght sight of the quarry
ahead. The pace of the cpr was almost dangerous, but Jim the Pemman was
travelling every bit as fast—probably faster, for the tiny figure m the
distance seemed farther away than it had done a minute ago.

lee opened the throttle wider. Jle had no intention of being beaten
after all the strenuous efforts he had made to run Suteliffe to carth. The
whole thing was galling. Ilc¢ had actually had his man prisoner, and the
latter had escaped through the sheer stupidily of a constable. Perhaps Lee
was a triflo hard on Judson, for not one policeinan out of a thousand would
have been prepared for a trick cigar of thuat character. Dut Judson was
c(l‘lrtuinl;,- to blame for allowing his captive to place a haud in his pocket at
all.

Nipper clung to his scat. aand set his tecth. The hedges seemed to be
shooting pasl on either hand in dull, blurred masses.  But Nipper was not
at all averso to the chase. As a matter of fact, the voung rascal keeu_l_\'
enjoyed high spoed, and never even thought of the danger. It was exhil-
arating i tho extreme.

Dark clouds were rolling by, and these, added to the dusk of the dying
day, caused darkness to lall prematurely. The road ahead was dim an:
deseried, and by no means broad—for it was not a main road.

Onco or twico the pursuers were held up hy other traftie, and had it nol
hoen for Nelson Lee’s magnificent driving, disaster wounld surely have over-
taken them.

Jim tho Penman undoubledly had the advantage, for he was able {a
shoot past everything, so long as there was a vard of room io spare. Ie
was a magnificent cyclist and possessed no such thing as nerves.

Morcover, at the present moment he wus desperate.  Ie was taking risks
which he would nover have ventured under less slrenuons circumstpuees.
*The forger was making tor Breutwood. e hoped Lo arrive there woll
ahond of Lee—for he knew that the detective was on his track. Once he
ol on the main London road he would shoot throngh Roemlord and 1lford,
and desert his motor-cycle somewhere in that district. It only he counld do
that he knew that he would bhe sale, tor he could slip into a metropolitan
railway stalion, and allow himsell lo be awallowed up amidst Tondon's
millions.

IBut—could he arrive at Tlford unchecked:

Jim was hopeful, but not absolutely confideat. Ho wounld, al least, do his
beat.  He was thankful that his stolen mouat was an exeellent machine. It
sped along smoolthly and swiftly. The miles slipped by with clockwork-lik:
regularity.  Onee or twice, as the dusk grew thicker, Jim glanced behind
him. But, although he occasionally canght sight of the pursuing wmotor-
car, he had completely lost it when he was nearving Dreatwoed,

Through the latter town he slowed down somewlal, for he had no wisiv {o
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atiract too much attention. IHe did vol kuow how mnch peirol ho had in
the tank, but he decided that it would be unwise to stop. lle would go
straight on, and chance whether he had a suflicient supply.

Once out of Brentwood Jim opened the throttle to 1ts widest extent, and
rimply tore aleng like a raging demon. It was now nearly dark, but ho
did not stop to light ujp. lovery recond was precious. '

And then somelTni'ng lappened which upset all Jim's calenlations.

It was somecthing which was extremely likely to happen under the cir-
ciumstances. It was a wonder, in fact, that i1t did not occur sooncr.

The fugitive motor—cyclist was now going ‘‘ all out "’ with a vengeance.
lHe had no light on his machine, and the road was exiremely dark. .

Quite suddenly, and without the least warming, a big landaulette shot
out from an obscure side-turning and headed towards Romford—towards
London.

At that very sccond Jim was speeding along with his eyes glued nhead
fixedly, the engine beneath him  firing in oue continuous roar. The
Inndaunlette appeared about fifty yards ahead, and swung out right across
the road.

A smash was inevitable.

Jim jammed the throttle over instinctively, and literally stood upon the
brake with his heel. But he had been travelling at such a speed that lo
pull up was impossible. Had he lost his presence of mind he wounld have
been killed an the spot.  Bul he wrenched tho handle-bars over in a desperate
attempt to steer round the ear.

The attempt failed, and Jim ran on to the grass hordering t{he road, and
came a fearful cropper just ahead of tlic car. The front wheel of his cvele
«truck a hillock, and he was flung out of the paddle like a -tone from o
catapult,

He fell with a thud, his head striking a boulder with a stunning crack.
The motor-Licvele turned a kind of catherine-wheel behind him, and crashed
down, very much a wreck, within a yard of its fallen rider,

The big landaulette at once came to a standstill, and the chauffeur jumped
down aud rushed to the side of the road. He was followed at once by a
hig, heavy man, and the pair could seo that the injured man was in rather
a bad way., llis head was hattered a good deal, and ho was quite ua-
conscious,

** Infernal nuisence ! growled the big man. * The fellow has only him-
sell to thank for whid has oceurred. 1 will say, though, that you swung
cut of that Llune a great deal too sharply, Jervis.”

_The chauftenr made no reply, but in a few moments Jim the Penman was
lifted into the tonnean of the landaulette, and the cav proceeded on -ty
wiy. The wrecked bicyelo was left exactly ag it had fallen.

As the ecar stavted forward an old countryman slowly crossed a siile
near by he had arrived just in time to see the injured man being lifted
thoard.  He siood looking down at the wreck of Jim's machine, and as ho
was doing ~o0, he heard the roar of anather automobile approaching at high
*peed, This vehicle was fitted with big head-lamps; but they were, of
vourse, areatly diminshed in light-giving power owing to the lighting
begubtions. °

It was Nelson Lee's car, and the delective at once saw the old country-
man and romething which looked like an overturned motor-cyele by the
fide of the roud.  The detective applied the brakes promptly. .
t'h]e‘le(i-ff:lnd'l-‘m 'l.f-ll the truth, been in a mood which was the reverse of
knew. b \:'.r. -tl {:md] many In:lm now he had lost sight of his quarry—but
. l.lc(‘\\il? ‘lm.l. Jim the lcm.na:n had turned Londonwards from lirent-

: as close enough on Jim's trail, but was very much afraid that

!



THE FORGED WAR ORDERS 0

he would lese the forger unco the latter succeeded in getting the other side
of Romford.

But Nelson Lee soon recovived news which caused him the keenest satis-
faction. The old fellow by the roadside inforined him that a motor-cyclist
had had a smash-up, and that he had been placed inside a motor-car which
had Deen the main cause of the accident.

The red rear light of the landauwlette was even then visible in the dim
distance along the straight road.

Lee was highly delighted. He kuew for a fact that it was Jim the Pen.
man who had met with tho accident. for he had noted the registration
number of the cycle as it started off from 'lilbury.

Jim the Penman had mel with an accident in his headlong flicht, and
was only just ahead in a comparatively slow-moving touring car. The
desperate chase was now ended. Lece had ounly to follow the landaulette,
and he would capture his man,

In n few memonts ho and Nipper were off again, travelling speedily in
order to overtake the foremost car.

‘““ We shall probably find Jim tho Penman in a Gt state for hospital,
Nipper,” remarked Nelson Leo comfortably. ‘° Well, the only surprising
thing 13 he didn’t have the smash up sooner!™

By the time Ilford was reached the pursuers were clese hehind the big
lancﬂml-ctte. moving along comfortably. Lee had no intention of making
known {o the unknown gentleman the fuct that the injured man was a
fugitive from justice. In all probability Jim was being taken to a hospital,
and it would have been an act of inhumanity to cause a delay for no purpose,
Being in close attendance on this strango awtomobile, which contained the
forger, Lee had no fear now of losing his man.

Right through the East End tho landaulette proceeded at a good spoeod,
:'lx;ul Lc-(; half anticipated that its destinaticn would bLe the East London

ospital,

But it kept straight on, passed through the city, until it reached the
West End. By (his time Nelson Lee was decidedly interested. Where was
Jim being taken to? Surely his unknown benefaclor was not conveving
him {o a privale house?

But this, indeed, was actually the case. Tor the landaulette pulled up
before a hnge mansion in Belgrave Square. Lee brought hix own car to
a standstill some little distance away, and then walked forward. -

“UHallo!” he murmured to himself, with a sudden start. ** What can
Lbe the meaning of this? ‘The residence of Sir Otto Bruckmann! By James,
I don’t care for the look of things very much!™

There was good reason for Nelson™ Lee’s sudden change of expression—for
Lo had becomo very grave.

What could be the meaning of this unexpected termination of the exciling
chase? This house in Belgrave Square was the property of Sir Otto Bruck-
mann, Bart.; it was therefore quite safe to assume that Jim the Penman
}md been brought to London in Sir Otto’s own car—probably by BDruckmann
wnnself.

The havonet, Nelson Lee was well aware, was of German birth, Lul hao
been naturalised for some years.

Why had Jim the Penman been brought here?

The most natural thing for a motlorist to do, upen finding an injured man
by the roadside, was to take him straight to a hospital. It was & decidedly
singular proceeding to bring Jim (o this hargnet's house—who was, Nelson
Lee was famly convinced, a perfect stranger to the forger.
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Qomchow. the defective wda uneasy, nnd hardly knew what {o de.
‘I'here was no reason for dristic action, for he knew where his man was
whenever hie wanted to lay hands upon him. He would do nothing withont
careful thought. This affair had developed in quite an unexpected direction,
and was well worth looking into. Lee knew quite enough of Sir Otto
Bruckmann to suspect that the haronet had not brought Jim to his houso
for any motives prompted by kindness: It was far more likely that thero
was somo deeper reason behind it all,

““ Whatever the reason for this development may he,”” murmured Leo ta
himself, ** the surprising thing ia this: Sulclifie has just been taken into
the house of an utter stranger—about the last man in the whole of London
whom one would eredit with kindness of heart. I can, of course, go straight
up to the honese at once and claim my prisoner. But I don’t think I shall.
I have a mind to pursue a little careful investigrntion before acting
definitely.”’ -

A few moments bhefore Lee had seen Suicliffe’s inanimate form bLeing
carried into the great honse. The door was now closed, and the landauletto
had driven ofl—presumably {o its garage.

Nelson Lee walked to the spot where Nipper was waiting in the car, and
he briefly explzined to the lad what had occwrred. Nipper scratched his
head.

“Well, this is 2 rum go!"" he exclaimed.  “ What's the meaning of it all,
ruv'nor:’’

“That's whal T wish {o find oul, Nipper.”

“ But why has the German beast. carted Jim into his honee?’”’

“ It 19 possible, of convse, thal Nir Otto has merely done so because Jim
15 not serionsly imjured enough to be taken 1o a hospital.,”” replied l.ce.
“ But it s quite neeless our making these conjectures, my boy. You take
the car home, nud I will follow after J have attended to this matter.”

“What are you going {o do, siry’”’ '

1 dan’t exactly know it all depends,” replied T.ee thoughtifully. ¢ Bui
we have got Jim~the Penman beautifully trapped. so there is no need to
worry. In all prebalility he will be safely under lock and key LeFfore I turn
up at Gray's Inn Road.”

Lvents had turned in a singularly curions direction. Solely owing {0 {hat
miotor «mash hetween Breniwood and Romford, Nelson Lee was to enter upon
one of the mast surprising cases that had ever come before his notice,

While the famous detective was talking with Nippér, a strange scene was
taking place in the house into vwhich Jim the Penman had heen earvied.

The master forger was qguite unconscious, and he lay upon a luxurious
ccuech in Rir Otto Bruckmaun’s Jibrary. Slowly pacing up and down, the
haronet himself emioked a eigar rather jerkily, and glaneced continuously at
his visitor for the first sign of recovery.

S Olto was in a strange mood.  He was a big, hieavy man, clean-<haven,
s with hair of a coarse, hristly nafure, and tinged with grey. The top
of hie head was almost bald, and Lis eyebrows were fierce and bushy.

Bruckmann did not have many characteristics which proclaimed him to
ho a German.  Tu Taet, he looked very British when composed and smiling,
and when in the company of ofher people. But at the present moment ho
wis alone, and his jaw was set in a very curious, and a very ugly position.

It was quite plain lo see that he was labouring under intense mental
exelitement,

”" It can be done ™ he muttered tensely. ‘1 am positive it can be done!
Phere is one man in the whole world capable of the task—and he is here
i Lhis very room with me!” ,

Bruckmamn, although of German descent, spoke pure English, Mc was
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w-30 he declared at every opportunity—Dritish {o the backbone. Ho wae
wholcheartedly with the Allies in his views regarding the great war, and-
had subseribed huge sums to the various fnmous war {unds and hosupilals,

A more patriolic British subject’ did not exist—apparently,

He had, in fact, been on his way home from a patriotic meeling—at
which he had, amid enthusiasm, pledged his lovalty to Britain—when Jim
the Penman had met with his accident.

It had been Bruckmann’s intention, originally, to convey the unfortunate
motor-cyclist to the nearest hospital—as Nelson Lee had surmised. Bat in
the well-lichted interior of the landaulette Sir Otto had seen that the
stranger was only badly stunned, and that he could come round before so
very long. | y

And DBruckmann had made a surprising discovery. FHe recognised his
companion as Douglas Sulcliffe, the amazing forger! With this revelation
had cowme the realisation that he had Jim the Penman completely in his
power. If he took the criminal home he could compel Jim to do exactly
ns e pleased, under t{hreat of instant arrest if he refused. A train of
thought had been started in this way, and Bruckmann had been struck
by an extraorditary idea.

The result was that Sutceliffe was now in Bruckmann’s house. But thero
was one fact the baronet was in ignorance of: he did not know, and did
not suspect that Nelson T.ee had been on Jim's track, and that the detective
bad, in consequence, run his quarry to earth in this great mansion.

Sir Otto turned abvuptly as there was a movement on the couch.

Ile strode over the room, and stood over Jim {he Penman. DBruckmann
was well acquainted with Sutcliffe’s astonishing record, and knew the man’s
capabilitics. Ile knew, morcover, that the police would be very glad to
learn the wherenbouts of the slippery eriminal.

‘“ Ah, you're coming round, are you?”’ murmured Sir Otto. :

Jim's head was badly bruised, but he was ot seriously injured. A littlo
hrandy forced between his lips soon caused his eyes to open. Ten minutes
later Sutclilfe was in full possession of his senses, and was sitting up on
the couch, quile cool, but rather “ groggy.”

A handkerchief was ticd round Tns bruised head, and he was listening
t> his companion’s explanation of the accident. So far Bruckmann had not
Ttevealed the fact that he knew the identity of his visitor.

“I remember coming a terrific cropper,”” Jim the Penman said, “ but
then everything went blank.  You must permit me to tender you my
beartiest thanks for your kindness. I am extremely grateful.”

“Oh, I conld do nothing less under the circumstances,’
Druckmann,

““There 1s one point I should like you to clear u}), if it 1s within your
power,”” proceeded the injured man. ““ Some friends of mine were in a motor-
car not far behind. Did you sce any sign of them?:”

The other shook lLis head.

f* There was no motor-car,”” ho declared.

Jim the Penman nodded to himself with satisfaction. Ile fondly imagined
that he had shaken Nelson Lee and Nipper off the track, and ho was almost
glad that the smash had occurred. Ile had reccived a bruised head, it is
true, but he was not quite safe from discovery. |

“ Bul, of course, you must be wondering who I am:" Jim asked, with a
sinile. .

“ Not at all. I am well aware of your identity.’

“ Indeed ! .

““ Suteliffe is your name, my dear fellow,” said Sir-Otlo, with perfect

i

replied
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ealmneas.  *‘ Douglas James Sutclile—Dbelier known to the police as Jim

» Penman!™’ .
m’i‘hitforgcr balf started from his chair, and then fell back again.

** The deuce!”” he growled. ** Then I'm not so secure as I thought I was!
Jlow the thunder did you know? And you might do me the honmour of
acquainling me with your name.”

ﬂruckmmm laughed softly. . . .

* You are wearing no disguise,”’ he said, with a wave of his fut hand.
‘“ Your cxploits, my dear Jim, have been rather prominently displayed 1n
the newspapers recently. In your line of business publicity 1s unavoidable,
and your excellent likeness has bLeen reproduced in several illustrated
dailies. In the stromg light of my landaulette, thcrcforc, I had ]l_tt-lc
difficulty in recognising your well-formed features. And if you are anxious
(o learn my name, yvou will find one of my cards at your clbow.”

Jim was struck by the almost insolent coolness of his companion, and
it was with some little curiosity that he glanced at the slip of pasteboard
which Sir Otto indicated. A shadow fell across his face as he read the name.

* A confounded German, ch?”’ he remarked candidly.

Sir Otto's faco was convulsed with anger for a moment; and then he
chuckled. ‘

“*No, I am not & German,’”” he replied. “I am one of his Majesly's most
faithful subjects. This country being at war with Germany at the present
time, I cannot allogether blame you for drawing a false inference. My
name is against me.”

Jim did not answer. He was feeling rather bitler, in fact, for he guessed
that he was actually in a tight corner. He had shaken Nelsou Lee off his
track, but had fallen 1nto the hands of this Tcutonic ‘* Englishman,' who
would probably send for the police.

** Look here, I've done no harm {o you!” said Suteliffe. in a low voice.
“You won't receive any satisfaction by giving me up, will you? By tho
heavens, if yvou do 1 will have my revenge somo day—--"

" Nol so mmpulsive!"" prolested Bruckmann gently, *“It is never wisg to
give way to panic. Let me state tho position clearly.

“You, Jim tho Penman, are in my house, unknown to a soul save mysclf.
My servants have no idea régarding your uestionable character. If I c{loose
I can ring up the police and have you taken away within fifteen minutes.
There 18 no escape for you--you are quile in my power. You understand
that fully, don't vou? It rests with e whether you remain a free man, or
whether you are cast in prison. 1t rests, morcover, a great deal with your-
seli.””

“What do you mean?®”’ demanded Jim curtly,

Sir Otto Bruckmann drew his chair closer.
~ T have work for you,” he said smoothly—‘‘ work that is solely in the
interests of another country. In brief. you spoke correctly when vou called
me i German. I am a Germman, and I have all a German’s hatred for (his
country. You are surprised that T am so frank with you?" ]

“'Not atl all,”” replied Jim grimly. ‘“There is no reason why you should
vot be frank. I am convinced that we are in private, and what is my word
against yours? Suppose I repeated what yow have told me—who would
belteve me?”’

Y Lxactly—exactly ! Yourhave put the position very neatly.”

“And you are a spy—ch?” was Jim's next remark.  ““ An inferval German
6py?  And you want me to assist you in your devilish work?"’

Bruckmann smiled.
| rc:f.pm:t. man \\'l‘l‘o ::pcal::s oul plui.nly. You have spoken very plainly
wdeed,” he veplied. * Yes, it is my inteution that yau shall do certain
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work for me. You are guile in my hands. If you refuse you will be taken
to prison —it is Hobson’s choice for you. Jf you consent vou will be rewarded
handsomely. Indeed, I can promise you a sum of money which will almost
stagrer you. Germany is always willing to pay highly for valuable services
rendered !

Jim's eves gleamed. After all, why should he not accept Bruckmann’s
terms? He was quite convinced that if he refused he would he promptly
handed over to Scotland Yard—and anything was better than that. Besides.
what had he to thank England for? He was a eriminal, an outlaw. It
mottered not to him whether Britain went to the dogs or not. In truth,
cvenls had shaped themselves very much in his favour. Nelson Lee was
shaken off, and he had fallen right on his feet into what was obviously a
scfl ‘“lay.”” There was money in this business, too.

Sulcliffe rose to his fect “‘itfl a carcless laugh.

“ 1 am with you,” he said coolly. ““I have good reason to hate Britain
mysclt, and my conscience will not suffer in the least. I realise, too, that
I am between the devil and the deep sea. In other words, I am between
you and the police!”

“That is quite complimentary,” smiled Bruckmann, in ne way angered.
“So I represent the devil--ch? I think I shall prove to you that I am
scarcely deserving of that compliment. We will work together, my friend.”

““What's the game?’" asked Jim the Penman bluntly.

“We will discuss that when you are somewhat recovered.” replied Sir
Olio. ° But your wits will tell you that T am in need of a man with special
avility regarding handwriting. You're about the cleverest forger in the
world, Sutcliffe, so I could nat have chosen a better man. We shall be
stceessful, I am sure.”

The two men shook hands on their vile compact. Suleliffe was quita
comfortable in taking this course. Refusal would bave meant imprisonment ;
and ha was not particular as {o how he made money. Even treachery to
his own country was not & crime in his eyes. _ :

But even while the two scoundrels were clasping hands there was a witness
to the scene. DBrucknmiann himself knew that he and his companion were in
privale: he knew that the window was securely closed, and that no sounds
cculd escape from the rocm.

But one of the laths of the Venetian blind, three paris of (he way up tho
window, was not resting eveuly, and a tiny crack was formed. At this crack
an cye was gazing into the room unseen by those within.

That eye belouged to Nelson Lee.

‘The great detective, in fact, had been pursuing a little investigation.
Afler he had sent Nipper off ho had made his way to a spoet where he could
enter the garden of Sir Otto Bruckwmann's house without being observed.
This was a comparatively casy task, owing to the restricted lighting. The
night was dark, and Lee soon found himself guite close to the mansion at
the vear. After a little trouble he located 11llc library, but was not dis-
appointed at being unable to overhear the conversation going on within.
He had not anticipated any such stroke of luck. But he roticed the crooked
blind Iath at once, and, mounting upon the window-sill, he had applied his
¢yo to the crack, and ceuld see all that was taking place in the Library.

When he first looked Sir Otio and Jim were talking quite ealmly, and
theu, after a time, the forger rose lo his feet and extended his hand. Leo
was more than surprised : he was keenly suspicious and alive to the possibili-
ties of this nnexpected development.

And although he could not hear, he saw something which caused him lo
snap his {eeth together sharply. He had been thiuking that there was.
perhaps, nothing in this scene he was witnessing ;. Sir Otto might think that
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his companion was simply a gentleman who had met with an unfortunate
accident. And the pair were naturally having a little chat before parting
company. Leo was quite prepared to step forward and claim his prisoner.

But he saw something which gave him an inkling of the truth.

Bruckmaun was facing the window squarely, and the clectric light shene
full upon his big fuce. ILee saw the baronet’s lips moving. b_ul: he hen'rd no
sound. The very movements of the lips, however, was sufficicut for Nelson
Lee. :

The detective was experienced in the art of lip-reading; he had found his
knowledge very useful on many occasions. And now the circumstances wore
more thau favourable. He could sce Bruckmana's lips with acute distinet-
ness. And he saw Sir Otto exclaim: . .

““We will discuss that when—--somewhat rccovered. But your wits will
tell you that—I—neced—man with special ability—handwriting. You're
about the cleverest forger—world, Sutcliffe, so—not have chosen betier man,
Wo shall—successful, 1 am sure.” o

Bruckmann spoke quickly, and some words escaped Lee’s attentiou. But
ho had scen qmite suflicient {o arouse all his detlective instinets.

Quickly, and without making a souund, he Jowered himself from the window-
sill, and left tho grounds of the mansion. Then, when he emerged upon
Belgrave Square, he hailed a taxi, and drove straight home to Gray's lun
Road. '

Nelsou Lee had come {o a decision.

ITo had long had suspicions rcgarding Sir Otte Bruckmann’s loyalty to
Great Britain. Now he had positive proof that the German was u rogue.
He knew, too, why Jim the I'enman had been brought 1o the baronet’s house.
Bruckmann had recognised the forger, and had important work for Sutclifte.
And the latter, being caught in a cleft-stick, as it were, was forced to accept
Bruckmann's terms.

By arresting Jim siraight off the whole plot would fizzle out. That the
plot was a villainous one, Lee was certain of. He knew where the forger
was, and could lay hands on him whenever he wanted—for Lee was quite
confident that Sutcliffe would remain with his new confederate until the
latter’s plans wero carried out.

“I will allow things {o proceed,”” Nelson Lee told himself grimly. ¢ By
following that course, and by keeping on the alert, I shall probably entrap
Bruckmaun in the meshes of the net, and ho will be exppsed for the alien
encmy he actually is. This surprising affair has developed into a case
where I am required 1o work for the good of mny country—and it would be
foolish Lo arrest Jim straight away and lose @ man who is probably one of
Germany’s cleverest spics.”

But Nelson Lee, astute as he was, had not the slightest conception of the
ll‘l.lle ]magmt-udo of the scheme which was simmering in Sir Otto Bruckmann's
cvil brain,

P

CHAPTER 11l
Developments, and a Summons to Chelsea.

Y OU will understand, Mr. Lee, that what T am about to tell vou is of
national importance, and that the utmost seerecy must he preserved ?

_ I rely upon your honmeur to treat my revelations as absolutely
cenfidential,”” '

Eolson Leaq inclined his head. -
I h_zwc been entrusted with State seercts of tho very first importance on
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more Lhan one occasion, Mr. Graham,” he said simply. “I do not think
have praved myself to be a man unworthy of such confidences.'” :

“I am sure that I shall bo safe in speaking frankly,” exclaimed Mr.
Dennis Graham, leaning a little nearer to the detectlive. “Well, as 1
mentioned in my letter. 1 am the inventor of the Graham Lightning-Fire
Machine-gun, and my plant for the manufacture of the guns is situated at
Stalton, in Iossex.”” ‘

Mr. Graham paused. and regarded Lee thonghtfully.

The visitor had arrived only shortly before, and Nelson Lee was more than
interested, That morning the detective had received a letter from Mr.
Graham saying that the -writer would call al eleven o’clock precisely, and
that he would be glad of Lee's advice in connection with a certain difficulty
regavding an incident which had oceurred at his machine-gun manufac‘tor:y
in Lssex. Mr. Graham had turned up promptly to time, in order to go
ivto details,

He was a smallich man, bul his head was well-formed. and it could be
acen al a glance that he was clever. There were lines upon his big fore-
head. and *“crow's feet " aboul his cyes—clear evidence of worry and hard
work and long hour~. He was grey-haired. and about fifty-eight years of
ago,

“Tir:t or all, Mr. Lee.”” he continued. ““ I will explain that my gun has
met with the ungualified approval of Lthe military authorities and of the
CGovernment. The War Offlice is convinced that my invention will go fan
towards Lringing about a specdy termination to this ghastly war.

“My factory employs a vast number of men, and they are all working
al forced pressure. In a way, the works are under military supervision;
but only in a slight degree. 1, myself, am in sole charge, and am respon.
sihle for everything.

“My cun- Weil. T will not go into details concerning the eun, for
no good purpose would bLe served. But, without bLeasting. 1 can safely
say that no other make of machine-gun in the world can approach it for
cfliciency and deadly eftect. The Germans have no weapon to touch it.
IL 15 no exaggeration to declare that the gun i3 fully ten times as power-
ful and eflicient as any other of its type in existence. You will realise what
this means in warfarc. My gun can fire with lightning-like rapidity, its
range is tremendous, and the effect of its fire deadly.”

“I am more than pleased to hear of vour success, Mr. Graham,”" said
Nelson Tee. 1 only trust that our brave fellows at the Front have been
provided with an ample supply of your wenderful gun.”

“I am coming to that now.”” was Mr. Graham’s ro{oindor. ““So far, no
ouns have been sent ont—for the sufficient reason that I have only just
commenced to make them in quantitics. When the first Latch dees arrive
on the battle-fronts, I am sure that the Germans will receive a most
unpleasant shock. But to get to facts again. T have a consignmeunt of
five thousand machine-guns, packcd ready for shipment. You will admit
that that is a very large supply, for a beginning. Five thousand guns will
ro a long way.”

“The cnemy will discover that, to their cost.” .

““ At present I am awiiting orders from the War Office.”” said the visitor.
“I am expecting to reeeive instructions within a few days rvg:iu'dmg the
shipment of the guns. But I am uncasy. Mr. Lee—-very uncasy.’

“ Why?' a . )

¢ Boc'zlu.so I am firmly convinced that the enemy has spies working dewn
at Stalton,” replied Mr. Graham seriously. ‘‘ You will say, perhaps, that
thore are no spies abroad now—that the Government has knocked espionage
on the bead? I do mot believe it! I believe that there are mayy, many
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‘terman spics at work in this country. Look at Sir Otto Bruckmann—is he
actunlly the pillar of patriotism he professes to be? 1 do not think oo.
fndeed. 1 am quite sure that Bruckmann is a German through and

through.” °

A curioua cxprossion came into Lee’s cyes. It was strange that M.
Graham should give veice to his suspicions at such a time. Lee had very
siroug suspicions that Bruckmann was an enemy spy of the most dangerous
character. And it was curious that this visitor should mention Bruckmaun
when Lee had already to keep the baronmet comnstantly under cbservation.

* Perbaps it is beside the poinl for us {o riake conjectures,” suggested
Nelson Lee quietly. ‘I shall, therefore, be obliged, Mr. Graham. if you will
¢!l me what reasou you have for thinking that German spies are at work.”

T am afraid T can give you no concrele evidence,’’ replied the inventor.
* But a couple of daye agn, one of the sentries guafding the sheds which
rontain the packed guns wae killed under mysterious circumstances. I
eay a couple of days ago, but the incident actually occurred during the
nizht, For when, at four o'clock in the morning his relief arrived, he was
found lying on the ground stabbod to the heart. The affair remains a
deep mystery. Mr. Lee, but I am personally convinced that German sceret
agents are at the bottom of tho busimess.”

** That is undoubtedly the most obvious cxplanation.’

“Who clse would murder the sentry but a spy? Don’t forget, Mr. Lee,
that the Germans would give almoet anything for the secret of mmy gun.
In some way they have learned of its vast superiority over their own, and
with their wcual cunning they are attempting to gain possession of the
secrel,”’

“Was anylhing discovered o show that strangers had bLeen prowling
ahout?”’

" No, nothing,"” replied Mr. Graham. ‘“I{ iy my idea that the sentry was
killed by the spies in order that they may make an examination of the
vheds withoul interruption. When they act again they will probably llow
{he whele place—shed, factory, and all—sky-high in a million fragments.”’

“T am afraid you are taking rather a pessimistic view, Mr. Graham,"
prolested Lee.

**There is more sound sense in such a viow, at all events, than in allowin
the matter to slide unheceded,”’ replied the other grimly. ‘‘The thing s
(o act, Mr. Lee. Good heavens! A fine thing it would be to lose everything
for want of litile precaution. I have come to you because I wani you to
pay a visit to Stalton in secret—and, if possible, in disguise.”’

[ee stroked his chin.

“Ieee. You want me to go down to Essex, and keep my eyes open for
any possible mischiof?”’ he inquired. '* You waut me to find out if there
13 any truth in your suspicions that German spics are at work?”’

" LExaclly, Mr. Iee.  Will you undertake the tosk?”

Nelson Lee was silent.,

" Of course, you realise that the task will e a’dangerous one?"’ went on
Mr. Graham. *“You will carry your life in your hauds, and may even
possibly meet with disaster. But I came to you, Mr. Lee, because 1 knew
you (o be a man of honour, and a man of sterling, nroven courage,”’

The detectlive laughed, and interjected: *
“ Plense let us make the conversation a little less personal. If you go

on at that rate, Mr. Graham, you will make me vain. I don't think I am
A Inan -with more courage than most Britishers; but I will say that I have
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had more experience of thig class of work than the majority of my fellow-
counirymen. You want me to serve my King and country, Mr. Graham,
and [ will do as you request. If the risks are many they are, at least, no
greater than those our brave soldiers are cheerfully facing across the sea.’:
The vistfor looked pleased.
Y When do you propose to journey down Lo Stalton?'’ he asked.

““T cannot answer you definitely,”” Lee replied. “ You will oblige. me
by leaving those matters in my hands. But you may rest assured that
Loth 1T and my young acsistant will be down on the Ilasex marshes to-night,
and that we shall he well on our guard.” ]

After a little further conversation, Mr. Dennis Graham took his departure,
Aud when he had gone Lee talked over the situation with Nipper. The
detective felt that the aftairs of Mr. Graham were not far removed from
1he s:‘.nlz in which Jim the Penman was mixing himeelf. There was 2
}m.-ﬁi vilily that there was no councction whatever: but the odds were all in
avour of the other suppesition.

“We will leave London late this afternoon, Nipper,” the detective said.
‘““ And we will both travel independently of one another. I have no false view
regarding the German spy peril. I believe the brutles are very active indeed,
and neither of us have any desive to bid this world a premature farewell.':

“1In other wordx, guv'nor. we don't want our candles snuffed out all
of a sudden, so to speak.”” remarked Nipper cheerfully. “ But what about
Jim the Penman? I (hought we were going to keep our eye on that
merchant:™

“You may be oure, my lad, that T will take ateps to have Jim kept
wnder constant observation,’”’ replied Lee. “° He is staying in Bruckmann's
house us a guest—that fact 1 lecarned carly this morning, by careful
inquiries. We need nol worry ourselves about Jim for the moment. Bul
I have more than an inkling that he will worry us before =0 very long.”

During the morning the famous detective made his preparations. Bult
al lunch-time he was rather astonished to receive a second letter from
Mr. Graham. This was quite short and clear.

“Dear Mr. Lee,”” the letter ran— An unexpecied difficulty has arisen,
and [ wish to acquaint you with the new facts at once. As it is impossible
for me Lo visit you in your rooms, will you kindly come at once to 63, Nation
Road, C'helsea. You will find e there awaiting your arrival wilh cagerness
and anxiety.  Yon will understand that I cannot possibly be explicit in
writing. In haste, DENNis GraHAM. "

The detective pursed his lips as he read the meseage.

“H'm! I wonder what this can mean?”" he murmured. * What is (hia
new difliculty?”’

‘“What's the trouble. guv'nor?”’ asked Nipper.

Lee handed the lad the note.

““ Looks pretty serious,”” remarked Nipper. *° Perhaps there's heen anoth:r
death down at Stalton. Of cource. you'll go, sir?"

““Naturally." : . . .

How were Nelson Lee and Nipper to gness thal Lhiz epistle was nothing
mote nor less than an impudent forgery? That it was. in. fact, one of
Jim the Penman’s amazing cfforts?

The truth was startling enough. Jim was very wide awake, and he ]'md
hoen informed by Bruckmann that Graham had vicited Nelson Lee.  Sut-
clite had (herefore penned the forgery in order to entrap the deteclive,
Whelher the ruse would suceeed remains to be seeu. Bit it was quite abvious
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that Bruckmann's plot and the affairs of Mr. Dennis Graham were cone .
nected—as Nelson Lec had surmiesed., .

Bruckmann was uot exactly alarmed at the prospect of Nelson Lee entering
the case. He had means whereby the detective could be instantly silenced
il he became too active. It was Jim's suggestion that the trap should be
laid for Nelson Lee, for Sutcliffe still feared the great detective, and was
determined to wipe off old scorew once nnd for all. Moreover, when Lee was
owt. of the way there would be nothing to mar the success of this new
venture.

And how was the detective o suspect treachery in that innocent note?
Tho handwriting was identical with the one he had received in the morning.
The possibility of the letter being a forgery scemed too wild for serious
consideration. Lec was not to know that Bruckmann had supplied his new
tool with o specimen of Grabham’s handwriting and signature.

The ruse was cleverly engineered, and Nelson Lee went to Chelsea,

CHAPTER 1V,
What Happened at 63, Nation Road,

AT-TAT!
R Nelson Lee rapped upon the door of a rather dingy house in a quiet
street. Jt was Nation Road, Chelsea, and the detective was not
exactly impresed by its aspeet. Why on earth Mr. Graham should have come
here was something of a puzzle.

Number sixty-three appeared to be almost deserted. for the little slip of
tront-garden was unkempt and rough. The windows of the house were
(!irtly, and. for the most part, curtainless.

The front door was openced, in answer to Nelson Lee's knock, hy a bent
old man with a longr white beard. and big spectacles resting on the top of .
his nose.  [le regarded the detective rather suspiciously. :

" Who be you, sir?"" he asked cautionsly.

“My name is Teoe—-"

Al And you're the gent that Mr. Graham is expeeting,” said the old
lellow, opening the door wider. ** Step in, sir, will you kindly? I'll lead
you straight to Mr. Graham.™

Jee had been using his eyes carefully, and he followed the old man along
the passage. after the door had been closed, with a firm footstep. As they
came oppusile to the door of the front room, which was standing njar,
Nelson Lee suddenly gave the bent old man a violent push and sent him
flying into the room. The detective followed him like lightning, and
stammed the door. ~

A revolver gleamed in his hand.

" Hands up!” he rapped out crisply. ‘“ Hands up, Jim the Penman !

Al the same second he tepped forward, grabbed the old fellow's beard,
and pulled it off. Douglas Sutcliffie was revealed! The forger's face was
convulsed with livid furv., His carcfally planned ruse had failed, At that
second he was irresistibly reminded of that former accasion. on Tilhury
Docks, when Nelson Lee had torn his beard off, The detective had now
vepenated the verformance.

You—you infnrpn_l hound!”’ grated Jim furiously.

: M) dear man, i it will relieve yomr feelings, you may indulge ina few
pleasant remarks of that nature '’ said Nclson Lee easily. * But I warn

you, Jim, nct {o adtempt any tricke. S : :
3 - atempt any tricke. Stand just ; e, i ats !
bands above your head!” > Just as you are, and raisc yonr
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“T'll sec you hanged——"’

“By James!"' roared Lee. “ Up with them !’

Click ! went the revolver, and the forger's hunds shot ceilingwards without
another second’s delay. ‘l'hat ominous click from the revolver was not at.
all a welcome sound in Jim’s ears. -

“ That's hetter !”” went on Lee smoothly. “ So you thought that you cou'd
trap me—ch? You and your new frieud, Bruckmann, will find that I am
nol quite such a * dud ’ as you scem to imngine. Now then, keep your hands
up! No more cigar tricks, my friend! 'i'ou escaped from that fool of
constable at Tilbury, but I'm a little more alert!”

“ You—yon—"" panted Jim.

“ Lost for words—ch?’’ smiled Lee coolly. ‘ Upon mv soul, Jim, this 13
really amusing! You brought me here to trap me, and the reverse has
actually happened. Why, you dunderhead, I was not dececived by that
forgery for & moment. I freely admit that it was a masterpiece of
penmanship, but I suspected that something was wrong at once. I knew
1hat Mr. Graham wans slaying at a certain hotel before taking his train
home, and I at once rang him up. Of course, you thought that I should
Llunder iuto the trap like a fool! Well, I didn't, and now you've got to do
cexactly as [ tell you.™

“I won't do a thing!"’ snarled Jim helplessly.

“You won't? I think the persuasive powers of this revolver will make
you alter your decision,” Lee said, with a grim note creeping into his
voice. ““Ah! Stop that!”

He moved a step forward as Jim suddenly lowered one of his hands ani
made a desperate dive for his coat pocket.

But the detective was toe quick, and Jim was forced to raise his hands
again. As he did so he suddenly assumed that insolent coolness which was
charneleristic of Inm when in a tight coruer. Ilis face broke out into a
sneering smile.

“ Well, T suppose I shall have to submit,"” he said, with apparent ealmness.
‘““But you will change vour tone before long, Lee. Do vou think I was
fool enough to come to this house alone? Why, there’s somebody entering
by the decor Lehind you even at this second.™

Nelson Lee smiled amusedly, and dido’t move an inch. -

““ Really, Jim, {lhose c¢lementary iricks cannot be worked off upon me!"
he exclaimed. “ You shall have no opportunity of making a spring at me,
I can assure yocu of that. And as for you entering this house alone, I am
quite sure that you certainly did so, and that vou and I arc the sole
occupants. There is one very obvious point which vou overleoked. If you
had had a confederate, you would certainly not have opened the front door

yourself.”’

The glint in Jim’s eyes told Lee {hat the shot was a true one.

“ What a amart brute you are, Lee:”

‘“Not at all. T have done nothing that can be termed smart,” went on
Loe imperturbably. X should have been a sorry duffer if I had con-
veniently slipped into your clutches. U suprose it was your polite intention
to knife me unawares? Well, I don't intend to waste time with you, so [
will get to business. I have a suspicion that vou are working with Sir Otto
DBruckinann on an enterprise which is connected with Mr. Dennis Graham.
The fact that you knew of Mr. Graham's visit to me proves that there s
something in what I say. DBut I mean to have a confession from your own
lips.'’

The forger hurst into a laugh.

““ How are you going to manage thal?”’ he asked.
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T think you value your lite more than your liberty, Sutclifie,” replied

Lee quietly. “-- 1f %,Out r-or"%|10 speak, I «<hall certainly not hesitato a
nt in pulling the trigger!”

m?ll‘llll:'l:(': wus].sonwﬁning m Ege’s voice which was full of menace, and Sutclifio

knew quite well that the words were no hollow ones. 1lle stood there, with

liis hands still above his head, and curled his lip.

““ You won't get any information out of me, Lee,”” e growled. ““ I’ tell
vou tho nbsolute truth, sinee I realise it is the best course. I have agreed
lo work for Bruckmann, Lut I doun't know what his game is. It may bo
connecled with Graham, but I'm in the dark. That German pig hau
forced me into lis service, and I daren’t attempt {o cscape, for his devilish
spies are everywhere. I've got to do as he orders me. And it may interest
vou {o know that I'm perfectly contented to do so.™ .

" Lee was silent for a moment. He instinetly knew that Jim wag speaking
the truth; and, after all, there was really no object in prolonging thig
mierview.

" At the present moment you have pot o do as I order yon,” said tho
defective, with convietion, ** 1 came to this house quite prepared to mncet
you. and if vou are wiee you will agree to accompany me without—""’

“-l'il'-.ll '

Nelson Lee had walked near to the window for a moment, and then back
again,  But witbout the least warpiug one of the panes of glass in tho
window was shattered to fragments.

L.ee vave o choking gasp, clapped a hand {o his bhreast, and fell to the floor
heavily, his revolver flying acroes the room and falhng at Jim the Penman’s
Toot.

The Latter was so astonished that he was at a loss for breath for a second.
He ghmeed out of the window xharply, but Nation Road was quite descerted,

v thunder " mutdered Jim amazedly.

He gazed down at Nelsen Lee's prostrate form. Ti{ became clear {o him
now that the deteetive had received the bullet which had crashed throngh
tihe pone of glass, Bul where had the bullet come from? Who had fired
ihe shot?

Jim bent down quickly, and tore Tee’s hand away from his left breast.
Then he swiftly anbn{toned the waistcoat,

A hissing intake of breath sounded through Jim’s teeth.

‘There was a dull erimsen stain upon the detective's white shirt immediately
over los heart. And even as Jim watched, the stain enlarged, and it
ghistened through the thin material wetly.

* Gaod Nieavens!” the forger gasped. ‘“ Dead! Shot through {he heart!”

l:'m' a second Jim's hand went out to feel the detective's heart, but that
rlil, 50 ominous and so significant, deterred himm. There was no necessity
ter him to segk turther proof. Without a doubt Nelson Lee was lifeless!

Jim transferred his attention to the detective’s face.

s eyelids were up. and Lee was staring in a fixed glassy stave at tho
'1."”1'"3" In spite of bis hardy nature, Sutclifie shuddered and rose to his

vith,

A wild feeling of exultation was surging through him. Who bhad killed
Lee he did not know, but he formed a shrewd guess. Bruckmann knew of
this enterprise, and had probably sent one of his spies to hang about in caso
1 necessity. 1t was quite possible that this spy was in a house on the
u\}ht'l‘ s1de u!: th‘c road.  With powerful glasses he would have heen able to ~co
Nelson Lee’s form when he moved mnear the window, and had probably
l}qiu-e-t_l that. Lee held a revolver. 'The rest was simple, Jim's unknown
hiend had fived his weapon, possibly an air-pistol.

But, although Sutelifie was wild with evil joy, e was upsot nevertbeless,
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and his keen wits fold him that the svoner he left the house the better. That
orash had probubly been heard, and would atlract attention.

‘I'here was nol n moment o waste, and Jim did not wastle one. Ile stepped
across Lee’s prostrate form swifl.l;.', left the room, and in a few moments wig
striding down Lhe street with swift, sleady foolsteps. The clear air scemed
to revive him, and his eyes glittered at his thoughts. -

Nelson Lee, his mortal eneimny, was dead! Whatever the detective knew
regarding himself and Bruckmann was now utterly useless. The German's
foul work would be able to go on without let or hindrance, for Lee had heen
the only man to suspect.

Mecauwhile, in the Louse in Nation Road, Nelson Lee calmly sat up on the
floor and gave venl to a chuckle of keen satisfaction.” This was a very
extraordinary thing for a dead man to do. but Lee did it all the same.

Then he procceded to button up his waistcoat again and scramble to his
feet. He made his way swiftly to the rear of the house, and found himse!l

-in a small, enclosed garden with a high fence at the bottom. He nimbly
climbed over this, and made his way along a narrow lane, which finally led
him into a main thoroughfure. Five minutes later. he met Nipper outside a
teashop, and the pair walked away together.

“ Well, guv'nor, how did it go?’’ asked Nipper casily.

‘“ Exceliently, youngster—excellently!”’ replicd Lee calmly. *° You acted
at the exact second, and Jim was totaﬁy deceived. Clever as the man is, he
is now firmly convinced that I am lying in that house, shol through the
heart.”’

** Good biz.!’ chuckled Nipper. ‘“ Oh, my hat, what a chap you are for
wheezes, sir! This is abonut the pretticst you've worked for some time!*

Lee nodded, and stroked his ample moustache, for before leaving the house
he had ewiftly donned a disguise.

And what was the explanation of this extraordinary affair?

It was simplicily 1tsell.  Lee was anxious to pursue his investigalions un-.
troubled by the attentions of Sulelific or Sir Otto Bruckmann. e had
thercfore adopted this smart little ruse. Ile had made all arrangements
with Nipper beforchand, and lhe lad had been calmly sitling in the front
room of a house in Nation Road, exaclly opposite No. 63. At their agreed-
upon signal--his master moving near to the window—Nipper had used a
harmless little air-pistol with excellent effect. The pellet had been just
suflicient to smash the window-pane, but would have done Lee no harm had it
struck him beyond inflicting a slight stine,

Lee, within the room, had instantly ccllapsed, and had bursi a tiny bladder
of crimson fluid concealed heneath his shirt. Lhe ruse was so simple that
giiccess was assured.

Jim the Penman had naturally been deceived, although he might havo
guassed things had he remained perfectly cool and calm.

But the detective’s ealculations were not at fanlt. He had reckoned on
the shock unnerving Jim, and his own acting had been so superb that Jim
had guessed nothing. The urgent necessity for the forger {o make his escapo
al once preveated him examining the matter too closely,

Twenty minutes later. Lee had arranged with a news ageucy o circulate
# report in the evening papers that an unknown man had been found shot
through the heart in an empty house in Nation Road. Chelsea. The report

;w.t-nt on {o state that the identity of the deceased would prebably be learned
alor.

The whole thing was now complete.
Jim_would certainly ace the paragraph in the evening paper, and his

““?IPM““S would be verified. Nelson Lee had been killed beyond doubt !
he coast was now clear for the areat detective to go ahead with his
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work without fear of interference. All the advantspe lay wilth Lee. and so
far be had scored all along the line.

He fully intended to nab Jim the Penman when it suited him—and Sir
Otto Bruckmaun would accompany Sulcliffe when that moment arrived,

*

CHAPTER V.
The War Minister's Secret Instructions,

HAT evening Nelson Lee and Nipper departed for Lthe little coast village
of Stalton, in Essex. They wero both disgunised, and the journey was
to be in the nature of a preliminary look around.

Ice knew for certain that Bruckmann and Sutcliffe were working hand-in-
plove Llogether in a plot which was dircctly connected with Mr. Dennis
Graham’s machine-gun, but what that plot was the detective had no inkline,

lIe had a shrewd idea that he would learp more by journeying to Stalton
than by remaining in Londoun. If, however, he was unable to get on tho
track down in the country, he would return to the metropolis and institute
a new line of investigation,

As matters now stood, even Jim the Penman himself did not know what
was required of him, Lee was satisfied that the forger had heen speaking
the literal truth when he made that statement., -

And truth it was. '

Sutelifio was quite in the dark, and he didn’t like it. That evening, how-
ever, while Nelson Lee and Nipper were journeying to the Essex coast, Sir
Otto Bruckmann and Jim were alone in the former’s stwdy in Belgrave
Square.

Jim had told his companion of the incident of the afternoon, and Bruci-
maun had been surprised to hear of the unexpected shooting of Lee. Sure
cnough, they saw the paragraph in the cvening paper, announcing the
discovery of a man’s body in an cmpty house at Chelsea.

“ Lee is dead at last!” exclaimed Jim comfortably. *“ Somchow I feel a
little sorry at times, for he was as smart as they make ‘em. Bul he's best
oitt of the way., We can procced with our scheme without fear. I under-
sland, Sir Otto, that you are going to bring matters to a head at onee?”’

Bruckmann nodded, and lit a cigar.

‘““ Yes, my friend, the time for action has arrived,”” he said softly. ‘* Sit
1here and listen, and I will explain matters. If we do not act to-morrow,
we cannot act at all. My information is positive, and T know that I can
rely on it. My agents are always surc of their facts before reporting to
me!”’ .

“You’'re a sort of chief, T suppose?”’ asked Jim,

‘“ Bxactly,” said the. German. *“But I have no infention of explaining
our sccret service system to vou! You must confine yourself to vour own
particular task. Well, I have received information which I <hall act upon
at once!

‘““ To-morrow a messenger will leave the War Office for the Graham
Machine-gun Works, at Stalton, in Lssex. Theve is a large consignment of
those wonderful guns all ready packed for shipment {o the British front.
And this War Office messenger will convey the \War Minister’s own person-
ally writlen instructions to Graham concerning the delivery of the guns.”

Sutcliffe nodded thoughtfully. .

““ Do yvou know what those instructions are?”’ he queried,
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“ No: and I do not care a jot!"" Sir Olto replied. ““I say I do not know.
Well, I know this much—the War Minister's instructions do not come into
opcration until a week has passed. That is Lo say, aILhoth Graham will
receive lis orders to-morrow, he is to do nothing until the clapse of a week!
‘That is essentinlly British, my friend! Whaaste of time—waste of time! This
Government—— Ach. but I am talking in a wrong direction! My ageats
have informed me that the messenger will be a certain Lieutenant Randall,
and that he will be instructed to deliver the orders slraight tnto Mr.
Graham's own hands.”’

“ I presume,”” said Jim, ““ that you want me to get thoss orders—-

‘““ Heavens, no!  Nothing so simple as that!"” replied Bruckmana.
¢ Please allow me {o finieh before you make any remarke! Now, Graham
is fully aware that the messenger will arrive to-morrow, and he knows that
the instructions are coming from the War Minister himeelf. Graham aad
the Minister, in fact, are well acquainted.

““ Lientenant Randall will leave the War Office al 3.30 precisely {o-moirrow
afternoon, and he will cateh the 4.12 train {rom Liverpool Streel. Ile will
journcy straight to Stalton, and arrive during the evening. Graham him-
self will be waiting to receive the licutenant, and not a soul will know the
rcason for {he oflicer’'s visit, ‘T'he whole business, in facl, will be periectly
~cerel,”

Jim the Penman allowed himsell {o chuckle.

““Lertectly seeret!” he repeated. ““ There does not scem to e much secrecy
about it, so far as I can gather!”

“ Ah, you do ot understand our metheds!"” DBruckmann replied. ““ in
many caaes, we are fully aware of secret information long before the inlended
recipicnt! But to continwe. T will now reveal the plan o you—ihe plan
which will be mainly carried ont by you. The orders which ILieutenaut
Randall will carry must be taken from him and a substitution efiected. And

it must be done in such a way that the messenger will have no idea that o
change has taken place. ‘

“It will now be your task to seal yourself at {his desk.” went on the
(cerman, with a wave of his hand, ““ and to write as I dictate. And you will
wrile the letter in an exact reproduction of the War Minister's own hand-
writing. In trath, Sutcliffe, your task is to forge n new set of instructiong
altogether !’ ’

Jim the Penman sal back and whistled softly.

“ By James, that's a tall order!” he ejaculated.

“ Compared to some of your past feats, the job will he child's play.'
replhied Sir Otto quickly. ““ You see the idea? These false orders are to bo
sul;sl!luted for the real, and Graham will accordingly deliver up his
machine-guns to my countrymen instead of his own." ' |

Sutelific frowned slightly.

“And what do you intend doing with the guns?'’ he asked.

“That 'is no concern of yours,” Bruckmann replied curtly. ““ You will
be paid to do as you are ordered, aud il is not wice Lo ask questions. "’
“Suppose T refuse o
o Aehl Why talk such nonsense?’” interjected the German in harsh tounes.
We have got on quite pleasantly so far, Sutelifie, so let us have no
foolery wow.” To talk of refusing to obey my orders is absurd. Yor one
lhul?. I l:Olll(l hand vou over to the police at any moment I like; and for
another, if you attempt to escape, you will he foilowed by my spics, and—
well, [ leave you lo imagine the rest. You are in Lhis business now, Sut-
(‘ll‘ﬂ'(". and there must be no talk of retracting.” '
‘Oh, get on with the jaw!" growled Jim.

€«
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“1 have nothing further to talk about, as yel,"” rejoined Sir Otto. *‘It
ia now for you to demonstrate your &kill with the pen. Once you have
wrilten the forged instructions, wo will go into further details.’”

Jim roce from his chair and scated himself at the desk, which occupied o
corner of the roomn. A brilliant clectric Jamp hung right overhead.

Sonme plain sheets of paper were on the blotting-pad, and Bruckmann
l)roduved scveral letters and reraps of paper bearing the War Minister's
indwriting and signature. Jim examined the originals with great care
for several minutes without speaking. Then, suddenly, he picked up a
pen and started writing deliberately and steadily.

Bruckmann glanced over his companion’s shoulder as he wrote, and the
serman uttered an excelamation of amazement and incredulity.

“Himmel !”” he gasped. ‘Is it possible? You are copying the hand-
writing with life-like accuracy at the very first attempt. You have had no
practice, and yet you can do this?”

Jim handed up the picce of paper, with a short langh.

“That’s just a preliminary specimen,’’ he remarked carelessly.  “* Will it
d0? I don’t think you can detect much difference between my effort and
the original—ch?"”’

Bruckmann compared the two with rapid, keen glances.

“Amazing ! he murmured tenscly. ‘* Astcunding! Good gracious, it is
almost uncanny! There is no differencec—no difference at all. You are a
genius, Sutclife—absolutely a genius !’2

Jim the Penman smiled.

“Quite s0,”” he agreed. ‘I am well aware of that, Sir Otto. No other
man in the wide world has such a command of the pen as I have. Perhaps
there is something abnormal about my brain—a kink in that one certain
direction. But the fact remains that I can co y any hand-writing or
signature without troubling to practise beforeband.”

e German drew a decp breath,

“You are undoubtedly the man for my work!"”" he exclaimed. ‘‘Indecd,
without vour assistance, the scheme could never have been put into practice.
But when Graham receives the War Minister’'s own written instructions, he
will have no cause for suspicion. What a coup—what a triumvh !

Sutcliffe, although he claimed to forge any handwriting without previous
practice, now procceded to write whole sentences in the War Minister's
caligraphy. There was nothing like being thorough, and it would be as
well to make absolutely sure of himself.

'Then, on some special War Dffice paper, which Bruckmann {J’roducod, Jim
wrote out the forged war orders. These were fairly brief, but clear and
concise. '

The very same night on which the instructions were received. Graham
was to deliver up his first consignment of guns without delay. All the packed
cases wore to be taken to the shore between nine and ten o'clock, and the
utmost secrecy was to be observed. The cases were to be placed in readiness,
so that they should be shipped aboard a vessel without a second’s unneces-
saty delay. This vessel. a light steam yacht, weuld lower her auchor,
with all lichis out, at ten o’clock precisely. At tcn-l‘!vc certain signals
would Le displayed, and if these corresponded with th_e signals agreed upon
m the instructions, the machine-guns were to be shipped aboard at once,
The War Minisler’s written orders went on to state that no communication
whatever was to be made with the War Office, or with any military authority,
or with the Admiralty, until the morning following the yacht’s departure,
No questions were to be asked. but the plan to be carried out with all
possible expedition, and with not a soul kuowing of it save those who were
compelled to do so, sebe
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The orders. altogether, filled up two slwols‘ o.f paper. and w].wn this waa
done Jim the Penman signed the War Minister’s name with an casy
fHourish, which was extraordinary. The man was undoubtedly a genius
at penmans<hip. It was the casiest. malier in Lhe world for him to do such
work as this. .

Bruckmann took the sheets and pored over them for fully five minutes.
Then he folded them carefully and looked at Jim wilh enthusiasm,

“Splendid """ be exclaimed. “TI am confident of success. You may be
sure that you will be rewarded with liberality for the part you have played
in this great scheme.”

The papers were enclosed in a thick foolscap envelope, and then sealed
wilh elaborate care. Even the secal was an exact copy of the War Minister's
own. Bruckmann’s spies had left no stone uunturned te make the plot an
assured succees.

“And now. with 1egard to the substitution of Lhe false orders for the
real,”” said Bruckmann, ‘I shall entrust you with the task, and if you
fail Y

““Don't talk of failure!” interjected Jim curtly. “ You need have no
concern about the matter, Sir Otto. I will do the job thoroughly and
casily. Already a plan has entered my mind.”

And for some considerable time longer the (wo men sat and talked in
low voices. The hovr was late when they retired. Jim was staying in the
house as a guest of the baronet’s, and when he gol to his room 1t was some
[ittle time before he could compose himself for sleep.

Somehow, Sutcliffe could not quite settle down teo this business with an
casy mind. He had told Bruckmann that he cared nothing for England,
and that he was quile willing to undertake the work. Yel, now that he
had actually committed the forgery, he was sirangely uneasy. After all,
Jun the Penman was a Britisher: and, scoundrel though he was, it went
agairst the grain to do the bidding of a German —a German, morcover,
who was one of the vilest creatures on earth.

Yet, who was the most vile of the two, Bruckmann or Suteliffe? Bruck-
mann was working in the cause of his own country, butl Jim the Penman waa
betraying the land of his bhirth,

After a time the forger angrily thrust lis thoughis aside. The thing was
done now, and if he attempted to undo it he would surely pay the penally
with his own life. And Jim the Penman valugd his own life far more than
he valued his duty to his country,

When hie arose the following morning, he waes in a reckless mood, and
¢alled himszelf a fool for having had scruples overnight. There was moiucy
In this job, so why should he foreake il?

e would carry his task through right Lo the end.

And at t{hrec-fifteen in the afternoon Sutcliffe was within sight of the
War Office. He was not recognisable, for he was wearing a lotally different

dizguise from any he had donned hefore.

At half-past three, almont to the minute, a young oflicer in khaki stepped
briskly ont of the War Oftice and walked a way up Whitchall. Having L(‘(‘ll
sliown Lientenant Randall's pholograph, Jim the Penman recognised the
young oflicer at once.

And the forger set abont the task of shadowing his man, and the pair
walked on- the War Minister's messengevr Leing tolally wnaware of the

fact that somebody not far behind him . was taking a keen interest in his
&éVAry movement.
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CHAPTER VL
Nelson Lee Suspects Things—And Meets with Misfortune.

TALTON was only a small village, situated right on the marchy shores
of Lssex. It was a considerable distance from any other village or
town, and was four iiles from a railway slation. The sca was very

close, and during the spring tides sometimes Howed right through the

main street of the-village. There were no clifis, and the beach was bare
and almost level.

Mr. Dennis Graham’s munition works was situated a mile from the
village, and round it were dotted scorcs of roughly-built huts. In these
the skilled workmen lived, and a somewhat more pretentious woeden
building, standing apart from the main factory, was tho t:mporary reridence
of the proprictor himself.

It was also his office, and Mr, Gralam was usually to be found there at
any time of the day or night,

The sun had set, and dusk was falling over the flat Jandscape, when a
trap drove in at the gates of the works, and pulled up before the door of

Mr. Graham’s office. Ncar by the great factory was humming and roaring
irdustriously.

It was Licutenant Randall who stepped down from the trap, and he was
~oon admitted into the invenlor’s private, inner office. Mr. Graham was
scated there, aione, but he instantly leapt to his feet upon seeing his
visitor.

*“ Al, licutenaut!”’ he exclaimed, taking the young man’s hand. “I was

glancing at the clock only five minutes ago. 1 thought it was about time
you were due {o arrive.”

‘“ A pretty lonely life down here, Mr. Graham—at least, 1t would be if it
wasn't for the bustle of the works,”” remarked Randall., * You are aware,
of course, of my miscion?"’

Mr. Graham nodded.

“T am aware that you are bringing me scaled orders from the War
Miuister,” he replied.

The other took a leather wallet from his inner pocket, and from between
the two flaps extracted a neat foolscap envelope, bearing several large seals.
Upon it was written: “ Mr. Dennis Graham, Stalten. Strictly private.
O.I.M.S8.” |

The inventor took the package, and turned it over in his hands.

** You know what this message contains?’’ he asked.

‘““ Not in the least. It is unknown to a soul, save the chicefs of the W
Oftice,”” replied the licutenant. ** My orders, however, are to remain down
bere until I receive further instructions. 1 gather that T am to assist in
the dispatch of the consignment of guns when the time arrives.”

After Randall had taken his departure—and that was a few minutes later
—Mr. Graham was in the act of breaking the seals of the all-important
package when there was a tap at the inner door, and a tall gentleman
entered.

* Ah, Mr. Doyle,”” exclaimed Graham, laying the War Offico orders down,
““ the messenger from Whilchall has just arrived—and thankful T am. too.
I shall be intensely relieved when this first bateh of guns are safely away.”

* May I be permitted to know your plans?”’ asked Mr. Dovle, closing the
door and taking a scat close to the other,

Mr. Graham considered for a mowment.
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“ I have taken you into my confidence so far, Mr, Doyle, Lthat I feel quile
secure in allowing you to read the contents of this package with me. In
ANy Case, my own work-people must l.mow of th(-g.c_ inst.ructio_us before so
very long. 1 only hope that the military authorities are goiug to movo
swiftly.”

‘ThoJy War Minister's instructions were opened. and Mr. Graham and his
companion read them through very carcfully. Mr. Graham was intimately
acquainted with the War Minister, nnd had reccived many lotters, This
communication was writlen in the Minister's own handwriting, and the
paper was officinl War Office stationery.

“The auwthoritics are losing no time!”’ exclaimed Graham, with satisfac-
tion. “* This very night the consignment of guns are {o be shipped. I
certainly cannol understand why such secrecy shoutd be observed ; but doubt-
less the War Office is also suspicious of German spics. Well, I am glad there
is going Lo be no delay.””

He leaned a little closer to his companion,

“ I8 there anything further to report?’” he asked softly. *° Have you made
any discoveries? ls your visil to Stalton justified, Mr. Leer™
' Graham's companion—who was, indeed, Nelson Lec himsclf--shook his
cad,

‘““No,"”” he replied. ““*Nipper and T have discovered absolutely nothing.
We have made careful inquivies and investigation, and no incident of a
suspicions nature has occurred. I can only assume that the spies are lying
low, or that your fears were ill-founded.”

Mr. Graham rose and paced the office.

““L wish Lo impress upon you, Mr. Lee. the very urgent necessity for
watchfulness to-might,” he smid gravely. ‘It is possible that the Germans
are delaying action until they see evidence that the great consignment of
machinc-guns are being moved. I scarcely know what to think! But 1 am
puire that mischief is afootl, and I want you to be well on your gunard.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

“T will do my best, Mr. Graham,” he replied simply. I ouly hope that
no hitch will occur; but I shall be well on the alert. Let me see, the cases
of guns are Lo be taken to the beach between unine and ten? And at ten
o'clock a sleam yacht will drop anchor off shore with all lights out?”

“That 18 so.”’ )

Lee stroked his chin in deep thought, and very shorlly afterwards he took
his deparlure and left the vicinity of tho works in the dim twilight. Mr.
Graham gave his orders. and very shortly afterwards sceveral of his chidf
men were closely closeted with him, and everything wag pub in train for
Lhe rapid ecarrying oul of the War Minister's orders.

Never for a second did a suspicion arise that those orders wore false—that
they were, in fact, «n ingenious forgory, and thal by carrying out the
istructions the whole valuable shipment of guns would pass into the
cnemy’s hamtls! The full significance of the coup was enormous. These
machine-guns, five thousand in number, instead of going to the British front,
would ultimately find their way into the German trenches; and there they
would be used to hurl death and destruction upon the inventor's own country-
men. The guns used ordinary ammunition, and tho German factories would
ho ublo Lo supply the exacl article. There would be no difliculty in that
direetion. It was the gun itself which was of such tromendous value and
importance. The ordinary type of machine-gun was utterly futilo against
this new deadly weapon, and Mr. Graham was confidont of astomshing
resulls once tho guns were tested in greal numbers, :

i\nd. now his valuable invention was to be stolen from him in such an
audacious manner that no thought of the clever trick entered the heads of
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lthose who were to carry out the orders. The Germans. moreover, once they

had the gun in their possession, would be ablo to ccpy it in their own
factories.

The result would Le appalling. This invention, which was to eive the
British Expeditionary 1orce such an advantage, would be rcndcreg almost
futile, for tho Germans would be using the same gun actually before the
British. When the trick was discovered it would be too late. 'The sceret,
preserved so carefully, was abput to be learned by the enemy.

Even Nelson Lee himself had no suspicion—as yet. These orders were due
to arrive at this particular time, and Licutenant Randall was known to be
an oflicer of unimpeiachable honour. The orders were in the War Minister's
own haundwriting, and it was made clear that no communication was to Le
amado with the authorities until after the transfer had taken place..

It scemed more than probable that, through Jim the Penman’s help, the
cucmy would bring off tho amazing coup with complele success.

Nelson Lee met Nipper some little distance away from the works, and told
the lad what wus to happen between nine and ten that evening. It was
nearly dark now, and tho night promised to be a black one.

“I feel helpless, Nipper,”” Lee exclaimed grimly. ** I am sure that Bruck-
mann infends mischief, and that that mischief is to be directed against Mr.
Graham. DBut we have received no signs—we havo learned nothing.”

“ Hadn't we betier get back to London, sir?”’ Nipper suggested.

“Oh, no. \We must not desert our post al such a crucial time 2s this,”
{tho detective answered. ‘“ As nothing has been done so far, I think it is
fairly obvious that Bruckmann means to bring off a surprise at the last
momen{. Of course, he cannot possibly be aware of the War Minister’s
orders; but he will have spies on the watch, and they will know, when they
see sirns of activily to-night, that their mement has come. We must remain
here and keep our eyes open lo their widest extent!™

Nipper looked doubtful, -

** Nol much good our keeping our peepers skinned if there's nothing to
see!” he said shrewdly. *‘This German sausage, Bruckmann, is a4 deep "un,
auv'nor, and Jim the Penman is deeper still. They're up to some little
game on the quiet, and 1t’'ll be sprung on us like-a bombshell.”

** 1 feel that you are right, Nipper,” Lec said slowly, as he walked. Tt
is remarkable that our cnemies have shown o sign of activity. We are
sitre  that Bruckmann intends some mischief in connection with these
marvellous machine-guns, and yet we are quite at a loss. YWe know uothing;
we have no line to follow up.”

Nelson Lee paced on, Nipper by his side, and for several minutes nothing
was said. The great detectivo was thinking deeply. Ilis keen brain . was
working at tfull pressure; he was reasoning, arguing, dismissing one theory
and cousidering the possibilitics of another. Aud as he rcasoned his eyes
became keener, and he suddenly halted in the lonely lane and gripped Nipper
by the shoulders. | _ )

‘“ What’s up, guv'nor?”’ asked the lad curiously. _ e o

“An amaziug thought has struck me,’’ Lee replied.  When it first
entered my mind [ dismissed it as absurd—I cast it aside as impossible.  Yet
I have been arguing the probabilities. and I am inclined to think that there
might be something in the theory, after all. In any case. I mean {o put it
to the test by visiting Lieutenant Raundall at ouce. e is staying at the
Stalton Arms, I know.” _ .

“\What's tho wheeze, sir?’’ Nipper inquired eagerly. .

¢ Consider all the points, youngster. Wo h.m'c rcc_owcd“n_c? sien th;ul
Bruckmann has heen getling ;_lcl{.i‘.-c,” 1hc.dq_t.¢ctwc replied. Suppese, lox
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a moment. that the German has ul!'ond}.' nc!od? We _kum'r ih_at-. Slitc“I!lTo
i working with Binckmann, q!ld Sutcliffie is no ordinary criminal. e
wpectaliscs in one particular art.

* Forgery:™ .

“ Exactly, Nipper--exactly !t' ity for formery .

‘. re's heo yportunily for forgery— _

‘ g:;t‘.t_(l;;l;-:uhﬁt:n:};" 'oéalnid Lee i:'ecnly. ““There is one certain document

‘hich, if forged, will place us entirely in the cnemies hands—which will
:-‘;ll:ji:ufl'ul{ii.{uiﬁ-r of the[most appalling magnitude. ”Lct.'s scc what you aro
mnde of, Nipper! Caunot you offer any suggestion?

Nipper scratched his head for o moment, and then %rnsped: ' '

“The--the War Minister's instructions, sir? .Oll, but that's rot! Lven
Jim couldn’t do anything so impossible us that!” . N

* Never mind the possibility or the impossibility of it for the moment.
Lee continued. I see that yvou are following l.hp trqnd of my argument,-
my lad. That is excellent. Now listen to the poiuts in favour of such an
:u"gluneut-: o i _

“ First of all, it is rather surprising that the War Oflice should give such
shori notice. These cases of valuable machine-guns are to be shipped this
very night, within a few hours from now. The yacht is to arl)prom-h the
shore with all lights doused, and it is a strong point in the orders that no
communication is to be made with the authoritics until hours after the

viacht has departed.”’ . N
" Well, that's because the thing's gol to be done iv sccret.’ .

“ Exactly. But does it not strike you thal there is really no necessity
for such nyeterious scereey®”” asked Lee quictly.  ** Precaution, yes I
heartily agree that proper precantions should be taken. But the War
Minister's orders strike me. now that 1 have thought over them carefully,
as bemyg decidedly curious.”

“I vimh you'd tell a chap what you mean, sic!” complained Nipper.

“ My dear lad, the process of deduction is very simple,” Lee relorted.
“Why such elaborate seerecy?—that is the vital question. Why 1is it
necesaary for a yacht to come here,with lights out, and to make mysterious
mgnals* Why is it neceesary for Mr. Graham te make no report until
to-morrow?  Beecause. Nipper, the yacht is an cnemy vessel, and becnuse
it wanls to get clear away before the alarm is giveu! That is my
sgaestion!”’

“I'm jiggered!” ejaculated Nipper.

“The idea is staggering, I will admit.  Bul the facls are cextremely
cignificant. T can see no reason why a British transporl vessel should not
aichor off shore here, and »end n party of men llH‘lOI‘l‘ quite openly, I
kee no reason why Mr. Graham shouldn’t report the safe shipment of the
eans the very instant they are on boar@d. And we must not forget that
we are up againel Jim the Penman. YForgery is his pet crime, and hero
we have an opportunity for forgery of the most vital nature. I lhave
ahimolutely no fiacts, but I am beginuing to suspect that the war orders ure
andacious forgeries !’

“But—but Licutenant Randall is 5 decent chap—"

“ I yuite believe that,” interjected Nelson Lee, * If he can positively
ewear that the package wad given to him by the War Minister in person
And thal it never left his possession for a second during his journcy down
here--— Wl in that ecase, I shall have fo accept the orders as genuine
"l'll' the thin®Mas o interview Randall without o second's loss of {ime.”'

Phus, by sheer wit-—hy clever deduction—Nelson Lee bad hit the right
track. e and Nipper walked the short distance to Lhe village inn, fnd
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fouud Randall in a private room, disrnosing of an excellent tea with remadrk-
able gustlo.

Tce, who was disguised, introduced himself without waste of {ime. Ran-
dall was somewhat astonished to find that the detective was down at
Stalton, but he readily consented to answer a few (ucstions. He declared
that he had no knowledge of the conients of the pac‘mge he had handed to
Mr. Grahan.

'** The War Minisler gave you no inkling?”’ asked Lee.

‘““Well, he intimated that the transfer of the guns would bLe cflected in
about a week,” replied the licutenant..

lge gave Nipper a significant glance.

‘““Tho guuns aro to be shipped to-night!”’ he said quietly.

“H'm! That's quick work!”’ said Randall, selting his cup dowu.
“ Might have given Graham a little moie notice—what?:"’

** Now, I want yon to think very carefully before you answer me,” went.
on the detective. *‘ Was that letter placed into your hands by the War
Minister himself:™”

“Yes.”

‘““ No third parily {ouched it:"” .

“ Of course not. What the dooce are you gettin' at:”’

“ The package didu’t leave your possession for a second?”” Lee persisted.

“ Not for a fraction of a second——"" Randall paused, as he was raising
a forkful of ham and eggs to his month. *“\Well, there was a fool of w
fellow in tho train,”” he went on; ‘‘ hut the package didn’t leave my
possession.”’

Nelson Lee’s eyes glittered bebind his lowered cyclids.

“Tell me of the incident,” he said carclessly.

‘“'There's nolhing to tel),” the licutenant replied. “I was in y first-
class compartment with somo talkative old gentleman. At Colchester he
prepared 1o get ont—and I wasn’t sorry, for he could jaw like a mother’s
meeting ! Ile’d shoved his portmantean on the rack over my head, and in
getting it down the old idiot let it sli& and it fell on my shoulder.”

** Well?” said Lee interestedly. ‘“ Well, what then?”

" If he’d let things Le I shouldn’t have cared,” said the yowng cfticer.
“ But he made a dive after the bag, bashed into me heavily, aud sent mo
~prawvling. Somehow my coal opened, and my wallel [ell out. The packago
was in my wallet.”

T sce.”

"“The old fool was all over apologies, of course,”” laughed Randall. ** 1lo
picked up the wallet, handed it back to me, and then bustled eut of the
compartment—jabbering regrets nincteen to the dozen., But as for the war
orders leaving my possession, that was impossible.”

Nelson Lee rose. .

*‘Thank you very much, licutenant,”” he esaid genially. **You lave
fatistied me upon a rather knotty point.”

'I'wo minutes later Iee had excused himsell, and he and Nipper were
striding away up the village street—uow black as piteh, for not cven a
ghimmer of lLight was allowed.

** Proof, youmg ’un!”’ said Leo tensely. “ Proof! Those orders ara
dastardly forgericse! By James, what a discovery!™

** You found it out by your own cleverness, siy,”" said Nipper. *' But
why didn't you tell Randall?'

" Waste of time, my lad—sheer waste of time. The thing is to warn Mr.
CGrabam without a sccoud’s loes. We will bag the whole crowd, Nipper!”
cxclaimed Lee exultantly, ¢ Bruckmann, Sutclifle, and many otkers! It
will bo & terrific coup!”
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‘“ : ure—""
¢ E::lt f l:a.?ltlj:(‘?i-l'l"ﬁrlnppv:-d back Lee. “ Thatl old gentleman Randall spoke

1S her than Jim the Penman! When the wallet fell out of tho
a{q:‘t;;al.:f;n: ]c::nll(::t-—or. more probable, it was 1§Tenchod out by Jim—tho
forger subsituted the false orders for the real. [t was rcally a matter of
clever sleight-of-hand—and we may be sure Jim is proficient at the art.

Nipper chuckled breathlessly, . e

““ Aund we shall cop the whole—— Whoa!” he gasped. *‘ What the
thunder—"’ _

Without the slightest warning Nelson Lee and Nipper were atlacked by
dim, shadowy forms, which sprang at them from the surrounding darkness.
The onslaught was so sudden that the pair were *“ downed ** before they
could attempt to put up a fight.

Lee received a crack on the head which made him sick and giddy. 1.
was not stunned, but by the time he had recovered his wits he fonnd that
his arms were bound behind him. and a thick mass of cloth was tied tightly
cver his face so that he could not see, and so that it was diflicult to breathe.

A wild fury took pesscssion of the detective, and he snddenly spun round,
wrenching al his bonds. But the next second he was given proof that his
captors were not inclined to stand any resistance. I'or a heavy fist crashed
upon the cloth covering over Lee’s face, cansing the detective's teeth to
gash into his flesh. At the same sccord a voice, low and menacing,
wmiticred : _ '

“ You fool! Don’t try any tricks! Next time vou'll be sorry for your-
self ! | _

Lee coutrolled himself with an effort. "Sundry scaflies near him told him
that Nipper had also fallen a victim. A moment later the two prisoners
were pushed forward, and forced to walk quickly away from the spot.
Iec could tell by the soft grass underfoot thatv they kad left the road,
and were crossing meadowland.

The detective’s thoughts were terribly bitter.

What a disaster this was! For a few moments Lee could ncarcely realiso
the {rue seriousness of the incident; then it burst upon his mind in a flood
of horror and impotent rage. :

He aud Nipper were prisoners—eapiured Ly German spies! That was
chvious, for nobody eclse would attack them down here at Stalton. More-
cver, Lee had heard a voice speaking in English, but with a decidedly
German note about it. :

_And he and his young assistant were tho only souls who now of the
torgery ! They alone knew that the war orders were faked and false. Oh,
what a blocklhiead he had been for failing to warn Licutenant Randall

Bat Lee was blaming himself unfairly., e had acled for tha beat, ana
WAs I no way to blame for having been taken unawares. The attack had
been so sudden that a fair fight was out of the question.

The result of this turn of fortune would be far-reaching and appalling—
quite apart from the undoubted danger which threatened the two prisoners.
Alr. Graham would carry out the War Minister's orders—the forged orders
::“llldi thle plncl:clol.;:-slconsignmcnt of macbine-guus would fall into tho
neies hands!  Nelson Leo bad unmaskes: ' { ricti
Ufl_llhc R sked the plot only to fall a victim

. fom cevery point of view the situation was hopeless. To escape from the
.;‘Piws \wmlld f)o Impossible. Int._lcod, Lee had 2 slrong suspicion {.lmt he and
llilll)(l-:ir \}'\cre h(:»!ug Jed to a quict spot .for Lhe sole purpose of -heing quietly
e nd Licutenant Randall? Even supposing he had been warned,

rese Ucrmans had probably collared him into the bargain. Lee kuew
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that the Germans always did things thoroughly—even at tho cost of out-
raging all civilisation and humanity.

As a matter of lact, ono of the German spics had seen Nelson Lee and
Nipper enter, and had overheard cnough of the conversation between Ran-
dall and the detective to warn him that drastic measures would have to bo
taken if the success of Sir Otto Bruckmann'’s scheme was to be cnsured.
And thesc spies were utterly unrecogmisable as such. This particular man
wasg staymg at the hotel, and had been staying at the hotel for many
weeks. IHe was a well-known English artist, of proved ability, and even
Nelson Le¢ had found absolutely no cause to suspect him, Yet his
sympathics were entirely with Germany, for he was of Teutonic origin.
Lee had instituted the most scarching inquiries regarding the artjst—for
Lee-suspected cverybody—but nothing had resulted. The man was beyond
suspicion.

Yet he was, aclually, onc of Druckmann’s kecnest workers! He had,
{o make sure of his convictions, followed Lee and Nipper—fhirst of all
warning several fellow-spies who had arrived in Stalton soom after dark.
A few worda of Nelson Lee’s had been sufficient, and the attack was made.
All the rogues were provided with rubber-soled shoes, and they had followed
their intended victims silently, and with the Jatter having. no knowledge
of their presence.

The whole incident, in fact, had been so abrupt and so unexpected that
Nelson lee was in no measure prepared for it.

And his rather grim thought that he and Nipper were to bo immedialely
killed was ill-founded. For it was the spies’ intention of keeping their
prisoners und-ar strong guard near the beach until the mysterious yackt
n:ade its appearance. Then the pair would be placed in a boat and taken
aboard tho vessel. It was too risky to deal with them on shore--under such
circumstances. Once on the vacht the Germans would openly unmask thewm-
selves, and Lee and Nipper would reccive their deserts.

Al the present moment. however, the detective was not thinking of the
fate in store for him. His mind was centred upon two facts: Jim the
Penman was not merely a scoundrelly forger, but a base traiter to his
country. a vile reptile who deserved the utmost penalty of the law; who
should be placed with his back teo a wall, and riddled with honest bullets.

U ntil this moment Neleen Lee had always entertained a certain amount of
respect for Jim the Penman; the wman had been a criminal worthy of the
detertive’s steel. But now he had shown himself worthy oi nothiug better
ithan a firing-party. He was a traitor of the most despicable order—a thing
unfit for decent men to touch.

The other faet which throbbed through Nelson Lee’s brain was even more
terrible. o and Nipper, the only souls who ltnew of the foul plot, were in
the ecnemy’s hands, utterly unable to lift a finger to stop the dread work

Bruckmann’s plot would succced!

A

CHAPTER VII:
““This Vile Thing Shall Not Go Onl”

IR OTTO BRUGCKMANN leaned back in his chair, removed a fat cigar
S from his lips, and gave vent to a threaty chuckle. There was sone-
thing in the sound which was sinister and grim. A chucklo, not of
amuscment, but of gloating triumph,
*“ Success ! mwurmured the German. ' By this time cverything is in
train for the great conp, and hefore another hour has passed the machine-
guns will be possession of my own fellow-countrymen!™
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' ~ Penman. who wag scaled in another part of his host’s library,
,.‘.f(.' ':l(. l}].'i; ;t-t(.!:_“:vi?h n frown upon his brow. There was no Slg(lil Of ;ﬂ'““:‘]:]"
in Sutcliffie’s bearing.  On the contrary, he seemed to be alinost 03 nhear :‘0"

He had not heard Sir Otto’s words, but now he stood loolnn'g Omcll u]'i'h
his companion, who was Iving in his chair with lmlf—cl‘oscd eyes, and Wit
an cxpression of keen gatinfaction upon his coarse, fat fance.

« You seem infernally contented !’ growled Jim. .

Bruckmann smiled broadly, rose to his feet, and crossed over {oa mnsswti
mahogany sideboard. ere he poured out {wo stiff glasses of whisky, anc

ande {o bis companion. : .

" I‘l‘"})t:f’iu(;:.lﬁm' friend.’’ he exclanimed enthusiastically. Drink to tho snccess
of our plans’ By this time the prospect of failure is not worth considering.
With vour help 1 have performed the greatest feat—— .

v T ahouldn’t advize vou to crow Loo soon!™ interjected Sutcliffe somewhat
sharply. * There are many hitches that may occur—many unforeseen difhi-
culties which may have arisen. We must nol bo triumphant until we know
that the project has succeeded.”

Bruckmann laughed coarsely.

“ Jlave no fears!" he oxclaiurcd. ““ There will be no hitch. The man who
was most 1o be feared was deall with by vou yourself. Nelson Lee 1s dead,
and I have received a report from Stalton sayiog Lhat the packet was
delivered, and that Graham is unsuspicious.’

Jim ripped at his whisky.

‘“ But suppesc —supposo for a moment that the whole thing falls to the
gpround?’’ ho argued. *° What then?"’

““ Wo have nothing {o fear,”” replied the other. *“ No suspicion can
possibly fall upon cither you or I. Wo are safe. When it is discovered
that the for 70(} war orders were substituted for the real, nobody can trace
the old gonl.T-man who performed the substitution. DBut it is absurd {o talk
in Lhis strain. There is no question of failure.”

Jim made uwo comment.

‘I'here was a vast difference between the two men. Bruckmann was simply
cozing wilh self-satisfaction and coarse trinmph. DBat Jim the Penman,
scoundrel thovgh he was, looked thoughtiful and rather grim. IFor many,
many hours he hnd been thinking over the deed he had performed. At the time
the forgery had been committed he had cast aside all thoughts of putriotism.
What cared he for England? What did it matter to him if the old country
went under? Gradually, however, it had begun to dawn upon Jim that
e wis getting no satisfaction whatever oul of this undertaking.

He even thought of telling Sir Otto that he would accept no money for
tho villainons work he had performed. But, all snid and done, Suteliffe
wl:'us ?Lrogllt-, aud, upon consideration, he saw no reason why ‘he should not

cnefit, '

Ilo argued with himself continnously, s«suring himself that he possecased
no such thing as a conscience—that he did not care n jot what type of work
he undertook, so long as it was a financial success. ‘

But just now Jim was in u cuwrions mood. Ifo was in no humour for
Bruckmunn’s vulgar expressions of satisfaction.

“ Success will attend the scheme,” Sir Otio went on.

sure of il. Omnco the yacht I know if —I'm

els away with her valuable cargo she will
make no blunders.  Apparently she is a British pleasure \'nclhi. and will

mnke for a certain neutral her DO ‘3 y

; : al port. There her spoils will he unloaded and
pu;au:d mllo other hands. Oh, ved, my pood (riend, there is every reason to
u:l:[,n'xt.u wlo ourselves, Those ‘ other hands ™ referred (o will seo that the
guns aro despatched straight into Germany. And before these British pigs
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realico that they have been [ooled the guns will be spitting death at them
from the trenches of my countrymen! Is it not fine?”’

Jim tho Penman swore. . o

** Perhaps you think so!” he growled. “ We will dismiss the subject,
- Sir Otte.”

- And why? Ach, what is the matter with you, Jim?”’ asked Bruckmann.
*“ You are heart and soul with me in this enterprise, I know. I can assure
vou that your reward will be magrificent. My Government pays liberally.
amd proportionate to the services rendered. In this instance 1 am sure that
we shall both receive munilicent recognition—you with money and I with
honours. When the war is over 1 shall return to Germany, and I am
convinced that I shall receive nothing less than an Iron Cross!”

Sutcliffe langhed for the first time.

“ A splendid reward, indeed !’ he said half-snecringly.

“ Ach, you are an Englishman—you do not understand!” exclainid
Bruckmann. *‘ But think what it will wmean, Sutcliffe!”

** 1 have thought!” .

Bruckmann swung round on hig companion, his little eyes gleaming with
evil joy.

“ It will mean more than yon or I can realise!” he exclaimed gloatingly.
‘“1I am ready to admit that Germany has not had the success she anticis
pated, and it is really humiliating that such a state of affairs as this should
exisl at all. DBut this machice-gun 1s a miracle, and altogether ahcad of our
pattern, I will confess. It is astonishing that an Enghish dog invented it

Jim the Penman clenched his fiets, but said nothing.

* Bul it is practically in our hands row,” went on the German. *‘ Long
before it finds ils way into the British trenches it will be in daily use in
ours. Himmel! What a triumph!”

Sir Otto chuckled afresh.

“ The Englishman’s own gun will be used against him!” he continued.
‘“It will wipe out scores and hundreds—ay, thousands—of the accurse:d
encmy. Think of 1it, Sulcliffe! Your own action will bring about the
destruction of thousands of your own countrymen ¥’

1By Heaven, I have thought of it!"' said Jim between his teeth.

“ But you do not care, ch?”’ Bruckmann laughed. ‘‘ It matters net n
jot to vou, my friend. You are an outcast—a criminal. Naturally enough,
patrioliem is dead within you. You are a worker for any and every nation!"

The German’s coarse, gloating voice vibrated with evil trinmph. But
Bruckmann did not notice that his companion was holding himself in check
with the greatest cffort. In his present mood Sir Otto was displaying a
complete absence of taet. He was allowing his feelings to get the betler
of him, and permitting his tongue to run riot to his thoughts.

And with every word he uttered, with every sentence which rolled from

his ugly lips, Jim {he Penman hecame more and-morc alivo Lo one certain
fact.

o loathed himszelf!

That was the fact which was impressing ilself upon his mind. ITe loathed
himself for what he had done. Ilo was surprised as the realization grew
stronger and stronger within him. And this man—this grinning, “ cul-
tured ”’ German—wuas responsible for everything. It was he who had foreed
Jim, in the first place, to forge the orders which would result in a
tremendous triumph for Germany.,

A spark of decency found a place in Jim the Penman’s soul—a glimmer
of padriotism. What had he done? TForgery—yes! But not the type of
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forgory which would mean personal gain, and nothing else. Il was forger)

which “would have the most far-reaching elfects in the great war; which

would, perhaps, turn the tide in a great battle and effect a territic victory
lermany.

forA E'.i(clt':)'rly i?or Germany ! A defeat for the British! And he was the sole, the

absolute cause of it. Without his aid Bruckmann would have been helpless.

The full enormity of his drendful crime imprinted itself upon Jim’s bran

like the scar of a red-hot iron. . .
ll?‘onr a moment he tried to convince himself that he didn’t care. But he

dismissed the thought al once, angrily and impatiently. Ile did care!
Rocue though he was, he still had a cerlain sneaking love for the Mother
Couniry. Now that it was too lule, he kuew that ho had acted the part of
a base traitor.

Too late! Was it too late? Could not the terrible wrong be righted? Jim
asked himself the question almost feverishly. The blood rushed to his faco
hotly, and a wave of hepe came over him. Strangely enough, he knew that
he was doing something commendable, and vet the thou*ht.thrillg{l him.
Somechow the prospect of setling things i order put fresh life into him, and
his cyes sparkled wilh keen determmation.

Meanwhile, Bruckmann rubbed his hands together and paced up and down.

“Yes, my excellent Jim!”* he said. “ This will be a trinmph——"*

“ Stop that!"’ rapped out Suteliffe huskily, ‘ You hear me, Bruckmann?
Stop that accursed crowing! I won't stand it!"”

Sir Otto halted and stared.

'** Ach, what is wrong?’’ he exclaimed. ‘“ What "

“I've had enough of your jeering, you dirty German!" said Jim the Pen-
man fiercely. ‘‘ I've done your foul work for you, and now you’ve gol to
be quiet ! I'm notl standing any jibes from a ekulking pig of your calibre!”

Bruckmann’s eyes glittered with fury for a second, and then he burst into
a sneering laugh, |

“Whal is this?” he exclaimed, lifting his cyebrows. “The {raitor
becomes patriotic after he has sold his country! Dear me! If you realise
wlhat a hopeless fool you look, Suteliffe "

There was something indescribably biting in the German's tone, and at
that moment Suicliffic was in no humour for such ill-timed banter. All in
a sceond the forger lost control of himself. 1lle only saw the face of this
vile Germean spy before him. His fingers'itched to get at that brutal throat.
In fact, Jim the Penman * saw red.”

And before Bruckmann could be prepared for the attack, Jim was upon
him. The forger's fingers closed over Sir Otto’s throat, and the baronct
stagzered back drunkenly., .

" Now!" panted Jim hoarsely. ““ Now you shall pay !

But Bruckmann had no intention of going under easily. He was a big, -
?.il_rm.\{; l;'lrml, and now he seemed to realise that it was going to be a fight for
ile itself.

As it happened, however, the struggle was to be rery short, for Chanco
look a hand in the game.

. With a great effort, Bruckmann wrenched himself away, breathing curses
in German. But Jim was on the offensive again in a second. Sir Otlo

slepped back hurriedly, and his foot caught upon the head of a magnificent
skin rug, which adorned the polished floor.

] r11'3!'_11(.'1{1131:\11n swayed drunkenly, and waved his arms above Lim in order to
cgain s balance. But his offorls only made matters worse, for the rue

sll_{];ped' on the smooth flooring, and the heavy Gierman crashed down.
“or asecond even Jim the Penman felt sick.
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There bad Leen a terrible thud, caused by Drnnckmmni's head coming into
\-ioll{-lgltccu;iuct with a sharp braes spike which ornamented the fender, It
wae a terrible blow, and, although Suteliffe did nol knpw 1t at the time,
had caused instantancous death. The spike penetrated right into the fallen
man's skull.

Jim :tood with panting breath and clenched fists, _

« Settled. ch?” ho muttered hoarsely. ‘“ By Heaven, there may still be
time for mc to prevent the worst happening! This vile thing shall not
ro on!”’

: For ouce in his carcer Sulcliffe had decided to perform a commendable act.
The spurk of patriotism had grown within him every minute, and now he
was liercelv determived to wreck the plot which he himself had done so much

fo make suceessful, -
Jim the Penman wae a rogue, but not a traitlor!

CHAPTER VIII,
Poetic Justice—Finis,

ELSON LEE and Nipper were scarcely likely to forget the grim

N happenings of that dreadful might. Believing that Jim the Penman

wag working hand-in-glove with Bruckmann, they naturally believed

that no help could come to them. Never for a sccand did they imagine that
it would be Suteliffe himeell who would turn the tables.

There was no chance of the detective and his young assislant escaping
from their captors by their own efforts. The two prisoners were taken to a
quiet spot on the shore, and there closely guarded and watched.

Ncither Nelson Lee nor Nipper could see what was going on owing to {he
suflocating pads over their faces. Bul after hours had passed, they were
pliced in a houat, rowed across to the steam yacht, which had arrived accord-
ing {o programme, and ]plu('c(l on hourd. A few words to the captain had
been suflicient.  Nelson Lee and Nipper were hastened below, placed in an
cevilemelling compartment down in the bowels of the ship, aud locked in,
Outside the door a sentry was placed with a revolver,

‘Che captain of the yucht had been told of the identily of his prisoners,
and he promised humself a litle pleasure us soon as the open sea was
reached,

In ¢xact accordance with the supposed War Office instructions, the
machiie-guns were transferred on board without a hiteh. The whole busi-
ness was completed in the shortest possible amount of time; then the yachl
turned her nose scawards and steamed away,

In epite of the dispatch with which the transfer was made, it was in the
carly hours of the morning that the vessel put to sca. And now dawn was
breaking taiutly in the Last.

As the light grew somewhat stronger, Nelson Tee and Nipper were led on
to the deck for'ard. They were now merely bound by the wrists. The
muflling clolhs had been removed, and they were free to talk and sce.  And
what they did see in no way cheered them np.  The sea was bare :nd
deserted on every hand; no other vessel was within sight, and the whole
aspect was grey and drab in the fuint light of dawn,

Fhe captain placed the two prisoners with their backs against a deckhouse,
and he regarded them with asneering smile on his thick lips.

")uu have chosen to mix yourself jn with our affairs, Mr. Nelson Lee. and
therefore vou and your young companion will vow reecive the onl punish-
ment po.-sm'l.;.lo under the circumstances.  Ilave you anything to s ¥

' ll!\‘luch " ropho'd Lee quietly. But I have ne intention of saying it to
youl A Highor Power will bring retribution upon your head )"
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Nipper breathed hard. He wanted to burst out into furious abuse, but he
restrained himself with a brave effort, realising that his anger would pro-
bably be mistaken for fear; and Nipper was as brave as any lad in the king-
dom, and had a horror of being thought a funk.

The captain uttered a sharp order, and Lho next minute Lee was in no
way surprised to sce six members of the crew step forward, armed with -
carbines. They stood in a row, at attention.

““ Oh, guv’nor!" panted Nipper. ‘' They're going lo—to shoot us! It's
horrible, guv’'nor! This isn’t warfare at all!"”

“ ush, my lad!”’ said Lee steadily. *° You must remember that the
Germans have outraged every known method of warfare. To murder us in
cold blood is nothing new! The Iluns are practised in such foul work. Be
ealm, my dear lad! We will show these infernal brutes that we are true
Britons!”’

““ Attention!”” rapped out the caplain suddenly. The firing party stiffiened.

“* Present arms!”

Six deadly carbines were leveiled at the breasts of Nelson Lee and Nipper.
Fhe pair were pale and calm.  'T'his horrible outrage could not be prevented,

for il)my were completely in the (iermans hande.

" Tt was a {ense moment. Silently Nelson Lee gazed into Nipper's eyes, and
the pair mulely expressed their last farewell.

Then, clear and distinet, came an interruptien,

' Reaplane coming up from castward!”” Lellowed the voice of the look-out.

'I'bhe captain started violently, pulled a pair of binoculars fromn his pocket,
and rushed on to the Lridge. Ilere he applied the glasses to his eves. It
wos much lighter now, and in the dim greyness a big scaplane could e zeen
approaching from LEngland’s shores. It was coming rapidly. .

“ Take the prisoners below, and throw them in irons!” roared the skipper
:-!l:n:pll\);. ‘““Man the guns down there, and prepare to resist any possible
attack !’

For, in the caplain’s eves, this approach of a scaplane was not exactly a
Lhealthy omen. The captain was convineced that the trick had been dis-
covered, and that the seaplane had been sent outl to locate the enemy yacht.

Buat, as a matler of fact, it was Jim the Penman who was piloting the
swiftly moving waler-plane. It was Jim the Penman who Lad, without a
doubt, aived the lives of Nelson Lee and Nipper. It was a remarkable turn
of events., Jim desired the deaths of these two more than anything—and
vel he was the cause of them being alive now!

Ile had left Bruckmann’s house after the latter’s death and then ol:tained
a fast motor-cycle, With all possible speed he had rushed dowh to Stalton:

?:E DAYS’FREETRlAl

gone! He realised that ho could

immferm the authorities, but he wished

to trick the Germans himself. e
Pucked Free, Carriage Paid. Diredt
B (rcm Vactory,  Werkont Degosit
Hiyhest.grade, British-made ML :\ﬂ

had causcd the whole disaster, and it
was up to him to set things right.
- ' at a secaplane station
Coventry Flyers Ho knew that a seaplane stat o]
| Iiarranted Fifieen Vears. was situated not far along the coast.
A Donlop Tyres rooks’ Saddles, ' : . "y o : 2116
Consters, Sheed-Gears, ete. To this he had rushed with all speed.

and had arrived just before dawu. To

£3-108.t0 £7-168 | : \ ot
OR I'ROM 1;. MONTIILY, his great JOoy he found t.\\'o mechanies

| Lisnediate I{’;{.‘_,‘;".’& Dnner of 1 getting onc of the machines ready fov
y . . . . r “ - ‘ - -

Accessorles at Aaly wsual prices, all t"ill‘l)’ morunmg s ﬂlght. There was

Writc for Froe Art Cata- ' 1s. for Coalr-
a6, and Oder of Sample nothing unusual in this, for our an

E ) Cycle Company men are very carly birds, .
'_ Dept FELW: L ivirpool At the point of his revelver Jum
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. ' : ady for inatant flisht. Then
ad force » mechanics to get the seaplane ready for ina Hight. Th
'h.u:hf;il: :'gliulll:-r::‘:tlion, he had started off. It was over a year since .Sut.rh:Tu
h")ad viloted any form of airerafl, but before his exposure by Nelson Lee e
had ;nid many visile to Hendon, and had actually performed all the tests
hich enti ' a pilot’s certificate. . .
\)h‘:ic": ill::llttigillél::ln ut[?nn ll seltled plan. The machine-guns had been obtained

by means of forgery. It would be ]mt-l'i‘c jusiioc.lo hm'o‘ tho]'.wholo }i{:llll:_f_,; (:L
bl"i('-" trapped by neans of a forgery ! . I'he thought pleased Jim, anc );no
makine his raid on the seaplane station, he had alrecady penned a note. '

e knew that the yacht had not steamed far, and he O\"ef‘.tcok' it -]ln'td
rurprisinzgly short smount of time. Planing down, [!utl{-fmg' { ‘\; ltll-('
handkereirief, he alighted on the ~co, and was soon transferred aboard the
}‘I"‘hIL am from Sir Otto Druckmann,” he samid quckly to the captain.
“There has been some grave newes received, and you are running stralgh'l-
inlo danger. In this message Bruckmann states exaetly what course vou
nmust now steer.” .

The (-;lptuin wan reiieved to find that the so.'lpluno. was i:rlt'.lldl_\'. hut he
wias suspicious.  DBut he knew Bruckmann’s handwriting intimately, and
this foruwery was accurate. Morcover, it conlained a seeret sign of Bruck-
mann's own.  The spy never guessed that lhq same trick was bheing playaed
upon him ae had been played upon Mr. Dennis Graham. .

The yacht's course was allered at onee, I accordance with the n-w
inatructions, and Jia the Penman mounted his seaplane again and flew ofl
inlo the clear moraimg ar,

The end of the great enterprise was sudden and dismal. The vacht had
not been steammyge an honr hefore {wo wicked-looking destroyers nosed over
the harizon. They came up rapidiy, and proved to he British.

The yacht was captured without resistimee, and cvery nian ou hosrd made
prisoner.  Nelson Lee and Nipper were released trom their noisome compar!-
ment below, and taken back to Fogland on one of the destroyers, 1he other
remaining in ovder {o eseort the prize to port.

Lice learned from the destroyer’s comuiinder thal information had been
rven to the authorities by a stranee ~caplane pilot, -who had sineo
disappeared, his machine being left de-erted, bnt guile unharmed, upon :
lonely streteh of shore.

The detective seon learned of Bruckmann's death, aud he preced the fucls
together aceurately, reaconing out the whole course of action. From the
d-criplions Be received, he knew that the scabbivne pilot had been Jim e
Penman.

The Inlter had now completely vani-hed. Lee had lost s man—he knew
that weli enongh—but. he waa not angry.  In fact, the deleclive was
inclimed to f"rﬂi\’(- Suteliffe much. At the ('III‘\'('IIHI ]IOIII' h(, had ]11'0\'(‘{[
himself worthy to bhear the name of Britisher, A torger and a sceundrel,
but. not filse to the country wiich gave him hirth.

.'”“' daring German plot had failed, and Nelson Lee was once more faeed
with the task of hunting Jim the Penman down and bringing him {1 ju-tice.

Romchow, the great delective wis quite clated al the prospect.  ll¢ was
nlways ready to do hattle with o man whom he could respect, and now, if
ot betore, he felt a great respeet for Jim the Penman.

TIIE END.

Next week's story will be entitled “ The @reat Ciub
Raid,”" a tale of Nelson Lee v. ‘““The Green Triangle.’’
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NEIL THE WRECKER |

A Thrilling Story
of Adventure in

the North Sea.

By DAVID GOODWIN. |

‘ For King and Country.”

“ OW.” said the Boer, *“ the first lesson bewins, The foremost vice of
N vour British is vour conceit fnr your miserabls country. 1 am
going to lower it.  Loosc the prisoner’s hunds. Tuke that picce of
chalk. vou English rat, and go to that blackboard !™
The furtive-looking man satd *‘ Yea, sir "—which made ITal's blood bmii—-
in a whining tene and a forei an aceent. He walked to the Leard anl stood
trembling slightly before the huth Boer.
“Do. you I-mnw cnough to drm a map of your detestable country?™” said

the Boer. * Then do 1t!"

The man, with a shaky hand. drew an outline tluat lorked remoteiy iike.
the Dritici Isles, but might have been anvthing,

“Very poer,” remarked the Boer; and then his eves flashed eavazely.
“ Now, underneath it, fer vour own knowledge and the odification of veny
countirymen here, write the words: ‘ Britain, the Thief aud Assas=in Ameny
Nations "’

The Boer folded his arins grimly. The man with the chaik flurhod red,
and his arms dropped to his sides. Though net a pure-bred Britaim, ne
had pride enough 1o jib at such an order as that. He locked furtively at
the speaker.

*““Quick!”’ satd the Boer steruly. * Write, or you sha!l be cut to skreds!
Start him, Pict!” '

The sccond Boer made the s)ambek “‘nsllo through the air, and it
foll with a cruel lash 2eress the man's shoulders. He screamed alond,
The great whip fell agmn, and the h:l]f vreed, shricking and writhinz,
threw up his hand in token of swrremdler and leaped to tne blackbourd.
The whip was withheld, and with a trembling hand he wrote, 1r ~carcey
legihle characters: Bri?:\in, the—"'

He et no farther,  With o ery of anger Hal broke away from his captor
and rushed at the man. Before he conld be eanght he tore the cialk from
the half-Lreed’s hand, flunyg it dewn, and hurled him aside.

"You cur!” he eried. Wil you insult your country at the hidding of
a rufbian hike that?”

“Well doe, al " shouted Ben, siruggiing madly to rid himself of that.

neose tizat hound him fast.
“1Hold the cub !’ roarced the big Boer; and Tlal was scized again. “* You

‘Cont.nued overleafl.)
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impudent L braf, do vou dare come between me. and my. orders? You q'h;t]l
take thal Weasel's pluv and do his work for him! Pivk up that chalk !
Mal: ),u'l.ud it .up.s The -Boer drew & cloth across the blackboard, .u::l
. “lp % Zout! whal 1h half-breed-had written ‘
\m\ do ne 1 b: wle - that man do'! \t.md over him, Piat)’ ,
Lohurrh.. dGa.H JheLwere. mclol\ amusing himself—and - the Boer aritted
his teeth llnroltmnutrh-—l].ll J.nmd his hand~to the board, ‘n(ll with cas y
cunhd("uu, drew a.c lplt.ll map of 1hv Briti<h- Lsile.:, -
T lw oxcellent vtlumlum he had-: h.ul stood Hal in good stead. Knowing
it would’ envage the™ Boer,' he ]:ul évery harbour and river carcfully in its
placd. ™ Then, ax if he enjoyed 11, he began ta fill in the names of the towns.

*lnongh U osand the lu.-l nnpnmnll\ ““ Now mlh undv your, work
o< 17told vou.” -

I m.ulu no signs A\ dv W &lenco fell upnn {he. Tonni.

“Go oen' said the cp voice of the Boer, Hnlum “Lthe Thicl and
Assassin_Among Nationa !, S 2

The boy stcod motionless lu-fnlp lho Imnd The Boer xigned to Piet.,
Nwis h - thud * went the sjambok, curling round the bhoy’s shounlders like

a blaek =snako. . .
The blaod left Hal's fu- and lno lmkc(l white as m'n‘hlo "But he diid

nul move, it .

“Help help -]mulml Bm at the tep of his voice, sick at Iho -«l"’]ll of his
mate’s torture.  © lsn’t Hu-n- an Fnehishman in Anuterdam to smash up
this den of thw\u Help!™ R

A blow of the ~jambok was the only answer he’got, and two more fell.
upon Hal's shonlders. There is no whip insthe world dhat ~caii: ('mn]:nv
will: the South Atrvican lash for eraelty; but nhll the bov: made no found.’

“Cut the enh to ribbens! e decorves it eried *Neil, f

“-'n||.. cerdered the! hig Boer, an:dl he thrust his savage face clase to
Ttal's and <eanned Wis features,  ** Boy, vou are ¢ nmntr uselosstiorture. 1
linve aworfi-to imake vou do this, and vou shall.: SYou refree stiltyr Fhen
en vour headl be it Piot, throw clm' novour \\]np. .m(l pul an inch of yveunr
lntfe into-him? Ancther? Go en ™ > A

Sick nd o giddy, ezl oraised his hand to (he l)nm] lhu forment cencedl.
Oniv the Ilt‘t‘ll lnvnllmm of the men was heard 4n the <tillness of-the room,

The big Boer glared Tt the bov in savago 11.umlh J2iet still held tae
Dlade. flecked with erimson at the top, . = » o~ '

Capters and prisoners. saying no word, kY .ltl“l"fl the werls grow uudo; t“g-
bovis hand. - In his heart even Ben mmlmw'l ]n*n ND man could lnnﬂ' have
held out against that torture, ‘ SR B :

In a firm, sweeping hanl, ln‘- wrot? right acros: l‘l.. flco of the bo:ud |

“BRITAIN, VICTOR AMONG NATIONS.  QUEEN OF THE SEAS.”

and below it, in great bold letters: s e e
'J' .. .

“GOD SAVE THE ]\l\’ o

Then! facing his caplor, Hal ﬂun'r tllo clmlk upon the ﬂoor and ground lt
to powder beneath bis heel.

(To be concluded sf-ortly. ,

b utul nid pubilished weekly by the propnciory at lhe I I:elwn ‘luuse Fardngdan Stroct, @ um.l I zunid
;‘I I'lll'-lh(;l-s tor Adverntiscincat space should be addressed fu the \)Iamkel'. The ¥ I:I.'l\t Ay louse, } 4!!1!?.:Iun glh“t}ll.
|?.'L'-f'|' o C. llliumummcauum,wt the kduor should Le addrcssed=—*" 1 he lidhitor,” I\HL:U‘L LG~ AUKARYT:
oy e ¢ J:I')ln muuu:. V:arrngdon -Siicey, Loadon, 1i.C. Agiuts Ior Austratia: Gordon X.Guich, .\lelboume.
)l'lo ).‘ c [ Bﬂlhane. and”  Wellingtyn, N.2° Snulh A'nca ' Cchiral” News Ayoncy, L.I.J "'bdpc “‘Fomn
. |ulusmcsburg Inland and Abroad, 78 per anau D

!

p— - -k

Y9



