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No. 760. THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY. ONE PENNY.

—— ) I Another Story of NELSON
== iR <7 LEE and NIPPER v. “JIM
THE PENMAN.”

By the Author of ‘‘ The Mystery of the 10 20 Express,” * The Secret of
tfle Mart:llo Tower,”” " Ths Caves of Silenc:,’' etc., e c.

CHAPTER 1.
What Hap_ened in the Birlstcn Tunnel.

ETECTIVE-INSPECTOR MORLEY helped himself to ene of Nclson
D Lee's cigars, and lay back in his easy chair. The werthy Scotland
" Yard official was looking quite pleased with himself,

“You take my word for it, Lee,”” he observed, lighting the cigar, *“ Nut-
cliffe is safe for ten years. He won’t give us any more trouble now that
he’s been sentenced to a nice little ¢ stretch ' at Portmoor. Penal servi-
tude will soon tame him and dampen his ambitions.””

Nelson Lee nodded.

“I don’t think Jim the Penman will have many opportunities of com-
mitting forgery down at Portmocr,”” he agreed. ‘‘I am, of course, very
pleased to know that Sutcliffe is cafely out of the way at last. All the
.same, Morley, I've a certain eneaky admiration for our unfortunate friend.
He was an absolute criminal—and a cruel, relentless man: but there were
many points about his nature which were really likeable.”

“I’'m not so sure of that, guv’nor,” put in Nipper. ‘““Jim the Penman
tried to murder you and me four or five times, and he was about the most
liendish beggar we’'ve ever come across. Not much to admire in that'”

““Having been the object of Jim's attentions, I'm afraid you are prejn-
diced.”” said Detective-Inspector Morley driy. “ Well, you won't be
troubled with bim any more, Nipper, unless he looks you up after he's
released, in ten years’ time!”

““Is he down at Portmoor yet?’’ asked Nipper.

““Well, he will be" by to-night,”” was the inspector’s reply. ‘ He is being
escorted down to Portmoor by the afternoon express. And vou can take it
for granted that the most elabcrate precautions are being taken.”

Morley puffed comfortably at his cigar, and it was obvious that the top:e
of convercation was a genial one to him. The inspector was always 1n a
good humour when discussing {he fate of criminals.

He had called upon Nelson ILee some twenty minutes before, and was
now in the celebrated criminolegist’s consulting-room. Lee himsel!t was
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also prescnt, and the detective was cvidently taking an easy day, for
Morley bad found him reading in front of tho fire, while Nipper wrote a
few letters. . '

The consulting-room was very cheerful, and the Scotland Yard man was
in no hurry to depart. It was afternoon now, and the day was dull and
misty. Outside the air was raw and chill, but within Lee’s consulting-room
all was bright and comfortable. The fire blazed genially, and there was
an air of gencral contentment about the apartment. '

Morley had come round, in fact, to have a lttle chat with Neleon Lee
regarding the fate of Douglas James Sutcliffe, the master forger. Lee had
encountered the motorious crook on many an occasion, and he had at last
sucoceded in bringing Sutcliffe to justice.

The forger, who had made himself known as Jim the Penman, had been
captured red-banded by the great detective himself. There had been many
chal]'gen against Sutcliffo, all of them big, and he had been committed for
-trial.

Quite ment]r the trial had been held at the Old Bailey, and the evidence
bad been absolutely conclusive. Jim the Penman had been sentenced to
ten years’ penal servitude, and he had accepted the conviction quite cheer-
fully and with a smile upon his dark, handeome face.

For Jim the Penman was tall, slim, and really good-looking. Through-
out his trial he had maintained an air of quiet composure and amuseement.
¢ was cool, and aipeared to be somewhat bored by the proceedings. Just
after tho sentence had been passed Sutcliffe uttered a quiet chuckle, and
did not seem at all perturbed. The prospect of ten years of penal servi-
tudo seemed to amuse him. o

Inapector Morley, who had been present, had remarked to the forger that
he scemed to be quite resigned to his fate. But Jim the Penman smiled
in quito a winning fashion to the official detective as he passed the
Intter. -

‘* My dear fellow,”” Jim had said, ‘‘ you surely don't suppose I mean to
epend ten of the best years of my life in a convict prison? ithin a month
from now I ¢hall be busily engaged upon some fresh scheme—I have scores
of excellent plans in my mind !”’

Morley had laughed outright at the words, and he referred to the littloe
incident now that he was taking his ease in Neldon Lee’s consulting-room.
Morley crossed his legs, lay back, and chuckled. '

‘“ An audacious beggar,’”’ he remarked. ‘' By George, what a nerve the
fellow has, Iee! Hie scntence might have been one of ten minuves instead
of ten years for all the emotion he showed. And fancy having the cool
cheek to tell me that he’'d be at liberty within a month!”

“ I shouldn’t be exactly staggered if he were,” said Lee quietyy.
‘“ 8ame here, guv’'nor!’ -
Morley twisted round and stared at Lee and Nipper.

‘“ D'you mean to say you actually believe that bluff?’”’ he asked.

‘“ Not at all. It was characteristic of Jim the Pcnman to make a reply
of that nature,’”’ replied Nelson Lee. *‘‘ Mind you, I am quite certain that
it was merely bluff, and I should be exceedingly surprised if he carried
out his boast. But I should not be staggered, my dear fellow. Jim the
Penman is a slippery fcllow, and nothing would actually amaze me. In the
past he has performed many nstounding exploits—and he hae clever
confederates. n't forget that, Morley.”

‘ Confederates! How can confederates help him now?”’ demanded the
inspector. ‘‘ He ig hging guarded as though he were worth a king’s ransom,
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and once he's inside Portmoor he won't be ziven any opportunity for escap-
ing. They know his little games down there as well as we do!"”’

Nelson Lee shrugged his shoulders.

‘“Well, time will show,”” he exclaimed smilingly.  We’ll leave it at
toat, Morley.”

“Let me cee " The inspector glanced at his watch. ‘* Why, the
express is Just about starting out from the London terminus. Jim’s pleasan®
journey 1s before him. And he won't slip away, either. The police may
be rather slow in getting hold of a criminal now and again, but once they’'ve
got him they keep him!”

Morley’s words were true enough—with regard to Jim the Penman’'a
departure from London, at least. Even at that particular moment the
express was preparing to leave the great terminus.

As Morley had said, too, elaborate precautions had been taken. Sutcliffe
was an exceptional criminal, and so the police had given him exceptional
attention. He had been brought to the station in a closed prison van.
And there was no little stir among the throng of passengers when he was
led through to the departure platform.

Jim was totally incapable of making a sudden dash for freedom. And it
was also impossible for him to be helped by outside friends. He was in
charge of two warders, each of the latter being huge, brawny men, against
whom Jim the Penman seemed almost insignificant—yet he was a tall
n:an himself. | .

The forger’'s wrists were handcuffed. But they were not manacled one
to the other. His right hand was handcuffed to the left of ore warder, and
his left hand to the right of the other warder.

Thus, if Sutcliffe attempted to escape, he would drag both hia captors
with him—and that was obviously impossible. Moreover, both warders
were armed, and could have stunned their prisorer with one blow.

In this helpless plight Jim the Penman was placed in a first class com-
partment. The doors were both closed and locked, and the blinds drawn.
T'he forger sat between his twe guardians, and seemed quite at his ease.

‘“ Rather thoughtful, this,”” he remarked pleasantly. “I hardly ex-
pected a first class —"”’

‘“ Stop that!”’ growled one of the warders. ‘ No talking!"

‘“I beg your pardon—I quite forgot!”’ was Jim’'s easy reply.

He said no more, for he wished to cause no unpleasantness. He had been
an exceedingly well-behaved prisoner, and both warders were rather im-
patient at the strict orders which had been given them. They considered it
quite wnnecessary for the prisoner to be manacled as he was. But, after
all, orders were orders, and they were forced to obey them.

The exprees pulled out of the big station, and commenced its long run.
The first stop would not be until well after dark, and would be the station
at which the warders and their prisoner were to alight. Here a second
prison van would be in attendance, guarded by armed warders.

There was absolutely no loophole for Jim the Penman to make a bid
for liberty. Neither was it possible for confederates to attempt a rescue.
For the train was a very fast one, and stopped nowhere en route. And it
waa obviously impossible for Jim to leap from the train while it waa
travelling at full speed. Moreover, the certain manner in which he was
inanacled obviated such a move.

‘The police had undoubtedly taken extra strict precautions. Aund yet,
strict as they were, Sutcliffe’s astute brain had formulated a schente. It
-was a. scheme so daring, so original, so undreamt-of, that the authorities
‘were quite powerless to guard against it.
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Without outside assistance Jim the Penman would bave been helpless;
but, as Nelson Lee had significantly pointed out to Inspector Morley, Jim
had several faithful followers. They usually kept in the back’ground, but
they were formidable, nevartheless. It wae the master forger's ready wit
which planned evcrytﬁing, but bis confederates performed the work.

Nothing h&pund uwntil the evening was fairly advanced, and the express
had beer s hg throngh the country for over an hour. Jim had sat
silent and thougbtful between the two warders, seemingly resigned to his
fate. |

Tho warders knew quite well that their prisoner had a name that was
famous for sudacity and daring. But what could he do now? The train
would not stop until it reac the station where other warders would be
waiting. If any attempt were made at all Jim’s guardisans were quitec anre
that it would made during the journey by road—during the ride from
tho station to the convict prisonm.

But, knowing the forger's desperate and daring nature, the police had
prepared against such an eflfort. They half suspected that the prison van
would be raided; that armed men would apring out of the darkness and
hold the vehicle up. If so, there would he a sufficient number of warders
to ‘rl?el auy attempt. But it was obvious that Sutcliffe’s confederates
wo know of the preparatioms, and they would, therefore, nsalise the
Tutility of attempting any form of violence.

As the train rushed along Jim noticed that the electric light overhead
had been awitched on; ﬁet it waas still broad daylight. Reckoninf out how
far the train had travelled, he judged that they were about to plunge into
the long Birlston Tunnel.

‘Thia tunnel was nearly three milce in length, .and the fastest train
generally took five minutes to pass through it. The warders, too, noticed
that the electric light had been switched on. And they inetinctively
hecame more alert, for the knowledge that the dong tunnel was ahead scemed
tn sharpen their wits. Somechow, it scemed more moemr; to be briskly
alivo while the train was rushing through the darkmere. Yet, surely, the
tunnel was tho least likelg spot for Jim the Penmam to make a futile
uttempt to gain his liberty: |

The engive gave a shrill whistle,. and the next second the train plunged
into the darkness of the tunnel. The wheels underneath jolted rhythmi.
ul!g. and the roar of the traim drowned all minor sounds.

Thirty seconds passed--forty-five seconds——

And then an astounding thing occurred.

At preciscly the same sccond both the carriage doore were flung open,
and (wo extraordimary res stepped into the compartment. They were
mea attired in long clogke, and their heads were completely covered with
tight-fitting hoods. Yet they were not exactly hoods, for almost every
line of the two faces were visible, and only the eyes gleamed with fixed
determination, At firet glance it seemed to the two startled warders that
they were confronted by coal-black niggers.

But how bad the men gained an entry? Both the doors had been locked,

and the train was rushing along at nearly forty miles an hour. The

warders started up with hoarse cries, their hands instinctively reaching
lor their weapons.

But there was no time for them to act.

The whole thing happened so abruptly, so startlingly swiftly, that the
men Were unable to protect themeelves. For the strange intruders acted
drustically and without the alightcst hesitation. Even as they stepped inte
the compartment, gug on cither side, tney struck at the warders with
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sandbags. They struck forcibly, and with deadly accuracy. Both blows
were effective, and the two warders fell back, stunned and helpless.

A sandbag i8 a deadly instrument of offence, especially -when used by a
practised hand. The weapons had descended upon the warders’ heads with
terrible force, and the poor fellows had not the slightest chance of defend-
ing themselves. 'The whole nightmare-like incident had happened with
incredible ewiftness, and the attackers had not shown the slightest com-
punction. They cared not a jot whether they merely stunned or killed.
1'heir obhject had to be attained at any cost!

Jim the Penman’s eyes shone keenly.

‘“Good!”” he rapped out. ' °‘‘ The neatest thing I've seen. Now then,
get these infernal things off my wrists, and don’t waste a second !”

‘“Glad to see you, Jim, old man ”

‘“ No time for talking—get busy'"

There was, indeed, not a second to lose. Much time had certainly not
been lost 6o far, for the two strangers had entered the compartment and
had performed their whole work almost within a breath. It was the total
unexpectedness of the affair which had taken the unfortunate warders by
surprise.

Scarcely more than a minute had elapsed since the express had plunged
into the tunnel, and it was still roaring through the darkness and smok»
at great speed. _

Using a key taken from one of the warders, the curious-looking strangers
unlocked Jim the Penman’s handcuffs. The forger breathed a sigh of

relief as he stretched his arms for a second, but then he turned rapidly
to one of the men who had come to his aid.

““The gloves and head-covering, Thornton!"’ he exclaimed briskly. ““It':
daylight, remember, so I must be out of sight before the train lcaves the

tunnel. By thunder, you’'ve done well, the pair of you! I’ll compliment
you more thoroughly when I've got time!”’

‘The man addressed as Thornton ?uickly divested himeself of his big cloak.
Underneath this was a very heavy fur overcoat, and Jim rapidly donned it.
Then he pulled some huge padded gloves upon his hands, and a quaint-
Inoking bag completely over his head. This bag, too, was thickly padded,
so that Jim's head seemed to be twice its normal size. But he_could see
what he was doing through a pair of miniature tunnels in the padding.
1t waa an extraordinary get-up altogether, and converted the forger into a
very eingular-looking object. .

Without another word—for to speak now was impossible—he opcned
one of the doors, and stepped out upon the footboard. The rush of air was
very forcible, and Jim was obliged to cling tight in order to avoid being
swept off to certain death. The air, too, was charged with choking smoke
and steam, and all was as black as ink—except for the dull glow fromn the
carriage windows.

Crouching low, Jim quickly worked his way along the footboard. It was
risky work, but he had nerves of steel, and he was as strong as a bull. The
compartment he had occupied had been situated almost in the centre of
the long non-corridor coach, and he was a full minute in reaching the (nd.
With a great effort it would have been possible for Jim the Pemman to
step on to the next coach; but he did not want to do this.

Grasping ho!d of a metal support, he swung himself off the footboard en
to one of the buffers. Here he stopped, panting heavily within his strange
head-covering, and clinging for his life to the end of the carriage.

But he was sheltered here between the two coaches, and the blinding




¢ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

rush of smoke-charged air no longer troubled him. But how had he
bettéred his position? What madness was he contemplating?

He had undoubtedly escaped from his captors, and was a free man. But
only free in the sense that he had escaped from the two warders. He was
etill on the train, and there seemed absolutely no way in which he could get
clear away from it.

To make a leap on to the permanent way would mean almost certain
death—and Jim was not the man to commit suicide. He would take.risks
eertainly, but he had never been known to act with unseen rashness.

The forger became aware &f a greyish tinge in the darkness, and almcet
betfore he knew it the train plunged out of the tunnel into a deep cutting.
It was evening, and still light, and seemed, indeed, absolutely brilliact
after the blackness of the tunnel.

Not a single passenger on the exprese knew what had been going on.
The cunning with which the rescue-plot bad been engineered was remark-
able. To have accomplished the feat in the open daylight would have been
obviously impossible, and so it had been performed while the train tore
from the blackness of the long Birlston Tunnel. .,

But how was Jim the Penman fo get away from the train?

It was going at great speed, and was not due to stop until another fifty
miles had been covered, ‘

[

CHAPTER II. .|
Jim the Penman’s Extraordinary Escape.

~ Penman became active. Fixed upon the end of the long passenger

coach were small, iron steps, leading on to the roof. The escaped

criminal swiftly and nimbly mounted to the coach rcof, and clung there
with difliculty.

The wind was almost overpowering at first, but he rapidly became
accustomed to the rush of air. Actually there was no wind at all, for
the cvening was absolutely calm, although chilly. But the motion of
the express caused a tremendous blow upon the carriage roof.

Sutcliffe made an extraordinary figure as he stood there. The long fur
coat was tremendously thick, and it made him appear almost stout. His
hands, too, were encased in a pair of curious things, which strongly
resembled boxing-gloves. And his head was completely covered in the huge
padded hodd, which made it appear double normal size.

Anyhody seeing Jim on the top of the train would have received a con-
siderable fright, for he looked like nothing human. But there wwas little
or no probability of anyone seeing him, for on this side of the Birlston
Tunnel everything was bare and deserted.

Thoe railway track lay at the bottom of one of the deepest cuttings in
the south of England. This cutting was almost five miles in length, for the
railway had originally been built right through a high hill—hence the
long tunnei. Aud the Birlston cutting was bare and ugly. The sides
were Bteep, and practically no grass grew upon them. Along the top
of each bank was set a wooden rail, and this was the extent of the pas-
sengers’ view, : | _

But beyond lay a wild setrétch of country, with practically no Louscs
and no cottages. Only one or two unfrequented roads lay:in the neign-
bearhood, and it was most ‘improbable that Jim the Pemman wcould be
gccn.  Bven if he were it would make little difference to his schemes.

for 1t wos olvidbus that elaborate preparations had been made,

ﬁ LMOST as soon 2s the express had emerged into the open, Jim the
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Jim the Penman was one of the most daring crooks (Great Britain had
ever ef®en, and he had no intention whatever of setting foot inside a big
convict prison. Once within such an establishment Jim knew very we!l
that it would be practically impossible for him to break out. Ciever und
daring as he was, neither he nor his confederates would be able to brecak
down the human barrier of Portmoor Prison. For that famous prison
had never once lost a captive—except for a few days.

What, then, was Jim the Penman’s plan?

He had escaped from his guardians, but he had not escaped from the
train. If his confederates caused a stoppage Jim would be able to make
a dash for it, but whether he got clear away or not would be a problem.

But the forger’s scheme was far more elaborate than that. Just over
a mile from the tunnel a high bridge was set across the cutting. It was
one of those tremendously high arches which scem to tower gn incredible
distance above the permanent way. <&From above the trains could be
watched below, almost looking like huge snakes. The bridge itself was
not so very broad, but it had a wide span, and the main centre arch
stretched across the track high above.

There was very little trafic over the bridge, for the road was a quiet
country lane, mainly used by farm carts, and vehicles of a like nature.
At this time in the evening there was practically no possibility of traffic
crossing the bridge.

The driver of the express, leaning out of his cab, noticed that there was
something different about the bridge on this particular night, but it did
nothing more than merely arouse his curiosity. He did not even thin!
it worth mentioning to his fireman, who was at the time stoking up.

The difference was trivial, and it appeared to the engine-driver that some
sort of repairs were in progress, for a kind of scaffolding arrangement hung
down from the parapet of the bridge right over the down track, along which
the train was running.

At least, it appeared to the driver to be some form of scaffolding. for
the light was getting rather dim now. Moreover, the steep sides of the
cutfing prevented the full light reaching the permanent way, and every-
thing was rather gloomy. )

Yet the arrangement which hung down was something of a very dit-
ferent nature to that which the driver supposed. It was, to all appear-
ances, a huge canvas bag supported by a great number of thin ropes. It
was slung in such a manner that the opening of the bag faced the train
as 1t rushed along to meet it. But there was no danger of a collision,
for the thing was fully two feet higher than the roof of the engine cab.

Jim the Penman, upon the top of the third coach from the rear guards’
van, set his teeth grimly as the train rushed towards the high bridge. And
there was a set expression of strong determination in his eyes.

“By Jove, it's going to be a risky chance!”’ he muttered. ‘‘ Now that
the moment has come, it doesn’t seem nearly so simple as I thought it
would be. But I've got to go through with it—or else be recaptured!”

And the latter possibility was quite enough to make Sutcliffe tirmly
determined to carry the project through to the end.

For his scheme was an utterly astounding one.

The risk was terrible, and most men would never have dared to take it.
But Jim the Penman was absolutely fearless. He was resolved to obtamn
his freedom, and was quite ready to c¢ndanger his life in the attempt. If
he died —well, that would be better than scrving a term of ten years' penal
servitude. |

But, carried out properly, there .was -every reason for haping that he
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would not even be injured. Bruises were nothing; he was quite prepared
to bg bruised to a jelly, for he knew that he would recover withih a short
space of time. But Sutclifie was as hard as nails, and could stand all
manner of knocks,

The train rushed on, and the distance between the suspended bag and
Jim the Penman grew rapidly less. The express was not travelling at its
maximum epeed by any means, although Jim would have preferred it to-be
going even slower. Perhaps the train was doing forty miles an hour, but
certainly not more. | . ,

Jim crouched upon the roof, bending forward slightly to counteract the
force of the wind. And his eyes were fixed upon the canvas contrivance ¢s
though he were a cat watching a mouse. Never for a second did hie gaze
leave 1t. He had planuned this extraordinary expedient months before, but
it wae only now that he fully realised its terribly desperate nature.

In ehort, Sutcliffe intended leaping for life!

He himself had personally designed the canvas cradle which was new
hanging down from the high bridge. It was a huge bag, supported by
fully a dozen ropes. But the opening of the bag was directly facing Jim the
Penmman as he wus swiftly carried towards it. It was ingenlously made, 2nd
no amount of ewinging would cause the opening to alter its f{frontal
position. -

The cngine-driver looked up at the queer thing as the locomotive
thundered beneath. And he was then struck by the singular nature of
the thing. e turned to lis fireman now, who was resting on his shovel,

‘““What d’ye make of that, Tom?"’ he asked bluntly.

The fireman followed the direction of the other’s gaze, and stared. He
continued staring until the train had passed beyond the bag, and then it
was lost to sight by the top of the front guard’s van interveming. Tae
firemman scratched his head.

‘“ Queer lookin' object!”’ he commented. ‘‘Seemed to be mighty close to
the train, too. I never saw anything o’ that nature afore!”

‘““T thought it was a scaffolding arrangement at first,”’ remarked the
driver. ‘‘But then it seemed to be like a sack, slung down with ropes. I
reckon it must be some fake thing o’ the military. Then Army fellers are
up to all sorts o’ dodges nowadays.”

And the driver let the incident pass at that. Having never seen anything
of the sort before, he was naturally curious; but there was certainly no
reason for him to be suspicious.

But what had happened to Jim the Penman during this time?

The furger, in fact, had taken the great chance. He saw the engine pass
Leneath the canvas cradle, and he then noted, with satisfaction, that the
wido opening of the bag was just over two feet above the roofs of the
coaches. The bag was swinging slightly, but that would make no difference.

Tho thing that happened next was all over in ten seconds. Jim the
Penman gathered himself together and stood ready, crouching. His heart
was beating wildly, in spite of his cool nature, for he knew very well that
the venture would be a matter of life or death.

‘The swinging bag seemed to rush towards him at an appalling speed; but
he judged his time with remarkable accuracy. At the precise second he
jumped clean into the air, and then almost lost consciousness. Everythinz
was corfused, and he felt a thousand aches all over his body.

Jim the Penman had flung himsclf head foremost into the bag! A second’s
miscalculation and he would have missed his mark, and would have crashed
down upon the train. And that, of course, would have meant_ instant death.
- But Sutcliffe 'hag,,fnot n:iscalculated. He landed within the bag fairly
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and squarely, and the train rushed on beneath him and left him swinginz.
The violent shock had given the bag a pendulum-like motion, and ¥ now
swung to and fro in a wide arc.

But Jim was inside!

He had escaped from the express, and was practically uninjured. The
protection for his hands and head, with which he had provided himself,
probably saved him from serious harm, and the thick fur coat had certainly
been a protection. The concussion with the canvas had been severe, as was
only matural. But the interior of the bag was thickly padded and soft.
Jim had taken every precaution, and the result was eminently satisfactory.

The speed of the train, however, had been so great that he was not
saved from painful bruises. He landed within the bag neatly and cleanly.
His head thudded against the padded side, and he crumpled up in a
jumbled heap to the bottom. With-his bulk inside, the exterior of the
thing only just cleared the roofs of the remaining coaches by a couple of
inches. But a miss was as good as a mile, and disaster did not come.

Jim’s arms had been doubled beneath him, and they ached enormously.
His neck was ricked too, and he felt completely broken up. Indeed, he
was only capable of one” thought at the moment, and that was that he
escaped. His desperate plan had been successful!

1t had been a chance in a thousand, but really the only one possible. And
even then it had only been carried out successfully because of the forger’s
astounding coolness and daring. If Nelson Lee had been present at that
moment, the famous detective would have admired Jim the Penman—he
would have realised that the man was even a greater genius than he had
given him credit for being.

In spite of all the elaborate precautions, Sutcliffe had escaped the law—
escaped even while he was being taken to Portmoor. For although Jim
would have been powerless without confederates, they too would have bcen
unable to help him but for his ingenuity.

For the scheme was Jim’s own right from the very start. Originally be
had thought of standing upon the coach roof, and grasping a single sus-
pended rope. But commonsense had told him that he could never have
obtained a grip, and that disaster would have followed the attempt. And
so he had contrived the cradle arrangement, and had planned everything
to lead up to 1t.

The thing had been made months before, and certain men had been
given their instructions. Sooner or later Jim had been certain of arrest.
In the last extremity this desperate plan was to be carried out. It had
been almost certain that he would be taken down to Portmoor after his
trial, and his confederates, therefore, had watched events closely.

They had had their orders, and had merely carried them out. It had
been easy enough to learn the date and hour of Jim’s departure from
London, and two of the men had occupied a compartment within easy reach
of that occupied by Jim and the two warders.

Details, of course, had necessarily been left to Jim’s accomplices. And
he was highly pleased with the way in which they had acquitted them-
selves. Afterwards he would reward them liberally—and they knew it.
Jim had always been an exceptionally generous man to those who assisted
him.

‘The very instant he floundered within the quaint ‘* catcher’’ the whole
contrivance was slowly hauled upwards, and so it scarcely had a chance
of touching the rear part of the train. -

The rear guard, sitting in his van, had not the slightest knowledge of
what was going on, And, as a matter of fact, nobody knew of the exciting
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incidents which bad just taken place. It had all been performed so delibe-
rately and so methodically that there had been no ecommotion and no
uproar. . :

pl"ive minutes later the huge bag had been hauled over the parapet of the
bridge, and two eminently respectable motorists were anxiously bending
over it. They more than half expected to find a dead body, with a broken
neck.

But the padded folds of the thing moved, and Jim the Penman staggered
to his feet. During the hauling-up process he had had time to gather his
wits, and he tore the huge covering from his head. His face was red, and
atreaminq with perspiration. -

‘“Air!"” he gasped huskily. ‘‘ By Jove, I was nearly done for in that
infernal contrivance!'”’ |

‘“ Nearly done for!"’ echoed one of the motorists. ‘“ We expected to find
you smashed all up, Jim!”’

‘“ Well, I'm not exactly comfortable,”” said the forger, wiping his brow.
““ It was a rotten business, Galloway, but we have been successful. That’s
the main thing! No, I'm not smashed all up—not a single bone broken.
But I'm bruieced, and I honestly believe my neck is twisted half off !’

Jim pulled the gloves from his hands, and paced up and down for a
few moments. The cool air was doing him good, however, and he presently
chuckled with genuine amusement. He was able to bear pain, and he did
not grumble.

“*I've fooled them ! he exclaimed. ‘‘I've escaped right under their very
noscs! But I'm not free yet, and I «ha’'n’t consider myself safe until we’ve
got completely away from this spot. Everything is ready, of course?”’

" Ready when you are, Jim,” replicd Galloway briskly.

‘Right- we’ll go at once!”

Both the men were more than astonished to find their chief as cool and
collected as ever. But they knew that it was essential to leave the spot
without the slightest delay. They were both delighted at the success of
the scheme, and knew that their former doubts had been groundless.

Right in the centre of the bridge stood a powerful motor-car, of the
landaulette type. And against one of the parapets lay the extraordinary
contrivance which had given Jim the Penman his liberty. The thing was
left cxactly where it was, for there was no reason why they should take it
away with them. There was, moreover, no room for it, for it had com-
pletely occupied the tonneau of the car. If it had been possible to kee
the whole affair a eecret Jim wou!d certainly have allowed himself to be
encymbered by the canvas cradle and the ropes—for there would then
have been no clue left to show how Jim had escaped.

But it was not possible, for there was a soldier close at hand, and he was
aware of the whele conspiracy. But he had been quite unable to lift a
finger to preveut the cscape or to give warning. .

For the man was not exactly in a position to raise an outcry. He lay
behind the hedge, near the bridge, bound hand and foot, and roughly
gagged. He was a seniry, and he bhad been on duty, guarding the bridge
--as i8 (uito usual in these strenuous times of war.

It was not the gentry's fault that he was not guarding the bridge at
the present moment. Some little time before a big motor-car had driven
up, and {wo well-dressed motorists had alighted and had had a few cheery
words with him. But, to his amazement and consternation, they had

suddenly knocked the rifle out of his hands, and had felled him to the
ground.

Within three mipules be had been bound and helpless, and had been
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lying behind the hedge ever since. Jim the Penman’s confederates had nn
intention of harming the soldier—who was rather elderly; but it was neces-
sary that he should be out of harm’s way. He would be discovered and
freed when his relief arrived at nightfall, which would be within an hour.

Jim the Penman entered the landaulette, and nodded with approval
as he saw a large sult-case and a smaller one of a similar design. There
were clothes there, and a complete make-up outfit.

** You come in with me, Galloway,”” said the forger briskly. ‘° We'll
get off right away. You know where to make for, Channing.”

Channing, who was, to all intents and purposes a gentleman of about
sixty, nodded and jumped into the driver’s seat. Sutcliffe and Galloway
entered the tonneau, and snapped the door to. The leather cover of the
landaulette was closed, and the two occupants were (uite concealed by
the drawn blinds,

And the big car moved off the bridge and disappeared down the narrow,
little-used lane.

Meanwhile, the express roared on its journey, and the glcom of the
evening changed to night. There were clouds overhead, and no moon.
Consequently the night was pitchy black, and the train rushed through
dark stations until, at last, the brakes were applied.

Subdued lights ahead showed that the first stopping-place of the express

was reached. It was a big junction, and outside the station was a net-
work of gleaming rails. The train slowed down to a crawl before entering
the station, and not a soul saw one of the carriage doors open and two dark
figures step upon the footboard. '
. They were Jim the Penman’s confederates—the pair who had effected
his release. One after the other they dropped from the fcotboard to ithe
ground. It was a difficult task, but they both alighted on their feet, and
disappeared into the night.

The train came to a standstill beside the platform, and those pas-
sengers who alighted noticed that something unusual was afoot. There
seemed to be an air of expectancy about the dimly lighted platform, and
two armed warders stood by the platform gate.

They stcod there for two or three minutes, and then became somewhat
impatient and uneasvy. The stationmaster himself spoke to them, and one
of the warders shook his head.

‘“* No, we've seen nothing of them, sir,”” he replied, in answer to the
stationmaster’s query. ‘‘ They’re on this train—two special warders and a
prisoner—and I can’t understand why they haven’t come along the plgt-
form.”

*“Ypu’re quite sure they’re on this train?”’

‘““ Why, bless you, sir, it’s been arranged for days,’”’ replied the official.
‘“Two of our warders went to London especially to bring the prisoner
down. Sutcliffe, he is—the forger chap, who got ten years. It's queer they
haven't got out.”

It was so queer, in fact, that the stationmaster at once instituted a
ecarch. And within three minutes there was considerable consternation
and confusion, for, upon opening a first class compartment, which was
marked ‘‘ Reserved,”’ the two warders were discovered. They were both
unconscious, and suffering from severe blows on the head. One, indeed,
had concussion of the brain.

It was obvious ip a moment that something extraordinary had occurred.
Of the prisoner there was no sign whatever. And, curiously enough, both
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the warders were handcuffed! Jim the Penman’s confederates had rendered
their victims helpless, should they recover.

But the sandbagging had been very effectively performed, and both
warders were quite ineensible. There was dismay and alarm among the
railway and prison officials, and hasty inquiries were made. The telegraph
got to work. o

But nothing resulted. There was no evidence whatever to show how Jim
the Penman had succeeded in escaping, or where the actual escape had
taken place. A goods yard shunter volunteered the information that he
had seen two strange men leaving the railway track. The police were at,
once busy, and within an hour one suspicious character was detained.

The man, as a matter of fact, was one of Jim’s confederates. He had
*wisted his ankle upon alighting, and had been unable to get clear away.
He accepted his fate resignedly, for he knew that he could not be sentenced
to a long term, indeed, it was more than probable that the police would
not be able to prove a case against him. )

Sutcliffe himself could have waited until the traifi slowed down in
order to make his escape. But, as the arrest of his confederate showed,
"it would have been a risky proceeding. The plan which had been accom-
plished, although difficult, was by far the best. For by this time Jim the
Penman was well away. He had been able to make kis escape and cover
his tracks before the alarm was given,

Later, of course, the sentry’s stery would be told, and the actual manner
.in which Jim had gained his freedom would be known. But by that time
it would be too late to track him. Sutcliffe was a past master in the art
of smothering his trail. .

The news was at once telegraphed to Scotland Yard, and it was received
at the famous London police headquarters fairly early in the evening.
Detective-Inspector Morley, who happened to be in his own office, heard
the story with amazement and concern. It was obvious that Jim’s rescue
had been Izerformed with singular audacity and cleverness, and Morley was
utterly taken aback.

He remembered his conversation with Nelson Lee that very afternoon,
and he remembered how the great detective had said that he would not
be staggered if Jim the Penman were at liberty within a month. And yet
Sutcliffe was free alrecady—after the lapse of a few hours!

The inspector rang up Nelson Lee at onoc, and dinformed him of the
etartling news. The famous criminologist was in his laboratory at the
time, for he and Nipper were conducting an experiment. Nipper answered
the ’phone, but at once yelled for his master.

-®Nelson Lee listened quietly as Morley imparted his information. And
when he hung up the receiver, Nipper could see that something unusual
had happened. Lee looked at his young assistant thoughtfully, and with an
angry frown,

‘“ What’s up, guv’nor?’’ asked the lad.

‘“I hardly know whether to be furious, or whether to laugh outright,”®
was the detective’s reply. ‘‘In short, Nipper, our friend Jim the Penman
has succeeded i1n gaining his freedom!”’ ‘

‘““Jim the Penman free!’’ yelled Nipper.

‘“ My dear lad, don’t tell the whole of Gray’s Inn Road !’ protested Lee.
‘“I have merely handed you the information as I received it from Morley.
How the forger effected his escape is unknown at present, but he’s certainly
at liberty. He has disappeared completely, and the two warders who
accompanied him down to Portmoor were found stunned and handcuffed !

Nipper simply gaped.
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““ Well, if this doecsn’t beat the baund !’ he ejaculated in an awed voice.
““Jim’s a marvel, guv'nor—I've always said so! And we'd better look
out foz; oursclves, too. I'll bet he’ll pay us attention at the first oppor-
“tunity !'*

““ No doubt. But it would be fcolish to alarm ourselves,”” replied Nelson
Lee quietly. I pride myself, ‘Nipper, that I am more than a match
‘for Jim the Penman. But this news is infernally galling, all the same.
I had thought that Sutcliffe was safely put away, but now he is at large
‘again and certainly more dangerous than ever. Yet, in a way, I am
not overwhelmed with astonishment.”

““ You said you thought he’d escape, sir,”” observed Nipper. “ But I'm
blessed if I thought he’d do the trick as promptly as this. I wouder how
long it’ll be before Jim gets busy again?”

“I'll guarantee he makes himself apparent within four weeks!” was
Tce’s grim reply. )

But neither Nelson Lee nor Nipper guessed how scon the master forger
was to recommence his astounding and nefarious practices!

) CHAPTER IIL
The Nabob of Rajpur Brings His Troubles to Nelson Lee.

RS. JONES entered the consulting-room ia a rathei flustered con-
M dition. Nelson Lee’s worthy landlady was usually quite a stolid
soul, and it took a grcat deal to arouse her out of her customary
matter-of-fact groove. But she was certainly lifted out of herself this
morning. She stood within the room, breathless and rather flushed.

The forenoon was well advanced, and it was the morning following the
surprising news of Jim the Penman’s escape. Only one short night had
e!ai)sed since the forger's break for liberty. '

““Well, Mrs. Jones, what is it?"’ asked Lee, who was writing.

““There’s a gent fo see you, sir,”” said Mrs. Jones. ‘I didn't rightly
.know whether to show ’im up or not. I never did hold with niggers, sir,
‘an’ I don’t believe they ought to ke allowed to mix with white folk *’

‘“ Niggers!”’ repeated Lee, laying down his pen. ‘ What on carth do
vou mean? Has a gentleman of colour expressed a wish to sce me? You
shouldn’t have these prejudices, Mrs. Jones—it is narrow and litble-
minded. Negroes are sometimes the most excellent of fellows.”

‘““Well, I never could abide ’em, sir!”’ replied the laundlady flatly.
‘“ Beggin’ your pardon, sir, but this one fairly riled me. He seems to
think a deal of himself, too, if you pleasa! All dressed up like a dook,
an’ talkin’ as ’aughty as a real haristocrat. It's a hinsult to the English
language to ’ave them black men talkin’ it as though it was their own,
an’” I—"

“My good Mrs. Jones, I have no wish to enter into an argument regard-
ing the privileges extended to members of the negroid race,”” interjected
Nelson Liee smoothly. ‘I perceive you have a card in your hand. Be good
cnough to hand it to me!” .

'I'he landlady sniffed, and handed the large slip of pasteboard to Nelson
Lee. It was unusually large, and the lettering upon it was inscribed ex-
guisitely, and with much ecroll work:

‘“ His\Highness the Nabob of Rajpur, Dadan Ramsct Khan, LL.D.”

‘““ Upon my soul!” ejaculated Nelson Lee.
‘““I always said- them niggers "
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‘““ Confound it all, Mrs. Joncs, don’t dare to call such a famous Iudian
potentate as the Nabob of Rajpur a nigger!”’ said Lee sternly. ‘' You'll be
getting yourself into trouble one of these days. I'm afraid. Show the
gentleman up at once. Nipper, put your tie straight, and try to look pre-
sentable for once!”

Mrs. Jones departed, abashed, and Nipper chuckled gleefully as the door
closed. | ‘ _

‘“A giddy Indian princeling, eh?”’ he exclaimed. ‘* We're getting on
in the world, guv'nor! Fancy Mrs. Jones calling him a migger, too! I
wonder what the dickens he wants with you?” T

'* We shall probably hear that in due course,’’ replied Lee.

The detective was rather inclined to be angry with the landlady for
having kept such a distinguished visitor waiting. For the Nabob of Rajpur
was a very important personage, and a man of fabulous wealth,

Nelson Lee had never met the Nabob, but he knew that the influential
Indian had just arrived in England on a ceremonious visit. He was, in
fact, a guest of the British Government, and intended going out to the front
to review Indian troops. The Nabob had come over from India in his
own private yacht, and had arrived in port only the day before. He was a
staunch friend of England, a thoroughly good man to the core. And
Mrsa. Jones had called hinr a nigger!

Nclson Lee half expccted a deal of ceremony; possibly two or three
native attendants would accompany the Nabob. Nipper, looking eut of
the window, remarked that there was no commotion and nothing unusual
occurring.

‘And the next moment the door opened and the Nabob of Rajpur was

ushered in. He was a tall man, and walked with a grave, stately manner.
Yet thereo was nothing whatever dignified about him, and he was dressed
exactly the same as any fashionable Englishman—with the exception of a
turban.
* Mis skin was darker than that of most Indians, and so, perhaps, Mrs.
Jonea had a little excuse. But his features were well cut, and his eyes
were kindly. - A large black moustache adorned his upper lip, and his sleek
hair wae absolutely jet.

*“ Mr. Nelson Lee?”” he queried, in soft tones,

The detective bowed. _

‘“This is an honour,’” he exclaimed. ‘‘ You must forgive me if you were
kept waitin below——"’

I'he Nabob laughed. |

‘“ Not at all,” he interrupted. ‘“I am afraid the good lady who escorted
me up here regarded me with a certain amount of suapicion,” he added
with a smile. ‘‘ I shall be obliged, Mr. Lee, if you will merely address
me as Mr. Khan. It is quite an informal visit—and I really hate cerc-
mony."”’

The Nabob’s English was perfect, and it was obvious that he was a
bighly educated man. His manners were irreproachable. And there was
something about himn which was eminently likeable.

ITe took the seat which Nelson Lce indicated, and then remained
thoughtful for a fcw moments. His manner had become grave, and he was
evidently troubled.

‘I am here, Mr. Lee, to interview you in a professional capacity,”” he
began.” ‘1 hardly expected to begin my visit to England by seeking the
advice and aid of a distinguished detective. But certain events have
occurred which render action of some sort very essential, Youn have heard,
wo doubt, of the Rajpur jewels?”’ o
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Nelson Lee shrugged his shoulders and smiled.

“ Who has not?”’ he asked. °‘ The Rajpur jewels are famous as beino
oue of the most magnificent collections of precious stones in cxistence. [
trust—er—Mr. Khan, that nothing untoward has happened —-"

““On the contrary, semething terrible has happened,’”’ said the Nahob,
bis eves flashing with anxiety for a moment. ‘I shall be frank, Mr. I«e.
The Rajpur jewels have been stolen from me, and have entirely disap-
peared.”’

‘““Dear me! That is, indeed, terrible!"’ exclaimed Lee gravely. “ Ycu
have, of course, informed the police of your great loss?”’

““Not yet. I have come straight to you,”” was the reply. ““I wish to
avoid publicity, if possible. The jewels were intact last night, Mr. Lee,
and I only made the startling discovery that they had vanished this
morning. I brought them to England, as you probably know, for exhibi-
tion purposes. It was my intention to place them on show with the object
of raistng subscriptions for certain war funds.”

Nelson Lee nodded.

““ Yes, I read in the papers that you were to exhibit the Rajpur jewels,”
he replied. ‘It was wonderfully generous of you, Mr. Khan, to allow
other folks to have a glimpse of your marvellous collection. I am shocked
to hear what you tell me, and I sincerely trust that there is nothing
really serious——"’

The Nabob bent forward, now very grave.

‘““ It is serious, Mr. Lee,”” he said, in his soft, easy tones.  The Rajpur
jewels have disappeared, and I wish you to recover them. Your famz has
reached even to remote districts of India—that is, to British and British-
educated people. I myself was greatly interested in eeveral of your exploits
even before I had ever set foot in England. But I scarcely came here to
pay you compliments, Mr. Lee; I came to beg you to investigate this
theft.”

““Can you tell me any of the circumstances?’ Nelson ILee inquired.
‘““ You have said that you discovered your loss this morning. How were
the jewels taken, and where were they kept, that they should be so easily
spirited away?”

The Nabob smiled.

“I'm afraid I am but a poor speaker,” he went on. * This loss has
affected me more than I dare admit, for it will be impossible for me to
return to India without the Rajpur jewels. T do not show much emotion,
Mr. Lee, but I feel it—I feel it terribly within me. But details? Really,
there are very few to give you. I am residing in an old-fashioned house in
Russell Square. It is not my owna residence, but has been prepared for
my reception—for my use during my visit to London—by the British
Government.”’ - |

““ Where did you keep the jewels?’’ persisted Lee. ‘“ And surely you had
thein strictly guarded by your native servants v

““ Again I must excuse myself for having been uncommunicative,”’ inter-
jected the Nabob. ‘I omitted to explain to you, Mr. Lee, that my suite
bhas not yet arrived in London. In fact, I myself have not arrived'”

““ Really Y

‘“ By t-';mt I mean to say that I am now in London merely bent on
pleasure,”” went on the Nabob of Rajpur. ‘I must confess that my
pleasure has been somewhat marred by the sudden loss of the jewels. In
brief, however, I motored to London yesterday, leaving my sutte behind,
intending to have a few free hours quite to myself previous to commenciug
my ceremonious visit. Consequently. I was practically alone in the Russell:
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Square house, for only one native scrvant was there—and he was a
etranger to me, My own servants will not arrive from the yacht until
to-morrow morning. DPerhaps you will think 1t rather strange——""

“ Not at all,”” was Lce’s interruption, ‘* It must be irksome to he bound
down to formalities during a vistt to London. And I can quite understand
your desire for a certain amount of freedom. I take it, then, that you
were ;]ulte alone at the house. in Ruesecll Square during the whole of last
night?”’

G Alone cxcept for the hand-servant I mentioned,” was the reply. ‘° Of
course, there were others in the remote regions of the house, but I have
nothing to do with them. I merely dined rather late, and then went on
to a music-hall. The jewels, you will understand, I brought with me, for
I did not think it wise to leave them on the yacht Apparently, however,
that would have bcen the better course, as it has turned out.”

*“ How was the theft accomplished?” acked Nelson Lee.

““1 really have no idca. But it is evident that somebody very clever
was at work—somcbody who knew thc whereabouts of the precious stones,’’
replied the Nabob gravely.. ‘* Beforc leaving for the music-hall I placed
the jewels in a locked ca met where I was positive they would be safe.
But when I returned, between one and two o’clock—after supping at a
famous restaurant—I was amazed and shocked to find the jewels gone. But
here comes the amazing eequel,” Mr. Lee. The native servant of whom I
have spoken had forced open the cabinet, and had removed the jewels
himeelt.”’

‘““ Then the man was the thief?’’ the detective quened.

“No. I am convinced that Singh was totally innocent,”’ replied the
Nabob quietly. °‘ He merely obeyed orders, Mr. Lee. For he showed me a
letter of instruction, seemmg]y written by mysclf, which had arrived soon
after my departure “for the music-hall. Those instructions stated exactly
where the jewels were, and ordered Singh to break the cabinet open,
remove the jewels, and to hand them to the meesenger who had brought
the note. The servant did as he was ordered, and thought that he was
obeying my will. And the mysterious messenger and the jewels have
completely vanished. Singh himself knows nothing beyond what I have told
you.

‘““The note containing the instructions, then, was a forgery?’’ asked
Lec keenly,

‘“ Obviously,”” replied the Nabcb of Rajpur. ‘But it was eo astcund-
ingly accurate that even I could scarcely believe that I had not written
it myself. It was amazingly performed, and I am convinced that a very
clever criminal has been at work.”

‘“ My hat!” ejaculated Nipper suddenly, from the window.

IIc and his master exchanged a significant glance, but made no further
comment. And the Nabob went on to say that he would be very glad-
if Nelson Lee weuld investigate the robbery to the hilt.

‘““The forged letter is not here, for 1 omitted to brmg it,”” continued
the Indian. ‘“ But no matter. 1 am anxious for you to investigate every-
thing aotually on the premises. If you can, therefore, manage to accom-
pany me to Ruseell Square, Mr. Lee, you will be dcing me a great service.
If you succeed in recovering the ]ewels your reward will be a fabulous
one.

“T am afraid I cannot come immediately, Mr. Khan,”’ replied Lee,
glancing at his watch. *‘I have an appointment with a client at half-past
twelve, and I really cannot s¢e my way to miss it. I will, however, visit
you durmg the afternocn, and will then go into a very close investigation.



THE AFFAIR OF THE NABOB'S JEWELS 17

You will have no objection, I presume, to my bringing my young assistant
with me?”’

‘I'he Nabob smiled. .

““ It will be better,”” he rcplied softly. ‘“ Nipper's fame, too, hae
rcached my ears!”’

Nipgcr accordingly swelled his chest out somewhat, and set his tie
straight. And a few minutes later his highness the Nabob of Rajpur
took his departure, highly pleased with the result of his interview,

‘““ A forgery, guv'nor!”’ ejaculated Nipper at once. ¢ By Jingo, do you
think it possible that Jim the Penman has got busy already? He only
“escaped yesterday evening, and yet this tinpot Indian lost his jewels only
last night.”

“Quick work—remarkably quick work,”” commented Lecc. ¢ Yes,
Nipper, I have a feeling within me that Douglas Jamee Sutcliffe 18 closely
connected with this business. Upon my soul, I hardly expected to get to
grips with the scoundrel again so soon!”

It was just about three o'clock when Nelson Lee and Nipper presented
themselves at the large, old-fashioned house in Russell Square which had
been specially furnished and set apart for the use of the Nabob of Rajpur.

Their ring was answered by a dark-skinned Hindoo, who was attired in
native costume. He at once ushered them into an exquisitely furnished
reception rcom, and requested that they should wait.

They were not kept waiting long, however, for in a few minutes the
Hindoo rcturned, and, with many salaams, begged his masters to follow.
His ‘‘ masters’’ accordingly did so, and mounted some richly carpeted
stairs, and were then ushered into a large apartment, which smelled mys-
teriously of the East.

The striking difference in this apartment was apparent at once. It was
furnished in Indian style, and rare tapestries hung upon tne walls. A queer
kind of incense filled the air, and, although pungent, it was by no meanas
unpleasant. The window was thickly curtained, and the light within the
apartment was therefore subdued. Quaint chairs and stools stood about,
and Lee was about to seat himself when the Nabob of Rajpur appeared.
Singh, the Indian servant, salaamed and backed out of the¢ room.

It was all very novel and unusual, and Nelson Ice and Nipper wero
rather enjoying the quaintness of their visit. The Nabob had appeared
from behind some heavy curtains, which obviously concealed a door. His
highness was attired in a rich loose robe, his feet were encased in silk
slippers, and in his turban thrce magnificent brilliants glittered with a
thousand fires. ‘

“It is well, Mr. Lee,”” he exclaimed cordially. ** You are prompt to tume.
You will honour me by coming into my private apartment.”

““The cabinet you spoke of "

*“ Is within,”’ said the Nabob, pulling the curtain aside.

Nelson Lee crossed over the room, and passed between the curtains into
the apartment beyond. Nipper remained where he was, grinning at the
strangeness of it all. He did not follow because he had not yet been
invited, but in all probability his master would soon set him to work,

The great detective found himeelf in a much smalle: apartment. It was
cven more Eastern in atmosphere than the other, and it was from here,
apparently, that the incense had its origin. For two braziers were burning
lazily, and with ruddy flames. Thin coils of smoke arcse, making the
atmosphere of the room almost heavy and oppressive.

The Nabob of Rajpur ecated himself on a pile of rich cushions, and
motioned his visitor to become seated on a similar pile opposite. Between
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them etood, upon a low stool, a supcrbly mcdelled hookah—the narghileh
of India.

The hookah i1s an Oriental tohacco pipe, the howl of which is attached to a
vase containing water. Through this water the smoke passes—heing de-
nghtfully cooled in the precess—and then enters the smoker’s mouth
through a long, flexible tube.

There were two tubes fitted to this hcokah, and Dadan Ramset Khan
picked one of them up and offered it to Nelson Leee.

‘“You will smoke while we tulk?”’ he asked with a smile. ‘° There are
other details I wish to tell you of, for since visiting you, Mr. Lee, I have
made a surprising discovery. You will find this tobacco quite excellent.”

Nelson Lee smiled, and took the proffered tube, and placed the neat
mouthpicce between his lips. The detective was as grave as a judge, but
he was really greatly amused at the whole quaint procedure.

After two or three pulls he obtained the rich, full lavour of .the tobacco.
It was, indeed, delightfully fragrant. FPerhaps it was the pipe which
rendered the smoke so cool.

Nelson Lee lay back among the cushions and listened dreamily to the
Nabob’s voice. %Ele puffed away contentedly, while enjoying the wondrous
sense of peace and languor which had come over him.

And then, subconsciously, he became aware of the fact that his host's
voice had become a mere blur. Lee attempted to rise, but found that it
was utterly imposesible for him to do so. Mechanically, he puffed at the
hcokah tube, and within another ten seconds the mouthpiece slipped from
between his 1ips and fell with a soft tap to the floor.

The great detective lay back, with closed eyes—unconscious!

—— ——

CHAPTER 1V,
An Extraordinary Story from an Extraordinary Man,

RACTICALLY two hours elapsed before Nelcon Lee recovered his
senses. He first became aware of a feeling of lazy contentment. He
was lying on a deliciously soft couch, and music, as though from

afar, sounded é)rea.mily in his ears.

After a few minutes, however, his mind became a little clearer, and it
suddenly became apparent to Lim that the ‘ music’ was really Nipper’s
volice, speaking in low, anxious tones.

‘““Wake up, guv'nor!” the lad was saying. ‘‘Thank goodness, you’'vo
shown some sign of life at last! Pull yourself together!”

Nelson Lee moved slightly, and opened his eyes. It dawned upon him
that he was still lying upon the cushions near the hookah in the Nahob of
Rajpur’s private apartment. But, although the cushions were delightfully
80ft, L.ee now realised that he was not absolutely comfortable.

There was a curious tightness about his ankles and about his wrists;
and when he attempted to move one of his legs he found that he could not
do so. This had the effect of rousing him considerably, and he lifted his
head and looked about him in a dazed kind of way.

““ Why, hallo, Nipper!” he exclaimed huskily. ‘ What the "

The detective paused abruptly, for he saw that Nipper was bound hand
and foot. And at the same cecond he knew that he himself was in a
similar plight. It was not exactly a pleasing discovery.

““You must have had a bhigger dese than I had, guv’nor,” observed
Nipper. ‘‘I’'ve been awake for half an hour. It's no good trying to get
free, because that beastly old Hindoo merchant keeps popping in and out.
I expect he’s waiting for you to recover.” :




THE AFFAIR OF THE NABOB'S JEWELS 19

Nelson Lee struggled into a sitting posture.

‘“ Good gracious!” he exclaimed, in a dazed kind of fashion. ¢ What
has happened, young ’un? Let me think—let me think "

““ Nothing much has happened yet, guv'nor,”’ interjected Nipper, wlo
was lyin§ on some cushions quite near. *° About ten minutes atter you'd
como in here the Nabob called me in and invited me to smoke his bleesed
pipe of peace—if that rummy contrivance can be called a pipe. Well, after
about six puffs, I felt jolly squiffy, and I didn’t know anything more until
I woke up half an hour ago, to find you lying bside me. Of course, ke
worked the same dodge on you.’’ -

Nelson Lee’s brain was becoming quite clear,

‘“ Exactly, Nipper,” he agreed. ‘‘ 'The Nabob worked the same dodge on
me. Presumably he hid my unconscious form while you were being sub-
jected to the treatment. But what, in wonder's name, can be the meaning
of it?” -

““ I've been asking myself that for the last twenty minutes,”’ said Nipper.
“ Why the dickens has the Nabob of Rajpur overpowered us and made us
prisoners? It's the queerest business we've ever bcen mixed up in, sir.”

It was, indeed, amazing. Without the slizhtest doubLt the famous Indian
potentate had deliberately trapped the great detective and his young
vcsistant. But why? What could be his reason?

And then, when Lee was clear-headed and alert once more, the Nabob
himself appeared. The heavy curtains suddenly parted, and he stood there
regarding his beund victims with an amused smile. He had come noise-
lessly, and he now smoked an ordinary Virginia cigarette.

'** I presume you have an excellent r¢ason tfor this outrage?’” said Nelson
Lee quietly. -

The Nabob of Rajpur nodded.

““ The most excellent reason in the world, my dear Lee,”’ was his smcoth
reply. ‘““Ah! You recognise the voice, eh? I um taking no pains to
disguise it now——"’

‘““Jim the Penman!”’ gasped Nipper faiatly.

The Nabob nodded.

“ Precisely !” he replied calmly. ° Jim the Perman—at your service!"

Nelson Lee said nothing. To tell the truth, the detective was so utterly
flabbergasted that he was really incapable of expreasing himself. It was
not often that Nelson Lee allowed himself to show amazement. But he did
so now, and made no attempt to conccal it.

Jim the Penman' .

In a flash Nelson Lee realised the whele sequence of events. It had not
been the Nabob of Rajpur who had victited him during the morning, but
Douglas James Sutcliffe himself! The master forger, in some miraculous
manner, had managed to adopt the personality of a famous Indian Nabob
during the short period of one night. The previous evening he had been
cn his way to Portmoor, a convicted criminal. To-day he was in London.
cpenly and under everybody’'s eyes, in a new identity—an identity, more-
over, which was not merely a disguiee.

It was little wonder that Nelson Lee was almost stunned by the revela-
tion. Yet at the same time he admired Jim the Penman’s cleverness tre-
mendously. The forger’'s acting had been absolutely perfect. Lee prided
himself that he could see through almest any disguise. But Jim’s had been
so clever, and had been carried out so thoroughly, that the detective was

11 no way to blame for having been deceived.
" Lost your voice, eh?"”” went on the disguised forger pleasantly. *Well,
I'm not surprised. I anticipated that you would reccive something of a
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blow. But I have something quite nice in store for you—as you will pre-
sently find out for yourselves.” .

Nelson lec took a deep breath.

‘“You are an artist, Sutcliffe,”” he said quietly. ‘‘Sometimes I really
feel well disposed towards you. Your obvious ingenuity and genius make
me Tegret exceedingly that you allowed yourself to drop into criminal
ways. By James, you and I would have been great friends if you had
adopted an honest mode of life.”

.*“You honour me,” said Jim the Penman banteringly. °‘ Yet, Lee, I
belicve there’s something in what you eay. You’ve done me many bad
turns in the past—you’ve wrecked many of my most promising schemes—
but I regard you as the only man who is a danger to me. For the police
J don’t care a snap of the fingers. You have been the thorn in my side all
along the line. And it is really regrettable that I must adopt the course
1 am now contemplating. It would have been far better if you had allowed
me to go my own way.”’

“ That remark, I presume, containg a hidden threat?’’

‘“ Take it as you chooee,” was Jim’s reply. ‘I shall certainly do my
utmost to make you fully realiee the folly of having falien out with me.
But this is really a pointless conversation. Let us get to rock bottom
facts. I’ve been very clever, my dear Lee, and I am quite anxious to
cnlighten,you upon a few details. It cheers me up to discourse upon my
own cleverness!” ’

“ Nothing like swank !’ grunted Nipper ferociously.

‘“ Swank, as you call it, has been my greatest help all through, Nipper,”
said the pseudo-Nabob. ‘‘In other words, I have an unlimjted supply of
audacity, and cool cheek. Nowadays cheek is the main factor of a
criminal’s stock-in-trade. Without my wonderful nerve I should be useless.
You heard, of course, of my escape? Well, I think you will admit that it
was enginecred with singular adroitness.”

And Jim the Penman proceeded to explain how he had escaped from the
express. The forger tocok a seat on a low stool, crossed his legs, and
smoked his cigarette while he talked with perfect ease. Lee and Nipper,
meanwhile, lay bound upon the cushions, listening with genuine interest.
'I'hey both fclt that Jim had something ghastly in store for them, but they
- did not allow their minds to wander,.

They were amazed to learn of the trick by which Jim the Penman had
escaped custody. The tale of the swinging cradle was an extraordinary
one, and Nelson Lee knew that no other man but Sutecliffe would have
engineered such a device. But that the ruse had heen entirely successful
was only too obvious.

‘““ It was nearly dark when the landaulette started off from the Birlston
Bridge,”” went on Jim the Penman easily. °° The sentry, of course, was
vot harmed, and it was no fault of his that he was not at his post. My
two men, Galloway.and Channing, merely roped him up so that he could
not cause trouble, Well, Galloway helped me to change my clothes, and
then I disguised myself 2s a. respectable old gentleman. By this time it
was quite dark, and the car had travelled a considerable distance. I had
my plans all cut and dried, but, as often happens, an unexpected incident
occurred which completely altered everything.”

** You met the Nabob of Rajpur?’’ syggested Nelson Lee quietly.

‘“ My dear lee, your deductive powers are really astonishing,” was
Jim’s reply. “ To tell the truth, I did meet the dark-skinned gentleman
you named. But the meeting was dramatic and unexpected. It was one
of those lucky adventures which seem to favour me so generously! While

1 i



There was a deafening report right overhead, and the very house
appeared to be tumbling to atoms. Masonry crashed, and heavy
timbers thudded down.—(See page 33.)
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the landaulette was rushing through the darkness, bound for the south
coast, it necarly crashed into another car, which was coming trom the oppo-
site direction.”

Jim paused to light another ¢jgarette.

It was not Channing’s fault,”” he continued. °‘‘Channing 1s a most
excellent driver, and he behaved splendidly when a small racing car shot
round a corner at a speed which was not exactly conducive to safety.
Channing swerved to the near side, and the racer went clean up the bank
and overturned. As I had already disguised myself I thought it wise to
stop, for I had no wish for the police to be on the look-out for my car.
The racing car containéd one occupant only, and he was partially stunned.
As you guessed, he was his highness the Nabob of Rajpur.”

‘“ Was he eefriously hurt?”’ inquired Lee.

‘“ No. Merely stunned, as I said. He jabbered away in English after a
tew minutes, and informed me that he was on his way to London from a
certain seaport, where his private yacht was in dock. I gathered that
the Nabob was something of a sport, and he had been on his way to
London in order to have a high old time before the ceremonies of his visit
to England commenced. I told you something of the same story myself
this morning.”’ -

‘“ So you simply stepped into the Nalob’s shoes?’”’

‘“ Exactly,” said Sutcliffe smoothly. ‘I learned from his highness that
his suite would not follow him to London until Thursday morning—that is,
to-morrow. Nobody, it seemed, knew the Nabob in London, and therc
would be no formalities whatever. Outwardly the Nabob of Rajpur was
not to arrive in London until to-morrow morning. Of course, he was not
doing anything in secret, for his secretaries on the yacht knew that their
exalted master would stay at this house, in Russell Square. Thus the Nabob
had the whole of last night, the whole of to-day, and the night which is now
coming on, free to himself to spend exactly as he chose, without his suite
knowing anything of his movements. The Nabob merely wished to have a
couple of days of freedom, as was only natural. His yacht had arrived in
port two days before time, and so he saw no reason why he should not

oo for a little spree. Unfortunately, the accident upset his plans.”
Jim the Penman paused, and chuckled.

““Most men in my position would not have had brains enough to gracp
the singular possibilities of theé situation,”” he went on. “I am nct
boasting, but I think I may say that I displayed really striking quick-
wittedness. I realised at once how fate had played right into my hands.”

‘“ Indeed, you were lucky,” commented Nelson Lee grimly. ““You were
a fugitive from justice, and by that time there was already a hue and c1y
after you. Of course, you saw that by adopting the Nabob’s personaiity
you would be almost certain of immunity from detection. No matter how
careful your original plans may have been laid, they could not possibly
have been so favourable as the course which chance had placed in your

hands. Moreover, there was possibly some other motive in addition to
tnat of hiding from the police.”

‘““ My dear man, I saw a huge game right in a flash,”” was Jim the Pen-
man’s cool answer., ‘‘I saw that an absolute impersonation was not necco-
sary, for nobody knew the Nabob in London. There was a chance of being
bowled out, I'll admit—but I've always been a chap to take chanccs.
Well, while the Nabob was lying by the roadside, dazed and fit for nothing,
I and my men turned hig little car right side up. But for a wrecked wind-
screen, twisted mudguards, and wholesale loss of paint, there was nothing
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wrong with the racer. She was still capable of finishing her journey. That
made a big difference, and I formulated my plans straight off.”

Jim went on for scme little time longer. He explained that his two
confederates, Channing and Galloway, had taken the Naboh of Rajpur off
in a big landaulette. Prévious to that, however, Jim had disguised him-
self as near as poesible to the wealthy Indian. He ransacked the Nabob's
pockets, and took possession of all his papers, money, and personal belong-
ings. The Nabgb, of course, had objected strongly, but he had been quite
unable to resist.

Then, while he was taken off to a destination which Jim named, the
forger himself mounted the little car and went straight to London. He
had, in short, adopted the personality of Dadan Ramset Khan, and the
latter unfortunate gentleman was being held a prisoner.

““ As I had anticipated, not a suepicion has been aroused,’”’ said Sutcliffe
amusedly. ‘‘ The one Indian servant in this house, a fellow named Singh,
has not the shightest idea that I am an impostor. As a matter of fact, I
have had very little to do with him, just out of precaution. I know, of
course, that I must be well away before to-morrow morning, for the
Nabob’s suite will arrive in style during the foremoon, and to remain
would be to court disaster. Oh, yes, I shall have disappeared before
to-morrow’s dawn.”’

Jim rose and stood over his helpless listeners.

‘““ But my object has been attained,”” he went on, his voice becoming
grim and harsh. ‘“One of my main reasons for adopting this disguise, Lee,
was to entrap you. That I have done eo is nothing to your discredit. I
know you are a shrewd man, and any ordinary trap would have been futiiec.
1 knew, however, that you would never fathom the depths of the scheme
I planned. You swallowed every word of my story this morning, and
you and Nipper simply walked blindly into my hands. You can guess
why you are both here—I mean to get even! I mean to be free of your
infernal attentions in the future.”’

‘‘ Another murder threat, eh?’’

“You have been at my heels, Lee, ever since I openly adopted forgery -
as a profession,’”’ said Jim the Penman fiercely. ‘‘ You have consistently
wrecked every scheme I formulated. Well, I am not going to be troubled
by you any longer; and to-night I mean to have my revenge. And, as you
bintcd, there was another reason why I became the Nabob of Rajpur—u
reason which will ke very beneficial from a financial point of view. I
don’t intend to satisfy your curiosity further than that, for it can really
be of no interest to you. By to-morrow morning you will be——""

Sutcliffe shrugged his shoulders expressively.

““ You—you hound!”’ ejaculated Nipper hotly.

‘“ That is a rather apt expression,”” was Jiri’s grim reply. ‘I have
certainly hounded you both down, and there is no escage."

The forger glanced at his watch, and Nipper bit his lip in order to
prevent himself speaking again. Nelson Lee was quite unmoved, but he
vas nevertheless aware that his position was extrermely desperate.

Yet, in spite of the grim threats which Jim had uttered, the detective -
could not help admiring him; he could not help admiring Jim’s amasiung
adaptability and audacity. Only the previous day he had been on his
way to a convict prison! And te-night he was established in the identity
of a rich Indian potentate, and had been masquerading as the Nabodb for
nearly twenty-four hours. Only Jim the Penman would have had the codl
cheek to adopt such a daring enterprise.

Jim’'s disguise, tco, was masterly. Even now, as Lee looked at him,
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there was utterly no trace of the forger's own personality. Only the voice
betrayed him; and, when unecessary, he was capable of disguising that with
remarkable ease. The dark colour of his skin assisted the dlbglllbe very
materially, and the Oriental turban was an added effect.

Sutcliffie walked to the hidden door, and parted the curtains. And then
ho turned and stood looking at his two roped-up prisoners with a smile of
cvil amusement.

‘““I shall not be gone long,”” he remarked. ‘‘ And, as a word of advice,
let me say that any attempt to escape will be futile. I shall merely be in
the next room, anc{ every sound within here will be audible to me. Later
2n I have a nice little surprise in store, so I’ll leave you to wait in anticipa-

ion.’

And Jim the Penman passed through into the adjoininz apartment,

CHAPTER V.
The Priceless Jewels of Rajpur.

IPPER was inclined to be somewhat furious at first—immediately after
N Jim fhe Penman’s departure. But Nelson Leec told the lad that an
. outburst of temper would be really an admission of fear.

So Nipper calmed down and wrenched at his bonds fcverishly and without
avail. His master, though he betrayed little emotion, was nevertheless
lnwardlv boiling with helpless fury. The l;nowledgc that he was a
prisoner, absolutely at the mercy of Jim the Penman, galled him to such an
cxtent that it was only with the greatest difficulty he had controlled him-
sclf,

But Le¢e was not foolish enough to heap blame upon his own liead for
what had occurred. This trap had been so cleverly laid, so perfectly
planned, that the great detective must nceds have been siiperhuman to have
vuarded against it. Jim the Penman had acted with such superb clever-
nese that no man on earth could have been aware of the true situation.

It was all the more galling, becausc Nelson Lee knew, without any
bombast, that he was more than a match for Douglas James Sutcliffe. The
great criminologist had proved on many an occasion that he could beat
Jim the Penmidn cven when the odds were all in the latter’s favour. 'The
forger was ingenious and cool; but his ingenuity and cleverness was not of
that same qualily which Nelson Lee possessed.

Therefore it was very bitter for the detective to realise that be was in
the scoundrel’s power, and that he had been tricked by the simplest of
devices. Its very simplicity, in fact, had brought about the desired resnlt.
Yet, as Lec lay upon the cushions, he did not give way to despair. His
brain was very busy, for he knew that Nipper and he were in dire straits.

Jim the Penman, in the adjoining room, was perfectly cool and calm.
He knew that the trump card was in his pOSb-e:blOl'l-—-thdt he held the upper
hand—that Nelson Lee and Nipper were completely at his mercy. The
circumstances were singularly in favour of the scoundrel’s plot. This
grcat house, teeming with life as it would be to- morrow, was now pracli-
cally deserted. The Nabob of Rajpur was not duvc until the following
morning. Jiin had merely stepped into the Nabob's shces, and he could
do as he wished and not be ¢uestioncd.

The {orger, however, was uander no false impression. He had known
right from the very start that his masquerade was to be ol very short dura-
tion. Ho was only safe for a tew hours longer. But his plans were
already made, and he had accompliched much.
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With really astonishing promptitude he had fully realised the possi-
bilities. He had found letters on the wealthy Indian which told him mucl:
—for one thing, that the Nabob always wrote his letters in English—and
generally talked in English.

' This knowledge had removed the only stumbling-block which Jim the
Penman had feared. He did not find it necessary to use any language but
his own, and Singh, the one native servant, suspected nothing.

From the letters—and from reports in the newspapers which Jim had
seen even before his arrest—he knew that the Nabob had brought the
famous Rajpur jewels to England for the purpose of exhibition.

These jewels were of fabulous value, and it was certain that they were
on board the Nabob’s yacht,

Jim had realised that fact almost at once. And it was the poesibility
of gaining possession of them which had prompted him to adopt the course
he was now pursuing. The trapping of Nelson Lee and Nipper was, after
all, merely of secondary consideration, It was the jewels Jim the Penman
had been after, right from the start.

. And, as usual, he brought into play his extraordinary talent of forgery.

That very morning, before visiting Nelson Lee, Sutcliffe had acquainted
himself with all the facts. Two things had struck him. One—that the
Nabob’s letters provided him with excellent specimens of the Indian’s hand-
writing, and—two—that this big house would make a singularly effective
trap for Nelson Lee and Nipper. Jim had sole control of it—for the time
being, at any rate—and once his victims were inside; he would make sure
that they would never leave again.

Moreover, Jim the Penman had made a certain discovery. On the very
evening of his arrival, disguised as the Nabob, certain articles had been
brought from the yacht by a special messenger—articles which his higk-
ness had intended using. The hookah had been among them; but it was
Jim, of course, who had drugged the tobacco.

And, perfectly methodically, Sutcliffe mapped out his plan of action.
The first consideration with him was to obtain possession of the jewels. To
such a man as Jim the Penman this problem presented mo difficulties.
Indeed, the one thing which impressed itself upon his mind was the
amazing simplicity of the whole business.

He simply sat down and wrote a letter of instruction to the Nabob's
chief secretary, a highly educated Hindoo, who was at present on board the
yacht. This letter was forged in Jim’s usual masterly style.

The Nabob’s handwriting was rather distinctive, and possessed many
peculiarities. Yet Jim penned the letter as though he had written in that
particular style all his life. Forgery to him was child’s play. He was a
genius at every branch of penmanship, and conld commit forgeries so accu-
rately that all the handwriting experts in the world wuold never be able
to detect a single false stroke.

This particular letter was short and plain. The chief secretary was
instructed to send the Rajpur jewels to Liondon at once by a special trustad
messenger. Jim had sent the letter down by an ordinary district messenger
boy, and he was absolutely certain that his orders would be carried ont.

I'or the Nabob’s word was law, and the secretary would never suspect for
a second that the letter was not genuine,

With that matter off his mind Jim proceeded to prepare for his visit
to Nelson Lee. The ruse had been entirely successful, and both Lee and
Nipper were now in his power. It was evening, and the forger was
expecting the arrival of the special messenger with the jewels a3t any
minute, ‘
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By the morrow they would have disappeared--Jim with them,

e paced the quaintly furnished roem slowly, his long silken robe
awishing gcutly as he moved. And every now and again Jim the Penman
chuckled delightedly. Whatever plan he had in micd evidently pleased
him more than a little. And he was not thinking of his victim's fate now
-- he was thinking of what was to happen afterwards.

'T'he time sped quickly, and it was alrecady quite dark. The curtains had
‘been drawn, and soft eclectric lights glowed down warmly. Once Jim
the I'enman went to the window and leaned out, looking down upon Russell
Square.

The evcning waes very dark, for there was no moon, and the air was
eomcwhat hazy. Not a breath of wind atirred, and everything was won-
derfully calm. It was one of those still nights which are most favourable
to fog in London. But there was no fog at present, and by the look of the
sky it scecmed as though there would be none.

Russcll Square was very dark, for although the evening was still young,
the lighting restrictions compelled the inhabitants to keep their windows
shaded and their lights dim. And as Jim leancd - upon the window-sill,
gazing down and smoking a cigarette, he saw a taxi draw up in front of
the bhouse, and he caught a glimpse of a dark-skinned man alighting.

Suicliffo at once withdrew into the rcom.

‘“The jewels!”" he muttered. ‘' By Jove, I've got a feeling that
cverything’'s going to pass off swimmingly. But I must be careful,” he
added grimly, ‘' This messenger probably knows the Nabob well, and I
have no intention of boing bowled out now.”

He scated himeelf in a low, casy chair which was in decep shadow. Any-
body entering the room would be wnable to distinguish him very definitely.
Hia general uppearance was that of the Nabob of Rajpur, but the forger
had found it impossible tb effcct an ab.olute impersonation. To mect in
full hght & man who intimately knew the Nabob would be to court cx-
posure. ®

Within threc minutes a tap came at the door, and Singh cnlered. He
announced that a certain gentleman with an almost unpronouncecable name
wag awaiting an audience,

Jim the Peuman waved his hand.

““ Bring him'!"’ he ordered curtly.

Almost at once the special messenger arrived. He entered, and salaamed
solomnly. In his hands he held what appeared to be a rich leather
travelling-case-—emall and compact, and carefully strapped.

Although Jim did not know it, the man was onec of the Nabob’s under-
accretarics.  For his highness considered himself to be a very great .man,
and travelled with a huge retinue of servants of all descriptions which
would have satisfied the demands of o rajah.

To speak with this man would Ie merely to take risks. And so Sut-
cliffic merely beckoned towards a small carved table. The messenger undcr-
stood, and he placed the leather case upon the table, and again salaamed.

‘“The jewels, your highness, are here,”” he exclaimed deferentially.
“ Your instructions have been "

‘“ Enough!"” interjected Jim shortly. ‘“ Leave me!™”

‘T'he mesacnger evidently suspeeted nothing at ali, and he at once retired,
closing the door behind him. There had certainly been nothing to arouse
his aus’)icions, for he had only scen thc ‘ Nabob ' dimly, and the latter
had only spoken three words. In such a short space of time detcction was
guite .impossible. .

This was the cunning of Jim the Penman’s scheme. This onc secretarv
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was the only man ke had met who was ‘closely acquainted with Dadan
Ramset Khan. The full euite would arrive on the morrow—but by then
Jim would have vanished. |

He rose to his feet eagerly, stepped to the door, and gmickly locked it.
Then he went to the carved table and unstrapped. the leather case. Within
was a superb golden casket, )

It was magnificently ornamented and chased, and the lid was studded
with rubies and emeralds. Jim pressed back the catch, and lifted the
heavy solid gold lid. He had half expected to find a loose collection of
jewels, but only a dozen tiny golden doors met his gaze, each door being
thé cover of a separate compartment. He opened one, and within he found
six superb diamonds—diamonds of magnificent purity and of amazing size.

“ Scott!”” muttered Sutcliffe, with glittering eyes. ‘ Each one will
fctch a fortune! And they can be recut as easily as the winking of an
cye. And they're mine—they’'re all mine!”

Each diamond was carefully wrapped in cotton wool, and he replaced
them and opened another compartment. This contained a number of lovely
rubies. And in other compartments there were emeralds, sapphires, pearls,
and more diamonds. At last Jim the Penman straightened his back, and
closed the casket. - _

‘“ They are worth hundreds of thousande!”’ he muitered. ‘It is impos-
sible to guess at their true value. And I have gained possession of them
with an ease which almost seems incredible. And there is Nelson Lee!
That infernal busybody will not hamper me this time—he and his brat
shall pay the penalty to-night!”’ |

For a moment he fondled the casket lovingly, as though it were a thing
of lite. The Jewels of Rajpur! Often enough had Jim the Penman read
of those priceless gems, but never had he dreamed that he would one day
possess them himself.

Yet they were his—his very own—and the wdy was open for him to
escape.

The forger was elated beyond measure, and told himself that he would
be completely triumphant. His daring plan, evolved on the spur of the
moment as he was fleeing from justice, had been successful.

After he had replaced the casket in the leather case and had strapped
it up, he glanced at his watch and was thoughtful for a few moments. By
forgery he had obtained possession of the Nabob’s jewels; and by forgery
he meant to secure for himself a safe hiding place. |

Jim chuckled afresh after he had been silently thoughtful for a full
minute. But it was not a chuckle of amusement; it was a chuckle of
cruelty and ecvil anticipation. He walked forward, and parted the cur-
tains. A heavy oaken door was before him, and it was closed. Lee and
Nipper, in the other room, had been unable to hear what had been passing.
And Jim, who had reped up his victims himself, knew that they could not
have escaped.

He passed into the smaller apartment, and found everything as he had
left it. One single electric light showed Nelson Lee and Nipper lying bound
hand and foot upon the cushions. Nipper, being impulsive, had attempted
to free himself, for his wrists were red and grazed by the hard ropes.

The two prisoners had evidently been talking, but now they both looked
round, and could not help noticing the malicious smile of cruel triumph
which marred Jim the Penman’s features. It was Sutcliffe’s own smile,
and now Nelson Lee could see the forger plainly enough through his clever
disguise. |

**T have just come in to bid you a long farewell,” said Jim tke Penman
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tauntingly. °‘‘ Almost at once 1 am sctting off for a quict retreat, where 1t
shall not be troubled by the police. As yvou already know, the Nabob of
Rajpur has been conveyed to a emall villa in Purrcy. By this time, of
couree, he has fully recovered, but he is being kent a prisoner by my trusted
(ialloway. Seeing that you will trouble me no more, I have no hesitation
in telling you my own tination.”

““We know where that'll be—when you get hanged!'’ growled Nipper
fiercely. ‘' There's no doubt at all abont your ultimate destination!'’

‘““ Really, Nipper, 1 did not think your nerves were in a fit state to
indulge in humour,”” was Sutclific'a reply. *° When I leavg here I shall

o as a lame old gentleman, and I shall engage rooms at the Greyhound
fotel, in Croydon. Not far from the Nabob’s prison, eh? At the Grey-
ln;:g;ul I shall remain for at least a fortnight, making fresh plans mean-
while.*’

‘* You are rather rash, Jim, to tell me all this—"'

“"My dear Lec, let me assure lou that you will never be able to take
andvantage of the information I have given you,’’ interjected the forger.
'* Possibly enough, later on, you will call me fiendish. But when you know
what yoiur fate i1s to be, just think of the past—that's all. Think how you
have constantly stood in my path. What happens to-night is merely my
method of paying off old scored.”

“There is many a elip "twixt the cup and the lip,”’ said Leec guietly.

‘* A proverb which is truoc enough,” agreced Jim, with perfect com-
posure. ‘' But there can be no slip on this occasion. If there were even a
thin ehred of possibility.in that way, I should settle tho thing here and
now. Dut it would be rather - well, troublesome to me. And I prefer
that you should realise how foolish it was of you to cross my track!”

Aud Jim said no more.

He scized Lee by the shoulders and dragged the detective across the
room and through a small doorway. This new apartment was pitch black,
and obviously bare. Nipper was treated in a similar fashion, and then
they heard tzo door close, and tke key was turned in the leck.

That little room wax disused, and uobody would have any cause to enter
it. Butcliffe was quite sure that his victims would not be found for many
dayes. The door of the apartment waa locked, and heavy tapestries hung
in front of it. These tapestrica continned right round the walls, and it
was more than probablle that the Nabob's servants would never know that
the room existed.

It was a safe enough prison--that concealed room. And Jim the Penman
Lkocw it, and had latd his plans accordingly. That be meaut to kill Nelson
iece and Nipper was certain. But how? By what means did he intend to
gain hia OIIJ."

Whit was the nature of his acheme?

CHAPTER VI
The Murdecers of the Night.

TTER darkness, and abeolute silence.
l l ‘I'ke room in which Nelson lee and Nipper had been concealed
wax indced un effective prison.

The window wus evidently heavily shuttered, for not a ray of light
entered, It was impoesible for the imprisoned pair to know whether any
window actually existed. Probubly cnough there wus nonc at all, for this
little room might be merely a large store-cupbeard. ‘
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The tapestries on the other eide of the door, too, were thick and heavy.
These, with the door itself, drowned every sound that might have pro-
cceded from the larger apartment. For the silence was intense, and every-
thing round Lee and Nipper was as black as a pit.

" Well, Njpper, we are a pretty pair,” exclaimed Nelson Lee calmly,
bhut with a touch of bitterness in his voice, a few minutes after Jim the

Penman had departed. “I am very much afraid that this trap is one
without an outlet.”

' My goodness!” panted Nipper. ‘ Can’'t we do something, guv'nor? I
--1 feel so horribly idiotic! Why the dickens didn’t we spot the wheeze

before it waid too late? It strikes me that we’ve been taken in like a
couple of raw rural bobhies!”

Nelson Lee laughed.

“I don’t feel much inclined for humour, Nipper, but you really make me
eile,”” bo replied. ‘‘ And it is scarcely a compliment to me to be likened
to a rural bobby. You aek why we didn’t get wind of danger? Simply
hecause, young ‘un, there was not the slightest indication of trickery.
‘T'here is no reflection cast upon our astuteness because we fell into this
trap. Now and again I have been careless, and have suffered in conse-
quence. But on this occasion I accept no blame: if the whole facts were
published far and wide we should not be condemned as inefficient. The
plain truth is that Jim the Penman is the cleverest criminal of this
decade.”’

‘“He's about the cleverest criminal that ever happened, I reckon'”
growled Nipper. ‘‘ Oh, shouldn’t I like to get free! Just think what a
surprise we could give Jim if we went and lugged him out of his bed at
the Greyhound Hotel, in Croydon !

“1 wish I knew what his plans were,”’ was Nelson Lee’s remark.
‘“That is the most important thing, Nipper. It is not a bit of use having
any false hopes. Jim intends to take our lives—that is certain. But
how is hc going to do it? I have an idea that he is up to some ghastly
devilry.”

"Tgat‘s right, sir—be cheerful!”’ said Nipper mournfully. *‘‘ And why
the dickens should we lie here, jabbering?”

““Can you tell me what else we could do?”

“Well, I don’t suppose there is much else, is there?’ confessed Nipper.
“ But I feel so jolly helpless, guv’nor! 1I've nearly skinned my giddy
wriste in trying to work these ropes off, but it’s no go.”

‘“ Sutcliffe has a certain knack of tying knots,”” remarked Lee. ‘‘ The
more you wrench, the tighter the ropes become. But surely we can manage
to get a light? We can move our hands to a certain extent—""

“By gum! My little torch is in my waistcoat pocket,’’ interjected
Nipper. ‘““I'll have a shot at trying to get it out, anyhow!”

Neither Lee nor Nipper had thought of obtaining a light before this,
for in the other room there had been plenty of illumination. And Nipper
found that, tightly bound though he was, 1t was still possible for him to
work his hands up level with his waistcoat pocket. .

It was a tremendous effort, and his already grazed skin was made quite
raw in the process. Nelson Lec heard. sundry gasps, but at last, after a
full minute, he heard Nipper utter a panting exclamation of satisfaction.

‘““ Got 1t !’ he ejaculated in triumph. ‘° Now we’ll see where we are!”

The torch was a very small one, made especially for thg waistcoat pocket,
and when Ni preesed the switch a tmy beam of light shot out and
ripped thro the darkness.

In a very short while the prisoners knew exactly where they were. The
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room was even smaller than they had supposed, and was, indced, a large
store cupboard. There was no window, and only one small door. This, they
knew; was locked. And Lee had noticed the tapestry as he had been
carriecd to the doorway. |

‘“ Although we are right in the middle of a big house, help cannot come
to us,” declared the detective. ‘‘ That tapestry concecals the doorway com-
pletely, and this cupboard is probably forgotten.”’

“* Why not yell?” suggested Nipper practically.

“I'm afraid it would only be a waste of breath, my lad. The door is
thick, and you may be sure that Jim would not have allowed us free use
of speech unless he had been sure of his scheme. In the morning the
Nabob’s retinue will arrive in style, but by that time we shall be——"

Lee paused, and Nipper understood exactly.

‘“But we sha’n’t .die here, guv’'nor,” he observed gravely. °‘ Unless, of
course, Jim lets gas into the room, or something cheerful like that!"’ he
added. ‘‘ That’s about the size of it, I expect. Gas—or he might set the
house on fire!”

‘““ My dear lad, don’t allow your imagination to get the better of you.
Things are quite bad enough without you making them worse.”” Nelson
Iee suddenly paused. ‘ But what is that string, Nipper?”’ he added,
nodding.

The lad had been idly sweeping the beam of light across the floor, but
he held it steady as he saw the direction of his master’s nodding head. It
had been a little difficult for Nipper to hold the torch, but he was getting
used to it by now.

‘“ String, guv’nor?’’ he repeated. ‘ Oh, yes, I can see it. Well, I'm
blowed !”’

Thero was a certain amount of cause for Nipper’s surprise, for a very
thin string was lying upon the floor. One end of it disappeared beneath
the door, and the other was tied to a ring in the lid of a fairly large
mahogany box.

What could be the meaning of it?
‘L'he little room was practically empty. Up one ‘corner were two rough

bundles, and next to them lay the dark-coloured box. The hinges were
facing the door, and it was obvious in a second that if anyone pulled the
string the lid would be lifted.

There was a short, tense silence.

““ That’s Jim’s game!”’ whispered Nipper at last. ¢ There’s—there’s
something in that hox, guv’nor. The rotter means to pull the string and
open the lid. He didn’t think that we should be able to get a light on
the subject!” | .

““*You are quite right, youngster,” agreed Nelson Lee. ‘' That string is
certainly not there for nothing. The very fact that it passes beneath the
door is highly significant. And, as you say, Jim does not know that we
have been able to see in this dark apartment.”

““ But why hasn’t he pulled 1t?”

‘“ 1 suppoee he’s preparing to depart—disguising himself, etc.—and will
pull the string at the last moment,”” was Lee’s quiet reply. °° That opera-
tion may release gas, as you suggested. Or it may ignite the fuse of an
infernal machine!”’

- My hat! What can we do, sir?”

Lee did not answer verbally. Instead, he wriggled round, and fell upon
his chest. Nipper saw at once that his master intended reaching the
string with his teeth and biting it through.

That, exactly, was what the detcctive meant {o accomplish; moreover,
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he intended placing kis foot upon the broken end of the string, so that,
when Jim pulled, it would move slowly—thus making the forger think that
he had opened the box.

1t was a smart ruse—but it was dcomed to failure.

For even as Nelson Lee was putting his mouth forward the strin
tightened! It stretched taut across the floor, and when Nipper switched his
light round the lid of the box could be seen lifting,

‘*“*Too late!”” muttered Nipper. ‘‘Oh, why didn’t we find out——"’

He paused, for the lid of the mahogany box, reaching the perpendicular,
toppled backwards with a loud bang. This was followed by a snap, and
the prisoners caught a glimpse cof the string disappearing beneath the
doorway.

The box had been opened and the string removed!'!

Apparently the string had becn tied so that a steady pull would not
affect it.- A sharp, sudden tug, however, unfastened it, making it possible
foxy Jim to pull the string away. The whole thing was uncanny. For
not a sound had come from behind the dcor, and nothing had happcned
in the box, '

““ What’s the idea, guv’nor?”’ breathed Nipper huskily.

Lee did not answer. His gaze was fixed upon the now open box. Nothing
was to be seen, and the whole incident seemed objectless. The minutes
passed slowly and tensely, but still the situation remained the same.

Nipper sniffed the air once or twice, but there was nothing unusual to
smell. The idea of gas, therefore, was wrong. And then, after fully five
minutes had elapsed, Nelson Lee seemed to stiffen and become rigid.

During this time Nipper’s light had become weaker and weaker. It
was only a emall torch, and nccessarily a tiny battery. It was only
intended for short flashes, and not for prolonged lighting. Consequently
the battery had been running down fast, and now the beam of light wae
weak and yellow,

““Great Heaven!” muttered Nelson Lee, horrified. |

“ What is if, sir?’”’ Nipper asked, almost fearfully. ““I can't see—--
Oh! What a scoundrel—what a devil!”

Nipper’s voice was full of horror, too. For a few seconds he could
scarcely believe the significance of his own e¢yes. For, slowly rising from
the interior of the mahogany box was the head and neck of a snake!

And, as Lee and Nipper watched, two other heads appeared. The threce
snakes commenced squirming down on to the floor, their evil eves glittcr-
ing venomously in the dim light of the torch,

go this was Jim the Penman’s revenge!

He had locked his enemies, bound and helpless, in a small room, and ha2
rcleased three deadly serpents! Both Lee and Nipper knew in a moment
that, sooner or later, the horrible reptiles would bite. And they could
do nothing to protect themselves.

“Don’t move, Nipper!” breathed Lee softly. “ Don’'t move a hair, and
keep that light steady. We could, perhaps, attack these vemomous snak:s,
but, bound as we are, we could not possibly hope to win.”

*“ And Jim—Jim thought of this fiendish plan!”’ muttered Nipper, in a
thick, choking voice. ‘‘ Oh, guv'nor, it's almost too awful to realise. And
this light, too—it’ll give out in less than five minutes!”

Lee nodded. He knew only tco well that Nipper's words were right
And when the torch gave out they would be left in darkness—alone with
the poisonous serpents. I was a situation so appalling that both Lee and
Nipper almost felt faint. At present they could™sce every movement of tho
three snakes; but prescntly all would Ee pitch dark. And Lee did pot
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care to let hiis mind dwell upon the terribie uerve strain which would tnen
follow.

To lie in the darkness, awaiting death!

The thing which filled the detective’s mind at the present moment was
tho almost unbelicvable cruelty of the plot. He knew that Sutcliffe was a
fiend when he was aroused. But even Lee had never thought that Jim the
Penman would descend to such depths of vile torture as this!

As a matter of fact, the forger had not really intended employing such
dastardly means. But he had found the snakes on the premises, and had
guessed that they had been sent on from the yacht by the Nabob’s express
orders. Undoubtedly they were sacred snakes, connected with some queer
Indian rites. But, sacred or not, Jim satisfied himself that they were
venomous. One bite, indeed, was sufficient to cause death within an hour.
And it would be a death of agony and horror!

This, then, was what the master forger had planned for his enemy. Quite
calmly bhe had laid his plans, and had accomplished his purpeose with grim
self-possession. And, as Jim had said, there was no possibility of escape,
no possibility of the plan miscarrying.

There had been no danger in telling Nelson Lee that the forger wonld
take up his quarters at an hotel in Croydon. Lee would never be able
{o make any use of his information.

The minutes passed draggingly, and the three snakes kept in the vicinity
of the mahogany box; but, sooner or later, they would attack their victims.
That was certain. Within an hour all would be over—an hour at the very
mlost. And by now Nipper’s torch was 60 weak that it was merely a recd
alow.

After the lapse of two further minutes the torch was uselcas. The
captives lay in utter darknees, side by side, every nerve tense and rigid.
Lee had full control of himself, and Nipper, brave lad as he was, did not
utter a sound of complaint.

‘““Sha’n’t have long to wait, guv’'nor,” he muttered.

“Hush, lad! We do not wish to attract—— But stay!”’ added ILee
quickly. °‘ Serpénts are very susceptible to music—that is a well-known
fact. I'm afraid it will be futilg, Nipper, but while there is life there is
hope. We must gsing—sing softly and chantingly.”

It was, indeed, a forlorn hope. Lee knew very well that the chances
were one in a thousand, and he had really only made ‘the suggestion so
that their time should be occupied, and the deadly silence banished. They
could not possibly sing hour after hour. Long before morning they
would both fall victims to Jim the Penman's xeptile emissaries.

‘““ What shall we start with, guv'nor?’’ asked Nipper, clenching his
{eeth, and forcing himself to speak cahmly. ‘° What about ‘ Down Home
in Tennessee’ or ‘ A Broken Doll,” or something of that sort?”

Nelson Lee felt a lump rise in his throat as he listened to Nipper’'s brave
attempt at cheerfulness. And the detective clenched his fists, and wrenched
at s bonds madly and desperately. Oh, it was monstrouis— |

And then, as Nipper was starting to sing, a dull boom sounded as
though frem afar. The room shook and shivered, and almost immediately
afterwards there was another boom, even louder than the first.

“Great Scott! They were explosions!”’ gasped Nipper. °° What the
dickens The Zeppelins! I'll bet a quid the Zepps. are over to-night,
guv'hor!'”’ .

‘“ Possibly—even probably,”’ was Nelson Lee's tense reply, ‘° one of the
(German airships has managed to get through the ring of searchlights and
guns, aud is now dropping i$s bombs on innocent civilians and buildings of
no military importan¢e. The murderers of the night——"""
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Nelson ILee’s sentence was interrupted by a truly appalling explosicn,
which seemell to be quite near at hand. The house simply rocked on its
foundations, and even in that confined room the crashing of glass could le
heard, faintly and dimly. .

Nipper was just about to speak—the snakes forgotten for the moment—
when 1t Seemed to him as though the world had come to an end. There
was a deafening report right overhead, and the very house appeared to be
tumbling to atoms. Masonry crashed, and heavy timbers thudded down.
Lee and Nipper were smothered in choking dust, and a great beam from
tha ceiing crashcd down within a yard of the detective’'s head.

The house itself had been struck by one of the Zeppelin’s bombs!

CHAPTER VIL
Off to Croyden—An Unpleasant Surprise,

- - ZEPPELIN saved us from certain death, Nipper!”’ said Neleon Lee

A huskily. *‘ Rather an unusual role for the Hunrs to adopt; but

they certainly had no hand in our deliverance. It was Providence

that came,to our aid. Providence directed that bomh, and did good instead
of harm.” -

‘“ It’s about the first bomb which has saved life instead of taking it,”
remarked Nipper comfortably. ‘“ But I haven’t forgotten those horrible
spakes yet. 'l'hank goodness, we didn’t bave to stand the strain for very
long. honestly believe my hair’s turned a bit grey!”

““ Nonsense !”” was Lec’s brisk reply. °‘‘ You are sound enough, Nipper—
except for your grazed wrists and general feeling of excitement. Do you
feel fit enoungh to pick up the trail straight away?”

“I’m fit enough to collar Jim the Penman!”’ said Nipper fiercely.

Just over an hour had elapsed since the high explosive bomb had fallen
upon the roof of the Russell Square house. The concluscion of the im-
priscned pair that a Zeppelin ra:d was taking place proved to be quite
correct.

A solitary airship had managed to get over London, mainly owing to a
thick haze, which hid it from the searchlights. The Zeppelin itcelf was
probably totally unaware of its situation, and the bombs had been dropped
at random. Later on in the night the news came that the Zeppelin had been
spotted just outside the suburhs, and had been brought down by gunfire—a
blazing wreck. : '

But there was no doubt at all that gocd had been done by the airship’s
visit. There were no casualties, and comparatively little damage had bcen
wrought. And the lives of Nelson Lee and Nipper had been saved by
the dropping of the bomb.

The latter had fallen fully upon the roof of the house, and had com-
pletely demolished two Hoors. Beams had crashed down, and had pene-
trated the ceiling of the store-cupboard in which Lee -and Nipper were
imprisoned. And, above, a fire had been started by an escape of gas.

Jim the Penman had been quite correct in saying that Lee and Nipper
kad no hope of rescue. The forger had never suspected such a denoucment
as this. It was, in all truth, a miracle. Nelson Lee solemnly believed that
a Higher Power had taken charge of things, and had delivered Nipper and
himself from the awful fate which Sutclifie had planned.

The actual rescue had not occurred until half an hour had elapreed.
Half choked the dust, Lee and Nipper had nevertheless found them-
sclves quite whole. And the snakes, frichtened by the terrible uproar,
bBad wriggled behind the two bundles in the corner. And there they had



34 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

stopped. Neleéon I[ee did not find this out until afterwards, when the
snakes werc caught and replaced in the mahogany box. Bug the detective
could well understand why the snakes had taken fright.

Firemen, who had arrived quickly on the scene, mounted fire-escapes, and
searched the ruins above for possible victims. And they soon extinguished
the small fire. It was while they were up there that. Lee had shouted with
all his might. Attention had been attracted, and in a very short time the
pair were freed.

The firemen, of course, had been startled and amazed to find two people
bound hand and foot, but Lee satisfied them to a certain extent. Now the
detective was standing in one of the lower rooms of the house, whicA had
escaped harm. |

It had been an exciting time. But, brushed down and feeling fresh after
a vigorous wash, Lee and Nipper were little the worse for their dreadful
experience. And, in spite of all, Jim the Penman had been defeated.

A few minutes before I.ee had been speaking with a Scotland Yard
official, and he had already made arrangements for certain events. And
at the present moment Lee was awaiting the arrival of a motor-car.

“1 don't want to waste a minute,’”’ said the detective grimly. ¢ News
travels fast, and Jim may possibly get to know that the raiders dropred a
homb on this house. And he may guess things and vanish. We want to get
to Croydon at the earliest possible moment and catch him redhanded.”

‘“With the jewels!"' added Nipper, in a satisfied tone. ‘‘ Of course, Jim
was after those jewels all the time.”

For Nelson Lee bad received the information from Singh, the native
servant—who had been nearly frightened out of his wits—that the Nabob
had taken his departure, and had also taken the famous Rajpur jewels.
Singh had known this, for he had been told that the leather case contained
the jewels by the messenger from the yacht. And Singh had seen the sup-
jroéed Nabob leave the house with the leather case.

1'his was quite cnough for Nelson Lee. He was in no way surprised, fer
Jim had hinted that he had some other motive for impersonating the rich
Indian. The forger had cleared off with the jewels of Rajpur. At last Lee
understood the game. Of course, forgery was at the bottom of the whole
business, and Lee determined, then and there, to run the forger to earth.

Jim naturally thought that his enemies wer> dead: he did not know that
n Zeppelin bomb had come to their aid. It was a quaint trick of fate. And
Ieo felt confident that Jim the Penman would be calmly taking his case
ut tho well-known Greyhound Hotel, in Croydon.

There was only onc thing to do-—and Lee did that one thing.

He immediately arranged for a police rald to tuke place. And as he was
talking to Nipper a big motor-car drew up outside, and within a minute
the detective was talking with Inspector Morley, of Scotland Yard.

“ By George, you seem to have been having a strenuous time, Lee!"
was tue official detective's greeting. ‘° Snakes and bombs! Sounds more
like a comic cinema film than real life.”

*“I assure you there was nothing. comic about it whatever,” said Lee
grimly. ‘‘ But T'll go into details later, Morley. For the present there’s
not n moment to be lost. ‘I have every reasnn to believe that Jim the
Penmian, disguised as an old man, is now staying at the Greyhound, in
('roydon. You have men with you?’”

*“ Pour of our best.’’

‘““Good. Then we'll go straight to (roydon and surround the hotel
with the help of the local police.”” said Neleson Lee crisply. ‘I want to
give Sutcliffe s big surprise. He has worked off a singularly audacious
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robbery, and if it’s within my power I mean to spoil his game. He has, ton.
kidnapped no less a person than the Nabob of Rajpur.”

‘There were two motor-cars outside. Delective-Insp<ctor Morley and Lee
and Nipper took their seats in one, and the other foliowed close behind,
with the four Yard men., Little time-had been loct in getting on Jim th.
Penman’s track!

During the swift journey to Croydon Lee explained to Morley cxactix
what had occurred, and the latter was greatly interested. When the
dctective had done, Morley puffed away at his pipe for a few mcmeut-,
and then grunted.

‘“ Some chaps have all the luck!"" he exclaimed. ‘“ You generally manage
to find your way out of tight corners, Lee., but I think this affair is about
the luckiest escape you’ve ever had. A Zeppelin bomb, too! There’s an
elenient of humour in that, Lee!” |

‘I can appreciate that now,”” smiled the famous criminologist. ‘“ At the
time, however, Nipper and I were scarcely struck by the lighter side of the
affair. \We have to thauk a very kindly fate for having been delivered.
But where are we?”’

‘“ Streatham, I think.”

““ Well, that's qucer,”” remarked Nipper, gazing out of the side window.
““ We¢'re just passing the Greyhound—the Streatham Greyhound, I mean.
We sha'n’t be so very long now, guv'nor. What's the time?”’

“Close upon eleven,” replied Nelson Lee.

The motor-car proceeded swiftly, and was soon bowling threugh Norbury,
From Norbury it was a short run to Thornton Hcath Pond, and from there
a direct road right into Croydeon.
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As they passed Broad Green Lee examined his revolver to see that it was
in perfect order. The roads in Croydon were almost without tight at all,
but groups of people wecre gathered about diecussing the raid. Many
people, indeed, thought that Zeppelins were still about.

Along London Road the police-car hummed swiftly, crossed West Croydon
bridge, and then proceeded up North End. At the crossing where Crown
Hill and George Street branch off, the car came to a standstill. The
Greybound Hotel was just ahead, on the left-hand side, opposite the Post
Oftice.

A number of Croydon police were waiting here, having been instructed
by telephone. Without any fuss, and without attracting any attention,
Detective-Inspector Morley arranged with his men, and the Greyhound
was soon surrounded.

It had all been done so that Jim the Penman would not be able to break
through the cordon, if he happened to get wind of danger before the actual
arrest took place. Nelecon Lee, Nipper, and Inspector Morley entered the
hotel, and were soon in conversation with the manager.

‘I'he latter was startled when he learned that the hotel was surrounded,
and that the notorious Douglas James Sutcliffe was supposed to be staying
at the e¢stablishment. The manager, in fact, became somewhat angry.

“THis is absurd!"”’ he exclaimed. ‘‘Jim the Penman is not here!”

‘“We are anxious to make sure of that,”” said Lee quietly. ‘‘ Sutcliffe
himself informed me that he was going to stay at this hotel for several
days, and I have no reason to suppose that he was lying to me. He
thought that I should rever be able to make use of the informatioun.”

““ Well, he fooled you, that’s all,”’ replied the manager. ‘‘He's not here,
and I really cannot «ee my way clear to disturb what guests I have——"’

‘““My dear sir, Sutcliffe was disguised as an old man,” interjected
Inspector Morley briskly. ‘ We want you to give us the number of his
room; we will then guietly go to it and effect his arrest——"’

The manager laughed. -

“There is no old man here,”” was his dismaying announcement. ‘‘ The
liotel has had no guests since yesterday evening. Not a single person, of
cither sex, has engaged rooms in this establishiment to-day. I am sorry to
disappoint you, gentlemen, but you are certainly on a false trail!”

And so it proved' '

As the mannger stated, not a soul had engaged apartments at the hotel
during the whole of the day. According to Nelson Lee’s calculations, the
forger should have presented himself at the Greyhound somewhere between
mine and fen. That he had not dore so was an unpleasant surprise.

Even when Jim had been absolutely sure that Lee and Nipper were
doomed he had not told them the actual truth! Either that, or he had
altered his plans suddenly—and Lee thought this was more probable. For
some reason Jim the Penman had abandoned the idea of staying at the
ireyhound, and had gone clsewhere. '

It was distinctly galling.

R e—

CHAPTER VIIL
Tke Rescue of the Nabob—And a Stunning Surprise— Finis,

ETECTIVE-INSPECTOR MORLEY was inclined to be gloomy and
D pessimistic. After the police and the Scotland Yard men had retired
from the Greyhound Hotel the inspector held a short consultation

with Nelson Lee in the big police car.

*“I'm not blaming you, Lee, but it's infernally rotten, all the same!”’
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he grunted. “ Are you surc it was Croydon Jim the Penman mentioned?
Could it ‘have beecn some other place——"

‘“ My dear mspector please give me credit for being moderately seusible,
at all events!’ Nelson Lee interrupted. ‘‘I should not have brought you
here unless I had been quite positive. It is ouly too obvious that Sutcliffe
was either fooling me or that he has made fresh plans. But it is not tco
late, even now, to effect his arrest, Nobody has been allowed to kunow that
Nlpper and I were discovered in the Ruseeﬁ Square house. Jim, therefcre,
is off his guard.”

L Thats right enough, guv’nor,”” agreed Nipper shrewdly. ‘ He thinks
that we’re dead by now, and as he’s not at the Greyhound he must bo at
eome other hotel. And it’s quite likely that he’s in the same disguise as
be mentioned to us. So it’s up to you, Mr. Morley, to streteh the net
round London and collar your man!”

Inspector Morley grunted.

““ The police. net may be effective where ordinary criminals are con-
cerned,”’ he replied gloomily, ‘ but Jim the Penman is a kind of magician.
The Yard’s got good reason to knmow that. By thunder if we get hold of
him again—— But I'm afraid there's a mighty big ‘if ° about it!” he
added lamely.

‘“Well, we can but do our best,” said Nelson Lee crisply. “ You had
better give what imstructions you intend, Mcrley, and then we’ll continue
on our way. The police station ig only two minutes away, if you want to
te‘acphone to the Yard. After that we'll hasten on to Purley.”

** By jingo, the Nabob!’ ejaculated Nipper. ' I'd quite forgottea the
poor chap!”

Nelson Lee struck one fist into the palm of his other hand.

‘“By James! The thought has ]ust entered my head!” he exclaimed,
with an eager look. °‘‘ Purley is only just beyond Croydon. Is it not
possible that Jim the Penman has gone there? The Nabob is being kept
prisoner in a small villa, and it's just crossed my mind that Sutcliffe may
have gone there to give. his confederate instructicns!”

‘“ Confederate !”” repeated Morley charply.

"“ Exactly. There’s a man named Galloway who has been keeping the
Nabob of Rajpur in captivity,”” was Lee’s reply. °‘‘ Before stretching your
net, Morley, we had better hasten straight to Purley and try our luck
there.”’ ‘

And within twc minutes the two motor-cars were off again. Having
drawn a blank at the Greyhound, it was quite likely that success would
crowa their efforts in Purley,

But such was not the case.

Nelson Lee was aware of the exact address, and the villa proved to be a
small, modern detached house. It was surrounded and broken into. But
of Jim the Penman there was no sign. The man Galloway was captured
redhanded, fast asleep in a& chair. And in the same room Dadan Ramset
Khan, Nabob of Rajpur, was lying on a mattress, bound and gaggcd and
helpless.

He was overjoyed to find himeelf rescued. And Galloway, although
disinayed, accepted his arrest philosophically. He swore that Sutcliffe had
not been near him during the whole of his stay at thé house—and Lee
believed the man.

The Nabob’s story corresponded exactly with the narrative which the
famous detective had heard from Jim the Penman’s own lips. After the
accident that night Galloway and Channimg had brought their pnsoner to
this house. And he bhad remained a captive ever since,

1)
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He was utterly flabbergasted when he heard that his priceless jewels
had been stolen. For a moment the wealthy Indian seemed to go mad with
fury. He raved and shouted and stormed until he was almost exhausted.

Then, as a reaction, he adopted a moaning lament. Almost upon his
knees he begged Nelson Lee to recover the jewels. He offered the detective
tho most amazing reward if he succeeded. He was willing to give any-
thing—anything so long as he got the Rajpur jewels back.

Leo promised to do his utmost, and to report to the Nabob in the morn-
ing. His highness then weut off in one of the police cars to London. His
appearance was very similar to that Jim the Penman had adopted, and
l.ce could well understand why the forger had been so successful in his
enterprise.

It was now after midnight, but Nelson Lee spent a full hour ransacking
tho house for any pcesible clue But there was nothing to give him the
slightest satisfaction. At about half-past one Purley was left behind, and
l.ce and Nipper returned to London in a special car which had been sent
out to them. Morley had left long since, in order to spread the net.

After a long consultation at Scotlynd Yard Lee and Nipper made a
round of the big West End hotels. There was nothing like striking while
the iron was hot—and Jim might have been hiding in any one of them.

But the hours passed, and &till Iee achieved no result. At last, belore
returning to Gray’s Inn Road, he called at the Yard to hear if there was
any news. But none was to hand. Jim the Penman and the Nabob's
Jewels had completely disappeared.

It was about half-past seven when Nelson Lece and Nipper wearily
mounted the steps of their house in Gray’s Inn Road, and opened the door.
T'hey had had a very strenuous night, and were feeling tired, sleepy. and
generally “ fed up.” It was chilly now, and they had scarcely been able to
tco their way up (Gray's Inn Road, for a heavy white morning mist
hud descended over London, and promised to develop into a regular fog.

“ Why, goodness me! If it ain’t Mr. Lee!”’ exclaimed Mrs., Jones,
ns the detective and Nipper entered. The landlady happened to be in the
hall ~having, as a matter of fact, just come down. ‘‘I never expected to
st you back so soon, Mr. Lee!”

" Personally, I thought I was rather late,” renlied Lee drily. ‘I ought
to have been here last night, safely in bed——""

“ Why, what are ye saoying?’’ interrupted Mrs. Jones, in surprise. ‘I
understood from your letter as how you wouldn't be back for several
days'”

““ My letter?”’ reported Lee, frowning. ‘° What the——"'

“I'hat’s right, Mr. Lee. And the gent's upstairs now!"”’ explained Mrs.
Jounes. ‘A nice, quiet-spoke gent ‘he is, too. I didn’t rightly know whether
ha should have your room, or Master Nipper's—"

“ What in wonder’s name are you talking about?”’ demanded Lce
sharply. |
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““ Well, I never! Fancy you not remembering,”” said Mrs. Jones. ‘“ La-t
night, sir, at about- half-past nine, a gentleman came with a letter from
you, sayin’ that you wouldn’'t be home until the beginning of next week,
and that your rooms were to be given over to the gentleman wko brought
the letter.” |

Nelson Lee gave a violent start.

** The letter "’ he rapped out tensely. *‘ Show it to me!”’

Poor Mrs. Jones was somewhat flustered, but ehe fumbled in the pocket
of her apron and produced a much-crumpled envelope. From this she ex-
tracted a picce of notepaper bearing the embossed heading of a famous
West End club to which Nelson Lee belonged. And the writing was
Lee’s own!

The letter was quite short, and was addressed to Mrs. Jones—telling
her that the bearer was a very old friend named Mr. Howard Pattersou.
Lee’s rooms were to be placed entirely at Mr. Patterson’s dispcsal.

The famous detective was nearly overcome with amazement.

““ This letter 1s a forgery, Nipper!”’ he exclaimed, in a strange voice.
‘ Good heavens, don’t you understand? We have been chasing round
London all night,” and Jim the Penman is here—hcre in our very rooms!'’

And Nipper was too overcome to do anything but gasp.

" The master forger’s audacity was simply startling. He had had the
truly astounding effrontery to establish himself in Nelson Lee’s own
rooms! Yet, when Lee looked at the thing calimly, he could well under-
stand Jim’s motive.

He had been certain that Lee and Nipper were dead, and so—by forgery
—he had obtained the free use of the detective’s rcoms. In reality it was
an extraordinarily clever move. The police would never think of looking
for their man in Nelson Lee’s apartments.

And Jim the Penman probably had meant to stay there for a ceuple of
days until he had planned a way of eecape. Possibly, too, he had designs
on Nelson Lce’s bank balance—which was considerable. - :

In spite of the utter audacity of the move, Lee could do nothing but
admire Jim’s cool nerve. But a great exultation filled the detective. Jim
the Penman was absolutely trapped! Totally unconsciously, the forger
had placed himself in' the worst possible position,

‘T'he end came auickly.

. And although it was entirely satisfactory in one way it was very
disappointing in another. Without hesitation Nelson Lee at once mounted
the stairs and stood upon the landing, listening. Certain sounds told him
that Jim was in the consulting-rcom. And Lee burst in abruptly.

~ An elderly man was seated at the detective’s desk, calmly examining
Lec’s papers, and smoking one of Lee’s cigars. He looked up guickly as
the door burst open, and then leapt to his reet with a startled cry.

For one single eecond Jim the Penman was absolutely at a loss. IHe
had thought himself safe: he had thought that Lee was dead'! Yet all
‘the time the detective was alive, and Jim the Penman was trapped!'

The forger stood perfectly still for just that one second. And then he
acted with amazing promptitude and determination. Even Nelson Lee
was not prepared for such methods. ~ .

Jim the Penman clutched at a heavy paperweight and hurled 1t
straight at Nelson Lee’s head. The detective dodged, but the weight
struck him a glancing blow, ard he fell to the floor. It was all so com-
pletely dramatic that there was no time for action on Nipper's part.

The lad was at the door, and Jim rushed across the room, and simply
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hurled Nipper across the landing by brute force. He pelted downstairs like
a madman, tore open the main door, and rushed into the fog—bareheaded
and filled with alarm.

But he escaped. Both Lee and Nipper cet up a hue and cry, but the
too was thick now, and swallowed the escaping eriiminal up. Solely owing
to his astonishing presence of mind Jun the Penman had escaped. But
he had done <o only by the skin of his teeth, and by instant and drastic
cetion.

But although Sutcliffe escapcd, his great effort had been a dismal
failure. Nelson Lee and Nipper were still alive, and the Nabob of Rajpur’s
iewels were found intact in the detective’s consulting-room.

Jim had only thought of escape; he had had no time to carry off his ill-
ootlen gains. The Nabob was overjoyed, and paid Nelson Lee a huge
tee. The detective did not consider that he had carned it, but he accepted
the cheque nevertheless. Indeed, the Nabob would have been highly insulted
if Lee bad done otherwise.

Financially the case was a great succcess, but Jim was free again. And
Nelson Lece only too willingly acknowledged that Douglas James Sutcliffo
was the cleverest crcok he had ever cressed swerds with,

THE END.

Your Editor regrets that, owing to lack of space, the usual instalment
of the serial, ‘““ The Island of Gold,” must unavoidably be he!d cver

un®l! next week.
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